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Try the treatment that works

LISTERINE - DANDRUFF

Keeps hair good-looking—scalp youthful and healthy
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Listerine attacks the Cause of dan-
druff, not merely its Symptoms. In a
New Jersey clinic, 76% of patients got
quick relief. Thousands hail the suc-
cessful results of Listerine Antiseptic.

If your hair is dull and lifeless . . .

If your scalp lacks tone and vigor, itches
and burns .

If dandruff bothers you temporarily or
chronieally . . .

Start right now with the delightful Listerine
treatment—the only treatment, so far as we
know, backed by clinical evidence that dan-
druff can be cured.

Tomorrow, your hair will look cleaner and
feel healthier.

Your scalp will begin to tingle with new in-
vngoratmn Those ugly dandruff scales will

egin to disappear as if by magic.
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treatment.
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fingertips. Do this once or twice a day, and
keep it up systematically. Remember, dan-
druff is a germ infection and requires persis-
tent treatment.

The moment Listerine goes on the scalp it
bathes each hair in an antiseptic bath. Next
it reaches deep down into the hair follicles and
kills Pityrosporum ovale, the queer, bottle-
shaped germ which causes dandruff. Freed
from this parasite, the follicle, the hair that
penetrates it, and the scalp outside of it return
to normal, gaining new vigor and health. At
the same time, Listerine permits healing of
any irritation which may be present.

. Once you try Listerine Antiseptic for dan-
druff, you will echo what thousands aresaying:
“The surest, most delightful remedy ever.”

LaMBERT PHARMACAL Co., St. Louis, Mo.

DO OTHERS OFFER PROOF?
Before you invest a single penny in any remedy claiming to re-
lieve dandruff, ask yoursel
rescarch by competent authorities
ample clinical and laboratery_ proof” So only
Listerine offers such proof. OR its scientific record. alone, It
Stands forth as the truly effective treatment for dandruff.
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MURDER

By Dale Clark

Author of “Mercy, Hijacked,” etc.

Stanley James Baxter didn’t

want to go back to being a

detective. He wanted to be a lawyer. But he found that a
jack of two trades can trump an ace

AXTER looked at his strap-
B watch. It was twelve minutes

past two o'clock—and the
client’s letter said two o’clock sharp.
It said so in typewritten words across
a sheet of excellent bond paper; costly,
watermarked paper with expensively
engraved initials—J C—in an upper
corner, over the impressively scrawled
signature of Joseph Callum.

Stan Baxter looked at the letter
again. It was brief, businesslike. It was
also cryptic. Mr. Callum begged to see
Mr. Baxter in the latter’s law office
on Bay Street, on Tuesday the
eleventh, at two o’clock sharp, on a
matter of the utmost importance.

The importance of the matter was
emphasized by a slip of blue paper
clipped to Mr. Callum’s fine bond sta-
tionery. It was a bank check, drawn on
the First National Trust & Savings

to the order of Stanley J. Baxter, in
the amount of Five Hundred Dollars
and No Cents. Across its stub end ap-
“peared the legend, Retained Fee.

An important check—but also a
cryptic one. It lacked one detail. Mr.

" Joseph Callum had neglected to sign
his name on the check.

Which left everything up in the air.

The hands of the strapwatch crept
on to fifteen minutes past the appoint-
ed hour. Stan Baxter drew a long
breath, exhaled slowly, and stared
moodily across the law office. It was a
very nice little office, neatly and mod-
ernly furnished. The single wide win-
dow gave upon a charming view of the
oceanfront.

Stan Baxter, however, was getting a
little tired of the charming view. A
vigorous and athletic man is apt to find
window gazing a tiresome sport, es-



pecially when indulged in for three
solid months. L

He suddenly laughed and said
“Those sons-a-guns!"

The laugh was only slightly tinged
with bitterness.

He stood up, shrugged, and walked
to the outer office. It was likewise new-
ly and modernly furnished, and oc-
cupied by a very pretty and very
red-headed young woman who sat at
the reception desk. She had a pencil §
in hand. and was idly sketching wis-
dom teeth onto a notepad.

Stan Baxter said: “Okay, Delevan.
Thanks a lot, but you might as well
go now.”

Miss Delevan was employed. by the
dentist across the hall. For one month,
Stan Baxter had a girl regularly at the
desk, but she had quit, unable to bear
the monotony.

The red-headed girl looked sur-
prised. “But Mr. Callum hasn’t come
vet.”

Stan Baxter grunted

“He won't. It's a rib, a phony, a =
practical joke. If I make myself clear,” “A dark figure hurtied down upon him'
said Stan Baxter, “Mr. Callum is only
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a kind of a Charlie McCarthy invented
by the boys at Sweeney’s.”

Miss Delevan said, “Oh-h. . . .” She
knew that Sweeney’s Confidential was
one of the largest private detective
agencies on the Coast. And she also
knew that Stan Baxter had been—be-
fore he passed the Bar exams—one of
Sweeney’s prize operatives.

Her perfect lips tightened. She
looked closely at Stan Baxter. There
was neither sag nor a forced square-
ness to his wide and well-tailored
shouldérs. His flexible mouth grinned
at her easily. His gray eyes were care-
less at their surface.

But Miss Delevan, being a woman,
looked deeply.

“That,” she said, “is a rotten trick.
‘They must be a fine lot of heels, those
playmates of yours.”

Stan Baxter said, “Maybe they’re
right, at that. They said all along I
was a sap to go to night school, and be
a flop as a lawyer. When I really was
a pretty fair dick.”

Miss Delevan said, “You're no flop!
All you need is the break, Mr. Baxter!”

“Maybe. But how to get it? I can’t
drag people in off the streets.”

Miss Delevan said, “Well,
opinion is—"

Her opinion was never voiced. Be-
cause at that moment—eighteen min-
utes past the hour—the door opened.
It did so slowly, being pushed by an
elderly man.

“Baxter?” the man asked. “I'm
Callum. Sorry I'm late. Infernal traffic
today! But better late than never is
my motto.”

SEY)

OSEPH CALLUM announced his
motto in the shrill tones of a deaf
man. His voice was high, sharp, and
more than a little acid. He wore a
little black bakelite dingus back of his

ear, an audicle of the bone-conduction
type. A wire from it went down Mr.
Callum’s scrawny neck and vanished
inside the collar of his black coat.

For the rest of him, the client was
not an impressive nor appealing per-
sonality. His sharp little face wore a
shriveled and embittered look. His
shoulders stooped, and his knees cant-
ed in outward directions. He was a
man in whom the juices of life ap-
peared mostly to have dried up—or
turned to vinegar.

But he was a client. He looked very.
very good to Stan Baxter.

“Come in, sir!” said Stan. “This
way.”

Mr. Callum hobbled into the inner
office. Stan guided him to a chair in
front of the desk, placed to get the
utmost benefit of the sunshiny win-
dow. A detective’s trick, that.

“Young man,” said Joseph Callum,
“T’'ll come right to the point. A bird in
the hand is worth two beating around
the bush, I always say.”

And he laughed a cackling, shrill
laugh.

Stan sat studying the man’s sharp
eyes. “Yes, sir?’

Callum came to the point: “I own
some of that six per cent preferred
stock in the Randt Camera Company.
It isn’t paying dividends. Maybe you
knew that?”

Baxter nodded. He knew the Randt
company—as most people in the small
city did. It manufactured an inexpen-
sive camera of the “candid” type, a
nationally advertised product.

The Randt concern was one of the
most reputable and successful of the
local industrial enterprises. True, re-
cent dividends had been skipped—but
that was supposed to be because the
company had put a good deal of money
into building an addition to the plant.
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Stan said, “You want to put your
stock into some form of trust for your
heirs, I suppose?”

Mr. Callum’s wry mouth twisted into
a sneer.

“Not a bit of it!” he said emphati-
cally. “I want to bring suit and get my
dividends.”

A surprised look grew on Stan Bax-
ter’s lean features. “But, Mr. Callum,
surely you understand—"

The older man interrupted brusquely.

“I understand plenty! I know that
Randt is making a lot of money—a
whole lot more than the semi-annual
statement shows. Julius Randt isn’t
paying dividends because he’s got con-
trol of the business, and he’s using it
to cheat the rest of us little stock-
holders !”

The young lawyer’s eyes narrowed.
Callum’s charge was hard to believe.
Stan Baxter knew of Julius Randt—
not personally, but as a respected busi-
ness name,

Randt was a member of the Better
Business group, an ex-chairman of the
Community Chest drive, and a sub-
scriber to the Hospital Aid, to name
only a few of his activities. There were
really few charitable or public spirited
movements which failed to get his sup-
port.

Callum’s  accusation sounded ab-
surd.

And yet, Stan knew, many men just
as respectable as Julius Randt had
wound up behind prison bars. In fact,
Stan had helped put more than one of
them there.

He said, “That’s an extremely seri-
ous charge. Can you prove it, Cal-
lum?’

Joseph Callum fumbled inside his
black coat, drew a sheaf of papers from
a flat leather case, and spread the pa-
pers before Stan.

The young lawyer grunted. “These
aren’t originals.”

“Of course not!” snapped the old
man. “I've got them locked up in my
safe at home. They’re valuable!”

TAN BAXTER scanned the copies

swiftly. “It seems the Randt com-
pany has been shipping out a lot more
cameras than its semi-annual state-
ment shows.”

Again the audicle caught sunlight as
Joseph Callum nodded. “Exactly! Yes,
sir! Julius Randt is putting that
money in his pocket, and buying up
stock, cheap, from poor people who’re
scared out by not getting their divi-
dends regular.”

Stan’s lean features wore a frown.
“How did you get this information?”

“The invoice copies? I bribed a clerk
over there,” said Callum. “Fight fire
with fire, that’s my motto! You have
to be a little crooked to catch a crook.”

“And you want to sue for your divi-
dends?”

“I aim higher than that,” Joseph
Callum said severely. “I figure to have
the court appoint a referee in the min-
ority stockholders’ interests. I want
Randt’s books impounded. You can’t
tell how much more dirty dealing may
be going on. It’s a referee’s job.”

Stan was a little surprised by Cal-
lum’s acute knowledge of the legal pos-
sibilities.

He said, “That could be done. It
would cost a devil of a lot of money.
Are you in a position to fight your way
through the courts?”

Mr. Callum’s face was grim. “I’ll do
it if it breaks me!”

Stan inspected the man steadily.

“Look here,” he said. “Randt may
be as fraudulent as you think, or he
may not. Your information comes by
a bribery, and a man who will take a
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bribe may be cheat enough to forge in-
voices. Why not try to settle this matter
less expensively ?”

“How, young man?”’

Stan drew a slow breath. “Why, I
happen to know Judge Elmore—he’s
legal representative for the Randt
company. I could have a talk with him.
We might come to a friendly settle-
ment.”

Mr. Callum grinned a sharp little
grin.

“Now, wait,” he said. “I’'m not em-
powering you to go and sign a settle-
ment with Horace Elmore.”

“Of course not. I only want to see
whether Randt is willing to open his
books for inspection without a court
order—it may be an honest mistake
has been made.”

“You won’t get far. Horace Elmore
will outsharp you, young man. He’s a
sharper from ’way back, the judge is.”

Stan grunted. A peculiar smile lifted
the corners of his wide, firm lips. “You
haven’t much confidence in me, Callum.
Why hire me at all?”

The older man sniffed. “Because
nine out of ten lawyers are afraid to
tackle Randt. They know he’s got the
money on his side, and the newspapers,
and influence enough to run a man out
of business for daring to fight him.
They know all about his political pull,
too.”

Callum’s voice softened. “I looked
you up, Baxter. You ain’t the smartest
attorney on earth, you got plenty to
learn—but they can’t scare you! You'll
tackle anything! That’s the reputation
you had at Sweeney’s, and I reckon
it still holds good.”

Stan said, “Even if I don’t get far
with Elmore, I'd like to try.”

“Huh? Well, go ahead. Get his prop-
osition, whatever it is.” Callum stood
up. “I’ll sign that check, young man.”

He bent over the desk, scrawled a
signature onto the blue slip. Stan Bax-
ter observed that the man’s hand was
well fleshed, and firm.

It struck him that Joseph Callum
was not so old, after all—fifty, maybe.
And perhaps he really did not need to
hobble along in that painful walk of
his.

Some of the flush of excitement had
worn off, and Stan’s detective training
came to the fore.

“I want to see those original papers,
Callum.”

“Any time. Come out tonight.” And
Callum mentioned an address in the
North Bay district.

Reassured, Stan picked up the check
as the other hobbled out of the office.
He looked at the blue slip with a grin.
His first real retainer fee! There was
a thrill in fingering the check.

MISS DELEVAN’S attractive fig-
% ure slipped through the doorway
a moment later. “Well?” the girl asked.
“Did he—?”

Stan grinned happily.

“You're just in time for the cere-
mony.” He walked to the wall where
two picture frames hung. One con-
tained the document which certified
Stanley James Baxter as a member of
the Bar. The other and smaller one
held his private detective’s license. He
took down the license and tossed it into
the wastebasket.

“Goodby, gumshoe days! he said
gayly.

A sudden thought struck Miss Dele-

van.

“Say!” she exclaimed. “What's
wrong with being a detective, any-
way ?”

“Nothing. It was an exciting life—
I enjoyed it.”
The girl frowned. “Why’d you quit?



MURDER WHOLESALE 11

What do you want to sit around an
office and be a jury spieler for?”

‘“Because a private cop doesn’t rate.”

“Doesn’t what ?”

Stan smiled a little. “Doesn’t count.
For instance, did you ever hear of a
private dick being invited into one of
those Lycinth Hill homes—except
maybe to watch the silverware at a
party?”

Miss Delevan cocked her auburn
head on one side. “Well, who wants to
be invit—oh! Mr. Baxter, I bet it’s a
girl! A Lycinth Hill girl!”

CHAPTER II
Price of Honor

UDGE ELMORE lived with his

daughter in one of the largest homes
on Lycinth Hill; and he had elaborate
offices in the office wing of the Randt
Camera Company plant.

Seated in his office, Elmore made a
picture of hearty and genial middle
age. He wore a fawn-colored waist-
coat and pearl gray spats—he was a
good deal of an actor by temperament.

He laughed softly. “I don’t think
there’s a thing to Callum’s story, Bax-
ter. Do you know the fellow—I mean,
personally ?”

His tone was indulgent, kindly. Like-
wise his florid face wore an indulgent
smile. He was one of those hearty,
hale men, like the hard-drinking, fast-
living, high-gambling men who'd
carved empires on the Coast two gen-
erations ago. Only /is empire was
already carved before he was born.

Stan shook his head. “I never heard
of him until I got that letter.”

Elmore took it all as rather a joke.
He took life pretty easily, anyway—
had never had do otherwise.

Also his manner was a bit patroniz-
ing. He remembered Stan Baxter as

the private detective who had cleverly
recovered a diamond clasp stolen from
the judge’s daughter, Selma. But evi-
dently he didn’t regard the young man
as a lawyer to be taken seriously.

“Didn’t it seem odd that he’d pick
you—without legal experience—to
tackle such an important case ?”

Stan frowned. “What are you hit-
ting at, Judge?”’

Baxter’s eyes were watchful. He
did not make the mistake of under-
estimating the big, florid man. He
knew that Elmore could be exception-
ally crafty if forced into a corner.
Stan understood perfectly that Horace
Elmore was not a famous attorney
merely because he did not have to be:
the man was lazy, perhaps, but not dull.

Elmore said, “I’'m hitting at Callum.
It happens that I do know him—have
known him for a long time. Joseph
Callum was a clerk in my father’s law
office, years ago, when I was first ad-
mitted to the Bar. He was older than I;
around thirty then, and he hadn’t yet
passed his own exams.”

“His exams ?”

Elmore chuckled dryly. “I don’t sup-
pose he told you he was a lawyer him-
self?”

Stan Baxter shook his head.

“Oh, yes,” said the judge. “Callum
knows the law—knows it better than
either you or I do. He specialized in
corporation law. It’s a racket with him.
The man's a professional trouble-
maker.”

Baxter said nothing.

“Callum hunts corporations,” said
Elmore. “He’s a rotten sportsman, and
likes to pick on cripples. But he’ll jump
any business that looks profitable to
him. His method is very simple. He
first buys a small amount of stock.
That gives him legal rights as a mi-
nority stockholder, makes it possible
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for him to threaten court action. He-

files a lawsuit on more or less trumped-
up grounds. And then he permits the
corporation to buy him off—make a
‘settlement’ as he calls it—rather than
fight a long, expensive legal battle.”

Elmore’s tone was positive, a little
tolerant. But of course, he represented
the Randt company. It was his job to
halt any move of Callum’s, Stan Bax-
ter reflected.

“You don’t have to take my word
for it,” the judge said quickly. “You
can look up his record for yourself. I
said that Callum was a lawyer; he isn’t,
now. He was kicked out of the pro-
fession a few years ago. The charge
was extortion. He made the mistake
of trying to shake down a railroad,
and they beat him badly.”

Stan’s wide lips tightened. “T’ll cer-
tainly look into that, Judge.”

Elmore took a cork-tipped cigarette
from a box on the desk, offered the
younger man one.

“Since then,” he continued, “Joe
Callum hasn’t been able to try his own
cases in court. He has to find other
lawyers, and generally he selects young
men. Chaps like yourself, Baxter, who
are desperately anxious to get worth-
while cases. He never keeps them long,
for the simple reason he never pays
them. He swindles his attorneys just
as he swindles everyone else.”

“He wrote me a five hundred dollar
retainer fee check.”

“Did he? It’s the last money you'll
ever get out of him,” Horace Elmore
predicted. “And five hundred dollars
isn't a big price to pay for a man’s
honor, is it?”

HE office door opened with the

last words. A voice behind Stan
exclaimed: “Oh! I'm sorry, Father. [
didn’t know—"

“No! Come in, Selma!” Judge El-
more stood up quickly behind his desk.
“You remember Mr. Baxter, don’t
you, Selma?’

As Stan also got to his feet and
turned, the girl came into the room.
She was a slim young creature, brun-
ette, with provocative brown eyes. She
was more beautiful than he remem-
bered her, and she had been very lovely
then—at eighteen. She must be nearly
twenty-one now.

Selma Elmore gave the young man
a moment’s study. She saw a power-
fully built athlete, supple for all his
strength; with a leanly hewn face in
which were a pair of penetrating gray

eyes.

She laughed softly. “Of course I do!
My diamond clasp was stolen, and—
but I'm sure you don’t remember me,
Mr. Baxter. A little thing like a jewel
theft was nothing unusual for you. It
was terribly exciting for me. And T
thought you were too marvelously
clever for words about it!”

Stan Baxter said, “I remember it!
It was the first time I'd ever met people
like you—and your father—to talk to.”

He couldn’t tell her how much that
glimpse of her world had urged him
on in his law studies.

Selma turned excited eyes to the
judge. “What is this? Another case?
I heard something about the price of
a man’s honor. Is it a secret, or—?”

Elmore smiled fondly at the girl.

“I was only telling Mr. Baxter,” he
said, “that five hundred dollars is a
small price to pay for his future. It
isn’t enough to make up for his study
and effort. You see, Selma, Mr. Baxter
is a lawyer now. He’s been offered a
case, the kind of a case which could
very easily get him disbarred and
blacklisted, and I'm advising him not
to take it.”
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The girl exclaimed, “For heaven’s
sake!”

“Yes,” said Elmore. “Callum’s been
after him to do a job.”

“Callum,” the girl repeated. Her
brown gaze returned to Stan Baxter.
She said, very seriously:

“Please be careful, Mr. Baxter. I
remember the last trouble Joseph Cal-
lum was in. It happened five years ago.
I was at the Briarcliffe school then, and
so was his niece. An awfully sweet girl.
It was frightful for her when the story
got out. You see, her parents were
dead and she lived with Callum. The
school sent her packing back to him
when the scandal broke.”

Stan said, “Sent her home! Was it
her fault?”

“Of course it wasn’t. But that’s the
way they ran Briarcliffe. You can call
it snobbish,” said Selma, “and it was—
but it hurt Lois awfully. It really
spoiled her life. Because her friends
dropped her, and all.”

Judge Elmore said, “Selma still sees
her. But the poor girl has no social life.
It’s partly her fault, she’s so sensitive
about the disgrace.”

Selma’s eyes flashed.

“That’s what happens to folks who
get mixed up with Callum,” she de-
clared. “He’s a hoodoo, that’s what he
is. And I hope Mr. Baxter tells him to
go jump in the river—a nice, deep
one!”

Stan quietly took in the situation. If
his judgment of human nature meant
anything, the girl was utterly in ear-
nest. It would be ridiculous to doubt her
sincerity.

But he was not so sure of the judge.
Knowing his daughter’s distrust of
Callum, Elmore might have seized the
opportunity to ring her in on the dis-
cussion. It would have been a clever
move.

“Thanks for the warning,” Stan
said calmly. “I'll watch my step. But
even if Callum has been a racketeer, a
lot still depends upon those invoice
copies. I will have to see those before
I decide.”

“They’re probably forgeries,” Hor-
ace Elmore shrugged. “There’s another
angle to this I haven’t told you about.”

“Well?”

“Do you know anything about
cameras, Mr. Baxter?”

“Not much,” Stan grinned. “I used
to carry one to-get evidence with.

v .

“Because,” said Elmore, ‘“cameras
are equipped with lenses. The Randt
company does not manufacture its own
lenses. We buy those from the Clarex
people. There was some trouble about
an inventor’s royalties recently. I
needn’t go into it, except to say that I
know positively how many lenses we’ve
bought from Clarex. And the number
checks perfectly with our production
as shown on the annual stockholders”
statement.”

His florid face was bland. “You see,
Baxter? We obviously could not sell
cameras without lenses. We could not
therefore be making the shipments as
charged by Callum. I give you my
word of honor on that.”

Selma smiled. “I think Mr. Baxter
is detective enough to see through Mr.
Joseph Callum’s game, whatever it is.”

“I hope so.” Elmore came around
the desk to grip Stan’s hand in a
friendly clasp. “I hate to see a young
man’s career ruined by getting mixed
into one of Callum’s rotten shake-
downs.”

“All right, and thanks.” said Stan.
“I'll go over his evidence with a fine-
tooth comb. Good day, and goodby,
Miss Elmore.”

“Wait a moment,” said the judge,
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“We'll' have Harne in here in a

moment.”

HE LIFTED a phone from the
desk and spoke quietly into it.
Selma helped herself to a cigarette
from the box, turned to Stan for a
light. He snapped a lighter aflame. The
delicate perfume from her hair reached
him, then he was drowned in the ciga-
rette’s aroma.

She did not step back. “So you're
practicing law now ?”

“I’m—hoping to.”

“It’s slow at ‘first.”” Her eyes rested
on him curiously. “A lawyer. You
don’t look like one.”

“I don’t know—how do you mean ?”

“Oh. They’re mostly—the ones I
know, anyway—rather bookish and
dried up, and they talk like lawyers. I
mean, they subpoena a girl to dance
with them. You don’t speak the lingo,
do you?”

A well set-up, square-chinned man of
about thirty came briskly into the
room.,

“This is John Harne, our general
manager,” Judge Elmore said. “What
do the books show about that matter,
John?”

Harne shook hands with Stan Bax-
ter. “Callum? He bought his shares
four months ago. He owns only six
shares.”

“You see?” asked Elmore. “It’s the
same old game. A man with six shares
wouldn’t be filing suit except to make
a nuisance of himself.”

Harne had turned to
“Ready, Selma?”

She nodded.

“I'm driving Miss Elmore home,”
Harne said. “Can we drop you any-
where, Mr. Baxter?”

“No, I go the other way.”

Stan Baxter walked slowly out of

the girl.

the building. He stopped to stare at a
street improvement steam shovel be-
side the high, wire riot-fence. He was
still standing there when the gate
opened and a low-slung roadster swung
onto the pavement. He stared after the
two heads: Harne’s and Selma El-
more’s. He wondered how well they
knew each other, and whether—

He growled, “The devil!”

Harne was Randt’s general manager,
a successful man, one of the girl's set.

And Stan’s own first step up the
ladder seemed to have landed him on a
very rotten limb.

He got into his own coupé.

It was super-powered and super-
geared—a costly “speedball” which re-
minded him forcibly of his days at
Sweeney’s agency. He’d made good
money then. He was beginning to think
he’d been a fool to quit making it.

CHAPTER 111
Death Rings a Doorbell

T WAS already dark when Stan

Baxter emerged from the Daily
Bulletin building. He’d gotten a good
deal by consulting the newspaper’s
“morgue.” There was quite a large en-
velope stuffed with clippings about
Joseph Callum, and the clippings con-
firmed Judge Elmore perfectly. Callum
had been disbarred, although the rail-
road’s effort to jail the man for extor-
tion had failed.

It hadn’t been so easy to check the
other angle. But a generous tip to the
attendant had brought an armful of
envelopes, from one of which Stan ex-
tracted a clipping relating to the Clarex
patent suit. Horace Elmore had spoken
truly of that also, or else a Federal
court had erred badly.

Stan got into his coupé. Callum’s
check, he suspected strongly, would
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have to be returned uncashed. After
that, he could go back to waiting in the
law office. Unless he said goodby to
the legal profession, and picked his
sleuth’s license out of the waste-
basket. . . .

He drove slowly along the palm-
fringed boulevard, thinking the thing
over,

Callum’s was an old-fashioned,
rambling house in the North Bay dis-
trict. The North Bay being not really a
bay at all, but a salt water marsh out
of which the hills rose sharply. The
Callum home clung to one of these
hills. The large lot was bordered on one
side by a twisting street, on the other
by a cafion which had eaten deeply
into the property. To halt erosion, a
retaining wall had been built along the
cafion’s edge. The lawn on that side
was freshly seeded.

These were all-important facts. Stan
Baxter barely noticed them as he fol-
lowed the concrete path to the door-
step. There was no porch, but a bulb
burning over the entrance shed a yel-
low glow across the yard.

The door stood slightly ajar, six
inches or so. Without glancing into the
opening—why should he?—Stan ap-
plied his thumb to the doorbell button.

The ring that followed was extra-
ordinarily loud. There were quick foot-
falls inside the house, and then a
queerly choked voice that said:

“No! No! Go to the side door!”

The voice sent an electric thrill over
Baxter’s well-attuned nervous system.
He sidestepped quickly to the cafion
side of the flagged doorstep, and his
gray stare probed into the door’s open-
ing.

The door was held by a stoutly
linked burglar chain, Otherwise Joseph
Callum would have tumbled out onto
the step.

Stan Baxter ejaculated: “Aaah-ah!”
and his leanly tanned face tightened
and grew darker in the yellow light of
the overhead bulb.

Joseph Callum was dead, by violence.
There was a bullet wound in his chest,
Stan instantly saw. It seemed to have
been a bullet directly through his heart,
though a layman could not be sure of
that.

He had fallen against the door,
crumpled into a curious sitting posture
there. The sharp features, painfully
twisted in death, peered blindly toward
Stan.

“The side door!” that choked voice
repeated. “I can’t let you in here!”

It was a feminine voice. Its owner
had moved along the hall, in an effort
to look out the opening without closely
approaching the dead body. Stan saw a
young girl, very blonde. She might
have been pretty, or not; her face was
contorted with fright, a mask of
horror.

TAN BAXTER said, “Yeah!

Sure!” and ran along the side of
the house. There was no walk here. His
feet crunched deeply into the raw, new-
spread earth. Twin lanes of concrete
led to a garage back of the house; a
wider lane branched from the nearer,
and went up to the side door.

That door was open, keld open. Stan
got a second, sharp start. He cried,
“Miss Elmore!”

It was certainly Selma Elmore who
held that door open for him. Her
brown eyes held astonishment rivaling
his own. She said: “You! We expected
the police. . . . Come in!”

The room was a parlor, furnished as
parlors usually are: Baxter scarcely
noticed it. He demanded. “What hap-
pened ?”

The other girl answered. She stood
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now in the. other doorway, one that
opened upon the hall. The opening was
draped with a brown, fringed curtain,
and the fingers of one hand were
tightly buried in the drape.

She said, “He went to answer the
doorbell. Someone standing outside
shot him.”

Selma Elmore interposed, “Lois, this
is Mr. Baxter. I'm sure I told you
about my clasp—that Mr. Baxter.”

Lois did not acknowledge the intro-
duction. She said, “The doorbell rang
twice.”

Lois was pretty, Stan decided. She
had strangely colored hair, very like
the color of a ripened lemon. Her eyes
were an odd shade of blue. The straight
young nose bore, at the top of its
bridge, the prints left by Oxford
glasses.

It was, however, a strained pretti-
ness. Rather a morose young lady, Stan
thought, recognizing the fine lines
which did not belong on so young a
face.

“T'll have a look,” he said.

The light in the hallway was no
brighter than such lights generally are,
the bulb being enclosed in a pale amber
glass lantern. He bent closely over
Joseph Callum’s body and studied the
wound. And said, “Blamed queer!”

There was not a trace of powder
burn on the smoking jacket.

Baxter straightened, inspected the
door jamb where the bullet had buried
itself. That, of course, meant little yet.
Until the autopsy had disclosed the de-
flection of the slug as it passed through
the man.

Stan walked back into the parlor.
“You called the police?”

“Of course,” Selma said. “As soon
as it happened.”

“When was that?”

“About five minutes ago, I suppose.”

“You suppose?”

“We were too rattled to think about
the time.”

Stan said, “T'll have a look outside.”

He strode along the garage drive to
his car and snapped the flashlight out
of its clips on the steering post. Re-
turning along the front walk, he played
the beam across the freshly seeded
lawn, as far as the cafion wall. There
was not a footprint anywhere upon
that expanse of soft earth. Stan was
shaking his head over it when the
police car braked at the curb.

DECIDEDLY not happy to find
Baxter already at the scene was
Lieutenant George Andreason, Homi-
cide Division. Private detectives have
their place in the scheme of things, but
they ought not meddle in murder—was
his typical and official view. They are
employed by individuals, and have an
understandable prejudice in favor of
their employers. Homicide, he reck-
oned, was the exclusive business of the
State.

Andreason brightened as Stanex-
plained. “Oh. You're in the law game
now ?”

“Yes, and Callum had asked me to
handle a case for him.” Stan Baxter
hesitated a moment. “It was a suit
against the Randt company, Lieuten-
ant. Callum claimed to have some very

valuable papers about that stored
away in his safe.”
The officer shrugged. “I guess it

ain’t important. The Randt company
wouldn't go around bumping people
off, you know.”

“No-o; not likely.”

“We'll go in and have a look-see,”
said the lieutenant.

The driver of the car was a uni-
formed cop; this man was stationed
outside, to keep anyone attracted by the

1 2—D
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arrival of the squad, away from the
grounds.

Andreason and his men went in. The
big bald lieutenant looked about the
front hallway. The police photographer
began to snap pictures.

Stan glanced through an open door
into Callum’s study. The iron safe in
the corner of the room was closed. He
stepped into try it, found the safe
locked. o

He returned to the parlor, stopped
in front of Lois Callum, who now was
seated on the divan. “Do you know the
combination to your uncle’s safe?”

She shook her head.

“We'llhave to wait for a court order
to open it, then,” Stan muttered.

Andreason came in. “Miss Callum,
which one of you is Miss Callum?”

He wanted to know whether the
dead man had any enemies. Anyone
who could have had reason to murder
him? Any labor trouble? Had he been
threatened by racketeers, then? These
were routine questions. The lieutenant
was simply striking out blindly into the
dark, Stan Baxter saw.

Lois said faintly, “I don’t know. He
never told me anything about his busi-
ness.”

She seemed stunned by the tragedy.

“Well, you might have noticed,” said
Andreason. “Did he seem worried
about anything? Anxious? Afraid?”

“He was quite as usual.”

The lieutenant veered off, seeking an
account of the murder itself.

“The doorbell rang twice. How far
apart?”’

Selma Elmore said, “Only a few
seconds, officer.”

“And then you heard the shot right
away?”’

Selma said, “No. I think half a
minute later.”

“Don’t count.” The lieutenant con-

2 2—D

cealed his silver watch in his large red
hand. “Now—say when.”

“When,” breathed the girl after an
interval,

Stan Baxter had kept looking at his
strapwatch. Selma’s half minute was in
fact fifty-three seconds.

But Andreason put away the watch
without comment. “What did you do
when you heard the shot ?”

“I ran out of the room,” Selma re-
lated. “To the head of the stairs, I
could see the front door from there.”

“Oh!”  exclaimed the lieutenant.
“You girls were upstairs tonight?”

“Yes, in Lois’s room.”

The blonde girl looked up quickly.
“I always entertain my own guests up-
stairs.”

“You do, hey?” Andreason looked
around. “I should think there’d be
plenty of room down here for that.””

Stan Baxter stood silently watching.
He knew Andreason well enough to see
that the man had a grip on some idea
now.

“Anyway,” said Lois, “there were
the men downstairs.”

“Men?”

“There were two of them to see
Uncle Joe tonight.”

“Yeah? Who?”

Lois said, “Mr. Frank Kendall came
first, about an hour ago.”

Stan started slightly. Frank Kendall
—that meant the president of the
Ameroptic Company. A business rival
of the Randt concern. It struck him
that the Randt affair kept pushing into
this murder pretty consistently.

But Andreason grunted, “I guess we
can count Frank Kendall out of any
murders.”” And Kendall, like Randt,
was one of the city’s leading business
men—not a very likely suspect. “Who
was the other guy?”

“A tall blond man,” said Lois. “He
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came afterward, half an hour ago. I
didn’t get his name. Uncle Joe came
out of his study and shook hands with
him in the hall.”

Stan saw the lieutenant’s interest
leap. Andreason couldn’t imagine in-
terests like the Randt and Kendall com-
panies involved in murder. But a mys-
terious, nameless stranger—!

HE DEMANDED a description.
What did the man wear? “A
gray suit,” Lois thought. How tall was
he? “Six feet” How much did he
weigh? “A hundred and sixty pounds.”

Andreason resorted to a favorite
trick. “Baxter here stands six feet.
What do you guess he weighs?”

Lois said, “The blond man was
about his size.”

In fact, Stan weighed one-eighty-
five.

Andreason shrugged. “How come
you saw him, anyway? You were up-
stairs, you said.”

Lois nodded. “I came down to an-
swer the doorbell. Uncle Joe was deaf.
He might not hear it with the study
door closed.”

The lieutenant looked surprised. “I'd
call that the maid’s job.”

“Uncle hired no maid,” said Lois.
“He had a niece.”

Her bitterness did not escape Stan
or the officer. Andreason came closer
to the blonde girl. “Yeah? But you
didn’t answer the doorbell when it rang
twice ?”

“No,” said Lois. “Because Uncle
Joe came out into the hall and said he
would.”

“How’d you know that ?”

Lois drew a slow breath. “I'd come
to get my glasses. They were in the
kitchen. I was at the kitchen door when
the bell rang. And I was still looking
for the glasses when I heard the shot.”

Lieutenant Andreason’s face
changed, tightened. He said hoarsely:
“Yeah! You girls weren’t both upstairs
when it happened!”

CHAPTER IV
Under Arrest

TAN BAXTER saw that And-

reason was no longer striking out
blindly in the dark. On the contrary,
every movement and gesture of the big,
bald man became fired with decision,
No nonsense about mysterious blond
men now.

The lieutenant turned sharply to
Selma Elmore. “You were at the head
of the stairs. Looking at the front
door. What then?”

“I ran downstairs. I turned to Lois
and said, ‘He’s dead! He’s mur-
dered!””

“How’d you know he was dead ?”

“Because I looked at him.”

Andreason nodded. “And where was
Miss Callum?”

“In the kitchen doorway at the other
end of the hall”

“Come on,” said Andreason. “Come
on upstairs. Where’s this girl’s room
you were in?”

Stan shrugged and walked out into
the hall. He watched Andreason and
Selma go up the steps. A few moments
later he heard the lieutenant’s voice on
the landing above:

“You ran out here.
down. Is that right?”

“I said so,” answered Selma.

“You looked how long?”

“Only a moment.”

“But you didn’t see Miss Callum in
the kitchen doorway from here?”

A trace of impatience came into the
girl's reply. “The kitchen doorway
can’t be seen from here.”

They came downstairs. Andreason

And looked
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held the watch in his hand. He said:
“That took almost a minute. You prob-
ably stopped on the landing longer than
you think. When you saw that dead
body and blood. It might have been
more than a minute, from the'time of
the shot until you saw Miss Callum
there in the kitchen door.

“Let’s have that gun, Leo.”

It was a six-shooter of foreignmake,
but chambered to take American am-
munition.

“Look here, Miss Callum,” said the
lieutenant, “you've seen this before,
haven't you?”

The blonde girl put on her Oxford
glasses before replying. “It looks like
Uncle Joe’s gun.”

“It was in his jacket pocket,” And-
reason rumbled. “What was he carry-
ing a gat for?”

“I couldn’t tell you. He bought it not
long ago. He said he had important
papefts in the house,” Lois declared.

“It ain’t registered,” said Leo. “I
used the phone in his study; that gat
ain’t registered.”

“A mail order gun,” said the lieu-
tenant. “How long since you fired it,
Miss Callum?”

“I haven’t!”

“It’s been fired, though,” Andreason
asserted, sniffing the barrel. “And then
loaded up again. Now, that slug, Leo.”

Andreason said, “It’s a .38. It’s con-
sistent with this gun of his.”

At that moment the coroner’s assist-
ant and morgue wagon men reached
the door.

The lieutenant sighed. “Well, we’ll
see about the autopsy showing. I guess,
Miss Callum, maybe you better come
down town with me.”

Selma flared, “You're arresting
her?”

“Oh, no. Not at all,” Andreason said
mildly. “We're just investigating.”

TAN BAXTER drove Selma El-

more home. “Of course,” he said
as the coupé climbed the long, palm-
lined ascent of Lycinth Hill Drive, “it’s
easy to see Andreason’s theory. Lois
rang the doorbell, and shot her uncle
when he came to the door. She pushed
a fresh cartridge into the gun, and
reached into the doorway to push the
weapon into his pocket. Then she ran
around into the kitchen, and got there
by the time you came downstairs.”

Selma turned in the seat to stare at
the young man’s firm profile.

“Mr. Baxter, you don’t think that.
Lois didn’t! I know she didn’t!”

Stan’s gray eyes were fixed straight
ahead.

“I don’t think she did, either. I
looked. There was no powder burn on
him. Those were smokeless cartridges
in the gun, but at that distance. . . .”

Selma breathed her relief. And then
asked, “Why didn’t you tell him that?
It clears her, doesn’t it?” -

“It ought to clear anybody. But he’s
dead. Someone killed him. Without
leaving a powder burn or a foot print
on the yard,” said Stan. “My guess
would be that the killer rang the door-
bell, and then ran along the walk to the
street and got onto the cafion retaining

wall. That's where the shot came
from.”
Selma’s brown head shook de-

jectedly. “But you said she didn’t do
it. Now you say she could have.” .

Baxter wheeled the coupé onto the
curving driveway across Judge EI-
more’s grounds.

“No,” he said, braking the car. “It’s
seventy-five feet at least from that wall
to the door. Hitting a man—killing a
man—through a six-inch crack at
twenty-five yards with a pistol is
shooting. Especially at night. And with
one of those imported guns—they’re
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not accurate. I don’t believe that a girl
could do it unless she’d practiced a lot,
and even then she’d need a better gun
than that one.”

“Besides, why should she try?”
asked Selma. “Why should anyone
try?”

“I expect he didn’t want to be seen
under the entrance light if anyone
walked by. He might have expected
Callum to step out onto the walk and
look around.”

Selma said. “You're a good deal
smarter than Andreason.”

“Not at all,” muttered Stan. “The
lieutenant has thought of all these
angles, and one more. If Lois did it,
what’s become of the used cartridge?
That’s why he wants her downtown, to
be searched by a police matron.”

“Well, they won't find it on her!”

“No. It might have been thrown
over the wall into the cafion, though.”

Stan unlatched the coupé’s door. But
the girl's hand found his sleeve.

“Mr. Baxter,” she said impulsively,
“you've got to help Lois!”

Stan said, “She may not need a
lawyer. The police won’t press charges,
not on the evidence Andreason has
now.”

Selma shnok her brown head. “The
police! It will be just as bad for Lois
if they don’t press charges against any-
one. People will whisper. And she’s
suffered enough condemnation for
other person's crimes, poor kid. I didn’t
mean as a lawyer. You're a detective.
You could find out who really killed
Joseph Callum.”

She paused, studying Stan Baxter’s
lean face. It was a good face, the girl
thought—hard and efficient, but decent
in every line of it. He differed from
the other young men she knew. He was
stronger, surer, made of better metal.

“I'm going to trust you, Stan Bax-

ter,” she said, having made up her
mind in a flash. “There was something
I didn't tell Lieutenant Andreason.”

“What?” Stan looked startled.

“Yes. I was there tonight because
Lois asked me to come. I had to break
a date with John Harne to go to her.
It was—she had come to a breaking
point. Callum never showed the least
affection for her. He sent Lois to
Briarcliffe only because it was easier
than having a growing child on his
hands. For the last five years, Lois has
been a drudge in that house—paid less
and treated worse than a servant.”

“Well ?”

“She couldnt go without money.
Tonight she told me about it” said
Selma, “and I wrote'out a check to help
her. If the police matron finds that,
Andreason will learn two things. First,
the bad feeling between Lois and her
uncle. And second, he'll decide I'm so
prejudiced in favor of Lois that I
might be lying about the whole thing
to shield her.

“Stan Baxter,” she concluded, “it’s
shameful for you to stand by and do
nothing when you could so easily help
that poor girl!”

“Not easily. It won't be easy, Miss
Elmore.”

The girl's lips curled into a vexed
line. “Well! Is there some reason you
won’t promise to help Lois?"

Stan’s lean face wore a strained look.
There was a reason, but how could he
tell her? A very definite reason why he
hated to see Selma Elmore plunged
into this tragedy. She was loyal and
brave—and terribly young.

She'd never stopped to think that
since Lois must be innocent, someone
else was guilty. Stan’s mind flashed
again to the Randt company. He won-
dered whether Selma would not live to
regret bitterly asking for an investiga-
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tion of this murder. He could not say
so, but he felt she was tempting the
Fates by asking him to track down a
murderer without suspecting where the
chase might lead.

“Well?” the girl demanded.

Stari spoke slowly.

“I haven't refused. I've only told
you it’s a hard job. We'll watch. We'll
see in the morning how it looks. The
police may have it solwed by then.”

Her smile was relieved. “But if the
police don’t, you will!”

She unlatched the coupé’s door ; said,
“No, don’t bother to get out. Thanks
a lot, Mr. Baxter.”

Then the girl paused, her hand still
on the sill of the coupé’s window. “Call
me up as soon as you learn anything,
won’t you?”

Stan Baxter said, “Yes,” absently.
He was staring at the ring on her left
hand. He hadn’t noticed it before.

John Harne’s diamond, he guessed.
She had broken a date with Harne to-
night, she’d said.

It shouldn’t bother him much. After
all, he scarcely knew the girl....But
he drove away rather glumly.

IN THE morning, Stan found a note
thrust under the outer door of his
office. A very brief note, roughly pen-
cil-printed on butcher’s brown paper.

KEEP YOUR PUSS OUT OF THIS OR
(Y;gIXJ"LL GET IT SHOT OFF WISE

THE MOB

Stan Baxter’s wide lips curled into
soured grin. He muttered, “Yeah?
Oh, yeah?”

An hour later, Horace Elmore came
into the office.

“Look here, Baxter,” said Elmore.
“I'had a talk with Selma after she came
in last night. 'm afraid she was a bit
rash in all of the excitement.”

»

“Rash? What do you mean?”

“I'mean, in asking you to investigate
that Callum affair”” The judge shook
his head. “It won’t do. You under-
stand, Baxter, that girl's not of age—
to make even a verbal contract with
ou.”

“I knew that.”

“It’s this way, Baxter. Selma is Lois
Callum’s principal witness. As I see it,
the whole case hangs on whether or not
Lois had time to kill Callum, get rid of
the gun, and be back in the kitchen by
the time Selma came downstairs.”

“It is certainly a point,” said Baxter.

“Man, it’s the point!” Elmore in-
sisted. “It all depends on how long
Selma spent at the head of the stairs.
The jury will have only her word for
that. That's why I want her to remain
disinterested, instead of hiring private
detectives and so on. I mean, her evi-
dence will be worth more if she isn’t
known to be so strongly sympathetic
with Lois Callum.”

Stan nodded. “I can see that.”

“Because if she hires you, the State’s
going to find out about it. And bring
it up at the trial, to show how strongly
she’s prejudiced in that girl's favor. It
would throw a shadow on her testi-
mony,” Elmore argued. “Any jury
would feel that a girl who would spend
money on detectives would also lie a
little bit about the time she took com-
ing downstairs last night.”

Baxter smiled; said dryly, “Don’t
worry. I’'m not going to hire out to
her.”

“Good!” exclaimed the older man.
“Not that I don’t want Lois to have all
the help possible, but—" =

Stan took the brown butcher’s paper
from his pocket. “See this? I don’t like
being threatened, Judge. Selma doesn’t
have to hire me. I'm wading into it now
on my own.”
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CHAPTER V
Thieves at Work

TAN’S expectations were correct.

The police held Lois Callum with-
out charges until that evening, and then
she was booked for murder.

Lieutenant Andreason was tired at
the end of a busy day. The big bald
officer chewed on an unlighted cigar as
he talked.

“We asked her about a lawyer, Bax-
ter. She’s willing to leave that end of it
to you.”

Stan shrugged. “I'll advise her to
get a better one. I'm not hungry
enough for publicity to gamble with
her life, the first case I try.”

Andreason said, “You can advise
her better than that. Tell her to cop a
plea. Being a skirt, she might get off
with thirty years.”

“You sound pretty sure.”

“I am,” the lieutenant said flatly.
“We got a case the best mouthpiece
on this Coast couldn’t talk her clear of.
'l tell you about it, Baxter.”

“Okay, Lieutenant.”

Andreason said: “First, we got
motive. She and that old codger lived
like cat and dog—his fault, I admit
you. Second, we got the gun tested. It
was freshly fired. Third, we got a ni-
trate test of her hand—she’s left-
handed, by the way. A positive test!
The girl claims she never fired that
gun, but we’ve got it scientifically es-
tablished that she used some kind of a
gat. And fourth—"

The lieutenant yanked open a desk
drawer, brought out a piece of
checkéred blue oil-cloth.

“We found it shoved in a bin beside
the kitchen sink,” Andreason muttered.
“Look.”

He unfolded the oil-cloth for Stan’s
inspection. Near one end of it was a

small burned hole, surrounded by
characteristic tiny pits in the fabric.

“She had the gat hid under it,” And-
reason said. “That's why Callum didn’t
see what she had in her hand. And it’s
why there wasn't any powder burn on
him.”

Baxter’s lean face became very
grave. He saw how damningly the oil-
cloth blasted Lois’ best defense. Using
it, if she had, tiee girl could very easily
have fired from the doorstep.

He moistened his lips. “I suppose
you also checked on Frank Kendall?”

“Yeah. He says Callum wanted him
to put up dough for some kind of suit
against the Randt company. He was
out of there half an hour before it hap-
pened. He's got his time accounted
for.”

“‘And the blond man?”

Andreason grunted. “Don’t think
there was one. It sounds to me as if she
made up that description to throw us
off the trail.” <

“But the doorbell did ring.”

“Some guy working his way through
college,” said Andreason.

“All right” Stan Baxter said. “I'd
like to talk to her.”

“Tell her she might as well confess,”
Andreason said.

TURNKEY led Baxter to a cell

in the women’s wing of the Cen-
tral lock-up. Lois Callum was a dis-
couraged huddle at the end of the cell
cot.

She did not look up when the door
opened ; not until Stan spoke.

“Oh, it's you!” Her hand went up,
made quick adjustments of the tumbled
lemon-colored hair. “I thought they
were going to question me again. Are
they going to let me go?”

“I'm afraid not.” Stan told her
bluntly how the case stood.
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She was quite calm—the calm of
exhaustion,

“I might as well get used to it. I
suppose I'll spend the rest of my life
in a cell.”

Stan asked, “Did you kill him?”

“Nol”

“They found nitrate on your hand.”

Lois Callum said, “Of course they
did. My uncle got that gun, and
ordered me to practice with it.”

“You had fired the gun?”

“About five o’clock that evening,”
Lois said. “We drove out into the
hills. He was showing me how to
handle the thing.”

“You went to a range, you mean?”’

“No. Just into a field. He put a tin
can on a fence post for me to shoot at.”

“No witnesses?”

“I don’t know of any.”

Stan said, “You shouldn’t have said
you'd never used that gun, Lois.”

“I know,” the girl said wearily.
“They were practically accusing me of
murder. I—well, it would have been
just as bad if I admitted knowing how
to shoot it.”

“What about the oil-cloth?”

She said, “We had the gun wrapped
in that. Uncle Joe said it was against
the law to carry a gun in an automobile
without having it wrapped up.”

“There was a bullet hole in it.”

“I know. I accidentally discharged

the gun while it—while I was wrap-
ping it up.”

“When?”

“Before we started. About
o’clock. In the garage at home.”

“Did you tell Andreason about
that?”

“Why should I? The more you say,
the worse they make it. If I hadn’t
said anything, I wouldn’t be here. I'll
save the explanations for my trial.”

He said, “You're wrong, Lois.
You've got to tell Andreason these
things.”

“I don’t see why.”

“Because he’s a good deal more
honest and fair than you think,” said
Stan. “He’ll keep at this thing like a
bulldog so long as there’s a particle of
doubt in his mind. And as long as he
does, he’s really working on your side.”

She laughed shortly. “Is he? I'd
never guess it!”

“I know. But, Lois, this ‘explana-
tion’ of yours is terribly weak. The
D.A. will tear it to pieces in court. You
have no witnesses, you know.”

The girl said, “You don’t believe it.”

“Yes, I do! And you've got to make
Andreason believe it, too. At least, stir
up enough doubt in his mind to keep
him working on the case. You'll be in
the greatest danger when the police
stop questioning you, stop investigating
it. Because then it’s a closed case, and
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they’ll be making no effort to find the
real killer.”
He stood up. “You tell him, Lois.”

TAN summoned the turnkey by
rapping at the cell bars. He walked
back into the Detective Bureau.

“Andreason, she wants to see you.”

The lieutenant got up, relieved.
“She’ll confess, huh?”

“She’ll tell you the truth.”

Baxter hurried out of the grim old
fortress, across the street to the park-
ing lot. He turned his coupé toward the
North Bay district.

The Callumhouse was a lonely, dark
clump in the night. Stan parked, un-
clipped his flashlight, and walked
briskly up the concrete drive toward
the garage. The twin doors were pad-
locked. He circled the building, found
a small window on the south side.

Stan’s muscular fingers probed the
sash. It quivered, and glass rattled in
old putty. The garage wall itself shook.
Ka-boompah! A dull, heavy, muffled
explosion. Not loud, but formidable.

Stan Baxter spun around. A pan-
ther-quick hand slid inside his coat,
gripped the butt of the .38 Colt auto-
matic on its .44 frame. His face was
expressionless, as if carved of cold
stone. He listened. ...The sound was
not repeated. But there had been an ex-
plosion,

He broke into a run. His gait slack-
ened to a tip-toed, soundless prowl as
he came to the back door of the house.
His flashlight explored an entryway,
not locked. It was left open for the
milkman. An empty quart bottle sat on
the floor. There was a milk card on
the wall, a concrete wash vat, a broom
closet. And the kitchen door.

That wasn’t locked, either. Stan
Baxter’s nerves tingled. The outer

plate of the old-fashioned lock had been
unscrewed, the keyhole enlarged to give
access to the mortised lock.

Stan snapped off the flashlight. He
eased the door open and tiptoed into
inky darkness. Fumbling, he followed
the wall, guiding himself by a vague
memory of the house’s layout.

A board creaked underfoot. Not
alarmingly, but Stan heard it, and
other ears might be as keen. His hand
braced harder on the Colt. The hallway
door should be somewhere ahead.

He found the door ajar; it swung
either way. There was a faint glow of
light in the hall. From the door of the
study, Stan inhaled a breath that would
last until he reached the study, fifteen
feet away. He edged along under the
stair banister, gun snouted ahead.

The attack came from above—a body
hurdling the banister, hurdling down
onto Stan’s head and shoulders. . . .
A startled grunt, the crash of bone
and flesh, the thunk of the Colt as it
struck the floor. And Stan’s wrist was
twisted, the gun skating out of his
bent-back fingers.

All this happened in less than a
second. And in the next second, the
other man was astride Stan Baxter and
panting, “Huh! Huh! Huh!” With
each grunt, powerful hands grappled
deeper into Stan’s throat.

He strained, heaved himself off the
floor—and fell back. But his hands
were free. Fingers interlaced, he drove
his fists upward.

Stan glimpsed the blow as it began,
jerked his head away. A train of sparks
ignited inside his skull, flared into one
swift flame, and left a strange fog upon
his senses. He was not entirely un-
conscious, but his reason wobbled
crazily. He heard a choked voice :

“Run, you fool, run for it!”

TO BE CONTINUED NEXT WEEK
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decade, Bull Arnett beat Frenchy Morel
often enough with his fists.

Bull hated the slim French-Ameri-
can boy. He hated Grandfather Morel,
Frenchy’s only living kin, a night-
watchman down on the levee who sup-
parted Frenchy and sent him to school
and taught him to fence. Grandfather
Morel in his youth had been one of
the great Continental fencers. Bull
hated Frenchy’s boyish boasting of this
fact; the fineness of the Morels an-
gered his ugly, surly, inferior nature.
And Frenchy had little enough to boast
about, then. In the tenth district it was
Bull Arnett and fists that ruled, not the
swords and pistols of old-time dueling.

But with the passing of that decade,
Frenchy saw less and less of Bull
Arnett. He worked at going to school
and at helping his aging grandfather
put food on their poor table; and he
dreamed dreams. Bull never worked,
then or ever. His fists at first, then guns
and gangs, provided him with opulent
maintenance. As for dreams, Bull's
were not of the imagination. They wore
high heels.

One night a speeding black car
hurtled down on old Grandfather
Morel and threw his gaunt body twen-
ty feet over a curb and into eternity.
It was such a car as Bull Arnett some-
times used as a lethal weapon. This
much, covertly, was known in District
10.

Not long afterward, Frenchy Morel
realized one of his dreams. He got on
the cops, as the saying went. By this
time, Bull was a king of sorts and a
thorn in the side of even such a stalwart
as Captain Jim Keogh of District 10
precinct station.

“Walk your beat an’ take it—more
or less,” said Captain Keogh to Pa-
trolman Morel. “We all got to. Arnett’s
got organization and friends down-

town. His pay-off’s hard for an ordi-
nary cop to beat.”

“Yeah,” said Frenchy Morel an-
grily.

Captain Keogh remarked moodily,
“If we could run him out of the dis-
trict, it’d be something, but what have
we got on him—direct? Watch your
step, Frenchy.”

“Loppy Bradshaw’s in his mob, isn’t
he?”

“Yes.” Keogh smiled. “But Bull
don’t tell him much. Loppy’s sore about
this Sadie Jennings. Bull wants her
away from Loppy.”

“Then—that’s what
Loppy may talk, some.”

“That’s how I know what I do
know,” Keogh said.

Frenchy Morel spoke quietly. “I can
get rid of Bull Arnett.”

“You mean—knock him off ?””

Morel was silent.

Keogh shook his grizzled head.

“Listen, Frenchy. You're a cop. You
ain’t a murderer. Sometimes a cop
shoots when he shouldn’t, but not often.
I know about your grandfather, but
you can’t prove nothing. Shoot a man
down it’s murder whichever way you
look at it.”

“I didn’t mean exactly that. But I
know Bull.”

“You was raised together, sure.”

“Yes. There’s one thing he’s afraid

“What’s that?”

“Sure death.”

Keogh smiled at his young subordi-
nate.

“Well, who isn’t?”

“I mean,” said Frenchy doggedly,
“if Bull was absolptely sure he was go-
ing to die, he’d run fast and far.”

“I remember,” said Keogh gently.
“Your grandfather, eh, Frenchy? He
was a fencer, eh? One of those fel-

I meant—
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lows who fought with swords in the
old’ country. What are you thinkin’ of,
fightin’ Bull a duel ?”

“Its an idea I've had,” replied
Frenchy simply. “It takes a brave man
to fight a duel.”

“’Scuse me, lad. Bull an’ his gang’d
laugh you down if you pulled anything
like that.”

“He has laughed.”

“Oh, you've challenged him!”

“Yes, a long time ago when we were
kids—to fight with rapiers, my grand-
father’s. That was foolish, I realize
now. Bull knows nothing of swords
and cares less and neither do those
rats he travels with. But here’s some-
thing they do know about.”

“And that's—"

“Guns. Maybe Bull would fight with
guns if everybody knew about it. May-
be he’d have to.”

“Maybe. What are you drivin’ at?”

“There’s an old Prussian method of
dueling. There were many different
ways, you know. My grandfather told
me about it. They used guns but not
in the regular way. Pistols, then. But
we would use revolvers. We—"'

As Frenchy talked, old Captain
Keogh's eyes lighted with interest.
“Uh-huh, uh-huh,” he kept saying, and
then, “Go to it, Frenchy, but keep your
mouth shut to everybody else. Try the
Creole Bar.”

RENCHY came into what had
been that famous old place in Dis-
trict 10. There was a new bar now,
shining mahogany, mirrored, garish
with repeal garishness, with little left
of that old atmosphere of gaiety that
had made the old Ctkole Bar famous
in other days. The place, despite its
brillance, was cheap, forlorn.
Frenchy, tall and debonair in his
blue uniform, asked the thin, rat-eyed

bartender for Bull Arnett. The fellow
stared. Cops rarely entered the door
these days. He pointed to the entrance
of a rear room. What was a cop to
Bull Arnett? Then he pressed a con-
cealed button.

Frenchy walked through the door
and came face to face with Arnett in
person and three of his plug-uglies.
Loppy Bradshaw sat dozing on a gilded
chair in a corner. The others were
around a table sipping highballs.

“Well, if it ain’t old Frenchy Morel,”
said Bull loudly to cover his surprise,
but with his hard eyes fixed warily on
the policeman. “Heard you went on
the cops. You always was like that.
How’s tricks—and how’s grandpa ?”

Frenchy’s jaws tightened, but he
held himself. Everyone knew of that
hit-and-run driver and the lethal black
car. Bull was playing a game.

“Tricks,” he answered in a slow,
white voice, “are all right with me.
Yours, I know, are rotten as ever.”

Bull rose to his mountainous height
and grinned to hide his hatred.

“Still insultin’, ain’t you Frenchy?
I used to flatten that face of yours for
less than that. Remember? An’ now
I hear you and old Spindleshanks
Keogh over at th’ station are tryin
to run me out of the district. That's
a laugh.”

“Not Keogh. Me,” said Frenchy with
fixed soberness.

Bull walked forward and put his
hand on theback of a chair. The others
stared at Frenchy and at Bull and
moved their hands nervously.

“Hear that, you guys?’ said Bull
without taking his eyes off the police-
man. “This is th’ guy I told you about.
Him and me was raised together. He'’s
th’ ‘guy used to do all this dueling,
with swords like they do in the movies.
Him an’ his granddad.” He moved
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closer to Morel. “Remember how you
used t’ cry an’ snivel when I laid this on
you?” Bull lifted a hairy, freckled fist.

“Yes, I remember. You were a great
fighter—when you were sure of win-
ning.”

Bull did not answer immediately. A
dull flush came over his heavy face.
His comrades looked up at him ex-
pectantly.

“Go easy, Frenchy. I might forget
you’re a cop.”

“I say, that’s the way you fought,”
continued Frenchy Morel softly, his
eyes sweeping the group. “These boys
know it, too. If there was even a small
chance you might lose, you wouldn’t
ever fight”

“You say so. I got a notion to pop
you right now, cop or no cop.”

“That would prove nothing. And
you know it.””

“Then what th’ hell did you bust in
here for?” Bull’s tone showed a vague
desperation,

“This,” said Frenchy swiftly. “One
of us must get out of this district. I
can’t. I've a job here. You haven’t.
You never worked and you never will.
It’s you who must go.”

“Yeh? Well, Keogh an’ his mob of
flatfeet have been tryin’ to get me out
but I'm still here. You're monkeyin’
with dynamite.”

Morel fixed his level gray eyes on
Bull’s face. Tension grew in the room.

“You're too cowardly to fight me
fair,” he said.

“Haw! You're pullin’ that old stuff
again, uh? Want me to fight a duel.
I'd be a sap to fight you with swords
like you want to, after your grand-
father trained you from a baby.”

“We won’t fight with swords.”

“No?” Bull’s face was pale, and sur-
prised.

“We'll use guns.”

IOR a moment, silence, then one

of the men at the table spat out:
“Go ahead, Bull. Take him up. You're
handy with a rod. It’s a good way to
get rid of him.”

Arnett’s small eyes lighted. “With
guns, eh? With guns, Well, why didn’t
you say so? That’s right down my
alley. Listen, Frenchy, I'm—"

“Yes. I've heard. Keogh says you're
the best shot in the district—when
you're shooting at dead targets. You
practice, don’t you? Every day. You
have a pistol range at your country
home, just like the police range”
Frenchy’s sarcastic voice cut the
room’s stillness.

“You said it,” sneered Bill. “Backin’
out, eh?”

“No. It’s you who will want to back
out. You'll have no advantage in this
fight. That yellow streak of yours will
spread out and cover you when you find
out that the odds are equal.”

Bull’s face reddened. “Whaddymean,
equal?” he shouted. “We’ll both have
a gun. Ain’t that equal ?”

“Sure, we’ll both have a gun.”

“An’ when somebody counts three
we shoot, ain’t that it? I seen duels in
th’ movies. Well, that’s jake. On’y,
we'll shoot three times at each other
if you say so, just to make sure. At
a hunnerd feet, say.” His voice grew
triumphant.

“Knowing I'd never handled a gun
till T got on the force.”

“That’s your business.
idea.”

Morel’svoice, as he replied, was clear
and loud. This was the moment he had
planned for. He directed his words at
the meftrsitting ‘beside the table rather
than at Bull Arnett.

“It is my idea to fight fair. We'll
both have a gun, certainly. We’ll stand,
not a hundred feet from each other,

It's your
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but three feet. And only one gun will be
loaded!”

“One gun loaded!”

“Yes. Two police special .38's. We'll
draw them out of a black bag. Neither
of us will know who has the loaded gun
and no one else will know, until the
count of three. Then we both pull the
triggers.”

“You're screwy,” interrupted Bull
loudly. “They don't fight duels that
way.”

“It has been done. Many times. And
you'll fight me that way unless you're
yellow. If you refuse, the town’s going
to find it out.”

“You’re screwy,” Bull said again,
and the redness seeped out of his face,
leaving it pale.

“Takes guts to face a gun you don’t
know for sure is loaded.” Frenchy’s
voice was edged and biting, his face
tense. “It's sure death for one of us.”

Beads of sweat glistened on the
coarse face of the racketeer. The cold,
curious eyes of the others were watch-
ing him sardonically. Loppy Brad-
shaw’s chair-legs came down with a
crack on to the floor.

“Pullin’ this stuff—"" said Bull dully.

Frenchy Morel broke into a hard
laugh. Old, caged hatred was plain in
his eyes.

“Keogh said you'd get it in your
neck, you yellow four-flusher.”

Bull's answer was explosive, an ob-
vious effort at regaining his oozing
confidence.

“I'll kill you, you—"

“Wait a minute,” said Slim Madigan
from behind Bull. “Who’s going to put
the guns in the bag?” .

Frenchy replied instantly. “You
bring along a police special .38. You've
got plenty of them. Two of you act as
Bull’s seconds. Any two. Keogh and
one other officer’ll come with me. In

the police ambulance. Whoever loses
will come back in it, dead. It will be
booked as an unsolved murder. We'll
meet you at the west entrance of the
forest preserve at dawn tomorrow
morning, at five o’clock.”

“And who'll get the first draw ?”” per-
sisted Madigan, “How do we know
you bulls ain’t framin’ us?”

Frenchy was prepared for all this.
“Bull can have first draw. You'll see
both guns put into the bag. You'll see
one of them loaded and the other one
empty.” He smiled grimly at all of
them. Then he swung toward Bull.

“If you're not yellow, you'll be there,
at dawn tomorrow.”

Without another word, Frenchy
Morel turned and left the room, going
through the bar into the street.

He left them staring cynically at
Bull Arnett.

“Haw!” said one. “This’ll be good.”

““Shut up, you,” said Bull from white
lips.

“You're gonna take him up, ain’t
you?" asked another.

“He’s screwy,” said Bull, but his
voice shook. “He—"

Slim Madigan spoke suddenly : “Sure
you're gonna take him, boss. It'll be
easy. Listen” Slim leaned forward,
talking nervously, while Bull sat down
quietly, listening, and a cruel gleam
entered his eyes. “Why take a chance
on a punk?” Slim finished. “Them cops
are silly enough to play straight, and
right into our hands.”

“Yeh,” said Bull Arnett at last.
“This is gonna be good, for sure. Hey,
Loppy! Go git a file.”

Loppy Bradshaw spilled forward off
his chair.

“File?”

“Know what a file is, sap? Go out
an’ git one.”

Loppy Bradshaw went out the door.
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He was skinny and white-faced but he
moved with wiry vitality, thinking of
Sadie Jennings.

“Here,” said Slim Madigan. “Take
my gun. It’s one.” He shoved it across
the table toward Bull.

“A .38, uh?” said Bull and clutched
it.

“Sure. Police positive. They’re all
alike. You git first draw. Put the mark
right there, where you can feel it easy.
Then practice feelin’ it, so you can’t
go wrong.”

“Slim, that’s a keen idea.”

Slim laid a finger on the top of the
magazine frame. “You can easy tell
which one’s loaded. Then you got him,”
he said proudly.

“Yeh?”

“Yeh. We'll demand to see the guns
put in the bag before us, right under
our noses.”

Presently, Loppy came in
handed Slim a small file.

At the same moment, Frenchy Morel
was talking to Captain Keogh in the
latter’s office.

“Will you back me up?”

“Frenchy, we can’t pull this.”

“I've got to.”

“It’s murder. We're peace officers;
don’t forget that.””

“It’s a duel. Is there a law against
dueling?”

“But somebody’s bound to be killed.
There—" Captain Keogh stopped, star-
ing at Frenchy. “You put ’em in a bag,
you said—"

The telephone rang. Keogh listened
a moment, uttered a couple of mono-
syllables and hung up. He swung
toward Frenchy and Frenchy was
greatly surprised.

“Loppy,” said Keogh. Then: “It’s a
go. We'll take Craig to drive the am-
bulance.” Keogh began to laugh.

“You mean it?” asked Frenchy

and

tightly. At the moment, he was think-
ing of his grandfather. And of a black,
roaring car.

“Mean it? I wouldn’t miss it for my
seniority,” said Jim Keogh.

ON THE western fringe of the
forest preserve, in the oak grove,
the trees are stunted but thick with
foliage. In summer the sunlight lays in
little patches on the thin sod under
them. At dawn it is almost dark here,
the leaves are so crowded together.
There is a narrow road running into a
clearing in the grove. About the clear-
ing the trees form thick walls and for
silence it is like being on a mountain
top.

Two cars stood at the edge of the
clearing. Though one was blue—the
police ambulance attached to District
10 station—and the other black, as
were all of Bull Arnett’s cars, in the
faint light they both looked dark and
sinister.

Loppy Bradshaw sat at the wheel of
theblackcar. He was listening intently,
eyeing the group of men in front of
the cars.

“Here’s our .38” Slim Madigan
handed the revolver to Captain Keogh.
“It’s loaded.”

They all crowded around as Captain
Keogh squinted at the weapon. He
broke it, exposing the glistening brass
head of a single cartridge. Then he
closed the gun and carefully revolved
the magazine to bring the shell to firing
position. Next, Frenchy Morel handed
him another revolver exactly like the
first. Keogh broke this one and held
it up so gveryone could see. Bull Arnett
and Sli;ﬁ stared hard. It was empty.
Light showed through all six chambers.
Keogh placed both guns into a black
leather bag held in his hand. Then he
fumbled them about with his fingers.
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In the clear air could be heard the sharp
click-click of metal against metal. Then
Keogh's hand was withdrawn.

“Are you satisfied?” Keogh’s voice
was steady.

“Okay, Bull?” asked Slim Madigan,

“Yeh,” said Bull. “Let’s go.”

Keogh spoke again. “Got anything
to say, either one of you?” He hesi-
tated. “One of you is goin’ to croak.”

Bull jammed his hands down into
the pockets of his coat. He was shaking
slightly. -

“Let’s go,” he said.

“Accordin’ to the rules,” continued
Keogh, looking first at Slim and then
at Bull, “you guys draw the guns out
of the bag, then you stand three feet
apart and plant your gun over the
other guy’s heart. Now, take off your
coats and open your shirts!”

“What's that for?” asked Bull.

“No bullet-proof vests go. Open
vour shirts, both of you!”

Frenchy Morel laughed, threw off
his coat and opened his shirt all the
way down to his belly. Bull, shivering,
did the same,

“It’s cold here,” he muttered. “Let’s

0.”

“You’ll be colder in a few minutes,”
said Frenchy.

Keogh, his face grim and set,
ordered: “Come on, Arnett. You get
first draw.”

“Yeh.” Bull's hand shook as he
plunged it into the bag. Sweat started
from his forehead. He fumbled mo-
mentarily.

“Lookin’ for your own gun?” asked
Keogh innocently. “Well, that’s okay.
Maybe you're used to it. But they’re
both alike—almost—except inside.”

Bull's eyes stared. He shot Keogh a
quick glance. Then he pulled out one
of the .38’s. He held it in his hand and
looked down at it. His hand trembled

so he could scarcely see. But he saw
he was safe. He saw the file mark.

“All right. Step up, Frenchy,” Keogh
said.

Morel glided to the bag and took out
the other gun and without a word
stepped back, not looking at it.

“Now! Take your positions! Close
together facing each other.” Keogh
himself took several steps backward
