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Strange stories will always be popular, especially when these strange stories are 
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true stories of strange happenings gathered from all corners of the earth and authen-
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The Phantom Musician 

AT A recent convention of Police Chiefs. 
, held in New York City, one of the dele-
L gates, a Police Captain from Ohio, 

John Wallerman, told of solving a crime with 
the aid of a ghost. The other officers laughed, 
until Wallerman told this true story: 

I was a patrolman at the time. Old Max 
Heber, the local pawnbroker, was murdered 
one night by a crook who had stolen a valuable 
violin which Max had taken for security from 
a mysterious stranger. It had been a valuable 
instrument, studded with gems and mother of 
pearl. The stranger had said it was a family 
neirloom and that he would return in several 
weeks to redeem it. 

I was at Max's bedside when he passed away. 
He couldn't give a very good description of 
his killer, but we were able to locate the man 
who had pawned the violin. He was pros-
trated and said that only two men knew of 
the violin's value. 

We tracked down one of the men, but he 
had an alibi. But we couldn't locate the other 
fellow. All we knew that he had been last seen 
on a certain street and probably lived some-
where in that vicinity. I was assigned to that 
•ection of town. 

Days passed. Then one night about twelve 
o'clock, I heard a violin being played in one 
of the small houses. There were no lights in 
the house. Finally, I knocked on the door 
and waited. 

There was no answer. But the violin kept 

playing. Believing that the player must be 
deaf, I took a skeleton key and opened the 
door. With my flashlight I looked into the 
one main room. 

As my light flashed, the music stopped. 
But there was no one there. I spotted the 
violin on the mantelpiece. Believing it was 
the missing violin, I took it to headquarters. 
It was identified by the owner. And a few 
hours later, we arrested the killer when he re-
turned to his home. 

But the mystery of the violin being played 
by some invisible hands, still worried me. 
Finally, I told the enigma to the owner of the 
remarkable instrument. He looked up at me 
with a strange smile on his face. Then he 
said: "I wonder, officer—if it was the ghost 
of my grandfather who made the violin? He 
told us that if it ever left our possession, he 
would turn over in his grave." 

Protector in the Night 
A STRANGE story is reported by Thomas 

Calway of Illinois. Some weeks ago, his 
brother William, who had been a detective 
with the local police force, died in an auto-
mobile accident. Thomas had loved William 
dearly, for Thomas had been a frail man ever 
since boyhood and had always looked up to 
William as his strong protector. 

Several days after the funeral, Thomas was 
(Continued on page 8) 
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returning home, walking through the park. 
It was late and only a small street lamp off-
set the extreme dark of the night. 

Suddenly a huge man loomed up in front of 
Thomas. The stranger asked : 

"What time is it, mister?" 
Something about the man made Thomas 

afraid, but he took out his watch with a prayer 
on his lips. As Calway gave the time, he 
looked up at the face of the stranger whose 
glance went first to the right of Calway in a 
strange manner, and then returned to Calway. 
Then the stranger said, "Thanks, mister," 
turned and walked away. 

Thomas Calway was glad to get home. He 
tried to tell himself it was all his imagination 
of fear. The stranger wasn't a crook after all. 

But the next day, Calway thought differ-
ently. The afternoon paper told of a holdup 
and murder in the park. The victim, before 
he died, had described his killer. 

Calway ihuddered. He knew it was the 
same man who had asked for the time. But 
why hadn't he held up Calway? 

Through Calway's description and identifi-
cation, the killer was apprehended. At the 
police station confronted by Calway, he con-
fessed. 

Then he was asked why he hadn't robbed 

The man answered sullenly: "I intended to 
—but that big fellow beside you made me 
change my mind." 

Calway believes his dead brother was still 
his protector even after death. 

The Cup of Chocolate 

THIS story comes from a sister of an Amer-
ican soldier. She ver 

family doctor. Here are 1 
When my brother John went to war 

months ago, it had a terrible effect 
mother. My father had been killed in the last 
war shortly after my brother had been born, 
and mother feared that her son would meet the 
same fate. 

She began to fade and could not eat. I was 
constantly at her side, and the doctor came 
most every day to try and benefit my mother 
in some way. But all she would talk about 
was John over there in the foxholes. Her 
mind was weakening. 

On the afternoon of May 22nd this year, 
the doctor and I were sitting cn the porch 
talking about mother's condition, when we 
heard her in the kitchen. Then in a few mo-
ments, we heard her go back to the living 
room talking to herself. She frequently did 
that so we thought nothing of it. 

After a while we went in the living room, 
and I noticed a cup and saucer on the table 
near the couch. As I walked over to it, 
mother said to me: 

"John was here—I gave him a cup of choco-
late. He couldn't stay but said he would come 
back tomorrow and take me on a journey." 

The doctor nodded to me not to say any-
thing, and we both looked at the cup. It was 
partly empty and there were lip-marks on it. 

MYSTERY-SCOPES 
(Continued from page 6) 

The doctor examined it carefully. Then he 
whispered: 

"This is strange—these are not the marks of 
your mother's mouth." 

We couldn't understand it of course, but 
thought that the cup might have been stand-
ing in the kitchen and mother had brought it 
in, in her vague mental state. One of the 
neighbor's children might have drunk out of 
the cup. because mother often made chocolate 
for them. 

So we comforted mother, the doctor giving 
her some medicine, which she took gladly, be-
cause she was very happy about her vision. 

But the next day, the strangeness struck 
with all its power. Mother was stricken with 
a heart attack and died within a few moments. 
Her last words were: 

"John, I'm ready." 
But the most astounding thing of all was— 

three weeks later we received word that John 
had been killed in the South Pacific and had 
died on May 22nd, the very day that mother 
had told us of the strange visitation and the 
cup of chocolate. 

through her 

Child of Vision 

IITTLE Billie Brokaw of Washington 
A State was always claiming he knew what 

was going to happen. His parents and broth-
ers and sisters made fun of him, although at 
times they admitted he was a pretty good 

Recently he fell sick. The doctor thought 
at first the nine-year-old boy had pneumonia, 
but the delirium was a bit different. Finally, 
the doctor awaited the crisis and one evening 
reported that if Billie lived through the night, 
he would get well. 

But about ten o'clock a thunder shower 
came up. The thunder and lightning were in-
tense. Relatives feared that the vibrations 
might be bad for their brother, so they came 
into his room in their nightclothes and waited 
till the storm passed. 

Just when they thought the storm was over, 
came a clap of thunder that shook the house 
from top to bottom. Little Billie jumped up 
from his slumber. He saw his brothers and 
sisters around him. His first response was: 

"Get your clothes on—grandmother is com-
ing—Uncle John is dead. . . ." 

And then he lay down again and fell into a 

Instinctively the other children obeyed 
and in a few moments, the grandmother stag-
gered into the room—her house, a short dis-
tance away, had been struck by lightning. 
When the relatives rushed to put out the fire, 
they found that Uncle John had been killed by 
the bolt, just as Billie had foretold. 

The next morning, Billie came through the 
crisis—and since that day he has been per-
fectly normal. He no longer has any strange 
psychic powers. 

The Lost Mine of Death 

THIS story can be verified by Court Rec-
ords in British Columbia, Canada. 

Some time ago, a young Indian came to 
(Continued on page 10) 
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SAYS MAN CAN NOW USE 
POWER OF 1000 MINDS 

A strange man in Los Angeles, known as 
"The Voice of Two Worlds," reveals the story 
of a remarkable system that often leads to 
almost unbelievable improvement in power of 
mind, achievement of brilliant business and 
professional success and new happiness. Many 
report improvement in health. Others tell of 
increased bodily strength, magnetic person-
ality, courage and poise. 

The man, a well-known explorer and geog-
rapher, tells how he found these strange 
methods in far-off and mysterious Tibet, often 
called the land of miracles by the few travelers 
permitted to visit it He discloses how he 
learned rare wisdom and long hidden practices, 
closely guarded for three thousand years by the 
sages, which enabled many to perform amazing 
feats. He maintains that these immense powers 
are latent in all of us, and that methods for 
using them are now simplified so they can be 
used by almost any person with ordinary in-
telligence. 

He maintains that man, instead of being 
limited by a one-man-power mind, has within 
him the mind power of a thousand men or more 

as well as the energy power of the i 
which can be used in his daily affairs. He 
states that this sleeping giant of mind power, 
when awakened, can make him capable of sur-
prising accomplishments, from the prolonging 
of youth, to success in 
many fields. 

The author states 
the time has come for 
this long hidden system 
to be disclosed to the 
Western world, and of-
fers to send his amaz-
ing 9000-word treatise 
—which reveals many 
startling results — to 
sincere readers of this 
publication, free of cost 
or obligation. For your 
free copy, address the 
Institute of Mentalphysics, 213 South Hobart 
Blvd., Dept. 521-F, Los Angeles 4, Calif. 
Readers are urged to write promptly, as only 
a limited number of the free treatises have 
been printed. t Advertisement) 
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MYSTERY-SCOPES 
(Continued from page 8) 

New Westminster, B.C., with a bag of gold 
nuggets. He would not reveal the location 
of his mine, but said he would return for more 
gold, when the present supply gave out. 

Then he disappeared, and a few days later, 
high in the hills, was found a dead squaw. The 
woman was identified as the squaw who had 
been seen with the rich young Indian. 

Later, when he returned with more gold, he 
the squaw because she knew where 

He boasted that he had killed every squaw 
that had cooked for him on his various trips. 
And even on the gallows he proclaimed that 
no man would ever find his gold and live. 

"The gods will choke him," he shouted. 
But John Littlemore, a veteran prospector 

felt that he could find the mine by the location 
of the dead squaw; so he started out on his 
perilous journey. He claimed that the In-
dian had probably carried the dead squaw for 
one day's journey, or had killed her on the 
night of the first day's trip. 

Time passed, but Littlemore never came 
back. People wondered what had become of 
him. But recently, surveyors for a proposed 
railroad to connect British Columbia with the 
newly opened Alaska highway, came upon 
John Littlemore's body. The cold had pre-
served the body pretty well, and upon ex-
amination a gold nugget was found wedged 
in his windpipe. He had evidently died of 



PIPE CLEANERS WESSENTIAL 1MTH 

The mouthpiece itaui clean at all tlmea, 
thanks to the patented 66 Baffle Filter which 
retains flake* — slugs—and absorb* moisture. 
When filter U discolored, it has done it* Job. 
Discard it and pot in a fresh one —costs only 
ONE CENT. If moisture from tobacco causes 
slight accumulation in bottom of bowl, simply 
insert pick or awl through shank to insure 
free draft. Medico Filtered Smoking is clean 
- sanitary —mild, and unbelievably improves 
taste and aroma of your favorite tobacco. 

I mfoatOk MEDICOS Till ONE DOLLAR WITH BOX OF FIITIRS FREE J 



A g i s t e r — y o u ' r e g e t t i n g p a i d in DYNAMITE! 
OUR PAY ENVELOPE today is dynamite. 

The wrong way to handle it is for us to 
wink at prices that look too steep . . . telling 
ourselves we can afford to splurge. 

We can't afford to—whether we're business 
men, farmers, or workers. And here's why: 

Splurging will boost prices. First on one 
thing, then all along the line. 

Then, wages will have to go up to meet 
higher prices. And higher wages will push 
prices up some more . . . faster and faster. 

The reason this can happen is that, this 
year, we Americans will have 45 billion dollars 
more income th.in there are goods and services 
to buy at present prices. 

That's the dynamite! 

The RIGHT way to handle it... and why 

Our Government is doing a lot of things to 
keep the cost of living from snowballing. 

But the real control is in our hands. Yours. 
Mine. 
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penny-pinching. Hut after all, the sacrifice of 
tightening our belts and doing without is a 
small sacrifice compared with giving your life 
or your blood in battle! 

Here's what YOU must do 

Buy only uhat you absoluttly rued. 
Don't ASK higher prices— for your own 

labor, your own services, or goods you sell. 
Buy rationed goods only by exchanging stamp;. 
Don't pay a cent above ceiling prices. 
Take a grin-and-hear-it attitude on taxes. 

They must get heavier. 
Pay ojf your del:'. Don't make new ones. 
Start a savings account. Buy and keep up 

adequate life insurance. 
Buy more War Bonds. 
If we do these things, we and our Govem-

fight a postwar battle Use it up 
Wear it oat 

Make it do 
Or do without 

against collapsing 
prices and paralyzed 
business. 

This advertisement, prepared by the Wor Advertising Couno1, is contributed by this magazine In 
cooperation with the Magazine Publishers of America. 





The Mysterious Influence 
In The Air You Breathe! 

your lungs to expand and contract ? What 
directs the cells of your being, each in theii 

T h e SOUL OF THE UNIVERSE is in the air you 
breathe. Deposited in your blood —with each 
inhalation you take - is the intelligence that 
directs the course of the planets through the 
misty reaches of space, and the strange phe-
nomenon of life itself. 

What is it that causes your heart to beat, 

their pur-

? What consciousness pervades these vibra-
tory globules of life and gives them awareness of 
their Cosmic function? 

Are you one of the millions who have looked 
beyond yourself for some external Divine Power 
or agency? Have you searched in vain for some 
outer sign or word of Divine assurance when 
a doubt or in need? Now learn of the unsus-

r that exists in every simple breath 
I that becomes part of you. The ancient 

Egyptians believed that the essence of life was 
borne on the wings of the air. The Bible pro-

claims that with the first breath man becomes 
not just an animated being - but a "livingsoul." 
Try this experiment, and prove aVital Life Force 
exists in the air. When you are in pain or de-
spondent take a deep breath. Hold it as long as 
comfortable—then notice the momentary relief. 
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Would you seriously like to know how to draw upon 
thit Intelligence of tlie Cosmic, with whiih the air is 
permeated.'1 Vou can use it to awaken tlie creative 
powers of your mind, and for making life an experi-
ence of acbiarment. Use the coupon below for a free 
opy of die book, 'The Mastery of Life." It tells how 
n tlie privacy of your home you may learn to use these 
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Flam* lanced Into the room, and Petey Vertano reeled and fell 

DEAD MAN'S HAND 
By WILLIAM CAMPBELL GAULT 

When Drake Garett, Gambler, Finds a Corpse in His Closet, 
It's the Signal for a Desperate Battle to Smash a Murder 
Frame and Bring Diabolical Criminals to the Bar of Justice! 

CHAPTER I 

Hidden Corpse 

WITH skilled fingers Drake Gar-
ett dealt two cards to Tom 
Vaughn, and one to Nelson. 

He paused at Jim Fellows. Jim seemed 
to be hesitating, and Drake sensed that 
he was going to try a bluff. 

"I'll play these," said Fellows, finally. 
Garett smiled inwardly, and dealt him-

self two cards. His eyes circled the ta-
ble, the intent faces, as he picked them 
up. Tom Vaughn tossed his cards away. 
So did Nelson. But not Jim. 

Drake Garett looked at his cards. He 
had three kings. He looked at Jim. Fel-
lows pushed in a pile of blue chips. 

Garett studied the pile, put in a match-

A GRIPPING COMPLETE MYSTERY NOVEL — — 
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ing pile—and then another. 
Jim Fellows looked up sharply. Drake 

knew, then, that Jim had intended to 
run one. Fellows had two pairs, Garett 
sensed. And he had opened. He wouldn't 
back down. Nor would he raise. Fel-
lows did exactly what Garett knew he 
would. He called. 

Garett laid down his three kings. 
Jim Fellows swore softly, and showed 

his openers, a pair of aces. Then he 
threw his cards down on the table, and 
they fell face up. He had had a pair of 
eights with his aces. 

"Aces and eights," Garett said. "Dead 
man's hand. Better be careful, tonight, 
Jim." He was raking in the chips. 

Jim Fellows' eyes looked hungry as 
they watched the chips being pulled in. 

"I'm cleaned out," he said. "I've had 
enough." 

Vaughn looked at his watch. "So have 
I." 

"If you're going my way, I'll go along 
with you, Jim." As Nelson spoke he 
rose to his feet. 

Fellows shook his head. "I've got to 
meet a man." 

"At three in the morning?" Nelson 
asked pleasantly. 

"That's right," Fellows snapped. 
"Anything wrong with that?" 

' Jim Fellows had lost a wad, tonight. 
Nelson said no more, though his face 
tightened. Vaughn smiled tolerantly. 
Drake Garett was aware of the tension. 

"Lose too much, Jim?" he asked Fel-
lows. "Want some back? Call it a 
loan?" 

Fellows seemed to hesitate, and then 
his head shook rigidly. "No, thanks. 
Not now, anyway." 

HE left then, and Vaughn and Nelson 
followed a little later. Drake Ga-

rett stood at the window, and looked 
out into the misty night. He felt rest-
less and uncomfortable, annoyed. It was 
a feeling that was with him often, these 
past months. 

Below, the headlights of cabs glowed 
yellow in the fog. A waiter came in 
with his bill, and Garett turned from the 
window. 

"You were lucky again tonight, Mr. 
Garett?" said the waiter. 

Drake nodded. He paid the bill. 
"What do you know of Jim Fellows?" 

The waiter looked doubtful. "Of 

course, sir, he's a member of the club, 
and it wouldn't be my place to—" 

"I'm not snooping," Garett interrupted 
him. "But I don't want to take money 
from a man who can't afford it." 

The waiter replied hesitantly. "Well, 
it's just gossip, of course, but I under-
stand he's had some business reverses, 
and—" 

Garett nodded. "That's enough. 
Thanks." He included a generous tip 
when he paid the bill. 

After the waiter left, Drake put on his 
topcoat and went down the front steps 
to the lounge. There was a cab at the 
stand in front, and he considered taking 
it straight home. But habit was strong 
in him. 

He went over to Mike Arlen's, for his 
nightly bowl of beef stew. 

"You're about the only steady I've had 
tonight," said Mike. "Most of the sen-
sible people stayed home." 

Garett grimaced. 
"Poker?" Mike Arlen asked. 
Garett nodded. 
"Poker or bridge, that's about all you 

know, isn't it?" 
"Just about," G a r e t t admitted. 

"Though there's no reason why I have to 
listen to your insults. I ought to clap 
you on the jaw." 

"Hah," Mike said, "and what would 
you do for beef stew, then?" 

"That's the only reason you're in one 
piece," Garett said. "Now, don't heckle 
me any more." He had a copy of the 
morning paper, and he spread this out 
to read while he consumed his stew. 

The war news was good, for a change. 
Garett had been in the last war, had gone 
in at sixteen, lying about his age. And 
because he had been gassed in that war, 
the powers-that-be wanted no truck with 
him in the current one. It had been a 
blow to his ego, that decision, and may 
have accounted for his restlessness, and 
for his constant gambling. 

After a while, Garett looked up from 
his paper. He looked at Mike Arlen. 
"What can you do if they don't want 
you?" 

"The Army?" Mike asked. 
Garett nodded. 
"You can buy war bonds and save 

scrap, and work in a defense factory." 
"I mean, what can you do that's dan-

gerous, that's got some kick to it?" Ga-
rett added. "I'm buying plenty of bonds." 
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"I wouldn't know," Mike Arlen said. 
"I'm an old man." 

"You're an old woman," Garett cor-
rected him. He put a coin down on the 
counter, and walked out. 

The fog had not lifted, and it was 
turning colder. He realized that it was 
not the kind of weather he should be 
out in, but he knew he could not sleep 
if he did go home right away. His home 
wasn't too far, so he decided to walk 
all the way. 

It was after four when he entered the 
lobby of his apartment. He felt weary 
now. His legs were weak as he walked 
up the two flights to his floor. 

As he opened the door, the faint smell 
of whisky came to his nostrils. He 
could not understand that. The apart-
ment was dark. He switched on the 
light in the hall, and walked its length 
to the coat closet at the end. 

His hand groped for a hanger, found 
one, and he took it out. Carefully, he 
hung his topcoat over it, and replaced 
the hanger in the closet. He reached up 
to put his hat on a shelf, but there were 
already too many hats on the shelf. It 
rolled off and fell to the floor. 

GA R E T T leaned down to retrieve 
it, and his hand came in contact 

with something that should not have 
been there. 

It came in contact with a man's face! 
For a few seconds Garett stood stu-

pidly irresolute, and then he flicked on 
the closet light. The lower ends of the 
coats in there covered the man's face, 
and most of the upper part of his body. 

Garett's mind, after its momentary 
lapse, was forking swiftly now. And 
some intuition warned him. It was the 
most fortunate hunch he had ever ex-
perienced. 

He went directly to the phone and 
called the police. 

Next he went back to remove the coats. 
He knew he should not move the body 
until after the police had examined it. 
He was piling the coats on a nearby chair 
when the doorbell rang. 

Again, Garett hesitated. Then he went 
to the button under his apartment phone, 
and pressed it to open the door down-
stairs. From there it was but a few steps 
to his bedroom, and Drake went into the 
bedroom before going to answer the 
bell. 

When he went to open the door, he 
had an automatic in his hand. 

The man framed in the doorway was 
not tall, but he was extremely broad. 
His eyes were shrewd-looking. Those 
eyes were on the automatic in Garett's 
hand. 

Garett lowered the gun. "I didn't ex-
pect you so soon," he said. "You're a 
detective, aren't you?" 

The man nodded. "Boyle's the name. 
You expecting a detective?" He stepped 
into the room. There were two other 
men with him. 

"Naturally," Garett said. "I just 
phoned a minute ago. Isn't that why 
you're here?" 

Boyle shook his broad head, and his 
eyes were thoughtful. "No. We got a 
call, from somebody else." His eyes left 
the gambler, to rest on the pile of coats 
on the chair. "You're Garett, Drake 
Garett?" 

"That's right." 
"Somebody phoned us, and said you 

had a corpse up here, Mr. Garett." 
Garett spoke slowly. "I think I have. 

When I went to put my coat away, I saw 
the body of a man in that closet. I don't 
know whether he's dead or not." 

Boyle motioned to the other two men, 
and they went to the closet, but Boyle 
still stood in front of Garett. 

"You say you just called the police?" 
Garett nodded. 
"After we rang, Mr. Garett? After 

you knew you were trapped?" 
Garett did not answer that. He was 

tired, and shocked, and in no mood to 
argue with a stubborn detective. 

"If you're accusing me of murder, get 
out your warrant," he said. "If you're 
not, I'd appreciate a little courtesy. I've 
had a bad night." 

"You're a card player," Boyle said. 
"Bridge and poker, that right?" 

"That's right." 
"You know that's against the law, of 

course." 
"So I've heard. Your own police com-

missioner is quite a bridge fan. I've 
played with him often, for small stakes. 
No doubt he knew it was against the 
law, too." 

The bell rang again at this moment, 
and Drake pressed the button. This sec-
ond arrival was the coroner, and Boyle 
went with him to examine the body. 

Drake Garett went into the living 
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room and relaxed in a huge chair. His 
weariness, despite the shock of finding 
the body, wag..growing, and he kept his 
eyes open with an effort. Then, on the 
coffee table in front of the davenport, he 
spied something that caused him to sit 
upright. 

There was a definite ring of moisture 
on the glass top of that table, as though 
a fdrink, a cold drink, had been resting 
there. 

Garett went in to relay this informa-
tion to Boyle, just as a couple of internes 
came through the door. 

Boyle came in and studied the ring. 
He looked disturbed, as though he had 
decided on Garett as his prime suspect, 
and this cooperation annoyed him. 

"What do you make of it?" the detec-
tive asked at last. 

"Somebody was drinking here, nat-
urally." 

BOYLE flushed a little at that "nat-
urally." "But why, Hawkshaw? 

And who? And when?" 
"I'm no detective," said Garett. "I 

don't know why or who. But it must 
have been within the last half hour or 
so. And it might have been the mur-
derer." 

Boyle smiled without humor. 
"You can come and look at the body, 

now," he said. "The man was poisoned. 
Coniin, they think it was. That's solu-
ble in alcohol. Maybe that's what was 
in that drink." 

Drake followed the detective to the 
hall. They had pulled the man out of 
the closet and stretched him on the floor. 
Drake took one look at the man's face, 
and then he closed his eyes. 

"You know him?" It was Boyle's 
voice. 

"I do. His name is Fellows, Jim Fel-
lows. I was playing poker with him 
tonight." 

Drake thought of that hand Fellows 
had lost on. aces and eights. Dead man's 
hand. Drake had dealt him that hand. 

"Friend of yours, eh?" Boyle's tone 
was harsh. 

"An acquaintance." 
"Did he win much of your money?" 
"I won, tonight." 
"Oh," Boyle said. "You won. He 

came here, threatened you, and you 
killed him. Then, when you saw our 
car outside, you phoned the police." 

Drake shook his head. "I can tell you 
every place I've been up to the time I 
came home." 

Boyle nodded slowly. "I suppose it 
was an honest game?" His tone belied 
his words. 

"You represent the law, I guess," said 
Garett. "If you didn't, you'd be swal-
lowing teeth for that remark." 

Boyle looked Garett up and down care-
fully. 

"I think you'd better come down to the 
station," he said. 

"I can just about keep my eyes open," 
Garett said. "If I'm going down for a 
grilling, it might be too much for me. 
You can check that with my doctor. 
And if you want a character reference, 
you can call Joe Gorham." Joe Gor-
ham was the police commissioner. 

Boyle called him. And after the call, 
Boyle turned back to Garett. 

"You can go to bed. I'll stay here 
with you. In the living room, just so 
nothing disturbs your dreams." 

Before Garett turned in, Boyle went 
over the bedroom thoroughly, studied 
the drop to the ground below. After 
Drake was ready for bed, he went out 
of the room, closing the door behind him. 

Garett did not think he would be able 
to sleep, but he had underestimated his 
weariness. He dropped off, almost im-
mediately, and his bedroom was flooded 
with sunlight when he woke. It was 
a clear, crisp day. 

CHAPTER II 
Death by Gas 

»RAKE GARETT f o u n d Boyle 
asleep on the couch in the living 

room. There was a uniformed officer 
playing solitaire on the coffee table. He 
had dragged the coffee table over to a 
big chair. 

"Good morning," Garett said. "I see 
my chum couldn't take it." 

The officer l o o k e d over at Boyle, 
asleep on the couch, and then back at 
Garett. He looked like he wanted to 
smile, but wasn't sure it was the right 
thing to do. 

"Some coffee?" Garett asked. 
The officer looked doubtful. 
"I suppose it could be considered a 
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bribe," Garett admitted. "It's worth a 
lot more than gold. But I don't use my 
quota, and it really isn't as big a bribe as 
it seems." 

The officer did manage a smile, now. 
He nodded toward Boyle. "I'd have to 
get an okay from him." 

Boyle opened one eye at that moment. 
"I was offering this officer some cof-

fee," said Drake. "Do you mind?" 
Boyle pretended not to hear. He spoke 

to the officer. "You can go now. I'll 
stick with this." 

After the man had left, Drake went 
out into the kitchen. Boyle followed. 

"You keep this apartment locked?" 
said the detective. 

Garett nodded slowly. 
"Nobody else has a key?" 
Garett shook his head even more slow-

ly, and he looked up to meet Boyle's 
steady gaze. 

Boyle said no more, but Garett knew 
what he was thinking. He pointed to 
the back door key, hanging on a hook 
near the door jamb. "I don't keep that 
key in the lock. Any kind of a cheap 
key would open that back door." 

"It was locked last night." 
"The man who was here," Garett sug-

gested, "the murderer, would lock it, 
after he was in, and then go out the front 
door. It has a spring lock." 

Boyle shook his head. "You're saying 
that the killer would bring this James 
Fellows up here, break into your apart-
ment, poison him, and then leave. And 
then call the police?" 

"I'm not saying anything," Garett said. 
"Because it probably won't do any good. 
You've got your mind made up. But I 
didn't kill Jim Fellows, and I don't know 
who did." 

"I'm going across the street, to eat," 
said Boyle. "I'll be back soon. Don't 
try to leave." 

Garett did not answer. He poured him-
self a bowl of cereal and covered it with 
milk. He ate that, and an orange, and 
had a cigarette with his coffee. In his 
mind, he kept seeing those cards, face 
up, on the table. He remembered what 
Jim Fellows had said. "I've got to meet 
a man." 

Jim Fellows, he remembered, was a 
partner in a small chemical company. 
Garett thought of the waiter's gossip. 
If anyone would know about Fellows' 
business, it would be his associates. Ga-

rett decided he would take a run out to 
see them, this afternoon, if Boyle did not 
drag him down to the station. 

Boyle came back in a half hour. 
"I've been talking to the chief," he 

said. "I won't be rooming with you any 
more. But don't do anything foolish." 

"Like leaving town?" Garett gibed. 
Boyle looked sour. Then he left. 
Garett called Marge Hanley on tlje 

telephone. Marge was now thirty-two 
years old. When she was twenty and 
new to town, a theatrical hopeful, Drake 
Garett had been seriously in love with 
her. In twelve years, however, that love 
had lost its starry touches. He honestly 
didn't know now, whether he loved her 
or not. He just knew he liked to be with 
her. 

"I've just had breakfast, but I could 
use some lunch in about an hour," he 
said. "How about it?" 

"Maybe," she said. "Did you just get 
up?" 

"Yup." 
"Poker again last night?" 
"Yup, again. And you? Or hasn't 

your latest play folded yet?" 

MARGE HANLEY pouted, " it 

has," she said, "and I was out 
with a perfectly charming man. His 
name is Carl Dietrich, and he's tall and 
blond, and a really excellent dancer, and 
I enjoyed every minute of it." 

"I'm jealous," Garett said, chuckling. 
"You aren't, darn you. But you would 

be if you'd see him." 
Garett continued to smile as he hung 

up. Marge Hanley had chosen a career, 
instead of Drake Garett, twelve years 
ago. She hadn't the cold, scheming mind 
necessary for complete eminence in her 
field. But she had done well, and had 
lived comfortably through those years. 

They ate at a little restaurant they 
both liked. Garett told her about the 
night before. 

Marge looked at him quizzically. 
"Why didn't you tell me about this over 
the phone? You're a cool customer, 
Drake Garett." 

"My phone was probably tapped. The 
less I talk about the murder over a wire, 
the better." 

"You mean—you're under suspicion 
"I am Lieutenant Boyle's first choice 

for the lead. He's a darn stubborn guy." 
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Marge Hanley shook her dark head. 
"Cards, gamblers— You were bound to 
get into a mess sooner or later. Drake, 
isn't there something you could do be-
sides—" 

"Nothing interesting. Honey, don't 
get started, now. We've argued about 
this before. And there is something I 
can do, now." 

Marge was already starting to protest, 
but at that last sentence, she stopped. 

"What?" 
"Find out who killed Jim Fellows." 
"That would be a job for the police, 

wouldn't it? It's not something you're 
trained for." 

"What am I trained for? For poker, 
and bridge—and war. You don't want 
me to play the first two, and the Army 
doesn't want me to work at the other. 
But somebody killed Jim Fellows, and 
tried to pin it on me. That looks like 
a job I ought to tackle." 

Marge looked at him wonderingly. 
"I've never seen you this serious be-

fore." 
Garett grinned. "Maybe I was making 

a speech, huh?" And he changed the 
subject. 

But after he left Marge Hanley, Gar-
ett went out to the Acme Chemical 
Company, on the west side. This was 
the company Jim Fellows had helped to 
manage. 

The other partner in the firm, Charles 
Stevens, had been the business-getter, 
the front office man. Jim Fellows had 
been mostly concerned with research, 
and had spent the larger part of his time 
in the laboratory. 

Stevens was there, in his office, when 
Garett arrived. He was a stocky man 
with quick, bright eyes. He shook Gar-
ett's hand firmly. "Jim talked about you, 
often," he said. 

Drake ignored that. "I'm being impli-
cated, more or less, in his death," he told 
Stevens. "I suppose the police have al-
ready questioned you about Jim, but I 
thought there might be some things, 
some personal things, you wouldn't care 
to reveal to the police." 

Stevens said nothing for a moment, 
and Garett sensed that the man was un-
decided. Finally, Stevens spoke. 

"I suppose Jim must have mentioned 
it to you. If I'd known that, I'd have 
told the police. But it didn't seem like 
the right thing to do, at the time. It 

could only damage his reputation, and 
his wife—" 

Drake answered, on a hunch. "About 
the money? Is that what you mean?" 

Stevens nodded. 
"The'money he lost to me?" Garett 

continued, still guessing. 
Stevens nodded. "And the money he 

—ah—appropriated from the company's 
funds. We have only a few stockhold-
ers, but a meeting was due soon, and a 
report." 

"How much was missing?" 
"Nine thousand dollars. He claims he 

lost almost all of it to you. That may 
have been why he went to your apart-
ment, to borrow some, before the quar-
terly report." 

BRAKE GARETT, for the first time 
in his life, was truly ashamed of 

his gambling. 
"Nine thousand dollars would be 

about right," he said. "I'll see that it's 
replaced." 

Soon after this Drake Garett left. He 
went to the club, but the night clerk 
who had been on duty the night before, 
after the poker game, was not due to 
come on for an hour. 

Garett took a chair in the lobby. And 
as he did, he noticed that another man 
took a chair not too far away. One of 
Boyle's men, undoubtedly. 

Drake Garett had about ten thousand 
dollars to his name, and a large part of 
that was in government bonds. His ges-
ture was going to cost him nine-tenths 
of his bankroll. 

Tom Vaughn came through the front 
door, at that moment. He saw Drake 
Garett and came over t« take a nearby 
chair. 

"What's new on the murder?" Vaughn 
inquired. "The way the papers were 
playing it, I figured you'd be in the clink 
by now." 

"I'm mighty close to it," Garett re-
plied. "You didn't notice who Jim left 
with, last night, did you, Tom? I mean, 
if there was someone waiting down here 
for him?" 

Vaughn shook his head. "Nelson and 
I came down a little later." His eyes on 
Drake were curious. "Blamed queer, 
finding him in your closet, like that. 
Must have been quite a shock." 

"It wasv" 
The detective, hiding behind a paper, 
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was obviously trying to eavesdrop. Gar-
ett spoke in a louder voice. "I don't 
suppose they'll ever find the real mur-
derer. They've decided on me, and the 
guilty man could be in San Francisco by 
now." 

The man behind the paper turned 
over another page. 

The night clerk came in then, and 
Garett left Vaughn, to interview the 
clerk. "There was someone waiting for 
Mr. Fellows," said the clerk. "But I 
couldn't describe him. He was sitting 
in that chair over near the door, and he 
got up when Mr. Fellows came down, 
and he left with him. I heard them talk, 
but I didn't even look up. I haven't any 
idea what he looked like." 

"That's too bad," said a voice. It was 
the man who had been behind the news-
paper. He displayed a badge. "Maybe 
you could look over some pictures, down 
at headquarters, just to refresh your 
memory." 

The clerk shook his head. "It wouldn't 

detective took the name. 
"I'd like to go along, when you ques-

tion him," said Garett. 
The detective shrugged. "Why not? 

It'll kill two birds with one stone. I can 
keep an eye on you, and check this other 
thing." 

ON THEIR way to the cab company 
offices, the detective spoke musing-

ly. "Vaughn told me that you had said 
something about a 'dead man's hand'. 
What did you mean by that?" 

"Jim had aces and eights," explained 
Garett. "It's an old poker superstition. 
I believe some famous player had it when 
he was shot." 

"You dealt that hand?" the detective 
said. 

Garett nodded. 
At the company offices, they were told 

that the driver in question was not due 
to report for work for a couple of hours. 
The detective got his address. 

It was a dilapidated hotel near the 
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do any good. I simply didn't look at the 

"But you heard them talk?" 
The clerk nodded, and looked wor-

riedly at Garett. "I heard them men-
tion Mr. Garett's name. That's all I 
heard." 

"They were probably talking about 
going to my apartment," Garett said. 
"There, for some reason, this other man 
killed Jim Fellows and then tipped off 
the police. He knew through Jim, that 
I always stop at Arlen's for a bowl of 
beef stew before I go home. He figured 
the police would arrive before I discov-
ered Fellows' body." 

"All figured out," the detective said. 
He nodded toward Vaughn, still in the 
lounge chair. "He was with you, wasn't 
he? He was in that poker game?" 

Garett nodded. "He left with the 
other man, George Nelson. I don't think 
either of them is guilty." 

"I'll decide that," the detective said. 
He went over to talk to Vaughn. 

"Have they questioned the cab driver 
yet?" asked the clerk. "I know the man 
who is always out there, at that time. 
If they took a cab, he'd be the driver." 

Garett called the detective back, and 
the clerk gave him this information. The 

river. The detective flashed his badge 
at the desk and asked the clerk for the 
cabbie's room number. It was three 
hundred ten. 

The clerk, a pimply youth, gave them 
some information. "There's a man from 
headquarters in that room now. He went 
up about three minutes ago." 

It was Boyle. He was standing in 
front of the door of the room. He looked 
at Drake in surprise. 

"Your chum and I decided to work to-
gether," Garett explained. "It saves him 
the humiliation of snooping around." 

Boyle looked disgusted. 
"They rang this cabbie from the desk, 

but he didn't answer," he said. "I think 
we'd better break down the door." 

Garett stood aside while Boyle and 
the other man crashed the door. They 
all entered the room together. 

The moment Drake Garett entered, he 
sensed what had happened. There was 
no odor in the air, but Garett's lungs, 
sensitive from the gassing they had once 
experienced, burned horribly. 

As Boyle and the other detective bent 
over the figure on the bed, Garett re-
vealed what he had learned. 

"He's been gassed," Garett said in 
positive tones. 
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CHAPTER III 
Fumes of Death 

BOYLE looked up in surprise, and 
the other sleuth turned around to 

face Garett. Both stared at him in as-
tonishment. 

"How did you know, from where 
you're standing, that he was dead?" in-
quired Boyle. 

"I didn't," Garett said. "But I can 
tell there's been gas in this room." 

"You're the only one who can, then," 
Boyle said, and the other detective nod-
ded assent. 

Boyle looked at the key, still in the 
inside of the locked door. He went over 
to the window. "There's no way any-
body could get into this room. No way 
at all." He turned back to Drake. "Car-
ry on, Hawkshaw. Who gassed him, and 

"I'm no detective," Garett answered. 
He was trying to hold his breath. "If 
you don't mind, I'll go out into the hall. 
I can't stand this, in here." 

"You do what you want, but don't 
leave town," warned Boyle. 

Garett knew, as he left the hotel, that 
Boyle's man was following him. He 
went directly home, and from there he 
phoned Marge Hanley. 

"Just reporting that I've spent a busy 
day," he told her. "And I'd like to bor-
row some money." 

"You've been playing poker," she said. 
"If I had," he told her, "I wouldn't 

need to borrow any money. It's just 
that most of my cash is tied up in war 
bonds, and I can't redeem all of them 
right now. I thought you could hold 
them, for the cash I'll need." 

"Why do you need cash?" 
"If you'd like to eat with me, and 

maybe even dance, I'd explain why. It's 
for a very noble reason." 

"All right," she accepted. "I'll bring 
my check book—gigolo." 

All the time Drake Garett was taking 
his bath and dressing, he kept thinking 
of that cabbie. He had been killed in a 
locked room, locked from the inside. He 
had died by an odorless gas. But how 
had it been released in that room? 

Fellows, too, had been found in a 
locked apartment. Garett thought both 

of these murders were planned. They 
were no products of a moment's anger. 
They were planned by a clever man—or 
men. 

He was drying his hair with a Turkish 
towel when his phone rang. 

Again, he had a disturbing, momentary 
intuition as he lifted the receiver. 

The voice on the phone was clear but 
low, plainly disguised. 

"It would not be to your best interests 
to involve yourself in the death of Mr. 
Fellows," said the voice. 

Then there was a click. 
Garett put the receiver back on its 

hook. He went into the living room and 
sat in a big chair. Nervously, he lighted 
a cigarette. There had been, in that un-
identified voice, a threat of power, of 
control. This was no moronic thug he 
was up against; this was a man of in-
telligence and resolve and imaginative 
daring. 

"I wanted something exciting," Garett 
thought. "This looks like it." 

He was not completely frightened. 
But he was conscious of a nervous aware-
ness, and the sight of Boyle's stocky pal 
across the street was more comforting 
than annoying. 

He picked up Marge Hanley around 
eight, and they went over to the Galaxy 
Club, which had good food, and better 
music. 

Marge Hanley had a paper with her, 
and when they were seated, she spread 
it out in front of him. It told about the 
finding of the cabbie. It mentioned that 
Drake Garett, in whose apartment the 
first victim had been found, had been in-
strumental in discovering the second. 
It told of the mysterious gas, as yet un-
analyzed. 

"You're right in the middle of one 
terrible mess," said Marge. "And all be-
cause of a poker game." 

He shook his head. "I'm in the middle 
of a mess, but poker has little to do with 
it. And I wanted a mess, I wanted some-
thing I could get my teeth into." 

"It doesn't sound appetizing," Marge 
said. She paused. "Why do you want 
that money?" 

^ A R E T T told her about Stevens' 
story regarding Jim Fellows' short-

age. 
"He lost that money to me," Garett 

finished. 
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"He lost nine thousand dollars to you," 
Marge corrected him. "But are you sure 
this Stevens person is telling the truth? 
How do you know there actually was a 
shortage?" 

"I don't," Garett admitted. "But Jim 
Fellows always spoke well of Stevens. 
I don't think he'd lie about a thing like 
that." 

"If I were you," Marge said, "I'd go 
to see Mrs. Fellows. If her husband had 
stolen money, I'll bet she'd know it." 

"I'll do that before I turn over the 
money to Stevens," promised Drake 
Garett. 

There was a shadow, then, at his side. 
A man had entered the room without a 
sound. Marge, who was writing the 
check, looked up, and a smile came to 
her face. 

"Drake," she said, "this is Carl Diet-
rich. This is the man who showed me 
such a good time the other night. He 
wants to marry me, Drake." 

Garett turned, and rose. Carl Dietrich 
was tall, as advertised, and blond, and 
he had a charming smile. The grip of 
his hand was like a professional strong 
man's. 

"The card player?" Carl Dietrich 
asked. 

"Among other things," Garett said 
dryly. 

"What other things?" Marge Hanley 
asked, and she was smiling. Smiling at 
her latest conquest, and at Garett's dis-
comfiture. 

Dietrich came gallantly to the rescue. 
"Isn't he also a detective? You're be-
ing unkind, Margaret." 

Garett searched the handsome man's 
face for some sign of mockery, but that 
face was blandly polite. Garett began 
to dislike him. 

"I know you haven't started to eat, 
and that's what you undoubtedly came 
for," Dietrich said. "But the music is 
starting, Margaret, and I'm sure Mr. 
Garett wouldn't mind." 

Garett tried to smile assent, but he 
was sure it was a bad smile. 

Marge Hanley rose, and they walked 
off toward the dance floor. They were 
an impressive couple, as they threaded 
between the tables, both tall, Marge's 
darkness accented by Dietrich's blond 
masculinity. 

"Margaret," Garett said aloud. "I'd 
forgotten that was her name." 

At a table, not fifteen feet away, 
Boyle's chum was sitting. Drake con-
sidered going over to ask him for a 
dance, but decided it might look silly. 
He lighted a cigarette from the butt in 
his hand. 

She's trying to make me jealous, 
Garett thought. But he was not so sure. 
This Carl Dietrich was no minor leaguer. 

After the music stopped, they came 
back to the table. Carl Dietrich looked 
at Garett. "I'm sure she's in good hands. 
You'll take care of her for me, old man?" 

Garett nodded. That "old man" had 
been an unnecessary touch. 

When he was out of earshot, Marge 
smiled at Garett. "Isn't he handsome? 
Isn't he what all girls dream for?" 

"He's what high school sophomores 
dream for," Garett said sourly. 

"Somebody's jealous." There was that 
smile again on her face. 

He did not answer. 
"For three years you asked me to 

marry you," said Marge. "You asked me 
practically every day. But in the last 
nine years, not a word. Did we lose 
what we had, Drake?" 

"After three years of 'no', even I get 
discouraged. And after twelve years, 
you're bound to lose something. The 
first rosy bloom, you might call it." 

Marge looked disappointed. "You 
can't blame a girl for responding to ro-
mance. I'll admit I'm thirty-two, but 
that isn't really so old. You're not dis-
appointed in me, Drake?" 

"No," he answered, "of course not." 
But the evening was not much of a suc-
cess, after that. 

The next morning he went out to see 
Mrs. Fellows. She was short and blond, 
and she seemed close to a breakdown. 

DRAKE GARETT introduced him-
self, and summoned all the tact he 

could command. 
"Jim has played poker with me," he 

said. "Beyond his limits, I felt, and I 
wondered if you knew—" 

"He told me he was nine thousand 
dollars short at the company," the 
widow said. "I think he intended to 
make it up before the report was due. 
We weren't exactly penniless. I had 
some money from my grandmother's 
estate, and—" 

"I don't think it will be necessary to 
touch that," Drake said smoothly. "You 
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see, J im had a run of luck, the other 
night, and it was too much f o r me. I 
wasn't able to pay, on the spot, but there 
was a matter of around nine thousand 
dollars due him, a n d — " 

Jim Fel lows ' w i d o w put a hand on 
Drake's arm. "You ' r e not telling the 
truth. J im always said you were one 
of the finest, and this proves it. But I 
can't take your money . " 

Drake smiled, and looked as pro fes -
sional as possible. 

"Thank you , " he said. "But I 'm not 
that fine, Mrs. Fel lows. Nor have I that 
kind of money to throw away. T h i s is 
a personal debt, and I 've never welched 
on one up to now. Please don't ask me 
to welch on this. I f you don't care to 

"You ' r e not obligated to do this," said 
Stevens. " I understand Mrs. Fel lows 
has some money, and—" 

" I want to do it," Garett said. Then 
his eyes searched Stevens' face. " Y o u 
wouldn ' t know of any enemies Jim 
might have had? I can't believe that his 
death had anything to do with his gam-
bling. It was cleverly planned by some-
body. It couldn't be connected with 
anything he was doing here?" 

Stevens shook his head. "Our busi-
ness sounds important, but most of our 
trade is insecticides, and vermin poisons. 
A s a matter of fact, our best seller is 
known as Juico. It's the best bedbug 
exterminator on the market." 

Drake Garett winced a little. " I 
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take the money, I could give it to Mr. 
Stevens, at the company." 

Mrs. Fel lows tried to read Drake 
Garett's face, but expert face-readers 
had tried that and failed. " Y o u do what 
you think best," she said. 

A t the A c m e Chemical Company, 
Charles Stevens was busily engaged in 
a mess of papers when Drake Garett en-
tered. 

Stevens' bright, quick eyes looked up 
at Garett. His shrewd mouth tightened. 
" I see you made the papers again, Mr. 
Garett." 

"Just a public ity hound," Garett ad-
mitted, with a grin. "I ' l l probably get 
more when the trial comes up." 

"You ' r e accused of this—of Jim's 
death?" 

" N o t quite. Not officially. But I 'm 
the only goat in sight, so far. And be-
cause of that, I 'm taking an active in-
terest in the case." Garett handed over 
the cash, and Marge Hanley's check. 
" T h i s will cover the shortage." 

understand Jim spent most of his time 
in the lab," he said. " D o you think that 
he—" 

Stevens interrupted him with a flat 
palm. "Aren ' t you getting a little melo-
dramatic, Mr. Garett? If you're think-
ing of sabotage, or something like that, 
the only army work we do is of the de-
lousing variety." 

Garett felt a definite let-down. He 
had visions, rather confused, of an earn-
est young chemist being slain by some 
master criminal with a sneer. 

Garett's own role in this melodrama 
was destined to be heroic. 

" I guess I 've been seeing too many 
movies," he said regretful ly . " I was be-
ginning to feel like a Junior G-man." 

Stevens smiled. "But nothing can, de-
tract f r om this fine gesture you 've just 
made. I can understand now that Jim's 
high opinion of you wasn't exaggerated." 
Stevens held out his hand. " I f there is 
ever anything I can do f o r you, Mr. 
Garett, feel free to call on me." 
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GA R E T T left, feeling faintly like a 
saint. Outside, Boyle's man had 

been replaced by Boyle himself. Garett 
could see him in a coupe, across the 
street. 

Garett walked over to a bus line a few 
blocks from the plant, and the coupe 
trailed. Garett boarded a bus. 

He got off near the club, but he did not 
go in there. He went down the street 
into Mike Arlen's spot, and he ordered 
a bowl of beef stew. 

George Nelson was in there. Nelson 
looked nervous, and he did not look any 
better when he saw Drake Garett. "I 
think I'm cured," Nelson said. "I don't 
think I could ever play poker again. Be-
cause if I got aces and eights—" 

"That was just a coincidence," Garett 
told him. "Jim's death had nothing to 
do with poker. That cab driver wasn't 
playing with us, and he got it, too." Then 
Garett changed the subject. "How could 
a man be killed in a locked room, with 
gas?" 

Nelson shrugged nervously. "Doesn't 
seem possible unless the gas was in there 
before." 

Garett shook his head. "I'd been 
thinking of a capsule, or something that 
would dissolve, in time, releasing the 
gas. But the police would have found 
that. And the murderer would have to 
be sure when the man was coming home, 
if he had the room full of gas first." 

Mike Arlen had been listening to the 
conversation. "You mean that cabbie 
who was killed in that crummy hotel?" 

Drake Garett looked up from his bowl 
of beef stew, and nodded. 

Mike Arlen's tone grew mysterious. 
"I used to be a plumber." 

"Wel l?" 
"If that hotel has the kind of plumb-

ing I think it has, a man could be in the 
next room, and still force gas into the 
cabbie's room." 

Garett looked at Arlen, puzzled. 
"Through the drain in the sink," said 

Arlen. "Those drains in adjoining rooms 
hook together." 

"Gas travels down," Garett said. "The 
kind of gas they used in the war did, at 
any rate. That gas would be leaking 
into all the rooms of the hotel." 

"This place was on the top floor?" 
asked Arlen. 

Garett nodded. 
"All those drains have traps on them," 

Arlen pointed out. "A trap is that 'U' 
shaped piece of pipe below the sink. 
When it's full of water, it prevents sew-
age-gas from backing up. And prevents 
any other gas from coming through. So 
the rest of the people in the hotel would 
be safe." 

"Didn't the cabbie's trap have water 
in it?" 

Arlen's face registered disgust. "Look. 
The drain in the cabbie's room and the 
room next door probably met and went 
into the same pipe. When I used to do 
work on those old jobs, if that drain 
was clogged, the water would back up 
in the sinks of all the rooms on that 
pipe. It's simple. Even a poker player 
should understand that." 

"I still don't understand how the wa-
ter got out of the trap in that cab driv-
er's room," Garett retorted with consid-
erable heat. 

ARLEN looked smug. "The man in 
the next room had a plunger. He 

put it on the trap in his sink. He 
pumped the water out of his own trap, 
and out of the trap connected to it. 
Then he blew in his gas, and it went 
through the only open trap there was. 
He could even put something in, to clog 
the drain pipe in the wall, so he couldn't 
possibly bother anyone else." 

Garett looked doubtful. 
"The police would have thought of 

that, though." 
"The police," Arlen said, "are card 

players and baseball fans, and scientists 
and experts. But mighty few of them 
are plumbers. Plumbing is an art, you 
might say." 

"If I thought you had anything but a 
pipe dream," Garett said, "I'd buy you 
the best hat in town. You've been read-
ing too many detective stories." 

"You could go to that joint," Arlen 
said. "You could even find out if a 
transient checked in to the room next 
door that night. You could find out if 
that drain had been clogged. You might 
even find out if there was any water in 
the trap." 

Drake Garett turned to ask Nelson 
what he thought of all this, but Nelson 
had left. Then Garett looked at Mike 
Arlen solemnly for several long mo-
ments. 

"Just to make a sap out of you, I'm 
going over there and check," he said. 
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CHAPTER IV 
Slayer's Skill 

OUTSIDE, Boyle's coupe was parked 
at the curb. Drake Garett walked 

over there and put his head down to the 
level of the window. Boyle's eyes met 
his unflinchingly. 

Drake Garett opened the door. "Like 
to drive me over to that hotel where the 
cab driver lived? My friend ;n there, 
Mike Arlen, just gave me an idea." 

Boyle scowled. "This isn't a cab, 
Garett." 

"Okay. It probably doesn't matter." 
Drake Garett turned back towards Mike 
Arlen's place. 

Then Boyle's voice stopped him. "Just 
a minute. Maybe I was a little quick 
on the trigger. Is this a legitimate 
lead?" 

" I wouldn't know," Garett said. "I 
don't think so, personally. But I un-
derstand the police overlook nothing, ab-
solutely nothing." 

Boyle flushed a little. "Get in," he 
said. 

They drove over to the hotel in si-
lence. Boyle got the key from the 
clerk, and they went up to the room. 
There was a sink in there. 

Garett called the desk. "You got a 
handy man in the house? Somebody 
who takes care of the sinks and wiring 
and all that?" 

The clerk said they had. "Send him 
up here," Garett told him. 

Boyle had remained silent until now. 
"What's the plot?" he asked. 

Garett gave him the gist of Mike Ar-
len's explanation. Boyle did not look 
impressed. 

The handy man was a seedy-looking 
old fellow. "You got a pliers on you?" 
Garett asked him. 

The man nodded. "Always. Around 
here, I got a pliers in my hand from 
morning until night." 

Garett nodded toward the sink. "Loos-
en the plug in that trap." 

"I'd better get a pail," the man said. 
"That's full of water. That's what it's 
for." 

"Just loosen it," Garett repeated. "If 
the Water starts to leak out, you can 
tighten it again." 

The man bent down beside the sink, 
and did as he was told. Cautiously, he 
turned the plug with his pliers. No 
water leaked out. He removed the plug 
entirely, and lifted a puzzled face to 
Drake. 

"That's funny," he said. 
"You got a key for the next room, the 

room next door?" Garett asked. 
The man nodded. "I've got a key for 

all the rooms." 
"Let's go in there." 
Even Boyle looked thoughtful as they 

went into the other room. It was, as 
Mike Arlen suggested, a transient room 
and vacant now. 

There was, however, water in this 
trap. 

Boyle looked unimpressed again. 
"Of course there would be," Garett 

explained. "After the man sent the gas 
through that drain, he let the water run 
into this trap again. To seal this room. 
He couldn't get the water into the other 
trap, so that one was empty." 

"Let's go down and talk to the room 
clerk," said Boyle. 

The clerk gave them some informa-
tion. 

"I think a man rented that room, early 
in the morning," he said. "I'll check 
on it." 

Then, as he studied the register, his 
face suddeny brightened, as if he re-
called something. 

"I remember the man," he said. "He 
was a short man. He said he had come 
from Chicago, that morning. He went 
right to bed." 

"What'd he look like?" Boyle asked. 
The clerk's forehead wrinkled. "He 

was dark, and he had a small scar run-
ning from the corner of his mouth to 
his chin. A thin scar." 

"Petey," Boyle said. "Pietro Vertano. 
Back in town." 

"He gave the name of George John-
son," the clerk added. 

Boyle ignored that. He and Garett 
walked out together. Out on the side-
walk, Boyle turned to Garett. 

"I had you pegged for this thing right 
from the beginning. You were about 
ready for a warrant. But now, it looks 
more complicated. But I still think you 
know more than you're telling. Want 
to come clean?" 

"I would if I could," Garett said. "You 
know everything I know." 
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BOYLE did not accept his state-
ment. Garett could see that. Boyle 

lighted a cigarette. 
"Going anywhere? I could drop you 

there." 
"I'm going over to buy a fellow a 

hat," said Garett. "You could let me off 
at a store." 

From the store, Boyle drove Drake 
Garett back to Mike Arlen's place. Boyle 
went in with him, to use Arlen's phone, 
while Garett made a little speech of 
presentation. 

The smugness on Mike Arlen's face 
almost spoiled the speech. 

After a while, another man came in, 
much too casually. Ony then did Boyle 
prepare to leave. "I guess you won't 
need a tail any more, Garett," said Boyle. 
"Keep your nose clean." 

"I'll do that," Garett assured him. 
Then Boyle walked out of the place and 
the man who had come in, took a seat 
at a table away from the bar, and spread 
out a morning paper. 

Garett wondered just how dumb Boyle 
thought he was. 

Mike Arlen, who had been right in 
an argument with Garett—for the first 
time—had a lot of other theories to of-
fer, now that he classified as an expert. 

Garett listened politely, as a good 
loser should, and agreed with Arlen so 
submissively that Arlen was stilled. 

Garett went over to the club and had 
a session of handball with Tom Vaughn, 
who was getting a little soft around the 
belt. Finally Vaughn called a halt. 

In the locker room Vaughn made a 
suggestion. "Little poker, tonight? Nel-
son's sworn off, but there are a cou-
ple of untrimmed lambs here who have 
the urge to tangle with you. Table 
stakes." 

Drake shook his head. "No poker for 
me. Not for a while, anyway. Maybe 
never." 

Vaughn stopped in the act of tying 
his shoes, and looked at Garett wonder-
ingly. "Well, I'll be danged," he said. 

Garett had a date with Marge Hanley 
for dinner that night, and they ate again 
at the Galaxy Club. Garett told her 
about Arlen's guess that had proved 
true, about Mrs. Fellows, about Stevens. 
And about the threatening phone call, 
something he had neglected to tell her 
the night before. 

Marge's face grew tense. "This hap-

pened last night?" 
"Hmm-hmmm." 
"Why didn't you tell me?" 
"Because I knew you'd look like that, 

and act like that. It's your standard 
theatrical reaction number fifty-seven, 
disapproval touched with fear. And I 
didn't feel like quarreling." 

"Oh," Marge said, and dropped the 
subject, which wasn't like her. 

There was a tall figure walking over 
toward their table now, a handsome, 
well-tailored figure. 

"Here's that man again," said Garett. 
Marge turned and gave Carl Dietrich 
the full radiance of her smile. 

Dietrich's own smile matched hers in 
warmth and charm. Dietrich turned to 
Garett. 

"I read in the paper that you had 
helped the police discover how that cab 
driver was killed," he said. "Congratu-
lations." 

"Did the paper say I had helped?" 
Dietrich nodded. "Didn't you?" 
"No. It was the tip of an ex-plumber. 

He'll crucify me. I suppose Boyle re-
leased that story. But I'll be the goat." 

Garett winced, inside, as he thought 
of Arlen's certain wrath. 

"The life of a detective is not all 
roses," said Dietrich with a smile. He 
had pulled up a chair from a near-by 
table, and was sitting close to Marge 
Hanley, too close. 

Marge did not seem to mind, however. 
She directed most of her conversation 
to Dietrich and a little later they danced. 

This, thought Garett, was getting 
monotonous. He asked Marge for a 
dance, himself, when they had returned. 

Once away from the table, he asked 
her a question. "Is this serious? When 
you told me about this mug, yesterday, 
I thought you were just trying to rib 
me. But the way you looked at him to-
night—" 

"I'm very fond of him," Marge said. 
"He's kind and thoughtful, and attentive. 
I honestly don't know how serious it is." 

GA R E T T made a wry grimace. 

"After twelve years—" 
"That's it," Marge said, "twelve years." 

Then she mimicked his words of the 
night before. "You might say we've lost 
the first rosy bloom of our romance." 

It was the beginning of a quarrel, the 
first they'd had in a long time. Garett 



DEAD MAN'S HAND 29 

was furious when they returned to the 
table. "I guess I won't have time to eat 
with you after all, Marge," he said. "I'm 
sure Mr. Dietrich would be glad to fill 
in." Then he turned his back on them 
and left. 

He was acting, he knew, like a men-
tally retarded adolescent. But the knowl-
edge did nothing to alter his mood. He 
went over to Mike Arlen's for a beef 
sandwich, and the moment he entered he 
realized that had been a mistake. 

Mike Arlen's face was stony, his con-
versation mono-syllabic. 

"I didn't give that story to the papers, 
Mike," said Garett. "Boyle must have 
done it." 

"Glory grabber," said Arlen. "Was 
there something you wanted?" 

Garett changed his mind about what 
he had wanted. "Whisky," he said. 

He had that one, and another. And 
then some more. On an empty stomach, 
it affected him more than normally, but 
he didn't care. He was walking with un-
usual care when he left. 

He was hoping, as he walked home, 
that through some miracle of fate he 
might meet Carl Dietrich. But such was 
not his luck, good or bad. The whisky 
had not made him' feel any less ornery. 
On the contrary, it had deepened his 
mood, and he was spoiling for trouble. 

There appeared to be no trouble avail-
able. All the pedestrians abroad were 
conscientiously minding their own busi-
ness. No one jostled him, no car driver 
honked at him. He was disappointed, 
as he turned in at his apartment. 

His apartment looked gloomy. It 
never had, before, so Garett decided it 
must be an optical illusion. Out in the 
pantry, he had a bottle of whisky. He 
went out there and poured himself an-
other jolt. 

Then he went into the living room 
and sat down, and thought about the 
murders. He was, he decided, a mighty 
poor detective. In all the detective 
stories he had ever read, the hero was 
a shrewd and daring man, constantly un-
covering clues and looking mysterious. 
All these heroes were walking encyclo-
pedias, authorities on poisons, the cali-
bers of guns, and the chemical analysis 
of anything they might run across in 
their quest. 

Even Boyle had a certain competence 
about him. Even Boyle stuck to the 

chase, through thick and thin, stubborn 
and determined. While all that Drake 
Garett could do was play cards, and 
drink—and quarrel with his girl. 

The thought of this last deepened his 
gloom still more, so he started back to-
ward the pantry. He was walking past 
the phone when it rang. 

He expected the voice to be Marge's, 
apologizing for her bad manners. But 
such was not the case. It was a man's 
voice. 

"Drake Garett?" 
Garett said it was. 
"My name is Vertano, Petey Vertano. 

And I got some important business with 
you right away!" 

CHAPTER V 
Dangerous Gamble 

AT FIRST Garett could not recall 
where he had heard that name. And 

then he remembered. Boyle had uttered 
it, at the hotel clerk's description of the 
man who had rented the room next to 
the cab driver. 

"What do you want of me?" Garett 
inquired. 

"I want to talk to you." 
"All right. Start talking." 
"Not over the phone. I want you to 

come over to where I am." 
"And get killed?" Garett asked. "Do 

you think I'm crazy?" 
There was suspicion in the voice now. 

"You know who I am?" 
"I've heard. If you want to talk to 

somebody, talk to Boyle. He's looking 
forward to the opportunity." 

"I've got nothing to say to the cops," 
Vertano said. "I'll admit you've got a 
right to be scared. But you can come 
armed, if you want. What I've got to 
say is important, but not important 
enough to risk the chair for. And that's 
what I'd get if I went to the law." 

That made sense to Garett. Perhaps 
because of the whisky. And, perhaps, 
also because of the whisky, he decided 
to go. 

The directions were involved, but Gar-
ett placed the spot in his mind finally, 
a tavern near the water front. He was 
to ask at the bar for Pietro Vertano. 

"I can see you coming," Vertano said 
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in conclusion, "from a long way off. If 
you're not alone, if anything looks fishy, 
you won't see me. Maybe you won't see 
anything, if I think you're crossing me." 

Garett went into the bedroom for his 
automatic. He wore a heavy coat, with 
a pocket big enough to accommodate the 
gun. Out in front, probably, one of 
Boyle's men would be parked. 

Garett solved that problem by going 
out the back door. It was cold, and the 
wind that swept down the alley nipped 
at his face. It would have been even 
colder, he reflected, if he had not had the 
forethought to absorb so much whisky. 

He got a cab about two blocks from the 
mouth of the alley. The driver must 
have smelled his breath. 

"Downtown?" he asked. 
Garett gave the address. 
"Oh," the driver said. "Slumming, 

huh? You be careful in that neighbor-
hood, mister. You keep your eyes open." 

"I guarantee that," Garett assured him. 
There was a dampness in the air when 

Garett got out of the cab. It penetrated, 
even under the heavy coat, and a sharp, 
raw wind brought tears to his eyes. 

He paid the driver, and started north. 
About a block down, there was an alley, 
though a sign proclaimed it Front Street. 
Garett turned down here to a doorway 
marked, "Sailor's Rest." 

He opened this door, and went in. 
There was the smell of beer in there, 

and the smell of tobacco. There was a 
small bar, and some tables. None of the 
customers were the social register type, 
exactly. A few of them looked rough 
and ugly. Garett went up to the bar. 

There was a flat-nosed man behind the 
bar, plainly an ex-pug. 

"I've come to see Mr. Vertano," Garett 
said. 

The flat-nosed man nodded. "You 
Drake Garett?" 

"That's right." 
"How do I know that?" 
Garett reached in for his wallet, took 

it out, and showed Flat-nose his regis-
tration card. 

Again, there was a pause. 
"Walk through that door at the end 

of the bar," the man said. "It goes into 
a hall. Go down the hall to the steps at 
the end, and up the steps. Vertano's 
room is number twelve." 

The hall was narrow, dimly lighted by 
a small and unshaded bulb. The steps 

were even less adequately lighted, and 
Garett went up them carefully. They 
opened into another hall, long and nar-
row. This was evidently some kind of 
cheap lodging house. 

Garett walked down to the door 
marked "12" and rapped. 

It opened slowly and someone called 
out. 

"Come in!" 

IN THE brighter light of the room, 
Garett studied the man who had 

opened the door. He was small, and 
dark, and Garett could just faintly see 
the thin scar that ran from the corner of 
his mouth to his chin. 

"I've got a gun, in my jacket pocket 
here," said Petey Vertano. "In case 
you're pulling something—if I get a 
warning from downstairs, I'll kill you 
quick." 

"Like you killed that cab driver," said 
Garett. 

"That's right. I've killed some others, 
too. Always for pay, and nobody that 
didn't have it coming. But this cab 
driver was different. That's what I want 
to talk to you about." 

"You did that, for pay?" Garett asked. 
"Yeah. I was told he'd worked a 

doublecross. I was told he was strictly 
a lug. I found out, later, I was told 
wrong, and that I got mixed up in some-
thing too dirty for me." 

Garett looked at the small man won-
deringly. "Worse than murder?" 

"That's right. Look, I'm an Italian. 
My folks came over to this country about 
a year before I was born. Well, I 
wouldn't say I've been any credit to 'em. 
But my old man told me something once 
that stuck in my head. 'Pietro', he 
said—" 

There was, at that moment, the sound 
of a buzzer. 

The little Italian seemed to freeze 
where he stood, his mouth still open to 
frame the forthcoming words. Then a 
strange light came to his dark eyes and 
he looked at Drake with hate in those 
eyes. 

"You crossed me. That's the warning 
from downstairs. You brought the cops 
along." Petey's hand came out of his 
pocket, and there was an automatic in 
that hand. 

"No," Drake said. "I swear I didn't. 
I'd be a fool to try something like that. 
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Not after what you told me." 
But he knew his words were in vain. 

And he knew he could not get to his 
own gun in time. He was looking at 
death in the short and ugly personifica-
tion of Pietro Vertano. 

Garett could see the trigger finger 
tightening. The sound of footsteps on 
the stairs came to his ears. He could 
hear his heart beating. 

Then from the window, flame lanced 
into the room, and Petey Vertano reeled 
and fell to the floor. More flame, a 
crashing retort, and Garett felt some-
thing smash his shoulder. 

Garett took two swift, sideward steps, 
and his gun was in his hand, pouring 
lead at that gaping window. His gun 
was empty before he realized that his 
hand was wet' and sticky with blood. 

The door burst open, then, and Boyle 
stood there. 

Boyle's gun was in his hand. 
"Try and talk yourself out of this 

one," Boyle said. "What's the matter? 
Did your little stooge try to blackmail 
you?" 

"We'd better get to a doctor," an-
swered Garett. He nodded toward the 
window. "Somebody shot Vertano from 
out there. I think I got him. There 
must be a fire escape, or something. You 
could look—" D r a k e Garett's gun 
dropped to the floor, and then the room 
began to revolve slowly. 

He managed to stagger toward the 
bed. Then he pitched forward into 

-oblivion. . . . 
There was a doctor present when he 

came to. His shoulder was a wad of 
bandages, and he still felt faint and 
dizzy. His stomach felt tight from 
hunger. 

"You've lost some blood," said the doc-
tor. "You'd better take it easy." 

Boyle was standing there, looking 
more puzzled than ever. 

"Feel like talking?" He turned to the 
doctor. "If it's okay with you." 

"Not too much," the doctor said. "He 
needs to relax." 

"I need to eat, and to get out of this 
foul joint," said Garett. "Get me over 
to Mike Arlen's place for some of that 
beef stew, and I'll talk all night." 

"Somebody better talk," Boyle said. 
"Petey's dead. And that guy out on the 
fire escape is dead, too. You didn't miss 
it by much, yourself." 

THERE was another detective stand-
ing next to Boyle, and Garett saw a 

uniformed officer in the doorway. The 
other detective now spoke. 

"That guy on the fire escape is Joe 
Petrie, boss," he said. "I never thought 
he'd have the nerve to tackle Vertano." 

Boyle shook his head. "There's no 
figuring this case. Maybe, if I get this 
card shark fed, he can make some sense 
out of it." 

Garett swung his feet around gently 
and sat up. A moment's dizziness came 
to him. Then that vanished, but he still 
felt weak. Boyle came over to support 
him on one side, while the other detec-
tive brought his heavy coat. 

Garett stood between them, then, and 
they supported him as he walked out into 
the hall, and down the steps. 

The bar was filled with cops and re-
porters. Flat-nose was nowhere in sight. 
A few of the scribes came over to talk 
to Garett, but Boyle waved them away. 
Then a couple of flash bulbs popped. 

Outside, the cold air helped to clear 
Garett's head, but the chill of it in-
creased the ache in his shoulder. They 
walked over to Boyle's coupe. Garett 
got in. 

The other detective went back to the 
tavern, and Boyle climbed in behind the 
wheel. Garett started to talk, then, and 
he told Boyle everything that had hap-
pened since the phone call. 

"I thought I had you with the goods 
this time," said Boyle. "The way you're 
mixed up in this case, I can't see how 
you can come out of it with clean hands." 

"Jim Fellows was a square shooter 
with me," Garett said. "He paid his 
debts, and didn't beef. I've mixed my-
self up in this case because I'm as inter-
ested as the police in getting Jim's mur-
derer." 

"You don't think it was Petey?" 
"No. It was too rotten, even for 

Petey. He was a hired hand, but when 
he found out who had hired him, he was 
ready to call copper. But he wasn't ready 
to go to the chair. That's why he phoned 
me." 

"What would be too low for Petey?" 
"From the way he opened his little 

speech, I can think of only one thing." 
Garett paused. "With a war on, even 
Petey got patriotic. But I can't think 
of why this Petrie killed him." 

"Petrie was like Vertano," Boyle said. 
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"A paid killer. It was a business with 
those boys, and they were good at their 
business. Anybody could hire 'em." 

"Anybody couldn't hire Petey," said 
Garett. "This last boss he had found that 
out. And so he sent Petrie. I've got 
most of the picture, I think." 

"I haven't," Boyle said. 
"It has something to do with the war. 

Before Petey was killed, he acted almost 
sentimental. He started talking about 
his parents, immigrants, and he practi-
cally apologized for killing that cab 
driver." 

"He admitted that?" said Boyle in sur-
prise. 

"He did." Garett twisted a little in his 
seat, easing his aching shoulder. 

"When I followed you tonight," Boyle 
said, "I thought you were a dead duck, 
especially when you went to that Sailor's 
Rest. Every time, something else turns 
up. Maybe I've been playing a dumb 
game." 

Garett shifted uncomfortably. He was 
so accustomed to Boyle's stubborn per-
sistence, that this kind of confession em-
barrassed him. 

"If this has anything to do with the 
war it will be out of my hands," went 
on Boyle. "It will be F.B.I, work. It 
might be smart to deal them in now." 

"We're not sure of that," Garett said. 
The coupe had pulled to a halt in front 

of Mike Arlen's place. 
"Come on in and have a bowl of beef 

stew," Garett said. "It'll do you good." 
He grinned. "Nothing like beef stew 
after a whale of a gun fight." 

CHAPTER VI 
Twisted Trail 

FOR the first time since he had known 
him, a smile came to Boyle's face. 

"I think I will," he said. 
Mike Arlen was not working and 

Garett was thankful for that. 
Boyle took off his coat and hat, and 

they sat at a table near the bar. Boyle 
looked completely worn out. There were 
circles under his eyes, and his hand 
shook as he picked up a spoon. 

"I'm no Philo Vance," he said. "I 
walked a beat for years, and then they 
put me on the plainclothes squad. I 

worked like a dog, twenty hours a day 
when I was on a case, and I had some 
luck, besides.. My method was to de-
cide on who was guilty and move in with 
him. I'm not too smart, but I've always 
had a good pair of legs, and that made 
up for it. But this case has got me 
down." 

"You decided on me," Garett said. 
"That was logical, because the killer was 
trying to frame me." 

"I had to have somewhere to start." 
Boyle was defending himself. "Where 
else? Petey has no tie-ups, and neither 
has Petrie. Vaughn's record isn't too 
good, but there's no murder in that man, 
I'm sure. That Nelson is the original 
timid soul. Where was I going to start? 
With you, and I'm ready to admit I was 
wrong there." 

"You tried to tie the murder up with 
poker," said Garett. "So did I, at first. 
That 'dead man's hand' I dealt Fellows 
—that was one of those coincidences 
that acts as a red herring. Jim Fellows 
played poker, but so do millions of other 
men. It didn't have anything to do with 
his death, except that it gave the mur-
derer a chance to shift the blame." 

"All logical," Boyle said. "But where 
do we go from here? We're right where 
we started from, and the killer could be 
in China by now." 

"You could check Jim Fellows' life, 
through his wife, and through Stevens. 
We could try to find out why he came 
to my apartment. It's a cinch he wasn't 
forced to come there. He was tricked 
into drinking that poison." 

"That's right," Boyle said. "He came 
there with a friend, or somebody who 
he thought was a friend." 

"He probably came to borrow some 
money from me," said Garett. "He was 
nine thousand dollars short at the com-
pany." 

"I heard about that," Boyle said. "This 
cab driver was killed, then, because he 
could recognize the man who met Fel-
lows at the club." 

"He was killed by a paid killer," per-
sisted Garett, developing his ideas. 
"Don't you get another lead from that? 
There is an organization behind all this. 
The complicated set-up here doesn't 
spring from just one man." 

Boyle had finished his stew. He went 
over to get his hat and coat. 

"I'll run you home, now," said Boyle. 
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"I've got some more work to do tonight." 
He walked over toward the wall phone. 
"But I'm going to have them put a man 
in front of your apartment, for your own 
protection." 

THfey drove to Garett's apartment in 
silence. Boyle yawned frequently, and 
Garett could see that he was having dif-
ficulty in keeping his eyes open. 

When they stopped, Boyle spoke 
again. "The man isn't here yet. Think 
you'll be all right?" 

Drake nodded. "I'll be all right as 
long as I don't get nosy." He eased him-
self out of the coupe. Besides the ache 
in his shoulder, his head was hammering 
now, and he knew he would feel like 
blazes in the morning. 

There was a light on in his kitchen, 
and for a second he stood in the dark-
ened hall, and his heart began to ham-
mer again. Then he remembered that he 
had left it on himself, and he felt fool-
ish as he went to turn it out. 

He undressed slowly, favoring his 
shoulder. He took some soda for his 
hang-over. The thought of Marge Han-
ley came to him, Marge and that blond 
heart-throb, and he put those thoughts 
from his head. He'd had enough trouble 
tonight without heckling himself about 
those two. 

It was hard to get to sleep at first. 
Faces kept running through his mind— 
Vaughn and Nelson, Stevens, Mrs. Fel-
lows, Carl Dietrich, Marge, the killer, 
Petey Vertano. He thought of the cab 
driver, and that pimply-faced clerk at 
the hotel. 

Then the faces began to fade, and he 
fell asleep. Once, just before dawn, he 
woke, wet with perspiration, and his 
eyes groped through the shadows in his 
room. 

BUT it was not fear that caused the 
perspiration. It was the breaking 

of his fever, and he returned to sleep— 
and dream. 

The sun was coming through his bed-
room windows when he awoke again. 
His mouth tasted dry and fuzzy, and the 
ache in his head was steady. He went 
to the phone and called his doctor. He 
explained that he wanted a dressing 
changed. 

He went out into the kitchen to make 
some coffee. 

There had been four deaths, but three 

of them were not mysteries, Garett re-
flected. He had killed one of the vic-
tims, Petrie. He forced that thought 
from his mind. All of them had re-
sulted from Jim Fellows' death, and it 
added new importance to that. Because 
these were not small stakes the killer 
was playing for. It could not be just 
money. Money alone could not motivate 
anyone as ruthless and intelligent as the 
murderer of Jim Fellows. 

The doorbell rang. It was his doctor. 
"You should be in bed, but I suppose 

you know that," the physician said. 
Drake admitted he did. He winced 

as the last blood-soaked bandage came 
off. He asked the medico a question. 

"What kind of gas is odorless, and 
deadly, and highly concentrated, so that 
a man could carry it in some form of 
package, and still have enough to fill a 
room?" 

"You mean the stuff that killed that 
cab driver?" 

Garett nodded. 
"I was talking to the coroner yester-

day," his doctor told him. "He doesn't 
know any more about that gas than you 
do. Because of the condition of your 
lungs, it affected you immediately. That 
cab driver probably never even knew he 
was inhaling it—until too late." 

"It's—something new?" 
The doctor paused, as though choos-

ing his words carefully. "I don't know 
about that. They just don't know what 
it was—up to now." 

After the doctor left, Drake Garett 
drank his coffee. It had been evident, 
from the doctor's tone, that thdre was 
something mysterious about that gas. 

Again, as it had the night before, the 
faces of all of them started revolving 
in his mind. And the faint beginnings 
of a pattern began to form. 

After he dressed, he took a cab over 
to the Acme Chemical Company. Stevens 
was there. 

"I may be wearing out my welcome," 
Garett told him. "But every lead I get 
seems to come back here. I'd like to get 
some more information about Jim Fel-
lows." 

Stevens smiled genially. "Shoot." 
"He had his own lab, didn't he? And 

he didn't always make reports on the 
work he was doing?" 

Stevens hesitated. "Jim did some work 
that wasn't connected with the firm. He 
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didn't make reports on that work, 
though I knew of it. He developed a 
fast paint drier in his own lab, and some 
kind of a spray for treating steel in the 
foundry. This last one didn't work out, 
but the drier was quite successful." 

"I'm no chemist," Garett said. "At 
college I avoided it like poison. But if 
you'd be willing to go through Jim's 
lab with me, don't you think we might 
uncover something that would aid the 
police?" 

Stevens, shook his head. "The police 
have already had the same idea. They've 
gone over that place thoroughly. Jim 
kept all his notes there. They found— 
nothing." 

Drake Garett said nothing, but his 
disappointment was evident. 

Stevens went on. "I think I can under-
stand why both you and the police are so 
interested in Jim's work. It's because 
of that gas, isn't it, the gas that killed 
the cab driver?" 

Garett looked up. "That's right." 
"You can forget it," Stevens said. "I 

was mighty close to Jim. If he was 
working on anything that important, he 
would have told me about it." 

GA R E T T nodded. "You're probably 
right." He turned to go. "I'm 

sorry to have been such a bother, but this 
detective complex seems to have me 
pretty bad." 

"No bother at all," Stevens assured 
him. "Always glad to see any friend of 
Jim's." 

Outside, Drake Garett paused on the 
sidewalk. He had run into a stone wall 
again. He thought of going over to look 
up Boyle, but Boyle was probably asleep. 
He could not forget about his theory, 
though, and he could not believe that 
Stevens' assurance necessarily killed it. 

Garett went to the Fellows' home. Mrs. 
Fellows opened the door. Her first 
words interested him. 

"I phoned you last night, late. And 
then I tried to get you again about a 
half hour ago." 

"Something's h a p p e n e d ? " Garett 
asked. 

She shook her head. "Come in." Her 
eyes, it seemed, never left his face, as 
though she was trying to fathom his 
mind. 

They went into the living room. Mrs. 
Fellows appeared nervous, and she kept 

her voice unnecessarily low. 
"After your—gesture of the other day, 

I made up my mind to give you some-
thing, something of Jim's," she said. 

"I think I know what it is," said 
Garett. "Things are beginning to make 
sense." 

She looked at him solemnly. "You 
think it caused his death?" 

Drake Garett hesitated. 
"Do you? Don't try to spare my feel-

ings. If it's that important, I want to 
know the truth." 

"I think it did," Garett admitted. 
Mrs. Fellows' voice went on. "It's the 

formula for a poison gas. Jim told me 
if something h a p p e n e d to him, I 
shouldn't take any chances on the local 
authorities, because of the publicity. He 
told me I should give it to you, and tell 
you to take it directly to Washington." 

Garett looked at her'curiously. "Jim 
knew something was going to happen to 
him?" 

"He must have been afraid of it." Mrs. 
Fellows hesitated. "He said that in the 
wrong hands, it could mean the end of 
the Allied cause. I thought, of course, 
he was exaggerating. He was always so 
enthusiastic about all. his discoveries." 

"Why didn't you give it to me when 
I was here the other day?" inquired 
Garett. 

"Well, frankly, after all that hap-
pened, I didn't trust you. I was going 
to turn it over to the police, but I re-
membered Jim's warning. I'd almost 
decided to go to Washington myself." 

"Someone must know about it. It's 
probably what killed that cab driver," 
said Garett. 

"There was a bottle of it, complete 
with tube, at the laboratory," Mrs. Fel-
lows said. "Jim told me that didn't mat-
ter, that no one could analyze it." 

"The picture's complete, now," said 
Garett. "I know who killed your hus-
band." 
_ "I think I do too," the widow said. 

She went over to a small table at one 
end of the room. She removed a vase 
from this table, and a heavy, cloth spread. 
She returned and handed Drake Garett 
a business size envelope. 

"It's all in here." 
"I'll go to Washington today," Garett 

said. "If the police don't like that, I'll 
pay to take one of them with me. I'd 
suggest you say nothing to anybody." 
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"Of course," she said. 
The doorbell rang. 
"Are you expecting anyone?" inquired 

Garett. 
She shook her head. Her eyes were 

fearful. 
"I'll go out into the kitchen. If it's 

somebody who's looking for me, I'm not 
here." 

There was indecision in her face. 
"Trust me," Garett said. 

SHE nodded, then, and went to the 
door. 

In the kitchen, Garett studied the en-
velope in his hand. There was no writ-
ing on it, nothing to indicate the ter-
rible significance of the contents. 

There were voices now, and Garett 
heard his own name mentioned. He 
opened the ice box and lifted one of the 
ice trays. 

Then he pushed open the swinging 
door that led to the dining room. If Mrs. 
Fellows was in danger, the kitchen was 
no place for a man. 

But she was in no danger. There was 
a uniformed officer in the living room, 
and a man in civilian clothes. The man 
in civilian clothes was wearing heavy-
soled shoes. 

"You were looking for me?" asked 
Garett. 

Again there was a hint of suspicion on 
Mrs. Fellows' face. 

"I could have gone out the back door, 
but I've no reason to run from the law," 
said Garett, meaningly. 

"That's good," the detective said. "It 
saves us the trouble of shooting you 
here." He took out a pair of manacles. 
"You're wanted at headquarters." 

"The charge?" 
"Murder," the detective said. "Don't 

make me say whose murder, not here." 
There was a sharp gasp from Mrs. Fel-

lows. Garett spoke to her swiftly. 
"After I go, I want you to phone the 

police commissioner," he said. "Tell 
him everything that has happened, every-
thing. But not over the phone. Have 
him come here." 

"Let's go," the detective said. 
Mrs. Fellows' eyes were still troubled 

as they left. There was a sedan at the 
curb here, and Garett got in. The plain-
clothesman rode in back with Garett. 
The uniformed officer drove. 

They had gone about two blocks when 

the man in back spoke. "You want to 
give it to us now? We might be more 
lenient, if you cooperate." 

"Give you what?" 
"The envelope. We saw her give it to 

you, through the window." 
Garett closed his eyes. 
"I should have smelled it," he said. 

"No detective I've ever seen looked as 
ugly as you. But the uniform did it. 
I'd overlooked your efficiency, your love 
of detail." 

"You're a smart guy," the man said. 
"Not smart enough. But maybe it's 

time I started. What's the offer?" 
The man shook his head. "You don't 

bargain with us, monkey. You're in no 
place to bargain. One way you might 
live, the other way you don't." 

CHAPTER VII 
Hitler's Game 

PRETENDING indifference, Drake 
Garett shrugged his shoulders. But 

beneath his cool demeanor, icy fingers 
of fear were caressing his spine. His 
mind worked at top speed. He was in a 
dangerous spot and he realized it. 

"You'll have to decide that," he said. 
"I'm not the only one who's wise to the 
set-up. If you don't dicker with me, 
you'll get nothing. Probably you'll get 
in a nasty jam, too." 

"We'll take that chance." 
"You talk like an American," Garett 

went on. "You must have spent a lot 
of time here." 

"I was born here," the man said. "I 
lived my life here." 

"The Bund, then," Garett said. "How 
about your pal, up in front? He a citi-
zen, too? Or did Shicklegruber send 
him over?" 

."It might be smart for you to shut up," 
said the man. "We've got lots of ways 
of killing. Some of them are nicer than 
others." He leaned over toward Garett, 
and one hand was reaching toward 
Garett's coat. "I'll take that envelope 
now." 

Garett's right hand came around to 
smash into the man's mouth. He could 
feel his fist break a tooth, and there was 
blood all over the man's face. 

The man lifted his left hand—and a 
sharp command in German came from 
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the front seat. 
Garett was breathing hard. The man 

in the back took out a handkerchief to 
wipe the blood from his lips. 

"You'll get yours for this," he said. 
"I'll talk to your boss," answered 

Garett. "I don't deal with punks." 
In the rear-view mirror he could see 

the cold eyes of the man in front. Garett 
was still handcuffed, and his chances for 
a break were less than nothing. But he 
had to stall. 

"Maybe your boss will put you wise," 
he said. "Or maybe it isn't the way he 
works, to let his errand boys in on every-
thing. But I think I can make a deal 
with him that'll save a lot of trouble 
all around." 

"Quit talking," said the man in front. 
"Talking won't save you." 

"Yeah," Garett admitted. "Chamber-
lain found that out. But somebody 
ought to tip off Shicklegruber. He's 
been playing the same record for years." 

"Shut up." 
" W h y ? " Garett asked. "All I can lose 

is my life, and that's getting shorter 
every minute. Why shouldn't I yell, and 
take a chance?" 

There were some words then, in Ger-
man, from the front seat. Drake sensed, 
too late, what the words were. 

He saw the man next to him reach be-
hind him, and then the man's hand was 
moving through the air. Then darkness 
welled up over him like a tidal wave. . . . 

He was bound when he came to. He 
was gagged, and lying on a carpeted 
floor. He could feel the carpet under his 
hands, and it was deep and soft. The 
room was dark, and smelled unused. 

His head ached, and his bad shoulder 
was stiff and sore» due to the tightness 
of his bonds. He had been a thought-
less fool. He had suspected that the 
detective was not legitimate from the 
time he had come through the dining 
room door. But he had wanted to get 
them out of the house. 

He heard a voice then, outside the 
door of this room, and it was a voice he 
recognized. And the picture became 
clearer. 

Our government, he thought, won't 
use poison gas. Not unless the others 
start it. But the Germans will. It's be-
ginning to look like they'll need that, 
and more. Jim Fellows' gas was worth 
plenty to them. But Fellows was an 

American, even though he was tempted. 
He needed money, and he had intended 
to come to Garett for it. If Garett had 
given it to him, the pressure on Jim 
Fellows would have been gone. 

Drake Garett had wanted to serve his 
country. He was going to do that, it 
seemed, the hard way. 

The door opened and light from the 
other room fell across Garett's face. His 
eyes closed at the glare, and then opened 
slowly. 

A man stood over him, looking impos-
sibly tall from Garett's position on the 
floor. A foot crashed into his ribs. 

Garett groaned, and the tall man spoke. 
"Where's that envelope?" 

THE lights went on then and Garett 
could make out the face of the man 

above. It was Carl Dietrich. 
"You made a play for Marge so you 

could check on me," said Garett. "You're 
smooth. It gave you an alibi the night 
Jim Fellows was killed. You were with 
Marge while your pal killed Fellows." 

Again that foot thudded against his 
ribs, and Garett rolled over with the 
pain. 

"Where's that envelope?" 
"Nobody knows," Garett said. He was 

gasping. "Nobody but me. And there 
aren't enough of you in the world to 
work it out of me." 

Two hands went under his armpits 
then, and he was jerked to his feet. Then 
a chair was brought over and they 
dropped him into it. His shoulder 
pained sharply from the manhandling. 

It was dark outside, and that meant 
he had been in this room for hours. It 
had obviously been the library of a fine 
home, but long unused. Dust covered 
the books, the piano in one corner, the 
chairs. 

Dietrich stood directly in front of him 
now. "You're in a very bad way, my 
friend," said Dietrich. "We had planned 
to frame you for the murder of your 
card playing associate, but you wriggled 
out of that. Whether you live or die 
depends on my mood now. If you co-
operate, you could live to be an old man." 

"I wouldn't take a German's word for 
anything," Garett said. "You can't bar-
gain with me." 

Dietrich's flat palm lashed out. It 
struck Drake Garett on the cheek. 

Garett cursed him fluently. 
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Dietrich's fist smashed into Garett's 
nose, and the sharp pain of it seemed to 
knife his brain. There was blood, now, 
dribbling down over his chin. Garett 
said no more. 

" W h e r e is that enve lope? " 
Garett shook his head doggedly , and 

somebody hit him f rom the other side. 
Then Dietrich's fist landed on an eye. 
Consciousness was sl ipping away f rom 
Garett, and he prayed silently for obliv-
ion. 

But then something sharp and clari-
f y i n g came through his nostrils, helping 
to clear his brain. T h e y did not want 
him to pass out. T h e y wanted him to be 
fu l ly aware of the punishment they 
knew how to administer. 

" W h e r e is that enve lope?" 
" I don't know, now. My head's all— 

m i x e d — u p — " Garett's head rolled to 
one side. " M y shoulder—" 

"Untie him," Dietr ich said. 
The tight bonds at his wrists were 

loosened. Garett let hfs arms relax at 
his sides, and then he stretched gingerly , 
trying to get some strength into them, 
trying to stall f or time. 

" W h e r e is that enve lope?" 
" I had it," Garett said, "when I left 

the house. I had it in my inside coat 
pocket . That man who sat next to me. 
He tried to grab it. Then, when I hit 
him, he knocked me out. He must have 
taken it if you didn't find it on me." 

There was a silence. Through his 
g o o d eye Garett saw that Dietrich was 

standing less than three feet away. Diet-
rich seemed to be swaying, but Garett 
knew this ef fect was caused by his faulty 

"You ' re ly ing , " Dietrich said. " M y 
patience is just about exhausted. W e 
have ways, you know, of getting infor -
mation. I had hoped we wouldn't have 
to resort to them. I ' l l give you one 
more chance." 

"That ' s the gospel truth," Garett said. 
" W h y don't you question h i m ? " 

Dietrich turned to one of the men at 
Garett's side. " W h e r e ' s F r e d ? " 

"He 's gone back to town." 
" A n y chance he really did take the 

envelope?" 
" O f course not. This man is ly ing . " 

Again Dietrich's balled fist smashed 
into Garett's face. His consciousness 
was really go ing this time, but the fury 
in him was stronger. 

Garett lunged forward, lashing out 
with both hands bl indly at Dietrich's 
face. One landed, and his bad shoulder 
seemed to be on fire. Then something 
crashed into the back of his skull. . . . 

His face was in the carpet when he 
woke. The room was dark again. T w i c e , 
in his unconsciousness, he had thought 
he heard someone whisper, but there was 
no one here now. His head throbbed 
steadily in rhythm to the beat of his 
heart. His mouth was dry, and thirst 
was torture. 

He kept seeing faces in his mind, all 
the faces, but then the face of Carl Diet -

"The Old Gentleman!" Screamed the 

Switchboard Girl. "He's—He's—" 
BRECK BARNUM ran to the front of the office. There in the 
waiting room was Mr. O'Connell sitting in a chair with a magazine 
on his knees. His head was forward on his chest. He might have 
been asleep. But—the hilt of a knife protruded from his chest. The 
magazine on his lap was crimson! 

AND THAT was only the start of the grim mystery that confronted 
Breck Barnum—a mystery that will amaze you mightily in THE 
STONES IN THE SCRIPT, a novel by Sam Merwin, Jr., packed with suspense and sur-
prises! 

COMING NEXT ISSUE 
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rich stood out before all others. He 
moaned softly, as an uncontrollable 
shiver ran the length of his aching body. 

A voice came then, a whisper. 
"Garett. It's me, Boyle. I saw what 

they did to you, from the window." 
Garett tried to make sense out of that, 

but failed. He managed to speak, never-
theless. 

"How did you know I was here?" 
"I followed you. Since you left the 

house this morning. But I came alone. 
I would have gone for help, but I'm 
afraid to leave you." 

"Where are they now?" 
"They're in the kitchen, eating. I 

came through the window in here." 
"Listen carefully," said Garett. "Don't 

interrupt. Don't argue." He turned 
over painfully. "That envelope they 
want is in the refrigerator in Fellows' 
house. It's under the ice tray in the top 
freezer. Don't open it. It belongs to 
the Government. Get to the nearest 
phone, have cops sent to Fellows' house, 
and here. Stevens is the man who killed 

im Fellows. Stevens went along with 
im to my apartment, and probably sug-

gested they go in the back door and wait 
for me. Jim Fellows wanted to borrow 
some money so he could pay that short-
age. Stevens wanted the gas formula 
sold to the Nazis. They probably of-
fered plenty. Get him. Now beat it." 

"And leave you here?" 
"Get the dickens out of here. This 

thing is bigger than either of us. You 
can't do anything, anyway. Go, blast 
you!" 

Then Garett felt something cold and 
hard pressed into his hand. 

"My gun," Boyle said, "if you get a 
chance to use it." Then the dark shape 
of him dissolved in the dimness. 

Garett lifted himself painfully to his 
knees. He seemed to be whirling in 
space, and that uncontrollable shiver 
went through him again. It was no use. 
He stretched out again, full length on 
the floor. 

He did not lose consciousness com-
pletely again. Once or twice he felt him-
self slipping, but each time he fought 
against it successfully. Then, a long 
time later, it seemed, he heard voices 
outside the door once more. Garett 
pulled the automatic up out of sight and 
closed his eyes. 

Even with his eyes closed, he could 

tell the lights went on. Then Dietrich's 
voice came from directly above. 

"We have decided to kill you, Garett," 
said Dietrich. "The way you die will 
depend on how much you help us. It 
is too late to hope for a deal now. Do 
you want to talk?" 

Garett made no answer. 
"Put him on the chair again." 
Hands came down to grip under his 

armpits, and then he was lifted upright 
on tottering feet. 

And Carl Dietrich stood directly be-
fore him, right in line with the auto-
matic in Garett's hand. Garett pulled 
the trigger. 

For a second the men on either side of 
him were too startled to move. Garett 
spun crazily, and the big automatic 
jumped in his hand as he threw a shot 
at the right hand man. 

DIETRICH was on the floor. The 
man on the right went slamming 

back into the wall. 
Garett turned. He turned in time to 

see the man to his left pulling a gun 
from a shoulder holster. 

Garett pressed the trigger again, but 
the bullet missed. There was shouting 
in the hall, in German, and he had a 
swift glimpse of men coming through 
the door. 

Then the room erupted into an in-
ferno of sound and flame. 

Something smashed into Garett's hip, 
and he crashed. . . . 

This time he came to on a bed. It was 
a hard bed, so he knew he was in a hos-
pital. There was an odor of antiseptics 
in the air. One face materialized out of 
the dim light, that of Marge Hanley. 
And Drake Garett wondered if he could 
possibly have gone to heaven. 

He felt light-headed, pain-free. They 
had probably given him a shot of some-
thing. 

"Darling, I've been such a fool," said 
Marge. Then her lips came down and 
pressed against his, and he felt sure he 
was in heaven. 

"I've been a fool, too," another voice 
said, "but I'm not going to kiss you." 

It was Boyle. 
"What h a p p e n e d ? " asked Garett 

weakly. 
"Stevens confessed. He's one of those 

Bund guys. He made a deal with the 
Nazis, after Fellows had invented the 
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gas. Everything turned out the way you 
thought it was. That house you were in 
was a summer house for some big shot 
German-American business man. We got 
him too. We got the whole copperhead 
gang-" 

"How did I ever get out of it?" 
"The boys from headquarters arrived, 

just as you started to shoot. It was a 

second battle of the Marne, there, for 
a while." 

"Dietrich?" 
"You got him." 
"I'm glad," said Garett. 
Marge's hand tightened on his. "Me, 

too," she said. 
"Me, too," Boyle said. "I've got a son 

in Sicily." 
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Mr. Remington started back In horror at he recognized the chloral odor 

THE CRT R n O THE F IDDLE 
By OWEN FOX JEROME 

It Takes a Cat, a Fiddle, and a Lovely Singer to Trans-

form Gentle, MUd Mr. Remington, Violinist of the Romany 

Club, into a Smart Detective as Well as a Hero! 

HAD anyone told Horace Reming-
ton that he was heroic he would 
likely have fainted dead away. 

Mr. Remington was slightly on the 
wrong side of forty, and he was fond of 
cats. Also, he played the violin. He 
had played fifth fiddle in Tachonovich's 
Symphony Orchestra for fifteen years. 
Now he was the sole violinist at the Ro-
many Club, a night spot on East Fifty-
ninth Street. 

Never a virtuoso, he was nevertheless 
a conscientious musician who knew his 
musical scores. He had the soul of an 
artist—if not the fire of genius—and he 
was a wow in his make-up as a death's 
head in full dress, when he played ob-
bligato to Madam Oravey's Gipsy for-
tune-telling scene. 

But it was cheap, spectacular, and se-
cretly Horace Remington resented it. 

But he was too much of a gentleman to 
voice his objections. It was difficult 
enough to put his thoughts into words, 
anyway. He did much better at pouring 
out his heart through the strings of his 
beloved violin. 

In appearance Mr. Remington was a 
dapper little man with graying hair. In 
cutaway coat, striped trousers and bat-
wing collar, he was always impeccable, 
in the style of two decades ago. He 
lived alone in his two-room apartment 
over on Second Avenue, walked to his 
nightly work at the Romany Club, and 
went to the Metropolitan and Carnegie 
Hall in season on his days off. And on 
his radio he listened to Kay Kyser's 
"College of Musical Knowledge" and 
Hildegarde's "Beat the Band." 

Not that he was in love with Hilde-
garde—a radio personality he had never 

40 
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seen. For there was Lola Martin. Lola 
was a dream. What if she was a fake 
redhead and every day of thirty. She 
was the singer at the Romany Club, and 
as unattainable to Mr. Remington as the 
stars. Moreover, she was the current 
favorite of Georgie Mayville. Still, that 
didn't keep Horace Remington from 
pouring out his love through his violin 
and worshiping from afar. 

Why he continued to work at the Ro-
many Club, Mr. Remington did not 
know—unless it was Lola and Grimal-
kins. Men such as Horace Remington 
easily got into a rut. 

But it had gradually dawned on Rem-
ington that the Romany Club was not 
strictly on the up and up. Just what 
was wrong with the place he didn't know. 
He simply had the feeling that some-
thing was off-key, a feeling that was 
growing into a firm conviction. 

For one thing he didn't like Harry 
Doxler, the club manager. Doxler was 
a fat, swarthy little man, with a waxed 
mustache, and sharp black eyes that 
were as cold as chilled jet. He was al-
ways genial, smiling—and oily. He 
laughed frequently, short little sounds 
that he sucked inward instead of ex-
ploding outward in a natural manner. It 
was more like the barking of a small dog. 

A D A M Oravey, the fortune teller, 
would have been a hag had she 

not been so fat. Her nose was craggy 
and her bleached hair was highly incon-
gruous. In walk, posture and manner, 
she was positively bovine. W h a t 
thoughts lay behind her cowlike exte-
rior Mr. Remington could not imagine. 
But she was not dumb. Mr. Remington 
fancied that she had once played the 
cheaper carnival circuits. 

Perhaps Remington's first distrust 
came about when he learned accidentally 
that in private life Madam Oravey was 
Mrs. Harry Doxler and that Doxler was 
in reality the owner of the Romany Club 
instead of merely the manager fronting 
for some mysterious owner. Not that 
this made any difference. Or did it? 
Anyway, that was none of Mr. Reming-
ton's business. His job was to make 
with the violin six nights a week, for 
which he received the princely sum of 
sixty dollars per week. 

Until the night he brought the half-
pound of liver to feed Grimalkins. 

Grimalkins was the club cat, scarcely 
more than a kitten, the tortoise-shell 
successor to the aging black cat used by 
Madam Oravey as atmosphere. Oddly 
enough, Grimalkins had been presented 
to the club by Georgie Mayville. This 
night Mr. Remington learned the reason. 

"Where's Grimalkins?" he asked Pie-
tro, the chef, as he laid the package of 
liver on a kitchen table. 

Pietro smiled, granting a vision of 
gleaming white teeth. Everybody in the 
Romany Club had a smile for the mild 
little Mr, Remington. 

"Grimalkeens, she ees maybee upstairs 
weeth Madam Oravey for practeece een 
new role, eh?" he replied. "What you 
breeng her? Leever? You leave with 
me and I cut up een small pieces while 
you find kitty, eh?" 

"Thank you, Pietro," said Mr. Rem-
ington. "Don't cut it all up tonight. 
There is too much there for one feeding. 
I'll bring Grimalkins down right away." 

Pietro gazed after Mr. Remington, 
then sighed a bit wistfully. 

"He ees fine leetle man, Pete," he said 
to his helper. "And he plays the violin 
like nobody's beezness." 

"Yeah," grunted Pete. "He's a fine 
little mouse. He better watch out or 
that cat'll eat him." 

Unaware of this banter, Mr. Reming-
ton made his way upstairs, left his hat 
and gloves in the employees' cloak room, 
and went on toward Madam Oravey's 
private room next to Doxler's office. 
Madam Oravey had a comfortable sit-
ting-room up here, where she kept nu-
merous of her props, and where she 
could confer privately with her husband. 
They held numerous conferences the 
reason and purpose of which Mr. Rem-
ington could not fathom. 

He knocked lightly on the corridor 
door. Receiving no answer and hearing 
no sound, he tried the knob. The door 
opened, and he stood hesitantly on the 
threshold. In the light from the table 
lamp he saw Grimalkins curled up on the 
little pier table under the long, paneled 
mirror which was the cat's favorite 
perch. He smiled, and stepped over to 
pick up the ball of feline fluff. Then the 
sound of voices halted him momentarily. 
The connecting door to Doxler's office 
was ajar, and he could hear the club 
owner and his wife talking. 

"—be here tonight again," Doxler 
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was saying. "He has reserved that table 
for the next three weeks'straight. He's 
quite gone on Lola Martin." 

"Why doesn't he go ahead and marry 
her then?" complained Madam Oravey. 
"I've already read his fortune for him 
half a dozen times. She'll marry him to 
get away from here, if for no other rea-
son." 

Mr. Remington silently gathered up 
the cat and tiptoed toward the corridor 
door. He knew whom the Doxlers were 
discussing. Georgie Mayville! 

"My dear, you forget that Mr. May-
ville's thirtieth birthday is still three 
months off. If there is the slightest 
breath of scandal about him before then 
—he doesn't inherit the estate his father 
left. He's been a good boy for nearly a 
year now. He's just playing it safe. He 
doesn't want to see the family fortune 
go to establish homes for indigent cats 
and dogs." 

"So that's why he's so cagey," rumbled 
Madam Oravey's cowlike voice. "Maybe 
that's why he gave us a cat, too." 

"Exactly, my dear. He is trying hard 
to prove to the executor of his father's 
estate that he has genuinely reformed 
and that he really loves animals. At 
that, I think the fool does." 

Doxler laughed, and the jerky sound 
made Mr. Remington think of the yap-
ping of a jackal. Or whatever canine 
beast made such jerky noise. 

"Well, I'm tired of playing such a 
waiting game," declared Madam Oravey 
angrily. "We want him sewed up tight 
before he gets his hands on that money." 

"And so we shall, my dear," agreed 
Doxler. "I have a plan. I have already 
talked Mayville into getting a marriage 
license. If he shows up with it tonight, 
here's what we will do. . . ." 

M R. REMINGTON silently closed 
the corridor door to the sitting-

room and trudged away along the car-
peted, darkened hall toward the kitchen 
precincts. He sighly sadly, shook his 
head. The incongruity of the Doxlers 
playing the part of Cupid was lost on 
him. He was thinking of Lola Martin 
marrying Georgie Mayville. 

Mayville would not be a bad catch, and 
it was apparent that Lola was fond of 
him. The only drawback was that May-
ville, senior, had finally tired of his son's 
escapades and had put some teeth in his 

last will and testament. From the time 
of his death, last year, until George's 
thirtieth birthday, now three months 
hence, George had to avoid the slightest 
breath of scandal—or be cut off with a 
small annuity the rest of his days. 

But there was no reason he couldn't 
marry Lola Martin. Mr. Remington 
knew there was nothing wrong with 
Lola. It was all a perplexing puzzle to 
the little violinist. 

Then he forgot all about the Doxlers 
for the moment. For Lola was near the 
cloak-room. The girl smiled pleasantly 
at him, and paused long enough to ca-
ress Grimalkins, who purred content-
edly in the crook of Mr. Remington's 
arm. 

"How are you tonight, Mr. Reming-
ton?" the singer asked. "Going to feed 
Grimalkins again, I'll wager." 

Mr. Remington trembled at her near-
ness. He could only nod and gulp an 
unintelligible remark. He couldn't blame 
Mayville for falling in love with her. 

Lola Martin flashed him another smile. 
"I'll meet you here tomorrow afternoon, 
Mr. Remington," she said, "to run over 
that new arrangement of songs." 

"Thank you, Miss Lola," he managed 
to stammer. "And—and I hope you will 
be—ah—very happy." 

And he fled for the kitchen. 
The young woman stared after him 

thoughtfully. "Now I wonder What on 
earth made him say a thing like that?" 
she mused. "If only he would assert 
himself some time, I'd be quite happy— 
I think." 

Later, on his way to the shallow stage, 
violin under his arm, to play his first 
selection of numbers, Mr. Remington 
caught sight of Georgie Mayville sitting 
alone at the table he had reserved indefi-
nitely—at least for the next three weeks. 
Mr. Remington stopped by. 

"Good-evening, Mr. Mayville," he said 
in his mild and friendly way. "That was 
nice pf you to give us Grimalkins. Have 
you seen her lately? She is growing up 
like everything." 

"Hello, Rem," acknowledged the for-
mer playboy, lightly. "Oh, yes, I see 
the cat every night up in Madam Ora-
vey's room. Going to scrape out some 
Gipsy tunes for us tonight? How about 
the Hungarian Rhapsody?" 

"With pleasure, Mr. Mayville. I will 
play the third and fourth movements es-
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pecially for you." Mr. Remington 
beamed. It was nice that Mayville ap-
preciated good music. At least, he iiad 
this in common with Lola. 

"Thanks," said Mayville carelessly. 
"You know," he went on in a sort of 

confiding way, "I can't dance so stren-
uously as I used to. My heart's bad, so 
the doctors have warned me. But I still 
like to hear lively music." 

"Oh, I'm sorry to hear that," mur-
mured Mr. Remington sympathetically. 

"Don't feel sorry for me," said May-
ville, grinning boyishly. "I'll soon have 
plenty of compensation." 

Mr. Remington thought so, too, but 
he said nothing. However, he soon was 
telling his thoughts to the patrons of 
the crowded club, through the strings 
of his precious violin. 

"How sadly you play tonight, Mr. 
Remington," Lola said to him after one 
of his numbers, and before she went on 
to sing a couple of popular songs. "Is 
there anything the matter?" 

"Oh, no, not at all," he hastened to 
assure her. "On the contrary." 

"It must be the atmosphere of this 
place," she said, and Mr. Remington 
thought she shivered slightly. "How 
nice it would be if you and I could get 
away from here and go on tour in con-
cert work." 

"That would—would be delightful," 
admitted Mr. Remington, distinctly 
startled. But how silly an idea. Soon 
Lola would be marrying Mayville. 

He saw them sitting together later at 
Mayville's table, apparently absorbed in 
each other. And then he was going up-
stairs to get into his death's head make-
up for the scene with Madam Oravey in 
a macabre mood. 

THE following afternoon there was 
no trace of his sadness of the eve-

ning before. In fact, he was almost 
happy as he ran through the new ar-
rangements with Lola. 

"You are too good for this place, Mr. 
Remington," she observed. "Why don't 
you leave?" 

"I think the same about you, Miss 
Lola. Why don't you go? You should 
be singing with a name orchestra—or 
on the radio." 

A shadow passed before the girl's eyes. 
—I can't," she murmured. "My broth-

er is—oh, forget it." 

But Mr. Remington couldn't forget 
it. Before he returned to the Romany 
Club that night he spent several dollars 
in making discreet inquiries about Lola 
Martin and her brother. He wound up 
by visiting Charles Martin himself, and 
Horace Remington was appalled by 
what the young fellow divulged to him. 

Charles worked as a bookkeeper in a 
wholesale grocery house. He must have 
been ripe for someone to talk to, for 
when he discovered that Mr. Remington 
was a good friend of Lola's, he unbur-
dened his heart to the quiet and sympa-
thetic little violinist. Charles, it devel-
oped, was short several hundred dollars 
in his accounts. He and Lola were saving 
every cent they could to make up the defi-
cit. But Harry Doxler and Madam Ora-
vey knew about his trouble because Lola 
had made the mistake of trying to bor-
row money from them. And now the 
pair were holding that information over 
Lola's head for some unknown reason. 

Unknown no longer to Mr. Remington. 
At last he understood what had been ob-
scure to him before. Doxler and his wife 
were running some sort of blackmail 
racket, using the Romany Club as a 
front and Madam Oravey's fortune-tell-
ing business as a weapon. 

But what could Mr. Remington do 
about it? He had no proof. He was no 
detective, no fighter. 

"One thing I can do for you, Charles," 
he told the anxious young man. "You 
say you are still short nearly five hun-
dred dollars. I have saved more than 
that. On condition that you do not tell 
Lola, I will lend you the money so you 
can square yourself with your firm— 
and then the Doxlers will have no fur-
ther hold over your sister." 

Young Martin's gratitude was pathet-
ic. In his haste to escape such a shower 
of thanks, Mr. Remington made an ap-
pointment to meet him the following 
morning and turn the money over to him. 
Then, his heart lighter than it had been 
for months, Mr. Remington made his 
way back to the Romany Club. 

After Lola married George Mayville 
and left the club, he decided, he would 
leave, too. Perhaps he would get a job 
with another symphony orchestra. Any-
way, he could no longer stay in such a 
—such a den of iniquity. Not with Lola 
gone. 

He was late getting to the club. Harry 
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Doxler met him as he came in throup! 
the kitchen. The owner-manager was 
in a vile mood. "Where the devil have 
you been, Remington!" he snarled. 
"You missed the first dinner show." 

"I'm sorry, Mr. Doxler. You can take 
it out of my pay. I—" 

"Darned right I will !" Doxler cut him 
off viciously. "I pay you more than 
you're worth to play your fiddle, and I 
won't tolerate this sort of thing. Now, 
hurry up and get ready for that new act 
with Lola." 

"Yes, sir, Mr. Doxler," murmured the 
little man, and he scurried for the up-
per part of the house. 

"And don't sneak off afterward," Dox-
ler yelled at him. "I want you to play 
for a wedding we are having here at 
midnight. A private one." 

"Yes, sir." 
It was only after he disposed of 

his hat and gloves that Mr. Remington 
remembered he had not yet fed Grima 
kins. He glanced at his watch. He had 
but a scant half-hour before donning his 
death's head regalia and playing for 
Lola the numbers that led up to the 
Gipsy fortune-teller act with Madam Or-
avey. There was just time enough. 

Racing along the dim-lit corridor, Mr. 
Remington paused breathlessly before 
the closed sitting-room door. He tapped 
gently. There was no answer. He tried 
the knob and the door opened for him. 

He entered, and saw Grimalkins 
stretching and eying herself in the mir-
ror behind the little table. Then he no-
ticed that the room was not empty. A 
man sat in the armchair beside the table. 
It was George Mayville, and he was 
slouched down in an attitude of sleep. 

"Oh, I beg your pardon," murmured 
Mr. Remington. "I had no idea you 
were here, Mr. Mayville." 

MA Y V I L L E did not stir. Mr. Rem-
ington was on the verge of gath-

ering up Grimalkins and tiptoeing out 
when something a b o u t Mayville's 
slumped attitude arrested him. Almost 
timidly he touched the ex-playboy on 
the shoulder. The man did not stir. 
Lightly Mr. Remington touched his face. 
It was cold and toughly resistant—like 
aging dough Pietro sometimes left over-
night. 

His heart beating more rapidly, Mr. 
Remington swiftly felt for Mayville's 

pulse. There was none. George May-
ville, the bridegroom to be, was dead. 

In his concern, Mr. Remington almost 
wrung his hands. Then he bent closer, 
sniffed at the dead man's lips. He rec-
ognized that chloral odor. In horror, he 
started back, resting his left hand on 
the center table to steady himself. He 
looked down and saw a legal-appearing 
paper beneath a book. It was a mar-
riage license, issued to George Mayville 
and Lola Martin! Suddenly he under-
stood a great many things. The Dox-
lers scheming the night before . . . Dox-
ler's plan to marry the couple— 

"Good heavens!" whispered Mr. Rem-
ington. "They must have slipped May-
ville a mickey finn to get him in a be-
fuddled state so they could rush the mar-
riage and hold blackmail over his head. 
But they didn't know about his weak 
heart—and now they've murdered him I" 

What to do? How could he prove 
what he knew to be true? Did he even 
want to prove it? Should he call the 
police? Did Doxler know Mayville was 
dead? Evidently not, as he was right 
now planning on rushing the marriage 
through. 

But as soon as the death was discov-
ered things would start happening 
quickly. Knowing they were guilty of 
manslaughter on top of their blackmail 
racket, the Doxlers would surely try to 
pin this crime on somebody else. And 
the logical person was—Lola! 

Horace Remington, making stricken 
noises in his throat, hastily left the room, 
closed the door tightly behind him. In 
a frenzy he donned his death's head 
make-up, grabbed his violin. How much 
time had elapsed when he reached the 
wing entrance to the little stage he did 
not know, but he knew he had missed his 
cue again. 

In a ghastly blue and yellow spotlight 
Madam Oravey was on the stage and 
ready to pour a glass of champagne for 
a frightened-looking Lola. The only 
music was a poor accompaniment on the 
piano. 

Mr. Remington signaled the piano 
player, and with a bound he leaped into 
the spotlight. A grinning death's head 
in immaculate evening clothes. He 
slapped his violin to his chin, swept the 
bow across the strings in one mad vol-
ume of sound. A woman in the audience 
screamed. 
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Then Horace Remington was playing 
as he had never played before. A crazy 
medley of improvisation was pouring 
from his violin and he only hoped Lola 
remembered the words of the songs. 
That she would realize it was nothing 
like the arrangement they had practised, 
he was sure. 

"I had the craziest dream. . . ." 
throbbed the violin. "Get out of town. 
. . . They're hanging Danny Deever in 
the morning. . . ." Then it swept into 
a strain of the "Danse Macabre." 

Madame Oravey and Lola were look-
ing at him in amazement. Then Madam 
Oravey filled the wine glass and urged 
it upon the girl. Instantly the notes of 
the violin changed. 

"Drink to me only with thine eyes 
. . ." Mr. Remington was playing in 
mad grotesquerie. No telling what dope 
the Doxlers had put into that champagne, 
for Lola to drink. 

The girl looked startled. Her lips 
moved as her mind registered the words 
of the music. Mr. Remington swung 
into an old barroom favorite—the only 
thing he could think of at the moment. 
"I'll be glad when you're dead you ras-
cal, you, I'll be glad when you're dead 
you rascal, you. I'll be standing on the 
corner, hi, when they bring your body 
b y - " 

"No! " cried the girl hysterically. "I 
won't drink that! I can't go on. Some-
thing is wrong. Horace! What—" 

There was a snarl from the entrance 
wing, and Harry Doxler rushed out onto 
the stage. In his hand was the blue 
blackness of an automatic. 

"Drink that wine!" he shouted at the 
girl. "As for you, Mr. Death, I'll ban-
ish you forever!" He raised his gun to 
aim it at Mr. Remington, signaling for 
the curtain with his other hand. 

It made a good tableau for the cus-
tomers, but Horace Remington knew 
there was a deadly menace behind it all. 
Doxler must have discovered that May-
ville was dead. Now he intended hang-
ing the crime on Remington or Lola. 

UNARMED, helpless, despised for 
his quiet gentleness, Mr. Reming-

ton made the supreme sacrifice of his 
career. Somehow he had to get Lola out 
of this mess. The curtain was going 
down, cutting them off from the wildly 
clapping patrons. He dropped his bow, 

caught his precious violin by the neck 
with both hands. With all his might he 
was swinging the instrument, and it 
crashed against the head of Mr. Harry 
Doxler, murderer and blackmailer. The 
violin splintered into a thousand pieces, 
but Mr. Doxler went down like a stone. 

Instantly Mr. Remington snatched up 
the automatic, and menaced Madam Ora-
vey and the pair of men who came rush-
ing on stage. 

"Lola," he ordered crisply, "get to the 
nearest phone and call the police. Dox-
ler has murdered George Mayville. You 
others stay right here, or I'll do some 
killing of my own. Hurry, Lola!" 

Madam Oravey screamed. "I told 
Harry not to make that mickey too 
strong." 

Twenty minutes later she was still 
screaming and babbling out the facts to 
the sergeant in charge of the homicide 
squad that answered the call. 

At last, order of a sort was restored, 
and Mr. Remington had the opportunity 
of looking over the shattered remains of 
his beloved violin. He was oblivious to 
the people abound him, to the bluecoats 
and detectives, to the snarling Doxler 
and the hysterical Madam Oravey. 

Sadly he fussed with bits of his violin, 
aimlessly trying to fit them together. 
He started, when a warm, soft hand 
rested on his forearm. Raising his eyes, 
he found Lola looking into his face. 
Tears had dimmed her eyes. 

"Oh—ah—Lola," he stammered. "I 
am—er—awfully sorry about Mayville. 
I just—don't know—what to say." 

"So am I, Horace," she said. "He 
didn't deserve death. But I am more 
sorry about your violin. And—and I 
think you are wonderful!" 

"You—didn't love—Mayville?" 
"No. It was my brother. You see—" 
"I know about that," Mr. Remington 

said modestly. "I fixed that up with 
Charles. I didn't mean to be prying, but 
—but I had to help you." 

"Horace Remington! Put down that 
broken violin and look at me," she 
ordered firmly. "We're going to buy 
you another violin, better than this one, 
and you and I are going to make that 
concert tour yet. Look'at me." 

Horace Remington looked. And what 
he saw in her eyes made him indifferent 
to whether he ever returned to the con-
cert stage or not. 
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Coffin Kayo 

I I 'M N O T quite sure about to-
night, darling," said Merry 
W h i t e as she and George 

Chance turned into the jammed lobby of 
New York 's famous Sports Palace. 

Mr. Chance looked down—quite a 
way down—at his petite brunette com-
panion. The champagne sparkle of Mer-
ry's eyes taunted him, and he contrived, 
by pursing his lips and cock ing a red-

THE CASE oj> 
gold eyebrow, to assume a hurt expres-
sion that was at least ninety per cent 
fraud. 

"What ' s w r o n g ? " he demanded. 
"Didn ' t I promise you we'd see Benny 
Akers try to knock T o n y R e x off the 
l ightweight throne?" 

She nodded vigorously . "But you 've 
always got two or three reasons f o r do-
ing anything. Comes of being the 
world 's greatest magician and a super-
duper detective at thfe same time." 

Mr. Chance's smile was a trifle secret 
—no answer at all to the question that 

Magician-Sleuth George Chance Tackles the 
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felt the prick of a knife at the baok of hie neok 
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was troubling Merry 's pretty head. Th is 
was not the time and place to divulge the 
real reason why they had come to the 
Sports Palace. 

Churning through the turnstiles was 
a typical fight crowd. Gleaming dress 
shirts and silk toppers were mixed with 
cabmen's crumpled uni forms and con-
servative business suits. A checkered 
suit here and there was clearly stamped 
"Broadway , " and tawdry garb clothed 
the shallow-faced gentry from the lower 
East Side. A l l were hurrying to get 
seats before the wind-up battle. 

Chance held tight to Merry 's mink-
jacketed arm, steered her around the 
edge of the jam and across the sill of 
a door marked "Passes." A doorman 
shot out a hand to detain him. Chance 
turned, blue eyes wide and innocent— 
an expression which theatre audiences 
the wor ld over had learned to associate 
with deviltry to come. He held out two 
passes which vanished in a twinkling 
even as the doorman reached for them. 
Chance was half a step on his way be-
fore the doorman again caught his arm. 

"Mister, watcha do wit ' them t ickets?" 

Baffling "Hex" Mystery of a Prize-Rifjg Murder! 
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Merry's rippling laugh drew the door-
man's attention. 

"Don't trust him," she advised. 
"He didn't gimme 'em, did he, Miss?" 
A quick shuffle of footsteps sounded 

behind Chance. The magician turned to 
see "Sailor" Mack Hollis, the fight pro-
moter, approaching at a rolling stride. 
Sailor Mack was red-faced and multi-
chinned, fairly bursting out of his dou-
ble-breasted navy blue jacket. 

FOLLOWING in Mack's wallowing 
wake was Ralph "Tinhorn" Gabriel, 

an upper-bracket gambler who wasn't 
above putting the fix on a fight or a 
horse race to insure himself against loss. 
Gabriel was thin with blue-white skin 
covering a cadaverous face, and pro-
truding brown eyes that were suggestive 
of strangulation. Judging by the glances 
he sent in Merry's direction and by the 
waxed, curled ends of his black mus-
tache, he considered himself in the cate-
gory of lady killers. 

"What's all the altercation?" Sailor 
Mack demanded hoarsely. 

"Why," Chance said coolly, "the lit-
tle man at the door dropped our passes, 
and I think you picked them up, didn't 
you?" He stabbed Sailor Mack Hollis 
with a long forefinger. 

"A gate-crasher!" Tinhorn Gabriel 
said. "I can pick them every time, 
Mack." 

Chance's right hand flicked to the big 
promoter's breast pocket and jerked out 
Mack's handkerchief. He managed to 
make the palmed passes flutter down 
from the handkerchief. Sailor Mack 
stared blankly, then covered his embar-
rassment with a loud guffaw. 

"I know you!" he crowed. "Sure! 
From the super-colossal magic shows. 
The incomparable George Chance, the 
world's foremost prestidigitator!" 

"Essentially correct," Chance cut in, 
"without the superlatives." He glanced 
at Merry who was crinkling her saucy 
nose at the profile of the cadaverous 
Tinhorn Gabriel. 

"Well, I hope you like the fracas to-
night," Sailor Mack said, clapping 
Chance on the back. "It should be stu-
pendous. This boy Tony Rex, you know, 
is a kind of protege of mine. I brought 
him up from a Golden Gloves slugger. 
You go on and haye yourself a time, Mr. 
Chance." 

"Thanks." Chance nodded and hastily 
joined Merry. "Sailor Mack Hollis," he 
explained to Merry as he took her arm. 

"I thought for a moment it was Noah 
Webster," she said. "The way he slings 
the dictionary at you." 

They hurried through a tunnel under 
tiers of seats where the stamp of feet 
made talking difficult. Before them, and 
just beside a soft drink stand, hung an 
electric sign indicating "Aisle A." 
Chance maneuvered Merry toward that 
entrance, noticing at that moment a fa-
miliar figure of a man draped in a gaudy 
checked suit. 

The man was unmistakably Joe Har-
per. Nobody else in the world would 
have endured the noisy wrangling of a 
blue and red tie and a nauseous green 
snap brim hat. Joe Harper, former pitch-
man, booking agent, and race track tout, 
had years ago discovered Chance's guest 
room as a comfortable place to endure a 
hangover. Prince of chiselers that he 
was, he had conveniently forgotten the 
location of his own home, and had de-
voted his life to sharing Mr. Chance's 
wealth. 

Joe came toward Merry and Chance 
now, but his black beetle eyes showed no 
sign of recognition. At the moment of 
passing, however, he winked at Merry, 
spoke to Chance in a nasal voice that em-
anated from one corner of his mouth. 

"The screwball's in the seat ahead of 
yours. Watch it!" 

Chance nodded, and hurried Merry 
along before she had an opportunity to 
ask questions. Down the incline of the 
bowl they stepped, down into the smoke-
filled cavernlike blackness lined with 
thousands of faces, and toward the white 
spot that was the light-drenched arena. 
They turned into a row of seats, the sec-
ond back from the ringside, climbed 
over legs and reached their places just 
as the foghorn voice of the announcer 
bellowed the name of the semi-windup 
winner. A roar of approval arose from 
the stadium. 

MERRY W H I T E began eagerly 
searching out the celebrities who 

were filling the ringside seats. She 
found the mayor, a couple of senators 
playing hookey, and any number of Hol-
lywood stars. She leaned toward Chance 
to whisper in his ear. 

"Will you cast an eye on the skinny 
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gent in f ront of me? He's got to be 
a famous violinist, with all that ha i r ! " 

The man in front of Merry turned 
slightly, pulled the brim of his dark hat 
well down over a thin, yel lowish face 
that was a good third covered by enor-
mous smoked glasses. Be fore Chance 
could comment, the announcer was in-
troducing the heavyweight champ who 
drew an explosion of cheers. 

The champ was f o l l owed into the ring 
by other fistic luminaries and noted per-
sonages. W h i l e these ceremonies were 
going on, a sly, pussy-cat expression 
came into Merry Whi te ' s face. 

"Darlin ' , don't you think you 've held 
out long enough?" she asked. " I think 
this pleasure jaunt is all tied up with 
mystery, s o — " 

" S h s h ! ! " Chance gave her hand a 
cautioning squeeze. Then he reached 
into his pocket and drew out a piece of 
paper on which were pasted cl ippings 
of printed words to f o rm this note : 

EVIL EYE WILL HEX TONY 
REX INTO SHEOL TONIGHT 

" S h e o l ? " Merry 's pretty lips had 
trouble with the word. 

" A sort of refined word for Hades," he 
explained. "Po l i ce Commissioner Stand-
ish gave that paper to me. Sailor Mack 
Holl is said it came in the mail, and he 
turned it over to Standish." 

" D o e s Sailor Mack know that's why 
you're here?" 

He shook his head. "Standish wouldn ' t 
have told him." 

She snuggled closer. " H o w does a hex 
w o r k ? " 

" I t doesn't, generally. But if you 're 
really interested, you might ask your 
fight-fixing admirer, T inhorn Gabriel." 

A sudden roar from the crowd drew 
their attention to the ring. The an-
nouncer had just introduced T o n y Rex 
who, for the eighth time this year, was 
about to defend his title. 

Rex stood in the ring, waving clasped 
gloves over his head at the cheering 
throng. He was a slight man with 
scarcely a muscle showing beneath his 
smooth light skin. There was a certain 
fragile quality in his features that made 
it seem incredible that in three short 
years he had slashed his way to the 
l ightweight throne and salted away more 
than a million dollars in the process. 

Introduced next was Benny Akers, 
the shaggy, black-haired contender. 
Akers was a top-ranking fighter with 
plenty of mean murder in either fist, but 
f rom the moment the g o n g sounded, it 
became per fect ly clear w h y R e x was 
champ. 

Rex moved to meet Akers with easy 
grace, his fists cocked in f ront o f his 
chest. He was calm, unhurried, intent, 
his face puckered with quiet determina-
tion. Akers, on the other hand, was a 
violent fighter—now dodging , n o w weav-
ing, n o w slashing out with fe inted 
punches that met on ly air. 

Rex apparently decided he had felt out 
his opponent enough. His le f t fist 
blurred with the speed of a b l ow that 
smashed into Akers ' cheek. A heavy 
right to the heart, a stabbing one-two to 
the middle, a quick shift of his head to 
give Akers ' wi ld swing the go-by, and 
then Rex moved in close. T h e two 
fighters were face to face, pumping a 
terrific hail of b lows at each other. T h e 
crowd came up roaring. 

TH E crowd, <jf course, included 
Merry W h i t e . She was on her feet, 

face flushed, small fists clenched and 
swinging wi ld ly . 

"H i t him again 1 Paste h i m ! " 
"Easy , " Chance cautioned, laughing 

so hard at Merry he could scarcely speak. 
Merry seemed obl ivious to Chance. 

She launched something that resembled 
one of Akers ' haymakers. Her fist 
caught the hat of the man sitting in 
front of her. Off went the hat and down 
fell the smoked glasses. T h e man 
twisted around, threw up one ye l l ow 
claw in a gesture of protest. His were 
hideous eyes with small, washed-out 
blue irises so complete ly crossed that 
their point of f o cus seemed the bridge 
of his beak of a nose. Red hair l ike 
something shorn f r o m a Hal loween 
witch, hung in strings about his ho l l ow 
cheeks. 

"What ' s the idea?" he screeched. 
Merry shrank back, one hand go ing 

up toward her neck as though any mo-
ment now she expected that ye l l ow 
claw to close about her throat. Chance 
leaned in front of her, touched the 
cross-eyed man on the shoulder. 

"Just an accident, my fr iend," he said, 
with more threat than apo logy in his 
voice . 
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The cross-eyed man stared at the ma-
gician a moment, then turned to recover 
hat and glasses which he hastily put on. 
Chance glanced at Merry, saw her shoul-
ders twitch as though caught in a sud-
den chill. Chance gave her a reassuring 
wink, then turned his attention to the 
ring where resounding thwacks of 
leather on flesh had once more brought 
the stadium crowd howling to its feet. 

Rex was chopping short, vicious up-
percuts into Akers' face with the pre-
cision of a killer. Akers grabbed his way 
into a clinch to hang on until the ref-
eree parted the fighters in the center of 
the canvas. 

Akers' eyes looked dull. His gloves 
hung at his hips. Tony Rex, oblivious 
to the hysterical roar of the crowd, 
seemed to deliberately measure Akers 
for the kill. He was, perhaps, too de-
liberate and too confident. For Akers 
came back. 

Akers came back from nowhere, his 
fist lashing out from his hip to crack 
into the champ's mouth with such force 
that the olow knocked out Rex's rubber 
mouthpiece. 

A deep groan from the spectators al-
most drowned out the bell that ended 
the round. 

Seconds and handlers were now scur-
rying onto the platform. Armed with 
buckets, bottles, and other parapher-
nalia, they began working on Rex al-
most before he was down on the stool. 
Rex appeared calm and confident, laugh-
ing and joking with one of his seconds 
—a man named "Tiger" Mullin, accord-
ing to the red letters on his shirt. 

"Tony Rex is swell, isn't he, darlin'?" 
Merry said admiringly. 

Chance looked down at her small 
flushed face and grinned. 

"They don't come any better. You've 
heard about his wife, haven't you?" 

Merry pouted. "Oh, he's got one of 
those, has he?" 

"Yes. Fortunately for me. And he's 
devoted to her, they say, to make the bad 
news worse. She was hurt in an auto 
crash two years ago, and I understand 
she'll always be an invalid." 

A klaxon honked the-ten-second warn-
ing. A man in a derby hat, apparently 
Rex's manager, reached into a bag and 
took out a box containing a new rubber 
mouthpiece which he handed to the 
champ. The fighter put the protector 

into his mouth, biting down to get it 
properly set. 

At the bell, Rex darted across the can-
vas to meet Akers in his own corner, and 
the crowd tensed. Rex slammed a flurry 
of leather that sent Akers covering, and 
into the ropes. The battle went on all 
around the ring, the white-garbed ref-
eree dodging frantically to keep out of 
churning action. 

Again Rex had Akers onto the ropes 
and just in front of where Chance and 
Merry sat. Akers tried a clinch, but 
Rex, his face over Akers' shoulder, pis-
toned crushing blows into Akers' middle. 

AND then it happened. The long-
haired man in the seat in front of 

Merry bobbed to his feet, yanked off 
hat and glasses. Over Akers' shoulder, 
Tony Rex saw the man. The fighter's 
eyes, previously narrowed to veritable 
bombsights, widened. His arms fell 
limply to his sides. 

In this unexpected respite in punish-
ment, Akers whirled to one side and 
slammed a steaming left to Rex's head 
that flung the champion through the 
ropes, to crash into the front row of 
seats where he lay like a rag doll cast 
aside by a careless child. 

For a fraction of a second, a grave-
yard hush hung over the stadium. Then 
bedlam tore through the stillness. 

Chance rammed through the confu-
sion of upset chairs, but he was not the 
first to reach the fallen fighter. The 
long-haired man who had sat in front 
of Merry was trying to extricate himself 
from a knot of excited onlookers, and 
it was Chance who filled the gap the 
long-haired man had left. A girl in a 
white fur jacket, with a wealth of honey-
gold hair tumbling down over her shoul-
ders, had the unconscious man in her 
arms, was rocking him back and forth, 
planting red-smudged kisses on his 
cheeks. 

"Tony!" she sobbed. "Speak to Doro-
thy. Say something, Tony!" 

Chance got down on his hands and 
knees and squirmed his way in next to 
the woman. Referee and handlers 
crowded him on all sides, and some-
where in the background he could hear 
Sailor Mack Hollis' foghorn voice try-
ing to clear the way. There was shov-
ing and shouting. One of the handlers 
tried to tear the blonde away from Rex. 
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"Here, Miss Bishop, let us handle him. 
He'll be okay." 

The blonde let Rex down gently, stood 
up, swaying slightly, and George Chance 
inched his way closer to Rex. The 
young fighter's blue lips were parted 
slightly, showing white teeth. His eye-
lids flickered, the lips moved a little. 
Chance dropped his head close to the 
champion's mouth, caught the faint mur-
mur of words. 

"Mack," Rex was whispering. "You've 
been swell, Mack. . . . I fixed every-
thing for Lucy. You'll take care. . . ." 

A man who was carrying a doctor's 
satchel dropped a hand on Chance's nar-
row shoulder and yanked the magician 
to one side. 

"What are you doing here?" the doc-
tor wanted to know. 

Chance stood up and his deep-set eyes 
gave the medical man a chilly stare. 

"As much as you can do," he retorted. 
"Tony Rex is dead." 

CHAPTER II 
The Tiger with Fists 

GEORGE CHANCE hurried Merry 
up the aisle to avoid the slowly 

departing crowd and did his best to 
wedge a word in through her excited 
chatter. 

"It was the cross-eyed man," she said. 
"The 'Evil Eye' in the note. He hexed 
Tony Rex. Didn't you see him stand 
up? And did you see how quick he 
made tracks to get away from the place?" 

"I saw him," Chance said patiently. 
"But he didn't get away. At least, not 
without being tailed by Joe Harper." 

"It's a job for the Green Ghost, if you 
ask me!" 

"It is," Chance admitted. "It was a 
neat piece of murder, or I'll eat my hat, 
including the rabbit in it. Now listen, 
sweetheart. You're to get on the phone 
and wait for a call from Joe. I'll call you 
the moment I can. And have Glenn 
Saunders take over for me. Understand ?" 

Merry, of course, understood. To 
"get on the phone" meant that she was 
to go to that ancient and supposedly 
haunted house that had once been a 
rectory on East 55th Street. It was the 
headquarters of the Green Ghost, and 

there she would wait for a call from Joe 
Harper. 

Glenn Saunders, of course, was George 
Chance's identical double, a man who 
had been extremely valuable when 
Chance had toured the world with his 
magical review. Even as Glenn had made 
it possible for Chance to appear to be 
in more than one place at a time on the 
magic stage, so Glenn now made it pos-
sible for Chance to step at will into his 
alter ego, the Green Ghost—that fabu-
lous detective who had haunted many a 
murderer straight to the electric chair. 

The Green Ghost had made so many 
enemies throughout the underworld that 
Chance's life would not have been worth 
a plugged nickel had the true identity of 
the Green Ghost become public knowl-
edge. It was Saunders' ability to stand-
in for George Chance that protected this 
vital secret, for Saunders was a living 
alibi to "prove" that Chance could not 
possibly be the Ghost. 

Descending a stair at the head of the 
aisle, Chance handed Merry through a 
fire-door that opened on 58th Street. 
Then alone and unobserved, he returned 
to the top of a stair that led down into a 
dimly lighted corridor extending to 
right and left, bending around the peri-
meter of the stadium like a huge horse-
shoe. 

He knew the layout perfectly, having 
used one of the men's dressing rooms 
off this corridor only a short time be-
fore when his magic had done its bit at 
a War Bond show. 

He turned to the right of the deserted 
hall and moved swiftly around the bend, 
to come to an abrupt stop. There at the 
main entrance to the dressing and shower 
rooms, a uniformed cop was holding off 
a group of reporters and photographers. 
Evidently Tony Rex's body had been 
taken through that door and now reposed 
in the fighter's dressing room. 

But there was still another entrance 
available to Chance—a back entrance to 
the dressing rooms. 

He retraced his steps along the horse-
shoe corridor, kept on until he came to 
a door illuminated by a dim yellow globe 
above the frame. The door was locked, 
but neither George Chance nor his alter 
ego, the Green Ghost, had ever lost much 
sleep over a locked door. He had the 
lock picked and the door open in short 
order. 
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He stepped into friendly darkness 
within a hall that paralleled the out-
side corridor and from which opened 
the shower and dressing-rooms. At the 
opposite end of the hall he could see 
a glow of light which came from the 

-room where they had taken the body of 
poor Tony Rex. Chance moved toward 
the light, his groping fingers locating 
the door of the first dressing-room. He 
stepped in, closed the door behind him, 
and snapped on his tiny flashlight. 

THERE was a door in the side wall 
leading to the adjoining shower 

room. Beside the door was a dressing 
table, a bench, and a mirror. The ma-
gician-detective put the flashlight down 
on the table and immediately stripped 
off his gray-green tweed suit, snapped 
the black silk lining out of the coat, re-
versed both coat and pants to reveal a 
new surface of dead black cloth. 

The silk lining, with its many secret 
pockets, he snapped over the tweed sur-
face, now in the inner side of the coat. 
That lining contained many secret pock-
ets which were loaded with tricks and 
gimmicks which the Green Ghost had 
found useful in keeping his criminal 
audiences occupied. 

Dressed now completely in black, with 
a black silk scarf to hide the white " V " 
of his shirt front, the magician sat down 
on the dressing table bench and removed 
his compact make-up kit from an inner 
pocket. 

His early life in the circus had taught 
Chance many things not to be derived 
from books. He had learned ventrilo-
quism, knife-throwing, impersonation, 
and—important now—the art of make-
up. 

He first inserted two small wire ovals 
into each nostril, tilting the tip of his 
nose and distorting the lines above his 
mouth. Brown eye shadow he next ap-
plied, to deepen the pits of his eyes and 
emphasize the hollow of his cheeks. 

Down the hall sounded the slam of a 
door, and the magician paused in his 
task, listening intently. Somebody was 
coming down the hall, searching the 
dressing-rooms. Which could be bad, 
very bad, for Mr. Chance. 

His fingers fairly flew to complete his 
make-up. Brief touches with a lining 
pencil emphasized the outline of facial 
bones. Then he took from his make-up 

kit a set of yellow plastic shell teeth 
that looked as though they had been 
stolen from some long-buried skull. He 
fitted these plastic shells over his own 
gleaming teeth, then dipped into a pow-
der box to obtain the ghostly pallor for 
his face. 

Last, he secured his black scarf with 
an ornate pin that concealed a tiny green 
light bulb. The safety clasp of the pin 
was a minute plug connecting the globe 
through fine wires to a flashlight battery 
and miniature rheostat switch. 

The sound of slamming doors was 
close to him now. 

He gave his soft black hat a tug down 
over his eyes. He scooped up the make-
up materials, returned them to his kit, 
dropped the kit into an inner pocket. 
Snatching up his flashlight, he turned 
it off at the moment he heard the knob 
of the dressing-room door turning. 

Soundless as a shadow, he sprang 
into the adjoining shower-room. He was 
George Chance no longer. That relent-
less, ghoulish hunter of murderers, the 
Green Ghost, had for the present, 
eclipsed the genial personality of the 
famous magician. 

In the darkness of the shower-room he 
groped until his hands encountered the 
softness of a towel hanging from a bar. 
He took down the towel, stepped back 
to the connecting door, and waited there 
while the watchman's torch made pat-
terns of light and shadows on the walls 
of the dressing-room. 

As the man stepped through the door, 
the Ghost slid in behind him and raised 
the towel, extended between two hands. 

"Who's th—" 
The watchman got no farther. Down 

came the towel in front of his face, re-
ducing his words to incomprehensible 
gurgles. A twist and a knot at the towel 
ends, and the Ghost shoved the strug-
gling man away from him, turned back 
through the door and closed it after 
him. Back through the dressing-room 
and into the hall, where he closed the 
outer door and paused long enough tc 
wedge it shut with a triangular block 
of rubber he took from his pocket. 

LESS than a minute later he came 
into the dim, empty expanse of the 

stadium. The police had sped the crowd 
on their way in record time. The ring, 
now, with its powerful floodlights 
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blacked out, was only a pale square nest-
ing at the bottom of the gray bowl. He 
descended the deserted aisle to the ring-
side, carefully picked his way over up-
set chairs toward the spot where Tony 
Rex had fallen through the ropes. His 
tiny flashlight beamed along the wall of 
the ring platform, and for several min-
utes he searched among the chairs within 
a twenty-foot radius. 

Then he moved around the rim of the 
platform to the opposite side and con-
tinued his methodical search. Finally, 
beneath one of the chairs, he found the 
red rubber mouthpiece which Benny 
Akers had knocked from Tony Rex's 
mouth in the first round. 

Squatting on his heels, the Ghost sub-
jected the mouthpiece to careful exami-
nation. There was a rip in the groove 
where the fighter's teeth would fit—so 
deep a rip that the upper and lower 
teeth would almost meet and thus re-
ceive scant protection. In fact, a sharp 
blow to the jaw might have caused the 

hear the second's ugly chuckle. 
"Now, let's have that mout'piece, wise 

guy!" 
The Ghost's right hand slid limply 

along the right edge of his black coat, 
the heel of his palm pressing momenta-
rily against a concealed gimmick origi-
nally intended to drop multiplying bil-
liard balls. A small automatic dropped 
into his palm, though Mullin could not 
have been aware of the gun at the mo-
ment, for the simple reason that one side 
of the automatic—the side now upper-
most—was painted a flesh color that 
matched the Ghost's palm. 

The Ghost's legs shot out like coiled 
springs, feet pistoning to Mullin's 
ankles. Mullin came down on top of the 
Ghost, and it was then that the magician-
detective deftly flipped the gun over. 
Perhaps Mullin saw the chill blue steel 
of the other side of the automatic an 
instant before the Ghost slammed the 
barrel of it to the second's temple. Mul-
lin slumped, dead weight. 

Coming: Genrqe Chance in CASE OF THE PHANTOM BRIDEGROOM 
teeth to bite through and chip against 
each other. 

A slight crunch on the concrete floor. 
The Ghost looked up quickly. Not ten 
feet from him was the burly hulk of a 
man with ears like small knobs at the 
sides of his egg-shaped bald head. It 
was Tiger Mullin, one of Tony Rex's 
seconds. 

"Awright, mister. Hand it over. That's 
my mout'piece." 

"Oh, it is?" said the Ghost quietly. 
"You know, it was my impression that 
it belonged to Tony Rex." 

"Don't gimme none o' that, wise guy." 
The hulking figure took a menacing step 
forward. "I'll get it if I have to—" 

Tiger Mullin apparently decided he 
would "have to." He closed in, but fast. 
The Ghost recoiled from his crouch in 
a backward spring that was not fast 
enough to ride the Tiger's blow. Mul-
lin's fist crashed into the Ghost's chest 
and catapulted the magician-detective 
back against the ringside wall, winded 
and hurt. 

A wave of dizziness swept over the 
Ghost. His lean body slumped down 
against the ringside platform and lay 
deceptively still. Dimly he could see 
Tiger Mullin crouching over him, could 

The Ghost extricated himself from be-
neath Tiger Mullin, squatted beside the 
unconscious man, and made a hasty 
search of Mullin's pockets. He found 
keycase and matching wallet. No great 
amount of money in the wallet, but in 
one of the transparent pass compart-
ments he found a snapshot of a girl— 
that same blond girl who had tried to 
snatch Tony Rex back from death with 
her kisses. 

"You wanted that mouthpiece pretty 
bad, didn't you, Tiger?" he mused. 

"Could be you're the lad who cut it." 
He could not, however, immediately 

see why anyone would have deliber-
ately put that cut in Rex's mouthpiece. 
It didn't quite make sense—unless, of 
course, the second mouthpiece had some 
strange and deadly significance. 

Suppose the first mouthpiece had been 
deliberately cut so that Rex would be 
compelled to use another mouthpiece? 
And what had become of the second 
rubber teeth protector? It hadn't been 
in Rex's mouth when the blond girl had 
been bending over the fighter. 

Had the girl snatched it? Or had it 
found its way into the possession of the 
sinister cross-eyed man who had been 
seated in front of Merry? 
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CHAPTER III 
Mystery House 

THE Ghost emerged from a Sport Pal-
ace exit on Tenth Avenue and head-

ed for the corner of 6th Street where a 
lighted show window indicated an all-
night drug store. His entrance attract-
ed no particular attention from clerks 
and customers. He was, after all, only 
a thin man in a black suit, and everybody 
was excitedly discussing the sudden 
death of Tony Rex in the ring. 

He passed to the back of the store 
and was walking along a row of luncheon 
stalls when he saw a familiar figure lean-
ing against one of the telephone booths 
at the extreme rear—a man with a blue-
white cadaverous-looking face that was 
ornamented by a waxed black mustache. 
Ralph Tinhorn Gabriel was one per-
son who hadn't lost any money on the 
fight tonight. Gabriel was a sure-thing 
gambler, and, in the Ghost's opinion, 
that represented the lowest form of life. 

The Ghost slipped into one of the 
luncheon booths. Tinhorn Gabriel was 
either waiting for a phone call or he in-
tended to call somebody. The gambler 
had taken a cigarette from a pack. In-
stead of immediately lighting it, he bit 
off a good half of it, rolled paper and 
tobacco in his mouth a moment, spit it 
out on the floor. Then he lighted the 
remaining half, slid around the edge of 
the booth and in through the door which 
he closed behind him. 

The Ghost darted from the luncheon 
stall and into the phone booth adjacent 
to the one occupied by Tinhorn Ga-
briel. From one of his secret pockets he 
removed a flat black plastic case to 
which was attached a wire that ended in 
a tiny flat phone receiver. The black 
case contained a microphone and battery 
operated amplifier of the sort used in 
hearing aids for deaf persons. 

He held the plastic case against the 
thin wall that separated the two booths, 
and put the little phone to his ear. Turn-
ing battery current into the amplifier he 
built Gabriel's murmuring voice into 
something clearly audible. 

. . you been, Iggy?" came Tinhorn 
Gabriel's voice. "Three times I called 
you and no dice Pal, when you hex a 

guy you don't mess around, do you? . . . 
What do I mean?" He laughed. "Lis-
ten to the guy—what do I mean! Now, 
about that dough—" 

Gabriel broke off, and for some time 
listened, injecting nothing but affirma-
tives. And then a hoarse oath broke from 
his lips. 

"No! Don't go to the cops! I'll pay 
you tonight. After I collect." He 
laughed uneasily. "Not that you could 
take it to the cops and keep your nose 
clean, you cock-eyed rat!" 

Gabriel hung up violently. The Ghost 
switched off his hearing device and re-
turned it to his pocket. He was out of. 
the booth in a flash at the same instant 
that Tinhorn Gabriel emerged from the 
booth next to him. The gambler gave 
the Ghost no more than a casual glance 
until the Ghost stepped in close and 
shoved his little automatic suggestively 
into Tinhorn's side. 

"Wouldn't you like to have a nice 
strawberry icecream soda with me?" he 
invited in a mocking voice. 

Gabriel's piercing black eyes shifted 
from the Ghost's face to the automatic 
which was all too close to him. 

"What in thunder?" he muttered. 
"Into that luncheon stall—quick!" 
Gabriel swallowed ineffectually at a 

protruding Adam's apple and slid into 
the luncheon stall. 

"No table service for the duration!" 
somebody at the soda fountain in the 
front of the store yelled. "Come and 
get it!" 

Lack of table service was all to the 
Ghost's advantage. He and Tinhorn 
would not be interrupted. He got into 
the stall and sat opposite the gambler. 

"Who the devil are you?" Gabriel's 
voice practically swaggered. 

THE Ghost gave the gambler a dead-
pan stare. His lips twisted back from 

the shell teeth. Magnificent control of 
facial muscles enabled him to tighten 
the flesh across skull bones. At the same 
time his left hand switched current into 
that green globe concealed in his scarf 
pin. Ghastly green light rayed upwards 
across his face. 

And then the gambler knew! 
As Gabriel stared in terror, fascinated 

by the grinning green death's head across 
the table from him, a chilly dew broke 
out on his forehead. He slid the length 
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of the bench and would have slipped 
f rom the stall if he could have managed 
it. 

"Ah-ha, " the Ghost warned. "Remem-
ber the little gun? It 's watching you 
under the table, T inhorn. " 

Gabriel's lower jaw sagged. Right 
now the shrewd gambler did not look as 
though he had sense enough to bet on 
a royal flush. 

"So you paid a cross-eyed man named 
I g g y to sit in the front row at the fight 
tonight," the Ghost said. " A new kind 
of fix, eh? You must have cleaned up 
a small fortune on Akers with the bet-
ting odds so heavily favoring T o n y 
Rex . " 

T h e gambler squirmed uneasily. " I 
don't know what you're talking about. 
Can I help it if a cross-eyed man sits 
in on the fight? Can I help it if T o n y 
Rex thinks cock-eyes are the j i n x ? " 

T h e Ghost 's unblinking, hol low-eyed 
stare never le f t Gabriel 's cadaverous 
face. 

" W h y was Rex superstitious about 
cross-eyed m e n ? " he prodded. 

" I t ' s like this." Gabriel 's attitude 
became suddenly fawning. He leaned 
across the table as though to give the 
Ghost a confidential tip on a horse. "The 
only time Rex really kissed the canvas 
for the count, there was a cock-eyes at 
the ringside. Then two years ago. Rex 
was working out in front of a crowd that 
came up to his training camp. Rex fin-
ishes a bout with his sparring partner, 
looks out at the spectators, and hanged 
if there isn't another cock-eyed man. 
Just five minutes after that Rex got a 
telegram saying his wi fe had been hurt 
in a car crash. S o — " Gabriel shrugged, 
" to him a cross-eyed guy is the shadow 
behind the eight-ball." 

" W h a t happened to the second mouth-
piece Rex used ton ight? " 

Gabriel shrugged again. " H o w should 
I know? I wasn't near the ringside." 

" W h a t about a blond girl named Doro -
they Bishop? K n o w her?" 

Gabriel sneered. "Just another blonde. 
She's crazy for T o n y Rex, and T o n y 
never would look at her." The gambler's 
black eyes lighted up. "Listen, Mr. 
Ghost. Rex had a second named T i g e r 
Mullin. Don't quote me on this, but the 
T i g e r goes for the Bishop dame in a 
large way, and she can't see anybody but 
T o n y Rex . " 

"Interest ing." 
" A n d another thing. I happen to know 

that Sailor Mack Hol l is was at I g g y 
Miggs ' place yesterday afternoon." 

"Intimating that Mack Hol l is hired 
the cock-eyed guy to j inx Rex , h u h ? " 

T h e Ghost watched Gabriel take a 
cigarette, bite it in two, and tongue the 
tobacco around in his mouth. He ut-
tered a ghoulish chuckle. 

"You 've got the soul of a stool p ig -
eon, Gabriel," he said. " A n d it might 
interest you to know that the only other 
man I ever knew who chewed cigarettes, 
chewed his last one sitting in the elec-
tric chair. Could be you're headed in 
the same direction." 

And with this unpleasant thought, the 
Ghost got out of the luncheon stall and 
went toward the back of the store. T h e . 
last he saw of the gambler, Gabriel was 
hurrying f rom the store as though the 
devil were at his heels. 

The Ghost entered a telephone booth 
and called Merry Whi te . She gave him 
the word that Joe Harper had reported 
fo l l owing the cross-eyed fight j inxer 
f rom the stadium to an address on 123rd 
Street 

f T W A S close to midnight be fore the 
taxi in which the Ghost was riding 

slowed down for a traffic l ight at 123rd 
Street. The Ghost tossed a bill to the 
driver, hopped out, and crossing under 
the viaduct, walked swi f t ly toward 
Broadway. As a wartime caution, the 
street was lighted by a hooded lamp at 
each intersection that left the middle of 
the block in virtual darkness. 

He walked along a solid row of old 
flat buildings that hugged the sidewalk, 
splashed his light experimentally upon 
one door. A sign reading, 

FLATS FOR RENT 

was mounted above the address number, 
and the Ghost knew that the place he 
was looking for was the next door down. 

The door of the next building also 
carried a sign—an oblong board with 
black background and staring white let-
ters: 

DR. IGNACE MIGGS 
The True Medium 

Explore the Subconscious 
Lessons In 

Mediumship, Metaphysics 
Telepathy & Mesmerism 
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Which was quite an array of talents 
for one little cock-eyed man known fa-
miliarly as "Iggy." 

The Ghost clicked off his light and 
plunged into a black companionway be-
tween houses. Perhaps Joe Harper was 
watching the back door instead of the 
front. He turned left, came upon a short 
flight of wooden steps leading to the 
back door. No sign of Joe Harper or 
anyone else. 

He climbed the steps and came onto a 
long porch which stretched across the 
rear and connected with a similar porch 
on the first house to the east. The back 
door of Iggy's place was locked, but an 
ordinary ten-cent skeleton pass key 
quickly eliminated that obstacle. He 
entered the darkness and closed the door 
quietly behind him. 

The velvet darkness was laden with 
the oily-sweet odor of incense. Such 
spirit mediums as Iggy, he reflected 
whimsically, needed something of the 
sort to mask the fishy odor of their 
quackery. 

Closing his fingers over the lens of his 
flashlight, he snapped the light on. The 
rays that seeped through his fingers dis-
closed a rumpled cot to the left of the 
door. A badly scarred chest of drawers 
stood against the far wall between two 
doors. 

To the right was a sink, piled with 
kitchenware and dishes, and besides the 
sink a small cabinet with a two-burner 
gas hot-plate on top. On the hot-plate 
was a stew pan and beside it a carton 
of baking soda. Surely a teacher of 
metaphysics and mediumship wouldn't 
bother with so earthly a thing as indi-
gestion ! 

The Ghost stepped to the stove, turned 
his filtered light ray into the pan. In-
side was an inch of water and a thread-
ed metal plug the size of a two-bit piece 
—the sort of a plug that is screwed to 
the lower curve of a sink drain trap. A 
fine thing to cook—the plumbing! 

He stepped to the sink, stooped, and 
fingered the bottom of the drain trap. 
Yes, the threaded plug had come from 
Iggy's own sink. The Ghost straight-
ened, crossed this room that seemed to 
comprise Iggy's living quarters, went 
through the door at the right of the 
chest of drawers, and on into a small 
storeroom littered with empty boxes 
and other trash. 

Here there was a battered desk, a 
steel filing cabinet in which Iggy ap-
parently kept "case histories" of the 
poor dopes who came to consult him— 
histories which such mediums frequent-
ly turned to blackmail uses. Above the 
file case was a small wall cabinet of the 
sort you would expect to find in a bath-
room. 

The Ghost's black-gloved hand yanked 
open the door of this wall cabinet. 
There, on shallow glass shelves were a 
number of bottles and vials—narcotics, 
hypnotics, barbitates, and similar drugs. 

A DERISIVE g r u n t escaped the 
Ghost's thin lips. Iggy apparently 

was not above putting his patrons into 
a trance via the drug route. Odd he 
hadn't included chloral hydrate the 
standard "Micky Finn" in his collection. 
But wait! 

The Ghost swung around, passed out 
of the storeroom and into Iggy's com-
bined kitchen and bedroom. He went 
directly ft) the little gas stove and light-
ed the burner beneath the pan. In the 
back of his agile brain a vague idea was 
beginning to take shape. 

He left the stove, went to the sink, and 
ran a gloved finger up into the drain 
trap through the hole at the bottom. 
Withdrawing his finger, he had collected 
quite a little grease and soap scum. He 
returned to the stove, flipped that finger 
into the warming water and held it there 
until the gummy stuff had dissolved. 

Then he picked up the baking soda car-
ton and shook a little of the contents into 
the pan. 

He sniffed at the steam that was be-
ginning to rise from the water and 
nodded his satisfaction. 

Faintly detectible in the rising vapor 
was the sickening sweet odor of chloro-
form. Somebody had recently dumped a 
quantity of chloral hydrate down Iggy's 
sink. And somebody else, possibly Iggy 
himself, had detected the presence of 
the powerful sedative by boiling the 
drain pipe in a solution of baking soda 

—somebody with sufficient knowledge 
of chemistry to know that hot baking 
soda and chloral hydrate in solution will 
liberate pure chloroform. 

The Ghost had just turned out the 
gas beneath the saucepan when he heard 
stumbling footsteps on the steps ap-
proaching the back porch. He switched 
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out his flashlight, took a step toward the 
door, stopped. The knob of the door 
turned, the door opened. A slim, blind-
ing ray from a torch beamed into the 
room. 

The Ghost flicked fingers to the cuff 
of his right sleeve. His slender, deadly 
knife dropped from its sleeve sheath 
into his hand. His left hand went out 
toward the sink, fingers closing on the 
knob handle of an aluminum pot cover. 
His hand that held the knife was lifted 
above his head as the man with the light 
stepped into the room. 

He waited. 
The light ray was on the move, turn-

ing in his direction. 
Suddenly, when he knew discovery 

was imminent, the Ghost thrust the shiny 
pot lid directly into the ray of the other 
man's torch. The reflected light beam 
struck the other squarely in the face, 
illuminating the black beetle eyes and 
lean, wolfish features of Joe Harper. The 
heavy automatic in Joe's right hand 
swung like the gun on a battleship tur-
ret. 

"Hold it, Joe!" the Ghost said sharply. 
"G. G.!" exploded from Joe's loose 

lips. His gun arm dropped limply. 
"Phew! You got me in a cold sweat, 
G. G. If you hadn't sung out just then, 
I'd have killed the goose that lays the 
golden eggs as sure as Christmas." 

The Ghost put down the pot lid. He 
tossed his knife up through the ray of 
Joe's light, caught it by the hilt and 
returned it to his sleeve sheath. 

"You weren't exactly on a safety spot 
yourself, my friend," he said. 

Joe shivered at the thought. Reflected 
rays of his light showed Joe without 
his inevitable green hat. There was a 
bruise on his forehead centered by a 
dark clot of dried blood. His right hand 
trembled as he shook a cigarette out of 
the top of a pack and conveyed it to his 
lips. 

"Well," said the Ghost, "let's have it. 
W h e r e you been? Where's Iggy 
Miggs?" 

"Iggy," Joe said, "could be one of two 
alternatives. Either he's a stiff or he's a 
guy who bops guys like me and tries to 
toss them in the river. Since you been 
here for a while, you can probably tell 
me which Iggy is." 

"What the devil are you talking about? 
Who bopped you?" 

JOE shrugged impatiently. 

"I'm telling you, it was either Iggy 
or the other guy. Look, G. G. I tailed 
the cock-eyed guy from the stadium 
here. I hung around. After a while, 
Iggy showed himself at the back door. 
It's his landlady next door. He comes 
back and makes a phone call. Don't ask 
who he called. After another spell I am 
getting flat feet from my lonely vigil, 
and Iggy gets a phone call." 

"From Tinhorn Gabriel," the Ghost 
put in. 

"Could be. Time passes. It's a little 
after eleven when somebody comes to 
the front door and Iggy lets him in. No 
light, so I don't know who the caller 
was. I keep waiting. My vigil is irk-

"Nuts to your vigil. Get on with it." 
"So I go up to the front door of this 

place and walk in. It's dark. Nobody 
stops me. I stumble around through 
that screwy seance room of Iggy's, and 
I find a door. I open the door, and 
there it hangs." 

"What hangs?" 
"The corpse," Joe said coolly. "Sure, 

you noticed. From the door I can clearly 
see the shadow of a man hanging by his 
neck. But I don't know whether it's 
Iggy or the other guy, because right 
then I get bopped. I come to in the 
back end of a car heading for the Har-
lem River, I figure, and sure enough, the 
car stops near the Lenox Avenue bridge. 
Which is when I and a murderer have a 
falling out. I tried for a getaway, got 
shot at, and don't ask me who's at the 
other end of the gun, because in all the 
sound and fury nobody was passing out 
introductions." 

"Where's this hanging corpse?" the 
Ghost demanded. "I haven't been 
through the flat yet. I only got here 
about ten minutes at*o, and I've been oc-
cupied with my culinary pursuits ' 

Joe's lower jaw sagged and still, by 
some miracle, his cigarette remained 
clinging to his lower lip. 

"G. G., you're slipping," he said. "You 
mean to tell me there's a corpse within 
a block of here and you haven't dug it 
up?" 

Joe Harper led the way through the 
door at the left of the chest of drawers. 
They passed into Iggy's seance room 
which was large, complete with its semi-
circle of chairs, and a small platform at 
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one end, screened away from the rest of 
the room by a gauze curtain. 

Harper stepped to the end of the plat-
form and behind the curtain. The Ghost 
followed him across to the other side of 
the room where he stopped with his hand 
on the knob. 

"In here," Harper said, "and if it's 
not Iggy, then Iggy is the murderer." 

He opened the door. 

DIM night glow passing through a 
window of the room beyond cast 

• pale square of light on the opposite 
wall. This feeble illumination was im-
mediately eclipsed by the rays of both 
the Ghost's and Joe's. flashlights, and 
for a moment both men stood on the 
doorsill, staring into the room. 

Then the deep-set eyes of the Ghost 
met the shiny black beetle eyes of Joe 
Harper. Joe's lips quirked into a sickly 
imitation of a smile. 

"Yeah," he said. "I see." 
"I don't," the Ghost rapped. 
He stepped into the room. It was 

about as barren a place as he had ever 
been in. An ornate grill-work cabinet 
of red lacquered wood stood beneath the 
window—a "spirit" cabinet, the Ghost 
decided, of the sort used by mediums 
and magicians alike. It stood about two 
and a half feet from the floor and was 
about a foot square across the top. And 
that was the only piece of furniture in 
the room. 

"Where's the corpse?" the Ghost 
asked. 

Joe Harper swallowed. "Honest, G. 
G., I saw it. Right in that patch of light 
on the wall, I saw the shadow of a man 
hanging by his neck. I could see the 
rope, too!" 

"Just a shadow, though." 
Harper shivered. "You make it worse. 

Empty rooms don't cast shadows. Look! 
He could have been hanging from that 
drapery crane there above the window." 

The drapery crane was, in fact, the 
only thing from which anything could 
have hung. The Ghost stepped to the 
window, put a foot on the sill, stepped 
up, and balanced himself there while he 
beamed his light across the top of the 
drapery crane. The crane was layered 
with dust. He got down. 

"Joe," he said, "you were in a trance. 
No rope has been tied to this crane." 

"I'm getting the blue-willies, G. G. 

I tell you—". Joe broke off, stepped to 
the light switch beside the door. "No-
body's going to kid me. There's a corpse 
somewhere around here, and I'm going 
to find it. Let's get a little light on the 
subject." 

He pressed the switch. There was the 
expected click but not the expected light. 
Joe muttered an oath. 

"Shsh," the Ghost cautioned. "And 
turn off your torch, Joe." 

"What—" 
"Listen!" 
Footsteps sounded on the stone steps 

at the front of the building. 
In darkness, the Ghost turned and 

hurriedly retraced his steps through the 
seance room. Joe was at his elbow. They 
stopped, listening. There was no fum-
bling with lock and key. Whoever was 
out in front simply pushed open the 
door and walked in. 

Footsteps sounded hollowly in the 
hall. Then the door of the seance room 
opened and somebody crossed on tiptoe 
to go through the door that led to Iggy's 
living quarters. 

The Ghost felt a tug at his coat sleeve 
as he stood there in the dark of the 
seance room. 

"Shall we take him?" Joe whispered. 
"No. Just wait. If he leaves the 

house, tail him." 
They could hear the prowler in Iggy's 

kitchen-bedroom, opening a door—the 
door of the store-room. There was a 
faint show of light through the open 
door and then the sound of glass clinking 
on glass. In his mind's eye, the Ghost pic-
tured the glass shelf in that wall cabinet 
above the file case in Iggy's storeroom. 

Then footsteps traced out of the store-
room, across the combination kitchen, 
and to the back door. 

HARDLY had the prowler stepped 
out onto the back porch than Joe 

Harper was on the move. As for the 
Ghost, he went into the kitchen-bedroom, 
turned through the door of the store-
room, closed the door behind him, and 
switched on his flashlight. He reached 
over the top of the file case and toward 
the wall cabinet, then paused. 

On the front edge of the file case— 
the part of the case that all but touched 
the Ghost's lean middle as he reached 
for the wall cabinet—was a thin line of 
pale yellow powder. The Ghost stooped, 
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sniffed at the ye l l ow powder, and at once 
recognized it as rosin. A thin smile 
curled his lips. He was quite certain 
about the identity of the prowler now. 

Opening the wall cabinet, he rayed his 
l ight along the shelf of drugs. There 
he spotted a small, cyl indrical vial that 
had not been there before. It was labeled 

CHLORAL HYDRATE 
He took the bottle f rom the shelf. A 

wax* seal had secured the cork, but this 
had been broken and a part of the con-
tents removed. Gloved fingers uncorked 
the vial, and the Ghost sniffed cautiously 
at the white powder within. He frowned. 
Maybe it was chloral hydrate, as labeled, 
but the white powder had the unmis-
takable bitter-almond odor of cyanide. 

He recorked the bottle, then ran an 
exploratory finger along the tubular 
paper label. Grasping the bottle at the 
top, he slid the tight-fitting label f rom 
the vial. Hal f -way down the bottle was 
a hairline crack that extended all the 
way around. 

He nodded slowly. Be fore the original 
seal had been broken, somebody had slid 
off that label, cut the thin glass, break-
ing the vial in two. T h e original chloral 
hydrate had been poured down the drain 
in I g g y ' s kitchen and cyanide substi-
tuted in the bottle. The two halves had 
been careful ly rejoined with transparent 
cement, and the label replaced—all with-
out disturbing the original wax seal at 
the top of the bottle. 

The murder of T o n y Rex had actually 
been accomplished right here in Iggy ' s 
house of mystery, regardless of where 
the actual death had taken place. Three 
grains of cyanide placed in some crevice 
in that second mouthpiece T o n y Rex 
had used would have done the trick. 

N o w the purpose of the cut in the first 
mouthpiece was clear—to compel T o n y 
Rex to use the second mouthpiece some-
time during the fight. It would not have 
been good practice to put the poison in 
the first mouthpiece, because if T o n y had 
died during that first " f ee ler " round, 
murder would have been immediately 
suspected. 

T h e killer had tried to give the im-
pression of accidental death. A f t e r all, 
fighters did die in the ring, and cyanide 
could easily make it appear he had died 
of a heart ailment. 

T h e Ghost le f t the house by the back 
door, and sprinted up through the com-

panionway between houses to the street. 
He looked both ways, saw the figure of 
a man coming toward him out of the 
murk and f rom the direction of Broad-
way. Joe Harper? He walked to meet 
the advancing figure. 

"G. G.," Joe 's nasal vo ice greeted him, 
"we got the breaks this time. The guy 
went three blocks up the street and into 
the second floor flat of the place on the 
corner." 

"Right . The guy is T i g e r Mullin, 
T o n y Rex 's second." 

" H u h ? " Joe was incredulous. " Y o u 
got cat's eyes? " 

" H e had rosin on the front of his 
clothes," the Ghost explained as they 
hurried off in the direction the prowler 
had taken. "Ros in f rom dead T o n y Rex 's 
shoes. Remember at the end of the first 
round T iger Mull in was the second who 
gave Tony ' s legs a rubbing? Ever no-
tice how a fighter will plant his f oo t in 
his second's tummy when the second 
rubs a leg? W e l l , the rosin f rom the 
fighter's shoe c l ings to the second's 
midd le—" 

"Okay, okay, Mr. Sherlock. So it's 
T iger Mullin. N o w what? " 

TH E Ghost remained silent until they 
came to the apartment building 

which Joe indicated. Then he told 
Harper to stick around. He coo l ly ap-
proached the front door. 

A f ew seconds later, Mr. T iger Mull in 
answered a knock at the door of his sec-
ond floor flat. Eyes somewhat blurred 
by drink, he peered out into the dark 
hall at the head of the steps, and f o r a 
moment thought that the whisky had 
played tricks on his ears. There was 
apparently no one in the hall. 

Just as Mullin would have closed the 
door, he saw a faint g l ow of green l ight 
in the dark of the hall. Mull in stared, 
with gaping mouth, as the g l ow became 
more intense, illuminating a grinning 
skull of a face that was moving slowly 
toward him. 

T iger Mull in retreated. He walked 
backward half-way across his own liv-
ing room and then it must have occurred 
to him that he would have been smarter 
if he had slammed the door and locked 
out the apparition. He took a quick 
step forward, and at that moment was 
aware that his thinking was both too 
little and too late. The Green Ghost 
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6tepped into the room. 
Mullin shook his head. "Huh-uh. Go 

'way. I don't know you." 
A graveyard chuckle from the Ghost. 

"But you will know me, Tiger Mullin. 
Where is that second mouthpiece Tony 
Rex used in the ring tonight?" 

"I dunno. So help me, I dunno. It 
wasn't in his mout' when they brought 
him back to the dressing-room." 

"Mullin, you killed Tony Rex. You 
doctored that second mouthpiece with 
poison. You made the first mouthpiece 
defective. You put a knife slit in the 
second mouthpiece, poured some of the 
contents of this bottle into the slit." 

The Ghost had produced the bottle 
which fifteen minutes before Tiger Mul-
lin had returned to the shelf in Iggy's 
storeroom. 

"Naw!" Mullin gasped. "It was Iggy. 
Iggy gimme the bottle, paid me to doctor 
the mout'piece. He said it was just the 
old Micky Finn and would make the 
champ groggy. The bottle was all sealed 
when he give it to me. How was I to 
know it was poison?" 

The Ghost's gleaming knife dropped 
from the sleeve sheath into the Ghost's 
gloved hand. Mullin stared at the cold 
steel and shook his head in mute protest. 

"Mullin, I can kill you. You've no 
idea how beautifully I can get away with 
murder. Only it wouldn't be murder, 
would it, if I took a life for a life?" 

"Wait! Don't stick me! I'll give you 
the straight goods. Day before yester-
day, in that tavern on Tenth Avenue 
across from the Sports Palace, Iggy 
Miggs had a talk wit' me. Tinhorn 
Gabriel was fixing the fight, see? He 
couldn't buy Tony Rex, so he hired Iggy 
to sit on the ringside and jinx Tony. 
Tony thinks cockeyed guys are the jinx, 
see? 

"There was a guy once in this town 
made a fancy living just putting the jinx 
on fighters, and Iggy got ambitions he 
could be a professional fight jinxer him-
self. It'd all depend on what kind of a 
reputation he made for himself on this 
job. He wanted this job to be good, 
see?" 

"Vaguely," the Ghost said. "Go on." 
"For publicity, Iggy sends Sailor 

Mack Hollis a phony note saying the 
Evil Eye will hex Tony Rex tonight. If 
Tony kissed the canvas, Iggy said his 
fortune was made. Maybe Iggy bought 

me too many drinks. Maybe I was just 
crazy, but I said I'd put the dope in 
Tony's mout'piece so he'd flop tonight. 
Just before the fight, Iggy gimme that 
bottle you got, and I doctored Tony's 
extra mout'piece and fixed his first 
mout'piece so he'd have to use the 
extra—" 

"Thinking," the Ghost cut in, "that a 
certain blond lovely named Dorothy 
Bishop would maybe begin to notice you 
if Rex flopped tonight." 

MULLIN'S egg-shaped head sagged 
a little. 

"Well, heck, what was the sense of 
Dorot'y going for Tony? Tony always 
stuck wit' his wife, even if she is nuts—" 

Tiger Mullin checked himself. A 
sheepish grin spread across his battered 
face. 

"That's strictly hush-hush," he said. 
"You mean," the Ghost said, "that 

Mrs. Tony Rex isn't just an invalid? 
She's actually insane?" 

"Tony never wanted it known," Mul-
lin said. "She's been off her top since 
the accident two—" He paused, cocked 
his egg-shaped head on one side. Foot-
steps were ringing on the stair outside 
the apartment—panicky, pelting foot-
steps, too light for a man's. Hard heels 
clicked in the hall, knuckles pattered 
frantically on the door. 

The Ghost stepped to the door of a 
bedroom, walking backward, his hollow 
eyes on Mullin. 

"Open the door," he directed. "Don't 
try to slip out. Don't give it away that 
I'm here. I'll be watching every move." 

He stepped back into the bedroom, 
swung the door all but closed. Mullin 
stepped to the front door of the flat, 
opened it. Through the narrow aper-
ture, the Ghost saw blond and beautiful 
Dorothy Bishop enter the room. 

"Dorot 'y!" A broad grin of pleasure 
spread across Mullin's lips. 

The girl wrung gloved hands, and 
anxious blue eyes toured the room. 

"Tiger, have you got a phone? I been 
running all over, trying to find a drug 
store that's open. And then I remem-
bered where you lived." 

"About time you remembered," Mullin 
said. "You been giving me the go-by 
plenty." 

"Tiger!" The girl raised her hands 
in protest. "Don't start that. Especially 
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not tonight. I—I've been through so 
much, with poor Tony practically dying 
in my arms—" She checked a trembling 
lower lip with visible effort. "Tiger, 
you've got to help me. Mack Hollis 
sent me to phone the police. About fif-
teen minutes ago, I guess, Mack and I 
went to Iggy Miggs' place—" 

"You and Mack?" Ttger said through 
clenched teeth. "Why, I'll moider the 
bum!" 

"Tiger, please listen to me. And don't 
be like that. Mack's almost old enough 
to be my father, and besides he's got a 
wife. About an hour ago he came to 
my apartment in the Bronx, and we 
talked about what happened to poor 
Tony. Mack's trying to find out who did 
it. Tony was murdered, you know. 
Poisoned. He asked me questions, and 
I remember seeing this cross-eyed Iggy 
Miggs right in the front row. So Mack 
and I decided we'd pay a call on Iggy." 

"Okay—now what about the cops?" 
Tiger wanted to know. 

"That's what I was telling you! We 
got there about ten or fifteen minutes 
ago. Mack rang Iggy's doorbell and 
couldn't raise anybody. The front door 
was locked. We went around to the 
back and in that way. We searched the 
place, went through that creepy seance 
room, and I opened a door. So I was 
the one who discovered the body—" 

"What body?" Tiger demanded. "Calm 
down, baby." 

"Why, Iggy Miggs' body! Tiger, I'll 
never forget as long as I live. I opened 
the door of that room!" The girl shud-
dered, and her eyes grew round. "I 
opened the door and there on the wall 
I could see that awful shadow. A man. 
Tiger—a man hanging from a rope! I 
screamed, jumped back. Mack went into 
the room. 'It's Iggy! ' he called to me. 
And told me to phone the police." 

"Iggy's got phones," Tiger said. "Two 
of 'em." 

"Yes," she said. "One in the seance 
room, and another back in his living 
quarters. But the wires on both phones 
were cut. I ran out of the house to go 
to a drug store and phone, but they're 
all closed." 

"This," said the Green Ghost from the 
door of the bedroom, "is where I came 
in." 

Dorothy gave vent to a little squeal. 
Tiger Mullin snorted. 

HE STEPPED from the room. He 
had turned off the tiny lamp that 

was responsible for the greenish glow 
about his face. His lips covered the yel-
low shell teeth and the dead-pan expres-
sion was gone from his face. He was once 
more the thin man in a black hat. 

Dorothy Bishop gasped her surprise. 
Tiger Mullin was perhaps equally star-
tled at the change that had come over 
the Ghost's face. Perhaps he remem-
bered that face from the encounter he 
and the Ghost had had at the stadium 
that night, for he reflectively rubbed 
the back of his skull where the blow 
from the Ghost's gun had landed. 

"I think we'll not call the police just 
yet," the Ghost said. "I think we'll all 
just walk over to Iggy's place." 

"You!" Dorothy gasped, pointing a 
finger at the Ghost. "You killed Tony 
Rex! Why else would you want to 
prevent me from calling the police?" 

"Young lady," the Ghost said quietly, 
"the people I've killed haven't been nice 
people at all. And somehow I've had 
the impression all along that Tony Rex 
was nice people. So if you will take 
Tiger Mullin's arm, and both of you pro-
ceed directly in front of me, neither of 
you will get hurt." 

Tiger and the blonde hesitated only 
a moment, then joined arms and left the 
apartment. Down the stairs they went, 
with the Green Ghost following close 
behind. In the entryway of the building, 
Joe Harper lounged against a row of 
brass mailbox plates. He didn't so much 
as look up from the cigarette he was 
lighting as the Ghost passed, but he 
could not have missed the Ghost's whis-
pered order to follow at some distance. 

CHAPTER V 
Never Kill a Ghost 

AS THE Ghost and his companions 
approached Iggy Miggs' house of 

mystery, the front door was opened by 
Sailor Mack Hollis. The fat fight pro-
moter looked out anxiously from the 
lighted hallway. 

"You've finally found the minions of 
the law, Dorothy?" he called quietly to 
Dorothy Bishop. "What took you so 
long?" 
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Dorothy and Tiger went up the steps 
with the Ghost close behind. Mack Hol-
lis' eyes shifted to the Ghost and he 
was not quite sure whether or not he 
ought to smile. 

"A precinct detective, no doubt?" he 
-inquired. 

"He's the Green Ghost," Tiger Mullin 
cut in. "Don't let the pan fool you. And 
don't you fool wit' him, Mack." 

The announcement resulted in at least 
two of Hollis' chins sliding down over 
the front of his collar. And then he 
stepped back from the door and his 
thicks lips again smiled uncertainly. 

"I have heard of the Green Ghost, but 
I have not yet had the pleasure of meet-
ing him." 

He put out a plump hand which the 
Ghost chose to ignore. 

"Where's Miggs?" the Ghost demand-
ed. 

Mack Hollis inclined his head. 
"Miss Bishop and I had the extreme 

misfortune to—" 
"I know," the Ghost cut in. "Just 

show me. Miss Bishop, and you too, Ti-
ger, go right on in." 

Mack Hollis took wallowing steps 
ahead of them into the big seance room. 
Here he pointed to the door of the room 
in which Joe Harper had sworn he had 
seen the shadow of a hanging man. 

"It isn't a pleasant sight," Hollis said. 
"It would be especially unpleasant for 
Miss Bishop." 

The Ghost stepped ahead of the oth-
ers, went to the door of the room, and 
flung it open. On the wall to the left 
was a square of faint light from the win-
dow, and in the square of light was the 
dim silhouette of a man hanging by the 
neck from a rope—just as Joe Harper 
had seen it well over an hour ago! 

He went into the room, turned to the 
window, and switched on his flashlight. 
Ugly little Iggy Miggs was suspended 
by the cord of his own bathrobe from 
the heavy metal drapery crane above the 
window. The spirit cabinet placed be-
neath the window, a little to the left of 
Iggy's dangling feet, might have served 
as the hangman's platform. 

The Ghost stepped up on the sill of 
the window and looked at the crane for 
the second time that evening. Then he 
looked at the cord. The noose was a 
running bowline knot, a bit unusual for 
hangings, but entirely adequate. 

He stepped back, stooped, and opened 
the grilled door of the spirit cabinet. 
It was empty, as spirit cabinets presum-
ably must be. Then he jerked off a glove 
and touched Iggy's hand with bare fin-
gers. The corpse was quite warm. Death 
had occurred only a short time before. 
Yet all that had happened in this room 
had been foretolfl by a shadow over an 
hour before! 

"Could be," he mused, "that Joe Har-
per is getting psychic." 

A doorbell rang. The Ghost turned 
back into the seance room. Mack Hollis 
stood there, smoking. Out in the hall 
beyond, he could see Tiger Mullin and 
Dorothy Bishop, both staring at the 
front door. The Ghost walked past Mack, 
into the hall, and to the door which he 
opened. 

TINHORN GABRIEL, the surething 
gambler, stood on the threshold. 

He took one look at the Ghost, heeled 
around, and would have dived down the 
steps had not the Ghost caught him by 
the coat tails. 

"It's Tinhorn!" Tiger Mullin said 
from behind the Ghost. 

"Yes, yes," the Ghost said mockingly 
as he pulled Gabriel into the hall. "The 
party wouldn't be complete without Ga-
briel." 

Sailor Mack Hollis ambled into the 
hall, peeling the cellophane from a cigar. 
His thick lips curled into a sneer as he 
saw the gambler. 

"I think it would be interesting to find 
out how much of the filthy lucre you 
cleaned up on the fight tonight," Mack 
said. He rolled the cigar wrapper into a 
ball and dropped it into the breast pock-
et of his coat. 

"You wipe your own nose!" Gabriel 
snarled. 

"You come here to pay Iggy off, Tin-
horn?" Tiger Mullin said. 

"None of anybody's darn business!" 
Dorothy Bishop wheeled to Mack Hol-

lis. "Gabriel could have killed Tony," 
she declared. "I mean, he would have so 
he could win money on the fight." 

"Miss Bishop," the Ghost said quietly, 
"I would like to remind you that every-
body in this room had motive to kill 
Tony Rex. Yes, even you, since hell hath 
no fury like a woman scorned. As for 
opportunity, that also may be equal. You 
s e e , Iggy Miggs thought that he gave 
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Tiger Mullin a bottle of chloral hy-
drate with which to drug Tony Rex. Ac-
tually, somebody slipped into Iggy's 
house and cleverly opened that bottle 
of chloral and substituted cyanide. I 
think it is only a matter of a short time 
until we will know who that murderer 
is." 

He stepped to the front door, opened 
it, then turned to them again. 

"I won't be gone a moment. And need 
I remind you that there is a murderer In 
this room?" 

The Ghost went out onto the steps 
and uttered a shrill whistle. Joe Harper 
emerged from the darkness across the 
street, joined the Ghost on the steps. 

"Joe, you said that while you were 
watching Iggy's place, Iggy left the 
house by the back door, went over to 
the landlady's place next door?" 

"Right, G. G. He wasn't there five 
minutes." 

"Okay. I think you'll have to wake 
the good woman. I want to know why 
Iggy called on her tonight. And while 
you're there, you might put in a phone 
call to Police Commissioner Standish. 
I've got the murderer " 

In the gray hours of the morning, two 
uniformed police opened the doors of 
the late Ignace Miggs' seance room and 
ushered in Dorothy Bishop, Mack Hol-
lis, Tinhorn Gabriel, and Tiger Mullin. 

The four of them took chairs in the 
semi-circle that faced the curtained 
platform on which Iggy had once gone 
into his fake trances and produced his 
fraud spirits. In front of the platform 
stood the spirit cabinet which had for-
merly been the only article of furniture 
in the barren room where Iggy had 
kicked his way into the next world. 

The room was dimly lighted. No 
sooner were the suspects seated than 
the police retired, closing the door 
of the seance room behind them. 
Through the dark gauze curtain that was 
drawn over the platform, the four sus-
pects could see the green glowing 
death's head of the Ghost's face. They 
were not at ease. They were not intend-
ed to feel at ease. 

FOR a long moment, there was no 
sound within the room except the 

creak of the folding chairs on which the 
four suspects sat. 

Then the hollow, mocking voice of 

the Ghost filled the room. 
"You have been detained for two hours 

while the police and myself have made 
a thorough search of the premises, and 
we now have sufficient evidence to con-
vict one of you of the murders of Tony 
Rex and Iggy Miggs. W e have found 
the second mouthpiece which Tony Rex 
used in the fight and which, I presume, 
might be called the murder weapon. As 
Tiger Mullin will testify, Tiger him-
self cut a gash in that mouthpiece and 
filled the gash with a white powder 
which Iggy Miggs had given him." 

Tiger Mullin's voice cut through the 
Ghost's solemn intonations. 

"I tell you, I didn't know it was poi-
son!" 

"You will all have a chance to make 
denials in court," the voice of the Ghost 
continued. "The mouthpiece was found 
in Iggy's kitchen cabinet where Iggy 
himself no doubt placed it. You will re-
member that Tony fell through the 
ropes of the fight ring and practically 
in Iggy's lap. There was plenty of time 
for Iggy to snatch the mouthpiece and 
make off with it. Iggy knew, before 
the police knew, that this was murder. 
He knew that chloral hydrate could not 
have caused Tony's sudden death. 

"Iggy brought the mouthpiece here 
and discovered that the substance in-
serted in the gash in the mouthpiece 
was cyanide, and not chloral. Iggy be-
gan to figure out how and where the 
switch of chemicals could have been 
made. He knew that he had not been in 
this house the afternoon before the fight 
—a fact which the landlady next door 
will verify. It was therefore possible 
that someone had entered this house and 
actually performed the chemical switch 
here. 

"Iggy then examined the drain trap 
of his sink, learned that chloral hydrate 
had been poured down the drain. His 
surmise was correct; the switch had 
been made in this house. He went next 
door, checked with his landlady, and 
learned that during the afternoon two 
men had arrived and left Iggy's house 
separately. One was Mack Hollis, and 
the other was Tinhorn Gabriel." 

"I admit that," Mack Hollis said gruff-
ly. "My wife has been coming here for 
some time now to consult with Iggy 
about the spirit of her dead mother. I 
don't take any stock in such things, and 
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I came here yesterday afternoon to tell 
Iggy that if he so much as spoke to my 
wife again, I'd knock his head off." 

"Our search of the house verifies the 
fact that your wife was coming to see 
Iggy." the Ghost replied. "Her name is 
mentioned frequently in Iggy's records. 
Gabriel, would you care to tell why you 
came here yesterday afternoon?" 

"You go to blazes!" Gabriel said. "You 
can't prove a blasted thing." 

"You came here," the Ghost persisted, 
"because you wanted to make sure Iggy 
was going to carry through his promise 
and jinx Tony Rex. Assured of that, 
you could place your money on Benny 
Akers. 

"But to get back to Iggy's actions of 
the evening. After he had checked with 
his landlady, it must have occurred to 
Iggy that someone had overheard him 
talking with Tiger Mullin about dop-
ing Tony Rex. Tiger had admitted that 
this subject was discussed in the tavern 
Across from the Sports Palace, and it's 
highly probable that Iggy remembered 
whether it was Tinhorn Gabriel or 
Mack Hollis whom he might have seen 
in the -tavern at that time, and who, con-
sequently, might have overheard the 
plan. 

"Knowing who had actually killed 
Tony Rex, Iggy Miggs called the mur-
derer on the phone and threatened him 
with exposure. The murderer came 
promptly to Iggy's house, but not with a 
roll of hush-money for Iggy. The first 
thing the killer did was to drug Iggy and 
conceal him in a little cubby hole in the 
base of this platform on which I am 
seated. Next, he must have cut the 
wires on both telephones—a necessary 
precaution if his plan was to succeed." 

THE murderer got stealthily out of 
his chair. His hand dropped into 

the pocket of his coat and closed on the 
butt of a revolver. His hand closed 
quite tightly, because from the grip of 
that weapon he derived a certain amount 
of self-assurance. 

His eyes narrowed on the leering green 
deathshead face that had been speaking 
to them from behind the gauze curtain. 
It would be quite a trick to kill from this 
distance. 

The murderer pulled the gun from his 
pocket and took a stealthy step forward. 
It was quite dark in the room and every-

body else was concentrating on the 
babbling from the lips in that green face 
behind the curtain. 

The murderer began to feel quite cool 
about the whole thing. There really 
wasn't any proof against him so far. The 
Ghost had the general gist of the thing, 
but nothing that could hold in court. 
The thing was, that if the Ghost did pro-
duce proof, then the Ghost must die! 

"Why didn't the murderer kill Iggy 
and be done with it?" Dorothy Bishop's 
voice asked, out of the darkness. 

"My dear Miss Bishop," the Ghost re-
plied, "you should know that. He wanted 
to have you as an alibi, and the killer's 
alibi depended entirely upon your dis-
covering the shadow of the corpse be-
fore Iggy was actually a corpse! Con-
fusing, perhaps? You've heard of fu-
ture events casting shadows, haven't 
you?" 

As the Ghost's voice drifted into si-
lence, a square of pale light suddenly 
appeared on the wall of the seance room. 
It was like moonlight falling through a 
window, except that there wasn't a win-
dow in the room. And in the center of 
the square was the silhouette of a hang-
ing man! 

Dorothy Bishop shattered the silence 
with a scream. 

"It's Iggy! It's Iggy's shadow, just 
as I saw it when I opened the door of 
that room!" 

"Don't be alarmed," the Ghost said 
quietly. "There is a projector in the 
spirit cabinet in front of the stage. 
Iggy's projector which he must have 
used to throw weird shadows into col-
umns of incense smoke and thus produce 
phony spirits. In the projector is a 
glass slide with a crude drawing in wax 
pencil on its surface. It's the drawing 
you see on the wall—not anybody's 
corpse." 

The murderer got down on hands and 
knees and crawled between chairs. The 
Ghost was breaking down the murderer's 
alibi, was he? Well, he was talking him-
self into a grave. He would never live 
to offer any kind of proof. There hadn't 
been any clues, and no mistakes. 

Of course, there was that worrisome 
business of the premature discovery of 
the shadow on the wall. Curse Joe 
Harper, anyway, butting in at a time like 
that. But then who was Joe Harper? 
An ex-pitchman, ex-bookie, ex-vaude-
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ville agent, ex-everything. A no-good 
who wouldn't be carrying tales to the 
police, because Joe Harper was not on 
speaking terms with the coppers. 

And then it suddenly came into the 
mind of the murderer that maybe Joe 
Harper was the Green Ghost. It didn't 
seem possible, of course. The killer had 
seen Joe Harper knocking around Broad-
way for a long time. But then if it so 
happened that Joe was the Ghost—well, 
this would be killing two birds with one 
stone, so to speak. 

"Of course," the Ghost's voice con-
tinued, "you realize that the spirit cabi-
net was in the room where Iggy was 
hanged. And when you, Miss Bishop, 
opened the door of that room, the pro-
jector was in operation. You saw only 
the shadow of the hanging man, and nat-
urally presumed that there was a hang-
ing man. You would naturally testify 
that you had discovered the body, which 
would mean that Iggy had been hanged 
before you arrived. Actually, at the time 
you opened that door and saw the hang-
ing shadow, Iggy was still alive, though 
unconscious and hidden in the hole be-
neath the stage." 

"There goes the alibi," the murderer 
thought. "Now he'll be naming names. 
But there won't be any proof. No proof 
at all." 

"Mack Hollis hanged Iggy," the Ghost 
went on, "after he had sent you for the 
police. Miss Bishop. You understand 
now why he had, on his previous visit, 
cut the phone wires? And before you 
got back with Tiger Mullin and me, 
Hollis had removed the projector from 
the spirit cabinet and concealed it in the 
cubby hole where before he had hidden 
iggy-

"Perhaps, Miss Bishop, you can now 
understand why Hollis insisted that you 
enter by the back door. The maip light 
switch is on the back porch, and he 
closed the switch before you entered, 
thus turning on the projector. 

"He had turned off the house current 
at the end of his previous visit because 
he had already had one experience with 
the premature discovery of the shadow 
of the hanging man. A fellow by the 
name of Joe Harper had intruded just 
before Hollis was ready to leave for Miss 
Bishop's apartment, and except for Mr. 
Harper's good fortune, Hollis would 
have added another murder to his list." 

MACK HOLLIS was now within 
ten feet of the stage. He straight-

ened a little, sitting back on his heels. 
His gun was ready, leveled at the glow-
ing, skull-like face behind the drapery. 
The mouth of the Ghost was open to 
speak again. 

"Mack, you've a better motive than 
anybody else for killing Tony Rex. Be-
fore Rex died he said something about 
having everything fixed so you could 
take care of 'Lucy.' He meant you could 
take care of Mrs. Rex. Mrs. Rex isn't 
just an invalid. She's hopelessly insane. 
Imagine what you could accomplish as 
trustee of a million dollar estate with 
the real beneficiary hoplessly insane! 

"You made one huge mistake, Mack, 
in addition to the fact that your patent 
alibi was accidentally smashed even be-
fore you needed it. In hanging Iggy, you 
didn't use a slip-knot or a hangman's 
knot. You used the running bowline, 
which happens to be the most common 
knot of its kind used by seafaring men. 
They don't call you 'Sailor' Mack Hol-
lis for nothing, do they?" 

Mack Hollis came cautiously to his 
feet and drew a careful bead. 

"I'll answer that with lead, Ghost!" 
He pulled the trigger once, twice. And 

even before the roar of the shots had 
died away, a chill hand, a thin strong 
hand, closed on Mack's gun wrist. Mack 
jerked, and at the back of his neck he 
felt the prick of a knife point. 

"Never kill a ghost, Mack," the voice 
of the Green Ghost said over Mack's 
shoulder. "Like crime, it doesn't pay." 

Mack Hollis made one final, desperate 
effort to bring his gun around, to kill 
this man or devil who could be in two 
places at once. But with a deft twist 
of the wrist, the Ghost disarmed him, 
and gone with the gun was all of Mack 
Hollis' courage. 

Police were pouring in through the 
door of the seance room, and there was 
not much Hollis could do except put out 
his hands for the cuffs. 

Some moments later, when the seance 
room had been cleared, the Green Ghost 
stepped behind the curtain that hung in 
front of the stage. A "talking" skull of 
plastic material stood on a small table 
back there, and in front of the skull 
was the Ghost's flashlight with a piece 
of green cellophane over the lens. 

The skull was one of Iggy's properties 
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and doubtless he had found it useful in 
his spirit seances, for the hinged jaw 
could be operated by means of a silk 
string from some distance away. 

Had Mack Hollis seen the skull, had 
he known what a truly wonderful ven-
triloquist the Green Ghost was, he would 
perhaps have realized that the Ghost had 
been behind him throughout the session, 

and never at any time more than a few 
feet away. 

As the Ghost reached over to regain 
his flashlight, he saw two neat bullet-
holes not two inches apart in the head 
of the plastic skull. 

A little shudder raced across the Green 
Ghost's lean shoulders. 

It had been a close call. 
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RATS ARE SMART 
By ROBERT WALLACE 

Mike the Mouse Didn't Even Like Cheese! 

OWN on his knees, hid-
den in the dark parlor 

| of the old house, Mike 
Dawson grinned. The 
gang wouldn't be call-
ing him "Mike the 
Mouse" w h e n they 
heard about this job 
he'd pulled all by him-
self. T h o s e g u y s 
thought he didn't have 
brains. 

"I'll show 'em," he muttered. "Once I 
get my hands on all the stuff old Dan'l 
Hardley's hid in this house I'll be settin' 
pretty." 

He heard heavy footsteps in the room 
over his head. The old man was getting 
ready for bed. That was fine! He didn't 
want to tangle with Hardley, if he could 
help it. 

"And there's nobody else in the house 
with the old miser," he thought with 
satisfaction. "Mmm—call me Mike the 
Mouse, will they? And I don't even like 
cheese." 

The window blind was up, and he 
could see the street. There was nobody 
in sight. 

Restless, waiting, he lighted a ciga-
rette, very careful to keep the glow 
screened. 

Upstairs, he heard some clicks, and a 
rumbling voice. 

What was old Hardley doing? Mum-
bling his prayers? 

Mike Dawson grinned again, pleased 
with himself. It took a smart guy to 
catch on like he had. 

And all he'd had to go on was that 
grocer talking to a customer about the 
old man. 

"Yeah, guards it with his life," the 
grocer had said. "Yes, sir, old Dan Hard-
ley sure has his own way of doing things. 
Always been like that—doesn't believe 
in banks, either." 

That had been three days ago. Since 

then Mike Dawson had trailed Hardley 
and watched until he had learned all he 
could about the old man. Peering 
through the windows he had seen how 
careful Hardley was always to keep a 
certain closet in the dining room se-
curely locked. 

That would be the place—sure! That 
was where the old guy hid his dough. 
But tonight Mike the Mouse was going 
to get that money. 

MIKE punched out his cigarette. 

No longer did he hear footsteps 
upstairs. Time to go! 

Maybe he didn't like his nickname, but 
he stole into the dining room as softly 
as any mouse. He drew out a flashlight 
and slipped to the closet door. It was 
locked, but he opened it with a skeleton 
key. 

Inside the closet, curtains hid some 
shelves. 

Mike Dawson reached beneath the cur-
tains—and yelped sharply. The heavy 
steel spring of a rat-trap had clamped 
down on his fingers. Trying to shake 
free of the pinching spring, he pushed 
the curtains aside with the flashlight, 
and cursed roundly. All that was on 
those shelves were boxes and packages 
of cheese. 

Suddenly Mike was startled by the 
sound of approaching footsteps. 

"There he is, Officer!" shouted a 
cracked old voice behind him. "I knew 
somebody was in the house when I 
smelled cigarette smoke! That's why I 
phoned the police. I never smoke my-
self." 

Old Daniel Hardley's voice rose an-
grily. "And he was trying to steal my 
cheese that I used up every one of my 
red points from week to week to get 
and keep! The rat!" 

"Mouse," Mike Dawson said bleakly, 
as the officer strode toward him. "Rats 
are smart." 

A SHORT SHORT STORY COMPLETE ON THIS PAGE 
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WITHOUT ERROR 
By RAY CUMMINGS 

John Chace Planned the Perfect Murder, and 

Made Sure That He Removed All Evidence! 

S
W O R N CHACE had the small 

A H book, "Modern Methods of 
P o s i t i v e I d e n t i f i c a t i o n " 

opped up on his knees as he slumped 
ck in the train seat. But he was 

not reading it. The pages had faded 
so that he seemed to see through them 
and out to the little cottage. 

She would be there now, alone. 
Making sketches for her posters, prob-
ably. That's what she had been doing 
when he left for the city this morn-
ing. Obsessed with making money. 
For what? To give to all these fool 
War Relief Societies. 

That wasn't patriotism. In her case 
it was just a form of conceit. She v 
thrilled because people told her how 
wonderful she was. 

And now Alma Parr had come to 
her last night on earth, though she 
didn't know it. Funny how a person 
could stand on the brink of Eternity 
and not feel anything queer impend-
ing. Alma Parr was probably just 
waiting now for Chace to come home 
so that she could bawl him out, con-
tinue with the threats she had made 
this morning. 

Chace's thin lips parted with a sar-
donic smile as he thought of it. He 
had the upper hand now. This morn-
ing he had been worried. He was 
Alma's only relative; her cousin. Her 
heir. But what was the use of killing 
her when she had no money? 

She could have been comparatively 
:h, but she gave it all away as fast 
she got it. Orphanages, before the 

came. Keeping herself always on 
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the edge of being broke, so that she 
had to quibble about Chace's allow-
ance and harp all the time about him 
getting a job and supporting himself. 

That was up to this morning. Alma 
Parr had a sizable amount of money 
coming to her now, though she didn't 
yet know it herself. Chace had found 
the letter to her from the Art Calen-
dar Concern. He had taken it this 
morning from the little mail-box out 
by the fence, had read it as he went 
down the road to get the morning 
train for the city. 

Those pastel girl heads which Alma 
had been making so industriously at 
the rate of nearly one a week for a 
couple of years—the whole works 
were sold now. Forty-five hundred 
cash, and a royalty which ought to 
bring a good bit more than that in the 
next year. 

W T O W was the time to do it! Chace 
1.^1 had carefully destroyed the let-
ter. That money would come to him, 
as her heir. No opportunity for her to 
give it away. And the police wouldn't 
suspect anything, wouldn't hold it 
against him that he was the heir. 
There wouldn't be anything worth a 
hoot now, to inherit. 

And then, when the excitement was 
all over, the Art Company would un-
expectedly kick in. It would be John 
Chace who would sign that contract. 

His mind flung ahead. He and Vi-
vian—a trip up through the Rockies, 
maybe. And then a little apartment 
in New York. And that bunch of 
paintings which Alma had never yet 
offered for sale—after her death, and 
with the publicity of her war posters, 
they would be worth quite a bit. An 
auction, after the war—that might 
bring him another twenty-five thou-
sand. 

"I see you're still nuts on finger-
prints, eh,Johnny?" 

The voice jerked Chace from his 
roving thoughts. The blue-uniformed 
figure of old McGuire, the conductor, 
loomed in the aisle beside him. 

"Sure am, Mac." Chace riffled the 
book pages. "You know, since that 
Bertillon guy, they've done a lot in 
classifying prints. And finding 'em. 
Making 'em show up where you'd 
least expect 'em." 

He pointed to a page of fingerprint 
illustrations. 

"Want a lesson, Mac? Take a look. 
There's a double, or twinned loop. 
This one, see? They call that a whorl. 
Over here—that's the simple loop. 
Whatever combination of 'em you've 
got on your different fingers—well, 
there's nobody else in the world got 
just the same." 

Chace had always been fascinated 
by fingerprints, even back to those 
days in his 'teens, when he had de-
cided he wanted to be a detective and 
had answered some ads offering to 
teach him. He was convinced that 
more criminals were caught by leav-
ing some identification of themselves 
on the victim, or at the scene of the 
crime, than in any other way. 

Well, with Alma Parr now, nothing 
like that would happen. He certainly 
had had enough training so that he 
would keep his mind on it. 

"You'd oughter write a book on 
your own theories," Mac observed, 
with a grin. 

"Isn't so funny," Chace retorted. 
"Matter of fact, I've often thought 
that I will." 

This argument with Mac was just 
what he had planned to have happen, 
before the train got to Spring Lake. 
Mac would remember that Chace had 
been on it. And that the train was 
late, which now Chace knew it was. 

"Say, don't this old milk wagon of 
yours ever run on time?" Chace asked. 
"How late are we? What'd you do, 
take the engineer out to supper back 
there at Valley Crossing?" 

The conductor consulted his big 
nickel watch. 

"Only about eight minutes," he said. 
"Oh, Thursday nights we generally 
get hung up a little at the Valley 
Crossing." 

"Thursday nights? That's right, 
this is Thursday, isn't it? So we'll 
be at Spring Lake by ten-thirty, you 
think?" 

Mac was convinced they would. 
Thursday night—the Spring Lake de-
pot at ten-thirty. Mac would not for-
get that, if the police ever had occa-
sion to ask him. 

The conductor moved on through 
the train, and Chace settled back to 
wait for Spring Lake. 
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This darned shortness of breath. 
He hadn't realized how excited he 
was. Especially now. Two or three 
things had to go just right. And then 
he was all set with a perfect alibi. 

HE SET his wrist-watch at the 
next station to make sure he had 

correct railroad time. It was ten 
twenty-nine when they pulled up be-
tide the shabby little frame station at 
Spring Lake. A night of brilliant 
•tars; soft and balmy. Just the sort 
of night when one would logically 
want to walk the two miles frcm here 
to his home. 

"Oh—no thanks, Pete." He waved 
away the small-town taxi driver. "Nice 
night like this, I'll walk. What you 
think I am, a millionaire? Only two 
miles, by the short-cut over the Knob." 

The State Road ran from here, 
through the town, and then on up the 
valley. By road it was about three 
and a half miles to Chace's home. The 
short cut over the Knob started here 
with a little path by the tracks. 

Chace was aware that the taxi driver 
saw him start on it. Half an hour's 
walk, at the minimum, for a fast 
walker. But Chace only followed the 
path until he was beyond Pete's sight. 
Then, at a jogging dog-trot he skirted 
the north end of the village and hit 
the state road just beyond it. 

A little luck now. His heart was 
pounding. 

The kind of car he hoped for came 
along in a minute or two. The lonely 
cross-roads needed no traffic light, but 
there was one here nevertheless. Good 
luck again. It went red; held up the 
car. Chace moved forward. It was 
a big car, piled with luggage, and just 
a lone man driver. 

"Mind giving me a lift a few miles?" 
"Hop in." 
He sat beside the driver with his 

cap pulled down. No sense in talk-
ing. Be as unobtrusive as possible. 
This fellow was going swiftly, and 
evidently on a long trip. He would 
be a state or two away by tomorrow. 

"This suits me fine," Chace said in 
a moment or two. "Little side road, 
on the left beyond next curve." 

He hopped out, waved and thanked 
the man again. The big car roared on. 

As simple as that. It was only a 

few hundred yards from here, up the 
side road, to the cottage. Chace 
looked at his watch. Not quite ten 
forty-five. Fifteen minutes now, to 
do the job. 

Queer, his hands were like ice, and 
also sweating. He was hot, and wet 
all over, and breathless. As though 
he had been climbing the short cut up 
to the Knob and down again. 

He chuckled. Fair enough. If he 
had done that, he still wouldn't be 
more than half-way home yet. 

The little cottage, alone in the trees 
with the garden and the white fence 
around it, was dark. Its slate roof 
glistened in the starlight. Then Chace 
saw that there was a light in Alma's 
ground-floor studio. The big French 
windows, facing north, were wide 
open, with the yellow light streaming 
out in the soft shaft through the trees. 
She was there, of course, still working. 

With his key, he quietly opened the 
front door, carefully laid the book 
about fingerprints on the hall table. 

She heard him. Her studio hall 
door was open. 

"That you, John?" her querulous 
voice called. 

"Yes." 
"Come in here. I waited supper for 

you. The defense plant hired you 
right away, and you had to work all 
evening?" 

Sarcasm was her strong point. She 
prided herself on it. 

"How'd you guess it?" Chace said. 
For just an instant he stood in her 

doorway, his big figure lounging 
against the casement. This mustn't 
take long; every minute was precious. 

THE studio was a big room, lit-
tered with her paintings and 

sketches which stood on the floor, 
leaning against the wall. The big 
French windows were open with their 
filmy curtains waving gently in the 
night breeze. There was a window seat, 
with magazines scattered on it, and 
beyond the broad sill it was only a 
drop of some three feet to the garden 
path. 

A marauder c o u l d have got in 
along that path easily enough, climbed 
in here, killed her and gone out the 
same way. Chace had figured that. 

At one side of the room, a big 
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hooded light illumined the easel 
where Alma Parr was now standing, 
working on a charcoal sketch of a war 
poster. She was a big woman in her 
mid-forties. A spinster. Naturally. 
What man would fall for such a bat-
tleship type of woman? 

She was as tall as Chace and some-
what heavier—the angular, masculine 
style with a rough-hewn, big-featured 
face surmounted by a mop of iron-
gray hair. She was wearing a dirty, 
smudged gray smock, knee length over 
her blouse and skirt. 

As Chace entered she put down the 
chunk of charcoal with which she was 
sketching and turned to face him. She 
was smiling ironically. 

"Sit down, John, and tell me all 
about it. Uncle Sam rejected you for 
the Army. Not your fault, of course 
—though you weren't so sorry, were 
you? But you're pleased, now, that 
you can do your bit in factory work. 
That's just as important, John. Tell 
me—what'd they say?" 

"I—I didn't get out there—not yet 
—not today," Chace mumblecf. 

What difference, what he said now? 
All he had to do was stall for a min-
ute; keep her interested. 

He could see that the big silver pa-
per-knife was lying in its accustomed 
place, on her desk over by the window. 
Keep her from seeing him grab it. 
And then make a jump. 

"Not yet—not today?" she echoed 
caustically. "You didn't actually 
think I figured you would, did you, 
John?" 

"I tried to. I got delayed. And if 
you want to know, they're only inter-
viewing applicants on Wednesdays 
and Fridays." 

"And today is Thursday. How con-
venient ! So you could have gone yes-
terday?" 

"I told you that yesterday I had to 
see a fellow on something else." He 
was edging past her, toward the win-
dow. "Pretty nice night," he com-
mented. "I walked over." 

Her caustic smile had faded. 
"I've decided not to wrangle with 

you any more, John," she said sud-
denly. "I just thought I'd tell you— 
the allowance I'm going to give you 
next Saturday is the end. And you're 
leaving here. You're packing your 

things and getting out. I don't want 
you around. I'm finished with you, 
John." 

Her voice had a cold, decisive snap 
to it, like a man firing an employee. 
What a jokel By Saturday he would 
be in full charge here, even signing 
her business contracts. He would do 
Uncle Sam a good turn, too, by turn-
ing loose a lot of these posters—any 
of them that wouldn't sell and that the 
Government wanted. 

"So you're just going to ditch me?" 
he heard himself saying. He had 
backed up against the desk as he faced 
her. He managed a sort of lugubrious 
smile. She didn't notice that his right 
hand had gone behind him. 

"After six months of trying to show 
you that you ought to be something 
besides a loafer," she retorted. "If 
you couldn't have found work in a 
defense plant—that's all right. An 
office boy in a candy factory—that 
would be better than living off me and 
fooling around with the wrong kind 
of girls and with wastrels. Oh, I 
know all about you, John." 

"Do you?" 

THE heavy metal handle of the pa-
per-knife felt cool and sleek in 

Chace's grip. Now was the time! One 
quick jump. Mustn't let her see the 
blow coming. To get into a fight with 
a woman like this—almost as bad as 
fighting with a man. 

Now— 
"I certainly do, John. I'm not dumb 

nor . . . Why, John—why—" 
She saw the knife as he plunged it 

at her chest. But she had no time to 
do anything about it. She just gasped 
with astonishment and then the blade 
went in between her ribs. It went in 
—like a knife plunged into a tub of 
lard. 

Horrible thing. Shove it deep . . . 
Hang onto it . . . Twist it . . . 

Everything was a sudden chaos of 
horror to Chace. Alma didn't exactly 
scream. She gasped again, then there 
was a weird grunting groan that ended 
with a ghastly choked rattle of blood 
welling up into her throat. 

For those horrible seconds Chace 
was aware that he was clinging to the 
knife handle. Why didn't the woman 
fall? It was like fighting with a dead 
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woman, those few seconds while she 
stood swaying, with crumpling legs, 
her hands flailing at him futilely, one 
of them trying to clutch at his throat. 

But it was only an instant, with her 
goggling,'contorted face on a level 
with his own, staring at him with bulg-
ing eyes. Then her legs buckled. He 
was aware that he had the knife in his 
hand as he nimbly jumped backward, 
avoiding her flailing arms as she crum-
pled and fell to the floor. 

For another few seconds she lay on 
her side, twitching, with blood-foam 
at her goggling mouth and a stain of 
crimson on her chest where the knife 
had been deeply buried. Then the 
paroxysm ended. She stiffened with 
a jerk, then went limp. Motionless. 
So easy. 

Panting, bathed in sweat, Chace 
stood with the room swaying before 
him dizzily. But in a moment he 
steadied, triumphant. A blamed sight 
more horrible a thing to do than he 
had figured. But it was over now. 
Everything just as he had planned. 

And the whole thing had not taken 
more than two or three minutes. He 
still had at least ten minutes to make 
sure that everything was all right 
here. Then he would phone the po-
lice. John Chace, just arriving home 
after walking over the Knob from the 
station. Coming in here to find poor 
Alma Parr dead. 

Fingerprints. That would be the 
crux of this thing, of course. The 
police would gallop in here, all set to 
do some high-class sleuthing after 
prints. 

It occurred to Chace suddenly, what 
a neat trick it would have been if he 
had figured out some way of lifting 
an impression of some fingerprint il-
lustrations, not from his book, but 
from some other book he could have 
found in the library. To have lifted 
them, and transferred them here to 
the room; to have put them on the 
murder weapon, for instance. 

That would have puzzled "the police 
plenty. They probably never would 
have identified the prints. Bu,t he had 
no way of doing that now. 

He stood pondering the question 
carefully, fully aware that he must 
keep his wits and not make the slight-
est error. His own prints—they had a 

right to be here around the room, of 
course, since he lived here, often had 
been in this room, watching Alma at 
her work. 

But they must not be on the murder 
weapon. Nor on anything else that 
he had touched tonight. 

Chace had brought with him a pair 
of light, thin cotton gloves. He put 
them on, carefully wiped off the knife-
handle. He remembered that he had 
not touched the desk. The knife-han-
dle, they would find blank, obviously 
wiped clean by the murderer. Fair 
enough. 

THE criminal's entrance and exit 
would be obvious—the big French 

windows. The trees were thick out-
side. No one could see, from out 
there, into the room here. 

Chace scattered the m a g a z i n e s 
which lay on the window seat. Care-
fully he ripped one of the filmy cur-
tains, as though the escaping criminal 
might have torn it, making his hasty 
exit. 

And what would be the motive for 
this crime? Robbery. Why not? It 
would be simple for Chace to say that 
several of Alma's best paintings were 
missing. He knew she kept no record 
of them, and nobody could dispute 
such a statement. 

Then Chace thought of an addi-
tional motive. Vandalism. Swell 
idea. With his pen-knife he carefully 
ripped several of the partly finished 
posters. That would open up a whole 
new line of thought to the puzzled po-
lice. Some crackpot obsessed with 
hatred for America. Murderously an-
gry at these war posters and at ^he 
woman who painted them. 

Two of the posters Chace slashed 
showed a caricature of Hitler cower-
ing in the background before the 
wrath of Uncle Sam. That could have 
been the one which inspired this for-
eign maniac to murder. Fair enough. 

Chace was chuckling as he swiftly 
went down into the cellar and hid his 
gloves behind a loose chunk of ma-
sonry in the wall. He put his pen-
knife with them, just in case some-
body asked him if he had one. 

Back in the studio he took a look at 
himself in the wall mirror. All okay. 
His hair wasn't even ruffled. He 



W I T H O U T ERROR 73 

straightened his neat bow necktie. 
His stiffly starched turn-down collar 
was just a little wilted. Quite okay, 
this warm night, climbing up over the 
Knob and down again. 

Everything was ready. Chace looked 
at his watch. It was just eleven 
o'clock. Just the time he would be 
arriving here. He stood in the hall 
for an instant, letting his mind dwell 
on it. 

Now he he was just arriving from 
the train. Hot, a little out of breath. 
Now he was tossing his hat and the 
book about fingerprints to the hall ta-
ble. He could see the light from here, 
in the studio. Now he was calling, 
"Hello Alma." No answer. Queer. 
Maybe she had fallen asleep. 

Quietly he went to the length of the 
little hall. The studio door was open. 
On the threshold he stood gazing. 
Mute, tragic scene. She was so ob-
viously dead, lying there on her side, 
stiff, with the side of her blouse all 
crimson. And her dead face against 
the floor. Horrible. 

Naturally he wouldn't run inside to 
investigate further. He could see 
from here that the French windows 
were open. The magazines there were 
scattered; the curtain torn. His first 
instinct would be to turn and run to 
the hall telephone and frantically call 
the police. 

Hastily he turned back from the 
threshold. Must be incoherent now; 
excited; horrified. It was all so simple. 

With his voice breathless, gasping 
in horror, he told the operator at the 
little Central Exchange to get the po-
lice. And then he babbled out the 
horrible news that poor Alma Parr 
was lying here murdered. . . . 

THE little cottage of Alma Parr 
was blazing with light, noisy with 

the voices and the tramping tread of 
the policemen. What a different scene 
here now! Chace had paced the ver-
anda nervously, after putting in his 
phone call, until the police arrived. 

Now he was standing in the hall by 
the studio door. Pale and nervous. 
That was proper. The dead woman's 
only nearby relative ; the only member 
of her household. Only a bystander 
here, willing to help, but not knowing 
what to do. So he just stood smoking 

one cigarette after another and silent-
ly watching the investigating police. 

"Be with you in a minute, Chace." 
"Yes, sure. Surely, Sergeant. Any-

thing I can do to help—" 
That was Sergeant Johnson who, so 

far, seemed to be in charge here. He 
was a big fellow, with a red, weather-
beaten face. Grim, of course, investi-
gating a thing like this. But he seemed 
a decent sort. There was no sugges-
tion of menace in his voice. He seemed 
to accept that Chace deserved sym-
pathy at this tragic time, this shocking 
death of his only relative. 

Spring Lake's Police Force was al-
most nothing. Sergeant Johnson and 
most of these men had come from 
Blairsville, the nearby county seat, so 
that Chace had never seen them be-
fore. 

Chace had already poured out his 
story to the sergeant and several of 
the men—excitedly, incoherently. But 
he realized he had cleverly driven 
home his points, nevertheless. They 
were certainly simple enough. His 
arrival on the train, his walk, by the 
short-cut over the Knob. Eleven 
o'clock when he had arrived home 
here, had seen the horrible sight in 
the studio. He had instantly rushed 
back to the hall phone. And of course 
they had a record that his call had 
come in at 11.02. Everything per-
fectly straight; absolutely plausible. 

"When you saw her lying there, you 
didn't go into the studio at all?" Ser-
geant Johnson had asked. 

"No, no, I didn't." Chace had man-
aged a faint, but grim, smile. "Maybe 
I subconsciously realized it's better 
not to touch anything at the scene of 
a crime." 

"Sure. That's right." 
The studio door was wide open now. 

From out in the hall where Chace 
stood leaning against the wall, smok-
ing, he could see and hear what was 
going on. This bunch of hick sleuths 
had their minds on fingerprints, all 
right. Just as he had expected. The 
little fingerprint man had bustled in 
with all his paraphernalia. 

He had been poking around the 
room like a hound dog for twenty 
minutes now. 

"Only seem to be two sets of prints 
around here, Sarge," Chace heard him 
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say suddenly. "Hers, and his, most 
likely." 

Despite himself, that made Chace's 
heart jump. But that was iilly. 

"What you'd expect?" the sergeant 
retorted. yBoth of them lived here. 
This was a slick murderer. Wore 
gloves, probably?" 

"Yeah, guess so. The knife-handle 
—clean as a whistle." 

Fair enough. Exactly right. A little 
thrill of triumph went through Chace. 
So easy to pit your wits against a 
dumb bunch like this. And Chace had 
been additionally clever. He had not 
suggested a thing yet, of motive, or 
who or what the marauder might be. 
Let that come from them. 

'Seems to figure this way," one of 
the men was saying now to Johnson. 
"He came in the window. Knocked 
the magazines around, getting in or 
going out. Anyway, look where he 
grabbed the curtain and tore it." 

ONE of the men who had been out-
side came past Chace in the hall 

and joined the others in the studio. 
'"Nothing outside, Sarge. A cinch 

for him to get in and out without 
leaving footprints. There's a little 
concrete walk under the windows 
here. Leads out to the back road. All 
pretty stony ground anyway." 

Of course they would figure all that 
Elementary stuff. 

One of the men was gazing at the 
slashed canvases. 

"Hitler sure got it in the neck, eh, 
Sarge? Maybe this fellow didn't like 
Hitler? Well, can't say I blame him 
for that." 

Fool reasoning. 
This dumb hick sleuth, he had it ex-

actly backwards! 
But Sergeant Johnson was not quite 

so dumb. "There's a thought," he 
said. "But maybe you got it wrong, 
Mulvaney. These slashed pictures—" 

"Seems to me several of her new 
paintings are missing," Chace said 
impulsively. 

He had not meant to speak. It 
popped out of him. He had advanced 
to the studio threshold. 

"Robbery?" Johnson said. 
"Yes. Seems so." 
Chace's heart was beating fast. All 

the men in the room were staring at 

him. He should not have spoken; 
should have kept himself unobtrusive 
as possible. But now that he was in 
it, he had to keep on. 

He gestured. 
"Over there in the corner, Sergeant. 

Seems to me she had several war pos-
ters standing there for fhe last week 
or two. Looks like this murderer 
made away with them." And then he 
added, with pride in his voice: "She 
donated everything to the Govern-
ment. Tremendously active war 
worker, you know. When the Japs 
and Germ6 get it in the neck, she'll be 
one of the ones who did a lot. On the 
home front, anyway." 

That ought to tip them off into the 
right line of thought. 

It did. Within another minute they 
were all excitedly arguing about this 
assailant being maybe a Fifth Column-
ist, or some foreign fanatic who came 
here to kill Alma Parr so she couldn't 
do any more war work against Hitler. 
Stole her war posters; all he could 
safely carry, probably. And slashed a 
few others in his anger. 

Chace chuckled inwardly. What a 
thrill this must be giving Sergeant 
Johnson! This was not turning out 
to be just an ordinary murder. This 
was a big International Crime he had 
on his hands. 

The argument went on. Chace re-
tired back into the hallway. 

How easy it had all been! In an-
other hour maybe, this would be fin-
ished here. He would be able to see 
Vivian tomorrow, of course. Just 
give her a hint of what they had ahead 
of them. Then would come the fu-
neral. 

And after that—just Vivian. 
"Well, you know, Sarge, she was a 

pretty big, powerful woman." 
The voice of one of the men floated 

out into the hall and jerked Chace 
from his pleasant reverie. 

"I was thinking of that," Johnson 
said. "You fellows arguing everything 
out—but it doesn't quite hook to-
gether." 

HAT was this? A stabbing 
thrill of startled fear went 

through Chace. 
"Pretty husky woman," Johnson 

was saying. "A marauder comes in 



W I T H O U T ERROR 75 

through the window and stabs her in 
the chest. Queer she didn't put up 
any fight." 

"Say—hadn't thought of that," 
somebody else said excitedly. "If she 
hadn't seen or heard him coming—if 
he'd stabbed her in the back—" 

"Exactly. But she was facing him. 
And she didn't put up any fight." 
Johnson's voice was low and grim, as 
though he were talking to himself. 
Puzzled. "Didn't put up any fight, 
obviously. Fell right by that flimsy 
easel and must have knocked it over 
herself. Nothing disturbed here in 
the room—just those magazines scat-
tered from the window seat." 

"Say, that's so. Pretty fishy. 
Planted evidence? Sarge, i f—" 

"Now if she knew him," the ser-
geant was saying, "him coming at her, 
talking to her so that she didn't 
suspect—" 

"Right! How could some murder-
ous crackpot come in the window and 
keep her happily talking while he 
walked up and stabbed her?" 

"Sarge, close that door, will you?" 
The tense, terrified Chace suddenly 

was aware that Macdougal of the 
Spring Lake Police was inside the 
studio. 

Chace knew Macdougal well. 
"Some things I want to tell you, 

Sarge," Macdougal was saying as the 
studio door was abruptly closed. 

Out in the hall Chace stood numbed, 
suddenly more frightened than he had 
ever been before in his life. An error! 
Why in time hadn't he thought of that 
sort of reasoning? 

It would have been so easy to 
knock the easel over and scuffle one 
of the small rugs. 

For that instant there was within 
Chace a wild instinct to run. Get out 
of here. Make a getaway. 

Absurd. There was a policeman 
here at the end of the hall anyway. 
But to show any sign of guilt—the 
worst thing he could do. 

Chace steadied in a moment. What 
difference did that little error make? 
Any theories they were having now— 
just nothing but theories. Wouldn't 
prove a thing. 

Suppose they did come to suspect 
him? What of it? All he had to do 
was hold firm. 

This would be annoying; maybe a 
little frightening, if he was fool 
enough to let himself get frightened. 
But there would be nothing worse. 
Macdougal was probably telling them 
now that Alma Parr wanted Chace to 
go to work, that sometimes they had 
had arguments. In a little hick place 
like Spring Lake everybody knew 
everybody else's business. But what 
of it? In all families there were argu-
ments. That was a long way from 
having anything to do with a murder 
motive. 

Chace's heart seemed to jump into 
his throat as the studio door opened 
and Sergeant Johnson came out. 

"Come here a minute, will you, 
Chace?" he said. 

"Why—why sure, Sergeant. What 
is it?" 

The studio was a blur of light to 
the frightened Chace. Hold firm now. 
Don't let them bluff you. There's no 
evidence. Just suspicion. 

Everybody's eyes, staring. A ring 
of eyes around him as he went for-
ward. Even the dead thing on the 
floor—waiting for the county medical 
examiner who hadn't yet arrived. 
The dead eyes were staring, too, as 
though trying to accuse him. Take 
it easy. Not a thing to be frightened 
about. 

f f W m T E W E R E just wondering," 
w w the sergeant's voice was 

saying pleasantly, "theorizing on 
whether or not Miss Parr might have 
known her assailant." 

"Known him?" 
Careful—careful what you say now. 

The words rang in Chace's head. 
"Yes. Someone she thought was a 

friend. Someone who at least didn't 
come in like a burglar through the 
window." 

"Oh. I see. Well, I have no idea, 
Sergeant." 

"No. Naturally not." 
Queer how the sergeant's eyes were 

roving over him! Questing eyes, as 
though hoping that they might see 
something. 

"What I mean," Johnson added, 
"could he have come in through the 
front door? You said it was locked 
when you arrived? You let yourself 
in with your key?" 
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"Yes, I did." 
What silly questions. Was he just 

stalling, staring at Chace, trying to 
frighten him. "And you didn't go 
Into the studio at all?" 

"No. I told you I didn't, Ser-
geant." 

"Just stood at the threshold, took 
a look and went back—" 

"To the telephone. Yes." 
"And after you phoned, you just 

went to the veranda?" 
"Yes, sure I did. I stayed right 

there. Sergeant, what—" 
But there was only silence. Just 

eyes staring at him. Then Johnson 
was saying: 

"Well, we don't know—" 
And suddenly into his pondering, 

questing, puzzled gaze a light leaped! 
He drew in his breath, muttered: 

"Well, I'll be—" 
What in heaven's name was this? 
"What—what's the matter, Ser-

geant?" Chace heard himself stam-
mering. 

Then Johnson's hand snaked for-
ward, twitched at Chace's necktie. 
Neat bow tie, its tied ends covering 
the front of his starched white col-
lar. And Johnson's voice, triumphant 
now: "Macdougal, you said this fel-
low was always interested in finger-
prints. Sort of a self-appointed ex-
pert. Take a look at this. Look at 
this, you fellows!" 

What in heaven's name? Chace's 
hand instinctively went up to his 
neck, but Johnson struck it down. 

"Never mind that," he said sharply. 
"Keep your hands down, Chace! 
Look, Mac, he evidently watched his 
fingerprints like a hawk. But what 
he didn't think of—" 

"Wh—what do you mean?" Chace 
was stammering. 

Easy now! Careful what you say! 
This could be all a bluff! 

"Take a look yourself," Johnson 
said. 

Chace felt the sergeant pushing 
him toward the wall. The wall mir-
ror. And the sergeant was saying 
ironically: 

"So worried about your own finger-
prints, Chace—and she was making a 
charcoal sketch. Her fingertips were 
black with charcoal." 

Numbed with horror, Chace stared 
at his reflection in the mirror — his 
pale, terrified face—his bow tie, with 
its ends across the front of his collar. 
And his mind swept back. Her flail-
ing hands—one of them which for an 
instant had tried to clutch at his 
throat. 

Blankly he stared at his mirrored 
image where on his white collar, 
partly hidden by his tie, the finger-
prints of Alma Parr were stamped in 
charcoal! 

"You—you got me! I forgot all 
about her fingerprints!" 

He thought that he was only think-
ing it, but he was stammering it as 
they shoved a chair under him to keep 
his buckling legs from dropping him 
to the floor. 

Next Issue: MURDER O N DELIVERY, Novelet by Lee E. Wells 
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^Qn investment in Uicton 
By ELLIOT PAUL 

Famous author of "Fracas in the Foothills" and other novels 

THE United States must finance the 
United Nations if we are to win the 
war, and Americans must finance the 

United States. In buying War Bonds, an 
American is taking advantage of the safest way 
to save money, the surest way to invest it with 
the hope of seeing and using it later, and at 
the same time is placing a bet on our country 
and our allies to win. 

Against the growing accumulation of the 
profits of slave labor available to the enemy, 
•.ur side has only the earnings and loans which 
free men contribute. If we believe in liberty 
and popular government we must back them 
now in time of' danger. W e must do of our 
own free will, having thought out the matter 
to the end, better than robots under Hitler's 
"New Order" are forced to do. 

The threat of slavery and death hanging over 
the heads of the Axis subject peoples, of which 

the Germans themselves are the most abject, ap-
proaches closer to Americans with every mili-
tary, naval and aerial reverse and outcropping 
of internal dissenion. 

Other nations now under the Nazi yoke did 
not spend their money in time to crush Hitler 
and his dupes. Americans, with greater re-
sources, better sources of information, under 
the protection of longer distances from enemy 
headquarters, must give a better account of 
themselves. 

The purchase of War Bonds is investment, 
insurance, common sense and self-protection. 
From a broader point of view, it is tangible 
evidence of belief in the American way of life 
and in the good faith of our fighting allies. W e 
cannot buy our way out of this struggle, but we 
can save lives by sacrificing our money. W e 
can save time and bring victory nearer by in-
vesting now. 

A WAR BOND MESSAGE FOR ALL AMERICANS 
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Mabry swung a haymaker that connected with the cameraman's chin 

THE CORPSE THAT 
PLAYED DEAD 

By A. BOYD CORRELL 
Murder Closes Down on a Hollywood Lot When a Pompous Actor 

Gives Up the Ghost in the Midst of a Machine-Gun Melodrama! 

WHEN Emil Friml, who had supposed to think the worst. But why 

jumped from burlesque to should anybody hold anything against 
become a big-time Holly- Edwards? His fans, yes! His pic-

wood movie producer in the short tures smell to high heaven. But fans 
course of two years, phoned and said don't get into studios—not in war-
somebody was trying to murder Ron- time, anyhow." 
aid Edwards, I thought he had a I heard Friml sputtering. "Listen, 
touch of the sun. I nestled the re- Jimmy Lee." Everybody calls me 
ceiver closer to my ear and said: Jimmy Lee. "Yesterday he climbed a 

"Listen, Mr. Friml. I'm a detective, wall and somebody dropped sandbags 
78 



THE CORPSE T H A T P L A Y E D DEAD 79 

at his head. Today we shot a scene 
of flame-throwers and they threw real 
flames at him! I tell you, you've got 
to come out here and look into it. And 
remember, no publicity!" 

I said I would be out. Panamint 
Studios, who paid Friml a salary that 
was so big it was- difficult to write it 
all on one check, had me on their call 
list to take care of disagreeable things 
like blackmail, inside petty thefts, and 
other unpleasantries that by rights 
should go to the police, but would be 
bad publicity for Panamint. 

The studio was near Santa Monica, 
off Wilshire Boulevard. 

As I cruised the coupe toward the 
setting sun, I thought about Ronald 
Edwards. 

Edwards had appeared from no-
where into star roles in a new series of 
war pictures Panamint was producing. 
Friml was head of the unit shooting 
them. 

However, the films had been so 
corny and full of hokum that they 
never made the first-run houses except 
as added attractions. 

Yet Edwards, who wrote his own 
scripts, continued to be publicized as 
though he were a million-dollar draw. 
I wondered what he had done to the 
brass hats in the front office to get 
such a gravy train. Probably hypno-
tized them; or knew where the body 
was buried. 

At the studio gates the cop was ex-
pecting me. He hopped on the run-
ning board and directed me to a park-
ing space, then said Friml had left 
word I was to meet him on Sound 
Stage Four. 

I cut across the parking lot to the 
huge building that housed the sound 
stages. I expected to find a couple of 
hundred extras, dressed as Com-
mandos, snaking across scenery made 
to look like enemy territory. Instead 
of that, I found a small camera crew 
setting up in a boarded-off portion of 
the otherwise deserted stage. Friml 
was not around. 

ART MABRY, the director and 
right-hand man to Friml, was 

bouncing around, supervising the 
lighting effects and the background 
scenery. He was a huge man with a 

sharp face and prematurely gray hair 
that stood up in a short, startled 
pompadour. He stopped his bouncing 
long enough to tell me that Friml 
was in Edwards' dressing room. 

I glanced toward that room, a port-
able affair about fifty feet away in the 
shadows of the stage. Then I settled 
down on a stack of scenery flats. Jane 
Mathis, a script girl whom I had met 
on a previous job for Panamint, 
waved. I motioned her over. 

"Hi, beautiful!" I said. "What's 
Mabry shooting?" 

Jane sat down beside me. She 
pushed back her wavy brown hair. 

"Just tying in some scenes and 
sound effects. Mostly retakes." 

She peeled a piece of gum and stuck 
it into her rosebud mouth. I studied 
her. Her chin had a tilt that sug-
gested she could take care of herself, 
yet her lips made a man unconsciously 
lean toward her when she faced him. 
There was nothing wrong with her fig-
ure either, which was draped with a 
pair of tailored slacks and a tightly-
knitted sweatee She flipped the gum 
wrapper at a passing workman. 

"Friml, as usual, is not satisfied," 
she continued. "This story's edited 
and in the can, but he took part of it 
back to the cutting room and demands 
retakes. Edwards is the hero who 
plays dead after a burst of machine-
gun fire and lets the diirty Nazis ad-
vance over his beautiful body. Then 
he ups and blows the blazes out of 
them from the rear. 

"The same old corn he's been doing 
for the past year. However, Friml 
wasn't satisfied with the shots of him 
playing dead while the shooting goes 
on, so here we fere, still doing retakes. 
Lou says they've already spent more 
on raw film than the picture will 
gross." 

I grinned. Lou Mathis was her 
brother. A handsome kid, whom I had 
spotted back of the camera when I 
came in. He had been something of 
a prodigy in the movie world and had 
had chances to go East and direct big-
time shows on the legitimate stage. 
However, he liked photography, and 
had never left his native California. 
At twenty-one, he was one of Holly-
wood's top-rank cameramen. 
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"It's all dough in Lou's pocket," I 
said. "I could do with his salary." 

"Yeah," said Jane. "But he told me 
if it wasn't for the fact that he's going 
into the Army next month and will 
need the money, he'd tell 'em where 
they could send the Ronald Edwards 
pictures. He said his name on the 
credit titles did him more harm than 
good." She yawned and glanced over 
her shoulder. "Here comes Romeo 
now." 

I looked toward the dressing room. 
Ronald Edwards, in a dusty uniform, 
was talking with Mabry. 

Edwards was a good-looking guy in 
a sleek sort of way. His hair was 
black and full of tight waves. His 
uniform looked good on him, what 
with the padded shoulders Wardrobe 
had furnished and the snazzy Sam 
Browne belt around his middle. 

Mabry said something to him, and 
he walked toward a bridge which had 
been placed by the property men in a 
set made to look like a blasted water-
front village. The bridge was about 
seventy-five feet from camera. 

Edwards stretched out on the 
ground, arranged his hair in careful 
disorder, and got his profile just right. 
Mabry stood over him. 

"Okay, Ronny," I heard Mabry say. 
"You're dead, see? We're shooting 
around the mob scene. Thank the 
gods Friml okayed that and it's in the 
can. What you've got to do all over 
again is get up while the guns are 
firing—register hate and determina-
tion, and start snaking toward camera, 
oee? Friml said you looked scared in 
the one I wrapped up." He glanced 
over his shoulder, and added, "Per-
sonally, I think Friml's a dope." 

I AGREED with Mabry that he was 
a dope. A dope for continuing to 

splurge money on pictures featuring 
Ronald Edwards. What kept him do-
ing it was a mystery. My guess was 
that he held a forlorn hope that one 
of these Commando stories would be 
a smash hit and make up for the others 
which were losses. 

Mabry stepped back of the camera 
In the shadows. 

"Lights!" he shouted. 
The overhead floodlights blinked 

out and the stage came to life. It was 
a bomb-wrecked hamlet. A low rum-
bling started, grew in intensity, and 
broke into staccato blasts. A red glow 
rose from the background scenery. 
Thin smoke crept over the scene as a 
machine-gun chattered. A searchlight 
stabbed the hazy air. I watched the 
prone figure of Ronny Edwards. 

The tempo of gunfire increased to 
crescendo, then slackened, sputtered, 
and faded away. Silence. From out 
of the darkness and smoke Mabry 
shouted "Cut!" and I saw him dart 
before the camera. 

"Hey, Ronny," he cried. "You 
missed your cue. You're supposed to 
get up during the shooting." 

The director had reached the star's 
side. He bent down—and jerked 
away. I felt a tightening around the 
nape of my neck. Edwards had not 
moved. 

I jumped up from the pile of scen-
ery and started for the prop bridge, 
with Jane and her brother close be-
hind. I leaned over the actor. A dark 
red worm of blood was jerking and 
twisting from his temple, and his 
throat moved convulsively. He sighed 
and gurgled. Then the blood stopped 
jumping, and merely seeped as though 
no more was left in his body. 

Mabry's face turned as gray as his 
short, clipped hair. He backed fur-
ther away, pushing at the air with his 
hands. 

Next to me I could see Jane's fingers 
biting into the arm of her brother. 
"They've killed him!" she cried shril-
ly. "Yesterday we thought the sand-
bag was an accident, and this morning 
that flame-thrower—" 

Lou Mathis slapped her grasping 
hand—hard. I heard him whisper 
"Hush!" 

Emil Friml had suddenly loomed up 
from nowhere. One moment he wasn't 
there, and the next he was. In the 
ghostly light of the background flares, 
he looked like Scrooge and the devil 
rolled into one. His withered leg 
swung like a pendulum between his 
good one and the mahogany crutch 
which supported him. His head, a tre-
mendous load for such a scrawny neck, 
was covered with a fuzz of colorless 
hair. His ears were pointed, and be-
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longed on a character from a child's 
fairy story book. I had seen him 
often, but I was always startled when 
I faced him. 

He balanced himself by holding to 
the bridge rail, and leaned far over to 
gaze at the dead actor. At last he 
looked up. 

"Murderers!" he whispered softly. 
Then his voice rose to a shrill, hysteri-
cal screech. "Murderers!" 

I felt my face flush in sudden anger. 
The man was acting insanely. Mathis' 
arm tightened around his sister's 
waist. Mabry jerked his gaze from 
the corpse to the frenzied producer. 

"Emil!" he said. "You're talking 
crazy!" 

The producer turned on him. His 
voice again was low. 

"Crazy, am I? We'll see. Three 
times someone in this unit tried to kill 
Ronny. The third time they suc-
ceeded." Friml pointed a finger at me. 
"Jimmy Lee, get over to the main 
door and don't let anyone leave. I'm 
calling the police." 

He hobbled to a phone attached to 
a partition near the dressing-room 
and jiggled the hook viciously. 

AS I STARTED for the door, the 
background lights, casting their 

eerie glow of red, suddenly blinked 
out. The stage was in total darkness. 
I let out a yelp of surprise, and was 
smacked flat as someone rushed past 
me. Jane screamed—a long, piercing 
cry that echoed and reechoed through 
the building. 

I heard a thumping as I pushed to 
my feet and held my hands out to 
avoid another collision. There was a 
swishing, grating noise as though a 
body were being dragged across the 
floor, then a bump—and silence. 

"Throw the main switch!" That 
was Mabry, his voice almost hyster-
ical. 

The overhead floods blossomed out 
like a flash of lightning and I squinted 
my eyes. 

One of the workmen stood at the 
light control panel, his hand still on 
the switch. His eyes were wide with 
fright. Jane lay on the floor, her hand 
pressed hard against her mouth. 
Mabry stood near me. Mathis was 

diving for his sister on the floor. I 
glanced toward the telephone and saw 
Friml, apparently still trying to get 
his number. He was jiggling the 
hook. 

"What in thunder's going on—" I 
started, when I glanced at the spot 
where the corpse had been. The body 
was gone. 

Under the bridge a head appeared, 
raised further from the ditch under-
neath, and a man climbed onto the 
stage proper. He was a sallow-com-
plexioned fellow of about thirty, with 
a slightly bulging forehead, a head al-
most bald, and a body so thin it looked 
emaciated. He stared at the faces 
around him and swept an arm across 
his sweating face. "Who—who drop-
ped the corpse of Ronny Edwards on 
me?" he demanded, in a quavering 
voice. 

I recognized him then. He was Lyle 
Bradford, Mabry's assistant. I darted 
past him and looked into the ditch 
below the bridge. Crumpled in a heap 
was Edwards' body, the mouth gaping, 
the eyes open and glazed. Around 
him was the electrical equipment 
Bradford had been operating. But 
why had Bradford stayed there when 
the death was discovered? Friml had 
certainly shouted "Murderers!" loud 
enough to bring him out. 

I told everyone to keep away from 
the bridge, then went to the stage en-
trance. Friml, at last, had the police 
on the wire . . . . 

When Detective-Lieutenant Tom 
Callahan arrived with a couple of 
plainclothesmen and the medical ex-
aminer, he found two groups of silent 
people. The five stage hands, who 
had been working on the set, were hud-
dled together near the camera. Jane 
and her brother, Bradford and Mabry 
were sitting on the stacked scenery I 
had vacated when Edwards was shot. 
Friml stood slightly away from them, 
swaying on his crutch and staring at 
the property bridge. After letting 
Callahan in, I followed him. 

The detective was a debonair cop if 
there ever was one. He fitted his dis-
trict, which was Hollywood, as per-
fectly as the scores of celebrities who 
make up its glamour. His tailored 
tweed suit must have cost him half a 
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month's salary, and the expensive 
Homburg hat pulled over his short, 
smartly-clipped graying hair sug-
gested a well -to-do sportsman rather 
than a cop. 

His eyes, though, were as official as 
the gold badge pinned to his wallet. 
They were slate-colored and as cold 
as a death sentence. He gave me a 
curt nod of recognition, and went 
straight to Friml. 

The producer looked at him with 
smoldering eyes. 

"Someone here murdered my star," 
he said flatly. " I want that person 
found, and" — he pounded the floor 
with his c rutch—"I don't want any 
publ i c i ty ! " 

Callahan pushed back his hat. I 
could see a faint smirk creasing one 
side of his face. 

"Mr . Friml, murder news isn't cen-
sored in Ho l lywood . Not even at the 
request of a great producer . " He 
ignored an angry glance. " W h e r e is 
the b o d y ? " 

"Over here," I said, motioning to 
the bridge. " H e was shot at this spot, 
but the lights went out and someone 
dumped him into this ditch." 

CA L L A H A N leaned over the 
bridge, gazed at the body a 

moment, then walked toward the 
group of stage hands. He spoke to 
them briefly. I couldn't hear his 
words. He nodded to one of the cops. 

"Take 'em outside somewhere and 
frisk 'em. I'll talk with them later." 

A f t e r the workmen had left, Calla-
han climbed down into the ditch and 
ran deft hands through Edwards ' 
pockets. He transferred papers and 
trinkets to a large envelope which he 
slipped into his own pocket. Back on 
the stage, he motioned to the medical 
examiner. 

" I t ' s yours ," he said. 
He walked to the group of movie 

people, pulled up a folding chair 
which had " A r t Mabry" stenciled on 
it, and sat down. 

" A l l right, let's have it," he said 
briskly. "Everything that happened 
before Edwards was shot." He set-
tled back and lit a cigarette. 

Mabry started to bounce forward, 
but Friml pushed him aside. 

" I t started yesterday. Ronny had 
to scale a fourteen-foot wall, on the 
top of which were sandbags. W h e n 
he reached the base of the wall, two 
sandbags toppled down and missed 
him by inches. If either one of them 
had landed on Ronny it could easily 
have broken his neck." 

Callahan flipped ashes f rom his 
cigarette. " W h o placed the sandbags 
on the wa l l ? " 

Friml shrugged. Bradford ran a 
nervous hand through his remaining 
hair. 

" I did." 
The detective turned his cold eyes 

on the assistant director, raised his 
eyebrows, but said nothing. 

Bradford squirmed. " A t least, I 
directed the placing of them. I was 
behind the wall when the scene was 
shot." 

Callahan leaned forward smiling. 
He ground out his cigarette with his 
heel. 

"Interest ing," he said. " A n d you 
pushed the sandbags on Ronny 's 
head ?" 

Bradford 's loose-lipped m o u t h 
gaped open. 

" N o ! N o ! I was busy watching 
the l ighting effects." 

Callahan nodded complacently and 
settled back in his chair. "Okay. You 
didn't push the sandbags. Where 
were you when Edwards was shot?" 

"I was in that ditch," Bradford said. 
" A n d of course you came out im-

mediately he was found dead?" 
The assistant director turned pale. 
"No , I — I fainted! Honest, I faint-

ed ! Friml shouted 'Murderers! ' and 
I just fainted." He flipped his hands 
around helplessly. " I ' ve got a weak 
heart, so help me. I 'm listed Four-F 
with my Draft Board on account of 
it. I woke up to find Ronny 's body 
on top of me." 

Callahan grinned broadly in Brad-
ford 's face. 

" W e l l , w e l l ! " he said. " Y o u 
fa inted ! " He rolled a cigarette in his 
hand. "Let 's go back. W h a t else hap-
pened before the murder?" 

Friml stumped forward on his 
crutch. 

" T h i s morning we were doing some 
retakes of a flame-throwing scene. 



T h e flames were supposed to shoot 
behind Ronny, but they shot at him. 
If his clothes had not been soaking 
wet f rom him having supposedly 
swum a river, he would have been 
badly burned." 

Callahan turned to Bradford again. 
" A n d were you 'directing' th« 

flame-throwers ?" 
Bradford yanked at his collar. 

" W e l l , yes, I was. But, curse it, man, 
that's my j o b ! " The assistant sud-
denly flew into a rage. " A s far as 
that's concerned," he yelled, " I was 
behind the scenes, directing the ma-
chine-gun fire and the l ighting effects 
when Edwards was killed, but you 
can't pin this killing on m e ! " 

Callahan hooked a fresh cigarette 
into his mouth. 

" A n d why can't we pin this on y o u ? " 

BR A D F O R D rubbed his temples 
and stared at the detective. 

"Because all the sound effects on 
this set are canned. There 's not a 
gun on the stage! " 

" W h a t do you mean," Callahan said, 
"there's no gun on the stage?" 

" I mean the firing came off the 
sound track. You can't buy blanks 
during war time, and we use prop 
sound. I was running a projector and 
amplifier in sync with the action. 
You' l l find the equipment under the 
bridge." 

Callahan rubbed his close-shaven 
jaw. 

" T h e n you turned out the l ights?" 
Bradford was l ighting a cigarette 

shakily. 
" I must have fallen against the 

switch when I fainted and — " 
He was interrupted by a shout. The 

remaining plainclothesman, who had 
been probing over the set, came run-
ning toward his superior. 

"Hey , C h i e f ! " he said, holding out 
an object wrapped in a handkerchief. 
"Here 's a thirty-eight I found under 
the camera." 

Callahan reached for the gun. He 
waved it under his nose, then flipped 
the chamber open. He cocked an eye-
brow at Bradford. 

" N o gun on the set, eh? W h o was 
behind the camera when Edwards was 
shot?" 

[Turn page] 

B U C t ^ p K E I N 
WEATHERPROOF FABRIC! 

A Fleece Lined for Extra Warmth 
Windproofl Workproofl 

O Wlndproof Chest Protector. Br buttonin* 

a S S l S S H S * * " * 



84 THRILLING MYSTERY i 

I saw Jane move closer to her 
brother. He started to push forward, 
but Mabry was ahead of him. 

"I was," said the director. "I was 
about ten or fifteen feet behind it. 
But," he added, "there were two stage 
hands alongside me. They'll tell you 
I didn't shoot Ronny, and I'm sure 
they didn't." 

Callahan nodded. "I know. I 
found that out when I questioned 
them. Who was running the camera?" 

Lou Mathis stepped forward, star-
ing hard at the .38. His face was pale 
and his slight but wiry frame seemed 
taut. 

"I was," he said. "But if you think 
I bumped that dirty wolf simply be-
cause he insulted—" 

Jane sprang up from her seat on the 
scenery. She ran to her brother's side 
and grabbed his arm. 

"Lou! Be quiet! That was all 
settled." She stood as if to shield him 
from the detective. 

Callahan's cold eyes lighted with in-
terest. He rose from his chair and 
walked to the cameraman. 

"Nothing's settled yet, except that 
a man has been murdered. I want to 
know just why you called the corpse a 
wolf, and just what has been settled." 
He divided his stare between brother 
and sister. 

Jane's words tumbled on top of each 
other. 

"Edwards merely made a pass at me 
a few days ago. He's done it to every 
girl on every set he ever worked on. 
Lou heard about it and threatened to 
push his face in. Edwards apologized. 
That's all there is to it, isn't it, Lou?" 
Her eyes sought her brother's for 
confirmation. 

Mathis patted her arm. "Not quite, 
honey. Just before we set up for this 
scene, Friml came over and said Ed-
wards had complained about me. Said 
I had insulted him." 

"And did you apologize?" 
The cameraman shook his head. "I 

suggested he tell Ronny to go fry in 
his ham grease." 

Callahan's face almost cracked in a 
grin. He hid it behind a flaring match 
which lighted his cigarette. 

"Tell me, Mr. Friml," he said, "just 
why Ronald Edwards was given the 

front page of all of Panamint's pub-
licity? It might not be as unrelated 
to the case as you may think. Per-
sonally, I've always been of the opin-
ion that his acting belonged with 
third-rate legit houses instead of 
Hollywood's billion-dollar industry." 

FRIML flushed. His beady eyes 
squinted and his sharp, gnomelike 

chin thrust out. 
"Listen, Mr. Inspector. Rome 

wasn't built in a day. Art Mabry has 
discovered more stars for me than 
you'll find in the flag, and I have con-
fidence in him. We were trying to 
build up Ronny. I'll admit now that 
we made a mistake in putting him in 
a starring role right away, but he was 
still good material. Ronny's contract 
ended next month, and I had just told 
him that I'd put him in stock at a 
hundred a week to groom him for 
future pictures." 

"And I suppose he loved that?" said 
Callahan, sarcastically. "Panamint 
publicity says Edwards was paid three 
grand a week." 

Friml made a deprecating gesture. 
"Publicity only. We actually paid 
him eight hundred." 

"Okay," Callahan said. "Eight hun-
dred. That's still quite a comedown. 
What was Edwards' reaction?" 

Friml thumped his crutch and shook 
his massive head. 

"What's this to do with Ronny's 
murder? I only told Ronny about the 
stock job a few minutes before he 
went on for the scene. He said he 
wanted to talk it over with Mabry. 
Mabry's been his friend and adviser 
since he came to Hollywood." 

The medical examiner climbed out 
of the ditch and came over to Callahan. 
He held a flat disc in his hand. 

"Here's your bullet, Lieutenant. It 
was embedded in Edwards' arm after 
coming through his head. Apparently 
he was resting his head on his arm 
when he was shot. It knocked a hole 
as big as a saucer through his right 
temple. It's soft lead, and I don't be-
lieve there's any chance of Ballistics 
finding markings." 

Callahan took the flattened bullet. 
It was a jagged piece of lead, the size 
of a fifty-cent piece. He snicked open 



the .38 and examined the unfired cart-
ridges. I saw him push a fingernail 
into the lead. 

"There 's one bullet fired f rom this 
gun," Callahan said. " T h e remaining 
ones are soft lead." He got up from 
his chair and spoke to the M. E. 
"Take the body down to the morgue. 
W e ' l l carry on this questioning f rom 
Friml 's office." He flipped a finger at 
the plainclothesman. "Lock this stage 
and stand by the door until you hear 
f rom me. Nobody is to go in." 

Except for that cop and the M. E., 
the group of us, including Callahan 
and a couple of uniformed men with 
him, headed across the lot to the di-
rectors' building. It had grown dark. 

A f t e r we were settled in the chrome-
and black-leathered room which com-
plemented Friml as the great pro-
ducer he supposedly was, I started 
fidgeting. I was through with the 
case. A guy had keen killed and the 
police were investigating. I wasn't 
being paid to sit around. More busi-
ness might be crying at my office. 

I walked over to a window that over-
looked the street. Dimly I could see 
the silhouette of huge floodlights that 
were off for the duration, due to the 
California coast dimout. Before the 
war, they used to go on when the first 
street light flashed up and broke the 
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circuit of a photo-electric cell. 
Now the street lights were hooded, 

and the electric eye was in the discard. 
A wire dangled in the breeze just out-
side the window where the "eye" had 
been. Probably salvaged for the war 
effort. They were salvaging every-
thing nowadays. 

Salvage! An idea struck me. Friml 
was taking retake after retake, yet the 
W P B had limited the use of raw film 
to about seventy-five per cent of pre-
vious consumption. And using the 
precious stuff on a picture that no 
amount of reshooting could help. I 
swung around to put in a question, 
then realized I was out of the case. 
I shrugged. 

OOK, Callahan," I said, "I'm 
scramming. You know where 

you can reach me." 
I smacked on my hat. Emil Friml 

jumped to his feet. "Jimmy Lee!" he 
yelled. "I hired you, and you're going 
to stay until this business is over! 
You've got ten times more brains than 
this clothes-horse, and I want you to 
find out who killed Ronny!" 

Callahan's granite face bordered on 
a sneer. He had been in the middle 
of questioning Jane's brother. 

"Okay," he said. "If the great pro-
ducer wants you to work along with 
us. But keep from under foot." 

He gave me a dirty look, then pulled 
the handkerchief-wrapped .38 from his 
pocket. From another pocket he 
pulled a fingerprint kit. He dusted 
the gun, then examined it closely. I 
saw him ball up the handkerchief and 
throw it into a wastepaper basket. 
Obviously, the gun carried no prints. 

"Mr. Friml," Callahan said, "this 
clothes-horse would like to know if 
the studio had insured Ronald Ed-
wards before the picture was started? 
I understand that's the custom." 

Friml, his chin resting his huge 
head on the crutch, darted his birdlike 
eyes at the detective. 

"Of course. For half a million. 
That's what the picture budget, plus 
the profits, was figured at." 

"So," Callahan continued, "the stu-
dio is in half a million, plus whatever 
the film grosses?" 

The producer jerked his chin from 

the crutch. 
"Plus losing our best star!" he 

shouted. 
"Who had just been banished to 

stock at a hundred a week." 
Lou Mathis laughed. "It'll be the 

first time a Ronald Edwards picture 
made money." 

Art Mabry got to his feet. His eyes 
were blazing. 

"Ronald Edwards was the greatest 
potential star Panamint ever con-
tracted!" he yelled. 

Mathis swung toward him. "Ronald 
Edwards was a dirty, woman-chasing 
ham that had Panamint hypnotized! 
Friml does anything you say just be-
cause you discovered Gale Prentiss. 
Edwards was your pal. What'd he do 
—give you a cut of the salary you got 
for him?" 

Mabry's bouncing turned into a 
tremble. He swung a haymaker that 
connected with the cameraman's chin. 
Mathis took the big man's swing but 
came right back with an upper-cut 
that lifted the director six inches from 
the floor. He spun dizzily, crashed in-
to Callahan, and folded like an accor-
dion in the detective's arms. 

Callahan helped Mabry to a chair 
while the two cops calmed the rest 
down, then the detective-lieutenant 
walked up to Mathis. 

"Listen," he said. "You were back 
of the camera when the shot was fired. 
The gun's wiped clean of prints. The 
dead guy insulted your sister—" He 
weighed the gun in front of the cam-
eraman's face. "If I could trace this 
to you—" 

Friml, who had been watching the 
action, thumped noisily on his crutch. 

"That gun," he said, twisting his 
huge head around to the detective's 
side, "looks like—" 

Mathis leaped to his feet. With one 
sweep he whipped the gun from the 
hand of the detective. 

"Yes, curse you! It's my gun! 
Someone took it from my desk!" He 
backed away slowly, covering us all 
with the .38. "But you're not taking 
me down to put me through a third 
degree!" His hand reached behind 
him and he opened the door. "I think I 
know who killed Edwards, and I'm 
taki-g out time to confirm it." 



Jane screamed, but it was too late. 
A police positive arced through the 
air, and its butt thudded on the 
cameraman's head. Mathis dropped 
like a Zero fighter with its wings shot 
off. 

THE plainclothes cop who had 
taken the workmen out of the 

stage, stepped over the unconscious 
man, pocketing his gun. He looked 
at Callahan questioningly. 

"I did right in conking him?" 
The detective's face wore a sadistic 

grin. "You conked the murderer of 
Ronald Edwards. You'll probably get 
another stripe for doing it." 

The cop beamed, He swayed self-
consciously. 

" T o tell you the truth, it was an 
accident I came up. I've been holding 
those workmen downstairs and I won-
dered if you wanted me to take them 
to Headquarters?" 

Jane had run to her brother's side. 
She was bending over him, sobbing. 
Callahan pulled her away and felt 
Mathis' pulse. 

"This killer is just stunned. I'll 
have a confession out of him half an 
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Callahan and the cop hooked arms 
around him and started through the 
door. 

" T h i s guy 's a hothead," the detec-
tive said to Friml. "His rep is known 
in Hol lywood . Plenty of scraps in 
night clubs. I'll bet my badge he 
murdered Edwards because your ham 
insulted his sister, and—believe it or 
not because he was such a rotten actor 
for a cameraman to have his name tied 
up with. I 've worked Ho l lywood for 
years. There 's no rhyme or reason to 
some of these boy geniuses." 

I held Jane as the door closed. 
Friml gazed around blankly, a finger 
worrying a thick lip. Mabry was mas-
saging his jaw. Bradford, who had 
remained quietly in a chair in a corner 
during the rioting, s lowly got up. He 
looked around and sighed. 

" W e l l , I suppose that's that." He 
put on his hat. " I 'm going home to 
bed." 

No one spoke as he went through 
the doorway. At last Friml hobbled 
out, telling Jane to lock his office 
when she left. Mabry fo l lowed him, 
the bounce gone from his big body. 
Jane had sunk into a chair and was 
crying. I went over to her. 

"Listen," I said. "Callahan's off his 
beam. He's stuck and wants to make 
a quick arrest to boost his stock. 
W e ' l l have Lou out of the jug by 
morning." 

The girl looked up eagerly, then her 
face clouded. 

"But his reputation! He's set on 
the A r m y and this might get him 
thrown out." 

I patted her arm. I didn't have a 
leg to stand on, but I stuck my neck 
out. 

"I ' l l clear him like the Marines 
cleared the Solomons. Let's take a 
look at his office. Maybe there's a 
lead there." 

Jane got to her feet and led me 
through Mabry's office, which ajoined 
Friml's, and on into a smaller one 
whose frosted glass door carried Lou 's 
name and title. She flipped on a light 
and settled in a chair. 

I frisked the room and found noth-
ing suspicious. I delved into a clothes 
closet and found an assortment of 
sports-coats hanging on hooks. On a 
shelf was a supply of miscellaneous 
photographic equipment — l i g h t 



meters, flash-bulbs, bottles of devel-
oper and fixative, and stacks of black-
wrapped sensitized paper for making 
prints. On the floor was a large en-
velope which apparently had fallen 
f rom the shelf. 

I picked it up and found it unsealed. 
Inside was a photograph of Carol Jer-
gins. I did a double-take. 

Carol Jergins had been a strip tease 
artist, a show girl, a night club beauty 
—then a headache for the New York 
Pol ice Department. T w o years ago 
she had either bumped herself off or 
been plugged by a boy friend who, so 
far, had not been identified by the 
best of the homicide men. A missing 
link in the chain of circumstantial evi-
dence was a page torn from a New 
York hotel register which listed the 
name of a young man admirer. Wi th 
that page the police would have had 
the murderer. 

ON T H E back of the photograph 
was hand-printed: 

JUST TO REMIND YOU THAT THE 
N. Y. COPS STILL HAVE A COPY OF 
THIS FILED UNDER UNFINISHED 
BUSINESS. 

I slipped it back into its envelope 
and returned it to its place on the 
floor. I went over to Jane. 

" L o o k , " I said. " D i d Lou know 
Carol Jerg ins?" 

She stared at me, her face puzzled. 
"Yes. Over two years ago, when she 
was on the Coast. He was a kid then, 
only eighteen, but he had a crush on 
her. He did some professional pic-
tures of her." 

" D o you now if he kept any copies?"' 
Jane shook her head. "No , He de-

stroyed those he had after she died. 
Her death hit him pretty hard. His 
interest, though, was nothing but in-
fatuation." 

" D i d anyone else know about this 
infatuation?" I asked. 

" I suppose so," Jane said. " H e was 
working for Panamint then, and they 
were seen together. W h y ? " 

" I dunno," I said, and scratched my 
head. 

A motive was shaping itself in my 
mind, but I couldn't tie the strings to-
gether. I reviewed the killing. Ed-
wards at the end of the bridge. 

" H e y ! " I said. "Think hard. W a s 
there any change in the action of the 
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REP8AC SALES CO.. 
CASH FOR TOUR SURPLUS, UHUS1P U. S._JITAMPS 
TOUW^.^^itM. SSSM '1 JmJSSJJ"'to? STiS8m al 1 
BARBER MliviCE^'^SttAvIfoS: 44?l"V«l*ei* ''iFu**. 

L O D E S T O N E 
7 Key a to Power, Si. Postage extra If COD. Charms. 
Powders Oils. Herbs. Novelties, etc., described In 
0. IMYTHI CO. 

FEET HURT 
't groan aboot tired, burning feat. Don't moan about callous buiy and glre them a LUMCO FOOT EASE mat. Teal the Co 

jasss "ssrr&eif V o i r i t i r ^ ^ x g h. 

ft'MCO*«ODUc¥sr"' Dept. KIMBALL, NEBR: 

SONG POEMS WANTED 
eonslderatlon and liberal offer. 

HOLLYWOOD MELODIES P. O. Box 21&88 
Hollywood 28. California 

BUY WAR B O N D S AND S T A M P S ! 

retake when Edwards was shot? " 
Jane sniffled, swiped her nose with 

a hanky. 
"No , except that he lay down af the 

end of the bridge instead of the mid-
dle of it. Before , he had been in the 
center. Frequently slight changes in 
direction are made in retakes for vari-
ous reasons. Clearer lighting, better 
shots." 

Better shots! I closed my eyes and 
visualized the scene. Edwards lying 
there, blood pumping f rom his temple. 
The hole in his head was aimed di-
rectly at the ce i l ing! The camera was 
at right angles! 

I headed for the door. 
"Keep your chin up, kid," I said. 

" L o u couldn't possibly have shot Ed-
wards. Somebody's trying to pin a 
double killing on him and I'm going to 
prove i t ! " 

I slammed out and high-tailed for 
the sound stage. If I could only reach 
there before the murderer removed 
the evidence! 

The building housing Sound Stage 
Four was a blue-black hulk against the 
darker blue of the dimout. The cop 
on the door had been dismissed, ap-
parently when Callahan decided Lou 
Mathis was the killer. I found the 
place unlocked. 

I slipped inside the total darkness 
of the stage and leaned against the 
wall. I figured that the body had been 
moved so that the path of the bullet 
could not be traced. Also , a bullet 
of soft lead splatters when it hits and 
cannot be identified with a gun by 
ballistics experts. The rifling marks 
are destroyed. 

The .38 under the camera could well 
have been planted, and the real murder 
gun fired from some other point. 
Hence, moving the body. On top of 
that, Edwards apparently had received 
a change of direction in his actions for 
the retake just before his last scene. 
Friml was the last man with him 
alone. 

I felt along the wall in the direction 
of Sound Stage Four. I was about to 
flip on my flash when I heard a slight 
sound to my left. I f roze against a 
flat of scenery. The noise was not re-
peated. Probably a rat scurrying 
about. 

I crept forward until I figured I was 
over the spot where Edwards had been 
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shot. I turned on my flash. A pool 
of coagulated blood reflected f rom the 
light, and I swung the beam upward. 
Somewhere f rom above the shot had 
been fired—and by remote control! 

Stored scenery, trailing ropes, and 
cobwebs showed in the light as I raked 
the rafters. Then there was a grating 
sound and something as heavy as a 
tank hit my shoulders. My face was 
smeared against the floor and my flash 
went skittering. An arm encircled my 
neck and pulled tight. I felt the blood 
pounding in my head and all I could 
do was whip back with an elbow. It 
struck soft flesh and for a moment the 
weight on my back lifted. 

I M A N A G E D to roll over and l i f t 
my feet. I kicked out. There was 

a grat i fy ing connection with my 
assailant's stomach and he must have 
sailed several feet. On hands and 
knees I felt frantically for my flash. 

And then all the stars in the heavens 
exploded in the Sound Stage building 
as something cracked against my 
skull. For the second time my face 
hit the floor and I was out. . . . 

S lowly I came back to conscious-
ness. M y whole body felt numb. I 
tried to raise an arm that didn't seem 
part of me, and a torturing stab of 
pain shot through my side. I moved 
a leg and felt the same pain. I was 
trussed up like a Christmas turkey. 

Above me I saw a skittering of l i ght 
It was in the rafters. A hand was un-
tying a gun f rom a beam. A wire 
was jerked and a tiny box came loose. 
The light was off for a moment and a 
body thumped to the floor. Then the 
light came on again in my face. It 
stabbed my aching head like a knife. 

" I don't know just what to do with 
you . " a voice back of the light said. 

The way I felt I didn't give a hoot 
if he blasted my head off . However, 
I remember feeling some satisfaction 
at knowing my deduction was right. 
I must have been half crazy f rom the 
smack on the head, because I said: 

' T know why you murdered Ronald 
Edwards." 

T h e light jerked as if he were star-
tled. 

" Y o u killed him," I went on, "be-
cause he blackmailed you into getting 
him a contract at Panamint. He had 
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the missing page f rom the hotel reg-
ister in New York with your name on 
it. It would complete the evidence 
the cops need to pin the murder of 
Carol Jergins on you. 

" H i s contract was up next month, 
and he demanded you get a renewal. 
Y o u knew there was no justification 
for urging it, no chance of getting it. 
His pictures smelled to high heaven. 
So you got up nerve enough to kill 
him." 

" G o on," the voice said, soft ly , cold-
ly-

I felt icy sweat on my face, and I 
was sick at my stomach. My head 
seemed about to explode any moment, 
and my bound hands and feet were like 
molten steel. I went on talking, al-
most babbling. It helped ease the 
pain. 

" Y o u rigged up the photo-electric 
cell that was used to turn on the studio 
lot lights. It operates by a beam flash-
ing across the circuit. You hooked 
the relay to the gun, aimed the gun at 
the spot you directed Edwards to lie 
on, and then let the searchlight effect 
of the war scene do the dirty work. 
W h e n that beam broke the contact, 
the relay pulled the trigger. You even 
put soft lead bullets in the gun so they 
couldn't be traced to any specific 
pistol ." 

T h e light held in my face had be-
come a shivering red ball of heat. 

" A n d , you dirty killer," I yelled, 
" y o u thought you had a perfect sus-
pect in Lou Mathis! You knew he was 
sore at Edwards for making a pass at 
his sister. You also knew he was 
crazy about the Jergins dame a couple 
of years ago and could have been the 
unknown admirer. So you placed a 
picture of the dead girl in his office, 
stole his gun, and planted it near the 
camera." 

I was getting delirious. I remem-
ber snickering at his stupidity. My 
head was floating toward the ceil ing. 
My arms and legs were no longer a 
part of me. W o r d s flowed f rom my 
mouth like ticker tape. 

" Y o u id io t ! " I howled. " Y o u made 
your colossal mistake in not knowing 
Mathis' history. At least you should 
have chosen someone who had been in 
New York at the time of the murder. 
Mathis has never been out of Cali-
f o rn ia ! " 



SO M E T H I N G pressed against m y 
temple. It was the nose of a pistol 

and the cool metal felt good. M y head 
was an inferno. A breeze fanned my 
face with a gentle swishing. He was 
wrapping a cloth around his gun to 
muffle the report. 

" Y o u are clever, J immy Lee," he 
said. " T o o clever to stay alive." 

M y mind cleared f o r a moment. It 
was the subconscious desire to live 
making a desperate effort to push 
through. I jerked my head. A muf-
fled roar blasted my ear and a singe 
of fire creased my scalp. The man 
cursed and pistol-whipped me across 
the face. I faded again. . . . 

I came to in the midst of a babble 
[Turn page] 
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of voices. The lights in the sound 
stage were on like a pre-war Carthay 
Circle opening. Callahan stood over 
me with a wet towel. He had been 
wiping my face with it. He beamed 
when I opened my eyes. 

"J immy L e e ! " he shouted. " Y o u 
filled in the missing clue! The mo-
tive! I was planted in the building 
and heard everything you and the 
murderer said. M y taking Mathis out 
was an excuse to get back to the sound 
stage. I figured the answer was here. 
Boy , have we got an air-tight case ! " 

I flexed my arms and legs which had 
been freed and now only tingled. I 
pushed to my feet. My head felt a 
hundred per cent better. I squinted a 
bleary eye at the lieutenant. 

"Listen," I said groggi ly . " D i d you 
sit in a cozy corner watching Art 
Mabry beat my head into a pulp and 
try to amputate my legs and arms with 
baling w i r e ? " 

Callahan shrugged, smiling broadly. 
" W e l l , of course, we had to get the 

evidence. A f ter all, we jumped him 
before he finished you off, though I'll 
admit it was close. He'll f ry , don't 
worry . " He patted my shoulder. 

I glanced to my left where a cop 
had Mabry handcuffed. His face 
seemed pushed to one side where 
something had connected with it. 

" W h a t did that to his map?" I asked 
Callahan. 

T h e lieutenant swelled a bit. "Th i s 
good old right," he said, heft ing his 
fist. 

"L ike this?" I asked. 
I swung a haymaker for Callahan's 

jaw and landed. His head whipped 
back and he rode his heels for ten feet 
before he hit the floor. I shook my 
tingling hand. 

"That , " I said, "was for letting me 
get the brains beat out of my skull by 
Mabry. If you get your Beau Brum-
mel self off the floor, I'll give you an-
other one for letting him put my legs 
and arms on the bum." 

Callahan got up, shaking his head. 
He was grinning as he felt his chin 
tenderly. 

"J immy," he said, "we're square. 
Maybe I deserved it. But not a sec-
ond one. There 's nothing wrong with 
your arms." 
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CALENDAR DF MYSTERY 
HE old l a w y e r was 
tired. He was too far 
along in y e a r s , he re-
flected a trifle sadly, for 
all this bustling about. 
Four trips to New York 
City from his comfortable 
little home in Montclair 
inside of one week had 
eaten heavily into his slim 
reserve of vitality. His 
name was O'Connell, and 
he had once been a re-
n o w n e d jurist. Tall, 
white-haired, he was a 

living waxwork figure—a survival of an era 
already buried in the pages of history. 

But he wasn't sufficiently of the dead past. 
So somebody tried to run him down with an 
automobile as he crossed the street. Only 
the scream of a plump woman wearing a fool-
ish little red hat saved his life from this 
attempt—and permitted Mr. O'Connell to live 
to bring a mysterious business into the life of 
Breck Barnum, press agent. One thing only 
leads to another, until Barnum is up to his 
inquisitive ears and energetic eyebrows In a 
thorough mess of peril and intrigue. 

In THE STONES IN THE SCRIPT, by 
Sam Merwin, Jr., you will find one of the most 
absorbing mystery yarns of the year—and with 
a smashing climax that will surprise you. Fol-
low the unfolding drama of mystery for your-
self in the next issue of THRILLING MYS-
TERY which will contain this complete novel 
in its entirety. It will hold you completely en-
grossed to the very last line. 

There is a splendid companion novelet to 
go along with this main novel. MURDER 
ON DELIVERY, by Lee E. Wells, 

painting artist in the artistic colony of Brown 
County, suddenly finds himself sheriff of the 
county. This is not so bad in Bpite of its in-
congruity—until he finds himself confronted 
with grim and perplexing murder mystery 
which he has to solve. 

From this point on things pick up and move 
with a deadly speed and purpose that will hold 
you breathless. Author Wells has done an ex-
cellent job on this story. And the final answer 
will surprise you, too! 

There will also be several unusual short 
stories which will grip your interest in the 
telling and amaze you in the final solution. 

If you enjoy the different sort of stories you 
find in THRILLING MYSTERY, won't you 
please write in and tell us? We are always 
op«n to suggestions, and we welcome com-
plaints as well as praise. Just address your 
letter or postcard to The Editor, THRILL-
ING MYSTERY, 11 East 39th Street, New 
York 16, N. Y. We promise you that your 
communication will be read and appreciated. 

And so, until next issue—good reading to 

—THE EDITOR. 
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