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Midsummer Murders 

"There'' something horrible 

going on," •he whi1pered. 
"Thi1 is� dillngerous pUu;e!" 

CHAPTER I 
Radio Alarm 

a sort of  gasp. and I got a flash of two 
very big brown eyes, an open mouth, a 
face that was stiff with terror-and 
then she was off ! Before I had a chance 
to stop her, or to say anything. she'd 
run half down the block and was climb· 
ing into a small sedan. The sedan 

IT \VAS one of those hold-even·- started off right away. J didn't think to 
thing summer showers. I figured 'it take the number. \Vhy should I ?  
couldn't last long, and as my car But on the other hand, people don't 

was parked almost a block away, I de- run like that for nothing. Especially on 
cided to stick around for a while under such a wet day, when she might have 
the marquee. I was still standing there slipped and busted her neck. 
when the girl crashed into me. It  was a nice neck, too. 

She came shoving out of  the entrance \Veil, I had nothing else to do ; the 
right behind me, and she bumped me rain was whamming down in broad 
so hard that it  spun her half around nasty sheets, as if it  was sore about 
But she didn't stop running. She gave something: and my car was still just 
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Murder Had Brought Sergeant 
George Ralph to That Hinter
land Hotel; Instinct Told Him 
More Murder Was on the Way! 

By Donald Barr Chidse) 
Author of "Blood �Von't Tdl," "The Pri::e Dumbbell," 

as far away. So I moseyed back into 
the lobby and spoke to the boy at the 
switchboard. He knew I was cops. I 
had just fmishcd tut-tutting and pooh
poohing a tenant who thought she was 
robbed and who insisted that Sergeant 
Ralph himself be sent from headquar
ters special-in spite of the fact that 
I'm homicide. But we'd humored her, 
me not having anything better to do. 
J-Ier necklace, she had said, \vas worth 
every cent of thirty thousand dollars, 
and some super-crook had stolen it. 
\Vcll, l'd looked around the apartment, 
and after a while I'd found the neck-

lace behind a radiator, and I'd handed 
it back to her. Personally, if I know 
anything about ice, the thing wasn't 
worth three hundred. 

The dame, incidentally, had remem
bered her manners enough to say thank 
you. The manager too had said thank 
you, but with more feeling. 

So now I jerked my thumb toward 
the sidewalk and asked the 
boy at the switchboard 
what it was all about. He 
shrugged, looked sidewise 
at the boy who stood in 
the elevator. 
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"Dunno. She came in a few minutes 
ago. I ast her who she wanted, but she 
said she was expected and she breezed 
right on in." 

The elevator bov said : "She went 
up to the second ft�or. But she didn't 
come back down with me, just now. 
Must have come down the fire stairs." 

"She did," said the switchboard boy. 
"I sa",· her come out." 

There 'vasn't any real reason for me 
to get suspicious, but there wasn't any 
reason for me to get wet either, and 
these two kids weren't hot company, 
being dumb. So I stepped into the ele
\'ator and told the boy to take me to 
the second. There I mooched along the 
corridor, seeing nothing in particular 
and hearing the same. Once I looked 
back. The elevator boy was standing in 
front of his cage, staring after me. I 
suppose somebody had told him I was 
a detective. 

The door of  2-L was open a few 
inches. I knocked, but there wasn't any 
answer. I pushed the door open wide. 

It was a small, square apartment, and 
the stiff was right in the center of  it, 
flat on his back, arms and legs stretched 
four ways. It  was almost like a pose. 
There was blood just about every
where. Must have been at least two 
quarts of it--on the stiff, on the floor, 
on the legs of the chairs, even on the 
walls. 

It hadn't been a very scientific job. 
There were at least a dozen wounds in 
the top of the chest and in the neck, and 
the knife still was sticking out of  one 
of these. The blood must have spurted 
from an artery--or from two or three 
arteries. It was plenty messy, anyway. 

I turned my head. The elevator boy 
still was staring at me. 

"Bring the manager here !" I or
dered. 

"The manager's going to---" 

"Get him ·and bring him here !" 
The boy jumped into the elevator, 

and I heard it start down. He hadn't 
been scared or anything. Just excited at 
seeing a real detective. 

I WALKED into the room, stepping 
carefully to keep out of the blood. 

Maybe I'm getting callous or some
thing. I don't know. To most people, 
this would have looked like a terrible 
tragedy; but to me-I 've got to admit 
it-it looked first of  all like a lot of 
work. Any murder's a lot of  work, but 
it happened that in this particular case 
T recognized the remains. 

The stiff, wread-eagled in its own 
gore, was what had recently been 
Chauncey R. McCabe, one of the big
gest corporation lawyers in the country. 

1 leaned over, stuck a finger tenta
tively into some of the blood. It was 
still warm. 

Then I got a chair across the back 
of the neck ! I didn't know it was a 
chai r, at the time. All I knew was that 
something smacked me very hard, 
pitching me clear over the legs of  the 
late Chauncey R. McCabe and face
down upon the floor beyond. It hurt. 
ln fact, it must have even knocked me 
out for a second there. I found myself 
struggling to sit up, and scrabbling for 
my gun. But my head cleared fast, and 
I jumped out of the apartment just in 
time to sec the door of the fire stairs 
slam shut at the end of the corridor. I 
ran down there, my gun in my fist. 

At the bottom were two doors. I 
swung open the nearer of these. found 
myself looking into the lobby. The 
manager was in the middle of the lobby, 
the elevator boy at his elbow. 

"Did anybody come out here just 
now ?" 

They seemed to be too scared to say 
anything, or know anything. I swore at 
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them. I didn't realize, then, that I must 
have been a sight to frighten anybody. 
Not only did I have a gun in my hand 
and the gleam of battle in my eye, but 
I'd fallen across the body up there in 
2-L, and on the floor beyond, and the 
whole front of me must have been 
pretty well ,:plotched with red. 

Still. I'd seen enough to know from 
their expression that nobody had been 
ahead of me. I swung back, threw open 
the other door at the foot of the fire 
stairs. It opened into a long, narrow 
alleyway. One end of this alleyway, on 
my right, was a blank wall. The other 
end was the sidewalk, and a man was 
just scampering around the corner 
there and out of sight. l yelled after 
him, fired two shots in the air. I would 
have fired at his legs, except that I was 
afraid-of hitting somebody on the other 
side of the street or maybe somebody 
passing in a car. 

At that, I'd have caught the guy if 
it hadn't been for the harness bull. It 
seems he had just passed the entrance 
of the alley a moment before, and when 
he heard the shots, he wheeled around 
and ran back. l-Ie got there just about 
as I came out on the sidewalk. 'Ve prac· 
tically bumped into one another. 

He saw the blood and the gun-but 
all T saw was the brown flash of a 
nightstick. He was a hig thick fellow, 
Irish as hdl-I later learned that his 
name was 1vlcGonigle-and he let me 
have it neatly just over the left ear. 

I think T must have been cussing him 
even when I went down. Anyway, they 
tell me I was cussing him roundly when 
I sat up. :rvicGonigle himself told me 
that. later. He had recognized me by 
that time, and he was sc�.red white. 
Afraid he'd maybe killell me. 

"Golly! I'm sorry, Sarge! Golly! I 
thought it was a stick-up, and I saw 
you with the gat and all-" 

"All right. Save it. Now run to a 
box and give 'em this for the radio. 
Medium-sized man with a dark brown 
or black raincoat and a dark brown felt 
hat. He might have blood on his clothes 
somewhere." 

'·Gaily! Can l help you up, Sarge? 
Here, let me-" 

"Tell 'em at the same time to broad
cast for a pretty girl about nineteen
twt'nty, large brown t"yes, brown hair, 
in a dark raincoat and a small. black 
felt hat owr one eye. She might have 
blood on her, too. She's in a small dark 
sedan, with somebody else dri\·ing. 
That's not much, but make it i<!st any
way! And then come back and keep 
people away from the entrance of this 
apartment house.'' 

:llvle, I limped into the lobby again, all 
blood and rainwater and with my ears 
doing grand opera on me-one opera 
in one ear and a different one in the 
other ear. Then 1 went up to the second 
floor to take a better look at that stiff. 

HAGGERTY looked at me and 
asked sardonically: "And you 

mean to say you came in and leaned 
over him and all, without first fanning 
that bathroom?" 

"I hate to admit it," I said, "but 
that's just what I did do." 

He shook his head solemnly, stared 
down at the stiff again. T knew what he 
was thinking, because I was thinking 
the same thing. I was supposed to be 
the department's Number One sleuth. 
They were quite proud of me; and the 
papers had time and again boosted me 
as a regular Sherlock Holmes, making 
me imo �omething that no cop ever 
could be, no matter how many breaks 
he got. 

But lately, everything seemed to have 
been going wrong. The last two im
portant cases I'd worked on, I had 
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flubbed badlv. I don't know what had 
been the �atter with me-I'd just 
missed up on things, that was all. Can't 
explain it. 

And now here I was acting like a 
rookie again. I'm not superstitious or 
anything, but they say these things 
come in threes, and I was wondering if 
it meant that I was all shot. I wasn't 
so much worried about what the news� 
papers were going to print-I knew the 
boys pretty well, and I figured they'd 
go as easy on me as they could-but I 
was wondering if  maybe there was 
something wrong with me. They say 
_that when aviators have cracked up a 
couple of times. occasionally they go all 
to pieces. They lose their nerve, and are 
never any good any more. Gamblers are 
that way sometimes too. And crooks. 

I was wondering if  cops \Vere that 
way. 

"They'll laugh at .McGonigle, of 
course, but in his case it don't make so 
much difference. But with you-right 
here in a little place like this, the mur
derer romps past so close he must have 
almost kicked you, and you never get 
any more of a description than you 
did-" Haggerty sighed. 

He shook his head. "Not even a de
cent description of the dame, either," 
he grumbled as if  discouraged. 

"Oh, I saw her all right ! Couldn't 
see much of her hair, but I could see it 
was dark brown with little specks of 
red. And she had the softest brown 
eyes I ever saw on any jane, and just 
a hint that ma,·be there might be some 
freckles somet�"mc on her nose. and a 
swell little round chin, and a way of 
jerking her head up to stare at you-" 

Haggerty was giving me One Look; 
and I braked it, feeling sill)'. Me, the 
department's hard�boilest bachelor, that 
was supposed to be hell on women. He 
must have thought I'd gone gaga. 

"That's a lot of help," he said. "You 
sure were on your toes, boy, when you 
met her !" 

\Ve didn't let the manager come into 
the apartment for fear he'd mess things 
up. He stood in the doorway. with a 
face like a crumpled sheet of writing 
paper and eyes that were gray tennis 
balls. 

Haggerty asked : "You know who 
this man is-was ?" 

The manager asserted he'd never 
seen him before. 

"Well, who was it had this apart
ment ?" 

"Man named Arthur Bates. He only 
took it last Tuesday." 

"Pay you ?" 
"He paid two months in advance.'' 
"Bv check ?" I asked. 
Th� manager's eyes were getting big

ger and bigger. He ran his tongue over 
his lips. 

"No, he paid cash. Had the place all 
alone. He wasn't here much. I don't 
remember that he ever had any visi
tors." 

"He sign a lease, or a renting agree
ment or anything ?'' 

"No, he didn't. I wanted him to. 
naturally, but he said he might only 
want it for a little while but that he 
was willing to pay two months in ad
vance. Not half our apartments are 
rented right now, and I had authority 
to take tenants that way if I couldn't 
get them to sign a lease. Bates rented 
this apartment furnished. This is all 
house stuff here. Only thing he brought 
was a small handbag." 

Haggerty said : "\Vhat about that 
briefcase over there ?" 

"I never saw that before." 
The switchboard boy and the eleva� 

tor boy told us the only time they had 
ever seen Chauncey R. McCabe was 
when he called that afternoon, maybe 
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half an hour before the murder. He had 
given his right name, and Mr. Bates 
had said to send him right up. The 
switchboard boy was certain i t  was 
Bates' voice. 

NONE of the house employees could 
remember en:-r having seen Bates 

in a dark raincoat or a dark overcoat. 
But then, this was July. and it hadn't 
rained since he'd taken the apartment
until today. They remembered that he 
did usually wear a dark brown felt hat. 
According to their description, he was 
roughly the same build as the man I'd 
glimpsed. They thought he was perhaps 
forty-five or fi fty and not spry enough 
to toss bathroom chairs around or to 
run the way my man had. Still and all. 
vou can't tell what a guy might do when 
he's just committed a murder and 
there's a cop chasing him. 

\Vc didn't learn anything more about 
the girl. None of the employees had 
ever seen her before today. 

Sonny Castleton breezed in, with an 
assistant, and they started to work with 
those little camel's hair brushes, going 
over just about everything except the 
ceiling. There were plenty of prints. 
But the big thrill came when Sonny 
po,vdered the knife itself and began to 
raise ridges. V./ e all got taut and hot
eyed as we watched him. Even the cops 
in the corridor forgot what they were 
supposed to be doing-with the result 
that a couple of newshawks managed 
to slip in. 

"Oh-oh ! "  one of these called. "You 
getting anything there. Sonny ?" 

A cop shoved him back, muttering. 
Sonny Castleton said, without looking 
up : "Yes, there's prints all right. 
There's a complete set of  them, i f  it 
comes to that. But they're a little 
smeared-" 

The reporters didn't wait for the rest 

of it. The body of a big corporation 
lawyer spread on the floor of  a strange 
apartment, and a knife in his neck, and 
fingerprints on that knife-no wonder 
the boys got going like the bubbles in 
champagne ! From that time on the 
papers all kept repeating that the polit-e 
had found a complete and perfect set 
of prints on the murder weapon. \Vhich 
wasn't strictly true. Sonny Castleton 
explained it to me. He hated to disap
point us. and he admitted that the 
smeared priuts certainly bore a strong 
resemblance to the ones his assistant 
was bringing out all over the place-in 
the bathroom and everywhere-but he 
couldn't swear that the)� were the same. 

"Sti l l .  it certainly looks like friend 
Bates." Haggerty said. 

And it certainly did. 
There were prints on the briefcase. 

but they were all 1-IcCabe's, and the 
elevator operator remembered that Me· 
Cabe had been carrying that briefcase 
when he came to call on Arthur Bates. 

There were prints on the bathroom 
chair with which I'd been beaned, but 
they were hopelessly smeared. 

The knife itsel f was a large jack
knife with one very small and one very 

. large blade, both operated hy springs. 
It was the large blade which had been 
used. 

There were some papers in the brief
case, hut they didn't look important 
None of them mentioned Arthur Bates. 
Still, you couldn't tell . . .  I decided tu 
give those papers a better going-over 
after I'd got in touch with l\'lcCabe's 
off we . 

Considering that it had been occupied 
for a week. the apartment contained 
precious little of a personal nature. In 
the bathroom were a toothbrush and a 
tube of toothpaste. a cheap shaving 
outfit, a steel nail file, a bottle of face 
lotion-insignificant things like that, 
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On the table was a cigarette case, 
thin, silver, with some kind of  lndian 
design on it. There were no cigarettes 
in it, but there were some crumbs of 
tobacco. Sonny raised several prints 
on its surface. 

There was no baggage. The bureau 
drawers were empty. But the waste 
basket and the ash tray gave us some
thing. 

In the ash tray was a crushed-out 
cigarette. It was a straw-tipped Mela
cha, and there were traces of lipstick 
on it. I wrapped it in some paper and 
put it into Aly pocket. 

The waste basket held torn-up letters. 
They were torn into very small pieces. 
They all seemed to be in the same hand
writing, and on the same sort of paper. 
It was a woman's handwriting, I'd say. 

I put all the scraps of paper into the 
briefcase, which I was going to take 
to headquarters where I was to meet 
McCabe's office manager. It was about 
eight o'clock when I finally quit the 
murder chamber, leaving a harness bull 
in charge. The body had been removed, 
but the bloodstains were still there, and 
the whole place was covered with black
and-white fingerprint powder, and 
stank of flashlights. 

CHAPTER II 
Holdup in Headquarters 

WHERE I parked the car, in the 
alley between the headquarters 

building and City Hall, it was pretty 
dark. 1 was walking past the garage 
toward the Franklin Street cmrance, 
weaving my way in and out among the 
scaffolding supports, when somebody 
snatched the briefcase out from under 
my arm. 

I think I must have heen bellowing 
when I whirled. I was certainly sor('! 

It was a tall youngster, and as he 

started to run away he slipped and fell. 
They were giving the building a sand
blasting, which was the reason why the 
scaffolding was there, and it was also 
the reason why the sidewalk was cov.
ered wiili fine white sand-and the 
youngster slipped in this sand. 

He was up again fast enough, but I 
had him by that time. I grabbed a 
shoulder, swung him around. I saw him 
raise his left fist--or thought I saw him 
do that. Anyway, I let fly with my right 
smack to his chin. l'm a pretty strong 
man, and I was sore as hell, and the 
youngster \vent right over backwards, 
briefcase and all. 

He looked like a college boy, or else 
a boy just out of  college. He was tall 
and rangy, nice-looking, with nice 
clothes. I frisked him and found no 
hardware. He was coming to, and I 
helped him to his feet. He was blub
bering a little, dazed, as I started to 
walk him toward Franklin Street. 

"Don't you know you're not allowed 
to steal things from people ?" I asked. 

He didn't say anything then, but 
when I got him in at the desk he began 
to apologize. He was very decent about 
it, and he looked like a nice kid too. I 
sort of liked him, once I'd got over 
being sore. Socking somebody in the 
chin had helped relieve my feelings, 
anyway. I was beginning to think may· 
be I was a good dick after all. 

; 'So chatter, son. How come you go 
around grabbing things ?" 

"I-I didn't knO\v you were a police· 
man. You don't look like one." 

That pleased me, right off. I've al
ways been proud of the fact that I don't 
look like a cop. I don't smoke cigars, 
and I never wore a derby in my life, 
or rubber heels. I always try not to look 
grim. t>xcept when there's some good 
re:lson ior it, which there isn"t very 
often. 
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"All right. Who are you, and what's 

it  all about?" 
"I 'm sorry I tried to take your brief

case," he said. "I didn't know it was 
yours. I thought it \Yas mine. You see. 
somebody snatched mine from under 
my arm, over on Mulberry Street just 
a little while ago. When I saw you with 
this, I thought it was mine. I can see 
now, here in the light, that it isn't. But 
it looks a lot like mine." 

"Did you report yours stolen ?" 
"That's what I was coming here to 

do. I was on my way here when I saw 
you. 1-1 guess I just grabbed the thing 
without stopping to think. You look 
something like the man who stole mine 
and then slipped away into traffic be
fore I could catch him." 

1 didn't like that so much ! I like to 
be told I don't look like a cop, but I 
do11't like to be told that 1 resemble a 
cheap thief. 

"At least, you're about his height and 
build and all. \Vhen I see you in here, 
of course-well, it's much different." 

"Yeah ?" 
Joe ·walsh, behind the desk, said : 

"Want to make a charge, George ?" 
The youngster had told us his name 

was William \\'estwaU, and that he 
came from Montclair and worked in 
an architect's office here in Newark. 
He sounded straight enough, and 
looked straight. 

"Get one of the boys to check up on 
him," I asked Walsh. "Let him use the 
phone if he wants, but keep him around. 
I'll make up my mind later about the 
charge." 

Headquarters was crowded and 
noisy, downstairs. You can't have a 
guy like Chauncey R.  McCabe mur
dered without creating a terrible fuss. 
Not only the Newark reporters, whom 
I knew, but also a flock of smart boys 
from New York, were surging around 

me asking questions. I told them they'd 
have to speak to Haggerty. 1 got the 
man from McCabe's office and took 
him up to the room the homicide squad 
shares with the casualty squad on the 
second floor. It was quiet there-even 
after I'd opened the windows. 

Reynolds. the man from McCabe's 
office, identified the papers in the brief
case, but he said they weren't anything 
very important. He said that McCabe's 
secretary hadn't had the boss scheduled 
for anything definite the latter part of 
that afternoon. In fact. he had just 
come back from Europe that morning, 
and had only dropped into the office 
after lunch in order to look around and 
to go through the personal mail that 
had accumulated for him. He hadn't 
planned to do any real work. \Vhen he 
had left the office at about three-fifteen 
-that is, about three-quarters of an 
hour before he was killed-the secre
tary supposed he was going home. Rey· 
nolds didn't know of  any enemies 
McCabe might have had. McCabe never 
had been a county prosecutor or attor
ney-general or anything like that, and 
he'd never practiced criminal law at all. 
He had been fifty-six, prosperous, 
good-natured, happily married. Rey
nolds never had heard him mention the 
apartment house where the murder oc
curred, and never had seen any refer
ence to this in his correspondence;' he 
never had heard of anybody named 
Arthur Bates. 

Revnolds volunteered to come to 
headQuarters to answer questions, any 
time, night or day, and he told me 
that all the office records would be 
thrown open for police inspection 
whenever we wished. 

He seemed to have been very fond 
of his late boss, and he simply couldn't 
understand why anybody should want 
to murder McCabe. 
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LEFT to myself, I locked the door 
and began to assemble the tom-up 

letters we'd found in the waste basket. 
I could see it was going to be a big 
job. Most of  the little pieces of  paper 
had writing on both sides. It was like 
doing an enormous jigsaw puzzle
only much harder. 

In fact, I think my jigsaw puzzle ex
perience came in handy here. I'm pretty 
good at them, and I have a regular 
system which I used with these letters, 
starting off by segregating all the edges 
and piecing them together, that giving 
me at least an idea of  how many let
ters there were, covering how many 
sheets of paper. 

It looked like an all-night job, but 
this didn't bother me. I've worked all 
night before, plenty of times. 

The edges, naturally, didn't give me 
much in the way of words. And most 
of  the pieces were so small that it was 
tough going. I struck a lot of "the''s 
and "a"s and "said"s and "he"s, and 
a few word-endings like "mond" and 
"les" and "ratz," and also the begin
ning of one word, "com." Then sud
denly, unexpectedly, I got four pieces 
together in a horizontal line. They 
read : "at the Hollingshed." The end of 
the piece was right at that "d," torn 
there, so that I couldn't tell whether 
there \vas an "s" on the end. It looked 
as t1wugh it might eventually work out 
as "at the Hollingsheds," meaning a 
couple by that name. But again it might 
be "at the Hollingshed Club" or "at the 
Hollingshed Theater." Not that I'd 
ever heard of any such places, but they 
could exist. 

\-Vel!, T was working on this job, 
bent O\'er double and forgetting all 
about the rest of the world, when some
thing cold was put against the back of 
my neck. and somebody said, low : 
"Don't turn around." 

My nerves are ordinarily pretty 
good, but I've got to admit that this 
made them jump. And I did turn 
around. Not much-I jerked my head 
just far enough to be able to see out 
of the corner of one eye a man in a 
dark raiucoat and a dark brow�t felt 
hat. I didn't sec his face because he was 
holding a handkerchief in front of it 
with his left hand. Besides, he stepped 
out of my line of  vision right a\vay. 
But I had seen the gun, at least. Oh, 
it was a gun all right ! It looked about 
the size of  a French seventy-five, to 
me l 

"Do that once more, copper, and 
you're dead." 

He meant that, too. I could tell by 
his voice. So I didn't do anything more 
until I got orders from the rear. 

"Put your hands above your head 
. . .  stand up slow . " 

He was talking as though he had 
a walnut in his throat. I obeyed him, 
but 1 began to bluster in a loud voice
began to ask what the hell was the 
big idea, and how the hell had he got 
in here, and what the hell did he mean 
by-

" Shut up ! \Valk over to that locker 
and step in." 

"Step in? \Vhy, I can't fit into that 
lillie thing !" 

' 'Try," he said. 
As a matter of fact, I was just about 

able to squeeze into the tall steel locker 
with my arms above my head. The 
locker door had been ,vide open, and 
there \Vas nothing inside or I wouldn't 
have been able to do it. Also I got some 
help in the form of a foot pushing 
against the seat of my pants. 

Then the door slammed behind me, 
and was locked. 

Sardines are what they usually bring 
up when they want to tell about being 
crowded, but I swear sardines prac-
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tically joggle around in their cans com
pared with the way I was wedged into 
that damned locker. I was never so mad 
in my life ! I guess I was about the 
maddest person in the world at that 
time. 

At first, I tried to get my right hand 
down to my pistol, which was in a 
holster hanging from my belt on the 
right side. But it was no soap. Then 
I tried it with the left hand, having 
heard somewhere that a man's left hand 
is usually smaller than his right. But 
that wasn't any use either. 

Then I started to yell. It almost 
smashed my eardrums to do it, but I 
yelled as loud as T could for a while. 
Nothing happened. 

I tried to rock the locker back and 
forth. I did manage to shimmy it a 
little bit, but that didn't help. 

I yelled some more. Then I went 
back to the job of trying to get one 
hand down to the gun. I knew that in 
the locker door right behind me, a little 
above the level of my head, were eight 
or ten ventilation holes. I figured that 
i f  I could get the gun up to them, and 
stick the barrel through one, I could 
risk a shot�which certainly ought to 
bring somebody from downstairs. 

Imagine all this happening right in 
police headquarters 1 Boy, was 1 mad ! 

Eventually, maybe because I was so 
covered ,vith sweat, I succeeded in get· 
ting my right hand down to the gun 
butt, and in getting the gun out of its 
holster. But when I'd got that far I 
found I couldn't get the gun up again. 
up above my head ! l\'ly hand alone 
would make it, but not my hand with 
a gun in it, no matter how loose T held 
it. And of course I didn't dare take a 
chance of shooting at the floor. In that 
coffin of slippery steel, the slug might 
have gone anywhere ! 

When on the sixth attempt the gun 

slipped to the floor with a clang-then 
I thought I was going to bust ! I was 
hot as hell in August, and drenched 
with sweat, and the blood was whang· 
ing away at my temples as if it was 
going to leap right out of  my face. 
I didn't even have the strength to yell 
any more. 

I was so damned sore that if  I'd 
been loose I think I could have eaten 
that locker ! \Vhen I ground my teeth 
it must have made sparks. 

Just one hour and forty minutes 
later, Cap Haggerty opened the door 
suddenly, and I stumbled out backward. 
I sat on the floor, because my knees 
wouldn't hold up underneath me. 

"George ! How'd you ever- ? I came 
up to see how you were coming along 
with those letters, and when you didn't 
answer my knock I thought you'd 
fallen asleep, and I borrowed a key. " 

The letters ? I moved my neck 
gingerly, to find out whether it would 
work. And I saw that a couple of  re· 
porters were there, but not the man in 
the brown hat, and not the letters
not a single scrap of the hundreds of 
scraps I'd laid out on the table. 

The reporters were all grins. 
Haggerty felt terrible. "Golly, 

George ! It's the lousiest thing ever hap· 
pened ! There might even be charges !" 

I knew that. I had a good record ; 
but how much did a good record count 
when the public was laughing its head 
off ? If it had been simply political 
pressure I could have made a fight, and 
Haggerty would stick to me, because 
he's my friend. But bucking a thing 
like the laugh that was going to go up 
when the papers came out-that was 
something else. 

"How 'bout if I resign ?" 
I was standing looking out a win· 

dow, with my hands as deep down in 
my pockets as they'd go. 
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"Don't be crazy." 
He figured I didn't mean it ,  and I'm 

not sure myself whether I did. But I 
was sure of one thing : and that was 
that I wanted to work on this case my
self, alone. It  was a personal matter 
with me. Why ? It wasn't so much the 
giggles I was going to hear all around 
p1e, and the razzing I'd have to take 
from the hays big enough to dare to 
razz me. It  wasn't so much the fact 
that I was afraid I was being jinxed. 
Those things counted ; but it was some
thing else. 

Of  course I couldn't tell Haggerty 
that I'd gone absolutely nuts about a 
girl I'd only seen for an instant there. 
I couldn't believe i t  myself .  i f  it comes 
to that. But there it was. The girl was 
in tronble. and she needed somebody 
to get her out of it. and here I was 
appointing Sergeant George Ralph to 
that job. Tough old Georgie Ralph. 
Yeah ! 

' ' Suppose you suspend me then," 1 
suggested. without turning my head. 
"Recommend that I be relieved of duty 
pending an investigation." 

\Ve were in his office. I heard him 
get up from behind his desk and walk 
across to where I was standing. He 
leaned against the wall next to the win� 
dow ; his head was right against the 
wall, and he was trying to look into 
my eyes ; he was frowning in a puzzled 
way. 

"I  wish T knew what the hell's got 
into you, George. You know I wouldn't 
do a thing like that !" 

"Not even i f  I asked you to ?' '  
' 'No, not even i f  you asked me to !" 
We were quiet for a while. I like 

Haggerty a lot, even though he is like 
a fussy old woman about some things ; 
but naturally I conldn't explain to him 
how I felt. 

He asked : "You haven't got some� 

thing, have you, George ? You wouldn't 
hold out on me, would you ?" 

I just shook my head. 
After a while I said : "VVhy don't 

you do this : Why don't you endorse 
my application for an indefinite leave 
of  absence without pay ? If they ask 
you what for, tell 'em the request was 
because of personal affairs."  

"You get worse as you get  older. 
Do you know what everybody'd say, if 
I was to do that ? They'd say you can't 
take it any more." 

"All right. let 'em ! Should I care ?" 
"Maybe I'd care though," Haggerty 

said quietly. He went back to his desk 
and sat down again. "I certainly wish 
you'd tell me what this is all about.'' 

" I  wish to hell I could," I snapped : 
and I went downstairs. 

In the booking room, Joe \..Yalsh 
asked me about that kid \Vestwall. 
from Montclair. \Vest\va11 Jived where 
he said he did, Joe reported ; came from 
a good family ; worked in an architect's 
office ; and though we only had his 
word for it that he'd been robbed, it 
was true that he usually carried a brief� 
case like lHcCabe's. His boss and a 
cousin, a pretty important local lawyer. 
had come to testify as to his good 
character, and the lawyer was demand� 
ing that we either make a charge or else 
let the kid go. It  was up to me. 

rvraybe i f  there hadn't been so many 
people around just then, and i f  I hadn't 
felt the way I did, I might have made 
a charge of interfering with an officer. 
But I didn't want to hang around head� 
quarters any longer than I had to ! The 
story was out, and men were looking at 
me in a peculiar way, trying to keep 
from laughing. I could feel my whole 
head and neck getting hot. 

"Oh, I guess let him go,'' I said, 
trying to sound careless. The story 
checked, and the kid himself seemed all 
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right. I certainly didn't have anything 
against him personally. Though, as I 
say, it  might have been different if I 
hadn't been so anxious to get away. 
"Might ask Hag to put a tail on him, 
to make sure he goes home." 

AS I went out, everybody was so 
quiet that it hurt. It was too dark 

to learn anything from the scaffolding : 
and besides, 1 didn't want to stick 
around while the crowd was so near : 
so I went out and got a cup of coffee 
and a hamburger. and then 1 went over 
to the Star-Eagle and borrowed their 
copy of the U. S. Postal Guide. 

There was no post office named Hol
lingshed in New Jersey, or in New 
York, Delaware, Pennsylvania or Con
necticut either. 

I phoned a friend connected with the 
State Lic]uor Control Board and found 
there wasn't any place licensed in this 
district under the name of Hollingshed 
Cafe. or Hollingshed Tavern, or any
thing like that. 

Then I went over to the Robert 
Treat and started looking through tele
phone directories. I did this until my 
eyes were sore. My head. which had 
been aching before I started. was ach
ing worse than ever when I finished. 
I didn't get anything. All the towns and 
cities in Essex, Union, Bergen, Sussex, 
Hudson, Passaic, l\lorris, Monmouth, 
Middlesex-no Hollingshed. There 
were some Hollingshead residents in 
New Jersey and New York but no
body, no place. with the name Hol
lingshcd, spelled like that. I looked it up 
in the classified books too, and in the 
city directory. Finally I asked the night 
clerk, a guy I kne\v slightly, for a peek 
at the Hotel Red Book. I didn't find 
anything there. 

"\Vhat're you after, Sergeant ?" 
I told him, spelled i t  out. 

"And you say there's a hotel by that 
name ?" 

"I don't know. That's what I'm try
ing to find out." 

Those room clerks get around a lot. 
This one said he seemed to remember 
some place with a name something like 
that somewhere ; and since I didn't 
have anything el�e to do, and since it  
sti l l  wasn't quite light enough to go 
over to headquarters and examine that 
scaffolding, I hung around. 

r\fter a while he got it, noisily. 
"l remember ! They were building it 

when I was working up in Pequanac 
one sun;mcr five-six years ago. It's all 
hy itsel f, with its own private road and 
everything. It was going to be super
ton)'. But that \Vas right about the time 
of the crash, and the whole business 
fell through. T guess they never did 
open it up. ' '  

J said : "That helps a lot." 
"But wait a minute ! Only the other 

d;n'. over in New York, I ran into a 
fellow named Harry Gratz I used to 
know in Knoxville, Tennessee. He was 
the assistant manager there. And he 
told me, the other day, that they were 
opening up this Hollingshcd Inn or 
Hollingshed Hotel or whatever it is. 
Said he'd got a job as the manager. 
Said some men were fixing the place 
up again. hut it was going to be very 
quiet and con;;ervative. I asked him a 
lot about it because I thought there 
might be something there for me may
be, but he didn't seem to want to tell 
me much." 

He was looking for something under 
the desk. 

"That was nineteen twenty-nine 
\vhen I worked up in Pequanac, and 
they were building it then. I know be
cause it  was the year of the crash. Let's 
see i f  it's listed in the nineteen-thirty 
Red Book. ' '  
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Well, it was. We finally found i t  
alone under the heading of Maha
tiqua-which was a place I had never 
heard of before but the night clerk 
said i t  was nothing really but a country 
store too small to support a post office. 

The listing was like this : 
( S )  I-IOLLINGSHED INN, 65 

rooms, ( A )  $1 5-$25 .  S. H.  Alexander, 
piop. June I S-Sept. 5. 

"That 'S,' " my pal told me, "stands 
for summer, and that 'A' stands for 
American Plan." 

"And does that fifteen to twenty-five 
stand for by the week or by the 
month ?" 

"Oh, by the day ! You see, i t  was 
going to be a very swanky place. It 
was going to ha\'c its own golf course 
and everything. But they went into 
bankruptcy before they had a chance 
to get i t  open, I guess, from what I 
hear." He looked at me with a grin. 
"The rates wouldn't be as high as that 
now, of course. But I don't suppose 
you were thinking of spending a vaca
tion there anyway, were you ?" 

I said : ''Can't tell. I might. Now 
what did you say the name of this new 
manager was ?" 

"Gratz. I never really knew him very 
well. Funny guy. I always heard that 
there was something crooked about 
him. He left the place where I worked 
with him, in Knoxville, without any 
notice, and the talk was that he'd got 
bounced for swiping something." 

Gratz. . . . Going through my 
memory were the tag-ends of  natfles 
I'd seen on those pieces of  letters . .  -\nd 
one of the tag-ends was "atz ."  That 
might mean something, and then again 
it might not. But at least it was a place 
to start-the only place I had. 

"Coming to think of it," I said, "I 
guess I will go there for my vacation 
at that. Thanks." 

"When does your vacation start, 
Sergeant?" 

I said : ' ' It 's  started already." 

CHAPTER III 
Watch Your Step! 

CAME the dawn and I was crawltng 
around on rough boards eighteen 

or twenty feet above the City Hall 
alley. Sherlock himself. I didn't have 
the fore-and-aft hat. or the pipe, but 
I did have a magnifying glass, and I 
guess I must have looked like a nut. 
A uniformed man came out to squint 
up at me once, and he yelled "Hey ! ' "  
as i f  he was insulted. I stuck my head 
around a board and pushed my hat back 
so that he could see my face, and I 
snapped "Well ?" He looked flabber
gasted for a minute, and then he said. 
"Oh, it's you, Sergeant ! 'Sense-it
please !" and he went back inside. I 
could see he was starting to laugh as 
he went. 

Otherwise I wasn't bothered much. 
A few workmen passed, and some 
newsbovs, and a flock of milk drivers, 
but m�st of  them were too busy to 
look up, or too busy to stick around 
long even when they did. 

I went over the whole scaffolding 
pretty carefully, and I found one thing. 
Which was a lot. 1 found a piece of 
brown Harris tweed ripped off by a 
disagreeable splinter near the window 
furthest from Franklin Street. It was 
a thin triangular strip, maybe three 
inches long but not more than about a 
quarter of an inch across the base
too small to get a good idea of the 
design. It was dry. The rain had 
stopped at about 7 :30, and it had been 
about an hour after that when the hold
up man kicked me into that locker. 
So it looked certain that this was a 
souvenir of him. If one of the sand 

I D-19 
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blasters had left it  there, it would have 
been wet. Besides, sand blasters don't 
usually work in Harris hveeds. At 
least, the ones we have in Newark 
don't. 

I stepped in through the window my
self, wrote a careful report, made out 
an application for a leave of absence, 
put the piece of tweed into an envelope 
and clipped this to the report, and went 
downstairs. The man on the desk didn't 
seem surprised to see me. I started to 
tell him : "When Haggerty comes 
in-" And just then Haggerty did. 

He looked like hell. Looked as if he 
hadn't had any more sleep than I'd 
had ; and maybe he hadn't. 

"Here's the report and the request. 
I'm going to the country." 

Hag said : "You can't go before the 
application's been acted on !" 

"If they don't want to act on it right, 
there's something else they can do with 
it. I wouldn't break down and sob." 

"Don't be that kind of a cop." He 
took my arm. "You know, George, i f  
I didn't know you so  we l l  I 'd  think 
you were drunk--or in love--or some
thing. Stick around. This isn't such 
a bad dump." 

But I said no. I told him I wasn't 
superstitious or anything but I felt I 
just had to do something to change my 
luck. That was the way I put it. 

Hag said : "Remember that kid you 
brought in here last night ? You let 
him go ? \Veil, I put a tail on him, the 
'vay you suggested." 

''Yes ?" 
"He went to a parked car in Green 

Street, a small sedan. He got in and 
drove away. Drove right past the tail, 
who was calling a cab, and the tail 
says there was a brown briefcase in 
the front scat." 

I said : "The lying hyena !" Then I 
said : "Go on." 

2 D-19 

"He didn't go toward Montclair. He 
took the road that goes up through 
Belleville. When he stopped in a lunch 
room around Nutley somewhere, the 
tail began to wonder whether he ought 
to keep after him like that; running up 
such a big taxi bill, so he called me up 
to ask. From the booth he could watch 
the _front door of the place. But this 
Wcstwall kid went out through the 
back, and that's the last we've seen of 
him. I called !vfontclair and asked them 
to watch his house and let us know 
when he came in. Well, they been 
watching it all night, and Westwall 
hasn't appeared yet. I called them just 
now, just before I left the house." 

I let out a ten-gallon sigh. "Well, 
that makes it a hundred per cent perfect 
for me. I did absolutely everything 
wrong, didn't I ?" 

"You certainly should have held onto 
that kid, I guess." 

"I guess I should. I'm going nuts, 
Hag. I need that country air to restore 
my tissues and things. Goodbye." 

"Where're you going, anyway?" 
"It's a very swell place. Has its own 

private golf course and everything. I'll 
give you a ring now and then, and find 
out how the investigation's coming 
along. Toodle-oo !" 

IT wasn't easy finding Mahatiqua, 
which was 'way up near the New 

York State line-a store and a dusty 
house, a few disconsolate chickens, a 
smudgy scarecrow of a gas pump, and 
a Caybeard who wasn't any too so
ciable. 

The Hollingshed Inn ? Yes, that was 
open again. Some new people had taken 
it over-he didn't know who they were. 
But whoever they were, they didn't 
seem to be doing much about the place. 
Not advertising it or anything, and 
you almost never saw a car go in there. 
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No guests ever came down to the store 
either, which caused the graybeard 
much disgustn1ent.  

But he directed n1e. I 'd have to watch 
sharp, he said. VVhere I turned there 
wasn't any gate or sign or anything. 
I 'd j ust have to \\'atch. 

VV ell,  1 did that. And eventually I 
found the place . A private road that 
was nothing n1uch more than a couple 
of wheel ruts led through nice. good
natured vvoods, always turning. al\vays 
climbing a little. It was S\vell country
side. But you had to drive at least a 
tnile fron1 the high\vay before you even 
came in sight of the Hollingshed. 

I don't kno\\' what I expected, but 
whatever it \vas I got a shock. 

The Hollingshed Inn was no little 
comfy-cosy-cute place \vith rustic 
signs and a hatch of andirons and hook 
rugs. I t  \vas enorn1ous. The item in the 
Red Book had said sixty-five roon1s, 
but i t  looked as though it contained at 
least three tin1es that n1anv. I t  had been 

., 

built in the h l i s s f u l  davs \\rhen men 
� 

didn't care \vhat they spent. and it had 
balconies and vvings and an �ndless 
veranda and terraces and tenn is courts 
and everythit�g .  It  must have cost a 
pile o f  n�nney . .  t\ nd here it  was all by 
i t sel f .  looking absolutely deserted. 

i'J o. not reall y deserted. I t  looked 
• 

haunted.  \Vhy a bright. white sumn1er 
hr,t el  �et on a hill  in the n1idst of a 
�ea n f  rolypo1y countryside all gay and 
green and breezy should n1ake me 
sh i ver \Vhen I fi rst looked at it,  I don't 
kno'A' . But it did.  I sensed right away, 
d ri ving toward it slo\\rly, that there was 
�0111ething aln1ighty funny about this 
place. 

When I got closer the droopiness of 
the building, its dreariness, became ap
parent. I t  badly needed paint. I t  needed 
a million small repairs. The driveway 
which seemed to encircle the whole 

place had been laid out on a grand 
scale, like everything else there, but 
now it was twisted and choked by 
weeds. The terraces were "'eedy. Most 
o f  the windows were boarded up. The 
veranda seemed even bigger than i t  
was and it  must have covered acres
because of the fact that by actual count 
there were only three rocking chairs 
on i t .  Three hundred \\rouldn't have 
overcrowded it .  The g reat front door 
stood open. but at a slightly gaga angle. 
\\rith no suggestion of sunny welcome : 
there wasn't any n1at at all. The bal
conies \\rere covered with thin dust. and 

' 

the paint \vas peeling off them, and lots 
of their palings were broken. Even the 
eaves son1ehow looked bare and sinis
ter, as though birds had decided against 
building their nests there, being afraid. 

The five or six tennis  courts had 
gone to weed even n1ore emphatically 
than the d rive\\ray ; there were no nets ; 
and the backstops were rusty, leaning 
this wav and that. 

ol 

The only things that were neat and 
clean and cheerful were an oblong o f  
lawn in front of the veranda steps, 
clipped as crisp and short as a putting 
green� and a man in "=-hite doeskins and 
a sport coat who was batting a croquet 
ball around on that lawn.  

This n1an \vas of middle height, and 
bald-headed, and wore shiny nose 
glasses in  front of beaming blue eyes. 
He turned a benign, bishopy smile upon 
me as I coasted past ; and he waved, 
and called : " Hello !" He looked like a 
n1an who had amiably addressed many 
banquets. 

I said : "Hello. vVonderful day, isn't 
i t ?" 

"Wonderful," he agreed. 
Then, as I passed, he started carol-

• 

tng : 
I'm called lit-tle Buttercup, 
Sweet lit-tle Buttercup, 
Though I could nev-er tell why-
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He didn't have a very good ear for 
music, and that was all of the song he 
seemed to know, but he sang it  over 
and over again, and appeared to be hav
ing a swell time. 

I stopped at the foot of the veranda 
steps, shut off the engine. When I 
started up the steps I saw a second man. 
He was seated in one of the three, 
count 'em-three, r_ocking chairs. He 
was thin, and had mean eyes and a sour 
face, and he glared at me as though 
he wanted to start something. 

"Hello !" I said. 
Sour-face grunted. He stirred in his 

chair, and a newspaper slipped out of 
his lap.  He bent over to pick it up, and 
I bent over at the same time, and I got 
there first. It was a copy of the New 
York Star. I handed it back to him, 
and he said "Thanks," with a smile 
which must have hurt his mouth. 

I'd been pretty close to him for a 
second there, with my head a little be
low the level of his chest as he leaned 
over, and I'd seen something. 

Why, I was wondering, should a 
guest in a quiet country hotel like this 
want to carry a Colt ·45 automatic 
under his left armpit ? 

Strong as hell, I had the conviction, 
as I walked into the Hollingshed lobby, 
that things were going to happen here 
very soon. 

It was a good place for a cop to 
watch his step . .  

"LOOKII\G for something?" This 
was a disagreeable, dark-eyed fel

low of about thirty-five, who stood by 
the desk. I said : "I'm looking for a manager, 
I guess." 

"I'm the manager." 
"Oh. Have you got a nice, quiet 

room ? I've been working pretty hard 
lately." 

As far as appearance went, I figured 
I was all right. I certainly ought to 
have looked tired, anyway, not having 
had a wink of sleep the night before. 

"I'm afraid we're filled up." 
The lobby was dim and large. There 

were some brand new rugs between the 
door and the desk, but otherwise the 
floor was bare, and the furniture on 
right and left was swathed in dust 
covers. 

"'Veil, you can't be all filled up !" 
"I'm afraid we are. All the rooms 

that are available. You see, most of 
them haven't b�n aired yet." 

"That's all right. Plenty of time be
fore dinner." 

"I'm sorry. Afraid we can't accom
modate you." 

He didn't l ike me any more than I 
liked him. 'Vhat he was telling me was 
sheer baloney, and we both knew it, 
and I certainly would have enjoyed 
pushing the heel of my hand into his 
mouth. He must have read that wish in 
my face, too, because he backed away a 
little. 

'Vhat stopped me was the realization 
that I wasn't a cop now. 1 was just a 
private citizen. I had no right to get 
rough in this place. I didn't have any
thing but a name to a�sociate it with 
the murder of Chauncey 1\-IcCabe. No 
warrant, no authority of any kind. 

"You mean you can't find one single 
room for a man ?" 

' ' I 'm sorry. You should have made 
a resen·ation." I-Ie looked at his nails, 
tlu!

'' 
way only a hotel clerk can do. 

"There's a very nice place-" 
··] want to stay here ! This is just 

the kind of place I want !" 
"l'm sorry," be said ; but I'm dead 

certain he wasn't. 
There didn't seem to be much I could 

do about it. But just as I was about to 
turn away, wondering whether it'd re-
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lieve my feelings . to paste the guy just 
once at least, there was a voice behind 
me : 

"I think we should be able to fix the 
gentleman up. 1Jr. Gratz." 

\Vhen I turned around I knew for 
the first time, definitely, unmistakably, 
that I had come to the right place. 

I didn't think she recognized me. 
After all, we'd only been face to face 
for an instant, following a collision. 
But I couldn't be sure. 

She was scared about something. 
The big brown eyes were rich with 
fear-not with panic. as they had been 
when 1 saw her before-but with a 
deep. tight fear. She looked like a girl 
who expects death to strike at any time. 
But it wasn't just that either-it was 
more than just physical fright. She was 
afraid of forces she couldn't under· 
stand, couldn't estimate. or anticipate. 
She was afraid not only for herself, 
but for somebody else. She was all 
alone ; and that made her the more 
scared. She had to fight it out all by 
herself. She couldn't tell anybody else. 

I can't tell you how I knew all this, 
just by looking at the girl. But I did. 
It must have been the eyes. 

She gave me a swell smile, in spite 
of that. ''I'm Mildred Grove," she said. 

"Oh," I said. "Are you-uh--con
nected with the management ?" 

"My father is the owner. He's not 
here just now." She turned to the man
ager. "Can't we give the gentleman 
Number Seventeen, 1\Ir. Gratz?" 

"Oh,  yes !" Gratz flashed a blatantly 
professional smile. and started fum
bling for the register. "I'd forgotten 
about that room." 

"It's my father's room," Mildred 
Grove explained to me, "but he won't 
be back for several days yet, maybe 
longer, and if  you're still with us when 
he does come, I'm sure we can arrange 

another room for him then. You see, 
we haven't been open long. and things 
are sort of topsy-turvey." 

Gratz still didn't want to have me. 
"The rate on Seventeen." he said. look
ing at his nails and trying to sound 
careless. "is twenty-five dollars a day. 
American plan." 

It's a good thing I wasn't chewing 
gum. or I would have swallowed it  
Not that Sergeant Ralph would mind 
having the city of  Newark pay twenty
five a day for his room and board
oh, my no ! But this was different. I 
was going to have to pay this myself 

"It's pretty high, isn't it?" I man · 
aged to whisper. 

"It's the regular rate." 
The girl said quickly : "But I thin!, 

we can make a ten-dollar rate, so earh 
in the season. Get things started, eh :· 

I said : "Good idea. Get thing 
started." 

She tossed me a smile ; but even tht>ll 
I could see the terror crowded in thosr 
big brown eyes. While Gratz wa
afraid I'd stay. this girl was afraid 
I wouldn't. And maybe that didn'1 
make the Ralph heart do tricks ! I knO\\ 
lonesomeness when I see it, because. 
when I come to think of it, I'm a prett\ 
lonesome guy myself. And this Mildred 
Grove wanted to talk to somebody sht> 
could trust. She was afraid of  some
thing, but it wasn't true. In fact, slw 
was glad I had come. 

I didn't look bad, either, in the ne.., 
sport clothes I had. 

Well, I registered as Gerald Ralston. 
in case there were initials on me some
where. Gratz rang for a bellboy. At 
least I suppose he was intended to 
represent a bellboy. His costume was 
more like an automobile mechanic's. 
And from his general size and build 
you might have taken him for a roll� 

your-own ad : put a ring in his nose 
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and lead him out into a pasture to 
bellow, you know. 

This hulk gaped at me with amaze
ment ; and then, when Gratz gave him 
a dirty look, he scampered back into 
the darkness under the stairs, to re
appear a motnent later buttoning on a 
bellhop's coat. But he still wore greasy 
brown shoes and greasy brown pants. 

"Take the gentleman's bag to Room 
Seventeen, and have one of the boys 
drive his car around to the garage. 
The little garage." 

I said quietly to· the girl : "Is some
thing wrong, Miss Grove ?" 

She looked at me gratefully. 
"There's something horrible going on," 
she whispered. "I I want to talk to 
you. This is  a dangerous place !" 

G
RATZ bustled up, all phony polite

ness. He said he'd show me to 
my room, personally. He said the boy 
would bring up my bag right away. 
Then he just sort of stood there� gaz
ing into space, not saying anything but 
standing close enough so that we 
couldn't talk without hin1 hearing. 

I gave him a fierce look, but it didn't 
take. 

"Do you suppose the boy can get 
that run1ble open ?" I asked. "Tell him 
it's the little key." 

Gratz went out on the veranda. He 
didn't go down the steps, just out on 
the veranda. 

I said : "Yes ?" 
It came in a swi ft little burst, low 

and breathless. 
" I 'm so glad you're here. It it n1ust 

seem terrible to talk I ike this to a total 
stranger. Practically a total stranger. 
But I 've just got to talk to somebody ! 
There's a man here who ·" 

And then Gratz was back again. And 
he was back like a guy who's going 
to stay back, too. The bellhop came. 

after him, carrying my. bag. While · I 
was glaring at the bellhop, Gratz took 
Mildred Grove aside for a moment and 
whispered something to her. When I 
turned around she was walking away. 

I started after her. "Could I talk 
to you for a minute, Miss Grove ?" 

She turned only her head, and she 
didn't tum that very far. "Not just 
now, please," she said. "I'm very 

• 

busy." 
Gratz was at my elbow again. He 

was all smiles. "Wouldn't you like to 
go to your room right away, Mr.
uh Mr. Ralston ? You must be tired 
after such a long drive ?" 

Well, so I went with him . . . .  
It was a nice room, with a nice bath. 

It was on the ground floor, and the 
two windows opened upon the veranda 
which extended the whole front o f  the 
building. I could see that bishop-in
flannels knocking croquet balls around. 
He moved pompously, though he 
wasn't a big man, and he kept singing 
about being called lit-tle Buttercup. He 
was using two balls and two mallets, 
pia ying against himself. 

Gratz went out, and the brass-but
toned orang-utan came in. He put 
the bag on the floor instead of on the 
rack, and when I handed him a dime 
he looked at it as i f  he didn't know 
what it was for. 

' 'Oh ! Oh, yeah !'' he said at last, 
reaching. He pocketed the dime, and 
shan1bled out, slamn1ing the door. A 
moment later, he swung the door open 
again, without knocking. 

"Tanks," he said, having forgotten 
that. 

"Don't mention it," I said. 
Well, I 'd known lots of . guys like 

him, and had talked with them lots 
of times but usually in a back room 
at headquarters. What was a guy like 
that doing here ? No wonder Mildred 
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Grove was scared. But she wa!l scared 
of something more than just a back
alley tough. 

So I unpacked, moving very slowly, 
for my whole body ached and my head 
still didn't feel any too good after the 
various things it had been socked with 
the previous afternoon. I stripped, got 
into a bathrobe, and stood for a while 
at one of the windows, watching the 
bishop. 

Sure, I'll admit it. I knew I'd come 
to the right place, and I knew 1 was 
on something hot, but the truth is that 
I was thinking less about McCabe's 
murder than about Mildred Grove. 

You see, they call me a pretty tough 
bachelor ; but it isn't that I've ever had 
anything against women. As a sex, I 
guess they're all right. It's just that I'd 
never had time for them. There were a 
lot of  years there when my mother was 
still living, and she was a hopeless in4 
valid with only me to take care of her 
and see that she got fixed up right 
and all ; and while I went out with a 
dame now and then I couldn't even 
think of  marriage. My mother never 
said anything, but I knew it just 
couldn't be, so I never let myself think 
about it. And then when my mother 
died I'd been a cop for quite a while. 
and you more or less have to be crabby 
and suspicious to be a good cop, the 
way I figure it ; and so I'd kind of got 
used to being that way. 

I'd figured, up until the t1me I met 
Mildred Grove, that women-the real 
stuff I mean-were just something I'd 
missed. It was just the breaks. I wasn't 
either happy about it or sore about it. 
It was just the way things had gone, 
so what the hell ? 

But that was before I'd met Mildred 
Grove. , 

Well, pretty soon I snapped out o f  
i t .  I went into the bathroom and blew 

myself to a longish shower, first hot, 
then good and cold. It felt wonderful. 

When I came back into the bed
room, drying myself, the first thing I 
saw was a square piece of  paper on the 
bed. It hadn't been there before. One 
look at i t  was enough to make me 
jump. 

The door was locked. I unlocked it, 
stepped out into the hall. Manager 
Gratz was coming down the corridor. 

"Something you want, Mr. Ra14 
stan ?" 

I felt kind of silly, standing there 
with a towel wrapped around the place 
where you naturally would wrap it 
�round ; and I said something about 
1ce water. 

"I'll have the boy bring you some. 
I forgot to tell you that the room 
phones aren't connected. But there's a 
buzzer under the table." 

I went back inside, crossed the room, 
stuck 111}' head out of  a window. The 
bishop was still engaged in a dreadful 
struggle against himself, with the red4 
banded ball two wickets behind the 
green4banded one. In a rocking chair 
down near the main entrance, perhaps 
fifty feet from my windows, Sour-face 
was an unmoving and expressionless 
spectator. 

It \vas funny. all this peacefulness. 
For you see, the paper I'd found had 

other, smaller pieces of paper pasted 
on it. The little pieces were wordt cut 
out of  newspaper headlines, and they 
went like this : 

ALL KNOW DETECfiVE 
GO NOW IF WISH GO ALIVE 

CHAPTER IV 

Bonfire Evidence 

THE old vanity was what was hit 
hardest. I wasn't scared ; I was just 

hurt by the realization that I'd been 
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spotted. One thing I always prided my
self on is  the fact that I don't look 
like a detective. 1 had nothing but sport 
clothes with me, and I'd imagined I 
was giving a finished imitation of a 
tired business man. But somebody was 
wise already. 

Who could have left this note ? 
The girl was out of the question. 
The bishop couldn't have done it. 

Even if somebody had called or sig
naled to him that I was taking a 
shower, he couldn't have raced to the 
hotel, found the words in the paper, 
cut them out and pasted them up, en
tered my room by the door or by one 
of the windows, and then got back to 
his game again before I emerged from 
the bathroom. I hadn't been in that 
bathroom for more than five minutes. 

The gorilla, who came with my ice 
water while I was sitting there think
ing about this, was a possibility. But 
not a good one. I know men like him
it's my business-and I know. that 
they're not the kind to do things that 
require fast thinking. They might be 
tough ; but they take orders. This one 
was a born punk. 

That left--of the people I'd seen or 
met-Gratz and the sour-faced baby 
outside. l t could have been either of 
them. 

Gratz had been in the corridor, com
ing tm .. ard my room, when I opened 
the door. But he might have heard me 
unlocking tl{at door in time to turn 
around. He might originally have been 
going mt-'(ly from my room. And of  
course Gratz would have a passkey. 

Sour-face, from where he sat, could 
hear me running the shower. He could 
have walked along the veranda, stepped 
right through either of the two open 
windows, left the note, and stepped 
out. Not only that, but Sour-face had 
been reading a copy of the New York 

Star, and the words this note was made 
out of looked to me as though they'd 
been cut from the Star. 

\Vhat did I do ? Why, I stretched 
out on the bed and took a nap. 

There was no sense even trying to 
think straight when I was so tired. 
But I was careful to put my gun under 
the pillow. 

I'm one of those wonders you hear 
about who can sleep at any hour any
where, and who can make up their 
minds when they go to sleep just ex
actly at what time they're going tn 
wake up--and do it. Tt was about two 
when l stretched out, and 1 told my
self that I'd get up at five, which 1 di{l. 
I dressed and strolled out to the lobby. 

Miss Grove was at the desk, talking 
earnest and low to Gratz, who was 
scowling, But she went away before I 
came up. 

"That this morning's Star I see 
there ? Could I look at i t?" 

"Help yourself." Gratz was more 
sociable, but I think he still would have 
delighted in feeding me prussic acid 
with a spoon. "Seems to he only the 
second section . . .  Don't know where 
the rest of it is. Had it here a little 
while ago." 

I looked onr the second section 
quickly. lt's mostly classified ads and 
stuff like that, but what headline" there 
were hadn't been assaulted by scissors. 
The word "detective" didn't occur in 
any of them, nor the word "alive." 

Gratz was muttering : "Can't under
stand what could have happened to that 
first' part of  it . " 

"Doesn't matter," I said, and strolled 
outside. 

"Dinner's at six," he called a fter me. 
"We bang a gong." 

"Swell." 
The bishop wasn't in sight. Sour

face 
·
still was sitting in that rocking 
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chair, glaring into the middle distance, 
and looking like a case of chronic in
digestion. Same position, same expres
sion. Only now he didn't have a copy 
of the New York Star in his lap. 

I went down the veranda steps and 
sauntered along the drive, meaning to 
have a look at the back of this dump, 
with the excuse that I wanted to get 
something out of my car. 

The garage I'd noticed during the 
winding approach to the Hollingshed 
was at least a third as big as the inn 
itself, and in better repair. It was long 
and fairly deep, and must have had 
accommodations for fifty cars. There 
was a concrete apron the length of 
it, the upper part tucked under the fold
ing doors which comprised the whole 
front o f  the building. Those doors 
were closed. What's more, they were 
locked. With big locks. 

REMEMBERING that Gratz had 
significantly said : "the little 

garage" when he commanded that my 
car be put away, I looked for that. It 
was far off to one side, in an awkward 
place, and it was nothing more than a 
three-car portable. The doors weren't 
even closed. My car wa,s there all right, 
keeping company with a tired-looking 
middle-priced roadster. But why should 
they use a dinky little shack like this 
when they had such a fine big building 
in a better place ? 

A moving van rumbled around the 
end of the hotel and stopped in front 
of the big garage. It was a large, plain 
thing which could have used a coat of 
paint. "Collins Moving Service, Hack
ensack, N. ] ." it said on the side toward 
me. A man got out, opened one of the 
big garage doors, which functioned 
without a sound, and the van was 
driven inside. 

I started for that door, but the man 

from the truck was closing it as I 
got near. 

"Hold it a minute, will you ? I want 
to see something." 

But he had the door shut by this 
time, tight. He shook his head. 

"Sorry." 
"'Vhat's the big idea ?" 
He shrugged. 
"Them's orders. Have to get permis

sion from the manager to go in there." 
He was making this up as he went 

along. He wasn't very bright, and he 
didn't like the idea of me snooping 
around, but he was afraid to get nasty 
about it. 

Before I had a chance to say any
thing else the door was opened again
though not far enough for me to get 
a look at anything inside-and a young 
man in a Palm Beach suit slipped out. 
He was thin, and had small blue eves 
and a kind of funny way of  holding 
his head back, his chin up. You knew 
right away, even if you didn't recog
nize him from his pictures, as I did, 
that he was somebody important, ac
customed to getting a lot of  attention. 
He nodded at me in a kind of superior 
way, his nose at the snooty angle, and 
started for the hotel. He started 
originally for the back door ; and then 
he changed his mind and walked 
around the end of  the building toward 
where the front door was. 

I said : "That's Ellis Lapham, isn't 
it ? The millionaire sportsman ?" 

The truck driver said, "Yeah," as if  
he hated to give me even that much 
information. He locked the garage 
door and made for the hotel. 

It was beginning to get dark, and I 
walked all around that garage slowly. 
The big one, I mean. It was a well
built structure, like the hotel itself, and 
there didn't seem to be any windows. 
I was around back of it, sloughing 
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through some bushes there, and won
dering whether there were skylights 
and how I could get up on the roof 
to find out, when I heard the dinner 
gong. I really was hungry, and besides, 
T didn't want to be suspiciously late, 
even i f  "all" did know I was a dick. 
I figured I could have a better look at 
this garage the next day. There was 
something_ funny about it. But then, for 
that matter everything was funny. 

When 1 was walking across the clear 
space between the garage and the back 
of the hotel. I noticed smoke coming 
up from a trash barrel near the kitchen 
door. It was an ordinary steel barrel 
punctured with air holes near the top, 
such as anybody might use for burning 
up stuff, and I don't know what it was 
that made me stop next to it for a look 
inside. Just a hunch, I suppose. 

The last little blue flame had flick
ered out. It was a newspaper---or at 
least a couple of pages of a newspaper 
-which had been burned. But it hadn't 
been crumpled. Where it had been 
white it was black now, and the black 
print turned gray. There was enough 
light so that I could see that it was 
a copy of the front page of the Star, 
and that some of the words had been 
cut out of some of the headlines. 

"Hey !" 
The truck driver, wearing a white 

coat, stood in the kitchen door. 
"Oh, you're the chef now, eh ?" 
"I'm the cook. You better get in if 

you want anything to eat." 
"Sure," I said. "Who was out here 

just now to burn up papers ?" 
The question seemed to startle him. 

He wasn't alarmed. he was just 
puzzled. And when he answered me, 
I'm sure he wasn't lying. 

"Miss Grove," he said. "\Vhy ?" 
"Oh, nothing," I said. "1  just won

dered." 

BEFORE I went into the dining 
room, I made a telephone call. 

This was the best time to catch Captain 
Haggerty at his home, and I called him 
there. It looked perfectly safe because 
there wasn't any switchboard---only a 
dial instrument in a booth. 

"\Vhere the hell are you, anyway?" 
"I'm studying nature, sweetheart. 

The kind that's seldom mild." 
"VI.'ell. you better get back here, 

wherever you are.'' 
I sang : "Come back, come back. 

wherever you are !" 
"Feeling swell, ain't you ? I wish I 

did." 
"Things are happening. Hag. I don't 

know just what they are. yet, but I 
expect I'm going to have a lot of fun 
here pretty soon. I think people are 
going to start shooting or something." 

"Well anyway. you better come 
back," he growled. "They're holding 
up that application for a leave of ab
sence. There's something screwy going 
on here. I don't know what it is." 

"There too ?" 
"Can't understand it myself, but I 

got orders to assign you to go to At
lanta tomorrow and pick up Socky Mc
Pherson when the Federals turn him 
loose." 

"Hell ! Why me ? I've been to At
lanta before. Let one of the boys go 
who wants to make the trip.'' 

"I know. but those are my orders."  
"Why use a sergeant of homicide 

for a job like that ?" 
Haggerty was beginning to lose pa

tience. He's a great guy. Haggerty. 
always worried about something, al
ways morose, grumbling. but he'll 
stand with you through anything at all. 

"Didn't I tell you I can't understand 
what's back of  it? There's no sane rea
son why they shouldn't be glad to b"'rant 
that application of yours. But no. 
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They're insisting that 1 :>cnJ. you to 
Atlanta.'' 

"That comes from the Chief ?"  
"It comes from further back than 

that. From across the alley. Or maybe 
even further. Maybe all the way from 
Trenton. I wouldn't know." 

It had me stumped. How could any
body else but Haggerty know that I 
was out working on the McCabe killing 
all by my lonesome ? And Haggerty 
keeps a secret perfectly. Who was so 
anxious to get me away ? 

"It wouldn't be the Governor?" 
"It's somebody in that neighbor

hood, George, i f  you ask me." 
I said "Hell," and thought it over 

for a while. Then I asked Haggerty 
what was new on the investigation. 
He said nothing was. No trace of the 
Westwall kid. No trace of Bates. They 
weren't saying anything about West
wall, since it wasn't a matter of record 
anyway, but they'd sent out an alarm 
for Arthur Bates, with the best de
scription they could get, over the six
state teletype circuit and over the state 
police circuit ; and they were having 
posters printed. There 'vas talk that 
the McCabe widow and some of Mc
Cabe's associates were going to offer a 
reward. The papers were blaring the 
thing all over the place, Haggerty told 
me, but as far as the cops were con
cerned they were just about where 
they'd been when they started. 

"Sonny Castleton make anything 
more out of those prints ?" 

"No. \:Ve checked what clear ones 
we got with every loose burglar in the 
files. You knew there wasn't a com
plete set anywhere in the place, didn't 
you ? That'd be too much to ask, of 
course. But we sent some single latents 
to ·washington, thinking maybe the 
Battley files might turn up something." 

"They only have big-time kidnappers 

and extortionists and guys like that 
under the Battley system." 

"I know, but we figured it was worth 
trying, anyway." 

"Sure. How 'bout that piece of 
tweed ?" 

"Good tweed, but there wasn't 
enough of it for us to find out where 
it'd been sold. No stains on it or any
thing." 

"How 'bout the straw-tipped 
Melacha butt we found in the apart
ment ? That had lipstick on it." 

"Sure. The laboratories tell us that 
it was so many ounces of white wax, 
and so many ounces of carmine, and 
so many grains of  oil of sweet almond, 
and so many minims of otto of roses
whatever that is. I can get you the 
exact formula i f  you want." 

"It wouldn't mean anything to me. 
What's the brand ?" 

"Senac's extra light. Blondes use it 
mostly, and red-heads. Listen : When 
are you coming in ? :McPherson gets 
out day after tomorrow, and i f  you 
think the city's going to pay for you to 
fly-" 

"Socky McPherson can get out and 
go and pick daisies, for all I care ! I 'm 
not working. I'm on a leave of ab
sence." 

"But it hasn't been granted !" 
"All right. How am I to know that ? 

I h;n·en't been itl touch with you or 
anybody else, and I haven't seen the 
papers. I've had a nervous breakdown, 
and I'm out in the country somewhere 
recuperating, and you don't know 
where it is, see ? So \vhy worry ? That's 
one reason I called you at home in
stead of headquarters." 

"But somebody knows you're out 
working on this thing !" 

"Yeah, that's a fact," I said slowly. 
"Somebody does know that . \Veil, 
it's not on the official records." 
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"You're heading for a heap of 
trouble, George, unless you turn up 
something big !"  

"I'm heading for a heap of trouble 
anyway, sweetheart. Toodle-oo ! I'll 
call you tomorrow night again." 

"You might at least tell me where 
you are !" 

"Hag, you're such a slave of  duty 
it might trouble you to know. I 
wouldn't want to put anything on your 
conscience. 'Bye." 

IT'S the way being a detective is. You 
work like hell on a case, wracking 

your brains, chasing along dead-end 
alleys, following up hunches that dis
solve like steam, driving yourself prac
tically nuts-and then you find some
thing right there at your feet. This 
time it happened to me literally. I'd 
hung up the receiver, and I was sitting 
there in that booth doing a lot of heavy 
thinking. I was anxious to get the 
thinking over with before I made my 
appearance in the dining room, partly 
because I hate to have to think when 
I'm eating, but mostly because I didn't 
want anything but cheeriness and light 
to show in my handsome countenance. 
Whether thinking really gives me any 
expression or not, I don't know ; but 
my friends tell me it makes me look 
sillv. 

\\That I was wondering about was 
who the hell it could have been who 
pulled wires to have me sent to At
lanta ? \�hat was behind all this busi
ness anyway? The murder of a man 
like Chauncey R. McCabe ought to 
be a big enough case for anybody to 
handle without having unseen influ
ences barging in from the shadows to 
make things that much harder. Now 
I didn't know where I stood. Who 
knew I was out here at the Hollingshed 
Inn ? The girl whose father ran the 

place was aware of the fact that I was 
a detective, but it was unthinkable that 
she was the one who had managed to 
exert influence enough to make Hag
gerty squirm. But i f  it wasn't her, who 
was it ? Fighting the underworld was 
one thing-! was used to that-but 
fighting a force you couldn't find and 
couldn't name, was something else 
again. Give me an ordinary criminal, 
no matter how tough he is or how 
smart, and I know how to handle him. 
But a case like this-

And all the time there it was right 
at my feet. Right betwee11 my feet, as 
a matter of fact. I suppose I'd been 
staring at it all the while. And I al
most got up and walked out of the 
booth without noticing it anyway. 

It was a small piece of white paper, 
more or less rectangular in shape, and 
even before I picked it up for a better 
look I knew what it wa� It was a torn 
scrap of a letter, a letter in a woman's 
handwriting, and it contained the end 
of a word, "atz." The last time I'd seen 
this piece of paper had been in my office 
at police headquarters just before 
somebody-somebody who was in this 
hotel now !-had stuck a gun against 
my neck and ordered me to squeeze 
myself into a steel locker. 

And now here it was on the floor 
of  a telephone booth more than fifty 
miles away. 

It made me feel very close to the 
murderer of Chauncey

. 
R. McCabe. 

\�hoever that murderer was, I'd be 
seeing him, or her, in a few minutes, 
when I went :n for dinner. 

I played wise about the piece of 
paper. I didn't pocket it. I examined it 
carefully, and then put it on the floor 
again in exactly the same position as 
it had been when I first saw it. There 
was just a chanle that somebody was 
trying to find out whether I \\·as the 
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celebrated Number One sleuth of the 
Newark Police Department. Just a 
chance. 

But I couldn't stay in that booth for
ever ; and if thinking really does give 
me a strained expression, as some of 
my friends claim, then the bunch in 
the dining room certainly must have 
known that I \vas thinking when I 
walked in there. 

CHAPTER V 

Unarmed! 

T�:ct�:;:s 
p
a
u�\�ai;:;s

,7::n 3!7�; d ��:: 
as a bellhop. He was mostly thumbs, 
and there were spots of  blue paint on 
one of them. He put everything in the 
wrong place, and he spilled things, and 
he got things mixed up. 

The food was terrible too. Especially 
for a place where they tried to soak 
you twenty-five a day. Overdone steak, 
lumpy mashed potatoes, and peas out 
of a can. Even the dessert, fruit pud
ding, had come from a can. Awful. 
But the coffee wasn't bad. 

All this in a dining room which 
wouldn't have been smalJ in the \Val
dod-Astoria. It was the gloomiest 
place you can imagine. :\lost of the 
tables were crowded in the center and 
covered with dust covers. \Ve ate along 
the walls-"we" being me, the bishop, 
Gratz, Sour-face, Ellis Lapham, a sad
looking dodo with nose glasses whom 
the waiter called Dr. Himbaugh, and 
a spectacularly red-headed wench Of 
forty or so. An unsociable crowd. Each 
at a table by himsel f--except that the 
red-head, who was the remains of a 
mighty good-looking woman, was with 
the bishop. She talked all the time. I 
couldn't hear ,.,.hat she was saying, but 
I don't suppose I missed much. The 
bishop was being very polite. 

Mildred Grove fluttered in a bit late, 
and when she started to pass my table 
I rose. She had to stop. But there was 
no smile. 

"Is everything all right?" 
"The food's pretty gosh-awful, but 

I'm not kicking. Sit down." 
"I'm afraid i t 's  the best  we can 

manage. You see, we really haven't 
got the place in shape yet to receive 
many guests." 

\Vell, I had made up my mind before 
coming into this dining room that if 
Mildred Grove acted like that I had 
no other choice than to arrest her. It 
would be the orthodox thing to do. I'd 
always been taught-not in that many 
words, but it amounted to the same 
thing-to arrest first and investigate 
aftenvard. And after all, I had seen 
this girl running out of the apartment 
house in which Chauncey McCabe was 
killed, just a few minutes after that 
murder. I could arrest her as a ma
terial witness and wouldn't get into any 
trouble at all. 

I had told myself I was getting soft. 
I should have arrested her before. But 
I didn't like to do that. 

And even now, in spite of her chilly 
manner, I still hesitated. I'm no 
Eskimo, but I can take it. The girl 
wasn't really disliking me. She was 
putting on some sort of an act, pre
sumably for the benefit of somebody in 
this room. \Vhatever she said, and 
\vhatever her mouth expressed, there 
was still that look of .stark terror in 
her eyes. 

I leaned closer. I'm not used to trust
ing people ; but in spite of  all my good 
resolutions, I found myself trusting 
this girl. 

"And when you do get guests," I 
said, "what do you do ? You tell them 
to blow, if they don't want to be laid 
out on a slab." 
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"I don't understand you." 
"Why all the beating around the 

bush ? Why not come right up to me 
and warn me that I 'm likely to get hurt 
i f  1 hang around ?" 

She got very pale. She leaned a little 
against the edge of my table. There 
was nothing on her cheeks but powder, 
but her lips were rouged. and when the 
blood left her face the lips stood out 
bright. 

I said : "Cigarette ?" and offered her 
my pack. knocking a few loose. 

She murmured : "Thank you. I don't 
..;moke." 

It  was pretty convincing, to me. I f  
�he really w a s  a smoker this w a s  just 
exactly the time when she would have 
wanted a cigarette the most. 

I said : "Sit down, Miss Grove. We 
have a lot of things to talk over. Don't 
he afraid of  me." 

She wavered, hesitated. I could tell 
that. As a matter of fact, I thought she 
was pretty near to fainting for a mo
ment there, and I moved closer to her, 
ready to help her into a chair. 

"I don't know-I don't understand 
-what you mean." 

"Sit down," 1 invited again. "This 
is as good a place as any for us to hold 
a little conference. Sit down and tell 
me who you're afraid of." 

"Well, maybe 1-maybe i f  I did tell 
you-" She was moving toward a chair 
when the bishop appeared between us. 

"Not very sociable the way we've 
been ignoring you, Mr.-uh-Mr.-" 
He turned to the girl. "Won't you in
troduce us, Miss Grove ?" 

She had snapped out of it now. The 
moment was gone. The bishop's pre�
ence had brought back the chilly man
ner ; and she introduced us-and then 
walked off. 

The bishop's name was Ah·in T. 
Swainton 

I tried : "Kind of out-of-the-way 
place, isn't it?" 

"I  l ike it here." he said .  He had a 
kind of dreamy way of talking, as if 
he was thinking nice thoughts all the 
time. "It's quiet. And the more I fool 
around in Wall Street, trying to re
cover, the more I lose. So I 've decided 
to let things slide for a while, and I'm 
out here to play croquet and forget 
about business . . Do you play· croquet. 
Mr. Ralston ?" 

I said I hadn't played since I was a 
kid. 

"Vle must have a game tomorrow," 
he said. "I'll probably beat you. Nobody 
else here will play with me, I'm so 
good." 

He said this with a child-like pride. 
half kidding himself and yet half mean
ing it too. You couldn't help but like 
the guy. 

"I suppose the others feel very much 
as I do about this place," he said. "It 
certainly hasn't anything wonderful in 
the way of service, or decorations, and 
the food's pretty bad, but it is quiet." 

"Yes," I said. "It's quiet all right." 
"And I hope it stays that way." 
I said quickly : "What do you 

mean ?" 
' '\Vhy, I mean-'' He waved pudgy 

white hands-''! mean I hope people 
don't begin to 'discover' the place, that's 
all.' ' 

THERE was some silence. He sipped 
his coffee, and 1 tried to get inter

ested in the li feless pudding. I was 
thinking that Al\'in T. Swainton was 
about the nicest gambler I'd ever met, 
Because to me they're all gamblers, 
whether they do it over roulette tables 
or in Wall Street. The psychology's the 
same, and that's what counts. 

"Charming girl. that 1\'fiss Grove," 
he said at last. 
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"Yeah, she's kind of nice." 
"Her father's a charming man, too. 

Have you met him ?" 
"No. She said he's away for a little 

while." 
"Ah, yes ! I'd forgotten ! Well, you'll 

like him when you meet him. More 
sociable than most o f  these people 
here." 

"They do look like a pretty down
cast bunch," I said. 

"They're friendlier than they look, 
however. You must let me introduce 
you, when you've finished with your 
dinner. Ellis-Ellis Lapham, the tennis 
star, you know ?-that light-haired 
youngster over by the window-he's 
really quite pleasant when you get to 
know him. His nerves are bad, poor 
boy. Too much hard sport." 

As a matter of  fact, Ellis Lapham's 
nerves were celebrated, and if they had 
snapped at last it certainly wasn't amaz
ing. Lapham was one of those pam� 
pered sons of  the rich you read about, 
and he loved excitement and danger like 
some men love liquor. Always after a 
thrill. Tennis happened to be the sport 
in which he excelled, but it was hardly 
his favorite. Generally he went in for 
more perilous amusements. Speed was 
a passion with him. High-powered 
automobiles, racing boats, aeroplanes. 
Anything with danger in it. He 'vas 
restless and discontented when he 
wasn't risking his life. 

This made his presence at the Hol
lingshe� all the more curious. 

' 'And old Dr. Himbaugh, the one 
with the nose glasses over there, can 
really be very entertaining when he 
warms up. He's an excellent bridger, 
By the way, do you play contract, Mr. 
Ralston ?" 

"Never had time to Jearn." 
"Too bad. We'd been looking for a 

fourth. Mrs. West is very fond of the 

gau1e. She's the lady I was sitting with 
a little while ago. Quite vivacious. A 
shade talkative at times, but she can 
be very charming." 

"What about the baby with-I mean, 
what about the man with the down-on
the-world expression, over there ?" 

Swainton fron,ned. A very delicate 
frown, implying damn near anything 
you wanted it to imply. But it was evi
dent that here was somebody whom he 
didn't consider "charming." 

"He's a Mr. Beacon. From Philadel
phia, I believe. I really don't know 
much about him. He keeps to himself 
mostly." He stood up, glancing at my 
empty dessert dish. "Shall we saunter 
around and meet a few of  them ? We 
might get up a game of  racehorse 
rummy or something." 

I said : "I'm going to bed early to
night. Dead tired." 

"Oh, of  course ! You've been driving 
a long way, of  course." 

So he had been looking at the regis
ter ? I had signed myself as from Chi
cago, praying that nobody would ask 
me whom I knew in Chicago, because 
as a matter of fact I didn't know a 
damn soul there. 

Anyway, I met the gang. Himbaugh 
was affable, with a thick German ac
cent. I could see that he 'vas looking me 
over pretty carefully. He wasn't any
where near as old a guy-when you got 
close to him-as he had seemed from 
across the room. Ellis Lapham stared 
at me down his nose, but he made an 
effort to be nice. Mrs. West gt1shed a 
lot, and was all fizzy over the fact that 
I didn't play bridge. I noticed that she 
smoked straw-tipped Melachas. Sour
face Beacon managed to be polite 
enough to ask me how long I was going 
to stay at the Hollingshed, and when I 
said it depended he asked what it de
pended on. 
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"Oh, mostly on whether I find it 
quiet enough here." 

"It's very quiet," Beacon said. ' 'And 
I hope it stays that way." 

"I hope it  does too," said Swainton, 
laughing a soft laugh. 

"\Veil, as far as I'm concerned to
night, it  doesn't make much difference," 
I said. "I'm going to bed right away 
and s!c�:p like a log. ' '  

But  of course l didn't sleep l ike  that. 
I never do, no matter how tired I am. 

And when I wake up, I wake up all 
over. That was how I woke up this 
night, along around three o'clock, 
knowing instantly that somebody was 
in the room with me. I couldn't see any
body, 1 couldn't hear anybody. I just 
knrw that somebody was there. 

Trying to be as quiet as I could. I 
reached under the pillow for my gun. 
It gave me a funny feeling down low 
in  my stomach when I found that it 
wasn't there. 

Sergeant George Ralph feel1 murder in th" air at th"' Hollingshed. What hidden under· 

rurr.,nts-what hatel and de1ira and enmitie-r" forcing these ill-sorted guests to a 
baffling myJt.,ry and a blood-1pH<iing climax? Next w""'k'1 1mashins installment ptuna:e�� 

into new intrigue and 1trangcr advenn.re! 

Criminals Sterilized 
THERE is a growing movement for sterilization of persons considered 

nnfi1 for society in several nations of the world today. the most notable 
heing Germany. ln that country 56.244 persons were sterilized in 1934. Steri
lizations in the United Stales up to 1936 numhcred slightly over 23.000. 

In this country only about five per cent of the persons sterilized have been 
criminals. The bulk of cases has been among the insane and feeble-minded. 
More than half of all the persons sterilized have been insane and probahly forty 
per cent were classifted as feeble-mimled. The laws arc virtually inoperative in 
many States because of legal technicalities and the caution with which they are 
enforced. Prior to 1927. several State sterilization laws were held unconsti
tntional. hut in that year the United States Supreme Court sustained the 
Virginia statute in the case of Buck versus Bell. 

-llfichad O'Hara 

R ET O R  
YELLO- BOLE 

eool"r, cleU(r. CarburetOf' ·Action cools 

amoke. Keeps bottom of bowl absolutely 

dry. Caked with honey. At dealera' now. 



Fugitive 
· from Death 

L.akltland hit him again and 

laughed. "Now I •uppose you'll  

run tell the bou, o h ? "  

Author of "Safety Deposit," "Burn Old Pictures," etc. 

OVER a ciga- With Gunmen Hot on His drive the remaining 
rette and co£- Trail, Red Blake Had to three hundred miles 

watche�e�jH�R;!�r��:�: Hide Away a Beautiful Girl �::een
y
���bur:

ef
:�� 

deepen in the quiet and Find a Master Criminal morning. 
Main Street of  Car- H i s  g r a y  e y e s  
bury. 0\·cr his head a fan thumped, brightened a t  the thought. H e  was go
lazily stirring the steamy air into slug- ing back to ;-Jew York after being 
gish currents that swirled about his away for a year. He had worked 
head. his way across the continent to Los 

I t  was Red's second cup of  coffee, Angeles, held a job there and then got 
so hot that it burned all the way down. homesick for the old Globe and New 
Perspiration ran in little trickles along York. Back in Pleasantville he had run 
his lean jaw. He rested an elbow on into a murder that was disguised as 
the counter, his wide shoulders slumped suicide. He had cracked that case open 
languidly. The second cup of coffee and handed the exclusive story to the 
was to keep him awake. He intended to GlobeJ thereby insuring the return of 

32 2 D--19 
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his old job with a nice bonus waiting 
for him at the office. He wanted to get 
back, collect the bonus and slip back 
into harness again. 

He watched the few pedestrians idly 
as they walked through the heat of the 
almost deserted street. Then his gray 
eyes narrowed. A boy dressed in over· 
ails and sweat shirt was coming down 
the street. He hugged a bundle under 
one arm and kept to the shadows as he 
scurried along. 

The lean fingers tightened on the 
handle of the coffee cup as the boy, 
meeting a passerby, ducked into a dim 
doorway. He scuttled out again, 
glanced up and down the street and 
ran across with a queer, awkward 
stride. At the back of Red's old bat
tered roadster the boy threw a fright
ened look up and down the street, 
l i fted the lid of the rumble seat and 
clambered in. The lid closed with a 
·lang as Red set the coffee cup down 
·md swore softly, "VVell, I'll be 
'lamned." 

Tt wasn't just a case of hitch·hiker 
•. rying to steal a ride. Red had seen 
more than that in the boy who crossed 
the street. Fear had been riding on his 
slim shoulders. Sheer panic had been 
in the furtiveness of act and gesture. 
And there was something else about 
the boy that made puckers between 
Red's eyes. 

He walked out of the lunch counter 
slowly. He stood on the sidewalk be
fore the door as a blue sedan pulled to 
a halt at the opposite curve. From up 
the street a man was walking rapidly. 
The driver of the sedan got out and 
waited for the approaching man to 
reach the car. 

The pedestrian halted and said in a 
voice that carried across the quiet 
street, "She didn't pass me, Quade." 

The man addressed as Quade said 
3 D-19 

harslt! v :  ''Damn it, she must have ! 
When

. 
I saw her she was headed this 

way. She had to come this way." 
The other man said in a surly growl, 

"But I'm telling you she didn't." 
Quade gazed across the street. "May· 

be she ducked into the hamburger joint. 
Let's go see." 

The other man agreed : "Okay, let's 
go. I could stand a cup of  coffee my
self." 

Quade was a long·necked, high
shouldered man with dull eyes in a 
sallow face and a mouth that looked 
as though it were tasting something 
sour. The other was little and sandy 
and furtive. 

Quade let his dull eyes rest on Red 
as he halted at the lunch counter door. 
His voice was as dull and colorless as 
his eyes. "You see anything of a-" he 
hesitated, "a young kid dressed in 
overall and sweat shirt go by here ?" 

Red made his face very empty· and 
vacant as he shook his head, and mum· 
bled in a bucolic drawl, "No, mister, 
I ain't seen nobody." 

The little man snarled, "Aw, hell, 
Quade, these small town dopes never 
see anything. C'mon get that cup of 
coffee." Behind him Red could hear 
them climbing the three steps to the 
restaurant. 

HE waited till the screen door 
banged behind them. Very leis· 

urely he walked across the pavement 
and with elaborate slowness lighted a 
fresh cigarette. He flicked the match 
into the street and as lazily crawled 
behind the wheel of his roadster. The 
noisy motor came to life under th!c 
pressure of the starter and Red let the 
clutch in slowly. 

Memory had prodded the reporter 
as Quade had crossed the street. I {c 
remembered now where he had seen 
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him before. Quade had been strong 
arm man for a blackmailing rat named 
Kirk Lakeland. Lakeland had been a 
reporter on the Star with Red for a 
while. 

Now Quade was out here in the 
sticks chasing a girl dressed in boy's 
clothes. And there was the threat of 
death in Quade's dull eyes. It made a 
mystery that narrowed Red's eyes 
speculatively. 

Five miles outside the town he drove 
into a side road, jerked the rumble 
seat open and snapped : 

''All right, sister, climb out !" 
The girl's face was a white oval of 

fear as she clambered out of the rum· 
ble seat. Her eyes were dark pools cf 
terror under the shadow of  the hat 
brim. She clutched her bundle with 
shaking hands and stared at Red. The 
fear in her eyes made Red shiver deep 
down inside. 

Her voice was a tight, strained 
whisper. "Are you--one of them ?" 

Red tried to make his smile reas� 
suring. His voice was deep and soft. 
"No, kid, I'm not one of  them. You 
can trust me. I saw you climb into my 
car before the two men came on the 
scene. Better tell me all about it . ' '  

The tremor in the girl's shoulders 
became a convulsive shudder. She 
dropped the bundle, sat down on the 
running board with her face buried in 
her hands and began to sob. 

Red stood gazing down at her. The 
cold spot deep inside Red began to 
turn hot. His face was a rigid mask 
of rage. He thought again of  the dull� 
eyed Quade and began to tremble with a 
deep �onsuming wrath. But his \'Oice 
gave no hint of that as he patted the 
girl's shoulder clumsily and said in a 
mice that was curiously gentle : "Tell 
me what it's all about, kid. I'll see you 
through." 

The girl shook her head and stared 
up at Red. Her voice was broken and 
faint. "I  don't know ! I don't know ! 
I only know that those twc awful men 
were after me. Thev wanted to kill me. 
I saw it in the e);es of  the tall one. 
Why should they want to kill me?" 
<>he asked piteously. 

The rage in Red's heart was cold 
and savage and terrible ; she was an 
appealing sort of kid. But he kept his 
voice gentle and soothing as he em·our� 
aged her to speak : 

"1  wouldn't know that, kid. But I'm 
going to find out. You just begin 3t 
the beginning and tell me e\"Crything. 
Tell me who you are, where you came 
from and all the rest." 

The story she told Red didn't fit 
with the spot she was in. Hired killers 
like the two in the sedan didn't go 
around trying to bump off girls like 
this one, who called herself 1Jarion 
Handley. 

She had lived in the tmm of Car+ 
bury all her life. For the past year she 
had worked in a soda fountain place. 
She had a few friends, no enemies 
that she knew about. It didn't make 
sense. But, just the same, Red sensed 
something big behind the events of the 
night. He smelled a big story. 

Patiently Red began to check on her 
tale. "Your father died two years ago. 
Your mother a year later. \Vhere did 
they come from ?' '  

"They weren't my real father and 
mother,'' Marion said weakh'. "T 
called them Dad and l\'Iom b�cause 
they brought me up after my mother 
left me with them as a baby. ' '  

RED listened to that phase of her 
story. Her mother had arri\'ed in 

Carbury, giving the name of .1\'lary 
Smith, with her infant daughter. She 
was looking for a couple to board her 
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child. The  childless Handleys were 
more than willing to take on the job. 

Mary Smith promised to send 
money and come back in a year for 
the child. For six months the money 
arrived as had been promised. After 
that-silence. No more money came 
and !vlary Smith never appeared again. 
That's all the girl knew of  the cir
cumstances. 

Red checked on that first. "Haven't 
you anything to show who you were ?" 

The girl's voice was still weak and 
broken. "The baby clothes I wore 
when mother left me. And"-her 
voice broke--" a picture of  my mother 
that she left with me. That's all ." 

She took the picture out of  the bun· 
die and showed it to Red. It  was of  a 
woman very slim and stately and love
ly. The picture was old and cracked, 
but the beauty of the woman shone 
through all that. Gazing at the picture 
Red asked, "\Vhen did these two birds 
show up ?" 

The girl shivered and said in a 
whisper : "Three days ago. They ap
peared in town and began to ask ques
tions-. Then they came to me. The tall 
man came to the soda fountain and of
fered me a job in New York. He said 
he was a theatrical agent looking for 
new talent. I knew he was lying. There 
was that awful look in his eyes when 
he talked to me. It was as i f  he al
ready saw me dead." 

She gasped, and went on : "I refused 
to listen to him. Next day two of them 
tried to get me into their car. I got 
away somehow and hid. I was deathly 
afraid. I got to a friend's house and 
they called the police. The police said 
it was just a couple of  fresh fellows 
trying to pick me up. But I knew it 
wasn't that. I got the boy in the house 
to give m� some of  his old clothes. To
night I slipped out. I knew that they 

were still after me. I was coming 
down the street when 1 saw the little 
man. I saw him before he saw me and 
ran back. Then I saw the blue sedan 
away up the street. I got in your road
ster. It was my only chance. Now what 
am I to do?" 

Red patted her shoulder again. 
"You just leave it all to your old Un

cle Red. Someone knows who you are. 
The way they've acted means you're 
damned important to someone. I've 
got a hunch that someone is in New 
Y ark There were New York license 
plates on the blue sedan. The two 
hoods had New York written all over 
them. I 'm bound for New York. You 
comt': with me. I ' l l  stake you and put 
you under cover while I untangle this 
mess." 

He made his voice sound reassur
ing. He was almost certain that the 
core of  the mystery was in New York. 
He had one chance to pull the mystery 
into the open. 

He thought of  that as he drove 
through the night, the girl huddled be
side him. He had driven a couple of 
hours when she fell asleep. Red glanced 
down at the pale oval of  her face, the 
red lips that trembled with fear even 
as she slept, and felt a lump in his 
throat. She was so little and fragile 
and lovely. He thought again of Qnade 
and the savage rage wiped everything 
else out of his heart. 

HE was haggard, his eyes red-
rimmed with fatigue when he 

stalked into the Globe news room the 
following afternoon. He didn't look 
at the boys who shouted at him as he 
passed. He didn't stop until he slumped 
into a chair beside Griff Boyle, the 
City Editor. 

Boyle glanced sideways, his heavy 
face heavier with some inner trouble 
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that shone in his hard eyes. He 
straightened as he saw Red and stuck 
out a beefy hand. "Hiyah, Red. It's 
good to see you back on the job. That 
was a swell piece of work you did on 
the Dawn case. \Ve left all the other 
sheets in town stalled at the post. 
You\·e got a bonus of  a hundred bucks 
waiting for you. Turn in some more 
work like that and I'll put you through 
a nice raise. ' '  

He I i i  ted his head and stared acros.� 
the newsroom and added morosely, 
"That is i f  1 stay on this damn sheet 
much longer. ' '  

Red started to speak but Boyle cut 
him off. "This is just between you 
and me, Red. \Ve've got a ne'v owner 
of  the Globe. ilig Bill Sawtelle bought 
it and gave it to that no·good pup of 
his to play with. I guess he figures it 
might make a man of  him. Hell !" 

Red felt his heart sink a little. He 
had looked forward to coming back 
to the Globe. All the wa\' across the 
continent from Califor�ia be had 
thought of the old gang. He knew 
how Bovle felt. Cliff Sawtel!e was the 
stepwson

. 
of Big Bill Sawtelle. mi!lion· 

aire, onewtime GO\·ernor, all-time big 
shot in the business world. Cliff wa;;, 
as Boyle had said, a no-good pup. He 
had never brought his step-father any
thing but trouble. 

Then he remembered his own trou
ble. 

"Listen, Boss. I've got a story that 
I want to write. It's not damned im
portant as it  stands. But I want you 
to do me a favor and give it a front 
page spot . ' '  

Boyle listened a� Red explained and 
shook his head heavily. "A gal dressed 
up in boy's clothes crawls into the 
rumble seat of  your car and you bring 
her to New York. How could I rate 
that a front page spread ?" 

Red leaned over and said tightly ; 
"Because I vanked her out from un
der the nos;s of two yeggs who were 
after her. They were hired killers, 
Boss. I k.nmv the type when I see 
them. Therefore somebody thinks she's 
important enough to kill. I want to 
know why. 1 think there's a hell of  a 
big story behind it. I've got her under 
cowr. I want to write a story that 
\\'ill lead them to me and make them 
stick their necks out." 

Boyle stared at him silently for <� 
second. 

"If \Vhat you hint is true, you are 
the one who is sticking his neck out. 
V\"hen those boys get on your tail 
you'll be behind the eight ball. l thin], 
it's a dumb play." He shrugged heav· 
ily. ''But l guess you want to play it 
your way. Go ahead and write the 
story. Make it snappy. You've got on\� 
a half hour between you and the dead · 
line." 

He glanced through the story tha; 
Red tossed on his desk twenty min
utes later and shook his head slowly. 
"It's dynamite, kid. ' '  He glanced up 
his eyes questioning. "Where's the 
girl now ?" 

Red glanced around the newsroom 
and said : "I  rather keep that under 
my hat for awhile. I 've got her under 
cover. Let it go at that." 

Then he stiffened with a jerk, his 
eyes going cold and narrow. The man 
coming across the newsroom was imw 
maculate in white Oxfords and Palm 
Beach suit. He had dark eves and full 
red lips that smiled sneeringly as he 
Sa\\' Red. 

"What the hell is Kirk Lakeland 
doing on this sheet ?" he asked Boyle 
harshly. 
_ Boyle growled : "He's another rea
son why it's only a question of  time 
till I blow this job. Sawtelle's first of-
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ficial act was  to give that ra t  a job  on  
the  staff." 

LAKELAND'S sneer grew more 
pronounced as he halted beside 

the desk. "So the hero is back in town. 
And with another scoop already. My ! 
My !" He threw a glance at the copy 
in Boyle's hand and the sneer spread 
to his eyes. 

Boyle asked with exaggerated 
irony : "How about yourself ?  Have 
you got something, or are you waiting 
till next month to turn in a story ?" 

Lakeland laughed insultingly. "The 
big boss''-he accented the BIG
''has some special work he wants me 
to do. Red can take care of the small 
stuff till I clean up on that." 

Boyle kept his lips damped closely 
as Lakeland walked away. Then he 
said through clenched teeth, "One day 
I'm going to jump that parlor-trained 
poodle and kick his teeth down his 
throat." 

"If I don't beat you to it," Red cor
rected. But his eyes were very thought
ful as he watched Lakeland cross the 
room. He wondered i f  he sti!l used 
Quade or if  the killer was working 
for another boss now. Surely. he 
thought. Lakeland would have no use 
for a strong-arm man on his Globe 
job. 

He shrugged his shoulders. "I'll 
soon find out," he told himself. Aloud 
he Said : "I 'm going over to the hotel 
and catch a couple of hours' sleep 
before that story hits the street. I' l l  
need all my strength after that." 

It was three hours later when he 
strolled into the Globe newsroom to 
meet Boyle's bellow. "Hey, Red, I've 
been phoning your hotel for half an 
hour ! Sawtelle wants to see you on 
that story of yours." 

Cliff Sawtelle jumped up from his 

desk as Boyle and Red came into the 
room. His eyes were gleaming, his thin 
face slightly flushed. "Do you realize, 
Blake," he snapped excitedly, "that 
you've got something big here. This 
story has everything, mystery, drama, 
human interest ! Man, there may be 
dynamite behind this." 

"I know there is," Red said evenly. 
''I'm going to find out where it is." 

A voice at Red's elbow said : "The 
big, bold hero. He's going to do it with 
a brass band and banners." 

Red's lips thinned as Lakeland 
sauntered up to stand at the end of 
Sawtelle's desk. 

Sawtelle snapped : "Nonsense, 
Blake. This is too big for any one man 
to handle. Supposing the men you 
want to pull into the open pick you 
up first. What's going to happen to 
the girl ? We can't take that chance. 
We've got to handle this right." 

He put slim hands on the desk and 
stared at Red. "We'll move her into 
the best hotel in town. We'll demand 
police protection for her. We'll make 
a feature of it. I'll put Lakeland on 
the story with you. Where is the girl 
now ?" 

Red answered : "That's something 
I know and won't tell. This is my story 
and I'm handling it." 

Red saw the muscles in Sawtelle's 
face tighten. Then Lakeland drawled : 
"Hell, can't you see how it is. Look 
in Red's room. I'll bet you find the 
gal there. Especially if she's pretty." 

Red hardly shifted on his feet as 
he whipped his right over in a smash
ing blow that landed squarely on Lake
land's mouth. 

Red blew on his knuckles as he 
watched Lakeland pick himself up. The 
dapper reporter held the back of  his 
hand across his split lips and stared at 
Red with eyes that were venomous. 
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Red grinned tightly, "You asked for 
it !" 

He swung back to face Sawtelle and 
said harshly, "I suppose I get the can 
for that. 'Well, okay ! It was worth 
it." 

SOMETHING in Sawtelle's eyes 
puzzled him. Then he forgot that 

and turned away. He caught Boyle's 
eyes and saw mingled pleasure and 
rage there. "So long, Boss," Red said 
lightly, "I'll be seeing you." 

He was half way to the door when 
Sawtelle's voice brought him around 
with a jerk. 

"Hold it, Blake ! Don't be a damned 
fool ! I admit you acted outrageously. 
But, after all, perhaps Lakeland had 
it coming to him. We'll forget all that. 
We have the makings of a big story 
on our hands. The main question is 
how to handle it." 

Red swung around. His eyes went 
from Boyle's puzzled frown to SaW
telle's tense alertness. "It's my story," 
Red said harshly. "I  handle it my way 
or not at all." 

Cold rage welled up into Sawtelle's 
eyes and his hands on the desk 
clenched convulsively. Then he 
shrugged and laughed. "All right, 
Blake, have it your way. Go ahead 
and handle it. But I warn you, if you 
fall down on it I ' l l  have your head." 

"If I fall down on this story," Red 
retorted dryly, "you won't get my 
head. I'll have none to get !" 

Boyle followed him out of  the room. 
His voice growled, "Why the hell 
should everybody get excited about a 
story ?" His tone changed. "Boy, that 
did my heart good ! Only I wish I 
could have kicked him m the face 
before he got up." 

Before Boyle left the news room 
he said earnestly : "Listen, Red, let 

me in on this ! Hell, i f  you do get 
bumped the kid is left without a chance 
in the world. At  least tell me where 
she is. I won't spill it unless some
thing happens to you. You can trust 
me." 

Red shook his head. "I know I can 
trust you, Boyle. But I 'm working out 
a hunch. I've got my own hand and 
I'm going to play it out. But thanks 
just the same, Boss. You'll get your 
story." 

From the Globe office Red went 
down the street, stopping in a drug 
store to telephone the hotel where he 
had left the girl. Her voice came to him 
over the wire, eager and excited. "Have 
you found out anything yet, Red ?" 

Red smiled into the receiver. "Not 
yet, Marion. This is just a call to let 
you know I'm all right. Stay right 
there till I give you word to move. 

, That's all ." 
He hung up and walked slowly 

along the street. A block further along 
he slipped into an alley, flattened 
against the building and waited. \Vhen 
Lakeland stopped and peered down the 
alley, Red stepped out swiftly, caught 
the front of his coat and with his left 
whirled him around and smashed him 
with his right. 

"Another one for luck," he said 
harshly. "If you keep on following 
me, I'm going to get tough." 

Lakeland got up more slowly than 
he had in the office. One hand wa:s in 
his coat pocket. His eyes were mur
derous ; broken lips pulled back from 
his white teeth. 

Red knew what the hand in the 
pocket meant. For a second he braced 
himself for the shock of  lead. He 
could see the intent in Lakeland's eyes. 
But, even as he watched he saw the 
murderous notion swallowed by some
thing cold and crafty and calculating. 
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Lakeland's voice was as thin and 
cold as sleet. "I'll get you for that, 
Blake ! I'lt have your heart for that ! 
But I'll have it at my own time and 
in my own way." 

"Yeah," Red drawled, "I know how 
that is. When my back is turned." 

His voice was steady, but in his 
throat a pulse began to hammer. Now 
he knew that Lakeland was in on the 
deal. But behind Lakeland there must 
be someone else. It was that someone 
else Red wanted. 

He was fishing for cigarettes in his 
pocket when he thought of something 
that made him swear softly. He had 
taken the picture from Marion and 
had forgotten what he had wanted to 
do with it at the office. He turned and 
ran back. 

poP HARGRAVES was in the 
morgue, peering nearsightedly 

through a folder of clippings. Red 
slapped the photograph on the desk in 
front of Pop and said : "Go to work 
on that. Sec if  you can match it with 
anything that appeared in the papers 
eighteen years ago. If  you find it, 
keep it under your hat till I get back 
lf  I don't come back give it to Boyle." 

As he came back into the newsroom, 
Sawtel!e was just leaving Boyle's 
desk He stared at H.ed inscrutably. "I 
hope," he said thinly, "that you in
tend to do something yourself about 
that story." 

"I'm on my way now,'' Red snapped 
as he stalked out of the newsroom, 
through the empty corridor toward the 
street. He whirled as he heard a stir 
of movement in the shadows behind 
him, only to meet something that sent 
him crashing down into darkness. 

He came out of the darkness in the 
twilight of a bad dream. He was sit
ting at the top of a high peak Some-

thing swung like a pendulum over his 
head. He tried to duck the swing, but 
he couldn't seem to avoid it. It 
smashed with rhythmic precision 
against the side of his head. He strug
gled to avoid it. 

Then the twilight faded and he 
found himself sitting in a chair. Some
one was gripping his arms from be
hind. The pendulum was Lakeland's 
open hands smashing him methodically 
left and right. 

Lakeland's split lips twitched and 
his eyes glittered. "I told you l'd get 
you, tough guy." 

Red said thickly, "So you're in this, 
are you, rat ?" 

Lakeland hit him again and laughed. 
"Now I suppose you will run arid tell 
the boss and have me fired. That's a 
laugh." 

Someone at the back of the room 
came forward. It was the little sandy
haired thug he'd seen on the street in 
Carbury. He had a gun in one hand. 
Vo/ith the other he pushed Lakeland 
away. At the same instant the man 
behind Red loosened his grip and 
walked around to stare at him. It was 
the high-shouldered man with the dull 
eyes. 

He stared at Red with his dead eyes 
and said hoarsely, "Well, are you 
ready to talk ? Or do we have to make 
you ?" 

· 

The little man snickered and said : 
"I was afraid you'd hit him too damn 
hard, Quade. I was afraid he'd never 
come out of  it." 

"\Veil, he came out," Quade said 
thicklv. "Now he·ll talk. 

Red licked his lips with a tongue 
that felt as if it were covered with 
fur. The top -of his head seemed to be 
rising and falling in throbbing agony. 

Quade hit him in the face and Red's 
head felt as i f  it were going to ex-
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plodc. "\-Yell, are you going to talk? 
\·Vhat did you do with the girl ?" 

Red\ voice sounded thick and hope· 
less. "All right, I'll talk." He cringed 
away from Quade's poised fist. "She's 
at the Colton up on Forty-Sixth. Reg
istered as Mary Belden. Room Two
Fourteen." 

Without turning his head. Quade 
said to Lakeland, "Call the Colton and 
check that.'' 

Lakeland's voice was sharp and 
thin as he talked to the Colton. "You 
say Miss Belden is registered? In Room 
Two-Fourteen, eh ? No, I don't want 
to speak to her now. I was just check
ing up to see i f  she had arrived all 
right. This morning, eh ? Thank you." 

He hung up and turned slowly. "I 
guess the guy is giving it to us 
straight. It checks." 

"It had better,'' Quade said harshly. 
He stared at Red, swaying in his chair. 
"You, Pete," he said to the sandy
haired man, "stick here and keep a 
gun on this bird. [ think we slugged 
him nutty. But don't take any chances. 
Put a slug through his leg i f  he starts 
anything. But don't kill him. We may 
want to ask some more questions if 
the gal isn't there." 

Red began to chuckle as Lakeland 
and Quade dosed the door. Pete stared 
at him, amusedly at first, but with 
mounting curiosity as the chuckles 
grew in volume and craziness. 

Red let his head loll as he laughed 
thickly. Pete stepped closer, alert, the 
gun held in a tense hand. "\Vhat the 
hell is so funny ?" he demanded. 

H I S  curiosity deepened into some
thing like wonder as Red's crazy 

chuckles grew and expanded. Red let 
his head bob on his chest as he 
laughed ; vacantly, madly. 

Pete took a few steps away, lean-

ing forward from the waist. He 
snarled and got nothing in answer but 
the same crazy chuckles. He changed 
his tone and tried to be cajoling. 
"Come on, guy, tell me what's so 
funny?  C'mon." 

Red began to mumble thickly. 
"Quade's walking into it. Cops at the 
Colton waiting for him." 

Pete took another step forward, his 
mouth sagging, ears flaring to catch 
Red's almost unintelligible mumble. 
"\Vhat the hell arc you gabblin' about? 
Come on. Tell me." 

Red's only answer was a thick 
chuckle and another babble of  words 
that strung together into gibberish. 
And Pete took another step forward, 
his face twisted into a mask of wonder 
and suspicion. 

One of  Red's feet snapped up vi
ciously as Pete came within range. The 
toe of  the shoe hit its mark, the wrist 
of Pete's gun hand, and the gun sailed 
across the room. 

Whirling, Pete jumped hack. But he 
wasn't fast e'nough to get away from 
the fist that came like a flung rock to 
land on the point of  the jaw. Left and 
right, he took the swiags of Red until 
he went down to lie motionless on his 
face. 

\Vithout a backward glance, Red 
leaped for the door. He raced down 
the flight of  stairs and out through 
the shahbv lohbv to the street. The 
drug store

-
sign h�lf  a block away drew 

him on the run. 
In the telephone booth. he listened 

while the operator at the other end 
told him that �'fiss Belden didn't an
swer. His heart felt like a lump of ice 
in his chest as he hung up the receiver 
and staggered blindly out to the street. 
Something had gone wrong. He had a 
scheme that had seemed almost per
fect. And somehow it had gone hay-
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wire. And he couldn't figure how. He 
had checked the girl in  at the Colton. 
Then she had walked out to go to the 
Governor Brett. llut she was not at the 
Governor Brett now. 

Flagging a cruising taxi, he flung 
himself into .the seat. gruffiy giving 
directions to the driver. Now he had 
to begin all over again. But now all the 
ends were loose once more. His only 
hope now lay in the photograph he had 
given Pop. I f  Pop had checked that 
with anything in the files he would 
have something to go on. 

He barged through the news room, 
past Boyle who stared at him in gap� 
ing amazement. He flung the door into 
the musty morgue wide and halted. 
frozen in his tracks. 

Pop Hargraves wa� lying on his 
face, one arm doubled under him. Be
side him lay a heavy metal paper 
weight. A trickle of  blood ran from 
the back of  Pop's battered skull to 
swell the widening pool on the floor. 

Kneeling, Red turned Pop over gen
tly. He held a hand to his heart, shook 
his head, and felt for a pulse that was 
not there. There was blank amazement 
in his eyes. He knew that Lakeland had 
not done this. Lakeland had been with 
him. And Pop had not been dead many 
minutes. His body was still almost as 
warm as in life. 

Rising slowly, Red glanced around 
the room. One of the file cases was 
standing open. Pop must have been 
searching there when the killer came 
in behind him. It was somebody who 
had access to the news room and the 
morgue. And it hadn't been Lakeland. 

Baffiement swept over Red even as 
cold disappointment touched him. The 
photograph he had given Pop was gone. 
And Pop must have had it handy while 
he looked. A slight noise in the door
way made him glance up. 

Boyle was standing there, his heavy 
face blank with amazement. He swore 
hoarsely. 

"What happened to Pop ?" 
"Somebody slugged him," Red said 

tersely. "Somebody in the building is 
in on the game." 

Boyle's voice was harsh. "\Veil, Red, 
you would play it alone ! You wouldn't 
give anyone else a hint of what it was 
all about." 

"How the hell could I know," Red 
snapped, "that this damn case would 
move so near home ? Hell, Boss, use 
your head ! \Vho could have come in 
here and slugged Pop ?" 

BOYLE shook his head again. He 
balanced the slug of type metal in 

his hand and said heavilv : "Damn it, 
Red ! I've got a good mii{d to slug you 
with this. You should have spilled what 
was on your mind." 

The answer on Red's lips became a 
gasp as he glanced at Pop again. The 
fmgers of one skinny hand were tightly 
clenched about something. Kneeling, 
Red gently unclasped the fingers and 
smoothed out the piece of newsprint he 
found there. 

It was a clipping that Pop had held 
in his hands when the killer had crept 
up behind him to strike. He had gone 
down gripping it in his death agony. 

Red stared at the picture and the 
half column of printing that followed. 
He raised his head and stared fixedly 
at Boyle for a long ten seconds. Then 
he pushed past him into the newsroom, 
throwing back over his shoulder, 
"Come on, Boss. I think l'\'e got it 
now." 

With Boyle at his heels he strode 
into Cliff Sawtelle's office. He flung it 
open and halted in the doorway, star� 
ing at the white�faced man who stood 
up, his hands out of  sight beneath the 
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desk. Red's voice was brittle as he 
held up the clipping. "Here it is, Saw
telle 1 You didn't get all the stuff from 
Pop !" 

Sawtelle's hand came from beneath 
the desk with a jerk. For a split sec
ond Red faced the menace of the gun. 
The something whizzed past his head 
to land with a sodden crash on Saw
telle's forehead. 

Red jerked around to face Boyle's 
hard stare. "Some day," he said dully, 
"you'll learn to tell what the hell you're 
trying to pull around here. I f  I hadn't 
followed you, you'd be a damn dead 
coot right now. Maybe you'll tell me 
now." 

Red had crossed the room to stare 
down at Sawtelle's staring eyes before 
he spoke. Then he repeated, "How the 
hell could I know that i t  would come 
right back to the Globe to roost ?" 

Boyle commented somberly, "Trou· 
ble always comes back home. I'll call 
the cops. Then you can tell me what 
the hell it's all about." 

"Don't call them yet," Red said. 
"They can wait." He stared at Boyle 
with eyes that had lost all their life 
and sparkle. "The girl is missing. She 
left the place I had her hidden." 

Boyle's hardness melted as he 
smiled. "I wondered when you'd get to 
that." He stared at Red and then said : 
"She was as worried about you as you 
were about her. When you didn't call 
she got j ittery and came down here 
looking for you. I took her home for 
the old lady to look after. Now, will 
I call the cops ?" 

Red's sigh of relief seemed to come 
from his shoes "No, boss, don't call 
'em yet. There's another move we can 
make first." 

He closed the door of Sawtelle's of· 
fice gently and walked across to Boyle's 
desk He riffled through the pages of 

a telephone directory, then dialed the 
number he found and waited. 

When lhe voice he wanted came on 
the wire he kept his eyes on Boyle and 
talked : "lVIr. Sawtelle, this is the Globe 
office calling. Your stepson was killed 
a few minutes ago. We haven't called 
the police yet. \Ve want you to come 
here first." 

He hung up, his eyes still on Boyle. 
"The girl is Big BiB Sawtelle's daugh· 

' ter by his first wife." 
Boyle's eyes narrowed. "I don't 

quite get it. I remember that Big Bill 
was married to Lily Lander. I'd for
gotten there was a child. I remember 
now that there was. When Lily di· 
vorced Big Bill she disappeared with 
the kid. The papers were full of it at 
the time, No one ever found out where 
she'd gone." 

"I guess," Red hazarded, "that she 
wanted the kid all to herself. She left 
it with the Handleys and died some. 
where before she could get on her 
feet." 

BIG Bill Sawtelle himself, staring at 
Red and Boyle with his eyes black 

smudges in his haggard face, supplied 
the rest. "I hired Quade years ago to 
try and locate the pair of them. We 
knew that Lily was dead. But we could 
get no trace of  the child. I kept Quade 
on the job, paid him thousands to con· 
tinue his search." 

He stared across at the closed door 
of  his step·son's office. "Quade must 
have located her and sold his in forma· 
tion to Cliff through Lakeland. Then" 
-he swallowed painfully-"Ciiff must 
have offered Quade a big reward to 
kill the girl and wipe out the threat 
to his inheritance." 

He turned to Red. ''I won't forget 
this, Blake." Then he straightened and 
said, "Now, where i s  my daughter?" 
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Long after the presses had stopped 

rumbling and the edition that had 
scooped the city on the dramatic story 
of Marion Sawtelle had swept the 
streets, Red and Boyle sat with their 
feet on a battered desk, a can of  beer 
between them. 

Red grinned happily. He was think
ing of a white-haired man with hand" 
that trembled, and a slip of  a girl 'vith 
a radiant face from which all the ter
ror had vanished. 

"The cops got Pete. They'll pick up 
Quade and Lakeland. 1 wonder how 
Lakeland horned in on the game?" 
Boyle asked. 

"Quade used to work for Lakeland, 
just like I told you," Red answered. 
"Old man Sawtelle hired Quade to find 

the girl. When he had her spotted he 
used Lakeland to reach young Saw
telle and get a bigger offer to bump the 
girl off." His voice was very bitter. 
"Those rats didn't care what game 
they play<.-'{\. I t  was just a question of 
which paid the biggest return." 

Boyle reached for the can of beer 
and drank deeply. He stared across the 
rim at Red. "Let this be a lesson to 
you, smart guy ! The next time you get 
hold of something don't be afraid to 
let your boss in on it. Learn that and 
I may make a newspaper man out of 
you yet." 

Red reached for the can as Boyle 
set it down. "A swell business, this 
newspaper game. Sooner or later all 
trouble gets around to calling on you." 

Police Business 
"AT THE corner of Julian Place and Morris Avenue at the step of Silver

man's cigar store I shot a dog to end his suffering. He had no home, 
but he had many friends, particularly among the cab drivers and policemen. 

"About noon Saturday he was badly hurt somewhere near the railroad, but 
he managed to make his way to the Silverman doorstep where he always felt 
at home and where he met most of his friends, including myself. 

"He was only a dog. but everybody loved him-only a 'bum. '  but he was a 
man's best friend." 

Such was an entry on the Police Headquarters blotter at Elizabeth, N. ] .. 
on March 29 this year ; it appeared over the signature of Patrolman John 
Dubish. "Bum'' was buried in Dubish's back yard. 

-Michael O 'flara 
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ALVA , SAID 1�AT, ALTHOU@ 
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T� E KI LLER WAS GONE. , 

WJ.JO COMMITTED 
THE MURDER ( 

Coming Soon-The Mud Puddle Mystery 
" 
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AT NIGHT . POWDER 
BURNS SURROUNDED 
THE WOUND IN HIS 
FOREHEAD • HIS PET 
CANARY WAS FOUND 
:STRANGLED IN IT.5 
CAG E . 

l l>oesWilliamso� letter in.dicab2. .,-nyfeay for his l i fe. '?  D YES 0 N O  
2 D i d  he. write \:he. letter with. lll foiJ1ltain pen ? 0 YES 0 tto 
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4 Was he fond oF his w'!fe) A\va Wil l iamoon. "? DYES O No 
5 Do you. think he. Sl:li.LI the. mu.rderer ? D YES 0 No 
I> Was ne killetl while in. th.e ocl: of wri ti n-g ? OYE!i 0 NO 
7 IF Alva� story is tr�e.was the canal)' strangled before the mu.der'O\tl 0 NO 8 Do Y"�lhink Will iamson witne.;sed lhe deuth of the canary r D \tS O No 
9 Was the canary chok.d � For M-.of WilliamSon 0 Hare of the canary OTo cover 

mun:le.rerO To .suG4-E:&t su.kide 0 
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The Case of 
the Flying 
Junkmen 
By Eric 
Howard 

"Let's get away1,. 

Oudley yelled 

What Goe5 Up Must Come 
Down-Even a High-Flying 

Society Slicker! 

FELIPE'S place is a chili joint, the featherweight demon, as soon as he 
and I'm practically boarding wins a few more bouts-when these 
there. It's cheap and filling. You two gents in flying togs come in. 

can get a f'rcnch-dippccl sandwich, with "\Vho's that ?" I ask Cannencita. 
a slice of meat you can actually sec, for "The tall one is Cyril Dudley," she 
a dime, a bowl of chili for fifteen cents, says. "You know he's a polo player and 
and all the coffee you can drink for a society man and he owns that airport 
nickel. out on Mission Road. He stops in here 

The joint has caught on. Everybody after a Aight. I don't know who the 
from the powerhouse mechanics to the other one is, just one of his pilots, I 
picture mob comes there. It's crowded guess." 
any hour of the twenty-four. Dudley is a tall, good-looking man, 

l 'm sitting in a booth, nursing my about thirty. I've heard about him and 
hard luck, chinning with one of  the read about him. They run his picture, 
waitresses-she's a nice little Mex and mounted on a polo pony, on the sport 
she's going to marry Speed Alvarado, pages. He sits down at a table riot far 
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from me and smiles and rubs his hands. 
Carrriencita goes over to take his order. 

"Hello, querida," he says. "Bring me 
about three sandwiches, a bowl of  chili, 
some potato salad and a glass of beer. 
\Vhat'll you have, Dink ?" '  

Dink is a little, thin sour-pussed mug 
with a leathery £ace and black eyes. He 
doesn't look like a right guy to me. 

"Bring me the same, but only one 
sandwich," he savs out of the left 
corner of  his mouth. He don't look at 
Carmencita, and there's something 
wrong with any man who wouldn't look 
at her. 

"You need more exercise," Dudley 
laughs. "Then you'd have an appetite 
like mine." 

"J get plenty, ' '  says Dink, "flying 
your cockeyed crates in rotten 
\n·ather.'' 

Tonight is rotten weather, for a fact. 
I wonder i f  they've been up. It's dark 
and cold and rainy. There have been 
three crashes during the last month. 
Up in the mountains-and you have to 
fly over mountains to land in any air
port in town-there's snow and sleet. 

Dudley shows his white teeth and 
laug-hs. "You made it," he savs. "and 
that's that. ' '  

. 

"I made it this time.'' says Dink 
sourly. "But how many more times-'' 

Dudley must have given him a signal 
of some kind. Dink pipes down with a 
growl. Dudley glances at me. I' l l  bet 
he knew T was listening in. 

\Vben Carmencita carries their order 
over to them, I can see that he's asking 
her who I am. She looks at me and 
smiles 

Sour-pussed Dink gi\·es me a mean 
look. They go on eating, then. 

Carmencita dri fts over to my booth, 
to fill up the sugar bowl that's already 
full. 

"Mr. Dudley wanted to know who 

you were," she says, "and J told him 
you're the greatest private detective 
since Sherlock Holmes.' '  

Carmencita likes me. I got Speed 
Alvarado out of a nasty blackmail jam. 
not so long ago. But she's \\'tong. I'm 
a private dick, all right, as sure as my 
name's Casey. when J can get clients ; 
but as far as for being great at the 
racket, that's another story. 

Having no place to go. and nothing 
to do, I dawdle in Felipe's. Dudley and 
his pal, Dink, put away their food and 
pay their checks. They're at the 
cashier's desk and I'm wondering why 
a man like Dudley tolerates the com
pany of Dink-there must be some 
pleasant pilots in the world-when he 
gestures to Dink and starts for my 
booth. Dink goes out and Dudley. 
showing his white teeth, sits down 
across from me. 

"l\Ir. Casey, 1 believe," he says. 
"Right ! How'd you guess?"  
He shook a finger at me and winked. 

"Just psychic." he says, "that's all. Mr. 
Richard Casey, late of the police de
partment, now engaged in private de
tection ."  

"The description fits  me .  brother. I 'm 
psychic. too. You're Cyril Dud!t-y, polo 
star, man about town, aviator, and so 
forth. What's on your mind, Cyril, old 
boy ?" '  

THAT'S pretty brash. I ' l l  admit, but 
I"m past caring. T"ve been broke so 

long- J feel like a Bolshevik. CHil 's 
smile fades. then he reCO\'ers 

. 
and 

laughs. 
"J\·e got a job for you. Dick. old 

pal, ' '  he comes back. "Perhaps you 
know, being psychic. that J own the 
Valley Airport. Most of  it. Somebody's 
fussing around the hangars at night. 
I need a good man, like you. on the 
job." 
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"A night watchman ? l'm a detective, 
Cyril. I think I am." 

"There may be some doubt about 
that, but let it pass. I have a night 
watchman. He's deaf, dumb and blind. 
,I need a detective. Do you want the 
job ?" 

'.'How much ?" 
"What's the usual ?" 
I named it and he nodded. "All right. 

Report at the field tomorrow evening, 
about seven. I'll be there." 

He got up and grinned at me. He 
shucked a few bills off a thick roll. 
Then he went out. 

"See !" said Carmencita, who had 
watched the whole business. "I got you 
a good job, Senor Casey !" 

"Thanks, sweetheart. Tell Speed I'll 
bet my roll on his next fight." 

I went out, too. I smelled something 
like dead fish. You can't be in this 
racket as long as I've been without de
veloping a nose for queer smells. 

Dink is at the wheel of a big, black 
Cadillac roadster. Dudley climbs in be
side him and says something. I'm in 
the shadow, near the bright entrance 
to Felipe's. 

A trolley car comes by. Dink starts 
the motor, the roadster moves off. It 
turns into an alley, a little distance 
away. That's funny. The alley doesn't 
go anywhere, except up to a warehouse 
and into another alley. "Why should 
my old pal, Dudley, take such a funny 
way home ? 

I cut and run for it, through Felipe's 
kitchen, into his back yard, over his 
fence. 

The roadster, with lights out, swings 
past me. It stops, not far away, in the 
rear of  an old wreck of  a building that 
must have been there since the town 
was an Indian village. I 've often no
ticed that building. It faces on the same 
street as Felipe's. It looks like a Mexi-

can laborer's shack, with potted geran
iums in the window, but with a general 
run�down, dirty look. Sometimes I 've 
seen kerosene lamps burning inside, be
hind torn lace curtains. 

The car swings into a shed. Dink 
shuts the doors on it and then the two 
men, Dudley and Dink, go in the rear 
door of the old house. 

"Well, well," I said. "What have we 
here ?" 

My new employer, for a guy of  so
cial standing, frequents odd dumps anil 
no mistake. 

But my curiosity does me no good 
There isn't a chance of looking into 
that house, except in the front room 
I prowled all around it. The front room 
is empty, but a kerosene lamp is burn 
ing on the table. The interior looks lik, 
any Mexican laborer's house, and l'w 
seen plenty. 

\Vhat is Cyril Dudley doing in there � 
There's no answer, so I drifted back 

to Felipe's for another cup of coffee 
It's about time for Carmencita to go off 
duty. Speed Alvarado is there to takr 
her home. He's jealous, the bantam. 
and i f  anybody so much as looks at his 
girl, he gets killing mad. Except me. 
Speed likes me. He says I'm to be best 
man at his wedding. 

We have a beer together until Car
mencita shows up with her rabbit coat 
on and tells Speed she's ready. 

"Say, babe, that guy Dudley ?" I 
asked her. "\Vhat else do you know 
about him ?" 

"Dudley !" snaps Speed. "You been 
seeing him ?" 

"Just here, Speed. He comes in to 
eat. I've got to serve him, don't I ?" 

"I don't like him," Speed says. "Let 
him go uptown where he belongs." 

Carmencita smiles. She likes to make 
Speed jealous, i f  he doesn't get too 
violent. 

3 D-19 
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"I don't know anything about him," 
she says, "except what I told you. He's 
rich. Mr. Casey is going to work for 
him, Speed." 

"You want to watch him," Speed 
says. "I wouldn't trust that guy." 

"1 been watching him," I said. "Good 
night, kids. Don't do anything I 
wouldn't do--and that gives you all the 
liberty in the world." 

Carmencita laughs. She's a lively kid; 
and she's crazy about Speed. But she 
tries to keep him from guessing it. 

I WALK up the street to the dump I 
call a hoteL I pass the house Dudley 

and Dink went into. It still has me 
guessing. But I sleep on it, and the next 
evening, at a quarter to seven, I'm at 
the airport. 

There's nobody there except the 
night \vatchman, and Dudley was right 
when he said he was deaf, dumb and 
blind. Especially dumb. He's a big, 
tow-haired boy with a mouth that's 
always open. I tell him Dudley told me 
to show up and he says, "Huh ?" 

Dudley arrives a little after seven. 
He's as happy as ever, showing his 
teeth with every smile. 

"Now, Casey, my friend," he says, 
"I want you to nab the man--or men 
-that have been getting into my han
gars and tampering with the motors on 
my planes." 

''Any idea who they are ?" 
"Not an idea," he says. "llut some

thing funny is going on here." 
"And not onlv here,'' I said to mv-

sdf. 
. • 

It's a fine night, for a change ; a good 
night for flying. Clear and cool. But 
Dudley isn't using any of his planes 
tonight. He leaves pretty soon, and I 
prowl around the hangars. Nobody 
comes nea� the place, but I'm earning 
wages agam. 
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The next night is also clear, but no· 
body flies. The third night, though, is 
a wet, wicked one, with a ceiling so low 
that a man would have to be crazy to 
take a plane up. About eight o'clock 
Dink and Dudley show up. The ground 
crew is still on the job. They roll a 
plane out of a hangar and Dink warms 
it up. 

"This is a hell of a night for flying," 
I said to Dudley. "Too bad you couldn't 
have made it last night . "  

He gave me that sam:: toothy smile 
and said, "Dink doesn't mind. He likes 
it. Say, Casey, nm down to the dn�g· 
store on the boulevard and get me a 
quart of Old Ruddy. Dink likes to have 
a bottle in case it gets cold up there." 

I went. But when I came back, Dink 
had already taken off. T put the bottle 
down in front of Dudley. on the desk 
in the office. 

"Thanks," he said. "Dink had his 
own bottle." He turned to the crew. 
"About half of  you boys can go home,' '  
he said. "The rest you wait ti l l  Dink 
comes back." 

"\Vhere'd he go ?" I asked. 
" San Francisco," Dudley said, with 

his usual smile. 
Anyway, Dink made a fast trip. He 

left about eight and he landed again a 
little after four in the morning. He 
could have made Frisco in that time
the plane was a high-speed, tri-motored 
job-but it wouldn't give him a lot of 
time to call on his friends. I f  he had 
gone a shorter distance-

But my job was to catch pro\vlers. 
Dudley had left the airport, but he 

was back again before Dink landed. 
Dink was cussing the weather, but 
without giving him a chance to pull 
off his flying clothes Dudley hustled 
him over to the black roadster. They 
went away and the ground-crew rolled 
the plane into the hangar. 
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"He sure made a quick trip," I said 
to one of the boys. 

"Yeah," he said. Talkative, like that. 
''The boss must 'a' sent him to Frisco 

on important business," I went on. 
' 'This is a rotten night to take the air." 

"This weather suits Dink and it 
suits the boss," he growled and walked 
away from me. 

Pretty soon the place was deserted, 
except for the tow-head with the open 
mouth. The lights were all on, though, 
and I wondered how anybody could get 
into a hangar with them all burning. 

A little before dawn, as I was prowl
ing, I saw a man duck toward the small, 
side-door of the hangar where they 
had put Dink's plane. He got the door 
open-with a pass-key I guess-and 
slipped inside. 

I grabbed my automatic and ran 
over there . .  

THE door was unlocked and I got 
inside. This mug had a light on in 

the cabin of the plane. Otherwise, it 
was dark in the hangar. He wasn't tam· 
pering with the motor, but he was sure 
going through the cabin. 

He had his coat collar turned up and 
his hat down. I couldn't get a look at 
his face. 

I stayed in the dark and waited for 
him to climb out of the cabin. He 
switched off the light, muttered some· 
thing and stepped down. 

I bored into him with the gun. 
"March out, friend," I said. "I want a 
look at you." 

I've handled some tough ones, but 
this fellow was slippery. He let out a 
gasp, l ike I had scared him to death, 
and put his hands up. 

"Don't shoot !" he begged. 
I thought he was going to faint. He 

sagged against my gun hand. I shifted 
i t  to catch him. 

Then he cut loose. He slipped down, 
all right, but he wasn't fainting. He 
caught me around the knees, pulled me 
down, socked me hard and drove his 
knee into my stomach. I was gasping 
for air when he slugged me across the 
head. Then I was out. 

I remembered, \Vhen I woke up and 
looked at the tow·head, what the fel· 
low had felt like. Slender, not very tall, 
but wiry and strong. 

"\Vhat happened to yuh, mister ?" 
asked the tow·head. "Did yuh stumble 
over something?" 

"Yeah," I said. "I  stumbled over my 
foot." 

"T've done that mysel f," he said. 
When I reported to Dudley, he gave 

me the usual smile. ;,Maybe you'll catch 
him next time," he said. "If I may make 
a suggestion, Mr. Casey, the next time 
you might shoot first and ask questions 
later." 

"I  like to know who I'm shooting." 
Dudley shrugged. "He's a murderous 

scoundrel," he said. "He might disable 
a plane and cause a pilot's death." 

"He wasn't working on the molars," 
I said. "He was searching the cabin." 

"That's consoling, anyway." 
A fter that there was some day·time 

flying-short hops. Dink and Dudley 
both flew, and some of Dudley's friends 
who kept their planes there. He knew 
the right people. 

No more night flying until another 
dirty, muggy night came along. They 
sure liked filthy weather for their sky 
work 

This time, Dink and Dudley showed 
up about eight. Dink was coughing and 
had a thick muffler around his neck 

"Dink's sick--or thinks he is," said 
Dudley to the head of the ground·crew. 
"I'll take the big ship." 

"Off to San Francisco again, Mr. 
Dudley ?" I asked him. 
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"Yes," he said, without the  usual 
flash of teeth. 

He made it in even less time than 
Dink had on his last trip. Fast work, if 
he went to Frisco. But I was betting 
he had gone south, instead of north. 
Across the border, down on the coast 
of Baja California, somewhere, where 
he picked up whatever he wanted. 

They didn't haul Chinks in those 
planes. It must be dope. And that's why 
the slippery gent who clubbed me was 
searching the cabin. 

That's also why they picked such rot· 
ten flying weather. They took a chance, 
of  course, but there was less chance of 
being picked up by the Border patrol 
planes on such nights. 

Why so many trips ? You could bring 
in a hundred grand worth of junk with
out adding much weight to a plane. 
And why had Dudley hired me, a dick, 
to guard his hangars ? 

Dink had showed up at the port an 
hour before Dudley landed. I tried to 
talk to him. No dice. He wouldn't talk ; 
he just growled. 

When Dudley hit the field-a perfect 
three-pointer ; the guy could fly-Dink 
seemed excited about something. He 
jumped out of the roadster and stuck 
his hand in his coat pocket. He was 
crouching like a trigger-man and star
ing at the plane. I thought he was sore 
at Dudley, for something, and I 
watched him close. 

Dudley came over to the roadster, 
on the run, in his flying suit. 

"Let's go, Dink ! Quick !" 
"Just a minute !" somebody said. 

I TURNED. A man was running 
toward the roadster. He wasn't very 

big. But he was fleet. I had a hunch I 
had been close to him before. In fact, 
I would have bet my week's pay he was 
the slippery mug that slugged me. 

He had his gun out. 
"Hold i t ! "  I said. 
"Stay out o' this, copper," he told 

me. 
"Step on it, Dink !" said Dudley. 

"Let's go !" 
Instead, Dink muttered some words 

he didn't pick up at Sunday school. J 
saw him stand up, lean out of the road
ster and then T heard the shot. 

The slippery fellow answered, as he 
fell. But he fell and lay there. 

"Drop that gun !' '  I yelled at Dink, 
and fired into the air. 

Dudley was out of  the car, then, 
moving toward the man on the ground. 

"Now you have done i t !"  he mut
tered. "Help me with him, Casey. We'll 
run him to a hospital." 

"It's too late," J said, after one look. 
The bullet had done things to his 

head. 
' 'Help me !" Dudley snapped. "Li ft 

him up." 
I didn't like his tone, but I helped 

him. We put the dead one in the car. 
"Get in and drive," said Dudley to 

Dink. 
Some of the ground men had started 

over. 
"It's all right, boys," said Dudley. 

"Casey caught a prowler and winged 
him. \Ve're taking him to the hospital." 

Dudley had a hold on my arm. He 
jerked open the rumble seat lid. 

"Get in !" he said. 
I still didn't like his tone. I pulled 

back. 
"What's the idea ?" I asked. "Tcllin' 

him I winged this mug ? And where are 
we going?" 

Dudley has strong hands. From polo, 
I guess. One of them closed over my 
wrist and I dropped my gun. He kicked 
it under the car. I felt something boring 
into my side. 

"Get in, Casey," he said. 
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Well, we went away from there. 
We hadn't gone far when Dudley 

laughed and said to me, "You shouldn't 
have killed that man, Casey. He was a 
Federal narcotic dick." 

I jerked back. I didn't say anything. 
"The way you shot him, without 

warning, without trying to find out who 
he was-no, that was bad, Casey. They 
still hang people for things like that ."  

"Al l  right," I said. " I  shot him.  Go 
on from there." 

He didn't say anything for a �while. 
Then, with another mean laugh, he 
went on : "It wouldn't do for my good 
friend, Dink, with his swell flying rec
ord, to be accused of shooting this man. 
Or me. You're elected, Casey, old pal. 
Dink saw you shoot him, tried to stop 
you. So did J .  If there's been any dope 
smuggling through my airport, you 
must have had a hand in it. Otherwise, 
you wouldn't have killed that poor man 
the way you did." 

"So I 'm tossed to the lions," I said. 
"You can't make it stick." 

He gave me that cold laugh. I pitied 
his polo ponies. 

"Private clicks are in bad odor in 
this man's town," he said. And that 
was the truth. Some of the boys had 
tried to shake down picture stars. A 
couple of others were deeply involved 
in the disappearance of a shyster who 
was the mouthpiece for the burg's big
gest gambler. The cops had nabbed 
them. They'd believe anything about 
me. 

"Your disappearance certainly makes 
i t  look bad," Dudley said. " 'The guilty 
flee when no man pursueth. ' That's out 
of a book, Casey, my friend." 

"Did you hire me just to frame me ?" 
"I thought you might be useful. The 

narcotic boys were getting curious. I 
thought a zealous cop like you, eager 
to earn his salary, might make it tough 

for them. You disappointed me, Casey, 
when you didn't shoot that fellow the 
other night. nut it's all right now." He 
paused and then said : "\Ve're through 
with dirty flying for some months." 

"Oh, you've brought in all the junk 
you need for a while, huh ? Now all you 
have to do is peddle it ? That's a hell 
of a racket for a man like you to be 
in !" 

"It takes money," he said callously. 
"to live in the style to which I am ac
customed." 

THERE was a red light ahead of us. 
Dink was slowing down. I decided 

I'd be better off somewhere else, all by 
myself. I got ready to leave the road
ster. 

Maybe I gave myself away. 
Dink surprised me. He swung a cor

ner, speeding up, as I was jumping. 
Dudley pulled me down, swore, cracked 
me with his fist. I swung for his jaw 
and missed. Then he hit me over the 
head with his gun. I slipped down, out 
of sight, and he put his feet on me. 
After a minute, I didn't know or care 
what was happening. 

The next thing I knew I was waking 
up on a soft divan in a strange room. 
There were two floor lamps burning, 
shedding a soft light over the odds and 
ends of expensive furniture. 

Dudley was sitting in a big chair, 
opposite me, smoking a cigarette and 
fiddling with a high-powered radio set. 
He had a tall drink at his elbow. 

He gave me that white-toothed smile. 
"Here we are !" he said. "I sent Dink 

out for something to eat. This will be 
your home for a while." 

"Yeah ? Not for long. What did you 
do with the narcotic dick ?" 

"The man you killed ? Left him at 
the hospital. Reported to the police that 
you killed him and got away. They're 
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looking for you. But they won't find 
you-here." 

A trolley car rolled by, outside. I 
had a hunch where we were. It was ver
ified a few minutes later when Dink 
came in. I 'd know Felipe's sandwiches 
anywhere, and Dink brought in a bag
ful, as well as a jug full of  chili and an
other full of coffee. VVc were in the 
back end of the old house. I heard 
somebody moving around the front 
rooms. 

Dudley pushed a small table up to 
the divan where I was. He and Dinl� 
pulled up chairs and Dink spread out 
the food. Dudley poured drinks all 
around. 

Dink kept sniffing like his nose 
itched. He didn't look as mean as be
fore. His flying nerve was' partly co
caine. 

"You're going to crack up some time 
if you use happy dust when you fly," 
Dudley said to him. 

"'Wouldn't that be tragic?" Dink 
asked, like he didn't give a damn. "Why 
\.:eep this cop alive ?" 

"The police want him for murder." 
Dink laughed. "Okay. Let 'em have 

him." 
"Tf necessary." said Dudley. "He 

may be an ace in the hole for us-at 
least until we get rid of  the stuff." 

"That won't take long. All we have 
to do is fly to Seattle, with stop�offs at 
all the stations. Then back by way of 
Reno and it 's  unloaded." 

Dudley nodded. "I'll get up a party 
-just a few intimate friends not even 
a narcotic squad man could suspect. 
Let's see ! Stuart Irvine, of  the bank. 
His wife, Sue. John Underwood. His 
sister, Alice. Yes, Alice, by all means .  
I'd l ike  lO have her  along." 

The people he named were all top
notch, socially and financially. He was 
right. \\lith them along, not �ven a nar-

cotic · man would suspect him of un
loading junk. From what they said, I 
guessed they had stations all up and 
down the coast. A nice little business. I 
had stumbled on something the narcotic 
boys would have paid money to know 
about. 

I knew better than to think Dudley 
was going to turn me over to the cops 
or going to let me live. He had laid a 
good foundation for clearing himself. 
If he could make the cops believe 1 
was mixed up in the snmggling and 
had killed the narcotic dick on that ac
count, he wOuld still be in the dear. 
If necessary, I figured that he might 
also toss Dink to the lions. There was 
nothing Dudley wouldn't do. I was 
sorry for the girl he mentioned, Alice 
Underwood. 

I t  it carile to the worst, for him, I 
was betting he would kill both Dink 
and me, then slip out of the jam him
sci f by claiming he had discovered we 
were using his planes and his airport 
for smuggling and that \Ve had put up 
a fight when he had accused us. With 
his standing and his connections, he 
could get away with it, too, unless the 
narcotic boys already had plenty on 
him. But they hadn't--or the slippery 
gent wouldn't have been prowling 
around the hangars. 

Somebody knocked on a door and 
Dudley said, "Come in." 

A fat Mexican, dressed in working 
clothes, stepped into the room. J caught 
a glimpse of  the front of  the house 
while the door was open. It was the 
house ncar Felipe's, all right. 

The Mexican grinned. Dink and 
Dudley got up and went into a huddle 
with him on the far side of the room. 
I couldn't hear what they said. The 
Mexican kept nodding and grinning. 
glancing at me in a way that meant they 
were talking about me. 
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I KNEW better than to make a move. 
Dink or Dudley would have stopped 

me before I got to the door. I sipped 
a drink, reached for a sandwich and 
ate it. In my vest pocket I found a pen
cil stub. I started stacking the paper 
plates from Felipe's. I didn't think it 
would do much good, but I scrawled 
a note to Carmencita on one of the 
plates. Then I put another on top of it. 
She probably wouldn't see it ; but she 
might. 

"Had enough to eat ?" asked Dudley, 
walking back to me. "Stand up, then, 
and turn around." 

He tied my hands behind me, quick
ly, with strong twine. 

"All right, Miguel !" he said. "Take 
him down."  

Miguel went into another room, leav
ing the door open, and li fted a trap 
door. He beckoned to me. 

· 

I shrugged and went over to him. 
"Then you can take all that stuff back 

to Felipe's, Mike," said Dudley. "Good 
night, Casey, old pal. Don't let out any 
yells or Mike will tape your lips ."  

I went down the stairs, into the cel
lar. It  was big and cool. On one side 
there were six wine barrels. Nearby, on 
shelves there were a lot of bottles. On 
the other side of the room there was a 
row of metal lockers. 

"Full of junk," I thought. "Here's 
where they store i t  until they can dis
tribute it to their stations." 

Mike hustled me over to a cot in a 
corner and hobbled my ankles. Then he 
went upstairs. 

He left one small light on. I sat on 
the cot and looked around. It must have 
been a wine-cellar, in the early days. 
The old house may have been in the 
middle of a big vineyard. Now it was 
right in the industrial section. 

I had a curiosity about those lockers. 
I hobbled over and turned my back, fid-

dling with the knob on one of them. It 
was locked. I tried some more. All 
locked. I was willing to bet there was 
enough junk in them, of every kind, to 
hop up an army. Boy, how'd it feel to 
tip off the narcotic squad to a haul 
like this ! 

But there was nothing I could do. 
Even if Miguel took all the stuff back 
to Felipe's, including the used plates, 
there wasn't much chance of Carmen
cita seeing my note. 

I heard the hum of the smooth motor 
in Dudley's roadster. Dink and Dudley 
were going places. 

I hobbled back to the cot and sat 
down. Tied as I was, it  wasn't too com
fortable. Nothing to do but wait. For 
what ? For Dudley to come back and 
fix me up. 

There was a commotion upstairs. I 
sat up and listened. Miguel and some
body else were telling each other things 
in Spanish, fighting while they talked. 
One of them went down right over my 
head. The other ran. 

I heard the trapdoor open and knew 
the winner of the fight was coming 
down. I crawled under the cot. If it was 
Dink, coming back to finish me, I didn't 
want him to see me. 

It was Speed Alvarado ! 
I was never so glad to see anybody in 

my life. 
"Speed !" I called. 
He came on the run, breathing hard, 

and helped me up. Then he cut"the rope 
off my ankles and snapped the twine 
around my wrists. 

"Nice work, boy," I said. "How'd 
you know I was here ? Carmencita tell 
you ?" 

"No," he shook his head. "I  saw 
Dudley turn into the alley. I knew he 
had this hang-out. I saw 'em pack you 
in. I didn't have a rod, so I had to wait 
-till they blew. Then I tangled with 
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Dopey Mike. He's heavy, but slow. 
Come on. \Ve scram !"  

"As far  as a phone," I told him. 
"Upstairs. I want to pull the narcotic 
boys down here. I want to show 'em 
this layout." 

"Do it from somewhere else ! They 
rna v come back." 

' 7Don 't worry, boy. They've gone for 
the night." 

WE went upstairs. Miguel was on 
the floor, out. I gestured to Speed 

aml he stood over him, ready to kick 
him in the head if he moved. I ambled 
over and sat down, reaching for the 
phone. This was going to be good ! Mc
Nulty, head of the narcotic squad, 
turned down my application for a job, 
not so long ago ; said I was through, 
washed up ; being a private dick had 
spoiled me for taking orders. I 'd make 
him eat those words ; I'd make a deal 
with him. 

l had my hand on the phone when 
Dudley's voice cracked : "Drop it !" 

He was standing in the doorway, gun 
yointed, covering Speed, too. 

Dink was right back of him. 
I pushed the phone away. "You v,·in 

another round," I said. "How come 
you're here ?" 

"We saw this ham and egg fighter 
hanging around. Friend of yours, huh ? 
Come on, Dink. Show the champ some 
boxing." 

Dink stuck his gun in his pocket, 
grinned and stepped up to Speed. He 
socked him right and left. Speed tried 
to cover up, but he was watching Dud
ley's gun, too. Dink backed him against 
the wall, driving his fists home. 

"That'll do, Dink. Now let's find out 
whether the dumb Mr. Casey knows 
more than we think he docs." 

Dink pulled his gun again, while 
Dudley pocketed his. He came over to 

where I was. I saw his fist coming and 
ducked. He feinted and hit me with his 
left. It knocked me half out of the 
chair. As I kicked at him and tried to 
get up, he swung again with his right. 

As I'm ducking,_ covering my head to 
avoid the dynamite, I see a tow-head 
sticking in the door. It's the watchman 
from the airport, the dumb mug that 
stumbles over his own feet, and he also 
has a gun. I can see where Speed and 
I stay here. I'm sorry for Carmencita. 
She's going to miss Speed. 

Dudley swings and my chair goes 
over. I hit the floor on my shoulder. 

Then Dink also sees the tow-head. 
"You !" Dink said. 
There were two shots--quick. 
And Oink doubled up in front of 

Speed. 
"All right, Dudley !" says the tow

head. And he doesn't sound so dumb 
now. "The show's over. This is the 
curtain. Get your hands high."'  

Dudley looks at him, over his shoul· 
der. He's surprised. 

"\Vhy, Peters," he says, "what-?" 
"Not Peters," says the tow-head. 

"Patterson, narcotic squad." 
Dudley slowly eases his hands up. 

His face is  drained white. He has a wild 
look in his eye. He looks around. He's 
facing the tow-head. Speed is  on the 
other side, I 'm opposite Speed. 

"Take his gun, Casey," says Pat
terson. "and tap him for other 
weapons." 

I got the gun and frisked him. I 
found a bunch of keys. 

"Downstairs,". I said, "I think you'll 
find plenty of junk, Patterson." 

"That's my g-ness. The Lays will be 
here in a fc,r minut(�s. This is going to 
be quite a smell for Dndley, the high
flyer. We'll gi,·e you plenty of credit, 
Casey." 

Dudley suddenly twisted, thudding 



56 DETECTIVE F1CTION WEEKLY 

into me, knocking me between him and 
Patterson. Then he ducked and ran. 

Speed leaped after him. 
"I want him alive !" yelled Patterson. 

"T  want him alive !" 
I saw then that Speed had Dink's 

gun in his hand. When he heard Pat
terson, he tossed it aside and dived for 
Dudley's legs. He brought him down, 
and then, for a minute or two, it was 
a mix-up between a featherweight and 
a hea vywcight. 

But Patterson jumPed in and landed. 
He had him alive ! 

"I've got to make him talk," he said. 
;'-We've got to get a list of all his 
agents, up and down the coast." 

The squad men were piling in. 
"Hello, McNulty," I said. "You're late 
again. \Vc did your job for you." 

McNulty gave me a sheepish grin. 

"Come and see me, Casey, I'll try to 
square it. Nice work, Pat." 

I waited just long enough to look 
into the lockers. I was right. The junk 
in there was worth a couple of hundred 
grand. 

';Come on, Speed," I said. ' 'Let's get 
us a sandwich and a cup of coffee." 

\Ve go in to Felipe's and Carmencita 
dishes out her best smile. 

';What have you boys been doing ?" 
she wants to know. "You look all ruf
fled. Speed, your hair's all mussed up 1" 

"Playing post-office with some people 
that didn't know the rules," says Speed 

"Post-office ?" Carmencita giggles 
"I know that one." 

And proves it by kissing him right 
on the lips. 

"If that was post-office," I said 
"give me polo." 

Ingenious Diamond Thief 
IN one of the diamond mines of Borneo there was once a laborer who man-

aged to steal several valuable diamonds. As he wore no clothing when at 
work, and underwent the usual examination on coming off shift, he was con
sidered entirely safe. He escaped with his prizes and became a rich man. In his 
old age he revealed the secret of his success as a diamond thief. 

He had prepared himself for the work with the assistance of a surgeon, 
who shared with him the proceeds of the enterprise. The surgeon placed a ball, 
somewhat larger than a pea, in the fleshy part of the man's thigh, kept down 
the irritation as much as possible, and allowed the flesh to grow over the 
wound, or nearly so. The ball was then taken out, leaving a comfortable cavity 
a quarter of an inch below the skin. A small opening was made, and the skin 
at the opening was allowed to grow around a steel rod about half as large as 
the diameter of the cavity. In this way a very fine receptacle was formed for 
the deposit o f  the diamond. 

I t  took some time to perfect, but when finished it proved entirely satisfac
tory, and the man wa!':, sure of having his pocket always about him. \Vhen he 
found a diamond that could be crowded into this cavity, he would contrive to 
stow it away ; and then, at the earliest opportunity, he repaired to the office 
of the surgeon, where the diamond was removed with the aid of a pair of 
forceps. They did not strike for the largest diamonds, and were doubtless 
more successful in this mode of working than if  they had planned their enter
prise on a grander scale. 

-1. L. Considine 
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" Batten 

Down That 
Killer ! "  

When He Felt the 
Handshake of Guilt, 
Tony Key Knew Who 
Was Dealing Death on 
That Giant Aircraft 

Carrier! 
67 

W
HEN the speed boat moved 
past the Honolulu breakwater 
he saw the giant hulk of  the 

Lexi1zgton on the horizon ahead, her 
SC\'enty-five planes resting on the ex
pansive flight deck, her stacks belch
ing smoke, and it amused him to think 
of  a ship so huge and costly standing 
still in the water waiting for him to 
come aboard. Because a long time ago 
he had gone to Annapolis, and he had 
been an officer, and when he had re
signed all of them had loathed him. He 
had deliberately been an hour late be
cause it gave him pleasure to think of 
the captain fuming and the navigator 
mumbling nnder his breath, and the 
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rest of the fleet lying out in LaHaina 
Roads, Maui, waiting too, wondering 
were the Lexi�tgton was. 

He smiled and puffed at a cigarette. 
Of course his director would not like 
it too well either ; nor the fat producer. 
They always made fools of themselves 
going out of their way to be nice when· 
e\·er the navy permitted them to make 
pictures aboard ship. But neither his 
director nor producer could say much 
to William Crossett. His name in 
lights meant cash in box offices and 
there were plenty of other companies 
\\"aiting to grab him up. 

But as he kept watching the Lexing· 
to11 something cold and unpleasant 
shuddered through him, and for the 
first time in his life he felt as though 
he were a man going backward. He 
threw the cigarette away and shifted 
a little uncomfortably. He tried to 
purge his mind of the nostalgia of his 
\'Outhful emotional hvsteria, the kind 
i1e had known in Am;apolis. The kind 
he had afterward called rot. 

But as the boat sped through the 
water and the Lexingto11 loomed big
ger, the horror of  his past crowded 
deeper and deeper in his mind, and it 
occurred to him now that this would 
be the first time he had been aboard 
a 11a\·y boat since he had resigned. 
Perhaps that was the reason for his 
feeling and i t  would wear off. He 
would become himself again and thrust 
the spear of  his success into the hearts 
of the men who gave their lives to the 
sea. He would pretend as though they 
were all shipimates as they had once 
been, but he would be careful to say 
things that would show them the fu
tility of their drab existence. He would 
mention life in Hollywood, and casu
ally let them know the staggering 
weekly salary he had collected 
for six consecutive years. 

Yet. his ambition to do this, for a 
while riding high, now was flagging. 
He \\"as terrified. His old fear, the one 
he had fought through Annapolis, 
came choking up through his chest. 
The fear of  guns and planes and regu
lation. He was afraid of the ship. He 
could not understand what had come 
over him. l-Ie was suddenly looking at 
his whole life as though he were not 
\Villiam Crossett but somebody else. 
Someone who stood back and viewed 
the whole thing from the very begin
ning. Someone who knew the thoughts 
that had been in his mind. The schemes 
of  intrigue and treachery ; his methods 
of  cold and selfish ruthlessness. 

And now he was frightened that 
they would not see him as the great 
William Crossett, but the weakling of 
his class, the cheat among gt.'nllemen ; 
the man who had not what it took to 
be a sailor. He looked at the uniform 
he wore. Neatly tailored, and glisten
ing 'vhite, with gold wings over his 
chest. In stage clothes he was a lieu
tenant*commander. He leaned forward 
and kept watching the Lexington and 
he was conscious suddenly of the beat
ing of his heart. 

Desperately, as the man who stood 
on the side and viewed his l i fe, he tried 
to find reason and quality ; but there 
was none. Not a shred, nor had there 
been any since the beginning. He had 
pleaded with Senator Hall to appoint 
him to Annapolis because he thought 
a uniform was glamorous, and he re
membered with the shame the flagitious 
lies he had told to convince the Sena
tor he wanted to be a great naval ofli* 
cer. And from that time on he had 
glibly lied his way through life. 
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able to delude himself that everything 
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he did was right, and he had made up 
excuses for even the most cruel of  his 
acts. Like Martha. It  was not pleasant 
to think of  Martha now because she 
was the ex-wife of one of  the officers 
and he would soon have to face the 
man and shake hands with him as 
though they were friends. 

Water splashed about the stern of 
the boat where he sat in cushions, and 
he wiped his face with a handkerchief 
and did not look at the Le.ringt01z any 
longer because they were too close to 
it. He looked at the handkerchief. 
There was sweat on it. He laughed, 
but the laughter made no sound over 
the motor of the boat. 

"I  am being a fool," he said aloud. 
"I will be the most celebrated man they 
ever had aboard, and they'll be glad 
enough to forget. They'll honor me." 

But he was aware that even as he 
spoke the words, he would not be talk
ing aloud to himself i f  he were not 
more frightened than he had ever been 
before in his life. He saw the side of 
the ship in a blur of  gray before his 
eyes. He saw the white gangway. The 
boat swished alongside. 

Two sailors stood at the bottom of 
the gangway to help him aboard, and 
he was trembling as they l ifted him to 
�he platform. He climbed the ladder 
quickly to top side. There were no side 
boys, no officers. Only th..: producer 
waddling across toward him. 

"\.Yell, I must say, Crossett, you 
took your time." 

" Sorry," he murmured. ' 'J was held 
up." 

The producer took a cigar out of his 
mouth. "Ye s ?  Well you're going to be 
held up once too often some of these 
days. Do you realize-" 

William Crossett l i fted his hand. 
"Please ! I'm in no mood for your 
banter. Where is the first shot ?" 

"\\'e were going to take one on the 
bridge, but it's all off now." He 
turned. " 1lr. Johnson." 

Crossett suddenly saw Tom Johnson 
step from a hatch and move across the 
deck. He swallowed as he saw the gray 
at Johnson's temples, the deep lines in 
his face, and the lieutenant-commander 
bars on his shoulder straps. He tried 
to smile, and put out his hand. His 
whole body was trembling. 

"VVell, i f  it isn't good old Tom !" 
Johnson shook his hand, though he 

did not press it, and he said : "It's good 
to see you again, Bill. How's every
thing ?" 

The question was pointless ; born of  
confusion and embarrassment. "All 
right," Crossett answered. "And you ?" 

"Oh-all right," Johnson said 
quietly. "Want to come below ? We're 
having coffee in the wardroom." 

Crossett could feel the stiffness in 
Johnson's voice, and he detected a coot
ness in his manner that might have 
been sheer hatred. There was no cheer
ing. No congratulations upon his 
screen success. He had the feeling that 
he was in for something he did not ex
pect. 

"Coffee's what 1 need right now, 
Tom," he said. 

The producer left them, and they 
went below. Tom Johnson walked a 
pace ahead, as though he disliked walk
ing with Crossett. For quite a long 
while as they moved through the com
partments he said nothing. Then : 

"IVIartha's here. Since this is a cruise 
for the movies, the admiral let her come 
along." 

For a moment the meaning of  the 
words did not hit him, but when they 
did, Crossett stopped ; he caught his 
breath. All bets were off now, the cards 
were on the table. He looked at John
son through burning eyes. 
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"I don't quite know what you 
mean." 

"I mean that Martha is here," John
son saki quietly. 

Crossett shook his head. "But she 
isn't even divorced from me yet." 

"Yes she is. She got a decree in 
another state instead of waiting a year 
in California. \re're together again." 

For a moment Crossett could not 
speak ; his throat seemed parched. 
"You mean-" 

"She came back to me,'' said John-

C Rgf
s�!;s� :��g:�u��n�:��i�)i:��: 

She had always lond Tom. Divorcing 
Tom, and marrying him, had been im
possible madness. He had won 
i\1artha with glamor and intrigue ; not 
because he Joyed her, but because she 
was beautiful and the navy was proud 
of her, as Tom Johnson had been 
proud of her ; and William Crossett's 
great rotten ego, wounded that the 
navy would have none of him, won her, 
and married her because he had want
ed to show them he was better than 
they. 

But that was not \Yhat bothered him. 
It \vas that he and !vlartha had not got
ten on well, and once or twice in drunk
en rage he had hit her, and another 
time he had thrown her down a flight 
of steps so that she was in bed a week. 
She had stuck to him through that be
cause she had a fierce determination to 
make a go of the marriage ; because she 
too had pride and it had been disgrace 
and shame enough that she divorced 
Tom-\\"ilhout letting the world know, 
through the eyes of the hungry press, 
that she could not stay married to \Vil
lian Crossett either. But she represent
ed the nan· he hated. and he had been 
utterly rotten with her. He had want-

ed to make her suffer. I t  was a quirk 
in his nature. The selfish revenge of 
wounded vanity. And at last when he 
had crushed all the pride and respect 
out of her, he had come home from lo
cation one day to find her gone. He had 
laughed when he read her note. He had 
been cruelly satisfied. The turn of 
events rounded out the plans he had 
made from the beginning. 

And now Tom Johnson was saying 
softly, "She came back to me," and in 
a few minutes he was going to see her, 
and have to face her ; and he knew that 
she must have told Tom everything. 
How he had treated her. 

He looked at Tom now and he want· 
ed to lie down on the deck and scream 
for mercy. He wanted to turn and run 
the other way. His blood seemed to 
have' turned to ice, although he was 
sweating. 

He managed to say : "I  will be glad 
to see her." He did not know how he 
got the words out, or where he got 
the strength to move away from the 
bulkhead and continue walking through 
the shiny corridors of the ship. 

Tom went on : "Remember the first 
week we were on board ship out of 
the Academy and you jammed the five
inch gun that almost killed three of  the 
seamen ?" 

Crossett nodded, but he could not 
speak. It was like a nightmare, with his 
past suddenly parading hideously be
fore him. 

"Remember," Tom Johnson went 
on, "how you pleaded to George Reed, 
who was your room-mate, and told 
him about how your folks \Vantcd you 
to be a great naval officer ; how you 
cried and put on one of the acts the 
movies pay you for doing now, until 
you convinced George, because he was 
idealistic and sentimental and noble, 
and because he had been on the same 
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gun with you and you pointed out how 
he might ha\·e been partly responsible 
for what happened, that he should 
shoulder the blame for what happened 
and clear you ? Remember ?" 

Crossen· choked. 
"They let George back i n  the service 

after the dismissal," Tom Johnson 
continued, "but of course he could only 
come in as an enlisted man. It  didn't 
matter, so long as he was in the navy. 
He-he loved the navy." 

"So-he's-back-in ?" Crossett 
managed. 

'!Y cs. He'll be in the wardroom, too. 
He's a chief  petty officer now. Oh yes, 
and remember how you took Ducky 
Wilson ashore with you one night and 
got him drunk ? That was when you 
were dismissed, and Ducky, who had 
a dear record except for that, had to 
remain an ensign two years after the 
rest of us were promoted." 

"And-and he's in the wardroom, 
too ?" 

Tom Johnson nodded. "Yes. And 
,1ere the wardroom is." He put his 
hand on the knob of the door. 

Crossett stopped him. His face was 
livid. "You're crazy i f  you think I'm 
going in there. You\·e tricked me. I'm 
here to make a picture, not rehash your 
petty tragedies. You aren't going to 
get me in there and-and-" 

He did not know what he was say
ing. He was scarcely aware that he 
J i,,ed. He saw Tom jerk his hand away 
and open the door. He saw the faces 
of "Martha and Ducky and George, and 
there '"ere more. He had never 
screamed in his l ife.  But he was a cow
ani, and he screamed now. literally and 
terribly, choking nntil his face was 
blue. He gurgled a jargon of  inco
herent words about getting off the ship 
and that he would not stay here. And 
then he turned and ran. He did not 

know what he was doing. He wanted 
only to get away. 

II 

THAT messenger boy who worked 
in a Hollywood Boulevard office 

of  the \Vestcrn L;nion was smart, and 
he would one day be a great columnist, 
or actor, or cameraman, or movie 
scout ; it was e\·en possible that in his 
old age he would be a fat producer 
like !vfr. Jonas and smoke cigars. The 
boy had his eyes open all the time, and 
he never missed anything. He was a 
walking news bulletin. He knew when 
whose option was up and why, if it was 
not to be renewed. He knew who was 
going to get married, and vice versa. 
He even knew who was going to have 
a baby, and where old stars were and 
what they were doing. He read Win
chell, of course, and Louella Parsons, 
and listened to Jimmy Fiddler, but 
these celebrated persons were on.ly the 
most obYious sources. He had devious 
ways of digging out information that 
was never published, or would be pu])..:. 
lished some time in the future. He 
forecast events for his friends and kept 
a record o f  his scoops. 

And now that messenger boy was 
very close to uncovering a fact which 
only a dozen of the mightiest Holly
wood people knew. He walked into a 
Hollywood Boulevard building and got 
into the elevator, and then he pulled 
out a faded column and read the ques
tion, the answer of which the columnist 
himself didn't know. 

"\'li'hat well known Holly .. ·oorl a8"ent is, 
on the hu�h, reall,· not an a�ent at all, 
but the .. ·orld'e highe�t paiol detedive, 
lltiSigned to !OOh'e all !Indio nau��:htiea 
indudin� murder, and S(JUA@h unfavor
able publidly on the 1111me? 

He read that ag;,in, and he felt quite 
sure he was on the right track. He 
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looked at the messages he was to de� 
liver. One was quite plainly an official 
government communication from the 
Naval Intelligence ; and the other was 
a cable from Honolulu, the source of 
the official message. Paramet was 
shooting "Men of  the Fleet" aboard 
the Lexi11glo11 in Hawaiian waters. 
VVhat, he reasoned, could be more logi· 
cal than a crime of some sort occurring 
on board ship during the making of 
the film, and the detective who was a 
movie specialist being called to the 
scene to help solve i t ?  

He got o ff  the elemtor o n  the fourth 
floor and walked down the padded hall 
to a door on which were written in 
bronze letters : 

ANTHONY KEY 
Arti11'1 Rf!pre1e111a1it:e 

/Uolion Picture•· 

He entered. He had not been in this 
office before and he was amazed at the 
luxury that suddenly surrounded him. 
A rug into which he sank as deeply 
as his heels ; soft, expensive divan and 
chair set ; a pure teakwood reception 
table. Directly ahead of  him and be
hind a sliding glass he could sec a 
woman. And she too made the smart 
Western Union boy catch his breath, 
for he had seen a lot of beauty i n  Hol
lywood, stars and starlets, and he 
thought he had never seen anyone quite 
so beautiful as the woman behind the 
glass. At least one didn't expect to see 
her sitting at a typewriter. 

She was a perfect platinum blonde, 
and she wore a black patent leather 
dress which contrasted with her hair, 
and accentuated the white of her skin, 
and the size of her soft blue eyes, and 
the crimson red o f  her lovely cun·ed 
lips. The messenger boy had to stop 
and shake his head. It was as though 
he had been suddenly transformed into 

the pleasurable world of a cinema 
dream. 

He saw the glass sliding back now. 
The girl said : "Those tels for us?" 

"Tel s ? "  
"Telegrams," s h e  said, smiling. 
He said : "Yeah. You sign right 

here. One's from the Naval Intelli
gence." And now he took a chance. "1 
guess it's another crime for Mr. Key 
to solve." 

The platinum blonde looked up 
quickly. "What do you mean ?" 

"\Vhy 1-ah, isn't lvlr. Key an ama· 
teur detecti\'C on the side ?" 

She shook her head. "He certainly 
i s  not. Wherever you got that foolish 
notion get rid of it. \�hen Mr. Key 
fccli=. he must play, he draws pictures. ' ·  

T h e  b o y  gulped. He h a d  known 
there was a great possibility that he 
was wrong, but you never got to be 
a great scoop artist by being afraid to 
ask questions. He took the signed sheet 
and left the office. When he got outside 
he looked at the clipping again, then 
threw i t  away in disgust. 

"You fake news maker," he mut· 
tered. 

But he walked to the elevator with 
a little misgiving, because he still 
could not understand why the Naval 
Intelligence would be sending a Holly· 
wood agent official communications. 

A
S SOON as the boy left the office 

Betty Gale got up and hurried 
back to her boss' office. She had opened 
the door and was halfway through it 
when he said : 

"Stop !" 
She halted as though she had beer. 

shot. He went on : "Hold i t  that way. 
Chin up a little ; that's it, sweetheart. 
A little frown on your forehead. One 
foot through the door. Let's see how 
fast my candid pencil can sketch you." 
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She held it, because she knew the 

kind of fits he threw when he wasn't 
humored, but her scowl increased. She 
said : ''This is great exercise-for you. 
I\iaybe it "..-oulcl be easier i f  I just got 
Mae \Vest's sculptor to model me in 
marble. And of course there isn"t the 
faintest possibility that a cable from 
the romantic islands of atmosphere 
would be important." 

"Nothing so important as beauty in 
action," he replied, \VOrking feverishly 
with a special leaded pencil. He was a 
dark man who had smoothly combed 
hair, and he was very young. He had 
high check bones, and green eyes that 
reminded one a little of glossy jade. 
He was clad in a neat blue suit, white 
shoes, and open polo shirt. A year ago 
he had been a member o f  the Federal 
Bureau of Investigation assigned to 
Hollywood. But he had retired to de· 
vote a\1 of  his time to studio and movie 
location cases. He was paid magnifi. 
ccntly from a pool that was taxed from 
each studio, and the \Vestern Union 
boy had been right ; as an agent he 
had no clients and sought none. But 
he had to have an office and since for 
a number of  reasons it seemed advis· 
able that his identity be kept secret he 
was listed as an artist's representative. 

"There," he said at last, "I've got 
it. How's that, Betty ?" 

She looked at the sketch, and it 
wasn't bad considering the speed with 
which he had done it. She had seen 
some of his sketches in the newspapers 
before he quit the F.B.I . ; sometimes 
they had helped find men, and other 
times they had been used as evidence. 

"If the worst ever comes," she told 
him, "you can always get a job with 
Walt Disney." 

"Thanks," Tony Key replied, "I'll 
make a note of that. And now to the 
grimmer aspects of life. Did you say 

you had something for me ; or were 
you just getting lonesome out there by 
yourself ?" 

She laid the telegrams on the ma· 
hogany desk in front of  him. He 
glanced up at her, then opened the first 
one. It was the one from the Naval 
Intelligence : 

X:El"-WILLIA:\1 CROSSETT HAS VANISHED 

PERIOD LAST SEEN I N  PASSAGEWAY BELOW 

DECKS ON LEXI�TON BUT CANNOT BE 

FOUND PERIOD AS SEVERAL JIOURS IUVE 

PA.SSED THIS MIGHT BE SERIOUS 

' '\..Vhen Brennan gets excited," Tony 
Key murmured, "there's no doubt 
whatever about the seriousness of the 
case." He opened the cable : 

CO.'IIE AT ONCE OS CIIINA CLIPPF.R STOP 

CROSSF.lT HAS DISAPPEARED STOP OUR HALF 

FIL.'IIEI> PIC IS PAR,I.LYZED STOP SUSPECf 

FOUL PLAY STOP IIURRY STOP HAVE YOU 

ANY IDEAS WIIAT '111GIIT HAVE H,I.PPENED 

TO TliAT SAP BESIDES MURDt:R STOP IF SO 

"It seems," Tony went on, ''that 
Jonas has worked himself up in a 
lather which must have cost him a lot 
of dough at the current cable rates." 

Betty Gale was reading the cables. 
"This is all right," she said. "I hope 
that honey and syrup boy stays hidden 
until we get there. I've been wanting 
to leave Holly for the Coral Shores 
of yonder islands for more months 
than it would be polite to mention." 

"What do you mean : you've been 
wanting to leave ?" 

She put her hands on her hips. 
"Don't tell me I don't get to go along?" 

"Did the cable mention you ? Be· 
sides, who is going to take care of 
the office ?" 

She said : "The office will probably 
rot. \Vhat good would it be anyway, 
without vou here ? And as for the ca· 
ble, I'm Part and parcel o f  this business 
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as much as Curly Conley and Max 
White, your two half-wit strong arm 
men, am I not ?" 

"Conley and White are not half
wits, Anyway, you can't go." He got 
up. 

She turned. "Okay. I'll spend the 
time o1·er at the Columversal lot. I 
think they have a pic they can-" 

"Listen, I'm paying you eighty a 
week to stay out of pictures. And you 
wear the diamond engagement ring I 
ga1·c you. Hawn't you any respect for 
me?" 

She smiled. "I'm going to phone for 
our China Clipper reservations. Do 
you want to make a candid pencil 
sketch of  me doing it ?" 

He resigned himself with a shrug, 
lighting a cigarette. "Okay, sweet
heart." As she went to the phone, he 
walked over to the window and looked 
out. He stood there for several min
utes listening to her efficiently making 
all the necessary preparations ; and he 
kept watching Hollywood Boulevard : 
girls with slacks walking up and down, 
street cars that moved lazily along 
their tracks, the two·story buildings of 
stores, and the sunshine that tumbled 
across the expansin street. 

He had settled down to quiet con· 
centratio� on how many people might 
want to kill "'illiam Crossett, when a 
bell ringing brought his attention hack 
to the room. He saw Betty getting up 
and leadng the office. She returned 
presently. 

"Ano1her cable-and a \-\'estern 
Union boy who keeps insisting you 
must be a detecti,·e." 

He did not know why there should 
be another cable and he was a little 
excited. They had probably found 
Crossett's body. He said : "Give me the 
message. Use your own judgment 
about the boy." 

The slim platinum blonde disap
peared again, and Tony Key tore open 
the envelope. He read it with a great 
deal of  awe for it  was from the In
telligence, and more startling than he 
could have possibly imagined : 

UY-l.tEUTENANT·COMM.\llillEII. TOM JOliN· 

SON COMMA FRIEND OF CROSSETt' CO!IIMA 

FOU!Io"D MURDERED PniiOD WILLIAM CROSSETT 

STILL MISSING l't:RJOD IT APJ'L\IIS TIIAT 

Tlli�GS ABOARD TilE LEXINCTO� AilE IN 

SOME11'HAT OF A M.ESS 

lli 

JT VVAS four in the afternoon, and 
the ship's bell gonged eight times. 

The huge gray hulk of  the Lexing/011 
listed lazily to starboard, and churned 
through the green-blue water ir:. the 
direction of the tranquil island of 
Maui. The crowded flight deck was 
curiously empty of  life. 

There was confusion in the enlist· 
ed compartments. Schedules had btcn 
badly disrupted. The movie company 
aboard had taken no pictures, nor had 
any seamen seen the great star, 
Crossett. They did not know what was 
wrong, and yet a tense and uneasy 
cloud hung over the vessel, so that 
there was not the usual amount of 
laughter, nor even fights. Sailors sat 
about looking at magazines, or listen
ing to the radio. 

J N the contagious room of the sick 
bay Peter Brennan said : "The body 

doesn't look ,·cry nice, does it, Key ?" 
Peter Brennan of  the Naval Iutel

ligence was a tall and very pale young 
man who had brooding dark eyes, and 
short clipped black hair. He wore blue 
uniform trousers, and a leather jacket. 
A .45 was strapped about his waist. 

Tony Key looked at the pajama
clad figure that once had been Tom 
Johnson. The gray sidcbmns on the 

4 D-19 
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temples were crimson with hard blood, 
and the firm, rather strong mouth 
gaped open. The eyes were closed. Key 
leaned forward and examined the three 
roundish marks that surrounded the 
bruises that had broken Johnson's 
skull. 

"No body looks nice," he said. 
"llrcnnan, what do you . make of  the 
\'munds ?" 

"They are peculiar. Gun butt or 
club, I 'd say." 

Tony Key's green eyes wt>rc 
thoughtful with a faraway look. "Uh� 
huh. Johnson had his back turned. The 
killer crept in and let him have it
just as he was buttoning up the top of 
his pajamas. Right ?" 

"That's the way I put i l  together." 
Tony looked up. "All right. You 

ought to know this : would an officer 
upon retiring to his room, Jock the 
door ?' '  

Peter Brennan's pale face was 
creased in a faint smile. "Hardlv." 

"But under the circumsta�ces J 
mean," Key insisted. " H e  knows 
Crossett is  missing. Probably around 
somewhere. Doesn't trust Crossett. 
Hates him, as you explained. \Vould 
he go to bed. leaving his door un� 
locked ?" 

Brennan shrugged. "Your guess i s  
as good as mine." 

Tony Key said : "My guess is that 
he wouldn't. So far so good. I s  it logi· 
cal Crossett would know where to find 
Johnson's room ? Since he was in hid� 
ing he wouldn't dare ask I f  he didn't 
know where the room was, and he 
didn't haYe a key to unlock the door-" 

"You mean you don't think Crossett 
killed him?" 

KEY'S eyes Aickcred. "Definitely 
not. From what I know of 

Crossett he hasn't enough courage to 
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kill. I think an enemy of Johnson is 
taking advantage of the situation. 
Further : Johnson wasn't killed with 
a gun butt or club." 

"What the hell then was he killed 
with ?" 

Key showed his hand.  "Now you're 
going too fast. I don't know." He 
pulled a pad and pencil from his pock· 
et, glanced again at the curious small 
round wounds that had broken J olm· 
son's skull, and started sketching them. 

"VIe don't know," said Brennan, 
"and you don't know that Crossett isn't 
guilty. Personally, I think you're 
showing off. VVorld's highest paid dick 
making quick deductions. But it's okay 
\vitb me. What we want to do is  dear 
this thing up, so i f  you work your 
angle, and I work mine, between the 
two of us we ought to stumble across 
something hot enough to give us the 
solution." 

Tony Key was still working on the 
sketch. "Stick to your ideas, Brennan," 
he said. "Pedal your own bike. But 
before you shove off, do me a favor 
and put me up to date on this situation. 
Anything happened since the murder?" 

"Nothing. I 've  handled C\'erything 
according to routine. You know that 
it's regulation to keep a ship at sea 
when a crime occurs aboard, and that 
no one is permitted to leave. More : we 
keep the publicity angle as closed as 
you and the Hollywood gang try to. 
So the crew isn't aware of what has 
happened, although they'll have to be 
if  we don't clean up the mess pretty 
quickly. We could turn the men to 
searching for Crossett, for one thing." 

"But don't. Not yet. And listen : I'm 
putting my two trigger finger lads in 
uniform. How's to let them wander 
around ?" He finished the sketch. 

Peter Brennan looked at it  over his 
shoulder. 
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"Sure. Anything you say, Key. Only 
I ' l l  have to admit I was kind of floored 
when I saw you trot that blonde 
aboard. I didn't expect that you'd bring 
her." 

Tony Key grinned. "Neither did I. 
But she's here. And maybe it's just as 
well because she's got a lot of  savvy 
in  matters like these. I have her in 
pumping your suspects in a nice lady
like way. She has more patience than 
I .  Let's go up and see how she's mak
ing out. And listen : if I catch you 
making any passes at her, I'll do my 
damndest to hang the murder around 
your 11eck." 

They left the contagious ward, and 
Brennan locked the door. They started 
down the corridor at a fast pace. 

When they arrived in the wardroom, 
Betty Gale was sitting in one corner 
with her arms crossed. Her notebook 
lay thrown across the table. Martha 
Johnson was crying, and the officers 
in the room seemed bleak and unsym· 
pathetic. 

"Hello, boss !" said Betty. "I've got 
a present for you." 

Tony Key said : "Swell." 
He glanced back as John Jon as wad· 

died into the room and sat down. The 
fat producer seemed very nervous ; the 
cigar in his mouth was out, though he 
did not appear to be aware of it. Lieu
tenant George Reed and Junior-Lieu
tenant Duckv Wilson looked at him 
significantly,

' 
then over at Martha 

Johnson. 
Reed appeared to be perfectly con

fident of both himself and the situa
tion, but Ducky Wilson, red haired and 
pale, was keenly observant, and in spite 
of his flip rejoinders, gave clue to his 
nervousness by his mannerisms : tug
ging at his co\lar, as though he suffo
cated ; rubbing the back of his fingers, 
which seemed grayish and not exactly 

clean. Tony noticed that Betty seemed 
to like Ducky ; he observed this not a 
little jealously. But if she were preju
diced in Wilson's favor, she made up 
for it  in her obvious dislike for the 
cold and distant George Reed. Reed 
was frigid. You would have thought he 
had slept all night between two pieces 
of icc. 

Key sat down beside the naval offi
cer's dark wife. 

SHE was slim, and dvnamic, and 
very pretty. Her hair was a ncb 

and shining black, coiled on the back of 
her neck ; the beauty of her face was 
pale and exotic, with a kittenish slant 
to her eyes, and a thin nose, the nos
trils of which were wide. Her lips were 
a flare of red. Key had met her once 
as Crossett's wife. It \Vas at a premier.: 
at Grauman's Chinese, and she had 
looked stunning. For the rest he had 
picked up gossip about her from Holly
wood's wise boys who were always in 
the know of such things. 

She had a Latin temper ; hot blood 
that needed a constant stimulant of ex
citement. No one knew how much Lat
in there was in her, however, they 
only knew she was inclined to be dra
matic, and extreme to the point of be
ing unbearable in everything she did. 
It  had not been a secret that Crossett 
treated her badly, for more than once 
she had worn smoked glasses on the 
boulevard to cover a black eye, but 
here again the Latin seemed to answer 
the question of  why she stayed '"ith 
him ; for although such women will 
scream for freedom and equal rights, 
Key thollght, it is tradition with them 
to be bossed by the male, to have iron
clad law laid dO\vn to them ; and in 
their secret heart they admire a man 
who will do this, even if  he is  ruth· 
less, more than they do one who will 
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let them have their own way. Until the 
day she disappeared from Crossett's 
household everyone ·had believed she 
worshipped him. 

She looked at Key now. ' 'It i s  ter
rible," she said, and she daubed at her 
eyes. "But I must be brave." 

Betty Gale was grinning. Tony Key 
looked at her. 

"The present I have," Betty said, "is 
in that notebook. Only it happens to 
be in shorthand, which you wouldn't 
understand. Shall I whisper it?"  

Pefer Brennan said : "\.Yhat is  this 
-a game ?" 

The platinum blonde nodded toward 
rvlartha. "She has confessed the mur
der." 

There was silence. Martha Johnson 
kept crying softly. 

"But that's not the complete pay
off," Betty Gale went on. "VVilliam 
Crossett is-Mr. Jonas will be glad to 
hear-alive. Living and breathing, just 
as you and I. He's hiding in the empty 
stateroom :Mrs. Johnson was given to 
sleep in last night." 

IV 

TONY KEY looked at Peter Bren
nan. Neither of  them spoke. Jonas 

and the two offict!rS, Wilson and Reed. 
seemed not in the least surprised. Bren
nan started moving toward the door. 
There was still silence, and Tony Key 
could feel the gentle list of  the huge 
ship. At last 1vTartha Johnson leapt to 
her feet. 

"\�'ell, gentlemen ? What are you go
ing to do ? I killed my husband. I had 
reason. He was going to murder poor 
Bill Crossett. There was only one way 
I could stop him from doing it. So 
1-" She sank down in the chair again. 

Key said : "Look, Betty, you show 
her some card tricks or something to 
keep her interested. lf  she thinks she 

killed John�on humor her along. I see 
that you already have. Brennan and 
I are-" 

"You mean you don't believe it? ' '  
Betty snapped. 

"Oh sure, we believe it," Key an
swered, "only we are very methodical 
detecti\'es and we like to hear e\·ery
one make his little speech. We like to 
have reasons for things, and logic." 
He was backing. 

"So, as I say, keep the folks amused 
until we come back. You might get up 
and recite · the Shooting o f  Dan 
McGrew ; that always goes over big. 
Or try standing on your head. No, on 
second thought, you'd better not. Just 
recite. We'll be right back." 

He slipped out into the corridor and 
caught up with Peter Brennan. 

"She might have done it, Key," he 
said. 

"Sure she might have," Tony 
agreed, "but in the event she hasn't 
why encourage the killer by making 
him think we're gi\'ing up the chase ? 
The trail ,.,.i\1 turn into a piece of icc 
if he thinks he's in the clear. He'll shut 
his trap and let us railroad the pretty 
Latin." 

"Yeah. I see your point. Personal
ly, I'm much more interested in play
games. Such as thi�d degree, with Bill 
Crossett." 

"Strange, but I had the same 
thought," said Key. "You know where 
this room is, don't you ?" 

"Sure." 
In the next moment they had 

stopped in front of the door. Brennan 
turned the knob, grunted : "Locked. ' '  
and brought out a string of  keys. The 
third one he tried clicked back the 
lock. Tony Key reached inside his 
coat to the shoulder holster that car
ried his Colt automatic. He had a 
strange premonition. 
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Brennan pushed the door ··open, and 
for a moment Key and the Intelli
gence Officer stood in the passageway 
and looked in. The room seemed 
empty, bleak. Brennan stepped in 
first, and Tony Key followed. 

Almost immediately, shots roared 
from behind. Peter Brennan went 
down as he tried to turn about. Tony 
Key saw the strained look on his face. 
But he saw it for only a fraction of 
a second. For he, too, was turning, 
but both he and Brennan had been 
taken off guard and he \oJ'as not quick 
enough. Another shot roared. 

Key felt pain sear across the tip of 
his shoulder, and though the bullet 
did no more than furrow him, he 
went careening across the room. He 
crashed against the bulkhead, and 
thudded down into a sitting position. 
He had struggled to keep his mind 
clear, and even as he hit he was rais
ing the automatic in his hand. 
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the face of the man before him. It 
was a face livid with fear, yet unmis
takable : William Crossett. The dark 
eyes were blazing. Tony Key trig
gered the automatic a second time. He 
saw Crossett's body jerk and quiver 
against the bulkhead. He saw the ac
tor grasp his side. A scream broke 
from his lips, but died in a choking 
that came from his throat. He started 
going down, his feet sliding out from 
under him. And yet he was desperate 
enough to hold the gun steady in his 
hand. Another bullet blasted from its 
muzzle. 

Key heard the metal slug clang into 
the iron bulkhead an inch over his 
ear ; and he returned fire, hvo rapid 
shots. He missed because Crossett sud
denly fell quickly across the floor of 

the stateroom. For a moment he Jay 
still and Key \vatched him. At last the 
Hollywood detective grabbed the cor
ner of  the bed and hauled himself to 
his feet. 

He saw Peter Brennan holding his 
stomach and writhing in pain. Crossett 
stirred. Tony Key drew a slim pair of 
handcuffs from his coat pocket and 
bent over the actor. He grabbed his 
hand. 

But in the next moment he was be
ing jerked off his feet. Crossett had 
been acting again ; and now he was a 
living fury. He grabbed Key's arm, 
jerked him headlong over his body ; 
and as Key felJ, slid out from under 
him. Tony Key struggled to get to 
his feet. He saw Crossett standing 
again, saw the gun in his hand. 

He dove at the weapon, but Cros
sett lifted it, and bashed the butt into 
Key's forehead. For a moment Tony 
could not see and he staggered back. 
The gun butt hit again. Crossett 
laughed as though he had lost his 
mind. Tony Key groped out blindly. 
He heard the door slam and stumbled 
toward it. His vision was clearing now, 
but his head \vas throbbing, and blood 
was running from the top of  his skull 
down into his eyes. 

He opened the door and plunged 
out into the corridor. He reached in 
for the gun he had put away when he 
started to handcuff Crossett. The 
weapon slid into his hand, but as he 
looked to take aim, he saw a blurred 
vision before his eyes. There seemed 
to be not one fleeting figure, but three. 

And then-quite suddenly-every· 
thing was clear. He saw Crossett try
ing to run, and still holding his shoul· 
der. Tony Key moved forward ; he 
l ifted his gun and aimed at the shoul
der. The weapon jerked in his hand. 
But the bullet clanged into an over-
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head beam ahead of Crossett, and now 
the actor had rounded a corner. Tony 
Key, his mind standing on the brink 
of blackness, started running. A cry 
broke from his lips. 

In the next moment his legs gave 
out, and he pitched forward on his 
bleeding head. The bu1\et wound, and 
the slugging he had taken, had weak
ened him. He lay writhing on deck, 
cursing ; he told himself he had to get 
up and keep going. But his muscles 
would not respond. 

PLATINU11 Betty Gale carefully 
washed his head with a warm 

cloth that felt like something just short 
of paradise. He was in the sick bay, 
and Peter Brennan lay in the bunk 
just opposite Tony's chair. 

"As for me," said Betty, "I'll take 
Charlie Chan any old time. Or a nice 
six-reel program pic where a flatfoot 
named Kelly rescues his daughter by 
jumping through the rafters onto a 
table, where the six gangsters are play
ing stud poker to see which one is go
ing to kiss the little gal. Kelly kicks 
three of them in the face, and shoot» 
the other three. Tt  looks very simple. 
There's nothing to it. But what do you 
super men do ? The two of  you let a 
weakling actor put you in the sickbay 
of a ship." 

Tony Key grinned. \ 
"It's not funnv," she went on, 

' 'when the world's' most conceited de
tective, who charges more for his time 
than Jean Harlow, falls for the. old 
gag of someone hiding behind the 
door as it is opened." 

"I tell you it \\'asn't the door. I t  was 
a closet on the other side of the door, 
that you don't see as you enter because 
it's right smack up against the bulk
bead. He waited until we were in, 
had our backs turned, and then he 

jumped out and let us have it. Hell
any guy can-" 

"Yeah, I know. Explain that to the 
moguls on next pay day. And just 
tr)' and keep your job i f  you press 
charges against Crossett for this-if 
he doesn't happen to be guilty of the 
Johnson murder. Remember, he's still 
the box office syrup that little girls ·go 
to bed and ask Providence to send 
them, and remember-" 

''T tell you he's lost his mind !" Tony 
Key said. 

"\Vhat ? Because he shot you ? Don't 
be silly. I've felt like doing it myself. 
By the way, if  you are interested, Mar· 
tha Johnson still sticks to her confes
sion, and Miss Betty Gale, your blonde 
admirer, still thinks she is guilty." 

"That's the cat in you, Betty. Try
ing to frame a beautiful woman." 

"What do you mean : trying to 
frame ?" 

He put a cigarette in his mouth 
and lit it. "Did it occur to you to ask 
her \\'hat kind of a weapon she used ?" 

"No. And hold still while I get this 
last bandage tied." 

Key glanced over at Brennan. "How 
you feeling?" 

"Rotten." 
"Think you'll live ?" 
But Peter Brennan was too sick to 

appraise humor. He closed his eyes. 
Tony Key got to his feet. 

"Hop back to the wardroom, Betty. 
Get some officer to gather our guests 
again ; I'll want to see them. I'm back 
to just where I was before : trying to 
get a lead on Johnson's murder. But 
since Crossett prefers to stick around 
the officer's rooms, and since 1-Iartha 
is undoubtedly giving him all the help 
she can, I have an idea where he might 
be. It's worth a check at least." "O��Y· I'll see you in the ward-
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ington moved silently through the calm 
night sea, in line now with the rest of 
the fleet ; huge red and green running 
lights glowed from the port and star
board side ; the planes Ia y quiet and 
alone on the flight deck. The tiny lights 
o f  Maui glimmered faintly far off 
shore. 

Tony Key moved through the 
lighted passageway to the room in 
which Tom Johnson had been mur
dered. It  had come to him while he 
was being bandaged that this room, 
being around the corner from where 
Tony had fallen, might easily be used 
as a hideout. The murder room had to 
be undisturbed because of any dues 
that might be in it and would have to 
be used later to prove the crime 
against somebody. 

But it was only a hunch, coupled 
with the logic that Crossett was not 
likely to take his chances running 
around a ship he did not know much 
about. He was so famous that any 
sailor would be able to spot him. The 
ironic twist to it was that since the 
ship was unaware of the murder, Cros
sett could have walked any deck he 
wanted and the sailors, aware that he 
was aboard, would have thought it  
was perfectly natural for him to look 
around, and would not have bothered 
him. But maybe Crossett did know 
this. Tony decided that i f  he did not 
find him in the stateroom, he would 
have Crossett's disappearance an
nounced through the loudspeakers with 
a request that when found he be 
brought to the wardroom. He was 
tired o f  hide and seek and although 
he had honestly believed Crossett in
nocent of Tom Johnson's murder, he 
,vas now by no means so sure, and 
he wanted to get Crossett's 'vhole story. 

He attributed Martha Johnson's 
confession to hysteria, and yet it 
brought home a curious fact o f  which 
no one had been aware : she still loved 
to the point o f  worship--\Villiam 
Crossett. 

He arrived at the stateroom door 
and glanced up at the card : Lieutel!aut
Commandcr Thomas Johnson. He 
thought o f  Johnson lying in the con
tagious ward. He tried the door. It 
was open ! 

lt should have been locked. He 
reached for his gun, and, green eyes 
curiously hard, he shoved open the 
door. He slipped into the room, keep
ing his back to the bulkhead this time 
and looking first behind the door, and 
toward the nearest closets. But he 
could see little through the light from 
the passageway, and he snapped on the 
switch in the room. A figure lay in the 
bed, cover over him. It  was Crossett. 

Key walked over to him. He felt 
the ship sway gently to the starboard. 
A green wave broke over the closed 
port hole and water dribbled down. 
He kept looking down at Crossett. 
The actor did not move, and Tony 
Key felt his face. Suddenly he drew 
his hand away and pushed back a pil
low which covered the top o f  Cros
sett's head. The pillow gave hard, for 
blood glued it to Crossett's hair. 

Crossett was murdered. 
The silence in the room was omi

nous. Water kept dribbling down the 
port hole. The ship creaked a little as 
it  swayed. Tony Key put his gun away 
and bent over the corpse. He saw two 
small, roundish marks on the skull. 
The same kind of wounds he had seen 
on Johnson. 

He pulled back the covers. Then: 
was the bullet wound that he himself 
had put in Crossett's side, and there 
was much blood around it. One of 
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Crossett's hands was still pressed over 
the side. 

Tony Key thought the air in the 
room was close, and somehow damp
almost soggy. He lit a cigarette and 
mond away from the body. He 
stepped out into the passageway and 
quietly closed the door. 

v 

M ��J�� Bill �\��!���ion, ��� 
Johnson came to sec me every day. 
He was on leave. He said he knew, 
everybody knew, how Bill treated me. 
He made me think I was in love with 
him again, and that we could make a 
go of it. So he took me away, and I 
"!Ot a quick di,·orce from Bill.  But I 
was always sorry for it. I loved Bill 
Crossett." 

"So you thought he had murdered 
l"om Johnson and you were trying to 

he noble by taking the rap for him ?" 
"Yes. You see Tom knew how I 

felt about Bill Crossett and he said 
we were going to have it out in this 
wardroom when Bill  came aboard. But 
Bill never came in the wardroom. 
When he found my room later, he told 
me Tom had threatened to kill him. 
He was in a terrible condition. He was 
out of his mind. " '  

"\:Vhat t ime was this ?" 
''About four in the morning. He 

said he had run into the first room he 
came to, to hide, and it happened to 
be Tom's room. He heard Tom John
son tell an officer what room to take 
me to, and then he stayed hidden and 
Tom did not find him. He said he 
didn't remember much of what hap
pened in the hours that followed, but 
that when he came out of the closet 
the door of which had been tightly 
closed. Tom was on the floor dead. ' '  

"But you thought in his dilemma 

he-Crossett-had killed Tom and 
was just telling you that ?" 

"Yes. Naturally, having heard 
where I was, he came to me. He 
thought then that I hated him, but he 
didn't know where else to go and
and he had always been able to bluff 
me. He thought he would bluff me 
again. But he didn't have to." 

Tony Key nodded. It  was very sim
ple. "And when he left your room 
after our little battle, he went back 
to the only stateroom he knew-Tom 
Johnson's" 

"I-I guess he did." 
Key pinched out his cigarette. His 

green eyes were hot. "Look Mrs. John
son. Think hard ! Didn't someone else 
know of Crossett's whereabouts ? 
Didn't someone else offer to help 
him?" 

"I don't know. He didn't mention 
anybody." 

"Think hard. It is quite important. 
Because that somebody whom he 
thought had befriended him, is more 
than likely the person who murdered 
him." 

She repeated : "He didn't mention 
anyone. But as I said, he was out of 
his mind. He talked wildly.'' 

Tony Key looked up at Lieutenant 
George Reed, then at Junior-Lieuten
ant Ducky Wilson. 

"You two gentlemen;· he said 
quickly, "you have been \·ery patient, 
but it won't be necessary any longer. 
Vl/e are getting to you right now. You 
see, this thing has narrowed itself 
down beautifully. 'liVe look for motive 
in murders and the party responsible 
for the two that have happened aboard 
this ship must have a motive that in
cludes both an officer and an actor. 
Since you two were the only ones fa
miliar with Johnson and Crossett ; that 
is, could have reason for wanting 
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either one of them killed, it puts you 
on somewhat of a spot. Which of you 
wishes to confess first ?" 

REED spoke first. He was tall and 
blonde, definitely Nordic. He had 

suspicious blue eyes, and his expres
sion was one o f  highbrow tolerance 
with proceedings that did not greatly 
interest him. He seemed no more 
moved than he had during Martha's 
confession a little earlier. 

Key did not particularly like him 
because he was so prim and dandy, 
with his immaculate appearance and 
his Jack of emotion. Apparently mur
der did not even annoy him. He was 
as unlike Ducky Wilson-whom to 
Key's regret Betty Gale still smiled 
upon-as sun and moon. 

Wilson was untidy. As time passed 
he seemed to become less interested in 
personal appearance : since dinner he 
seemed to have spotted the cuff of his 
coat with grease but he was totally 
unaware ; or he just didn't give a 
damn. His hair cut seemed to have 
suddenly grown shaggy because he 

was unkempt. 
But now Reed was talking and Tony 

had to pay attention to him. Reed, his 
fingernails carefully manicured ; his 
face beautifully groomed : sitting, 
playing with a watch chain and talk
ing. He was saying : 

"I had no feeling of friendliness for 
Crossett. He caused me to resign the 
navy for an accident on a five-inch 
gun for which he was responsible. But 
that was my own fault. I was young 
and idealistic. I thought at that time 
that he was worth taking the blame 
for. Johnson told Crossett I was now 
a chief petty officer, and that day when 
he was to bring Crossett in, he asked 
me to wear a chief's uniform. Johnson 
was my friend, so I humored him. 

But the fact is that when Crossett 
finally went out of the navy he wrote 
out a confession o f  the gun incident, 
explaining the entire circumstances, 
and that, with a petition of the ship 
on which I had served, brought about 
my reinstatement in the service as an 
officer." 

"The idea being," Tony Key said, 
"that Mr. Johnson \vas deliberately 
trying to scare the daylights out o.f 
Crossett and took advantage of his 
not knowing you had been reap
pointed." 

"That seems to be the idea." 
" I  see. And you felt no malice to 

ward Crossett ?" 
''None whatsoever. As a matter o t  

fact I w a s  rather thankful he wroto.: 
the confession." The blonde officer' ·  
blue eyes flickered. 

Tony Key looked at him for a mo 
ment, then he swung toward Duckv 
Wilson. Wilson had red hair an�l 
bright black eyes. He was thin, anrl 
pale ; but he had a strong jaw. 

"Me," he said, "I hated Crossen 
like hell, and I don't mind telling you." 

"You were the man who got drunk 
with him ?" 

"Yes." 
Tony's right eyebrow arched. "But 

you didn't kill him, of course. You 
wouldn't do anything like that ?" 

"You're right," said Ducky Wilson 
cheerfully, putting a cigarette in hi� 
mouth and lighting it, "I wouldn't." 

Tony Key did not reply, and for a 
long moment there was silence. Bettv 
Gale tossed her notebook to the tabl� 
and exercised her fingers back and 
forth. 

·'At this point, boss," she said, "in 
keeping with the best pic policies, 
Charlie Chan would put an empty gun 
on the table and let the killer grab for 
it. Or 'vas that Nero \Volfe?" 
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John Jonas·, the  fat producer, who 
had said nothing for a long while, 
grunted and touched a match to his 
cigar. "I  wish you'd do something, 
Key. The picture is lost without Cros
sett. I might as well get back to Holly
wood." 

Tony Key took in the flabby face 
.Jf the producer curiously. He looked 
into the beady eyes that seemed to be 
lost in mountains of flesh. "You aren't 
married, are you, :Mr. Jonas ?" 

' 'No." 
"But you were thinking of it ?" 
"No." 
"Yes, you were thinking of  it. Nice 

new starlet. Young and ambitious. 
But she met Crossett." 

"You're making this up. Are you 
going to try and accuse me ? l'm one 
0£ your employers !" 

Tony Key was restless. He walked 
irom one end o f  the room to the 
other. Presently he swung around, shot 
his finger out. 

"No. I'm not accusing you, Mr. 
I onas. I'm not accusing anyone. I 
don't have to. Inside of an hour I'll 
lmow without a bit of doubt who com
mitted these crimes. Whoever did it 
will be locked up. You see, Mr. Peter 
Brennan o f  the Naval Intelligence 
picked up a chic from Johnson's body 
that had to be analyzed-set in a 
chemical for a great many hours. But 
it's almost ready now, and that clue 
combined with another Brennan has, 
will pin the crime definitely on the 
right party !" 

J ONAS sucked in his breath. Lieu
tenant Reed's blue eyes seemed 

suddenly troubled, the first emotion he 
had registered since Key had been 
watching him. Red-haired Ducky 
Wilson shifted uneasily. Martha John
son stared, wide-eyed. 

"And so," Tony Key went on, "un
til we ar:c ready, I believe you people 
may as well go back to your rooms; 
I want to shake each of you by the 
hand and wish you my best, because 
the next time we meet, well-" 

Lieutenant George Reed said : "Isn't 
this just a bit ridiculous?" 

"It won't seem that way an hour 
from now. There were just certain 
things I had to learn from you people, 
and I think I know as much as I need 
to know. Mainly, motives. Miss Gale 
has the written testimony witnessed by 
all of you. The testimony of one of you 
will be used for a conviction of mur
der in the first degree. That is all." 

Jonas got up and went to the door. 
Tony Key shook his hand. Reed and 
Ducky Wilson followed. He shook 
hands with both of them. Martha John
son departed last. 

Key closed the door, and wiped 
sweat from his forehead. 

Platinum Betty Gale said : "Well, I 
see you took the hint and laid the gun 
on the table. What's the plan ?" 

He put his handkerchief in his 
pocket. "Betty, was it convincing?" 

"You mean the due that's pickling 
in vinegar ? It's marvelous. Where did 
you get it?" 

"Out of the air. But I think the mur
derer fell for it. I 'm sure of it. Now, 
look : we've got to work fast. Curly 
Conley and Max White are wandering 
around the ship somewhere in sailor 
uniforms. Get them. Send White here 
with the make-up kit at once, and send 
Conley down to guard Brennan. He 
must guard him with his life. -Bren
nan's a sick man, and I don't want 
anybody fooling with him." 

"Oke. But I still don't know what 
the plan is." 

"Do you have to know everything?" 
She shrugged. " I  just happened to 
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think if you· were killed there·would be 
no one to know what course of action 
your genius had decided to take." 

"If I'm killed there'll be no one to 
care, because the murderer will be 
dmght killing me." 

She had started for the door, but 
now she turned. "Boss, you mean to 
say-" 

He grinned and showed her his 
hand. "Go ahead on your errand, hard
hearted ; until you got so nasty I was 
going to tell you who the killer is. 
But-" 

"You mean you know ?" 
"Yes, I kno,.,.·," 
She was incredulous. "You're abso-

lutely positive?"  
"Absolutely." 
"Then \vhy don't you-" 
"Because the clue I got might not 

be strong enough to hang the guilty 
party ; but the new scheme, i f  it \yorks, 
will bring the killer right into our 
hands." 

Betty Gale said : "\Vhat clue are you 
talking about ?" 

' 'The clue T got when I shook hands 
with them," Tony Key replied. 
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i11gtml wa!; following the Saratoga and 
Ra11ger and drawing near the dark 
tropic island of Molokai ; the lights of 
portholes '"ere out now, and marines 
walked guard on the flight deck. The 
black, silken water rippled and gur
gled against the side of the monster 
vessel as it nosed into the sih·er light 
of the moon. 

Taps had blown and the enlisted 
men who were not on watch were in 
their bunks. But eyen a whisper can 
become a scream that has no sound, 
and there was wry little sleeping. Low 
toned Yoices echOed. 

"Hey, Butch. I was on watch. You 
know what I heard ?" 

"What ?" 
"Crossett's been murdered." 
"You said that before. I still don't 

believe you." 
"Yeah, wel1 get a load of  this : Com

mander Johnson's been murdered too." 
"\Vhat do you mean ?" 
"Just what I said, Butch. I heard 

that both Crossett and Johnson have 
been murdered." 

"That's scuttlebutt talk." 
"No. I got it from the bridge. Heard 

a chief quartermaster telling a signal
man." 

"Did the chief know for sure ?" 
"Well, no, he didn't.  Not exacth 

But if  you ask me, Butch-" 
. 

' ;I'm not asking you. For cripes · 
sake go to bed." 

VI 

OKL Y a blue stanchion light shonr 
from one corner of the sick bay, 

and in its eerie glow a figure was sil
houetted on a white cot. A figure who 
lay there alone, unmoving. The ship 
swayed to starboard and bottles rat
tled from the shelves, but there was 
no other sound 

Presently there was another figure. 
One who opened the door and peered 
in. A flashlight gleamed across the 
bunks. and at last rested on the one 
in which a man lay. The figure crossed 
the room silently. He put the light 
down on the face. Then he turned it 
off. 

" Brennan !" he \\"h ispered. 
"Yes ?" 
"Vv"hat happened to your clue ?" 
The man in the bunk blinked. "Clue ? 

-Oh. It  isn't ready yet. Will be pretty 
quickly." 

"Where i s  i t? " '  
The man on the bunk said : · ·r  



"BATTEN DOWN THAT KILLER ! "  7 5  

haven't told anyone where it  i s .  Why 
should I tell you ?" 

" You haven't even told Tony Key ?" 
"No. Of course not." 
The. man with the flashlight laughed 

softly. "And you aren't going to tell 
anyone." 

He put the light away and lifted his 
fist. Tony Key rose from the bed, 
grabbed at that fist, and cried out. The 
lights wcnl on. Key threw the killer 
across the bed, and to the floor. He 
tumbled out  on top of  him.  Curly 
Conley rushed from his hiding place, 
a gun in hand ; 1-Iax White, also 
armed, stood guarding the door. Betty 
Gale watched from a corner of  the 
room. 

The killer struggled desperately. He 
3truck out at Key, but the Hollywood 
detective was pinning down his arms. 
Suddenly the murderer's legs swept 
up, got a grip on Key's shoulders and 
started tugging back. The place where 
Tony had been wounded was ripped 
open and began bleeding. The shoul
der felt numb. 

Conley and White could not shoot 
or intrude without harm to their boss 
either physically, or by getting awk
wardly in the way. It  was a breathless 
moment in which everything depended 
on Tony Key's ability to extricate him
self. 

Key was swung back by the grip of 
the other on his shoulders. He felt the 
killer writhing free, and crawling back. 
He rolled, saw an upraised arm, a 
glitter of  brass. The blow fell for his 
head, but Key ducked so that it missed 
by an inch, hitting him just below the 
base of  his neck. I t  had come within 
a fraction of hitting his spinal col
umn. 

He saw the fist raise again, but he 
swung his own right, crashed it into 
the murderer's face. Reaching behind 

him and grabbing the bunk, he pulled 
himself to his feet. The killer started 
to rise also. In  that split second, almost 
on his feet, Tony Key brought up his 
knee with all the impact he could 
force behind it. I t  thudded under the 
killer's jaw. 

The murderer fell back, groggy. 
Tony Key moved across to the other 
side of the bed and Curly Conley and 
Max White moved forward at:J.d picked 
the man up. In a moment he was wear
ing handcuffs. 

Betty Gale wet the end of  her pen
ciL "Any little statement you'd like 
to  make at this point, 1\fr. Wilson ? Or 
should I call you Junior-Lieutenant 
Ducky Wilson ?" 

THE red-haired officer stared at her, 
and gulped. Sweat was drenching 

his face. His black eyes were livid. 
He looked from Betty to Tony Key 
who was removing the thin mask that 
make-up expert Ma.x White had 
moulded from Brennan's face. He 
blinked as though he could not com
prehend. 

"Then you weren't Brennan?" 
"No. Unfortunately Brennan was 

too sick to play the part." 
"Part ?" 
"Yeah," said Betty Gale, "you 

know : gun on the table, and you reach 
for it. Same thing. You stuck your 
neck out."  

"Mainly because I needed those 
brass knucks to convict you with," 
Tony Key added. "I  was afraid when 
I saw the tarnish where vou wore them 
across your hands-th� tarnish and 
the creases and marks they left-that 
if I arrested you there in the ward
room we'd never find the knucks. So I 
invited you to come down here. There 
was no clue, except that one. I knew 
from the beginning that it hadn't been 
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a gun or a club that had bashed in 
Johnson's head. I've taken sketches of 
heads that were like that, and the 
sketch I made of Johnson's head 
wasn't the same. The marks where 
you cracked the skull were too round, 
not blunt enough. And they -were too 
small. · 

"But that isn't all," Tony Key _ went 
on smoothly. "You were a give-iway 
almost since the .beginning." He 
glanced at Betty, arching his right eye!! 
brow. "A point you seemed to ha\·e 
missed, my pretty ; you were all gig
gles and blushes over Wilson." 

"That's not true, papa," she said. 
"I had a hunch from the beginning 
that he was the bogy man, and I 
treated him nice so he wouldn't take 
a swack at me. I think I smell what 
you're coming to ; let's sec if my rea
sons for suspecting him coincide with 
yours. Almost from the beginning, he 
was trying to rub the grayish tarnish 
off his paws. It  looked like he had 
dirty hands. But the tarnish came from 
the old brass knucks. Second, after he 
bumped Crossett he didn't have time 
to dandy up and he looked-if you will 
pardon my Southern accent-like hell.  
Hair not combed, shirt dirty, collar 
open. Yeah-and the spot on his coat 
that looked like grease because he had 
washed it. I t  was blood, wasn't i t?"  

"Betty," Tony sighed, "you're mar
velous !" 

She said : "You will  be too,  if  you 
keep me long enough." -

Key sobered and looked around. 
"Savvy now ?" 

The handcuffed offker looked down 
at the brass knuckles on his hands ,vith 
which he had just tried to kill Tony 
Key. 

"Uh-huh," he breathed. " I  get your 
idea all right." 

"And then," Key went on, "motive 

helped point you too. You should· have 
let Crossett live. When you saw him 
dash into Johnson's room after the 
shooting, you should have just left him 
there. In time, i f  he didn't call for 
help, he would have bled to death of 
the bullet 'vound in his side. And he 
wouldn't have called for help becallSe 
his fright, and the added weight of 
Johnson's murder, had unbalanced his 
mind, temporarily at least. As I say, 
you should have left him, but you 
didn't. You went and killed him. You 
should know ·better, Wilson." 

"Know better than what ?" 
"Than to take a woman of Latin 

temperament seriously under such cir
cumstances. After Martha had been 
married to Johnson again for awhile, 
she knew she didn't love him, and al
though it was not possible by that time 
to go back to Crossett, she was by no 
means going to suffer in silence. She 
was hot-blooded and romantic. She 
must have dazzled you awfully. Oh, 
I know you probably had some sma\1 
personal motive--probably jealousy
for killing Johnson ; and that you had 
another moti\'e for Crossett, which 
was that he was responsible for you 
still being a JG-J know that, but your 
main motive was to get them out of 
the way. You wanted Martha for your
self. That's why you killed them.'' 

"You're only guessing that I lo\'t� 
her !" 

"No, l 'm not guessing. It 's  the only 
sane motive you could have for being 
so eager to get Crossett out of the way. 
You realized too late that she 10\·ed 
him, so you were intent on doing him 
in. But your error was in mistaking 
Martha's loneliness and affection for 
love." 

Ducky Wilson looked down, still 
rubbing at the tarnish. "Yes," he said, 
"fatal error." 
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Loon Lake inhabitants when they main
tained that he was the slickest guide 
with a canoe that this remote Maine 
logging settlement had ever known. 

There was a brisk ripple slapping 
against the starboard gunwale, but 
without apparent effort, without lifting 
his paddle from the water, Herb man
aged to keep his craft parallel to the 
shore line so that the city sport up in 
the bow could cast to the bank without 
having to twist his body into position. 

This was a decided help to the fisher
man in front, for he was a chunky fat 
man with a big bulge of  stomach over 
his belt. Herb, however, always took 
particular pains with this particular cus
tomer, who was an unusually popular 
sport with all the guides and the local 
people. Mr. Clive Haynes, said Loon 
Lakers, always had a pleasant word for 
everyone-with a cigar or a box of 
candy-without appearing to be pat
ronizing backwoods hicks. Too many 
city sports had that attitude. 

There wasn't, at that, anything con-
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descending in the makeup of  Clive 
Haynes, as any guide, and especially 
Benson, would have averred. He was a 
true fisherman who always insisted on 
his paddler changing seats when he 
thought that he himself had had his 
fair share of  fun. His work with the 
paddle may have been awkward, as he 
would laughingly remark, but his 
handling of  a four-ounce, five-foot 
bamboo wand was a thing of  beauty 
and a joy forever. 

It was after midnight, and they had 
been out for somewhat more than an 
hour under a dazzling June moon that 
was almost full, and Clive Haynes had 
yet to tangle up his line in a backlash. 
Perfect casting, as Herb well knew. 
\Vith a graceful snap of his wrist the 
fat man would flip his rod, sending his 
top-water plug within six inches-an 
inch or two, sometimes--of the shore. 
It went under over-hanging branches, 
between rocks, alongside logs, with a 
precision that was a real art. His re
trieving of the lure, his thumbing of 
the line onto the reel spool, was equally 
fanltless. 

He hadn't taken a bass yet, either. 
Hadn't nen had a strike for that 
matter. 

Herb must have felt chagrined that 
nis favorite customer had nOt con
nected. He said : 

"Tough luck, Mist' Haynes. Git one 
up to the Point, most likely. Mebbe that 
hig one we lost last year'\1 be waitin' 
for us." 

"Fishing, aren't we?" Haynes 
rumbled with a happy chuckle, shooting 
his plug beneath an alder limb. "Hell, 
man. wasn't it Grover Cleveland who 
said that the next best thing to going 
fishing and catching fish was going 
fishing ?" 

Herb agreed with this statement. Or
dinarily, he never sympathized with an 

employer when luck . was lean. He did 
occasionally give verbal sympathy when 
the bass were not hitting, though, to a 
man he considered a brother sportsman. 

"Well, it's about time-" 
Chung! 
That happens to be the only arrange

ment of  letters that will form a word 
weakly describing the sound made by a 
small-mouth bass hitting a top-water 
plug. 

"Got him, Herb," chortled the fat 
man, as he deftly sank his hooks home. 

"Hold him, Mist' Haynes," was the 
guide's time-honored retort as the 
bronze-back made his first arching leap 
in the moonlight. 

ANOTHER canoe, propelled by a 
guide and with a fisherman up in 

the bow, came from around the Point. 
The guide, Herb Benson saw, was 

Abbott Lassiter ; the sport was one H. 
Chisholm Broughton-as he styled 
himself-from down Boston way. Ab 
Lassiter was counted a jealous and 
mean man, locally, while Broughton 
was known to be a fish hog who didn't 
care how he got his fish so long as he 
got them. H e  was a bass devotee, and 
he ahvays came to Loon Lake---as Mr. 
Haynes did--on the first day of the 
bass season, the twentieth of June. 

The red-eye that Haynes had hooked 
was a good one-a four-pounder at 
least. Herb had .seen this when he had 
broken water. Herb also saw, as he 
backed with his paddle to give his cus· 
tamer more chance to keep a taut line, 
that Lassiter was calmly paddling on. 
If he continued in the direction he was 
going, he would cross bet\veen Mi. 
Haynes and the shore. Would do the 
unpardonable thing of going over a 
fisherman's line and very possibly foul
ing it. 

"Wait a minute, Ab," Herb Benson 
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called out in his quiet but firm voice. 
"We got a fish on." 

There was another dip of  the pad
dle, that was all. 

Clive Haynes spoke, now, and his 
voice didn't sound like that of a jolly 
fat man : 

"Tell your man to hold back, 
Broughton !"  he snapped. 

But H. Chisholm Broughton, as a 
sportsman, was an out-and-out swine. 
He couldn't stand seeing another man 
hook a fish, bring down a bird, when 
his bag was empty. He spoke savagely, 
using a petty phrase : 

"Y eh ! Think you O\Vn the whole 
lake ?" 

It  was enough for Ab Lassiter. O f  
rhe same stamp as t h e  man who had 
hired him, he dug down with his pad
dle and sent the craft swiftly ahead. As 
he reached the spot where he judged 
the line to be, he started jabbing furi
ously in the water. 

Herb Benson did his best and so did 
Clive Haynes, but that jabbing paddle 
finally found the line. Tugging at it 
with his paddle, Ab easily snapped it. 
The bass, freed from its taut pull, gave 
a last flip into the air and disappeared 
below the surface to no doubt entangle 
the plug hooks into a sunken log and 
�ull them from his incredibly tough 
Jaw. 

"Bass get away, Haynes ?" Brough
ton had the added bad grace to call 
out. 

Clive Haynes didn't answer. He 
didn't dare. He didn't like to give way 
before anyone for whom he had no 
respect, and had he once opened his 
mouth he knew that an extremely vi
triolic torrent of language would have 
rushed forth. 

Herb Benson, however, did answer. 
Not verbally, though. 

Hastily dropping his paddle, he 

reached down into his canoe for the 
short steel casting rod, with reel and 
line and heavy top-water plug attached, 
that he always carried when out at 
night with a man like 1h. Haynes who 
would allow him to do some fishing 
himself. 

Herb wasn't as expert a caster as 
his customer. Herb knew that. Herb 
however, was a mighty good man in 
any kind of a pinch, the type who could 
outdo himself when the occasion de
manded. 

The canoe piloted by Ab Lassiter 
was perhaps seventy or seventy-five 
feet off, traveling away from him. 
Herb, snapping back his rod, made an 
overhand cast that went out like a 
bullet. 

The white plug, in the moonlight, 
sailed through the air smoothly. Herb 
had aimed for Ab's left arm, and he 
didn't miss by much. The plug, with 
three gangs of  hooks on it, caught into 
Ab's light flannel shirt at the shoulder. 
As it did so, Herb reeled in as fast as 
his fingers could work, got his line taut, 
and yanked his rod toward him with 
all the force that the tubular steel could 
take. 

SIMULTANEOUSLY, Ab Lassiter 
Jet out a howl of  surprise, of pain, 

and tried to jerk forward from this 
thing that was pulling him back. H. 
Chisholm Broughton, at the commo
tion, turned in his seat. The canoe, not 
built for these twistings and lungings, 
began to teeter perilously from side to 
side. 

Herb, for the fraction of a second, 
slacked his line. Then, as Lassiter 
started to reach for the plug with his 
right hand, Herb gave a final heavy 
yank. 

It  did the trick. 
Ab, jerked backward, completely lost 
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his balance and started clawing in the 
air. Broughton, in the bow, began mov
ing his body this way and that in an 
attempt to keep the craft on a some
what even keeL He was yelling out as 
he did so : 

"You damn fool, Ab, keep still ! 
You'll tip us over, I tell you ! You'll 
tip--" 

They did tip themselves over. As 
they did, Herb Benson gave a last yank 
with his rod, a small sigh coming from 
him as he realized that he would lose 
his plug and some line. He did suffer 
this loss, for the braided silk parted. 

"Canoe git away from you, Ab ?" he 
dryly called out, as he watched the two 
figures swimming wildly for the shore 
that wasn't more than twenty feet away 
from them. 

Ab didn't answer. Broughton did 
answer, for just then he found out 
that his feet could touch bottom and 
that he consequently could stand on 
them. 

His answer was not printable. 
"Yah ! Think you own the whul' 

Iaker" complained Herb with an ex
aggerated whine in his voice. "Judas 
Priest, you're disturhin' the water so's 
a feller can't even fish ! . . .  Let's pad
dle us over Farrington Cove way, eh, 
Mist' Haynes ?" 

''Looks as if these noisy people force 
us to do it, Herb," agreed Clive Haynes 
gravely. 

"Don't i t?"  drawled the guide, im
mediately heading his canoe away from 
there. 

ALTHOUGH the incident would 
never have been exactly forgot

ten, it probably would not have made 
as bad feelings as it  did i f  Clive Haynes 
hadn't recounted it at breakfast the 
next morning in Brovm's sporting 
camp up by the headwaters of the lake. 

Abbott Lassiter, naturally, would 
have remained mum about it, and so 
would the naturally chagrined H.  Chis
holm Broughton. As for Herb Benson, 
he was conceded to be as chary in giv
ing out information, good or otherwise, 
as was his frimd, Chan Buzzell, the 
game warden. 

Clive Haynes can't be blamed for 
telling it. Haynes, after all, had lost an 
exceptionally beautiful bass. 

Lassiter discovered that the story 
had gone the rounds when he showed 
up at the Loon Lake store and post· 
office the next day for the noon mail. 

"Tryin' to copy these here sassiety 
people, I hear, Ab?" queried Skip Bab
cock solemnly. 

Skip was the town buffoon ; the boy 
who was said to be "not quite right" ; 
the resident that every village boasts or 
deplores, depending upon its mood at 
the moment. 

"Copyin' society people?" echoed Ab, 
sincerely puzzled at the remark and 
yet canny enough to realize that popu
lar opinion didn't want him to offend 
Skip too harshly. 

"Sure," said Skip blandly, apparent
ly having one of  his good days. "Don't 
these here sassiety people in the movi{'� 
allus go in swimmin' on parties in the 
moonlight?" 

The guffaws alone, derisive as they 
were, would have undoubtedly not ha\'C 
been enough to insti!l the germ of tak· 
ing lif�f murder�in Abbott Lassi
ter's heart. Undoubtedly he would have 
gone on hating Herb, as he had always 
hated him for being a better guide, a 
better man ; but Herb Benson hap
pened to suddenly put in an appearance. 

Herb drove up with Chan Buzzell, 
his friend, in the battered old flivver 
belonging to the game warden. 

The porch loiterers became silent, ex
pectant. 

5 D-I9 
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Again the precise thing happened 

that inflamed Ab Lassiter's brain. Had 
Benson quizzed him, made some re
mark about the upsetting of  the canoe, 
Ab would probably have unloosened his 
anger in a verbal tirade and just gone 
on hating the other man. 

Herb, however, did the natural thing 
that is ingrained in a sportsman. He 
nodded casually, and Ab could see that 
Herb hadn't even told Chan. 

" 'Lo, Ab," said Herb, and went on 
into the store. 

It was this generosity, this refusal 
to gloat over a worsted opponent, that 
definitely planted murder in the brain 
of Abbott Lassiter. 

There were no guffaws, now, but 
Lassiter took the silence as a far worse 
insult than he would have taken laugh
ter. Probably, he told himself, they 
were cooking something up on him. All 
right, damn them, let them cook some
thing up on him. He'd show 'em where 
they got off, the fools ! 

He waited to do this showing, out 
on the porch, for a good dozen minutes 
or more. Nothing seemed to occur, so 
he finally went in to procure whatever 
mail there might be for him. 

There wasn't any. 
This further angered him. He'd 

hoped to get a letter from a city sport 
he had in mind, engaging his services 
for the second week in July. Damn his 
luck, the whole world was against him. 
was i t ?  

Herb Benson had s e t  it against him, 
had he? Well, he'd get even with Herb 
Benson ! He'd-he'd kill Herb Ben
son ! 

HE didn't know exactly how he 
would accomplish this. He knew 

only that he'd better hide his feelings. 
He'd better appear to take his ducking 
of last night as a joke. 

6 D-19 

He slouched up to a counter and ap
proached a clerk, a wry smile on his 
face that was calculated to be humor
ous : 

"Hi, Tom ! Lemme see a flannel 
shirt, will you ? Herb wet one for me 
las' night, an' it takes two�three days 
to dry !" 

' "What size neck, Abbott?" asked the 
clerk. 

Lassiter wasn"t listening. He was lis
tening, rather, to have Herb say some
thing, from over there by the tackle 
counter where he was standing with 
Buzzell and a few others. 

Herb said nothing. 
"What size neck, Abbott?" repeated 

the clerk. 
Lassiter told him. He didn't know 

how he remembered the number, 
though,_ for the red he was seeing. The 
clerk calling him "Abbott" instead of 
"Ab," and the silence of Herb and 
Chan and their crowd, showed him that 
he wasn't popular. 

It was all Herb Benson's fault. He'd 
get Herb Benson, somehow. He'd-

Then Herb Benson's voice came to 
him. He was speaking to some young
ster who was buying a spinner or plug. 
apparently attaching it to his line before 
going out fishing from the wharf in 
front of the Loon Lake= store : 

"Don't tic your knots that way, 
Bub," Herb was saying. "You allus got 
to cut the line, when you want to get 
a plug or spinner or hook off, if you do 
that. Look here-" 

Ab saw red. Damn Herb for being 
an uppity know-it-all. Trying to show 
some kid how to make one of those 
crazy knots, was he ? Yeah, that was 
just like Herb, all right. Always a cer
tain way to do a thing ; always the only 
way to do it ; always trying to tell 
people how to do it, too. 

In reality, the youngster had asked 
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Herb the best way to tie a knot so that 
it would be firm and easy to unravel 
without wasting line, for Herb did 
know a lot about such things. 

"See how much better that way is?"  
Ab heard Herb saying. "Jest  a pul l  at  
the  end and it ' s  loosed. Harder the  fish 
pulls on the  other end,  though, the 
tighter the knot stays. Got the trick o' 
doin' it, Bub ?" 

" Sure. \Vait a minute. I think so, 
Herb. Like this, eh ?" 

It made Ab sick, that's what it did, 
always playing to the gallery the way 
Herb did. Trying to get in with kids 
so's they'd think he was a big man, 
was h e ?  

B u t  Dick Anderson came in then, 
and Ab heard Herb call cheerily out 
to him : 

"Jest the man I'm lookin' for, Rich
ard. Lemme take your seine net, will 
you ? Chan thinks I 'm right in sa yin' 
there's too many suckers up to Farring
ton Brook. They guzzle up all the sal
mon spawn. VVant to net some o' them 
out o' there, the fu'st night I got free 
without any guidin' to do." 

"Ain't got a seine net," Ab heard 
Anderson say. "Got a big gill net, that 
Pa used 'afore the law went on ag'in 
'em. \Velcome to take it, Herb." 

"Reckon I will. Reckon we can work 
the brook with a gill net, all right. Got 
to git one o' the boys to help me. Chan's 
too busy nights, jest now. Thanks, 
Richard," said Herb. 

"Help you myself, anytime you want, 
Herb." 

"Thanks, Richard. Prob'ly call  on 
you 

Ab Lassiter knew something about 
gill nets. Knew a great deal about the 
illegal use o f  them, in fact. His brain, 
bent on vengeance, began to connect 
gill nets with the murder of Herb Ben-
son. 

"You can come up with me after I 
git the mail an' I ' l l  give you the net,_" 
Dick Anderson was saying. 

"Good idee. I'll take you up, Rich
ard," said Herb. 

Ab's pian-as a good many murder 
plans do----<:ame to him suddenly with 
all the details perfect. He told himself 
that he was clever enough, though, to 
make it seem that he wasn't sore at 
Herb. So, as he went to the door, he 
ltlrned with a grin that was calculated 
to be sheepish and spoke : 

"Say, Herb ! Don't think I'm sore 
about the duckin' I got. Had it comin' 
to me, I reckon 1" 

"Reckon you did," drawled Herb 
gravely. 

A Bl�t�r��o�Al���!���h:t 
f;�: ���: 

of luck were with him. It began to rain. 
Ab, like most guides, knew the weather 
in his section. He knew, at once,� that 
the rain would continue, hard, all the 
rest o f  the day and night. He \vas cer
tain of that as he was that Herb Ben
son would be a dead man before 
morning. 

There would be no bass casting to
night, either for his own city sport or 
for Herb's Mr. Haynes. Bass simply 
do not strike plugs in the rain. There 
would, also, be no one on the lake, 
especially as the regular run of camp
ers, of summer people, usually did not 
come up until the first o f  July or later. 
The few that were here, now, would 
not be out in the rain. Yes, he'd have 
the lake to himself, all right. 

One thing in particular that pleased 
him, about the death he had planned 
for Herb Benson, was that it would 
look as if Herb had accidently been 
killed-drowned-while illegally net
ting fish. That tickled Ab, for Herb 
was one o f  these fool guides who never 
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took a fish out o f  season, never shot a 
deer or even a pesky partridge while 
the JaW was on. That was one reason 
he was so friendly with Chan. 

Chan ? Damn him, too. He hated him 
almost as much as he had always hated 
Herb. Well, Chan would he shocked, 
he guessed, when he found that his pal 
had been fooling him all along. Illegally 
gill-netting fish. VVhat a beaut ! 

The worst part of the whole thing, 
to Ab Lassiter, was the waiting until 
dark came. He sat in the ramshackle 
house, inherited from his father, where 
he lived alone, watching the rain pour 
down and thanking his luck that it was 
pouring down. 

Dark finally came. 
Herb, he knew, would also be alone. 

A great hand to stay alone, Herb was. 
Always fussing with guns or fishing 
tackle, or else reading some of those 
outdoor magazines that the city sports 
he guided gave him. A good thing, too, 
that Herb's little two-room log cabin 
was up there by Little Cove Channel. 
No other camp or dwelling within a 
mile of it, and the channel was one of 
the only two places in the whole of 
Loon Lake where you could properly 
set a gill net. 

Ab knew that. He'd set enough, in 
his time. 

Luck was with him in one other way, 
although he hadn't called it luck when 
he'd had to buy a bottle of  chloroform 
a vcar back, when his 'coon hound had 
taken sick. He'd loved that 'coon hound 
-about the only living thing Ab 
Lassiter had ever loved-and when he'd 
seen that the poor dog was doomed 
he'd wanted to put him out of  the way 
as easily as he could. He couldn't bear 
to shoot him, he remembered. He still 
had the rest of  that bottle tucked away. 

It would have been hard if he hadn't 
had it. I f  he'd had to knock Herb out 

with a club, or some other sort of 
weapon, the wound would show on the 
body. Now, when he could sneak up 
on him from behind and put him to 
sleep with chloroform, it wouldn't even 
be noticed when he was found _in the 
water. No trouble sneaking up behind 
Herb either, once Herb had let him in. 
Herb was a trusting fool, as C\'eryone 
knew. Herb wouldn't suspect anything. 

HE started out through the rain, 
anyway, with a soft rag and his 

bottle of chloroform. 
He elected to travel by canoe. B}' 

cutting across the bay, by skirting 
Farrington Cove, he could get to within 
a quarter of  a mile of Herb's house in 
around twenty minutes or so. 

He did so. There, pulling his craft 
onto the shore, he hid it in the trees just 
to be on the safe side. Then he walked 
briskly through the woods to Herb's 
cabin. 

He knocked on the door ; 
"Hi, Herb ! It's Ab Lassiter.'' 
"Come right in, Ab," said Herb. 
Ab opened the door and did so. He 

stood there, for a moment, looking very 
much abashed as he gazed at Herb sit
ting in the rocker with a book on his 
knees. 

"Herb,' '  he finally blurted out, "I 
got to thinkin', sittin' to home in the 
rain all day. I been a dirty skunk, Herb, 
cuttin' off your sport's fish last night. 
I-I come over, Herb, to ask you to 
forgit. Us guides had ought to be 
friends, I can sec. Yeah, I been sort of 
a damn fool !" 

Herb Benson put his book on the 
table. He looked a trifle surprised, for 
a mere moment, and then his face 
turned gravely thoughtful. Again, after 
a moment, a slow smile lit up. He got 
to his feet and stuck out his hand : 

"Shucks. Ab,'' he said, for he was a 
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trustful man, "that's all right with me. 
F orgit it yourself, Sure we'd ought to 
stick together." 

"Reckon I learned my lesson, Herb," 
grinned Ab as he took the outstretched 
hand. 

Herb, making some laughing re
joinder, changed the subject. The talk 
turned to bass, to salmon, to all types 
o f  Loon Lake fishing. 

Ab, after a few minutes, suddenly 
asked : 

"Git that net from Dick Anderson, 
Herb ? Reckon I can dig one up for 
you i f  you ain't." 

"Thanks, A b. Got it today, all right 
when I left the store with him after 
mail time." 

"Glad to help you out gittin' them 
suckers from Farrington Brook. Eat 
up a heap o' good spawn, they do, like 
you an Chan says. Sure, Iemme know 
when you need a hand." 

"Thanks, Ab," said Herb with sin
cere gratitude, as if he were telling 
himsel f that Abbott Lassiter had 
changed completely, and much for the 
better. 

They talked more fishing and hunt
ing, and the conversation, as it eventu
ally did between guides, 'vent to their 
favorite deer rifles. 

"Lemme see that .351 you use, Herb. 
Like that .303 myself, but that auto
matic, I got to admit-" 

"Shucks, jest Iemme show her an' 
explain her to you, Ab, an' you'll never 
use no other," cut in Herb good-na
turedly, going over to his cabinet 
where he kept his firearms. 

As he stooped down to unlock the 
glass door, Abbott Lassiter decided that 
the time for which he had been waiting 
had come. Yanking out his rag, he got 
out his bottle of chloroform, extracted 
the cork, and soaked the cloth with the 
fluid. Then, while Herb was still bend-

ing over, just about to take out his 
rifle, Ab got a strangle hold on him 
from behind and slapped that sodden 
rag over his mouth and nose. 

THERE was, of course, a slight 
struggle. A very slight one, how

ever. Herh Denson was caught at too 
much of a disadvantage. He did suc
ceed in making Ab crash down to the 
floor with him, but after a moment his 
twisting and squirming ceased and he 
lay inert. 

Ab Lassiter wasted no time. Shoul
dering the body, he walked down to 
the lake with it through the teeming 
rain. Arriving at the shore, he waded 
into the shallow water and held Herb 
Benson under by the simple expedient 
of standing on him and pushing him 
down. He stayed this way for ten min
utes, fifteen, twenty. That, he decided, 
was enough. Herb was dead, drowned. 

Still he would take no chances. Get
ting a rope from his pocket that he 
had brought along, he took a heavy 
rock, secured the rope about it, and 
then hitched it to Herb's belt. After 
that. he shoved the body out into slight
ly deeper water. It stayed under. 

He raced back to the cabin, then, 
in search of a net. Herb, an orderly 
man, would probably have kept it in 
the garage he used for his small car. 
Ab was right, as far as that went. He 
found it  there. When he did find it, 
rhough, he swore. 

It was a gill net, but it had not been 
used for gill netting by Dick Anderson. 
There were no lead weights at the hot
tom of it,  and no man could or would 
go gill netting without lead weights to 
his net. 

Panic, for an instant, overtook him. 
But not for long. 
In the rear of the garage, laid out 

on the floor, he saw exactly what he 
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wanted-several long lengths of lead 
pipe. He remembered, then, that Herb 
must have had them left over when he 
had rigged up a gasoline engine, last 
fall, and piped his water from the lake. 

He glanced over at Herb's work 
bench along one side of the garage wall, 
with the tools methodically hanging 
above it, each on a separate hook. Yes, 
there was a hack saw there. 

\Vith the hack saw he hastily got to 
work Stooping down, his right knee 
on the floor, he laid the pipe across his 
left knee and began sawing it off in 
sections eight or ten inches long. He 
cut about · twenty of them, for he 
wanted to have the net look right in 
every way. Finally he was finished with 
1hat part of  the j ob. Dusting off the 
lead shavings from the trouser knee, 
he got to his feet and put the hack saw 
back on its nail. 

He took up the sledge hammer, then. 
that had been lying on the work bench. 
With this he bent the sections of pipe 
over in the middle so that they would 
be easy to attach to the bottom of the 
net. He wasn't going to slip up in any 
way. Here was one time when that 
smart aleck of a Chan Buzzell who 
thought he knew it all was going to be 
fooled, he guessed. 

After fastening tlw lead 'veighrs 
along the bottom of the net at fairly 
e\•en intervals along the mesh that was 
perhaps a hundred and fi fty feet long, 
ht• carried it down to Herb's landing. 
The first thing he did, here, was to tic 
one of the ends of the heavy rope. al
readv attached to the net, to a tree that 
was 

·
close to the shore, jutting out over 

the water. He tied it securely-three 
times, four times. Then, removing the 
stone that held Herb Benson's body on 
the bottom. he brought the corpse 
ashore. 

He smiled then. Here was the clever 

part of his plan. It  tickled him to think 
just how clever it was. 

D I SENTANGLING the net, he got 
hold of it at just about as near 

as he could judge the middle. Through 
the mesh, he thrust a boot of Herb's, 
thrust an arm. wound the body all up 
in it. When they found the body it sure 
would look as if Herb, in stretching his 
net from the shore to shore, had tipped 
over in his canoe. gotten tangled up 
in the mesh. and drowned trying to 
find his way out 

Pretty clcn:r. pretty clever. 
He placed Herb's canoe in the water, 

then, and put Herb's body and the bulky 
net into it. Lucky, he again told him
sel f,  that Herb had lived right near 
Little Cove Channel. The Channel was 
no more than eight rods across, and 
the net would be about the right size. 
The best spot in the lake for gill net
ting. 

Ab liked gill netting. It  was a lazy 
man's way of making easy money. The 
net was stretched across a narrow part 
of the lake like this, the top of it under 
water so that it couldn't be seen. The 
lower part, heavily weighted, sagged 
and held it dowf!. The fish, running up 
against it from both sides, tried to 
push their way through when they met 
the obstacle of  the mesh. The bigger 
ones, when you used the right mesh. 
always got caught. When they found 
out that they couldn't get their whole 
body through, they tried to pull back. 
Tn trying to pull back. their gills became 
hopelessly caught, so a!\ a man had to 
do was to pull up his net and take hi-.. 
fish. Good business. Salmon, particu
larly, were easily sold. Ab wished, in a 
way, that he was setting this net to
night for actual fish. 

But he was a fool to think of that. 
There would be many more nights. 
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There would be easier nights, now that 
Herb was out of  the way. Herb didn't 
believe in gill netting, and Ab had never 
dared set one here since Herb had built 
his cabin in this place a couple of  years 
ago. He'd had to go way up to Head
water Cove, instead. 

He shoved off in the canoe carefully. 
It was slow work, for he had to handle 
the paddle and pay out that heavy, cum
bersome net so that it would all look 
natural. The net kept getting caught on 
Herb's body, and Ab happily realized 
just how easy it would be for a man 
to get caught in the mesh. 

Yes, pretty foxy, pretty foxy, all 
right. 

He came to the middle of  the chan
nel, presently, and here he stopped with 
a sigh of  relief. H e  was wet through 
already, and more wetting wouldn't 
matter much, so he didn't mind sliding 
into the water. From there, holding 
onto the canoe, it was a simple matter 
to shove the craft over so that it would 
upset. Fascinated, he watched Herb's 
body fall into the lake, all tangled up 
in the net. It floated at first, and then 
began to sink as the weight of  the net 
dragged it down. 

That was enough for Ab Lassiter. 
Slowly, coolly, he struck out for shore. 

Reaching shore, he made his way to 
his own canoe, shoved it into the water, 
and paddled for home. 

In another thirty minutes he \Vas in 
bed for the night. 

ABBOTT LASSITER'S luck, as 
he assured himself gleefully, kept 

right on. The rain stopped just before 
sunup. Mr. Broughton, who confined 
most of his fishing to night casting for 
bass, had nevertheless said that he 
might take it into his head to try the 
trout some day up on Misty Brook. So 
Ab, remembering this, got into his 

flivver when he saw that it  was to be 
a clear day and headed for Brown's 
Sporting Camps. Mr. Broughton, fur
thermore, decided that this was the 
day for a crack at some trout, and he 
mentioned that the fishing _fever was in 
his blood and that he wanted to go 
after bass again during the night. It 
meant two days' pay in one for Ab, 
one might say, and Ab, liking money 
as he did, was in especially good spirits 
when he drove home for supper before 
going back to get his sport for some 
night fishing. But, as Abbott Lassiter 
reached his dwelling, he wasn't quite 
certain that his luck was holding out. 
He was never lucky, when he had to 
meet that damned Chan Buzzell, and 
the Loon Lake sheriff was waiting 
there for him, in company with the 
worshipful Skip Babcock. Dick Ander
son, Ab noticed, was also along. 

Ab tried to be casual. Getting out of 
his car, he waved a hand. 

" 'Lo, Chan. Say, me an' Mr. 
Broughton caught us a nice mess o' 
trout t'day, on Misty Brook. Ought to 
try it, right about now, Chan. Mr. 
Broughton was using a Professor. They 
was takin' it great." 

Chan was nodding his head gravely. 
"Glad your last day o' fishin' was a 

good one, Ab," he said. "I al!us like 
to see any human have a good day o' 
sport, 'afore he gives it up for l i fe." 

"Gives it up for life ? . . Golly, 
Chan, dummed i f  I do git your jokes, 
sometimes." 

"Ain't no joke," sighed Chan. ''A 
man can't fish when he's got to spend 
the rest o' his life behind bars, can 
he?" 

"Spend the rest  o' his l ife behind 
bars?" echoed Ab, his voice sounding 
more foolish-more panicky-than 
surprised. 

Chan, for a moment, didn't answer. 
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Chan, lean and long and tanned, was 
gazing solemnly at Abbott Lassiter 
with his wide gray eyes that had an 
odd somberness in them. They seemed, 
as people had frequently said, to look 
at and into and through a man. There 
must have been some truth in it, for 
01an had frequently made a guilty 
game law evader confess merely by 
looking at him. 

Chan spoke again. He didn't answer 
Ab's question, this time. He branched 
off onto another topic. His voice was 
apologetic : 

"Sorry we had to break down your 
door. Ab. Well, not break it down ex· 
ac'ly-jest force the lock . ' "  

' 'Force t h e  lock ?" 
Ab was becoming hypnotized, dulled. 

by Chan's manner and by Chan's 
words. Chan, presumably. wanted him 
to become this way. 

''Yes," said Chan, no doubt thinking 
that the proper time had come to begin 
his definite accusations. "\Ve had to' 
force the lock so's we could search the 
house. I reckoned I'd find some clue 
here, after I got to suspicionin' you. 
Know v .. ·hy I suspicioned you ? Know 
why T suspicioned Herb didn't go and 
set that net hisself ?" 

Abbott Lassiter asked, trying to be 
casual : 

"Yeah ? Why ?" 
' '0' course, ' '  said Chan gravely, ' ' l  

knowed it wa'n't l i k e  Herb, him bein' 
square an' honest like he were, to go 
an' set a gill net. Still, I knowed that 
men 'II do funny things, sometimes. 
When I looked at the way that gill net 
rope were tied to that tree by Herb's 
Iandin'. though. I kuowcd Herb hadn't 
done it. Herb never would 'a' tied them 
four knots like that, hard and jest like 
ordinary knots-Herb would 'a' tied 
one o' them slick sailor knots he altus 
tied everything with, whether it were 

a fish line or a canoe painter or any· 
thing he-" 

Chan deliberately paused. As he did 
so, Abbott Lassiter's facial muscles 
tautened. 

"V\'hcn we went up to Herb's cabin 
an" smelled that lingerin' smell o' 
chloroform, hows'ever, we sure sus· 
picioned something funny. Mcbbe T 
didn't jest suspicion :you fu'st off, Ab, 
but J come close to it. I knowcd you 
hated Herb, 'cause he was a better man 
an' a better guide than you was, an' I 
knowed you'd hate him heaps mort', 
after that duckin' he give you. No. 
your talk to the store didn't fool no one 
none, I reckon. Well, knowin' you'd 
hated him, I done some questioning 
'bout had you bought any chloroform 
recent. You know what I found out. 
You know that J found out you got 
some over to the junction. You even 
left the empty bottle in the pocket o' 

the mackinaw you wore last night, 
Ab !" 

Abbott Lassiter plainly showed that 
he knew that he was doomed, but he 
made a supreme effort to bluff, to fight 
for even a little time in which to think : 

"Are you cra::y, Chan Buzzell ?" he 
asked, as many another murderer has 
wanted to know. "Golly," he added, 
"can't a man have a bottle o' chloro· 
form to put a dog out o' the way with ?" 

"Sure he can, sure he can," soothed 
Chan. "No, Ab, I'm not crazy, but )'Olt 
are, thinkin' you can commit murder 
an' git away with ii. There a\Ius seems 
to be some mistake, Ab. 0' course, you 
made a lot _ o '  mistakes, but you made 
one that went an' pinned it plumb onto 
you. Hanker to know what it  were, 
Ab ?" 

Chan, as he waited for an answer, 
looked very somber. Herb Benson had 
been one of his best friends. 

Abbott Lassiter didn't reply. He was 
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looking around the room, in the man
ner of a man searching for escape. 

"There was your mistake, Ab," said 
Chan quietly. · 

HE was pointing to Dick Anderson. 
The latter, slowly, had taken a 

pair of  corduroy trousers from behind 
his back-the wet, soggy trousers that 
Ab had worn last night. 

"You can't bluff me," cried Ab sud
denly. 

"Ain't tryin' to, Ab," said Chan. 
. .  \Vhen we found that empty bottle o' 
chloroform, after breakin' in here, I 
says we got to find somethin' else. I 
says that empty bottle didn't hang it 
onto you, like I also siys that there 'ud 
be some clue that would. Well, I got 
that other clue. I got it  when I looked 
at your clothes. I see that the left knee 
of them cord'roy pants had had some 
kind o' metal held onto them real hard ; 
I see that there was even a few lead 
shavings worked into the material, that 
you couldn't notice good unless with a 
magnifying glass. I done even more 
than that, Ab. I had Skip take them 
pams over to the junction, with some 
lead shavin's from the floor o' Herb's 
garage, to Doc Bogart. He an'lyzed 
'em, like I asked, an' he says that the 
shavin's that come from the floor was 
the same as was into your cord'roy 
pants an' that they both came from the 
lead pipe that-" 

But Chan had to stop then. Abbott 

Lassiter, in blind and insane fury, 
leaped straight out for him with a cry 
like that of a man whose brain has 
snapped. 

As the murderer did so, a faint smile 
of  satisfaction seemed to play about the 
lips of  the game warden. He did not, 
strangely enough, step in and knock 
his man out with the first blow as his 
boxing skill-his terrific punch-would 
have made it simple for him to do. 
Instead he slashed at Ab's jaw, with 
deft knuckles, and opened the skin. His 
next effort also brought blood. It  cut 
the cheekbone of  the murderer as i f  a 
razor, indeed, had been drawn across it. 

Briefly, Chan Buzzell did a mean 
piece of  work, although a very pic
turesque piece of work, on Abbott 
Lassiter's face and body. Finally when 
Abbott Lassiter was about to sink down 
from exhaustion, Chan Buzzell merci
fully sent a fist clean into the solar 
plexus, and Abbott Lassiter went out 
like the proverbial light. 

Chan, with a sad shake of  his head, 
turned to Skip and Dick Anderson as 
he got to his feet after having put the 
handcuffs over the wrists of  the un
conscious man : 

' 'He sure did resist arrest, boys, 
didn' he?" he gravely queried, as he 
looked at the battered features of  the 
murderer. 

Skip Babcock and Dick Anderson 
nodded silently. Chan, they knew, had 
thought a great deal of  Herb Benson. 



"What's the idea7" asked Moore as the Sheriff examined ttoe horse's hoc1 

Hoofprints to Doom 
By Edward A .  Dieckmann 

Dtttcth•e Serguml, Homicide Squad, Son Diego, Calif .. Police Department 

From the Ashes of Murder Sheriff 
Jennings Chooses Clues Which En
oble Him to Trap a Remorseless 

Desperado 

head. It was hot that July afternoon 
of 1 899 ; hot and dry. Staring at the 
smoke, Dunham muttered aloud as is 
the habit of those who live alone. 

"\Vander what the devil Jake's up 
to ; burning brush this time of year ? 

H ENRY DUNHA1f had been Dern old fool t Gosh, he ought to know 
watching the thin, wavering better. Not a drop of rain for months ; 
column of smoke ever since everything's as dry as tinder." Again, 

he'd topped the last hill. It  worried the Dunham cursed the heat ; crammed his 
sixty-three year old ranch blacksmith bandana into the hip pocket of his 
because it came from the direction of  overalls and started toward the smoke, 
Jacob J .  Veitinger's ranch ; old Jake hurrying a bit now. 
who lived alone in his tiny frame cabin When Dunham 
in the foothills o f  Lee's Valley, San reached the top of 
Diego County, California. Dunham the next rise he saw 
mopped the perspiration from his bald the cause of the fire. 

89 
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With a wild yell, reminiscent of hiS old 
enemies of  Civil War days, the veteran 
blacksmith broke into a stumbling run. 
A Grand Army comrade was in terrible 
danger, or already dead ! 

The Veitinger ranch house was a 
smoldering ruin ! It  had been a small 
place, built entirety of  thin siding with 
the exception of the sheet-iron roof. 
This had fallen and now formed a 
coverlet to the hot embers of the floor
ing and the remnants of  rough furni
ture. The walls had been consumed, 
parts falling outward and setting fire 
to the grass about the place. Tiny 
tongues of flame licked out from be
neath the sections of roofing, darting 
at Dunham as he lumbered around the 
heap of blackened ruins. 

"Hi, Jake,' '  he called, his voice 
breaking slightly. "\Vhere the heck are 
you ?" 

There was no answer other than the 
excited cackling of the terrified chick
ens in their yard next the house, the 
fence of which was beginning to blaze. 
Dunham glanced about. In the pasture. 
west of the ruins, Jake Veitinger's two 
horses and a colt lifted their heads, 
ears pricked forward. at his yell. Again 
he called, shrilly, then. snatching up a 
sho\·el, he threw dirt upon the darting 
fire tongues that were creeping along 
the grass, and beat out the fii'e on the 
fence rails. This accomplished, he ex
amined the ruins. 

The heat was terrific but Dunham 
got close enough to see all that re
mained of  Jacob J. Veitinger, i3-year
old retired naval man. The Gennan 
rancher lay face down in what had 
been the combination living-room and 
bedroom of the little house. Both of 
his legs were gone ; burned away at the 
hips. Only the stump of the shoulder 
remained of  the right arm, and the 
back of the prone man's skull had dis-

appeared.· The left arm was doubled be
neath the body, which had contracted 
with the heat to about half its original 
size. This much Dunham saw before 
he turned and ran for the ranch of 
William H. Cooper, two miles away 
across the valley. 

COOPER had just hitched up his 
team to the Mountain Springs 

wagon when the excited Dunham 
panted into the stable yard. 

"Jake's dead ! Jake's dead ! Burned 
to death !" the old man gasped. 
"VVhat'll we do, Bill ? ' '  

"Sure he's dead ?" Cooper asked. 
climbing into the wagon seat. 

"Burned to a cinder." Dunham 
clambered up beside the younger man 
as he replied. 

Cooper clucked to his team and the 
spirited animals tore through the gate 
and away on the dusty road. \Vhen 
they arrived at the Veitinger ranch, the 
two men cleared away the hot embers 
from about the body of  their friend. 
Cooper shook his head sadly. 

"Can't figure this out, Hank. Jake 
\vas a careful cuss. I ·wonder what hap
pened ?''  

"Going to tug . him out of there ?" 
Dunham asked. 

"No sir ! Not while Fred !vi. Jen
nings is Chief Deputy Sheriff of this 
county. You ought to know better than 
that." Cooper's face was tight-lipped. 
"If there's to be an investigation, Jen
nings will be up here before long. We'll 
touch nothing. I'm going for the Con
stable at Jamul, and to phone the 
Coroner." 

"Think it's a murder? ' '  
"Don't know. Not my job.  but \'Oll 

never can tell." 
-

Dunham nodded. 
I t  was about one o'clock that after

noon when Henry Dunham found the 
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body. In these horse and buggy days it 
took several hours for Cooper to make 
the round trip between the Jamul Store 
and the Veitinger ranch. When he re
turned two more rancher friends of 
the dead man accompanied him. So did 
Deputy Constable A. T.  1loore of 
Jamul Township. Cooper had phoned 
Coroner H. P. Woodward but that 
official \vas out of the city and could 
not arrive at the mountain ranch until 
the following morning. 

The embers had cooled a bit by the 
time the men arrived so they laid a 
few planks over the burned flooring of 
the cabin and gently removed the body 
from its funeral pyre. A few of the 
boards directly under the chest of  the 
dead man had not been burned and 
these, adhering to the body, were re
moved with it. The whole thing was 
placed in an empty bee hive and all of 
those present agreed that it was the 
body of Jake. 

"Sure, that's Jake," Cooper de
clared. "Ain't much left of him but 
I'd know that jutting jaw anywhere. 
See those teeth snags ? No question 
about it, men." 

The others nodded silent agreement. 
They all knew old Jake. 

When they lifted the shriveled body 
into the bee hive they noticed a curious 
thing. The left arm that had been be
neath the body and therefore somewhat 
protected from the flames had not been 
badly burned. As the men turned the 
body on its back they saw that this arm 
had been broken a few inches above the 
elbow ; a ragged, irregular break that 
exposed the bone. 

"Huh !" Deputy Constable lVIoore 
exclaimed. "Now how do you account 
for that ?" 

"Don't know," Cooper replied. "Bet
ter be careful. That seems rather im
portant, eh ?'. 

That night Jake Veitinger's body lay 
in the ranch honeyhouse while the 
ranchers prowled about the place, seek
ing any clue that might cast some light 
upon the circumstance of  the fire. 
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and Deputy Coroner \V. W. Whitson 
arrived upon the scene. With them ar
rived several more ranchers whom the 
County Coroner immediately swore in 
as jurors for the inquest that he began 
at once. Cooper told him all he knew 
of  old Jake. 

Jacob J.  Veitinger was a Civil \Var 
Veteran, having served throughout the 
conflict in the Union Navy. He had 
been badly wounded when the U. S.  S. 
Philadelphia, upon which he had been 
serving, had been blown up in an en
gagement with several Confederate 
vessels. He was a rather frail man ; had 
a crooked back that caused one shoul
der to be much higher than the other 
and usually hired neighboring ranchers 
or Indians to do the heavy work about 
the place. He was receiving a fifty
dollar-a-month pension from the gov
ernment and had homesteaded the one 
hundred sixty acres upon which his 
house had been built. 

"Was he popular ?" Woodward 
asked. 

"Everyone liked old Jake," Cooper 
replied. "He didn't get around much ; 
went to Jamul 'bout once a month for 
groceries and smoking, and to get a 
hair-cut. He raised about everything he 
needed right here ; had an orchard over 
the hill there and a truck garden." 

"Did he have any money ?" 
"Sure. Just a few days ago he paid 

me for a hay-cutting job. He had a lot 
of gold and bills in a red leather pocket� 
book then ; one of those kind with two 
pockets and a double snap," 
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"Ever hank any ?" the Coroner went 

"By gosh, now. That's funny. I 
never heard him mention a bank and 
he ought to have a lot of  money. He 
bragged that he could live on twenty 
dollars a year." Cooper glanced at the 
others of  the group for confirmation. 
They nodded silently. 

"\Vho saw him last ?" 
"Dunham, I guess,' '  Cooper replied. 

' 'He was over here yesterday because 
Jake had some sort of dingus, an in
strument to restore hearing, and a book 
of the treatment of  deafness. Hank's 
a bit hard of hearing you know." 

"What were his habits ; what did he 
do all day ?" 

"Old Jake had Navy habits ; that's 
what he called them anyhow. He used 
to get up 'bout four o'clock every 
morning and brew himself a pot of 
coffee. Then he worked awhile ; the 
morning watch he called it, and he'd 
cook breakfast about seven o'clock. 
Along about eleven, he'd cook up his 
dinner and have his supper at five 
o'clock. Some days he'd sleep after his 
noon meal. I 've seen }Jim sound asleep 
in his big chair when I'd drop over to 
visit with him." 

"Hum." \Voodward mused thought
fully. " Do you know if he used coal 
oil or candles for lighting purpose s ? "  

" O h ,  he h a d  a lamp. He kept h i s  
spare coal o i l  in a lean-to alongside the 
house. There's the cans. "  Cooper 
pointed to the blackened remains. 

Dunham told how he'd arrived at 
the ranch about one o'clock. "The 
house was all burned down then. It 
must have been burning an hour or 
two before I got there," he continued. 

While Woodward had been question
ing the two ranchers, Deputy Coroner 
Whitson had raked all of the metal 
pieces he could find from the ashes. 

These were few. An old nickeled clock 
with its face oddly intact ; parts ·of  a 
rifle, or shotgun, and a few scattered 
shotgun shell bases. Beneath the 
crinkled bed springs, one of the men 
found a few Mexican copper coins and 
the clasps of  a purse. That was about 
all except the reservoir-with the wick 
fitting still attached-of the coal oil 
lamp, and a matted mass of what had 
once been dishes. 

T:i�u�!�c�o l:�;::sn r:,��::!k�tc�:��:� 
\Voodward noticed. "Fire started a few 
minutes before that, T reckon," he re
marked. "Now we'll look at the body 
again." 

Between the bits of floor boards and 
the body, \Voodward found some bits 
of  cloth ; part of the man's clothing 
he knew but it was strangely damp. 
He wondered about that. That arm. 
too, it was queer that it should be 
broken that way but fire does odd 
things. This was a compound fracture. 
The Coroner shook his grey head as 
he listened to Dunham. 

"Maybe it was an accident,'' the old 
blacksmith was saying, "but Jake was 
a careful old cuss. Remember how we 
found that the chicken house had been 
cleaned out yesterday morning ? That's 
just how he was, finicky about his jobs. ' "  

""What else could it be but a n  acci
dent ?" another rancher ; a juryman this 
time, cut in. "Who'd kill him ?" 

"If  you're ready for your verdict. 
gentlemen,'' Woodward began, ' '1'11 
make a note of-" A yell from the 
edge of  the burned building where the 
salvaged metal lay choked him off. lt 
was Bill Cooper. 

"\Vait, wait ! There's something 
wrong here !" 

"\Vhat do you mean ?" \Voodward 
said, turning from the jury. 
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"Old Jake had two guns. One was 
an old Springfield musket that he cut 
down and had re-bored ; made a shot
gun out o f  it.  Here are the pieces of 
that. But he had another gun ; a breech
loading, single barrel shotgun and that 
ain't here !"  

' ' \Vhcn'd you see  it last ?" Wood
ward snapped. 

"Day before yesterday." I t  was 
I knry Dunham who answered. "T saw 
it when I was over here." 

The men again pawed through the 
pile and three of them conducted a 
search through the outbuildings. No 
sign of the missing gun. Grim faced, 
they stared at each other. 

' '  :vr unler !"  someone said hoarsely. 
"Yes. That broken arm too. He 

never did that in a fall !"  another ex
claimed. "And we \vas just going to 
vote accidental ! ' '  

' ' Any ideas, men ? ' '  Coroner \Vood
ward and Deputy Constable :rvtoorc 
spoke together. 

''1 have," Cooper .snapped. 
"Yes?" 
"We' l l  look for  Vicente Rosario, 

that drunken Indian who's always 
prowling 'round these parts. He's can
tankerous enough for a job like this." 

Leaving the Coroner and his deputy 
to remove the body of Jake Veitinger 
to the county seat at San Diego, the 
self-appointed posse set out on the 
search for the "bad Indian," Rosario. 

,.
f

l1 AT night Doctors C. C. Valle 
ami J.  F. Escher performed a post

mortem on the body of Veitinger at 
the W. W. Whitson Undertaking Par
lors in San Diego. Once more, the 
Coroner's Jury gathered to hear the 
surgeon's evidence. 

The testimony was brief and 
pointed. 

"This was not accidental death," 

Doctor Valle reported. "Veitinger's left 
arm was broken by some smashing 
blow. No doubt he received 01her 
wounds also but because (Jf the condi
tion of the body we were unable tn 
(]etermine just what these wmHKls 
were. \Ve base our opinion relative to 
the other wound, or wounds. from the 
fact that the bits of cloth f0tmd be
neath the body had been soaked with 
blood."  

"Go on, Doctor," \Voodward urged 
as the surgeon hesitatt:d. 

"The arm was broken before fire 
touched it. Furthermore, Veitinger was 
dead before any fire reached his body. "  

"Why do you say that ?" 
"Because we found no evidence o f  

t h e  inhalation of fire, or soot as would 
be the case if  the man had been alive 
when burned," Valle replied. 

And so the jury brought in the only 
verdict they could : < ;Death at the hands 
of a person or persons unknown. ' '  and 
Coroner \:Voodward telephoned the 
Sheriff. 

F
RED M. JEN N lNGS had a talk 
with the autopsy surgerms am\ the 

Coroner before he started his long ride 
to the murder scene. He studied the 
dock, the coins, the remains of the 
lamp and the purse clasps and shook 
his head. 

''Dang it, I get these cases when 
they're as cold as ice. I mean it, even 
though this is a cremation job, ' '  he 
grinned at \Voodward. "Here it is, 
July 31 already. Whoever killed 
Veitingcr might be in �-lexico and 
heading straight south. Why does that 
Jamul bunch think that Rosario might 
have pulled this job ?" 

Woodward shook his head. "Don't 
know, Fred. Better find out up there." 

"Yes, yes. You're right. No use get
ting stuff second hand. V'/ell, I'm on 
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my way but before I go I'm going 
to put the San Diego Police on to Ro
sario. He's probably in town and that's 
their bailiwick. So long."  Jennings 
strode from the funeral parlors. 

He found Constable Moore at the 
Veitinger ranch when he arrived. 

"How's the hunting, Moore ?" he 
asked. 

"If you mean about that Indian, 
there's no sign of  him at all. He was 
'round here on Friday, the day Jake 
was killed, but no one's seen him 
since," Moore replied. 

"What've you got on him ? "  
" H e ' s  a no-good cuss. Drinks like a 

fish and he was 'round this vallev on 
Friday. He worked for Jake se�eral 
times and might have seen the old fel
low's money." 

"Where does he live ? Permanent. I 
mean." 

"Nowhere. He sleeps wherever night 
catches him," :Moore· replied. 

"Boys still hunting ?' '  
"A couple o f  them are trying to 

round him up but we think he va
moosed ; gone to l\f exico." 

''Has he a horse ?' '  
"Not unless he stole it, aitd none 

have been reported stolen since Jake 
was killed. ' '  

Jennings surveyed the ranch sur
roundings. To the east was the dirt 
road leading through the isolated val
ley, traveled only by those living there 
but now cluttered with the tracks of 
the ranchers' horses. To the westward 
was Flat Top Mountain, brush covered 
and boulder strewn. Behind the ranch 
house site, toward Flat Top, Jennings 
could see that Vcitinger had put in an 
orchard. The trees climbed a slight 
hill and vanished over the crest. 

"\Vhat's up that way ?'' he asked, 
nodding toward· Flat top. 

"The old man's orchard. It goes over 

the hill and down into a basin for quite 
a ways.'' Moore replied. 

"You fellows been prowling that 
way ? ' "  

"No. \iVhv ?''  
The dcp�ty grunted, noncommit

tally. "Let's look over Veitinger's 
horses. Who's been looking out for 
them ?" 

"Cooper.'' 
Carefully. Jennings l i fted the horses 

hooves and closely examined each one 
while Moore looked on curiously. 
"What's the idea ?" he finallv Durst out. 

"Just sadng myself a 'job," Jen
nings explained \\·ith a smile. "Sort of 
checking up on something that I'd be 
like\\' to wonder about later on.' '  

"\Vhat'd you find ":'' '  
' 'Both horses are shod. ' '  the deputy 

replied with a grin, and the Constable 
grunted. 

Other rancher� began drifting in. 
Jennings questioned them all, particu
larlv about Vicente Rosario. He 
!ea:ned that the suspected Indian was 
a big fellow, and that he looked like 
a Mexican. "He has a crescent-shaped 
scar on his left cheek and a big, black 
mustache, ' '  one of  the men told him. 
"You'd never miss him." 

"Been in jail a dozen times," the 
Deputy said. "I didn't recognize the 
name at first." 

Slowly. Jennings dri fted away from 
the group : from all except Constable 
Moore. The t\I"O officers circled the 
blackened ruins, widening their circle 
as they walked. Jennings. his eyes on 
the ground, plodded on. Suddenly he 
halted. "Look at that." he said. 

THE ground was soh at this point 
and l\-foore could see the imprint 

of a horse's hoof. It was almost round 
and was unusually small. The track was 
headed west toward Flat Top Moun-
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tain. As the men advanced they picked 
up the track again and again. It  passed 
through the orchard and over the brow 
of the hill and into the wooded basin. 
lt was here that they found the clearest 
print. 

Carefully Jennings studied it, squat
ting on his heels. The ground was 
harder here and the track was plain. 

"That's a funny track, Moore," Jen
nings remarked. "It's not been made 
by any o f  old Jake's stock ; not even the 
colt. I never saw a rounder horse 
track." 

"Why didn't Veitinger's horse make 
it?"  

" 'Cause these are  the  tracks of a 
barefooted horse ; barefooted on all 
four feet." 

"Some stray," l\·-Ioore ventured. 
"No." 
"\Vhy ?" 
"Ever since we picked this track up, 

back there by the barn, it's gone in a 
straight line. Strays don't do that. Did 
you ever see a loose horse that didn't 
wander off to graze ?" 

"By gosh you're right, Fred. Now 
what, going to foll<lw it over Flat 
Top ?" The Constable jumped up. 

"No. I'm going back to my buggy," 
Jennings replied. "I 've a scheme that 
beats mountain climbing all hollow, and 
takes less time." 

The deputy stopped long enough to 
obtain a thorough description of the 
missing gun from Cooper before he 
left the ranch. It  was a single barrel, 
12-gauge, Cooper explained, with a Jot 
of nickle-work about the breech. "I 
don't know the make," he continued. 
"It was a cheap gun." 

"Hundreds like it around, a mail 
order gun I'll bet. Ain't there anything 
odd about i t?"  Jennings asked. 

Cooper twisted his heavy mustache. 
"Seems as though there is, Fred. Wait 

a minute now. By gosh, I've got it ! 
Old Jake had trouble with the gun ; it 
missed fire several times and he brazed 
a chunk of metal on the hammer to 
give it more weight." 

"Good." The Deputy gathered up his 
reins. "See you later," he called as his 
team clattered down the dusty road. 

It was twelve hard miles, by road, 
to the opposite slope of Flat Top 
Mountain where it tumbled down into 
Lyon's Valley. At the road intersection 
between Jamul and Dehesa, Jennings 
jerked his tired team to a halt and, 
after tying them up, headed for the 
foot of the mountain. He soon found 
that which he was seeking, the track 
of the barefooted horse. So he'd been 
right ! No stray horse had made this 
track. The animal had a rider ; a rider 
who didn't want to be seen-otherwise 
he'd have taken the easier route along 
the road. All o f  these things passed 
through the Deputy's mind as he 
squatted on a rock and smoked a brown 
paper cigarette. It was getting dark 
now and he returned to his team and 
hurried on, stopping at two ranch 
houses on his way toward the Sequam 
Indian Reservation. At each of these 
places he inquired about any strange 
horsemen who might have passed 
through on Friday, July 28. None had 
been seen. 

WHILE Deputy Sheriff Jennings 
had been trailing the barefooted 

horse, there had been great excitement 
at the Indian camp o f  Francisco Sepul
veda alongside the El Cajon road, near 
Dehesa. 

Deputy Constable Harry Hubble of 
El Cajon Township had hurried to the 
camp when Sepulveda galloped into 
town with the news that there'd been a 
shooting. It had happened some time 
before, the Indian said, but he'd hid 
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out ; afraid of  the man who'd done the 
shooting. 

"Who is he ?" Hubble asked. 
"Who'd he shoot ?" 

"He shoot at Jorge Munijo.  No hit  
him. Then Jorge take gun away and 
shoot lhat fellow two times. He fall 
down. \Ve run like hell." 

"\-\'hat's his name ?" 
"Ramon Tapia. He's much bad !" 
Hubble found the wounded Indian 

asleep in some brush a short distance 
from the camp. He'd been shot t\vice ; 
once through the neck and once 
through the arm. In a gunny sack be· 
side him, the officer found three shot
gun shells and some .44 revolver 
cartridges. In the man's hip pocket was 
a soiled purse, containing four silver 
dollars. H e  couldn't speak English, 
Sepulveda said. 

"What caused the shooting ?" 
Hubble inquired. 

"This man"-Sepulveda pointed to 
Tapia, who glared back-"come to 
camp and try to take Jorge's squaw. 
Squaw scream and Jorge go fight this 
man. This man, he pull big gun and 
shoot two times at Jorge. No hit him. 
Then Jorge, he take away gun and 
shoot Ramon Tapia." 

"\Vhere is Jorge ?" 
"He scared. He run away to Palo

mar Mountain, I think." 
"That's bad," Hubble said. "Why'd 

he run i f  Tapia shot first ?" 
"No sabe ?" 
"You sabe going to jail, eh ?" 
"Si !" 
"Come on then. ' '  the constable 

ordered Tapia. 
The wounded prisoner said not a 

word during the ride to the jail at El 
Cajon. After his wounds had been 
dressed, Hubble telephoned the sheriff's 
office and also communicated with the 
constable near Palomar to be on the 

watch for Jorge. The sheriff's office 
instructed Hubble to turn his prisoner 
over to Fred Jennings when that officer 
arrived at El Cajon. 

Late that same afternoon, Jennings 
arrived tired and dusty. 

"I've a prisoner for you, Fred," 
Hubble informed him after a cooling 
drink. "A bad Indian." 

"There's another bad Indian I'd like 
to find," Jennings replied grimly. "I've 
tracked a barefooted horse over half 
the county, Harry ; a barefooted horse 
that was last in a creek bottom near 
the Sequam rcservatiQn ; a horse that 
had been there some time judging from 
the amount of  manure and the way the 
grass was clipped." 

"V citinger's killer rode that horse. 
you think ?" 

"Darn near sure o f  it." Jennings re
lated what he'd found on either slope 
of  Flat Top Mountain. "I've got to 
head back to San Diego, Harry. Scout 
around this section and see i f  you can 
find anyone who's seen an Indian with 
a shotgun ; an Indian on horseback. 
This fellow's bound to've been seen 
because �e came along from the north
west slope of Flat Top straight to 
Sequam. Those roads are traveled a 
lot." Jennings described the gun. 

"\Vhy an Indian, Fred ?" 
Jennings laughed. "Simple enough. 

There is  a great deal o f  difference be
tween the actions of  a white man and 
an Indian following a crime. The white 
man tries to cover up his crime some 
way or other, usually by hiding out or 
getting out of  the country. Indians 
don't try to hide 'till they're scared, or 
warned somehow. 'Till then they'll fre
quent their usual hangouts. Mark my 
words. Whoever killed Jake Veitinger 
is  close by if  we only knew it and we 
don't want to scare him out." 

"What about Vicente Rosario ?" 
6 D-19 
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"That's why I'm heading back. 

They've got him in town and I want to 
talk to him," Jennings replied. 

IT was late on the night o f  August 1 
that - the Deputy arrived at San 

Diego with his wounded, tight-lipped 
prisoner. Before he slept he talked to 
Police Sergeant George Cooley of the 
San Diego Police Department. 

Cooley had been checking up on Ro
sario. 

"That Indian was in town on the 
night of July 28, Fred," the officer 
said. "He's been on a bender ; drunk 
as a monkey and he had plenty of 
money. We tracked him all over town 
and finally picked him up in Till Burns' 
saloon. He's in our jail now." 

Vicente Rosario was a sick Indian 
when the two officers entered his cell. 
He knew Fred Jennings and staggered 
to his feet, the movement sending a 
breath of liquor·laden air toward the 
deputy. 

"Drunk again, eh ?" Jennings said. 
"When'd you hit town, Vicente ?" 

"Me damn drunk, I think," Vicente 
held his head. ' 1  come to town on Fri. 
day, 1 think." 

"You have plenty o f  money. Where 
did you get i t ? "  

"Me work, h a y  baler near Jamul. 
Just catch payday on Friday." 

''VVho you work for there ?" 
"Mr. Johnson, on ranch." 
"When did you leave the· Johnson 

ranch on Friday, Vicente ?" 
"In morning time." 
"Day time ?" 
"Si." 
"You didn't go by Jake Veitinger's 

ranch on your way to town did you, 
Vicente ?" 

"You think me crazy, I think. That 
other way from town." 

"\:Vhere did you go after you hit 
7. D-19 

town ; the first place, I mean ? Think 
hard, Vicente." 

"No can think very hard ; head too 
much ache. Wait now, I think." The 
bleary·eyed red man grinned. 

He had gone to buy some clothing, 
Vicente finally told the deputy. Then 
he'd visited a Chinese cafe where he 
was well known. "After that place. I 
get some booze. Then, I don't know 
much, I think." 

It  only took the two officers a few 
minutes to verify the Indian's state· 
ment. He had arrived in San Diego 
only a short time before two o'clock 
on the afternoon of the murder. That, 
of course, put him out of the picture. 

The next morning Jennings was on 
his way once more, heading for El 
Cajon and the Sequam to take up the 
trail o f  the barefooted horse. 

J akc Veitinger's murder was the talk 
o f  the "back country" by now. Every
where that men gathered they mulled 
the case over and it  was into such a 
group that Fred Jennings pushed his 
way in the general store at Dehcsa, near 
El Cajon. The officer had not informed 
anyone other than the officers of "'his 
suspicions that an Indian had com
mitted the crime. Now he began to ask 
questions of the group in generaL 

"Any of you fellows been out in the 
country the last few days ?" he asked. 

"Long about Friday. July 28, eh, 
Fred ?" an oldster chuckled. 

"Uh-huh." 
"VVhat's on your mind, Fred ?" 
"Any horses been stolen lately ?" 
The men glanced at each other. One 

by one, they shook their heads. "Wait 
a minute, though," the storekeeper cut 
in, "there was a fellow from Campo 
in here several days ago ; a fellow 
named Howard Gaskell. He asked me 
the same clanged thing. Said he'd seen 
an Indian on a horse near Campo." 
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"How come he noticed that horse ?" 
"Gaskell said the horse was fat. 

Indians don't usually have fat horses 
so he gave a good look," the store
keeper replied. 

"\Vhich way was the Indian headed ? 
Did Gaskell say ?" Jennings asked. 

"Toward !\lexica." 
"What day ?" 
"You'll  have to a;;k Gaskel l . "  

ON T H ROUGH t h e  hills, Jennings 
rode asking yuestions ; receiving 

vague replies in most instances ; once in 
a while a bit of  information trickled 
through. \V. A .  \Villiams saw a strange 
Indian near J amacha, a few miles east 
of El Cajon, on July 30. The fellow 
bad a gun, VVilliams went on ; a shot
gun \vith nickle plated trimmings. "The 
gun looked new. That's why I noticed 
it,  I guess," he said 

''VVhich way was he heading ?" 
''Toward El Cajon."  
''Mounted ?" 
"No." 
Jennings groaned, then brightened. 

Jamacha was between Sequam reserva
tion of El Cajon. Those horse tracks 
at Sequam ! He'd work back from there. 

Investigation at Sequam reservation 
would be worse than useless, Jennings 
knew from previous dealings with the 
reticent Indians. His best chances were 
with the white men along the valley, 
so he hearled directly for the big ranch 
of J.  J .  Canfield at Jamacha. 

"Looking for Jake's killer, Fred ?" 
Canfield asked as the deputy dis
mounted. 

"Yes. Him and a horse. Lose any 
stock, Canfiel d ? "  

' ' N o .  There's m o s t  of them." The 
rancher pointed to a large corral. 

Jennings led his horse to the water
ing trough near the corral. While the 
animal drank. the officer scanned the 

trampled ground. It  was second nature 
now. A jumble of horse tracks near the 
trough. Then he leaned forward. 
dropped the reins and squatted down, 
staring. On the hard ground, a few feet 
away from the trough, was the print 
of a barefooted horse ; a print that 
formed almost a perfect circle ! 

" ' Find something ?" Canfield asked. 
Jumings pointed. ' 'That track," hr 

said, "leads toward your corral. I'd 
like to find the horse that made it. Come 
on." 

There were a dozen animals in the 
corral. All but three \\'ere well fed ; well 
cared ior. " Indian horse, ch ?" Jennings 
remarked, indicating the scraggly one='. 

" 'Yes. ' '  Canfield replied. ' 'They be· 
long to Francisco Sepnlveda and hi� 
gang. They're grubbing brush for lllt' 
\Vant to go in?"  

But  J cnnings was already at the  gatt' 
Swinging it  open, he started forward 
and stocxl hands on hips. ' 'The Indian 
nags are out. So are the bigger horses,' 
he mused aloud. "Any strange horses in 
here, Cat1fiel d ? "  

"Can't s a y  that. They're a l l  mine, o r  
Sepulveda's." 

' 'Shod ?" 
"lJh-huh." 
"Let's see now . "  The persistent offi

cer began to examine the hooves of the 
smaller animals. "Look here," he ex
claimed. ';\Vhose horse is  this ?" Can
field stepped closer. The hoof Jennings 
held up was without a shoe ! 

The horse was young ; about two 
years old. 1 t  was a sorrel with white 
markings on it's face and a wide, white 
stripe down the forehead. The mane 
had been trimmed close. There were no 
saddle marks. 

"Must be one of Sepulveda's 
horses," Canfield said. " I  remember 
now, I first saw that horse here yes
terday and had him run in with the 
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rest of them. I think he belongs to the 
Sepulveda crowd." 

"Too fat ," Jennings remarked. 
"Keep him away from the others. I ' l l  
be back." Leaping into the saddle, the 
officer headed for Sepulveda's camp. 

Here he learned little. Neither Fran
cisco Spulveda nor any o f  the other In
dians knew about the sorrel with the 
roached mane. If he was with their 
horses he must have mixed with them 
in the pasture field. He hadn't been seen 
before, they all . said. 

"What about this fight here a few 
days ago ?" Jennings asked. "How'd 
that Ramon Tapia get here ? Did he 
have a horse ?" 

"No see horse," Francisco replied. 
"Where is Jorge, the man who shot 

rapia ? You sabe, I want him too ?" 

0 EPULVEDA shrugged his shoul
� ders. "He go Palomar, I think. 
Officer hunt him there, I think" 

"How'd he go ? Where's his horse ?" 
"No take horse. He run by foot, I 

think" 
Jennings grunted in disgust. He 

knew that the Indians could tell him 
more i f  they wished. That word they 
used, "think," meant nothing. Neither 
did anything else they said, for that 
matter. The only way to obtain infor
mation from the tribesmen was to be in 
a position to prove to them that he 
knev.J that they held information. That 
meant more plugging ; more question
ing of white, and Mexican ranchers ; 
that and the help of a certain member 
of the Indian police named Tom Napa. 

The gun-fight at Sepulveda's camp 
began to interest Jennings. Was it as 
the camp-boss had stakd ; as the other 
Indians had testified ? Had Tapia been 
the agressor, or had Jorge Munijo tried 
to kill the other Indian because he knew 
too much ? Why had Jorge ran away ? 

All of these questions had to be an
swered. He turned to the frightened 
camp boss. 

"You were arrested, eh ?" 
"Si. I let out again same day." 
"You're arrested again," Jennings 

informed him roughly. "you and the 
rest of your crowd. Come on !" 

Herding the group o f  Indian men 
and the two women before him, the 
officer rode into El Cajon and turned 
his prisoners over to the constable. "I'll 
take 'em along to town in a day or 
two," he said. "Now, I 'm heading for 
Campo to see that fellow Gaskell." 

Five hours later the deputy pulled up 
at the Gaskell ranch. It was after mid
night but Jennings did not wait. Over 
a bit of food he learned that it had been 
on July 20 that the rancher had seen 
the horse. The Indian was known to 
Gaskell by sight as well, having worked 
for the rancher. 

"Te11 me about that horse, Howard," 
Jennings requested. 

"lt was a sorrel with a white face, 
Fred. There's another thing too. That 
Indian had a gun strapped on him." 

"Hum. Anything about the horse's 
mane that-" the deputy began when 
Gaske11 cut him off. 

"Yes, yes. The mane had been 
roached !"  the rancher replied. 

"Know the Indian's name?" 
"No." 
With that, Jennings had to be con

tent but he slept better that night. 
During the long ride back to El 

Cajon, Jennings mulled the case over. 
A barefooted horse crossed Flat Top 
on July 28. The trail headed north and 
east. Then those barefooted tracks at 
Sequam, and the evidence that the 
horse had been there several days. An 
Indian with a nickle·trimmed shotgun 
on the Jamacha road on July 30 ; an 
Indian heading toward El Cajon. T�1e 
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barefooted horse, with the roached 
mane and the white face, in  Canfield's 
corral ; the same animal that Gaskell 
had seen near Campo on July 20, be
yond a doubt, with an Indian rider and, 
Jennings was sure, the same horse that 
crossed Flat Top. No Indian bearing a 
shotgun had been seen in El Cajon, 
Jennings knew. That meant that he'd 
stopped somewhere between Jamacha 
and El Cajon, and Sepulveda's camp 
held the only group of  Indians in that 
vicinity. That fight at the camp ! 'Vhere 
did that strange Indian, Ramon Tapia, 
come from that day ? Had he been the 
rider of the barefooted horse or was it 
Jorge Munijo now in hiding some
where on Palomar Mountain ? One 
thing Jennings knew. The answer lay 
somewhere between Jamacha and El 
Cajon, a large bit of  territory, but the 
deputy sheriff had a shot in the locker. 
Indians like to brag to those of. their 
race of  brave deeds done. Jennings 
spurred his horse into a gallop. 

TOM NAPA, Indian police officer 
greeted his brother officer cordially 

when Jennings pulled in at the Sequam. 
He'd heard of the murder of course 
and was curious. 

"\Vhy you come here, Mr. Jen
nings ?" 

The deputy explained the situation. 
' ' I f  that Indian stopped here, Tom, he 
visited someone ; a girl maybe. See 
what you can do." 

"I fix 'em. I get Estanislao on this 
thing. He plenty smart. You wait, eh ?" 

Jennings knew Estanislao, a young 
buck who'd graduated from the Mis
sion school but who'd returned to his 
tribe, and was satisfied. "I' l l  go on, 
Tom. You let me know, eh ?" 

At El Cajon, Jennings called a con
ference of  the deputy constables and 
the white ranchers. He explained hi!l 

theory. "Get busy men and comb this 
country from Jamacha to El Cajon. 
We must find that gun. It's cached 
away under some brush in a well 
marked place. Begin your search ncar 
Sep!uveda's camp and \Vork north
ward." 

"\Vhy north ?" 
"That barefooted horse has been in 

this district since July 28, 1'11 swear to 
that. There's no place that an lndian'd 
go to the south," Jennings explained. 

For days the search continued and 
Jennings received no word from 
Sepada or Estanis!ao. The officer's end
less questioning of ranchers continued 
but nothing came of it until August 1 ;i 
when the barefooted sorrel was iclenti 
fied by a Mexican from a ranch twent� 
miles away. The horse had been Stoler 
early in July, he said. 

Ramon Tapia had been questioned 
repeatedly by Jennings. An interpreter 
was used but the silent red man refused 
to talk about himself at all. He said 
that Jorge lVIunijo shot him in an ar
gument over a card game, using Sepul
veda's revolver. He denied ever owning 
a gun and \Vouldn't explain how the .44 
caliber cartridges came to be found be
side him, or the shotgun shells. 

"\Vhere do you belong, Ramon ?" 
Jennings asked. 

"Mexico," Ramon replied through 
the interpreter, and there it ended. 

Three more days passed and then, 
one afternoon Tom N apa and Estanis· 
lao came to the sheriff's office. 

"I have news," Estanislao said. "An 
Indian did come to Sequam on July 
29. He was riding a sorrel horse with 
white face and roached mane and he 
had a single barrel shotgun \Vith nickel 
trimming. He was there until July 30." 

"\Vho said this ?" Jennings asked. 
"Delores, an Indian woman who 

knows this man." 
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"\'\Tho is  this  man ?" 
"He is Chewish Buscadero. Some

times they call him Chaviz, and Estu
dcro. He have brother called Antone, 
both bad. This man Chewish is thief 
and brag about how he never work. 
Just go 'round and make people give 
him food. All Indians fear him so 
much they no tell on him. All this time 
they know but afraid to talk. He is gun 
fighter. So is Antone." 

JE
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Ramon Tapia isn't he, Estanislao ?" 

The Indian nodded. 
"What else ?" Jennings asked. 
"This man come to Sepulveda's 

camp. Things happen as those fellow 
said but they not talk all. This Chewish, 
you call him Tapia, tell Sepulveda that 
he kill old white man and this Tapia 
have money and gun. He say that he 
first shoot old man because he no give 
him food and then beat him with big 
dub. Then he set house on fire and go 
away." 

"Sepulveda see the gun ?" 
"Yes, he see it. This Tapia, he leave 

the camp with gun and come back right 
off. No got this gun.'' 

"How about the money ?''  
"He give some to Sepulveda to 

change for him at El Cajon." 
"How much ?" 
"Ten dollar, paper. He want white 

money for it." 
Jennings shook his head. That didn't 

account for all the wealth that J akc 
Veitinger was supposed to have. Had 
the rest of  it burned with the shack? 
It appeared so. 

"Where this Tapia get the money, 
Estanislao? Did you find out?" 

"Si. He · tell Paula, the Indian 
woman, that it come from the pants of 
the dead man. He say to her that he 
steal the shotgun too.' '  

"How the heck did you get all of this 
information when we've had 5<-pul
vecla, Paula and all the others here in 
jail ?" Jennings asked, although he 
knew the answer. 

Estanislao grinned. "Those Indians, 
they lalk all 'round to each other. You 
get that Sepulveda and Paula here. 
They talk now, I think.'' 

They did ! Sepulveda talked about 
Ramon Tapia. How he'd arrived at the 
camp riding a sorrel horse with roached 
mane and white face ; how he'd told 
about killing the old American, shoot
ing him with a revolver and then beat
ing him to death and burning his house. 
Tapia had the shotgun, too, and some 
money that he'd taken from his victim's 
clothing. Paula told how Tapia had 
bragged to her about the murder. "A 
bad man," she said, shaking her head 
in jud,t,;ment of him. 

With the approximate location of  the 
gun known, the rest was routine. 
Searchers concentrated about the In
dian camp and J .  J .  Canfield found the 
weapon ; rusted a bit but with the 
brazed bit of metal on the hammer. 
V citinger's gun beyond the shadow of 
a doubt. 

Tapia made but one admission when 
confronted with the evidence against 
him. He admitted having the bare
footed sorrel horse. He denied every
thing else but that one admission sent 
him to San Quentin Prison for the rest 
of his life ; that and the , result of the 
evidence gathered together by the man 
who said : 

"I'm no detective !" 
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Murder 
Caravan 

By T. T. Flynn 

Tony Savage, the trailer sleuth, 
follows murder's path from Florida 
to New Mexico to solYe the mys
tery of strange deaths and to 

rescue a girl in danger 

WHAT HAS HAPPENED-

A Nv����:r 
S.i�;�G�,

e 
ac�:�!��:r:;� 

[nsurance Company of I\'ew York, and his 
assistant Briggs, were driving northward 
along a Florida highway in their coupe 
towing a new trailer, equipped with a short 
wave radio set for sending and receiving. 
Suddenly a hatless, bearded man stumbled 
onto the macadam road and fell, wounded 
by a rifle bullet fired from the thicket 
along the highway. 

Savage stopped the car, rushed to the 

man's side in time to hear him whisper, 
"Bellamy," before he died. To Savage this 
was a significant coincidence, for he and 
Briggs were on their way to visit "Flam
ingo Groves," the Florida Estate of Roger 
Bellamy

, 
a heavy policy holder ""'ith the 

Pan-America Company and president of 
the Arcade Steel Company. Leaving the 
corpse at the side of the road, Savage drove 
on only a short distance, when he was 
stopped by an indignant girl in a coupe who 
accused him of the hit-and-run death of 
the stranger. At the point of a gun the 
girl, Rita Carstairs, reporter for the New 
York Star, ordered Savage and Briggs to 
drive on to "Flamingo Groves" to surren
der to the sheriff who was investigating 
Roger Bellamy's death. 

At "Flamingo Groves" 
Savage identified himself and 
took up the investigation of 
Bellamy's death for his com
pany. Bellamy's body had 
been found under a capsized 
boat. Savage concluded from 
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his investigation .and the coroner's report 
that Bellamy had been murdered. 

At "Flamingo Groves" he met Joan Bel
lamy, daughter of the slain man, and Jerry 
Goddard, her fiance. From Anne Teasdale 
he learned that Goddard has been over
heard calling Clark, the gardener on the 
estate, "Father." Savage asked Clark to 
row out to the scene of Bellamy's death 
with him. There Clark assaulted Savage, 
but was mysteriously killed by a gunman 
hidden in the dense forest on the shore. 

Savage learned that Bellamy had been 
in financial straits and had lost control of 
his Arcade Steel Company to James Larni
gan, but the financier had left for New 
Orleans. He asked his office there to in
vestigate the man, but a short while later 
is informed that Larnigan's charred body 
had been found in the wreckage of his car 
near Torrington, close to the Alabama line. 

At the scene Savage became suspicious 
when he failed to find Larnigan's rifle in 
the wreckage. Informed that Larnigan had 
phoned a 1fiss Moira Sullivan, his confi
dential secretary, Savage continued on to 
New Orleans, knowing that Rita Carstairs, 
the reporter, had been one jump ahead of 
him so far. 

In New Orleans in Larnigan's residence 
he met the girl, accompanied by Larnigan 's 
butler, Jasper, who had seen Larnigan pick 
up his clothes. at the house! 

Savage located Moira Sullivan and, 
while interviewing her. in her apartment, 
she received a telephone call and unwit
tingly exclaimed "jim ! "  when she answered 
it. 

In Larnigan's house Savage had also run 
into a gunman who escaped but was traced 
to a home in New Orleans. Raiding the 
place with the aid of police, Savage found 
Goddard and Anne Teasdale together. 

When �Ioira Sullivan took a plane to 
El Paso, Texas, Savage decided to follow 
with his trailer, hoping that she would lead 
him to Lamigan who apparently had the 
key to the entire mystery. 

Savage was told to report to the Tri
State agency in El Paso which had been 
ordered to watch Moira Sullivan in a hotel 

there. A short distance outside the city a 
man identifying himself as Van Duesen 
told Savage that he was from the agency 
and would guide him to Moira Sullivan's 
rendezvous after she had left the hotel. 
Shortly afterward while driving on a dark 
country road Savage and Briggs are over
powered and made prisoners. 

Briggs, forced to report by radio that he 
and Savage arrived safely, got a message 
from New Orleans reJXlrting that G-men 
identified fingerprints in Goddard's place 
in New Orleans as belonging to John Black, 
alias Bob Hutton, and of Rudolph Coston, 
alias Sam Jenkins, who was wanted in San 
Francisco for murder. Fingerprints f.rom 
Torrington were identified as belonging to 
Daniel Van Drake, alias Buck Clark. 
Savage recognized the last two aS his 
captors. 

They forced Savage and Briggs into the 
detective's trailer and while Van Deusen 
stood guard, Sam drove northward. When 
the trailer slowed up for a rough spot on 
the road through the desert, Savage lurched 
against the only light in the trailer, 
smashed it and leaped out the door fol
lowed by Briggs. They escaped in the night 
and the next morning were picked up by 
a farmer in a truck and taken to El Paso. 
In the escape Briggs had been shot in the 
leg and was taken to a hospital. 

In El Paso Savage found that Miss Sul
livan had disappeared and that a man, 
whom he recognized as Parker, assistant 
gardener at Flamingo Groves, had imper
sonated him and called the Tri-State 
Agency off her trail. He learned, too, that 
Miss Sullivan had met R. L. Chatham, of 
Chicago, Larnigan's business associate. 

Knowing that Van Deusen and Sam had 
talked of someone named "Limey" as their 
boss, Savage tried to learn more about 
him from Starbuck, Tri-State agency man 
who took him to Jim Considine, inspector 
of the Customs Border Patrol. Considine 
recognized "Limey" as Limey Drake. 
notorious smuggler. 

A telegram from the New Orleans office 
relayed from Rita Carstairs in Hollywood 
informed Sa\•age that Goddard had met 
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Loretta Armond in Hollywood when be was 
a writer there and had told her he bad a 
half brother named Black. Savage recog
nized Black as Bob Hutton, alias Parker, 
the assistant gardener on Bellamy's estate 
and Clark as his foster father. The tele
gram stated that Rita is flying to Albu
querque, New Mexico. 

Knowing that two trailers carrying Van 
Deu.sen, Sam, and probably Bob Hutton 
are headed that way, Savage fears that 
Rita will walk into a trap and be killed. 
With Starbuck he rushes to Juarez to get 
Considine's assistance. 

CONCLUSION 
CHAPTER XXVI 

The Chase Begin• 

THE Mexican customs officials 
waved the taxicab past the south 
end of the International Bridge 

into Juarez. The bright morning sun
light was drenching the shabby stuccoed 
buildings, was splashing golden light 
over the dust, the dirt, and squalor in 
the narrow side streets of the Mexican 
border town. 

The Juarez plaza had not changed 
since Savage had last seen it. Tall trees 
shaded the worn seats and little wooden 
bandstand. The tall gray cathedral 
dominated the west side of the plaza. 
The little curb stands across the street 
on the south side were already selling 
their fruits and vegetables, their breads, 
cakes and dulces. Cigarette vendors 
were out with their small trays and 
stands of cigarettes. Ragged natives 
were loafing on many of the plaza seats 
and standing on the walks soaking up 
the sunshine. 

Anthony Savage hardly saw any of 
it when he and Starbuck dismissed the 
cab. His thoughts concentrated on Rita 
Carstairs only. 

Already Rita might have rushed into 
trouble. Tf  not by now, then any hour, 

any minute from now on. And Rita was 
hundreds of miles to the north, and 
there wasn't a clue as to how to reach 
her ! 

John Black, alias Bob Hutton, alias 
Parker, the Bellamy gardener, was the 
single thread that might be followed to 
where Rita was going. And that thread 
was so tenuous, so uncertain that the 
slightest failure on the part of Jim 
Considine here in Juarez would destroy 
all hope. 

"You've got the jitters," said Star· 
buck from the bench where he had 
dropped. "Sit down and take it easy." 

Savage realized he had been pacing 
a beat of half a dozen steps back and 
forth, puffing furiously on a cigarette. 
He sat down. 

"Why the devil doesn't Considine 
hurry?" 

"He'll do the best he can," encour· 
aged Starbuck. 

Five minutes-ten minutes-fifteen 
minutes dragged past. Savage was pac· 
ing again, smoking cigarette after ciga· 
rette. When a child, not more than 
seven, sidled up, Starbuck waved him 
away impatiently. "Vamos! Nadal" 

"Viva Mexico," said the urchin. 
Savage heard it and wheeled around. 
"Eh ? What's that ?" 
"Viva Mexico. You wan' wan 

guide ?" 
"I guess it's all right," said Star

buck. "Sure, sonny, go ahead. \Ve'll 
follow." 

The boy trotted ahead of them, up 
the hill on the south side of the cathe· 
drat, to the left past a big brick market 
building and the bee-hive activity of 
street stands outside. 

Beyond the market buildin� they 
entered a section of dusty streets where 
the house fronts formed one unbroken 
stucco wall along the narrow sidewalks. 
Doorways gave back into vague, mys� 
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terious inner courtyards ; narrow alleys 
led back between other buildings ; the 
odors o f  chile, fried meat, animals and 
dose-living humanity were on the air. 
And without a word the trotting boy 
ducked into an open doorway, led them 
back through an inner room, across a 
small inner patio into a dim cool back 

J I M  CON SIDINE said quietly as 
they entered : 

"I had more luck than 1 really ex
pected. This is Rafael Torres-and his 
throat won't ,be worth a plugged em
/avo if  he's caught here with me." 

The boy had vanished. 
The low-ceilinged room held an old 

brass bed, a rirkety unpainted chair and 
a chest of drawers. The small thin man 
who sat on the bed with a cigarette in 
his fingers looked whiter than Consi
dine. More American. But he spoke in 
Spanish, rather glumly : "Buc110s dias," 
and stared at the floor. 

"Torres has his reasons for being 
frank with me," said Considine mildly. 
H I  think we can take what he says as 
gospel. He's worked with Limey's 
crowd off and on for years. He knew 
this Bob Hutton before Hutton went to 
the pen. Hulton owned a small ranch up 
in New Mexico. Up toward the Inscrip
tion Rock country. An uncle had died 
and left it to him. and he'd sold the 
cattle and come to El Paso and met 
Limey Drake some way. 

"Anyway Hutton's value to Drake 
was in the ranch. The nearest neighbors 
were miles away. and they were 
Spanish-Americans. There was flat 
land for a plane to land. Limey uses 
planes a lot to get stuff over the border. 
'vVe catch one now and then, and spot 
landing bases and close them. But the 
traffic goes on. It's a long border. A 
plane that can get far enough up in 

New :Mexico, Arizona or Te.:"<as is 
usually safe. 

"So on Hutton's ranch Limey had a 
landing base, with a road out to high
ways that led over into Arizona and 
back to the Rio Grande Valley and to 
Albuquerque. An occasional car going 
out didn't attract any attention. But one 
o f  our planes followed one o f  Limey's 
planes up there one day, saw it land, 
and we had the place spo!ted. 

"Hutton was in the pen by then ; he'd 
been picked up in El  Paso with a wad 
o f  counterfeit money in his pocket, so 
he couldn't be connected with the 
smuggling. The place was ruined for 
Limey after that and not used any 
more. Hutton has been back here since 
he got out of the pen, but not to work 
for Limey. This Van Drake is a dis
tant cousin of Limey's ,  and hasn't been 
with Limey for some time either. That 
seems to be the layout for what it's 
worth to you." 

"It may be worth somebody's li{e," 
said Savage with relief. " I t  sounds like 
the break I had to have. Where is this 
ranC"h ? I've got to get there as quickly 
as possible." 

"Think Hntton's there ?" 
''\Vhcre else ?" 
Considine nodded. 
"Your road from Alamagordo goes 

on up north through Tularosa to Car
rizozo ; and a good fast road from Car
rizozo cuts across the Oscuro Moun
tains to the Rio Grande Valley at San 
Antonio, about ten miles from Socorro. 
And a highway nms west from Socorro 
through Magdalena and across the San 
Agustin Plains past Pic Town, on the 
edge o f  the Cibola National Forest ; 
and a liulc road not on the maps cuts 
north from Pie Town to El r\'lorro and 
Inscription Rock. The ranch is back 
in there. 

"With all night to drive, and taking 
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it fast, a car could get west of Socorro 
before daylight. And past Magdalena 
it's all empty country. Yes, i f  they 
went that way, they had a chance to 
hole up before there was much daylight 
around them. Especially i f  they ditched 
the trailers somewhere on the road." 

"It would be an all d3y drive ?" asked 
Savage. 

"A long hard day's drive," said Con
sidine. 

"Isn't there any way to get there 
quicker? A plane ? Couldn't a plane 
find that same landing field ?" 

"I was thinking of that," admitted 
Considine. "Rafael's flown in there . . .  , 
Yes, he's a pilot." 

THE man on the bed, who had been 
staring glumly at the floor through 

all the talk, looked up quickly and 
spoke in fair English. 

"I  don' do that, Considine. an' you 
damn well know why !" 

''He's wanted on the other side,'' ex
plained Considine, smiling slightly. 
"Don't know that I blame him." 

"But I tell you," Savage bit out, "a 
plane has got  to get in there ! I've had 
a wire since you left us. A young wom
an, a newspaper reporter, is headed 
toward that ranch, I have every reason 
to believe. And her neck won "t be worth 
a plugged ce11tavo either i f  she meets 
that bunch. Not to speak of  the fact 
that they're apt to get away from there 
before night, after they get together 
and compare stories. Today, before 
noon, before they're expecting any
thing, is the time." 

Considine shoved back his hat. 
"Amigo," he said to Torres, "if I 

took you along-and brought you back 
here into Juarez muy bue11o-would 
you shO\v us the place ?" 

"No !" exclaimed Torres passion
ately, leaping to his feet and gesturing. 

He broke into rapid Spanish. Jim Con
sidine answered him softly. Torres 
glared at him for a moment, then 
shrugged, spreading his hands out, 
palms up. 

"He'll go," said Considine calmly. 
"You'll have to pay for the plane, 
Savage. And I'll have to go along too-
shall we say-protect Rafael from any 
officers on the other side. My official 
scalp may get singed for doing it. But, 
gentlemen, it's been singed before. Suit 
you, Savage?" 

"More than I hoped for !" 
"Let's get back across the river then 

and see about a plane," said Considine. 

CHAPTER XXVII 

Flight Northward 
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Savage brought it up as a taxi carried 
them back to El Paso. 

"My man and T were kidnapped and 
carried across a state line," said Savage. 
"That's a Federal offense. The snatch 
happened inside the El Paso city limits, 
so the local police are involved. New 
Mexico authorities also have a part in 
it now. Florida wants Van Drake and 
Sam Jenkins for murder. But word 
would have to be gotten io Florida. No 
customs regulations have been violated, 
which rather lets you out, Considine." 

"Too many cooks will mess this up," 
was Considine's immediate opinion. "I 
can get a plane at once, I think. These 
men may have violated customs. My 
outfit once raided the place. That's good 
enough grounds for me to drop in and 
inspect the ranch again." 

Considine rubbed his chin and smiled 
bleakly. 

"If this Miss Carstairs is  there and 
in any danger, we won't need author
ity," said Considine. "And if we meet 
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the chaps who kidnapped you, anyone 
can take them. And if anyone starts 
shooting, we'll certainly defend our
selves. Suppose we report i t  from Star
bu.;:k's office, notify the sheriff at 
Hescrve and at Gallup to move in on 
the ranch from the north and south and 
look around. We'll take off from here 
and let the devil laugh at whoen:r gets 
there first ?" 

"Bulls-eve as far as I'm concerned," 
Tony Sa,:age agreed promptly. He 
would haw agreed with anything which 
promised to sa\'e a few minutes of time. 
His fear for Rita Carstairs' safety was 
· ike a growing fever, whipping him on 
· o  furious haste. 

On the Texas side of  the bridge
the west bridge. which carried traffic 
· JUt o i  Juarez-Considine had the 
. J ri,·er tttrn over to the Dorder Patrol 
Headqnarters near the river. 

Considine entered the bt1ilding alone. 
·\nd while they waited, Rafael Torres 
�lumped down in the seat with his old 
:-;Ietson hat tilted over his face. 

Savage spoke to hi1�: · " 'This shouldn't 
" orry you too much. 

Torres pushed the hat up and stared 
;,t him \\"ith an expressionless face. 

" ' You better worrv." said Torres 
0minously. " 'Me-( know those 
hombres. :\II 1 want is  a good gun when 
we get near them !" 

A smile, hal f mockery. half con
tempwous, came on Torres' face. 

"The cops," Torres sneered, ''are a 
long way off up there in the Inscription 
Rock country. J\laybe you don't like it 
so well after you get there, with those 
boys waiting for you." 

" :Maybe not," said Savage. 
Considine was quickly back, carrying 

a rifle and two gunbelts \vhich held 
large calibre automatics. 

"Just in case," said Considine briskly 

.
as they drove on. "I  telephoned the air-

port. We're in luck. They happen to 
have j ust the plane for our purpose. By 
noon it would have hopped over to 
Tucson. lt ' l l  be ready for us." 

In the Tri-State office Considine tele
phoned the sheriffs at Gallup ami at 
Reserve, New J..fexico. He knew the 
sheriff at Gallup. The Reserve sheriff 
was in bed with a broken leg. A deputy 
took the message and promised 1to do 
what he could. 

Savage telephoned Police Head
quarters. \Vord had just been received 
from the Alamagordo sheriff that the 
big silver-hued trailer and car hooked 
in f rant had been iound parked beside 
the highway between Alamagordo and 
Tularosa. The two men had vanished ; 
there was no word about them. 

"The girl \\"aited for them with the 
other car and traller. ' ". Savage guessed 
after he hung up. · · My outfit was too 
easily recognized and remembered, I 
suppose, so they abandoned it ." 

"They wem that far on the right 
road," Starbuck commented with satis
faction. 

A NOTHERo taxi rushed them out to 
the airport. A trim cabin plane 

was waiting for them with its motor 
turning over slowly. The pilot, pacing 
back and forth under the wing, was a 
thin-faced young man who introduced 
himself as Fitzpatrick. 

Fitzpatrick took a map from his 
pocket and marked their destination 
with a pencil. Looking down at the 
map, Savage realized just how empty 
was the country into which they were 
going. 

"I can take yo11 up the Rio Grande 
to Socorro and west from there," Fitz
patrick said, moving his pencil over the 
map. "There'll be a highway under us 
all the way. Or I can cut over from 
Hot Springs here, between the Black 
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Range and the San Mateo Mountains. 
A crack-up over in there might mean 
several days of walking." 

Considine looked at Savage for a 
decision. 

"You'll save time cutting through," 
judged Savage. 

"Some," the pilot agreed. 
"That way by all means ! As fast as 

you can !" 
A few minutes before nine A.M. the 

trim cabin plane flashed up through 
the clear sunshine. Swiftly it climbed 
to cross the low barren mountain which 
thrust to the very edge of El  Paso. The 
horizon retreated into hazy infinity. 
Far below, the parched earth Jay in tor
tured convolutions. The serrated crests 
of the Organ Mountains paralleled the 
glinting river and network of irriga
tion ditches that radiated through a 
narrow band of green fields in the river 
valley. 

They were flying high and fast when 
they passed over Las Cruces, forty 
miles north of El Paso. Soon the farms 
ended, the harsh dry hi lis pressed 
against the river. Presently the plane 
swung over into the n<Jrthwest, and 
massive mountains bulked ahead. The 
land below was vast and empty ; once 
in a while they glimpsed the meander
ing ruts of some little ranch road com
ing from nowhere and seeming to go 
nowhere-but that was all. 

Considine was testing the bolt of  his 
rifle, inspecting the sights. He broke 
open a box of cartridges. Catching 
Savage's eye across the aisle, Considine 
handed over one of the gunbelts. 

''Sorry I couldn't get a riAe for 
you," Considine called. "Rifle country 
down there." 

Savage nodded, examined the gun. 
The dip was empty ; he filled it with 
cartridges from the belt loops. The 
calibre was -45-a big, heavy, power-

ful automatic that could knock a man 
down and out the first hit. The feel of 
the gun was comforting in view of  
what might be ahead. 

About ten-thirty the mountains drew 
away into the distance ; a great plain 
dotted with tree clumps lay below. The 
pilot passed back a map. 

Savage judged they were over the 
San Agustin plains. They crossed a 
road on which a tiny automobile led a 
plume of dust ; a few minutes later they 
passed over another road, and turned 
to follow it for several miles. Suddenly 
there was a little cluster of buildings on 
the road, and another road striking off 
into the north. 

That would be Pie Town, Savage 
guessed, as the pilot swung north. Tree� 
now were plentiful below ; there was a 
greener look to the landscape, and here 
and there white patches that Savage 
realized were snow. In less than two 
hours they had come from spring into 
the edge of winter. Sav<1ge had not 
noticed it because the pilot had turned 
heat into the cabin. 

The ship was of modern design. 
Rafael Torres was studying the 

ground below. He reached for the map. 
pored over it, stood up and talked to 
the pilot. The pilot cut his motor, lost 
altitude rapidly ; they were little more 
than a thousand feet up when the motor 
roared again and they went on. 

WITHOUT warning, hcU itself 
seemed spread below them ! 

Long black fingers crawled in sinu
ous lines over the landscape. The black 
areas from which they came grew 
broader, merged together. A smooth
sided volcanic cone lifted up. The black 
areas were lava, solid beds of it as 
far as the eye could see. Raw bare lava, 
twisted, folded, piled on itself. running 
out in frozen rivers that once had been 
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tongues of molten rock pushing across 
the landscape. 

There was something brutal, depress
ing about that vast sweep of  lava. 
Grass, trees grew to the lava edge, and 
over some of it ; and the living growth 
only emphasized the grim desolation of 
the frozen rock. 

The plane banked back to the edge 
of the lava. And down there the twin 
threads of two road ruts ran into the 
northeast beside the lava. Considine, 
looking from the window, energetically 
pointed at the ground. 

' 'Auto down there ! ' '  
Savage looked, saw the car in the 

road l ike a miniature crawling beetle. 
f-Ie stepped up to Torres. 

"How far is the ranch ?" 
Torres held up the fingers of both 

hands. 
"Ten miles ?" 
Torres nodded. 
"Any other ranches ahead ?" 
Torres moved his shoulders in an ex

pressive Latin shrug. 
"Nada," he said, and added the 

l·:nglish equivalent : "Nothing." 
Savage asked : 
"Then that car's heading for the 

ranch ?" 
Torres nodded again. Savage turned 

iorward, spoke over the pilot's shoul
der. "Did you see that automobile ?" 

Fitzgerald nodded. 
"Can you land along here near the 

road ?" 
Fitzgerald frowned. 
"Bad business. mister. That man 

Torres says the ground down there for 
a dozen miles out from the lava is  thick 
with lava chunks that were scattered 
out during eruptions. We might crack 
up. The landing place he's guiding us 
to has the worst of  the stuff cleared 
away." 

"\Ve've got to intercept that car !" 

"It's  dangerous business, mister. At 
this altitude I have to land fast." 

"There may be a woman in that car 
who's driving into danger and doesn't 
know it ! There's time to stop her 1" 

The whip o f  urgency in Savage's 
voice did more than his words. The 
pilot searched Savage's face with a 
quick look. 

"Tell 'em to fasten their safety 
belts," he said. ' 'I ' l l  sec what I can rlo." 

The automobile was already far be
hind as the pilot dropped nearer the 
ground. Once he circled fast, came low 
over a long open stretch ; but there was 
a gully through the middle almost in
visible from the air ; he zoomed up 
sharply and went on. 

Several minutes later he dropped 
again, circled another open spot. 
zoomed up, circled, headed back toward 
it. He looked over his shoulder, lifted a 
warning hand, dosed the throttle. 

In silence broken only by the chuffing 
cough of the idling motor and the rush 
of  the descending plane, they swooped 
down. There was a breathless moment 
in which the ground looked rougher 
than it had from the air ; and then the 
wheels struck hard, hounded high, 
struck again. and they rolled to a quick 
jolting stop. 

The road lay almost a quarter of  a 
mile away. 

"\Ve may as well all go," Considine 
decided. 

"Good idea," Savage said. 
Savage led the \Vay at a nm through 

a fringe of  trees. over a low rise of 
ground, through another scattering of 
trees where the honeycombed, reddish
colored lava chunks lay thick. 

He heard the automobile coming as 
he neared the road and put on a burst 
of speed that carried him ahead of the 
others. The car was a black sedan, 
bouncing tO\vard him when he stopped, 
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breathing hard, between the two rough 
ruts. 

He saw the driver behind the wheel ; 
there seemed no one else in the car ; and 
as it stopped and he stepped hurriedly 
to the side, Savage was disappointed
and elated ! 

CHAPTER XXVIII 

They Swoop to Capture youNG Jack Goddard sat behind 
the wheel.- His face was a study in 

astonishment, quick uneasiness-and a 
sudden rush of anger. 

"So it's you aga!n ?" Goddard burst 
out angrily. "What now ? 'Vhat are you 
doing out here in New Mexico ? You 
came out of that plane, I suppose? 
Have you been following me all the 
way from New Orleans ? Who are 
these men ?" 

Jim Considine asked : 
"Who's this fellow, Savage ? One of 

them ?" 
"So it seems," Savage replied. 
"One of whom ? What the devil is 

all this about ?" Goddard blazed. An 
undercurrent of  fear was visible behind 
the anger. 

"Get out," said Savage. 
Goddard flushed. 
"I'm not taking orders from you ! 

Didn't I make that clear back in 
Florida?" 

"Get out," said Savage bruskly. 
Goddard stared at him a moment and 

then got out sulkily. Savage frisked 
him, found a revolver in the right hand 
coat pocket. 

"Expecting trouble, Goddard?" 
"I bought that in Albuquerque

didn't know but what I might need it 
on this trip." 

"So you went from New Orleans to 
Albuquerque ?" 

"Yes." 

'!Where did you get this automo
bile ?" 

"I rented it; and once more-what's 
this all about?" 

"Where is Miss Teasdale ?" 
Goddard scowled at him. 
"You're going to talk, you know," 

suggested Savage. 
"Third degree, eh---out here where 

you can have your own way ?" sneered 
Goddard. "All right, you magazine 
detective-! don't know where Miss 
Teasdale is. She said she was going to 
California, I hope she's gone to Tibet !" 

"Who is she ?" 
"I don't know,'' said Goddard. "Once 

I thought I did ; I don't know now, 
dammit, d'you understand-! don't 
know anything about her ! Except that 
she got me in one hell of a mess in New 
Orleans ! Arrested ! The first time any
thing like that ever happened to me ! 
It'll probably smash up my life !" 

"Indeed ? Well, you're arrested again 
-right now, Your ignorance about the 
woman falls ·flat in the face of the quick 
trip you made to meet her in New 
Orleans." 

"I didn't go to meet her. I didn't 
have any idea she'd be within a thou
sand miles of that house ! I didn't know 
she even knew the house was there or 
had ever had any contact with it." 

"Then what brought you to the 
place ?" 

"I'd written letters to a man at that 
address and I wanted to see him." 

"His name ?" 
Goddard hesitated again. 
"You're in trouble," said Savage. 

"Better tell the truth !" 
"His name is Black." 
"And what are you doing out here 

in New Mexico ? Trying to find Black 
again?" 

"As a matter of fact, that's just what 
I'm doing. I found he'd left New 

7 D-19 
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Orleans-and I had a hunch I might 
catch him out here." 

"\Vhv the hunch ?" -
"He 

.
used to live out here." 

"\Vith his uncle," said Savage, "who 
willed him the place. And Black went 
to prison for possession of counterfeit 
money. And later on got a job at Bel· 
\amy's place as the assistant gardener. 
And worked there close to the man who 
had married his mother. I'm speaking 
of Clark-the old man at the boat
house. Your father ! Your half
brother's foster-father ! Right?"  

"I don't care whether you do or 
not !" Goddard declared. 

Jim Considine broke in. 
"Very interesting. But what 'about 

this girl-this Miss Carstairs ?" 
"Have you seen Miss Carstairs ?" 

asked Savage. 
"She was in New Orleans. She tried 

to get a story out of  me. T didn't tell 
her anything." 

"You haven't seen her since ?" 
"No." 
"Which brings us to Roger Bellamy's 

death,'' said Savage. "\Ve know now it 
was murder. So was vour father's 

YOUNG Goddard wilted as he stood death. And your father, Goddard, was 
there. elosely connected with Bellamy's death. 

"I don't know how you discovered He tried to kill me when he thought I 
all that." he said huskily. "But-it's was getting too close to the truth." 
r·orrect. John got the job there under "I can't believe that !" 
1 11 assumed name-to annoy me, I "Nevertheless it's true." 
hink. He's never liked me." "My father," Goddard insisted, "was 

''And at the same time you were liv· one of  the most lawabiding men I've 
ing under an assumed name at Palm ever known. As for his killing Bellamy 
Beach-and getting ready to marry -bah ! Why should he have killed the 
�{iss Bellamy under false pretenses." father of the girl I was going to 

';You're a liar !" Goddard flared. marry ?" 
" i\ly father got that job there because "Perhaps to make sure Miss Bellamy 
he liked Florida, and he liked to keep would at least inherit substantial 
busy ! Goddard's the name I wrote insurance . ' '  
under in Hollywood ! I had a right to "Damn you !" Goddard sputtered 
use it !" angrily. "You can't smear him like 

"And tell about your father who was that !" 
a banker ?' '  Savage dodged, parried the younger 

"Perhaps I did invent a good story man's fist Considine caught Goddard 
now and then. You get used to doing from behind. 
it in Hollvwood." - "Let him go, Considine," Savage 

"Did l\·liss Bellamy know who Clark said. "Goddard, losing your head isn't 
was ?" going to help you. \Vhy didn't  you 

"She did. I told her after we were speak up when your father was killed ? 
engaged. And i t  didn't make a bit of Why didn't you help us, tell us what 
difference to her. That's the sort of  you knew ?" 
girl she is ! Only-we agreed to keep it 
quiet until we were married so as to 
avoid cheap publicity !' '  

"You know,"  said Savage thought
fully. "l believe you. ' '  

8 D-1 9  

GODDARD gulped and fumbled for 
a cigarette. His hands were 

shaking. 
"T didn't know anything," he said 
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thickly. "l only knew that Joan's 
father w1.s dead-and my father had 
been shot. And nothing I could have 
said would have helped. The truth 
about him and myself and-and John, 
would only have brought an avalanche 
of  publicity on Joan. John had spent 
time in prison. The whole mixup would 
have made -t dirty mess in the papers
at the one lime Joan shouldn't have had 
it to face. I tried to spare her." 

"Why didn't you go to Cleveland 
with Bellamy's body ? Why did you go 
to New Orleans looking for John 
Black ?" 

"1 �taycd behind to see about my 
father's body. And. when John (Jnit 
and left without a word, r began t�· 
wonder what he knew :•bout it. He d 
turned out Lad. He didn't like me, 
didn't �ike my father. I dec1ded I had 
to talk to him." Goddarr\ drew nel
vously on the cigarette. "And when 
Anne Teasdale answered the door at 
that New 0rleans 'lddress. 1 knew I had 
to see John. She wouldn't tell me any
thing. \Ve were quarreling about It 
when that detective tnerl to push in ' 

"You and Miss Teasdale were close 
friends ?" 

"Once. I met her in Palm Beach 
Matter of hct she met me, now that I 
look back on it. She must have known 
who I was-smce she seems to have 
some connection with John. But 1 didn't 
know it then. \Ve got rather th1ck. 
\Vent everpvhere together. And then 
she introduced me to Joan-and I fell 
for Joan-and in New Orleans Anne 
didn't trouble to hide the fact that she 
hated me." 

"Couldn't have fallen in love with 
you herself, could she ?" 

"How do I know ?" said Goddard 
irritably. "I'm not so much to fall in 
love with. Maybe she did. I don't know 
what to think about her." 

"But you think you: half-brother 
knows something about Bellamy's 
death ?" 

"I don't know that either. I came out 
here to talk to him." 

"You evidently have your own ideas 
about it. Now what about James 
Larnigan-and the Armonn girl in 
Hollywood whom you begged over 
long-distance to intercede with Larni
gan ?" 

"So you know abom that too ?" God 
dard muttered. He sighed. "My apolo
gies. You're smarter than I thought 
Joan told nw about the me:;;;-and what 
T .arnigan had done becanse of Armond 
I'd known her rather well in Hall} 
\VOOd. 1 handled script on a picture sh 
worked on. I thought l nnght get her 
to do something about 1t-since M1 
Bellamy 'vas dead and any reveng·, 
Larnigan �auld take in lughjacki1W 
Bellamy's interest in the Steel compan} 
would fall (11 Joan. Loretta Armond 
asked me what it  was worth to inter 
cede-and I couldn't pay her anything 
�o she refused to have anything to do 
with it. Probably she couldn't haVf 
done anything anyway." 

"And then Larnigan was-mur· 
dered." 

"I didn't know that until I was told 
in New Orleans." 

Savage asked sharply : 
"Did Larnigan know your brother? ' "  
"Of course nnt,'· said Goddard in-

stantly. and then qualified it : "I don't 
know. They may ha"e met in New 
Orlean�. I'm willing to believe any
thing now." 

' 'You didn't know Larnigan ?" 
' 'No." 
"Your half-brother," said Savage, 

"has made money by blackmail since he 
got out of prison." 

"I'm not surprised," said Jacl.. 
Goddard. 
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"What made you think your brother 

might he out here ?" 
"J\·Jiss Teasdale said he was not in 

New Orleans. After we were arrested, 
it occurred to me the police wanted 
John-and the one place he might 
choose to hide was here." 

"Nice reasoning," said Savage. 
"Now we're going to borrow your car. 
Walk to the plane with this man. Tor
res, tell the pilot to wait about ten min
utes, and then take off and fly to that 
other landing place. I want him to make 
a circle or two over the house, and then 
go to the field and land." 

"And then what ?" demanded Torres. 
"No one knows !" said Savage. 

CHAPTER XXIX 

Closing-In 

SAVAGE drove fast, fighting the 
wheel as the small sedan pitched 

and bounced in the ruts. The earth was 
just damp enough to hold wheel marks. 

"This isn't the first car along here 
in the last day or so," Savage observed. 

Considine nodded. He \vas in the 
front seat, Starbuck in the back. Con
sidine lowered his window and thrust 
out the rifle barrel, so that i t  could be 
used instantly. He was intently scan
ning the landscape ahead. 

"Not much chance o f  a sheriff being 
here so soon," said Considine. "We're 
on our own-and there's too much 
cover around here to suit me." 

The ground was rolling, broken. 
They bounced up steep little rises, and 
saw other rises beyond. The irregular 
fringe of  the lava was off to the left. 
Several times they bumped over low 
Rows of thC dark, honeycombed rock ; 
once they raced for a quarter of a mile 
beside a fifteen foot wall of the raw 
fire-scarred rock. 

Pi1-10n trees, taller pines were scat-

tered in clumps and single trees. The 
sun was high, warm, hut the air was 
crisply cool and white patches of snow 
gleamed in sheltered spots . Sav<tge was 
cold in his thin suit, but he forgot that 
when he heard the rising drone of the 
airplane coming up behind. 

The plane flashed past not five hun
dred feet up, rocked its wings in a 
salute, kept on. 

"It can't be much farther," Star
buck said. His voice sounded strained. 

"Getting nervous ?" Savage asked, 
chuckling. 

"I'm like Jim," said Starbuck. 
"There's too much cover around here. 
They'll be watching. You can bet on 
that. And they won't be throwing 
cream puffs at us. I 'd rather have 
dropped down with the plane and had 
'em there in front of  me. I wish I had 
a rifle. What good is a hand gun out 
here ?" 

"Good enough i f  you get dose 
enough," said Savage. "I'm hoping 
they'll jump to meet that plane and 
leave the back door open-so to speak 
-for us." 

"You're damned hopeful," declared 
Starbuck without much conviction. 

"Look !" said Considine sharply. 
Half a mile to the left, beyond the 

scattered pines on the next rise, the 
airplane flashed up against the sky in 
a high, steep zoom. Still visible against 
the turquoise backdrop of  the sky, the 
plane banked sharply and began to 
circle. 

"There's our ranch !" Considine 
exclaimed. 

Savagt= had already jammed the ac
celerator down for a fast dash across 
the long open stretch that ended at the 
ridge. The speedometer moved to sixty, 
and he held it there. The light car was 
bouncing, lurching violently in the ruts. 

\Vithout warning the road abruptly 
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dipped into the shallow bed of a dry 
arroyo. 

The wheels left the ground as they 
shot over the edge. The car landed with 
a crash in the arroyo sand, lurched, 
skidded violently, half turned over as 
Savage wrestled wildly \Vith the wheel. 

Then the spinning wheels caught. In 
second gear the car hurtled up the other 
side and rocketed above fifty before 
Savage shifted into high gear. 

"Hi-yah-h-h ! ' '  shouted Starbuck 
exuberantly in the back seat. 

A glance in the rearview mirror 
showed Starbuck's hat jammed 
crookedly on his head, his face flushed, 
a broad grin of  excitement on his face. 
Starbuck had not been afraid ; he had 
merely been tense. On the verge of 
action he was ready. 

A S��R:0:�; o��;�:��:::nl�c:��in
i�� 

He looked questioningly at Savage. But 
a sound didn't matter. A moment later 
a violent rap struck the windshield. 
Something flicked like a kt1ife edge 
against Savage's taped cheek. A small 
round hole radiating jagged cracks 
appeared in the windshield glass. 

"Rifle bullet !"  veiled Considine. 
peering hard at th� rise of ground 
ahead. 

Eyes glued on the road. hands grip
pin the twisting wheel, Savage pushed 
the accelerator clear to the floor. 

There was another clang of metal 
under the hood...,.-then a loud tearing 
clatter. It sounded like a bent fan blade 
striking as it turned. 

Automatically Savage estimated the 
distance to the ridge. All of four hun
dred yards at least. Perhaps more. He 
shouted : 

"That gun shoots like my Halgar 
rifle ! Must be Van Drake ! Duck down ! 
You know what to expect now !" 

"Duck hell !" retorted Considine. 
"He can perforate the car !" 

A man might be hidden in a hundred 
places on that ridge ahead. But by the 
way the bullets were striking, he was 
close to the road. The circling plane 
was swing·ing farther out, across the 
line of the road, to the right-and turn
ing back in a descending glide that car
ried it down out of sight beyond the 
tree tops. 

11etal smashed again at the corner 
post of the windshield. Considine 
ducked as the windshield cracked along 
the edge. But it was safety glass and 
held together. 

Considine was gripping his rifle, butt 
down on the !loor now. His right hand 
was on the door handle, ready for a 
dive out. They were doing sixty-six. 
The wildly bucking car threatened to 
pile over in a wreck any instant. Some
how Savage held it straight ; he didn't 
dare lift his eyes from those flashing 
parallel troughs which led straight 
ahead. He could feel blood wetting his 
cheek where a flying fragment of  glass 
had cut. That didn't matter-for the 
low ridge was leaping at them . .  

More glass flying against his face 
made Savage jerk his head and almost 
Jose control of the car. But the glass 
missed his eyes. A big chunk of it was 
out directly in front of him. 

The bullet hadn't come straight at 
him ; at an angle it had struck down to 
the window ledge at his left. and ri
cocheted harmlessly out into space. The 
enameled metal was gashed there where 
the bullet had glanced. That put the 
gunman off to the right, near the top of 
the ridge, shooting down at them. 

The racing automobile struck the rise 
of the ridge and leaped and bucked up 
the rough steep slope with the effect of 
a field gun shell rushing high in its 
flight. 
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�·1 see him!" Considine shouted. 
Savage sav .. · him too an instant later 

-kneeling behind a rock some fifty 
yards over on open ground alongside 
the road at the crest of the ridge. 

Van Drake-no mistaking that tall, 
spare figure bringing up a riAe to aim 
carefully at them at they passed. 

Savage acted on impulse-jamming 
into intermediate gear, yanking hard on 
the wheel. The car leaped off the road 
in a skidding, reeling turn and shot 
toward the rock. Van Drake fired as 
they made the turn. Starbuck cried out 
in the back seat. Considine threw a 
look over his shoulder-but Savage 
couldn't look. Van Drake had leaped 
to his feet, feverishly reloading. 

The swerve and charge of the car 
seemed to have unnerved Van Drake. 
He threw the riAe to his shoulder, fired 
hastily. Considine ducked low before 
the shot. Savage ducked too, far down 
behind the wheel-and glass broke out 
of  the windshield and fell on the 
wrenching steering wheel. 

WHEN Savage straightened up, 
jamming on the brake, the car 

was out of  control on the rough ground, 
and Van Drake was running for the 
shelter of the nearest trees. 

Considine leaped out as the car 
swung in a sharp drunken arc, over on 
two wheels, and came to a jarring stop 
as a front wheel crashed against a 
boulder. 

A rifle shot spat out behind the car. 
Van Drake plunged forward, rolled 
several times, lay still. 

From the back seat, Starbuck said : 
''Get on to the house before another 

one opens up on us ! l-Ie only smashed 
my shoulder. I'm all right !" 

Considine appeared at the door. 
"He asked for it," bit out Considine. 

"Let's get going !" 

But the front wheels were badly 
twisted out of line ; the car wouldn't 
roll. Savage killed the motor and leaped 
out as soon as he made that discovery. 

' 'I 'll get that rifle and come after 
you !" he called across the car: 

Van Drake lay there on the sparse 
grass. And the rifle was the fine Halgar 
gun. A handful of extra cartridges was 
in Van Drake's coat pocket. Savage 
ran after Starbuck and Considine. Hav
ing the riBe again was like finding an 
old friend. 

Starbuck was trotting slowly, an 
automatic in his left hand and his right 
arm hanging useless. He was pallid 
with pain when Savage caught up. 

"Go on !" gasped Starbuck. "I'll 
come along !" 

The ridge was not wide. Considine 
was already in sight of  the drop to the 
other side, and he turned and gestured 
over to the left and ran that way. 

The rising roar of the airplane motor 
beat toward them from some distance 
away. The plane seemed to be taking 
off again. 

And then Savage saw the drop ahead 
of  him and what was happening. 

CHAPTER XXX 
The Roundup 

TH
d7s;!��; ��s\�r�,;�c���::d

s:n:� 
the lava. The Java had flowed around 
the end of the ridge and filled the end 
of a wide draw beyond with a rocky 
wall some thirty feet high, so that the 
draw was a protected pocket at that 
end. 

An old log house with lava rock 
chimneys stood in that pocket, where it 
was protected from the northwest 
winds and received the winter sun from 
the south and east. There was an old 
corral, a tumble-down shed, fallow 
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ground where a garden had once been 
made. 

The road ruts dipped down the slope 
and swung left to the house. And 
clustered in front of  the house, invis
ible, like the house, until one was right 
on top of  the spot, were three automo
biles, one of them hooked to a red 
trailer. 

The grassy draw sloped gently from 
the front of the house, widening fast 
to its mouth a quarter of  a mile away. 
Beyond the mouth of the draw on a 
level flat the airplane was rolling fast 
away in a take-off. Racing after the 
plane in a futile attempt to draw closer 
was another automobile. 

All that was spread out below, to 
right and left in one panoramic sweep 
-and Considine was running to get 
abreast of the house. Savage followed 
him, cutting back from the edge so he 
would not be seen from the house. 

The plane had decoyed someone from 
the house, but it was impossible to tell 
how many remained. 

Considine and Savage were slightly 
to the back of the house, running side 
by side, as they burst down the slope 
bet ween several stunted pifion trees. 

Savage saw as he ran that the auto
mobile down there beyond the mouth of 
the draw had stopped. Two men had 
jumped out and were staring after the 
rising plane, which already was start
ing a wide circle. 

Every step he took, Savage expected 
a shot from the cabin ; they reached the 
back and no one seemed to have seen 
them. The back door was standing 
slightly ajar. Savage drew the heavy 
automatic, shoved the door in and 
jumped inside. 

And found himself in a small warm 
kitchen, with an opposite door opening 
into a front room where Rita Carstairs 
was sitting stiffly in a straight-backed 

chair. Rita's wrists were tied in front 
of  her. She had never looked so small, 
so helpless and forlorn. 

A lump came into Tony Savage's 
throat-and a surge of relief that Rita 
was still able to look at him, to open her 
eyes wide in stunned surprise. 

As Considine came in at Savage's 
heels, a woman called in the next room : 
"That you, Buck ?" 

The voice was sharp, hard, familiar. 
Savage reached the doorway as the 
young woman named Jessie crossed the 
room to look into the kitchen. 

She gasped at sight of him. She was 
bringing her hand up with a small auto
matic. Rita reached her in a step and 
pushed her roughly, as the gun blasted 
-and missed. 

Savage grabbed the weapon an in
stant later and was forcing the strng
gling girl back into a chair. 

"Close !'' he panted. "Thanks, Rita. 
I should have shot her." 

"I  wish you had," said Rita un
steadily. "She's a cold-blooded hussy." 
And then Rita's voice wobbled. ''Tony 
Savage, you blessed angel ! I'm g-going 
to cry ! Did you come in that plane ?" 

STILL out of breath, Savage nodded. 
He was staring at the others in the 

room. l'vloira Sullivan and the man 
named Chatham were in chairs against 
the end wall, their wrists also tied. 
Chatham's nerves Jet go also. 

"Get us out of  here !" he stuttered. 
"They're going to k-kill us ! There's no 
d-doubt of it-they're going to-'' 

"\Vho else is around ?" Savage asked 
Rita, as he opened a pocket knife, freed 
her wrists an:i turned to the others. 

"Three men," said Rita. "And one 
of them worked on the Bellamy estate. 
Three of them jumped into a car and 
drove to the plane. Tony, how did you 
get here so quickly ?" 
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"Wished . myself here," said Savage 
over his shoulder with a faint grin. The 
plane roared back over the cabin and 
swepl around in a circle overhead. 

Savage stared down at Moira Sulli
van. 

"Where is Larnigan ?" he asked. 
She had changed. The bloom of 

happiness had left her ; the outer shell 
was there, but something had died in
side. Her eyes were dark with misery. 

' ' 1  don't know," she said. "He must 
be dead-after all. Jim would never 
have done-this. Never have known 
these people." 

· 

"Haven't you seen him ?" Savage 
asked sharply. 

"No." 
Starbuck came in. "That auto's com

·ng !" 
"What's behind Chatham and you 

ntshing to El  Paso as you did ?" Sav-
1ge asked Moira. 

"Jim told me to notify Chatham to 
! y there, and to come myself, At least 

-at least I thought it was Jim. He 
gave me directions only Jim could have 
given, and said someone would meet us 
there and bring us to him. And the men 
came, and drove us all night to this 
place." 

The plane droned back over the 
�·abin. 

' 'Here they come !" warned Consi
dine, turning away from Jessie. "Star
huck, put your good hand over this 
woman's mouth. I f  she tries to warn 
them, knock her oYer the head ! This 
isn't any time for gallantry." 

''Gallantry ?" 'said Starbuck. "With 
this shoulder they gave me ? I'll take 
care of her !" 

The plane was swinging out in 
another circle as the automobile rushed 
up to the cabin and skidded to a stop. 
Tite front door flew open. The man 
who rushed in was saying : "That 

dam"ed plane is spotting We't:e 
got-" 

Considine's automatic knocked him 
staggering across the room . .  

Sam Jenkins was in the doorway a 
moment later, looking smaller, more 
vicious than ever in his anger and haste. 
He saw Savage, and leaped back out
side, grabbing under his coat. 

Savage jumped for the door, shout
ing : ' 'Stand still ! I'll shoot !" 

But he knew even such a brief pause 
for a warning was dangerous. Jenkins 
was going to shoot. He was a killer and 
his mind reacted that way. 

The gun was coming out from under 
the coat when Savage squeezed the 
trigger of  the big ·45 automatic. The 
recoil was terrific-and the big bullet 
knocked Jenkins sprawling back against 
the automobile. His eyes were wide, but 
his face was vacant as he slid to the 
ground. 

THE plane returned overhead as 
Savage stepped out. It was low 

enough to sec the faces staring down. 
He waved his arm for the plane to land. 
The wings 'vobbled acknowledgment ; 
the plane headed for the landing field. 

Jenkins was already unconscious. A 
quick look showed nothing much could 
be done for him. Considine brought out 
Hutton who had been known as 
Parker, when he was the assistant gar
dener at Bellamy's estate. \Veil dressed 
now, Hutton looked used to money and 
the good things of life. But he was pale, 
unnerved. He m�istened his lips, swal
lowed as he looked down at the wound
ed man. 

Savage said : "I hated to shoot him." 
"He got more of  a break than I'd 

given him," said Considine ; he spoke 
to his prisoner. "Well. what about it?" 

Hutton shook his head, not speaking. 
The plane was comin.2: in to land as 
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Savage reentered the cabin with a quick 
question· for Moira Sullivan. 

"Whj did Larnigan want you to 
come to El Paso ?" 

"He wanted some papers that I had, 
and that 1lr. Chatham had." 

"V\'hat papers ?" 
"Two Jots of certificates and papers 

that covered control of Arcade Steel." 
"Arcade Steel t \Vait a minute-was 

Larnigan's part of the papers in his 
safe ?" 

Moira Sullivan nodded. 
"He left them there when he went 

to Florida." 
"And you removed them from the 

safe when you visited the house ?" 
Moira Sullivan nodded again. 
"You got the papers. Larnigan called 

you up to sec where they were, and 
when he found you had 'em, he asked 
you to bring them to El Paso ?" 

"Yes." 
"How did he account for the fact 

that he was alive ?" 
"He said it mustn't be known ; he'd 

explain to us out here. I was to warn 
Mr. Chatham not to say a word." 

''I didn't," said Chatham sourly. 
"And look what happened !" 

"Larnigan telephoned you, Miss Sul
livan. Why didn't he come to you ? It 
was as safe." 

"I don't know why," said Moira Sul
livan wearily. 

"Larnigan was a prisoner, of course," 
said Savage. "And i f  he was a prisoner 
and is still alive, he was carried out of 
New Orleans in a trailer. Has anyone 
looked in that trailer outside ?" 

Young Hutton shrugged. "Okay
he's out there." 

Moira Sullivan faltered : ''Jim's out 
there ?" She ran for the door, sobbing : 
''Jim ! Jim !" 

Savage followed her into the trailer, 
3he was kneeling by the bed where a 

bound man lay. She was weeping : "Oh, 
Jim ! Jim, my dear ! You're not dead !" 

Larnigan was unshaven, weak when 
Savage cut the cords that bound him, 
Larnigan set up with an effort and took 
his secretary's hand. 

"J shouldn't have asked you to do 
it," said Larnigan unsteadily. "They 
had a gun at my head. I was afraid i f  
I didn't follow directions, something 
worse might happen when they tried to 
get the papers from you. J hoped some
thing would happen before you got to 
El Paso." 

sA:a�-�:,e;::�r;��:�;��ce'?�: n:�: 
is Savage. This is an aftermath of the 
Bellamy matter which I was investigat
ing. Just what happened, Mr. Larni
gan ?" 

"They crowded my car to a stop on 
the road," said Larnigan. "I  had a man 
riding with me, a chap I'd picked up 
on the road. They killed him I think, 
since I was supposed to be dead." 

"Yes," said Savage. "And the same 
for you, eventually, of  course. But what 
about Arcade Steel ? I wonder i f  I'm 
right about it." 

Larnigan passed his hand over his 
forehead. 

" I  think they've been drugging me," 
he muttered. "I've been asleep a lot. 
I can't understand the matter. They 
made me tell them how Arcade Steel 
might be turned back to the Bellamy 
estate. They forced me to tell them how 
the papers that Chatham and I had 
might be manipulated to undo the deal. 
Then they wanted the papers. When 
they didn't find them in the safe, they 
threatened to kill me. 

"l thought the papers might have 
been moved, and told them to go back 
and look further. But someone was in 
the house. Moira here was the last hope 
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1 had of buying a little more safety 
with those papers. They took me to a 
house that had a telephone, and told 
me what to say. And since then they've 
questioned me endlessly about how to 
use the papers. They brought them into 
the trailer this morning. I knew Moira 
must have come, but they wouldn't let 
me see her." 

Larnigan's voice wavered. "Moira
I've been a terrible fool. Did you know 
l'd been in love with you for a long 
time ? I didn't know it-until this hap
pened." 

Savage stepped out and closed the 
door. 

The pilot had remained with the 
plane ; but Torres and young Jack God
dard were almost to the cabin. Savage 
waited for them. 

"Your half-brother's inside, God
dard. Come in. I want you to hear this." 

Hutton was startled, unnerved, re
sentful when Goddard walked in. He 
started to flare out at Goddard, and 
Savage cut him off. 

"Never mind that 1 Who put the 
chloral where Bellamy would get it 
while he was out fishing ? You, I sup
pose, since you had access to the boat
house." 

"Chloral ?" Hutton asked. "\Vhat's 
the idea ? Are you kidding me ?" 

"The idea," Savage said, "was to kill 
Bellamy so his daughter would get the 
insurance. And the idea that followed 
was to get Larnigan, force him to turn 
back Arcade Steel to the Bellamy estate, 
and make Miss Bellamy a wealthy girl 
again." 

Hutton tried to sneer. "Why tell me ? 
I wasn't marrying her !" 

"Your brother was. It would, in a 
way, have been in the family, waiting 
to be shaken down at your leisure. In 
line with the blackmailing stunts you've 
been pulling." 

"Nuts." 
"Van Drake-or Buck-is dead," 

said Savage. "You can see Jenkins out
side there. Larnigan's going to testify. 
You know by now that fingerprints, 
footprints, tire marks are on record. 
The whole thing has been about as 
cold-blooded a scheme as I've ever met. 
Even to killing your foster-father. 
Even a rat lets the rest of the rats in 
the nest alone." 

Thickly, Goddard said : "Did he-" 
Stung, Hutton denied it. 
"Buck did that ! The old man was 

worried. He thought he had proof that 
l had something to do with Bellamy's 
death. I kidded him along and told him 
that Jack had asked me to do it, so Jack 
would have money after he was mar
ried." 

SAVAGE dropped a warning hand 
on Jack Goddard's arm. "And 

Clark believed you ?" 
"It nearly wrecked him," Hutton 

said nervously. "But it stopped him. He 
wouldn't do anything to make trouble 
for Jack. T guess he lost his head out 
on the water when he thought the 
truth was coming out, and Jack was 
done for if he didn't stop it. Buck had 
heard the boat coming and slipped over 
to see what was happening. He saw the 
old man blow h�s nut and figured every
thing would be wide open if  he wasn't 
shut up. So Buck shut him \Vith a rifle." 

"The same way he'd shut up Peck
ham a few hours earlier ?" 

"That fool walked up as Buck was 
starting out to see how Bellamy was. 
Sam grabbed him. They walked him to 
their boat and took him back in the 
swamp. But he broke away when they 
landed. Buck followed him to the high
way before he could stop him." 

"And before they got away in their 
trailer, you got word to them that Lar-
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nigan was starting back to New Orleans 
and they could catch him on the road." 

"You'll have to prove it," was the 
surly answer. 

"It won't be necessary. Now let's see 
-the Teasdale girl had been working 
with you. She looked your brother up 
in Palm Beach, introduced him to Joan 
Bellamy. YOu evidently had planned 
everything." 

"Yeah ?" 

"I think so," agreed Considine. 
"And I," said Rita Carstairs, "have 

got to get to a telephone with this story. 
You know you promised me, Tony." 

She looked at him wistfully. 
Larnigan and Moira Sulfivan came 

in from the back at that moment. And 
Larnigan's arm was around her ; Moira 
Sul!ivan was looking up at him ; and the 
glory was in her face once more. 

Tony Savage looked at them, and 
then at Rita Carstairs. He was smiling 
sheepishly. 

"I know I promised," he said. "Bll! 
can't you wait a littl e ?  I was a fool not 
to mention it sooner-there's some
thing I want to tell you--{)utside." 

Rita looked at him, and color came 
into her cheeks. 

"I think I want to hear it," said Rita. 

"Yes," said Savage. "Or you 
wouldn't have taken a job of hard work 
at Bellamy's when you didn't need the 
money. There you could watch the 
progress of everything from the inside. 
You'll probably draw the electric chair 
for it. 1 hope so. Murder for insurance 
always turns my stomach. Considine, 
don't you think we'd better send the 
plane out with word of this ?" "Quickly. I've waited too long already. ' "  

THE END 

Burglar's Bones 
THE famous Green Vaults of Dresden, with their collection of crown 

jewels-the richest in Europe-and objects of  art, estimated altogether at 
$50,000,000, were for more than two centuries a temptation to all ambitious 
burglars. Once twenty burglars came from Vienna with a plan to undermine 
the vaults, which had no inside night watchman, but one was tempted by a 
big reward to betray the plot. Sixteen escaped, but two went to prison, and 
another took poison in his cell. 

About a century ago changes were made, involving the laying of a new 
interior wall of brick. An enterprising Dresden burglar secreted himself in an 
unfinished part of the wall. with the design of getting out at night and helping 
himself to a fortune in diamonds. UnfortunatelY for him, the masons worked 
more swiftly than he had anticipated, and \railed him in completely. Years 
later, the waH was reopened, and a skeleton found. It was then recalled that 
about the time the original work was done a noted malefactor had disappeared 
permanently. 

As an object lesson, the skeleton was given a conspicuous position in the 
vaults, but failed of its intended effect. Tn fact. there were more attempted 
burglaries in the next six months than for years before. 

-J. L. Considine 
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How to Read Fingerprints 
By Lieut. Charles E. Chapel ing stranger asked him for a drink, he 

U. S. Marine CorpJ; Member, f>�tenwtimral 
carefully polished a glass, gave him 

Auociatioll for Jde>ttifieation some ice water, and then hurriedly 
powdered the glass when i t  was re
turned. On it were the five prints of the 

DO you ever read the reward man's right hand. Compared with the 
notices in Post Offices, police impressions on a reward notice, they 
stations, and sheriffs' offices ? tallied. That night he spent his last fifty 

Ten thousand dollars for the capture cents for a telegram. One week later 
of  a killer ! Five thousand dollars for the stranger was in jai l ;  a month passe.d 
a forger ! Four thousand for a burglar ! and the farm boy was in possession of 
These amounts are actually paid to five thousand dollars, far more than he 
those whose information leads to the ever expected to possess at one time. 
apprehension of  fugitives from justice. This is  not an isolated instance. 
You, too, can some day claim one of Dozens of  men and women have 
those rewards i f  you learn how to read profited by dose observation, backed up 
fingerprints and have average good by at least an elementary knowledge of 
luck. fingerprints. To help you, both as a 

'We remember a farm boy in a \Vest- good citizen, and as a prospective 
ern village who needed money to go claimant of a similar reward, we shall 
to the agricultural college of  his state. explain the fundamentals of  fingerprint 
His parents were unable to help him characteristics. 
and the few cents he saved by working Throughout the English-speaking 
for his neighbors would not pay car- world, the standard fingerprint system 
fare, to say nothing of the amount he is that perfected by Sir E. R. Henry, 
would need for books and tuition. whose text on the subject is still the 
Curiously enough, in his spare time he Bible for fingerprint experts. Others 
gazed at the rc\vard notices in the post have amplified his teachings, and tried 
office, and tried to master the science to make them more interesting. Frob
of fingerprints from an old book in the ably the best of  these is Frederick 
public library. \Vhen a suspicious-act- Kuhne, whose FINGERPRINT IKSTRUC-
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TOR is an invaluable reference for be
ginners and oldsters alike. Kuhne was 
at fl:>(:: "":;;ne in 

·
the Bureau of Criminal 

Identification, Police Department of 
New York City, which should be 
sufficient recommendation for any 
fingerprint specialist. Throughout our 
course, we shall follow the Henry Sys
tem. 

Henry divided all fingerprints into 
four types : Arches ; Loops ; Whorls ; 
and Composites. Arches were split up 
into Ordinary Arches ; Exceptional 
Arches ; and Tented Arches. Composites 
include : T\\'inned Loops, Central 
Pocket Loops ; Lateral Pocket Loops ; 
and Accidentals. 'With this sub-d"'i
sion we find nine names in all for fin· 
gerprint types. 

Fixed points are the very root of 
fingerprints. A delta, or Outer Termi· 
nus, is abbreviated "O.T." The point 
of the core, or the Inner Terminus, is 
abbreviated "LT." VVe shall meet these 
terms often because each VVhorl has 
two deltas. A Loop has a delta and a 
core. A Composite has two or more 
deltas. 

R;zdial loop, right hand, or U l n ar loop, left h a n d .  
RIDCE C O U NT-16 

A delta is caused by the split, or 
forking, of a ridge line in your finger· 
print. The word "delta," of course, IS 
Greek for the letter "D" and was 

chosen because it is a triangular·shaped 
character, very rom:h like the delta in 
your fingerprint. Actually, a fingerprint 
delta is not always triangular ; some
times it is hardly more than a dot. Its 
importance lies more in its location 
than in its actual shape. 

Ulnar loop, right hand, or radial loop, left h;znd. 
RIDGE C O U N T-18 

In deciding which is the delta of 
importance in your fingerprint, choose 
the one nearest the center of the print, 
for there may be several places where 
a line forks, or where two parallel ridge 
lines suddenly come together. 

A \Vhorl looks like a number of 
ring�. one \\'ithin another. The center 
of the first ring is taken as the point 
of the core. 

A Loop is a pattern in \vhich the 
ridges enter from one side, curve up· 
ward, and then go back the way they 
came. The core of a Loop may have a 
number of unjoined ridges ca11ed 
"rods ' ' ,  or it may have two ridges 
joined together to form a "staple.'' 1 f 
there is an odd number of rods, take 
the center as the point of the core. l f  
there is a n  even number, consider the 
middle two as joined together, and con
sider the core as being at the end of 
the rod which is farther from the delta. 
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T { t w o  rods a r e  really joined a t  the 
top, the point of the core is taken at 
the shoulder of  the staple, farthest 
from the delta. 

Fingerprint science, like other stud� 
ies, is not all fun ; let us examine the 
nine types of patterns, and see how 
many of them we have in our own 
fingers. 

A Loop is a pattern with the ridges 
starting at one side, running up to the 
upper corner on the opposite side, and 
then down again to the side of entrance. 
Loops account for about seventy per 
cent of all patterns. Since there are 
many Loops, we must find a means to 
break them into groups. This will be 
explained later. 

An Arch is a design in which the 
ridges extend from one side of the im� 
pression to the other without recurving, 
hut with an UP"•'ard bulge in the center. 
There must be no recurving ridge be� 
tween the delta and the point of core 
to fall within this rule for Arches. In 
the Tented Arch, ridges thrust them� 
selves upward in the center, giving us 
the characteristic name for this pattern. 
If the pattern bas a delta without re� 
curving lines, or rccurving lines with· 
out a delta, we call it an "Exceptional 
Arch." 

We have already referred to a Whorl 
as a pattern in which rings are within 
each other. That is merely a rough 
definition. Scientifically, a Whorl is a 
design in which ridges make a complete 
turn, forming ovals and spirals. As they 
Row away to each side, they form 
deltas. \Vhorls. next to Loops, are the 
most numerous. To make them easy to 
handle, we split the Whorls into 
groups. 

Tracing the ridges in Whorls gives 
us a good means to split them into 
bunches for easy recognition. Start 
with the lower ridge of  the left delta, 

follow this· ridge until it stops ; now 
take the next ridge below the end of 
the first one ; if it suddenly forks ; take 
the lower branch of  the fork. 

If the ridge we are tracing meets or 
goes either inside or outside the right 
delta ridge, with not more than two 
ridges in between them, we call it  a 
"11eeting \Vhorl", abbreviated "M". 

An illustration of another type of  
"Meeting \Vhorl", with more ridges be� 
tween, is shown here. 

/ A nother Me�'-\__ 
If the ridge traced goes inside the 

right delta with three or more ridges 
intervening. we call it an "lnside 
\'Vhorl", abbreviated ' ' 1 ' ' .  

\Vhen the ridge traced goes outside 
the right delta ridge with three or niore 
ridges intervening, it is an "Outside 
\Vhorl", abbreviated "0". 

Now we come to Composites. These 
include Central Pocket Loops, Lateral 
Pocket Loops, Twinned Loops, and 
Accidentals. These are combination pat� 
terns. Loops, and \Vhorls, and Arches 
may be found in the same design. A 
Central Pocket Loop, for example, 
looks as though it had a Whorl in the 
center of a Loop. 
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To tell Loops from Central Pocket 
Loops, fingerprint experts have agreed 
that i f  the ridges around the core form 
a spiral as they recurve, and then pass 
between the delta and the core at right 
angles to their direction of  departure, 
we call it a Central Pocket Loop. If 
these conditions do not exist, we have 
an ordinary Loop. 

A Lateral Pocket Loop occurs when 
the ridges that constitute an otherwise 
normal Loop bend sharply downward 
on one side before rccurving, thus 
forming on that side a pocket, which 
is filled by the ridges of another Loop. 
\Ve can describe this pattern in another, 
and easier way, by saying that the 
ridges seem to be two Loops, one sur
rounding, or overlapping the other. 

Twinned Loops have two Loops . 
which lie on one another, or surround 
each other, but the difference between 
Twinned Loops, and Lateral Pocket 
Loops, is that in the latter the ridges 
containing the point of  the core have 
their exits on the same side of either 
delta, while in Twinned Loops, the 
ridges containing the point of the core 
Row out of  the design on different sides 
of the deltas. 

If you find a fingerprint which meets 
none of these descriptions, i f  it  appears 
to have gone stark crazy, with \Vhorls 
sitting on Loops. and �oops with their 
arms around \Vhorls, you can safely 
say that you are dealing with an "Ac
cidental." This pattern is all that its 
name implies. This type is extremely 
rare. 

You will remember that we found 
that Loops take up seventy per cent 
of all patterns. \Ve can break them into 
two big classes as "Ulnar" and 
"Radial", abbreviated "U", and "R". 
These names come from the bones in 
the human arm which extend from 
wrist to elbow. The ulnar bone is on 

the same side as the little finger, while 
the radial bone is on the side with the 
thumb. 

Three Typn or Whorll 

0 {Outer) Seven Ridge• 

I p n ner) S i K  Ridgea 

Remembering which side the ulnar 
and radial bones are on in the arm, we 
can easily describe our Loop patterns. 
If the downward slope of  the ridges 
around the core is from the direction 
of the thumb toward the little finger, 
we call it an Ulnar Loop. When the 
downward slope is from the little finger 
toward the thumb, we call it a Radial 
Loop.'\'Ve not only abbreviate these as 
"U" and ' ·R".  we go further and use 
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the  symbol I to represent a radial in 
the right hand, or an ulnar in the left 
hand. A diagonal line slanting the other 
way, thus, \ ,  is the symbol for an 
ulnar in the right hand, or a radial in 
the left .  This  is because the direction 
of slope is opposite for the same Loop 
appearing in opposite hands. 

It might seem that "Ulnar'' and 
· 'Radial" divisions would Le enough. 
This was true in the very beginning 
of  fingerprinting, but as soon as Henry, 
the father of the science as we know 
it today, saw the large number of  files 
containing Loops, he devised a further 
means of  subdividing Loops. This was 
ridge counting. 

Ridge counting is the counting of 
the ridges which cross a line drawn 
from the Outer Terminus to the Inner 
Terminus, excluding in the count the 
terminal points, themselves. The fact 
that a ridge almost crosses the line does 
not cause it to be counted, but t f  a 
ridge forks just before crossing the 
line, then both of  its branches which 
actually cross the line are counted. This 
line from "O.T." to "LT ", incidentally, 
is merely a pencil line when you are be
ginning ; when you become proficien' 
you will not draw a line, but mere!y 
connect the terminals with a ruler t,.. 
make your ridge count. 

The only instruments you need fo• 
ridge counting are a magnitying glass 
and a "ridge counter", whicl is nothinP" 
more than a pin or needle jabbed into 
the end of  a penholdt-r. In fac�, you 

will not e'\·en need the magnifying glass 
i f  your eyes are good. Professional 
fingerprint men, to save their vision, 
employ a "linen tester", which is a 
magnifying glass set in a frame and 
placed over the fingerprint, leaving both 
hands free. 

You now know everything required 
for the successful reading of reward 
notices, and the comparison of  the 
fingerprints in these wantedMcirculars 
with the fingerprints of  any suspects 
who may fall into your clutches, but 
there are several details which you 
must keep in mind. 

First, examine the patterns f01 
Loops and Whorls. Taking one print 
at a time, count ridges between Inner 
and Outer Terminals if they are Loops. 
If they are \Vhorls, trace the bottom 
ridge of  the left delta to the right and 
decide i f  it is "I" "M" or "0" 

Examine the p;int to
,
see i f  th� fork

ings in the reward agree with those on 
the suspect, in the same part of his 
fingerprint pattern. Follow ridges to 
see I f  they end abruptly. Count the rods 
in the core ; see if any are joined. 
Identification is complete when ten 
point<; on one- print agree with ten 
points on another print. Identity be
tween one print in the reward notice, 
and one in the hand of the suspect is 
enough, but to satisfy your mind as to· 
�he accuracy of  your work, compare all 
'en prints. I f  they check, claim that re
ward! 

Gooo LUCK ! 



T h e  gendarmes, h astily sum

moned, had to break through 
the locked door! 

The Episode 
of the Dead Man's Eye 

By James W. Booth by the frightened servant, to break 
throLtgh it in order to force an en
trance. 

IN Lyons, France, one morning in The old man lay with a bullet hole in 
the early !900's, wealthy old Emil his forehead. Tight\)' grasped in his 
Zorn was found dead in his bed, a left hand was his own revolver. Aside 

suicide apparently. It was when his from bloodstains on the sheet and pit
efficient house maid received no re- low, the bed was tidy. There were no 
sponse to her repeated knockings on his indications that a strLJggle had taken 
bed-chamber door that the grim dis- place. The windO\\"S, like the door, were 
covery was made. The door was locked all locked from the inside. On the 
from the inside, making it necessary nightstand by the bed was a note. It 
for the gendarmes, hastily summoned appeared unmistakably to be in the 
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handwriting of  the dead mau. 1t rL-aJ, 
"Life no longer interests me. I am tired 
and want to rest." 

The theory of  the police was that 
Zorn had sat up in bed, fired the fatal 
shot and then, as .life was instantane
ously snuffed out of  him, had fallen 
back against the pillow. 

And all except the famous Dr. 
Lacassagne, whose scientific sleuthing 
had previously solved several baffling 
crimes, shared the view. The locked 
door, the locked windows, and the sui
cide note ; all tended to substantiate it. 

The appearance of the dead man's 
eyes, however, told Lacassagne that the 
case was one of  murder. And to prove 
it, and trap the murderer, he set about 
making methodical investigation. 

First, he made scientific tes'fs which 
completely contradicted the theory, 
then universally accepted, that muscu
lar reaction following sudden death was 
too rapid to allow time for a dis
charged weapon to be placed in  the 
hand of a corpse and murder made to 
appear suicide. 

Then he obtained bonafide speci
mens of  old Emil Zorn's handwriting 
and turned them over to a handwrit
ing expert, for comparison with the 
handwriting appearing on the suicide 
note. The expert ruled that the writing 
on the note was an ingenious forgery. 

Lacassagne was next faced with the 
problem of determining how the mur
derer had made his escape from the o.ld 
man's bed-chamber, with the door and 
windows locked from the inside. Above 
a narrow ledge outside of  one of the 
windows he found the answer. On a 
nail, a small fragment of brown tweed 
fluttered in the breeze. It had been torn 
from a man's coat. 

The murderer, Lacassagne saw in
stantly, had escaped through the win
dow and, balancing himself on the nar
row ledge, had used a knife blade or 
some similar object to force the win
dow latch in place. What was more im
portant to him at the moment, how
ever, was the fact that the killer had 
worn a brown tweed coat. 

Lacassagne now asked himself the 
question, "Who profited most by Zorn's 
death ?" When he found that the slain 
man's eldest son, August, would in
herit the greater portion of  the estate, 
he nodded grimly, and stated with cer
tainty, "He is  the murderer." 

So it proved. The police took August 
Zorn into custody. In his apartment 
they found paper identical with that 
on which the forged suicide note had 
been written. They also found a brown 
tweed suit. It was the same pattern and 
fabric as the small fragment discovered 
by Lacassagne on the nail outside of 
the murdered man's bedchamber, and 
the arm of  the coat was torn. 

The murderer confessed, but he 
cheated the guillotine by swallowing 
poison before the gendarmes could drag 
him away to jail  to await trial. 

His heinous crime was almost a per
fect one, but he made his mistakes, as 
the smartest criminals invariably do, 
and they proved his undoing. 

But they might not have had La
cassagne not known, as all medical men 
know, that in cases of  sudden death 
the eyes of the deceased always remain 
open. Old man Zorn's eyes were closed, 
however. The murderer had deliberate
ly closed them. By doing so, he had 
enabled the brilliant laboratory sleuth 
to realize instantly that the case could 
not possibly be one of  suicide. 



"Get out ol the c a r , "  the m a n  

ordered, " a n d keep y o u r h a n d •  
u p l "  

Hitch Hiker 
By Frank Richardson Pierce 

Author of "Nnu Brake 
Li11h1gs," etc. 

THE man was w h i pp ing  around 
tall and  poorly Is the Power of the Thumb curves." 
d r e s s e d .  He Stronger Than the Arm oj The woman sat 

hdd a cheap suitcase the Law? down beside him, 
in his left hand. His smiled faintly, and 
right thumb jerked down the highway relaxed. She looked pretty sick, Dan 
in the familiar signal of the hitchhiker. thought. And there wasn't a service 
The woman at hi;; side-hardly more station in miles. The country was most
than a girl-looked sick and beaten. ly rolling rangeland, with an occasional 
As Dan Elliott slowed down, he no- ranch house located several miles off 
ticed a brassy-looking wedding ring the highway. Traffic was infrequent 
on her finger. He brought his sedan until late afternoon, and even then there 
to a stop. "Hop in," he invited. were long intervals between cars. 

"You'll never know how much we "This is a poor place to be afoot," 
appreciate this," the man said, as he Dan observed. 
opened the rear door and put the suit- "\Vhen you're broke," the man said, 
case in. "If it's all right with you, "you've got to take chances. If we 
my wife would like to ride in the can get to the \Vest Coast, there's a 
front seat. She gets car sick." job for me. \Ve've been ten days on 

· ' Sure." Dan agreed. "These big the road now. \:Ve're Middle ·western 
cars sway a lot in back when you're iolks. A rancher picked us up around 
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midnight. It was  quite a lift. but  he  
turned off a couple of miles back. The 
wife ain't any too well, and I'm tell
ing you, your big blue sedan looked 
mighty good to us. VVe were afraid 
you mightn't stop." 

"You can't very well leave people 
stranded out here." Dan said. 

"Some folks are afraid to take a 
chance on hitchhikers," the man com
mented. "I  can't say that I blame 
them." Dan Elliott glanced into the 
rear-vision mirror. His passenger was 
lighting a cigarette. As he leaned over 
to drop the match in the ash tray, his 
coat opened-revealing an automatic 
pistol in a shoulder holster. 

''Y�.;·
·�o�?t\t�::e;��:rs

c��:i:�;�� 
1ng their heads when they get the 
thumb. Every now and then some 
poor devil gets knocked in the head. 
But when you're up against it, and 
haven't train or stage fare, it's pretty 
tough to be turned down." 

"How far are you going ?" the 
woman asked. "I'm almost frantic for 
fear that my husband may have to 
leave me at some hospital and go on 
alone." 

"I can give you a hundred mile l ift," 
Dan said. His eyes, fixed on the road, 
were narrowed, speculative. It seemed, 
he was thinking, that he had picked 
up a pair of  hitchhikers wanted for 
murder in three different state·s. In 
each case a lone motorist, driving one 
of the better grade cars, had been 
found shot in the back His car had 
been invariably found, abandoned, a 
hundred miles from the point where 
his body was discovered. So much 
time had elapsed before any connec
tion between car and body was estab
lished, that the murderer, or murder
ers, made good their escape each time. 

Robbery was considered to be the 
motive. No attempt had ever bttn 
made to sell the stolen cars, but each 
body had been stripped of money, jew
elry and valuable papers. 

"If I've picked up what the newspa
pers are beginning to call The Phan
toms," Dan reflected, "I  won't be ig
norant of  their methods much longer. 
If it is them, and my murder is in
tended, it won't happen in the car. Not 
a single abandoned car contained a 
bloodstain. Wise rats-some service 
station man might notice the blood
stains and start some kind of investiga
tion." 

"What's the country like ahead ?" 
the man asked when he had finished 
his cigarette. 

"We'll be at the summit in half an 
hour," Dan answered ; "then there's 
a series of gentle grades. You can 
coast ten miles. Beyond that there are 
long straightaways, like the roarJ. we're 
on now." 

He recalled that the murdered men 
had been found near high points on 
the main roads. It  was significant that 
high points commanded views in both 
directions. The murderers were thus 
assured against the possibility of cars 
suddenly appearing before the job was 
finished. 

Dan Elliott looked ahead and saw 
the white board that gai,.·e the name of 
the summit and its elevation. The 
woman stirred herself. "I must look 
a mess," she said, and then surveyed 
her face-using the rear vision mir· 
ror which she turned toward her. 

"That was a smooth move," Dan 
thought. "It prevents the driver from 
observing what's going on in the back 
seat." 

They gained the summit, and a 
breath-taking panorama lay below 
them. The road lay like a mighty coil-
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ing snake, disappearing in the mists 
which rose from a narrow� walled-in 
valley. Not a car was in sight. 

"Put on the brakes, buddy," the man 
suddenly ordered. · 'Slip her into neu
tral and lea vc the motor running." 

Dan Elliott felt a gun jabbed against 
the back o f  his neck. ''lt looks like 
T've got myself into something," he 
said. ; ,·what a devil of  a way to treat 
a man decent enough to do you a 
favor." 

"Shut up 1 I told you to leave the 
motor running,'' the man shouted. 
"Xou cut the S\vitch." 

"I'm kinda excited," Dan said nerv
ously. "Nothing like this ever hap
pened to me before. Give a guy a 
break, won't you ?" he begged. "Don't 
do to me what was done to . . the 
others." 

" Shut up !" the man tersely or
dered. 

"You can take my money and ring," 
Dan said in a desperate Yoice. ' 'You 
can be two hundred miles from here 
before anybody even knows I'm 
afoot." 

"Get out of  the car," the man or
dered, "and keep your hands up ! i\'iove 
fast ! I 'm not expecting any cars at 
this hour, but you neYer can tell." Dan 
stepped onto the highway. 

w �!. ��e ��:n h���1�!:,cl�a�1�1 i; r��� 
the car, keeping him conred with the 
automatic pistol. The woman, sud
denly acti\•e, �hed her pretended ill
ness and joined her partner. " Search 
him," the man said. "Don't step off 
the pa\·ement. \Ve don't want any 
footprints to give the cops a lead." 

The woman expertly removed Dan's 
billfold and ring. She tossed the bill
fold to her partner and thrust the ring 
over her ·thumb for temporary safe-

keeping. Suddenly Dan's meekness 
ended. He grasped the woman's arms. 
twisted his body, squatted, then came 
up with her across his back. Her body 
offered a brief protection from her 
surprised partner's automatic. There 
wasn't a chance in the world that Dan 
could get completely beyond the range 
of  the weapon. But he hoped to lessen 
the bullet's impact, or force the man 
to miss. 

A brush-choked canyon yawned be
low him. Dan headed for it, \vith a 
fighting. biting helkat on his back. 
The woman fought herself free a hun
dred feet from the highway and threw 
herself flat on the ground. Her part
ner now took deliberate aim and fi red. 
He might have been indulging in tar
get practice. 

Dust puffed from the center of 
Dan's back, and he fell headlong into 
the brush. His knees j erked up and 
his bodv rolled o,·er a hillock, crash
ing int� a thicket n,·e feet beyond. ;\ 
convulsive shudder ran through him. 
He slid a few inches and stopped. 

The woman picked hersel f up and 
walked onr to the car. 

''I've warned you to be on guard 
against that nry thing," the man said 
coldly, as the woman j oined him. "He 
had heard of  our other jobs, and kne"· 
who ,,.c n·ere the insta11l I pushed the 
gun against the back of  his nerk. 1-le 
kne\\' he had his life to gain and noth
ing to lose by grabbing you. Ne,·er be 
so careless again !" His tone sliced like 
a knife. 

' '\Vel\, I bit his wrist and he let 
go," the \\"Oman said defensi\·cly. "l 
knew you'd hit him up to fi fty yard�. 
but . . .  is he dead ?' ' 

''\Vhen dust spurts from the center 
o f  their back at that distance, they're 
dead. A bullet may �ance off the 
skull, but not the spine.'' He glanced 
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at the brush concealing Dan's sprawled 
figure, then opened the bill fold. 

"Damn 'em," he growled, "they 
don't carry much on 'em any more. A 
man driving a car like this one should 
be good for a couple of grand in 
money, checks and jewelry." 

He drew on a pair of gloves and 
said, "Get in !"  As she settled herself, 
he released the brake, let the car coast 
several yards, then slipped in the clutch. 
A sign warned, "Descend in second 
gear with ignition off." He left the 
gear in high, but turned off the switch. 
The highway sped under them like a 
ribbon. 

DAN ELLIOTT climbed slowly 
towards the highway. Each 

movement hurt him all over. He 
stopped near a patch of brush, struck 
a match, and ignited the dry tinder 
wood. A high column of smoke 
mounted into the air. He crawled 
along the edge, beating out sparks and 
preventing the fire from spreading. 
A half hour later a battered sedan 
drove up. A man jumped out quickly 
and ran to the fire. 

"T thought smoke would bring you." 
Dan said. "You ranchers always have 
to watch brush fires." 

"What happened? There's a bullet 
hole in the back of your coat, and 
you're co\·ered with blood," the 
rancher said in a worried voice. "\\That 
happened ?" 

Briefly Dan related what had hap
pened. The rancher whistled. He 
whistled again-even louder-when 
Dan told him what he wanted to do. 
"All right," the rancher agreed. ''I'll 
do my part. But you'll sure have to go 
through with yours." 

Dan climbed into the back seat of 
the battered car and covered up with 
a blanket. The rancher started his car 

and began the descent. "I can see a 
blue sedan down in the vallev," he 
said a few moments later. "It's Parked 
off'n the road." 

''That'll be them,'' Dan answered. 
"But this sedan has a New York 

license,'' the rancher argued. as he 
neared the car and slowed down. 
"And the folks are well dressed." 

"License plates and clothes can be 
changed," Dan observed. "That's 
them.' '  

The cheap clothing they had worn 
when Dan picked them up probably 
covered· the modish suits each wore 
now. "They'd have to do something,'' 
he reflected, "poorly dressed folks 
driving a fine sedan would make high4 
way patrolmen and filling station men 
ask questions. This pair certainly 
play their game carefully." 

The man waved the rancher to a 
stop. "Can you give us a lift, old 
man ?" he asked cheerfully. "1ly mo4 
tor has quit on me. l\Jy wife isn't very 
well, and I'd like to get to the next 
town as fast as possible. I ' l l  pay you 
for your trouble.' ' 

"It's all right with me," the rancher 
said, "but 1 ain't so sure vou'll want 
to ride. 11'1aybe you'd rath�r ha\'e me 
send a service car back. You see, my 
uncle Enoch died last night, and I'm 
taking his corpse to the undertakers. 
VVe could crowd in on the front seat, 
though.'' He looked somewhat dubi
ous. 

The woman glanced curiously at the 
blanket4coYCred figure lying on the 
back seat, then stepped in. Her part
ner followed. Little was said as the 
rancher's car roared over the high
way. He turned off the highway to
ward a fair-sized town built around a 
railroad division point. 

The woman screamed as Dan sat 
up. And she shrieked again as she rec-
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ognized him. "Tony I" she cried 
wildly. "It's the last one. You said 
lrttllets don't glance off spines and . . .  " 

"Shut up !" Tony snarled. 
He raised his hands as Dan dug 

him in the back with the rancher's 
forty·four. "This is where you get 
out. The jail isn't large, but it's mod
ern and escape-proof, and it'll hold 
you until a first degree murder war
rant can be served by Eastern officers." 

DAN hustled the prisoners into the 
jail building. Several uniformed 

highway patrolmen were there to re
ceive them. "Nice going, Dan," one 
of them said. He turned to the pris
oners. "We didn't have much to go 
by, as dead men tell no tales, and you 
made certain your victims were all 
dead. The authorities figured you 
might head West. And not knowing 
which one among the thousands of 
hitch hikers you might be, we had to 
resort to the live decoy method-send 
out a prospective victim in an expen
sive car. 

"\Ve shook dice," Dan put in, "and 
1 won. 1'11 bet I've hauled a hundred 

hitch hikers during the last two weeks. 
And if you think it's fun driving day 
after day, wearing a bullet proof 
vest. " 

"Bullet proof vest ?" Tony ex-
claimed. "So . " 

"That's why your bullet didn't put 
me under the sod. As it was, the im
pact against the vest damned near 
paralyzed me. And I took a fine beat
ing rolling down that canyon." Dan 
said. He shed his coat with the bullet 
hole, removed a shirt with a similar 
hole, then tossed aside the heavy vest. 

"Even so," said Tony thickly, "if 
that car hadn't quit. " 

"That car was fixed to quit," Dan 
explained. "\Ve took full advantage 
of your trick of bumping off your 
victims near a summit. So when I 
stopped the car, I kicked over a valve 
that shut off the fuel from the main 
tank and drew it from a tank holding a 
quart of gasoline. I knew that by the 
time you reached the bottom of the 
grade, the fuel would be sucked out, 
and you'd have to wait until some
body came along. And I had a hunch 
. . .  I'd be that somebody." 



Civil Service Q & A 
By "G-2" 

Could You Qualify as-
Pollee Patrolmall 
Police Detectin 
Police•omaD. 
Finaerprint &pert 
State Trooper 
Crime PreYendoa 

lnnttisatH 
Probation Offic. 
Criminolot�itc 
Police Radio Bapen 

This departme11t will giv• 
you every week typicJtl 
questitnes t�sked m dvJI 

serf/ice exattdnatiom. 

The Casualties Were Heavy 

Spedal Aaeat fG-Maa) 
Seem Senoice Opuative 
Po« Offic. lrupectcn 
Cwrom1 Patrol 
Immig-ration Pat!ol 
Aati-N�otic Agent 
Puole laYatilator 
PrUon Kuper 
Internal Revenue Aaeat 
Alc:obol Tn: A.rent 

To pass you must attain a minimum of 7 5 .  
Mental test. In some of the sentences 

below one word has been misspelled. If, 
in any sentence, you find a word spelled 
incorrectly, write the word CORRECTLY 
in the correspondingly numbered space. 
If all the words in a sentence are correctly 
spelled, write the letter C. You will be 
penalized i f  you rewrite the spelling of 
a word which has been correctly spelled. 

I X a recent city test taken by clerks, Q !-Accuracy is absalutely necessary 
grade 1 (salaries $800 to $ 1 190 an- in clerical work. -
nually), for promotion to clerk, grade Q 2-The best of advise is frequently 

2 (salaries $ 1 100 to $ 1 799 ) ,  761}'"c of a not heeded. -
class of 360 candidates failed to attain the Q 3-Good clerks are all ready for any 
passing minimum mark of 7 Sl}'"c .  l\:lany of emergency. -
those who failed to pass, protested to the Q 4-----lt is apparant that honesty is a 
mayor and to newspapers that the test fundamental requirement. -
questions were too hard for clerks and Q S-It is desirable that there be asso-
called for knowledge required of university dation with good minds. -
presidents. The civil service commission Q 6-Praise makes some people swell 
responsible for the test got up on its hind up like a baloon. -
legs and made public some of the ques- Q 7-You're to see Mr. Smith at once 
tions and a great many of the wrong an- and introduce yourself. -
swers. together with the spicy comment Q 8-It is not easy to seperate the good 
that ··clerks already equipped with practi- from the bad personnel. -
cal experience should have known better Q 9-The Mayor is the principle offi-
than to make such weird errors as were cial in the city government. -
disclosed." Q 10---Tardiness is the equivelent of 

This much-criticised test is reproduced shirking. -
oelow. Key answers and some of the wrong Q 1 1-To say that A is independent of 
answers said to have been made by the B is to say that they are disparate. -
experienced clerks who failed will appear Q 1 2-::\Jultiplication is a kind of ex-
next week, There are 100 questions in all tension of addition. 

"" 
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Q 13-lt's difficult because of tbe com
plexity of the arrangement. -

Q 14-Some knowledge is occasionally 
worse than none. -

Q IS-Clerks should not be easily 
Jead. -

Q 16-A mineature is a type of repro
duction. -

Q 1 7-It is difficult to believe a person 
who is a perennial liar. -

Q 18-A little is not to much. -
Q 19-lt has occurred in a variety of 

circumstances. -
Q 20---\Von't you avail yourself of this 

opportunity? -
Q 21-The secretary seized his oppor

tunity to speak. -
Q 2 2-Parellel situations possess many 

common elements. -
Q 23-Hypocricy is a very objection

able trait. -
Q 24-Power carries with it a wealth 

of privileges. -
Q 25-Luck is not a sizable factor in 

the production of the successful per
son. -

Q 26-Ail a man's energies should not 
be bent teward a single end. -

Q 27-The committee affords an excel
lent technique. -

Q 28-0ur magnificent harbor is one 
of the finest in the world. -

Q 29-The extent of a clerk's knowl
edge bears a distinct relation to his effi
ciency. -

Q 30--Those who study are better 
equipped to ta.ckle intricate problems. -

Q 31-To be awkward is to be handi
capped. -

Q 32-A democracy demands intelli
�ence on the part of the citizenry. -

Q 33-The affect of constant distrac
tions is to lower the quantity and quality 
of output. -

Q 34---Crying for vengeance is a juve
nile form of behavior. -

Q 35-Propaganda is a device for the 
manipulation of opinions. -

Q 36-Pleasant people in an office are 
well liked by their colleagues. -

Q 3 7-A sargeant ranks higher than a 
corporal. -

Q 38-A wide range of skills is un� 
doubtedly usefull in clerical work. -

Q 39-There is little sense in assigning 
a superior mind to trivial work. -

Q 4o--Accuracy is to be preferred to 
speed. -

Four possible answers are suggested to 
complete each sentence below. One of the 
answers lettered ( a ) ,  (b ) ,  (c)  and (d)  
best completes each sentence. Write in the 
corresponding spaces the letter of the best 
answer. 

Q 4 1-It is generally considered best 
to include in one sentence (a) at least two 
ideas; (b) a single thought; (c) a sub
ordinate clause; (d) a single verb. -

Q 42-The best of the following sen� 
tences is (a) He don't know the rules; 
(b) He is unacquainted of the rules; (c)  
He does not know the rules; (d)  He has 
not been learned with the rules. -

Q 43-The best of the following sen� 
tences is (a) Whenever I meet him he 
greets me; (b) Whenever I meet him he 
always greets me; (c) He always greets 
me whenever I meet him; (d) Whenever 
I meet him, he always greets me. -

Q 44-The best of the following defini
tions of "infraction". is (a) when you break 
a rule; (b) to break a rule; (c )  the act 
of breaking a rule, (d) breaking a 
rule. -

Q 45-The best of the following sen
tences is (a) Everybody did as they 
pleased; (b)  Everybody acted as they 
liked; (c) Everybody did what they 
pleased; (d) Everybody did as he 
pleased. -

Q 46--The best of the following sen· 
tences is (a) He is a most unique person; 
(b) He is a very unique person; (c) He 
is � unique person; (d )  He is an extremely 
un1que person. � 

Q 47-The best of the following sen
tences is (a) Who did you talk to? (b)  
To who did you talk? (c)  Whom did 
you talk to? (d) To whom did you 
talk? -

Q 48-The best of the following sen
tences is (a) Having filed the papers, the 
drawer was dosed; (b) Having filed the 
papers, we dosed the drawer; (c) Upon 
filing the papers, the drawer was closed; 
(d) We, having filed the papers, the 
drawer was dosed. � 

Q 49-Punctuation marks (a) are a 
means of expressing thoughts; (b) modify 
substantives chiefly; (c) are unrelated 
to grammatical elements; (d )  
lated to  logical elements. -
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Q SO-To express simple futurity, one 
says (a) I shall go ; (b) I will go ; (c) I 
should go ; (d) I shall have gone. -

Q 51-"Style is the man himself" 
means (a) It is difficult to acquire a good 
style; (b) Some people write poorly be
cause they are poorly educated; (c) Ex
pression is a reflection of individuality; 
(d) A good phrase is half the battle. -

Q 52-The best of the following sen
tences is (a) I can't hardly do this 
problem; (b) I can't do none of these 
problems; (c) I can hardly do this 
problem; (d) I can't hardly do none of 
these problems. -

Q 53-The best of the following sen
tences is (a)  He only wrote on one side of 
the paper; (b )  He wrote on only one side 
of the paper; (c) He only did his writing 
on one side of the paper; (d) He has only 
written on one side of the paper. -

Q 54-The best of the following sen
tences is (a) I believe that I can do that 
work equally as well as he can ; (b )  I be
lieve that l can do that work equally as 
well as he (c) I believe that I can do that 
work as good as he; (d) I believe that I 
can do that work as well as he. -

Key answers to this test and additional 
questions will be published next week; 
also some of the common errors made by 
the 76'7o who failed. 

Q. and A. Box 
Questions pertaining to civil service ex

aminations will be answered without 
charge. If personal replies are desired en
close stamped, (3c) addressed envelope. 

A New England reader submits the. fol
lowing: "My question is: can a person 
who has been arrested and pleaded guilty 
to a felony, and who received probation, 
making good thereafter and later, at the 
end of the probation period, again ap
peared before the judge and changed his 
plea from guilty to not guilty, thereby 
having all charges dismissed, and all rights 
restored, become eligible to the civil 
service examinations? 

"The crime was stealing an automobile. 
This was the first offense. Since then this 
person has committed no crime and never 
will again. 1 am the person and I have 
become deeply interested in fingerprinting. 
I have taken and passed a fingerprinting 
course. Is it possible for one in my circum
stances to go on? Does the civil service 
commission make exceptions? I would like 
to have questions in a test for fingerprint 
expert. 1 saw those questions in the Dec. 5 
issue but they were few and easy for me. 
I want real tough questions." 

In this unusual case, pleased we are to 
offer all the assistance at our command. 
Concerning criminal proceedings, an offi
cial of the U. S. Civil Service Commission 
once said, "Minor offenses, such as traffic 
violations, are usually regarded, when 
facts are truthfully disclosed, as being of 
no significance. In case of conviction of 
more serious offenses, the commission may 
grant eligibility after full consideration of 
circumstances." 

And about a tough fingerprint test-say, 
brother, in ·a few weeks, DFW will print 
one as tough as they come. 

---CIVIL SERVICE Q and A IN BOOKLET FORM 

SAMPLE questions given 
in previous civil service 
tests are now available to 
readers in booklet form. 
THIS COUPON MUST 
ACCOMPANY EACH 
R E Q U E S T .  Coupons  
mailed later than TWO 
WEEKS after the date 
below will not be honored. 

JUNE 19, 1937 

G-2, DETECTIVE fJCTION WEEKLY. 
Z80 Broadway, New York, N. Y. 

Enclosed find $_ for which send me. postpaid 
__ copies of the Civil Service Q and A Booklet 
as indicated below: 

_ copies Postal Clerk Test (25¢ per copy) 
_ copie.s Patrolman Test (25¢ per copy) 
_ copies Clerk Test (25t per copy) 

NA•"----------

SntET' _________ _ 
CITY STATE 

Coming Next Week-Clerk Test (Continued) 



���';' > Theyre Swindling )liu ! 
�'' Crazy People 

By 
Frank W rentmore 

_ ,  .... 
This is th� �ight7-ninth of a urie1 of 

<JTticl�l t1{JH)Jing buintn rst:ltetJ th<Jt coJt you bitllo•• of Joii<Jrl every ytsr! Mr. 
Wrentmor� i1 sn authority on I'Wintii�J and 
/rs1<tl1, Jt'e/1 knolt'n to l�g<2l, financial, and 
commercilll <2Jsoci<2tions.-Th� Editor. 

SOME of the rackets patronized by 
the great American public are 
actually beyond the comprehen

sion of a normal mind. In  proof of this 
rather startling statement I am going to 
set down the history of  the somewhat 
brief existence of the "Sureway Se
curity System'' of  Long Beach, Calif. 

Promising the impossible return of 
40 percent a day on money invested 
with him, Willis Sylvester Rogers es
tablished himself under the above 
trade name in  Long Beach and in some 
inconceivable manner succeeded in in-

obtain a sum of money and with this 
money he would go to a merchant and 
place it on deposit and obtain credit 
slips for the amount of the deposit. 
He would take these credit slips to a 
wholesaler or manufacturer and pre
sumably trade the retail credit slips 
for a larger amount of merchandise at 
wholesale prices, and then use thi.� 
larger amount of merchandise-which 
he purchased at wholesale-and issue 
other credit slips to new customers for 
cash, and then start the process over 
again. He had the crazy idea that he 
could build this up to such a volume 
within forty-eight hours so that he 
could pay 40 percent to the original 
'investors' and then keep the plan cir
culating in an endless chain. 

clueing apparently sane people to turn "He made good to his original ens
over to him "for investment" sums of tomers by paying them their 40 per
money ranging from one to fifty dol- cent for a few days, until we caught 
Iars each. up with him, but of  course it meant 

For a few days Rogers did pay a that the volume of income was on the 
40 percent return to the early "in- increase and he was able to get enough 
vestors" but, of course, this was paid new money to satisfy the few people 
from the money which came to him who had started him out. The scheme 
from later \'ictims. His plan, so far was spreading so from mouth to 
as it can be explained, is outlined in a mouth that, had we not apprehended 
letter to me from the manager of  the him when we did, he would have been 
Long Beach Better Business Bureau, the center of a colossal fraud. 
who was instrumental in scotching Mr. "\Vhile we were interviewing him 
Rogers-but suppose I quote his let- in the Distirct Attorney's office, one of 
ter : the inwstigators thought he recog-

"He would go to 'Mrs. Jones' and nized Rogers as being the man who 
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had operated a similar scheme in a 
surburba.n community about a year 
previous, which resulted in his com
mitment to the state asylum. The in
vestigator, acting on this hunch, spoke 
to him and asked him about the pre
vious scheme and Rogers then ad
mitted his identity, and in checking the 
records we found that he was then on 
parole from the state institution but 
had escaped from his guardian. With
in t\vO hours, Hogers had been re-com
mitted to the State Asylum at Patton, 
California, and the present chapter in 
his activities was brought to a close. 

on any kind of a proposition. It is 
certainly a sad circumstance that a man 
who is playing hookey from an insane 
asylum can take money away from 
"sane" people with such a brainless 
scheme. 

It is quite probable that the genera
tion now attending school will be bet
ter equipped tO recognize gyp schemes, 
especially in California, for the Los 
Angeles City school system has re
cently adopted two new textbooks, 
"What About Jobs" and "\Vhat About 
Dollars," which were prepared under 
the super\"ision o f  a committee of 
Southern California business men with 

"QNE woman who had put in two the co-operation of \·arious Better 
$5 deposits and had received Business Bureaus, particularly the Los 

two 40 percent payments was ready to Angeles Bureau. The new course is 
cash a $1 ,000 trust deed which she compulsory in the upper high school 
owned and to put the entire proceeds grades and will acquaint the students 
into the scheme, figuring that she with many practical facts about the 
would get $400 a day, but l\·fr. Rogers management of their money and other 
was sane enough to figure that he consumer problems. Many of the em
could not usc this larger sum of money ployment rackets which have been de
and told her to wait until he was ready scribed in this series are mentioned in 
for it. Tn  all, he had obtained abont "\Vhat About Jobs." 
$300 up to the time he was arrested. This is additional evidence of the 
T think P. T. Barnum would have \visdom of  the editors of DETEC
turned over in his grave if  he could TIVE F1CT10)J WEEKLY in pro
have heard of this present scheme." viding fact articles which must, sooner 

Aiter reading this letter I pondered or later, be made part of our chil
ovcr one thing that still puzzles me. dren's education. I am very proud 
Did they put the right man in the in- that nineteen articles in which I col
sane asylum ? laborated (describing various rackets) 

The whole thing is so unsubstantial, are named in the bibliography of 
so visionary-and distorted vision at "\Vhat About Dollars." Just as soon 
that-so unexplainable to any person as the citizens of this country learn 
of average intelligence, that it serves as much about rackets as the racketeers 
to emphasize the absolute necessity of know, there won't be any more rack
getting a clear and understandable idea ets. No crook can racketize a man 
of  exactly what is to be done with your who knows as much about the racket 
money before you give it to anybody as the crook does. 

Next Week-They Didn't Swindle Me! 



Solving Cipher Secrets 
A cipher is secret writing. 

The way to solve ciphers i5 

to experiment with sub.st;tute 

letters until real wor4s begin 

to appear. In solving, notice 

the frequency of certain let·  

ters. For instance, the let

ters e, t, a, o, n, i, are the 

most used in our language. 

So if the puzzle maker has 

CRYPTOFANS who have not joined our 
Cipher Correspondena Club are missing 
half of the fun ! For instance, take this 

cail'e: "Aja:< rtcently had a request in your 
column for letters and crypts," writes Etcog. 
"So my whole family concocted a crypt and 
sent him a letter. His answer was very inter
esting. And now we are writing regulJ.rly. 
every two wetks or so 1" The moral is--send us 
your name and address for publication in our 
C. C. C. directory. Membership is free. The 
subjoined list of ten new correspondents raises 
our total C. C. C. enrollment to 130 members. 
Clip this list for reference. and write thtse 
new members a welcoming letter ! And if you 
are not already a member yourself, join now ! 

CIPHER CORRESPONDENCE CLUB 

(Co>�lilll<cd from May 15, 1937) 

Frank A. Brennan, 197 Kent St., Charlotte· 
town, Prince Edward Island, Canada. 

CAGY DEE, Kenneth Davidson, 5177 Cas
grain St., Montreal, Quebec, Canada. 

GRACIAS, Charles R. Olambcrs, 1207 E. 
6Jrd St., Chicago, I!l. 

GREGORY, D. G. Secrest. Taos, N.  Mex 
Joseph G. Brown, 2934 Lincoln Ave .. Chi

cago, Ill. 

REMDil\, T. Dawson-Finucane II ,  807 
Florida St . .  San Antonio, Tex. 

SHALMANESER, D. J. Dolphin, 109 Iowa 
St., Manchester, Iowa. 

In•ing Freedman, 1523 \\1alton Ave., Bronx, 
N . Y. 

DUKE D'EKUD, Frank A.  Pistone, 1739 
Pilgrim Ave., Bronx, N .  Y. 

John J, Gannon, Jr., 1320 W. Central Ave., 
Phoenix, Ariz. 

( To Bt Continued) 

used X to represent e, X will 

probably appear very fre· 

quently. Combinations of let· 

ters will also give you clues. 

Thus, the affi:;r,;.:es -ing, -ion, 

-ally are frequent. Read tl1e 

helpful hints at the begin

ning of this department each 

week. The :first cryptogram 

each week is the easiest. 

H. N. Hehr contributes this week's openin! 
puzzle, a cryptic division using a 10-letter ke} 
word. numbered 0 to 9. Find zero by inspection; 
then note P - K = P for the ,·a\ue of K: etc. 
The phrase UZ UFC will unlock the pattern 
YCZYKC in Ian's cryptogram, also supplying 
all but two letters in *CGEFUF. ZD FGV and 
DCKKZR will follow. l�ffe You's quotation 
may be approached through BE PEN and PE 
These words will lead to NTLEYCT and 
AEY. with IDIL and LICLINKUPC next in 
line. 

Mono Verde's mes-sage relates a true happen
ing, only the HKO FGEDS was in the hands 
of another NLTROKG, on the job ! 1fono 
Verde is in the NLTRO business in Minne
apolis. For entry, note HSKR and HTOS, 
using HKO as a check. Thus to N LTRO, 
N L  TROKG, and RLN. tQpkwins provides 
several patterns for consideration. including 
YAENVTKKT, GKKT, and GKKTUZSBE. 
Spot your own clue in tT. F. B.'s inner circle 
cipher ! Answers to this week's puzzles will 
appear next week. Asterisks indicate capitaliza· 
tion. 

No. 145-Cryptic Di\'ision. By H. N.  Hehr. 

O P E ) E S P L A S ( N C O  
P C K P  

T P K A  
S O C N  

S A T S  
S A T L  

N 
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SOLVING CIPHER SECRETS 

No. 146---Titular Eqmvalents. By Jan. 

*CBRIWB 'SGG WCDCWWCB UZ UFC 'AWGUGVF YCZYKC 

IV FGV "VTAHCNUV." *JGME 'ECZWEC *S VYZJC ZD FGV 

"YCZYKC." *CBRJWB *CGEFUF 1811\VCVVCB FGV "DCh:KZR 

LOJ . "  

N o .  \47-Keep SmilitlJ!:. By E ff e  You. 

" B E  PEN TYLLA, BE PEi'J KELLA . OR N T U R  KELGll .\ I::Y 
NLODIG 'HLEYCT : PE LTCLTNl\UPC, SYFUPC, SLINNUPC, 

JDJL :\lOP OBDOPNOCI AEY."-'KAG UPI. 

Nfl_ 1 4&--lmaginary ).l one!. By �lono Verde. 

D .-\ K K N Z  N LTROKG DOVAK RLN HSKR NLTRO DEN�AZ 

G L R  A V H .  L'G h:LBKU VM KLOTRP YKGKLA BTCKU IJ TOS 

OEGNKROTRK. I.I-IVXK Y S K HTRP HKO FGEDS ! 

No. 149-Gladsomc Llay�. Hy tQpkwins, 

Y .-\EN V T I-:. 1-: T  SKUA. FYL'GR FV :t\ NQN .'\ . PZllVTYU X DZGX:, 

C l...: J.::T U Z .S B F  fll'TLZT� J YVEZN X .  B ;\ LEZL FYX N F Y UU 

S \ ' G N X ,  L:i(Ql\ V X  L\'TK�ZTS l-fT P N V  FVZ S BE * :\ 1 1- I T N  

G I...: K T , - X I I G G l\ V  B Y X  YVVZO:t\ P !  

Nn. 1 50---A CuraJ''-' (a,c. By tT. F. B 

\V \GI N G C R O S S .  Z T :\ TOWOV K I  BSUXG T K Y S X  TEZ l ' \ ' T l '-

:-:;u'OKV. H POBOC \ ' TOPY P BGL1S VUS\V Z'lTP.'\1.-:VLZ\  · ( ;QK, 
;c J 'G\V V POFG\V S \ ' D  AUXOV K ,  UZO\'X. 10\I'O� L'P\V 
i\ k X L L'WG 1 

] JQ . - Key : 

LAST WEEK'S ANSWERS 
0 1 2 3 -1 5  6 7 8 9  
B R I G H T  ) ll :\ E  

] 4 [  

1 40 �A<.lvanta)!;�S o f  lyn<'h 

rnompt. l'l'erg\'lic. fresh from 
,·i;cap. final, ha.< no sab.ry 

ron-equcntly is  11nt afraid to 

it is 
�ople, 

and 

1 4 \ � Evcn mig:1ty war-lord�. brassstml<kd. barr{'l-chr,tcd. who spout firt �nd 
(]inc on scrap iron, <'aper nimbly to the 
spr ightly strai11s of milady's lute ! 

144-Rabid native braH, with ri:1e. 
cavorts over verdam veldt. Rkal ht!shmcn. 
under cover, watch, spy upcm u;uy humor 
ous antics. 

1-IZ�lntricate crypts intrigue psychology 
profo;-<.sor, causing neglect of duties. Dean 
investigates alleged laxity of subordinllte ; 
become<; fan, al;;o. 

Send us your answers, fans. to o11e or mor<'. 
of this week'S' puzzles ! You will be duly 
credited in our Cipher SoltN'd Club for )utJe. 
Address : M. E. Ohaver, DETECTIVE FtCTJON 
WEEKLY, 280 Broadway, New York, N. Y. 



from READERS 
THE EDITORS, one morning 

recently, were gathered in solemn 
conclave, propounding methods 

with which to make this magazine even 
better. 

Since the reader.:; of a magazine de· 
termine its policies, by their generous 
response to it from week to week, \vhy 
not carry this a step further, and let 
them actually ha,·e a voice in the for
mation of  the magazine ? \Vhy not ask 
them to make concrete suggestions for 
improvements, for the selection of 
story types, and by what favorite au
thors ? 

VVe are certain that a great body o f  
our readers have a strong personal in
terest in what is published in each suc
cessive issue. \Ve feel that they, by 
listing their preferences as to detectiYe
story writers and by" offering other 
suggestions based on their individual 
reactions, might thus form a great 
partnership. 

All letters receh·ed will be assured 
of courteous consideration. A serious 
attempt will be made to adjust griev
ances and to profit from the advice of 
those for whom the magazine is in
tended. 

Ah, enthusiasm ! The editors 

certain, Mr. Snvder, that there are a 
lot of other peopie feeling just the same 
way about "The Face and the Doc
tor" that you do ! 

DEAR EDITOR : 
Boy, oh boy, oh hoy ! You've got something 

there. The new story by i\Iax Brand, I mean, 
called "The Face and the Doctor." That's my 
idea of a honey. Kot that you don't usually 
come within hollering distance of that high 
standard beeause you do. But this really is 
high-water mark, from my experience in reading 
detective stories, and I'm still tingling with 
e:ccitement as I lay the thing down, and dog
goned sorry that it is  coming to a close so 
soon. There are some stories, now and then, 
that a fellow would like to ha\·e run on {or· 

This i s  on<' of them. 
AUGUST 5NYnt:R, 

St. Joseph, Mo. 

Mr. Tom Curry writes the storiC's 
about Special Arrnt Dn·ritc. I t  is quite 
possible that there will be more oi 
them in the future. 

DEAR EDITOR : 
Your list of authors who have been writing 

for you is interesting to me. I mean the authors 
who have been writing for you for ten years 
and more. And �·ou say to drop you word. 
I don't remember if it is lvlr. Flynn or Mr. 
Curry that writes about a d<'!cctive named Drvrile but tlu:re haven't been any and I'd 
like to read some more about him. 

SAMUEL LEN2ER, 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 
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Singly and together, Daffy Dill and 
Candid Jones will be back to show 
what a top-notch crime reporter and a 
fearless photog can do to stir up a 
little excitement. 

DEAR EoiTOll; : 
I've been a staunch supporttr of Daffy Dill 

ever sim:e he <:arne into your magazin�. And 
when Candid Jones turntd up. I was · more 
than delighted. But this man Sale must be a 
genius ' to get them both into the same story, 
and to have a world-�ater like "Flash !" 

I've read a lot of stories in my time, but 
this is the first time I',·e ever seen a mary 
handled quite as deftly as this. 

· 
I certainly ho� that they are going to be 

hack in the magazine in the very near future. I think they're swell. 
LESTER DENNISON, 

Wit�:hita, Kans. 

This is the first word about covers 
in a long time, and it was very gratify· 
ing to receive it. Has anyone else an 
idea, pro or con ? 

0EAR EDITOR : 
This is just a short note in appreciation for 

the new type of covers which you have been 
publishing on your magazine during the last 
weeks. 

I thought that the one on this last issue, 
for instance, the May 29th, was splendid. It  
seems to catch the spirit of the magazine bet� 
ter than anything which has appeared recently, 
although I must say that the one before, illus· 
!rating· "The Face and the Doctor," was in 
the way of a hint that you'd had a new per· 
ception about the covers. 

In all fairness, I must admit that the covers 
of the magazine have always been a good 
leap ahead of the field, and that they have 
escaped the deluge of blood (and thunder) 
which has been ro prevalent. 

So please keep up the good work, and ac
cept hearty congratulations from a devoted, old
time reader. 

SAMUEL ASilKIN, 
New Orleans, La. 

Daring editors to publish a Jetter 
usually has a sure-fire reaction. Mr. 
Gramaton doesn't care for words and 
yearns for mathematics. 

Well, here's a letter you'll never publish, be· 
cause I'm good and sore about the Choil Service Q a11d A department which you run in YOU! magazine. 

What's the idea, anyway? 
It used to be that you ran math. problems, 

which were sort of fun and like puzzles. But 
these pages where you arc supposed to pick 
out the right word or the wrong word in a 
sentence and then do something with it drive 
me nuts. 

These recent Q and A's haven't been much 
fun, and I want you to have G-Z do something 
about it. 

After all, there must be a lot of different 
kinds of Civil Service examination� being given, 
and I for one am mighty fed up with juggling 
words around. 

What do you say, Ed? STE\'E GR.HL�TO)I, 
Atlanta, Ga. 

After due deliberation, we have de
cided ag'ainst a page on precancella· 
tions of United States postage. And 
tens of  thousands of ardent ciferfan� 
will be protesting because we allowet! 
your letter to reach print I 
DEAR EDITOR : 

I'm sure the cryptogram pages in the back 
of the magazine are all very fine for ciferfans, 
but the truth of the matter is that codes and 
coding leave me cold and uninterested. I would 
much prefer to see those pages filled with that 
much more story each week. 

I realize, of course, that this is a pretty self· 
ish way for me to look at the matter, and I 
really don't intend to do anything drastic about 
it. 

But decoding all those jumbled !etten is  a 
pretty specialized form of entertainment, and 
I'm sure that if I asked you to run a page 
about my specialized interest-precancellations 
of United States postage-you wou\J refuse. 

Wdl. other than that. I enjoy your magazine 
very much indeed, but I do eye those particu· 
lar pages a little wistfully and regretfully. 
They might have held a true vignette \ 

PAUL \VATSON, 
Boston, Mass. 

COMING SOON-
THE THUNDERBOLT 

A Thrilling Complete Short Novel 

By Victor Maxwell 



Answers to Detectogram on Page 4-4 
I .  No. It is the letter of a man at peace with 

the world 
2. No, because a fountain pen writes tvenly 

whereas a plain pen is dark after each dip in 
.tJe ink and lightens until no ink is left on 
the pen point, 

3. Yes. after the word deal, because the ink 
dried on his pen so that he was forced to dip 
it again two words later. 

4. Yes, because he speaks of the ble.rsed glory 
of bring back ayai11 1l"ith Ah·a. 

5. Yes. He must have, because he was shot 
in the forehead at close range a few seconds 
after an interruption. 

6. Yes, because his pen dropped and blotted 
in the middle of a word. 

7. Yes, because there would have been no 
time to choke the canary and escape before 
her arrival. 

8. 1'\o. because he wa� fond of it and would 
have been deeply di;;turhed. There is no el"i
dence in the letter of any emotional disturbance. 
He merely states he will be unable to finish 
the Jetter . 

9. For hate of Williamson or of the canary. 
The wanton killing of the pet shows the killing 
to be a hate murder. 

10. Alva and Seely were the only ones whose 
fingers could be small enough to choke the 
bird through three-quarter inch bars without 
bending them out of shape. Seely, however, 
could not have approached \\'illiam!mn without 
arousing his suspicion. 

11. Alva, because she killed the canary, bt
cause she could have interrupted her husband 
without 01rousing his suspicion, because he 
probably saw his murderer and because her 
story is tnttrue. It is false because the canary 
was stangled after the murder. 

COMING NEXT WEEK-
A Gripping G-Man Mystery 

W R E C K E D  
by William Edward Hayes 

• • 

Richard Sale Donald Barr Chidsey 

Milo Ray Phelps Roger Torrey 

Norbert Davis Dugal O'Liant 

DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY 

A Big 1 5¢ Worth 
( fiction otoriM, 2 true tales, lt il!Ui!trat.M !eatu ..... 
and 8 JlOp_ular deP&l'tmenb--a\1 in the .July lu��e o! 

RAILROAD STORIES 








