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S U F F i

HOSPITAL BILLS PAID!

ĤERE'S THE NATIONS’WOST
P O P U L A R  PROTECTION.
lirEGOLD S E A L”POLICY

SERVICE
t.

THAT ARE BIG  
ENOUGH To Be WORTHWHILE!

IF YOUR’ E SICK . . Policy
pays for sickness disability a lib
eral monthly income for as long 
as 3 months tn amounts up to . .

IF YOUR’ E H U R T . .  .For travel
and other accident disability a 
monthly income as long as 24 
months in amounts up to . . .  .

A C C U M U L A T E D  C A S H
Policy pays for travel and other 
accidental loss o f life, limb, or 
sight liberal capital sums up to

* Increases 10% each year for 5 years up to $6000.00!

AGES 15 to 69 

NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION

CASH For Almost Every Emergency!
Now, added millions can afford all-around insurance protection. Here 
is a policy for only fl-a-m onth  that pays liberal capital sums up to 
#4000.00 for travel, auto and ordinary accidental loss o f  life, limbs or 
sight. It provides a monthly cash income if disabled by either sickness 
or accident . . . pays hospital expenses for both sickness and accident, 
also childbirth . . . pays even for non-confining sicknesses and minor 
injuries, as specified in the policy. Protects you day and night— at 
home, work or play. Provides Q U IC K  CASH  to replace lost income 
when sickness or accident strikes . , . cash for hospital bills, doctor 
bills, medicines and nurse’s care.

SEND FOR THIS POLICY! n o  c o s t .'
N O  O B L I G A T I O N ! . .  See this policy and judge for yourself.
Y ou ’ ll agree it offers substantial protection at minimum cost. This is 
N O T  the usual limited type policy. You don’t have 
to be gored by a bull or fall down an elevator shaft 
to collect. Let us send you this policy for 10 Days’ c  yuainjcfo  
Free Examination. N O  cost. N O  obligation. N O  ® .******£•• 
salesman will call. Just mail coupon below.

'T /U tiA T / O N P lM
P W 0 S P /‘
Hospital Benefits, in addition to other 
benefits, for both sickness and accident 
include #5.00 per day for hospital room, 
board, general nursing care. Also #85.00 
for hospital expenses. Total hospital ben
efits for a single hospital confinement, as 
specified, for sickness up to  $637.50, for 
accidents up to $653.50

T h e  SERVICE LIFE INSURANCE C O .
7H-0 133^ “ * OMAHA 2. NEBRASKA

10- D * Y  i n s p e c t i o n

*0 5 3 . 5 0
ALSO COVERS MATERNITY 

UP TO $50.00

The SERVICE LIFE INSURANCE CO.
773-G  S e rv ice  L ife  B ld g . ,  O m a h a  2, N e b ra sk a  

S E N D  w it h o u t  c o s t  o r  o b l i g a t io n  y o u r  e x t r a - l ib e r a l  
••Gold S e a l”  S I -A -M O N T H  P o li c y  f o r  10 D a y s ' F re e  
I n s p e c t io n .
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To those who think
LEARNING MUSIC

SEE HOW EASY IT  IS!
M Y  COUNTRY 'TIS OF THEE, 

SWEET LAND OF LIBERTY

Strike these notes and you're play
ing "A m erica ." TRY IT— IT S  FUN

is hard . •.

Enrolling for 3rd Course 
" I  learned more from your 
course than many of mv 
friends who studied under 
private teachers have for 
years. The fact that I've a l
ready taken 2 courses and 
am now enrolling for a third 
ahould speak for Itself.*’

*F. A . S., Indiana

Plays from Start
"Y our advertisements are 
true to the letter. I can ac
tually play my favorite In
strument even though I ’m 
only at the beginning. How 
can I ever express my Joyful 
gratitude.'*

*F . R. O., Illinois

*  A ctu a l names on  request. 
P ic t u r e s  b y  P r o f e s s i o n a l  

M od els .

E a s y a s A - 8 - C  this print and picture way
• Perhaps you think learning m u
sic is a tedious grind. I t  isn’t any 
longer! Long hours of practicing 
hum drum  scales and hard-work 
exercises are over and done with.

Y o u  have no excuses . . .  no alibis 
whatsoever for not getting started 
toward musical good times n o w !  
Fo r, through a new, easy, pleasant 
method, you can now learn to play 
right at home— without a private 
teacher— for only a few cents a day.

Learn to Play by Playing
T h e  lessons come to you by mail 
from the famous U . S. School of 
Music . . . complete instructions, 
la r g e , c le a r  d ia g ra m s  
a n d  a l l  th e  m u s ic  y o u  
need. Y o u  study with a 
smile. Y o u  learn to play 
by playing real tunes b y  
note. A n d  it’s all so easy 
to understand. First you 
are to ld  how to do a thing.
Th e n  a picture sh o w s  you 
how. Th e n  you do it your
self and hear it.

I f  you’re tired o f Ju»t look
ing on at partiei —  if you’ve 
envied those who could enter

tain others —  if learning music has al
ways been a never-to-come-true dream—  
let thi9 time-tested home-study method 
come to your rescue.

Over 850,000 people have studied mu
sic this modern, easy as ABC way. And 
remember, no matter what instrument 
you choose, the cost will average only 
a few cents a day.

Our illustrated Free Booklet fully ex
plains this remarkable course. It shows 
how you can learn to play quickly, and 
for a mere fraction o f the cost of old, 
slow methods. So decide which instru
ment you want to play and mail the 
coupon today. The fascinating Free 
Booklet will be sent to you at once to
gether with a “ Print and Picture”  
Sample. U. S. School o f Music, 2941 
Brunswick Bldg., New York 10, N. Y .

FREE PRINT AND PICTURE SAM PL E
U. S. Sohool of Music, 2941 Brunswick Bldg., N. Y. 10, N. Y. 
Please send me Free Booklet and Print and Picture 
Sample. I would like to play instrument checked below.

I (Do you have instrument ------- ---------------- ------ ------------------- )
* Plano Accordion Trumpet Ukulele
I Violin Mandolin Trombone Clarinet
I Guitar Saxophona Tenor Banjo Other Instrument

I N a m e____ — —-------------------------------------- ------------------ —------- -
,  (P L E A S E  P R IN T )

| S t r e e t  — ---------------- —— — ---------— —  ---------------------

I City________________________________________  SUte........... .........
I Note! If you are under 16 yrs. of age parent must sign coupon

Save 2c— Stick C oupon  cm penny postcard



A BOOK-LENGTH MYSTERY NOVEL

The Grave Must Be Deep
by Norman A. Daniels

When rich and conservative Peter Ander suddenly 
goes berserlc, there's plenty of murder, mystery 
end intrigue in the wind— and nothing can stop 
Prosecutor Alec Hart from embarking on the 
baffling and perilous trail of a criminal case 
that some consider just a bit too hot to touch! 13

A COMPLETE NOVELET
TOO MANY COPS ..............William O'Sullivan 88

Sheriff Joe Zeller's knowledge of nature lore sure comes in 
mighty handy when he goes in pursuit of a dangerous killer!

SHORT STORIES
DARLING, YOU SHOULDN'T HAVEI......................Robert Sidney Bowen 70

Mrs. Roger Fenimore was as pretty as a picture, and Sleuth 
Chet Lacey found her right in the middle of a murder frame

FIT TO BE TRIED....................................................... Joe Archibald 79
Willie Klump, the Hawkeye Hawkshaw, tackles a tangled case 
of murder and loot, and gives the miscreant plenty of rope

THE WALL OF LIGHT............................................ Anthony Tompkins 100
Ace detective Jerry McKay brilliantly solves a weird crime, 
unearths a clever killer —  and springs a strange surprise!

A DEPARTMENT
OFFICIAL BUSINESS ......................................................The Editor 6

POPULAR DETECTIVE, published every other month by Better Publications, Inc., at 10 East 40th Street, New York 
16, N. Y. N. L  Pines, President. Subscription (12 issues), $1.80 single copies, $.15. Foreign and Canadian postage 
extra. Reentered as second-class matter April 14, 1938, at the Post Office at New York, N. Y., under the Act of 
March 3, 1879. Copyright, 1946, by Better Publications, Inc. In communicating with this magazine, please include your 
postal zone number, if any. Manuscripts will not be returned unless accompanied by self-addressed, stamped 
envelope and are submitted at the author's risk. Names of all characters used in stories and semi-fiction articles are 
fictitious. If the name of any living person or existing institution is used, it is a coincidence. Printed in the U.S.A.



j r " '  Building fills
I % A  A . M . SIGNAL GENERATOR

1 g iv e s  y o u  v a l u a b l e
V  > | e x p e r ie n ce . P ro v id e s  

J  a m p litu d e  -  m od u la ted
g p l i k  f ;» | s ig n a ls  f o r  te s t  an d

-\| e x p e r im e n t  p u r p o s e s .^ * ’*”-

RADIO SERVICING pays good money for 
full time work. Many others make $5, $10 lW \  
a  week EXTRA fixing Radios in spare time. *

with 6 Big Kits 
of Radio Parts I Send You

D o  you  w a n t  a  g o o d -p a y  jo b  In R a d io — o r  y o u r  
o w n  m o n e y -m a k in g  R a d io  S h o p ?  M a il C o u p on  f o r  
a  F R E E  S a m p le  L esson  a n d  m y  F R E E  64-page 
b ook , “ W in  R ich  R e w a rd s  in  R a d io ."  8 e «  h ow  
N .R .I . g iv es  y o u  p r a c t ic a l R a d io  e x p e r ie n ce  a t 
h om e— b u ild in g , te s t in g , r e p a ir in g  R a d io s  w ith  6 
B IG  K IT S  O F  P A R T S  I  s e n d !

Many Bealnners Soon Make Good Extra Money 
in Spare Time While Leorning

T h e  d a y  you  en ro ll I s ta r t  s e n d in g  E X T R A  
M O N E Y  J O B  S H E E T S . Y o u  L E A R N  R a d io  
p r in c ip le s  fr o m  m y  e a sy -to -g ra sp , illu stra te d  les 
so n s— P R A C T IC E  w h a t  you  le a rn  w ith  p a rts  I 
s e n d — U S E  y o u r  k n o w le d g e  t o  m a k e  E X T R A  
m o n e y  f ix in g  n e ig h b o rs ’ R a d io s  in  sp a r e  t im e  
w h ile  s t ill le a r n in g ! F ro m  h e re  i t ’ s a  s h o r t  ste p  to  
y o u r  o w n  full-time R a d io  S h o p  o r  a g o o d  R a d io  
j o b !

Future for Trained Men Is Bright 
In Radio, Television, Electronics

I t ’ s p r o b a b ly  ea sier t o  g e t  sta rte d  in  R a d io  n o w  
th a n  e v e r  b e fo re  b e ca u se  th e  R a d io  R e p a ir  b u s i
ness is b o o m in g . T ra in e d  R a d io  T e ch n ic ia n s  a lso  
find p ro fita b le  o p p o r tu n it ie s  in  P o lice , A v ia t io n , 
M a rin e  R a d io , B r o a d ca s t in g , R a d io  M a n u fa c tu r 
in g , P u b lic  A d d re ss  w o rk . T h in k  o f  ev en  g rea te r  
o p p o rtu n it ie s  as T e le v is io n  a n d  E le c tro n ic s  b e co m e  
a va ila b le  t o  th e  p u b l i c ! S e n d  f o r  fr e e  b ook s n o w ! .

Find Out Whdt N.R .I. Can Da For You
Mull Coupon for Sample Lesson and my 64-page bOOK. | 

Read the details about my Course. Read letters from men 
I trained, telling what they are doing, earning. 8ee how 
quickly, easily you can get started. No obligation! Just 
MAIL COFPON NOW In an envelope or paste it on a 
penny postal. J. E. SMITH, President Dept. 7A09, Ns. 
t ion at Radio Institute, Pioneer Home Study Radio 
School, Washington 9, D. C.

You build this 
MEASURING INSTRUMENT

y o u rse lf  ea rly  in  th e  co u rse — use it  
f o r  p r a c t ic a l R a d io  w o rk  on  n e ig h 
b o rh o o d  R a d io s  to  p ick  u p  E X T R A  
sp a re  t im e  m o n e y !

You build this 
SUPERHETERODYNE 
C IR C U IT th a t  b r in g s  in lo ca l 
a n d  d is ta n t s ta tio n s . Y ou  
g e t  pra ctica l  e x p e r ie n ce  
p u tt in g  th is se t  th ro u g h  
fa s c in a t in g  t e s t s !

Gives hints on Receiver Servic
ing. Locating Defects, Repair of 
Loudspeaker. I.F. Transformer, 
Gang Tuner, Condenser, etc.. 81 
illustrations. Study it— keep It—■ 
use it— without obligation! Mail 
Coupon NOW for your copy.

/ Z t t  R f i T U  64 l>*6E B00l(
L / C /  O V I n  SAMPLE LESSONFREE

My Course Includes Training In

TELEVISION • ELECTRONICS

MR. J, E. 8 MITH. President. Dept. 7A09 
NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE, Washington 9, D. C.

Mall me FREE, without obligation, Sample Lesson 
and f>4-page book about how to win success In Radio 
and Television— Electronics. (No salesman will oalL 
Please write plainly.)

Name... —Age....

City-. --------- .State------- -----
(Please include Post Offloe zone number)

Approved for T ra in in g lin d e r



OFFICIAL BUSINESS
A DEPARTMENT WHERE READERS 

AND THE EDITOR MEET

D O U B T L E S S  yo u  all rem em ber “ T h e  
Dead D o n ’t W rite ,” by Roger Fuller, 
w h ich  appeared in this magazine— it’s 

not very long ago. A ppare ntly, from  yo ur 
letters, m any of yo u  remember Law rence 
H ackett, two-fisted private detective, know n 
to his friends as “ M o o d y ”— no one knows 
w hy.

W e ll, friends, M o o d y  w ill be back w ith  us 
again in a rip -snorter of a novel called 
D E A T H  W E A R S  K I D  G L O V E S .  I f  you 
missed m aking M o o d y H ackett’s acquaint
ance thus far, be sure and get aboard the 
bandwagon this time. I t ’s strictly on the 
beam. W e ’re going to give you the barest 
sm attering of the plot— just enough to  whet 
yo u r appetite.

“ I  think I ’m going to be m u rd e re d !”
T h a t ’s w hat E llio tt  P om pton, wealthy 

m anufacturer, said to H ackett. P om pton 
was a queer-looking duck— that is, he dressed 
queerly for a m an of fifty. H e  was rigged out 
like a college sophomore— particularly those 
yellow gloves.

I t  was a strange tale he told M ood y 
Hackett. H e  was in business w ith  a partner, 
H orace W in th ro p . T h e  name of the firm 
was fam iliar to H ackett. M oreover, H orace 
was one of T h e  W in th ro p s— H a rv a rd , L a rc h - 
m ont Y a ch t C lub— O ld  Colonial and all that 
stuff. P om pton admitted that he had chiseled 
his w ay into the firm, because he had some
thing  “ on” W in th ro p . T h e y  had both taken 
out fifty-thousand-dollar life insurance poli
cies, each to protect the other partner. I t  
was customary.

Beneath the Veneer
Yes, E llio tt  P om pton had every reason for 

believing his partner, H orace W in th ro p , 
wanted him  out of the w ay. W in th ro p  had 
his eyes either on the governorship or a seat 
in the Senate. B u t in spite of all the outw ard 
veneer of wealth and society connections, 
P om pto n knew  that W in th ro p  needed 
money.

B u t to get back to w hat P om pton tells 
M o o d y H a c k e tt:

O ne attempt has been made on P om pton’s 
life b y  an auto try in g  to ru n  h im  dow n. B u t 
the second attempt is m uch m ore significant. 
P om pto n has his office on the thirty-second 
floor of the E lg a rd  B u ild in g , on the top floor 
of w h ich  is located the Pike’s Peak R oom  
N ig h t  C lub.

P om pto n likes to w o rk  strange hours. H e  
is often in the office until m idnight. T h e  
people w h o  go to the night club use the same 
elevator. P om pto n has arranged w ith  the 
elevator operators, through K in g , the super
intendent, a special signal in the w a y of a 
trick y ring. T h is  particular night, P om pton 
gives the ring. H e  swears he heard the ele
va to r com ing up.

Yawning Death
H e  goes on to tell H ackett that while in 

sort of a b ro w n  study, busily looking through 
his briefcase, he goes to step in the elevator—  
w hen he discovers, even though the door is 
open, that there is no elevator there! A n d  
th irty -tw o  stories of nothingness yaw n 
em ptily before h im !

M o o d y H ackett finds the whole thing very 
difficult to believe. H e  does not w ant to 
accept the case. P om pton pays h im  the 
thousand-dollar-retainer w itho ut any ques
tion. P om pton also goes on to say that he 
does not w ant a bodyguard and that he is 
not afraid. H ackett thinks the whole thing 
sounds phony. M o o d y H ackett w ill find he 
hasn’t seen an yth ing  y e t !

Rem em ber Jo h n n y  Fa rre ll, the bartender 
from  the other case? A n y  time H ackett 
wanted to get the undercover low dow n on 
anybody F a rre ll always knew w hat was what. 
I t  was Fa rre ll w ho sent P om pto n to Hackett. 
So w hen M o o d y drifts into the g rill where 
Fa rre ll w orks, he is surprised to hear the 
bartender a sk:

“ D id  yo u  see that e ighty-six that was look
ing for yo u ?”

H ackett thinks Fa rre ll means Pom pton. 
Y e t  H ackett knows that in underw orld  parl
ance, an “ e ighty-six” is a “w ro n g  guy.” B u t 

( C o n tin u e d  on  page  8 )



Y o v  might use a mechanic's micrometer 
or a draftsman's dividers, a surveyor's tape or an 
engineer's rule, but only with training can you 
hope to get the fullest measure of opportunity.

For opportunity is elastic — it ex p a n d s a lon g  
with your k n ow led g e  an d  ability. A nd whether 
you  w ill "m easu re  u p " to the responsibilities of 
a su ccessfu l future d epen ds upon  whether you  
are taking sp ecia l training to qu alify  y ou  for 
better positions a lon g  the w ay .

Y ou ca n  start n ow  on a  program  of Personal 
A dvancem en t — through training. The w orld- 
fam ous International C orresp on den ce Schools 
are read y  to help  y ou  in the sam e w a y  that they 
have help ed  thousands of tod a y 's  lead ers  in 
A m erican  bu siness and  industry.

N ow  is the time to b road en  you r opportunities 
and prepare for a  rew ardin g  future b y  study 
with I. C. S. Start toda y  b y  m ailing  this cou p on  
for com plete inform ation.

I N T E R N A T I O N A L  C O R R E S P O N D E N C E  SCHOO L S
BOX 3966-H, SCRANTON 9, PENNA.

W ithout cost or obligation, please send m e full particular* about the course before  w hich  I  have

8 Structural Engineering 
Surveying end Mapping

Air Conditioning and 
Plumbing Courses 

□  Air Conditioning Communication# Coui

8 Heating □  Plumbing' □  Electronics
Refrigeration □  Steam Fitting □  Practical Telephony
Chemistry Courses

□  Chemical Engineering
□  Chemistry, Analytical
□  Chemistry, Industrial
□  Chemistry, Mfg. Iron A Steel
□  Petroleum Refining □  Plaetiae
□  Pulp and Paper Making

Civil Engineering, Architec
tural and Mining Courses 

0  Architectural Drafting 
D Architecture
□  Bridge and Building Foremao

§ Building Estimating 
Civil Engineering 

□  Coal Mining 
Q Contracting and Building 
□  Highway Engineering 
Q Lumber Dealer 
□  Reading Structural Blueprint# 
□  Sanitary Engineering 
□  Structural Drafting

Name-----------------------------------------------

I Radio. General 
0  Radio Operating 
Q Radio Servicing
□  Telegraph Engineering 

Electrical Course#
□  Electrioal Drafting
□  Electrical Engineering
□  Electric Light and Power 
O Lighting Technician
□  Practical Electrician 

Internal Combustion 
Engines Courses

G Auto Technician □  Aviation
□  Diesel-Electric
□  Diesel Engines O  Gas Engine* 

Mechanical Courses
□  Aeronautical Engineering

g Aircrsft Drafting 
Flight Engineer 

□  Foundry Work 
□  Heat Treatment off Metals

-J -e* -

J  Industrial Engineering
□  Industrial Metallurgy,
□  Machine Shop
Q Mechanical Drafting
□  Mechanical Engineering 
0  Mold-Loft Work
□  Patternmaking— Wood. Metal

8 Reading Shop Blueprints 
Sheet-Metal Drafting 
□  Sheet-Metal Worker

8 Ship Drafting □  Ship Fitting 
Tool Designing 

□  Toolmaking
□  Welding— Gas and Eleotrie 

Railroad Courses
□  Air Brake □  Car I ns poo tor

8 Diesel Locomotive 
Locomotive Engineer 

□  Locomotive Fireman 
□  Railroad Section Foreman 

Steam  Englnaaring Coursos 
O Boilermaking

8 Combustion Engineering 
Engine Running

8 Marine Engineering
Steam Electric □  Steam Engines

Home
— Addr est---------------------------------------- --

marked X :
Textile Courses 

]  Cotton Manufacturing 
D Rayon Weaving 
] Textile Designing 
3 Woolen Manufacturing 

Business and 
Acadamlo Courses 
Aeoounting □  Advertising
Arithmetic □  Bookkeepings
Business Correspondence 
Business Management 
Certified Public Accounting 
Commercial 
Cost Accounting 
Federal Tax 
First Year College 
Foremanship O French 
Good English □  High Sehoot 
Higher Mathematics 
Illustrating □  Motor Traffic 
Postal Service
Salesmanship □  Secretarial 
Sign Lettering 
Spanish □  Stenography 
Traffio Management

- Present Position—

Working Hourt_ Length of Servfe• In World W ar I I -
Bpecial tuition rates to mombort of the Armed Forcet. Enrollment under the 0 .1 . Bill of Rights approved for War 11 Veterans. 

Canadian resident! tend coupon to International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Ltd., Montreal, Canada.



SCIENTIFIC CRIME DETECTION
I t  la Eaty to Learn !FOLLOW 

(HIS MAN

Operator 
No. 38

I  w ill teach 700 this fascinating 
science during *onr spore timo at 
homo. I t  pay5 to  be an expert In 
Finger Prtntfng, Firearms Identi
fication. Police Photography and 
B e c r e t S e r v io e M e t h o d a . I h a ve  
trained hundreds o f  men and wom 
en n ow  a u c c e s s fu lly  s e r v in g  in 
identification bureaus throughout 
America. You. too . m ay quicklv 
prepare yourself to  becom e a well- 
paid valued officer o f  the law, often 
sharing in  the generous rewards 
offered fo r  wanted criminals.

5 3  PER C E N T
Df all Identification Bureaus in the 
O. S. employ students and gradu
ates of I. A. 8. A majority 01 these 
men are heads of Bureaus. Many of 
them knew nothing about crime 
detection before training with me. 
Now they have steady Jobs, good 
salaries and a fine future. Write 
today for full particulars and free 
book. Give age.
APPLIED SCIENCE

"BLUE BOOK 
OF CRIME”

This book is full of exciting 
Information on scientific 
crime detection. It will show 
how You can get started in 
a grand career. N ow , at 
amazingly low cost. Clip 
couponNow... Mail it today.

INSTITUTE OF
j920_Sunnyslde_Aye.^_DepK_ 796T,_______Chicago 40, III

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE
1920 Sunnysida  A v e ., Dept. 7 9 6 1 , Chicago 4 0
Gentlemen: Without any obligation on my part, send me the 
"B lue Book o f Crim e," and complete list of Identification 
Bureaus employing your students or graduates, together with 
your low prices and Easy Terms Offer. (Literature will be sent 
ONLY to persons 6tating their age.)
Name ----------------------  ------
Address__________________________________ ____ _ ________________

. Ago-.

I N V E N T O R S
Laam now—without obligation—how to protact 

sell your invention. Secure Free "Patent 
Guide," containing complete information about 
patent procedure and selling inventions. Write 

CLARENCE A. O'BRIEN t  HARVEY JACOBSON 
Registered Patent Attorneys 

78-A Adams Building 9  Washington ?, D. C.

BE A D E T E C T I V E
WORK HOME or TRAVEL. ExperUoc. unnecesary.
D ETECTIVE Particulars F R E E . W rite  to 
GEO. R. H. WAGNER, 125 W . 86th St., N . Y .

p K A Y I ?
The prayers o f  the most worthy people often fail. Why? 
The unworthy often have the greatest health, success, 
riches and happiness. The best, smartest, and most in
dustrious people often have only pain, poverty and sor
row. W hy? Thirty years ago, in Forbidden Tibet, behind 
the highest mountains in the world, a young Englishman 
found the answers to these questions. His eyes were 
opened by the strangest my stic he met during his twenty- 
one years o f  travels in the Far East. Sick then, he re
gained health. Poortben, he acquired wealth and world
wide professional honors. He wants to tell the whole world 
what he learned, and offers to send a 9,000- word treatise, 
FREE, to everyone who asks promptly. It is a first step 
to the POW ER that K N OW LEDG E gives. There is 
no obligation. Write for YOUR FR EE  C O PY  today. 
INSTITUTE of MENTALPHYSICS, Dept. 648-A 
21 3  South Hobart Blvd* - '  Los Angoloa 4 , Calif.

O F F IC IA L  BUSINESS
( C o n tin u e d  f ro m  page 6 )

w hen H ackett questions the bartender anent 
the m atter, Fa rre ll explains that he does not 
mean P om pton. H e  means that one-eyed 
crook kn o w n  as “ L a m p y ” Davis. H ackett 
can’t imagine w h y  L a m p y should be looking 
for him.

The W rong Victim!
La te r, the detective wanders over to the 

E lg a rd  B u ild in g . Th e re  he finds policemen 
in the lobby and a crow d. Th e re  has been 
an accident— something about the elevator. 
A m o n g  the H om icide m en in the foyer, 
M o o d y H ackett spots his old friend Fred 
M arley.

“ W h a t happened, F re d ? ” H ackett asks.
“ N o t  m uch, M o o d y,” M arley answers. 

“ Som ebody stepped into an elevator, only 
the elevator wasn’t there. I t ’s a drop of 
thirty-som e stories. T h e  car was dow n here, 
on this floor.”

So, M o o d y H ackett thought, E llio tt  P o m p - 
ton was right. Som ething had happened even 
after he was so sure he could take care of 
himself. B u t the next w ords the H om icide 
m an said, caused H ack ett’s brain to spin 
around in a m ad w h ir l : “ A  guy by the name 
of H orace  W in th ro p — ever hear of h im ?”

T o  M o o d y H ackett this no w  seemed m uch 
m ore than coincidental. P om pto n claimed 
that W in th ro p  was trying  to have him  killed 
in an elevator shaft. T h e n  it turns out that 
it is W in th ro p  w ho is the victim  and not the 
k ille r!

O n e  of the most im portant clues, H ackett 
finds, is a yellow  glove. I t  is found on the 
roof of the death car. T o  his amazement, he 
learns that the police kn o w  w ho the glove 
belongs to. I t  belongs to L a m p y  Davis.

H ackett no w  remembers about the “ eighty- 
six” w h o  was looking for him . L a m p y  Davis 
is not on ly a suspect, the police actually 
have him  in custody. In  his pocket they find 
a note, w ritte n  in a round, feminine hand. 
T h e  note says:

I ’m depending on you to see W inthrop, 
Lam py, and if he won’t do business, you go 
to M oody Hackett and tell him  what you want 
done.

T h e  note is unsigned. N a tu ra lly , La m p y 
w o n ’t tell w ho it is from  for a long time. 
W h y  his name should be dragged into it, 
H ackett hasn’t the least idea. O f  course, 
there is the fact that H ackett knew  L a m p y 
w hen he was a kid.

Y o u ’re going to meet up w ith  some m igh ty 
interesting people, friends, including M rs. 
W in th ro p , w ho tips the bottle a bit— to “ fo r
get,” she says. O f  course she is M rs. W in 
throp N u m b e r T w o . Th e re  is Cassie Leach, 
the daughter b y  W in th ro p ’s first wife— she’s 
still around, and a bit of a hard case.

( C o n tin u e d  on  page 1 0 )
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O FFIC IA L  BUSINESS
(C o n t in u e d  f ro m  page 8 )

M o o d y H ackett w o uld like to dro p the 
whole thin g. B u t there is his w o rd  to  his 
client, P om pton. T h e n  there is the thousand- 
dollar-retainer. So w hen the other killing  
happens—

W e  think folks, that yo u’re going to be 
just as pleased w ith  M o o d y H ackett in  this 
yarn  as you were the first time. W e  do not 
believe we have ever set a m ore gripping yarn 
before you than next issue’s novel, D E A T H  
W E A R S  K I D  G L O V E S !

T h a t ’s all w e’ll tell you about it— but look 
forw ard to it for a real reading tre a t!

A  Fugitive From Justice
In  addition, next issue, we b ring  yo u  a 

novelet by W a y la n d  Rice, w ho gave us “ T h e  
Sign of M u rd e r” in the June issue. Y o u  w ill 
find his new story, w hich M r. Rice calls 
F L O W E R S ,  M Y  P R E T T Y  O N E ,  up to the 
usual standard set by this brilliant w riter.

L a r r y  G rant and his room -m ate, Jo h n  
Tru e tt , w o rk  in a small co un try tow n. G rant 
notices that the other chap dyes his hair and 
has raised a mustache. Confronted w ith  cer
tain facts, the room -m ate breaks dow n and 
admits his name is not T ru e tt , but H a l 
T h o rn e . H e  is ru n n in g  away from  his home 
tow n of W ayneville  because he has been 
accused of m urder.

I t  seems there was a g irl back in W a y n e 
ville named V ivia n  H a ll, w ho was found in 
the cemetery w ith  her throat slit. T h o m e  
is obliged to admit that he did have a date 
w ith  her that night and they did quarrel. T h e  
evidence against him  is certainly dam ning, 
but he swears he did not kill her.

L a rry  G rant convinces Th o rn e  that the 
best thin g  for him  to do is to go back to 
W ayneville  and give himself up. W ith  m uch 
foreboding, T h o m e  agrees. G rant is sure his 
room -m ate w ill be cleared.

A  few weeks later, L a rry  G ra n t is amazed 
to learn that Th o rn e  has been found guilty 
and sentenced to life im prisonm ent. G rant 
packs up and goes to W ayneville .

G rant thinks it is very strange, w hen he 
arrives in the tow n, that everybody seems so 
utte rly convinced of T h o rn e ’s guilt. Th e re  
seems to be a veritable “ iron curta in” around 
the case. T h e y  not only seem sure Th o rn e  
com m itted the ghastly deed, there are even 
some , like Gus Granger the hotel clerk, w ho 
w o uld like to see him  burn  for the crime.

Th e re  is also D o n  E b e r, the village Rom eo 
— he could have done it out of jealousy. 
Th e re  is the dead g irl’s uncle “ B o oze r” w ho 
admits he hated her. Th e re  is also her father, 
w ho has not w orked no w  in quite a while and 
travels about the country spending money 
lavishly. I t  could be insurance m oney.

Th o rn e  finally w orm s his w ay into the 
(C o n c lu d e d  on page 9 9 )
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Alec was certain he’d uncover a corpse at any moment (Chap. VIII)

THE GRAVE MUST BE DEEP
By NORMAN A. DANIELS

When rich and conservative Peter Ander goes berserk, there's 
murder in the wind, and nothing can stop Prosecutor Hart from 
taking a baffling, peril-laden trail to see which way it blows!

C H A P T E R  I

A Straight Jacket for Peter

T H I R T Y - O D D  years before, Peter A n 
der w o uld have been considered the 
acme of sartorial perfection as he 

emerged just at noon from  his private office 
on his w a y to lunch. B u t on this particular 
day, his secretary stared at the expression on 
his face. A n d  she was justified in staring.

A n d e r was as pale as a corpse, and his eyes 
had a haunted glare.

Peter A n d e r was a small man, deep in 
his fifties. H e  was w earing a derby hat of 
somber black, a w in g  collar w ith  a narrow  
black tie, and gray gloves w hich he was in 
the act of pulling  on. H is  coat was tight 
fitting. So were his trousers. A n d  no one 
had ever seen h im  wear anything except 
b ro w n  button shoes.

T h e  buxom , gray-haired, m iddle-aged Miss

A COMPLETE BOOK LENGTH MYSTERY NOVEL
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Lizzie  B o hm , the secretary, continued to 
stare at A n d e r as he approached her desk in 
the sum ptuously fitted outer office. N eve r 
in  all the tw enty-eight years she had been 
w o rking  for him  had she seen her em ployer 
look so haggard as this.

Peter A n d e r stalked up to the secretary’s 
desk and halted beside it.

“ Miss B o h m ,” he said, in low  bitter tones, 
“ after I  finish lunch, I  am going dow n to 
Police Headquarters on Centre Street to re
port a m urder. I f  anything should happen 
to detain me there, I  w ant yo u  take charge 
of the office.”

Miss B o h m ’s fascinated eyes widened still 
further.

“ Yes, sir,” she answered, too astonished 
to ask questions. “ Yes, M r . A n d e r.” I t  was 
all most extraordinary. “ I — I  hope yo u  w o n ’t 
be— er— detained.”

A n d  then, leaving her still gasping, Peter 
A n d e r stalked out of the office.

H e  was a methodical m an. T h ro u g h  all the 
years he had established an inflexible routine 
to w hich he adhered rigid ly. N eve r late, 
never ill, never absent— his habits were like 
clockw ork. T o d a y  was no different from  
other days.

Peter A n d e r made his w ay to the restau
rant where he always ate. I t  was a pleasant 
place, w ith  great plate glass w indow s, and 
he seated himself at a table, in a far corner, 
w hich was always reserved for him .

T h e  ow ner of the restaurant, a pudgy 
Swede, noticed A n d e r sit dow n and gave him  
the low  bow  he reserved exclusively for his 
best and regular customers.

T o d a y  Peter A n d e r ignored Larson, which 
also was remarkable and another departure 
from  routine.

Nevertheless A n d e r ordered a lunch 
calm ly enough, ate it slowly, and leaned 
back to sip his coffee.

Larson continued to watch him . A n d e r 
had his gaze fixed on two men at the next 
table w ith  singular intentness. H is  coffee 
cup, raised to w ithin  an inch of his lips, 
was poised there but he made no attempt 
to drink. T h e  m an w ho had riveted A n d e r’s 
attention was amusing himself by balancing 
a glass on the flat side of a table knife.

A N D E R  let go of the cup. I t  crashed 
on the saucer, broke and spilled coffee 

over his lap. H e  ignored that. H e  arose 
slowly, and his fingers encircled the neck 
of a heavy w ater decanter. Grasping this, 
he pushed back his chair and took three steps 
to the next table.

T h e  tw o m en glanced up at him  in amaze

14 POPULAR
ment. A n d e r spoke, in a low, unsteady voice 
that threatened to break into a strident 
scream.

“T h e re  w ill be no m ore m urders, do you 
hear me? N o  m ore m u rd e rs ! I  w o n ’t have 
it. Y o u  compel me to resort to violence.”

O ne of the m en started to arise. A n d e r 
raised the decanter and brought it dow n on 
his head. T h e  man fell across the taf>le, 
stunned. H is  com panion leaped up and back
wards, almost stum bling over his ow n over
turned chair. A n d e r made no attempt to 
stop him .

T h e  little man still held the decanter in 
his fist and he was looking around. H is  
eyes, ro lling  w ild ly, were bright pools of 
fire. O th e r patrons nearby jum ped to their 
feet and fled. Suddenly A n d e r raised the 
decanter. H e ' flung it, w ith  une rrin g  aim, 
straight at the huge plate glass w indow . 
W ith  an explosive crash, the pane broke, 
scattering glass in every direction.

T h e  restaurant ow ner, Larso n, dashed 
tow ard A n d e r. H e  reached him  just in time. 
T h e  little man had grasped another decanter 
and was using it to rain blows at the head 
of his victim . W a te r splashed copiously and 
A n d e r was yelling. Some of his words were 
quite indistinguishable, but w hen he came 
to the w o rd  “m urder,” it rang out clear 
and loud.

La rso n  grasped A n d e r from  behind, p in 
ning his arms tight.

“ Get on the phone,” Larso n yelled to a 
waiter. “ C all the cops and tell them  to 
b ring  a strait jacket. T h is  m an’s a m aniac.”

W ith in  tw enty minutes an ambulance 
had arrived and they tried to get the intricate 
jacket around A nde r. H e  resisted furiously. 
I t  was am azing how  m uch strength he pos
sessed for such a little man.

A t  last four men got him  dow n and the 
jacket laced. T h e  ambulance interne sent 
for the stretcher and they carted A n d e r out, 
yelling at the top of his lungs. W h e n  the 
door of the police patrol closed and the green 
vehicle had slid away from  the curb, Larson 
mopped his face, returned to the dining 
room .

G lu m ly  the proprietor surveyed the dam 
age. T h e  place was a wreck. Broken glass 
strewed the floor, tables had been overturned, 
several chairs had been shattered, patrons 
had been herded away and the police were 
now  in charge. In  the center of the room  
the ambulance surgeon was applying first aid 
to the m an A n d e r had attacked. T h e  v ic 
tim ’s face was covered w ith  blood and he 
was still stunned.

T h e  green plush rope had been stretched

DITECTIVE
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across the entrance and the policeman there 
w o uld not even let La rso n  go inside, just yet. 
T h e  proprietor protested in  vain.

A  hand plucked at La rso n ’s sleeve. I t  
was the w aiter w ho had phoned the police.

“ I t  was M r. D a vid  F irth , one of o ur best 
customers,” the w aiter told Larso n. “ B u t  
he’s not seriously in jured. H is  skull wasn’t 
cracked —  luckily. I t  was aw ful w hile it 
lasted, wasn’t it? W h o  w o u ld  have thought 
M r. A n d e r w o uld do such a thin g? Such 
a meek, m ild  man, too. T o  thin k  he’d go 
crazy, suddenly, like th a t!”

“ T h e y  do, occasionally,” La rso n  answered 
grim ly . “ Y o u  saw ! Fo rtu n a te ly  the A n d e r 
fam ily is rich and they’ll  pay handsom ely to 
avoid a scandal.”  H is  face darkened and an 
ominous glitter came into his eye. “ T h e y  
had better! T h e  newspapers w o uld just eat 
this up.”

La rso n ’s predictions about the Anders 
proved to be true. A fte r the battered M r. 
F ir th  had been patched up and sent home 
to go under the care of his ow n physician, 
M r. La rso n  did some telephoning. Before 
he finished he was sm iling broadly and the 
w orried look had disappeared from  his 
N o rd ic  face. M iss B o h m , A n d e r’s secretary, 
received the news w ith  a shocked expression 
of ho rro r, but M r . K ip p e rto n  A n d e r, Peter’s 
brother, rose valiantly to the occasion.

K ip p e rto n  A n d e r promised to send a gen
erous check to the restaurant proprietor to 
pay for the damage and to insure silence, 
and to attend to any law  suit w h ich  m ight 
arise through M r. F irth . A s  Larso n hu n g  up, 
his heart glow ed at the open liberality of the 
A n d e r clan.

A ll  m ight have gone w ell and the Peter 
A n d e r affair lost in  silence, had it not been 
for one thing— one unexpected com plication.

Someone— an anonym ous person— called 
up the office of the D istrict A tto rn e y  of N e w  
Y o r k  C o u n ty  and tipped them  off as to w hat 
had occurred. W h o  did it, has never been 
discovered.

A l l  m ight have been well, even then, if the 
inform ant had talked w ith  D istrict A tto rn e y  
C ro w ley himself. J im  C ro w le y was a crack 
politician and always knew on w hich side of 
the slice of bread to apply the butter. B u t 
J im  C ro w le y happened to be out w hen the 
phone call came in. A n d  unfortunately for 
the A n d e r fam ily, a yo ung  whipper-snapper 
by the name of A lec H a rt, took the message. 
H a rt  was one of C ro w le y’s yo uth ful assist
ants, of no particular fam ily at all, and w ith  
no proper respect for wealth and influence 
or political advantages.

“ There will be no more murders, do you hear 
me?” shouted Ander as he brought the de

canter down (Chap. I).
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Y O U N G  A lec H a rt  pricked up his ears 
at w hat he heard and decided to investi

gate. H e  went uptow n in the department car 
of a personal friend, Sergeant E rfo rd  N o la n, 
one of the detectives regularly assigned to 
the D istrict A tto rn e y ’s office. N o la n ’s real 
reason for going along was that A lec had 
promised him  a drink later, and N o la n  was 
thirsty enough to w ant to collect the bet.

A lso  neither of the men had liked the idea 
w hich had driven Peter A n d e r off his top. 

M u rd e r is a sinister w o rd !
* * * * *

“ P u ll over just this side of the house, 
E r f ,” A lec H a rt  said. “ I  don’t want them  to 
see the car. I f  they learn we represent the 
Police Departm ent, w e’re sunk.”

Sergeant E rfo rd  N o la n  obeyed. A fte r all, 
an Assistant D istrict A tto rn e y, even a yo ung 
one, knows all the ins-and-outs of handling 
a delicate case such as this one.

“ I  do n’t see w h y we have to be so fussy 
about their feelings,” N o la n  complained. 
“ A fte r all, m oney don’t make them  any better 
than us.”

“T r y  that in T iffa n y ’s sometime and find 
out.”

A lec H a rt  got out of the car. H e  was a 
man of athletic build w ith  bro w n hair and 
blue eyes. H e  was carefully dressed, as be
fitted the youngest m em ber of the D istrict 
A tto rn e y ’s staff, in  a pencil stripe, a quiet 
tie and w hite shirt.

“ Bushw ah for th a t!” Sergeant N olan 
grunted as he laboriously got himself out 
from  behind the wheel. “ Sometimes m oney 
don’t help. I ’ve pinched several m illionaires.” 

Alec turned to face him , there on the curb 
along V in e  Street.

“ L e t’s get something straight before we 
go in,” he said. “ In  the first place, E rf , the 
A n d e r fam ily is im portant besides being rich. 
T h e y  have influence. Spell that w o rd  in big 
letters.”

N olan didn’t spell the w o rd ; he scowled 
instead, and looked doubtful.

“ W h a t makes you think there is anything 
to the case, anyw ay?” he asked A lec. “ Sure, 
Peter A n d e r yelled about m urder all the 
time he was w reckin ’ that restaurant. B u t 
he was crazy, and nobody pays any attention 
to what a crazy m an says.”

Alec H a rt  had paused for a final puff at 
his cigarette.

“ Y o u ’re right there,” he agreed. “T h a t  
in itself didn’t mean m uch. B u t w hen it’s 
coupled w ith  what his fam ily did afterward, 
it means a devil of a lot. T h e  A n d e r clan 
didn’t w ait a m inute. T h e y  got busy and

silenced the N e w  Y o rk  newspapers— all of 
them, and that took influence —  plenty of 
swing, if you ask me. In sa nity is a com m on 
affliction. P lenty of persons go crazy every 
d a y; some even bust furniture, too. T h e re ’s 
nothing  disgraceful in that. B u t the A n d e r 
fam ily p ro m p tly  muffled the press. I t  shows 
they are scared. A b o u t w hat? I t ’s got me 
curious, E rf . I  w an t to know  w h y.”

Sergeant N o la n  snorted.
“ Y o u  think he knew something about some 

m urder?”
“ I ’m  almost sure of i t ! ” A lec H a rt ’s tone 

rang w ith  conviction. “ E rf , I  think Peter 
A n d e r saw somebody m urdered and it drove 
him  out of his head. A n d  if that’s so, we 
m ustn’t let the A n d e r fam ily cover it up.”

A le c  threw  away his cigarette stub and 
w o uld  have m oved away had not N o la n  put 
out his hand and detained him .

“ M aybe the newspapers didn’t thin k m uch 
of the story,” he suggested. “ M aybe they 
w o u ld n ’t prin t it.”

“ D o n ’t tell me that,”  A lec answered. “ A n y 
thing  concerning the A n d e r fam ily is news, 
and when a m em ber of it as im portant as 
Peter A n d e r goes ravin g  mad in  a restaurant, 
that’s front page stuff w ith  pictures.”

T H E  Sergeant was convinced.
“ W ha d d ya  w ant me to do?” he asked. 

“ D o n ’t let on yo u ’re a cop,” Alec warned 
him . “ Keep it dark unless I  tip you off. B u t 
keep yo u r eyes open. Y o u ’re a trained ob
server. L e t  me kn o w  if yo u  hear o r see 
anything suspicious and tell me about it 
later.”

N o la n  frowned. “ A w , I  don’t like the 
set-up. I f  yo u ’d just let me flash m y badge, 
I ’d scare the livers out of ’em and have the 
whole story in  no time. I  kn ow  how  to make 
stubborn birds talk. T r y  me and see.” N olan 
said this in  his toughest, crustiest police 
m anner.

B u t A lec H a rt  just laughed.
“ Yes, you w o u ld !” he said. “T h e  Anders, 

eh? T h e y ’d have yo u  thro w n  out of there 
on yo u r cauliflower ear in tw o jiffs, then 
they’d have yo u r stripes off of you, and in 
tw e n ty-fo u r hours yo u ’d be pounding a beat 
somewhere —  probably w ay out in South 
Jamaica. Be sensible, Sergeant, and come 
o n !”

To g e th e r the tw o m en approached the 
A n d e r home.

T h e  house was one of those old graystone 
piles w ith  huge w indow s set into granite and 
marble casements. T im e  and the elements 
had turned the rock to a color not unlike 
soot, but it was still an imposing place.
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Bullet in a Chair

A L T I N G  in the front of 
the house, A le c  H a rt  and 
Sergeant N o la n  surveyed 
it carefully. F ro m  the 
outside there was no out
w ard indication of evil. 
T h e  front was four stories 
high and na rro w , flanked 
on either side by taller 
buildings, the ir walls flush 
w ith  the A n d e r residence. 

T h is  residential street 
in lower M anhattan once had been a fashion
able section. I t  was close to W ash in gto n  
Square. N o w  the w ealthy families had m oved 
further uptow n to M adison Avenue. B u t  the 
A n d e r clan had clung firm ly to the old- 
fashioned dw elling they had occupied for 
th irty  years.

A lec knew the outw ard appearance of such 
places can be deceptive. F ro m  the outside 
they seem small but, once past the iro n - 
grilled door, they can sometimes expand into 
veritable mansions. T h e  part hidden from  
the street m ay be huge indeed.

“ Behave n o w ,” Alec warned N olan. “ Ready? 
H e re  we go— and w ill K ip  A n d e r resent u s !”

Alec pushed the bell button. A  m ellow 
chime gong sounded softly inside. Soon the 
door opened, but it w asn’t a servant w ho had 
answered. I t  was a huge m an, w earing a 
paint smeared smock, unpressed trousers, 
and battered bedroom  slippers. H is  thick 
mane of black and gray hair was aw ry. H e  
had no necktie.

“ Reporters ?” he asked m enacingly.
“ N o ,” A le c  replied. “ M y  name is H a rt  from  

the D istrict A tto rn e y ’s office. M y  friend is 
M r. N ola n, sim ilarly attached. W e  came to 
investigate M r. Peter A n d e r’s m isfortune. 
W e  w o n ’t bother yo u  ve ry long.”

“ W h a t business is it of the D istric t A tto r 
ney?” the big  m an demanded.

“ I ’d like to kn o w  w h o m  I ’m  talking to be
fore we go into that, sir,” A le c  said.

“ I ’m  K ip  A n d e r, Peter’s brother. A n sw e r 
m y question.”

“ C a n ’t we come in?” A lec asked w hile  Ser
geant N o la n  fumed. N o la n  knew  how  to 
handle people like this. “ I ’m  m aking a special 
concession in  yo u r case, M r . A n d e r. W e  are 
not police officers. W e  w ish to question 
someone about the constant use of the 
w o rd  m urder by y o u r brother in his— w ell—  
frankly, his ravings.”

“ Com e in,” K ip  A n d e r snapped and stepped

to one side.
Passing through a long, narrow , dark re

ception hall, K ip  led them  into a libra ry at 
the far end.

H e re  was a room  1 A  high cathedral ceiling 
gave it an air of d ignity, the walls w ere cov
ered w ith  bookshelves, every inch of them 
filled, and the floors were dotted w ith  ex
pensive furniture  and rugs.

K ip  A n d e r seated himself in a chair beside 
a desk. N o la n  sat dow n on the big overstuffed 
divan, and A lec dropped into one of the red 
leather chairs. I t  was big  and comfortable 
looking.

“ G et this over quick,” K ip  urged. “ M y  
daughter came home from  school a couple 
of days ago and I ’m  painting her. W h a t do 
you w ish to kn ow  ?”

“ I ’m  w ondering w hat m urder it was that 
drove yo u r brother berserk,” A lec said.

K ip  laughed. H e  had the appearance of 
a strong-w illed, dom ineering, brutal man. 
K ip ’s eyes were dark and under his bushy 
mustache, his lips were a trifle too thick. H e  
w o uld  be a difficult m an to fight.

“ Bosh,” scoffed K ip . “ Som ething he read 
in the paper, no doubt. Probably it preyed 
on his m ind. I f  that is all, gentlemen, you 
must excuse me.”

“ N o t  quite yet,” A lec said firm ly and, to 
his amazement, K ip  sank back into his chair. 
“ T h e  doctors at Bellevue have indicated that 
yo u r brother isn’t suffering from  delusions. 
H is  problem  is real. Som ething did happen 
to w o rry  Peter A n d e r so m uch it caused 
him  to clench his fingers so tigh tly  that the 
nails cut deep into the palms of his hands. 
I  w ant to question everyone in  this house.”

“ Y o u  w ill receive no such permission from  
me,” K ip  snapped.

Alec leaned forw ard  a trifle. Som ething 
was gouging against his back, some hard 
object in  the cushion of the chair.

“ M r. A n d e r, this m atter m ust be investi
gated,” he said. “ I ’m  giving  yo u  conces
sions no ord in ary fam ily could ever get. B u t 
if you resent a quiet investigation, I ’m  afraid 
the police w ill conduct an open one.”

“ B a h !” K ip  returned. “ I  could block you, 
if I  wanted. H o w e ve r, there’s no th ing  to 
conceal, so I ’ll send m other dow n here.” H e  
arose from  behind the desk. “ B u t y o u ’ll 
have to w ait until m y daughter and I  are at 
leisure. I  can’t interrupt her portrait.”

W I T H  this, K ip  walked out of the 
roo m . In  a m om ent A lec got up, 

stole to the door and opened it. N o  one 
was outside. A le c  smiled sheepishly at 
N ola n, returned to his chair and sat dow n.



A s he leaned back, that pro trud in g  object 
again nudged his shoulder.

Somewhat inquisitively he reached up and 
discovered there was a slit in the leather, so 
small it was almost invisible. Before he 
could investigate it, the door opened and 
M rs. A n d e r came in. She m ust have been 
w aiting nearby.

Alec and N o la n  jum ped to their feet. M rs. 
Elsie A n d e r was a small w om an, of gracious 
and dignified appearance and ve ry old.

She was garbed in an old-fashioned black 
silk dress w ith  a high lace collar w hich fitted 
her throat closely. H e r  shoes were flat- 
heeled and her hose had come from  some 
treasure hoard of black silk. Despite her great 
wealth, she wore only one ring, a huge jade 
affair on the fourth finger of her right hand.

H e r  face fascinated Alec. I t  was as 
smooth as that of a sixteen-year-old girl, con
trasting w ith  her hands w hich were gnarled 
and brow n. H e r  snow white hair was care-, 
fu lly combed into a knot at the back of her 
neck.

“ W e ll, gentlemen, w hat can I  do for yo u ?” 
she asked w hen she had seated herself.

“ M rs. A n d e r, I ’m  sorry about all this,” 
A lec said after he and N o la n  had sunk back 
in their chairs.

“ Because Peter is mad and he raves about 
m urder?” she parried. “ Yes, I  suppose the 
D istrict A tto rn e y ’s office is interested. W h a t 
do you w ant to know  from  an old lady who 
rarely leaves her house?”

“ T e ll me what made yo ur son crack that 
w ay?” Alec answered.

“ I ’m  sorry,” she replied. “ I  haven’t the 
faintest idea. Peter was steady and reliable. 
H e  managed m y estate.”

“ A n d  are K ip , his daughter, you, and the 
servants, the only other people w h o  live 
here?” Alec asked.

She smiled and her eyes twinkled.
“ Indeed not. T h is  is a ve ry big house. 

Th e re  are tw enty-one room s and I  m aintain 
quite a household. A lfre d  P orter, m y sister- 
in -la w ’s son has lived here w ith  me since his 
parents died. M y  b ro ther-in -law , Jerom e 
A nde r, recently arrived to stay w ith  us. I  
have a grandson whose parents are dead. 
H is  name is N oble  Sanborn. I  educated 
him  and he resides w ith  me. Th e re  is Su 
zanne, the housekeeper and a ve ry essential 
part of m y houshold. Th e n , D r . Prentice—  
Bob Prentice— lives here also. H e  is no rela
tion, but I  like to keep a medical man about.”

“ H e  doesn’t practise? Just takes care of 
yo u ?”

“ D o cto r B o b  is a specialist in  keeping 
elderly people alive. B u t he also has an ex-
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cellent practise outside. H e  just lives here.”

“ I  see.” T h a t  hard object in  the back of 
the chair was continuing to annoy Alec. 
“ Y o u r  household, then, also includes yo ur 
granddaughter w ho, I  understand, is K ip ’s 
child and one of his models. K ip  is an 
artist?”

“ A  good one,” she affirmed. “ A  strange 
one too. K ip  paints beautiful pictures and 
then throws them away. H e  refuses either to 
sell them  or have any h u n g  in exhibitions.”

“ I  m ust talk w ith  all of those people,” 
A le c  suggested.

“ W h y ?  T h e y  know  nothing  of any m u r
der. Y o u n g  man, m y son Peter has lost his 
reason. H e  w ill get better sometime. Peter 
had been w o rk in g  too hard handling m y 
estate. T h a t ’s all there is to it.”

“ T h e n  w h y  should he keep talking about 
m urder?” A lec asked.

“ M u st I  account for the ravings of a de
mented m an?” M rs. A n d e r retorted, rather 
tartly.

U n d e r her steady gaze, A lec grew uneasy. 
Th o se  m ild  eyes gave him  the impression 
that she was concealing something.

“ Possibly all that yo u  say is true, M rs. 
A n d e r,” A lec said sm oothly. “ Ye t, as A s 
sistant D istrict A tto rn e y  I  m ust continue 
m y investigations until I ,  also, am satisfied. 
I t ’s just office routine, you know . I  hope 
you people w ill cooperate.”

“ V e ry  w ell.” F o r  the first time during 
the interview  she began to look old. A n  
intense weariness seemed to have overcome 
her. She arose and A lec hurried to help 
her. She refused his arm.

“ I ’ll send someone dow n. I  don’t know  
w ho is at home. Probably only K ip  and 
Jud ith , m y granddaughter. I f  you w ish to 
see the others, yo u  must come back an
other tim e.”

“T h a n k  yo u.” A lec opened the door for her. 
“ W e ’ll w ait.”

SH E  nodded and hobbled slow ly dow n 
the corridor. A lec closed the door and 

went back to his chair. N ola n  was grum bling 
again.

“ T h e re ’s on ly one w ay to handle people 
like these,” A lec said. “ W e  have to go easy.” 

N o la n  didn’t agree w ith  that and they 
argued about it for at least five minutes.

“ W e ’re wastin’ tim e,” the Sergeant kept 
saying.

W h ile  they were still debating the matter, 
the door into the hall opened and a girl 
stood on the threshold, looking at them.

Ju d ith  A n d e r was a strange girl. She was 
pale and lovely, w ith  that rare elusiveness
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which all great paintings of beautiful w om en 
show. A lec surmised also she was nervous 
and afraid.

She w ore no m akeup and was dressed in 
a plaid skirt, a turtle-necked sweater, and 
flat-heeled shoes. B u t  her m anner was 
definitely not that of a m odern girl.

A lec half arose, then settled back as she 
came in and h u rrie d ly  sat dow n. T h a t  object 
beneath the upholstery again gave h im  a 
nudge under the shoulder blade.

“ I ’m  Ju d ith  A n d e r,” she announced. “ W ill  
you please h u rry . I ’m  posing for Fa th e r and 
he gets furious at any interruption.”

B u t at the m om ent A lec hardly heard w hat 
she said. H e  had turned and was glancing 
at the back of his chair, and w hat he saw 
there caused his eyes to na rro w  to slits. 
Th e re  was a small ragged tear in  the leather 
back and around the edges of the tear, the 
leather was heavily stained. Y e t  w hen he 
finally turned around and faced her again, 
his face was expressionless. H is  m in d  was 
w o rking  swiftly, however, and he decided 
to send her away at once.

“ V e ry  well, M iss A n d e r,” he said. " I  don’t 
want yo u r father to g ro w  irritated. I ’ll call 
again. H o w  about tonight? W ill  the others 
be here?”

W ith o u t a w o rd, Ju d ith  left them.
"Som e w re n !” E v id e n tly  N ola n  had been 

greatly impressed. “ L o o k , w e’re getting n o 
where.”

“ Le n d  me yo ur knife,” A lec said in ex
cited tones. “ T h e n  go into the hall and see 
to it I ’m  not disturbed for a couple of m in 
utes. H u rry , m a n !”

“ Does this house make everybody go 
crazy?” N o la n  asked, but obeyed the order.

Th re e  or four minutes later A lec and N o la n  
let themselves out of the house. T h e y  went 
to the car and got in. Th e re , for the first 
time A lec unfolded his fist and showed N olan 
what he had found, imbedded in the back 
cushion of the red leather chair in which 
he had been sitting.

N o la n  stared at the small round object in 
A le c’s hand. H e  ignored the small w ad of 
padding A le c  also had obtained.

“ W e ll, I ’ll be blasted!” he exploded. 
“ T h a t ’s a spent b u lle t!”

“ Correct, Sherlock,” A lec said. “ A  spent 
bullet that has passed thro ugh  the body of a 
rather unfortunate person, or I  miss m y 
guess.”

“ So w h y  do n’t we slap everybody in the 
jo in t under arrest on suspicion of m u rd e r?” 
Alec demanded.

“ L e t ’s not be hasty,” A lec said grim ly . 
“ W e ’ll get the killer when the time com es!”
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Return Visit

E R G E A N T  N O L A N  a r
rived at A lec H a r t ’s office 
late that same afternoon, 
b ring ing  additional in fo r
m ation.

“ T h e  bullet is a th irty - 
eight,” he told A lec. “ I t ’s 
nicely m arked so if we 
can find the gun from  
w hich it was fired, we’ll 
have something. T h e  pad
ding yo u  took from  the 

chair was blood-soaked. I t ’s hum an blood, 
too. A lec, somebody was m urdered in that 
c h a ir !”

A lec lighted a cigarette, carefully con
cealing his elation. T h is  was his first real 
case and it looked like a lulu. M u rd e r in the 
A n d e r home. W o w !

“ M urdere d is righ t,” A lec said. “ T h e  hole 
in  that chair was just about where the heart 
of a person w o uld  be w hile seated. T h e  bullet 
made a small tear in the red leather covering 
and the m urderer d idn’t notice either it or 
the stain. H e  evidently believed the bullet 
was lodged in the body of his victim .”

“ O f  course he did,” N o la n  cried. “T h a t  
corpse, A lec, is concealed somewhere. T h e  
killer didn’t take time to look around m uch, 
so I ’ll bet the body is hidden in a h u rry  too. 
N o w  let’s go up there and tear that high-hat 
house apart. I ’ll even strip the plaster off 
the walls to uncover the crim e.”

Alec shook his head. “ N o , w e can’t do 
that yet, E rf . These people are too im portant. 
I f  we disclose w hat we know , they’d tie us up 
w ith  h igh-paid  lawyers until they had time to 
get rid  of the corpse.” A lec paused and 
looked at the Sergeant. “ Y o u  keep away 
from  ’em. Y o u ’re too im pulsive.”

“ O h , so I ’m  o u t !” N o la n  said bitterly. 
“ Just because I ’m too coarse in m y methods 
for a socialite k ille r !”

“ D o n ’t be silly,” A lec said. “ Y o u  can do 
som ething else. I  w an t yo u  to go to Belle
vue and see how  Peter A n d e r is com ing 
along.”

Sergeant N o la n ’s face brightened. “ T h a t ’s 
good. H e ’s the key m an in this puzzle. If  
Peter talks, it’ll blow the whole thing wide 
open.”

“ F in d  out if his case is hopeless,” Alec 
said. “ C all m e back as soon as you learn 
the facts. I n  the m eantime, I ’m  going  to 
Peter’s office and interview  the people there. 
So long.”
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N o la n reluctantly departed and Alec left 

soon afterward. H e  squandered ninety cents 
on taxi-fare to reach Peter A n d e r’s offices 
before they closed for the day. H e  was lucky, 
for he caught M iss B o h m  just as she was 
putting on her hat, preparatory to leaving.

T h e  fat secretary was m ore than w illin g  to 
talk. She took off her hat, sat dow n and 
gave h im  th irty  minutes of her time. Alec 
confined his questions m ostly to the habits 
and peculiarities of Peter A n d e r and to the 
characteristics of his relatives w ho lived 
w ith  h im  uptow n, in the Greenw ich Village 
home.

A lec was particularly interested w hen she 
talked about Jud ith , K ip ’s daughter.

“ P oor c h ild !” M iss B o h m  clucked sympa
thetically, somewhat after the m anner of a 
plum p hen. “ She’s beautiful, but her father 
keeps her suppressed. H e  makes her stay 
home, w o n ’t give her any spending money, 
and never lets her have any boy friends. H e  
keeps her fenced away like a nun and uses 
her for an artist’s model. H e  did the same 
thing w ith  her m other w ho —  luckily —  is 
dead now . W h y , w hen K ip  sent Ju d ith  away 
to a girls’ finishing school, he gave orders 
she was to be strictly secluded from  everyone. 
H e  w o n ’t let her use makeup and all of her 
clothes are unsuitable for her.”

“ D id  Peter A n d e r tell you all this?” Alec 
asked the secretary.

“ N o , but I  frequently handled K ip ’s mail 
at the time.”

Regarding Peter A n d e r’s m ental break
dow n, Miss B o h m  could offer no definite in 
form ation. L ik e  M rs. Elsie A n d e r, Peter’s 
m other, she suggested that it m ight have 
been caused by overw ork.

O ne item of inform ation that she vo lu n 
teered interested A lec greatly. She told of 
a visitor w ho had called on Peter A n d e r sev
eral days before his m ind had suddenly given 
w ay— a short, stout man, w ith  light hair. H e  
was about fifty years old and was shabbily 
dressed. W h e n  Miss B o h m  had refused to 
let him  in to see Peter, the m an had shouted 
w ith  anger and made so m uch noise, Peter 
had come out to see w hat the trouble was. 
T h e y  had talked together for at least an hour. 
A fte r the man had left, Peter had seemed 
to be w orried about something. Miss Bo hm  
knew nothing more about the incident than 
this. Peter had never m entioned what the 
man wanted.

“ D id  you get the m an’s name?” Alec asked 
her.

“ Yes,” the secretary answered. “ I t  was 
N ick  N o rris . I  never saw him  again. H e  
never came back.”

“ Good.” Alec w rote doyvn the name. “ 1 11 
remember N o rris . H e  m ay tu rn  out to be 
im portant.”

W H E N  A lec got back to the D istrict 
A tto rn e y ’s suite, h igh up in the build 

ing near the To m b s, he found Sergeant N o la n  
w aiting for him  in his little office. N olan 
had news of a startling nature.

“ I  went to Bellevue,” he said. “ Peter A n d e r 
ain’t there any m ore.”

“ W h a t? ” yelled Alec. “ Y o u  mean he re
covered?”

“ Nope. A  few hours ago, his brother, K ip , 
came after him  in an ambulance and took 
him  away to a private sanitarium .”

A lec H a rt  glared at N o la n  for a m om ent or 
tw o and then began to pace excitedly up 
and down.

“ T h a t  proves i t ! ” he cried. “ T h e  A nde r 
fam ily is scared. W e ’ve got a m urder case, 
all right. T h e y  did that to keep him  from  
talking. P robably no w  w e’ll need a special 
court order to get at h im .” H e  stopped 
pacing abruptly. “ W a it  a m inute.” H e  
searched his m em ory, and swung to N o la n  
with his eyes glow ing. “ F a irh a ve n ! T h a t ’s 
it. D o n ’t you remember, E rf?  I t ’s been in 
the papers recently, w ith  pictures. T h e  A n 
ders practically ow n it, through con tribu 
tions and donations. I t ’s ru n  by D r . C lave r
ing, a gaunt faced m an w ith  a Vandyke and 
glasses. T h e  Anders practically ow n him , 
too. Y o u  bet w e’ll have a tough time getting 
at Peter n o w !”

Sergeant N ola n  scowled ferociously at 
A lec H a rt.

“ Y o u  mean they’ve sewed us up— so far as 
Peter’s concerned?”

“Ju st about.” A lec nodded glum ly. T h e n  
he brightened. “ B u t w e’ve got other leads. 
A b o u t Peter— w hat did the Bellevue doctors 
say regarding his condition?”

“ T h e y  said he’ll make a partial recovery 
in a day or so,” the Sergeant answered. “ W e ll 
enough to talk, anyw ay.”

A lec snapped his fingers w ith  vexation. 
“ W e ll, that’s out, for the time being,” he 

mused. H e  glanced up at N olan. “ L e t’s go 
out and eat now , E rf . T h e n  I ’ll hustle up
tow n to call on the Anders. I  w ant to catch 
them all together, w hile  they’re at dinner. 
M iss B o h m  told me they usually dined about 
eight.”

I t  was a few minutes before that ho u r when 
A lec m ounted the stoop of the Greenwich 
Village house and once m ore pressed the 
button w hich started the m ellow chimes to 
tolling.

T h is  time the door was opened by a w om an
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dressed in  dark gray, a sort of uniform , 
and he recognized her instantly from  L izz ie  
B o h m ’s description. I t  was Suzanne Christal, 
the housekeeper.

L izz ie  B o h m  had described her as prim  
and domineering, and she had not exag
gerated. Suzanne was neat— too neat. N o t  
a hair was out of place. She had long, p o w 
erful looking hands and shrewd eyes.

“ W e ll? ” she asked.
“ I ’m  Assistant D istrict A tto rn e y  A lec 

H a rt. I ’m  here to see M rs. A n d e r, members 
of the fam ily— and you, M iss Suzanne.”

T h e  housekeeper evidently had received 
her instructions.

“ T h e y  are having dinner,”  she said sharply. 
“ Com e back later. M eanw hile , I ’ll  learn if 
they w ill see yo u.”

“ If  I  do come back, it w ill be w ith  a w a r
rant and police officers,”  A lec remarked. 
“ Y o u  w o n ’t like it. N eith er w ill K ip  A n d e r.”

A lec scored a touchdow n w ith  that one, 
fo r Suzanne stepped aside and perm itted 
him  to enter. A fte r closing the door, she led 
him  into the same libra ry where he had been 
earlier in the day, the room  w hich  contained 
the fatal red leather chair w ith  its eloquent 
rip. A lec was careful to ignore it now . H e  
didn’t w ant to tip off his hand this early in 
the game.

F u lly  a half ho u r elapsed before they came, 
the entire fam ily. Th a n k s  to the talkative 
L izz ie  B o hm , A le c  felt as if he knew them 
all personally. H e  didn’t even need the half- 
insolent, half-derisive introductions of K ip  
Ander.

“ M r. H a rt ,” A n d e r sneered, “ thinks that 
poor Peter killed somebody. O r  that we 
did, and that it drove Peter mad. Q uaint 
idea isn’t it? B u t w e’ll have to put up w ith  
him  for a little while, I  suppose.” H e  turned 
ironically to Alec. “ W e ll, M r. H a rt , what 
do you propose to do n o w ?”

A ll  the tim e K ip  A n d e r had been speaking, 
A lec had been acutely conscious of one 
person in the room . Ju d ith  A n d e r. A lth o u g h  
he refrained from  looking directly at her he 
was aware of her glance, her slim, straight 
figure in the big  arm chair w here she was 
sitting, and the sleek curves of her trim  
ankles. H e  was conscious, too, of her eyes, 
blue and shaded w ith  long dark lashes. She 
was the only one in the roo m  whose glance 
was friendly and it sent a w arm  tingle up 
and dow n his spine.

W h e n  K ip  had finished talking, A lec leaned 
forw ard in his chair and pointed a long fore
finger at K ip .

“ I ’ll tell yo u  w hat I  mean to do,” he 
snapped. “ I ’d like to ask w h y  you. had Peter
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A n d e r whisked off to a private sanitarium  
in  such a h u rry?  W h a t was the big idea? 
W e re  yo u  afraid that I  m ight go up there 
and learn som ething?”

E V E R Y O N E  in the room  gave an 
audible gasp. K ip  A n d e r’s broad face 

turned brick red. N o t in years had anyone 
dared to talk to him  in  such a fashion. I f  he 
had been sitting dow n, undoubtedly he w o uld 
have sprung to his feet. N o w  he faced A lec 
belligerently.

“ I ’ll tell you w h y !” he roared. “ I t  was the 
only decent thin g  to do. D id  yo u  expect us 
to keep h im  dow n there in Bellevue in a filthy 
padded cell ?”

Before A le c  could answer, M rs . E lsie  A n 
der intervened. Despite her age, she showed 
she still exerted considerable influence in the 
governm ent of this fam ily.

“ K i p ! ” she said, sharply. “ Be careful! 
T h e  yo ung  m an made a good point there.” 
She turned to A le c  and gave him  a gentle 
smile. “ M r . H a rt , I  assure yo u  we had Peter 
rem oved to Fa irhaven only because we knew 
he w o uld  receive better attention. W e  did 
it upon the advice of o ur fam ily physician, 
D r . Prentice.” She glanced at the tall, hand
some yo ung  doctor w ho was half seated upon 
the end of a table near one of the w all book
cases.

“ C o n tra ry  to yo u r opinions, M r . H a rt , we 
w ish to clear up Peter’s mental condition as 
quickly as possible,” Prentice said in suave 
tones. “ H e  is to receive specialized treat
ment this evening.” H e  glanced at his w rist 
watch. “T h e  first treatm ent w ill be given 
about one h o u r from  no w .”

A fte r hearing him  speak, A lec changed his 
opinion of Prentice. A t  first he had put him  
dow n for a medical dilettante. N o w  he knew 
different. E ve ryo n e  in this household was 
bright and capable, it seemed. H e  began to 
realize he had a fight on his hand if he were 
to carry this case thro u g h  to a successful 
conclusion.

“ W o u ld  yo u  m in d describing the treat
m ent?” A lec suggested.

D r . Prentice hooked one thu m b in  his coat 
pocket and shot a glance at A lec out of his 
clever eyes.

“ N o t  at all,” he said. “ I n  certain mental 
cases there is used w hat is called the elec
tric  shock treatment. Peter is suffering from  
severe depression, bordering on dementia 
praecox. W e  give h im  an electric shock 
w hich induces convulsions. A s  these seizures 
w ear away, certain bra in  cells fall into align
m ent again, restoring norm al behavior to the 
patient.”
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A lfre d  Porter, tall, thin and awkward, had 

been listening to all this, slouched dow n in 
his chair. N o w  he straightened up. Behind 
his shell-rim m ed spectacles, his eyes were 
aglow w ith  interest.

“ So that’s what that fu nny looking m a
chine is for,” he cried. H e  gazed at old M rs. 
Ander. “ I  was over at Fairhaven this after
noon and I  saw the machine. I t  was an in 
teresting contrivance.”

Alec was looking at P o rter’s fingertips 
w hich were stained w ith  acids, and he was 
rem em bering w hat M iss B o h m  had said 
about him. Porter was a chemist of consid
erable ability, but not an electrician. A lec 
was surprised at the yo ung  m an’s interest. 
Later he was to remember that interest.

A n d  later Porter was to regret he’d made 
that slip of the tongue.

C H A P T E R  I V

Current of Death

A Y I N G  no attention to 
the interruption of A lfre d  
P orter, D r . Prentice had 
continued his remarks, 
more after the m anner of 
a professor delivering a 
lecture before a gathering 
of surgeons, than a m edi
cal m an explaining a 
method of treatment to 
a group of troubled rela
tives.

“T h e  patient is strapped to a padded table 
and covered w ith  a blanket,” he explained. 
“ A  dose of atropine is injected to prevent 
nausea and the profuse flow of saliva. E le c 
trodes are adjusted to the temples and an 
eighty to one hundred-volt current is turned 
on for o -p o in t-tw o  of a second. I f  no con
vulsions result, the charge is advanced five 
or ten volts. U sua lly a couple of shocks w ill

b ring  on the necessary convulsions.”
A s  A lec listened to this somewhat grue

some explanation, he watched the members 
of the fam ily. T h e ir  faces told h im  nothing.

D r. Prentice ended up by issuing a general 
invitation to anyone w ho wished to witness 
the operation.

“ Y o u ’re all invited,” he said. “ W o u ld  you 
like to come along, A lfre d ? ”

P orter grinned at him. “ N o , I ’m too busy. 
I ’d rather stay here.”

“ I ’ll go,” K ip  said. “ Some m ember of the 
fam ily should be there.”

N oble Sanborn, the grandson, turned and 
walked out of the room . K ip  looked around 
challengingly. Ju d ith  went over to sit beside 
M rs. A n d e r and squeezed the hand of the 
older woman.

“ W h a t about you, Jerom e?” K ip  asked 
M rs. A n d e r’s b ro th e r-in -la w .

Jerom e was polishing his nails w ith  a hand
kerchief.

“ N o , thanks,” he said. “ I  have no inclina
tion to witness medical tortures. A lso  I  saw 
Peter this afternoon. H e  isn’t ve ry nice to 
see.”

“T o  the devil w ith  all of you,” K ip  raged. 
“ Com e on, d o c to r!”

H e  ignored Alec H a rt. A t  that m om ent, 
A lec heard the front door slam. Someone 
had left the house and he knew it must have 
been N oble Sanborn. Everyone else was ac
counted for.

K ip  A n d e r started to follow D r . Prentice 
out of the room , hesitated and turned back. 
H e  eyed Alec coldly.

“ I ’ve got to go, H a rt . Th e re ’s no neces
sity for yo u r staying.”

“ B u t I  intend to.” A lec smiled up at him . 
K ip  scowled and left the room  and, a few 
minutes later departed for the hospital w ith 
D r . Prentice. Jerom e went upstairs tw o 
minutes later, N oble Sanborn was already 
gone, and A lfre d  Porter m um bled something

[T u r n  p a g e ]

Tired Kidneys Often
Bring Sleepless Nights

D octor* say your k idneyt contain  15 m iles o f  
tiny tubes or  filters which help  to  purify the 
blood  and keep  y ou  healthy. W hen they get 
tired and d on ’t  w ork right in  the daytim e, 
m any p eople  have to  get u p  nights. Frequent 
o r  scanty passages w ith  smarting and burning 
som etim es shows there is som ething wrong 
w ith  your kidneys o r  bladder. D on ’t neglect 
this condition  and lose valuable, restful sleep. 

When disorder of kidney fu nction  perm its

poisonous m atter to  remain in  your b lood , it m ay 
also cause nagging backache, rheum atic pains, 
leg pains, loss o f p ep  and energy, swelling, puffi
ness under the eyes, headaches and dizziness.

D on ’t  w ait! Ask your druggist for D oan ’s P ills, 
a  stimulant diuretic, used successfully by  m il
lions for  over 50 years. D oan ’s give happy relief 
and w ill help  the 15 m iles o f  k idney tubes flush 
out poisonous waste from  your b lood. G et 
D oan ’s P ills, (Advt . )



about an experiment and also w ent upstairs. 
M rs. A n d :r  w him sically looked at Alec. 
“ I ’m  afraid m y people haven’t m uch re

spect for the law, M r . H a rt ,” she said. ‘‘H o w 
ever, I ’m  at yo u r service.”

“ Later, perhaps,” A lec said. “ R igh t now  
I ’d like to talk w ith  M iss Ju d ith  alone.”

“ Yes, by all means.” M rs. A n d e r arose. 
“ I ’m  afraid I ’m  too w orried about Peter to 
be of m uch help to you this evening. N o , 
Jud ith , rem ain here. Suzanne w ill help me.” 

W h e n  the door closed behind her, Ju d ith  
eyed A lec defiantly.

“ Y o u  do n’t like m y father, do yo u ?” she 
asked suddenly.

A lec shrugged. “ H e ’s a strange m an.” 
“ H e ’s brusque,” she answered. “ Really 

though, he is very kind and patient.”
K in d  ? A lec thought. K ip  was merely 

using her for his ow n selfish ends. H e  had 
no m ore consideration for her as a daughter 
than if she were one of his paint brushes. 
H is  w o rld  centered about K ip  A n d e r. E v e ry 
thing else was remote.

K in d ! K ip  w o u ld n ’t perm it Ju d ith  to live 
like a norm al girl, to dress up, apply a little 
rouge and lipstick, to go out and have fun. 
A n d  she called him  k in d !

A le c ’s motives were selfish too. H e  in 
tended to use her ruthlessly, to extract in fo r
mation.

K ip , especially, w o uld  try  to bar A lec H a rt  
from  the house. A n d  so far as D istrict A t 
torney J im  C ro w ley, A le c ’s superior, was 
concerned, he’d never back A lec up. I f  A lec 
were to explain about the bullet, the red 
leather chair and the bloodstained stuffing, 
C ro w le y w o uld yank him  off the case and 
either take the g lo ry  or cover the whole thin g  
up. C ro w ley was a politician. So A le c  had 
to w o rk  fast and gather enough evidence so 
C ro w ley w o uld  thin k  twice before interfer
ing.

JU D I T H  was the answer to A le c ’s pro b
lems. H e  must make the most of this 

opportunity. H e  smiled again at the g irl.
“ Y o u r  father is an artist and artists are 

temperamental people,” he said. “ I  don’t 
m ind yo u r father’s attitude tow ard me. Shall 
I  tell you the truth , Jud ith . I  w ill— if you’ll 
keep it to yourself.”

She stared at him  solemnly.
“ N o , I  w o n ’t promise anything.”
“ W e ll, it’s no great secret,”  A lec said. “ I ’m 

not here as an Assistant D istrict A tto rn e y. 
I t ’s more personal. I  really came back to see 
you. D o  you m in d?”

A  glint of amusement came into her eyes. 
“ I  don’t m ind,” she said. “ Y o u ’re the one
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w h o ’s taking the risk. M y  father w o n ’t 
like it.”

A lec got up, walked over and sat dow n be
side her on the divan.

“ L e t ’s not w o rry  about h im ,” he told her. 
“ D o n ’t yo u  thin k  yo u r father is treating you 
a little unjustly? Perhaps he’s dom inating 
you too m uch, hold ing  you down. I f  he let 
yo u  have clothes and things like other girls, 
yo u’d be a knockout.”

Dim ples appeared in her cheeks. She eyed 
h im  m ockingly.

“ Perhaps I  like things the w ay they are,” 
she suggested. “ W h y  are yo u  so w orried 
about me. Y o u ’re clever, M r . H a rt , but let’s 
talk about the thing  that really brought you 
here. D o  you actually believe U n cle  Peter 
knows something about a m urder? D o  you 
put any faith in the ravings of a demented 
m an ?”

“ O rd in a rily , no.” A lec surveyed her 
thoughtfully . “ B u t the circumstances are 
exceptional. Y o u r  U ncle  Peter had a good 
home, wealth and no great worries. F o r  
twenty-five years he lived a quiet, sedate, re
spectable life. M e n  like that don’t go mad 
unless their sanity is put under an unusual 
strain.”

“ D o c to r Prentice says they do,”  Ju d ith  re
torted. “ H e ’s a medical m an and should 
kn ow .”

“ Prentice m ay have had personal reasons 
for m aintaining that,”  A lec answered. 
“ Listen, Ju d ith . Y o u  came home from  school 
tw o days ago. D u rin g  that time do you kn ow  
if yo u r uncle had any visitors w ho bothered 
him ? W e re  there any phone calls w hich 
upset h im ?”

She seemed to w ithd ra w  w ith in  herself. 
H e r  eyes grew  remote.

“ N o th in g  that I  know  of,”  she said, in  
an expressionless tone. “ Believe me, M r. 
H a rt , I  have no inform ation w hich  w ould be 
of value to you.”  She rose suddenly to her 
feet. F o r  some reason, it seemed to A lec, she 
had gro w n  frightened. “ I ’m  rather tired. I f  
yo u  w ill excuse me, I  think I ’ll go to m y 
room . W h y  don’t yo u  w ait here for father 
and talk w ith  h im  w hen he gets back? P e r
haps he can tell yo u  som ething.”

A lec saw there was nothing  to be gained by 
try in g  to detain her. T h e  g irl had closed up 
like a clam. H e  stood up.

“ I ’ll do w hat yo u  suggest— just that,” he 
said. “ G o od night, Ju d ith .”

She did not answer. T u rn in g , she walked 
across the room  and w ent out. F o r  a m o 
m ent A lec remained there, staring after her, 
then sat dow n, cursing himself for a blunder. 
She was frightened. W h a t had he said, which
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had alarmed her? F o r  m ore than an hour, 
A lec sat there, th in king  over w hat he had 
learned and planning his next moves.

I t  was exactly ten o’clock w hen he heard a 
phone ring  somewhere. N o  one answered it 
and the phone continued to rin g  w ith  m o no t
onous insistence.

F in a lly  A lec walked into the hallw ay, lo 
cated the instrum ent in an alcove. H e  hesi
tated before picking up the receiver.

“ Lem m e talk to A lec H a rt ,”  said a rough, 
fam iliar voice.

“ W h a t’s on yo u r m ind, Sergeant?” Alec 
asked.

“T h a t  you, A le c?” N o la n  asked. “ Good. 
I ’m on m y w ay to Fa irhaven Sanitarium . 
Peter A n d e r just died.”

“ H o w ? ” A lec ejaculated. “ W h a t  hap
pened ?”

“ I  do n’t kn ow  yet,” the Sergeant replied. 
“ Give me a chance. A t  Bellevue, a friend of 
mine, a doctor, told me they w ere giving 
Peter some kind of an electric shock at F a ir - 
haven. W h ile  I  was there, they phoned him  
from  the sanitarium . Peter A n d e r died, that’s 
all.”

“ I t ’s e n o u g h !” A le c  said tensely. “ Listen, 
E r f !  Get over to that sanitarium  as fast as 
you can travel. Seal the roo m  in w h ich  the 
treatment was given. H o ld  Peter’s body for 
a P .M . D o n ’t take any guff from  those doc
tors. O r  from  K ip  A n d e r. F in d  out w ho was 
present w hen Peter died and especially if 
Peter talked.”

“ I ’ll be there in fifteen minutes,” N olan 
said.

“ C all me back here if yo u  get anything 
new. A n d  watch it, E rf . These people may 
try  to put over a fast one.”

N ola n  hung up and Alec sat there staring 
into space. Peter A n d e r was dead! Peter, 
w ho knew the secret of a m urder. A lec was 
sure of it now.

T H O S E  electric shock treatments, ac
cording to D r . Prentice were almost 

bound to w o rk  w ith  the particular form  of 
mental confusion w hich beset Peter. O nce 
recovered, Peter w o uld have talked. Some
one was afraid of that and had insured 
Peter’s permanent silence. E v e ry  m ember 
of this household had heard D r . Prentice 
proclaim  the usual success of the shock treat
ment. O n e  of them had taken steps.

Alec got up then and went quietly upstairs. 
Th e re  was an am azing array of rooms, all 
w ith  doors closed tightly. L ig h t  showed be
neath tw o of them. A lec tapped on the near
est one and received no answer.

H e  turned the knob, foun the door u n 
locked, and stepped in. T h is  was undoubt
edly Jerom e A n d e r’s room . A le c  recognized 
the seedy sm oking jacket, w hich Jerom e had 
w o rn , thro w n  across the back of a chair. B y  
the looks of the room , Jerom e had left it in a 
great h u rry .

A lec backed out and closed the door again.
H e  w ent to the other room  w h ich  showed 

a streak of light. A s  he approached it, he 
almost could have sw orn he heard music. 
Fast, complicated jive, but it stopped abrupt
ly  w hen he tapped on the door.

I t  was Ju d ith  w ho opened the door.
“ I  was looking for Jerom e,” Alec said, a 

trifle lamely. “ B u t he’s not in his room . 
I ’m sure he d idn’t leave the house thro u g h  
the front door. Is  there a back w ay out?”

“ O f  course,” Ju d ith  replied. “T h ro u g h  the 
garage to the next street. M r. H a rt , is some
thing w ro n g ? ” She read his expression cor
rectly and her hands went to her face. “ Is it 
bad news— about U ncle  Peter?”

“ Yes. H e ’s dead. I t  seems the treatment 
killed him .”

Ju d ith ’s face w ent dead white. She d idn’t 
say anything. She stepped back and closed 
the door w ith  a slam. A lec heard a bolt grate. 
H e  cursed softly. A fte r all, that had been a 
devil of a w ay to break the news.

H e  walked slowly dow n the stairs to the 
first floor.

H e  was in  the hall w hen the door opened 
and K ip  stormed in. H is  face was angry, his 
hair disheveled and he w ore no hat. H e  
glared at Alec.

“ Peter is dead,” K ip  said. “ Dead, do you 
hear me? I  hope that satisfies you. N o w  
clear out and keep away from  this house.”

“ I ’m not going,” A lec answered. “ I  already 
know  Peter is dead.”

“ A  ghoul— that’s what you a re !” K ip  
roared. “ Peter w ls  m y brother and I  watched 
him  die. Get o u t !”

“ I ’m ve ry sorry, M r. A nde r, but I ’m not 
going.”

“ I ’ll have yo u  thro w n  out. I ’ll do it m y
self.” K ip  advanced m enacingly.

A lec didn’t budge. “ Be reasonable about 
this, sir. Peter was m ad and he had raved 
about a m urder. N o w  he’s dead. I t  was 
too pat. C a n’t you see that in all probability 
he was m urdered?”

K ip  stared at Alec.
“ N onsense! I  stood not two feet away from  

the table upon w hich Peter died. Th e re  was 
no one in the room  except myself, tw o nurses, 
tw o doctors and Prentice. Som ething was 
w ro n g  w ith  Peter’s physical state and he died
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instantly. Is  that m urder?’

“ W e ’ll wait and see,” A lec declared dog
gedly. “ D o n ’t try  to thro w  me out, M r. 
A n d e r. In  the first place, I  don’t think you 
could do it. Secondly, I ’d come back anyway, 
w ith  detectives, and imm ediately place you 
under arrest. H a ve  you lost sight of the fact 
that I ’m a duly appointed official of the 
law ?”

“ Y o u ’re a pipsqueak and a pest,” K ip  
fumed.

K ip  rushed up the stairs. Soon afterward 
a door closed w ith  a slam that rattled the 
house. Alec sat dow n on the low er step 
facing the entrance. W h e n  the others re
turned, he meant to be there. I f  N o la n  
phoned, he planned to reach the instrum ent 
first.

H e  passed the time in sm oking cigarettes.
W h e n  Sergeant N o la n  phoned, Alec an

swered. N olan was at Fairhaven.
“ I t ’s m urder,” N o la n  reported. “ I ’ve taken 

over the sanitarium and I ’ve sent for a squad. 
T h e  point is, A lec, that these treatments re
quire only a m ild shock, and there’s evidence 
of d irty  w ork. Somebody plugged the m a
chine into the w ro n g  outlet— the one w hich 
runs the X -r a y  machine— and Peter got a jolt 
strong enough almost to tear his head off. I t  
was easily done. T h e  tw o outlets are close 
together.”

“ O h -h o !” exclaimed A lec. “ F in d  out w hich 
members of the A n d e r fam ily were present, 
E rf , and keep w hat yo u ’ve discovered to 
yourself. T h is  is our case and we don’t w ant 
anyone else horn in g  in. T h a t ’s all. Keep me 
advised if anything else develops.”

G rim ly  A lec H a rt  hung up.

C H A P T E R  V

Booby Trap for Peter

P O N  leaving the alcove, 
Alec went upstairs to 
make a round of the 
rooms to find out w hat 
members of the fam ily 
were absent. H e  looked 
in  Jerom e’s room  and 
found it was still em pty. 
Ju d ith  likewise was not 
in her room  and he be
lieved she had gone to in 
form  her grandm other of 

her U ncle  Peter’s death.
Before backing out, he glanced around at 

her quarters. T h e y  were daintily feminine 
but as old-fashioned as Peter A n d e r’s suits 
of clothes. Th e re  were pleated skirts on the
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furniture and plush chairs and a hooked rug. 
T h e  curtains were too frilly.

N e x t he looked in to see if Jerom e had 
returned. H e  hadn’t.

A s  he passed a closed doorway, he heard 
voices. H e  stopped long enough to recog
nize the speakers. O n e  of them was Jud ith . 
She was consoling her grandm other. H e  
went upstairs to the th ird  floor, to find out 
if Suzanne, the housekeeper, was home. She 
wasn’t. A ll the room s up there were dark. 
H e  came dow n again.

In  the livin g  room , on th j  ground floor, he 
found K ip , seated in a chair w ith  his head 
in his hands. K ip  told A lec that Suzanne 
had returned and that she was downstairs in 
the basement. A lec questioned the older 
m an about w hat had happened in the hos
pital. H is  story agreed w ith  the inform ation 
N o la n  had given over the telephone. K ip  
said D r . Prentice had turned on the current. 
N o  one had noticed the plug was in  the 
w ro n g  slot until too late and the damage had 
been done. K ip ’s m anner was m uch m ore 
subdued now. H e  seemed to be suffering.

Suzanne came upstairs then and A lec ques
tioned her. She claimed she had been out 
w alking. In  her stolid w ay she seemed to be 
surprised and grieved to learn of Peter A n 
der’s death.

W h ile  Alec was talking w ith  her, Jerom e 
A n d e r, the old lady’s bro th e r-in -la w , strolled 
into the livin g  room . H e  was now  w earing 
his old sm oking jacket and slippers. H e  was 
yaw ning.

“ I ’ve been asleep in m y room ,” Jerom e said. 
“ W h a t’s the m atter, K ip ?  Y o u  look terrible! 
H a s anything new happened? H o w  did the 
treatment go?”

K ip  told him  about Peter’s death and Je r
ome appeared to be surprised and horrified. 
B u t Alec had an idea it was no news to 
Jerom e. H e  believed Jerom e’s astonishment 
was another lie, just like the one Jerom e had 
told about being in his room  asleep. H o w 
ever, A lec said nothing.

Suzanne finally asked to be allowed to re
tire to her room . Since she was the first 
m ember of the household to get up in  the 
m orning, she claimed she needed her sleep. 
A lec made no objection. I f  she knew an y
thing  m ore than she was telling, he saw he 
w o uld never be able to extract it.

W h e n  she had gone, the three m en sat 
in  silence in the liv in g  room , w aiting for the 
return of A lfre d  P o rter and N oble Sanborn. 
A le c  w arned both K ip  and Jerom e not to 
interfere while he was questioning P o rter 
and Sanborn.

P orter, the chemist, arrived first. H e

Booby
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blinked at A lec thro ugh  his thick spectacles 
but showed no surprise at Peter A n d e r’s 
death, saying he’d telephoned the sanitarium. 
H e  admitted he knew  that there had been a 
“blunder”  regarding the current.

“I t  was no blunder,”  A lec said quietly. 
“ H e  was m urdered.”

“ M urdere d?” repeated Porter. “ H o w -  
how  do yo u  mean?”

“T h e  m achine was plugged into the w ro n g  
outlet— deliberately.”  A lec stared intently at 
P orter. “ Y o u  didn’t test anything out earlier, 
just fo r luck, did you, A lfre d ?”

P o rter turned white.
“ N o !” he cried. “ I  didn’t touch them  w hen 

I  was there. I  swear i t !  I ’m  scared of elec
tricity.”  B y  an effort he recovered his poise 
and glared at A le c  resentfully. “ A re  you 
accusing me of k illin g  him ?”

“ I ’m accusing nobody— yet,”  A lec said. 
“ A ll  I  kn o w  is that one of the A n d e r fam ily 
fixed up a booby trap for U n cle  Peter.” 

Jerom e A n d e r broke silence.
“T h a t ’s no w ay to talk to the boy,” he said. 

“ Y o u ’re forgetting yourself, H a rt .”
A lec turned on h im  then.
“ Is that so?” he snarled. “ W e ll, for all I  

know , yo u’re the one w ho killed him . So you 
were in yo u r room , a half ho u r ago, 
asleep. I f  yo u  say yo u  were, yo u ’re a blasted 
liar. I  know , because I  looked to find out.” 

Jerom e turned sallow and goggled at 
Alec.

“ Shut u p !” K ip  cried. “ A ll  of you. M o the r 
is com ing. M aybe she hasn’t learned Peter 
is dead. W h o ’s going to break it to her?”

M rs. Elsie A n d e r entered the roo m  then, 
leaning on Ju d ith ’s arm. A  glance told A lec 
his surmise had been right, that Ju d ith  had 
told her the news, for the face of the old lady 
was waxen white and she looked every m in 
ute of her great age. Jerom e and K ip  as
sisted her into an easy chair.

T h e  old lady questioned K ip  for several 
minutes. E v id e n tly  she had not heard about 
the X -r a y  cu rre n t; she believed it was the 
treatment itself w h ich  had killed her son.

“ I  can’t understand it,”  she m urm ured at 
last. “ H is  heart was always so strong.” She 
sighed. “ I  m ust talk to D o c to r B o b  w hen 
he gets back from  Fairhaven.”  H e r  glance 
w ent around the circle of her fam ily. 
“ W h e re ’s N oble?”

A L F R E D  P O R T E R  sniffed. “ O u t  on the 
the front porch. H e  was sitting there 

w hen I  came in— dead drun k.” H e  glanced at 
M rs . A n d e r. “ I  left him  there. I  was hoping 
yo u  w o uldn’t learn of it.”

T h e  old lady’s lips tightened.

“ B rin g  him  in,” she commanded. “ I t ’s an
other one of his spells.” She looked at K ip  
w ho rose to his feet. “ L e t me talk w ith  him  
now . D ru n k  or not, he m ust hear of m y  son 
Peter’s death.”

K ip  bro u ght Sanborn into the liv in g  room  
b u t the news failed to sober him  up. H e  
m erely gaped at M rs. A n d e r in a silly fash
ion.

“ Peter’s better off de ad!” N oble m um bled. 
“ Death ish pre-pref’r ’ble to livin g  in a house 
like thish one. I t ’s like a tom b— ”

“ N o b le !” K ip  said sharply, in tones of re
buke.

B u t Sanborn was past caring.
“ L o o k  at ’e m !” he yelled. “ K ip , Jerom e, 

A lfre d — lotta sthuffed shirts. N o  w un ner 
U ncle  Peter w ent dotty. I  w o uld  too, if I ’d 
lived ash long ash he did.”

“ Shut u p !” cried K ip .
N oble  Sanborn ignored him . H is  eyes 

were on Ju d ith , w ho was w atching him  in 
shocking fascination.

“ Th eresh  J u d y !” he shouted. “ Shesh a 
honey. She’d be a pippin’ if yo u ’d o n ly let 
her dresh up and have a hair-d o  and a li’l 
paint and powder on her fash— face. She’sh 
got a shwell shape and if she’d jush fix up a 
li’l, any fellow’d go fo r her.”

Ju d ith ’s face had turned scarlet.
“ Stop it, N o b le !” she snapped.
B u t N oble Sanborn only laughed w ild ly.
“ B u t she’sh afraid of thisth blashted fam ily, 

jus’ like U n cle  Peter was,” he w ent on reck
lessly. “ Th e n  he got wise to the whole gang 
of you. H e  learned about that fam ily skele
ton G randm a, K ip  and Jerom e fear sho m uch, 
and it drove him  crazy. P oor old re-spekable 
P e te r!”

“ K i p ! ” called out M rs . A n d e r, in full strong 
tones. “ Silence him  1”

K ip  acted prom ptly. Before A lec could 
interefere, he sw ung his fist hard to N oble 
Sanborn’s jaw . T h e  blow  hurled N oble 
against the w all. H e  sank lim p ly  to the par
quet floor.

K ip  swore softly, rubbed his knuckles, 
lifted N oble as if he had been a fifteen-pound 
infant, instead of a fu ll-g ro w n  yo u th  w eigh
ing at least one hundred and fifty or sixty 
pounds, and carried h im  from  the room . A lec 
heard his firm  steps as he ascended the stair
w ay to the next floor.

M rs . A n d e r glanced at A lec. O nce more 
she had assumed her role of a feeble and 
helpless old lady.

“ M r. H a rt , I ’m  sorry yo u  had to witness 
this,” she said. “ B u t all of us here under
stand and p ity  poor N oble. H e  sometimes 
has these spells w hen he drinks. Please fo r-
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give him ."

A lec bowed to her in  acknowledgment. 
B u t he was thinking busily. H e  realized that 
none of them had tried to stop N oble w hen 
he was raving about Ju d ith , or abusing K ip  
and Jerom e. I t  was on ly w hen N oble had 
been on the verge of disclosing vital inform a
tion regarding Peter A n d e r’s malady, that a 
blow had struck h im  senseless to the floor. 
A n d  M rs. A n d e r, stern and dom inating, had 
snapped forth the order, ruthlessly, and w ith 
out hesitation.

Th e re  was silence in the room  until K ip  
returned a few minutes later. B u t w hat 
Noble Sanborn had said had caused A lec to 
remember something w hich M iss Bo hm  had 
m entioned when he’d interviewed her at 
Peter’s office. H e  decided it was nearly the 
proper time to spring it.

K ip  advanced tow ard the old lady.
“ I t ’s past yo u r bed-time, M othe r,” he said. 

“ I ’ll help you upstairs.” H e  glanced at Alec. 
“ Y o u ’ll excuse her, I ’m  sure.”

Alec rose to his feet as the old lady got up.
“ Certainly,”  he said. H e  waited until they 

were almost to the door before he exploded 
his bombshell.

“ O n e  m om ent,” he said. “ D id  yo u  ever 
hear of a m an named N ick  N o rris ? ”

Th e re  was a stricken interval of silence 
in the room . T h e n  b y an effort, M rs. A n d e r 
recovered.

“ I ’m  sorry,” she faltered. “ I  never heard 
of him .”

Q u ie tly  she and K ip  left the room . Soon 
afterward, Jerom e and P orter m urm ured 
their excuses and left, too. A le c  turned to 
Jud ith .

“ D id  you ever hear of N o rris ? ” he asked 
her.

“ N o ,” she said. She gazed at h im  cu ri
ously. “ Y o u  asked Grandm a the same ques- 
tion.and yo u  heard her answer. W h a t makes 
yo u  believe we are concealing something, 
M r. H a rt?  Y o u  haven’t found any corpse? 
Y o u  haven’t any evidence of a m urder? 
W h a t makes yo u  persist in this?”

Alec crossed the room  and sat dow n near 
her.

“ P lenty of reasons,” he said. “ Y o u r  U ncle  
Peter was m urdered tonight. Because of 
what he knew. A re  you forgetting that?”

H e r eyes flashed. She sprang to her feet.
“ Y o u ’re w r o n g !” she cried. “ I ’m  positive 

you are w ro ng. O h , it's evil! H o w  can 
you think such dreadful things of us?”

W I T H  this she headed for the doorway, 
indignantly. A lec sprang up instant
ly  and followed. H e  caught up w ith  her at
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the doorw ay.

“ I ’m  sorry.”  H e  caught her hand. “ A re n ’t 
yo u  going to tell me good night?”

H e  squeezed her hand and he was sura, 
for an instant, she returned the pressure.

“ Good night,” she said. “ Y o u  could be nice 
if yo u’d only try .” T h e n  she freed her hand 
and left h im  standing there.

W h e n  he left the house, a few minutes 
later, he was conscious that Jud ith  A nde r 
was one of the loveliest girls he had ever 
seen.

*  *  *  *  #
Upstairs in  their rooms, after A lec H a rt 

had said good night to Ju d ith , the inmates of 
the household were engaged in certain activi
ties w hich  w o uld  greatly have interested the 
young Assistant D istrict A tto rn e y, had he 
kn ow n about them.

In  his laboratory on the th ird  floor, A lfre d  
P orter had been pacing the floor. H e  finally 
paused in front of the bench w ith  its glass 
retorts and its cabinets above, filled w ith  a 
m ultitude of chemicals.

“ I t  was bound to come,” he m uttered. 
“ H o w  could we hope to prevent it ? O n ly  K ip  
is strong enough to face this.” H is  gaze 
settled upon a small b ro w n  bottle. “ Arsenic. 
Tasteless, easy to administer, but too slow. 
Sodium  cyanide w o uld  be better, and h y d ro 
cyanic acid, better yet. Strychnine, brucine, 
atropine— w hich? I  w onder w hich one to 
use.”

* * * * *
I n  his ow n locked room , Jerom e A n d e r had 

dragged fo rth  a heavy leather traveling bag. 
Inside were books w hich he took out and 
then from  the bottom  of the bag, he produced 
a cloth-w rapped object. H e  unw rapped the 
object and there in  his hand lay a glistening 
object, a blued-steel autom atic, sinister and 
deadly. F o r  a m om ent he stood hold ing  the 
weapon, staring at it, then dropped it in  his 
pocket.

Sw itchin g  off the lights, he left the room  
and stole dow n the darkened hallways to the 
garage. H ere  he let himself out of the back 
court w h ich  led to the shadowy street.

* * * * *
In  his d im ly lighted studio on the th ird  

floor K ip p e rto n  A n d e r remained only a few 
minutes, cutting som ething out of a frame. 
T h e n  he made his w a y cautiously do w n to 
the cellar, and halted before the massive, oil 
fired furnace. H e  opened the door and, after 
some delay, managed to w hip  a pow erful 
flame into life. W h e n  the fire was hot 
enough, he fed the bundle he carried into its 
ru b y heart. I t  required time, for such things 
are difficult to b u rn  as the past is difficult to
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forget. B u t at last it was done— this sick
ening, hum iliating jo b ! H e  straightened up 
w ith  the sweat thick on his forehead. 

* * * * *
In  her large front room , after she had 

turned the key in the lock, old M rs. A n d e r 
opened another door— that of a small cabinet 
— and stood for a m om ent surveying the con
tents. O n  the shelves before her were ar
rayed a collection of bottles filled w ith  
whiskies, cognacs and brandies of various 
types and descriptions. M a n y  of the bottles 
were em pty, now— too m any. Reaching 
forth, she poured am ber liquid  into  a small 
glass and tossed it dow n w ith  a practised 
hand in tw o healthy gulps. She continued to 
pour and to drink.

* * * * *
I n  her room , upstairs, w here Ju d ith  had 

gone after her tender leave-taking of A lec 
H a rt, she likewise was strangely employed.

Behind bolted door she stood before a 
wardobe full of expensive gowns, all of the 
latest mode and secretly purchased from  
famed couturiires of both here and abroad. 
In  m any boxes reposed smart hats, creations 
of smart designers. O n  the dozens of hangers 
dangled fur coats, capes and wraps of every 
description. O n  shoe trees stood dainty 
slippers, w hile  in flat boxes, cellophane cov
ered, lay dozens of pairs of filmy stockings 
to match.

F ro m  a hanger Ju d ith  selected a long flow
ing evening gow n of light blue w ith  sequin- 
studded belt. O u t  of the closet she also took 
a portable record player, plugged it into a 
w all socket and tuned the costly radio to pick 
up the record. I t  was a hot record— w ind 
instruments wailed out an accompaniment 
to the brasses.

F ro m  a locked draw er Ju d ith  then took 
makeup materials, and remedied the paleness 
of her cheeks and lips w ith  rouge and lip 
stick. U n d o in g  her hair, she altered it into

the latest style w ith  deft fingers, comb and 
brush.

A t  last completely transform ed into a crea
ture of bew itching beauty, she began to glide 
around the room , using the latest step. She 
was gloriously happy. In  her im agination 
she was at a smart cabaret w h ich  she knew 
well, dancing w ith  A le c !

* * * * *
I n  his room , not far away, N oble  Sanborn 

was ly in g  across the bed where K ip  A n d e r 
had dropped him , snoring loudly. T h e  left 
side of his jaw  was already swollen and tu rn 
ing  blue.

C H A P T E R  V I  

P o lit ic a l  P u l l

N  T H E  porch of the A n 
der hom e, after leaving 
Ju d ith , A le c  H a rt  paused 
for a m om ent to light a 
c i g a r e t t e .  T h e n  he 
glanced up quickly, as a 
careening car came w h irl
ing around the corner. 
W it h  a screech of p ro 
testing tires, it drew up in 
front of the house. T h e  
door banged open, out 

jum ped Sergeant N o la n  w ho slammed the 
door angrily and hastened across the side- 
walk.

“ A le c !” cried N olan. “ I ’m  glad I  caught 
you. T h e re ’s the devil to p a y !”

“ Y o u  could have phoned,” A lec reminded 
h im  crisply. “ I  told yo u  to phone. R em em 
ber?”

“ Yeah, but that was no good under the c ir
cumstances,” grow led N olan. “ I  had to see 
yo u  personally. J im  C ro w ley just showed up 
at Fairhaven. H e  bawled the daylights out of

[T u r n  p a g e ]
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me and wanted to kn ow  w h y  the devil we’re 
pestering respectable people like the Anders. 
H e  says it’s an outrage.” N o la n  glared indig
nantly at A lec. “ H e ’s going to yank us both 
off the case.”

F o r  a m om ent A le c ’s heart sank. T h e n  a 
wave of rage surged through him .

“ O ff the case, eh?” he repeated. “ Crow ley 
just thinks that. Y o u  kn ow  w hat’s happened, 
don’t you, E rf?  Someone got to him . P ro b 
ably K ip  A n d e r.”

“ Yeah, I  guessed it,” Sergeant N o la n  
snarled. “ Y o u  w arned me what w o uld hap
pen. A n d  it has. Just as things was going 
so fine, too.” H e  spread out his hands help
lessly. “ W h a t are we going to do now , A le c?”

“ P lenty,” retorted Alec, criptically. “ C ro w 
ley can’t do this to us, regardless of political 
pull. N o w  what did you discover at F a ir - 
haven?”

N olan told him . H e  had closely questioned 
the doctors and nurses. D r . Clavering, head 
of the sanitarium, had been present, as well 
as D r . Prentice. N either physician had 
noticed that the plug had been shifted to the 
X -ra y  socket, w ith  its h igh voltage current.

“ Before C ro w le y got there, I  searched 
Peter A n d e r’s clothing and found this,” 
N o la n  said.

H e  handed A lec a folded piece of paper. 
Alec examined the paper by the light of a 
nearby street lamp. H e  gave a start.

I t  was a check for one hundred thousand 
dollars, made out to N o b le  Sanborn, and 
dated two days before. T h e  check was signed 
by Peter A nder.

“ A  hundred grand, A le c !” N o la n  said. 
“ A in ’t that som ething”

“ It  m ight be, if we knew what it meant,” 
A lec said slowly. H e  was puzzled and 
thrilled. “ W h e re ’d you get this?”

“ O u t of Peter A n d e r’s wallet, in F a ir - 
haven,” N o la n  explained. “ H is  possessions 
were searched at Bellevue, and then again 
at Fairhaven by the head nurse w hen he 
arrived. B u t she missed a secret com part
ment in his wallet. W h e n  I  got to F a ir - 
haven, one of the first things I  did was to look 
over his stuff again. I ’m  used to such things 
and I  looked good. T h a t ’s how  I  happened 
to find the check.” »

Alec then told N ola n  the results of his in 
vestigation. H e  hadn’t discovered m uch, but 
it showed some progress.

“ Y o u  should have seen how  they froze up, 
E rf , w hen I  m entioned N ick  N o rris ’ name,” 
A lec concluded. “T h e y  denied ever having 
heard of N o rris . B u t the w ay they acted 
showed they are lying. W e ’ll  have to dig up 
whatever we can on N o rris .” H e  folded up
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N oble Sanborn’s check and thrust it into his 
ow n wallet. “ I ’m  keeping this until N oble  
explains w h y  Peter meant to pay him  such a 
wad of m oney all in one gob. Concern in g  
Fairhaven— did you seal up the treatment 
room  as I  suggested?”

“ I ’ve got tw o men posted at the door,” the 
sergeant answered. “ N o b o d y can get in or 
out of there until I  give the w ord. T h e m  
cops are still under m y orders.”

“ A ll right.” A lec grasped the sergeant by 
the arm  and urged him  dow n the porch in 
the direction of the police car.

“ L e t ’s go to Fairhaven and have a show
dow n w ith  J im  C ro w ley.”

“ H e  yanked us both off,” N o la n  reminded 
him . “ W h a t can we do?”

“ Saw w o od,” Alec snapped grim ly. “ L e t 
me handle that.”

A t  the curb Alec paused and glanced back 
tow ard the A n d e r home. F ro m  one of the 
chim ney’s a colum n of smoke was pouring, 
black against the m oon drenched sky.

“ L o o k ,” said A lec. “ I t ’s plenty hot, yet 
somebody has lighted a fire. N o w  w h y  w o uld 
they start the furnace going in the m iddle of 
the night?”

N o la n  stared for a m om ent in  surprise. 
T h e n  he thrust out his rocklike jaw  belliger
ently.

“ Th e re  was a m an killed in that red leather 
chair, yet we never found the body,” he said. 
“ L e t ’s go see.”

A L E C  seized him  by the sleeve. “ N o . B y  
this time K ip  knows w e’ve been called 

off the case and they’d never let us in w ith 
out a search w arrant. T h e y ’d just laugh 
at us.”

“ B u t they’re bu rn in g  the body right now  !” 
N o la n  protested. “ W e  ought to bust down 
the d o o r!”

“ M aybe it isn’t a body they’re burn ing  
after all,” A lec pointed out. “ W e ’ve got to be 
sure before we take such drastic action. T h e  
A n d e r fam ily is too pow erful to be pushed 
around needlessly, E rf . W e ’ll find out about 
that fire later. In  the meantime, let’s go on 
to Fairhaven.”

Reluctantly Sergeant N o la n  climbed into 
the coupe and started the m otor. A lec seat
ed himself beside him. In  a m om ent or two 
they were racing across tow n.

D u rin g  that jo u rn e y A lec pondered over 
the various problems. A bove all things he 
needed a corpse. W ith o u t a corpus delicti, 
he had no case.

A lso, w ho was N ic k  N o rris ?  W h a t  had he 
said to Peter A n d e r at Peter’s office before 
Peter had gone crazy? W h y  had the mention
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of N o rris ’ name reduced the entire A n d e r 
fam ily to frozen silence? L izz ie  B o h m  had 
described him  as poorly dressed and his lan
guage threatening. H a d  he been a black
mailer? N ic k  N o rris  presented interesting 
possibilities.

In  front of the com m odious, trim  looking 
sanitarium, Sergeant N o la n  halted the car 
and they got out. A s  A lec clim bed the stone 
steps of the hospital, he knew that in  some 
w ay he must produce proof that Peter had 
been m urdered. H e  must show beyond doubt 
that A n d e r’s death was not the result of 
accident or carelessness.

A  boom ing voice greeted A lec and N olan 
as they entered the office of D r . C lavering.

“ So there you are at la s t!”  the voice th u n 
dered. “ I ’ve been w aiting  here for an hour. 
W h a t detained you, Sergeant? D id  yo u  get 
lost? N o w , no w — w hat’s all this about the 
Anders? W h y  are yo u  pestering them? 
W h o e ve r told you the A nde rs ever m urdered 
anybody. T h a t ’s rid icu lo u s! Speak up, 
man. Speak u p !”

T h is  blast issued from  a large, fat-faced, 
bald-headed m an w ho was seated behind D r . 
C lavering’s desk— at least, a nameplate in d i
cated it was D r . C lavering’s desk. T h e  man 
was chewing on a thin, black cigar and glar
ing at A lec out of puffy, reddened eyes. T h is  
was J im  C row ley, D istrict A tto rn e y  of N e w  
Y o rk  C o unty.

A lec H a rt  glared right back at him .
“ A re  yo u  addressing m e?” A lec said. “ I f  

you are, you can have m y resignation any 
time yo u  w ant it.” H e  advanced to the desk 
and put his clenched fist on the top. “ R igh t 
n o w !”

C ro w ley winced. A lec H a rt  had cam 
paigned for him  in the last election and was 
credited w ith  sw inging m any of the votes 
w hich had put him  into office. T h e  time 
m ight come w hen C ro w le y w o uld need those 
votes again and C ro w le y knew  it. H e  m od
erated his attitude at once.

“ N o w , now, A lec, don’t be like that,”  he 
boomed in hearty tones. “ N o  offense was 
intended, m y boy. Y o u ’ve just made a m is
take, that’s all.” H e  shook his head. “ Y o u  
ought to leave the Anders alone. I t ’s bad 
stuff, A lec, bad stuff. People like the A n 
ders don’t com m it m urders.”

“ I  didn’t say they had,” A le c  answered 
quickly. H e  became aware for the first time 
that there were other persons in the office 
beside C ro w ley. D r . Prentice, D r . Clavering 
and several nurses. T h e y  were staring at 
him  curiously. H e  continued, “ I  was just 
investigating the possibility of a crime. 
W h a t’s w ro ng  about that?”

“ N o th in g ,” C ro w le y admitted. “ B u t you 
have no body, no proof, not a shred to go on 
— just a w ild  guess. A n d  it annoys the A n 
ders. I  w ant yo u  to cut it out.”

“ W h y  should I ? ” A lec retorted. “ I  believe 
two persons have been killed. I ’m  sure Peter 
A n d e r was m urdered.”

D r . Prentice leaped from  his chair.
“ T h a t ’s outrageous!” he cried. H e  turned 

to the D istric t A tto rn e y. “ Y o u  see w hat I  
mean, M r. C ro w ley? T h a t ’s the w a y this 
yo ung  idiot has been talking all along. I n 
nuendoes and w ild  accusations, based on 
nothing. F irs t he claimed somebody in the 
A n d e r fam ily killed somebody else— name 
and m otive un k n o w n — and no w  it’s Peter 
A n d e r w h o ’s been m u rd e re d ! M ake him  drop 
this.”

H ere  Sergeant N o la n ’s heavy voice 
rum bled forth.

“ Says y o u !” the sergeant growled, edging 
forw ard. “ W h a t about that shock m achine 
w h ich  was plugged in  on the w ro n g  circuit? 
I t  burned the old guy to death just as if he’d 
been seated in the electric chair up in Sing 
Sing. T h is  w hole jo in t looks like a Death 
H ouse, too. Someone shifted those plugs on 
purpose to  keep him  from  spilling w hat he 
knew. T h a t ’s w hat I  think.”

A le c  H a rt  turned to D istrict A tto rn e y 
C row ley.

“ Sergeant N o la n  is righ t,” he said. “ Peter 
A n d e r intended to visit Police Headquarters 
to report a m urder. B u t before he could get 
there, his m ind snapped.” H e  glanced at D r . 
Clavering. " Y o u  can’t say Peter was a 
psychopathic case, can yo u ?”

“ B a h !” D r . Prentice exclaimed. “A re  you 
a doctor, b y  any chance?”

HE R E  D istrict A tto rn e y  C ro w le y inter
vened.

“ W e ’re getting nowhere,” he said. H e  
faced Clavering. “ W h a t ’s y o u r theory, D o c 
to r? ” A le c  was sure that C ro w le y had al
ready heard that theory. C lave rin g  answered 
prom ptly.

“ M y  opinion is that some employee, en
gaged in cleaning up the treatment room , 
switched the plugs.” H e  waved his hands. 
“ I t  was just an unfortunate accident. Such 
things happen even in the best ru n  institu 
tions.”

A le c  eyed the doctor.
“ W h y  was the cleaner m onkeying w ith  

the plugs?” he asked sarcastically. “ Clean
ing  them ?”

“ H u s h !” boomed C ro w ley. “ D r . C lave r
ing’s explanation satisfies me. A n d  don’t 
bother the A n d e r fam ily any m ore, m y boy."



H is  voice grew  heartier. H e  beamed at Alec. 
“ I ’ve got something better for you, some
thing m uch better. T o m o rro w  m orning, 
bright and early, I  w ant you to appear in 
the W est M arket C o u rt and take over the 
gam bling cases in that district. T h e  m ayor 
has been com plaining about gam bling up 
there and the police have made a bunch of 
arrests. Y o u  shall be the spearhead of our 
campaign.”

“ W h a t? ” yelled Alec. “ Y o u ’re taking me 
off a m urder investigation to prosecute a 
bunch of petty card sharpers?”

“ Y o u  don’t understand,” protested C ro w 
ley. “ T h is  is big stuff. T h e  newspapers 
are going after it. Y o u ’ll be in full charge 
and you can have Sergeant N olan to help 
you. I ’m too busy or I ’d handle it myself.”

“ I t  w o u ld n ’t be that the Anders have 
wealth and influence enough to cover up a 
m urder?” Alec asked pointedly.

C ro w ley looked blank.
“ W h a t m urder? W h e re  is the corpse, the 

weapon, the suspects, the clues? W h y  do 
you assume any m urder has been com 
m itted?”

“ W h a t’s to keep me from  investigating the 
Anders on m y ow n time, after hours?”

“ N o th in g .” C ro w le y grinned at Alec tr i
um phantly. “ Except the A n d e r fam ily knows 
I ’ve taken you off the case and if you go 
near them, it w ill be as a private citizen, 
and not as a representative of the D istrict A t 
torney’s department. T h e y  can have you ar
rested for trespassing.” H is  eyes sparkled. 
“ A n d  K ip  A n d e r w ill, too. H e  told me so.”

Alec remembered about the check w hich he 
had in his wallet.

“ I  w onder,” he said. “ W e ’ll see if K ip  has 
the nerve to put me out.”

H e turned and left the room . Sergeant 
N o la n  followed him  out.

“ W h a t are we gonna do now, A lec?” the 
Sergeant asked. “ Gam blers! Gosh, w hat a 
mess I ”

“ H o ld  everything,” A lec said. “ W e  aren’t 
licked yet. N o w , E rf , take me to the treat
ment room . I  w ant to get a gander at it 
before C ro w ley yanks yo u r two men away 
from  the door.”

Sergeant N o la n  took Alec dow n the hall, 
nodded to tw o plainclothesmen lounging in 
chairs against the wall, and unlocked a door 
further along the corridor. Inside, he 
•witched on the light. L y in g  on a table was 
the body of Peter A nder.

T w e n ty  minutes later, after having ex
amined the body, A lec and the Sergeant 
emerged from  the treatment roo m  and 
paused for a m oment near the door. A lec
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eyed N o la n  gloom ily and «lo w ly  shook his 
head.

“ F ro m  the w ay you talked to C ro w le y , I  
thought you really had some evidence that 
Peter was m urdered, E r f ,” he said. “ B u t 
now  it looks as if it m ight have been an acci
dent as C lavering  says. Those tw o electric 
w all outlets are close together.”

N olan nodded. “ Lo oks like we’re sunk, 
don’t it, A le c?”

A lec H a rt  sighed and then grinned.
“ Sure. B u t I ’ve been in tough places be

fore, and we aren’t licked yet. Com e on. E rf. 
Y o u ’re assigned to help me w ith  those gam 
bling cases and we got to be in W est M arket 
C o u rt bright and early.”

H e  led the w ay out of the private hospital 
to the car, and when they were seated in it 
again and had started back on their return 
journey, he outlined his plans to the Sergeant. 
D u rin g  his spare time N olan was to w o rk  on 
the A n d e r case. H e  was to cover the hotels 
and room ing houses, in likely districts, and 
try  to pick up a line on N ick  N o rris . It  
w ould be a dreary, m onotonous task, but 
N o rris  had friends who w ould help him  u n 
officially. T h e  sergeant groaned but pro m 
ised to w o rk  hard. T h e n  Alec lapsed into 
thoughtful silence.

A bove all things he needed two things—  
the body and the gun that committed the 
crime. Th e re  are m any ways of disposing 
of m urder weapons but he believed it was 
still hidden somewhere around the A n d e r 
home. H e  intended to slip in there some 
time soon, and conduct a quiet search.

A s  for the body, that was a different m at
ter. I t  w o uld  be harder to get rid of. Y e t 
it could be cut up and burned to ashes— in 
a furnace, for instance. T h e  thought in 
trigued A lec. B u rn in g  a corpse sometimes 
didn’t entirely destroy all evidence. Th e re  
were teeth and bones left behind, and some
times buttons from  clothing.

Alec grinned. Yes, he certainly must m an
age to examine the A n d e r furnace.

Sergeant N olan suddenly plucked at A le c ’s 
arm  to draw his attention.

“ B u t w hat about C ro w le y?” the sergeant 
asked. “A re  you going to tell h im ?”

“ Certainly not,” A lec replied. “ T h is  is just 
between you and me. I  thought you under
stood that, E r f .”

“ N o w  I  do,” N o la n  replied. “ B u t I  just 
wanted to make sure of it.”

“ W h ic h  also means that we can’t get 
caught at this sub rosa w o rk , E r f ,”  A le c  H a rt  
pointed out w ith  a sly w ink.

“ D o n ’t w o rry  about me,” the sergeant 
boasted. “ I ’m as slick as silk.”
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C H A P T E R  V I I

Murder Weapon

Y  F I V E - T H I R T Y  the 
follow ing afternoon, A lec 
had disposed of the last 
witness in  a long list of 
gam bling cases and had 
cleared out his office. H e  
leaned back in his chair 
w ith  a sigh that turned 
into a groan w hen his 
telephone rang. I t  was 
N olan.

“ H ello , Sergeant,”  he 
said. “ Yeah, I ’m free, now . Com e on in .”

Alec was never so happy to see anyone as . 
he was to see this big  bu lky policeman.

“ C ro w le y’s out of the A n d e r case,”  N ola n  
announced as he sank into a chair. “ A  couple 
of his ace boys made an investigation. T h e y  
reported that there’s no th ing  to the m urder 
angle and Peter’s death was accidental.” H e  
stared at Alec. “ M aybe they’re right at that.”

“ W h a t about that spent bullet and that 
blood-soaked stuffing from  the chair?” A lec 
retorted. “ E rf , w e’ve got to find the m urder 
gun. I t ’s somewhere up there in  the A n d e r 
home and the first chance I  get I ’m  going 
to slip into the house and try  to dig it up. 
D id  you get a lead on N ic k  N o rris ? ”

“ N o t a th in g,” said the detective. “ W a n t 
me to keep on try in g ? ”

• “ Yes.” Alec H a rt  rose to his feet. “ I ’m 
going to Greenw ich V illage no w  and see w hat 
I  can discover. M aybe I ’ll get a chance to 
sneak into the A n d e r house tonight. A l l  the 
fam ily w ill be absent attending the services 
for Peter at the funeral chapel a few blocks 
away.”

Sergeant N o la n’s face brightened.
“ W a n t me to go along?” the policeman 

asked.
“ N o . G o  home and get yo u r sleep. T o 

m o rro w  I  w ant yo u  to keep after N ic k  N o r 
ris. I f  I  need you later, I ’ll phone yo u  at 
yo ur hom e.”

N olan departed reluctantly, and then Alec 
remembered som ething he had neglected to 
do. H e  looked at his watch. Perhaps there 
was time, perhaps M iss B o h m  had not yet 
left the office. H e  dialed her num ber and 
she answered prom ptly. H e  questioned her 
about the check w h ich  Peter A n d e r had 
w ritten for N oble Sanborn.

“ W a it a m inute,” she said. “ T h a t  sounds 
like something w hich ought to be listed in 
his special fund checkbook. I ’ll look at the 
stub for that date and see what it ’s for.”

A fte r a tim e she came back. “ Is  the color 
of the check purple, w ith  t in y  horizontal 
lines ru n n in g  across the paper?”

A le c  took out the check and examined it.
“ Yes.”
“ T h e n  it ’s from  the special fund,” she said. 

“T h e  checkbook isn’t here. I t ’a the only 
th in g  w h ich  is missing from  his desk. I  can’t 
understand it.” T h e n  she laughed in a re
lieved fashion. “ B u t there! H e  m ust have 
taken it home himself. Sometimes he did 
that. Yes, it’s probably safe enough.”

“ D o  yo u  kn ow  any reason w h y  Peter 
should be paying N oble Sanborn m oney?” 
A le c  asked her. H e  was careful to avoid 
m entioning the size of the check.

L u c k ily  she neglected to ask.
“ N o ,”  she said. “ N oble has always com 

plained because he never has enough m oney 
to spend. H e ’s continually ro w in g  about it. 
B u t K ip  has remained adamant. H e  says 
N ob le  is extravagant and w o uld on ly spend 
it on drink.”

“ W h a t was the special fund for?” Alec 
asked.

“ O h , matters that didn’t exactly come 
under the heading of estate business. F o r  
instance, M rs. A n d e r and Peter both hated 
dogs and he supported a society organized for 
the purpose of try in g  to have them barred 
from  the city. A  dog bit Peter w hen he was 
a boy and he never forgot it. A lso, he was 
too fastidious to care for any kind of a pet. 
W h y , I  remember not long ago— ”

She w o uld have rambled on, if A lec hadn’t 
cut her short as politely as he could and 
hung up. H e  still hadn’t found out w hat the 
check was for. W e ll, there w o uld  be time 
enough for h im  to puzzle that out later. 
R ig h t now  he m ust get over to the A n d e r 
house. Outside the office, he flagged a taxi 
and set off. Th e re  wasn’t any time to waste.

T h e  A n d e r fam ily was probably departing 
for the funeral home at this ve ry m om ent. 
O n ce  the services were finished, they’d all 
return. I f  K ip  discovered him , it w o uld  be 
just too bad.

B u t w hen A lec caught sight of a news
dealer on a corner not far from  the A nde r 
home, he changed his plans. H e  stopped the 
taxicab and got out.

U p o n  catching sight of the newsstand Alec 
had gotten a sudden idea. Peter was a man 
of rig id  routine. T h is  newsdealer was sta
tioned between Peter’s hom e and his office 
and probably A n d e r had been in the habit 
of purchasing a paper from  him  every m o rn 
ing. U p o n  that fateful m o rn in g  w hat was 
it that had driven h im  m ad? H a d  he read a 
headline? W a s it some item he’d seen in
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the paper? Perhaps this newsdealer could 
furnish a clue. I t  was a slender chance but 
w o rth  investigating.

A L E C  approached the stand and waited 
until tw o customers had departed. 

Th e n  he bought a paper, unfolded it slowly 
and stood there scanning the funeral notices.

“ T o o  bad about Peter A n d e r,” A lec said 
casually. “ I  knew him  slightly. N ice fellow.’’ 

“ T h e  best,”  the newsdealer said. “ I  sold 
him papers for fifteen years. H e  never missed 
a m orn in g  until the day he w ent crazy. H e  
passed me up. H e  walked right b y w ithout 
g iving me a tumble. H e  never did that be
fore.”

“ Interesting,” Alec said. “ L o o k  here, I ’m  
connected w ith the D istrict A tto rn e y ’s office. 
T h is  puzzles me. I  can’t figure out w h y  Peter 
went mad. N o w  that m orn in g— the last one 
— did he meet anyone?”

“ N o , not him . H e  didn’t have ve ry m any 
friends. In  fact I  don’t think I  ever saw 
him  w alking w ith  anyone.” H e  paused and 
stared at Alec for a m om ent, as if inclined 
to talk. “ Say, I  could tip you off to some
thing if y o u ’ll promise not to haul me dow n 
to court or get me into trouble.”

“ Sure. I  think it can be managed,” A lec 
said. “ W h a t do you kn o w ?”

T h e  newsdealer looked up and dow n the 
street, leaning far over his tin y counter to 
accomplish this feat. T h e n  he dropped his 
voice to a whisper.

“ Listen,” he said. “ Last night a gu y comes 
out of the A n d e r house. N o t  b y  the front 
door, but through that gate w h ich  leads from  
the court behind the house.”

“ Yes,” A lec urged. “ W h a t about it?” 
“ W e ll, since this trouble about Peter 

A nde r, I ’ve sorta kept m y eyes on the house. 
T h is  m an kept his hands in his pockets and 
acted sorta sneaky, like a bunch of cops was 
on his tail. I  was just closing up and the 
stand was dark so he didn’t notice me. Th e re  
was nobody on the street either. T h is  gu y 
steps up to the sewer, takes som ething out 
of his pocket and drops it in. I  heard it 
splash w hen it hit the water. T h e n  he walks 
away.”

Alec H a rt ’s m ind instantly w ent to the 
missing gun. Som ething told him  there 
w ould be no need to search the A n d e r home 
now . 1

“ W o u ld  yo u  kn o w  h im  again, if you saw 
h im ? ” A lec asked.

“ Sure. H e ’s one of the A nde rs. I ’ve seen 
him  come and go a lot, but I  never found 
out w h o  he was. H e ’s a cheap skate. H e  
never bought a paper from  me.”

“ I ’ve got five dollars here.” A lec reached 
into his pocket. “ Shortly , the fam ily w ill be 
returning  from  the funeral services. I f  you 
can pick out the m an yo u  saw, the fiver is 
yours.”

“ Y o u ’re on, mister. I  could use five bucks.”
“ A n d  I  don’t w ant them to see me,” A lec 

said. “ So included in yo ur fee is permission 
for me to hide in yo u r stand and duck behind 
the counter.”

“ R ig h to !” T h e  newsdealer threw  open 
the little door of his booth. “ Com e on in 
here. I ’ll tip you off w hen I  see him .”

A le c  accepted the invitation. H e  blessed 
his luck.

T h e  funeral party returned about two 
hours after A lec had concealed himself in 
the booth. T w o  cars had stopped in front 
of the A n d e r hom e. A le c  peered out cau
tiously. H e  saw the members of the fam ily 
getting out and entering the house.

“ T h a t ’s the guy— third  one going in,” the 
newsdealer said. “ T h a t ’s h im , all right, 
m ister.”

“ V e ry  foxy,” A lec said. B u t he wasn’t 
paying com plim ents to the newsstand 
owner. H e  was referring to Jerom e A n d e r 
— the m an w ho had dropped som ething into 
the sewer.

W h e n  the A nde rs had disappeared, A lec 
w ent to the nearest d ru g  store and called up 
the D epartm ent of Sewers.

“ T h is  is A tto rn e y  A lec H a rt  of the D istrict 
A tto rn e y ’s staff,” he said. “ H a ve  you a man 
w ho goes into sewers looking for lost things ? 
I  mean someone available righ t n o w ?”

“ W e  can find a m an for you. L o st some
thing, M r. H a rt? ”

“ N o , but I  think a valuable piece of evi
dence was dropped into the sewer. I t  must 
be accomplished w itho ut attracting attention. 
H o w  soon can the m an get here?”

“ R igh t away. Y o u  tell h im  w hat to do. 
W h e re  are you, M r . H a rt? ”

A le c  gave h im  instructions and soon 
afterward a sewer department car stopped 
half a block dow n the avenue. A  m an in 
hip boots got out and walked up to the news
stand w here A lec was w aiting.

A lec told w hat he, wanted and the man 
got busy at once.

T H I R T Y  minutes w ent b y  while the m an 
worked dow n in the sewer and all the 

w hile A lec was bathed in cold perspiration. 
I f  Jerom e spotted these activities fro m  the 
house, everything m igh t be ruined. Alec 
wanted to be able to spring a surprise on 
Jerom e. I t  m igh t induce h im  to talk. 

F in a lly  the w o rkm an hauled himself up
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out of the sewer, kicked off m ud and came 
over to the newsstand. H e  had something 
in his hand.

“ G ot a hunk of old paper around?” he 
asked.

T h e  curious newsdealer produced one 
quickly. T h e  sewer m an laid upon it a drip 
ping object— a filth encrusted automatic 
pistol. “ Th e re  you are.”

Alec H a rt ’s pulses leaped. Th is , indeed, 
was a tr iu m p h ! I t  was the first real bit of 
evidence he had obtained since the recovery 
of the bullet. I t  w o uld  go a long w a y tow ard 
justifying the investigation. I t  proved that 
D istrict A tto rn e y C ro w ley had been w ro n g  in 
ordering him  off the case.

A fte r showing his gratitude in a tangible 
fashion to both the sewer m an and the news
dealer, A lec wrapped up the gun, thrust it 
into his pocket and walked away.

W h a t w ould Sergeant N o la n  say to this? 
Alec was positive that the marks on the bullet 
w ould show it had been fired by this gun. 
M u rd e r! C ro w ley had said that influential 
people such as the Anders never committed 
m urder. W h a t about this gun? I f  there 
had been no m urder, w h y  had Jerom e A n d e r 
stolen out of the house after dark to drop it 
into a sewer?

Alec now  felt that he had enough evidence 
to justify action of a more drastic nature. 
H e  wanted to take a look at the furnace in 
the cellar and find out if anything had been 
burned there. B u t before he could do that, 
there were other things to do.

H e  flagged a taxicab, drove dow n to his 
office, got the envelope containing the bullet 
from  the draw er of his desk and took it and 
the gun over to Police Headquarters where 
he turned them over to a ballistics expert.

“ Get other cartridges and make tests,” he 
told the expert. “ F in d  out if the m arkings 
on them coincide w ith  the ones on this bullet. 
H o w  long w ill it take?”

“ O n ly  a few hours,” the ballistics m an an
swered. “ C all me up to m o rro w  m orning, or 
later tonight, if you wish.”

“ M aybe I ’ll call tonight,”  said A lec, and 
walked out of the room .

O n  his w ay back to Greenw ich Village, he 
stopped at a hardware store to purchase a 
large and heavy screwdriver, a flashlight, and 
a strong chisel. T h e n  he dined at a small 
restaurant, eating in a leisurely fashion in 
order to consume all the time he could. 
F in a lly  he w ent over to W a sh in g to n  P ark 
and sat on a bench for several hours, sm oking 
num erous cigarettes.

A t  last he rose to his feet and set off for 
the dw elling on V in e  Street. I f  D istrict A t 

torney C ro w ley had only kn ow n he intended 
to com m it an act of unlaw ful entry upon the 
A n d e r home— w e ll! W h a t w o uld he say to 
that?

C H A P T E R  V I I I

Deep Is the Grave

T  W A S  an easy m atter to 
find the side entrance to 
the house. A lec took out 
the screwdriver and was 
about to jim m y open the 
door w hen he discovered 
it wasn’t locked. In  fact, 
it wasn’t even closed 
tigh tly  and he grasped the 
idea that someone again 
must have returned fu r
tively and neglected to

lock up.
T h is  was indeed a break and he took ad

vantage of it.
Cautiously A lec stepped into the basement 

hallway and soon found the steps leading Into 
the cellar.

T h e  stairway was na rrow  and squeaked 
underfoot, so A lec sat down, rem oved his 
shoes, tied them together by the laces and 
hung them around his neck. T h e n  he con
tinued dow nw ard.

U sin g  his flashlight, he soon located the oil 
burn ing  furnace and headed for it. H e  opened 
the furnace door and threw  the beam inside. 
T h e n  he stuck his head and shoulders 
through the wide door. I t  was plenty wide 
enough to pass a hum an body through.

Th e re  were ashes on the furnace floor. 
H e  knew  that oil burners create no ash and 
A lec’s heart pounded furiously. H e  w ith 
drew, found a wide flat board and removed 
some of the ash. T h a t  was all he did find—  
ash. Th e re  were no bones, no buttons or 
jew elry. Just delicate ash. E ve n  the heat 
of an oil burner couldn’t dispose of a corpse 
quite so completely.

Som ething else had been burned in this 
furnace, som ething someone wanted to get 
rid  of badly. A le x  recalled the colum n of 
smoke com ing from  the chim ney the night 
before. I t  had been done imm ediately after 
he left the house.

Against the fire bricks, directly beneath 
the draft outlet, A lec noticed a fairly solid 
wad of stuff. H e  got this out and looked 
at it. I t  was charred canvas. A lec nodded. 
Canvas meant paintings and paintings 
pointed straight at K ip .

F in a lly  he straightened up and stood there,
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staring dow n at the wad of blackened canvas. 
W h a t did this mean? H ere  was another 
m ystery w hich seemed almost impossible of 
solution.

W h y  had K ip  A n d e r hurried dow n here 
in the middle of the night in order to destroy 
one of his paintings? E v id e n tly  he had con
sidered this action so vital that it could not 
be delayed until m orn in g  —  not a m inute 
longer than necessary. W h a t was the reason 
for such strange conduct? W a s it the po r
trait of Ju d ith ?  A lec remembered K ip  had 
said he was using her for a model. P robably 
not. A lso that M rs . A n d e r had said K ip  
made a specialty of painting heads.

Th is  gave A lec an idea and he smiled 
broadly. H e  believed that he had hit on the 
answer.

A t  that m om ent he heard a noise behind 
him  and w hirled around. I t  was Ju d ith  
A nde r. She had managed to steal dow n the 
cellar steps w ithout a sound. N o w  she con
fronted A lec w ith  flashing eyes.

“ W h a t does this mean, M r. H a rt? ” she 
demanded. “ W h a t are you doing in our 
house?”

F o r  a m om ent or tw o Alec H a rt  could 
only stare at her w ith  open m outh. O f  all 
the persons in the A n d e r household, she was 
the last one he w o uld have wanted to sur
prise him  w hile he was snooping. H e  
reddened w ith  shame.

T h e  g irl stamped her foot.
“ A n sw e r m e !” she cried. “ D o  yo u  think 

this is honorable, to break into places in the 
middle of the night and spy on people?”

A le c’s philosophy came to his aid. H e  
shrugged. Th e re  was nothing else to do.

“ A fte r all, it’s m y business, Ju d ith ,” he said. 
“ I ’m a D istrict A tto rn e y. T h e  taxpayers want 
me to investigate possible crimes and m em 
bers of yo u r fam ily are taxpayers, aren’t 
they?” H e  had recovered from  his confu
sion by this time. H e  grinned at her. “ In  
other words the A n d e r fam ily is paying me 
to snoop around in the A n d e r cellar.”

Ju d ith  stared at him  w ith  widened eyes.
“ O h ! ” she ejaculated, taken aback b y  this 

barefaced effrontery. H e r  lips tightened. 
“ I ’m going to find out w hat yo u ’re doing.”

T u rn in g  on her heel, she hurried over to 
the electric switch and snapped on the elec
tric lights. T h e  sudden glare caused Alec 
to blink.

“ H o w  did you know  I  was dow n here?” 
he asked.

She came back.
“ I was sitting in m y room  upstairs, read

ing, and I  saw you come sneaking up the 
court from  the street,” she said, her voice
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trem bling w ith  scorn. “ I  knew you were up 
to som ething and I  suspected it w o uld be 
this. So I  put on m y clothes and came down. 
I  was right, too.”

“ Y o u ’d rather be right than— read,” A lec 
paraphrased.

TH E  girl paid no attention. She was in 
vestigating. She soon found the wad 

of blackened canvas w hich Alec had re
trieved from  the furnace, and turned over 
the scorched fragments w ith  the toe of her 
slipper.

“ Yes, it’s w hat’s left of one of yo ur D a d ’s 
paintings,” Alec said. “ Last night, after I 
left this house, he stole dow n here to burn 
it up. In  the middle of the night. H e  must 
have considered it im portant. H e  couldn’t 
even w ait until m orning. W h ic h  one of them 
was it, Ju d ith  ?”

H e  heard her draw  in her breath sharply. 
She gave him  a quick glance and he sensed 
that she was panic-stricken. She knew all 
about that painting w hich K ip  had destroyed. 
Alec was positive of it. B u t she m erely 
shook her head. Th e re  is nothing  a w om an 
can do w hich is quite so exasperating to 
a m an as this, and Alec lost his temper. H e  
took three quick steps forw ard and seized 
her by the wrist.

“ Y o u  can tell me all about that painting 
if yo u ’ll only open u p !” he cried angrily. 
“ O u t  w ith  it !  W hose portrait was it?”

She started to struggle so Alec seized her 
by the other w rist. She resisted furiously, 
tw isting this w ay and that, and he had diffi
culty in holding her.

“ L e t me g o !” she panted.
She was lithe and strong and he had to 

hold her tight in  order to keep her from  
getting away. H e  put one arm  around her 
slender waist and drew her to him . Th is  
brought her pretty face close to his and her 
moist red lips into tem pting pro xim ity w ith  
his ow n. In  the next instant he altered his 
purpose and gave w ay to an overmastering 
impulse.

Th e n  her lips were pressing against his and 
yielding up their sweetness. F o r  a brief 
interval he could have sworn she responded. 
T h a t  kiss seemed to feed liquid fire into his 
veins.

T h e n  she w renched herself free and raged 
at him  like a wildcat.

“ O h , you b ru te !”  she flared. “ Y o u  beast! 
H o w  dare y o u !”

A lec hadn’t meant to kiss her, but it was 
too late now . A ll  he could do was smile at 
her.

“ I ’m not going to say I ’m sorry, because
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I ’m  not,” he said. “ I ’ve been w an ting  to do 
that ever since I  first saw you.”

“ I  ought to slap yo u r face,”  she said, 
glaring at him . B u t she hadn’t moved. She 
was still standing there. A lec pro m p tly 
reached out, took her in  his arms, and kissed 
her again. T h is  tim e she didn’t struggle 
quite so m uch.

F in a lly  he released her.
“ N o w  ru n  upstairs and tell yo u r father all 

about it,”  he suggested. “ F ro m  no w  on, 
there is one thin g  he can’t say— that is, that 
yo u ’ve never been kissed.”

“ I  know  w h y  you did that,” she said. “ Y o u  
think I ’m a fool. Y o u  think yo u  can get me 
to tell you about that painting. W e ll, I  
w o n ’t do i t ! ”

Alec turned away.
“ O h , I  kn ow  yo u ’ll never tell me, now ,” 

he said. “ Nevertheless I ’m going to search 
this cellar.”

“ W h a t do yo u  think you’ll find?” she asked 
curiously.

“ Evidence of a crime,” he said lightly, 
glancing at her. “ I  m ight even find a corpse. 
W h o  know s?”

“ Th e n  go ahead and search,” she told him  
hotly. “ W h a t kind of people do yo u  think 
we are? T h e  A n d e r fam ily are not criminals, 
as you pretend to believe.”

“ I  need to find a corpse,” he answered. 
“ T h u s  far I  haven’t found any and if I  don’t 
run across one soon, I ’m  sunk.” H e  pointed 
across the cellar. “ W h a t’s that?”

“ T h e  vegetable storage room .” T h e  g irl’s 
voice was scornful. “ I f  yo u  h u n t there, 
yo u ’ll find potatoes. P lenty of them.”

Alec approached the w ooden door of the 
waist high com partm ent and tried to open it. 
I t  was fastened w ith  a steel hasp. H e  grasped 
the hasp and gave it a yank. I t  refused to 
open. H e  gave it a harder yank and the 
door yielded, to an accom paniment of 
scrapes and groans. U s in g  his flashlight 
again, A le c  stepped inside, w ith  the g irl close 
behind him .

A ll  that his first quick glance revealed was 
a rough dirt floor and some bins built 
against one w all, filled w ith  potatoes, onions, 
carrots and other stuff just as she had told 
him . A lec saw an electric bulb hanging 
from  the ceiling and a chain to tu rn  it on. 
H e  pulled the chain and the light glowed.

T h e  light helped. H e  could see plainly 
now.

“ Th e re ,"  said Ju d ith , entering the room  
too. “ Y o u  see?”

A le c  did see. H e  saw something that she 
had evidently not noticed— a large oblong 
place in the dirt floor where the d irt had been

new ly disturbed. I t  had all the appearance 
of a grave, freshly dug. Such a grave w o uld 
have easily contained the body of a hum an 
being. I t  was situated in the corner where 
it w o uld  least likely be noticed. Judith 's 
eyes followed his glance and she gave a 
startled ejaculation. Th e re  was no doubt 
that she was genuinely surprised and shocked 
by w hat she saw.

“ O h , A le c !” she cried. “ W h a t is it? W h a t 
does it mean?”

SH E  w ent to him  as naturally as a child, 
seeking protection. H e  put one arm 

around her waist.
A lth o u g h  it confirmed his suspicioins, for 

some reason A le c  H a rt  did not feel a bit 
elated.

“ I ’m afraid to say w hat it means,” he 
answered. “ Y o u  know , w itho u t m y telling 
you.” H e  felt her shudder and press more 
tigh tly  against him . “ I  expected to find 
something like this, yet I ’m  sorry I  did. 
T r u ly  sorry. Y o u  kn o w  that, Ju d ith .”

“ I t ’s h o rrib le !” she said w ith  a gasp. “ O h , 
A le c ! I  never dreamed of such a thing, tru ly  
I  didn’t. I  thought you were just being offi
cious. B u t I ’m sure nobody in this house 
knew about it either. Th e re  isn’t a person in 
the Arider fam ily w ho w o uld  kill a flea.”

“ I  hope not.”  G ently he released her. “ Is 
there a shovel anywhere around here?”

“ A  steel snow shovel over in the corner 
outside.” T h e n  the im plication of his w ords 
struck her. "O h , A lec, surely yo u ’re not 
going to— going to— dig anything up. T h a t  
w o uld be ghastly.”

“ N o t so ghastly as b u ry in g  it,”  A le c  an
swered in grim  tones. “ W e ll, that’s one of 
the m in or duties of an Assistant D istrict 
A tto rn e y— digging up corpses. Be a good 
girl now  and show me where to find the 
shovel.”

She gave him  one panic-stricken glance 
and then led h im  to a com er of the cellar 
where there was a long handled scoop stand
ing against the w all. H e  took the scoop 
hefted it and then w ent back to the vegetable 
com partm ent. She trailed along, as if lured 
by a dreadful kind of fascination. Suddenly a 
tho ught struck him  and he halted.

“ Perhaps yo u ’d better go upstairs,” he 
suggested. “ T h is  m ay not tu rn  out to be 
pleasant.

“ N o ,” she answered. “ I ’m going to see 
this thing  through.”

W ith o u t further remonstrance, he w ent to 
w o rk, thro w in g  out huge shovelfuls of earth. 
T h e  ground was crum bly, easy to w o rk  w ith, 
having only recently been disturbed. H e
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made fast progress, p iling up the loam to one 
side of the hole, just as professional grave
diggers are supposed to do. T h e  g irl stood 
on the opposite side of the hole, staring dow n 
as he went deeper and deeper.

A s  he worked, A lec was thinking.
W ith  a corpse buried in  the cellar of their 

house, the A nde rs w o u ld  no longer be able 
to use their pow er and influence. T h e  corpse 
w ould convict them, point straight at one or 
m ore of the fam ily. Ju d ith , of course, w o u ld  
be in the de ar. O r  w ould she be? T h e  
thought sent a chill through A lec.

T h e  grave was deep— m uch deeper than 
A le c  expected. W ith  each shovelful, Ju d ith  
shuddered but bravely held her place. She 
showed surprising courage and A lec felt 
grow ing adm iration for the w ay she was 
meeting this crisis in her life.

Strangely, the gruesomeness of the setting 
didn’t impress A le c  now . H e  was too busy 
w ith  sw irling thoughts about Ju d ith , K ip , 
Peter and all the others. T o o  busy w o nder
ing w h o  the victim  at his feet really was.

I t  was hard w o rk. H e  had to pause, finally, 
to rest.

“ A tta  g irl,” he told her encouragingly. 
“ I t ’ll soon be over.”

She smiled at him  w anly, even tried to joke. 
“ I  hope yo u  dig up a bushel of potatoes.”

A lec didn’t answer that. People didn’t 
b u ry spoiled potatoes in this fashion— not so 
deep as this. W h e n  he had rested somewhat, 
he w ent to w o rk  again, w o rk in g  m ore slowly 
and more m ethodically now  that his first ex
citement had abated. G radually the m ound 
of earth grew larger and the hole deeper.

I t  was shaped ro u g h ly  like a regulation 
grave. Perhaps a few inches shorter, but 
certainly just as wide. A lec m oved the candle 
closer, thrust the shovel deep and felt it 
strike something solid but yielding. H e  shiv
ered and felt like abandoning the whole 
project.

A ban don in g the project w o uld  have sim
plified matters. D istric t A tto rn e y  C ro w ley 
w o uld congratulate h im  and w o uld  be only 
too w illin g  to forgive and forget. K ip  A n d e r 
w ould welcom e h im  to the house if he gave 
up now . A n d  K ip  was Ju d ith ’s father. T h is  
in itself was a tem ptation. Since A lec had 
kissed Jud ith , held her w arm  slender body 
in his arms, he was astonished to discover 
the strength of the attachment w h ich  he had 
developed fo r her. I t  m ight mean marriage 
and the w eight of the pow erful A n d e r fam ily 
behind his future. A n d  A lec H a rt  was both 
yo ung and ambitious.

Nevertheless something held him  to  it, 
the same dogged determ ination w hich  had

kept him  going up until now . H e  was not 
b y  nature a quitter. H e  found it impossible 
to abandon the task.

H e  continued to w o rk  cautiously, certain 
he’d uncover a corpse at any mom ent.

Ju d ith  heard him  utter a startled cry. T h e n  
he stepped back.

“ W h a t is it? ” she asked. “ Y o u ’re standing 
in the w ay. I  can’t see.”

H e  m oved so his shadow didn’t obscure 
her view.

“ L o o k !” he said. “ I t ’s not w hat w e ex
pected.”

JU D I T H  gazed into the hole and started 
to laugh. H e r  m irth  was almost hys

terical.
A lec put his arm  about her. Ju d ith  con

tinued to laugh w hile he continued to stare 
at w hat he’d found.

I n  the grave, stretched full length, lay a 
huge Germ an shepherd dog.

“ Stop it.” A le c  glanced at the g irl. “ Y o u  
don’t have to be so darned happy as that.” 

“ B u t I  am,” Ju d ith  said w ith  another laugh. 
“ I ’ve been so w orried, A lec. A n d  yo u ’ve 
been so w ro ng. C a n’t you see, now , how  
ridiculous yo u r suspicions of the A nde rs 
have been all along?”

“ L e t ’s get out of here.” A le c  walked out 
into the cellar proper and Ju d ith  w ent too.

She was still sm iling. A l l  her confidence 
had returned. P la in ly  she was enjoying the 
joke on A lec. T h is  w asn’t good for his con
ceit, but nevertheless he was glad for her 
sake.

“ A ll  right,” he said, “ I  was w ro n g . B u t I  
was right in  other matters yo u  don’t kn ow  
about. Y e t one thin g  w orries me.”

“ W h a t is it? ” H e r  eyes were sparkling 
and there were dimples in her cheeks. “ W h a t 
w orries you, M r . Assistant D istrict A t 
torney ?”

“ W h e re  did the dog come from ? W h y  is 
it buried in the cellar, of all places? W h a t 
killed it?”

“ I  don’t kn ow  and I  don’t care,” she re
torted. “ Y o u  can’t arrest people because 
they happen to have a dead dog buried in 
the cellar.”

“ I  was told there’d never been a dog in 
this house,” Alec said sharply. “ I  heard 
that neither Peter n o r M rs. A n d e r w o uld 
have one around.”

“ T h a t ’s true,” Ju d ith  rem arked. “ B u t 
A lfre d  P o rter didn’t share their sentiments. 
H e  was fond of animals. H e  was always 
sneaking them  upstairs to his laboratory. A  
few days before I  got home from  school, he 
and Grandm a had a fearful ro w  because he
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picked up  an injured dog in the street and 
sneaked him  upstairs to his w o rk ro o m  to 
nurse him. T h e y  were still quarreling about 
it the first n ight I  was here.” H e r  eyes 
widened. “ W h y , maybe that is the d o gl H e  
said it was a Germ an shepherd. D a y  before 
yesterday he told me it was so hopelessly 
hurt, he m ight have to put it out of its 
misery. I ’ll bet that’s w hat he d id ! A n d  
buried it dow n h e re !”

“ Perhaps.” A lec was far from  satisfied. 
“ H o w  did he propose to kill it. C h lo ro fo rm  
or w ith  a pistol?”

“ Poison, I  think. H e  was experim enting 
w ith  poisons. H e  said he knew of something 
w hich w ould be painless.”

A lec eyed her tho ughtfu lly for a m om ent 
or two.

“ W e ll, you go upstairs while I  refill the 
grave,” he suggested finally. “ T h e n  I ’ll be up 
to see you. Th e re  are other questions I  
want to ask you.”

H e r eyes glowed.
“ Good. I ’ll wait for you in the dining 

room . W e  w o n ’t disturb anybody in the 
house if we talk there.”

H e  gathered her into his arms then and 
held her close, thrilling  to her trem bling near
ness. Jud ith  lifted her face, and they kissed, 
long and ardently. T h e n  she was gone, leav
ing him  to remember the intoxicating per
fume of her hair.

L ig h tly  she fled up the stairway while 
Peter used his flashlight to illum inate her 
path. A  m om ent later he heard the door at 
the top of the flight open and then close 
again, softly.

A fte r she had gone Alec stood there, for 
a short while, staring after her and thinking. 
H e  slowly returned to the vegetable cellar, 
knelt dow n beside the grave, and spent about 
five minutes exam ining the dog. Th e re  was 
no bullet hole or w o und on the carcass.

T h e n  he hastily shoveled the earth back 
into the grave, put out the lights and started 
up the steps, using his flashlight to illum inate 
the way. A t  the top of the flight he detected 
a shadowy figure w aiting for him.

“Ju d ith ? ” he said, surprised that she had 
returned.

Before he could raise the flashlight a foot 
lashed out and kicked it out of his hand. 
T h e n  a second kick, follow ing instantly, 
struck him  in the chest.

Alec was knocked off his feet. T h e  kick 
launched him  into space and he w ent w h irl
ing back dow n the flight, striking the steps 
halfway dow n. V aguely he felt a stab of 
pain. Th e n  the only sensation he had was 
that of falling, falling. . . .

C H A P T E R  I X

An Ultimatum to Kip Andtr

A T E R  A lec was dim ly 
aware of being lifted by 
someone and carried.

I ’m  going to be m u r
dered, he thought, and 
tried to send enough en
ergy through his stunned 
nerves and muscles to 
put up a fight. I t  was 
impossible. H is  limbs 
w o uld not respond. H e  
was helpless.

F in a lly , after a time, he was placed on a 
bed and strong hands eased him  dow n gently. 
A  finger m oved back one eyelid, but Alec 
saw nothing other than a gray blur. H e  was 
slow ly becom ing aware of a terrific pain at 
the back of his head. H e  could hear voices 
too— they seemed miles away.

T h e n  a strong antiseptic was gently 
swabbed over his head and the sharp, violent 
pain it induced snapped his senses back out 
of the fog. H e  groaned, opened his eyes and 
looked up into D r . B o b  Prentice’s stern face.

“ Feeling better?” Prentice asked w ith  a 
w ry  smile. “ I  was just thinking— if it so 
happened I  was a m urderer, as you prob
ably suspect— this w o uld  certainly be an ex
cellent op portunity to get rid  of the only 
m an w ho suspects me.”

T h a t  didn’t make m uch sense to Alec's 
befuddled brain. H e  was conscious only of 
pain and a near brush w ith  death.

“ Som ebody —  threw  me dow n the cellar 
stairs. I  couldn’t see him . I  never had a 
chance.”

“ Nevertheless, yo u ’re a luck y m an, M r. 
H a rt ,” the doctor said. “ Y o u  must have hit 
several steps on yo u r w ay dow n. T h e n  
landed on the cement floor w ith  terrific 
force. T h e re ’s a crease on the back of yo u r 
head. I t ’s the closest thing  to a fracture I ’ve 
seen in some time. Y o u ’re bruised generally, 
but nothing  serious.”

A lec tried to sit up.
“ W h e re  is Ju d ith ? ”
“ She’s w aiting  in the next room ,” Prentice 

said. “ Incidentally, it was she w h o  heard 
yo u  tum ble dow n the steps and w h o  raised 
an alarm . I  had just gone to bed. K ip  and 
I  carried yo u  to this room . I t ’s Peter’s old 
room . I  hope yo u  have better luck than 
he did.”

“ H o w  long since it happened, doc?”
“ O h — half an hour perhaps. Y o u  were 

unconscious. N o w  I  th in k  you m ight sit up
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so I  can bandage yo u r skull. I ’ll make yo u  
look real pretty. W il l  yo u  have it turban 
style?”

A lec managed to grin .
“ Y o u  decide. D o c , w ill I  be here long?”
“ I  doubt it, fro m  the w a y K ip  is acting.” 

Prentice gave a chuckle. “ I t  seems Ju d ith  
confessed she was the one w h o  let yo u  into 
the house for some nefarious w o rk  dow n in 
the cellar. K ip  is boiling. I  think that 
nothing short of tw o broken legs w ill keep 
K ip  fro m  kicking yo u  out on yo u r— er—  
posterior.”

“ W a n t to bet on that?” A le c  asked.
Prentice, in  the act of un ro llin g  bandage, 

fumbled the ro ll and almost dropped it. T h e  
bantering tone was gone from  his voice 
w hen he talked.

“ N o , I  w o uldn’t. Y o u ’re a rather am azing 
yo ung  man. I t  so happens I  like yo u  even 
though you m ay thin k  I  had som ething to 
do w ith  Peter’s death and— despite the fact 
that Ju d ith  seems to  have developed a lik ing  
for you. I  had plans for that g irl.”

“ I ’ve some too. D o c , have you any idea 
w h o  waited for m e on the landing in the 
cellar and kicked me dow n that flight of 
stairs?”

“ I ’m  afraid not. I  was in  m y room  w hen 
I  heard Ju d ith  scream. N a tu ra lly  w e all 
woke up. A l l  except M rs . A n d e r. She sleeps 
quite heavily and, being on the th ird  floor, 
yo u  can understand w h y  she d idn’t awaken. 
Y o u n g  P o rter failed to show up  either, but 
he has probably got his nose stuck over 
some test tube.”

“ Just w ho did show up, doc?”
“ K ip , of course. A n d  Jerom e. T h e y  both 

came out of their room s almost as quickly 
as I  did. W e  all hurried downstairs and 
found Ju d ith  there. I  don’t kn o w  her story 
but then, yo u ’d rather hear it fro m  her lips.”

“ Th a n k s, doc,” A le c  said. “ Y o u ’re pretty 
decent about this.”

“ N o  reason w h y  I  shouldn’t  be. H o w 
ever, I ’ve one m ore th in g  to say. Ju d ith  has 
been sheltered too m uch b y  her father. She’s 
spent m uch of her time aw ay at school and 
knows very little about life. I f  yo u  are try 
ing to play ducks and drakes w ith  her, so 
help me, you really w ill get yourself a frac
tured s k u ll!”

“ W h a t if I  w ant her to m a rry  m e?” Alec 
asked.

T h e  w ords surprised A lec. H e  hadn’t in 
tended to say a n yth ing  like that. B u t  now  
that it was out, he was w ell content.

PR E N T I C E  carefully applied adhesive 
to the gauze around A le c ’s head.
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“ T h a t  w o u ld  alter matters, so far as I  am 

concerned,” he said. “ B u t I  do n’t  kn o w  how  
K ip  w o uld  take it.”

A le c  made no com m ent. H e  changed 4he 
subject.

“ D o c ,” he said. “ W h a t  about that dog in 
the cellar? D id  yo u  see it?”

Prentice laughed and sat on the edge of 
the bed.

“ I  suppose I ’m responsible fo r that. I  know  
all about the dog. Y o u  see, P o rter has a 
soft heart despite his eternal test tubes and 
w hat people say about him . T h is  dog was 
h it b y  a taxi righ t in  front of the house just 
a few days ago. P o rter carried it into the 
house. M rs. A n d e r was not at home at the 
tim e o r he’d never have gotten away w ith  it.”

“ A n d  he kept the dog in his laboratory, 
try in g  to nurse it?” A lec asked.

“ H e  did,”  Prentice answered as he 
shrugged. “ P o rter asked me to examine the 
dog. I t  was suffering from  internal injuries, 
but I  tho ught it m ight come around. I t  got 
worse and finally after yo u  left last night, I  
injected a lethal dose. Since he had already 
told M rs . A n d e r he’d gotten rid  of the dog, 
w e didn’t dare send fo r someone to take 
the anim al away. W e  finally decided to dig  a 
grave in  the vegetable cellar. T h a t ’s all 
there is to it, m y  boy.”

“ T e l l  me,” A le c  said slowly. “ A re  you 
sure there’s n o th ing  else buried under the 
dog, in the same grave?”

Prentice looked at A lec keenly and seemed 
to be doing a good deal of thinking before 
he ventured a reply.

“ T h a t ’s a unique idea,” he said. “ Y o u ’re 
a pretty shrewd yo u n g  m an. B u t yo u ’re 
w ro ng. Th e re ’s no th ing  dow n there except 
the dog.”

A le c  continued to study his face search- 
ingly.

“ Y o u ’re sure it was poison yo u  used, and 
no t a g u n ?” he asked. “ Y o u  didn’t shoot 
h im  w ith  a gun, for instance, dow n in the 
lib ra ry?”

“ W h e re ? ” said D r .  Prentice, startled. 
“ W h e re ? ”

“ I n  the b ig  red leather chair,” A lec said 
quickly.

F o r  just one instant Prentice’s eyes 
flickered. T h e n  his face became a placid 
mask once more.

“ Y o u ’re talking in  riddles,” he replied. H e  
began stow ing his equipm ent away and 
adroitly changed the conversation.

“ I ’d advise yo u  to  take things easy fo r a 
few hours at least,”  he said. “ I f  that head
ache yo u  undoubtedly have, doesn’t go away 
in  tw e n ty-fo u r hours, see y o u r ow n doctor
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and tell him  to look for a m ild fracture. 
Personally, I  doubt there is one. Some peo
ple are quite thick-headed.”

Prentice picked up his bag and walked out 
of the room . A  few seconds later Ju d ith  
came in— alone, m uch to A lec’s relief.

“ I  persuaded D a d  to let me come in and 
see you.” She sat dow n beside the bed and 
surveyed him  w ith  a frow n of displeasure. 
“ A lec, w hat’s the idea. A re  yo u  going to 
keep this up? A fte r finding that dog in the 
cellar?”

“ O h , yeah?” H e  glared right back at her. 
“A fte r someone kicked me dow n a flight of 
steps and tried to k ill me? W h a t was the 
idea of doing that unless he had som ething to 
cover up— a m urder, for instance? I f  you 
hadn’t heard me tum ble dow n the steps, he’d 
have probably followed it up and killed me. 
W ake up, Ju d ith ! W h a t happened ought to 
convince you there’s a m urderer loose in the 
house!”

“ D id  you see h im ?” she asked, after a m o
ment of thought. “ W h o  was it?”

“ I  don’t know . H e  was at the ve ry top of 
the steps and hidden by shadows.”

“ D ad and D o cto r Prentice looked at the 
cellar steps, A lec. T h e y  saw marks indicat
ing you slipped off the edge of the step and 
had fallen backwards. Th e re  were no marks 
on yo u r chest to indicate y o u ’d been kicked. 
Prentice told us that.”

“ So yo u r father claims I ’m  lying. B rin g  
him  in here, Ju d ith .”

She hesitated.
“ Alec, he’s w ild. I  told him  about things. 

I  had to. H e  threatened to have yo u  arrested 
for breaking into the house, so I  said I  let 
you in, and he guessed the rest.”

“ Good. I ’m  glad. D o n ’t w o rry  about your 
father. Just send him  in here and then w ait 
for me outside. I  w o n ’t be long.”

K ip  sauntered into the room  and sat down. 
H e  was holding a burn ing  cigarette between 
his stained fingers.

“ W e ll, A lec,” he said. T h e  smile on his 
lips was friendly enough but the glint in his 
eyes was m alignant. “ I  see you have dis
obeyed M r. C ro w le y’s orders? Y o u  came 
here to annoy us some m ore?”

“ Yes, but I ’m not staying,” Alec said cold
ly. “ I  intend to get out of here as fast as I  
can, once I ’m through w ith  you. Ju d ith  tells 
me you pretend to believe I ’m  ly in g  about 
the incident on the cellar stairway. Y o u  are 
saying that I  slipped off a step, that there’s 
a m ark w hich proves I  skidded and that I  
just made up  the story about being kicked 
dow n the steps.”

KI P ’S cigarette bobbed up and dow n be
tween his lips. H e  d idn’t bother to 

remove it as he talked.
“ Yes, D o cto r Prentice also saw the m ark. 

Y o u ’re sore now because Ju d y  knows y o u ’re 
a faker.”

“ I  w ant yo u  to do me a favor,”  A le c  said 
as he smiled. “ I  can’t leave until I  have m y 
shoes. I  took them off and slung them 
around m y neck before I  climbed the cellar 
stairs. T h e y  m ust be still there on the floor 
in  the cellar. I  really need shoes— even if 
m y  feet are so tough they leave skid marks 
on stairways.”

T h a t  jolted K ip . H e  lost his false benign 
expression.

“ W h a t do you w ant, A lec? O f  us, I  mean. 
W h y  do yo u  insist that w e’re a pack of m u r
derers yet claim to have great affection for 
m y  daughter ?”

“ Because both facts are true. I  do know  
someone in this house is a killer. A lso  I  am 
in love w ith  yo ur daughter. Furtherm ore , 
it isn’t the m oney she represents either, nor 
am I  using her as an excuse to get into the 
house. I  can get in here any time I  choose.” 

“ I  think I ’ll let you prove that, A lec,” K ip  
bristled. “ Yes, I ’ll enjoy it very m uch. T h e  
next time you set foot on these premises I ’ll 
personally punch yo u r nose. N o w  you can 
get out. T h e  quicker yo u  go the better for 
yo u  and don’t start asking a lot of fool ques
tions, because they w o n ’t be answered.”

" I  intend to see Ju d ith  again,” A lec w arned 
him .

“ I  am sending Ju d y  away,”  K ip  snapped. 
“ She’ll get over this silly attraction for you 
fast enough. N o w  leave or, by heavens, I ’ll 
boot yo u  out.”

A lec held his temper in check only because 
he knew that Ju d ith  was in the next room .

“ K ip ,” he said, “ Th e re  is just one question 
I  insist upon asking. A n sw e r it tru th fu lly  
and I  w o n ’t bother you again.”

“ W e ll? ” K ip  roared.
A lec asked a question in a voice dripping 

w ith  sweet innocence.
“T e l l  me— whose portra it did yo u  burn  in 

the furnace?” he said. “ I ’m  curious to know  
w h y  yo u  stole dow n in the middle of the 
night. W h y  did you b u m  it and then stir up 
the ashes like a crim inal h iding som ething?” 

K ip  didn’t answer. H e  arose and started 
for the door. A le c  called him  to a halt.

“ U n til that question is satisfactorily an
swered, I  w o u ld n ’t send Ju d ith  away. N o t 
unless she wants to go. A n d  I  w o u ld n ’t talk 
about punching other people’s noses, K ip . 
Furtherm ore , think this over. I ’ll find out 
w hat you destroyed sooner or later. If  you



talk before I  discover the answer, things m ay 
be a lot easier for yo u .”

A g a in  K ip  made no reply although his face 
flamed in anger and his m outh half opened 
as if to roar a challenge.

“ Stay put for a m om ent,” A lec ordered, 
and K ip  obeyed meekly enough. A le c  raised 
his voice to a shout, sum m oning Ju d ith  into 
the room . K ip  m oved aside and they stood 
there, father and daughter. T h e y  were am az
ing ly  unlike one another. K ip  was bellig
erent, hard and cruel, Ju d ith  amiable and 
lovely.

“Jud ith , do yo u  w ant to go away from  this 
house?” A lec said.

“ W e ll . . .  I f  father thinks— ”
She gave her father a side-long glance. 
“ N eve r m ind w hat Fa th e r thinks,” A lec 

roared. “ I ’m  asking you. D o  yo u  w an t to go? 
W h a t’s the answer, Ju d ith ? ”

“ N o ! I  want to stay here.”
“ Good. T h e n  that’s settled. I f  yo u  do dis

appear, I ’ll kn ow  it was yo u r father’s doing 
and I ’ll give him  the w orks. Y o u  kn o w  w hat 
that means, don’t yo u  K ip ?  W e  have a little 
understanding about things. N o w  w ill some
body get m y shoes from  the cellar?”

K ip  was almost speechless w ith  fury, but 
there was nothing  he could do about it 
physically. T h e  o n ly course left for h im  was 
to glare at A le c  and Jud ith .

C H A P T E R  X

A Mysterious Summons

U D I T H  seemed only too 
anxious to avoid her 
father’s belligerent gaze. 
She hurried  out of the 
room  to b rin g  the shoes 
upstairs. K ip  continued 
to glow er after her but 
said nothing. A le c  had 
another idea then. Since 
from  all indications he 
had K ip  A n d e r’s shoul
ders dow n on the mat, he 

decided to issue another w arn in g .
“ Incidentally, K ip ,” he said, “ if C ro w ley, 

m y boss, jum ps dow n m y throat for still 
w o rking  on this m atter, I ’ll kn ow  yo u  m ust 
have issued another com plaint about me. I ’m  
pretty sure I ’ve got enough stuff no w  to in 
terest C ro w ley in this investigation. A n d  
C ro w le y isn’t in love w ith  yo u r daughter, so
he m ight tu rn  out to be a lot rougher than I.. >> am.

K ip  had no time to answer. T h e  front 
door opened and then closed w ith  a terrific

42
U nsteady feet m arched along the re

ception hall and up the steps, sliding and 
slipping every few steps. O nce the new com 
er m ust have fallen, from  the crash he made 
and the roun d curses he delivered.

“ I t ’s N oble,”  K ip  said. “ D ru n k  again. 
Som ething has to be done about that b o y be
fore he runs into d.t.’s. I ’d better see to him , 
H a rt . A n d  I — ah— w o n ’t com plain about 
yo u  to C ro w ley. N o t  righ t now , at least.”

A le c  grinned at h im  and nodded. W it h  a 
smothered curse, K ip  stalked out of the 
room .

A fte r he had left, A le c  got up, found a tele
phone book, looked up  a num b er and then 
called the ballistics expert at Police H e a d 
quarters. T h e  expert wasn’t there, but his 
assistant gave A lec the inform ation.

“ T h e  bullet was fired b y  the gu n  yo u  gave 
us,” the assistant said. “ W e  made exhaustive 
tests. T h e  evidence is conclusive.”

“ Good,”  A lec said. “ Th a n k s  a lot. I ’ll call 
b y  and get the report just as soon as I  get a 
chance.” H e  h u n g  up.

Ju d ith  returned w ith  his shoes and sat in  
silence w hile he put them  on and drew  the 
laces tight. A lec looked up.

“ I ’ve got yo u r father tamed and if you 
w ant to k n o w  the tru th , I  doubt ve ry m uch 
he is implicated in  this k illin g  business. A  
g u ilty  m an w o uldn’t have given in quite so 
easily.”

“ D id  yo u  blackm ail him  b y  means of those 
pieces of b u rn t canvas?” she asked. “ I  sup
pose you kn ow  I  took those pieces and de
stroyed them ?”

“ I  guessed it,”  A le c  told her w ith  a smile. 
“ I t  doesn’t make a particle of difference, 
darling. I  had to blackm ail him  so he 
w o u ld n ’t send yo u  away. W e  heard Noble 
come in. D id  yo u  see h im ?”

Ju d ith  nodded.
“ H e  didn’t see me, tho ugh,” she replied. 

“ I  stepped back into a room  w hen he 
stumbled up the stairs. H e  was ve ry drun k.”

“ I  w o nder w here he gets the m oney,” 
A le c  said. “ I t  takes a lot of cash to get a 
good bun on these days. A lso, I  w onder w h y  
he drinks himself stiff so often. D id  he 
always do that?”

“ I  don’t kn ow . Y o u  forget, A lec, that this 
is m y first visit home in m onths.”

“ So I  do.”  A lec offered her a cigarette.
“ I  don’t smoke, thanks,” she said. “ D o  you 

feel all right. A re  yo u  sure yo u  ought to 
leave?”

“ I ’ve got to,” A lec said. “ I ’m  okay though, 
except for a headache and a pretty sore spot 
on m y scalp. D o c  fixed me up. W h e re  were 
you w hen it all began? I  mean— w hen I  was

POPULAR DETECTIVE
bang.
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kicked dow n the steps.”

“ W a itin g  in the kitchen,” she said. “ I  
heard a crash.”

“ Y o u  hurried righ t out into the hall?” 
“N o . A t  first I  didn’t thin k it was an y

thing. I t  sounded almost as if it came from  
outside. T h e n  I  heard yo u  moan. I  ran to 
the cellar. I  screamed bloody m urder w hen 
I  saw yo u  do w n there.”

" Y o u  d id n ’t see anybody?”
She shook her head.
“ N o , A lec. B u t yo u ’re beginning all over 

again. Th o se  questions, the w ay yo u  look 
at me— and everyone else.”

“ I  never pretended to have quit,”  A le c  re
minded her. “ H o w  can I  quit now ? Espe
cially after an attempt was made on m y life. 
I t  proves there was a m urder and that I ’m  
getting too close or being too persistent. T h e  
m urderer doesn’t like it.”

“ I ’m  going to m y room .” Ju d ith  arose. 
P lainly she was offended. “ I ’m  not sure I  
w ant to see yo u  again, A lec. I  can’t perm it 
myself to stay in  love w ith  a m an w ho keeps 
trying  to tu rn  m y fam ily into a group of 
murderers. D o n ’t say anything— please. Just 
let me go.”

W h e n  she had gone, A le c  sighed and lay 
back on the bed to rest. H e  closed his eyes 
and tried to sort out the events of the last 
three days. T h e y  were still in  a confused 
jum ble w hen he heard someone m oving 
dow n the hall. H e  opened his eyes just as the 
footsteps paused at the doorway.

IT  W A S  Suzanne. She was clad in a long 
cotton n ightgow n and a dark dressing 

robe. She saw him  looking at her and 
registered her disapproval by a deep scowL 
T h e n  she w ent back to her room .

T h is  incident crystallized A le c  H a rt ’s p u r
pose. H e  decided it was high tim e to leave. 
H e  didn’t like some members of this myste
rious household, especially Suzanne. H e  
didn’t like people w h o  crept do w n hallways 
of a house w here a m urder had been com 
m itted in the m iddle of the night. A lso  he 
felt strong enough to go now . A n d  Ju d ith  
was offended w ith  him .

So he got painfully off the bed, buttoned 
his shirt, put on his tie and donned his coat. 
H e  looked in the m irro r, touched the band
age on his head, winced and crept softly 
downstairs.

T h e n  he quietly let himself out of the 
house b y  the front door and walked slowly 
home.

W h a t he called home was a hotel room , 
the loneliest place on earth for all those peo
ple w ho have neither fam ily no r dependents.

I t  was almost dawn. L o w e r N e w  Y o r k  
was still asleep. A lec had been w a ry  of an
other attempt on his life but now , in  the 
silence and grayness, he was beset w ith  a 
strange calm. I t  enabled him  to think. H e  
w ondered w hether that attack upon h im  on 
the cellar stairs had been premeditated or 
som ething done on the spur of the m om ent. 
I f  it was premeditated, the attacker must 
have seen either him  or Ju d ith  going into the 
cellar. I f  done on the spur of the m om ent, 
the m urderer m ust have seen Ju d ith  as she 
left the cellar, guessed w hat was going on 
and decided to do something about it.

She claimed she had observed no one and 
A lec believed her. She said she had heard 
h im  fall, waited a few moments and then 
hurried downstairs w itho u t passing anyone. 
K ip  and Jerom e had popped out of their 
room s w hen Ju d ith  screamed, according to 
D r . Prentice. T h a t  left Suzanne ha rd ly  a 
likely subject for A le c  was sure he’d seen a 
pair of trousered legs at the top of the cellar 
steps. M rs. A n d e r was out of the question 
also. H e  doubted such a small, delicate 
w om an could have delivered so pow erful a 
kick.

W h ic h  left A lfre d  P orter, secluded in his 
top floor laboratory and sleeping quarters, 
as the gu ilty  party. Yes, it could have been 
Porter. N o  one had kept track of him .

N oble  Sanborn m ight have been respon
sible except for the fact that no man, as 
dru n k as he was, could have balanced h im 
self and rendered that kick. Unless N oble 
wasn’t quite as dru n k as he pretended. T h e  
bars had closed almost three hours before 
N oble returned.

Some of his drunkenness should have 
w o rn  off, unless he’d equipped himself w ith  
a bottle or found a g in  m ill that never looked 
at the clock so long as hard cash was com ing 
over the bar.

A le c  w o uld  have sacrificed a lot to de
term ine just how  drun k N oble  was.

D istrict A tto rn e y  C ro w le y telephoned at 
seven the next m orning, some forty minutes 
after A lec had fallen into a disturbed doze. 
A le c  still wasn’t tho ro ugh ly asleep w hen the 
phone rang. T h e  instrum ent was directly 
beside his bed and he answered the call 
prom ptly.

“ Good m o rn in g, good m o rn in g,” C ro w ley 
said in  his sonorous tones. “ I  like to see 
yo ung m en up and com ing very early in  the 
day. I  hop out of bed at six myself. I ’ve a 
surprise for you, A lec.”

“ I ’m just ripe for surprises,” A lec said.
“ I  tho ught so. N o w  yo u ’re the newest and 

greenest m an on m y staff. Y e t I  knew from
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the m om ent I  interviewed you that yo u  had 
the stuff. So here is yo u r chance. Last 
night, in an interview  w ith  a newspaper re
porter, I  said I ’d given you full charge of the 
gam bling crusade. So yo u ’ll get ample credit. 
H o w  m any cases have you got?” 

“ Seventy-one of them .”
“ Fine, swell, excellent! T h is  proves I ’m 

grateful to you for dropping that A n d e r m at
ter as I  suggested. I t  shows you are smart, 
m y boy. T h a t  sort of th in g  gets you places, 
Alec. I ’m  older than you, m ore experienced, 
and I  know . Just be guided by me and yo u’ll 
end up just like I  am, w ith  an im portant job 
and lots of influential friends. Good m o rn 
ing, Alec. I  expect great things from  you.” 

A lec m uttered thanks and C ro w le y hung 
up. A l l  chance of getting to sleep now  was 
gone. H e  arose, and knew he couldn’t cold- 
shower himself back to consciousness, not 
w ith his scalp lacerated and bandaged. N e i
ther could he go into court looking like a 
m um m y from  the eyebrows up.

HE  S T E P P E D  before a m irro r and cau
tiously removed the adhesive and 

bandage. H e  affixed a m uch smaller dress
ing. T h e n  he shaved and dressed and cursed. 
H e  should be up at the A n d e r house try in g  
to snare a cold-blooded killer. Instead he 
must waste his time in court, prosecuting a 
m otley assortment of card shufflers w ho had 
been arrested in the name of civic purity.

H e ’d have to m atch wits w ith  some of the 
slimiest lawyers in  tow n. These gamblers 
picked attorneys w ho specialized in slyness. 
H e ’d have to be on the watch for technicali
ties— and he should be going back to bed for 
another eight hours.

H e  ate a breakfast that tasted peculiarly 
flat, cursed C ro w le y between bites of toast 
and reached the courts building half an hour 
before the com m itting magistrate showed up. 
H e ’d had one day to prepare seventy-one 
cases.

Before the magistrate appeared, A lec took 
time to call up the pathological laboratory 
and request them  to send a m an after the 
body of the dog w hich he had discovered in 
the A n d e r cellar. H e  asked that an autopsy 
be performed on the animal and tests be made 
to discover w hat had killed it. T h e  director 
of the laboratory promised that this should 
be done at once. T h e n  A le c  hurried back 
to the courtroom .

N o la n  was there w aiting  for him , but 
N ola n  only wanted to talk about the A nde r 
m urder. H e  slipped A le c  a half em pty box 
of cartridges.

“ I  found these tucked away in  an old
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carton in back of the A n d e r hom e.” H e  
eyed the bandage on A le c ’s head curiously. 
“ W h a t happened to you? D id  some drun k 
bounce a bottle off yo u r head?”

“ O n e  of o u r pals at the A n d e r house 
kicked me dow n the cellar steps last n igh t.” 

“ N o  kidding?” N o la n  whistled. “ Y o u  said 
som ething about digging up a corpse last 
night. H o w ’d yo u  make out?”

“ I  dug up a dead dog and something tells 
me that dog means just as m uch to us as if 
I ’d found a m urdered m an in that grave. I  
just phoned the pathological laboratories to 
have an expert look at the dog and find out 
w hat killed it. N o w  tell me about yo ur 
search for N ic k  N o rris .”

N o la n  did. H e  hadn’t found N o rris . B u t 
m any hotel clerks had been questioned. Th e n  
he went back to the A n d e r affair.

“ A  death certificate on Peter was filed. I t  
says he died accidentally. I  understand the 
funeral was yesterday. T h e y  didn’t w ait long 
and they cremated the old man. Best w ay 
ever invented for destroying evidence.”

“ T h e  on ly evidence destroyed w ith Peter 
was in his brain and that died w ith  h im ,” 
A lec observed. “ Peter knew all the answers, 
E r f . H e  knew w ho was killed, w h o  did the 
killing  and the w hys and wherefores. Y o u  
and I  are just a couple of m ortals w h o —  
Stand up, E r f !  H ere  comes H is  H o n o r.” 

F o r  the rem ainder of that m orn in g  Alec 
concentrated on the cases before him .

Just before recess Sergeant N o la n  slipped 
a piece of paper in front of h im . I t  was the 
report from  the pathological laboratories, to 
the effect that the dog showed no signs of 
having been injured and that its death was 
directly due to a large quantity of h y d ro 
cyanic acid w hich had been injected into a 
piece of beef and fed the dog.

“ O u r  D o c to r B o b  Prentice is a blasted 
liar,” A lec whispered to N olan. “ T h e  dog 
didn’t die the w ay he says.”

T h e  afternoon was a repetition of the 
m orn in g— w ithout the development of any 
new facts in the A n d e r affair. A t  the end 
of the day Alec felt as wilted as the prisoners 
w ho were being given the sentences usually 
meted out to their k ind of cheap tin -h o rn  
chiseler and petty gambler.

T h e  com bination of a blow on the head, 
little or no sleep and a gruelling day had 
taken full toll of A le c ’s stamina.

T h ir t y  minutes after court was over, he 
reached his hotel room  and stumbled tow ard 
the bed.

W ith o u t bothering to remove m ore than 
his coat, vest, tie and shoes, he flopped across 
it and was asleep instantly.
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A Surprise from Judith

P E R S I S T E N T  jangling  
d i s t u r b e d  A le c  H a rt , 
hours later. H e  groaned, 
rolled himself deeper into 
the spread w hich  alone 
covered him  and stead
fastly refused to recog
nize the presence of this 
disturbing element.

I t  kept on u n til he 
finally sat up and realized 
the telephone was m aking 

that infernal racket. M o re  asleep than awake, 
he reached for the instrum ent. A  m an’s voice 
came to him , barely penetrating his fogged 
brain.

“ A lec, if you w ant to see something of the 
greatest interest, come to the D resden R oom  
of the H o te l Regal. D o n ’t miss it.”

“ W h -w h a t?  W h a t  did yo u  say? H e y —  
who is this? W h o ’s talking”

B u t the m an at the other end of the line 
was gone.

Alec dropped the phone back on its cradle 
and rubbed sleep out of his eyes.
/ “ Dresden R o o m !” A lec put his head be

tween both hands. “ W h a t could be of inter
est to me there”

Y e t  he knew he’d go. T h a t  voice had 
been vaguely fam iliar, its message urgently 
solemn. H e  glanced at his w rist w atch and 
was surprised to find that it was nine o’clock. 
A lth o u g h  he’d only slept five hours, he felt 
m uch m ore rested.

T h e  Dresden R oom  was a tuxedo spot, 
sedate and ve ry high class. H e  shaved and 
cleaned up and then put on his tux. D o w n 
stairs, at the hotel bar, he ate tw o sand
wiches, drank a glass of beer and bought a 
couple of packages of cigarettes. H e  actually 
felt good w hen the taxi delivered him  to the 
swanky entrance of the hotel.

T h e  Dresden R oom , as usual, was crowded. 
Alec asked for a corner table from  w hich he 
could survey the room . H e  ordered a meal, 
despite the husky appetizer he’d eaten at his 
ow n hotel.

Before the first course was served, he saw 
Ju d ith  A n d e r! H ere— in one of N e w  Y o r k ’s 
swankiest hot spots!

A t  first it was too incredible to believe. 
I f  she hadn’t been dancing w ith  N oble  San
born, A le c  m ight never have noticed her at 
all. B u t it was J u d ith ! N o t  the Ju d ith  w ho 
posed for portraits of saints, w ho wasn’t per
m itted to go out, to dress well or live like an

ord in ary g irl.
T h is  was Ju d ith  in  a pale blue evening 

gow n , sleek and snug. Ju d ith  w ith  contours 
A lec had never ev$n suspected. Ju d ith  w ith  
carefully colored cheeks, well-shaped, bright 
red lips and cleverly arranged hair.

A le c  arose and walked in a dazed fashion 
between the tables, through the dancing 
crow d u n til he reached her. Ju d ith  saw him  
first for N o b le ’s back was turned.

H e r  eyes widened w ith  surprise w hen she 
saw h im ; then smiled at him . A le c  tapped 
N oble  on the shoulder.

“ Say ‘N o ’ and I ’ll slug you,” he said and 
m oved into Ju d ith ’s arms.

“ H e llo , A le c,” N o b le  said. “ Th a n k s  for 
rescuing me. I ’m  heading for the bar.”

N eith er A lec n o r Ju d ith  answered him . 
T h e y  were dancing in  a com pletely private 
w o rld  and quite incapable of speech until 
the num ber ended. T h e n  they stood in  the 
m iddle of the floor, earnestly looking into 
one another’s eyes.

Ju d ith  didn’t appear a bit flustered. O f  
the tw o, she was m uch the calmer. A lec had 
never seen her dressed up before and he was 
amazed at how  pretty she was. She took his 
arm , they walked to his table, and sat dow n.

“ W h y  don’t yo u  say som ething, A le c?” she 
asked.

“ I  don’t believe i t ! ”  he said. “ I  can’t !  
T h e  only thing  about yo u  that is the same is 
yo u r voice.”

H e r  eyes sparkled w ith  mischief. “T h e n  
yo u  approve of the change?”

“ Yes. H o w  did yo u  ever get b y  the old 
w o lf?”

“ Y o u  taught m e that houses have back 
doors. N o b le  asked me out and I  w ent.”

“ B u t  the gow n— the m akeup. Y o u r  hair. 
Ju d y , I  d idn’t even thin k  yo u  knew  about 
these things.”

“T h e re ’s heaps yo u  don’t kn ow  about me, 
A lec. D o  yo u  like me, really?”

“ Y o u ’re the ultra-suprem e in a whole o r
chard of peaches. Y o u ’ve got every other g irl 
in  this place stopped cold, and there are 
plenty of good lookers here, too. A s  for me 
— well, I ’m  still dazed. I  kn o w  that clothes 
can make a lot of difference but I  never 
expected anything like this. Y o u ’re w o nder
f u l !”

W I T H  her pretty chin resting on her 
folded hands, she sat opposite him , 

pretending to consider w hat he had said.
“ T h a t ’s pretty good, A lec,”  she said. “ I  

don’t kn o w  w hen I ’ve ever heard a smoother 
line. I ’ll bet yo u ’ve told that to at least a 
hundred girls. I f  yo u  keep it up, I ’ll be be-
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lieving you again, and then yo u  can pum p 
me for m ore inform ation to convict the m em 
bers of m y fam ily.”

A lec winced.
“ C a n ’t you see I  mean it? W h a t  makes 

you say that, Ju d y ? ”
“ Because yo u  followed me here. T h a t  

means yo u ’ve been spying on the Anders 
again.”

A lec reddened. “ Som ebody called me up 
and tipped me off you were here.” 

"Telephoned yo u ?” she repeated blankly. 
“ Yes. A  m an phoned m y hotel and said I ’d 

get the surprise of m y  life If I  came to this 
spot.”

“ I  don’t believe it.”  Ju d ith  looked around 
the big room . “ N o b o d y knew I  was com ing 
here w ith  N oble.”

“ Somebody wanted me to find you. W e  
parted last night under— well, strained c ir
cumstances. Rem em ber?”

“ Strained is righ t,” she said. “ H a ve  you 
decided to stop try in g  to prove someone was 
murdered in m y house. Y o u ’ll never be able 
to convince me that Peter was m urdered. 
I t ’s just silly. I  suppose the dog was m u r
dered too.”

Alec nodded. “ D o c to r Prentice talked to 
you about that, d idn’t he?”

" I  asked him  and he told me the truth. 
N a tu ra lly  I  wanted to know , having been 
part of the exhum ation squad.”

“ H e  told you he killed it w ith  a shot of 
m orphine, didn’t he?”

“ W h a t if he did? I t ’s the truth , isn’t it. 
O h , A lec, here we go again. D o  we have to 
keep snapping at each other every time w e’re 
together. W h y  don’t yo u  forget about m u r
ders, and bodies, and crazy lies— ” 

“ Especially lies,”  A le c  said grim ly . “ T h e  
dog did not die from  an injection of m o r
phine. I t  was poisoned b y a chunk of meat.” 

“A le c !” She looked frightened. “ H e re  I  
was, having such a good time. T h e n  yo u  
come along and b ring  back all that unhappi
ness.”

Alec was suddenly conscience stricken. 
“ Sure, I ’m  a lug  and yo u ’re rig h t,” he 

apologized “T h e  Dresden R o om  wasn’t cre
ated for quarrels. I t  was made for romance. 
O k a y ! L e t ’s romance.”

H e  arose and she m oved into his arms. 
T h e y  danced several num bers in  a kind of 
rosy dream, each content w ith  the other’s 
close presence. Ju d ith ’s eyes were shining 
again and she was com pletely happy. A lec 
could see that.

Someone tapped A lec on the shoulder and 
he looked around. I t  was N oble  Sanborn. 
H e  was standing there, g rin n in g  foolishly
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and swaying just a bit. H is  breath w ould 
have caught fire if a spark had met those 
alcoholic fumes.

“Th a n k s, pal, for filling in. I ’m  okay now , 
but I  never tho ught a man could get so 
dry .”

“ Beat it, cockro ach!” A lec said. “ G o  back 
and craw l in  the w oodw ork. Y o u ’re tigh t.” 

“ H a lf  tight,” N o b le  corrected. “ B u t just 
tight enough to resent that.”

Sanborn w obbled away and Alec continued 
to dance w ith  Jud ith .

“ Y o u  shouldn’t have h u rt his feelings,” 
she said. “ A l l  he ever hopes for is an excuse 
to drink .”

“ H e  doesn’t need an excuse,” A le c  said 
curtly. “ H e ’s got the instincts of a sponge.” 

“ Stop i t ! ” she said indignantly. “ A fte r all, 
he’s m y cousin and a m ember of m y fam ily.” 
She stopped dancing abruptly. T h e y  were at 
the edge of the floor, near the table Alec had 
engaged. “ A lec, take me back to o u r table. 
I  w ant to tell yo u  som ething.”

T h e y  walked over and sat down. Alec o r
dered tw o drinks and canceled his dinner 
order. T h e y  waited until the drinks were 
served, sipped them a bit and looked at each 
other across the table. U n d e r the soft lights, 
Ju d ith  was absolutely breath-taking in her 
blue dress, w ith  her w hite shoulders, her 
glossy hair, her pretty face.

“ Alec, I  have a confession to make,” she 
said slowly. “ I  can’t keep up this pretense 
any longer. I  must tell you the tru th .” 

“ W h a t pretense?” A lec asked, taking out 
his case and lighting a cigarette.

“ Give me a cigarette,” said Ju d ith  suddenly. 
“ I ’ve been dying for one all evening and I  
forgot to bring  m ine along.”

A L E C  slowly presented his open case and 
she took one.

“ I  thought you never used ’em ?” he said. 
She took one, lighted it from  the m atch he 
presented and puffed bravely.

“ T h a t  was a lie, just like all the rest of the 
lies I ’ve been telling you. A lec, yo u ’ve told 
me you cared for me. H as that anything to 
do w ith  the investigation you have been m ak
ing at the A n d e r house?”

“ Certain ly,” he answered. “ I  w ant to p ro 
tect you. I  w ant to get you out of there.”

“ I  tho ught so,” she said. “ W e ll, I ’m  tired 
of stringing yo u  along, and I ’m  just begin
n ing  to realize that this little flirtation I ’ve 
been having w ith  you m ay make a lot of 
trouble for m y father, and U ncle  Jerom e and 
all the rest. So I  guess it w o uld  be best for 
both of us if we ended it here and no w .”

A lec eyed her gravely. “ F lirta tio n ?  Is  that
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w hat you call it? ”

Ju d ith  nodded again.
“ Yes,” the g irl continued. “ I ’m  not the 

shrinking violet that D a d  w o uld have yo u  be
lieve. I  was u n til he sent me away to school 
w ith orders I  was to be kept in  strict seclu
sion. B u t m y teachers didn’t approve of that, 
so I  w ent out whenever I  pleased. I  saw 
e ve ryth in g! W h y , I ’ve had dates w ith  at 
least fifty fellows. I  d rin k  and I  smoke and 
I ’ve had plenty of fun, believe me. I ’m  m adly 
in  love w ith  a m an w h o m  I  intend to  m a rry  
as soon as he gets his divorce.”

HE R  w ords halted suddenly, stopped by 
the look in  A le c ’s eyes.

“ I  don’t believe it,”  he said.
“ I t ’s true,”  she insisted earnestly. “ I  don’t 

really love you. I ’m  just a rich  g irl, am using 
herself, passing the time away, w hile  T o m  is 
d ivo rcin g  his present wife. I  guess I ’m  crazy 
like all the Anders. W e  drink and m urder 
people and sneak out of the house and do 
things on the sly that we oughtn’t to— ”

A le c  reached across the table, took one of 
her hands in his and interrupted her.

“ J u d y !” he cried sharply. “ Q u it  it. D o  yo u  
think you’re kidding me? Y o u — a gay flame 
of the cabarets— yo u  and yo u r T o m !  Gosh, 
w hat nonsense. Ju d y , yo u  can’t fool me. I  
kn ow  better. Such nonsense. I t ’s pitifu l.” 

In  her chagrin she started to cry, b u t he 
only laughed at her. T h e n  she caught his 
amused glance through her tears and started 
to laugh, too.

“ W e ll, it sounded like a good plausible 
yarn to me while I  was telling it, and I  don’t 
see w h y it didn’t go over,” she said, at last. 
“ Y o u  can’t say I  didn’t try .”  She looked at 
him  earnestly. “ A lec w o n ’t yo u  stop pester
ing m y fam ily?”

“ N o .”  H e  shook his head. “ N o r  yo u  
either.”

She glanced at her w rist watch.
“ Alec, please h u n t up N oble. I t ’s time I  

was getting home.”
“ N e ve r m ind N oble,” A lec said. “ I ’ll take 

yo u  hom e myself.”
“ N o , he bro u ght me to this place and I  

can’t leave h im  here. H e ’ll get pie-eyed if I  
do. Please go into the bar and find him .” 

“A l l  right,”  he grum bled. “ Y o u  get yo ur 
w rap and w ait for me near the check room .” 

H e  helped her up, then headed for the bar. 
I t  was a big  bar, cu rvin g  like a horseshoe 
and served b y  a dozen experts in  m ix in g  
drinks.

Alec walked around it to the further side 
where there was a clum p of ornam ental 
palms in green buckets.

B ehind these palms, A le c  halted beside 
N oble, w h o  was seated atop one of the high 
green leather-covered bar chairs. B o th  arms 
of the seated m an were crooked on the bar 
and his head was on top of them. A rra n ge d  
in  front of h im  were eleven cocktail glasses, 
neatly arranged in  pyram id form . F iv e  on 
the bottom , then three, tw o and one on the 
ve ry top. E a ch  contained an olive. Ju st an 
olive.

“ Com e on, snap out of it,” A lec ordered 
and shook him . “ W e ’re going hom e.” 

“ D o n ’ wanna go hom e. A in ’t dru n k ’nough 
yet. M a n  has to get ve ry tight before he 
goes into that house. Y o u  better have some 
too, A lec, ol’ boy.”

N o b le ’s w ords were slurred and thick. H is  
eyes were glassy w hen he raised his head and 
grinned foolishly at A lec.

“ Y o u ’re dru n k enough to stand anything 
— even that house,” A le c  said. “ A n d  yo u ’re 
com ing along if I  have to do a K ip  A n d e r on 
yo u  and sling you over m y shoulder.”

“ I ’ll come quiet, officer,”  N oble  shuddered. 
“ W h e re ’s Ju d y ? ”

“ W a itin g  for us. Com e along.”
A lec saw Ju d ith  wince as he hove into 

sight w ith  N oble  in  tow . N oble  was very, 
very dru n k and d idn’t seem to care m uch 
w h o  knew it. A lec piled him  into a taxi w ith  
Ju d ith , then got in himself.

Th e re  was ve ry  little conversation durin g  
the trip. O bvio usly, N oble  wasn’t too dru n k 
to realize w hat a fool he had made of h im 
self, and he kept his eyes averted from  Ju d ith . 
She sat w ith  a frow n on her brow .

A le c  pondered their recent conversation, 
w o nderin g  h o w  such a g irl had ever thought 
up the story of m any loves. I t  was just the 
sort of th in g  that an inexperienced g irl w o uld  
thin k up— lurid  and ultra rom antic. I t  had 
seemed to A lec that Ju d ith  knew  m ore than 
to do that. B u t perhaps he had m isjudged her.

T h e  taxi covered the seven blocks in short 
order and turned into the street w here the 
A n d e r hom e was located. Ju d ith  uttered 
a cry.

“ F ire ! A lec, the house is on fire !”
A le c  thrust his head out of the cab w in 

dow . Sm oke was com ing out the top floor 
window s.

“ D riv e r ,” A le c  cried. “ D riv e r, stop. Ju d y, 
get out and ru n  for the alarm  box. T h e n  
come back to the cab. I t  w ill be parked 
across the street. Stay w ith  N oble.”

A s  Ju d ith  got out one side of the cab, A lec 
jum ped out the other. H e  told the driver to 
pull up opposite the house and w atch N oble. 
T h e n  he rushed tow ard the house.

Death was busy a g a in !
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Death on the Loose

H E N  Alec reached the 
iron grilled doorw ay, he 
found it locked. H e  put 
his finger on the bell and 
held it there.

L o o k in g  up, he could 
see the w indow s of the 
top floor tu rn in g  a dull 
orange color. T h e  fire 
was spreading. Smoke 
seemed to be thicker than 
ever. N o w  it was com ing 

through the chinks in the w ind o w  frame.
Th e re  was no answer to his insistent rin g 

ing. H e  got a toehold in the grille w o rk  and 
climbed over the gate. Reaching the door 
he banged on it and kicked it. Still, there 
was no answer and his apprehensions grew. 
T h is  m ight be an attempt to wipe out the 
whole family.

H e  removed his dark gray fedora, wadded 
it around his fist, smashed a w ind ow , and 
cleared broken glass away. Somewhere in 
the distance he heard sirens. Ju d ith  had 
worked fast.

Alec climbed over the w ind o w  sill and 
found himself in the big livin g  room . H e  
raced across it to the reception hall and 
went up the stairs three at a time. A t  the sec
ond floor he yelled as loud as he could and 
drew no answer. H e  flung open some doors. 
T h e  rooms were empty.

H e  thought of M rs. A n d e r, old and frail. 
H e  reached the third floor and shouted again, 
w ithout result. H e  hurried to her room . T h e  
door was locked. Alec hesitated. Perhaps 
the fire could be put out in time so that she 
w o uldn’t be endangered. H e  decided to take 
a chance. A n yw a y, firemen could smash 
that door dow n easier than he’d be able to.

H e  rushed up the narrow er, steeper steps

to the fourth floor w here A lfre d  P orter had 
his laboratory. T h e  door was closed, but the 
big padlock wasn’t fastened. H e  opened the 
door.

A  cloud of yellow smoke came out to greet 
and engulf him . It  brought tears to his eyes 
and choking coughs from  his throat. B u t 
the smoke w asn’t too thick to obscure a 
darker blob beside the lab bench.

A lec plunged inside the room . T h e  flames 
were eating at the lab bench.

H e  knew some of the chemicals w o uld be 
of the explosive type. H e  had to w o rk  very 
fast. A lfre d  P orter was ly in g  there w ith  his 
head and shoulders on the lab bench, pro b
ably knocked out by the explosion.

A lec seized his shoulders and screamed at 
him . T h e  scream died on his lips. P o rte r’s 
head was covered w ith  blood. H is  face had 
the alarm ing grayness of death.

H e a vy  feet were pounding up the stairs. 
A  w indow  in the lab crashed in. T h e  fire
m en were already at w o rk . O ne fireman 
crawled thro ugh  the w ind ow , dragging a 
length of hose.

A lec waited long enough to watch them 
attack the flames. H e  yelled for one fireman 
to stand guard over A lfre d  P o rte r’s body. 
F o r  it was a corpse. A lec had made sure 
of that.

T h e n  he hurried dow n the steps as fast as 
he could. T h e  fire was spreading rapidly. A t  
any m om ent some of those chemicals m ight 
go off and the whole house be blow n to bits.

O n  the th ird  floor he paused, recalling 
M rs. A n d e r’s locked door. H e  summoned 
one of the firemen and explained about the 
locked door. T h e  fireman had an ax and 
knew how  to use it. T h e  door splintered 
in less than a m inute. T h e  fireman reached 
through, turned the bolt and Alec pushed 
inside.

M rs. A n d e r, fu lly dressed except for shoes 
and the w hite frilly  neckpiece she always

[T u r n  p a g e ]

IVhen the exclusive Everglades Club is mysteriously 
looted, Private Operative Bill Daugherty is called in 
to solve the confusing riddle-—and to bag an elusive, 

vicious killer m

ISLAND STRANGLER
An Exciting Crime Novelet

By ROGER TORREY
Coming in the Next Issue!



THE GRAVE MUST BE DEEP 4f
wore, was stretched out on the bed. A le c ’s 
heart did a loop, until he saw her chest rising 
and falling rhythm ically. H e  bent over her, 
slid tw o arms beneath her form  and started 
to lift her. T h e n  he grunted.

T h e  odor that came from  M rs. A nder's  
m outh was no less virulent than that w hich 
Noble had emitted at the Dresden R oom .

M rs. A n d e r was drunk. Dead d ru n k !
F o r  the first time, A lec noticed the open 

cabinet, the glass and a partly finished quart 
of bonded whisky. H e  kicked these objects 
under the bed.

“ She must have passed out,” he told the 
firemen. “ I ’ll take care of her.”

“ Get her to the second floor,”  the firemen 
said. “T h is  blaze w o n ’t spread m uch. T h e  
house is too w ell built for that and w e’ll 
confine it to the upper floors. She’ll be safe 
enough.”

A L E C  carried her dow n the steps. She 
was no heavier than a large doll and she 

was so terribly drunk. A lec saw the door to 
K ip ’s room  open and light com ing from  it. 
H e  hurried to it. I f  K ip  was there, he could 
take care of his mother.

B u t it was Ju d ith  he found. Ju d ith  w ho 
stood at the entrance to the storage closet 
and was hauling out portraits w h ich  K ip  
stored there. She looked up and gave a cry 
of alarm.

“ She’s all right,” A lec said. “ I ’ll put her on 
the bed. Ju d y , she is okay. D o n ’t go to 
pieces now . I  thought yo u  were a tough 
specimen.”

“ I  am,” she sobbed. “ I  am, A lec, but w hat 
happened to grandm other. She— she looks 
as if she is— is dead.”

“ She isn’t,”  A lec said. “ W h a t the devil 
were you doing?”

“ I  was afraid D a d ’s pictures m ight be 
burned. These are the only ones he keeps 
and I  had to try  and save them, A lec. G ra n d 
m other is drun k, isn’t she ?”

“ Plastered,” A le c  replied. “ Dead drunk. 
W h e re  is everybody ?”

“ I  don’t know . A lec, w hat’s happened? 
W h a t caused the fire? T h e  pictures, we’ve 
got to get them out.”

“ Ta k e  it easy. Th e re  isn’t m uch danger 
of the fire spreading. Ta k e  care of yo ur 
grandm other. I ’ll stand by to rescue the 
portraits if the fire gets any worse.”

Ju d ith  could do nothing  w ith  her grand
m other. O n ly  sleep w o uld correct the effects 
of her drinking, but she was a little better, 
judging  by the deep groans that sounded very 
incongruous com ing from  such a little 
wom an.

Alec, playing safe, hauled out more po r
traits and stacked them  near the w indow . 
H e  returned to the supply closet, dragged 
out several m ore and noticed that included 
am ong them was a nearly em pty frame. 
E m p ty  except for ragged edges, as if the 
canvas had been ruthlessly cut out w ith  a 
sharp knife.

H e  recalled those burned bits in the fu r
nace. T h e y  must have come from  this frame. 
Casually, so that even Ju d ith  w o u ld n ’t n o 
tice, he put the em pty frame against the 
w all w ith  the others, but he took time 
enough to look it over.

K ip  had a habit of dating his pictures w ith  
crayon marks on the frame. T h e  em pty one 
was dated 3/11/36. A lec made a mental note 
of that.

Fire m e n  came dow n to report the fire out, 
but one of them blundered badly.

“ W e ’ll have to call the police on this. T h a t  
guy upstairs is dead.”

Ju d ith  looked up from  beside the bed. 
A lec w ent to her at once.

“ W h o — is it?” she breathed.
“ A lfre d ,” he said softly. “ A lfre d  Porter. 

I  don’t know  w hat happened to him  yet. I ’d 
better go upstairs. T h e  police w ill be here 
soon, so b ring  yo u r grandm other out of it. 
W a rn  her to be careful w hat she says if that 
booze still has a grip  on her. U se smelling 
salts, dum p her into a cold tub if necessary, 
but wake her up.”

“ W h a t about Noble? H e ’s still outside 
in the taxi.”

“ H a n g  N oble. L e t h im  stay there. T h e  
cabbie w o n ’t leave. H e  hasn’t been paid yet. 
Remember now — wake her up and get a grip 
on yourself. I f  it helps any, I  never lost 
one iota of all the love I ’ve got for you. Be 
back soon.”

A lec sped to the fourth  floor. A  deputy 
fire chief faced him . A lec produced his 
wallet.

“ M y  name is H a rt. I ’m  connected w ith  
the D istrict A tto rn e y ’s office and I ’ll take 
charge of things. W a n t to look at these 
papers?”

T h e  deputy chief did and was satisfied.
“ D oesn’t am ount to m uch, I ’d say,” he 

offered. “ Lo oked the situation over pretty 
well. W h y  people w ill allow dum b clucks to 
keep stuff like this in  a dw elling house is 
m ore than I  can figure out. L u c k y  we got 
here. I f  some of those chemicals had ex
ploded, the whole top of the house w o uld 
have been blow n off.”

“ W h a t about h im ?” Alec pointed to the 
corpse.
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T H E  fireman shrugged. “ H e re ’s h o w  I  
figure it. T h a t  phony chemist was w o rk 

ing  on some experim ent and jarred the 
bench. Notice that big  tw o gallon b ro w n  
bottle on the floor? I t ’s full of sulphuric 
acid. I  think it fell off the top shelf and 
landed on his head.”

“ I t ’s possible,” A lec said w itho u t m uch 
assurance in his voice. “ T h a t  didn’t cause 
the fire though.”

“ N o , it didn’t,” the deputy chief agreed. 
“ I ’ll show you w hat was responsible.”

H e  led A lec over beside the body of yo ung  
Porter. O n  one of the cabinet shelves was 
a can of ether, its cork loose. B elow  it and 
about tw o feet to the left, was a bunsen 
burner.

“ I  figure the bro w n bottle not o n ly  h it this 
m an on the head, but it also knocked the can 
on its side. T h e  cork loosened and ether 
began to drip out. P re tty  soon the room  was 
well-filled w ith  ether fumes. T h e  bunsen 
burner was lighted and, brother, that’s some 
com bination for trouble.”

Alec studied the dead m an’s head. I t  had 
been badly lacerated by the heavy bro w n 
bottle.

“ I  don’t think the blow  killed him ,” he 
said.

“ N either do I ,” the deputy chief agreed. 
“T h e  w ay I  see it, he was knocked out, but 
still breathing. T h e  explosion created plenty 
of heat. H e  breathed it in  and seared his 
lungs. I t  happens lots of times w hen people 
rush into rooms full of fire.”

“ I ’m going downstairs to telephone,” A lec 
said. “ Ta k e  charge until I  get back, like 
s good fellow. D o n ’t touch anything.”

A lec sped dow n the steps again to the sec
ond floor, ran to the room  where he had left 
Jud ith  and her grandm other and tapped on 
the door. She called out and he identified 
himself. She unlocked the door and he 
stepped inside.

“ H o w  is she?”
“ I ’ll have her awake in  a little while— I  

hope. B u t A lfre d — was he m urdered?”
“ O n  the surface of things it doesn’t seem 

so,” Alec said. “ C a n’t tell for sure yet. O r  
do you think he was?”

“ I  don’t know . I ’m  not sure of myself 
any m ore.”

“Ju d y, for heaven’s sake, if yo u  kn o w  any
thing, speak up now . I t  w ill be too late w hen 
the cops get here.”

“ I  kn ow  nothing. I ’m  just frightened. 
A re  we all going to be killed, A le c?”

“ Y o u  w o n ’t be,” he assured her. “ I ’ll see 
to that. N o th in g  to w o rry  about righ t no w  
anyway. T h e  place is full of firemen. I ’ll

stall all I  can, but it w o n ’t be long, so w ork 
fast on the old lady.”

A lec w ent to the first floor, m o vin g  m uch 
m ore slow ly now . H e  wanted to give Jud ith  
a chance. I f  they discovered M rs. A n d e r 
drun k, it was bound to leak out. A lec had 
suddenly found out that he didn’t w ant to do 
this fam ily any harm . I t  made no difference 
no w  how  they had treated him. ‘Ju d ith  was 
one of them and that meant everything to 
him .

Before he reached a telephone, K ip , D r. 
Prentice, Jerom e and Suzanne entered, out 
of breath and ve ry excited. A lec had never 
before been so glad to see anyone. T h e ir  
presence meant he was entitled to spend a 
few m om ents questioning them  and give 
Ju d ith  a chance to sober up her grand
mother.

“ W h a t’s happened?” K ip  yelled. “ M y  
m other— Ju d ith ?  A lec, tell me w hat hap
pened or, by heaven, I ’ll— bust y o u !”

“ Y o u r  m other and Ju d ith  are all right. 
Perfectly safe. So is N oble. H e ’s sleeping 
off a jag in  a taxi out front. Incidentally, 
yo u ’d better go see how  he is, D o cto r P re n 
tice. A n d  pay the driver like a good guy, 
w ill yo u ? ”

“ I ’ll see to it,” Prentice said and disap
peared thro ugh  the door. A lec led the rest 
of them  into the libra ry and closed the door.

“ Sit dow n,” A lec ordered. “ I ’m here on a 
new basis and it m ight as w ell be understood. 
F irs t of all, where have you all been?”

“ T o  see D istrict A tto rn e y  C ro w le y ,” K ip  
said. “ Someone phoned us, said he was 
C ro w le y and we were to come to his office 
at n ine -thirty. I f  he wasn’t there, 'w e were 
to wait. H e  w arned us if we disobeyed, he’d 
send police.”

“ W h a t did C ro w le y w an t?” A lec de
manded.

“ H e  never showed up. H e  never made 
that phone call either. W e  telephoned his 
hom e after w aitin g  m ore than an hour. 
I — m ay have got yo u  in w ro ng, A lec. I —  
told him  you were around pestering us and 
I  thought yo u  had used his name to in tim i
date us, drag us to the office and make us 
talk. C ro w le y was sore.”

“ Good and so re !” Jerom e put in. “A n d  
that’s a m ild w ay of saying it.”

“ W e ll, it can’t be helped now . W e re  all 
four of you together every m om ent while 
yo u  waited for C ro w le y to appear?”

“ W a it  a m inute,” K ip  said harshly— the 
old K ip  again, w ith  a chip on each shoulder. 
“ W h a t are yo u  inferring n o w ?”

“ N o th in g  yet. I  asked a question and I  
expect an answer— at once. Believe me, I

DETECTIVE
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ask questions m uch m ore politely than de
tectives.”

“ W e  were not together,” Jerom e said 
m ildly. “ N o  tw o members of this fam ily 
agree on anything. W h e n  we got sick of 
waiting, K ip  went for a drink. D o cto r P re n 
tice had a case across tow n. I  sat on those 
marble steps in the building where C ro w ley 
has his offices until m y legs got cram ped so 
I took a walk. Suzanne stayed there w aiting.” 

Suzanne, at the m ention of her name, 
began to w ring  her hands and rock slowly 
from  side to side.

“ Something evil has happened again. I  
know  it. Som ething has happened.”

“ Y o u  m ight as w ell hear it from  me,” A lec 
said. “ A lfre d  P orter is de a d !”

C H A P T E R  X I I I
Jim Crowley Takes Over

O R  a m om ent there was 
silence. T h e n  Jerom e 
swore and flung his hat 
into a chair. Suzanne 
sat dow n and sobbed 
quietly. K ip  just stared 
until A lec snapped him  
out of it.

“ I  can’t say it was m u r
der, b u t I  can’t say it 
wasn’t either. I t  looks like 
an accident. A  com bina

tion of careless moves on A lfre d ’s part. A  
heavy bottle insecurely placed on the top 
shelf. I t  slid off, upset a can of ether w hich 
spilled out. T h e  bottle also hit A lfre d  on the 
head and knocked him  senseless. T h e  ether 
fumes got thicker. Th e re  was a bunsen 
burner going and— an explosion, naturally. 
I  don’t know  w hether the blow  from  the 
bottle killed him  or if he inhaled scorching 
fumes or— if he was m urdered. T h a t ’s a job 
for the medical exam iner to determine and 
I ’ve got to phone at once.”

Alec called Police Headquarters first and 
luckily found N o la n  there.

“ I  had a hunch,” N o la n  explained. “ In  
tnore hot water, A le c? ”

“ N o , but a lot of other people are. Get 
over to the A n d e r house right away.” 

“ A n o th e r one?” N o la n  asked.
“ Yes, and I  need a man w ho knows w hat 

to look for. H u r r y , E r f .”
Alec hung up for a m om ent and then 

dialed D istrict A tto rn e y  C ro w le y’s residence. 
H e  braced himself. C ro w ley was going to 
be difficult to handle. H e  m ight yank Alec 
off the case at once, despite the new develop
ments. A lec had to take the chance, but no

matter w hat happened, he wasn’t going into 
seclusion.

H e  was thinking about Ju d ith  as he dialed. 
She had confessed that her stories at the 
Dresden R o om  were fabricated out of thin 
air. H e  knew w h y she had told those stories. 
W h o  had summoned Alec to the hotel? A n d  
w h y?  Just so that he’d ru n  across Ju d ith  
and discover she was a liar? W h a t w ould 
be the m otive in that?

H e  tho ught about M rs. A n d e r too. T h e  
charm ing, sweet and delicate little lady w ho 
autom atically produced chivalry in any m an 
she encountered. N o w  it seemed her charm 
ing m anner was a smoke screen to hide 
heavy drinking.

W as, A lec asked Himself, the whole A n d e r 
fam ily crazy?

T h e n  C ro w le y was on the wire, burn ing  
A le c ’s eardrums w ith  condemnation. I t  
wasn’t until he became short of breath that 
Alec was able to get in a w o rd  and he had 
to talk fast.

“ A n o th e r killing, M r . C row ley. A n o th e r 
death at the A n d e r home. N o w  do you blame 
me for staying on the job?”

“ A n o th e r one?” C ro w le y gasped. “ N o w  
listen to me, A lec. D o n ’t touch a thing. 
Y o u ’ve bungled badly and I ’m taking charge 
from  here on. I  shall get there as quickly 
as possible.”

A lec h u n g  up and turned to face Jerom e, 
K ip  and Suzanne. T h e y  were obviously 
w orried. A lec hardly blamed them.

“ Y o u  got yo u r wish, K ip . C ro w ley has 
taken over this m atter and he w ill assume 
charge. T h a t ’s what you wanted, isn’t it?”

“ I ’m  a fool,” K ip  berated himself. “ Alec, 
none of us have appreciated the w ay yo u ’ve 
handled things. I  can’t blame you for th in k
ing  there was m urder com m itted. Fra n kly, 
that isn’t so, but at least yo u  tried to help us. 
C ro w ley w ill probably slap the whole bunch 
of us in  jail.”

“ I  doubt it.” A le c  sat dow n. “ C ro w le y 
is a h ighly impressionable m an. H e  is 
swayed by yo u r political power, yo ur social 
standing and the m oney yo u  represent. Also, 
if Peter’s death seemed to be accidental, then 
A lfre d ’s is doubly so.”

“ I ’d better get the fam ily law yer over 
here.” K ip  started to arise.

“ I  w o u ld n ’t,” A lec said quickly. ‘'D o n ’t 
give C ro w le y a chance even to think you are 
on the defensive. Y o u  have alibis— of sorts. 
A l l  but yo u r m other and no one is going to 
suspect her. N oble was at the Dresden Room  
w ith  Ju d ith  and I  was there too, so they are 
well alibied.”

K ip  slowly settled back into his chair.
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H is  hands curled around the arms of it and 
gripped hard.

“ N oble and Jud ith  went out together?” he 
asked in a studied voice. “ I t  wasn’t just 
some rigamarole so she could meet you, 
A le c? ”

“ N o . I  received an anonymous phone call 
telling me to go to the Dresden Room . I  
was intrigued and went. I  found Ju d ith  and 
Noble. H e  pro m p tly proceeded to get 
boiled. N o w  if yo u ’re thinking of punishing 
Ju d ith  for this, you ought to lay off.”

“Ju d ith  knows what she is doing,” K ip  
said. “ I t ’s that little rat I ’m  w orried about. 
So help me, if that drunkard bothers her 
again, I ’ll kill h im .”

“ H a rsh  w ords,” Alec shrugged. “ V e ry  
harsh. Dangerous too, if anything should 
happen to Noble. A n d  it may. T w o  m em 
bers of this fam ily have already died. Th e re  
could be a third. K ip , I  w ant to talk to you 
alone. Come into the hall.”

A L E C  dropped his voice after K ip  closed 
the door behind them.

“ K ip , yo ur m other is in yo u r room  up
stairs. She’s drunk. Ju d ith  is trying  to bring  
her out of it, but perhaps yo u ’d better go 
up too.”

K ip ’s massive shoulders drooped. “ I  
thought she was. W h e n  we got that call 
to proceed to C ro w le y’s office, I  tried to 
awaken her and couldn’t. Yes, I  knew she 
drank, but lately she’s getting like Noble. 
D o  you want a piece of advice, young 
fellow ?”

“ I ’ll listen, if that’s what you mean,” Alec 
said.

“ I  ask nothing more. D ro p  Jud ith . D o  it 
w ithout breaking her heart if you can, but 
drop her. M a rryin g  into this fam ily is like 
jo in ing  a cult of lunatics. I ’m Ju d ith ’s father 
and I  love her very m uch, even if I  do n’t 
exactly make a show of that fact. B u t I ’m  
thinking of you too.”

“ A h ! ” Alec said. “ B u t m y intentions are 
to take her out of here. Y o u ’ll have to get 
another saint to pose for yo u r pictures. A n d  
I  don’t intend that a lot of the A n d e r m oney 
follow Ju d ith  either, contrary to what a lot 
of people w ill think.”

“ I ’d better see to m other,” K ip  said 
abruptly. “ I ’d— uh, look at that mess.”

D r . Prentice came in. H e  was half ca rry 
ing N oble into the house. K ip  walked over 
and took N oble away from  D r . Prentice. H e  
swept the drunken m an off his feet and car
ried him  up the stairs. D r . Prentice followed.

In  the bedroom, Prentice mopped his fore
head.

" T h a t  boy is getting worse. H e  gave me 
quite a tussle out there. T h e  taxi driver 
said something about a death.”

“ A lfre d  P o rte r,” A lec said. “ H e ’s in the 
lab. Lo o k  at him  if yo u  wish. I ’d like yo ur 
opinion. D o n ’t move him  though. Crow ley 
is on his w ay and from  the w ay he spoke, 
he intends to burn  up this house all over 
again.

D r . Prentice lighted a cigarette. H is  hands 
were very steady. T o o  steady, Alec thought. 

“ W as it— m urder?” Prentice asked.
“ I  don’t know , but I  w o uldn 't bet a great 

deal it wasn’t. Incidentally, doctor, don’t 
leave the house after C ro w ley goes. I  want 
to talk to you and every other member of 
this fam ily.”

“A s  you w ish.”
“ D oc, how  long has M rs. A n d e r been 

drinking  herself into a com a?”
Prentice looked at A lec in silence for a 

mom ent. T h e n  he blew smoke from  his lips 
and studied the tip of his cigarette.

“ So you kn ow  that too. Q uite  an observ
ing yo ung m an, aren’t you? I ’ll be frank. 
M rs. A n d e r has always used alcohol. W isely 
and not too m uch, until lately.”

“ W h a t do you mean by lately?”
“ A b o u t the last couple of weeks. I ’ll look 

in on her. She’s drunk now , isn’t she?” 
“ Petrified,” A lec said. “ W ak e her up be

fore C ro w ley gets here. H e  just w o n ’t speak 
to people who drink too m uch. T h a t ’s 
C ro w le y !”

A  flourish of drum s should have accom
panied C ro w le y’s entrance. H e  swept through 
the door followed by four detectives. H e  
saw Alec and walked over to him .

“ W here  is this corpse? W h a t happened—  
in detail? I f  it is m urder, I  shall take all 
the necessary steps. M eanw hile, consider 
yourself suspended.”

“ B u t w h y ? ” A lec objected. “ I  only re
ported this death to you.”

“ U ndo ubtedly you are in some way con
nected w ith  it. T h e  facts, man. T h is  is im 
portant. W e ’re dealing w ith  im portant 
people.”

“Ju d ith — the girl in the fam ily— her cou
sin, Noble, and I  were dancing at the D re s
den R o om ,” A lec explained. “ W e  returned 
home and the top floor of the house was on 
fire. I  broke in w hile Jud ith  sent an alarm. 
Th e re  is an amateur chemical laboratory on 
the top floor, used by A lfre d  P o rter w ho is 
also a m em ber of this household. I  found 
him  dead.”

“ Yes? V e ry  good w o rk  if it’s the truth. 
W h a t did this m an you call N oble  do to 
aid? I  didn’t hear yo u  m ention him .”
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“ Noble got himself drunk. H e  wasn’t able 

to do very m uch. D o  yo u  w ant me upstairs, 
sir?”

R O W L E Y  frowned his disapproval. 
“ I ’d rather yo u  did not accompany 

me. I  have brought along some of the most 
capable detectives on the force. W a it  here. 
I ’ll return and tell you whether or not it is 
m urder.”

“ M ister,” A lec told C ro w le y’s retreating 
back as it stalked up the staircase, “ you 
couldn’t determine black from  w hite w ithout 
a color chart.”

“ B u t he’s the boss and yo u’re nothing but 
a pipsqueak of an assistant,” Sergeant N o 
lan’s voice remarked w ith  a chuckle.

“ E rf ,” A lec turned and grabbed Sergeant 
N olan by the arm . “ A m  I  glad to see y o u ! 
Com e into the library. I f  anybody is there, 
I ’ll chase them out. M a n  alive, things do pop 
in this house.”

“ U m — I  should say so,” N o la n  said dryly. 
“ P retty soon there w o n ’t be anybody left.”

In  the privacy of the library, A lec offered 
N olan a cigarette and sat dow n on the edge 
of the desk.

“T h is  time it ’s yo ung P orter,”  he ex
plained. “ T h e  one w ith  the big glasses and 
the retiring m anner.”

“ I  remember h im ,” N olan grunted. “ A n y 
body in this fam ily w ho is retiring becomes 
something to remember in m y m ind. H o w ’d 
he die?”

“ I t  looks like an accident. A  beautiful ac
cident, but the set-up is too good. T h e  m u r
dered intended to let the whole house b u m  
dow n if necessary. H e  took care that sill the 
other members of the fam ily were safely out
side the building though. A t  least he thought 
they were all safe.”

“ A n d  just what do you w ant me to do, 
A lec?”

“A fte r C ro w le y gets through upstairs, I  
w ant you to have a look. M aybe those de
tectives w ith  him  w ill spot everything and 
then again, they m ay not. C ro w ley is going 
to make a snap judgm ent and say it was an 
accident. T h e  detectives m ay back him  up.”

“ L e t ’s hope,” N o la n  declared. “ I ’ve been 
w o rking  on D o c Prentice. I  m ight as well 
have gone to the movies.”

“ N othin g, eh?”
“ N o t a blasted thing. T h e  doc is a h ard

w orking, amibitious sort. H e  doesn’t sponge 
on the family. Earns his keep by taking care 
of the old lady. H e ’s got a dow ntow n office 
and is very busy. H e  has a good reputa
tion too. T h e  kind of a doctor I ’d like for 
m y ow n family. Im agine, he’s been practic

ing for eleven years now  and he still studies.”
“ D o  yo u  mean sum m er courses?”
“ Sure, and besides, he bought himself a 

cadaver. A  stiff in  laym an’s language. H e  
w orks on this, studying anatom y all over 
again. I  say a successful doctor w ho does 
this is interested in his w o rk  and his pa
tients.”

A lec slowly lowered his cigarette from  be
tween his lips.

“ E rf , just where does he do this anatomy? 
I  mean, where is the lab?”

“ A t  C ity  Hospital. T h e y  let doctors use 
some of the room s on the top floor for things 
like that.”

“ H o w  long has he been w o rking  on this 
body, E r f ? ”

“ Gosh, I  didn’t ask. W h a t difference does 
it make?”

“ Y o u  got a car handy? O ne we can use in 
a h u rry ? ”

“ Sure, there’s a department cruiser just 
outside. W h a t are you d riv in g  at?”

“ Suppose,” A lec said, “ that you had a 
corpse to dispose of. O n e  you wanted to 
disappear entirely. Suppose you were a 
doctor w ho knew about private rooms lent 
to doctors w ho supplied themselves w ith  a 
cadaver for brushing up on anatomy. D o n ’t 
you get it, E rf?  F o r  Pete’s sake, are you as 
dum b as that?”

“Ju m p in g  jitte rs !” N o la n ’s eyes opened 
wide. “ M aybe y o u ’re right. L e t ’s go find 
out. L e t ’s— hey, wait. I f  we do find there’s 
enough of the cadaver left so we can recog
nise the guy, then w hat? W e  don’t even 
kn ow  w ho w e’re looking for.”

“ A l l  right. B u t if the corpse on D o c P re n 
tice’s anatom y table has a bullet w ound, it 
ought to prove something.”

“ Com e o n !” N o la n  cried. “ T h a t ’s hot 
stuff!”

C H A P T E R  X I V
A Corpse for Convenience

E A R  the door, on the w ay 
out, A lec saw Jerom e 
and told him  he’d be back 
soon, in  case C ro w ley 
wanted him . T h e n  he 
joined N o la n  and they 
hurried to where the po
lice car was parked. N olan 
piloted it to C ity  H o s 
pital clear across tow n.

A  flash of N o la n ’s badge 
and they were on an ele

vator, being raised quickly to the top floor. 
A  hospital official accompanied them. A lec
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told him  nothing.

T h e y  entered a m edium -sized room  con
taining an old operating table and a smaller 
table lined w ith  instruments. Books and 
notes were strewn on top of a desk. T h e  
anatom y table was bare.

“ W here  is the body D o cto r Prentice is 
w o rking  on?” A lec demanded.

“ I ’ll have it bro ught,” the hospital official 
said. “ T h is  is clearly against regulations, 
but I  w o n ’t argue w ith  a badge.” 

“ Especially a gold one like m ine,” N ola n  
grunted. “ Go on— b ring  that corpse in here. 
A n d  w h y  was it m oved anyhow ?”

T h e  hospital official snickered. “A  study 
of gross anatomy, as D o cto r Prentice is per
form ing, takes weeks, sometimes m onths. 
T h e  keeping qualities of the hum an body 
after death are poor.”

“ Yeah, don’t go into detail.” N o la n  curled 
his nose. “Just bring  it in here.”

“ W h y  don’t you come w ith  me to our 
refrigerating plant? I t  w ill be quicker and 
easier.”

“Th a n k s,” Alec said. “ W e  are in  a h u rry .” 
Some minutes later, shivering slightly from  

a com bination of lowered tem perature and 
the sight of several sheeted forms, Alec 
and N o la n  looked dow n upon the body of a 
m an w ho was about fifty or fifty-five years 
old. H is  hair was a m ixture  of light brow n 
and gray. T h e  face seemed to be chiseled of 
granite.

“ Can you tell me whether or not this man 
was shot through the chest?” A le c  asked the 
hospital official.

“ Perhaps. I — no. N o , I  can’t. Y o u  see, 
after stripping off the sheet, I  find that D o c 
tor Prentice began his w o rk  on the chest. 
A n y  w ound there w o uld have been oblit
erated.”

A ltho u g h  Sergeant N o la n  was an old hand 
hand at this, he suddenly developed a strange 
squeamishness.

“ Excuse me,” he said. “ T h is  is too m uch 
for me.”

A b ru p tly  he left the room .
“ Suppose,” A lec said to the official, “we 

talk it over somewhere else. I  don’t espe
cially care for these surroundings.”

“ M ost people don’t. W e  can go back to 
D o cto r Prentice’s anatom y room .”

Alec felt better in the cold, form al and 
yet far m ore cheerful quarters.

“ I  think yo u  said yo u r name is M arkham . 
M r. M arkham — or is it doctor?”

“ I  am not a physician. T e ll me, are you 
suspecting D o cto r Prentice of some crim e?” 

“ W h y  do you ask?” Alec countered.
“ W e ll, I ’d say you were wasting yo ur time.

DETECTIVE
Prentice is a good m an in every respect. V e ry  
ethical. H is  w ork, his reputation and his 
honor are beyond question.”

“ H e ’s probably innocently involved,” A lec 
said. “ D o n ’t call him  up and say w e’ve been 
here. Y o u  m ight give the whole thing  away 
and perm it a m urderer to go free.”

“ I  shall be most discreet. Especially since 
I  don’t like getting m ixed up w ith  the police.” 

“ T e ll me how  arrangements are made to 
acquire a cadaver for this— er— post-gradu
ate w o rk .”

“ I t ’s quite simple. F o r  a certain fee—  
about sixty dollars— a cadaver w ill be p ro 
vided by hospitals or prisons.”

“ H o w  is the cadaver delivered, M r . M a rk 
ham ?”

“ W e ll, it certainly does not walk here. T h e  
usual method is for a m ortician to b rin g  it, 
in a hearse, to o u r receiving entrance. I t  
is placed on an elevator and carried up here. 
T h a t ’s quite all, M r . H a rt .”

“ N o b o d y  checks it in ? ”
“ W h y , no. T h e  doctor makes all his ow n 

arrangements.”
“ A ll  right, sir,”  A lec said. “ Y o u ’ve been 

most helpful and, I  trust, you w ill be se
cretive about o u r interview  too. A s  soon as 
I  find m y detective sergeant, w e’ll be on 
our w ay.”

A T  T H I S  m om ent N o la n  returned and 
indicated he was ready to depart. 

“ N ice cheerful place, that,” N ola n  said, 
when they reached the street. “ B u t there’s 
too m any corpses in the refrigerator to suit 
me. I f  I  had a glass of w hisky now , I ’d drink 
it w arm . Y o u  finished, A le c?”

“ A ll done. L e t ’s go back to the house.” 
O n  the w ay N o la n  related his reasons for 

that brief disappearance at the hospital.
“ I  prowled around until I  found an inking  

pad and some paper. T h e n  I  slipped back 
into the ice box and took the fingerprints of 
that corpse, m aking sure nobody saw me. 
These days fingerprints usually tell a good 
story. M a n y  m ore people than ever before 
have them  on file.”

“ T h a t ’s w h y  I  wanted yo u  along,” A lec 
confessed. “ Y o u  think of details. F in g e r
prints never occurred to me. N o w  drop me 
at the A n d e r house, go to yo u r office and 
see about those prints. I f  yo u  find anything, 
come right over.”

C ro w ley was w aiting  for him  when he 
walked in. Seated in the chair, in w hich 
Alec suspected a m an had died, C ro w ley 
glowered at him.

“ W h e re  have you been, A lec?” he com 
plained. “ I  have been w aiting  for you at least
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half an hour.”

“ So rry, sir. I  w ent out for a few minutes. 
I  thought yo u ’d be busy for some time up
stairs.”

“ D o in g  w hat? T h e  evidence is all there. 
It  was an accident. O h , I  admit tw o acci
dental deaths in such a short space of time 
and in the same family is almost too coinci
dental to believe. I t  has happened before, 
however.”

“ So it ’s accidental,” A lec nodded. “T h e  
deputy fire chief seemed to think so too.”

“ W h a t do you think about it then? I  can 
tell you are still w anting us to find it was 
m urder.”

“ M r. Crow ley, if it is m urder, I  hate to 
consider the consequences. I  suppose you 
also w ant to kn o w  w h y  I  disobeyed yo ur 
orders about not molesting the A n d e r 
fam ily.”

“ I  do indeed. I ’m  half tempted to accept 
the resignation you offered.”

“ Y o u  m ay have it, sir. I  w o uld  like you 
to know  just w h y  I  disobeyed though. D id  
you see Ju d ith  A n d e r? ”

“ A  ve ry pretty and charm ing g irl. I — Alec, 
you sly devil. I  see now . Y o u  were snoop
ing around so you m ight keep in touch w ith 
the girl. O f  course that’s it. I  don’t blame 
you, but you m ight have explained.”

“ W e ll,” A lec fidgeted w ith  one foot, dra w 
ing lines on the rug, “yo ung  love. Y o u  
know, sir.”

“ Indeed. Y o u  are forgiven. F ra n k ly , if 
one of m y assistants— one I  like and have a 
great deal of faith in— should m erge w ith  
the A n d e r fam ily, I ’d be proud. V e ry  proud 
and happy, A lec.”

“ T h a n k  you, sir,”  A lec said cheerfully. 
“ Y o u  are finished here, then? T h e  m atter 
is closed as far as yo u ’re concerned?”

“ It  is. T h e  medical exam iner has been 
here and gone. H is  opinion agrees w ith 
mine. Accidental death. P rim a ry  cause, in 
halation of flames. Fo rge t about m urder. 
Y o u  yo ung  fellows think the D istrict A tto r 
ney’s office functions for no other reason 
than to solve m urder mysteries. Good night, 
A lec. Best of luck w ith  yo u r romance.”

H e  arose, dug Alec w ith  one elbow and 
winked. T h e n  he stuck a cigar in his m outh 
and walked out. A lec dropped into one of 
the chairs and breathed no rm ally again for 
the first time in several minutes.

Jerom e came in a few minutes later and 
sat dow n too. A lec noticed he avoided the 
m urder chair.

“T h is  is the devil of a fam ily,” Jerom e 
opined. “ Y o u r  boss said it was death by ac
cident. D id  yo u  know  that?”

“ F ro m  his ow n lips,” A lec replied. “ W h a t 
do yo u  thin k?”

Jerom e shrugged.
“ W h o  am I  to puzzle a th in g  like this 

out?” he asked. “ I f  they say it was an acci
dent, that settles it. I  didn't even go near 
the lab. Cro w ley talked to M rs. A n d e r. She 
held up fairly well, but the old lady certainly 
was spiffed. T o o  bad. She never used to 
be like that.”

“ U n t il w hen?”
“ W h y , a few weeks ago, I  think. N on e of 

us ever were teetotalers, but we kn ow  how  
to handle it. N o w  she’s off and so is N oble. 
H e ’s stiff in his bedroom. Som ething must 
be done about that boy.”

“ W h a t he needs is a job— some good, hard, 
d irty  w o rk ,” A le c  said. “ W as it always like 
this? Bickering, confusion, drin k in g?”

E R O M E  shook his head. “ N o . I ’d say 
the fam ily w ent to pieces w hen m y 

brother died. A s  you know , he was M rs. 
A n d e r’s husband. T h a t  was in Nineteen 
Th irty -S e v e n .”

“ W h e n ? ” A lec asked quickly, his m em ory 
going back to that crayoned date on K ip ’s 
picture frame.

“ Nineteen T h irty -S e v e n  —  the m iddle of 
Fe bruary. W h a t ’s so exciting about that 
date?”

“ N o th in g . H e  left a great deal of money, 
d idn’t he?”

“ A  few m illions. W e ’re ve ry well off. H e  
stipulated that we should all be well-cared 
for. T h e re ’s enough for us all too.”

A lec rubbed his chin and wondered if this 
was the proper m om ent to explode his facts 
in front of the fam ily. Perhaps the psycho
logical results of A lfre d  P o rte r’s death w o uld 
break them down. A  chance like this m ight 
never arise again.

Alec arose and walked the floor w ith  slow 
paces. N o w  and then he glanced at Jerom e. 
T h e  m an seemed entirely at his ease. A lec 
stopped w alking  and faced him.

“Jerom e, w ill you be good enough to ex
plain A lfred  P o rte r’s fam ily connection?” he 
said.

“ H e  is m y— was m y nephew. H is  m other 
was m y sister.”

“ W h e n  did A lfre d ’s m other— yo ur sister—  
die?”

“ W h y , very shortly after Paul went. T w o  
m onths— about.”

“ A n d  her husband —  A lfre d ’s father? 
W h a t happened to h im ?”

“ Dead,” Jerom e said briefly. “ I ’m sick of 
answering questions. K ip  is w ith  his m other. 
H e  wanted me to relieve h im .”
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“Ju st stay here a few minutes m ore,” A lec 

said. “ T h a t ’s an order. W a s  A lfre d ’s father 
named N ic k  N o rris ? ”

“ A re  you crazy? A lfre d ’s father was 
named Porter. W h a t the devil is this all 
about ?”

“ M ostly m urder,” A le c  said. “ A l l  right, 
his fam ily name was Porter. W h a t was his 
first name?”

Jerom e bit his lip u n til he noticed that 
A le c  was regarding him  closely. H e  yawned, 
raised his arms and stretched. A lec knew 
the symptoms. Jerom e was stalling for time. 
T im e  to think, to fashion his reply. T o  weigh 
the words and determine whether or not to 
tell the tru th . A le c  had seen witnesses do 
the same thing  in  court, perhaps no t so 
openly, but they dilly-dallied. W h e n  that 
happened, A lec knew he had the upper hand.

“ Com e on, Jero m e! Q u it  hesitating. I  
asked you a ve ry simple, innocent question. 
I  w ant the first name of A lfre d ’s father.” 

Jerom e grinned, but there was no m irth  
in  it. H e  was rapid ly reaching the end of 
his rope and he knew it.

“ Suppose I  don’t care to discuss m y fam
ily any further. W h a t w ill yo u  do about it, 
A lec? A rrest me, perhaps?”

“ Perhaps. I t  m ight do yo u  some good. 
D o n ’t make me do it, Jerom e.”

Jerom e chuckled.
“ W h a t headlines! M illionaire  arrested be

cause he refuses to give first name of a 
relative to a petty official from  the D istrict 
A tto rn e y ’s office. I  w onder how  C ro w ley 
w o uld like that.”

“ R igh t no w  I ’m  not w o rrie d  about C ro w 
ley,” A le c  said seriously. “ I  w an t that name 
— although I  could probably give it to you. 
A re  you going to tell me ?”

“ N o , I  think not. O n  general principles. 
I  don’t like being pushed around, A lec. A r 
rest me if yo u  like— if yo u  think yo u  can 
make such a phony accusation stick. I ’m  
no lawyer, but I ’m  sure I  have a right to 
some privacy.”

“ Stay right where yo u  are. I ’m  going to 
use the telephone. I f  yo u  try  to leave this 
room , so help me, I ’ll slug you. O r  better 
yet, I ’ll lock us both in together.”

A lec went to the door and turned the key, 
removed it and put it into his pocket. W h e n  
he turned about, Jerom e was righ t behind 
him  and all the aggressiveness that K ip  had 
ever displayed was duplicated on his face.

“ W a n n a  fight?”  A lec asked cheerfully. 
“ Sit dow n and stop being silly. I f  yo u  w ant 
something to thin k about— study this.” 

A lec’s hand came out of his pocket hold
ing the pistol w hich had been rescued from

the sewer at the com er. H e  held it up so 
Jerom e could see it, recognize it, and he 
tho ught the m an’s eyes w o uld pop out of his 
head. Jerom e opened his m outh, tried to 
say something, but he was speechless. A lec 
left h im  there, dull-eyed w ith  all the aggres
siveness gone.

C H A P T E R  X V

Too Many Suspects

O I N G  to the phone, A lec 
called Police H ea dqu ar
ters and asked for N ola n.

“ W h a t a b o u t  those 
prints?” he demanded.

“ I  was intending to 
take a ru n  over," N o la n  
said. “ T h e y  were on file 
all right. Th o se  prints 
belong to a m ug named 
N ic k  N o rris . H e  was 
sent to the pen seven or 

eight years ago on a charge of bigam y. 
Seems he liked to m a rry  w ealthy w om en.”

“ W h e n  was he released?” A lec asked. H is  
wits were beginning to spin. H e  really had 
something here and it portended little good 
for the A n d e r fam ily. H e  had a m otive and 
an identification.

“ H e  was such an incorrigible in  prison that 
they kept h im  in for his w hole term . I t  ex
pired three weeks ago and he hasn’t been 
heard from  since. U n t il  w e met h im  in  that 
icebox.”

“Th a n k s, E r f ,” A le c  said. “ Com e over in 
about an hour. I  m ay have a customer. H is  
name m ight even be A n d e r. Yes— Jerom e 
A n d e r.”

A le c  hung up, his eyes still on Jerom e w ho 
had given absolutely no response w hen his 
name was m entioned in connection w ith  an 
arrest. A lec almost found himself feeling 
sorry for this m an.

“ H o w  about it, Jerom e?” he asked. “ D o  
I  get P o rter’s first name n o w ?”

“ I t  was— N ick . N ic k  P orter. I — where 
did yo u  get that g un?”

A le c  had produced the gun and began to 
fiddle w ith  it.

“ F ro m  a sewer at the corner. W h y , Jerom e, 
yo u  ought to know . Y o u  dropped it there. 
Y o u  also disposed of the extra cartridges by 
h iding  them  in  an old paper carton outside. 
I  also w ent to the Police Ballistics D epart
m ent and they did some testing for me.”

“ Y o u — did?” Jerom e asked vaguely.
“ Yes. Sit dow n because the rest of what 

I  have to tell you m ay knock yo u  off your
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feet. Th e re  isn’t any use feeling secure be
cause you believe that even though the m u r
der weapon has been found, the bullet hasn’t. 
Fra nkly, I  found the bullet the first day I  
came here. I t  was lodged in that chair. T h e  
one N ick  N o rris , alias N ic k  P orter, occupied 
when he died.”

“ N o — no, that’s a lie.”
“ I  can show the bullet to you. A ls o  the 

spot w here it slashed through the leather 
upholstery. W h y  did you think I  persisted 
in calling Peter’s death a m urder? Because 
I  located the bullet. B lood seeped through 
the slash in the leather too. N ic k ’s blood. 
Com e over here and I ’ll show yo u.”

Jerom e sat dow n instead.
“ W h a t’s the use? I  kn ow  o n ly too well 

yo u’re not lyin g. I  sensed, long ago, that 
you had something w h ich  drove you on. A t  
first I  felt sure it was Ju d ith , but a g irl 
doesn’t create such persistency.”

“Ju d ith  does— in me.” A le c  thought of 
her and shuddered. H e  hated w hat he had to 
do. W h a t he had to say next.

“ W h y  did yo u  shoot N ick  N o rris , Jerom e?” 
Jerom e A n d e r stared at A lec as if as

tounded. T h e n  he burst into a fit of derisive 
laughter.

“ T h a t ’s rich,” he said. “ So yo u’ve been 
thinking  I ’m  a m urderer?” H e  sobered sud
denly. “ B u t I ’m  not. I  didn’t k ill him . I ’ve 
been a fool about a lot of things, but I ’m 
not a m urderer.”

“ I t  was yo u r gun,” A lec said.
Jerom e again laughed harshly.
“ I ’m  not talking. Y o u  can’t prove these 

things. Y o u  m erely guessed well, basing yo ur 
guessing game on the bullet yo u  found in 
the chair. I  even have doubts about that.” 

“ H a ve  a look,” A lec invited. “ I  made the 
slit a little bigger, but if yo u  pull some of 
the upholstery free, yo u ’ll see it’s blood
stained. T h e  body remained in the chair for 
some time. A fte r its rem oval the chair was 
carefully washed, but the slit w asn’t noticed.”

W I T H  an an gry glance, Jerom e w ent 
over to the chair. H e  finished his 

inspection of it quickly.
“T h a t  slit could have been done purposely 

to frighten me. I  don’t scare easily, A lec.” 
“ D o  you w ish to see the w ritten  report of 

the Police firearms expert? Shall I  show 
you charts— enlargements of the spent bullet 
that killed N ick  N o rris?  T h e n  an enlarge
ment of another bullet fired thro u g h  the 
same barrel? Jerom e, yo u  were seen getting 
rid of the gun. I t  killed N o rris , beyond any 
doubt whatsoever. W e  have the num bers 
on the gun.”

“ I t  was m y gun. I t  did kill N o rris . I  
adm it it.”

Jerom e spoke softly, almost as if to h im 
self. A lec walked closer to hear better.

“ D id  you kill h im ?”
“ N o . Y o u  w o n ’t believe me, but I  did not 

k ill h im . I  w o uld  have liked to though. I  
wish I  had. I  could face things better than—  
than

“ W h o ?  W h o  did it?”
“ I  don’t kn ow , but I ’m  feeling sorry for 

w hoever did. N o rris  deserved killing.”
“ Keep yo u r sym pathy,” Alec advised, “ b e 

cause the person w h o  killed N o rris  also m u r
dered Peter and, I ’m  sure, yo ung P orter. 
D o  yo u  w ant to tell me the whole story?”

Jerom e hu n g  his head. H is  eyes watched 
A lec and his voice was husky w hen he spoke.

“ I  m igh t as well. W e  have to go back 
some years. A lfre d  was the son of N ick  
N o rris , alias P orter. I  th in k  P o rter was his 
right name. I t  doesn’t m atter. I ’ll call him  
N o rris  however. A lfre d ’s m other fell in love 
w ith  him . She wasn’t especially yo ung  and 
she fell hard. N o n e  of us approved of h im  
ve ry m uch.

“ T h e y  were m arried however. T h a t  was 
m any years ago. Y o u  can’t convince a 
w om an in love that her sweetheart is any
thing  but S ir Galahad. V e ry  soon after, we 
learned the tru th — that N o rris  had m arried 
m y sister on ly for the m oney he could get 
out of her.”

“ W a s n ’t there enough— am ong all those 
m illions— to satisfy h im ?” A lec queried.

“ W e  never found out. N o rris  was kicked 
out w hen A lfre d  was about twelve. Later, 
we learned he had m arried tw o other wom en, 
using the name of N o rris . N a tu ra lly  we 
started divorce proceedings in the name of 
m y sister. P aul died, however, and delayed 
things. Th e n , before any action could be 
taken, m y sister also died.’̂

“ I ’m  beginning to see,” A lec said slowly. 
“ Th e re  was the m atter of yo u r brother P a u l’s 
estate. N o rris , as yo u r sister’s w ido w er, had 
a claim  on it.”

“ H e  had a stranglehold on it,” Jerom e 
grunted and his voice rose in anger as he 
proceeded. “ L e t me explain. Before P aul 
died, he changed his w ill. H e  felt te rrib ly  
sorry for A lfre d ’s m other because he alone 
had favored N o rris . W e ll, A lfre d ’s m other 
was given on e-third  of the estate.”

A le c  whistled softly.
“ W h e w ! N o rris  could certainly have 

cashed in.”
“ H e  intended to. H is  m arriage to m y sister 

was strictly legal. H is  first m arriage. W h e n  
she died before she could divorce him , he



became her heir because she died intestate.”
“ B u t w h y  m urder h im ?” A lec asked.
“ I  told you I  did not kill h im  and I  don’t 

kn ow  w ho did. O ne of us— yes, I ’ll concede 
that, but hear me out before yo u  make accu
sations.”

“ T h a t  was a m atter-of-fact accusation per
taining to no one in particular. G o  on, 
Jerom e.”

“T h e  estate was, and is, largely composed 
of stock. T h e  fam ily owns the controlling 
interest in  a num ber of businesses, but barely 
a controlling interest and we have refused 
to sell out. I f  N o rris  got on e-third  of this 
stock, he w o uld have been in a position to 
either make us pay or take some handsome 
profits from  people w h o  don’t like o u r con
tro l.”

“ In  other words,” A le c  said, “ N o rris  held 
the w h ip  hand. H is  say-so m ight have ruined 
the fam ily financially. T h a t  is— his share 
could have taken several m illions away from  
you.”

“ W e ’d have been forced to sell and at a 
terrific loss,” Jerom e continued. “ W e ’re not 
beloved people, A lec. W e ’re cruel people in  
business dealings and we have enemies w ait
ing to knock us down. Therefore , N o rris  
died.”

“T e l l  me just w hat occurred,” A lec urged.
“ N o rris  knew nothing  of the estate that 

was his and we didn’t mean to tell him . H e  
w ent to prison and stayed there a long time. 
W e  had a small hand in that although N o rris  
cooperated splendidly by being a recalcitrant 
prisoner. W h e n  he got out, he went to see 
Peter.”

“ T h a t  I  kn ow ,” A lec told him .

E R O M E ’S eyebrows lifted.
“ Y o u  really did some good detective 

w o rk  then. A t  any rate, Peter gave h im  little 
or no satisfaction beyond a promise of a 
reasonable am ount of m oney, but N o rris  was, 
in  spite of all his other failings, no fool. H e  
investigated and learned the tru th .”

“ T h e n  he called at the house and made his 
demands. Is  that it?”

“ Precisely. A  very nasty m an too. D id n ’t 
give a tinker’s dam  about his son A lfred. 
D id n ’t even w ant to see him , luckily for us. 
W e ’d kept the tru th  from  A lfre d .”

“ A n d  no w ,” A lec leaned forw ard, “ we come 
to the m urder.”

“ Yes— the m urder and all its harro w ing 
consequences. I f  a w hole fam ily ever w ent 
slowly, stark, ravin g  mad, we did. Peter 
jum ped the gun on us, that’s alL W e  had 
it out that night. A l l  of us were there ex
cept Jud ith , w ho was expected home from
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school. N o rris  made his threats and meant 
to ca rry  them  out. Th e re  was n o thing  we 
could do about it— or so we thought. A l l  
but one of us, that is. T h e  m urderer knew  
w hat w o uld stop N o rris .”

“ Y o u  were not present then, w hen he was 
shot?”

“ N o . W e  left N o rris  in this room , seated 
in  that chair. H e  was finishing a drink and 
he was hanged if he’d m ove. W e  just walked 
out on h im  and intended to hold a conference 
upstairs. A fte r awhile, I  w ent to m y room . 
I  do n’t kn ow  exactly where the rest of them 
were. E xce p t N oble. H e  took the car and 
w ent to the station after Ju d ith . W e  didn’t 
w ant her to w alk in  on N o rris .”

“ Y o u  heard the shot fired?” A lec asked.
“ I  didn’t. T h e  others said they didn’t 

either. W e  assembled again upstairs.. O u r  
m eeting lasted o n ly a short time and then we 
w ent back to the library. N o rris  was in the 
chair— dead.”

“ Y o u r  automatic pistol was the weapon 
w hich  was used to k ill N o rris ,”  A le c  said. 
“ I f  yo u  didn’t use it to kill him , w h o  did?”

Jerom e’s forehead became creased w ith  
perplexity and solicitude.

“ I  don’t know ,”  he said. “ I  kept the gu n  on 
the closet shelf in  m y roo m  but I  had not 
touched it  for years. A fte r the m urder, I  
picked it up and hid it.”  H e  spread his hands 
in appeal. “T h a t ’s the truth , A lec, whether 
yo u  believe it or not.”

“ Can yo u  prove alibis?” A le c  asked. “T h e y  
m ight not hold up, brothers and sisters and 
grandchildren, alib iing one another, b u t it 
w o uld  help.”

“ D o cto r Prentice returned home righ t 
after we found N o rris . H e  examined the 
body and said N o rris  had been dead about 
forty-five m inutes. Checking back w e dis
covered that all of us were in  o ur room s at 
the time. O r  w e were supposed to be.”

“ W h o  did yo u  think it was?” A le c  persist
ed. “ Y o u  m ust have had some personal 
idea.”

“ Peter. T h e  instant I  heard he’d gone mad, 
I  reasoned that he was the m urderer and he 
could not stand the pangs of his ow n con
science.”

“ Peter was m urdered,”  A le c  said softly. 
“ H e  knew the killer and was himself m u r
dered so he’d never talk.”

“ W h a te ve r happened,” Jerom e said, “we 
were all driven to heavy drinking, silent con
tem plation and everlasting fear. W e  are all 
m utually g u ilty  of one thing. Concealing a 
crime.”

“ A n d  skilfully too,” A le c  conceded, w o n 
dering h o w  he could ever break this to

DETECTIVE
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Jud ith . “ I  found N o rris ’ body a short time

nago.
“ Th e n  it’s all over w ith . Y o u  can toss the 

lot of us into ja il and have good and suffi
cient reason for doing so. Personally I ’m  
glad. I ’ve been afraid of follow ing in Peter’s 
footsteps sooner o r later.”

TH I S  suggestion bro ught a quick denial 
from  Alec.

“ I ’m  not going to th ro w y o u  in  ja il,” he said. 
“ W h y  I ’m practically a m em ber of the 
family. N o , m y jo b  is to find the actual m u r
derer. H e  deserves no sym pathy because he 
not only killed N o rris , but he m urdered Peter 
and A lfre d  in cold blood.”

“ Y o u ’re probably rig h t,”  Jerom e agreed. 
“ I  always did think Peter, if  he wasn’t the 
m urderer himself, knew  w h o  the killer was. 
H e  m ay have surprised him . I ’m  grateful, 
A lec— we all are— for y o u r kindness. W e  
don’t deserve it after the w ay w e treated 
you.”

“ I  can forget that,”  A le c  said.
Th e re  was a discreet knock on the door. 

A lec opened it and Sergeant N ola n  stood 
there. H e  came in  w hen A lec stepped aside.

“ E rf , we’ve come close to the finish,” A lec 
said. “ I  kn ow  w h y  N o rris  was killed, w hen 
and where. I  don’t, however, kn o w  w ho did it 
beyond the fact that it must have been some 
m ember of this fam ily.”

“T h e y ’re a pack of liars,”  N o la n  warned. 
“ Y o u ’ll never get the righ t one to adm it it.” 

“ Perhaps not, but if I  don’t, I ’ll find h im  by 
other means. E r f , I  w ant yo u  to take Jerom e 
upstairs to Peter’s room . L o c k  the door and 
keep him  there. L a te r on, I ’ll send some of 
the others. T h e y  are not to talk to one an
other about the case. N o t  one single w ord. 
T h e  person w h o  does talk goes into a cell. 
U nderstand that, Jerom e?”

“ I ’m  agreeable. I  see w hat’s behind it too. 
Y o u ’re going to talk to each of us and try  to 
get conflicting stories. Y o u  w o n ’t, A lec. W e  
w ent over it a dozen times and always w ith  
the same result.”

“ G o  w ith  N o la n ,” A lec told him . “ C o o p 
erate a little while longer and w e’ll remove 
this menace. I  intend to find h im  and no 
m atter w ho it turns out to be, I  shall have 
no m ercy.”

“ N o t  even w ith  Ju d ith ? ” Jerom e ventured. 
“ N o t  even w ith  her. I f  she is a murderess, 

I ’ll take her by the hand and ju m p  in  the 
N o rth  R iver. T h a t ’s how  certain I  am  that 
she has nothing to do w ith  it. O kay, E rf , 
yo u  can take him  away.”

A s  Jerom e turned away, A lec asked one 
m ore question.

“ A b o u t Ju d ith — did she have any inkling 
of w hat happened ?”

“ N either she nor A lfre d  did,”  Jerom e re
plied. “ W e  were ve ry careful about that.”

C H A P T E R  X V I  

C lo s in g  N e t

E L A Y I N G  f o r  several 
minutes, Alec fixed the 
details of Jerom e’s story 
ve ry firm ly in  his brain. 
T h e n  he w ent upstairs 
himself. Ju d ith  was w ith  
M rs . A n d e r. K ip  was 
there too. Ju d ith  came 
out to meet him . She took 
his arm , held it ve ry tight
ly  and they walked to the 
head of the stairs.

A lm o st autom atically, they sat dow n on 
the top step. Ju d ith  said nothing  for a 
m om ent or tw o.

“A lec, w h y  didn’t you believe that story I  
told you at the Dresden R o o m ?”

A lec put his arm  about her shoulders.
“ I t  was too complete, Ju d y. N o  g irl w o uld  

ever confess to as m uch as yo u  did.”
“ I  was try in g  m y best to make yo u  forget 

me and m y fam ily.”  She looked at him , eyes 
speculative. “ A re  yo u  going to cut me out, 
A lec, after yo u  prove one of m y relatives is 
a m urderer?”

“ W h a t fo r?” he bristled. “ L o o k  here, m y 
lady, I ’m  in love w ith  you, not yo u r relatives. 
A n d  I  always did say I ’d never m a rry  m y 
w ife’s fam ily too. W e ’ll clean this up and get 
out of here.”

“ B u t yo u ’ll be the prosecutor. H o w  can 
we get m arried?”

“ A s  of the m om ent I  tu rn  a killer over to 
the police, I ’m  not on the D istrict A tto rn e y ’s 
staff. A fte r all, I ’m  a law yer. T h e y  can’t 
disbar me. N o w  suppose yo u  go back to yo ur 
grandm other and tell yo u r father I  w ant to 
see h im .”

“ A le c !” she said. She jum ped to her feet 
w ith  flashing eyes. “ O h ! ”

“ N o w  do n’t get silly ideas into yo u r head,” 
he insisted. “ I  haven’t a shred of proof that 
y o u r father is guilty . F ra n k ly , I  don’t be
lieve he is. Send him  out and stop w o rry in g .”

“ I ’ll send him , but I ’ll w o rry  too.”
Ju d ith  backed away, turned abruptly and 

ran dow n the corridor. I n  a few seconds K ip  
came out of the room , sw inging along bellig
erently.

“ I ’m  not w asting any time on yo u,” he said. 
“ W h a t do yo u  w an t?”
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“ Y o u  can explain here— w here the others 

w ill hear you, including a detective— or come 
w ith  me to the libra ry where w e’ll be alone. 
I  w ant to know  w h y  yo u  burned an oil p o r
trait of N ick  N o rris  alias N ick  P orter.”

“ I ’ll go to the libra ry w ith  you,” K ip  said 
quickly and in a lowered voice. “ Y o u ’ve 
been getting around, A lec.”

A fte r they had entered the library, A lec 
locked the door.

"Ju d ith  tells me you have asked her to 
m a rry you.” K ip  seemed entirely at ease 
w hen he established himself in one of the 
libra ry chairs.

“ Y o u ’re not going to try  to stop m e?” 
A lec asked.

“ N o , I  think not. D o n ’t see h o w  I  could 
anyway. I  also understand that Ju d ith  cheat
ed somewhat. She disobeyed m y instructions 
w hen she was away at school.”

“ D id  you expect her to be a n in n y all her 
life?” Alec demanded. “Ju st so she could 
pose for yo u r sappy pictures? W h ic h  brings 
us directly to the m atter of the canvas burned 
in the furnace and the em pty portrait frame, 
dated the time of N ic k  N o rris ’ visit to this 
house. I  know  all about N o rris .”

“ I  painted N o rris — o r P o rter— or whatever 
you w ant to call him . I  could tell, as the oils 
took shape on the canvas, that he was a rat. 
T h e n — when I  knew certain things were in 
danger of discovery, I  decided to destroy the 
painting.”

“ Y o u  didn’t destroy the subject of the 
painting too?” A le c  asked, m in d fu l of the 
fact that K ip  knew n o thing  about the proof 
of m urder or the finding of N o rris ’ body.

“ D o  yo u  mean N o rris , personally?” K ip  
said w ith  a laugh. “T e l l  me, h o w  in the 
w o rld  did you ever uncover him  ?”

" B y  draw ing dow n a sheet in the refriger
ating plant of a hospital anatom y room . 
W h e re  D o cto r Prentice bro ught N o rris ’ 
body.”

KI P ’S easy smile died. H e  sat bolt up
right in the chair.

“ So it’s like that,”  he said slowly.
“Just like that, K ip . N o rris  was m urdered 

in this room . I  even kn o w  w h y. Because he 
possessed the legal right to destroy the finan
cial empire this fam ily represents. A  right 
he w o uld  have exerted too, because he hated 
all of you.”

“ I  didn’t k ill h im ,” K ip  said. “ M aybe I  
w o uld  have if someone else hadn’t beat me 
to it.”

“ D o  yo u  kn ow  w h o  did?”
“ N o . I ’ve tried to guess, but it was impos

sible. I ’m  not sure how  m uch yo u  know ,
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Alec, but I ’ll assume it’s a great deal. I f  you 
become confused, I ’ll go back and explain. 
T h e  last time I  saw N o rris , he was in this 
room . G etting nicely stewed and telling us 
w hat he thought of us. I  w ent upstairs. So 
did everyone else.”

“ Eve ryo n e ?” A lec interrupted. “ Does that 
include Suzanne, N ob le— Ju d ith ?”

“Ju d ith  hadn’t arrived, but we expected her 
that night. N oble  d idn’t jo in  us upstairs. H e  
w ent after Ju d ith  and he had orders to keep 
her away from  the house as long as possible. 
Suzanne, so far as I  know , stayed either in 
the kitchen or in  her room .”

“ A ll  of you then, w ith  the exceptions you 
indicated, stayed upstairs. H o w  long, K ip ? ” 

“ Perhaps half or three-quarters of an hour. 
I  do n’t remember. H o w  can you expect me 
to? W h e n  we found him  dead, we w ent to 
pieces. Yes, me included. I  knew w hat his
death portended and it made a coward of-  »> me.

“ B u t yo u  all stayed in one group during 
this indefinite period?”

“ N o . W e  talked it over, agreed there was 
nothing we could do and then w e separated. 
I ’m  not sure where the others went. I  entered 
m y room  and took several good, long drinks.” 

“ T h e n  you are unable to claim an alibi for 
the time N o rris  was shot?” A lec was re
morseless in his questions. “ Y o u  can’t even 
help any of the others alibi themselves?”

“ I  suppose not. Y o u  kn ow  a great deal. 
I  can tell by the tenor of yo u r questions. 
W h o m  have you been talking to, A le c?” 

“ W h e re  was D o c to r Prentice?” A le c  asked, 
instead of answ ering the question.

“ O u t— somewhere. O n  a case, I  suppose. 
H e  returned right after we found N o rris  
dead. W h o m  have yo u  been talking to? 
A n sw e r m e !”

“ N o t quite yet,” A lec countered. “ Y o u  all 
came dow n then, after N o rris  was found 
dead. In cidentally— w h o  found h im ?” 

“ Peter. H e  let out a shriek like a banshee.” 
“ W h e re  was A lfre d ? ”
“ In  his lab. A t  least, I  suppose he was.” 
“ Th e re  was a gun on the floor w hich I  can 

prove belonged to Jerom e. T h e  m urder gun. 
I  can prove that too. D id  Jerom e acknow l
edge ow nership of the w eapon?”

“ H e  didn’t have to,” K ip  answered as he 
shrugged. “ W e  all knew it was his.”

“ W h o  suggested concealing the crim e ?” 
“ Peter. H e  was supposed to be the smart 

one of the fam ily and he took charge. A l l  of 
us helped, of course. H o w  m any years does 
a m an generally get for concealing m urder?” 

“ Depends upon circumstances. A t  least I  
think yo u ’re telling the tru th , K ip , because
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y o u r story coincides w ith  Jerom e’s. I  pinned 
h im  dow n and he talked. D o n ’t blame him . 
I  really had a lot of evidence on him . N o w  
yo u’ll have to jo in  Jerom e. I  don’t w ant you 
to w arn the others. I t ’s better if they tell 
their ow n stories.”

SL O W L Y  K ip  wagged his massive head 
from  side to side.

“ I t ’s a strange sensation— taking the o r
ders instead of giving  them, but that’s an 
awful big w hip  you hold in yo u r hand, Alec. 
G o  easy on M other. T h is  business almost 
drove her frantic. O ve rlo o k  the drinking. 
She only did it to forget— to obtain sleep that 
w o uldn’t come to her otherwise.”

“ Com e on,” A lec said non-com m ittally. 
“ I ’ll take yo u  to Jerom e and Sergeant 
N o la n.”

“ So yo u ’re going to be tough about it.” 
K ip  didn’t move. “ Y o u  intend to take us, col
lectively, by the scruff of the neck and shake 
us.”

“ I ’m going to do whatever is necessary to 
learn the tru th ,” A le c  told him . “ A n d  I  w o n ’t 
like it anym ore than yo u  or the others w ill. 
A re  you com ing?”

K ip  didn’t answer, but he arose and walked 
silently beside A lec to the room  w here N ola n  
had Jerom e in custody. A lec knocked, was 
admitted and after leaving K ip  there too, 
headed for N oble  Sanborn’s room .

D r . Prentice was seated at N o b le ’s bedside 
when Alec entered. H e  looked up, rather 
startled.

“ H o w  is he?” A lec asked.
“ C o m in g  along. I f  the yo ung  idiot w o uld 

stagger his drinks instead of sw allow ing a 
dozen as fast as he can get them  dow n, he’d 
be better off. Te rrib le  about A lfred, wasn’t 
it?”

“ I  want to talk to yo u  about that— in  the 
library. Can you leave N oble for a little 
while ?”

“ H e ’s just drun k,” D r . Prentice said. “ H e ’s 
in no danger at all.”

Alec bent over the bed.
“ N oble, sober up. A lfre d  has been killed. 

I ’ll w ant to talk w ith  you later. D o  you 
hear m e?”

Noble opened one eye and studied Alec 
contem platively. T h e n  he grinned.

“ Sure— talk to you. L ik e  you, A lec. N ice  
guy. I  like yo u  very m uch. T a lk  to yo u  any 
time.”

“ Good.” A lec m otioned D r . Prentice to 
follow  him  and led the doctor to the library.

“ T h a t  was some story you cooked up about 
the dog buried in the cellar, doc,” A lec 
opened the conversation.

Prentice moved restlessly in his chair. 
“ Y o u  had an autopsy done on it, didn’t 

you? W e ll, w hen I  told yo u  those facts, I  
was sore. I  didn’t give a rap w hat you 
thought. I  killed that dog because it was 
vicious.”

“ O h , stop it,”  A lec said w earily. “ T h e  dog 
belonged to N ic k  N o rris  and was in this 
house w ith  him  w hen N o rris  was m urdered. 
N a tu ra lly  the dog had to be disposed of some 
w ay and yo u  fed it hydrocyanic acid.”

“ T h e  dog wandered in and proved to be a 
dangerous anim al,”  D r . Prentice said w ith  
studied calm. “ I  don’t kn ow  anything about 
any N ic k  N o rris . Y o u  m entioned his name 
before I  believe.”

“ D o c, shake hands w ith  the cadaver yo u’re 
cutting  up at C ity  H ospital,” A lec sighed. 
“ T h a t ’s N ic k  N o rris  and yo u  kn o w  it. T h e  
night he was m urdered, you pronounced him  
dead. A ll  I  w ant from  you is a complete 
story, but it m ust be the truth. T h e  absolute 
tru th  because if you lie, I ’ll know  it.”

D r . Prentice studied the blank w all across 
the room  for a m om ent. T h e n  he snapped 
himself out of that apparent m ental fog.

“ I  doubt ve ry m uch that you kn ow  any
thing. I  don’t fall for bluffs, A lec. Y o u ’re 
like a hypochondriac w ho wants to be treated 
because he enjoys taking medicine. H e  
throw s a smokescreen of m ock ailments over 
his good health. B luff— sheer bluff.”

“ N ick  N o rris  was m urdered in that leather 
chair,”  A le c  retorted. “ H e  was shot through 
the heart. T h e  bullet emerged, lodged in the 
fram ew ork of the chair and I  found it. I  also 
found the m urder weapon— Jerom e’s auto
m atic. I  kn o w  that N ic k  N o rris  could have 
ruined this fam ily. T h a t  yo u  were indebted 
to the fam ily to a great extent and risked 
yo u r career and good name to help them  out. 
I  know  yo u  intended disposing of the corpse 
b y  sm uggling it into C ity  H ospital as a legally 
acquired cadaver for the purpose of ana
tom ical study.”

“ W h a t do you w ant me to tell yo u ?” P re n 
tice asked quietly.

“ T h a t ’s better. W h y  did yo u  k ill the dog?” 
“ I  was tru th fu l w hen I  said it was vicious. 

A  m an like N o rris  w o u ld n ’t  have anything 
but a vicious dog. A lfre d  didn’t w ant him  
killed. H e  allowed the beast to occupy his 
laboratory u n til it became ugly. A fterw a rd, 
A lfre d  and I  buried it in  the vegetable cellar. 
I t  seemed a safe place— until you arrived and 
then it was too late to do anything about it.” 

“ A n d  the body of N o rris ? ” A lec asked. 
“ A lec, yo u  m ust see m y side of this if you 

can,” Prentice said, ve ry earnestly. “ I  met 
M rs . A n d e r quite accidentally, at a time w hen
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I  was in danger of being kicked out of school 
because I  lacked funds. She saw me through, 
set me up and then literally established me 
by having me live here. I  owe her a great 
deal. E ve n  if this means I  lose m y license 
to practise and I ’m thro w n  into prison, I  still 
w ill not feel I  have repaid her in full.”

“ Yes,” Alec commented enigmatically. 
‘‘N o w  tell me w hat I  asked.”

C H A P T E R  X V I I

Circle of Guilt

O L L E C T I N G  all of his 
composure, D r .  Prentice 
seemed to brace himself 
for the ordeal. H e  began 
to tell his story in a re- 
s i g n e d  m atter-of-fact 
voice.

“ T h e  night that it hap
pened— the night of the 
m urder— I  was out,” he 
said. “ I  do n’t remember 
offhand just where I  had 

been, but m y books w ill show. A t  any rate, 
I  was in the act of opening the front door 
w hen I  heard Peter scream. K ip , Jerom e 
and M rs. A n d e r hurried dow n the steps. 
Suzanne came from  her quarters at the rear 
of the house.”

“ Peter was unable to say m uch, but K ip  
explained w hat had happened. N o rris , I  
judged, had been shot about th irty  to fo rty - 
five minutes before. I  base that upon the 
condition of the blood w hich had flowed out 
of the w ound and the tem perature of his 
body.”

“ W h o  suggested hiding the crim e?” Alec 
asked.

“ Peter. H e  said something had to be done. 
I — offered m y services and we concocted a 
plan. W e  waited until the coast was clear 
and carried the corpse out to m y car. I  drove 
to a lonesome spot, waited a bit and then 
proceeded to C ity  Hospital. I t  was very late 
by then. I  knew the ropes. T h e  elevator 
used by doctors w ho rent room s on the top 
floor, wasn’t manned. I  merely carried the 
corpse into the elevator, took it to the refrig 
erator and tied a tag on it, showing the 
cadaver had been admitted to the hospital as 
a routine procedure. I  even filed the dup li
cate tag in the records.

“ Th e n , the next day, I  appeared at the hos
pital, asked for m y cadaver and the body of 
N o rris  was brought out. N o  one realized it 
was a surplus specimen. T h e  whole thing 
was so simple it had to w o rk — w ith  a little
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luck on m y side.”

“ G o in g  back to the time yo u  entered this 
house,” A lec said. “ W a s there anyone else 
near the lib ra ry?”

“ O n ly  Peter. Fra n k ly , Alec, I  tho ught all 
along that Peter killed him. Peter w ent to 
pieces so completely, it seemed to indicate 
he did it.”

“ W o u ld  he have reacted in the same w ay 
if he knew w ho really had done the k illin g?”

“ Possibly. Peter was a type w ho betrays 
no nerves at f\\  and yet is a seething mass of 
them. Alec, I ’ll make a bargain w ith  you.”

“ So rry, doctor, there can be no bargaining 
in a case of m urder. Y o u  kn ow  that.”

“ B u t at least listen to me. I ’ll testify that 
Peter paid me to dispose of the corpse. T h a t  
he admitted being the m urderer. I  kn o w  it 
means prison for me, but it w ill save these 
people.”

“ T h a t ’s ve ry generous of you, but it’s no 
deal,” A lec said. “ T h e  m an I ’m looking for 
deserves no break at all. H e  is a killer—  
three times a m urderer. If  he gets away w ith  
this, he’ll strike again when someone makes 
a move against him . H e  has learned that 
m urder is an easy w ay to acquire things or 
protect himself. H e ’s dangerous.”

“ I  suppose yo u’re right,” Prentice groaned. 
H e  looked up, hollow -eyed. “ W h e n  do I  
start for ja il?”

“ W e ll, yo u ’re going if that’s what you are 
try in g  to find out. I  can’t say when. Stay 
here, doc, until I  come back. D o n ’t try  to 
ru n  away.”

“ V e ry  generous of yo u.” Prentice had b it
ter sarcasm in his voice now. “ I  suppose you 
even believe I  killed N o rris ? ”

“ Y o u  m ight have at that. T h e  scheme for 
getting rid of the corpse seems almost too 
good to have been thought up on the spur 
of the m om ent. I t  was yo u r idea too. In  
fact, doc, I  almost hope it’s you. I f  any m em 
ber of the fam ily is guilty, the others w ill 
take it pretty hard.”

A lec left him  there and went upstairs to 
N oble’s room . H e  was sitting on the edge 
of the bed, an ice bag atop his head, a w hisky 
glass in his hand.

“ O ne thing  about a hangover is the nice 
treatment it requires and deserves,” he said 
w ith  a grin. “ Poison to kill poison. F u n n y  
how  I  like the stuff, but I  do. I  guess I  
wasn’t m uch help, was I ? ”

“ Y o u  were a confounded nuisance. Y o u  
still are. Stop horsing around, N oble. A lfred 
is dead.”

“ I  know , but w ho is to grieve over A lfre d ?” 
N oble  sighed. “ T h e  poor chum p never found 
out w hat life was all about. H a ve  a drink
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w ith  me.

“ N o , thanks. N oble, I  kn ow  all about the 
m urder w hich really took place in this house. 
K ip , Jerom e and D o c Prentice have admitted 
the whole thin g.”

O B L E  was pouring w hisky into the 
glass. B o th  hands were ve ry steady 

and he spoke w ithout looking up from  his 
task.

“ I  always had an idea they’d crack when 
the going got tough. Congratulations, Alec, 
on a nice job. W h a t happens next? O h  say, 
the ice is all melted and I  have to dilute the 
stuff that m uch anyway. M a y  I  go d o w n 
stairs after some cubes?”

“ I ’ll come w ith  yo u,” A lec said. “ B rin g  the 
bottle. M aybe I ’ll have one too. Gosh knows 
I  need something to bolster me up.”

T h e y  walked downstairs, along the recep
tion hall and turned Into the dining room . 
N oble pushed open the sw inging door to the 
butler’s pantry and they entered the kitchen. 
Suzanne wasn’t around. N oble procured a 
tray of cubes, another glass and sat dow n at 
the kitchen table. H e  had to push breakfast 
dishes aside to make room  enough.

A lec took a long swig of his drink.
“T h e y  tell me on the night of the m urder, 

you w ent after Ju d ith  w ith  orders to keep 
her away from  the house for awhile. H o w  
long was she w ith  yo u ?”

“A b o u t tw o hours,” N oble  answered. H e  
moved several glasses into a straight line and 
piled smaller ones on top.

“ D o in g  w hat?”
“ W e ll, her train was late. I  kicked around 

the station for awhile and finally she arrived. 
I  took her to a cocktail room  and kept her 
talking. I  suppose it m ay have been even 
longer than tw o hours. W h e n  I  got back, I  
didn’t even kn ow  a crime had been com 
m itted. I  tho ught N o rris  had sim ply gone 
his w ay and that m y job to keep Ju d ith  out of 
his sight, was successful.”

N oble piled still m ore glasses on top of the 
second row , intending probably, to create a 
pyram id like the one he’d made w ith  the 
cocktail glasses on the bar of the Dresden 
Room.

“ Th e n , when I  learned the truth , I  agreed 
that we’d best let things stand as they were,” 
he said w ith  a grimace at A lec. “ Y o u  kn ow —  
I  rather think w e’d have gotten away w ith  it 
too if Peter hadn’t cracked.”

“ N o  doubt about it. N oble, did Peter owe 
you any money? D id  he keep you well sup
plied w ith  it?”

“ Keep me supplied?” N oble derided the 
idea. “ I ’m  w o rth  about a m illion dollars. A t

least m y share of the estate runs into a figure 
like that. Peter gave me tw enty-five dollars a 
week. I f  you call that being well supplied—  
I  was.”

Alec watched Noble balance a final glass 
atop all the others. I t  was an artistic but 
precarious trick, but N oble seemed to be an 
expert at it. H e  let go of the top glass very, 
ve ry carefully.

“ T h e n  w h y  w o uld  Peter have w ritten and 
signed a check in yo ur name for one hundred 
thousand dollars?” Alec asked pointblank.

T h e  pyram id of glasses crashed, some to 
the floor, others just rolled across the table.

“ W h a t— did you say?” Noble asked.
Alec took the check out of his pocket.
“ T h is  was in Peter’s wallet the day he was 

taken to the hospital. I ’d say he was rather 
generous w ith  you.”

“ W e ll, I ’m  a m onkey’s u n c le !” Noble 
gasped. “T h e  old boy really meant it after 
all! I ’ve been beefing so m uch about going 
out on m y ow n that he must have got sick of 
listening to me. H e  meant this as a stake. 
F o r  all the times I  cussed him  out, I  now 
apologize to his spirit. I ’m  ric h ! H a ve  a 
drink, A lec? H a ve  a dozen drinks. O ne h u n 
dred thousand do lla rs!”

“ I t  isn’t yours quite yet,” A lec w arned him. 
“ H ow ever, it was clearly Peter’s desire that 
yo u  have this m oney so legally it’s yours. 
I ’ll hold it a day o r tw o.”

“ W h a t if I  want it to m o rro w — now ? W h a t 
if 1 wanted to get busy and prove I  can earn 
m y ow n w ay w itho ut sponging on others?”

.“ Y o u  couldn’t stir from  this house,” Alec 
told him.

H E  young m an stared at Alec.
“ Y o u  do n’t mean that I ’m  suspected 

of— m urder?”
“ E veryone in the house is suspected. Y o u  

less than the others for you and Ju d ith  seem 
to have the only alibis that can stand up. 
H ow ever, if yo u  leave, I ’ll consider it an in d i
cation that yo u ’re afraid of something and 
I ’ll make out a w arrant for yo ur arrest.”

“ I  couldn’t go now, anyw ay,” Noble 
shrugged. “ Just make sure that check 
doesn’t get lost. Peter can’t w rite  another.”

“ I ’ll take good care of it. Y o u  can go back 
to yo u r occupation of sobering up now. T r y  
to stay that w ay for a little w hile.”

N oble tossed off the rest of his drink and 
walked out. A lec waited until he heard him  
cross the reception hall. Th e n  he spoke 
aloud.

“ Suzanne, you can come out from  behind 
that door now. D o n ’t ever listen so intently 
at a door so close to the people you are spy-



ing on. Y o u  get excited and breathe so 
hard it can be heard.”

Suzanne, somewhat red of face, pushed 
open the door and came into the kitchen.

“ T h a t ’s m y room ,” she said defensively. 
“ I  heard voices and paid no attention until 
the glasses crashed. I ’ve told N oble  to stop 
playing like a boy w ith  blocks. H e ’s ruined 
more glasses and dishes in this house than all 
the maids put together.”

" H e  does seem addicted to that habit,” Alec 
observed.

“ H e  can’t sit dow n w itho ut fussing like 
that. I t  used to give poor M aster Peter the 
jitters. H e ’d w atch the glasses gro w  higher 
and higher and then he’d bawl N oble out 
something aw ful.”

“ Y o u  listened to us talking, Suzanne. Y o u  
learned that I ’ve discovered there was a m u r
der. W h a t do you know  about it?”

“ N o th in g, sir. N o th in g  at all, except what 
happened that night. I t  was terrible. I  heard 
Master Peter scream and I  hurried out nat
urally— ”

“ W ere  you dressed?”
“ N o . I  had to look for m y slippers and 

robe. I  was about three or four minutes 
reaching the hall.”

“ T h in k  carefully, Suzanne. T h e  happiness 
of this fam ily and yo u r ow n, m ay depend 
on the answer yo u  give. R u n n in g  alongside 
the wall of yo ur room  is a stairway leading 
from  the outside to the second floor. W h ile  
you were finding yo u r slippers, did yo u  hear 
anyone going dow n those steps?”

She gave him  a queer look.
“ N o w  that you m ention it, I  think I  did. 

B u t it was a little before Peter screamed. I  
was lying awake in bed. W o r r y in g !”

" Y o u  d idn’t recognize the footsteps?”
“ O h , no, sir, they were pretty well muffled 

by the w all.”
“ A n d  it was before you heard Peter scream. 

H o w  long?”
“ W h y , no more than a m inute or two. D o  

you m ind if I  clean up this mess? T h a t  
N o b le !”

A lec didn’t answer. H e  w ent into the hall, 
looked up the stairway and then tow ard the 
libra ry where the m urder had been com 
mitted. H e  estimated distances and the time 
element. T h e  m urderer could have made his 
exit b y that second floor stairway to the rear 
of the house. I t  was the safest possible way, 
unless he accidentally encountered some 
m em ber of the household. T h e n  the m u r
derer could have m erely pretended he’d just 
come out of his room .

A lec climbed the stairs slowly and purpose
fully. H e  got Sergeant N o la n  out of the
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room , let K ip  and Jerom e go free and led 
N o la n  to the fourth floor laboratory.

C H A P T E R  X V I I I

Too Many Alibis

J I E T L Y ,  yet impressive
ly, A lec showed Sergeant 
N o la n  the heavy brow n 
bottle, still on the floor, 
the tipped ,can of ether 
and the Bunsen burner.

“ W h a t do you make of 
it, E r f? ”

N o la n  shook his head. 
“ I t ’s such a swell set-up 
for accidental death I  get 
suspicious righ t away. 

K n o w  of any reason for killing the kid?” 
“ N o t yet. I f  he was m urdered, he must 

have kn ow n or seen something w hich point
ed to the killer. Y o u n g  P o rte r w ould have 
been apt to put the police on his trail. A fte r 
all, N o rris  was the kid’s father.”

“ L e t me nose around a bit,”  N o la n  sug
gested. “ I  see C ro w le y’s boys powdered 
everything for fingerprints. H a !  A  killer 
like the one we’re chasing doesn’t leave prints 
about.”

A lec was looking into one of the cabinets 
lined w ith  bottles of chemicals. H e  checked 
through some of P o rte r’s volum inous books 
of notes on experiments. T h e n  N o la n  called 
him  over.

T h e  detective sergeant pointed to the ap
paratus laid out on the bench in front of the 
spot where P o rter had been killed.

“ I ’m not so good on scientific stuff. I f  you 
kn ow  anything about it, can you tell me what 
kind of an experiment he was doing just 
before he died.”

“ N o t from  the apparatus, but his notebook 
is over here,” Alec said. “ L e t ’s see— these 
chemical formulae are almost Greek to me. 
Been a long tim e since I  studied it. T h e  
apparatus looks slightly fam iliar though. 
Yes, it is. P o rter was doing some analytical 
w o rk  by titration. Th o se are two burettes. 
O ne contains the solution to be tested, the 
other an acid or alkaline solution of kn ow n 
strength. M ix in g  the tw o until the acid 
equalizes the alkali, enables the chemist to 
tell the strength of the solution.”

“ I t ’s still a silly language to me,” N ola n  
grunted. “ W h a t I  m ainly w an t to kn ow — is 
heat necessary for this particluar job?” 

“ N o ,” A lec said. “ I t  isn’t. W h y ? ”
“ T h e n  explain the reason for the lighted 

Bunsen burner. L ittle  things like that, Alec,
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point the w ay to a m urderer. P o rter was ex
perimenting. H e  needed no heat. B u t the 
killer lighted the Bunsen burner because he 
had to have flame. H e  slugged Porter, then 
dropped the bottle on his dome. N e x t he 
tipped the ether can over and let the stuff 
drip out. I t  was like a time bomb. I t  gave 
the killer an opportunity to get away from  
here and establish an alibi. T e n  or fifteen 
minutes must have elapsed before the ether 
fumes were thick enough to explode.” 

“ Y o u ’re right, of course,” Alec agreed. “ I  
w onder w h y  C ro w ley’s men didn’t spot this?” 

“T h a t ’s easy to answer,” N ola n  said w ith  
open sarcasm. “ Those four boys w eren’t 
picked for their ability as detectives, but as 
yes-men. T h e y  let C ro w ley have his ow n 
way. I f  he says it isn’t m urder, they don’t 
do anything.”

“W e ’re getting there tho ugh,” Alec said. 
“ T h e  Anders have explained everything that 
happened. I  had them m ore or less pinned 
down so they were obliged to open up.” 

“ Just as soon as you spring the gun on 
them, yo u’ll learn plenty,” N ola n  said.

“ N o t so loud about the gun,” Alec winked. 
"Th e  gun made Jerom e crack and gave me 
the leads I  needed. B u t it ’s funny, E r f , how 
these suspects either have airtight alibis or 
none at all. Th e re  isn’t m uch w h ich  can be 
broken dow n.”

“ I  got a system,” N o la n  said. “ Sometimes 
it works. I t ’s w o rth  a chance anyhow. T h e  
idea is— go back to the ve ry first thing that 
happened and follow  the whole case right 
dow n through the present m om ent.”

“ In  that event we begin w ith  Peter A n d e r 
going insane,” Alec said. “ Say— remember 
how he suddenly got up in the restaurant and 
for no reason at all started slugging a man 
at the next table w ith  a w ater carafe? I  
wonder w h y  he picked on that guy? I  w o n 
der what set Peter off at that particular 
m om ent?”

O L A N  looked at his watch.
“ I t ’s late, but if the restaurant isn’t 

open, we can wake up the m an w ho owns it. 
T h a t ’s the fun of being a cop. T h e y  don’t 
dare kick when you make ’em get out of bed.” 

“ It  w o n ’t be necessary, E rf . T h e  man w ho 
was assaulted was h u rt quite badly, but got 
home all right. T h e  ambulance surgeon 
treated him  and there w ill be a record of it, 
w ith  his name and address. R u n  downstairs 
and find out, w ill yo u?”

“ I ’ll have it in five m inutes.”
N o la n  hurried off ahead in the direction of 

the phone ahead of Alec w ho descended more 
slow ly. A lec was occupied w ith  thoughts of

alibis. H e  reached the second floor and 
walked dow n the corridor in search of Jud ith .

She was still w ith  her grandm other. O ld  
M rs. A n d e r smiled w anly at Alec w hen he 
came in.

“ W e ’re quite a fam ily, aren’t w e?” she said. 
“ I  don’t condone m urder, not even the killing  
of a m an like N o rris . W e  had no right to 
take his life although he was prepared to 
wreck us. A s  for me— I  have no apology to 
offer. N on e w ould suffice.”

“ A b o u t getting yourself drunk enough to 
sleep?” A le c  smiled. “ I  hardly blame yo u.”

“ H e ’s an intelligent young man, Ju d ith ,” 
the old lady said crisply. “ Y o u ’re doing well 
to get h im .”

“ I  kn o w  it,”  Ju d ith  linked her arm w ith  
A lec’s.

M rs. A n d e r went on. “ I t  was a choice of 
drugs or alcohol and I  preferred alcohol. It  
tastes better than medicine anyway. Y o u  see 
— I  realized w e’d never get away w ith  this, 
especially w hen you appeared. Also, I  saw 
the body of N o rris  or P orter, whatever he 
called himself. I — don’t— think— I ’ll— ever—  
forget it. A n d  now  it’s A lfred. P oor, harm 
less A lfre d .”

“ Harm less to anyone but the m urderer,” 
A lec said. “ H e  must have seen him  or found 
some evidence pointing to him .”

“ I  suppose so,” M rs. A n d e r said. “ I ’m 
grateful that Jud ith  was kept away.”

“ So am I , ” Alec concurred. “ T h a t was one 
time w hen a late train helped. N oble told 
me the train was late, Jud y. I ’m  glad.”

Jud ith  only nodded. She disengaged her 
arm  and went over to sit dow n beside the 
bed again.

“ I  have some business outside,” Alec told 
them. “ I t  w o n ’t take very long, I  hope. 
Better try  to get some natural sleep, M rs. 
A n d e r.”

“ I  w o n ’t sleep until this thing is settled,” 
she answered. “ B u t don’t w o rry  about me. 
K ip  and Ju d ith  are splendid nurses.”

“ Good night then, in case I  don’t see you 
before m orning. I  sincerely hope we can 
settle things and b ring  the house back to a 
norm al state.”

“ I t  must be rather difficult m aking love 
under these conditions,” M rs. A n d e r said 
w ith  a smile.

“ Y o u ,” Alec said w ith  a w in k  at Jud ith , 
“are telling me.”

H e  w ent downstairs to find Sergeant N o 
lan equipped w ith  the name and address of 
Peter’s victim  and ready to go. T h e y  left the 
house and walked to where N o la n ’s car was 
parked.

“ W e ’ll probably get nowhere on this



hunch, but I  always like to cover all the 
ground,” the detective sergeant said. “ W e  
should have done it before.”

“ W h e n ? ” Alec said in tones of derision. 
“ Between trying  to w o rk  on the m urders 
and handling those gamblers the other cops 
so am bitiously brought in, I  haven’t even had 
time to eat or sleep properly. W o rth  it 
though— to meet Ju d ith .”

“ I  w onder.” N olan started the car. “ Y o u ’ll 
be in one tough spot if it keeps up.”

Alec stared out of the car w ind o w  at the 
deserted streets.

“ N o rris  was m urdered by one of them,” he 
said. “ So the rest put their heads together 
and decided to profit by his death. T h e  only 
thing in extenuation is the fact that N o rris  
was blackm ailing them. W here  does this m an 
we’re to see live?”

“ H un dred and Sixty-first Street, w a y u p 
tow n. H o w  are you going to explain all this 
to C ro w ley when we make the pinch— if we 
ever do.”

“ I ’m going to resign. Y o u  can make the 
arrest and take the credit. Y o u  rate it, E rf. 
I ’m  going back into private practise. M ore 
money in it and less headaches. Remember, 
I ’ll have a wife to support.”

“ W is h  I  had one like her. H o w  m any 
m illions in that fam ily?”

A L E C  didn't answer. H e  was thinking 
of those alibis again. Th e re  was some

thing w ro n g  there. H e  couldn’t quite put 
his finger on it, but it was there.

N o  alibis at all, or a ir-tigh t ones. E v e ry 
body had a share of each. O r  did they? Alec 
sorted the members of the fam ily out in his 
mind. H is  feet were tapping a nervous tat
too on the floorboard when N ola n  pulled up 
in front of an apartment house and broke 
his chain of thought.

N olan rang the bell long enough to wake 
up the household and then he identified h im 
self through the lobby phone and asked for 
D avid  F irth . T h e  door lock clicked. N olan 
and A lec took a self-operated elevator to the 
fifth floor. A  man, w ith  a wad of bandage 
and adhesive on his scalp, met them in the 
hallway. H e  was attired in bathrobe and 
pajamas and yawned sleepily.

“ M y  name is H a rt  and I  am w ith  the D is 
trict A tto rn e y ’s office,” A lec said. “ I ’m in 
vestigating the assault made upon you by 
Peter A n d e r and there are some facts I  must 
have.”

“ A w  forget it.” F irth  waved a hand. “ I  
been paid off. Boy, was I  paid off. O ne thing 
about that guy K ip — Is that the name?— he’s 
no cheapskate.”
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“ W e  know  that and w e’re ve ry happy 

about it, but something else developed. W e  
m ust have the facts. Y o u  were seated at the 
next table to Peter A nde r. Th e re  were other 
tables equally as close to his, were there 
no t?”

“ Sure, plenty of ’em. Th a t's  a busy restau
rant and they push the tables pretty tight 
these days.”

“ T h e n  w h y  do you think Peter attacked 
you instead of someone else?”

“ Shucks, the man was batty,”  F irth  said 
somewhat inelegantly. “ I  just happened to 
be there.”

“ W a s he w atching you before he picked up 
the water carafe?”

“ Yes, come to think of it, he was. W a tc h 
ing me like a hawk and I  didn’t like the w ay 
he looked either. I  guess it must have been 
prem onition or something. I  believe in that 
stuff no m atter w hat a lot of people say— ” 

“ E x a c tly  what were you doing when Peter 
arose? Be specific.”

“ I  was nursing a big appetite and w o n 
dering when the waitress was going to bring 
m y lunch. In  between, I  talked to Joey 
W alker, m y pal, w ho was w ith  me.”

“ W e re  you w histling or singing? -Even 
tapping yo u r feet?”

“ ‘Nope, I  ain’t the nervous type.”
“ W a s this Joey W a lk e r doing anything?” 
“Joey? N o . H e ’s the quietest guy you 

ever saw. H e  gives me a pain. Scary too. 
W h y , he nearly w ent nuts himself w a tch 
ing me balance a plate on a knife and fork. 
I t ’s easy to do. Y o u  just prop ’em up ex
actly right, balance the plate— ”

“ D id — the— plate— crash?” Alec asked very 
gently, as if the w ords were as brittle as the 
china he referred to.

“ W e ll, it fell off the knife and fork, yes, 
but it didn’t bust.”

L ik e  a flash A lec turned and headed out 
of the hallway.

“ N o b le !” Alec shouted. “ E rf , let’s g o !” 
“ H e y-h e y, w ait for me,” N o la n  yelled. H e  

had to ru n  to catch up w ith  Alec. “ W h a t the 
devil has come over yo u?”

Alec was already pulling open the door 
of the police car.

" W e ’ve got to find a telephone quick,” Alec 
said. “ I t ’s N oble w e’re after. H e  can’t sit 
dow n at a table or a bar w itho u t stacking 
plates or glasses into all kinds of strange 
pyram ids. I t  used to drive Peter’s cautious, 
pen ny-p inching soul into hysterics every 
tim e he did it. W h e n  he saw this man 
F ir th  doing that, watched the balancing act 
and then saw the plate fall, that snapped 
the delicate thread between sanity and in -
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sanity. In  his new, crazy m ind, he thought 
F irth  was Noble. T h a t ’s w h y  he told him  
there must be no m ore m urders.”

“ H o ly  cats, I  get y o u !” N o la n  said. “ L o o k ! 
Th e re ’s a tobacco store. I t ’s got a phone 
booth. I  see the sign in the w indow .”

“ Le t me off.” A lec jum ped from  the car 
before it stopped, raced across the sidewalk 
and dived for the phone booth. H e  found 
a nickel, inserted it and dialed.

K ip  answered.
“ N o b le ?” he replied to A le c ’s question. 

“ H e ’s around somewhere. Last I  saw, he 
and Ju d ith  were going up to the third  floor. 
A lec— are you still there? Is  something 
w ro n g ?”

C H A P T E R  X I X

Once Too Often

A I S I N G  her eyes sudden
ly, Ju d ith  looked up from  
her chair beside M rs . A n - 
der’s bedside to see N o 
ble Sanborn standing in 
the doorw ay, studying 
her intently. H e  came 
in.

“ A s  one souse to an
other, I  say it’s a great 
life,”  he told his grand
m other. “ Ju d y, m ay I  talk 

to you for a few minutes? A b o u t A lec. 
Th e re  is something you should know .”

“ I ’ll be right back.” Ju d ith  patted her 
grandm other’s w rinkled hand. “ T r y  to rest.” 

Th e n  she was at N o b le ’s side and he was 
holding her w rist very tigh tly  and sm iling 
at her— a set, very steady sort of smile.

“ W e ’ll go upstairs to w hat is left of A l 
fred’s lab,” he suggested. “ Y o u  do n’t m ind 
— after w hat happened ?”

“ I ’ll go, N oble. Y o u  don’t seem to be 
giving  me m uch choice anyhow . W h a t’s 
w ro n g  w ith  yo u?”

H e  didn’t answer, but he made certain she 
preceded him  up the na rrow  steps to the 
fourth floor. She walked slowly. A  feeling 
of lassitude had crept over her. E ve ry th in g  
almost seemed to be unreal. She entered 
the water-soaked disordered lab. N oble 
closed the door behind him.

Ju d ith  turned around. N oble  was staring 
at her. T h e  h o rro r of this nightm are ex
ploded w ithin  her brain. H e r  eyes wavered 
from  his and she discovered the room  was 
blurred and out of focus. H e r  heart was 
pounding.

“ W here  has Alec gone?” Noble asked.
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“ I  don’t know . H e  didn’t say. N oble, 

w h y  did you tell them  m y train was late 
that night? I t  wasn’t. Y o u  were late. I  
waited nearly half an hour.”

“ Y o u  know, don’t yo u ?” N ob le  said easily. 
“ Y o u  guessed it. I  could tell b y  the look 
in yo u r eyes w hen I  came to see grand
m other.”

“ I — suppose I  did.” Ju d ith  was w ondering 
w hat chance she’d have in try in g  to rush 
past him  and reach the door. She decided 
there wasn’t m uch. “ B u t don’t w o rry . I ’ll 
never tell on you. Y o u ’re one of the fam ily.”  

N oble h u n g  his head, but he watched her. 
H is  voice grew  hoarse as he spoke.

“ I  had to kill him . H e  was no good, Ju d y. 
Rotten all through. Y o u  and I ,  and all the 
rest of us are used to having m oney. W ith  
all m y beefing about having nothing to do—  
this is the sort of life I  enjoy and I ’d never 
let some bigam ous jailb ird  rob me of it. 
N ic k  w o uld have ruined us. H e  knew just 
how .”

“ Perhaps it w o uld  have been better than 
w hat did happen,” Ju d ith  said gently.

“ Better? A re  you crazy? W e ’re big peo
ple. Some day all the dough w ill be yours 
and mine. I  only did w hat was necessary 
to protect that. N o w  A lec H a rt  knows too 
m uch. I f  he finds out the train wasn’t late 
— that I  made up the story for an alibi, he’ll 
realize I  didn’t leave for the station until 
after I ’d returned to the house and gone 
to Jerom e’s room  for his gun.”

“ N oble, please stop. D o n ’t tell me these 
things.”

“ W h y  not? I  got the gun and returned 
to the library. N o rris  was there, sm irking 
and confident. I  put a bullet through his 
heart, dropped the gun and ran because I  
was afraid the shot had been heard. I  d idn’t 
go out the front door. Suzanne or someone 
passing by m ight have seen me. I  knew the 
others were in conference so I  w ent to the 
second floor and used those back steps to 
the courtyard. T h a t ’s w h y  I  kept you w a it
ing, Ju d y .”

“ W h a t are you going to do n o w ?” Ju d ith  
asked.

“ I  don’t really kn ow ,” he said strangely. 
“ O r  no, that’s a lie. I  do know . Th e re  is 
only one thing  I  can do. Ju d ith , Peter saw 
me. H e  saw me going dow n the back steps. 
H e  told me he was going to tu rn  me over 
to the police so I  killed him . I  hated him  
anyway— so sm ug and pen ny-pinching. I  
visited him  at the sanitarium, saw m y chance 
and fixed the electrical shock machine. O ne 
of the doctors there told me they were going 
to give Peter a treatment w ith  it.”
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HE  W A S  staring at Ju d ith  now , w ith  
eyes that had gone hard and cold. 

“ I  killed A lfre d  too. V e ry  cleverly. I  
do n’t believe anyone suspects. I  was afraid 
of A lfred. H e  was m uch too unpredictable. 
I f  he learned that it was his father w h o m  I  
killed, he’d have gotten out of hand. H e  
didn’t like me, any m ore than I  liked h im .” 

“ N oble, are yo u  going to k ill me too?” 
Ju d ith  asked.

H e  nodded, ve ry deliberately.
“ Y o u  know  the tru th . Y o u  could send me 

to the electric chair. Y o u ’re the only weak 
spot in  m y arm or of alibis.”

A s  he spoke, Ju d ith  realized the signifi
cance of the little things w hich  should have 
pointed h im  out to her. L a z y  b y  nature, he 
had been w illin g  to slay in  defense of his 
righ t to be lazy and rich. H e ’d always been 
like that— a liar, too, m ore often than not.

“ W h y  does it have to be yo u ? ” N o b le  took 
tw o steps tow ard her. She didn’t move. 
“ Y o u  above all, Ju d y . I t  isn’t going  to be 
easy. I  don’t even kn o w  how  I  can arrange 
it to look accidental, but I ’ll think of a way. 
I ’ll make D o c  Prentice help me. H e ’s in 
this too— the sentimental fool.”

H e  stopped five feet away fro m  her, legs 
parted and braced.

Ju d ith  succeeded in keeping herself calm. 
She was try in g  to think, try in g  to waste time. 
A le c  w o u ld  re tu rn  sometime. O h , if he’d 
only kn ow n . I f  she’d only told him  about 
N o b le ’s lie. I t  was too late now . She could 
on ly hope to talk N oble  out of it.

“ I t  isn’t necessary to k ill me, N oble. I  
don’t w ant to see yo u  arrested. W e ’re cous
ins. W e ’ve g ro w n  up together. W h y  don’t 
yo u  tie me up and then get away. Y o u ’ll be 
miles fro m  here before they find out.”

“ I  can’t,” N o b le  groaned. “ A lec has a 
check for a hundred thousand dollars. Peter 
made it out to me. H e  wanted me to take 
it and ru n  away. I  agreed, but he didn’t 
have the check made out then. La te r, he 
did fill it in  and he w ent crazy before I  got it. 
I  m ust have that check and time to cash it. 
I  kn ow  A le c  isn’t ly ing  about the check be
cause I  stole Peter’s checkbook so no one 
could see the stub.”

“ A lec w ill look fo r me first,”  Ju d ith  said 
stonily. “ T h e  instant I ’m  missed, he’ll real
ize w hat’s happened. Y o u ’ll never get away 
w ith  it, N ob le .”

“ Perhaps I  w o n ’t, but it’s w o rth  the 
chance. I ’ve none at all so long as you live. 
I  can’t avoid it, Ju d y . I  don’t w ant to 
die. I  w ant to live and enjoy all this m oney 
that is m ine. I ’ll probably hate m yself later. 

Ju d ith  took her chance then. She side

stepped quickly and rushed forw ard. H e  
seemed to have been w aiting  for just that. 
I t  was as if he wanted her to make the first 
m ove so his anger could rise to a pitch 
w herein m urder became easy, even m urder 
of someone he loved.

H e  seized her arm , swung her about and 
against the wall. T h e  palm of his left hand 
struck her across the m outh and sealed the 
scream she tried to utter. T h e  fingers of his 
righ t hand closed about her throat. . . .

She was dying. She knew it. T h e  pres
sure on her w indpipe, the aching in her 
lungs and, most of all, the deadly eyes of 
N oble  as he stared at her. T h e y  all told 
her that death was here. Th e re  was agony 
in her chest, a roaring in her ears and still 
N oble pressed harder and harder.

V e ry  dim ly, she was aware of pounding 
feet and shouts. Suddenly the pressure on 
her throat was released. T h e  sound of fight
ing  reached her vaguely. Th e re  were more 
shouts and curses. T h e n  someone picked her 
up and she was carried downstairs.

She awoke in her ow n bed w ith  A lec and 
her father hovering over her. T h e  tension 
w ent out of her then and she began to cry. 
A lec com forted her and she gradually pulled 
herself together. I t  was then that she 
noticed N oble, handcuffed to Sergeant N o 
lan.

“ D a rlin g ,” Alec said. “ W h e n  I  learned it 
was N oble  and that he was in the house 
w ith  you, I  almost w ent frantic. Y o u  could 
have spoiled his alibi, couldn’t yo u ?”

U D I T H ’S throat h u rt terribly, but she 
managed to speak.

“ I  knew— w hen yo u  told me that N oble 
said— m y train  was late that night. I t  wasn’t. 
N oble was late because he lingered to— kill 
N o rris .”

“ H is  whole defense was based on alibis,” 
A lec said. “ T h a t  was the trouble w ith  it. 
E veryo ne else either had cast iron alibis for 
the m urder periods, or none at all. A  m u r
derer w o u ld  have made ve ry certain of alibis, 
w hich N oble did. H e  based them partly on 
the fact that he was too drun k to handle h im 
self, let alone k ill someone.

“ I t  was he w ho bro ught yo u  to the D re s 
den R o om  and then phoned me to come. H e  
knew I ’d m onopolize you, give him  a chance 
to go to the bar where he had arranged 
ornam ental palms so he’d be partly hidden. 
H e  ordered a lot of drinks, waited his chance 
and then scooted for the house. I t  wasn’t 
far.

“ N oble  knew just w hat he had to do and 
it d idn’t take long. H e  was rid in g  home w ith
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us when the fire started. T h e  bartender “ I ’ll do whatever you say, Alec. I ’ll even
w ould have sworn he was at the bar because 
of all those drinks he’d served. W e ’d have 
believed the same thing. W h e n  he returned, 
Noble consumed those drinks as fast as he 
could get them  dow n. T h a t ’s w h y  he was 
literally stiff.”

“ It  was pretty tough going.” N oble smiled 
wanly. “ A lec, yo u’re not a bad fellow. I  
don’t blame you for this. I ’m  going to the 
chair, am I  not?”

“ A  triple m urderer usually does,” Alec 
said. “ I f  yo u ’d killed Jud ith , there’d have 
been no electric chair for you. I ’d have killed 
you myself.”

“ A n d  I  w o uldn’t have blamed you, Alec. 
F u n n y  what a m an w ill do to retain the 
power and influence a lot of m oney brings. 
I  couldn’t stand for it being any other way. 
B u t I  wish I  could do something to sort of—  
well, repay.”

Alec studied him  a few moments.
“ I  rather thin k you can— if you have the 

courage to do it.”
Noble gave him  a startled look. “ Y o u  

mean— ?”
“ N o t suicide. Y o u  don’t deserve it. I  

mean make a complete confession. Say that 
only you and D o cto r Prentice knew about 
the killings and you prevailed upon him  to 
dispose of the corpse by rem inding him  how 
m uch he owed the A n d e r fam ily.”

be glad to. Sometimes I  w ish I ’d had time 
to finish yo u  off that night I  kicked you 
dow n the stairs though. I  saw Ju d y  leaving 
and guessed you were dow n there. N o — I'm  
w ro ng. I ’m  glad I  never had the chance. 
I ’m  glad I  didn’t k ill Ju d y. Y o u  see, I ’m  not 
such a bad fellow after all.”

“ Y o u ’re a rat, but you happen to have an 
inbred conscience,” A lec said. “ Ta k e  him  
downstairs and have him  w rite out a con
fession, E rf . Th e n  get D o cto r Prentice and 
take him  in too. Prentice expects it.” * * * * *

“A lec,” K ip  started to say, “ yo u ’ll never 
know  how  grateful we are— ”

“ F o rge t that,” A le c  snapped. “ I  did this for 
Ju d y ’s sake, m ostly. Keep in m ind the fact 
that I  know  all about it. T h in k  of that when 
you feel an urge to supervise Ju d y or me. 
Because w e’re getting out. M aybe, after a 
time, w e’ll come back, but this fam ily w ill 
have to change considerably.”

“ A lec.” Ju d ith  was at his side, “ I ’m quite 
all right now . I  w ant to leave here at once. 
I  don’t hate them. T h e y  tried to protect 
themselves and me too, but I  w ant to go 
away for a while. I  w ant to go w ith  you.” 

“A n d  w ho else did you think w o uld take 
you aw ay?” A lec demanded.

H e r  chin was high, her eyes clear.
“ I ’m  ready now , darling. L e t ’s g o !”

‘Who Knew That l  Was U p There— Waiting 

to Be Murdered?”

T!1HAT was the startling question which Elliott Pompton 
flung at private detective Moody Hackett. And it was 

indeed, a sixty-four dollar question which Hackett couldn’t 
answer in a hurry.

Pompton had just had a narrow brush with death. He’d 
rung for an elevator—and the moment the elevator came up, it suddenly dropped 
down, leaving the door open behind it! And Pompton had almost walked right 
into space—saving himself by grabbing at the walls of the shaft.

It wasn’t an accident, Pompton insisted. Somebody had recognized his ring. 
Somebody who was out to get him. And Pompton had some interesting ideas as 
to who that somebody might be.

Anyway, it was up to Moody Hackett to solve the problem—and once he 
tackled it, Moody found many new mysteries stemming from the original one! 
The whole story’s told in DEATH WEARS KID GLOVES, Roger Fuller’s 
smart, suspenseful and surprising complete novel in the next issue. It’s a thriller 
packed with dynamic crime-fighting action!



The muzzle ol a gun snaked through the curtains

Darling, You Shouldn't Have!
Mrs. Roger Fenimore was pretty as a picture, 
and Sleuth Lacey found her in a murder frame!

I  H E  s c re w y , m e r r y - g o - r o u n d  te c h 
n iq u e  som e fo lk s  w i l l  e m p lo y  to  m ake a 
d ish o n e st d im e  a lw a y s  am azes m e. A n d  
pleases m e, too, because i t  a ll h e lp s  to 
keep m e in  business. B u t  fo r  e x a m p le , 
take the N o . one w a c k y  case th a t w as 
re c e n tly  h a n d le d  b y  C h e t L a c e y , P r iv a te  
In v e s t ig a to r , w h ic h  is m e.

I  w as ju s t  ab out to  g o  to  lu n c h  one 
d a y  w h e n  the  office d o o r opened and in  
cam e s o m e th in g  v e r y  n ice  in  s k irts . She 
w as the  L a t in  ty p e  in  lo o k s, an d she had 
a fig u re  th a t w o u ld  be to p s in  a n y  c o u n 
t r y  y o u ’d care to nam e. W e l l ,  ju s t  in 
side th e  d o o r she paused a n d  gave  m e

a second scene e n tra n ce  lo o k . Y o u  k n o w , 
head t ilte d  a li t t le , a fa in t  s m ile , an d one 
g lo v e d  h a n d  o u t in  a h e s ita n t g e stu re .

“ M r .  C h e t  L a c e y ? ”
Y e s , th e  v o ic e  w e n t  w i t h  a ll the  rest, 

an d the  u rg e  w a s g re a t to  leap o u t o f 
m y  c h a ir. H o w e v e r , I  c a r r y  a scar tha t 
the  m o st b e a u tifu l d a m e in  the  w o r ld  
g a ve  m e, so n o w a d a y s  I  m a ke  c e rta in  I  
to u c h  firs t b e fo re  I  race on to  second.

I  n o d d e d , h a lf  rose, an d in d ic a te d  a 
c h a ir . I t  w as a p le a su re  to  w a tc h  h e r 
w a lk  o v e r an d s it d o w n . A n d  i t  w as 
m o re  th a n  a p le a su re  to get a w h if f  o f 
the  p e rfu m e  she w o re . M e , I  w o u ld n ’t
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k n o w  C h a n e l N o . 5 f ro m  fu e l o il. B u t  
w h a te v e r it  w as it  m ade m e th in k  o f 
S p r in g  an d flo w e rs  a n d  s tu ff— in c lu d in g  
w o m e n .

“ I  am  M r s . R o g e r  F e n im o re , M r .  
L a c e y ,”  she said. ‘ ‘I  w is h  to  h ire  y o u  
to fin d  m y  h u s b a n d .”

E v e n  th o u g h  she w as a lo t to  lo o k  at, 
I  w as h u n g r y , so I  d id n ’t beat ab out the 
bush.

“ W i t h  a b lo n d e , y o u  h o p e ? ” I  asked. 
T h a t  jo lte d  h e r, an d n o w  I  k n o w  w h a t  

th e y  m ean b y  b la c k  l ig h tn in g . I  saw  
lo ts  o f  it  in  h er eyes.

“ O f  course n o t !” she snap ped. “ W h y ? ” 
“ A  d iv o rc e ,”  I  said.
“ I  d o n ’t w a n t  a d iv o rc e ,” she to ld  m e. 

“ I  w a n t  m y  h u s b a n d .”
“ G o o d , because I  d o n ’t h a n d le  k e y 

h o le  d iv o rc e  cases,”  I  sa id , a n d  I  d o n ’t. 
“ A l l  r ig h t ,  M r s . F e n im o re . Y o u r  h u s 
ba nd is m is s in g ?  L e t ’s have the  s to ry .” 

S h e  d id n ’t r e p ly  fo r  a m o m e n t. She 
fu m b le d  w it h  a tw o -fo o t  b la c k  h a n d b a g  
she w as c a r r y in g , a n d  I  e x p e cte d  to  see 
the o ld  d a b -o f -a -h a n d k e rc h ie f -c o rn e r -to - 
th e -e y e  ro u tin e . B u t  I  guess she w as 
ju s t  t h in k in g  u p  the  n e x t w o rd s .

“ M y  h u sb a n d  has been m is s in g  fo r  
thre e  d a ys ,” she said. “ S in c e  T u e s d a y  
e v e n in g , to be ex a ct.”

“ Y o u  saw  h im  T u e s d a y  e v e n in g ? ”  I  
w a n te d  to k n o w .

“ Y e s . B u t  r ig h t  a fte r s u p p e r he le ft 
the house. H e  to ld  m e he w o u ld n ’t be 
hom e m u c h  b e fo re  m id n ig h t .”

“ T h a t  u n u s u a l? ”  I  asked.
She shook h e r head an d gave  w it h  the  

p o o r, fa ith f u l, lo n e ly  w if e  s ig h .
“ O n  the  c o n tra r y  it  w as v e r y  u s u a l,” 

she said. “ F o r  the  last s ix  m o n th s  he has 
been g o in g  o u t at least five n ig h ts  a 
w e e k . B u t  i t  w a s n ’t  to w o rk , as he to ld  
m e e v e ry  tim e . I t  w as to  g a m b le .” 

R ig h t  th e n  an d th e re  I  b e gan to  take 
a real in te re s t in  the case. A n y  g u y  w h o  
w o u ld  leave th is  c h o ic e  b it  o f fluff five 
n ig h ts  a w e e k  to  go  g a m b lin g  w a s—  
W e l l ,  y o u ’re p ro b a b ly  t h in k in g  the same 
th in g .

“ H o w  do y o u  k n o w  it  w as g a m b lin g ? ” 
I  asked h e r. “ M a y b e  it  w a s to  w o r k .”

“ I t  w as g a m b lin g !” she cam e r ig h t  
back in  a th a t’s -th a t tone . “ M y  h u sb a n d  
has an in s u ra n ce  office, an d n o t once 
w h e n  I  ca lle d  th e re  w as the  p h o n e  an
sw e re d . T r u e ,  w h e n  I  to ld  h im  n e x t d a y 
th a t I ’d c a lle d , he a lw a y s  said  he w a s  o u t 
w it h  a c lie n t. B u t  f o u r  n ig h ts  ago I  
fo u n d  o u t fo r  sure  it  w as g a m b lin g .”

She w a s  the k in d  w h o  o n ly  g iv e s  a l i t 
tle  o f  it  at a tim e . S o  w h e n  she s to p p e d  
I  had to d ro p  in  a n o th e r n ic k e l.

“ H o w  d id  y o u  fin d  o u t? ”
“ I t  w as re a lly  the  n e x t m o r n in g ,” she 

m ade th in g s  exact a g a in . “ I  w as e m p ty 
in g  h is  po ck ets  b e fo re  s e n d in g  h is  su it 
to  the clea ners, and I  fo u n d  a c o u p le  of 
p o k e r c h ip s  and a ca rd  f ro m  the D e l -R a y  
In n .  O n  the  back o f th e  ca rd  it  said, 
‘See M ik e  fo r  n e x t a p p o in tm e n t.’ I  
s h o w e d  m y  h u sb a n d  w h a t  I  had fo u n d , 
a n d — ”

SH E  d id n ’t use the h a n d k e rc h ie f , b u t 
it  w as m o re  o r less the same r o u t in e : 

b e n t head, bosom  h e a v in g  as she s t ru g 
g le d  w it h  h e r e m o tio n s . I t  w as k in d  o f 
n ice , an d w h ile  I  w a ite d  I  w o n d e re d  
w h a t  it  w as lik e  to  be R o g e r  F e n im o re .

“ I ’m  a fra id  I  lo st m y  te m p e r,” she 
e v e n tu a lly  c o n tin u e d . “ I  h a d  been te r 
r i b ly  up se t fo r  so lo n g . A n y w a y ,  I  de
m a n d e d  to k n o w  w h a t  i t  w as a ll about, 
an d w h a t  he h a d  been d o in g  a ll these 
n ig h ts . H e  a d m itte d  th a t he h a d  been 
g o in g  to  the  D e l -R a y  I n n  to  gam ble . 
G a m b lin g  is a g a in s t the  la w , o f  course, 
so each o f  the p la y e rs  w o u ld  be g iv e n  
a c a rd  to — ”

“ I  k n o w  th a t,”  I  b ro k e  in , ju s t  fo r  the  
chance to hear m y  o w n  v o ic e . ‘‘H e  w o u ld  
see th is  M ik e , a n d  M ik e  w o u ld  te ll h im  
w h e n  a n d  w h e re  th e  n e x t gam e w o u ld  be 
h e ld .”

“ Y e s , th a t’s r ig h t ,”  she said . “ T h a t ’s 
w h a t  R o g e r  to ld  m e. H e  also said th e y  
w e re  to  g a m b le  a g a in  th a t n ig h t , an d th a t 
he w as due to  m a k e — ”

S he sto p p e d  s h o rt to  s h u d d e r an d lic k  
h e r r u b y  lip s .

“ H e  said th a t he w as due to  m a ke  a 
k i l l in g  th a t n ig h t ,”  she w e n t  on in  a 
c o u p le  o f seconds. “ A n d  he s w o re  tha t 
i f  he d id  h e ’d n e ve r to u c h  a n o th e r card . 
H e  said  h e ’d be r ic h  e n o u g h  to  se ll o u t 
h is  busine ss, and w e  c o u ld  tra v e l. I ’ve 
a lw a y s  w a n te d  to  tra v e l, a n d — ”

“ A n d  he d id n ’t com e h o m e ,” I  sh u t h e r 
off. “ A n d  th a t w as last T u e s d a y . H a v e  
y o u  ju s t  been s it t in g  w o n d e r in g  about 
h im  e ve r s in c e ? ”

“ N o t  w o n d e r in g , M r .  L a c e y ! ” she said 
an d g a ve  m e a l i t t le  m o re  o f the  b la ck  
l ig h t n in g . “ R a th e r, I ’ve  been w o r r y in g  
m y s e lf  s ick . A t  first I — W e l l ,  I  th o u g h t  
tha t p e rh a p s  in ste a d  o f  w in n in g , he had 
lo s t a lo t, an d d id n ’t w a n t  to  com e hom e 
an d te ll m e. B u t  to d a y  I  c o u ld n ’t stand 
th e  w a it in g  a n y  lo n g e r. I  ca lle d  the
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D e l-R a y  I n n ,  and spoke to  a M r .  C a rte r . 
H e  said  he k n e w  m y  h u sb a n d , b u t  th a t 
he had n o t been at the  D e l -R a y  o n  T u e s 
d a y . W e l l ,  I  th o u g h t  o f c a ll in g  the  p o 
lice , b u t— ”

S he sto p p e d  an d lo o k e d  at m e, h e r eyes 
b e g g in g  m e to fin ish  it . I  d id .

“ Y o u  d id n ’t w a n t  the p u b lic it y ,”  I  
said. “ E s p e c ia lly , i f  it  tu rn e d  o u t y o u  
w e re  w ro n g . T h a t  i t ? ”

“ Y e s , th a t’s i t ,”  she said, an d the  sm ile  
w as a ll f o r  m e. “ B u t  I  h a d  to do som e
th in g . W e l l ,  I  had h e a rd  a b o u t y o u , and 
I  th o u g h t  I ’d see w h a t  y o u  c o u ld  do. Y o u  
w i l l  h e lp  m e, w o n ’t y o u , M r .  L a c e y ? ”

I  d id n ’t say a n y th in g . T h a t ’s ru le  five 
in  m y  book. N e v e r  ju m p  at a n y th in g —  
lu s c io u s  o r so u r. I  ju s t  sat as th o u g h  
I  w e re  g iv in g  it  a lo t o f  th o u g h t. A n d  
I  w as g iv in g  it  som e. A n y w a y ,  she m is 
read m y  m in d . She o p ened h e r bag, 
fu m b le d  a ro u n d  in s id e  and cam e u p  w it h  
tw o  c e n tu ry  notes— n e w  ones.

“ T h i s  is a ll I  have w it h  m e ,” she said. 
“ W i l l  y o u  take it  as a re ta in e r?  A n d  
e ig h t h u n d re d  m o re  w h e n  y o u  lo cate  m y  
h u s b a n d ? ”

I  gave  h e r th e  o ld  steady, e x p re s s io n 
less lo o k .

“ D e a d  o r a liv e ? ” I  said.
I  g o t fo o le d . She d id n ’t so m u c h  as 

bat an eyelash.
“ I ’ve  th o u g h t  o f  th a t, to o ,” she said 

q u ie tly . “ Y e s , M r .  L a c e y , I  w a n t  y o u  to 
find m y  h u sb a n d — no m a tte r w h a t !”

I  n o d d e d  u n d e rs ta n d in g ly , a n d  w e n t  
in to  a n o th e r th o u g h t  tra n ce . O r d in a r i ly  
I  w o u ld  have passed th is  one u p  c o m 
p le te ly . I  a d m it  th e re  is d o u g h  in  f in d 
in g  lo st h u sban ds, b u t I  ju s t  d o n ’t  lik e  
tha t k in d  o f w o rk . I t  m akes m e feel lik e  
an am b u la n ce  chaser, o r s o m e th in g ; the  
cases u s u a lly  b e in g  th a t s m e lly .

T h e r e  w as, h o w e v e r, one l it t le  ite m  in  
th is  case th a t in t r ig u e d  m e m o re  tha n  a 
li t t le . A  l it t le  ite m  b y  the  nam e of 
“ S m o o th ”  C a rte r , o w n e r o f th e  D e l -R a y  
In n , the  le a d in g  tro u b le -s p o t  o f  o u r  fa ir  
c o m m u n ity .

C a rte r  w e ll  de se rve d  h is  n ic k n a m e . H e  
w as sm ooth  as snake o il, p lu s  b e in g  
s m a rte r tha n  a n y  fo x  th a t e ve r w a lk e d . 
O v e r  the  ye a rs  a lo t o f  c rim e s, sm a ll an d 
n o t so sm a ll, s h o u ld  have been p in n e d  
on C a rte r , b u t th e y  n e ve r w e re  because 
o f la ck  o f e vid e n ce  tha t c o u ld  stand u p  
in  c o u rt. O n c e  o r tw ic e  I  th o u g h t  I  had 
h im , b u t each t im e  I  cam e o u t second 
best. Y e s , a ll in  a ll. S m o o th  C a rte r  w as 
good, in  h is  c ro o k e d , t r ic k y  w a y . A n d

th a t w as a n o th e r reaso n I  h ated h is  h id e .
A s  I  th o u g h t  th in g s  o v e r I  to ld  m y 

se lf th a t C a rte r  m ig h t  n o t h ave  h a d  a 
t h in g  to  do w it h  th is  case. M a y b e  F e n i -  
m o re  had t ire d  o f  the  lu s c io u s  L a t in  
ty p e , a n d  had g o n e  off w it h  the  u sual 
b lo n d e . N e v e rth e le s s , C a r te r ’s nam e had 
a lu re  I  c o u ld n ’t re s ist. A ls o , the re  w e re  
a fe w  o th e r reasons th a t m ade m e p ic k  
u p  h e r tw o  c e n tu ry  notes, a n d  g iv e  h e r 
m y  w in n in g  sm ile .

“ A l l  r ig h t ,  M r s . F e n im o re ,”  I  to ld  h er, 
“ I ’l l  g iv e  i t  a t r y .  G iv e  m e y o u r  hom e 
ad dress a n d  p h o n e  n u m b e r. I ’l l  g e t in  
to u c h  w it h  y o u  f ro m  tim e  to t im e .”

A F T E R  she h a d  go n e  I  lea ned ba ck , 
co ck e d  m y  feet u p  on the desk, 

sn iffe d  th e  lin g e r in g  w a ve s  o f th a t s w e ll 
p e rfu m e , a n d  w o n d e re d  if  I  s h o u ld n ’t 
have  ta k e n  m y  c lie n t  o u t to lu n c h . P re s 
e n t ly  I  g o t  a ro u n d  to  d o in g  som e real 
b usine ss t h in k in g . I  w e n t  th r o u g h  the  
ca rd  file in  m y  b ra in , an d ch e ck e d  on 
one o r tw o  th in g s  th a t o c c u rre d  to  m e. 
I  also m ade a fe w  p h o n e  ca lls . B y  th e n  
it  w as close to th re e  an d th e  o ld  sto m a ch  
w as re a lly  th re a te n in g  to  leave m e c o ld , 
an d go  o u t b y  its e lf. S o  I  w e n t  to  lu n c h .

T h e  D e l -R a y  I n n  is lo c a te d  ab out 
seven m ile s  f ro m  the  c e n te r o f  o u r  b u s i
ness d is t r ic t , w a y  o u t b y  the  r iv e r . W h e n  
I  p a rk e d  m y  car a n d  w a lk e d  to w a rd  the 
m a in  e n tra n ce , it  w a s  a l i t t le  b e fo re  n in e . 
B u s in e s s  w as g e t t in g  u n d e r w a y , b u t it  
w o u ld  s t il l  be a n o th e r c o u p le  o f  h o u rs  
b e fo re  th e  jo in t  w as s w in g in g  in  h ig h .

T h e  h a tc h e ck  g ir l  gave  m e a h o p e fu l 
sm ile , a n d  a b u l l  in  a t u x  n e a r the  d o o r 
gave  m e  th e  h a rd  eye , w it h  ju s t  a fa in t  
g l in t  o f  s u rp ris e . I  k n e w  h im , o f course. 
A n  e x -c o n  w h o  h a d  se rve d  h is  tim e , an d 
w a s n o w  g o in g  s tra ig h t , u n d e r  the  g u id 
in g  h a n d  o f  S m o o th  C a r te r !  A s  a m a t
te r o f  fa ct I  had h e lp e d  m y  o ld  f r ie n d ly  
e n e m y, L ie u te n a n t  H a l  B ie rm a n , o f 
H o m ic id e , to  send the  lu g  u p  fo r  h is 
s e v e n -y e a r s tre tc h . S o  n a tu r a l ly  he 
w a s n ’t g la d  to  see m y  m a p .

A n y w a y ,  I  ig n o re d  h im  a n d  w e n t  to 
the  h a lf -f ille d  b a r an d b o u g h t  a d r in k . 
A s  I  s ip p e d  it  I  to o k  a casual lo o k  
a ro u n d . I  sa w  several chaps w it h  the 
w r o n g  w iv e s , an d th re e  o r  fo u r  lad s y o u  
c o u ld  h ire  fo r  a h u n d re d  to  do m o st a n y 
th in g . N o n e  o f  th e m , th o u g h , in t e r 
ested m e  a n y.

A s  fa r as I ’m  c o n ce rn e d , s in  is sin , and 
c r im e  is c rim e . U n t i l  so m e b o d y  h ire s  
m e. T h e n  i t ’s d iffe re n t. So I  ju s t  fin 
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ished m y  d r in k  a n d  had a n o th e r. I  
w a ite d  m a yb e  te n  m in u te s , an d th e n  the 
b u ll in  a t u x — T u g  A m e s , w as the  nam e 
he w e n t b y — eased u p  n e x t to m e.

“ E v e r y t h in g  a ll r ig h t ? ” he asked w i t h 
o u t lo o k in g  at m e.

“ I t  w a s ,”  I  said, and le t h im  th in k  it 
o ve r.

“ L o o k in g  fo r  s o m e b o d y sp e cia l?  I  
k n o w  e v e ry  g u y  an d dam e in  th e  p la ce .”

“ Y e a h ,” I  said, a n d  s tu d ie d  m y  d r in k . 
“ G u y  b y  the  nam e o f  S m o o th  C a rte r . Is  
he a ro u n d ? ”

A  co u p le  o f  m in u te s  o f s ile n ce . T h e n :
“ C o u ld  be. W h a t  a b o u t? ”
I  tu rn e d  m y  head a n d  gave  T u g  the  

ic y  g la re .
“ I ’l l  te ll h im  w h e n  I  see h im ,”  I  in 

fo rm e d  h im  n ic e ly . “ N o w  y o u  go  te ll
h i m !”

T u g  lo o k e d  at m e lik e  he w is h e d  I  w as 
a c r ip p le  so’s he c o u ld  k n o c k  th e  d a y 
lig h ts  o u t o f  m e. T h e n  he g ru n te d  and 
le ft th e  bar. S ix  m in u te s  la te r I  w as in  
S m o o th  C a r te r ’s office.

S m o o th  liv e d , an d ra n  h is  v a rio u s  en
te rp ris e s , f ro m  a b e a u tifu l su ite  o f 
ro o m s above the  m a in  flo o r o f  th e  in n . 
A n d  I  d o  m ean it  w as a b e a u tifu l su ite  o f 
ro o m s. B u t  as I ’d been in  th e m  b e fo re , 
I  d id n ’t pause to a d m ire  th is  t im e . A l l  
m y  a tte n tio n  w as co n ce n tra te d  on the  
m an seated across the  b lo c k -s iz e  desk.

C a rte r  w as ab out m y  age, b u t th a t ’s as 
fa r as the  s im ila rit ie s  w e n t. T h e  m an 
w as a lo o k e r, the  p e rfe c t  w o m e n -f a ll -  
d o w n -b o o m  ty p e , a n d  he w o re  the  k in d  
o f c lo th e s th a t g o  w it h  it . S u re , I ’d lik e  
to say he had th e  eyes o f a snake, th e re b y  
re v e a lin g  th e  s im ila r it y .  B u t  he d id n ’t. 
H e  w as a b s o lu te ly  o k a y  o n  th e  o u ts id e . 
I t  w as th e  in s id e  th a t m ade h im  w h a t  he 
re a lly  w as.

“ W e l l ,  w e ll, L a c e y  rid e s  a g a in !” he 
gre e te d  m e a fte r T u g  h a d  scra m m e d . 
“ W h e n  th e y  to ld  m e y o u  w e re  d o w n 
sta irs, I  f ig u re d  i t  w as to  see m e. O r  
is th e re  a n o th e r a ttra c tio n ? ”

“ J u s t  s lu m m in g ,”  I  said, an d h e lp e d  
m y s e lf  to one o f h is  c iga re tte s . “ H o w ’s 
the g a m b lin g  g o in g  these d a ys ?  T h e  
take p r e t t y  g ood f ro m  the  su ck e rs  d o w n  
b e lo w ? ”

H e  sh o w e d  m e h is  to o -p e rfe c t  teeth  in  
a w id e  g r in , and se ttle d  ba ck m o re  c o m 
fo rta b ly  in  h is  c h a ir .

“ A b o u t  f if t y -f if t y ,  p a l,” he said. “ A n d  
quote  m e to H a l  B ie rm a n , i f  y o u  lik e . 
M a y b e  h e ’d lik e  to  m ake a n o th e r ra id  on 
m y  p la ce. I  h a v e n ’t seen B ie rm a n  a n d

h is  c lu b -h e a d s  f o r  a lm o st a y e a r n o w . 
Y e a h , te ll h im  w e ’re op en th e  usual 
h o u rs . S ix  to th re e .”

“ H a l  d o esn’t h a n d le  s m a ll f r y  stuff a n y  
m o re , b u t  I ’l l  pass h im  the  w o r d  ju s t  the 
sam e,” I  to ld  h im , an d b le w  sm oke across 
the desk. T h e n ,  w a tc h in g  h im , I  said, 
“ H o w  a b o u t R o g e r  F e n im o re ?  D id  he 
cle a n  u p  T u e s d a y  n ig h t , o r  g e t cleaned 
o u t? ”

A  b la n k . S m o o th  w as n e v e r th e  one to 
be c a u g h t off secon d b y  a q u ic k  q ues
t io n . H e  ju s t  lo o k e d  at m e.

“ N e ith e r ,”  he said . “ F e n im o re  w a s n ’t 
h ere T u e s d a y  n ig h t . H a v e n ’t seen h im  
fo r  a lo n g  t im e . So she h ire d  y o u , h u h ? ”

“ W h o  h ire d  m e ? ”
C a rte r  m ade an im p a tie n t  g e s tu re  w it h  

one ha n d .
“ Y o u  s h o u ld  stooge f o r  A b b o tt  an d 

C o s te llo , L a c e y ! ” he snap p e d . “ T h e  
dam e w h o  ca lle d  m e th is  m o r n in g !  S a id  
she w as F e n im o re ’s w ife , an d had he been 
h ere? I  to ld  h e r I  k n e w  F e n im o re , b u t 
h a d n ’t seen h im  fo r  a lo n g  tim e . A n d  
I  h a ve n ’t .”

1W A S  o n ly  h a lf  l is te n in g  because the 
b ra in  w a s  s u d d e n ly  c l ic k in g  on all 

s ix te e n . I  m ean th a t the in s ta n t I  en 
te re d  C a r te r ’s office, s o m e th in g — w e ll, 
lik e  an in v is ib le  f in g e r— h a d  sta rte d  ta p 
p in g  th e  o ld  b ra in . A n d  n o w , o u t o f  the 
b lu e , I  h a d  co tto n e d  o n to  w h a t  it  w a s a ll 
a b o u t. I  n o d d e d  across the  de sk to C a r 
te r.

“ C h e c k ,”  I  said. “ M r s . F e n im o re  h ire d  
m e to  fin d  h e r h u s b a n d . H e ’s been m is s 
in g  since  T u e s d a y , r ig h t  a fte r su p p e r. 
Y o u  say she c a lle d ?  D id  she b y  a n y  
chance com e o u t h e re ? ”

“ N o ,” he said . “ N o t  to  see m e, a n y w a y . 
B u t  I  w o u ld n ’t k n o w  h e r i f  I  saw  h e r, 
as a m a tte r o f fa ct. I  k n o w  F e n im o re , 
b u t n o t h e r.”

I  g r in n e d  at h im  an d le t it  s lid e  in to  
a lee r.

“ Y o u r  loss, S m o o th ,”  I  said, m a s h in g  
o u t m y  c ig a re tte . “ Y o u ’ve m isse d  som e
t h in g  in  life  i f  y o u  h a v e n ’t m e t h e r. W e l l ,  
I  said  I  w as ju s t  s lu m m in g , so I ’l l  be on 
m y  w a y . G o t  a gam e on to n ig h t , b y  a n y  
c h a n ce ? ”

A  c o u p le  o f  e x p re ssio n s  z ip p e d  across 
C a r te r ’s face. I  w a n te d  to b e lie ve  th e y  
w e re  s u rp ris e  a n d  c h a g rin , b u t th e y  cam e 
an d w e n t  so fast I  c o u ld n ’t be su re . T h e n  
he w as g iv in g  m e  the  s m o o th  sm ile .

“ S u re , L a c e y ,”  he said, re m a in in g  
seated w h e n  I  rose. “ I f  y o u ’re b ro k e  I
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can le t y o u  have a g ra n d , a n d  fo rg e t  
ab out i t .”

“ T h a n k s , b u t I  n e v e r use th a t k in d  o f 
m o n e y .” I  m o v e d  to w a rd  the  d o o r. W h e n  
I  reached it , I  lo o k e d  ba ck at h im . “ F i f t y  
g ra n d , p lu s !”  I  said w it h  a s ig h . “ A n d  
m e w o r k in g  fo r  p e a n u ts !”

“ H u h ?  W h a t  w as th a t c ra c k ? ”
I  le t S m o o th  C a r te r ’s w o rd s  echo 

a ro u n d  the  ro o m , a n d  clo se d the  d o o r. 
T h e n  I  w e n t  d o w n s ta irs  to the b a r and 
had m e a n o th e r d r in k . N o t  because I  
w a n te d  one, o r because I  w a n te d  an e x 
cuse to h a n g  a ro u n d  th e re  a n y  lo n g e r. 
B u t  s im p ly  fo r  s o m e th in g  to  do w h ile  
the b ra in  d id  some w o rk . T h e  p ic tu re  
w as b e g in n in g  to s h o w  a lit t le . V e r y ,  
v e r y  d im , b u t it  w a s th e re . T h e  o n ly  
tro u b le  w as th a t a s o lid  b r ic k  w a ll  a m ile  
h ig h  b lo c k e d  off the rest o f  the  v ie w .

A n y w a y ,  I  d id  som e v e r y  h e a v y  t h in k 
in g , an d g o t n o w h e re . So I  to o k  m y  hat 
f ro m  th e  h o p e fu l dam e o n  d u t y  at the  
ch e ck ro o m , gave h e r n o  hope w it h  m y  
sm ile , ig n o re d  T u g  w h o  w as l in g e r in g  
a ro u n d , a n d  w e n t  o u t to  m y  car.

I  sat b e h in d  the  w h e e l fo r  m a yb e  five 
m in u te s , b a n g in g  the b ra in s  fo r  a t ip -  
off on m y  n e x t m o ve . T h e  o n ly  re s u lt  
I  g o t  w as th a t it  seem ed the  sensible  idea 
to go  hom e. O r  m a yb e  go  see the  n ice  
M rs . F e n im o re , i f  she w e re  hom e.

M y  m in d  s t il l  n o t m ade u p , I  to o le d  
the ca r o u t o f th e  p a rk in g  lo t  a n d  on to  
the ro a d  h e a d in g  b a ck  to w a rd  to w n . I  
d ro v e  a lo n g  easy fo r  a b o u t tw o  m ile s , 
an d th e n  m y  d e cis io n  w as m ade . B u t  no t 
b y  m e. I t  w as m ade b y  the business end 
o f a g u n  ja m m e d  a g a in st the  back o f m y  
ne ck , an in c h  b e lo w  th e  h a ir  lin e , an d a 
v o ic e  th a t d id n ’t have one b it  o f f o o lin g  
in  it.

“ T a k e  the n e x t le ft , L a c e y !  D o n ’t, and 
y o u  d o n ’t liv e  so lo n g !”

S u rp ris e , s u rp ris e  f o r  the  d u m b  L a c e y ! 
N o w , he finds o u t th a t he has a passen
g e r. W i t h  so m a n y  th o u g h ts  o f  o th e r 
th in g s  in  m y  head, i t  h a d n ’t even o c 
c u rre d  to  m e to  take  a lo o k  b e fo re  I  s lid  
b e h in d  the  w h e e l. F r a n k ly ,  th o u g h , I  
h a d n ’t e x p e cte d  S m o o th  C a rte r  to  be so 
cru d e .

I  h e ld  the speed steady. W h e n  th e re ’s 
a g u n  a g a in st y o u r  n e ck  y o u  ju s t  ca n ’t 
p u ll  a n y  m ira c le s .

“ C a rte r  is s l ip p in g ,” I  sa id . “ T h i s  w i l l  
be to o  bad fo r  b o th  o f y o u .”

T h e  v o ic e  la u g h e d , an d I  d id n ’t lik e  it. 
I  d id n ’t lik e  it  at a ll.

“ S m o o th  C a r te r ? ” it  sa id . “ T h e  g u y

w h o  o w n s  th a t jo in t?  M e , I ’d  lik e  to 
have  h im  at the  en d o f  th is  t h in g , t o o !”  

B y  w a y  o f  em p h a sis  he gave  m e  a ja b  
th a t h u r t . B u t  I  d id n ’t m in d  the  p a in  
so m u c h  as I  d id  h is  w o rd s . W h a t  I  had 
d o w n  a ll p a t s u d d e n ly  d id n ’t  m ake sense. 

“ W h a t  do y o u  m e a n ? ”  I  asked.
“ J u s t  w h a t  I  s a id ,”  the  v o ic e  re p lie d . 

“ I ’d lik e  to do busine ss w it h  th a t m u g , 
too. P a y  off a c o u p le  o f  th in g s , lik e  I ’m  
p a y in g  off fo r  a c o u p le  o f  th in g s  y o u  d id , 
y o u  r a t t y  g u m s h o e !”

T h e  h a ir  on the ba ck o f m y  n e ck  w as 
g e ttin g  a lm o st stiff  e n o u g h  to  p u s h  the  
g u n  a w a y . I  h a d  done e v e ry th in g  w it h  
m y  ears w h ile  th e  v o ic e  ta lk e d , b u t 
th o u g h  I  lik e  to  boast I ’m  tops, o r  at 
least close, in  s p o tt in g  vo ice s, I  c o u ld n ’t 
p la ce th a t one to save m e.

“ W h o  are y o u , an d w h a t ’s th is  a ll 
a b o u t? ”  I  asked as c a lm ly  as I  c o u ld , 
c o n s id e rin g . “ M a y b e  y o u  g o t the  w ro n g  
m a n .”

H e  d id n ’t  a n sw e r r ig h t  at the  m o 
m e n t. H e  g u n -ja b b e d  m y  n e ck  first.

“ R ig h t  h ere, L a c e y ! T u r n o f f !  I f  y o u  
d o n ’t w a n t  to , th a t’l l  be o k a y, to o .” 

Y e a h , w e  h a d  com e to a ro a d  t u r n in g  
off o n  the le f t . I  d id n ’t  catch  w h e re  it  
led  fo r  a second. A n d  w h e n  I  d id , I  
re a lly  b e gan to feel bad. I t  w a s n ’t a bad 
ro a d , n o t fo r  th e  first five o r s ix  m ile s . 
B u t  f ro m  th e re  cui it  w a s ju s t  a d ir t  
a ffa ir. T h e  c o n d itio n  o f  th e  ro a d , h o w 
e ve r, w a s n ’t w h a t  s ta rte d  lead ba lls  
b o u n c in g  a ro u n d  in  m y  stom ach. I t  w as 
w h e re  it  led  to, th a t b o th e re d  m e.

Y E A R S  ago to w n  an d state fu n d s  had 
been a p p ro p ria te d  to  b u ild  a n e w  

s u p e r -h ig h w a y  th a t w e n t  r ig h t  th r o u g h  
the  m o u n ta in s  to  the  n e x t state. I t  w o u ld  
cu t a c o u p le  o f  h u n d re d  m ile s  off the 
re g u la r  ro u te , a n d  save a lo t  o f  tim e . 
H o w e v e r , the  jo b  w as to u g h e r  th a n  the 
e n g in e e rs  had f ig u re d . T h e  d o u g h  ra n  
o u t, cam e th e  w a r , a n d  th e re  w as no 
chance o f  a n o th e r a p p ro p r ia t io n .

R e s u lt, s ix  m ile s  o f  fine h ig h w a y , an d 
t h ir t y -f iv e  m ile s  o f d i r t  ro a d  th a t ju s t  
p u ffe d  o u t in to  n o th in g . A n d  n o t so 
m u c h  as a s in g le  shack f ro m  b e g in n in g  
to en d. M a y b e  f if ty  tim e s  a y e a r a car 
w o u ld  tra v e l o v e r it , a n d  L a c e y ’s car w as 
n o w  m a k in g  one o f  those f if ty  t r ip s .

“ N o p e , I  g o t  the  r ig h t  m a n , L a c e y ,” 
the  vo ic e  in te rru p te d  m y  u n p le a sa n t 
th o u g h ts . “ A n d  s k ip  w h o  I  am . J u s t  
a n o th e r d u m b  b u n n y  y o u  h e lp e d  s tic k  
in  th e  B i g  H o u s e  fo r  a s p e ll. B u t  n o w
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the d u m b  b u n n y  p a ys off, see? L u c k , 
it  w as. I  ju s t  h a p p e n e d  to  see y o u  p a rk  
th is  heap an d go  in to  th a t jo in t .  I  see 
th is  ba ck  seat n ice  and d a rk . Y o u ’ll  
n e ve r ge t a sw eet chance lik e  th is  aga in , 
I  te ll m y s e lf . A n d  so here w e  are. I —  
E a s y , c h u m p ! I  a in ’t m ade u p  m y  m in d  
if  I  s h o u ld  le t y o u  have it. D o n ’t go 
m a k in g  it  u p  fo r  m e, see?”

T h i s  last w as because I  had eased the 
ca r to w a rd  th e  side o f  the  ro a d. I  w a n te d  
to  see if  I  c o u ld  s lam  it  in to  the  d itc h  
b e fo re  h e ’d have a chance to  press the 
t r ig g e r . T r u e ,  I  m ig h t  ge t k n o c k e d  cold  
b y  the crash, b u t m y  g u n  w a s in  m y  
s h o u ld e r h o ls te r w h e re  I  c o u ld n ’t reach 
it, an d  c ra c k in g  u p  seem ed the o n ly  bet. 
T h e  vo ice  had o b v io u s ly  been re a d y  fo r  
tha t. I  s tra ig h te n e d  o u t an d d ro v e  a lo n g  
at an even t h ir ty -f iv e .

“ J u s t  w h a t  have y o u  g o t a g a in st m e, 
f r ie n d ? ”  I  f in a lly  said  a fte r a tw o -m ile  
silence.

“ P le n t y !  J u s t  keep d r iv in g .”
A n o t h e r  th re e  m ile s , a n d  I  t r ie d  aga in .
“ Y o u  p a y  off a f u n n y  w a y , p a l,”  says I .  

“ I  s h o u ld  t h in k  y o u ’d lik e  m e to k n o w  
w h o ’s g iv in g  m e the w o rk s . W h o  are 
y o u , a n y w a y ? ”

“ S k ip  i t ,”  he snap ped. “ I ’m  h a v in g  m y  
fu n , g u m sh o e . T h a t ’s a ll I  w a n t.”

I  gave  u p  t r y in g ,  th e n , a n d  ju s t  w e n t 
on d r iv in g .  B u t  w a y , w a y  ba ck in  m y  
head a t in y  l ig h t  w as b e g in n in g  to  f lic k 
er. T h e  t in y  l ig h t  o f  u n d e rs ta n d in g . A t  
least, I  t r ie d  to m ake m y s e lf  b e lie ve  it  
w as u n d e rs ta n d in g . A n y w a y ,  I  s u d 
d e n ly  th o u g h t  I  k n e w  b e y o n d  a ll d o u b t 
tha t the  lu g  in  back h a d  n o  in te n tio n  o f 
k i l l in g  m e, n o  m a tte r w h a t  I  t r ie d  to p u ll.

So I  d e cid e d  to r is k  it .  I  ge t a w f u l ly  
fed  u p  a fte r a w h ile  w it h  a g u n  s tu ck  
a g a in st m y  ne ck , a n d  besides, I  had 
th in g s  to do ab out the  w h e re , w h a t, and 
h o w  o f R o g e r  F e n n im o re . I  s q u in te d  
ahead an d p ic k e d  o u t a s izable  tre e  on the 
le ft  side o f  the  ro a d. Y e s , the le ft , be
cause the r ig h t  side at th a t p o in t  d ro p p e d  
off fo r  som e th re e  h u n d re d  feet, p ra c 
t ic a l ly  s tra ig h t  d o w n . I t  w o u ld  have to 
be the  le f t  side, an d the tree  I  spo tte d  
w as ju s t  w h a t  I  w a n te d . I  s i le n t ly  a p o lo 
g iz e d  to  m y  car, to ld  it  I  w as v e r y  s o rry , 
b u t th is  w as h o w  it  w o u ld  have to be.

B u t ,  I  w as w r o n g ! M a y b e  the  vo ice  
read m y  m in d . I  th in k  I  even sensed it, 
b u t tha t d id n ’t do m e a n y  g o o d . L i g h t 
n in g  c u t m y  head in  tw o  an d th r e w  b o th  
halves in to  a m a e ls tro m  o f ro a r in g  d a rk 
ness. C h e s te r L a c y  d id n ’t k n o w  a n y 

th in g  m o re  fo r  a lo n g , lo n g  tim e .
A s  a m a tte r o f  fa ct, it  w a s  on the  dot 

o f seven in  the m o rn in g  w h e n  I  had the  
w i l l  to  op en m y  eyes an d keep th e m  open. 
T h e  sun w as c o m in g  u p , th e  e a r ly  m o r n 
in g  b ird s  w e re  s in g in g — a n d  m y  head 
w as a b o ile r  fa c to ry  o f p a in . F o r  a spell 
I  d id n ’t care w h e re  I  w as, o r w h a t  had 
h a p p e n e d , o r  even if  I  w e re  dead o r  a liv e .

B u t  e v e n tu a lly  I  p u lle d  m y s e lf  to 
g e th e r. I  w as stre tc h e d  o u t on th e  grass 
u n d e r the  tre e  I  had p ic k e d  o u t. M y  car 
w as g one , an d so w as m y  g u n , w a lle t , an d 
the d o lla r  o r  so o f  s ilv e r  I ’d had in  m y  
p o ck e t. C le a n e d , a lo n g , lo n g  w a y  f ro m  
ho m e , an d a lu m p  o f fire in  m y  head.

I  spen t the n e x t five m in u te s  c u rs in g  
e v e ry th in g , b u t  m o s t ly  C h e t L a c e y . T h e n  
I  p u sh e d  u p  on m y  feet a n d  sta rte d  w a lk 
in g  ba ck . I t  w a s the  o n ly  th in g  to  do. 
I f  I  ju s t  sat an d w a ite d  fo r  a ca r to com e 
a lo n g  a n d  p ic k  m e u p , I ’d p ro b a b ly  s t il l  
be w a it in g . N o p e , it  w as s ta rt w a lk in g , 
an d sta rt w a lk in g  I  d id . N o t  fast, th o u g h , 
because I  f ig u re d  I  had at least tw e lv e  
m ile s  ahead o f  m e  b e fo re  I  h it  the m a in  
ro a d.

A s  I  p lo d d e d  a lo n g  th a t fo rs a k e n  road 
in  the  e a r ly  s u n sh in e , n e v e r had I  so 
y e a rn e d  to  ge t m y  h and s on a m a n  as 
I  d id  the  o w n e r o f  the  vo ic e . I  t r ie d  to 
console  m y s e lf  w it h  th e  p ic tu re  o f  m e e t
in g  u p  w it h  h im  one d a y , b u t it  d id n ’t 
h e lp  a n y . A s  a m a tte r o f  fa ct, n o th in g  
h e lp e d  as I  p u t  one fo o t in  f r o n t  o f the 
o th e r o v e r an d o v e r a g a in .

W h e n  I  h a d  gone ab out a m ile  I  saw  
s o m e th in g  tha t to o k  m y  m in d  off m y  
aches an d p a in s. A s  I  h ave  e x p la in e d , 
the o u ts id e  o f  th e  ro a d  d ro p p e d  a lm o st 
s tra ig h t  d o w n  fo r  a b o u t th re e  h u n d re d  
feet. A s  I  w as w a lk in g  a lo n g  I  saw  car 
tra ck s  th a t h a d  s w e rv e d  off on th a t side, 
and th re e  o r fo u r  sm a ll trees th a t had 
snap ped lik e  m atche s w h e re  a car, o r 
m a yb e  s o m e th in g  else, had c r a s h e d  
th r o u g h  th e m  o n  its  w a y  d o w n  th a t th re e - 
h u n d re d -fo o t  d ro p .

ST E P P I N G  u p  m y  pace a l i t t le  I  
crossed o v e r to th a t side a n d  cam e to 

a h a lt  at the  spot. T h e  tra c k s  w e re  those 
o f a car, o r m a yb e  a s m a ll t ru c k . I  to o k  
a lo o k  o v e r the  edge b u t c o u ld n ’t see 
a n y th in g  at the  b o tto m . I t  w as easy 
e n o u g h  to f o llo w  th e  co urse  o f  the  th in g  
b y  the  b ro k e n  off trees an d the  slope 
bushes th a t had been to rn  o u t b y  the  
ro o ts . W e  h a d n ’t had ra in  fo r  a w e e k 
so a ll the m a rk s  w e re  p r e t t y  c lea r. T h e y
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lo o k e d  as th o u g h  th e y ’d been th e re  fo r  
a fe w  d a ys  at least.

A n d  th e n  s u d d e n ly  I  c a u g h t a g lim m e r  
o f  s o m e th in g  fa r d o w n  at the b o tto m , 
lik e  sun on s tr ip s  o f s ilv e r, o r ch ro m e . 
A n y w a y  th a t w a s e n o u g h  fo r  C h e t  L a c e y . 
I  a lw a y s  w as a c u rio u s  g u y , a n d  th e re ’s 
m o re  th a n  one scar on m y  h id e  to  p ro ve  
it . So n a tu r a l ly  I  w e n t  d o w n  fo r  a lo o k - 
see. N o , n o t ju s t  lik e  th a t. I  m ean, fast 
lik e . I t  w as one o f  the  to u g h e s t th in g s  
I  e ve r ta ck le d , an d the  lu m p  on the  head 
m ade it  even to u g h e r. A  m il l io n  tim e s  I  
lo st m y  h o ld  on a b ra n c h  o r  a s h ru b  ro o t, 
and w e n t  s lid in g . A l l  in  a ll I  w e n t  a 
q u a rte r of the  w a y  d o w n  on m y  feet, and 
the  rest o n  m y  face an d re a r end.

A n y w a y ,  I  d id  ge t d o w n , an d a ll in  one 
piece. A n d  it  w as a ca r. A  c lu b  coupe 
C h e w y  tha t w a s ju s t  a heap o f ju n k  n o w . 
I t  w as b u c k le d  an d tw is te d  lik e  a p re tz e l, 
w it h  the e n g in e  a lm o st c o m p le te ly  b u rie d  
u n d e r.

B u t  the im p o rta n t  t h in g  w as th a t the re  
w as a stiff  b e h in d  the  w h e e l. I ’m  t e llin g  
y o u  he w a s n ’t n ice  to  lo o k  at. N o  stiff  
is n ice  to  lo o k  at a fte r h e ’s been in  the 
open a ir  fo r  a fe w  d a ys, an d th is  one had 
taken a th r e e -h u n d re d -fo o t  tu m b le  in  a d 
d it io n .

I t  to o k  m e a m o m e n t o r tw o  to m ake 
the sto m a ch  behave, an d th e n  I  w e n t  to 
w o rk . I  c o u ld n ’t g e t h im  o u t o f  the 
w re c k  b u t I  w as able to reach  in to  his 
po ck ets. T h e  re s u lt?  A l l  k in d s  o f  id e n 
t if ic a tio n  th a t in  life  he had been R o g e r 
F e n im o r e !

W e l l ,  I  h a d  e arn ed the  o th e r e ig h t 
h u n d re d  d o lla rs , b u t I  d id n ’t th in k  of 
th a t d o u g h  as I  stared  at the  s tiff. I  
th o u g h t  o f a lo t o f o th e r th in g s . A l l  o f 
w h ic h  m ade m e m a d d e r b y  the  m in u te . 
T h e n  w h e n  I  had co o le d  d o w n  I  w e n t  to 
w o rk  aga in . I  to o k  a go o d  lo o k , a n d  the n  
a n o th e r. A n d  a h a lf  h o u r  la te r w h e n  I  
s ta rte d  th a t h e llis h  c lim b  back u p  to the 
ro a d  the w h o le  p ic tu re  w as v e r y  clear. 
T h e  o n ly  th in g  le ft  w as to  de cid e  w h e re  
to h a n g  it. A n d — w h o  to h a n g  a lo n g  w it h  
i t !

T h e  sun w as s lid in g  d o w n  fo r  a n o th e r 
g o o d -b y  to  o u r  side o f  the  w o r ld  w h e n  
I  f in a lly  g o t back to m y  a p a rtm e n t in  
to w n . T h e  first th in g  I  d id  w as go 
s tra ig h t to  the  m e d ic in e  cab in e t an d 
d r in k  fo u r  fin ge rs o f the  k in d  o f  m e d i
c ine  I  keep th e re . T h e n  I  s tr ip p e d  off 
m y  clo th e s an d lea ped, I  m ean lim p e d , 
in to  the  s h o w e r.

A f t e r  I  h a d  soaked o u t m o st o f  the

p a in  I  to w e le d  m y s e lf  and had som e m o re  
m e d ic in e . T h e n  I  shave d a n d  dressed 
in  fre sh  c lo th e s. L a s t ly ,  I  to o k  a glass 
o f  m e d ic in e  in to  the o th e r ro o m  a n d  
p lo p p e d  d o w n  in  m y  fa v o rite  c h a ir.

A  l i t t le  a fte r n in e  th a t n ig h t  I  p a id  
off th e  ta x i ab out a b lo c k  f ro m  M rs . 
R o g e r  F e n im o re ’s house, a n d  w e n t the  
rest o f  the w a y  o n  fo o t. I t  w as a n ic e - 
lo o k in g  house, in  a n ice  n e ig h b o rh o o d , 
a n d  as I  ja b b e d  the f ro n t  d o o r b e ll I  fe lt  
m o re  s o rry  fo r  p o o r F e n im o re  th a n  I  had 
fo r  a n y  m a n  in  a lo n g , lo n g  tim e .

T h e  d o o r w as o p ened a lm o st b e fo re  I  
had m y  fin g e r off the b u tto n . T h e r e  she 
sto o d  in  a p la in , s im p le  n u m b e r tha t 
w o u ld  k n o c k  y o u r  eye o u t. B u t  I  d id n ’t 
w aste  m o re  th a n  a second lo o k in g  at 
w h a t  she w as w e a rin g .

I t  w as h e r face th a t in te re ste d  m e, an d 
w h a t  I  saw  in  it  m ade m e feel g o o d . T h e  
la d y  w a s  f ig h t in g  the  b a ttle  o f  the ce n 
t u r y  to keep h e r  e m o tio n s  u n d e r c o n tro l, 
a n d  said e m o tio n s  w e re  r u n n in g  the  ga
m u t  f ro m  A  to  Z .  W h e n  she saw  w h o  
it  w as she re a ch e d  o u t, g ra b b e d  m y  ha n d , 
an d p ra c t ic a lly  y a n k e d  m e in s id e .

“ M r .  L a c e y , w h a t ’s h a p p e n e d ? ” she 
gasped a n d  h a n d -h e e le d  th e  d o o r shut. 
“ I ’ve  been g o in g  o u t o f  m y  m in d  ever 
since y o u r  p h o n e  ca ll. W h a t —  O h , I ’m  
s o r r y !  L e t ’s go  in  h e re .”

S he to o k  m y  hat, d ro p p e d  it  on a sm all 
h a ll table , an d le d  th e  w a y  in to  a l iv in g  
ro o m  th a t w as r e a l ly  fu rn is h e d  n ice . 
J o u r n e y ’s en d w as a m ile -lo n g  an d h a lf 
m ile -w id e  d a v e n p o rt  set an an a n gle  f ro m  
a fie ldsto ne fire place. A  coffee table  w as 
in  f r o n t  o f th e  d a v e n p o rt, b u t  th e re  
w a s n ’t a n y  coffee on it . T h e r e  w as a 
p in c h  b o ttle , ice, soda, and tw o  glasses. 
Y e s , th a t ro o m  w as r e a lly  fu rn is h e d  n ic e !

“ I  suppo se y o u ’d lik e  a d r in k ? ”  she 
asked w it h  an e ffo rt as w e  b o th  sat d o w n . 
“ M e n  ta lk  b e tte r i f  th e y  h ave  a d r in k  in  
t h e ir  h a n d , d o n ’t th e y ?  B u t  w h i le  I  m ake 
th e m , please te ll m e ! W h a t  d id  y o u  
m ean on the  p h o n e , i t ’s m o re  se rio u s tha n  
I  c o u ld  im a g in e ?  H e — ? R o g e r  is d e a d ?”

Suspense is b e tte r th a n  a ru b b e r hose 
a n y  d a y  in  the  w e e k . So  I  ju s t  w a ite d  
u n t i l  she had m ade the  d r in k s  an d h and ed 
m e m in e .

“ Y e s , y o u r  h u sb a n d  is de ad,” I  said. 
“ V e r y  dead. H e  w as m u rd e re d .”

S h e  gasped a n d  le t a l i t t le  o f h e r d r in k  
s p ill  on h e r dress.

“ N o ! ”
“ Y e s ,”  I  said. “ A n d  d o n ’t be lik e  tha t, 

M r s . F e n im o r e !”
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A  s p lit  second o f s ilence , a n d  th o u g h  

I  p u rp o s e ly  w a s n ’t lo o k in g  at h e r I  c o u ld  
feel h e r b la c k  eyes b o r in g  in to  the  side 
o f m y  face.

“ J u s t  w h a t  d o  y o u  m ean, M r .  L a c e y ? ”
I t  w as said  w it h  a ll the e ffo rt in  the  

w o r ld  to  be n a tu r a l ly  c u rio u s . B u t  to 
m e it  w as ju s t  a h ig h  p o p -o u t. I  h e ld  
m y  to n g u e  fo r  a m o m e n t a n d  la z ily  
g la n ce d  ab out the ro o m . I t  w as a s w e ll 
ro o m , an d I  m ade a m e n ta l no te  to  get 
a p a ir  o f c a rm in e  c u rta in s  lik e  th e  ones 
d ra w n  be tw e e n  th e  ro o m  w e  w e re  in  an d 
w h a t I  im a g in e d  w as the  d in in g  ro o m  
b e yo n d . T h e y  w e re  th e  real s tu ff. R ic h  
in  co lo r, a n d  ta s te fu lly  e x p e n sive .

“ Y o u  k n o w  w h a t  I  m e a n ,”  I  f in a lly  
said, t u r n in g  m y  head a l i t t le  to w a rd  he r. 
“ W h e n  y o u  cam e in to  m y  office y e s te r 
d a y  m o r n in g  y o u  k n e w  y o u r  h u sb a n d  
w as dead. Y o u  k n e w  h e ’d been m u r 
de re d , an d y o u  k n e w  w h y ! ”

“ T h a t ’s a l i e ! ” I t  cam e o u t l ik e  a hiss.

I  S H O O K  m y  head, s h if te d  m y  d r in k  
to  the  le f t  h a n d , a n d  s lid  m y  r ig h t  

in to  m y  ja c k e t p o ck e t as th o u g h  fis h in g  
fo r  a c ig a re tte . I  le t m y  h a n d  s ta y  the re .

“ N o , th e  t r u th ,” I  c o n tra d ic te d . T h e n ,  
g iv in g  m y  v o ic e  the  edge, “ A n d  the  
ju r ie s  in  th is  to w n  d o n ’t lik e  la d ie s  w h o  
h e lp  c o v e r u p  th e ir  h u sb a n d s ’ m u rd e rs . 
T h e y  d o n ’t  lik e  i t  at a l l !”

S he w as s h a k in g  so m u c h  she h a d  to 
ha n g  o n to  h e r d r in k  w it h  b o th  hands.

“ I — I  d o n ’t u n d e rs ta n d  y o u ! ”  she fi
n a lly  g o t o u t w it h  a ru s h . “ I  d o n ’t  k n o w  
w h a t o n  e a rth  y o u ’re ta lk in g  a b o u t!”

I  leaned ba ck a l i t t le  m o re  an d gave  
a p a tie n t s ig h .

“ A l l  r ig h t ,  I ’l l  te ll y o u . S to p  m e w h e re  
I  go  w ro n g . A  li t t le  o f  i t  is g u e s s in g . 
W e l l ,  y o u  an d S m o o th  C a rte r  w e re — are 
— th a t w a y  a b o u t each o th e r. H o w  lo n g , 
do esn’t m a tte r. E v e n t u a lly  y o u r  h u s 
band fo u n d  o u t a n d  he d id n ’t lik e  it . H e  
p a id  the  b ills  a ro u n d  h e re  an d had h is  
r ig h ts . So he w e n t  to te ll S m o o th  he 
d id n ’t lik e  it. S o m e th in g  h a p p e n e d —  
m a yb e  a f ig h t. T h a t  d o esn’t m a tte r, 
e ith e r. A n y w a y ,  y o u r  h u s b a n d  cam e o u t 
the  sm all en d. So, a co rp se .”

I  paused a n d  d e lib e ra te ly  to o k  a lo n g  
d r in k . I  c o u ld  sm e ll th a t p e rfu m e  she 
w as w e a rin g , an d it  w as n ice .

“ S m o o th  is a v e r y  c le v e r g u y ,” I  w e n t  
on. “ H e  w a n te d  y o u , an d he also w a n te d  
s o m e th in g  else y o u  c o u ld  g iv e  h im — y o u r  
h u s b a n d ’s f if ty  th o u s a n d  d o lla rs ’ w o rth  
o f  life  in s u ra n ce . So— ”

“ Y o u ’re m a d ! T h i s  is in s a n e ! I — ”
“ I  ch e ck e d ,” I  c u t  in  o n  h e r ra n tin g . 

“ I t  w as f if ty  th o u sa n d . W e l l ,  w h e n  a 
m a n  is fo u n d  m u rd e re d  th e re ’s an in 
v e s tig a tio n . L o t ’s o f th in g s  th a t h o ld  u p  
lo ts  o f  o th e r th in g s . S m o o th  C a rte r  
c o u ld n ’t w a it  th a t lo n g  fo r  y o u , o r  the  
f if ty  g ra n d . S o  w h a t  to  do? J u s t  d itc h  
th e  c o rp se  an d w a it  s ix  ye a rs  f o r  h im  
to be p ro n o u n c e d  le g a lly  dead? N o . 
N o t  fo r  S m o o th ; he has a b ra in . S o  he 
d ro v e , o r  h a d  one o f  h is  apes d riv e , y o u r  
h u sb a n d  w a y  o u t  th e  u n fin is h e d  h ig h 
w a y . A t  the  th r e e -h u n d re d -fo o t  d ro p  
he s to p p e d  w it h  th e  car p o in te d  to w a rd  
th e  ed ge. T h e n  he p u t  y o u r  h u sb a n d  
b e h in d  the  w h e e l, s ta rte d  the  car, and 
ste p p e d  o u t. T h e  car w e n t  o v e r an d 
d o w n , bo o m . So  fa r, so g o o d .”

I  paused a g a in  an d to o k  a s q u in t  at 
h e r  o u t th e  c o rn e r o f  m y  eye . W i l l  
s o m e b o d y  please te ll m e w h y  w o m e n  in  
te r r o r  have  a s o rt o f w e ir d  b e a u ty  in  
th e ir  e x p re ssio n s?

“ S o  fa r, so g o o d ,”  I  c o n tin u e d . “ N o w  
to  h ave  the  dead m a n  fo u n d  a n d  the 
w o r ld  to  le a rn  th a t the  p o o r m a n  had 
d r iv e n  to  h is  d e a th — p e rh a p s  w h ile  
d ru n k . N o t  easy, because th a t ro a d  is n ’t 
tra v e le d  once in  a b lu e  m o o n . A n d  be
sides, a p a s s in g  car m ig h t  m iss  th e  spot. 
B u t  S m o o th  has p le n ty  b ra in s ! H e  g o t 
y o u  to  com e to  m e w it h  y o u r  s to ry . N a 
t u r a l ly  I  w e n t  to  see h im . H e  k n e w  h is  
nam e w o u ld  be b a it e n o u g h  f o r  m e.

“ W e l l ,  I  d id n ’t le a rn  a n y th in g  fro m  
h im , at least so he th o u g h t . B u t  s k ip  
th a t f o r  a m o m e n t. W h e n  I  le f t  the 
D e l -R a y ,  th e re  w as a la d  in  m y  car. H e  
h a d  a g u n , a n d  he m ade m e t h in k  he w as 
ju s t  som e e x -c o n  w h o  w a n te d  to  p a y  off 
an o ld  score w it h  m e. I  d id  t h in k  th a t 
fo r  a s p e ll. H e  m ade m e d r iv e  o u t th a t 
ro a d  u n t i l  w e  w e re  a b it  past the  d ro p . 
T h e n  he c lo u te d  m e, c lea ned m e, an d 
d u m p e d  m e o n  th e  side o f the  ro a d, 
d ro v e  a w a y  to  re p o rt  to  S m o o th  th a t 
th in g s  w e re  as th e y  s h o u ld  be. So fa r 
so go o d  some m o re .”

“ T h i s  is m a d n e ss! I t ’s m a d n e s s !”
L ik e  a b ro k e n  re c o rd . I  d id n ’t p a y  a n y  

a tte n tio n .
“ T h e  s h o rt  a n d  lo n g  o f  it  a ll ,”  I  s ta rte d  

te ll in g  h e r, “ w as th a t w h e n  I  cam e to  and 
sta rte d  h o o fin g  it  ba ck , I  w o u ld  see w h e re  
the car w e n t  o v e r, go  d o w n  to  in v e s ti
gate, fin d  y o u r  h u sb a n d  an d th e n  te ll y o u  
ab out i t — w h ic h  is e x a c tly  w h a t  I  d id . 
R e s u lt !  Y o u r  p o o r h u s b a n d  k ille d  in  
an a c c id e n t o f  h is  o w n  d o in g . N o  k n ife .



n o  b u lle t  holes, np n o th in g  to  p ro v e  it  
w as m u rd e r .

“ H is  b o d y  w a s  even to o  m ashed u p  to  
te ll th a t he had been c lu b b e d  to  death. 
P e r f e c t ! Y o u  an d S m o o th  ge t each o th e r 
— an d f if ty  th o u s a n d  in  in s u ra n ce  cash, 
p lu s  w h a te v e r assets y o u r  h u s b a n d  had. 
P e rfe c t— o n ly  it  w a s n ’t p e r f e c t !”

“ W h y ,  th is  is fa n ta s tic ! H o w  dare 
y o u — ”

“ S h u t  u p !”  I  shot at h e r  o u t o f  the c o r 
n e r o f m y  m o u th . “ W h e n  I  w e n t  to  see 
S m o o th  I  c o u ld  sm ell y o u r  p e rfu m e  a ll 
o v e r h is  office y e t  he said he d id n ’t  k n o w  
y o u  f ro m  A d a m — E v e !  S m o o th , o r  one 
o f  h is  apes, m essed th e  b o d y -d u m p in g . 
T h e  cops are sm a rt, too. T h e y ’l l  see tha t 
th e  car is in  second gear, a n d  th a t the  
dash gas p lu n g e r  is p u lle d  a ll th e  w a y  
o u t !  A  m a n  d r iv in g  in  second g ear w it h  
the gas p lu n g e r  o u t?  R id ic u lo u s !  A n d  
a n o th e r th in g . J u s t  a sm a ll a m o u n t o f  
c h e c k in g  w i l l  s h o w  th a t y o u r  h u sb a n d  
d id  sp e n d  a lo t  o f  e v e n in g s  at h is  office. 
T h o s e  w e re  th e  e v e n in g s  y o u  w e n t  to  the 
D e l -R a y ,  n o t y o u r  h u sb a n d . L o o k , la d y , 
y o u ’re— ”

“ S to p ! I  can’t sta n d  i t !  I  d o n ’t care. 
Y e s , y o u ’re r ig h t .  R o g e r  fo u n d  o u t. H e  
w e n t  to  S m o o th , an d S m o o th  h it  h im  
w it h  a— ”

I f  she fin ish e d  the  re st I  d id n ’t h e a r it. 
M y  b ig  m o m e n t had a rr iv e d . T h e  m u z 
z le  o f a g u n  cam e s n a k in g  b e tw e e n  those
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d ra w n  c u rta in s , b u t i t  d id  n o t s p it  flame 
a n d  s m o k e ; the g u n  in  m y  r ig h t  ja c k e t 
p o ck e t spoke first. A n d  it  is a h a b it of 
m in e  to  a lw a y s  shoot fo r  keeps. I  feel 
th a t it  h e lp s  m e liv e  lo n g e r.

A n y w a y ,  the  c u rta in s  je rk e d  a l i t t le  as 
m y  s lu g  w e n t  th r o u g h  th e m . T h e n  th e y  
s p lit  w id e  o p e n  a n d  S m o o th  C a rte r  fe ll 
th ro u g h , r ig h t  d o w n  sm ack o n  h is  face. 
A s  he fe ll I  saw  the  dead c e n te r of h is 
w h ite  s h ir t  f r o n t  t u r n  a g lis te n in g  red , 
so I  d id n ’t w a ste  a n o th e r shot. I  lo o k e d  
at the  F e n im o re  w o m a n . I n  t w e n t y  sec
on ds she had becom e ages o ld e r, b u t  s t ill  
an a w f u l lo t  to lo o k  at.

“ T h e r e ’s w h y  I  p h o n e d  y o u  t h a t  
s c re w y  c a ll,”  I  sa id  to h e r. “ I  k n e w  if  I  
g o t y o u  w o r r y in g  y o u ’d ge t in  to u c h  w it h  
S m o o th . Y o u  d id , a n d  he cam e h e re  to 
lis te n  in — as I  e x p e cte d . I  had  a ll the 
facts, b u t th e y  w o u ld  be to u g h  to  p ro v e . 
So I  had to  m ake y o u  a n d  S m o o th  p ro ve  
th e m  fo r  m e. Y o u  d id . H e re , d r in k  th is . 
Y o u  need it  m o re  th a n  I  d o !”

I  p o u re d  w h a t  w as le ft  o f  m y  d r in k  
in to  h e r  glass as she sat th e re  s ta rin g  
d u ll-e y e d  off in to  space. T h e n  I  w e n t  
o v e r to  th e  p h o n e  in  the  c o rn e r. B e fo re  
I  ca lle d  the  cops I  to o k  a lo o k  at S m o o th  
C a rte r , a n d  s u d d e n ly  I  w as v e r y  s o rry  
he w as dead. A l iv e ,  he c o u ld  te ll m e w h o  
the m u g  w as w it h  th e  vo ic e , b u t n o w  th a t 
he w as dead—  O h , w e ll,  g u y s  in  m y  b u s i
ness d o n ’t ge t e v e ry th in g  th e ir  w a y !

DETECTIVE

Larry Grant unwittingly sends an innocent man to jail—and then is faced with 
the problem of finding the real killer of Vivian Hall 

in order to free his friend
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A bullet tore through the plaid at Nick's shoulder and nicked Willy's ear-lobe

FIT TO BE TRIED
By JOE ARCHIBALD

Willie Klump, the Hawkeye Hawkshaw, tackles a tangled case 
of murder and loot, and gives the miscreant plenty of rope!

I T  W A S  a m o rn in g  w h e n  th e  m a il at 
the H a w k e y e  D e te c tiv e  A g e n c y  w as 
q u ite  h e a v y , and W i l l ia m  K lu m p , 

P re s id e n t, w as as e x cite d  as a m o th  fe e d 
in g  on L a n a ’s s h irre d  b e aver coat w h e n  
the p o stm a n  d u m p e d  it  o n  h is  desk.

“ Y o u  sure ra n g  tw ic e t  th is  m o r n in ’,” 
W i l l i e  said. “ J o in  m e in  a c ru m b  b u n  
a n ’ a cu p  o f coffee.”

“ D o n ’t m in d  if  I  d o ,” the  p o stm a n  said, 
the n  q u ic k ly  to o k  a g a n d e r at the  m a il. 
“ O h , I  a lm o st done it  a g a in . T h i s  stuff,

a ll b u t  th re e  le tte rs , b e lo n g s  to the H a w 
k e r D is in fe c ta n t  C o m p a n y  n e x t d o o r. 
I ’l l  take a lit t le  s u g a r in  m y  coffee.”

“ I  ju s t  h a p p e n e d  to t h in k ,” W i l l i e  
snap ped, “ I  am  s h o rt o f  c ru m b  b u n s  th is  
A .  M . A n '  I ’l l  need a ll the coffee I  g o t. 
I  am  a b u s y  m a n  so r u n  a lo n g .”

“ Y e a h ? ” the p o stm a n  g r ip e d . “ I  hope 
w h a t le tte rs  y o u  g o t are d u n n in ’ y o u  fo r 
a ll the  d o u g h  y o u  g o t.”

“ Y o u  com e u n d e r C i v i l  S e rv ic e , d o n ’t 
y o u ? ” W i l l i e  sniffe d . “ T h e n  t r y  a c t in ’



c iv i l  b e fo re  I  re p o rt  y o u  to  F a r le y .”
“ F a r le y ?  H e  a in ’t been p o stm a ste r 

since— ”
“ I  d id n ’t see the  n e w sp a p e rs  th is  m o rn - 

in ’,”  W i l l i e  snap ped. “ N o w  go a w a y .”
W i l l i e  K lu m p  opened h is  m a il. O n e  

le tte r w as s o lic it in g  fu n d s  fo r  an o rg a n i
z a tio n  th a t had been fo rm e d  fo r  the  p u r 
pose o f s u p p re ss in g  crim e .

“ T h a t  is a lo t  o f  senst,”  W i l l i e  scoffed. 
“ T h e y  w o u ld  ask m e to  s u p p o rt  the T e m 
pera nce U n io n  i f  I  o w n e d  a ch a in  o f 
b re w e rie s .”

T h e  second le tte r w as f ro m  the P o lic e 
m e n ’s B e n e v o le n t A s s ’n, an d co n ta in e d  
fo u r  tic k e ts  at th re e  d o lla rs  p e r. T h e  
ty p e w r it te n  m essage assured W i l l ia m  
th a t he w o u ld  send a ch e ck im m e d ia te ly .

“ I t  is in t im a t io n !” he g ro u c h e d . “ T h e y  
are w o rs t  ro b b e rs  tha n  th e y  go  o u t 
h u n t in ’ fo r . W h a t ’s the  use o f  lo o k in ’ 
at a n y  m o re  m a il? ”

W i l l i e  ate th e  rest o f  h is  b re a k fa st 
an d w as t id y in g  u p  w h e n  a ta ll, c a d a ve r
ous c it iz e n  w a lk e d  in . W i l l i e  a lm o st to ld  
h im  th a t he m u s t be m is ta k e n  a b o u t an 
address, as U .N . R . R . A .  w as in  W a s h in g 
to n . A n y w a y ,  the  w h e a t s h ip m e n ts  w e re  
no ne o f h is  d o in g s .

“ A h ,  M r .  K lu m p , I  p re s u m e ? ”
“ H a v e  a c h a ir ,”  W i l l i e  said. “ Y o u ’re a 

c lie n t, I  p re s u m e ? ”
“ I  am . I  no te  th a t y o u  fin d  m is s in g  

p e rso n s.”
“ I f  th e y ’re above g ro u n d , w e  fin d  ’em ,” 

W i l l i e  said.
“ I  am  H u m p h r e y  B u ff . P e rh a p s  y o u  

k n o w  I  am  a p p e a rin g  at R a d io  T h e a tr e  
th is  w e e k .”

W i l l i e  sho o k h is  head.
“ M y  s p e c ia lty  is e sca p in g  f ro m  safes,” 

B u ff  said, l if te d  the  s k irts  o f  h is  p la id  
coat, an d sat d o w n . “ O n c e , I  had a p a rt - 
ner.

“ I  b e g in  to  see,” W i l l i e  said , a ssu m in g  
a p ro fe s s io n a l m ie n . “ H e  g o t in  a safe 
on cet an’ w as stu m p e d . S o m e b o d y  m o v e d  
the safe an d y o u  n e ve r g o t the  f o r w a r d in ’ 
ad dress.”

H u m p h r e y  B u ff  s w u n g  h is  head 
a ro u n d  on h is  tu r t le lik e  n e ck  an d read 
the le tte rs  on W i l l i e ’s d o o r as i f  to m ake 
sure he h a d  com e to the  r ig h t  place.

“ N o t h in g  o f the  k in d ,” he said, e y e in g  
W i l l i e  aga in . “ I t  w as because p o o r E l -  
e rt c o u ld  n o t to le ra te  h u n g e r  a n y  f u r 
th e r, m y  f r ie n d . F if te e n  ye a rs  ago, v o d - 
v i l le  becam e a p re c a rio u s  m e th o d  of 
m a k in g  a l iv in g ,  an d E lb e r t  pack e d  u p  
one n ig h t  an d le ft  K a n k a k e e  w h e re  w e
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w e re  s h o w in g . I  have n o t seen h im  since. 
N o w  th a t it  has com e to  pass th a t t r o d -  
d in g  the bo ards is once m o re  a lu c r a 
t iv e — ”

“ H i s  f u l l  n a m e ? ” W i l l i e  in te rru p te d , 
re a c h in g  fo r  p a p e r a n d  p e n c il.

E lb e r t  E e ly ,  E s c a p e  A r t i s t  E x t r a o r d i 
n a r y ! ”

“ H - m - m ,” W i l l i e  said.
“ I — er— ch a n g e d  m y  nam e w h e n  I  w e n t 

b a ck  to  the  stage a g a in , K lu m p . I n  those 
d a ys w e  w e re  k n o w n  as S q u irm e rh o rn  
and E e ly .  I  have  an o ld  c o p y  o f  V a r ie t y  
I  sh a ll lea ve  w it h  y o u . W h e n  I  k n e w  E l 
b e rt last he w as a b o u t five feet, e ig h t , had 
a b la c k  m u sta ch e  a n d  a m o le  o v e r h is  le ft  
eye. I f  y o u  fin d  h im , K lu m p , I  w i l l  p a y  
y o u  five h u n d re d  d o lla rs .”

“ D e a r  o r a liv e ? ”  W i l l i e  said s h a rp ly .
“ W e l l — e r— no. I f  y o u  fin d  th a t E l 

b e rt is d e fu n c t, th e  fee w i l l  be th re e  h u n 
d re d .”

“ I t  is h a rd e r  to  fin d  c itiz e n s  w h o  no 
lo n g e r  w a lk  a b o u t,”  W i l l i e  p o in te d  ou t. 
“ B u t  i t  is a de al. O f  c o u rs t, th e re  w i l l  
be expenses.”

“ K e e p  th e m  d o w n , M r .  K lu m p ,”  B u f f  
said.

“ S u p p o s in ’ I  lo ca te  h im  in  M a n c h u r ia ,” 
W i l l i e  a rg u e d . “ I  do n o t o w n  m y  o w n  
a irp la n e s .”

“ L e t ’s stop  b e in g  s i l ly ,  M r .  K lu m p . I ’l l  
see y o u  are a d e q u a te ly  re im b u rs e d .”

“ I t  w as th e  p a y  I  w as w o r r ie d  about. 
A l l  r ig h t ,  I ’l l  take the  case. A l l  r ig h t ,  
y o u  g iv e  m e the  addresses w h e re  y o u ’ll  
be the  n e x t s ix  m o n th s  o r so. G la d  to 
have m e t y o u , B u f f .”

T h e  a c to r p la ce d  an o ld  m a g a zin e  on 
W i l l i e ’s desk, a n d  W i l l i e  p ic k e d  it  u p  
a n d  tu c k e d  it  a w a y  a m o n g  h is  co m ic  
bo oks o n  to p  o f  the  f il in g  ca b in e t. F o r  
an h o u r  a fte r B u f f  had d e p a rte d , the 
p re s id e n t o f the H a w k e y e  D e te c tiv e  
A g e n c y  w o n d e re d  w h e re  in  th e  w o r ld  
he w o u ld  s ta rt lo o k in g  fo r  E lb e r t  E e ly .

“ I  b e tte r sleep o n  i t ,” W i l l i e  said. “ I  
w is h t  I  w as h a lf  as s m a rt as S a tc h e lfo o t 
K e l ly  th in k s  the  D . A .  th in k s  he is. F ir s t ,  
I  c o u ld  m a yb e  canvass th e  m o rg u e s  
e v e ry w h e re  b y  m a il. I  n e v e r had such  a 
stiff  a s s ig n m e n t. O h , w e ll,  I  can a ffo rd  
to  take m y  t im e  as the d iv id e n d s  s h o u ld  
s ta rt r o l l in ’ in  soon. M r .  P lo c h n it z  said 
I  c o u ld  e x p e ct ’em  the  first o f  the  m o n th . 
H a h , w a it  u n t i l  I  s h o w  G e rt ie  th e  ch eck. 
I ’l l  s h o w  h e r h o w  d u m b  I  r e a lly  a m !”

T h e  p h o n e  ra n g  as W i l l i e  s ta rte d  v is 
u a l iz in g  a t w e lv e -c y l in d e r  ja lo p p y  w ith  
p lu s h  u p h o ls te r y  a n d  a b u i l t - in  fro z e n
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food cabine t.
“ H e l lo ,” W i l l i e  said. “ H a w k e y e  D i v i 

d e nd and L im o u s in e  C o . I  m ean— ” 
“ T h i s  is K e l l y ,”  a v o ic e  said.
“ U p  to  n o w  I  w as h a v in ’ one o f m y  

g o o d  d a ys ,” W i l l i e  snap ped. “ W h a t  y o u  
w a n t? ”

“ D o  y o u  k n o w  a G a s p e r J .  P lo c h n it z ? ” 
“ I — I  do. B u t  h o w  w o u ld  y o u , S a tc h e l- 

fo o t? ”
“ O h , I  m eet a ll k in d s  in  th is  business, 

W i l l ie .  I  th r e w  h im  in  the h o o se g o w  
last n ig h t. H e  had a su ck e r lis t  on h im , 
and guess w h o se  nam e w as on i t ? ” 

“ M in e ,” W i l l i e  said. “ T h a t  is, I  w as 
one o f the  p re fe rre d  c lie n ts .”

“ H a -h a ! ”  K e l l y  la u g h e d . “ A to m iz e rs , 
In c o rp o ra te d . H o w  m u c h  y o u  b u y , W i l 
lie ? ”

“ A  th o u s a n ’ shares at f if ty  cents a 
share,” W i l l i e  said, b e g in n in g  to  feel a 
lit t le  w o o z y .

“ Y e a h ?  A to m iz e rs . H a -a -a -a -a h !” 
“ A to m s  is e v e ry th in g  to d a y ,”  W i l l i e  

said. “ M r .  P lo c h n it z  says a fte r th e y  
b lo w e d  u p  B ik in i ,  the stocks w o u ld  rise  
lik e  je t  p la nes. T h e r e  w o u ld  be atom s 
w o r k in ’ e le c tric  toasters a n ’— ”

“ W e  ra id e d  P lo c h n it z ’s office. T h e r e  
is a l i t t le  s to re -ro o m  w it h  ab out a h u n 
d re d  a to m ize rs  in  it . T h e  glass ones w it h  
the ru b b e r b u lb s  y o u  s p ra y  c o lo g n e  w it h . 
O h , W i l l i e ! ” S a tc h e lfo o t h o w le d .

W i l l i e  h u n g  u p  an d fe ll in to  h is  c h a ir  
as lim p  as g a rb a ge  p a il le ttu c e . F iv e  
C ’s had taken w in g ,  had flo w n  the  coop 
m o re  c o n c lu s iv e ly  th a n  had E lb e r t  E e ly .  
G e rtie  w o u ld  fin d  o u t b e fo re  the  no on 
w h is tle s , an d she w o u ld  have a d o zen 
m o re  s y n o n y m s  fo r  the  w o r d  “ m o ro n ” 
w h e n  he m e t h e r face to face.

“ I  ca n ’t be as d u m b  as I  a ct,”  W i l l ie  
to ld  h im s e lf . “ W h o  c o u ld ?  B u t  I  m u s t 
have been. W e l l — ”

A g a in  the p u b lic  u t i l i t y  n e ce ssity  
c la m o re d  to  be a n sw e re d . A t  first W i l l i e  
ig n o re d  it , h a r d ly  in  the  m o o d  to  a rg u e  
w it h  G e rtie  M u d g e tt  o v e r the  fa ct tha t 
the re  m ig h t  be in s a n ity  in  h is  fa m ily  
m ost a n y w h e re . B u t  he c o n c lu d e d  tha t 
he m ig h t  as w e ll  take the ra p  soo ner as 
la te r. H e  snatched u p  the  phon e.

“ A l l  r ig h t ,  go  a h e a d !” he y e lp e d . “ S a y  
it  a ll at on cet, y o u — ”

I t  w as n o t G e rt ie ’s g r a v e lly  vo ic e . I t  
w as a scared sq u e a k y one.

“ P lease com e to F o u r -n in e ty -s e v e n  and 
a h a lf  W e s t  T w e n t ie t h  S tre e t at once, 
p le a se !”  it  said. “ I t  is a ro b b e ry . O h , 
do h u r r y ! ”

FIT TO
“ Y o u  s h o u ld  o f ca lle d  the  p u b lic  de

te c tiv e s !”  W i l l i e  said. “ I m  a p riv a te  
. . . H e l lo !  H e l - l - l l o !  S h e ’s h u n g  u p . 
O h , w h a t  a d a y  so f a r ! I  g o t  to lo o k  
fo r  a m is s in ’ p e rso n  I  can’t n e v e r find. 
I  ge t b a n k ru p t, an d n o w — w e ll, I ’l l  call 
K e l ly  an d the  real cops. W h a t  am  I  
s a y in ’ ?”

W i l l i e  d id  n o t ca ll H e a d q u a rte rs  u n t i l  
he g o t to  a c ig a r  store  a b lo c k  f ro m  the 
scene o f th e  fe lo n y . T h e n  W i l l i e  K lu m p  
w e n t  on an d ra n g  the  b e ll o f  an o ld  
b ro w n s to n e  th a t lo o k e d  as i f  it  h a d  no t 
been liv e d  in  since D e w e y  sm eared the 
S p a n ia rd s  at M a n ila . A  l i t t le  w r in k le d  
d o ll o p ened the  d o o r. She le t W i l l i e  
in to  a p la ce  th a t w as an a n tiq u e  d e a le r’s 
d re a m . S m e lls  b e lo n g in g  to the  G a y  
N in e tie s  sla p p e d  W i l l i e  in  the  face.

“ O h , th a n k  heaven, y o u  g o t h e re ,”  said 
the li t t le  o ld  d o ll. “ I ’m  M is s  P e n e lo p e  
P a is le y .”

PE N E L O P E  w o re  a taffeta dress tha t 
_ H e t t y  G re e n  m u s t have  tossed a w a y. 

S he s w u n g  a lo rg n e tte  a n d  had a b ig  t o r 
toise s h e ll co m b  s t ic k in g  o u t o f  the  p u g  
at the  nape o f  h e r n e ck . S he le d  W i l l i e  
in to  a l ib r a r y  th a t w o u ld  have  t ic k le d  
K a r lo f f .

“ T h e r e  is p o o r M r .  M a c G o n ig le  tie d  
u p  th e re ,” she said.

W i l l i e  lo o k e d  at the tru sse d  flu n k e y . 
N o t h in g  had ever been t ie d  u p  m o re  
t h o r o u g h ly , n o t even a t ru s t  fu n d .

“ H e  been h e re  a ll th is  t im e ? ” W i l l i e  
asked.

“ O f  c o u rse ,”  the  l i t t le  d o ll snap ped. 
“ A n d  I  k n o w  m y  d e te c tive  sto rie s. I  
d id n ’t d is tu rb  a t h in g .”

“ G l u b - u g ! ” the  b u t le r  said.
“ T h a t  is n o t a S c o tc h  d ia le c t,”  W i l l i e  

said.
“ H e  is g a g g e d , y o u  lu n k h e a d ,” P e n e lo 

pe P a is le y  sn iffe d . “ A r e  y o u  a de te c
t iv e ? ”

“ T h e  b o n n e r fide ones are on th e ir  
w a y ,” W i l l i e  e x p la in e d . “ Y o u  g o t m e 
b y  m is ta k e .”

“ I  f ig g e re d  th a t w h e n  y o u  g o t h e re ,” 
the  o ld  g i r l  c o u n te re d . “ H a v e  pa tie n ce , 
M a c G o n ig le , th e y ’ll  be here a n y  m in u te  
to u n tie  y o u .”

W i l l i e  w as lo ll in g  on a h o rs e h a ir  sofa 
w h e n  S a tc h e lfo o t K e l ly  and h is  m en a r 
r iv e d . K e l l y  sn a rle d  at the  p riv a te  
sn o o p e r a n d  th re a te n e d  to m ake W i l l i e  
take h is  nam e o u t o f the  p h o n e  bo ok.

“ I  p a y  m y  te le p h o n e  b ills ,”  W i l l i e  said. 
“ E v e r y b o d y  m akes m is ta k e s .”
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“ Y o u  been ro b b e d ? ” K e l ly  asked P e n 
elope.

“ W h y ,  n o ! I  been h a v in ’ a scave nger 
h u n t. W e  p la y  lik e  th is  o fte n , m e and 
m y  b u tle r. W h e n  are the  real p o lice  
c o rn in ’ ?”

W i l l ie  K lu m p  w e n t in to  stitches.
“ W e l l — er— w e re  th e y  v a lu a b le , w h a t 

, w as to o k ? ”  S a tc h e lfo o t w e n t  on, p ic k 
in g  u p  a b ro n ze  statue an d lo o k in g  n a sty  
at W i l l ie .

“ W h a t  do y o u  th in k ?  T h e y  o n ly  be
lo n g e d  to C a th e rin e  th e  G re a t o f  R u s s ia  
once. Iv a n  the  T e r r ib le  g iv e  ’em  to h e r.”  
T h e  a n cie n t e c c e n tric  sn iffe d .

“ W e  a ll have fo rg o t  s o m e th in ’,”  W i l 
lie  offered. “ D o n ’t y o u  th in k  the b u tle r  
w o u ld  lik e  to  g it  lo o se ? ”

“ F i r s t  I  g o t to lo o k  at h im  as he is ,” 
K e l ly  said. “ H u h , q u ite  a k n o t o n  h is  
n o g g in . T h e  in tr u d e r  used m o re  th a n  a 
banana on h im . U n t ie  h im , m e n .”

T h e  d e te ctive s  had to c u t M a c G o n ig le  
loose. T h e y  u n g a g g e d  h im  an d P e n e lo p e  
ra n  o u t and cam e back w it h  a b o ttle  all 
cove re d  w it h  cob w ebs. “ I  bet th a t is 
p re -w a r ,” S a tc h e lfo o t said.

“ F o r  once y o u  are r ig h t ,”  P e n e lo p e  
said. “ M y  g ra n d fa th e r  b o u g h t  it  w h e n  
L in c o ln  w as e lected. T h i s  s h o u ld  re 
v iv e  M a c G o n ig le .”

T h e  b u tle r  to o k  a h e a v y  s n o rt, w o rk e d  
h is  arm s an d le gs to ge t back in to  c ir c u 
la tio n , th e n  d ro p p e d  in to  a ch a ir.

“ A w r ig h t ,  s ta rt in  f ro m  th e  b e g in n in ’,”  
K e l ly  said.

“ W e l l , ”  W i l l i e  said. “ T h i s  is n o t lik e  
in  books. T h i s  t im e  h o w  c o u ld  the  b u tle r  
o f  done i t ? ”

“ Y o u  sh u t u p , K lu m p , o r  w e ’l l  th r o w  
y o u  d o w n  the c e lla r  s ta irs !” S a tc h e lfo o t 
h o w le d . “ G o  on, M a c G o n ig le .”

“ L e ’s see n o w . Y e a h , I  w as in  the 
l ib ’a ry  here s o rt in ’ o u t som e bo oks last 
n ig h t  ab out e le ven w h e n  s o m e b o d y w a lk s  
in  q u ie t as a m ouse. A t  first I  th in k  it  
is P e n e lo p e — M is s  P a is le y . B u t  w h e n  I  
t u r n  m y  head I  see it  is a b u rg la r . I  a l
w a y s  k e p t a g u n  o v e r on the s h e lf in  the  
c o rn e r, so I  w as re a d y  fo r  h im . H e  w as 
q u ic k  as a cat, th o u g h , and w as s p r in g in ’ 
at m e w h e n  I  fired. I  m isse d  h im , a n ’ 
th e n  s o m e th in ’ h its  m e on the  head, and 
w h e n  I  com e to , I  am  tie d  in  a ch a ir. 
T h a t ’s a ll I  k n o w .”

“ I  com e in  late f ro m  a D .A .R .  m e e tin ’,”  
M is s  P a is le y  said. “ I  w e n t  r ig h t  u p sta irs  
and w e n t  to  bed an d it  w a ’n ’t u n t i l  ten 
o’c lo ck  th is  m o r n in ’ I  com e d o w n  and 
fo u n d  M a c G o n ig le .”

82 POPULAR
S a tc h e lfo o t s tro k e d  h is  c h in  a n d  the n  

asked the  b u t le r  to s h o w  h im  w h e re  he 
stood w h e n  he fire d  off the  B e ts y . M a c 
G o n ig le  g o t u p  an d w e n t  o v e r in  a c o rn e r. 
H e  k ic k e d  h is  fo o t a g a in st s o m e th in g  an d 
w as ab out to stoop d o w n  an d re tr ie v e  it  
w h e n  S a tc h e lfo o t w a rn e d  h im .

“ I f  th a t ’s th e  R o sco e , a n ’ I  see it  is 
n o w , y o u  keep y o u r  m it ts  off i t ! ”

W i l l i e  K lu m p  w a tc h e d  M a c G o n ig le  go 
th r o u g h  som e p a n to m im e . S a tc h e lfo o t 
K e l ly  w a lk e d  o v e r to  the m o ld y  p o r 
tie re s  an d f in a lly  lo ca te d  a h o le  tha t 
n e v e r had been m ade b y  a m o th . A n d  
f ro m  th a t m o m e n t th in g s  g o t so c o m 
p lic a te d  th a t W i l l i e  K l u m p ’s head 
b u z ze d  lik e  a bee fa rm .

T H E  h o le  in  the  d ra pes w as n e a r ly  s ix  
feet f ro m  the  floo r. S a tc h e lfo o t w e n t  

in to  the n e x t ro o m  a n d  fo u n d  b lo o d sta in s  
on the  floo r. H e  ju m p e d  back in to  the  
lib r a r y .

“ Y o u  d id n ’t m iss  th e  b u rg la r  l ik e  y o u  
t h o u g h t !”  he y e lle d  at the b u tle r .

“ B u t  y o u  shot at h im  in  h ere, d id n ’t 
y o u ? ” W i l l i e  asked.

“ S u re ,”  M a c G o n ig le  said.
“ So he d id n ’t b leed u n t i l  he g o t in  the  

m id d le  o f  th a t p a r lo r  in  th e re , h a h ? ” 
W i l l ia m  K lu m p  scoffed. “ M a y b e  he 
c o u ld  su sp e n d  h is  a n im a tin g  a n d  stop 
h is  h e a rt at w i l l . ”

“ I  pass,” the  b u t le r  said, an d p a w e d  
at h is  b o n y  face. “ Y o u  g o t m e  the re , 
a w r ig h t .”

“ W i l l ie ,  y o u  keep o u t o f  th is  o r— ” 
“ A n ’ h o w  c o u ld  y o u  o f h it  the  b u r g la r  

in  the first p la ce, M a c ? ” the  p re s id e n t o f 
the  H a w k e y e  in s is te d . “ T o  o f  n ic k e d  
h im  in  the  flesh, he w o u ld  have to  o f 
been e ig h t  fo o t ta ll. So th e re  is a clu e , 
K e l ly .  A  c irc u s  fre a k  is the  suspect. 
W h y  is it  I  a lw a y s  have to sta rt y o u  
off o n  the r ig h t  fo o t? ”

“ Y o u ’l l  g it  m y  fo o t in  a m in u te , y o u  
m u s h m o u th !” K e l ly  ra ve d .

“ Y o u  g o t to a d m it  the  g u y  is r ig h t ,  
K e l ly ,” a cop said.

“ A r e  y o u  on m y  side o r h is, M c N i n -  
n e y ? ” S a tc h e lfo o t p o u te d .

“ W e l l ,  so m e b o d y b e tte r get th e  c u l
p r i t ! ”  P e n e lo p e  P a is le y  snap ped. “ I  w as 
o n ly  ro b b e d  o f ,a q u a rte r  o f a m il l io n  
w o r th  o f  je w e ls . M a y b e  y o u  th in k  th e y  
g r o w  on p r iv e t  h e d g e s !”

S a tc h e lfo o t gasped. “ W — w as th e y  in 
s u re d ? ”

“ N o . So do s o m e th in ’ r ig h t  a w a y .” 
S a tc h e lfo o t’s ne rve s  acted  u p . “ S to p
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s c ra tc h in ’ y o u r  head, W i l l ie .  Y o u  m ake 
m o re  noise w h e n  y o u — ”

“ T h a t  is ju s t  some ra ts  in  th e  w o o d 
w o r k ,” P e n e lo p e  sn iffe d .

“ M a y b e  one w e a r in ’ shoes is h id in ’ in  
th e re  w it h  ’e m ,” W i l l i e  said.

“ W h e r e  is th e  safe?”  K e l l y  asked s u d 
d e n ly .

“ H u h , I  w o n d e re d  h o w  lo n g  it  w o u ld  
be b e fo re  y o u  th o u g h t  to ask,” the  w r i n 
kle d  d o ll sa id . “ I t  is in  the w a ll  o u t in  
the p a r lo r  b e h in d  m y  d e a r b ro th e r ’s p ic 
tu re .”

W i l l i e  fo llo w e d  the  cops in to  the  n e x t 
ro o m . T h e  p ic tu re  of P e n e lo p e ’s b ro th e r  
w as le a n in g  a g a in st the  w a ll,  s id e b u rn s  
an d a ll. A n  iro n  d o o r s w u n g  open. T h e r e  
was a h ig h  c h a ir  s ta n d in g  a g a in s t the  
w a ll u n d e r the  g a p in g  square h o le  in  
the faded w a llp a p e r.

“ P h o to g ra ft  e v e r y t h in ’, m e n !” S a tc h e l- 
fo o t y e lle d . “ N o w  w e ’re  g e t t in ’ som e- 
w h e re s . T h e  g u i l t y  c it iz e n  stood on tha t 
o ld  c h a ir  to  reach  the safe a n ’ m a yb e  le ft  
a f o o t p r in t .”

W i l l i e  K lu m p  sat d o w n  ne ar an o ld  
etagere, a n d  w o n d e re d  w h y  he t r ie d  to 
th in k  o f s o m e th in g  a ll o f  a s u d d e n . H o w 
e ve r, w h a te v e r th o u g h t  had o c c u rre d  to 
h im  d u ck e d  ba ck o u t o f  s ig h t  in  one o f 
h is  fe w  b ra in  cells . H e  d ig re s s e d , 
th o u g h t  o f a c it iz e n  n a m e d P lo c h n itz , 
the n e w  b lu e  serge  s u it  he w a s  g o in g  to 
p u rch a se  w it h  th e  firs t d iv id e n d  fro m  
A to m iz e rs , In c .

H e  w as d e fin ite ly  a to m ize d  h im s e lf  
fo r  the  n e x t fe w  m in u te s  w h ile  S a tc h e l- 
fo o t an d h is  m e n  com be d P e n e lo p e ’s o ld  
p u e b lo . S a tc h e lfo o t’s c r y  o f  t r iu m p h  
scattere d h is  fo g g in e s s . W i l l i e  g o t up 
an d h u r r ie d  o u t in to  the lib r a r y .

“ W h o  d id  i t ? ” he y e lp e d .
“ W h i le  y o u  w a s  asleep as u su a l, I  g o t 

a suspect,”  K e l ly  said. “ W e  fo u n d  the 
gas m a n ’s b o o k  a n d  p e n c il r ig h t  at the 
head o f the  sta irs  le a d in ’ to the  ce lla r. 
H e  b e tte r p ro v e  he d ro p p e d  it  som e o th e r 
tim e  th a n  last n ig h t . H e  co u ld  o f  c a rr ie d  
it  a lo n g  so’s i f  he g o t c a u g h t in  th e  house 
he c o u ld  say he f o rg o t  to  read the m e te r 
an d com e ba ck to d o  it .  I f  he has been 
shot a n y  place, he is co o ke d . I f  th e  b o ys  
in  the lab  can te ll the  b lo o d  w e  g o t a sam 
p le  o f  com es o u t o f  the  gas m a n — ”

“ H e  c o u ld  have  an a lib i w h e re  he w as 
last n ig h t ,” W i l l i e  said.

“ H e  b e tte r,”  K e l ly  snap ped. “ W e ’re 
g o in ’ a fte r h im  r ig h t  n o w . I  bet w e  g o t 
th is  so lve d , M is s  P a is le y !”

“ I  g o t m y  d o u b ts ,” the  o ld  d o ll said.
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“ S h a k e  o n  th a t.”  W i l l i e  g r in n e d , and 

P e n e lo p e  d id .
“ A w r i g h t ,”  K e l ly  h u ffe d . “ I ’l l  sh o w  

y o u  se p tics .”
W i l l i e  d id  n o t b o th e r g o in g  a lo n g  w it h  

th e  cops. I t  so u n d e d  too pat a ll a ro u n d . 
H e  w e n t  ba ck u p to w n  to h is  office and 
p ro ce e d e d  to  fo rg e t ab out the  je w e l ro b 
b e ry . H e  had a m is s in g  p e rs o n  to  find.

T h a t  a fte rn o o n  the  p ap ers said K e l ly  
w as h o ld in g  one E lm o r e  B o o d y  fo r  q u e s 
t io n in g  in  c o n n e c tio n  w it h  the  b ig  ro b 
b e ry  o n  T w e n t ie t h  S tre e t. T h e  gas m a n , 
a c c o rd in g  to S a tc h e lfo o t, c o u ld  n o t p ro v e  
w h e re  he w as w h ile  the o u tra g e  w as p e r
p e tra te d . H e  c o u ld n ’t o r w o u ld n ’t.

O n c e , B o o d y  to ld  th e  cops, he had 
su ffe re d  f ro m  am nesia. T h e  o n ly  th in g  
th a t p u z z le d  th e  la w  w as the fa ct tha t 
th e re  w as n o t a s cra tch  o n  the  suspect. 
K e l ly  p ro m is e d  he w o u ld  m ake B o o d y  
confess a ll, h o w e v e r, w i t h in  a d a y  o r tw o .

“ H u h ,” W i l l i e  said. “ I  b e tte r w r ite  
som e th in g s  d o w n . L ik e  i f  the  b u tle r  
m isse d  w h e n  he fire d  at the  b u rg la r , h o w  
c o u ld  he have d ra w n  b lo o d ?  A n ’ h o w  the 
w o u n d e d  c it iz e n  w a ite d  u n t i l  he g o t in  
the p a r lo r  to s ta rt b le e d in ’. A n d  he w o u ld  
have  had to  o f been b le e d in ’ w h ile  he tie d  
M a c G o n ig le  u p , as it  m u s t o f  to o k  h im  
q u ite  som e tim e . I f  the  gas m a n  w as 
so m e w h e re  else at the  tim e , w h y  c a n t’ he 
say he w as? M a y b e  S a tc h e lfo o t is r ig h t  
f o r  o n ce t, as n o b o d y  can be w r o n g  f o r 
e v e r.”

W i l l i e ,  a fte r he had n o te d  these 
th o u g h ts  in  an o ld  case-boo k, tu rn e d  his 
a tte n tio n  to  the d isa p p e a ra n ce  o f E lb e r t  
E e ly .  H e  asked h im s e lf  w h e re  he w o u ld  
go  i f  he w as a d is h e a rte n e d  T h e s p ia n , 
an d t r ie d  to  t h in k  o f a l ik e ly  p la ce. H e  
re m e m b e re d  the  c o lo re d  g e n tle m a n  w h o  
had fo u n d  a m u le  th a t had been lo st w h e n  
a ll o th e r searchers h a d  g iv e n  u p , because 
he had f ig u re d  w h e re  he w o u ld  g o  i f  he 
w as a m u le , a n d  w e n t  th e re , an d th e re  
the m u le  w as.

“ I  d o n ’t t h in k  th a t w o u ld  w o r k ,”  W i l 
lie  s ig h e d , a n d  s tru c k  off o n  a n o th e r ta n 
g e n t ju s t  as th e  p h o n e  ra n g .

“ H e l lo ,”  W i l l i e  said.
“ Y o u  d o p e ! O f  a ll the  la m e -b ra in e d  

c ra c k p o ts ! I  h e a rd  a b o u t th a t stock, 
W i l l i e  K l u m p !  Y o u  m u d d le -s k u lle d  
stooge f o r  a v illa g e  id io t !  I  th o u g h t  
y o u  w as the  m o s ’ b e e tle -b ra in e d  g la n d  
case b e fo re , b u t  n o w — ”

“ W r o n g  n u m b e r,”  W i l l i e  g u lp e d , an d 
h u n g  u p . “ G e rt ie  m u s t o f w a ite d  to 
th in k  u p  a ll o f  th e m  in s u lts  b e fo re  she
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b u z z e d  m e. I  w is h t  I  w as sure  she w a ’n ’t 
r ig h t ,  th o u g h . O h , w e l l .”

W i l l i e  K lu m p  s le p t f it f u l ly  th a t n ig h t  
w is h in g  a m a n  w i t h  a m u sta ch e  an d a 
m o le  w o u ld  stop  s it t in g  on h is  chest 
e v e ry  tim e  he d ro p p e d  off.

H e  w as p u l l in g  on h is  b lu e  serge pan ts 
at e ig h t  a. m . w h e n  the  la n d la d y  y e lle d  
h is  nam e. H e  w e n t  d o w n  in  the  h a ll and 
p ic k e d  u p  the  re c e iv e r a n d  h e a rd  S a tc h e l- 
fo o t’s e x c ite d  vo ice .

‘‘S ta rt  a ll o v e r,”  W i l l i e  said . ‘ ‘O r  w a it  
u n t i l  y o u  fin ish  e a tin ’ the  b a n a n a !”

“ T h e  cops u p  in  th e  B r o n x  p ic k e d  up 
a s tiff, W i l l ie .  W h o  y o u  t h in k  it  w a s ? ” 

“ H it le r ?  I  to ld  e v e ry b o d y  he w a ’n ’t 
de ad.”

“ N o , no , W i l l i e ! ” K e l ly  y e lle d . “ I t  
w as M a c G o n ig le , th a t b u tle r , w h o  w as 
tie d  u p . I  d o n ’t g e t it , W i l l i e . ’”

“ F o r  h e a ve n ’s sa k e !”  W i l l i e  ch o ke d  
ou t. “ T h e y  c o u ld  o f  ru b b e d  h im  o u t 
easier las’ n ig h t , c o u ld n ’t th e y ? ”

“ T h e y  g o t h im  in  the  m o rg u e , W i l l ie .  
I  . . . W h y  am  I  te ll in g  y o u  a b o u t it?  
I ’ve  been so e x c ite d  a n ’ u p se t I  d o n ’t 
k n o w  w h a t  I ’m  d o in ’. Y o u  keep o u t o f 
th is  t h i n g ! ”

“ Y o u  w o n t ’ le t  m e, i t  lo o k s  lik e ,”  W i l 
lie  re to rte d .

T h e  p re s id e n t o f  th e  H a w k e y e  D e te c 
t iv e  A g e n c y  w as c u rio u s . H e  h u rr ie d  to 
the  m o rg u e , a n d  w h o  w a s  a lre a d y  the re  
lo o k in g  at th e  re m a in s  o f  M a c G o n ig le  
b u t P e n e lo p e  P a is le y !

“ I t ’s h im , the  p o o r m a n ,” the  s p in s te r 
g u lp e d , a n d  reached in to  h e r o ld  re tic u le  
fo r a nose d o ily . “ O h , h e llo , M r .  K r u m p . 
W h o  w o u ld  w a n t  to  m u rd e r  such  a fa ith 
f u l s e rv a n t? ”

“ I  w is h t  I  k n e w ,” W i l l i e  said , and 
k e p t lo o k in g  at the  p h y s io g n o m y  o f the  
corpse , a n d  w o n d e r in g  a b o u t a c e rta in  
l i t t le  b le m is h  th e re o n .

“ W o u ld  y o u  please see rile ho m e , M r .  
F r u m p ? ” P e n e lo p e  re q u e ste d . “ I ’m  so 
n e rv o u s  a n d  a ll. A  m a n ia c  is at la rg e .” 

W i l l i e  to o k  the  o ld  d o ll d o w n to w n . H e  
w as ab out to  take h is  leave o f  h e r a fte r 
he h a d  go n e  in  th e  house, w h e n  he saw  
some o ld  c lo th e s  p ile d  u p  on an  o ld  sofa 
in  the h a ll.

“ D o n ’t te ll m e y o u  are d is p o s in ’ o f  the 
b u t le r ’s d u d s  so soon, M is s  P a is le y ? ” he 
q u e rie d , e y e in g  h e r askance.

“ O h , those are o ld  c lo th e s  th a t M a c 
G o n ig le  g o t to g e th e r to g iv e  to  the  p o o r 
E u ro p e a n s ,” P e n e lo p e  said. “ Y o u  even 
suspect m e, d o n ’t  y o u , K r u m p ? ”

“ K lu m p  is the na m e ,” W i l l i e  said . “ E r
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— I ’ll  take these o v e r to  w h e re  th e y ’re 
s h ip p e d  o u t i f  y o u  w a n t. W h y ,  th is  b lu e  
s u it  is the  c o lo r  I  w e a r. H e  had g o o d  
taste, d id n ’t h e ? ”

“That will be wonderful,” the spinster 
said. “Thanks for thinkin’ of it.”

“Not at all,” Willie said, and left.
H e  fe lt  e la te d fo r  a ch ange, to ld  h im 

se lf th a t c h a r ity  b e g in s  at hom e. M a y b e  
th e re  w o u ld  be a fe w  a lte ra tio n s , b u t it  
w o u ld  be a s a v in g  o f  f o r t y  b u ck s, even 
i f  he’d had f o r t y  to  save. W h e n  he got 
to  h is  ro o m , he m ade su re  th e  po ckets 
o f  the  h a n d -m e -d o w n  w e re  e m p ty . T h e y  
w e re , save a s lip  o f p a p e r th a t w a s  p a rt  
o f  a le tte rh e a d  a d v e rt is in g  a p la ce  ca lle d  
“ T h e  E x c e ls io r  A . A .  1987 S e co n d  A v e 
n u e .”

ON  T H E  p a p e r M a c G o n ig le  had e v i
d e n t ly  s c ra w le d :

J iv in g  Jane— Hialeah. 20-1

“ T h a t  is race tra c k  ta lk ,”  W i l l i e  said. 
“ W h y ,  I  bet th e  b u t le r  p la y e d  the  h a y - 
b u rn e rs . H e  g o t in  deep a n ’ o w e d  some 
to u g h  b o y  a lo a d  o f  cabbage a n ’ . . B u t  
he w as the  one t ie d  u p !  T h i s  gets w o rs t  
a ll th e  t im e  H -m -m ,  E x c e ls io r  A . A .  I  
w o n d e r  i f  th e re  are b ird s  o f  a fe a th e r 
th e re . W e l l ,  f o r  o n ce t I  am  n o t g o in ’ 
to s tic k  m y  n e ck  in to  n o  d o o r o f  a m o r 
t u a r y  a n ’ say y o o -h o o , h e re  I  am  fo r  
keeps. I  w i l l  p a ck  a B e ts y .”

T h e  w e a p o n  w as o v e r at h is  office so 
W i l l i e  scooted o v e r th e re  an d p u lle d  at 
a d ra w e r  o f  th e  file cab in e t th a t to o k  a 
n o tio n  to  go  on s trik e . W i l l i e  y a n k e d  
a n d  n e a r ly  p u lle d  the w h o le  w o rk s  o v e r 
on to p  o f  h im  a n d  a lo t  o f  m a g a zin e s , 
m o s t ly  co m ics, p ile d  u p  on the  flo o r at h is  
feet.

H e  w as p ic k in g  th e m  u p  w h e n  he re c 
o g n iz e d  th e  o ld  c o p y  o f  V a r i e t y ,  the 
jo u rn a l d e vo te d  to  the  a c t iv itie s  o f  T h e s 
p ians.

“ H u h ,  I  fo rg o t  a ll a b o u t i t ,”  W i l l i e  
said. “ I  w o n d e r  w h y  B u f f  le ft  i t .”

H e  sat d o w n  an d riffle d  the  pages, cam e 
to  a pla ce m a rk e d  w it h  p e n c il I t  w as 
an ad an d i t  s a id :

O P E N  F O R  E N G A G E M E N T S .  
Squirmerhorn 

&
E e ly

Escape Artists, E x t ’y.

T h e  fine p r in t  had let it  be k n o w n  th a t 
E lb e r t  E e l y  w as a w o n d e r , e ven in  re 
ve rse . H e  c o u ld  tru s s  h im s e lf  u p  as
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e a sily  as he c o u ld  release h im s e lf  f ro m  
a n y  k in d  o f c o rd  kno^vn to th e  tra d e . 
H e  w as a t w o -w a y  w o n d e r  w h o  had p e r
fo rm e d  fo r  c ro w n e d  heads.

“ W h a t  do y o u  k n o w ? ”  W i l l i e  m u m 
bled. “ F a n c y  th a t?  W h a -a ?  H e  can 
tie  h im s e lf  u p ?  N o , I  d o n ’t b e lie ve  it . I  
s h o u ld n ’t t h in k  on the  s p u r o f a m o m e n t ! 
B u t — b u t— b u t—  T h a t  c o rp se  at the 
fro ze n  ca d a ve r p la n t, th e re  w as a spot 
o ve r one o f the eyes. N o , even th is  
c o u ld n ’t h a p p e n  to m e. O h , I  k n o w  m u s 
taches a n ’ m oles can be to o k  off, b u t— ”

W i l l i e  w e n t o v e r to th e  w in d o w  an d 
g o t some fre s h  a ir . T h e n  he w e n t  o ve r 
to the  file ca b in e t an d fo u n d  a R oscoe 
he had p u rch a s e d  f ro m  a G . I .  T e n  m in 
utes la te r he w as on h is  w a y  to  the  E x 
c e ls io r A . A .

W i l l i e  a p p ra ise d  the  b u i ld in g  care 
f u l ly  b e fo re  he to o k  a c tio n . T h e  E x c e l 
s io r A . A .  w as on the second floo r, above 
a delicatessen store. H e  lo o k e d  h a rm le ss 
e n o u g h  as he stood th e re , an d so a f la s h y - 
lo o k in g  in d iv id u a l sa u n te re d  u p  to  h im  
and m e n tio n e d  th a t it  w as a n ice  d a y.

“ S u re  is ,”  W i l l i e  said.
“ Y o u  f ig u r in ’ on g o in ’ u p s ta irs , pal? 

B e t  y o u  ju s t  g o t in  to w n .”
“ W h y — er— n o t e x a c tly ,”  W i l l i e  said.
“ O k a y , so le ’s be fr ie n d s , h u h ?  W a n t  

to la y  a lit t le  bet, H i r a m ? ”
“ U h — e r— I  w o u ld  i f  it  is g o in ’ to  w in ,” 

W i l l i e  said, a c tin g  m u c h  d u m b e r tha n  
he a c tu a lly  w as.

“ F o l lo w  m e, B u s te r ,” the c o m e -o n  said. 
“ I  can p ic k  w in n e rs  n in e  o u t o f  ten 
tim e s .”

“ W e l l ,  a w r ig h t ,”  W i l l i e  said.
H e  t ra ile d  the gee u p  a f lig h t  o f steps 

an d in to  a b ig  ro o m  w h e re  several ro u g h  
ch a ra cte rs  w e re  s itt in g . T h e r e  w as a 
co u n te r a lo n g  a w a ll an d it  w as lin e d  
w it h  te lep ho nes. T h e r e  w as a b o a rd  on 
the  w a ll w it h  the nam es o f b a n g ta ils  an d 
the races th e y  w e re  r u n n in g  in .

“ S it  d o w n , k id ,” the ro u g h  b o y  said. 
“ I ’l l  ge t N ic k  L u t z i g  a n ’ in te rd u c e  y o u .”

“ I ’m  c r a z y  to  m eet h im ,’ W i l l i e  said, 
an d m e a n t it.

A  fe w  m o m e n ts  la te r, a squat ta x p a y e r, 
w e a rin g  a p la id  g ra y  s u it  an d ch e ck e re d  
s h ir t  cam e to w a rd  W i l l ie .  T h e  gee 
lim p e d  n o tic e a b ly  and c o ld  c h ills  began 
to ru n  a lo n g  W i l l i e ’s bones close to  the  
m a rro w .

“ H iy a ,  pa l. W i n k y  says y o u  w a n t  to 
m ake y o u rs e lf  som e d o u g h . W h y  d o n ’t 
y o u  com e in  m y  p riv a te  office a n ’ have 
a d r in k  first?  I  a lw a y s  lik e  the p e rso n a l
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to u c h  a n ’ lik e  to  g it  a c q u a in te d  w it h  m y  
cu s to m e rs .”

“ Y e a h , it  is m o re  c lu b b y , a in ’t  i t ? ” 
W i l l i e  g u lp e d .

H e  fo llo w e d  N ic k  in to  a ba ck ro o m . So 
cro o k s  w e re  sm a rt, w e re  th e y ?  T h e y  
d id n ’t k n o w  fro m  n o th in g , b e lie ve , W i l 
lie . H e  sat d o w n  a n d  N ic k  lo c k e d  the 
d o o r.

“ W e l l ,  flatfo o t, y o u  s h o u ld  have  had 
m o re  sense th a n  to  ju s t  com e a n ’ ast fe r  
a s lu g !” N ic k  g ro w le d . “ Y o u  t h in k  w e  
take chances? W e ’ve g o t e v e ry  b u l l  in  
th is  to w n  cased, even y o u  p r iv a te  d ic k s . 
O k a y . W h a t  do y o u  k n o w , K lu m p ? ”

“ I  k n o w  I  s h o u ld  o f  stood in  b e d ,” 
W i l l i e  ch o k e d  o u t.

“ O f  c o u rs t y o u  k n o w  th e y ’ll  fin d  y o u  
in  the  r iv e r  to m o rre r  o r  n e x ’ d a y ,” N ic k  
said. “ H o w  d id  y o u  h a p p e n  to  com e 
h ere so soon a fte r th a t jo b  o v e r on T w e n 
t ie th  S tre e t, h u h ? ”

“ S e e in ’ as I  w i l l  ge t sh o t a n y w a y s , 
w h a t can I  lose b y  a n s w e rin ’ ?”  W i l l i e  
said. “ T h a t  b u lle t  M a c G o n ig le  fired 
n ic k e d  y o u , h u h ?  N ic k .  Y o u r  nam e on 
it. N o t  bad. H a ! ”

“ Y e a h . A n ’ I  s t il l  d o n ’t  k n o w  h o w  he 
k n e w  I  w as s ta n d in ’ on th a t c h a ir  g e t t in ’ 
at the  safe. B u t  he lets  go  w i t h  a gat 
w it h o u t  even c o rn in ’ in to  the ro o m . T h a t  
gee w as h a rd  o f  h e a rin ’, to o , a n ’ I  d o n ’t 
th in k  he k n e w  I  w as th e re . I  am  sure 
as a ll g e t -o u t  p u z z le d , K lu m p .”

“ S o  y o u  g o t th e  je w e ls , h u h ? ”
“ N o t  th e  first t im e ,”  N ic k  s m irk e d . 

“ T h e  safe w as e m p ty . So  I  k n e w  M a c 
G o n ig le  had g o t to  ’em  first a n ’ d o u b le - 
crossed us. T h a t  p u n k  g o t in to  us deep 
b e tt in ’ o n  the  n a gs a n ’ w e  th re a te n e d  to 
te ll th e  o ld  dam e, a n d  he to ld  us h o w  
w e  c o u ld  a ll com e o u t on to p  i f  w e ’d 
h o ld  off.”

“ A n ’ y o u  f ig u re d  to  g e t the ro ck s  a ll 
b y  y o u rs e lf , to o ,” W i l l i e  said. “ Y o u  w as 
c ro s s in ’ y o u r  pals  u p , too. W o n ’t the re  
e ve r be no h o n o r a m o n g  c ro o k s ? ”

“ Y e a h .”  N ic k  g r in n e d . “ I  s t i l l  ca n ’t 
fig u re  h o w  he s h o t m e, th o u g h . A n d  
i t ’s g o t m e g a g a  a b o u t h is  b e in ’ t ie d  u p  
a n ’ g a g g e d  lik e  he w as. W e l l ,  a n y w a y , 
w e  ta g g e d  h im  w h e n  he sneaked o u t o f 
tha t house, a n ’ k n o c k e d  h im  off. W e  
o n ly  g o t a b o u t te n  g ra n d  w o r th  o f  ro ck s  
offen h im , th o u g h .”

“ I t  is q u ite  a p u z z le , is n ’t i t ? ”  W i l l i e  
said. “ I  am  s ta rt in ’ to  a d d  u p  a lit t le , 
th o u g h . F u n n y  h o w  g o o d  y o u r  m in d  
w o rk s  w h e n  y o u  are close to  g e t t in ’ the  
final c u rta in . H e re  I  g o t a m is s in ’ p e rso n
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I  w as h ire d  to lo o k  fo r, b u t  h e ’l l  g it  
b u rie d  b e fo re  I  ge t p a id , a n ’ I ’l l  get 
b u rie d  b e fo re  I  can te ll h is  o ld  pa l. L i f e  
is c o m p lic a te d , a in ’t  i t ? ”

“ T o o  bad, K lu m p ,”  N ic k  said . “ Y o u  
a in ’t a bad g u y  p e rso n a l. B u t  y o u  see 
w h y  I  g o t to ru b  y o u  o u t, d o n ’t y o u ? ”

“ Y o u  c o u ld n ’t do n o th in ’ else. L e t ’s 
see if  w e  can reach  an a g re e m e n t, h u h ? ”

N ic k  L u t z i g  p o lish e d  the  b a rre l o f h is  
R o scoe w it h  a h a n d k e rc h ie f .

“ N o  use,” he said. “ Y o u  m ig h t  as 
w e ll t r y  a n ’ m ake a deal w it h  R u ssia , 
K lu m p . O f  c o u rs t y o u  k n o w  y o u  g o t 
fr is k e d  o f  th a t g a t th e  m in u te  y o u  g o t 
in s id e , d o n ’t y o u ? ”

“ I  d id ? ” W i l l i e  g u lp e d , reached fo r  h is  
p o ck e t, an d fo u n d  it  as e m p ty  as h is  
m id r if f .

“ W i n k y  lif te d  a bass v io l o u t o f  a n ig h t  
c lu b  o rc h e s tra  on ce t, an d n o b o d y  k n e w  
it ,”  N ic k  said. “ T h e  pla ce w as p a ck e d , 
too. I  g o t a h u n c h  M a c G o n ig le  w as t r y -  
in ’ to  sell those s p a rk le rs  a l it t le  b it  at a 
tim e , an’ the re st are s t il l  h id  in  h is  
ro o m .”

“ I  w o u ld  say th a t,”  W i l l i e  m u m b le d , 
and lo o k e d  fo r  an o u t.

H e  c o u ld  n o t see one a n d  he lo o k e d  
back at the  g u n  N ic k  w as f o n d lin g , an d 
s u d d e n ly  W i l l i e ’s ears q u iv e re d  an d h is  
teeth  snapped to g e th e r. H e  re m e m b e re d  
w h a t  he had fo rg o tte n .

“ Y e a h , y o u r  R o sco e, K lu m p ,”  N ic k  
g rim a c e d . “ K r a u t  W a lth e r , h u h ?  I  n e ve r 
b e lie ve  in  s h o o tin ’ tw o  g u y s  tw ic e  w it h  
the  same gat. M a k e s  the cops w o rk  
h a r d e r !”

W i l l i e  g o t u p  a n d  c h a rg e d  lik e  a c o r 
n e re d  rh in o .

“ I t  a in ’t lo a d e d , y o u  c r o o k !”  he y e lp e d .
“ T h a t  t r ic k  is o ld e r th a n — ”
N ic k  L u t z i g  a im e d  at W i l l i e  an d 

p u lle d  the  t r ig g e r . N o t h in g  h appe ned .
“ W h y ,  y o u  w a s n ’t k id d in ’ !”
H e  to o k  W i l l i e ’s n o g g in  in  h is  so la r 

p le x u s  ju s t  as he screeched fo r  h is  re 
serves. W i l l i e  g o t h im  as he b o u n ce d  
off the  w a ll  an d h u g g e d  h im  to h im  ju s t  
as the d o o r b ro k e  open.

“ A w r ig h t ,  y o u  p u n k s !” W i l l i e  flu n g  
in  the  te e th  o f th re e  g o rilla s . “ S ta rt  
s h o o tin ’ an d w o r k  y o u r  w a y  to  m e 
th r o u g h  N i c k ’s g r is k e t !”

W i l l i e  K lu m p  d id  n o t th in k  th e y  
w o u ld , b u t th e y  d id . A  b u lle t  to re  
th r o u g h  the  p la id  at N i c k ’s s h o u ld e r an d 
s tu n g  W i l l i e ’s r ig h t  e a r-lo b e . N ic k , h is  
m a rb le s  ba ck , scream ed b lo o d y  m u rd e r .

“ Y o u  w o u ld n ’t shoot m e, W i n k y ? ”
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“ O h , w o u ld n ’t I ? ”  the  m u g  m o c k e d , 

a n d  w as g e ttin g  fcloser to  m a k e  su re  of 
a v ita l sp o t w h e n  th e re  w as a b a tte rin g  
an d c ra s h in g  s o u n d  in  b o th  the f r o n t  and 
re a r o f the  b u ild in g .

“ T h e  c o p s !”  a b u l l - l ik e  v o ic e  ro a re d .
G la ss  s p lin te re d  a n d  p a rt it io n s  caved 

in . T h e r e  w e re  shots.
“ A  r a id ! ”  N ic k  g u lp e d . “ I  lose a n y 

w a y s .”
W i l l i e  flu n g  the d ish o n e st c itiz e n  

r ig h t  at the  cops w h e n  th e y  b u rs t in to  
th e  office.

“ F o r  o n ce t,”  W i l l i e  said, “ y o u  snails 
w as o n  the  b a ll. T h i s  is N ic k  L u t z i g  
w h o  k ille d  M a c G o n ig le , the  b u tle r . M a c 
G o n ig le  ro b b e d  th a t safe o f  P e n e lo p e ’s. 
I t  is lu c k y  I  fo rg e t  so easy o r y o u  co u ld  
ju s t  as w e ll  have fo rg o t  to  ra id  th is  jo in t  
to d a y  a n y w a y . W h o  c a rrie s  a s p ir in  w it h  
th e m ? ”

“ I t ’s th a t W i l l i e  K lu m p ,”  a cop said.
“ S e a rch  th is  jo in t  fo r  some je w e ls  be

fo re  y o u  g o ,”  W i l l i e  said, an d sat d o w n  
to  lo osen h is  n e rve s . “ I  g o t to  p h o n e .”

W I L L I E  p ic k e d  one u p , and a vo ice  
at th e  o th e r en d s a id :

“ H o ld  y o u r  ro m p e rs  on, N ic k .  T h e y  
a in ’t even at th e  po st fo r  the  t h ir d  y e t .” 

W i l l i e  d e cid e d  to  call S a tc h e lfo o t fro m  
the  p re c in c t  house. . . .

“ I t  w a s  th is  w a y ,” W i l l i e  K lu m p  e x 
p la in e d  la te r, w i t h  a D . A .  a n d  th re e  as
sistan ts, a n d  S a tc h e lfo o t K e l l y  lo o k in g  
on w it h  lo w e r  ja w s  d ro o p in g . “ M a c 
G o n ig le  g o t to  p la y in ’ the  h a y b u rn e rs  b u t 
p ic k e d  too m a n y  goats an d w as in  h o c k  
to N ic k  L u t z i g  a n d  h is  hoo ds. So to 
escape b e in g  v e n tila te d  he m ade a deal, 
b u t  d e cid e d  to  cross the  ille g a l c itize n s , 
at ab out the  same tim e  N ic k  d e cid e d  to 
cross h im . I  h a p p e n  to  k n o w  M a c G o n i 
g le  used to be E lb e r t  E e ly ,  escape a rtis t, 
an d c o u ld  tie  h im s e lf  u p  solo. W e l l ,  the 
b u t le r  to o k  th e  s p a rk le rs  o u t o f  the  safe, 
to o k  th e m  u p s ta irs  an d stashed th e m . 
T h e n ,  seeing  th a t P e n e lo p e  P a is le y  w as 
o u t to the  D .A .R .  he had p le n ty  o f  tim e  
to  stage the p h o n y  b u r g la r y .”

“ I  need som e d ig ita lis ,”  S a tc h e lfo o t 
g u lp e d .

“ W h a t  f o r ? ”  W i l l i e  n e e d le d . “ Y o u  
n e v e r had a h e a rt. A s  I  w a s s a y in ’— n o w , 
the b u t le r  com e d o w n s ta irs  a n ’ fired off 
a g u n  at ra n d o m , b u t  h a p p e n e d  to  h it  
N ic k  w h o  had com e in  m e a n w h ile . N ic k  
w as s ta n d in ’ on a c h a ir, o p e n in ’ th e  safe 
a n ’ f in d in ’ so m e b o d y  h a d  beat h im  to it 
w h e n  he g o t shot. H e  lam s, b u t  M a c -
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FIT TO BE TRIED
Gonigle don’t hear him, as the butler is 
a little deef. Well, MacGonigle tosses 
the gun to the floor, whangs himself over 
the coco with a book-end or somethin’, 
then gags himself and trusses himself 
up.

“You already know how I got a new 
suit an’ found evidence the butler played 
the nags, an’ how I started thinkin’ when 
I saw the little white spot over the eye 
of the corpse. He’d had a mole took off. 
MacGonigle was on his way to convert 
part of his loot into lettuce when Nick 
and his pals rubbed him out. You found 
the rest of the jewels in the guy’s room, 
huh? No wonder butlers are always sus
pects in them books, huh?”

Satchelfoot Kelly loosened his tie, un
buttoned his shirt collar.

“Water—water!” he gasped.
“Well, why didn’t the gas man give 

us an alibi if he was innocent?” the D.A. 
fretted.

“ I wouldn’t know,” Willie said. 
“Maybe he was just stubborn. Maybe 
gas men meet lots of lonesome wives in 
their business. Some wives have hus
bands who would just as soon strangle 
you as not.”

“You get a thousand dollars from the 
old babe for a reward,” the D.A. said.

“Yeah,” Willie said. “Let any wise 
guy try and sell me no more stock whicht 
has no horns on it. I also git three C’s 
from the late butler’s old partner, Hum
phrey Buff. So if you’ll excuse me I will 
go an’ call him up.”

“How does he do it, Kelly?” the D.A. 
asked, in a froggy voice. “He never uses 
no mirrors. Maybe it is because he 
knows he is stupid but won’t admit it.”

“That don’t make sense,” Satchelfoot 
sighed. “But what does when Willie 
works? You got anythin’ to drink 
handy?”

William Klump dragged the world by 
the tail as he went to his office the next 
morning. The phone was ringing when 
he walked in. He answered it, expect
ing to hear Gertie’s humble apologies. 
But a male voice twanged his eardrum.

“Mr. Klump? Say, this is Draper of 
the F.B.I. Want to congratulate you. 
Don’t be surprised if you get a letter 
from Mr. Hoover any day now. He’ll 
want you to go to work for him maybe.”

“Who you tryin’ to kid this time?” 
Willie sniffed. “He is not president no

more an’ couldn’t hire nobody. You call 
up the aquarium if you want to talk to 
an easy fish. G’bye!”

Willie clenched his teeth. This was 
one day he would live through without 
getting taken in.

The door opened suddenly. Before 
Willie could spin around in his chair, 
Gertrude Mudgett had crossed the floor 
and was in his lap and throwing her arms 
around his neck.

“Oh, Willie, you are wonderful! The 
papers said you—”

There was a flash of light that made 
Willie blink, and there was no thunder
storm going on anywhere on the Atlantic 
seaboard.

“Yeah, hold it !” a voice said. “ It’s 
a natural!”

“Pitchers!” Willie screeched. “ I been 
compermised. It is a badger’s game!”

He jumped up, and Gertie Mudgett 
slid off his lap and sat down hard on the 
floor.

“You give me them plates!” Willie 
yelled, but the photographers were al
ready jumping into the elevator when he 
got out into the corridor.

Willie stormed back to his office. “You 
—you adventurish!” he yelled at Gertie.

“ I never had nothin’ to do with it, 
Willie Klump,” the Mudgett protested. 
“But what a break for me, ha! I’ll order 
six of the snaps, an’ when you think you 
want to cast me aside . . . Willie, why 
do you act so cold at times?”

“ If you got into hot water as much as 
I did, you’d want a change,” William 
Klump yelped, and picked up the phone.

He gave the operator the first number 
that came in his head.

“Hello, hello, Mr. Miffnish? About 
that fugitive you want me to shadow up 
in the Yukon. I ’ll take it. Be there 
right away. G’bye!”

He snatched up his hat and ran out of 
the office. Gertie’s shrill voice turned 
the corner and followed him to the ele
vator.

“Willie, you can’t go dressed like that! 
You’ll freeze up there with just—er . . . 
Why that dirty fakir!”

She went after Willie.
On the other side of town, an under

taker banged down his telephone, and 
scratched his noggin. The thing that 
puzzled him the most was the fact that 
his name was Miffnish.

87

Next Issue: Willie Klump in THE MOURNING AFTER, by Joe Archibald



TOO MANY COPS
By WILLIAM O'SULLIVAN

Sheriff Joe Zeller's knowledge of nature lore conies in mighty 
handy when he goes in pursuit of a dangerous, elusive killer!

CH APTER I 

The Pines

B IG Joe Zell
er got down 
f r o m  h i s  

beat-up Chevvie in 
front of the “The 
Pines” and saw the 
crowd w a i t i n g  
there for him at the 
e n t r a n c e  to the 
main b u i l d i n g .  
Even from where 
he had parked in 
the arc of gravel 
driveway, he sa w  

the knowing grins of a few of them.
Sheriff Zeller looked strangely like his 

Chewy. He was nearly as big, and cer
tainly his rumpled, faded suit bore a re
semblance to the rumple-fendered auto
mobile. And both had definitely seen 
their more active days, as Clem Jayson 
never tired of saying of Zeller.

“They said the body is in back, in 
Cabin Number Eight,” “Buddy” Gill 
said.

Buddy had climbed out ahead of his 
chief, but stood waiting for Sheriff Zell
er to lead the way. He frowned.

“You see them black boys a-beating at 
that brush fire?” Buddy asked.

Joe Zeller looked at the neat tourist 
cabins and restaurant layout that was the 
Pines, and almost wished he’d thought of 
it instead of Jake Hargey. Jake had 
sure made a good thing of the Pines, all 
right.

South Cape was ideal for a setup like 
this. When you were finished up with 
the summer crowd from the mainland, it 
came along ducking season. When that 
was petering out, would come the North

erners beating it for Florida to get away 
from the cold, and beating it back again 
in a few months to get away from the 
heat.

The Pines sold “Clean Homelike Beds, 
Antiques, China, Art, Gasoline & Oil, 
and Meals.” Generally, the food was 
good, and the service by competent Ne
gro help was good. But if things 
slipped up and someone at Jake Hargey’s 
Pines got a bum meal, or an unmade bed, 
or a phony antique, it didn’t drive Jake 
out of business.

That way, as well as the money, run
ning a tourist stopover was a whole lot 
different from being a sheriff! One slip
up in twenty-nine years—and out you 
went like a used tobacco cud. Floop!

It was all very nice, the Pines. The 
highway split South Cape like a cement 
channel, furrowing the tall pines exactly 
center between the bay and the ocean. 
And the Pines grazed richly on the con
stant travel that flowed over the highway, 
cunningly located between Oracook and 
Glenby, so that the southbound travelers 
wanted to pause and rest before the long 
ferry trip across the water and on south. 
The northbound travelers wanted to 
pause and rest after the ferry trip, and 
spring off fresh in the morning for home.

THE main building housed the office, 
the restaurant, and the tables and 

cases and shelves laden with merchan
dise that was good to have and easy to 
carry along in an automobile. Behind 
the main building, in a half-moon semi
circle, were the snug, trim cabins with 
hot water, electricity, showers, and mod
ern in every particular.

Buddy Gill eyed the waiting crowd 
with the apprehension of a man who has 
run the gauntlet and knows he is again 
about to run it, and doesn’t like it. He
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Old Mose saw you lift that honey from the counter”

shuffled his big feet nervously.
“You see them black boys, chief?” he 

repeated. “Looked like they was stomp
ing out a brush fire. What do you figure 
they are doing?”

Joe Zeller took off his battered hat, 
smoothed the carefully dispersed gray 
hair evenly onto his balding dome, and 
squashed the black felt back on again.

“ I reckon they are stomping out a 
brush fire,” he murmured, his voice pa
tient. “Only, it ain’t a brush fire, be
cause there ain’t any brush in the center 
of the cabins. And they ain’t stomping it 
out, they’re beating it out with brooms. 
I reckon why they are doing it is, there 
was a fire, and they don’t want it to get 
to the cabins, or to the automobiles in the 
attached garages. Come on, Bud, we’ll 
see how it is.”

Jake Hargey told them how it was, his 
reedy voice shrill with excitement. His 
telling was apparently by authority of

ownership of the Pines, because his 
tousled hair, tieless collar and sleep- 
bleared eyes indicated he’d only just got 
out of bed himself.

“Number Eight is dead—murdered!” 
he piped shrilly.

Guests might have names, but to Har
gey they were numbers. Number One 
was checking out. Number Five needed 
soap. Now, Number Eight was dead.

“He’s a foreigner,” Hargey hurried on, 
“come to duck-shoot with a party of sev
en others. A careless smoker started a 
fire in the pine needles and leaves in the 
center clearing was what led to him being 
found. Mose, my old dishwasher, seen 
the fire when he come to work. Ju st a 
slow, smoldering fire that had already 
eaten its way across the clearing.

“The smoke of it was blowing into the 
open screens of Seven and Eight, and he 
went to tell them it wasn’t nothing, but 
to lower their windows. Eight didn’t



answer, so he fixed a flashlight onto him, 
from outside. He seen him dead, with 
the knife sticking out of his back.”

Joe Zeller nodded, his eyes on the 
group behind Hargey. Bill Dane, one of 
the assistants at the Pines, Clem Jayson, 
publisher of the local News, a wide-eyed, 
curious group of early-risen transients, 
and behind them old Mose, his hair as 
white as his rolling eyes.

It wasn’t quite seven o’clock. Zeller 
stared at the State Police car parked in 
the driveway, then turned his gaze onto 
Jayson.

“ It was me called the State Police,” 
Jayson said, lowering his leonine head 
to peer at the sheriff through bifocals. 
“Dodd and Bellew are in charge. They’re 
back there now. Nicky Dodd insisted on 
calling you. He thought you at least 
ought to know.”

Joe’s steady gaze held Jayson’s a long 
moment. The publisher of the South 
Cape News, a weekly, licked his lips.

“The missus is sick,” he said, “so I 
been eating breakfast here for a week 
now. That’s how come I’m here.”

Joe Zeller shrugged, moved his head 
when a fly buzzed persistenly close.

“ I didn’t ask you about your business, 
Clem,” he said softly. He looked at Har
gey. “ Is the corpse a real foreigner, or 
just an out-of-county man?” He slapped 
again at the fly.

“New Yorker,” Clem said emphatic
ally. “Got here last night. They sort 
of whooped it up a bit, and decided to 
sleep late and start huntin’ tomorrow.”

JOE Z E LLE R  nodded, ducked his 
head, and his hand flashed out in a 

swift movement. The fly stopped flying, 
but buzzed louder than ever. Zeller held 
the thing between a gnarled index finger 
and thumb. He frowned.

“ Musca domestica,”  he said, absently. 
“Ordinary house fly. Have a few hot 
days and back they come!” He released 
the fly again. “Where is the corpse’s 
party? They all up?”

“ Some yes, some no,” Hargey said. 
“Those as is, they’re eating. Those as 
ain’t, are still nursing the big heads, I 
reckon.”

Zeller nodded. “Come along, Buddy.” 
He circled around back.

Hargey stood thinking about it. “ It 
ain’t safe,” he muttered. “Just him and 
Buddy Gill and a few constables to per- 
tect us. And the State Police. They’re
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mainly for speeding violation.”

“We need more police, and better po
lice!” Clem Jayson said. “Huh! You 
see old Zeller examining flies, and a mur
dered man lies out back here? Zeller 
has been in twenty-nine years! Too long 
for any one man. He’s old, he’s old- 
fashioned.”

“Another year and he’ll be retired,” 
Hargey offered.

Jayson’s eye-glasses flashed in the 
early sun. “He isn’t going to be sheriff 
next year. Not while the South Cape 
News is a power! We would have had 
him out before this, but figured to let his 
term run out. He won’t be elected again. 
Not after that disgrace he visited on us, 
making a laughing-stock of South Cape 
all over the land!”

“Poor Jo e !” Jake Hargey answered as 
he grinned. “ Sendin’ out a seven-state 
alarm for a man that had been dead a 
year! Still, Clem, you got to admit them 
storekeepers a n d  filling-station men 
swore it was him that was holding them 
up. They identified his police photo
graphs.”

“They never should have been shown 
a photo of a man known to be dead twelve 
months, Jake,” the newspaperman said. 
“Joe slipped up. It’s tough, a year away 
from his pension. But policing is a 
tough business all the way around. He’s 
got a little farm. He won’t exactly 
starve. Not if he works it real hard. 
Jake, he just doesn’t fit in as a smart, 
heads-up sheriff.”

Hargey found an old pipe and tamped 
some cheap tobacco into it.

“Still, it’s tough lines,” he said, after 
he had puffed it going. “Tough lines. 
Have another cup of coffee, Clem?”

The publisher shook his head, his eyes 
going around the group of them still 
there.

“The paper comes out in three days,” 
he said. “ I got a whole lot to do yet, 
writing up this murder. And  saying a 
few things I got to say.” He nodded 
vigorously, as if he were already saying 
those things, in his mind. “A lot of 
things to say !”

“Poor Joe,” Jake Hargey murmured, 
as he turned back inside, the group mak
ing way for him. “Poor Jo e !”

One of the tourists laughed as he fol
lowed Hargey back into the dining-room.

“Hey, that’s right! Remember—the 
backwoods sheriff who had everybody 
looking for that bandit already dead all
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that time? Yep, this is him! 
her, now. Sheriff Zeller!”

In back, Zeller nodded to the young 
State Troopers.

“Hello, Nicky. How’s the new baby? 
How are you, Hal ? You get that orchard 
of fig trees planted?”

His eyes were going slowly around 
the place, missing nothing. They touched 
on Number Eight’s closed door a mo
ment, then went back to where the Ne
groes were watching the ash-white area 
that made a front hem all around the 
cabins.

“How long had that been burning?” he 
asked.

“Old Mose saw it when he c a m e  
through the pines on his way to work,” 
Nicky Dodd told it. He scratched his 
smooth jaw with a big, blond-haired 
hand. “There’s nothing b u t  needles 
there, so he figured it was better to let 
it burn out slow, that way, than wake 
everybody up. Then the smoke started 
getting bad.”

“You see the corpse?” Zeller asked. 
“Been dead long?”

“Mr. Zeller,” Dodd said, “all I did was 
make sure he was dead. Then I tele
phoned you. Me and Hal just ordered 
everybody to keep clear of here, but not 
to leave. Same for the hotel guests, too.”

CH APTER II 

White Ants

HE hotel was a three- 
story clapboard struc
ture that stood deeper 
in the pine grove, be
yond the semicircular- 
ly arranged c a b i n s .  
Nine more d o u b l e  
rooms w e r e  available 
there and u s u a l l y  
filled.

A new circle of cab
ins was in course of be

ing built behind the present cabins. With 
the owner’s cottage across the highway, 
and flanked by those smaller ones of Jake 
Hargey’s two assistants, the Pines was 
assuming the proportions of a little town 
all its own.

That death had put its cold hand on 
the bustling industry of this hive of 
transient activity was apparent in Joe 
Zeller’s next words.

“Post a sign out front, facing both

ways, s a y i n g  ’Temporarily Closed,’ 
Nicky,” the sheriff said. “Bill Dane can 
letter. Get him to do it. The coroner, 
Doc Knox, is on the way. Everybody that 
is here now stays here—until we clear 
’em. Hotel, cabins, all. I contacted my 
other deputy and the township con
stables to stop by, in case we had some
thing for them.” He paused. “Thanks 
for waiting.”

Dodd and Bellew kept their embar
rassed eyes on the Negroes. They were 
beating the needles at the boardwalk’s 
curving rim. The center area had long 
since burned clean, and was now over
laid with a layer of white ashes, clean 
as a blanket of snow.

Bellew cleared his throat and moved 
his feet.

“We figured it was only right,” he 
mumbled.

Zeller nodded. “ If you’ll get Bill 
Dane started on that sign, Nicky, and 
then come back? Hal, Buddy and I 
will start looking over things.”

The dead man was lying on his left 
side, his sightless eyes open to the 
painted stucco wall. The husky, short
ish body was partly clad, a blood-stained, 
wool dressing-gown revealing under
shirt and shorts. Expensive wool socks, 
and wool-lined moccasins, were on the 
feet.

The black haft of a hunting knife pro
truded from the short ribs of the man’s 
back, on the left side.

Zeller stood at the foot of the bed, 
his eyes taking in the well-cut, graying 
hair, the square jaw that was now slack, 
disclosing several gold upper teeth, the 
square hands with strong, manicured 
nails.

“Looks to be maybe forty-some, and 
able to take care of himself,” Zeller ob
served to the other two. “Up to now, 
anyway.”

He stooped and peered under the bed 
and saw why there wasn’t more gore 
visible at first glance. The blood had 
coursed down the man’s back and into 
the bedclothes and through the mattress 
to the floor.

He straightened, his eyes going slowly 
over the room. In a corner stood two 
shotgun cases, apparently not yet open
ed. Boxes of shells were stacked neatly 
by the case stocks, on the floor. A 
strapped, closed suitcase flanked the bu
reau. Another lay open, its contents of 
lumberjack shirts, underwear, gloves,
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socks, boots, caps, handkerchiefs, cor
duroy trousers, stacked in neat piles on 
a chair and the dresser.

Zeller took the four steps along the 
room to look in at the bathroom. Shav
ing kit and bottled lotions and hair 
pomade were neatly placed on the basin 
shelf, and in the open medicine chest.

“Might be a sneak thief tried to get 
his money, and he surprised the crim
inal,” Zeller murmured. “We’ll have to 
get his party together for questioning, 
see if they know about what money he 
carried, or jewelry, and then check back. 
But before touching the corpse, I want 
pictures of everything.”

Buddy Gill blinked and went into his 
pockets for pencil and notebook. 

“Pictures,” he repeated. “Okay.” 
“Fingerprints of the knife, the door

knobs, on both sides, desk top, dresser, 
the towel he seems to have been gagged 
with.”

B ELLEW  and Buddy looked at the 
sheriff.

“There’s no towel in his mouth,” the 
trooper said.

Zeller pointed. “There, under his 
chin. See it? A small towel, wadded up 
into a ball. Looks like he was near dead 
when he was able to spit the thing out. 
Too weak to call for help. My idea is, 
the slayer maybe held it in his mouth 
while the knife stab took its full effect, 
then let up. There may be prints. Lot 
of blood on one side of that balled towel, 
anyway.”

“Want us to handle the photographing 
and fingerprinting, as usual?” Bellew 
asked.

“Yes,” Zeller said. “And fast. Before 
the coroner moves the body in his ex
amination of it. We got to work fast, 
because if a thief got to him we’ll want 
to know what he got. His party should 
be able to tell us. Buddy? Go tell Old 
Mose I want to see him. We’d better 
move outside, Hal. Old Mose wouldn’t 
come in this death cabin for a million 
dollars!”

Shortly Buddy came back with the 
aged Negro, his pace slowed to the re
luctant one of the old dishwasher. Zeller 
moved away from the cabin to meet him.

“What time did you come on the job, 
Mose?”

“ Five-thirty, suh,” the man muttered. 
“Ah seen it then, the fire.”

“You knew it didn’t amount to any
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thing, and decided not to wake the 
guests. But when dawn came, and a 
slight wind with it to blow the smoke 
into Seven and Eight, you decided to let 
them know?” At the Negro’s quick, nerv
ous nod, Zeller asked, “Was the door 
closed, Mose? Locked, at that time? You 
tried it?”

“Closed,” the man said in a frightened 
voice. “Ah didn’t try the do’ after I 
seen—it! Ah run hollerin’ fo’ Mistuh 
Bill, an’ he done come to look through 
the window. An’ then Mistuh Jayson, 
he were a-rising, an’ he took charge.”

Zeller winked at Bellew. “He sure 
took charge! Now, Mose—” He inter
rupted himself, his eyes coming to at
tention on the rim of the slightly raised 
boardwalk there in front of Cabin Eight. 
“Well, look at that now!”

He stepped onto the latticed boards 
and squatted on his haunches, his eyes 
intent. A c o l u m n  of whitish ants 
stretched from the rim of the boards 
back into the fire-whitened area. Thou
sands and thousands of the small, colo
nizing insects were marching, marching, 
marching—a visible moving wave of mo
tion in the otherwise still, white area.

Bellew and Buddy Gill came to stand 
beside him, the Negro remaining where 
he was, but watching them closely. The 
State Trooper blinked.

“Well, I’ll be dogged!” he said. “White 
ants. Look at ’em! Must be thousands 
of ’em!’

“No, heck, not white ants,” Zeller an
swered. “They are the Lasius variety. 
Ground ants. They colonize, like bees; 
but the Lasius live underground, maybe 
a foot under. They have long tunnels 
and chambers, sometimes as long as five 
hundred feet. They are black ants, but 
just now white from that pine-needle 
ash.”

Buddy looked behind him. “Look like 
they know the corpse is there, and they 
are marching to it !” He shivered a bit, 
his pale eyes wide. “They—they don’t 
go for blood?”

“Not these,” Zeller said. “You might 
say ants are bees without wings. They 
live on nectar from flowers, like bees. 
And sap from various plants. They’re 
the most intelligent of all insects, and 
are said to have reasoning powers second 
only to man.”

Bellew grinned. “Maybe they’re run
ning because they know there has been 
a killing?” But he sobered quickly.
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“The fire burned them out, Sheriff.” 

“That’s right.” Zeller nodded. “And 
they’re going out by the shortest route. 
Straight under Cabin Eight.”

The sheriff came to his feet, his eyes 
searching the burned area in the center, 
then traveling beyond it. “What do you 
make of the little pile of white ash— 
white and black ash—Hal? See it? By 
the foot of that tall pine?”

Bellew looked, then nodded. “A rag, 
maybe, was in the way of the flames. 
I—” He paused at a sudden cry. “ What’s 
wrong with Mose?”

THE old dishwasher had walked along 
the untouched space, staying clear 

of the charred area. His old eyes were 
narrowed as he slowly swung his head 
from side to side, up and down the mov
ing column of ants. He turned to look 
at Sheriff Zeller and the other lawmen.

“Befo’ Gawd, Ah don’ want to get 
mixed inter d is !” he whimpered. “Ah— 
Ah don’t know nuffin, Mistuh Joe! Don* 
know nuffin’ ! Ah tole all Ah knowed, 
so he’p me! Ah—Ah’m goin’, Mistuh 
Joe, Ah’m goin’ !”

The old man started to walk swiftly 
away, and broke into a run for the kitch
en door when Bellew raised his voice to 
stop him.

“Let him go,” Zeller said. “He just 
wants to get away from here! He was 
scared, but now he really is frightened!” 

Bellew and the deputy-sheriff stared. 
“What scared him?” Buddy asked. “He 
was all right when he came out here.”

“ I think Old Mose knows who killed 
Number Eight, as Jake calls him,” Zeller 
said. “ I think he knows, and is fright
ened by his knowledge! But keep that 
to yourselves, both of you, or we may 
have another killing on our hands.”

“Old Mose, you mean?” Bellew asked. 
“Old Mose. I think he knows!” the 

sheriff said.
“Then he lied about not seeing any

thing?” Gill asked. “You think he saw 
the killer?”

“For old Mose’s satisfaction, he as 
good as saw him! Look, Hal—that little 
pile of ashes by that tree, in the center? 
No, don’t walk out there! I don’t want 
anybody out there! Make a long pole 
with a scoop on the end of it, and get 
that pile of black-and-white ashes. Put 
the ashes away in a good paper sack. I ’m 
going to rope off that entire burned area 
and put it under guard.”

Bellew and Gill were stupefied. 
“Why?” the trooper asked.
“ I don’t think that fire was an acci

dent,” Zeller said. “ I think analysis will 
show that pile of ashes is—or was—a 
rag, saturated with gasoline, or oil. I 
think the area was burned to prevent us 
from finding footprints, shoe prints, in 
the pine needles and leaves. The ground 
was soft, a bit, with yesterday’s rain, 
and stayed soft, although the sun and 
the breeze dried the leaves and needles.

“ I think that whoever killed Number 
Eight came out of his place of conceal
ment, avoided the boardwalk, and got to 
Cabin Eight across some part of that 
center area. Later, to be sure he hadn’t 
left prints we could moulage, or make 
casts of, he soaked a rag in some inflam
mable liquid, lighted it, and threw it 
into the center area to cover up his traces 
with that white ash.”

Bellew looked at Gill covertly. The 
deputy lifted his eyebrows in helpless 
resignation. It was a full two minutes 
before Bellew could find his voice:

“Yes, sir, Sheriff. Buddy and I will 
take care of that now. Hey, you boys!” 

The workers who had been brooming 
out the fire looked up.

“Now, you’re to keep clear of that 
burned area,” Bellew ordered.

Bellew and Buddy went away hurried
ly, as if eager to swing into some sort 
of action, or to get away from the keen 
glances of Sheriff Zeller, for the mo
ment.

Zeller’s voice reached out to caution 
them in mild reproof:

“But don’t quote me, boys. It’s only 
an idea. So far. It may be that I ’m as 
just as wrong as Clem Jayson says I am.”

CH APTER III

All “Friends” Together

EFO R E  n i g h t f a l l ,  
Number Eight had a 
name. It was Marsh 
Studley. He w a s  a 
banker of sorts, spe
cializing in financing 
small to medium-sized 
industries.

Before nightfall, too. 
Sheriff Joe Zeller was 
clearing all b u t  the 
members of the Marsh 

Studley party on their way, being care-
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ful first to ascertain that none of them 
in any way could have been connected 
with the New York banker. Also that 
they had no information to give, and 
that he had their names and addresses 
in the event anything came up at a later 
day, which they might assist in clearing 
up.

The State Troopers and Zeller’s con
stables and deputies were standing by at 
their various duties, some guarding the 
burned area while others watched the de
tained members of the ill-fated hunting 
party. Lights had been strung about the 
burned area to maintain the close vigil 
that Joe Zeller had ordered.

All the cabins had been vacated, Zeller 
ordering the ducking party to the hotel 
to their voluble protests.

Earlier, Zeller had dispatched to Rich
mond, by commercial plane owned by 
Slim Ladley, at Oracook, the various 
items of evidence he had collected. The 
F.B.I. office there quickly had gone to 
work on the matter, and as a courtesy 
had returned Agent Mort Kittridge with 
their reports, and a proffer of unofficial 
help.

Zeller called for a meeting of the 
principals he had detained, in the din
ing room of the main building. He had 
met them when they arrived from the 
hotel, suggested they have their supper, 
and then he would have some questions 
to put to them. He had already inter
viewed them individually.

After a supper of soup, country ham, 
fresh vegatables, pie and coffee, Zeller 
arose and nodded to his men. Then he 
addressed the near table at which the 
seven hunters sat.

“We got a table, a long table, cleared 
at this other end,” he said slowly. “ If 
you gentlemen will step this way? And, 
after we are seated, I ’ll let you ask any 
questions that may be on your mind. 
Then I’ll take over.”

When they had all dropped into chairs, 
the seven duck hunters facing the county 
and state officials, one of the visiting 
group—a tall, gray-haired man in fault
less county squire garb—spoke.

“Question,” he said. “When do we 
get out of here? I ’m a surgeon. Doctor 
Gorman Kinnerley is the name. I ’m a 
busy man. Operations are waiting for 
my personal handling. Serious, import
ant operations.”

“You got here to duck shoot yester
day,” Zeller said, softly. “You asked for

quarters for one week. I ’ll try not to 
keep you any longer than that. But we 
have a murderer to find.”

“Good heavens, man!” a stout, red
faced man in too-young clothes ex
ploded. “This must have been the act 
of a sneak thief, a local crook. Certainly 
you don’t think we are killers?”

“You’re killers. Every one of you,” 
Zeller replied. “That is what you came 
here for, isn’t it? To kill ducks, I ’ll 
admit. But nevertheless, it establishes 
that under your own code for killing, 
you will act. You feel it justifiable, or 
necessary, or your privilege, to k i l l  
ducks. One of you, I am afraid, felt 
it necessary and justifiable to kill Marsh 
Studley.”

“Ridiculous!” a man at the far end 
snapped. “Marsh S t u d l e y  was our 
friend.”

“ I ’ll come to that in a minute,” Zeller 
continued. “For now, I can tell you th is: 
a sneak-thief didn’t kill your—friend.” 
He hesitated the barest fraction, and 
caught questioning looks among the 
hunting group. “There wasn’t a single 
print on that knife that killed Studley. 
There wasn’t a single fingerprint in that 
cabin! Not even one of Studley’s own 
prints! Someone wiped the place clear 
of every print, and carefully.”

“That doesn’t prove a sneak-thief, a 
prowler, didn’t do it,” a man growled. “ If 
I ’m held here, I want a lawyer.”

E L L E R  looked at the man.
“Let’s see— you’re Mr. Nash 

Crichton. Occupied Cabin Three. Cor
rect? I think maybe you’re going to 
need a lawyer, Mr. Crichton.” He took 
an envelope from the various materials 
he had gathered on the table. He shook 
a leather button, of the sports jacket 
type, out of the envelope. “This yours?” 

Crichton’s lean, dark face lost its color 
as he accepted the button, nodded and 
tossed it back.

“That’s mine. I—it was missing when 
I got here.”

“ Could be,” Zeller said quietly. “But 
it was found in Studley’s cabin, and you 
deny having been in his cabin. Now, 
the button itself doesn’t prove anything. 
Not too much. Didn’t you come in Mr. 
Studley’s car, with him driving?”

“No, I didn’t,” Crichton snapped. 
“Studley, Keith Rappleyea and I were 
to come in Stud’s car, but—well, we 
switched at the last minute. I drove
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with Dave Gorsline. Next me. And Ed 
Tedder, just opposite you.”

The two men in question nodded si
lently.

A suave, blond man with glasses and a 
long, straight mouth spoke up.

“ I ’m Rappleyea. I ’ll verify what Crich
ton says. He wanted to talk with Gors
line about something, so he rode with 
him. We came in three cars, the eight 
of us, starting at approximately the same 
time. Incidentally, Mr. Zeller, I ’m a 
lawyer admitted to practise in this state, 
as well as New York. I ’ll be happy to 
represent Mr. Crichton and my other 
friends—as well as myself—in this case.” 

“ I’m glad you mentioned that word 
‘friend’ again,” Zeller said. “But first, 
are you objecting to Mr. Crichton an
swering questions?”

“ Indeed, no,” Rappleyea hastened to 
say, with a smile. “ In fact, I think you 
are handling the case quite smartly. 
There is no objection to your detaining 
us a reasonable time.”

“Let’s see—you’re Cabin One? Right?” 
Zeller went on. “Good. Ju st want to 
have everything straight in my mind. 
Now—about the friendly part of this. 
You are all together, that is certain. 
You are all acquainted and, I understand, 
belong to many of the same clubs. But 
I’d hardly say it was a thoroughly 
friendly party. You may like to hunt at 
the same time, even go the same place. 
But the facts I have gathered from one 
and another of you, plus information 
over the telephone today in a number of 
long-distance calls, makes me think you 
are sort of harping too heavy on how 
friendly you are—were—with Mr. Stud- 
ley.”

Dr. Kinnerley bridled.
“Such as, your information?”
Zeller picked up a sheet of paper.
“I ’ll just read off a few things. Don’t 

stop me, but if I ’m wrong about the 
facts, correct me. Ready?”

The men nodded. Zeller began to talk. 
“Mr. Rappleyea, Cabin One. Lawyer. 

Handled a law case for Studley nine 
years ago, didn’t collect his fee, swore 
he’d never again handle a legal matter for 
Studley.

“Mr. Gorsline, Cabin Two. Banker. 
Gave some information on a prospective 
loan to Studley, confidentially, and Stud
ley undercut him on the loan.

“Mr. Crichton, Cabin Three.” His eyes 
met the man’s. “Your wife divorced you

and later married Studley. You were to 
ride with him yesterday, and didn’t. You 
had an argument with him last night. 
The button from your coat was found in 
his cabin. Right?”

Crichton’s eyes were wary.
“ I w a s—drinking,” Crichton said. 

“That other—he didn’t get interested in 
Norma, in Mrs. Crichton, I mean, Mrs. 
Studley, until—Oh, go ahead, Sheriff!” 
he finished harshly.

“Mr. Marchand, Cabin Four. Broker. 
Thought once Studley had cheated in a 
card game. Both parties cool thereafter.

“Mr. Wyants, Cabin Five. Had some 
trouble with Studley over the latter’s un
authorized investing of certain of Mr. 
Wyants’ funds. It all appeared legal, so 
Wyants didn’t get any place.

“Mr. Tedder, Cabin Six. President of 
a small industrial firm. Introduced Mr. 
Studley to his managing board, and when 
Mr. Studley refinanced the firm he in
duced them to let Mr. Tedder go.”

HE red-faced man smiled.
“ I was angry, at the time. He did 

me a favor. I ’m better off, now. I didn’t 
kill him, nor do I mourn him.”

“Doctor Kinnerley, Cabin S e v e n,” 
Zeller said. “Performed an operation on 
Mrs.—er—Studley, for which he said the 
agreed sum was three thousand dollars. 
Studley gave him five hundred, and de
fied him to sue. Said he could not prove 
an agreement, that he, Studley, had the 
best legal advice available, and Doctor 
Kinnerley could go to thunder.”

“ Instead of w h i c h ,  Studley went 
there,” the surgeon answered as he 
shrugged. “All right, Zeller—Studley 
cut the corners, but all of them legally. 
Quite. Every move h$ made, he must 
have consulted his lawyer. He was rich, 
successful. A good shot, a good poker 
player, offered excellent competition. 
He was also something else.” Dr. Kin
nerley said that something else, and no 
voice raised to deny it. “I still think a 
sneak-thief killed him.”

“ I didn’t give you the medical testi
mony yet,” The sheriff said. “Here it 
is—Studley was unconscious when that 
knife was thrust into his side. He had 
first received a vicious smash on the right 
side of his head with his own boot, 
wielded by the killer. That he trusted 
the killer, admitted him to the room, is 
evident from the fact he was partially 
dressed, evidently paused in his unpack-
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ing to talk.

“He was struck down, laid on the bed, 
a gag held into his mouth, and then 
stabbed. He bled to death. Apparently 
nothing of his was touched. Now, sneak 
thieves don’t operate that way. They 
enter, grab, run.

“ If someone tries to stop them, they 
may strike. But they do not gain ad
mittance to a locked cabin occupied by 
a big, strong man, at a late hour, and a 
total stranger, talk, with him, and then 
kill him without any financial gain, wipe 
off their fingerprints, and leave. That 
door was spring-locked. Studley had 
his key!

“Also, gentlemen, a sneak thief does 
not stay around to make a fire in pine 
needles and leaves, for the purpose of 
obliterating his footprints! The F.B.I. 
confirms that the cleared area fire this 
morning was just that—intentionally 
set.”

“Theory,” Crichton snapped. “ I don’t 
know about my button, but I do know I 
was so—s t e w e d—last night, that I 
couldn’t have done all that neat work you 
credit me with. I can prove that. I—I 
had an argument with Studley, yes. I—I 
even said I wouldn’t go hunting with him 
that day or any other. That I remem
ber.”

“Maybe you were so drunk you don’t 
remember anything else?”

“After what I called Studley last 
night, he wouldn’t have let me in his 
cabin,” Crichton insisted. “ In fact, he 
tried to attack me! They’ll tell you, 
everybody here. I made it quite clear 
that Stud and I were not friends.”

Zeller stared at him a long moment. 
“Any special reason?”

“Maybe I was just drunk.”
“Maybe?”
“Okay, I was drunk.”
“When you started driving down here, 

too?”
“No,” Crichton said, after a moment. 

“Later.”
“What do we do now?” Rappleyea 

said.
“Just make yourselves as comfortable 

as you can,” Zeller replied. “ For a day 
or two. You can walk around, hire auto
mobiles, anything like that you wish. 
Your own cars will stay where they are 
for the time being. I just don’t want 
you to leave here. If you do, I think 
you’ll agree it might tend to indicate 
guilt. Right?”
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Crichton frowned as he spoke again. 
“Are you waiting for evidence we 

haven’t heard of yet? Or—do you ex
pect someone will crack, will break, and 
confess? I mean, granted that you are 
right, and one of us did it, which I do 
not believe.”

“ I ’m waiting for a shipment of ants,” 
Zeller said.

CH APTER IV

The Double Dealers

T Z E L L E R ’ S last 
words t h e r e  was a 
stunned silence. Dr. 
K i n n e r l e y  stirred, 
shook his head, looked 
intently at the sheriff.

“Will you say that 
again?” he asked.

“A n t s,” Joe Zeller 
s a i d  patiently. “Em
mets. Of the variety 
Lasius. You see, we 

can’t get any footprints that may have 
been made when the killer sneaked into 
the center area, to reach Studley’s door. 
He didn’t dare take the boardwalk route, 
because someone might have heard him 
or seen him. Well, to kill his footprints 
in the soft ground under the needles, 
maybe even to obliterate an unusual type 
of shoe or sole he was wearing, he set 
that fire. Why else? We can’t get his 
prints. But the ants can.”

Crichton was staring his disbelief.
“ Is this a gag, Sheriff?”
“Ants are almost human in their rea

soning,” Zeller said. “They got out of 
their tunnels as soon as the ground 
cooled. Their area had been fired and 
was ruined. So they left. Ants travel 
by both smell and feel. The slightest 
indentation, the merest depression, is 
clearly felt by their elbowed head feel
ers.

“Those ants went out of their holes 
and out of their areas by the easiest route 
—along the footprints of the killer! To
ward Cabin Eight, and also, another 
stream of them, toward the cabin the 
killer came from and returned to! We 
saw that trail, this morning. I am send
ing for ants to turn loose in that area 
again. And they will track straight to 
the cabin the killer occupied!”

Someone laughed. Not a pleasant 
sound. “Well, maybe that’s better than
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looking for a dead bandit, at that.” Rap- 
pleyeq murmured. “All r a t h e r  far
fetched to me. I don’t think that evi
dence will stand up in court, provided 
you do get the ants to track that path 
over again. Wherever it led to. My 
guess is that they will disperse in a hun
dred different directions the moment 
you loose them.”

“You guess wrong,” Zeller said. “The 
ancient Egyptians knew of the ant’s 
ways, and made smart use of them. So 
did the Africans, and the Aztec Indians 
in Mexico. Our own F.B.I. has used this 
form of clue to lead them to a killer, in 
the Florida Everglades.”

“I still think you’re wrong.” Rapple- 
yea smiled. “I ’ll defend any man here 
tonight arrested by the sheriff on any 
such flimsy evidence—and make another 
laughing-stock of the gentleman. Ant 
detectives, indeed!”

“Everybody to his own ideas,” Zeller 
said. “You’ll see. The State Police, my 
deputy—and one other man—saw it to
day. Others may not know where the 
ants tracked to that first time, but I do, 
and so do those other men. The F.B.I. 
has been told, and the report is now in 
Richmond. If tomorrow verifies it— 
I think we’ll start building a case.”

“We can leave the premises?” Crich
ton asked. “ I mean, we don’t have to 
stay cooped up here tonight, or tomor
row? I ’d like to see a movie, myself.” 

“Don’t take your cars,” Zeller said, “or 
even try to. You can walk to any part 
of the area you like, except that roped- 
off, lighted area that was burned off. 
Well, I guess that’s all for tonight.” 

“Phew!” Buddy Gill, outside, said to 
Nicky Dodd. “You hear that?”

“Don’t sell Zeller out too quick,” the 
F.B.I. Special Agent said softly. “That 
man knows his woodcraft. It ’s inter
esting.” But even the Federal operative 
was none too happy about the prospects.

It was an interested, if skeptical, 
group that watched the sheriff and his 
men lay a walk of stout boards out to 
the center of the burned area, next day.

“We need boards so we won’t acciden
tally make footprints of our own for 
them to follow,” Joe Zeller had said. 
“For the ants.”

The boards extended at right angles 
from the main building, to bisect the 
line from the center to Cabin Eight. 
The F.B.I. man and the State Troopers 
carefully watched the several packages

that contained Zeller’s Lasius ants.
The sheriff looked at the hunting party 

where it was grouped in well-dressed 
aloofness from the small knot of em
ployes of the Pines.' Bifocaling the en
tire scene, with eyes glinting and a smile 
of disdain, was Clem Jayson, of the 
South Cape News.

W HEN everything was readied, 
Sheriff Zeller walked out over 

the boards with one of his packages, 
snapped the string, stooped low, opened 
the lid of his box, and a swarming, writh
ing, milling mass of black ants made an 
ebon spot of movement in the white 
ashes. As if by magic, the mass melted 
into the ashes, and then a murmur arose 
when two lines of slightly moving ashes 
rippled the surface of the area—march
ing, marching, marching.

One line was rippling toward Cabin 
Eight. The other was making slow but 
steady progress directly toward Cabin 
Three! Nash Crichton’s cabin. Nash 
Crichton, whose jacket button had been 
found in the dead man’s room, whose ex- 
wife had married the slain banker, who 
had had a serious quarrel with the slain 
man the night he died!

Zeller turned to receive the second 
package, and these he loosed some ten 
feet out from the first mass of ants.

Two more lines of white rippled the 
ashes. This time directly for the group 
of hunters, and for Cabin One! One of 
the hunting party laughed.

“Ju st as I predicted! They’re wan
dering aimlessly.”

It was Rappleyea, the lawyer.
The State Troopers detached them

selves from the watchers and joined 
Zeller when he walked slowly over to 
stand with the group of hunters. Slowly 
the ants came on and on. One or two of 
the visitors started to move.

“No use moving, Mr. Rappleyea,” Zell
er said mildly. “ I guess you got some 
of that honey on your shoes when you 
planted it under Crichton’s cabin—Num
ber Three—last night. That was smart, 
that plant. But you should have changed 
your shoes, and worn a different suit. 
Those ants can smell honey far as a bee 
can. They’re really the same family, you 
see—Hymenoptera, the authorities call 
’em. Bees and ants both. That smell 
of honey turned one line out of the foot
prints!”

“What are you talking about?” Rapple-



yea s n o rte d . “ I  guess y o u  are r e a l ly  the  
o ld  fo o l th e y  say y o u  a re ! Y o u  t h in k  I  
b e lie ve  th is  h o c u s -p o c u s  w it h  a n ts ? ” 

“ Y o u  d id n ’t p la n t th a t h o n e y  u n d e r 
C a b in  T h r e e  to d ra w  the  a n ts ? ” Z e lle r  
asked q u ie t ly . “ J u s t  in  case I  w a s r ig h t ?  
J u s t  in  case the  ants do f o llo w  fa in t  de
pression s— as th e y  d o ! Y o u  d e n y  th a t?  
Y o u  n e ve r even had a n y  h o n e y  to  t u r n  
the  ants a w a y  f ro m  C a b in  O n e ? ”  

R a p p ly e a  b lin k e d , th e n  stam p ed at the 
s w a rm  o f w h ite  th a t w as at h is  feet, on 
h is  shoes, a ll a b o u t h im .

“ N o !  A n y o n e  says I  d id  is a l i a r ! ” 
“ Y o u  w e n t  to the  m o v ie s  last n ig h t , 

w it h  the  o th e rs . I n  O ra c o o k . R ig h t?  
D u r in g  the  p ic tu re , y o u  le f t  y o u r  seat 
to go  to  the  w a s h ro o m . In s te a d , y o u  
w e n t  o u t an d across the stre e t to  th a t 
sm all g e n e ra l store , lo o k e d  a ro u n d  care 
f u l ly ,  th e n  o rd e re d  c ig a re tte s , a n d  w r i t 
in g  p a p e r, an d b o u g h t  a cheap fo u n ta in  
pen. W h i le  the sto re k e e p e r w a s  b u s y  
g e ttin g  th e m , y o u  s h o p lif te d  tw o  ja rs  o f 
h o n e y  f ro m  a c o u n te r.”

“ A  fable , a l i e ! ”  R a p p le y e a  sh o uted. 
Z e lle r  sho o k h is  head.
“ O ld  M o se , h ere, saw  y o u . O l d  M o se  

k n o w s  a b o u t the  ants. A s  p e rh a p s  y o u  
do y o u rs e lf . Y o u ’re  a p r e t t y  w e ll-re a d  
m a n , M r .  R a p p le y e a . O ld  M o s e  k n o w s , 
an d he p ic k e d  y o u  fo r  the m u rd e re r  w h e n  
he saw  those ants t ra c k in g  to  y o u r  ca bin , 
y e s te rd a y . O l d  M o s e  le a rn e d  th a t f ro m  
h is  A f r ic a n  fo re b e a rs. A n o t h e r  th in g  he 
does, too, th a t h is  o ld  fo lk s  d id — he n e ve r 
lets a k i l le r  o u t o f h is  s ig h t !

“ O l d  M o se  has h a d  h is  eye o n  y o u  f ro m  
the  first, because one w a y  he can be sure  
y o u  w o n ’t  k i l l  h im  is n e v e r to lose s ig h t 
o f  y o u . H e  d id n ’t !  Y o u  p e rh a p s  d id n ’t 
n o tic e  h im  a m o n g  a ll th e  o th e r N e g ro e s  
w e  have in  th is  se ctio n . B u t  he saw  y o u . 
W a it e d  o u ts id e  the  m o v ie , sa w  y o u  in  
the  store. E v e r y t h in g .  T h e  sto re k e e p 
er has ch e ck e d  h is  sto ck , an d backs u p  
o ld  M o se  o n  th is .”

T h e  s h e riff  tu rn e d .
“ A n y t h in g  y o u  care to  say, C r ic h to n ? ”

TH E  re d -fa c e d  h u n te r  c lea red his 
th ro a t.

“ I ’l l — ta lk ,”  he w h is p e re d  h oarse
ly .  “  I  w a s a fra id  o f  R a p p le y e a  a n d  S t u d - 
le y  b o th . W h e n  I  cam e a lo n g  to  ge t in to  
the  ca r w it h  th e m , th e y  w e re  a rg u in g  
h e a te d ly . I  had  com e f ro m  b e h in d , a n d  
th e y  d id n ’t see m e, so I  w a ite d  a b it , 
n o t w a n t in g  to  in t e rru p t . I  re a liz e d  
th e n , f ro m  th e  ta lk , th a t R a p p le y e a  w as
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S t u d le y ’s la w y e r , an d th a t th e y  w e re  
w r a n g l in g  o v e r som e s h a d y  deal b o th  
had w o rk e d  on. I n v o lv in g  an e ffo rt to  
b i lk  M r .  G o rs lin e  an d M r .  M a rc h a n d .

“ R a p p le y e a  th re a te n e d  to s p o il the 
de al, a n d  S tu d le y  la u g h e d  and re m in d e d  
h im  he w a s  G o r s lin e ’s la w y e r  an d M a r -  
c h a n d ’s la w y e r— as w e ll  as h is  o w n — a n d  
he c o u ld  be d is b a rre d  f ro m  p ra ctise  fo r  
re p re s e n tin g  h im s e lf  as the G o rs lin e - 
M a rc h a n d  la w y e r , w h ile  he had s e c re tly  
been S t u d le y ’s la w y e r  a ll these ye a rs .” 

G o rs lin e  w h is tle d .
“ N o  w o n d e r  R a p p le y e a  a d vis e d  m e  n o t 

to sue S t u d le y !”  D r .  K in n e r le y  said. W y 
ants la u g h e d  h a rs h ly .

“ R a p p le y e a  c a u tio n e d  m e th a t S tu d le y  
w as le g a lly  r ig h t ,  th a t it  c o u ld  be I  had 
m is u n d e rs to o d  th a t a p p lic a tio n  o f  m y  
m o n e y !”

“ G o  ahead,”  Z e lle r  said to  C r ic h to n . 
“ W h a t  h a p p e n e d  th e n ? ”

“ I  g o t in to  the  ca r,”  th e  m a n  said, “ an d 
f ro m  the  w a y  th e y  lo o k e d  at one a n o th e r, 
a n d  th e n  at m e , I  g o t to  f ig u r in g  th a t i f  
th e y  w e re  r e a l ly  m ix e d  u p  in  s o m e th in g  
bad, i t  m ig h t  be a go o d  idea f o r  m e to  
p la y  d u m b . T h e n  I  th o u g h t  a b o u t the 
h u n t in g , th a t i f  e ith e r o r b o th  w e re  sus
p ic io u s  th a t I ’d h e a rd  s o m e th in g , I  m ig h t  
be a c c id e n ta lly  shot. F in a l ly ,  I  d id n ’t 
even w a n t  to  r id e  w it h  th e m , b u t I  f o o l
is h ly  b lu rte d  I  w a n te d  to  r id e  w it h  G o r s 
lin e , an d th e n  th e y  b o th  lo o k e d  p re t ty  
n a sty  a b o u t it . I  p u rp o s e ly  m ade a scene 
so S tu d le y  w o u ld  k n o w  he m ig h t  be sus
pe cte d , i f  a n y th in g  h a p p e n e d  to  m e .” 

Z e lle r  n o d d e d . “ A n d  R a p p le y e a , fe a r
f u l  o f b e in g  d is b a rre d  o r exposed, saw  
a chance to k i l l  S tu d le y  and fra m e  y o u . 
Y o u r  s to ry  w o u ld n ’t have g a in e d  m u c h  
crede nce, th e n , b u t  w it h  the  e v id e n ce  w e 
have, I  t h in k  R a p p le y e a  is g o in g  to  need 
a ll h is  le g a l ta le n ts  to  ge t off w it h  even 
a life  sentence. H o l d  h im , b o y s !”

B u t  R a p p le y e a  w a s n ’t  ru n n in g . H e  
h a d  sta gg e re d  a fe w  steps, th e n  fa lle n  in  
a fa in t , th e  lin e s  o f  h is  face a b ro k e n  
m a sk o f  d e sp a ir.

Z e lle r  lo o k e d  at C le m  Ja y s o n .
“ L ik e  y o u  a lw a y s  are s a y in g , C le m , 

w e  d o  need m o re  la w m e n  in  the  c o u n ty ,” 
he said, m i ld ly .  “ I t  w as sure  a case o f 
to o  m a n y  cops fo r  R a p p le y e a , w h e n  those 
ants tra c k e d  h im  d o w n !”

B u t  J a y s o n  w as h u r r y in g  a w a y . T h e  
N e w s  w as a lm o st re a d y  to  g o  to press, 
a n d  th e re  w as a lo t  J a y s o n  had to  say. 
A b o u t  s m a rt c o u n tr y  cops t ra c k in g  d o w n  
c ity -s l ic k  k ille rs .

DETECTIVE
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(C o n c lu d e d  f ro m  page 1 0 )

good graces of Sheriff Shorny. T h e  law m an 
gives G rant a ve ry mysterious and yet a 
very useful bit of inform ation. W h o  puts 
flowers on V iv ia n  H a ll’s grave— and
always on a Tuesday, the night she was 
killed? W e ll— w ho did? Y o u  don’t think 
we’re going to tell yo u — do you. L o o k  fo r
ward to F L O W E R S ,  M Y  P R E T T Y  O N E !

A  W illie  K lu m p  story next issue, to o ! 
T h e y ’ll all be back— Satchelfoot K e lly , Gertie 
M udgett, the Haw keye Detective A ge ncy 
and all the rest of it. A lso, there w ill be the 
usual quota of other hot-off-the-griddle short 
stories. O u r  next issue is sure to please y o u !

LETTERS FROM  O U R  READERS

Y O U R  letters have been com ing along 
splendidly— and we are ve ry happy to 
quote from  some of them  in this department 

from  time to time. E v e ry  letter helps us 
improve this magazine.

W e  don’t usually print letters sent, as this 
is, anonym ously. H ow e ve r, the gentleman’s 
point is well taken, so here goes:

May I suggest that the artist who Illustrated 
“ Death Has A  Poker Face”  in Popoular D etective 
Magazine read the stories more carefully. The 
wording under the illustration on page 13, does not 
follow the story. See paragraph 11 o f the first col
umn on page 24.— A  Reader.

O n  the other hand, a lady over on the Je r
sey Shore, thinks the story is a knockout.

I like your Popular Detective Magazine very 
much. “ Death Has a Poker Face,”  was a fine story 
and I thought Bill Dacey was a swell hero. He 
sure can stir up plenty o f action.

As far as heroes go though, it has been a long 
time since anyone has come up with as good a de
tective as “ M oody” Hackett in THE DEAD DON’T 
W RITE.

You see he had a good reason to become a detec
tive on account o f his father, yet he kept his prom
ise to stay off the cops. W hat happened about Gee- 
Gee Griscom the famous beauty, was also most un
expected. Hope author R oger Fuller is going to 
have another M oody Hackett yarn for us very soon. 
— Mrs. Sadie Ne w m a n n , A sbury Park , N. J.

Th e re  you are folks! T h a n k  you, M rs. 
N ew m ann. Y o u  now  kn ow  yo u r w ish con
cerning M o o d y H ackett w ill be gratified. 
A n o th e r missive praises still another of our 
popular authors:

Everybody can say what they like about this, 
that and the other o f your authors, but I will take 
that salty creation o f Colonel Jack Kofoed, known 
to us as the inimitable “ Baldy”  Simmons.

To me he is so up-to-date and yet so full o f sa
gacity and good humor. Glad to see him grace the 
pages o f P opular Detective, as well as some of 
your companion magazines.— W alter K. Sproull, 
Johnstow n , N. Y.

T h a n k  you, W a lte r. W e  kind of fall for 
good old B aldy ourselves. A n d  so it goes, 
friends. Y o u r  letters are always interesting 
to us, so keep on sending them along! A  
postcard w ill do as well as a sealed letter. 
K in d ly  address all com m unications to T h e  
E d ito r, P O P U L A R  D E T E C T I V E ,  10 East 
40th Street, N e w  Y o rk  16, N . Y .

See you next issue— and happy reading to 
you a ll ! — T H E  E D I T O R .

Sells 95 Stories and Novelettes
“ The introduction you grave me to 
your editor friend, resulting in my 
present assignment to do a complete 
novel for him monthly, is doubly ap
preciated, especially since I finished 
my N.I.A. training some time ago 
and, consequently, have no call on 
your service. Here is concrete evi
dence that interest in your students 
continues indefinitely. To date now, I 
have sold 95 stories and novelettes to 
20 national magazines.”—Darrel Jor
dan, P.O. Box 279, Friendship, N. Y.

What makes
WRITING ability GROW?

For a number o f years, the Newspaper Institute of Amer
ica has been giving f r e e  Writing Aptitude Tests to men and 
women with literary ambitions.

Sometimes it seems half the people in America who are 
fired with the desire to write have taken advantage of this 
offer to measure their ability.

What the tests shout
Up to date, no one who could be called a **born writer” 

has filled out our Writing Aptitude Test. We have not yet 
discovered a single individual miraculously endowed by 
nature with all the qualities that go to make up a suc
cessful author.

One aspirant has interesting ideas—and a dull, uninter
esting style. Another has great creative imagination but is 
woefully weak on structure and technique. A third has a 
natural writing knack—yet lacks judgment and knowledge 
of human behavior. In each case, success can come only 
after the missing links have been forged in.

Here, then, is the principal reason why so many promis
ing writers fail to go ahead. Their talent is one-sided— 
incomplete. It needs rounding out.

Learn to write by writing
N EW SPAPER Institute training is based on Journalism— continu

ous writing— the sort of training that turns out more successful 
writers than any other experience. Many o f the authors o f today's 
“ best sellers'* are newspaper-trained men and women.

One advantage o f our New York Copy Desk Method is that it starts 
you writing and keeps you writing in your own home, on your own 
time. Week by week, you receive actual assignments Just as If you, 
were right at work on a great metropolitan dally.

A ll your writing is Individually corrected and criticized by veteran 
writers with years of experience “ breaking in "  new authors. They 
will point out those faulta of style, struc
ture or viewpoint that keep you from pro
gressing. At the same time, they will give 
you constructive suggestions for building up 
and developing your natural aptitudes.

In fact, so stimulating is this associa
tion that student-members often begin to 
sell their work before they finish the course.
We do not mean to Insinuate that they sky
rocket Into the "b ig  m oney" or become 
prominent overnight. Most beginnings are 
made with earnings of $26. $60. $100, or 
more, for material that takes little time to 
write —  stories, articles on business, hob
bles, sports, travels, local and club activi
ties, etc.— things that can easily be turned 
out In leisure hours, and often on the 
impulse o f the moment.

For those who want to 
know— Free Writing 

Aptitude Test
I f  you really want to know the truth about your writing 

ambitions, send for our interesting Writing Aptitude Test. This 
searching test of your native abilities is tree —  entirely without 
obligation. F ill in and send the coupon. Newspaper Institute of 
America, One Park Ave., New York 1G, N. Y . (Founded 1926)

a  (1  Newspaper Institute of America 
■ I I  One Park Ave., New York 16, N. Y.

_ Send me, without cost or obligation, your 
** Writing Aptitude Test and further information 
about writing for profit.

VETERANS
e

This course 
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Training
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THE WALL OF LIGHT
By ANTHONY TOMPKINS

Ace Detective Jerry M cKay Brilliantly Solves a Weird Crime, 
Unearths a Clever Killer—and Springs a Strange Surprise!

I  F L A S H E D  m y shield at the g irl in  the 
outer office and barged through the 
door m arked private, but it didn’t say 

“strictly.”  I  showed the badge to the m an be
hind the desk, too, as I  sat down.

“Je rry  M c K a y ,” I  said. “ Detective F irst 
Class. I ’m  here to make a report to you, M r. 
Phillips.”

Phillips, w ho owned this factory that 
sprawled over a large section of the great 
city’s suburbs, leaned back in his big  chair 
and studied me for half a minute.

“ A  report about w hat?” he asked.
“ T h e  old factory you people abandoned 

a couple of years ago,” I  said. “ Th e re  was a

com plaint at the precinct about some two 
hundred w indow s being smashed in it. W e ll 
— it was the w o rk  of kids. N o  sabotage, 
nothing  but sheer deviltry. I  busted w in 
dows like ’em myself w hen I  was a boy.”

Phillips nodded “ So did I  and there was 
some target in that old plant. W e ll, w hat 
happens next?”

I  pulled out a notebook. “ I t  says here you 
claim three hundred dollars w o rth  of damage 
was done. O k a y. I  kn ow  the kids and I ’ve 
talked to their parents. T h e  bill w ill be paid, 
yo u ’ll get all new w indow s and if yo u  take 
m y advice, don’t have the kids dragged into 
juvenile court.”



“ N o ,” Phillips said. “ N o , of course not. 
I  remember m y ow n yo uth  too well. I  used 
to swipe railroad signal bombs and plant ’em 
on the tracks. I t  really was fun in m y in 
nocence of not kn ow ing w hat I  did. B u t I  
find myself m uch m ore interested in you, 
officer. Y o u r  face is familiar. I ’d almost 
swear— yes, you did say yo u r name was Je rry  
M cK a y .”

“A lw ays has been,” I  told him . I  knew 
what was com ing. I t  was as inevitable as 
daylight to m o rro w  m orning.

“ B u t,” Phillips frowned, “ I  don’t under
stand. Y o u ’re one of the most famous de
tectives o n  the force. W h y , you solved 
many, m any cases that stumped other detec
tives. A n d  yet— yo u’re assigned to investi
gating a routine com plaint about broken 
windows. I t  doesn’t make sense. Th e re  
must be something w ro n g .”

I  nodded w earily. “ Yeah— his name is 
Gordon. B u t don’t figure it all out that 
way, M r. Phillips. I t  takes a smart cop to 
dig up kids w ho break window s. Y o u  don’t 
have clues or stoolies or m uch help. People 
you talk to grin  and shrug w hen you ask 
questions. I t  took me longer to locate these 
kids than it did that gang of jew elry store 
thieves a few years ago.”

“ U rn — yes,” Phillips reached for a m ahog
any hum idor. “ I  remember the case. Y o u  
were positively brilliant in handling it. Y o u  
see, I  study crime. I t ’s a hobby of mine. I  
want to make a bargain w ith  you, M c K a y . 
T e ll me w h y  you were transferred to this 
forsaken spot and I ’ll promise not to prose
cute the kids.”

I  laughed at him . I  liked the man. H e  
was m y style.

“ Y o u  w o u ld n ’t hail Y m  in court if I  got 
m uter than a clam w ith  lockjaw ,” I  said.

“ I ’ll tu rn  part of the old factory into a 
playground,” Phillips tempted me and I  ac
cepted one of his cigars, leaned back and 
told him . U n til some bachelor lady tele
phoned that a m an was peeking through her 
w indow , or there was a little traffic accident 
some place or m ore busted window s, there 
w o uldn’t be m uch for me to do. T h e  cigar 
was good— H avana— and I  felt m ellow.

I  used to get cigars like that in the good 
old days, from  M axie Feigen w h o  ran a high 
class tobacco shop almost across the street 
from  Headquarters. T h a t  was six months 
ago. Just six m onths that seemed m ore like 
six centuries.

I  closed m y eyes and let the sweet, heady 
smoke curl around m y nostrils while m y 
m ind w ent back. I  talked to M r. Phillips, 
but it was m ore like thin king  out loud.
® U R E — I  remembered the days w hen I  
^  was in line for a sergeancy w hich w ould 
lead to a lieutenant’s badge and from  there 
on straight up. T h e  days w hen I  was In -  
pector G o rd o n ’s pet and got only the just
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right cases to handle. T h e  ones w hich in 
volved the most and best publicity. Like 
the snatch of a pretty, photogenic society 
g irl w hom  I  located and rescued even before 
the F .B .I .  started to w o rk  on it. O r  the re
covery of a rajah’s ru b y then owned by an 
im portant w om an noted for getting into 
headlines. She shared them  w ith  me that 
time. I  was going places fast.

T h a t  was the reason w h y  Inspector G o r
don sent for me. A  h u rry  call that made m y 
long legs fly dow n the corridor. I  recog
nized the sym ptom s in G o rd o n ’s voice when 
he’d phoned.

G o rdo n was long and lanky. H e  looked 
m ore like a farm er than a smart detective. 
In  fact, some went so far as to say he looked 
stupid. M in d  you, I  say looked. H e  was 
anything but dum b.

G o rdo n untangled his long legs from  
around a battered old chair w hich was out 
of place behind that big, shiny desk.

“ M c K a y ,” he said, “ I  received a phone call 
from  M ontgom ery A b o rn  a m inute ago. 
Yes, the M o n ty  A b o rn  w ho g i^ s  away all 
that m oney to charity. H e  was excited, 
w o u ld n ’t say m uch, but wanted m y ve ry best 
m an to get over there as fast as possible. 
T h e re ’s a cruiser w aiting outside. Snap into 
it.”

I  gave him  a snappy salute.
“ Than ks, sir. I ’m  on m y w ay,” I  said.
M o n ty  A b o rn  lived in one of those places 

on the D rive . A  private dw elling that wasn’t 
sandwiched in between the skyscrapers, be
cause M o n ty  owned plenty of land around 
his house and held onto it. Th e re  was a 
high fence, a massive gate and an estate that 
belonged in the country and not in the middle 
of a great city.

T h e  gate was open and I  drove through it, 
stopped the car in  front of the porch and 
got out. I  looked at the building. I t  was 
three stories high. E v e ry  w ind o w  except 
those in w hat I  later found out was the living 
room , was pitch dark. T h e  livin g  room  w in 
dows shone w ith  a blaze of light that almost 
blinded me.

I  rang the bell, waited about ten seconds 
and then kicked the door. W h e n  that drew no 
response, I  sensed there was something ter
rib ly  w rong. I  used m y heel again, to smash 
a low  w in d o w  off the porch. I  got the sash 
raised and crawled through. T h e  only thing 
that welcomed me was silence. Th e re  was 
too m uch of it. I  drew  m y service pistol, 
crossed the dining room  into w hich I ’d 
broken m y w ay, hiked over the wide recep
tion hall and headed for the closed door be
neath w hich shone that concentrated light.

A ll  I  could think of was the questioning 
room  at Headquarters w ith  those big lamps 
shining on a prisoner and m aking him  sweat. 
T h a t  was how  m uch there was of it.

F in g e r steady on the trigger, I  turned 
the doorknob quietly and flung the door wide
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open. I  closed m y eyes involuntarily because 
the light h urt them. I  had to raise one arm 
as a shield against all that lum inosity and 
then I  made out a few things.

T h e  livin g  room  was one of those movie 
sets where actors cup hands to their lips and 
yell trains— as if the place was G rand Cen
tral Te rm in a l.

I  didn’t do any yelling. I  just stood there, 
gaping at the circle of lamps. I t  seemed 
that every single lamp in the house had been 
brought to this room  and arranged in that 
circle. T h e  shades were all removed, leav
ing the bulbs bare and giving  off all their 
brightness.

T h e  effect was weird and startling. N o  
pair of eyes could hope to see beyond that 
ring of light. I  w ent closer and finally pulled 
a couple of lamps to one side. T h e n  I  saw 
it.

M o n ty  A b o rn  had given his last dime to 
charity— unless his w ill donated the fortune 
he was reputed to have. H e  lay there 
crum pled up in the same ungainly position 
a drun k assumes when he falls in a gutter 
some place in the B o w ery. W ith  one 
specific difference. M o n ty  A b o rn  lay on his 
stomach, but his face looked up at the ceiling. 
H is  neck was neatly broken.

I  put the gun away then and mechanically 
checked his pulse, know ing all the time there 
couldn’t possibly be any. T h e  flesh was 
w arm . H e  hadn’t been dead very long, al
though the heat of those lamps wasn’t cool
ing the corpse any. N o r  me. I  sweated as 
if a F lo rid a  sun as its hottest blazed at me.

N e x t I  searched the house w itho ut finding 
anyone. I  didn’t look for clues. N o t then. 
T h a t  could come later. T h e  front door was 
closed and the spring latch locked it. A n y 
body could have gone out and left it that 
way. T h e  other doors were firm ly bolted 
so the killer evidently had nerve enough to 
walk out the front.

I  did find that there wasn’t a lam p left in 
any of the eighteen rooms. N o t even tiny 
night-table lamps w ith  weak bulbs. T h e y  
were all in the livin g  room , ring ing  the 
corpse of a man w ho, of all people in  this 
great city, didn’t deserve a death like that.

I  phoned Inspector G o rdo n next and then 
I  really started to w o rk . Th e re  wasn’t a 
clue. N o th in g  at all. I  coulan’t tell about 
fingerprints, of course, until the boys arrived 
w ith  their blowers, powders and lenses, but 
right then I ’d have given odds they’d find 
nothing. W e  were up against a clever killer.

Inspector G o rdo n arrived in style, flanked 
b y  m ore detectives, lab technicians, appara
tus and reporters in droves. These poor 
fellows— the reporters— had their tongues 
hanging out for some ju icy case that w ould 
rob space off the foreign correspondents. 
R ight here they got the proper material for 
that.

[T u r n  p a g e ]
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“IW / ffO N T Y  A B O R N  was news. M u rd e r 
was news and the tw o combined spelled 

sensationalism. I ’d be news, too, if I  broke 
the case and I  was frantically determined to 
do it. T h is  was one of the kind I  liked. 
N o th in g  to go on. N o t one blasted item. 
T h e  victim  was one of the best liked persons 
in the country. H e  didn’t have an enemy.

Th e re  were no fingerprints, no footprints, 
no weapon to be traced, no hidden rooms o r 

| passages. Just a plain, solid m urder case 
w itho ut trim m ings. T h e  hardest kind to 
crack. I  accepted the challenge. Gordon, 
sensing the job m ight be unsolvable, dis
creetly w ithdrew  and left the w hole thing 
to me.

T h e  medical examiner arrived in due 
course, accompanied by a pompous, goateed 
individual w ho was introduced to me as 
D o cto r N ew ton Dale. I  assumed it was an 
M .D . that gave him  the title. Dentists and 
veterinarians don’t usually wear goatees.

T h e  M .E . was a fussy little man, but very 
capable. H e  w ent dow n on his knees be
side the corpse and he had plenty of light 
for his examination. P le n ty! M eanwhile, 
this D o cto r Dale was w alking  around the 
circle of lamps, tugging at his beard. H e  
seemed to know  something and I  decided to 
stick close.

T h e  M .E . was a frustrated little fellow. 
Reporters never took pictures of him  and he 
liked publicity. So he made his pronounce
ments as im portant sounding as possible.

“ Death is from  a broken neck. Violence, 
of course. Certain ly m urder. I  can’t say 
just where he was killed, but the body seems 
to have been carried to this spot and— w h y 
the devil did you b ring  all those lamps here ? 
W a n t to blind m e?”

“T h e  lamps were as you see them no w ,” I  
told him . “ Go on, doc.”

“ W e ll, I ’m  blinded anyhow. Y o u  could 
tu rn  some of them off. A s  I  was saying, the 
body was arranged in this position. G ru e 
some enough to be the w o rk  of a maniac—  
and the violence shown by the nature of the 
death points tow ard a maniacal killer also. 
M in d  you, that’s just an opinion.”

“ B u t a w o rth y  opinion and a clever one.” 
D o cto r Dale wangled his w ay through the 
ring  of lights and w ent to the M .E .’s side. 
“ D octo r, I ’m  inclined to believe, from  m y 
experience, that a mad killer com m itted this 
crime. I  became certain of it when Detective 

* M c K a y  stated he found the lights arranged 
in this m anner.”

T h e  M .E . puffed a little, but he had hardly 
any chest at all to stick out. “ D o cto r Dale,” 
he announced, “ is one of the greatest psychi
atrists in the city. If  he agrees w ith  me that 
a crazy person com m itted this crime, you can 
look for a maniac.”

“ Ye a h ,” I  said, “ let’s get back to facts. 
D o c— how long has he been dead? T h e  usual 
estimate.”
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“ H a rd  to tell w ith  all this heat from  the 
lamps.” T h e  M .E . clucked his tongue. “ I ’d 
say an hour, maybe a bit less.”

I  frowned at that one. “ B u t Inspector 
G ordon got a call from  A b o rn  just th irty - 
eight minutes ago. H e  must have been alive 
then— or an imposter called.”

“ I  don’t pretend to understand that,” D o c 
tor Dale said. “ Th e re  is probably a logical 
explanation.”

“ Yeah,” I  agreed, “ anything could have 
happened. I  never met a killer who arranged 
a circle of lights and put the body of his 
victim  in the middle of them. Say, D o cto r 
Dale, if the killer was crazy, maybe these 
lights mean something.”

D o cto r Dale nodded and kept tugging at 
that beard.

“ U ndoubtedly,” he agreed. “ U ndoubtedly, 
M r. M cK a y . I f  we can determine just w hy 
the m urderer arranged those lights we can, 
possibly, na rrow  dow n the field to a certain 
class of maniac. R igh t now  I ’m totally u n 
prepared to offer any suggestions as to that, 
but if you take m y advice there is a certain 
course to follow.”

“ Yes.” I  drew him  out.
“ Determ ine whether or not M r. A b o rn  had 

any connection w ith  persons of maniacal 
tendencies. O r  if he ever— let’s say u n k n o w 
ingly— did a w ro n g  to a man who m ight have 
gone mad. O r  has a history of mental 
trouble. Check that angle and you m ay get 
something.”

Just like th a t! Check everybody A b o rn  
ever knew and see w h o ’d gone balm y. Y e t 
I  sensed right there that this particular 
method w o uld probably produce the fastest 
results, tedious as the job m ight become. I  
went to w ork right away, after phoning in a 
report to Inspector Gordon.

First, I  visited a newspaper m orgue and 
got the file on A b o rn . I t  was thick and re
quired tw o hours to read. I  spent one hour 
at it and discarded the rest of the clips when 
I  came across one about a fire that had de
stroyed some of his property.

It  had happened tw o years before. A  whole 
ro w  of tenements had burned down. F o u r  
people died in the flames. Flames meant 
light. W alls  of flames. W a lls  of light. 
Th in g s  clicked in m y m ind. I  had to see 
D o cto r Dale and I  drove straight to his 
house.

I t  was one of those penthouse affairs atop 
a big apartment building. A  place that bor
dered on the gaudy side although I  saw 
some portraits painted by masters on the 
walls and I  knew the furniture was never 
made in any N o rth  Carolina shop where 
worm holes were m anufactured w ith  the fu r
niture. T h is  was the real stuff, each piece 
w o rth  a small fortune.

T h e  rug  curled up around m y ankles and 
there was a sideboard laden w ith  decanters 
that made m y m outh water. D o cto r Dale
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dismissed his servant and greeted me w arm ly.
“ I  don’t know  w h y  yo u  came, M r. M cK a y , 

but I ’m  glad you did. T h e  m urder interests 
me intensely. W h a t have you discovered?” 

1 settled myself in one of those expensive 
chairs and wished I  were home in the ancient 
M o rris  chair that should have been an 
antique but wasn’t— yet. I t  happened to be a 
lot m ore comfortable.

“ D o c,” I  said, “ some of A b o rn ’s tenements 
burned dow n a couple of years ago. F o u r  
people were lost in the fire. N o w  w hat I ’m 
getting at is this. Could  somebody trapped 
in that fire have gone berserk from  the agony 
of it? Y o u  know — faced by a wall of flame 
w ith  no escape possible.”

T f c O C  D A L E  pulled that goatee again.
“ W a ll of flame,” he said enthusiasti

cally. “ W a ll of light. I t ’s the same thing. 
M c K a y , yo u ’re a genius. W ith o u t the 
slightest education in psychiatry y o u  
stumbled upon the one explanation. T h e  
m urderer killed A b o rn  out of revenge for 
that fire. H e  arranged the lights so they’d 
form  a w all to resemble a w all of flame. 
D o n ’t you see w hat I ’m  getting at?”

I  nodded.
“ Yes, I  do. B u t if the m an is crazy, w h y 

didn’t he set the house on fire? W h y  did he 
kill A b o rn  first and then arrange the lights, 
as he must have done?”

“ Because that is the w ay maniacs think,” 
Dale said quickly. “ H e  d idn’t start a fire be
cause he still fears flame. T h e  w all of light 
was sufficient, do n’t you see? T o  his dis
ordered m ind it was a w all of fire through 
w hich A b o rn  could not escape.”

“ O k a y,” I  said. “ I t ’s w o rth  follow ing 
through. I ’m  going to check everybody who 
lived in those tenements w hen the fire hap
pened. Especially those w ho were h urt or 
w ho lost loved ones in the flames. B u t D oc, 
maybe the fellow never showed any h om i
cidal tendencies before. M aybe he isn’t even 
know n to be crazy.”

Dale rubbed his hands. T h a t  was a relief 
from  tugging at his beard anyhow .

“ A n d  no w ,” he said, “you come to m y spe
cial province. Assemble the people you sus
pect. Le t me talk to th e m ; observe them. 
I ’ll kn ow  w hich of those suspects can be 
eliminated and w hich must be carefully 
watched. Remember, a maniac is sometimes 
highly egotistical. G etting away w ith  this 
m urder m ay lead him  to others.”

I  w ent to w o rk  on one of the toughest 
propositions of m y career. I  made Inspector 
G ordon put me in charge of a staff and I 
sent them out. I  did plenty of w o rk  myself. 
I t  took a full week before we had what we 
all figured were the most likely people to 
suspect.

G o rdo n, meanwhile, had gone off on a 
tangent of his ow n w hich produced negative 
results, but proved A b o rn ’s m urder must
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have been the deed of a maniac w ith  only 
a haphazard m otive so far as m urder m o
tives go.

I  brought D o c to r Dale to Headquarters 
where he could talk to these people. Th e re  
were tw enty-seven of them. H e  talked to 
them, one by one, in private. T h e y  had to 
be treated w ith  kid gloves, you see. N o b o d y 
was pinched. Dale really worked. W h e n  
he was finished, there were three m en left. 
H e  told me about them.

“ Ta k e  the case of A rth u r  C a rrol, for in 
stance,” he said. “ H e  was severely burned 
and had to have a lot of painful and ex
pensive plastic surgery done. H e  was subject 
to great shock. W h ile  he has shown no 
mental aberrations, he is to be watched. O u r  
killer m ay not even know  he has m urdered 
a m an.”

I  looked into the next room  and singled 
out this A rth u r  C a rrol. H e  was a seedy- 
looking gent, about fifty and his face was 
shiny from  the mass of tin y  scars he’d carry 
to his grave. H e  was a nervous fellow, too, 
pulling his necktie like D o c  D ale tugged 
at his beard.

T h e  next on the program  was H o ra tio  
A pley, a skinny little fellow w ith  a hangdog 
expression w ho looked as if he couldn’t hurt 
a flea. I ’d seen those inoffensive little lads 
flare up and give a pretty good account of 
themselves so I  didn’t discount A pley.

“ H e  lost his m other and father in the fire,” 
Dale explained. “ N early  cost him  his life 
try in g  to rescue them. P rio r to the fire, he 
had a modest jo b  as a bookkeeper and lost 
it because his nerves were affected.”

“ A n d  the th ird  one?” I  moved m y head in 
the direction of the bruiser w ho was one of 
the trio . Th e re  was a lad w ho could break 
necks like yo u  and I  break spaghetti.

“ H is  name is K o w a l,” Dale said. “ L ik e  
Apley, he lost a loved one in the fire. H is  
only child. H is  wife died later from  com 
bined sorrow  and injuries she received. 
K o w a l admits acting like a maniac after the 
fire happened.”

“ A n d  w hat do I  do now ? Start a fire and 
see w hich one of ’em goes berserk?” I  
queried.

Dale smiled. A t  least I  think he smiled. 
T h a t  darned beard hid a lot of things. “ T h a t  
w ill be hardly necessary. N on e of them 
admits having any brain trouble, but you 
m ight check and see if any one of them ever 
entered a sanitarium .”

I checked. H o ra tio  A p le y  had been a sani
tarium  patient for m onths, a direct result 
of the fire. N o th in g  violent, m ind you. Just 
a m atter of hallucinations and things like 
that. I  reported this to D o c  D ale and he 
told me A pley must be watched and every
thing he did turned in as a w ritten  report.

T h a t  was a job for one of m y assistants, 
so I  assigned him  to it, w ith  plenty of relief 
men on deck. G o rdo n was satisfied that D oc
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Dale had hit the right track. H e  gave the 
usual promises of an arrest to be made soon. 
T h a t  didn’t stop the reporters. T h e y  were 
after me so m uch I  had to duck.

I  ducked into M o n ty  A b o m ’s m ansion to 
combine a little privacy w ith  some business. 
I  reasoned that a maniac w o uld probably be 
m ore apt to leave clues than a sane person, 
so if I  could find a little something to tie 
this H o ra tio  A p le y  to the scene, I 'd  have 
him  cold.

T h e  house was lonesome and cold. I  tele
phoned D o c Dale and told him  where I  was 
if he needed me for anything.

“ Sure, I ’m  looking around,” I  said. “ D e 
tectives still hunt clues even in  this day and 
age. T h e  killer was in every room  in this 
house. H e  had to visit them all to get the 
lamps. I ’ll probably find nothing, but it’s 
w o rth  the chance anyw ay.”

Dale agreed w ith  me and made me promise 
to keep him  posted. N o th in g  had been 
touched in the house, despite the days w hich 
had elapsed since the m urder. M o n ty  A b o rn ’s 
desk intrigued me. A fte r I  examined the 
other room s w itho ut an iota of success, I  
concentrated on his papers. Th e re  were 
reams of them. M o n ty , it seemed, had en
joyed being his ow n bookkeeper.

I t  made me sore about the whole thing, 
too, for M o n ty ’s interest in life rested in try 
ing to make those w ho needed help, happier 
people. Th e re  were playgrounds he’d p ro 
vided, rest homes, food baskets at holiday 
times, hospital wings. A  man like that de
served to die in bed w ith  expert medical care 
to ease any pain. N o t  to face a lunatic and 
have his neck broken.

W T S E D  checkbooks for the last tw o years 
were orderly arranged. I  ran through 

them  out of curiosity and discovered that one 
of the books was missing. I t  covered a pe
riod of four m onths of the previous year. 
E ve ry th in g  else was so m ethodically kept 
that it made me wonder. I  went to w o rk  in 
earnest and pretty soon I  found other things 
missing. Record books and a file of receipts 
— all pertaining to that period covered by the 
missing checkbook.

T h e  next m o rn in g  I  visited M o n ty ’s bank, 
but they couldn’t help me except to show 
master sheets covering deposits and w ith 
drawals. A  lot of m oney had passed through 
that account.

I  w ent to M o n ty ’s lawyers and they knew 
nothing. M o n ty  never discussed his chari
table transactions w ith  them. I t  looked to me 
as though I  was wasting a lot of tim e on 
nothing. T h e  angle of a m ad killer was the 
strongest. E veryo ne believed in it, especially 
Inspector G ordon.

T h a t  night I  went home to the one-room  
bachelor quarters I  maintained in a m oder
ately priced hotel. I  was dead tired and a 
little disgusted because none of the suspects
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had betrayed anything w hich w o uld single 
one of them out as the probable killer. T h e  
newspapers were raising a how l. G o rdo n was 
tram ping the floor and I  knew  the Com m is
sioner wasn’t happy about the thing  at all.

I  fell asleep p ro m p tly  and had dreams. 
T h e y  were about fires. D eadly flames that 
hemmed me in like a wall. I  awoke w ith  a 
start, sighed and wished those crazy dreams 
w ould go away. B u t when a tongue of fire 
started craw ling along m y bedcovers, I  sud
denly decided it w asn’t all a dream. T h e  
room  was on fire.

N o t just the usual blaze caused by a cigar
ette, but burning  furiously in a dozen differ
ent places. Especially near the door. I  
couldn’t even see it for crimson flame.

I  wrapped a blanket around me, one that 
was only scorched. I  covered m y head, ex
cept for the eyes, and tried to reach the door.
I  did manage, by not breathing at all and by 
setting m y teeth against the heat. I  twisted 
the knob and the spring night-lock. T h e  
door w o uldn’t open.

I  had to retreat because if I  hadn’t, those 
flames w ould have been sucked dow n into 
m y lungs. R igh t then I  felt like a deep sea 
diver whose air line had been cut off. I  
backed up to the w ind ow . I t  was closed. I  
raised it and looked out across the tops of 
nearby buildings. I  looked dow n through 
eighteen stories of uncom fortable space.

T h e  phone was, luckily, in  a corner where
[T u r n  p a g e ]
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the fire hadn’t yet crept. I  sensed the fact that 
the blaze was confined to m y room  only and 
no one else realized the danger as yet.

I  grabbed the phone and cursed the sleepy 
operator w ho took her time in answering. 
I  reported the fire and told her to send appa
ratus equipped w ith  a safety net. Ju m p in g  
eighteen stories wasn’t exactly w hat I  called 
fun, but neither were those flames.

I  was penned against the w indow , snatch
ing w hat fresh air I  could get, w hen the fire 
lads rolled up. I f  they’d have been five 
minutes later, I ’d have had no story to tell. 
T h e y  didn’t rig  the net. Instead, they sent 
men up to smash in the door. Th e n , chem 
icals were turned loose and a stream of water 
played on me w hile I  rushed across the 
room  and through the door.

Later, I  put on some clothes that smelled 
to high heaven of smoke. A  fire captain in 
charge, called me to one side.

“ I t  was incendiary,” he said. “ Some odor
less chemical in w hich a lot of paraffin had 
been dissolved. I t  was sprayed all over the 
room . T h e  door was jam med from  outside. 
Somebody doesn’t like you, M c K a y .”

“ Yeah,” I  nodded. “ A n d  w hoever it is, I  
don’t like him  either.”

I  w ent dow n to the desk. Th e re  I  discov
ered that a m an had asked for me, but when 
reminded of the late hour, he’d gone away. 
T h e  desk clerk had a good description of him. 
I t  fitted this H o ra tio  A p le y  perfectly.

I  contacted the detective w ho was sup
posed to be w atching A p le y  and found that 
he’d been on d u ty  in front of A p le y ’s apart
ment, but that A p le y  could have left via a 
rear door.

“ M y  fault,” I  told the detective. “ I t  was a 
tw o-m a n job and I  only assigned you. Keep 
yo u r eyes open. I ’ll be dow n later.”

I  telephoned D o c to r Dale and told him  
w hat happened. Dale was h igh ly alarmed. 
“ W a tch  yourself, M c K a y ,” he warned. “ A  
maniac w o n ’t be deterred by one failure. T h e  
fact that fire was used in an effort to kill 
you, indicates one of those men. P robably 
A pley, as you suspect.”

“ L o o k , D o c ,” I  said, “ I ’m tired of fooling 
around. I  think I  can prove A p le y  came to 
m y hotel, evaded the m an I  assigned to watch 
h im  and could have started that fire. I f  I  
drag him  in  tom orro w , can you tell from  a 
complete examination if he’s crazy?”

“ I  think so,” Dale answered. “ In  fact, I ’m 
sure of it Still, even if I  do pronounce him  
insane, can you be certain he is the m an you 
w ant? T h e re  m ay be two m entally afflicted 
survivors of that tenement fire.”

“ I ’m going to w o rk  on it no w ,” I  said, 
said. “ Stick around to m o rro w  so I  can reach 
yo u.”

I  did w o rk  too. P art of the time at C ity  
H a ll, where build ing and land records are 
kept. Later, I  went to H o ra tio  A p le y ’s apart
ment. A p le y  was certainly not right mentally.
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I  put him  dow n as weak-m inded. H e  m ain
tained that he’d never left his place. I  brought 
him  to the hotel and the clerk identified him  
in a flash, but still A p le y  refused to admit 
he’d been at m y hotel.

I  received a telephone call from  a C ity  
Engineer then. “ M c K a y ,” he said, “ I ’ve gone 
through the records. M ontgom ery A b o rn  
took steps to buy property on Blane Street 
and filed plans to erect a small hospital there. 
H e  got priorities okay, but nothing  ever hap
pened. L ik e  everyone else, he probably 
couldn’t get material or labor.”

' E ’R O W N I N G  a bit, I  hung up. T h e n  I  
turned to Apley. “ L o o k  here, maybe there 

has been a mistake. Someone w ho looked 
like you came here. M aybe you have a 
brother.”

H e  nodded. “ I ’ve got tw o brothers. One 
of them  was in the fire too.”

I  had A p le y  locked up and I  telephoned 
D o cto r Dale. “ A pley refused to admit he was 
in the neighborhood of m y hotel last night, 
but he does state he has a brother. Some 
brothers look alike so I ’m going to search 
for this other one. W e  must have passed 
him  up somehow.”

“ B rin g  him  to me,” Dale said. “ A n d  get 
all the inform ation about him  you can.” 

F in d in g  A p le y ’s brother wasn’t too hard.
I  took him  to Headquarters and called D o c 
Dale again to make certain he’d be at his 
office. I  agreed to b ring  the brother over.

“ W h a t does he look like?” Dale asked. 
“ Sim ilar to H o ra tio  A p le y ? ”

I  glanced at the man. “ W e ll, no. H e ’s tall 
and rangy, w ith  dark bro w n hair and a more 
or less stupid expression. Y o u  can see for 
yourself shortly. I ’ll be right over.”

I  went to Inspector G o rd o n ’s office then 
and made a full report. I  added, “ I t  hap
pens I  need a favor, sir. I  can’t do m uch ex
plaining, but I ’ll require some help.”

Gordon, in the rosy com fort of seeing the 
case cracked open, agreed to anything. H a lf 
an hour later I  was in D o c D ale’s office. 
Outside in the w aiting room  were a couple of 
reporters w ho insisted on trailing us.

“ T h is ,” I  indicated m y com panion, “ is the 
m an I  talked to you about over the phone, 
D oc. H e  admits having been confined to 
an institution for mental cases and he’s 
scared stiff of fires.”

Dale yanked at that goatee again, picked 
up some kind of a weird looking light and 
sat his patient on a high chair. H e  turned 
on the light and studied something about eye 
reflexes. T h e n  he tapped the lad’s knees, 
asked a lot of questions that were silly to me.

A ll  of a sudden he thrust a pocket cigarette 
lighter into the m an’s face and snapped it. 
T h e  flame leaped up and the patient gave a 
yelp and drew back. I ’d have done the same. 

Th e re  was a lot more of this stuff. W h ile
[T u r n  page]
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M cKinley-R oosevelt In c ., 4 8 1 0 -Y 1 7 , Sheridan R d., Chicago 4 0 , I l l in o is

d e t e c t i v e s
T R A I N I N G -S E C R E T  IN V E S T IG A T IO N S  —  F IN G E R  P R IN T S

E a s v  M e th o d  — S h o r t  T im e . H o m e  — T r a v e l —  S e c r e t  Code-Booklet 
F R E E  — W R IT E . IN T E R N A T IO N A L  D E T E C T IV E  S Y S T E M , 1 7 0 1 -T  

Monroe S t., N . E .,  W ashington, O. C . 18.

ea A f a t o t e
M AK E $30-$40 A  W EEK

T ou can learn practical nursing at home 
In spare time. Course endorsed by phy
sicians. Thousands o f graduates. 48th 
yr. One graduate has charge of 1 0 - b e d  
hospital. Another saved 1 4 0 0  while 
learning. Equipment included. Men, 
women 18 to 60. High School not 

required. Easy tuition payments. Trial plan. Write today. 
C H I C A G O  S C H O O L  O F  N U R S I N G  

D e p t .  4 2 1 2 ,  1 0 0  East O h i o  S t r e e t ,  C h i c a g o  I I ,  I I I .  
Please send free booklet and 16 sample lesson pages. 

flam e..... ................................................................................................ .
City....... ............................................. .State......................... A ge .......



Study A C C O U N T I N G
NOW -For Top-Pay Career
Fewer have trained for Accounting in  recent years. Ye® 
governm ent regulations and taxes dem and m ore book
keepers and accountants. G ood  opportunity now to  enter 
this grow ing, w ell-paying field. A fter short period of spare- 
tim e training, y ou  ca n  take accounting position and con
tinue study on  the jo b . Interesting, free 48-page booklet 
describes opportunities and requirem ents in  Accounting 
and tells how  you  can  prepare qu ick ly  and a t m oderate 
cost. W rite for “ A ccountancy , T he Profession T hat P ays.’ !

G. I. APPROVED

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
A Correspondence Institution 

4 1 7  5 .  P e o r b o r w  S t . .  P < p t .  1 3 2 9 - H ,  C h i c a g o  5 ,  I I I .

/ S T A M M E R ?
m This new 128-page book, “ Stammering, 

a  Its Cause and Correction," describes the 
M Bogue Unit Method for scientific 
■  correction of stammering and 

fc l  stuttering — successful for 46 J 
W  years. Free —  no obligation. I 

B e n j a m i n  N .  B o g u s ,  Dept. 4 2 7 4 ,  C i r c l e  *
_____________T o w e r ,  I n d i a n a p o l i s  4 ,  I n d . ______________________

BE A B A K E R atrfme
National Baking School an- 4F *  k
nounces their home study course in commer
cial baking. Baking is now one of America's 
high industries in wages. Not a seasonable 
business, but year-’ round good field for trained and 
experienced men. If you have the desire and apti
tude. send for F R E E  Booklet. “ Opportunities in 
Commercial Baking."

N A T I O N A L  B A K I N G  S C H O O L  
1315 S. Michigan Ave. : Dept. 1801 ; Chicago 5 ,  I I I .

bhuLlmT n° s t a t u r e
“ I  grew G inches during a year T followed 
Instructions given in "BU ILD IN G  HUMAN 
STATU RE ", says the younger man at the left. 
"N ow  I am a head taller than my father."

Tf you wonder why you are short send for 
FREE outline of this remarkable book loaded 
with practical Information.
CARILLON BOOKS, Dept. 69, Boerne,Tex.

ANY B O O K  IN PR IN T
Delivered at your door. W e  p a y  p o s t a g e .  
Standard authors, new books, popular edi
tions. fiction, reference, medical, mechani
cal, children's books, etc. G u a ra n te e d  s a v 
in g s . Send for Clarkson’s 1947 catalog.
r n C C  W rit*  for  our g rea t illustrated book 
P  K E E  cata log A short c ourse in literature.
The buyinR gu ide o f  300.000 book lovers . The 
answ er to your C hristm as * i f t  prob lem . Free it 
you w rite  n o w -to d a y !

C L A R K S O N  P U B L I S H IN G  C O M P A N Y  
Dept. T 6 ,  1257  go. Wabash A v » . ,  C h ic a g o , I II .

12 DRESSES $ 3 . 9 8 - $  1 DEPOSIT REQUIRED
C leaned and pressed. N eed Repair. Assorted sizes 

and co lors . A ll cloth in g  dry cleaned.
M en ’ s used w ork  shirts, 9 8 c ; Ladies skirts, ea. 6 5 c ;
G ir ls ’ dresses, ea. 55c ; Rum m age, 15 asstd. p cs ., 2 .25  

Surplus arm y clothes. A ll kinds.
SEND FOR FREE CATALOG. 

HERCULES SALES C O ., D ept. T G  
225 Division St., N e w  Y ork  2, N . Y .

ASTHMA
"o f10 -D A Y  TRIAL OFFER!
IF YOU SUFFER FROM BRONCHIAL ASTHMA PAR
OXYSMS, from  coughs, gasping wheezing —  write quick 
for daring l O - D A Y  T R IA L  O F F E R . Inquiries from  so- 
called "b o p e le s i"  cases especially invited.
N A C O R . 422-W  S l o t .  L it . B ld g ., Indianapolis 4 .  Ind.

it was going on, I  noticed the door to the 
w aiting  room  was open a crack. Th o se re
porters w eren’t missing a thing. F in a lly , D oc 
Dale laid dow n his latest instrum ent.

“ M c K a y ,” he said, “you have found the 
right man I  shall sign the necessary papers 
to com m it him  to a psychopathic w ard. I  
shall accept him  as m y patient and treat him. 
H e  isn’t to blame for what happened. P e r
haps I  can make a well m an of him  soon.” 

“ So he’s crazy,” I  asked. “ Sure of it, D o c? 
W e  don’t w ant to make any mistakes on this. 
A rre stin g  him  w ill clear up A b o rn ’s m urder.” 

Dale shrugged.
“ I  could go into detail w ith  a lot of techni

cal phrases you w o uldn’t understand,” the 
doctor continued. “ T h e  fact remains that 
this m an is not in his right m ind. H e  is po
tentially dangerous, yet w ith  proper treat
m ent he m ay respond.

“ If  he does, and the condition clears up, 
he w ill remember killing  A b o rn  and trying  
to kill you. R igh t now those things mean 
nothing to him . H e  has been afflicted before, 
as you told me. I ’d say he is our m an. I —  
w hat are you fussing w ith  m y appointment 
book for?”

I  just glanced at Dale. “ I  was just looking 
at the page covering the day w hen A b o rn  was 
m urdered. Y o u  cancelled a lot of appoint
ments for that night, D o c .”

“ A n d  is it any of yo u r business if I  did?” 
he demanded. “ L e t ’s get back to cases.” 

“ Sure,” I  said. “ L e t ’s take the one about 
A b o rn  being convinced the East Side needed 
a new charity hospital for emergency treat
ment of mental cases. I t  was going to be 
right on the corner of Blane and W a rd  
streets. A b o rn  bought the property, but 
nothing was ever built there. A n d  every 
record is missing from  A b o rn ’s files.

“ Y e t, is it just coincidence that A b o rn  
gave somebody a check for th irty -tw o  tho u
sand dollars w hich was to be used in build 
ing and equipping this hospital? H e  drew 
that check on the nineteenth of the m onth 
and on the twentieth a check for exactly that 
am ount was deposited to yo u r account. T h e  
cancelled check can’t be found, but of course 
you can explain where yo u  got all that 
dough.”

Dale almost pulled the goatee out then. 
“ W h a t are you d riv in g  at, M c K a y ?  Y o u  
almost sound as if you suspect I  had some
thing to do w ith  the death of A b o rn .”

“ Y o u  broke his neck, D o c ,”  I  said u n 
pleasantly. “ Because yo u  were supposed to 
use that m oney to build a new hospital and 
instead you used it to pay a lot of old debts. 
Y o u  had a good income, but you lived w ay 
beyond it. Y o u r  apartment shows that. Y o u  
tried to destroy everything connected w ith  
the transaction and you succeeded except for 
bank records you couldn’t get at.

“T h e  night of the m urder, you cancelled a 
lot of appointments Y o u  met the M .E . and

112



accompanied him  to the scene of the crime 
because you wanted to put over the idea that 
A b o rn  had been killed b y  a maniac.

“ Y o u  knew about the tenement fire, knew 
some of the victim s had gone tem porarily 
mad and that the police were bound to dig 
up at least a couple w ho could be hom icidal 
killers. Y o u  arranged the lights, and if I  
hadn’t mentioned the theory about a wall 
of flame, yo u ’d have advanced it.”

Dale looked sick about then, but he still 
maintained his poise.

“ L o o k  here, M cK a y , this is all rot. Y o u  
brought me a man w ho had a m otive— an 
insane one, I ’ll grant— for killing  A b o rn . 
I ’ve examined him  and he is mad. H e  spent 
time in an asylum before.”

“ Stop it, D o c ,” I  said. “ T h e  suspect you 
examined is Inspector G o rdo n, m y boss.” 

D o c tried to get clear then, but w ith  the 
help of the reporters outside, we had him.

1 1 M R . P H I L L I P S ,  w ho owned the factory 
where the w indow s had been broken, 

sighed deeply and handed me another cigar.
“ I  think I  understand w h y you were sent 

to the sticks, M cK a y . G o rdo n didn’t like 
being yo u r guinea pig.”

I  laughed a little.
“ Like  it? W h y  those reporters made the 

best story of the year out of it. G o rdo n be
ing pronounced insane! N o , he never got 
over that. H e  tried to bust me, but couldn’t 
because I ’d broken the case. So he sent me 
here.”

“ B u t w h y ,” Phillips asked, “were you so 
foolish as to b ring  G ordon? W h y  not some 
other detective?”

I  stuffed the fresh cigar into m y pocket. 
“ W e ll, M r. Phillips, w hen D o c Dale asked 

me to describe this brother of H o ra tio  A p - 
ley’s, I  just gave a description at random  
and unconsciously it was that of Gordon. 
W h e n  I  realized it, there was nothing  to do 
but get G ordon over to the D o c ’s office. H e  
didn’t know  the full facts.

“ H o ra tio  A pley, incidently, confessed that 
he had visited m y hotel, but was afraid to 
admit this after the fire happened. I t  seems 
he got a phone call from  someone claiming 
m y identity and asking me to come over, but 
if I  wasn’t in the lobby to forget the whole 
thing. H o ra tio  followed orders and then 
got scared. Dale, of course, arranged that 
and tried to m urder me too. H e  knew I  
m ight find something at A b o rn ’s house.”

I  opened the office door.
“ Th a n k s for the cigars, M r. Phillips. 

Yeah— G o rdo n certainly was sore about it. 
I  never saw a man so angry. Y o u ’d think 
he’d have been a good sport about it.”

I  walked out and forced m y m ind back to 
m y job. Somebody had swiped some chick
ens off a small farm w ithin  the limits of the 
precinct. I  had to go see if there was any 
trail of feathers.
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A U D E L S  Carpenters 
and Builders Guides 

[4vols.$6

Inside Trade Information On: fon  m ‘ » .

Trad* I n f m ii l lM
lo t  Carpenter*. Builders. Join* 
« f .  Building Mechanics and 
a l l  W o o d w o rk * ™ . T k «*o  
Ouidt* cl vo you I ho ohort-cut 
Instruction* that you want— 
Includint new method*. Id***, 
solution*, plan*. syiUm a and 
money aavln* *uiceetione. An 
easy procreashr* court* lot th* 
apprentice and otudtnt. A 
practical daily helpar and 
Quick Reference for tho mooter 
worker. Carpentera ovary* 
where or* ueinf the** Guide* 
M  a Hatpins Hand to Eaeier 
W ork. Batter Work end Bet- 
tor Pay. T o  sat thla aeeiet* 
ane* for youraoif. eimply hit 
in and mail th* F R £ B  COU*

flow  to use the steel square— How to file and set 
saw#— How to build furniture— How to use a 
mitre box— How to use the chalk line— How to uso 
rules and ecaks— How to make joints— Carpenter* 
arithmetic—“ olving mensuration problem*— E»- 
timating strength of timbers— How to set girder* 
and sills— How to frame houses and roofs— How to 
estimate coats— How to build houses, barns, gar
ages, bungalows, etc.— How to read and draw 
plana— Drawing up specifications— How to ex
cavate— How to use settings 12. 13 and 17 on th* 
steel square— How to build hoists and scaffolds—  
skylights— How to build stairs— How to put on

Interior trim— How to hang doors— How to lath— 
ay floors—How to paint

THCOe AUDEL & CO., 4$ W. 23rd 8ft.* New York City
M*Q Audol* Carpenter* end Builder* Guide*. 4 vol*., 

will remit SI In 7 day*, and SI monthly until $0 ie paid, 
lo obligation unle** 1 am satu&ed.

AMAZING DBJVICEI Guides your band— corrects poor penmanship
in few days— big improvement In three hours, no failures. Complete 
Outline Free. Write, Mr. Ozment, 67. St. Louis. Mo, Immediately.

P L A Y  G U I T A R  
/ I V  - j U K E  T H E

Just oot— very latest guaranteed, sim
ile, easy method. Play cowboy songs 
he Western way In a few minutes by_____jrpriae and untie your friend*. Be In

big demand at p arti**, cam p*, public outer* 
i wMTitnenfe, on th* rad io, ate. 1*Complete Lesoons.
1 SEND NO MONEY. S-KSSSa’t.&K

charge*, or send fl.00 and get EXTRA HONG8 
a ll p o s tp a id . (Canada, SI .26 money order only.) Nothing elae to boy. 
P o s i t iv e  money back guarantee. Rush order todau.
WESTERN RANGER STUDIOS, Oept. 471, Hutchinson, Kan*.

What To Do For Pains of

A R TH R IT IS
Try This Free
If you have never used “Rosse Tabs”  for pains or ar
thritis, neuritis, rheumatism, we want you to try them 
at our risk. We will send you a full-size package from 
which you are to use 24 Tabs FREE. If not aston
ished at the palliative relief which you enjoy from your 
sufferings, return the package and you owe us nothing. 
We mean it! SEND NO M ONEY. Just send name and 
address and we will rush your Tabs by return mail. 
ROSSE PRODUCTS CO., Dept. 728, 2708 Farwell 
Ave., Chicago 45, Illinois.
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Y O U R  B I L L S

WILL YOU HAVE TO GIVE UP THAT NEW CAR? WILL YOUR WIFE HAVE TO 
GIVE UP THAT NEW WASHING MACHINE, TOASTER OR THOSE NEW CLOTHES?
N ow  is the time to provide fo r  your fam ily! T om orrow  may be to o  late! 
Be in a position to say . . .  " I  should w orry! I have an honest-to-goodness 
insurance policy  w hich pays me up to $100.00 per month.”  For less than 
25c per week, you too  can have this amazing, low  cost, FULL COV E R 
A G E , all benefit policy  which insures men, wom en and children between 
the ages o f  15 and 64 (y ou  can carry it to age 90 ). Think o f  getting sick
ness and accident insurance both in this one liberal policy. Y o u  can get it 
N O W  in the new, low  cost BLUE R IB B O N  P O L IC Y  w hich pays u p  to  
$100.00 per month incom e if you are laid up  by any sickness o r  any acci
dent . . .  FROM  TH E FIRST D A Y .

FIRST DAY BENEFITS
N O T  A  LIMITED POLICY. Benefits are not 
limited to a few specific diseases, or to a  limited 
number o f  accidents, but A ll Sicknesses and All 
Accidents are included, and benefits start with the 
FIRST D A Y  o f  disability and are paid up to six 
months, all as provided in the policy.

ALL SICKNESSES A N D  ALL 
ACCIDENTS ARE COVERED

It is both wise and thrifty to  prepare for  eventuali
ties and to take advantage o f  this new, all benefit 
policy plan which pays as much as $50.00 per week 
Hospital Benefits and up to $100.00 per month 
for all accidents and all sicknesses and up to 
$200.00 for Travel Accidents. Pays up to $2,500.00 
for accidental death. Furthermore, it pays for 
Quarantine, Nurse, Ambulance, Female Diseases, 
Childbirth and many others as provided by the 
policy, all for less than 25c a week, payable month
ly. This monthly cost is so low, you may hardly 
believe it. It is issued by the well-known N O R TH 
ERN TRUST LIFE INSURANCE COM PANY.

SEND NO MONEY!
It is to your advantage to A C T A T  ONCE! Remem
ber, you do not send one penny. Just MAIL 
COUPON below . . .  there is no obligation whatso
ever and you don't risk one penny! N o  Agent 
W ill Call.

N O  AG EN T W ILL CALL
The BLUE RIBBON 
Sickness and Accident 
policy is now available 
to men, women and chil
dren between the ages of 
15 and 64. There is no 
long list of questions — 
no delay — no red tape 
of any kind.
EXAM INE FULL DETAILS 
W ITH O U T O BLIG A TIO N
Examine facts about this 
amazing prompt - paying 
FULL COVERAGE pol
icy on our FREE inspec
tion offer. Look over 
these startling facts with
out cost, risk or obliga
tion ! A l l  THIS FOR 

ONLY $ 1 0 0  A  MONTH*

MAIL THIS CO UPO N  NOW
All-America Insurance Agency, Dept. 15-A7 
317 Webster St., Montgomery, Illinois

Gentlemen: Please send me, without obligation, full de
tails about your Sickness and Accident FULL COVERAGE 
Policy. I understand it is NOT A LIMITED POLICY 
and pays benefits from the FIRST DAY and that no agent 
will call.

N A M E ..............

ADDRESS........

C IT Y ............... ..

Z O N E ...................

....................... A G E...........



WHICH OF THESE BEST-SELLERS DO YO U WANT
ACCEPT this amazing offer now! By joining the Dol

lar Book Club, you may have your choice of any of 
the books described here absolutely FREE. And—as a 
further demonstration of Dollar Book Club values—you 
may choose as many more of these books as you wish 
for your current selections at only $1.00 each. These 
books are typical of selections received by Dollar Bopk 
Club members. Club membership regularly offers you 
the most popular current novels for only $1.00 each—a 
saving of 50% to 75% from the established retail price 
oi the same books in the publishers’ editions. Mail 
i..embership form belowl

D A P H N E  =
du

MAURIER.

T H E
KING’S

GENERAL

THOMAS & 
COSWN

The
Black
Rose

w ith  D o lla r Book Club m em bership?

THE K IN G 'S  GENERAL
by Daphne du Maurier

8 0 1  C H A R D  
I t  G R E N V I L E  
i was a bold, charm - 

-rfi, ing scoun- 
i A drel whose

r e p u t a -  
ir . « ■ £ ]  t io n  p r e -  

f  ceded him 
w h erever 

h e  w en t. 
Brilliant in  battle, unscru
pulous with beautiful wom
en, he dared to fall in love 
v/ith a slip o f a  girl who did 
not know what love meant. 
This is the newest best-seller 
by the author o f Rebecca 
and Frenchman’s Creek.

TH E BLACK ROSE
’ ■---las B. Costain

•HE thrill
ing histori

ca l romance o f

and the

turer w ho risked torture to 
give her freedom— then found 
himself a slave to her beauty. 
No wonder the New York  
Times calls this 2,000,000-copy 
best-seller “ romantic, color
ful, exotic— a grand mstorical 
novel that swashbuckles with 
the best!”

BEFORE THE SUN 
GOES D O W N

by Elizabeth Metzger

HE knew  th e  
whole tow n’s 
secrets—yet hid a 

burning secret o f 
his ow n! D octor 
D an F ie ld  knew

W illo w s p r in g , bu t n o  o n e  
dreamed o f his strange, for
bidden love for the wife of 
another man. This is the 
re c o rd -b r e a k in g  b e s t -s e lle r  
that won both the M -G -M  
novel award o f  $125,000 and 
the publisher’s $20,000 prize.

THE STR ANGE W O M A N

by Ben Ames Williams

TO the world 
Jenny Hager 

was a  woman o f , 
virtue, fu ll o f i 
good works. But I  
ask the men in i  
her life —  her 
father, her husbands, her 
lovers, her sons. Read about 
this “ Maine Cleopatra”  in 
a  novel that will hold you 
spellbound! This sensational 
novel o f a Maine harbor 
town Is to be a $2,000,000 
H unt S tro m b e rg -U n ite d  
A r tis ts  p ic tu re , s ta rr in g  
Hedy Lamarr.

DOLLAR BOOK CLUB MEMBERSHIP IS FREE!
'P H E  DOLLAR BOOK CLUB is the only club that brings you 
JL newly printed books by outstanding authors, for only $1.00 each. 

You save 50 to 75 per cent from the established retail price. Every 
selection is a handsome, full-sized library edition printed exclu
sively for members. You do not have to accept a book every month; 
only the purchase of six books a year is necessary.

The Economical, System atic W a y  to  Build a G oo d L ib ra ry
D ollar B o o k  C lu b  selections are from  the outstanding new  books. 

Best-sellers b y  such pop u lar authors as M a ry  R oberts R inehart, L ouis 
Brom field , W . Som erset M augham  and K enneth  R ob erts  h a ve  been  
received b y  m em bers at $ 1 .0 0  each  w hile  the pu b lic  w as pa y in g  from  
$ 2 .5 0  to  $ 3 .0 0  fo r  the publisher’s edition , at retail. 6 0 0 ,0 0 0  discrim inat
ing readers are enthusiastic supporters o f  the D o llar B o o k  C lub, enabling 
the C lu b  to  o ffer b o o k  values unequaled b y  any  oth er m ethod  o f  b o o k  buying*

Start Enjoying M em bership  at Once
U p on  receip t o f  the attach ed cou p on  y o u  w ill b e  sent F R E E  you r 

ch o ice  o f  any  b o o k  described  a bove . Y o u  m ay also, i f  y o u  wish, choose 
one o f  these books as you r first selection  fo r  $ 1 .0 0 .

F o r  conven ience, m em bers prefer to  have shipped and p a y  fo r  books 
every  other m onth . Y o u  w ill rece ive  th e  descriptive fo ld er  ca lled  T h e  
Bulletin , sent exclusively  to  m em bers. I t  describes the forthcom in g tw o 
m onths’ b o o k  selections and review s ten  o r  m ore  additional titles (in  the 
original publishers’ editions selling at retail fo r  $ 2 .5 0  o r  m o re ) available 
to  m em bers at on ly  $ 1 .0 0  each . I f  y o u  d o  n ot w ish to  purchase either o f 
the tw o new  selections fo r  $ 1 .0 0  each , y o u  m a y  n otify  the C lu b , so that 
the b ook s w ill not b e  sent you . In  an y  case, y o u  m a y  purchase any  o f  
the other titles offered  fo r  $ 1 .0 0  each . N o  dues o r  fees. M a il cou p on  today!
DOUBLED AY O N E DOLLAR B O O K  CLUB, G ard en C ity , N . Y.

■ M AIL TH IS  
I  C O U P O N

■ DOUBLEDAY ONE DOLLAR BOOK CLUB,
5 Dept. 1 T.G., Garden City, New York
■  Please enroll me free as a Dollar Book Club subscriber

■ and send me at once, as a gift, the book, title of which 
I have written in above. Also send me the following 

|  book as my first selection for $1.00:

■ With these books will come my first issue of the free 
descriptive folder called “ The Bulletin”  telling about

I  the two new forthcoming one-dollar bargain book selec
tions and several additional bargains which are sold for

I  $1.00* each to members only. I am to have the privilege 
of notifying you in advance if I do not wish either of

I  the following months' selections and whether or not I 
wish to purchase any of the other bargains at the

■ Special Club price of $1.00 each. The purchase of books 
is entirely voluntary on my part. I do not have to ac-

I cept a book every month— only six a year to fulfill my 
membership requirements. I pay nothing except $1.00

■ for each selection received plus a few cents for shipping.
» Please

■  Mr. }  Printi rI Mr. }
Mrs. >

|  Miss )
■  St. and No. 
■  City - 
■  ZoneZone.......................................................... State.. . . . . . . . .

I f under 21,
Occupation.........................................Age. please...............
*Same price in Canada; 105 Bond St., Toronto 2, Can.



TRIUMPH
It’s better fo r her becau se  it’s d a in 

tier, lon ge r-lastin g  an d  easie r to  write 

with— becau se  its 14-K  Jitfetime* P O IN T  

will match her pe rsona l w riting sty le—  

e x ac tly ! H e re ’s the w ritin g  instrument 

e n se m b le  p a r t ic u la r ly  d e s ig n e d  fo r  

women, with c la sp s e sp e c ia lly  suited for 

carry in g  in purse o r  p o c k e t . . . a n d  the 

pencil h as a  ja b -p ro o f  point. S e e  and  

com pare  this better pen  a n d  pencil—  

on sa le  w here qua lity  is the w atchw ord.

SENTINEL TU C K A W A Y  pen, $ 1 2 .5 0 ; pencil, $ 5 ; 
complete set, $17.50. Other sets, $3.95 up. Complete 
range of Colors.

finer  Post-w ar Models Prited at Pre-war levels

TUCKAWAY

<E 7 / l£ ' . . .

LISTEN EVERY SUN D AY to SHEAFFER'S PARADE 
with Carmen Cavallaro— NBC Complete Network: 
3 P.M. E.T.; 2 P.M. C.T.; 1 P.M. M .T.; 12 Noon P.T.

SHEAFFER5
< W U t  19 4 7 . W. A. Sheaffer Pen C o.Copyright 1947 W. A. Sheaffer Pen ' 

♦Tiadem ari Reg. U. &  Pgt. Off.


