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by Konradi Leitner
A  book that go e s beyond  the mere dem onstration of the technique 
o f hypnotising. N o w  fo r the first time the real secrets o f hypnotism 
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bared so that the student can understand what rea lly go e s on. 

Leitner expla ins not on ly how  to hypnotize but the reason for every 
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used a s  a  therapeutic device.
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overcom ing difficulties arising  from psycho log ica l causes are  given.

It's easy to follow these instructions
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education barrier

Is  there an “education barrier” between you and promotion? 
Are young college graduates being brought in to fill positions 
above you?

You can break down that barrier . . . gain real security, 
responsibility, prestige . . . surprise fellow employees and win 
their respect. You can match yourself against the smartest of 
the college boys and come out a WINNER. Here’s how!

AN  H O U R  A  D AY THE I .C .S .  W A Y !
II you can spare an hour a day, if 
you have the determination to make 
(good, if you’re willing to invest 
pennies now for dollars later o n -  
then I.C.S. can help you. You can 
be a man or woman, young or old, 
skilled or unskilled. So long as you

can understand simple language 
and illustrated training manuals, 
you need have no doubts. The I.C.S. 
hour-a-day plan is su cc ess-pro v ed . 
You learn while you earn —any
where, any time.

Just pick the subject you want!
Only I.C.S. offers you such a wide range of 
subjects to choose from. Drafting. Engineer
ing. Television. Aeronautics. Business. High 
School. 266 courses in all. I.C.S. is the 
oldest, largest home-study school. It is also 
the best known in business and industry.

Free catalog plus free books!
When you mail the coupon below, you get a  complete 
catalog on the subject you check with information about 
employment opportunities, training requirements, etc. 
And you get “How to Succeed” —38 pages of valuable 
tips on winning recognition, pay raises, success. Also, a 
free sample lesson in basic mathematics.

F or Real Job  Security—Get an I. C. S. Diploma! I. C. S., Scranton 9, Penna.

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  S C H O O L S

M ember, National 
Home Study Council

6 5 Iear
BOX 62628E, SCRANTON 9, PENNA.

Without cost or obligation, send mo “HOW to SU CCEED" tod the opportunity booklet about the field
A R C H IT E C T U R E  
•  nd B U IL D IN G  
C O N S T R U C T IO N

□  Air Conditioning— Retrig.
□  Architecture
□  Architectural Interiors
□  Building Contractor 
O  Building Estimator
□  Bujlding Maintenance
□  Carpentry and Mill Work
□  Healing
□  Painting Contractoi
□  Plumbing
□  Reading Arch. Blueprints 

A R T
□  Cartooning
D  Commercial Art
□  Fashion Illustrating
□  Magazine Illustrating

A V IA T IO N
□  Aeronautical Engineering fr.
□  A ircra ft* Engine Mechanic 

B U S IN E S S
□  Advertising

C I V I L ,  S T R U C T U R A L  
E N G IN E E R IN G

□  Civil Engineering
O  Construction Engineering
□  Highway Engineering

□  Bookkeeping'and Accounting □  Reading Struct Blueprints
□  Business Administration
□  Business Correspondence
□  Public Accounting
□  Creative Salesmanship
□  Federal Tax
□  Letter-writing Improvement
□  Office Management
□  Professional Secretary
□  Retail Business Management
□  Sales Management
□  Stenographic-Secretarial
□  Traffic Management 

C H E M I S T R Y

D  Sketching and Painting 
A U T O M O T IV E  

D  Auto Body Rebuilding
□  Auto Elec. Technician
□  Auto-Engine Tune Up
□  Automobile Mechanic

D  Chemical Engineering ,
□  Chem. Lab. Technician
□  General Chemistry
□  Natural Gas Prod. & Trans.
□  Petroleum Engineering
□  Plastics
□  Pulp and Paper Making

□  Sanitary Engineering
□  Structural Engineering 
O  Surveying and Mapping

D R A F T IN G
□  Aircraft Drafting
□  Architectural Drafting
□  Electrical Brafting
□  Mechanical Orafting
□  Mine Surveying and Mapping
□  Plumbing Drawing and 

Estimating
□  Structural Drafting 

E L E C T R I C A L
□  Electrical Engineering
□  Electrical Maintenance
□  Electric I an □  Contracting 
D  Lineman

H IG H  S C H O O L  
D  Commercial □  Good English
□  High School Subjects
□  Mathematics <

(Partial list of 256 courses)
BEFORE which I have mailed X (plus sample lesson): 

L E A D E R S H IP  D Television Technician >
□  Foremanship R A IL R O A D
□  Industrial Supervision □  Air Brake Equipment]
□  Leadership end Organization d C a r  Inspector
□  Pe rson n e l*B o r Relations □  Diesel Engineer & Fireman •

M EC H A N 1 C A L  □  Section Foreman
A N D  S H O P  S T E A M  AN D

□  Gas-Electric Welding D I E S E L  P O W E R
□  Heat Treatmerd □  Metallurgy □  Combustion Engineering
D  Industrial Engineering □  Diesel— Elec. □  Diesel Eng’«
D  Industrial Instrumentation □  Electric Light and Power
□  Industrial Supervision O  Stationary Fireman
□  Internal Combustion Engines □  Stationary Steam Engineering
□  Machine Design-Drafting
□  Machine Shop Inspection
□  Machine Shop Practice
□  Mechanical Engineering
□  Quality Control
□  Reading Shop Blueprints
□  Refrigeration 
n iSh e e t  Metal Worker

T E X T I L E
□  Carding and Spinning
□  Cotton, Rayon; Woolen Mfg.
□  Finishing and Dyeing
□  Loom Fixi’g □  Textile Des’lng
□  Textile Eng'r’g □  Throwing
□  Warping and Weaving 

M IS C E L L A N E O U S

Narne_ -A g e _

City _

D  Tool Design □  Toolmaking □  Domestic Refrigeratioo 
R A D IO , T E L E V I S IO N  □  Marine Engineering • 

D  Industrial Electronics □  Ocean Navigation
□  Practical Radio TV Eng'r’ng □  Professional Engineering
□  Radio and TV Servicing □  Short Story Writing
□  Radio Operating □  Telephony

_ Working Hours_

Occupation^
Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools, Canadian, Ltd., 
Montreal, Canada. . . . Special tuition rates to members of the U. S. Armed Forces.
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I WILL TRAIN YOU AT HOME 
FOR GOOD PAY JOBS IN

RADIO-TELEVISION
,J . f. SMITH ho-. Coined amu- *o< 9ud.nl- *v, 

*han ony other im»v OUR 40rh YJftR

America’s Fast Growing industry Offers 
You Good P a y -B r ig h t Fu tu re -S e c u rity

M

Trainmg plus opportunity is the 
PERFECT COMBINATION for 
job security, good pay, advance* 
ment. In good times, the trained 
man makes the BETTER PAT, 
(JETS PROMOTED. When jobs 
are scarce, the trained man enjoys 
G R EA TER  SEC U R ITY . N R I 
training can help assure you mor» 
of the better things of life.

Start Soon to Make $1 0 , H 5  
a Week Extra Fixing Sets

Keep your job while training. I 
start sending yon special booklets 
the day you enroll that show you 
how to fix seta, Multitester built 
with parts 1 send helps you make 
$10, $15 a week extra fixing sets 
while training. Many start their 
own Radio-Television business with 
spare time earnings.

My Training Is Up-To-Oate
car *nd tee ting equipment.
Can service toughetf jobs.’
—E. J Streitenberger, New 
Boston, Ohio.

I TRAINED 
THESE MEN

"Started to repair seta six 
months after enrolling. 
Earned $12 to $15 a week 
in spare tim e."—Adam 

'■■■-'i*. Kramiik, Jr.. Sunneytown, 
**« XSjNU Pennsylvania.

"Up ‘.o our necks in Radio* v. 
Television work. Four other,
N'R! men work here. Ami -
happy with ray work."— .......v...
t'den Peterson, Bradford,
Out., Canada. vA. Ito*.■;

"Am doing Radio and 
[Television Servicing full 
[ time. Now have ray own 
shop. 1 owe ray success to 
N.R.l."— Curtis Stath, Ft. 
Madison, Iowa.

“Am with WCCC. NRI 
course can't be beat. No< 
trouble passing 1st class 
Radio-phone license exam.” 
—Jesse W. Parker, Men* 
dian, Mississippi.

Tel*vision Moktng Good Jobs, P rosperity— Even without Tele
vision. Radio is bigger than ever. 115 million home and auto Radios 
to be serviced. Over 3000 Radio broadcasting stations use operators, 
technicians, engineers. Government, Aviation, Police, Ship, Micro-wave 
Relay, Two-Way Radio Communications for buses, taxis, trucks, etc., 
are important and growing fields. Television is moving ahead fast.

A V A I L A B L E  T O .

You benefit by my 40 years’ experi
ence training men at home. Well 
illustrated lessons give you basic 
principles you need. Skillfully de
veloped kits of parts I send (see 
below) “bring to life” things you 
learn from lessons.

VETERANS
• • UNDER G. I, BILLS

You Learn by Practicinj 
with Parts I Sem
Nothing takes the place of PRACTICAL EXPERIENCE. 
That's why N RI training is based on LEARNING BY DOING. You use parts I furnish to build many circuits 

f i  common to Radio ar.d Television. As part of my Communi- 
:S cations Course, you build many things, including low power 

. transm itter shown a t left. You put it  “on the air," perform 
f  procedures required, of broadcasting operators. With my
f  C ftH n A m ft  p A - f V r t  V A i,  K . . .M

:.yv bring book showing other

Wiki.
About 200 Television station# are now 25 million hones now have Television 
on the air. Hundreds of others being sets. Thousands more are being sold 
built. Good TV jobs opening up for every week. Get a job or have your own 
Technicians, Operators, etc. business selling, installing, servicing.

Radio-TV Needs Men o f Action— Mail Coupon
Act now to get more of the good things of life. Actual 
lesson proves my training is practical, thorough. 64-page 
book shows good job opportunities for you in many fields. 
Take NRI training for as little as $5 a month. Many 
graduates make more than total cost of training in two 
weeks. , Mail coupon now. J. E. SMITH, President, 
National Radio Institute, Dept. Washington 9, D. C. 
OUR 40TH YEAR.



The hie: oar swerved into 
Nate Stone's je ep .,,



Why should Stone be so sure this fellow was innocent, 
©nee he heard that Spider Rayburn had been slain in 
his own parlor? After all, hadn’t Derek Walters

confessed?

WRONG KILLER
yicdc Slow  TlovsM

EPUTY SHERIFF " Nate 
Stone’s breakfast that drizzly 
morning in April had consisted 

of sausage and eggs, french fried 
potatoes, toast and sweet milk; there 
had been an even half dozen eggs and 
two quarts of milk; the remainder of 
the food had been in proportion.

So Nate, never a stranger to slothful 
slumber, was in the mood for a long 
snooze when he waddled into the one- 
room frame building that was his office 
in the sleepy country town of Todd- 
viile. A lengthy nap, he told himself, 
was just what he needed to permit the 
meal to digest. After all, in another 
three or four hours, it would be time 
for lunch.

Nate lowered his overcushioned body 
into a swivel chair behind a battered 
roll top desk; the chair moaned in 
squeaking protest as the hefty bulk of 
Nate’s two hundred and seventy-five 
pounds of bone, muscle and suet de
scended upon it.

Na^e ignored the threatening 
squeaks. lie wiped some smudges of 
egg from his thick lips with a hair- 
backed hand that was as large as a 
ham, shoved his sweat-strained Stetson 
back from his balding brow, hoisted his 
size fourteen half-boots to the top of 
the desk. He was ready for sleep.

But then there was a jarring inter
ruption. The phone on his desk began 
to ring.

Nate glared at the phone—morosely, 
at first, and then with loathing. To him, 
for the moment, the phone was trans
formed into a distasteful living creature 
—like an angry polecat that had him 
backed off into a corner from whence 
there was no escape.

For Nate felt backed off into a 
corner—and trapped—by the tele
phone. To him, its ringing forboded 
nothing but grief. Some citizen, no 
doubt, bad committed some crime and 
he, Nate Stone, was being summoned to 
make an arrest.

He hated to be summoned to make 
arrests—not that he was cowardly, 
but making arrests could be heaps of 
work, and exercise, at times. Nate 
had a strong dislike for all forms of 
work and exercise.

But still, he knew, he had to answer 
the phone. It could be somebody from 
the Court House at the County Seat 
calling him, just to make certain he was 
on the job. Nate heaved a sigh, reluc
tantly lifted the phone from its hook 
and held it against his hairy ear. 
“Hullo!” he grunted.

“Hello! Hello! Is that you, Depu
ty?’’ a voice demanded in his ear over
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the phone. I t  was a woman’s voice and 
she sounded excited, Nate; noted.

“Yeah. I t’s me,” Nate admitted. 
“Who are you?”

“This is Mrs. Peevey callin’,” the 
voice informed him. “I ’m over at Spider 
Rayburn’s farm; you better get over 
here quick.”

“Why?” Nate probed, without 
feeling.

“There’s been a murder, Deputy!”

a W /H A T ! ” NATE ejaculated, not 
because he was disgusted. Mur

ders, he knew from sad experience 
sometimes meant heaps of work—and 
exercise; and he was in no mood for 
exercise. “Who got murdered? And 
why?”

“Spider got murdered,” Mrs. Peevey 
told him. “I don’t know why—and I 
don’t know by whom. I just know he 
got murdered; that’s all.”

“And how do you know he got 
murdered, Mrs. Peevey?”

“Well, he’s daid. And he’s all bloody; 
looks to me like he got shot. I came 
over here this mornin’ to Spider’s place 
to try to collect some money he owes me 
for housecleanin’ and I found him all 
dead and bloody. I can’t see no gun 
nowhere around the place, so I reckon 
it ain’t suicide. It must be murder. 
Nate, you better get over here right 
soon! I ain’t hankerin’ to spend all 
mornin’ here alone with a bloody 
corpse.”

Nate sighed heavily. Gone, he told 
himself, was all hope of a morning of 
blissful slumber. Aloud, to Mrs. Peevey, 
he said, “I ’ll be right over—soon as I 
call the State Police. Don’t touch a 
thing, Mrs. Peevey; I ’ll be right over.”

“I won’t,” she promised him. “But 
hurry!”

Nate telephoned the nearest State 
Police Headquarters and asked for 
Corporal Timothy Meehan, with whom 
he had worked before on murder 
cases. “Looks like we got a job on our

hands,” Nate informed Meehan, as 
soon as he had the State Trooper on 
the other end of the line.

“How come, Nate?”
“Just got a phone call, Corporal. 

Jasper by the name of Spider Ray
burn got himself bumped off by a 
party—or parties—as yet unknown.”

“Spider who?” Meehan asked. “I 
got to get th'is down for my preliminary 
report. That a nickname—the ‘Spider’ 
part?”

“Yeah,” Nate told him. “Clarence 
Tilroy Rayburn is his real handle, I 
believe. But he’s been known as ‘Spider’ 
around these parts ever since he did 
some box-fightin’ about thirty odd or 
so years ago. He runs—or I guess I 
should say ‘ran’—a farm a few miles 
back off Route Four-O-Nine about 
three miles south of where the highway 
forks off toward Hickory Creek Junc
tion.

“The farm’s fairly prosperous. 
Spider usually has a farm hand or two 
workin’ on the place. You’re nearer to 
the farm, Corporal, than I am here in 
Toddville—so you’ll probably get there 
before I do. Spider had the reputation 
of being a slow man with a buck where 
his hired help was concerned. I had a 
number of complaints durin’ the past 
few years from drifters— Spider usual
ly hired that breed—about Spider givin’ 
them temporary jobs, workin’ them half 
to death and then refusin’ to give them 
a fair shake on their wages. When you 
get to the farm, Corporal, I ’d suggest 
that you hold—at least till I get there 
—any of the hired help that might dis
play an urge to head over the hills to 
escape the toils of justice. And that,” 
Nate concluded, “includes a Mrs. 
Peevey, the woman who phoned me 
here about Spider’s sudden demise, I 
told her to stay at the farm until I got 
there.”

“Will do,” Meehan agreed, “But 
why mention Mrs. Peevey in particu
lar? Got any suspicions about her?”
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TVTATE SIGHED, heavily. “I hate to 
^  accuse anybody without proof,” he 
related; “and that also includes Mrs. 
Peevey.”

“Who is she, anyway?” Meehan 
wanted to know.

"She's a widow,” Nate told him, 
“who does house-cleanin’ for a livin’. 
But her specialty, I hear, is bilkin' 
old men out of any stray cash they 
might have cached around the premises. 
She’s an old, homely coot—about fifty- 
five, at least. She got about as much 
sex appeal as a brewery nag; but she 
considers herself, I hear, as frisky and 
as temptin’ as filly. In other words, 
Corporal, she’s strictly a Tugboat An
nie type, but she fancies herself a 
second Marilyn Monroe, if yuh get 
what I mean?”

“I think I do,” Meehan said. “Then 
we consider her a suspect?”

Nate sighed again. “We’ll have to, 
I ’m afraid, Corporal. In fact, we’ll 
have to consider everybody who ever 
had any dealin’ with Spider as a sus
pect. He was that kind of a jasper. To 
know him was to hate him. He was 
strictly a foul ball. They’ll probably 
have a celebration in Toddville when 
the news leaks out that somebody 
finally gave that critter what is some
times referred to as his ‘just desserts’. 
But—” he broke off abruptly. “I 
reckon we better stop jawin’ away like 
a couple of gossipy magpies, Corporal, 
and get a-movin’ out to the farm—be
fore the trail gets too cold.

“But, first, some directions, Corpo
ral. The late Spider Rayburn’s farm is 
just a few miles back in the bushes off 
Route Four-O-Nine, like I said. I t’s 
a two story wooden buildin’ with red 
shingles and a red tin roof. There’s a 
big red barn behind it with pictures of 
cows and hogs painted on it. Just take 
the dirt road that turns left near 
Creedon’s Esso Service Station and—”

Nate concluded giving directions, 
said goodby to Meehan, and waddled 
out of his office. Nate’s jeep, which

was of World War II vintage, ■was 
parked on the street outside. The 
vehicle had no top; but the drizzle had 
slackened off somewhat, so Nate didn’t 
bother to don the green slicker that was 
thrown across the front seat.

Nate meshed gears and drove the 
jeep away from the curb into the center 
of the street. He headed eastward to
ward the flat prairie land where 
Spider’s farm was located.

But then it happened.
A gleaming yellow convertible with a 

cloth top came careening around the 
corner, going at least sixty miles an 
hour. The driver of the convertible ap
plied his brakes hastily when he saw 
Nate’s jeep in his path; Nate swung 
to one side in a vain attempt to avoid 
a collision.

There was a squeal of brakes; fol
lowed by a ripping crash of metal 
as the left front fender of the converti
ble plowed into the right rear side of 
Nate’s jeep. The jeep spun around; al
most turned turtle.

Nate, however, escaped injury; and 
the jeep, apparently, was undamaged. 
But not so the convertible; its left front 
fender was reduced to a crumpled mass 
of twisted metal.
rT ?HE DRIVER of the convertible 
•*- climbed put to survey the damage 

to his car. He was, Nate saw, strictly 
an Easterner—in garb, at least. He 
wore shiny, low-cut black slippers, a 
charcoal gray suit, a pink shirt and a 
black knit tie. The convertible, Nate 
noted too, bore a Pennsylvania license 
plate.

The Easterner scowled at the 
crumpled fender. He was, Nate saw, 
about medium size; maybe five feet 
eight inches tall; but compactly built; 
weighing maybe about a hundred and 
sixty pounds. He had coal black hair, 
a puffy white face and glassy blue eyes. 
Nate decided, almost at once, that he 
had been drinking.

The Easterner whirled on Nate. 
“Who the Hell taught you to drive?”
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he demanded. “How the Hell did you 
ever get a license?”

That nettled Nate, to say the least. 
He stepped out of the jeep and glared 
down at the stranger. “You were ex
ceedin' the local speed limit,” he ac
cused; “I oughta run you in.”

The Easterner stepped closer to 
Nate, He hesitated only a second or 
two when he saw the five-pointed star 
Nate wore on his open vest. “You and 
who else?” the stranger mocked. He 
was seething with anger, Nate noted; 
and the lawman could smell the reek of 
whiskey on his breath.

“Listen you,” Nate began. “I ’m the 
Law around here and—”

“I don’t care,” the other interrupted, 
“if you’re the governor.”

“That settles it 1 ” Nate raged. “I ’m 
runnin’ you in. For reckless drivin’. 
For—”

But he said no more, not for the mo
ment. Because the stranger lashed out 
suddenly with his right fist and caught 
Nate squarely on the jaw.

The blow hurt. Nate staggered back
ward; almost lost his balance. But he 
managed to evade the left fist that the 
stranger threw.

“You big tub of lard!” the stranger 
yelled. He walked forward, his fists 
raised in front of him in a prizefighter’s 
stance. “I ’m the middleweight champ of 
the Eastern Seaboard. I ’ll rip yuh to 
shreds!”

Nate was big, but agile for a big 
man. He stepped aside when the 
stranger charged. Then he caught the 
stranger behind the ear with an open- 
handed blow that was strictly judo. 
“Meet the new champ!” Nate wheezed 
as the stranger toppled to the street.

The Easterner was unconscious, Nate 
saw; he grabbed him by the collar and 
dragged him back into the office.

He made certain that the Easterner 
was alive and breathing and had suf
fered no permanent injury from that 
cuff he had given him behind the ear.

Tha stranger wag all right; Nate

dumped him in one of the two cells 
that were in the rear of the office. He 
made a search then of the stranger’s 
pockets to satisfy himself that the man 
was carrying no deadly weapons other 
than his fists. He found a wallet, a 
handkerchief and some loose change. 
A driver’s license in the wallet informed 
Nate the man was Lester Budnick, of 
Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania.

Nate shoved the wallet back into 
Budnick’s coat pocket, then removed 
Budnick’s tie and belt—just in case 
the man might have suicidal tendencies. 
That was a precaution Nate took with 
all prisoners, because, he knew, there 
had been many cases where prisoners 
had hanged themselves with their belts 
or their ties when left alone in cells.

Budnick was stirring, groggily, on 
the cot when Nate locked the cell door. 
Nate threw Budnick’s tie and belt on 
the rolltop desk, then made two tele
phone calls. One of the calls was to the 
Ajax Garage to tow Budnick’s converti
ble off the street; the other was to Tul- 
ly Jenkins, a retired peace officer who 
had been Nate’s predecessor as deputy 
sheriff. Tully promised to come over 
and keep an eye on Budnick while Nate 
was away from his office.

Then Nate went outside and climbed 
into the jeep once more. He was mum
bling blasphemy at the delay Budnick 
had caused him as he headed the jeep 
toward the late Spider Rayburn’s farm.

EPUTY SHERIFF 
Nate Stone apolo
gized to Corporal 
Timothy M e e h a n  
when he encountered 
the State Trooper on 
the ivy-clad front 
porch of the late 
S p i d e r  Rayburn’s 
farm house. “Sorry 
I ’m so slow in gettin’
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here, but I had some business back in 
town before I could leave.”

“That’s okay. Nate,” Meehan told 
him. Meehan was a heavy-set six-footer 
in a neatly pressed slate gray uniform 
of the State Police. “Maybe I should 
have phoned you and saved you the trip 
out here; we still got a few loose ends 
to clear up but I think we got the 
killer.”

“Yuh do!” Nate said; “that’s fine.” 
He was far from displeased because the 
case had, apparently, come to such an 
abrupt conclusion. In fact, he was over
joyed because it appeared as if he was 
going to be saved the trouble—and 
exercise—of taking part in what he 
had figured was going to be a long and 
tiresome murder investigation. “Who’s 
the guilty party?”

“A guy named Derek Walters,” 
Meehan told him. “A drifter from the 
west Coast. He’s been working here on 
the farm as a hired hand. He admitted 
—under questioning—that he and 
Spider had an argument over some back 
wages and he gunned Spider down.”

Nate nodded. “That figures; it could 
be true. I done tole yuh already that 
Spider was a slow man with a dollar 
where his hired help was concerned. 
Where did yuh locate this Walters 
character?”

“In the barn out back; one of my 
boys found him sleeping off a jag in 
the hay loft. He surrendered without 
a struggle and confessed he did the 
deed. He says he was intoxicated when 
he killed Spider—so intoxicated, in 
fact, that he can’t remember where he 
hid the gun. My boys got him out in 
the kitchen now, trying to help his 
memory. Want to talk to him?”

Nate shook his head. “That won’t be 
necessary, I reckon. Your boys are 
probably better at questionin’ a prison
er than I am.” After all, he told himself 
inside, askin’ questions could be heaps 
of trouble at times. Then he added, 
aloud, “Did yuh call the coroner yet. 
Corporal? We’ll have to get his permis

sion to remove the body. Where is the 
body, anyway?”

“In the parlor, Nate.”
“ ‘In the parlor’.” Nate repeated. 

That, for certain reasons, lessened his 
enthusiasm somewhat. “Does Walters 
say he killed him in the parlor?”

“He does, Nate.”

KTATE SHOOK his head, sadly.
“Maybe I better talk to Walters 

after all.”
“Why?” the Corporal wanted to 

know.
Nate shrugged his ponderous shoul

ders. “Nuthin’ concrete yet, Corporal; 
I just got a hunch. Where is this 
Walters hombre? I want to talk to 
him.”

“I said he was in the kitchen.”
“Let’s go then,” Nate suggested, “to 

the kitchen.”
“Okay,” Meehan said. He started to 

open the front door of the farm house. 
“We’ll go through the parlor. Spider’s 
body’s in there, like I said.”

Nate shook his head. “No. Let’s 
walk around the house to the kitchen. 
I ’ll talk to Walters first; then I ’ll take 
a look-see at the body—if I think It’s 
necessary.”

For a second or two, Meehan looked 
puzzled. “I don’t get it, Nate,” he 
began.

Nate smiled what he hoped was a 
disarming smile. “You kin handle the 
whole case, Corporal, if Walters is 
really the guilty party. If he is, there 
ain’t no need for me to bother with the 
corpse at all.”

“But Walters says he’s guilty!” 
Meehan protested.

“We’ll see!” Nate said.
“Howdy!” Nate greeted the State 

Troopers who were standing guard over 
Derek Walters. Then he added, “How
dy, Walters! When did you start 
workin’ for Spider? I ain’t seen you 
around these parts before.”

“I started workin’ fer him about a
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week ago,” Walters began as Nate 
studied him closely.

Derek Walters, Nate noted, was a 
frail old man—in sixties, at least. He 
had long gray hair and about a two- 
week’s stubble of gray beard. He was 
dressed in faded overalls and a torn 
flannel shirt. He sat, hunched forward, 
in a wooden kitchen chair. Pie was 
wringing his skinny hands nervously; 
and he had a wild look, like a captured 
animal almost, in his washed-out gray 
eyes.

“A week ago, eh?” Nate repeated. 
“Reckon that’s why I never seen yuh 
before. Where did yuh say yuh was 
from?”

Walters sighed heavily. “I ’m from 
nowhere in particular. I was born on 
the West Coast, though. Frisco to be 
exact. I done a lot of travelin’ in my 
time, though. Ain’t got no regular 
home.”

“I see,” Nate said. “Just a drifter, 
eh?”

Walters sighed again. There was 
utter despair in his sigh; as if he had 
the weight of the world on his shoul
ders. “That’s right. Just a drifter.”
JSJATE MEDITATED a moment. It 
■*" would be so easy, he told himself, 
to pin Spider’s murder on this helpless 
old codger. It would save so much 
trouble—and exercise; and Nate hated 
exercise. But he had to convince himself 
the man was guilty.

“Go ahead, Walters.” That was 
Meehan, stepping into the verbal breech 
that had been created by Nate’s silence. 
“Tell the Deputy here how you gunned 
down Rayburn.”

“Okay,” Walters said. “There ain’t 
much to tell. We had an argument—-and 
I shot him. I was drinkin’ at the time 
and I don’t remember too much about 
it.”

“But it was in the parlor?” Nate 
probed. “Yuh remember that much, 
don’t yuh?”

Walters nodded. “That’s right. I shot 
him in the parlor. I told him I was

quittin’, that I wanted my pay and he 
wouldn’t give it to me. So I shot him. 
I was drinkin’ at the time; I was dead 
drunk. I don’t remember much about 
it.”

“And what did yuh get drunk on?” 
Nate wanted to know. “What was yuh 
drinkin’? Where did yuh get it?” 

Walters’ narrow brow wrinkled as he 
thought it over. “I was—I was drinkin’ 
whiskey. That’s it. Store bought 
whiskey—that’s what it was! Store 
bought whiskey. The best whiskey I 
tasted in ages. Straight rye, I believe 
it was.”

“He’s correct there, Nate!” That 
was Meehan interrupting again. 
“Bottled in bond rye. He had the 
empty bottle with him when my boys 
found him in the hay loft. There’s 
another empty quart bottle of the same 
stuff in the parlor on a table near 
Rayburn’s body.”

Nate nodded, but made no com
ment.

“And that’s not all, Nate,” Meehan 
went on. “We know Walters here was 
quarreling with Rayburn about his 
wages. Mrs. Peevey told us that.”

“She did?” Nate asked. “And where 
is Mrs. Peevey now?”

“One of my boys drove her home,” 
Meehan informed him. “She said she 
had work to do at home; besides, she 
was all shaken up from finding Ray
burn’s body and all. I got her state
ment and released her under her own 
reconnaisance.” Then he added, warily. 
“I hope that was all right with you, 
Nate. I know you said to hold her till 
you got here; but I saw no harm in 
releasing her. Of course, I didn’t 
give her permission to leave until 
Walters here confessed. I can send 
one of my boys after her again if you 
want to talk to her personally.”

Nate shook his head. “That won’t 
be necessary-—I hope. Just tell me 
what she told you about this argument 
Walters had with Rayburn.”

Meehan took a notebook from the
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breast pocket of his uniform jacket, 
thumbed through some of the pages and 
said, '“Here. This is it. Here’s what 
she said, in part: ‘1 was here yester
day, April the 15th. I heard the hired 
hand, whom I  now know as Derek 
Wo.lters in an argument with the de
ceased Spider Rayburn. The argu
ment was over wages. Walters told 
Rayburn he would kill him unless he 
got his -pay and Rayburn told Walters 
he would wait until he was damn good 
and ready to give them to him. I f  Wal
ters didn’t like the arrangements, he 
could leave the premises immediately 
and he would mail the wages to him.’

“There’s more, Nate,” Meehan went 
on. “But that’s the essential part of 
her story at that point. Mrs. Peevey 
said she came here yesterday to do 
some housework for Rayburn, and 
heard him quarreling with Waiters 
here. She said she came here today to 
see about her own wages, and that’s 
when she found the body. She also 
said—”

“Never mind that part,” Nate in
terrupted. “But did she mention she 
cleaned the parlor—as part of her 
chores, I mean?”
N/jfEEHAN 
iV-*- moment.

considered the question a 
Then: “I believe she did.

As a matter of fact, I ’m certain she 
did.”

“Good!” Nate told him. “Now you 
again,” he said as he turned back to 
Walters. “Where did you get that whis
key, Walters? This best whiskey you 
tasted in years? Where did you get it? 
Did you bring it to the farm when you 
came here? Did you get it from Spi
der? Or did you find it? Think hard, 
Walters! Your life might depend on 
your answer!”

Walters’ narrow brow wrinkled 
again. Then he laughed; it was almost 
an insane chuckle. “I hardly brought 
it with me,” he said. “Whiskey would 
never last a week with me. I said I was 
here a week. I ’d hardly hold a bottle 
of whiskey a whole week without

drinkin’ It. I love whiskey. That’s my 
downfall!” His mood changed sudden
ly; and his voice was almost a sob. 
"I love whiskey! I love it! I have to 
have it! I have to—”

“Okay! Okay!” Nate cut in. “I be
lieve yuh. Then yuh found the whiskey, 
didn’t yuh?” he added. “Yuh found it, 
didn’t yuh?”

Walters nodded. “Yeah. That's right. 
I found it. I remember now; I found 
it.”

“And where did yuh find it?” Nate 
demanded. “In the parlor? That’s 
where yuh found it, didn’t yuh? In the 
parlor?”

“That’s right!” Walters agreed. “In 
the parlor! That’s right! I found it in 
the parlor!”

“And—” Nate pointed a warning 
finger at him. “And yuh ain’t lyin'? 
About findin’ the whiskey in the par
lor, I mean. Don’t lie about it! Your 
whole life depends on it. You ain’t 
lyin’?”

“I ain’t lyin’!” Walters insisted. “I 
remember real well now; I found it 
in the parlor.”

“But it looks like,” Nate went on, 
“that here were two bottles of rye in 
the parlor. How come yuh didn’t take 
the other bottle out to the hayloft with 
yuh, Walters?”

“Why—why,” Walters shot back, 
without any hesitation, “I didn’t take 
the other bottle because it was empty.”

“But why was it empty?” Nate 
wanted to know. “Did you drink that 
bottle, too?”

Walters shook his head. “I didn’t! ” 
he insisted; “not by a damn sight!”

“Then who drank it then?” Nate 
probed.

“I—I guess,” Walters said, “I guess 
it was Spider himself and that other 
feller.”

“What other feller?” Nate de
manded.

“The feller that came visitin’ Spider 
last evenin’.

Nate gave a self-congratulatory
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grunt. He knew, almost for certain 
now, that the questions with which he 
had plied Walters had not been in vain. 
Then he flashed a broad grin at Wal
ters. “You’re doin’ fine now, old man,” 
he commented. “Your brain’s workin’ 
real good.” Then he added, “I want 
yuh to think real hard again, Walters. 
I want yuh to tell me where Spider was 
when you stole—er—I mean found that 
whiskey in the parlor.”

“He was right there,” Walters said. 
“Right there in the parlor; he was 
a-layin’ on the floor—all daid and 
bloody.”

“But you didn’t kill him?” Nate de
manded. “Or did you?”

Walters shook his head again. “No. 
I didn’t  kill him. It must have been 
that other feller. All I  did was take 
that bottle of rye when—when—” he 
chuckled “when I saw Spider was too 
daid to stop me. But—”

“Nate! Nate!” That was Meehan 
cutting in again. “I  don’t see what 
you’re driving at; Walters has already 
admitted he killed Spider. Why help 
him dream up this ‘other feller’ who 
probably only exists in his drunken 
imagination?”

Nate shook his head, a bit sadly. “I 
hate to contradict yuh, Corporal, since 
we’re such good friends. But I don’t 
think Walters here killed Spider; in 
fact, I ’m almost sure he didn’t.” 

Meehan looked perplexed. “But how, 
Nate,” he begged, “how—in heaven’s 
name—do you figure that out?”

- 3 -
ATE SIGHED. “It’s 
fairly simple, Cor
poral,” he said. “All 
yuh gotta have is a 
knowledge of these 
backwoods charac
ters like I have. I 
know you’re city- 
bred, Corporal, so 
you wouldn’t know.

“But,” Nat# went

on, “here in the brush country, folks 
don’t use their parlors much. They 
keep them locked up, and only use 
them on special occasions—such as 
weddin’s, and funerals, and maybe at 
Christmas time.

“Soon as yuh said Spider’s bod}' was 
found in his parlor, Corporal, I fig
ured it couldn’t have been a hired hand 
that done him in. Yuh see, hired hands 
ain’t allowed in no parlors—except on 
very rare occasions. I knew Spider;
I knew he wouldn’t allow no hired 
drifter in his parlor—except maybe 
over his dead body.

“So I don’t think,” Nate continued, 
“that Walters here is our killer. It got
ta be somebody else.”

“But who?” Meehan asked, a bit 
sourly. He was, Nate figured, a trifl# 
peeved because what had looked like a 
simple open-and-shut murder case was 
growing more complicated; and Nate 
didn’t blame him a bit for his reac
tion. “Who could it be?”

Nate shook his head. “I got no idea 
yet. It could be Mrs. Peevey. She’d 
be allowed to be in the parlor—to clean 
it up, that is.

“But,” he went on, “I don’t think 
it was Mrs, Peevey—not now, any 
more.”

“Why not?” Meehan wanted to 
know.

“Because it was probably this ‘other 
feller’ that Walters mentioned,” Nate 
said.

“But, Nate,” Meehan protested, 
“surely you don’t believe his story 
about this other person. Walters here 
is confused. He sounds like—well— 
like a guy without all his buttons. He 
tells me one story; then he tells you 
another. I don’t see what we can be
lieve—when he tells it.”

Nate nodded. “I’ll admit he sounds 
confused. But I got a hunch this other 
feller he talked about really exists.”

“Why, Nate? Why?”
“Well,” Nate said, “in the first place, 

Spider had Mrs. Peevey clean up the 
parlor. That means he intended to us#
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it soon. And why would he want to use 
it? Because he was expectin’ a visitor; 
that’s why.

“And who would be the visitor?” 
Nate went on. “It had to be somebody 
important—important to Spider, that 
is. So it wouldn’t be anybody from the 
County. But—but it could be some
body from the East! Spider made trips 
to the East—lots of times. Spider— 
years ago—boxed in the East. In late 
years, he used to go there to meet some 
of his old sparrin’ partners and such 
and—” Nate broke off suddenly in 
the middle of the sentence. “Hell!” he 
ejaculated. “This might be simple 
yet!”

Nate turned to Meehan again. 
“Look, Corporal, do me a favor, will 
yuh? Have your boys search the house 
for Spider’s letters; letters received, 
that is. What I want to find out is 
whether Spider got a letter from a 
Lester Budnick, of Pittsburgh, Penn
sylvania, tellin’ Nate that this Lester 
was cornin’ here to v’isit him. In the 
meantime, I ’ll call the Pittsburgh po
lice and see if the guy got a record 
there.”

Meehan nodded. “Will do, Nate.”
And Nate went over to the old-fash

ioned battery powered telephone that 
hung on the kitchen wall.
■^A TE CRANKED the handle on 
^  the phone. When he contacted the 
exchange in Toddville, he asked for 
long distance. “I want to get in touch 
with Police Headquarters in Pitts
burgh,” he explained.

Meanwhile, a couple of Meehan’s 
subordinates started to search the 
house for letters.

Deputy Sheriff Nate Stone identified 
himself to a Captain Rourk wTho an
swered the long distance call in Pitts
burgh. “I ’d like to have,” he told 
Rourk, “some information on a Lester 
Budnick, who hails from your com
munity, I believe. He calls himself the 
middleweight champ of the Eastern 
Seaboard; got any record on a charac
ter like that?”

“Do we!” Rourk ejaculated. “Ell 
say we do. I know that mugg person
ally; in fact, I had the dubious distinc
tion of arresting him myself a couple 
of times. Right now, he’s wanted here 
for automobile theft. He stole a con
vertible owned by a fight promoter 
who’s a personal friend of mine.

“Yes, sir, Deputy, we got a record 
on Lester Budnick, who's known in 
fight circles here as ‘Slasher’ Budnick. 
But as for him being a champ—well—- 
he’s never been anything like a champ, 
even though he did do some prize
fighting now and then. He’s nothing 
but a hood; a cheap second-rate hood. 
He’s had one conviction for armed rob
bery already—served years for that as 
I remember.

“But watch him, Deputy, he’s a cop- 
fighter and a cop-hater. When he’s 
drinking, he’s dangerous; and he may 
be carrying a gun. Watch him careful
ly, if you try to take him into cus
tody.”

“I got him in custody already,” 
Nate informed Rourk.

“Then hold him for us, Deputy; we 
want him for stealing that convertible.”

“Don’t worry!” Nate promised. “I ’ll 
hold him.”

Nate had a couple more questions.
“Did you, Captain,” he asked 

Rourk, “ever hear of a box-fighter 
named Spider Rayburn? He’s from out 
in these parts but he fought in the East 
about thirty years or so ago.”

There was a pause for a moment or 
twro while Rourk apparently thought it 
over. “Yes, I believe I do,” he said, fi
nally. “You’re lucky, Deputy, that you 
caught me here in my office, because 
I ’ve been a fight fan from way back. 
Yes, I remember Spider Rayburn; he 
was quite a scrapper back in the old 
days. In fact, I saw him around here 
in Pittsburgh once or twice in recent 
years. He was quite a spender, I hear. 
He’d blow into town and throw money 
around like a drunken sailor.”
'T H A T  DIDN’T sound like Spicier 

Rayburn, Nate told himself. Not
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the Spider Rayburn he knew; because 
spider was certainly as stingy as a 
miser with his moola around Toddville. 
But the hombre could have a sort of 
Doctor Jekyll—Mister Hyde complex. 
He could be a miser in the West; but 
a heavy spender in the East. People 
could be like that, Nate reminded him
self.

“I got one more question to ask,” 
Nate told Rourk. ‘Were Spider and 
Budniek friends back there in Pitts
burgh?”

Another pause on the wire. Then 
Rourk said, “I ’m sorry, Deputy, but 
I can’t help you out—for certain—■ 
with that. There is a possibility, 
though. Spider, I hear, spent most of 
his money buying whiskey for the fight 
crowd. He might have bumped into 
Budniek on one of his sprees. Sorry I 
can’t give you a more definite answer 
on that.”

“That’s okay,” Nate said. “Yuh 
helped me out plenty already.”

Nate thanked Captain Rourk and re
placed the telephone receiver back on 
t|ie hook. Then he turned to Meehan. 
“Your boys have any luck with letters 
from Pittsburgh?”

Meehan shook his head. “Not yet; 
but they’re still looking.”

That was a bit of a disappointment, 
Nate admitted to himself. But, still, bis 
luck was all good so far, he had to ad
mit.

So he went back to Walters again. 
“Think carefully,” he told Walters. 
Then: “Did you see this feller that 
came to visit Spider last night.” 

Walters nodded. “I did.”
“What did he look like?” Nate 

wanted to know. He waited, impatient
ly, while Walters mulled over his an
swer in his brain. So much depended 
on Walters’ reply, Nate told himself. 
The whole case maybe.

And he was almost ready to kiss 
Walters when the drifter finally did 
start to describe the visitor.

“He was drivin’ a big yeller auto,” 
Walters began. “He was dressed Itinda 
crazy, too. He wore a pink shirt—

somethin’ I never saw on a man before. 
I t  was a shade a female might wear. A 
pink shirt and a dark suit—that’s what 
he wore. He had dark hair and—” 

“That’ll do,” Nate cut in, “for the 
resent. Do you think you’d recognize 
im if you saw him again?”
“I reckon I would,” Walters said. 
“That's fine!” Nate told him. Then 

to Meehan: “Come on, Corporal.
We’re goin’ into Toddville. I want 
Walters here to take a look at an East
erner. You can ride in my jeep with 
Walters and me. I ’ll explain the situa
tion to yuh as it stands while we’re 
drivin’ over there.”

« F N ID  HE GIVE yuh any trouble?” 
Deputy S h e r i f f  Nate Stone 

asked Tully Jenkins when he waddled 
into his office in Toddville with Cor
poral Timothy Meehan and Derek 
Walters, the drifter, trailing in his 
wake.

Tully grinned. He was a mild-look- 
ing little man with a wrinkled, leath
ery face and starkly blue eyes. His 
black serge suit, his white shirt, his 
black string tie and his wide-brimmed 
stetson, which was also black, were all 
spotless and immaculate. He appeared 
as gentle as a little lamb, Nate reflect
ed; it was hard to believe that Tully 
was, in his younier days, one of the 
most feared peace officers in the whole 
State; he had been that fast with a six- 
shooter.

“No trouble at all, Nate,” Tully 
said. “ ’Course, he’s been bellowin’ a 
bit—mostly for whiskey. Appears like 
he got a kingsize hangover. But I've 
been keepin’ him locked up like I fig
ured you’d want me to.”

“Thanks, Tully,” Nate said. He felt 
like offering the former lawman a ft w 
dollars for his trouble, but he knew 
Tully would be too proud to accept it; 
and it would probably offend him, any
way. “You’re been a big help.”

Nate was going to say more. But a 
loud yell from the cells in the rear pre
vented that. “Hey, you! You big tub 
of lard!” Lester Budniek raged at
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Nate. “You locked me up! Now let me 
outta this crummy stir.'-’

“Shut up!” Nate told him. “I ’ll let 
yuh out when I ’m good and ready.”

“That better be soon!” Budnick 
threatened. “I got big connections back 
East. Let me outta here and I ’ll rip 
yuh to shreds. I ’m the middleweight 
champ of the Eastern Seaboard. 
I'm—”

“And I ’m the new champ,” Nate 
mocked him; “remember that little
tussle outside?”

“Yuh hit me a foul!” Budnick raged. 
“Yuh hit me below the belt, yuh big 
tub of lard. Let me out! Fight fair and 
I ’ll rip yuh to shreds.”

“Shut upl” This time Nate roared. 
“Or I will let yuh out—and really go 
to work on yuh!”

Budnick blued the air with profan
ity. Then: “Okay, let me out. I ’ll pay 
my fine and get outta this crummy 
burg. I got big business back East; I 
can’t hang around this hick town all 
my life.”

Nate shook his head, sadly. “When 
I ’m finished with yuh, mister, yuh 
might wish you could stay in that nice 
cozy cell all your life.”

“What d’yuh mean?” Budnick de
manded.

“You’ll see!” Nate promised, grim
ly. Then he turned his back on Bud
nick and confronted Walters. “That 
him?” Nate asked the drifter. “That 
the visitor Spider had last night? Take 
a good look at him and make sure.”

Walters walked closer to the cell 
with a long, crane-like stride that was 
almost a shuffle. He peered in at Bud
nick. “That’s him all right,” Walters 
told Nate.

“Okay, Walters,” Nate urged. “Give 
us the whole story again—right from 
the beginnin’ and make sure that 
punch-drunk hood hears yuh.”

Y^TALTERS c l e a r e d  his throat.
Then: “This feller here,” he be

gan, “drove up to the farm last night 
about sundown in a big yeller auto. 
Him and Spider had chicken for sup

per. I know because I killed two chick
ens for Spider for to make the meal.

“A while afterward, I was out in the 
bunkhouse where Spider left his hired 
help sleep and I heard this feller and 
Spider talkin’. The winder was part
way open, so I could hear them talkin’ 
—but I couldn’t make out the words. 
Not at first, that is.

“I figured they was drinkin’ because 
I saw Spider totin’ two bottles of whis
key into the parlor when I took some 
kindlin’ wood in for the kitchen fire a 
little whiles before.

“I was layin’ there in my bunk 
wishin’ I had some of that whiskey, 
too. Then I heard Spider and this feller 
here start to argue real loud. The argu
ment got louder and louder. Then fi
nally I heard a couple of shots go off.

“A short while later, I saw this fel
ler go runnin’ out the front of the 
house and jump in that big yeller car. 
He looked like be was drunk because 
he was staggerin’ all over the place. 
Then he drove away.

“So I went into investigate. I saw 
Spider all bloody on the floor. And— 
and—” he paused for breath. “And 
then I saw the whiskey.

“I was mighty thirsty,” Walters 
went on; in a tone that was filled with 
apology. “I hadn’t had a drop of hooch 
for nigh onto two weeks. I saw one bot
tle was empty; but the other one was 
nearly full.

“I was all shook up—what with see- 
in’ Spider’s daid body and all—so I 
took a drink to steady my nerves. I in
tended to call the police and tell them 
what I saw.

“But that one drink started me off. 
I must have downed about half the 
bottle before I thought about hidin’. I 
was a-gcared this feller might come 
back, see me and gun me down, too. So 
I took the bottle with me and went out 
in the hayloft. Then, I reckon, I fell 
asleep.

“I slept until these fellers,” he nod
ded toward Meehan, “come and waked 
me up. They asked me did I kill Spider 
and I told them ‘yes.’ But I was still
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feelin’ the effects of that whiskey. I 
didn’t know rightly what I was sayin’. 
I couldn’t remember whether it was me 
or somebody else that killed Spider. 
But I know—now—that it must have 
been this feller here. He was alone with 
Spider and they was drinkin’. There 
was a couple of shots and he came run- 
nin’ out. He must have been the one 
that gunned down Spider.”

ATE TURNED to 
B u d n i c k .  “You 
heard that, didn’t 
you?” ha a s k e d .  
“This feller says you 
killed Spider.” 

Budnick mouthed 
more blasphemy. His 
eyes were still glassy 
but his puffed white 
face was twisted into 

a scowl of rage. “Oh, how I hate all 
coppers!” he ranted. “And all stool- 
pigeons ! I hope every copper and stool- 
pigeon alive rots in Hell 1 Yes!” he 
yelled. “I heard him. But that don’t 
mean nuthin’. He’s lyin’! I don’t know 
nobody named Spider. I ’m innocent;
I didn’t kill nobody. I was just passin’ 
through this lousy burg when—”

“Shut up!” This time it was Mee
han who roared at him. “Shut up! 
you’ll have your chance to talk when 
you face a judge and jury.”

“I won’t! ” Budnick yelled. “I ’ll nev
er talk! I ’ll never rat on myself. I ’ll—” 

“Let him rave!” Nate cut in. “We’ll 
get enough proof. He won’t have to 
talk.” Then he walked toward the 
phone on the desk. “I almost forgot 
somethin’,” he said. “The gun; it ain’t 
never been found. Maybe it’s in the 
convertible.” He lifted the phone and 
called the Ajax Garage.

“Listen, Johnnie,” Nate told John
nie Wilson, an attendant at the garage, 
when the latter answered the phone. 
“Look around that convertible I had 
yuh tow away. See if there’s a gun in

It. Look on the floor, under the seat 
and in the glove compartment. If yuh 
find one, don’t touch it any more than 
yuh have to because yuh might mess 
up some finger prints—but see if it’s 
been fired.”

“Okay, Nate,” Johnnie said. “You 
gonna hang on the phone?”

“I ’ll hang on.”
“Then I ’ll look—right away.”

TN A FEW minutes, Johnnie was
back on the phone; and he sounded 

breathless with excitement. “There’s a 
gun all right, Nate! Looks like a thir
ty-two Smith and Wesson revolver. I t’s 
in the glove compartment. I didn’t 
touch it, but I smelled it; it smells like 
it’s been fired recent.”

“Good boy, Johnnie!” Nate said. 
“Remind me to buy yuh a couple of 
beers next time I see yuh.” Then: “Just 
let the gun set where it is. I ’ll be over 
for it soon as I find time. And thanks.”

“That’s okay,” Johnnie told him. 
“Glad to be of service.”

Nate turned on Budnick once more. 
“We found the gun, Budnick. Now we 
can put the squeeze play on yuh two 
ways.”

“How?” Budnick mocked.
“Well, first of all,” Nate said, “we 

got Walters here; he’s an eyeball wit
ness.”

“Yeah?” Budnick’s voice was mock
ing again. “Did he see me bump off 
this Spider guy which I say I don’t 
know from Adam? Did he see me 
bump him off?”

“No,” Nate admitted, “but he saw 
you in the house; he kin put you at 
the scene.”

“Says who?” demanded Budnick. 
“I t’s strictly his word against mine. He 
says I was in the house; I say I wasn’t. 
That makes us even. The guy says he 
was drunk. He says he ain’t even sure 
that he didn’t bump off this Spider 
mugg himself. I t’s my word against 
this drunken stumblebum. Yuh don’t 
win there; yuh sure don’t. I ain’t no 
dimwit. I kin talk as long and as loud
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as this stumblebum. I say I wasn’t in 
the house.”

“But the gun,” Nate reminded. “The 
gun. We have that now. All we have 
to do is fire some slugs from that gun 
into some cotton waste and prove they 
match the slugs in Spider’s body. That 
proves Spider was killed with your 
gun.”

“Yeh?” Budnick taunted. “Who says 
I  own that gun? You kin say I do, but 
I kin say I don’t. I ain’t seen that car 
for hours. I'll say one of you hicks 
killed this Spider guy with that gun 
and then planted it in the glove com
partment of the convertible. I ’ve been 
locked up here for hours. You could 
have done a lot to the car in that time. 
Hell, you had time to give it a paint 
job even if yuh wanted to.”

He paused a moment. Then went on: 
“Just for the record, I ’ll repeat my
self. I don’t own that gun; I don’t 
know anybody named Spider; I  was 
never in his house. Figure out some 
new angle, yuh bunch of yokels. You 
ain’t gettin’ noplace nohow.”

Nate mulled it over in his mind 
while he tried to come up with some 
new form of evidence. Budnick, he had 
to admit, was a right deal smarter than 
he figured; Budnick, obviously, was 
no sucker. He had tangled with the 
Law before, and he had grown wise in 
the process. Then Stone thought of 
something.

He went back to the phone. He called 
the exchange and asked for the late 
Spider Rayburn’s farm. He hoped, al
most fervently, that at least one of 
Meehan’s men was still there.

He sighed with relief when a gruff 
voice answered the phone and said, 
“Private Tompkins speakin’.”

“Howdy, Tomkins!” Nate greeted. 
“This is Nate Stone; find any letters 
from Pittsburgh yet?”

Tomkins first answer was disap
pointing. “No, Nate. No letters from 
Pittsburgh.” But then the State Troop
er added: “We did find somethin’ else, 
though, Nate. I t’s a telegram.”

“Read it!” Nate implored.
“Okay, Nate. Here it is. It was seat 

from Kansas City, Missouri, and it’s 
addressed to ‘Spider Rayburn, Todd- 
ville, R. D.’ It says: “Am on my way to 
California, Will be in your neck of the 
woods on Thursday. Will stop in and 
see you. Be at home.' I t ’s signed: 
‘Slasher Budnick.’ ”

“Thanks!” Nate e j a c u l a t e d .  
“Thanks! You’re a credit to the State 
Police.”

Then he wheeled on Budnick again. 
“The rope’s just as good as around 
your neck, Budnick. You made one 
slip you can’t lie out of; you sent 
Spider a telegram. You said you’d gee 
him Thursday. Yesterday was Thurs
day. The telegram proves you knew 
Spider. Let’s see you alibi that!”

1QUDNICK dropped back on the cot 
^  in his cell. He buried his face in 
hands. “Okay,” he said. “I t looks like 
yuh got me down for the count; I ain’t 
got no alibi for that.”

“Then you killed Spider?” Nate de
manded.

Budnick bowed his head. “Okay; I 
killed him. But it wasn’t premeditated. 
You can’t pin no first degree murder 
rap on me.” Then he asked, with a sort 
of dread, “What’s the penalty for mur
der in this State?”

“The rope,” Nate told him, coldly. 
“Cripes!” The word, as Budnick ut

tered it, was half blasphemy and half 
a moan of despair. He put one hand to 
his neck like he was feeling the noose 
already. “What a stinkin’ way to cash 
in! We ain’t that cruel back in Penn
sylvania; we use the hot seat.”

“I t’s all a matter of geography,” 
Nate commented. “We’re still old-fash
ioned here. We just ain’t got around to 
employin’ electric chairs yet. We still 
use a rope.”

“Don’t mention that word!” Bud
nick ranted. “Don’t mention rope! I 
don’t like it!” Then he added, with a 
pleading in his voice: “Look. I ’ll make 
a deal with youse guys; I ’ll talk if yuh 
agree to give me a break.”
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Nate shook his head, sadly. “No 
deals, mister. I can’t promise yuh nuth- 
in’. Just tell the truth; we’ll decide 
whether yuh deserve the rope or not.”

“Okay,” Budnick said. “I ’ll tell the 
truth—the whole works. I admit I 
killed Spider, but it wasn’t premeditat
ed. I was drunk at the time. I didn’t 
come here to kill him.”

“Then why did you come here?” 
Nate wanted to know.

“Well,” Budnick began, “to begin 
with, that convertible’s hot. I stole it 
in Pittsburgh from a fight promoter. I 
was out on the West Coast durin’ 
World War Two and I figured usin’ 
that convertible to get me back there 
again.

“But I know transportin’ a stolen 
car across a state line is a Federal rap; 
so I wanted to ditch the car. I was 
afraid of gettin’ picked up drivin’ it.

“But then I thought of Spider. I met 
him in Pittsburgh a few times and I 
figured he was loaded with dough. So 
I came here, figurin’ on sellin’ the car 
to Spider. That way, I would kill two 
birds with one rock—like the sayin’ 
goes. I needed money and I had to get 
rid of the car.

<<CPIDER’S home was on the route
^  I figured on usin’ to get to the 

Coast, so it all looked simple to me. I 
stopped off and sent that crummy tele
gram to Spider tellin’ him I was coinin’ 
to see him. Just to make sure he'd be 
at home.

“So I comes on here and finds out 
where Spider lives. I drive up to his 
house and he treats me swell; he feeds 
me a good chicken dinner, which I ain’t 
eaten in a long time, and starts to give 
me a skin full of grog.

“But when I mention sc-llin’ him the 
convertible, he balks. He says it’s too 
fancy for his neck of the woods, which 
is probably the truth. But that don’t 
fit in with my plans. I want to sell 
Spider the car to get rid of it and as a 
means of addin’ to my financial re
sources.

“But Spider, like I said, gives me a

negative answer. He don’t want t’ a 
car. I try to persuade him. But he still 
says: ‘No.’ We start to argue tbcut it. 
By this time, we had consumed nearly 
a full quart of grog and I am gettin’ a 
little potted. Our argument gets hot 
and heavy. And, like I said, I am get
tin’ woozy from too much giggle-water. 
So I takes out my rod, which I had 
handy in my pocket, and tries to 
frighten him into lettin’ me unload the 
hot convertible on him for a large cash 
consideration.

“But he has the booze in him, too— 
enough booze, I guess, to make him 
very brave. We argue some more; and, 
then, to make a long story short, I get 
ravin’ mad—just like a maniac. I wind 
up by lettin’ him have two slugs right 
in the gut before I realize, fully, what 
I am doing.

“When Spider falls over to the floor, 
I decide my best bet is to get to the 
Coast as fast as I can—whether it is 
in a hot convertible or not. My only 
idea is to get miles and miles away 
from the scene.

“So I start to drive away. But I am 
so soused up I can’t drive right. After 
narrowly missing two telephones poles, 
I decide to pull over to the side of the 
road until I sober up somewhat. I had 
sense enough to park the car off the 
road behind some bushes where no 
passing drivers would see me. I woke 
up this mornin’, still groggy from 
booze and with a splittin’ headache and 
a hangover.

“So I started out again. This time, I 
told myself, I wasn’t going to stop un
til I hit the Coast. But luck was against 
me. I was drivin’ through this hick 
burg when a jeep pulls out in front of



THE WRONG KILLER 21

me; and who should be drivin’ but the 
local Wyatt Earp.”

Budnick paused a moment. Then he 
looked tow-ard Nate. “You can take 
charge of the story from here on in, I 
guess.”

Nate nodded. “I reckon I kin.” Then 
to Meehan, who had been taking down 
Budnick’s statement in shorthand in 
his notebook, he added: “Got it all, 
Corporal?”

“I got enough,” Meehan said.
“Then he’s all yours,” Nate told him.

A COUPLE of State Troopers were 
loading Lester Budnick, who was 

handcuffed now, into a chocolate-hued 
State Police car to transport him over 
to the County Seat when Corporal 
Timothy Meehan turned to Deputy 
Sheriff Nate Stone and said, “You did 
it all, Nate; I have to admit you did it 
all.”

Nate shook his head. “We all did our 
part, Corporal. Where wrnuld we be if 
Tomkins didn’t find that telegram?”

Meehaa grinned. “And where would 
we be if you didn’t know all about par
lors in the backw-oods country?”

Nate shrugged his shoulders. “That 
was a help, I reckon.” Then he grinned, 
too. “Yuh know, Corporal, this whole 
case had an odd angle.”

“How so, Nate?”
“Well, Spider got killed in his par

lor. Remember the old nursery rhyme?” 
Meehan nodded. “You mean that 

one that goes: ‘Won’t you step into my 
parlor? said the spider to the fly’? 
You mean that one, Nate?”

“I do.”
“But that time,” Meehan reminded, 

“the spider invited the fly into his par
lor; and then killed the fly. The spider 
was (he kiilc-r then.”

“That’s right,” Nate said. “This 
time, the story got a twist; this time, 
the Spider invited the killer into his 
parlor. Too bad Budnick’s not a fly
weight instead of a middleweight. Then 
we’d really have a '-am, Corporal.”
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It didn’t seem possible that a 
cunning old hand like Snooky 
Snead could blow himself up 
accidently. Suicide was more 
likely. But the birds had a sim
ple answer to the problem . . .

DEATH OF A 
PAMPERED P

mi OiivsA SJtohjj

by DENNIS WIEGAND

L IEUTENANT Emmett Cor
coran said sourly, “Oliver, you’re 
a guy who seems to like seeing 

blood and gore spread around all over 
the place, so you might as well take 
this assignment.”

“What assignment?” queried Police 
Sergeant Ralph Oliver hopefully. Ever 
since a special narcotics detail had 
withered away under the heat of news
paper blasts against “police brutality” 
in the handling of hopped-up punks, 
Sergeant Oliver had been holding the 
short end of the stick on duty.

Perhaps, he thought, this would be 
his chance to get away for awhile from 
investigating the theft of small change 
from milk bottles on doorsteps, and 
checking on the uniformed foot patrol
men.

“Snooky Sneed,” explained the Lieu
tenant, “has blown himself up.”

“I don’t believe it,” Oliver stated 
flatly, forgetting for the moment where 
he was.

“No?” said the Lieutenant, his voice 
tight and hard. “Well, you can go over 
to his place and see for yourself. Hap

pened on the roof. Bomb Squad experts 
from downtown are already there. Even 
if it is a waste of time, Snooky lived in 
this precinct, and we’ll want to be rep
resented by more than just the uni
formed men on cruiser duty.”

Sergeant Oliver’s memory flipped 
through the mental rogues’ gallery of 
the precinct—that encyclopedic knowl
edge of his particular corner of the 
underworld.

Snooky Sneed had been five-feet- 
two; sparse sandy hair; aged thirty- 
six, but looked older or younger ac
cording to circumstances. He had tight, 
shiny skin stretched over bones which 
seemed to have more angular joints 
than rounded ones. Tiny, pale-blue eyes 
helped to give him a skeletal look that 
made it very easy to spot him w'hen a 
general pickup order was out.

But despite the great and frequent 
inconvenience that general pickup or
ders had caused Mr. Sneed, the police 
very rarely troubled him on his own 
account. This was solely because Mr. 
Sneed was such a very smooth operator 
that, when he blew a safe—so the story-
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went—a cat sleeping on top of it 
wouldn’t wake up. And if he did, no 
doubt Snooky would have a bottle of 
milk handy to shut him up. Snooky was 
a peteman, of the old school, but one of 
the very few who knew enough not to 
tell tales out of school.

“Well, Sergeant,” Lieutenant Cor
coran snapped, “hadn’t you better be 
on your way?”

“Yes, sir,” said Oliver, starting 
absentmindedly toward the door of the 
Lieutenant’s office,

“Maybe it’ll help you shake the lead 
out,” suggested Corcoran sarcastically, 
“if I tell you that Policewoman Sally 
Ryan is going along with you to look 
after Snooky’s mother.”

“His mother? I always thought that 
guy had come into the world by blast
ing his way out of a stainless steel egg,” 
said Oliver lightly. But he hadn’t 
missed the menacing envy in the tone 
of the Lieutenant’s voice. Emmett Cor
coran was not only his immediate supe
rior, but also his chief rival for the ex
clusive attentions of Policewoman Sally 
Ryan. Although Ralph Oliver seemed 
to have the edge with Sally most of the 
time, he could never be sure about it.

Something in Corcoran’s manner told 
Sergeant Oliver that he was hoping 
that, somehow or other, Oliver would 
manage to bollix up this simple, routine 
business of standing around watching 
the Bomb Squad experts work. Hoping 
that maybe Oliver would haul off and 
slug someone when it wasn’t really 
necessary. This, of course, would cause 
Miss Ryan to think more highly of Em
mett Corcoran and the finer things of 
life .. .like going to the Opera, and act
ing like a lawyer instead of a copper.

U W 7E L L , HELLO, Buster,” said 
”  Sally warmly when he climbed 

itito the police sedan beside her. She 
tossed him a smile that warmed up the 
cold black leather upholstery of the 
squad car. They sat in the rear seat 
together while a uniformed officer

drove the car. I t always made Sergeant 
Oliver vaguely uncomfortable when 
Sally rode in the back of a squad car. 
He didn’t like to admit to himself that 
she looked as if she were in custody, 
rather than on duty, with that bright 
blonde hair, lush build, and hardboiled 
manner.

“Get that look out of your eye,” she 
ordered. “I can tell what you’re think
ing; remember Carney and Evans.”

Carney and Evans were two former 
squad car Romeos who had been dis
missed from the service. Sally, acting as 
a decoy, had filed a complaint charg
ing the two Don Juans with picking up 
more floozies for themselves than for 
the courts. The fact that Captain Pat
rick A. Ryan, the Precinct Commander, 
was Sally’s father had robbed of its 
full effect their plea that, “You 
wouldn’t take the word of some little 
blonde chippy against ours, would you, 
Captain?”

“Don’t worry,” laughed Oliver, “I ’d 
swear that I ’d made an honest woman 
of you. Then, when your Old Man 
found out we weren’t  really married, 
he’d be so relieved he’d forget the whole 
thing.”

“That’s not fair to our beloved boss,” 
protested Sally. “Daddy doesn’t  dis
like you; in fact he thinks you’re a 
first-class cop. I t’s just that he thinks 
that Emmett will live a lot longer than 
you will.”

“Back in the Army,” sighed Oliver, 
“there wasn’t anything more expend
able than Lieutenants.”

“Don’t worry, Buster,” she said, pat
ting the back of his hand, “maybe the 
spring on Emmett’s swivel chair will 
give way some day when he’s leaning 
back to get a longer swing on a tongue- 
lashing.”

The squad car eased .slowly through 
a throng of kids to a berth at the curb, 
already lined with police cars, in front 
of a run-down block of brick tenements.

Sergeant Oliver and Sally pushed 
their way through to the scarred and
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weather-beaten door, flashed their cre
dentials to the officer on duty there, 
and began the ascent of the rickety, 
barren staircase, A piercing yowl, and 
a couple of very dramatic sobs, from 
behind a door to the right of the top- 
floor landing told Sally that her job 
wasn’t going to be an easy one.

"Don’t bother knocking,” Oliver ad
vised her. “Nelly always gets upset 
when anyone knocks on the door; 
thinks it’s the cops. Her friends don’t 
knock.”

“Poor thing,” murmured Sally sym
pathetically.

“Haw,” said Oliver. “Just try taking 
away her bottle if you want to hear 
some real grief out of Nelly.”

Leaving Sally to her jo-b of soothing 
the victim’s mother, Sergeant Oliver 
mounted the narrow, ladder-like flight 
to the gravelled roof of the tenement 
building.

As Lieutenant Corcoran had pre
dicted, the scene was a messy one— 
what little he could see of it through 
the forest of sturdy police legs. Most 
of the blast damage had been to the 
chest and forearms, he saw, when he 
had insinuated himself into the inner 
circle.

“Finally got here, Oliver,” grunted 
Sergeant Len Kiley, assigned to the 
Bomb Squad at downtown headquar
ters.

“We had to take a vote,” said Oliv
er, “to see who got this juicy job.”

“Juicy is right,” agreed Kiley. “You 
can spit out them words again.”

A Deputy Medical Examiner was 
kneeling by the shattered body, diffi
dently probing the damaged chest. 
“You’re the precinct officer in charge?” 
he quizzed, looking up from his grisly 
work.

“Yep,” admitted Oliver. “Detective 
Sergeant Ralph Oliver.”

“identify this man?” queried the 
Deputy Examiner.

“Sure, I ’d know that face anywhere,” 
said Ralph Oliver. “There’s nothing

wrong with it that bomb wouldn’t have 
cured, if it had been a little higher.”

“Cut the comedy,” advised the M.E. 
“You confirm that this is Cartwright 
Watson Carmichael Sneed?”

“That’s Snooky, sure enough,” con
ceded Sergeant Oliver. “His mother 
wasn’t altogether sure what his last 
name really was, so she gave him a 
couple of extras to fall back on in an 
emergency.”

HE DEPUTY M. E. rose to his 
feet, dusting off the knees of his 

trousers. Holding a pad of blank forms 
against the column of a chimney he 
scrawled out a removal permit. To
gether with a small white envelope, he 
handed the slip of paper to the bomb 
expert. Sergeant Kiley opened the en
velope and shook out a few shiny scraps 
of aluminum.

“Holy Cow!” he said. “If these are 
the biggest pieces of the bomb casing, 
we’ll never be able to reconstruct the 
original form.”

“Must have been nitro,” suggested 
one of bis aides.

“He’d have that on hand, all right,” 
supplied Oliver, feeling a little out of 
things. “He was a sort of technical con
sultant on crib-cracking.”

“We know,” snorted Kiley. “Must 
have checked fifty or sixty samples of 
his handiwork myself. The stuff’s 
tricky—but I never figured Snooky 
would get hooked by it; he was pretty 
darn careful.”

“Well, suicide or misadventure, it’s 
all the same to me,” commented the 
Medical Examiner. “All I ask is that 
you make up your minds as soon as 
possible so that I can file the death 
certificate.”

“Let you know tomorrow, Doc,” 
Kiley promised. “I kinda favor suicide 
myself, offhand; ’course anybody can 
make a mistake with nitro.”

The doctor finished packing up his 
bag, and disappeared down the stair 
hatch. Two hospital orderlies in white
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coats clambered up with a stretcher and 
a couple of coils of rope, and began to 
pack up the somewhat scattered re
mains in a strip of tarpaulin.

“Not much to work on, Slim,” Kiley 
told one of his aides. “I guess most of 
the fragments are in him; but you 
three better scatter and go over this 
roof with a fine comb.”

“Bet a couple of those midget chick- 
ens’d go good in the old lunch bucket,” 
commented the man called Slim, indi
cating the pigeon loft erected off to
ward a corner of the roof.

Sergeant Oliver strolled casually 
over to the wire-mesh pen and stood 
inspecting the brown, gray and white 
pigeons, which were now cooing and 
waddling about as if there’d been no 
explosion. Inside a mesh enclosure, 
measuring about ten feet by ten, were 
a couple of barrels mounted on wooden 
legs. The barrels had been honey
combed with large holes and wooden 
perches bristled out beneath each hole. 
Inside some of the holes tiny, bright 
eyes pinpointed the sunlight.

“Can you figure a guy like Snooky, 
with all his dough, running a chicken 
farm on the roof? Or livin’ in a dump 
like this, for that matter?” Sergeant 
Kiley wandered over to stand beside 
the precinct detective.

“These guys don’t wind up with a 
very big net on what they take,” Oliver 
explained. “What with mouthpieces, 
splits with the gang, cars, illegal equip
ment at high cost, and the rest of it, 
they don’t make out too well. Especial
ly since you can’t pull a job every day, 
nor even every month; not in Snooky’s 
league, anyhow."”

“Stop it,” begged Kiley, “You’ll have 
me takin’ up a collection amongst the 
boys at headquarters to bury the poor 
guy. No wonder he went in for apart
ment house poultry.”

_ “Don’t be a dope, Kiley; Snooky 
didn’t raise these to eat,” countered 
Sergeant Oliver. “These are homing 
pigeons. Guys raise them to race, or to

carry messages. Snooky was mighty soft 
on these birds; guess it was the only 
love he ever gave, or ever got.”

“Now don’t go soft on me, Bud,” 
urged Kiley, watching his men mark 
off the roof into squares with chalk 
for the search.

“I ’m not kidding,” Oliver told him. 
“Only once did Snooky ever use any 
of his birds in crime. Worked, too; 
saved his neck. But nevertheless, he 
never did it again. Some idea about the 
birds being able to live clean, even if 
he couldn’t.”

TTHE BOMB SQUAD men were on 
hands and knees, marking off each 

square as they finished sifting the peb
bles, searching for any particles of the 
bomb, mechanism, or container.

“Yeah?” said Kiley, interested, 
“How’d he figure an angle to use a 
pigeon in a crime?”

“It was during that Korloffsky gem 
theft deal—long before my time on the 
detective squad,” explained the pre
cinct detective. “Snooky blew a wall- 
safe in an apartment house in broad 
daylight. There were four of them and 
they split the stuff right there. Nobody 
had more than a handful to ca rry .. .  
but what a handful!”

“I remember the Korloffsky deal,” 
broke in Kiley. “A sweet job of blast
in’; but the jolt shorted a wire in the 
house telephone system. The boys was 
swarmin’ all over the joint; picked ’em 
all up with the goods.”

“All except Snooky/’ Oliver assured 
him. “He was clean when they Shook 
him down, so he got off. What they 
figured out later was that he’d taken 
a pigeon along with him. He’d stashed 
his share of the loot into a capsule at
tached to the bird’s leg and tossed him 
out the window of the apartment.” 

“Hey, that’s pretty cute,” admired 
Kiley; “I didn’t hear about that. All 
he had to do was come back here and 
collect the swag from the pigeon, 
hunh?”
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“Right,” agreed Oliver. “And by the 
time anybody thought to wonder about 
what he’d carried in the lunch bucket 
he had with him, it was too late to 
prove anything. There was no publicity 
on the gimmick, because we were hop
ing he’d try to pull it again; but he 
never did.”

“Well,” said the explosives expert al
most regretfully, “Snooky was a mighty 
good man in his way; a real craftsman. 
That’s why I figure he blew himself 
up on purpose.”

“Guys who’re really hepped on some 
hobby like this seldom kill them
selves,” observed Oliver, doubtfully. 
“He could have had a tube of the 
stuff in his vest pocket, or something.”

“Well, if we don’t find some trace 
of a detonating device,” conceded Kil- 
ey, “we’ll have to call it an accident. 
But the insurance company won’t like 
it—’specially since all you have to do 
with that stuff is look at it crosseyed 
to make it go off.”

One of the men searching the roof 
came over to Kiley, holding forth a 
couple of envelopes marked with num
bers to correspond with the squares 
chalked on the roof.

“Here’s a hit of brass that swivels 
on a brass pin,” he announced. “Not 
much doubt about it’s being part of a 
tripping device.”

“That makes it suicide,” declared 
Kiley.

“I ’d better get downstairs and talk 
to Nelly,” put in Sergeant Oliver; “I 
guess it’s my job to try to establish 
some sort of motive for suicide.”

“In this other envelope,” continued 
Kiley’s assistant, “are some pigeon 
parts.”

“So what?” growled Kiley. “The 
joint’s practically paved with pigeon 
feathers.”

“I don’t know,” shrugged the aide. 
“I ’m just telling you that I ’ve found 
some daws and a pigeon’s beak. Guess 
he took his favorite with him.”

TW H EN  SERGEANT OLIVER 
* V walked into the grubby, grease- 

stained Sneed flat to seek clues to the 
terrible despondency that had caused 
Snooky Sneed to take his own life, he 
came upon a scene of almost girlish 
gaiety.

The bright blonde Sally and the 
straggled-gray and grizzled Nelly were 
chattering away like a couple of soror
ity girls discussing Prom dates. Nelly 
lovingly lifted an almost full bottle of 
bourbon from the threadbare carpet 
and saluted the detective with the up
ended bottom of it. A gurgle and a sigh 
later she continued her tender reminis
cences of the childhood of Cartwright 
Watson Carmichael Sneed.

. .as I was sayin’, right from the 
start he was such a good boy, my 
Snooky. Always brought everything he 
swiped right home to his mother.”

“Mrs. Sneed is feeling much better 
now, Sergeant,” Sally needlessly In
formed him.

“So I see,” said Ralph.
“Sergeant?” exclaimed the old harri

dan. “Sergeant, did you say? A cop- 
perl Get him out of here; drivin’ my 
poor boy to his death, and nie to 
drink!”

“I t’s all right, Mrs. Sneed,” Sally 
soothed her. “Sergeant Oliver is a good 
friend of mine.”

“Oh, so this is that copper boy friend 
of yours you been tellin’ me about?” 
said Nelly in a calmer tone. “Well, I 
don’t hold with no nice young kid like 
you goin’ around with cops; but if you 
like him, Dearie, I guess he can stay.”

“How’re you fixed, for dough, Nel
ly?” queried Oliver. This is no Treas
ury Department snooping; I just want 
to know how you’re going to get along.”

Sergeant Oliver made a mental note 
that Nelly Sneed been swimming up
stream against a river of whiskey for 
too many years to be able to make a 
living in the simple, unimaginative, and 
illegal ways she’d always followed. 
Might as well see if he couldn’t get her



DlCATH OF A PAMPERED PIGEON ar

fixed up with some sort of welfare al
lowance. Maybe society owed Nelly 
more than it knew; anyhow, she had 
to be taken care of.

“Oh, Mrs. Sneed has just been tell
ing me how thoughtful her boy had 
been about insurance,” Sally interposed. 
“He left her well fixed.”

“Guess again,” returned Oliver. “I t ’3 
tough, but the boys in the Bomb Squad 
are going to certify this as a suicide. 
Can’t collect insurance.”

“Suicide!” spat Nelly contemptuous
ly. “They’re nuts! Oh, I know you 
cops—pull a frame up on Snooky even 
after he’s dead. But he fooled you. 
You’ll never touch the stuff from the 
Carstairs job!”

Suddenly she realized that she’d been 
running off at the mouth far too much. 
But it wasn’t soon enough; she smirked 
fatuously and brought up the bottle 
for a consolatory swig.

“Well, well,” said the detective tri
umphantly, “so Snooky was in on that 
caper? Almost a quarter of a million 
bucks. A lot of it in new bills with re
corded serial numbers. They’re figur
ing downtown that it was a high class 
amateur job because none of the stuff 
has turned up, and none of the regu
lars has been seen grand-standing 
around the bars.”

“Now, Ralph,” cooed Sally, “don’t 
be such a bad boy. Can’t you see that 
poor Mrs. Sneed is griefstricken and 
doesn’t know what she’s saying. Poor 
dear! You let her alone now.”

“Hunh?” Oliver was astounded by 
this swift shift in tactics. “Oh, sure, 
sure, Sally,” he agreed hastily; “I 
didn’t mean anything. Poor Snooky is 
gone now, anyhow. I ’m sorry, Nelly.” 

“That’s okay,” grudged Nelly. 
“You’re just a copper; can’t help it.” 

She awarded herself a bonus from the 
rapidly-dwindling bottle.

“Come on,” said Sally in her sweet
est manner. “Let’s go back to work and 
leave poor Mrs. Sneed to her memories. 
We’ll stop at the liquor store down the

street and have them send up another 
bottle. Mrs. Sneed doesn’t have a tele
phone.”

“Glad to,” said Oliver heartily. “But 
before we go, Nelly, I wonder if you’d 
hunt up that old lunch bucket Snooky 
used to carry his birds around in. Kind 
of like it as a souvenir of Snooky.” 

“Take it and welcome,” Nelly waved 
indifferently. “I t’s on the floor behind 
that chair over there.”

CERGEANT OLIVER retrieved a 
^  scratched and worn tin lunch bucket 
from behind the indicated chair. I t was 
of a standard pattern, with its lid 
arched to supply a place for a thermos 
bottle. But one end had been cut out 
and the tin replaced with a pane of 
screening soldered and riveted over the 
opening.

“Anyhow, there’ll be no more bother 
about them pigeons,” pursued Nelly. 
“I ’ll never forget the day I made a nice 
pie out o’ a couple. Black and blue I 
was for weeks afterward.”

“You ate Snooky’g pigeons?” Oliver 
was incredulous.

“So did he,” she chuckled bakfully. 
“Was he sick when he found out! Now 
I ’ll eat the whole lot of them.”

“Better not touch them until the 
police tell you to,” Oliver warned her. 
“I ’m sending a man up to count them 
right now.”

“Don’t bother,” Nelly advised him. 
“There’s all their names and all about 
every dam one o’ them written down 
in that book on the table.”

Sally picked up the worn blue note
book. It was the cheap, ruled type used 
in schools. “She’s right, Buster. There’s 
a page for each bird. Starts with hi3 
name. Gives the distance for various 
flights the bird made. Bird’s age. De
scription of each.”

“Let’s run right up and check the 
loft,” suggested Oliver. “Maybe we can 
get through in time to clear the pigeons 
for Nelly’s supper.”

“No rush,” said NeHy b&tfeely.
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‘‘Bein’ with cops makes me lonesome; 
think I ’ll mosey on down to the tavern, 
soon’s I finish this.”

Outside on the landing, Sally paused 
and gave the ladder-like stairs to the 
roof a slow scrutiny. “What the heck,” 
she said, “I might as well go first. 
Won’t cost me anything, and it might 
brighten up the day for you.”

This cryptic remark became amply 
clear when Sally started up the ladder 
ahead of him. Those long stretches of 
smoothly tapered nylons really did 
make the sun seem dull and overcast 
by comparison, he noted.

As Sally read off the descriptions, 
Oliver scrutinized each pigeon, check
ing it off against the list. A complete 
check necessitated getting into the cage 
and rousting out the pigeons nesting in 
the barrels.

“Rodney is missing,” declared Sally, 
when the entire list had been double- 
checked. “He’s brown; has the best rec
ord in the book, too.”

“That must be the one he decided to 
take with him,” agreed Oliver.

“That’s not what you really think,” 
scoffed Sally. “Why are you so shy 
about sticking your neck out for your 
brains? Give out.”

“Since it’s Sally that’s asking,” he 
said, “I ’ll admit that I don’t take much 
stock in this business of suicide or acci
dent.”

“You don’t have to tell me that,” 
Sally disclaimed. “Just because I ’m 
blonde, I don’t have to be dumb. I can 
tell when you start baying on the track 
of a murderer; but what about some 
reasons?”

“Nelly gave me that,” Oliver pointed 
out, “when she slipped up on that Car- 
stairs thing. You can’t make me be
lieve that a smart operator like Snooky 
would tell an old boozer like Nelly 
anything.”

“You mean unless he was getting 
loose-lipped in general for some other 
reason,” Sally filled it in.

“Right,” agreed the detective. “And 
that’s motive enough. To a smart oper
ator like the guy who planned that 
Carstairs caper and hired Snooky’s 
technical talents, a loose lip would be 
fatal. These smart amateur crooks have 
a big advantage over the regular boys 
in some ways; but when it conies to 
the blowoff, they don’t have the under
world connections to hide out, make a 
getaway, or buy out. They’re strapped 
but good.”

“How does Rodney figure in this?” 
she queried.

“I think he did it,” answered Oliver 
succinctly.

“Now, Buster, be reasonable,” she 
pleaded. “How could that poor little 
pigeon kill a great big man. . .  or even 
a puny little wart like Snooky?”

“How did you know Snooky was a 
little guy?” snapped Sergeant Oliver 
suddenly.

“Why, of course, the last time I 
saw. . . ” she began, and suddenly broke 
off. Flustered, she looked down bash
fully and then aslant at Oliver.

“Don’t pull the kitten act on me,” 
he growled. “You were meeting him, 
weren’t you?”

“Why, Buster, I do believe you’re 
jealous of that poor little fellow,” she 
cried.

« T  ET’S SEE now,” he mused. “It
•®”' must have been almost two 

weeks ago that he came to the precinct 
station with a complaint that somebody 
had swiped one of his pigeons. The 
boys out front around the desk got 
quite a laugh out of it. And Corcoran 
thought some of the fun would smear 
off on me if he assigned me to the 
case. That’s when you mii't have met 
Snooky.”

“Well, there was no harm in it,” she 
pouted. “He came into the Police Ma
tron's office by mistake when he was 
looking for you; I thought he was a 
funny little guy and we got to talking.”

“Sure, and then you got some big
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and noble ideas about reforming him 
and making him a useful member of 
society,” the detective cut in.

“And I was really making some prog
ress, Buster,” she said defiantly. “We 
met for coffee and rolls and a talk two 
or three different times and he told me 
I had shown him the possibility of an 
entirely new way of life.”

“He was falling for you, Baby,” 
Oliver told her. “I guess if a louse like 
Corcoran can do it, Snooky had a right 
to do it too. But he made the mistake 
of getting drunk with this new feeling 
of the hot blood pounding through his 
veins, and started confessing his sins 
to old Nelly, of all people.”

“You’re talking like a book,” she 
protested; “this is serious, Buster. 
Don’t build it up too much. Do you 
really think that’s what happened?” 

“And naturally Nelly spouted off all 
over the bars she hangs out in,” the 
detective concluded, “and Snooky’* 
talented amateur partner in the Car- 
stairs burglary got wind of it and 
started wheels grinding.”

“Oh, Ralph!” she wailed. “I t’s terri
ble to think that I might have had 
something to do with what happened 
to Snooky. He’d decided to reform, 
and started talking about. . . ”

“Hold it, Baby,” he reminded her. 
“Don’t forget that Snooky was a crook 
and that you’re a cop. What happened 
to Snooky put him out of business; 
that’s your job. And it’s also going to 
put the mastermind out of things, too.” 

“You really have something, Bus
ter?” she queried eagerly. She was, 
after all, the descendant of a long line 
of policemen.

“Take a look in this box Snooky used 
to carry his pigeons around in. He’s 
had it for years. Used to take the birds 
out into the country and turn them 
loose for the flight back. Take a good 
look at it, Sally,” he urged.

“I never did understand what these 
igeon fanciers get out of watching a 
omlng pigeon go home. Same old

trick all the time.” She scrutinized the 
gleaming black enamel interior of the 
lunch box.

“But, Buster,” she said, puzzled. “I 
don’t see what you mean. The box is 
slick as could be; there’s nothing in 
it.”

“You mean to tell me you grew up 
in a city and don’t know any more 
about pigeons than that?” he de
manded. “That’s just the point. The 
box is just as clean as it could b e . ..  
inside\”

“I get it 1 ” She giggled and took him 
by the arm. “What a dope I am! Come 
on, let’s take it down to headquarters. 
I ’ll bet that when that wise guy got 
careless about the inside of the box he 
went whole-hog and left soma finger
prints, too.”
W 7 IT H  AN Inspector from Homi- 
** cide, they nervously sweated out 

the rundown of the fingerprint files in 
the Identification Bureau. The Inspec
tor wag sceptical but was willing, as a 
matter of courtesy to precinct officers, 
to expedite the search of his authority.

“What’s the verdict, Nevins?” The 
Inspector smiled indulgently at the 
clerk who came back from the files, 
puzzling over a card.

“Took a little time, Sir,” responded 
the clerk, tapping the card. “But there 
were prints; however, they weren’t 
Sneed’s as you suggested. What threw 
us off for a while is that the prints 
weren’t in the criminal file. This man. 
Howard C. Nutley is heavily bonded 
by an insurance company. That’s how 
we happen to have a record at all.”

“What’s the address?” The Inspector 
was alert, impressed. “We’ll have him 
picked up right away for questioning.”

“Business address, Sir?” queried the 
clerk. “Charles J. Carstalrs & Co., 
General Brokers, a t . ,

“That’s it,” cut in the Inspector. “I 
know where to find him.” He picked 
up the phone attached to the side of his 
borrowed desk. The pick up order on 
Howard C. Nutley went out.
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“He’s the president of the brokerage 
house,” explained the Inspector when 
he’d completed his call. “And I ’ll bet 
that none of that cash has shown up, 
simply because he was more interested 
in covering up the fact that there were 
shortages in his portfolio of the firm’s 
security holdings. The money wouldn’t 
matter to him; be could afford to let 
it cool off.”

“Wonder how much it cost him to 
have that little bomb rigged up in an 
aluminum capsule?” mused Sergeant

Oliver. “He must have gone to a lot of 
bother to make that lunch box look 
just like the one Snooky carried around, 
just so he could pull a switch and get 
a bird to carry the bomb to Snooky.”

“He knew enough about pigeons to 
know that they’d go home when they 
were released,” he added. “But he sure 
didn’t know enough about pigeons to 
go fooling around with them. Including 
stoolpigeons.”

•-------------------  *  ---------------- ---

S p a tia l Js u d u M

THE CIGARET CLUE
by HAROLD GLUCK

This murder scheme was sound enough, but there 
was a fundamental fiaw in it’s execution. Can you

find

T HE PLEASANT, friendly smile 
that Jerry Harding wrore at par
ties and other social affairs was 

no longer on his face. In its place was 
that hard look of determination that 
his sister knew so well. Now he faced 
her alone in the living-room of his un
cle’s private house.

“I t’s too late for any backing out, 
Eileen; Uncle John is taking too long 
a time to die. We have to help him out 
of this world. And just remember—his 
insurance policies have a double-in
demnity clause, so it must look like an 
accident. And we can’t wait any long
er. He’s bound to find out sooner or 
later that I forged his name to the deed 
of the house we sold in Florida.” 

Murder is a nasty word, no matter 
how you try to disguise it, and for the 
past two weeks Eileen Harding h*d

it?

been battling with her conscience. Her 
better nature had lost the one sided 
fight, for her unpaid bills were piling 
up in her desk.

“I don’t want to be here when it 
happens,” she pleaded with her broth
er. “And be certain it looks like an ac
cident; if anything goes wrong, we 
would be caught and punished.”

Jerry Harding laughed, “The entire 
thing is foolproof,” he insisted. “I have 
gone over every detail carefully. The 
people in the neighborhood all know. 
Uncle John is a heavy drinker. Last 
month, he dropped a cigaret on the 
floor, and it started to burn the blan
ket. Dr. Winslow smelled the smoke 
and put out the fire in time. That’s 
how I got the idea. L^ncle John has fin
ished more than a quart and he’s in
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his bed. I ’m going to set fire to his 
blanket in ten minutes. You go out for 
a walk; when you see smoke from the 
bedroom window, then run to the near
est fire alarm and send in the signal.”

Quietly, Jerry Harding tiptoed into 
his uncle’s bedroom. He took out his 
cigaret lighter and set fire to the high- 
ly-inflammable bed cover. Flames 
spread like lightning; soon the body 
was a human torch. The flames crept 
down to tire floor. Quickly the killer lit 
a cigaret, took a few puffs, and then 
dropped it to the floor. I t would show 
how the fire had started.

ICILEEN and her brother Jerry had 
been in the kitchen for more than 

an hour when Detective William Pear
son entered.

“The fire marshal has gone over eve
ry inch of the room. I notice how your 
hands were burned from the futile at
tempt to save your uncle. But tell me,” 
and here the detective paused for a

psychological effect, “why did you 
make a farce of trying to save the man 
you had already killed?”

The attack had come so suddenly 
that Jerry Harding had to gasp for his 
breath before replying.

“You are kidding, aren’t you?” he 
managed to get past his lips. “You 
found the half-burned cigaret on the 
floor which my uncle had smoked. I t 
obviously set the bed cover afire.” 

“That’s the story you want us to be
lieve,” answered the detective, “and 
you thought it was clever the way you 
smoked that cigaret and dropped it to 
the floor. In court we will show you 
planned to kill your uncle. Whether or 
not your sister was an accessory is 
something we will have to discover.”

QUESTION: How did Detective Pear
son know it had to be murder and 
couldn’t have been an accident?

[Answer On Page 98]
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Cantella had a choice: he could pay one hundred thousand 
out of court for this accident case, or be sued for five 
hundred thousand. But it wasn’t even as simple as that . . .

THE
SQUEEZE
fey MATT CHRISTOPHER

'AHE DOOR chimes rang, a 
I  spine-tingling death-knell that 

resounded eerily while they 
struck, then faded out into the gloomy 
early morning silence.

A large, mahogany door opened 
across the expansive living room and 
a short, smiling Chinese came gliding 
forward.

“I ’ll answer it, Mr. Cantella,” he 
said. He stepped through the vestibule 
and opened the outer door.

Presently he returned, bowed to 
Dave. “I t’s a Mr. Morton Jerard to 
see you, Mr. Cantella.”

Dave Cantella, relaxing in an easy 
chair after a bacon-and-egg breakfast— 
but still enduring a headache, after a 
too-eventful night—puckered his fore
head in a frown. The name meant noth
ing. “Show him in, Charlie.”

A man about six-foot-four stepped 
into the living room. He was wearing 
a dark business suit and black, nar
row-brimmed hat. He sv/ept off the hat 
with grace commensurate with dignity 
and smiled. “How do you do, Mr. Can- 
tells?” A long, bony hand stretched out 
like an eel and Dave took it.

“Have we met somewhere before?” 
he asked.

"No. Sorry.”
Dave offered Jerard a chair, then 

said, “What can I do for you?” 
Jerard smiled. “My business con

cerns the girl you struck last night 
with your car. I ’m her lawyer.”

Dave said nothing. He began to re
gard Jerard with suspicion, and to form 
an unbiased opinion about that smile. 
“What’s on your mind?”

“As you have probably heard, my 
client, Miss Nita Fairway, suffered 
broken bones in her legs and a frac
tured skull.”

Dave nodded; he had gotten that in
formation himself from the x-ray 
specialist, Dr. Philips. “What’s on your 
mind?”

“A matter of a hundred thousand 
dollars, Mr. Cantella.” Jerard’s lips 
glistened.

Dave stared. “A hundred thousand 
dollars? What’re you talking about.” 

Jerard leaned forward. “I ’m talking 
about a hundred thousand dollar set
tlement, Mr. Cantella. My client will 
be suing you for a lot more—five hun
dred thousand, to be exact—unless you 
propose to meet our terms.”

“Five hundred thousand? Isn’t that 
being rather mercenary, Jerard?”

32
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Jerard grinned. “Nevertheless, that’s 
it, Mr. Cantella. You see, we know 
you’re well covered—”

Dave frowned. “We?”
Jerard shrugged. “A figure of speech, 

Mr. Cantella; don’t be so technical. 
We’ll sue for five hundred thousand, 
and probably the insurance company 
will pay half, or a third. We know you 
must have at least a million dollar pol
icy.”

“How are you sure about that?” 
Jerard spread out his hands. “I t’s 

common sense; you’re president of 
Cantella Industries, a rich man. A mil
lion is a drop in the bucket. But we’ll 
settle for a measly hundred thousand.”

jTVWE ROSE to his feet, his eyes 
^  blazing. Anger roiled in the pit of 
his stomach. “Get out, Jerard; get out, 
and don’t ever come back.”

Jerard rose. He was still grinning. 
“We’ve wanted to make it easy for 
you, Cantella. If you want to be stub
born about it, all right.”

Dave clenched his fists. He was boil
ing hot now. Jerard’s smile was toy
ing with his patience. He stepped up to 
him, drawing back his fist to banish 
that smile, when suddenly Jerard’s 
hand went to his pocket and came out 
with a gun.

“I wouldn’t if I were you, Cantella.” 
He backed up to the door. “Think it 

over, Cantella. And remember what I 
told you. And let me add that I ’ve nev
er failed to get what I want. No matter 
what the cost, or who gets hurt.” 

Dave didn’t feel like doing much dur
ing the day. He called at the plant for 
a couple of hours after dinner, and 
presided over a meeting with Vice- 
president Samuels and the board mem
bers over a $2,000,000 order which had 
just come in from the United States 
Air Force. Another discussion was a 
change requested on a drive chain by 
an automobile firm, which would mean 
thousands of dollars in expenditures, 
but which would start yielding profits 
once the cost was made up.

When he was alone in his office, 
he telephoned Flora and asked if she’d 
have dinner with him. She would; she’d 
been anxious to see him all day any
way, she said.

Flora Hayes, daughter of Bertrand 
Hayes, owner of Hayes Realty, was—■ 
Dave hoped—the future Mrs. "Cantella. 
She had tawny red hair which seemed 
to vary slightly in shade, depending 
on the brightness of the light that hit 
it. Her eyes were green, brown-speck
led, and for Dave they held a warmth 
that reflected a love true as gold.

They ate in a cozy though fashion
able restaurant just off State, then went 
out for a drive. He was sure a black 
car was following them, but he said 
nothing about it. Before he got too far 
into the desolate reaches of the coun
try he turned around and went back. 
The car following him turned off on a 
dirt road.

He saw it driving slowly as he went 
by. He thought about going after it, 
but decided that more than two men 
and a gun would put the percentages 
ahead of him. And then, too, he had 
Flora to think of.

T J E  DROVE through the city and
•* after a turn here and there in the 

hope of losing his followers, he headed 
up State again and stopped at Perry’s 
Dine And Dance Club. Somewhere in 
the traffic shuffle he had lost the black 
car.

A waiter got them a table behind a 
white pillar and Dave ordered dry gin.

“Heard how the Fairway girl was 
coming along?” Flora asked.

“Mot yet.”
She looked at him curiously. “Dave, 

are you hiding something from me? 
I've been sensing it all evening.”

He shrugged noncommittally. “I 
guess I have, Flora.”

“What is it? What’s been troubling 
you?”

“A guy by the name of Jerard visit-
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ed me early this morning. Claims to be 
her lawyer. He said they’re going to 
sue me for five hundred thousand dol
lars damages, but is willing to settle 
for a thousand cash.”

‘‘Have you talked to the insurance 
company about it?”

“Not yet.”
“Do you think they’d settle?”
“I'm sure they won’t. A hundred 

thousand? Why, it’s crazy; Jeraid 
knows the company would never pay 
anywhere near that sum, so he’s try
ing to scare me into settling for a 
hundred thousand. If I ’d fall for that 
sort of thing, Dad would roll over in 
his grave.”

The drinks came. They drank a lit
tle, then danced awhile. Flora’s near
ness stirred the fibres in Dave’s body 
with the same effect a magnet had on 
a compass needle. At times he won
dered which of the two had been the 
best thing that had ever happened to 
him—meeting Flora, or having inher
ited his father’s factory.

Two hours slipped by unnoticed.
At eleven o’clock a waiter approached 

their table. “Mr. Cantella,” he smiled, 
his teeth milkwhite against his dark, 
oily skin, “you are wanted on the tele
phone.”

Dave frowned. Who could know he 
was here? “Thanks,” he said. Then to 
Flora, “Excuse me, Flo. I ’ll be right 
back.”

The waiter led him across the room 
to a booth. Dave stepped inside, saw 
the receiver lying freely on the shelf. 
He picked it up, said, “Hello?” when 
a man’s broad shoulders covered the 
doorway and a deep, gravelly voice 
said.

“Hang up, Cantella, and no tricks; 
I ’ve got a gun on you that knows this 
tricks-and-treat stuff much better than 
you do.”

Dave looked around at the ruddy 
face with high-cheek bones and black, 
metallic eyes. The man’s right hand 
was In his bulging, coat pocket. He 
hung up.

“Outside,” the man ordered.
He stepped back to let Dave out. 

There was an archway at his left that 
led to a narrow, dimly-lit hallway. He 
walked past two doors, one marked 
Boys, the other Girls.

“Keep going,” the man said.
Dave opener! a dcor down the end 

of the hall and walked out. The mo
ment he set his foot on a wooden porch 
a blurred movement in the darkness 
caught the corner of his eye. A fist 
belted him in the stomach and he dou
bled up, pain shooting against his face, 
and then a backhand slap struck him 
across Ihe neck. The knee moved aside 
and he went down.

fT ’HE BLOW on his neck paralysed 
him, but only for a moment. Dave, 

a heavyweight boxer in his college days 
and a baseball player to keep himself 
from getting musclebound, was still 
in shape to withstand some of the rigors 
of torture. His vision, though hazy, 
was enough to present him a clear pic
ture of where his assailant was.

He pushed with his legs and wrapped 
his arms around the man’s knees. His 
head sank into the man’s stomach like 
a pile driver. The man groaned, fell 
backward.

The second hood walloped him be
hind the ear with the butt of his gun, 
and his head rang.

“One tough monkey.” The hood’s 
voice sounded faint and jumbled in his 
scattered mind.

“The better to play with,” said the 
other.

Dave lifted himself to his elbow, 
gasping for breath. A kick in the ribs 
sent him flat on his stomach. His arms 
doubled up at his sides. A constella
tion that wasn’t so heavenly sparkled 
before his eyes.

“This is just the beginning, Can
tella,” the hood with the gun said 
thickly. “And it don’t stop until you 
come across with the hundred grand.”

“I think maybe this will loosen him 
up a bit, Truck. A cut. A nice cut a
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half an inch deep between his ribs.”
Dave moved his head. The other 

hood, a slender, blond youth with a 
pimply face, was holding a knife now, 
holding it with the blade up. He pulled 
air into his lungs, wondering if the 
kick had cracked any ribs, and turned 
on his side.

The knifer came toward him, his 
face twisted in a leer, his eyes dancing 
with satanic pleasure. “This will soft
en you, Cantella. A cut—a shallow cut 
between the ribs.”

“Stick that back in your pocket, 
Rip,” the other hood snapped.

“Who's gonna make me?”
“I am.”
The knifer turned. He looked at the 

gun. A smile of displeasure warped his 
features. “Always you have to spoil my 
fun. What’s the matter, Truck? Sight 
of a little blood make you sick?”

“The boss said no rough stuff un
less we had to,” Truck said. Then, 
“Listen!”

There was a sound of footsteps in 
the hall. “Come on! Somebody’s com
ing!”

They ran off into the darkness, 
around the building. A moment later 
a car started up, raced away.

The door opened and Flora Hayes 
stood silhouetted in the opening. She 
saw Dave on the ground, and a scream 
pealed from her lips.

T_JE WASHED himself in the men’s 
lavatory, got in the Cad with 

Flora, and drove downtown. He ex
plained everything that had happened, 
blaming himself for not suspecting a 
ruse. Nobody knew they were here— 
nobody but the man in the car that 
had been following them.

“One thing for sure,” he said. 
“They’re not bothering at all with the 
insurance company. They want the 
money from me, and probably won’t 
stop until they get it.”

He drove to Connor Street. Dr. 
George Case, his family doctor for 
thirty years, bandaged tire bruises and

said not to worry, there were no broken 
ribs. He wanted to know how Race got 
banged up. Dave said he had gotten 
into a fight.

“What army?” Dr. Case smiled.
Dave grinned. “Don’t know; never 

saw them before in my life.” He left 
the doctor a tenspot and walked out.

In the car Flora sat close to him and 
rested a hand on his knee. She looked 
straight out of the windshield with 
fear in her eyes, the same fear he felt 
in the cold, tense grip of her hand on 
him.

“They’re monsters, Dave,” she whis
pered as the car slithered through the 
streets; “they won’t let you go till 
you pay. Just as you said.”

“I know.”
“Why don’t you ask for police pro

tection?”
“I doubt if it’ll do much good.”
“You could try.”
She looked at him. Her eyes were 

moist. “If you don’t value your life,” 
she said. “I do.”

“They wouldn’t want to kill me; 
they want money, not my life.”

Her right hand came up and she 
pressed his arm. “Dave, could you pay 
if you had to?”

“I ’m not sure. I might have had the 
money last fall, when I invested fifty- 
thousand back into the company. Now 
—I don’t know. We’re a far cry from 
somebody like General Motors.”

He took her home and kissed her 
at the door. She smiled up at him, but 
he couldn’t mistake the fear in her eyes. 
“Darling, do we have to wait till Octo
ber?”

He nodded. “I promised Mother we’d 
wait until she got back.”

“But you could break it; I ’m sure 
she understands how we feel about each 
other.”

“She’d be hurt.” He smiled. “Don’t 
worry. As soon as she sets foot off the 
boat, we’ll get married and take off for 
Europe ourselves.”

Her eyes blinked. She lifted her 
mouth, kissed him. “I can’t stand be
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ing away from you a minute while this 
is going on. I ’m afraid, Dave. Awfully 
afraid.”

“I ’ll watch myself a little better from 
now on,” Dave promised. “Good night, 
Flora.”

“Good night, Dave.”

HPHERE WAS a note on the dining 
room table for him. Please call Dr. 

Ralph Phillips the minute you get 
home.

He frowned, went to the telephone.
“This is Dave, Doctor,” he said. 

“What’s up?”
There was a note of caution, alarm 

in the doctor’s voice. “Can you come 
right over, Dave?” he asked.

The voice seemed miles away, as if 
someone else’s receiver was off the 
'hook.

“Something wrong, Doctor?”
“Very wrong; it’s eating me like an 

acid.”
“Sit tight. I ’ll be there as soon as 

I can.”
The Cad had a way of diminishing 

the size of street blocks. Dr. Phillips’ 
office was downtown, but he lived on 
the hill beyond the city limits of Lydon, 
in a whitebrick home surrounded with 
shrubbery. Two Iroquois pines flanked 
the entrance of the driveway.

A young colored man admitted Dave. 
He led Dave through the richly decor
ated living room, a mauve-painted hall
way, and then into a study. Standing 

- with his back to a white marble man
tle was a tall, grayhaired man with 
glasses, nervously dry-washing his 
hands.

“Hello, Dave?”
They shook hands.
The doctor looked like a sick man. 

“What’s the trouble, Doctor?” said 
Dave.

Dr. Phillips shook his head. “I ’ve 
got to get something off my chest, 
Dave. I can’t stand it any longer. And 
if they kill me for i t . . . ” He shrugged 
helplessly. “I ’m pretty old, anyway. 
Not many years to go.”

Dave wet his lips. “What’re you try
ing to say, Doctor?”

Dr. Phillips looked at him squarely. 
“That girl, that Nita Fairway—she’s 
as well as you and I, Dave. She has no 
broken bones, no skull fracture, noth
ing but a few scratches on her legs. I 
was threatened to death if I didn’t list 
those injuries on my report after I 
x-rayed her.”

Dave stared.
“They had watched you several days 

before they pulled it, Dave,” the doctor 
went on; “they knew exactly what time 
each evening you drove to pick up 
Flora Hayes. They knew the streets 
you took, the speed you drove.” 

“Professionals.”
“Exactly. Picking on people who 

carry high policies.”
“You haven’t told the police yet?” 
“No; I wanted to tell you first. I 

think I ’d better call them now.”
Just then the door opened. Morton 

Jerard, looking like an ambassador 
from the devil, himself, grinned fiend
ishly from the doorway. “Doctor, for 
a tired old man you stay up too late 
and talk too much.”

r TH E KNIFER, Rip, followed Jerard 
-*■ into the room.

“You guys have an uncanny way of 
getting around, don’t you?” said Dave.

Jerard smiled. “Our system works 
quite satisfactorily, Canteila.” He 
looked at the doctor. “I was under the 
impression that- I couldn’t trust you 
too long, Doctor—even after bribing 
you and threatening your life. Rip, take 
him in the other room.”

“With pleasure, Mort.”
Rip pulled out his knife, thumbed a 

latch. The long, sharp blade snapped 
out like a snake’s tongue. He gripped 
the knife with the blade pointed up
ward and marched up to Dr. Phillips. 
He pressed the tip of the blade against 
the doctor’s chest, and grinned with 
sadistic pleasure.

“You heard the man, doc. Move.” 
The doctor’s face turned paper-white.
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Terror glazed his eyes. “You murder
ers!” he said; “you murderers!”

“Oh, shut it, before I slice you up 
right here! Come on, I said; get go
ing!”

The doctor’s hand fell on Rip’s arm, 
tried to push the knife away. “Please! 
Please!” he cried. “I ’m an old man! 
Have you no heart, no feelings?” 

“Don’t make me cry,” Rip growled. 
“Tears make me very unbecoming. 
Come on. Move, I said!”

His knife-hand jerked, and the doc
tor let out a scream. Dave shot him a 
quick glance, saw the blood spurt from 
a three-inch gash, then drove his right 
hand lightning-fast down upon Jer- 
ard’s gun hand to take advantage of 
that second when Jerard’s attention 
was distracted. A shot blasted through 
the room, shattered a pane of glass.

Dave lunged against Jerard. Anoth
er shot practically pierced his ear
drums. Glass tinkled, the lights went 
out. A foot came up, kicked Dave in 
the groin. He fell, rolled over as Jer
ard triggered two shots in succession 
in the exact spot he’d fallen. “Rip! 
Let’s get out of here!”

The hall door opened. Lights 
splashed in. Jerard ran out, but Rip 
had stopped, was peering into the 
darkness, the knife dripping blood in 
his hand.

“Wait,” be said; “I want to finish 
him myself. With this.”

“Come on, you fool! Somebody will 
hear those shots and investigate!” 

“Wait,” Rip repeated. He started 
forward.

Dave moved his hand quickly be
hind him, before the knifer’s eyes could 
get adjusted to the darkness, and 
wrapped his fingers around the legs of 
a chair. He yanked the chair up over 
his head, swung. The chair sailed 
through the air, crashed against Rip’s 
arm and chest. He fell back, the knife 
clattering to the floor, vanishing under 
a day couch.

“Come on, Rip!”
Rip looked at Dave rising from the

floor. He was crouched, crouched in a 
pose he used when attaking a man with 
a knife. But he had no knife now; all 
he had was his hands, and he wasn't 
good with just his hands. His eyes di
lated with frustration and fear.

His lips rolled back and he snarled. 
“Next time, Cantella. I ’ll get you— 
next time.”

He bolted out of the door.
Dave picked himself off the floor, 

stumbled over and looked down at the 
body of Dr. Phillips. The sight sick
ened him. The man’s stomach and 
chest were cut to ribbons. Dave looked 
around. There was a thin blanket on 
the day couch. He covered the dead 
body with it.

Then he called the police.
Chief of Detectives Lou Bonomo, a 

200-lb, giant with black eyes, and a 
ruddy face, listened to his story. The 
colored man varified it. He’d been put 
temporarily out of commission himself 
by a blow on the head while the two 
had been in here with the doctor and 
Mr. Cantella, he said.

Bonomo went to the phone, ordered 
all cars leaving Lydon to be checked 
on all routes for a radius of 15 miles. 
He related the description of the crimi
nals, then hung up.

“Okay,” he said then in his gruff, 
authoritative voice. “Let’s get the 
corpse out of here.”

"OONOMO RODE with Dave to the 
^  hospital. At the desk Dave told the 
middle-aged, blond-haired woman who 
they were and asked to see Nita Fair
way.

The woman stared curiously. “At 
this hour of the night?”

“I t’s important,” Dave said. “Tell 
us what room she’s in so we can go 
right to her.”

The woman looked in front of her 
on the panel which held the list of 
hospital patients. “She’s in a private 
ward; room four,” she said. “Go dowm 
the hall and turn left. I t’s the first room
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to your right as you pass the arch
way.”

“Thanks.”
They found the room. Dave palmed 

the knob, turned it, walked in. The 
room was pitch-dark. He flicked on 
the light switch and stared. Somebody 
had been lying in the bed; the covers 
were rumpled. But it was empty now.

“She’s gone!” Bonomo said.
“Yeah,” said Dave. “And I ’m not 

surprised. They must’ve sneaked her 
out of here just before they came up 
to Dr. Phillips’ house.”

“How did they know he was going 
to tell you the truth about the girl?”

“I don’t know.” He rubbed his hands 
over his eyes and felt like sitting down 
he was so tired; “I don’t see how they 
could’ve known.”

“They must’ve learned somehow/’ 
said Bonomo. “When did you get word 
from Phillips?”

“Tonight. As soon as I . . .  Hey, wait 
a minute!” Dave looked up, snapped 
his fingers. “Now I know. While I was 
talking with Dr. Phillips, I thought 
there was something wrong with the 
line. There was; it was being tapped.”

“Then that’s the answer,” Bonomo 
said.

They returned to the car. “Drop me 
off at Headquarters,” said Bonomo.

Dave did, then went home.
Dead tired, he showered and went to 

bed. He’d hardly fallen asleep when 
the phone beside his bed rang and he 
picked it up. Damn! he thought. What 
now?

“Cantella?”
“Speaking.” The sleep cobwebs van

ished from his mind.
“This is absolutely my last call, Can

tella. The police are hot after my tail, 
as you know. I ’m an impatient man 
and like I told you before I always get 
what I want. I ’m going to get it this 
time, too.”

“The only thing you and your hood
lums are going to get, Jerard, is the 
electric chair.”

“I ’ve heard that before, Cantella, and

I ’m still here. I ’m serious about that 
one-hundred thousand. To prove it to 
you why don’t you call up Flora
Hayes?”

“Flora?” Dave’s hand tightened cn 
the receiver. “Keep her out of this, Jer
ard.”

Jerard chuckled. “That’s for you to 
do, Cantella. And it’ll cost you a hun
dred-thousand dollars.”

Dave began to sweat. “So help me, 
Jerard, if you do anything to Flora— ”

“Yes, Cantella?” From the other 
end cf the wire a soft laugh sounded.

Dave flung the covers back and 
swung his legs over the side of the bed. 
“Where are you, Jerard?”

“Bring the money in a small suit
case to the old covered bridge that 
crosses the river. Park your car on 
your side of the bridge, then get out 
and walk with the suitcase to the oth
er side. I ’ll be there waiting for you. 
And, Cantella—don’t bring any cops. 
The minute I spot one, I got Rip ready 
to take care of Miss Hayes.”

“You—you’ve got her?” His breath 
caught.

“Sure, I got her, Cantella. A beauti
ful girl. You know what Rip says? He 
wishes you don’t come. He says he’s 
got ideas about Miss Hayes. Well, what 
do you say, Cantella? Shall I be ex
pecting you, say, in an hour?”

“I can’t get that money in an hour! 
I t’s in the bank and the banks don’t 
open up till nine-thirty tomorrow morn
ing! You’re asking the impossible, Jer
ard.”

A laugh bubbled over the wire. “I 
never ask the impossible, Cantella. 
You’re also one of the bank directors; 
you can open the bank yourself.”

“I can’t.”
“Okay, get somebody with the key, 

and get the money. You’re stalling, 
Cantella, and I don’t like it. Maybe 
you don’t love this Hayes girl like I 
thought you did. In which case Rip 
might as well have his fun. Fluh, Can
tella?”

Dave mopped his brows and his lips.
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"I’ll get the money for you,” he said 
exhaustedly.

T TE DROVE to the Hayes house on 
Michael Street, He was afraid to 

think of the events that must have hap
pened when Jerard took Flora. He 
couldn’t go to the bank without going 
there first and finding out.

His knock wasn’t answered. The door 
was unlocked and he walked in. He 
found Mr. Hayes tied and gagged on 
the dining room floor. Blood had dried 
on his brown hair and on his chin. Dave 
freed his bonds.

“Help Mary,” Mr. Hayes said; 
“she’s in the kitchen.”

She was tied to a chair. A dish tow
el was wrapped around her mouth and 
knotted in back of her head. Dave 
freed her. He told them about the 
call from Jerard and that he was going 
to the bank now to get the money.

“I don’t think I ’ve got it all,” he 
said. “If I haven’t, can you spare the 
balance, Mr. Hayes?”

A raw, black-and-blue bruise was on 
his chin. “I can go to fifty-thousand if 
it’s necessary, Dave. Wait.” He padded 
upstairs and came back five minutes 
later with green money wrapped in fif
ty and one-hundred dollar packages. 
“Here’s ten-thousand,” he said. “If you 
need more, let me know.”

“Thanks,” Dave said.
He drove to Frank J. Rawley’s resi

dence. Rawley’s place was a mile away 
from his own, a big, $100,000 mansion 
bordered by hibiscus and lilac bush
es. He got Rawley out of bed and 
explained why he had to have the mon- 
ey.

Rawley stared at him. “Did you go 
to the police?”

“They know all about it,” said Dave. 
“But this part here I ’ve got to do' 
alone. The killers have my fiance, Flora 
Hayes; they’ll kill her if they even see 
the sign of a cop.”

“What a goddam world we’re living 
in,” Rawley cursed, shuffling back

across the thick-carpeted floor. “Mor
ons order you around and take what 
they want as if they own it. Sit down 
a minute while I dress.”

He had his chauffeur drive him down 
to the bank, while Dave followed him 
in his Cad.

“Watch that electric eye,” the bank 
president warned as he unlocked the 
heavy door. They ducked under it and 
walked across the dimly-lit, silent 
building.

Dave keyed opened the vault that 
held all his savings, bonds, securities, 
insurance policies, and other valuables. 
Fie counted a $122,000 plus a few hun
dred over. Fie put a $100,000 into the 
suitcase, re-locked the vault and walked 
out with Rawley.

“Thanks, Frank,” he said at the 
door. “And do me a favor. Please don’t 
call the police; it’ll probably ruin eve
rything.”

“Don’t worry,” Rawley said. "I 
won’t put a finger into it. But the mo
ment I know you and Flora are safe, 
I ’m getting into it with both hands. 
Why, goddamn it, Dave, it could just 
as well have been me they picked on! ”

Dave got into the Cad and drove to 
the bridge.

JUST BEFORE he reached the 
bridge, he turned off the dirt road 

onto a patch of kneehigh weeds. He 
turned off the lights, the ignition, and 
sat there a minute to gather his wits 
together. Then he got out and lifted' 
out the suitcase.

It was between two and three o’clock 
in the morning. He had forgotten about 
time. All evening, things had been hap
pening rapidly and he hadn’t had much 
concern about hours, minutes, and sec
onds. But now time was most essential. 
Time was measured in every little 
movement he made, each step he took, 
each breath of air that he breathed. At 
the end of that time was a life. Flora’s.

He got in front of the bridge and 
paused. He heard the ripple of water
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flowing fifty feet below. A half-moon 
painted the night a dark, vivid blue. A 
weatherbeaten, tarnished sign over his 
head read: For Horse And Buggy And 
Walking Only.

He started forward. The bridge was 
dark and he could see nothing on it. 
On the other side, the dirt road wound 
away through pine woods and into the 
hills.

Ilis steps made an eerie clump- 
clump sound on the wooden planks. He 
got halfway across when he saw a flar
ing skirt and hair flowing in the wind.

“Flora!” he said.
“Dave!”
His heart pounded. He ran, reached 

her side, and then saw that she was 
handcuffed to a latch which must have 
been used at one time for a chain.

“The rats!” he said, gritting his 
teeth.

A figure stepped from behind a tree. 
It was the knifer, Rip. Dave looked at 
his hands; he didn’t see any knife, but 
didn’t deny the possibility that he must 
have one in his pocket.

Then three others stepped forward, 
erard, Truck, and the long-legged 
londe, Nita Fairway. The men trained 

their guns on Dave.
“You were smart, Canteila,” Jerard 

smiled. “Toss the bag over here.”
“Not unitl you free Miss Hayes.”
“Rip, frisk Mr. Canteila.”
Rip stepped forward, ran his hands 

down along Dave’s body. “He’s empty, 
Mori.”

* “Okay. Toss the bag, Canteila; I 
want to make sure the full one hundred 
grand is in it.”

“I t’s in it. But how am I going to 
make sure that you’re going to let her 
go after I hand you the bag?”

“Don’t be stupid, Canteila. I ’ve got 
the upper hand; I can riddle you down 
now if I wanted to.”

Dave glared at him and tossed the 
suitcase. I t landed at Jerard’s feet. 
Jerard pocketed the gun, stooped and 
unlatched the bag. Then he produced 
ft flashlight and sprayed its beam in

side it. He began to count the money, 
tailing each bundle of currency out and 
piling it beside the bag.

“All right, Rip,” he said as he fin
ished; “he’s all yours.”

The knifer shot glazed eyes at Dave. 
His teeth bared in a grin. His hand 
went under his coat and came out with 
a knife. A long, straight, pointed knife. 
“My pleasure, Mort,” he said. He 
stalked after Dave.

A gasp broke from Flora. “No! No!” 
she .screamed. “You promised, Jerard! 
You promised!”

“Promises are like leaves in the 
wind, Miss Hayes. They’re on the tree 
long enough to make you enjoy them, 
then are blown away.”

He smiled dispassionately.

TTAVE TENSED. The knifer took 
^  another step toward him, and an
other. He was crouched with his shoul
ders low, his knife hand held in front 
of him with the blade angling up, his 
left arm away from his body. “This is 
a promise I keep, Canteila,” Rip said. 
“I ’m going to enjoy this. Really enjoy 
it.”

He feinted to the left. Dave jumped, 
his hands thrusting outward. Rip 
laughed.

Dave heard Flora crying, but he 
didn’t take his eyes off Rip; he didn’t 
dare.

Then Rip lunged, growling like a 
-wild animal. He slashed with his knife. 
Dave brought up his foot with a vicious 
kick. Rip moved his knife hand aside 
and tried to catch the foot with his 
left. He missed, stepped back, and 
laughed again. “A kicker, huh? Try it 
again, Canteila.”

His head went down, weaved, and he 
came in again. Dave leaped to the 
knifer’s left with the agility of a pan
ther. He caught the knife hand by the 
wide wrist and swung a hard right at 
Rip’s head.

Rip’s long, ape-like left arm circled 
around Dave and pulled him to the 
floor of the bridge. Dave went after
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the knife hand with both hands now, 
twisted the arm as if he were wringing 
a mop rag. The fingers opened and 
the knife fell. Dave grabbed it, threw 
it into the tunnel of the bridge, heard 
it clattering,

“Now we’re even, Rip.”
Rip, with his arm around Dave’s 

neck, tried to pull Dave’s face down 
to his mouth, Dave laid the palm of 
his hand flat against the ugly face, 
pushed himself up, then belted the 
knifer on the jaw. He rose, straddling 
Rip’s body, and picked him up with 
both hands by the scruff of his shirt- 
front.

A shot split the night apart, echoed 
and re-echoed through the tunnel of 
the bridge. Dave felt Rip’s body jerk 
in his hands. “No, Mort! No!” Rip 
screamed.

Another shot roared. Rip moaned, 
fell slack in Dave’s hands, and Dave 
stared. Jerard was turning the gun to
ward him.

Then more shots blasted, snapping 
like bolts of lightning inside the tunnel. 
Dave saw Jerard and Truck crumble 
to the ground, clutching themselves as 
they went down, their faces constricted 
in agonized pain. Dave let Rip’s body 
sag to the floor.

Running feet thundered on the wood 
planking behind him. Dave turned, 
caught the gleam of brass buttons, of 
badges.

“How’re you, Cantella?” Chief of 
Detectives Lou Bonomo yelled.

“Okay, Chief!”
A tired grin spread across Dave’s 

face.
He hurried to the body of Mort 

Jerard, fished into his pockets, found 
a loose key. Then he returned to Flora, 
and unlocked the cuffs,

“Oh, Dave!” she sobbed. “I thought 
sure—”

“I did, too,” he said, and took her 
in his arms.

Bonomo came toward them. Behind 
him four other policemen took custody 
of Nita Fairway and stood looking 
impartially at the fallen victims.

“Good thing I had you tailed, Can
tella,” Bonomo smiled.

Dave frowned. “Tailed?”
“Uh-huh. I had a man on you ever 

since you left me this morning. When 
you took a bank president with you to 
the bank, and took your money out, my 
man buzzed me; and I figured now was 
the time to detail some extra help.” He 
looked aside at Flora and grinned. 
“Carry on, Cantella. I think you’ve got 
some unfinished business.”

Dave grinned.
He took a deep breath and sighed. “I 

think you’re right, honey,” he said to 
Flora. “We won’t wait for Mother; that 
boat’s taking too long to get here.”

----------------  ★  -----------------

2 Thrilling N ovels
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Why should a beautiful young 
girl masquerade as the grand
mother of a well-known hood?

T b j j s h i

by m i  AftTKOttY
’M AFRAID to go to the po

ll lice—”
A  The old lady looked timidly 

over her shoulder to make sure she 
and John Sale were alone in his office.

“—the police might be looking for 
my nephew, too. I wouldn’t want to 
be the cause of getting him into 
trouble.” Her eyes filmed with tears; 
she tucked a loose strand of silver 
hair under her grandmother’s bon
net and forced a pitiful smile.

Sale thought her the queerest cus
tomer who’d ever walked into the 
Sphinx Agency; the shiny black dress 
she wore might have been made forty 
years ago; her black hand-mitts with 
the open fingers and old-fashioned 
high-button shoes looked like some
thing right out of the gay nineties.

“If the law’s after this nephew of 
yours, Mrs. Dore, he must be in 
trouble already.”

“P e r h a p s  so, Mister Sale. It 
wouldn’t be the first time. The way 
of the transgressor has been very 
hard for Davie. He’s not been what 
you might call a good boy.” The old 
lady produced a tiny square of white 
cambric and dabbed at her eyes. “But 
my time is drawing near. Blood ties

are strong in our family. I want my 
nephew near, the rest of my days.”

“Suppose he’s in prison, Mrs. Dore? 
Or dead?”

“Then I must know,” she quavered. 
“I . . .  I will pay your fee, if only you 
can locate him for me.”

She opened a musty black handbag 
and extracted a leather clasp-purse of 
vintage of 1890. From it she took a 
crumpled bill; laid it hesitantly on 
Sale’s desk. “Will that be enough? To 
start with?”

The crack operative of the Sphinx 
swallowed hard. “A thousand bucks? 
Why—uh, yes, ma’am. That’s plenty. 
Now, about a description of your 
nephew. . . ”

C H E  OPENED the handbag again; 
*“* produced a faded photograph of 
an angel-faced little boy, dressed in 
plush pants, a ruffled collar and 
Fauntleroy jacket; he had been posed 
with one hand on an elaborately 
carved chair-back; his expression 
said butter wouldn’t melt in his mouth, 
his eyes gazed out of the picture with 
disengaging frankness.

“This is the only photograph I have. 
This was Davie at six. I ’m afraid he’s 
changed a good deal.”

42
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Brad noticed the photographer’s 
imprint on the back of the picture: 
Simmonds, San Francisco, 1922.

“Yeah,” he agreed. “Wouldn’t be 
surprised if he’d altered a little.” He 
took out a pad; questioned her me
thodically. Little Davie, it turned out, 
was Dave Berry, graduate of at least 
three state institutions in which the 
students were never allowed off the 
campus. He had written his aunt 
occasionally, from these institutions 
-—always for money. When she had 
last heard from him, however, he 
was enjoying a brief vacation from 
official supervision and was residing 
under the alias of Dave Crandall at 
74 Clement Place.

“Have you tried to get in touch 
with him at that address?”

“I wrote to him two weeks ago; 
my letter was returned. There was a 
note on the envelope, saying he 
hadn’t left any forwarding address.” 

“Suppose he s gone out of town. 
You want me to bring him back?”

“Oh, no. No, indeed. Just you tell 
me where he is, Mister Sale. I ’ll go to 
Davie. I ’d like for him to be surprised 
when he sees his auntie . . . ”

“Yeah. He prob’ly will be. Where’ll 
I report to you, Mrs. Dore? Are you 
staying at a hotel?”

‘ I ’ve always stopped at the Metro- 
pole; I shall be there until I hear 
from you.” Her leave-taking bow was 
prim and dignified; the detective al
most expected her to curtsey.. .

After she’d gone—he pulled out 
the thousand-dollar note and scowled 
at it. When his red-headed secretary 
came, in answer to his buzz, he tossed 
the bill across the desk.

"Take this around to the bank and 
see what they say to you when you 
ask them to break it into small bills.” 

The secretary made an “o” with 
her lips. “A phony?”

“Xot this. I t’s the McCoy, all right. 
But I ’d be interested to know if the

bank has a record of that serial
number.”

“Did that nice old lady give you 
this Mister Sale?”

“She did and she isn’t.”
“Huh?”
“She’s not old. I doubt if she’s a 

lady.”
“Why, she must have been at least

seventy—”
“Makeup, honeychile. Trick wig, 

wrinkle pencil and careful scenery. 
That black saddle bag was a stroke 
of genius, but those fingerless mitts 
gave her away.”

“I thought they were just too
sweet for—”

“—Yeah. They were. But sweet 
little seventy-year old mothers don’t 
manicure their nails that way. She’d 
pared ’em down so they weren’t 
needle-pointed and she’d tried to get 
the enamel off—but there was still 
enough left to label her an act.”

The secretary shook her head in 
amazement. “You’re not going to 
take her case, then?”

“I ’m taking her thousand. And 
don’t ask so many questions. I ’m 
supposed to do that, around here.”

-  2 -
E ASKED them in 
the f i n g e r p r i n t  
room at the Bu
reau of Identifica
tion, first.

“Powder this pho
tograph, and see If 
a n y b o d y ’ s been 
h a n d l i n g  it who 
ought to be in the 
clink, will you?”

After the loop-and-whorl boys got 
their negative of Mrs. Dore’s fingertip 
impression, Sale wandered into the 
record section.

“Hi, sarge. Got anything on a lug 
name of Berry?”
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Sergeant Cullinan, in charge of the 
Gallery, looked up, c u r i o u s l y .  
a ’Twouldn’t be Dave Berry now?”

“ ’Twould be, no less. What do you 
have on him?”

“Everything but the cuffs, John.” 
The sergeant dug -profile and front- 
view photographs out of the file, add
ed the official list of previous con
victions. “Give a gander.”

Sale compared the police-portraits 
with the San Francisco picture.

“Now, would you figure this Rollo 
boy,” he handed Cullinan the photo
graph of the angel-child, “could ever 
grow up to look like Dave, here?” The 
face on the Bureau of Identification 
prints wa3 large and heavy-featured 
with thick round lips and a pugna
cious chin. Berry of the police records 
was bull-necked and scowling—but 
necks can grow up that way and ex
pressions do change. Nevertheless: 
“Somebody’s been ribbing me,” Sale 
growled. “Look at his ears.”

“What’s the matter with ’em?”
The detective pointed to the pen

dulous lobe of the ears on the boy in 
the 1922 mounting. “You know ears 
don’t change. Only thing in the human 
body that doesn’t change, from diapers 
to shroud.”

“True for you, John. They grow a 
little, but they don’t alter, at all, at 
all.”

“Then how about these batwings?” 
The official likeness of Dave showed 
large, fan-like ears, with no lobe at all.

“Maybe you got something there, 
John.”

“I t’s an idea. But I don’t like to 
have clients think they can play me 
for a sucker. What is this Berry’s 
line?”

“Used to be a lush-worker. Half 
a dozen arrests in subways, rolling 
drunks for a few dollars. But lately 
he’s been doing stickups and working 
the night-dub angle. You know, tipped 
off by someone on the inside, 
follows a couple home—or whatever

they go—and hijacks the jewerly. 
Supposed to work with a Cuban girl 
—Carlotta Monchez. She was supposed 
to have given him the switch-over and 
turned him in to one of the insurance 
outfits, but there wasn’t any con
viction.”

“There’s no warrant out for him, 
now, according to this sheet.”

“No, but he’s on the ‘wanted-for- 
questioning’ list.”

“Something special?”
“That Cork Club job, last week. 

Nobody saw him, or anything. Just 
that it’s his line of work. Lemme 
know the second you put the finger 
on him, will you?”

Sale said “Sure” absent-mindedly. 
He was recalling the tabloid sensation 
of the previous week. Francisco 
Fuerga, a visiting South American dip
lomat, and Clara Lynn, a popular 
torch-singer and favorite in cafe so
ciety, had been held up in the lobby 
of her apartment house ten minutes 
after they’d left the Cork Club, A 
hundred thousand dollar cabochon- 
emerald necklace had been ripped from 
the throat of the singer, she had been 
severely beaten, and the diplomat 
received a fatal knife-thrust under the 
heart as his reward for attempting to 
defend his companion. . . .

The Sphinx man grabbed a cab and 
gave the Clement Place address to 
the driver. All the way uptown the 
clicking of the meter formed an ac
companiment to the refrain running 
through his brain— “A hundred thou
sand necklace, and a thousand-dollar 
b i l l . . .”
'T ’HE WOMAN who answered the 
^  door at Number Seventy-four was 

short, fat, and had thick, greasy black 
hair and a well-developed moustache.

“Mister Crandall ain’t here no 
more,” she replied to Sale’s query.

“Vihien’d he give up his room?” The 
detective got one foot inside the door. 

“Who wants to know?”
Sale showed his license badge;
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didn’t bother to explain that he was 
a private operative.

‘‘He ain’t been here no more for a 
week, already,” she protested. ‘‘Be
sides, he never done nothing to get 
in no cop-trouble. A fine man, sure.” 

“Anybody got his room?”
She shook her head. “Meester 

Crandall, he’s owe me for two weeks 
he ain’t paid, already. 1 keep the 
room yet, but now I got to rent it, he 
don’t come back.”

Sale started up the stairs. “I ’ll make 
you a little bet he don’t come back. 
Anyway, I ’ll take a peek at his parlor, 
if you don’t mind.”

The landlady unlocked the door 
grudgingly; stood staring sullenly 
while John opened bureau drawers, 
peered into closets, rummaged through 
newspapers, time-tables and playing 
cards strewn on the center table.

In the bureau he found some cards, 
which he palmed and slid unnoticed 
into his pocket. On the window sill 
he picked up a couple of paper match 
packs. In the closet he found a dis
carded pair of socks, a lot of gossip 
columns cut out of newspapers, some 
crumpled-up time-tables, and some 
racing papers.

It was too much of a coincidence, 
he decided. Cards from a couple of 
Boston importers, match packs from 
a quick-lunch chain in the Hub and
time-tables for through trains to the 
Bay State capital.

“You know what sort of a job this 
roomer of yours had?” Sale was casual.

“I should ask questions from every 
Tom, Nick and Harry, what work 
they do?” She glowered at him. “No. 
I don’t know. Always he’s good pay 
and swell dresser. I should worry what 
kind job he has. Maybe it’s on the 
races, he’s gambling. Always he’s got 
plenty money.”

Sale thanked her sarcastically, got 
into the cab and punished his gray 
matter on the way downtown. There 
was nothing in the room he had just

visited to connect Berry with the 
Cork Club killing. Yet the fact that 
Dave had cleared out about the time 
of the crime was worth a further 
checkup. And Auntie Dore had cer
tainly lied to him, because the land
lady at Clement Place would have had 
a letter, if she expected Dave to re
turn.

A call to the Bureau of Identifica
tion drew blank —there had been 
plenty of prints on the photograph 
of “Davie at six,” but none to which 
the police had attached a classifica
tion number. Then he spent an hour 
in the morgue. The Daily Herald had 
a lot of interesting material, on Seuor 
Fuerga in its files.

- 3 -
E TOOK the night 
plane to Boston.

When he got on, 
he was wearing a 
light gray pin-check 
suit, tan shoes, dark 
blue shirt and cof
fee-colored tie. His 
snap-brim felt was 
just the right shade 
to match his suit.

The porter who had taken his two 
suitcases looked curiously at the big, 
new English saddle-leather kit bag 
and then at the cheap black-enameled 
fiberboard suitcase that was the other 
half of Sale’s luggage.

When John got off the plane, he 
needed a shave and he looked as if he 
needed a bath. He wore a soiled white 
shirt and his double-breasted serge 
suit needed pressing. His shoes were 
scuffed-out cloth tops with patent 
leather lowers; they made him look as 
if he was wearing spats out of season. 
His necktie was wine-colored satin and 
the silk handkerchief dangling from 
his breast pocket must have been pur
chased at the same time and shop. 
The black velour hat on his head wa* 
badly in need of blocking.



,40 5M ASHIN0 DETECTIVE STOStfiES

Instead of his customary briar pipe, 
he was smoking a cigaret in a yellow 
holder; there was a distinct fragrance 
of alcohol about his clothing.

John checked the kit-bag at the 
South Station, carried the cheap suit* 
case with him down Essex Street.

There was a sign over a dingy door
way that read: RUDY’S ROOST.

He climbed the long flight of wood
en stairs and pushed into a small room 
with a counter running along one side.

Behind the counter was a dilapi
dated rack with a dozen or so brass 
keys hanging on numbered hooks; 
tilted back in a chair, sleeping with 
his mouth open, was a pimply-faced 
youth of twenty or so. He came to 
life as Sale banged the bell on the 
counter. He scratched his head, rubbed 
his nose and avoided John’s eyes 
m  he passed over a pen and pointed 
a dirty finger at the register.

The investigator scrawled, liM. 
Kessler, Baltimore, Md.” in the book. 
The clerk looked at the signature 
without Interest: "Pay in advance,0 
he said sleepily.

Sale got a brand-new alligator-skin 
wallet out of his hip pocket, produced 
a fiver. The youth had plenty of 
chance to see the initials “M.K.” let
tered in gold on the inside of the wal
let, if he had wanted to ___

The advance was rung up in a bat- 
* tered cash register; Sale got a key 

numbered 21. The clerk sat down and 
went to sleep; Sale went hunting for 
his room.

It was a foul-smelling cubby-hole 
about ten by twelve; there was an 
iron cot with sagging springs, a rickety 
dresser and a green-enameled kitchen 
chair. The mirror over the dresser was 
cracked and someone had carved his 
initials on the inside of the door 
panel.. . .

He opened the flimsy suitcase; took 
out a bunch of gaudv neckties, a cou
ple of silk shirts and a pair of candy-

striped pajamas. These he tossed in 
the bureau drawers. On top of the 
dresser he put a round metal tin of 
cigarets that had no brand name on the 
paper, some magazines with covers 
showing seductive girls taking off 
stockings or putting on stepin3, and 
the cards he had found in Dave Ber
ry’s room. The cards were expen
sively engraved and read, “David Ber
ry, Esq.”

The suitcase he carefully locked 
with a key that was tied to a string 
inside the lid; he knew that an ordi
nary pin would pick the lock in two 
minutes.. .and he knew that he 
wouldn’t be out of Rudy’s Roost 
much longer than that before the clerk 
would have it open and discover the 
letters addressed to “Darling Dave,” 
the box of reefers and the Colt auto
matic with the extra clip of cartridges.

He scowled at the reflection in the 
cracked mirror, adjusted the velour at 
a sporty angle and went out to find 
a telephone.

E USED up a lot of 
change in a phone 
booth, took in a 
morning movie, and 
had lunch in a res
taurant favored by 
racing men. When 
he had f i n i s h e d  
with the chops and 
F rench-fries , he 
started on a round 

of the beer joints in the South End.
Late afternoon found him sitting at 

a round oak table in the Puritan Grill 
and Cabaret. There was a backroom 
with a loud-speaker giving reports of 
the races at the Readville track; John 
got a glimpse of a blackboard with 
post-time odds. A jukebox was whang
ing away, and three or four couples 
were rug-cutting on a diminutive 
dance floor. Sale was working on his
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eleventh beer, and seemed to be well 
on the way to getting plastered.

The waiter who had been serving 
him for an hour or so watched the 
velour hat tip lower and lower over 
the beer glass, observed the effort 
made to stay awake. On the next trip 
to the bar, he tried short-changing 
his customer. John let him get away 
with it.

Five minutes later a sharp-eyed 
blonde slid into an empty chair beside 
the detective. She was wearing a cher
ry-colored dress that had no back at 
all and very little front.

“Wanna buy Suzie a drink, honey?”
Sale looked up, bleary-eyed. “Who’s 

Shusie? Mean, Whoosh, Suz?”
“I am, big fella.”
“Shure. Buy li’l drink for li’l ol’ 

S uzie -Q ....”
He paid for whiskey while she 

drank straight gingerale. She got an 
arm around his shoulders and put a 
cheek close to his; there was a strong 
odor of musky perfume. John let her 
do the talking; he seemed to drowse 
off every few minutes. By closing time 
he had fallen forward on the table 
with his head pillowed on his arms 
and was oblivious to her suggestions.

He made no objection when the 
bartender helped Suzie drag him out 
of the barroom and into a cab. . . .

“Going to take you home, honey. 
Tell Suzie your name and where to 
take you. . . . ”

John protested groggily but finally 
admitted his name was Dave, and that 
he was bunking at Rudy’s Roost. 
Then he relapsed into a coma.

The girl went through his pockets 
with the dexterity of long experience; 
took cut his wallet, emptied it and 
put it back where she found it. She 
got out of the taxi, handed the driver 
some silver, gave him the name of 
John’s hotel.

By the time the cab pulled up at 
the Roost, the investigator had so
bered amazingly.

The night-clerk on duty paid no 
attention to him. Sale got to Twenty- 
one, laid down on the creaking cot 
without removing his clothes, put up 
the single window that opened on a 
fire escape; snapped out the light.

He laughed, lying there in the dark
ness, at the contents of that alligator- 
skin wallet that he had purchased for 
the occasion. There was little money, 
but a lot of dynamite in that leather 
that Suzie-Q had “skinned,” Plenty 
of evidence that the owner was one 
Dave Berry, and enough more to in
dicate that he was badly wanted for 
a crime unspecified. . . .
TT WAS two hours later, and—what

with all the beer he had consumed 
and the stuffy bedroom—John was 
nearly asleep when he heard a faint 
scraping sound that might have been 
shoe leather on rusty metal. He began 
to breathe noisily.

Presently a vague shadow flowed 
noiselessly into the faintly luminous 
square of the window. There was no 
clearly outlined silhouette; Sale mere
ly saw a bulk of shapeless darkness, 
where before there had been some
thing less than pitch blackness.

The space before the window light
ened again. John knew the intruder 
was inside the room.

He felt something move, close to 
the bed; clubbed his gun, lashed out 
savagely.

A grunt of surprise was followed , 
instantly by a glancing blow that 
nearly broke John’s collar-bone; he 
was half-way off the bed by that time 
—reaching in the gloom to get at his as
sailant. Something smashed the detec
tive heavily on the side of his face; he 
got a grip on a thick wrist, wrenched 
it with every ounce he could put into 
it. The wrist went limp in his grasp; 
a body thudded to the floor.

Sale reached up to the string that 
switched on the single naked bulb ih 
the middle of the ceiling; got a look 
at the man on the floor. He was a
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stocky, barrel-bodied, bull-necked in
dividual with the face that Sale had 
seen on Sergeant Cullinan’s identifi
cation card.

He was heavily tanned, as if he had 
spent several weeks sunning himself on 
a beach, somewhere. He wore an ex
pensive suit, a silk shirt, and a two- 
buck necktie. Also, he wore a diamond 
Stickpin, a platinum watch chain 
across his vest front, and a small ruby 
set in a white gold ring.

-  5  -

HE MAN opened 
his eyes, blinked at 
the light, stared at 
John Sale in bewil
derment. The inves
tigator sat on the 
edge of the bed and 
swung a gun around 
his index finger by 
the trigger-guard. 

The stocky man 
made a convulsive grab toward his left 
•armpit.

“I t done went and gone, stranger.” 
Sale sympathized with him. “You 
ain’t going to have any use for your 
pretty little plaything, anyhow.” He 
spun the thirty-two hammerless to a 
shining blur of silver. “Besides, you 
might hurt someone with it, walking 
in your sleep and all.”

The 3tranger spat out an obscene 
guttural. . .

“Hush, hush, you’ll wake the neigh
bors.” John poked him with the toe 
of his cloth-top. “And I want to hear 
that dead-time story you’re planning 
to tell me.”

“Guess what you can do,” the other 
got up on his elbows, gauged his 
chances to rush Sale.

“I ’ll kick your teeth in, if you try 
it,” John said pleasantly. “I might dio 
it, anyway, but for nothing, if you 
don’t start to sing.”

The chunky man flapped back flat

on the floor, closed his puffy lips sig
nificantly.

“Or maybe I ’ll let the Little Boy 
Blues horse you around some.” Sale 
suddenly scowled and the gun came 
to rest with the muzzle pointing at the 
short man’s belt buckle. “What did 
you think you’d find in this room, to 
make you risk a hole in your guts?”

“You ain’t going to call copper on 
me. You’re afraid to. The cops are 
looking for Dave Ber ry . . . ” The 
thick lips sneered.

“They are,” John agreed. “And if 
you’re not Dave in person, somebody 
has been libelled by the Bureau of 
Identification in little old New York.” 
He sighted along the barrel absent- 
mindedly. “Maybe I won’t turn you 
over to the brass-buttons, after all. It 
depends.”

Berry sat up jerkily, his hands flat 
on the floor beside him. “What’s the 
racket ? fink? Why was you using my 
name in the joints around here?”

“I had to locate you, Davie ol’ kid. 
And nobody would admit knowing 
anything except that you liked to lose 
money on the gee-gees. But I heard 
you were in town and one of the 
bookies told me he sent around some 
payoff money to the Puritan. Then I 
figured you might get curious if there 
was another Dave Berry playing in 
your backyard.”

Berry told him to go to hell, then: 
“So you locate me, all right. So what’s 
next?” His beady eyes squinted at 
Sale, trying to understand.

“So your Aunt Annie comes next.”
“Who?”
“Your Aunt Annie. Aunty Dore, 

don’t you remember?”
“In a pig’s eye. I ain’t got no aunt 

nobody.”
Sale chuckled. “I see what you 

mean. But just the same, your dear 
old Aunty will pay plenty potatoes to 
hold you in her arms, once more.” 
Dave’s face was puckered in perplex-
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ity. “—Or maybe to scratch your eyes 
out. I wouldn’t know why anybody 
would give a grand to look at you,” 
the detective added.

At the mention of the thousand dol
lars, Berry’s eyes showed white all 
around the pupils; his mouth gaped. 
“Did you say this dame was old?” 

“Maybe sixty, sixty-five.”
Dave shook his head, but the fear 

stayed in his eyes. “There is something 
screwy, somewheres.”

“That’s one for the book, Dave. You 
know what it is.”

“No.” Berry was hoarse. “Honest 
to God, I don’t know no old lady—” 
he stopped short, swore at the investi
gator. “You ain’t givin’ me the busi
ness?” He started to get his legs un
der him.

“Strictly on the up and up.” Sale 
put a shoe in the short man’s midriff, 
pushed gently. “You’ll get a belly
ache, Dave, you try to stand up.” He 
considered Dave for a minute. “Sup
posing this Aunt Annie wasn’t more 
than—maybe twenty-five or thirty. 
Would you know who I mean?” 

Dave’s face went ashen with sweat; 
he licked his lips. “There is a canary 
who has been chasing after me for a 
couple years. She is sore I won’t give 
her a tumble.”

John laughed outright; he kept on 
showing his teeth but he stopped 
laughing. “Why, you punk, do you 
think you can kid me with that gigolo 
stuff? A thousand bucks to fondle a 
puss like yours!” He stood up. “I 
gave you a chance and all you do is 
hand me that mahuska. So I ’m going 
to wrap you up and deliver you to 
Aunt Dore, as ordered. What she’ll do 
with you after she gets you will be 
her business. But it must be something

fretty special if it’s worth a thousand.
t might even have something to do 

with those Fuerga emeralds. I wouldn’t 
know about that, but I ’ll gamble 
Aunty does. . . ”

He told Dave to roll over, face

down, and was at the bureau getting 
some neckties to use in tying him up, 
when the light went out!

He whirled to face the window, 
heard Dave scrambling to his feet; 
snapped: “No dice, Dave. I ’ll drill you. 
Stand still or— ”

He heard the click as the door 
opened, fired a snap-shot at the place 
where anyone would be, coming in.

Then the ceiling fell in on him.

- 6 -
HEN HE came out 
of it, a few minutes 
later, the room was 
still dark—and em
pty. John Sale had 
a lump the size of 
an egg on top of his 
skull. He stepped 
out into the halt. 
The light that was 
supposed to illumi

nate the staircase was out, too.
“That damn clerk,” John said to 

himself. “Listened at the door and 
blew the fuse to help Dave make a 
getaway.” He lit some matches; picked 
up the thirty-two Berry had left be
hind, and put the shabby velour on 
his head, grimacing at die lump. 
“Must have had a sapper on him 
somewhere to raise a bump like that; 1 
ought to have frisked him.”

He went out and downstairs, gun * 
in hand. There was light in the first 
floor; enough light to show a pair of 
legs sticking out from behind the of
fice counter. Sale leaned over the 
partition; the pimply-faced youth lay 
on his back, eyes wide open, a look of 
horror on his pudgy features and an 
ugly hole in his throat. It was the 
right sized hole to have been caused 
by a thirty-two, and Sale never used 
anything but a forty-five. The detec
tive didn’t bother to feel the pulse; 
the clerk had been dead several min
utes, anyway.. .
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A siren screamed on the street; 
cars braked to a fast stop and a door 
Slammed. John sprinted for the stairs, 
went up three at a time, into his dark
ened room and out the fire escape. 
If Dave could exit that way, so could 
he—and there were too many things 
to be done in a hurry to waste time 
explaining that it hadn’t been his shot 
in the dark that had killed the night- 
clerk.

He dropped six feet from the lowest 
rung of the fire escape to a cement 
pavement; walked casually down a 
rubbish-cluttered alley and around 
the corner in the opposite direction to 
that of the patrol car.

A prowling taxi heard his hail, 
rolled him over to the South Station. 
He got his kit-bag out of the check
room, went to the men’s lavatory and 
made a quick change. The man who 
walked out of the station ten minutes 
later was dressed In the gray pin- 
check and the new snap brim. The 
cloth tops had been replaced by 
tan oxfords and the gaudy tie and the 
handkerchief were no longer in evi
dence.

By the time he had taken a cab to 
one of the large hotels and secured a 
room, It was broad daylight. He got 
outside a healthy breakfast and con
sidered the situation.

He had tricked Dave into taking 
his bait out of curiosity as to who 
was using his name. Dave was scared 
stiff, at the mention of the girl who 
was posing as his aunt. Also, he must 
have been plenty worried about what 
that night-clerk might have heard, or 
the night-clerk would be alive now. 
And the only name John had men
tioned was that of the murdered dip
lomat, Fuerga.

Berry might be miles away from 
Boston at this very minute—but on 
the other hand, he might have a hide
out that was too good to leave. Then, 
too, Dave probably figured that John 
Sale would be getting a workout at

the hands of the police about now. For 
it certainly must have been Berry who 
had notified the police of the clerk’s 
killing.

He went to his room, left a call for 
two o’clock, climbed into bed. It was 
almost three when he emerged from 
the hotel; four by the time he had 
rented a drive-yourself sedan and 
vmrked his way through heavy traf
fic to the corner below the Puritan 
Grill and Cabaret. The night-shift of 
taxi drivers had just come on; John 
hailed a jockey from the last cab in 
the rank on the corner.

“Look,” he said, shamefaced. “I ’m 
in one hell of a jam, friend. Last night 
I picked up a wren from the beer-joint 
there and went home with her. I had a 
skinful all right—I’d ought to have 
known better.”

“Those things will happen, buddy.” 
The taximan was interested but non
committal.

“Yeah. They sure will.” Sale 
scratched his head ruefully. “But 
here’s the tough part. I ’d bought a 
present for my wife, see. Away from 
home couple weeks, you know how it 
is.”

“I ’m a married man myself, mis
ter.”

“Well, it wouldn’t be so bad except 
I phoned her I was bringing the stuff 
home. It was. . . uh . . . some under
wear, see.”

The cabby said he would like to 
have seen.

“And I must have given the stuff 
to this blonde while I had that snoot
ful. I ’ve got to get it back—because 
I ain’t got enough dough to buy any 
more.”

“What did the skirt look like?”
Sale tried to recall. “I know she was 

blonde and a snappy dresser. Looked 
like a showgirl. She said her name was 
. . .oh yeah .. .Suzie.. . ”

The driver leered. “I ’ll say she’s a 
snappy dresser; and vice versa. Tell
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you, mister, I don’t usually do this, 
but you look like a leveller and I been 
in dutch with the little woman my
self, now and then. You might be able 
to get that landgerie back if you was 
to run around to Number Ninety-four 
Doeberry Street.” He waved away 
John’s proffered quarter. “Only don’t 
say I told you, pal.”

U M B E R  Ninety- 
f o u r  D o e b e r r y  
Street was a three- 
story rooming house 
that wore an air of 
dispirited gentility; 
it had once been a 
respectable locality. 
John Sale found the 
name ‘Susan Toller’ 
on an a l u m i n u m  

plate over a letter-box; went upstairs 
and through a carpeted hallway until 
he found a similar plate tacked on the 
door of 3A.

When he knocked, a voice called 
“Jussaminit.” It was less than that 
when she opened the door. She had on 
a rose-pink dressing-gown over a pair 
of nile-green pajamas and she recog
nized Sale instantly.

He had his foot against the open 
door, though; so her attempt to slam 
it in his face didn’t go. “Don’t throw a 
fit, sister,” he said, shouldering his 
way in and making a quick inspection 
to see that she was alone. “Strictly a 
business call.”

Suzie-Q was sullen. “I don’t re
ceive no gentleman callers in my 
room,” she said, sharply. “So you 
better shove off right now, before—-”

Sale held out his right fist, opened 
it slowly. Her eyes bugged out in fright 
as she saw the gold badge with the 
words ‘Licensed Detective’

“I ain’t done nothing,” she wailed.

“You ain’t got one single thing on
me.”

John leaned back against the door. 
“I ’m in a hurry, sister. I ’ve got a data 
with a killer and I don’t want to be late. 
Now, I can tie you into a murder case 
as easy as that,” he snapped his fingers, 
“but I don’t believe you meant any 
harm. So if you’ll smarten up and tell 
me what I need to know, maybe I ’ll 
forget about last night.”

“I don’t know anything about any 
murder.”

“Read the papers, tonight, and you 
will. Your chum, Dave Berry, point
ed a heater at a clerk in my hotel; and 
the clerk is sleeping on a slab at the 
morgue right now.”

“It don’t interest me, dick.” She 
lit a cigaret, but her hand was shaky.

“Would it interest you to know that 
Dave is wanted for at least one more 
first-degree job? And that anyone who 
has had anything to do with hiding 
him out is liable to indictment as an 
accessory? Or don’t you know what 
they do to blondes who pal around 
with murderers?”

He walked toward her, hammering 
the words at her; she retreated to the 
farthest corner of her room.

“I don’t even know this guy, Dave, 
you’re talking about. I never saw 
him.”

“All right, play it the hard way, if 
you want to. Get some clothes on; we’ll 
run down town to the homicide squad 
boys.”

“No.” Her face was gray with fear. 
“You can’t frame me like this.”

He grabbed her by the arm. “I ’ll 
take you in the way you are, if you’re 
going to act up.”

“What you wanna know?”
“Where Dave is.”
“Honest to God, I don’t know.”
“Then get going!”
“Sometimes he hangs out at Billiard 

Joe’s.” She scarcely moved her lips.
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TTEN MINUTES later, Sale’s sedan 
A was parked across the street from 

the neon sign which proclaimed that 
the basement pool parlor was Billiard 
Joe’s. The investigator smoked half a 
deck of cigarets before he saw a short, 
stocky figure emerge from the areaway 
across the street, recognized Berry 
in the lurid glare of the flashing sign.

John waited until Dave had a half
block lead on him, idled along behind 
in the car. Berry only went another 
block. He turned in, unexpectedly, at 
a loft-building entrance.

After a couple of minutes, John 
crossed the street, got into the hall
way of the loft building.

Beside the staircase were the 
painted listings of half a dozen com
panies; none of them meant anything 
to the investigator—except the one 
that read:

I niercontinent Importers, Lid.
Novelty and Coslume Jewelry

The others were stocking manufac
turers, enameling contractors, pillow- 
makers. But jewelry—that might 
interest Dave.

The Intercontinent Importers had 
the third floor of the building; John 
went out and crossed the street to a 
spot where he could see the third-floor 
windows.

There was a light in the end win
dow; John guessed it was the office. 
After a little while, it went out.

John waited more than half an 
hour for Dave to emerge; then he 
decided that the jewelry importers 
were taking in at least one overnight 
guest. Well, Dave wouldn’t be the first 
crook who had thought of eluding the 
police by sleeping in a business office 
instead of a rooming house or hotel.

But if Berry had those cabochon 
emeralds of Clara Lynn’s, what good 
would they be to a company whose 
business was the importing of cheap 
five-and-dime store costume jewelry.

- 8 -
E SENT a wire to 
Mrs. Dore in care 
of the Hotel Metro- 
p o l e ,  N e w  Y o r k  
City. The wire read: 

N E P H E W  
W O R K I N G  
NIGHTS INTER
CONTINENT III-  
P O R T I N G  
T H R E E  - S I X -  

EIGHT DEVONSHIRE STREET. 
MAY HAVE TO STOP ON AC
COUNT OF HEALTH, IF HEAT 
CONTINUES.

SALE
Then he read the evening papers. 

There was plenty about the murder 
at Rudy’s Roost, including a fair de
scription of himself as the suspected 
killer. But nowhere was there any 
mention of the name Berry. Yet from 
the cards he’d left In the room, the 
letters in the suitcase, the fingerprints 
on windowsill and doorknob, the po
lice must have believed Berry was the 
occupant of Room Twenty-one. The 
description of “M. Kessler of Balti
more” was given in some detail. John 
hoped the checkman at the South 
Station hadn’t remembered him—he 
still wanted a little time to straighten 
out this business of Davie and bis 
aunt . . . .

The phony Mrs. Dore couldn’t get 
to Boston for five hours at least, if 
she depended on tire railroad. But 
there w7ere always planes, and a dame 
who would plank down a one-grand 
retainer wouldn’t think twice about 
chartering a special plane. So he got 
back to the loft building and camped 
in a halhvay opposite where he had a 
good view of the third floor.

I t was an hour after dawn when 
Sale saw her walking briskly down the 
street.
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“Must have been drinking Ponce 
de Leon water or something,” he mut
tered to himself. She was wearing a 
snappy white linen suit, white sport 
shoes, a broad-brimmed hat straight 
off the Rue de la Paix and a pair of 
white-rimmed sun-glasses. She carried 
a huge red leather handbag and 
whistled nonchalantly as she looked 
for the street numbers.

The detective retreated into the 
darkest corner of his hallway; she 
didn’t see him, although she scanned 
the street up and down before stroll
ing into the loft building.

Sale gave her a two-minute lead. 
Then he lounged across the street; 
went up the first two flights like a 
cat. Which was appropriate, because 
he heard a noise like a rat gnawing at 
a wall—he crouched behind the ban
nisters on the second floor and watched 
her work.

C H E  KNELT in front of the door, 
^  using the red leather bag as a cush
ion. From the bag she’d taken a toy 
size bit and brace; she was boring a 
ring of holes about three inches from 
the door lock. She kept oiling the bit 
with a tin can of sewing-machine 
oil. . .  .

It only took her a few minutes; 
when she had the circle of holes com
pleted, she put her hand through the 
hole to turn the key. The door opened, 
all right, but. Aunt Annie couldn’t 
withdraw her hand. Dave was gripping 
it, on the inside. And he had a very 
business-like automatic in his free 
hand!

“Oh, it’s you,” he said. “I thought 
it was that nosey shamus you sicked 
on me.”

“You’re hurting my arm, Dave.”
“No kidding? What you think I ’m 

gonna do when I get you inside—buy 
you a drink?” He caught her other 
wrist, let go of the captured hand and 
yanked her viciously into the office.

Dave slammed the door, but didn’t 
bother to lock i t . . . .

Sale got his ear to the door; heard 
the girl say: “You doublecrossed me. 
You never meant to give me my share 
of those emeralds. And I haven’t been 
able to collect the insurance, either.” 

“You ain’t got no share coming, frill. 
Except maybe a share of what’s in this 
heater of mine.”

“I won’t stand for it, Dave! I ’ll go 
to the cops!”

“Then you’ll go on a stretcher, babe. 
I ain’t gonna take no more chances 
with you!”

“No!” The girl was shrill. “You 
wouldn’t dare kill me!”

“You thought I wasn’t gonna bump 
that high-hat, didn’t you? This’ll make 
twice you guessed wrong.”

There was a scream, a muffled curse 
and John got the door open, quietly: 
“Hold everything, boys and girls,” he

9 -
ERRY STARTED 
to raise his hands 
over his h e a d— 
when his gun was at 
shoulder height, out 
by his side, he twist
ed suddenly—fired 
at the detective.

John Sale felt the 
blast of the flame on 
his face as he threw 
he fired at Dave’s 

shoulder but the investigator’s move
ment sent the slug smashing into 
Dave’s collarbone. The stocky man 
fell into a chair cursing thickly; his 
gun thudded to the floor.

The girl sprang to get it— Sale called 
sharply: “Keep your hands off!”— 
but she had retrieved the weapon and 
was pointing it at Berry.

“He’d have killed me,” she cried. 
“You saved my life.”

“Always glad to assist a client,” Sal*

said, grimly.

his head back;
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said, dryly. “Now, if you’ll gave me the 
gun—” ,

“Of course.” She seemed bewildered, 
held out the gun to him, muzzle first.

Sale reached for it, keeping his own 
weapon trained on Berry. For just a 
fraction of a second, she was out of the 
line of fire.

“Drop the shooter,” she called, 
sharply. “—Or I ’ll give it to you, Mis
ter Sale.”

John let his gun fall to the floor: 
“How you’ve changed, auntie,” he 

said. “What big teeth you have.”
She removed her sun-glasses. “Like 

me better this way, Mister Sale?” 
“Much better, Miss Lynn. I ’ll like 

you still better when I see you on trial 
for murder.”

The singer shook her head. “No, you 
wouldn’t. Because, honestly, I never 
had any part in that.”

Berry looked up and snarled: “You 
was in it as much as I was. You put 
me up to it.”

“To the robbery, yes,” she agreed; 
“but not to the stabbing of Senor Fuer- 
ga. I warned you there wasn’t to be any 
rough stuff, Dave.”

“What am I supposed to do when 
the high-hat makes a pass at me? Kiss 
him? I hadda bump him.”

“No,” she said. “I fought you to 
keep you from hurting Senor Fuerga—■ 
you nearly beat me to death because I 
did. You don’t suppose I ’d let you get 
away with that.”

“If I get broiled, babe, you go to 
the cooking chair, too, and don’t for
get it,” Dave snapped. “Why don’t you 
use some sense? All you got to do is 
push the button on this gumshoe, and 
we’re in the clear.”

Sale laughed. “You don’t suppose 
I ’d crash in here without being cov
ered? The headquarters squad will be 
here at sis, sharp.”

Berry glanced at his left wrist, 
where Sale noticed a white streak 
against the tan of his skin; but he 
Wasn’t wearing a wrist watch.

“They can take you back with ’em,”

the wounded man spat out, “and turn 
you over to the embalmer.”

The girl cut in, brusquely: “There’s

fdng to be no more killing, if I can 
elp it.”

“You can’t,” Dave snarled. “Either 
we get. him—or he gets us.”

The detective laughed again, de
risively. “If she falls for that one, 
you’ll put her out of the way next, eh, 
Dave? You double-crossed her on the 
emeralds—”

“Shut your yap, dick!” Berry stood 
up, unsteadily.
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LARA LYNN came 
a step closer to Ber
ry. “What happened 
to the e m e r a l d s ,  
Dave? You w e r e  
s u p p o s e d  to sell 
them and give me 
my share. . . .  ”

“I t’s like I told 
you, babe. This out
fit here can get rid 

of ’em—but it takes time. I ’ve turned 
all that green ice over to them, but 
they got to cut ’em up and sell ’em 
abroad or else claim they was bought 
for models to copy this cheap junk af
ter. Either way—”

Sale pointed at the stocky man’s 
chest: “Either way, you’re lying, Dave. 
You’ve got some of those stones on 
you, right now.”

Berry knelt on one knee, to get 
Sale’s gun, but the girl motioned him 
back: “Don’t make me shoot you, 
Dave. I will if I have to, but I don’t 
want to.” She eyed him suspiciously. 
“Is Mister Sale right? Have you got 
any of my emeralds on you?”

Dave cried out in protest: “I swear 
to—”

“Save it, Dave. You’ll need some of 
that swearing when you get to court. 
And unless you can explain why you’re 
wearing a pocket ticker when you usu
ally wear a wristwatch, you may need
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some cu3S words before you go to trial. 
You wanted to know what time it was 
a couple of minutes ago, but you 
wouldn’t look at your watch 1”

The killer’s face had gone pasty 
white; his eyes were narrowed to mere 
slits. He stooped to get Sale’s gun, ig
noring the girl’s frantic warning. John 
kicked hard, caught Berry’s out
stretched fist.

“Dave!” the girl snapped. “Let’s see 
that watch of yours!”

The murderer stood stock still as she 
came slowly toward him. His uninjured 
arm crooked Into position for a blow, 
but she jammed the gun in his ribs and 
seized the platinum vest-chain roughly, 
pulled hard.

A huge, old-fashioned gold watch 
dangled at one end of the chain.

“Open it up,” suggested John. “I ’ll 
bet you find that watch has more jew
els than any you ever saw.”

She took her eyes from Berry for the 
split-second it required to snap open 
the case. Dave hooked viciously with 
his good fist and John went into action.

He flung himself down and to one 
side as Berry’s blow went home and

the pistol in the girl’s hand exploded. 
'The detective grabbed his own gun and 
fired from a prone position—the man 
who had knifed Fuerga put one hand 
to his side, screamed like an animal In 
pain and fell back over the chair, 
moaning.

The girl had staggered back against 
the wall, from the force of Berry’s 
blow. She was staring at the wounded 
man’s face—but Sale was looking at 
the gleaming green fire that cascaded 
over the floor from the open watch- 
case.

“I ’m glad,” the girl murmured. 
“I ’m glad you got h im ...and  me,
too---- 1. . .  I never meant any killing
to come out of it—”

“You can turn state’s evidence,” 
Sale said, “and I ’ll put in a word for 
you. You might get off with a light sen
tence. But Dave isn’t dead yet. He’ll 
have to march that mile you’ve heard 
about.” He pointed to the emeralds. 
“You better pick up the marb’es. Nev
er mind the watch. Dave won’t need a 
watch any more. Time won’t mean a 
thing to Dave; !:/Ii have tim e...to  
burn.”

---------------- * -------------------

A Thrilling Baseball Novel
GUTS AND A PRAYER ........................................................ Bill Erin

Cob Barney was a perfect example of the fact that one man can wreck a team; 
and Dave Hosher an example of the fact that a man who has little to lose 
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Plus Numerous Champion Short Stories, Such As
WITHOUT STRAIN (Golf) .........................................Richard Brister

He wanted to make his exit memorable, but he was trying too hard.
BEANBALL HURLER (Baseball) ...................... . Robert Silverberg

All Banson needed was a potential killer on his mound staff!
THE NET RESULTS (Tennis) .......................................  Norman Ober

Illustrating that sometimes names hurt more than sticks and stones.
GRITS FOR THE SLUGGER (Baseball) .....................Milton Lesser

The care and feeding of a ballhawk can try a manager’s soul!
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He could foretell the future, but he 
didn’t see his own death—or did he?

DEATH IS 
INVISIBLE

by JIM  HARMON

NEAT little man with the
I  frightened face tugged at my 

sleeve as I stepped off the curb. 
He motioned in back of him jerkily. 
Two big men whose faces weren’t 
frightened but sullen and rather sad 
stared at us silently from the side
walk.

“Please,” said the little man. 
“Please help me; these men are going 
to beat me.”

The biggest of the big men smiled 
the saddest of sad smiles and came 
forward. He extended his billfold to
wards me. For a second I thought he 
wras offering me money, but then I 
saw the identification cards. Accord
ing to them, he was an orderly at the 
State Mental Hospital. “You under
stand,” he said to me kindly.

The other man came over and took 
the small man by the shoulders and 
moved him gently but firmly towards 
a dark sedan. “Please; you don’t un
derstand.” His face showed no emotion 
now at all with the possible exception 
of a trace of resignation. “You don’t 
•understand.”

He was wrong. I understood perfect
ly. I said, “Let him alone, boys, or I ’ll 
call a patrolman.”

The big man smiled his sad smile 
and kept coming closer. “You’re just 
a trouble-maker; this is our job, and 
it’s for his own good. Please don’t 
try to interfere.”

“You cheap two-bit hood,” I said in 
a conversational tone. “Who do you 
think you’re trying to con? My name’s 
Keller, Bryce Keller; I ’m a licensed in
vestigator. I ’ve seen your faces in 
rogue galleries often enough to see them 
in my nightmares. I think your name is 
Ritter. I don’t remember his name but 
I might make a stab at his prison num
ber during a term for one of your 
muggings.”

The other man let go of the under
sized intended victim and started to
wards me; I was a little more to scale. 
Ritter said, “His name is Sullivan.”

Sullivan tried to set around behind
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me. I wasn’t playing it for a hero. 
“Run for a cop, Pal.”

Sullivan whirled for the small man 
instantly, and I drove the edge of a 
hand down on his exposed neck in a 
Judo cut. His head snapped back as he 
stiffened, then toppled sideways like a 
felled oak. I spun on my heel towards 
Ritter. He was smiling and holding up 
his palms. “Please; no more violence. 
This is just a job and I ’m not going to 
work that hard for the money. We’ll 
leave.”

“Sullivan won’t; not under his own 
power.”

Ritter shrugged and bent over his 
partner. I was expecting it when he 
suddenly started to straighten with 
a Magnum .357 in his hand. I kicked 
the gun away, sending it gliding and 
scraping over the rough surface of the 
street concrete. Before Ritter could 
stand, I dug my toe into his adam’s 
apple. He pitched across the uncon
scious body of Sullivan and began to 
gag and choke.

The small man watched everything 
with mesmerized fascination. I took 
his elbow and guided him out into the 
street to hail down a cruising cab. We 
piled in and the big yellow auto roared 
away.

'T ’HE DRIVER was studying his 
rearview mirror intently. “Say, 

what happened back there? Did they 
pass out drunk?”

“Accident,” I  said.
“They lost an argument with a 

truck, huh?”
“Something like that.”
I told the cabbie to take us through 

the park; he snickered at the associa
tions the suggestion inspired, and the 
partition closed.

The little man was still staring ahead 
of him without blinking. He continued 
it for several minutes. I knew that that 
was extremely painful from the time 
when my face had been completely 
paralyzed and I could only prop my 
eyes open or shut. Now I had a little

five-second alarm fa my brain that 
reminded me to blink and sometimes to 
smile and frown at appropriate times, 
I  kept my set expression at interested 
thoughtfulness. This man was just 
looking vacant and stupid—an expres
sion that wasn’t justified by his high, 
finely boned forehead and his wide-set 
luminous eyes. He should learn the 
tricks of the trade, I thought.

“Something terrible is going to hap
pen to this taxi,” he said after a time.

I took a look behind us, and turned 
back. “Your friends or their friends 
aren’t following us. Suppose you relax 
and answer some questions. Who are 
you and why did you pick a detective 
out to help you when you were in trou
ble? I don’t believe m coincidence like 
that.”

“I ’m Frank Aldrich,” he said, still 
looking ahead of him at something I 
or no one else could see. “You’re right; 
I  knew who you were. Your brother, 
Johnny, pointed out your photo fa 
a newspaper once. He’s very proud of 
you.”

I sat back on that one. “That’s news 
to me. The last time I saw Johnny he 
told me I was a sucker for working 
‘for peanuts’—-to coin a phrase.”

“He’s very proud of you,” Aldrich 
persisted.

“Okay, if you say so. Now look, 
what kind of trouble are you In for 
a pair of hoods to be after you? May
be you seen something you shouldn’t 
have? Maybe you didn’t  pay off on 
a bad-guess mutual ticket?”

He turned his head like it was on a 
pivot and looked me in the eyes. “Oh, 
no, Mr. KeMer; quite the opposite. I 
never guess wrong—that’s my trouble. 
You see I don’t guess at all. I know.” 

“You mean you were in on a fix!” 
“No, no, you get misunderstanding 

me. Everybody misunderstands me. I 
know which horse will win; I know 
which fighter will lose. You see, I am 
infallible.”

‘\You are a swami.”
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“I am not a faker anyway you spell 
it,” Aldrich said quietly.

“So what are you?” I asked.
“Have you heard of the experiments 

of Dr. Rhine in parapsychology—men
tal phenomenon?”

“You mean that stuff about mental 
telepathy?” I said, neglecting even to 
blink. I heard all kinds of lines in my 
business. “I guess I mean just telepa
thy, don't I? ‘ Pathy’ means mental if 
I remember my latin suffixes. I ’ve 
heard of it, and I understand the ex
periments are conducted by a charm
ing old gentlemen who trusts every
thing and everybody. His intentions 
may be good, but I think there is con
siderable doubt if the results are equal
ly as good.”

A LD RICH  leaned forward eagerly.
“Yet science has not ever proven 

conclusively that there is no such thing 
as telepathy or extra-sensory percep
tion. Rhine’s work is still being evalu
ated. There is a whole traditon of folk 
lore to support the theory of telepathy, 
and often folk lore foreshadows scien
tific fact.”

“So they get digitalis cut of frogs— 
and frogs and digitalis were both re
commended for heart disease by dif
ferent kinds of witch doctors. So read 
my mind.”

Ardrich exhaled. “That is not the 
shape my extra-sensory perception 
takes. I am gifted with precognition; 
I can see into the future.”

I made a grin. “And you’re using 
that power to bet on horse races. Why 
not play the stock market? You could 
really make some money there.”

“It requires a large initial invest
ment; I have none. I lived until re
cently in a small town where I couldn’t 
even place a bet. This is the first time 
I have been able to travel. Naturally, 
at my first opportunity, I selected 
several winners from the board at the 
horse parlot of Mr. Joe Cardoza—Big 
joe Cardoza.”

I groaned. “I wonder which came

first? Gangsters with names like that 
in real life, or gangsters with names 
like that in second grade movies. Some
times I think these hoods are just 
movie fans and putting on an act. But 
he’s a bad actor at that.”

The little man nodded. “Undoubted
ly he sent those men to beat me up, so 
I could not show up today and pick my 
usual winners. Naturally he shows no 
hostility in person.”

“Naturally. The devil! I wish you 
were a dese, dem and dose guy. It 
sounds so phoney for a mental giant to 
talk like a mental giant.”

He lifted his pale eyes towards me 
like a sheep dog. “I am reasonably 
intelligent; perhaps extra-sensory per
ception is found among people of less
er intelligence, but they lack the analy
tical ability to recognize it for what it 
is and too employ it. Do I correctly 
surmise that you believe my story?”

I ran the back of my hand under my 
chin, noting that I was beginning to 
need a shave. “I believe you believe 
what you say, but it could all be a 
coincidence. There’s something else 
bothering me right now. Just where did 
you meet my brother Johnny?”

“Why, at the horse parlor.”
I heard myself sigh. “Yeah, that’s 

what I figured. Are you going back 
there today?”

Aldrich studied nothing again for a 
moment. “Cardoza will not attempt to 
throw me out in front of the customers, 
altho he will undoubtedly try to injure 
or kill me later—unless you become my 
bodyguard. I can afford to pay you 
well. I have made something over tw7o 
hundred thousand dollars in the last 
few days.”

I nearly choked. “Yeah, I imagine 
you can swing at least one week’s pri
vate investigator salary. No wonder 
Cardoza is after you.”

I looked around to see some trees 
go by and redirected the drive to Car
doza’s Pool Hall, an address I knew 
from bitter experience. Aldrich and I 
sat silent through the rest of the trip.
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As we stopped, I gave the driver a pair 
of two-dollar bills from my roll of them 
and got out to hold the door for Al
drich. Clients have a right to expect 
courtesy, in my opinion.

The cab pulled away, leaving us in 
the street, when something happened. 
Brakes squealed; the car spun in a 
tight circle, then crashed into a light 
pole with the thunder of buckling metal 
and the wail of torn metal. Flames 
danced for a bright moment; then there 
was a louder echo of thunder, a human 
wail, a cleansing flash and the heat and 
shock wave that hit us a block and a 
half away.

There wasn’t anything we could do. 
I  took Aldrich’s arm and led him in
side as everybody else rushed outdoors 
past us.

“I told you something terrible was 
going to happen to that cab,” Aldrich 
remarked.

HTHE FRONT of the pool hall was 
dusty and all but deserted. The 

loafers were men who didn’t have the 
price of a bet or who were being paid 
the price of a bottle of sneaky pete to 
hang around and give the outside win
dow dressing.

There wasn’t  even a guard at the 
unmarked door in back and we walked 
into the smokey blue confusion of the 
bookie joint. Middle-aged and desper
ate, young and intense, male and fe
male, very poor and almost rich, the 
players stood or sat at tables marking 
forms or doodling and all watching the 
gray smudged listings on the board and 
listening to the silent Halicrafters 
speakers with the usual small “h”.

Big Joe Cardoza appeared magically 
out of the milling, sweating mob and 
came towards us flashing a smile 
speckled with many gold teeth. His 
suit was worth about a hundred and 
probably had cost him four but in it 
he looked like an aging Irish laborer. 
Yes, Irish. I didn’t know whether his 
name was phoney or whether he just 
looked that way. Half the fighters and

wrestlers in the ung with Irish names 
are Italo-Americans.

“The big hello to you, Frank, and an 
equally large hello for you, Shamus 
Keller. Brought him with you to guard 
your dough if you win, Frank. Smart 
move; you’re a smart boy.”

“Honest to gawd, Cardoza,” I said, 
“I wish you would stop going to those 
cheap movies. Shamus, yet. Where’s my 
brother?”

“Johnny?” He looked puzzled, 
“Johnny? Why, I ain’t seen him since 
you paid off that little obligation for 
him.”

“That’s it, Cardoza. When I have to 
pay off his debts, you know where you 
can lay your hands on him; but when 
he can manage his own sucker stake 
you can’t hardly remember his name. 
All right, don’t beat me over the head 
with it. Don’t beat anybody over the 
head with anything. Understand?” 

“No,” Cardoza turned to Aldrich. 
“You understand, Frank, that I am 
not obligated to accept your bets. I 
will, however, but I would like to Im
pose some new restrictions. I am not 
accusing you of anything dishonest, but 
occasionally there is a system worked 
out of beating our wire results. You 
might have a shortwave set in your car, 
or your pocket, that gave you the re
sults first so you could rush up and 
place your bet before our results were 
announced. I am not accusing you of 
anything; but before I accept your 
bets, you’ll have to go out to the park 
with me, and we can watch the results 
together. Naturally, my odds are bet
ter than the track’s.”

The little man nodded. “Very well, 
but I warn you again, Joe: I will win. 
I can’t lose; I can foretell the future.” 

Cardoza smiled his gold and ivory 
smile. “I appreciate that, Frank. It 
touches me, but I will take my 
chances.”

I listened to all of this silently and 
then I said: “I ’ve got some regulations 
of my own, Cardoza. We’ll all three 
stick together all of the time, even if
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one of us has to wash his hands; and 
if Ritter or Sullivan or any of your 
hoods try to harm my client, I ’ll shoot 
you. Not to kill but where it will hurt.”

The hoodlum put the inevitable cigar 
in the middle of his flashy grin. “I can 
see the three of us are going to get 
along fine.”

'T ’HE TRACK was a large scale re- 
production of the betting room but 

under open skies and the people were 
staring at a vacant oval of dirt instead 
of silent loudspeakers. The breeze was 
fresher but the jammed bodies were 
just as stale. We got in on the rail and 
Cardoza picked up a tout to run his 
own bets with the track.

I noticed Aldrich studying the form 
with a puzzled frown on his face. “This 
is odd. Jolly Boggs appears in my mind 
but Harlan’s Fix keeps blotting it out 
vaguely. But Jolly Boggs is much 
Stronger. I shall bet forty thousand on 
Jolly Boggs.”

Cardoza nodded mechanically. “Cov
ered. And ten grand on Harlan’s Fix 
with the track, Shakey.”

The tout jumped Kke a rabbit and 
disappeared. He would probably cut 
his mother’s throat for the money to 
buy a short beer, and he was carrying 
a quarter million of Cardoza’s money 
because Big Joe was too lazy to go the 
windows himself. But Shakey wouldn’t 
run away with it. He literally wouldn’t 
live a half hour and Shakey wanted to 
live. You can’t get drunk when you’re 
dead.

I leaned over the rail to watch the 
race. I t was Harlan’s Fix all the way, 
challenged briefly by Doc Barrett. Jol
ly Boggs seemed to start to make his 
move once or twice but faltered to come 
in third.

Shakey returned shortly after with 
the results of a hundred $100 tickets. 
I  philosophised moodily that I hadn’t 
even had a two-dk>llar bill riding on the 
nose.

Aldrich was staring at the racing 
form again. “This is impossible. I never

experience two variable probabilities ip 
ft row—yet Obvious Gangster keeps 
fading in over Bored Robert. Once 
again, though, I will bet on my strong
est impulse: Bored Robert.”

I was pretty well convinced that, my 
client was a hoaxer. I watched the race 
with relative boredom myself for Bored 
Robert, since I didn’t have any money 
on him. He took the lead early but 
his gait faltered as Harlan’s Fix had 
done. I leaned over the rail as he went 
past. There was something suspicious 
about both horses losing their stride. 
The jockey wasn’t pulling him in as 
far as I could tell but I wasn’t an ex
pert. Then I noticed the dazzling white 
Spot dancing across the horses’ nose.

Grabbing Aldrich’s arm, I dragged 
him through the crowd towards some- 
tiring I had seen only a little ways up 
the line. Somebody was using a mirror 
to blind the horses. Not just an or
dinary pocket mirror, but something 
like a highly polished optical lens mir
ror. The crowd parted reluctantly and 
Aldrich held back, but I shouldered 
through and got to my man.

My brother Johnny had the mirror 
Inside his hat, catching the sunlight and 
casting only a narrow beam into the 
eyes of the horse, I chopped my hand 
across the hat and it sailed off reveal
ing the thing that looked like a shallow 
glass dish.

I let my breath out, very so slowh- 
“This is how you’ve been paying off 
your gambling losses, huh, Johnny. 
Working for Cardoza. You said you 
were giving up the ponies after I paid 
off your account with Big Joe last 
time.”

Bored Robert thundered in first over 
the finish line as Johnny stood watch
ing me, a silent man in a world of peo
ple and noise. He was thin and not so 
tall as me. He was sharp, anyway you 
looked at him—just sharp enough to be 
stupid.

Johnny picked up his defiance from 
somewhere, maybe out of the thin 
brassy air. “I have to make a living,
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don’t I? I t’s easy for a big, muscle- 
bound guy like you to make the peanuts 
he need*. You haven’t  been in a sani
tarium for your lungs; you don’t have 
no taste for really good things.”

I started to hit him, because that’s 
all I knew to do. He had been getting 
into jams as long as I  could remember 
and I had to get Mm out, and I had 
to hit him to make him do what had 
to be done. But something stopped me. 
The fine optical mirror Johnny held 
exploded into dust in silence. I knew 
what that meant.

Aldrich looked surprized when I  
pushed him off his feet. I yelled, 
“Stand back. Give this man air.” I 
knew what the crowd would do. They 
gathered tight around us, murmuring a 
wordless chant of speculation and ex
citement. They got between the three 
of us and whoever was shooting at ui 
with a silencer.

CARDOZA smiled when we all re
joined him. “What was keeping 

you, Frank? Here’s your money.” He 
handed over a nine by twelve envelope 
of heavy yellow paper. “Three hundred 
thousand dollars. I wouldn’t count it 
here, though.”

Aldrich thanked him, and added, “I 
won’t be taking any more of your mon
ey, Joe. I have over a half million dol
lars now. It will satisfy my needs for 
the rest of my life.”

“However long that may be, huh?” 
Big Joe said. “Well, let’s celebrate the 
end of a pleasant relationship at the 
track restaurant.”

Nobody had mentioned Johnny, and 
Johnny hadn't spoken, but we all head
ed towards the restaurant.

“Aldrich,” I  said, “just for the sake 
of argument, do you know when you 
are going to die?”

He shook his head and it seemed he 
went a little pale. “No; I guess I have 
some kind of mental block against that. 
No one wants to know when they will 
die—so if I do receive the information 
by soma paranormal means, my con

scious mind refuses to accept the infor
mation of my subconscious.”

We entered the restaurant and were 
seated. I smoked a cigaret and studied 
Johnny’s face until we were served 
Cannibol-burgers and fruit drinks. I 
put my fork to the open face sandwich 
and thought about the state of civiliza
tion. I looked around at the others eat
ing theirs.

Aldrich was just cutting off his first 
bite, and I stopped him from taking it. 
I grabbed his wrist. “Look at that 
meat, Mr. Aldrich. It isn’t  beef, it’s 
pork sausage.”

“What, about it, Shamus?” Cardoza 
asked stiffly.

“I don’t believe in coincidence. Why 
did only Aldrich get a pork sandwich? 
Raw pork is dangerous to eat any time, 
and I ’ll bet you seen to it that this par
ticular pork was deadly—loaded with 
trichinosis germs. Trichinosis was often 
mistaken for Black Plague a few cen
turies ago; Aldrich would have been 
dead by tomorrow uoon if he had eaten 
that pork.”

Cardoza jumped up, red faced.. 
“That’s fantastic.”

Aldrich paled again, “Fantastic, but 
undoubtedly true. I see it now. I told 
you I wouldn’t take any more of your 
money, Mr. Cardoza, and you have 
reason to trust my word. Yet you went 
ahead in this attempt to kill me. You 
are no longer trying to scare me off 
with violence; you are determanded on 
killing me for revenge.”

Cardoza glared and said nothing.
Aldrich said, “Take me home, will 

you, Mr. Keller.”
Johnny had been trying to make 

himself small and inconspicuous. I laid 
my hand on Ms shoulder. “You’re com
ing with us, Kid.”

A LD RICH  had a furnished room 
over on the West side in an out of 

place, old-fashioned Brownstone, The 
single room was large and cluttered 
with many thing*. The furniture ia»
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eluded an iron bedstead, several tables, 
a number of chairs, stuffed and 
straight-back, and a shellacked wooden 
icebox. There was a look of decaying 
green and rust to the place. The one 
big window was covered with iron grill- 
work and there was a fireplace in one 
wall. The three of us stood in the sin
gle doorway.

The little man went into the room 
and sat down on the bed. “I ’m very 
tired,” he said, and lay down, putting 
the envelope with over a quarter million 
dollars in it on the night table.

I  picked up a straight-back chair 
and took it into the hall to sit it in 
front of the door. “Sit down there,” I 
told Johnny.

He sat down apprehensively. “What 
do you wrant me here for? I don’t have 
to help you earn your lousy little fees. 
If you had any sense, you’d be making 
real money.”

“And I ’d be sitting in the chair in
stead of you; you’re going to sit there 
until somebody shoots at you.”

Johnny started to get up with slow 
caution.

“Sit down or I ’ll knock you down,” 
I said. “You promised me to stay away 
from Cardoza after I bailed you out 
of a jam last time. You owe me some
thing.”

I went inside and closed the door all 
but a crack.

“What makes you think anybody is 
going to shoot me?” he asked tightly.

“Shoot at you. They shot that mirror 
out of your hands at the park, didn’t 
they? And I just figured out that a 
stray bullet from a gun equipped with 
a silencer must have been what caused 
a cab we had been riding in to crash. 
The slug must have hit one of the tires. 
But I don’t think the slugs will hit you. 
It’s a fallacy that professional gunmen 
don’t care how many murders—”

The bullet whined into the door jam 
and splinted the wood.

“Bryce!” Johnny half-screamed, 
half-whispered.

They were a little earlier than I had

expected. Ritter and Sullivan were try
ing to scare Johnny off, so they would 
have a clear field with Aldrich. Glanc
ing around the door frame I caught a 
glimpse of someone at the turn of the 
hall. Then he was gone.

“Stay hefe!” I told Johnny. “Keep 
Aldrich inside and anybody else out!”

Jerking out my .45, I ran down the 
hall. As I got to the turn, I slowed 
and suddenly threw myself around the 
corner. Something very hard crashed 
into my skull, something like a gun 
butt, and through summer lightening 
I sank into the lonely black cave of 
unconsciousness.

rvA Y LIG H T seeped back into my 
eyes and I dragged myself up the 

wall and flowed around the bend. I 
managed to reel back to Johnny and 
Aldrich’s door.

“What happened?” Johnny asked.
It seemed too stupid a question to 

answer. “No one went in while I was 
out—and I do mean out, don’t I . . .”

“No. Of course not. I stuck right 
here.”

I looked in to see if Aldrich was all 
right. He wasn’t; he was lying dead in 
front of a blazing fireplace.

I closed the door. “All right, Johnny. 
Did you kill him, or did you let Ritter 
or Sullivan or Cardoza in to do the 
job?”

Johnny licked his lips. “I’m telling 
you, Bryce, nobody went in there; ask 
Aldrich.”

I hit him. I always had to hit him to 
make him do the right thing, to get out 
of the messes he made. Only this time, 
I suddenly realized, there was no out if 
he was guilty. I had to give him the 
benefit of the doubt because I couldn’t 
accept my own brother as a murderer.

He looked up at me with blood on 
his mouth. “Big strong guy, aren’t you? 
You’ve never been in a sanitarium for 
your lungs.”

“Come on,” I said. I helped him up 
and we went inside.

The body was on the floor in front
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of the cheery fire on the hearth that 
made the room insufferably hot. There 
was a wound in his heart but no knife. 
I touched the spot and it was very 
wet.

“Where’s the knife?” I asked from 
where I knelt, without looking at John
ny.

“What knife?” He sounded guilty— 
but I remembered that he a l w a y s  
sounded guilty about everything, be
cause inside, he suspected he was guilty 
for everything.

“Don’t you see, Johnny?” I asked 
him. “You’ve got to be in on the mur
der if you’re lying to me about who 
came into this room; and you’re lying 
because there isn’t any way Aldrich 
could have been killed in this room.”

“Is that so?” Cardoza’s voice de
manded. “You two guys could have 
killed him together.”

I got up and turned to face Big Joe 
who stood in the doorway. “We didn’t, 
though, and I don’t really believe you 
think we did.”

There was defiance in his eyes for 
a moment, but Cardoza lowered his 
gaze. “Was he really killed in here with 
you two just outside? I t’s impossi
b le .. . like the way he could always 
pick a winner.”

I began to see something. “Maybe he 
decided to die.”

“You mean he took the pipe?” John
ny asked a little too eagerly.

I shook my head, keeping my atten
tion on Cardoza. “How can a man stab

, himself in the heart and then get rid of 
the weapon? No, it wasn’t like that. 
Aldrich knew Cardoza was going to kill 
him like he knew other things. He 
didn’t let him have the chance— this 
time.”

“What d’you mean—this time?” 
Cardoza demanded.

T SHRUGGED. “A man who can tell
the future and kill himself without 

a weapon might be able to do a lot 
, more. Maybe this is only one of his 
bodies; maybe he has another one that 
he went to, to wait until he can even 
the score. You hounded him to death, 
remember? You and your hoods. Or 
maybe he switched bodies with Johnny 
or me or one of your men. Maybe what 
you see there is the mortal remains of 
Sullivan, and Sullivan is really Aldrich 
just waiting to kill you.”

“I ’m getting out of here!” Cardoza 
shouted; “you’re nuts!”

I didn’t try to stop him.
“You’ll have that guy jumping at 

every shadow the rest of his life,” 
Johnny said.

“That,” I said, “is the idea—Al
drich’s idea.” I  crossed to the table 
where a quarter million dollars lay in 
a brown envelope. I took out five hun
dred for my fee.

“You were conning Cardoza, weren’t 
you?” he asked.

I pocketed the bills. “Yes. I think 
Aldrich really could see into the fu
ture—precognition, he called it. But 
his powers were limited; he couldn’t 
even foresee his own death. He killed 
himself because he knew Cardoza 
would eventually. He did it by natural 
means, but in a way to keep Big Joe 
wondering and worrying for the rest of 
his life.”

“How?”
I pointed. “What do you see over 

there?”
Johnny’s eyes widened. “An icebox. 

And where there’s an icebox, there’s an 
ice-pick.”

“You mean he stabbed himself in the
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heart, walked over to the icebox, lifted 
the lid, dropped the ice-pick in, closed 
the lid, walked over in front of the 
fireplace and laid down to die? After 
being stabbed in the heart?”

I knelt by the body and touched the 
wet spot over his heart. It was drying 
rapidly in front of the hot fire. “Al
drich’s chest is wet—but not with 
blood. A man hardly bleeds at all when 
he is stabbed in the heart. That wet
ness is water. Aldrich chipped off a 
piece of ice to razor sharpness and used 
it as a dagger, trusting the fire he had

built to melt it. It became in invisible 
weapon, an invisible death.” I stood up. 
‘Til let the police see if they can fig
ure it out. You can get out of here; 
they’d probably make it tough on 
you.”

“Thanks, Bryce,” he said with some
thing almost like affection.

“And stay out of trouble,” I said.
Johnny paused a second at the door. 

“After this, I will!”
But I didn’t think he would.

------- -----------  *  ------------------•

NO BURGLARS, PLEASE!
by E. E. Clement

Y OU AND the wife have just re
turned from a two weeks’ vaca
tion at the seashore. You open 

the door to your apartment, or house; 
you enter, and wife gives one loud 
scream. “We had burglars!”

You do a little quick checking. The 
gold wrist watch in the bureau drawer 
is missing; the sixty dollars you hid in 
the desk has vanished; and the bonds 
you hid under the mattress are no 
longer there. Every personal item of 
clothing has been thrown across the 
floor. Seems they checked every pos
sible hiding place for your valuables 
and found them-—even the two rings 
your wife hid in her shoes. Next you 
call the police and ask them to send 
over a detective. He listens to your 
story and seems amused when you say 
to him. “Aren’t you going to dust for 
fingerprints?”

There is nothing mysterious about 
the techniques the burglars used to dis
cover you weren’t at home, or the way 
they entered your place.

If you live in an apartment house, 
the “spotter” for the gang or the lone 
wolf peeps into the mail boxes during 
the summer. If he sees a stack of mail 
piled up inside, he assumes correctly 
that you are away. Or it may be a dead

give away if you post a notice. “Mail
man, don’t send me any second class 
mall or circulars.” If you go away for 
the weekend, be certain to inform the 
milkman and the newsboy. Otherwise 
the “spotter” may be making a quick 
routine check on each floor. He notices 
the bottles of milk outside your door, 
and also the collection of newspapers. 
How bright does he have to be to de
duce that you are away?

Many people who go away for a va
cation shut up every window, and pull 
down every window shade or Venetian 
blind. The “spotter” is making rounds 
of a neighborhood. He looks up to the 
second floor and watches that apart
ment. He comes back at night and rings 
the doorbell. No answer; that means 
you are away.

Now and then, you may find a per
son who passes on data about you to 
the burglar. The average person talks 
too much about himself in the presence 
of strangers. All you did was to boast 
to the local grocer.

“We took a cottage at the seashore 
for three weeks. We are going to leave 
this Sunday. See you when we come 
back.”

That meek little woman with the 
shopping bag took in every word. You 

[ T u r n  T o  Page  74]



J ACK KANE, of the Herald, got 
the first reporter’s break. He was 
the second to see the fast-stiffening 

body of Dan Hammerton, big shot 
gambler and bolita king, complete with 
private harem. The first to see the 
corpse was Dick Tate, ace bellhop and 
ice-water carrier. Dick had brought up 
the last mail to Hammerton’s room but 
his knock got no answer. He entered 
the room with his pass key. Hammer- 
ton was on the bedroom floor, of the 
three-room hotel suite, and he wasn’t 
playing marbles by himself. Fully 
dressed, hands outstretched almost 
straight from his body, Hammerton was 
cured of his insomnia for all time.

Beside the body was a .32 Colt. The 
bellhop rushed to the elevator and de
scended to the lobby. There he met 
Kane, and the two went back to the 
Hammerton suite.

“Look,” said Kane, “how about keep
ing your big mush shut for awhile? 
Here’s where I scoop the step-ins off 
Pete Rundell.”

Rundell covered Headquarters for 
the News. He was a quiet, efficient 
reporter—not the phoney type you see 
in the movies, TV, or hear on the radio. 
He was a six-footer, but had no pro
truding jaw. Not that his jaw denoted

Like most practical jokers, Jack 
Kane didn't appreciate a joke 
played on him—especially when 
it connected him with a killing.

effeminacy; those who got the wrong 
idea about his gentility, and got out of 
line, soon found themselves against a 
Dempsey right and a Marciano left.

Jack Kane was the opposite of Run
dell, especially in character. Even 
among his fellow reporters he was as 
popular as arsenic on caviar. His idea 
of a practical joke had once included 
phoning Rundell, disguising his voice, 
and telling him that the mayor had 
just committed suicide. This would 
have been pleasant news for most of the 
citizens, as His Honor was as popular 
as icebergs along Miami Beach during 
the tourist season.

Kane, back in the suite, stepped 
around the body of Hammerton as if it 
was about to explode. He had sense 
enough not to touch it or anything in 
the vicinity. If he had, and Capt. 
Chester Eldredge, head of the Homicide 
Bureau, learned about it, Kane would 
have been tossed through a window.

Evidently Hammerton had been shot 
through the heart. If the motive was 
robbery, somebody overlooked the 
three-caret diamond ring still on his 
middle finger. Thick, coagulated blood, 
smeared his white shirt and part of the 
heavy, blue-green carpet.

65
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“Looks like suicide,” said the bell
hop.

“Nuts,” said Kane. “This bum was 
knocked of. How long has he been stop, 
ping at the Lowndes Hotel?”

“About all winter. Went to the 
Hialeah and Tropical tracks every day. 
A swell ginzo, if you ask me; his idea 
of a tip was another guest’s idea of a 
week’s rent.”

“Did he have a lot of dames come up 
to his suite?”

“Sure; he had a keen eye for a doll, 
and he had plenty,” said Dick.

“Do you recall the last dame who 
paid him a visit?”

“Yeah; about 9 last night. Boy, she 
had more curves than a Coney Island 
scenic railway. You take Marilyn Mon
roe, and I ’ll settle for her.”

“Can you describe her?”
“You should know.”
“What do you mean, I  should 

know?”
“I mean,” grinned Dick Tate,” that 

she is the same baby I been seeing you 
around with for the last two months.”

Dick must have meant Mabel Mc
Coy, and Jack Kane knew it—and also 
}ier. She was one of the telephone 
operators at the Herald. The fact that 
Dick knew about this affair—which 
Kane imagined was positively clandes
tine—made him wonder how many 
others knew about it. But not his wife, 
he hoped. And then another angle sup
planted his first worry, viz.-—she must 
have been lying to him when she said 
she was going to her mother for the 
night! Why, the two-timing little bum!

Kane forgot to remind himself that 
he in turn, had told Mabel McCoy that 
he was going to go home and catch up 
with some reading. Instead, he went to 
the Toy Coy Club— a strip joint—and 
got home four sheets in the wind, the 
breeze being alcoholic.
I fA N E ’S ATTENTION was attract- 
^  ed to the large front window. In 
the center was a big cage, and in it 
mi aristocratic-looking parrot. “Doe*

that thing say anything?” he asked 
the bellhop.

“I ’ll say he can; you should listen to 
the little rascal some time.”

An idea popped into Kane’s head. It 
came from seeing a recent movie, which 
proves the idea could not have been 
too hot or original. In the Hollywood 
hashish, a parrot had squawked the 
name of the killer, and thus solved the 
case. If this gag worked in real life, 
every police department, including the 
FBI and Scotland Yard, would have a 
dozen parrots on the staff.

“Listen, Dick,” said Kane, “would 
you be interested in an easy buck? All 
you have to do is keep your mug shut 
and go blind.”

“For a buck, I ain’t even been in the 
hotel for weeks. What’s the lowdown?”

“I want you to sneak this bird down 
in the hotel cellar, and hide it near the 
boilers. I ’ll drop down later and sneak 
it out the garbage entrance. When the 
dumb wonders from police headquarters 
come around, and you can bet they will, 
you know nothing from zero. Right?”

“Right.” He unhooked the cage from 
the stand.

“What’s hot for today?” squawked 
the bird.

“What did he say?” asked Kane.
“You mean you didn’t get it?” de

manded Dick. “Hell, he speaks as good 
as we do! ”

“Play ’em across the board!” went 
on the parrot.

“Looks like a flock of race track 
guys hung around here,” figured Kane. 
“O.K., take him down to the cellar, 
and don't forget you are deaf, dumb 
and blind.”

“Yeah,” grinned Dick, “make like 
I ’m a reporter for the News; hey?”

“Look; buster,” snorted Kane, 
“don’t confuse the News with the 
Herald. On the Herald, we all have to 
know how to read, and spell a little.”

Kane dialed Miami P.D. “Gimme 
Homicide,” he told the City of Miami 
operator.
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“Homicide, Eldredge speaking,” said 
a cultivated voice, belonging to Det, 
Chester Eldredge.

“Jack Kane. Would you be interested 
in a dead gambler in a hotel room?”

“If it’s a police reporter, named 
Kane,” said the captain, “I'd be de
lighted.”

“He looks like a dumb cop,” said 
Kane, “only his feet ain’t quite big 
enough. I ’m calling from Suite B, 
Hotel Lowndes. The late departed is 
resting quietly less than a foot from 
where I am.”

“If you dare touch anything, you 
mullethead, I ’ll toss you headfirst into 
the can. How come you got there first?”

“Intuition,” laughed Kane. “Some
thing all cops need, but don’t have.”

\W H IL E  KANE waited for Captain 
”  Eldredge to reach the scene, he 

phoned Rundell. “How’s everything, 
Rip Van Winkle? And I ’m sorry I 
woke you up.”

“What’s the purpose of the call, 
Kane?” asked Rundell.

“Oh, not much; just thought you and 
your blatter might be interested in a 
brand new, fresh-off-the-gun murder. 
For the full and complete details, you 
can read all about it in the Herald.”

“Thanks,” said Rundell. “May I ask 
where you are phoning from?”

“Hotel Lowndes, Suite B. As to the 
scene, the deceased is staring at me out 
of his right eye. He’s kind of a nosy 
stiff; don’t you think?”

“I ’ll drop around,” said Rundell.
Shortly after, Pete Rundell entered 

the gaudy lobby of the hotel. External
ly, everything appeared quiet and nor
mal—at least for a hotel that catered 
to the racetrack tourist trade. Any guy, 
standing or sitting, who did not have a 
tip sheet or one of the racing rags in 
his hand, was considered a strange 
character.

Rundell asked the desk clerk, a bizo 
named ('albert Front—appropriate
name for a hotel clerk—informed the

News man that he would rather not 
discuss the unpleasantness in Suite B. 
I t was Mr. Front’s experience, long and 
painful, that the closer he kept his 
mouth the wider open would be his job. 
He recalled, only last season, when a 
high-flyer named Blinky Dinky— 
known to police as Roscoe Timms—• 
was bounced off with a .38 in Room 
13, which was not his lucky number. 
He had told the police and reporters all 
he knew about the matter, while the 
manager was out of town; and when the 
manager read the juicy details in the 
papers, Mr, Calbert Front had to keep 
cotton in his ears for a week.

The Hotel Lowndes was beginning to 
get a rather sour reputation, and it 
yearned for a sweet one. Could the 
management help it if a flock of 
floopies used his joint to add dividends 
to the undertaker’s business? Did 
people expect them to mug and finger
print all guests before they permitted 
them to register? Hell—if they ever 
passed such a law, at least half of the 
Miami Beach hotels would be empty.

Pete Rundell took the elevator to 
Suite B. Captain Eldredge, head of 
Homicide, along with his aides, Det. Irv 
Whitman and Det. George Spell, were 
checking the scene. Jack Kane was tell
ing the officers all he wanted them to 
know, which was none too much. He 
also was good enough to give them ad
vice on how to work on the case—which 
information he got directly from 
movies, TV and radio murder plays. 
Eldredge, however, did not care for 
any knowledge Kane may have in the 
detectival line, since his department 
had led the entire nation in 1954 in the 
solution of murders, i.e., 26 out of 26.

“I have no doubt that this mug was 
wiped out,” Kane was saying, most
ly to himself, as no one w-as listening if 
they could help it,

“Then we might as well go home and 
let this news eagle take care of things,” 
said Irv Whitman.

“Mr. Kane should know,” said Cap*
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tain Eldredge. “He knows everything 
else.”

JUST THEN, Frank Mullady, of the 
ID Bureau, raised himself from the 

body of Hammerton, and said, “Good 
marksmanship. Straight through the 
heart. Davy Crockett couldn’t have 
done better, even with Walt Disney 
making the picture.”

“See if you can get the maid who 
takes care of the department,” said 
the captain to Whitman. “She might 
know something.”

“If she knew anything,” cracked 
Kane, “why in hell should she be a 
maid?”

Her name was Mary McCracken, 
and she was toil-worn and wrinkles 
creased her forehead and hands.

“Did you see Mr. Hammerton 
often?” asked Eldredge.

“Yes, sir. Yes, indeed, I did. Practi
cally all the time he was a guest here; 
and I must say he was one fine gentle
man.”

“Did you happen to hear a shot, or 
any extraordinary noise?” asked Whit
man.

“No, sir; not a sound. Poor Mr. 
Hammerton, and him tipping every 
time he looked at me.”

“Imagine what Marilyn Monroe 
would get!” snorted Kane.

“Shut up,” said the captain, and he 
meant it.

Pete Rundell never said a word, and 
so the boys liked Pete. While the quizz 
was going on, Rundell looked around 
the suite, without getting in the way of 
the officers. There were three rooms, 
sitting or living room, bedroom, and 
kitchenette. Pete went to the bedroom 
clothes closet, unobserved by Kane, and 
found ten suits, expensive suits, and 
one fancy vest hanging on the crossbar. 
The vest belonged to the suit that 
Hammerton was now wearing.

Sticking out of one of the vest 
pockets Rundell saw a small slip of 
paper. He removed it, read it, and

smiled briefly. Then he put it in his 
pants pockets and rejoined the group 
in the sitting room.

“How’s it look, Captain Eldredge?” 
he asked the homicide chief.

“This lipstick,” said Whitman to no 
one in particular, “indicates that a 
woman was mixed up in this some 
place.

“Nice deduction,” laughed Kane. 
“How about looking in my BVD’s and 
seeing if you can find her name? By 
the way, where did you find the lip
stick?”

“Where the hell do you think I found 
it—down the lavatory drain? You get 
in my hair.”

“Which one?” grinned Spell.
Kane was wondering how he had 

missed the lipstick. He had sniffed 
around everything else—which is strict
ly against police rules and regulations, 
regardless of what you read, hear, or 
see on TV and radio. So when you see 
it done in the movies, demand your 
money back.

Pete Rundell started to leave, as 
quietly as he had entered.

“Where you headed, scoop boy?” 
demanded Kane.

“Maybe out for some fresh air,” said 
Pete.

A S  PETE was half through the en- 
trance, Mabel McCoy, breathless 

and excited, brushed past him and into 
the apartment. Mabel was not what the 
tabloids call “attractive” or “beautiful.” 
Such blatters have those two words 
always handy in standing type, and just 
toss them in when any old bag gets in 
the news.

“Oh, Jack,” said Mabel. “I need vour 
help!”

For a long moment, Kane was silent. 
Fright, wonderment and anger played 
across his puffy face. “So you’re in the 
middle of this, are you?” he finally 
said, and sarcasm dripped like Ni
agara Falls off each word.

“Certainly not!” she shot back. “All
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I did was to deliver a message to Mr, 
Hammerton last night.”

“Who gave you this message?” asked 
Captain Eldredge.

“Pete Rundell, of the News,” said 
Mabel.

The face of Kane went passed red 
and began to technicolor. “Well, I ’ll be 
double damned! So you’re not only a 
two-timer, you admit you are a three- 
timer. And what did this guy, Ham
merton, mean to you?”

“Absolutely nothing. Not a thing in 
this world.”

“What about giving me a standoff 
last night, and then meeting Pete Run
dell?” roared on Kane. While this ex
change of courtesies was going on, the 
homicide officers looked at each other, 
with a single expression on their faces, 
viz., “What are these persons doing 
here?”

“It was by mere chance that I met 
Mr. Rundell,” said Mabel. “He asked 
me if I would care to do him a favor, 
and I said I would be glad to.”

“You dames are all the same,” 
snorted Kane. “You would double-cross 
anybody, if you could gain something 
for yourselves.”

“I told you I was going right home, 
and I was—until I met Mr. Rundell. 
Besides, what right have you to ques
tion me? I ’m not married to you!”

. “That’s a break for me,” sneered 
Kane. Turning to Captain Eldredge, 
he said, “How about asking this babe 
and Rundell what they know about 
Hammerton’s death?”

“I don’t know what the man is talk
ing about,” said Rundell, “and I doubt 
if he does. But if Kane is referring to 
the note I asked Miss McCoy to deliver 
to Mr. Hammerton, why, I can explain 
that easy.”

“Explain it,” said Kane.
“I had been trying to contact Ham

merton on the phone for a day or two 
without any luck. So I decided to write 
a note and then sent it to his suite by 
messenger. I chanced to meet Miss

McCoy, and since he was going in 
that direction, she was gracious enough 
to say she would deliver it for me, Do 
I have to hide behind the Fifth Amend
ment for a little innocent thing like 
that?”

“Was there anything between you 
and Hammerton?” asked Kane. Cap
tain Eldredge walked over to Kane, and 
said, “Since when did you join the 
Homicide Bureau? I ’ll do the inter
rogating here, and you can shut up—or 
get tossed out.”

“I’m just trying to help you,” said 
Kane.

“You can help us,” sniffed Detec
tive Whitman, “by jumping out the 
window.”

“Was Hammerton a personal friend 
of yours, Rundell?” asked Eldredge.

“I never met the man in my life, 
although I had heard about him. As 
you all know, he was quite a character 
in sporting and gambling circles. The 
truth is, I do a little magazine writing 
aside from my newspaper work; I  
wanted to contact him to see if I could 
get his life story, and make an article 
from it. And that is all my note was 
about.”

“Sounds reasonable and logical to 
me,” said Detective George Spell, his 
big black-brown eyes giving Kane a 
sniffy look.

“You and Rundell sleep together?” 
demanded Kane.

Spell walked over in front of Kane, 
doubled his right fist, and said, “Look, 
clunkhead, you can get away with this 
butting-in via fiction on the radio, 
movies and TV, but in real life, it 
doesn’t work. If Captain Eldredge 
wasn’t a gentleman, he’d have you 
thrown out of the place.”

“Oh, let the half-ape alone,” laughed 
the captain. “In this homicide racket 
I like a little comedy relief, and Kane 
can always be depended on to supply 
it.” Then, turning toward the maid and 
the rest, he added, “I must aak all of
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you to be in my office, third floor at 
headquarters, tomorrow morning at 
9:30 A.M. Meantime, you are all re
leased on your own honor until that 
time.”

O E T E  RUNDELL was the first to 
leave the suite. He caught an eleva

tor just as it was leaving the floor, and 
beat the others down. He ran into Dick 
Tate in the lobby. The little bellhop 
liked Pete, and the quiet reporter 
respected Dick.

“Boy, have I got some hot stuff for 
you!” whispered Dick, leading Run- 
dell to one side of the lobby. Pete fol
lowed the bellhop behind a set of artifi
cial palm trees, which looked better 
than the real ones.

“Listen,” began Dick, “ for the first 
time in my life I am going to be a 
double-crosser, I figure this way—when 
you are dealing with a wrongo guy, 
you gotta beat the bum to the punch.” 

“So?” asked Rundell.
“So Jack Kane gives me a whole 

buck—which may be counterfeit for 
all I know, like him. Anyway, he pays 
me to take a parrot that was in Ham- 
merton’s suite down to the basement, 
and not tell anybody, specially the 
police.”

“You should know better than to 
fool with police evidence,” warned 
Pete.

“Yeah, I know; but I had you in 
mind, see; and I know you will make 
everything come out okay.”

“Let’s get down to business,” said 
Rundell. “For two bucks, you will for
get the one buck; right?”

Dick Tate looked pained, hurt and 
altogether offended.

“Is that ail you think of me, Pete?” 
he demanded. “Why, you know I 
wouldn’t take a C-note from you. Be
sides, can’t a guy do a favor once in 
awhile, without getting cash for it? If 
you ask me, that’s what the hell is the 
trouble with this commercialized world. 
If I  was Eisenhower—”

“Okay, Dick,” grinned the reporter. 
“I apologize. Now, wliat’s it all about?”

“Just sneak down in the basement,” 
said Dick, “and look around the boiler 
room. You will see a parrot. The rest 
is up to you.”

Less than a hour later, Pete Rundell 
was noseying around the apartment 
where Jack Kane lived with his wife. 
She was out, being employed as a night 
telephone operator. The door was un
locked, one of Kane’s major habits; 
moonlight flooded through the living- 
room windows.

Pete wanted that parrot, and badly. 
When he had failed to find it in the 
hotel basement, he put two and two 
together and made Jack Kane. But if 
the parrot was not there, then Pete’s 
somewhat screwy idea was down the 
wet drain. The bright moonlight gave 
him good sight in every part of the 
apartment. He began to think his 
search was fruitless, when a welcome 
sound came from under the bed.

‘'Play Marie Antoinette to win!” 
squawked the bird. Pete, startled at the 
sudden sound breaking the stillness, 
recovered and yanked the cage and bird 
out from under the beck Next, he got 
a small white doth from the table and 
covered the cage. Obviously the parrot 
did not care for the restricted view; 
it began to recite sailor-and-marine 
words, with a touch of the army for 
a chaser.

“Oh, I’m a son-of-a-xvitch and I  got 
the itch!” remarked the bird. Putting 
the cage under his arm, Pete hoped the 
little bum would keep quiet, at least 
until he got out of the house. The par
rot, for reasons only known to himself, 
kept super-mum until he got halfway 
down the block.

F> UNDELL REACHED the corner, 
^  found a taxi driver who was not 
only awake, but also half-sober, and 
gave directions to drive to the Tropic 
Pet Shop, which stayed open until mid
night. “Okay, pal,” said the driver.
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“Jm l another dog!" remarked the 
parrot, from under the cover. The 
driver, feeling assured that he was be
ing insulted by a fresh passenger, was 
about to work his temper into high 
gear, when Pete pacified him.

“Pay no attention to my little 
friend,” laughed Rundell. “He was 
owned by a racetrack man, and he’s 
just reciting some track jargon he’s 
heard. I have named him Silent Sam, 
because he’s always belching about 
something.”

Pete raised the white covering and 
gave the driver a peek.

“Cute little louse, ain’t he?” said 
the driver. “He kin speak real English, 
can’t he?”

The cab came in front of the pet 
shop. Just as Pete was paying the taxi 
trooper, a shapely brunette—a Marilyn 
Monroe in reverse—came wiggling 
down the street.

“Just a dhne-a-doztn filly!” said the 
parrot, much to Rundell’s embarass- 
ment. The young lady, belonging to the 
Miss America class, stopped as if hit 
with a club, and glared at Pete. He 
did not pause to hear her forth-coming 
lecture but dashed into the shop.

“I wonder if you have a parrot in 
stock that will match my little pal, 
here,” he asked the slick-haired clerk. 
The clerk gazed at the bird in the 
manner of Henry the Eighth looking 
down on a peasant.

“Naturally,” said the pet patootie, 
with his best snooty-snotty eye-brow 
raise. “It is the most common variety 
extant. In fact, I might say they are 
a drug on the market. Right now we 
must have at least ten in stock.”

“Boy, what a bum!” squawked the 
parrot.

“Is it possible that this common bird 
is referring to me?” demanded the 
clerk.

“Oh, no,” said Pete.” He belonged 
to a racetrack fellow, and just picked 
up the racing terms.”

“You can see that his owner was

highly cultured and genteel,” sniffed 
the clerk.

“I would like to board him here for 
a few days,” said Pete, “and in his 
place, I ’d like to rent one for the same 
period. I am fully aware that it sounds 
a bit strange—perhaps silly—but I 
have good personal reasons.”

“I—er think it can be arranged,” said 
the clerk.

“What a dogl” remarked the bird, as 
Rundell paid the clerk.

“More horse talk,” grinned Pete.
“I ’m sure he was not referring to 

me,” sniffed the clerk.
“Don’t bet on it!"  yooped the par

rot.
The clerk decided he was in bad 

company, went to the rear of the store 
and returned to Rundell with a twin 
to the Hammerton squawker.

Pete gave the taxi trooper his homo 
address and, after arrival, spent half 
the night teaching the parrot to squawk 
tasty words. The words were potent 
and important. When he finally heard 
the bird repeat them, he grinned imp
ishly.

So far, his luck was good; but he 
wondered if it would hold up. He knew 
he had to get the substitute bird into 
Jack Kane’s apartment, and back un
der the bed. He figured that Kane 
would not be at home, knowing that 
Jack would stay away from the apart
ment two and three days at a time, de
pending on the blonde or brunette dish 
he had intrigued.

The Kane apartment was as dark as 
the inside of an eightball. Taking no 
risks, Pete listened at the door, won
dering if Kane was out or maybe 
asleep, drunk or sober. No sounds of 
snoring came from the bedroom. Run
dell rubber-soled in and placed the 
bird under the bed. His luck going out 
was good, and he took a bus home.

KTEXT MORNING, all appeared in
'th e  interrogation room of Captain 

Eldredge. The captain ordered Detec
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tive Spell to take them down to the ID 
Bureau, where Frank Mullady and 
Alex Russak took their prints. This was 
done to check against the prints raised 
in the Hammerton suite. The mugging 
and printing gave Jack Kane a kick; 
he had a sense of humor like a starved 
tomcat at a convention of mice.

After checking the prints against the 
gun, Frank Mullady turned to Eldredge 
and stated, “There are three classifica
tions of prints on this gun. None of 
them match any one now present.”

“Did you ever touch this gun?” 
asked Captain Eldredge, to Kane.

“You kidding?” demanded the hot- 
shot reporter. “You know I would nev
er touch anything like that.”

(If no one was looking, he’d touch 
the gold horde in Fort Knox).

“He only touches bottles, marked 
100 proof,” said Detective Whitman.

Kane ignored Whitman’s bon mot, 
and said to Eldredge, “Isn’t somebody 
going to ask Mabel McCoy what she 
was doing in Hammerton’s apartment, 
or would that be too personal?”

“I have told the truth,” said Miss 
McCoy, “but the mind of some persons 
is so muddy that they can’t tell when 
the clear truth flows in.”

“How do the officers know that you 
and Pete Rundell have not been work
ing some kind of smoocher with Ham
merton?” asked Kane.

“Gentlemen,” said Rundell, quietly, 
“I think this rudeness to Miss McCoy 
has gone far enough.”

“Continue,” sniffed Kane. “Your 
knight-in-armor act is beginning to 
make me ill. Was Sir Walter Raleigh 
an ancestor of yours?”

“I think now is the time for some
one to confess,” said Whitman.

“Don’t tell me that you are about to 
confess that you killed Hammerton 
over Miss McCoy!” said Kane.

“If I should ever be stupid enough 
to kill any one,” replied Whitman, “I 
imagine you will be Public Victim No. 
1.”

“I ’ve had enough of this Jackie 
Gleason and Burns and Allen liver- 
wurst, ladies and gentlemen,” said El
dredge. “I want facts, minus the fan
cies.”

Kane strutted around the Bureau as 
if he had an ace in the hole. Make it 
three holes, two of them in his head. 
“Well, boys,” he finally said, “I guess 
I have kept you in suspense long 
enough. I now wish to announce that I 
have Clue No. 1 in my apartment. If 
you come with me, I will prove it.” 

“Listen,” said Detective George 
Spell, “who in hell gave you permission 
to remove clues?”

“I just wanted to assist you guys,” 
said Kane. “How ungrateful can you 
get!”

T^IFTEEN minutes later two black 
detective cars pulled up in front of 

Kane’s residence. The reporter led the 
men and Miss McCoy into his apart
ment. His ace in the hole, of course, was 
the parrot. He had the weird notion 
that the bird would talk sooner or later, 
and thus divulge the killer of Hammer
ton. This is standard plot No. 2346 X in 
fiction, and if it worked in books, ra
dio and TV, why in hell wouldn’t it 
work in reality? There are at least 500 
reasons why it won’t work, but that’s 
another story, not this one.

With a grand gesture Kane lifted the 
bedspread and yanked out the bird.

“Here you see the key to the mys
tery,” he announced. “Why? Because 
this parrot was in the room when Ham
merton was murdered!”

“For all we know,” said Eldredge, 
“so was you.”

The bird flipped its clipped wings 
and tried to make a few squawks, all 
sound and fury, signifying rage.

“What is this thing supposed to do,” 
asked Detective Whitman, “give a lec
ture on Crime and Punishment?”

“If you are playing a joke on me,” 
warned Eldredge, “it’s going to be a 
boomerang.” Just then the parrot be
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gan to agitate its wings and flap around 
the cage.

“Stop. Jack; stop! Don’t kill me, 
Jack'.”

The parrot’s unexpected words 
caused all present to mold into wax- 
works models. The chief statue was 
Jack Kane.

“Well ” said Whitman, “what are we 
waiting for?”

Kane’s fat face changed from deep 
crimson to shallow technicolor. “Gentle
men; gentlemen!” he said. “This I 
don’t understand, I ’m not the Jack he 
means. Maybe it’s the name of a 
horse.”

“With two legs,” said Whitman. 
“What about it, captain?”

“He’ll do until a better suspect 
comes along.” agreed Eldredge.
W ^ E  NOW TAKE you to the city 

jail for a view of one Jack Kane. 
You will note that he is very unhappy, 
and does not seem to care for his fel
low guests—namely, six drunks, five 
pickpockets, and one alleged pimp. 
During the first hour of incarceration 
Mr. Kane threatened to wire Congress, 
the Supreme Court of the United 
States, with a few words tossed off in 
the direction of President Eisenhower. 
In short, the reporter was irked, an
noyed, enraged and altogether in a 
state of severe shock. Nothing like this 
could ever possibly happen to him—* 
and it did.

When his own newspaper published 
a full report of the affair, he began to 
sue in millions—especially in his mind. 
Had the world gone nuts? Jack Kane, 
star reporter, held in jail on suspicion 
of murder! He began to wonder if 
nightmares came in the daytime.

Comes 3 P.M. the next day. Det. 
Lieut. Tom Lipe wTent to the cell block 
and opened the door. “Okay, Jack,” 
said Lipe, “Take a walk—meaning get 
the hell out of here.”

The item that released him was the 
story in the News, under the by-line 
of Pete Rundell. The headline for the

story read: DAN IIA M M  ER TON 
WAS NOT M URDERED!

In the report Rundell, for the first 
time, printed the note he had found in 
Hammerton’s vest pocket. Take a 
peek:

Blame no one for my death but Dan 
Hammerton. That’s me, public chump 
for the ages. In a long, wasted life, I  
have learned a jew things the hard way. 
I  have been a gambler all my days. I 
gambled in women, and I lost; I gam
bled in horses, and I lost; I  gambled 
in booze, and it was my greatest loss. I 
have no regrets. /  want my body cre
mated. Goodbye, my friends— if any.

That same night Kane came into 
Headquarters his same, old cocksure 
self. At least, he put on a great act of 
being calm and collected. “Hell,” he 
said to the boys: “I knew all the time 
it was a little joke. I just went along 
with the gag.”

“Sure,” said Detective Whitman, 
“but I noticed you forgot to laugh.”

Pete Rundell looked up Mabel Mc
Coy early the next morning.

“When time interferes with ro
mance,” smiled Pete, “it hasn’t got a 
chance. Follow me, lady.”

The marriage license bureau was on 
the seventh floor of the court house, 
directly across from Headquarters. 
Over the main entrance hangs two con
flicting signs, viz., Marriage and Hunt
ing Licenses.

Two women clerks and a balding 
male looked up when Pete and Mabel 
entered.

“Who’s the two that are going to be 
married?” asked Mabel. “I don’t see 
any one here, and you told me to come 
along and see somebody married, 
didn’t you?”

“Calm down, Sugar Plum,” said 
Pete. “You’re a big girl now and you 
know that, before we get married, we 
must get a license.”

“Well!” said Mabel, and she de
cided to sit down before she fell down.

------------------  *  —---------------
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NO BURGLARS, PLEASE!
( C o n tin u e d  F rom  P a g e  64)

don’t know her but she knows you. 
She also knows about the fur coat you 
bought; the new ring your husband 
gave you; and the six suits you bought 
last month. She passes on the informa
tion to her third cousin for ten percent. 
He’ll ring your phone. If there is no 
answer, he knows you aren’t at home. 
And perhaps the operator will say to 
him, “The number has been tempo
rarily discontinued.” He can take his 
time and be choosey while looting your 
apartment.

How will he enter? Some of these 
burglars use the celluloid strip trick, 
which requires a fine technique to move 
the works inside your lock. Some will 
even jimmy open the door. Or perhaps 
a fellow will climb up the fire escape. 
He places adhesive over the glass, hits 
it, puts his hand through, and opens the 
window lock. Or he may use a glass 
cutter. I know of one burglar who 
spent weeks in the public library study
ing about locks until he became an ex
pert. You’d be surprised how easy locks 
are to open once you know what makes 
them tick.
gp|X E TYPE of burglar is known as 

the “ruse” boy. He doesn’t care 
whether you are home or not. Actually 
he figures you will be home, wearing 
your pearls, rings, and your hubby has 
his cash with him. He rings your bell 
and says he is the “gas man” or the 
“phone man” or the “electrician.” You 
open the peephole and see a nice per
son outside. Then you open the door— 
and the fun begins, especially after he 
ties you and hubby up and he and his 
pal loot the place. He knows where you 
keep your items and exactly what you 
have. A ten percenter gave him the 
dope.

Don’t let anyone enter your place 
unless you have seen their credentials 
and checked them. First take a good 
look through the peephole so you get

the person’s features lined up. Ask for 
their credentials—have the caller hold 
them for you to see, then tell them to 
wait a moment. Call up the phone com
pany, the gas company, or even the 
store they claim to represent. Give 
name, number, and description; don’t 
be surprised if the bird has vanished 
when you return to the peephole.

Many women in apartment houses 
have picked up a bad habit. They visit 
the neighbors for a bit of gossip, or to 
help with the kids, and leave their door 
open. The “snatch” burglar goes 
around apartment houses trying doors. 
He enters when he finds one open and 
grabs for something in a hurry.

Always keep that door closed.
Since we are talking about precau

tions, here are a few more that you 
might use. Always keep a check list of 
the serial numbers on the different 
items in your house, such as the type
writer, the wrist watch, the electric egg- 
beater, or the portable radio. Keep this 
check list and your valuable stocks, 
bonds, and papers, in a safe deposit 
vault. Reduce your cash at home to a 
minimum. If you always pay with cash, 
it won’t take long for someone to figure 
out you must have it at home the day 
after payday. Use a checking account; 
it is cheaper in the long run. Take out a 
burglary police. It won’t stop the boys 
from entering, but at least it will com
pensate you financially for their visit 
and removal of your property.

When you go away to the country, 
Inform the neighbor below and to the 
side of you to keep their eyes open. 
You will return the same courtesy when 
they leave for their vacation. If you 
rig up a time clock to put on a lamp at 
night and off in the morning, then do 
so. And don’t blab too much about 
what you earn, wear, and do; after all, 
you don’t want burglars to visit you.

------- ----------  *  ------------------
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SMALL waiting room of

I  the Monahan Pass station of 
the Denver & White Horse 

Railroad was dim with the flickering 
light of an oil lamp that hung from the 
wooden ceiling. Behind the wire parti
tion, with its little wicket which was 
the ticket window, Arthur Sloane, the 
station agent, sat at his table, clicking 
the telegraph key. It was routine work; 
he would be finished in a moment. The 
last train for the night, now at nine 
o’clock, had gone down through the 
cut toward Denver, an hour away.

Outside, it was snowing. The great 
ragged, darkly purple mountains were 
obliterated. The gleaming rails of the 
single track were in places swept bare 
by the wind, with fleecy drifts piling 
against the walls of the cut. Sloane 
presently finished his dispatches. For a 
moment he sat listening to the howl of 
the wind as it lashed the lonely little 
frame building set here at the edge of 
the canyon where from the trestle the 
single track of the Denver & White 
Horse plunged into the cut. Then he 
rose, went to the window, wiped off its 
inner moisture and cupped his hands. 
The storm was increasing. By dawn, at

How could this masked bandit be 
doing Arthur Sloane a favor when 

he robbed the safe?

this rate they’d have to be sending 
through' a snowplow.

On Sloane’s table lay a small express 
package which the night train had just 
brought down from the bank at Kick
ing Horse. It was the currency for to
morrow’s payroll of the big foundry at 
Monahan Pass, a mile away. Eighty- 
five hundred dollars. Sloane took it 
now to the oldfashioned safe in the 
corner of his office, put it in, closed 
the door and twirled the knob.

Barring some emergency call from 
down the line, Sloane was finished for 
the night. The frame building here, 
with hardly a house within a mile of 
it, was Sloane’s home as well as the 
railway station. The small door beside 
his table was ajar. From down the in
ner hallway he could hear the momen
tary cry of his infant son; and the 
voices of Paula, his wife, and Elton
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Trask, her father, who lived with them.
Then Paula came to the doorway. 

“How’s it coming, Art? A b o u t  
through?”

He looked up from locking the safe. 
“Be in shortly. How’s father?”

T V E R  FACE clouded. “He’s pretty 
comfortable,” she said. A catch 

was in her voice. “I guess we’ll have to 
get used to what Dr. Greer says.” Her 
lowered tone was drab. “It won’t be 
much more than through the winter, 
Art.”

It would be her father’s last illness, 
that was obvious. They’d have to get 
used to it. He’d pull through this bron
chial condition probably; but another 
attack of the angina would finish 
h im .. . .  His thin, weak voice from 
the kitchen sounded now: “Paula, 
dear—”

She turned hastily away. Sloane 
went out through the wire door of the 

artition and began stoking the pot- 
ellied stove that stood in the waiting 

room. A crunch of footsteps sounded 
on the snowy platform; the door 
Opened; two men came in—men in 
high leather boots, heavy mackinaws 
and caps. The snow was heavy on 
them; they shook themselves like dogs.

“You the agent?” one of them said.
Sloane turned. The lamplight fell on 

the men. One was a big, rough-looking 
fellow, with iron-gray hair and a three- 
day stubble of whiskery growth. The 
other was younger; smaller. He stood 
huddled in his big coat, like a little 
weasel, sharp-nosed, with dark eyes 
peering,

“Closing for the night,” Sloane said. 
“Sorry. No train now till seven-thir
ty.”

The big man grinned. “We’re not 
passengers. Want to see you personal
ly. You’re Arthur Sloane? I ’m Tim 
Lambert. This is my friend Willie De 
Ford. Sit down, Sloane. We won’t have 
any trouble—you look like & smart 
fellow.”

That next half hour was a thing of 
horror for Sloane. With the little door 
that led into his living quarters closed, 
he sat in the waiting room listening to 
Lambert. The thing at first sounded 
incredible—old Elton Trask, Paula’s 
father, an escaped jailbird, under sen
tence for murder, with the law, for fif
teen years now, trying to find him! In
credible. But there were so many little 
things about Trask’s past which had 
puzzled Sloane. Things that Paula did 
not know, of course, because fifteen 
years ago she was a child. And when he 
had married her, two years ago, there 
had been his conversation with her 
mother who now was dead. He had 
never understood it—but now he 
d id .. , .

Numbly, Sloane listened to his visi
tors. “How do you know all this?” he 
demanded suddenly.

Lambert grinned. “Well, you see it 
was this way. A man named Torgenson 
got robbed, an’ in the excitement he 
got bumped off. Second-degree murder 
—an’ your father-in-law took the rap. 
His name was Peters then, an’ that’s 
his right name. You ask him.”

“I intend to,” Arthur said grimly.
Sloane was facing the closed door 

and the single little window of the 
waiting room. The window was a black 
rectangle, clouded with moisture. The 
sash had been down all evening, but it 
was up now to make just a narrow 
crack at the bottom. The tense Sloane 
and his companions did not notice it. 
Cold air was seeping in; but the wait
ing room was chill at best, and they did 
not notice the difference.

Nor could they see that out on the 
dark storm-swept platform a figure 
was crouching—the thick, bulky fig
ure of a man with the collar of his 
snow-covered coat up about his ears, 
his cap pulled low and the white of his 
face hidden by a purple mask; a sinis
ter figure, squat, with lumpy shoulders 
and long, powerful arms that dangled



THE FACE OF NEMESIS

as like an ape he crouched with an ear 
to the slit of the window.. . .

“Oh, I ’m going to ask my wife's fa
ther, all right,” Sloane was saying 
grimly. “Maybe he took the rap, as 
you call it—but he didn’t kill that 
Torgenson. You know you’re lying.”

The big Lambert shrugged.
“He sure did,” the weasel-faced lit

tle De Ford put in. “What the hell—he 
went to the pen.”

Lambert grinned. “The law says he 
did. That was fifteen years ago—we 
ain’t gonna try the case again, are we? 
The point is, Sloane—be reasonable 
now—let’s put the cards on the table. 
Willie an’ me—we happened to be in 
Denver a week ago. A little job which 
concerned an actress’ jewels. You had 
your wife’s father down there in Den
ver—”

“To a heart specialist,” Sloane said. 
“Go on.”

“Well, Willie an’ met—once we 
clapped eyes on him, we knew it was 
our old pal Peters. So naturally we in
vestigated. An’ you bein’ express agent 
here—there’s a payroll comes down 
from Kicking Horse once a week, don’t 
it?”

That payroll was here in the safe 
now. “So what?” Sloane said.

Again Lambert shrugged deprecat- 
ingly. “Peters is sick? That’s too bad. 
If you say so, we better not shock him. 
Your wife don’t know her father’s an 
escaped murderer? We better not tell 
her, Sloane.”

“We was plannin’,” De Ford put in, 
“that it was our dooty to inform the 
Denver authorities.”

"It could be done easy enough,” 
Lambert supplemented. “Just a un
signed letter—or a ’phone call. Just 
enough to start an investigation.” He 
produced a cigaret and lighted it. “Of 
course,” he added, “if you wanted to 
dig up say five or ten grand—”

“For blackmail?”
“For two of your father-in-law’s old 

pals who need it,” Lambert retorted. A

sudden rasp came into his voice. "Now 
listen, Sloane—we never pull a job 
without knowin’ what we’re doin’. That 
payroll comes here Friday afternoons. 
I t goes over to the Foundry, an’ gets 
paid out Saturday. Today’s Friday, so 
it must be over there now.”

At this mention of a payroll, the lis
tening ape-like figure at the window 
tensed, and his breath sucked in.

“And you were paymaster at the 
Foundry up to a year ago,” De Ford 
put in, “You know the inside lay of the 
place. You can get it, with us outside 
to handle the watchman.”

“You damn sure better had get it,” 
Lambert added. “From there or some
where else if you can think of a better 
place.”

T_JE GOT RID of them at last. They 
* didn’t know that today the money 

hadn’t come until the late train; that it 
was here in his safe now. As they rose 
from the bench and went to the door, 
the figure on the platform shifted 
backward and shambled away, lost in 
the snowy darkness. But it didn’t go 
far; just to a clump of crags beside the 
track, where again it crouched. .. .

When De Ford and Lambert had 
gone the shaking, numbed Sloane went 
in to his living quarters. The little safe 
in the corner of his office seemed leer
ing at him as he passed i t . . . .  Lambert 
and De Ford had said they would be 
back at midnight. He knew he couldn’t 
stall them. It was tonight, or never.. . .

The world seemed clattering down 
on him, Paula’s father—going back to 
jail, an escaped murderer. That would 
kill him, of course. And what would it 
do to Paula?

“Oh, hello Paula.” Would she no
tice that his voice was queer? “Father 
gone to bed yet? Look, I want to speak 
to him for a minute. Go in with the 
kid, will you, Paula?”

fT rHE OLD man was bundled up in 
■*- his dressing gown, seated in a ehair

n



T8 SMASMIM «  m m B C T lV E  ST O R H S

beside his bed. He wasn’t really old; 
only sixty-two. But his hair had al
ways been unnaturally gray, and now 
the horrible angina with its recurring 
attacks had wasted him so that he was 
a mere shell of a man, with pallid 
sunken cheeks and burning eyes. He 
looked seventy or eighty.

"Oh, hello Art. You worked late to
night.” He smiled wanly. No man could 
ever have had a better father-in-law. 
Sloane in these three years had come 
really to love him. Did Sloane dare ask 
him now? He had to ask him some
thing; had to verify that this damn
able thing so long buried in the past, 
was true. He made it as gentle as he 
could; nothing about Lambert and De 
Ford; just a hint that Paula’s mother 
had given him before she died, and was 
it true?

God, it was true all right. For that 
moment the terrified Sloane thought 
that Trask’s heart would kill him. 
What little color he had, drained from 
his face, so that his lips and his cheeks 
were like chalk.

"You—you know?” Trask mur
mured.

"Now Dad, don’t get excited. Of 
course I ’ve always known. I shouldn’t 
have mentioned it. Let’s forget it.”

But Trask was clinging to him, shak
ing. “I didn’t do it, Art. That murder 
—it was a fellow named De Ford, or 
Lambert—one or both of them that 
killed Torgenson. But I was there. I 
was the one got caught.”

And you couldn’t prove anything 
now, any more than fifteen years ago.

“Forget it, Dad,” the apprehensive 
Sloane repeated. "What of it? That’s 
all over and done with.”

But there was terror in Trask’s eyes. 
“Something’s come up, Art?”

"No. Of course not. Forget it.” 
"Paula’s mother would have told 

you. I never did anything against the 
law but just that once. Paula, just a 
little girl then—she was sick. And her 
mother was sick, needed an operation.

I—-I just went into that one thing. Just 
to rob Torgenson.”

Just once against the law. And fif
teen years hadn’t disposed of it.

"Paula doesn’t know?” Trask was 
murmuring.

“No, of course not,” Sloane assured 
him.

"Oh my God, if she ever did know. 
If she ever found out that her father— 
I ’ve tried so hard to be a good father to 
her.”

He went into a fit of coughing. His 
pleading eyes were tragic. And then he 
added: “I won’t be here—so very 
many weeks longer, Art. Don’t let her 
know, even after I ’m gone.”

Just one crime: a robbery that led 
to murder. You go against the law just 
once, and it wrecks your life.

"Paula won’t ever know,” Sloane 
promised grimly. “Forget it, Dad. I t ’s 
finished.”

The payroll that was here in Sloane’s 
sa fe .. he’d have to make the safe look 
as though it had been burglarized.. . 
just this one crime to try and hush up 
that other one of fifteen years ago. 
Sloane knew that he would have to do 
it.

"Forget it, Dad,” he repeated. 
“Paula won’t ever know. I promise.”

The sick old man’s tragic eyes were 
thanking him as he grinned and left 
the room.

T N I N E  o’clock 
that same evening 
down in Denver, 
thirty-eight m i l e s  
away, Detective-Ser
geant John Moor of 
the Denver Under
cover Squad sat fac
ing Commissioner 
R a n e e ,  with the 
Commissioner’s b i g 

flat-top desk between them.
“On that Doris Kent jewel rob
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bery,” Commissioner Ranee was say
ing, "Tve got a lead. You can take it 
for what you think it’s worth, Moor,”

“Let’s have it,” Moor responded. He 
was a big, bronzed handsome young 
fellow. In his dark cheviot suit he 
looked like a youthful business execu
tive. He smiled. “Lord knows, I need 
it on that one,” he added. “Sort of a 
blank wall, Commissioner.”

“What’s she like? You’ve questioned 
her pretty closely, of course?”

“When she could spare the time 
from being interviewed by reporters,” 
Moor said. He bit the end off a cigar 
and lighted it. “That’s about the hand
somest young woman you’d ever lay 
eyes on, Commissioner. Hollywood, her 
pictures, none of it does her justice. 
But even at that, you couldn’t exactly 
like her. Too damned conscious of her 
own beauty. Sort of a spoiled darling.”

“The robbery,” Ranee smiled, “is 
what concerns us. You think it’s on the 
level? Not just a publicity stunt? 
That’s an old gag, you know. ‘Famous 
motion picture beauty robbed of her 
jewels.’ ”

“She’s capitalizing on it, of course,” 
Moor agreed. “But I had a talk with 
her son. Kid of twelve—Alan Kent. A 
little curly-haired fellow, handsome as 
a little prince. He didn’t dream that he 
heard a noise and that somebody 
grabbed him in bed and damn near 
strangled him until he fainted. He’s 
not making it up, just to give his moth
er publicity.”

The gray-haired Commissioner nod
ded. “Well, why I sent for you, seems 
the parole board has a young fellow 
who figures now he’s going straight 
he’ll make himself into a Class-A de
tective.” The Commissioner grinned. 
“Sort of ‘crook to Commissioner in 
ten easy lessons.’ Anyway, this ambi
tious lad has been listening around. He 
claims that early tonight he overheard 
a couple of New York crooks—a Tim 
Lambert and a smallish, weazel-faced 
fellow, name unknown, mention the

Doris Kent jewel robbery as though 
they knew more about it than is legal. 
And, maybe more to the point, they 
seemed to be planning another job. 
Something about a foundry payroll. 
Anyway, our embryo detective fol
lowed them. They went to the Central 
Station, bought tickets for Monahan 
Pass—and took the seven-eighteen 
train.”

“Where, and what, is Monahan 
Pass?” Moor demanded.

The Commissioner spread a time ta
ble. “Thirty-eight miles up the Denver 
and White Horse. By what I under
stand it’s a couple of dozen houses, a 
railroad station a mile away—and a big 
stove foundry. .. . That was the last 
train up for the night.”

Moor stared out the window. The 
yellow-lighted Denver street was swirl
ing with snow. “I ’ll drive up now,” he 
said. “Lambert and somebody? Give 
me the best description you’ve got, 
Commissioner. Oughtn’t to be hard to 
bump into them in a little place like 
that. Thirty-eight miles? That isn’t 
much of a drive.”

O U T  IT  WAS, on a night like this.
For a few miles, Moor in his small 

sedan, followed a main highway. Then 
his route led him to a lonely, rocky 
road steeply ascending into the wild, 
ragged mountains. The storm every 
moment had been Increasing in vio
lence. Through the mountain passes 
the wind came in blasts. In places the 
rocky road was bare, slippery with 
ice; in others, fleecy drifts were piled 
high through which Moor ploughed in 
imminent danger of stalling.

He took it slowly, cautiously. And 
it was after midnight when he was ap
proaching his destination. There as yet 
had been no sign of Monahan Pass—• 
just a dim murky vista of purple white 
crags and the occasional abyss of the 
White Horse Canyon. Then he saw a 
light; a dim yellow shaft from a house 
window.
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It was the railway station. A trestle 
over the canyon presently wTas dis
closed, with the now almost obliterated 
single track passing the station and 
plunging into a ragged rocky cut. The 
road was steeply ascending from a side 
angle. And abruptly Moor’s overheat
ed engine, laboring with the car 
through a drift, coughed and gave up 
the struggle. The back wheels slipped 
and slid; the car finished in a two-foot 
ditch. Lugubriously, Detective-Ser
geant Moor climbed out and trudged 
on foot, with the swirling snow and the 
wind engulfing him. He could see the 
outlines of the little frame railway sta
tion; a bungalow, with the waiting 
room built onto its side. The living 
quarters were all dark. There was a 
small platform light, blurred by the 
falling snow, and a dim yellow shaft 
from a window that seemed to be in 
the waiting room.

Moor was perhaps fifty feet away, 
and ten feet below the track level when 
suddenly with a startled exclamation 
he checked his advance. Off to one 
side of the station, it seemed that a 
clump of snow-piled crags yielded a 
moving blob of figure. A man who 
had been lurking, watching? Moor’s 
advance seemed to have startled the 
watching shape. It straightened and 
scurried rapidly away—the thick fig
ure of a man, awkward on crooked legs, 
like a great shambling ape. In a mo
ment the storm-murk swallowed it.

Moor, for another interval stood 
quiet, with his hand in his overcoat 
pocket gripping the handle of his auto
matic. Then again he advanced. The 
snow-piled platform was scuffed with 
footsteps. Cautiously he went to the 
lighted window; peered in upon a sight 
so strange that he caught his breath 
with startled wonderment. And as he 
stared, puzzled, he was too absorbed 
to be aware that in the snowy blur be
hind him, the ape-like figure was ad
vancing.

- 3 -
T MIDNIGHT that
same night, w h i l e  
Detective - Sergeant 
Moor was still a mile 
or so away in his lit
tle car laboring up 
t h e  m o u n t a i n  
through the bliz
zard, Arthur Sloane 
rose quietly from 
bed. The house was 

dark, silent with only the heavy breath
ing of Paula’s father in the adjoining 
room, and the surge and whine of the 
wind as it lashed the snow against the 
windows.

Paula was asleep. Quietly Sloane put 
on slippers, and a dressing-gown over 
his pajamas.. .Then he went into the 
station. The empty waiting room was 
dim with the lamp which he had turned 
low. The waiting room doors, by the 
rules, were always unlocked. But the 
door of the heavy wire partition was 
fastened; the ticket window was closed.

Sloane closed the small door that led 
to his living quarters and knelt by the 
safe ...H is first crime, just this one. 
Lambert and DeFord would be here 
presently, with a faint whistle for a 
signal that would tell him to come out 
to them.. . Blackmailers. They’d be 
pleased to get the Foundry payroll so 
easily. They’d go away. But, in a week, 
or in a month or a year, wouldn’t they 
come back, with appetite whetted for 
more blood money? Sloane was no fool. 
He realized the futility of satisfying a 
blackmailer. But like so many other 
victims yielding to blackmail, he could 
see no other course. . . .  Old Elton 
Track’s tragic eyes here in the dark
ness seemed on him now, thanking 
h im ...

He laid the sealed package on the 
floor beside him, tumbled the other 
contents of the safe into a littered dis- 
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order, swung the big safe door closed 
with a click and twirled its knob. What 
other evidence had he best give of 
burglary? An expert cracksman might 
perhaps be supposed to have opened 
this old-fashioned lock without using 
force? Vaguely he had heard of such 
things—sensitive fingertips, or by lis
tening to the click of the tumblers.. .  
The thief would close the safe to post
pone discovery of the burglary. Th« 
wire cage-like door of the partition 
would have its lock forced. Sloane 
could do that now. . .

“Put your arms up. I can shoot 
through that grating easy enough.”

The low menacing voice stiffened 
Sloane. His arms went over his head. 
He turned with the dim expectation of 
seeing Lambert and his weazel-faced 
companion. But it wasn’t the black
mailers. Beyond the grating in the cen
ter of the waiting room the squat fig
ure of a man stood with leveled auto
matic—a man queerly misshapen so 
that even his great snow-covered over
coat could not hide his ape-like form. 
His heavy cap was pulled low; and 
under it, Sloane stared at a purple 
mask, with eyeholes through which the 
bandit’s eyes darkly glittered.

“Thanks,” the masked man added. 
“Don’t make any noise. If you should 
wake your family up it would be too 
bad for you—and them.” The purple 
mask covered his mouth so that his 
voice was muffled.

“What do you want?” Sloane de
manded softly. “Take that gun off me.
I ’m not armed.”

On thick bent legs the misshapen 
figure shambled forward. “Open this 
door.”

The automatic held level. Slowly 
Sloane stood up, with his dressing gown 
flapping around his bare ankles. De
spite his outward calm, his head w a3  

whirling. This package on the floor at 
his feet, to him was so much more 
than eighty-five hundred dollars of

Foundry payroll. . . His only chance t< 
buy off blackmailers.

“You want me to let you in?” Sloane 
heard himself murmuring.

The man in the purple mask laughed 
softly. “Good boy—how did you guess 
it?” But as the wire door swung in
ward, he did not move, just extended 
his gloved left hand.

“I ’ll take that package,” he added. 
Sloane stared into the little black 

round hole of the automatic’s muzzle 
from which death could so swiftly leap. 

“Package?”
“There on the floor—the one you 

just took from the safe.”
Slowly Sloane handed it over. 
“Thanks very much.” The masked 

figure stuck it under his arm and 
backed to the waiting room door. “I 
wouldn’t advise you to move—not ’till 
I ’m pretty well gone, anyway.”

The door clicked as he closed it. 
There was the dim sound of his scuf
fling, shambling footsteps as he has
tily crossed the platform and plunged 
off into the storm. . .

TT WAS perhaps ten minutes later 
when young Detective Sergeant 

Moor came up the snow-piled road 
from his stalled car. What the puzzled 
Moor saw through the waiting room 
window was a tall, handsome, haggard
faced young man in slippers and a 
dressing-gown flapping about his bare 
ankles, who was standing at the opened 
door of a cage-like wire partition, 
wrenching at the door-lock with a pair 
of pliers.. .

It was all the numbed, despairing, 
terrified Sloane could think of to do. 
Lambert and De Ford would come pres
ently. They wouldn’t believe his story 
of a man in a purple mask who already 
had made away with the payroll... 
There was nothing he could do to sat
isfy them . They’d carry out their 
threats unless he could stall them. He’d 
try. And whether he could or not, it 
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wouldn’t help Paula any for her hus
band as well as her father to go to jail. 
The simplest explanation to give the 
Sheriff of Monahan Pass was to leave 
evidence of burglary here. . .
A T THE sound of the waiting room 

door opening, Sioane stiffened, 
pliers in hand.

“Well,” Moor greeted. “What in 
Heaven’s name are you doing, young 
fellow?”

The room blurred before the 
numbed, terrified Sioane. Moor stood 
unbuttoning his overcoat, shaking it 
free of snow. But Sioane could not 
miss his keen appraising gaze, at the 
pliers, the broken doorlock and then at 
the closed door of the safe.

“Who—who are you?” Sioane de
manded; and as though with the pres
age of what was to come, his heart 
raced for the answer. Surely this alert
eyed man was no would-be passenger, 
strolling in here in the middle of the 
n ight.. . .  “We’re closed—no train till 
morning,” Sioane added.

The big man grinned. “You didn’t 
answer my question. What’s going on 
here?” He advanced to the open parti
tion door. Sioane, with his dressing 
gown wrapped around him, recoiled a 
little before this man who reached and 
tweaked at the broken door lock. The 
unconscious authority in his manner 
was obvious. . . .  Authority! The word 
leaped into Sloane’s thoughts with so 
great a premonition of horror that the 
whole dim scene of the waiting room 
interior blurred and swayed before his 
gaze. Had Lambert and De Ford al
ready made good their threats?...

“You’re the station agent?” the 
stranger was saying.

“Yes. I ’ve told you—”
“What’s your name?”
“Arthur Sioane. Look here, what do 

you think you are—I don’t like your 
tone—”

Terror is an unpredictable thing. 
Certainly Sioane was beyond conscious 
thought, with only the blurred instinct

to fight to keep his promise to the 
tragic eyes of Paula’s father___

“Well,” Moor was saying with a 
grim laugh, “maybe I arrived just in 
time. Stop stalling, young fellow. 
What’s going on here? Station agents 
don’t normally come down at midnight 
in their pajamas and smash door 
locks.”
nPHOUGHTS are instant things.

There wasn’t any way now that 
Sioane in the morning could tell the 
sheriff that burglars had broken this 
door. And the payroll, in Sloane’s keep
ing, was gone----- He’d be arrested,
jailed. The world seemed clattering 
around the numbed, blurred Sioane. 
Moor, with a grim, sarcastic smile, 
had moved back a few steps and was 
taking off his overcoat. He had taken 
his automatic from his overcoat pock
et, laid it momentarily on the bench 
beside him. The lapel of his inner jack
et caught in the overcoat as he drew 
it off. Sioane saw briefly the gleam of 
metal. . .  his police badge. . . .  The end 
of old Elton T rask .. . .  It was inevita
ble that in the whirling chaos of 
Sloane’s mind the conviction leaped 
that this policeman had come for 
Paula’s father.. . ,

“Seem to be a lot of things around 
here that need investigating,” Moor 
was saying. “Now then, young fel
low—”

Sioane flung the heavy pliers. He 
gave it no conscious thought; he was 
hardly aware that he had done it, save 
that within him there was a desperate 
urge to struggle against this clattering 
wreck of his little world. The pliers 
caught Moor a glancing blow on the 
side of the face and as he reeled back
ward, the raging Sioane was on him, 
snatching up the automatic.

“Now, damn you—you’re not going 
to do any investigating. The end of you 
now. Say your prayers—” Sioane was 
hardly conscious of his frenzied 
v o ice .,.. Just one crim e...the rob- 
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ing , s a n d in g , c h e m ic a ls . J u s t  p lu g  in to  a n y  110-120 
v o lts  AG o r  600 W a t ts  D C  o u tle t  a n d  a llo w  to  h e a t 
to  1200 d e g re e s  in less t h a n  tw o m in u te s . T h e n  p u t 
It to  w o rk  on in te r io r  o r  e x te r io r  r e g u la r  o r  I r r e g 
u la r  s u r fa c e s , like  w o o d w o rk , c la p b o a rd s , f lo o rs , 
c u p b o a rd s , d o o rs , f u r n i tu r e ,  b o a ts  a n d  see  i t  peel 
o f f  p a in t  lik e  m a g ic . C an  be u sed  fo r rem o v in g  w all 
p a p e r ,  p a in t  fro m  p la s te re d  w a lls , a s p h a l t  t i le  from  
flo o rs . H e a t in g  s u r f a c e  m e a s u re s  3x7 in c h e s . C o m 
p le te  w ith  8 fo o t U .L . a p p ro v e d  h e a t e r  co rd . O N L Y  
$11.98 p o s tp a id . I f  C .O .D ., send $2.00 d e p o s it , b a l 
a n c e  p lu s  p o s ta g e  c h a rg e s .

P U M P S  OUT 300 GALLONS
PER HOUR

D R A IN S  C E L L A R S ,  S W I M M I N G  
/ P O O L S .  F I S H  P O N D S .  B O A T S .  

E X C A V A T IO N S ,  W E L L - H O U S E S .  
... ................FLOOD AREAS. Lift, w a ter * feet

m : *'V-- Jf /  N ew  D R A IN M A S T E R  s o l v e s
y ° u r  flood  and  d ra in  p ro b le m s.
E n d s  b a c k -b re a k in g  b a ilin g  a n d  

h a n d -p u m p in g  jo b s . P u m p s  o u t all w a te r ,  r ig h t  
dow n to  f lo o r. O P E R A T E S  W IT H O U T  E L E C T R IC 
IT Y . J u s t  c o n n e c t D R A IN M A S T E R  b e tw e en  tw o  
le n g th s  of g a rd e n  h o se ; a t t a c h  one  end  to han d y  
fa u c e t ;  ru n  o th e r  en d  o u t o f  w indow  o r  to  d r a in - o f f  
a r e a .  T u rn  on fa u c e t a n d  w a tc h  D R A IN M A S T E R  
go  to  w o rk , p u m p in g  o u t 300 g a l lo n s  p e r  h o u r . M ade 
o f  l i fe tim e  b r a s s ;  no m o v in g  p a r t s  to  w e a r  o r  Jam . 

•Be re a d y  fo r  flood  em erg e n c y — o rd e r  now . R e m it 
o n ly  |2 .9 8  w ith  o rd e r  a n d  w e p a y  p o s ta g e . I f  
C .O .D , you  p a y  p o s ta g e .

O PEN S CLOGGED S IN K  
W ITH  ONE STRO KE
N ow  you c a n  do a w a y  w ith  c h e m i
c a ls  £ h a t  e a t a w a y  p ip e s , ca u se  ex 
p en s iv e  p lu m b in g  b ills . ru in e d
c lo th in g , s p a t te r e d  w alls , floo rs .
C om p le te ly  s a f e  in o p e ra tio n . 
D R A IN -B L O  b u ild s  up to  
lbs. p re s su re . J u s t  one s w if t  
d o w n w a rd  s tro k e  o p en s  up 
s in k  In s ta n t ly .
D R A IN -B L O  is l ig h t  a n d  
e a sy  to  use. O v e ra ll 
le n g th  13V4 In ch es . F its
a ll s in k s  e x c e p t th o s*  
eq u ip p e d  fo r  g a rb a g e  
d i s p o s a l .  O rd e r  
D R A IN -B L O  now  
a n d  h a v e  w h en  
n e e d e d .

ONLY

$3.98
postpaid

G U A R A N T E E
E v e ry  p r o d u c t  Is  g u a r a n t e e d  to  b o  e x a c t ly  '  a s  r e p r e s e n te d .  Y o i  
m u s t  b e  1 0 0 %  s a t i s f i e d  w i th  y o u r  p u r c h a s e ,  o r  w *  w i l l  c h e e r 
f u l l y  r e f u n d  t h e  p u r c h a s e  p r ic e .  W e  r e a l i z e  t h a t  o u r  s u c c e s s  

’ r e s t s  u p o n  t h e  c o m p le te  s a t i s f a c t i o n  o f  o u r  c u s to m e r s .  U n d e r  
'o u r  g u a r a n t e e ,  t h e  c u s to m e r  I s  a lw a y s  r i g h t .  B u y  w i th  c o n f i 
d e n c e .  O u r  m o n e y  b a c k  g u a r a n t e e  p r o t e c t s  y o u .

NEWEST!
M IG H T Y  G ILH O O LIE  

O PEN S AND  RESEA LS  
ANY BOTTLE OR JAR

to  o p e n  b o t t l e s  a n d  j a r s .  M IG H T Y  
G IL H O O L 1E  L akes f i g h t  o u t  o f m o s t
s tu b b o r n  s c r e w - to p ,  f r o m  n a i l  p o l i s h  to  b ig  Jar*. L ift*  s o c a  
cap *  a n d  p ry - o f f  l i d s  w i th  g r e a t e s t  o f e a s e .  D o es Jo b  so  m « u 
ly  a n d  w i t h o u t  d i s t o r t i o n ,  p e r f e c t  r e s e a l  Jo b  c a n  b e  d o n * . N o t 
a g a d g e t ,  b u t  a h a n d s o m e  p r e c i s io n  to o l .  M ad e  o f  s t a i n l e s s  
s t e e l .  S a v e s  f o o d s ,  b e v e r a g e s ,  m o n e y .  G e t o n e  f o r  y o u r s e l f — 
o th e r s  f o r  f r ie n d * .  O N LY  * 2 . 9 5  p o s tp a id .  I f  C . O. D. p lu s  
c h a r g e s .

’ S E W S  "l e a t h e r  "
AND TOUGH TEXTILES 

LIKE A MACHINE
W ith  S P E E D Y  S T IT C H E R  A u to m a t ic  S e w in g  
A w ], a n y o n e  c a n  q u ic k ly  a n d  s k i l l f u l l y  se w  
o r  r e p a i r  a n y th in g  m a d e  o f  L E A T H E R ? C A N 
V A S . N Y L O N , P L A S T IC , o r  o th e r  h e a v y  m a 
t e r i a l s .  S e w s  f i r m ,  e v e n  lo c k - s t i t c h e s  l i k e  s 
m a c h in e .  C » u  in to  h a r d - to - r e a c h  p la c e s  
S p e c ia l ly  m a d e  f o r  h e a w  d u ty  s e w in g  on 
L U G G A G E . F O O T W E A R . K U O S.
A W N IN G S , S A IL S , SA D D L E R Y ,
U P H O L S T E R Y , O V E R -A L L S , A U 
T O -T O P S , S P O R T S  G E A R , a n d  
o t h e r  t o u g h  s e w in g  Jo b s .
H e r e ’s t h e  h a n d i e s t  to o l  y o u 'l l  
e v e r  o w n .  W ill  s a v e  y o u  m a n y  
t im e s  l l a  s m a l l  c o s t .  C o m e s  
r e a d y  f o r  i n s t a n t  u s e  c o m 
p le t e  w i th  b o b b in  o f W axed- 
t h r e a d  a n d  3  d i f f e r e n t  ty p e *  o f 
d ia m o n d - p o in te d  n e e d le s .  E a sy -
to - f o l lo w  d i r e c t io n s  W ill m a k e  y o u  i n  e x p e r t  in  m in u te ,  E x tr a

■ noodles a n d  w a x e d - th r e a d  a lw a y s  a v a i l a b l e .  S a v e  m o n e y ,  s e n d  
* 1 . 9 8  f o r  p o s tp a id  d e l iv e r y .  * I f  C .O .D .,  $ 1 . 9 8  g o s t a j e ^  ^

WORLD'S LOWEST PRICED 
ADDING MACHINE 
ONLY $2.95 postpaid

G U A R A N T E E D  A C C U R A T E  
A D D S  U P  TO O N E B IL L IO N
S to p  m a k in g  m i s t a k e s !  B e c o m e  a " w h i t "
» t T lg u re s . T h e  B A BY  C A L C U L A T O R  i s  
n o t  a to y ,  b u t  a n  a t - c u r a e  c a lc u la to r  
t h a t  w o rk s  a s  e a s i ly  a n d  r e l i a b ly  a s  e x 
p e n s iv e  m a c h in e s .  W ith  f l ic k  o f f i n g e r ,  
y o u  c a n  A D D . SU B T R A C T ', M U L T IPL Y ,
D IV ID E . A D D * UP TO O N *  BILLIO N.
P r e c i s io n  m a d e .  C o m p a c t  a s  a w a tc h .  F i t s  
p o c k e t  • o r  p u r s e .  T h o u s a n d s  In  u s e  b y  
S tu d e n t s ,  S h o p k e e p e r s ,  H o u s e w iv e s ,  S m a ll  
B u s in e s s  M en . a n d  o t h e r s  w h o  c a n ' t  af- 
f o rd  c o s t l y  m is t a k e s .  S a v e s  m a n y  t im e s  
• m a l l  c o s t  i n  p r e v e n t i n g  lo s s e s  H and*
» o m *  c a r r y in g  c a s e  a t  n o  e x t r a  c o s t ,  lO  
DAYS F R E E  T R IA L . M o n e y  b a c k  g u a r a n 
te e .  W e p a y  p o s t a g e  i f  y o u  s e n d  $ 2 . 9 5  
w i th  o r d e r .  I f  C .O .D  p o s ta g e  a d d e d .

EASIEST  W AT TO

SC R A PE  PA IN T  OFF G LASS
New K W IK -S K R A P E  takes the "p a in ”
o u t of painting window frames. Now, you 
can paint them  a s  fast and easily  a s  
flatwork. No more need to use small 
brush and special care. Use large brush 
and purposely let p a in t run  over on 
glass to  do better w eather-sealing Job on 
fram es. When pain ts Bets, simply *ip off 
runovers, smears, spatters and have a 
stra igh t-lined , weather-sealed Job. Ends 
fumbling with putty-knife  or blades. Send 
only $1 for postpaid delivery.

MERIDIAN PRODUCTS CO. Dept. DA 366 Madison Ave. New York 17, N .Y .
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NEIGHBORS PRAISE 

HIS ARTICLES
"A s a  Im y -p ro d u c t’ o f m y  N .I.A . 
T ra in in g , I  h a v e  rece ived  173.00 
fo r  a r t ic le s  fro m  A u tobody  a n d  
th e  R ec ond itioned  C ar, T h e  local 
w eek ly  p r in te d  one  o f  m y  a r 
ticle© a n d  a sk ed  f o r  m ore . W h e n  
neigh  b o m  s to p  you to  s a y  th e y  
read  yo u r piece, th e r e ’s n o th in g  
lik e  I t " —G eorge  R . M aire , 114 
9 th  S t., I>aurel G a rd en s , Pa.

Do you KNOW 
you can’t WRITE?

H ave you ever tried ?  H ave you ever a ttem p ted  
even th e  lea s t b it of tra in in g  under com petent 
guidance?

Or have you been s it tin g  back, as it is so easy  
to  do. w a itin g  fo r  th e  day to  come w hen you 
w ill aw aken, a ll of a  sudden, to the  discovery 
"I am a  w riter?"

If th e  la t te r  course is th e  one of your choos
ing, you probably  nev er w ill w rite , la w y e rs  
m ust be law  clerks. D octors m ust be Internes. 
E n g in eers  m ust be d raftsm en . W e all know  th a t, 
In ou r tim e, the  egg does come before th e  
chicken.

I t  Is  seldom  th a t  anyone becomes a  w r ite r  
u n til he (or she) h a s  been w ritin g  fo r some 
tim e. T h at is why so m any au th o rs  and w rite rs  
sp ring  up out of the new spaper business. The 
d ay-to -day  necessity  of w ritin g —of g a th e rin g  
m ate ria l ab o u t w hich to  w rite —develops th e ir  
ta len t, th e ir  insigh t, th e ir  background  and 
th e ir  confidence as n o th in g  els® could.

T hat is  w hy  the  N ew spaper In s ti tu te  of 
Am erica bases its  w ritin g  in stru ctio n  on con
tinuous w ritin g —the tra in in g  th a t  has produced 
so m any successful w riters .

Learn to write by writing
N ew spaper In s ti tu te  tra in in g  is  based  on th e  

New Y ork Copy D esk Method. I t  s ta r ts  and 
keeps you w ritin g  in your own home, on your 
own time. W eek by w eek you receive ac tu a l a s 
signm ents, ju s t  as if you w ere r ig h t a t  w o rk  on 
a  g re a t m etropo litan  daily. T o u r w ritin g  is In - 
•llvltiaully corrected  and co nstructively  c r it i 
cized. T horoughly  experienced, p ractical, active  
w rite rs  a re  responsible fo r th is  instruction . U n
der such sym pathe tic  guidance, you w ill find 
th a t  (in stead  of vain ly  try in g  to copy someone 
else 's w ritin g  tr ic k s)  you a re  rap id ly  develop
in g  your own d istinctive, se lf-flavored  sty le— 
undergo ing  an  experience th a t  h as a  th r il l  to 
it, and. w hich a t  the sam e tim e, develops in 
you th e  pow er to  m ake your feelings a rticu la te .

Many people who should be w ritin g  become 
aw e-s tru c k  by fabu lous s to ries  abou t m illiona ire  
au th o rs  and, therefore, give l it t le  th o u g h t to  th e  
$25. $50 and $100 or more, th a t  can  often  b® 
earn ed  fo r m ate ria l th a t  ta k e s  l ittle  tim e to  
w rite—stories, a rtic le s  on business, hobbies, 
sports, trav e l, local church  and club ac tiv itie s  
etc.—th ings th a t  can easily  be tu rn ed  out in 
leisure  hours, and often  on th e  im pulse o f th e  
moment,

A chance to test yourtelf FREE!
Our unique F R E E  W ritin g  A ptitude T est te lls  

w h e th er you possess the fundam en ta l qua lities 
necessary  to successful w ritin g —acute  o bserva
tion, d ram atic  Instinct, c rea tive  im agination , 
etc. T ou’ll en joy tak in g  th is  test. The coupon 
" 'ill  b ring  it, w ithout obligation. N ew spaper In 
s ti tu te  of America, One P a rk  Avenue, New T ork  
16, N. Y. (Founded 1825). ... , , ,(bluenseil by Slate of N. Y.) 
(A ppm vw l M i'inl'pf N a tio n a l H om e Ktiirtjr r o u n d ] )

bery of the payroll to pay black* 
mailers. But one crime leads to another, 
and here was murder—

“Easy!” Moor gasped. “Take it 
easy—” He had staggered and fallen 
to the bench with a hand against his 
bleeding face; and now he was staring 
at the shaking muzzle of the automatic 
as the wild-eyed Sloane pointed it.

“Wait!” Moor gasped again. “You 
—you’re crazy.”

“Am I?” Sloane was dimly aware of 
his finger as it tightened to press the 
trigger. Then suddenly through the 
chaos of his mind, came realization 
that the waiting room door had opened. 
For that second it distracted him so 
that he flung a wild sidewise glance; 
his muzzle wavered aside. The alert 
Moor had tensed to spring, but a voice 
from the door checked him:

“Hold quiet, both of you! Drop that 
gun, you fool!”

In the doorway, the grotesque figure 
of the man in the purple mask loomed: 
with the murk of the swirling snow be
hind him. His leveled muzzle was 
steady; and as Sloane saw it, with ter
ror and perhaps some little instinct of 
returning sanity, his trembling fingers 
twitched and Moor’s gun dropped with 
a clatter at his feet.

“Well, that’s better,” the masked 
man chuckled. “Keep apart, you two. 
Up with your hands.”

From behind the silken purple mask 
his gaze glittered. Ape-like he sham
bled forward, backing the tense alert 
Moor and the panting Sloane against 
the wall. He was thoroughly business
like, this masked stranger; and in a 
minute or two, with rope and adhe
sive tape he had his captives bound 
and gagged, lying on the floor, inert 
bundles. . . .

r a r e  NEWSPAPER INSTITUTE OP AM ER ICA  J
r i l E E  On* Fork Avemi*, N«w Tork 16, N. Y» f

Send me. without cost or obligation, your free Writing Ap* I 
titude Test and further information about wilting for profit. J
Mr. )  !
Mr*. >     |
Mi** )  |
Address ............................................................ •..............  ■I
City ............................................  gone . . . . . .  Stats ................ |
(All correepondence confidential. No ns lotto so will call on you.) ®

8 1 - L * 3 6 6  f

■ *■■•■■■$■ ■■■■«■ ■■■■«'■ ■■■■■*>■) ICopyright liJo Ntstpaper intitat# #f Amine*

CRO M  WHERE he was lying, Sloane 
*■ could see the bandit as he bent over 
the safe, twirling its knob. “How do 
you open the fool thing?” he demand
ed. “I haven’t time to tackle it.” With 

[Turn To Page 88]



N ow  reduce that waist and abdom inal bulging took la* 
atantly. Figure Slimmer pushes back in the droopy bulg* 
ing  abdom inal protuberance and lets you take in youf 
waistline and do away with flabby midriff look instantly. 
Look at the picture and see bow  it w orks.

SLENDERIZES BOTH ABDOMEN AND WAIST

Figure*Slimmer corrects the faults o f o ther garm ents. Some 
hold in the stomach but push out the waist. Figure Slimmer 
slenderizes both the w aist and abdom inal appearance at the 
•ame time. You w ill look inches slimmer and feel wonderful.

HOLDS BACK TOGETHER

Figure Slimmer is wonderful for that falling-apart back feeling. 
I t 's  firm, gentle com pressing action makes you feel good and 
secure and enables you to continue to do your daily w ork feel* 
ing less tired, less broken down. Send for Figure 
Slimmer now  and begin enjoying a figure* 
slimmed appearance at once.

APPEAR INCHES SUMMER-LOOK BETTER

Don’t let a heavy weighing-down "corporation" 
and a balloon waistline get you down. Figure 
Slimmer flatten! your from and take! in inches 
of your appearance. Clothes will look well 
on you now!

Figure Summer’s adjustable feature makes it 
easy for you to have a smaU waistline look. 
Trousers now look good and fit swell. You ctn 
take yourself in more Inches if you wish, with 
this novel adjustable feature.

T R Y  t o  D A Y S

SEND NO MONEY

n

P-853WARD GREEN COMPANY, Papt.
43 W att 61 St.. N. Y. 23. N. Y.

Gentlemen:
Rush for ten days approval the new Figure Slimmer. After wearing 

for ten days 1 can return it for full refund of purchase price if not 
completely satisfied with results.
Check onei
□  Send C.O.D. and t will pay postman plus postage.

I enclose $3.49. Send h 
EXTRA crotch pieces-*

My waist measure i s . . . . . . . . . . . .inches

NAME..........................................................

ADDRESS....................................................

CITY.

□  I enclose $3.49. Send It prepaid. ($3.98 for waist sizes 46 and up.)-----  . .

.ZONE......... STATE.
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GWRITERS
COMPLETE SONG 
WRITING SERVICE

Let us t ry  to help you be a  
success in this field. Music 
composed for your words. 
Records and copies furnished.

GUARANTEED PUBLICATION
,We guaran tee  the publication of a t  least  
one song each m onth fay a legi t im ate  R.M.I. music publisher. The w ri te rs  re 
ceive advance royalty  and a s tandard  
roya lty  contract.  The publisher pays all  
publication expenses.

WHAT ARE YOUR CHANCES7
I f  you have ability your chances a re  good. 
Now song-w rite rs  become famous every 
year. Maybe this is YOUR year. Publishers 
a re  constantly  on the lookout for good 
songs. T urn  your m ateria l  over to a  firm 
iwhoae business is SONG WRITING.

WRITE TODAY
SEND YOUR POEM or lyric  today  for 
free examination and complete in fo rm a
tion on our exceptional offer.

D e p t. P , 1(109 V is t a  D e l M a r, 
H o lly w o o d  28, C a l i fo r n ia

HOLLYWOOD TUNESMITHS

NOW  I’M  MY OW N BOSS
—"^not Double My Former Salary"

As A C U S T O MUPHOLSTERER I
Paul M, Do Vita, Former Low Paid Auto MechsnU 

Step*-Up Earning* to Over $100 a Week

N o w  I o p e ra ts " 'b a y  o w n  s i  sop a n d  m # k «  © v*r * i d u ' » ’ w M k . UT®
T r a in  J r *  t»a* b e e n  I n v a r i a b l e . "
W H AT DO YOU W A N T? Your Own Profitable Buaiitaaa— A Steady 
Job— 8ub»tantlal Spwstlme Earnings—iA Mora Seoura Future? 
They're all waiting for YOU la the Big-Opportunity Field ef 
CiMtom Furniture Upholder?.
T ti«  b i c  n a t io n w id e  housing: b o o m  h a a  c r e a te d  a  g r a a t  d e m a n d  fo r  
t r a i n e d  u p h o ls te r e r * .  P r e p a r e  f o r  t h i s  w e l l - p a id  t r a d * —e a s i ly .  Q u ick 
ly .  You c a n  e a r n  a*  y o u  le a r n  t o  m a k e  g o o d  m o n e y  a l l  y e a r  'r o u n d  
a t  h o m e . In  y o u r  o w n  sh o p ,  o r  In  a w o l l .p a ld  Jo b . T h e  p ra c t ic a l
?t. Y. S ta te - a p p ro v e d  U T S  C o u r s e  t e a c h e s  y o u  p r o f e s s io n a l  c u s to m  

u rn ltu r©  u p h o ls te r y ,  r e u p  h o i s to r y ,  n l ip - c o v e r s ,  f u r n i t u r e  f in is h in g ;,  
w in d o w  c o rn ic e ,  c u s h io n ,  a rid  d r a p e r y  m a k in g .  Y o u  g e t—F R E E  w i th  
C o u r s e —A L L  to o ls ,  c o m p le te  f r a m e *  a n d  m a te r i a l s  t o  m a k e  b e a u t i 
f u l  f u r n i tu r e ,  y o u r s  to  k e e p  o r  s e l l .

F R E E  IL L U S T R A T E D  BO O K W IT H  S A M P L E  L ES S O N !
O u r  F R E E  boo k . “ YOUR NEW  WAY TO A SU C C ESSFU L C AREER"  

w ith  S a m p le  Lea&on sh o w s  y o u  h o w . W RITE  
TODAY! T ra in in g  in N. y . R eboot a l s o  a v a i l 
a b le . U T S , D ept. K A -4 0 0 S , 7 2 1  B ’w a y , N . Y . »

MAIL COUPON TODAY

ToTVETERANS
UPHOLSTERY TRADES SCHOOL, D ep t. K A -40O S *  
7 2 1  B roadw ay. N ew  York 3 ,  N . Y. ■
S e n d  F R E E  b o n k  a n d  F R E E  S a m p le  L e s s o n .  |  
N o  ob liga t io n — no M 'M m . in  w|tl call. —
□  H o m e  S tU tir  □  I n  N .Y , S c h o o l T ra in in g : ■

N a m e  ............ ... I

A d d re c a

c i t y
n  CliMirk

a shambling pounce he came and 
stooped over Sloane, twitching the ad
hesive up from his chin. “Go on now— 
give me the combination.”

Sloane gave it. “There’s nothing in 
there you want now,” Sloane said.

“Is that so? Well, I ’ll be the judge 
of that.” He went back to the safe. 
Through the grating Sloane could see 
his misshapen figure as he bent, turn
ing the k n o b .... He had rifled the 
safe in a moment—forty or fifty dol
lars of the railroad’s cash; a few small
er packages.. . .  Nothing of any great 
value. To Sloane came a stab of de
spairing irony—what difference now 
what was taken. . . .

“Well—thanks,” the man in the pur
ple mask said. He closed the safe door 
with a click. And as he stood up, the 
light gleamed on his eyes glittering 
darkly in the holes of the purple mask.

“You two lie quiet,” he cautioned. 
“You’ll be released in the morning.”

In the center of the room he readied, 
pulled down the lamp which hung by 
pulley chains, and blew out the light. 
In the darkness Sloane heard his grim 
chuckle as he closed the waiting-room 
door with a crunch, crossed the plat
form and was gone.

- 4 -
HE NOISE of the 
storm had so blurred 
any sounds from the 
waiting room t h a t  
Paula Sloane, sleep
ing in the little 
h o u s e ,  was n o t  
awakened. But as 
she slept, slowly she 
was conscious of the 

bed clothes being 
twitched. She opened her eyes upon a 
flood of terror, to see that the bed
room lamp was burning low; the win
dow was open; and from beside her, 
Art was gone. And here at her bed 
stood a man muffled in overcoat and 

[Turn To Page 90]



Now ., .anything you can see brought up 15 times closer!

From 1 to 50 miles
new, amazing

POWERHOUSE
E X T R A  L O N S  R A N G E

T E L E S C O P E
• Metal Draw Tubes!

• Extra Sharp!
O Deluxe Model!

• Converts Into 

Microscope!

$ 1 2 - 9 3

VALUE

Sea the new U.S. \  
NAVY Man-Made 

Meontl

F R E E
PORTABLE TRIPOD

The U.S. Departm ent of 
Defense will soon launch 
ten  raldget moons into 
space. They will circle 
the E arth  In orbits up 
to 800 miles away. Your \
POWERHOUSE t e l e -  '
scope can bring these satellites within 20 
miles. Read announcements in  your news
paper. Be one of the first to  observe tho flight 
of these spectacular little  worlds th a t  may 
change the course of history l The th r i ll  of a 
lifetime awaits you with your new long- 
range POWERHOUSE.

TIMES AREA
MAGNIFICATION

to this

T h e s e  t w o  d r a m a t i c  p h o t o s  o f  t h e  W a s h 
i n g t o n  M o n u m e n t  p r o v e  b e y o n d  w o r d s  
t h e  t e r r i f i c  p o w e r  o f  t h i s  a m a z i n g  t e l e 
s c o p e .  T h e  t i n y  p h o to  i s  a s  t h e  n a k e d  e y e  
s e e s  i t  m i l e s  f r o m  t h e  n a t i o n 's  c a p i t a l .
T h e  b i g  p i c t u r e  i s  w h a t  t h e  P O W E R - i  
H O U S E  g i v e s  y o u — 2 2 5  t im e s  t h e  a r e a !

M A D E  I N G E R M A N Y  
by 101 YEAR PLANT

T h i s  e x t r a  l o n g  r a n g e  P O W E R H O U S E  T E L E 
S C O P E  w a s  d e v e lo p e d  b y  a  r e p u t a b l e  G e r m a n  
f a c t o r y .  K n o w n  f o r  q u a l i t y  p r o d u c t s  f o r  o v e r  
100 y e a r s .  N o t  a  t o y  w i t h  c a r d b o a r d  t u b e s !  A  
r e a l  o p t i c a l  i n s t r u m e n t  w i t h  h e a v y - d u t y  M E T 
A L  d r a w  t u b e s  a n d  P R E C I S I O N  M A D E  l e n s e s  
o f  a m a z i n g  p o w e r .  E v e r y  d e t a i l  r e f l e c t s  G e r 
m a n  k n o w - h o w  a n d  l e g e n d a r y  w o r k m a n s h i p .

7 SUPER FEATURES
1. P o l i s h e d  M E T A L  t u b e s .  2 . S m o o th  f o c u s in g .  
3 . C o n t o u r e d  e y e p ie c e .  4 , I n t e r i o r  c o a t e d  o b j e c 
t i v e  l e n s  a s  i n  e x p e n s i v e  b i n o c u l a r s .  5 . P e r m i t s  
v i e w i n g  e v e n  in  m o o n l i g h t .  0. D e lu x e  q u a l i t y  
f i n i s h  t h r u o u t .  7 . C o n v e r t s  q u i c k l y  I n to  a  c o m 
p o u n d  m i c r o s c o p e !  NOAV t h e  s u p e r  p o w e r  
l e n s e s  g i v e  y o u  g r e a t e r  r a n g e  a n d  m a g n i f i c a 
t i o n  t h a n  f a m o u s  A m e r i c a n  b i n o c u l a r s  s e l l i n g  
f o r  u p  t o  $250.00 .

POWERFUL LENSES REACH 
OUT INTO OUTER SPACE

M ile s  m e l t  a w a y .  15 m i l e s  b e c o m e  o n ly  o n e .  
A n y t h i n g  y o u r  e y e  c a n  s e e — e v e n  c e l e s t i a l  
b o d ie s — a r e  b r o u g h t  c l o s e r .  T h e y  lo o k  b i g g e r ,  
c l e a r e r ,  s h a r p e r .  O b s e r v e  t h e  m o o n  a n d  i t s  
c h a n g i n g  p h a s e s .  S e a r c h  t h e  s k i e s  f o r  t h e  n e w  
m a n - m a d e  s a t e l l i t e s  b e i n g  l a u n c h e d  b y  t h e  U .S . 
N a v y .  T r y  i t  o n  d i s t a n t  b u i l d i n g s ,  p e o p le ,  s h i p s  
a t  s e a ,  s p o r t s ,  a i r p l a n e s ,  b i r d s  a n d  w i l d  a n i 
m a l s — W I T H O U T  B E I N G  S E E N .

BUY DIRECT & SAVE
B u y  d i r e c t  f r o m  I m p o r t e r !  R e s .  12 .95 v a l u e —  
y o u r s  f o r  4.99, w i t h  T a b le  T r i p o d  & d u s t  p r o *  
l e c t o r .  S e n d  o n ly  4 .99  C a s h . ,  m .o . o r  c h e c k  f o r

§r o m p t  d e l i v e r y .  (C O D 's  p l u s  p o s t a g e  e x t r a ) .
a t i s f a c t i o n  G U A R A N T E E D  o r  y o u r  4.99 b a c k .  

H a v e  f u n !  H a v e  t h r i l l s !  O r d e r  T O D A Y !

THORESEN'S. Dept. 120-G-43
352 Fourth Av«„ New York 10, N. Y.

CANADIANS: Order direct from Thoresen's, Dept. U S -4 3 . 
45 St. Jam es St. West. M ontreal 1. P . Q.

MAIL TODAY
T H O R E SEN 'S , D e p t.  120-G-43
352 Fourth Avenue, New York 10, N.Y.

RUSH ...............  POWERHOUSE TELESCOPES and Free
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back guarantee.

a Check, cash, or m.o. herewith, RUSH prepaid. 
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Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
Hew Way Without Surgery

Science Find* Healing Substance That 
Relieve* Pain—Shrink* Hemorrhoid*

F o r  t h e  f i r s t  t im e  s c ie n c e  h a s  f o u n d  a  
n e w  h e a l in g  s u b s t a n c e  w i th  t h e  a s to n i s h i n g  
a b i l i t y  to  s h r i n k  h e m o r r h o id *  a n d  t o  r e l i e v e  
p a i n  — w i t h o u t  s u r g e r y .

I n  c a s e  a f t e r  c a s e ,  w h i le  g e n t l y  r e l i e v i n g  
p a i n ,  a c tu a l  r e d u c t io n  ( s h r i n k a g e )  to o k  
p la c e .

M o s t  a m a z i n g  o f  a l l  — r e s u l t s  w e r e  s o  
t h o r o u g h  t h a t  s u f f e r e r s  m a d e  a s to n i s h i n g  
s t a t e m e n t s  l i k e  “ P i le s  h a v e  c e a s e d  to  b e  a  
p r o b le m ! ”

T h e  s e c r e t  i s  a  n e w  h e a l in g  s u b s t a n c e  
( B io - D y n e * )  —d is c o v e ry  o f  a  w o r ld - f a m o u s  
r e s e a r c h  i n s t i t u t e .

T h is  s u b s t a n c e  i s  n o w  a v a i la b l e  i n  s u p 
p o s i t o r y  o r  o in tm e n t  fo r m  u n d e r  t h e  n a m e  
P r e p a r a tio n  H .*  A s k  fo r i t  a t  a l l  d r u g  c o u n t 
ers—money b a c k  g u a r a n t e e .  * 8 « .  U. s . F it .  Oft.

HIGH SCHOOL DIPLOMA
Y ou  c a n  G am  a H ig h  S c h o o l D ip lo m a  
i n  y o u r  o w n  h o m aJ P r e p a r *  y o u r s e l f  
f o r  a b e t to r  Job  a n d  m o re  p a y . S tu d y  
In  y o u r  s p a r e  t im e  . . .  N o  c lau se*  
. . . a l l  m a te r ia l*  fu r n is h e d .  C e r 
ti f ie d  te a c h e r* .  V a lu a b le  d ip lo m a  
a w a rd e d .

W R IT S TODAY FOR C O M PL IT *  
INFORMATION

SOUTHERN STATES ACADEMY
Box 1 4 4 ,da ■» Atlanta, Georgia

FUTURE DETECTIVES
BE YOUR OWN BOSS

W ould you like to open your own agency? 
We send you one sheet of answ ers and tijpa in 
c luding in form ation  th a t Is helpfu l to those 
seek ing  perm its. Also a  th in  billfold badge and 
a  m em bership I-D  C ard fo r  your signatu re . All 
sen t postpaid  fo r $1,00.

GEORGE W. MALLUM
6459 Sheridan Rtf. Chicago 26, III.

SONG POEMS WANTED
TO BE SET. TO MUSIC

Send your Poem* today for Free Examination to
J. C H A S . M eNEIL

A. 8. MASTER OP MUSIC
5 1 0 -M  So. A lexandria , L ot A ngelos I ,  C al.

LUCKY .■ ■ ;»»/ 
LODESTONES?

MAGNETIC LODESTONES 
truly LEGENDARY as ;h» an- 
d e n t  Romans and Greeks used 
them  in  BIBLICAL TIMES and 
thought th a t MAGNETIC LODESTONES were cioakad 
w ith  MAGICAL and SUPERNATURAL POWERS. W t 

LEGENDARY BRAND pair of highly MAG- 
LODESTONES, the same type th a t the AN-

f usca- ° ur l e g e n d a r y  b r a n d  of.highly MAGNETIC LODESTONES come to you In a  red 
" fh h jl  hag, together with a  *o-ca!!ed Talismanie Beat 

LUCK No. 20, as shown in  the e th  and 7th BOOK 
“ ,**S ? J S  by Louis de Claremont. All FOUR Rems foe 

«.0C postpaid or *2.50 c .o .D . We make no claim* • M  sfli th e ^  only a* cur ios,
W f lE N P A R Y  C O .. 1 H  B R O A D  * JL  
I>epi. MS-O, Wow Vert *, W. Y.

cap, with a purple mask over his face; 
a mask through the holes of which his 
eyes glittered and his voice was a low, 
blurred guttural rumble.

“Don’t scream. If you do that, you’ll 
get hurt.”

It struck her numb with terror; but 
she choked her scream in her throat as 
she rose on one elbow with a hand 
against her breast and her long brown 
braids dangling to the filmy nightrobe 
over her shoulders.

“That’s better,” he said. He had 
stepped back from the bed as though 
to reassure her, and he added:

“You see I have no intention of 
harming you.” He gestured with his 
ugly black weapon. “Cover up. You’ll 
take cold.”

“What do you want?” she gasped.
“Quiet! Not so loud, you’ll wake 

your father.”
“And Art—my—my husband?”
“Oh, he’s all right. Take my word I 

didn’t hurt him.” One might have 
thought that under the purple mask he 
was smiling. Again he gestured. “When 
I ’ve gone, if you’ll wait half an hour or 
so you can go in and get him. I tied 
him up in the waiting room. Him, and 
a friend of his.”

She could only numbly stare at the 
holes of his purple mask with those 
darkling pools of his eyes behind them.

“What do you want here?” she 
gasped again.

He took another step backward. He 
dropped his weapon into his overcoat 
pocket. “You’re not too frightened now 
to listen carefully to what I have to 
say?” he demanded. The ironic rasp 
had left his voice. He seemed trying 
grotesquely to be gentle. She could see 
now that his whole aspect was gro
tesque. His thick figure was squat, 
with twisted shoulders. On crooked 
legs he stood swaying, with his arms 
dangling.

“I ’ll listen,” she murmured. “What 
—what is it?”

[T u r n  T o  Page S>2]



a u d k l s  c a r p e n t e r s  a n d  BUILDERS GUIDES- 4  VOLS. $»
Inside Information for Carpenters, Builders, Joiners, Building Mechanics—all Wood

workers. 1600 pages; 3700 diagrams; flexible; poeket size. Short-cut instructions, new 
methods, ideas, solutions, plans, systems—money saving suggestions. An easy progres
sive course for the apprentice. A practical daily helper and Q uiet Reference for tne 
master worker. A Helping Hand to Easier and Better Work and Better Bay. JO *et this 
Bid for yourself, simply fill in and mail the FREE COUPON below.

IN S ID E  TR A D E  IN FO R M A TIO N  O N :
How td 6«e iteel 

sauare; How to Ole and 
set saws; How to build 
furniture; How to use 
mitre box; How to use 

‘chalk line; How to use 
'r u le s ; How to make 

jo in ts ;  Carpenters* 
Rrithmetic; Mensuration 
p rob lem s; Estimating

s tre n g th  of tim b e rs : 
How to set girders and 
B ills :  How to frame
houses and roofs: How 
to estimate costs; How 
to build bouses, barns, 
garages, bungalow s, 
e tc .; How to read and 
draw p la n s ;  Drawing 
up specifications; How

to excavate; How to 
use settings 12, 13 snd 
17 on the steel square; 
How to build hoists 
and scaffolds—skylights: 
How to build stairs; 
How to put on interior 
tr im ; How to hang 
doors; How to lath—lay 
floors; How to paint.

••Audeti Guides w orth 
fo u r  tim es their p r i e r -  
hsndy too u  11 c sr r r  
thorn In p o c k - .
• t  for  r e f o r - |  
ence. W . J .
B a te s ,K n o x -  
v ille .
Pa.

AUDELS PLUMBERS AND STEAMFITTERS GUIDES—4 VOLS. $*
A new edition—just out I A practical, illustrated. Reference Library and Study-Course 

for Matter Plumbers, Journeymen and Apprentice Steamfitters, Gas F itters and Helpers, 
Sheet Metal Workers. Draughtamen. Master Builders, Engineers and all Building Trade 
Students. 1670 pages; 3642 diagram*; flexlbla; pocket size. Guides explain all the 
principles, advances and short cuts of the Plumbing and Heating trade. Contains in
structions on how to figure and estimate Jobs. Use FR EE COUPON below to examine, 
without obligation, this valuable work.

IN S ID E  TR A D E  IN FO R M A TIO N  O N :
A ir  C ond itio n in g . 

S o ld e r in g ,  tin n in g . 
Joint wiping, bending, 
beating. Pipe—iro n -  
steel, threading. M ath
ematics, tables, phys
ics. M aterials — iron, 
steel, copper, brass, 
lead, tin , antimony. 
Sheet metal — galva- 
nized—plate. Sanltt-

tion, syphon age, tanks. 
Drainage, sewage, puri
fication. Fixtures—bath 
—kitchen. Pipe fit
tings, soil pipe, tools. 
L a y in g  o u t  w ork . 
Boughing. Screwed fit
tings, flanges, joints. 
Pipe bending, examples. 
E lbow . Heating, ven

t i la t io n .  refrigeration. 
Water supply, mains, 
wells, tanks. Gas-fit
tings. U nd erw rite rs . 
Sheet metal work, prob
lems. methods. Brazing, 
heating, lead burning. 
Welding, various welds, 
methods. Blacks mi thing, 
forges, tools.

' *  A a d e ls  G o ld * *  W *
Weal. e u r  to  undorotana. 
reliab le . C over th e  field  
in plain Ian- 
Ruag-o.”  W . F . 
A r m i n g e r . A n n -  , 
a p o l ia ,  n td .

AUDELS MASONS AND BUILDERS GUIDES*-4 VOLS. $6
A complete. Illustrated trade reference library, for Bricklayers, Cement Workers, 

Plasterers, Tile Setters and Stone MaBons, including a practical outline of Steel Con
struction. 1100 pages; 2067 diagrams; flexible; pocket size. A practical Trade Assistant 
explaining modern methods of masonry construction. Easy to understand and apply. A 
reliable and autbentio reference work and study-course for Master Journeyman and Youna 
Mechanic. Use FREE COUPON below and find out for your* "Andeia Muons Guide* >r«
■elf, without obligation, whether this set will benefll you* ---- -

IN S ID E  TR A D E  IN FO R M A TIO N  ONs
Bricklaying, tools, ma

te ria ls; Brick designs,

Fatterns, bonds; Betting 
ramea and foundations; 

/Mortars, scaffolds, eatl* 
,  i m ating; Mortars and mor- 
, .ta r  mixing; Tile setting, 

'm o s a ic ,  h o llo w  t i l e ;  
Straight edge test, trow-

eling; How to figure brick 
work; Safe loads, piers, 
chimneys; Boiler settings, 
anchors, fire stops; Labor 
tables; Concrete, forms; 
How to figure concrete 
work; Stucco—on old and 
new buildings; P laster
ing—w o o d ^ la th —metal;

P la s te re r s  ag reem en t;
Plastering on various sur
faces; Stone masonry; Cut
ting, finishing, estimating 
stone; Derricks, rigging; 
Steel construction; F ire 
proof; How to read blue 
prints._____________

th* b est book* on th« *ubj*ct. 
H ave laid brick 12  T * tn  and  
u n a b le  to iod  r e ."  H. A. Son* 

n «tt,
C o r l is s .
Pa.

PRACTICAL ELECTRICITY - 1  VOL. $4
Audels Handy Book of Practical Electricity la •  simplified Ready 

Reference and Study Course in one pocket size volume—for Engineers, 
Professional Electricians and Students. 1040 pages; 2600 diagrams; 
flexible bound. A reliable authority and handy helper for every
electrical worker. Contains Important and valuable wiring diagrams, 

calculations, machine sketches, helps 
-  en maintenance and repair. Use

C om ple te  in  o n e  —_  this FREE COUPON today and
h a n d y ,  r t d  l e a f  A i r  /  / " V V  , find out, without obligation, how

b o u n d  v o lu m e  I f \ \  this handy book will help you In
1 1 ^  x  your daily work.

i IN S ID E  T R A D E  IN F O R M A T IO N  ON :
’ E lec tro -T h e rap eu tic s , X -R a y s ,  

Shocks, Welding, Brazing, Radis 
«Hook-ups, Motion Pictures. Tele

phone, Telegraph, Cranes, Bells, 
Elevators, Pumps, Tools, Ship Drive, 
Railways, Vehicles, Automobile Elec- 

' trie Systems, Ignition, Generation. 
Lighting. P lant Management, Power 

I Plans, Armature Winding, Repairing, A. C. 
1 Motors and Apparatus, D. C. Motors and Ap- 
I paratus. Alternator Construction, Dynamos, W ir- 
9 ing, Diagrams, Sign Flashers, Cable Splicing, 

Power Wiring, Outside Wiring, Switches, Light
ning, Rectifiers, Converters, Transformers. Fuses, 

Circuit Breakers, Rheostats, Electro Plating, Elec
trolysis, Storage Batteries, Magnetism. Electrical En- 

— ergy. Conductors, Insulators, Static, Dynamic. Radio 
Electricity, Applications, Ready Reference am) Index 

Covering the entire field of Modern Electricity,

Learn Mere and Yon W ill E arn  M orel
Know your Job and you'll never be without one. The 

skilled man Is always in  demand. Knowledge Is power. 
Learn your trade thoroughly by easy reading. This cou* 
pon Is your opportunity for advancement and better pay. 
You risk nothing In sending for Audelf Guides for free  
examination. Send t l  NOW l *

T H E O .-A U D E L  & CO.
' * 9  W . 2 3  S T -N E W  Y O R K  C IT Y

Please mail me fo r f r e e  ex a m in a tio n
the books marked <x) below. If 1 find

________ _ them satisfactory, X agree to  mail $1 to
- days, on each set ordered, and to fu rther mail |1 
monthly an each B et until I have paid the purchase price.

□ A  CAR PEN TERS | I|— | 4  P L U M B E R S  
G U I D E S  $ 6 | L J g U I D E S  $ 6

FREE
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COUPON

□ a  M A S O N SauiDEs «e |  I— | I  ELECTRICIANSI LJ HANDY BOOK *4
NAME.................................................
ADDRESS.....................................................................

OCCUPATION................................................................

EMPLOYED BY...............................................J JA



92 SMASHING DETECTIVE STORIES

Troubled with SETTING 
UP NIGHTS, Pains in BACK, 

HIPS, LEGS, Tiredness 
Less of Physical Vigor

I f  y o u  h a v e  th e s e  s y m p to m s  
t h e n  y o u r  t r o u b l e s  m a y  b a  t r a c e d  to  G la n d u 
l a r  D y s f u n c t io n  . . .  a  c o n s t i tu t i o n a l  d is e a s e ?  
M e d ic in e s  t h a t  g iv e  t e m p o r a r y  r e U ^  w i l l  not) 
r e m o v e  t h e  c a u s e  o f  y o u r  t r o u b l e .  N e g le c t  o f  
G la n d u l a r  D y s f u n c t io n  o f te n  le a d s  to  p r e 
m a tu r e  o ld  a g e  a n d  s o m e t im e s  in c u r a b le

m ,r h e  p a s ?  f e w  y e a r s  m e n  f r o m  o v e r  3,000 
c o m m u n i t i e s  h a v e  b e e n  s u c c e s s f u l ly  t r e a t e d  
h e r e  a t  th e  E x c e ls io r  I n s t i t u t e .  T h e y  h a v e  
f o u n d  s o o th in g  r e l i e f  a n d  n e w  z e s t  m  l i fe .

T h e  E x c e ls io r  I n s t i t u t e ,  d e v o te d  t o  th ~  
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f u n c t io n  m a y  b e  c o r r e c te d  b y  p r o v e n  N O N - 
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p r o v e  o f  u tm o s t  im p o r ta n c e  m  y o u r  l i fe . 
W r i te  to d a y .  T h e r e  is  n o  o b lig a t io n .
Excelsior Institute, Dept.',9334 , Erccfsior Springs, Mo.

Believe in WISHES?
Carry a  Pair ef Genuine Brahma 
Red Live Highly Magnetio Lode, 
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ing Charmer' Extra Powerfully 
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mation, or Sf.07 C.O.D. plus Postage. Money Bask 
G U A R A N T E E D l Order N0W1 Copyright '8 5 -
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Unsurpassed Comfort With ImprovedRUPTURE * RELIEVER

NO FIT T IN G  REQUIRED
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M O ST C O M F O R T A B L E  YOU E V E R  W O R E ! 
N O  S N A PS, NO L A C E S , NO S T E E L . A m xzln* 
new  Kind or f l a t  g ro in  p ad  fo r  —re p o r t w ith  
co m plete  com fort. B E S T  TOO AS A F T E R  
O P E R A T IO N  S U P P O R T . O rd e r  by M AIL. 
D  R IG H T  S ID E  *3.96. □  L E F T  S ID E  13.96. 
p  D O U B L E  14.96. M easu rem e n t a ro u n d  L O W 
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Inches. G EN T O N  A P P R O V A L  AVOID 
S E R IO U S  D EL A Y  •  e  SOLD  ON M O N EY  
B A C K  G U A R A N T E E .

WRIGHT BRACER CO.
Pept. 154,;. StS Market St.. Newark, New JereeR

“I did your husband a favor tonight, 
whether he knows it or not.” He spoke 
softly, swiftly with an earnest vehe
mence. “I want you, when you go in 
there and loose him and that policeman 
who’s with him—you get him alone 
and whisper to him to keep his mouth 
shut.”

“My—my husband? Tell Art that?”

rT'HE MAN in the purple mask gave 
a guttural laugh. “Your husband, 

of course. My God, don’t get it mixed 1 
Don’t tell the policeman anything. He 
can’t prove anything, and if your hus
band broke a door, what of it?”

To the confused Paula, they were 
meaningless words, but she tried to 
smile.

“I ’ll do what you say.”
“Good. Then you have nothing to be 

afraid of. I ’m going now.”
But he didn’t go, just stood staring 

at her as though somberly pondering. 
And fascinated she stared back, hud
dled against the pillows with the blan
ket held to her chin. Queerly it seemed 
that her terror was lessening, as though 
with a woman’s intuition she sensed 
something more than strange in this 
purple-masked misshapen figure so 
grotesquely trying to be gentle.

“I came in here with the idea you 
would do me a favor, Mrs. Sloane,” he 
added abruptly.

“A favor?”
“Yes. I did your husband a favor, so 

I thought you’d do one for me.” i. . 
hand went to his overcoat pocket, came 
out with a bit of newspaper that was 
crumpled into a soggy, dirty ball. 
“Please listen carefully, Mrs. Sloane.” 

“I will,” she murmured. “What is 
it?”

“Down in Denver there’s an ac
tress,” he said. “Her name is Doris 
Kent. She’s from Hollywood. And slie 
has a boy named Alan. His—his lungs 
aren’t very strong, they’ve found out, 
so they thought the high altitude up



THE FACE OF NEMESIS
here in Denver might be good for him.” 

The voice behind the purple mask 
was stumbling a little. “You see, Mrs. 
Sloane, this Doris Kent was robbed of 
her jewels about a week ago. That 
made no difference—she’s rich—and 
she’ll take good care to get all the pub
licity that’s coming to her. But the 
damned thieves they—they choked that 
boy. They dared lay a finger on him.” 

The gentleness of his voice sudden
ly was gone under a rasp of fury. His 
dangling arm came up with a grotesque 
gesture. “But that’s all fixed, Mrs. 
Sloane. I just thought that maybe you 
go to Denver sometimes. You do, don’t 
you?”

Wonderingly, she nodded. He was 
opening the crumpled ball of news
paper now. The bedroom lamplight 
gleamed on a ring—a chaste circlet of 
pale gold, with a big sparkling solitaire 
diamond. An engagement ring.

“I wouldn’t want her to lose it,” the 
masked man was saying softly. “I 
thought you wouldn’t mind returning 
it to her, and you—well then maybe 
you’d tell her that I did your husband 
a favor.” He sucked in his breath. His 
voice was very strange—half stammer
ing, half with a grotesque wistfulness.

[ T u rn  Page]
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everyone who suffers as I  did, 'Oh what relief I  have found 
from lta helpl* "
Blessed Relief Day and Night — You can sleep In it— you 
oan work in it—you can bathe In i t

10-DAY TRIAL OFFER
Money-back guarantee If you don 't get relief. 
Piper Brace Company, Dept. DO-76 
811 W yandotte, Kansas City 5, Mo,

RtTSH THIS COH'PGN”NOW!
PIPER BRACE CO., DEPT. DO-V’6
811 W y a n d o t te ,  Kansas C it y  5, M o .
Please send my RUPTURE-EASER by return moil.
Right Side Q  $3.95 Measure around lowest part of 
left Side □  $3.95 my abdomen
Double □  $4.95 is__________INCHES.
(N ote; Bo su re  to  g iv e  S tie  an d  Sido w hen  o rd e rin g ,)

We Prepay Postage except on C.O.D.'s.
Enclosed is: □ Money Order □ Check »or$.,___ ... 0  SendC.O.D.

N a m e  .........- ....... ..

Address —  — — ......... .......■*■ —. ■■

City and State.*

93



94 SMASHING DETECTIVE STORIES

FR EE FOR ASTHMA
If you suffer with attacks of Asthma and choke 

and gasp for breath, if restful sleep is difficult 
because of the struggle to breathe, don't fail to 
send at once to the Frontier Asthma Company for 
e  FREE trial of the FRONTIER ASTHMA
MEDICINE, a preparation for temporary symp
tomatic relief of paroxysms of Bronchial Asthma. 
No matter where you live or whether you have 
faith In any medicine under the sun, send today 
for this free {rial. It will cost you nothing.
FRONTIER ASTHMA CO. 4ES-A FRONTIER Bldg. 
462 NIAGARA ST. BUFFALO 1. N. Y.

•  ,  STOP SMOKING
JpjL Stop your c rav in g  fo r tobacco, a

Jrowk hab it m any w ish to slop , but c a n ’t.
Let ua help you w ith  EN TO BA C, ft 

harm less  p le a sa n t w ay  to stop the  to 
bacco hab it. RU SH  $3,00 today for a ten  day 
supply.
TH E  BYRD CO. 343 E . S h a rp n a c k  S t .

P h ilft. 19, P e n n a .

HIGH PAYING OPPORTUNITIES
W o r k  in  f a b u l o u s  S o . A m e r i c a ,  T h e  I s l a n d s ,  
A f r i c a ,  U . R. A „  o r  o t h e r  f o r e i g n  c o u n t r i e s .  
A l l  T r a d e s ,  L a b o r ,  C le r i c a l ,  D r i v e r s ,  M e c h a n 
ic s , E n g i n e e r s ,  e t c .  M a n y  b e n e f i t s .  T a x - f r e e  
e a r n i n g s .  C h a n c e  t o  t r a v e l .  F a r e  p a i d f i f  
h i r e d .  M a k e  a n d  s a v e  a  f o r t u n e .  A p p l i c a t i o n  
f o r m s .  O p p o r t u n i t i e s  f o r  w o m e n  a l s o .

For inform ation W rite  Dept. 95H  
NATIONAL EMPLOYMENT INFORMATION 

1020 Brood, Newark, N. J.

SEND FOR

START SPEAKING

SPANISH
FRENCH
ALMOST OVERNIGHT! m
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HEBE'S the  easiest way to learn a new 
language. Listen to FREE 2-sided 

noa-breakable record. Let your eyes fol
low words in FREE sample lesson. Almost 
a t once you'll be chatting whole sentences 
in your new language w i t h  a  p e r f e c t  a c 
c e n t  t  There ere no ''strings” to offer. But 
it may end soon. Rush name, address with 
25c to help cover cost of special packaging, 
shipping of free record, lesson. S tate lan
guage you want. We’ll also 
send f r e e  information on full . .. 
Cortina course. No obligation. I

SEMWtf

TINA ACADEM Y
“ Originator* of tho 

Phonograph M ethod " ... 
Bopt. 1 2 S S ,  1 3 6  W . S 3 n d  

N o w  Y o rk  I S ,  f*v Y .

ITALIAN 
••HSIAN . jmmii 
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“You could tell her I ’m not—quite all 
bad.”

“Why don’t you tell her yourself?” 
Paula suddenly murmured.

He had laid the ring on the dresser 
by the lamp. At her words he snapped 
around; stared with his dark gaze. 
Then suddenly his fingers twitched at 
the purple mask and it fell to his chin. 
Involuntarily she gasped with a faint 
instinctive cry of revulsion as she 
shrank further back against the pil
lows, and stared at the monstrous trav
esty of face that was revealed. As 
though blasted by fire, the skin was 
puckered and scarred; the nose twist
ed; the chin, with bone partly gone, 
was grotesque; and the mouth was a 
weird twisted slit, puckered at the cor
ners. A hideous monstrosity, so unhu
man that all the character of him which 
instinctively she had built from his 
eyes and his voice now was stricken 
away and he was a thing of revulsion.

TT WAS A momentary shock; then
pity came to her. At her cry he had 

recoiled as though struck a physical 
blow.

“You see?” he murmured.
“Oh—oh. I ’m sorry,” she gasped, 

“You had some terrible accident?”
He let out his breath. “You see I ’m 

—well, I ’m handicapped. I can’t be 
with Doris Kent. And that boy—that 
boy would be frightened if he ever 
saw me.”

His voice and his eyes were tragic, 
but his puckered mouth with its up
turned corners made him seem hor
ribly grinning. Then he raised the pur
ple mask; and at once the grinning 
travesty was gone and she saw only the 
pathos of his eyes.

“You’ll see her, Mrs. Sloane? You’ll 
tell her I wanted her not to lose the 
ring.”

“Yes, I ’ll tell her,” Mary murmured. 
“Oh, and I ’ll tell her—”

[Turn To Page 96]



FREE GIFT WITH EVERY ORDER!
RUSH ORDER NOW ! Send $1 deposit now! Pay 
postman balance plus C.O.D. and postage. 

$1 D EP O S IT  M U ST  A C C O M P A N Y  O R D ER !
N o  order accepted w ithout $1 deposit.
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PEOPLES MAIL ORDER HOUSE
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CITY__________________________________ _ STATE ________

N O  ORDER ACCEPTED W ITHOUT $1 DEPOSIT.
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S P S C / A L
1 0  C h i l d r e n ' s  D re s s e s  
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$ 0 9 5  DIRECT FROM FACTORY
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lieves weak arches, callouses, tired aching 
fee t Unexcelled cushion-comfort! Adjustable, 
• o f t  flexible. No metal. Order today! Give 
■hoe size, width, if  for man, woman or child. 

Women and Money back guarantee if not satisfied. 
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and make him yours FOR- 
JEVER, Why take chances 
against other women who 
may be using mysterious 
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HOW TO WIN AND HOLD A HUSBAND
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and on d e l i v e r y  d e p o s i t  o n ly  S 2  p l u s  p o s t a g e  w i th  y o u r  
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God WANTS YOU
To Be Really Happy! Are you facing difficult Problem s? 
Poor Health? Money o r Job  Troubles? Love or Family 
Troubles? Are you W orried about someone dear to you? 
Is someone d ear to  you Drinking too Much? Do you ever 
ge t Lonely— Unhappy-—Discouraged. Would you like to 
have more H appiness, Success and "G o o d  Fortuni." In 
Life?

If you have any of these Problems, or o thers (ike them, 
d e a r  friend, then here is wonderful NEWS— News of a re
m arkable NEW WAY of PRAYER that is helping thousands 
to glorious NEW happiness and joy 1 W hether you believe 
in PRAYER or not, this rem arkable NEW WAY may bring 
a whole NEW world of happiness and joy to you— and 
very, very quickly, too!

So d on ’t w ait, dear friend. You will surely bless this 
day— so please don’t  delay) Just clip this M essage now 
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STUDY FELLOWSHIP, Box 5010, Noroton. Conn. We will 
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ing. G U A R A N T E E D  A C C U R A T E .  
Q U I C K  A N S W E R S  G E T  YOU  
A H E A D  F A S T E R !

Ston wasting precloua tim e fiaurlna. Now even a  Sctiool- 
b s ,  can not <00% accurate answer, at a Glance!

A P E R M A N E N T  C A L C U L A T O R  —  O N L Y  50c 
O R D E R  N O W  on M 0 N E Y * B A C K  G U A R A N T E E !  

W E H M A S  B K 0 9 ., D ep t. DA 21* B ’w a / ,  N .Y . 3, N . T .
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FREE with ord*r: T a U sra a n lc  Seal of Luck 
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“Just that,” he said. His gesture 
checked her. “You might be mistaken 
if you’re too sympathetic. She’ll tell 
you so. There are two sides to every
thing, Mrs. Sloane. And she’s a very 
beautiful, very talented woman.”

He had turned and shambled to the 
window. “Thank you very much,” he 
said. His voice had an abrupt dignity. 
“I ’ve already repaid you, by helping 
your husband.”

He dropped from the window, the 
few feet to the ground. And when she 
stood there a moment later, she had a 
brief glimpse of him as furtively he 
scurried away, shambling like a great 
ape, wnth his grotesque figure dwin
dling until it was gone into the bliz
zard’s murky shadows.

-  5 »
O A R T H U R  
SLOANE, this scene 
at dawn in the 
crowded little wait
ing room was a 
blurred chaos of ap
prehension. T h e  
s h e r i f f  was here 
from Monahan Pass, 
with a crowd of min
ers and f o u n d r y  

workers so miraculously gathered when 
Paula had released her husband and 
Moor; and they had summoned the 
sheriff by telephone.

And Sloane had listened to Paula's 
whispered wrords—meaningless words 
to Paula—of this strange man in the 
purple mask. She was so full of emo
tional theories of that actress in Den
ver; with a little boy who was sick; 
and this mysterious bandit with a face 
so monstrous but with eyes and voice 
that were only tragic.

Numbly, Sloane listened to her whis
pered words; but to him there was only 
the stark, reality of impending tragedy 

[ T u rn  T o  Page 9 8 ]
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n SMASHING KETECTIVE STORIES

here. . . .  Paula’s father was across the 
room, wrapped in a dressing gown, 
with his face flushed and his eyes 
bright with fever. He had no right to 
be Here, but you couldn’t keep him in 
bed with all this excitement going on. 
What matter? Sioane realized now that 
this policeman Moor didn’t know any
thing about the past; that had been 
Sloane’s frenzied assumption. But the 
foundry payroll was gone; and Lam
bert and De Ford would think that 
Sioane had double-crossed them; 
they’d ’phone to the authorities in Den
ver; the horrible past of Paula’s fa
ther would be raked up. . . .

“That man in the purple mask said 
he had done you a favor,” Paula was 
whispering. “What did he mean?”

A favor? Sioane had no idea.. . .

d U E Y ,  SHERIFF! My God, come 
-*■ down here!” It was the voice of 

one of the men calling from outside, 
where the growing daylight had dis
closed the bodies of Lambert and De 

.Ford, lying in a distant clump of rocks, 
half buried by the snow. Both were 
knifed. In Lambert’s pocket was a 
woman’s chamois jewel bag. The bag of 
Doris Kent. Her name was in it, scrib
bled on a bit of paper. And the bag was 
empty. This hijacker had robbed the 
thieves of their loot.

Everybody thought, of course, that 
that was his only motive. Everybody 
but Sioane, who knew that it was the 
murder of Torgenson of fifteen years 
ago—and perhaps mostly the stran
gling of a sick little boy a week ago— 
which now were avenged.

And abruptly Sioane realized that 
here in this waiting room, two hours

ago, he had come so very close to mur
dering Moor—if the man in the purple 
mask hadn’t intervened!

They were opening Sloane’s safe 
now. Very strange, very inexplicable 
things indeed had happened here to
night, for despite Moor’s and Sloane’s 
taie of a masked bandit, there seemed 
to be nothing missing from the littered 
safe. Certainly the foundry payroll was 
here. I t had been taken by the man in 
the purple mask, Sioane realized, so 
that Sioane could not give it to the 
blackmailers; and then later, the mys
terious bandit had replaced it in the 
safe!

“What the devil were you doing 
breaking the lock of that partition 
door?” Moor murmured presently to 
Sioane.

The weight of the world seemed sud
denly to have lifted from the amazed 
Sioane, and he smiled.

“I ’m sorry I attacked you, Ser
geant,” he said. ‘Tve got a hot temper 
sometimes. You had me all wrong—■ 
I was taking that doorlock off to fix it, 
not to smash it.”

Then Arthur Sioane was holding his 
young wife close, and kissing her. “I t’s 
all right now, Paula,” he whispered. 
“Everything is so much more all right 
than you realize.”

But her mind was on a beautiful ac
tress in Denver, with a little son who 
wasn’t very well. And to Paula Sioane 
then came a vision of that grotesque 
figure in the purple mask, with tragic 
eyes as he had stared at her; and then 
had climbed through the window, 
shambling off like a great ape to lose 
himself in the shadows of the stormy 
darkness.

ANSWER
If it had been an accident, the 

cigaret would have been entirely 
consumed by the flames. Since part of 
the cigaret was found, that showed it 
had been planted after the fire had 
done most of the damage.

------------------- ★  -------------------

to the Riddle of 
"T he C ig a r e t  C lu e"
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