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ADVANCB PBB 
B. H. Reuter Indicted: 

Wanted by Authoritiet 

CHARGED with having obtained 
$2,500 through the operation 

of an " advance fee " scheme, E. H. 
Reuter and his wife, Alma, were 
named in a secret indictment by a 
Federal Grand Jury in Cincinnati. 
Mrs. Reuter is under arrest. 

The Reuters advertised in various 
periodicals posing as counsellors in 
the refinancing and reorganization 
of distressed companies. Whe.n an
swers were received to their adver
tising, the Reuters would collect as 
much " expense money " as possible 
without rendering any service in re
turn. 

They are reported to have made 
extravagant claims of their re
sources including the statement that 
they, unaided, could do $J,OOO,ooo 
in refinancing every six months and 
that this amount could l>e greatly in
creased through their " financial 
connections. " 

The Reuters havr used various 
addresses in this scheme, recent ones 
being the Bedford Building, Chi
cago ; a post office box in Richmond, 
Ind., and Dayton, Ohio. If you en-\� counter Reuter or have had business \\ dealmgs w1th hm1, notify Postal In� spector Harry West, Dayton, Ohio. 
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GOLD MINES 

Canadian Com�nie1 
Sell Stock in U. S. 

SEVERAL American promoters 
who formerly operated in New 

York and other Eastern cities have, 
due to the activities of the S. E. C., 
moved their offices to Canadian 
cities and arc using tipster sheets and 
long distance telephone calls to un
load their questionable gold-mining 
stocks on Americans. 

No legitimate brokers will ever 
call you on the long distance tele
phone in an effort to sell stocks nor 
do they usc tipster sheets in promot
ing the sale of stocks. Both of these 
methods are characteristic of fakers, 

"CEOERLAC' 

Harry Paulsen 
Quits Houtton pAULSEN, who calls himself a 

chemist, opened an office in 
Houston, Texas, under the name of 
" Cederlac Company." He then ad� 
vertised for men and when they ap
peared at his office he demanded a 
" cash bond," claiming that they 
would be handling considerable 
money for " Ceder lac '' \vhich was 
employing t h e m  to mothproof 
clothes closets with a cedar prepara
tion. 

Paulsen gave fictitious refere!'ccs 
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when questioned and skipped town 
during the investigation, leaving 
some men short of cash and others 
holding his bad checks. Notify 
Houston authorities if he appears in 
your town. 

COUNTERFEIT 

Forged Motor Parts 
Oliered to Public: 

UNITED MOTORS SERVICE, 
distributors· of genuine re-

sending· in the correct answer .to a 
puzzle contest. The complaint 
charges that the actual winner was 
required to purchase and sell a quan· 
tity of the.company's preparations in 
order to win and that these sales are 
the primary.purpose of the contest. 

The. Commission has taken sim· 
ilar action against other companies 
who·have used this-system to dispose 
of merchandise. 

placement parts, have-issued a warn-
FALSE PRETENSE 

ing·to the effect that Delco-Remy ig- Raikoad "Broth«hood" 
nition replacement parts are now Operated by Fakers 

being··counter-feited and ·offered to JACK WHITNEY and J. L. 
the.trade··.at cut prices. ·

:.:
Stark are roaming the country 

The material and workmanship in soliciting advertising for a " conven
these fake parts are very poor, but tion souvenir program " of the nonthey are packed in tin-capped boxes existent " The Four Transportation 
bearing a ·skillfully forged label of Brotherhoods and Auxiliaries AS
•the · copyright design. It is very dif- sociations " of.Louisville, Ky. 
ficult to detect these parts by a cas- The chief of detectives of Louis
u.al exami�ation, bn_t your .�o�or no- ville says, " Four Transportation 
ttces the dtfference tmmedta e _y, ow-

, Brotherhoods has no connection 
ing to the poor workmanship and· with! Brotherhood of . Railway 
measurements. Trainmen." And A.  F. Whitney, 

PUZZLE SOiEME president of the B. R. T., Cleveland, 
�s Moines Concern Ohio, states, " J .  L. Clark not mem-

Subject of Complaint ber of, or representing our organiza-
rrHE Federal Trade Commission tion, and known to us as a faker." 

� '
has issued a complaint against The men named above recently 

the Bet"ty White Corporation, Des tried their scheme in Tulsa, Okla
Moines, Iowa, charging false and homa, but left town hurriedly when 
misleading representations in the an investigation was started. They 
sale of cosmetics and toilet prcpara- have plenty of literature and receipts 
tions. printed with the name of the " Four l 

The company's advertising pur- Brotherhoods " and w11l undoubted* 
ported to offer a

· first prize of an ly try their scheme elsewhere 
automobile sedan to the first person (Contmutd on Pagt I43l � � 

-----=::.-- � 



•• Kick him out," bellowed Patterson. •• Throw 
him Into the streetl" 

By Fred Macisaac 

CHAPTER I 

Old Friends Meet 

ELL, it seems that the Ste
phen Steele Case was the 
most amazing conspir·acy of 

modern times that's what John. 
Bankerman, head of the Department 
of Justice, declares. And a fellow by 
the name of Tim Cody that's Y-Ours 
truly why, . because of the case, is 
likely to receive the thanks of Congress 
if ·he doesn't watch out. 

8 

It wasn't until the show was about 
over that I discovered I had been serv
ing my country in a big way. Between 
you and me and the gate post, I hadn't 
known what I \vas up against. If I 
hadn't met up with a magnificent lu
natic named Richard Barton and his 
sister Clarice, who \vas plenty wild, 
also, I \vouldn't have got to first base 
in this ·business. That swell old gen
tleman Upton Reynolds, with his legal 
brain and his white whiskers, had a 

lot to do with cracking open the con· 



" Listen, you rat, 1111 tell the papers every word 

of what you've Just said to· mel'' 

spiracy, but the whole gang sidestepped 
and n1ade Tim Cody take the bow. 

Treasury. Department, if I thought so. 

Bankern1an, in private conversation, 
tells people that it was maudlin senti
ment that motivated 

Anyway, the Government wants a 
detailed narrative of the Stephen Steele 
investigation to be published as a pub-

lic document. So 
Tin1 Cody. Maybe 
that's right. I took 
my life in my hands 
for the sake of the 
best friend I'd ever 

, 

had. And my senti-
ment may be maud
lin, but it wouldn't 
have sent me out to 

lay:dov;n my life for 
the· United · States 

Scareheads Blazoned the Bru· 

tal Murder of Stephen Steele, 

Heir to Motor Millions. But 

Detecti'Jie Tim Cody Be

lieved His Classmate · Was 

Still Alive and Guessed Why 

Newspapers Dared Not Print 

the Astounding ·Truth 

9 

with the aid of a sec
retary and a dicta
phone and Clarice 
and Dick Barton, 
I'm trying to tell it 
as if you and I were 
sitting down and 
having a ·talk. There 
was a period when 
I was in cold stor
age, so Dick Bar-
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ton carries on the yarn· at that lion ·if he had a dime,- started Steve 
point. I f  you read it you'll probably off at- school with a dollar a week al
say that Tim Cody didn't display any lowance, and that's all he got until the 
uncanny acumen and you'll be right. day .he graduated. As he grew older it 

It happened that there was a daring was kind of embarrassing for him. It 
and ingenious plot with a gigantic sum cut him off from the other OOarders, 
of money involved. Bankerman says most of whom had low racing cars and 
that it was almost air tight and the were a menace to the population of 
criminals could not have been expected Providence. And they were calling on 
to take into consideration an ex-cop girls and going to dances, which never 
named Tim Cody. How were they to cost them less than five bucks an eve
know that I admired Steve Steele tre- ning. 
mendously and that nobody could make Well, my mother gave me a dollar 
me believe that a man like him had a week, and· I was as well oil as Steve. 
turned black overnight? I suppose we'd have coltoned to each 

And even i f  they had known about other anyway. We managed·to have a 
me they would have-· been justified >in lot of-fun at small expense. We both 
paying no attention to' me. It was· be- made the baseball team and:ithe· · foot
cause they did pay attention to me after ball team and we· got a lot of nice trips 
a \vhile that they got into hot water. to• Boston ·and Worcester and other 

So you can understand why I places where·there were rival schools, 
crashed the party, you haVe to know•: expem;es paid.' Steve used .to come 
abOut this friendship between the down to my house·acouple•of times· a 
grandson of one of the richest men in week when we were in our. teens. He 
America and a fellow like me. complained that the chuck at thetSchool 

From the time he was nine until he· wasn't in the same class· with what 
was nineteen, Steve went to the Eli Marm.brought in on a platter. 
Evans School in Providence. lt was Anyway, they dubbed us Damon and 
a Quaker school founded in the Pythias and it didn't bother us after 
eighteenth century and had a big en- we found out who those guys were. 
dowment. While it catered to rich kids 
\\•ho lived in fine dormitories, there was n·URING our senior year we were 
a clause· in its charter compelling it to sort of sad. Steve was going to 
take town boys as day pupils for a enter Yale the next fall, and 
nominal sum, which is why my mother yours truly, Tim Cody, had to find 
was able to send me to Eli Evans. My himself a job. I had a broken-down 
mother was a widow with no money to Ford by that time, and we ran around 
speak of. in it a lot. Though Steve's grandfather 

While I never heard that he prac- owned the biggest motor car works in 
ticed Brotherly Love, old Jonathan the world; he wouldn't even let Steve 
Steele, the Motor Magnate, was a have an- old demonstrator: He said 
QUaker and sent his grandson to Eli. boys had no business owning cars; they 
Ptthaps Steve and I would not have caused thr.ee quarters of the accidents. 
been· such pals i f· the old man had I reckOn he was right at that. 
treated the boy as,the families of the.. Well,·we graduated 'from Eli Evans 
other rich boarde'rs treated them. That: and we felt pretty badly ·at sepaTating. 
Old 'curmudgeon, who had ·half ·a bil- We were going to. keep up the old 
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friendship, but I knew it couldn't be 
done. We did write to each other a 
lot the first year and then I forget who 
forgot to answer who's letter. I was 
sensitive of course. I had a punk job 
in the stock room of a d�partment 
store in Providence, and Steve was in 
the Skull and Bones, or whatever you 
call it, at Yale. Anyway I didn't hear 
from him after the second year. My 
mother died and I lost my job. There 
were no jobs in Providence, so I went 
O\'Cr to New York and did some high 
class and fancy starving. Then I did 
something for an Alderman who was 
stewed and was knOcked over by a 
couple of yeggs who were going to 
frisk him, and he fixed it for me to get 
into the Police Training School. 

By that time, I suppose I'd brushed 
off a lot of the refining influences of 
old Eli Evans. I was just a big, two� 
fisted, light�haired, blue-eyed cop's ap
prentice. 

Everv now and then I read some
thing about old Steve in the papers. I 
read where he graduated " summa cum 
laude " from Yale and went to Switz� 
erland to complete his education at the 
University of Geneva. I wasn't jealous 
of Steve, who was entitled to the best 
of it, because he was about the swellest 
egg in the basket. 

He was abroad for years. 1 often 
thought of dropping him a line, but 
he might have changed. How did I 
kno'\v ? I was on the force regularly 
tramping the pavements, trying the 
doors of shops to see if the boss had 
locked up for the night and, occasion� 
ally, getting a little exercise with the 
night stick. 

The day they appointed me a plain� 
clothes man and gave me a lift in sal� 
ary, I read that Jonathan Steele had 
resigned the Presidency of the Steele 
Motor Company and had become Pres� 

ident of the Board, whatever that 
means. It was because the old skinflint 
had gOt to be eighty years old. I 
thought, at the time, that it wouldn't 
be long before they called Steve back 
to take charge up in Detroit. Maybe 
we'd meet some day and he might give 
me a job as a Company detective at big 
dough. Though, of course I wouldn't 
ask for it. All I wanted of Steve was 
to be his friend. Probably he wouldn't 
even recognize me if he saw me, I'd 
filled out and looked-well, I looked 
like a cop. 

Old Steele and I seemed to coincide. 
I mean I read an article about him 
playing golf with John D. Rockefeller 
for the world's Championship in the 
Old Timers' Class the day I stepped 
on somebody's foot in New York. I 
don't know yet what I did-probably 
my full duty, but I was dropped from 
the force and told not to ask why or 
they might have to send me to jail. A 
cop can be ruined as easy as C:esar's 
wife or maybe I have the historic ref
erence wrong. It's a long time since [ 
tried to read Latin at Eli Evans 
School. 

\Veil, there was a career gone to,the 
devil and a big depression still depress
ing and no jobs, even for people who 
hadn't been kicked off the police force 
in disgrace. 

I WAS walking along Fifth Avenue 
one afternoon wondering if those 
squalling Russian Communists 

down on Union Square were right. I 
never thought anything about them 
when [ used to hit them over the head 
with a club in my uniformed days on 
account of they were having a riot. 

A guy passed me, took a look at me 
-I was studying the pavement
grabbed me, swung me round and 
howled like a Comanche. 11 Tim Cody, 
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hy tthe Lord 'Harry!" he ·yelled. "'You 
Olanked old blankcty :blank !" 

And I 'tOOk a look at Steve ·Steele, 
pt:rsonal appearance, :nat a motion pic
ture. This was ·the same day I was 
dow.n 'to •one - dollar. I always put -two 
things _together in placing a date. •lt 
,was March 22, r936. 

"Y.ou blankety blank :blank your
self," l said with a grin. "So you re
member me, do you? .I :don't ·have to 
show ·finger-prints?" 

":Confound you, Tim," ·says Steve 
as if he was sore. " I've hunted New 
¥or.k for you. Why didn� you -e-ver 
answer m:r letters?" 

"i\-'Vhy •didn't you ever answer 
mine"?" I -comes back. We ·looked -at 
each -other ·and we bath tburst out 
Jaug'hing and -then -he toOk my :arm. 

"-Let's -go somewhere," he said. 
'Steve •looked just the ·same, younger 

rhan me, df ,course, ·beoause cOlleges 
don:t •wear you down like the New 
¥ork .police 'for.ce. He :had on ·a •blue 
suit with a .Jitfle vink (stripe in it and 
an iron •hat, but he didn� :Jook :muCh 
be'tter than me because I hadri't worn 
out all my good clothes yet. He was 
taller and he had taken to wearing 
sp�tades during his last year in Eli 
Evans. He looked like the eat's "•what
dcryou-call-'ems" ·to me. We went 
into a bar. 

" I've only been back a week Of 
course, I ·knew you had come to New 
Y<ot!k, 1but I couldn't ·find ·you ·in the 
teleph0ne book" 

" Got -crowded ·out. Too many Go
hens in it." 

"�same "Old comic," he �aid, •delight
t:�d. We drank 1our drinks. 

He gr:ew serious. "•Old lman," he 
said, ·" :Che -reason I wanted ·to find you 
was tto 'be my -best man. I'm going .to 
be:maM"ied." 

•• .:A/in't you 'ttlade .any f.riends at 

a:ll ?" 1 asked to cover fhe way I felt 
ro have him say a thing ilike that. 

" You're my oldest, though_ we've 
been out•of touch-which is your fault, 
not mine. You'll love her, Tim . 1 met 
her on the boat coming home. She's 
absolutely ai:lorable." 

"ff She loves me, she ought to ·have 
her head ·examined.'" 

He -punched me in the ·chest, laugh
ing :like a fool. I had a lump 'in my 
throat because the son of a gun ob
viously was tickled to .gee ·me. The 
guy who 'Was going to -own a half a 
billion dollars. 

"How are you ·getting along-in 
business, I mean?" ·he asks. 

"'Me? Oh, 1 ·doing !fine." 1 ·shoulil 
pour my troubles ·in his lap. 

He "blinked at me through his spec
tacles. " I don�t believe you. W·ait till 
I ·-get in the saildle, "Tim. 1\:t the ·pres
ent time I ·have no inAuence at all. 
Grandfather pays no attention to my 
requests. However, ;he'-s eighty-two." 

"Don't count on it,"•kid,"-'1 told him. 
""Rockefeller is a hun<lred and two ·or 
thereabouts." 

"I :haven't -seen the ·did man since 
he ·came to Geneva three )'Cars ago. He 
was pretty feeble "then. ·since he's 
treated me like an orphan child you 
can't expect me to feel very affection
ate about him. As for the ·company ·of
ficials, I'll -fire the whole ·c.:iboodle of 
them. I called on •President Patterson 
today to 'get a job for a chap I met on 
the steamer, a man ·who had a :big job 
in ·France and lost it on ·account ·of the 
depression. 'Patterson said ithe·compan:v 
was 'firing ·not hiring and ·shooed me 
out. Sort of short-sighted, eh:?" 

'"1 metlhim when I··was on.fhe police 
force,'' I told him. "Oh, yes. 'l've'been 
a cop. E-nibezilement case in ·the New 
York o'ffice, ·but ·extenuating circum
stances. I caught the ihief 'and ·then 
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went to bat for him. The old walrus 
hasn't any decency. He sent the poor 
guy up for eight years." 

Steve nodded. " I can imagine he 
would. It's about time I had a heart
to-heart talk with grandfather. They 
made a Doctor of Philosophy out of 
me, but I want to make motor cars. 
Look, Tim. I ha\'e a date with my 
fiancee. I want you to meet her. Call 
at my suite at the Waldorf at five and 
have cocktails with us. It's an engage
ment. You be there or I'll beat the life 
out of you. I bet a dollar I can still 
do it." 

" You never did it, but I'll be there," 
I promised him. 

\\'hen 1 went out on the street again 
I felt like a different man. It was greal 
to have a friend, swell to know that 
the old boy was as fond of me as he 
ever was. If I could do anything for 
Steve, but, what the heck could I do 
for a guy who had e\•erything ?" 

CHAPTER II 
Tim Meets :1 Girl 

AT five o'clock sharp I turned up fl. at the 'Waldorf in my best bib 
and tucker. A couple of old 

friends could meet and bull each other, 
but when one of them is on top of the 
world and the other is down and out, 
it's pretty nice of the first one to in� 
sist on introducing the second one to 
the girl he's crazy about. I'm setting 
all this down because you've got to un
derstand why I did what I did, took 
the chances I took, and why I went 
through hell and high water for Steve 
Steele. 

\Vhen they admitted me to St�ve's 
suite, he was sitting at a tea table with 
a girl. He jumped up and she turned 
and smiled at me. She was a girl to 
stop traffic. She was a girl that put out 

the lights of other girls. While she was 
small, she made you think she was tall. 
She had scads of shining gold hair, 
braided and wound round and round 
her head. Her eyes were very large and 
gray, her cheeks were like pink satin. 
One glimpse and I certainly didn't 
blame the boy. 

" About time you showed up," ex
claimed Steve. " Darling, this is old 
Tim Cody. Tim, the future Mrs. Steele 
temporarily known as Rhoda Robin
son." 

I recognized her then. Who 
wouldn't ? Her pictures were always 
in the papers. She had been a blues 
singer in night clubs and then the star 
of a musical comedy. I had read where 
she had gone to London to work in a 
show. I gave her the once over. Very 
soft for a Broadway gal to land the 
lad who was g-oing to be worth half 
a billion. I'm a pretty good judge of 
character, but being a cop makes you 
cynical. I thought it was the old army 
game till she took my hand in hers and 
crinkled her eyes and smiled up at me 
so sweetly. 

After that there were two of us who 
thought she was the whole female sex. 
I felt soft and silly. !vfy heart turned 
somersaults. Let Steve's Quaker grand
father raise hell and you bet he would 
when he heard about this. I was for 
Steve and Rhoda through thick and 
thin. 

Her voice was low and rich like or
gan music. Her laugh-well, we'll cut 
the mush. I sat .down and tried to like 
a cup of tea, while she sat there star
ing at him as though he were the King 
of England, and he told me how they 
had fallen for each other on the ship 
coming home. They couldn't get mar
ried right away. She was rehearsing 
in a show and her contract called for 
her to be single. But in a few months-
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they'd have me for best man and how I 
'' I want you to sort of keep an eye 

on ·my girl," said Steve, after a while. 
" I'm flying to Califomia tomorrow to 
see my grandfather. I don't want a 
secretary telling him the news. I don't 
want him to get a wrong idea of 
khoda. I'll tell him myself. I wired him 
I had to see him about something of 
terrific importance. He's at Santa -Bar
bara this winter." 

" Rhoda doesn't want me tagging 
her round," I said, blushing to the ears. 

"'Oh, ·don't I?" she comes back 
"Y:ou�re a pretty attractive young 
man, Tim. Much. better looking than 
Ste.ve. If you know what I mean, you 
resemble a mythological character 
named Apollo." 

Steve roared. "Considering that we 
went to prep school together he.should 
know what you mean. Though J'd say 
Hercules, if Hercules were ,clean 
shaven." 

"¥outre to check in at my hotel, 
the Savoy, every day to ·find out if I 
need .an escort," she commanded, al
most sternly. 

That scared roe. Escorting a dame 
who only went to smart places, with a 
£ew dimes in my pocket. However, I 
figured ·this was only the old .pazazz. 

·• Sure," I said, red as a tomato. 
"We'll hit the high spots. When are 
you coming back, Steve?" 

" Immediately after seeing Jona
lhan. !Four or five days at the most." 

" And suppose ·he says ' nothing do
ing ' !" 

Steve laughed. " I'm twenty-five. 
And I have come into a hundred thou
sand doflars from my mother's ·estate 
which was held in trust .for me. Let 
himrdisinherit me. Who cares?" 

":lrcertainlr,don't," .declared ·Rhoda, 
and I knew she meant what she said. 

" I think Tim· better :take me over 

to Newark," she added. '.' I'm prob
ably going to act up when the plane 
flies away with Steve. You can bring 
me back, Tim. Will you?" 

" You bet. What time does·the·plane 
leave, Steve?" 

" Three in the afternoon. I have to 
see my Ia wyer in the morning on some 
business and we'll have lunch here, the 
three of us, and go over in a hotel 
limousine." 

" And Tim can take me to dinner,'' 
she.added. 

" Sure," I agreed. I was wondering 
how I could raise the dough. I hadn't 
taken to hocking things yet. I had a 
presentation gold watch that dated 
from when I was going good in 
the police department, and some gold 
studs I'd bought myself. !!d be all 
right. 

Well, I ·gave 'em my address, a 
rooming house·on West 46th Street
and I left about half past six. 

IN the morning I called on the pawn
broker and got fixed �p and the 
three of us had a swell lunch and 

then we rode over to Newark .and saw 
the greatest guy in the world take the 
air. And 1 never had a premonition of 
what was going to happen. 

Rhoda and I had lots of fun ·on the 
way back and she made me have din
ner at her hotel and signed the check. 
That's the kind of ·girl she was. 

Of course I didn't -call her up after 
that. ·Rhoda was making Steve's friend 
her 'friend, because it made him feel 
good, but she didn't want me under 
foot when he was away. 1 spent my 
time hunting for a job with my ·usual 
bad luCk. 

About nine ·o'clock, lour mornings 
later, Mrs. Murphy, who tran the llodg
ing house, pounded on my door when 
I was putting my hat ·on. 
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" There's a moll that wants to talk 
to you on the telephone," she said nas
tily. " And tell her not to be calling 
lodgers on my phone. Why should I 
be climbing four flights of stairs to 
tell a man that hasn't paid his rent for 
two weeks that some fantail wants to 
speak to him?" 

" This will be the secretary of J. P. 
Morgan calling me up to come to work, 
Mrs. Murphy," I told her with a 
straight face. " And you ought to be 
willing to climb four flights of stairs 
to get the rent I owe you." 

" I've heard big talk before," she 
said with a sniff. " And don't think 
you can kid me, young feller. I'm an 
old bird, I am." 

I go downstairs and pick up the 
phone and almost drop dead when it's 
Rhoda's voice saying, " Is that you, 
Tim ?" 

" Miss Robinson," I gasped. 
" Tim, where have you been ? I had 

an awful time getting your telephone 
number." 

" I'm mighty glad you got it, Miss 
Robinson." 

" Tim, I'm terribly worried about 
Steve. I haven't heard from him since 
he arrived in Los Angeles three' days 
ago." 

That made me laugh. " I  didn't hear 
from him for six years or so," 1 re� 
plied. 

" But he p'romised to wire or tele� 
phone every day," she wailed. 

" Probably he's busy. You'll hear." 
" I  know he arr'ived in Los Angeles. 

I've already talked with the airplane 
company." 

" Maybe his grandfather is inter� 
cepting his messages. I've read of 
things like that in books." 

" Tim, I'm afraid something's 
wrong. I'm horribly worried. I wish
oh, I suppose you're busy." 

" If there was anything I could 
do--" 

" Of course you can't. 'Veil, it's 
been � c�.

mfort to talk to y9u. Good� 
by, Tun. 

She hung up. It was a cinch old 
Jonathan had hit the roof when Steve 
told him he was going to marry an 
actress. :Maybe they were taking steps 
to break the thing off. Fat chance. I 
knew Steve Steele. 

Well, nothing doing in the job line 
that day. I got up early the next morn� 
ing to read the want ads. I went out 
before breakfast to buy a paper, and 
there was an eight column head in 
block letters. 

jONATHAN STEELE'S GRANDSON 

MURDERED 

I staggered against the wall of a 
building. My eyes were riveted to the 
page. Feeling more and more ill, I read 
the article underneath the heading. It 
didn't seem possible it could be true
a dirty lie ! Steve dead ? '�'hy, only the 
other day- Well, here's what it said: 

About eleven P.M., Pacific time, last 
night, Patrolman Luke Carter, Los An· 
geles Police Force, assigned to get evi· 
dence against a vice resort known u 
Black Mike's on Central Avenue, stum· 
bled over the OOdy of a man in the alley 
hack of the joint. It was a dead body, 
and he notified headquarters. A radio car 
arrived within five minutes and the body 
was taken to the Morgue. From letters 
and cards in his wallet, the body was 
identified as that of Stephen Steele, 
grandson of Jonathan Steele, the multi· 
millionaire, at present at his palatial 
estate at Santa Barbara. 

Among the letters was one from Miss 
Rhoda Robinson, stage star, who appea.rs 
to be affianced to young Steele. It has 
been ascertained that Mr. Steele landed 
from a Transcontinental plane at the 
Glend:l.le Airport two days previously and 
took a taxi to the Biltmore Hotel in Los 
Angeles, where be registered. His Jug. 
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gage, comprising two suitcases, is in his 
room there. 

Jonathan Steele, the grandfather, was 
ootified by phone. He was so shocked 
that he tCH?k- to his bed. His secretary is 
oo his way to identify the body. 

I DON'T know how I got back into 
my room. I must have looked like 
a shell-shocked veteran. I was all 

gone inside. I wanted to break down 
and cry like a kid, but the tears 
wouldn't come. I hadn't suffered any 
more when my mother died. I'd have 
felt terrible if I had read a·bout Steve's 
death in Europe, but, after we'd got 
together again, after he'd shown me he 
was as swell as he ever had been
well, probably you can imagine what 
this did to me. 

I thought of Rhoda. It would just 
about finish Rhoda. Maybe she hadn't 
heard yet. Perhaps it was my duty to 
break the news to her. Well, I couldn't. 
l'd ·call her later in the day when I had 
pulled myself together. 

Bye and bye my police training be� 
gan to function. Steve was dead-if 
this was Steve and not somebody who 
had robbed him and had flashed around 
Steve's money and got scragged. That 
was an idea. It must be that. Imagine 
Steve, with a girl like Rhoda and the 
background he had, playing around in 
Black Belt dives. But in that case, 
where was Steve ? 

If Steve was laying in the Morgue 
in California, who killed him and why ?  
Somebody who benefited b y  his death ? 
The next of kin, maybe. Who was the 
new heir of old Jonathan ? 

I knew what the police theory would 
be. Rich playboy, hitting the high spots, 
croaked for his wad. We usually 
worked on that theory, and mostly we 
were right. Not Steve, though. He 
was in love with Rhoda and was  anx
ious to get back to her. He wouldn't 

have hung round Los Angeles for a 
couple of days. He would have rushed 
right up to Santa Barbara. There was 
something mighty queer about all 
of it. 

Old Jonathan, with all the money in 
the world, would get service from the 
Los Angeles police. This mystery 
would be solved in a few days. The 
facts would show how Steve was 
dragged up to this negro district. He 
hadn't gone there of his own free will 
-maybe he was dead when they took 
him there. By some ovetsight, the pa
per didn't mention whether he was 
stabbed or shot or poisoned. Well, the 
details would be in the afternoon pa
pers. Eleven o'cloc.k in Los Angeles 
was two· A.M. in New York The New 
.York papers had just time to squeeze 
a brief account into the late City 
editions. 

I lay down on the bed, being slug 
nutty. I lay there an hour, just griev
ing. After that I knew I had to go to 
Rhoda. Being his oldest friend, it 
might help her a little to have me 
round. She must know by this time. 

" Please ask Miss Robinson i f  she 
will see Mr. Cody?" I requested of the 
clerk at the Savoy. 

" Miss Robinson has checked out," 
he told me. 

" Did-did she leave an address ?" 
I mumbled. " Or any word for Mr. 
Timothy Cody?" 

" She left no message for y�:m, Mr. 
Cody. And no address. As a matter of 
fact, she took a plane for California 
very early this morning." . " Thanks." I went over and sat on 
a chair in the lobby. I was in a sort 
of glow. That's what Rhoda was like. 
She didn't take to her bed, but got right 
on the job. Of course the Los Angeles 
police had wired her when they found 
she was engaged to him. She would 

D I-5 
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have received the message at four or 
five in the morning, and in a couple of 
hours she was in a plane bound west. 
She figured, as I had, that i t  wasn't 
Steve. If it wasn't, she'd know in a 
flash. She didn't believe he was a 
rounder any more than I did. I was 
hurt, maybe, because she hadn't got 
in touch with me, but, after all, why 
should she ? 

I smiled wryly. 
She had done what I would have 

done, if I'd had the price. I was nailed 
to New York by my financial condi
tion. ' 

Back at my lodging house and I find 
a phone message from the Byron De
tective Agency-maybe they were 
looking after the New York end. 
Probably they had found out I was a 
friend of Steve's. It's one of the high
class agencies in New York. I called 
them right up. 

" Mr. Cody," said Byron's secn�
tary, " are you still out of emplo)'
ment?" 

" Yes." 
" Well, Mr. Byron would like to see 

at once." 
So, when I didn't care much what 

happened to me, I landed a job. It 
seemed that the Byron Agency had had 
to send four good men out of town on 
a big case and needed operatives. By
ron told me he knew the inside of  my 
trouble with the Police Department 
and wasn't worried about me. " You're 
all right," he said. " I  turned down 
your previous application because I 
didn't need anybody, not that I dis
trusted you, Mr. Cody. I want you to 
look into a jewel robbery for an in· 
surance company which is one of our 
clients. Smells fishy. Start you at fifty 
dollars a week." 

As a man has to live, I took the job, 
but I wasn't set up as I would have 

D 2_:5 

been the day before. I looked over the 
papers on the case and went to work. 

CHAPTER Ill 
Dirty Linen 

THE afternoon papers played up 
the murder of Stephen Steele. It 
seemed that his throat- had been 

cut with a razor. The police had taken 
in half a dozen suspects. There was 
no doubt it was Steve whose body had 
been found. Mr. Thomas Judson, Jon
athan Steele's secretary, had identified 
iL 

You could tell by the tone of the 
article that the papers· thought Steve 
had been on a toot. It was a sickening 
mess. Not having seen the old boy for 
years and years, aside from two days 
in New York before he left for Cali
fornia, I had no knowledge of what he 
had turned out to be. My character 
testimony would not have had weight 
in anv court, but I took no stock in 
the i�sinuations. There were some 
cracks about the blues singer to whom 
he was engaged. And it went to prove 
he was a high roller, in the opinion of 
the editors. That made me boil. 

I went after that jewel robbery, and 
in two days I had a confession from 
the woman who had tried to cheat the 
insurance company. Byron immediate
ly gave me- a ten dollar raise and a 
suave promise of  permanent employ· 
ment. 

On the third morning I was callect 
down to the office of a lawyer named 
Upton Reynolds on Broad Street and 
got a terrific shock. 

This Reynolds was a mild old boy 
with gray side whiskers that come to 
a point. He invited me tG have a chair 
and sized me up plenty. 

" I  am the attorney for the estate 
of the late Stephen Steele," he said. 
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" I understand, Mr. Cody, that you 
knew him very wdl." 

" We went to school together. We 
wert like that," I said. 

" You saw him recently." 
" The day before he left for Cali

fornia. And I saw him off on the plane 
with Miss Robinson, his fiancee." 

" You know Miss Robinson well ?" 
•• I met her the same day I ran into 

Steve. She's a wonderful girl, sir." 
" That was your impression ? The 

papers are· trying to make her out an 
adventuress." 

" I  know it," I ·said bitterly. " She 
was as crazy about Steve as he was 
about her. She hopped to California as 
soon as she heard what had happened 
to Steve.'' 

" I  know. Apparently his grand
father feels bitterly toward her. Mr. 
Hubbard, of  Hubbard, Brown and 
Folkes, the Steele Company attorneys, 
asked me some pointed questions about 
her. I do not happen to know the 
lady." 

" Maybe they think she sent him to 
that dive, if  he went-which I don't 
believe," I said angrily. 

'' I had very slight personal ac
quaintance with Mr. Steele. I turned 
his estate over to him recently and he 
came in, the morning of his departure 
for California, to make his will. It 
would seem that he had a premoni
tion." 

" I think he mentioned he was going 
to see his lawyer. Miss Robinson and 
I lunched with him that day." 

" The reason I sent for you, Mr. 
Cody, was to inform you that, in the 
will of Mr. Steele, you are one of the 
beneficiaries." 

My mouth fell open. My eyes 
popped out of my head. I couldn't 
speak. The old lawyer smiled at me 
benevolently. 

" You will receive. the sum of ten 
thousand dollars. I congratulate you, 
M<. Cody." 

" I-I can't take it," I said brokenly. 
" I  didn't want anything from Steve. 
I loved that boy, Mr. Reynolds." 

" I understand, young man. Mr. 
Steele apparently appreciated your 
friendship for him. You had better 
take the money, since he wished you to 
have it. Since you have such a high 
opinion of Miss Robinson, you will be 
gratified to learn that she inherits the 
balance of the estate of a hundred 
thousand dollars." 

" I certainly am glad of that." 
" Mr. Steele didn't impress me as a 

dissipated and immoral young man. I 
confess to being greatly shocked at this 
revelation of his character." 

" You take it from me, sir, there's 
something rotten in all this. Steve wa!l 
in love with Miss Robinson. He was 
anxious to get back to her. I don't 
know anything about Los Angeles, but 
you can bet he wouldn't have stayed 
there longer than it took to get a plane 
or a train to Santa Barbara if he wasn't 
held there somehow." 

" I  hope you're right. His social and 
financial prominence as the heir of 

Jonathan Steele causes the newspapers 
to gloat over this disgraceful tragedy. 
Well, I have clients waiting. You are 
at liberty to draw on this office for any 
part of  your ten thousand dollars. It 
has been a pleasure to meet you, Mr. 
Cody." 

I WAS bowed out. Maybe you won't 
believe me, but even in my low 
financial state I wasn't very joy

ful about the ten thousand dollars. I'd 
rather have had Steve alive. 

Thinking it over, I was sure he had 
no premonition of death when he made 
that will. Just thoughtful enough to 
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make provisions for his friends in case 
of an airplane accident. 

Early that afternoon. Bill Byron 
called me into his office. " Job for you, 
Cody," he said. " You are a present
able fellow,; you cab wear dress clothes 
and you don't murder the English lan
guage like most of my boys, and you've 
shown you have a head on your shoul
ders." 

" Why all the salve, boss?" I asked 
with a grin. 

Byron leaned back in his chair and 
lighted a cigar. He was a smart bird, 
a small man with little black eyes and 
a small black mustache. -He had never 
been a flatfoot, couldn't come up to the 
•physical requirements, but he was head 
·(If one of  the most profitable detective 
agencies in New York. 

•• One of our · best clients is the 
:- Steele Motor Corporation," he said. 
" ·It seems that this Robinson woman, 
who was supposed to be engag-ed to 
Stephen Steele, has been raising hell 
in- Los Angeles. The company isn't 
proud of the way that boy passed out 
and it wants to get this rotten publicity 
out of the newspapers as quick as pos
sible. They think they have found the 
murderer, and they'll hang him quick, 
and the quicker th� better for the feel
ings of Jonathan Steele. 

" Now this girl has been telling the 
reporters that there's something be
hind it. She is supplying the papers 
with ammunition. She went wild when 
old Steele refused to let her attend the 
funeral, which was private at his es
tate in Santa Barbara. She's on her 
way back on the Chief and when slle 
gets here she'll supply the New York 
papers with a lot of crazy interviews. 
Of course she's an adventuress and, 
being an actress, has her eye on per
sonal publicity-right ?" 

The little man didn't know how near 

he had come to being slugged. I want
ed to hear it all, however, so I con
trolled myself after an angry �flUtter. 
But he en joyed the sound of his own 
voice. 

" Our client wants you to investi
gate this woman. No doubt there is 
plenty of dirt that can be dug up. Get 
a line on her and we'll make her shut 
her mouth." 

My first impulse was to dive over the 
desk at him when he finished and 
grinned (l.t me complacently, but I 
didn't. I'm no fool. So the Steele Mo
tor Company proposed to disgrace 
Rhoda, did they? And I was to dig 
up the dirt. And, if I kicked myself 
out of the Byron Agency, some snake 
in the grass would get the Robinson 
assignment. I swallowed hard. 

- " What time does she get to town?" 
I asked gently. 

" Arrives day after tomorrow about 
eight A.M. on the Twentieth Century. 
You can put in the time talking to the 
theater people. She jumped out on the 
rehearsals of her new show and they're 
all fit to be tied at the Preston Produc
tion offices. They'll probably be glad 
to tell all they know about her." 

I rose. " Okay, chief," I said polite
ly. After that I went into the men's 
room and washed my face and hands 
carefully. 

I grinned after a while. It was fun
ny to assign me to dig up dirt on 
Steve's fiancee, a girl that I admired 
more than anybody in the world. Stop 
her mou.th, would they? We'd see about 
that. 

When I came out the girl said By
ron wanted to see me again. 

" Cody," he said, " I've had Roscoe 
Patterson, President o f  Steele Motors. 
on the phone. He wants you to go 
down to his office and have a talk with 
him-right away." 
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" Okay," replied. " Sure, why 
not?" 

" Try to make a good impression. I 
told him I was assigning my best man 
to the job." 

Steele Motors has a forty story 
building on lower Broadway and uses 
two or three floors of it  for offices. 
I hadn't been in the building since the 
time I rounded up the embezzling clerk 
for Patterson, but I remembered that 
his private offices were on the twenty� 
fourth floor. 

" Oh, yes, you're expected," the girl 
at the information desk told me. " Sit 
down, please, you may have to wait a 
few minutes." 

I SAT down and ran my eye over 
the place. It was one of those 
open offices, probably a hundred 

clerks and stenos working away in one 
huge room. It's what they call effi· 
ciency ; enables an executive to look 
out and notice whose desk is vacant 
and go back and order the occupant 
fired. So many typewriters were click
ing away it must have kept the clerks 
and auditors from thinking, but the ef
ficiency experts didn't consider things 
like that. 

" You may go in," said the girl. 'N. 
uniformed page conducted me to the 
far corner of the great room and into 
the private office of the President. I'd 
been there before, so I wasn't im
pressed so much by the rich wood in 
the partitions and the Persian rug on 
the floor and the gigantic flat topped 
desk behind which his Nibs sat. 

This Patterson was a big fellow with 
a mop of snow white hair, bushy black 
eyebrows, a large, slightly hooked nose 
and about the meanest mouth I ever 
saw on a man. He was in the habit of 
spending a week at the works in De
troit and a week in New York. 

I knew he had started in life as a 
mechanic at the Plant, became super
intendent, then production manager, 
then a vice-president and finally, when 
old Jonathan decided office work was 
too laborious, President of the Com
pany. Of course, despite his title, he 
was still Jonathan's hired man because 
I knew from Steve that his grandfa
ther owned three quarters of the stock. 

He turned his hard gray eyes on me. 
" I've seen you before," he snapped. 

" Yes, sir," I told him. " When I was 
a New York City detective I handled 
an embezzlement case-the Woodman 
case." 

He almost smiled. " I remember. 
You did good work on that," he said. 
" The scoundrel got what he deserved. 
Take a chair, Mr. Cody. You are now 
with the Byron Private Agency." 

I nodded. He pushed back his chair 
and eyed me sharply. 

" Mr. Steele's grandson was killed 
under disgraceful conditions," he said 
in his crisp hard voice. " The papers 
are trying to make a nine days' won
der of it. They are making a scandal 
of it. We can't have it. Mr. Steele is 
ill from the shock of the affair. We 
want the matter dropped. There was 
an altercation about a mulatto woman. 
Her lover killed young Steele. They 
have the man and, in due time, they 
will hang him. That's all, nothing 
more." 

He paused. I wasn't expected to an
swer, and said nothing. 

" On the steamer coming from Eu
rope Stephen met an actress, a woman 
with a shady past. No doubt she took 
that steamer to meet him. She set out 
to vamp him and succeeded. She claims 
he promised to marry her. She thrust 
herself into the affair in Los Angeles. 
She told the newspapers that young 
Steele's death was mysterious, that he 
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was a youth of high moral character. 
That, if  he went to this cafe in a dis
reputable district, he must have been 
drugged. That he waS the victim of a 
conspiracy. Of course this is nonsense 
and very bad business. 

" It keeps the affair open. The po-
lice out there have witnesses who saw 
him come into the cafe alone and en
gage in an altercation over a colored 
woman. I happen to know that he led 
a life of wild dissipation in Paris, Ber
lin and Geneva. His end was in keep
ing with his life. It's a closed book, 
and it must be kept clos"ed." 

This time I had to say something. I 
said, " Yes, sir." 

" Your job is to dose this woman's 
mouth," he said fiercely. He leaned 
forward and pointed his arm at me. 
" Get so much on her that she will be 
driven off the stage as a scarlet wom
an. She came up from the dregs. No 
doubt she had affairs with gangsters 
and racketeers. If Steele hadn't been 
insane he would have known better 
than to be mixed up with her. Work 
fast. I won't have our company held 
up to scorn by her mania for personal 
publicity. When she gets here you 
meet her at the train and tell her what 
will happen to her if  she repeats any 
of her absurd accusations-" 

" Just what accusations - against 
whom, Mr. Patterson ?" 

" Against anybody," he cried ex
citedly. " You would think she would 
be ashamed to have her name connect
ed with that of a man who came to 
a shameful end, but she glories in it. 
Shut her mouth, Mr. Cody. And there 
is a thousand dollars bonus to you from 
this office if you get a signed agrce
m.ent from her to make no further 
statement." 

. �· To let the sleeping dogs lie," 1 re
n:l.arked sourly. 

11 Just what dO you mean by that?" 
he shouted. 

Well, I admit that I made· a fool of 
myself. I'd been smart with Byron. 
I'd sat here listening to Patterson vilify 
the two people that were my best 
friends on earth because I was won
dering what the game was. But inside 
I was like a bottled up volcano, and I 
blew up. 

" I  mean you're perfectly satisfied 
to let the world think that Stephen 
Steele was a dirty dog," I shouted back 
at him. 11 And you'd ruin a decent girl 
to prevent her from expressing her 
opinion of a family that wanted the 
world to think that he was a skunk. 
Well, Mr. Patterson, you and Jonathan 
Steele and Bill Byron can go to the 
devil. Hire another detective to cover 
that girl with mud. And I've a damn 
good mind to bust your jaw." 

And with that, I made a rush at him. 
Well, he had been punching buttons 
while I raved. In came a couple of 
bruisers. They pounced on me, caught 
my arms and dragged me toward the 
door. 

" Listen, you rat," I howled as I 
was making my exit. " Let me read 
one nasty crack about Rhoda Robin
son �nd I'll tell the papers every word 
of what you've just said to me." 

11 Kick him out," bellowed Patter
son. " Throw him into the street. Here 
one of  you get me the Byron Agency. 
I'll take our business away from them. 
How dare they send me a crazy man ?" 

They led me to an elevator and saw 
me start down it and I got my senses 
back and realized that 1 had made a 
fool of myself. I had been in a posi
tion to cover Rhoda. I'd have stalled 
along for a few days, dug up nothing. 
I knew that girl was a hundred per 
cent all the way and there was noth
ing to dig up. And in a few days the 
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whole thing would have blown over. 
Some other crime would .chase the 
Steele case out of the papers. 

CHAPTER IV 
Rhoda's Story 

I WENT into a saloon and downed 
a drink of whisky. I'd made a 
mess and I had to clean it up. 

There would be dirty detectives on the 
job when the poor girl hit town, fel
lows that would sWear black was white. 
My threat to him didn't mean a thing. 
No paper would pay the slightest at
tention to me. 

By and by the old think-tank was 
working again and I walked around 
the corner to Mr. Reynolds' office. His 
office and the Steele Company's were 
that close.. I had to wait a few min
utes before I could see him. 

" Well� young man, so soon?" he 
asked when I got inside. 

" Mr. Reynolds," I said, " you men-
tioned that I could draw some cash." 

" How much?" 
" Five grand?" 
" Ahem. The will, o f  course, must 

go through probate, young man. It 
may be months before you receive your 
legacy. I thought, if  you needed a few 
hundred dollars, I would advance it. 
Why do you need so much money?" 

" Mr. Reynolds," I said, " I  knew 
Steve from the time he was nine until 
he was nineteen. You met him when 
you drew up the will. What was your 
impression of him ?'' 

" I  thought he was a very estimable 
young man." 

" Can you conceive of his fighting 
with a buck negro over a girl in a 'dive 
in the black belt of Los Angeles?" 

He looked shocked. " Most certain
ly not," he exclaimed. " I  knew his 
mother, Mr. Cody." 

" Well, that's what �hey claim out in 
Los Angeles. I am going to spend this 
money and as much more as I can get 
to prove that it's not true. There is 
something very queer behind all this. 
I've just had a talk with Patterson of 
the Steele Company. He's satisfied 
with the police reports and he wants 
them to stand. Well, I'm not, and I 
don't. I'm going out there." 

He pulled his white side whiskers 
thoughtfully. " I  am not on good terms 
with Mr. Patterson," he said slowly. 
" I  once represented Jonathan Steele's 
interests. Since his retirement from 
the presidency, Patterson changed at
torneys. He said I was an old fogy. 
Young man, I'll advance you five thou
sand dollars. You can draw on me up 
to the full amount." 

" You're a trump," I shouted. " 1  
beg your pardon, sir." 

The old man was writing a check. 
" Never mind a receipt. The check will 
be sufficient. Permit me to shake hands 
with you, Mr. Cody. You don't look 
as if you could afford to spend your 
legacy upon an altruistic mission." 

" I  can�t, sir, but I will." 
" Shake hands, Mr. Cody.'' 
I got up and had a thought. " Can 

you think of any reason why Patter
son should be willing to let a filthy libel 
on a good man stand, sir?" 

He pursed his lips. " Well, now, 
Jonathan had a horror of personal pub
licity. No doubt the spread in the 
newspapers about this wretched 
tragedy has infuriated him. Ap
parently he is convinced that it is the 
truth-this police report-so he wishes 
the affair to be forgotten as soon as 
possible. White Patterson is the presi
dent of the Company, he is still Jona
than's jackal. I can think of no other 
reason." 

" Well, I'm much obliged, sir." 
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YOU understand that I didn't have 
the slightest idea yet of  what I 
was up against, of the interests 

that were lined up against an honest 
effort to clear· a friend's- name. I didn't 
know I was a 'marked man already and 
that my life wasn't safe. I didn't -have 
any theory except that Steve hadn't 
gone voluntarily to that LOs Angeles 
dive and hadn't become embroiled with 
a negrO over a girl. 

I was determined to pin the killing 
on· the real murderer, but who he was 
or why Steve had ·been buin�d off I 
didn't have any more idea than the 
man in the moon. 

I cashed the check about a minute 
before closing time. As· things worked 
out, it was · ·exceedingly lucky I hadn't 
arrived there a minute later. 

About seven thirty that night I was 
having griddlecakes and sausages at a 
cafe in Times Square, where I used 
to eat when I was on the Force. I was 
not surprised to see Detective Sergeant 
Cassidy when he came in and touched 
me on the shoulder. Cassidy and I had 
been pretty good friends in the old 
days and my gun had gone off in time 
to save him from getting a few ounces 
of lead in him from the revolver of a 
yegg, once on a time. 

" How are you, Mike ?" I said cor
dially. " Sit down. What will you 
have ?" 

" Nothing," said Mike very gravely. 
He sat down, however. 

" Listen, Tim," he said, " I  wollldn't 
spill this for anybody but you. You got 
a dirty deal and I know it." 

" Spill what?" 
" There's an order out to bring you 

in. Issued aOOut five o'clock." 
" Bring me in !" I gasped. 
He nodded. " On account o·f that old 

matter. It seems they dropped you on 
suspicion, but evidence has turned up. 

You'll be jugged, tried and given a jail 
term, feller." . 

I turned pale, I suppose. " What evi
dence?" I exclaimed. " I  wasn't guilty. 
I never took a bribe from anybody." 

" But if  a few stools swear they saw 
you take it, eh ?" 

" Okay, bring me in," I said sullenly, 
A frame-up, but what could I do ? 

" Who, me ? I ain't seen you. Va
moose, feller. Good-by and good luck." 

He got up and walked out of the 
restaurant. I wasn't hungry any more, 
so I went out a minute later. 

That old business had been over and 
done with. The case against me had 
been so weak they hadn't dared to give 
me· il hearing. They dropped me for 
the good of the departtrient and let it 
go at that. What had brought the mat
ter up· again? 

I was so dumb that I had walked 
three blocks before I figured out the 
cause of it all. After I'd ripped into 
Patterson and had been chucked out, 
he had called Byron. Byron, of course, 
was crazy with rage. Byron knew my 
police record. ·And it looked as i.f Pat
terson had had drag enough to have the 
old charge revived and sweetened. 

As I turned into my own street I 
realized that" a plainclothes man would 
be waiting for me in front of  Mrs. 
Murphy's home. Well, I hadn't yet 
settled for my rent, but the junk in 
my room could be sold for more than 
enough to pay her bill. 

Turning back to Broadway, I went 
into a telegraph office and wired Rhoda 
to wait over in Chicago--that I'd meet 
her at the Congress Hotel. Rhoda had 
to be told what was being cooked up 
for her in New York. And, as the big 
town was too hot to hold me, and as 
I had large money in my pocket, after 
talking things over with Miss Robin
son, I'd go on to California and learn 
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what realty had happened to poor old 
Steve. • 

After that I taxied up to Yonkers 
and took a local train for Albany. For 
all I knew, the police might be look
ing for me at the Grand Central Sta
tion. There was a Chicago Express in 
the Albany station when my train 
pulled in, and I bough1 a berth and 
boarded it. At seven thirty the second 
morning I was waiting at the railroad 
station when the train pulled in. If  I 
missed Rhoda I'd pick her up at the 
Congress Hotel. YOu see, I wasn't sure 
she would stop over as I had asked her 
to do in the telegram. 

U HODA was one of the first off the 1.\... train and she recognized me be-
fore I saw her. It was because 

she was in black and wore a black veil. 
The first I knew she rushed into my 
arms. 

" Tim, oh, darling Tim I" she wailed. 
I'd seen several reporters and cam

era men hanging round, and figured 
they were laying for her, so I put an 
arm around her little waist and 
whisked her to a taxi. 

Because she was an actress the news
paper boys had assumed they would 
have no trouble interviewing her and 
taking her picture, and we got away 
ridiculously easy. 

In the taxi she laid her head on my 
shoulder and cried like a child. " It's 
been horrible, horrible," she sobbed. 
" Why did you want me to stop over, 
Tim ?  I've got to get back to work. 
I've held up the show for a week. I 
owe the people in the cast something, 
you know." 

" You're out of that show. You're 
not going back to New York," I told 
her. " I'll explain why later." 

She shook her head. " I must work 
or I'll go insane." 

" Well, we'll talk It over." 
The cab arrived at the Congress Ho

tel and the porter took her bags and 
we walked into the lobby. " We'll both 
get rooms," I said. " I'll take a suite 
because we've got to talk about a lot 
of things." 

As she registered, a red-faced, im
portant looking person stepped up to 
her. 

" Miss Robinson," he said. " I am 
Mr. Frothingham, Chicago representa
tive of the Jonathan Steele interests. 
I had a wire to offer you our services." 

" Thank you. I want nothing from 
the Jonathan Steele interests," she said 
coldly. 

" But, Miss Robinson-" 
" You heard what the young lady 

said, Mister," I said sharply. 
He scowled at me. " Who the devil 

are you ?" he demanded. 
" This is my very dear friend and 

the friend of the late Stephen Steele, 
Mr. Cody," said Rhoda haughtily. " I 
wish to go to my room." 

" And that will be all, Mr. Froth
ingham," I told him and sort of gave 
him the shoulder. 

He stepped back and scowled more 
fiercely than before, but he said noth
ing, and we went up to the eighth 
Aoor. They put Rhoda's suitcase in 
her room and then I took her into the 
parlor of the suite which was across 
the hall. 

" It's wonderful of you, Tim," she 
said, " after the way I treated you, but 
when I received a long distance tele
phone call from the Los Angeles po
lice telling-telling me-" She burst 
into tears again. 

" Forget it, kid," I said uncomfort
ably. 

" I  only thought of getting there as 
soon as possible." 

" Of course the reports of the cir-
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cumstances of his death are all 
wrong-'' 

'' Of course they are. Steve wasn't 
like that. You know it, Tim." 

" You bet.'' 
" They were awful to me out there. 

They asked me the most offensive ques
t-ions. They insinuated that I took the 
steamer especially to meet him ; that I 
hooked him. His grandfather's secre
tary was horrible." 

I made a mental note of that. 
" And they wouldn't let me go to 

the £-£-funeral. I went to Santa Bar
bara and they turned nie away from 
the gates of his grandfather's estate. 
Two men forcibly put me on the train 
back to Los Angeles. I might have been 
a criminal." She wiped away her tears. 

" Rhoda, it was Steve all right? You 
identified the-er-body ?" 

" How could I? When I arrived all 
the formalities had been complied with 
and identification and cause of death 
established, and they had taken Steve 
to Santa Barbara. I phoned to Santa 
Barbara, to his grandfather, and was 
told he was ill and could see nobody. I 
talked with his secretary and said I 
was coming up to attend the funeral. 
He said, in the nastiest way, that only 
relatives would be present-that he 
didn't believe I had been engaged to 
Steve. ' Mr. Steele told me to say'-
1 quote his words-' that this adven
turess must not be recognized in any 
way. I'm sorry, Miss Robinson, but 
you must understand the situation.' 
' I'm coming to Santa Barbara. I in
sist upon seeing Steve,' I cried, and he 
hung up on me." 

I swore under my breath. 

" DEPORTERS kept coming to see 
_a me and, naturally, I told them 

about the treatment I had re
ceived and that I didn't believe that 

Steve had done the things in Los An
geles that they said he had. And I was 
frightfully angry and I suppose I was 
indiscreet. Oh, Tim, I'm so unhappy." 

" So they dcn't believe that you were 
engaged to him," I remarked. " Rho
da, they'll change their minds about 
that. Steve made his will before he 
took the plane. He left you his moth
er's estate all except ten thousand dol
lars. He left that to me. To me, whom 
he hadn't seen for years." 

Her eyes grew misty. " I  don't want 
his money, but it was wonderful of 
him. Tim, do you think he knew he 
was going to die ?" 

" No. People often make their wills 
before taking a long airplane trip. I'm 
on my way to California. I'll clear his 
name-" 

She rocked from side to side. 
" What does it matter? He's dead. 

I'll never see him again." 
I gazed at her uneasily. I hardly 

dared say what I wanted to. 
" What's troubling you?" she asked 

sharply. 
" A lot of things. Rhoda, if you had 

identified that body, I'd give in. If 
you'd seen him in the coffin, that would 
settle it But until it's absolutely 
proved, I'm not admitting that it was 
Steve who was killed in that den in 
Los Angeles." 

She stared at me wildly. 
" I'm not wanting to raise false 

hopes," I said dubiously. " The whole 
thing is a mystery to me." 

" Tim," she screamed, " do you 
think there's a chance-a possible 
chance ?" 

" I didn't until I found out that they 
wouldn't let you see him. Of course, 
that might be old Jonathan's mean
ness. He hated cards and liquor and 
the stage. But they knew you and 
Steve were engaged. The pelice had 
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a letter to prove it. They treated you 
so badly that it's suspicious." 

The sun came out on Rhoda's pretty 
face. " Tim," she cried, " I  want to 
believe-l'm going to. Oh, Tim, find 
him for me." 

" I'm going to do my best," I said 
solemnly. " I've drawn five grand of 
my legacy. I'll spend the other half." 

" And eVery dollar I have in the 
world I" she exclaimed. " Only I don't 
understand why-" 

" I've other reasons for being sus
picious. It ought to be possible to ex

hume the body-" 
" Tim, they had him c-c-c-cremated." 

She burst into tears again. 
" And that's suspicious. Now, Rho

da, this is why you have to watch your 
step." I told her about Patterson and 
the filthy plot in New York. 

" But why should they persecute me 
whether Steve is dead and whether he 
isn't?" she psped. 

I shook my head, puzzled. " The 
thing to do is to be discreet. We're up 
against something very ptculiar. I'm 
going to write a statement for you to 
sign that will save you from trouble, 
and maybe help us work this out. You 
will say that you are sorry if any 
statements of yours caused publicity 
offensive to the Jonathan Steele inter
ests. Since Mr. Steele's will has proved 
oonclusivdy you were his fiancee, you 
are as eager as they are to keep fur
titer discussion of his strange death out 
of the newspapers." 

" I  won't sign any such thing, after 
their treatment of me," she said indig
nantly. 

' ' You will, and I'll mail it to Pat
terson. They'll let you alone. Yoll go 
back to the show. You need work. I 
don't dare tell you to hope." 

" You don't have to," she said 
eagerly. " And I'll sign." 

" I'm pulling out now. I'll take the 
next plane to the coast." 

" You've saved my sanity, Tim. I 
want to kiss you." 

Well, I had the most delicious sen
sation of my life. It was a life that 
hadn't had gfrls in it much. She de
cided to go on to New York and prom
ised to refuse to make any statement 
to the reporters there, and I witnessed 
her statement, sealed it in an envelope 
and dropped it in the hotel mail chute. 
It would surprise Patterson to get i t  
with my name as witness after what 
I haO told him in his office. 

Part of my load of grief had 
dropped off me when I left Rhoda at 
the door of her room and went down 
and checked out of my suite after hav
ing occupied it only an hour, 

CHAPTBR V 
The Gunman 

WITH five grand in my jeans, the 
five dollars for the suite didn't 
trouble me any. Of course I 

knew that it was a hundred to one 
that poor old Steve was dead and in 
his grave, but while there was a hun
dredth of a chance I'd not wear crape 
for him. 

But if Steve wasn't dead, who had 
kindly impersonated him and got his 
throat cut r And if  the dead body 
wasn't Steve's, why had the Steele es
tate buried somebody in his name? And 
what was it all about anyway ? 

I went into the bar and downed a 
quick one and then went out of  the 
hotel and walked half a block toward 
the Loop. A man came out of a door
way suddenly and almost bumped into 
me. He stared. 

" Say," he exclaimed, " ain't you 
Tim Cody?" 

I gave him the old fake smile that 
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you pull when you don't want to ritz 
somebody that you don't recognize but 
who may be an old friend. 

" Sure," I said, and gave him the 
once over. When a man's been a cop 
and worked up to taking off the har
ness and going in " cits " he either gets 
hunches or instincts or he don't last 
long: And I knew this was no fanner 
acquaintance as soon as I gave him a 
gander. 

And I sensed rather than heard 
somebody come up dose behind me. 
This fellow had stuck out his right 
hand like a hotel greeter. I grabbed 
it, seized his elbow with my left and 
swung him round between me and the 
fellow I thought was right behind. And 
stire enough he was. 

And his ·right hand was inside his 
coat and it was coming out. 

Slam went the greeter, square into 
him. He toppled backwards. I fetched 
the old pal a terrific kick and I was 
on the other guy as the automatic came 
out. He fired a couple of shots, but 
they were headed for the blu� sky
and theil I twisted the gun out of his 
hand, swung him around and gave him 
the boot. He went flying a dozen feet. 

I looked around. Pedestrians were 
scurrying in all directions. People who 
were coming out of doorways ran back 
into them. Automobiles coming down 
and up the street and jammed on their 
brakes when the first shot was fired 
and traffic had come to a full stop. I 
was alone in a wide cleared space ex
cept for my boy friends who were tak
ing it on the lam. 

Now a cop came out of the doorway 
iritO which he had run when the war 
started to break out. 

From long training, people in Chi
cago know what to do when bullets be
gin to fly. 

" What's the matter with you?" asks 

this �op. " Why didn't you plug them? 
You had the gun and you could have 
drilled 'em." 

" Not in that business, brother," I 
said with a grin. " So you know what 
happened." 

" I  saw you get the gun away from 
him," he admitted. " Well, let's stroll 
down to the station. Reckernize either 
of them?" 

" Couple of strangers to me. I 
haven't been in Chi for years, and I 
only got in an hour ago from New 
York." 

He gave me a side glance. " ·New 
York dick ?" he.asked. 

" Nope. Business man." 
" Why did they try to spot you ?" 
Feeling I had to give him some kind 

of yarn, I said, " Well, I was in the 
hotel bar back thete and I suppose they 
got a look at my wad. I've considerable 
cash on me." 

" Well, we'll make a report. Just a 
matter of formality. I thought maybe 
you were a ' G  '-man. You worked 
fast, feller." 

" Instead of bothering with me, why 
didn't you chase 'em ?" 

" Aw, they were lost in the crowd!' 
While I was pretty well convinced 

that he knew Who they were arid what 
gang they belonged to, I didn't say ariy 
more. Even in New York policemen 
know it's goO<i business to Jay off cer
tain criminals b«ause they have an 
" in " downtown, and from what I've 
heard of Chicago, things were pretty 
bad. 

In the station house I told my tale, 
turned in the captured gun and shook 
hands all around. The general impres� 
sion was that I was a G-man, and nat
urally wouldn't admit it. The cop had 
told how I handled the pair and it 
sounded pretty professional at the sta
tion house. 
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I went Into an aviation office in the 
Loop, found I could get a California 
plane in two hours and decided that the 
airport would be a safe place for yours 
truly. Besides, I wanted to make some 
inquiries there. Steve had changed 
planes at Chicago to go on to Los 
Angeles. 

Now the truth was that I hadn't 
flashed a wad in the hotel bar. I paid 
for my drink with small change. And 
I had been in Chicago but once before 
when I came on from New York to 
bring a prisoner back and had spent 
only an hour in the town. I'd never set 
eyes on the two bozos �ho jumped me, 
but they knew my name. 

So I added what I guessed to what 
I knew and concluded that the Jona
than Steele Company's nice Mr. Froth
ingham had sicked them on me. 

It was probable that somebody had 
been on the Chief to keep an eye upon 
the troublesome Miss Robinson and 
that somebody had bought a look at 
my telegram to her. And Mr. Patter
son had been wired and knew that I 
was meeting Rhoda to tip her off of 
the plot against her. Which explained 
Mr. Frothingham meeting us at the 
hotel. 

So it had reached a point where Mr. 
Patterson thought it was a good idea 
to have Tim Cody scragged since he 
had failed to get him jailed in New 
York. And there probably would be a 
reception committe awaiting Tim Cody 
in Los Angeles. 

All of which indicated to me that the 
Jonathan Steele Company was pro
tecting more than the delicate sensi
bilities of old Jonathan, who hated 
publicity so badly. For the first time I 
realized what I was up against. The 
Steele interests wouldn't stop at mur
der to prevent further investigation of 
the circumstances leading to the death 

of Steve Steele in Los Angeles. One 
man and a girl against half a billion 
dollars, and a countrywide and, evi
dently, unscrupulous organization. 

Reynolds had stated that Patterson 
was Jonathan's jackal. I.  wondered if  it 
wasn't that Jonathan, being eighty-two 
years old, might not be Patterson's 
stooge. I couldn't believe the old man 
would stand for the murder of his 
grandson's friend and the vilification 
of the girl who had been engaged to 
his dead grandson. 

I had bought my ticket on the plane 
under the name of Peter Anderson, the 
first name that came into my mind. I 
took a taxi to the field and, in the wait
ing room, wrote a long air mail letter 
to Mr. Reynolds. I told him about the 
revived charges against me at Police 
Headquarters, told him about the plot 
against Miss Robinson and the steps I 
had taken to call off Patterson's dogs, 
and said I was on my way to Los An
geles. I didn't tell him of my hunch 
Steve might be alive because it seemed 
too ridiculous. 

After that I made a few cautious in
quiries in the airplane office. The Steele 
murder case was still being di!K:ussed, 
and it was easy to bring up. Nobody 
in the office remembered him, but I 
learned something that pleased me. I 
was going out with the same plane 
crew which had carried Steve Steele 
to Los Angeles a little more than a 
week before. 

During the long wait I kept my eyes 
open. It wasn't at all impossible that 
I had been traced by whomever was 
interested in my movements to the air
port. However, when it came time to 
go, I hadn't been interfered with at 
all. 

So, for the first time in my life, I 
climbed into an airplane. I wasn't 
afraid, but I admit I was nervous. 
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However, the size of the machine, 
its trio of motors, lhe spaciousness of 
the cabin and the character of the pas
sengers calmed me down. Flying had 
come to be pretty near as safe as rail
roading. Steve, certainly, had not been 
killed in the air, but after he landed on 
the ground. I'd come close to being 
snuffed out that morning on the 
ground, so why should I be afraid of 
the air ? 

I had one of the rear seats, and, as 
the plane was only half full, there was 
nobody within two rows of me. 

I suppose I turned pale when we took 
off and I grabbed the back of the seat 
in front of me with both hands and 
clutched them so tightly my knuckles 
turned white. I heard a giggle, but I 
held on until we stopped climbing and 
then I looked around. She smiled-a 
very pretty smile. 

" Everybody feels that way the first 
time," she remarked. 

" Oh, detective, eh ?" 
She shrugged her shoulders. " The 

symptoms are obvious." 
She went forward to do something 

for the old lady, came back and sat 
down opposite me. She caught me look
ing at her and half-smiled. 

" All right," l said. " It's the first 
time-but I'm beginning to like it." 

" Of course. Everybody does. That 
old lady has traveled with me five 
times." 

" I had a friend come out on one 
of  these planes about ten days ago. 
Name of Stephen Steele." 

Her eyes grew big. ' 1  A friend of 
,yours?" she exclaimed. " You mean 
the man who was killed in Los An
geles?" 

I nodded. H He and I went to school 
together up in Providence, Rhode Is
land. I saw him off on the plane from 
New York with his fiancee." 

" I remember him. He traveled out 
to Los Angeles with us," she said. 

" Really? What did you think of 
him ?" 

" Well, 1--er-I wouldn't have 
thought he was that kind of man." 

" Talk with him ?" 
" Only a few words. He said he had 

traveled by plane all over Europe. I'd 
love to go to Europe." 

" Who wouldn't ? Was there any
body with him ?" 

" No, I don't think so. Oh, there was 
a gentleman named Blake, with whom 
he got acquainted on the trip. 1 think 
he was conn«:ted with the Jonathan 
Steele Company. \Ve carry a lot of 
Jonathan Steele men east and west." 

" Know his first name ?" 
" Parker B. Blake. I've had him on 

my plane often." 
" Your plane?" I said with a grin. 
" Well, one gets to think like that. 

After all, I'm the only one in the crew 
who gets around among the passen
gers. Excuse me." She went forward 
beeause one of  the traveling men had 
rung a bell. 

I looked out at the clouds and the 
ground below, which resembled a 
raised map, and thought about vari
ous things. 

So a Jonathan Steele man had 
boarded Steve's plane and gotten ac
quainted with him. Name of Parker B. 
Blake. I'd find out in Los Angeles 
something about Mr. Blake. 

As an investigator I would have no 
standing in Los Angeles. I hadn't even 
a New York private detective's license. 
If the L. A. police got interested in 
me and wired New York, New York 
headquarters would give me a black 
eye. I'd have to work strictly under 
cover. 

One thing I knew. That Steve had 
intended to gc dir«:tly to his grand-
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father's home in Santa Barbara upon hop back to New York and Rhoda. 
his arrival in Los Angeles. I knew Somebody had held him over two days 
how eager he was to see the old man, in Los Angeles. I wondered i-f it could 
to get his conference over with and have been Parker B. Blake. 

But tbera werw othera beside Parker B. Blake who were to mab Tim Cody 

::de.:�iti�; �gi�fi::-. s:::;r.: ;.t;:,.:'r:::� =�y �ura.;.;!;ib!c:et':y�: 
in the �ancbl that rodced th. rtation7 h Rhoda Robm- really the adventure• that 
jODathan Steele think. .be b7 Mote myttery and thriiU in the Meond installmead 
Continue thi• ttOI')' nut week. 

Cipher Solvers' Club for June 
(C.nttinuul/rQm !AJt Week) 

Cryptograms are inlri!]1titJg miniature mysteries! And intcrtst in them 
is ever increasing/ As evidence of this, please wilt�css that our readers sent 
us s,501 anstvers to ciphers Nos. IJJ-j6, inclusive, published in our cipher 
drparlment during June, raising our grand total for the year to 37,128 an
swers! Your natm is listed below if you sent us otu or more answers to 
the Jum Cr·)'ptograms. The asterisks indicate Inner Circle Club members, 
'U'ho have individual records of r,ooo or more solutions. The Cipher Solvers' 
Club for J.uly will" be published soon. Watch for it! And se11d us one or 
more answers to this week's ciphers/ 
Ektlm-Mrs. Patricia Hall, l.agr&nge, Tex.; J, 

C. Schock, New York, N. Y.; E. Smith, New 
York, N. Y. 

Te�J'--Alpba Btt, Merchantville, N. J.; Duke 
d'Ekud, Bronx, N. Y. ;  AI. Liston, Newuk, N. J . ;  
N. A .  0. ,  Brooklyn, N. Y.; Jerry Phelan, Bronx, 
N. Y.; E��:..,5gt., Os5i.ning, N. Y.; Will Will, White 
Plain5, N. Y. 

Ni-stephen Ba1'1.bu, New York, N. Y.;  
Mabs, Baltimore, Md.;  Walter Mason, Brooklyn, 
N. Y.;  Octogenarian, Fancy Prairie, Dl.; Pangram, 
Lakewood, Ohio; Mn. J. C. Saunders. Vallejo, 
Calif. 

Six-Bob Ariola, E. St. Louit, m.; Fanner Dot, 
Perry, N. Y. ; W. R. G., Maywood, Ill. ;  Mary 
Alice Haller, Matoaka, W. Va.; Illy, Akron, Ohio; 
Mn. S. L. Johnson, Ocala, Fla.; *Kriptobcll$, 
Hope, N. Mcx.; Harold W. Pickard, San Diego, 

Calif.; Bob-on-the-Road, Dayton, Ohio; Mn. 
Alvin Scbblcr, Croton-on-Hudson, N. Y.; Scgro, 
Brooklyn, N. Y.; Sibl.i, Jamaica Plain, Mass. ;  
C .  P .  Snively, 

_
Long Beach, Calif.; Tr N .  Tw.bt, 

London, Ontario, Canada; WooJZ, Bisbee, Ariz. 
Fi1111-Ma.rp.ret Cbamhctlain, Buffalo, N. Y . ;  

Curtis Christcn!en, Chicago, IU . ;  Mrs. Ethel 
Gratri.r: Cookson, W'mtbrop, Me.; D. R. Eason, 
Grand Rapids, Mich.; J. A. G., Philadelphia, Pa.; 
Robert S. Hanson, Kenosha, Wis.; Mn. L. R. 
Hilliard, Seattle, Wash.; Kappa Kappa, Seattle, 
Wash.; Morris Levine, Pampa, Tex.; Fannie M. 
Price, Albany, N. Y.; Patrick Ryan, Brooklyn, 
N. Y.; GccKaSce, Seattle, Wash.; Mn. B. C. 
Squires, ThoiDUton, Conn.; Chi Valor, Winnipeg, 
Manitoba, Canada; Lou\a WiUiams, Stockton, 
Calif. 

�� �  
WHEN YOU BUY TH£ JU�IwiJWH. 



H
E was a timid-appearing little 

man about five feet five with 
sloping shoulders and a stringy 

body. But his eyes ! There all that 
was timid about him vanished in a fer
vid glow that burned in their gray 
depths. You had to look deeply to see 
it. But you forgot all about his air of 
timidity when you saw that light. 

Police Commis-

Moll of the 
Moment 

awed amazement 

By Davis Dresser 

sioner had listened very patiently to 
Brunt's request. 

" I'm extremely sorry." The tom
missioner waved a heavy hand. " Your 
plan is wholly unorthodox. We can't 
consider it." 

" But I'm asking you to assume no 
responsibility." Brunt's voice was in 
keeping with his air of timidity. " I'm 

prepared to leave a 
sioner Joshua Mar
tin had not bothered 
to look deeply. He 
was in an irritable 
m o o d . Theodore 
Brunt was a taxpay
er, and the Commis-

statement exonerat
A Shup in Wolf1 Clothing ing the police from 
-and a Rat Dressed Like a any-" 

Man-Look Jt�st Alike to the 

Moll of the Moment 

Sl 

" Can't think of 
it,'' M a r t i n  said. 
Brunt stood before 
his desk in an atti-
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tude which exemplified utter de- to the G-Men I He shook his head de-
spair. jectedly. They'd probably laugh at 

" I've planned it so carefully, sir. him, too. 
I'm exactly The Monk's size and build, 
and I look enough like him to be his 
brother. A plastic surgeon has de
clared he can make the resemblance 
perfect." 

" No !" the commissioner roared. 
" I  won't countenance the use of  the 
Department as an instrument of  per
sonal revenge. We'll get The Monk, 
and we'll get him right." 

" Do you refuse to even give me a 
letter of introduction to 'th<" Federal 
men, sir?"; Theodore Brunt asked. 
" All I ask is an opportunity to put my 
proposition before them." 

" No!" The irate commissioner's 
fist thudded doWn on the desk. 
Theodore Brunt sighed and made his 
way out of the office. It had taken 
every ounce of influence he possessed 
to gain the police commissioner's ear. 
He could do no more. 

A little trickle of rage spread 
through him as he swayed on a street
car strap. No one would listen to him. 
If he could get to the Federal men with 
his plan he believed the outcome would 
be different. They weren't tied up 
with crooked politics. The Monk was 
now at the head of their Public Enemy 
list. 

His name had been placed there after 
a daylight bank robbery in this city, 
after The Monk and his henchmen fled 
the scene leaving one dead and one 
dying. 

The dying man had been Herman 
Brunt. He died in Theodore's arms 
half an hour later. The strange, fervid 
light had been kindled in Theodore 
Brunt's eyes while he whispered a last 
promise to his brother. 

A single, iron purpose had entered 
his soul that day. If he could only get 

HE got off the street car in a neigh
borhood of modest apartment 
buildings, and walked to the 

Gramercy with bowed head, thinking 
deeply. He murmured apologies to 
people who bumped into him as he 
walked along. 

At the Gramercy, he walked up to 
his neat second-floor apartment and let 
himself in with a latchkey. Silence 
hung over the apartment like a pall. It 
had prevailed for a month. His brother 
had shared the apartment with him 
until a month ago. Both had been 
bachelors, and had been very close to 
each other. 

He went to an oblong table before 
the window with a faint sigh. There 
was a neatly arranged pile of news
paper clippings on one side of the table, 
the accumulation of a month. Each 
clipping dealt with some phase of The 
Monk's murderous career. 

A large cardboard placard lay be
side the clippings. Bold lettering pro
claimed the offer of a $J,OOO.oo reward 
for The Monk. His photographs cov
ered the placard. Most of them had 
been taken three years ago while he 
was beating the rap for a newsboy's 
murder. 

Brunt picked up the placard with 
both hands, as though he lifted a heavy 
weight. He held it before him and 
studied the familiar features of his 
brother's murderer. 

He knew it was no trick of the 
imagination that he seemed to peer at 
his own reflection. The lips were a 
trifle fuller than his, the forehead more 
sloping. There was a scar on The 
Monk's left cheek, and the pictured 
nose was minutely off-center. Plastic 
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surgery could alter all differences in a Unless they looked deep into his 
few days. eyes. Light gray-like The Monk's-

Brunt laid the placard down, turned, there was a subtle difference. The 
and stared across the room at a framed Monk's eyes were cold, the eyes of a 
portrait of his murdered brother. It cold-blooded killer who enjoys his 
seemed to him that the eyes were trade. 
accusatory. Theodore Brunt's eyes still held the 

He winced; wanted to cry out to his fervid glow that had been born in them 
brother that he had done his best : that when his brother lay there dying in his 
no one would listen to him ; that they arms. 
considered him mad to suggest imper- He laid the placard' down, went back 
sonating The Monk in the hope of con- . to the living room and unfolded the 
tacting and trapping him. newspaper. Front-page headlines told 

He did not cry these things out to of The Monk's flight from a Kansas 
his brother. He strode over and con- City hide-out last night less than an 
fronted the framed portrait. There hour before G-Men raided the place. 
was nothing timid abou·t him as he The item stated that he was believed to 
stood there. He said aloud : have fled into Missouri. 

" I'll not give up, Herman. I'm An hour later Theodore Brunt was 
going to keep that promise I made you. on board a train bound for a small city 
They'll have to listen. I'll get to the in Missouri less than a hundred miles 
G-Men somehow. I'll prove to them from Kansas City. He wore dark 
that I'm not crazy." glasses and a clerical collar; limping, 

II 

TWO weeks later, Theodore Brunt 
again entered his second-floor 
apartment. He carried a folded 

newspaper in one "hand. The apart
ment had a stale, musty odor. He laid 
the newspaper down, opened a window, 
took up the reward placard and went 
into the bedroom to face the triple mir
rors there. 

Meticulously, he compared his new 
reflection from the three angles with 
the killer's photographs. 

His lips were now as full as The 
Monk's; his forehead sloped in the 
same measure ; an identical scar stood 
out boldly on his left cheek ; his nose 
was just as minutely off-center as was 
The Monk's. 

The plastic surgeon had done his 
work well. No man could have said 
that the re·flection in the glass was not 
The Monk. 

stoop-backed, with the aid of  a cane. 
He had procured the disguise from a 
theatrical outfitter. 

He arrived in Grainger at four 
o'clock that afternoon, a bustling little 
city of ten thousand inhabitants, none 
of whom paid the slightest attention to 
a limping clergyman. 

He taxied to a second-class hotel, 
signed his full name to the register. 
limped out to reconnoiter. He found 
the sort of place he sought less than 
two blocks from the hotel. 

The Ideal Beer Parlor and Cafe was 
ideal for his purpose. There was a bar 
near the front, small, untidy tables in 
the rear. Uncouth men were congre
gated at the bar. 

Brunt limped back to the hotel, buy
ing a five-cent pad of writing paper on 
the way. In the security of his room, 
he straightened his back with a groan 
and went through a series of limbering 
exercises. Then he composed an 



84 DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY 

an6nymous note in a school-boy 
scrawl : 

Have G-Men come to Ideal Beer Par
lor and Cafe at eight tonight if they want 
The Monk. Keep local police off \)e(:ause 
they are in cahoots with The Monk and 
will tip him off. LAw AND 0RDEI. 
He put the communication in a cheap 

envelope, addressed it to the editor 
of the local · paper, marked it 
" URGENT," took up his cane and 
went out. 

Half a block from the newspaper 
office, he selected a moment when there 
were no passers-by to reinove his 
glasses, straighten his back and lay his 
cane in the grass. Then he hurried to 
the newsboy on the corner and handed 
him a dollar bill and the envelope. 

" Take this. in to the editor, son. It's 
important." 

The boy took bill and envelope, wide
eyed. Brunt whirled about and re
traced his steps. The boy stared after 
him a moment, then sprinted up the 
steps to the. editor's office. Unobserved, 
Brunt replaced his glasses, retrieved his 
cane, and limped back to the hotel. 

HE stayed in the seclusion of his 
room until six o'clock, nerving 
himself for the coming ordeal 

He calculated it would be impossible 
for the Federal men to reach Grainger 
before seven, but he wished to make 
sure and be at the Ideal before they 
came. It was imperative that they have 
every chance to make one of their cele
brated pick-ups " without a shot being 
fired." 

He left cane, glasses, clerical co11ar, 
and limp behind him when he went out. 
He wore a shabby gray suit and an old 
slouch hat. 

With hat-brim pulled well down on 
his brow, he walked swiftly to the Ideal 

and went to a rear table, Selecting a 
seat half-facing the door, he ordered 
beer and btgan practicing looking like 
a hunted desperado who hasn't the 
slightest idea that G-Men are on hi_, 
trail. 

He kept his hat on, turned up his 
coat collar, assumed a slightly furtive 
air, glancing up quickly and then away 
nervously each time the front door 
opened. 

An hour and a half passed swiftly. 
Then tingles began to chase themselves 
up and down his spine. The Feds had 
arrived, They were closing in. Drift
ing casually into the Ideal singly and in 
twos and threes. Hard-eyed, calm
featured men. Mostly in their thirties. 
Casually disinterested in the man at the 
rear table. 

Two of them seated themselves di
rectly behind Brunt. Another sat on 
his right. Two others blocked his path 
to the door. Others loitered at the 
bar. 

Brunt drank his beer and waited. A� 
the G-Men came in, the other cus
tomers departed. They were damned 
clever about clearing the room without 
appearing to do so, Brunt thought ap
preciatively. He couldn't catch a sig
nal nor hear a spoken word from any 
of them. 

But the room was cleared. Increas
ing tensity pervaded the atmosphere. 
Brunt finished his beer and waited. 

A heavy, florid-faced man appeared 
in the doorway, His glance drifted 
over the room, settled on Brunt. 

He moved toward him purposefully. 
Brunt's heart pounded. He was care
ful to keep both his hands in plain 
sight. 

The heavy man stopped in front of 
him. The others pressed in. Brunt 
drained his beer mug. 

The heavy man said : " All right, 
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Monk. Don't move a finger. It'll be 
suicide." 

Brunt stammered : "Sir ? I-I don't 
understand." He made a motion to 
rise. Men closc=d in on him. Each 
wrist was cuffed to that of a G�Man 
as he continued his unheeded pro
testations. 

No one listened to him. He was the 
center of a little procession of impas
sive men that filed out of the Ideal, 
taxied to the airport, and took a char
tered plane to Kansas City. 

III 

IT was after midnight when Brunt, 
handcuffed and 'heavily guarded, 
was brought into the presence of 

the heavy, florid-faced chief in the 
F.B.I. headquarters in Kansas City. 

Federal Agent Grimes slowly got to 
his feet. He looked as though he had 
eaten something that had disagreed 
with him. He said curtly to his men : 

" Take the hardware off him. And 
all of you may go." 

Brunt straightened with a sigh of re
lief as handcuffs were unlocked and his 
guards filed out. 

Grimes held out a heavy hand and 
said slowly : " I have an apology to 
make-Theodore Brunt. On behalf of 
the Government, my men, and myself." 

Brunt took his hand and shook it 
effusively. " That's quite all right," he 
faltered. " Indeed, that is quite all 
right, sir." 

" Sit down." Grimes indicated a 
chair and they both sat. " We've 
checked every detail of your story. I 
just received the report on your prints. 
It conclusively checks your identity." 
He pressed a hand wearily to his brow, 
" This is going to be difficult. Your 
resemblance to The Monk is the most 
extraordinary thing I've ever wit
nessed." 

Brunt leaned forward, his eyes blaz
ing into those of the federal agent. 
This was the moment long awaited ; the 
opportunity he had connived to bring 
about. His voice became hard, stac
cato, breathing certitude and a meas
ure of defiance : 

" I'm the one who should apologize. 
I shan't. I don't care. I sent the 
anonymous note that brought you to 
Grainger. I had to reach you some
how ; had to prove that the devil him
self wouldn't know me from The Monk 
if I happened to go down to hell in his 
place." 

Grimes stiffened to attention. He 
held a cigar poised toward his lips. He 
laid the cigar down and said flatly : 
" Go on." 

Brunt went on in his new, incisive 
voice that commanded respect. He told 
about his brother's murder by The 
Monk ; his carefully thought·out plan 
for impersonating the mobster in hopes 
of attracting the attention of the gang ;  
about his unsuccessful conference with 
Police Commissioner Martin ; his de
cision to try and enlist the interest of 
Federal men ; the surgical operations he 
had undergone ; and finally he told Fed
eral Agent Grimes in detail how he liad 
planned the Grainger coup and put it 
in execution. 

Grimes heard him out without inter
ruption. He was pacing the floor when 
Brunt concluded with a plea for Fed
eral aid in putting his plan into 
execution. 

He continued to pace the floor sev
eral minutes after Brunt ceased speak
ing. Then flung his heavy body into 
a chair and savagely chewed an unlit 
cigar. 

" What do you want us to do?" 
" I  need all the private information 

you have on The Monk, his associates, 
his haunts. I want to do what people 
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who know The Monk expect him to 
do." 

Grimes shook his head slowly. 
" That's the wrong angle. Your one 
chance to accomplish anything is to 
hang around where The Monk will 
hear about you. If you should contact 
him that way , • . what could you 
do ?" 

" I  don't know," Brunt cried fiercely. 
" I'll find a way. It's worth trying at 
least." 

Grimes studied him soberly. He 
said : " I'll be hanged if I don't believe 
it is." 

" Thank God !" Brunt gulped back 
his eagerness as Grimes held up his 
hand. 

" The F.B.I. can take no part in this 
mad plan. You'll be on your own. I'll 
assign men to cover you, try to pull 
a raid in time to save you i f  you ·reach 
The Monk. That's all I can do. 
But . .  , there's a three grand reward 
for The Monk." 

Brunt drew himself up to his full 
five inches above five feet and spoke 
with dignity : " There is  a larger re
ward awaiting my success, sir." 

" So ?" 
" The fulfillment of a promise I 

made my brother a few seconds before 
he died." 

Agtnt Grimes nodded soberly. There 
was something grotesquely magnificent 
about the little man's sincerity. He 
laid his hand on Brunt's Shoulder and 
squeezed it hard. " I  believe you. 
You'll have your chance." 

" 1'11 see that you don't regret it." 
Grimes sat down and took a file of 

in the city. We have a pretty good idea 
of the section he's in. His moll of the 
moment happens to be a red-head. 
That's all we know ?" 

" His what?" Br�nt looked up in 
surprise. 

' ' His moll of the moment," Grimes 
repeated. " The Monk is smarter than 
most hot-shots. He picks up a new girl 
friend every time he moves. Generally 
selects a young kid who doesn't know 
what she's getting into. That's why 
he's so hard tO get a line on. He leaves 
them behind, either dead or in a shape 
that's little better." 

" I  see." Brunt wet his lips. 
" Better study this data tonight." 

Grimes pushed the file toward him. 
" Tomorrow, be ready to go out on the 
most dangerous assignment a man ever 
asked for. And may God go with 
you." 

Brunt murmured, " Thank you," al
ready deep in a perusal of the F.B.I. 
file on The Monk 

THE next afternoon a little man 
in a shabby gray suit and an old 
slouch hat was very much in evi

dence about one of Kansas City's 
suburban shopping centers. He seemed 
to have no particular business, content
ing himself with strolling aimlessly 
about, drinking a glass of beer here, a 
soft drink there ; visiting outlying gro
cery stores for a pack of cigarettes or 
a stale cigar ; standing for long inter
vals on the curb where he was a con
spicuous figure among the throngs of 
bargain-hunting housewives. 

It was to this section of modest 
papers from his desk. " Here is every homes and low-rent apartments that 
iota of information we possess on The the G-Men believed The Monk had 
Monk. Better familiarize yourself with fled when routed from his downtown 
it." He leaned back and locked his retreat. They had been tipped that he 
hands together, going on slowly : " We and three of his mob were hiding out 
have reason to believe our man is still in_. an apartment while the red-head 
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ventured out to do their shopping for following her. A waiting game was 
them. best. She would be back. He knew 

Brunt was trying to put himself in she would be back. 
the way of the red-head. His plans Two drunken bums had witnessed 
went no further than that. Grimes the little scene with interest. One of 
had assigned a dozen men to cover the them lurched off after the girl. The 
district. They were unknown to him, other loitered near Brunt. 
but he knew he was under constant The one who had followed the girl 
surveillance. came back presently. They conversed 

Nothing happened that first after- together in low tones, then stumbled up 
noon. Brunt saw two red-headed to Brunt. 
shoppers. Neither was the right one. He recOgnized one as a G-Man who 

He kept up his vigil until ten o'clock had participated in the Grainger fiasco. 
that night, was out at nine the next . " We've got the building," he muttered 
morning. Nothing happened through to Brunt. " We'll have it surrounded. 
noon and past. Nothing happened un- If  she takes you to The Monk . . . 
til five o'clock. wave your handkerchief out the apart-

Then he saw the red-head. He met ment window. We'll wait for the sig
her face to face as she came out of a nal." The two men lurched away, 
':ielf-service grocery with a heavy arguing loudly about the respective 
basket on her arm. fighting ability of Louis and Braddock. 

She gasped and shrank back. Every The red-head did not return until 
vestige of  color fled from her rather dusk. Her young shoulders drooped 
pretty face, leaving it piteously white and she carried herself with a patheti
save for smears of rouge on cheeks cally furtive air. 
and lips. She stared at him with her Brunt moved into her path. He saw 
lips working queerly, stark terror in a shudder pass over her body when she 
her eyes. saw him. A flash of intuition told him 

Brunt stared back, wondering what she had hoped he would not be there, 
the devil to do next. She solved the that she had prayed to whatever 
problem for him by coming forward, strange Gods she revered that she 
wobbly-kneed, gasping in a low tone : would not find him. 

" Monk ! Has something hap- But she came up to him bravely 
pened ?" enough, forcing a smile of bravado to 

" I'm afraid you've made a mistake. her red lips. " You wanta make some 
I don't believe I know you." Brunt dough?" Her young face was up
marveled at his own self-possession. turned to him, her slight body pressed 

She was grasping his sleeve ex- against his. The aroma of cheap per
citedly, staring into his eyes. Doubt fume drifted from red curls saucily es
came into her face ; then dismay and caping a saucy tam. 
rising terror. " I'll say I do." He made his voice 

She turned away stammering and sound eager. " Things have been 
hurried down the street without a tough lately." . 
backward glance as though pursued by •• C'mon with me." Thin fingers 
a thousand devils. were on his coat sleeve, tugging. 

Brunt's knees were trembling with He went with her wordlessly, alert 
savage exultation. He decided against but queerly unfrightened. Soon he 
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would stand face to face with his 
brother's murderer. This thought 
crowded all others out of his mind. 

She led him three blocks to an apart
ment house. It was growing darker. 
He saw nothing to indicate that the 
building was surrounded, but knew the 
enshrouding darkness was peopled 
with grim men who watched him walk 
into the trap. 

There wa·s no lobby. They went up 
in an operate-it-yourself elevator, and 
gut off at the 'fourth floor. She hesi
tated, looked · as though sh� were about 
to speak, warn ·him. Then she bit her 
underlip and went across the corridor 
to knock peculiarly on the door of a 
front apartment. 

The door opened noiselessly. Three 
killers confronted Brunt with drawn 
pistols. His hands went into the air 
instinctively. They stepped aside with
out relaxing their vigilance, and he was 
staring into the contorted features of 
The Monk. 

IV 

THE Monk's eyes held him with 
their reptilian gaze. The mobster 
muttered, " So ?" sibilantly. 

Brunt stammered : " What's all this 
about ? This girl said I could make 
some money by coming with her." 

The three gunmen were looking 
from The Monk to Brunt in awed 
amazement. The red-head pushed past 
Brunt to The Monk. " What'd I tell 
you ? Ain't he the dead-ringer for 
you?" Dismay tempered the triumph 
in her voice. 

The Monk put his arm about her 
slim waist, leering at Brunt. " Swell 
work, sweetie." To the trio, he said 
curtly: " Frisk 'him and tie him up. 
Plenty of adhesive tape on his yap. 
This is going to be like taking candy 
from a baby." 

The mobsters grimly frisked Brunt, 
fOund no weapon, bound him hand and 
foot, silenced his weak protests with a 
gag of tape over his mouth. The red
head slipped from The Monk's em
brace, watching the procedure with 
frightened eyes as though just realizing 
the part she had played in bringing 
Brunt here. 

The true horror of the situation did 
not dawn on either Brunt or the girl 
until The Monk and his men withdrew 
to a side table and conferred· over a 
whiskey bottle and glasses. 

" He11,'' The Monk was saying, 
" give me a drink before I get the jit
ters. Danmed if I know whether that's 
me on the floor or whether I'm stand
ing here." 

" Ain't it the truth?" ejaculated a 
squat, brutalized member of the trio: 

" What angle you gonna work on ?" 
A sleek youth in his teens asked it. 

The Monk put down a stiff drink. 
" There can't be but one angl� The 
G's have got the heat on. They ain't 
going to tum it off till they put me 
away. All right." The killer's full 
lips curled in a sneer. " We'U give 
them The Monk." 

" This bozo?" A scarred face turned 
to look at Brunt. 

" Why not ? I got me a double. 
Just like a movie star." The Monk 
drank again and laughed boisterously. 
" We'll take him for a ride a little 
Jater. Give him to the Feds to play 
with. That's alL They'll be satisfied. 
Put some other sap on their Public 
Enemy list. We stick close for a few 
days, then slope with the heat off." 

Brunt lay on the floor and heard 
The Monk signing his death warrant. 
His eyes went despairingly to the cur
tained front windows. A street light 
was just outside. It was a swell place 
to signal the G-Men from. 
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He flexed his muscles, testing the 
cords that bound him. They were cut· 
ling into his flesh, inflexible. His eyes 
went from the grim faces of the quartet 
at the table to the scared countenance 
of the red-head cowering in the corner. 

Vaguely, he pitied her. She seemed 
a forlorn figure. Probably she hadn't 
known what she was getting into when 
she stepped out with The Monk. 

The Monk was silencing a protest 
from one of his men. " Sure. I got 
that angle figgered too. He checks 
with me aU but the , prinu. That's 
where all the saps have been beat up 
to now. Fingerprints, Dillingu and 
Karpis I They tried acid and operations 
on their fingertips. There ain't but 
one way to get .rid of this guy's prints 
so the Feds can't check and find out it 
ain't the real Monk they pick up dead 
tomorrow." He paused. 

One of the trio moved uneasily, 
glancing over his shoulder at Brunt. 
" How you gonna work it, Monk?" 

" Chop his damned fingers off," The 
Monk grated. " There'll be headlines 
in all the papers tomorrow, raving 
about The Monk having more guts 
than any of the other big·timers. And 
there'll be editorials pointing out that 
gang vengeance always catches up with 
them in the end. Crime don't pay, 
they'll be saying in big letters." 

The three men turned to look at 
Brunt with new interest. He glared 
back at them, setting his teeth grimly 
behind the adhesive. 

The red·head came out of her corner, 
gasping convulsively:  " You can't do 
that, Monk. Not here. I won't let 
you do it here." She flung herself on 
him, sobbing wildly. 

" Get away." The Monk swung his 
arm in a semicircle, crashing his palm 
against her face to send her reelint 
across the room. She came up against 

the front windows, stood with her back 
to them, body held rigidly erect, pathet· 
ically young eyes glazing o.ver as The 
Monk ordered a butcher knife and 
bread board brought from the kitchen. 

Brunt writhed ineffectually on the 
floor. His heart pounded wildly. His 
gaze clung in fascinated horror upon 
the gleaming, long·bladed butcher 
knife. 

HE squirmed and threw himself 
about like a trapped wild thing, 
muttering crazy things behind 

the adhesive as the quartet gathered 
around him, loosened the cords binding 
his hands. 

He was begging them to kill him. 
His begging was a mumble behind the 
gag. He went into a frenzy, trying to 
force them to kill him instead of doing 
this monstrous thing. A heavy man 
sat on his head, laughing coarsely. 

The red·head swayed away from the 
window, throwing one hand up to cover 
her eyes as The Monk calmly knelt on 
the floor by Brunt. He drew a ·45 
automatic from a shoulder holster, set 
the sharp blade of the knife upright on 
the second joint of Brunt's left thumb. 

" Lean on it heavy, now," he grunted 
to the two men holding Brunt's wrist. 
" I'm going to use my gun for a ham
mer. Want to cut it clean the first lick. 
It's going to be messy, but we'll band· 
age him up so he won't bleed to 
death . . .'' 

Brunt heard everything, felt every
thing, with extraocdinary clarity. He 
had calmly faced death when undertak
ing this venture. But mutilation was 
different, somehow. 

It didn't make it any easier to know 
that the G·Men had the building sur
rounded, were out there in the thick 
darkness-waiting for the signal he 
could not give. 
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A savage leer distorted The Monk's 
face as he held heavy pistol poised 
above waiting knife. 

The red-head screamed shrilly as the 
pistol descended unerringly. 

Her body slid to the floor from in 
front of the window. Her single 
scream covered the slight sound of a 
key turning in the outer lock 

The four men were cursing ex
citedly, trying to stanch the flow of 
blood from ;Brunt's severed thumb. 

Then the room was full of grim
faced men. They came froni firemen's 
ladders through the front windows, 
leaping over the red-head's limp body. 

They poured through the door with 
ready pistols and leveled machine guns. 

The Monk was true to his rat-like 
tradition. He died 1ike a cornered rat. 

Men trampled on Brunt and bursting 
explosions sounded in his ears. His 
hand throbbed. A heel caught him be
hind the ear and he went out. 

A doctor was binding his hand when 
events swam back into his conscious
ness. The Monk lay near him, his face 
evilly contorted in death. 

Grimes bent over Brunt and tore the 
last of the tape from his mouth. Two 
G-Men were supporting the still limp 
body of the girl. The others had been 
taken away. 

" Swell work," Grimes was · saying 

exultantly. " You waited a tittle too 
long to signal." His gaze went mean
ingly to Brunt's bandaged hand. " But 
how the devil did you manage it at 
all ?" 

Brunt's eyes flickered from Grimes 
to the girl. The bow of her girlish sash 
had come untied. The flaring ends 
hung slackly-now that she had moved 
from the window and the breeze no 
longer caused them to flutter like a 
waving handkerchief. 

He said weakly : " That girl pulled 
it. Right before their eyes. She-was 
working with me all the time." 

The red-head moaned softly. Her 
eyes were coming open� reluctantly, as 
though she dared not let them gaze 
upon what she knew they would see. 

Grimes shot an order at his men. 
They released her, stepped back. She 
tottered forward, unable yet to compre
hend the trend of swiftly marching 
events. 

Grimes caught and steadied her, 
grUnting : " Swell work, sister. There'll 
be a reward for you two to split." 

" Not to split." Brunt spoke evenly. 
His eyes were fixed upon The Monk, 
stiffening in death. " She needs it. 
I've got what I wanted. She 
wants to get out of K. C. 'Fo a 
healthier cHmate. Maybe . . .  I should, 
too." 
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The Prize 
Dumbbell 

By 

Donald Barr Chidsey 

CHAPTER I 
A Man and His Shadow 

" LooK. Tiler••• your 

pal out there now, 

8ergeanU" 

Morton didn't look like a man
hunter. He was immaculately but con
servatively dressed ; he had a stolid, 
responsible manner; his eyes were a 
neutral gray, his mouth quiet, his head T

HE downtown end of  Flagler 
Street is probably the busiest 
place in the rather square ; he 

seemed mild-man
It T akts a Real Dumbbell to nered-just now in

city. Morton stood 
there watching cars 
pass. Behind him, 
beyond t h e park, 
sunlight was bright 
upon the waters of 
Biscayne Bay. 

Do the ObYious and Ruin a 

Carefully Laid Scheme of 

Cops - and Crooks! 

.. 

deed almost benign. 
His partner, Mc

Garvey, was fifteen 
or twenty feet away, 
excitedly bargaining 
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for peanuts with a vendor at the curb. 
McGarvey, young and massive, was al
ways excited about something. 

Though it was the middle of the sea
son there was really nothing for either 
of these men to worry about. Miami 
was clean, comparatively. The situa
tion was well in hand : Morton himself, 
camera-eyed Mortoo, could vouch for 
this. There were no prominent crooks 
in town, and there was no reason to 
expect trouble. 

Yet it is axiomatic that these are 
precisely the times when trouble comes. 

The car was moving north, very 
slowly, close to the curb. It was a 
touring car with Pennsylvania plates 
and the driver was its only occupant. 
He wore dark clothes and a dark felt 
hat pulled low over his eyes. 

When the car got opposite Morton it 
was scarct:ly moving. Suddenly the 
driver stepped hard on the accelerator, 
and at the same instant he drew an 
automatic and fired four times. 

He should have fired first and 
stepped on the gas afterward. · He 
must have been over-excited. As it was, 
the forward jerk of the car cost him 
his aim. 

Even so, one bullet clipped Morton 
on the left shoulder. He had been 
rocking on toes and heel s ;  and the force 
of the bullet, though no bone was 
touched, spun him around twice. He 
fell, reaching for his gun. 

He didn't fire because there were 
too many other cars, too big a crowd ; 
he might have killed some innocent by
stander. 

McGarvey wasn't so thoughtful. 
McGarvey bellowed like a wounded 
bull, dashed to the center of the Boule
vard, and sent four slugs of lead after 
the car before it disappeared in traffic. 
Then he ran to a parked machine, 
jumped on the running board. 

" Go !  Don't just sit there-go!" 
Morton too commandeered a car. 

But neither driver was eager to be 
killed, and both were frightened by the 
revolvers. 

They shrieked around the traffic cir
cle at 13th, McGarvey's car a little in 
the lead, McGarvey's mouth open in 
roars of rage which nobody could hear. 
A radio Ford joined the chase. But it 
was no use. The machine with the 
Pennsylvania plates was gone. They 
found it half an hour later over near 
the Seaboard Air Line yards, and they 
learned that afternoon that it had been 
stolen from a winter visitor who lived 
in Coconut Grove and who had a per
fect alibi. 

CAPTAIN MONTGOMERY was 
large and grave, a Buddha-like 
personage with pale blue eyes and 

a dark blue chin. He was a better poli
tician than policeman, but he was gvod 
enough as a policeman to realize that 
Wentworth L. Morton was better. The 
Captain 'trusted Morton in all things, 
recognizing him, privately, as the real 
head of  the Detective Division. 

" I  don't like it. There's no reason 
why anybody should take a crack at 
you, bang-bang-bang-bang, just like 
that." He fussed with papers. " Of 
course there are plenty of  crooks 
you've put away, from time to time, 
and that swore revenge. Sure. But 
you know as well as I do that when 
the boys swear revenge under those cir
cumstances they don't keep on meaning 
it. The can itself cools them off." 

" Besides," young McGarvey added, 
" we checked up on every one you 
pinched and who got jail tenns, and 
there's not a one of them that was re
leased just lately." 

McGarvey was wild with anxiety.
Morton was his hero, one-time partner 
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of McGarvey's old man, who had been 
killed at Morton's side ; and the young
ster had worshiped him since boyhood. 

" I  can't help thinking," Mont
gomery said slowly and carefully, 
seeming a shade embarrassed, " that it 
would be a good idea if  you were to 
get out of town for a little while, 
Mort." 

Morton's chin was low. He looked 
at Montgomery, moving only his eyes. 
He didn't say anything. 

" I  don't mean ru� away, of course," 
the Captain explained hastily. " It 
would be business, naturally. New 
York wired this morning that they've 
picked up the kid who pulled that 
haberdashery stick-up here last month, 
and we've got to send somebody up to 
extradite him-so why not you?" 

" Sure," McGarvey said eagerly. 
" The trip'd do you good, Mort!" 

Morton shifted gray tired eyes from 
Montgomery to his partner. 

" Since when," he asked, " have I 
been running out on gun parties?" 

" Now don't be a fool, Mort !" Mont· 
gomery leaned forward, waving his 
hands helplessly. " You know perfectly 
well that I didn't mean anything like 
that! But why stick your neck out ?" 

" Sure, Mort !" McGarvey chimed 
in. " Whoever that guy was, he meant 
to kill you. There wasn't anybody else 
around. He must have meant it for 
you !" 

Morton said : " Well?" 
Nobody answered. They knew how 

stubborn the man could be. They knew 
how he despised criminals, and how 
seriously he took his job. 

Morton went on slowly. " There's 
more to this than just a killing. It 
wasn't revenge, I don't think. Just 
like you said, Monty, cons don't get 
out with ideas of revenge still blazing 
inside of them. It was something else. 

" Now I'm not pinning medals on 
my own chest," he continued, " but the 
guy who killed me would know, if  he 
knew anything at all, that it would 
cause one awful stink in this town. 
Right?" 

Montgomery nodded. McGarvey 
nodded. 

" All right then. Whoever blasted 
at me must be somebody the cops don't 
know. Otherwise he wouldn't take the 
chance. But what did he do it for? 
There can only be one reason. He 
wanted to get rid of me because he 
wanted to pull some big job here." 

Montgomery said patiently, respect
fully: " If he wanted to pull a big job, 
why should he be afraid of you-I 
mean, if he hasn't got a record, if he's 
somebody you don't know?" 

" Maybe he's got friends, outside. 
Friends that are afraid to come here 
to Miami unless and until I'm out of 
the way. I don't want to boast, 
Monty, but you know yourself that I'm 
probably familiar with the mugs and 
modus operandi of more crooks than 
anybody else in the state." 

" More than anybody else in the 
country," McGarvey amended. 

" But what are you going to do 
about it, Mort?" Montgomery asked. 
" We don't want to see you shot." 

" Well, if it comes to that, I don't 
want to see myself shot. But the only 
way I can figure it is that somebody's 
boxing something damn big-so big 
they don't mind bumping off a popular 
hero by way of preliminary-and I 
want to find out what it's all about" 

" How ?" 
Morton only shrugged. He never 

would tell anybody how he worked. He 
was inherently secretive. Even Mc
Garvey, his partner and protege, sel
dom knew what Morton was thinking 
about. 
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' ' I'll assign you a bodyguard," 
Montgomery decided. 

" You won't do any such thing! I 
don't want a lot of flatfeet getting in 
my way everywhere I go." 

" Well, I'll go with you anyway !" 
shouted McGarvey. 

" I suppose you will," said Morton, 
and sighed. " You would anyway. If 
I tried to shoo you off, you'd come 
trailing along behind, ducking in back 
of trees whenever I looked around
and that would be worse than having 
you next to me. Well, all right. Come 
on." 

" Where do we go first ?" 
" How should I know?" 

THEY just ambled, apparently 
aimless. Huge McGarvey, per

spiring, looking anxious, watched 
his partner like a fussy hen. He did 
everything but take Morton's arm 
when they crossed streets. Morton 
seemed to have no great interest in 
anything, yet he went everywhere and 
asked all sorts of questions. Of course 
everybody knew him and he knew 
everybody-he'd been a cop for many 
yc;ars and he never forgot a face or a 
name, they said. 

" I  can't see where this is getting us 
anywhere," McGarvey growled. 

" Maybe1 not," Morton shrugged. 
" But we're going to do the same thing 
tonight, and also tomorrow. And the 
next day and the next, if we have to. 
There's something wrong in this town, 
and we're going to find out what it is." 

His method, or lack of method, was 
curious. He simply went around ask
ing questions. He listened to loud con
gratulations on his recent escape from 
death, but he never permitted men to 
talk for long about this. He asked 
questions, quietly, firmly, without any 
obvious purpose. McGarvey trailing 

him watchfully, he went to stores, fill
ing stations, beaneries, drinking estab
lishments, hotels. He talked also to 
people he met in the street, dozens of 
them. That night he and his shadow 
went to many gambling resorts. That 
night, too, seemingly for no reason at 
all, they drifted into the magazine store 
at Flagler and Miami A venue. The 
proprietor congratulated Morton on his 
escape of the morning. 

" Boy ! They better be careful about 
how they take potshots at you, Mort ! 
If  you ever got killed it'd sure be a 
scandal that'd tear this town apart !" 

" Yeah." Morton lighted a cigar. 
" What's been happening lately, Andy? 
'Any trick customers ?" 

" What do you mean, any trick cus· 
tamers?" 

" Well, anything unusual?" 
" I don't know. what you mean, 

Mort. I get a lot of funny customers 
here sometimes, people I never seen be
fore. You know we carry newspapers 
from all different cities all over the 
country-" 

" I  know that." 
"-and that means a lot of stran

gers." 
" Anything funny about any of them 

the last few days?" 
" Well . ." Andy was thinking, a 

considerable effort. " I  don't know as 
you'd exactly call this funny. It prob
ably don't mean anything." 

" Come on. Tell papa." 
" Well, anyway, there was a g11y 

came here about a week ago and boug-ht 
a copy of the San Francisco Examiner. 
Only one we carry. The next day he 
was in and bought a Salt Lake Citv 
paper, and the next day he bought a 
Denver Post." 

" Same guy?" 
" Same guy. And what's more, he 

was in here again yesterday and bought 
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a copy of the St. Louis Post-Dispatch, 
and damned if this morning he didn't 
buy a Louisville Journal." 

" Hum-m. . . . Getting closer to 
Miami all the time, eh ? He wasn't 
help from one of the hotels around 
here, was he?" 

" Didn't look like it." 
" What time does he come? The 

same time each day ?" 
" Yeah. Late in the morning. 

Around eleven or half-past." 
" What's he look like ?" 
" Oh, I wou.ldn't know. Kind of 

medium height and m�dium build, and 
I guess brown hair. That ain't much 
help, is it ?" 

McGarvey blurted : " No help at 
all !" 

" Oh, I don't know,'' Morton said. 
" It's hard to tell. Listen, Andy. I f  
that guy comes tomorrow you give 
Garv here the high-sign. He'll be 
across the street. And, Garv, you fol
low the guy. Don't speak to him or 
try to pick him up or anything! Just 
tail him, and when he goes somewhere 
give me a ring at headquarters." 

" I can't see any sense to this !" 
" I  can't either," Morton confessed. 

" That's why I want to know more 
about it." He turned to the proprietor. 
" You got extra copies of those papers 
he bought?" 

" Some. Not the Frisco paper or the 
Salt Lake City one, but I think I got 
extra copies of the others." 

" Let's have them." 

CHAPTER II 
It's in the Papers 

M
ORTON was a bachelor and 

lived alone, except for a Negro 
housekeeper who came in for a 

few hours each day. Scrupulously neat 
about everything, he didn't much need 

that housekeeper. In fact, he seldom 
was home anyway. Tireless, for all 
his years-he was not far from fifty
he practically lived on his job, and it 
was not at all unusual for him to spend 
the night at the office. McGarvey 
would go there in the morning and find 
the place blue with cigar smoke, which 
invariably annoyed McGarvey, who 
didn't use tobacco. 

Sometimes, however, Morton went 
home just for the sake of quiet, when 
he had an exceptionally knotty prob· 
!em. Morton had thousands of ac
quaintances, from billionaires to pick
pockets, whom he called by their first 
names ; but he had almost no friends. 
Perhaps young McGarvey was the only 
one. Morton and the elder McGarvey, 
dead now, had been close personal 
friends and bitter pinochle enemies for 
many years, back to the harness days 
when each had pounded a beat. So 
Morton took a sentimental interest in 
the youngster, who was his old man all 
over again, loud-mouthed, a fool for 
fighting, not bright, loyal to the core. 
Yet Morton was getting crabby as he 
got old ; and he used to bawl out young 
McGarvey pitilessly. He had an idea 
that it was good for the kid. 

He was at home, the following noon, 
when McGarvey entered. Morton had 
three newspapers in front of him, 
opened to classified advertising pages, 
and he was making all sorts of strange 
marks on many sheets of paper; he 
was frowning. 

" Find out where that guy lives?" 
he asked, without looking up. 

" He's registered at the Espanola un
der the name of Lester Washburne. 
Been there a week. Nobody knows 
anything about him. Today at Andy's 
place he bought a copy of this morn
ing's Florida Times-Union." 

Morton muttered : " Frisco, Salt 
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Lake, Denver, St. Louis, Louisville and 
now Jacksonville. It gets closer all the 
time." 

" What'd you find out ?" 
" Well, I looked in the classified ads 

because if  this guy Washburne was get
ting messages from somebody, as looks 
likely, it would probably be under the 
personals. I didn't find anything un
der the personals, but tmder the • For 
Sale ' classifications I found-" 

He skidded three papers across the 
desk, one from Denver, one from St. 
Louis, one from Louisville. Each had 
a single advertisement circled by pencil 
mark The advertisement was the same 
but the signature different in each. 

Seoond.-h&nd FrlcldaiN!; excellent eondltlon; 
cheap; Inquire Dwnn LacJae, Po.t. 

This was in the Denver paper. The 
ad in the St. Louis paper the following 
day was signed " Nuwnqalwch, Post
Dispatch." The one from Louisville, 
the day after that, ended " Yalacsjw, 
Journal." 

" Hungarian ?" McGarvey suggested 
brightly. 

" No, and not Bohemian either. Or 
Russian." 

" Well, what is it then?" 
· · " Cypher. It's a funny thing that 
responsible newspapers like those 
would accept such ads; but maybe the 
dumbbells didn't know it was cypher. 
If  that's the case, the bird who inserted 
these-assuming they were all inserted 
by the same man-must look and talk 
like a foreigner to make them think 
those were really his names." 

" Oh . . . .  Cypher? You figured out 
what they mean?" 

M
cGARVEY h a d  unbounded 

confidence in his partner's 
mental ability. McGarvey was 

the brawn, six foot three of bone and 
h3.rd muscle ; but Morton was the brain. 

McGarvey often contended that" there 
wasn't anything in the world his part
ner couldn't figure out. 

Now Morton gave him a stare. 
" I've only had a couple of hours." 

He waved to the books at his elbow, 
copies of Thomas, Yardley and Hitt. 
" There's only one double, and the fre
quency tables don't help much because 
there's so little to go on. Only those 
few words." 

McGarvey proudly placed an empty 
Coco-Cola bottle on the table. It was 
covered with fine saffron powder. 

" Well, I don't know about that 
stuff," he said, �. but at least I know 
fingerprints. Here's Washburne's, on 
this OOttle. A perfect set, for one hand. 
That isn't like having all ten, of course, 
and I couldn't look 'ern up in our own 
Henry files, but I wired a classification 
of each one to Washington, and maybe 
they'll have them in that single print 
department they got there." 

Morton rose, frowning. His voice 
rasped. 

" I thought I told you not to do any
thing but tail that guy to wherever he 
lived ? Where'd you get the prints?" 

" He stopped in at a soft drink joint 
and I ranged up alongside of him and 
had a coke. Then I wiped off the bot
tle and handed it to him, holding it by 
the neck, and asked him ' Is this yours, 
brother ?' He took hold of it before 
he realized what he was doing. Smart, 
huh ?" 

" Smart! It's the dumbest thing you 
ever did !" 

" Well, what the hell ? He didn't 
know who I was ! How should he 
know I was a cop?" 

McGarvey stood there, a perplexed 
giant, with huge hands, huge feet, a 
huge Irish face. Oh, no ! Nobody 
would have supposed for an instant 
that he was a cop. 
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Morton pursed thin lips, shook his 
head. He seldom permitted himself to 
get sore and show it, except in the 
presence of his partner. He was show
ing it now. 

" And then what did you do, Sher
lock Holmes? I suppose you trailed 
him to the Espanola and then peeked 
through his keyhole, just so that no
body would suspect that you belong to 
the police?" 

" Now don't get sore-'' 
" Who's getting sore ?" 
McGarvey ignored that last. " All 

I did was, I tailed him to the hotel, 
and when he went upstairs I asked a 
few questions about him-from bell
hops. Found out how long he'd been 
there and the fact that he hadn't had 
any visitors or received any mail. I 
tried to get hold of whatever he threw 
out in his waste basket from day to 
day, but they didn't have it there any 
more. It had gone right along with 
the rest of the garbage." 

" Which is where you ought to go, 
too !" Morton stalked to a window. He 
flapped his arms. " No wonder a de
tective can't get anywhere, when he's 
harnessed to a half-wit like you !" 

McGarvey reddened. He wouldn't 
have taken this from any other man 
on earth, and even taking it from Mor
ton was difficult. 

" Now wait a minute, Mort-" 
" Didn't I tell you to do nothing but 

follow the guy? Didn't I tell you to 
see where he was living and then give 
me a ring?" 

" I  did give you a ring, but they told 
me at headquarters you were out here." 

" Yes, and by that time you'd stuck 
that big nose of  yours into every place 
where it's got no business to be ! What 
kind of guys do you think we're deal
ing with in this case-morons, like 
you ?" 

" I  know, Mort, but if  I didn't do 
that work you would have done it your
self, and I didn't like the idea of you 
prowling around like that. After what 
happened yesterday-" 

" Oh, nuts 1 I'd be as safe in the 
Espanola as I am right here this min
ute !" 

Wild with disgust, he turned from 
the window. And at that instant the 
window was smashed. It made such 
an immediate noise that neither detec
tive even heard the boom of the first 
shot outside. However, they did hear 
the second and third shots. 

Two pieces of flying glass cut Mor
ton's neck and left cheek, not severely. 
An electric light fixture on the far side 
of the room clanged indignantly. There 
y.oas a " thunk " just below this, and a 
hole appeared in the wall. 

Morton dropped. McGarvey, swear
ing thunderously, dashed for the hall. 

" Hold it, you ape ! Or they'll get 
you !" Morton roared. 

BUT McGarvey didn't even hear. 
McGarvey never would listen to 
a voice of caution. He never be

lieved in being careful. He would have 
charged a whole company of machine 
gunners if  he'd been sore enough ; and 
he was sore enough now. They weren't 
going to shoot at old Mort like that, 
the dirty crooks ! A minute later he 
stood spread-legged in the middle of 
the street, his revolver kicking in his 
big right hand, his brows meeting in a 
black, dragon-like frown. 

This time there were no cars to com
mandeer. McGarvey himself had 
walked from the bus line, the depart
ment Ford he usually drove being in 
the repair shop. 

They found the gunman's auto
mobile half an hour later, a mile away. 
The same story. It had been stolen 
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from a man in Coral Gables. There 
were four bullet holes in the back ; 
which wasn't bad marksmanship, con
sidering. 

At the same time this was being re
ported, Morton and McGarvey were 
surveying evidences of a hasty de
parture at the Espanola. 

Morton sighed, went to the waste 
basket. There was a copy of that morn
ing's Florida Times-Union from Jack
sonville. Morton turned to the classi
fied advertisement pages, to the " For 
Sale " column. 

Second-hand P'rlir\dalre: excellent condition; 
cheap; Inquire D'!ll'nn Lacjac, Tlmee-Unlon. 

Morton muttered : " So it's Dwnn 
Lacjac again, huh ?" He turned to the 
hotel detective. " Better stick around, 
just in case. Not much chance that 
he'll ever come back, but you better 
stay here a while." 

" Oh, sure ! Sure, I'll stay !" 
Captain Montgomery said, from the 

doorway : " But you won't, Mort. I 
don't care what you say now, I've had 
enough of this stuff. We just can't 
afford to lose you. You get out of 
town." 

" Now listen, there's going to be a 
big job pulled-" 

" Mort, there's no job big enough 
to make it worth your death to us. I'll 
take the responsibility. Whether you 
like it or not, I'm ordering you to start 
for New York City tonight to extradite 
that stick�up youngster. I'm ordering 
you, understand?" 

The veteran protested for a little 
while, then suddenly was still, nodding. 
And Montgomery, who had been about 
ready to break before his crack assist· 
ant's stubbornness, exhaled in relief. 

" Eight·fourteen at the East Coast 
station. And see that you're there, or 
else I'll send somebody to get you !" He 
tried to take the edge off this command 

with a little jocularity. " I'm going to 
treat you the same way you've treated 
so many dips and gangsters here, Mort. 
I'm going to see you on that train per· 
sonally." 

" And so am 1," said McGarvey. 

CHAPTER 111 

Exiled Gumshoe 

T HEY did. Wentworth L. Mor· 
ton, however, did not appear an
noyed. There was a faraway, 

sleepWalkery look in his eyes, and his 
lips moved without words. Now and 
then he would make letters on a scrap 
of paper. 

" Dwnn lacjac, dwnn lacjac," he kept 
muttering. " I  could blow this whole 
case wide open if I only knew what 
dwnn lacjac means." 

Montgomery knew ciphers, too. 
" What have you tried for a kev 

word ?" he asked. 
· 

" The names of all the crooks I can 
think of that are out of jail and that 
might Conceivably be planning to pull 
a big job down here. Particularly 
those that look foreign and that might 
have somebody chasing them. The guy 
who inserted these advertisements must 
be traveling around the country pretty 
fast. And that might mean somebody's 
after him. Also, why should he use 
classified ads ?" 

" I give up. Why ?" 
" Because he doesn't want somebody 

to know who they're meant for. If 
he sent a wire or a special delivery let· 
ter, it would be a matter of record. 
This is different. Anybody could read 
these ads-anybody who happened to 
be looking for them." 

''  And Lester Washburne was look
ing for them," McGarvey said. " Don't 
worry, Mort. We'll get that guy, if 
he's still in town." 

D 2-5 
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" Yes,, if he's_ still in town." 
McGal'vey, after all, though not too 

bright, was a trained policeman. He 
had taken a long and thoughtful: look 
at Lester Washburne, and unlike Andy 
the magazine store man, to whom 
Washburne had- been merely one 
among hundreds of hurrying custom
ers, McGarvey was able to describe 
him. The description had been broad
cast-five feet ten, 145 pounds, brown 
eyes, light brown hair, cleft chin, small 
flat ears, good teeth, no scars on face 
or hands. The trouble was, it might 
have fitted so many men. Still, they 
had the fingerprints of  Washburne's 
right hand. 

" If  I only knew what dwnn lacjac 
means . . • .  " 

He was muttering to himself as the 
train pulled out. He sat in a drawing 
room ; and only at the last moment, 
only because of the yells practically at 
his elbow, did· he glance out of the win
dow. He glimpsed Captain Mont
gcmery, Potts of the Traffic Squad, 
t-wo patrolmen whose names he didn't 
remember, three reporters-and Mc
Garvey. 

It was McGarvey who made most of 
t-he noise. McGarvey was wide-eyed 
with fear. He was seldom that way 
and his courage was celebrated, and 
many a criminal had known cause to 
eurse it. What McGarvey was afraid 
of now was not his own safety ; it  was 
Morton's safety. He worshiped that 
man. They had been in tight places 
together ; and in the heat of a fight it 
didn't seem to mean so much. Mort 
was no fool, and no slouch with his 
gun either. But this was different. 
Somebody was trying to assassinate 
Mort. Cold-blooded. It was different ; 
and young McGarvey was scared. His 
whole face expressed i"t. He was yell
ing it as the train. drew out. Morton 

D 3-5 

c0uldn't catch the wards themselves, 
but he knew f.rom the t.xpression( on 
McGarvey's face that the kid .was yell
ing to him to be carefuL 

Morton grinned a little, absent
mindedly; and then he went back to 
work on dwnn lacjac, 

.ALL the way

. 

to West Palm Beach, £l. which was to be· the only stop 
until Jacksonville, he worked 

over those words, occasionally trying 
his guessed keys with the other words 
-nuwnqalwch and yalacsjw. He got 
as far with one as with the other. Me 
tried them-always with a bunch for a 
key word-as de Vigeneres, da Portas, 
Beau forts, Mexicans, Sainv Cy.rs, Gros
felds, Playfairs . . .  , 

At West Palm Beach he got out, 
paced the- platform for a few minutes. 
It was a dead-quiet night. Some few 
passengers got on, but Morton paid 
them no attention. When the train 
drew out Morton was back in his draw
ing room, guessing keys. 

His memory was an extraordinary 
thing and famous, a filing cabinet, a 
storehouse where nothing was mis
placed. A large portion of1 the Amer
ican underworld was dragged. out, in 
this memory of Morton's, and reviewed 
in its v:arious aliases. 

Not a one of them unlocked dwnn 
lacjac and nuwnqalwch and yalacsjw. 

Somebody, damn it, was missing ! 
There was somebody whose name he 
couldn't remember I 

After a while, _ an hour or so out of 
West Palm Beach, he stiffened in· his 
Seat. It" was nob an idea I · His brain 
was blank now. He had thought too 
hard. 

It was not an idea ! It. was a warn
ing, f.rom somewhere inside · of him. 
Morton had a nose for trouble, an- in
stinct like that of a jungle · beast who 
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is aware of danger even when there is 
no smell of danger, not any sound, nor 
any sight of danger. Morton had 
hunted so much-hunted men. His 
nerves got tight now, and his chin went 
up. He himself couldn't have told you 
why. 

He rose without a sound, and for 
half a minute he stood there swaying 
with the swaying of the train. Then 
he leaped at the door of the· drawing 
room, wrenched it open. 

A man was walking away, walking 
around a curve in the Pullman corridor. 
The man could have been going to a 
washroom, but he was moving a shade 
too fast. Morton suddenly was no 
thinker, but a fighter. He obeyed his 
hunch. Often he bad cautioned Me� 
Garvey against doing anything without 
preliminary thought, without doping 
the matter out first ; but now he acted 
on sheer instinct. He jumped at the 
man, grabbed the man's shoulder, 
whirled the man around with all his 
strength. 

" Say, what's the idea of-" 
That was all the man had a chance 

to say. Morton, who was close to fifty, 
brought up a right fist, then a left fist, 
both to the same place, which was the 
man's jaw. 

There wasn't much room. The 
man's head went back, slapped with 
vehemence against the wall. The man's 
eyes went glassy. His whole face ex� 
pressed astonishment-except the eyes, 
which had no expression at all. His 
mouth was open, his cheek muscles 
were drawn, but his eyes were utter�y 
blank. He was out on his feet. 

Morton hit him again, deliberately. 
And the man collapsed. 

Cruel ? Well, you do funny things 
sometimes when you're a cop. And 
after all, somebody had been shooting 
at Morton, and Vying to kill him. Mor-

ton had been doing too much thinking. 
It  wasn't a time for thinking now. 

The man's knees banged upon the 
floor. There wasn't room for him to 
pitch forward. Anyway, Morton 
caught him. 

Morton hauled him into the drawing 
room, tossed him on the floor, turned. 

A porter appeared at the end of the 
corridor. 

" You ask for sompin, Boss ?" 
" No." 
" Ah thought Ah heard sompin. 

Thought Ah heard a noise." 
" No noise." 
The porter was puzzled. His face 

shone with sweat. His eyes, enormous, 
white, shrieking perplexity. 

" Boss, Ah thought Ah heard a noise 
just now." 

" You didn't hear any noise. Or 
would you rather I yanked one of your 
arms out of joint ?'' 

Morton took a step forward. The 
porter turned and ran. 

Morton went back into the drawing 
room. The man he had knocked out 
was stirring. 

" Funny," Morton muttered. " I  
thought that would put you away for 
quite a while. Either you're tougher 
than you look or else I'm loosing my 
slap. Getting old. I guess that's it.'' 

The man was dressed in brown, good 
clothes, not sensational. He was of 
medium height, and weighed perhaps 
145 pounds. He had thin hair, light 
brown ; and brown eyes ; and a cleft 
chin. His ears, very small, were Rat 
against his head. 

Somebody knocked. Morton an� 
swered, opening the door only a few 
inches. 

It was the conductor. 
" Sorry to bother you-" 
4' Not at all." 
" The . porter said he thought he 
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heard something· that sounded ·like a 
fight around here somewhere." 

" The- ·porter's nuts." 
" No fight?" 
f• No fight," Morton said. 
" Well, what was the noise he said 

he heard, then ?" 
" That was me yelling for a bottle 

of ink." 
" But I don't understand." 
" You know what ink means, don't 

you ? I for Isadore, N for Nothing, 
K for · Kentucky. Ink. Clear?" 

" you mean you want the porter to 
bring you a bottle of ink ?" 

" I  don't know how I can make it 
any · clearer." 

" Oh !" 
·The conductor went away ; and -soon 

the porter returned, actually with a ·bot
tle of ink. Morton, never letting him 
look into the drawing room, thanked 
him quietly. The porter was fright
ened. · 

'AT that, the ink didn't do any good .fi. until Morton had thinned it with 
water from the washbasin. It 

wasn't like printers' ink But eventu
ally he got a fair set of prints from the 
right hand, and he compared these with 
photographs of the prints from the 
Coco-Cola bottle. Clamm, the -depart
ment photographer, had done a very 
neat job with that bottle. 

'.' I can't understand it," Morton said 
to himself. 

The man was conscious now, but still 
stunned. He saw Morton. His eyes 
came way out. He reached for the 
empty holster under his left arm, not 
knOwing that it was empty. 

" Save yourself the trouble, Wash
burne. That's one of the first .things 
they taught me when I joined the cops 
-to frisk a prisoner right -a'.Vay." 

Lester 'Washburne tried to get tlp. 

Desperate, he· would have ttckled Mor
ton with his bare hands. Morton kicked 
him in the side of -the head, and 
snapped : " Keep quiet or I'll kill you." 
Washburne settled down as though for 
a good long sleep. His brief blur of 
consciousn'!ss was past. Morton, 
frowning rather terribly, clipped hand
cuffs on the man's wrists and hitched 
the chain around a pipe just underneath 
the washbasin. It was a bit hard on 
Washburne, whose shoulders were 
thereby lifted half an inch from the 
floor ; but Morton didn't mind that. 

Morton sat for some time staring at 
the man. It still made no sense: He 
did not believe that Washburne had 
meant to kill him-not tonight. He had 
no way to be sure of this ; but he be
lieved that Washburne was on the train 
merely to see that Morton did not get 
out at some way station and sneak back 
into Miami. That was the way Morton 
figured it. Whoever it was who was 
manipulating this business, he most as� 
suredly did not want Wentworth L . 
Morton to be home. 

Questioning Washburne, who was 
recovering consciousness again, would 
do no good. Morton wasn't above 
beating a man. But from long experi
ence he knew criminals-knew when 
they would talk and when they 
wouldn't. Lester Washburne was an 
insignificant looking person, the sort 
who might be lost in a crowd of four 
or five ; but he wouldn't talk. Morton 
knew he wouldn't talk. 

Morton was tired ; his head ached ; 
and he -realized, abruptly, that he hadn't 
slept more than two hours out of the 
past thirty-six. -There was no profit 
in trying to think any more. He was 
thought out. He shrugged, stretched 
himself in the berth. He almost went to sleep. 

Almost-but not quite. 
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It came to him very suddenly, while 
the train lurched apologetically from 
side to side and tbe wheels underneath 
click-clacked upon the rails. It came 
to him just like that. 

He sat up, swinging his legs over the 
side of the berth. He stared at Lester 
Washburne, who stared back without 
expression. 

" Mike DeLong," Morton said. 
Washburne said nothing. 
" It's the only one left," Morton 

said. " I  don't know how I managed 
to forget him all this time. Mike De
Long has been Out of stir for almost 
two months now. He should have been 
electrocuted, but he's free. And he 
could no more be straight than he could 
fly. It's Mike DeLong." 

Still Washburne said nothing. Mor
ton grinned, nodded. 

" So that's who you're working for ? 
And Mike doesn't want me around 
town, huh ? Let's see-" 

He was busy with paper and pencil 
for almost half an hour. He tried the 
name as a key to every cypher he knew ; 
and at last he found where it belonged 
-a modified Mexican Vigenere. A 
fairly simple cypher, as a matter of 
fact, once you had the key word. Mor
ton wrote hastily : DELONGABCFH
IJKMPQRSTUVWXYZ, and dimtly 
underneath that ELONGABCFHIJK
MPQRSTUVWXYZL, and then LO
NGABCFHIJKMPQRSTUVWXYZ
D E, and so on until he arri \'ed at 
ZDELONGABCFHIKMPQRSTUV
WXY. After that it was just a matter 
of tracing the letters to the center for 
the solution. 

" D "  was " K "  and " W " was " I "  
and " N " was " L.'" " Dwnn " was 
" kill." He could have guesSed what 
" lacjac " was, but he worked it out to 
be sure. " Lacjac " of course was 
" Morton." 

Twice that message had been in
serted in a newspaper ; once in Denver; 
again, four days later, in Jacksonville. 

Morton grinned a little, looked up at 
Lester Washburne. There was abso
lutely no expression on Washburne's 
face. 

Nuwnqalwch was " Phil coming." 
Phil Masterson ? Probably. Phil Mas
terson was just the kind of gun Mike 
DeLong could get, and control. And 
Phil Masterson was well known to 
Morton, who would not have permitted 
him to remain from sunrise to sunset in 
Miami. 

If Morton had learned that Phil 
Masterson was in Miami, he would 
have arrested the rat on a vagrancy 
charge and McGarvey would have 
pummeled him until Masterson talked. 
Because Masterson would talk, if  he 
were hit hard enough and often 
enough. 

That was a good reason to get Mor
ton out of town. 

One reason. 
Yalacsjw was " Joe on way.'' The 

name meant nothing specific to Mor
ton, who knew many Joes, good, bad 
and indifferent. It might be Joe Chase, 
the crooked flyer, the dopy, who had 
from time to time been mixed up with 

• several hold-up artists like Mike De
Long; or it might be Joe the Greek, 
who had broken McAlister Peniten
tiary a few weeks ago ; or it might be 
Joe Watts, or Joe " Skins " Harris, or 
Joe Pawley. Profitless to try to figure 
that one out. Morton already had 
enough. 

" So Mike's going to crack some
thing big in my town?" he said to 
Washburne. " So Mike's getting his 
cannons together, all set for something, 
and you were laying the groundwork ? 
But the biggest part of your job was 
to blast me out, or else try to scare 
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me away from town, huh? Sweethead, 
you've failed." 

Ltster Washburne didn't say a word. 

CHAPTER IV 
Hostage 

MORTON would have tele
phoned, but it was dawn and 
already the train was click

clacking across switches as it pulled in
to the yards at Jacksonville. Presently. 
the train stopped. 

Morton got out, looked around. A 
chunky, sullen-faced fellow stood near
by, and Morton walked up to him with
out hesitation. 

" Where's Wally ?" 
· " Off." 

The chunky fellow stared at Mor
ton. The question had been unexpected 
and he had answered without thinking. 

" You work under him?" 
" Wno wants to Know?" 
" I 'm Morton of. Miami. 1s that 

mongh ?" 
It was wonderful what that name 

could do. They jumped when they 
heard it, even railroad dicks. 

" Hell, yes, Sergeant � What can I 
do for yotl ? Say, I hear somebody's 
been trying to gun you down there?" 

" Did you hear that ? Well, I'm go
ing back. As fast as I can get there. 
When's the next train south?" 

" Ten-nineteen, Sergeant." 
" Too long to wait. What about a 

pL1ne ?" 
" Not until this afternoon. Unless 

you want to charter one. There's a 
taxi plane out at the municipal airport. 
Guy named Sanders. lnf(lrmation will 

connect you with htm." 
" Sold," said Morton. 
He started away. He stopped. · He 

took a key from his keyr:ing and tossed 

it to the railroad detec,ive. 

" There's a punk in 8,, in this car, 
cuffed to a pipe. Take him tO· city: 
headquarters and hold him there until. 
you hear from me." 

" Sure, Sergeant. What's the 
charge?" 

" How should 1 know ? Call it vag-
rancy. Until you hear from me. 
Right ?" 

" Absolutely, Sergeant." 
" The charge will probably .. be at

tempted murder," Morton added. " But 
that can wait. Where's a booth?" 

Sanders was not at the airport. 
Somebody . who was half asleep told 
Morton that Sanders and bis plane had 
been chartered early in the evening and 
were not expeeted back until the next 
day. Morton long distanced his part
ncr in Miami. 

' ' That you, Mort ? Where are you ? 
Oh, Jacksonville ? Say, we're going 
to get that guy Washburne yet, you 
take my word for it !" � 

" As far as that goes;" Morton said 
wearily, " I've got Washburne myse1f. 
What's more, l've found Otll what 
dwnn lacjac means." 

" 'What ?" 
" It means ' Kill Morton.' Now 

listen : .You've heard of a guy ealled 
Mike Delong, also Mike Langley and 
Mike Lawrence and Mike God-knows 
how-many-other-things ? Sarrie guy." 

" Sure ! He's a killer. Got out of 
Joliet a couple ·of months ago, didn't 
he ?" 

" He did. Now get this straight, 
Garv. Mike Delong is no dumbbell 
and he doesn't care for piker stuff. He 
doesn't touch anyp;ing unless there's a 
hundred grand or so in it. WeU, Mike's 
going to do something in Miami pretty 
soon; l don't know just when, but I 
got an idea it will be· pretty soon, now 
that they think I'm away.' '  

" But you a r e  away, Mort !" 
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" I'm coming back," Morton said 
grimly. " Now never mind that it's· 
dangerous stuff!  I'm coming hack. 
There's no train for quite a while and 
I can't hire a plane, so I'm going to 
hire a car instead and drive back. I'll 
be starting just as soon as I can get 
the car. Ought to get there some time 
late in the afternoon. Don't be look
ing for me ! I want you to look for 
Mike DeLong instead. And also for 
a gun named Phil Masterson. And, in 
fact, for anybody else who might be 
mixed up in a crowd like that. Don't 
take any chances ! If you find any of 
those bovs, stick 'em behind the bars. 
Never m

-
ind on what charge. You just 

put them away, savvy ?" 
" Mort, I wish vou wouldn't come 

back until this is ail over." 
McGarvey was very earnest. Morton 

smiled a little. 
' 

" Garv," he. said, " you do what I 
told you. See you soon. Bye." 

T HE fastest car the rental place 
had in stock was a Packard sedan. 
It was in beautiful condition. 

Morton had it going at better than fifty 
when he crossed the bridge over the 
St. John's River ; and after that he 
really opened it up. 

Jacksqnville to Miami is a matter of 
357 0 miles ; but the road, mostly con
crete, is as flat and bumpless as a ball
room floor. 

Morton was tired and cross He 
never did like driving; McGarvey did 
the driving for them, ordinarily. 

Somewhere about halfway to St. 
Augustine there was a curve which 
Morton took at sixty-two or three. For
tunately the brakes were good. But it 
required every ounce of  Morton's 
strength, when he saw the cars, to 
bring that Packard to a stop. 

The cars were smeared right across 

the road, one facing north, the other 
facing south, and their front bumpers 
were tangled. Two men stood in the 
wan, early sunlight, swearing spiritedly 
at one another. 

It was a matter of  half inches, and 
Morton could have passed without us
ing brakes. McGarvey, who drove like 
a fiend out of Hades, would have done 
so. 

" If you're going to fight about it," 
he yelled as he edged past the two cars, 
" you might as well pull over to the 
side and let somebody else use the 
road !" 

At his elbow somebody said : " The 
reason they didn't is because I told 
them not to." 

The Packard, clear, was picking up 
speed. Morton moved only his eyes, 
seeing the man with the revolver. 

" Hello, Mike," he said quietly. 
" Hello, Sergeant. \¥hen we edge 

you out of town at last, why the hell 
don't you slay out ?" 

Michael DeLong was in his upper 
twenties, but he might have been fifty
odd. He was short, swart, very heavy, 
at a glance only a gorilla ; but when 
you looked at him closer you saw, from 
his eyes, that the man wasn't dumb. 
There was nothing wild about him. He 
could plan a job carefully, and indeed 
it was difficult to think of  him doing 
anything without plenty of preliminary 
thought. He held the revolver casually, 
as though it were something he just 
happened to have in his hand. But he 
would have fired, and accurately, with
out the slightest compunction. Morton 
knew that. 

" It might be a good idea if  you 
stopped, Sergeant." 

Morton stopped. 
" I  can't understand," Morton said, 

�" how you got ahead of me." 
" Saw you talking to the railroad 
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dick, and then we saw him go.into tile 
Pullman and take Washy out. And you 
telephoned first and then headed for 
a· car livery. Not hard to figure, was 
it ? So we scampered on ahead." 

Morton saw in the mirror that the 
two men who had been squabbling now 
were walking toward his car. They 
both had guns in their hands. They 
both were grinning. Clearly they 
thought this boss of theirs was a very 
smart man indeed. 

Morton said, " Well. . .  " which 
might have meant anything. He put 
the car into first. Then suddenly he 
slapped it into reverse, let up on the 
clutch pedal, stepped hard on the gas. 

The car jerked backward with ab
rupt violence. Then it stopped. 

Mike DeLong's head banged against 
the windshield. His gun exploded 
twice. Morton, who must have been 
erazy, grabbed the barrel of the gun, 
knocked the car into second with his 
elbow, stepped on the gas again. 

The car jerked forward. 
Just about as wild a thing as he could 

have tried. The sort of thing young 
McGarvey could do, sometimes, and get 
away with. But not Morton. Morton 
was no kid, no madman, like McGar· 
vey. He didn't have ?o.icGarvey's Irish 
luck. 

The men in back started to run, and 
()Oe of them fired a couple of shots. 
Mike DeLong didn't struggle for pos
session of the revolver. He simply lt>t 
the revolver go ; and before Morton, 
astonished, could turn the thing, De
Long had pulled a second gu"n. 

" Gone nuts in your old age, Ser
geant ?" 

DeLong wasn't a bit ruffled. Mor
ton, though sore, almost admired the 
man. 

Morton made no attempt to use the revolver. He knew when he was lickeJ. 

He braked the car and dropped the gun. 
" Going to be good now ?" 
Morton said wearily : " Yeah. Go· 

ing to be good." 
One o f  the men from behind jumped 

to the running board and started to 
club Morton with the butt of his pis· 
to\. Morton said : " Hey I" indignantly. 
DeLong yelled something, too late to 
do any good. ' 

The first two blows were over-hasty. 
They hurt, but Morton could have 
taken them. The third was different. 
The man had swung this one with more 
deliberation. The air went all red in 
front o f  Morton, and swam in fast cir
cles, and then it exploded, redder still. 

He felt the fourth blow, but only 
foggily; indifferently. It didrr't mean 
anything. 

He didn't feel any o f  the others. 
After a while Mike DeLong said 

coldly : " When I tell you to slug a guy, 
that's the time to slug a guy. Do you 
think I couldn't handle this baby by 
mysel f ?" 

The man cried : " He's a cop, ain't 
he?" 

" SUre he's a cop, and a damn good 
one, too." 

" Well ?" 
" Oh, let it go," DeLong said with 

disgust. 
They carried Morton into the back 

of one of the other cars. A man ob
served that it seemed like a lot of trou
ble to take, and suggested the river and 
weights. DeLong told him to shut up. 

" Well, what are we going to do with 
the guy then ? What's the sense of car· 
rying him along? He won't enjoy the 
party." 

" This guy Morton," DeLong con
sented to. explain, " is big·time stuff 
around Miami. They think a .Jot of 
him." 

" Snatch dough?" 
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" Emergency. If anything goes 
wrong and we've got to dicker, this 
guy Morton is the sweetest card we 
could hold. He stays alive just as long 
as we need him. Do I make myself 
clear?" 

CHAPTER V 
Snatch No. 2 

M
cGARVEY was two hundred

odd pounds of sweat and 
anxiety. He .couldn't be still. 

He telephoned co�stantly, pestering 
people ; and he stormed in and out of 
Captain Montgomery's office. The 
Captain himself was worried, but he 
was not hysterical, like McGarvey. 

" No'v what you do is you . take it 
easy, Garv. I've known Mort for a 
good many years and I've known him 
to get himself out of some pretty bad 
jams. Mort knows how to take care 
of himself. He probably just had some 
engine trouble o r  something." 

But when a deputy sheriff telephoned 
from St. John's County with the news 
that the Packard sedan had been found 
abandoned near St. Augustine with 
what appeared to be human blood on 
the back of the driver's seat-then even 
Montgomery showed anxiety. The car, 
the sheriff reported, was in perfect con
dition. 

" Engine trouble, huh ? Damn it, 
Monty, he would try to come back 
here ! I couldn't talk him out of  it. 
] ust because he happens to be the best 
cop in the world he feels that this town 
is his own personal responsibility." 

" Yeah, he's pretty serious about it," 
Montiomery muttered. 

" And this guy .Mike DeLong, from 
what Mort himself told me over the 
wire, is plet:�ty bad !" 

" He is," Montgomery agreed. 11.1 
met him once. That was seven-eight 

years ago, before you were even on the 
force. Mort picked him up in a · night 
club and he got extradited to Illinois. 
Had a smart lawyer, I guess. Or pUll. 
He should have been electrocuted, but 
he got out with a short sentence. 
Naturally, he doesn't like Mort." 

" Monty, if  he hurts Mort I'll find 
the guy if I have to search the whole 
world for him ! I'll take him apart 
with my own hands I ' '  

" Mort'll get out of it somehow. 
Hell, Garv, he's got to !" 

All this, being merely talk, wasn't 
getting them anywhere. Nevertheless 
there was plenty of  work going on. 
Every man on the force was busy. 
There were no pictures in Miami of 
Mike DeLong or Phil Masterson, but 
descriptions of them had been broad
cast ; and Montgomery · himself had 
wired to Washington requesting pic
tures to be rushed south by plane. The 
cops were going everywhere, asking 
questions, picking up suspects, turning 
the town upside down. 

" The way to find Mort is to find 
this guy DeLong first,'' McGarvey said 
for the fifteenth or sixteenth time. 
"And they're not going to find DeLong 
by going to the usual dumps. He'd 
be wise enough to keep away from 
them." 

Montgomery was a large, pale man, 
ordinarily as impassive as an Oriental; 
but now his patience was running out. 

" All right," he snapped. ".Why 
don't you go out and find Mike De
Long then ?" 

" I tl\ink _ I will,'' McGarvey said 
slowly. " Can I borrow your car, 
Monty?" 

" Help yourself. So long as you get 
out of this place and let somebody get 
some work done for a change." He 
rose, waving his hands. His face shone 
with perspiration. " Hell, kid, .don't 
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you suppose I like that guy, too ? Do 
you think you're the only guy around 
here that feels terrible about it?" 

McGarvey, ordinarily, never took the 
trouble to do any real thinking. Or
dinarily it wasn't necessary. Morton 
had plenty of  brains for the two of 
them ; and McGarvey's chief assets 
were his strength and his boundless 
self-confidence. But now Morton 
wasn't here, and McGarvey had to 
think for himself. 

Mike DeLong was in Miami, in some 
not obvious place. With him were 
Phil Masterson and a inan named Joe 
-at least these two, probably more. 
DeLong was planning a big crime, and 
Lester Washburne had made all pre
liminary arrangements, DeLong super
vising them by remote control. 

All right. Now DeLong, according 
to all available dope, was first and fore
most a stick-up artist. He was a big
timer, no punk. When he walked in
to a place, gun in hand, everything had 
been carefully arranged in advance, the 
plant boxed. The take estimated. The 
take must be big. 

Well, where could a hold-up man get 
a lot of monev in Miami ? 

The gambli�g spo;ts were out. They 
were much too well protected by their 
own guards. Nobody but a fool, which 
DeLong wasn't, would try to stick up 
one of the gambling joints. 

What else ? A private party of some 
sort ? 

McGarvey went back to the Cap
tain's office. 

" Say, Edward T. Reilly's tossing a 
big blow-out tonight out in his shack 
on Bayshore Drive, isn't he?" 

" He is. Didn't you get an invita
tion ? My, my !" Montgomery an
swered the- telephone, listened to a re
port that no sign had been found of 
MOrton, told the caller to keep looking, 

hung up. " Are you still here?" he 
asked McGarvey. 

" Did Reilly ask for police protec
tion for that party? There must be a 
powerful lot of jack represented there. 
Practically all of them millionaires, 
and that racing crowd goes in for dia
monds by the crate." 

" Reilly didn't ask, but I called him 
up and suggested I send a couple of 
plainsclothes men around. He said 
thanks but don't bother. Said he's got 
his own watchman and servants." 

" Mike DeLong could be planning to 
stick up that party." 

" Yes, and I co'!ld � Queen of the 
May, except that I haven't got time. 
Hell, Garv, that Reilly blow-off is a 
big function ! There'll be fifty or sixty 
guests and darn near as many chauf
feurs, plus all the help. A stick-up mob 
couldn't handle that. It'd take a regi
ment !" 

" Just the same," McGarvey said, 
reaching, " I think I'll ·give the Reilly 
house a ring," 

A minute later he hung up, looking 
significantly at. Montgomery. Mont
gomery looked annoyed at first, then 
puzzled, finally alarmed. 

" The operator," McGarvey in
formed, " says the Reilly phone seems 
to be out of order." 

Montgomery rose, reaching for his 
hat. 

" Maybe you're right at that. May
be we better go out and take a little 
look anyway, huh ?" 

THEY did not drive into the huge 
estate of  the oil king. Instead 
they parked a block away, and 

walked. The house, a show place even 
in that neighborhood of show places, 
was brilliantly lighted. · An orchestra 
was playing conscientiously but with
out verve. 
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.. Can't -say as I think much �f their 
music. I f I had a hundredth part of 
the jack Edward T. Reilly has," 
growled McGarvey, " I  could certainly 
hire a better orchestra than thae• 

He didn't know then, of course, that 
the musicians were nervous because 
they faced a mean little man with a 
long and shiny Luger. They didn't 
want to play at all. But they didn't 
dare to stop. 

A watchman came out- of a gate
house, calling after McGarvey and 
Montgomery. They stopped. They 
couldn't see the fellow well, under the 
trees there. 

" Where are you gentlemen going, 
may I ask ?" 

·• Going to the party. Any objec
tions?" 

" You're not ".....;...he eyed-their clothes 
:with disfavor-" you're not trying to 
tell me that you're invited guests?" 

" No," said Montgomery, " we hap
pm to be cops. What of it?" 

" Oh, in that case-" 
The watchman reached for a pistol. 

He never got it clear of the holster. 
.The front sight caught-which was an
other example of the McGarvey luck. 
For McGarvey, who lunged at the man, 
certainly deserved to be killed. Mc
Garvey's fist hit jawbone, and the man 
"Sat down. 

He might have been hit with a sledge 
hammer. It wouldn't haYe hurt any 
more. 

" Now that was very pretty," a 
strange voice said. " But cut it out
and stick your hands up !" 

They were two young men, no older 
than McGarvey. They didn't look 
tough. They were -quiet, well dressed. 
One wore glasses. And they both held 
automatics. 

They had come out of the shrubbery 
which bordered the drive. 

. " Couple of Mike's boys, huh ?" said 
Montgomery. 

McGarvey didn't move. He was too 
sore. 

" Mike DeLong?" asked the one with 
glasses. " We thought you were work
ing for him." 

" If you'll stick a paw into my right 
coat pocket," Montgomcry said, 
" you'll find a police shield. We're 
cops." 

The man with glasses, an efficient 
cuss, found the shield, examined it, re
placed it. He lowered his gun. 

" Sorry, cops. A little misunder
standing. We thought you were part 
of the mob. You can put your hands 
down now." 

McGarvey growled : " I never put 
mine up !" 

" Some day," said the man · with 
glas"ses, " you're going to get- yourself 
killed, acting that way." 

" Would you care to try it?" 
" I would not. I've got too much to 

do. Do you know that Mike DeLong 
is in that house with· at least ten men?" 

" Fine," said McGarvey, turning to-
ward the house. " I've been looking 
for that guy." 

Montgomery grabbed him, held him. 
,. Now wait a minute ! Go barging 

in there now and somebody'll get 
killed !" 

" Well, what are yo�1 going to do
stand here and wait for DeLong to 
finish the job?" 

" We need more men. We want a 
squad." 

The man with glasses said : " We've 
got five more coming. They ought to 
be here any minute." 

H Incidentally," s a  �d M;cGar.vey, 
" who the hell are you two guys?'' 

" Didn't I mention thatl We're 
·Federals. F. B. I." 

· " Oh, G-men ?" 
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" I f you like that name. We don't, 
personally." 

" And how come you're on Mike De
Long's tail ?'' 

'' We got a tip three weeks ago that 
Mike was planning a snatch. Some
thing new, for him. We couldn't pick 
him up, having no real charge, and we 
didn't know who was to be kidnaped 
nor where it was to happen. So we 
just planted ourseh•es on Mike's door
step. He didn't like it. but he couldn't 
get rid of us. We tapped his telephone 
and examined his mail and watched 
every move he made. Last week he 
started a really serious effort to shake 
us. Flew to California and came back 
by jerky stages. We held on as far as 
Louisville, and there he slipped us. 
Meanwhile he'd been running a classi
fied ad in e,·ery city, obviously com
municating with his gang. Some of 
the papers would have rejected them 
because of the code words, but we per
suaded them to take them. \Ve wanted 
to know what Mike was writing, to 
see if that would help us locate the job 
he planned. It didn't-for quite a 
while. Only yesterday the boys in 
Washington gave us an interpretation 
of those code words. Dwnn Lacjac, 
they said, meant ' Kill Morton.' Well, 
Mike's record shows he was arrested 
for Illinois by a Sergeant Morton here 
in Miami seven·eight years ago. That 
would mean he'd be afraid of this man 
Morton, who I understand is a pretty 
smart cop-" 

" You're darn tootin' he is !"  
" So we figured it for Miami, and 

we guessed Edward T. Reilly. And it 
seems we were right. \Ve were just 
coming here, a little while ago, to see 
if everything was all right with Reilly, 
when Mike and his pals drove up, three 
large touring cars of them, all wear
ing masks. I suppose this watchman is 

part of t'he gang. The real watchman 
must have been put out of the way be
fore we arrived." 

·McGarvey looked at the house, a 
great white mansion pricked brilliantly 
with yellow lights. . The music was 
pauseless and without spirit. Yet 
otherwise the house was curiously 
quiet. There was no sound of dane· 
ing, no laughter, no clink of glasses, o f  
popping of corks. Beyond, the Bay 
was a silver charger of vast size. 

" So Mike DeLong's in there, huh ?" 
McGarvey sounded as though he were 
talking to himself. " Well, I want to 
see that guy !" 

Again he started for the house, and 
again the captain grabbed him. 

" You can't charge that outfit single
h�nded ! They won't get away with
out coming down this drive. Let's at 
least wait until these other G·men ar
rive." 

" I'm not waiting for anything or 
anybody," McGarvey said. 

He shook himself free, started run· 
ning up the dri\•e. 

The man with glasses cried : " He'll 
be slaughtered ! They got machine 
guns in there I They'll cut him to 
pieces !" 

McGarvey, however, didn't get to the 
house. He hadn't gone more than a 
few yards when all hell broke loose. 

A scream started it-a high, long, 
horrible scream-as some female guest 
who had been petrified by the guns, 
suddenly recovered her vocal cords. 

The music stopped. A window was 
smashed, then another. Men shouted ; 
and there were many more screams to 
echo that first one. A Thompson gun 
stuttered-a sound like the ripping of 
heavy cam•as. At least three other 
guns too were fired several times. 

Men poured out of the house, men 
with hats pulled low, with black masks 
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on· their faces. Some of thehl carried " They .been treating you an right, 
smoking pistols. Two had machine Sergeant ?" 
guns. He leaned ; and with a gesture al-

Th� three large touring cars had most delicate he ripped the tape from 
been parked directly in front of the Morton's mouth. It made tears come 
house, facing down the drive. Now to Morton's eyes . 
they roared into action. They came Morton worked his lips. He didn't 
down the drive, rocking back and look mad, only tired. 
forth, swishing gravel tmder their spin- After a while he asked : " What was 
ning wheels: Not one of them showed that you said just now ?" 
a · light. " I  asked if  the boys had been treat-

It all happened very fast. Mont- ing you all right." 
go�ry and · the two G-roen ·threw ' '  Oh, 1 guess so. One of them was 
themselves on their bellies beside the in htr� kicking my ribs a little while 
drive and started shooting; McGarvey ago, but I'm still able to" breathe. It'd 

just stood there, his legs spread wide, be ni<:e to have something · tO' eat, 
and emPtied his gun. He was a per- though." 
feet target. And the cars blazed with " I'll  fix it up for you. We got ·plenty 
gunfire ; lead whee-ed viciously, clip- grub here, God knows ! Enqugh to last 
ping through trees and bushes ; but the whole bunch of us at least two 
somehow, miraculously , McCat'vey weeks. I figured there was no sense 
vtasn't touched. taking chances .. The snatch has made 

The cars rocketed out of the �state, = an awful stink, and I think Hoover 
tunted north, thundered away . And must have sent every Boy Scout in the 
things became hideously quiet. Leaves, department down here." 
aut from trees by the bullets, drifted " They take kidnaping. seriously, 
earthward, turning lazily, . back and those G-men ." 
forth . . . , A servant in livery, tearing " Well, in a way," said DeLong, adhesi:ve tape from his mouth, came " you can't blame them." 
raoing down the drive. " I  suppose they' re still 5earching- the 

" They've got Mr. Reilly !  They've Everglades ?" 
kidnaped M r. Reilly !" DeLong chuckled. 

CHAPTER VI 
Hideout 

M, IKE DELONG, smiling a little, 
lounged into the room, which 
was utterly bare. The room 

was dark, though this was mid-aft�:r

noon. The windows were boarded. 
Morkln lay flat in a corner, his wrists 
handcuffed in front of him, his ankles 
tit:dl with thin hard cord. There was 
tape on his mouth. 

•· Mike DeLong .smiled, nodding ptcas
antly. 

" Yeah, they're still there. Just be
cause the cars were ditched cut on the 
Okeechobee· Road. So the · feds are 
trying to look behind every blade of 
sawgrass in the place.· I hope it- makes 
them happy." 

" There was an awful lot of shoot
mg 

' ' Sure. Some of the boys got ex
cited . And then there were a few cops 
or something down near the road. They 
got our watchman. A giant 'by . the 
name "Of McGarvey clouted- him cold." 

" Also," Morton •.reminded, " we'v-e 
got your boxer, Lester Washbur�." 
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" Yeah. But he's going to be sprung, 

just like the watchman." 
" Who says so?" 
" I say so, Sergeant. When we get 

this ransom matter cleaned up, we're 
going to do some dickering. Washy 
and the watchman get sprung, with 
time to lam, or else we ship \'Ventworth 
L. Morton home in sections-begin
ning with the ears." 

· · That's wlw I'm alh•e now ?" 
" That's whY. Might need you to 

sign a note or something." 
" You won't let me go anyway, no 

matter what happens. You couldn't af
ford to, aher I've seen so many of 
you." 

" Absolutely. But they won't know 
that, Sergeant." 

He went to a window, peered 
through a crack in the heavy storm 
shutters. He chuckled again. He was 
very pleased with himself. The raid 
on the Reilly ball had netted jewel�· 
valued by the newspapers at a quarter 
of a million dollars, and which actually 
would bring about forty thousand to 
DeLong, fence prices. It would take 
care of  the boys, and exrw�nses. The 
big dough was yet to come. Two hun
dred thousand dollars, cold and old 
cash, was what he was going to ask 
for the return of  Edward T. Reilly. 
And he was going to get it ! Two hun
dred thousand dollars is a lot of monev. 

So Mike DeLong chuckled. He 
je�ked his head, without turning. 

" Look. Here's your pal out there 
now-the big cluck that smacked down 
our watchman. Give a look." 

Morton asked bitterly : " How ?" 
" 'Scuse it please ! Forgot you were 

wrapt>ed up." He put hands under 
Morton's shoulders, lifted suddenly 
and violently. Morton was no light
weight ; but DeLong, deceptively 
strong, lifted him as though he were a 

doll. He carried him to the window. 
" Only no yells, of course. Otherwise 
I blow the spine apart." He thrust the 
muzzle of a pistol against Morton's 
backbone, pressing hard. " See him ?" 

They were on the second floor of a 
house owned by a breakfast cereal mag
nate who had not either occupied or 
rented it for several seasons. They 
were on the south side of the house, 
facing the house next door, which was 
that of Edward T. Reilly. 

For the three cars abandoned in the 
Everglades were bluff. All except 
three members of the hold-up party, 
one at each wheel, had in fact jumped 
out of  the cars in front of the break
fast cereal magnate's establishment, 
and had quietly entered that house. All 
pre,•iously arranged, of course, and the 
single caretaker handsomely bribed. 
\Vashburne had done the work, at De
Long's dictation. 

The three drivers, after abandoning 
the cars at a prearranged spot, had 
climbed into a harmless-looking old 
Ford and quietly driven back into the 
city as police cars shrieked past them. 

So that Morton, propped against the 
storm shutter, looked out over a gar
den wall separating the two estates and 
saw the acti,•ity on the Reilly property. 
There was something rather military 
about the scene. Cars came and went 
in businesslike fashion. Motorcycle 
cops dashed up, dashed away. There 
photographers, and of course reporters. 
There were dozens of policemen, some 
in uniform, some of them in plain
clothes. From the window Morton 
could see the veranda of the Reilly 
mansion. He could see young Mc
Gar\'ey there, red-faced, huge-handed, 
waving his arms in a frenzy of  excite
ment while he argued with a G-man. 

It was a temptation to yell, though 
it is doubtful that anybody would have 
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hea-rd 1him'·anyway. But Mike DeLong 
puShed ·hard with the gun, and ·Morton 
was ·sti!\. 

DeLong continued to chuckle. 
·•• You flatfeet have been the ones ·to 

hang around here. The feds are most
ly ·scattered both sides ·of the ·Okee
chobee Road. Hell, they've hired 
damn near every Seminole in Florida 
to ·guide them. In dugouts. Well, I 
hope none of them get their feet wet 
out there," 

He took a square of adhesive tape 
from his pocket, tore off the tissue -pa
per, anil slapped it sudden·Jy and very 
viOlently -over Morton's mouth. Mor
ton's gray eyes remained calm. 

•• -rn bring you· that food later, if  I 
h<�;ppen to think of it.'' 

He 'Pushed Morton, who, ankles 
bound, wrists cuffed, hit the floor with 
a thump. 

" Knock you out ?" But DeLong 
aidn't seem to be 1'eally interested. 
" Well, 111 see you later, Sergeant." 

'"[- HE house was ·dusty, empty, 
·ilreary. D e L o n g ' s  footsteps 
-echoed weirdly as ·he walked. He 

looked into another bedroom, saw Ed· 
wa-rd ·T. Reilly bound and gagged, his 
eyes lbanCI.aged, 'lying on lhe floor. Nearby was a thin pimply·faced youth 
who sat on a crate and carelessly held 
an 'eflOTmous black automatic. 

'" 'Still cold ?" 
"Y-tah. 'That was .an awful big 

shot.�' 
'" Well, keep your eye on him just 

the ·same. He'·s too rich 1or us .to take 
any chances with him. See you later. 
I'll send 'tlp Georgie ·to -relieve you in 
a Httle w'hi1e." 

... Do that,'" the pimply...:faced -youth 
said With feeling. " 'I'd ·like:to get !back to llul't pinochle be'fore it -gets dark I'm 
behind four bits." 

The -orily room in the· lwuse 'Which 
contained any furniture was the kitCh
en, where the estate watchman, who 
lived in a gate house down by the l'Oad, 
sometimes -sat around. Ther-e were 
four men •seated at a table · ;in -the 
kitchen, three of them drinking and 
playing pinochle, the fourth juSt drink· 
ing. Mike DeLong stood for --a · minute 
or two, fists on hips, ·shaking -his ·head. 

" How 'bout some bridge? Pinochle's 
a lousy game. ·Bridge is a good game." 

" Bridge is lousy." 
The non·player rose suddenly, 'SJ)ill· 

ing part of his drink. He 'WaS small· 
ish, no more than .a kid, and scared. 
His nerves were bad, in reaction from 
the strain 'of the crime the previous 
niiht. His eyes were hollow of mad
ness, his cheeks taut with =panic. In 
addition, he was drunk. 

" Say, this is getting me nuts, Mike. 
Can't we go out for a .little ·walk in· 
stead Of -staying here all the time?" 

" No." 
., Not even just a walk a-rountl the 

house ? Nobody'd see me." 
" Didn't I say no?  Hell,  you 1better 

get used to it, Georgie. ·w·e're likely 
to be here for a couple of -weeks." 

But Georgie was hysterical. fright 
made his voice screechy. 'ifhe rrervous 
strain, the waiting in this echo--r.idden 
house of emptiness, was too much for 
him. He couldn't -take it. :Now ·he 
grabbed Mike DeLong by the coat 
lapels, shook him . 

... I tell you 1 can't stand ir! i'·ll go 
tzuts! Listen, if you won1t let me-" 

DeLong, almost negligently, drew a 
revOlver, twirled it so that 1his -hand 
gripped the barrel, and ·brought the butt 
down on 'the -very top of Georgie's 
head. It was no love tap. Jt •was a 
full·armed husky wallop. Georgie 
dropped ·)ike a dead man, Which ris just 
what 'he was. His skull was broken� 
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Mike DeLong examined him brieAy, 
carelessly. 

" Guess I hit too hard." He lighted 
a cigarette. " Well, he had it coming. 
I was afraid all the time that Georgie 
might give us trouble. One less to 
split with." 

He took the corpse by the back of 
the collar, hauled it unceremoniously 
across the kitchen floor to the door of 
the cellar. He opened the door, shoved 
the corpse inside. The men seated at 
the table could hear it thump and thud 
its way down the steps. 

Mike DeLong strolted back to the 
table, a cigarette jutting out of  a cor· 
ner of his mouth, his head cocked to 
one side to keep smoke from getting 
into his eyes. He sat down, reached 
for a deck of  cards which was not in 
use, started to play solitaire. 

" You guys and your pinochle," he 
growled. " Why don't you learn to 
play bridge some time ? Bridge's a 
good game." 

Nobody said anything a b o u t  
Georgie. The play continued for an 
hour and a half in utter silence. Then 
the room, which had previously been 
dim, the windows being boarded, with 
the coming of night became definitely 
dark. Further play was not possible. 
The pinochle game folded up ;  and pres. 
ently Mike DeLong pushed cards away 
from him in disgust. 

A man got up, went into the next 
room, struck a match. Soon he re
turned with three lighted cigarettes. He 
didn't offer Mike DeLong one. 

DeLong had a strict rule against 
showing i light. They would be obliged 
to sit the night through, each night 
through, in utter darkness. He would 
not even permit them to light cigarettes 
in the kitchen or in any room where 
there were windows. They had to go 
into the butler's pantry to do that. 

There were too many cops around, De
Long had pointed out. As long as this 
house remained silent, blank, nobody 
would think of it. But let a light show 
for an instant through the cracks or 
one of those shutters, and it was con
ceivable that some nosy cop might just 
happen to be looking that way, and see 
it, and wonder, and investigate. 

The night was going to be a long 
one, thev knew ; and the darkness in 
this great empty house made them 
twitchy. They spoke in whispers when 
they spoke at all, sometimes glancin;
sideways at Mike DeLong, who was a 
dim shadow, alone, at the far end of 
the table. Now and then a man would 
get up, feel his way out to the butler's 
pantry, light cigarettes for the others. 
excepting DeLong, and return with 
them. The cigarettes at least were 
friendly, making pleasant little glows 
in the darkneSs, and briefly showing the 
men one another's faces. 

At last-it was perhaps nine o'clock 
-1-Iike DeLong arose, yawned sound� 
lessly, went to the drainboard, which 
was piled high with canned goods. 
Without knowing what it contained, or 
caring, he picked a can at large, and 
picked up also a can.apener and spoon. 

" Promised that cop something to 
eat," he mumbled. " Forgot about it 
till just now. I'll be back in a little 
while. Remember what I said about 
lights !"  

He was gone, quiet as a shadow. 

WENTWORTH L. MORTON, 
too, was no more · than a 
shadow in the room upstairs. A 

certain amount of wan moonlight driz.· 
zled in through the cracks in the shut· 
ters-just enough to show Morton ly
ing underneath one of  the windows
but DeLong knew there was nothing 
else in the room, so he walked with 
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confidence. He opened the can ; it 
turned out to be tomatoes. He took 
off Morton's mouth tape, handed Mor
ton the can and the spoon. 

' ' Help yourself, Sergeant. Sorry 
we can't supply any Mazda. Risky." 

It was some time before Morton 
managed to talk. That tape was nasty 
stuff and he'd had it on his mouth al
most continuously for fourteen or fif
teen hours. At last he muttered : 

" You might at least prop me up 
against the wall here. .How do you 
expect me to eat when .J'm lying flat 
on my back?" 

• • ·o-kay! Upsy-daisy !'' 
He got Morton under the arms, 

hoisted him to a sitting position. 
Morton dropped the can and the 

spoon, and his hands, manacled at the 
wrists, snaked under DeLong's coat, 
snatched DeLong's revolver from the 
shoulder holster. 

" Hold it Mike '" 
DeLong �aid sl�wly, juicily : " Sap ! 

'Don't you think I figured you might 
try something like that ? Go ahead
try to shoot !" 

The muzzle was against DeLong's 
breast. Morton pursed his lips, 
squeezed the trigger. The hammer rose 
and feU. He squeezed a second and 
third time, a fourth. He was snapping 
an empty gun. 

" Sap !" the gunman said again. He 
put the heel of his hand against Mor
ton's chin, pushed Morton's head back 
so that it slammed against the waH. 
" Well, if  you want to act that way, I 
guess maybe we better put you away 
after all. Serves you right." 

He had another gun, a small auto
matic on his right hip, but he was not 
eager to use it. This thing must be 
done quidly. He snatched the can
opener, which was new and sharp. He 
lunged at Morton. 

Morton felt rather than saw the 
blow coming. Stunned, he iurched to 
one side. The can-opener cut his coat, 
dug into his breast a little, slashingly. 
He felt the warmth of blood there. De
Long pulled it back for another, more 
careful blow. 

" You might as well sit still and 
take it, copper." 

Then DeLong, who was no coward, 
got a real scare. The scare of his life. 
A pair of mighty arms slid around him 
from behind, and he was lifled as easi
ly as a little earlier he had lifted Ser
geant Morton. He didn't yell, but this 
was not because he kept his head : it 
was because he couldn't yell, one of the 
arms being arotmd his neck, tightening 
against his windpipe. He kicked back
ward, and hit nothing. He tried to 
reach the gun at his right hip, but his 
hand was torn away from it. He was 
lifted higher, shaken. 

DeLong wasn't a weakling himself, 
but strength like this was unbelievable, 
not human. He was shaken like a rag 
doll-and by somebody or something 
he couldn't even see. 

Suddenly he was released. Dizzy, 
gurgling, he turned. He didn't turn of 
his own free will-he was spun around. 

Something touched his jaw, and the 
darkness was complete. He started to 
fall, and those huge arms caught him 
again and lowered him carefully to the 
floor. But he didn't know about this 
latter part of the process, because at 
that time he didn't know anything at 
all. 

CHAPTER VII 
Dumbbell's Prize 

THE whole business had not taken 
more than a minute and had not 
made any sound at all. Even the 

feet of the men as they moved were 
D 3-5 
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noiseless, the dust which was thick on 
the floor muffled them. 

After some silence Morton said 
querulously : " Who the hell are you ? 
I can't see you ... 

" Are you all right, Mort ? Did they 
hurt you ?" 

" Garvl" 
" Sh-sh ! It's not a raid. I'm here 

alone." 
Even at a moment like this Morton 

was the teacher, the fathery one. 
" You fool ! Don't you know there's 

half a dozen gunmen in this place I" 
" I  know it now-yes. 1 didn't when 

I came here. Just took a chance. Do 
you know where you are, Mort?" 

•• Sure. I'm next door to the Reilly 
house. And do you mean to tell me 
that of all the guys investig�ting this 
snatch, city and Federal both, you're 
the only one bright enough to have fig
ured out that Mike DeLong would pull 
a fast one like that?" 

" I  guess I must be. That Ever
glades stunt didn't seem to wash. Too 
obvious. And anyway, why search out 
there? I guess those G-men don't know 
what the Everglades amount to. You 
could search them for years and not 
cover half of them. So I figured it 
must be .somewhere else, and I tried to 
think of where I'd hide i f  I was pulling 
a hold-up and snatch like that. I fig� 
ured that the less distance I went or 
drove, the better. Well, across the 
street's the Wilkinson mansion, and 
that's occupied, The Messer dump's 
on the south side of Reilly and that's 
occupied, too. But this place has been 
empty all season and I found out that 
there was nobody here but a watch
man. I also found out, from the 
Walker-Skag people, that they'd de
livered five or six cases of assorted 
canned goods here last week Of 
course the watchman could be stocking 

D 4-5 

up for himself. • . .  He could be. But 
anyway I thought I'd come snooping as 
soon as it got dark. I busted into the 
watchman's cottage-" 

He broke off when Morton's hands 
went over his mouth. He nodded slow
ly, taking the hands up and down. He 
slipped away. 

A blurred shadow, not large, had ap
peared in the doorway. The whine of 
the pimply-faced youth reached Mor� 
ton and McGarvey : 

" Say, Mike, I thought you said 
you'd send up Georgie to relieve me ? 
Do I have to sit and watch this guy all 
ni-" 

The finish was a hollow, sucking 
sound, then a thud as the pimply-faced 
youth hit the floor. Then there was 
silence. 

Morton whispered : •• Where'd you 
smack him?" 

" In the tummy. It ought to keep him 
quiet for a while." 

" Quieti It's likely to kill him, the 
way you slug I" 

" Well?" 
McGarvey took pistols from both of 

the men. For al l  his  size, he could 
move like a cat. He found the hand
cuff key in one of DeLong's pockf;ts. 
He was listening all this while, but 
there was no sound downstairs. He 
started to work on the handcuffs. 

" The only thing funny I found in 
the watchman's cottage was twelve 
hundred in cash-which is a lot for a 
man like him. And I didn't find more 
than three or four cans of food." 

Morton asked · angrily: " Why the 
hell didn't you go back and get a 
squad ? Riot guns, tear gas, all the rest 
of it?" 

McGarvey had the handcuffs off now 
and was clicking them on the two pros
trate figures, clipping together the right 
wrist of each. He returned to Morton, 
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started to work on Morton's ankles 
while the Sergeant rubbed his wrists to 
restore circulation. 

" Mort," McGarvey a n s w e r e d  
quietly, " I'm on this job to get you 
out. If  I happen to save any billion� 
aires in the process, that's another 
matter. But it's you I came after." 

" You should have brought a squad." 
" Suppose I did ? And suppose the 

gang. really is hiding out here ? That's 
going to mean a flock of dead gangsters 
before long, but it's also going to mean· 
a dead you!" 

" All right. Keep that voice down." 
Morton rose, freed. He walked up 

and down the room, waving his anns 
like windmills, kicking with his legs. 

" So I prowled in back here, and I 
sniffed cigarettes. The watchman 
didn't have any cigarettes or any ciga· 
rette ashes down in the cottage. He's 
a pipe smoker. Used strong tobacco. 
But this was cigarettes I was smelling 
in back of the house here. 

" All the windows were boarded up, 
so I went around to the side porch and 
shinnied up a pillar and got on the roof 
and found a window that was loose. [ 
got in. I was crouching in the hall out
side here, wondering what to do next, 
when along came DeLong. 

" Edward T. Reilly," Morton whis
pered, " is somewhere down the hall in 
another room, and I think this kid you 
just pasted was the only one guarding 
him. But it might take us half an hour 
to find him, in a big house like this." 

" Know your way around in here ?'' 
" No. I was out of the picture when 

they brought me here, don't remember 
anything from the time they waylaid 
me up near St. Augustine to the time 
[ came to right in this room. But I 
know from the way DeLong talked 
that the gang must be downstairs. Let's 
try to sneak out." 

" My window ?" McGarvey queried. 
" Uh-uh. Shinnying up and down 

pillars may be easy enough for you, but 
I'm no kid any more. Besides, I'm stiff 
from being tied up so long. I'd make a 
noise, surer'n hell, and they'd have us 
in a spot where we couldn't shoot right. 
No, let's go downstairs and try one of 
the doors." 

THE dust was kind, muilling their 
footsteps. McGarvey moved 
easily, wraithlike ; but Morton, 

still dazed, his ears ringing, his whole 
body one colossal ache, stumbled a little 
at first. McGarvey tried to hold his 
arm, but Morton shook him off. 

It was utterly dark in the hall, where 
there were no windows. They felt their 
way along a wall, found steps, de
scended. 

They lingered through what was 
ordinarily a dining room, then through 
what might have been a butler's pantry. 
They couldn't see a thing. 

Through another door-and they 
came upon the cigarettes. 

The cigarettes stood out brilliantly 
against blackness, three tiny bright red 
blobs of flame. 

Morton and McGarvey stopped. 
They were side by side, but obviously 
not visible to the three men who 
smoked in this kitchen. Yet they must 
have been heard. A voice called : 
•• That you, Mike ?" 

Morton grunted " Uh-huh,'' and 
turned to go back into the dining room. 

" Say, that don't sound like-" 
A chair scraped, then another. Then 

one of them switched on a flash. 
The beam fell full and fair upon the 

two detectives, just turning in retreat. 
" Well I'll be--" 
Young

' 
McGarvey, for once, had 

sense enough to go down on one knee, 
Morton fell flat. 
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Orange-red spurts of gunfire jave· took a bottle of whisky. Out on the 

lined the darkness. The noise was ter- front veranda, Morton drank deep of 
rific. The flashlight fell to the floor, this, and sighed heavily, gratefully. 
spun crazily, hit something, recoiled; McGarvey didn't drink. He never 
and all this while its beam sprayed light drank-didn't believe in it. 
first in one direction, then in another. There was an ancient rocking chair 

What advantage there was, except on the porch, probably the property of 
that of numbers, lay with the cops. In the watchman. Morton sat in it, the 
the first place, they had been gripping prone Edward T. Reilly at his feet. 
their pistols, ready for anything. In McGarvey stood in the violated door
the second place, they were not sil- way, gun raised and ready. 
houetted against what little moonlight They heard shouts from the Reilly 
penetrated through the cracks of shut- house, the other side of the garden 
ters in .the rear of the kitchen-and the wall. The gunfire had been heard. 
gangsters were. . Morton and McGarvey didn't say 

It was over very soon. It almost like · anything for some time. Then Mer-
one great blast, a single explosion. ton took another drink and grinned. 

Morton and McGarvey waited, Me- " I was just thinking. Half the 
Garvey clicking back the hammer of his G-men in the country falling all over 
revolver with his thumb; he never had themselves out there in the Everglades, 
used DeLong's little gun at all. sweating and steaming and ducking 

Three figures were visible, one ly· alligators and getting themselves all 
ing across the table, two on the floor. sliced up by sawgrass-and the whole 

McGarvey placed the automatic on Miami police department turning the 
the floor, went to his belly, wriggled town upside down-and what happens? 
back He held the flash at arm's length, The prize dumbbell of the force takes 
moving it. " I guess that does it, Mort." the trouble to sit down and dope the 

They found Edward T. Reilly, un- whole thing out for himself." 
tied him. He was unconscious, a dead " Hey I" 
weight, and not light. McGarvey threw !• I know. I'll take it back, Garv. I 
him over: his shoulders, fireman- used to think you were dumb, but I 
fashion, and carried him downstairs. guess I must have been wrong." 
They broke open the front door. From McGarvey grinned, a big wide full 
the kitchen, using the flashlight, they Irish grin. 



The Prescription 
By J. Lane Linklater 

PtJul C. Pitt, That Debonttir Outlaw, Risks the 
Noose in an Attempt to SaYe a Pretty Girl Jrom 

Being a Bargain on the Auction Bloclc 

T
HE limousine, still gleaming in ago will maybe get in touch with the 
stately splendor in spite of the local cops-" 
dust of several hours' driving, " We did nothing really wrong, 

swept into the little town of Brixton. Dan," Pitt chided him smoothly. " It's 
Paul C. Pitt, the handsome gentleman fear, not conscience, that's worrying 
in the tonneau, spoke to the massive, you." He sighed lightly. " In any 
meaty-faced chauffeur. case, life was made for beauty. We 

" We'll stop here, Dan. It's almost can't permit these ugly details to inter
time for dinner. And it's a beautiful fere with our worship of beauty. Just 
spot. The surrounding hills are cov- stop here in the middle of the block." 
ered with trees. And there are trees Dan brought the limousine to a stop 
even down the main street. I like trees, against the rough curbing. Pitt sank 
Dan-" back against the cushions, his keen but 

" Yeah," grumbled Dan. " And it's kindly gray eyes casually surveying the 
a swell place for the law to catch up town. 
with us, boss. That monkey you out- " Beauty, hell !" muttered Dap.. " It's 
foxed back in Slausen a coupla days dough you need. You make two or. 

68 
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three grand just like that-then get rid He was silent then. A few pedes
of it just like that. Anyhow, there's trians passed them occasionally, towns
nothing doing in a village like this. folk, and stared curiously at the limon
It's as dead as-" sine and its unusual O<:CUpaJ?.tS. Pitt 

" Dead ? Not at all, Dan. Quiet, seemed not to notice them;' he had eyes 
but not dead. And very beautiful. only for the door of the doctor's office. 
Where there's quiet, there's trouble. The office was a ground-floor room, 
And where there's beauty, there's trag- like a small store. Inside the grimy 
edy. No, Dan. We'll have dinner here window, a blind was drawn low. The 
in Brixton. But firSt we'll just sit here worn letters on the window said : 
for a little while." RICHARD BOLI.Y, M. D. 

Dan's lips moved in profanely silent Presently a man came along, hurried 
protest. He squirmed behind the into the doctor's office. He was strong
wheel But he knew that argument looking, perhaps a farmer. His fa_ce �vb��

r
�:����· 

i
;'a��ikb�

g.
to 

c
��

e
��s\�� was distorted, as if in pain. In a few 

smaller places, where Pitt and he were ���;�es he came out again, hurried 

much more conspicuous, scared him. " There goes a guy.'' offered Dan, 
But �itt invariably preferred the " what looks as if he's in trouble." 
smaller towns. . • Pitt chuckled. " You can't judge," 

Dan knew, too, that Pitt's ability to he said, " by the expression on a man's 
find interesting-and profitable-<om- face. I f  it had been a woman, I might r���a:�:

t
�n ;�.r��ed r:!��esst=� �� have agreed, since women are more 

stalwart than m�n,· Dan. That chap 
trade than the limousine and the expen- probably just had an ordinary stomach 
sive baggage in it, they roamed the ache. No, I wouldn't pick him-" 
country aimlessly, stopping here and 
there wlth Pitt's own amazing intuition HE stopped abruptly. The doc-
as their only apparent guide. Among tor's door had opened again, 
the few who knew him, but rarely saw and two people emerged ; a 
him, Pitt had a settled reputation for middle-aged man and a very young 
beihg able to discover slices of com- woman.. Apparently they had been in 
manding human drama beneath the the office for some time. The man was 
commonplace crust of ordinary human short and squat, his complexion dark, 
conduct. his eyes small and crafty, his nose 

.Presently Dan turned complainingly. hooked, his under lip protruding greed
" There's an eating dump down on the ily. The girl was pale, but otherwise 
corner, boss. I'm hungry as hell. And placid in manner ; a small trim girl, lips 
there ain't a thing doing around sensitive, well-formed nose, eyes the 
here�" clear blue of sincerity. 

" Did you notice where we're parked, Behind them came another man, in 
Dan ?" Pitt cut in. shirtsleeves, obviously the doctor him� 

" Hell, no !" said Dan. " There self. They talked with him a few min-
ain't nothing-?" utes. Dr. HOlly's Weak face seemed 

" But there is, Dan. Just across the flushed� _
his graying hair unkempt. 

street is  a doctor's office. You can see Then the man and the girl got in a 
a lot by just watching a doctor's office." . car at the curb and drove awa"y. The 
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doctor reentered his office, closed the 
door. 

" Dan," exclaimed Pitt, softly, 
" there is something I" 

" I didn't see nothing," growled 
Dan. 

" But there was much to see," Pitt 
retorted, " for one who will use the 
seventh sense of discernment. There 
were three people. The man was gross, 
predatory, selfish, and-if I am any 
judge-he was swelling with triumph ! 
The girl was a fine type, Dan, thor
oughly unselfish and idealistic-and 
weighted down with defeat, although 
too courageous to display it�" 

" Okay," said Dan, hopelessly. 
" Maybe you got the sawbones sized 
up, too?'' 

" Just a tool, Dan. And Dr. Hotly 
is even now at least half intoxicated
one could see that from here." He 
paused, thoughtfully. " Yes, a very 
interesting set-up." 

" But where is there any dough in 
it?" objected Dan. '' You got to have 
dough-" 

" As you should know, Dan," Pitt 
reproved him, " my creed is that if 
we attempt something beneficial to 
others, the money question will take 
care of itself. That is.'' he added, smil
ing, " with the help of a little con
niving." 

" You win," conceded Dan. " Can 
we go eat now ?" 

" I'll have a little drink first," said 
Pitt. 

" But I don't see no grog shop-" 
" I  imagine," said Pitt, " that the 

doctor will take care of me." He 
stepped out to the sidewalk. " Keep 
your eyes open, Dan." 

He strode across the street, his tall, 
immaculately-dad form moving with 
easy grace. It seemed to Dan, as he 
watched, that everyone in sight had 

stopped to look at the gracious, im
posing stranger with the dominating, 
Roman-featured face. In a moment, 
Pitt had vanished into the doctor's 
office. It was nearly half an hour be
fore he reappeared and rejoined Dan 
in the limousine. 

" A  very interesting case, Dan," Pitt 
commented. 

Dan groaned. He was sure now 
that there was no chance of getting out 
of Brixton until Pitt had followed 
through to the end. 

" You got the snifter, huh?" he 
queried. 

" One," said Pitt. " And the doc
tor took three. He'd already had sev
eral, so it was no trouble to get him to 
talk." 

" He told you everything, huh ?" 
" N 0, not everything. But I found 

out about the man and the girl. The 
man's name is Eli North. He's the 
local money-lender. He'll lend money 
on anything from an opal to a potato 
farm. A very unpleasant person, 
Dan." 

" Did he lend money to the dame?" 
" No. To her foster-father, Dan. 

Or, at least, this Eli North got the 
girl's foster-father, whose name is Ros
coe Street, in some sort of a deal. Now, 
Mr. Street is in what you catl a serious 
jam." 

" So what?" growled Dan. 
" Eli North wants the girl, of 

course. She's the price he asks for r� 
leasing her foster-father, with whom 
she lives, having no parents of her 
own." 

" She should tell him,'' said Dan de
cisively, " to go to hell." 

Pitt shook his head. •• But she's 
loyal to her foster-father, who, the doc
tor tells me, is in very bad shape
so bad, indeed, that a shock might eas
ily kill him." 
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" She's in a spot," agreed Dan. 

" But what the hell-?" 
" The money-lender is rushing 

things," mused Pitt. " The wedding is 
set for tomorrow noon." 

Dan stared. " Say, did the saw-
bones tell you all this?" 1 .  

Pitt  .chuckled. r .  Not in so many 
words, Dan. But he told me more than 
he realized, the facts from which I 
could easily deduce the truth. Inciden
tally, I left the doctor sound asleep." 

" Drunk, huh ?" 
" Not only that, Dan. I took the 

liberty of adding something to his last 
drink ! something from his own sup
plies. You see, I waqted a few min
utes to look about undisturbed." 

" But you didn't find no dough.'' 
charged Dan, a bit belligerently. 

" Of course not. But there were 
some things that looked more . like an 
actor's equipment than a doctor's." 

" Well," complained Dan, " I  don't 
se� no chance to pick up any dough 
from that mess." 

" But we might be able," Pitt con
tended, " to do the girl some good. By 
the way, there's. something resembling 
a hotel a little farther down the street. 
We can arrange for rooms there, and 
no doubt get some dinner." 

II 

IT was a small and shabby hotel, and 
the dinner wasn't very good, but 
Paul C. Pitt accepted the limited 

service graciously and paid for it gen
erously. Aft�r dinner, Pitt and Dan 
settled in two adjoining rooms. 

" Jeez, boss," Dan groaned, " I wish 
we could get away from here. It gives 
me the willies-" 

" Some time tomorrow, Dan," Pitt 
said. " This evening, I must see Miss 
Street and her foster-father. Please 
remember, in case anyone should ask 

you, that I'm a doctor of medicine
Or. Pitt, of New Yor.k.'' 

" It ain't the first time," Dan re
torted, " you been a doctor. Over in 
Wassonville last week you was a 
magician. And a few days 'before that 
you was a explorer from China. I 
don't see how you get away with-" 

" But tonight," Pitt said, smiling, 
" I'm plain Doctor Pitt. No� too plain, 
either. Indeed, I think that Dr. Holly 
believes me to be a physician of great 
distinction from New York-alcohol 
is a great aid to the imagination, Dan. 
However, I'U walk over to Mr. Street's 
house now. I understood that it's not 
far." 

Dan sa.t down to an uneasy game of 
solitaire as Pitt  left. It took Pitt's 
long legs not over ten minutes to stroH 
across to the edge of town where the 
Street house was located. The house 
was larger than most of its neighbors, 
but obviously run down. He knocked 
on the door. 

The door opened. The pale-faced 
girl was looking up at him. 

Pitt smiled at her. " You are Miss 
Street?" 

" Yes, sir." Her voice was subdued. 
" What can I do for you ?" 

" I'm Dr. Pitt, of New York. r•ve 
been talking to your Dr. Holly about 
your foster-father. I'm stopping over
night in your town, and your father's 
case interested me. I thought perhaps 
I'd he able to do him some good." 

The girl smiled, not very hopeft11ly. 
" Thank you. Will you step in?" 

In a moment, Pitt was in a small 
living room with her. " Perhaps we'd 
better go right upstairs," sh� suggested. 

" Tn a few moments," Pitt agreed. 
" First, I'd like to know a little more 
about your father's case. Has he been 
ill lon& ?" 

" About a month, sir. Then he \yas 
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taken down with a heart attack. He's 
been in bed since, and he looks very 
bad."-

Pitt wagged his head. " Pardon the 
digression," he observed, brightening, 
" but Dr. Holly tells me that you're 
to be married tomorrow." 

The girl seemed to tense, but she re
mained passive. 

" Tomorrow noon," she said. 
" To a Mr. North, I understand," 

Pitt went on smoothly, " I  happened 
to see him on the street this afternoon." 
Pitt gazed at her steadily. " I  should 
think that a pretty girl like you would 
have had other suitors." 

Bessie Street smiled wanly. " I-I 
had rather expected to marry a boy I 
went to school with. His name is 
Douglas Chappin. But-well, I guess 
that's all over." 

" What happened to him ?" queried 
Pitt. 

" He went away some time ago. 
You see, he had no money. And he 
decided to go to medical cotlege. He's 
just finishing his training now, at the 
hospital over at Canding, and he-oh, 
I'm sorry, but what's the use of talking 
about that?" 

She seemed on the verge of tears. 
" And now you're marrying someone 

else !" Pitt's voice was gently reprov
ing. " When is he expected back 
here ?" 

" Sometime tomorrow. But I-I-" 
The girl's voice broke suddenly. 

Pitt took her by the arm. " We'll see 
your father now," he said. 

She led him up the stairs to the 
upper floor. Just outside a door she 
stopped. " We keep things as quiet as 
possible," she whispered. " And the 
room is quite dark. You see, light 
bothers father a lot." 

She pushed open the door. Pitt fol
lowed her in. The room was almost 

dark. One small light in a far corner 
threw rays across the room, played 
weirdly on the haggard face of the 
man in bed. 

The man stirred, stared at Pitt out 
of sunken eyes. 

" Father," said the girl in a low 
voice, " this is Dr. Pitt of New York. 
He's been talking to Dr. Holly about 
you, and thought he might be able to 
help--" ·  

" He can't help me," snapped the 
man querulously. " I know what's the 
matter with me. Holly is good enough 
for me." He stared at Pitt again. 
" Did Holly send you to me?" 

" Not quite," admitted Pitt pleas
antly. " Coming to see you was really 
my own idea. I hope you don't mind." 

" But I do mind. And I wish you'd 
get out !" 

Pitt .ignored the order. " Your 
hands," he chided the man with sudden 
curtness, " are dirty ! They should be 
kept clean-" 

" Get out !" Street spat the words 
at him. 

" Now, Father," protested the girl, 
" that's really not the way-" 

" I know what I'm doing," argued 
the man angrily. " Get out !" 

T HE girl looked at Pitt appeal
ingly. Pitt, standing over the bed, 
seemed· quite unperturbed. Pres

ently he turned to the girl, took her by 
the arm again, and without a word 
walked with her to the door. Out in 
the hall, he closed the door. 

" How often does Dr. Holly visit 
your father?" he said very quietly. 

" He comes every morning at eight 
o'clock, before father has his break
fast." 

Pitt nodded. " Get me," he said, " a 
small pan of warm water and some 
soap," he said, 
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The girl seemed uncertain for a mo� 
ment. She gazed up at Pitt, and found 
something reassuring in Pitt's gaze. 
She hurried noiselessly down the stairs 
and returned in a few minutes with 
the water and soap. 

" You'd •better wait outside," Pitt 
told her. 

He grasped the knob, shoved open 
the door without a sound, disappeared 
inside. The door closed behind him. 
The girl, waiting anxiously, heard a 
startled exclamation in the room in a 
few moments, and her father's voice 
raised angrily. The _ voice subsided 
quickly, and for a little while there 
was only a munnur. 

The door opened again presently. 
Pitt emerged, closed the door behind 
him. 

" How is he?" gasped the girl. 
" Just now," Pitt admitted calmly, 

" he's feeling worse!" 
The girt caught her breath. 

" Worse ! But what did you do ? 
What-?" 

" But I wouldn't worry, if I were 
you," Pitt told her. " Indeed, I think 
he'll be much better - after you're 
married." 

" Yes," whispered the girl. " I  
know that. Dr. Holly told me that, 
too. But-" 

She stopped suddenly. In the room 
there were sounds of feet thudding to
ward the door. Then came the noise 
of a key rasping in the lock." 

The girl looked up at Pitt, a little 
wildly. " He-he's locking himself 
in !" 

" As I expeeted," murmured Pitt. 
"'' Don't worry about that, either. Will 
you show me out now?" 

Bessie Street led the way downstairs 
again. At' the front door, Pitt 
stopped: " Pardon my freedom, Miss 
Street,'' he said, " but isn't. it true that 

the man you're planning to marry to
morrow-this Eli N or�has some 
powerful financial advantage over your 
father?'' 

" Why, I-we.ll, I don't know if I 
should-" 

" I should know,'' Pitt said firmly, 
" if I'm to be of any help." 

" Well, yes," admitted the girl. 
" Father owes Eli fifteen thousand 
dollars. He has father's note-" 

" Fifteen thousand I" Pitt repeated. 
" And of course he'll destroy the note 
when you marry him?" 

" I  think that's the tmderstanding." 
Even in the dim light, the flush on her 
cheek was perceptible; " It's silly ! 
I'm not worth any such sum ! 1-" 

" You," returned Pitt, warmly, " are 
worth ten thousand times that I For 
that matter, I'm inclined to think that 
Eli North wiU pay a little more than 
that." 

He pushed open the door. The girl, 
apparently, noticed for the first time 
that he was bplding a sheet of oote 
paper in his hand. Her position, at his 
elbow, enabled her to glimpse it. 

" Pardon me," she said diffidently, 
" but that paper-I couldn't help 
noticing it.'' 

Pitt shrugged. " It's in the nature 
of a prescription," he said. 

" But it's in father's handwriting I" 
" To be sure,'' Said Pitt. " He just 

gave it to me." 
Bessie Street looked amazed. " You 

mean he's writing a prescription for 
himself?" 

Pitt's eyes were half closed. " The 
prescription,'' be said, " is for the 
doctor I Well, don't worry too much, 
my dear. Tomorrow may be better 
than today. Goodnight." 

The girl watched him wistfully from 
the doorway as she strode down the 
garden walk to the street. He reached 
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the hotel in a few minutes, found Dan 
nervously shuffling cards. , , , 

P ITT sank into a chair. " I  found 
the girl to be even more delight
ful than I had thought, Dan," he 

said softly. " She's a girl of the kind 
that you and I can never be worthy of. 
She's beautiful, true-" 

" Yeah ?" scowled Dan, unim
pressed. " But how about dough?" 
" She has no money, Dan. Nobody 
connected with the case has. any money 
-except Eli North." He glanced at 
his watch. " I think I'll run over and 
see Dr. Holly. He should be out of 
his stupor by this time." 

" What the hell," growled Dan, 
" can you get out of him ?" 

" I have a prescription," Pitt said 
calmly, " for him ! And perhaps he, 
in turn, will give me a prescription for 
Mr. North!" 

" But this guy North don't even 
know you." 

Pitt chuckled. " And he doesn't 
know about the prescription yet." 

" I don't get you," Dan complained. 
" Why-?" 

But Pitt wasn't listening. He was 
counting currency out on the rickety 
taWe. 

" Five hundred and seventeen dol
lars," he announced presently. 

" You-you ain't gonna give it 
away?" Dan asked fearfully. 

" Not at all. But I'm going to in
vest five hundred of it," stated Pitt. 

" But that won't do you no good," 
objected Dan. " You'll be leaving this 
burg tomorrow some time-if the law 
ain't got you first. So what-?" 

" Perhaps," said Pitt, " we can give 
the investment away. Incidentally, 
while I'm out I'm going to send a tele
gram to a young chap named Douglas 
Chappin." 

" Never heard of him-.J' 
" Doug was the girl's sweetheart, 

and he's due back here tomorrow. He 
doesn't know she's going to be married 
tomorrow, and I don't think it would 
be fair to make the poor fellow go 
through the agony of watching Bessie 
marry this fellow North. So I'm 
going to wire him." 

" Okay," grumbled Dan. " But 
that still ain't getting you any dough. 
And by the time you pay the hotel bill 
you won't have a dime left." 

" That,'' agreed Pitt, " would be 
sad." 

" Sad ?" said Dan. " It'd be plain 
hell ! Why, we'd be stuck-" 

But Pitt was stroBing out of the 
door. He was gone nearly two hours, 
and when he returned Dan was pacing 
the floor anxiously. 

" I made the investment all right, 
Dan," Pitt said, almost gaily. 

" Sure. But-" 
" And I sent the telegram," Pitt 

went em. 
" Yeah," said Dan. " Even that 

costs dough. But what-" 
" I  also called on Mr. Eli North," 

added Pitt. 
Dan gaped at him. " You did 

what?" 
" I  called on Mr. North. He's look

ing forward to his marriage tomorrow 
with great eagerness. A very offensive 
person, Dan, and very foxy. How
ever, he thanked me for calling." 

" Thanked you ?" 
" Of course. You see, the situation 

isn't entirely on the level. I made it 
clear to him that I knew something 
about it. Then I pointed out that the 
way to keep himself out of trouble was 
to be open and above-board." 

" Yeah ? Well, I still don't get it." 
" It's quite simple, Dan. I merely 

told Mr. North that in a case like this 
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the way to transfer money or property 
to another person is in the presence of 
witnesses, and in such a way as to 
make it plain that any such pay
ment was in exchange for legitimate 
services. He understood at once that 
I was making things quite safe for 
him." 

A little hope crept into Dan's grin. 
" But he didn't give you some dough 
for the advice, huh?" 

" Money?'' Pitt said in a shocked 
tone. " I wouldn't think of accepting 
money from Eli North. I'd feel con
taminated, Dan. Besides, it nlight not 
be quite legal." 

" Wouldn't that be too bad!" 
grumbled Dan. " Anyhow, if you 
don't get it from him, how the hell are 
we gonna get outa here. He's the only 
one that' a got any-" 

" It' a time to go to bed," Pitt evaded. 
" We must look our best for the 
wedding tomorrow." 

Ill 
AT eleven o'clock in the morning, .£1_ the limousine was drawn up in 

front of Mr. Strett's house. 
Dan was at the wheel, staring glumly 
at the house. Paul C. Pitt was in
side, in the Jiving room with Dr. Holly 
and Bessie Street 

The girl was dressed neatly, all 
ready for the wedding. Her face was 
drawn and pale, but her manner com
posed. 

The doctor was as pallid as the girl, 
but not as calm, his face showing the 
discomfort of the alcoholic addict 
when deprived of his stimulant. 

Pitt turned to the girl. " How is 
your father this morning?" 

" I-I really don't know," she 
stammered. " He wouldn't let me in 
to see him. Dr. Holly saw him, 
though." 

Pitt looked enquiringly at the 
doctor. 

" I guess he'll be all right," mumbled 
Dr. Holly. 

They waited, then, in silence. 
Presently they could hear a car coming 
to a stop. The door bell rang. With 
a sigh, the girl got up and went to the 
hall. She came back a minute later 
with a short, squat man, his dark little 
eyes apre with eagerness. His face 
wore an unaccustomed polish, and a 
large silk handkerchief dangled promi
nently from the pocket of his new 
frock coat. 

" Good morning, Mr. North," Pitt 
said courteously. 

North rubbed his hands together. 
His face was broken in an expansive 
grin. " W dl, wdl l" he gu<gied. He 
eyed the girl avidly. " All ready, my 
dear?'' 

" All ready," said the girl, in a very 
low voice. 

" Fine I Fine I Well, pretty soon 
we'll go around to preacher Watson's 
and get it over with, eh ? But first, to 
celebrate the occasion, we'll attend to 
a little business." 

u Business ""f' said Bessie Street, 
flushing. 

" That's right." With a flourish, 
Eli North flipped a slip of paper from 
his pocket. " Here, my dear, is your 
father's note for fifteen thousand dol
lars I A lot of money, my dear I But 
it don't mean anything to me," he 
added, leering at her, •• when I'm get
ting you ! See !" 

Deliberately, he held the note in 
front of him, ripped it in two, flung 
the pieces in the air with a grandilo
quent gesture. 

" I-I'm sure,'' the girl murmured, 
·� I'm very grateful, Eli." 

" One thing more," went on Eli 
North. " As you know, I've had Dr. 
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Holly take care of your father during 
his illness. He's done his best, and to 
show my appreciation I want to pay 
him-and pay him good!" 

Again his hand went into his pocket 
and came out with a sheaf of currency. 
He riffled it with his fingers. 

" Twenty-five hundred dollars !" 
He handed it to Dr. Holly. The 

doctor, looking startled rather than 
surprised, too it. 

" Very generous," murmured Pitt. 
" Sure," said Eli North. " That"s 

me ! Well, now we can go around to 
the preacher's-" 

" Not just yet," interposed Pitt, 
mildly. 

NORTH glared at him. " What 
you mean, not yet ? There's 
nothing to stop--" 

" Oh, just a few little adjustments," 
Pitt said blandly. He turned to Dr. 
Holly, who, absent-mindedly, was 
still, holding the money in his hand. 
" I'll take the money, my good 
doctor !" 

Without waiting for discussion, 
Pitt simply reached out and took the 
money. The doctor made no protest. 

" You see, Mr. North," Pitt ex
plained, as the money vanished into his 
own pocket, " Dr. Holly sold out to 
me last night. He sold me his equip
ment, his clientele-and all bills due 
him. So, of course, this money be
longs to me !" Pitt smiled pleasantly. 
" Perhaps he didn't know that you 
were going to pay him in this open 
fashion !" 

Eli North was sputtering. " But 
that-that was your idea !" 

" What was my idea ?" queried Pitt, 
serenely. 

" Why, to pay it like it-it-" 
North glanced quickly at the girl and 
subsided. 

Mr. North was staring out of the 
window. The girl seemed dazed. 

" Okay," snapped North, recovering 
himself a little. " Okay, if  that's the 
way is it. But now we can go on with 
the wedding-" 

" I think," Pitt interrupted, " that 
Bessie should know a little more about 
it. I think she should know that's 
she's been deceived I" 

North mumbled incoherently. 
" I  don't understand," Bessie said. 
Pitt spoke very gently. " I'm sorry 

to have to disillusion such a loyal 
young lady. The truth is that your 
foster-father is not iU I" 

•• Not ill ? But-" 
" And he's in no danger of dying 

from shock. It was just one of Mr. 
North's little schemes to hurry you 
into marrying him. When I first 
called on Dr. Holly yesterday, I looked 
through his visiting bag. There I saw 
things that belong to the theatrical pro
fession rather than to the medical. 

'' That excitt:d my suspicions. Then 
when I came out to this house and 
found that your father insisted on his 
room remaining dark, I decided to 
makt: sure, which was whv I asked for 
soap and water." 

· 

" It's unbelievable," Bessit: gasped. 
" I  promptly told your father," 

Pitt went on, " that I would tell you 
at once that his pallor and his sunken 
eyes wt:re faked-unless he gave me a 
letter to Dr. Holly. I took the letter 
to Dr. Holly and convinced him that 
it would be better for him to sell out 
to me than to have me make known 
his fraudulent activities to the State 
Medical Board. After that," con
cluded Pitt, smiling, " I  had a littlt: talk 
with Mr. North." 

.. But,'' sputtered Eli North, .. you 
didn't say anything to me about buy
ing out Holt here." 
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" That," said Pitt, " would have 
spoiled the prescription." 

Bessie Street became suddenly alive. 
" Then I don't have to get married!" " Ob, but you do !" Pitt told her. 

The girl's eyes were fixed on him, 
puzzled. The door of the liVing room 
was flung open suddenly. A young 
man was' standing there. He was a 
pleasant·faced young man, and he 
didn't seem able to see anyone in the 
room except the girl. 

" Doug!" cried the girl. 
" Bess I" cried the young man. 
They were in each other's arms. 
" I got your telegram, darling," he 

said. " But I'm afraid-
" Telegram ?" said the girl. 11 I sent 

no telegram !" 
" Don't joke with me. It told me to 

hurry home and marry you-today ! I 
got the license, as instructed, but 1-
I'm afraid I can't do it, Bess !" 

The girl was looking over his 
shoulder at Pitt. Pitt's face was un
revealing; but she smiled at him. 

'' Why can't you marry me now, 
Doug?" she said. 

" Why, I have nothing! I've got to 
get an office and build up a practice. 
To do that, I'll have to make money 
first. I couldn't have you sacrifice-" 

" That,'' Pitt put in, " has been 
taken care of, Doug, my boy. You see, 

Dr. Holly here has decided to leave 
town." Pitt had a legal-looking docu
ment in his hand. He scratched his 
signature on the bottom of it with his 
fountain pen. " Dr. Holt's equipment 
and practice are hereby assigned to 
vou !" 
· " But 1-1 don't · even know you, 
sir !" protested the young man. 

" You can just remember me as Dr. 
Pitt," said Pitt. " Dr. Pitt, of New 
:York." 

" Remember you ?t' 
Pitt shrugged. " I  can't stay here. 

I won't be seeing you again. And it's 
pleasant to be remembered-by some 
people. My man is waiting for me 
very impatiently right now. I'd sug
gest that you tell Mr. Eli North the 
way to go home, then go around and 
see preacher Watson." He shook the 
young man's hand. 41 Goodbye, and 
good luck !" 

He strode out to the hall and had 
readied the front door when the girl's 
voice halted him. " Wait, please !" 

She was running after him, caught 
up with him, flung her arms .about his 
neck and kissed him. 

Pitt regarded her solemnly. " I 
shall remember that kiss," he said, " as 
long as I live�" And then he strode 
down the w a l k  t o w a r d  t h e  
limousine . . . .  
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lice. Lives had been lost, many more 
had been wounded. Thus far only Vi
vian Legrand, known as the Lady from 
Hell and the most unusual tourist to 
visit Spain in a century, stood to gain 
anything from the bloody encoWlter. 
But nobody knew about that. 

Hidden in a sub-cellar of the home 
of Tomas Delgado was the loot of his 
bandit son, Cruz. Having disposed of 
Cruz Delgado, after saving themselves 
from his treacherous, despttate plot, 
Vivian and Adrian- Wylie, her accom
plished confederate, had deciphered a 
small drawing found in the ho11ow han
dle of the notorious desperado's knife. 
The cipher marks of that drawing had 
acquainted Wylie with the true loca
tion of the surplus riches Cruz had 
stolen and had not squandered. · With this knowledge Vivian had 
made her furtive and hazardous jour
ney to Zucorra,· to the very house oc
cupied by Cruz Delgado's parents-the 
cruel, vindictive father, the sullen, tor
mented mother. And her journey had 
resulted in the ali-day conflict Spain 
already knew as the " battle of Zucor
ra." But Vivian, not even to be dis
tracted by a small local war, had con
trived to make use of the mother of 
Cruz in locating the hiding-place of the 
dead bandit leader's hoard. Now, she 
knew where the treasure was, but re
moving it from Zucorra and then from 
Spain was another matter. 

Adrian Wylie; that loyal and talented 
lieutenant, had hastened to beleaguered 
Zuca,rra with the detachment of 
mounted police under Rafael de Var
gas. And almost the first words Vivian 
had whispered to her partner when the 
fighting ended, and she had been res
cued uninjured, informed him of the 
secret success of her foolhardy plot. 

" Right here in the depths of this 
house, Doc," she said. " A  chest fuJI 

of ·coins and currency. Some jewels, 
too, I think--didn't have too much time 
to get up an inventory." She smiled. 
Vivian could smile even .when sur
rounded by the dead and the dying. 
The shouts of the conquering Civil 
Guard the cursing of prisoners, the 
groans of the wounded undergoing the 
crudest first-aid - these conditions 
passed unnoticed by the Lady from 
Hell. 

Hadn't she concentrated on· restor
iO.g their fortunes, ravaged so peculi
arly on the flight from Monteverde in 
South America ? And wasn't she· now 
close upon the track of nat wealth 
Onct i!DOrd 

" Right here, eb ?" said Wylie with 
a wry grin. " Nothing to ·do but bor
row an infantry regiment from King 
Alfonso, to help us cart it out of his 
kingdom." 

" I'll thirik of a way," Vivian de
clared. " In fact, I have already . . . .  " 

She already had confided to the 
smitten officer, de Vargas, her fondness 
for picturesque Zucorra. " I  honestly 
adore this fine old house. It must date 
from the seventeenth century. I'm go
ing to buy it from the estate of Tomas 
Delgado. I promised his wife, who, 
poor woman, died in my arms during 
the fighting, that I would preserve this, 
her home, just as it had been in her 
lifetime." 

Rafael de Vargas, who had won pro
motion when Vivian's bullet had fin
ished Cruz

. 
Delgado, considered her too 

lovely a person to be denied any whim. 
But the veteran soldier, Morales, who 
was also proud to be numbered among 
·the Legrand admirers, " the most ex
clusive club in Madrid today," had 
courage and authority enough to put 
his foot down. 

" It is  out of the question, Stiiora 
Legrand," said the commander of 
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Spain's police. " I  speak both for my� 
self and for the Government. You can
not buy this house or any house near 
Zucorra. You cannot rent here, or re
main here." 

Vivian could not suspect this gray
ing and distinguished man. He knew 
nothing of Cruz Delgado's hidden for
tune. If she cOaxed hard enough, he 
would allow her to remain at least a 
fortnight, a week, three days . . . .  

Morales proved obdurate, " I am not 
only indebted to you, seiiora, for being 
so lovely and making the world a pleas
anter prospect-yes, even to an old 
soldier's eyes. We are all indebted to 
you ·as well for your unbelievable 
rashness, which has resulted now on 
two occasions in disposing of some of 
the worst element of Spain." 

" Then, surely, dear General-" 
" None of that, young lady. You 

Simply can't remain in Zucorra when 
de Vargas and his men withdraw. We 
hive all of Spain to police, remember 
-and these are turbulent times. Forty
eight hours after the last gendarme 
leaves this vicinity, the bandits and 
would-be rascals-old, middle-aged 
and novices-will begin drifting back 
into Zucorra. 

" It would not be safe for you. We 
can't leave a garrison in a place of this 
size, you know. We can't fortify cow
sheds and pig-sties. And nothing less 
than a strong, heavily armed force
such as lately converged on the • siege' 
old Tomas Delgado had provoked, and 
which cost him his life-can continu
ously enforce the law in Zucorra. 

" Oh, I see what you are thinking!" 
he exclaimed. (j You smile. You think
! am Morales, head of the police, and 
I should be ashamed to admit that I 
and my department can't keep order 
anywhere. But this is Spain, stiiora
and Spain means tradition. If honest 

men emigrated to this village, they 
would soon be infected with violence 
and stealth, and turn to outlawry. 
Tradition! Why, even you-should I 
permit you to reside here--" 

" Count Morales !" Vivian's laugh 
was musical and merry i but in her ob
jection there was the least shade of 
reproof and injured feelings. 

The elderly grandee, a favorite at 
Court, bowed low over her exquisite 
ivory hand. " Forgive me, dear seii
ora," he begged. " I was, of course, 
joking. You are all that is gracious 
and good." 

" Then why shouldn't I try to re
form Zucorra i'" 

" With Maxim guns, possibly-not 
otherwise. You must believe me, for 
I know. Take the advice of a man old 
enough to . be your grand-ah, your 
father, seiiora. This part of the prov
ince of Leon is not for such as you. I 
forbid you to try to stay here. I re
spectfully urge you prepare to return 
to Madrid at once." 

Vivian Legrand met this unaccus
tomed setback with a captivating shrug 
of resignation. Gaiety by degrees 
slipped from her, and she was serious 
and then . becomingly sad. 

" Poor, poor Seiiora Delgado," she 
lamented. " I  did so want to stay here, 
if  only to keep the vow I made to the 
dying woman." 

" Any priest-any church in Chris
tendom would absolve you from such 
a vow," put in handSQme young Rafael 
de Vargas, eager to impress Vivian and 
also his _ formidable superior, Count 
Morales. 

With a heavenward glance, the Lady 
from Hell capitulated. " I  dare say you 
both know best. But at any rate, I can 
keep my other vow!' 

4' And what, pray, is that?" Moralei 
queried a trifle uneasily. 
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" To give Seiiora Delgado a splendid 

funeral, returning her body to the city 
of her birth." 

" But I had supposed she also was 
a native of  this region of traditional 
outi�V.:s." \ 

Vtvtan's eyes were thoughtfuL They 
wanted to get away from Spain with 
the Cruz Delgado money. In which di· 
rection would it be wisest to move? 
Southwest, toward Portugal ? Back to 
Madrid, where her fashionable friends 
and admirers were an uncomfortable 
legion? Or north toward France ? 

In an instant-since she had no op
portunity to consult her partner, Wylie 
-she had made her decision. " With 
almost her dying breath the poor wom
an-hers had been an unhappy life
told me she had come as a girl from 
Santander, and asked if I would prom
ise to see to it that she was there laid 
to rest, in consecrated ground." 

" But, of course-without doubt-a 
permit can be arranged." 

Thinking fast, Vivian clinched her 
argument. " One sees all things very 
clearly, I suppose, when at the point of 
death. Seiiora Delgado knew that her 
son, Cruz, many times a murderer, had 
been denied burial in consecrated 
ground. She doubtless suspected that 
her evil husband would als

.
o be-an� 

so she turned to me, a stranger . . . .  
The Spanish officers, old and young, 

were deeply moved that so entrancing 
a woman, and one so recently in grav
est · peril, should devote her first 
thoughts, her first activitieS, to the sp

.
ir

itual concerns of another in no degree 
related to her, by blood, class, nation
ality, or any obligation. 

" I'll give orders at ·once," said 
Count MOrales. " De Vargas, find the 
village priest-if he's been · left alive 
by some of the visiting scoundrels. The 
funeral and burial in Santander shall 

be as you wish-at the expense of the 
State." 

" At my expense," said Vivian. 
" Surely, General, you will allow me 
that privilege." 

Presently Vivian and Wylie had a 
few minutes uninterruptedly alone. 
And the latter voiced some of his iron

·ical doubts about this latest Legr�nd 
affair for subsidizing religiOus serv
ices. 

" Just how much cash do you figure 
we can spend even on the madre of 
Cruz Delgado?" 

" Say one per cent, Doc, of what 
we're taking away from this house." 

" But how-how?" Wylie de-
manded anxiously. " Morales has put 
his foot down hard on your scheme of 
lingering after the police and soldiers 
withdraw. And you know how energe
tic Spanish troops and police are said 
to be when it comes to looting the 
neighbors. B_y now, probably, all of 
Cruz Delgado's pesetas are well on 
their way out of Zucorra, with old 
Morales even taking his captain-gen
eral's cut." 

" Nonsense. If the thieves of this 
village could never locate the treasure, 
nobody else will be able to, Doc. I 
tell you Cruz's own mother didn't sus
pect where he had hid his spare cash 
till I let her see your interpretation of 
the ctpher on the drawing. Then she 
led me to the right compartment of the 
musty old sub-cellar, and together we 
discovered the chest, whose contents 
I'd promised to divide with her. 

" As the fighting grew hotter, I left 
the treasure right where it had been 
hidden. And now when it comes time 
for my siesta, and for a while even 
Morales won't be expecting to compli
me"nt me and hold my hand, you and I 
can sneak down there and arrange for 
the getaway." 

· 
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A S it turned out, the mother of the £"1. late and widely unlamented 
Cruz Delgado received not only 

a fine funeral-she received a military 
funeral. And when Vivian assured 
Count Morales that she had counted on 
no such pomp and circumstance, he ex
plained in a hushed tone : 

" Such precautions are necessary,. 
Sttiora Legrand-as much to protect 
you, the living, as that poor creature 
who is dead and already blessed in find
ing you for her benefactress and cham
pion." 

Vivian's green eyes glowed, but 
were immediately niled by her long 
lashes. " You expect more fighting, 
then ? Your police lead a hard life here 
in Spain, General." 

" Indeed, yes. And why not," he said 
with some wannth, " when we get the 
sweepings, the scum and worst fugi
tives of other nations dumped upon us. 
I intend to prevent fighting, senora, by 
this excessive display of force. And 
the reason is," he added in a virtual 
whisper, " a  police spy has warned us 
that Luis Moraga and some of his cut� 
throats have been seen hovering in this 
vicinity. They'd raid a funeral proces
sion, a wedding, anything." 

" Another bandit ?" Vivian asked 
with well concealed interest. As though 
she never before had heard of Luis 
Moraga-though actua1ly she had 
heard more perhaps than the head of 
the Spanish police himself. The Count 
would have been shocked, indeed, to 
learn that this beauteous lady on whom 
he showered his debonair, Old World 
attentions even knew the terrible 
Moraga by sight. 

" Worse than a bandit," Morales 
was proceeding to explain. " He is 
wanted in France, and there is a re
ward of sixty thousand francs posted 
for him there, dead or alive. This man 

is known to us as the Cross Killer. 
The French have a zest for dramatic 
titles. But in Moraga's case it seems 
to be wholly deserved. 

" Several persons, both men and 
women, whom he is suspected of slay· 
ing on his way -up from petty · crime, 
were not only stabbed or hacked to 
death, but a cross--two deep gashes 
made at right angles-was cut upon the 
face of each by the killer as his special, 
savage brand." 

Vivian Legrand shuddered bewitch
ingly and opened her eyes wide, as the 
elderly beau had expected her to do. "1 
sincerely hope we see nothing of this 
Moraga,'' she murmured. " And thank 
you very much, General, for the strong 
escort." 

The Lady from Hell, however, was 
destined to see Luis Moraga, the so· 
called Cross Killer, not once but sev· 
eral times. And the first of these un
expected occasions came before the 
costly and impressive cortCge, honoring 
the mother of Cruz Delgado, even took 
the winding mountain road leading to 
its coastal destination. 

Vivian-whose eyes were so miracu· 
lously keen--spotted a tall, seedy look· 
ing loiterer in the crowd of curious 
and apparently harmless . peasants 
thronging to watch the funeral proces
sion assemble in Zucorra's single street. 
As soon as she could, inconspicuously, 
she direeted her partner's attention to 
the man. 

" Well, what about him ?'' Wylie 
queried. " Some stray Delgado you 
also want to take pity on ?" 

" Perhaps you remember a certain 
Basque we once knew in Paris-by 
name, Luis Moraga?'' 

" Luis-Moraga-" Suddenly her 
partner was electrified. " Good Lord. 
Vi-1'11 say I do. The Cross Killer, 
you mean--" 
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" But formerly just a petty thief 
and hanger·on, who did a few minor 
jobs for us in the old days." 

" And what reminds You of him, 
for heaven's sake?" 

" That tall fellow down there near 
the hearse which holds not only Cruz 
Delgado's poor mother, but Cruz Del
gado's rich treasure. That tall fellow, 
Doc, is Moraga I ' '  

Now Adrian \Vylie might have 
scoffed at her offhand identification, 
or flattered himself by exhibiting a 
hearty masculine skepticism. However, 
he knew Vivian's intuitions and keen
ness only too well, had labored with her 
too long in the vineyards of uppercrust 
extortion, crime and fraud, even to 
ignore any hunch she might be play
ing. 

" I  hardly can recall anything about 
Moraga," he admitted. " Maybe it's he, 
Vi-though how on earth you managed 
to recognize him like that and instantly 
place his name beats me." 

" Count Morales himself told me a 
spy had reported Luis Moraga lurking 
in this vicinity. A fugitive from 
France, of  course, and worth, hoofs 
and hide, a cool sixty thousand francs 
-at any French frontier post." 

" Let the Spaniards try to collect 
that," Wylie cautioned. " We've got 
more than twelve times as much al
ready in cash to carry over the French 
frontier." 

During the siesta hour, while aTI 
Zucorra, troops, police and P.opulace re
laxed and slumbered, he and Vivian 
had descended into the depths of  the 
house which belonged to the late Tomis 
Delgado. Examining the contents of 
Cruz's treasure chest had not only ex
cited the pair, who were accustomed 
to wealth and of late had been desper
ately conscious of their lack of it, but 
also gave Wylie the idea of how to im-

plant the treasure in Seiiora Delgado's 
funeral cortege. 

True to his surmise, the locality had 
pro,•ed ill-provided with undertaker's 
supplies. The best coffin available, 
brought from Ponferrada, the nearest 
town, was an altogether cheap affair. 
Vivian, as the beneficent purchaser, in
sisted it was not nearly good enough. 
But more than a day would be lost in 
telegraphing to Burgos or Valladolid 
for a more costly substitute. Where
upon Adrian Wylie---<=ncouraged by 
Morales and de Vargas, who wished to 
humor Vivian but resisted any pros
pect of delay-volunteered to " make 
over" the cheap article from Ponfer
rada's humble undertaker, so that it 
would do credit to the sort of funeral 
arrangements Vivian desired to confer 
on the mother of Cruz Delgado, who, 
as she described events in Zt!corra, had 
saved her life. 

The process of making over the 
cheap pine coffin was more a job of 
decoration than of carpentry. Wylie 
declined with thanks local offers of as
sistance. He-under Vivian Legrand's 
direction-padded and relined the cof
fin with a rich fabric. There was plenty 
of  costly material to be furtively bar
gained for in the neighborhood of Zu
corra. Generations Gf thieves, of re
ceivers of stolen goods, had hidden 
away and had cherished bolts of veh·et 
and brocade as superb as anything 
brought from the East by the olden
time caravans and argosies of  the days 
of  Ferdinand and Isabella. 

Seiiora Delgado in death was to en
joy a splendor utterly unknown to her 
cramped and unrelenting life. The cof
fin was artfully encased in black velvet 
of a texture once reserved for royalty 
and their robes of  state. The cushion
like interior was not precisely soft, but 
the poor seiiora was, after all, past all 
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earthly discqmforts. In it Wylie had 
hidden the money hoarded by her son 
-as though finally the evil-doing Cruz 
Delgado had elected to share it with her 
and respect the maternal relationship. 
Not only was the funeral cortege im
pressive, therefore, but the pitiful body 
of  the woman whom Vivian really 
honored as a partisan and friend lay 
virtually upon a golden bier. 

Since the man she kept telling her
self was the badly wanted Luis Mora
ga still was loitering about, Vivian 
again consulted her partner. 

" Do you suppose he has spies in 
Zucorra, Doc?" 

· 

" Very likely. He's the Cross Killer 
-and so it'd pay him to protect his 
hide by knowing what goes on. " 

" Then he alone may have a tip about 
Cr�z Del�do's treasure !" Vivian ex
clamled. 

" What can he do ? Your charms 
have lined us up a small army to pro
ceed to Santander by way of La Robia, 
Cervera and Reinosa. No bandit force 
would dare attack us." 

" Suppose he's recognized us as I 
recognized him ? Some of these Civil 
Guards-and most of  the local police 
--are crooked as they come, Doc. 
Moraga has connections with them, 
you can bet, or ite'd have been taken 
and returned to France long ago. If 
he tips off his friends in the police 
they'll make it hot for us, demand the 
lion's share of the treasure." 

Wylie remained immune to this 
alarm. He had done an exquisite job 
on the coffin, and, craftsman at heart, 
he was proud and at peace with the 
'vorld. " Vi, you've let Spain get hold 
of you. Most of  these people are dumb 
as beetles, Luis Moraga included. You 
have more wits behind those beautiful 
eyes of yours, my dear, than all the 
CiVil Guard combined." 

" Just the same, I'm going to sick 
Colonel de Vargas on Luis Moraga." 

" As you please. But don't assume 
Moraga has both learned alx>ut the pe
culiarly secret treasure and also iden
tified us, whom he hasn't laid eyes on 
for years, and who must in the mean
time have changed." 

Vivian nonetheless proceeded against 
Moraga with an excess of  vindictive 
stealth. In him she sensed a formidable 
adversary. To both de Vargas and 
Count Morales, her devoted admirers, 
she spoke of  a loitering peasant who 
jeered at the funeral arrangements and 
amused the least reverent of the local 
onlookers with obscene comments and 
derisive pantomime. And she described 
the tall fellow who was, she now felt 
convinced, the wanted Cross Killer. 

Thus it turned out that, only a few 
moments before the cortege was about 
to set forth forever from Zucorra, a 
sudden, sharp outcry was heard, and 
signs of  violent commotion agitating 
the crowd. Two members of de Var
gas' mounted force had stepped in close 
to the agitator Vivian had subtly de
nounced a:nd abruptly sought to pinion 
his arms. 

But Luis Moraga was not taken. 
·with the swift and desperate energy 
of the fugitive he had shaken off both 
his captors. A long knife leaped from 
his coarse jacket to his bony, murder
ous hand. One of  the arresting officers 
was fatally stabbed in the chest. The 
other foolishly tried to grapple with 
Moraga, instead of using his revolver 
and firing while he ha!=l the chance. 

Surging curious spectators closed in 
around the wounded policeman, · and 
the pair who were struggling for the 
knife, with- grim and silent intensity. 
The press of people seemed to separate 
the officer from·his prey. And his arm 
was badly gashed, the right arm-pre-
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venting him from belatedly making use 
of  his revolver. When other police 
came to his relief the tall, shabby fel
low seen near the golden bier was no 
longer to be found in Zucorra. 

Two days later the funeral party 
arrived with due solemnity in Santan
der. Vivian paid to have the coffin re
moved to a vault, pending her making 
arrangements for proper burial and the 
last rites of the Church. 

" Well, we've got the money 
smuggled along this far, thanks to your 
ruse," said Wylie. " What's next?" 

" SomeOOdy is going to tell me that 
the cheaper coffin, good as yQu have 
made it look, is not suited to the cli
mate of this coast. Then, to keep my 
promise made to Seiiora Delgado, I'll 
buy her a fine metallic one. We can 
afford that, Doc, out of the thirty 
thousand pesetas we've already sub
tracted from Cruz's cash reserve. I'll 
say to the local undertaker that I'm 
sentimental about keeping the velvets 
and brocade you made use of--old 
family treasures, and all that ! And 
when you secretly dismantle the first or 
Zucorran coffin, the treasure becomes 
ours to carry off to France." 

CHAPTER II 
A Knife from Behind 

FROM the balcony of a hotel in 
Santander that evening, Vivian 
Legrand gazed out over the danc

ing lights of  the harbor with a feeling 
of welcome relief. She and Wylie had 
come through many dangers since land
ing in the south, at Cadiz. Yet hadn't 
they found wealth? The treasure craft� 
ily brought from Zucorra was really se
cure in a guarded vault. She herself 
-again using the excuse of sacred 
vows and sentiment-had hired the 
guards. But in a day or two she and 

her partner would attend the last rites 
for poor Seiio,.a Tomas Delgado, and 
then, bountifully enriched, they. would 
proceed in safety on their journey into 
France. 

Suddenly, warned by that inner sense 
that told her so unerringly of  the im� 
minence of danger, Vivian swung from 
the balcony post, against which she had 
been leaning. And just in time to save 
her life ! 

There was a flash of  silver in the air 
before her eyes, and a thrown knife 
thudded into the post. It stood there, 
quivering. 

Swift as a tigress, Vivian Legrand 
whirled, and the deadly little revolver 
that she was never without leaped into 
her hand. The balcony was deserted. 
There was only one place from which 
the knife could have come, the doorway 
to the corridor. With running strides 
she covered the distarice, and saw, flee
ing before her, the slim silhouette of a 
woman. 

The greenish eyes of the Lady from 
Hell narrowed in thought as she 
watched the slender back of the woman 
disappear around a turn in the hallway. 
That corridor was a blind alley, she 
knew. And so the woman must have a room somewhere around that turn. 

The woman's face had been hidden 
from view by a black mantilla, but Vi
vian had seen that she was quite small 
and wore red shoes. Vivian was posi
tive she had never seen her before. 

Her face was grim as she turned 
back to the balcony. Had she waited 
a fraction of  a second longer to move 
from that railing, she'd not be alive at 
this moment. She'd be crumpled on 
the floor with a knife in her back. Her 
intuition had been right again, as usual. 
She had been so sure that their secret 
was safe, and now this . . .  , 

Swiftly the Lady from Hell walked 
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over to the post where the knife still 
quivered and wrenched it out, her 
green eyes blazing with sudden fire. 
There was a ycl.low·brown stain on the 
blade, extending an inch or more up 
from the point Poison! 

Something that resembled the cold 
malignancy of a snake's gaze coiled in 
the depths of those alert, greenish eyes 
and rendered them stony, glassy, shal
low. Whoever the woman was that had 
thrown the knife, she was taking no 
chances on her victim escaping alive. 
The merest scratch from it would have 
caused her death. 

· 

Vivian examined the blade cardully 
as she walked down the corridor to the 
room occupied by Adrian Wylie, her 
companion in crime. The knife was of 
Spanish manufacture. By balancing it 
in her hand she knew that it had been 
made expressly for throwing. She 
nodded-the pictUre was now taking 
form in her mind. 

Wylie looked up from the desk 
where he was working as she entered. 
Swiftly she outlined to him what bad 
happened. 

" I  don't .know," she said thought
fully, " who is responsible." Not once 
did it occur to her that it might be an 
agent of the police. She knew better. 
The Lady from Hell preyed on crim
inals. The vast fortune that Adrian 
Wylie and herself had amassed-and 
lost-had been gained at the expense 
of the underworld. " I  do not think 
there can be any doubt of the reason," 
she continued. " Someone is wise to 
the fact that we ha� the Delgado loot 
. . .  and that someone means to put us 
out of the way and take it." 

Wylie · nodded, running one hand 
through his gray hair. 

" But why attempt to kill you ? It 
!;eems foolish. If  they know that we 
have the treasure, they certainly know 

that we are not sufficient fools to leave 
it lying around where any chance com
er might put his hand upon it. If we 
were killed, there is every chance that 
the hiding-place of the money might die 
with us." 

•• I have thought of that, too," Vi
vian confessed. " It is either a very 
stupid, childish move-<1r a move that 
has behind. it a purpose: that we have 
not begun to fathom." 

" Whoever it is, isn't taking a shot 
in the dark," Wylie said. " They know 
we've got the stuff.'' 

" Yes," Vivian said slowly. " They 
know . . .  but we don't know who they 
are. And tmtil we do . . .  we're liable 
to be shot, stabbed or poisoned when 
we least expect it." She got up from 
the chair into which she had dropped 
and paced up and down the floor with 
catlike tread. To be on the defensive 
was not a usual state for the Lady from 
Hell. One of her cardinal principles 
was to strike first . . .  and strike hard
est. 

Her next words showed that this was 
the strategy she bad in mind. " We've 
got to find whoever it is and convince 
them that it would be healthier to leave 
us alone." 

" Santander is a large port," Wylie 
reminded her drily. 

Vivian agreed. " I  know. But not 
too large to find the place you �ek, if 
you have a guide." 

" A  guide?" Wylie stared at her in 
astonishment. 

She nodded again. " Whoever it is, 
isn't playing a lone hand. And they, 
whether two, or three, or four, must 
meet somewhere. It may be in a hotel 
room, a park, or a restaurant. The 
chances are they'll meet tonight after 
the attempted murder-to concoct a 
new plan. And if they do, I mean to be 
there." 
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" .A:nd," Wylie said with a shake of 

his head, " I  suppose you intend to 
utilize a crystal ball or a fortune teller 
to find out just where these people are 
to meet?" 

" No, common sense," said Vivian. 
" The woman who tried to kill me has 
a room around the bend of the central 
corridor. She was tiny and she wore 
red shoes, There are probably not a 
great many women answering that de· 
scription along that particular stretch 
of corridor. 

" You have unusual skill with stub
born doors, Adrian. By a process of 
elimination we can boil 'down whatever 
suspects we may have to the woman 
in whose room we find a pair of small, 
red shoes. Every time she leaves the 
hotel we'll follow her until she meets 
her confederates. And then "-there 
was a hardness in her ordinarily mus
ical voice-" there will be fireworks." 

Had her suspicions that the Spanish 
underworld was attempting to muscle 
in on the treasure she and Wylie had 
acquired in Zucorra needed confirma
tion, the cafe that the girl had just en
tered would have confirmed those sus
picions. The Posada Tres Hermanos 
was not the sort of place recommended 
to even the most inquisitive visitor to 
Santander. Many of its habitues were 
smugglers, and a fair percentage of 
cutthroats could be found at its tables 
any night. 

The Lady from Hell slowed her 
pace, halted for a moment to permit the 
slouching figure that had been moving 
from one pool of darkness to another 
to catch up. It was Wylie, following 
Vivian as a reserve force in the event 
of trouble. His ears barely caught the 
whispered phrase from the woman as 
she stood in the fringe of a shadow. 

" Doc, she's in there," Vivian whis
pered . .. I'm going in." 

V IVIAN was fully aware of the Wylie did not pause in his stride. 
fact that she walked straight into But Vivian knew that he would remain 
the heart of danger. outside there, ready to render aid i f  

The street into which th e  woman she needed. 
was trailing had tumed was a canyon She shot a glance through the grimy 
of sinister shadows. The green eyes little window. The woman she fat
of the Lady from Hell darted from lowed was nowhere in sight. Vivian 
left to right, her ears attuned to the opened the door and went in. 
sound of the stealthiest movement. At No one apparently paid any attention 
any moment, she realized, a revolver

� 
to the lovely woman with the aureole 

shot might shatter the stillness of the of flaming red hair. But she was in
Spanish night, or a knife come hurtling stantly aware of eyes beneath lowered 
from the shadows to sink between her lids that took in her plain black gown 
shoulder blades. She had not the slight- -her rich fur cape. Eyes that summed 
est inkling of the identity of the people up and appraised. A chain of eyes sur
she was fighting, save for the woman rounded her. And she was warned of 
that she trailed; while they, on the the hands that went with those eyes, 
other hand, might be, and probably However, the deadly little .automatic 
were, fully aware of'her identity. she carried hidden away should be 

The woman ahead turned into a more than a match for the knives of 
black little street, opened a door where any of these men. And the hint of 
light gleamed through the painted latent cruelty that lay in the depths of 
green glass. Vivian's eyes narrowed. those greenish eyes might have warned 



88 DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY 

a close observer that the woman herself 
could be as dangerous as the weapon 
she carried. Not for nothing was she 
called The Lady from Hell !  

A tall, slender man with up-curled 
mustaches came with swift, gliding 
feet to make her welcome. 

She asked for a private room. 
The man's hands went up in a ges� 

ture of disappointment. There was only 
one private room and that had been m
ga.ged. But he would give her a table 
in a corner where she would be se-
cluded. He pointed to a table in a little 
alcove next to the outer door. 

Vivian shook her head, and indi� 
cated a table at the far end of  the long 
room-a table only a few feet from the 
only other door, save that of the kitch
en, through which the girl could 
have gone. Undoubtedly the door o f  
the. private room where even no w  mem
bers of the Spanish wtderworld might 
be planning to rob her and Wylie of 
the Delgado hoard. 

The man seated her there. For nearly 
fifteen minutes she sat, giving oo sign 
that she was other than a woman there 
on a rendezvous. Not for an instant 
did she seem the cool, calculating wom
an that Wylie knew, not once the 
deadly adventuress that she actually 
was. 

Suddenly Vivian's hand tightened 
upon the stem of her wine glass, 
slightly spilling the golden Manzanilla 
she had felt compelled to order. With 
a startle:d intensity she recognized the 
man who had just entered. Luis Mora
ga ! So he had come to Santander from 
the mountains near Zucorra ! 

He entered the establishment with 
the swaggering assurance of one very 
familiar in such company. The greet
ing of the proprietor gave evidence that 
Moraga was very well known. Yet 
on·ly a single word was spoken by Mo-

raga. The proprietor spoke briefly in 
reply. 

Moraga was now making straight 
for the door near which sat the Lady 
from Hell. It was a tense moment. 
She had turned in such a way that she 
felt sure the newcomer would not see 
her face. She was badly cornered, in
deed, if  he should chance to recognize 
her . . For to Vivian the small, crooked 
pieces of the picture puzzle were drop
ping into place. . She understood now 
who her chief enemy was, and how the 
Cruz Delgado treasure which she had 
begun to think so safe was threatened 
by forces both of cunning and 
ferocity. 

While she felt her neck and shoul
ders tingle, Luis Moraga passed dose 
to her. His glance swept the back of 
her head with arrogant indifference. 
Some woman who waited for her 
sweetheart meant nothing to the ter
rible Cross Killer with a golden treas
ure flaming in his mind. And so with
out recognition· Moraga swept past 
Vivian, opened the door and went in. 

For a moment or two she sat there 
quietly, until the proprietor passed 
from the room into the kitchen at the 
�ar. Then, with a swift movement, 
Vivian was on her feet. Noiselessly 
she opened the door and slipped 
through. 

She found herself in a narrow corri
dor which ended in a curtain-masked 
doorway at the far end. Light filtered 
around the edges, and from behind 
came voices. 

She ccept to the curtain and peered 
thcough. Seated about the table was 
the woman she had been following, 
Moraga and two others. 

·Foe the first time Vivian had a close 
look at the woman who had tried to kil.l 
her. The glow from the single over
head light revealed her coils of glisten· 
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ing black hair, the dark eyes, olive skin 
and white teeth of the typical Spaniard. 

" You are late, Luis," she was saying 
to Moraga as Vivian peered intently 
through the curtain. 

" And what of that?" he snapped. 
" I could get here no sooner. And I 
see it in your eyes-you have failed." 

Carlotta's shrug was meant to match 
his insolence. " That woman has the 
luck of the devil, Luis-" 

" I warned you that she is often 
called the Lady from Hell. What hap
pened?" 

" The dagger and the poison, as you 
ordered, Luis. But she threw herself 
aside" by instinct-! swear it. I hadn't 
made one little sound, there on the ho
tel balcony. And so "-another grace
ful shrug-" she made me miss." 

" Better than you, querida, have 
tried to beat her and have failed. But 
I-I shall not fail," Moraga boasted, 
stimulated by the girl's dark eyes and 
admiring glance. " I'm afraid that my 
affection for you blinded me to the 
faults of your plan. The Legrand wom
an is the guiding spirit, and it seemed 
sensible to believe that, with her com
pletely out of the way, it would be an 
easy thing to learn the exact hiding 
place of the Delgado treasure from her 
companion. 

" Somehow I find myself glad now 
that you failed. The Legrand woman 
may not be the only one who knows 
just where the tre:asure lies hidden. 
And so," he pursued, " I've got a bet
ter plan. Keep them here in Santander. 
Stop eve:ry means of exit-ships, mo
tor roads, trains. Let it gradually 
dawn on them how dangerously we
the unknown-threaten their very 
lives. Then get them to agree to bar
gain-and, of course, Luis Moraga's 
terms will be all the treasure in return 
for sparing their foolhardy lives. 

" It turns out well, then, querida, 
that your knife went wide. That will 
worry and frighten them with an un
known enemy. A few more strokes of 
this kind, and Santander will seem too 
hot to hold them. But then the play 
is ours. They will learn, in threatening, 
secret ways, that there is no escape." 

One of the other men in the room 
leaned forward, a puzzled expression 
lining his swarthy, evil countenance. 
" Suppose, Luis, they go in disguise. 
You told us yourself when you came 
from Zucorra how you know this man, 
Adrian Wylie, and that he is noted in 
the underworld for his devilishly clever 
disguises. We can't halt automobiles, 
search ships and go through departing 
trains, examining the passengers as 
though we are police." 

Luis Moraga's laugh was like the 
public bragging of a dictator. " I have 
thought of everything, I promise you," 
said he. " Thanks to the Syndicalist 
and Anarchist troubles in Catalonia 
and elsewhere, everybody, native or 
alien, who travels in Spain must carry 
a police identity card. 

" My spies have seen Wylie and the 
Legrand woman showing their cards. 
She's so thick with doddering old Mor
ales, she has a kind of special pass. It 
is pink, an unmistakable thing. And no 
matter how disguised, since they are 
not any longer afraid of the police be
cause they have all kinds of pull in 
Madrid, they will not bother to change 
their identity cards. Do you see ? 

" My men henceforth will cover 
every barrier. They can't leave San
tander without showing the pink cards. 
And my fellows will be on watch, not 
for the pair the way they look today, 
but for any man and woman showing 
Morales' special permission to travel.'' 

Luis Moraga paused in an elaborate 
ceremonial, lighting himself a cigarette. 



90 DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY 

" And that is my plan. What have you 
to say-any improvements?" 

" No, none. It is the best plan. But 
suppose right now word carne from a 
spy, Luis, that the pink identity card 
had been seen. Suppose Wylie and this 
Lady from Hell, as you say, were go
ing to leave aboard ship. What could 
we do soon enough to help us get at 
the hidden treasure ?" 

" It is a fair question, Pedro," the 
leader rdiected. " And here's the an
swer. I happen to know that not even 
a coasting steamer is 4ue to sail for 
the next two days, a fortunate circum
stance proving that luck is with us. But 
i f  they should be going aboard a ship, 
and were taking much luggage, then I 
would guess that·they have the treasure 
with them. I have had a warrant 
forged, accusing them of robbing the 
home of the late Tomas Delgado. I 
have a police sergeant well paid, and 
he would go aboard with the warrant 
. . .  but merely instruct them to return 
to their hotel. That lets him out-the 
warrant may not be in order, you see 
-and that is enough, since it is merely 
nettssary that they remain within call 
in Santander." 

" And if they do not take much lug
gage, Luis ?" queried Carlotta. 

" ·We judge then, querida, that they 
know where the treasure still is hidden 
and are going after it. And spies 
quietly go along with them, the rest of 
us following." 

" But not even into France !" she ex
claimed. 

Moraga flashed her a dark and burn
ing glance. " Hardly into France," said 
the ·Cross Killer. " But Cruz Delgado 
never buried any of his loot in France. 
He did not take it when he fled that
time to South America. No-it is here 
in Spain, and my feeling is--right here 
in Santander. The wife of Tomas Del· 

gada, I have learned, was born near 
Zucorra-at Vi"llafranca. Why, then, 
did the Lady from Hell decide to make 
this seaport the old womarfs ' native 
place' ? Because there is some big prof· 
it in it-and also she is scheming to get 
away from Spain. 

" I, remember," he boasted, " was 
once her partner. Before--before she 
worked with this con man, Wylie. I 
know her. I know how hard it is to get 
the best of her. In fact, except for 
the plan I have made ....... ! doubt if we 
should ever Jay hands on the loot of 
Cruz Delgado." 

CHAPTER III 
Trapped! 

BACK in the hallway the green eyes 
of Vivian Legrand were smould
ering in the darkness. Moraga's 

700! a good plan, none could decide that 
belter than herself. She and Wylie had 
congratulated themselves on their dose 
acquaintance with Count Morales, 
which had earned them the special po
lice permits, and which they were al· 
ready planning to have stamped, prep
aratory to their leaving Spain for a 
foreign destination. 

Vivian's attention snapped back to 
Luis Moraga as the door on the op
posite side of the room swung open. 
The proprietor of the Posada entered 
quietly. Vivian watched alertly as he 
made his way to the side of the Cross 
Killer, bent and whispered something 
with hardly disguised eagerness. 

Somewhere inside of her that little 
warning bell of intuition rang one of 
its more urgent alarms ! 

" Have him brought in here," Luis 
Moraga said loudly. " I prefer to talk 
with him in here. , . . " 

The proprietor nodded, smirking, 
and withdrew. Moraga turned to his 
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companions, but waited, in seeming 
thought, before he said : 

" What I have just heard changes 
our plan somewhat." 

Carlotta sprang impatiently to her 
feet. " The Legrand woman's leav
ing ?" 

" Wait-be still. Something has 
come our way to make things much, 
much easier," Moraga sneered. 

Just at that instant there was the 
merest shadow of a movement in back 
of Vivian. Her nerves went molten 
with tenseness. But before she could 
make the least move

. 
the blade of  a stil

etto pierced through her dress and 
pricked the flesh of her back. 

She made no sound. She could feel 
the needle-sharp point dig in. It was 
icy cold and then warm and moist, and 
she knew that she was bleeding, though 
the thrust was as delicate as expert sur
gery. 

The shock of  being discovered had 
taken her breath away. She was in a 
trap, and a desperate one I The mes
sage brought in by the proprietor had 
warned Luis Moraga o f  her lurking 
close by in the passage. 

The tip of  the blade was pressing 
into her back, urging her forward. And 
to wheel or try to resist meant instant 
death. Forward she went, reluctantly, 
i step at a time. And the knife kept 
pace, its lightly painful pressure never 
increasing, never relaxing. 

Then, with a sudden, characteristic 
gesture of defiance Vivian swept the 
curtains aside and entered the room. 
Close to where Luis Moraga was sit
ting she halted, her narrowed eyes 
turning from his exultant face to Car
lotta's and then to the others seated 
there. 

She met all their wondering stares 
steadily and calmly. She had five to 
deal with now, counting the unseen ad-

versary, who stayed directly behind 
her, holding the dominant stiletto at 
her back. However, there were six 
cartridges in the automatic she carried 
concealed in the folds of her ample 
skirt. 

" S eiiora Legrand, you cannot im
agine what pleasure your visit gives 
me," said the leader with affected 
courtliness. " It's so kind of you to try 
to save us needless trouble and labor
and bloodshed." 

Some glittering spark in Vivian's 
eyes seemed abruptly to remind him 
that, though she was trapped and hope
lessly outnumbered, she did not appear 
to be really afraid. 

" Here, hold her fast," he com
manded, springing to his feet. The sti
letto point did not swerve; but the two 
other men crossed the room at once and 
seized Vivian by her arms. Carlotta 
also moved near, awaiting orders. 

Moraga nodded. " Search her, 
qu.erida. She's bound to be armed." 
And Carlotta, grinning her malice, 
made a quick and yet humiliatingly 
thorough job o f  the searching. 

" Ah, Luis-see here !" she cried, 
producing Vivian's favorite automatic. 
That small, treasured weapon had pol
ished off the murderous Cruz Delgado 
when he attempted to bury her alive. 
It had been her faithful, accurate ally 
in countless tight corners. 

Without it now, Vivian Legrand felt 
helpless, stripped and naked. 

" Maybe we ought to keep on search
ing her. Don't we owe it to ourselves. 
Luis ?" one of her malodorous captors 
jeered. And then Vivian's jade eyes 
rested upon him for a moment, and he 
recoiled. Denizen of  the lowest under
world that he was, he could not stand 
the impact of  her murderous glance. It 
actually seemed to him to shorten his 
days. 
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" Shut up, Pedro/' said Moraga. 
" Go  and sit down-all of you ! You, 
too, Sefiora Legrand." 

Vivian, however, stood perfectly 
still. Though the sharp blade no longer 
pricked her, she felt the near presence 
of the fifth, the unseen opponent. He 
mistrusted her like Moraga, and 
awaite any emergency. 

" Se1iora, if  you have listened, as 
you must have done, you know how 
much our plans concern you," Moraga 
began with a smirk. " We propose to 
exchange your life and Wylie's life for 
the Cruz Delgado loot which you have 
obtained by some trick or other. Skip
ping a good deal of what I intended
since· you are good enough to come 
here, and without police escort-we 
can -strike our bargain right away." 

The agreeable tone of the fiendish 
murderer's voice did not deceive Vi· 
vian. She recalled that Luis Moraga, 
from the petty crook once hired by her 
and Wylie, had risen to his current no
toriety by taking the savings of French 
servant girls and then carving the vic
tims up, "and putting his · brand-the 
crossed knife slashes-upon them for 
the police to discover. 

She realized acutely that she must 
spar for time, while endeavoring to 
think of some cunning counter-strata
gem. 

" You are wrdng," she said. " I  
know little about your plans. I came 
here, following her-" and she pointed 
to Carlotta, who jerked back her pretty 
head, uneasily- " because, without 
provocation, she flung a knife at rrie. 
I am ready/' she added in a curiously 
submissive tone, -" to hear what you 
have to suggest. What bargain?" 

Was this the dread Lady from Hell ? 
Carlotta curled her painted lips in a 
self-satisfied sneer. . However, a flicker 
of· :wari-ness in Moraga's dark eyes in-

formed Vivian that, as she had sus
pected, he was not one easily taken in. 
With him she would have even to ex
cel her performance against Cruz Del
gado. 

" The bargain is  this," said the lead
er. " Tell us where we can put our 
hands on Cruz's treasure. At least a 
million pesetas that double-dealer must 
have gathered together, cheating his 
own band the way he did . . . .  " 

" Hardly six hundred thousand pe
setas," Vivian answered with casual 
amiability. " You see, my friend
even in !1eath, he cheats !" 

" You admit you have the treasure?" 
" Why not," she · shrugged, " since 

you seem to know." Vivian smiled a 
quiet smile, as if to herself, as if  she 
were recollecting something very pleas
ing, far away from this sordid scene. 
She swayed a little as she stood before 
Moraga. The smile went away and her 
green eyes turned expressionless. 

Moraga cleared his throat, then 
rapped with his fingers on the arm of 
the chair. Carlotta was growing rest
less. Vivian's exceptional beauty was 
only too apparent. At the moment she 
might still represent to Luis Moraga 
a fortune, six hundred thousand pe
setas. The savings of a thousand serv
ing wenches ! But when, Carlotta was 
wondering, would Moraga's keen eyes. 
remind him that Vivian Legrand was 
the loveliest woman he ever had seen? 

Vivian herself was wondering some
thing very similar. And Moraga
what was Moraga wondering? 

"you had better take a seat, 
Seiiora Legrand," the Cross -
Killer urged after a long mo-

ment of thoughtful silence. 
" To be sociable, you mean? Hard

ly, my friend> You seem to forget I'm 
a prisoner here. These · people--these 
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scurrying rats of yours, Moraga "
and she looked hard at the girl, Car
lotta-" they have been too damned 
free with their knives, I think. While 
I'm a prisoner I prefer to stand. 
Though, of course, I suppose you can 
force me to pretend I relish this in
:erview." 

Her graceful form was swaying 
again, just perceptibly, and her eyes 
were low-lidded and discreetly mock
ing. 

Moraga sought to concentrate upon 
the intoxicating thought of six hun
dred thousand pesetas. Yet there was 
Vivian, the Lady from Hell, celebrity 
of the international unde"rworld, and 
arguing in every curving line of her 
exquisite being that Hell was a fash
ionable watering place-like Trou
ville, Biarritz, or Cannes-and she its 
veritable queen. 

" You will tell us-tell me," he de
liberately amended, " how to find this 
Delgado money. And when I know you 
have spoken the truth, I'll guarantee on 
my oath, seiiora, to put you and W y
lie safely across the frontier of France. 
Or aboard any vessel you like-sailing 
for England, France, America . . .  " 

Vivian had been watching each of 
her opponents through narrowed eyes. 
It was the fidgeting and utterly ig
nored Carlotta who suddenly gave her 
the warning signal to spring into ac
tion. 

The Spanish girl's eyes were hand
somely large and dark, and they seemed 
to darken and grow larger. She opened 
her mouth, starting to cry out. But no 
sound came. What was it that she saw ? 

Vivian guessed-and so Vivian 
acted . . . .  

Graceful as a frightened antelope, 
she whirled about and dodged the sti· 
letto holder, whose surprise was a kind 
of  paralysis. Beyond him the curtains 

masking the doorway were bulging pe
culiarly, quivering almost as from a 
supernatural touch. And then a loud 
banshee wail issued from behind the 
billowing curtains-an incredible, eerie 
sound that mingled on the instant with 
a shrill yelp uttered at last by the 
stricken, superstitious Carlotta. 

Luis Moraga sprang to his feet, as 
did the others. Vivian was already past 
the only member of the band who had 
been standing, the short, swarthy one, 
now seen by her for the first time, who 
had thought to block her retreat. Into 
the curtains she lunged, parting them 
deftly. 

The interruption had come from 
Adrian Wylie. Vivian had immediately 
sensed that. Wylie, the scholarly aid 
who personally had no use for violent 
measures, yet who never in all their 
years together had failed her in a 
pinch ! 

He had staggered into the Posada, 
feigning drunkenness, to team how 
Vivian was faring on her rash mission. 
Not seeing her, he had become alarmed 
and so he had adroitly worked his way 
to the rear of the crude establishment. 
Thus it had come about that he got 
into position to surprise Moraga and 
the others, just as a few minutes earlier 
Vivian herself had been overtaken by 
a surprise stroke. 

Wylie well understood the supersti
tious nature of the average illiterate 
Spanish peasant. He had therefore re-
sorted to the ancient ruse of making 
an eerie sound, an uncanny wailing 
noise, to launch his reserve attack. 

"Quick, Doc !" Vivian gasRCd as the 
doorway curtains spread apart. And 
she felt the welcome chill of a heavy 
weapon thrust, ready to shoot, into her 
outstretched hand. 

Round she swung, a new Vivian, a 
tigerish Lady from Hell, to challenge 
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her recent tormentors. So swift were 
these events, not one of the five in the 
room had managed as yet to draw a 
gun. Vivian's own small automatic lay 
where it had been tossed aside, on the 
center table ; and now Carlotta leaped 
to grab it up. 

" Don't be a fool twice in one day!" 
Vivian snapped. 

Her heavy revolver exploded loudly 
in the confining space of the small back 
room. The slug kicked up splinters 
from the table top, and the splinters 
tore at Carlotta's smooth, olive-tinted 
forearm. She ,drew back With a cry. 
The automatic stayed where it was. 

The man Pedro was taking aim with 
a knife. Vivian knew well th� sym� 
toms, the arm motion. She fired a sec
ond time, and Pedro collapsed like an 
ox, with a ·45 slug in his chest 

·� Come on, Vi, .. \Vylie urged, mov
ing his own weapon in a slow, menac
ing arc to control Moraga and the two 
other ruffians. " Nothing more to be 
done here. And there's a lot more of 
this kind of tough sitting just out
sid�" 

" But first, Doc, I want back my gun," said Vivian Legrand. Her ges
ture was imperious. " You there, Luis, 
hand it to me." 

Moraga seemed to grasp her subtle 
and savage intention. And so he obeyed 
her with a sardonic, courtly bow. 

" My compliments, Seiiora Le
grand ! You shoot well, and you shoot 
to kill, eh ? As Cruz Delgado, I hear, 
found out ? . . .  If you expecterl me to 
make some move, giving you the ex
cuse to shoot me down in self-<iefense 
-but no, you see, I fool you, seiiora.
l simply oblige and hand over the lit
tle gun." 

The poise of the Cross Killer was 
superb. Vivian's manner toward him 
changed so abruptly that even Wylie, 

her most devoted adherent, who surely 
knew all her moods, was stunned with 
bewilderment. 

" You are smart, Luis," she smiled. 
" That is good. Doc, you must remem
ber Luis Moraga-an old side-kick of 
ours in the Paris days, long ago?" 

" Moraga-why-why-yes, Vi, to 
be sure," said her partner, recovering 
his breath and, though wondering, 
playing up. 

" Don't you think Luis is just the 
right man to get us and our share of 
the Delgado fortune safely out of 
Spain?" she said. 

" Our share?" 
" Naturally, Doc, we'll have to split 

with Luis if he and his mob pitch in 
and htlp us fool the police." 

Carlotta started jealously to inter
rupt. Moraga turned, quick as a cat, 
and struck her, knocking her down. 
Back swung his foot, to kick the pros
trate girl . . . .  

" No, wait, Luis," Vivian objected. 
" We've no time to waste. Get up, Car
lotta-and keep a civil tongue in your 
head. This is strictly business." 

" And what does the seiiora pro
pose?" Moraga asked, turning back to 
her with another courtly bow, gro
tesque, .indeed, in view of his recent 
brutal demonstration. " You say we 
shall split the Cruz Delgado treasure?" 

" If you serve my friend and me 
faithfully, Luis-remembering the old 
days as I do. We admit needing help, 
and being strange here in Santan
der-" 

" Where the .treasure is?" he asked 
overanxious1y. 

" Say rather where the key to the 
treasure is, Luis." 

Vivian had him completely en
thralled. He was thinking of the treas
ure, but also of this fascinating wom
an who seemed to his conceited nature 
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to go with the treasure. Suppose he 
played his cards just right. Wylie was 
no adversary worth mentioning. He 
would, of course, need to dispose--yes, 
dispose-of Carlotta. Then he and 
Vivian, on the profits of Cruz Delga
do's years of fruitful, daring ban
ditry . . . .  Moraga's dark face took on 
a swarthy flush . . .  it was a heady 
wine, his thoughts, making his pulse 
leap ! 

" Come on, Doc-I'm tired. Let's be 
going," the Lady from Hell put in sud
denly. " Moraga, beware" of trickery. If 
I trust you, well-1 know how to repay 
the loyal-and punish the treacherous. 
Come and see us tomorrow at our ho
tel." And then she added a taunting 
remark which she could not have re
sisted speaking: " Carlotta is stopping 
there, too, as you no doubt know. I 
shall only detain you a short time, 
Luis, discussing the business of the 
treasure." 

His attempt to be gallant was next 
door to servile. •• But I am at the" 
sefiortis disposal, remember, for as 
long as she may need me," the Basque 
desperado proclaimed. 

Vivian gestured with the ·45 she stilt 
pointed defensively. " Maybe then 
you'd better prove it, my Luis," said 
she, " by lending that pal of yours I 
had to shoot some first aid." 

The man Pedro groaned. 

CHAPTER IV 
A Full Coffin 

BACK at last in their hotel, Adrian 
Wylie fired the question he had 
all this while been withholding : 

" Speaking, Vi, as one whose breath 
you often take away, may I wonder 
what the devil you plan to do with a 
sewer advertisement like the Cross 
Killer?" 

., I once knew a man who enjoyed 
spending sixty thousand francs," said 
the Lady from Hell. 

., Good Lord l Not meaning, in addi
tion to everything else, you're schem
ing to drop Moraga into the laps of 
the French police?" 

Vivian's smile had faded and her 
expression was not a little sinister. " I  
hate Moraga and am a bit afraid of 
what he still can do to us here, Doc." 
Quickly she repeated every word that 
she had remembered of the conversa
tion she had overheard before being 
surprised in her eavesdropping. " Be
sides-I've got a sore spot on my back 
where that cursed stiletto prodded and 
pricked me. You'll have to put an anti
septic on it, Doc. And because it was 
Luis Moraga who drew first blood in 
his war upon us, I believe he is bound 
to die. The French want to guillotine 
him. But if we can't arrange a deal on 
that basis, I fancy I'll kill him myself 
-for nothing." 

Next day, however, when she wel
comed Luis Moraga to their promised 
•• conference," there was not a trace of 
this enmity to be detected in the gra
cious manner of the Lady from Hell . 

., How is it," she inquired with 
seeming admiration, " that you can 
come here openly, in the broad light of 
day ? I hadn't expected more than a 
message from you till after nightfall." 

" But, seiiora, I have the police of 
this place in my pocket," he boasted. 
Which confirmed Vivian's own private 
impression and explained her eager
ness to drop Moraga into a pocket con
trolled by herself. " And now-your 
plan-how are we to work together, 
collecting Cruz Delgado's treasure?" 
he urged. 

" What I know," Vivian explained, 
" I  know from Cruz's own mother. 
Cruz confessed the hiding place to her 
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and to one other, an old priest. It is 
really in the priest's house-" 

" And where is that?" 
" See here-" With elaborate cau

tion Vivian disclosed to him a paper, 
old and rumpled, on which her tal
ented partner had labored late into the 
night. It was actually a dummy of the 
original Cruz Delgado drawing, taken 
from the hollow knife handle. And it 
purported to locate the treasure in the 
cellar of a house occupied by the al
leged priest. It even located the house. 

" This is very near the French bor
der.'' said Moraga. 

" You fear that, then?" 
" I fear nothing. But I am not on 

good terms with the frogs." 
" After the twentieth murder, the 

SU.rete gets sort of frenzied, eh ? I 
don't want you to run foolish risks, 
Luis." 

" Only this priest is  a danger, seiiora 
-we shall have to kill him." 

" You'd even kill a priest to get at 
this loot?" 

" But I did once kill a very saintly 
man, setiora. It was really nothing to 
me. In fact, a waste of time, for all 
that I gained was a few altar vessels. 
Silver, not gold, you understand !" 

Vivian's green eyes were shining, 
and the conceited monster believed that 
his boasting was already endearing him 
to the Lady from Hell. 

" Well," said she, " that takes care 
of the priest who guards the treasure, 
Luis. Now we come to the matter of 
the coffin. Seiiora Delgado must be 
buried here in Santande:r, that has been 
arranged. I have had her body trans
ferred only today to a fine metallic 
coffin. The one which came from Zu
corra we need on our expedition." 

" I do not understand. A coffin-the 
st1iora jokes a little. No?" Then the 
accc.. nplished murderer hastened to 

apologize when he saw his intended fair 
one frowning. " I did not mean-" 

" Where are your wits today? You 
had them last night." 

" It is  that girl, Carlotta. Quarrel
ing, nagging-she is jealous." 

" Never mind. Listen to me-we 
can't move into a village, strangers
just like that, go to the priest's house 
and kill him, and search the house, and 
ride away with the treasure worth 
more 'than half a million pesetas." 

Instantly he was on the alert. " You 
said six hundred thousand, senora. For 
my share

' 
I'm counting on three hun

dred thousand." 
" Not one peseta of which you will 

get, Luis, unless you handle this just 
as I say. We can't take the body of 
senora Delgado to the French fron
tier, because the Spanish authorities 
expect a burial service here in Santan
der. But if some other person died, 
and was to be buried there in the fron
tier village-and if the old priest who 
holds Cruz's secret was asked to of
ficiate, service to � held in his home
how long would that allow us to search 
and find the treasure?" 

'
Moraga was jubilant, and Vivian, 

behind those greenish, veiled eyes, was 
thinking-the fool is swallowing it all. 

" I understand now the great plan, 
sefiora. I apologize. And I am ready to 
do my part. You first need a body to 
be taken by train to the frontier vil
lage-and the rest should be easy. I'll 
provide the body." 

" At once ? Whose?" 
" If the sefiora has no sentimental 

objection, I'll kill the girl, Car-
lotta. " 

Vivian had very urgent objections. 
It  would be all too easy to have this 
ruthless renegade's infatuation for her
self involve her in the girl's homicide 
as an accessory before the fact. 

D 4-5 
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" A  coffin, and ·I have . one alrealjy," 

she insisted, " can be shlpped emp_ty. 
We'll meet near the village at the· fron
tier, Luis, and fill it with stones. That 
will do nicely-and you can resume 
your practice of homicide after we di
vide the treasure." 

His eyes flickered oddly, and for .a 
moment she . believed her sarcasm had 
been understood. 

" Let's settle all the details here and 
now," she said. " Just . arrange with 
your gang so that Doctor Wylie and 
I can leave Santander unmolested, 
We'll provide the coffin. You travel by 
a different route. And to show you, 
Luis, that I like you and mean to play 
fair---'-you can keep half of the draw
ing of the priesfs house which I ob
tained from Cruz Delgado's mother, 
when she lay dying." 

While he smirked, sure of his con
quest, she tore the faked drawing
hardly . yet a day old-in two equal 
parts. 

" All . goes well !" he cried. " And 
you, seiiora, are .adorable . . . .  " 

At dusk, strictly according· •to• plan, 
Luis Moraga joined them at the road
side tavern. He was bubbling oved 
with. good cheer. 

" Here is my half of the secret 
drawiog," Luis exulted. 

" And here is our half. Now-about 
weighting the coffin-" Vivian began. 

Moraga was all eagerness to out
distance 'Wylie in her presence. He 
sprang forward and, before either of 
them could object, began tugging at 
the lid of the empty coffin. 

" Wait !" exclaimed Wylie. 
" Let him alone, Doc," said Vivian. 
Luis had the coffin lid off. His ejac-

ulation was a blend of amazement, sus
picion and wildest glee. 

" S Niora-you were really joking 
about the priest-" 

" l'rt:J. .a great joker, Luis. That's 
one murder I'm afraid you can't count 
upon. But wait-don't risk another 
joke. BCnd down, my friend-run your 
hands through that . stuff, coins and 
cash. More than - seven hWldred· thou
sand . pesetas !" 

And the Cross Killer, hypnotized by 
her words, her compelling beauty and 
his own lusty greed, did bend down, 
runnil}g. his hands through the hoard. 

" Compliments can wait. But re
member, you're to make sure that your 
people ·and the underworld of Santan
der do nothing to delay the departure 
of ·Wylie and myself for the village 
close to the French frontier." 

The arm of the .Lady from Hell 
sw�g up, and down. smashed the re
volver butt. And into the coffin tum� ORTY-EIGHT ··hours later, · to bled i:he loathsome fellow, SlaCk arid -inT· 'their admitted amazement, Wylie sensible, tricked arid: ·beaten . 

• arid Vivian arrived- almost •within "'You bind and gag him, Doc," U.id 
rifle ·shot of their ·goal-France-car- Vivian coolly. " -Then we'-ll fasten 
rying. along the treasure laden coffin. down the lid. Oh, there: are air holes 

· " It's too· go6d to� be true-too· easy bored in it. , . .  I'll see aboUt hiring a 
to� be really saf�," Adrian · Wylic -ob- · motor car to drive on into 1France. I 
;ected. ··g:uess I've thought of jusr about every-

"' After< all the risk and thought .we thing. -Wired Count ' Morales 'to wire 
have · ·given it, and all my playing on the 'French police that ' Luis 'Moraga 
Moraga's vanity like a . pipe--organ- was ' ' heading ' their way." 
what do -you mean, too easy?" Vivian ":Did you, reatly, Vi ?"' her partner 
retorted. murmured. "·And after all this clean� 

n s-s 
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up, will you consent to a long, restful 
Yacation-something pretty close to an 
ltoncsHo-goodncss retirement ?" 

" Yes," said she with earnest sim
plicity. " Dealing with rats like Del
gado and now this 1'...toraga has given 
me an overdose of underworld, Doc
as you must be rightly happy to hear." 

F RANCE admitted them, and 
frenchmen welcomed them. \Vith 
just a degree of misgiving, Wylie 

and Vivian Legrand found themselves 
ostentatiously escorted . to the head
quarters of the commandant of the 
frontier police. 

" i\·ladame Legrand, I am enchant
ed !" that gracioug gentleman ex
claimed. " I  have had Count Morales' 
wire about yOu. And what is this
about Moraga? Have you taken him 
prisoner ? If  so, you'll be agreeably 
surprised to learn that the reward has 
gone up-like shares on the Bourse. 
It's now se,•enty-five thousand francs." 

" Dead or alive ?" 
" But certainly. And where is he?"  
" Alive-but hidden in a coffin, sir," 

Wylie said. " Just a little ruse in cross
ing the frontier, Moraga's pull with the 
SJlanish police being rather a trouble
some commodity." 

" As we have good reason to de-

plore. Morales in Madrid docs all he 
can, of course, but-" 

The coffin lid came off, and Luis 
/.1oraga was dragged forth. Vivian 
and \Vylie transferred the Delgado 
cash to their personal luggage, packing 
clothing instead in the coffin to cush· 
ion their prisoner. 

" It is Luis Moraga all right, and 
the guillotine is sharpened for him, 
the unspeakable killer-" 

" \Vait, sir," an official interrupted. 
" 'fhis man is really in very bad shape. 
Seems to be suffocating from the gag." 

'' Strip it· off him, then," the com
mandant ordered. " Send for Doctor 
:\•fassard at once." 

Wylie spoke softly to Vivian. 
" Those are not n.f)' knots. Did you 
tamper with the gag ?" 

" Do vou honestlv want him not to 
be gagg'ed, Doc-a"nd to talk to the 
French about us ?" 

The police surgeon came and exam
ined Luis Moraga. 

" The gag nearly suffocated him
it's the Cross Killer himself, Mas
sard," said the commandant. " A  great 
capture !" 

. 
" Nearly ��ffocated, s ir?  This man 

1s dead . . . .  
" \Vhat," said Vivian Legrand, " can 

)'OU expect from a coffin ?" 



Coffee 
and Sinkers 

By Joseph F. Hook 

• 

S

HRIMP CALLOW stood shiver
ing just within the door, fingers 
pressed tightly against his lips in 

an effort to silence his chattering teeth. 
He 'yas a little bit of a man, hungry, 

gaunt, ragged. His weasel eyes were 
red·rimmed from the blast of winter 
wind, and there was a furtive expres
sion in them. His head was still a !most 
ba1d, from the last prison haircut, and 
the color of his face was like past�. 

He remained perfectly 
quiet until the warmth of 
the house thawed out his 
aching muscles. 

The street lights illumi-

Shrimp Callow Didn't Mean to Be 

Good - but He Jult Couldn't Help 
Gi..,ing a Handout to Justice · 

From where the Sltt'l m p  atood, all he 

c:ould '" wu the man'• l!f'ud baek 

nated the drawn blinds, but the glow 
was sufficient to reveal to his sharp 
eyes the contents of the room. 

He moved over to the things which 
past experience had proved to him were 
of value - cloisonne vases, pieces of 
Satsuma ware, objects of jade, silver 
and go14. He touched them tentatively 
with eager fingers, realizing that the 
value of any one of them would · keep 
him in food and warmth for a week, 

even after the fence. had 
beaten him down to his 
price. 

But in a house like · that 
the Shrimp knew there 
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would be other things of greater value, 
like jewelry-stuff easier to carry, 
easier to conceal. So he stole into the 
next room, a den, and used his flash
light. 

A creaking sound came suddenly 
from the stairs which led off from the 
hall. The Shrimp darted behind the 
portieres, his eyes cutting through the 
darkness. Footsteps started down the 
stairs. 

The creaking became more pro
nounced, the footsteps nearer. They 
halted a moment at the foot of the 
stairs. Then came the sound of slip
l>ers slap-slapping toward· the rear of 
the house. 

The Shri�p made out the faint out
line of a figure in a dressing-gown. A 
light flashed on in the kitchen, and then 
the Shrimp could see the man plainly. 

He was a big mao, powerfully built, 
handsome. He paused, fingers still on 
the light switch, glancing back over his 
shoulder in the direction of the stairs 
he had just descended. 

A woman called softly from the head 
of the stairs. 

" Is that you, Mr. Walgren?" 
The man gave a slight start. " Yes, 

nurse," he replied. " I  came down to 
get � sandwich. Didn't eat much din· 
nee 

The Shrimp heard a door close 
above, but he did not take his eyes off 
the man who still stood in the kitchen 
doorwav. 

Pres�ntly the man walked over to the 
water heater beside the gas range, 
opened the iron door, and seemed to be 
doing something with the burner. From 
where the Shrimp stood, all he could 
see was the man's broad back. 

" Goin' to heat \.\'ater for a bath," the 
Shrimp surmised. " Swell ! \\Then he 
gets into it, I'll get busy.'' 

The ex-con listened for the sound 

of a match being struck, and was sur
prised when it failed to come. Instead, 
the big man straightened up and 
crossed O\'er to the refrigerator. 

" Changed his mind," the Shrimr 
guessed, while watching him open the 
refrigerator, glance inside, then close 
it. " Changed i t  again," he added, his 
mouth watering. " \·Yell, what he don't 
eat, I will soon." 

The big man apeared in the doorway 
again and switched off the kitchen 
light. The stairs creaked protestingly 
as he asce'nded them. A door opened 
above, and someone spoke. The man 
replied, t>ut the Shrimp couldn't catch 
a word. 

He left the den like a shadow, crept 
up the stairs, treading close to the wall 
side to avoid the creaking sound that 
had marked the big man's upward 
progress. At the top, he crouched down, 
peered ahead. 

An oblong of light from an open 
door played on the opposite wall of the 
landing. In  the room the Shrimp saw 
a woman in white, evidently the nurse. 
She was seated in an easy chair beside 
the bed, and the big man stood at the 
foot of it, so that the Shrimp could not 
see the occupant to whom the man 
spoke. 

" Are you feeling better, dear ?" he 
inquired. 

The reply was weak, distressed, pull� 
ing. " 1-I don't think so, Jim. I wish 
you'd stay with me. I'm-I'm so 
afraid !" 

The big man moved to the side of 
the bed, and then the Shrimp saw the 
sick woman's face. It was pale, wan, 
marked with lines of suffering. 

'· You may go to bed, nurse," the big 
man said. " I'll sit up with Mrs. Wal· 
gren tonight." 

The nurse rose, picked up the book 
she had been reading, and yawned. 
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" ·Bid you .find something to eat ?" 

she inquired ,sleepily. 
" Thanks, yes," the man replied. 
" A  swell liar," the Shrimp-observed 

to :himself, " but a real guy. Don't 
find .anything much in the icebox, and 
didn't want . to -bother anybody about 
it." 

The nurse ·left the sick room, cross
ing the landing into ,her own. " Call 
me i f  there's any change," she said, and 
closed the door. 

'fhe Shrimp cursed his lUck. It  would 
be some time before that ·nurse fell 
asleep. But that wasn't all that wor
ried him, now. Thei'c wouldn't be any
lhing much of value in her room, ·be
cause •nurses, as a rule, did not own 
valuable rocb or ice. 

The place ·for those things would be 
in the sick woman's room. Or the 
man's. In the first instance, there 
would be no chance to search that. As 
·for. the second, how could he cross th"at 
oblong of light, .without being seen, anti 
reach the man's •bedroom·beyond unless 
the . latter closed the door to ·the sick 
room"? 

" No ice, no rocks," the 'Shrimp 
sighed . . . .  We\1, damn my luck anyhow. 
Still, there's them things downstairs. 
Bulky, though. Anti the :fences ·don't 

i like �em. Too easy to identify. •But 
here goes." 

He was about to creep down the 
stairs when the woman in·the bed spoke 
again. 

" I 'd like a drink of water, Jim." 
\fhe big man crossed over to the 

table. His back was to the Shrimp so 
that he could not see, but he did hear 
the •tinkle of a pitcher against a glass. 

'Fhe man handed it to the woman. 

T.he big man took the ·glass, •went 
·down on his knees· by the bed, and helO 
·i t  ·to the woman's lips. 

" That's imagination, dear," he said 
gently. " Please dl'ink some more. It's 
good for :rou. For my ·sake. Won!t 
you ?" 

·" Jim, I'd do anything for ·you," the 
woman said, and drank. ":Oh, ·how IJ 
Jove you !" 

" Then i f  .YOu love me," the man 
said, ' ' try •to •get well, Agnes. Now 
close your eyes and try to · sleep:" 

" Aw, phooey !" the Shrimp mut
tered in ·disgust. " I would piCk out a 
�ick joint !" 

He crept silently back down the 
stairs and made his wav into the kit
chen. He opened the re

.
frigerator and 

·helped himselho the food within, shif
fing it into Jhis mouth ravenously. ·He 
felt like a new ·man after •that. 

He went into the front room and 
put a ·doisonne·in one pocket, a second 
in another. ;Bulky things. Yes, indeed. 
And the other articles seemed equally 
bulky. 

The Shrimp patted his person. It 
felt to him, standing there·in·the gloom, 
•that he must ' look like a sackful .of 
boxes-all angles and knobs. 

Outside, the wind howled; and ·flying 
snow rasped across the window panes. 
There was · drifted snow, and ·that 
meant tracks, and mighty slow walk
ing. And cops to dodge too. I f  one 
of them should take after him . 

The Shrimp ,patted the·bnlges on •his 
person again, and fear suddenly 
gripped him. 'It  was his first job since 
leaving the pen, and the ghastly mono
·tony o f  those past ten years behind 
steel·bars flashed before his mind's eye. 
He shuddered. She sipped at· it, and handed "it back, 

making a wry •face. No use saying the pen didn't have 
any- ·its effect on a guy's nerves. The Shrimp 

wasn't the man he had been ·ten years , " Nothing tastes quite right 
'fllOre, Jim," She eomplaintd. 
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before, and now he knew it. The pen 
had done things to him. Hardened 
him ? Perhaps. But it had taken some
thing out of him, too. 

" Golly !" he muttered, and stood 
there shivering and arguing with him
self. " Golly !" 

He had the stuff on him now, and 
it would be easy to slip from the house. 
But, perhaps, not so easy to get past 
the cops. One moment he felt himself 
capable of anything. The next, he was 
a limp rag, remembering that ten-year 
hitch up the river. 

" You're a damn fool," he cursed 
himself, even while replacing the arti
cles where he had found them. 
" You've gone soft !" 

A few minutes later he was out of 
the house and breasting the storm, 
chilled to the bone. All the way to the 
cheap flophouse he never met a cop. 
Not even a prowl car. 

" Didn't I tell you you was a damned 
fool?" he muttered. " Just a nervous 
runt. . , .oh, no, that hitch in stir didn't 
do nothin' to you, did it ? Aw, ph�ey !" 

" SAY, can you gimme a dime for a 
cup o' Java and some sinkers? I 
ain't et today, mister." 

The stranger handed the ragged runt 
a quarter and hurried on in the teeth 
of the gale. 

"Shrimp Callow entered an all-night 
coftee shop and sat down on a counter 
stool. A. bulky man eased down be
side him on the next one. Then a hand 
fell heavily on the runt's shoulder, and 
he turned colder than the storm out
side. 

He raised red-rimmed ferret eyes, 
and gave a quick start. The man beside 
him was Detective Andy Molloy, who 
didn't look a day older than when he 
had arrested the Shrimp for burglary, 
ten years before. 

" Why, hello, Shrimp," the detective 
grinned. " So you're out, huh ? How's 
tricks ?'' 

The Shrimp gulped, finally finding 
his voice. " Not so good." He ordered 
coffee and doughnuts and shoved the 
quarter across the counter. The detec
tive picked it up and handed it back 
to him, and then spoke to the waiter. 

" l\1ake it two," he said, " on me." 
" What's the gag?" the runt inquired 

suspiciously. " Are you gonna ride me, 
now ? Why don't you l!ive a guy a 
chance? · I ain't done nothin'." 

" Except ten years, Shrimp," the de
tective smiled. " Now quit slopping 
over at the mouth. Nobody's riding 
you-yet. Just happened to spot you 
coming in here, that's all." 

They drank and ate for a few min
utes in silence. 

" Look sorta peaked," the detectivt' 
observed presently. " Still, I'd rather 
see you ragged than-well, the way 
you used to dress. You savvy what I 
mean. Tried to get a job ?" 

" Yeah, I've tried," the runt replied 
bitterlv. " Shoveled snow, some." 

" HOw about the gas company, 
Shrimp ? You used to be their best re
pairman." 

" You ain't even funny, Molloy. 
They'd kick me outa the office, and 
you know it. Turn me loose in swell 
homes, like I uster ? Phooey !" 

" You know enough now to repair 
ranges and heaters and keep your hands 
off other things." 

" Oh, I could do it, all right. But 
try tellin' that to ol' Rathbone, the man· 
ager." 

" No, yott try it, Shrimp. I'm only 
suggesting. And here's a word to the 
wise, feller. Cut out the panhandling. 
If  a cop picked you up-good-by 
parole." 

The detective paid the bill, turned 
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up the collar of his overcoat, and went 
out. 

Although the Shrimp had been thor
oughly warmed by the hot coffee, he 
shivered. That had beeu a close call. 
Suppose he had pocketed some of those 
bulky articles in the Walgren home. 
The very thought sent cold chills rac
ing up and down his spine. 

" Him follerin' me in here wasn't 
no happenstance," the Shrimp mut
tered, getting off the stool. " Bet he's 
been tailin' me for blocks. Paid for the 
sinkers and Java, huh ? Just a stall to 
look me over. Glad I got that hunch, 
baek there in that house." 

But ihe Shrimp knew he was lying 
when he called it a hunch. It was a 
plain case of cold feet, lack of the old 
nerve at the lasf mOment, which was 
self-evident now in the way he was 
shaking. 

Nor did the jittery feeling leave him. 
During the course of the week he ran 
into Detective Molloy several times, 
and each time the icy hand of fear 
gripped him. He felt sure he was be· 
ing tailed. Yes, the cops were riding 
him, damn them. N�vertheless, he did 
·manage to get in a little panhandling. 

But he was finding it increasingly 
difficult to tackle the next victim be· 
cause the det�tive's warning about the 
parole kept ringing in his ears. He 
hated the thought of having to take 
another rap for a small job. If  a rap 
was in the cards, he wanted to be sent 
up the river for something big, so that 
the boys back there wouldn't give him 
the horse laugh for being a piker. 

But what, he asked himself, was the 
big job to be ? The old gang had long 
since been broken up and the remnants 
had Aed before the law. Their sncces· 
·Sors in crime didn't know him, 
wouldn't trust him, didn't want· any 

part of him. Ahd,' on top of that, he 

knew, deep d�wn inside him, he didn't 
have the nerve to tackle a big job 
alone. 

IT was early afternoon and bitterly 
cold. The Shrimp hadn't eaten 
since breakfast chiefly because his 

attempts at panhandling had been frus
trated by the sudden appearance of sun· 
dry uniformed cops. 

Limp and nervous from repeated 
close shaves, he leaned against the win
dow of Tony Galucci's grocery store, 
wondering what to do next. 

A car drew up to the curb. Two 
men got out and entered the store, leav
ing the engine running. The Shrimp 
sized them up in a glance. They looked 
to him like men who might be sym· 
pathetic to a touch, and he made up his 
mind to tackle them when they came 
out. 

He could hear the mUmble of their 
voices through the heavy plate_ glass 
window. Suddenly the voices rose in 
anger. 

Just as the Shrimp turned again ·to 
glance at them, he saw one of the men 
draw something black from an over· 
coat pocket. There followed a flash, 
a dull report, and the storekeeper 
slumped across the counter. 

" Golly, he's croaked him I" the 
Shrimp gasped. 

The two men left the store just as 
a cop turned the corner. Screams rang 
out above the din of traffic as Tony 
Galucci's wife rushed from the store 
in the wake of the two men. They hes· 
itated a moment at the car, looking 
back fleetingly at the screeching 
woman. 

" Murder ! Pol-eece !" she shrieked. 
The two men suddenly caught sight 

of the cop, who was pounding down the 
side\valk tow:�.rd them, reaching for the 
gun under his overcoat. One of the 
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men raised his right hand, and the 
black automatic jetted flame. 

The cop stopped dead in his tracks, 
sank slowly to his knees, still fumbting 
for his gun. 

He got it out just as the man who 
had wounded him started to enter the 
car. The heavy service gun cracked, 
and the gunman slumped down on the 
running-board. His companion grasped 
him around the middle and boosted him 
into the car, and started to follow. 

Again the policeman's gun barked, 
and the second man fell forward on 
top of the first, half in, half out of the 
car. Then the wounded cop sprawled 
out on the sidewalk. 

Instantly the traffic became a snarl. 
People came running from all direc
tions, crowding around. In another 
moment, the sidewalk was jammed by 
a milling, seething mob. 

The Shrimp came to life with a jerk, 
cast a hurried glance over his shoul
der at the crowd, then darted off on 
the run. He had suddenly realized what 
it might mean for an ex-con to be 
caught near the scene of a killing. A 
visit to Headquarters was the one thing 
he dreaded most. 

He put a number of blocks between 
himself and Tony Galucci's store, be
fore his 'wind gave out, forcing a halt. 
He sagged against the county court
house wall, gasping for breath. 

At that moment, Detective Andy 
Molloy swung around the corner, and 
the Shrimp gave a startled cry. It ap
peared to him as if the detective had 
been trailing him, but he did not wait 
to find out. 

Instead, he dodged into the building 
and ran up the broad stairs. His inten
tions were to lose himself in the spaci
ous corridors, then dart down the back 
stairs, and out. But he found further 
progress halted at the third floor. 

The corridors were jammed with 
people. The Shrimp hunched down 
like a· football player, and dived into 
the crowd. His progress was followed 
by shoves, to all of which he was obli-
vious. 

He reached the courtroom door, and 
ducked under the outstretched arms 
of a bailiff, who was doing his best to 
keep the crowd in the corridor back. 
Then he bumped into two burly state 
patrolmen, and that ended the forward 
movement. He shrank back against the 
courtroom wall, and pretended to be in
terested in the court proceeding, al
though, because of his short stature, he 
could see nothing at all. 

Presently he stole a glance toward 
the door, and his heart skipped a beat. 
Detective Molloy was just passing the 
bailiff. The officer stood -there a mo
ment, his sharp eyes roaming over the 
spectators until they rested on the 
Shrimp. Then Molloy moved to his 
side. 

" Rid in' me, huh ?" the Shrimp whis
pered savagely. " Well, I didn't have 
nothin' to do with them two hoods, if 
that's what vou're after. Never saw 
'em before. 

·
Honest \'' 

The detective's eyes reflected his sur
prise. " Hoods ?" he repeated. " Say, 
what the hell you talking about, 
Shrimp ?" 

The runt cursed himself for a fool. 
He suspected in a second that the de
tective knew nothing of the killings. 
So the Shrimp racked his brains for 
some likely yarn that would cover up 
his slip of the tongue. 

Thought, however, was out of the 
question now, because the detective had 
grabbed his wrist and was slowly twist
ing it. 

" Been up to some mischief, huh, 
Shrimp ?" he whispered, bending down 
and talking into the runt's ear. " Well, 
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that's what I thought when I saw you and round and glued ·on the ·elevator 
duck in here. Come clean, or I'll twist as it began its descent. 
your hand clear off." " That guy !" the Shrimp exclaimed, 

The Shrimp gasped out the story in pointing at the manacled man. " Who 
a few whispered sentences. The only is be ? What's he on trial for?" 
other sounds in the crowded courtroom " What's that to you ?" the detective 
were those of a lawyer's voice, dron- demanded. " Come on." 
ing on and on, loud whispers and shuf- The Shrimp hung back. " Listen, 
Aing feet on the linoleum. Molloy," he cried. " I've saw that guy: 

" All right, let's scram out of here," before ! What's his racket?" 

j the detective said. " Oh, all right, if  you must know,' 
Suddenly the jpdge on the bench the detective said impatiently. " Hi 

spoke up. " This court will recess until name's Walgren, and he's on trial for' 

ten tomorrow. Spectators will please murder. Poisoned his wife with arsenj 
keep their seats until after the jury has ic, to get fifty grand insurance. Thfi 
retired." trial's just started. I think the D.A.'� 

In a few moments, the crowd pushed going to have a tough time getting a 
toward the exits, loudly discussing the conviction, because the investigators 
trial. Detective Molloy took the Shrimp can't find out where Walgren bought 
by the shoulders and pushed him ahead. the poison. Wonder you wouldn't read 
The crowd moved slowly out into the · the papers once in a while." 
corridor, and came to a standstill at the " Arsenic !" the Shrimp exclaimed.' 
ele\•ator, despite all the extra police " And they don't know where he got it. 
and courthouse attaches could do to eh ? Well, I do, Molloy ! 1 san .. • him 
keep them moving toward the stairs. get it!" 

Some of them caught sight of the The detective spun the little runt 
detective and the runt. In a few min- around and looked him square in U1e 
utes they had forced a passage for them eye. 
to the elevator, where the sheriff and " Say, Shrimp, if you're trying to 
several deputies were waiting with a be funny, I'll-" 
handcuffed prisoner. " I'm givin' it to you straight !" the 

" 'Lo, Andy," the sheriff smiled. runt insisted. " Where's the D.A. I 
·� Looks like you might be in a hurry can tell him-" 
to go some place. Sorry, but you'll That was as far as he got, for tht' 
ha\'e to wait till we get this guy down detective was already dragging him 
into the cells." after him and into the district attar-

The elevator shot upward, and ney's private office. 
stopped. The crowd surged forward to The D.A. looked up in surprise from 
watch- the prisoner loaded into it. a conference with two of his assistants. 
While the officers fought them back, " What is it, Molly ?" he inquired. He 
the attendant slammed the steel-barred surveyed the Shrimp with a gaze which 
elevator door shut. was curious, cold and unfriendly. 

Detective Molloy turned to the runt. Something in the Shrimp shriveled sere 
" Better .take the stairs, I guess," he as he tried to stare back with an air 
suggested. " It'll be quicker than-" of nonchalance. -

He-paused to stare in surprise at the " This runt," the detective began, 
Shrimp. The latter's .eyes were big shoving the Shrimp forward, '' claims 
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he saw Walgren get the arsenic he fed 
to his wife." 

The D.A. scrutinized the runt's face 
closely. Recollection slowly dawned in 
his eyes. 

" Yes, I remember you now,'' he 
said, nodding. " You got a ten·year 
rap, for burglary. Gas company re
pairman and burglar combined. All 
right, spill it." The tone of  his voice 
sounded as if he would put little faith 
in anything the ex-con might say. 

" He got that arsenic in the house," 
the Shrimp replied. 

" How clever !" the D.A. sneered. 
" Naturally he had it in the house. But 
where did he buy it ? That's what we 
want to find out." 

" He didn't buy it. He didn't hafta," 
the Shrimp said. " It's in any house 
where they use gas. I know, 'cause I 
worked for the gas company for years. 
You take me to that house and I'll show 
you-" 

· " That's what I want-to be shown," 
the D.A. snapped, jamming on his hat. 
" Come on, Molloy. Bring that runt 
along." 

They did not wait for the elevator, 
but ran down the stairs and out of the 
tiuilding to the D.A.'s car. 

" What where you doing in that 
house ?" he demanded of the Shrimp 
as the car roared away. " Up to your 
old tricks again?" 

" 1---er-well, yes ; but I didn't lift 
nothin'," the Shrimp whined. " Guess 
I lost my nerve. That's on the square.'' 
He turned to the detective beside him. 
" It was the night you bought the sink� 
ers aOd Java," he added. " Rermm
ber ? You know I didn't have-" 

"- Go on, Shrimp, and spill the 
works," the detedive urged. " There'll 
be time enough later on to find out if 
yo\1 lifted anything or not." 

Shrimp's account of what he saw in 

the Walgren home that night ended 
with the screech of brakes as the car 
pulled up in front of it. A cop admitted 
them to the building. 

Shrimp led the -Way to the kitchen, 
opened the gas waterheater dOor, and 
stood aside to enable the others to see. 

" There's where he got the poison," 
he explained, pointing to a whitish 
powder that covered the tray under the 
burner as well as the copper water coil. 
" All them old-styJe gas water�heaters 
is arsenic plants. The intense heat on 
the copper does it. 1 know 'cause I've 
cleaned thousands of 'em. Gatta keep 
a rag over your mouth and nose while 
you're doin' it." 

" What a break !" the D.A. ex� 
claimed. " I've a picture of Walgren 
burning on the hot seat. Come on." He 
started for the front door. 

" Where to, now?" the det«:tive in
quired. 

" For a chemist," the D.A. Aung 
back over his shoulder. " Got to com
pare that stuff with what the autopsy 
showed in the woman's stomach. And 
Molloy-" 

" Yes ?" 
" Put that runt where we can reach 

him. Into the car, now. Where'll I 
drop you off ?" 

" Headquarters," the detective re
plied. 

The Shrimp gulped and sat up with 
a jerk, whining. 

" Ain't that a hell of a deal ? Jugged 
'cause I come clean ! Helped you guys 
out, and see what I get ! Well, I'd 
oughter've knowed better than to trust 
a damned dick. Anyway," he addeO 
as an afterthought, " I'll get a free 
supper.'' 

The car stopped at Headquarters, 
and then roared away ·again. Detec� 
tive Molloy consulted his wrist�watch. 

" Four-thirty," he observed. 
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" Time !" the Shrimp snorted in dis· 
gust. " What'lt time mean to me, from 
now on ?" 

" I  was just thinking," the detective 
said. " The gas company's offices don't 
close till five. Rathbone, the manager, 
won't have left yet. Come on, Shrimp. 
We'll go see him." 

" Him ? Sec him about what ?" the 
Shrimp exploded. " You wanna tell 

him what a slick dick you are, pickin' 
me up for that Walgren job? I tell 
yer, I didn't lift nothin' l" 

" No, not exactly," the detective 
grinned. " Rathbone's a friend of mine. 
I'm going to convince him that he needs 
another gas repairman. Then we'll sur· 
round a couple of two·inch steaks." 

The Shrimp's eyes were wide with 
wonder. 

He Was White-Washed 

A NUMBER of thefts had taken place in the post office at T4yons, F'rance, 
and detectiveS were set to catch the thief. It  was concluded that the 
thefts had taken place in the lavatory, so a watch on that room was 

kept through a peep·hole in the ceiling. Through it a detective saw a post· 
man in uniform rifling letters, but could not see his face. Determined to 
mark him for identification, the detective stamped so vigorously upon the 
thin ceiling as to unsettle some of its whitewash, and a quantity of it was 
rfcposited on the left sleeve and shoulder of the culprit's coat. The stamp· 
ing frightened the thief away, and before the detectives could get down to 
the mailing room, he had brushed his coat so carefully that when they did 
arri\·e, they were unable to distinguish his uniform from those of the other 
clerks. The aid of science was then invoked. The coats of several suspected 
clerks were submitted to Dr. Locard, of the Lyons Laboratory, for micro· 
scopic examination. On the left sleeve and shoulder of one of  them he 
found a quantity of sulphate of lime (whitewash) ,  which, though invisible 
to the naked eye. the. brush had failed to remove. 

-1. L. Co11sidine. 
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But Pl1�re r-ttfu.ed to •urrender. H e  hurled the 

heavy 1uitcue at Oavrlte 

S
ECRET Agent George Devrite 

sensed the chilling fear of  Ber
nard Rich. The importer had a 

strong face with tiny lines around his 
tight lips Devrite thought came from 
suffering. Rich held himself in steel 
control but Devrite 
was as impression· 

Lion Face 
By Tom Curry 

murder mystery Devrite had been set 
to unravel by Inspector Hallihan. 

" This is our best seller," announced 
Devrite -as he ,feigned single-hearted de
votion to the handmade pocketbook he 
held out, " and we can let you have it 
at a very low figure." 

Rich took it and fixed his dark-lined 
eyes on the bag. He was a slim man 

· in his middle thirties 
and was well stocked 

able as a fine ba
rometer. 

P o s i n g  as a 
beaded-goo�s sales
man, the unilercover
man was showing 
his wares to the mer
challt - it . was a 

Special Agent Devrite Knew 

Bernard Rich Had Two Great 

Secrets Locked in liis Heart: 

with suppressed ner
vous <: n e r g y ;  he 
dressed well and his 
dark hair inclined to 
curl. T h e small 
oflke with frosted
glass door stenciled : 

Why He Feared for His Fom

ily, and Who Killed Lewis 

110 
RICH AND LEWIS_; 
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lM PO!tTE:RS was tastefully furnished
very much so, thought Devrite, save for 
the cheap new rug under his feet. That 
rug intrigued his detective's imagina· 
lion. 

On the de!ik was a photograph of a 
pretty woman holding a fair-haired girl 
of fi\'e on her lap, both smiting. 

Denite wondered why Rich was 
afraid. Had the importer killed his 
partner Lewis-whose body had been 
found up a dark alley stabbed to the 
heart ? Was it exposure that caused 
Rich's hands to contrict and open that 
way and his face muscles to set ? Dev· 
rite looked once at the palms as Rich 
handed )tim back the pocketbook 
There had been bits of white skin 
scraped off in the horny grooves of 
that knife handle. He could not tell 
from his brief glance whether Rich's 
hands were scarred. It  would be diffi
cult to say unless a glass was used to 
examine them. , . 

For the twentieth time, Rich looked 
at the picture. The impression he made 
on Devrite was excellent ; the spy liked 
him. Rich was no physical coward. 
The agent decided it must be for his 
family that the importer feared. His 
devotion was obvious. Whenever his 
eyes rested on the image of  his loved 
ones, they softened. Yet i f  Rich was 
guilty of murder he must pay . . . . 

In his dangerous lone-wolf life, the 
secret policeman was always faced with 
personalities. From time to time he 
contacted a criminal with redeeming 
qualities-such as love for his family. 
I f  he could clear Rich, he would prefer 
that ; he hoped to be able to report to 
Hallihan that Rich was innocent of 
Lewis's death. But-still his duty re
mained if Rich had killed. 

Lewis had died three nights before. 
His pockets had been stripped and all 
identification destroyed so that had not 

the tabloids printed grisly pictures of 
his dead face, his boarding-house land4 
lady might not have come forward to 
identify him for the police the follow
ing day. 

" Pardon me a moment, sir," begged 
Rich-his speech was extremely cour
teous, the hint of an accent to his voice 
that Devrite thought might be French 
or Italian. The darkness of his skin 
bore it out. But when questioned by 
the authorities, Rich had given his 
birthplace as San Francisco, 1901 .  
And as Hallihan dryly remarked when 
he dispatched his star spy on the trail, 
this was a fa,•orite resort of a man 
with something to hide. All records 
had been destroyed in the great earth
quake and fire of 19o6. It was one of 
the determining factors which had 
caused the Department to ilwestigate 
Rich further. 

Rich had simply been interrogated 
as to his partner, since nothing had 
come out, such as talk of friction, to 
show Rich had anv motive to murder 
Lewis. Rich said ·he believed the kill
ing the work of bandits. He had been 
at home with his wife through the eve
ning. 

Yet Lewis had not been killed on 
the spot where they picked him up. 

It waS not an ordinary police case. 
The chief of the secret police, Inspec
tor Hallihan, in his obscure office down 
the street from Headquarters, awaited 
De,•rite's report. Outwardly an im· 
porter of beaded goods, Hallihan was 
the main conduit through which flowed 
the findings of such operatives as Dev
rite. The firm of Rich and Lewis 
handled all sorts of trinkets and a 
beaded-goods salesman made as good a 
pretext as any for Devrite to contact 
the man. 

Rich had excused himself to use the 
phone. He had his number and asked 
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an:xitmsly, " Darling, are you aU right? 
And Louise?" From the relaxation of 
his expression Devrite concluded all 
was well, and the agent felt something 
of the relief Rich showed. 

Rich hung up. " I am sorree," he 
said softly, -" but my family has not 
been well lately." 

�vrite knew that was a lie. It so 
happened Hallihan had remarked that 
Mrs. Rich and the child were in good 
health---,had they been ill it would have 
been reported so in the DD-4's of in
vestigators. 

" Won't you have dinner and take in 
a show with me tonight" asked Devrite 
in his salesman's rOle. The secret 
agent's broad-shouldered, slim-waisted 
figure was clad in a conV"entional blue 
business suit, soft white 5hirt and dark 
tie. He knew how to act, he was often 
called upon to simulate a rOle. Trained 
in ju-jutsu and all expert police meth
ods, a high-caliber and competent de
tective who seldom made arrests and 
received no outward crerlit, Devrite was 
a leech when once on a criminal trail. 

" I regrd it very much," replied 
Rich, "but you know my partner was 
killed by bandits. I am not celebrating 
at present a.nd usually spend the eve
ning at home." He apologized twice. 

D EVRITE did not press him. He 
knew the case might take time. 
Rich promised to .see him again 

the following week and meanwhile to 
think about placing an order. Dcvrite 
pushed back his chair and managed to 
shove the new rug aside but the floor 
was stained dark mahogany and in a 
hurried glance he could not say 
whether there were spots-such as 
blood might make-on the wood. The 
door had a spring latch and he noted 
the make, as, with bag and hat in hand, 
he said au revoir. 

The office building was an old one in 
the East Twenty's near Fifth Avenue. 
Devrite disposed of his suitcase and put 
on another coat and hat .and a pair of 
shaded glasses. With his shoulders 
drooped, he was not easily recognizable 
as the alert young salesman, 

At two P.M. Bernard Rich came out 
and went to his bank on the corner. 
Devrite managed to be close enough to 
see the teller count out a large sum of 
money which Rich put in h.is pocket. 
Rich returned to his office. At five 
Devrite saw him home to his Twelfth 
Street apartment where he lived with 
his wi fe and small daughter. The pretty 
wonlan greeted him at the outer door 
and the child frolicked al:iout them. 
Rich caught the golden-haired girl in 
his arms. 

Devrite faded away and went to 
supper. At around nine, he was at the 
six-story office building. A few yellow 
lights were visible in windows of late
working tt:nants but though the street 
door was unlocked the elevators were 
no longer running. There was a watch
man around but he was easily eluded 
anci Devrite climbed three flights to 
Rich's office. 

It was the difference in grade and 
the newness of that 9 x I2 rug that 
brought Devrite back. It did not fit 
the other furnishings, which were mel
lowed and tasteful. This and the small 
lie Rich had told, the uncheckable birth
place, forced Devrite toward a distaste
ful conclusion : that Bernard Rich was 
not innocent. A rug makes a con
venient wrapper for a body and catches 
blood. Lewis had not bled on the spot 
where he was found. 

He had provided himself with keys 
he thought would open that standard 
lock. A bulb burned down the hall 
and reflected from the frosted surfaces 
in the doors. The secret agent glanced 

D s-s 
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up and down to make sure he was un
observed and quickly tried a skeleton 
key in the lock-but the door ,; .. as al
ready open and after listening, he 
turned the knob and stepped in, shut
ting the door behind him. 

He was greeted by that air of de
serted calm distinctive to offices at 
night. His suspicions aroused by the 
unlocked door, he first carefully in
SJ>ected the whole office, catfooting in 
the dark. Satisfied, he switched on his 
fountain-pen flashlight and knelt by the 
rug. A linen tag underneath gave the 
maker's name and also the store nearby 
where it had been bought. He .rolled 
it back and put his iight close to the 
floorboards, two inches wide and 
closely tongued together. Absorbed in 
this examination, he suddenly became 
aware that someone was outside in the 
hall. 

At once he switched off his light, but 
realized with chagrin he was very late 
doing so. A large distorted shadow 
cast by the hall lamp lay on the door
glass rectangle. The knob clicked and 
the agent, trying to slide around behind 
the desk, glimpsed the grotesque figure 
framed in the opening. The man wore 
a dark coat that fitted his needle form 
like a glove, upturned collar hiding his 
cheeks. He had a fuzzy black fedora 
jammed to his eyes and from there, the 
rest of his face was shapeless-though 
there was high color- to it. . . .  

He spoke in French and his voice 
sent a shudder of  repulsion through 
Devrite. The sound was a thick mouth
ing and slobbering as though he spoke 
with a mouthful of slimy soup. It was 
indistinct, yet Devrite understood, for 
the a�nt spoke French as well as sev
eral other tongues-part of his train
ing and value. 

" Well, put on the light again. What 
are vou afraid of; Riche ?" 

o ·6-s 

Devrite had no gun. He made· it a 
habit not to carry one since now and 
then he was picked up by regular de
tectives and could not afford exposure 
of any kind. Once fingered, �is worth 
would be destroyed. He was e:<cited 
and irritated at being trapped ; he had 
had no idea anyone would come to the 
office but now realized he might have 
because of the unlocked door. Rich had 
evidently expected this man and the 
latter to find the merchant awaiting 
him-another point against the im
porter. 

Devrite had to answer and did so in 
French : " M'sieu Riche is not yet here 
but will come soon." 

The other gasped. A match was 
struck and its yellow flare showed the 
strange, frozen face of the Frenchman. 
" Who are you?" he snarled. 

" A  friend of R�che," replied Dev
rite-he had no fear of the other but 
felt instinctive repulsion . . . .  

" A  friend?" mouthed the man in 
that awful voice. He cursed in gUiter 
French. 

The match burned down. It flickered 
out and on the secret agent's brain was 
left the impression of that bizarre face 
with the slits that were eyes . . .  

" A flesh mask," he told himself. 
He took a step forward as the 

needle-like figure sidled towud · the 
door and called, " Pierre !" 

:' Oui, Rabat, yes," growled a heavy 
VOICe. 

lt was a shock to the secret agent to 
see the sudden change in the situation. 
The man who slouched in was huge. 
He had a dark, ugly face with a long 
nose and jutting chin ; he weighed at 
least two-fifty, the buTly form, in 
turtleneck sweater and sailor pa11ts, 
was obviously of great power. As far 
as was visible under the greasy black 
cap, his head was altogether bald and 
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his pig eyes blinked at the dim figures he could not afford such encounters. A 
of his friend and the secret policeman. door opened down the ball and a late· 
He practically filled the entry. working tenant looked out and saw the 

prostrate watchman and Pierre as he II turned on Devrite. The slender Rabat, 

M
ENTALLY Devrite girded who had thrown the stiletto, stuck out 

himself for battle. The thin a foot and Devrite tripped headlong 
Rabat was obviously the boss over it, coming up against Pierre's 

and Rabat did not like Devrite's unex- belly. He drove in with his fists in an 
pected presence. A jungle panther effort to knock out the giant's wind as 
could not have been more difficult to he felt the terrific strength of the arms 
woo and the agent felt he was dealing that locked around him. 
with just such a personality, cunning Dimly he -heard the man down the 
and dangerous, apt to strike without hall shouting for help. But he hims�lf 
warning. . . . Through . his mind was fighting for his life, could feel the 
flashed the train of happenings : Rich h�at of Pierre's body as his head 
drew a large sum of money. Had an snapped back in agony at the pressure 
evident appointment with these m�n. on his ribs. 
Probably to pay the money to them. " Hurry, Pierre - outside - escape, 
Th�y were French criminals and had kill him-" gasped the masked Rabat 
perhaps killed Lewis at Rich's order and ran in a shuffling fashion for the 
and were coming to collect for it. stairs. 

The huge Pierre suddenly gave a low- Devrite felt that no ju·jutsu trick 
hiss and stepped inside. " Policeman?" could save him ; his attempt to save the 

" A  trap I" muttered Rabat. watchman had ruined him. No hold 
Devrite leaped. The knife thrown would now be effective against Pierre, 

at him missed by inches and clattered since Devrite was in that bear hug with 
on the wall. Pierre crouched and flung his lungs crying for air. Yet he had in 
himself out, great hands seizing the his hand a small flashlight and enough 
uniformed watchman who had evi· power to ram its metal end into 
dently glimpsed them as they sneaked Pierre's back ribs. He could scarcely 
in and followed them up. The watch· find enough breath to gasp, " 1'11-
man cried, " Hey, you, what're you do· shoot-" 
in' ?" but the big man had him then. That, and a second call from Rabat 

The speed with which Pierre dis· at the stairs, caused Pierre to lose his 
posed of the watchman-who was not hold for a moment. It gave Devrite 
a small person - showed his immense the inches needed to suck in precious 
strength. Before Devrite could cover wind. Pierre thought he had a gun
the few intervening yards the giant he snarled as he whirled Devrite 
smashed down the watchman's guard, around. The agent rammed his nails 
lifted him off the tiled hall noor and into the giant's eyes and Pierre flung 
flung him bodily against the wall. A him away with a hoarse Apache oath. 
sharp cry was cut off short in the Devrite sailed through the air and hit 
muffled thud as his head struck a panel the wall a glancing blow that numbed 
and the watchman slumped unconscious his entire left side. He lay on his back 
on the tiles. for moments unable to move . . .  

The violent action excited Devrite; Pierre put down his ugly head and 
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raced for the stairs. The man in the 
street office was yelling at the top of his 
voice. Devrite could not afford to be 
taken captive there by police. Mouth 
wide, side shooting needles of  pain 
through his system, he managed to get 
to his knees. Hand on the wall, he rose 
and,sta:ggered for the exit. 

Rabat and Pierre were already at the 
flOor below. He could look through 
the stair well and see them running 
down. It was sheer nerve that forced 
Devrite on-and through ears boom
ing with rushing blood, the secret agent 
suddenly heard Rich cry out. Rich was 
coming up. 

" Wait-what's wrong, Rabat?" he 
shrieked. 

The masked man hit Rich, knocked 
him back down the stairs. " You'll die 
for this," he screamed in French. " But 
first your child-you will pay for cheat
ing me, trying to trap us-wait till the 
police know exactly what you have 
done-" 

Pierre was up. He kicked Rich and 
the merchant rolled over and over. 
Then the two jumped past the dazed 
man as he brought up against the rail, 
hands clutching the bars. 

Rich rose, tried to follow them as 
Devrite reached the second landing. 
The importer gasped, " Stop - please 
wait, Rabat - I have it - your 
money-" He was so excited he failed 
completely to see and hear the oncom
ing agent. 

Pierre and Rabat, at the street en
trance, turned west and loped away 
around the corner. A motor reared 
and a black sedan made a screeching 
U�turn. Devrite paused at the tum as 
Rich ran ahead. He could read the 
license numbers and memorized them 
to check later. Rich pelted futilely 
after the swift . car, waving his arms. 
From the other direction, a patrolman 

came toward the building. The man in 
the window was still yelling . . . .  

D EVRITE stepped back into a 
shadowed doorway. Rich was 
sobbing and cursing, but he, 

too, saw the uniformed officer and 
quickly drew off, hurrying downtown. 

Devrite took quick stock of his in� 
juries. His ribs ached as though 
smashed. Every time he took a breath 
it sent a shooting pain through his side. 
He limped away as the patrolman "ran 
into the building. 

He was very angry. He thought 
Rich was hooked to these evident crimi� 
nals come to collect from him. First 
he went to his furnished room in · the 
Forty's where he took off his clothes 
and looked over his hurts. The skin 
ov.er his ribs was black and swollen. He 
bathed it and paintW. it with iodine. 
After a cigaret he felt a little better and 
his brain began clicking with its cus· 
tomary thoroughness. 

The masked man Rich and Pierre 
had addressed as Rabat had threatened 
dire revenge. Pierre was obviously a 
strong�ann henchman. Devrite wanted 
both. He had not yet cleared the case 
and required complete evidence to hand 
Hallihan. Rich should lead him again 
to these killers-he concluded they had 
done away with Lewis. 

He was still overwrought from the 
sharp fight. He would not allow Pierre 
to get those hands on him again. 

Inspector Hallihan was in his sec
ond�floor office. " What hit you, a 
stream·lined train" he asked his bat� 
tered agent. 

Devrite sat down. " I  want a gun." 
Hallihan slid open a desk drawer and 

silently passed him a short�nosed S. & 
W. revolver of  a type favored by de� 
teetives. It was a convenient pocket 
size, yet large enough to stop a man. 
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Devrlte broke It, inspected the loaded 
chambers before dropping it into his 
right-hand coat pocket. 

He opened his lips but something 
kept him from telling Hallihan his "find
ings. He analyzed his indecision as he 
blew out a cloud of smoke from his 
cigarette and decided it came from an 
unwillingness to pin Bernard Rich. He 
told himself sternly it was simple senti
ment because he kept thinking of what 
arrest would mean to Rich's wife and 
child. 

" Have you anything on Rich?" 
asked Hallihan from one corner of his 
tight mouth as he clipped a fresh cigar 
in the other. 

" Nothing certain." Devrite knew 
he was taking a chance. I f  anything 
went wrong, Hallihan would not realize 
what had happened. " I ran into a 
couple of lush workers who tried to rob 
me." 

Hallihan did not press him ; the 
secret agent was allowed much more 
latitude than men on the regular force. 
Hallihan knew Devrite's competence 
and good judgment. 

" Wilt you please check this license 
number?" asked Devrite, giving the one 
of the car in which Rabat had nimbly 
escaped. 

Hallihan lifted a direct phone to 
Headquarters. In a minute he re· 
ported, " Stolen plates." 

" I thought so. " He rose. " I'll call 
in when I can." 

The inspector looked at his nails ; his 
job was a wearing one as chief of the 
secret police. Devrite took his leave. 

He had to sleep. His body ached and 
his brain was tired from turning over 
one conjecture after another concern· 
ing Rich. 

Up early, he went to the store near 
Rich's office where the rug had been 
purchased. He found it had been sent 

over on order the morning after 
Lewis' murder. 

There were detectives In the office 
building. Devrite learned the watch
man had been seriously injured, a 
shoulder broken and a brain concussion. 
He knew he was fortunate not to have 
suffered worse than he had. The at
tack had been laid to thieves and Bet· 
nard Rich had not been implicated in 
the matter. 

It was evident to Devrite, who saw 
Rich several times during the day, that 
the man was overwrought. There were 
deep lines under his eyes and he was 
pale. He was too nervous to sit still 
and kept stepping into the hall clown 
which Devrite waited. Whenever his 
phone rang, he would dash back to 
reply. Devrite decided he was hoping 
for a call from Rabat. 

Around noon Rich made a phone call 
to a French newspaper. Lounging in 
the hall Devrite heard him give a per
sonal ad to be inserted : " R. Please 
call me. It was not my fault." 

He concluded that Rich did not 
know where to find Rabat and Pierre. 

Rich went home early, around three 
P.M. Devrite trailed at a distance. He 
wished to trap Pierre and Rabat. Rich's 
burning eyes were on the home where 
his loved ones were. 

Devrite paused at the corner to 
watch Rich go up the short marble steps 
-the apartment was on the first floor. 
The spy's observant eyes rested on the 
license plates of the closed sedan 
parked up the block. He tensed. It 
was the car in which Rabat and Pierre 
had ·driven off. He looked quickly 
around but did not see them. Rich 
went into the house. 

There was a small cigar store at the 
corner and Devrite stepped inside and 
bought a pack of cigarettes. From the 
window, he could observe the car and 
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also see the cabs at the avenue station. 
He idled, smoking, for a short time 
wltil Pierre came quickly across the 
street from the sedan. He carried a 
rolled�up Persian rug in his arms. His 
warped features looked even more vii� 
Jainous in daylight than at night. He 
stuffed the rug in the rear and pushing 
his bulk behind the wheel, drove off. 

Ill 

D EVRITE hurried out to a cab. 
As the driver spurted after the 
sedan, he heard a hoarse cry 

and looking down the side street saw 
Rich, hatless and waving his anns, run
ning up the block. 

After turning several corners, Pierre 
drove swiftly westward and stopped 
the car near Eleventh Avenue. He went 
through a narrow archway that led be
hind an old tenement, cobwebbed and 
dingy, no longer in use. 

Devrite paid off his taxi and hurried 
to the sedan. He reached in and seized 
the rolled rug, an expensive affair 
heavy of nap--the sort and size which 
would fit Bernard Rich's office floor. 
There was something in the rug and 
his blood chilled as he realized it was 
a small child-the little girl with fair 
hair, Rich's daughter. Her eyes were 
shut with long lashes drooped on pale 
cheeks. For a momtnt he thought she 
was dead, then he smelled the sicken
ing odor of chloroform. She was 
breathing. 

He took her from the cocoon. She 
might smother, and her life came first 
of all. He inwardly cursed Rabat and 
Pie:rre. He would have them for this 
if for nothing else. . . . Busy as he 
was with the child, he noted the dark, 
dry stain in the rug's weave as he rolled 
it again. 

The girl in his arms, he went to the 
corner. Cars slid by on the arteries and 

people passed but they thought him a 
father with a sleeping baby� She began 
breathing more heavily as fresh air 
from the river breeze stmck her face. 
She gasped, cried a little and he felt a 
wave of relief. He soothed her and 
she stared at him with large brown 
eyes. " Would you like some ice 
cream?" he asked gently. 

It distracted her. Her eyes opened 
wider. Down the littered avenue was 
a small candy and ice-cream store and 
the agent took her in. An old woman 
in charge cast a kindly look at the child 
and he asked, " Will you watch my 
little girl till I get back? She can have 
plain ice cream." He left a dollar on 
the counter. 

Hurrying out, he saw Pierre come 
forth and glance at the rug which Dev
rite had left rolled. The big man went 
to a phone booth in a drug store but 
Devrite could not get close enough to 
overhear him. He kept his hand on 
the .JS as the huge Frenchman came 
out and lounged on the corner. Ten 
minutes later, a cab drew up with a 
screech of brakes and Bernard Rich 
jumped from it and ran frantically to
ward Pierre. 

Pierre's thick lips formed the word, 
"Allons-let's go." He looked about 
to make sure ·no police were with Rich. 

Pierre led Rich to the alley. Dev
rite was sure they were going to Rabat. 
He would check this for sure and then 
call Hallihan. These killers must be 
stopped at once and he could not ex
pose himself to' do it. He slid along 
between the buildings. Behind the de
serted tenement facing the street was 
built a second dingy house as is often 
the case in· the slums, separated by a 
narrow court from the front. It was 
about as dilapid�ted as the outer build
ing. 

Gun in hand, Devrite entered, heard 
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heavy steps overhead. He tiptoed up a 
flight just in time to see a rear door 
shut. The building \Vas dank, smelled 
musty and rotten, was poorly lit. He 
put an ear to the door. Rich was cry
ing agonizedly, " Rabat, give her back. 
Here is the money. I had nothing to 
do with that yesterday." 

And Rabat's strange mouthing : 
" You will pay. Get me twenty thou· 
sand dollars by midnight�r your 
daughter dies." 

Rich answered, " Rabat, this money 
represents all my savings. I can raise 
very little more but I will give you 
everything." 

" Twenty thousand or you never see 
her again. You don't dare tell the 
police. Anyway, we're leaving here 
now and Pierre will get in touch so 
you can pay up." 

" ,Where is she" 
" You'll never know unless you pay." 
Devrite went up a few steps of the 

ascending flight as Rich promised, " I'll 
get all I can." 

Rich hurried out. A red-tinged glow 
came from the dingy apartment. The 
hall was dark even in the day. Pierre 
saw him downstairs and quickly re
turned. Rabat's strange voice reached 
Devrite : " Hurry, Pierre, we must 
leave in case that fool squeals. Hide 
somewhere else . • . .  " 

Devrite was determined now to take 
them. He had not time to call for an 
arresting squad but perhaps the umlc:r
cover chief could send regular police in 
afterwards. He dared not let these 
two dangerous creatures run loose any 
longer ; besides they would take alarm 
when they found the child gone. He 
pulled his coat collar around his cheeks, 
and hat down over his eyes. Gun up, 
he slid toward the door. 

It was half open and he looked into 
the front room. The windows were 

heavily shaded with hung blankets. A 
foul odor came out. Pierre started 
forth, carrying a battered suitcase. 
Devrite cocked his pistol and snapped 
in French, " Throw up your hands I" 

But Pierre refused to surrender 
without a fight. He hurled the bag at 
Devrite, who sidestepped but was 
knocked off balance as the heavy suit
case struck his shoulder. Pierre never 
hesitated, but lunged immediately at 
him. Devrite fired. The slug struck 
the giant in the thigh, failed to halt 
him. In the doorway showed the 
strange, stiff face of  Rabat, who had 
an automatic in his clawed hand . . . . 

Pierre was cursing and his hand 
clutched at Devrite's gun. Devrite 
pulled his trigger again, lip bitten be
tween his teeth. The aim was point
blank and the .38 butlet hit Pierre in 
the breastbone-shattered it. The rush 
of his heavy body knocked Devrite 
backward against the teetering rail, 
which gave way just as Rabat raised 
his automatic and fired. Devrite felt 
the sting of the bullet tearing through 
the flesh of his left arm. He crashed 
into the stair well and landed on his 
spine. Rabat peered over, his pistol 
ready, and Devrite snapped a shot at 
him. 

Up on one hand and his knees, now 
he heard Rabat give a squeal of 
pain. Devrite, fighting fury in 

his heart, brain red with rage, clam
bered up the stairs and ran toward the 
door. Rabat had retreated inside. 
Devrite heard him mewing, spitting 
curses . . .  

The secret agent leaped through the 
doorway. Rabat shot once at him and 
the slug whirled close to his hurtling 
body as he lunged into the den. The 
red-tinged light showed Rabat plainly, 
and Devrite sent two bullets at him. 
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The automatic flew from Rabat's shak
ing hand. 

As the skdeton man stooped to re
gain his weapon, Devrite leaped pver, 
struck his masked face with his sharp 
revolver barrel. Rabat gave a shriek 
of mad anguish as the mask was torn 
off, exposing the awful countenance 
underneath. 

Devrite recoiled in horror. The glar
ing eyes were sunk deep in the skull. 
The whole face was bloated and the 
thickened skin gave the leonine aspect 
-the lion face! 

" Leper!" shrieked Devrite, his flesh 
crawling. The Frenchman was in an 
advanced stage of leprosy. 

Taking advantage of Devrite's 
stunned surprise, Rabat crawled into 
the dark bedroom, where the single 
window was curtained with a thick 
blanket. Devrite stepped toward it. 
" Come out !" he growled. He had to 
go in there-yet how could he touch 
that horror-? 

A shot answered him. But the bul
let did not come near him. His hand 
shook as he struck a match. Rabat Jay, 
thank heaven, face down. He had put 
his final bullet through his own mad 
brain. 

The secret agent staggered out, blood 
running down his left arm. He leaned 
on the dirty banister as he went down
stairs and, on the pavement again 
sucked in deep draughts. The sunlight 
blinded him for moments as he found 
his shaky way along the street. 

He was still tremulous as he walked 
into the store where he had left the 
child. He washed in the back room, 
gave the old woman a ten-dollar bill 
that kept her from being inquisitive. 
The little girl, with the resilience of 
youth, was playing around the store 
with a toy car the old woman had given 
her. She went willingly with Devrite 

when he bundled her into a cab to take 
her home. 

Rich was out when they arrived. 
The frantic mother wept with joy as 
Devrite delivered the child. She 
phoned Rich, at his office. He had 
gone there to raise the last of ransom 
money. 

An hour later, Bernard Rich was 
closeted with Devrite. 

·� You remember I was at your office 
and saw your little's girl's picture?" 
the agent said. " I have been staying 
in the neighborhood and recognized 
you one time with your wife and child, 
also. I saw a man come from a side 
way carryihg your baby and it m;jde 
me suspicious so I managed to follow 
him, rescue her and bring her back." 

Rich stared at him with intense grati��:
ey. 

". ��r
.
thing I have is yours! 

" Forget it. Maybe you'll give me an 
order." He smiled. " I'll report this 
to the police--" 

Rich clutched his arm. " Please 
don't." 

" But both these rascaJs are dead, I 
tell you. I had to use my gun on the 
big one in self-defense and the thin 
one shot himself. I'll 'be in a terrible 
fix i f  the police catch me." 

" I must throw myself on }·our 
mercy," Rich said frantically. " I  am 
a fugitive from Devil's Isle, the French 
Penal colony in South America. As a 
youth I enlisted in the African Legion 
and as the life was cruel and boring I 
ran away. Finally they sent me to 
Guiana, where I met Rabat and Pierre, 
and Lewis, whose real name was Jean 
Louis. Rabat contracted leprosy in 
Guiana, it is very prevalent there in the 
filth and misery. Lewis and I were 
friends and we escaped and came to 
New York where we managed to re
habilitate ourselves. 



120 DETECTIVE FICfiON WEEKLY 

" About a week ago, Rabat and 
Pierre chanced to meet Lewis. They 
forced him· to give them money under 
threat of  exposure. At our office the 
other night, Rabat, who was half mad 
from disease, lost patience and stabbed 
him to death. They wrapped him in 
my rug and took him out and dumped 
the body. Pierre phoned me early in the 
morning and told me I'd better lay an
other rug. I dared not inform the 
police. It meant return to a living hell, 
ruin for my family. Those two ordered 
me to get them more and more money. 
There was trouble. They thought I 
had cheated them and Pie�re stole my 
baby from the yard this afternoon. 
They said they would kill her if  I did 
not raise an impossible sum. Their 
death relieves me of a terrible weight 
-yet, if you tell the police, all of this 
will still mean ruin for my family and 
myself." The sweat rolled down Rich's 
face, anguish twisting it. 

Devrite gripped the arms of his 
chair. He was sure Rich was telling 
the truth. There was no threat in 
Rich's voice, simply an appeal for life. 

, • . Rich's years since his escape had 
shown he was not a criminal 

After leaving Rich, Devrite phoned 
Hallihan : 

" The murderers of Lewis were two 
French fugitives from Devil's Isle. 
They caught him in the street, stabbed 
and robbed him. The one who used the 
knife was a leper and bits of  flesh 
sloughed off on the rough handle of the 
dagger." He gave the tenement-house 
address. " I had to shoot the big one 
in self-defense ; the lion face turned his 
gun on himself when he was trapped." 

" And Rich?" asked the inspector. 

DEVRITE hesitated. He had re
assured Rich. After taking an 
order or two from the merchant 

to prevent him £rom suspecting his true 
status, he would drop out of Rich's life. 
There was more, he reflected, to police 
work than mere detection and arrest. 

" Rich," he answered deliberately, 
" is quite clear, Inspector. . . . I have 
nothing to report against him." 

He hung up with a shrug and went 
back to his lonely room. 

Cipher Solvers' Club for June 
(Cqntinued from Pats 30) 
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Fla.; Robert Krantzler, Beaverdale, Pa. ;  W. ]. 
Lanahan, Miami, Fla.; Feli1: Marin, Brooklyn, 
N. Y.; Gene Miller, PeteOOurg, Ind.; John M. 
Scab, Paterson, N. j.; U� Chicago, Dl. 

Three-Fred Holme!>, Bridgeport, Conn.; L. R. 
Klein, New Orleans, !A. ; David Martin Lieber
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The Clue in the Catch 
Basin 

BECAUSE of the abun
dance of more or Jess 
willing hands avail

able, the Illinois Emergency 
Relief Commission decided 
to do some intensive 
cleaning for the City 

By Zeta Rothschild 

1935, a group of men ar
rived at the corner of 68th 
Street and Fairfield Avenue 
with instructions to give the 
catch-basin there a going-

over. 

of Chicago. 
One of the proj

ects which met - with 
hearty approval of 
the authorities was 
the overhauling of 
the city sewers. And 
on the morning of 
the r8th of July, 

Relief Crew Member.s First 

Saw lt, and Drew Bt�ck, Mute, 

Horrified. T h e n  Detecti¥e.S 

W �t to Work to Discover 

the Re.st of a Strange Story 

The men moved 
slowly. The day was 
hot, the sun climbing 
higher. Why hurry 
with the whole day, 
t h e  w e e k  before 
them, a pay check in
evitable ? But now, 
when the most active 
m e m b e r s  of the 
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group had actually advanced upon the 
sewer and were ready to fall to work, 
they fell back in dismay. 

For caught in the basin, half-sub
merged in the water was the body of a 
young girl ! 

" Young " they thought she must be, 
because of the slimness of her form. 
But sinh her head had been under 
water, it had long since lost resem
blance to anything human. If she were 
to be identified, it would not be by her 
features. Officer Joseph Leonard, sum
moned to the scene, took charge imme
diately. Within the hour, the body had 
been taken to the morgue. 

Dr. Jerry Kearns of the coroner's 
office, after examining the body, could 
give but little information to the detec
tives anxiously waiting for something 
to get their teeth into. 

" Sorry," he finally admitted, " can't 
even tell you of what the girl died. 
The body's too far gone for that." 

That the girl had met a violent death 
was taken for granted. But how, when 
and where, were all questions for which 
there was as yet no answer. Death had 
occurred, said Dr. Keams, at least 
six months earlier. 

However, fortunately, part of the 
body had escaped the filth of the sewer. 
Sections of a coat, a heavy coat at that, 
were still intact. And from a pocket 
a small notebook was recovered. 

The advertisement that gave the 
original source _of the book did not in
terest the Chicago police. The names 
and addresses, written on the pages in 
different handwriting, all had promise. 

One name, the only feminine one 
pencilled in this notebook, was that of 
" Lorraine Nicodemus," in a small, 
clear script. Under it was an address, 
641 2  South Oakley Avenue. 

Had a young woman by the name of 
Nicodemus been reported missing? 

The Missing Persons Bureau, quickly 
telephoned to, said no. 

This information seemed discourag
ing. But a visit to the Nicodemus home 
nevertheless had every prospect of 
some results. 

Miss Nicodemus, a pretty young girl, 
looked thoughtfully at the notebook 
handed her. Nothing was said to her 
of how the notebook had come into the 
possession of the police. She was 
merely asked to look at the book and 
tell them whether it was hers. 

" It isn't mine," she answered 
promptly. " Though that's my name 
in my own handwriting." 

Miss Nicodemus now gave some 
time to considering the problem. " My 
father," she explained, " brought me a 
half dozen or more of these notebooks 
and I gave most of them away. It's 
difficult for me to say just to whom I 
gave this one." 

What was the date, the young 
woman was asked, when she had dis
tributed these books ? 

"Around Thanksgiving," she an
swered. " Somewhere in the end of 
the month." 

Could she recall to whom she had 
given these notebooks? 

The young woman after a little 
thought answered by naming several 
friends. 

" Wait a minute," interrupted Ser
geant Francis McGurk, " did you say 
you gave one to Marion Cozza ?" 

Miss Nicodemus nodded. " She was 
a very good friend of mine," she an
swered. " And the more I think of it, 
I'm pretty sure it was her book in 
which I wrote my name." 

THIS Marion Cozw, Sergeant 
McGurk recalled, had been re
ported missing by her parents the 

first week in December. Despite the best 
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efforts of the Chicago police and the 
appeals of the girl's parents, no trace or 
word from the missing girl had ever 
come during the seven months that had 
passed since her disappearance. 

The names of others, the young men, 
casually listed in the dead girl's note
book were now called off to Lorraine 
Nicodemus. Did she recognize any of 
them ? Were they boy friends of Ma
rion Cozza ? 

Puzzled by the line of this question
ing, Miss Nicodemus frowned. " Per
haps," she answered. " A couple of 
them I know. But one or two of the 
men I never heard of." 

The disappearance of the Cozza girl 
had been one of Chicago's most puz
.zling mysteries. She had1eft her home 
the night of December first, telling her 
mother she was going to an aunt, a 
Mrs. Del Priore, who lived at 72nd and 
Hermitage Avenue. She and a cousin 
were going to a party. 

When Marion did not return home 
the night of the first, her parents took 
for granted that she had spent the night 
with her cousin. But when on the sec
ond, Marion had not returned, her twin 
brother, Lawrence, had beeil sent post
haste to inquire about Marion. 

To the amazement of both families, 
it came out that Marion had not only 
never arrived at her aunt's house, but 
that she had never had a date with her 
cousin to go to a party I 

The whole story had been spun out 
of whOle cloth-that is, the young girl 
had made it up in order probably to 
keep a date with some young man she 
thought her family would disapprove 
of. 

This theory had been backed some
what by a roomer in the Cozzo home, 
Stephen Roach, who had told detec
tives then that the parents had been 
rather strict and insisted on knowing 

where and with whom their daughters 
spent their evening leisure. 

What had happened to the girl had 
been a mystery. White Slavers ? Per
haps. But though many friends and 
aequaintances of Marion Cozzo had 
been questioned, the results had been 
nil. Not until the body in the catch
basin had been brought to the morgue 
had. the police had the slightest clue· to 
the whereabouts of the missing girl. 

Within twenty-four hours the corpse 
from the sewer had been identified. It 
was that of Marion Cozzo of 642o 
Oakley A venue. 

And now with this point definitely 
established, the Chicago police felt they 
had something to go on. With whom, 
they now wanted to know, had Marion 
Cozzo spent that last night? 

As a matter of course, the young 
men listed in the notebook found on the 
dead girl's body were looked up. One, 
Frank Halper, twenty years old, of 61 I 
West 57th Street, was brought in .Jor 
qUestioning. 

" I knew Marion Cozzo all right," 
he admitted frankly, "but I had noth
ing to do with her disappearance." 

The young man's forthrightness plus 
the excellent reputation he bore pre
vented any suspicion resting on him. 
And within a short time he was re
leased. 

Another name listed was that of 
Mills Redmond o f  6446 South Irving 
Avenue, who worked as a sealer at the 
American Can Company. 

" I met Marion through her brother 
Charles," he told the police. " But I 
didn't see her that night in December ; 
in fact, I never made a date with her 
in my life." 

Local gossip, however, contradicted 
this statement. Marion Cozzo had 
spoken of a new beau the week before 
her disappearance and had referred to 
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him as Mickey. This, Captain Michael 
Lee of the Chicago Lawn Police Sta
tion learned, was Mills Redmond's 
nickname. 

Redmond, the police learned, had not 
been working the week of the first of 
December according to the factory rec
ords. 

" I  ·wasn't in Chicago," Redmond 
now protested. " I went to Niles, 
Michigan, early that morning to see my 
wife." 

Then followed, on request, an ac
count of a vague visit to the Michigan 
city. " I  didn't get -to see my wife," 
he admitted, " but I can tell you of 
others I saw and the places I went." 

It might be worth while to go into 
this alibi, Captain Lee decided. And 
Sergeant Francis McGurk was com
missioned to make the trip to Niles 
while Mills Redmond was held. 

I\_ few reluctant witnesses had in the 
meantime come forward and claimed 
they had seen Redmond with a young 
girl answering Marion Cozzo's descrip
tion in the vicinity of Marquette Park, 
not far from where the corpse of the 
missing girl was finally found. 

But such an effort to identify the 
young girl's companion Seven and a 
half months later would not have much 
weight with a jury, decided Assistant 
State's Attorney Irwin Clorfene. 
Much more impressive evidence--or a 
confession-would be necessary. 

II 
A ND yet Redmond, shifty in his fl. evasiveness, seemed the most 

likely suspect. And, in addi
tion, that additional sense that becomes 
part of the power of the detective had 
sent a subconscious message to Red
mond's questioners that here was a man 
whose movements and denials justified 
their most intensive investigation. 

The report of Sergeant McGurk, 
who had by now returned from Niles, 
was perplexing. " I  can't find any one 
who saw him in Niles on or around the 
first of December," he related. " But, 
on the other hand, a couple of people I 
went to see, those whose names Red
mond gave me, said though they hadn't 
seen him then, said they had heard he 
was in town." 

It would be extremely difficult, it was 
decided, to either affirm or deny Red
mond's presence in Niles and his ab
sence from Chicago on the all-impor
tant first of December. 

However, it was up to the State to 
prove his presence in Chicago-that his 
alibi was false. Otherwise the young 
man's contention would stand. 

" What about the lie-detector up at 
Northwestern University ?" 

It seemed a last resort. Undoubtedly 
it would prove, to the satisfaction of 
the authorities, at least, whether or not 
Redmond was lying. But whether or 
no he could be induced to confess was 
a question. 

Anyway the experiment was worth 
trying. 

Redmond approached casually, was 
canny enough to see that a refusal to 
join in the experiment would reflect on 
him. Assured that if he were innocent 
the lie-detector would back him up, he 
shrugged his shoulders and agreed to 
cOOperate. His very willingness did 
much to disarm suspicion and cause t-he 
official hunch to lose a little of its firm
ness. 

At the door of the laboratory, Mr. 
Fred Imbau welcomed Redmond and 
his escort. Redmond, a little nervous, 
took in a quick glance of the room. He 
saw little out of the ordinary. A 
couple of chairs, the kind popular for 
office use, stood close to a good sturdy 
table on which reposed a wooden box. 



THE CLUE IN THE CATCH BASIN 125 

When Redmond had been seated in 
one of the chairs, Mr. Imbau opened 
the box and threw back the lid. " It 
doesn't look very formidable," he com� 
mented. " And our test won't be any 
more upsetting." 

After Redmond had removed his 
coat, an inflated " cuff "-something 
like the arrangement applied by a phy
sician when he makes ready to take the 
blood pressure of a patient-was 
wrapped around the young marl's arm. 

Redmond eyed it with curiosity. 
" What happens now ?" he asked. 

" Just watch," he was told. 
Glancing over his shoulder, for now 

his chair had been tUrned so that his 
back was to the apparatus, he could see 
them connecting the tube-like cuff on 
his arm with the complicated, at least 
to him, mechanism of the box. On the 
paper that was to unwind from the 
roller at one end, would be recorded, he 
was told, his reactions to the questions 
about to be put to him. 

Before the test began, Mr. Imbau 
made a record of Redmond's normal 
blood pressure, his normal heart condi
tion, and the usual fluctuation and vari
ation of both. Only by noting the devi
ation from normal would the lie-detec
tor be able to show up the instances 
when, aroused and made fearful by 
some pointed question, Redmond's 
blood pressure would mount, his heart 
would thump a little faster and his 
breathing, despite his efforts to control 
it, would become more rapid and dis
traught. 

These preliminary tests over, Mr. 
Imbau and Redmond settled themselves 
comfortably in facing chairs and the 
questioning began. 

Quietly the young man answered the 
first doien or more questions. The pen 
on the polygraph was drawing a steady 
line on the unwinding reel of paper. 

Then came, casually enough spoken, a 
reference to the sewer at 58th Street 
and Fairfield Avenue. 

Redmond's voice was as calm and 
even as before. But the polygraph rec
ord was showing a violent leap. 

Came a number of questions pertain
ing to matters with no connection with 
the murder of Marion Cozzo and Red
mond's pulse went back to normal im
mediately. 

" The friends you said you were 
with in Niles say they never saw you 
there. How is that?" was another dis
turbing question. 

Redmond gave a slight shrug. 
" They've got poor memories," he re
plied casually enough. 

But the recording pen had given an 
upward jerk that produced a small alp 
on the white paper. 

THE test took less than fifteen min
utes. Time was allowed after 
every question that had made 

Redmond's pulse jerk or his blood pres
sure mount for both to come back to 
normal. But every time a question 
linked with the murder of Marion 
Cozza was put to him, the same nerv
ous, emotional upheaval took place. 

And the picture portrayed by the pen 
of the polygraph cannot be denied. 

The record removed from the instru
ment, Redmond was told he could put 
on his coat. Mr. Imbau studied the 
reel of paper. 

" Look at his blood pressure," he 
commented to an associate, "it seemed 
mounted at every critical question. 
Every time I mentioned any detail in 
connection with Marion Cozza's death, 
it went up." 

The curve had continued to rise 
throughout the demonstration. Red
mond, despite an outer calm, had ad
mitted via the polygraph his tie-up with 
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the death of the seventeen-year-old 
girl. 

Mr. Imbau now brought the record 
to Redmond. " See these upward 
jerks ?" And he pointed them out to 
the young man. " They tell us t=very 
time you lied. When you told the 
truth, the indicator stayed at normal." 

One by one Redmond listened to the 
" lies " he had told. Why ? To avoid 
suspicion. But this very caution had 
been exposed by the polygraph. 

It took some time to make Redmond 
understand. Stubbornly he denied the 
story told by the polygraph. But the 
facts were there-tho facts denied by 
him in person but supported by his 
heart beats. 

At last Redmond sighed deeply. " I  
can't keep it up," he muttered. " You 
know it all. You're right; I didn't 
mean to. But I guess I killed her." 

Then followed the sordid story of a 
sudden emotional brain-storm tragedy 
with the familiar fatal climax. 

Marion, whose parents were very 
strict about her boy friends, had made 
the date with him nevertheless. They 
had wandered around Marquette Park 
and finally found a secluded nook 

Redmond had taken for granted that 
Marion would welcome the usual pet
ting advances appropriate to such an 
occasion. But Marion Cozza had 
shrunk away from him. Finally she 
had repulsed him vigorously. 

The young man's ardor had veered 
suddenly into a violent resentment. 
She would try to put something over 
on him, would she ? He became more 
demanding. Marion had started to 
scream and Redmond had immediately 
taken her by the throat. 

When she became limp, he had let 
go. A little frightened, he had waited 
for her to come to. But her head hung 
back over the bench, her arms had re-

!axed. She did not answer or respond 
in any way when he shook her gently. 

Then suddenly he had realized she 
was dead. 

To get rid of the body was his next 
thought. And he recalled the sewer 
opening a short distance away. Look
ing cautiously around to make sure no 
others had chosen the bleak park for a 
rendezvous, he picked up the body, 
made his way to the sewer opening, and 
thrust it in. He watched it disappear 
into the maw of the sewer. 

And then after pulling- his hat .down 
firmly on his head, he had gone home. 

" Never thought the body would 
turn up?" Redmond was asked. 

" I  didn't know anything about 
catch-basins," he answered frankly. 

The second week in October, 1935, 
Mills Redmond went on trial for the 
murder of  Marion Cozza before Judge 
John C. Lewe in the Criminal Court. 
His attorneys, Jeremiah Sullivan and 
Curry J. Martin, fought against the ad
mission of the confession. 

Ill 

BUT after Mr. Imbau had explained 
how he obtained the confession, 
the defense's argument that it had 

been obtained under duress failed. The 
lie-detector-the polygraph-had con
vinced Redmond of the futility of 
denying his guilt. His confession had 
automatically followed. 

Little deliberation was necessary. 
His jury found Mills Redmond guilty 
and fixed his prison term at forty 
years. 

And Mills Redmond, a little more 
aware of the working of catch-basins 
and the possibilities behind the inno
cent looking polygraph, was led out of 
court to face a life with sufficient lei
sure for him to delve into the intrica
cies of both subjects. 



We Meet Again 
By 

Charles Molyneux Brown 

" tt le a wrench lndeed to 
••• the llttla car go. 
Good-bye, Mr, Benton • • •  

until we meat agalnl" 

T
HE dingy, high-ceilinged room 
in the Majestic Hotel with its 

stingy complement of battered 
furniture was no bargain at four dol
lars a day, double, but it ·suited Buzz 
Biscoe and his pal, 

ilies, with a sprinkling of sad-looking 
traveling men who had to pay expenses 
out of  hard-earned commissions. 

Slats Connolly, very 
nicely. 

The Majestic was 
a frowsily respect
able hostelry, large
ly patronized by ru
ral visitors to· Bluff 
City and their fam-

Buz.::. Biscot, Qu�n-Sho,er, 
W4s an Artist in His Way. 
But the World oj Art Is 
Large, and Buu Had Quite 
d Few Things to Uarn! 

127 

Buzz B i s c o e ,  
shuffling a breakfast 
toothpick between 
loose lips, was read
ing the morning pa
per, with a hawk 
e y e  f o r  obscure 
items of local police 
news. 
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Slats Connolly was seated at the 

small desk, engaged in an odd occupa
tion, humming a monotonous tune over 
the job. Meticulously and with assid
uous attention to details, Slats was 
making antiques out of suspiciously 
new and crisp examples of a clever but 
crooked engraver's dubious works of 
art. 

There was a thin sheaf of the new 
notes before him on the desk. The 
process was much the same each time. 
Slats would rub his palms on an oily 
rag lightly sprinkled with lampblack. 
He would take one of the crisp slips 
from the sheaf, crush · it first in his 
right hand, then his left. Then would 
follow a vigorous massage between his 
palms, crinkling, creasing and breaking 
down crispness. The oil film and the 
Jampblaclc softened and soiled the 
paper. 

A. T the end of several minutes of fi. such treatment, the object 
handled had taken on the ap

pearance of at least five years of aging 
in constant circulation. After a last 
critical inspection, Slats would add the 
slips to the growing pile on his left. 

Buzz Biscoe rattled his paper, spat 
out his toothpick and grunted with pe� 
culiar emphasis. Slats Connolly's pale 
eyes glanced quickly. 

" What?" he questioned, suspending 
operations momentarily. 

" The Third National Bank reports 
finding a couple of  bum twenty dollar 
bills in customers' deposits yesterday," 
Buzz informed him shortly. " I  been 
expecting something like that. I guess 
we better blow the town, after today." 

" I  kinda liked it here," Slats sighed, 
his palms taking up their duties. 
" \Vhere you think of headin', this 
time ?" 

" Dallas. It ain't a long hop, and 

with the Centennial going on, we ought 
to be good there for a couple of weeks, 
maybe." 

Buzz flipped pages rapidly until he 
reached the classified ad section, took 
out his penknife and pared a strip from 
the center of a page. 

" Whatcha cuttin' out?" Slats ob
served that. 

" Used car ads. I been thinking, 
Slats, that we'd buy us a good car and 
travel the highways. That's safer than 
any other way, and we can always do 
a little business mooching along." 

" Say, that ain't a bad idea I" Slats 
approved brightly. " Only why buy a 
bus ? Just name the make an' model 
You like, an' I can pick one off the 
streets an hour after sundown any 
day." 

" Nix. Ain't you never going to for
get old trick$, - dumb-bell? You're 
teaming a cushy game now." Buzz was 
a trifle disgusted. " We don't take no 
chances on hot cars. We'll be covering 
a lot of territory and Uncle Sam pokes 
his nose into this business of wheeling 
hot ones from state to state." 

" Yeah, and it kinda peeves the old 
gent when this stuff gets to flyin' 
around." Slats eyed the little piles be� 
fore him. " The rap is a whole lot 
tougher, too, if he catches up with 
you." 

" You let me do the worrying about 
that," Buzz warned briskly, and stud
ied his clipping. An ad near the mid� 
die caught his eye. 

MUST SACRIFICE my 1935 Roamer 
sedan. Good tires, paint and mechani
cal condition. Cash. Rev. Beechcc, 

7·22S7·J. 
He went to the telephone and called 

the number. A weary�voiced woman 
answered, instructing him to hold the 
wire when he asked for the Reverend 
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Beecher. Presently a hearty bass voice 
boomed in his-ear. 

Buzz asked a few questions about 
the car, ascertained the address of the 
advertiser and prOmised to get out 
there within a half hour. Then he 
donned the jacket of his swanky 
gabardine suit, perked a vivid four
dollar tie before the cracked mirror, 
and preened his dapper, skinny person. 

Slats was a little worried. 
" You reckon we ought to work any 

today?" he inquired dubiously. 
" Nix. I don't w3.nt you circulating 

any today," Buzz ruled. " It's bad 
enough having you work alone any 
time, let alone after a rumble. You 
stick around, and start getting packed 
up. I'll pick up a car, somewhere, this 
morning, and tomorrow, bright and 
early, we're rolling." 

He picked up several examples of 
Slats' work and examined critically. 

" Not so much oil next time," he 
frowned. " Say, we just about got 
enough stock to start us nicely in Dal
las. Remind me to get off an order to 
the professor for a shipment, when I 
get back. It can catch up with us at 
Dallas." 

Slats nodded and looked ·on soberly 
while Buzz placed half of the stock 
of aged currency in a handsome pig
skin wallet, and tucked the wallet away 
in an inside breast pocket. 

At the door, Buzz delivered a final 
warning. 

" Remember now, you're to stick 
around the room," he warned. " And 
don't be spending anything that ain't 
good money. I'll be seeing you." 

II 

THE taxi Buzz Biscoe engaged 
deposited him before a venerable 
two-story brick house out in a 

run·down section of the city where 

odors of boiling vegetables and other 
smells were redolent in the air. 

A man who had been waiting on the 
porch swung feet down from a railing 
and hurried down a scabby brick walk 
to meet the caller. 

Buzz Biscoe's shrewd eyes ap
praised the gaunt figure in the rusty 
black coat that flapped about hips, and 
noted the ragged wisps of iron gray 
hair sticking out from under the band 
of the dusty black felt hat. The man's 
broad, ruddy face was wreathed in a 
welcoming smile and watery blue eyes 
beamed. 

" You are, I presume, the gentleman 
who called me about my little car?" he 
boomed eagerly. •• I am the Reverend 
Austin Beecher, sir, and I bid you wei· 
come." 

Buzz let his own neatly manicured 
hand be swallowed up and pressed by 
a huge paw that felt damp and clam
my and wasn't any too clean. 

" Yeah," he confirmed, " I  phoned 
you. Maybe your boat is about what 
I'm looking for, if it's priced right." 

" It is a good little car, sir, and it 
will be a wrench at my heart strings 
to part with it." The watery blue eyes 
appraised Buzz's natty attire shrewdly. 
" But one must eat, and in dire days 
sacrifices must be made." 

The Reverend Beecher sighed gustily, 
and dabbed at his watery eyes with an 
unclean handkerchief. 

" Unfortunately, I am a shepherd 
without a flock, at present," he added 
an explanation. •• Might I inquire your 
avocation, Mr.-?" 

" I'm a paperhanger," Buzz told him 
briskly, and ignored the fish for a han
dle. " Let's have a look at the car, 
Reverend.'' 

" Certainly, sir. I have it stored in 
the garage in the rear of the premises. 
You--er-noticed, no doubt, that my 
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advertisement stated that I must sell 
for cash? So many have called, men
tioning trading and terms." 

" Sure, I can lay it on the line, if we 
trade," BuZz assured him. " I'm flush 
just now. My business has been hum
ming lately." 

" Ah, how fortunate !" The slight 
anxiety was missing from the booming 
voice now. " Come, sir, and I shall 
show .you the little car." 

The Reverend Beecher swung 
around the house ir long-legged 
strides. Buzz Biscoe pattered after him, 
nose wrinkled over the smells. A gar
age was unlocked and a small . sedan 
disclosed . amid miscellaneous plunder 
stored in the small building. 

Buzz poked around the car, while 
the owner kept up a running fire of 
praise concerning its merits. The car 
was in good condition, Buzz observed. 
Finish and upholstery scarcely showed 
signs of wear, and tires were nearly 
new. When the motor was started up 
it purred smoothly. 

Casually he inquired a price. The 
seller hummed and hawed a bit and 
finally mentioned one. Buzz shook his 
head and the seller knocked off fifty 
doUars in a wink. Buzz knew that the 
car was a bargain at the first price, but 
he countered with a still lower offer. 

The Reverend Beecher argued man
fully, but they finally compromised on 
a split, and Buzz thought he liked the 
car for three hundred and twenty-five 
dollars. 

" I'm a business man, Reverend," he 
announced briskly then. " You got pa
pers to show this boat is all paid for 
and everything?" 

" Assuredly, sir I" The seller fished 
a folded paper from a pocket of the 
rusty coat. " Here is my original bill 
of sale for the tittle car, receipted." 

Buzz examined the paper. It bore 

the printed head of a firm of auto
mobile dealers, showed. the original 
transaction had been for cash and was 
receipted. He nodded his satisfactiOn. 

· •  Suppose you just scratch a few 
Jines on this," he proffered his own 
fountain pen, 11 saying you're trans
ferring the car to Thomas Benton, for 
the three twenty-five." 

That was the name Buzz Biscoe used 
for registering and other purposes. 
Hastily the Revererld Beecher 
scratched the desired transfer on the 
bill of sale, and affixed a flourishing 
signature. 

The watery eyes sparkled, watching 
Buzz when he produced the pigskin 
wallet and counted out sixteen twenty
dollar bills into an eager, moist palm. 
From a little . roll in his trousers pocket 
he skinned off and added a perfectly 
good five-dollar bill. 

The Reverend Beecher handed over 
the bill of sale and quickly pocketed 
the money. He was sure there had been 
no mistake in the count. 

" What ahout the licenses ?" Buzz 
inquired. " Can I get them transferred 
over to me ?" 

" Oh, yes ! A very simple matter, 
Mr. Benton." Big hands fumbled in 
pockets. " You merely take them to 
the City Hall, present them and pay a small fee. They will "-the hands 
ceased fumbling and an expression of 
annoyance crossed the ruddy face. " I 
am sorry, sir. I just remembered that 
my wife has those receipts, and she 
has gone shopping. Could you call by, 
say, about three this afternoon?" 

" 0. K. That'll give me time to get 
'em transferred today," Buzz agreed 
lightly, and climbed under the wheel 
of his purchase . .. Is there gas enough 
to get me back uptown, Reverend ?" 

" Just about enough, sir, I think. Ah 
me ! It is a wrench indeed to see the lit-
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tie car go. Good�y. Mr. Benton, and 
thank you, very much .. The best of luck 
to you, young man, until we meet 
again!" 

Buzz Biscoe grinned, backing the car 
out of the garage. It wasn't likely, he 
thought, that his path would cross that 
of  the Reverend Beecher again. 

" So-long, Reverend ! Better luck 
to you I" he called, heading the car for 
the street, anxious to get away from 
the smells. 

.AT the first filling station encoun� tered, Buzz bought gas and had 
the car serviced. It was a pleas

ant morning, not too warm. The idea 
of a drive in his new purchase in
trigued him. 

He considered driving to the Ma
jestic and picking up Slats Connolly, 
a.nd dismissed the thought quickly. It 
would be just as well for Slats to hang 
around the hotel today. Slats was a 
pretty good pal, not overly bright, and 
worked under direction well. But he 
Jacked a lot of having Buzz's own 
finesse and aplomb in the ticklish 
business of  circulating counterfeit 
money. 

The trouble with Slats was that he 
wanted to convert the queer into sound 
currency at every opportunity. He 
wanted to hang a piece of paper in 
every place visited, which wasn't al
ways good business. 

Buzz wheeled the little car out Un
ion Boulevard to the Parkway, and 
started a round of the park system. 
The Roamer performed sweetly. The 
car wasn't a year old, and he didn't 
think it had been driven more than the 
six thousand miles the speedometer 
registered. At the price he'd paid for 
it, the car was a ba�gain. 

Thoroughly enjoying his drive, the 
time slipped away. Buzz was surprised, 

glancing at his strap watch, to discover 
that it was nearly noon. He headed for 
uptown and the hotel. Slats might get 
restless and get out on the street. If 
he did, he'd be sure to shove one or 
two of those queer twenties, and that 
mightn't be so good. 

Buzz hadn't driven five blocks on 
Western Avenue when a pair of nio
torcycle traffic cops roared up, one on 
either side of him, and curtly flagged 
him to the curb. 

His heart began to pound and his 
mouth went dry, obediently making the 
stop. He tried to recall if  he had 
passed up a red light, or made some 
minor traffic infraction. He got a grip 
on his nerves and eyed the officers with 
an air of surprised meekness. 

They put their bikes on the props 
and walked around the sedan. Ap
prehensively Buzz saw them check the 
license plates with a paper one of them 
had. Their glances, directed at him 
then, were dark and foreboding. One 
of  them raised the hood and took a 
peep at the motor numbers, then came 
up to the window where Buzz hung out 
anxiously. 

" Let's see your driver's license," he 
demanded curtly. . 

" You got me, officer,'' Buzz essayed 
a feeble grin. " I  just bought this boat 
a couple of hours ago. I haven't had 
time to get me a driver's license, or 
have the state and city licenses changed 
over to me. I was going to do that, the 
first thing after lunch." 

" Yeah ? Well, it happens this car is 
sizzling hot, young fellow. You just 
head for headquarters and we'll talk 
to Lieutenant Sparks about the busi
ness. Tim and me will ride along with 
you just to be sure you don't miss the 
way." 

There wasn't anything else to do 
about it. The last place in the world 
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Buzz Biscoe wanted to visit was police 
headquarters. Gulping, he meshed 
gears and started out, the motorcycle 
escort hanging on his rear wheels. 

III 

A FLINTY-EYED man at the 
desk in the Automobile Di� 

' vision office at headquarters 
glanced up when Buzz Biscoe entered 
there flanked by the two motorcycle 
cops. He gave Buzz a searching head
to-foot stare and then eyed the officers 
inquiringly. 

" We picked this �ne up," the 
spokesman for the pair explained, 
" out on Western Avenue. He's driv
ing a Roamer six sedan that was 
snatched off the street a couple of 
nights ago. It's got the original num
bers on it and everything. He claims he 
bought the car this morning, and he 
ain't got any driver's license. We 
thought you'd better talk to him." 

The lieutenant grunted, and swiv
eled his stare to Buzz Biscoe. 

" Who did you buy the car from, 
and where?" he demanded coldly. 

" I  bought it from a preacher living 
out on West Elm-number fourteen 
seventy·six," Buzz blurted. " He had 
it advertised in the morning paper. 
Look, here's the ad, and the bill of 
sale he gave me." . 

The lieutenant looked over the two 
bits of evidence offered, first the ad 
clipping, where Buzz Biscoe's trem
bling forefinger indicated the ad that 
had snared him, and then at the bill of 
sale. 

" Burton Brothers Auto Company 
sold the car, in the first place, to this 
Beecher party, did they?" he grunted. 
" H'mmmm. Ever hear of that outfit, 
McHugh?" 

" Yeah, they went out of business 
the first year of the depression," the 

tall motorcycle man grinned. " The 
parson--or somebody-must have got 
a hold of some of their old stationery." 

The neckband of Buzz Biscoe's shirt 
was choking him a little, and despite 
the ceiling fan overhead and the three 
buzz fans cooling the office, he had be· 
gun to sweat. 

" What's your name, and your busi· 
ness ?" the lieutenant demanded of him. 
" Where do you live?" 

" 1-uh-I'm Thomas Benton, and 
I'm stopping at the Majestic Hotel," 
Buzz gulped. " I've just been in town 
a few days, and I was figuring on leav
ing tomorrow. I bought the car to 
drive. Listen, we got to get this bird 
that hWlg the car on me 1" 

He tried to get outraged emphasis 
in that last. The lieutenant looked 
down at the bill of sale, then at the two 
motorbyke men. 

" Slide out to the Western Avenue 
address," he instructed. " If you find 
this Beecher, bring him in." 

Saluting briskly, the pair departed. 
Buzz Biscoe fidgeted there on his feet. 

" Sit down over there by the win· 
dow, and cool off, Mr. Benton," the 
lieutenant suggested. " When they 
bring your man in, we'll see about 
things." 

Buzz Biscoe went over and sat down 
by the window. Neither the breeze 
there nor the currents kicked up by the 
fans cooled him much. His active, 
shrewd brain was racing. 

He was in a spot and there wa!' no 
denying it. When they got that sanc
timonious slicker up here, they'd fan 
him for the jack passed over for the 
car purchase. All those twenties would 
attract attention, for sure. Most any· 
thing might come out of this, and noth
ing remotely pleasant. Buzz Biscoe 
sweated, as minutes dragged by on the 
wall clock. 
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THE lieutenant apparently was ig
noring him, and very busy at his 
desk, using the phones a lot. He 

spoke softly and Buzz couldn't get his 
conversations. 

Every so often a man would come 
into the office, exchange a few words 
with the lieutenant at the desk, then go 
out again. Each time cold eyes would 
give Buzz a searching once over. He 
knew that the

· 
men were dicks, and he 

suspected they had been summoned 
here just to look him over. 

That didn't worry him so much. So 
far as he knew, he was unknown to 
Bluff City dicks. It was the prospect 
of the scene with the Reverend Beecher 
that was giving him the jitters. 

After some twenty minutes of such 
mental torture, Officer McHugh strode 
in, alone. Buzz Biscoe's heart did a 
couple of flipflops and still�. awaiting 
the officer's report. 

" Where's your man ?" The lieuten
ant's scowl was severe. 

" He's done a fade," McHugh re
ported. " The dame that runs the 
boarding house said he blew in four 
days ago, and turned up with a car 
Tuesday night, about ten. and stored it 
in her garage. He paid up his bill and 
blew in a taxi, fifteen minutes after the 
deal with Benton there." 

Buzz Biscoe's heart resumed normal 
functioning, except for a little speed. 
He gulped, mopping his forehead. The 
lieutenant looked at him. 

" I  guess you're out your three 
twenty-five, Mr. Benton," he said re
gretfully. " If you'll give us a descrip
tion of  this Beecher party, we'll try 
and pick him up, before he lams town." 

Buzz got out of his chair. His knees 
were a little shaky but his sweating 
had stopped. This was a break. 

" 1  guess T'm a sucker," he mum
bled. " I  ought to have looked the bird 

up before I traded. I'm stuck, all 
right." 

Then, very glibly, he gave an .ex
cellent description of an individual 
conjured up purely from his imagina
tion, and not in the least resembling 
the Reverend Austin Beecher. As far 
as Buzz Biscoe was concerned, he only 
wished for that slicker freedom and 
many miles of separation. 

" If you snag him, lieutenant "
Buzz edged confidently toward the 
corridor door-" you can catch me at 
the Majestic and let me know. I'd like 
to have my jack back." 

He stopped, abruptly, when two of 
the clicks who had been in to look him 
over entered the office together. 

" About that party, lieutenant," one 
of  them announced heavily, " we 
didn't find nothing in the collection 
of hot car mugs that fits." 

The lieutenant frowned. Buzz Bis
coe quaked. He knew they were talking 
about his mug, all right. 

" Stick around your hotel, Mr. Ben
ton," the lieutenant said, after a mo
ment's hesitation. " We may pick up 
this Beecher any minute, after the flash 
goes out." 

Interrupted heart action started 
within Buzz Biscoe's breast. He nod
ded, and slid from the office. 

BUZZ BISCOE bounced into the 
room at the Majestic, startling 
Slats, who was drowsing in a 

chair. One look at his pal's pale face 
and Slats scrambled erect. 

" Don't ask questions." Buzz 
snatched up a suitcase. " Get packed. 
We gotta lam, and lam quick !" 

Ten minutes later they were down 
at the desk, carrying their bags. The 
slow-moving clerk started reckoning 
up the bill, while Buzz and the bewil
dered Slats waited at the desk. 
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The bill was twelve dollars and a 
few dimes for phone calls. Buzz hauled 
out the pigskin wallet and leafed out 
a twenty. A big hand reached over his 
shoulder and plucked the wallet from 
his fingers. He spun around, to stare 
into the grim countenance of one of 
the pair of dicks he had last seen in 
the lieutenant's offic� The other one 
of the pair was stepping up to Slats 
Connolly purposefully. 
Buzz wilted against the desk, watch� 

ing the grim one look over the con
tents of the still bulging pigskin wal
let. 
" Well, well !" the dick exclaimed, 

grinning. " Come on down to head
quarters, Benton. You and your pal. 
We picked up Beecher, trying to buy 
a ducat to St. Looey at the bus sta
tion, with a phony twenty just like 
these samples of paper you're carrying. 
When he described the man who un
loaded them on him, I hustled over 
here, thinking you might be leaving 
suddenly." 
In the police car, into which Buzz 

and Slats were herded roughly, along 
with their bags, the dick added a few 
more words of explanation : 
" The Reverend Beecher turned out 

to be Mike Crowder, one of the 
smoothest car snatchers operating. 

The want ad gag is a favorite of fiis." 
Buzz Biscoe: . gulped and made no 

comment. Slats Connolly still was too 
bewildered to talk. 
At headquarters a peppery inspector 

of detectives and a·ble aids reduced the 
pair to sweating, wilted wrecks in 
twenty minutes of questioning. What 
Buzz didn't spill, Slats eagerly pieced 
out, even to the name and address of 
the man supplying the bogus twenties 
that had been giving Treasury De· 
partment operatives plenty to worry 
about. 
" Take ·'em away, and lock 'em up !" 

the inspector wound up the grilling. 
" And somebody call the Federal 
Building and let 'em know what we've 
got. It ought to make 'em happy." 
The wilted pair stumbled along to 

a cell, and were locked up together. 
When the door clanged and the turn· 
key trudg;-d out of the bullpen, the 
bars of a cell door opposite rattled 
noisily. 
Buzz Biscoe looked that way, and 

snarled bitter curses when he observed 
the broad, ruddy face pressed against 
the bars of that door. The face wore a 
malicious leer. 
" Greetings, brother I" a bass voice 

boomed in the bullpen. " We meet 
again !" 

A Sign of Weakness 

M
OST of those on trial for murder maintain an appearance of con· 
fidence, real or affected, until the jury has rendered its verdict. A 
dramatic exception was Dr. Lamson, the English physician who poi· 

S()ned his crippled brother·in-law with antimony. As the jury retired to con
sider their verdict, he signed a will leaving his little property to his wife. For 
him it must have been a fearful moment, as by that act he admitted his be-. 
lief that the jury would find him guilty, No wonder that his signature be
trayed a hand terribly shaken. But it had to be done then, because from the 
moment the jury did hand in its verdict of guilty he ceased to exist as a 
citizen, and his signature to any legal document would be worthless. 

-1. L. Co11sidine. 
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The Grapevine Test 

their chatter. As a rule, dope-squad dicks 
are specialists in underworld ways. As a 
matter of fact, the more they look like 
dope addicts, the better suited they are for 
the work. Most of the dope-squad dicks 
this writer bas encountered are men of 
slight build, sallow-skinned and nervous in 
manner, but they are among the shrewdest 
of sleuths, for the drug trafficker is the 
wiliest of criminals. 

Previous experience as a city police nar-

DETECfiVES engaged in narcotic- cotic-squad detective would undoubtedly 
squad work must poMeSS a thorough be considered as qualifying experience in 
knowledge of the workings of the the U. S. tests for anti-narcotic work. Usu

underworld grapevine and be able to speak ally, a written ·test 811 the practical side of 
the language of the professional criminaL narcotic detection is given to police depart
Sources of drug supply are rooted in the ment members seeking assignments on nar
underworld and the drug peddler finds cotic squads. The sample test which fol
there his most lucrative market. The lows was given in 1934 to a class of sev
grapevine is the underworld's system of enty policemen. Though you may not be 
communication, and unless a narcotic squad interested in trying for a federal anti-oar
man can speak the language of criminals cotic job, this sample test will tell how 
he might as well stay home. much you know about the underworld. If 

ln all large cities, especially those along you have been a fairly steady reader of 
the borders and coasts, police narcotic- DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY, you may be 
squads, often working in conjunction with able to answer some of the test questions 
federal anti-narcotic agents, handle all which have to do with the slang or lingo 
drug traffic cases. Where civil service of the underworld. The slang tests are im
rules, a man may " make " the narcotic portant, not only because a dope-squad 
squad only after be bas entered the police dick must know how to use it, but also 
department as a patrolman, and, before he because most of the slang expressions em
is assigned to dope cases, he must demon- ployed in the underworld originated with 
strate his ability to deal with underworld drug addicts in moments when they are 
characters and understand their ways and " all hopped up." 

13.) 
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To pass this test, a mark of 70 on the 
entire examination was required. A score 
of 100 is, of course, perfect. There are 
twenty questions with five points for each 
correct answer. 

Special knowledge: Three possible an� 
swei's are given to each question. Select 
the one answer you think correct and ring 
the letter preceding it. 

Q 1-Cocaine is extracted from (a) coal 
tar; (b) coca leaves; (c) alkali. 

Q 2-When an addict is under the in� 
ftuence of cocaine be (a) will act without 
caution or judgment; (b) be extremely 
cautious and bright; (c) fa11 asleep. 

Q 3-A " coke sniffer " is an addict who 
(a) is always sniffing; (b) administers 
doses of cocaine to himself by sniffing it 
with the nostrils; (c) is chronically afflict
ed with the sniffles. 

Q 4-Heroin is derived from (a) a sea
weed; (b) morphine; (c) sulphur. 

Q 5-From the standpoint of public 
safety, narcotic drugs are particularly dan
gerous because they affect the criminal's 
(a) brain cells; (b) his eyes; (c) 00 brute 
instincts. 

Q 6-A " junkie " is a (a) user of drugs; 
(b) a seller of drugs; (c) a worthess char· 
acter. 

Q 7-A " hype " is an addict who (a) 
is hypnotized by drugs; (b) who uses a 
doctor's syringe to inject dope into his 
body; (c) a drug addict of good family 
and well educated. 

Q 8---A " gow rag " is a (a) cloth ban· 
dage which is used b)' a hype to cover 
wounds in his body made by needle jabs; 
(b) package of drugs wrapped in a shirt; 
(c) a pair of socks or a handkerchief which 
has been soaked in a solution of cocaine or 
heroin, dried and then passed to an addict 
confined in a prison cell. 

Q 9-Wben a drug addict says, u I f�l 
like kicking the Jog around," be means, (a) 
death; (b) he bas had a shot of dope and 
feels that be has great strength; (c) be 
wants to go to sleep. 

Q xo-" Hop " and u mud " have the 
same meaning, which is (a) a supply of  
cocaine; (b) opium; (c) any kind of nar· 
co tics. 

Q n-Opium prepared for smoking 
looks like (a) flour; (b) thick molasses ; 
(c) brick dust. 

Q r 2-The expression u c in the worm," 

means, (a) narcotics in a raw state; '(h) 
a cocaine supply which is hidden; (c) 
drugs taken internally. 

Q r 3-A " carrier " in the drug traffic 
means, (a) any person who 1,\aS it in his 
possession; (b) the agent who transports 
narcotics from foreign countries into the 
U. S. ;  (c) the receptacle in which contra
band drugll is carried. 

Q 14-Tbe expression . " beef, lam, 
duck," used by drug peddlers, means (a) 
a square meal; (b) scatter on the getaway; 
(c) a supply of assorted drugs. 

Q 15-As a narcotic squad detective you 
receive an anonymous letter as follows: 
u If you put the peepers on a cinder dick 
that lives in the flop joint at 10 Grand 
Street you will make the carrier that is 
handling plenty decks of m." Rewrite this 
letter so that it will be intelligible to any 
person who can read. (Allow r point for 
each word translated into plain English.) 

DUTIES AND JUDGMENT 

Q r6-In the pocket of a drug peddler 
you have arrested this penciled note is 
found. Over the face of the note is the 
stamp of a censor. The note: " Dear 
Joe-It is getting tougher and tougher 
here, and I am not feeling so well. I need 
a deck, and if you will send me same I 
will fix you up with a kite with tail
Bill." This note is a request (a) for a 
deck of playing cards; (b) for money to 
take a trip on a boat; (c)  a supply of drugs 
and in payment Bill will smuggle out of 
prison a letter with an enclosure of money 
in it. 

Q 17-In a raid upon a Chinese laundry 
you find buried in a box of starch three 
tins Of opium, also a note addressed to the 
Chinaman who owns the laundry. The 
note says: " Received the mud 0. K. and 
would like some more in about a week to 
cure a boil on my neck." Questioned 
about the opium the laundry-owner is 
shocked to find it bidden in the starch and 
he asserts he knows nothing about the 
opium; that some Chinese employee must 
have hidden it there. He denies that he 
has trafficked in opium and, in explaining 
the note, he asserts that it was written to 
him by a young Chinaman to whom he 
had sent a Chinese preparation of clay to 
be used as a poultice for boils. You know 
he is lying because, (a) the box of starch 
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bears his name and address stenciled on 
it; (b) the note positively incriminates 
him in an opium transaction ;  (c) he has 
all the appearances of an opium�smoker. 

Q 18-The Inspeetor in command of the 
Narcotic Squad gives you t.his order, " Get 
yourself ready to go on a plant." By this 
he means you are to engage (a) in a raid 
of a drug factory; (b) take up watch of 
a suspect or place; (c) dig up a stock of 
planted drugs. 

Q 19-It is necessary to entrap drug 
peddlers in the act of selling drugs because 
(a) it is the safest way to handle desper· 
ate men; (b) the testimony of drug ad
dicts alone, as to a tl'llllS3.ction with a ped
dler, is not reliable because· they may tes
tify under the influence of drugs; (c) it is 
impossible to get a line on drug peddlers 
in any other way. 

Q 2o---You are detailed to trap a sus
pected drug peddler who is notorious for 
his ability to beat the� law. He has been 
arrested three times in the past. By brib-. 
ing the jury in each case, be went scot 
free. He has declared in writing that the 
next time he is arrested be will slap a suit 
for heavy damages against the man who 
arrests him. This peddler is known to 
have powerful political connections. The 
inspector in command orders you to get 
him in the act of passing drugs and accept· 
ing money therefor. The inspector hands 
you three $ Ioo-bills, each bill secretly 
marked by the inspector, and he informs 
you this money is to be passed to the ped
dler by the stool-pigeon you employ in the 
trap. Under your instructions the stool
pigeon meets the peddler in a park at night 
while you are concealed behind a near-by 
tree. You see the peddler take .the bills 
from the stool and then pass a paper packet 
to the stool. You spring from your hid
ing-place, grab the marked money from 
the peddler, the paper packet from the 
stool, and, upon opening it, discover white 
powder that looks like cocaine. The ped
dler laughs in your face, declaring that the 
powder is nothing but starch and quinine 
to make it taste bitter. Nevertheless you 
haul the peddler off to the station house 
where a chemist's report announces that 
the powder is starch and quinine. Still 
yuu book the peddler for (a) selling nar-

cotics; (b) committing a nuisance in a 
public place; (c) larceny by trick and de
vice. 

Key answers: Q 1-(b) ; Q 2-(a) ; Q 
1-(b) ; Q •-(b) ; Q s-(a) wben tbe 
brain cells are affected a man may do any
thing; Q 6---(a) drugs are known as junk 
because they render the user worthless to 
society; Q 7-(b) ; Q 8-(c) the recipient 
of a " gow rag " may suck it and obtain 
the effect he craveg; Q 9-(b) he dreams 
of strength enough to kick a big log around; 
Q Io--(b) ; Q u-(b) ; Q u-(b) a worm 
buries itself, hence, to -" worm " means to 
bury or hide; Q 13-(b) ; Q 14-(b) some 
one has beefed (complained) so lam (beat 
it) and duck (hide) ; Q IS-" If you put 
the eyes (peepers) on a railroad detective 
(cinder dick) that lives in a rooming house 
(flopjoint) at 10 Grand Street, you will 
get (make) the carrier that is handling 
supplies (decks) of morphine (m) . "  

Q 16---(c) a " deck " i s  a supply of 
drugs and " kite with tail " is a letter with 
money in it smuggled out of a prison. 

Q 1 7-(b) the note was addressed to the 
laundry owner and mud means opium. 

Q 18-(b) when a detective goes out to 
watch anything or Jay in wait, or arrange 
a trap, he goes on a plant. 

Q 19-(b) an officer of the law who wit· 
nesses a drug transaction can therefore 
testify to it in support of the stool's tes
timony. 

Q 2o--(c) obviously a larcenous fraud 
was committed by the peddler, and since 
the amount involved was more than $so, 
he committed a felony. 

THE Q AND A BOX 

Henry Fisher, Des Moines, and others.
The position of special agent, Federal Bu
reau of Investigation (G-m¥t), is one of 
the few federal detective services not under 
civil service, but it may be brought under 
civil service administration at any time now. 

Andrew Whiting, New Orleans.-Can
not tell you when a test for post office in· 
spector will be held, and, anyway, you must 
have been in the P. 0. service for a speci
fied time to take the test. The P. 0. In· 
spector test recently published followed 
the pattern of a test given some years ago. 

Next Week-What an Application Requires 
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PickinoYour 

Own Jfockel 

The Black an� White Legions 

By 
Frank Wrentmore 

which trickle pleasantly into the pockets 
of the organizers and promoters. 

In D£1'ECTIVE FICTION W.£J<:KLY of 
November g, 1935, I outlined the ca
reer of one Hugo B. Monjar whose 
Decinio Club was comprised of some 

THE indictment of the members of 6o,ooo members, each of whom paid 
the Black Legion in Detroit for an initiation fee of twenty dollars and 
kidnaping and murder and the monthly dues of two dollars until the 

various subsequent widespread investi- authorities in various states took the 
gations may or may not disclose the steps necessary for the dissolution of 
m a n y  questionable " fraternities " the organization and the disillusion
which are in existence in various parts ment of its members. Mr. Monjar is 
of the United States. now devoting his attention quietly to 

The average American is a good the formation of a successor organiza
" joiner." He likes to appear before tion to the ill-fated Decima. From dif
his fellows in a plumed chapeau with ferent parts of the country come re
plenty of gold lace on his uniform and ports that the Mantle Club has obtained 
a sword dangling between his legs and a foothold and a few members. 
tripping him up every other step. The It preaches no vicious propaganda, 
more sinister organizations affect the but the operations are covered by a 
long gown with a hood and the death's mantle of secrecy except for the fact 
head with the face of the member con- that it iS known that the initiation fee 
cealed by a mysterious black mask. is twenty dollars and there are monthly 
Other " fraternal " get-ups are even dues. Since my original article was 
more fantastic. published, the Boston authorities have 

It is only occasionally, however, that started an investigation of the organ
a Black Legion or a Ku Klux Klan ization there: 
makes the front pages of the country's Once a man learns how easy it is to 
newspapers by reason of some horrible form an organization and collect an 
atrocity. The · great majority of the easy living in the form of fees and dues 
pseudo-fraternities are comparatively from the gullible, he continues to col
harmless, except for the fact that teet as long as the fees and dues are col
countless thousands of "dupes are lectible. Edward Young Clarke, former 
mulcted of  initiation fees and dues Kleagle of the Ku Klux Klan, follow-

188 
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ing the dissolution of the Klan, tried 
to organize other fraternities, namely, 
the Mystic Kingdom, the Supreme 
Kingdom (which later became " The 
Supreme Kingdom and Sovereign For
tress ")  and when those were not suc
cessful he started the Esskaye Move
ment, Inc., (Esskaye from the initials 
of Supreme Kingdom) .  Originally or
ganized in Atlanta, Georgia, it moved, 
with Clarke, successively, to Jackson
ville, New York City and Chicago. 
Clarke was convicted of mail fraud in 
T acksonville in connection with this or
ganization and that bubble burst. 

installments and this covers all ex
penditures except the annual dues. 

To give a further semblance of re
ality the employers of the " soror
ity representatives " generally assume 
some trade name in which the word 
" University " is prominent and instead 
of using an ordinary book-buying con
tract the prospect is asked to sign a 
" membership application " - and this 
covers the cost of the books very nicety. 

The membership applications are 
usually very flossy, as they should be
and one of them includes the foJtow
ing statement, " To this end the best of 
myself to Eta Bita Pie, the best of Eta 

THE most recent application of the Bita Pie to me." I assure you that I 
fraternity idea is at once pathetic have merely substituted my own phrase 
and at the same time, slightly hu- for the name of the sorority in the 

morous. This is strictly a business above quotation, silty as it sounds. 
proposition, regardless of the disguise. Thousands of office girls all over the 
Behind it all is, of aU people, our old country have been induced to buy the 
friend, the book agent. Here's how it books of these publishers through the 
works. use of this camouflage. It is fairly 

" Sorority representatives " - book safe to say that if  most of these young 
agent to you - of certain publishers ladies had been directly approached to 
contact office girls in the large cities and buy a set of  the books for twenty-five 
seek to interest them in a Greek letter dollars that they would not have given 
sorority. My dictionary defines " so- it a second thought, but when the sale 
rarity " as " a  woman's club or college is sugar-coated with the sorority idea 
association, corresponding to the col- they wiUingly pay forty-five dollars for 
lege men's fraternity," but very, very the same merchandise. 
few of the girls who are induced to · Some of  the men in Detroit who are 
join these sororities have ever been to now awaiting trial for kidnaping and 
college. Anybody can join. murder wish that they had never heard 

Nothing is said about buying books of the Black Legion. Many of the girls 
-that would be too crude - but the who are now members of some of these 
glamour of belonging to the Eta Bita sororities are likewise bewailing their 
Pie sorority is painted in glowing col· fate-to a far lesser degree-and are 
ors and the social side of the enterprise complaining that they have been 
is stressed. tricked, as they have. 

Culture is the keynote, a course of There are hundreds of good and rep· 
study is included and the initiation fee utable fraternities whose members de
is pretty healthy, about forty-five dol- rive a real benefit through their mem
lars with annual dues of three dollars. bership. The most casual investigation 
The forty-five dollars may be paid in will serve to identify them. 

Next Week-The Burial Association Racket 



Solving Cipher Secrets 
A dpber il �eeret writing. 

1be way to solve ciphers U 
to experiment with 1ubstitute 

letten until real words begia 

to appear. Ia 10lving, notice 

the frequency of certain let· 

ten. For instance, the let
ten e, � a, o, 111 i, are the 

most wed in our language. 

So ii the puzzle maker hu 
t.l. E. OHAV£A 

" lwnyam " 

used X to tq)raeDt e, X will 

probably appear very fre

quently. Combinations of let· 
ten will also give you clues. 

Thus, the affixes -ing, -ion, 

-ally are freqtJC��t. Rud the 
bdplul hints at the begin

ning of thia departiM:Dt each 

week. Tbe 6nt cryptogram 

each week is the easiest. 

OUR lmw Circk Clwb-whicb b composed 
of solve� who have wbrnitted 1 poo or 
more answe� to this depq.rtment-now ex· 

tto<b the welcoming hand to three new memben I 
The roster of forty-nine members, previously pub
lished, is now augmented to fifty-two 1 Con
gratulatioll$, otw memben! And a tboll58nd 
thank$ to each of you, as well! 

The three new memben; were qualified for 
membership by their May r.olutiom. Here they 
are: SEE BEE BEE, C. B. Brown, Hamilton, 
Kans., who totaled 1,002 answers with the May 
2 iuue; T. H�rty, Brooldyn, N. Y., who totaled 
1,003 answers with the May 1 6  issue; and 
ROMEO, John C. Moore, Waynesboro, Pa., who 
tot&led 1,001 answers with tbe May 30 iMue. 
Membet'5 who reached the thousand mark In June 
will be listed October 3· 

In oplanation, to btcome an In1w' CiTde Club 
member, your 1,000 solutions do not have to be 
consecutive nor from consecutive bl>ucs. Besides, 
any 100 or more ans�·ers aent in this year will 
list you in our Honor RoU jor 19361 And one 
or more answers for any month will put your 
name in our monthly Ciplter So/uert Club/ Send 
in your answers-we'll do the ust I 

How a much-uaed prdix can distort frcquencies 
WM well illustrated in last week's Inner Circle 
cipher No. 210, by Scorpio. Occurring 14 times., 
the prefix ASPS- (mono-) threw the letter count 
all awry! In !!.�Ch cases it is often an advantage 
to make a separate frequency table of the re
peated combination, with the count for the rest 
of tl'le cipher in a second table, which will thus 
appear more nearly normal. 

Even so. m011o- would be one of the ftn;t !.UP
p®tions the solver woul� make for ASPS- in this 
i115t&llce. Besides, ScorpiO WI.! genf;rous enough 
to include in his concoction the distinctive pattcm 
ASPSHSPSGK, which, guessed &.! monoi011DIIJ, 
would unlock ASPSHSPVX (mo�tolon- -),  mono
toned; and so on. 

This week't dphen.: Ten-Fifteen U5e5 a key
phrase, nUIDbered from o to 9, in hb cryptic di· 
vision. Zero may be found by elimination. And 
T X O = O will givt you symbol O. In G. E. 
Long'� cryptognm, compare P, ASY, and SYKY; also ER and REA. Follow up with SUB and 
BYYR. Then 1ubstitute in AEOGBAERY and 
fill in the miWng letters. 

Identify \he ending -EEUE in Bladtbinl's con
tribution. The!\ «:�mplete EURE and RD. �he 
affixes LF- and -LFP will then help you With 
LFECMZFXU; etc. Eib6irf._ «:�nstruction is 
doubly pangrammatic, using all 26 letters both 
inlide and outside the quotes. Twelve symbols 
are used twice each! You might «:�nsider LC and 
CLF, also the endings -DBB and -BGB. 

In U. U, jeff's messa�, FE· will aid you in 
gucs&ng the compound MFKD-MFZRPFEZ. The 
answers to all of this week's cipher puuks will 
be published next weelr.. The asterisb in Nos. 2 n 
and 214 inditale tapitalized words. 

No. 21 1-Cryptic Division. By Ten-Fiftttn. 

N O T ) R O V E R S ( O M A  
R E S O  

R E U R  
E T M S 

N M O S  
O A E O  

O M O  
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No. tn-Amuslng Epitaph. By G. E. Lonr. 

BYYR ER P AEOGBAERY : " SYKY NUYB ETK GTAFSYK, 

*DESR •x. •SPLYB, NLRFSYX GL ASX GELB ZEK REA OY

RXURV SUB ' HYUVSB.' " 

No. 2JJ-Advance Advertising. By Blackbird. 

JFZHLEO GUMXOZFR EURE QLMU RD OLE ERDMU, RD 

XDKKUXR LFECMZFXU; BZEEUE ZGDFP YTERZFVUME 

AZRXOLFP QLMU ; PLHUE ROUG QMDSUF ECXJUME; ZEJE 

ROUG RD OLE " YLP QLMU EZKU, FUNR AUUJ I" 
No. n4-Key Clicks. By Eiblirf. 

XO DTYDEEDOG ZNFXBD CLF RDXELVB GHZKBGB : " BNKZ 

AVKYQEH IH DTZFDBB GSDOGH-CKUD WVMB LC FDJ 

*XPXRLO FVP." IVG GFH GNKB WLQDF LO HLVF GHZD

SFKGDF JVFKOM UDFH AVKDG NLVFB. 

No. ns-A Run for FUD. By 0. U. Jeff. 

ABCDEFGD AHJDK FEABKDL MHBK MFKDNDE OFPR 

MSGTD SGSKN. MFKD-MFZRPFEZ SUUSKSPBT TPKBVJ 

HNEFWBT, RFP TRHU OFELHO, PBKEDL PBKPGD. TRHKP. 

ASFG TPSX VHECDKPDL AHJDTPDK. 

No. n6-The Noise Annoys. By H. F. Wickner. 

ABCDEFG HEJGB KECLMBNB ODFJG PJQDNLER CSJHN-

. BTU. RBMFSEGF JMTEDGRD MGNLCMGF DPBLEBGJV PM

NEREJG ; HCBNHDRLEKD LCEMPHS ODRJPD FSJNLVU 

AEJNRB. 

lAST WEEK'S ANSWERS 
0 l 2 3 4 5 6 1 8 9 E I G H T Y - F O U R  

2o6--Come on, ye musicians! Let'a get 
together ! Bring along your violins, trumpets. 
drums, �Kophones, banjos, and have a toot
ing good time! 

207-0n a mule we find two feet behind, 
Two feet we find before. 

But we stand behind, before we find 
Wbat the two behind be fori 

2o8-" Have you tasted temporary tedium? 
Reward cometh in due �n ; whoso tumeth 
a!oide from worthy aspirations, Uveth to 
lament.''-Artemu. 

2oo-Any fisb today?-Carp, flounder, 
herring, mackerel, perch, salmon, trout, white
fish, sturgeon, catfish, shad, pidr.crel, tautog, 
amelt, bus, porgy, kingfisb, and halibut. 

no-Monophagous monograpber, monody· 
namic monoculist, monotoned manometric 
monody monologizing monogrammal mono-
chromes, monotonous monotinta, monochroic 
monotypes, 

First caU, cryptofans, for our September Cipher SCIIvert Cl14bl To enroll, send us your answers 
to one or more of this week's pu%l!les! Addr�: 
M. E. Ohaver, DET£C'fln FICTION Wt.£K:LY, 28o 
Broadway, New York, N. Y. 



·� f �A.S llg,y · �  
from READERS 

TIM CODY-whose adventures in 
Fred Macisaac's gripping new 
novel, " DEAD MEN TELL 

TALES," start in this issue-is going 
to give you much fine entertainment. 
If you haven't already started it, do so 
right away. Otherwise you will miss 
sharing a lot of splendid action and 
mystery with one of the most spectacu
lar heroes in the world of detective fic
tion. And don't forget the exploits of 
the Lady from Hell, in " THE CROSS 
KILLER AND T!IE GOLDEN 
BIER," and those of Riordan and Hal
lorau in " THE PRIZE DUMB
BELL." Here are some of this week's 
letters : 

Concerning the civilian fight against 
crime. 

DEAR EDlroR : 
I have just bought my Augll!lt 8th bsue of DE

TECri\'E FtcnON WEEKLY, and 1 am delighted 
with the new feature which appears in it : FLAsHI!:S 
FROM nU PoLICE FRONT. 

This is tbe l'Ort of thing which I, for one, bave 
been lookillg for for a lorlj!: time. For a num�r 
of yean now, the various ar;encics of the law 
have been appealing for aid from civilians in tbrir 
war against crime. 

But all too often, they failed to ttl! us how 
t n  go about helping. A few vague phrases about 
fearless testimony and bravuy in the face of 
intimidation. 

And now D!;ncrtVJ: FICTION WunY comes 
alo� and really gives an alert cithen something 
to work with aDd !;Omethins to shoot at. I think 
it was a _ line idea and a line thing for you to do. 

I'm an old &and-by Dl:n:CTJVJ: FICTION Wtu
LY reader a.nyway, but this certainly is a plus fea
ture in the maga:ine as far as I a.m concerned. 

Yours, 
SAM Wn$0N, 

. St. Paul, Minnesota. 

Here's a shrewd, discerning reader ! 

Du.R SlR : 
Just a line to tell you how much I enjoyed 

" THE NIGHT I DIED." If I hadn't read 
DEn:cnvE FlCTION Wrzn.v for many years, I 
would ha.rdly have expected to lind _it in a maga
line printed oa rough paper. 

I'm a little tickled by the o11onymous business, 
because anyone who has watched the meteoric 
rise of one of your authon would be able to r,pot 
that yam as his right away. 

Keep up the good work. DFW is a 1well buy 
for a dime. 

Faithfully, 
Jw RICBTEJI, 
Baton Rouge, La. 

The gentleman from New York asks 
some questions. 

DEAR SIR: 
I baVi! been e:a:perimenting with various dete<:

tive magatincs for about three yean now. I guess 
you know what I mean. I haven't bought any 
�i�e one regularly, and I've pretty well covered 
the field. 

This is merely to inform you that that is aU 

142 



FLASHES FROM READERS 143 

over now, and that I am a confirmed DFW fan 
from now on unlil the cows come home. 

Why should I read inferior stories when I can 
let DFW every week? Why should I buy uS 
(or less) page magazines when I can get 144 pages 
in DFW? And why, &inc:e DFW is a dime a copy, 
lhould I pay more for less? 

I'll have to admit it took me a long time to 
figure an tbb out, but now that I've made the 
�de, here's one reader who's in the fold for good. 

Yours &incenly, 
BERT W.u.xr.a, 

Syracuse, N. v. · 

Flashes from the Police Front 
(Contilfued from P!Jte 7) 

INSURANCE 
Unlicauoed Polidet Offered by A,eau 

A ��:�;r:�:i�:�:t ;r?t:::� 
Corporation, Jacksonville, Fla., are 
selling policies in Kansas and Mis
souri. 

This company is not licensed to 
sell insurance in these and many 
other states, and thf.! agents are sub
ject to arrest. 

COUNTERFEIT 

Swindlen Borrow on Fake Stocb 
A WARNING has been issued in 

Detroit against swindlers who 
negotiate loans by means of coun
terfeit stock certificates purporting 
to be those of the Texas Gulf Sul
phur Company. Workmanship on 
these certificates is said to be very 
good. 

CRYPTOGRAM FANS! 

" Solving Cipher Secreu " is a fascinating word 
game. Have you tried M. E. Ohaver's popular 
dept.rtmeat in Drn.cnvz FrcnoN Wunv? Mr. 
Ohavu has prtpared a book full of advice and 
liinU as to how to play the game. Expert& will 
find the book invaluable. Novices will find it 
opens up enUrely new angles. Get 

" CRYPTOGRAM SOLVING " 
By M. E. Ohaver 

SeDd tSC to D£TECTJVZ FICTION WanT 
do Broadway, New York City 

B���:o�e;:e s:::!a=�=ba:� 
But we see a lot of plea!ure in a well-kept briar 
packed with a gentle, fragrant blend like Sir 
Walter Raleigh. We've put a lifetime into mix

ing this rare combination of well-aged Kentucky 
Burlcys that wouldn't nip a baby'a tongue or a 
doe's nose. Sir Walter's got a delightful aroma 

all ita own. Buck up and join the happy herd 

of Sir" Walter Raleigh smokers. You'll have the 
world eating out of your hand I (Full tin, with 
heavy gold-foil Wt"ap for freshness, at the un· 
believably low price of 1St.) 



COMING NEXT WEEK! 
THE GLEEFUL GUNMAN 

A Dranuttic N orelette by Johnston McCulley 

ACOP a week ! That was the mad killer's cry. One cop each week 
writhing as he died in the gutter. But those assassins did not know 

-what they bought that morning when they beefed Dam1y Kilroy with 
two bullets in the back-when Rltitwceros, the toughest cop ever born, set 
out to bring them in, dead or alive, wi�h his own peculiar methods. 

MADAME JONIAUX REGRETS-

A True Story by John Kobler 

THE spectacular career of a: murderess who lived like a queen. Pearls, 
gems, lace and silk ; brilliant receptions and gay society 1 These meant 
life for Madame lotJiaux-in more ways than one ! 

MURDER HARVEST 

A Gripping Novelette by Norbert Davis 

CAN a killer turn his back on his past? In his time, Jake Cordo1t had 
sown the seeds of death. And now, old and crippled and forlorn, he 
watched the harvest being reaped . . . .  

Stories of Fiction and Fact by FRED MAciSAAC, L. RON HUB
BARD, CONVICT 12627, and many others. Plus DETEC'l'IVE FrcTION 
WEEKLY features by L. U. REAVIS, " G-z," FRANK WRENTMORE 
and M. E. OHAVER. 

DETECTIVE :���� 
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AW, QUIT I't 
CANi'YOU-just 
tell the fellows 
lm stayinq home 

� chances lor fun • • •  
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eruptions after the start of adolescence-from 
about 13 to 25, or even longer. 

During this time, important glands develop 
and final growth takes place. Disturbances occur 
throughout the entire body. The skin gets over
sensitive. Waste poisons in the blood irritate 
this sensitive skin. Pimples result. 

Fleischmann's fresh Yeast helps 
correctadolescentpimples. I tel ears 
these skin irritants out of the 
blood. Then, the pimples go. 

Eat 3 cakes daily, one before 
each meal-plain, or in a little 
water-until your skin dears. 






