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The House of Hate 
"No One Ha3 Been Shot! " Dr. Rockne Is Told. But 
He Searche3 the Hou3e on the Hill and Fincl&-Murcler 

By T. T. Flynn 

CHAPTER I 

A Phone Call in the Nitht 

A BLIZZARD was sweeping out of 
.n,. the North this night. The wind 

howled, moaned, and 'vailed 
threateningly through a coal-black sky. 
Gaunt branches of trees lashed and 
crackled. Tin roofs rattled. Tel
ephone wires sang. A dry, powdery 
snow pelted with a force that smarted 
when it struck the bare skin. 

I stopped in to see Dr. John Rockne 
about a slight cold that l had. 

As a matter of fact, I wanted to talk 
more than anything else. If the doc
tor wer� in there would be a crackling 
fire in the fireplace, warm toddy to be 
sipped at leisure, an open box of 
cigars-and stories. 

Dr. Rockne had not failed me in the 
two years I had been in the small town. 
He had lived there some ten 
years himself, and was 
the coroner. Before 
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that he had been a police surgeon in 
one of the largest cities of the East. 
:\nd both in 

'
the large city and the 

small town there had come under 
the eyes and experience of this man 
an unending string of Yaried expe-,. 
riences. 

Dr. Rockne was a man obsessed 
by crime. To him an unsolved mys
tery was a standing challenge that 
irked until it was solved. And he 
liked to talk of his hobby. That was 
the bond that held our friendship 

together. I liked to hear him talk. He 
liked to do it. I was interested in what 
he had done. He was always alert for 
what could be done. Many a plot
many a story-had evolved to my profit 

The ravenint outcry of dogs rose above the 
wall of the storm 

and his pleasure through this <�sso
Ciatton. So now it was with an
ticipation that I braved the storm in 
my sedan, parked it in front of his 

. hoi.1se, and dashed through the snow to 
the front door. 

Luck was with me. Dr. Rockne 
himself answered my ring. His face 
lighted up when he saw me. 
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" Hello! .. he said heartily. " I wa� 
just thinking about you. Wishing you 
would drop by. Come in.'' 

And as I took off my overcoat and 
muffier and followed him into the big 
living room he asked over his shoulder: 
·• How would a glass of toddy go this 
evening?" 

" Do you have to ask me?'' I re
plied. 

He chuckled and called loudly : 
"Mrs. Riley! \Ve have a visitor. Better 
triple the amount of that toddy." 

Mrs. Riley, his birdlike little Irish 
housekeeper, appeared in the doorway 
of the living room a moment later, 
saw me, smiled a welcome, and dis
appeared into her domain at the back 
of the house. I knew she would work 
wonders there with the toddy. 

There was a crackling fire, as 1 had 
thought. 

Dr. Rockne pitlled another easy 
chair up by the side of his and dropped 
his great, gaunt frame down lazily. 
With a sweep of his left arm he in
dicated the mantel over the fireplace. 

"Cigars and matches there," he said. 
" Pint of good Scotch, too. Got it 
on one of my O\vn prescriptions, so 1 
know it's good. Felt a slight cold 
coming on." And he �crewed the side 
of his long, lean face into a droll wink. 
Dr. Rockne had, unfortunately, little 
regard for certain portions of the law. 
He obeyed them in the letter, and 
violated them in the spirit. 

There was no denying that I had 
had come to see about a cold. l 
told him so, a trifle defiantly, as 1 
reached for the bottle and a small 
glass. He laughed heartily, and as l 
smacked my lips in indorsement of his . 
good judgment in medicine he urged, 
"Have another, my boy. As your 
physician, I prescribe it. T\\'O drinks of 
that will help any cold." 

Being only a patient, I took my doc
tor's advice, as all patients should. 

Then we each lit one of his excellent 
cigars and talked lazily of affairs of 
the town, while waiting for l\1rs. Riley 
to appear with the seasoning of the 
evening's pleasure. 

\ V e were !Joth wreathed in curling 
smoke, and the fire was warm on our 
faces, when the sharp ring of the tele
phone bell cut across the room. 

A look of annoyance crossed Dr. 
Rockne's face. 

"Suffering cats!" he said with un
professional slang. " If that's some 
one with lumbago pains, a sore thmat, 
or anything less than a broken neck 
I'll tell them to crawl into the ice box 
until morning. This is no kind of a 
night to be calling a man out." 

He got up slowly and stepped acros!' 
the floor with a decepth·e gait that he 
had. It seemed a slow shamble, yet 
carried him where he wanted to go 
with uncanny speed and smoothness. 
That was as good a description of 
the man himself as any, too. He 
seemed big, awkward, slow, yet his 
mind was sharp as a razor blade, and it 
dro\'e right through cluttering facts 
and fancies until it got to the heart and 
truth of a matter. 

The telephone bell shrilled once 
more before he picked the instrument 
up and answered it. I waited discon
solately, disappointed at the thought of 
a pleasant enning being ruined by the 
demands of his practice. For, despite 
his cold-blooded talk, Dr. Rockne ne,·er 
failed a patient. I myself knew of the 
time he had waded five mile� through 
icy drifts to attend a dying man, when 
all roads were blocked to e\·en men on 
horseback. But that's another story. 

He stood there on the other �ide of 
the room with the receiver to his ear, 
and through the quiet I could heard 
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the buzz of a voice speaking to him. I t  
sotinued sharp, staccato . 

. \iter a moment, Dr. Rockne said 
Lriskly: " You don't say? " 

The voice spoke again. " Yes," 
Dr. Rockne said, and his voice sud
denly seemed charged with interest. 
· · Yes, I'll go there at once." 

I gave an inward sigh for a ruined 
evening. 

Dr. Rockne put the receiver back on 
the hook and set the phone down on 
the table with a l ittle thump. 

" What is  it ?' ' I asked. '' Lum
bago-or a broken neck ?" 

" Neither," he said tersely, as he 
came toward the fireplace. " That was 
the girl at the telephone exchange. She 
says a call came on line thirteen. She 
answered it and there was a cry and 
the sound of a shot. The receiver was 
not returned to the hook, and there 
were no more sounds. She rang every 
phone on the l ine. All  answered but the 
Judson house. She called .the sheri ff 
and then me." 

" Mur der !" I exclaimed involun-. 
tarily. " Murder at the Judson house ?" 

" I 'm a fraid so," he agreed, and his 
voice was vibrant and eager. He was 
like a hound quivering at the sight o f  
a warm fresh scent. " You'll g o  with 
me, of  course," he urged. 

" I guess so," I said. " But I certain
ly ·wish they'd have selected another 
time ior the deed. This is no kind o f  
a night for a respectable murder. " 

Dr.  Rockne's long, lean face broke 
into a smi le. 

" Sorry we can't have them to order 
in the summer evenings. But I guess 
we'll have to take them as they come. 
Let's be going." He moved toward 
the hall. 

With a last regretful look at the 
warm fire, I joined him. We were 
donning our overcoats when i\'lr�. Ri l.ey 

appeared and gazed at us with astonish
ment. " Land sakes !" she e.'X:elaimed. 
· · Was that a sick call, doctor ?" 

" No. Some one has evidently j ust 
been murdered at the J udson place," 
he told her, reaching for his muffler. 

'' Saints preserve u s ! . Murder !" 
Mrs. Riley's mouth set,  and she nodded 
her head sternly . .  " I  always said 
there was something funny about that 
place. That Mr. Judson now-he 
looked l ike a murderer. I thought that 
ever since he first came here." 

Dr. Rockne smiled. 
"Appearances are sometimes de

ceiving, Mrs. Riley. The man may have 
a heart of gold." 

" I f  he had, he'll never die then," 
Mrs. Riley stated tartly. " Not if the 
stories about the way he likes his gold 
are true. I wouldn't be a skinflint like 
him for all the money in the world." 

" Of course you wouldn't," Dr.  
Rockne told her affectionately. '' But 
I ' m  afraid if every one was as generous 
as you, there would be very l i ttle busi
ness for the savings banks. We mustn't 
condemn Judson because he watches 
his money. There may not be much 
of it ."  

Mrs.  Riley sniffed. " I reckon there's 
plenty. " And then, as we turned 
toward the door, she cried: " You're 
not going out without a glass of toddy, 
doctor! Not on a night like this! It's 
all ready. I'll bring it in." Without 
waiting for his reply, she hurried back 
into the kitchen. 

Dr. Rockne waited, a little smile on 
his lean face. 

" N o  use trying to get away without 
it,., he remarked. " She'd follow us 
out of the house with i t ."  

I didn't doubt him.  There was  no 
secret about who ran Dr. Rockne's 
bachelor household, and gave him 
orders for the good of his health until 
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he s0metimes observed that he might 
<ts well buy a rattle and pacifier and 
be done with it. But he really enjoyed 
being bossed. And there was no doubt 
that I enjoyed waiting for the toddy. 
Mrs.· Riley· had talents that were 
enough to make one's eyes water with 
emotion at about the third glass of 
toddy. I know. Mine have. 

She brought two tall glasses in on 
a tray. \Ve drank them hastily there 
by the door. And as we turned to go 
Mrs. Riley asked sharply: " Where are 
your rubbers, doctor ?' ' 

"I forgot them," he answered 
meekly, and hastily slipped them on. 
\Vith that we managed to get through 
the door. 

" Might as well go in my car," I sug- · 
gested. "It's ready . " 

" Might as well,'' he agreed, turning 
up his coat collar to "·ard off the bom
bardment of snow particles. 

As I headed for the Kcwberry Pike 
on the opposite side o f town. I com
mented : " It looks like the Judson 
house is living up to its reputation." 

'' It does that.'' Dr. Rockne an
swered thoughtfully. " I'Ye often 
wondered if there ,,·as any basis to the 
stories about it." 

" \Vhere there's smoke there u�ually 
has to be a little fire." 

" Sounds logical," he agreed. " But 
I wouldn 't say it hold� true all the 
time. You know how people are in a 
community like this. Something queer 
l1appens and is not explained thorough
ly at the time. Years pass, and it 
gathers detail and grows into a formi
dable tale. Something like a snowball 
rolling downhill. " 

" A fter riding past the J mlson house 
at dusk, I'd believe almost anything 
about it," I declared. half fatuously. 
half seriously. 

" That's one reason I never have 

paid much attention to the gossip abont 
the place. It looks like spooks, spirits 
and crimson crimes, and it \vould be 
queer if a few old wives' tales were not 
connected with it. The place has all 
the requirements of a good haunted 
house and murderers' den. Set off 
from the road on top of a tree-covered 
hill, with no houses near, and that 
family burying ground right back of it. 
1\nd the trick the wind has of moaning 
through the trees." 

" I\·e heard it,'' I assured him. and 
thought of all I'd heard about the J\1(1-
son house. 

CHAPTER II 

The House on the Hill 

IT lay about a half mile beyond the 
town limits, at a point where the 
pike curved around the base o f a 

good-sized hill. On the top of the hill. 
smrounded by a thick growth of trees. 
was the house, a big three-story build
ing of dark f1eld stone. The surround
ing trees, the dark stone \VaJis, the 
family burying- ground in back, cast an 
atmosphere of g-loom over the place . 
At dusk. when the world looked spooky 
anyway, the Judson house seemed to 
crouch there at the top oi the hill like 
a malignant monster waiting to spring 
upon um,·ary mortals on the road 
below. 

It had :;tood there a hundred year� 
and more. and some of the great oaks 
around it looked as though they had 
been old when the house was built. 
The first Judson had owned a great 
tract of land. Some was farmed, some 
was rented, and the J udsons were the 
leading family of the section. Later. 
the land was divided among heir!'. 
Some was sold, some stayed with the 
house. but ahvays a J ttdson lived in the 
house. And always misfortun e came 
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to each generation. Something violent. 
The last had happened thirty years be
fore. A Colonel Mark Judson went 
insane and killed himself and his beau
tiful young wife . 

They left no children-but there 
were other J udsons. Too many, in 

-fact. The house was boarded up and 
left to the mercy of time and the ele
ments, while the heirs tried to agree in 
court and out, as to who would get the 
place. Finally, they all died off but 
Jacob Judson, a man whose mean and 
miserly nature· would task the belief 
of the most credulous. He tried to 
sell it, and could not. Finally he sold 
the house he lived in. in town some 
hundred miles away, and moYed into 
the Judson house. 

That was five years before. At first 
there was Jacob Judson, his spinster 
sister, Lucinda, the housekeeper, a 
l\Irs. Evans, and a hired man. They 
lived in the big silent house three 
years, guarded by two savage great 
Dane dogs-a mystery, and a source 
of gossip. Then had come a sick 
nephew, Ralph Black, and his sister. 
That was the household at present, and 
not one soul in the village knew any
thing more about theni than the <lay 
they came. 

The sa\·age dogs kept trespassers 
away. No one was e\·er invited to 
call. The people in the house did not 
v1sll. Ralph Black never went out. 
Sometimes his sister, Marie Black, or 
Lucinda Judson, or even the hired man, 
came in town and spoke to a few people 
in the course of their business. But 
they never grew friendly enough to en� 
courage personalities. 

The housekeeper, Mrs. Evans, was a 
thin, silent woman who never spoke 
unless she had to. Old Judson himself. 
small. emaciated, with one lame leg, 
was always scO\ding a(ld accusing 

some one of trying to overchar ge him 
or· cheat him. He seemed suspicious 
of every one-and by the same token, 
every one was suspicious of him. ,. 

All in all, it was just the kind of a 
household to furnish material for pro
fuse gossip, and the results had been 
more than profuse. The old stories 
and recollections about the J udsou 
house had been raked up, rehashed. 
and added to. The spirits of the un
fortunate past had. risen from their 
graves and given character to the place. 
It was a house of misfortune, of trial. 
tribulation, and menace. And all that 
fitted perfectly with the people who 
now lived there. The whole district 
was in a state of mental expectancy, 
waiting for something tQ happen. I 
had been assured a score of times that 
it would. 

And now it had. 
A cry. A shol. Silence. What 

did it mean? .Kothing else but murder. 
surely. Who had fired the shot? Who 
had cried out? \Vho was dead or 
dying? As the headlights cut a swath 
through the driving snow, and I drove 
fast, I put those questions to Dr. 
Rockm·. 

He shrugged. 
". I'm not even trying to figure it out. 

Just waiting until we get there." 
" Best idea," I agreed, and settled 

down to the business of fast driving. 
\Ve leit the town behind and rushed 

along the Newberry Turnpike to the 
lvooded hill that was our destination. 
There was a gate, and Dr. Rockne got 
out and opened it. 

As the car started up the winding
drivc\vay he observed: "No sign of 
other \vheel tracks . \,\' e must be ahead 
of the sheriff." 

\Ve reached the tree�. The head
light beam struck great tree trunks . 
standing- like dark spirits of the stormy 
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night, their gaunt branches reaching 
out with threatening movements. 

The drive wound a tortuous way up 
the hill. Came a last turn. · The lights 
pushed through the veil of driving 
snow and swept across the dark stone 
side of a big house. We stopped be
fore wide stone steps. As the motor 
died a savage chorus of snarls and 
barks rose above the storm. Two 
great forms came leaping toward the 
side of the car. 

" Sweet welcome," Dr. Rockne said 
dryly, looking at the huge dogs, whose 
slavering jaws bobbed and snapped at 
the side of the car. 

" This is one house I'd never try to 
break into," I agreed, and blew the 
horn loudly and impatiently. Some 
one was going to have to call those 
dogs away before I stirred off the seat. 
One death was enough for the night. 
Doc Rockne evidently felt the same 
way, for he remained seated also. · 

Just as I started to again shatter the 
stormy night with the horn's cacoph
ony, a lantern bobbed around the cor
ner of the house. A man came toward 
us, shouting at the dogs. I knew him 
by sight-Phineas Cox, the hired man, 
a broad-shouldered, thickset man with 
bushy black brows, and a wide, expres
sionless. face. A slow, deliberate man, 
whom one could visualize going stolidly 
about his tasks day after day without 
a thought disturbing the placid serene
ness of his brain. At least, that was 
the impression I had got the few times 
I had seen him doing errands in town. 

The dogs quieted, an� he slapped 
them aside carelessly-for which I re
spected him the more. Dr. Rockne 
pushed the door open and called above 
the sound of the wind : '' Safe to get 
out now ?" 

" I reckon so. They won't hurt you 
till I tell 'em to. What you want ?" 

n.I am Dr. Rockne, the coroner. 
Who has been shot ?" 

" Shot?" 
" Yes." 
Cox li fted the lantern up so the rays 

illuminated Dr. Rockne's face, and his 
also. 

" Got the wrong place, ain't you ?" 
he demanded. " Ain't no one been 
shot around here." 

" Has a gun been fired ?" 
Cox shook his head. " Haven't 

heard one." 
" Haven' t  heard a n y  t h i  n g that 

sounded like a shot ?" 
" No," said Cox flatly, and his stolid 

face was expressionless as he stared 
at us. 

" 'vVe'll go in and see Mr. Judson," 
Dr. Rockne said, and .got out. I fol
lowed. 

·• Mr. Judson don't like to be both
ered in the evening. Not unless it's 
something mighty important." 

" Our business is important," Dr. 
Rockne said shortly, and as he finished 
speaking the front door of the house 

. opened slightly, and a shaft of light 
slanted across the front porch. With
out talking longer to the still reluctant 
Phineas Cox, Dr. Rockne mounted the 
steps and went to the door. I was 
right behind him. 

A woman was peering out, and when 
we loomed up in the light she opened 
the door a little wider and gazed at us  
suspiciously. 

About .fifty, I judged her. A tall, 
thinnish woman, wearing a dress of 
some dark silkish stuff, over which was 
an apron of rather gay flowered ma
terial. An apron that should have been 
on a much younger woman-at least, 
it seemed that way. And, crowning 
discrepancx of all, her dark hair was 
bobbed and curled. She probably once 
had been pretty; now was clinging 
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desperately to what had faded and ended, and there was a door in the 
passed. wall there. 

"I want to set Mr. Judson," Dr. \Ve were not asked to remove our 
Rockne told her crisply. hats and coats, or to sit down. The 

The suspicion in her gaze deepened. lady asked in a cold tone of voice: 
" What about?" she demanded, "\Vhat shall 1 tell M r. Judson your 

without showing any signs f.� opening business is?" 
_the door and admitting us. " Tell him," said Dr. Rockne, ''that 

" I am Dr. Rockne, the coroner. I I \vant to know about the shot that was 
want to find out about the shot that fired here." 
was fired in this house a short while 
ago.'' 

She closed the door a trifle, and 
stood as though ready to slam it. 

" There wasn't any shot fi red here." 
she declared tartly. " And we haven't 
any use for the coroner." 

He shrugged. " Tell Mr. Judson I 
want to see him." 

"!vir. Judson don't \•;ant to be dis
turbed in the evening." 

"Madam," Dr. Rockne said calmly. 
" I am here to see M r. Judson. I don't 
care to wait i n  the cold. Let us in 
and give my .message to the gentle
nJan."  

He did not raise his  \'Oice, but  there 
was that in the tone he used that made 
one hesitate to disobey. So in this 
case. She opened the door slowly and 
admitted us. As I walked in I was 
conscious that Phineas Cox was stand
ing alertly at the steps with the t\,·o 
great Dane dogs by him. 

I felt queer. Things didn't seem to 
be normal. The old house was living 
up to the atmosphere that had been 
\voven around it. I swear I entered 
the door cautiously, as though expect
ing something startling to happen sud-
denly. 

Nothing did, however. We walked 
into a large hall that had a door on 
the right, one on the left, and a wide 
can·ed staircase in front of us, leading 
up to the second floor. Back of the 
staircase some dozen feet the ha 11 

" There wasn't any shot. You must 
have the wrong house." 

"Tell him anyway. The sheriff will 
be here in a few minutes to see about 
it also.'' 

l\Iention of the sheriff seemed to car
ry weight with her. She turned silent
ly and \Vent to the door on the right. 
1 noticed then that her hands had flour 
on them, as though she had been work
ing in dough. 

Dr. Rockne looked at me and shook 
his head with resignation, as though to 
say that we were certainly encounter
ing some queer actions. The Judson 
house was Jiving up to a part of its 
reputation, at least. 

The wailing of the wind and other 
noises of the storm penetrated i nside 
the house. \Ve heard a knock in the 
next room . . . another knock. 

" �fr. Judson," the woman called. 
and knocked again. A door opened. 

For a moment there were no more 
sounds. Then, with a suddenness that 
made me jump, a shrill cry of anguish 
rang out . " Jacob! Jake 
Oh-h-h-h-h !" 

CHAPTER III 

The Body on the Floor 

DK ROCKNF. was through the 
door in an instant, with me at 
hi�heels. The room was a library, 

with sheh·es of books around the walls. 
In the opposite wall was another door, 
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standing open. Through it was com
ing a low, strangled moaning. 

It did not cease as we burst through 
the door. Before us, on her knees, was 
the woman who had gone to call Jacob 
Judson. . And the object that she was 
Lending over was the motionless body 
of Jacob Judson. 

Dr. Rockne went to her, caught her 
should�rs, and li fted her to her feet, 
saying sharply: " Let me look at him, 
madam. '' 

Sobbing, she permitted him to raise 
her to her feet, and stood there twist
ing her hands together. 

. Jacob Judson lay on his back, right 
leg twisted over the left, one arm flung 
out, the 0ther flexed up by the side by 
a last convulsive spa�m of the biceps. 
The muscles of his emaciated face had 
relaxed. The mouth sagged in the. 
semblance of a smile. But what a 
smile ! In death Jacob Judson could not 
lose the character that had clothed him 
in l i fe. He seemed to be sneering, 
leering disagreeably. 

In the middle of his forehead was a 
red hole, standing out in sharp relief 
against the dead-white skin. 

Surrounding the head .and shoulders 
was a pool of coagulated blood. 

A child could see that he had died 
almost instantlv. 

Dr. Rockne got to his feet slowly, 
and looked about the room. It was a 
study, extending out from the side o f  
the bouse in a small wing, windows on 
three sides. An old-fashioned flowered 
rug covered the Hoor. There \\'as a 
small bookcase against the left wall, a 
large library table in the middle o f  the 
floor, an old secretary desk against the 
right wall, with a chair before it .  A 
large old- fashioned sofa was bv the far 
wall, and a big easy chair on the other 
side of the library table. 

:\ muffled sound vibrated through 

the room. I looked around half fear
fully. It came again-again. 

"\Vhat's that?" I asked nervously. 
D r. Rockne also looked around in 

search of the cause. The woman 
wrenched out between dry sobs : " The 
phone! He plugged the bell so it  
wouldn't make noise!" 

I saw then, by the left wall, a few 
feet from the body, a small stand hold
ing a telephone. The receiver was 
dangling down to the floor, and the 
muffled sound was coming from the 
phone box fastened on the wall. A 
small wad o f  paper- had been used to 
keep the striker away from the bell. 

Dr. Rockne stepped over and picked 
the instrument up. " Hello," he said. 
" Central? . Yes, this is  Dr. 
Rockne. I t  was one of the women o f  
the house . . . Yes; I'll take charge 
of things now. The sheriff ought to 
be here any minute. Mr. Judson is  
dead . . . Nothing unti l  he gets here 
. . . You couldn't ring any one be
cause the bell was plugged. Good-by." 
He put the receiver on the hook, set 
the phone down, and turned back
j ust as Phineas Cox loomed up in the 
doorway. 

Cox's stolid face was red. He glared 
at us, head bent forward, shoulders 
hunched, for all the world like a trucu
lent, snow-dusted bear. 

" What's goin' on in here?" he de
manded. " I heerd Emily scream!" 

" She found Judson dead," Dr. 
Rockne said curtly, pointing to the 
body. 

Phineas Cox looked. His mouth 
opened. He took a step fonvard. Then 
his  mouth closed; his glance flashed to 
the woman and he pressed his lips to
gether tightly, as though fearful that 
he would say something unawares. 

All that action, from the time that 
the woman had screamed unti l  Cox 
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burst in, had taken place in a remark
ably short time. Queer, how many 
impressions can be recorded instan
taneously. -

At that moment other steps came 
across the floor of the next room. A 
man appeared in the doorway. He 
wore a shabby bathrobe, and his face 
was thin, haggard, and at the moment 
astonished. " What is the matter ?" he 
asked uncertainly, staring at the four 
of us. 

"Mr. Judson has been murdered." 
Dr. Rockne said a second time, and his 
keen eyes did not-leave the young man's 
face. 

" Murdered? My God! \Vho did 
it?'' Almost before the words were 
out the young man looked at Phineas 
Cox. Then at the woman, who by now 
was standing in stony silence, and then 
bit his lip as though to stop himself 
from saying more. 

" That is to be determined," Dr. 
Rockne answered calmly. " Did you 
hear the shot ?" 

The young man shook his head. 
" No. I heard no shot. vVho are you?'' 

" I  am Dr. Rockne. the coroner." 
" Who called you? How is it that 

you got here and I didn't know a thing 
until I heard Mrs. Evans's scream?'' 

" The telephone girl called me," Dr. 
Rockne told him evenly. " The re
ceiver of this phone was taken off the. 
hook. There was a cry and the sound 
of a shot. No one put the receiver 
back on the hook. Central called the 
sheriff, and then me. I came at once
and this lady declared there had been 
no shot. At my request she came in 
here-and found Mr. Judson. How 
was it you heard her scream, and yet 
did not hear a pistol shot?" 

The young man shook his head un
certainly. " I don't know-unless it 
was because I was listening to the 

radio. I've had the receivers over my 
ears most of the evening. Just took 
them off for a bit of a smoke when I 
heard Mrs. Evans scream.'' 

Dr. Rockne looked silently at Phineas 
Cox. That man lifted his head and 
said with a trace of defiance: " I been 
working around the kitchen and out 
back of the house most of the evening. 
That's why I never heerd nothing, what 
with the wind and so on. This room 
is sorta cut off from the rest of the 
house.'' 

Dr. Rockne nodded, and shifted his 
gaze to Mrs. Evans. She had looked 
at Cox almost dazedly while he spoke; 
now she answered the unspoken ques
tion in Dr. Rockne's glance. 

" I was in the kitchen all evening, 
making bread and beating up a cake. 
and so on. I don't know why I never 
heard anything. I-I just didn't." 

Dr. Rockne nodded again, and let 
his eyes run over the three of them 
noncommittally. And as he did that 
the savage chorus of the two dogs 
broke out again in front of the house. 

" That must be the sheriff," Dr. 
Rockne said to Cox. " Call off your 
dogs and let him in." 

Cox went out silently. A few min
utes later the dogs quieted. The front 
door opened, and Cox brought Sam 
\Vood. the portly sheriff, and his long. 
lean deputy, Charley Owens, through 
the next room to us. 

" Hello, Rockne." Sam \Vood boomed. 
" Beat us out, I see. I had to go down 
and drag Charley away from a game 
of pool. Man here says that Judson 
has been murdered." 

He was at Rockne's side by then. 
and could see the body on the floor 
for himself. He stared down at it a 
moment. and then looked up. " Know 
who did it?" 

Dr. Rockne shook hi� head, and a 
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slight smile touched hi's-.mouth. " No "Might have," Sam Wood agreed. 
one in this house heard the shot. They " But I think it's damn funny no one 
didn't know a thing about it until we but the telephone girl in town heard 
got here." the shot. Five other people in the 

" The devil, you say!" Sam Wood house here, and not a one knowed 
inspected the three members of the about it. Don't sound reasonable. "  
household, and there was unbelief on " If it is suicide, there should be 
his fat, red face. " Why didn't they a gun," Dr. Rockne declared. " I  don't 
hear anything?" he demanded. see it." 

" Mrs. Evans here was working back I had not noticed that point. �ow 
in the ki tchen. Cox was there also, I saw there was no sign of a gun. 
and out back of the house. This young " .-\lso," continued Rockne, " i f  he 
man was upstairs with radio phones shot himself  there ought to be some 
over his ears. " powder marks on the forehead. I don't 

" Who else is in the house ?"  say for certain: there would have to  be. 
" Two others," the young man said. But, as a general rule, a gun is held 

" Marie Black, my sister, and Miss pretty close in suicide. Haven't you 
Lucinda Judson, who is our aunt and found it that way, Sam ?" 
the sister of .Uncle Jacob, here. I am Sam Wood's experience in· suicide 
Ralph Black. " and murder cases never w·ould · have 

" Where are they?" Sam Wood qualified him for an expert, but he 
asked. " How come they didn't hear nodded gravely and said that he had 
the shot too?" found it so. He didn't suspect that 

"Aunt Lucinda was doing the same Dr. Rockne was trying to make him 
thing I was. She still is, I guess. We feel that he was handling the case with 
have a radio' set with wires running wisdom and finesse. 
into each bedroom. Uncle Jacob didn't " The gun doesn't seein to be here,"  
like the noise of a loud speaker, so I Dr.  Rockne went on thoughtfully. 
fixed it up that way. The set is in " That, and the condition of the fore
my room. When I turn it on all the head, makes it look like homicide." 
other rooms can hear also. We lie in Charley Owens, the deputy, asked at 
bed in the evenings and read and listen that point : " Who would want to kill 
to the music." him ?" 

" What was your sister doing ?" Mrs. Evans flashed a glance at 
A fleeting little expression that might Phineas Cox. Then dropped her eyes 

have been fear or caution swept across again. Doctor Rockne saw it, too, I 
Ralph Black's face. He shrugged. " I  was certain, but his face gave no indi
can't tell you what she was doing. cation of the fact. 
Probably l istening to the radio. I know· Sam Wood answered his deputy. " I  
Aunt Lucinda was, for she came to my guess there's plenty would have liked 
door and asked me to get KDKA for to kill him, i f  you can believe half the 
her." things that were said about him. Looks 

" Better get 'em down here, "  Sam like he quarreled with most every man 
Wood requested. he dealt with in town." 

Ralph Black nodded and went out. " None of them were any· good!" 
" Maybe, "  said Phineas Cox stolidly, Mrs. Evans flashed out, and then 

" he kilt himself ."  locked her lips and gazed silent! down 
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at ·the floor once more, as though she 
had not said anything. 

Sam started. 
" \Vhat's that ?" he asked. 
She did not answer. 

CHAPTER IV 

Suspicious Glances 

n.R- ROCKNE turned away and 
U made a circuit of the room, li ft-

ing the window shades and in
specting the catches of the windows. 
" All locked tight," he said when he 
finished. " Any one entering the room 
must have come through that door." 

" Maybe," said Phineas Cox, " some 
one slipped in the front door, kilt him. 
and then went out that way." 

" A stranger ?'' 
" Yes. " 
"And what," the doctor asked with 

a trace of  sarcasm. " would those dog� 
of yours be doing all the time?'' 

"\Vell-I dunno. l\'fight ha,·e missed 
him." 

"I doubt it.'' said Rockne dryly . '· 1 
am entirely convinced that they don't 
miss people. Even i f  they had not torn 
a stranger up. they would have made 
enough noise to attract attention. Y 01.1 
came runnning quick enough when they 
Aew at us." 

Phineas Cox made no reply. I had 
the feeling that he had not believed in 
the suggestion when he offered it. Had 
been merely trying to make talk-or 
throw attention on a false clew. I was 
beginning to be a trifle suspicious of 
this man. l\Trs. EYans had looked at 
him queerly. He had done a little 
que . looking himseli. Something 
seemed to be going on under the sur
face. I was certain of it when he spoke 
a moment later. 

" I was feedin' them out in the shed 
fer a time. Might ha,·e happened then." 

" That might be so," Dr. Rockne 
admitted. 

Before anything more could be said, 
Ralph Black returned. 

" The ladies will be down in a min
ute," he said. " Is there anything you 
can put over Vncle Jacob, so they 
won't have to see him? He's not a very 
pretty sight." He spoke calmly. As 
far as I could see there was no trace 
of grief in his tones. A little sober
ness perhaps. · t, however, \vhat one 
would expect f ronl · a-loving nephew. 

"Have you anything handy? A 
sheet, or something like that?" Dr. 
Rockne asked 1\-Irs. Evans. 

She nodded silently and went out. 
Phineas Cox's eyes followed her. 

" Did your sister explain why she 
didn't hear the shot?'' Dr. Rockne 
asked the young man. 

"She was running water in the bath
tub about that time. And singing. In a 
small room that makes a lot of noise. 
you know. And she didn't hear Mr�. 
Evans cry out because she was in bed 
then with the radio receivers over her 
ears." 

Sam \Vood shook his head. "Them 
radio receivers sure play hob with the 
hearing around here.'' he remarked. 

" \ V e are getting some rather loud 
band music to-night, and there is quite 
a bit of static, ·• Ralph Black explaine(\. 
" It fills your ears with plenty o f  noise." 

"Judson·� sister doing the same 
thing?" 

" Yes. She has been listening all 
e venin�. I t.hought she was going to 
faint when T told her about this. But 
she managed to pull herself together. 
She's mighty cut up about it, though." 

" I  imagine your sister is too,'' Dr. 
Rockne hazarded . 

"I don't know. She-she never got 
along with him Yery well. I don't 
think they eared for each other \'e!")' 
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much. She . . .  " Black Ralph stopped 
suddenly and bit his lip. 

• ·  Yes . . .  " prompted Dr. Rockne en
couragingly. 

" She has wonder ful self-control," 
131ack finished. ' '  If she was grieving 
her heart out, you wouldn't be able to 
notice it. " 

This was what hjs lips said. But 
his face, when he had stopped abruptly 
before t hat, had said that he was talk
ing too much. Dr. Rockne, however, 
only nodded, and seemed to accept h i s  
\Vords a t  their intended value. 

M rs. Evans came back as silently as 
she had gone out, and handed a folded 
sheet to the doctor. He shook it out 
and spread it over the st ill form on the 
floor. Not a minute too soon either. 
Steps sounded in  the hall. Two women 
crossed the library and came in to us. 

The older was perhaps the age of  
Mrs. Evans, and, like her, had once 
been pretty. Prettier, if I was any 
judge. But now the fi fties had thinned 
her cheeks, etched lines, perhaps hard
ened her a hit. She was like a faded 
f\ower that · has the power to suggest 
bygone glory, but turns into a husk 
when picked up and examil)ed closely. 

Marie Black the youn�r, was all 
that Lucinda Judson had been and was 
not. Lithe and young. with a sugges
tion of vibrant l i fe. Her cheeks were 
smooth, her profile striking, her dark 
hair bobbed and waved. 

Both \VOre dressing govvns. 
Marie Black had an arm around the 

waist of her aunt. The sister of the 
dead man was crying silently into a 
handkerchief,  but when she got into 
the room she dabbed at her eyes and 
tried to gain control of herself .  Her 
glance dropped for a moment to the 
;;heet on the floor. A little shudder 
ran through �er, and then she took her 
eyes away resolutely and looked at us. 

" I  am Lucinda ] udson,"  she said 
simply. " This is  my niece, 1\:l arie  
Black. I-I don't know what to say 
about this terrible thing. I feel as 
though I am in a dream. "  She raiseJ 
her handkerchief  to her lips again, and 
choked back sobs. 

Marie Black patted her waist. But 
the glance that the younger girl turned 
on the sheet-covered form on the floor 
was steady. She showed no signs of  
past or  future tears. Like her brother, 
there was soberness-but that was all 
I could see. No grief certainly-or, 
i f  there was, she was hiding it won
derfully well. 

Sam \Vood hesitated. In that mo
ment Dr. Rockne spoke soothingly. 
" This is a most regrettable and terrible 
occurrence, M i ss J udson. But there 
are certain things t hat must be done, 
and it will be necessary to question you. 
Please forgive us i f  we seem to add to 
your grief ." 

" I realize it ," she said with a slight  
nod. 

" First, we are trying to understand 
how it was possible for the telephone 
girl in town to know about this, and 
for us to get clear out here, and find a 
house with five people in it, all com
pletely unaware that anything had hap
pened. It is most peculiar. Did you at 
any time hear any kind of sound that 
might be suspicious, in the light of 
what we now know ?'' 

She shook her head. 
" Not a thing. I have been listen

ing to the radio all evening." 
" And you, Miss Black ?'' 
"I didn't hear a thing either. As near 

as I can think, I must have been run
ning water in the tub when this hap
pened. Or else bathing. I was singing 
loudly all the time. When I finished, 
I went to bed with a magazine and the 
radio receivers over my ears. l didn't 

I D 
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kno\1' a t hing unti l  R alph came up and 
told me. " 

" This radio sure mixed thi ngs up, ' '  
s a i d  \Vood sighing. " Bu t  it does seem 
l ike the ones do\\'nstairs ought to have 
h eard something. Pistol sho t s  go a 
long way." 

" The house i s  big, ' '  �Irs. Evans said 
emotionlessly. " Go back in the 
k itchen and try to hear anything that 
happens in this w ing. Ph ineas v .. ·as out 
back a lot of the t ime. I don 't know 
what he heard . ' '  

" Too much \\· ind to hear anyth ing, " 
Phineas Cox said stolidly. 

" So there you are," Sam \Vood com
mented. " l\1 r. ] udson >vas shot , and 
no one in the house kno\\'s anything 
about i t . ' '  

I w a s  looking, and I ' l l  S\vear t h i s  is  the 
truth. M rs .  Evans glanced at  Phineas 

_Cox again. Cox looked at Ralph B lack. 
Marie Black looked at l\l r,;. E vans, and 

· Ralph Black looked at Cox. And i n  
every f urt i \·e, fleeting glance there \\'as 
an element of suspicion. ?\ ot casual 
wonder, but suspicioi1 engendered by 
something that each person knevv. I ·  
\\·as too late t < J  see i f  Dr. Rockne had 
noted them. He \vas look ing at  the 
sheriff \\·hen my eyes reached him. 

" I  don ' t  ;;ee hO\\. any one could 
have come in f rom the outsi de with 
t hose dogs around," h e  stated. 

" I  don' t either. ' '  Sam \\. oocl agreed. 
" 'l'hey couldn't,  that 's  al l ! ' '  

" D o  you knO\\. of  any o n e  \\'ho 
might hate your brother enough to do 
th i s ?" Dr. Rockne asked M i ss J udson. 

" No one. . \ great many people dis
liked him, I kno\1'. Bu t-but this . . .  " 
she broke off and shook her head 
si lently. 

" \Vas there a re\·oh·er in the house ?" 
" T-I don ' t  know \\·hether h e  had 

one or not . "  
" He had one , "  Mrs. Evans said 

2 D 

colorlessly, and t hen locked her lip� 
again. 

" Ah," said Sam Wood. ' '  \Vhere 
did he keep i t ?" 

" I  don't know . "  
' ' What k ind w a s  i t ?" 
" I  don't know." 
. . How then, ' '  Sam asked, with a 

trace o f  testiness, " do you know a 
thing about i t ? ' '  

"I have seen h i m  with i t ."  
" \Vhere ? \V hat was  he doing ?" 
" Walking along the hall. I don't 

know what h e  was doi ng. " 
Sam shook his head h elplessly. 

" How long ago was t hi s ?" 
" Last w eek . "  
" A h,''  said Sam, w i t h  renew ed in

terest. " Last week . ' '  At that point, 
how·ever, the portly sheriff ran out o f  
speech. H e  scratched his h ead. " \V  ell.  
there don' t  seem to be any gun around 
now,' '  h e  finally said. And then an
other thought struck him and he re
marked : " Seems mighty f unny that his  
own sister didn't  know h e  h ad a gun. " 

Ralph B lack came to her de fense. 
" H e was most secre t i ve. \Ve rarely 
knew anyth ing about h i s  pri \'ate affairs. 
This part of  the house \ras his own, 
and we ,..-ere not ,;upposed to come in 
here unless h e  asked us to. · ·  

" \\'ell,  he h a d  a gun, a n '  h e  \Yas 
;;hot, and there ain't  no sign of a gun, ' '  
Sam Wood said stubbornly. • · Don't 
take anybody with sense to know that 
h e  couldn't hide the gun again, even i f  
h e  used i t .  So i t ' s clear that t here's 
others mixed up in  i t .  I want to know 
w ho it was. ' '  

" So do "·e al l ,"  Ralph Black came 
back at him . . " What do you suggest ?" 

Sam scratched his  head again. 
Plainly he didn't suggest anything a t  
t h e  moment. 

' ' How about that receiver off the 
hook ?" I suggested. 
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Sam brightened . ' '  Yes. How about 
t hat ? He must have been going to 
call some one when he was shot. A nd 
then he cried out . according to the tele
phone girl .  Guess that's enough to 
show he was killed by some one else. 
He wouldn't go through all that and 
t hen shoot himse l f ."  

Dr. Rockue had been :-;tanding si
lent , looking around the room, and at 
the faces o f  the people crowding be
l \\·een the body and the door. 

" \Vas any one in here thi :-; e \· c 
n i ng ?" he asked . 

1\o one answered . l\l rs .  E\·ans spoke 
for them all .  " H e  came in here a fter 
::;upper. Said he wanted to be :.lone.  
1 didn't see .any one go in. " Her \'Oice 
was emotionless, with no t race of the 
grief that had first torn at her mind. 

" You are certain then, no one could 
I !  a •·e been in here ?" Dr. Rockne asked 
carelessly, as i i  idly repeating hi,;  other 
question. 

H i s  face was blank. !Jut hi:-; mind 
was not, I knew . Behind his lean fea
tures thoughts and surmtses were 
seething ; point:;; were com ing to the 
sur face, being considered, and either 
di scarded. or t11ed away for future use . 
He rarely asked que,;tions that did not 
have purpose behind them. 

.Mrs. Evans mu:-; t ha \·e suspected 

that he was not a� innocent as he 
looked-or sounded . She gazed at him 
s i lent ly a moment , her hands folded in 
front o f  her. thin lips pressed together 
t ightly . Then answ ered with a trace 
of asperity. 

" I didn't say any such thing, and 
I ' m  not certain of any such thing ! 
How can I be ? 1 was back in the 
kitchen all  evening. I said I didn't see 
a ny one go in. But there was plenty 
of chance for some one to. Plenty ! 
You l isten to what I actual ly say. 
Don 't t ry to put words in my mouth . 

J ake-.:-.lr.  J udson was tuurde rcd . . .  
I don ' t  know anything about i t .  and I 
won 't be connected with i t .  no matter 
how much you wan t to make i t  seem 
that way . "  

Al l  eyes were o n  h e r ,  al l  a t tent ion . 
:-;a \·e mme. I had seen too much going 
on behind the cover ing of talk and 
action. I \vas now on my guard for 
:-:ometh ing else to crop ttp that was not 
:-;upposed to be seen by other�. 

Something did. 
l saw it pla in ly . 
Phineas Cox was standing o ff  to one 

�ide of the woman. H e  had been star
i ng with iasci nation at the sheeted 
mound on the floor. l t seemed to at
t ract him strangely . J\Iore so than 
could be accounted for by mere curios
i ty. But when Mrs. Evans spoke-
;md declared that she was back in the 
k i tchen all e v e n i n g. Phineas Cox 
t u rned h is head and shot her a quick 
look. l t. contained more than mere 
curios i ty : more than the passing i n 

terest o f  t he re:;t o f  t h e  people in the 
room wen: gi r ing her won.!,;; . I would 
hare been w i l l ing to bet a month's pay 
tbat Cox knew someth ing , or su spected 

something t hat  did not jibe w ith t he 
housekeeper's worck 

But what ? 
That question \\'as churning about 

in my mind when Mrs. Evans lini shed 
"peaking. 

Dr. Rockne raised a protesting hand. 
" You misunderstand my words en

t i rely." he assured her. • ·  I was not 
t rying to put words in your mouth. 
\"or was I trying to connect you with 
this affai r, any more than I am the 
other people who were in the hota;e 
when i t  happened . You al l  may a� 
well understand now, that a man wa� 
murdered here in the house with you .  
T h e  circumstances a r e  very suspicion� 
-tha t  is to say, queer. No one i s  
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going to be accused without cause. or 
be connected with the matter any more 
than circumstances warrant. I think 
Mr. vVood here feels that way about 
i t ."  

" Sure do,"  Sam Wood agreed. · 
" But, by golly, questions have to be 
asked, and answered. " 

" I t  seems to me you have asked 
quite a few already," :Marie Black ob
�erved quietly. 

' ' Huh ? What's that, ma'am ?" 
She repeated her words, meeting the 

gaze of the portly sheriff as she did so. 
" Well ,  that's right. And I guess 

we'l l  ask more questions yet , "  Sam 
came back at her. 

" Fire away," she invited with a shrug. 

CHAPTER V 

The Flour Clew 

I COULD not help but admire this 
l i the, vibrant young woman and the 
cool way she was taking the matter. 

Or was it  too cool ? One expected 
a woman to show some shock at least. 

· This lVIarie Black was as calm and 
contained as if she were attending an 
a fternoon tea, or looking over the ex
hibits in a museum. 

Sam vVood's fat, red face took on 
a deeper hue as he stared at her. I 
guess he would have liked to hurl a 
great many questions at her, and the 
nry desire rendered him impotent .  He 
cleared his throat. nodded porten
tously. and then told her ponderously : 

" Got to have time to look around a 
l i ttle. :\ man can't  rush into a mess 
like this and have the whole matter at 
his finger tips the next minute. 1 ' I I  
look around , and when I get ready to 
a sk the questions. you be ready to an
�wer them. Now I suggest the lot of  
you go to your rooms and stay there, 
or go in the living room, while Dr. 

Rockne and I look around some more 
and have a talk. Charley Owens wil l  
go along and keep yon company." 

Sam said the last without rancor, but 
it was easy enough to see that he did 
not intend that they be f ree from sur
veillance. And no doubt he was right.  

Mrs .  Evans did not seem to think 
�o. She drew herse lf  up rigidly and 
informed him frosti ly : " He can stay 
in  here. We don't need his company." 

Miss L u c i n ·d  a said hesitatingly : 
" Let him come. I am snre it  makes 
no difference. VVe have no-no secrets ; 
no desire to escape. "  

" Bu t  it's l ike putting us under 
arrest !" 

Miss Lucinda dre'vv herself up also. 
The look she gave Mrs. Evans was 
barbed, charged with hostil ity. One 
could easily see no love was lost be
tween the two women. 

" It is quite all right fo.r the young 
man to go where he pleases in the 
house," she stated coldly. 

" Very well ," M rs. Evans acqui
esced, pressing her thin lips together 
until they made a bloodless gash across 
her face. And she was woman enough 
to add, '' He  will probably go where 
he pleases anyway. ' '  

Sam wouJ.d ordinarily have chuckled 
at that, but the occasion was too 
solemn for humor. He nodded . and 
said soberly : " I aim to. ' '  

Dr. Rockne had remained silent 
during the exchange of  words. H is 
eyes, however. had missed nothing. 

They began to file out of the room. 
I heard Miss Lucinda say nervously to 
Marie Black : " I don't want to go to 
my room and sit there alone. I t  is all 
too dreadful. Suppose we go into the 
living room and light the fire. Mrs. 
Evans can make some coffee. and \\' e 
·will try to be as com fortable as pos
sible. "  
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" J ust the t h ing, ' '  Marie 8\ack 
agreed readily. 

Charley Owens s tepped close to Sam 
\\' ood. 

' '  Is there anything �pecial you want 
me to do in there ?" he asked in a low 
\' O!Ce. 

Sam shrugged. • ·  N ot as I know o f ,  
Charley. Keep a n  eye o n  'em. Guess 
J don't  have to tell you to look for any 
. uspicious moves any one might make. " 

" 1\o. " Charley said sagely. " 1 ' 1 1  
watch 'em like a hawk. Nothin'll  get 
by me. Do-do you think one of 'em 
d id i t . Sam ?" 

" Don't  know anyth i ng right no\\· . . . 

:-:am muttered. 
Charley closed the door behind him 

The three o f  us were left  alone in the 
room. 

Dr. Rockne d rew out hi� cigarette 
case and offered it to me, open. I took 
one. Sam declined. " Smoke my 
pipe." he decided . producing a vil lain
ous looking corncob. He fil led it from 
an old leather pouch. tamped the dark 
tobacco . down with the end of  his 
thumb, and then applied a match to i t . 

The first puffs o f  smoke were i n  
keeping w i th t h e  looks of the pipe. 
They quite d rowned out the fragrant 
odor of the doctor's Turkish tobacco. 
But it seemed to make Sam feel better. 
He looked at the body on the floor, and 
then at u s. 

" Some mess. eh ?" he brought out. 
" Quite," Dr. Rockne agreed absent

ly. He was standing in his t racks. 
st aring about the room, t hinking 
deeply. About what , I had no inkling, 
and knew better than t o  interrupt and 
ask. 

Sam \Vood saw i t  too. and t rans
ferred his attention to me. 

" What do you think abou t i t ?' '  he 
queried confidentially. 

f had to smile sli ghtl y,  not being a� 

deeply concerned w i th the matter a:-;  
the rest of them. " I don't think any
thing much right now," I con f essed, 
" except that there's something funny 
about the whole business. Did you see 
them eying one another, like each had 
someth ing on some one else ?" 

Sam f rowned. " No, I didn't see 
that . \Vhat was it ? Who looked at  
,,·ho ? \Nhat was i t  l i ke ? ' '  

Dr.  Rockne broke a way f rom the  
t houghts that held him and shot me a 
keen glance. 

" l think you must have been seeing 
t h i ngs. Flynn." he observeu quietly. 
and dropped his right eyelid in an 
infini tesimal \\' i nk.  

Sam \Vood "·as looking at  me and 
did not see it. l did,  however, and 
had sense enough to know that Rockne 
did not want me to say anything about 
the subject at the present t ime. 
. " Perhaps you're righ t at that . . .  f 
told him quickly. instead of replying t o  
Sam \ \ '  ood. " I f  \ V ood did not sec 
i t .  then I evidently made a mistake." 

Sam \Vood grinned a t  me and said 
complacently : · · You must have been · 
dreaming. " 

" U ndoubtcdl y ,"  I agreed, wonder 
ing e\·cn as I spoke what purpose Dr. 
Rockne had i n  wanting to keep the 
mat ter from the sheriff. 

The doc did not enlighten me. He 
turned his  attent ion to the body on the 
Aoor. St ripping off t he sheet that cov- .  
ered i t ,  h e  looked down thought fully. 
Sam \:\' ood d rew nearer and looked 
a lso. ,,· i th morbid curiosity. At l east i t  
seemed s o  to me. Sam \ Vood w a s  a 
nice fellow , a pretty good man for 
sheri ff of a rural county, but he never 
would be especially brilliant. Never a 
man to tackle a complicated murder 
case, a baffling mystery. Dr. Rockne 
was examining the body care ful ly ; 
Sam seemed to he ju�t staring. 
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A fter a moment the doctor bent over 
and caught the lef t  shoulder. Jacob 
Judson had been a small man ; the 
shoulder came up without difficulty ; 
the body turned over somewhat. 

" Ha !"  said Dr. Rockne with satis
faction, and turned the body the rest 
of the way over. 

" \i\lhat's the matter ? ' '  Sam \Voocl 
asked curious) y. 

Dr. Rockne straightened up. " I  saw 
some white sho,Ying where the coat 
disappeared under the body, ' "  he said 
with satisfaction .  " It looked suspi
cious. I was right. See ?" He pointed 
to the back of  the coat. 

I sa\\" it eYen be fore he spoke or 
pointed. .-\ twinge of excitement ran 
through me. H e  seemed to haYe :,;tum
bled on a cle"· that marked the end of 
the quest for the murderer of Jacob 
J uclson . It was plain. Damning. 

Sam saw i t  also - couldn't have 
missed it i f  he had tried. 

On the clark cloth of the coat were 
the prints of  two hands. Print� made 
by flour. And from their pos i t ion there 
was no doubt that the hands which lef t  
the marks had been encircling the body 
of Jacob Judson. Had been hugging 
the man. in fact. There it was in plain 
sight . ior all the world to see. 

Sam puffed hard on his pipe a,; he 
stared clown at the sight .  And then 
took the p ipe from his mouth and said 
excitedly : " Flour marb ! And that 
housekeeper has got flour on her 
hands ! Says she's been in the kitchen 
all evening baking !" 

" Exactly ." ,;aiel Dr. Rockne. 
" :\nd she swore she hadn't been 111 

here at all ! ' "  Sam \\"aS gett ing more 
and more exci ted . driving his remarks 
home with j abs of the pipe stem. 

Dr. Rockne nodded. " She was ly
ing. This proves it beyond the shadow 
of a doubt , unless she can show that 

some one else had flour on their hands. 
And, i f I am not mistaken, her hands 
wi l l  fit these marks exact ly ."  

" Then we've got her !" Sam \iVoocl 
declared. He jammed the pipe stem 
bet\veen his l ips, bit down on it hard, 
and said again with u t ter conviction. 
" Got her ! R ight off the bat ! I ' l l  put 
her under arrest , and make her come 
through w ith the . truth . ' ' 

I t  was his  right to do that. That is 
to say, he was the sheriff, wi th the 
power of making arrests. Dr. Rockne 
was only the coroner. But the doctor's 
superior mind was so adroitly directing 
the situation that he really was its 
guide, while Sam \\'ood retained the 
impression that he h imself was. 

Dr. Rockne's long, lean face shad
owed slightly as the sheriff stated his 
intention. 

" Don' t  you think there are seYeral 
points that should be settled before you 
do that ?" he asked quickly. 

" \Vhat ?" 
" There is the mat ter o f  the gun that 

\\·as used. for one.  I t  must be hidden 
around the house. :'\.11 we have to go 
on no\\· i s  the fact that Mrs. EYans 
evidently l ied about being in the room 
here.  That i s  hardly enough to con
Yict her. She seems to be a strong
willed woman. I t  may be possible that, 
if she is warned now that ''"e know she 
was lying, she will  re fuse to say any
thing. and may be able to block us ."  

Sam took h is  pipe irom his mouth 
and scratched the side of his head. 

' · Hadn't thought of that ."  he ad
mit ted. " She is a hard case. I ·<Junno 
-\Yhat do you think we better do ?" 

" Search her room,"  Dr. Rockne said 
tersely. " And the kitchen where she 
has been working. And then the rest 
of  the ho'use if necessary. The mur
derer must have had a motive. Perhaps 
her room wil l  yield i t .  And.  if :-he 
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shot him,  the gun should be around 
somewhere. " 

" I f  she shot him ? Aren't we sut c 
o f  it ?" asked Sam \Vood v igorously. 

" \Ve are never sure of anything 
until it is proven. Suppose you ke(;:>  
an eye on the room here, and see i f  
you can find anything i n  the one ad
joining, or the hall. Flynn and 1 will  
go up t o  her room and look through 
things. And it might not be a bad idea 
to keep her in the dark about our sus
picions. ' '  

" Sure, ' '  Sam agreed with alacrity. 
" I 'l l  handle her all right. And go 
through the place with a fine-toothed 
comb." 

" It might not be a bad idea either. 
to leave this room alone until we can 
get together on it ." Dr. Rockne sug
gested carefully. 

" That's right . ' '  
And so the upshot o t  It  was that 

Sam went prowling about on a rather 
meaningless quest downstairs, while 
Dr. Rockne and I went upstairs to the 
housekeeper's room. 

CHAPTER VI 

The Picture 

MH.S. E VA K S  was in the kitchen 
at the time. making coffee. The 
rest of the family \vere gathered 

in the big l iving room across the hall, 
mani festly i l l  at ease under the too 
obvious w a t c h f u l n e s s of Charley 
Owens. who seemed to feel that here 
'"as a chance to show his mettle. Dr. 
Rockne opened the door. looked in. and 
asked calmly : 

" M r. Black, I wonder i f  you can 
spare me a few minutes ?" 

" Certainly." Black got up quickly 
and joined us  in the hall. I' 

1 rather l iked him ; probably i t  \vas 
mostly sympathy for the rather hag-

gard figure he made 1 1 1  the shabby 
bathrobe. 

" \Vhere is the room occupied by 
M rs. Evans ?" Doctor Rockne asked in 
a low tone when the closed door cut 
off sound o f  our speech from the rest 
of the family. 

" Upstairs, ' '  Ralph Black answered, 
and then his  thin face tensed. " You 
haven' t-she hasn't . . .  l mean. you 
don't think she did it .  do you ?" 

" Do you ?" 
I t  might h<+ve been surprise at the 

suddenness with which the doctor 
snapped the question back : it might 
have been an effort to not show the 
thoughts that were in his mind. that 
made Ralph Black look down at the 
floor, press his  l ips together, and make 
no answer. 

Dr. Rockne waited a moment, and 
demanded crisply : " Do you think she 
did i t ?  Did she have any motive ? ' '  

" .Motin ?" The young man took a 
breath and looked up. He seemed to 
gain in confidence as he spoke. " Mo
t ive ? I don't  know.  She and Uncle 
Judson were very friendly. She had 
been working for him for yea rs. " 

" Let's go upstair,.;." Dr. Rockne sug
gested. 

\Ve followed him up to a hall tha t  
ran through the center o f  t h e  house. 
There he stopped and took up the 
thread of conversation that had been 
d ropped. " Your uncle and his house
keeper never had any hard words ?" 

" I '"ouldn't say that. No one got 
along perfectly w i th uncle. He was-· 
'vas . . .  " 

" Go on-say it . "  
" \V ell, ' '  said Ralph Black a trifle 

defiantly. " they say you shouldn't 
speak ill of the dead, but every one 
knows this. He was hell to live with. 
The Angel Gabriel couldn't have got 
along with him without quarreling at 
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t imes. Or at least hearing a few nasty 
remarks. " 

" He treated Mrs. Evans that way ?" 
" A s  much as any of us.  Perhaps 

more.". 
" What about?" 
" Oh, little things. N othing that ever 

amounted to anything. Coffee too cold. 
Bread not baked right. D0or left open. 
Her sweeping or cleaning when he 
wanted to be quiet-or even coming 
around when he had one of his solitary. 
spells. He'd go off in the room there 
and moon and gloom for a day or so. 
If any one disturbed him, he'd raise the 
devil. Mrs. Evans was the only one 
who would take a chance on it. Some
times she would go in where he was, 
and then he would bawl her out ."  

" How did she take it?" 
The young man smiled slightly. 
" Better than one would think. She 

always seemed to ha\'e a soft side for 
him-and it wasn't to san her job 
either. She'd sass him back a l ittle, 
but she never l i t  into him l ike I 've 
seen her ·do other people. I guess she 
was s�eet on him. Funny, isn't i t ?" 
He managed another smile at the 
thought. 

" Have they done much quarreling 
the last few days ?" 

" No. They have been pretty peace
able. More so than usual, if anything." 

" I see. Well, now that we're up 
here, set me right about all the rooms 
on this floor, And tell me again what 
the people were doing all evening." 

Ralph Black did, readily. 
The hall we were standing in bisect

ed the house from front to back, or 
from east to west as the house lay. 
The front bedroom on the north be
longed to Judson, who had been al
most directly below, in the wing which 
jutted out from that corner of the 
house. Just back of Judson's front 

bedroom was the bathroom where 
Marie Black had been running water 
in the tub, and making so much noise 
she could not hear the sound of the 
shot. Next was a small bedroom used 
by Mrs. Evans. Back of that was a 
larger corner room occupied by Marie 
Black. 

On the north side of the house, then, 
were the bedrooms of Judson, Mrs. 
Evans, and Marie Black-and Judson 
and Mrs. Evans had been downstairs 
all evening. 

. The south side of the house con
tainea four rooms. The front, across 
from J udson's room, was used as a 
sewing room and sun parlor. Next 
was Miss Lucinda Judson's bedroom ; 
then a spare bedroom for guests-who 
never came-and lastly Ralph Black's 
room, across the hall from his sister's. 

Miss Lucinda and Black had been in 
their rooms with radio earphones 
clamped over their heads. 

Phineas Cox, the hired man, had a 
small room downstairs at the rear of 
the house. He had been around the 
kitchen and out back during the eve
ning, or so he claimed. 

Dr. Rockne l istened carefully as each 
detail was brought out. \t\Then Ralph 
Black finished, both the doctor and I 
had a clear map of the place in our 
minds : and knew the apparent location 
of each person in the house at the time 
J acob Judson was shot. 

Of all their stories, only that of Mrs. 
Evans had turned out false, so far. 
And she was one of the two who had 
been downstairs with Jacob Judson: 

" That will be all," Dr. Rockne told 
Black. " You may go back to the 
others." 

Black went downstairs again. Dr. 
Rockne waited until he was out of 
sight ; then went to the room occupied 
by Mrs. Evans and entereq. I followed. 



456 DETECTIVE FlC'l'ION WEEKLY 

Ensued a quick, t horough search. 
Hair trunk, old-fashioned bureau, 
�traw suitcase, chest of drawers, 
closet, mattress, and a look for secret 
hiding places. 

We found no gun. 
I tem one of interest was a small un

framed picture of Jacob Judson . 
I found it in a compartment in the 

top of the trunk, together with several 
other articles that had no meaning for 
us-a faded bit of ribbon. several let
ters. undated, a tarnished necklace . . .  

The whole lot was in an empty candy 
box, the kind that had big bows o f  
pink and blue ribbon attached t o  the 
top, and the picture o f  a lady \vith a · 
neat bustle l ithographed amid the fluffy 
setting. 

It  had been some years since 
l'v1rs. Evans had been given, or had 
purchased, that box of candy. The 
colors had turned yellow, and the box 
was grimy and worn where fingers had 
picked it up countless times and re
moved the lid. A little treasure chest 
of memories, j ust about as faded and 
worn by l i fe as the lady hersel f. 

The picture of Jacob Judson lay on 
top, as i f  it were the chie f  treasure o f  
all-the one looked at most frequently. 
Taken some years before, the clothes 
fitting none too well, the pose stiffish, 
the face unsmiling, it was not a sight 
to light the tender flame of love in most 
feminine breasts. Yet it  had evidently 
done so in the capable and somewhat 
formidable Mrs. Evans. 

At least there was something be
tween them. The way she had acted 
when she found the dead body. the sur
m ise of Ralph Black, who had seen 
them together day in and day out, and 
lastly, the picture, bore that out. 

Something between them-and she 
had lied about seeing him during the 
cYening ; and her hand marks were on 

\ 

J udson's back in a most compromi:-;ing 
position. 

Most of the room had been searched 
when I tackled the trunk. Dr. Rockne 
and I stood together, inspecting the 
picture and the contents of the candy 
box. 

• ·  Let's see who the letters are from," 
he said. 

CHAPTER VII 

The Housekeeper Talks 

D
ID I say we had closed the door ? 

We had. Just as we started to 
look through the letters, the door 

knob turned quickly ; the door swung 
in. Mrs. Evans stalked into the room, 
quivering with anger. She must have 
slipped up easily, l istened a moment, 
and then sought to surprise us. 

It was a surprise, too, but Dr. 
Rockne glanced at her coolly. " \Ve 
don' t need you right now, madam,' '  he 
told her. 

" You-you . . . get out of this 
room ! You sneaks ! Thieves ! I might , haYe known you would go snooping 
around as soon as my back was turned ! 
Get out ! And my letters ! Give them 
here ! "  She advanced on him and tried 
to snatch them from his hand. 

Since I was out of it for the mo
ment, l stood there and grinned at Dr. 
Rockne. He certainly had a hand ful 
to manage. 

He fended her off with an arm, and 
put the letters he held in his coat 
pocket. 

" Stop this !" he ordered sternly. 
Her anger was increasing. i f  any

thing. And it was real, deep. I verily 
believe that if she had had a weapon 
in her hand, it would have fared i l l  
'vith the doctor ; mysel f,  too. without a 
doubt. When a strong woman gets out 
of control. things usual ly happen. 
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• ·  Give them to me !" she panted. 
" Get out of my room !"  

Dr. Rockne e,· idently �aw that t he 
time had come to have i t  out with her. 
He caught her arm firmly . " Quiet !" 
he rapped. " Do you real i ze the sheri ff 
wants you on a charge o f  murder ?" 

I f  he had struck her with a club he 
could not have produced as much 
change as did that one grim statement .  
Fight went o u t  of her. She swayed, 
eyes staring w ide. 

" He-he is  going to arrest me for 
ki l ling Jake ?" she brought out in a 
t ight . strained vo1ce. 

" Ye�. " 
" But-hut . . .  I didn't do i t .  No ! 

!\o !" 
Dr. Rockne released her arm. She 

caught the apron o f  gay flowered 
material in her hands. and twisted the 
cloth until i t  �eemed in danger of tear
ing. Her thin face aged years in as 
many second�.  She looked frightened, 
dazed. 

Dr. Rockne's w i se eyes were boring 
steadily at her, searching under the 
outer mask of her features. probing 
with the skill of many years' practice 
for feelings and emotions that she 
might be t rying to h ide. 

" You didn't kill him ?' '  
" No !" 
" You \Yeren't  in hi:- room any time 

during the ennin g ? ' '  
" � o !"  S h e  was sti l l  twisting the 

apron edges between her fingers, but a 
measure o f  control and strength \Ya� 
returning to her. Her eyes met his 
s teadily as she brought the words out .  
" No. l wasn' t  i n  h i s  room all e\·ening. 
[ told yon once. T \Yas back in the ' 
kitchen working. " 

Rockne's eyes held her. " Suppose 
1 told you," he stated slowly, " that l 
know yo11 were in tha t room this eve
ning. ' '  

· •  \Vhy-I-you call ' ! !" It was plain 
to even me that  she had shi fted from 
agonized protest to bravado. " You 
ca11 ' t say you know l was in there this  
evening. How-ho\Y can you ?''  

" Not only were you in there, but 
you "·ere most fri endly with your em
ployer." Dr. Rockne told her "·i th t he 
assurance o f  absolute knowledge. 

' '  How Jo you know ?" Her con
fidence was ebbing now. She could see 
that he did know someth ing, and felt 
the ground s lippi ng from beneath her 
feet, figurati\·ely. 

He did not tell her ; only saiJ again : 
' ' I know, and so does the sheriff." 

' ' That-that . . . Phineas Cox told 
you ! H e  has beet1 spying a round 
;tgai n !  The deceit fu l  clod !" 

Rockne spared nie a glance , calling 
my attention to the fact that a new trai l  
was open ing up. 

" Has he been spying on you long ?" 
he asked her easi ly. 

" \Vhy-l-T don' t  know . He did 
tell you then ?" 

" It i ::;  no matter. \\'e know. Sup
pose you he frank about it. \Vhy did 
you g-o in-and why did you lie about 
it ?" 

I felt rather sorry for her.  Really. 
Faded. the best of l i fe behind her-and 
now "·hat '"as le f t torn to bit s .  Hard, 
indeed. 

She con fe%ed wha t' we already 
knew. 

" 1  d id go in t here for a few min
utes. Just to see Jake, and ask him i t  
there was anyth ing he wanted. H c 
was all  right then. When I left ,  he 
said he was going to do some reading· 
and \vri t ing. "  

" You had your a rms around him,"  
Dr. Rockne prompted. 

Thin color stained her faded cheek s .  
" Yes . . .  Phineas Cox was up to his  
old tricks. That's the  only way you 
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could know. Yes-I did k iss  Jake just 
before I went out . I am not ashamed 
of i t ."  

" Why did you ki l l  h im then ?" 
Rockne snapped abruptly. 

" I  didn' t !" she came back vehe
ment ly. " l  uon' t  know anything about 
j t !" 

" Why did you l ie about being in the 
room ?' '  

Her chin came up : bitterness entered 
her face and voice. ' ' I t  was none of 
their business. The�· \Yere all snoop
ing and spying on us. 1 ,,·oulu have 
cut my tongue out before I would 
have given them anything l ike that to 
talk about." 

" You were in  ]o,·e w i th Jacob Jud
son ?' ' 

" I-I won't say anything more. I 
didn't k i l l  h im. I don't know who did, 
though I han my suspicions. Go 
ahead and do your ·worst. Put me in 
jai l  if  you \\'ant to. ' '  She had regained 
control of hersel f ,  and was again stand
ing straight and st iff. :\ hard woman. 
embittered b,· l i fe. She had con fessed 
what she assumed >ve knew beyond a 
shadow of a doubt. �\I ore than that, 
v\·e could \\·hist le for. A.nd I knew as 
well as Dr. Rockne that "·e "·ould prob
ably whistle a long time be fore she told 
more. 

There \\·e \\·ere. J\ othing in her 
room but the let ters and the picture. 
And a few moments examination 
showed all the letters to ha ,.e been 
written by Evans, her husband, dead 
many years she told us. 

" Who is i t  you think committed the 
murder ?" Dr. Rockne asked suddenly, 
as we finished ,,· i th the letters. 

Jt did not catch her off guard. " I  
won't say right now. But Phineas Cox 
quarrelled with him to-day." She 
pressed her l ips t ight together. 

That was all she would say. vVe Jefi. 

her in her room, rearranging her trunk, 
and walked dO\vnstairs together. 

" That woman is interesting," Dr. 
Rockne said thought fully as we neared 
the bottom of the stairs. 

" She might be. It looks like she is  

trying to throw the gui lt on Cox, the 
hired man," I commented. 

" She doesn't seem to wish him a 
great deal of good,"  Rockne.  admitted 
thought fully, stopping at the foot o f  
the stairs. " But  that can be ac
counted for by the anger she feels 
over the fact that he spied on her and 
J udson, and then told. She thinks that, 
you know." 

" She was in  love with him. Plenty 
of room for motive there. " 

" Yes. Plenty. But I don't know . . . . , 
' · I  don't know either-but i f  she 

didn't, who did ?" 
" And that brings us to the mat t er o f  

th e  glances you spoke about in there, .
, 

Rockne said. 
" You saw t hem ?" 
" Yes. Some, at any rate. Ju st what 

did you see ?" 
1 t hought back. � ·  . . . Sam Wood 

made a remark that Judson was shot 
and no one in the house knew anything 
about it . , ." 

" Yes. " 
" Weli-:Vlrs. Evans looked at Cox 

rather queerly when she heard that. 
And he'd done some looking of his  
own at her already. As i f  there was 
something between them, or he knew 
something and was keeping i t  in with 
an effort. The rest seemed to know 
or suspect something. Cox Jookt:d at 
Ralph B lack ; Marie Black looked a t  

'M rs. Evans ; and Ralph B lack looked 
at Cox . . . I t  all happened quickly, 
but it seemed to me that every one 
there suspected something about the 
other. " 

" I  saw most o f  i t .  Queer, isn't  i t ? 
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l\ 0 on� knows anything auout the mal
tt·r-and all  seem to be hiding some
thing down under the surface. " 

" One o f  them must  know where the 
gun is," I declared. 

Hockne nodded agreement .  •· l\o 
Joubt of i t .  But \\·hich one-and 
\rhere is the gun ? l f  we can get that , 
we'll have the case soh·ed. Or a� good 
as solved . ' '  

• ·  I f  Mrs. Evans d i d  i t ,  she must 
have hidden the weapon downstairs 
somewhere," [ suggested. " \ Vouldn ' t 
that be more logical t han taking i t  up 
to her room, where some of the family 
might see her ?" 

" I t  would. \Ve' l l  make a systemat ic  
search o f  the  house. 1 wonder \\·hat 
t he sheriff has been doing-" 

Be fore the words were quite ont o i 
h i s  month, Dr. Rockne darted past me. 
as i f he had sudden! y gone out of h i s  
head. 

l ,,·hirled in amazement to �ee what 
had come over him. 

The door of the Jiying room " as not 
over ten feet from us. I t  had evidently 
been standing j ust aj ar by the way Dr. 
Rockne opened it w i thout turning the 
knob. He stopped in the doorway and 
spoke to t hose in the room. 

" £,·eryoody comfortable ?" he asketl 
casually. and by his  tone one would 
have thought he had walked slowly to 
the door and was looking in out of idle 
curiosity. 

l\1iss Lucinda J udson' s ,·oice an
swered h i m  firmly. " As comfortable 
as \\·e can be, under the c ircumstances, 
t hank you. Have you-are you mak
ing good progress \vi th  your investiga
t ion, doctor ?" 

" Fairly good," Rockne told her non
comm ittally. " \Ve are doing all we 
can. He stepped back into the hall 
and closed the door. 

" \\'hat was the matter ?' '  J asked and 

then fell  s i lent a� he touched a linger 
to his  l ips.  

" As soon as we see w hat \Vood has 
found in the l ibrary. I want you to slip 
in the J i ,· ing room and keep an eye on 
Cox," he said under his  breath. " That 

door was being held ajar \vhile some 
one l i stened to ,,·hat we were saying
or tried to. \ Vhen I opened i t ,  Cox 
"·as j ust  moving away. " 

" You think he \vas spying ?"  
" I don't know. But  keep an eye on 

h i m. I 'm suspicious. Before you go 
in.  let 's  look in here . .  

, 
He s tepped t o  

t h e  l ibrary door a n d  opened i t .  
The single l ight in t h e  cheap chan

delier which had been instal led by 
Jacob J ud�on . was t urned on . Sam 

\V ood was earnestly engaged in de
t ecting. 

CHAPTER VIII 

Phineas Cox Goes Out 

I 'LL �ay for the man that he had gone 
about the matter thoroughly. Cob 
pipe clenched between his  t eeth . fi l l

ing the room with blue curls of  smoke 
;-..nd horrible odor, he had \\"Orked dili
gently in searching behind al l  the books 
that l ined the walls ; looking under the 
rug ; behind the pictures above the book 
:,;heh·es ; and in every nook and corner 
that ,,·as big enough to hide a flea. H i s  
hands were grimy from the dust back 
of the books-some o f  i t  fully thirty 
years old 1 do believe-and the rooll l 
showed clear evidences o f  t he overhau l  

i t  had been subjected to .  

Sam \Vood finished peering into a 
space left by some volumes he held in  
h is  arm and, returning them to the 
shel f,  faced us.  

" Nothing in this room." he an
nounced with satisfaction. " I 've been 
all over everything. \Vhat' d \'Ott find 
out u p  in her room ?" 
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" K othing," Rockne told him. " Not 
a thing that will help make a case 
against her. And I don' t  think there i s  
any use trying to  arrest her  before we 
are prepared to prove she did i t  . . , 

Sam Wood took the pipe from his 
mouth and j abbed the stem at Rockne 
as he spoke. " Sure ! But how're we 
going to make a better case ? I don't 
see as we\·e got anything to go on . "  

" Suppose we look farther before w e  
d o  anything ."  suggested Rockne a s  he 
caught my eye and gave a l itt le j erk of 
his head toward the door, signaling me 
to get on the track of Phineas Cox. 
As  I went out ,  I heard him tell Sam 
Wood that they might as well carefully 
search the rest of  the lower floor o f  the 
house. 

Phineas Cox was not in the l iving 
room when I entered . M rs. Evans had 
not come down from her room. The 
rest were sitting around the fire \\'arm
ing their hands at the blaze, talking in 
low tones. Charley O·wens sat a l i tt le 
to one side .,,· i th a look of great respon
sibility about him. 

' '  Where i s  Cox ?" l asked _ Charley 
casually. 

He  j erked his head toward a door 
in the back of the room. ' ' \Vent do\\·n 
the cellar to fix the tire . and then was 
going to bring some more wood for 
the fire place in f rom the back . ' '  

Charley evidently thought nothing 
o f  it .  I don' t  know why I did. Per
haps it was because I was suspicious 
of Phineas Cox by reason of his spying 
at the door. 

The J udson house was heated by a 
hot air plant consisting of  the main 
furnace in the cellar. and hot air pipes  
running to registers in every room. I 
had had previous experience with this 
type of  heating system, and knew that 
if  Phineas Cox was down in the cellar 
poking the fire, shaking i t ,  or throwing 

on co.al , the ·sounds would come up 
through the pipes and be audible in  
every room. I stepped a little clo::er to 
the hot air r e g i s t e r-and heard 
nothing. Cox either was not clown i n  
the cellar, o r  h e  -\vas doing something 
other than fixing the fire. 

It seemed suspicious, coming just 
a fter the man had been l istening at the 
door. Rockne had said we were going 
to search the lower floor of the house. 
And Cox had gone out at once. 

I walked . toward the door that 
Charley Owens had indicated. 

Ralph Black saw me, and spoke 
quickly as I reached i t .  " Is there any
thing you \\'ant in the back of t he 
house ?" 

That was suspicious also. He seemed 
too quick on the trigger ; too ready to 
anticipate my wishes, or find out what 
I >vas going to do. 

' ' Nothing. " I told him shortly. " I ' m  
j ust looking around. Don't  let i t  
bother you ."  

H e  answered hastily. ' ·  I t  wasn't 
bothering rne.  I wa:; only trying to help 
you."  

I was watching them all ; Black, h is  
sister, and Miss Lucinda:. And when 
Black spoke a little more earnestly 
than the occasion seemed 'to warrant ,  
Miss  Lucinda turned her head and sent 
a covert glance at him. I could not see 
the expression on her face, because 
their backs were to the light, and the 
fi re cast shadows in the wrong place. 
But Miss Lucinda. seemed to be another 
one who knew something. 

I fi led the incident away, and told 
Black coolly : " T h a n k s.  I'l l  get 
along. " Then I went through the door
way and closed the door a fter me. 

The whole matter of looking into 
the library, l i stening to Sam Wood's  
greeting. and then entering the  l iving 
room, speaking to Charley Owens and 
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Black, and getting through the door. 
had taken but a few moments. 

I was in a dining room-had seen 
that much while I had the door open. 
Now that it \\"as closed I stood in pitch 
darkness. 

Outside. the storm was still in 
progress. It had almost slipped my 
mind while we were busy thinking 
about other things. Now the wind 
wailing through gaunt. bare branche;:, 
the swirl of icy snow against the win
dow panes, was clear. It  brought back 
the desolateness of the cold winter 
night.  and the history and eerie loca
tion of this house of mystery. I re
membered there was an old family 
burial ground somewhere in the back. 
Murders had been committed here
and one o f  them to-night. The house, 
the people in it, and the weather, were 
living up to tradition in the fullest 
sense. 

The room was warm. but I almost 
shivered. 

\Vhere was Phineas Cox ? What was 
he doing? 

\Vhile l stood there listening. a so ft 
step sounded in the next room at the 
back. A knob turned. A door opened 
in the rear wall of the dining room. but 
no light appeared. 

I held my breath. 
Darkness made sight impossible. 

There was no sound. N one at all. Just 
the opened door, and silence. But be
yond a doubt it was Phineas Cox who 
had opened the door. What was he 
doing? Why should he be standing 
then; in the darkness without move
ment? It had nothing to do with bring
ing in flrewood or going down in the 
cellar to tire the furnace. I t  was not 
natural, under the circumstances. The 
man must be up to something. 

A moment later I was certain of it .  
The door closed again. Soft steps 

sounded on the other side, moving 
about a room that was evidently the 
kitchen. I edged toward the door that 
had opened. and as I did so heard the 
creak o f  hinges as Cox opened another 
door. It closed too. The click of a 
latch came to my ears. Then silence 
again. 

A moment later I had slipped into 
the kitchen. filled w ith the smell o f  
baking, and the extra warmth o f  the 
cook stove. 

Cox was gone. But where ? 
A s  I felt my way across the dark 

kitchen, doing my best to avoid run
ning into the hot stove. l found out. 
My eyes were getting accustomed to 
the darkness. Through the windows I 
could see the ghostly white snow 
blanket that covered the ground around 
the house. I could not see very far 
though, for the driving snow and the 
darkness soon made an impenetrable 
wall. But-out back of the house. 
going away from i t, was the faint 
bobbing light of a lantern. Phineas 
Cox had l e f t  the house, a fter moving 
about in pitch darkness. and listening 
in a peculiar manner. 

I suppose I should have been con
vinced that he· was out a fter wood for 
the fi replace. That was the logical 
thing for him to be a fter. It might 
have seemed so to me if  I had not been 
keyed up for every suspicious mani fes
tation. 

Now, all l could think of was 
that he had slipped out of the house 
a fter making certain no one knew 
where he was, and \Vas headed back 
into the trees where the storm and the 
black night would cover every move 
he made. 

Rockne and I had removed our over
coats and hats. There was no time to 
go back and get mine. Bareheaded, 
i l ly-clad against the chill blasts out-
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side, I went out the back door after the somewhere back of the Judson house 
man. was the old family graveyard. Was 

The wind was cold. As I went down Phineas Cox heading back there ? And 
the back steps it seemed to strike i f  so, why ? 
through every stitch o f  my. clothes. I Then the lantern disappeared. 
turned up my coat collar, ducked my I ran forward, and- then stopped 
head down, and hurried a fter Cox. suddenly. Cox was not fi fty feet away, 

H is lantern was barely visible now, in a clear spot among the trees. He 
around a turn in the p.ath, I passed the had set the lantern down on the other 
dark bulk of an open shed and the side o f him, and was bending over. 
larger one of a barn ; saw the snow- While I crouched, shivering, j ust 
dusted end o f  a wood pile. It removed inside the · line of trees, and watched, 
the last of my doubt about Cox. He Cox pu.lled something up from the 
was . certainly not after wood. What ground. Only '  the dark bulk of his 
sinister errand was he on ? form was visible. · I could not see just 

The path wound through the gaunt what he was doing. 
grove o.f trees, arid, the force oi tfie And while I looked, the ravening 
wind diminished a trifle, for \vhich I outcry of dogs rose above the moan 
was thank fuL I remembered that and wail of the storm . 

. CO N CL U D E  T H I S  STORY NEXT w·EEK 

MORE than five thousand jobs ! More than a million dollars in loot ! 
Safe cracker, " prowler," house breaker, gentleman crook, modern 
Raffles. That is the story of this super-thief who preyed on society 

forty years, swooping across the nation like a black shadow ! 
He is Henry Hyatt ,  alias Dr. W. W .  Goelet, alias David Wyeth, alias 

Thomas L. Donovan, alias Willie ( Slim ) Jones, alias Thomas L. Duke, alias 
Frank Jones, alias Francis P. Whyte. 

And he has told the inside story of his l i fe. 
See the inside front cover of this issue of DETECTIVE FicTION WEEKLY. 

And reserve your copy of the January 1 7  number, because that is going to 
sell out ! 



The Murder Mart 
A Novelette 

By J. Allan Dunn 

111atic from her 
waist 

" You Will Want for Nothing- While You 
Live! " It Was an Amazing Offer-and Sinister 

CHAPTER I 

The Man with the Beard 

T
HE l ight had j ust changed on 

top of the tall Insurance Build
ing, the deep bells hatt sounded 

two o'clock, and it was getting chi lly 
out there on the bench in 1\1adison 
Square, though the day had been hot. 
Leaves were falling f rom the t rees, the 
grass was scorched and scanty. The 
Eternal Light glowed on its standard, 
hut the windows were dark. Traffic 
on Fi fth A ''entte was thin. 

Jim Bla isdel l  had been there since 
eleven o'clock He expected to be 
t here until morning, i f  the police 
proved friendly. He was t i red and he 
had no place to go. Likewise he  was 
hungry and had noth ing with which to 
get a meal. He was flat broke, down 
to what he had on, conscious that was 
showing signs of wear and d i rt .  He 
,,.,ultell a smoke and that was out also. 
Right at the minute he craved a 
cigarett e  more than anything. 

His feet ached from f ruitless walk
ing, his :;;tomach complained of neglect, 

•ca 
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and his body was stiff from lack .of 
relaxation. As �ong as 'he sat up he was 
inside the unwritten rules. I f  he lay 
down he might get his feet rapped. 

A 5mo�e mi·ght take his mind off 
t hings. 'Ther.e w.as nothing pleasant to 
contemplate, nor hopeful, nor en
couraging. Thousands out of jobs l ike 
himsel f, and the �11tlook made worse 
by the big drought and general depres
sion. Some of the others had homes, 
iamidies where some member. at .l east, 
brought in money. He had none. 

It had made him a bit sore to see so 
many w-indows ·OB so many floors il
luminated tmt i l late i11 this business sec
t ion. It meant .people w.ere wOTkirtg 
overtime, extra wages-and :it didn't  
seem :a square deal. They �am gone 
home now ; <the r-estaurant sign-s were 
extinguished-"and that h elped some. 
But .a cigarette . . . 

" Have you got -a match ? My lighter 
refuses to work "  

The speaker seemed t o  have sudden
] y materialized. Bla:isdell had been 
brooding, occupied with !his own 
t houghts, . yet he was wide awake and 
the square was certainly deserted a 
moment ago when he had looked up as 
the hour sounded. 

But he had seen this chap before, 
that same evening, about midnight. l-Ie 
had noticed his tall, lean, acticve figure, 
draped in a black cloak that had moved 
witlh his  striding, silent walk like great 
wings. 

He had been smoking then, a cigar 
whose a roma ha:d floated to Jim Blais
dell as an added injury. A dgar that 
bad not cost less than hal f a dollar. 
There had been the gleam of a white 
�birt, evening .dress beneath the cloak, 
that was fastened only at the thr.Qat. 
A diamond had flashed on a finger o f  
1-he hand that flicked the ash from his 
c1·gar. He had caught a glimpse of his 

face under the soft, unSha'Ped felt hat 
With t!he wide briim1. 

A well-shaped, thin, aquiline nose. 
Between that and thin lips a slight, 
black mustache, on the chin a tuft o i  
hair in what the French call a mouchc. 
The man had cast a rapid glance a t  
Blaisdell and h i s  dark eyes had glit
tered .a-s they reflected some light. Jim 
had ia:mcied it a rather appraising look, 
guessed i!fta.e thought that accompanied 
it. The mam ·must have imagined him 
a po.o:r �0111: of .ca£'t(i);Tliler, down and out. 

As f0r Jim, he did not give much 
speculatioa to thMs striding, arrogant 
1ndividttal who had passed so lithely, 
swinging .a ii:ght cane ; gone 0n down 

. Fifth Avenu•e--:t.o <the V.ill.age perhaps, 
f-or he looked as if he might be some 
sort of p1'nspemus professional on his 
way home, or to a ,party. He would 
have dined w.e1J, and perhaps he would 
be offered more that he did not really 
need. Fo.r .a moment or :two Jim held 
communisti-c views on lif.e. 

Here was the chap again, agreeable 
en0u.gh, th�gh his v·oice ·was curious
iy metallic. Somehow Blaisdell didn't  
l ike him. He had a feeling of  repul
sion as if some obscure sense, once 
active in his ancestors, warned him 
that here was some one who did not 
wish him well. It was idiotic, of  
course. He was -not being normal and 
the feeling vvas centered in sub
conscious resentment of the difference 
between them. 

He was a bit ashamed of it and, ;!S 
he had a match, he  answered, " Sure." 

He st>J"u<Yk the match, cupped it ,  
stood up with i t .  And suddenly it  
fanned or f.lickered Otlt before his eyes 
as they failed h-im, and the buildings 
about the square· began a sidHng dance 
while the ground heav-ed nnder his feet. 

The stranger caught him by the arm 
in a firm grip and Jim went back on 

2 D 



THE M U RDER l\IART 465 

the uench-dizzy, faint. The other sat 
beside him. His voice sounded dim. He 
was pouring something from a flask 
into a silver cup that fitted its bottom. 
J im got the reek of l iquor. It was at 
his l ips. 

" That," said the man, " is N apoleon 
brandy, eighteen hundred and eleven. 
It came from the Liquor Commission 
in Montreal and I can vouch for it. 

Try it ."  
I t  was l ike l iquid, concentrated l i fe. 

It was · ichor, the potion of the gods. 
It went down l ike delectable oil and it 

warmed and invigorated him as if by 
mag1c. 

" Great stuff," said the other. " How 
about a smoke-i f you've got another 
match ? A cigar-or a cigarette ?" 

He proffered a gold case, thin but 
heavy, and Jim took a cigarette. His 
views had changed concerning the 
man. He was a Good Samari tan, i f  
ever there was one. That the cordial 
brandy had something to do with his 
revised opinion he considered later. 

It was a good cigarette. He knew 
that. Any fag at t\venty for ten cents 
would have been welcome, but he was 
able to distinguish the rare flavor of  
th i s  one. He  took a long drag while 
the match flamed up and l i t  the 
stranger's face with a faint radiance. 

Again the eyes seemed to reflect the 
light curiously, with a lambency l ike a 
wol f's at a camp fire. The man's 
aquiline nose was l ike a beak ; the sl ight 
but well-trimmed mustachios, the tu ft 
below the mouth, made him look like a 
modern lvi cphistophelcs. Then he threw 
away the match and the odor of h i s  
redolent cigar rose with the more 
delicate fume of Blaisdell's cigarette 
as they sat beside each other in the 
middle of the night in Manhattan. 

Again J im Blaisdell had been con
scious of a swi ft searching glance, 

3 D  

not so much appraisal, perhaps, as a 
desire to know what he looked l i ke. 
It was as if the other had mentally 
photographed h im. That was J im's re
action. He was mentally alert ; the 
brandy had stimulated but not in
toxicated him. By nature, and some 
training, he was obserYant and de
ductive ; his most intense study was 
that of human nature. 

He did not think this man the type 
to spontaneously offer brandy almost 
a hundred and twenty years old to a 
derel ict on a bench. Not without cause. 
It was not benevolence. There \vas a 
reason here, an object. And, dimly, but 
strongly, J im Blaisdell sensed a vei led 
menace. 

A hunch, some would call it . But 
J im did not believe  in hunches as in
expl icable phenomena. Any more than 
he did in Luck-as meri. termed Luck. 
There was always something basic. 
This man might give out vibrations o f  
evil intention, despite himsel f, t o  ·which 
a sensitive person would tune in.  

Take a dog. A dog's sense of  smell 
has i ts nerves centered in a gland that 
is a lesser brain. Its smell stimulates 
memory of appetite, recalls a buried 
bone ; but also it infall ibly v.·arns. 

So Jim regarded the stranger while 
the latter played a perfect role of Good 
Scout, and J im's physical side, at least, 
responded to his suggestions of food, 
of rest, of cleanliness once more. A 
man cannot help watering a t  the mouth, 
especial ly after privations. 

.CHAPTER II  

" While You Live " 

14 I SAW you earlier," said the man, 
who had· introduced h imsel f as 
Wilton Lessing ; Jim had gh·en 

his own name. " One can hardly 
imagine an appointment at this place 
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and hour, especially as you have been 
here, to my knowledge, for upward 
of two hours. Nor is it a spot or the 
time for a picnic. You must excuse 
my assumption that you are not here 
by choice, but of necessity." 

" I'm flat broke," said Blaisdell 
s imply. 

" You are not alone. It has been a 
hard year. To come to the point, I 
think that !-although I am not the 
sole principal in the matter-can use 
you. It is not for nry long, but it 
will be a well paid position. If you 
qualify for certain tests that will be 
made I can guarantee you that, while 
you live, you will never be in your 
present predicament again ; in fact, so 
long as you live you will want for 
nothing-providing you pass the tests." 

Jim did not want to quibble \vith his 
good fortune, but the promised pay 
seemed exorbitantly high, too high to 
be true. Lessing seemed to sense his 
feeling. 

" If you qualify," he said, " it will be 
because you are probably the only man 
available, and it is only fair to suitably 
reward a proper candidate. Do you 
mind i f  I ask you a few leading ques
tions ? Have you been to college ?" 

" No. It couldn't he afforded. I got 
a good high school education.'' 

" That may prove sufficient. Do you 
play golf, take up other sports ?" 

" I have played golf and tennis. I 
can swim fairly well." 

" That should proYe sufficient also. 
You drive a car, of course ; perhaps 
have handled a launch. Do you know 
anything about flying ?'' 

" No. But I know engines." 
" Good. What kind of a job are 

you out of?" 
" I've had a shot at three or four. 

None lasted long, though no one dis
charged me for cause. but because of  

conditions. They laid me off, with the 
latest comers." 

" All right." 
Lessing's cigar did not seem to draw 

to his liking. He took out his lighter 
and this time it worked without 
trouble. Blaisdell liad a notion that it  
had never been out of order, but that 
he had asked for a match because of 
i ts  closer illumination. 

" I think you may do,' ' Lessing went 
on between puffs. " I am prep:;tred to 
make an advance on my own judg
ment, not only of your quali fying, but 
your honesty. I am giving you twenty
five dollars to-night. To-morrow, at 
ele\·en o'clock, go to the Hotel Com
modore, seat yoursel f in one of the 
spaces where seats are set in the lounge 
-the first to the left as you enter from 
the stairs. Sit facing the hotel desk. 
You will not see me. You will be un
der inspection, though you will proba
bly not notice when or how. I f  you 
pass this second series you will hear 
from me before noon. I f  you are not 
appro\'Cd of, the affair is closed. I f  
you are, there will be  a hundred dol
lars for you and a third and final test."  

He took out two bills and gan them 
to Blaisdell. 

" You incur no obligation with 
these." Lessing told h im. " I am not 
Haroun AI Raschid in disguise. Thi� 
is neither charity nor philanthropy. 
You will earn what more i s  to come 
easily, but we will profit by it. 

" I have not asked about your 
morals," he continued. and his metallic 
voice held a hinted sneer, " but I can 
assure you that you will not be asked 
to do anything that you will regret. 
Obviously I can go no further into the 
affair while your candidacy is in doubt. 
And now, good night to you. At the 
Commodore. at eleven precisely. i f  you 
please. " 
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He got up and strode away, his cigar  
>vell alight. Blaisdell saw a long, low 
car glide up to the Fi fth A venue curb. 
His man . got in, and the car went 
smoothly and swi ftly north. 

J im looked at  his sudden wealth. A 
meal at the Coffee Cup on Sixth Ave
nue, a good bed on the same thorough
fare. In the morning, break fast, a 
bath, new l inen and underwear, a shoe 
shine, cigarettes, and the Commodon;.· 
He  was well asleep within the hour. 

He a wakened just before dawn with 
t he broken memory of a dream in 
which he heard again the phrase-
7(•hilc you live you ·will want for noth
ing! It seemed in his dream, emanat
ing perhaps from some subconscious 
summing-up, to hold a sinister mean
ing. It seemed also that h i s  strange 
feeling of mistrust and dislike against 
Lessing had intensified. 

He had been promised much-·i f he 
passed the tests. So much for so little 
that those words,  u:lzile yo.u live, might 
well have a special significance. 

He sat up sweating ; though he had 
been warmly blanketed, this  was not 
natural perspirat ion. An inner men
tor seemed to say, " Let this thing 
alone, i t  i s  dangerous ."  

He had not specified h is  last job to  
Lessing because he  was  afraid of  
again  appearing ridiculous. Now, for 
another reason, he was glad he had 
reserved it. He felt that Lessing held 
him lightly, considered him as a chap 
not good enough to be of the ones se
lected to hold down jobs in t ime of  
stress but, from some unknown rea
�ons, considering him use ful for a 
:-;pecial affair. 

l\Iore than once in the last week 
Blaisdell had been laughed at more or 
less openly when he told a possible em
ployer that he had been w i th the A rgus 
Investigating Agency. 

" Detec&·e, eh ? Out of a job anJ 
can't get on the trail of another one ? 
Too bad, but we've nothing ."  

He  had not been with the Argus 
Agency long. H is work had been 
largely filing, the running of errands, 
no chance as  an operative, though once 
he had been set to shadow a man. No 
opportunity to know anything of the 
cases, the inside methods o f  the busi
ness. But t here had been a chance 
there, after all, and he had tried to 
make the most of it .  The profession 
appealed to him, the Argus had a fine 
reputation, and Blaisdell had studied 
hard.  Continental reports, scient ific 
means o f  detection, all ied to psycholo
gy, i ntense reading on unusual cases. 
He had believed he would make good, 
and then the head of  the firm had called 
him in .  

" Sorry to let you out .  Blaisdell ,  but 
business is slack. \Ve are forced to 
reduce the force. You are only one o f  
a score that have to be laid off. \ \ '  e 
can keep only the most experienced. 
Keep in touch with us, and if things 
pick up we'll take you on again." 

He  went out with two \veeks' salarv. 
That was six weeks ago and things h�d 
not picked up. The Argus Agency 
were paid investigators. There were 
regular clients and rout ine details, all 
good accounts. The head had not 
meant that crime had decreased. I t  

I 
had not. But , save where they were 
specially called in ,  that wa� the affair 
of  the pol ice. 

Blaisdell's study, his obsen·ation, as
sured him of the criminal act ivity in 
New York. A known, more or less 
registered and recorded crook, ior 
every two hundred inhabitants. Mur
der an everyday occurrence. M urder 
· for sale. Life cheap. No class ap
parently immune. The Murder l\Iart 
of Manhattan, one columnist had 
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styled the c ity, citing cases*where kil l
ings had been done, confessedly, from 
fifty dollars up to five thousand. There 
had been a book written on it by a 
gangster that frankly d iscu ssed the 
ways and means o f  murder and how 
to get away with i t. 

Blaisdell's vision might have been in
fluenced by his trend o f  observation. 
He still wanted to enter detective \\·ork. 
felt that he had an instinct for it. en
joyed the prospect o f  ad venture, the 
thrill  of pitt ing his wits against crooks 
in a warfare where the stakes "·ere 
good for the \Vinner ; for the loser, im
prisonment or death. But, even as he 
shook off the sinister presentiment , re
solved to go on with the affair, he re
tained the judgment that the three 
·words-while 'YOU li1·e-might hold an
other meaning than the usual one. Ea�y 
to promise a man eYerything so long 
as he was alive-and keep that promise 
-if one meant' to get rid o f  him a fter 
h i s  usefulness had been served. 

Still,  he had taken the twenty-five 
dollars, spent some o f  it. He was 
bound i n  common honesty at least to 
show up at the Commodore. Nothing 
more might come of i t .  1 f the open
ing continued, he woul<l go through 
with it. This sense of calamity threat
ening was a spur, a fter all .  L i fe for 
the past few weeks had been worse 
t han commonplace. There was no exci
tation in being out o f  work and stead ily 
getting out o f  money, with no prospect 
o f  renewing it .  

CHAPTER III 

Blaisdell Flies 

HE got his breakfast, bought clean 
l inen, and then bathed , si fting his  
impressions of Lessing. He did 

not place much confidence in physiog
nomy. He had learned that men who 

looked bran and honorable were often 
the opposite. The gallery of rogues 
at the Argus Agency was full of facial 
contradictions. The head of t he busi
ness had told Blai sdell ,  on one of the 
few occasions \Yhen he had conde
scended to commend h i m  and instruct 
him, that the essentials of a success ful 
detective were the faculty of observa
tion, the wits  to segregate the useful 
from the useless, a brain to studv and 
hold all k inds o f  knowledge, reas�ning 
powers for deduction and the follow
ing-up of l ines of thought. 

" A  face may show l ines of weak
ness and dissipat ion that serve as a 
guide," he had told Blaisdell. " But 
it  is the eyes alone that betray the eg<) 
o f  the man. They may be veiled, but 
their true look is re,·ealing." 

Lessing had l ines of bi tterness, of a 
sneering outlook on l i fe, Blaisdell re
flected, and his eyes had had a certain 
snakelike quality, a fixed regard tha t 
was arrogant and cruel. H e  had been 
careful with the usc of his \Yords. He 
had said that Blaisdell would be asked 
to do nothing he would regret. \Vhal 
i f  he was given no chance o f  regret . 
a ftcr he acted as thev \Vi shed ? 

It was an adventu;e that challenged. 
\iVith clothing- well brushed and 
pressed, with shoes shined and h i s  hair 
trimmed, his ch in shaved, a bit shabby 
but with a full stomach and mone)• 
for a few days' needs in his pocket, 
Blaisdell entered the Commodore at 
precisely eleven o'clock. and took the 
seat as he had been requested. He lit 
a. c igarette and !'tarted to read the · 
newspaper he had bought. 

l t  was a mixed crowd : loungers who 
were guests or took ach·antage of the 
comfortable chairs and couches ; men 
and women in about equal numbers 
some of whom looked toward the stairs 
c,·err little \\·hile with more or less 



THE M URDER l\l A RT 469 

i mpa tience ; others wno waited more 
patiently. Confidence men - and 
women-no doubt, among them, look
ing for suckers. There were caged 
canaries here and there singing cheeri
ly, bellhops passi ng about paging or 
carrying grips, the subdued bustle o f  
a b i g  hotel. 

Blaisdell read on. There had been 
more ki l l ings in the Murder Mart. 
Gangsters' wars, i nnocent children shot 
by stray bullets, pay rol l  and chain 
store robberies. 

He made no attempt to uncov er any 
inspection he migh t  be undergoing. 
Two or three t imes he felt he was being 
closely observed, but he ca refully 
avoided looking up, smok ing and read
ing on, acting naturally. At eleYen 
forty-five he heard his name being 
paged. The smart bellboy did not im
mediat�ly offer the note he carried on 
his t ray, clearly t rying to ident i fy 
Blaisdell i rom a description he had 
been given . 

" Dill you expect a message. !'i r ?"  
he asked. 

The mention of Lessing's name con
vinced him. Blaisdell  gave him a . t ip. 
The envelope contained a yellow
backed century note and a card o f  bri e f  
instructions. 

Pennsyh·ania Station. Take 3· T O  for 
G a rden C i ty, Long T sland. You will be 
met. Do not bring cloth es. All will be 
provided. 

Blaisdell knew there was an a i rport 
at Garden City. I t  was obv ious, soon 
a fter he got i nto the big car which.  
with Lessing in the back seat, met him, 
that they were bound there. The d river, 
in l ivery, looked like a dogged, reckless 
type who would stop short of nothing 
in h i s  own interests. He touched his 
v i sored cap respect fully, but Blaisdell  
felt a covert mockery in the gesture, 

as i f  part oi some play the other se
cretl y  relished. Lessing was suan, 
congratulatory, 

" You are fl ying to the place for 
your final test," he said . .  " A ques
_t ionnaire and a physical examination. 
I hope they will be sat is factory. Ed
wards " -he nodded at the d ri Yer's 
broad back-" w i l l  pilot the ship. You 
w i l l  be the only passenger.. I shall fol
low in the car. I am not air-minded. 

" If any one at the ai rport addresses 
you as Clinton, show no denial.  l f  
you are asked i f  you wil l  t ry out the 
plane yoursel f, s imply say, ' Not now ; 
perhaps later,' or words to that e f 
fect-and a s  f e w  o f  -them as possible. 
You w i l l  meet Clinton presently, and 
he w i l l  fly the ship back. I don't ask 
you to impersonate him, but if others 
appear to recognize you as Cl inton, do 
not disabuse their minds. I f  you are 
short it w i l l  be in character. Clinton 
i s  moody at t i mes. Cutler Clinton is  
his ful l  name. You may have heard 
of him. " 

Blaisdel l 's  retent i ve memory clicked 
out vague pict ures of a young man 
who went in for sports in somewhat 
reckless fashion, fl ying, motor boat 
racing, polo. Seen in the brown sheets, 
at the talking newsies. He had not 
thought o f  h imsel f as particularly re
sembling him, yet now he realized that 
it migh t  have been some such t hought 
that had made him remember. He 
mentioned the fact of recollection. 

" I' l l  find i t  a bit h ard to qual i fy as 
an expert i n  his l ine," he said. 

Lessing nodded carele_ssl y. 
" You can be off form, under the 

weather, avoid stunts and competi
tions," he said. · •  I t  i s  particularly ad
vantageous at the present time for 
Cl inton to have a double, and he can 
well a fford it. We are Aying to his  
pla�e-or rather yo11 arc .  Later (Jil 
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you may understand better his reason 
for needing a twin temporarily. The 

. a ffair may not last longer than two or 
three months, \vhile Clinton goes 
abroad. But we shall want to keep in 
touch with you-retain your services," 
he added, a trifle hastily. 

Blaisdell noticed his eyes of cold 
gray, glittering, serpentlike. He be
l ieved Lessing, if not deliberately ly
ing, was juggling the t ruth. To be a�
sured of a competency for l i fe  for 
three months' employment was a bit 
thick. Lessing might think l ittle of 
his intelligence-a man out ,o f work. 
It was as well to be underestimated i f  
there was anything crooked going 011 . 
And Blaisdell believed there was. 

They might try to use him as a pawn 
in their chess game-a dummy to be 
sacrified early. But pawns sometime . .; 
fought their way acro�s the board, or 
reached the far side unnoticed, and 
then became the most important piece 
upon it. 

" Is the plane ready, Edward� ?'' 
Lessing asked the chauffeur. 

" If it ain't, i t 's no fault of mine, 
and there'll be somethin' doin'. I tol(l 
'em Clint had to haYe it in shape right 
a fter noon or he'd t ry out some other 
crate." 

They reached the drome, droYe to a 
hangar outside of which a two-seater 
plane was being gone 0\·er by motor 
macs. She was a biplane, dual pur
pose, equipped with both pontoons--=:: 
now drawn up-and landing wheels. 
A modern machine of metal, with slot
ted wings and a wide spread. 

Blaisdell looked at her with interest. 
He had been up a few t imes, had han
dled controls, though he had not gone 
solo ; and had helped to O\'erhaul air
plane engines. To him, a detect ive  
should be able to do such things. 

The engines of this plane were run-

ning sweetly, rening up as the car 
stopped, and Lessing led the way in
side the hangar to a dressing room . 
Edwards took two flying suits from a 
pri vate locker init ialed C. C . ,  and 
handed one to Blaisdell. 

" Not much chance of that not fit
ting you," he said with a familiar grin. 
" Fastens with a zipper that goes 
crosswise. It 's  Clint's.  Tt's only a 
short hop and you hardly need it, hut 
it's good wardrobe. ' '  

" I 'm start ing ahead," said Lessing·. 
" You'll be there first. I'll telephone 
to make sure the landing strips are 
out. ' '  

" They better be," growled Ed
wards. He was a little out of charac
ter as an employee, to Blaisdell. 
" \\'ho'll be there ? Hanchett and 
Martin ? "  

" Yes. Clinton now; u r  a l i tt le  
later.'' 

" Okay. 1 hope l\Ia rtin got what 1 
told him to. " He turned to BlaisdelL 
' '  Put on the chute, mister. You ain't 
going to have to use i t, but the bus is  
new, and these new crates do crack up 
someti mes. You sa vn· how to u,;e 
this ? Get clear of the windslip and 
count ten before you pull that ring, 
jerk it steady but hard, land with your 
knees flexed. Right ?" 

Lessing left them while Edward,: 
adjusted his own pack. He and Blai�
dell left the hangar together. 

" 'raking her up. l\1 r. Clinton ?''  
asked one of the macs. " She's a nice 
little ship. Listen to her purr, w illya ?" 

It was Blaisdell's cue. His  face, 
framed in the helmet, had passed mus
ter as Clinton's. · Edwards, playing 
up, looked at him as i f  in(j_uiringly. 
Blaisdell shook his head. 

" I may bring her back,'' he an
swered. " I don't feel onrly fit right 
110\\'. 
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Edwards grinned approvingly, gave 
him a \vink, winked again at the mac 
with a gesture that indicated that Cut
ler C l inton was nursing a hangover. 

They got in. The plane had double 
controls. Edwards, testing the motor, 
took opportunity to tell h im to leave 
them alone. Then the revolutions in
creased, the whole fabric quivered as 
if w ith eagerness. 

They got contact, the chocks were 
removed, and they started down the 
runway, getting off quickly, mount
ing, banking, spiraling for height. And 
then, wi th the wind behind them, they 
headed east at a fast clip. "Long I s
land, the Sound, and the wrinkled At
lantic looked like a map in low relief ; 
the towers of  Manhattan behind them, 
were draped in haze. 

Blaisdell sought to keep track of  
their route and, later, of  thei r destina
t ion, watching the coast l ine, roads, 
towns, stretches of woodland. I t  
might be  valuable in formation i f  he 
could acqui re it .  Edwards flew as he 
had dri\ren the car, with easy expert
ness, a sense of balance that seemed 
to anticipate air currents  and vacuums. 
An easy plane to handle, Blaisdell 
t hought as they soared. 

Edwards was a good deal of a thug. 
He had hidden a caul iflower ear under 
his helmet. But Blaisdell felt no idea 
of present danger. They were not 
paying him a hundred and twenty-five 
dollars just to take him up in a plane 
and get rid of h im somehow. That 
would be risky for Edwards, who 
wanted to get what he had asked Mar
tin, whoever he was, to procure. Blais
del l ' s  idea of that was l iquor. 

They began to Yolplane down. Blais
dell saw a white house close to the 
shore where a launch was riding, only 
a dot now, but larger than others that 
dotted the Sound. Gardens, some 

trees, a w ide, long lawn that led to 
terraces OYerlooking the water ; the 
white parallelograms of the landing 
slips laid out upon it. The pontoons 
were stil l  tucked up, l ike a duck's pad
dles when it fl ies. They were landing 
on the lawn. Cl inton's  estate. 

Two tiny figures were looking up, 
retreating as Edwards brought the 
ship into the wind and made a perfect 
three-pointer, taxiing along the clipped 
turf  to a standstil l  with the expert use 
of an axle brake. 

The two men were coming forward. 
One, very corpulent, dressed in white 
fl annels, a mammoth of a man with a 
face that seemed the very model for a 
mask of good humor. I t  was to prove 
Blaisdell's ideas about physiognomy 
before very long. This was Martin. 

" You got here, eh ? HO\v are you ?' '  
He nodded to Blaisdel l ,  creasing deep
ly triple chins, his eyes crinkling. " I  
got your stuff, Edwards. And some 
l imes and mint. Ah, don't worry, 
Hanchett," he added to the lean, wiry 
dark man who walked with a l imp and 
whose face seemed lined \vith distrust 
of everything. " I t's okay. \Ve're all 
pals together. You'd worry over the 
death of  a newborn louse, Eddy. We'll 
a l l  have a julep, or a ricky. Clint 
ain't here. 'vVe won't wait for him, or 
Lessing. Have another when they 
cotne." 

CHAPTER IV 

The Double 

THERE did not appear to be any 
servants but an elderly, dried-up 
housekeeper and her son, who, 

i f  he was not a hal f-wit, was none too 
bright. A poor retinue for so big a 
house. Martin explained i t  as he  mixed 
the cocktail s  for dinner. 

" Hard to keep servants. hard to get 
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'em, out here in the sticks. No amuse
ments. We'n got a new batch com
ing out the end of the week. Mean
�ime the old lady can cook, and the 
dummy can wash d ishes.  Here 's  to 
all  of  us." 

H is jov iali ty scemeJ to include 
Blaisdell, in  marked contrast with the 
continued sourness of H anchett. Less
ing, who had arri ved, was, as eYer, 
suave. Edwards was \Y i th the group. 
Clinton still absent. 

" Hanchett's worrying again,' '  
railed Martin. " Over C lint . He's al l  
right, Eddy . He'll  take care o f  h i m
sel f-now." 

Nothing showed on the surface
nothing but the slight pause Lefore t he 
last word, the t iny emphasis upon i t : 
bu t it seemed to Dlaisdell as i f  l\ 'lart in 
\vas projecting a j oke t hat was under
stood by the others-and not by Blai s
dell. For now he was watching straws 
to show which way th e  w ind Llew, and 
that wind, he knew, \Yas not one that 
would bring him any good. Edwards's 
familiarity was too obviou�. too i r
regular. He h imsel f was being t real
ed with a sort of easy-going, toler
ance, but he had not been alone for a 
moment ;  he doubted i f  he would he 
left alone again-or at lca�t 1111-

watched. 
He knew by now that all o f  them 

carried guns except l\'Jartin. Hanchet t 
had one in a neatly fitt ing shoulder 
holster. Edwards had revealec'. h is  
boldly in a shou lder clip. Les sing's was 
betrayed in  his hip pocket, a pocket , 
Blaisdell fancied, made especially for 
such a purpose. 

" To hell wit h  Clinton," snapped 
Hanchett . " I don 't care i f  he hreab 
his  neck. ' '  

The stout �·[artin roared at th is. 
t ossed off h i s  g lass and refilled it. 

" That would he a hel l of :1 joke, on 

Clint j ust 110\V," he said, and again 
B la isdel l had a ,· i sion of windstraws 
in a gale that blew toward him.  \Vhy 
did they want hi m to double for Clin
ton ? Why ? And why would it be a 
joke i f  Clinton broke his  neck ? For, 
though it was obv iously a j est,  a grim 
one, i t  brought a grin to Edward;; 
and a t\vitch of the lips that rai sed 
Le,:sing' s 11Witclu:. 

" I t's the gi rl I'm worry ing about ," 
said Hanchett. " She's been over he-re 
t w ice. Clint was a fool to monkey 
with a girl liv ing right here. What 
are \\'e "-he glanced a t  Blaisdell
" going to do about her ? She's no 
fool. She's seen Clint, kept that date 
with h i m  in town, but he didn't close 
her out . I couldn 't tell her to stay 
a way. She don't like us, we know 
t ha t .  And she's a nosey \Hen. She' l l  
spot hint ' '-aga in he looked Blai sdell ' s  
way-" in  a j i ffy. I f  she does-'-" 

" Aw, take another drink," broke i ft 
Mart in.  '' You can ant icipat e more 
t rouble than nineteen old women. Th i s  
young chap ' I I  do nicely, I t hink. We'll 
know bet ter a fter Clint shows . \Ve 
can handle the girl . "  

Hanchett subsided ,  muttering. 
Blai�dell had filled in his question

nai re. It seemed to be approved . I t  
\Yas not ent irely accurat e. H e  did not 
use the name of the Argos Agency in 
t hat of his former employments. I t  
!'eemed t o  h i m  that the list was pre
pared rather carefully to find out his 
affiliations. He represented h imsel f a s  
practical ly friend less . 

To the suggest ion, ordinary enough 
in such documents, that he give a name 
and address of h is closest friend o r  
relat i ,· e he had made the answer that 
he had nobodv who could act in either 
capacity, and that he had no per
manent address. That, he thought, was 
\\·hat they wan ted , an assurance t ha t  
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no one was specially interested in him 
or his ,..,·hereabouts. He informed them 
that he was neither married nor en
gaged to be. It all summed him up as 
a stray, away from his home state, en
tirely on his own, not likely to be 
missed or inquired for. 

On top of  which he let it appear that 
he did not hold liquor too well. He 
did not know what they were up to, 
but it began to look as if they did not 
value Clinton very highly, as i f  some
thing might happen to Clinton, while 
he, Blaisdell, might be used to conr 
that up until they had achieved their 
sinister purpose-perhaps to clean up 
on Clinton's estate and leave Blaisdell 
holding the bag. 

.But they were all a l ittle too open 
and above board. It '"as as i f  they did 
not care what he learned about them. 
And he was sure that they were all 
four of them, Lessing, Martin, Han
chett and Edwards, wise, hardboiled 
guys in some unhallowed partnership. 

The cocktails had given his pulses a 
flip, but not so much as the gradual 
unfolding of the adventure. That was 
a genuine thrill. The talk about the 
servants was faked, of course. Previ
ous ones had been discharged while 
Blaisdell was being introduced into the 
game, and until the real Clinton de
parted. Now there was another actor 
in the play-the unnamed girl who 
seemed to be more or less embroiled 
with Clinton. Hanchett had said she 
was not a fool, and Hanchett would be 
a good judge. Blaisdell wondered 
whether he would see her-and how 
soon. Not i f  the rest. could help it, 
though he could see already that they 
meant his impersonation to take place 
naturally, to let him be seen, as he had 
been at the aerodrome-and widely 
recognized as Clinton. Then-what 
then ? 

It was a puzzle he could not even 
guess the solution of, but he wished he 
had one of their guns. He could use 
one ; that had been a part of his sel f 
training, 

A detective who could not outdraw 
or outshoot a crook had a poor show 
these days. And, i f  this quartet were 
not working a racket, then Blaisdell 
had no right imagining he would ever 
be a detective. 

I t  was midnight before a car dron 
up outside with a scrape of gravel as 
the brakes were put on hard. Then the 
front door was opened, there were 
quick, slightly unsteady steps, and a 
young man with a flushed face, wear
ing dinner clothes, entered. 

By this time Martin's good humor 
had abated a trifle, from sleepiness. 
Edwards had got surly 'vi th liquor and 
he amused himself baiting Hanchett, 
who looked at him now and then with 
a glance of malevolence that amused 
the other. Lessing kept peace between 
them. He was the actual leader, Blais
dell thought. 

And here '"as Clinton, beyond a 
doubt. I t  is not easy for a man to 
recognize himself in another. An ex
cellent photograph is sometimes sur
prising to its original, and many actors 
have swallowed astonishment, i f  not 
chagrin, when their film selves are 
shown. 

But this chap was l ike enough Blais
dell to be his twin. Dress them alike, 
give them the same mannerisms, place 
them in like surroundings, and it 
weuld be hard, indeed, to distinguish 
between them. 

" Got here, did yon ?" asked Han
chett with sarcasm. 

" To your great relief, Hanchett, no 
doubt. You would have just hated 
it i f  I had smashed. I have seen that 
same benevolent dread in yom eyes 
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when I take off. I see the new plane's 
here. And so is my double. " 

He stood staring at Blaisdell with a 
strange expression that the latter was 
not able to interpret. Clipton ha·d signs 
of dissipation on his fa-ce that his youth 
so far kept l ight, and there was a <:er
tain recklessnes� about him that seemed 
deeper. He laughed shortly as he took 
Bla isdell's hand, and there was neither 
warmth nor spontaneity in his grasp. 
His eyes were mean, cakulating. 

Yet, i f  there was anything in phys
iognomy at all these two should act 
and think alike. Blaisdell knew his own 
honesty. He doubted the other's. Old 
Finley, head of Argus, had been right. 
It was the eyes that revealed the ego, 
the soul. Clinton's were hag-ridden, 
beyond all doubt. 

He turned to Edwards. 
" How did the crate behave ?" 
" She's all okay," said Edwards, 

slowly. 
These ·· men did not mean well by 

Clinton, Blaisdell was sure. Their at
titude toward him was hidden under a 
veneer o f  friendship, good-fellowship. 
But it was not sincere. It might hide 
the answer to their need of him. 

" I'll fly her back," said Clinton. 
" I 'm not too lit for that. In fact, I 
want a shot right now. _ Don't worry, 
Hanchett. My insurance covers flying. 
You ought to know that." 

Blaisdell saw a red light in Lessing's 
eyes, a sort of danger signal, as he rose 
and gave Clinton his drink. 

" One or two things to talk over 
first," he said meaningly. " You'll have 
to change, Clint-take a tub. " 

" Suits me. I understand-" 
" \Vhat we don't  understand," put in 

Hanchett nastily, " is why you didn't  
put over what you said you could 
with this  girl, Edith Renton. She was 
over here this afternoon. "  

Clinton laughed a s  h e  mixed his 
highball. 

" I did what I could. I knew her long 
before I met you, you see. I told her 
the truth, that I was broke, what with 
the gee-gees, dice and stocks. Acknowl
edged I was a gambler, a drunkard and 
all the rest of it .  She said she'd stick, 
that money didn't mean a thing if I'd 
brace up. Gave me a lecture. Said she 
loved me when I was myself and 
despised me when I cut loose. She was 
right, at that. I 've a notion she'd marry 
me without a cent to reform me. She's 
a sport, Hanchett-and you'll keep her 
out of this, understand that ?" 

" Then she'll stay out of it. She 
wasn't mentioned in the bargain when 
we got together. She ain't going to 
spoil the play now . . . " . 

Again that red warning signal 
showed in Lessing's eyes, but not in his 
manner. 

It was curious how freely they 
talked in front of him, Blaisdell told 
himself.  Curious, but not funny. I t  
gave him too much the feeling he was 
going to be a pawn that is used for an 
opening move or two and then 
sacrificed. 

" Talk like that doesn't get us any· 
where," said Lessing. " We'll have to 
solve the question of the girl ourselves, 
after Clinton goes. Meantime-I'II  
show you your room, Blaisdell .  It  is  
Clinton's, naturally." 

This was an order. They all  came 
up to the suite except Hanchett, who 
sulked below. The bedroom gave to a 
balconr that looked through trees, 
growing close to the house, out to 
Long Island Sound, bathed in moon
light, tremulous on the tide. Roses 
nodded from a trellis. A man's room, 
but luxuriously furnished. 

The bathroom had a sunken pool, a 
shower, ti led floor and walls. Clinton 
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got out pyj amas and tossed them on 
the bed as he arranged a change for 
h imself. Blaisdell wondered if he had 
meant what he said when he declared 
he was broke. I f  so, what did that 
mean in the game ? I t  was still ob
scure. 

" We want to compare your body 
with Clinton's, Blaisdell," said Lessing. 
" You may have occasion to go in 
swimming, get under a shower." 

There was more to i t  than that,  
Blaisdell thought, though he could not 
see what. And then the idea flashed 
on him. It i llumined his mind as 
lightning throws up every detail of a 
dark landscape. 

They mig-ht  \vant to be able to have 
him ident i fied as Clinton, not merely in 
the living flesh, but as a dead body ! 

Why, he could not tell .  It did not 
fit in with the conviction he held that 
they were not playing square with Clin
ton. though they might be in the same 
deal that he was, all as principals. But 
he knew he was right, and it tcok all 
his control to show nothing but go on 
undressing with a careless consent to 
their examination. 

They looked him over carefully. 
Even to Blaisdell, as  he stood stripped 
beside Clinton in the bathroom, there 
was a difference in their bodies. They 
were about the same weight, but dif
ferently_ hui lt. Clinton was a bit  flabby. 
Dlaisdell was in condition, extra lean 
from short rations. They were not 
shaped alike. But the others seemed 
satisfied, though Clinton did not say 
much. Neither had any blemishes save 
for a mole on Blaisdell's r ight arm. 
That, Lessing said, could, and would, 
be removed. There was evident 
pleasure over almost identical vaccina
tion marks. 

But any one who knew Clinton inti
mat ely. any trainer, for instance, would 

ne,·er mistake one body for the other. 
Blaisdell tried to get some comfort out 
of that a f ter they left him, but could 
not. He heard the roaring take-off o f  
the plane, the dying murmur o f  its 
motors. Clinton would land at the 
field and they would think him the same 
man as Blaisdell had been. 

Blaisdell was watched. Edwards 
thrust in his coarse head later. 

" I'm just across the hall," he 
grinned. '' \\' ith my door open. I ain't 
going to sleep to-night. So, if you \\"ant 
anything, buddy, I ' l l  be there." 

I t  was grim warning. They were 
not going to lose sight of him. He 
might be only a pawn, but he was valu
able-for the time. 

CHAPTER V 

A Game of Mystery 

THE program started and con
tinued much as Blaisdell had 
imagined it \Yould. The plane 

came back, flown by E<hYards, a day or 
so a fter Clinton had left. He gathered 
that the company which built it was 
anxio11s to get the endorsement o f  a 
sporting flyer as well known as Clin
ton ; the ship "·as designed for amateur 
pilots. especially those who l ived near 
water and might commute from Long 
Island or Connect icut to :!';" ew York 
They would make the question of pay
ment easy, i f  not eliminate it altogether, 
for the use of his  recommendation in 
their publicity. 

The plane was used senral times, al
ways with Edwards as pilot, to take 
Blaisdell back and forth to the country 
club for gol f and, occasionally, tennis. 
He i:ched to handle the controls, but 
a natural caution restrained him from 
at1y suggestion. He might need the 
piane for a quick get-away. 

It had come to his  mind that they 
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might want to use him as an alibi for 
Clinton, who did not return and whose 
whereabouts were kept secret from 
Blaisdell. 

True to Martin's suggestion, fresh 
servants arrived from a New York 
agency. They naturally accepted Blais
dell as Clinton. The housekeeper and 
her nitwit  son left. Blaisdell had gath
ered that she was some connection of 
Hanchett's. 

He saw nothing of the girl save once, 
when Hanchett, who was playing go1 f 
with him, pointed her out, driving from 
the tee they were approaching. She was 
fairly tall, slender, l issome, her bare 
head with a wind blown bob of blond 
hair, her figure rounded, athletic, a 
young Diana. She sent the ball far and 
true down the fairway. I f  she was con
scious of their prox imity, she gave no 
sign. 

Blaisdell saw dangers in  this gol f 
and tennis  playing and pointed them 
out to Hanchett and, later, to the 
others. They had been urging him to 
play with some of the 1nen who greeted 
him daily, or with a mixed foursome. 
Blaisdell demurred and. argued it out 
with them. 

. 

At present only Hanchett and Less
ing played with him, the latter the bet
ter of the two. Both had been given 
v isitors' cards by Clinton. A conversa
t ion Blaisdell had heard in the locker 
room when he returned for a cigarette 
case he had le f t  on a bench, certain re
marks made by players and also by the 
professionals, by greensmen, proved 
that the plans of Lessing_ and his as
sociates had flaws. 

' ' You say it's important for me to be 
seen in usual places, doing usual 
things,' ' said B laisdel l .  " I  may look 
l ike Clinton, but I don't play like him. 
I can't go round in less than eighty-. 
five. And my form is not the same as 

his. :My woods play is poor compared 
to the length he got. He was a specialist 
on chip shots and I 'm not. They take a 
lot o f  practice. I 've been mildly kidded 
about this sort of thing . . They think 
I 'm moody, out of sorts, and you say 
that suits your book, but when they 
start talking it  over, as they are be
ginning to, they'll tumble. The same 
with tennis. Clinton was a crack. I 
haven't got any backhand or anything 
like his service. 

" Some day they'll get on to the fact 
that I don't fly the plane, though so far 
they haven't, as the landing field isn't 
near enough to the clubhouse for them to 
notice. B ut they are talking a -little. I 
can't sign the chits because of  my signa
ture looking wrong. So I pay cash for 
what I get. They'll put these things to
gether. " 

" What did you hear ?" asked Less
mg. 

" Three chaps discussing my disposi
t ion and the way I 'd gone off my game. 
It seems they figured on Cl inton to win 
an important match for them. That 
keeps their eye on my play. One fello"'v 
said I played l ike somebody entirely 
different. The saving grace was that 
another comn1ented that it was my 
mind off form more than my body. 
Said I \vas posted at three clubs he be
longed to and that 'he heard T owed d. 
lot of  money, a good many thousands, 
for contract bridge alone. Then your 
names came into i t ."  

' ' Don't spare our feelings i f  there i s  
anything you might feel we wouldn .' t  
care to  l isten to," said Lessing sneer
ing. " \Ve arc not the usual type of 
country club members, and they' i l  
naturally gossip. That was a r isk we 
had to take. As to your pointers on your 
different style of play there was an over
sight  on our part. It  was smart of you 
to think of it," he added speculat ively, 
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as i f  he was beginning to rerise his 
opinion of Blaisdell's intellect. " Go 
on ; what did they say about me, and 
Hanchett and Martin ? I take it they 
did not discuss Edwards ?" 

" No. I didn't hear very much. They 
thought I 'vas gone. I ran the risk of  
seeming to  listen, and that wouldn't 
have helped, eithef. But they think 
Hanchett is a lawyer of some kind . . .  ' '  

" Probably a snide mouthpiece," put 
in Edwards, always present at their 
talks, never missing a chance to go�d 
Hanchett. His surmise was true, 
though Blaisdell did not say so. 

" They think that you and Martin," 
he went on to Lessing, " are interested 
with me-with Clinton-in some busi
ness deal that will get Clinton out o f  
his mess ; that Hanchett i s  acting a s  at
torney. And they added that they 
thought you would get the long end. 
I came away then without being seen. ' '  

" The only thing to do is  to advance 
matters," said Martin, with the geni
ality out of his voice. " \Ve are not 
quite ready for the climax, but perhaps 
we can go ahead with it. \Ve are much 
obliged to you, Blaisdell, for your 
ideas." 

" Greatly indebted." capped Lessing. 
Hanchett was sour, half sneering, and 
Edwards grinned openly. 

Again Blaisdell was impressed with 
the presentiment-it was more than 
that by now-that he was to be their 
cat's-paw. His idea that he was con-, 
stantly watched had been long ago con
firmed. 

" I could cut out the go! f for 
a while," he suggested. " Still fly over 
to the club and go in swimming. An
nounce that I'm stale. There is nothin6 
better than swimming for getting in 
general shape and, as I won't be com
peting, no one will notice much. As for 
the bathing suit, they\•e seen me under 

the showers and I don't  think any of  
them doubt, up to now, but that I'm 
Clinton.'' 

" That's not a bad scheme," said 
1\hrtin, brightening up. " I' l l  go in 
with you myself. I float more than 1 
swim, but the water is where I shine, if 
I shine at all ." 

The others agreed. K one of them, 
it appeared was any hand at swimming. 

Martin, as he said, floated like a 
barrel, paddled himself about handily. 
One of the others was always handy. 
Edwards, in the capaci ty of plane me
chanic, was never far away. 

Not many used the water. There was 
a float a quarter of a mile out where 
Martin hauled out and basked. A small 
island about a mile off shore where 
there was a landing stage for boats, a 
spot used occasionally for picnics. 

Blaisdell was at home in the water. 
He swam almost as he walked, a 
natural performer. But not knowing 
how good Clinton had been, he re
frained from any exhibitions. His 
guards-for they were little less than 
that--did not seem to care how far he 
went out to sea. It  was a good fence. 

They were tightening up, closing in. 
They no longer took him into carele

1
ss 

confidence. but held their mvn talks in 
private. The climax was coming. As 
soon as they felt he had been sufficient
ly exhibited, day in and out, as 
Clinton, as soon, perhaps, as Clinton 
had reached whatever destination he 
had been bound for ; the thing they 
planned would happen. I t  did not make 
Blaisdell nervous, but it held him tense. 
He had to anticipate that moment, be 
prepared to protect himself and-far 
more to his purpose-detect and expose 
them. 

If he could pull off a big coup, with 
the aid of the Argus Agency, he would 
get his job back and on a different. 
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sounder basis-as one who had proved 
capacity. This was going to be a big 
coup. These men were not putting in 
their time for a · few thousands. 

CHAPTER VI 

Unmasked 

IT was the third day he had gone into 
the water, Martin dozing on the float 
to which he invariably went with a 

flask of the hooch he provided ; when 
Blaisdell leisurely, but steadily, swam 
toward the little island. The sun glare 
was on the water and he kept his eyes 
from it, using a side stroke that took 
him along nicely. 

He was half way when he noticed 
he was not alone. A curving arm, 
tanned golden brown, graceful ·and 
strong, cleaved the water in the same 
stroke he was w�ing. A head flashed, 
without a bathing cap, though it was 
a girl's. I t  was wet and slick, but still 
gold. Blaisdell knew that this was the 
girl-Edith Renton-who had been 
called a sport by Clinton, whom he had 
endeavored to discourage because her 
instinct and keen woman's notice might 
detect their imposture. Hanchett, it 
had come out, had practically insulted 
he� 

· 

She turned over, swimming back
handed for a while, then shi fted and 
saw Blaisdell. Her hail came over the 
short distance between them in a voice 
that was huskily sweet. It  sent a thrill 
through Blaisdell, one that had nothing 
to do with tfie complication in hand. 
It was personal. It was contact, a cer
tain inevitable affinity. I f  she ever 
learned of his position, she would 
despise him, at the least. But the call 
was a challenge he could not well re
fuse, he decided, knowing all the time 
that he wanted to see her closer, to 
listen to her, whatever the risk. Here 

was adventure also, allied to the other, 
but apart. 

" I want to talk with you, Cutler, 
now we're alone. Can you make the 
island ?" 

She seemed a little doubtful of 
Cutler Clinton's swimming prowess as 
compared to her own, or to his exploits 
ashore. 

Martin, Blaisdell knew, was snooz
ing, drowsy from sun and Scotch. 
Edwards would be mooning about the 
clubhouse quarters, keeping only a 
casual eye on the water with Martin 
on the actual job. 

" Okay," he called back, " I can 
make it." 

He let her lead, half inclined to with
draw, fearful of discovery, yet holding 
a feeling that even that might not be 
altogether disadvantageous. He should 
learn something of Clinton from talk
ing with her as Clinton. She would 
think it dishonorable, i f  she knew, and 
he held already a hope he felt was vain 
enough that some day he might know 
her as himself,  not sailing under false 
colors. 

She had wanted to marry Clinton, 
penniless or not, to help him be his 
better self and Clinton had angrily de
manded that Hanchett leave her out of 
things. 

Blaisdell was committed now. He 
watched her perfect body emerge. She 
walked up the wharf to an open shelter, 
:where she waited for him. His own 
body was plain enough in his wet swim
ming togs, but she did not seem to 
dream he was any one but Clinton. 

" You look better, Cutler, " she said. 
" Not so much as if you did with too 
little sleep and too-" 

" Too much dissipation ?'' Blaisdell 
asked, playing his role as best he could. 
He felt unmasked, conscious of his 
different build, that the tones of  his 
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,·oicc were wrong. 1 f this girl loved 
Clinton, she could not be mi staken i n  
a counterfeit, surely. 

" You said that you had lost every
thing," she went on. " And apparently 
included me in that catalogue, without 
consulting my wishes. \Vhy are you 
t ied up with those men you have at 
your house, · with whom you play 
around the course ? They are not 
gentlemen. One of them. the one called 
Hanchett, has a shady reputation. I 
have heard him discussed. l-Ie is l ittle 
better than a shyster lawyer with a 
criminal practice. The fat one is said 
to make his living selling rotten stock. 
:\s for the other, he is sa id to be a 
blackmailer, an exploiter of women. 
principally those who are fools enough 
to think they are artist� .  or patronesses 
oi the arts." 

" You seem to have been gathering 
information.'' Blaisdell said as she 
paused. It was his cue to be sulky, he 
thought, the mood helped to suggest 
any difference in his  \·oice. He sat 
huddled with his elbows on his knees, 
his chin resting on the back of his  
locked hands. His profile. at lea�t was 
correct. 

" I am naturally interested. You 
claimed to love me. I told you that I 
loved you. I did, part of you. I f  you 
\vere only what you look to be, seem 
to be, at times. I have no love for 
your making a fool of yourself  with 
a crowd that is only out for your 
money, either the ones you run with 
i n  town, or this outfit, w i th their im
pudent chaffeur who pilots you over to 
the club. Aren't you flying any more ? 
Have you lost your nerve ?" 

She had evidently seen more than 
any of them dreamed. She knew he 
did not fly the plane. What else ? 

" Cutler," she said abruptly, " you 
said once that if we marri ed, yotl would 

do me the greatest f avor by dying. You 
were drunk then, or hal fway. I had 
been ragging you and you said you 
were broke, \\'Orth little to me anyway 
alive, but that i f  you died 1 shoul(l be 
wealthy with your insurance. You 
we,re in a sneering, nasty mood. You 
made a lot of wisecracks that I needed 
money. had always been used to it, that 
you could not give me clothes or jewels, 
that the house was mortgaged and that 
I would be a fool to gamble on your 
dying. 

" That was the first t i me you tried to 
break it off with me. You have never 
said you did not love me. I told you 
then that I Joyed you-or part of you 
-and hated the rest. But 1 am, I have 
been. pal enough to see i f  there wasn't 
some way out of the mess, and you 
ha,·e got your:;d f in deeper. Those 
men you live with are rotters. Crooks. 
They are a fter something, at your ex
pense. Tell me one thing. \\·hat was 
the name of the insurance company 
you had your big policy with ? You 
told me then, but I have forgotten."  

" I don't remember." 
" That's rubbish. You pay the pre

miums right along. Tell me ?" 
She had him cornered. Blaisdell 

t ried to stall the only way he could. 
" There's no use discussing this," he 

muttered, but he began to see t hings 
more clearly. 

Suddenly she stood up, faced him. 
" You're not Cutler Clinton," she 

blazed at him. " Clinton couldn't swim 
this far the way you did. You are 
built differently. Even your face is 
different , not just chang�d. Did you 
and your fellow crooks think you could 
fool me ? They have tried to keep me 
away. but I got my chance. a fter I 
had found out things. The insurance 
company clinches i t .  You are an im
postor. Something has happened t o  
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Clinton ami I am going to find out 
\vhat it is. I am going to expose you 
-you d i rty sneak-you spy !" 

She wheeled, ran down the \\·barf, 
dived and started for shore in a swi ft 
era'" I. l t  was as fast a pace as Blai s
del l  could hope to must er, i f  not better. 
There was no doubt but what she 
meant what she sai d .  · Purpose dom
inated her. H er inqui ries would break 
up the plans, tie up Blaisdel l himsel f 
in \vhatever criminal scheme t here was. 
He cou ld not hope to clear himsel f 

save by h i s  own successful  effort s to 
uncover the racket.  She would fore
stal l  him, ruin him,  ruin also any re
mot e chance he might have had o f  
meet ing her decen tly.  l\"o doubt of 
her abi l ity.  She would have the club
house by the ears if she used no other 
methods. The game was up. and he 
invol ved i n  i t  as a scoundrel , a man out 
o f  a j ob who had hired himsel f out for 
chicanery, perhaps for murder. 

It could hardly be that .  It  w as not 
the real Clinton who was in danger. 
I t  was the mock one-himself! That 
insurance had been doubled, t rebled 
perhaps, added to the l i mit.  These 
crooks \\'Ould have papers to claim i t ,  
a fter Clinton,  identified,  was dead. 
A fter he was dead. 

Clinton. away. in some country 
where he coidd not be t raced , or 
where there was no ext radition, prob
ably Venezuela,  expected them to j oi n  
him.  of send h i m  h i s  share.  H e  would 
never get it .  They would doublecross 
him.  

The "·hole plot was pla_in , simple. 
H e  was amazed he had not seen i t  
before. I t  was thei r  atti tude toward 
Cl int on that had misled h im.  i ncl ined 
hi m ·  to think Clinton \vas to he the 
main victim. 

H e  was the pawn. He had shown 
himsel f mooclv.  was known to he broke. 

Did they mean to k il l him and make 
it appear suicide ? Or did their devi l try 
i magine some more natural death. 
seemingly accidental ,  to ob,· iate any 
hitch ? That was more l i kely. 

.-\nd the irony of i t  all was that the 
girl had saved him,  while  destroying 
him,  for there seemed l i t t le chance but 
what he would soon be serving t ime 
behind bars, along with  the  others, i t  
was t rue. But that was small com fort. 

CHAPTER VII 

An Agreement 

THE girl  was hal fway to the raf t . 
I f  he was the skunk she thought 
him, he would have prevented 

her, even t ri ed to drown her under the 
pretense of a rescue. He watched her. 
debating his own next move. He w a s  
not safe for a moment if she sta rted 
trouble. They would he:-tr of it .  Eel
wards would get i t. Blaisdell  had only 
his shorts and singlet on. H e migh t  
make the clubhouse, get t o  his locker. 
They would let h i m  do that ev-en i i 
they detained him, which t hey might i f  
the girl thought of i t ,  started her tale 
t here where she had scores of friends. 
Any way he looked at i t ,  he had made 
a fool o f  hi msel f ,  thinking he ·was 
smart-a rletective. 

There was only one thing to do. To 

face it. He might yet manage . . . 
He heard a cry, blown seaward by 

the breeze off the land . A cry o f  pa in,  
o f  despair.  He saw the gi rl 's arm 
tossed up : and then she sank, to rise 
again and lash about clumsi ly. There 
were no other bathers, only the slum
bering l'vfartin on the ra ft .  N o  boat s 
about .  The truth was eviden t .  I t  hap
pens to the fittest swi mmer on occasion. 
The girl had been tremendously upset 
with anger, fear for Cl inton. What
enr the cause, she ha<i cramps an<i 

� D 
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Blaisdell knew what that meant, out so 
far from shore, probably unnoticed. 

Frightful pain, contracting muscles, 
certain death. She would breathe 
properly from sheer instinct for a while 
until the agony overcame her. Then 
her floundering would cease. She was 
thrashing aimlessly now. If any one 
saw her, they might think she was play
ing porpoise, fooling. Her skill was 
well known. 

\Vhile these thoughts raced through 
him, he was churning through the 
water at a pace he had never reached 
before, trudgeoning his way toward the 
helpless girl. When he raised his head 
he lost speed, but he glimpsed her now 
and then, as he must. She did not 
call again, she was fighting convulsive
ly. Again she yvent down, and when 
she rose it was only the flash of her 
red suit that showed unti l  her face ap
peared-t\visted, lips back, showing set 
teeth, eyes closed. She was still  fight
ing. Unconscious, battling from sheer 
grit. 

She fought again-in a frenzy that 
almost did for both of them as he 
reached her at last. \Vhen he clutched 
for her hair, barely long enough for ·a 
good grip, she locked herself about him 
with the hold of  a desperate wrestler. 
Blaisdell was winded from his long 
sprint. They went far down while he 
strove to retain the buoyancy in fiis 
lungs, to free himself and still to cling 
to her. 

He lost balance, sense of direction 
before he broke her loose enough to 
kick out and stroke, and then he did 
not know whether he was going up 
or down until he saw the water above 
growing brighter, lighter green as he 
broke through to the air, gulping at it 
avidly while he  expelled the used con
tents of his chest. 

She had relaxed, and he feared she 
4 D  

had filled her lungs with water. He 
got her on her back with a hold o f  her 
shoulder strap and started to tow her 
in. There was a current swinging with 
the turn of the t ide that ordinarily he 
could have cut through. Now, handi
capped with the girl, he was borne on. 

He had no breath for shouting. The 
wind was against them and he swam as 
best he could, making toward the point 
that helped to inclose the bay where 
the country club stood. He passed i t  
fairly close in ,  the girl still senseless. 

Now and then he thought she moved 
by herself, but it might have been the 
wash of the waves. There was a deep
er, indented, but narrower cove the far 
side of the point, with a house on the 
shore, a lawn, a wharf, and a bathing 
float, evidently private. With a su
preme effort, Blaisdell broke through 
the current and got hold of a hand rope 
on the float, then to a short ladder. It 
was hard work to get her aboard. He 
had to weigh down the platform and 
roll her there. 

He called and signaled the house, 
but got no answer. There were awnings 
down sea ward, and they did not hear 
him. He laid her on her face, kneeled 
over her, her face resting on her flexed 
arm. And then started in compressing 
her ribs, pumping with her arms, min
ute a fter long minute. 

Here he was, saving the girl who 
had announced her intention of de
nouncing him and would not lightly 
forego it, however grateful she might 
feel. I f  he left her alone, she was gone. 
He was not at all sure she was not 
gone now. But he kept at his job. He 
could not blame her. He admired her 
for her spirit, aside from the feeling 
she had roused in him, hopeless as that 
was. 

It seemed an hour before she showed 
unrnista9ble signs of l i fe. Every mo-
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ment he cxpecteJ to haH Martin, or 
Edwards, come in search of him. It 
I1ad not taken actually more than fif
teen minutes when she began to revive, 
the water out of  her. 

He got her on her back, head raised 
on his knees. She opened her eyes. 
blankly at first, then with recognition. 

She struggled to sit up. She seemed 
a fraid of him, to regard him with 
something o f  horror. 

" I t's  okay," he said. " I \\'Ollldn' t  
have lugged yot1 a l l  this '"ay and 
brought you roHnd if I meant to harm 
you. You had cramps- "  

" I remember now." She looked 
round. " You saved me. brought me 
here ?" 

He nodded. 
" You don't han to be grateful," he 

said. " But if you are, I want you to 
give me a cha11ee to talk to you. Not 
now. They'll be a fter me-the chaps 
you called crooks. I'm practically their 
prisoner, but I might get away. I 
don't want you to think I'm one of  
t hem voluntarily. " 

Her eyes seemed to search him out. 
" You look l ike Clinton," she said. 

" You can't be straight, but you look 
it. You've saved my l i fe. But you're 
mixed up with murderers."  

Blaisdell shook his  head. 
" If I am, i t' s  on the receiving end, 

not the committing," he told her. " I f  
I was found dead, and accepted as 
Clinton, they'd collect on that insur
ance." 

" But Clinton ? \\:here does he come 
i n ?" 

" You'll have to figure that out for 
yourself," said Blaisdell. " He's safe 
enough. He's gone away. I f  you'll 
look up that insurance matter, and I 
imagine yot1 know the name o f  the 
company well enough, if you'll do that 
and let me know, to-night. not do any-

thing else before that, you can consider 
my saving you wiped out. I ' m  not a 
crook, I 'm only t rying to catch some. 
I've got to go. I f  I'm seen with you 
the fat's in the fire and you \Von' t  land 
them, and neither will  I .  How about 
i t ? "  

She seemed t o  come t o  a sudden 
resolve. 

" I  owe it to you. Al l  right. 1 have 
friends in that house and I go bathing 
from there sometimes instead of the 
clubhouse. My own house i s  inland. 
and not so convenient. I ' l l  get busy. 
There can be no t ime to waste-and I' l l  
meet you to-night, on the l inks by the 
tenth where that l i ttle house stands 
they use for rest and the Yiew." 

" I 'll get there as early ; � s  I can."  
Blaisdell told her. 

He slid off the raft. swam out 
through the current \vi thout trouble. 
turned back, and came up at last to the 
big club float before �brtin had fin
ished his nap. 

CHAPTER VIII 

At the Tenth 

IT was eleven o'clock before he got 
a chance to go to bed . The four 
had been in conference in the big 

library, at the far end, but keeping an 
eye on h im. That he was the topic of 
t heir talk, was sure enough. Twice he 
got up to go, and Lessing asked him 
to  wait in a cold voice that fitted his  
snaky look. The climax was coming 
soon. They were about to strike ; their 
masks were slipping. 

£d,"'·ards, coming up '"ith him at 
last, was pretty well drunk, but watch
ful until he got on his own bed, half 
dressed, the door open. Soon he was 
snoring. Blaisdell bolted his own door. 
He had done that before and, if they 
ever tried it. they had been satisfied ac; 
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long as the Jock was on his side. They 
had not t ried to lock him in, perhaps 
not to startle him. 

He went to the window and once 
more surveyed the trees, the little bal
cony, and the rose trellis. He could 
make it going out ; whether he could 
get back or not was a problem he re
solved to chance. He'd get in some
how. The girl must think him a wrong 
one a fter all, if she was still waiting. 

Clinton had taken some of his ex
tensive wardrobe, but there was plenty 
left for all purposes. Blaisdell put on 
thin-soled sneakers, a leather coat that 
would not rip, an extra aviator's hel
met to protect him from scratches that 
might have to be explained, puttees and 
whipcord riding breeches. 

He made the big bough of the near
est tree and swung in it safely before 
he . dropped to the ground and started 
running toward the links. It was lucky 
they had no dogs to give alarm. There 
were more flaws than one in their 
plans, clever as they were. 

When he reached the little rustic  
hut, breathless, the  girl came out to 
meet him. She· was in dark clothes 
and she spoke in a low voice. She was 
a sport for coming, for staying, Blais
dell told her. 

He told her everything, from the be
ginnjng in Madison Square, of his am
bitions. And she l istened without com
ment. But she showed that she believed 
him. 

" I 've thought it over, since I found 
out through a cousin of mine who's a 
booker, about the insurance," she said. 
" Cutler Clinton was wild, I knew, and 
he must have gone a little mad, over
desperate. He must be in this. That in
surance of  his, in various companies, 
amounts to over half a mill ion dollars. 

" There ·are no special beneficiaries. 
Doubtless it was all made over to the 

others under the guise of protecting 
them on some business deal, that is, of 
course, on paper only, or imaginary. 
And they would rob Clinton and k i ll 
you to get it. You are curiously like 
him, althQugh I knew the difference
a bigger one than shows outside the 
skin, I th ink. You might be what I 
hoped Clinton was, wanted him to be." 

Blaisdell said nothing. This fed his  
hopes, but they-or he-was still deep 
in the woods. 

" \Vhat can we do ?' ' she asked. 
" Let me go ahead. I ' m  on my guard. 

We haven't  got anything on them until 
they try some stunt to collect."  

" You can't run a risk like tLat . "  
There was real anxiety in  her voice. 

Blaisdell hoped it was personal. He 
thought it was. 

" That's my job," he said. " I  went 
into it and I 'm going through. You can 
help me by calling up the Argus 
Agency. You'll find it in the directory, 
with the night numbers. Ask for l\Ir. 
Doane-he's night super and he used 
to get along with me fine. Give him my 
name, ] im Blaisdell, and ask him to 
s�nd some one down here to-morrow to 
see me. l\Iake him think it 's important, 
but don't tell them so much they'll take 
i t  over entirely. I want to make good 
on this-they can't do it without me. 
And, by the way, it'll give you a check
up on me. " 

" I don't need it," she said. " Have 
you got a gun ?" 

" No. I wish I had." 
" Here. ' ' 
She took a flat automatic from the 

waist of  her dress. She might have 
brought it  for her own protection, but 
she gave i t  to Blaisdell for his. He 
felt a lot better when he gripped it.  

" I' l l  be getting back," she said. 
" You must be, too. I've got my car 
parked over here. Perhaps I can give 
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you a l i ft part way. I t' s  only a cheap 
roadster, but it runs. You see," she 
added with a little laugh, " I'm not an 
heiress, if  Cutler did talk about my 
love of nice things. I like them, all 
girls do, but I can get along without 
them. There are more important 
things. ' '  

He did not go with her in her road
ster, but he wondered \vhy she had 
gone out of her way to tdl him she was 
not wealthy, that there \Yere Letter 
things, more i mportant ones, than 
riches. She told him more, she \Vished 
him luck, said she thought hiri1 bran. 
It  was a l ittle staggering, the things 
that were happening between them. 

The rose trellis proved the ladder 
t hat got him back to his room un
observed. He got a good night's sleep. 
what was left o f  it, with the auto
matic under his pillow. I t  was in 
his pocket the next morning at break
fast. 

" \Ve've decided on a new mo,·e, 
Blaisdell," said Lessing, his snaky eye� 
gl i ttering. " We'll  shi f t  OYer to New
port for a few days.  Clint was kn0\\'11 
there well enough to be recognized. 
He's got a small vi lla there. You and 
Edwards can fly over and we'll follow 
by car. Better pack a bag or two. ' '  

The others sat silent, but Blaisdell 
could almost see their thoughts  work
ing back of their eyes, all fixed on him, 
as Lessing's were, to see ho\v he'd take 
i t .  Lessing was lying, he was sure of 
it .  They were close to the climax. 
How were they going to play i t ? They 
had no intention of going to Newport. 
He doubted i f  Clinton owned a villa 
there at all.  

Martin chuckled suddenly, forced a 
jest about the country club losing out 
on thei r  tournament and blaming it on 
Clinton. Hanchett cleaned out the 
shells of his soft-boiled eggs. F.d waros 

grinned at Blaisdell-a dirty, hal f  
malicious grin. 

They were going to try and pull it 
off in the plane. That was it.  That 
was why they had not bothered so 
much about his body resemblance. A 
man who falls or is thrown out of a 
plane is apt to be pretty badly mangled. 

It was up to him. Here was the test, 
his chance to get them with the goods. 
He had his own cards. He could handle 
a plane in a pinch ; he had a gun, and 
he �new that the girl had got through 
to the Argus. 

" Okay with me," he said. " I'd just 
as soon have a change of  scenery.'' 

" You're going to get it," said Ed
wards. " Scenery and climate. New
port's a swell place. ' ' 

CHAPTER IX 

Over the Sound 

THE servants saw them leave, 
Blaisdell in the rear cockpit, 
Edwards at the wheel by the 

controls. 
That was estaLiished. Clinton had 

left with Edwards. The sen·ants would 
know nothing about Newport. Ed
ward!' was to come back or report in 
alone. 

They flew northwest, making for 
Rhode Island. It was only a short hop 
by air. Edwards made elevation. Blais
dell "·atched, tense. 

Suddenly the ship dipped v iolently, 
side-slipped. Edwards fought to get i t  
back. succeeded, though his face 
sho·wed concern. A few minutes later 
it happened again. Blaisdell was not 
greatly worried as yet. He knew it was 
not the fault of the plane, nor was that 
out of control of the pilot. Moreover, 
they were still over water and he felt 
sure they would -not want to d rop him 
into the Sound, to lose him. 
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Edwards shook his head, fussed 
with his ailerons and flippers, making a 
great show. They got over the land at  
last-and went into a tai l  spin. It  
looked bad, felt  bad. Edwards regained 
some control, turned to Blaidsell, yell
ing at him, motioning him to j ump. 

It was well played. To get him to 
leap-only  to find that the jerk ring 
would not work ; then tell their own 
s.tory. 

Blaisdell shook his head and grinned. 
It was an i l luminating grin, especially 
when emphasized by the gun he drew 
on Edwards. The latter's look of sur
prise was a revelation. They must have 
made sure early in the game that 
Blaisdell ,,·as unarmed, had not be
lieved he had any opportunit y  to get 
one, to be anything but 'l sucker . 

The plane rocked, twist ing. Edwards 
saw the j i g  was up; that he was going 
to have to dance one of h is  own, not 
to his tune nor liking. His  ugly face 
sti ffened. He was up to something. 
In a plane under such condi tions a gun 
is a bluff that has a poor backing. 

Blaisdell realized it and used i t  
another way. Its muzzle came down 
on Edwards's temple too hard and t ruly 
for the helmet to be an efficien t  buffer. 
As Ed,,·ards slumped, Blaisdell took 
over. 

He lacked experience, but he knew 
the theory o f  spins and he worked his 
rudder until the ship stopped its pen
dulum swing, giving it the gun at the 
right moment. 

He could fly easier than he could 
land. Water might be better, or it 
might not. It  was just as resistant as 
land, and a bad angle might send the 
engine through the bot tom of the 
machine and both drown. They were 
not far from Newport . There was a 
field there. I f  Edwards needed another 

. rap on the head he could have it. 

He came down bouncing a bit, one 
tip in peri l  for a second. But he made 
the landing. l\lacs came running, seeing 
Ed wards slumped. Blaisdell asked ior 
the pol ice. He kept \vatch over Ed
wards, making no charges t i l l  the chief 
came and, to him, he gave his name, 
the Argus Agency as ref�rence, and 
saw the surly Edwards, st i l l  partly 
da zed, given into custody on a charge 
o f  attempted murder. 

"There is more . to it than that, 
chief," said B I a i s  d e  1 1  <:heerfully. 
" You'll have quite a distinguished 
v isitor." 

Blaisdell talked to the Argus Agency 
also, a fter the chief .  He got put through 
to the day superintendent, who was 
more t han cordial. The head h i msel f 
had gone to Long Island to see him. 
They knew 1\Iartin, Lessing and Han
chett o f  old.  The girl had given them 
ample in formation, and they had al
ready taken it up  with the insurance 
companies. It might lead to new, big 
business, Blaisdell surmised. 

He rented a plane to fly back in.  He 
chose a biplane so that if seen by the 
crooks they would not think it was 
Eel wards returning. He imagined that 
Edwards, i f  he had got rid of him suc
cess fully, would have engineered a fake 
crash, landing somewhere in Rhode 
Island. 

And he tried his main bit of ev idence 
in the front of expert witnesses-the 
parachute. I t  had been contrived ,  as he 
thought, so that the ring would not 
work the rip cord. It was murder, at
tempted murder, pure and simple, 
over and above the conspiracy to cle
f raud the insurance companies. 

His pilot landed him on the country 
club field. He found his  old chief wait
ing for him there, com fortably dis
posed on the wide veranda. He had 
found out a Jot already without giving 
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out any information. l\fcn hailed 
Blaisdell as C linton , and he returned 
their greetings, hurrying to join Finley. 

" Thought I might find you here,' '  
saiJ t h e  astute head o f the Argus 
Agency. " ·what have you been up to 
this morning ? Any developments ?" 

He whist led soft ly as Bla isdell out
lined what had taken place . 

" You seem to have graduated , 
Blaisdell," he said final ly. ' · Now let 
tts drive over and see your men. I 
think we'll  find them there, as you do. 
And they are not new acquaintances o f  
1nine." 

That was plain enough when they 
\\·alked in on Mart i n ,  Lessing and 
Hanchett at the luncheon which they 
seemed to be thoroughly enjoying. 
They lost all appet i te at the sight o f  
the man they had thought they had 
sent to death , and, beside him, Fin
ley of the Argus. 

'l'he latter looked a t  them with an 
air  of satisfaction. 

" Three of you got together, did 
you ? Well, this t ime I th ink you'll 
hardly wiggle out of it . Defrauding 
the insurance people alone will make i t  
interesting for you, but ,  when you try 
to murder anJ bungle it you "·ent qu i te 
too far. And you made a bad mis
take in choosing one o f  my ex
operatives for a Yict im. 1 understand 
that was pure luck, sa,·e that he had 
sense enough not to tell you he worked 
for the Argus. Don't look nasty, 
Hanchett. Save your black looks for 
jailers. 

" Keep your eye on I .essing, Blais
dell . He'll have a gun. U :-e yours i f  
necessary." 

·Martin blustered, and Lessing tri ed 
to bluff. Finley cut them short. 

' ' Your partner Edwards was a 
bungler. He should stick to flying. 
He gave the \Yhole sho\v away." 

•· You can't try and glue anything on 
us that way," said Lessing. 

" It was a pity that Edwards didn't 
l ike Hanchett," B laisdell put in. The 
idea of hi s  having to take the rap and 
Hanchett go f ree didn't appeal to him. 

Finley looked at him approv ingly . 
E dwards had not come through, but 
he probably would, and the whipsaw 
method \Vas working. Martin seemed 
to actually diminish l ike a pricked 
balloon. 

" I  understand Clinton is well away," 
said Fi nley. " He may be beyond ex
t radi t ion . We will see what the it1-
surance companies think about i t .  You 
will all be charged also with intent to 
murJer. Sit still. I hav e men at the 
vi llage "·ho will be here in a few min
utes. I phoned them from the club. 

" I t would seem, Jim," he said later 
to Blaisdell, " that we made a mistake 
in lett ing you go. There is a job, an 
active one, waiting for you i f you'll 
take i t .  You have won your spurs 
fai rly . I f  there is  anything I can do 
for you specially, let me know. This 
is a big haul. \Vell handled. " 

" r should be glad to come back," 
said Blaisdell.  " There is just one 
thing. If it  is possible to keep Miss 
Renton out of it I should be glad. ' '  

Fin ley 's eyes twinkled. 
" I th ink it might be arranged," he 

said. " A  most intelligent young 
woman. You might do worse than 
cult i \'ate her acquaintance, Blaisdel l . "  



Santa Steps Out 
· . . . . ... "' 

I .  

; 

" Back away, boy I "  he gritted. 

coming in ! "  

' , , . , 

D
OWN town, at Corley & Schnei
der's, they were holding confer
ence on . Harding's case . 

" I tell you," Schneider insisted bit
t erly, " there's only the one th ing to 
do. 'vVe wash our hands of him. Let 
the police find him, and let  the law 
punish him." 

" What good ?" asked Corley. " We 
won't get the money back . I t ' s  gone. "  

Christmas Eve - and Santa W 03 
Skulking Down Back Alleys With 
a Prison Sentence Trailing Him 

By 
' .... \. , Robert H. Rohde 

\ . 

. . . .  

be-and the loss don't ruin us. But i f  
we\·e got medicine t o  take, so has 
Harding. l t  \\'Ou l dn 't be right ior us 
to keep our mouths shut and let him 
get ;nva_v \l' i th it. I t 's our dutv to 
prosecute ."  

Corley shook his  i ron-gray head . 

" Sure," said Schneider . . . " Gam
bled awa,.. Eight  thousand dQ,Uar.� .  
Not so much if you say i t  fa st -, :may-

487 

· •  1 don'.t know," he sa i d . '' l s  i t  a 
duty ? Aren't t here other things than 
the money to  th ink about ? And other 
people than Harding?  \\'hat about his 
wi fe and kid ?" 

· • J,Vha t ab0ut them ?" Schneider de-
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manded. " He should ha \·e thought 
about 'em before he began steal ing 
from us and juggling his books." 

" Maybe we should h�n·e thought 
more about them, too," said Corley. 
" Haven't we been taking him a l ittle 
too much for granted all these years ? 
\Ve gave him a ra1se when he got mar
ried-yes. But did we enr do any 
more for him ?" 

" Did he ask ?" "  
" Some people aren ' t t he asking 

kind,  Max. Harding nenr was. I 
believe he t old the whole truth in hi� 
note. Every penny he haJ �and \vent 
for his \vife's operation. And then , 
when the youngqer got sick, he lost 
his head and took a tl yer with a week's 
pay in that damn gambling house. " 

Schneider smiled thinly . 
" J ust so. l ie dropped fi fty dollars 

of h is  own - and eight thousand o f  
ours trying t o  get it  back. What does 
t hat make us?" 

" It should make us good and �ore 
at the gambler \Yho bled Harding. 
That's the fellow I'd real ly like to go 
a iter ! A crook beyond question . 
Hell ! There isn't an honest game left 
in New York. Don't tell  me other
\vise. I know this town, Max." 

The telephone was ringing ; Corley 
broke off to pull it to him across the 
desk. H e  motioned Schneider to si
lence as he l istened. 

" No, Mrs. Harding," he said. " I'm 
sorry, but I haven't heard a word. 
But-but-well, I wonder if you 
couldn 't run down here. Yes ; right 
now. M r. Schneider and I are stay
ing late to-night. We'll be here. " 

Corley 's hand \vas t rembling a little 
as he hung up the recei,·er. . 

" She's scared to death, Max," he 
said. ' '  Scared, and flat broke, and 
alone with .the youngster up there. 
Hasn' t  had a whisper from Harding, 

she says. \\'anted to know if there 
mightn't be a few dollars coming to 
him that she could draw. " 

His partner stared at him. 
' '  \Veil ?" 
Corley groaned. 
" \Vhat can we do except tell her ? 

But, oh my God ! \Vhat a time to have 
to break a piece of news like this ! 
Christmas £,·e !" 

II 

CH R I S'rMAS EVE was promising 
a white Christmas Day. Snow 
was fal l ing in great, soft, cottony 

flake,;, cl inging to window si l ls and 
hats and shoulders. Up in the Eighties 
it swirled against the hot, unshaven 
cheeks of a man at an open window
and that was Harding. 

It was a shabby l ittle room out o f  
which h e  was looking ; a purgatory in 
which he had spent three agonizing 
days and nights,  t rying to screw up 
his courage to use the pistol · he had 
taken from the dresser drawer a hun
dred t imes, and a hundred times re
placed. 

Before coming to the window he 
had taken it out again.  He had stood 
in front of the cracked mirror, hold
ing it to h is  head-and still couldn't 
bring himself to pull the trigger. 

No ; he couldn't  check out yet. 
Couldn't force his hand to that ulti
mate and irreyocable abandonment of 
Ethie and the baby. He was a thief, 
but a thie f didn't ha vc to be a coward. 
Maybe. when the hue and cry had 
abated, he could slip out of New York ; 
establ ish himsel f somewhere else under 
another name ; send to them all his 
earnings but what he must spend to 
keep himsel f ali,·e. Oh, but he'd do 
that cheerful ly ! God a bon ! Gra.fc
fully ! 

Since he had rented this dingy hide-
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away, he hadn't been out. He hadn't 
dared to go out. Even though h e  
hadn't seen the papers, h e  was certain 
that every policeman in the city must 
be peering into every passing face in 

· t h e  hope of recognizing Walter Hard
ing, the absconder. And for all the 
help he'd be to Ethie he might as well 
he dead as in prison. 

The snowflakes were cool fingers on 
his cheek. They brought the season 
poignantly to mind. Christmas Eve ! 
\Vhat a Christmas to-morrow was go
ing to be for Ethie and little J ean ! 
vVould there be such desolate unhap
piness under any other roof in all New 
York, or all the \vorld ? 

Staring down at the \vhite sidewalk. 
he embarked once more on his endless 
i teration of reproach : 

" You damned fool ! You should 
neYer have taken the first dollar of the 
firm's money. You should have gone 
to Corley-should haye gone to Cor
ley ! He'd have h elped you. He's 
white !" 

He stroked the stubble on his  chin 
and groaned again. He had dug in 
here with a fanci ful notion o f  growing 
a beard that would disguise him-that 
would permit him to walk boldly past 
the detecth·es who must be guardin� 
all exits from the city, and start the 
long trek. But the beard wasn't grow
ing fast enough. He'd ha\'e known it 
wouldn't if he hadn't been i n  such � 
thick mental fog. \Vhen his  week 
here was up, he certainly wouldn't get 
hy as a bearded stranger ; he'd still be 
\Valter Harding, rather badly in need 
of a shave. 

And there couldn't be a second week 
in this room. He had just two dollars 
left, and the rent was seven-terms, 
strictly cash i n  adYance. 

DO\vn in the street a youngster with 
a jingly harness was playing reindeer 

for a small sister on a sled. Hardi ng's 
eyes went m isty as he watched them 
dashing up and down the sidewalk 
The reindeer driver was just about 
J ean's age, and had the same fluffy 
golden hair. I t  tore his heart to think 
how different Christmas would be for 
this tot and for J ean. 

Ethic, frantic with worry, down 
surely to small change by now , 
wouldn't dare enn to patronize the 
ten-cent store for a present . or two. 
Jean's Christmas would have to go 
oyerhoard-the Christmas she'd been 
excitedly babbling about for weeks ; 
the Christmas which was the first to 
find her old enough to get the whole 
show. 

" If I could only get to them !' '  
Harding was talking to himsel f aloud 
as he had so o ften during his days o f  
hiding. " Or-or get one of these dol
lars to them." 

And then his  hand returned to his 
chin to assure him that he would n't  
han a chance o f  sliding past the 
police. 

III 

DO\VN at the corner, at the foot 
of the " L " stairs, a bell was 
monotonously clanging. Hard

ing's gaze \vandered in that direction, 
and he winced. No matter where he 
looked, the Christmas atmosphere wa-. 
rubbed in, salt i n  his wound. There 
was no getting away from it-the 
snow ; the little yellow-haired girl with 
her harnessed reindeer brother ; the 
hurrying, smiling people with thei r 
armloads of packages ; and now, ring
ing that bell ,  Santa himsel f ! 

H e  was a girthy, jovial, red-faced 
·feliO\v, this street-corner Santa. A fter 
an elevated train had passed, Harding 
could hear his voice adding to the in
citement of the gong : 
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" Dig down, mister ! Help out, 
ma'am ! H elp make it a merry Christ
mas for everybody!" 

" Yes !" muttered Harding. " Help 
the poor ; help the known poor who've 
got their names on the Christmas list ! 
But who's going to help people like 
Ethie and Jean ?" 

A second Santa came s t a I k i n g 
around the corner-a long; cadaverous 
man wholly out of character for his 
role. �v.idently they were working 
two shifts on the collection pot, for the 
thin Santa took the bell and the fat one 
walked away. He came as far as 
H arding's window ; then stopped and 
looked up, trying to locate the voice 
that had hailed him. 

Harding, two stories above him, 
leaned further over the sill. 

" You, Santa Claus !" he called. " I 
want to speak to you. It's-important. 
Will you come up ?" 

Santa stared, but he turned and be
gan to climb the front steps. He 
climbed slowly, and Harding had the 
door open as he reached it. 
· " I was j ust going to make coffee," 
Harding said. " H ave some with me ?" 

A yellow grin gleamed through 
Santa's cotton whiskers. 

" Don't care if I do," he said. " I'm 
asleep on my feet. Been freezin' out 
there since seven this mornin'." He 
brushed a resentful hand over his red, 
cotton-trimmed blouse. 

He followed Harding upstairs and 
silently watched him load a battered 
percolator. 

" Warm here, anyhow," he · said 
comfortably when the percolator wa,s 
sputtering on a gas-plate. " Gee, I 
could pass out right here after bein' on 
me feet all day ! The old dogs ain't 
what they used to be." 

Harding faced him. 
" I-I was wondering," he began 

nervously. " Wondering i f  the Army 
could do something for some people I 
know about. Deserving peopl�a 
mother and . a little girl o f  four. 
They've been deserted, and they're 
p e n n i I e s s . .. Unfortunately, there's 
nothing I can '"do for them, myself. 
Now, I thought that . i f  the Army 
would remember them to-morrow, 
send them food and a couple of toys 
for the baby-" 

Santa blew out his rubicund cheeks. 
" Too late, mister," sai-d he. " I  ain't 

got anything to do with that end of it, 
anyhow. But I can tell you the last 
of the Christmas stuff went out this 
afternoon. Of course, we keep on col
lectin'. This is the best night of  the 

· year, see ? And there's always good 
ways to use money." . 

Considering a suddenly-s h a p e d 
thought, Harding meditatively fingered 
the two dollar bills in his pocket. I n  
the warm room, Santa was having dif
ficulty in keeping his eyes open ; the 
thought sprang from that. 

" You are tired," he said. " Maybe 
you'd like to lie down and have a 
nap ?" 

Santa Claus yawned and stretched 
luxuriously. 

" Mister," he said, " you're talkin'. 
I 'd rather have a shot a' hooch, .i f you 
want the truth, than coffee. But, the 
way I feel, I 'd rather have fprty winks 
than a shot a' hooch. Believe me, it's 
been one hell of a day for me !" 

Harding's eyes narrowed. 
" Maybe," he said, " I  could have a 

good drink for you when you woke 
up. There's the bed. Help yourself. 
I think I'd pass the coffee i"f I were 
you. And why don't you take off that 
trick suit and the whiskers, and make 
yourself comfortable ?" 

" Why not ?" grunted Santa Claus. 
Blinking sleepily, he unhooked the 
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wires that had been hooked around his 
ears, holding the vast cotton beard in 
place. " Say, you're all right, mister. 
I wish there was somethin' I could do 
for that family you told me about.' '  

" Perhaps," Harding said, solici
tously helping him out of blouse, and 
boots and baggy trousers : " perhaps 
there is. I mean. I might go and play 
Santa to them mysel f-if you don't 
mind me using your regalia while 
you're sleeping.'' 

The red-faced guest grinned appre
ciation as he flung himself on the bed. 

" Sure," he said. " You're a good 
sport, and you're welcome to me furs ."  

IV 

HIS  guest war.; sleeping soundly 
when Harding stood before the 
cracked mirror, . another Santa 

C laus. The blouse hung loosely upon 
him, and the trousers flopped far over 
the boot-tops, but that didn't matter ; 
everybody knew that street corner 
Santas weren't turned out by Fi fth 
A venue tailors. The important thing 
was the cotton beard. 1l1at was ideal. 
It covered his face completely ; behind 
it the features of the hunted \Vatter 
Harding were absolutely lost. 

It wasn't because he expected to use 
it that Harding slipped the pistol in 
his pocket. Simply, a gun wasn't a 
good thing to leave lying around. 

Weighted by it,· he started out. It 
was half past seven, and dark as mid
night when he reached the corner ami 
consulted a cigar store clock. The lean 
Santa there accepted him at whisker
value. He said hoarsely : 

" Hullo, cuckoo ! Got anything on 
your hip ?" 

That startled Harding-made him 
think of the gun. 

" Not a thing," he l ied quickly, and 
passed along. 

He had meant to take the elevated. 
but he changed his mind. The distance 
wasn't much, and nickels were pre
cious ; he'd walk. 

He turned south, and for the first 
couple of blocks eyed warily all whom 
he met. i\ fter that he lost his nerYous
ness, his fear of being pounced upon 
and unmasked. His first hunch had 
been right. At this season, Santas were 
too common on the streets to attract 
attention ; no one who passed him gave 
him a second glance, and policemen 
didn't appear to see him at all. 

Hi:; mind began to travel ahead of 
him. How much of his two dollars 
could he spend, and what 'vould he 
buy with i t ? Then another, mnch more 
disturbing question arose. \\'ould he 
reach the flat only to be recognized and 
seized by detectives waiting there ? 
Would that be the wind-up o f  his 
Christmas masquerade ? 

It was certainly something to think 
about-that possibility, He slowed 
his pace. Finally, at a Columbus 
A venue corner in the Seventies, he 
came to a dead halt. He had stood 
there for a full minute, debating, be
fore he realized what corner it was. 

Barfield's corner ! Hal f way down 
this block, over toward Centr�l Park, 
was the gambling house across whose 
roulette table he had sent Corley & 
Schneider's dollars spinning in that 
desperate, senseless effort to retrieve 
his own. 

Harding's hands knotted into fists. 
He shook one o f  them at the sedate 
brownstone house where he had madly 
gambled away his family's securi ty and 
his own right to freedom and re�pect. 

" C r o o k s !" he grated. " You 
trimmed me by a trick. I know it 
now. God, don't I wish I had the 
proof of it ?" 

Then his finger nails were biting into 
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his palms, and his shoulders squaring. 
I f  Barfield's game was crooked, wasn't 
this the time to find it out ? At eight 
o'clock the dupes wouldn't  have begun 
to drop in ; Barfield would be alone in 
the place, except for a house man or 
t \VO. 

The impulse wasn't to be resisted. 
Harding wheeled, and started grimly 
toward the park. He climbed Bar
field's stoop and pressed the bell but
ton in the well-remembered signal
two short rings. two long ones. 

The signal got quick results. The 
big Negro porter swting open the door 
for H arding as he had many times be
fore. But now, instead of bowing 
obsequiously, he stared. 

' ' Say !" he ejaculated. " You come 
to the wrong house, I guess. H-how 
you know that ring ?" 

" No ; it's the right house," Harding 
said grimly. " And it isn't  the first 
time I've played Santa Claus here, 
either. The difference just is-I'm 
dressing the part to-night. " 

The l\ egro still barred the way. 
" You make a mistake, mister," he 

insisted. " This here's  a private-" 
Then his eyes p o p p e d  and his 

teeth snapped together. Santa had 
made a swift reach under his red blouse, 
and suddenly had a gun in his hand. 

·• Back a,,·ay, boy !" he gritted. " I ' m  
coming i n  ! "  

The pistol was a n  excellent per
suader ; H arding got right of 'vvay. He 
stepped into the garish hall and passed 
on to. a large room that opened off it, 
herding the porter ahead of him. 

The room was in twilight behind 
drawn shades ; its only illumination 
came from lamps concealed .in shadow 
boxes around the many paintings 
crowding the walls. In the foreground 
were two long tables with roulette 
wheels hooded under cloth covers. 

A door of a lighted office at the rear 
stood ajar. Barfield, hook-nosed and 
beady-eyed, appeared as the door was 
flung wide. 

' ' What the heck have you let in, 
Sam ?" he barked at the porter. " Gone 
crazy, have you ?" 

Terror o f  the gun held the Negro 
speechless. I t  was H arding who re
plied. 

" I'm here to make an electrical in
spection,"  he said. " Come out ·and 
help !" 

Instead, Barfield backed away. 
" Two lunatics !" he cried. " \,Yhat 

do you mean, electrical inspection ?" 
" I 'l l  show you damned soon, "  said 

Harding. _ 
H e  ripped the cover off the nearest 

roulette wheel, and then li fted the 
wheel itself. 

· •  Stop !" shouted Barfield. " You 
can't  get away with stuff like this !"  

" Can't I ?" demanded H arding. H e  
yanked harder a t  the hard wood ·bowl 
and broke into a harsh . laugh. . " But 
you can get away \'Vi th stuff like this, 
you think. Look at those wires, Bar
field ! _ What would be . the reason foL 
them if your wheels were on . the 
square ?" 

The gambler's eyes were popping ; 
h is  face went crimson. 

'' Who the devil are you ?'' . he 
shrilled. " What do you think-" 

He was backing again, but Harding 
had bounded to the office door before 
it slammed. His pistol covered Bar
field, limply fallen into a swivel chair 
behind a desk strewed with yellow 
bank notes. 

" A stick-up !" groaned the gambler. 
He waved a weak hand toward the 
money he had been sorting. " Well
here's everything. For God's sake be 
cardul with that gun."_ 

Harding's eyes were on a stack of 
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thousand dollar notes, the backbone o t  
Barfield's " bank. "  

" No," he said ; " it's not a stick-up. 
J ust an adjustment. There's a fee for 
the inspection-and a fine for those 
wires. The charge comes to exactly 
eight thousand and fi fty dollars. Count 
it out !" 

v 

WHEl\ he turned into \Vest Sixt\·
Fourth Street; a hal f hour later. 
Harding was carrying many 

small packages made into one large 
bundle, and looking more like Santa 
Claus than before. H is. eyes were n•J 
longer haunted, but showed a Yuletide 
sparkle. H i s  step was lighter and 
more confident. He couldn't expect 
Corley & Schneider to drop their com
plaint against him-probably the pol ice 
wouldn't let them i f  they wanted to. 
But at any rate, they were going to get 
their money back, and that would help 
some. The pursuit wouldn't be as hot 
as otherwise, certainly, a fter full 
restitution had been made. 

He saw that people \Vere noticing 
him now as he walked through the 
home block, smiling a fter him. His  
Christmas burden aRd his new buoy
ancy were causing that. In the reaction 
a fter his coup at Barfield's he was all 
swaggering. 

Nine o'clock, Christmas Eve ! \\"ell, 
it wasn't going to be such a black 
Christmas for Ethie and Jean a fter all ! 

But he mustn't let his jubilation nm 
away with him ; mustn't let the police 
get thei r  hands on him until  he had 
opportunity to demonstrate that he was 
returning Corley & Schneider's money 
of his own accord, and not under duress 
of the law. 

Because of the chance that detecti\,-e,.; 
might be sitting upstairs, hoping to trap 
him. he cancelled his project of going 

boldly np to Ethie, using his key anJ 
j ust walking in on her. The bet ter way 
of approach, he decided, would be tht 
fire escape, and he found his way to 
it through an alley. 

There was only one flight to climb ; 
then, unseen on the landing, he was 
looking into his own kitchen. A dim 
light was Lurning, and he could see a 
small stocking hanging hopefully from 
the shelf back of the gas range. 1\ fog 
was in his eyes and a lump in his throat 
as he cautiously raised the window. 

That poor li ttle stocking ! Thank 
God that Jean wouldn't be finding i t  
empty i n  the morning ! 

He listened, · and heard no sound 
from the front of the house. Ethie and 
Jean must be sleeping, he thought. :\no 
he was �uduenly glad of that. Facing 
Ethie, a branded criminal, wasn't going 
to be easy. 1\t least he had a l itt le 
money to lea\·e her, and could look for
ward to a better chance of rehabili
tating himself. \\'hen he had done 
that-then would be the time for a 
meeting. Not now. 

Quietly he climbed over the sill and 
tiptoed across the kitchen: I l e  filled 
the stocking with candies and trinkets, 
piling la rger, ribbon-bound packages 
under i t-a doll. a set of doll furniture, 
a picture book and a box of paints. 
Then, leaning over the kitchen table, he 
began to pencil a note to Ethie. 

D£,\R GIRL : 
By now, of course, you ha,·e h ea rd 

tbc worst at the office. But don't 
despair. The �ood days haYen't gon<" 
fore,·er. By a lucky chance I h an· 
been able-

He stopped writ ing at a sound from 
the kitchen door_ Little Jean wa!
there, barefoot, "·ide-eyed, raptly ador
ing him. He put his fingers quickly 
to his lips, but too late. J can was clap
ping her hands and squeal ing : 
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.. Mummy ; Mummy ! H urry ! H e's 
here !''  

Then some one was running down 
the hall, and Ethie burst in. The cot
ton whiskers weren't fooling her one 
bit. She knew who Santa Claus was 
on the i-nstant; and passionately she 
flung liei:sdf itl.to his arms. 

Santa began to talk, his voice 
strained and breaking. She st-opped 
him. 

" Don't; dear !" -. she beg-ged. "Please 
don't ! I . · understand, ··boy. Every-
thing you've ever done, you've done for

' 

ns. Nobody h�s to tell me that. Oh, 
I 'm so glad you've come. It's all 
right, boy. Do you hear ? It's all 
right !" 

Harding swallowed hard before he 
repeated that. His  eyes were dazed. ., 

" All - all right ?" he c h o k e:d. 
" How-" 

She drew his head down, and bur
rowed \vith hot lips into the cotton 
whiskers. 

' ' I saw them this evening, dear
and they were wonderful," she said. 
" M r. Corley especially. They've never 
made a complaint'. And to-night
Christmas Eve-they told me I was to 
send you to them as soon as you got 
in touch with · me. They'll take you 
back. They-_won't do anything about 
the money.

· 
Saine day, they said you 

may be able .to pay $:em back. lJntil 
then-" ' ·  

Harding stared at her incredulo.usly. 
But a fter a speechless momep:t he .knew 
it was the truth. · H is hand. went into 
his pocket, and came out clutching a 
roll o f  yellow bills, 

· · •  Some day !"- lte cried; with -a boom
ing · I a ·u g h. " Some - day· is-to-
morrow !" 

. 

FORTY years he was an outlaw o f  society. Forty years l1e defied the law, 
wresting a living by stealth and deception. Occasionally they caught 
up with him, threw him in prison to do penance for his crimes. But when 

the steel cells gave him up, he went back-back to the old game. Forty years 
of a desperate, wolfish l i fe. 

That is the story of Henry Hyatt. And he has w ritten all the facts o f  
that amazing, glamorous, tense l i f e  o f  h i s  for DEn-:cTivE FrcTIOC\ WEEKLY. 

Make sure you're going to get a copy of the January r 7 issue. Hyatt ' s 
dramatic confession, " I've Stolen $1 ,ooo,ooo !" begin s then ! 



The Cobra Killer 
A True Story 

By Knowlton Richardson 

The keeper wilted and 

sank to the floor with· 

out a sound 

In Prison for Life, the Pharmacist-Murder
er Struck. Lik.e a Deadly Sna�e for Freedom 

A
SLENDER, pallid young man 

immaculately dressed in black 
stood beside the open gran, his 

head bowed, respect ful, grief-stricken. 
All during his father's funeral Irving 
Latimer had seemed a most sincere 
mourner. Yet fortunate for him that 
his thoughts were without embodiment. 
or very grisly forms, indeed, would 
h ;n-e been seen to surroun1 the coffin 
which others now lowered to rest. He 
was thinking of the manner of his 
father's death - how shrewdly and 
plausibly he had contrived it. And he 
was thinking that very soon he would 
have to murder his mother. 

The life of Latimer senior had been 

insured for sixteen thousand dollars. 
Irving expected to come into possession 
of about one-third of that modest 
fortune. But the amount would ue in
sufficient to save him from a still im
pending disaster. 

He had realized this when preparing 
the cup of broth which, in two hou rs 
time, had caused his father - abed 
with a bronchial cold - to die sud
denly in his sleep of " heart d i sease. ' '  
He �ad e\·en then considered per
suading his mother also to partake 
of the broth. But two deaths--one a 
heart attack, the other caused by the 
shock o f  unexpected widowhood -
might have provoked a good deal more 

This is one of a member of fact stories of the most celebra-ted cases 
of the Pin!cerfMl Detecfi'Z'e Agenc.v. O thers 'lt•ill apf'rar i11 tire  ncar .future . 

• 9i 
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local comment and required some awk
ward explanations: 

Moreover, he cherished the malig
nant notion that, with his father gone 
and the benefits of insurance immedi
ately demonstrated, he could prevail 
upon his mother to take out a policy 
on her own li fe, naming him sole 
beneficiary. 

To his elders Latimer seemed noth
ing less than a model of propriety
temperate, intelligent, dependable, kind. 
But there was another I rving Latimer 
who was weak, self-indulgent and evil. 
And this other, waster and libertine, 
riotously run into debt, had gambled 
to serve himself, but without any luck, 
and only succeeded in doubling and 
redoubling his obligations. 

A dark day of reckoning approached. 
Shame and exposure he dreaded. But 
in particular he resented the prospect 
of being denied the happy, dual exist
ence which he consid�red his natural 
right. And so he had abandoned his 
cunning, abnormal brain to plots of 
homicide. 

About seven months a fter her hus
band's death Mrs. Latimer was taken 
violently ill. The family physician, be
ing puzzled, diagnosed her ailment 
acute indigestion. A fter a doubtful 
interval-during which a woman rela
tive nursed her faithfully-she com
mence.d to recover. 

Irving had sought several times to 
prescribe for her. As a licensed phar
macist he professed great confidence in 
r-emedies of his own concoction. But 
the doctor's medicine seemed to be 
effecting a cure ; and so neither Irving's 
nostrums nor Irving's broths were ad
ministered. 

Two months passed. Again M rs. 
Latimer was peculiarly stricken, her 
digestive complaint this time being so 
severe that she hovered for days on 

the brink of  death. I rving, o f  course, 
proved devoti'On itself. 

" I'm going to stay right with her, 
doctor, regardless of  everything else, 
till you assure me she's out of danger." 

" But, my boy-she especially needs 
a woman's care. 1 can?t say how long 
a siege we may be in for." 

Irving tried in every way possible to 
avoid having anybody else take charge 
of the patient. However, his mother's 
people were a loyal, untiring clan. Two 
resolute cousins came and nursed her 
b a c k to comparative health and 
strength after a palpitant battle lasting 
more than a fortnight. 

· 

Meanwhile, her son's desperation 
grew apace. With a portion 

.
o f  the 

father's insurance money she had in
dulgently set him up in a drug store 
o f  his own. They lived in Jackson, 
M ichigan. The store's location was 
deemed excellent. It  was a most 
promising opportunity for a diligent, 
ambitious young apothecary. 

I rving, however, had straightway 
mortgaged the business to the limit of 
i ts worth, then defaulted his first 
interest payment. He was already 
threatened with foreclosure proceed
ings . the day Mrs. Latimer emerged 
from the sick room after her second 
and more nearly fatal attack. 

A strong constitution, the devotion 
of her relatives and the skill of their 
family physician made Irving despair 
of poisoning his mother. Had the ruin 
now swift,y overtaking him sprung 
from any legitimate form of business 
mismanagement or inexperience, he 
knew he could have gone to her, ex
plained his plight, and been fortified 
instantly with eveFy dollar at her dis
posal. But also he knew her strict 
ideas of  morality, her idealized con
ception of his own piety, gratitude and 
goodness. 

4 D  
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I f  he confessed the truth, the blow 
would be quite enough to kill her. And 
so would the shock of his public dis
grace ! Since i t  seemed almost inevitable 
that the poor deluded woman must 
perish, Irving with all his disastrous 
debts surging upon him made up his 
mind to permit no further delay. 

II 

MADGE BLAKER, t h e  young 
woman at the moment engaging 
his attentions, strode into the 

drug store late the next evening and 
began talking loudly and abusively 
about a certain fi fty dollars it was her 
current whim to require. I rving car
ried in his pocket three new dunning 
letters wherein the writers resorted to 
threats. And he knew he had but a 
scant week remaining in which to fend 
off the foreclosure of the mortgage and 
consequent destruction of his business. 

" Here-you'll have to be satisfied 
with this," he told the girl, handing her 
twenty dollars. She vehemently ob
j ected. But he got rid of her after a 
glowing account of a large sum due 
him within a very few days. 

Left alone in . the store, he took a 
bottle of chloroform from the prescrip
tion desk, and a short-barreled .32 
revolver from a compartment of the 
cash dra\Yer. Then he turned out the 
lights, locked the door, and walked 
briskly toward his .home. 

The chloroform he found would not 
be needed. 

His mother lay fast asleep. Yet it 
wasn't in accord with his carefully 
wrought plan, having this unnecessary 
drug to dispose of later on. To be 
sure, if he put it away on a bathroom 
shel f it would not seem unusual, in 
view of his profession. But,. l ike many 
another criminal who fancies himself 
super-crafty, Irving Latimer was be-

s D  

ing too careful. H e  went out and 
around to the back yard, poured the 
chloroform upon the ground, and with 
a stone smashed the bottle itself into 
small fragments. 

On tiptoe he reent�red the house, 
went up the stairs, extinguished the 
dim light left burning in the hall ,  and 
again crept to the door of his  mother's 
bedroom. 

He paused to listen for the sound 
sleeper's tranquil, even respiration. 
Then he groped his way into the 
familiar room, halted at the bedside. 
There was just enough reflection o.f 
moonlight to enable him to make out 
the form beneath the snowy counter

· pane. 
He fumbled a moment at his hip 

pocket, drawing the small revolver. 
Then, breathless, he held the muzzle 
down close to the bedclothes. That 
should muffle the report. He pressed 
the trigger. 

One-two-three shots ! 
The acrid smell o f  gunpowder 

seemed choking him and he turned 
aside. Yet it was barely possible the 
sound of the gun could have been 
heard-identified as coming from his 
home. There was need now for haste. 
.-\1 1  the details of his cunning plan 
crowded before him. 

Snatching up the brass candlestick 
that stood as an ornament on the table 
next to the bed, he aimed a terrible 
blow at the head which convulsively 
had rolled sidewise on the pillow. H e  
repeated the blow, but with less vigor 
or accuracy of aim. 

Up went the candlestick a third 
t ime-but he could not strike. That 
dark, spreading stain upon the white 
coverlet ! 

Terror possessed him as stealthily as 
he had stolen upon his sleeping victim. 
And a part of the ordeal remained 
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\Yhich would tax his nerve far more 
than all which had gone before. He 
had to convince himself that his mother 
was really dead. 

A fter botching it t wice with the 
poisons-

\Vell, he could be certain this t ime ; 
there would be no recovery. For 
weeks he had been thinking of little 
else but his ghastly undertaking. I t  
was the one and only way out for him. 
He was neither saddened nor overcome 
with remorse. H i s  own argument had 
assured him a thousand times that she 
was going to be " better off. " 

He wiped the candlestick on the coun
terpane and then restored it to its place 

· on the table. The rnolnr went back 
into his trouser pocket. He rumpled 
his  hair. The agitation he felt would 
also serve him as a kind of disguise. 

Acting out the exact scene he meant 
to pretend he struck a match and held 
it high-thot1gh not actually looking 
toward the bed. " Oh, my God !" he 
exclaimed aloud, and repeated i t-try
ing to convert the panic o f  his tone to a 
quaver of rage and grief. 

The match f I i c k e r e d  low and 
scorched his fingers. He dropped i t  
and turned hastily, ran from the room. 
along the dark upper hall and down the 
stairs. 

He purposely had left the front door 
ajar. In case some neighbor heard the 
shots and came prowling about, investi
gating, there must be nothing omitted 
that would help to confirm his story. 
And now with a frantic gesture he 
swung the door ,dde and dashed forth. 

Reaching the street, he knew just 
what next must be done. He had 
mentally rehearsed it  over and over 
again. 

Running on a short distance, he sud
denly halted. H e  gazed all around. i'\ot 
a sound he had made thus far, it ap-

peared, had been heard. The whole 
block slept profoundly. 

For a moment he wavered in his pur
pose. Disturbing hal f a hundred people, 
proclaiming the horror in his home
and lying, lying-answering endless 
questions-it seemed foolhardy. a mad 
thing to start. 

Yet he dare not hesitate and alter his 
course. He must stick to the plan 
chosen, even though it  meant rejecting 
this conr of hushed darkness. 

He remembered the revolver and 
hastily drew it out, snapped i t  open and 
dumped t he exploded shells  and three 
remaining cartridges into a drain<lge 
grating in the gutter. He wiped the 
gun carefully with his coat ."lceve and 
pushed it through the grating to vanish 
with the cartridges. 

And now to spread the alarm-
" Help !" He was hoarse and his 

first outcry did not ring true-sounded, 
in fact, absurdly weak, considering the 
panic and excitement he felt. " Help !'' 
-he repeated his cry, and with better 
effect. 

A deputy sheriff, Sam Johnston, 
l ived down the block. Latimer rm.hed 
to the deputy's door, and began pound
ing npon it with his fists. 

" l\1  urder-" he started shouting. 
But that \\·ord chilled him through_ 

and through. He r.csumed his harsh, 
penetrating calls for help until John
ston and other neighbors were aroused. 

III 

TIL-\ T both 1\ir. and Mrs. Robert 
Latimer should die suddenly 
within the year did not at first 

disturb officials o f  the company that 
had paid s i xteen thousand dollars in
surance upon the death of the husband. 
But then one chanced to notice that 
l\1rs. Latimer had only become a policy 
holder t \YO months a fter being left a 
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widow. Her l i fe she had insured to 
the amount of  ten thousand dollars, 
naming her only son beneficiary. This 
young man was known to have already 
participated in the d i \·ision of his 
father's insurance. 

An investigator for the company 
hurried to Jackson and began making 
inquiries . He came across some vague 
rumors concerning both young Lati mer 
and the circumstances which sur
rounded the slay ing of his mother, sore
ly perplexing to the · local pol ice. 
\Vhereupon, since his was an· eastern 
corporation without faci li ties for any 
?' ;1eral survey in . Michigan , he com
municated urgently wi th his home 
office. \Vith the result that the Pinker
ton Detective Agency was engaged to 
look into the past, present and possible 
future of I rving Latimer. Payment of 
the money due him from his  mother's 
insurance pol icy was, on some excuse 
or other, delayed. 

" Big Bi l l " Pinkerton, A llan's ag
gressive son and lieutenant, dispatched 
a trio of operatives, Edwards, Ingham 
and Barlow, to the Michigan ci ty. 
Edwards at once became a chronic in
valid with an endless series of prescrip
tions to be fil led. These naturally 
brought him to Latimer' s  indifferently 
managed drug store and kept him wait
ing there patiently, whi le the powders 
and liquids he needed were being pre
pared. 

It  took him but a day to discover the 
importance of the flashy Madge Blaker 
in  Latimer's l i fe. Walter Ingham, who 
had special gifts of  blandishment, set 
out to cultivate the girl's acquaintance. 
While Tom Barlow , .. ,.orked chiefly 
a fter dark, about the Latimer home. 

It interested the private detectives 
to learn that the druggist, since his 
mother's funeral, had closed the house 
and moved to a small hotel. " I f  I 

stayed there a t  home, I 'd go raYing 
mad," he had said. " I'd  keep on seeing 
ma the way she looked that night I 
found her-" 

The Pinkerton;; couldn't question 
Lat imer himsel f as they did not wish 
to arouse his suspicions. But from 
the local authori t ies they obtained a 
transcript of  the testimony he had 
given at the coroner's inquest. 

Coming d i rect ly home from his drug 
store,  he had explained,  the f ront door 
of his home be had found standing 
ajar. That instantly alarmed him, for 
it was a bit later than usu2. l .  He rushed 
in and upstairs, stumbling and i ea.r ful. 
The l ight his mother always l e ft burn
ing for him was out. He had called to 
her, but recei\·ed no answer. Hurrying 
to her room, he struck a match-looked 
down at the bed ! 

" 1  guess I almost fainted,' '  he had 
cont inued, though preceptibly moved 
by h i s own recital .  " I  stood there, 
horror struck, holding the match ti ll i t  
scorched me." He sho\\"ecl bl i stered 
fingers to prove this. " Then I \vent 
and felt for a pulse beat-but somehow 
I knew ma was dead. 

" \\'hat bad happened hadn't been 
very long past. H er \YOtmds st i l l  were 
bleeding, her body \Yarm. But she was 
beyond all help. I could only try to 
catch the v il lain who had clone this 
monstrous thing. I turned and ran 
down the stairs and out-along the 
street to Deputy Sheri ff Johnston 's 
house and shouted and pounded t i l l he 
heard me. " 

But, of course, not a trace of the al
leged intruder had ever been discovered 
in Jackson. 

" :\ncl \vhat's more," Edwards com
mented, after his two comrades had 
read Irving Latimer 's version of the 
crime, ' ' only a maniac \YOttld kill  an 
elderly woman asleep in her bed l ike 
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t hat . Lat imer pretends to think i t  was 
some burglar. That his mother was dis
turbed and, waking up, began to cry for 
help. The crook then shot her three 
t imes-just to keep her from rousing 
the next door neighbor�." 

Ingham and Barlow , nteran opera
t ins, grinned at his point ed sarcasm. 

" It does sound fishy," said the latter. 
" A  homicidal man iac m igh t  commit 
such a crime. But there's none of that 
breed known to be at large hereabouts. 
No reported escapes from an asylum-'' 

" Latimer's at large," said Ingham. 
" I  guess he's the ki l ler, all right. 

\Ve can't prove insurance fraud as our 
cl ient expects. But maybe we can 
show them the murderer." 

\Vhen \Vi lliam Pinkerton read their  
combined report on the si tuation , he set  
out at once for Jackson . The insurance 
company would probably han to pay 
the amount due on 1\' f rs. Latimer's l i fe. 
The po,licy she had taken out in good 
fai th , and two payment s o f  premi ums 
had been prompt ly made. But i f  I n· ing 
Latimer had murdered his mother to 
collect the ten thousand, he must be 
brought to j usti ce. That project was 
not merely the concern o f  the company 
or the M ichigan police, but of all Ia \\' 
abiding cit izens . 

\Vi ll iam Pinkerton con ferred with 
his three men �eparately. It  seemed 
that Ingham had assembled the most 
striking array of in formation. Th is 
operative had found l\Iadge Blaker ex
ceedingly receptive to an engaging new 
acquaintance. She acknowledged hav
ing a " steady," but that did not appear 
to absorb all her time. A few smal l gifts 
wi th hints of finer ones to come, and she 
had pretty "·ell t aken the gen ial 
stranger into her confidence. 

Thus Ingham heard of I n ing Lati
mer's splendid promises-and his over
"·helming indebtedne��. 

Latimer was flat broke now, but e x
pected almost any day to receive a 
really considerable sum. And then he 
would remember everyt hing he'd prom
ised to buy the girl . Ingham l earned 
that the druggist on se\'eral different 
occasions prior to his mother's deatlt 
had assured her that he couldn't fai l 
to get the money. 

Moreover, Latimer's financial cares 
h ad become acute . not recently, lmt 
;:J bout a year and a half before. " And 
h is father -\\·ith sixteen thousand dol
Jars worth of l i fe insurance-died very 
suddenly o f  heart fa i lure something 
Jess than twelve months ago," con
cluded the detective. " Ko wonder he 
took 11p pharmacy. ' '  

IV "WE had better begin at the be
g-inning," William Pinkerton 
decided. Which meant look

ing up the fate and affairs of the older 
Lat imer. 

Formerly a r e. s i d e  n t of Rhode 
Island, he had there been a manu fac
turer o f  woolens and accounted 
wealthy, but had suffered reverses and 
g-one bankrupt . Upon h is discharge 
from bankruptcy he had mo\·ed \vith 
his w i fe and only son to l\Iichigan . 
where he hoped to make a new start. 

Irv ing at thi s  time was sixteen. 
Spoiled and humored from in fancy , 
protected in every way from the hard 
i mpact s o f  reali ty, he was, as an inves
t igator put it : " One of those folks 
brought up so w rong. their selfishness 
is l ike a mania-next door to in
sanity. ' '  

Record"> were found which showeo 
that be fore e ver leaving Rhode Island 
this pampered son and heir had been 
accused of a petty the ft-fi fteen dol
lars being the amount invoh·ed. Yet 
neither of hi� paren ts .  apparently, had 
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ever been informed of  this blemish. An 
old friend of  the family, sympathizing 
with them in the midst of business 
ruin, had himsel f repaid the money and 
got the accusation hushed up. 

" There-that gives away his whole 
character," said Pinkerton , when this 
report was forwarded from the Boston 
office. " He'l l  do anything rather than 
do without. H e's  wanted his fun and 
l ikewise his reputation for being so 
good, pure and duti ful .  He killed both 
his parents,  I believe, expecting to 
save everything he cherished at the 
cost of their l ives. " 

" I f he.poisoned his father I 'm a fraid 
it's too late to get far on that count," 
said Edwards. 

" Probably. And as yet \ve've no 
tangible evidence to prove he com
mitted matricide. That's  what we -now 
have to concentrate on."  

Barlow had managed to  get  hold of  
a key and enter the  locked, shuttered 
Latimer dwelling. He did not uncover 
a clew within. But that same night, 
crossing the back yard, iragments of 
glass attracted his attention. 

He had doubtless passed over them 
a dozen times when prowling around 
that abode. The grass needed �owing. 
It was by sheer accident he had hap
pened to catch a momentary sparkle o f  
reflected moonlight and stooped down 
to see what caused it. 

All  the f ragments of  the chloroform 
bottle Barlow painstakingly gathered 
up. He and the others then made an 
attempt to fi t  them together. And it 
was Edwards who pointed out a piece 
of  glass bearing a torn bit of  label. 
" The odor's long since been absorbed 
into the earth. But that's surely the 
druggists' symbol for chloro form." 

" Probably he made certain his  
mother would sleep soundly that night 
he was going to kill her. But, since he 

had that burglar story cooked up. he 
didn't dare lean so suggestive an ar
ticle as th is bott le  lying around,"  said 
\Villiam Pinkerton. . .  Of course, he 
had a right to take any drug to his 
home from the store. :\nd old bottles 
are easily broken-thrown away. So 
there'<; nothing we can do with t hese 
broken pieces except convince our
selves. He's a cool hand, shrewd and 
calculating. You say he's paying much 
less attention to the Blaker girl ?" 

. .  So i t  seems," said I ngham. 
" He may be ti red of her and her 

greed. But i i not-he's smart enough, 
anyway, to realize his pretended sor
row would detach him from the gay 
li fe-temporarily, at  least. 

' ' I n  Latimer's  case I figure only one 
method may swi ftly succeed. I 've al
ready >virecl my iather, and I think he' l l  
agree with me. \Ve must go after him 
-playing the dumb detecti ves. " 

From Chicago came a crisp telegram 
from Allan Pinkerton, who still di
rected his sons and their men despite 
t he infi rmit ies o f. advancing years. 
Will iam's diagnosis of the " treatment " 
to be applied was declared worth trying. 

Two more Pinkerton agents were on 
t heir way to Jackson. 

" You three ,"  said William to Ed
wards and his companions, '' have been 
around here long enough to look f amil
iar. �ow you suddenly get too familiar 
-under foot all day. nosing around, 
being ridiculously curiou!'. 

" I ' l l  arrange to have you, Ingham, 
put in a room next  door to Latimer's 
at the hotel where he's stopping. A.nd. 
you must somehow let him see you've 
met ::\Iadge Blaker. You, Barlow. wil l  
join in Ed\Yarcls's game at the drug 
store. But your questions and the 
remedies you ask for must be so clum
sily t rumped up. a child wouldn't be
lieve in you. 
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" Local police haye so far gi,·en this 
young devil a mighty quiet time. \Ve'll 
see how he acts when i t  dawns on him 
he's closely shado\\·ed and mves
tigated."  

Playing " dumb detective " was an 
amusing sport to experienced men who 
had spent years in learning how to 
avoid the very blunders they now dili
gently practiced. Latimer knew in six 
hours' time that bloodhounds of con
spicuous ardor were on his trail. com
ing in to talk to him with transparent 
pretenses of being customers, asking
questions about him, meeting his 
f riends, haunting his hotel. And, good 
Lord, that sorry invalid. Ralph Ed· 
wards, \Yho'd been hanging around for 
days, was one of them ! 

A few dark hints \Yhich Ingham 
carelessly tossed to the Blaker girl sped 
on, as he intended, to the murderer. 
The insurance company was responsi
ble for this sudden inquiry. That was 
why his mother's insurance had not 
yet been paid. 

" Just a lot of cheap trickery ! Try
ing to cheat me out of my just in
heritance," Latimer sneered. 

But he lay awake at night thinking 
about this clumsy tribe of sleuths, 
seeking to defraud him. One of them 
1night stumble upon some clew he had 
overlooked. He could hear one of  
them now-it was Ingham noisily pac
ing the floor in the hotel room ad
joining. 

Latimer decided he nnt!'t have a bit 
of vacation. He so in formed his assist
ant at the drug store. But he told no 
one else, not enn 1\£adge Blaker who.se 
interest in him was now pretty strictly 
confined to " when do you get that 
money ?" 

In attempting to slip away from the 
scene of his unnatural crimes, Latimer 
took elaborate precaution!'. He meant 

to elude Tviessrs. Edwards, Ingham and 
Barlow-who had exposed themselves 
as blunderers. But he did not recog
nize the two new Pinkertons in town 
who covered, respectively, his store or 
hotel . and the railroad station. 

v 

l ATIMER circled about Jackson for 
L almost a day. He was trying hard 

to seem unaware of his shadows. 
and not to behave like a man of  
troubled conscience. Finally convinced 
by their obvious spying that their wits 
were no match for his, he walked 
boldly to the station and bought a 
ticket to Grand Rapids. He boarded 
the first Michigan Central train going 
in that direction. Edwards followed. 

The fugitive got off at Hastings just 
as  the train was pulling out. He 
chuckled to himsel f-for his inexpert 
shadow was nowhere to be seen on the 
station plat form. 

However, an elderly man whom 
Latimer did not notice, had been get· 
ting off and on his train at each stop. 
to the great annoyance of the train
men. He "·as already on the platform 
at Hastings when Latimer alighted. It 
had been expected the murderer would 
never so openly disclose his true des
tination, but \vould try to give Ed
wards the slip before reaching Grand 
Rapids. The elderly man. who was a 
Pinkerton agent named Burkitt, now 
followed Latimer all the way to De
troit. 

Once he felt safe the young man ap
peared to recover his spirits. And he 
presently sent off a telegram to Madge . 
Blaker. Ever a fterward he attributed 
the Pinkertons' success to this lapse into 
folly. He was lonely, he wired, and 
invited Madge to join him on a trip to 
Buffalo. 

Actually, the detectives never saw 
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his telegram. They had all deserted 
Jackson. And the three-Edwards, 
Ingham and Barlow-were preparing 
the final surprise even as the bewildered 
Madge, who had seen two beaux mys
teriously vanish within a iew hours of 
each other, decided t hat w i th I ngham 
gone she had better keep on the t rack 
of Lat imer by v isiting Detroi t .  

I n  that city William Pinkerton 
. called at the suspect's hotel and sent 
up his card. 

Latimer was panic-stricken . .  Stupid 
insurance i nvestigators \V e r e one 
t hing ; but the son of .\l lan Pinkerton 
was quite a different sort o f  foe. 

" Tell-tell the gentleman , "  he stam
mered, " that I 'l l  be clown to see him 
·in j ust  a-a few moments . "  

T h e  bell boy turned away abruptly, 
depri ved o f  a tip.  

Latimer began throwing things into 
his one small hand bag. Then , .with 
anxiety mounting, he decided a few 
shirts and collars \vere not \vorth an
other instant's delay. He'd leave the 
bag here, sneak off down the back 
stairs-

Furtively he opened the door, peer
ing out. 

" Hello, Mr. Druggist ! ' '  
I t  was Edwards. He had Leen wait

ing in the hallway, with Ingham and 
Barlow behind h im-all three mi racu
lously gathered in Detroi t .  They 
crowded forward. 

Latimer was cut off. He tried 
vainly to slam the door in their  faces. 
But Edwards's out-th rust foot pre
vented enn that feeble de fense. 

" \Ve'vc come to see you. Latimer. 
Don't be inhospitable;' said I ngham. 

A burly, resolute young man now 
added h imsel f to the visi t ing delega-
t ion. 

" I couldn't wait below. "  he said. 
" My name is William Pinkerton . "  

H \Vhat-what d o  you men \vane" 
Latimer t ried to face 

.
the four oi them 

boldly. 
" First-to tell you that \ladge 

Blaker has talked," \vas Wi ll iam's 
bluff. 

' '  \\'hat does :She kno\v ?" the suspect 
. blurted ou t.  

. .  :\"ot enough to hang you , Latimer. ' '  
' · H ang me ? Good God. l-1 should 

say not-" 
· '  Because there is  no capital punish

ment in '\ I ichigan . "  
Latimer's lips moved t o  retort-but 

he made no sound. His face turned 
reel and then went deathly pale. His 
fingers trembled as he plucked at his 
collar. 

· ·  You must be crazy-" he managed 
to say at last. 

" I hardly think so, ' '  \V i I I  i a m 
chuckled grimly. ' ' \Ve have come to 
arrest you. Latimer, for the murder o f  
your mother. .\nd I han brought wit
nesses to hear your con fession." 

\Vi lliam Pinkerton had guessed not 
only the right method to elect .  but also 
the right tone to take in dealing w i th 
this pampered ki ller. 

\ Vhen the detectives escorted their 
prisoner from the hotel to police head
quarters they took along his signed 
con fession. Later he t ried to repudiate 
this,  claiming i t  had been obtai ned by 
fraud. 

But now every one in J ackson be
l ieved him gnqty. C ircumstantial evi
dence-mainly that which revealed his 
desperate need o f  money j nst before the 
sudden death of each o f  his  parents
seemed O\'erwhelming. Locally, ieeling 
ran high against him. The sheriff and 
poli ce provided a strong a rmed guard 
when he was brought back to the city 
where he had resided. They i mpreg
nably surrounded the court during the 
murder t rial. which was brie f. 
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Latimer was convicted and sentenced 
to imprisonment for l i fe. It was ob
served as a curious i rony that he went 
behind bars right there at J ackson. in 
a prison so located that he must have 
passed it  time and again in going be
tween the home he had desolated and 
his dntg store. 

VI 

ORDI NARILY "·hen the Pinker
ton detectives had taken part in 
securing the punishment of a 

dangerous criminal they heard l ittle 
more about him-unless at long odds 
he obtained a retrial, or, on parole 
years after, resumed his habits of law
lessness. But in the case of Irving 
Latimer it may be said that the day 
he entered the Michigan penitentiary 
really began a second spectacular chap
ter of his criminal career� \\"illiam 
Pinkerton and the other operatives 
were to hear of him again. 

The prison �t J ackson was then con
ducted, as were so many others of that 
period. in a manner both lax and 
severe. Professional crooks without 
funds or influence did the menial or 
heavy work. \Vhile convicted men who 
had friends on the outside and money 
to disburse within, o ften had en forced 
residence made as com fortable for 
them as possible. 

Latimer, as a murderer \Yhom all the 
citizens of J ackson abhorred, received 
no i mmediate benefits. l lowe,·er, he 
had been able to collect the insurance 
which had provoked his crime. A fter 
defraying the costs of a vain but for
midable legal defense, he had left over 
a considerable sum of cash to deposi t  
when starting t o  sen·e h i s  l i fe sentence. 
And so straight off he started in to 
cultivate those officers of the institution 
whose favor \VOuld mean so much as 
the interminable years rolled on. 

He was making good progress at this 
when suddenly i t  was checked. A letter 
written by him attracted the attention 
of the prison censor, because it  smelled 
so strongly of lemon juice. I ts innoc
uous seeming message was addressed to 
a relative. But the official tested · i t  
with heat for invisible writing. And 
an amazing postscript written between 
the l ines was thus revealed. 

Latimer was beginning to plot an 
escape with exterior assistance. I lis 
plan included the smuggling of senral 
sticks of dynamite into the prison for 
his special conYenience. 

All privileges he had so far earned 
\Vere immediately cancelled. He went 
down it1 his keepers' black books a

·
s a 

man to be closely guarded at all times. 
For his part, he took such de feat with 
a shrug and a smile. No use trying for 
a break-his tiny cell was just a honit' 
he would have to get used to. 

He became meek, apologetic and con� 

spicuously reliable. Every rule he 
obeyed to the letter, attended all reli
gious services and got to be a favoritt' 
of the chaplain. 'l'he months passed. 
and the years. A fter three years of 
model behavior he had gradually re
gained the confidence of those who 
watched over him. 

But Lat imer had never for a moment 
abandoned his resolve to escape. H e  
really thought of nothing else ; i t  was 
all the " future " that lay ahead of him. 
Yet he . displayed great cunning and 
patience. H i s  acting ability again came 
to the fore. Mentally warped he un
questionably was-and having craftily 
and horribly exterminated his devoted 
parents, he now began like some ven
omous snake to work his  way circuit
ously to a point where he might strike 
at the two men of the prison staff who 
had shown him greatest kindness. 

They \Yere Guard Haight,  the keepet· 
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posted outside the gate of his cell block 
and John Gill, captain of the watch, 
who possessed keys to all the outer 
gates. 

Latimer at length recovered his 
privileges. There was no pharmacy in 
the prison then, and no regularly at
tending prison doctor. Latimer, having 
been a druggist, seized a favorable 
opportunity to suggest to the warden 
that he be permitted to dispense certain 
common remedies and patent medicines 
which his fellow com·icts frequently 
required. 

The warden, seeing no harm in i t .  
consented. But he ruled that all importa-

/ tions and purchases made by the mur
derer must be carefully scrutini zed ,-' 
either by himsel f, by the principal 
keeper, or Captain Gill. I f  i t  seems 
peculiar: to have entrusted this useful 
undertaking to such a man, it should 
be recalled that Latimer \vas in prison · 
for shoo_ting and beating l� is mother to 
death. He vigorously denied having 
induced his father's sudden and con
venient heart attack. And only the 
prosecutor's insinuations at his trial 
had ever legally connected him with the 
arts of a poisoner. 

Latimer kept up his shrewd game. 
He knew he would be watched for a 
long, long while. He waited for that 
inevitable chance when some one's 
vigilance \vould momentarily waver. 
He had capital, and he made more, sell
ing apothecary's supplies to the convicts 
who could afford to buy them. But also 
he was generous in giving to prisoners 
hopelessly without funds. Quinine, 
cough syrups, soaps, liniments, band
ages, and various other harmless items 
were thus put within the reach of all. 

In time he was bringing in danger
ous drugs, but only when prescribed by 
a physician, and in such quantity as to 
meet the immediate requ irements of an 

individual patient. He was so careful 
on this score he banished the last doubts 
of his most suspicious keeper. 

With his orders of drugs he began 
importing crackers, sardines, cheese, 
chocolate and other delicacies. He next 
took it upon himsel f to prepare a hot 
drink for Haight late at night , when 
the keeper sat down outside the barred 
gate and ate the lunch he brought to 
the prison in a basket. Adroi t ,  per
sistent friendliness made Haight accept 
this addition to his cold repast, until he 
grew to count upon a cup of coffee or 
cocoa every night. 

Latimer worked as ingeniously in 
winning the full confidence of Captain 
Gill. He contributed small donations 
o f  edibles tmtil this service also grew 
to be <l regular thing. It was but one 
step further to the suggestion on which 
his whole project depended. 

" I 've some fresh supplies to-n ight, 
captain. Swiss cheese, sardines and 
crackers, and three bottles of beer. Sup
pose-suppose you atid Haight and I 
have a bit of supper together. In the 
guard room ?" . 

Gill hesitated. 
I t  would be a welcome deviation 

from routine, yet strictly against prison 
rules. Latimer would have to be let 
out of the cell block, admitted to the 
secondary enclosure of the prison. But 
the young druggist seemed such an in
offensi ve, sociable sort-

" All  right," Gill agreed. " I 'll give 
Haight orders to bring you to the guard 
room on special detail ." 

VII 

THE l ittle feast passed off pleasant
ly. and after a few nocturnal 
repetitions came to be regarded 

in no way as a serious breach of discip
line. 

The drab, chi l ling oppressiveness o f  
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prison l ife is felt by keepers, who do not But having taken so long he could 
suffer it without interruption, as well afford to laugh at his own inward im
as by convicts, who do. Gill and his patience. Nearly six years ago the 
subordinate, Haight, worthy officers Pinkerton operatives had delivered him 
both, could not resist the catering of up to justice. And now, after inces
Latimer, while he heartily relished his santly plotting and shifting and moving 
semblance of liberty and equality. every hour of that intervening agony 

He was well educated, widely read, of time, he was ready to deliver him
traveled and witty. He could talk en- sel f from imprisonment. 
tertainingly enough if he wished to be He waited five, seven, nine days 
agreeable, and neither of the favored longer. What of that ? He knew just 
warders ever found him eager to be the kind of night he had to have for 
anything else. The three ate, drank, ally. 
smoked and chatted through many It came. Dusk was early. Wind 

· dreary midnight hours. Their meetings howled about the bleak stone walls, and 
continued week after week, on Lati- rain in angry gusts soon was pelting 
mer's bounty and with Gill's official upon them. 
permission. At midnight Keeper Haight got out 

And all this while the scheming his lunch basket and ·began munching 
killer was patiently at work on his ulti- a cold, dry meaL Almost at once Lati
mate triumph. He had managed, after mer stood beside him, coming from the 
months of docile preparation, to make small drug shop he had been aJio.wed to 
his drug shipments seem so usual, the · install in one of the larger cells. He 
official inspection when a new batch carried a tray., and on it were a tin of 
arrived was merely a matter o f  form. meat and one of smoked fish. Also on 
In this way he o'btained sufficient quan- the tray were two glasses and a cup. 
tities o f  cyanide o f  potassium and nitro- " Sorry-I'm a bit late," said the 
glycerine-and was not detected. convict of many privileges. · " But you 

It was his subsequent claim that he can chuck that stuff. I got fresh lemons 
sought to use a poison which would not to-day. Try some of this lemonade." 
kill.  Cyanide congeals the blood and Haight rose promptly, unlocked the 
stops the action of the heart. Nitro- gate and let Latimer pass through. It was 
glycerine is a powerful heart stimulant. like orderly routine to do this. · He fai
Th� two in conjunction would paralyze lowed him into Gill's office as so often 
Gill and Haight, but permit them ulti- he had done before. 
mately to recover when he himsel f was Latimer put his inviting tray down 
well beyond pursuit. upon the captain's desk. He reserved 

Latimer mixed the drugs and then the cup for himself, letting the keepers 
coolly experimented on himself, this accept the two glasses. Haight, without 
step alone consuming a month. With drinking, made up a couple of sand
fiendish exactitude and perseverance he wiches. With these· and the glass o f  
Jet nothing hurry him. B i t  by b i t  he  lemonade in hand, he returned back to 
increased and varied the amount of his post of duty beside the barred gate. 
each poison until he felt he had reached Gill and the prisoner sat close to-
the limit of personal safety. gether, conversing and eating. Latimer 

Very well, he was ready to strike- tasted both food and drink sparingly, 
his fateful party could be arranged. but talked a great deal. Gill made him-
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self  thirsty on fish, and now reached 
for his brimming tumbler. 

Latimer looked away to hide the 
eagerness, the reptile glitter in his eyes. 

Gill half emptied the glas� at one 
gulp. Then choked a li ttle, and 
screwed up his face. " Good Lord, man 
-you forgot the sugar," he exclaimed. 
He swung around in his chair and spat 
violently into the cuspidor. 

" No sugar ?" Latimer affected to 
sip his own drink. " Mine's sweet 
enough. Maybe it was what you'd been 
eating made i t  taste sour, captain ?" 

Gill took another s\\·allow, and 
grimaced. 

" Not much-this stuff's terrible. 
Get some sugar," he commanded. 

Latimer rose patiently but made some 
excuse to linger at the door. Gill was 
plainly uncomfortable, growing pale, 
feeling ill. He stood up suddenly, blue 
lipped and stricken. He clutched at his 
chest, a spasm distorting his features. 
Then he wilted slowly, sank to the floor 
without uttering a sound. and lay 
deathly still. 

The convict gave him barely a sec
ond glance, but stole forth on t iptoe, 
and along the passage, till he reached 
a dark corner from which he could spy 
upon Haight. The guard, even as Lat i 
mer halted, was raising his glass to 
drain it. 

Latimer watched the yellow fluid 
diminish swi ftly as the glass uptilted. 
·without complaint Haight was gulping 
it down to the last lethal drop. And 
then, before he even could put aside 
the tumbler, a terrific paroxysm seized 
him. 

. 

His hand grew limp. Crash went 
the glass on the concrete floor. And 
Latimer nearly cried out at the threat 
of alarm. 

Haight had doubled up with a muf
fled. strangling cough. He collapsed 

beside his chair, and, like Gill, nei ther 
stirred again nor groaned. 

VIII 

T A TIMER waited a moment to get 
L control of his nerves, then emerged 

from the shadow and drew near 
to the stricken Haight. He looked ut
terly slack and li feless. The convict 
bent down and took his kevs. Hasten
ing now, he turned back to Gill 's office. 
The captain had not moved, but his 
breathing was perceptible. He might 
presently revive. 

The demented mind of Latimer was 
quick to suggest a ferocious resource
fulness in this emergency. Gill had 
barely consumed half the glass of doc
tored lemonade. Latimer took it from 
the desk, sniffed at it, smiling with evil 
satisfaction. He then knelt down. 
slipped an arm under the head of the 
unconscious man, and began pouring 
the deadly concoction between his lips. 

He could not make Gill swallow, and 
the muscles of the throat seemed to 
have contracted. But he persisted until 
the glass was empty, spilling a great 
deal of the liquid, yet managing to 
trickle a goodly portion of it into the 
captain's mouth. 

" I f  he starts to revive and cry out," 
Latimer told himself, "he w ill S\�allow. 
And this second dose will at least put 
him to sleep again for another long 
spell ." 

He searched Gill 's pockets, took all 
his keys. and also a wallet containing 
twenty-seyen dollars. Until the mo
ment his hand rested on the money 
Latimer, for all his minute interior 
preparations. had gi\·en no thought to 
finding security once he had slipped 
away beyond the great iron doors. But 
now he had some more cash. 

In his pocket he had carried the in
criminating vials of poison. fearing to 
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have them out of his possession for a 
moment night or day. He would take 
them along. 

The rifle chest caught his eye. H e  
went and unlocked it with Gill 's key, 
secured a rifle and several clips of am
mumtwn. r\ hasty glance around
and he turned and fled f rom the room . 

. -\long the prison passage he walked 
briskly, used H aight's key to let him
sel f  through the first gate, and then 
went stealthily down the stairs. 

He heard a guard approaching-not 
the even t read of one who walks a 
beat, but the more rapid step of a man 
whose errand is urgent. 

The murderer knew he must not 
turn back. Be hid the rifle in a corner. 
and, steeling himsel f for his fi rst great 
gamble, went on. 

" Where d' you think you're going ?" 
The guard had heard the crash of 

the tumbler that slipped from H aight's 
hand, and 'vas coming up to investi
gate. Lat imer answered him w ith easy 
assurance. 

· •  Cap Gill feels sick and told me to 
get him some water," he said. " I  
dropped a glass. " 

" Oh-that was the noise I heard. "  
" Yes. " 
Wi thout waiting for permission, 

Latimer moved on . H i s  perfect com
posure deceived the guard, \vho asked 
no further questions and did not ven
ture to stop him. This guard. more
over, was content to leave Gill 's ailment 
in other hands. \ Vho better than the 
conv ict d ruggist could attend him ? 

Lat imer safely arrived . in the lower 
hall, but had to t arry there some time 
in an exposed position, waiting for the 
gate guard to pass out of sight. At last 
his chance came. He sprang at the 
gate, having the proper key ready, un
locked it,  slipped through and turned 
the key again. 

He now stood in the prison yard, 
where wind and rain made the v igi
lance of sentries doubly difficult. Yet 
he hugged the wall as  he worked his 
way toward the main gate. There were 
the new acetylene lamps to penetrate 
the storm. And i f  he were seen by a 
rifleman on the wall he would be fired 
at the moment his prisoner's garb was 
recognized. 

.-\ fter an interval he dared sneak up 
to the main gate and again await his 
chance to approach while the- keeper 
on duty there moved elsewhere. He 
got through, and was vi rtually free
though still visible from the top of the 
wall and liable to stop a bullet i f  dis
covered. 

On hands and knees the triumphant 
prisoner crept the full length of the 
institution ti l l  he reached a far corner 
of the towering outer wall. · . He knew 
the adjacent streets well. It was the 
last gamble, to stand erect and suddenly 
run, zigzagging away from the prison 
unti l the nearest private dwelling ·a 
hundred feet off had screened him. 

H e  waited for a particularly violent 
burst of rain, sweeping straight in 
from the direction he meant to take. 
Here it came. vVhat sentinel wouldn't 
momentarily turn his back to such a 
blast ? H e  sprang up, breathing deeply, 
breasting the storm, and ran for his 
very l i fe. · 

There was no challenge, no shot or 
sound of alarm. He was f ree. In 
convict clothes sti l l ,  but beyond t he 
penal enclosure. H e  h ad money, and 
a quantity of poi son that in his  hands 
was as good as a weapon. 

He walked hurri edly through a less 
familiar, squalid part of town, gained 
the freight yards, and started blindly 
on a journey of desperate inspi ration. 

:.\feanwhile, at  the prison , Captain 
Gill had remained unconscious for 
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nearly two hours. Then gradually 
reviving, his memory came back and 
he managed to era wl to the door of his 
office and try to sound an alarm. His 
first efforts exhausted him and he 
fainted again, but came around some 
while latS!r to renew his attempt. He 
this time succeeded in reaching the 
hall, and tried calling to Haight, but 
realized suddenly his own fate had un
doubtedly been shared by the gate 
keepec 

At last the commotion he made 
attracted attention below. Other guards 
rushed up, and word of Latimer's 
escape spread over the prison. Both 
of the poisoned officers were hurried 
off to the hospital. Gill again had 
lapsed into unconsciousness. Yet heroic 
efforts were made to save his life. 
Haight was pronounced beyond relief. 
He was dead when they li fted him out 
of the ambulance. 

IX 

THE alarm was spread through the 
city of Jackson, and search 
parties, belatedly setting out, 

scoured the countryside for hours 
without finding a trace of Irving Lati
mer. The Pinkerton office was imme
diately notified. In a day of inade
quate criminal records, the files of the 
Pinkertons were widely d e p c n d e d 
upon. And it was the hope o f  the 
Michigan authorities some clew of the 
fugitive's most probable destination 
might lodge in the private detectives' 
account of their original investigation. 

In Jackson, the operative. Edwards. 
returned to work on the all but forgot
ten Latimer case. There was nothing 
either in the Pinkerton records or in 
those of  the Michigan police to indicate 
what direction the fleeing murderer 
might take. 

" But he's not a professional crook, 

and, it appears, made no attempt to tie 
up \vith that sort during his years in 
prison," Edwards reasoned. " So he 
lacks the usual hideaway opportunities 
of an escaper with underworld con
tat:ts. Whatever he does will be sort 
of original and amateurish. " 

" God keep us from such an ama
teur," said the Jackson prison warden 
fervently. 

" Killing his father 'vas just prac
tice," the Pinkerton agent summed up. 
" The mother's death put him behind 
bars-though he claimed we framed 
him on that confession business, and 
that public opinion railroaded him. 

" Now he's killed again to set him
sel f free. And to stay free there's no 
knowing how many he'll strike down. 
Talk about a rattlesnake !" 

" A  rattler would have warned poor 
Haight before striking. This Lati
mer's a cobra on the loose !" 

It  was true. Five days after Latimer 
vanished from the penitentiary there 
came first news of his progress at large. 
In an uncultivated field near Orton
ville, 1vlichigan, the body of a man was 
discovered. He had been stripped 
naked. There wasn't a wound, upon 
him. He was soon identified as a 
vagrant recently liberated from the 
county 'vorkhouse after serving a 
ninety-day sentence. And an autopsy 
performed to determine the cause of 
his death disclosed enough cyanide of  
potassium to have slain three strong 
men. 

" Latimer !" agreed \Villiam Pinker
ton when he read Edwards's telegram 
depicting this find. " I suppose he got 
away on a freight train, and met this 
tramp-just out of jail himself and 
willing to help a fellow outcast. But 
Latimer didn't want company, he  
wanted clothes different from his con
vict ontfi t. He poisoned this new 
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friend, probably the first meal they 
scraped together." 

A number o f  the Latimer relatives 
had, at the time of his trial, attempted 
to rally to his defense, scouting the 
idea he could be guilty of a ghasfly 
killing. It was belieYed most of these 
people had not waYered. Letters o f  
encouragement received b y  him a t  
Jackson had proved that. And Pink
erton representatives. in one guise or 
another, made it a point to visit the 
home of each one of them during the 
next two weeks. However, they found 
no sign of the fugitive. 

Another move of the detectives was 
to get in touch with all the principal 
\vholesale drug and chemical houses o f  
the country. Some of them already 
knew Irving . Latimer, either as a drug
gist customer, or a prison pharmacist 
of sundry small purchases. Good 
specimens of his handwriting were ob
tained and filed with the mail order de
partments of every one of these firms. 
And the Pinkertons prepared to rely 
on their integrity, as at that time there 
·were few regulations restricting the 
sale of deadly drugs. 

I t  was believed by Edwards and 
other operatives on the " relative 
front'' that some of Latimer's kin knew 
his whereabouts, and corresponded 
with him. The Post Office Department 
was enlisted, and the mail of the sus
pects passed under the closest scrutiny. 
Hut this promising attempt failed to 
materialize a single genuine clew. 

The Ortonville lead had, naturally, 
been followed up with all possible 
speed. Several farmers believed they 
had seen the escaping convict-one or 
two declared they had talked with him. 
But it soon appeared that he \vas 
deubling back into more populotis 
regions. In Detroit the trail turned 
cold. Perhaps he passed over into 

Canada, or had taken a job aboard 
some lake steamer. Literally thou
sands o f  inqumes were made. 
Latimer not only belonged in a dun
geon-but also it seemed certain he 
would kill again, and again, if liberty 
denied him the kind of life he desired. 

A year passed. The man hunt had 
slackened ; the press, the public had 
forgotten such a fugitive as Irving 
Latimer was still marked " M issing." 
Dut all this while the Pinkerton . office 
remembered. Edwards and two other 
operatives remained restlessly active. 
Even \vhen on · some other assignment 
they looked for the druggist. 

Then one day a messenger hurried 
to the office of George Bangs, the 
agency's general superintendent in 
New York. H e  brought an · .urgent 
letter from one . o f  the largest whole .. 
sale drug concerns in �he city. �· By an 
oversight which we greatly regret," i t  
began. Bang" -read on-and then sud
denly sprang to his feet. Latimer ! 

The letter writer went about ex
plaining " the elapse of time "-" a 
new clerk handling tha mail"-and so 
forth. 'What he revealed was that a 
correspondent signing himself Rufus 
Crombie had been buying medicines 
from his company for more than a 
month. He lived in Oberlin, Ohio. H e  
had written hal f a dozen times-and 
one of these ordet:s was enclosed. It 
was ten days old. The handwriting 
surely resembled Latimer's neat script . 
. -\nd the order fairly shrieked Latimer, 
for it included requests for strychnine 
and cyanide. 

X 

T .-\TIMER, in flight, had considered 
L his meeting and disposing o f  the 

tramp a phenomenal stroke of luck. 
Xobocly would mind his taking such a 
useless li fe. I t  was an agreeable 
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change to kill some one who probably 
hadn't a friend in the world. At the 
moment the fugitive had no friend 
himself save the tramp. But now he 
was gulping down Latimer's steaming 
brew. The coffee had a " queer " taste. 
objected the tramp. A few minutes later 
he was dying in horrible convulsions. 

Latimer's further progress was or
dinary in the extreme. He did ship 
aboard a lake vessel, and kept afloat for 
several months. Meanwhile, he avidly 
read about himsel f in the newspapers. 
;md also studied the want ads. H e  
realized keenly that it would be years 
before he dared venture back into the 
only profession he knew or enjoyed, 
pharmacy. He had thought of going 
East, enrolling at a university, and 
eventually studying to become a phy
sician. But first he must acquire capi
t:'ll. He was still young-twenty-se\·en 
-and once p o s s e s s e d of adequate 
funds his medical training could begin. 

More luck came his way when he 
saw the advertisement of old Roger 
Crombie. " A wealthy, retired gentle
man desires educated, refined young 
man as nurse and companion-" 
Crombie, something of a .miser, had 
considerable means. He was a clergy
man, but had abandoned that career 
since the death of his wife about ten 
years before. He was not precisely an 
invalid, but one who surely needed a 
great deal of waiting on. He had worn 
out half a dozen housekeepers, and 
now resorted to hiring a young man 
whose good temper and mobility he 
hoped would endure. 

Latimer had applied post haste and 
managed to land the job. All the 
young men of Oberlin had other plans 
than working for old Crombie. Lati
mer was the only applicant coming 
from a distance "··ho seemed to meet 
t he requirements. He had been noted 

for tenderness, courtesy and pious 
ways, remember, before his mania 
obsessed him. Turning nurse he re
garded as a master stroke. And once 
he really exerted himsel f to 'please the 
old man, Crombie was . his slave. 

A fter a few months of this Latimer 
was ceasing to appreciate mere com
fort and shelter from pursuit. He was 
thin_king of the money he needed to try 
to turn doctor. Crombie had plenty
chiefly inherited from his wi fe. And 
Latimer, an expert in devising rapid 
inheritances for himself ,  could not help 
thinking. 

Howenr, he had changed his name 
and thrown away his vials of poison. 
This he deemed the beginning of an 
altogether new and improved existence. 
He had worked on the old man's feel
ings-told of being an orphan " as long 
as he could remember "-his name 
" �ufus Johnson " \Vas possibly not 
even the right one. There was, o f  
course. just one alleged relative, i n  
Cali fornia, a n  old " uncle " who spoke 
of legally adopting him. 

Crombie, grown senile. and cherish
ing his new content, worried about 
that. Latimer kept talking about it. 
One day he professed to have received 
a telegram. His " uncle " needed him, 
would adopt him and " put " him in his 
will i f  he hastened westward. 

Crombie trembled. How soon would 
he want to go ? 

" It's such a grand opportuni ty, sir
I can't be too quick. Just as soon as I 
can get somebody here to look a fter 
you-" 

Crombie tottered to his ftct, matched 
the Cali fornian's bid and bettered i t .  
" You take my name. I've no direct 
heir, my boy-and no relation I like 
half so well as you. Become Ru fus 
Crombie. I'll  legally adopt you and 
draw a new will." 
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" It seems mercenary to go back on 
good old Uncle Ed like this," Latimer 
said. 

' ' But what about me-don't I need 
you, treat you like a son ?" 

' ' You do, indeed, sir." 
" Then it's settled. " 
Very soon it was, and all down on 

paper-the name I r v i n g Latimer 
naturally not appearing any..yhere in 
the transaction. 

The newfound heir waited another 
month. In .prison he had learned the 
value of patience. Moreover, he had 
no Madge and no debts nagging him as 
in the hurried, reckless days of killing 
at Jackson. But after a while he ceased 
patronizing the local drug stores. 
Crombie doted on thrift. He chuckled 
delightedly-a lad after his own heart 
-when " Ru fus " told him he was now 
saving money ordering all medicines 
at the wholesale price from a firm in 
New York. 

XI 

MR. BANGS'S wire startled Wil
liam Pinkerton, and set the Chi
cago headquarters athrob with 

anxious activity. Latimer, a, Crombie, 
was in Ohio, and buying poisons once 
more. The order was ten days old 
and had been filled and shipped im
mediately. Only a swi ft pace would 
save the life of whatever victim he now 
coiled around. 

Arriving in Oberlin with three op
eratives ·william Pinkerton moved 
on the Crombie address without taking 
time to make the customary inquiries. 
However, he posted his assistants with 
the usual precaution. Then he walked 
up and rang the bell. 

I rving Latimer opened the door, and 
stood facing the detective with im
mense composflre. His appearance he 
had c�verly altered. At first glance 

William did not recognize him, which 
gave the criminal just an instant in 
which to get hold of his nerve. 

" I  wish to see Mr. Crombie," said 
Pinkerton. 

" Who is calling ?" the other blandly 
inquired. 

" My name is William Pinkerton-" 
said the detective, now certain o f  his 
man. 

" I'll tell Mr. Crombie." Latimer 
turned away and started to walk 
through the house, but not upstairs. 

" I ' l l  come with you," Pinkerton 
said, pushing open the door. 

Latimer turned back, wanting to run, 
but having to stand and t ry one more 
bluff. " Please be quiet, sir," he said. 
" Old M r. Crombie is-is indisposed." 

" I'll  bet he is, Latimer." William 
stepped forward quickly, reaching into 
his pocket for handcuffs. 

Latimer thought he meant to draw a 
gun. In a flash he had snatched up a 
cheap imitation Japanese vase from a 
hall table. It was heavy and brittle. 
Luckily for William he was not the 
artist in taking aim he was in other 
pursuits. The vase whizzed past the 
detective's ear, and struck the glass 
panel of the front door with a fearful 
crash. 

Pinkerton now did draw his gun ; 
and cornered, shifty Latimer held up "' 
his hands. Other detectives hurried in, 
drawn by the sound of the vase and 
glass smashing together. " There he is, 
Edwards ! Put your bracelets on him !" 
William ordered. , 

Latimer did not resist. He attempted 
a sneer. 

" Take us to old Mr. Crombie-" 
The other hesitated-till Edwards 

gave him a sudden shaking that rocked 
his sleek head like a cork on a wave. 

" Up-upstairs-this way-" 
The detectives and their long wanted 

s o  
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murderer trooped into Crombie's front 
bedroom. On the bed lay an elderly 
man, his face as pale as the pillow
his body stretched out, l imp and still. 

Pinkerton and Edwards bent over 
him. " Just barely alive !" Pinkerton 
turned to Latimer. " Was it strych
nine or cyanide this time ?" 

The killer blinked. How could these 
devils know what he had ? From New 
York ? What a fool he had been not 
to guard against that ! 

" This time, at any rate, Latimer, you 
swing," the chief detective snapped. " I  
suppose you forgot-but in Ohio they 
allow capital punishment. " 

The effect of this was electrical. 
" God, he won't die. I'll get milk, 

raw eggs," Latimer cried. " Wait-I 
can prescribe, too, before a doctor 
comes. Some antidote and cardiac 
stimulant-" 

" You'U prescribe nothing !" Pinker
ton swung around, addressing his 
youngest companion. " Mi lls, run for 

a doctor. Tell him to fetch a stomach 
pump. And don't waste a second." 

" He'll l ive !" Latimer insisted, 
quivering with fear. 

..- " I f you're lucky," said Edwards, 
backing him out of hanTI's way into a 
corner. " Sit there." 

The doctor, two doctors-young 
Mills was both fleet and thorough
hurried in. Valiantly clinging to his 
last shreds of l i fe, old Roger Crombie 
survived those first small doses of the 
poison with which Latimer had planned 
very gradually and " naturally " to 
sicken and to kil l  him. The Pinker
tons saw to it that Crombie's current 
will  was burned. 

They then took the train to Colum
bus, had Latimer's extradition ar
ranged and escorted him to Jackson. 
He went into solitary confinement. 
since even for Haight's slaying he 
could not be executed. But stone and 
steel and all his keepers' grim suspicion 
forever a fter walled him in. 

"J COULD ·get through any lock that man has made. I could open a locked 
window so quietly and stealthily that you, sleeping in the same room, 
would never hear me. I could enter that room and ransack it without 

you ever suspecting. I could l i ft you bolt upright in your bed without you 
waking, and take the watch and the wallet and the gun you had under your 
pillow. 

" Security ? There isn't any security when a clever prowler has marked 
your house for burglary !" 

That's what Henry Hyatt says, and he has committed more than five 
thousand " jobs." See the inside cover of this i ssue for an announcement 

. of this  forthcoming feature. 

6 D  



La Linda Palotna 
By 

Harold de Polo 

" I really should warn you that I 

undentand Spaniib," Aid 

lnapettor Frayne 

The Dancer h Very Beautiful and Very Fickle, 
While Inspector Frayne llf Only Very Clever 

I
N S PECTOR FRAY � E. as he en

tered his quarters in the East 
Fi ftie", stretched in pleasant antici

pation. Although he had immensely 
enjoyed his dinner and following chat 
at the exclusive Calabash Club, the 
task be fore him was far more interest
ing. Sir John Colby, the Yisiting 
British archaeologist. had been vastly 
entertaining, but inside and enn 
erudite information on Egyptian tombs 
faded into insignificance against the 
current crime news of the modern 
world. 

According to Inspector Frayne, any-
way. 

The famous manhunter was unques
tionably the most diligent peruser of  
newspapers that  New York or  any 
other ci ty had ever known. He had a 
reading knowledge o f  seven or eight 
languages, and he 'vas constantly 
using it. \Vhat he read, furthermore, 
he remembered. It was photographed, 
as it \Yere, onto his brain. He could 
see it all in print again, he had said. 
Page ; column ; line ; words. He had 
proYen this, incidentally, in friendly 
argument with one of his few in
timates, by going back year a fter year 
and quoting sentences and entire para
graphs Y erhatim. 

51( 
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To-nigh t ,  h e  told himsel f a s  he re
moved his o\·ercoat. there was a treat 
\\·aiting for him. The mail plane from 
t he deck of the fastest boat that 

- plowed the Atlantic had brought him 
a bundle of the latest Berlin and Paris 
and Madrid dailies, as well as yarious 
other sheets. H e  thought o f  these 
three particular cities, however, because 
i t  so happened that each one of them 
was in the th roes of <:m intriguing mur
der case. Two of them, · in fact, were 
going on in Berl in .

. · 
And then there 

was that strangulat ion o f  c.t Turkish 
dancer, that closely resembled Apache 
work-

But Frayne,. care fully brushing the 
snowflakes from the. otter collar ·o f ·  his 
black broadcloth · coat lined ,,:i th . Per
sian lamb, suddenly held the garment 
rigidly. 

The telephone had buzzed. · 
One of his telephones, rather. He 

had ·seven of them. Six in his apart
ment ; the other in his priYate shooting 
gallery, in a soundproof room in the 
cellar. The instrument that had buzzed, 
though, was the one of which Hag
gerty-and H aggerty alone-had the 
number. 

Haggerty was h i s assistant. h i s  
prot ege , his  buffer. I t  w a s  Haggerty's  
.iob to separate the dro:,;s from t he gold, 
�o to speak ; to see that the great man
hunter wasn't pestered \Yith any obvi
<'US kil l ings that might be soh·ed by a 
less important member of the X ew 
York Police Department. Otherwi se, 
Frayne probably ,.,·ould haye been del
uged with each and eyery ordinary 
murder that occurred in the fiye 
boroughs that comprise the miracle 
c ity of the world. 

So when Haggerty used that special 
l ine-

Frayne didn't drop his overcoat in 
getting to the telephone. He draped 

it  OYer a padded hanger in less time 
than it would have taken another man 
to release the garment and acquire his 
equilibrium. 

II 

"MURDER, chie f ! And a peach ! "  
Don Haggerty 's voice was 

so enthusiastic that his supe
rior dryly reminded him : 

" :\11 . murders are peaches,. Don-or 
q u inces ! . . .  Let's be specific !" 

His subordinate took the censure 
properly. He coughed and cleared his 
throat art'Cl- got down to cases, as  his 
superior demanded ;. 

" Excuse me, sir. La Linda Paloma. 
;\ o, I don't  mean her hersel f.  I mean 
her maid. A French girl. Celeste 
Valliere. She was stabbed in La 
Linda's dressing room. In the heart. 
Clean through i t, I 'd say. Death in
stantaneous. · Stage property dagger, 
used by La Linda in one of her dances. 
Sharp one, though. The Paloma is 
up in the air, hO\:vling for what she 
calls American justice. So is  her man
ager, that Diego E spinosa bird. He 
i sn't  the only one, either. H eaton 
Sedgewick is up here. He seems to be 
implicated, too. H e-" 

" Seems ?" drawled Frayne. " Then 
\Yhy the excitement ? And what about 
Geoghan ?" 

Don Haggerty, seemingly, did some 
blushing. His YOice, at least, sounded 
that way. 

" Sorry, chief. I shouldn 't have 
phrased it the \Yay I did. They all 
seem to be implicated, I should have 
said, with nothing pinned on any o f  
em. It's this way : It was just  a fter 

La Linda's last dance. Ordinarily, the 
maid waits in the wings for her, with 
a light wrap. To-night, La Linda says. 
she decided during one of her turns 
that she wanted to motor to the coun-
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try for Sunday. She told this Celeste 
to hurry and pack her bags instead of 
waiting in the wings. J\11 right. She 
says-La Linda, I'm speaking of-that 
when she came back to her dressing 
room after her performance her maid 
was lying on the floor with this dagger 
in her heart. Her manager and Heaton 
Sedgewick-" 

Don stopped, for a moment. His 
voice had that slightly apologetic note 
in it, again : 

" I forgot to say that this �o-callcd 
' star dressing room ' here at the Fro
bisher Theater isn't ju!'t a regular 
dressing room. It's a two-room and 
bath suite. One first enters-" 

" Yes. I know," said Frayne. " l'ye 
entered it . In my more youthful days. 
Don. Probably they s t i ll haye that 
horrible green burlap on the \\"ai ls ." 

" Excuse it once more, chie f," said 
Don. " I keep forgetting that you 
know more about N e\\· York than any 
l iving man. " 

" Thanks," said Frayne, some\\"hat 
dryly. He addeJ : " Is this a murder 
or are we conducting \\"hat might be 
termed A Class in Elementary Compli 
ments ?" 

The remark speeded 1 I aggerty up. 
" It's just that it looks so good that 

1 guess I'm a litt le up in the air. sir," 
he explained. " There \\"as Celeste 
dead ; there was La Linda coming in ; 
there \vas her manager asleep in his 
chair in the si tting room, snoring his 
head off ; there was Heaton Sedge\\·ick 
in the bathroom, where he'd gone to 
mix a round of drinks ,  with the door 
locked on the outside and the key in 
the keyhole !" 

" Did I ask about Geoghan ?" queried 
the manhunter. 

Lieutenant Geoghan, it so happened. 
was the department expert on all things 
theatrical . Lieut enant Geoghan. it 

also so happened, knew his onions and 
all other garden produce. 

" You did, chief. Geoghan went to 
Buffalo last night to personally iden
t i fy that Greek vaudevil le juggler 
mixed up in the Papadoulos mnrder 
affair. The cop on the beat-fello"· 
called H yman-told Gus Frobisher 
that he'd better get to you throngh me. 
He certainly wants to get to you, chief. 
It's his theater. He's naturally worried 
over the unpleasant notoriety it wil l 
mean." 

" Sp�::aking f roill the phone Ill 
Raquel's dressing room, Don ?' '  asked 
Frayne. 

'' Raquel '' \\·as the gi ,·en name of 
La Linda Paloma. 

" [ am, sir," replied Haggerty. 
Frayne took a penci l  out of h is 

pocht, then. \\"ith i t ,  he tapped a tune 
on the t elephone. It was a private code 
that he and Haggerty had invented. 
It \ras known to the t \\·o of them only. 
The tune was brief. I t  merely asked : 

" Dn you suspect any one ?" 
The manhunter's devoted �ubordinate 

must ha Ye had a penci I handy, l;imsel f. 
" No," \\"as his answer. 
Frayned yawned. 
" Be right up, Don. Reminding you 

to hole! every one in and keep every one 
out. Except Grady. Ring him when I 
hang up and tell him to cha�e along." 

Crady was the coroner. Crady \vas 
also Frayne's friend. Crady was one 
coroner who didn't ha \"e the urge to be 
a great. detectin some brig-ht clay. 

" l\l aybe it is a peach of a murder , ' ' 
said Frayne, as he replaced the receiver. 
" \Ye'll lind out soon ." 

Probably Inspector Frayne would 
would find out soon. l\lurder w.ls his 
hobby. It \ras his only hobby. More 
than his hobby, to be explic it. It was 
\vhat made his brain go on clicking and 
his blood go on pumping. It furnished 
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him with all the proteins and calories 
that his system seell\.ed to need. 

It was his life ! 

III 

IN SPECTOR FRAY N E, on his jour
ney to a murder case, usually spent 
the time in mentally cataloguing the 

principals and the known :;uper
numeraries connected with the affair. 
He was doing so now, as he lolled back 
in the taxi he had hailed at his door. 

La Linda Paloma-Raquel Riera, 
she had been christened-could come 
extremely close to being termed a very 
dangerous sort of little girl. She was, 
as far as could be judged, somewhere 
in her early thirties. For half her li fe, 
if not longer, she had been dancing in 
the gayest cities in the world. Her 
debut had been made in an obscure cafe 
in  Buenos Ayres, but neither the cafe nor 
La Linda had remained obscure a fter 
the first night. 

A fabulously wealthy coffee planter 
in Brazil, who had been on what he had 
deemed a slumming tour, had seen to 
that. 

He had i nstantly desired and offered 
to allow La Linda to dance for himsel f 
and himself alone, magnificently sug
gesting t hat she choose any palatial 
dwelling on any exclusive thorough
fare. In the morning she would be in
stalled there, he promised, with a 
retinue o f  servant s  and all the other in
cidentals. They do things with a cer
tain air, these incredibly rich coffee 
people from the South and Central 
Americas, as Frayne was ,,·ell aware. 

La Linda, even at that early stage o f  
her career, must have been endowed 
with a strong sense of inate shrewd
ness. Perhaps she remembered the 
Spanish proverb about those who 
capitulate too soon are apt to be dis
carded too soon afterward. :\nyway, 

she rejected the offer. She said that 
she wanted to dance, that there was 
where her happiness and joy and li fe 
was. Bueno. Dance she should, but 
she should dance for him.  And with
out asking the price the Brazilian had 
immediately bought the ca fe, giving a 
blank check that did not prove to be a 
rubber one. 

The episode, naturally, brought her 
fame. B riefly, she j ust as naturally 
eventually surrendered to the coffee 
planter. She did not accept from him 
any of the various homes he suggested ; 
she had him build her a marble palace 
on a wide and swank avenue, and she 
did not move into it until she had been 
given the deed in her own name. She 
did not remain for long in her 
sumptuous home, the first time. She 
elected to accept a fat contract at a 
Parisian dance hall, duly accompanied 
across the briny by the madly in
fatuated Brazilian. 

He did not remain the tenant of  her 
heart-or whatever it was-for more 
than five scant weeks a fter her advent 
into France. She fe11 for a Swedish 
count-a to\vering, blond young giant. 
In fact ,  I nspector Frayne recalled that 
falling for blond men had been her 
fetish, her one weakness. Anyway, 
so she had gone on. Acquiring ad
mirers and possessions ; having her 
purple patches of love, regardless of  
finance, w ith ?\ordic men ; but always 
she danced, although her wealth must 
have been consi·derable. There had 
been much truth, no doubt, in her early 
statement that her happiness and joy 
and life were in her work. She was, 
a fter all, an artist. Frayne knew 
that. He had seen her behind the 
footlights. 

The last time he, had seen her, he re
membered, he had happened to sit next 
to Heaton Sedgewick. The latter was a 
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blond young man-a very blond young 
man. 

Heaton Sedgewick-at least in the 
1·icinity of I\ ew York-was equally as 
\veil knovm as La Linda. He was one 
of the best known men-aoout-town, as 
the phrase has it, as 'veil as one of the 
most famous of the Long Island polo 
and hunting set. He was squash cham
pion, into the bargain. There were few 
sports, indeed, at which he was not 
adept. The axiom of j ack of all trades 
and master of none did not apply to 
him. He was a crack athlete, up 
among the top-notchers, in any game 
in which he participated. Almost 
daily, during all seasons, his name was 
in the sport pages of the press. 

'l'he remarkable thing about him was 
that he did more proverbial burning o f  
the candle a t  both ends than any indi
vidual the manhunter could bring to 
mind at the moment. Certainly he up
set all the copy book rules about those 
wishing to excel in sports shunning 
wine, women and sbng. Instead o f  
shunning them, Heaton Sedgewick 
assiduously searched for them. Not 
that they are so difficult to find, at 
that, particularly for a s o c  i a I I  y 
prominent and financially secure young 
man who happens to be further blessed 
with more than a fair share of gooa 
looks. With all his popularity, his 
wildness, it was rumored that Sedge
wick had the rare attribute of oeing 
extremely cagy. To bear this out, he 
had never made the tabloids in a breach 
of promise suit or a blackmail frame-
u� -

But with all his caginess-rumor was 
ag-ain speaking-he had fallen for La 
Linda quite as hard and thoroughly as 
she had fallen for him. He was at the 
theater almost nightly, watching her 
from the wings or waiting for her in the 
d re"sing room. His faith fulness had 

caused comment from more than one 
Broadway columQist, for Heaton had 
never been accttsed of being ungenerous 
with his affections. Ordinarily, in fact , 
he could be seen with a different woman 
every evening at some night club. 
Sometimes with two of them at two 
different night clubs, rather. La Linda, 
however, had changed that. Sedgewick 
was so faith ful that he didn't even ob
j ect  to Diego Espinosa, her manager, 
being on the party most of the t ime. 

Diego Espinosa ? 
A rare, although not an unknown 

type. He was, if Frayne remembered 
correctly, quite close to sixty. A placid 
and astute business man-as La 
Linda's contracts would bear witness
who was reputed to be deYoted to her 
in a purely fatherly fashion. He was 
from her own country, and it was said 
that he had met her in Paris-after the 
affair of the Swedish count-and per
suaded her that she needed some one 
to supen·ise the details of her theatrical 
work. He had been doing this super
vising since-well, it must have been 
very much in the neighborhood o f  over 
fifteen years, now. 

Never, as far as Frayne could recol
lect, had there been the slightest breath 
of suspicion in the relationship. Diego 
sincerely believed her to be the greatest 
artist, the greatest interpreter of the 
Spanish dance, that the world had ever 
known. It  was his duty, he had affirn1ed, 
to see that this genius was properly pre
sented to the public. She, in turn, had 
shortly come to realize that she had 
gained the services of a veritable 
guardian angel. Her respect for him, 
her a ffection, was said to be that o f  a 
duti ful child to a revered father. He 
accepted her amours with a sigh, as 
something that presumably must occur 
in the l i fe of a grande art£ste. 

So much for what Frayne knew o f  
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t he three of  them, waiting there in  the 
dressing room with Hagge-rty. 

The maid ? The murdered gir l ? 
\Vhat does any one know about the 

maid of a famous star such as La 
Linda Paloma ? 

Frayne, as he alighted from the taxi ,  
told himsel f that perhaps he'd better 
start making a mental card index called 
" Servitors of the Famous." 

IV 

TH E  walls of  the star dressing 
room in  the Frobisher Theater 
were still adorned with the 

bilious green burlap that was con
sidered so swell in the beginning of the 
Twentieth Century .  

Frayne was looking at · the walls, as 
he entered. He stood there, in fact, 
with his eyes going to triangular slits 
as he scrutinized them almost pains
takingly. 

He apparently paid no attention to 
the corpse that was crumpled up on the 
floor ; to La Linda Paloma hersel f ;  to 
Heaton Sedgewick ; to Diego Espinosa. 
Oddly enough, these people who must 
have been horribly on edge watched 
him in complete s ilence. Frayne had 
the habit of making h is · audience do 
this ,  when he so desired i t .  

Haggerty knew this. H aggerty, 
red-headed and blue-eyed and keenly 
al ive, knew a great deal about his supe
rior. He knew that the incomparable 
manhunter never assumed an attitude, 
never made a gesture, nev.er ut tered a 
word, that didn't mean something. H e  
knew that Frayne, now, was simply 
getting his suspects more on edge. 

A reporter had once said that Frayne 
and his subordinate seemed to have 
telepathic communication, and pres
ently Don lent some credence to the 
remark. 

' ' Looking for something. chief ?" 

Frayne,  in answer, suddenly turned 
to La Linda Paloma. He bowed from 
the waist. 

' ' I was looking for something, 
Sei'iorita Riera ,"  he smiled. · •  I was 
looking for an unemployed hanger." 

Raquel gazed at him, blankly. Not 
exactly blankly. She gazed at him 
with eyes that said that here was one 
.:\ orth American who was trul)' mad. 
Her eyes were exceptionally expres
sive,  incidentally. 

Diego Espinosa shook his head and 
folded his hands more tightly across 
his protuberant paunch, while Heaton 
Sedgewick muttered that he'd be 
damned, by gad. 

Raquel, however, was the first to 
regain her composure, as Don noticed. 

' '  .\n-an unemployed hanger ? . . .  
\Vhat a lo�,c-ly description you have 
said . I nspector Frayne !" 

Her voice was as gorgeous, as en
thralling, as her eyes. It had mag
netism. H er English was precise, 
�low, with high notes that were charm
ingly ::tccentuated. 

· •  But have you one ?" persisted 
Frayne. politely. 

' ' But surely-but- . . .  Don Diego 
-Hcc-ton- . . . . \ hanger. For the 
lm:c-ly fur overcoat of  the Inspector 
Frayne. l}nemploy Jhat one. There, 
that one with the silver and black jota 
costume. I know of the most famous 
Inspector Frayne. He all-ways hangs 
up his clothes ! . . . . .:\o, Inspector 
Frayne ?" 

" And tree my boots. Senorita 
Riera ,"  Frayne gravely concurred, as 
he took the clothes hanger from Don 
Diego and hung up his fur overcoat 
<>. fter he had care fully draped i t . 

'' By gad, sir," broke in H eaton 
Sedgewick, " do you know that there's 
a dead \VOman right there on the floor 
beside you ? _·\ murdered woman !" 
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" Did you murder her. Sedgewick ?" 
Frayne asked casually. 

" Did I murder her ?" 
" Precisely what I inquired. ' '  
The polo idol o f  Long Island looked 

as if he wished he had a mallet in his 
hand. As i t  was. he took a step for
ward, his face going angry. 

" Dan1n-" 
" Don't damn me," drawled Frayne. 

" 1 really don't like being damned. I 
heartily agree that children should 
merely be seen; l\lr. Sedgewick. You 
simply must control yourself." 

' '  Yes, do not be more o f  a fool. 
Hee-to11," burst out La Linda. " All
t·cady you have made Inspector Frayne 
see that you cared for Cel-" 

Raquel broke off suddenly. and i t  
was  then-and then only-that Don 
Diego spoke. He spoke as i f  ad
monishing an innocent and waywan! 
little girl. 

" Raquel-Raquellita !'' 
" But has he not been a fool. Don 

Diego ? Saying he loves me ? Playing 
with his other women ?" La Linda 
broke out. " M  adrc de Dios, Don 
Diego, do I countenance pigs "·ho--" 

Raquel Riera changed to Spanish. 
then. She went into the entire history 
of her romance \vith Heaton Sedge
\Yick. It ·was, to say the least, passably 
amusing. It accused him, beyond the 
vestige of a doubt, of not being faith
ful. It accused him of having become 
enamored of :tn insignificant creature 
\'vho was not even true to him. Did he 
not know she had spoken to her mis
tress about letters from another-

But La Linda stopped, for a mo
ment, in order to regain her breath. 
apparently. 

" I'm sorry to interrupt," Frayne 
took occasion to say, " but I really 
should wam you that 1 understand 
S panish."  

Raquel clutched at her bosom. 
sighed. rdaxed. Her next gesture was 
impulsin. She carne over and put her 
hands on Inspector Frayne's shoulders. 

" Oh.  you must forgiYe me. I am 
so-o-o excited. l-<>h, but you <t-ill find 
the terrible person who killed my poor 
Celeste, will you not ? N o ?" 

" Probably I shall ," said Frayne 
gravely, with another courteous bow, 
and something in his bearing that said 
he again demanded silence. 

v 

THE manhunter gazed down at the 
body of Celeste V alii ere. She 
had been a pretty little thing, 

with legitimate t itian hair and a pro
vocati\'e mouth. She might easily 
have had admirers. She was dressed 
in an immaculate maid's costume, of 
stiti black taffeta with apron and cap 
of real French lace. Her ankles were 
trim, her feet \veil shod. Her hands 
were superbly kept, the fingers slim and 
tapering, although the sharply pointed 
nails had too much pink liquid nail 
polish on them to suit Frayne. 

Frayne was an expert on hands. His 
O\\o'll were beautifully tended. He 
looked at them now. Held them out 
before him. Smiled at  La Linda 
Paloma. 

" She had nice hands, didn't she ? 
Too much pink liquid polish on the 
nails, though. You agree ?" 

u Sf, si. But, yes. Of course. Surely. 
I frequently remember telling her so." 

Raquel didn't look as i f  she had fre
quently remembered t e 1 1  i n g her. 
Raquel looked as i f  she thought this 
American police officer who wanted 
hangers and didn't like too much pink 
nail polish \vas really more than a trifle 
mad. 

Sedgewick was frowning. He looked 
as i f  he wanted to come right out and 
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call the much-vaunted I n s p e c t o  r 
Frayne a plain damn fool. He didn't 
<1nite dare, presumably. 

Only Don Diego was serene. He 
was an older man and a philosopher 
and he took things as they came. He 
kept his hands folded across his 
paunch. 

Frayne again s t u d i e d  Celeste's 
hands. As a matter of fact, he knelt 
down on one knee to do it. He l ifted 
up the right hand in his O\\in, examin
ing it carefully : 

'' Ah, yes,"  he said, rising and again 
�miling at the dancer. " Too much 
color on them. Particularly on the in
dex finger of the right hand. There's 
even color under the nail .  Sloppy." 

La Linda could only gulp at that 
one, and look as if she were sure that 
Frayne should be in an asylum for the 
hopelessly insane right this minute. 

She found words, though, finally. 
Thev sounded as if she were trying to 
sootl1e a dangerous lunatic. 

" Si, si. Of course. But surely." 
Frayne wasn't paying attention. 

however. He was frowning as he 
brushed the dust from the trouser leg 
of his faultlessly fitting dinner suit. 

" Horribly dusty floor, se·iior£ta,"  he 
drawled, his voice a trifle testy. 

" Sf, sf," she again agreed. 
Frayne paid no attention. He was 

looking for specks of dust on his j acket 
sleeve, now. 

Sedgewick almost spoke, this time. 
He shook his head. The shake plainly 
said that, although he had to agree that 
Frayne was the best turned-out police 
official New York or any other city had 
e\·er had, the man had suddenly ac
quired softening of the brain. 

But Frayne, as he faced La Linda, 
seemed to have turned a t rifle �tern 
c\·en though his voice still came in a 
drawl. 

" It's getting a l i ttle late, scfiorita. 
and you've planned to get away to
night for the week-end, I understand. 
Suppose you tell me precisely how you 
discovered the body ? As simply as 
possible, please. Or shall I say w ith as 
little wasted effort as you use 111 your 
superb dancing, se1iorita ?'' 

She bo\\:ed, grave herself. 
" It was as I told Mr. Haggerty, In

spector Frayne. I had told Celeste to 
pack my bags, and so she was not wait
ing for me in the wings. I came in 
here and-well, and there she was. 
That is all. She was lying as she is  
now. Dead. With that dagger just 
as you see it, Inspector Frayne." 

" And you say that 1\Ir. Sedgewick 
was in the bath, with the door locked 
and the key in place on this side ?" 

" Yes, Inspector Frayne. So I have 
said. So I tell you now," she said 
firmly. 

" That's right, inspector. I-'' 
" \Ve'll ask for your opinion, later, 

-Mr. Sedgcwick," said the manhunter 
dryly. 

" Excuse-" 
" Granted," said Frayne. 
l-Ie looked at the bathroom door. 

There \\·as a wide transom above it ,  
as the more old-fashioned buildings 
have, and the transom was slightly 
open. It would be wide enough, ,..,-hen 
raised, to admit  the passage o f  a man's  
body. 

La Linda, as Frayne glanced at i t ,  
stared at it  hersel f. She gasped. 

" You also are observant, SC1iorita, "  
said Frayne. 

She reddened, then. Tried to a nrt 
ner eyes. Cast them at her Heaton as 
i f  perhaps she hadn't meant all she had 
said against him. 

" And Don Diego ?" asked Frayne .  
" He was dozing-sleeping. ' There 

in the �itting room. He always nap�. 



522 DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY 

my dear Don Diego, when he waits for 
me here. He drinks too heavy a wine 
with his dinner, I tell him. It makes 
him snore. Dios, you should hear 
him." 

" Snores are of no account, when we 
get older," sighed Don Diego. " We 
have no one with us to wake up with 
our snores, when we approach sixty. A 
heavy wine such as I drink is better for 
the digestion, I find," he added 
solemply. 

" Possibly," said Frayne politely. " I  
grieve because I have no time to dis
cuss it with you now. Sometime you 
must dine with me at the Calabash Club. 
:\fy own wine- But I mean you must 
dine with me if you don't burn for this 
murder, Don Diego," he finished more 
crisply. 

VI 

u DON DIEGO ?" 
It  was La Linda who cried out. 

" Quite so," said Frayne. " Or 
l\fr. Sedgewick. Or-alas-even your
sel f, senorita. You actually are all im
plicated, you know. "  

He turned, then, to Don Diego 
Espinosa. 

' ' When did you awake, Don Diego 7" 
" When I heard my Raquellita cry 

out, Inspector ·Frayne. I came awake 
with a start. I heard her cry again. 
I rushed out. It was as she has said. Poor 
Celeste was there, as you see her now. 
Mr. Sedgewick, it is true, was in the 
bathroom. The key was in the keyhole 
and the door locked. I opened it my
self when he banged on the door and 
rattled the knob, crying to get out." 

" That doesn't give you much of an 
alibi, does it, Don Diego ?" Frayne 
smiled pleasantly. 

Don Diego shrugged. A philosopher, 
apparently, always. 

" Neither does it give you one, 

se-riorita, does it ?" rayne asked witfi 
a cordial laugh. 

" It-that is true. It does not seem 
to. Only-only my H ee-ton looks to 
be safe. No ?" 

But Frayne didn't answer. Frayne, 
frowning, had begun to walk up and 
down the room. He appeared to be 
nervous, for he had taken out a pencil. 
With it, as he paused by a dressing 
table, he began tapping on the surface. 

" Seen the stage hands ?" he was ask-
ing Haggerty in code. 

Don's eyes told him yes. 
" Any suspects there ?" he asked next. 
His assistant said no. 
" Did any of them see any suspicious 

character around ?" 
No again. 
" Any of  them hear anything ?" 
" Nothing except her scream,'' Hag� 

gerty replied. 
" They saw no one else enter or leave 

this door ?" 
A final no. 
Frayne, once more, began his pacing. 

Suddenly he stopped, his eyes narrowed 
and he began scrutinizing that transom. 

This time, as well, La Linda's eyes 
followed those of the manhunter, 

" Oh," she broke out, " but you must 
find the real murderer, my dee-ar In
spector Frayne. Poor Celeste. Prob
ably it was that man who wrote those 
letters. Tliose letters he was trying and 
trying to get back from her. She was 
so worried. She had told me that he  
had even threatened her, i f  she did not 
give them up. Or give one of them up, 
at least. She-" 

" You did say something about let
ters, didn't you ?" Frayne audibly re
minded himself. " What were the 
letters ?" 

Raquel Riera raised her eyes ceiling
ward, making them look larger and 
more beauti ful than ever. She sighed. 
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" . \h,  \\" C women, Seiior Frayne. She 
would not d ivulge his name. She 
would tell me nothing-nothing except 
that some man had written her this in
discreet letter or letters. I could not 
believe i t .  She was always so-so 
modest, so good. Except-except 
when she allowed my /-/ ee-ton to kiss 
her-" 

But she broke off angrily, flushing. 
Then she smiled, very sweetly, on the 
manhunter. 

" Again you must excuse me-excuse 
we women. I have loved my H ee-ton 
very, 1.·ery much. His  little un faith ful
nesses-" 

" Oh, dammit, Raquel. Don't go 
over that now," Sedgewick snapped 
out, irritably. 

" \Vhy ? Has not the great Inspector 
Frayne asked to know all ? Perhaps 
Celeste told )'Ott, one of those times 
'vhen you were ki ssing her, who this 
man was that was feared by her. ' '  

" Dammit, Raquel-'' 
Frayne had held up his hand. 

Frayne, when he did this, had the 
faculty of obtain ing instant and com
plete silence. He obtained silence now. 

He faced Heaton Sedgewick. 
" Yes, did she ever confide in you ?" 
" Dammit, I nspector Fray-" 
" Stop ' dammiting ' and ans ... ,·er 

questions. Answer them as squarely as 
you can hit the ball on the polo field, 
please." 

" Yes, sir," said Heaton Sedgewick, 
his body instinctively stiffening and his 
face setting in firmer lines. 

" \Vhat's your story about the locked 
bathroom ?" 

" Just as I told M r. Haggerty : j ust 
as the others han told you. Before 
Raquel's last curtain, on the nights I've 
been here, I 've always gone into the 
bath. Raquel feels tired when she's 
finished and needs a pick-up. Brandy 

and soda. From my dad's cellar. I 
went in there to-night, as I always 
have, and closed the door. I have to 
close the door to get at the ice box. The 
room's small. I was mixing the three 
drinks-Don Diego always joins us
when I suddenly heard Raqucl scream. 
I tried the knob, but the door was 
locked. I heard her scream again, and 
I began banging on the door. \Vell, 
the door finally opened-Don Diego 
opened it ,  as he said-and-and-" 

The idol of the polo and hunting 
field paused. his eyes going to the 
corpse. 

" \Veil, sir," he finished, " that's all. 
Celeste was there on the floor as sht· 
is now !''  

" Uh-huh,'' said Frayne. 
He paced the room again, thought

fully, and Haggerty knew that i t  \Yas  
done i n  order to keep h i s  suspects ini 
suspen!'e. 

VII 

PHESENTLY he came to a halt be
fore Sedgewick. His voice, al
though drawling, had a sarcast ic 

twist to it. 
" Tell me� Sedgewick , precisely what 

were your relations with Celeste ?" 
" I  did flirt \\·ith her," confessed the 

other \Yith a flush. " I did kiss her a 
few times. Raquel ' s right." 

" Is that all ?' '  
" Why shouldn 't  i t  be ?" 
" Not hitting the ball stra ight, arc 

you ?" !'uggested Frayne. 
" Oh, I 've ahYays been a damned fool 

about women, I ' l l  admi t," said Sedge
wick, his face now crimson. 

" Not !'traight enough, yet ,'' said 
Frayne. " Understand one thing, 
please," he added gravely. " This is a 
murder case. The penalty for murder, 
in New York State, is electrocution. In 
other words, this is a serious (l ffair .  
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Serious affairs of this sort necessitate 
serious and honest answers. I t ' s  one 
situation where the old saw about 
honesty paying is really true. Let's be 
honest, my dear feltow !" 

Heaton Sedgewick, with one glance 
at La Linda, tightened his jaws and 
became quite honest. 

, " Dammit, sir. Seeing i t 's  murder, 
as you say, I won ' t  spare the dead or 
the l iving. I-I did take Celeste out 
one-well, two nights. I admit I 'm a 
damned cad. I-" 

" Cad-cad ?" La Linda Paloma was 
shrieking. " You are a devil : a beast ; 
a pig ; a-" . 

But, \vords fail ing her, she made a 
dive for her faithless lover. H e, how
ever, did not forget to duck, as Mr. 
Jack Dempsey has said he forgot to 
duck when one o f  Raquel' s  country
men, yclept Fi rpo, knocked him out of 
the ring. 

Haggerty was between the pair, any
way, at a sign from Inspector Frayne. 

La Linda, balked in her atte:mpt, 
looked \r ildly about the room. Her 
eyes, finally, seemed to fall on Sedge
wick's derby hat, hanging on a peg in  
the wall over h i s  overcoat.  I f  she could 
not break the head of the owner of i t ,  
at  least she would have the sat isfaction 
of mutilating his hat. She threw it on 
the floor and stamped on it. rending it 
into fragments. 

But suddenly she stopped. Stooped 
down. Shot forth her hand and 
c lntched a crinkled, folded piece of  
not e paper that had undeniably been 
hidden under the leather sweatband on 
the inside of Heaton Sedgewick's 
derby. 

Her face went pale-went l i terally 
liv id  beneath her makeup-and she 
grasped the back of  a chair for sup
port. 

" His writing," she gasped. " H  ee-

ton's - my H ee-ton's ! . . .  He - he 
wrote-" 

" Yes," said Frayne as she paused. 
" What did he write, i f  you please, 
senorita ?" 

:\.s a superb actress usually can, she 
managed to regain most of her com
posure. Slowly she un folded, smoothed 
out, the sheet of crinkled paper. 

She read : 

I NCOMPARABLY GORGEOl" S PERSON : 
This is my th ird note to you, and it 

wil l  be my last unless it  i s  answered. I 
am, as I have said, quite mad about 
you. You must see me, to-night, a fter 
the theater. vVhe�ever you say. You 
have got to be m ine, you haYe got to 
belong to me. I want you to marry me. 
I must-

La Linda paused, turned over a page, 
her great black eyes on Frayne : 

-must see you lo-uight ! 
H. S. 

P. S .  Will you reply by this usher, 
and let me know my fate ? 

She finished with her eyes s t i l l  on 
Frayne-eyes in which horror, despair, 
disbelief.  were all struggling. 

" Dios-Madre de Dios,' ' she was 
hysterically shouting. " It means that 
my-my-H ee-ton is-is the murderer 
of Celeste!" 

VIII 

IN SPECTOR FRAYN E said noth� 
ing for, a moment. He m e r e  I y 
watched his people. 
La Linda seemed turned to the pr-o

verbial stone as she stared at the man 
she loved. Sedgewick, his face very 
white, was gazing with a mixture of  
horror and incredulity at the letter she 
still clutched in her hand. Don Diego, 
for once, almost had his philosophical 
poise fail him. He shook his head and 
clucked his tongue against the roof of  



LA LINDA PAL0:\1A 525 

his mouth several t imes and uttered a 
m ild " caramba." 

Frayne, shortly, put out a hand for 
the letter, and the dancer gave it  to 
him. 

" Note paper from one of your clubs, 
i sn't it, Sedgewick ?'' was his first ques
tion. 

" It i s !" 
" Your writing ?" 
" It is ." 
" You wrote it ?" 
" I-I did, sir !" 
" Then i t  looks as i f  you're the mur·· 

derer, doesn't i t ? I t  looks as i f  you 
stabbed Celeste when you heard 
Senorita Riera taking her last curtain 
call. It looks as i f  you locked the bath
room door, climbed up and opened the 
t ransom, and dropped down into the 
locked room. I t  docs look that way, 
doesn't i t ?" 

'' Dios! My H ec-ton ! l\ T  y-" 
But Frayne, again, had held up a hand . . 

He had nodded at Don, and Don "·as 
making for the bathroom doorway, 
putting a chair under it and examining 
the transom. 

Don had shaken his head, and an 
amount of surprise had shm,·n in his 
eyes that should not have shown in the 
eyes o f  a good police officer when that 
same officer was a pupil of Inspector 
Frayne. 

Frayne, ho\ve\·er, said nothing. 
Frayne was gazing at the exqmstte 
black lace mantilla that La Linda \Yas 

wearing about her bare shoulders. He 
was, specifically, gazing more at het· 
left shoulder than at any other spot. 

Suddenly he frowned. Spoke to hi s 
subordinate wi th ''"hat came close t o  
annoyed curtness. 

" Hang it. "·here's Grady ? I need 
Grady !" 

" I  didn't mention it, sir. You didn't 
ask ! He was out, but he probably wifl . 

be here as soon as he gets back. I le fl 
word. " 

" I-my God, Inspector Frayne, sir,''  
cried Sedgewick, unable to hold in any 
longer, " I  didn't murder that poor girl ; 
I di dn 't \Hite that letter to-" 

" Please," commanded Frayne, a 
rasp in his ,·oice. 

" Here we are, Frayne. Sorry to be 
late . I was-'' 

I t  \Yas Grady, swinging jaunti ly 
through the doorway. H e  stopped as 
he saw the grim expression on his  
friend's face. 

Frayne spoke swi ftly, under his  
breath, so  that Grady and not La Linda 
Paloma would hear the words : 

" Look under the nail on the inde:-.; 
finger oCthe right hand for a t race o f  
human blood. It's there !" 

" Sure," said Grady airily, as i f  the 
order he had been given had not been 
an important one. 

Grady, as wel l as Frayne, had a 
hobby. Hobbies, rather. Fi rearms and 
bacteriology. 

Frayne, as his colleague was plT
surnably going through the perfunctory 
business of the inquest , sudden ly 
turned to La Linda. 

" Han you any i o d i n e here, 
SC'Iiorita ?" he asked. 

" I-io-io-di11c :'" "  she repeated. 
" Yes. Or any other antiseptic, for 

that matter.''  
' '  I-let me theenk ," she sa id . " I 

have-'' 
" R ight ,  Frayne.' '  said Grady. 
" Oh. yes, I han peroxide," the 

dancer remembered. 
" Good.' '  said Frayne. 
He stepped forward nry swi ftly. 

and raised the lace ma11tilla from the 
left shoulder of the dancer. He pointed 
to a scratch on it, perhaps an inch or 
more long, from which t iny bubbles o f  
hlood "·ere still exuding. 
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" That scratch. It might prove to be 
dangerous !' ' 

IX 

HER face, beneath her makeup and 
her clear olive skin, suddenly 
looked like putty. Her eyes were 

wider than any eyes that F rayne had 
ever seen. Her voice was so hollow 
that it sounded uncanny, as if it came 
from a spirit from another world. 

" That scratch. Yes, that scratch. 
Celeste-! scratch-we scratched my
sel f-when- . . .  when I was getting 
into my costume. A pin-a safety 
pin-a- . . .  Ye&, Inspector Frayne, a 
sa fety-" 

" That scratch," cut in Frayne, " was 
made by the right hand index finger o f  
Celeste V alii ere when you sent that 
dagger into her heart, my dear ! 'fhat 
letter was written by Heaton Sedge
wick, but it was \Vri tten to you . . . . 
Grady, come and see i f  I'm not right 
about the blood being the same !" 

' ' Beast ! Fiend ! Pig ! Po-police
man ! "  

She was turning her  fury, now, on 
Frayne. She was going a fter him with 
both her hands and her feet. 

Frayne, · however, had given Hag
gerty an order with a t wist of his head, 
and Haggerty was conceded to be about 
the quickest man in the department in  
getting handcuffs over recalcitrant 
wrists. 

He lived up to his reputation, too. 
" Beasts ! Pigs . . . That l ittle devil 

that I picked up from the gutters of 
Paris and allowed to become my per
sonal maid ! That big blond oaf upon 
whom I spent all my love . . .  She should 
have died, and I killed her ! He should 
have died, and I tried to make him die 
seeming to be a fool, in disgrace, for 
the murfler of the little Parisian gutter 
wench . . . But J should bav"ec .killt!d . · . · · - · �  .. ..;. . . . 

him-,-!, 1, I . . . I should have stuck 
the dagger into his heart ! I-" 

As she ranted, as her voice trailed 
off when she went into violent and un
controllable hysterics, Don Diego 
Espinosa lost h is  stoical composure. 

He bowed his head and crossed him
sel f and began to mutter a prayer for 
the salvation of the soul of Raquel 
Riera ! 

" Thanks, sir. ::\Iy God, s ir, you don't 
know how grateful I am," said Sedge
wick, stepping forward with out
stretched hand. 

Frayne looked at the hand, coldly. 
" Nothing to thank me for, Sedge

wick." 
" But there is, s ir. If  any other c()p-

1 mean police official, had come in here, 
I'd probably be headed for the chair 
right now." 

" That 's  \\'hy I say you've gc.t noth
ing to thank me ior," drawled Frayne. 
'' Probably better i f  you were headed 
for the chai r. Sedgewick, when this 
story gets out you \von't be allowed on 
a polo field for the rest o f  your. )i fe, 
you won't be allowed in a decent home, 
you-" 

" My God, sir, you clon't have to let 
i t  all out, do you ?" the other gasped. 
' ' Give me a break !" 

" Your next break i s  out the door ! 
Grab your overcoat and beat it !" 

Heaton Sedgewick beat it .  He beat 
it with ti red shoulders and tired legs 
and haunted eyes. 

Frayne, knowing men as he did, 
knew that those eyes would always be 
haunted. 

X 

THE famous manhunter who had 
done his duty had stayed on with 
Don Diego a fter La Linda 

Paloma, her . confession signed, had 
beeP".: remG.v.ed_ to . jail. . ·  H<: \vas doing 



LA LINDA PALOMA 527 

his best to comfort this faithful gent le
man who had recaptured some of his 
philosophical calm . 

" It is not as bad as it seems, Don 
Diego," he was saying. " You see, 
whereas I hate what 1 call the cold 
money k iller, I have understanding and 
compassion for killings of passion. She 
is  young yet, is La Linda, and our 
American j uries are charitable to very 
beauti ful females. Raquel is nry 
beauti ful, too. She has another asset . 
She was double crossed, as we phrase 
it, by both her lover and the woman 
she had helped. :r\ o, no, cheer up, Don 
Diego. With a good lawyer, who will 
see that- you have a good j ury, she will  
be dancing again in five years. I sha ll 
not testi fy too harshly myself, i t  might 
comfort you to know. "  

Don Diego nodded. There was 
gratitude in his nod, and in his eyes. 
But the gratitude in his eyes, then, 
turned to wonder and admiration. 

" But tell me, . my kind Inspector 
Frayne," he asked, " wherein did my 
Raquell ita make her mistake. It  
seemed quite per fect , t o  me.  She had 
her letter that surely was �ufficiently 
damning. She knew that I always 
slept. She kne\v that Sedgewick al
ways went into the bath to prepare our 
brandy and soda. She made a good ex
cuse for having Celeste remain here, 
instead o f  waiting for her in the \vings. 
She came in, as she said, and locked 
the door on Sedgewick , and then she 
just picked up her dagger ami st abbed 
Celeste. Then she screamed and I 
awoke. Tell me, where did she make 
her mistake ? You did not not ice that 
scratch unti l  nearly the end, d id you ?" 

Inspector Frayne smiled. 

" �he made her greatest mistake in 
planning murder. No one can plan 
murder. l t  always fails. Her concrete 
mistakes ? Her "·orst m i stake-her 
most vital one-was in not brushing off 
some of the dust on the bottom ridge 
of that transom. It was horribly dusty, 
and no human being could have climbed 
through i t  ,.,-i thout leaving telltale 
marks ! 

" Her second mistake ? \Veil, she 
knew that letter she put in Scdgewick's 
hat, a fter she'd killed Celeste, too much 
by heart. \Vhen she was reading it to 
me, and turned the sheet of note paper 
over, she kept her eyes on m e  instead 
o f  on the writing. In other \rords, she 
\\"as reading-she was reci ting some
thing she had already memorized, Don 
Diego. I noticed it instantly !''  

Frayne paused, shrugged. 
" The third mistak e ?  The most ex

cusable of all. \Vhen she was scratched 
by Celeste she should ha v_c looked at 
t he finger nail  that did the scratching. 
That \ras the most obvious clew. Find 
a scratched skin and compare the blood. 
It took me quite a time to discover that 
l ittle scratch, through the lace mantilla. 
And yet , Don Diego, all mmdcrers al
ways leave just such a clew. One simply 
has to go out and find i t ," fmi shed 
Frayne. 

Don Di ego was thinking. 
" Beau t i ful ." he said-" beaut i ful ! ' '  

H e  added , wistfully. " I f  you knew as 
much about wines as yon do about these 
clews and crimes and murder things-'' 

" Oh, \rell," said Frayne, glancing at 
his wrist \ratch of senre design, " I 
suppose I 'm elected. Let me introduce 
you to a heavy Burgundy I've had m 
my cel lar  for a dozen years !" 

., •• ���-------� ... ._. 



The Lottery of Death 

As he stooped a bullet 

whined over his 
bead 

In the Apsburg Asylum, Dick Hadden Battles 
for His Life With Henchmen o/ the Z on Zero 

By Fred Macisaac 

B E G I N  T H I S  S T O R Y H E R E  I 

F
I FTY New York millionaires have emissary f rom The Assessors eludes 
received letters from " The As- Dick's men. 
sessors " demanding g i g a n t i c Dick has no leads, only a suspicion. 

amounts of money on pain of death. There is a man in 'vVall Street called 
Names of those who refuse to pay are Tiger Tiverton. 
to be drawn from a box every week, And though Tiverton saves John P. 
and the unlucky man slain. Already Thomas from death, Dick is certain 
two financial leaders have gone, and the affair was only a plant to allay 
they w.ere shot down despite utmost suspicion. 
precautions. Under the leadership of Inspector 

Dick Hadden is called on the case D roon, a raid is made upon the 
when his  friend Ken \Vilcox receives quarters o f  Big Bill Loeffler, whom 
such a letter. Droon suspects of being one of The As

Dick advises Ken to pay the five mil- sessors. Nothing is discovered. John 
l ion demanded, which he does. The Thomas, the biggest multimillionaire 
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on The Assessors' l ist, flees for security 
to his summer place i n  the Adi ron
dacks. He inv ites Tiverton, grateful for 
the latter's service, and asks Dick to 
go too as a bodyguard. By an odd 
coincidence, Ken Wilcox and his wi fe,  
and Dick's w i fe are also guests. 

The Adi rondacks camp is sur
rounded by armed guards. 

Thomas goes back to
-

New York. 
Tiverton decides suddenly he wil l  have 
to leave the Adirondacks too. So Dick 
returns. He charters a plane to take 
him, and he is on his way when the 
pilot sticks a gun in his ribs and orders 
him to j ump. 

Dick escapes unhurt after a fight in 
the plane and a crack-up. He goes to 
New York, calls on Thomas, and ,,·hen 
the latter refuses to see him, grows 
suspicious that an i mpostor is playing 
Thomas's role and Thomas has been 
kidnaped. 

He forces a butler in Tiverton's 
employ to confess that Thomas has 
been kidnaped and taken to an asylum 
run by a Dr. Drury. Dick, breaking 
i nto Drury's asylum, is caught in a 
surprise attack and imprisoned in a 
padded cel l .  

CHAPTER XXX 

The Letter from Plattsburg 

T
H LJ R S D A  Y. in New York, 
dawned bright and fair with 
every ind ication that it would be 

a warm day. At 7 A . M . ,  Chief Inspector 
Droon appeared at his office, unshaven, 
unshorn and with red-rimmed eyelids. 
He had not been to bed at  all, and he 
did not expect to sleep until Thursday 
merged into Friday. 

On Wednesday, if the Z-0 Commit
tee had kept its word, a name had been 
drawn from the box of the Lottery o f  
Death, and o n  Thursday another 

7 D 

\vealthy and respected citizen of N ew 
York would meet a violent death. 

Although Richard Hadden had 
assured him, and his assurances had 
been supported by the chie f  inspector's 
own j udgment ,  that the Z-0 Committee 
had reaped its harvest and would 
henceforth be strictly upon the defen
sive, Droon, charged w ith the safety 
of the citizens, dared not assume that 
the Thursday murders would cease. 

The day be fore, he had been in
iormed by the commissioner that he 
would be reduced t o  the ranks if  an
othet: rich man met his  fate, and the 
commi ssioner himself anticipated that 
his resignation would be demanded by 
the mayor. The entire detective force 
of the city had been given its  assign
ments. Every advantageous post in 
the business district was occupied. 
Plain-clothes men lurked in the lobbies 
and corridors of buildings which con
tained the offices of those millionaires 
whom Droon believed to be upon the 
lottery list. 

Police cars waited in the vicinity of 
their homes to escort them surrepti
t iously to their offices in the morning. 
while detective s  hung about their resi
dences all Wednesday night with in
structions to arrest any i ndividual 
whose appearance or actions awakened 
the slightest suspicion. 

The telephone wires o f  Big Bill 
Loeffler and Tiger Tiverton and Lew is 
Bird had been tapped, and the move
ments of those i ndividuals were closely 
watched. 

Tiverton had thrown a big theatrical 
party after eleven o'clock at  his apart
ment, the revelry had lasted until two 
or three i n  the morning. Bird had 
remained quietly in his home ; Loeffler 
had not ventured from his  nest in East 
Fifty- -th Street. Nothing that an 
efficient police force could do had been 
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left undone. Yet Droon \Yas acutely 
aware of the utter inadequacy of  h i �  
preparations in  the  face o f  the im·isible 
foe. 

Though two hundrell known gang
sters were under Jock and key as a 
result of a series of raids on \Vednes
day n ight, there were hundreds of them 
sti l l  at large. If a kil l ing had been 
determined upon, Droon supposed i t  
would b e  accompli shed successfully 
despite his elaborate precautions. 

The commissioner went into confer
ence with him at nine o'clock, but could 
offer no further suggest ions. The 
commissioner, nervous, chewed to de
struction one unlighted c igar after an
other. 

The morning waxed and waned ; 
noon came. Presently the marked men 
would sally forth to lunch. 

As each one emerged from his office 
building, police detectives unostenta
t iously edged close. and escorted them 
without their knowledge to their lunch
eon clubs and restaurants. And detec
tins followed also those men whom 
Droon suspected. 

Tiverton lunched at \Vhyte's, alone, 
and apparently free from care. Bird 
went with t \\'O other brokers to the 
Fi fty Club. The lunch hour passed 
without incident, to the immense relief 
of Inspector Droon . 

. -\nd the hours of the af ternoon 
passed with appall ing slo,,·ness. Three 
o'clock, four o'clock, four thirty ; 
nothing had happened. Droon was 
beginning to breathe more freely. I t  
looked as  i f  the Z-0 Committee had 
suspended operations. The great 
offensive had spent i tsel f. and from 
now on the criminals would remain in  
their entrenchment�. 

At n ine o'clock the chief  inspector 
decided to call it a clay. Al l  \Yas quiet 
along the whole N e\Y York front. 

Droon went home and slept for fi fteen 
hours, and when he woke at two o'clock 
Friday afternoon nothing had hap
pened to harrow him. 

Saturday morning came and no 
word had arrived from Hadden. Droon 
took the liberty of call ing the Thomas 
camp and got Bal lard the secretary on 
the phone. 

" I  \\"Ould l ike to speak to l\Ir. Had
den, i f  you please. This is Chief In
spector Droon talking ."  

" He's  not  here, inspector." 
" 1\'o ?  When did he leave ?" 
" He arrived Thursday just before 

dinner and left  almost immediately ."  
" 1\'Iucb obliged,"  said the inspector 

and bung up. 
Where the devil was Hadden ! I f  

h e  had returned t o  New York, he 
would have called up headquarters. 
vVas it possible that they finally had put 
a quittance upon the daring. but much 
too audacious detect ive ? 

His  own force wasn't  idle in the 
matter of the Lottery of  Death, but 
j udging from results, i f  Hadden had 
been killed, the criminals would never 
be brought to  book. 

Shortly be fore fi ve that n ight he was 
informed that one Andrew R ussell 
w ished to speak to him. 

" Inspector Droon, I have a com
munication here from Richard Had
den," said the vice president of the 
vVi lcox Company. " Came yesterday 
morning to be held for a couple of day�. 
I ought to hold it unti l  morning, I 
suppose. but I 've made up my mind to 
turn it over to yon ."  

" A  communication ? \Vhere the 
de\· i l  i s  Hadden ?" 

" Don't know. 1 t came two days 
ago from Plattsburg. Can you come 
np here ?" 

" I 'm t ied to my desk just now. Can 
you bring it down ?'' 
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' '  Hardly," replied the big business 
man with some umbrage. " I ' l l  send 
it by messenger. "  

' ' Don't d o  that. Send i t  by some 
trusted and intel l igent employee. I ' l l  
be  waiting here for i t  anxiously." 

Droon walked up and down his office 
impatiently for the next ten minutes. I t  
was obvious that something had hap
pened to H adden. The man was 
foolishly rash and much too secretive. 
He had no business rushing north 
wi thout giving an inkling of his pur
pose. No doubt he had walked at last 
into one of the traps the criminals had 
been setting for him, and this time his 
luck had not held. 

Droon was selfish enough to hope 
that his last message would be help ful. 
:\s things were, while posi t ive of  the 
guilt of Loeffler, Tiverton and Bird, he 
didn't have an iota of  evidence against 
them and in all probability would 
never get any. 

At the end of a quarter of an hour, 
a young man was introduced. He 
handed Droon a letter. He tore i t  
open. It contained s ix  closely written 
pages which he read with gleaming 
eyes and augmenting exci tement. 

DEAR DROO N : 
The man in John C. Thomas's house 

on Fi fth Avenue is Ronald Dunn, an 
actor from " Guns Out." Thomas I be
lieve to be imprisoned in a private 
asylum in Apsburg, New York, near 
the Canada line, owned by D r. Paul 
Drury. He is entered as Ronald 
Dunn. 

In j ai l  at Plattsburg is James 
D rury, Thomas's butler, awaiting our 
pleasure. He has confessed to me that 
he turned Thomas over to two phony 
Blankerton men, who took him to the 
asylum. They left in the Thomas Rolls
Royce, but ran it  down a country road 
about ten miles from the camp and hid 
it  i n  the barn of an abandoned farm, 
where you will find it,  and proceeded i n  
a small car t o  Apsburg. 

Drury admits that Tiverton gave 
him Ius orders. 

Proctor, you have under your hand 
i n  New York. Confronted with D rury's 
statement, h e  can probably be forced 
to repeat the confession he made to me 
and retracted. 

I f  you do not hear from me, you 
have, in my opinion, sufficient evidence 
to force an entrance into the Thomas 
house and capture Ronald Dunn and 
the woman, Laura Lawson. I am hope
ful that these will squeal on Tiverton 
and Loeffler. You may take my word 
that Dunn is masquerading as Thomas. 
My suspicions were aroused by the 
presence of his ex-mist ress in the 
Thomas house, but the notion was >' O  
incredible that I came no rth to trace 
Thomas's steps in hope of discovering 
that he had not returned to New York. 

I am starting at once for Apsburg in 
hope of releasing Thomas and thus 
give you positive proo f o f  my state
ments, but i f  anything happens to me 
the statement of Drury the butler will 
supply all you need. Best o f  luck, 

-HADDH> .  

' '  By God," exclaimed David Droon. 
" By God, we've got them !" 

He glanced at the elate and saw that 
Hadden had written the letter on 
Thursday night. He must have reached 
the asylum with in a couple of hours. 
They had trapped him, all right. I f  he 
was alive he was confined in the asylum 
with Thomas. \Veil. a descent upon 
that criminal inst i tution would re:'ctte 
both of  them. No doubt it  had not 
occurred to the crooks that Hadden 
had taken the precaution to supply the 
New York police with h is  disconries 
before starting upon his foolhardy ex
pedition. 

A raid upon the house in which 
John P. Thomas. one of  the richest 
men in .-\merica, was supposed to he 
l iving ! Was i t  possible that H adden 
was mistaken ? Droon had talked on 
the phone with Thomas and thought 
he recognized his voice. I f  H adden 
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had disappeared, the butler \vould dry 
up, and he had a sample of the stub
bornness o f  Proctor. And by the t ime 
he had men at the asylum, the crooks 
there would have d isposed of both 
Thomas and Hadden. 

Thus, i f  i t  t urned out that Dick was 
mistaken and John P. Thomas was in 
possession o f  his house, his fury would 
be tremendous, especially if he had 
shut himsel f up deliberately to be with 
Laura Lawson. It meant the finish o f  
his career a s  chief inspector o f  police, 
and the end of all hope of bringing to 
book the perpetrators of the Lottery o f  
Death. 

I t  was within the bounds of  possi 
bility t h a t  Donald Dunn ·was t h e  per
son w ho was incarcerated in the asylum 
at A psburg. Droon's only chance o f  
vindication was t o  have Hadden's sus
picions verified by the identification o f  
the man i n  the Fi fth :\venue house a s  
Ronald Dunn. 

Well,  thought the pol ice official,  fail
ure to solve this my�tery would bring 
his career to an end anyway. Expe
rience had taugh t him to have faith in 
Richard H adden. I f  Dick had been 
wrong, Thomas might forgive the i n
trusion upon his  pri vacy a fter perusing 
the letter which lay on the desk of the 
chief inspector . 

He made his decision. and put i n  a 
call for Plattsburg. He would ask that 
a descent be made i mmediately upon 
the asylum at Apsbu rg. 

As he hung up. his phone rang. 
" Long d istance call ing, hold the l ine." 

Five minutes later the call  came 
through . 

" Droon ?" came in familiar tones. 
" H adden speaking. Hold everything 
till morning. Get me a specimen o f  
Laura Lawson's handwriting. ' '  

" What's happened. Where are 

you ?' ' 

" Apsburg. H ave flagged the l\Ion
treal Express and it 's coming into the 
station. Good-by." 

\\l i t h  a sigh of heart felt thanks, 
Chief Inspector D roon h ung up. ] n 
some mysterious way Hadden had 
managed to keep ali ve and was again 
on the j ob. The momen tous decision 
11eed not be acted upon. 1\ O\\' what 
did the fellow want of a specimen o f  
the handwriting o f  the di ssol ute young 
woman locked up in the Fi f th :\ \'en11e 
house ? H e  had some big reason, o f  
course. and it  was up to the police to 
get him \\'hat he wanted. 

His phone rang. 
" H ere's Plattsburg.' '  :-aid the op

erator. 
" Cancel the call.  Don 't need it 

now. ' '  he said joy fully. 

CHAPTER XXXI 

In the Asylum 

R I C H A R D  H .L\ D D [ :\  a woke in 
his padded cell the morning a f ter 
his capture somewhat surprised 

to lind that  they had allo\\'ecl him t o  
l i v e  th rough t h e  nigh t .  He had fallen 
asleep wi thout even removing coat and 
collar, nature had demanded rest for 
his exhausted body. H e  rose. aching 
i n every limb, from the hard bed. but 
instantly alert and conscious o f  his �it
uation. 

l\'o douut the rogues in 1\ew York 
had already been in formed by phone 
or wire that H adden had come straight 
to their remote hideaway for Thomas .  
and t h e  doctor had recei vecl instruc
tions to put the detec t i \·e \\·here he 
wouldn't trouble them any more. \ \'hile 
he slept.  a jab from a needle would 
have made him slumber eternal. I n  
the place o f  Dr. Paul Drury he would 
have done j ust that thing. 

He flushed with shame at recollec-
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tion of the ruse by which he had been 
taken. Having entered the place fully 
aware of  its dangers, he should have 
anticipated that Drury would be able 
to summon assistance. For a few 
seconds he had been stunned by the 
announcement that Thomas had been 
murdered. He harl relaxed long enough 
to glance 'at the death certificate, which 
actually was nothing but a receipt for 
rental of the establishment, and then 
the big keeper was upon his back. 

In what manner \vould they devise 
his finish ? Poison in the food ? He 
would refuse to  eat  it. Perhaps the 
big Canadian would be sent in to beat 
him to death. No doubt Alphonse had 
done that sort of  thing before. 

He walked to the window and gazed 
out. He looked down upon a neglected 
garden beyond which was the wall and 
beyond that the woods. He made out 
the birch tree by means of which he 
had surmounted the wall. His shoes 
were at the foot of that birch tree. The 
window was nailed down and the bars 
outside looked very strong. His eye 
roamed the room. Nothing which 
could be used as a weapon of defense. 

Hours passed. As they proposed to 
murder him, they were probably too 
economical to send him breakfast. 
Well, retribution would fall on Dr. 
Drury. Droon was a very efficient in
dividual and the information supplied 
him in the letter mailed from Platts
burg to Andrew Russell would cause a 
raid upon the, Apsburg Asylum within 
two or three days. But by that time 
Richard Hadden would be u n d e r 
ground like John P. Thomas. 

He inspected the door. It opened 
outward. Drury took no chances of a 
dangerous maniac hiding behind a 
door, which opened inward, to pounce 
upon an attendant. 

About noon he heard a key turn in 

the lock. He smiled with satisfaction 
to realize that there were no bolts upon 
the outside. The door opened and the 
French Canadian entered. The man 
was six feet three, at least, and his 
shaven face was both stupid and 
bestial. He had a bowl of soup and 
tvVO Or three slices Of bread on a small 
tray which he carried in his left hand. 
He had drawn his revolver and held it 
menacingly in his right. 

" Here you," he said, and thrust the 
tray at Hadden, who accepted it  grate
fully. He was so hungry by this time 
that he was willing to risk poison. The 
Canadian backed out and locked the 
door. Dick had had an opportunity 
to inspect the lock. 

He tasted the soup gingerly. It was 
weak and watery, but its taste was not 
suspicious. He consumed it  gratefully 
and ate the bread. 

As it was reasonable to suppose that 
he would be left  alone for a few hours, 
he removed his coat and waistcoat, 
pulled the mattress off the cot, and 
then turned the cot upside down. Its 
frame was of wood, but, as he had 
hoped, the frame was held together by 
four bent pieces of steel, each about 
seven inches long, screwed into the 
wood. 

It had not occurred to Drury in hi s 
haste to confine a dangerous enemy 
to search him and, if he had, it is not 
likely he vvould have discovered '"hat 
Hadden now drew from the lining o f h i s  
wallet. It  was a very small screwdriver. 
I ttook some time for the little instrument 
to turn one o f  the screws in the steel, 
but he had unlimited time and the 
necessary perseverance. Finally the 
first screw yielded, and then the others. 
A fter an hour's work he had in his  
hand a piece of  steel about seven inches 
long, shaped like a right angle. It was 
about three-quarters of an inch wide 
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and an eighth of an inch thick, but i t  
resisted a l l  h i s  efforts t o  straighten i t .  

This was fortunate, because, i f  i t  had 
bent easily it would have been useless. 
He restored the cot to its proper posi
tion, placed the mattress upon it, and 
then returned to an inspection of the 
d"Oor. 

Hadden was no longer in despair. I f  
they did not murder him this a fternoon 
or this evening, he considered he had a 
chance. I t  was probable that they in
tended to provide him with only one 
meal a day, but he could not bank upon 
that. His attempt must be made in the 
evening. 

With exasperating slowness, the day 
wore on . He was able to tell time by 
the shadows in the garden and he oc
cupied himsel f by piecing out the plot 
upon the evidence in his possession. I t  
was very clear to him that his own 
death was essential to the safety of the 
conspirators and that they were fully 
aware of  it. He would never leave this 
place alive except through his own 
efforts, and it was unlikely that his 
death would be postponed another 
twenty-four hour:,;.  

The building was very quiet.  Occa
sionally he heard the tramp of the 
gigantic Alphonse or another \\·alking 
along the hall. The shadows length
ened and finally it was twi light and 
eventually night. He would not be fed, 
that was certain. 

His room grew dark. They had no 
intention. it appeared, of providing 
him with i l lumination. He must begin 
his work while there \Vas still  a dim 
light. Care fully he inserted the end of 
the bit of  steel in the hal f inch space 
at the lock between the door and the 
frame. I t  was a t ight fit ,  which was 
\\"ell. 

Unfortunately the bent steel was too 
short to provide leverage. He needed 

at least a foot to properly apply his 
weight, and he had only a few inches. 
A fter hal f  an hour's work, he \Yas per
spiring like a laborer and he had made 
no progress. 

A sk ill ful burglar can dra·w the 
screws out of the wood which holds 
the lockplate in a door frame in two or 
three minutes if he has leverage. Had
den was exerting every pound of pres
sure wi thout result .  Finally he felt 
the thing give slightly and, encouraged, 
he continued. It was slow work. A 
dozen times he would have abandoned 
it as impossible except that was an ad
mission of his own doom. 

Perseverance won in the end. After 
an hour and a hal f of effort the door 
swung out and the screws in the lock
plate fell into his  hand. He pulled the 
door to. The time was not yet ripe. 
He l i t  a match and glanced· at his watch. 
N ine o'clock. He v.-ould sally forth 
about three in the morning. 

Hadden lay down again upon the cot. 
So fatigued was he from his nervous 
labor that he fell immediately asleep , 
but his subconscious mind woke him a t  
the hour h e  had determined upon. 

Three ten, his watch informed him.  
Cautiously he pushed open the door. 
There was a dim light burning at the 
far end of the hall. I f  some one was 
watching, he would be sure to see the 
door, which had opened outward. But  
i t  was a chance he had to take. He 
thrust out his head. 

Forty feet away, at the other end 
o f  the hall, the big Frenchman sat in a 
chair facing h im. His feet were on 
another chair  and his  head \\"as on his 
breast. Sound asleep. Had he ven
tured i t  an hour or two earlier, the man 
would have been awake and all Dick's 
labor lost. 

In his stockings, he glided out of the 
padded cell and crept toward the sleep-
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ing giant. He hardly dared breathe. 
Now he was only a dozen feet away, 
now only six feet. On the chair be
tween the man's huge legs lay a heavy 
revolver. On the floor beside him lay 
a loaded club. Dick was at the fellow's 
feet. Cautiously he stooped and li fted 
the weapoi1. He eyed the sleeper 
speculatively. It would be wisdom to 
put a bullet in the brute's brain, but the 
shot would alarm the institution: His  
head was so hard that a blow wouldn't 
affect him in all probability. 

While Dick stood over_ Alphonse 
instinct warned the sleeper that he was 
in danger. He stirred. His head be
gan to li ft. Hesitating no longer, Dick 
grasped the barrel of  the gun and 
brought the heavy butt down upon the 
man's skull with all his considerable 
force. Alphonse emitted something 
between a hiss and a grunt, slumped, and 
then his heavy body toppled out of the 
chair and thumped upon the floor. Dick 
listened. The fall seemed not to have 
been heard. He passed the unconscious 
keeper and crept down the stairs to the 
lower floor. 

Where did Drury sleep ? He gazed 
in perplexity at half a dozen doors 
which opened off the hall. His problem 
was unexpectedly solved. A door 
opened at the left and Drury, fully 
dressed stepped into the hall. In his 
hand was Hadden's pet automatic. 

Their eyes met, but Hadden's weapon 
covered him ere he could l i ft his arm. 

" Drop the gun !" commanded the 
detective sharply. 

It fell with a thud upon the floor. 
"Now you scoundrel, where 1s 

Thomas ?" he snapped. 
" How-how did you get out ?" 

gasped Drury. 
" Answer my question !" 
The doctor was pale and his lips were 

quivering. " I f-if you mean Dunn, 

he died-I told you, c o m m i t t e d 
suicide. 

" I  believe you lie." 
" You can search the building." 
" Stand over there three or four 

feet," Hadden commanded, pointing. 
When the doctor moved, Dick stepped 

forward, still keeping him covered and 
picked up his automatic. As he stooped, 
a bullet whined above him. He turned. 

A man in white stood on the stairs, 
not Alphonse. The man fired a second 
shot. Dick felt a burning sensation in 
his left shoulder, but let fly with the 
revolver in his right hand. His  aim 
was true. The keeper dropped his 
weapon and fell headlong down the 
stairs. 

At the same instant, Drury twisted 
the automatic out of Dick's other hand. 

Hadden had no choice under the cir
cumstances. He turned the revolver 
in his right upon the doctor, pressed it  
against his side and pulled the trigger.. 
As the man dropped, a stream of bullets 
flew wide from the automatic. 

vVomen were screaming in various 
parts of the house and from above came 
a roar like that of a bull. Alphonse came 
charging down the stairs brandish
ing his club. Dick was bleeding freely. 
Again he had no choice. He let the 
French Canadian have a bullet in the 
breast, and the big man plunged head
long downward and landed upon the 
body of the keeper who had begun the 
battle. 

Sick from slaughter, Dick knelt be
side Drury and realized that the lead 
had penetrated to the heart. He was 
dead. Another witness against Tiver
ton was gone. 

A woman, half dressed, came run
ning into the hall from a rear room. At 
sight of the man with blazing eyes and 
smoking weapon, she screamed loudly. 

" None o f  that," cried Hadden. " I  
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am a detective. Quick. \Vhere is  
Dunn's room ?" 

" He's dead and buried !" she ex
c laimed. " Oh, my God, you've killed 
them all ." 

" Those two aren't dead," he replied. 
" You can tend them later. Open the 
door and gate and let me out of here ."  

He had to menace her >vith the gun 
to make her obey him, but a moment 
later he stood outside the wall in the 
road while the woman slammed the 
gate and locked it against the possibility 
of his return. 

His shoulder pained him badly and 
he was in deadly fear lest he collapse 
and fall into the power of the survivors 
in the asylum. He moved rapidly as . 
possible down the road and reached his 
car,  which was stil l  where he had left 
it. 

He clambered in and started the 
motor, turned the car with great diffi
culty, for his left  arm was becoming 
useless, and then dro,·e headlong 
through Apsburg and into the country 
beyond. 

He had no desire to be taken and 
questioned by stupid Apsburg consta
bles. On the face of it he might be 
considered a murderous inmate and be 
reincarcerated in the asylum. 

He drove rapidly, conscious that his 
strength was ebbing. He shot through 
two or three more sleeping hamlets, 
and finally, after about twenty minutes, 
saw .ahead the lights of a large town. 
It also was deep in slumber, but before 
he reached its center he knew he could 
go no further. He had j ust enough 
consciousness to shut off his engine and 
run his car to the curb, and then every
thing blurred and went black. 

It was daylight when he came back . 
to consciousness. He lay in a bed. A 
doctor was bending over him and a 
man in police uni form sat beside him. 

" How do you feel now ?" asked the 
physician. 

" A bit weak, but pretty good. Am 
I badly hurt ?" 

" A flesh wound, but you lost a lot 
of  blood. You'll haYe to lay up for a 
few days." 

He grinned. " Too much to do. 
What town is  this ?" 

" Chary."  
" On the rai lroad ?" 
" That's a queer question. Yes." 
" What day is this and what time ?" 
" About five o'clock Thursday. \Vant 

the clay of the month and year ?''  
" That will do. I 've been out since 

about 4 A .M .  yesterday ?" 
" You were unconscious at first and 

then, a fter dressing your wound I gave 
you a sleeping clra ft ."  

" I 've got to take a train for New 
York to-night." 

" Impossible, my friend. " 
" Couldn't I travel in care of a doc

tor and nurse i f  I were able to pay 
them ?" 

ft \ V ell," said the doctor \\'i th an 
amusing change of  manner. " I sup
pose you could." 

" Just a minute," said the uniformed 
man. " I'm the chief  of police. I'w 
been over your papers and know who 
you are, l\1 r. Hadden, but you are 
accused of murder over in Apsburg." 

" I s  there a phone in this. hospital ?" 
" Oh , ' yes." 
" Get me the C'hief inspector of  police 

in New Y ark and listen in if you like. 
Doctor, you and a nurse accompany 
me and you can come too, chief.  if you 
like." 

" The express comes through short
ly," said the doctor excitedly. " I 'd 
like the trip. Will you have it flagged, 
chief ?"  

" I 'd like the trip mysel f , "  said the 
chief ,  grinning. 
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" Fine, ' '  sai d  Hadden. " Help me 
dress. We' l l  all go to New York . "  

CHAPTER XXXII 

Dictated by Mr. Hadden 

A FTER a comfortable n ight_ on the 
.r1. t rain,  R ichard H adden and sui te , 

consisting o f  the doctor, nurse 
and chi e f  of police of Chary, arrived 
at the entrance to the apartment house 
where the Hadden family were domi
ciled, and Dick admitted them \vi th h i s  
key. 

" I\Iake y o u r s  e 1 v e s comfortable, 
folks," he said hospitably. " I'll have 
Chief Inspector Droon up here present
ly and you can t urn me over to him, 
chie f ,  with a clear conscience. "  

" O h ,  that's all  righ t , ' '  s a i d  the rural 
police chief. " I 've never been down to 
N e\Y York before and I'm going to 
get a look at the Aquarium before I 
go back, you bet . "  

" Speaking o f  aquariums," said a 
cool .  female voice. " \Vhat 's the 
matter w i th this one ?''  

Phylli� Hadden, i n  pyjamas and 
kimono, stood i n  the entrance of the 
li Ying room gazing with some hauteur 
upon the assembly. 

" Phi l !' '  exclaimed Dick . " How on 
earth ? I thought you were up north ! "  

' ·  I came home last night,  not having 
heard f rom you for several days , ' '  she 
said tartly,  and then with a sudden 
change of tone : " Oh, Dick, you're 
hurt." 

" Just a scratch, dear. Nothing to 
talk about .  In a way, I ' m  under arrest. 
l\feet Chi e f  Fletcher o f  Chary, New 
York , Dr. !\lorton and M rs. Parsons, 
who came dO\m with me to see that I 
"·anted for noth ing . " 

" That ''"as kind o f  you al l ,"  said 
l\lrs. H adden , smiling at them in more 
friendly fashion. 

" And now, iolks, "  said D ick, " you 
can l eave me to the ministrat ions o f  
m y  wi fe. Phil.  w i l l  you get Droon out 
o f  bed and ask him to come right over ? 
H e  'ron't l ike i t ,  but he'l l  come."  

" First what happened to you and 
where were you ? \ Yhere is Chary ?" 

The residents of that young metrop
ol is  looked distressed at her ignorance. 

' ' It 's near the Canada line in N ew 
York . ' ' explained the doctor, " and l\1r .  
Hadden \\"as shot."  

· ' Just a scratch. That right,  doc ?" 
" Don 't  be alarmed, l\ I rs.  Hadden .  

I t  occurred several days ago. The 
\\"Otmd was superficial .  but he lost a 
lot of blood from neglect o f  i t .  He's  
<tll  right now. I think we had better 
go. l\f rs. Parsons.' '  

Hadden escorted them to the door 
and p ressed some bi l ls  into thei r hands. 
Returning he supplied the chief \Yith 
a cigar and demanded breakfast. 

, ;  \\'ho shot you and why ?" insisted 
Phyl l is ,  very \\·h i  te.  

' · An accident, wasn' t  i t ,  chie f ? " 
The chi e f  smirked . " 1 n a manner 

of speaking, I suppo�e it \Yas." 
Inspector D roon arri,·ed while they 

were at break fast and quickly sat isfied 
the rural  official that his host \Yas not a 
crimi nal and could be found "·hen 
n eel .  Senral more bi l l�  changed 
han \:; j ust before i\T r . Fletcher took his  
departure. 

" Did you get that specimen of the 
woman's hamhniting ?" demanded 
Hadden . 

Droon looked con fused. " \\"e did 
not,''  he admit ted. " \\ "e e\·en searched 
Gaffney' s room \Yi thout fi nding a scrap. 
\\'e thought he migh t  ha,·e some loYe 
letters from her. \\"hat the deuce do 
you \\"atlt i t  for anyway ?' '  

'' I t  \\·as a scheme I had . ' ' said Dick. 
" \ Vhat woman and "·hat loYe let

ter>' ?" demanded Phyll is .  
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" You remember, clear," said Dick, 
" a  girl named Lawson who \Yas once 
Tiverton's mistress ? She's mixed up 
this case and-" 
" :\nd the pol ice of New York could 

not find a specimen of her handwrit
ing ?" she said jeeringly. " \Veil you 
should have asked me in the first place. " 

" You have i t ?" cried both men. 
· •  How did you get it ?" demanded 

her husband. 
Phyllis smiled. " She was in a show 

\Yith me once, and a few weeks ago 
she \vas terribly up against it and \\TOte 
me asking for a small loan. Of course 
I gave it to her, and I don't think I 
destroyed the Jetter." 

" What a w i fe !" said Dick, beaming. 
She kissed him and ran out of the 

room, to return in two or three minutes 
with a brief note in bold vertical script. 

" G'reat," said Dick " I  presume 
you can dig up a good forger, Droon." 

" That's easy," grinned the inspec
tor. 
" All right. Have him copy this note 

\Vhich I ' ll dictate to Phyllis. Get pencil 
and paper, dear . . .  \Veil," he began, 
" I  \Yonder i f  she called him Will or 
Bil l ." 
" Called whom ?" oemanded his wi fe. 
" Tiverton." 
" Tiverton ?" exclaimed D r o o n . 

" Ah, I begin to get you." 
" The girls at the cocktail party \\·ere 

calling him Bill ," Phyllis proffered. 
" Dear Bi ll-no, in thi s case, she 

would be formal. Dear l\fr. Tiverton : 
In view of your very shabby treatment 
of me, it gives me much satisfaction to 
inform you that I have a friend now 
who makes you look like a piker. He 
can buy and sell you, Bill , and he loves 
me and is going to give me everything 
I want. I f  he didn't have a wife and 
family, he would marry me, that's the 
way he feels about me-" 

·• Of all the idiotic driveV' com
mented Phyllis. " Are you sure you 
aren't delirious ?" 
" He is not," snapped Droon. 

" Please don't destroy his train of 
thought." 

Dick went on dictating : 
" My lover is no less a person than 

the great John P. Thomas and I am 
\Yith him and l iving in his palace in 
Fi fth :-\venue. So the girl you treated 
like the dirt under your feet-" 

Her penci l stopped. " Do you mean 
t(J say," she demanded, " that Mr. 
T h o m a  s has taken in that little 
\vretch-" 

" Mr. Thomas is dead, dear," said 
Dick gravely. " We are setting a t rap 
.for his murderer-" 
" Dead ?" exclaimed Droon, leaping 

to his feet. " Oh, my God !" 
" He died i n the asylum of which I 

wrote you, Droon. Let me finish the 
letter . . .  is better off than ever in her 
l i fe and no thanks to you. Yours very 
truly, Laura Lawson." 

" You mean he has been murdered ?" 
asked Phyllis . " Poor Mr. Thomas !" 

" I'm not certain yet, but I think it 
was murder. Now, Droon, have this 
copied in the girl's handwriting. Have 
one of your men get the post office to 
stamp it , and see that i t lands on Tiver
ton's de:;k this morning." 

" Right. Tiverton will be perfectly 
furious with Dunn for mixing a 
woman up in their scheme and he will 
hot foot it un there to have her thrown 
out or silenced-" 

· •  And when they are together we'll 
rush the place. It 's.. the only hope of 
getting Tiverton, Droon. We might 
nab Dunn and Lewis and Loeffler 
without getting our hands on the ring
leader. This letter may do it for us. 
I s the style of the missive character
istic. Phyll is ?" 



THE LOTTERY OF DEATH 539 

" Yes," she said. " She was very 
bitter against M r. Tiverton and i f  she 
suddenly became ver.y well off. she 
might write him j ust such a note. I 
wish you'd tell me what this is all about. 
I know Tiverton is a dreadful person, 
but j ust  what has he done ?" 

" He is the leader of the gang which 
has committed brutal murders and 
blackmailed a lot of  our prominent citi
zens, including Ken Wilcox ."  

" I believe anything of  him. I wish 
I could have helped you." 

" My dear Mrs. H a d d e n," said 
Droon, " you have placed in our hands 
the one thing that we lacked. I con
sider that you have done us a tre
mendous service in producing that 
Lawson woman's letter. Tiverton wil l  
have the copy be fore ten o'clock, Dick. 
I'll have a crew ready. and we'll j ump 
the place as soon as he enters." 

" vVe'll give him five minutes so he 
can get out of  his coat and hat," said 
Dick with a smile. 

CHAPTER XXXIII 

A Note for the Tiger 

MR. W I L L  I A l\1 TI VERTON 
arrived a t  h is  office on Cedar 
Street that morning shortly 

a fter nine. He was in no jovial mood 
and he scowled at the employees in the 
board room as he crossed it on his way 
to his private office. 

Things had gone very \\Tong in the 
far north. His tool, Drury, who had 
so deftly put J ohn P. Thomas out of 
the way, lay dead up in Apsburg. That 
would not have been so annoying i f  
Hadden had not escaped from the doc
tor's clutches and was again at large. 

It  was ::tn exasperating thing that the 
most ambitious and effective criminal 
enterprise in all history should be 
jeopardized by the pokings of a private 

detective whose gi ft for escaping 
assassination was miraculous ! 

The scheme had worked to a marvel 
and had come to a success ful conclu
sion. Thirty of the suckers had 
coughed up to the tune of nearly eighty 
mill ions. By the artful substitution 
of Ronald Dunn for Thomas. the 
gigantic mass of securities could be 
slipped through the machinery o f  
Thomas and Company without awak
c:ning the slightest suspicion, and in a 
couple of weeks more the conspirators 
would all be in the safe possession of  
their harvests. 

From beginning to end, the thing had 
been handled so that i t  never could be 
traced to i ts creator himsel f. Fortified 
wi th the lion's share of eighty million 
dollars, he could continue in business 
and be the biggest operator in Wall 
Street inside of a year. There was no 
limit to his possibili t ies. 

Of course there \"\' ere a few vulner
able spots. This Dr. Paul Drury \\'as 
one. Ronald Dunn was another. 
Drury. Thomas's butler. would tell 
what he knew if he were ever gi,·en the 
third degree. But Loeffler and his  
gangsters could be depended upon. and 
Loeffler and his men were to ha ,.e taken 
care of the doctor, the butler and the 
actor "vhen they were no longer needed. 

Hadden was the fly in the ointment. 
How much H adden actually l.;:ne,,·, 
Tiverton wa<>n' t  certain, but the fello\\' 
was diabol ically ingenious and cer
tainly was a menace. I f  onlv  Drurv 
had lived long enough to lay

. 
Hadde;1 

with Thomas, Tiverton ,,·oulcl not haYe 
had a care in the world. 

He began to go through his mail in 
a perfunctory way. His  regular busi 
ness was so piking beside the great 
enterprise. Presently he came to a let
ter in a handwriting \Yhich he hadn't 
seen for a long time. "That the de\'il 



540 DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY 

was she wntmg to him about ? Oh, 
probably the poor devil was broke and 
desperate. It wouldn't hurt to send 
her a couple of hundred. 

He tore open the envelope, spread 
out the sheet of paper, and began to 
read. He uttered an oath. His eyes 
blazed. his mouth became like that o f  
a mad wolf.  

Oh, the fool, the blasted fool, he 
thought. Despite an enormous reward, 
the miserable wretch of - an actor 
couldn't play straight for a few days. 
That woman of all women in the 
house. 

If the police learned that she was 
there, they would become suspicious: 
And Hadden, if he didn't know already 
of the imposture, would certainly smell 
2- rat. She must be thrown out o f  
there. 

But i f  she were ejected, she might 
talk. She must be prevented from talk
ing. Well, she loved himself.  That 
letter proved it .  It  was inspired by the 
pique of a lovesick woman. About the 
only safe way to get her out was to 
have him take her out personally. H e  
could promise her anything. She'd 
drop an old man like Thomas in a 
moment i f  Tiverton were willing to 
establish her again. Above all, she 
must continue to think that the man 
in the house was Thomas. Anyway, 
she must leave that house immediately. 

Why shouldn't he call on Thomas ? 
He was known to be his friend. The 
police would suspect nothing. Hadden 
would be eliminated as soon as he 
reached New York, and nobody else 
suspected that the real Thomas was 
buried near the Canadian border. \Vhile 
he had refrained from visiting the 
Thomas house until now, it was a risk 
he had to take under the circumstances. 

And it settled the fate of Dunn in 

the mind of the Tiger. The man was 

untrustworthy and he would have to 
die as soon as he was no longer needed 
in the Fifth Avenue house. One mur
der seemed to breed another, but 
against the stake for which he was 
playing, that was of no consequence. 

If Tiger Tiverton had kept track of 
the career of Laura Lawson since he 
had dismissed her from his service 
abruptly, brutally and without com
punction, he might not have rushed into 
the trap so neatly prepared for him, 
but he was unaware that,  until recently, 
she had been the lady love of the actor 
Ronald Dunn. 

His problem was to persuade her to 
leave the man whom she supposed to 
be John P. Thomas without unmasking 
him to the girl. Dunn he would punish 
for his folly later, and at his leisure. 
It was a j ob requiring diplomacy and 
finesse, and could not be attended to by 
phone or by messenger. Having made 
up his mind, he was not slow in per
formance. 

Half an hour after perusing the let
ter, he descended from a ta xicab in 
front of the Thomas entrance. A plain
clothes man blocked his progress as he 
made to mount the steps. 

" Headquarters man, sir," he said. 
" On guard at Mr. Thomas's request. 
I have to ask your name and business." 

" Certainly," said the broker affably. 
" My name is Tiverton and I am a 
friend of l\Ir. Thomas." 

" Well, you can ring if you like. I 
doubt i f  he'll see you."  

" Thanks, my man. I ' l l  make the at
tempt." 

He rang the bell, and the butler who 
opened the door looked astonished and 
immediately admitted him. 

" Well, I'll be hanged," observed the 
plain-clothes man to the atmosphere. 

" vVhere's Thomas ?" Tiverton de
manded as the door was closed. 
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" In the breakfast room, sir. There 
is-ahem-a lady with him." 

' · And well  do I know it. How do 
you get there ?" 

" I ' l l  shO\v you, sir." 
" Take me to the door and don't an

nounce me. How long has this woman 
been here ?" 

" Came the day a fter we moved in. 
Thought you knew about it,  s ir ." 

" Well, maybe I did," said Tiverton 
guardedly. " You can go." 

He pushed open the door and looked 
upon a pretty domestic picture. 

The masquerader sat facing him. 
His hair was tousled and he was minus 
the Thomas make-up. He wore a silk 
Chinese bath robe of black and gold 
over lurid pyjamas. The woman had 
on a pink and very frilly negligee. 

Dunn turned pale. H i s  mouth opened 
in dismay as he recognized the visi tor. 
The girl, observing the change in his 
appearance, swung about in her chair , 
and it was her turn to be astonished. 
She recovered quickly. 

" Look who has come to call on us !" 
she exclaimed. " t\one other than the 
great l\1r. Tiverton. You'd never think 
he ever wore stripes, would you. 
Ronald ?" 

" That will be all from you," snarled 
Tiverton, bearing clown upon· the girl 
furiously. " vVho are you calling 
Ronald ?" 

" I  say now, Tiverton," protested 
Dunn. 

" Now, why shouldn't 1 call him 
Ronald ?"  

" Because his  name is John P. 
Thomas," shouted Tiverton. 

Laura emitted a peal of horse 
laughter. 

" When did you ever get the idea I 
was dumb ?" she demanded. " Ronald 
was my boy friend before he took on 
thi�  rl'> le ." 

" She knows, does she ?" snarled 
Tiverton at Dunn. 

" \tV ell, old man, she knew me all the 
time, don't you know, "  explained the 
actor. 

" You blithering idiot !" shouted 
Tiverton, beside himself with anger. 
" Haven't you any sense ? You knew 
the dangerous game we were playing. 
Why did you smuggle this woman into 
the house ?" 

" I didn't see any harm," stammered 
Dunn. " It would have been damned 
dull here alone." 

" Oh, my God. Look here, Laura, i f  
you knew him as Dunn, why did you 
write me that tosh about having John 
P. Thomas for a lover ?" he demanded 
furiously. 

" Me ?" exclaimed the girl. " If you 
were the only man in the world 1 
wouldn't write you a letter. I f  you'd 
l ike to know what I think of you-'' 

" Wait, ' '  exclaimed Tiverton, his 
cheeks suddenly drained o f  their color. 
" I  received a letter from you this 
morning. 0 f course you wrote it ." 

" You heard what I said," she re
plied coldly. " I  did not write you any 
letter." 

Tiverton pulled himsel f together 
marvelously. He had been lured here · 
for a purpose. A police trap. No use 
to alarm these fools, but get out 
quickly. 

" My mistake," he said quietly. " En
joy your breakfast. Good morning." 

Dunn suddenly began to choke. 
" L-look !" he gasped. 

Tiverton w·heeled. The door of the 
breakfast room was open and Chief 
Inspector Droon stood in the doorway. 
Behind him Tiverton saw the faces o f  
Richard Hadden and others. His  mind 
worked like l ightning. 

" Droon, come here," he cried. " I 
denounce this man as an impostor. I 
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came to see my friend Thomas and I 
find a play actor." 

" It won't wash, "  said Droon, step
ping into the room and pointing 
significantly at him with a gun. " Li ft 
your arms above your head, Tiverton." 

" This is an outrage," the Tiger bel
lowed, but he obeyed. 

" Ronald Dunn, you are also under 
arrest," said Droon. " Charge, mur
der accessory." 

The actor sat stunned. 
" Thomas is my friend," exclaimed 

Tiverton. " I  saved his l ife. You know 
that. I 've been a guest at his house in 
the Adirondacks. Hadden was there. 
I have important business with my 
friend. I forced my way in: here and 
I find this scoundrel impersonating him. 
You've got nothing on g1e, Droon." 

" You'd be surprised," stated the 
chief inspector. 

" Are you going to let the big 
crocodile get away with that, Ronald ?" 
screamed the woman. " He knew who 
you were all right. He's the man who 
hired you. Speak up, you fool. Do you 
want to have all the blame dumped on 
you ?" 

Dunn pushed back his chair and rose. 
" No,'' he said stoutly. " I  don't know 
what you mean by murder, inspector. I 
admit I have committed an offense. I 
was engaged by Mr. Tiverton for the 
sum of fifty thousand dollars to im
personate John P. Thomas. That is 
all I have done." 

" Very well , ' '  said Tiverton. " I  ad
mit that. Taking advantage o f  the fact 
that M r. Thomas was in the Adiron
dacks, I planted Dunn here to pull off 
a big deal in  the Street. That's all 
you'll ever get on me." 

" I  arrest you, William Tiverton," 
said Droon solemnl� " for contriving 
the murder of John .P. Thomas, Rufus 
Handley, and Wentworth, and · by 

obtaining from a large number of 
wealthy gentlemen many millions of  
dollars by means of a so-called Lottery 
o f  Death. vVe have confessions that 
prove conclusively your guilt, and I �  
think you're bound for the chair. Come 
in men, and take all these people to 
headquarters for further questioning. " 

" I'll be set free in a couple o f  hours 
or less," declared Tiverton. " And I'll 
never rest until I have you reduced to 
the ranks, Droon. You are doing all 
this on absurd suspicion." 

The chief inspector grinned. " I'll 
take a chance," he said. " Dunn, for 
your information I'll state that Mr. 
Thomas was confined in a private in
sane asylum upstate under your name 
and was murdered there and buried."  

" Oh, God," muttered the actor. " I  
knew nothing about it.  I'll swear I 
didn't." 

" You'll have plenty of opportunity 
to make a statement later." 

" And what are you holding -me 
for ?" demanded the girl. 

" We'll find plenty of reasons, no 
doubt. Give these people time to dress 
and take tJ1em away." 

In a moment the breakfast room was 
empty of all except Droon and Richard 
Hadden. Droon seated himself at table. 
" I  could use a cup of coffee," he said. 

" And I, ' '  smiled Dick. " Now, in
spector, I think we are going to find 
that most of the loot is stored1 in this 
house. It's a big house and a big job." 

" We had better find it," replied Droon, 
as he sipped his coffee. " We've got 
Tiverton for complicity in the imper
sonation, but we've got to find the loot 
here to tie him to the Lottery of Death. 
The letter was a stroke of genius, Dick. " 

" Just one o f  those ideas a man gets 
occasionally. In the case of Tiverton , 
we have the testimony of the butler anrl 
Drury. And Dunn will make a clean 
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breast of all he kn�ws. The death o f  
Thomas being a n  integral part of this 
end of  the conspiracy, we can send 
Tiverton to the chair as its instigator." 

" Right," nodded the inspector. 
" We've got absolute proof that Bird 
has been selling stuff for both Tiverton 
and Loeffler and I 'm going to give the 
word to pinch them both as soon as I 
eat this  toast. Bird will squeal. I know 
his sort. Loeffler will admit only what 
we sew on him." 

" Proctor can be identified by Ken 
Wilcox as having collected from him 
five millions in  cash and securities, and 
Proctor's connection with Loeffler is 
well known. He'll  tell everything when 
he finds his chief in jail where he can't 
give orders to his gunmen. We've 
broken up the Lottery promoters, all 
right. "  

" vVell," said Droon, " let's get to 
\\'ork." 

They found nearly seventy million 
dollars in two big wardrobe h'unks i n  
the storeroom, and the trunks supplied 
them with one of the missing links in  
their chain of  evidence. 

They had been s h i p p e d  from 
Loeffler's apartment to the Grand Cen
tral Station, sent to Albany, and checks 
had been presented there by an indivi
dual who had shipped them by express 
to the Thomas residence. 

CHAPTER XXXIV 

Conclusion 

TH E R E  had been a cozy dinner 
for four at the home of  Kenneth 
Wilcox, and Richard Hadden, 

during the meal, had been the target of  
a barrage of  questions. 

Ken laid down his coffee cup and 
summed up oratorically. 

" According to your yarn, Dick," he 
began, " the evening of the day I en-

gaged you to work on the Lottery o f  
Death, you go out to dinner with 
Phyllis and, lo and behold, at the very 
next table you find the big murderer 
and blackmailer, and all you haYe to 
do is follow him round tmti l  he lays 
down and plays dead. It's sublime, 
but it 's  not detective work . "  

" Ken," protested Mrs.  Wilcox, 
" how can you be so unfair ?" 

" Didn't I say i t  was subl ime ?" he 
retorted, laughing. 

" It's  true," admitted Dick smiling. 
" that I encountered the chief criminal 
by accident at dinner upon the night I 
took the case. But let us see whether 
that was the incredible coincidence that 
you make i t  out. - Having an extrava
gant wife who bought the theater 
tickets out of her own allowance, the 
least I could do was to take her to the 
most chic, most fashionable speak
easy in the city so that she could gaze 
upon malefactors of great wealth and 
the better class of criminals who are 
regular patrons of the place. 

" I had already constructed a theory 
that the Lottery of Death was much 
too big a thing for an ordinary racket
eer and decided that only a captain of  
industry was capable of  swinging i t .  
Now captains of  industry may not  be  
over scrupulous, but they usually stop 
short in their operations at actual 
crime. I needed a financier \\'ho wa� 
also a criminal, and as both multi
millionaires and criminals of the first 
rank dine regularly at the Colonial, i t  
was the most natural thing in the \\'Oriel 
that Tiverton should be seated near 
us." 

" ' There's my man,' muttered the 
great detective," Ken jeered. 

" No," replied Dick blandly. " At 
the moment I didn't think of him in 
that light. " 

Phyllis laughed musically. " It was 
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not until Tiverton saw fit to admire 
me that Dick began to realize the depth 
of the man's probable depravity," she 
declared. 

" I have no doubt that Tiverton 
would have occurred to me as a sus
pect within a few days," said Dick, 
' ' because it was my intention to comb 
Wall Street for fellows with a bad 
record. As he had actually been in  
jai l  and was notorious for years for 
his lack of principles he was sure to 
land at the head of my list in the end. 
�And I owed him something for think
ing he could add my Phyllis to his col
lection of conquests." 

" There is no doubt of his convic
tion, I suppose," said Ken seriously. 

" Droon thinks he'll get the chair. 
The case against him is pretty strong. 
Drury, the butler, has made a confes
sion even more' damaging to him than 
what I learned from him. The police 
forced a confession from Alphonse, the 
French Canadian at the asylum, that he 
first jabbed a needle in Thomas's arm 
and then opened his veins. Orders 
iroril Dr. Drury. Ronald Dunn has 
confessed that he was hired by Tiver
ton to masquerade as Thomas in New 
York, and was to receive fifty thusand 
in cash for the job. 

" Both Dtmn and Laura Lawson 
refute Tiverton's claim that he did not 
know that Dunn was masquerading as 
Thomas. The fact that Tiverton ar
ranged with Drury, the butler, to send 
poor old Thomas to the asylum and 
planted Dunn in the Fifth Avenue 
house makes him responsible for the 
murder of Thomas at the asylum, even 
though the death of Dr. Drury prevents 
a confession that Tiverton ordered him 
to kill Thomas. 

" In the case of Lewis Bird, he was 
engaged by the false Thomas to act as 
one of his brokers, and made several 

visits to the Fifth Avenue house to 
remove securities. So there is no ques
tion that he was cognizant of the 
deception. He'll get at least fifteen 
years. 'vVe already had one of Loeffler's 
collectors in j ail, and after Loeffler was 
locked up, Droon collared another, and 
we have full confessions from these 
scoundrels that they delivered the loot 
to Loeffler while half a dozen of the 
men who were blackmailed have iden
tified them as having called to carry 
off the stuff. 

" And we have traced the trunks 
found in the Fifth Avenue house which 
contained the bulk of securities from 
Loeffler's place on East Fifty- -th 
Street. Big Bill has been identified by 
the expressman who took them as per
sonally delivering them to him. 

" F u r t h e r m o r e, Droon's stool 
pigeons have squealed on the three men 
who murdered ·wentworth. The killer 
of Handley is still at large." 

'' Will they electrocute Loeffler ?" 
" Without shadow of doubt. It's the 

first time that the police have ever 
placed a really big racketeer where he 
hasn't a chance of escape." 

" vVell, it's a load off my chest," 
said Ken. " I thought the gunmen 
never peached on their bosses." 
" A gangster who is arrested keeps 

his mouth shut because he fears the 
vengeance of the chief. But when the 
chief is in jail and certain to go to 
the chair, he squeals quickly enough in 
hope of some clemency in his behalf. 
The only thing I regret is  that we have 
to let off the scoundrel of a butler. He 
is absolutely necessary to the State to 
link Tiverton up with the murder at 
Apsburg." 

" Exactly how many of the other 
fellows on the lottery list paid their 
assessment ?" asked Ken curiously. 

" Thirty-one. The total ran · over 
7 D 
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$76,ooo,ooo. Accon.ling to Bird's con
fession, the plot was to have Thomas 
accept a large part of it in exchange 
for other securities and lay it away 
until it was too late to trace it. Part 
was to be slipped into the market by 
Bird and innocent brokers upon alleged 
orders from Thomas. About six mil
lions in cash was to go immediately to 
Loeffler for his own services, and that 
of his army of henchmen. \ \" e found 
live millions in big bills hidden in bank 
vaults, which he had entered under 
various names. Traced them by the 
numbers on the keys in  his possession. 
Several hundred thousand had already 
been spent in various disbursements. 
.-\s it happened, we found your con
tribution of securities intact, Ken,  but 
the cash will be prorated. You'll prob
ably lose fifty or sixty thousand dol
lars." 

" Outrageous," he said, with a grin . 
'' 'vV ell, fellow, considering everything, 
you did a pretty good job, though i t  
might have been neater. " 

" Ken, you are outrageous," ex
claimed Alice angrily. " I think it was 
marvelous of Dick to do this a11 by 
himself." 

" As a matter of  fact," replied Had
den, " the New York police force had 
about as much hand in i t  as I . \Vith
out the cooperation of Chief Inspector 
Droon and his department, I am 
a fraid the Lottery of Death might sti ll 
be in operation." 

" What can we do for Droon ?" de
manded Wilcox. 

" Nothing officially. I'm making him 
take part of my reward." 

" Y ott ought to get five or six mil
lions at least for your work, "  asserted 
A lice. 

" The hundred thousand · put up by 
the business committee will come to me 
and that's  plenty." 

8 D  

' ' Phyllis ," said Ken with a queer 
smile, " I 've always been very sorry 
for you."  

' ' Indeed !" exclaimed Phil hotly. 
" You needn't be. " 

" One can't control his feelings. 
Here you are, young and beauti ful, and 
you are married to a bumptious and 
arrogant ass who fancies· himsel f as 
a great detective. I consider that you 
broke up the Lottery of Death and he 
i s  just standing around taking the  
credit ." 

" You're just impossible," groaned 
A lice. 

' ·  Phyllis, you dragged him to the 
Colonial that night and enabled him 
to encounter Tiverton. And after he 
and Droon had workeJ weeks on the 
thing they were j ust about where they 
started \Yhen yon produced the Law
son woman's handwriting and enabled 
them to nab the Tiger." 

" Tush," said Phyllis scorn fully . . .  I 
wonder Dick speaks to you." 

" He has a nerve to grab that re
ward. I t  belongs to you," continued 
the millionaire. " So I 'm rising to the 
occasion. I wish to present this cer
t ified check for five per cent. of 1 he 
five mill ion dollars your cleverness re
stored to me-to the most beauti ful 
young woman, with one exception, and 
the sweetest girl, with one exception, 
and the cleverest girl ,  with one excep
tion-" 

" Two and a half per cent was the 
agreement," said Dick dryly. 

" FiYe per cent is the legal agent's 
commission." 

" Grab it, Phyllis," advised Mrs. 
Wilcox. " When I divorce the idiot 
I ' l l  come and live with you." 

" Invest thi s  money wisely," con
tinued Ken, unperturbed. " It \Yi l l  
make you independent of  that police
man. It will enable you to buy dia-
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mond bracelets without fear of punish
ment. "  

" I ' ll. take i t , "  said Phyllis, reaching 
for the check. " Now, Mr. Richard 
Hadden. I'm independent. I'm going 
to leave you unless you agree to one 
condition ."  

" vVhat ?"  asked Dick. H e  knew th:tt 
this was all · foolery, but the thought o f  
Phyllis leaving him alarmed him never
theless. 

" That you close your office and re
tire from your horrible business. I 
made up my mind during the three 
days that you had completely disap
peared that you would never take an
other case with my consent. You won't  
always escape the knife and the bullet. 
I 've suffered so much, Dick. " 

Mrs. Hadden laid her anns on the 
table and her head on her arms, and 
shook with sobs. 

" It looks like a frame-up to me," 
said Dick slowly as his hand touched 
her glossy black hair. 

" She's serious, "  said Ken. " vVe 
talked i t  all over before you came. Quit 
while the going i s  good, Dick. I need 
you in my business . ' '  

Dick Hadden laughed. 
" I've been a ware of this state of  

affairs for some time," he said. " Of .  
course Phil wouldn't leave m e  under 
any conditions. but I know how she 
feels. Droon is leaving the police de
partment and is coming to take over 
my business. In the future I will be 
connected with the firm of Richard 
Hadden and Company only in an ad
visory capacity. " 

" Oh , Dicky darling."  exclaimed 
Phyllis,  smiling through her tears. 
" You make me so happy." 

Subsequent steps in the breaking up 
of  the great conspiracy. and the trial 
and conviction of  the criminals, were 

carried out with great adroitness by 
the New York police department. 

The presence in the house where the 
impersonation was going on of the 
blackmail fortune tied up Dunn and 
Tiverton to the Lottery of Death as 
well as the masquerade. 

Police visited the Apsburg A sylum 
and forced the staff of the late Dr. 
Drury to lead them to the grave of 
John P. Thomas, who was positively 
identified a fter being exhumed. 

Lewis Bird broke down and made a 
full confession. H e  had conceived the 
wholesale blackmail plot and confided 
it to his friend Tiverton without any 
notion that it would be put into execu
tion. He had not dreamed that mur
der would actually be committed, but 
he was bankrupt and bound hand and 
foot to Tiverton, and dare not squeal. 

Loeffler. bluff and brazen as he was, 
denied everything. but was convicted 
despite his plea of innocence by the 
strong chain of  circumstantial evi
dence. As soon as he was under arrest, 
stool pigeons supplied the police with 
the names of  the actual murderers of 
H andley and Wentworth, who were 
run down and dragged out of their 
holes. 

Drury the butler's testimony was 
even more damaging to Tiverton than 
Dick had anticipated, and Proctor 
finally admitted that his attempt upon 
the l ife of Richard Hadden was at the 
explicit order of Tiverton. 

With the two brokers in the hands 
of the law, the victims of the blackmail 
ring came forward and supplied the 
police with the numbers of the certifi
cates of  bonds and stocks which they 
had turned over to the collectors, and 
with these in hand it was an easy mat
ter to trace certain transactions in 
which Bird had sold or exchanged 
them. 
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The police were able to restore to 
their owners al l  but three hundred thou
sand in cash of the gigantic hoard 
which the conspirators had possessed 
for a brief time. The missing cash 
was money which had been paicl to 
various subordinate criminals, and 
which had slithered into oblivion. 

The newspapers v>ere supplied with 
al l  the essential facts immediately upon 
t h e  arrest of  Loeffler, Dunn, Bird and 
Tiverton, and reporters were very use
ful to the police in tying up loose ends. 
The part played in  the breaking up of 
the most dangerous gang which ha(l 
enr preyed upon � ew York by 
R ichard H adden was not concealed by 
Inspector Droon. and there was no 
quest ion about awarding him the sum 
of  one hundred thousand dollars posted 
for the arrest and cotwiction of the 
murderous blackmailers. 

Hadden was star witness at  the trials 
o f  the four men. whose lawyers man
aged to secure for them indi,·ici ual 
trials. 

Tiverton's attorneys put up a bril
l iant fight for him ; from beginning to 
end the e1·ic!ence against him was 
mostly ci rwmstantial .  H adden "·as 
cross-examined for hours. in his  c:.tse. 
and the clarity of his testimony in the 
end com·ictecl the Tiger. He 11·as 
found guil ty and sentenced to death . 
Loeffler also was awarded the death 
penalty. Bird, as an accessory a f ttr 
the fact, received t\Yenty years. Ronald 
Dunn was sent away for seven years 
and Laura Lawson, whose testimony 
convinced the jury that Tiverton was 
perfectly well aware of the identity o f  
Ronald Dunn upon the morning he  
visited the Thomas residence. was  not 
prosecuted. 

Four gunmen in subsequent trials 
were given the death penalty, and the 

T H E  

two men who had conveyed Thomas to 
the asylum were sent up the river for 
ten years each. 

The satis factory outcome of t h e  
series o f  trials of  the principals and 
agents in the Lottery of Death plot. 
was hailed by the newspapers as the 
greatest blow to organized crime yet 
delivered by the State, but Droon and 
Hadden were aware that such was not 
the fact. 

Organized crime, as such, \Yas not 
<1 ffected by the punishment of Loeffler,  
Tiverton and Bird and the others. 
Tiverton and Bird were not real ly 
members of the profession , whi le 
Loeffier had broken w it h  his old a��o
ciates and embarked in  the scheme in
dependent of them. For that reason , 
the unden,·orlcl did not rally to their 
aiel,  as i s  usual! y the case. There \\·as 
n o  pol i ti ca l  inter ference, no attempt to 
pack juries or to terrorize public offi
cials.  Justice for once had a clear field 
and romped in a winner. 

Droon very shre1nlly resigned from 
the  police department at  the height o f  
h i s  fame and was thus able to recei,·e 
his share of  the great money reward . 
Fl e laughed in Richard Hadden's face 
when that henpecked husband assured 
him that he was turning over the busi
ness to Droon and \Yi shed to be called 
upon only in  an advisory capacity. 

" You're a young man, Dick," he  
sai d .  " and you can't retire. And no 
l ive  wire like you is going to enjoy 
being in a business like \Vilcox's. Say, 
the first  time we get up against it  here, 
you' l l  buckle on your harness and hop 
on the job. Frankly, I'm not big 
enough to swing this  alone. I'd be 
a fraid to tackle it i f  I thought you 
were really out." 

" I'm out," said Dick firmly. 
Droon smiled. 

E N D  



" Mein Gott, it iss a hold-up 
man ! " 

Luigi-Alone 
Mere Stick-ups Were Getting Monotonous. 
So Luigi, the Lone Wolf, Tried Something Big 

By Harry W. Alden 

A
SHARP crack, a spurt of flame, 

splintered wood and shivered 
glass. A face outside the cash 

window, the upper part concealed by a 
handkerchi e f  with eye-sli ts in it .  A 
cropped, blond mustache, the smoking 
muzzle of a gat. A hand and arm 
thrust through the shattered w indow, 
snatching a pile of bills. The arms o f  
every one i n  the office shot upward. 

The man wheeled. stuffed the bills 
in his coat pocket. dashed to\\"ard the 
door. The shot had been ai med at a 
part it ion. No one w;(s inj ured. 

But an aged attendant, entering the 
room by another door, made a dash for 
the running figure, clutched the coat. 
The gun cracked again and he died. 

The door slammed behi nd the bandit 
and he was out in the public hall .  £ ,·en 
before the door slammed h i s  hand 
swept across his face, jerked off the 
handkerchief.  It  \l'as perfectly t imed. 
A girl, some distance along the hal l .  
saw t h e  motion, thought the man was 
merely wiping his face \Yith his hand
kerch ie f .  and went into the office where 
she \Yorked \Yithout further thought. 

5(8 
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and without an idea of what the man 
looked like. 

He ran lightly down two flights of 
stairs. These would be unused by 
others as every one took the elevators. 
He met no one. Passing a window he 
jerked the mustache off and threw it 
into the court. Then he pulled his 
slouched hat up from over his ears and 
disclosed black hair. Very simple. The 
robber had been a blond ; he was a 
brunette. 

At the second floor below he saun
tered casually toward a down elevator 
which had just stopped at a signal from 
another passenger. He shoved in 
among those already there. At the 
main floor he came from the elevator 
and sauntered into the street with the 
others. The alarm had not reached 
that point. 

He was on the next block, slouching 
along, when the police wagon clanged 
by filled with cops. He turned and 
looked after it  as every one else did. 
Nothing to distinguish him from the 
rest. 

Then Luigi had a feeling of bigness. 
Ten minutes before he had been an 
ordinary stick-up man like thousands 
of the underworld ; now he was a mur
derer. 

He was keen, sharp-witted ; mere 
stick-ups had not called forth all his 
ability. Besides, they were easy 
monotonous. Murder was different. 
He had not intended to kill unless it 
was necessary. It had been necessary, 
so he had killed. Now he was alive, 
awake, alert. 

I I  

TI M  CAMPBELL, police captain, 
flung his men at every exit of 
the building. Each door and ea�h 

elevator was guarded, and every person 
leaving was identified and searched. 

The murderer was not among them. 
Tim did not expect it. He and a picked 
squad were shot up to the office. The 
story was told. 

Identification : a face partially cov
ered by a white pocket handkerchief, a 
small blond mustache, gray fedora hat 
pulled down over the ears. There were 
no finger-prints. 

Tim picked a shred of dark cloth 
from a sharp edge of the shivered 
glass in the window, put it  in his pocket 
and said nothing about it. 

Luigi slouched to his second story 
hall bedroom. He looked at himself in 
the mirror and grinned. 

He . knew the hunt was already on. 
He examined himsel f carefully. There 
were strands of frayed cloth on one 
sleeve near the cuff. Small particles 
of glass were caught in the rent. A 
clew. He changed his suit and slipped 
the torn coat underneath so it was not 
seen. 

Smoking a cigarette and whistling, 
so people might hear him and know he 
had nothing to conceal, he went down 
to the basement. He knew the janitor 
would probably not be there at that 
hour. Another tenant was coming up 
the stairs. 

" Where's that damned janitor ? Too 
lazy to put coal on the fire. I freeze 
up in my room," Luigi muttered. 

In the basement he stuffed the coat 
in upon the glowing coals and opened 
the draft, shut the door and smok<!d 
a cigarette as he watched the flames 
flicker through the openings. The eye
slit handkerchie f  was in a pocket of 
the coat and wouid be destroyed with 
it. The value o f  the clew had gone. 

The door at the head of the base
ment stairs creaked. Boots clumped 
down. Luigi took the poker, swore 
audibly, flung open the furnace door, 
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and churned the charred mass until i t  
was underneath the live coals. 

" Get away from that furnace, or 
I'll knock your block off," shouted the 
janitor. 

" Yeah ? You will like hell. You 
want me to freeze upstairs ? Have a 
drink." He produced a flask. " He's 
0. K. I bring him in myself special ." 

" Wow, good stuff, Luigi," said the 
j anitor when the bottle finally left his 
lips. Friendship was restored. 

Returning to his room, Luigi turned 
on the heat. Not that he was cold, but 
so the janitor and the other tenants 
would think he was. 

He examined the pair of trousers he 
hatl worn. They were almost new. He 
had been forced to economy, for his 
stick-ups had not been very productive 
lately. The pants could be worn on 
rainy days with a coat almost like them 
and the difference of material would 
not be noticed. He hung them in the 
closet. The gat. There was a cache 
on the floor below, unknown to the 
janitor or any one else, where he stored 
it when it was not needed. I f  found 
there, he could not be connected with 
it.  

The roll. He would plant i t. Giorgio 
was reliable. Good reason why he 
should be. He would not last twenty
four hours if there was a squeal or a 
missing buck. Little I taly would take 
�are of that. Giorgio was tight-lipped. 
He had many depositors, but none of  
them knew who the other depositors 
were, or the amount of the plants. 
Luigi's roll would go to Giorgio to be 
withdrawn later in installments as 
needed. 

It was a big roll ; the biggest he had 
ever owned ; two grand and more. With 
his hand in his pocket feeling of it, he 
walked past the mirror. He looked at 
himself and felt big with such a big 

roll. But he was seedy. He needed 
new scenery. Tan coat, pants and vest, 
light blue shirt, pink tie, spats-yes, 
spats ; they were classy. A good look
ing kid he would be in good scenery. 

He sat by the window, the chair 
tilted back on its legs. One cigarette ; 
two ; the third lighted. 

News boys on the street yelled extra. 
He didn't bat an eyelid. He was school
ing himself ,  for, after all, there might 
be the sizzling chair at the end of the 
trail. 

But he could keep his ears open with
out showing he was listening. " Extra ! 
Brutal murder on Lexington A venue !" 

He smoked indifferently. " That's  
me," flashed through his  mind, but his 
face gave no indication. Again he felt 
big. The stick-ups had only been given 
two or three paragraphs on an inside 
page. Stick-ups were so frequent they 
were hardly noticed by the public. Not 
as much as an airplane crash or a 
society elopement. Now he was worth 
an extra. Only big men got an extra. 
He was a big man. His name was 
not there, but it was him. 

No danger in buying a paper. He 
saw people come out of  doors and do 
i t  openly. The chair clumped clown 
on four legs and he crossed to the door 
of the room. Stopped. The chair at 
Sing Sing. I f  he were found out he 
would sit in it. He felt his stomach 
drop. I f  he went out and bought a 
paper, a cop might see him do it and 
get the idea he was interested in the 
affair. He didn't buy papers as a rule. 
A cop who knew his habits might see 
him do it and think it funny. Better 
not. 

Young Sausanne slouched in. He 
had a room in the back on the same 
floor. The two played craps in the same 
club. Sausanne had an extra. Luigi's 
eyes sifted to it, but he did not ask. 
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" Stick-up on Lexington Avenue-
bopped off an old guy," announced 
Sausanne. 

" Yeah ?" Luigi yawned. " What's 
that to me ? I ain't going to get none of  
the jack. Any dames going to be at 
the Blue Bird to-night ?" 

" Sure," says Sausanne. " Always is." 
" That yellow-haired kid with the 

dimple going to be there ?" 
" How i11 hell should l know ? I ain' t 

her boy friend," stated Sausannc. 
" You better lay off that yellow-haired 
kid. The Greek's staking her to grub, 
and he's quick with the kni fe." 

" Yeah ?" said Luigi. " A  gat's 
quicker." 

They smoked two more cigarettes 
without speaking and Sausanne went 
out leaving the extra. As the door 
slammed, Luigi grabbed it. 

It was all there. The reporters had 
it right. He remembered now he had 
seen ·a girl in  the hall when he came 
out of the office door. He had paid 
no attention to her then, but he had a 
chill as he read about her. 

He read on. No ; she had paid no 
more attention to him than he had to 
her. She hadn't the least idea what 
the man in the hall looked like. There 
was absolutely no clew. So the paper 
stated. 0. K. No need for destroying 
the pants. 

He grinned as he read the comments. 
" Quick as a flash," pleased him. Yep, 
that was the way he worked. He had 
done a good job ; a perfect job. 

A fter reading the extra, he  went out 
in the street confidently. The police 
were, of course, combing the district 
for a blond man upon whom they could 
pin something. The extra had stressed 
the blond mustache. 

Luigi even crossed the street so as to 
pass close to the cop on the corner. 
The cop was indifferent. Luigi 

S\\·elled up. 
knew . . . 

I f  the cop knew what he 

III 

CAMPBELL returned to headquar
ters. " Not a thing to work on, 
Jack," he said to Sergeant 

Griffith. 
The scrap of cloth was not men

tioned, even to the sergeant, lest there 
be a leak. But it was submitted secret
ly to experts who recotl'Structed the 
pattern. It was a cheap material, 
regulation pattern, sold by rolls to hun
dreds of second class clothing firms. 
Readymade suits of like cloth were 
manufactured and sold..,by the thou
sands. Unless the particular coat from 
which the scrap had been torn was dis.; 
covered, it  was useless to try to trace 
a particular suit to a particular wearer 
by means of the scrap. 

Campbell went over the police rec
ords ; played solitaire with them ; 
matched cards. The Duane Street rob
bery had been much like this. One 
man ; a dash into the office ; a gat fired 
harmlessly at the ceiling ; a shrieking 
cash girl ; the money box grabbed and 
a get-away down an elevator before 
the alarm could be given. Identical. 

Campbell studied the description of 
the man given in that case where the 
entire figure had been seen. "·Medium 
height, slim, smooth shaven, black mask 
over eyes, skin dark, black hair seen 
under cap as he turned for the get-away. 

Campbell pressed the button and the 
sergeant came in. 

" Jack-that murder up in Lexing
ton A venue-tell your men to keep 
their eyes open for a slim, medium 
height Latin-without a mustache. I i 
they find one wearing a dark brown 
coa� with a fine green line and a torn 
sleeve, bring him in and put the screws 
to him. Don't waste time looking for a 
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man with a spiffy yellow mustache ; 
that was phony. That's all now, Jack."  

The sergeant went out. Campbell 
placed the card on one side and went 
on with the rest of the deck. 

Grand Street. A solitary, masked 
robber had jumped into the room to be 
greeted by a yell from the terrified male 
bookkeeper, who then promptly floppe<.i 
under the desk in a faint. A mass of 
girls had tumbled into the room to see 
what i t  was all about. They had yelled 
in unison, whereupon the robber had 
turned and fled without getting any
thing. They were able to describe him. 
" Mask over eyes, medium height, slim, 
black hair, black mustache. " 

Campbell grinned. " That guy'll 
sprout a red mustache if we don't nab 
him P D Q. That 's  about the only 
color he hasn't used."  Then he muttered 
to himself, " He's an active little cuss. 
Quick as a flash." 

He went on with the solitaire. East 
Thirty-Sixth Street. Same tactics ; 
same description. 

" He's too blamed active for the good 
reputation of the police force," was 
Campbell's comment. 

He placed the three cards in a row 
and studied them more carefully with 
this result. 

Duane Street, November 14, haul 
four hundred and fi fty-eight dollars ; 
Grand Street, December 28, haul noth
ing : East Thirty-Sixth Street, January 
5, haul six hundred dollars, and over. 
He looked at the calendar. The date 
was March 3·  

The buzzer sang again. Sergeant 
Griffith came in. " Smoke that cigar, 
Jack. A millionaire in \Vall Street gave 
it to me ; better than we can buy our
selves." 

They smoked. 
" I'm going to let you have my de

ductions," said Campbell .  " A  young 

Italian did this  job, and he's been in 
the stick-up game for some time. This 
is the first real big haul he has made, 
and it's the first time he has used his 
gun in earnest. He's been active, 
very active for the past few months, 
but he ain't greedy for coin, and he 
ain't got extravagant ways-not yet. 
He only goes into a stick-up when he's 
out of jack, and when he's made a haul 
he lays low until his funds get low. 

" He wears cheap clothes and that 
means he probably goes to cheap joints. 
Lives at the rate o f  about seventy-five 
or eighty dollars a week, which ain ' t  
much for that class o f  k id, especially 
if he gambles and has a woman. 

" On November 14 he made a haul 
of four hundred and fi fty-eight dollars 
in the Duane Street robbery, which 
would last him until the last part of  
December. On December 28 he was 
at it again, and made a try on Grand 
Street but was scared-hadn't got up his 
nerve to shoot to kill  at that time-he 
was scared, and ran away without 
getting anything, so he had to starve 
or try again P D Q. 

" The next week, January 5, he stuck 
up East Thirty-Sixth Street and got 
over six hundred dollars. That would 
last him about eight weeks-March r 
about. It is now March 3· See. H e  
has done h i s  first kill ing i n  this racket, 
and it was easy for him to get away, 
and if we don't nab him for it, some
body else will cross the River Jordan 
when he needs money again. 

" He works alone ; apparently doesn't 
trust anybody but himself, which makes 
it harder for us. Ain't got any pals to 
blab. In private, I ' l l  bet he's a clam 
and keeps everything to himself. You 
needn't bother looking for him in the 
hooch joints, for he's the type that don't 
drink much. A man who ranges alone 
seldom does. Dance halls more likelY. 
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Young and probably can ' t  keep away 
from flappers. 
" I f you find a cheap dresser who has 

suddenly become a sheik, keep to him 
close. And if you find one among the 
skirts who has suddenly taken a 
steady-ditto. Those are my ideas, 
Jack, for what they are \\·orth. Tip off 
the boys." 

IV 

S
HE was at  the Blue B i rd when 

Luigi got there. Dimple in  one 
cheek when she laughed and she 

laughed continuously. Pretty as a 
golden haired madonna and brainle;;s 
as a lobster. She was alone when he 
came in , \-vaiting for the Creek, ''  lw 
\\·as her present meal ticket, and she 
was hungry. 

Luigi sat at a table by the wall and, 
as she swung past, grabbed her by the 
arm and pulled her down on his lap. 
She returned a slap in the face, but re
mained sitting on his knee. 
" You are some fresh guy," she an

nounced. 
" Sure thing," agreed Luigi , grin

nmg. " The Greek your boy friend 
now ?" 

" What's that to you ?" 
" Not a thing. He ain't got no jack. 

\Vhat do you want me to buy for you ? 
I' l l get it." 
" Yes, you wi l l ." Sarcasm. " You 

ain't laid out the price o f  a feed yet. 
He got me this dress last week ." 

A man, half drunk, flopped over a 
near-by table, rolled hi s head in he:r 
d i rection and opened his bleary eyes. 

Luigi peeled two ten dollar bills off 
the roll in his pocket and threw th�m 
in her lap. 
" Get yoursel f a new one. kid, I don't 

like that one." 
She sl id into a chai r beside him at 

the table. 

" \ \'hat' l l you put in your face, kid ?" 
he asked. 

" Cheese sancl\\·ich and a slice o f 
onion-a couple o f them-slab o f  
cocoanut custard pie-highball-two or 
three. That' ll do as a starter." 
" Scotch or rye ?" 
" Don't care." 
They ate. 
" You're some swell dame," he said. 
She looked at  him. Appraised. 

" You ain't much to look at, " was the 
comment .  

" Going to get new scenery to-mor
rO\\' ."  

Finally she got up. " Well, I ain't  
going to wait  for that Greek any long
er," she announced. " Where do we 
go ?" 
They went out together. 

Campbell 's orders had been carried 
out and the dance halls of Little I taly 
were watched. The hal f drunken one 
( No. 986 ) ,  when he reported the next 
morn ing said that Luigi 's  extrava
gance was unusual. 

He had obsen·ed further that, in the 
afternoon, Luigi was dressed in a new, 
l ight tan suit , trousers creased, a cream 
colored fedora hat, light blue shirt , 
pink tie-and gray spats. A rainbow. 

Campbell was told about the new 
scenery. 

But there were ten or fi fteen other 
young members of the underworld 
who were also under observation be
cause of some suspicious circumstance, 
and a man cannot be arrested simply 
because he buys a suit of clothes and 
takes a girl out. 

It would be unwise to run Luigi in 
and question him. Wait. Observe. 
A young Italian hired a room in the 

house where Luigi l ived. Not even 
the janitor knew that the young Italian 
found two interest ing things in Luigi\ 
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room. One, a Look-" Gentlemen Pre
fer Blondes " ;  the other, a pai r o f  odd 
t rousers '.vithout a coat to match. The 
young I talian cut a small piece off an 
inside seam "·here it \\·auld not be ob
served. Campbell haJ the experts 
compare this with the shred irom the 
:-:hattercd window. He was pleased 
with the report. 

" Don' t  let him g�t w i �e.  Jack. De 
careful about that. \ Ve ain't  got 
enough yet to let h im kno\v we suspect 
him. There are too many :;uits  of that 
kind walking around � ew Y ark to run 
in a man for 0\ming a pair o f  odd 
t rousers. \Vi thout the coat, it  shows 
nothing." 

v 

THE young I t alian became ac
quainted with Luigi . That was 
natural. They roomed in the 

�amc house and passed each other on 
the stai rs and in the  halls .  He occa
::-;ionally slouched into Luigi 's room, 
when the door was open and Luigi was 
there. They smoked the same brand 
of cigarettes. The I tal i  an \Yas some
what of a rai nbow him:oel f. He ad
m i red Luigi ' s  scenery. 

· •  New ?" he asked, tlngering the 
cloth. 

' ' Yep. "  
" A l o t  of j ack it  co�t. �Iake a big 

haul ?" 
Lui gi ' s  eyes shot to him. He found 

the other eying him. " Got through 
a load of hooch, "  he explained. 

\Vhen the I talian ,,·ent out, Luigi 
sat by the window and �moked a ciga
rette. Several of them. His face _was 
a l itt le d rawn . His eyes shi fted a l i t
t le nervously at sounds i n  the hall. 
Yep, the bull s  were looking at h im. 
That one was a dick. 1\ ope. he couldn' t  
make a s l i p  now. 

Damn it, didn't the bul l s  ever for-

get when a man \Yas croaked ! The 
guy ,,·a:; old enough to pass in his  
checks. Hoped he'd do it be fore he 
got as  old a s  that. He was dead any
\\·ay.  What \\ a s  the use of kil l ing an
other man, t oo :- But how in hell did 
they get the idea ? Anybody could sell 
a few cases of hooch and buy new 
"cenery. �ope, i t  was not that. \Vhat 
\\·as it that had made them wise ? 

He was disturbed. He had not been 
able to get a l ine on the young I tal ian. 
Ca<;ual i nquiries had brought the in
formation that he had dri fted in.  No 
one knew from where. 

He felt �ick at  the stomach. A mo
ment of panic. I t  was the fi rst t ime he 
e\ ·er  thought suspi cion rested on him.  
� obody had e\ ·er  bothered him about 
h i s  other s t i ck-ups. They had been 
perfect. Th i s  one was perfect, too. 
The papers kept repeating " Not a 
trace." 

Th is  one \\'as clone in the same
He sti ffened. The same way. Several 
crimes commi t ted in the same way in
clicated that the same man commi tted 
them. His brain wh irred a moment ; 
then he forced himsel f to think 
:-traigh t  again.  Suppose the bulls did 
think the crimes were commi tted by 
t he same man, what had made them 
think he had committed them ? He j umped to the  closet, Attng open 
t h e  door as though he expected . . . 
� o ;  the pan ts sti l l  hung there. There 
\\·as no key to the door. It could he 
opened any time-any time when he 
\\'as not there. I f  the guy was a dick, 
he had searched. But eyen i f  he had 
�earchecl, why should he pay any at
tention to an odd pair of  old trousers ? 
He thought of the tear in the sleeve of 
the coat he had burned. Perhaps a 
piece of cloth had remained caught on 
the glass of the window. The pants 
might be a clew. 
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He could not go down in the base
ment and burn them. He had been 
seen there stirring up the fire when he 
burned the coat. It would not look so 
good. Besides, it was a warm day, 
and he did not need any more heat. 

He took them out, rolled them in a 
paper, and sold them to Goldstein on 
the corner for two bucks. Goldstein 
dealt in secondhand clothing. Luigi 
had sold him other worn-out things. 
Nothing suspicious in selling him an 
old pair of pants. 

He put the two bucks in his pocket 
, and slouched down the a venue. At the 

block below he turned to the right,  
crossed the avenue, and went along the 
side street. He slipped in the doorway 
of the fourth house from the corner 
on the north side. A back door opened 
upon a way through the yards between 
the backs of the two rows of houses 
and led into one on the avenue diago
nally across from Goldstein's store. 
Luigi knew the lay of the land. In the 
darkened hallway of this house he 
waited and watched. 

The young Italian came out of the 
building next to Goldstein's and en
tered his store. The louse. H e  had 
been watching. The Italian came out 
with a package. 

Luigi retraced the route to the north 
side of the cross street and continued 
down town for several blocks along 
another avenue. Then he crossed 
back to his o;vn avenue and vvalked 
back toward his own home. On the 
way he entered Goldstein's store. 

" Gimme back them pants, Izzy," he 
demanded, flinging four bucks on the 
counter. 

" Oy, it is too bad that I sell them 
already, Luigi my boy. It was a young 
fellow about your size what wanted 
them. You are an old customer, Lui
gi , and I would giye them back for the 

same price what I paid you for them 
without making a profit out of you. 
He gave me five bucks for them and 
didn' t ask no questions." 

Luigi went out. The bulls had his 
pants. He was cold, and felt  goose 
pimples all over him. Now he was 
sure. The bulls were looking at him. 
The young I talian was a cl ick. And 
the bulls had his pants. 

The next clay his room was empty. 

Campbell 's  orders to the sergeant 
were imperative. Luigi should not be 
watched or trailed in any manner for 
a couple of months, and nothing 
should be done to prevent his return 
to a feeling of absolute security. 

" We haven't got enough on him to 
run him in, and his money will last for 
fin or six months at least. We'll let 
him ride along for a while. He won't 
make another try until his roll is  about 
gone." 

Campbell did not think the yellow 
haired girl would eat into the roll as 
quickly as she did. 

VI 

T U IGI moved all h is  things and lived 
J..., with the girl in the double room 

which he was paying for anyhow. 
It cost a pile to feed and keep the 

girl. She was always eating and want
ing new clothes and jewelry. It was 
worth the price, though, to feel he was 
a big man and had a big roll .  

But his roll went fast. He cursed 
with surprise when Giorgio told him 
he was nearing the end of the plant. 
Then he acted with decision. He gave 
up the double room and turned the 
yellow-haired girl out . . . 

A slim young man entered the 
delicatessen store on the west side of 
Columbus Avenue between Eighty
First and Eighty-Second Streets late 



556 DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY 

one Saturday night . The cash register 
would be full at that hour. There were 
but two customers. The German pro
prietor was serving them. His wife 
was at the cash register beside the door 
ready to make change. 
The young man's head was bent as 

he approached the door, and his slouch 
hat was pulled lO\\" over his forehead. 
H i s  face could not be seen. He was 
looking down. Apparently a shoe lace 
was untied and it annoyed him. \Vith 
one hand on the latch he opened the 
door a crack and fumbled there a mo
ment as he stooped to tie the lace. 

When he straightened up there was 
a mask over his eyes, and a gat in his 
hand. He had a reddish mustache. He 
stepped quickly in and left the door 
open a crack after him. 
" Mein Gott, it iss a hold-up man," 

announced the wi fe. She fainted and 
passed out of the picture. 

" Was ist das ?" inquired the propri
etor who was near-sighted. 
The two customers didn't ask. They 

held up their arms. 
It was not necessary to tlSe the gat. 

The man's hand expertly pushed the 
lever. " No Sale " appeared on the tag 
of the register. The drawer sprung 
open. His arm swept over it. The 
bills disappeared. He was on the street. 
The door slammed a fter him. Quick as 
a Aash. 

The German ran to the door. The 
two customers were not eager to get 
out where the robber might be. Th� 
latch seemed to be jammed and the door 
would not open until jerked and pulled 
violently. It appeared afterward that 
a splinter of wood had been wedged in 
the catch to make it bind. This was 
probably done when the man held the 
latch and stooped to relace his shoe. 
" Help - police - murder ! I haff 

been robbed ! ' ' the German yelled. 

People on the other side of the street 
stared. They had seen nothing unusual. 

:\. policeman, directing traffic on the 
corner below, grinned and casually 
came up to see what the racket was 
about. It took two or three minutes 
of voluble German to sat i sfy the cop 
there had been a stick-up. 

By that time Luigi was in a bus with 
a dozen other passengers riding along 
the sunken road through Central Park 
to\\'arcl the East Side. 

Luigi lived in a room by himsel f 
now-Luigi alone. When he got back, 
as soon as the door was locked, he ex
amined the roll. Only one hundred 
and ten dollars. "The delicatessen man 
did bum business for Saturday night," 
he thought. 

He then examined himself . He took 
off his suit , an old one, and looked it 
over critically from the coat collar to 
the pants cuffs. Not a frayed pbce 
or a miss ing button. r\ good job : a 
per fect job ; quick as a flash. But he 
was not elated. He had become :1. mere 
stick-up man again . I f  the German 
had tried to grab him he would have 
plugged him. That would have been 
more exciting, and he could have made 
his get-away as easily, for he had 
plenty of time. 

He had bought a ni fty new set o i  
scenery before his Lexington Avenue 
plant was exhausted, and he put on this 
scenery. In i t he appeared at the Blue 
Bird, which he had never stopped visi t 
ing, as his absence would have been 
not iceable and suspicious, and i f  the 
bulls found out they might have got the 
idea he had clone something which 
made him drop out of sight. The bulls 
were evidently throt�gh with the Lex
ington .-\venue affair. He was sure 
they hadn't bothered about him since 
the dick had bought his pants. 

But they had hi s pants. Funny. His 
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stomach always seemed to drop when 
he thought of that. He had made a 
slip then in some way which caused 
them to look at him. \Vhat break had 
he made ? Some little thing, just 
enough to make them look at him for a 
while and then let him alone \Yhen they 
found nothing more. 

He \Vould not make a slip this t ime. 
He would not buy new scenery and he 
would not buy a new girl for a steady
and-he "·ould not show in any \\'ay 
that he had a new roll. 

The entire haul, except ten dollars, 
he planted that night with Giorgio, who 
was reliable. 

At the Blue Bird he met Tom Mc
Guiness. 

" Tom. I am bust to-night. Only 
got two thin dimes and a quarter. Sl ip 
me a five spot . ' ' 
" Sure," said Tom, passing him ten, 

for he happened to be flush. 
" The spots ain't on the dice no 

more," said Luigi, explaining his bank
ntptcy. " Perhaps I "·in next time, 
then I pay you back. I f  I don't wm, 
you wait till I do." 

" 0. K., Luigi, " Tom said and 
grinned " You' l l do as much for me 
some time." 
" Sure thing," said Luigi. 
So he gave the impression he was 

dead broke and of course he \vas not 
in a stick-up that netted one hundred 
and ten clollqrs . 

.-\t that time a girl ,,· i th curly black 
hair interested Luigi. He danced with 
her exclusively that night. 

VII 

CAMPBELL was interested in the 
report o f the ColumDus A venue 
stick-up and visited the delicates

sen store. He interviewed the pru
prietor and got volubil i ty but no identi
fying facts. The reddish mustache 

of the robber made him grin. He fol
lowed the trail of the get-away, hoist
ing his rugged form over a back fence, 
but found no clew. 

Returning to headquarters, he sum
moned the sergeant. " Jack, Luigi 
must have got wise to something our 
detective did \Vhen he was trailing him 
and he thought those pants we got 
locked up weren't safl to keep." 

" Thinking of that Lexington Ave
nue murder ?" asked the sergeant. 

" Yep. Same fellow did it that aid 
the Columbus Avenue stick-up last 
night. He made a couple of slips on 
the Lexington job and we made a 
couple. He's too cute to make th@.ln 
again, and we're damned fools i f  we 
do. He slipped in telling the die\{ he 
made his haul in bootlegging. The 
bootleggers tell me Luigi was never in 
the game, and they know. He also 
made a mistake in selling his pants. 
The detective made a slip in giving him
sel f away somehow, and I made a slip 
in thinking Luigi's roll would last 
longer than it did. 
" \Ve laid off of him too long and he's 

made another try. Not much damage 
done-only a hundred and ten dollars 
worth. Thank the Lord he didn't have 
to use his gun. We may be on the 
wrong trail , but if he did this job \\'<:' 
can' t take any more chances. He's t oo 
dangerous and too slick and a hundred 
and ten won't last him long. 

" From what I have found out about 
the Columbus A nnue job, he must 
have been scouting around for quite a 
while before he acted. Knew the lay 
o f  the land thoroughly. Worked quick 
as a flash and didn't make an extra 
gesture. Like clock-work. Knew the 
cash register was right beside the door : 
kne\\' exactly how to open the cash 
drawer : knew just how he could get 
through the back yards from Columbus 
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to Eighty-Second . :.\l ust have scouted 
quite a while to get everything uown 
pat. 

" �ow, my idea is this. Trai l him 
constantly, but do i t  gent ly so he won ' t  
suspect .  Care ful about that. I f  h e  
finds i t  o u t ,  he'll  j ump t h e  c ity a n d  w e ' i l  
lose a l l  chance o f  iastening anything on 
h im. The l.". S .  :\.. i s a big place. 
Change your m�n o ften so he \von't  
by any chance see  a man more than 
two or three times. Get in men from 
the other boroughs so h e  won't be ap t  
to have seen them be fore. 

" I f you find h i m  �couting around a 
pa rt icular nei ghborhoud, that's \vhere 
he is preparing for h i s  next haul. Then 
th row a lot of  plain-clothes men in that 
sect ion and keep in touch with him day 
and night,  for he is  l iable to work any 
old t i me." 

Luigi was not  only disappoi nted in 
the size o f  the haul ,  but also, that  the 
stick-up only had a single paragraph in 
the reputable papers, and a quarter 
column i n  the tabloids. 

He consoled himself with the girl. 
He found she had a p unch almost 

equal to his  own, and once an argu
ment was started, he could not end i t  
w ith h is fist unt i l  there h a d  been a 
battle. During one o f  their d i scussions 
she yelled and screamed until a c rowd 
collected outside, bel i eving it was mur
der instead of a domestic di scussion 
over a trip to Coney I sland. 

A cop came up to the room and told 
t hem to cool off or he would nm t hem 
both in. He gave Luigi the once-over 
in a way that \Yas disquieting. 

The domesti c  affair was reported 
by the cop to the precinct. Campbell 
had ordered everything concern ing 
Luigi sent to h i m  at once. 

" Jack," he said, ' ' there 's  another 
woman eating Luigi ' �  roll and, i f  he's 

the one \\'e think he is, he's l iable to 
make another t ry any t ime. Concen
t rate on him, but i f  you want to get 
him, don't let him know i t. By the 
way he's act ing he evidently t hinks 
"·e\·e laid off him altogether and I 
don't want h i s  confidence disturbed. " 

Then the curly headed girl  met  a suc
cess ful h i -j acker and she l e ft Luigi cold. 
This peeved him. .--\ big man was not 
k i cked out by a dame. If he was to be 
a big man he must ha\·e a bigger planl. 

VIII 

S
PRING had come. Leaves were 

showing ; robin s  were pull ing 
worms out of the ground. 

" Luigi ' s  got spring fever ,"  the ser
geant i n formed Campbell .  " He's walk
ing i n  the park instead of rol l ing d ice 
in t h e  Pomonoc. " 
" Get around him : get around h im 

close,''  said Campbell .  " He's looking 
over the ground." 

Days passed. The reports showed 
that Luigi ' s  walks conti nued. H e  
strolled around t h e  ball ground in the 
park and watched the games, but he 
never played himsel f.  H e  lounged on 
the benches smoking cigarettes. 

" Seems innocent , ' '  said the ser
gean t. 

" Too damned innocent." 
Then Luigi st rolled_ more frequently 

a long the paths bordering the sunken 
road near Seventy-Ninth Street, and 
Campbell  became more interested. 
One morning he found on his desk 

th is  report : 
" To-ni gh t. \Va s  at Loew's Theater 

at  West Eighty-Th i rd Street. A fter  
the show, about eleven o'clock, walked 
through the sunken road to the East 
S ide where he l ives. A drunk ( No. 
376 ) was behind him and was not 
noticed. X \\'as interested in the vines 
growing OYer the \\'all  about hal f w:1y 
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in. He pulled on them hard as though 
testing their strength . . . " 

" Casual, me eye," muttered Camp
bell and the buzzer sang. 

" Read that, Jack," Campbell said, 
" and get your men in hand, ready for 
a dash. I 'm going to move to an uptown 
precinct and sleep there for a while. I 
don't know what it 's going to be, and 
I don't know when it's going to be, but 
it's sure going to be." 

Ah Moy, the proprietor of the Golden 
Dragon, was accustomed to take the 
cash home in a valise after the chop 
suey joint closed at midnight. He had 
a private car and a private chauffeur. 
The route was from the East Side 
through the sunken road, and out at 
West Eighty-First Street ; then across 
to his apartment on Riverside Drive. 

That night the chauffeur saw a 
hooch gatherer staggering along the 
narrow sidewalk by the road and going 
in the same direction as the car. The 
man was so soused he could hardly 
keep on his pins. He lurched to the 
gutter and reeled out into the roadway 
in front of the car. The chauffeur 
jammed on the brakes and swore at 
him as he staggered away from the 
wheels. 
The man straightened up and 

jumped on the running board quick as 
a flash. A crack of the gat and the 
chauffeur crumpled over the wheel . 
The crash of the automobile against 
the stone wall drowned the second 
crack of the gat as Ah Moy gasped 
and lay still. The valise was found in 
the car with the two dead men. It 
had been sl i t open with a single stroke 
of a sharp knife and the money was 
gone. 

Luigi, grabbing the trailing vines, 
scrambled up the stone wall on the 
north side of the sunken road. 

A man came running along the nar
row sidewalk, his pistol spi tting. 
Things zinged around Luigi. There 

was a sting in his shoulder and one 
arm faltered. But he was at the top 
of the wall, and disappeared over its 
edge. 

The cop stood at the bottom, help
less. His business then was with the 
smashed automobile and the dead in
side. 

At the top were bushes. Luigi 
crashed through them. On the right 
he heard something crashing toward 
him. The electric l ight from the road
'vay below flecked through the bushes. 
It glinted on a police shield, on a cap. 
The bulls knew he was there. Had 

been laying for him. How in hell did 
they know ? In the tangle of shrub
bery Luigi found a path he knew was 
there, made by boys taking a short cut. 
He raced along i t. When he was out 
on the edge of the shrubbery its crack
ling twigs would not give him away, 
and he could sneak silently along in the 
shadow and crouch behind something. 

The cop crashing on his right blew 
a whistle. He was evidently entangled 
in the bushes and could not make prog
ress. Good. The whistle was answered 
by another on the left, but far away. 
Luigi now knew where his pursuers 
were located. 

It was exciting. He was a big man 
now for sure. He had killed two men. 
He was nearing the end of the path. 
It veered suddenly to the left away 
from the crashing cop. 
A black figure stood there waiting. 

Luigi's gat flamed. The other man 
fired. Luigi's slim body writhed in the 
path an instant and was quiet. 
The sergeant ran up. " Didn't wing 

you, did he, chie f ?" 
" Nope," said Campbell. " Call up 

the · dead wagon." 



The Chicago Monster 

" No ink-what's this 
powder ?" 

A True Story 

By 
Robert VV. Sneddon 

Forty Times Johann Hoch Walked to • the Altar, and 
Almost as Many Times He Left Murder Behind Him 

I
F i t were not for desperate women them companionship, who can even 
in the world , there would be no persuade them that they are charming. 
tales of Bluebeards. And by des- They are willing to pay for this, t o 

perate women I do not mean those who give their money, and, i n some in
satisfy their emotions by murdering stances, their lives. 
some rival. I mean those poor souls These women are the ready prey of  
who are starved for masculine affec- such monsters as Landru, de Jong, Pel, 
t ion. Those wall flowers in the gay and Johann Hoch, the German ki ller 
ballroom of life who sit by and watch of Chicago. 
younger and more attractive women One cold January day in I<)Oj a 
carry off the prizes-the left-overs in neatly dressed, middle aged woman 
the matrimonial market. came timidly into a New York precinct 

As years go on, and they see them- station . 
selves grow older, more remote from " Can I speak to some one ?" 
the goal of their fancies, they clutch " You can that. What's the trouble, 
desperately at the man who can give lady ?" 

660 8 D 
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• ·  1 have a man over to my house. " 
The desk sergeant smothered a 

smile. 
" Nothing unusual in that, lady. 

H usband, eh ? What's he been doing, 
beating you up ?" 

" Oh, no, indeed. He's a roomer." 
" Making trouble for you. How 

much does he owe you ?" 
" He doesn't owe me anything. You 

see, officer, I was looking at the paper 
last night, this paper "-she held it 
up--" and I saw this man's face. Well, 
it's the man's face, but i t  ain't the same 
name." 

The sergeant reached out a leisurely 
hand for the paper. 

" Holy smoke ! John H och. Now 
lady, let me get this straight. You say 
you've got a man l iving in your house 
that looks like. this square-head. Is 
that right ?" 

" Yes." 
" And you think he is John Hoch, 

the Chicago bigamist that's wanted by 
the police ? What does he call himself ?" 

" H enry Bartells." 
" Can you describe him, lady ?" 
" Well, he's middle s1ze, stockylike, 

German, black hair and mustache, 
black eyes." 

" Hum-that might be him. Any
thing else you can tell about him ?" 

The caller hesitated. 
'' Well, I been reading about Hoch 

and the way he acted with women, and 
would you bel ieve i t-well, I rented 
him a room-he paid me the money 
right down, and I left him. I was 
peeling some potatoes in the kitchen 
about twenty minutes a fter and I heard 
some one give a cough and there was 
Mr. Bartells. He said could he trouble 
me for a glass of water, and I gave 
him one. So he got to talking and I 
said I was a widow and he said it was 
a lonely li fe ior a woman l ike me-that 

9 D 

-that had so much charm-and he 
hated to see me spoiling my fingers, 
and could he help peel. Well I didn't 
know how to act. He might take of
fense and leave. So I let him peel. 
And next day he says will I marry 
him. So I got to th·inking this was 
j ust the way Hoch got them poor 
women and--" 

" The Dutchman is a quick worker. 
It looks like him, lady. Now, your 
name and address." 

" Mrs. Catherine K immerle, s-+6 
\Vest Forty-Seventh Street."  

" Al l  right, Mrs. Kimmerle, you go 
right home, and a couple of the boys 
will  follow. You let them in, and they'll 
do the rest." 

They found H och in his room. He 
stared at them with narrowed eyes. 

"This is a private room," he snarled. 
" That's all right, Hoch, we're here 

on business. You're Johann Hoch, last 
known address Chicago. 

" Sure. \\'hat's the trouble ?" 
" Just a minute. What made yun 

beat it out of Chicago in such a 
hurry ?" 

" Oh, that-! had some trouble 
with my sister-in-law." 

" \ Vhat about all these women on 
your trail ? 

" I flatter t hem a little, that is all . ' '  
" And they hand you every cent they 

ha,•e in the world. "  
" Business. " 
" \Veil, you've done one piece o f  

business that'll take a lot of explaining, 
Hoch. "  

" \  Vhat ? "  
" Feeding arsenic to your second 

last wi fe, Marie Walcker H och . "  
" Y o tt  are a lot o f  fools-fools. " 
" Easy, Hoch. That don't get you 

anywhere. Here gimme that fountain 
pen sticking out o f  your pocket ,  I left 
my own home. No ink-what the-
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say, what you got inside, Hoch ? 
What' s this powder ? By God, I 
wouldn't wonder but i t  was arsenic. 
Con1e along now and we'll give you a 
nice little room and bath at head
quarters." 

The contents of the fountain pen, it 
was soon disclosed, were fi fty-eight 
grains of arsenic. 
Questioned, Hoch swore i t was tooth 

powder. When confronted with the 
analysis he said : 

" Ach, yes. I t is arsenic. I bought 
it so I could commit suicide ." 
" Where did you buy it ?" 
Hoch gave the name and addn.ss of 

a New York drug store where he said 
he had bought both pen and poison 
salt. This was denied at the drug store. 
The arsenic had been bought , in all 
probabil ity, in Chicago. and used in 
his kil ling. 

So back to Chicago Hoch was trans
ported, where Inspector George Shippy 
gathered together some facts of the 
prisoner's history. 

And here it may be said that perhaps 
half of it was never told, for the simple 
reason that there were intervals in his 
l i fe which could not be filled in. Had 
Hoch been tried in Germany, the po
lice system there could have furnished 
a record of the man's past, but he had 
come to America, apparently about 
1 88 1 ,  leaving a wife in his father
land. 

But what was set do\\'n in sufficient 
confirmation of the story disclosed a 
ooreer of blackguard vil lainy and cal
lousness. 

Hoch was a good talker in a crude 
way. There was nothing polished in 
hi� manners or mode of speech. He 
sl ipped up in his English and had a 
decided German accent. He vvas no 
beauty, and his grossness would have 
n·,·olted most women, but he found 

his prey among those desperate souls 
who wanted a male and a home. 
Hoch worked rapidly. His love 

making was blind flattery, and the 
exercise of that hypnotic power which 
goes with the Bluebeard type of kil ler. 
He knew just when to close the deal 
and force the dazzled woman to sign 
on the dotted line. She must give him 
her money as a temporary loan, he al
ways said, his own money being tied 
up at the time. Once the money had 
passed into his hands, he was off and 
away. 

If the cash were not forthcoming on 
the strength of a promise to marry, 
Hoch went through a marriage 
ceremony, and fled as soon as he was 
able. 

And if the bride seemed of too de
termined a nature to forgive and for
get her betrayal and desertion, Hoch 
saw to i t that he became a \\' idower 
and a free agent once more. 

vVhen he was arrested, he was going 
on fifty, and had been many thing!' 
i n his l i fetime-machini-st, travel ling 
salesman, and showman. He repre
sented himself as employed by a well 
kno\vn Chicago packing concern. 

It was whispered that his knowledge 
of poisons was as deep as that of the 
Borgias, who carried the art of getting 
rid of enemies to a high level of ef
ficiency, but he, in reality. was about 
as skilled in the pharmacopeia of death 
as a rat exterminator. He knew that 
arsenic kil led, and what the fatal dose 
was. As an arsenic dispenser he knew 
his business. 

Between the years 188 1  and 1 892. 
Hoch worked in the dark. There i;; 
some evidence of his having spent 
some time:; in the study of hypnotism 
and following the carnivals, but what 
he was doing in the way of matri
monial ventures remains a mystery. I t  
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is reasonable to suppose that he did 
have some victims during that period, 
but i f  so, neither they nor their rela
tives came forward at the trial. 
In 1 892 this Pied Piper of Chicago 

started his ill-omened piping with its 
message of romance to whoever \Yould 
l isten to the music. 

Three lonely widows ans\vered the 
call. Mrs. Mayer enjoyed her marital 
happiness only three weeks. Three 
weeks meant something different to 
Hoch than to Elinor Glyn. To Hoch 
it meant a period of preparation for 
crime, the time in which his bride's 
property could be transferred to his 
keeping. 

Mrs. Mayer died in convulsions. No 
one seems to have thought much about 
the matter, or cared, and Hoch went 
on to another conquest-that of a )/frs. 
I rick, whose term of bliss was also 
�hort. 
'vVe have been led to believe that a 

divine Providence directs the ends of 
justice, and that murder will out, but 
in Hoch's case there seems to be a Aaw 
in the idea. For he went on marrying 
and kil ling. 

A Mrs. Hauck escaped death at the 
price of losing all her money, and a 
woman, unknown, who fell for the 
charmer in Chicago, probably lived to 
thank her stars. 

II 

I� 1 895 Hoch began to make a busi
ness of what had so far been a 
pastime. He inserted advertisements 

in German papers in various cities, 
st ating his desire to meet ladies of a 
more or less mature age and experi
ence, with some property. for com
panionship and probably matrimony. 

Mrs. Martha Steinbucher saw this 
luring advertisement and repli ed. Hoch 
\\·ent, saw, and conquererl. and \Yithin 

a few days there was a marriage. It 
lasted four months. At the end of this 
t ime, having made her will , the poor 
woman was taken sick and, as we know, 
betrayed every symptom of arsenic 
poisoning. 

Hoch \',:as so assiduous in his at
tentions to the dying woman that 
when, in her agony, she cried out she 
was being poisoned, the neighbors 
merely thought she was delirious. How 
could any one suspect the model hus
band ? 

The profits on this transaction were 
four thousand dollars, and blithely 
Hoch went on to the next prospect. 
This \',:as Mary Rankin, who was so 
foolish as to trans fer her cash to her 
wooer before the wedding day, and so 
had to weep for the parting o f the 
bridegroom the day of the ceremony. 

Simultaneously, the bigamist drew 
five hundred dollars a piece from two 
other brides. Miss Andrews had 
scarcely recovered from the emotion of 
the ceremony which made her a mar
ried woman when she was in hysterics. 
Two hours a fter the preacher had pro
nounced them man and wi fe, Hoch was 
on his way. · 

Thinking there might be luck in the 
name Hoch, the matrimonial magician 
selected a woman of this name to share 
her fortune with him. 
The experiment was success ful, 

for him, but not for her. A doctor 
wrote her death certificate within the 
month. 

The funeral procession was con
t inued with Yrrs. Huss : net profit 
a fter three months : two thousand five 
hundred dollars ; Mary Schultz, fate 
unkno\\'n : two thousand dollars. 

San Franci sco was the next happy 
hunting 'ground. Here Hoch, after a 
whirlwind \Yooing of three days, led 
-:\1 rs. Barbara Brossert to the altar. 
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This was Septemuer 22, 1 896. Two 
days later the bridegroom was missing 
with one thousand four hundred and 
sixty dollars. 

He had not left the ci ty, ho\\"ever, 
but had gone to a boarding house in 
Turk Street. The landlady, Mrs. Tan
nert, did not see her ideal man in him. 
and was making a comfortable l iving 
without any craving for romance, so 
that Hoch's advances met with defeat. 

He took train for Cincinnat i . where 
he begui led Clara Bartel to place her 
hand in his, with her pocketuook. 
Three months saw her being carried 

out of her house on her last trip. And 
about this time died the lady who had 
been Barbara Brossert. She did not 
die of poison, but, incredible as it may 
seem, of grieving for the vanished 
lover. " 

In Hamilton, Ohio, Miss Julia Dose, 
drew out seven hundred dollars for a 
wedding trip. Hoch, bridegroom, took 
the money and the trip alone. 
A trifling offense against the Ia w 

checked Hoch's act i ,· i ties for a couple 
o f  years. He was sentenced to prison 
for selling off furniture on which there 
was a lien. 

I t was unfortunate, for he had 110 
need to make the extra money by this 
sale. He had just placed to his credi t 
the proceeds of two other short-lived 
\Yeddings. Mrs. Martha Harzfeld, and 
a Milwaukee widow who passed on 
a fter the usual three weeks and left 
close to one thousand five hundred dol
lars to the sorrowing rel i ct . 
When Hoch came out of jail , he had 

learned no moral lesson. In fact he 
had spent the time improving h i s 
technique. 
In November, 1 90 1 ,  he married, 

robbed and deserted Anna Goehrke of 
Chicago. Mrs. Becker \\'as his next 
bride, married in St. Louis. He ga,·e 

her a longer spell of happiness ; she did 
not die t i l l a year had elapsed. 

Enjoying his freedom for a little, 
Hoch did not again marry until Janu
ary, 1 904. Mrs. Anna Hendrickson 
was the chosen one. She had five hun
dred dollars, which went the way of all 
cash on which Hoch cast his longing 
looks, and eighteen days saw the end 
of this romance. 
Once more the name of Hoch 

tempted the bearer of the name. Mrs. 
Lena Hoch of Mi lwaukee gave her 
hand and fortune of one thousand five 
hundred dollars to the gentleman from 
Chicago. In three weeks, again, Hoch 
was paying funeral expenses. 

You ask, as well you might , where 
vvere the police all this t ime ? Did no
body suspect anything in these rapid 
marriages and funerals ? Apparently 
not. Hoch \\"as moving aml)ng stolid. 
home loving. Ia w abiding. German
American citizens, who seldom find 
their names on the crime sheets. They 
accepted Hoch as one of themselves, a 
n ice man \Yho had misfortunes with 
his wives. Such a n ice man ! 

In October o f  1 904, a German gen
t leman o f the assumed name o f John 
Schmidt, stepped up the aisle with Mrs. 
Caroline Streicher on his arm. This 
\Yas in Philadelphia, \\"here no one 
kne\v Johann Hoch, but he was taking 
no chances. 

Once more the lure of freedom called 
Hoch from his married l i fe , and with 
two hundred dollars. the profits o f  
eleven days' flattery. he headed for Chi
cago, registering at Mrs. Bower's hotel. 

He was l iving there when he went to 
the Chicago City Bank to negotiate the 
renting of a cottage. He said he was 
wi th Armour Co. As he appeared to 
be a responsible person, the cottage in 
Union Avenue was rented to him. 

A few davs later there appeared in 
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the Chicago A bend Post, a German 
paper, an advertisement to this effect : 

Matrimonial-German, own home, 
like to meet lady without children. 
Obj ect, matrimony. Address M 422, 
Abend Post. 

Life was very drab for Mrs . .  Marie 
Walcker, who kept a small penny candy 
store at 12 Willow Street. Betrayed 
by a husband whom she had divorced, 
she: was now forty-six years old. 
Though she put a bold front on it, l i fe 
was difficult. The rent, the bills, the 
cost of food, of supplies for her 
meager stock, each item meant a pro
longed and worrying arithmetic prob
lem. 

There was no future for her. She 
was too old to begin again, too old to  
get a man, too old to regain the  hopes 
of youth. 

Seated in the living room back of 
the store, with her sister, Mrs.  Bertha 
Sohn, she rocked to and fro discon
solately. 

" Ach, Gott, I wish I were dead and 
in my grave, Bertha. I am so ' tired, so 
tired. And the business-some day, 
maybe, there will be no business. Those 
drug stores-why don't  they stick to 
the drugs and not take the pennies 
away from a poor woman ?" 

" You should get you a husband, 
Marie. A nice German man with a 
saloon, maybe. "  

" You must be crazy dumb, Bertha, 
where would I get a man ? A man 
wants a young girl. No, I guess I got 
to go on to the end of my days selling 
two cents gumdrops, five cents j el.Iy 
beans-and them kids with their sticky 
fingers all over everything. Ach, do you 
remember, Bertha, what mamma used 
to say ? ' Enjoy your happiness when 
you can, maybe come sad days, little 
ones.' " 

" Just li sten to this," said Bertha 
from behind the pages of the paper. 

She read aloud the advertisement in
serted by the cunning ?vfr. Hoch. 

" Why don't you write a reply, 
Marie ?" 

" Why, he don't want any one like 
rne. "  

" H e  wants a widow without chil
dren. That's you, ain' t  i t ? You fix 
yourself  up a bit and . try your luck. 
I'l l lend you my new silk dress." 

Mrs. Walcker swayed in her chair. 
" It ain't possible, Bertha." 
" Everything's possible. Gott, didn't  

that Mrs. Schaus, fifty-six and maybe 
more, get that n ice man in the 
delicatessen store in the next block ? 
Crazy about her he is. I tell you, Marie, 
maybe this is  your chance come at last. 
I tell you, write, right away." 

" I must write ? What could I say ? 
I wonder what kind o f  a man he is ,  
Bertha." 

" You'll never know till you see 
him." 

" Write to him, Bertha. Maybe he 
won't answer. H e  says he's  got a home. 
Ach, to have a home. and some com
fort-" 

" And maybe a nice fellow to kiss 
the hand and make love." 

Mrs. Walcker's eyes grew dreamy. 
She sighed. 

" I guess you're right, Bertha. You 
write the letter. I get you a pen and 
the ink and a sheet of the linen paper. 
I t's more swell. " 

With much effort, the following let
ter was composed. I give the English 
translation : 

· 

DEAR SrR : 
In answer to your honorable ad

vertisement, I hereby inform you I am 
a lady alone. I am forty-six years old 
and have a small business, also a few 
hundred dollars. If you are in· earnest, 
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1 �ay am abo. I may be seen at I 2 
\Villow Strret. 

Respect fully, 
MARIE \V A l.CKER. 

I t  was thrust into the nearest mail
box, and breathlessly the senuer 
awaited a reply. In case the recipient 
should take it into his head to spy out 
the land, M rs. vValcker put on the blue 
silk dress and stood coyly at the door 
o f  the store. Every man who headed 
in the di rection of the candy shop set 
her heart palpitating. 

But the day ended without the com
ing of Prince Charming. And the next. 
The poor woman, who had let her 
fancy run a\\·ay with her reason, was 
in despair. 

And then, on the third day, a gentle
man came into the store. 

" Mrs. Walcker, is it not ?" he said 
a� he removed his hat and smiled. 
" Such a nice letter you wrote. I had 
to come and see the charming lady. I 
am M r. Hoch, Johann Hoch, and I 
lost my clear w i fe t \\'O years ago. So 
I sit by my home and sigh and sigh, 
and then I say to myself ,  John-when 
I speak to mysel f, I al\\'ays call my
sel f John-as I hope you wil l ,  dear 
lacly-1 say, John, i t  is t ime you looked 
about for another M rs. Hoch before 
you die yoursel f  of loneliness. And 
:,o [ put a little ad in  the Abe11d Post 
and out of all the answers I pick 
yours-" 

By this t ime the desperate woman 
had forgotten her past ,  her cares, her 
regrets. The present was here, the 
future helc;l promise. 

" \Von't you come in  and have a 
little something to drink. Mr.  Hoch. "  

H e  shook a heavy finger a t  her. 
" Did I not say to call me, John ? I 

can see we are going to be good 
friends, Marie. You have a nice l ittle 
business here, I can see that. I bet 

when you count up at the end of  the 
week you have someth ing good to put 
into the bank. so. \V ell, well, a n ice 
glass beer. There is nothing I enjoy 
as a good glass beer in a lonely 
woman's company. H ealth, lady. Ach, 
that was good. \ Vhen I get married. 
and 1 don't say the name of the lady, 
we go back to Germany and see my 
father. Eighty-one years old. \\'hen 
he dies he leaves me ft fteen thousand 
dollars. "  

' · ·ou say you have a home o f  your 
own. l\ I r.-John ?" said Mrs. Walcker 
timidly. 

" A.  nice cottage. Cost me eight thou
sand dollars. i\ncl T got some vacant 
lots. I tell you John Hoch is a pret ty 
substantial man. She's a lucky woman 
that gets him for a husband. Plenty 
girls wi l l  envy the future Mrs. Hoch. 
What a pretty l i ttle hand you got. Well 
a wedding ring \\·ould look fine on that 
finger." 

" But-but you don't know me-" 
" I  have eyes, lady, and my eyes don 't 

tell me lies. 1 know a nice lady when 
I see one ."  

He  drew closer to  her. 
Four days later they were married, 

and a fter the wedding went to l ive in 
the rented cottage on Union A venue 
which the bridegroom had said be
longed to him. l\1 rs. Hoch sold the 
good will of  her candy store to an
other desperate widow for seventy
five dollars, which sum she gave to 
Hoch with her bank savings of three 
hundred and fi f ty dollars. She had 
no need for any provision for her old 
age. 

Had she not got a n ice, kind man 
who \vould 10\·e and cherish her until 
death did them part ? Besides her 
husband said his money was t ied up 
in  a deal and he could not lay his 
hands on ready money. \�!hat w a s  
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his was hers ; she must realize that 
what was hers was his. 

III 

Mrs. Fischer came, took charge of 
things, and soon Hoch was saying 
pretty things to her He picked up her 
photograph and said he would like to 

N
ATURALLY H o c h met his ewear it next his heart. Several days 

wife's family. Mrs. Sohn he after, he whispered boldly into her ear 
did not much fancy. She was that had he met her before he married 

not so much impre_?sed by him, either, Marie he would have preferred her 
and apparently was a better character as his wife. 
reader than her other sister, Mrs. This whispering and coy corner 
Emilie Fischer, another widow. conversation did not escape the notice 

Mrs. Fischer was no beauty, but she of the patient, who, however sick she 
had what Hoch valued more, cash in felt, was still interested in her husband, 
bank. To be exact, the sum of eight and one day she bitterly upbraided 
hundred and ninety-three dollars, Emilie for her flirting with John. 
which was lying idle and benefiting no There were high words, and Mrs. 
one. Hoch began to think hard. That Fischer in a passion took her depar
money should be in hi"� hands--but ture. 
how ? She was . soon back. Marie's con-

The old game started. Ten days clition was serious and this time she 
after the wedding, M rs. Hoch was had no strength left to battle with her 
seized with cramps. As she got no sister and husband, whatever they did. 
better; Hoch called in a doctor, who. Hoch kept up his insidious work of 
diagnosed the case as Bright's disease. winning Emilie. 

Mrs. Hoch was moaning. On January 1 2 ,  just a month after 
" My hands and feet, doctor-they the wedding, Mrs. Hoch died. The 

feel crawly-they feel like ants was same doctor signed her death certificate 
crawling over them-Ach Gott ! Give as due to the disease stated. 
me something." While Mrs. Hoch was lying dead, 

The doctor, who was not an expert Hoch was continuing to charm Emilie. 
on poi�ons, and was obviously deceived When she remonstrated with him
by the symptoms, prescribed according not io forget the dead, he lightly re- -
to his diagnosis. plied : 

" Ach, my poor wife. Married just . " The dead are for the dead and the 
a week and such a sickness," groaned living for the living. It don't make 
Hoch. " Will y�u not help her, doc- any difference to her, me talking to 
tor ?" you this way." 

He appeared to be in such a state of  But when the neighbors were 
grief that the doctor spoke sharply to around, a different Hoch was on view. 
him. This Hoch was the world's most dis-

" Pull yourself together, man. You consolate widower. He wept, he 
are in no state to look after the patient. sobbed, he paced up and down. At the 
Can't you get some relative-a woman graveside he had to be supported or 
to come in ?" he would have collapsed. 

"I have it, yes," said Hoch suddenly Three days after the funeral Emilie 
alert. " I will get Mrs. Fischer, my became Mrs. Hoch. Hoch had told 
wife's sister. Such a nice woman." her they would go to Germany for a 
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honeymoon and see hi�  old father be- She was then ready to test i fy that 
fore he died.  she had seen him give her s ister a light 

" \Vhen do we start ?" asked the colored pmYder in  \Yater t \\"O days be-
bride eagerly. fore her death. 

" Just as soon I can straighten out .... l\Irs. Hoch \Yaited two clays, and 
my affairs, Emilie. I need a thousand then turned in a call for the missing 
dollars to fix everything nice and then man, and from all m·er the country 
we can go. My money is all t ied up came the cries o f  the desperate women, 
j ust at the minute." sti l l  alive, who had been his  victims. 

\Vhat could the new bride do. but The dead made no outcry. 
draw seven hundred and fi fty dollars The body of l\Irs Hoch · was ex
out of her savings account and t rust- humed. There were 7.6 grams of 
ingly hand it  over to John.  arsenic i n  the stomach, and 1 . 25  in  the 

It was coming on to evening and the l iver. 
newlyweds \\·ent to the bride':,; former And, as "·e ha,·e seen, on January 
residence to col lect some things. This 30, Hoch was arrested. He was n o  
was a rooming flat \\·hich :;he had at way daunted. He \\"aS ready to gin 
37 2 'vVells S treet .  his views on the weakness of  women. 

When they got there, one of the Flatter them and they fell like ripe 
bride's roomers, Mr. Bauerborck an- plums. He declared he had no use for 
swered the door and announced ex- women, except as a business proposi
citedly : t ion.  They \\"anted something ; he gave 

" Don't go in,  Mrs. HoelL 1\'Ir:;. Sohn them something-a lot of  words that 
is  here and she says he "-indicat ing meant nothing to him, and in exchange 
Hoch-" murdered your sister. She he gladly accepted their money. 
says he's a swindler and a thief ." There was not an expression of  re-

JV[ rs. H och looked sharply at her gret in all this perverted philosophy of  
husband. l i fe. He prided himsel f on the quick-

" What are you changing color for ? ness of his \\·ork, and sneered at  the 
If you haven't done anything wrong. gull ibil ity o f  the other sex. He always 
you should not be a fraid . . , selected \\"Omen who had passed forty-

Hoch said nothing, but sat down. six. They fell wi thout him having to 
" She says she is going to cal l the make any effort. Crazy for a man, 

police, " added the help ful roomer. crazy for a home. Crazy to ha,·e some 
" She is crazy. ' '  said Hoch. " Go one to show off to other desperate 

back you two and calm her do\\·n .  I women. 
will wait here mysel f for you. Such Hoch had a good lawyer, but casuis
a talk, Gott !-on my wedding day." t ry of  argument could not persuade a 

M rs. Hoch and the roomer went jur y  that Hoch should go free, and on 
back to the kitchen \vhere l\1 rs. Sohn :Vlay I 9 a yerdict was reached in hal f 
was holding forth to a neighbor. There an hour. The j ury had heard that he 
was some excited talk and then the had married fort\· \\"Omen in fi fteen 
bride came back to the front of the years, and that Marie \Valcker had. 
apartment .  d i ed o f  poison. 

But Hoch was gone, and his wi fe Three ballots \\"ere taken. ?\umber 
did not set eyes on him again unti l  she one : jmy unanimous as to h is  gui l t .  
sa"· h im behind the  bars. Two : ten for death and t \vo for li fe 
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imprisonment. Ballot the third : jury 
agreed on death penalty. 

\Vhen the verdict was read in court ,  
Hoch collapsed like a pricked balloon. 

" I  guess it 's  all up with John nO\Y , ' '  
he  groaned. 

Later that day he said to the ne\\·s
paper men : 

" I wish they would hang me to
n ight, now they have found me guilty. 
I am not a fraid to die, and the sooner 
it i s  oYer the better. My l i fe was 
guessed away by that jury, jah. They 
did not give sufficient consideration to 
the evidence. "  

" Did you really ki ll your w i fe,  
John ?'' asked one. 

" By Gott, no. I hope they don' t  
keep me in jail .  I would rather die ." 

As he was led back to his cell he 
whistled a lively tune. 

Strange as i t  may appear, this k iller 
made friends in jail. The other pris
oners fell under the unaccountable 
spell of the man. The chaplain who at
tended his last moments believed he 
was innocent. The last Mrs. Hoch re
pented of her squealing to the police 
and Yisitecl him with consoling words. 

The execution was set for June 23, 
but on the morning of  the last clay a 
tender-hearted maiden lady advanced 
sufficient money to make up the sum 
required to appeal the case. She said 
she did not know the prisoner, but 
wanted to gin him a chance to prove 
his innocence. 

Early in 1 906, the appeals court de
cided against the prisoner. 

His death was fixed no·w to take 
place bet\-veen the hours of ten and two, 
February 23. 

" \Vel!, boys," said Hoch, as he \\·a;. 
placed in the death cell on the evening 
before, " I  am ready. I will die game 
to-morrow. I go to the scaffold with 
a clear conscience . "  

A last hour atlempt t o  save the man 
failed by a fe\\. minutes. The stay of 
execution, secured by his attorneys on 
the charge that Hoch had been robbed 
of his constitutional right in being 
taken out of New York on a warrant 
charging bigamy to be tried for mur
der in Ill inois, was granted some 
twenty minutes after the drop fell in  
the county jail .  

Hoch declared just before the la"t 
moment, so it is  said,  that he died inno
cent ,  and called on the heavenly Father 
to forgive his executioners. 

An incident which I should have 
mentioned as occurring at the close o f  
the address made by Hoch's attorney 
was this. 

The attorney said to the j ury : 
" I  ask you to take with you to the 

jury room a few lines of poetry and 
consider them. With these verses in 
your mind I believe you will give thi�  
man the liberty which he should have. ' '  

He then solemnly presented each 
member of the jury with a typed copy 
o f  the well known hymn, " Lead, 
Kindly Light ! ' '  

There is  a story, apparently \\'ell 
authenticated, that when l\'1 rs. Hoch 
came to claim the body, she in company 
with her spiritual adviser, went from 
cemetery to cemetery seeking to give 
it burial, and that two days elapsed 
before a last resting place was granted 
to the remains of the man who had 
been hanged. 



CHARACTER REVEALED IN 
YOUR HANDWRITING 

EorToR's Non: - After 
'11aking character analysis, 
through handwriting, his 
hobby for more thaH a score 
of years, J olm Fraser has re
cently won wide renawn itl 
New York City as a popular 
lecturer on this subject. 

a.11d abroad have compli
mented hi11-t on the acwracy 
of lzis findings. 

He conducts a thriving 
business of aualyzing charac
ter from handwriting; and 
many notables in this country ' JOHN FRASER 

By speci.al arrange111Je1!t lzis 
personal analysis is gi-..•en to 
DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY 
readers fer ten cents in U. S. 
POST AGE, or free u:ith a 
$I.OO sabscription for thir
teen issttes (in Canada $ r.75 
.for sttbscription). Please fill 
out the special coupon. 

{Q,.&;."\,:'ri_ Q. ��/Q -'?/ /A.o.A-02.. �.J..�tA.�- OLE: �o�C 
(P. F., Fairbury, Mont.) There is 

no denying the fact that you are " some 
man,'' unmistakably built for the .wide 
open spaces of the world. I would say 
that Montana is a good place for you. 
You have the courage of your convic
tions. You love to speak your mind 
and tell the other fellow where to get 
off. 

.'\s I have said to many another m:.tn 
with your tendencies, when you ft.el 
yourself getti·ng hot under the collar 
retire into the cooling room for half an 
hour. You haYe too much animal heat 
in your system. As for your good 
qualities, you know about them. 

� -;r,...,-v- a .e,.e 
a- z:d  � ,�f  
(H. O'C., Brant ford, Ont.) You 

seem to be a fellow "·ho is habitually 
in the dumps. You evidently belien 
in carrying three kinds of trouble 
around with you: all you haYe had; all' 
you have at the present moment and 
all you expect in the coming year. Re
member that a laugh is "·orth a hun
dred groans in any market. \ \'hy you 
have got into this condition of mind 
at your age-twenty-three-puzzles 
me. At your time of life your out
J'ook should be opening up like a heauti
ful rose-not dosing up like an old 

I was looking at an actor in a mov
ing picture last night who would just 
he your type. They called him " The 
Sheriff," and, oh, boy, he did do some 
sheriffing. He cowed the vvhole com
munity into subjection with his per
soAality-ancl his tongue. He was a 
bully, and as such, got away with mur
der. Now, though you are not half so 

bad as that, at the same time you have 
all the earmarks of a chap who loves to 
act the sheriff and do a little bossing 
aroun<;l the lot. You have ;t temper, 
and a mean one at that. You gi vc way 
too readily to a quick, hasty, grouchy 
humor. cabbage. 

570 
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Fellows of your temperament are 

too prone to think that Trouble is an
other form of gum which they ha,·e to 
be forever chewing at, '' ithout throw
ing it away or swallowing it. Bdore 
you can hope for that " shijJ to come 
in," that you speak of in your letter, 
you will have to get another vision of 
life. 
. Throw your pessimism overboard. 

The next time you get down in the 
mouth think of old Noah. He was six 
hundred years old before he knew how 
to build an ark. There ought to be hope 
for you yet. Your other negative quali
ties don't amount to much, and a:- far 
as your virtues are concerned, they will 
take care of themselves. 

(Miss H. N., Lagrange, Ga.) I am 
glad you found some one like myself 
to tell your troubles to. I don't mine! 

acting as a ":;aiely rah·e '' to any of 
my fair correspondents, so long as they 
confine their remarks to two pages, but 
when it n1ns into six, well, that's sim
ply too much for a hard-worked 
graphologist. 

Of course you have to remember you 
are no angel yourself, and when you 
were railing about your boy friend's 
superficiality I was thinking about your 
own obstin:\te and stiff-necked nature. 
If you were my sister I would give you 
a good scolding. I think the whole 
trouble between you and your sweet
heart can be traced to your own door. 
Girls with your disposition are like 
fish: neither would get into half the 
trouble they do get into, if they would 
only keep their mouths shut. Don't 
forget, little girl, that a wise woman 
has long ears and a short tongue. 

If the truth were told, you belong to 
the type who are born crying, live com
plaining, and die disappointed. I feel 
sorry for the man you are engaged to. 
I know how difficult it\ going to he. 

Do you 1coant il1r. Fraser's analysis of yo1w charat"trr and o ('ersnual 
letter fro111 hilll9 Then srud us the cnupon and si.r linrs of \'011r ha11d<e•riting. 
in i11!�. 'il'ith leu cents in U. S. POST AGE Mr. Fraser 'iC't'll send you an 

analysis. Or. send us ouc dollar for a thirtcc1Z-'U'ceb·' subscrif>tion to Dr-:n:c
T!VJ� FJcTJox \VEEKLY (in Canada, one dollar and sct.·cnty-fi<·c cents). and 
Mr. Fraser <(•ill send )'011 a FREE analJ•sis.' 

11- ·---
To ]O<l�< fi<.IS�k. 

DETECTIVE Fwnox WEEKLY, 2So Broadway, N. Y. City. 

Signature . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 

Street ........................ City ................................... . 
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FLASHES FROM READERS 
Where Readers and Editor Get Together to Gossip 
and Argue, and Everyone Speaks Up Hi3 Mind 

ON the inside front -cover of this 
issue is a reproduction of our 
January I 7 conr. \ \' e want to 

put over this idea: Henry Hyatt's story 
of his life is the most amazing docu
ment that has come into this office in 
a long, long time. And we don't want 
any of you to miss 
it. 

'vV h e n we re
ceive d "I've 
Stolen $1 ,ooo,ooo." 

we read it, ab
sorbed- a n d  in
c r e d u 1 o u s; '"e 
could not bel ieve 
that it was true. 
We told the au
thor's agent that 
before we woul(l 
consider buying it 
we would have to 
see Henry Hyatt, 
alias Th oma s L 
D u k e, etc. So 
Henry Hyatt came 
to town. 

to him at great length, questioning him 
about his history, checking incidents in 
his story. His answers were quick and 
comprehensive. And he told us more 
stories out of his glamorous career that 
we incorporated in the original manu
script. His record was also checked 

with the police de
partments of many 
of the large cities 
where he operaterl 

- B a I t i m o r e. 
Philadelphia, Bos
ton, San Francisco 
-and some of the 
.p e h i t e n t i a

ries w h e r e he 
served time. I-Iis 
amazing t a I e is 
genuine, all right! 

He was here two 
weeks. We talked HENRY HYATT 

672 

\Ve're beginning 
to talk about this 
feature far enough 
ahead so none of 
you will miss the 
fi r s t installment. 
You had b e t t e r 
start thinking right 
now about havin� 



FLASHES FROM READERS 573 
a copy reserved at your newsdealer\;_ 
That issue is going to sell out! 

SINCE 1924 AND GOING STRONG 

DEAR SIR: 
Permit me to say that I have been an inde

fatigable reader of your publication since 1924. 
having bought my first copy, if my memory 
serves correctly, either during the month of Sep
tember or October of that year. It was called 
Flynn's at that time. 

\' ou and your staff are to be heartily and 
sincerely congratulated on your ability to select, 

· from the many manuscripts that you undoubtedly 
receive, stories of the better kind-stories that 
have an appeal universally popular. 

Personally, I think that the characters of Rior
dan and Lester Leith are superior to any, with 
Jimmy Dugat£ and lttspector Frayn�. running 
close seconds. Among the authors themselves, I 
particularly enjoy Chas. Somerville, Victor Max
well, and Knowlton Richardson, in his Pinkerton 
stories. 

Is Erie Stanley Gardner as huge an enigma, 
personally, as is seemingly reflected in his literary 
contributions? For real versatility in writina I 
h:n:e never found his equal, unless it woulct"' 

be 
our friend Odd Mcintyre. An example of his 
antithetic trend is well evidenced in '· In Round 
figures,'' "Luck Charms,'' and Seiior Lobo-all 
tremendously entertaining and at the same time 
vastly different in plot and character. Let us have 
more of him. 

Accept, if you will, my best wishes for your 
continued success, and believe me to be, 

DEAR SIR: 

Very truly yours. 
]O!iN B. DEl-LivEN, 

Ferndale. Mich. 

BACK TO HOLLYWOOD 

My wife and I are only six months out of 
Los Angeles a!!d vicinity and "Projection X " 
took us right home. fred Macisaac certainly 
knows his Hollywood and vicinity and how to 
keep us interested. 

Am waiting for his next one. 
Keep your magazine as it is-perfect. 

Sincerely. 
C. ]. W!LLIAMSOK, 

Kenosha, Wis. 

HE HAS THEM ALL 

DEAR EDITOR: 

I just wish to add my two cents' worth to 
what has previously been said concerning your 
publication. 

In my business I handle every magazine of the 
fiction group. That, coupled with the fact I have 
plenty of leisure time, gives me a chance to read 
almost C\'ery magazine issued. 

DETECTIVE fiCTION WEEKLY certainly stand> 
out at the head of the list. I want to make 
one comment so far as authors are concerned 
Erie Stanley Gardner is a first-class ink-thrower 
writing for you. Maybe I should say typewriter
pounder. 

}AMES L. HuDsON, 
Cleveland, Ohio. 

PACKING A" KICK" 

DEAR EDITOR : 

I am a devoted reader of detective Hories. 
Your stories seem to pack a " kick " that no 
other magazine of this type has. It's lucky for 
your readers that this is a weekly instead of a 

monthly magazine, because I don't think I could 
stand the strain of waiting a whole month for it. 

My favorite authors arc Erie Stanley Gardner. 
Fred Macisaac, Edmund SnelL In my mind's 
eye DETECTIVE fiCTION WEEKLY is the best and 
most thrilling on the market. 

ROBIN SIMPSON, 
Thomson, Ga 

Get an artist's illustration of a story 
in DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY. 

Please fill out and 
from ten different 

send us coupon 
issues of the 

magazine. 

r "HERE'S MY VOTE" 

I 

Editor, 
DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY, 

280 Broadway, N. Y. C., N. Y. 
The stories I like best in this 

issue of the magazine are as fol-
lows: 

2 ________ , 
·-----------------------

J ................ _,_, ________ ,, __________________ _ 
4------------------------------------.. ·-----------------------
s ............... __________ , ___ , ___________ __ 
6 .......... ________________ , _________________ _ 
7----------- _________ , _______ _,,.,,, ... 
Name ..................................................................... . 
Street .................................................................... .. 
C i IJ ................................................ 5 tate .............. . 

12-27 

�----------------------�·__) 



SOLVING CIPHER SECRETS 
be solved by identifying 
GUXEJ as young. Thus, G 
occurring mostly as final ( ..j. 
times out of 5) indicates y; 
U following y \vould proba
bly be a vowel ; E (used as 

penultimate 3 times in 7) 
could be tried as n; and low
frequency J coming after H 
could be guessed as g. \ Vords 
7 and 16, etc., follow. 

GREETINGS, fans! A 
Merry Christmas to 
all! And a Bright and 

Happy New Year! May 
Santa cram your stockings 
with good things! And may 
health, happiness, and pros
perity be yours through all 
the days to come f Inciden
tally, we also hope you will 
enjoy this week's puzzles, a 
special h o l i d a y selection! 
Here's a crossword cipher, 

M. E. OHAVER The phrase LH HSSW 

with a sort of Christmas tree design, to 
open the festivities! 

No. 268-Cryptic Crossword. 

1 2 3 

7 

9 

17 

19 

HORIZONTAL 

r-1\CFQA 
7--P'DCCR 
8-GCVB 
9-JCNEDG 

5 6 

VERTICAL 

1-KUEORA 
2-KEPHF 
3-ZCDNEDG 
4-EFL 
s-OCHJBD 
6-ATDBJL 

LH should not be difficult to 
guess in Donald Lawes' No. 269, the 
first of this week's cryptograms. And 
with the symbol L identified, compari
son should give you the words for 
QLXK, VQKJ, and VQKTF. Substi
tuting the letters thus found, there will 
remain but two letters to supply in each 
of the words I, 5, 6, and 9· 

Comparison of symbols in common 
to the two-letter word ZJ and the end
ings -ZlVIJWP and -1\I\\'N . hould 
quickly effect your introduction into 
Mr. Nethercutt's "Romantic Party." 
Having thus become acquainted with 
some of the " folks," substituted in 
word 2 and guess the repeated symbol 
E. LEFEEKP should come next, 
checking with words 4 and I I ; etc. 

In Miss Holzinger's contribution you 
might start with the affixes DL- and 
-DL V, continuing with ML- and 
-DPL. These beginnings and endings 
will supply the key to the long eighth 
word (note the repeated symbol B). 
also to \vord 9· The rest of the mes
sage can then be worked out by substi
tution in the usual manner. 

Just as a suggestion, in Ti. Tanic's 
crypt try for the endings -BCW'C and 

Last week's "Inner Circle" cipher -YQ (note the use of Q as a final), 
No. 267 (see answer on page 575) may and then �et to \\'ork on·word 3· where 

574 

It-GBSEDJ 
12-KCXBD 
14-ASBERBDA 
17-PCN 
r8-0HRBNHAB 
IQ-HFKOCATDB 
2o--SDCFCTF 

lo--EPLAA 
12-YHAJDBAA 
IJ-GCBA 
15-GBKEL 
16-UHFG 
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Q is followed by the ending -RT. G. 
Fulton has put up an entertaining prob
lem for you, fans, in this week's hard
est or " Inner Circle" cipher! Here's 
wishing you luck with it! 

No. 269-A Word to the Wise! By Donald E. 
Lawes. 

PQFTHVULH VTY : QLXK LOO VKUYS-

FLFJ AKPSFLVTSWH FKUSXKA LWA 

HLMKOJ ATHYSHKA SM LH HSSW 

LH VQKJ QLXK HKFXKA VQKTF 

YGFYSHK. 

No. 27o-Romantic Party. By B. C. Nethercutt. 

ZCMKZV WEZMJWEU GCEKMZV JKN-

EWMFEZMJWP CJUS XMPPMWN LEFE

EKP YKMSEV
. 

WMNCZ ZJ JLZEMW 

YOWSP YJK COWNKV JKHCEWP. 

No. 271-Good Cheer! By Margaret Holzinger. 

ASTTMLDFK PNNPDUE RXVXF ACUD-

EFDPL VXLXUSEDFK FSQPUB M!..�SU-

FMLPFX DLBDODBMPJE BMUDLV 

ACUDEFTPE CSJDBPKE. 

No. 272-Cause and Effect. By Ti. Tanic. 

XYZABCW'C UBVTZU TBCDYFQRT 

GFALRYZJCYQ AFAR CDREBGRV 

ZAENBTC. KRFJWBXJY EZYZAC TARU 

RVWNJCBFCWBE EAZUTC TFBYQ. 

No. 273-Timeo Saccharia. By G. Fulton. 

LIE NBIHU MIHCY BOHUAIS APPAR

DOSUN LIHSY UIMODY DIBV BOSYE 

COSY : OKIA Y RDHGG BIBIOSHU 

LOON; RHODY OROASNU LADY NZIU 

MAUZ TIT BIDS LOCCN, MZACNU 

BIHRZ YDITN ODIHSY OPISR MACY 

LDHNZ. 

LAST WEEK'S ANSWERS 
263-To the great European honor roll 

containing illustrious artists' names, America 
may proudly add four, rightfully placed with 
immortals: Innes, Whistler, Tryon, Sargent. 

264-Alert, farsighted steel construction 
manufacturers · are aggressively promoting 
greater business by offering superior arc-· 
welded products. 

265-Withoilt doubt the bard from Samoa, 
in drab apparel, sat about eight. rods outside 
our dugout, lunching on soup and cocoa. 

266-0yez! Cranial discomfort resulting 
from contributors' chaotic platitudes engen
ders revengeful desires! Anticipate appre
hensively future constructive endeavors! 

267-Svelte Maori beauty jilts Hindu water 
boy, weds bold young Zufii chief, cajoles 
corn-fed jury. Bountiful alimony obtained! 

Answers to Nos. 268-73 will be pub
lished next week. Last call for the De
cember Solvers' Club, fans! To enroll, 
just send us the solutions to one or 
more of this week's puzzles! 

On most newsstands, DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY sells out 

quickly. Don't risk missing next week's issue and the answers to 
the puzzles. Have your newsdealer reserve your copy! 



COMING NEXT WEEK! "'I BEG pardon, sah, but I would like to h�l\-e you take a good look at dat 
dar boat out yonder," the colored chair-pu�her said earnestly. " I-uh, 
seems as though they was somethin' out dar. A-a ghost!" 

The gentleman in the chair leaned forward and peered intently at the -

wrecked schooner on the sand bar. 
And on the moldering derelict oi the sailing ship, rotten and crumbling 

from exposure to wind and tide, a misty white figure was moving-moving 
easily, lightly, as though floating-mO\·ing over rotten decks that would 
crumble under the weight of a person. 

"By George, there is something out there!" he said tensely. " But-I 
don't believe in ghosts." Fascinated, he stared at the wispy figure that- fli ttecl 
over the wreck. 

But the colored man was not listening to him. His terrorized gaze had 
shifted to the beach below him. There \vas a set-a sand sculpture group 
made and exhibited by one of the beach artists who took in a rain of sih-�r 
from appreciative onlookers. There were two bathing beauties, the Goddess 
of Liberty, a soldier, some children, horses, and a lion, all done in life size 
in the sand. 

And then the chair-man screamed, his whole body shaking with fright, 
teeth chattering, eyes bulging. 

"Oh, lawdy, mister, jes' go take a look at them figures!" he cried shrilly. 
" Them two bathin' girls. They ain't sand-they're real!'' 

There, in the sand below, lay the bodies of two beautiful girls, stretched 
in the hideous likeness of the two sculptured beauties the sand artist had made, 
limbs disposed as they had been, grotesque, nen·e-shaking. 

The moon had risen and illuminated the scene with a white light-a 
light that showed a misty form �till floating onr the decks of the Sally Ann. 

What was the connection between the bodies in the sand and the ghost 
that appeared on the wreckage of the schooner? Next week-begin thi� 
gripping murder mystery, 

Modeled tn Murder 
By Madeleine Sharps Buchanan 

And read also fast. exciting stories by ERLF. ST::\�LEY GARDNER. 
J. ALLAN DUNN, EDWARD PARRISH WARE . J. LANE LINK
LATER, and other favorite writers. Start the New Year right with the 
best in mystery fiction in 
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Action! Glamour! Drama! Romance! 
No field is so replete with all these elements as that 
confined to two narrow strands of steel, snaking over 
mountain or plain or desert or swamp. For instance, take 

25c 

Dynamite Dan 
By James W. Earp 

The story of a fighting braKeman who 
battled because he loved to battle, until 
he banged his way out of a woman's heart 
and the only home he ever knew. Here is 
the main line in all its roaring glory. 

Gangsters of the Rails 
By E. S. Dellinger 

A serial now running with a breathless speed 
through dark intrigue in the Ozarks. 

4 True tales of railroading by 
men who actually work in and 
around the moving trains. 

5 Intensely gripping short stories. 

6 Profusely illustrated features. 

ILROAD 
MAN'S MAGAZINE 

FOR JANUARY 

On sole at all Newsstands 25c 



They do red Officer Kone 
to ploy 

•. and is music held them spellbound 
E

THEL'S house party was at lls 
height-when suddenly there came 
an ominous knocking at thE".door. 

Ethel ran to open Jt and-there stood 
Police Otflcer Kane. 

''That's great-play another," they 

:�1ag�1�ut��r�� t��0�st�i��te�,�!Y �hat 

"I war\t ,..t�)see the man of the 
b���� n·:·· _,_th

o��y ��ed 
sfa�;;;'ered Ethel 

Kane then started that stirring 
old soldier Song ··on the 
Road to Mandalay," fol-. 
fow1t'ig it with song hits 

nervous y, ·'but my father is not at 
home.'' 

from �he latest sho�s. 

"�ren, what'S goln' on in here any
waY1" continued the officer sternly. 
"Every one on the block ts complain
In' of the noise. rve a good mind to 
arrest the lot or ·you." 

Ethel was mortTfled-wha t a dis
grace! 

··Qh please." pleaded Ethel� "Please 
don't do anythl'ng Uke ,th;at . " 

Then Kane burst out laughing. 
"Don't worry, lassie-you were all 

ha vln' sm;h a ftne time 1 couldn't 
help droppin' in," he explained. "01}." sighed Ethel; "how you 
frightened me. Won't you join us?" 

Kane Joins the Party 
"Well. ·• he laJ,.Jghed, as they finally 

let· him get up from the plano; "I'll 
have to be on my way now." 

"Thank you for your lovely music," 
"Ha," laughed Kane. as the Vic- said Ethel. "You must tie playing a 

trola started again., . "why must you good many years?" 
play that canned musiC · "Sure, and I haven't 
-can't any of you play .-----------. been playin' long at a11. •• 
thl• beautttul plano' Pi"'k Your Instrument rh��� ,:;:� ����·tl·�li�-;. C';l\·:; Sure. I'd ·Uke to rgtve " you e\·er Jearn so quicklyt'' you a tune mySelf." Plano VIolin "When do ·you flnd time "I dare you to play Or�ran Clarinet to practice?" "Who was-. -���

on
U::

'' shouted T� ... �:r':1:�e f���hone 
your teacher?'' 

''I'm a fraid I'll have Trombone Harp 
to lj)e goin'," stammered Piccolo Mandolin 
Katte. embarrassed. Guitar "(A';IIo 

·•Mr. Kane. I think Hawaiian Steel Guitar 
·y-ou might Play tor m� Sl�rht Singing .after· the fright you Plano Accordion gel Ve me," smiled EtheL Italian ancl Oerman "Well. b'gorry. may- Accordion 

��;er�ll_k�d 
a�e�� ��� Voice and Speech Culture 

down at the plano ev� ��.::!ru::ad 

eryone laughed. But the Drums and Traps noise stopped when he A utomatlc struck the first rollick- Flncer .Control 
tng notes ot the ta- Ban)o £Plectrum. 

. zy��bo����!'!
g of the 5-Stiing or Tenor) 

'jMore-more.'' Juniors• Pla�oCourse · 

Kane Tella 
His Story 

··wen. to tell you the 
truth I had no teacher. rv� 
always loved music. but 1 couldn't take regular les
sons on account. of my du
Ues a.s a. policeman. Them 
one evening, I saw a. U. S .. 
School- of Music advertise
ment, tellin' of a. new way 
of learntn• to play. I didn't 
believ'e It ffil'Self but 1 sent · 
for their Free Demonstra
tion Lesson that showed 

me how easy 1t was, so I wrote for the 
whole course. 

"There were no tiresome scales or tedious 
exercises. 1 Jllayed real pieces almost from 
the start. Now l'm playin' classical num
bers or jazz, havin' the time of my Jlfe." 

This Is not the story of just one isolated 

1f:; · b?,v���i;o�.��J�e ���rf��d�uL�'�u1e::::�
d

to�J� 
Even if you don't know one note from 
another you'll grasp it in no time. F'irst 
1t u !$ .you how to do a thing-then It ahot�a 
you how in pictures-then you do It your
self and h.�>nr it. 

You teach yourself-right a.t. home-with
out any w1interestlng finger exercises. tedi
oUs scales or other humdrum methods. 

: free Booklet and 
Demonstrati.on Lesson 

To prove how practical this course Is. the 
U.S. School of Music has a.rranged a typical 
demonstration lesson and explanatory book
let which you ma.v have free. They show how 
am·one can learn to play his favoritf't instru
ment by note tn less than half the time and 
at a fraction .of the cost of old slow met h
ods. The Booklet will also tell you all a bout 
the amazitig new A ut.rmtaUc /Nn(ler Control 

Don't de lay-act a t  o n c e-fill in a.nd 
mail the coupon below today-no obligation 
Whlltever. 

(Instruments supnlled if desired, cash 
or .credit.)··· U .. S. School of Music, 10312 
B�swlck Bldg:, New York City. 

U.S. Scboo1 of Mualc. 
10312 Brunowlck Bldg., New York City 

Please send me your free book. • 'Mu�io 
J.essons In Your Own Home." with Intro
duction by Dr. Frank Crane. Free Demon
stration J.esson and particulars of your easy 
payment plan. I am interested in the tol
Jo,ying course: 

'Frave You . . . • • . . . . . . . . Instrument f' ..... 

Nan1e . . . . • • . . . . . • . .  , . 

Address . . . . . • . . • . . .  
City . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  State . . . . . . . . . . • • . . .  




