


NO STEEL 
SPRINGS 

NO HARD 
PADS 

IN MY Brooks truss in
vention there are no 

steel springs- instead 
the pad is held in place 
by a soft body band 
that is just as com fort
able as a glove. In my 
desig-n there is no hard 
pad. l nstead there i� 
a soft, hollow A lH
CUSHION, firm enough 
�o always hold the rup· 
ture just rig-ht, yet soft 
and flexible enoug-h to 
give p er f ect  comfort 
without gouging. If you 
look at the illustrations 
below you will see what 
I mean hy gouging. 

WRONG 

A pad thilt 
presses into 
t h e  opening 
a b so I u t e ly 
p r eve n t s  
Nature from 
He ali n g .  
The opening 
cannot close 
up. 

• 

T h i s  s e c
on d iII u s 
t r a t i o n 
s h o w s  how 
t h e  Brooks 
l n v e n t i o n  

RIGHT h o l d s  t h e  
rupt u r e  so 

that the edges of the ring are close 
together-clostt enough for Nature 
to strengthen and possiblY heal. 

R OU!Ht 
upture 

Invention 
If It Doesn't Stop 
Worries It Doesn't 

Your 
Cost 

Rupture 
a Cent! 

I SEN 0 you . my Rupture ln
ventwn on tnal be

cause ruptured people have been 
rooled so many times by quack 
schemes and worthless "cure-ails" 

3. Jt Must hold your r1_1pture i_n 
exactly the n�ht posi

tion to A"ive Nature the greatest 
chance to heal- to strengthen the 
muscles and close the openin�·. If 

that they don't know what 
to believe. There are as 
many k in ds of rupt u r e  
trussei': as there are black
i'<miths. All of the makers 
CLAIM wonderful and un
Ui':ual qu a lities for their 
products. But T sa�·: "See
ing· i� helieving-.'' lf �·ou 
have a reducible rupture l 
KNOW what the Brooks 
will do for vou- RUT l 
won't make �ny claims. l 
want �·ou to try for your
set f. l 'II Sf·nd it to you on 
trial. You keep it ten da�·s 
-at my risk. Lay aside 
�·our old truss. Then see 
how the Brooks Invention 
g·iv es you thes e three big
adv antag-es. Rem e m b e r  
these are not c l aims. These 
are the benefits the Brooks 
MUST bring you before 
�·ou decide to keep it. 

I I d• t r e s t o r a 
• mme Ia e tionof nor

mal phy;;ical a c t i v i t i e s. 
Walk, run, bend or stoop 
without fear of havin� the 
AIR-CUSHION pad slip 
"lnd let your rupture down • 

2 As tso c o m
• uppor fortable,so 

li�ht in weiA·ht and incon
spicuous, that you soon for
�·et that you are wearin� 
any suppurt at all. 

H. C. BROOKS, Mgr. 
173-M State Street 

MARSHALL, :\IICHIGAN 

FLEXIBLE 
AIR-CUSHION 

This is the patented, 
flexible Brooks A I H
C US H I 0 N. It is 
made in two parts
the sott rubber bultJ (A) which fonns the 
pad which comes in 
c o n t a c t  with the 
body, and the lic1ht 
weight disc (8) which 
holus the pad. �C) 
shows the shape of 
the soft rubbflr pau 
betore it is prcs:ed 
a g a i n s t  the body. 
The dotted line (0 1 
shows how the pad 
flattens out u n d e r  
pre1sure expelling the 
air through the ori
flee (E) t h r o u g h  
which the pad figur
atively breathes as it 
adjusts to conform to 
different body pres-
sures. 

the broken ends of a bone 
are not held to�ether the 
bone will never knit. The 
same with rupture. If the 
rupture is not held properly 
Nature hasn't got a chance. 

• • •• 

REM EMBER, !rod.:r:! 
a cure. T don't make 

any claims. You don't take 
my word for a thing. You 
see for yourself and then 
decide. Send your name 
quick for my Book and for 
my Trial order blank. All 
information is free. There 
is no char�e now or at any 
other time for all the facts 
and the free trial plan of 
this world famous R:�pture 
Invention that has come to 
thousands of people almost 
like the answer to a prayer. 
Surely you owe it to your
self to investiA"ate, for you 
have everything to gain and 
nothing- to lose. Send the 
<·oupon now and you will 
soon know what it is like to 
he Free of Rupture Worries. 

(' () N F I J) EN T I A L C 0 UP 0 N l 
' H. C. Brooks. Myr .. 173-M State St .• Marshall, Michigan. • 
' Hl•&r �ir: l'lt•aSt• ..;t•IHl lilt' ynut· Bonk on the l'rnJwr· Hup)JOI'I � • or Httptun • und al"'o .\'tlill' tlft't•r of a ltl-da�· 'l'rial uf' tlw �·amOtiS • • Brnoks. 1 undt•!'stalul ttlt�rt' is no c•ost Ul' ohli.�wtlou l'or this • • information urHI that my inquiry will he tr(•arrd in (•onJidt>lll't' • • auct all mutrl'ial ntai!t'(l in pla in I'Jl\'(>lnpc. • 

� ;�������_:_:_:_:_:_:_:_:_:_:_:_:_:_:_:_:_:_:_:_:_:_:_:_:_:_:_:_: :_: __ :_: :L:���: :_ :_: � :_ �:. �: :_. : 
L State whether fnr 0 Man 0 W�rnan or 0 t'hlld ' ----- .... --------� 



ANNOUNCEMENT 
of New Coffee Agency OpeningJ 

• 
EARNINGS UP TO $60!! IN A WEEK 

Over 350 more men and wemen are needed at one� to open up ._�11!11' Coffee 
Apnelee rllrht In their own home loealltlee. If 7oa are looltlnc fer a bella fide chance 
to make u biaA u $60.00 In a wee!£. atartlnw at o11ce, thia eom- wiD aend yoa 
e.emhiu iroll need. clve yea all th� llelp :rou require. and back :rou ap wltb Ita proven 
eacce.slltl piau. Tot1 risk no mo)Jey. A ehanee to lie Independent, work a you pleaae, 
and make mon alan Jaot a modo!lt llvl114f. If :roa want to know whether there le an 
openlnc for :ro..u In your own or nearlly loeallty, mall Ule Applkatlon below. By return mail yoa -..UI be notified whether we han aa o� for ,...., and If we llave, yea •Ill 
reeelve f1IIJ Information about thle Coffee Aceney Plan. You don't eend a penny-Juat 
mall the ,Appllcatllln. No ob�lcatlon-yoa dedde after yoa read the plan. Don"t tlelay. 
Send 7- Applleatlun at on«. 

ALBERT MILLS, 4939 MONMOUTH AVE., CINCINNATI, OHIO 

Clip Out and Naii!Oduy !I 
i·-·· ... -1 COFFEE AGENCY APPLICATION f ............ , 
I I 
I I I 
' 

.CD WRITE YOUR 
FULL NAME AND 
ADORES& HEREr 

HOW MUCH TIME 
CANYOUDEVO'ft 

TO COFFEE 
ACENCYt 

STATE WHICH 
BONUS YOU PRE· 

FER-CASH OR 
FORD 

AUTOMOBIU 

CAN YOU START 
AT ONCE? 

I 
Name ............. . . . . . . . .. .. . . . . .. . . .... . . .. . . . ....... .... ....... _.,,. • (State whether Mr., Mn., or Mlu) 
Addreea. ·· ··-·••· • •••• • • • • • •• •••••• • • • •• • • •··-·······-·····-········· 

010 and State .......................... ..... ,_,,, .. ..... .. . -. •••••••• • • •  

Mark with an " X  .. 
[J J'OLL TIME 1 [J PA.BT TID 

In addition to their cub earnlnp, we offer our produeen a aaah benua 
of $800.00 or a brand-new, latest model Ford Tudor Sedan. State which 
you would prefer If :vou decldo to a�pt our offer. Mark ''X" before 
7011r choice. 

[J $699.00 CASH BONUS: [J LATEST MODEL FORD TUDOR SEDAN 

Mark with aD ''X" 
[JYES: [JNO 

If you eannot start at cmee, state 

about whm you wiD be ahle to etart. 

ALL 
Send No Money 1 

APPLICATIONS :U�re,:�,m�eyw�do���:":�������o:; �'ft�� I we bne an openlna for you. You will be notltlod b• refuns ""'" whether 

WILL BE JOUr home locaHty Is a�aUable. Then you con decide If the mODey·matlna �������:O:.J�Jri'g;. :,o ���:�� o:,Jf�O:::'l��o=h��� I HELD STRICTLY de!A;,-NOWI No letter Ia requhed. Just the Application. !II&U at once to 

CONFIDENTIAL ALBERT MILLS, President J 4939 Monmouth Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio �----------.--�----..-.--.-...--------._. __ ,_..,,_, 
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IME e-TIVI ETE MAGAZINE 

EVERY STORY COMPLETE EVERY STORY NEW-NO REPRINTS 

Vol. 26 £0�TE�TS FOR FE�RU4RY, 19.18 

A SMASHING NOJ'EL-LENGTH MURDER MYSTERY 

Settle a 
Dead Man's Debt .................................................................................. T. T. Flynn 6 
With a gang of human vultures that hovered around the chisel-fringe of the underworld and tried to 
bo& an innocent girl in the W..mal swamps of homicide. 

2-CRIPPING COMPLETE DETECTIJ'E NOJ'ELETTES-2 

Dine with 

The Duchess of Diamonds--A Rambler Story .............................. Fred Macisaac 41 
Who lost a half pound of hot ioe between the fish and roa..t courses while she entertained a mired 
company of stuffed shirts, prominent tax-dodgers and the slickest jewel-thief operating, 

Follow Needle Mike along the war-path blazed by 

The Tattooed ChieL .......................................................... ....... William E. Barrett 66 
Who couldn't be content with merely scalping his victims on his home re..oervation but had to invadt 
the St. Louis slums and behead his kill-quarry u nder the very noses of the pollee. 

• 

2-THRILLING SHORT DETECTIJ'E-ACTION STORIES-2 

Run two hundred bucka into 
Thirty Grand ...................................................................................... Herbert Koehl 91 
While Death takes the.croupler's place at the spinning wheel and puts you in a murder-frame before 
you csn bank your own killine. 

Watch the Marqui• o/ Broadway engineer a 

Boomerang Blastout .......................................................................... John Lawrence 106 
That kills three birds with one stone and saves his squad from a "cleaning" at the hands of the new 
"reform"-admlnlstration D. A. · 

Here'• a chance to catch a preview o/ 

The March Thrill Docket ......................................................................... --··········-··· 4 
Some of the sure-fire hits scheduled for production in the next DIME DETECTIVE. 

We want to know i/ you are 
Ready for the Rackets ... -................................................................. A Department 126 
In this revealing series giving the lowdown on currently popular swindle-schemes. Here's u chance to 
test ·your ability as a reporter and win $5.00 at the same time. 

Cover-"-Strangled Him with the Telephone Cord" ............ Walter Baumhofer 
From Boomerang Blastout. 

Black-and-white illustrations by John Flemming Gould 

Watch for the Mard1 Issue On the Newsstands february 4th 
Publlsl\ed once a month by POI)ular PubUcattons. Inc .• 2256 Grofe Street , Chicago. Illinois. Editorial and exeeutif@ oftlces 205 East il"orty-sooond Street, New York City. Harry SteE>ger, President and Secretacy. Harold S. Goldsmith, Vice Presl· 
dent and i'r•••urer. Jo:ntered as sooond·class matter Jllll6 %9, 1935, at tho Post Oftlce at Chlcaco. Ill., under tbe Act or Mareh 
S, 1879. Title re.gU.tra.tion pending at U. S. P'atent Oftlce. ColJYTigbted 1938 by Popular Publications lne. Single COP7 price JOe. Yearly tmbac..:rlptions tn li . .8. A. $1.20. ll'or advertisillg rates address Sam J. Perr)', 20.5 E. 42nd St .• New York, N.Y. AU 
manuscripts must be accomvan\fld by a stamped and self-addressed enYelove for their return tf round unavailable. The pub-
118hers cannot accept responsibility for return of unsollclted manuserlpUi, althou&h all care will be exercised In handllllll them. 



HERE'S PROOF 
THAT MY TRAINING PAYS 

Broad• out Oooratw after Twnb u•n• 

·"When I bad 00111• Dieted the ftrat hreni;J IOIIOilll I bad obtained 
1110' lklelue as Radio 
Bnl&deast ()peratol' 
and lmmedlatelJ' 
Joined the otalr tJI WMPC. wheN I am 
DOW chief oPerato r ... 
-HOLL I S  II'. BAYES. 85 llr.c!IMD BL, Lapeer, llllcll. 

Hf am maklna rrom ttG to S:lll a week In 
apare Ume while stlU 
holdlna my r....W 
lob as a machinist. I owe my aueeeu to 
N. R. L"-WM. II'. �r'Pw::wec.= llol*ll, Pa. 

Many Radio Experts Make $30, $50, $75 a Week 
Do you want to make more mooey I Broadcaatlng atat101111 emploY 
enatneen. operators, station managers and pay uP to 15.000 a 
roar. Sp are tome Itadlo oet senlcln8 P&JS as mueh u S200 to 
S500 a -� time sentotna 1>&18 aa mueh aa $30, IIW. lfll 
a woo!L Many Radio Experts operate I'Ull oo PUt time Badlo bus1De88ell. Radio manufacturers and Jobbers l!llllllo7 teoiAirll, In• 
opectors, foremen, eogtneers, senloomen, pay1ns uP to $8,000 a 

l"::omoti'!� 3tC:t"�t::lmtb1��� J':�o.-lo:e � 
systems otter goo d oPPOrtunities now an<! for the fUture. Tel., 
Y1a1011 promises many rood Jobto ooon. Men I trained baft 11004 lobo In theee branches of Radio. -"fn�.:::�!!���-Almoot ,...., neighborhood needs a good IP..., time -.btll&ll. 
�·h� :Udo"'Wa�� :e� ���=-�f���"= 
plans and 14eaa t.b&t ma<!e good spare time mOD87 for hlllldredo. 
I IIOD4 Speclal Equipment to C!OIIduet -!menta, buDd c1reults, 
pt praetlc&l ezperlenee. I GIVE YOU A COMPLETE. MODERN 
PU.OII'ESSIONAL ALL WAVE, Ud. PURPOSE RADIO SiT ���s�'f()Mo�omvrCE 8E'l'8 Jlad Ollt -.t .. clio -.... Y-MaU the OOU1JOD now for "Jtieh n-&rdo In Radio." It't h'oe to &DJ fello w over 16 years old. U points out Radio's lll&I'O time 
and tun time OPPOrtunities, also those oomtna In Televlloloo: 
tells about my Tralntna In Radio and Television: abowa yo u lot• tara from men I trained, telling what they aN .Solng all<! n.m• Ina: abowa lilY Malle y Bae11 Ag-ment. MAIL COVPON In &II 
... nlope, or �>Ute on a DOOU:ard-NOWI 

J. E. SMITH, Preetdent, Dept. 8889 NatfODaJ Radio lmtftate, Wuhlncton, D. 0. 

NAME •••••• ,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,, AGB ••• ,,,,,, 

ADDRESS.,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,, 
Clft,. ,, , ,, ,, , , ,, ,, , ,, , , •••, • • • ,  ,, , • • • • • •  ,, ITA TID. ••• ,, ,,, , ,,, 
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Be�YourOwn 
MUSIC 
Teacher 

LBARN AT BOMB 
by woudes:ful improved moth· od. Simple ao A. B. c.
child can team it• Your In· 
sono ecmalat of real aelectlona instead of tiresome exercises. 
Wheu 1011 finish oae of these 
delightful easy tesaooa you've 
added � new "piece" to your 
list. You read real notes, t-o "numbers" or trick .aueic:. Metbod Ia 110 thorough that many . of 

4 

Plane Owltv 
Vlolla 8axopbono 
Oroaa MandCIIIn 
Cornlt Ukultle 
TroM .. M Haro 
Plooolo Clarinet 
Fl.,. 'Ctllo 
H a wall an Stool 
Guitar. Trumpet, 
Italian aad Gorman 
Acoordlon. Voloo 
and SciHOII Culture, 
Hannon:r and Com
position. Drums and 
Traga, BanJo (Pie .. 
tru•. 5-Strlnt er 

Tenor) 

our 700,000 atudent1 are band and 
orchestra LEADERS. 

BE POPULAR 
Everythioa Ia in print and picturw. 
Firat you are told what to do. Then 
a picture aho101 you how to do it. 
Then f.ou do it yourself and Aear it . In a ew ohort months you bel:o� 
an excellent musician-the life of 
every party! 

Free Book and 
Demonstration Lesson You may aulckly become a line player 

throuah the U. B. School home stucl7 
method. Write today tor Free Book and Free DemonstraUon Lesson which explain all. Pl....., menUon your ramrtte lnstru· 
men\, No obllptloiL Instruments suwUed 
when needed. oash or credit. 

U. I. SCHOOL OF MUSIC 
38n BrunawiOk Building, Now York Clb 

Home Study 
AccountancY Tralnlna 
.A.ooountanta who Jmow their worlr: 
eoiiUD&Dd r..,ponaible poeitiona and IIOOii iocomea. And the need for 
{rained accountants is 1rowin1. 
About 16,000 Certified Public Ao
countants in U. S. and many thou· 
eands more executive accountants. 
Many earn $2.000 to f15,000. We = �;t'���l. � . •  ��:.�� ;;..,��:;'�kk��:!:t�ow=�o,:: 
necessary-we prepare you from Thla FREE! ��t�.ta����.!:. pe�n� Book 
-easy terms. Write Cor valuable free 64-page book deIICrlblng opportunities In accounting lleld and telling how ,ou may enter It oucceeslullz. LASALLI: ICXTeftSIOft DepL 28S4·H Chlcqe 

The �an:h Th.-ill Docket 

EVERYONE knows the old gag-
"Man bites dog-that's news!" In 

fact it's become so commcn-with varia
tions-these days that it's lost about all 
the punch it had the first time it was 
pulled. It's high time, we believe, that an 
effective substitute was found for it and 
we want to offer the following as an even 
more apt definition of newsworthiness 
than its forbear ever was. 

Race Williams reclines on a hospital 
cot through an entire Daly novelette! 

· If that doesn't carry a reverse-English 
kick that rates front-page, triple-column 
headlines we'll never know what news is. 

It  was enough of a shock to have A 
Corpse on the House-that's the title of 
the new Daly-Williams yarn-<Jpen with 
old infallible Race taking lead in his car
cass in broad daylight without even mak
ing a pass at the gunman, but when the 
author promptly put his lead character to 
bed with a trained nurse giving opiates, 
and then kept him there for the balance of 
the story, we practically dropped in our 
tracks and had to be quartered in a ward 
ourselves. Don't get the idea, though, that 
just because Race can't function on his 
feet in the first story of this smashing 
new series by Carroll John Daly, that you 
can afford to skip it. It's got more action 
crammed inside the white walls of that 
hospital room than most detective stories 
have spread over a country-wide canvas, 
and there's murder between every temp
erature-taking and forced-feeding. 

A Corpse on the House is complete in 
the next issue-and that'd be news even 
without the unique set-up Daly has ar
ranged to confound his favorite charac
ter-and yours ! 

Then, just to make the March issue a 
sure-fire hit, Raymond Chandler gives as 
the first story about a brand-new charac
ter who will alternate with Dalmas. The. 
King in Yellow will introduce Steve 
Grace, ex-house dick of the Carlton Ho
tel, who matches wits with a murder
minded swing-band leader in a thrilling, 
complete, novel-length thriller that'll keep 
you guessing till the last page. Plus 
stories by Frederick C. Davis (Keyhole 
Kerry is back!) and William Edward 
Hayes. 

The MARCH issue will be out on 
FEBRUARY 4th. 



11My - . reputation as a trouble-shooter 

won a promotion 

for me" 

11When something went wrong they 

called on me. The truth Is, I didn't 

realize It until one day the boss, who 

happened to be looking on. said: 

1The boys always call on you, don't 

they? You are In direct line for 

promotion. • " 

• 
11P.S. The boss knew I was taking 

an I.C.S. Course. We both knew It I" 

* BOX 3280-D, SCRANTON, PBNNA. 
Without COlt or obligadon, pleaae aend me a copy of your booklet, "Who Wine allcl
Why," and full particulars about the aubject btforl which I have marked X: 

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURIEI 

* 
C.Anb!Wt c A.nbl-al Dral-
0 Bail<llua Eetlmatu.• 

Botlermalter H .. dl1a 0 v ... w.-
Tel..,.pb Euct- Air Condlllolllq 
� 8boot llotal w..._ � Plumblaa 0 s- P!Uiaa s=�..nd1811 ,._ 

CCbamlotQo 
OPbarmaq 
C Coal Mlnina 

0 Contraotor and Builder 
0 Structural Draftamaa D Bt:ruotural Eacioeer 
(J Ma�aacement of ln'Ail� 
0 Eleetrleal EQCID-
0 Eloctrio Llchtboa 
0 WoldiDa, Eloetrlo aad Oae 
0 lloadlua Sbnp Bluoprinte 
0 Heat Trea-t of M.-

OB�Ma-ont D Induetrial MaDA&"emeat 
0 Traffic Manaaemea$ 
0 Acoount.anoy 
[] Co.t A.ooountaat 
0 0, P. AeoountaDt 

it·��':! �':.'�-.c Jtadlo ::= �:"E...m-
Mocbanieoi Draflomao Mariloe EQCID ... 
Maohl.U.t 0 Toolmaker � a R. Looomotlne 

0 Patt.mmakor a a Section F.......,. 
0 J>i.el E.,.inee Air Brak• 0 R. R. � 0 A.Tlallon EaJU.• 0 Hlahwqo EoclaoariDa 0 Automobile MochaDio 8 CI..U Eoclaoo..U.. C Befri&vatloa 8Ul'nl7lua and Mappizla 

IUIINIM TIAININ& COURSES 8 Bookkeopla• BllorTioe Station Sal..,..,.... Socretarial WadE Flnt Y•r Coli- Subloote 
Spaniel> � B .. u..e Conoepondon .. §French S-...rapb7 and Tnl.,. 
SaloemaDOblp CI..U Sorvloo 0 J!4all Q.nler 
AdvertlaiDa Raft,.... Mall Olerk 

DOIIUTIC ICIENCE COURSES 

§ Mlno Fonman C Jln a
NaT!aatloa 
Cotton Manu!--. 

0 Woolen M....W..Wriloa 
0 Acriculture 8 JI'J'ul' Orowlu 

Poul117 J'anniDc 
C Grado Sohool Sub!MW 0 Hlah School BabiC eou ... Proparatoq 
0 ll!UIJtrat.ina 
0 Cariooni.Da 
0 �Show Cude 

8 Home Dre.maldDc 0 Adnneod Dro.makiDc 0 Milllner7 0 J'ooclo and Cook.7 
Prol-'onal �oacl � 0 Toa a-oacl Cafoteda w-ont. Ca-U.. 

NGmti ............. -........ ___ .. _, ............... �-············"··-·····Ate ....... -.... ....Addreu ........... _, __ ,,,._ ... __ ...... ,_ ... ,_.......,.. 

Cily .................................. , .. ,_,_ ............................................... .State ........................ Pres•rst Ptnltion. ........ -....................... __ ......... N 
If - r..Uo flo o...-... 10114 IMI _,. lo lh llll......umoal o .... � Salaoll Oo.....U.., lMMt ... Jl--· C-• 
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UEAU 
�A�'S 
UEET 
A Murder Mystery 

by 
T. T. flynn 

Author of "Behind This Face," tic. 

From his sitting position 
the amiable Mr. Maddox 
ftted twice, and the thin 
man came tumbling down. 



Mr. Maddox may have been fat and old and have forgotten all about 
love but when it came to knowing the ins and outs of the race-racket, 
the wise-money machinations of the harpies that follow the bangtails, 
and the tricks of the vultures on the chisel-fringe of the underworld, he 
was tops. Even murder was up that bland Buddha's alley-as Brewster 
and his girl found when they got bogged down in a homicide swamp. 

CHAPTER ONE 

Meet Mr. Maddox 

THE minutes dragged endlessly 
while Frank Brewster stood mo
tionless before that open office win

dow, six stories above New Orleans' 

broad, busy Canal Street. Only once did 
he move--when Miss Jenson, the briskly 
efficient secretary, entered quietly and 
paused on the threshold. 

"A Mr. Maddox insists on seeing you," 
she said doubtfully. 

Over his shoulder, Frank Brewster's 

7. 



8 Dime Detective Magazine 

look was irritable. His voice snarled 
when he spoke. 

"I told you not to bother me for the 
next hour, Miss Jenson." 

"But he insists it's important-" 
"I don't know him. Please get out." 
This had never happened to Miss J en-

son before. This haggard unhappy speak
er was not the Frank Brewster she knew, 
who stayed smiling and lighthearted un
der any strain. 

Miss Jenson reddened, and then her 
resentment died, and she was only help
lessly puzzled as she retreated and closed 
the door. 

Frank Brewster turned back to the win
dow. 

A street-car bell clanged impatiently be
low, horns sounded, a policeman's whistle 
shrilled, traffic weaved and crawled in the 
hot morning sunlight-but Brewster was 
oblivious to it all. 

To the right, in the distance, the full
throated bellow of a steamer's whistle 
sounded - deep, powerful, sad. That 
would be the Toyo Maru, for Panama, 
Australia, Batavia and Singapore, carry
ing freight and passengers . . . . •  

F
RANK BREWSTER groped for a 
cigarette-and then did not light it. 

His fingers rolled it until the paper gave 
way and shredded tobacco drifted down 
by his foot. 

The door opened again and Miss J en
son's agitated voice protested: "You 
can't see him I Mr. Brewster has given 
positive orders-" 

"Cry it in your hanky, sister-I'm in 
now, ain't I?'' 

Brewster turned from the window, 
bleakly and without expression. 

Miss Jenson spoke almost tearfully. 
"I tried to keep him out, Mr. Brewster. 
Shall !-shall I-'.' 

The fat hand that patted her shrinking 
shoulder was set off boldly by a huge dia
mond ring. It must have been genuine. 

No man so obviously sure of himself, so 
prosperous and commanding in loose-fit
ting linen suit and wide-brimmed Panama, 
would be wearing an imitation diamond 
so large. 

"Save it, sister, save it," Mr. Maddox 
advised. "He won't bite you. When 
Joe Maddox tells you it's all right, it's 
all right. You can lay your money on 
it." 

Miss Jenson evidently did not believe 
it, for she stepped hastily away, as if the 
huge man's presence was a contamination 
and abomination, despite the wide, infec
tious smile on his broad and hearty face. 

Infectious was the word. There was 
something about Mr. Maddox; something 
that grew and spread and radiated from 
that expansive smile. You did not dis
miss Mr. Maddox without a second 
thought. You noticed him, your atten
tion was riveted-and you knew that a 
personality was with you. 

"Very well, Miss Jenson, I'll see the 
gentleman." 

Not until she had again retired did 
Frank Brewster speak--coldly. "I ought 
to throw you out. Maybe I will anyway. 
Be a pleasure. What do you want?" 

"Talk to you," said Mr. Maddox. 
"I'm busy." 
"Too busy to talk about Lia Hende ?" 
Mr. Maddox had taken a fat black cigar 

from the wide breast pocket of his linen 
coat. He softened it by rolling it slowly 
between vast fingers. The broad smile 
remained on his moon-like visage, and 
his eyes were bland and open as he 
watched Frank Brewster's haggard face 
tighten and harden. 

"I expected something like this today," 
Brewster clipped out. "And now that 
you've forced your way in, out you're 
going-" 

Maddox brought the black cigar up 
like a baton in a half warning gesture, 
and his smile did not abate. 

"Tough, ain't it, young man? But 
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you're taking it harder than I thought. 
And what does it get you? A headache, 
eh? Nothing but a headache. When 
you get· as old as I am, you won't champ 
at the bit." 

Brewster's anger brought out the fine 
lines of his face, the sweep of jawline up 
into lean cheeks. His black hair was 
moist and disheveled above his ftm�head, 
and he rumpled it still more with a sud
den stab of his finge�s. 

Mr. Maddox was correct, there was a 
difference in their ag-es, running to fifteen 
or twenty years. It was emphasized by 
the fine sprinkling of gray on Mr. Mad
dox's temples. 

THE steamer's whistle boomed dully 
once again along Canal Street, over

riding the dull cacophony ef traffic. 
Brewster lookee toward the window and 
a spasm of uncertainty passed across his 
face. For a moment he was again ob
livious to the room. 

Mr. Maddox chuckled. "That's the 
Toyo Maru, all right. Lia Hende's 
booked passage for the Orient on her, I 
hear. Oearing out for good. And too 
pretty to do it, if you ask me. She'll be 
wasted out there-even if she falls in love 
and gets married again." 

"I don't know why I don't throw you 
out," Brewster muttered, his mind stnt 
beyond the open window. 

"I didn't come here to be tossed out,'' 
said Mr. Maddox calmly. But he stopped 
smiling, puffed hard on the black cigar, 
squinted for a moment, and casually con
tinued : "Lia Hende didn't kill her hus
band, if you ask me. She's sucker-betting 
to run out on it now-and you're a chump 
to let her." 

Frank Brewster threw up his head. 
"What are you-a newspaperman?" 

"Me? Nix. And I haven't got a rec
ord at the State Identification Bureau 
either,'' said Mr. Maddox genially. "AU 
I've got's a bump of curiosity, mister, that 

gets me into trouble sometimes. Last 
night I decided it was time someone gave 
you an earful." 

"Get to the point, please." Brewster 
moistened his lips. Blue shadows lay 
under his eyes. He had the look of a 
man close to desperation. 

"The jury couldn't agree,'' said Mr. 
Maddox amiably. "The prosecutor evi
dently didn�t think he'd have any better 
luck with a second trial so he let her go." 

"And .tamned her with the guilt of her 
husband's death," said Brewster ex
plosively. "She'll never have a chance to 
prove she didn't kill Bill Hcmde. . • • 

Why the devil are you interested in the 
matter?" 

"Dough," said Mr. Madtiex cheerfully. 
"I don't understand." 
"You will when you're broke, son." 
"So you're broke?" Frank :Brewster 

eyed the big diamond. skeptiW1y. 
Mr. Maddox chuckled and lifted the 

vast hand on which the stone glinted. 
"I'm busted as I'll ever get, son. The 

chunk of ice is good for three thousand
maybe a little more-and when it's gone, 
Joe Maddox is through. This is the head
light, the high-sign that Joe Maddox can 
pay off. Without it he's only small 
change." 

"I still don't understand." 
"Write your own ticket. I'm a bookie. 

Get it?" 
"I'm afraid not." 
"For a young lawyer,'' Mr. Maddoot 

. sighed, "you're missing your bets. Over 
at the Fairgrounds, the old Iron Man 
gobbles the mutuel money from the suck· 
ers. But that only keeps the horses run
ing. That dough wouldn't buy bird 
seed. When you see the real customers 
laying it down in chunks, they aren't feed
ing the pari-mutuels. It'd murder the 
odds." 

Mr. Maddox admired the big diamond. 
"When I'm covering big money, I've 

got to look like important money. The 



10 Dime Detective Magazine 

old headlight does the trick. Everybody 
knows Joe Maddox's ring. I f  I hock it, 
they're wise I'm broke. And if I don't 
hock it now, or raise a bankroll quick, I'm 
sunk. Lia Rende has got plenty and so 
have you. I'm going to nick you for 
twenty-five grand cash-and make you 
like it, son." 

"Twenty-five thousand dollars?" Brew
ster repeated. "From me?" His laugh 
was short and hard. "Either you're 
crooked and should be arrested, or you 
think I'm a fool. Which makes you a 
fool. I haven't got twenty-five thousand. 
I'd keep it if I had.'' 

"If you could prove Lia Rende inno
cent?" said Mr. Maddox persuasively. 

"Why don't I throw him out?" Brew
ster's face wanted to know. "He's 
crooked and we both know it." 

But Brewster knew why. he didn't throw 
the man out-Mr. Maddox knew. Mr. 
Maddox was wrapped in self-assurance 
as enveloping as his loose linen coat, and 
his advice was genial. 

"Don't blow your top, son. The public 
knows the lady and you are friends. It 
was brought out at the trial. I had it 
straight from one of the reporters that 
you advised the defense, and brought 
Lobitz here from New York because he'd 
never lost a big case. And when I add all 
that up-" Mr. Maddox broke off at what 
he saw on Frank Brewster's face. "Never 
mind," he said. "Are you good for a 
twenty-five-grand loan if I can help you 

· prove the lady innocent?" 
"A loan?" 
Mr. Maddox reddened. "Think I'm try

ing to hi-jack you for twenty-five grand? 
This is business, son. Only a loan. Joe 
Maddox always pays off. But right now 
he's got to have a bankroll to keep going." 

"I see," said Brewster, without con
viction. "What do you know?" 

"Will you deal?" asked Mr. Maddox 
bluntly. "Ten thousand by midnight, to 
get me by, and the other fifteen when you 

get proof that will hold up in court?" 

THAT intangible radiation of assurance 
from Mr. Maddox enveloped Frank 

Brewster. He knew he was taking clever 
bait, and somehow it didn't matter. He 
didn't have ten thousand dollars, yet he 
was saying : "I'll advance you ten thou
sand by midnight if you can show me that 
much value. I'll have the other fifteen 
thousand the day Miss Rende is proved 
innocent. My word will have to do." 

The faint, almost imperceptible strain 
which had gripped Mr. Maddox rolled 
away now, and the chuckle that followed 
was full-throated and infectious. "That's 
good enough for me, son. But don't for
get I'm out to get that bankroll. I'm a 
has-been if I don't." 

· 

Mr. Maddox lighted the black cigar 
with a flourish, and the big diamond 
glinted coldly as he put the lighter away 
and started to speak. 

"Jack Rende was a vice-president of  
Panama-American Fruit, and made plenty 
of money. He'd been married six years, 
and his wife had never looked at another 
man-that they could prove. But some
thing was wrong. Rende had been losing 
weight, looking bad, acting like a man 
who was ready to blow his top because 
something was tearing him up inside. 
Friends knew he was quarreling with his 
wife. Eyewitnesses saw Rende comer 
you one night at the Parish Club and or
der you not to talk to his wife again." 

"He was drunk,'' said Brewster stiffly. 
"He'd been drinking," Mr. Maddox 

agreed cheerfully. "But things like that 
get around. People start wondering. And 
it did look funny when Rende was found 
with a bullet through his heart in a hotel 
room on the same floor where you were 
living at the time." 

"I'm still living there," reminded Brew
ster sharply. "Please come to the point!" 

"The point," said Mr. Maddox shrewd
ly, "is that you cashed in on fool luck 
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going to Shreveport that day, and return
ing all of thirty . minutes after the body 
was found. You had a cast-iron alibi. 
You couldn't have killed Hen de. Only 

·people always will think there's some
thing sour about an alibi. The police 
knew you couldn't have done it, so they 
let you alone. But the eyebrows stayed 
up. And when you were subpoenaed to 
the trial, and asked what Hende meant 
the night he told you not to speak to his 
wife, nobody much believed that your 
hands were lily-white. 

"And it was just tough luck that Mrs. 
Rende got out of the elevator on that floor 
a short time before her husband was 
killed. And it was tougher luck she 
didn't have any witnesses to the fact that 
she walked back downstairs without 
speaking to anyone up there on the sixth 
floor. Everybody got a lousy break all 
around," said Mr. Maddox sympathetical
ly. "And that's why I· hate to see Mrs. 
Rende bolting away from the grand
stand:" 

"The newspapers printed all that, Mr. 
Maddox. If that's all you know-" 

Mr. Maddox spoke comfortably past 
the black cigar, which was filling the 
office with a poisonous odor. 

"Rende played the horses as a sideline. 
That's what got: me to watching the case. 
I've covered his money too often." Mr. 
Maddox shook his head. "He was a bad 
loser, son. I don't like 'em. So I wasn't 
surprised one day at the track to hear 
this red-headed girl say, 'You'll be there 
tonight -:or else !' " 

"What red-headed girl?" 
The question leaped involuntarily from 

Frank Brewster. Startled, on fire with 
eagerness, he moved a step forward, and 
magic was at work on him. The haggard 
lines smoothed away from his face. 

MR. MADDOX eyed him quizzically. 
"Her name,'' he said, "is Jenny Ar

nold. She's as pretty as a witch and as 

wise as that queen of Sheba who went 
back to her own people. The one who had· 
the kingdom where King Solomon's mines 
were located, and took the gold and let 
King Solomon have his women. 

"She's an old sweetheart of a politician 
so high his name had better be left out 
of this. And if there's a smarter little 
lady north of the Gulf of Mexico, I haven't 
heard about her." 

"The Queen of Sheba and King Solo
mon's mines?" said Frank Brewster 
thoughtfully, eyeing his visitor. 

Mr. Maddox looked embarrassed. "I 
read a little, son. Don't mind my fancy 
talk Horses and betting odds are what 
I know." 

"This Jenny Arnold? What was she 
to Jack Rende?" 

"Maybe nothing," said Mr. Maddox. 
"She wouldn't talk to him like that if 

they weren't close." 
"I wondered myself," agreed Mr. Mad

dox. 
"She wasn't mentioned at the trial. No 

newspaper printed a word ·about her," 
said Frank Brewster impatiently. 

"I looked. That's right," agreed Mr. 
Maddox. 

"You knew this during the trial. You 
knew what Lia Rende was up against. 
Why didn't you come forward and say 
something?" 

Mr. Maddox chuckled again-a gar
gantuan chuckle that shook the loose-fit
ting linen suit. The big diamond winked 
and glinted like a coldly watchful eye 
on the fortunes of its wearer as Mr. Mad
dox tilted his wide-brimmed Panama to 
a rakish angle. 

"Why didn't I stand up on the club
house veranda and make a speech about 
it?" countered Mr. Maddox. "It wasn't 
any of my business, son. Mrs. Hende had 
her money and famous lawyers and pri
vate detectives. I'd take her bets and 
cover her handicapping-but I wouldn't 
put old Joe Maddox on the front pages of 



12 Dime Detective Magazine 

a mess like that, unless they had a rope 
around her neck and there was no more 
hope. It's dog eat dog, son, and a man 
has to look out for himself. But I went 
to the trial and wished her luck." 

Frank Brewster's lip curled. "And did 
nothing about it until you needed money." 

"Have it your way," said Mr. Maddox 
agreeably. "There's my openers for your 
money. Jenny Arnold - and you can't 
beat her-and what are you going to 
do?" 

Frank Brewster returned to the win
dow. His back was stiffly straight and 
the hand in his pocket was clenched. Be
hind him the quizzical Mr. Maddox 
would have been wise indeed could he 
have guessed all that was passing through 
his mind. 

How could a stranger be trusted who 
came offering such a fantastic story for 
money in the thousands ?  How far could 
hope be stretched when hope already was 
an infinitesimal thread ? 

Once more, from its river dock half a 
mile down Canal Street, the Toyo Maru's 
whistle boomed in a quivering blast of 
farewell. Frank Brewster spun from the 
window. 

"Wait here I" he said feverishly. "I'll 
be back.'� 

CHAPTER TWO 

A TICket to the Races 

M
EN were waiting on the crowded dock 

to cast off the great looped mooring 
ropes. Watchful Japanese officers stood 
alertly in the bridge wing. Several last
minute visitors were hurrying ashore, 
where the gay crowd of spectators waited 
for the Toyo Maru's departure. Sailors 
were ready to move the gangplank and 
break the last contact with shore as Brew
ster plowed through the crowd, ducked 
under a restraining rope, elbowed aside 
a shrilly protesting little brown officer and 

went aboard the ship with long strides. 
Passengers, mostly American it seemed, 

were crowding the rails of the upper 
decks. The neat 'tween-decks lounge just 
beyond the head of the gangway was al
most deserted. A ship's officer, backed by 
two seamen, was watching at the gang
way head. 

"Plis-you passenger ? Show proof, 
plis, quickly. Not time lose, plis." 

Brewster turned so violently the wor
ried little J ap fell back a step. 

"I want Mrs. Hende I She's booked in 
B-sixteen. Where is it ?" 

"No visitors, plis I No time visit I" 
"Damn you !" said Brewster. "Where's 

B-sixteen ?" 
And then she appeared-hurrying down 

from the deck above. 
"Frank-what. is it ? I was at the rail 

when you came aboard." 
She had been photographed and written 

about and the trial had put her on a cruel 
stage for all the world to see. Brewster 
winced when he saw the shadows under 
her eyes and the tragic soberness which 
had fallen like a cool mist over a face 
that once had seldom been without a 
smile. The story of her ordeal was there 
in the change that had left her fragile, 
delicate and heartbreakingly tragic to one 
who had known the gayety and bubbling 
spirits of the old Lia Hende. 

Brewster waved the frantic little Jap 
officer away. 

"Get your baggage put ashore, Lia, if 
there's time. If there isn't tell 'em to ship 
it back from Colon. You're coming 
ashore. You can't go now." 

She was frightened, and it was a fright 
of the spirit, followed by quick rebellion. 

"No, Frank ! I didn't think you'd do 
this ! We settled everything I You prom
ised you wouldn't come to the ship. I'm 
going, of course-but if you hadn't come 
I'd have cried all the way down to the 
Gulf. I've been at the rail for an hour, 
hoping you'd weaken." 
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They stepped into the deserted lounge 
away from the curious crowd of passen
gers on deck. 

"I didn't weaken. Something has come 
up. I 've just been talking to a man in my 
office. He offered some hope. Not much 
- but it's somethinr. There's a red
headed girl-Jenny .Artlold. Did you ever 
hear J ac:k speak of her?" 

"No. And this is msane, Frank. What 
about her ? Was--was there an affair no 
one knew about ?" 

"I don't know. We've got to find out. 
You can't leave until we do know, Lia. 
I was a fool to agree that this was the 
best way." 

She smiled faintly. "An understanding 
fool, Frank. The kind a woman never 
forgets." 

Then the swift terror that shrinks from 
further hurt sprang into Lia Rende's dark 
eyes, under the darker lashes. 

"I'm going, Frank. There's no ·other 
way. They'll always talk. I 'll never get 
away from it. They're saying it now : I 
killed him because of you. It's almost 
made me hate you-to think that because 
we were friends thai has to follow us
follow me always. I 'm going-and I'll 
be forgotten-and I'll forget." 

He was miserable and stubborn. "We 
know it's a lie ! We know we're OBly 
casual friends. Running away won't 
prove it to anyone. But if you stay-if 
there's a chance of finding who killed 
Hende-why then you can go, and it 
won't be running. That's all I want now 
-a chance to prov� the truth." 

She searched his face. "Do you-is 
there a chance, Frank ?" 

"Of course ! Would I be here if there 
weren't ? You won't regret it, Lia." He 
was frantically urgent, convincing. 

HER decision came in a breathless .rush, 
like a blind plunge into shadows, ter

ror of which would stop her if she paused 
to think. 

"Have the bags in my stateroom put 
ashore," she ordered the frantic little Jap 
officer. "And my trunks, if they can be 
gotten out of the hold I" 

"Plis, yes, can do now bags I Not 
trunks until Panama ! You go ashore, 
plis ? T oyo M aru leave ! Captain so 
anger, yes I Toyo M aru going now, plis !" 

He machine-gunned Japanese at one of 
the natty seamen, who dashed away. Then 
he herded them toward the gangway, . 
bowing and chattering. 

"They'll bold your bags on the dock," 
said Brewster. "You can send for them 
later. Let's get out of here before some
one recognizes tts." 

The thought had come too late. When 
they stepped off the gangway they were 
the cynosure of all eyes. A young man 
ducked under the rope to intercept them 
and a second man thrust out a newspaper 
camera and got his picture. 

"What happened, Mr. Brewster? Why 
isn't Mrs. Hende leaving as she planned ? 
Is it a romance ?" 

Brewster's strai�ht-arm jab knocked the · 
reporter back into the rope. 

Together they ran into the great 
shadowy interior of the dockshed, where 
there was quiet, and peace of a sort for the 
moment. But the thing they were running 
from could not be left outside, could not 
be downed by knocking a man back into 
the crowd. It followed them through the 
pungent dockshed, into the white sunlight 
on the other side, where Brewster's taxi 
was still waiting. 

The sick pressure of it was on Lia 
Rende's face as she sank back in the cab, 
panting and white. She stared unseeingly_ 
at the driver's back as he rushed the taxi 
away. 

"They found out I was leaving," she 
said woodenly. "They were on board for 
an hour trying to get an interview." 

"You mustn't let it worry you, Lia." 
"I know I shouldn't, Frank, but I

I can't help it. It's a nightmare that fol-
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lows me everywhere. Even in bed, asleep. 
It's like invisible fingers pointing, accus
ing, insisting I'm guilty. I'll break if it 
doesn't stop. I can stand just so much
and I'm near the limit!" 

Brewster reached for her hand ; it was 
hot, feverish. He spoke huskily. "It's 
been too much-but there's hope now. 
Can't you think about that? Some hope 
-finally?" 

Her stiff lips managed a smile. "I'm 
clutching it like someone in the death
house waiting for a reprieve. If I were 
really guilty, Frank, I'd be armored . . • •  

I don't know where to go now. I'll be 
hounded at the hotels, and I won't con· 
sider friends." 

"My aunt Henrietta will be glad to have 
you. Intruders at her house will have a 
rude surprise. But first I want you to 
meet this man at my office. You'll feel 
better after talking to him." 

wHILE they were being whisked aloft 
in the elevator Brewster experienced 

a moment of sudden uncertainty. Sup
pose the astonishing Mr. Maddox, whose 
presence radiated something close to hyp
notism, had hoaxed him. Suppose it was 
all a trick, or that there was really no 
hope. Then this girl beside him would 
only be hurt further by her hasty flight 
off the T oyo M aru. 

In the corridor outside the suite of law 
offices they met Tom Miller, second junior 
of the four partners in Brewster's firm. 

"Er-how do you do?" said Miller, 
smiling to cover startled embarrassment. 
"Fine morning, isn't it?" he added hastily, 
and continued on down the hall. 

Brewster's partners were all aware of 
the situation. They'd been decent, even to 
the point of refusing his resignation to 
save possible un favorable publicity for 
the firm. They'd understood his friend
ship with Lia Hende which made her a 
prospective client, caught him up in her 
tragedy before her case had been accepted. 

Quite correctly, with the trial ending 
in a hung jury and a dismissal, her deci
sion to travel in the Orient made the 
other partners feel they had seen the 
end of the matter. Now Brewster couldn't 
blame Miller for being startled. 

But that didn't matter now. Nothing 
mattered but Lia Hende and the startling 
Mr. Maddox, and the hope that Maddox 
was right. 

Miss Jenson, in the reception-room, was 
too perfectly trained to reveal her 
thoughts. "Mr. Maddox left a note on 
your desk, Mr. Brewster," she said. 

"Is he gone?" 
Miss Jenson nodded. "I think he used 

the telephone. He seemed in a hurry." 
"When did he leave ?" 
"About ten minutes after you went out." 
"Did he say anything else?" 
"He only mentioned the note," said 

Miss Jenson primly. 
"I see. Er-very well." 
Lia waited until they were in the office. 

"Is something wrong?" 
"No, of course not. I did ask him to 

wait, but I shouldn't have been so certain 
he'd be here. Maybe this will explain." 

The envelope on the blue desk blotter 
was addressed in firm strokes. Brew
ster used the letter opener, glanced at the 
note inside. 

Hope you were in time to coax the lady 
back. A ticket for the races will be at 
window No. 1 in your name. Use it this 
afternoon. Alone. 

Maddox. 
P.S. Ten by midnight. 

Relief gave Brewster the quick lift of 
heady wine. He handed Lia the note. 
"There's a sample of the fellow." 

She read the note. "What is he up to, 
Frank?" 

"Well-" 
"You don't know," said Lia, looking 

up. 
"Not in detail." 
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"Who is he, Frank ?'' 
Brewster hesitated, then told the truth. 

No less than the truth about Maddox 
would do now. 

"He's a race-track bookmaker. The 
betting here is pari-rJutuel, you know. 
Maddox must be operating illegally. He's 
probably a shifty character, but we've 
tried everything else. This may be the 
answer." 

"You believe it's the answer, don't you, 
Frank ?" 

"I wou)dn't have come to the boat if I 
hadn't been certain it was the right thing 
to do." 

Lia nodded. "What does h1s postscript 
mean ? Ten by midnight!" 

"Maddox's humor, I suppose." 
She returned the note with the ghost 

of a smile. "Sidestepped that one, didn't 
you ?" 

"Did I ?" asked Brewster. "Let's go 
to Aunt Henrietta's. I 'll have your bags 
sent there." 

CHAPTER THREE 

Mr. Maddox Lunches With the Law 

Q
N THE broad sweep of Canal Street 

the midday sun was hot and bright. 
Royal Street, running off Canal into the 
old French Quarter, grimy with the patina 
of centuries, was narrow, shadowy, mel
low, though noisy with the noontime rush. 

Hurried clerks, absorbed businessmen, 

intent shoppers, gaping tourists jostled 
the commanding bulk of Mr. Maddox on 
the narrow sidewalk. Exhaust fumes 
from automobiles moving bumper to 
bumper in the street assaulted his nostrils. 
A large-bosomed lady with a red face 
jammed a cardboard box in his stomach 
as she elbowed to a taxi, and Mr. Maddox 
continued to smile as he plowed leisurely 
ahead. 

A well-dressed, heavily tanned man 
stepped out and touched Mr. Maddox's 
arm. "I was just going to telephone you, 
Maddox. Will you take a thousand on 
Bulgar Jim in the fourth ?" 

"Two thousand if you like him, Hay
den," said Mr. Maddox genially. 

"A thousand is enough." 
"You're on," said Mr. Maddox. "Bul

gar Jim will have a heavy play. The 
price won't be so hot." 

"I 'll have a profit." 
"Here's hoping you do, Hayden." 
The big diamond glinted as Mr. Mad

dox lifted his hand in salute and walked 
on. 

Two dozen steps away he was inter
cepted by a thin, nervous-looking young 
man whose straw hat was canted at a 
rakish angle. 

"Hello, Joe. Just the guy I wanted to 
see. Here's seven C's hot for Bogart 
in the sixth." 

A chill entered Mr. Maddox's bland 
blue eyes. The smile left his merry, 
moon-like face. 

* * 
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"There's rat poison out," said Mr. Mad
dox coldly. "Better scuttle back into your 
hole, Kilburn." 

"Now listen, pal, is that any way to 
treat seven C's ? Take a look. It's good 
in ·any bank. Are you out for business or 
ain't you ?" 

"If it was gold," said Mr. Maddox, 
"and I could spend it around the corner, 
I wouldn't take it from you or that bunch 
of gonofs you hang with. Scram, you 
little shyster, before I 'm seen talking to 
you and have to be disinfected !" 

Red with indignation, Mr. Maddox 
stalked on, but he was quickly smiling 
again when he paused at the doorway of 
Dirk's Oy:ster Bar and fumbled in his 
pocket for one of the thick black cigars. 

A wizened little man with a lavender
striped collar and rainbow necktie was 
loitering at one side of the doorway. His 
glance crossed Mr. Maddox's face. He 
winked, and walked away. 

Mr. Maddox was only smiling as he 
entered the Oyster Bar, but he was pos
itively beaming as he paused by the booth 
where Detective-lieutenant Kraft was 
leisurely finishing a dozen on the half
shell. 

"The same," said Mr. Maddox to a 
waiter who paused. He eased his bulk 
into the booth with some difficulty. "And 
the check is on me, Herman. How are 
you ?" 

LIEUTENANT KRAFT speared his 
tenth oyster with the fork and paused 

. to eye the big glinting diamond on Mr. 
Maddox's vast hand. 

"The nerve of you," said Lieutenant 
Kraft. "Trying to bribe the law with an 
oyster, are you ? The checks are Dutch. 
How are you, Joe ? Still in the money, 
I see. I suppose I'll have to go after 
you again this year." 

Mr. Maddox chuckled. "Are you mak
ing insinuations to the legit owner of one 
of the better racing-stables ?" 

Lieutenant Kraft swallowed the oyster 
and grimaced. "I heard you still owned 
Lulu Belle and Kopper King this year, 
Joe, but don't brag about it. Those two 
platers aren't race-horses. They're four
legged oat-bags that would break the heart 
of every handicapper in the grandstand 
if they ever did better than fourth." 

"Kopper King," said Mr. Maddox se
verely, "is only three sires away from War 
King. That rates him all the oats he can 
eat." 

"And so does the fact that his owner 
can wear an owner's badge at the track," 
grinned Lieutenant Kraft. "But that'll 
boomerang on you one of these days, Joe, 
when you're caught making a book. By 
me, I hope. And what jail grub will do to 
that waistline of yours is a crying shame." 

The waiter brought a platter of opened 
oysters. Mr. Maddox beamed at them. 
"Have your little joke, Herman. How 
many years have you been insulting me ?" 

"Since we went mutuel· down here," 
said Lieutenant Kraft wryly. "But your 
luck can't last, Joe." 

"Luck," said Mr. Maddox wistfully as 
he dashed pepper sauce into the cocktail 
sauce. "Luck is a beautiful thing, Her
man. And that reminds me of a funny 
dream I had last night. I dreamed that 
a nag named Bulgar Jim was due to start 
at a mile this afternoon at odds so short 
they'd probably be criminal." 

"Yeah ?" said Lieutenant Kraft sar
castically. "Bulgar Jim goes the favor
ite in the fourth today at a mile. Are you 
sure you weren't talking your book over 
in your sleep and wondering wh�re you 
could lay off some of the heavy rr • .Jney ?" 

Mr. Maddox closed his eyes and sa
vored the first bivalve. His eyes were 
blue and bland when they opened. 

"I dreamed, Herman, that the jockey 
was all right and the stable was all right, 
but if Bulgar Jim won at those bob
tailed odds he'd have to have something 
besides a sudden shortage of wind. Hell 
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of a funny dream, wasn't it, Herman ?" 
"Short wind ?" repeated Lieutenant 

Kraft alertly. · 

Lieutenant Kraft drummed blunt fin
ger-ends lightly on the table. "Somebody 
sponging, Joe ?" he questioned softly. 

Mr. Maddox shrugged. "I haven't seen 
any sponges. But you know, Herman, 
how I'd feel about any rats who'd put a 
sponge up a good horse's nostrils to cut 
off his wind when he needs it most in a 
hard race." 

Lieutenant Kraft cursed eloquently un
der his breath. "Some of the dirtiest 
skunks God ever let loose on the world 
get around this racing-game. And rub 
elbows with some of the whitest men." 

"Speaking of skunks," said Mr. Mad
dox casually. "I saw a first-class skunk 
last night. Fellow by the name of Rube 
Johnson." 

"Is that grifter in town ?" asked 
Lieutenant Kraft ominously. "Where'd 
you see him ?" 

"I heard," murmured Mr. Maddox, lift
ing the second oyster, "that Rube was 
staying at the Montpelier Hotel under 
the name of Atkins . . . .  M mmmmmm. 
Marvelous oysters, Herman." 

Lieutenant Kraft picked up his check 
and slid out of the booth. "I'll be seeing 
you, Joe." 

Mr. Maddox chuckled. !'Good luck, 
Herman. 

THE noon editions had it in headlines, 
with the trial details rehashed, further 

interest in the case whipped up by clever 
writing, and a new mystery created 
around the sudden change in Lia Hende's 
plans. 

MRS. HENDE FLEES SHIP 

LAWYER RUSHES DEFENDANT 
ASHORE 

Spectacular renewal of interest in the 

Hende trial occurred just before noon when 

the sailing of the T oyo M aru was delayed 

by the last-minute decision of Mrs. Hende 

to remain in the United States. 

Frank Brewster, local attorney, who was 

cross-examined at the Hende trial regard

ing an alleged friendship with Mr. Hende, 
rushed aboard the Toyo Maru just before 

the gangplank was withdrawn. After a 

hurried conversation, Mrs. Hende accom
panied Brewster ashore. Both seemed to be 
laboring under strain. On the deck Brewster 

assaulted a reporter who attempted to ques

tion him. The couple fled in a waiting taxi. 
New developments in the Hende case are 
expected, including revived rumors of a 
romance . • • •  

Brewster sighed, folded the paper, 
walked around the cocner to the Gulf 
Exchange Bank, and had himself admitted 
to the steel fortress where his modest 
safe-deposit box was tiered with hundreds 
of others like it. He opened the receptacle, 
inspected a thin sheaf of stock certificates 
in a manila envelope, and took them up
stairs to the glassed-in office where old 
Peter J. Brewster sat in tight-lipped 
judgment behind a door marked Vice 
President. 

Old Peter J's bushy gray hair was chal
lenging and his smile held an element of 
ominous humor as he adjusted his nose
glasses and spoke across the big rosewood 
desk. 

"I'm surprised you found time to drop 
in today, nephew. Flattered, I might say. 
Everything going nicely ?" 

"Er--couldn't be better, sir." 
"No nerves ?" remarked Peter J. criti

cally. "Hmmm-you're holding up quite 
well." 

Brewster grinned wryly. "I see you've 
seen the newspapers." 

"Yes," said Peter J. dryly. 
"Most unfair. Quite uncalled for-" 
"Delightful publicity for the Brewsters, 

young man." 
"Uh-" 
"Well ?" 
"Sorry to bother you, sir. I need a bit 

of help." 
"I should say you need a mental exam· 
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ination," said Peter J. frankly. "I sup
pose it's about this Hende woman." 

"I didn't say so." 
"My error, nephew. What is it ?" 
"These shares in the bank-seventy-

three hundred dollars' worth at today's 
quotations. I've got to sell them." 

"Sell them?)} exclaimed Peter J. 
shocked into removing his glasses and 
staring. "Selling out of the bank ?" 

"It's necessary." 
"Hmmm-" Peter J. polished the 

glasses. "You won't have any trouble. 
The market is strong. Offer them through 
your broker." 

"I've got to have ten thousand." 
Peter J. replaced the glasses deliberate

ly. "Care to tell me about it ?" 
"You'd only say I was a fool." 
"You probably are," said Peter J., 

opening a drawer and taking out his 
checkbook. "No woman's worth what 
you're evidently letting yourself in for. 
And don't bother to tell me to mind my 
own business. I 'm not a fool even if I 
am an old fossil. Here's your ten thou
sand-and put those shares back into the 
vault. I'll ask you for them when I 
want them." 

"Thank you, sir." 
"Who asked for thanks ?" snapped 

Peter J. "When am I going to hear all 
about this ?" 

"Perhaps tonight-by midnight." 
"Won't stay up that late for any wom

an's troubles. Good-day, young man." 
Brewster cashed the check on his way 

out, �tuck the ten one-thousand-dollar 
bills in his wallet and drove out to the 
race-track. 

CHAPTER FOUR 

Bangtail Boomerang 

J
T WAS two years since Brewster had 

been to the races. He found himself 
oddly stimulated by the hurrying noisy 

crowd that was streaming into the club
house and grandstand, for in that crowd 
was anonymity and escape. 

At the ticket window there was a box 
seat in his name. Save for himself the 
box was empty. The other seats in it re
mained unoccupied as the rest of the 
grandstand rapidly filled. 

The thoroughbreds in the first race pa
raded before the grandstand, filed leisure
ly toward the starting-stalls halfway 
around the track. Brewster caught him
self watching the young woman in the ad
joining box. Her level, estimating glance 
had studied his face for a moment without 
a trace of expression to acknowledge his 
presence. 

Half a dozen different people had 
stopped to speak to her. She had smiled, 
exchanged greetings, invited no one to re
main in the box. Her self-possession was 
extraordinary. She was piquant, stun
ning, in a small hat, a smart suit. 

"They're off!)} 
The young woman remaint:d seated as 

thousands came to their feet. She seemed 
bored. As the leaders raced into the 
stretch and drove for the finish, she cov
ered a slight yawn and studied her pro
gram. 

The finish was clean. Results were 
quickly posted. The girl in the next box 
tore up several tickets and looked at her 
program again as the horses straggled 
back for unsaddling. 

A chuckle announced Mr. Maddox 
easing his bulk into the chair next to 
Brewster. 

"Sandyman takes it," said Mr. Maddox. 
"And th;>.t ought to show the customers 
what some goats can do when the price 
is right." 

The big diamond flashed as he dropped 
his hand on the box-railing and spoke to 
the young woman. · "Billy Doyle around 
today, Miss Arnold ?" 

Her hair was red, but somehow it hadn't 
registered. Startled, Brewster tried to 
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visualize her as a party to Jack Rende's 
death, as the Jenny Arnold who had 
warned Rende, "Tonight, or else." It 
was easier to link her with Maddox, to 
wonder if she were not working with 
Maddox in some intricate swindle built 
about Lia Rende. She shook her head 
to the question, and smiled. When she 
smiled she was as pretty as a witch, as 
Maddox had said. 

"Why don't you introduce your friend ?" 
she questioned. 

"I was wondering," chuckled Maddox 
and performed the amenities. 

Jenny Arnold's eyes were dancing. 
"Mr. Frank Brewster ?" she inquiried. 

"You've been reading the newspapers," 
Brewster charged. 

"Guilty," assented Jenny Arnold. 
"You're a celebrity. And I 'm curious as 
to why you brought Mrs. Rende off that 
ship." 

"New evidence," said Mr. Maddox cas
ually. 

"Oh, I hope so ! I thought she was 
innocent." The enthusiasm seemed spon
taneous. "I'm bored," said Jermy Arnold 
with engaging frankness. "Come over 
in my box and talk. I'll not ask questions 
about Mrs. Rende." 

"Horses,'' said Mr. Maddox as they 
made the change, "are safer. Don't waste 
your time trying to pump Brewster. What 
do you like in the second ?" 

"Nothing," said Jenny Arnold. 
"What does Billy Doyle like ?" 
"If I knew I wouldn't tell you." 
"They call him Lucky Doyle," ex-

plained Mr. Maddox to Brewster. "The 
horses he backs have a way of winning." 
Maddox sounded faintly ironical. 

Jenny Arnold was merry about it. 
''Why back anything but a winner ?" 

"Tell me some day," said Mr. Maddox. 
"And that reminds me I have to see a man 
who thinks he knows a winner. Watch 
your step, Brewster. Miss Arnold will 
have all your secrets." 

THE bugle blew as the horses in the 
second race left the paddock. Brew

ster wondered what his companion was 
thinking. He knew now that Maddox 
had put him in the next box -so he could 
casually meet this girl. But it was too 
elaborately successful. Her prompt invi
tation had been too pat. If they were 
working as a team, they were clumsy 
about it. He waited for a cue. 

She asked : "Are you betting on this 
race ?" 

"I don't know enough about them." 
"And you're a friend of Joe Maddox ?" 
"Just an acquaintance." 
She nodded understandingly. "He 

seems to know everyone. I 've heard he 
can show up at any large track in the 
country with that big diamond ring and 
wide smile and have old friends ready to 
do business with him the first day. They 
say he's covered a quarter of a million 
without blinking an eye. And that, in case 
you don't know, Mr. Brewster, is big play 
for any man who always works alone." 

"You seem to like him." 
"More than he likes me, I have an 

idea," said Jenny Arnold with a remi
niscent smile. "I don't think Joe Maddox 
approves of me." 

Behind them the crowded grandstand 
erupted once more as the horses broke 
from the barrier. Mr. Maddox did uot 
return. 

They talked through the third race and 
i f  there was anything suspicious about 
Jenny Arnold, it was in the increasing 
frequency with which she glanced at the 
exquisite little platinum watch on her 
slender wrfst. 

The horses paraded for the fourth 
race, and Mr. Maddox's face was beam
ing and -moon-like as he returned. 
"They've run Bulgar Jim down under 
even money," he remarked, studying the 
odds board. "And if he wins, I still take 
it on the chin. Pick me another to root 
for, Miss Arnold." 
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"Try Sir David." 

''He's as good as any, I suppose," said 

Maddox with resignation. "But he hasn't 

got a chance against Bulgar Jim . • . •  

Look at that Balkan rascal bully the 
starter. He's full of fire today." 

"I like Sir David," insisted Jenny 
Arnold. 

"Not a chance,'' said Mr. Maddox 
again. 

"Three thousand says he has," said 
Jenny Arnold suddenly. 

"Kidding me ?" 
"Will you take it ?" 
"Are you serious ?" 
''Of course." 
"It's a bet," said Mr. Maddox. 

He made a memorandum in a little 
notebook, and the line of thoroughbreds 
broke suddenly from the barrier. They 
leaned forward intently to watch the rush 
around the turn. 

The announcer's voice rasped through 
the amplifying horns : "It's Sir David by 
a length at the quarter, Clarewood second 
by half a length, Jellicoe third, Bulgar 
Jim fourth . • .  There comes Jellicoe into 
second place . . . .  Bulgar Jim i$ moving 
up . . . .  It's still Sir David by a length 
and a half . . . .  Now it's Sir David, Clare
wood and Bulgar Jim on the turn. . . . 
Jellicoe fourth by three lengths coming 
into the stretch . . . .  Bulgar Jim is mov
ing up. . . . It's Bulgar Jim in second 
place by a length and a half . . . " 

A hoarse roar began to roll out of the 
grandstand for the favorite. 

"Bulgar Jim . . .  Come on, you Bulgar 
Jim . . . .  " 

Brewster was on his feet also, watch
ing with fascination the beautiful sight of 
a trim, game thoroughbred coming from 
behind in the punishing stretch-run. Sir 
David's jockey was using the whip. But 
now his triumphant run to the front had 
stopped. He was imperceptibly dropping 
back. 

Brewster stole a look at Jenny Arnold. 

Her face was pale. Her lower lip was 
caught tightly between her teeth, and her 
small hands were clenched- as she stood 
rigidly beside him, eyes fixed intently on 
the track. 

A fourth man stepped into the box. 
Brewster's quick glance over his shoul
der saw a slender handsome man with a 
small waxed mustache, who was biting 
hard on a dead cigar as he stared past 
them at the stretch. Brewster looked back 
at the track. 

The announcer had stopped. The 
massed roar of a thousand voices was 
sweeping out of the grandstand. That 
drive of Bulgar Jim was a sight to catch 
at the heart, to tighten the throat. 

His legs were short and his chest not 
overly thick, so that he lacked the long 
clean lines of the usual thoroughbred, yet 
he was running now like a brf'JWn ghost, 
lightly, cleanly, without a great show of 
effort. Instant by instant be was running 
faster, some inner reservoir of power 
pouring increasing speed that seemed to 
have no limit. . . .  Now his nose drew up 
by Sir David's tail, then moved up to the 
saddle . .  , • 

SIR DAVID'S jockey was whipping 
furiously. Bulgar Jim had not felt the 

touch of a whip. But the wire was close 
now, uncomfortably close. The whip came 
down lightly on Bulgar Jim, and it was 
as if a powerful spring had been released, 
as if that hidden reservoir of power boiled 
suddenly out in a blinding cascade of 
speed that brushed Sir David aside, cata
pulted the little brown horse toward the 
finish line. 

Bulgar Jim was half a length in the 
lead and going away fast as they flashed 
under the wire. Jenny Arnold's shoulders 
slumped and the life and fire that had 
been behind her boredom was suddenly 
gone. She turned, saw the man who had 
entered the box, and her look was 
stricken. 
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"Well, Billy," she said, "that-that cost 
me three grand." 

Mr. Maddox smilingly saluted the new
comer. "Hello, Doyle. Great race, wasn't 
it ? You can't beat that little fellow for a 
stretch-runner." 

Doyle nodded silently. His eyes were 
on Jenny Arnold, and his face had the set 
wooden look of a man used to bottling up 
his emotions. But his voice was wire-hard 
with strain. 

"You lost three grand ?'' he asked 
Jenny Arnold. 

"Maddox carried me for three thou
sand on Sir David just before the race 
started." 

A little muscle was jumping in the 
right side of Doyle's jaw. It might have 
meant anything. His face remained wood
en as his eyes went to the broad smiling 
face of Mr. Maddox. 

"Not worried about your money, are 
you, Maddox ?" 

"Any time at all," said Mr. Maddox 
genially. 

Doyle's glance flicked to Brewster. His 
eyes were glassy-blue and expressionless, 
like an opaque window over the ' emotions 
behind. "I don't place your friend," he 
said. 

Another of those gargantuan chuckles 
welled from the depths of Mr. Maddox's 
ample frame. 

"You must have been too busy to read 
the news at lunch, Doyle. Brewster's the 
lawyer who brought Mrs. Hende off the 
Toyo Maru boat just before she sailed 
today. You know the lady-she g�t a 
hung jury the other day. The story was 
plastered all over the front pages at 
noon." 

Doyle nodded. "I read it. Is the Hende 
case going to be reopened, Mr. Brew
ster ?" 

"It's hard to say." 
"Go to the race! often ?" 
"I'm usually too busy," said Brewster 

truthfully. 

Doyle looked at his wrist watch. "Bet
ter come along with me, Jenny, and get 
that three grand for Maddox. I'm due 
back downtown." 

She was almost meek about it, meek 
and troubled as she nodded agreement. 
As they were leaving the box Doyle turned 
to Mr. Maddox. "Just before I came out 
to the track I heard the cops had pinched 
Rube Johnson for something. Heard any
thing about it ?" 

"I'll have a drink to celebrate," said 
Maddox promptly. "They should give 
that low-down solitary. He's worse than 
the plague. I wondered if Johnson was 
around town when a heel named Kilburn 
tried to place a bet with me at noon. Kil
burn didn't know it, but I saw him palling 
with Rube Johnson at Bowie last fall." 

Doyle grinned thinly. "Johnson must 
have burned you." 

"Plenty." 
"I 'll be seeing you," said Doyle, follow· 

ing Jenny Arnold. 

�EN Doyle was beyond earshot, 
- Maddox said : "Never mind sitting 
down, son, you can leave now." 

Brewster regarded him irritably. "Who 
said I wanted to leave ? What good did 
all this do ?" 

Mr. Maddox squinted. He was smiling. 
His good humor was a vast and envelop
ing aura that put suspicion to shame. If 
the past minutes had been acting, the act
ing had been done by experts so skillful 
that no false note could be detected. 

"What good did it do, son ?" said Mr. 
Maddox. "It's all to the good, all to the 
good. I couldn't have asked for a better 
break-and three grand profit on top. I'll 
bet Billy Doyle could cut her pretty 
throat." 

"Are you going to collect three thou
sand dollars from her just on the strength 
of that idle bet ?" asked Brewster skep
tically. 

"I've paid out better than a hundred 



22 Dime Detective Magazine 

thousand with no more to go on," said 
Mr. Maddox casually. "I don't deal with 
welchers, son. Jenny Arnold will pay up. 
It'll have to come from Doyle, I guess. 
She must be bus�ed or she'd have dealt 
me a check and laughed it off. And by 
the looks of Doyle's face, it's going to 
come hard to hand it out. But he can't af
ford not to come through." 

Mr. Maddox seemed vastly amused 
about somethi�. 

"Who is this man Doyle ? What is he 
to Miss Arnold ?" asked Brewster sus
piciously. 

Maddox glowed at him, " Nice fellow, 
isn't he, son ?" 

"He seemed all right. There's some
thing about him though." 

"Aye," said Me. Maddox with quick 
sobriety. "Something about him. His 
father was a wealthy man, and still has 
his millions, for what good they do him. 
But not his racing-stable. It's gone, to · 
the last sweet yearling, and the barns 
themselves that were torn down and 
hauled away, and two thousand acres of 
bluegrass pasture around them plowed up 
and sewn in wheat the month Doyle was 
first caught pulling a crooked trick with 
his father's horses. 

"Doyle was a wonder with horses," 
said Mr. Maddox, "like his father before 
him and the grandfather who died before 
his heart could be broken like the heart of 
Doyle's father was. They knew horses, 
son. It was in the blood. From the cradle 
they had it drilled into them that men 
were put on this earth to love horses and 
honor women. Doyle had it all, and 
through it the rotten streak nobody sus
pected, until he was caught taking the 
honor away from good horses to use in 
his own dirty schemes. He was rotten 
when he didn't have to be rotten, and 
crooked when there was no cause for it, 
and the day his father realized the truth, 
he broke up the racing-stable, and cut 
Doyle off with ten thousand on condition 

that he never use his right name again. 
The father's in New York now in his 
offices and clubs, and he never speaks 
about a horse or the son he once had. 

"You'll find Doyle, sooner or later, 
around every big track in the country, 
and when he isn't in sight, he's apt to be 
near. He's still living with the ponies and 
using thein for his own dirty ends. Some 
of the money he makes comes from his 
knowledge of horses, but most of it comes 
from the cleyer scheming side of him that 
would rather do a dirty trick than an 
honest one. That's Billy Doyle, son. 
There's no shame in his heart and dirt 
where he walks. And today some of his 
dirtiness blackened his own face, and his 
bankroll is hurt badly if I know anything 
about the man. If I never make another 
dollar again I 'll have the j oy of it to roll 
under my tongue for the rest of my mor
tal life.'� 

MR. MADDOX jerked one of the thick 
cigars from. his breast pocket and bit 

off the end with ·a savage twist, scowling 
with the turn of his thoughts. Frank 
Brewster took a deep breath and his last 
suspicion of Mr. Maddox vanished. No 
man who could speak like that could be 
suspected. 

"That's quite ·a history," Brewster said. 
"Do many people know it ?" 

"No," said Mr. Maddox. "But I've 
been around tracks a long time, son. I 
know it, and Doyle doesn't know I know 
it." 

"What happened tooay ? Do�s Doyle 
have any connection with this man John
son who was arrested ?" 

"I couldn't prove it," said Mr. Maddox. 
"And neither could you, and neither can 
the police. But Rube Johnson is one of 
the smoothest horse-wreckers in the game, 
son. He can hypo a plater and make a 
stake-horse out of him so neatly that the 
saliva tests will miss it half the time. 
Johnson looks like a weasel, and he's as 
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cunning as a weasel, and he can get to a 
horse in an honest stable and wreck him 
so that the trainer himself won't have any 
idea what's happened until the race is lost. 
And Doyle makes his money betting on 
sure things. And if he can lay out money 
all over the country on a horse that 
doesn't rate a win, and will pay big on a 
win, and then make sure, no other good 
horse in the race stands a chance of com
ing in ahead, then he collects heavy." 

A great light broke over Brewster. 
"Bulgar Jim wasn't supposed to win the 
last race," he said. "Doyle was betting on 
Sir David to win-and Miss Arnold was 
so certain Sir David would win, she 
couldn't resist the chance to bet with you. 
And something happened and Bulgar Jim 
unexpectedly won--and Doyle lost heav
ily." 

Maddox nodded approvingly. "Now 
you're catching on, son. Bulgar Jim was 
the favorite. No horse in the race could 
take him honestly. But a veterinary found 
Bulgar Jim's nostrils plugged with 
sponges that would have blocked his 
breathing and brought him in at the end 
of the field. Bulgar Jim should have been 
disqualified. The sponges were removed 
and nothing was said, and he went in to 
win. All the dough that had been laid off 
around the country on Sir David went 
down the drain pipe." Maddox half 
closed his eyes. "And Doyle is out scout
ing for money to cover Jenny Arnold's 
bet." 

"So she's crooked too ?" 
"Don't blame her too· much, son. She's 

looking out for herself, and half mad over 
Doyle, and they've made big money since 
they met. The rich suckers she's brought 
in for Doyle to pluck would bring a shine 
to the eyes of every con-man in the coun
try." 

"You had something to do with Bulgar 
Jim's winning that race and with John
son's arrest," Brewster guessed. 

"Did I ?" said Mr. Maddox blandly. 

"What about that ten grand Bulgar Jim's 
win cost me ? Too many of my customers 
knew he'd win." 

"I have the money-if you can earn it." 
"Rube Johnson's been arrested," said 

Mr. Maddox. "Doyle was cleaned on But
gar Jim. Mrs. Rende gave up her trip 
abroad. Her lawyer came to the track 
and met Jenny Arnold. All that means 
something." 

"What does it mean ?" 
Mr. Maddox was not worried about 

money. You could see that he had all the 
prosperity and assurance in the world. 
"We can't do all this in an hour, son. Let 
me know where I can get you after your 
office closes." 

"I'll go to my aunt's home. Mrs. Rende 
is there. Here's the telephone number and 
address." Brewster wrote on the back of 
a card. "Where can I get you if I want 
you ?" 

"Call my name on Royal Street just off 
Canal, and someone will probably tell 
you," chuckled Mr. Maddox. "Or tele
phone the Montpelier." 

Brewster suspected as he left that he 
ought to feel foolish. He had come as or
dered and been blandly dismissed. He 
had no idea whatever of what was hap
pening behind Mr. Maddox's broaGi smil
ing face. 

The man was of another world, where 
torts and briefs and a knowledge of the 
law and courts were little help. But he 
knew every nook and cranny of that stra
tum where sleek nervous thoroughbreds, 
wealthy sportsmen, gamblers, touts, han
gers-on were at home. Apparently it was 
in that sphere the solution to Brewster's 
problem was going to lie. 

CHAPTER FIVE 

The Hour of Murder 

THE fifth race was coming up. Lines 
were forming at the mutuel· windows 

under the grandstand. No one paid any 
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attention to Brewster as he walked 
through the deserted grandstand toward 
the long ranks of parked automobiles. He 
:was thinking of Lia Hende and the ques
tion that would be in her eyes when he 
returned. Then he saw Jenny Arnold and 
Lia Hende left his thoughts. 

She was sitting in a cream-calored 
roatlster trimmed with gleaming chrom
ium. The lowered top added sleekness to 
the smooth luxury of the expensive car. 
She was bareheaded now, and the waning 
sun caught reedish-gold tints in the boy
ish curls that had been half concealed un
der her hat. 

She looked very small in the big seat, 
very smart and dashing, but the handker
chief she was dabbing at her eyes was 
damp as Brewster approached. 

She balled the handkerchief out of sight 
in her hand as he said : "This is luck. I 
thought you were gone for good." 

The tears were betrayed by the damp 
red of her eyes--and some of the reason 
for tears was visible in the angry red 
fingermarks on her left wrist. Those 
marks had not been there in the grand
stand. Someone had gripped her wrist 
cruelly until the pain must have been 
intense. Doyle, of course. Brewster re
membered the threat that had lain back of 
the man's strained voice and glassy eyes. 

But Jenny Arnold's hurt now was 
deeper than those visible marks. She said : 
"This isn't luck. I was just leaving. I'm 
sorry. It was nice to have seen you, Mr. 
Brewster. ·Good-bye." 

She reached for the ignition key. 

"Wait," said Brewster. "You're afraid 
of Doyle, aren't you ? Afraid to be seen 
talking to me. Why ?" 

He saw the fear then. It passed like a 
dark shadow over her face. But she did 
not deny it-merely paused, watching 
him. 

"Where is Doyle ?" asked Brewster. 
"Gone," she said, "to get three thou

sand dollars." 

NEVER had he realized one sentence 
could hold so much contempt. This 

was a gift from the gods, this girl hurt, 
humiliated, shaken in her feeling for the 
man. 

Like a good lawyer Brewster pressed 
the advantage. 

'"'You knew Jack Hende." 
She hesitated, anfl nodded. 
"You knew him very well." 
"No," she denied, "not very well." 

"I believe otherwise." 
"Why ?" she challenged. 
"I can't tell you everything I know ... 
She smiled with an edge of bitterness. 

"You think I know something abeut Mr. 
Hende ?" 

"Don't you ?" 
"Then you did have a ticket in that 

box next to mine for some reason," she 
said. 

Brewster smiled slightly and said noth
mg. 

"I wondered-but what could be the 
reason ?" She frowned, looking at him. 
"It's about Mrs. Hende, of course. But 
what Wf'!'e you trying to do ?" 

Even teeth caught down on her lower 
lip as she studied him. 

"Joe Maddox had something to do with 
it," she guessed. "He appeared just in 
time to introduce you. And-and Mad
dox felt that Bulgar Jim would win . . . .  
Why didn't I think of that ? I might have 
known-he's a fat, chuckling Buddha who 
can outguess most people." 

"Really-" said Brewster �aguely. 
Her smile was wry. "Even Doyle didn't 

suspect it. If he thought Joe Maddox was 
responsible, he'd-he'd- Never mind. 
You want something from me. What is 
it ?" 

"You don't believe Mrs. Hende killed 
her husband ?" said Brewster. 

"No." 
"Why ?" 
"I-I just don't." . 
"Suppose I could prove that you know 
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who did kill Hende, and why the man 
was murdered ?" 

Her laugh had an edge. "You can't do 
the impossible. I don't know who killed 
him. I don't know why he was killed. 
But I don't think Mrs. Hende did it. 
Noyv what can you do about that ?" 

"You might have helped her-and you 
didn't." 

"I couldn't have helped her," said Jen
ny Arnold. 

"I'm afraid you could have," said 
Brewster. "You knew Jack Hende well 
enough to threaten him." 

That startled her, just as a rapier-like 
stab from an unexpected quarter in cross
examination at the bar so often tricked 
a wary witness into revealing the truth. 

She said : "Did Hende tell his wife 
that ? . . . No, of course not ! She would 
have tried to use it at the trial ! Someone 
would have tried to question me ! You're 
-you're guessing !" 

"Am I ?" said Brewster. "You don't 
have to talk to me. But it might be better 
if you do-now." 

"Are you threatening me ?" 
"I might be, just a trifle." 
"It won't work," said Jenny Arnold 

calmly. "I can't tell you answers that I 
don't know myself. But for reasons of 
my own I will tell you something. Find 

out why a man named Emile got ten 
thousand dollars from Billy Doyle the 
week after Hende was murdered. I think 
it was ten thousand-at least it was 
enough to open Emile's night-club on 
Bourbon Street immediately. And if you 
mentiqn my name to Emile, he probably 
won't know whom you're talking about. 
Certainly it will not do you any good. 
And where can I find Mrs. Rende if I 
want to talk to her ?" 

"I can take you there now." 
"I don't want to see her now." 
"You can telephone tl,e residence of 

Miss Henrietta Brewster and ask for 
Mrs. Hende." 

"Thank you," said Jenny Arnold. 
She swung the long roadster deftly out 

of the line and shot away without a back
ward look. There was almost a sense of 
victory in her departure, certainly no 
trace of defeat in the lift of her head. 

Brewster thoughtfully lighted a ciga
rette and walked on to his own car. 
Things were suddenly looking up without 
the help of Mr. Maddox. 

BOURBON Street was a block over 
from Royal in the old French Quar

ter. Sunlight had left the narrow streets 
by the time Brewster arrived at Emile's 
place. It was flush with the flagstone 
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sidewalk. Only the door was new, and 
that was wide open when Brewster 
walked in. 

The cavernous interior was sober with
out the garish lights, the music and filled 
tables one would find later in the evening. 
The checkroom window to the left of the 
door was deserted. A white-coated bar
tender poli!hed glasses at the short bar, 
behind which the mirror reflected an emp
ty dance floor and made it seem twice as 
large. 

Several customers were idling over 
drinks at the bar, and at the back a hat
less young man was practicing song
scores on the piano. As Brewster turned 
toward the bar his name was spoken by a 
pudgy bouncing man with full red lips 
and a ready smile who emerged from a 
small office adjoining the checkrooom. 

"How do you do, Mr. Brewster. Are 
you still living at the St. Anthony ?" 

The familiar face eluded memory for a 
moment. Then Brewster placed him as a 
former waiter at the St. Anthony. Calls 
for room-service had brought him many 
times. There had never been occasion to 
use his name. This was Emile of course 
-the Emile who had received money from 
Doyle after Jack Hende was murdered. 

The shock of the discovery held Brew
ster to a mechanical smile and greeting. 

"A drink, Mr. Brewster ? Here, at this 
table. Will you try Emile's Special ? A 
little different, and better than a Ramos 
Fizz, we think." 

"Dry sherry will do," said Brewster as 
he let En :ile seat him at one of the front 
tables. 

"Waiter I" called Emile, snapping his 
fingers. "Dry sherry, ice water, napkin !" 
Emile turned solicitously. "A bit of 
cheese and crackers to set it off, Mr. 
Brewster ?" Emile deftly struck a match, 
held it to Brewster's cigarette. "Not 
many of the St. Anthony's clientele have 
come here so far, Mr. Brewster. We'd 
like to have them." 

"You've done very well for yourself," 
Brewster commented, looking about. 

Emile was not a Frenchman, not a 
Creole. He was, Brewster suspected, an 
American who was pleased to be regarded 
as French. 

"It would be a compliment and a fa
vor," suggested Emile, "to come with a 
party of friends as guests of the manage
ment." 

Brewster nodded. The ice water, nap
kin and wine were brought by the white
coated bartender. Brewster lifted the 
sherry. " Success," he said. 

Emile beamed. Where his thinning 
hair was parted neatly in the middle, and 
below the hairline, little drops of nervous 
perspiration were appearing. His full red 
lips were a shade deeper and added color 
was in his cheeks. 

NORMALLY a quick-witted young 
man, save for the fog of helplessness 

and trouble into which Mr. Maddox had 
amazingly intrude<!, Brewster sipped the 
sherry and let the facts fall into a pat
tern. 

After Rende's death, Emile had re
ceived money from Doyle. Emile had 
been on duty at the St. Anthony when 
Hende was murdered there, probably on 
room service as usual. It would be in
teresting to know in what part of the St. 
Anthony Emile had been in the hour 
when Rende was murdered. 

"You left the hotel rather suddenly, 
didn't you ?" questioned Brewster idly. 

Emile patted his forehead with a hand
kerchief and smiled agreement. 

"I had been thinking about it for some 
time, Mr. Brewster. For almost a year I 
had been wanting to get this loeation." 

"It must cost considerable to open a 
place like this," guessed Brewster. 

Emile patted his forehead again. 
"A great deal," he said. "A great deal, 

Mr. Brewster, for a man like me whose 
earnings were never large. Would you 
believe I have already spent nine thou-
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sand dollars, and will need more before I 
can say the place is a success." Emile 
shrugged, still smiling. "I could not have 
saved it . .  I inherited a little and was 
lucky betting on the horses." 

"The races ?" said Brewster, lifting his 
eyebrows. 

"In hotel service one occasionally over
hears valuable information," explained 
Emile. He was still smiling but he looked 
uncomfortable, and a third time he patted 
moisture from his forehead. 

Brewster finished the sherry, produced 
a billfold, put it away again at Emile's 
quick protest. 

"Thank you, Emile. I 'll remember 
you." 

As he stood up, B rewster's glance 
crossed the look of a thin nervous-looking 
young man whose stiff-brimmed straw 
hat was canted back off his high fore
head. Brewster had noticed the man 
staring at his table. And he noted now 
that Emile seemed to lose some of his 
vitality on seeing the young man watch
ing them. A mi stake, perhaps. That 
fleeting look of trouble on Emile's face 
might be due to other reasons. He must 
have read the noon papers, know that 
fresh developments were anticipated in 
the Rende case, and that Brewster was 
Mrs. Rende's lawyer. 

Brewster smiled grimly to himself as 
he drove across Canal toward the St. An
thony hotel. 

v ASALY, the manager of the St. An-
thony, was in his office. He was a 

squarely built, polite, leisurely man whose 
manifold duties seemed to run around the 
clock without any great strain on Vasaly 
himself. 

"I want some information," said Brew
ster, taking a chair by Vasaly's small ma
hogany desk. "Some time ago you had a 
waiter here in room-service by the name 
of Emile. His last name I don't know. 
He used to answer my calls quite fre-

quently. Now he is running a night-club 
on Bourbon Street." 

Vasaly nodded. "Yes. Emile Andres. 
I understand he's doing fairly well." 

"About how long after Mr. Rende was 
killed did Emile leave ?" 

"Offhand, without consulting the rec
ords, I'd say three weeks," s<�.id Vasaly. 
His glance was abruptly penetrating. 
"Three weeks after Mr. Rende was 
killed, eh ? That is a very leading ques
tion under the circumstances, Mr. Brew
ster." 

"I'd like to know all about Emile. He 
told me this afternoon that he opened his 
place on a small inheritance which he in
creased by betting on the horses." 

Vasaly tapped his fingers lightly on 
the desk. "As I recall it, Emile gave 
proper notice before leaving. He was no 
more than a name to me until I heard he'd 
gone into business for himself. I 'll make 
some inquiries," said Vasaly, getting up. 
"The captain of waiters and the man in 
charge of room-service knew him bet
ter." 

It was almost a quarter of an hour 
later when Vasaly returned. 

"I wasn't able to get hold of everyone 
I wanted immediately. Emile was with 
us a little over three years. He's mar
ried, has three children, came to us from 
the Hallway House in Chicago. Before 
that he'd worked in New York and Bos
ton. An old experienced hotel man you 
see. I questioned some of the men who 
worked with him. None of them had 
ever heard of an expected legacy. In 
fact, Emile often borrowed small sums 
between paydays. He never talked about 
the races, never seemed interested in 
them." 

Vasaly offered a cigarette, and leaned 
back in his chair, staring. "Does that 
help you any ?" 

"I'd like to know exactly where Emile 
was in the hour in which Rende was 
murdered." 



28 Dime Detectif1e MagaziM 

"I thought you might be leading up to 
that," said Vasaly, smiling slightly. "The 
room-service records for that day will be 
here in a few minutes. But I doubt if they 
will connect Emile with Rende's death. 
The police and Mrs. Rende's detectives 
have studied all those records exhaus
tively." 

A young man in shell-rimmed spec
tacles entered 'quietly, put several sheets 
of paper on Vasaly's desk and went out. 
The hotel manager scanned them. 

"Rende's room was on the fourth floor. 
That afternoon Emile was on the second 
floor, the iifth, sixth and seventh floors. 
He was on the fifth floor in the hour be
fore Rende's body was discovered." 
Vasaly looked up. "Emile's name was not 
even brought into the case, you remem
ber." 

"I remember well enough," Brewster 
agreed. "But yet-is there any way of 
checking on how Emile got downstairs 
from that fifth-floor call that afternoon ?" 

"I'm afraid not," regretted Vasaly. He 
regarded his visitor shrewdly. "I see in 
the papers that Mrs. Hende is remaining 
in town. Is the case to be reopened ?" 

"We'd like to reopen it," said Brewster. 
"Mrs. Hende didn't kill her husband. She 
deserves to be proved innocent beyond 
any doubt." 

"Naturally," agreed Vasaly. "My sym
pathies are with her even though we de
plore any further unfavorable publicity. 
These things are serious to a hotel, you 
know. Hotels have gone into bankruptcy 
over things not half so important as the 
Hende case." 

"Between a hotel's balance-sheet and 
an innocent woman's future, I'm afraid 

I'll have to clear the woman no matter 

what the cost," said Brewster. 

"I agree with you, of course." said 

Vasaly heartily, accompanying Brewster 

to the door. "Good luck to you, Mr. 

Brewster." 

CHAPTER SIX 

Telephone Trouble 

TH E  telephone directory gave the home 
address of Emile Andres as an apart

ment across town. Brewster debated with 
himself, and then stepped into a telephone 
booth and called the number. A child an
swered. 

Brewster asked for the mother. She 
came on the wire a few moments later, a 
nervous inquiring voice. 

Casually Brewster said : "This is the 
Times-Ledger, Mrs. Andres. We're doing 
an article on Emile and his new place and 
need a few human interest touches. Who 
is the relative who left him some money 
recently ?" 

-

She was not suspicious and Brewster 
had a twinge of conscience for the decep
tion. 

"Emile didn't inherit any money," she 
told him. "He was lucky at the races. 
But you can say he has stopped playing 
the races, and is one man who is keeping 
his winnings and making good use of 
them." 

"Emile is an expert bettor, then, Mrs. 
Andres ?" 

"Emile never bet on the horses before," 
she said. "He j ust hit a lucky streak for 
several weeks and quit in time." 

"Thank you," said Brewster politely. 
"I believe that will do." 

"Wait," she said hurriedly, "here's 
Emile coming into the apartment now. 
You can talk to him." 

Brewster broke the connection without 
replying and left the booth. Emile would 
be hearing about it now. He would not 
be sure, but he would probably guess who 
was behind the call. 

Brewster telephoned the Montpelier 
Hotel next, but Mr. · Maddox was not in. 
He drove to his Aunt Henrietta's house 
to find her and Lia Hende pl_aying crib
bage. Lia had changed to a_ ·cool after-



Dead Man'' Debt 29 

noon dress and looked prettier than ever. 
"Luck ?" Lia asked as she got up to 

meet him. 
"Better than I expected !" 
"Oh, tell me I" 
"Secret." 
Aunt Henrietta said tartly : "I see 

there's no more cribbage this afternoon. 
I don't believe that woman's ever going 
to come. I 'D have tea served now." She 
slipped tactfully out of the room. 

"What woman ?" Brewster asked. 

Lia was not . so tragically sober now. 
Hope had given her new . life and spirit, 
and yet there was a frightened uncertainty 
in her face when she answered. 

"That woman called, that Jenny Arn
old. About half an hour ago. She wants 
to talk to me. She said she would come 
here to the house if I would see her." 

Brewster whistled softly. "So she's 
really coming ? I met her this afternoon. 
She had the adjoining box at the races. 
It was Maddox's scheming." 

"Do you still believe in that man, 
Frank ?" 

Brewster smiled at the memory of Mr. 
Maddox and the new hopes building bit 
by bit for this girl before him. "He's a 
triple-tested, dyed-in-the-wool, infallible 
wonder." 

Laughing, Lia said : "Who could want 
any more ? Frank, I'm getting excited ! 
I'm almost believing everything's going to 
be all right after all !" 

"Of course it is !" Brewster laughed 
and the telephone rang. 

Lia's face sobered instantly. She stood 
still, head cocked slightly as the colored 
maid patted across the hall to the instru
ment. 

Brewster watched Lia's face. The 
shadows were still under her eyes, and 
he realized how transient was this new 
hope, how close to further tragedy Lia 
was if this new storm of publicity broke 
fruitlessly about them. 

"Foah you .. Miz Hende," said the maid. 

"Is it a man or a woman ?" 
"A lady, ma'am. Sound lak de lady 

who called while ago." 
"She evidently isn't coming," said Lia 

in a low voice. "And I want so to see 
her. Frank, come to the telephone with 
me." 

L IA was nervous as she said into the 
phone : "This is Mrs. Hende." She 

started visibly and turned. "Frank," she 
cried out, she sounded as-as if she were 
hurt ! Listen I" 

Brewster snatched the instrument. All 
he heard was a faint wire-hum. He 
thumbed the hook for the operator. 

"What did it sound like, Lia ?" 
"She didn't say anything to me," said 

Lia. "But she was there. She cried out. 
Not a scream. And there were sounds
scuffling sounds." 

The operator came on the wire. 

"I'm speaking for the police," said 
Brewster hurriedly. "Do you understand 
me ? The police ! Get me the number 
and the address of the telephone that 
asked for this connection. Don't ring 
them. Just get me that information 
quickly !" 

Lia was biting her lower lip. She was 
pale. "What do you think, Frank ?" 

"Trouble," said Brewster briefly. 

Seconds dragged before the operator 
cut in again. "What is your name, 
please ?" she asked. 

"I'll get the wire-chief and have that 
office turned inside out !" Brewster 
snarled. "Give me that information I It's 
important !" 

The operator told him and he hung up. 
"The Grantly Apartments. Make a 

note of it, Lia !" 
He was on the sidewalk, unlocking his 

car, when Lia caught up. 
"I'm going too, Frank !" 
"You delightful imbecile ! This is no 

business for you !" 
"It's all my business," said Lia. 
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"Whose trouble is it ? I want to see that 
girl !" 

TEN minutes of fast driving brought 
them to the Grantly, a new brick 

apartment building set back behind a nar
row strip of grass. Lia would have gone 
in, but Brewster managed to persuade 
her to remain in the car. 

He found the name he wanted in the 
letter-boxes in the foyer and took the 
stairs instead of the little automatic ele
vator. 

The door-buzzer sounded faintly inside 
as Brewster pressed the button. He 
could feel the pull and crawl of his nerves 
as he waited a moment, then rang again. 
Anything might be inside. Those sounds 
over the telephone might indicate any
thing. 

No one answered the door. He rang 
twice more, then tried the doorknob with
out much hope. Surprisingly the door 
swung in, let him into a tiny shadowy 
foyer where a small straw hat lay care
lessly on the tapestry seat of a spindle
legged chair in the corner. 

Jenny Arnold had worn that saucy 
little hat at the racetrack. In the adjoin
ing 1ivin�-room, where a single floor-lamp 
gave light, a small leather purse she had 
carried lay on the rug beside the telephone
stand. 

That was all. 
Jenny Arnold herself was not in the 

apartment. Brewster called her name, 
looked for her, afraid of what he might 
find. 

She was gone, and only the purse was a 
mute reminder of trouble. The telephone
receiver was quite properly on the hook. 
You could look at it and feel that every
thing was peaceful about this apartment, 
that Jenny Arnold had probably stepped 
out somewhere for a few minutes. 

But Brewster knew that his eyes lied. 
Everything was not all right. One who 
lived in an apartment so neatly feminine 

would not step out on an errand and leave 
that purse on the floor. Something unex
pected, frightening, had happened to Jen
ny Arnold that couldn't be laughed off or 
put off. 

The ringing telephone made Brewster 
jump, started his pulses hammering. 
Brewster looked at the little black instru
ment with fascination. It rang again and 
he picked it up, lifted the receiver. 

A worried male voice said : "Hello, hel
lo, Doyle there ?" 

Brewster spoke through his fingers into 
the mouthpiece. "This is Doyle." 

"The hell it is I It don't sound much 
like you. Got a mouthful of something or 
is it a bum connection?" 

"Connection." 
"Well, look-everything all right 

there ?" 
"Yes." 
"Got any dope about this sappy 

lawyer ?" 
"No," said Brewster through his 

fingers. 
"We got that lousy little swipe an' he 

just split. Joe Maddox was the guy who 
queered that race. What do you wanna do 
about it ? Knock off the fat slug ?" 

"Where's Maddox ?'' Brewster asked. 
"One of the boys is out tryin' to get a 

line on him. Rube's wild. He says Mad-
' 

dox musta had him pinched too, and if 
he wasn't out on a piece of bail, he'd take 
a rod and go after Maddox himself. What 
do you want done about it ?" 

"Leave Maddox alone right now," said 
Brewster. "Where are you ?" 

And then Brewster stood very still as 
something hard nudged him in the ribs 
and a soft voice said : "Never mind. Reach 
up an' he can tell me." 

A thin hand reached around for the re
ceiver and dragged the telephone-base off 
the stand as Brewster lifted his hands. .. 

"Who the 'hell's this talking ? • • •  Uh
huh, it's Spots. Know who you were 
blasting off to ? Brewster I . . .  Yeah, damn 
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you, Brewster ! H e  was picking you clean 
and you fell for it. What'd you tell him, 
sucker ?" 

SOFT, that voice, smooth and quiet. Not 
once did the smoothness break. 

Brewster could feel the hair-roots in his 
scalp prickle and chill from the quiet 
threat in it. 

By turning his head slightly he caught 
a blurred glimpse of the side of a lean face, 
of a stiff-brimmed hat canted back from 
a high forehead. And he understood why 
Emile Andres had suddenly looked un
comfortable when this thin, nervous-look
ing stranger had turned at Emile's bar and 
stared at them. 

The- man - had seemed n!lrvous in 
Emile's. He was shifting nervously now 
as his soft, unhurried voice cursed the 
man at the other end of the line. That 
combination of nervousness and perfect 
control put a dryness in Brewster's throat 
that had not been there for years. A frag
ile bottle of nitroglycerine ready to shat
ter and explode at the slightest jar was 
no more dangerous than this unsteady 
temperament held down by amazing con
tr�t • .>Jt-h��C!. must be a point where that 
control wo '(LS.nap-and the thought of 
what the gently gouging: ·gun-muzzle and 
nervous trigger-finger would do in that 
event put cold prickly feeling at Brew
ster's hair-roots. 

"I've got him. I'll take care of him. Tell 
Doyle about it when you see him." 

A jerk flipped the telephone-base up 
and one-handed the receiver in the cra
dle .. The telephone went back on the stand. 

"He ain't so bright or he'd have spotted 
you," said the soft voice. "You were lucky. 
I don't like lucky guys. They upset the 
percentages. And I don't like nosey guys, 
mister. Who asked you in here ?" 

"Who told you my name ?" countered 
Brewster. 

"Full of questions like all damn lawyers, 
aren't you ? But I know how to fix that. 
Stand still while I frisk you." 

"I haven't a gun," said Brewster calmly. 
"I 'll tell you about that in a minute." 
The thin hand went over him swiftly, 

slipped around inside his coat and took his 
wallet. A low whistle of amazement 
followed. 

"Ten grand ! Who'd have thought it ! 
Walking around like a sap with a bank
roll rattling in your pocket. . . .  Say, you 
grabbed this betting on a horse today, 
didn't you ?" 

"I drew it out of the bank today." 
"Yeah ? Never mind the mulligan. You 

were with Maddox today, I hear. That's 
enough." 

Brewster wondered what Mr. Maddox 
would say about this. He wondered what 
Mr. Maddox would do if Maddox learned 
in time that the deft bit of business about 

'tne horse, Bulgar Jim, was known. 
Suddenly Brewster remembered Lia 

Hende sitting down there alone in his car. 
He'd been an idiot to let her come. 

Now3'o"./OP �-� tmut 
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"It's a good thing you were packing 
this dough instead of a rod," said the quiet 
voice at his back. "I was getting ready to 
muss you up a little. This dough gets you 
off. Now look, I don't want any trouble 
out of you. We're going down to my car. 
Down the stairs. And we'll take it nice 
an' easy with our mitts in our pockets an' 
there won't be any trouble. Get it ?" 

"You can spare the details," said Brew
ster. "Look, my hands are coming down 
slowly. In my pockets like this. And 
where are we going?" 

"You never can tell where a nosey guy 
who won't let well enough alone is 
going," was the reply. "Just do what I 
tell you and we'll get along all right." 

Their steps sounded deliberate and 
loud on the ribbed-metal treads of the 
stairs as they went down to the ground 
floor. Outside the fresh, damp, night air 
struck against the hot flush on Brewster's 
face. 

They were never more than a step apart. 
They looked like two casual friends out for 
a leisurely stroll, but the strain of it 
brought a sick feeling to the pit of Brew
ster's stomach. A large part of that feel
ing was for Lia Hende, sitting out there 
defenseless and unprotected in the auto
mobile. 

If Lia saw him she would probably get 
out and say something-and what would 
happen then was on the knees of the gods. 

The car was gone I 
"Looking for the lady, fellow?" 
"Where is she?" 
"Let's go look for her. Across the street 

there to the blue sedan." 

AUTOMOBILES were passing, pedes
trians were on the sidewalks, a block 

away a street-car bell clanged, and its 
lights were clearly visible. 

It would have been simple, perhaps, 
to dive away to right or left toward a 
passing automobile, or bolt toward a 
lighted house or friendly shadows on some 

· lawn. A brave man might try it, and per
haps escape cleanly. It took a meek man 
or a cowardly man--or a braver man-to 
walk steadily across to that blue sedan 
and step from the curb into the front seat 
as ordered, slide over behind the steering
wheel with every nerve taut and waiting. 

But Lia Hende was not in this blue 
sedan after all, as had seemed possible, 
and now, perhaps, the only chance to es
cape had been thrown away. The gun was 
visible again as the soft-speaking stranger 
slid into the front seat. He reached back 
with the gun-hand to close the door. That 
was a mistake. 

"I'll tell you where to drive,'' he was 
saying when Brewster hit hitn a back
handed chop to the jaw and !tinged over 
toward the gun. 

The blow against cheek and jawbone 
snapped the man's head over. Brewster's 
lunge from behind the steering-wheel 
drove them both over in the seat. 

An elbow hit Brewster's middle, a fist 
glanced along his cheek and the body un
der him whipped over with surprising 
speed and strength. But Brewster had the 
gun-wrist, checking the surge of the gun
muzzle toward him. His right hand fol
lowed to the wrist a second later and he 
twisted. 

Fingers clawed over his face, digging at 
his eyes. Brewster threw his head up sav
ing the eyes for the moment, and the mus
cles of his arms and wrists strained to the 
cracking point as he twisted the gun-hand. 
The muzzle was away from him, and it 
bent around and down, down. • • .  

The trigger had not been pulled in a 
useless shot. Neither man said anything 
but they both gasped between clenched 
teeth as they fought. 

A half-sob, half-groan, and the gun
hand went limp. The revolver tumbled 
out the half-open door and rolled down 
under the car. Then Brewster's antago
nist went berserk. All twisting strength 
and fury he drove an elbow into Brew-
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ster's throat. Brewster slammed a fist in 
his face, driving his head against the door
frame. Then they were out of the car in a 
scrambling heap on the curbside grass. 

Brewster was sick to the point of retch
ing, weak, dizzy from that elbow blow 
against his throat. Half his strength had 
drained away. But when the other man 
rolled clear and j umped up, Brewster 
came up after him. 

Two women had stopped fearfully· on 
the sidewalk. The struggle had been seen 
from a passing automobile that j olted to 
a stop with a shrill of brakes. The man 
who'd ailed himself Spots made his de
cision between two swift breaths and 
bolted across the sideWalk "into the black 
shadows beside the rrearest house. 

Bre-wster groped under the car for the 
gun, and as he slipped it in his pocket and 
stood up, the women moved on. Two men 
came running from the automobile that 
had stopped. 

"Trouble her� Tiiuddy ?" 

Spots was gone. A radio patrol-car 
might yet pick him up-and start an ava
lanche of publicity. 

"No trouble," said Brewster. 
"Where's that guy you were fighting 

with ?" The two men wore overalls, looked 
like mechanics coming from work. 

"Who said we were fighting ?" asked 
Brewster. 

"Hell-there's blood on your cheek !" 
Brewster's hand went to his face, came 

away with a smear of blood on the fin
gers. He could feel the furrows where 
Spots' nails had clawed down viciously. 
He shrugged. 

"It's over now. Care to give me your 
license number in case I need it ?" 

Their enthusiasm cooled abruptly at the 
prospect of profitless hours spent in court 
as witnesses. 

"We didn't see anything. Sorry we 
can't help you, buddy," said the shorter 
of the two hastily. 

Brewster grinned· as they hurried back 

to their automobile and started off. 
The blue sedan lacked an ignition key. 

Brewster noted down the license and dab
bing at his cheek with a handkerchief, 
walked toward Canal Street. Within two 
blocks he flagged a passing taxicab. 

"Montpelier Hotel," he ordered the 
driver. 

CHAPTER SEVEN 

Too Many Angles 

MR. MADDOX was not in his room. 
·Brewster went to one of the lobby 

telephones and called Aunt Henrietta. 
"Has Mrs. Hende returned ?" he asked. 
"She has not," said Aunt Henrietta. 

"And I have my opinion of the way you 
two flew out of here. A Mr. Maddox tele
phoned for you about fifteen minutes ago. 
He wanted you to come to the Mont
pelier Hotel in half an hour." 

"I'm at the Montpelier now. Thank 
you, Aunt Henrietta." 

Brewster went downstairs to the wash
room. A tip to the porter secured towel, 
soap, clothes-brush and a small bottle of 
rubbing alcohol to disinfect the scratches 
on his face. In five minutes most of the 
damage was repaired. When he returned 
to the lobby the clerk recognized him and 
said : "Mr. Maddox went up to his room 
several minutes ago, sir. Shall I ring 
him ?" 

"Just give me his room-number." 
Maddox was on the sixth floor. His 

loud off-key whistle and the sound of 
running water were audible as Brewster 
knocked 

A stocky, square-faced man opened the 
door, squinted, jerked his head. "Come in 
• . .  Maddox I" he called. 

Brewster entered, and the broad, shirt
less figure of Maddox loomed in the bath
room doorway, looked over a towel at 
Brewster's face. 

"Lord help us !'' exclaimed Mr. Mad
dox. "What woman clawed you up, son ?'' 
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"It was a man called Spots. He got 
away with ten thousand dollars I was 
carrying in my p�ket, and-" 

Mr. Maddox charged into the room, ig
noring Brewster's doubtful look at the 
stranger. "Ten grand !" he said hoarsely. 
"My ten grand ?" 

"Yes." 
Mr. Maddox slammed the towel to the 

floor and cursed fluently. "I knew it was 
too good to be true ! I had a hunch I was 
going to get caught out on a limb I Were 
you carrying that ten grand around in 
your pocket!" 

"I'd almost forgotten it was there," con
fessed Brewster. 

"You forgot !" groaned Mr. Maddox. 
"You forgot ten grand ! Herman, d'you 
hear that ?" 

The square-faced stranger was about 
Mr. Maddox's age. He grinned faintly and 
without much sympathy. 

· 

"Remember, Joe, i f  it's some of your 
damned bookmaking, I may have to use 
any information against you." 

"It should be used against me !" groaned 
Mr. Maddox. "I should have made sure 
he had that dough parked safely after 
bank hours. But this isn't a bookie deal, 
Herman, so you can sit in on it. Brewster 
was going to lend me the money tonight." 

":Brewster ? The lawyer ?" 
"I didn't tell you, did I ?  He's the one. 

We've been poking into the Hende case. 
That horse, Bulgar Jim, was an angle. 
Brewster, this is Lieutenant Kraft, from 
headquarters. He's assigned to racetrack 
business during the racing season. Her
man has had an idea for years that I'm 
doing an illegal booking business in this 
state and it's his duty to catch me by the 
heels when I'm in town. Outside of that 
Herman's regular and you can talk to 
him." 

"Unless you can give me some evidence 
against Joe," said Lieutenant Kraft dryly. 

"I'm not interested in bookmaking," 
said Brewster. "But I am interested in 

the fact that Mrs. Hende has appparently 
been kidnaped and something seems to 
have happened to Miss Arnold." 

"Jenny Arnold ?" said Lieutenant Kraft. 
"Yes.'' 
Mr. Maddox had dodged back into the 

bathroom. He emerged now struggling in
to a shirt. "Tell us what happened, 
Brewster." 

·A FEW sentences covered the hurried 
drive to Jenny Arnold's apartment 

and the swift sequence of events that had 
followed. 

"It was Spots Kincaid !" said Mr. Mad· 
dox violently. "One of the lousiest little 
rats I've ever run across ! He must be 
working with Billy Doyle this year. D'you 
hear that, Herman ? He's grabbed that ten 
grand-and I've got to have it by mid
night tonight I And they've evidently 
snatched Mrs. Hende too, as well as 
grabbed that stable-boy who let Rube 
Johnson get to Bulgar Jim. God knowa 
what they'll do to l}im.'' 

"Or what they'll do to you, from what 
Brewster says," said Lieutenant Kraft 
with a grin. "You're hot, Joe. Maybe I'd 
better detail a couple of the boys to stay 
with you day and night while you're 
around town.'' 

"I'm usw to your flatfooted dicks keep
ing an eye on me," said Mr. Maddox dis
agreeably. "I'll take care of myself, Her
man. It'll take more than Doyle and the 
bunch of rats he's gathered around him 
to make me lose much sleep. That goes 
for Rube Johnson too, and the shyster 
lawyer who sprung him. Brewster, have 
you reported this to the police ?" 

"Not yet. I came straight here hoping 
there was some way I could keep it out 
of the newspapers.'' 

"Try and keep a kidnaping out of the 
newspapers !" 

"There's a chance she hasn't been kid
naped.'' 

"With that set-up ? With Spots Kin-
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caid and Billy Doyle back of it ? It's a 
toss-up whether they've got Jenny Arnold 
too, or whether she's working with them. 
Herman, think fast I" 

"What do you want me to do, send out 
a general alarm, Joe ?" 

"I asked you to think !" said Mr. Mad
dox heatedly. "We can go down on the 
corner and yell murder and have every 
copper in town turned out. But we want 
Mrs. Hende back without any publicity. 
We want Billy Doyle caught in a corner 
so he'll come through with the truth about 
the Hende murder. He's got the answer. 
This Jenny Arnold has got the answer. 
I knew I could smoke them out in the 
open by this evening." 

Mr. Maddox groaned again as his big 
fingers knotted his necktie. 

"But I didn't think they'd get my ten 
thousand first ! If they jump town with 
it, I'll be caught without a bankroll !" 

"And unable to pay off," guessed Lieu
tenant Kraft. "Can't you hock your ring ?" 

"It won't bring enough," saiCl Mr. Mad
dox glumly. "Who said anything about 
paying off ? Ten thousand I was going to 
borrow is gone, and we've got to get it 
back, and get Mrs. Hende, and clear up 
the Hende case while we're doing it." 

"Outside of that," remarked Lieutenant 
Kraft sarcastically, "there's nothing else 
to do. All right, Joe, you figured all this 
out. You don't want any publicity. You 
know all the angles. Start feeding the 
answers." 

Mr. Maddox had opened a leather kit
bag and unscrewed the cap of a quart 
whiskey bottle. The big diamond ring 
winked and flasheq as he drank. Belatedly 
he offered it to Brewster. "Sorry, son, my 
mind was on this other." 

Mr. Maddox paced the length of the 
room and spoke aloud as Brewster took a 
drink. 

"Doyle paid me some money about two 
hours ago. He'd seen Brewster at the 
•rack with me and he asked a lot of ques-

tions about Brewster, and how well I 
knew him and what Brewster was doing 
at the track, and he brought up the Hende 
case and wanted to know if Brewster 
had said anything about it. 

"I told him that Brewster had said they 
were on the track of enough evidence to 
reopen the Hende case. He looked wor
ried when he left. My man, Ike Coston, 
tailed him, and telephoned back that 
Doyle had made a couple of calls from 
a pay-station, and then gone to his hotel. 
That's the last I've heard from Ike-and 
now everything has splattered wide open 
in our faces." 

Brewster said : "This is the gun Kin
caid dropped. And hadn't the license of 
that blue sedan better be checked ? It's 
an Illinois tag." 

Lieutenant Kraft examined the revol
ver. "The number's beeri ground off. We 
can bring it out again. Give me the license 
number and that of your car and I'll get 
to work on them. Chances are the tags 
don't match the blue sedan, and that we'll 
find your car tonight." 

MR. MADDOX was fingering his chin. 
He spoke suddenly. "You want sym

pathy for Mrii.. Hende, don't you ? If she 
got a break like this in the papers-help
less woman kidnaped-wouldn't it hit 
you right on the nose ?" 

Brewster pushed fingers through his 
rumpled black hair and stared at them. "I 
thought of that," Brewster admitted. 1'But 
hysterical sympathy isn't the answer. All 
we want is the truth about her husband's 
death. The right kind of sympathy will 
follow. After the publicity we got today, 
another barrage of headlines will make her 
a notorious character. She's not that kind 
of a woman." 

"Got you out on a limb, son, hasn't it ?" 
said Mr. Maddox. "I see your point. 
Only"- Mr. Maddox swore under his 
breath-"I wish we had that Arnold girl 
here !" 
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"I met her as I left the racetrack," said 
Brewster. "We talked. I don't think she 
knows who killed Jack Hende. J think 
she's in trouble herself now." 

Mr. Maddox slammed a big fist into a 
big palm. "Billy Doyle is the one I He's 
got the answers I And Spots Kincaid I 
Pick 'em up and sweat it out of them. 
They've got that stable-boy somewhere 
too. God knows what they'll do to him." 

Brewster had started to say something. 
He remained silent and dubious as Lieu
tenant Kraft dropped the revolver in hit 
coat pocket and turned to the door. 

"I'll have Doyle and Kincaid picked 
up on an open charge," said Kraft. "You 
two sit tight before you ball things up 
worse than they are." 

When they were alone, Mr. Maddox 
spoke with a new awkwardness. "Hits 
you hard, doesn't it, son ?" 

Brewster nodded with the blind look of 
a man who was sick at heart. "It should," 
he said. "I've never told her I loved her. 
There's never been anything between us. 
But there could have been someday, I 
think. There was no love between her and 
Rende. He wanted a divorce but wouldn't 
get it because he would have to divide his 
property. He thought I was advising her 
to get a divorce. In a drunken moment 
he warned me to stay away from her. He 
must have rented that room at the St. 
Anthony to watch me. 

"As a matter of fact," said Brewster 
dully, "she was trying to see me the after
noon Rende died. She wanted a divorce 
quickly. She'd called my office, learned I 
was due in on the train, and guessed I'd 
go to the hotel first. And his murder 
trapped her. The way facts were presented 
at the trial corked everything. So it's just 
been good friends and nothing more t• 
�ver count on. Have you ever been with
out hope, Maddox, and had hope offered 
you-and then fear hit you like a sledge ? 
I can't think of anything but what may be 
happening to her now." 

"She's all right, son. Take it easy." 
"You're old and fat and you've forgot

ten how such things can be," said Brew
ster with an explosion of resentment. "The 
devil with you and your ideas and the 

· money you need tQnight. I know some
thing that can be done-and I'll do it 
now !" 

CHAPTER EIGHT 
Mr. Maddox Pays Off 

THEY were dining, talking, dancing-
a full score and a half of patrons in 

Emile's place on Bourbon Street. At the 
bar Brewster downed a whiskey and Mr. 
Maddox reached for the bottle a second 
time. 

"Here we are," said Mr. Maddox mild
ly. "And you haven't said three words, 
lntt if you're as wild inside as the look in 
your eye, you're not safe to be out alone.,. 

"Shut up !" said Brewster. 
The office door was standing open but 

Emile Andres was not inside. The hat
check girl did not know where he was. 

"My private opinion-" said Mr. 
Maddox. 

"Shut up !" said Brewster again. "Your 
private opinions don't interest me." 

Mr. Maddox sighed. His aura of com
manding assurance had suffered greatly 
in the last half-hour. He was worried, but 
at the same time indulgent. Mr. Maddox 
had reached that stage where experience 
was translated into understanding, and 
he saw in Brewster the hot blood of youth 
seething against itself when patience and 
a cool head were best. But because he had 
the understanding, Mr. Maddox waited 
silently. 

A pudgy figure passed the checkroom 
entrance and stepped into the office. 
Brewster left the bar like a runner off the 
mark. He was oblivious that Mr. Maddox 
was only a step behind him. 

"I've been looking for you !" said Brew
ster harshly. 
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Emile Andres stood by his desk with 
his mouth. open and a sudden haunted 
look in his eyes. The smile that followed 
was as false as the artificial flowers on 
the side walls of the big room outside. 

"Shut the door," said Brewster as he 
saw Mr. Maddox. 

"You have a party for dinner ?" said 
Emile hopefully. 

"I'm looking for Doyle," said Brewster. 
''Who ?" 
"Billy Doyle," said Brewster. "Don't 

bother to tell me you don't know him.'' 
The smile left Emile's face like the sun 

vanishing in the swift upthrust of a thun
der storm. The well-fed, pudgy build of 
the man changed to the dead slack look 
of a deflated toy balloon. 

"I don't understand," he said weakly. 
"Some things are hard to understand,'' 

said Brewster. "And some things are 
easy. Shall I tell you how you opened this 
place, Andres ? Or do you still insist you 
won the money on the horses ?" 

The sweat was out on Emile's fore
head again. 

"Was ten thousand all you got for 
keeping your mouth shut ?" said Brewster. 

The breath Emile drew and exhaled 
was like a sigh torn from the quivering 
inner soul of the man. 

"'You telephoned my apartment," he 
said dully. 

"Right," said Brewster. "And before I 
tell you what may happen to you, will you 
tell me where to find Doyle ? Or that man 
Kincaid who was standing at the bar when 
I was in here before dark ?" 

Emile had the dumb look of a steer in 
a slaughter pen. 

"I can't tell you," he said, and there 
seemed to be cotton in his mouth. "I can't 
tell you anything, Mr. Brewster." 

"I'll tell him, Andres." 

A REAR door had opened noiselessly. 
Kincaid was in the room as he spoke, 

:with a red, angry cut on his puffed cheek 

as a reminder of that savage tussle in the 
automobile. And the look on Kincaid's 
face and the way his thin hand twitched 
around the big automatic carried a warn
ing beyond any spoken threat. 

Kincaid's jumpy nerves were cracking. 

Mr. Maddox, standing beside a filing
case, put his hands up. What he thought 
was not visible on his moonlike face. But 
Brewster, slowly lifting his hands, let his 
feelings burst out in his features. The 
violence of the two men leaped out at each 
other inaudibly like the clash of hard steel 
blades. 

"I thought we'd meet again," said 
Brewster. "Damn you, where is Mrs. 
Hende ?" 

Kincaid spoke to Emile Andres. "Stop 
looking like a sick fish. What have they 
said ?" 

Andres turned his neck inside his collar 
as if the starched band were choking him. 
"He-he wanted to know where Doyle 
was." 

"What else ?" 
"That's all." 
"Anyone else here with them ?" 
"Probably,'' said Andres, and it was al-

most a moan. "I've known something like 
this would happen. All I wanted was to be 
left alone-but it's too late now." 

"What about Mrs. Hende ?" repeated 
Brewster huskily. 

"I'll kill you if you ask me that again I" 
Kincaid warned through tight lips. 
"Andres, damn you, step out and see if 
they brought anyone !" 

Andres had aged years in minutes. His 
movements seemed loose and slow as he 
left the office. 

Kincaid was chewing his lower lip. Mr. 
Maddox gazed at him like a solemn 
Buddha. It seemed to irritate Kincaid. 

"Don't stand there like a fat fool, 
Maddox !" 

"Tell me how I'm to stand," said Mr. 
Maddox blandly. 

"I'll tell you plenty before we're 
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through ! That was a dirty play you put 
over on Bulgar Jim !" 

"A first-class rat like you should know, 
Kincaid," said Mr. Maddox, placidly. 

Kincaid grinned whitely with the fury 
that was in him. "I'm going to save yo. 
for myself, Maddox !" 

Mr. Maddox chuckled so that his huge 
body inside the loose-fitting linen suit 
shook in a paroxysm of enjoyment. He 
spoke toward the door through which Kin
caid had entered. "Did you hear that, 
Doyle ?" 

Kincaid's glance flicked toward the spot 
-and Brewster's eyes had just found the 
empty doorway when he heard a sudden 
smack, like a ripe tomato hitting a wall. 

The jump that Mr. Maddox made waa 
unbelievably fast and destructive. 

Kincaid's gagging cry, an object fall
ing on the floor, Mr. Maddox manhan
dling the thin gunman as a mastiff might 
a weasel, were all part of the next split 
second. 

A vast hand had clamped over Kincaid'a 
automatic and was twisting the wrist at 
if it were dough. Mr. Maddox's other big 
hand was around Kincaid's throat-and 
Kincaid's face was a frantic red as his 
head was forced back-back. 

The object on the floor was a metal 
paper-fastener that had been on top of the 
file-case. A great gash over Kincaid's eye 
was pouring blood. 

Mr. Maddox shook Kincaid. The gun 
dropped and Brewster snatched it up. Mr. 
Maddox grabbed Kincaid by the back of 
the neck and held him up as the man's 
knees buckled. 

"That was insane-and magnificent, 
you almighty fool !" gulped Brewster. 

"I'm getting old," said Mr. Maddox re
gretfully. "Ten years ago I'd have nailed 
him on the side of his jaw. Get that Emile, 
son." 

"He'll be back," said Brewster .. "You 
don't need my help. I 've something else 
to do !" 

BEYOND the door where Kincaid had 
. entered was a narrow, high-ceilinged 
hall with a solid door to the sidewalk. The 
door was padlocked inside. Stairs led up 
to the second-floor landing where a small 
light-bulb grudgingly attacked the shad
ows. 

Mr. Maddox crowded into the passage, 
holding Kincaid up by the neck. "The 
ten grand isn't on him," said Mr. Maddox. 

Kincaid's bloody face was a death mask. 
and he wu biting hard on his lip. His 
eyes were black buttons in the pallor of 
his face as Brewster brushed by to the 
stairs. 

"They're around here somewhere," said 
Brewster. "I've got to find her." 

A alight flurry of movement made 
Brewster look down from the stairs. Kin
caid was huddled on the floor and Mr. 
Maddox was massaging the broad knuck
les of his big fist as he started up the steps 
with an astounding light-footed ease. 

The gay beat of the dance music sifted 
up through walls and floors like something 
alien and strange and far away, and it 
seemed to Brewster that his heart would 
burst from his chest as he listened at one 
of the two doors and heard Jenny Arnold 
speaking scornfully. 

"Let her alone, Billy I You're not fit 
to touch her. If she doesn't know anything 
about new evidence, she doesn't. Pick on 
me; I can take it, after knowing you as 
long as I have." 

Brewster softly tried the knob and the 
door was locked. He moved back to as
sault it with his shoulder. 

The fat arm that pushed him over 
against the wall had the solid feeling of 
an oak beam. 

"I've got the weight, son," breathed Mr. 
Maddox. "If that ten grand is in there, I 
don't want it to get away while you bounce 
off the door. Give me that gun." 

. The thin panels of the door split, the 
lock tore out in the crash as Mr. Maddox 
struck it. There was light on the other 
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side, and a long, sparsely furnished living
room with fading paint on the plaster wall. 
Jenny Arnold was sitting on the edge of a 
day-bed and Lia Hende was in a chair, 
Doyle, confronting her in his shirt sleeves. 

Doyle leaped back. But nearer the door 
a long-waisted, angular man came out of 
a chair as if propelled by a spring. His 
hand dived into his coat pocket and the 
blast of the gunshot in the pocket drove 
Mr. Maddox staggering. The room trem
bled as he struck the wall and fell like a 
miniature earthquake to a sitting position 
on the floor. 

A second hurried shot from the pocket 
slammed into the wall by Mr. Maddox, 
and from his sitting position Mr. Maddox 
fired twice. The angular man fell as Brew
ster plunged past them. 

Doyle had snatched a coat off a chair 
and dived toward an open doorway at 
the left. A third man was ahead of him, 
just vanishing through a doorway on the 
other side of the bedroom they had en
tered. Doyle slammed the door. Brewster 
wrenched it open, and the two men were 
just escaping through another door in a 
little hall. They had reached the stair
landing. They were racing down the stairs 
when Brewster reached the landing. 

Brewster caught the stair bannister 
loosely and hurled himself down. 

Kincaid was stirring weakly on the low
er floor, and Doyle was only a step ahead 
as Brewster came after him through An
dres' office. 

They burst out into the big room where 
the music was valiantly playing to cover 
a subdued excitement running from table 
to table and over the dance floor. Doyle 
plunged past two couples at the cloakroom 
window. The man ahead of Doyle was al
ready running out into Bourbon Street as 
Brewster made a flying tackle, 

He got Doyle's legs. They crashed down 
together as women screamed, chairs 
scraped back from tables and Emile's 
place was in a sudden uproar. 

DOYLE dropped the coat he had been 
carrying and fought wildly. It seemed 

to Brewster that contact with the man 
gave him double strength. Doyle's face 
contorted spasmodically as they fought 
there inside the entrance. 

His fist struck Brewster's face, and 
Brewster shook the blow off and smashed 
furiously at the thin handsome features 
behind the waxed mustache. 

No one interfered-or helped. A crowd 
was forming behind them, but all that was 
only a blur before Brewster's eyes. Doyle's 
face was all he could see. He had to smash 
and batter it until there was no chance of 
the man's escaping. 

A woman screamed suddenly : "Look 
out !" 

Instinctive reaction made Brewster 
throw himself to one side. The blow from 
above scraped his head, tore at his ear, 
smashed painfully against his shoulder. 
He glimpsed Kincaid recovering balance 
with the heavy paper-fastener in one 
hand. His blood-smeared face was mur
derous. 

Brewster threw himself toward Kin
caid's legs and brought the man down on 
him fighting and striking. He tried to pro
tect his head, and a savage blow glanced 
off his arm, struck his scalp and he seemed 
to fall into a void away from the screams 
of strange women and the desperate fight 
he had been winning. 

Then a voice was saying : "Outside, 
boys. You can't see them. . . . Yes, that 
fellow Kincaid is the one who killed 
Hende. And this Emile Andres who lost 
his nerve and telephoned headquarters 
was a waiter at the St. Anthony. Coming 
down the stairs from the floor above he 
heard the shot and spotted Kincaid com
ing out of Rende's room. Andres black
mailed Kincaid and Doyle and the rest of 
their bunch, telling them he had a sworn 
statement filed away where the police 
would get it if anything happened to him. 
They set him up in business here, and 
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used the rooms upstairs when they needed on the head, I 'll be able to sit here with-
them. out looking around at you." 

"They've been fixing races at the track Lia laughed. She had not laughed that 
here and collecting heavy from bookies way since long before Rende's death. 

all over the country. We found a stable- "Do you think I'd get very far away fxom 
boy upstairs they were getting ready to him until I know he's all right ?" 

knock off. Rende got tangled up in some "I don't think you'll ever get very far 

of their betting coups and lost a lot of away from him again," said Mr. Madd\lx'a 

money and wouldn't pay. Kincaid followed bland voice. 

him to the St. Anthony to collect, and Brewster's head hurt, and he didn't 
they had a fight and Kincaid grabbed a care as he kept his eyes closed tightly and 

gun Hende snatched out of a drawer eavesdropped on Lia's reply, which �..arne 

and shot Rende. They let Mrs. Hende after a moment of hesitation. 

take the ra,p, and today when they saw in "I hope not," said Lia. 

the papers that the Hende case was to be Brewster opened his eyes then, and she 

reopened they got j ittery and collared was standing there with her profile smil

Mrs. Hende to see what new evidence her ing and tender as she looked down at his 

attorneys had uncovered . . . •  Yes, Mrs. billfold in her slim hand. 

Rende's in here, but you can't see her. Brewster got up unsteadily from the 

You'll have to ask her about taking pic- floor where they had stretched him. 

tures later." Lieutenant Kraft was there to help him, 

Th t d d l
.
k L. K 

£ and the fussy professional-looking doctor 
a soun e 1 e teutenant ra t sprang to the other arm to steady him. 

talking, and as the door closed, a strange Brewster shook them off. 
voice begged ·. "Wt'll you be qut'et, Mr. , ' Lia," he said, "Lia, give that money 
Maddox, until the ambulance gets here ? to Mr. Maddox and step back in the pas
A bad flesh wound and a broken rib can sage with me. I-I want to talk to you." 
be dangerous, you know." M r. Maddox's great understanding 

"Letting that ten grand out of my sight chuckle followed them out of the room 
again will hurt my health worse;· Doc,,. and his remarks came through the clos
replied Mr. Maddox cheerfully. "I still ing door that was shutting out the world. 
get cold when I think how near Doyle "You're old and dried up, Doc, and I'm 
came to getting away with that coat which old and fat and we've forgotten how such 
held the money. Mrs. Hende, if you'll things can be," said Mr. Maddox. "Here's 
just stay in the office here with that bill- 10mething we can understand. Did you 
fold until Brewster gets ovu that crack ever see ten grand ? Take a look, Doc." 

-----

Putyounelf oo the tradr. 
of IOUJ tost shaving com· 
fott-with Pro6ak Jr. 
Blades. Pay only 10'
Get a package of four, 
1ight of the wol'ld's 
greatest shaving edges! 
One trial will con· 

vince you -it' a to
day's biggnt razor 
blade buy! 



THE VUCHESS 
OF VIA�O�VS 

A Rambler Novelette 
by fred Macisaac 

Author of "FaJl-Guy," etc. 

That roving red-headed- newshound 
had been dodging women all his 
life. Marriage was the one thing he 
was afraid of-but when a gang of 
smart jewel thieves snatched the cur
rent blonde on his trail he couldn't 
Jet well enough alone. He had to 
get her back-along with an atrocity 
;n gold-and-diamonds-only to 
have her tell him she wouldn't 

marry under any circumstances. 

The man in evening drese 
dubbed the revolver down 

on Murphy's head. 

CHAPTER ONE 

The Vani.hing Necldace 

A CROWD had gathered near the 
gate in the Pennsylvania Sta
tion which gave admission to the 

Chicago Flyer. There was a slender, 
graceful girl with bright yellow hair, arms 
full of flowers, who smiled radiantly into 
the lenses of half a dozen cameras. There 
was a motion-picture press-agent who 
buzzed about like a blue-bottle fly . . And 
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there was a young man named Addison 
Francis Murphy, there to say good·bye to 
Miss Enid Andrews, who was going to 
Hollywood. 

The beautiful and talented Miss Air 
drews had just won a contract with a film 
company because of her performance as 
ingenue in a recent Broadway success. 

A well-dressed, dark, young man car· 
rying a small suitcase pushed through the 
crowd toward the gate. His progress was 
slow and he gave vent to an angry ex· 
pletive, stared at the radiant blond girl 
about whom attention centered. "Who is 
she ?" he asked of a man standing beside 
him. 

The fellow chuckled. "Broadway chick· 
en ftying to Hollywood. Probably she'll 
have to walk back." 

The dark young man edged closer and 
stood beside the porter who was waiting 
with the young actress' hand-luggage 
until the picture-making was over. A 
moment later he walked to the gate and 
displayed a Pullman ticket to the gate-
man. 

"Just a minute, Randall," requested a 
solid-looking man in a hard hat who was 
standing by the gateman. "Papa wants to 
see you." 

· 

The man called Randall shrugged his 
shoulders, stepped aside with Hard-hat, 
who proceeded to run his hands over 
Randall's figure. He patted all his 
pockets. "Where's your luggage ?" he de
manded of the dark young man. 

"Got none. Only going as far as Philly," 
stated Randall. 

"On your way then," growled the other 
who was a police sergeant in plainclothes. 
Randall passed through and went dowa 

. the steps, boarded a Pullman on the 
Chicago Flyer. 

Addison Francis Murphy saw Miss 
Enid Andrews to her compartment in the 
Pullman car and the film star in embryo 
permitted him to kiss her on the forehead. 

"Wish me success," she requested. 

"You know I do," he replied. "It's 
funny, though." 

"What's funny ?" she demanded. 
"Well-er-your getting a contract and 

beating it out of town so all of a sudden,' 
he said unsteadily. 

"A girl has to take what she can get," 
she replied in a manner which somewhat 
embarrassed Murphy. 

I'l:il a cab on the way back to the office 
of the New York Globe Addison Fran

cis Murphy was greatly depressed. He 
had just said good-bye to the swellest girl 
he could remember ever having known. 

Murphy, known all over the United 
States as the "Rambler," was a tall, thin, 
red-headed young man, who, by no 
stretch of the imagination, could be called 
good-looking. He was a reporter by pro
fession but actually he was a drifter. One 
of the last of the tramp reporters, he was 
a news hound of remarkable scent and a 
criminal investigator of great ability.. For 
some reason unknown to him, he was at
tractive to women. Periodically, when he 
threw up a job and started for parts un
known, he'd be be credited with being just 
a hobo, but more often he left places in 
a hurry because of some girl whom he 
liked enough to be on the verge of be· 
coming seriously involved. 

Marriage, to �ddison Francis Murphy, 
meant living in a -cottage in a suburb and 
pushing a baby carriage. And Murphy 
was afraid that if he ever found himself 
pushing a baby carriage, he might murder 
the baby. 

He had been working steadily on the 
New York Globe for six months now. 
He'd met Enid Andrews at a cocktail par· 
ty to which he had been dragged-and 
Miss Andrews had everything. She had 
become violently "interested" in Murphy, 
and his state of mind regarding her had 
begun to terrify him. The next thing he 
knew he'd be proposing to Enid-then 
would come marriage, biscuits you could 
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use for cannon balls-and babies. It was 
high time he went somewhere-anywhere 
-all by himself. 

While he was �ning under a barrage 
of bright blue eyes and contemplating a 
hasty retreat, along had come Hollywood 
and secured Enid's signature to a con
tract. Now, as a result, he had been down 
to see her off instead of Enid being at the 
depot to witness his own departure for 
parts unknown. Perversely, it seemed 
most unfair to Rambler Murphy. In his 
heart there was a dull pain. Her last 
words rang dolefully in his ears. Maybe, 
if he had spoken-but he hadn't wanted 
to speak. Yet, how he was going to miss 
her ! 

When he reached the Globe office and 
looked in his mail box he found a curt 
communication from Graham, the manag
ing editor. 

It said : See me pronto. 
Murphy pushed open the door of 

Graham's office. The M. E. had the most 
untidy desk in the establishment. It was 
piled high with papers to such an extent 
that Joe Graham had to turn his back to it 
and work at a table. He was a: small. 
gray-headed man with spectacles, and an 
old-young face. Nobody knew how old 
Graham was, but he had been around 
Park Row longer than the memory of the 
oldest inhabitant. 

He looked up from a mess of copy 
paper and grinned at Addison Francis 
Murphy. "Rambler," he said, "I've heard 
rumblings that you were about to blow the 
town." 

Murphy shook his head. "I think I'll 
stick around awhile," he replied. 

"That's fine. You've heard of the 
Duchess of Tranmore. Well, her diamond 
necklace has been lifted. It's worth three
hundred-thousand dollars." 

Murphy smiled cynically. "She had it 
coming," he stated. "She had no business 
to bring the trinket to America. She 
shouldn't have showed it to the ship-news 

reporters when she arrived. The customs 
people would have kept quiet. She was a 
fool to wear it to the opera and a triple 
fool to supply the newspapers with a pic
ture of herself wearing it. I'm not sur
prised that it was stolen." 

"0. K. You go out and find out who 
stole it." 

"Just like that," observed Rambler 
Murphy. "I suppose I get the info' from 
the morning papers." 

"On account of the circumstances sur
rounding the theft, it was hushed up last 
night. The duchess lost the necklace while 
having dinner at Westley Rutledge's 
house last night. She had it on when she 
sat down at the table and, when she got 
up, she discovered that it was gone. There 
were ten people at the dinner. All social 
register. Servants are all old family re
tainers." 

"They would be. Did the lights fail at 
any time during the dinner ?" 

"They did not." 

�RPHY began to drum upon his 
chief's desk with his fingers. "The 

necklace must have been heavy," he re
marked. "She would have missed the feel 
of it the instant it was taken. That much 
ice'd weigh pretty near half a pound, 
wouldn't it ?" 

"Six ounces. It's one of the historic 
jewel pieces of England. The duchess 
wears a high-neck dress, even at dinner 
parties, when she wears it. Says the neck
lace chafes her skin. She says she hasn't 
any notion when it vanished." 

"Have you a list of those present ?" 

Graham handed him a slip of paper and 
Murphy read what was typed on it aloud. 
"Mr. and Mrs. Burton Bray, Mr. and 
Mrs·. R. Morton Magnam, Mr. and Mrs. 
John Huff, Mr. and Mrs. Edgar Gan
non, the Rutledges and Her Grace." He 
chuckled. "All prominent tax-dodgers 
but they all reek with lucre. Get our cor
respondent in England to cable us the 
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low-down on the Duchess of Tranmore." 
Graham laughed. "You think she drop

ped it down her own neck ?" 
"It's possible," said Murphy. 
"Then let me inform you that Her 

Grace insisted she be the first to be 
searched, so that the servants would not 
make a fuss when they were frisked." 

"Huh ! Who searched them?" 
"All the men, including the Rutledge 

servants went into one room, and all the 
women guests with the women servants 
went into another. Everybody stripped 
to the skin in the presence of everybody 
else." 

"Very democratic," commented Mur
phy. "Nobody objected, eh ?" 

"Nobody. After that, they all collected 
in the dining-room and waited until the 
police arrived." 

"Servants must have been coming and 
going. One of them could have dropped 
the necklace out a window to a waiting 
confederate. It might have gone out to the 
kitchen in a soup tureen." 

"The Rutledges state that all the ser
vants in their house have been with them 
for years." 

"Just the same, either a guest or a serv
ant stole it. Probably a guest. Million
aires have been known to steal works of 
art for the pleasure of possession, if not 
display. This gadget is world famous. 
Disposal of it by a thief would be diffi
cult." 

Graham shook his head. "There are 
two hundred fifty diamonds in the neck
lace, ranging in size from a fifty-carat 
headlight to one carat. If the duchess had 
brought it in as a permanent resident she 
would have had to pay a duty of fifty 
thousand dollars, so the thief starts off 
that much to the good. If he takes the 
stones out of the gold settings and sells 
them separately, they will bring much 
more than the necklace would bring in 
toto. You understand that every one of 
these stones could be sold for forty per-

cent less than the American market price 
on account of non-payment of duty. The 
intrinsic value of the gold setting is insig
nificant. Here is a picture of the neck
lace." 

The Rambler inspected it. The thing 
might be an heirloom, one of the most 
valuable pieces of jewelry in the world, 
but, in his opinion, it was hideous, a 
marvel of eighteenth-century bad taste. 
The setting was four inches at its widest, 
its carving was conventional and its stones 
arranged inartistically. There was one 
gigantic stone, a triple circle of smaller, 
but not very much small« stones around 
it, tapering off with smaller stones toward 
the clasp which had fastened it around the 
plump neck of the Duchess of Tranmore. 

Its ugliness made it identifiable at a 
glance. For that reason it would be 
broken up the sooner. 

"All right, boss," Murphy said cheer
fully, "I'll see what I can do." 

FROM Graham's office the Rambler 
• went into the morgue, that depart

ment of the newspaper where thousands 
of envelopes containing clippings about 
prominent people were stored. It is from 
such files that the reporters who write 
obituaries get most of their material. 

He learned that the necklace was not 
the personal propt!rty of Her Grace, but 
was entailed like her real estate, and the 
pictures in the ducal town house and the 
manor in Devonshire and the shooting- . 
lodge in Scotland. She could not seU it 
nor pawn it and technically, she had no 
right to bring it with her to America. 
From her pictures, she appeared to be a 
dull sort of peeress. Her face was long, 
narrow and unbeautiful, her figure bony 
and ungraceful. Her feet were especially 
large. 

Murphy found most of the Rutledge 
guests filed among the clippings. He knew 
slightly both Mr. and Mrs.- Burton Bray, 
an elderly couple. He had a bowing ac-
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quaintance with John Huff. R. Morton 
Magnam was a man in his thirties, who 
two years ago, had married an English 
actress, Clara Carleton. The wedding 
had been in London and the Magnam 
envelope contained excellent pictures of 
the bride and groom from The Tatler and 
other English illustrated magazines. The 

· young woman was beautiful, but there was 
something about her face Murphy didn't 
like. He wondered how happy she made 
Mr. Magnam. Mr. Edgar Gannon was 
a middle-aged textile manufacturer . •  

If any of these people were art col
lectors their clippings did not say so. 
Murphy had heard, somewhere, however, 
that Rutledge paid large sums for pic
tures and had purchased a Swiss castle, 
years before, taken it apart and had it set 
up in the Adirondacks. 

That any of these correct but rather 
stodgy guests had been able to remove 
that "hunk of junk" from around the neck 
of Her Grace without her being aware of 
it, seemed impossible. She could not have 
taken it off herself without lifting her 
arms and fumbling with the clasp at the 
back of her neck. As the necklace must 
have been the center of all eyes; such an 
action would have been observed. The 
servants, serving from the rear, had prob
ably had the best opportunity. Old family 
retainers indeed ! They would have to 
prove it. 

What were the seating arrangements at 
table ? The police would tell him that. 

CHAPTER TWO 
California, Bad: I Come! 

1 ATER that afternoon Rambler Mur-
phy climbed the steps of a tomb-like 

structure off Fifth A venue in the Seven
ties which was the town house of Mr. R. 
Morton Magnam. A butler opened the 
door to his ring and lifted polite English 
eyebrows. 

"I represent Allied Insurance. Name 

of Murphy," lied the Rambler. "It's about 
the Duchess of Tranmore affair. I should 
like to speak with Mrs. Magnam." 

As he was speaking he heard the sound 
of a piano, very well played, coming from 
a salon which opened at the left of the 
spacious hall . 

.. I shaD inquire," said the butler. "Step 
in, please.• He vanished through the 
music-room door. There was a discordant 
crash as the music stopped. Then Murphy 
beard a high-pitched female voice say
ing : "I won't be annoyed. Tell this per
son I've already talked with the police 
and send him away." 

The Rambler, who had advanced into 
the hall, found himself almost on the 
threshold of an exquisite room done in 
white and gold. A golden-haired woman 
had risen from the bench of a concert-

• grand piano. She turned as she spoke, 
spied Murphy and her manner changed. 
She smiled brilliantly at him. There was 
something about Murphy's whimsical 
features and stalwart figure which, 
apparently, reYised Mrs. Magnam's in
structions regarding his eviction. 

"Perhaps I will see him," she said to 
the butler. "Why not r 

The butlef.t-c-returned to the visitor. 
.. Madam will see you," he said unneces
sarily. "This way .... 

The woman was tall and when she had 
married Mr. Magnam her figure must 
have been perfection. It had been so in 
the photographs. Now she was a trifle 
plwnp-and obviously bored. 

"Come in and sit down, Mr. What's
your-name," she called in a hoarse con
tralto. "Sit on the couch, please.'' 

"The name is Murphy," the Rambler 
told her. "You are very kind." 

"Of the Westchester Murphys ?" 
"A sprig,'' he said untruthfully. 
She laughed loudly. "Well, I'm glad _I 

let you in. I've been playing the piano 
till my hands ache." 

"Regarding the Tranmore necklace-" 
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She made an impatient gesture. "I've 
talked to ill-bred policemen. I submitted 
to being stripped stark naked in the 
presence of serving maids. Of course all 
the women did that. I don't give a damn 
what became of that old fool's necklace. 
Tell me about you. Why are you ringing 
doorbells ? You'd look well on a polo 
pony." 

She had thrown herself into an easy 
chair, crossed her legs carelessly and 
reached for a cigarette. Murphy rose and 
lighted it for her. She had almost black 
eyes, incongruous with her yellow hair, 
which, probably, was dyed. They were 
hard eyes which didn't smile in harmony 
with her lips. She had a high color and 
good features, a trifle too large. Murphy 
suspected she . was a passionate young 
woman with a bad temper. 

"I have to work for my living.," he told 
her. 

"So did I, but Morton likes to soft
pedal it. I was on the stage in London. 
A dog's life, but it had its moments. What 
I hate is dinners like that one last night. 
My husband's friends are dull as dish
water. One cocktail before dinner. ·No 
wine till bad champagne comes with the 
dessert. And one of the reasons I came 
to America was not to hi:�e to look over 
footlights at ugly duchesses dressed up 
like horses." 

"You saw the necklace, of course ?" 
"Yes. It's barbaric." 
"It would be helpful if you remembered 

when you saw it last. I mean how far 
along during dinner did you notice it." 

"Oh, I didn't see it after we took our 
places. I was one removed from her. Mr. 
Gannon sat on my right and her left . . . .  
How would you like a Scotch and soda ?" 

"I'd like it," he admitted. 
It was a break that she was so sociable. 

He had not really expected to be admitted. 
What he wanted was to learn if, in the 
flesh, she inspired the same distrust he 
had felt at looking at her picture. He had 

an idea she was troubled with few 
scruples, but that did not mean she had 
stolen the necklace. Her husband was a 
millionaire. However, she was probably 
more observant and more intelligent than 
the other women present. 

She rang for whiskey and soda for two. 
"Mrs. Magnam," Murphy said, "I 

should think you would be interested in 
discussing a case where a very valuable 
piece of jewelry vanishes off a woman's 
neck at a dinner party." 

"Well," she said with a laugh, "it was 
peculiar. I have wondered about it." 

"During the dinner did anything un
usual happen ?" 

"Why, no. Such as what ?" 
"Well, sometimes a servant breaks a 

dish." 
"He only does it once in my house," she 

stated grimly. "It was a thoroughly dull, 
humdrum party until the duchess gave a 
squawk and bleated, 'My necklace. It's 
gone' !" 

"That was at the dessert ?" 
"Yes." She smiled suddenly. "Nobody 

broke a dish but a clumsy footman almost 
tripped over his own feet when he was 
bringing in the roast on a gold platter. He 
juggled it. It was the only laugh of the 
dinner." 

THE DRINKS had come and they 
sampled them. 

"Just where was he in the room-close 
to the table ?" 

"No. He had entered from the pantry 
and was carrying the platter to the buffet 
where the butler stood ready to carve the 
roast." She laughed loudly. "It bounced 
right off the platter, but he caught it 
like a fielder in the major-leagues. I was 
hoping he'd drop it just to embarrass that 
Rutledge woman, but he didn't. The butler 
looked as if he could have slain him." 

"And everybody looked around ?" 
"Oh, yes. I say, do you think that was 

the time when the necklace was taken ?" 
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"Possibly. Was anybody behind you1 
chairs-on your side of the table, I 
mean ?" 

"No. The other footman had cleared 
the table of the preceding course and was 
out of the room and the butler was at the 
buffet. After he carved, the footman 
brought the roast course to the table." 

"Pardon me, but did you notice any 
movement on the part of Mr. Gannon ?'' 

"No. I was watching the juggling foot
man." 

"I suppose you mentioned the incident 
to the police ?'' 

"No-l'd forgotten all about it. Besides 
they were rude fellows. Not at all like 
Scotland Yard men. • • • How about an
other drink ?" 

"Thank you, no." 
"Well, I'll have one." She rang, then 

gazed at him amiably. 
"You know, you intrigtJe me. I'm 

simply mad about detective novels. I'd 
like to know how you get aloni with the 
investigation." 

.. I'll be pleased • to caH-" 
She snook her head. "No don't ca1J. 

Tell you what. I'll lunch with you in a 
couple of days. I suppose you are dis
creet-you look it." 

Murphy was annoyed to feel himself 
blushing. 

"'You look like good fun," she assured 
him. "This is Wednesday. Say, Frida, 
-at some West-side place ... 

"Luigi's on West Fiftieth. I don't think 
your friends would be likely to go there. • 

She smiled significantly. "You know 
your book," she commented. , • • "Oh, 
don't go, yet." 

"I have to make another call regard
ing an insurance loss," he lied. "Good-bye 
and thanks for the refreshment." 

"Don't stand me up,'' she called after 
him as he was leaving the room. 

As the butler opened the front door for 
Murphy, a heavily built, rather good

looking man of middle age was coming 

up the front steps. He glanced casually 
at the Rambler, then his gaze sharpened. 
Murphy passed him swiftly. He was 
somebody he had seen somewhere, but the 
newshound couldn't place him. It wasn't 
Magnam. Possibly someone she went 
lunching with in out of the way places. 
She seemed to be a free and easy lady 
who, if she wasn't careful, might easily 
find herself in a divorce court. The 
Rambler had no intention of keeping the 
date she had made so casually unless he 
needed further information regarding 
what had happened at the Rutledge dinner 
table. 

T
HE TRAIN bearing Miss Enid An-
drews pulled into Pittsburg in the 

early evening. Miss Andrews sat in a 
cmner of the club-car and occasioDally 
pinched herself . to make sure she wasn't 
dreaming that she had a film contract and 
was on her way to Hollywood. She won
dered just how much Addison Francis 
Murphy would miss her. She had never 
met anybody she had liked as much as 
the Rambler, but his nickname had been 
a warning signal to a girl as intelligent as 
Enid. She had weighed alternatives and 
Hollywood had won. But she'd miss 
Murphy nevertheless. 

The train was within a couple of min
utes of leaving Pittsburg when a breath
less young man came into the club-car. 
He spied her, hastened up the aisle. 

"Found you," he gasped. "I'm the local 
representative of Mammoth Films. You 
have to go back to New York." 

She turned pale. "They've canceled 
my contract ?" she faltered. 

He grinned. "Hardly. Here's the tele
gram." He read it aloud. 

"Bronson, Pittsburg Mammoth Exchange. 
Meet train number nine for Chicago. Take 

Enid Andrews off train and put her on 
night plane for New York. She goes into 
short subject in our Long Island studio to
morrow morning, replacing Gladys Gay ... 
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"Hurry up, we have only a few min
utes," urged the young man. 

"But my luggage ! It's in my compart
ment away up front." 

"It's on the platform," he told her. "I 
had a porter take everything out while I 
hunted through the train for you." 

"In a minute, bare-headed and cloak
less, Enid stood on the platform. A porter 
with her numerous suitcases, was waiting. 
He handed the girl her hat and coat and 
trundled off the luggage. With somewhat 
mixed emotions she followed with the 
film representative. 

"We have an hour to get to the air 
field," the young man told her. "Your 
trunk will have to go by train, but I'll 
put your hand-luggage on the plane. Ac
commodations for you at the Pennfield 
Hotel. You're to report at the LOng Is
land studio at nine A. M." 

It was a rather long ride to the air field 
and when they arrived passengers were al
ready entering the tri-motor plane. Enid 
went aboard, thrilled. It would be her 
first plane ride. After a long period of hard 
luck, she was getting marvelous breaks. 
She smiled to think of the surprise of 
Rambler Murphy, who had put her on 
the Chicago train in the morning, to find 
her back in New York. I f  it wasn't too 
late she would phone him when she ar
rived. 

IT WAS not much after eleven P. M. 
when the telephone in the small apart

ment on the East Side where Addison 
Francis Murphy resided, tinkled insist
ently. Murphy heard it as he was putting 
his key in the door. He had been working 
on the Tranmore case from a chair in a 
small, cheap film theater, which is not to 
be considered a paradox. Some of the 
Rambler's best ideas came to him when 
he was staring at a bad motion picture. 
The worse a film was, the better Mr. 
Murphy liked it. 

He answered the phone and stiffened 

with astonishment when he heard Enid's 
voice. 

"Where are you ?" he demanded. "Has 
there been a train wreck ?" 

"Back in New York to pester you some 
more," she told him gaily. "They yanked 
me off the train at Pittsburg and sent me 
back by plane to take a girl's place in a 
film at their Long Island studio. Isn't 
that marvelous ?" 

"Sure," he said dubiously. '�He had 
been missing her so much he was afraid 
he might propose to her in the excitement 
of seeing her again. 

"And," she added, "a queer thing has 
happened. I 've found a week-end case 
with my luggage which doesn't belong to 
me." 

"Well, the owner will claim it,'' he said. 
"Say, how about my calling for you and 
taking you to supper ?" 

"Can't. Got to get up at the crack of 
dawn. Rambler, there isn't anything in 
the suitcase except a diamond necklace." 
She laughed loudly. 

"What ?" he shouted. 
"It's a fake, of course, but the diamonds 

are amazingly brilliant and positively gi
gantic-" 

"Enid," he demanded excitedly, "is it 
an old English setting-heavy and ugly ?" 

"How did you know ? Did you play a 
triek on � ?  I don't get the point.•• ·-

· "Where are you-what hotel ?" he de
manded tensely. 

"The Pennfield near the Pennsylvania 
Station. Room Six Forty-nine. Did you 
put-" 

"No," he shouted. "I'm coming right 
over. Lock your door. Open it to no one 
until you hear my voice. And don't phone 
anybody. Sit tight. I'll be there in ten 
minutes." 

He hung up on the bewildered girl, 
rushed out of the apartment, fretted at 
the slowness of the elevator, fretted more 
because no taxi was visible. He ran at 
top speed to the corner, caught a cab 
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there, thrust a five-dollar bill into the 
hands of the astonished taximan and said 
excitedly : "Break all records to the Penn
field Hotel." 

He was oblivious to the bouncing of the 
cab as the driver tried to earn his tip. 
Two astounding things had happened. 
Enid was back in New York on the same 
day she had started for California, and she 
had in her possession a necklace which 
resembled that stolen from the Duchess 
of Tranmore. 

Probably it was theatrical jewelry. 
Things like this just didn't happen. And 
if it was the real thing, how had it hap
pened ? 

Crash ! Murphy was slammed against 
the partition of the cab. The taxi man, 
approaching a red light, had tried to 
squeeze between the curb and a motor car 
in order to make a right turn. He had 
crashed into the side of another car with 
the same idea, almost overturning it. A 
patrolman appeared suddenly. "You done 
it," he told Murphy's driver. "What's the 
idea ?" 

The chauffeur jerked his thumb toward 
the interior of the cab. "This guy gave me 
five bucks to break records to the Hotel 
Pennfield." 

The officer jumped. on the running-board 
and peered inside. "He'll learn something," . 
he said grimly. "Back up, feller, and drive 
round to the precinct house." 

I
T was forty minutes instead of ten be

. fore Murphy entered the lobby of the 
Pennfield. He did not phone up, but took 
the elevator to the sixth floor, hastened 
down the corridor and knocked on the 
door of 649. 

"Enid, it's Murph," he said. There was 
no answer for a second and then Enid 
called : "Come in." 

"I told you to lock the door," he was 
.saying as he turned the knob, pushed it 
open and stepped across the threshold. 
He broke off. 

Enid stood in the middle of the room, 
dressed to go out and there was a man be
hind her, holding her, pinning her arms 
to her side. His face was concealed by a 
black mask. 

The Rambler went wild. "Let her go, 
you-" he bellowed. 

A crushing blow descended on the back 
of his head as a second man stepped from 
behind the open door and hit the news
paperman with the butt end of a heavy 
revolver. 

As the girl o�ned her mouth to seream, 
a big hand covered it. 

The man who had knocked out the re
porter stepped in front of the girl. "Who 
is he ?" he asked harshly. 

"He's a newspaper reporter-his name 
is Murphy. Oh, you may have killed 
him !" 

"He's a hard-headed Mick," the gun
man said with a callous laugh. "We've 
got to take her with us," he told the other. 
"She had a look at me. Now, young wom
an, a yip out of you and you'll get a bullet 
in you. If you'd behaved and hadn't torn 
my mask off, we'd have tied you up and 
left you here. We go down in the eleva
tor and you talk as if we were friends. 
One false move and we plug you and run 
for it." 

"You've hurt him terribly," she ex
claimed pitifully. 

"Unless you agree to go and make no 
trouble, I'll finish him off here and now," 
He addressed the other man. "You tie him 
up and gag him, if she promises to go 
quietly." 

The girl was pale, trembling. "All 
right, I promise," she said faintly. 

CHAPTER THREE 
Black HaU-and Blond 

R
AMBLER MURPHY came back to 
his senses in a locked closet. His feet 

were bound with a rolled bed sheet and 
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another fastened his arms to his sides. 
A handkerchief had been used as a gag. 
He was standing upright. The closet was 
shallow. He hurled himself against the 
door but it held. Finally he slid down un
til he was in a sitting position, drew his 
knees up to his chin and lashed out at the 
door. It did not give but his heavy boots 
made considerable noise. He continued to 
drum upon the door for five. or six min
utes, then he heard voices. At last the door 
was unlocked and he was dragged from 
his place of confinement by the hotel night 
manager and the house detective. 

The startled men removed his gag and 
his bonds and Murphy rose unsteadily to 
his feet. 

"What happened ? Who are you ? This 
is a young lady's room. Where is she ?" 
demanded the manager. 

" Say, boss," said the squat, square
jawed house dick, "I know this mug. He's 
a reporter on the Globe." 

"Just the same an explanation is in 
order," the manager said sternly. 

Murphy,s mind was now working 
clearly. The thieves who had taken the 
duchess' necklace had come after their 
booty. The delay at the precinct house 
had enabled them to arrive at Enid's room 
ahead of him. 

"Miss Enid Andrews, who is a motion
picture actress, has been kidnaped," he 
told the manager. "She just arrived by 
plane from Pittsburg and had phoned 
me. I called to take her to supper. I 
knocked, she answered, 'Come in,' and 
when I entered, she was struggling with 
a masked man. A second man must have 
been behind the door as it opened for I 
was slugged on the head. Next thing I 
knew I was in that closet." . 

"Why should she have been kid
naped ?" demanded the manager. "You 
are a newspaperman, it seems. She's a 
film actress. I obj ect to this hotel being 
given undesirable publicity. Obviously, 
this is a trumped-up story, a press stunt." 

M urphy ruefully put his hand on top of 
his head. He grinned at the house de
tective. Murphy knew a great many ho
tel clicks. "You think so, Cassidy ?" he 
demanded. 

Cassidy grinned back. "Bet you couldn't 
get your own paper to print the yam." 

"Feel of my head." 
Cassidy felt. He became serious. "He's 

been slugged all right." 
The manager still looked incredulous. 

"I'm engaged to the young lady," Mur
phy asserted. "I'm calling the police. 
Would I do that if it was a press stunt ? 
Miss Andrews told me on the phone that 
she had found a strange suitcase in her 
luggage. It probably contained stolen 
goods and the pair who were in here came 
after it. That means that somebody on 
your switchboard tipped them, Mr. Man
ager. Now do I get co-operation ?" 

"Well, yes, of course." 
Murphy stepped to the telephone and 

called police headquarters. He ask{.<;l for 
Captain Laughlin, a friend of his. 

"I've been slugged, bound and ga�ged 
and my fiancee, Miss Enid Andrews, has 
been kidnaped from Room Six Forty-nine 
at the Pennfield Hotel. Can you get a 
good man up here ? . . .  You'll come your
self ? That's great, old man." 

MURPHY hung up and keenly in-
spected the room. Five suitcases 

were visible from his chair. A small one, 
a black week-end case, lay open and emp
ty in front of the bed, on the floor. The 
others were in a neat row against the wall. 
He inspected the.door. The key lay on the 
floor,· inside. The bolt was undamaged. 
Enid, following his instructions, had 
locked the door but haq not thought to 
shoot the bolt. The intruders had pushed 
the key out of the lock by means of 
pincers designed for that purpose and en
tered with a pass key. 

Murphy crossed and examined the 
week-end case while the manager and the 
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house detective watched him curiously. Its 
being open meant that the intruders had 
examined it. There was a possibility of 
fingerprints on its handle. He wrapped a 
handkerchief around the handle, stood up. 
Why hadn't she heard fumbling at the 
door ? Why hadn't she phoned him or the 
office below ? Perhaps, because she had 
been in the bathroom. 

He went into the bathroom and exam
ined the wash basin. It was still wet and 
a few soap bubbles were visible at the 
drain pipe. A tooth brush, a nail file, a 

manicure scissors and a rouge-pot rested 
upon the shelf above the basin. He looked 
carefully about. In the far corner of the 

bathroom lay a hairbrush. He picked it 

up. It was an English brush made of 
pig's bristles. There were several golden 
hairs from Enid's lovely head clinging to 
them. Murphy stared, took a small mag

nifying-glass from his vest pocket and 
inspected two or three red spots on the 
bristles. Spots so faint as to be almost 
invisible to the naked eye. 

Blood ! 
He grew tense. Near the blood spots 

were two short black hairs. 

From these Murphy reconstructed the 
scene which had taken place in the bath
room. She had been before the mirror 
brushing her hair and had not heard the 
intruders enter. A man came into the 
bathroom. She had struck at him with 
the hairbrush, hit him on top of the head 
and the sharp bristles had drawn . blood 
from his scalp, and two of his hairs had 
attached themselves to the brush. 

These hairs were important. He 
wrapped the brush in a towel and thrust 
it into his jacket pocket. 

Fingerprints aren't the only way to 
identify a criminal nowadays. It's pos
sible to identify a person by hairs from 
his head. Unfortunately, arrested crim
inals are not always required to submit 
hairs for such purpose. 

"Please come with me," he- requested 

the manager and the hotel dick, "while I 
question the elevator men, bellboys and 
doormen." 

"I'll lock the door with the special key 
we use when we lock out delinquent 
guests," stated the manager. "It's what we 
call 'sealing up.' " 

The departure of Enid was not so mys
terious as had been the vanishing of the 
duchess' necklace from the dinner party 
at the Rutledges'. Apparently she and her 
captors had descended from the sixth to 
the second floor by the service stairs and 
then walked down the main staircase. 

. Then they'd merely crossed the lobby, 
gone out by the front entrance and de
parted in a private car-a sedan. 

Two bellboys, from their bench, had 
seen a young woman in black accom
panied by two men, one in evening dress, 
come down the stairs and cross the lobby. 
One of the boys had carried Miss An
drews' bags up to her room when she'd 
checked in. He had ridden up in the ele
vator with her. He was sure she was the 
young woman. Neither had paid the 
slightest attention to the appearance of 
the men. The doorman, too, remembered 
the party. He had a good look at the girl. 
He said she looked as if she had been cry
ing, but it was none of his business. No, 
he hadn't taken the number of the car. At 

. the Pennfield it was customary to note 
the numbers of both taxis and private 
cars in which guests drove away, but 
somebody had asked him a question and, 
just as he had answered it, the sedan had 
driven off. Sure, he missed a lot of cars. 
All doormen did. 

· 

The Rambler knew, of course, that 
Enid had been terrorized into accompany
ing the pair. Perhaps they had given her 
a jab with the needle, enough dope to 
numb her but not cause unconsciousness. 

CAPTAIN LAUGHLIN arrived in a 
cab as Murphy was questioning the 

doorman. He was a short; solid, compe-
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tent-looking man, who wore a brush mus
tache and whose small blue eyes were 
sharp as needles. He insisted upon �turn
ing to the room recently occupied by Enid 
Andrews. He asked the hotel manager 
and the house detective to leave him 
alone with Murphy. After they had gone, 
he lighted a cigar, gazed penetratingly at 
the reporter and asked : " Now, what's it 
about ? Why did they carry her off and 
what were they after ?" 

"Captain," Murphy said earnestly, 
"Enid left this morning for Chicago. I 
saw her off. She was taken off the train 
at Pittsburg and sent back to New York 
to substitute for a girl in a film being 
made on Long Island-she's a film ac
tress, you know. She phoned me upon 
arrival. She found a strange suitcase in 
her luggage for she told me what it con
tained." 

"Well, what ?" 
"A diamond qecklace. She supposed it 

was theatrical jewelry but, from her de
scription, I'm convinced it was the neck
lace of the Duchess of Tranmore." 

Laughlin jumped up. "Holy cats !" he 
ejaculated. "Murphy, the British Ambas
sador is raising hell. So's Washic�on. 
They're applying the heat to the Depart
ment. Don't you know how she got the 
necklace ?" 

"No. I told her not to let anybody in, 
that I 'd be right over. I got pinched for 
bribing a taxi-driver to break through 
traffic lights, was delayed, and when I ar
rived here-" He explained what had 
happened. 

"It must have been the necklace. That 
explains her snatch. She could identify 
these fellows," said the captain. "Now 
Murphy, we had word, very early this 
morning, about the theft of the necklace. 
We stationed men at all trains, and stopped 
as many motor buses and cars leaving 
town as we could. 

"The necklace is so hot they think they 
have to send it out of New York. Your 

girl was going through to Hollywood. 
Did she have any sort of send-off ?" 

The Rambler nodded. " Motion-picture 
cameras and reporters." 

"Suppose the fellow with the necklace 
recognized a dick at the train gate. He'd 
be searched. His luggage would be 
searched if he was a known crook. But 
here is this girl being photographed. He 
finds out she's a through passenger. Sup
pose he puts this suitcase with her luggage 
-the porters must have been standing by 
with her bags till the photographing was 
finished. Maybe they took her off the 
train and sent her back before the crook 
could get his bag back from among hers. 
But he finds out and telephones back to 
his principal. Follow me ?" 

Murphy nodded. "It sounds plausible. 
So the criminals came right down here to 
recover the necklace." 

"And carried her off because she could 
identify them. I'll find out if any known 
crook was seen boarding the Chicago Fly
er. Let you know in the morning." 

"But Enid-suppose they-er-" His 
voice broke. 

The captain leaned forward and patted 
his knee. "The men who worked this 
necklace job aren't gangsters-they're 
high-class crooks. That type doesn't com
mit murder unless it's absolutely neces
sary. They'll just hold your girl until 
they've made everything safe for them
selves. They won't kil.l her unless they 
have to." 

"Maybe so, but just the same it's driv
ing me crazy." 

"I'll take that hairbrush and examine 
the black hairs on it. Of course we haven't 
many specimens with which to compare 
it-identification by human hairs is a re
cent wrinkle." 

Murphy picked up the phone. "Please 
report any out-calls from this apartment 
in the last hour." He smiled forlornly at 
the captain when he received the report. 
"Only one-my apartment-poor kid." 
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WHEN Murphy entered the office of 
the Globe's managing editor next 

morning at nine o'clock, his face was 
white and there were unaccustomed lines 
in it. He had had, practically, no sleep. 
The managing editor, who had been dic
tating to his secretary, dismissed her. He 
scowled at the reporter. " I  assigned you 
to the Tranmore necklace case," he com
plained. "And you occupy yourself ar
ranging a publicity stunt for this girl of 
yours." 

"She's not my girl and I didn't arrange 
any stunt. She's been kidnaped." 

"Yeah ? By the film people. Not a line 
gets into this paper. It's too raw." 

"Let it pass," said Murphy wearily. 
"Get a cable from London about the 
duchess ?" 

The managing editor nodded. "Yep. 
she's broke. Taxes on entailed property, 
which include the necklace, gobble up all 
her income. She probably brought the 
necklace to New York to have it stolen. 
It's fully insured. Here's something. All 
the guests at the dinner party were Amer
icans. The butler and the second footman 
are English. I think the plot was hatched 
in England. Go up and talk turkey to the 
duchess-" 

"Been up," said Murphy dryly. "Her . 

Grace has left her hotel. No address. 
Friends are hiding her until she recovers 
from this frightful shock. I'll try to locate 
said friends." 

"Well," declared Graham, "I agree with 
you that it was impossible for anybody to 
unhitch that horse collar from the old 
woman's neck without her knowing it. It 
had a new, patent, safety catch. "  

"There was a moment," said Murphy, 
"when everybody's attention was drawn 
from the table. The footman stumbled and 
almost fell while bringing the roast from 
the pantry door to the buffet. Everybody 
looked and laughed or smiled. At that mo
ment, it was possible for her to remove 
the necklaee and hand it to somebody." 

Graham looked astounded. "I didn't 
hear that." 

"You didn't talk to the right person." 
''0. K. But everybody including the 

duchess, stripped to the skin." 
"True." He looked thoughtful. "I hadn't 

considered the significance of the fact that 
it was an amateur search, a formality, 
since all the guests were above suspicion 
and submitted merely out of courtesy. It 
wasn't as if police matrons had searched 
the women. No doubt they considered one 
another's modesty and politely looked 
aside while they were undressing." 

"Rambler," exclaimed the editor, "you 
hit it. Why, the duchess could have had it 
inside her chemise and when she took off· 
her chemise just wrapped the necklace in 
it and laid it on top of her other clothes. 
But the men were searched, too." 

"In the same perfunctory manner." 
"Right !" exclaimed Graham. "When 

the police came they were overpowered 
by all the big-wigs and when Rutledge 
told them that everybody had been 
searched they didn't dare subject them to 
a second frisking." 

"J should tell you," said Murphy, "that 
Magnam's wife isn't American. She's an 
English actress." 

"She is ? \,Yell, go after her." 

"What I'm doing is getting Miss An
drews out of the kidnapers' hands. When 
I do that I'll have the necklace thieves. 
Chew on that, boss." 

WITH Enid in the hands of criminals 
for two days, Rambler Murphy was 

waiting in the ante-room at Luigi's for 
Mrs. R. Morton Magnam. He was there 
because of an item in the dossier of Mrs. 
Magnam, which had come in response to 
a cable to London. Mrs. Magnam had 
been a girl of good fan1ily-Rathburn was 
her maiden name-but she had taken an
other when she went on tlte stage. She 
had never been a star, j ust a good come
dienne. The thing which interested the 
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reporter was that she had been a house 
guest on several occasions of the Duchess 
of Tranmore in Devonshire and had met 
!Jer husband at the Tranmore home. That, 
::Jf course, explained her presence at the 
Rutledge dinner, not that heP husband 
was a business associate of Rutledge, as 
the police and Murphy had taken for 
granted. 

But, in their conversation at the Mag
nam residence, she had spoken scoffingly 
of duchesses in general and this one in 
particular. Another item also interested 
l 1im. The Magnams had been in London 
only two months back. Mrs. Magnam 
was the only person at that dinner whom 
Murphy had decided could possibly be a 
confederate of the duchess in the neck
lace plot. On the other hand she was 
wealthy and, for her to risk wealth and 
social position to join hands with thieves 
and murderers, seemed incredible. 

He was nervous as he waited, lest she 
fail to come. Possibly she had forgotten 
the engagement. If something better 
turned up there was no question she 
would let the supposed insurance man 
cool his heels. No--she was entering the 
place. 

She was strikingly handsome in a tailor
made suit of white and black checks with 
a white, mannish, felt hat. Her black eyes 
spied him instantly. He hastened to her, 
forcing a smile. 

"flow are you ?" she asked, indifferent 
to his reply. "A stool at the bar first, I'm 
parched." 

It took three bacardi cocktails to quench 
her thirst. Murphy contented himself with 
one. They were the only ones at the bar. 

"Let me pay," she said carelessly. "I 
know you have no money." 

. 

"I can manage." 
"In London, when a woman takes a 

boy out, she pays her share, and, if he's 
stony, the whole chit," she told him. 

"I'm not very stony," he said as he 
paid. "Shall we lunch ?" 

She glanced nervously round and nod
ded with satisfaction. There were only 
four other guests-all frumps. 

"A topping hide-away," she remarked. 
"I must make a note of this place." 

WHEN they were seated and had or-
dered, her bold eyes appraised bini. 

What's the matter with you ?" she de
manded. "You look done in. I suppose 
you have a mistress-probably several." 

"I do a lot of reading at night, too 
much, sometimes," he said evasively. "I 
don't happen to have any women friends." 

"How nice for me. Ever met my hus
band ?" 

He shook his head. 
"He's the biggest bore on two conti

nents. Filthy rich, but stingy. He dis
trusts me and won't give me an allow
ance. Of course I can charge things, and 
how I do ! Now, tell me all about your
self." 

"How is the duchess taking her great 
loss ?" he evaded. 

"How should I know ?" she asked in
differently. 

"I thought you might have seen her 
since the dinner party. You knew her in 
London, didn't you ?" 

"Actresses and duchesses aren't apt to 
be acquainted. Did I hear you order cham
pagne ?" 

"You will.'' He ordered a bottle. She 
laughed. "Champagne is one of my vices. 
Good-looking and naive young men are 
another." 

Why did she deny acquaintance with 
the noblewoman at whose house she had 
met her husband, Murphy wondered. He 
answered her remark lightly, and tried to 
cope with her line of airy persiflage. In 
the middle of luncheon he asked permis
sion to leave her to telephone. 

" Hurry back, dear boy," she said cheer
fully. 

He phoned Captain Laughlin, who was 
:waiting for the call at his office. 
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"She showed up," Murphy said. "Send 
up Adams of the gem squad to hang 
around outside until we come out. Have 
him look her over carefully and find out if  
he's ever seen her with any jewel thief of 
his acquaintance. I think she circulates a 
lot." 

Mrs. Magnam drank most of the bottle 
of champagne and lingered over her 
lunch. 

"I've had a lovely time," she said at 
length. "People are calling at my place 
about four and I must go home and 
change my costume. I wish I could invite 
you to the house but it's impossible. At 
our next luncheon you will be my guest. 
I insist." 

"Well, if you insist. Must you go ?" 
She was drawing on her gloves. "Really 

I must, dear boy." 
"Can I take you home ?" 
"Better not. I'll call a taxi outside." 
He escorted her to the curb. He saw 

Lieutenant Adams, the jewel expert, a 
dapper little man wearing gold pince-nez 
who suggested, in no respect, a police of
ficial. Adams was leaning against the low 
iron fence of the areaway of the convert
ed residence occupied by Luigi. A taxi 
came rolling up. 

Murphy placed the great lady in the 
cab, lifted his hat and stood politely until 
the car had driven off. Adams stepped to 
his side. 

· "Seen her before ?" Murphy asked eag
erly of the lieutenant. 

"Yes," replied Adams. "I've seen her 
having tea at the Ritz with Ralph Jervis 
but he's not on the 'suspect' list. He op
erated a chain of second-class jewelry 
stores extending across the country, or 
did. They went into a receiver's hands a 
year ago." 

"Is he an Englishman ?" 
"American, but he used to travel a lot. 

The customs watched him closely but 
they never actually caught him trying to 
smuggle." 

"Know where he lives ?" 
"Sure. At the Blitz Towers." 
The Rambler looked thoughtful. "His 

shops are in a receiver's hands, but he 
still lives at the Blitz." 

Adams laughed. "Those fellows never 
give their creditors a break but that's not 
police business.'' 

"Think he ever bought stolen goods ?" 

"Well, a lot of supposedly reputable 
jewelers do. It's so easy to take gems out 
of stolen settings and reset them, and they 
can't resist bargain prices. Going down
town ?" 

"No, I think I'll go over to the East 
Side." 

CHAPTER FOUR 

Murphy Burgl�s the Blitz 

ADDISON FRANCIS MURPHY sat 
in his apartment an hour later. He 

was biting his nails when the doorbell 
rang and he was surprised to find Captain 
Laughlin on the threshold. 

"I've a bit of information, Murphy," 
the captain said, seating himself on the 
sofa, handy to a bottle of Scotch which 
stood on a low table beside it. "The taxi 
which drove away with the Magnam 
woman had a plainclothesman disguised 
as the chauffeur. We're in a jam on this 
case and when you told me this wo)llan 
had been an English actress and had 
known the duchess abroad, I thought it 
might be well to keep an eye on her. I 
know she's rich as mud but she's the only 
possible suspect aside from the servants. 
Their records are good, by the way. All 
of them." 

"Well ?" 

"She gave the driver her home address 
but, when crossing Fifty-seventh Street, 
changed it to the Blitz Towers. She paid 
off the cab there and went in. After a 
few minutes my man entered and said to 
the clerk, 'I just brought a lady here and, 
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after she left I found a glove on the seat. 
Know her name and where she went ?' 
The clerk told him she went to Seven 
Seventy-four and phoned up. 

"She said she hadn't lost a glove. The 
dick went outside and asked the door
man the name of the party in Seven Sev
enty-four. He explained that he was sup
posed to call back after a lady who had 
gone up there and had forgotten the name 
he was to call. The doorman told him a 
Mr. Jervis lives in that suite." 

"Jervis, the jeweler !" exclaimed Mur
phy. "Lieutenant Adams said he had seen 
her lunching with him." 

"Yep," assented · the captain. "He re
ported that to me. Now here's a stolen 
necklace and one of the guests is very 
chummy with a jeweler." 

"And one whose business is in a re
ceiver's hands," added Murphy. 

"If she's one of the crooks," remarked 
the captain, "it's funny she made a date 
with you when you told her you were con
nected with the insurance company that 
insured the necklace." 

Murphy grinned. "Maybe she wanted 
to find out how much or how little I 
knew, Captain Laughlin. If this Jervis 
has the necklace, it was he or his hirelings 
who kidnaped Enid Andrews. I'm 'going 
up and throttle the truth out of him. Sup
pose he's keeping Enid a prisoner in the 
Blitz Towers-the last place anybody 
would think to look for her." 

"Cool off," suggested the police cap
tain. "The Blitz is the best-protected 
apartment hotel in New York. It's a cinch 
she's not there. He couldn't get her in." 

Murphy brooded. "You're probably 
right. She isn't there, but he is. And 
that's where the necklace is. If I get it, 
he'll have to produce Enid." 

"Old man," said Laughlin warmly, "I 
know how you feel, but listen. I worked 
on a case at the Blitz Towers a year ago. 
Nobody can get to an apartment without 
being invited up. All visitors are closely 

watched. Why, a delivery man with a 
package has to be announced. He is ac
companied by a bellboy who goes with him 
to the apartment door. The elevator is 
stopped on the floor and the elevator man 
keeps his eye on them. He watches until 
both the delivery man and the bellboy 
come back. If they remain more than a 
minute or two, he touches an alarm but
ton and the whole establishment, which 
includes a few strong arms, are warned 
to stand by. Those tenants pay for pro
tection and they get it." 

"Nevertheless, I'm going to get into 
that apartment." 

" Inside every apartment door is an 
alarm. Try to get in." 

"All right. I 'll wait until tonight.'' 
Murphy crossed to the telephone, 

opened the phone book and looked up a 
number. He dialed it. 

"Blitz Towers ?" he asked. "This is Mr. 
Ashton speaking. I am looking for an 
apartment. Have you any vacancies ? . . .  
What size ? . . . Well, not too large . . . 
Yes, three rooms would be all right. I 
don't want to go above the seventh or 
eighth floors. I'd like to move in early 
this evening. Three hundred a month ? I 
can't take a year's lease. Yes, I'd sign up 
for six months. Certainly, I'll have refer
ences. I'll drop round in an hour or two." 

He hung up, grinned at his friend. "I'll 
show you how to get into the Blitz 
Towers. "  

"You'll pay eighteen hundred dollars," 
marveled the police captain. "And suppose 
you're a tenant-that won't admit you to 
Jervis's apartment. And we're only guess
ing that he has anything to do with this 
case.'' 

" I'd spend my last cent," Murphy said 
grimly. "Man, I 've got to have action or 
go stark mad. I admit we have nothing 
at all on Jervis, but I've a hunch I'll get 
something. As a tenant, at least I won't 
have flunkies pursuing me while I study 
the lay of the land." 
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He grinned at the police official. "You'll 
have to cook up the references." 

AT the Blitz Murphy was received by 
the renting-agent in an ornate office. 

Floor plans were produced. As he in
spected them he look for the "twenty
four" apartments, which were located on 
the south side of the building on the side 
street. That of Jervis, on .the seventh floor, 
was the third apartment from the front o f  
the building. It was a three-room apart: 
ment with a kitchen. In addition to the 
master's entrance there was a service door 
which opened into the kitchen. 

"Our clerk, in talking with you on the 
phone, made a mistake," the agent told 
Murphy. "There is nothing vacant on the 
sixth, seventh and eighth. There is a 
three-room apartment on the ninth. It's 
very attractive and gets the sun, being on 
the south side of the building." 

"I 'll take it." 
A clerk accompanied "Mr. Ashton" 

from the lobby of the Blitz Towers to his 
apartment. 

"Now, that you are one of guests, sir,'' 
he said, "I must explain our system of 
apartment protection. Some of the rich
est people in America live here and every 
precaution is taken to prevent robbery or 
intrusion. We ask our guests never to 
open their doors at an unannounced ring. 
See here." He pointed to a perforated 
disk beside the front door. "You can con
verse with anybody without opening the 
door, by the loud-speaker system. 

" Now, this way, sir." 
He led the new tenant into the bed 

chamber and opened a narrow closet door. 
Two feet within was a large wall-safe. He 
revealed a cleverly masked push-button. 
"Opening the door causes a photo-electric 
eye device to function it. If . you have 
something valuable in the safe, touch this 
button before entering, otherwise an 
alarm will ring in the office. If you have 
nothing in the safe of importance, turn 

this switch to shut off the radio beam." 
He led the reporter about the apart

ment and revealed a dozen spots where 
an alarm could be given in case of trou
ble-a fourth pedal on the piano, a carved 
protuberance on the bedstead, a button on 
the base of the telephone. Murphy care
fully noted all these gadgets. 

.. A rise in the room temperature, in 
case of fire, gives the alarm," he adde.d. 
"Everything is automatic. Since this place 
has been built, there has never been a 
robbery. Now, I 'll give you the combina
tion of your safe." 

"I bet you get a lot of false alarms," re
marked the new tenant. The clerk smiled. 
"Between ourselves, the system is a nuis
ance, but a great selling argument. No 
unauthorized person could get above the 
lobby, anyway." 

After he had gone Murphy went about 
further familiarizing himself with the sys
tem of protection of Blitz Towers apart
ments. He was grateful to the manage
ment for explaining them. Without the 
information thus received, his effort to 
break into the apartment of another tenant 
would inevitably fail. 

He had observed that on the front door 
there was a small panel which opened and 
served as a peep-hole through which those 
within could inspect a caller before open
ing the door. There was no peep-hole on 
the service door. The doors were very 
stout, the walls solid, and almost sound 
proof. Murphy was sure he was not 
hungry, but he phoned downstairs, or
dered dinner sent up and forced himself 
to eat a little. Then he went out and did 
an . errand. 

AT nine o'clock, minus his hat, Murphy 
left his apartment. There was a bulge 

inside his jacket. The steel fire-escape
staircase entrance was almost opposite the 
door of his apartment. He descended to 
the seventh floor, opened the door a few 
inches and made certain that nobody was 
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in the corridor before he stepped out of 
the fire-escape landing. He moved swift
ly, passed the row of elevator entrances 
and paused before the service entrance 
of 774. He pressed the bell with one of 
the fingers of his left hand and waited. 

A male voice, speaking it seemed al
most at his ear, demanded : "Who's there 
and what's wanted ?" 

"Radiogram for Mr. Jervis.'' 

"Just a minute," came through the loud 
speaker from the person inside the closed 
door. 

Murphy heard a chain being removed, 
then the door was opened six inches. A 
serving man's suspicious face was visible. 
The Rambler's right hand had drawn 
what resembled somewhat an old fash
ioned horse-pistol from inside his coat, 
while his left hand went to his face. He 
threw his left shoulder against the partly 
opened door as he pulled the trigger. 
There was no report but something like 
fine spume poured out of the muzzle. Be
fore he staggered back, both hands pressed 
against his eyes, the servant glimpsed a 
hideous false face-it was actually a gas 
mask. 

Murphy had secured from Laughlin a 
new police invention, a pocket tear-gas 
gun, quite unlike the bulky weapons in 
general police use. 

The unfortunate servant was overpow
ered, his face twisting with distress, his 
eyes streaming, his hands endeavoring to 
protect them. And, to make use of any 
of the protective devices, was the last 
thing which occurred to him. 

The reporter was inside, the door 
closed, his back against it. He thrust the 
now useless gas pistol in the waistband of 
his trousers, and drew a small automatic. 

"Where' s Jervis ?" he demanded. 
"He's out to dinner," blundered the vic

tim of tear gas. 
"You alone in the apartment ?" 
"Yes," sobbed the man. "I'm going 

blind,. I am." 

"You'll be all right presently. Lie 
down on the floor." 

The man hastened to place himself flat 
on his back. The Rambler pulled from his 
back pocket a ball of almost unbreakable 
fishline and proceeded to bind the poor 
devil hand and foot. 

"Let out one yip and I'll gag you," he 
said harshly. To be gagged, when he was 
already in agony, was a frightful threat. 
The servant made no outcry. 

LAUGHLIN had not believed Murphy 
could get into the Jervis apartment. 

Well, he wM in. Question, would it do 
him any good, and could he get out ? He 
passed from the kitchen through a pantry 
into a small but beautifully appointed din
ing-room. This opened into the living
room. There was a desk in a comer. He 
seated himself at it and removed the gas 
mask. Already the small dose of tear gas 
had been absorbed and destroyed by the 
atmosphere. He carefully inspected the 
contents of the unlocked desk. 

He found a note from Mrs. Magnam 
inviting Jervis to tea, dated a week back. 
There was little correspondence and no 
other private papers in the desk. After a 
close inspection of the room he went into 
the bedroom. On the bureau stood a pho
tograph in a silver frame, of a man whose 
face looked familiar. He was puzzled but 
suddenly remembered. It was the man 
who had been going into the Magnam 
house the other day as he was leaving and 
who had eyed him sharply. It was Jer
vis's photograph, of course. But it and 
the note in the desk only proved that he 
and Mrs. Magnam were friends, and 
Murphy was already aware of that fact. 

Taking due precautions, he opened the 
door of the safe closet. Like his own up
stairs, it was a very modem safe, and 
could be opened only by an expert box 
man. 

Behind that steel door, he would have 
wagered his all, reposed the diamond 
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necklace of the Duchess of Tranmore, as 
much beyond his reach as though in the 
moon. He returned to the bureau and in
spected a set of gold toilet articles, in-

. 

eluding a gold-backed brush and comb. 
He found what he was looking for and 
uttered a pleased ejaculation. 

It was time to attend to the tear-gassed 
servant. He went back to the kitchen and 
saw that the man was no longer suffer
ing. He gazed pitifully up at the in
truder. 

"Let me up, will you ?" he pleaded. 
"Where did you and Jervis take that 

girl after you left the Hotel Pennfield ?" 
Murphy demanded. 

"Eh ? I don't know what you're talking 
about. I'm just the valet here. Say, these 
cords hurt my wrist." 

"How does this feel ?" The Rambler 
grasped a thin lock of his j et-black hair 
and the fellow howled in pain. "What's 
the idea of that ?" he demanded. 

Instead of replying, the reporter in
spected five or six hairs, picked a slip of 
scrap-paper out of the kitchen waste bas
ket and carefully wrapped them in it, after 
which he put the little package in his left 
waistcoat pocket. 

"Since you won't talk," he said sig
nificantly. 

He produced a role of adhesive tape, 
picked up a knife from the sink where 
the man evidently had been washing 
dishes, clipped off a three-inch piece of 
tape. He then knelt at the man's head 
and despite his fierce protests fastened his 
lips together with the tape. 

In his kneeling position, his back was 
toward the open pantry door. While talk
ing with the servant he was sufficiently 
distant from the front door of the apart
ment so that he did not hear it open and 
shut. A man in evening dress had admit
ted himself 'vith a key and listened in
tently when he heard the hum of voices. 
He closed the door noiselessly, tiptoed 
through the living-room and dining-room 

into the pantry. Without a sound he crept 
close to the kneeling man. From his breast 
pocket came a .38 caliber revolver. He 
clubbed it and brought it down fiercely 
upon the top of the head of the presump
tive burglar. The Rambler rolled off the 
body of the servant and lay on his back on 
the kitchen floor. Ralph Jervis stared at 
the face of the unconscious man. 

" I'll be damned," he ejaculated. "The 
reporter !" 

�EN the Rambler came to, he was 
lying on one of the twin beds in the 

chamber, bound hand and foot with cords · 

from the ball of fishline he had brought 
with him and used to tie up the servant. 
Standing beside the bed was the recently 
trussed-up servant. He had Murphy's 
automatic in his hand. 

"Your turn, eh ?" he remarked with a 
nasty grin. 

Murphy didn't answer. He was in the 
depths of abasement. After his ingenuity 
in obtaining entrance to this place, he had 
permitted himself to be caught napping. 
Of course it was Jervis who had knocked 
him out. If he had gagged the servant in 
the beginning, this wouldn't have hap
pened. But the fellow was suffering from 
tear gas. It had seemed too brutal to gag 
him then. 

A minute or two passed and the man 
in evening clothes, whom Murphy recog
nized as Jervis, came into the room. 

" I  have phoned for the police," he said 
grimly. "You'll get twenty years for 
breaking and entering." 

"It won't wash, "  the Rambler retorted. 
"You know who I am and why I 'm here." 

"I have no words to bandy with a bur
glar," said Jervis stiffly. He went back into 
the living-room but left the door open. A 
quarter of an hour passed. A ring sound
ed at the front door. Jervis personally 
opened it. He led into the chamber two 
burly, hard-featured plainclothesmen. 

"A burglar. Broke in and gagged and 



60 Dime Detecti"e Magazine 

bound my servant. I captured him. We 
both will appear against him. Take him 
away," instructed the jeweler. 

One of them drew a pair of handcuffs 
from his pocket while the other cut the 
Rambler's bonds. The bracelets were im
mediately slipped upon his wrists. He 
was roughly dragged to his feet. 

As there was nothing to say, Murphy 
said nothing. At headquarters, of course, 
his newspaper influence would get him 
out of a bad mess. It was entirely possible 
that Jervis thought he had caught a com
mon burglar at work. It was even pos
sible that Jervis had no more to do with 
the theft of the necklace and the kidnaping 
of Enid t.ban the Duke of Windsor. The 
Rambler, however, was only strengthened 
in his conviction of the man's guilt by 
what had happened. An ordinary citizen 
would not have risked creeping up on a 
burglar-or if the citizen had a gun, he 
would have let fly at him from a safe dis
tance. More likely than attempting a per
sonal capture, he would have made use of 
the establishment's vaunted alarm system. 

There were two house attendants in the 
corridor. They conducted the officers and 
their prisoner to the service elevator and 
led them out of the building by the serv
ice door. 

A taxicab was waiting. They roughly 
pushed the prisoner into it. The cab start
ed off at a rapid clip. At the end of ten 
minutes Addison Francis Murphy under

stood. They had traveled three times as 

far as was necessary to reach a police pre
cinct house and they were not going to 
headquarters because they were headed 
uptown. 

CHAPTER FIVE 

Padded CeU 

THE Rambler extended compliments 

and applause to Ralph Jervis. He 
had phoned to a couple of his henchmen 

to impersonate officers, then notified the 
management of the hotel that he had 
caught a burglar and was holding him for 
the police. The two yeggs had been es
corted to the apartment by the exceed
ingly careful management. As Murphy 
had been taken out by the service exit 
from the building, the management was 
unaware that the burglar was the new 
tenant from the ninth floor. The trick was 
so clever that it had even deceived the 
astute reporter. 

No word was spoken. By and by, the 
car crossed the new Triborough Bridge. 
Murphy was greatly concerned. It was 
highly propable, that when the destination 
was reached, he was due to be lmocked on 
the head. 

They passed through thickly settled sec
tions into open suburbs and drew up final
ly before a large house set back from the 
road and masked by oak trees. The car 
stopped. 

"Get out," commanded his taciturn cap
tors. 

The Rambler stepped out. There was . a  
sign beside the deep front entrance-a 
small sign. Dr. Walter's Private Asylum. 

His heart gave a leap. This was where 
Enid had been taken. He would be under 
the same roof. But he protested for form's 
take. "What's this ?" he demanded. He 
was hit in the face by a big fist, then 
rushed into the doorway. 

A crafty-looking, brown-mustached 
man, in a white uniform, met them. 

"So this is the padded-cell case," he 
said, smiling sardonically. "Does he need 
a strait-jacket ?" 

Both Murphy's captors laughed. One of 
them said : "It's up to you, Doc." 

"Well, we'll see how he behaves. Bring 
him this way." 

The Rambler's captors followed the 
doctor into a small room, equipped as an 
office, at the right side of the hall. The 
doctor tapped the prisoner's pockets, re
moved his wallet, his keys and drew two 
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letters from his breast pocket. They were 
business letters, of no importance. 

"All right," he said. "We'll lock him 
up." Murphy had not wasted his breath 
in protest. Actually he was in high spir
its. He had not let himself believe that 
they had killed Enid, but there had been 
a gnawing fear. Discovery of this place 
fully persuaded him that the girl was 
alive, and an inmate. And, if she were 
alive, there was hope. 

They left the office and, in the hall, 
were joined by an orderly, a huge, red
faced, broad-shouldered brute, in a dirty 
white uniform, who looked as if beating 
up "nuts" would give him pleasure. He 
carried a policeman's club in his right 
hand. 

"You men wait here," he instructed the 
men who had brought Murphy. 

"Well, so long, bozo," said one of the 
alleged officers with a hearty laugh. 
"You're in for a long stretch." 

MURPHY followed the doctor, and 
the orderly trailed after, up a flight 

of stairs along a corridor towards the rear 
of the house. They went up a back stair
case and the doctor unlocked a door, 
whereupon the man behind him pushed 
the reporter into a small room, the four 
walls of which were heavily padded. 
There was a small window, which was 
barred, and the bars, also, were padded. 
The furnishings consisted of a narrow cot, 
a commode with a crockery washbowl and 
pitcher. There were two filthy towels 
on a rack. The door was closed and locked 
and he was left in the dark. 

He sat down on the cot. He wondered 
why they bothered to incarcerate him 
when they could have shot him in the taxi 
and thrown his body in the river. He had 
had no expectation, after discovering that 
the cab was not headed for a police sta
tion, of being alive as long as this. 

It meant that Jervis did not have the 
"killer" instinct. And, if Enid and him
self were kept here for a year or two and 

then escaped, what would be the conse
quences to Jervis ?  He would have had 
time to cash in on the necklace and thor
oughly cover his tracks. In all probabil
ity he would have vanished from the New 
York scene and be living comfortably in 
hiding abroad. 

There had been no thought of murder 
or violenee originally. The duchess would 
have kept her mouth shut, collected her 
insurance and .gone back to England. But 
the loss of the necklace had caused the fox 
to become a wolf. 

The problem now was to get out of 
here. 

Murphy did not think of sleep but sat 
up all night considering methods of escape 
and discarding them. The dawn had come 
some time before he was aware of it, be
cause the window was boarded up and 
light entered only through cracks between 
the boards. 

They had left him his fountain pen and 
a pencil after a rather perfunctory search. 
His gun was back in Jervis's apartment. 
On his person was nothing of value in 
this emergency. His eyes roamed around 
the room. It was filthy dirty. Whoever 
had swept it had merely broomed the dust 
into corners and left it there. The pad
ding on the wall was almost black with 
dirt. 

He crossed and picked up the pitcher 
standing on the washstand. This was well
speckled with dirt, also, and was empty. 
He gazed at it in an abstracted fashion, 
then carried it with him back to the cot 
and sat down with it between his knees, 
its bottom uppermost. 

What he did then would have per
suaded an alienist that a padded cell was 
exactly where Addison Francis Murphy 
belonged. He unscrewed the top of his 
fountain pen-it had been filled recently
emptied its contents upon the bottom of 
the water pitcher and proceeded to smear 
the ink with his fingers over the surface 
of the pitcher. 
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AT EIGHT o'clock a key turned in the 
lock of the prisoner's door. The 

room was still in semi-darkness be
cause a£ the boarded window. The 
burly orderly thrust the door open with 
his knee. He had in his · right hand a re
volver and in his left a tin tray upon which 
was a soup plate of oatmeal and milk and 
a cup of black coffee. The inmate lay on 
the cot, his bed clothes pulled up so only 
the upper part of his head was visible. 

"Wake up, you," growled the orderly. 
The prisoner did not stir. The man 
stooped and poked at the form in the bed 
with the muzzle of his revolver. And the 
Rambler stepped out from behind the door 
and brought the heavy wash bowl down 
on top of his head with such force that it 
smashed into smithereens. The tray 
dropped to the floor, the attendant pitched 
forward on top of the figure in the bed 
and Murphy snatched the revolver from 
his relaxing grip. 

What · the orderly thought was · the 
back of his head, was the bulging lower 
part of the water pitcher, which Murphy 
had stained with ink and dust until, in the 
murk, it looked like hair. He had pushed 
the flat bottom against the pillow and had 
placed two commode drawers, end to end, 
beneath the blanket to suggest a human 
form. 

Murphy darted into the hall, closed and 
locked the door. There was nobody on 
this floor. He sped down the back stairs. 
Coming down the corridor of the second 
floor was a bulky, hard-visaged nurse. 
She emitted a piercing scream. There 
were answering howls from female in
mates of some of the rooms opening off 
the corridor. Murphy menaced the nurse 
with the revolver as he rushed past, and 
then he was plunging down the front 
stairs. A man, standing at the foot of the 
stairs, pulled a revolver from his pocket 
and fired at the escaping prisoner. M ur
phy's answering shot hit him in the right 
shoulder-the guard's bullet · bad gone 

wide. He dropped his revolver with a 
bellow of pain and ran bleeding down the 
corridor out of reach of another shot. 

The proprietor of the asylum rushed out 
of his office, in his hand an automatic 
pistol. The reporter was almost upon him, 
his weapon leveled, and, with a horrified 
squeak, the doctor dropped his pistol to 
the floor. Murphy grasped him by the 
throat with his left hand and pressed the 
muzzle of the revolver against his fore
head. 

"Now where's the girl, you rat, quick," 
he snarled. 

"I'll release her-for God's sake don't 
shoot," squealed the doctor. 

With a gasp of relief, Murphy removed 
his hand from the throat of the scoundrel 
and stepped back. " Have her brought 
here," he commanded. 

The doctor lifted a shrill, frightened 
voice. "Nurse Brown !" he cried. "Bring 
Number Fourteen down here immediately. 
Hurry ! Hurry !" 

Murphy, with the proprietor of the 
place, stood just outside the office door 
and about fifteen feet from the foot of the 
staircase. He was now in an agony of 
anticipation. He said hoarsely : "If you've 
drugged her or hurt her, I swear I'll put 
a bullet in you !" 

" No, no," whined the terrified doctor. 
"She's all right-she hasn't been hurt." 

A couple of minutes passed. Footsteps 
above. And then, at the head of the stairs 
-Enid Andrews ! She was pale and 
frightened but, when she saw him, a glori
ous smile appeared upon her lovely face. 

"Oh, Enid, my dear !" he cried. Beside 
himself with joy he rushed to the stairs 
and began to ascend. 

"Look behind !" she screamed. The 
Rambler whirled. The doctor had snatched 
up his pistol and was taking aim. Mur
phy fired from the hip before the blast 
from the automatic could begin. His bul
let hit the doctor in the chest and he fell 
on his face. Enid screamed again and then 
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she was at the Rambler's side. Together 
they ran to the front door, unbolted it, 
pulled it open and ran outside. As they 
raced toward the road, a shot was fired at 
them from a second-story window. It 
missed and no more shots followed. There 
was no pun;uit. 

As they reached the highway a car was 
approaching. 

"Lift your thumb, darling," Murphy 
commanded. "They'll stop for you." 

And the spectacle ol the lovely blond 
creature with her thumb lifted was irre
sistible. The car stopped. 

THEY &at in Captain Laughlin's office 
at headquarters two hours later in the 

morning and Murphy had told his tale. 
"You had Jervis cold if you hadn't shot 

the doctor through the heart," Laughlin 
said. "Now we can't prove Jervis sent 
both you and the girl to the asyhsm. He'll 
claim he turned I you over to men he sup
posed were officers and it's going to be 
hard to beat that. And it's only her word 
against his that he is the man who kid
naped her from the hotel. He'll have an 
alibi. And we still have no evidence that 
he has the necklace. Or, for that matter, 
that she had the necklace." 

"That's what you think," retorted Mur
phy, laughing softly. He was In a happy 
mood. Enid had not been ill-treated at the 
asylum ; she had had a nervous reaction 
but a doctor had given her a sleeping
potion and she was sound asleep in her 
bed at the Pennfield. It was not yet ten 
A. M. "Where's Jervis ?" 

"He returned to the Blitz about four 
A. M." 

"Probably asleep. I think it unlikely 
anybody except the doctor knew of his 
connection with the asylum and the doctor 
is dead." He drew from his vest pocket 
two folded bits of paper. "This," he said, 
handing one to Laughlin, "contains hairs 
from his servant's head. This package 

contains hair I took from Jervis's comb 
and brush. I f  either of them prove to be 
identical with the hairs on Enid's brush, 
we have ample corroboration of her charge 
of having been kidnaped.'' 

"Yes, but-" 
"As the punishment for kidnaping is 

life, and for grand theft fifteen years or so, 
I expect Jervis will prefer to stand trial 
for theft and hope to get a few years off 
by turning in the necklace. You rush up 
there and make the pinch." 

Laughlin hesitated and made his deci
sion. "Right," he declared. 

Murphy waited at headquarters until 
the captain telephoned in. 

"Caught the weasel asleep," he declared. 
"He doesn't know yet that you and the 
girl escaped. He doesn't think we have a 
thing on him, and he's sure we can't make 
the warrant hold." 

"That's great. I'm starting uptown on 
another angle of this case and I expect to 
be back here in an hour or two at the 
most." 

"0. K. Your charge will be sufficient 
to hold him, but let's hope the hair tests 
turn out the way we want them." 

Murphy hastened uptown and, in half 
an hour, was ringing the bell at the resi
dence of R. Morton Magnam. The butler, 
this time, was decidedly unfriendly. 

"Mrs. Magnam is asleep, sir," he said 
with heat. "Certainly I won't wake her." 

"All right if you want to get her in 
trouble with her husband. Tell her Mr. 
Murphy is here with a terribly important 
message from Mr. Jervis." 

The butler hesitated, looked worried 
and finally said : "Well, I 'll see if she is 
awake." 

In less than five minutes Mrs. Magnam, 
her blond hair awry, came down the stairs 
swiftly. Her face was flushed and her 
black eyes flashed angrily. 

"Just what is this ? Who do you think 
you are ?" she asked furiously. "If you're 
presuming on certain . things, you'll dis-
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cover-" As she spoke she came dose to 
him, one hand clasping the folds of a blue 
satin robe, which she had not taken time 
to fasten. 

"The jig is up, Mrs. Magnam," he said 
softly. "Better take me where we can 
talk privately." 

She opened the door of a small room 
at the right, then faced him, flaming. 
"I do:n't understand you," she faltered. 
"But come in here. Is this some black
mail scheme-" 

"Mr. Jervis is in jail at headquarters, 
charged with the theft of the Tranmore 

- necklace," he said sternly. "He says you 
stole it for him." 

Her lips came together in a thin straight 
line. "Why, you-" 

"I'll call headquarters on that phone 
there and let you talk with the captain in 
charge of the case if you like," he said 
quietly. 

She sank into a chair. "This is a trick. 
And I liked you-I thought we were 
friends." 

"The actual thief will be punished more 
heavily than the receiver of stolen goods,'' 
he told her. "If, on the other hand, he 
instigated the crime and you were merely 
his agent, your punishment will be lighter. 
That's why I'm giving you a chance." 

She stared at him hard. "I believe you. 
All right, he made me do it." 

"How could he ?" 
"I'm being bla\kmailed, Mr. Murphy," 

she said pitifully. "I could get no money 
from my husband. I'd known Jervis for 
years in England. I asked him for a loan. 
He refused but offered me twenty thou
sand dollars to steal the necklace at the 
Rutledge dinner. That's God's truth." 

" Naturally the duchess was in the plot." 
"I don't know," she said sullenly. 
"How did you manage it ? Of course 

the footman was one of his tools." 
"No, Jervis didn't plan anything. He 

said it was up to me if I wanted the 
money. Before dinner, the necklace was 

passed from hand to hand and then the 
duchess asked me to fasten it on her neck 
once more. It had two fastenings-the 
original and a patent clasp. I didn't fasten 
the patent clasp. I thought I'd get a 
chance, later--of course I couldn't take 
it then." 

"So when the footman created a diver
sion, you reached in back of Mr. Gannon 
and unfastened it and whisked it off." 

"Yes. How did you know ?" 
"Guessed it. Why did the duchess ask 

you, particularly, to fasten it ?" 
"Well, I know her better than the 

others." 
"But you told me at lunch that you 

didn't kriow her." 
"Well, I wasn't admitting anything 

then." 
"Of course it was easy for you to con

ceal it during the search." 
" No trouble at all," she said with a 

nervous laugh. "Will I be arrested ?" 
"I would like to have you come to 

headquarters with me. I may be able to 
arrange your geting off easy if you'll testi
fy against Jervis." 

"I shall," she said harshly. "The brute 
would turn on me like a flash." 

"Don't you think it rather probable that 
Her Grace knew the necklace was due to 
be stolen ?" 

"Look here, I know nothing excePt: tbat 
I took the necklace and delivered it to 
Jervis in the lobby of the St. Regis." 

"Will you come downtown with me ?" 
She sighed. "I suppose I must. What 

a fool I've been." 

WHEN Murphy arrived with Mrs. 
. Magnam at headquarters, the police· 
experts had already decided that the hairs 
on Enid's hairbrush and those taken from 
Jervis's comb and brush were identical 
with hair pulled from the head of the 
suspect. 

Confronted with Mrs. Magnam's state
ment as well as the scientific evidence of 
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the hair identity, Ralph Jervis quickly de
cided to return the necklace and take the 
rap for grand theft instead of kidnaping. 
In his confession he declared that the theft 
had been arranged with the duchess in 
England-that Her Grace deliberately had 
given Mrs. Magnam the opportunity to 
leave the patent clasp unfastened and had 
been fully aware of the removal of the 
necklace from her neck. He insisted that 
the footman had not been in his pay
that, if he hadn't slipped, th� two women 
would have arranged a way to make the 
necklace disappear. _ . .  

Powerful influences started to work at 
once. Jervis went into court and pleaded 
guilty so that the possibility of ducal com
plicity was not brought out at a trial. And 
the State accepted Mrs. Magnam as a 
witness instead of a fellow conspirator
more powerful influence. The woman lost 
her social position and her husband, but 
Jervis's confession saved her from going 
on the stand and admitting her own share 
in the crime. 

Jervis's confession explained the 
strange incident of the week-end case 
containing the necklace, turning up in 
Enid's luggage. 

A confederate of the jeweler named 
Walter Randall was taking the necklace 
to a former employee of Jervis's in Chi
cago to be broken up. Randall had a po
lice record and found at the gate to the 
Chicago train a police sergeant of his ac
quaintance. He had placed th� week-end 
case with Enid's luggage, having learned 
that she was going all the way West, and 
then boarded the train after submitting to 
search at the gate. To his dismay he 
found a detective on the train who stuck 
close to him and made it impossible for 
him to enter the girl's compartment and 
retrieve the suitcase. He had phoned Jer
vis long distance that she had left the train 
to return to New York and Jervis was 
forced to personally recover the necklace. 

Jervis had been the man behind the door 

of Enid's room when Murphy entered so 
the reporter had no sight of him. His 
valet had been the masked man who held 
Enid's arms and had forced her to invite 
the reporter into a trap. 

It came out at the trial that Doctor 
Walter's real na�e was Farqueson. With 
Enid Andrews on his hands, Jervis, who 
needed time to realize upon the necklace 
and who shrank from actual murder, had 
taken her out to Walters' Asylum and in
duced Walters, against whom Jervis had 
evidence of malpractice, to incarcerate her. 

The New York Globe, of course, had 
an exclusive story upon the capture of the 
thief and the reoovery of the necklace and 
Her Grace, the Duchess of Tranmore, 
took the next boat for home. 

ADDISON FRANCIS MURPHY and 
Enid Andrews sat in her quarters at 

the Pennfield two evenings after the 
dramatic climax of the Tranmore investi
gation. She smiled at the Rambler very 
sweetly and there were tears in her eyes. 

"I know you like me very much, Ram
bler," she said. "I'm sure you'd try to be 
a good husband but you wouldn't suc
ceed." 

"Enid," he said earnestly, "I'll settle 
down. I suffered tortures when they car
ried you off-" 

"And you took desperate chances to 
rescue me," she told him gratefully. "You 
know I'm terrifically appreciative. As a 
rescuer of ladies in distress you have no 
equal, but, as a commuter-it won't do, 
Rambler. I figured it out before I signed 
the picture contract. I hope we'll always 
be friends, though." 

"Oh, sure," he said sullenly. 
"I have a chance to be a film star,'-' she 

continued. "I'll finish this short subject 
and go to Hollywood. You'll go on being 
a wonderful newspaperman, but you'll 
keep on drifting. Now won't you ?" 

He grinned sheepishly. "I suppose so," 
he confessed. 



T H E TAT O O E V  
A Need le Mike 

by Will iam E.  
Author of the "Blue Barrel" 

When a bunch of long-haired plains 
expHt in a sombrero invaded the precincts 
ink-and-flesh artist's first thought was that 
scended on the town. Not till the headless 
confuse the issue did he realize that murder 
time Needle Mike McNally himself was 
knew iJ was one of his own needles that 

CHAPTER ONE 
The Man Who W•tecl Dragoaftiet 

WHEN heat bogged down in moist 
waves over St. Louis and there 
was a note of weariness even in 

the buzzing of casual flies, a millionaire's 

son could be forgiven for deserting his 

home town and going where breezes blew. 

Ken McNally wondered why he didn't 

have sense enough to do the logical thing. 
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Story 
Barrell 
Stories, 1te. 

Indians atzd a trick-shot 
of South Broadway, the 
a wild-west show had de
red man popped up to 
was rampant. And by that 
on the spot-for the police 
had tattooed a dragonfly 
corpse. 

The weather-beaten old stoic slaahed the canvas to n'bbo111o 

He was swatting flies instead of whip
ping them across a mountain stream, and 
he was living in a grimy South Broadway 
shop instead of at a luxurious summer 
resort. He wasn't even Ken McNally. 

It was a game that he played with the 
gods of adventure. 

Down on the fringe of the St. Louis 

underworld, he had long ago become a 
character indigenous .to his surroundings 
-Needle Mike, tattoo artist, locksmith 
and reputed drunkard. He had taken on a 
ready-made appearance to fit his ready
made reputation. His measle scars became 
powder-burns, his dark hair was touseled 
and chemically streaked with gray, the 
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even white line o£ his teeth broken by a 
gleaming gold cap held in place by a spe
cially made dental clip. The tan of his 
face had been chemically rinsed to a dirty 
yellow. A whiskey breath was easy to get 
and he had it, to bolster his reputation as 
a periodical drunkard and explain his long 
absences from the shop, when he was com
pelled to live for a time in the world to 
:which he'd been born. 

But now he was Needle Mike. He could 
never forget it down here. There was the 
grimy neighborhood and the grimier shop, 
his instruments spread upon a cracked 
marble table-top, his inks on open shelves, 
lurid design posters on the walls. There 
was, too, his limp. 

Needle Mike was known along South 
Broadway as a gimp. He was lame and his 
lameness destroyed the characteristic walk 
of Ken McNally. McNally could never 
forget the limp because he had not left it 
to chance. He wore an ovular -device of 
cork and rubber fastened about his right 
knee. It fitted snugly, and was responsi
ble for the halt in his gait. 

TONIGHT the city sweltered. Not a 
breeze stirred along the length of the 

Mississippi Valley. No one would be fool 
enough to submit to tattooing in such 
weather. It was a good time to take Needle 
Mike off on another "periodical drunk" 
and let Ken McNally get out of town. 

He was considering the exodus when 
the door of the shop opened. A man stood 
for a moment on the threshold. McNally 
had not heard his step on the steaming 
pavement outside nor sensed his approach. 
It was as though he had materialized out 
of a heat wave. 

"I have a job for you," he said. 
He came into the room-a dark, tall, 

graceful man who moved without effort 
and whose voice carried a faint, scarcely 
perceptible accent. McNally grunted in the 
surly fashion of the old tattoo artist and 
sized his man up. 

His first guess was, "a Mexican," but 
he knew that he was wrong almost as soon 
as he made it. The dark complexion of 
the man and the straight dull-black hair 
below the brim of his straw hat suggested 
the area south of the Rio Grande, but 
something in the jaw-line, the cheek
bones, and the flow of body movement 
said "Indian." 

McNally hobbled across the room, took 
a pad from the drawer of his instrument 
table and spread it flat. He moistened the 
point of a stubby pencil with his tongue. 

"Well, what's your name ?" he said 
grumpily. 

The stranger hesitated, pushed his hat 
slightly back from his forehead. He was 
immaculately clad in a gray tropical 
worsted, cream-colored shirt, gray-green 
necktie and white oxfords. 

"What difference does my name make ?" 
"None to me, guy. The cops require it. 

It's the law. Lately, I keep records like a 
pawnbroker, see." 

"O.K. The name is Jones. John 
Jones." 

MeN ally grunted. "And you live at the 
same place, huh ?" 

. For a moment the Indian grew tense. 
"What do you mean, same place ?" 

"Where all the Jones boys live-at a 
fictitious . address." 

"Sure. That's right." 
"O.K. I don't know any different. What 

do you want needled into your hide ?" 
"A dragonfly. Like this.'' 
The Indian reached for the pencil, 

frowned at the thick, wet point and then 
drew swiftly with sharp dexterous strokes 
that made McNally's eyes narrow thought
fully. The dragonfly that appeared on the 
pad was perfect, a slender biplane insect 
with protruding eyes and small antennae. 
The man who had sketched it stepped 
back MeN ally nodded his head. 

"You can draw, mister." 
"I can paint." 
There was more than a correction in 
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the statement, there was pride. McNally 
shrugged. " I'll take your word for that. 
Where do you want the bug ?" 

"My forearm. Maybe, too, my shoul
der.'' 

M�Nally rose. He was no longer feel
ing the deadly moist heat of the night. 
There was a scent of mystery in the air, a 
hint of the unknown, the kind of thing that 
had lured him into this fantastic existence 
just as the steaming jungles of the tropics 
had lured other sons of wealthy fathers. 
He might never know the answer to this 
riddle, but it was amusing to speculate 
upon the possible reasons for a well
dressed, educated Indian's visit to his
shop, for his assumoo name and for the 
meaning of the dragonfly. Men who came 
in for a definite design that was not on 
the posters or in the catalogues, usually _ 

had definite reasons for being tattooed. 

MeN ALLY spread his instruments on 
the table, laid out the cotton and the 

gauze that he used. He could feel the In
dian's sharp eyes following every move. 

The man seated himself, shifted uncom
fortably. "How about the needle ? It 
hurts ?" he said. 

"Sure it hurts." McNally looked up 
sharply. "You're an Indian aren't you ?" 

"Indians are ht.ttnan. They feel pain." 
The man's answer slipped out, as 

though he had answered without taking 
thought. But he had admitted that he was 
Indian. McNally let his eyes drop again 
to the table. What, he wondered, had be
come of the stoicism that was supposed to 
be a part of Indian nature. 

"I've had young kids take it without a 
grunt," he said. "It isn't any killing pain, 
you know." 

"O.K.'' The Indian took a bottle from 
his hip pocket and tilted it. McNally 
looked up at the sound of the gurgle and 
the smell of whiskey. He saw the man 
lower the bottle and wipe his lips. For all 
of his desert tan, with its surface impres-

sion of physical fitness beneath, this In
dian bad traveled far from the hard trails 
of his fathers. There was a slackness about 
his lips and a sag in his features that were 
not chargeable to the years. McNally spat 
at the tin cuspidor beside the table. 

"Maybe you need an anaesthetic, too," 
he growled. 

The Indian put the bottle away slowly. 
"Maybe you get to work damn quick or 
you need an anaesthetic," he said. 

The atmosphere was suddenly sur
charged with hostility and the Indian was 
no longer a casual customer. With the 
whiskey in his stomach, he had become 
grim and vaguely menacing. 

McNally nodded. "Lay your arm on the 
table." 

The Indian complied and McNally went 
to work. He sketched the dragonfly light
ly, then picked up his needle. The Indian 
didn't flinch when the point bit, nor did he 
change expression while McNally worked. 
He seemed more interest�d in the work it
self and in McNally's skill than in any 
pain that it caused him. It was something 
to ponder on. The anticipation of a painful 
experience bothered him, the experience 
did not. McNally wondered if the white 
man had taught this Indian to fear where 
his ancestors had taught him to endure. 
It was- an idea. 

When the job was finished, McNally 
straightened. "Do you want the shoulder 
now ?" 

"No. Do the other forearm." 
"The same design ?" 
"Just the same." The man laid his left 

arm on the table, his forearm bared. 
McNally was finishing the sketch when 

the front door opened. The Indian's arm 
twitched and he jerked his head around 
to look over his shoulder; 

The intruder was a professional at the 
business of intrusion. Short, excessively 
thin, his blurry features split by an as
sured, insolent grin, Skeeter was a peren
nial pest. Whether he was in rags and re-
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duced to selling papers for ''coffee-and" 
or riding some chiseling racket and vastly 
overdressed, Skeeter made a hangout of 
Needle Mike's. He was impervious to 
hints, oblivious of moral issues and never 
apologetic. The idea that anyone might 
prize privacy never occurred to him. 

"Harya, Mike ?" he said. 
The Indian looked sharply across the 

table. ''Tell him to go to hell," he growled. 

"He won't go. I've told him." McNally 
frowned at the doorway, his thumb jerk
ing a command. "Scram !" he said. "I'm 
busy." 

Skeeter rocked back and forth, looked 

at the customer and saw nothing very in

teresting. Forearm jobs, as he had dis

covered long ago, were likely to run any

where from half a dollar to two bucks. 

Skeeter never wasted his talents within 

such ranges. 

"Sure," he said. ' 'I just came in to tell 

you there's a cowboy up the block that's 
shooting the Greek out of all the cigars 

in the place. It's a good show, Mike-" 

"Scram !" 
"O.K." 

SKEETER banged the door behind him, 

drifted out into the current of drowsy 

life that was South Broadway. The mus

cles were ridged hard in the Indian's arm. 
· "Lock that door," he said. 

"Why ? I lose customers if I do." 

"You lock it. I pay you double." 

McNally shrugged. He always bar-

gained with his customers, never admitted 

anything or conceded anything, and was 

never cheerful. It was by such behavior 

that he had gained acceptance for Needle 

Mike. A man who is invariably crusty, in

sulting and disagreeable can get away 

with much that a man with just an occa

sional grouch would get slapped down for 

attempting. 
"You ain't taking that cowboy stuff 

seriously ?" he said. "Anybody that shoots 

a gun is a cowboy to Skeeter." 

"What do I care about cowboys ?" 
"I can't even guess." 

They settled down to work again, but 
not until after the Indian had insisted on 
the wide green shade being drawn low on 
the front window. McNally worked deftly 
with the needle and the Indian watched 
him, but there was greater tension in the 
red man now than had been present dur
ing the tattooing of the first design. He 
seemed anxious to get it over and get 
away. Whether the intrusion of Skeeter 
accounted for his anxiety or whether the 
expert marksman at the shooting-gallery 
up the block was responsible for his ner
vousness, McNally didn't know. He did 
know that the legend of Indian stoicism 
was taking an awful beating. There was 
damn little of the stoic in the man with 
the dragonflies. 

"That's all." McNally rose from his 
chair. "You get some cloverine salve at a 
drug store and rub it every night. It will 
be pretty clear inside of a week." 

" Sure." The Indian rolled down his 
sleeve and reached for his coat. He paused 
with his coat in his hand. "You tear up 
that card you made out," he said suddenly. 

"Huh ? Why should I do that ?" 
"It's no good. The name is Long Wolf." 

McNally looked at the man's face. The 
Indian met his eyes and MeN ally had a 
hunch that this time the name was correct. 
It was something to think about on a hot 
night. Between the time that he came in 
and the completion of the job, Long Wolf 
had decided against following his original 
plan of covering his identity with a phoney 
name. 

"Long Wolf sounds better. I've got too 
many Jones cards. The cops get sarcastic." 

Long Wolf shrugged into his coat. 
"Show me another way out of here," he 
said. 

"Why ?" 
"My business." 
"O.K." 
McNally picked up the bill that the In-
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dian dropped on his table and wadded 
it into his nip pocket. He did have other 
ways out of the shop and the fact was ap
parent to anyone. One door led into the 
locksmithing-shop next door where Mc
Nally carried on a sideline business to tat
tooing. Another door · led into the rear 
room where he had a bed and a dresser 
and an old surgical table which he used 
when he tattooed elaborate designs which 
took hours in the doing. A third door led 
into a narrow hallway from which stairs 
ascended to furnished apartments on the 
floors above. McNally crossed the room 
and drew the heavy bolt on the side door 
into the hallway. 

' '"There-:you · are," he said, "and take 
your pick. To your left and you come out 
on Broadway, to your right and you come 
out on an alley." 

Long Wolf grunted and turned to the 
right. McNally closed the door slowly 
and stepped back into the room. He liked 
puzzles and he didn't Uke to see doors 
close on possible solutions. A jittery ln-

. dian was intriguing enough but the drag
onflies, and the seemingly impulsive shift 
in names from Jones to Long Wolf, sug
gested backstage drama in the Indian's 
life. 

McNally pushed his wnrk table against 
the wall without bothering to clean up. He 
was conscious of the heat again and in his 
effort to dispel the irritation caused by 
the unsolved riddle of the Indian his mind 
turned to Skeeter. It might be interesting 
to stroll up the block to the shooting
gallery and see what- kind of darned fool 
was burning powder on a night like this. 

�E pavements literally steamed, but 
. there was a lmot of people three doors 
down the block and the muffled bang of 
shots. McNally joined the group and el
bowed his way forward in the fashion of 
one to whom the rights of others mean 
little or nothing. He stopped close by 
Skeeter's elbow and Skeeter grinned. 

"The fathead has stopped taking cigars 
and is shooting for love," he said. 

McNally looked at the "fathead". He 
saw a ,young, broad-shouldered, bronzed 
man of medium height who wore store 
clothes in a way that made them seem out 
of place. He held a pistol in each band and 
fired without seeming_ to take aim, but 
he was cracking pipes with monotonous 
regularity off a revolving wheel with one 
gun, while he fiaDk moving ducks with 
the other. 

"He never misses. I don't see wbert 
a guy like that gets his money's worth," 
Skeeter mumbled, shaking his head. 

McNally grunted. "He's probably 
homesick, mug. This is the only place that 
makes him think of where he's from." 

"Uh-huh • • • Guy needs a haircut. 
too." 

"What's that got to do with it?" 
"He'll probably bring that head full of 

hair into my place and I'll lose money on 
him." 

"Your place ?'' 
"Sure. It's a racket. Come oh. I'll tell 

you about it." 
McNally shrugged, elbowed his way 

back through the crowd. He wasn't find
ing the man with the gurts as interesting 
as the others seemed to find him. The man 
just banged away and there was no show
manship in him. He acted as though he 
were completely unaware of the gawking 
crowd. 

"O.K.,'' McNally said. ''Spill it." 
"It's a college, Mike. I'm head of it." 

Skeeter grinned lopsidedly. He was . 
dressed in loud but dapper fashion and 
·there was an odor of money about him. 

"A college ? You ?'' 
"Sure. Barber college. Guys pay me 

money to learn how to be barbers and 
other guys pay me money to get bil.rbered. 
I just mingle them together and collect 
two ways." 

"You would. And who teaches the bar
ber trade ?'; 
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"I do. What I don't know, I can guess. 
All a guy needs anyway is a lot of prac
tice. I give it to him." 

McNally sighed. This was on a par 
with some of Skeeter's previous efforts. 
Skeeter had sought wealth and opportun
ity in chain letters and mail-order 
schemes, in cult promotion, matrimonial 
bureaus and marijuana, as well as in 
blackmail, larceny and lush-rolling. A bar
ber college was new but not startling. 

Skeeter lit a cigarette. "They got a lot 
of practice today. More than they'll get 
out of that guy with the guns even. An In
dian came in. Long hair like wire and full 
of sand." 

"An Indian ?" McNally stopped short. 
Skeeter's eyes narrowed. "Mean any

thing to you, Mike ?" . 
"Not a thing." 
"0. K. We won't talk about him then. 

If you're interested, we talk about him for 
two bucks." 

McNally cursed. He should have known 
better than to show interest in anything 
that Skeeter said. There was a price even 
on a comment about the weather if the 
comment rested with Skeeter and anyone 
else wanted to hear it. 

"You won't say anything worth two 
bucks in the next two years,'' MeN ally 
growled. 

He turned into his own shop with 
Skeeter's derisive laugh ringing in his 
ears. He had been forced too often to 
buy information from Skeeter, and Skeet
er could well afford to laugh. MeN ally 
wasn't, however, thinking about the little 
chiseler. 

Long Wolf had been too well dressed 
and too fastidious to be a barber-college 
customer. That meant that there was at 
least one other Indian in the vicinity of 
South Broadway. And down the block 
there was a man with a couple of guns in 
his fists who had never learned trigger
work in a shooting-gallery. 

McNally shook his head. "A regular 

wild-west show," he said. "Now, I 
wonder . . • •  " 

CHAPTER TWO 

The Riddle of the Headless Red Man 

THE lights along South Broadway were 
extinguished early when King Hu

midity reigned. People who lived in small, 
furnace-like rooms or worked in dingy, 
airless shops gave up the struggle and 
sought the roofs or the levee. MeN ally sat 
in a rickety chair, his feet resting on an
other equally shaky. He made occasional 
passes with a rolled newspaper at the flies. 

"Why in blazes don't I blow out of 
here ?" 

He asked the question of himself ir
ritably but did nothing. Some hunch held 
him. The heat was too intense to last. It 
would break eventually with a couple of 
blasts of thunder and a wild beating of the 
elements. Befor� it broke, however, human 
passions and emotions would let go. There 
was always crime and violence at the peak 
of weathe� like this and-

Sharp, hard-hitting heels tapped along 
the all-but-deserted pavement and Mc
Nally squinted out into the pool of light 
from the nearest street-lamp. The shadowy 
form of a woman hesitated there for a 
moment as though scanning store fronts, 
then came straight to McNally's door. 

McNally's feet came down from the 
chair as the door opened. His eyes wid
ened momentarily, then narrowed. His 
visitor had closed the door and was stand
ing against it, her breath not quite even, 
the .muscles o£ her face taut as though 
from strain. 

In the pale light of the forty-watt dmp
lamp, the girl's face glowed with warm 
color. She appeared to be no more than 
twenty-slender, intense, dark-eyed. 
Standing there, she gave the impres
sion of holding herself erect by sheer 
muscular force. McNally had an idea that 
if Nature had not given her a skin of rich 
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tint, she would be deathly pale. Her 
clothes were city clothes, trim, neat, styl
ish-but beneath the badge of civilized 
conformity, there beat the heart of an In
dian. She epitomized her race at its best
erect, straight-shouldered, fine-featured. 

"You did work this afternoon ? Two tat
tooes . . • •  " Her voice had a slight hesita
tion in it, like the voice of a child remem
bering words. The words themselves were 
without accent. 

McNally frowned. "This evening, it 
was. Three hours or so ago. Two dragon-
flies." 

"For whom ?" 
"He called himself Long Wolf." 
The girl tooka half-step, swayed gently, 

then backed to the door again for support. 
Her facial muscles were still tautly drawn 
but she did not break. 

"You would know your work ? There 
must be ito mistake • • • .  " 

She was clutching at a straw of some 
kind and MeN ally had a premonition of 
grim tragedy. "What do you mean, mis
take ?" 

"Come with me, please. I will show 
you." 

She was fumbling with her purse, unde
cided whether the occasion called for the 
offer of money. McNally shook his head. 
He had to play Needle Mike to the hilt 
and never deviate from the demands of the 
role. 

"I can't go places with strange women," 
he growled, "It's no dice." -

"You must. I must know." She sto_pped 
suddenly and stepped away from the door. 
"You'll be in trouble over that tattoo if 
you don't come. I promise you." 

Her fierceness was in contrast to her 
desperation. There was sudden fire in her 
eyes aud McNally knew that he was not 
only listening to a threat, but to a threat 
that was backed up. This girl held the 
key to big trouble, somehow, and she was 
desperate enough to use it. 

McNally shrugged his shoulders. "I 

don't get in trouble over jobs I do," he 
growled. "They're clean jobs." 

She stood straight, without speaking, 
but her eyes were eloquent, power con
centrated behind the warm light .in them: 

McNally lifted his coat from the back 
of a chair. "Well, I'll go along," he said. 
"I'm trusting you-see." 

It was ungracious, as Needle Mike 
would be ungracious. But Ken McNally 
would not have passed up the opportunity 
of following this story through under any 
circumstances. It might still be a wild-west 
show but it was no longer mere blood
and-thunder. This beautiful girl invested 
it with something else. 

pATIENTLY she waited while Mc-
Nally turned out his light and locked 

the door. Once outside, she started up the 
block. She moved with effortless grace but 
she_ was a hard pace-setter for a man with 
a stiff leg. McNally tried to slow her down 
with his voice. 

"That fellow's name was Long Wolf,>•· 
he said. "What's yours ?" 

''Golden Veil," she said quickly. Almost 
as swiftly, she stopped and turned. "For
get that. My American name is Rose Vale. 
You spell it V -a-1-e." 

"O.K." 
MeN ally paced along with her. They 

turned a comer off South Broadway and 
headed toward the Mississippi levee. 
There was a two-story house just a couple 
of doors from the comer-a house with a 
shoemaker's shop on the ground floor and 
living quarters on the floor above. The 
cobbler's shop \Yas closed and dark. 

The girl's feet slowed as though reluc
tant to continue, then she stepped through 
the doorway and started up a flight of nar
row stairs to a dim-lit landing on which 
a feeble gas jet burned. 

At the head of the stairs she paused 
again with a marked stiffening of her body 
that conveyed, once more, an impres�on 
of muscular effort. She turned her head 
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to make sure "that McNally was following 
her, then gripped the knob of a time
scarred door and stepped into a room that 
was rosy with light from a single floor 
lamp. McNally crossed the threshold war
ily, conscious of the fact that his heart 
was pounding against his ribs. 

The room was quiet, orderly. One brok
en chair set carefully against a wall and 
a broken picture with the glass fragments 
piled tidily beside it on a low table, gave 
testimony to the fact that the room might 
not always have been as neat, but there 
was nothing else. McNally let the air 
eseape from his lungs in a relieved sigh. 
He had been prepared for almost anything 
but this. 

The room was furnished as a studio. 
There were a few flimsy wicker pieces 
scattered about-a table cluttered with 
odds and ends of brush�s. pencils and 
tubes of paint-two Navajo rugs and a 
large canvas set upon an easel. 

McNally's eyes riveted to the canvas. 
The light from the pink-shaded floor lamp 
touched it softly and no stage director 
could have planned the presentation bet
ter. On a rock overlooking a blue
shrouded valley stood a nude Indian maid
en, her hands raised above shoulder level 
in the traditional gesture of prayer. Above 
her were white clouds, beneath her the 
gray of the rock merging into yellow soil, 
behind her the black shadow where the 
rock lay beneath concealing brush. 

Poised above her and slightly behind 
her was a <kagonfly ! 

McNally's brow furrowed. He had been 
in the Southwest and he had seen the sand 
paintings of the desert dwellers. There 
was no sand in this painting but the sym
bolism of the sand workers was in it. The 
color arrangement was no accident. Blue 
was the South and black the North, white 
the East and yellow the West. It had al
ways been thus with the desert tribes. 

"This way-please . . . .  " · 

· The girl was standing at a door that 

opened in the rear wall. McNally crossed 
to her. He felt strangely subdued and out 
of place in the role of Needle Mike. He 
had studied art and he had done a little 
painting of his own. He knew that he had 
just looked upon a fine piece of work. The 
girl pushed the door slightly and it gavl" 
under her touch. She did not go in. 

"Look !" she said. 

MeN ally took one step and stopped. He 
was looking into a bathroom that was a 
welter of blood. The body of a man 
slumped against the tub with one arm 
hooked over the rim as an anchor. He 
wore a shirt that had been cream-colored 
before his life blood stained it red, gray 
trousers and white oxfords. 

The stump · of his neck was an ugly 
crimson blot. He had no head. 

McNally could hear his own breath 
rasping. It was hard to breathe in that 
atmosphere of ruthless slaughter. He 
turned his head away and found the wide 
eyes of the girl fixed on his face. 

"Tell me . . .  Be sure . . .  Is it he ?" 
She seemed to be struggling against ac

ceptance of the inevitable. 

MeN ALLY fought down the feeling of 
nausea and turned again to the room. 

The left arm of the corpse was folded 
across the body and MeN ally could see 
through the streaks of blood a raw mark 
such as appears when a tattoo des-ign is 
new. He looked again at the cream-colored 
shirt and the gray trousers. Wadded into 
a heap in a · corner of the room was a 
crimson-splotched green necktie. 

McNally grunted. "That's Long Wolf," 
he said huskily. " I  can only see one arm 
but it's enough." 

The girl rocked back on her heels, then 
turned and took two unsteady steps to a 
wicker chair. She sat down in it with her 
hands clasped together and locked between 
her knees. She did not weep nor cry out 
-just stared irito space. 

MeN ally turned his back on the hor-
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rible bathroom. He stared across the room · 

and fowtd himself looking at the big paint
ing from a different angle than before. 
Viewed from this point, the girl's body 
seemed to take on another dimension, its 
curved, perfectly proportioned beauty al
most assuming t_he semblance of life. With 
that new dimension he became aware of 
a feature not apparent before-a golden 
veil that dropped gently between the figure 
and the beholder, a shinunering veil such 
as one finds in clear air on certain days
a veil of showering pollen. 

There was a spell to it and McNally 
shook his shoulders. Never had beauty 
and horror been more weirdly wedded
the painting in this room with the girl 
who posed for it, the headless corpse in the 
other. 

"He was my husband." 
The girl's voice broke the spell. She had 

her eyes on McNally's face now and he 
flushed despite the demands of his hard
boiled role. He had been staring at the 
picture for which she had posed in the 
nude and she had interrupted him. He met 
her eyes. 

"I'm sorry," he said. 
"I've got to do something. I had to 

know first. Maybe you know what to do." 
Her voice was strained, harsh with effort. 

"All you can do is call the cops." 
McNally made the statement reluctant

ly. He was in a bad spot himself. He had 
to skirt direct encounters with violent 
trouble because of his disguise. He had 
had too much difficulty with the . police 
already, but thus far he had kept out of 
the hot light that they turn on suspects, · 

and had avoided the third degree which 
would inevitabJy break down his disguise. 
A slaughter such as this, with the corpse 
freshly tattooed, would be a tough pro
position. 

"If you know anything about it, it might 
help.'' He spoke gently. 

The girl shook her head. "I don't 
know anything." 

"Did he have enemies ?" 
"Here ? No. We knew no one." 
"Did he have enemies where you came 

from ?" 
"Perhaps.'' She looked away . . 
McNally was frowning. "I know some 

tribes scalp. I didn't know that any of 
them took heads . . . .  " 

·. 

"They never do. Except-" 
"Except what ?" 
The girl looked at the floot. "His head 

had lain upon my pillow," she said slowly. 
McNally grunted. A man's head had 

been hacked off because it had lain on this 
girl's pillow ? Here was jealousy-the 
age-old breeder of trouble-in a new role. 
McNally suddenly realized how little he
or any other white-.sk.inned AmeriCan
really knew �ut these people who were 
Americans before the white man came. 

"There was somebody else in love with 
you-?" he said gruffly. · 

The girl shuddered slightly. "Black 
Horn. My father promised- me to him." 

"And you think that he did this-this 
killing ?" 

· 

"I don't know. He was very strong, 
very fierce. . • .'' 

The girl's voice trailed off and McNally 
knew that terror had smothered it. An In
dian man or woman could not break under 
emotion as could a white man, but they 
could tremble inside. This girl was shaken 
to her soul with horror and with fear. 
There wasn't anything, either, that Mc
Nally could do for her. He turned to the 
door. 

"You better sit tight," he said gruffly. 
"I've got to get the cops.'' . ... 

He had his hand on the knob when a 
challenging voice stopped him. "Just a 
minute, hombre. I reckon I'd better do 
that.'' 

McNally wheeled to the voice. The 
girl had half risen from the chair upon 
which she'd been sitting. 

The young man who stepped from be
hind a big canvas in a comer o£ the room 
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had his thumb hooked in his belt, four 
fingers wide against his hip. He was the 
same man who had put on the exhibition of 
two-gun marksmanship at the shooting
gallery. 

THE girl stared at him, one hand gr�p
ping hard upon the back of her chair. 

"Dave I" 
"Sorry, Rose. I had to see who came in 

with you." 
"You-you know ?" 
"I saw the body, Rose. I waited for you 

when I saw you go to the picture show. 
I didn't know where you lived. I followed 
you here and hung around. When you 
came bouncing out there was trouble in 
your face and I came up for a look. I saw 
him." He gestured toward the bathroom. 

The girl's shoulders slumped. 
"You don't know who, Rose ?" 
"No. He was alive when I left. He 

made me go to a show. He was drinking. 
He'd been tattooed. He showed me." 

The broad-shouldered man frowned. "I 
don't get that. How about it, hombre!" 

MaNally was back in his role. "How 
should I know. He wanted two dragon
flies and he got them--one on each fore
arm." 

"Dragonflies ?" 
"That's right." 
The eyes of man and girl met signifi

cantly but neither spoke. 
The man turned back to McNally. He 

flipped his coat lapel around and a star 
gleamed dully. "My name's Dave 
Whaley," he said. "I'm deputy-sheriff 
down in our country. These are friends 
of mine." 

"You're maybe a better guy to talk to 
cops than I am. I'll blow-" MeN ally 
turned the knob. 

Dave Whaley raised his hand. "Nope. 
Can't do it. This isn't my bailiwick. You 
come back with the cops or wait for them. 
I can't turn anyone loose." 

The girl raised her head from moody 

contemplation of the floor. "There's a 
phone, a pay phone, in the back hall down
stairs." 

MeN ally hesitated. He was in some
thing up to his neck, but with Whaley on 
the job, he would be no more than a minor 
witness. He could probably talk his way 
out. At any rate, there was no other way 
to get out. He'd see the cops at his shop 
if 

.
he didn't see them here-and this spot 

promised to be more interesting. 
"I'll call 'em and come back," he said. 
He stepped out into the hall, closed the 

door behind him and went down the dark 
stairs. He had to fumble around in the 
lower hall and it took three matches to 
find the phone near the rear door of the 
shoe-repair shop. His nickel scraped 
loudly in the slot. 

"Police Department ? . . .  Gimme Homi
cide . � . Yeah. Homicide . . . Corbin ? 
. . .  This is Needle Mike. There's a dirty 
slaughter down here at . . .  " He rattled off 
the address and his own voice · sounded 
strange. 

Corbin was growling questions but Me
N ally was in no mood to answer them. 
"Come and see for yourself," he snarled. 
"I'm just telling you. There's a hick cop 
here already." 

He banged the receiver into place and 
turned back up the dim stairs. When he 
rapped at the door and entered, Dave 
Whaley was standing by the girl, clumsily 
patting her shoulder and whispering to her 
quietly. McNally pushed the door to be
hind him and somebody pushed in from 
the hallway. When he turned, an aged 
Indian in a faded brown suit brushed him 
out of the way and stepped into the room. 

He was amazingly wrinkled and the old 
suit hung loosely on his thin frame, but 
he was straight and dignity walk�d with 
him. His hair hung to his shoulders and 
the shears of no barber college had touched 
it. Within the room, he stopped, his arms 
folded across his chest. 

The girl had risen swiftly from her 
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chair, her eyes wide. The old man, how
ever, was not looking at her. He was 
looking at the big painting. On his grim 
features many things were written-stern 
things-hatred, contempt and a harshly 
controlled fury. 

CHAPTER THREE 

Smoke-that-Rises 

T
HE rose-shaded lamp glowed steadily 
and its radiance spread indiscrimi

nately over Indian and white, portrait and 
living flesh. The aged red man stood like 
something carved from hard, enduring 
wood, his unblinking eyes upon the paint
ing. The girl sank slowly to her knees. 

"My father." Her voice was low, choked 
with emotion. 

"What was he to you when he make 
picture ?" The voice was heavy, guttural 
and it hung in the room. 

The girl's head was bowed. ''My hus-
band." 

"Law marriage ?" 
"Law marriage." 
"With paper?" 
"With paper." 
The old man stood for seconds without 

moving as tho!Jgh he were digesting a fact 
that he half disbelieved. Then his hand 
came out of his armpit with uncannny 
speed and he reached the painting with 
two long steps. His hand rose and the girl 
cried out as though she had been struck. 

With three fast strokes, the old man 
stripped the nude figure to ribbons which 
fell forward from the canvas. "Not good 
for men to see," he said and put the hunt
ing-knife back in its sheath. 

MeN ally felt his own face go white. A 
beautiful thing had been ruined in a mat
ter of seconds and the man who had 
painted it would paint no more. The old 
fanatic had ignored the sacred symbolism 
of his people that had been worked into 
the painting, ignored everything save the 
fact that his daughter's nude form had 

dominated the canvas. Yet, as he turned, 
he still wore dignity like an enfolding 
cloak-dignity such as no prudish bigot 
can ever wear. 

McNally shook his head. 
He knew then that it was not nudity 

that had shocked the old man, nudity 
which the Indian mind divorced from 
shame. The wrinkled stoic had slashed his 
protest against the picturization of a liv
ing person, believing, as many races of 
men believe, that the thoughts of the be
holder are directed by some mysterious 
force against the person pictured. 

The girl was sobbing quietly and some 
of the sternness melted from the face of 
the old Indian. He reached down and 
patted her head. Dave Whaley opened 
his mouth twice as though to speak but 
there was awe in his eyes when he looked 
at the father of Rose Vale. 

The old man's nose wrinkled. Without 
speaking, he crossed the room to the bath
room door, opened it and looked in. He 
stood frozen for a moment and outside 
the police siren shrieked. The old man 
turned and folded his arms. He did not 
believe that what he saw required com
ment. He was merely waiting. 

Heavy feet pounded on the stairs and 
McNally set himself. He did not know 
what the next few minutes might bring, 
but they were likely to be tough minutes. 

Detective-sergeant Pete Corbin was the 
first one through the door. He was a short, 
squat, red-faced man with a bay window 
that no belt could hold in line. He had 
a two-fisted, intimidating manner that as
sumed everyone's guilt of everything on 
the book at first sight. He was followed 
by Hayes and Wilson of the Homicide 
Squad who didn't count except on detail 
when Corbin was running a show. Cor
bin's eyes swept the room, photographed 
all they saw, then came to hard, stabbing 
rest on McNally's face. 

"Spit it out ! Who was killed and who 
did it ?" 
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McNally jerked his thumb toward the 
bathroom. "He's in there. I don't know 
who did it." 

Corbin crossed to the bathroom, took 
a long grim look and turned, his tl:umb 
pressing his lower lip, his eyes level be
neath heavy brows. Behind him the other 
two men were moving into swift, efficient 
action Hayes stepped into the bathroom. 
Wilson came back and took out a note
book and a pencil. Corbin was staring at 
McNally. 

"You first !" he growled, "Tell me who 
these people are and how you know." 

HE WAVED Whaley back with a thick 
hand when Whaley would have 

spoken. McNally braced himself and 
looked around the room. "Left to right," 
he said sullenly, "you've got Whaley who's 
a hick cop and Rose Vale who was mar
ried to the guy that's dead and Rose 
Vale's father." 

Corbin stopped him and turned sharply 
to the aged Indian. "What's your name ?" 

The old man stood like a statue. 
"Smoke-that-Rises," he said. 

Corbin grunted deep in his chest, looked 
at the old man for a moment and swung 
back to McNally. "O.K. You, Mike, are 
messed up in another slaughter. Sing 
straight or I'll crucify you. How about 
it ?" 

"I'm not mixed up in a thing. An In
dian came to me for dragonflies on his 
arms. I put 'em on. He said his name was 
Long Wolf. I took his word for it. His 
wife came down and asked me about it. 
I came up here because she asked me to. 
I didn't know he was dead till I got here." 

"Yeah ? Maybe that will check. How 
about you, Mrs. Long Wolf ?" 

The girl hesitated and looked at 
Whaley. Corbin waved Whaley down 
again when the deputy would have spoken. 
He had his hard, direct stare fixed on the 
girl. She spoke with difficulty, her voice 
husky. 

"We eloped and were married," she 
said. "Jim, that's my name for him, was 
an artist. He had been to college. So had 
I. But-but he drank too much sometimes. 
He was drinking tonight. He told me he 
had been tattooed, then he made me go 
to a movie. When I came back-" 

She gestured vaguely toward the bath
room and her voice failed. Corbin didn't 
press the point. Whaley stepped forward, 
flashed his star and presented his papers. 
The homicide dick glanced at the cre
dentials. 

"What do you know ?" 
Whaley quite obviously didn't like his 

role. He was about Corbin's height, but 
lean. There was not much expression on 
his face except for what the wind and sun 
had carved in the tough leather of his 
skin-grim, dogged endurance and a fierce 
will. 

"It's a long story," he said. "Long Wolf 
is the son of a chief. He would be chief 
some day. Most of the tribe work hard
railroad shops and highway work. The 
tribe paid for his education. They wanted 
him to be a good chief. He used their 
money but he wanted to be an artist." 

"Yeah ? Then what ?" 
"He got a job with the railroad. As

sistant paymaster. Indians won't take 
checks. He knew them all personally and 
paid them off in cash. Three weeks ago, 
he packed up two thousand dollars and 
went away with it." 

Rose Vale uttered a choked cry of pro
test. "He didn't I" 

"I'm sorry, Rose. He did." Whaley's 
voice was soft. He turned back to Cor
bin. "The girl didn't know. She thought 
they were just eloping. They left a trail 
that a blind man could have followed." 

Corbin was rocking back and forth with 
his hands locked behind his back. He 
rocked slowly forward and stopped, his 
chin out. "Yeah. Who ·etse followed it ?" 

"I don't know." Whaley looked pity
ingly at the girl. She was slumped de-
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jectedly. "They told me at the shooting
gallery that there was another Indian in 
town. I did some shooting over there. I 
figured people would talk to me and vol
unteer information." 

McNally looked at the man sharply. It 
hadn't occurred to him that there might 
be purpose in the man's shooting ex
hibition. His respect for Whaley increased. 
His own mind had swung to the idea of a 
wild-west show. Others would feel simi
larly, of course, and what would he �ore 
natural than to mention any Indians that 
they had seen. 

The girl was staring at Whaley. Cor
bin, aware of her interest, turned on her 
swiftly and his 'Voice slashed. "Who was 
the other Indian ?" 

She hesitated, fear in her expression, 
then looked toward her father. Corbin · 
didn't follow her eyes. He looked at 
Whaley. Whaley shook his head regret
fully. 

"Another young Indian.'' he said. 
"Who ?" 
The question was directed once more 

at Rose Vale. She shook her head. "I 
don't know. I don't know. I saw no one." 

WTHALEY was rolling a cigarette. 
W "This hurts me, mister," he said to 

Corbin, "but I'm shooting straight with 
you on everything I know. The descrip
tion that I got sounded like a lad named 
Black Horn." 

Rose Vale had risen out of her chair. 
Whaley ignored Corbin and took the 
girl's arm. His eyes were eloquent. "The 
law has a right to him, Rose." 

He spoke as one Indian to another. The 
words seemed strangely slurred, oddly 
phrased and they sounded like an appeal 
to tribal pride and courage in a crisis. The 
light from the shaded lamp flowed over 
the two of them and McNally bad a 
strange profile view of Dave Whaley for 
a moment, a view that was partly pink 
highlight and partly shadow. In that rno-

tnent, he knew that Whaley, too, was In
dian-not full-blooded, certainly, but with 
the instincts of savage ancestors war
ring with white tradition in his soul and 

· in his blood. There was, moreover, a 
strange bond between man and woman, a 
warm sympathy that ignored strangers. 

Corbin, who was a good detective and 
trained to notice such things, was aware 
of the · situation, too. He had his lower 
lip pinched between his thumb and his 

· first finger. He was balancing his weight 
aggressively forward. 

"O.K.'' he growled. "This Black Hom 
was in love with you--and jealous. How 
about you ? How did you feel ?" 

"No import ! I kill Long Wolf.'' 
The words fell majestically upon the 

room-reasoned words that were uttered 
with dignity by a man who had weighed 
their significance before speaking. Cor
bin, for all of his bulk, wheeled like a 
cat. 

Smoke-that-Rises was standing with 
folded arms where he had stood through 
all of the questioning. His face showed 
neither regret nor fear of consequences. 
He was not looking at anyone in the 
room. Like a sublimely indifferent image, 
he had his beady eyes fixed upon the in
credibly distant horizon of an old man's 
thoughts. Corbin's chin moved slowly, 
grimly forward. 

"Why didn't you say so at first ?" he 
snarled. 

"Hear you talk first. Get nmch educa
tion." 

The Indian didn't appear sarcastic. His 
face did not change expression. Rose 
Vale took two steps that placed her be
side him. "He didn't," she said. "I know 
that he didn't." 

"Who did, then ? Black Horn ?" 
The old man's fingers touched her wrist. 

"I kill him," he repeated. "He take my 
daughter. Nobody tell me of marriage. I 
kill him." 

As though the unfolding of his arms 
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released him from some rite requiring 
aloof dignity, he gestured expressively 
with his left hand. "I am old man. Have 
seen many summers." 

He released his daughter's 'wrist with
out looking at her and stepped to the side 
of Pete Corbin. "I go," he said. 

Hayes of the Homicide Squad was 
standing in the bathroom door. "Ask him 
where he put the guy's head ?" he said. 
"It ain't here." 

Smoke-that-Rises walked solemnly to 
the door. "You find-um," he said. 

McNally joined Hayes at the bathroom 
door. He was hunch-driven and he had to 
see the corpse once more. He looked at it 
long and solemnly in all its bloody hor
ror, then turned away. There was a 
peculiar expression in his eyes. 

"In good plain Indian lingo," he mur
mured, "old Smoke-that-Rises is a liar." 

CHAPTER FOUR 

Skeeter Chisels in-and 0.11t 

DAVE WHALEY walked back with 
McNally to the shop. He was smok

ing one of his home-rolled cigarettes and 
he did not seem in a mood for conversa
tion. McNally wasn't feeling talkative him
self and Needle Mike was not the type of 
person who would indulge in loose specu
lation with an officer of the law, be that 
officer from a small town or a large one. 

Corbin had returned to headquarters. 
He had taken Rose Vale and her father 
with him. He had respected Dave 
Whaley's credentials and had let him go 
with a promise to call him. He had re
spected nothing about Needle Mike, and 
had dared him to be any place where he 
couldn't be found if and when the police 
might want him. 

In silence, McNally unlocked the shop. 
He sensed that Whaley had something to 
say to him and he waited, flipping the 
switch that brought the drop-light to life, 
taen sitting down heavily in one of the 

rickety chairs. Whaley dropped his cig
arette and screwed his heel down hard 
on it. 

"Black Hom is all Indian," he growled. 
"The old men in the tribe like him. He 
would like to go on the war path against 
the whites today. Long Wolf was differ
ent." 

"Yeah. He was pretty soft for an In
dian." McNally was thinking of the man's 
aversion to pain, his drinking of liquor 
before the ordeal of tattoo. 

Dave Whaley shrugged. "Not very soft, 
hombre." He looked at his own clenched 
fist. "Black Hom was always crazy about 
Rose," he said. 

"How did she feel ?" 
"She was afraid of him. At best, may

be, she just kind of liked him." 

They were silent again in common un
derstanding of a situation. It was always 
tough when a man loved a woman and she 
merely liked him, always better if she had 
no use for him whatsoever. 

Whaley ground his hands together, 
palm to palm. "The old man never killed 
Long Wolf." 

"I didn't think he did." 

"But it's tough . . . .  " 
Whaley walked up and down. MeN ally 

watched him. 

There were angles in this case that the 
deputy would not discuss with Needle 
Mike, or anyone else. The angle, for in
stance, of his own feelings. MeN ally 
hadn't missed the significance of the way 
in which the man patted the girl's shoul
der, his gentleness to her in speech, the 
way in which he tried to protect her even 
while facing the duty that he had to per
form as a law officer. Whaley came from 
the girl's own country and McNally had 
a hunch that Whaley was in the same 
boat with the missing Black Hom. The 
girl had liked Whaley, too-merely liked 
him. Suddenly the man stopped pacing. 

"I can't l�ve Rose down there, hom
bre. Who's a good lawyer-a damn good 
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one ? I don't want any two-bit shyster." 
"Let me think.'' 
MeN ally fumbled around with an old 

black pipe that was as disreputable as 
any other fixture in this life of his below 
the line. His brow was furrowed. As 
Needle Mike, he did not know a single 
lawyer who wasn't a chiseling, two-tim
ing heel. As Kenneth McNally he knew a 
dozen men who rated high in influence 
and who were a credit to their profession. 
He tried to keep connecting links out of 
his double life, but this was a situation 
that called for the straining of points. 

"Daniel C. Powell is your man," he 
said. "Square as a die and probably won't 
want the case. Say you got his name con
fidential-like, see, but don't mention me. 
Maybe he'U get curious." 

Dave Whaley was rolling a cigarette 
again. His eyes studied McNally shrewd
ly. McNally didn't blink. Powell was a 
good lawyer and one that a man didn't 
!lave to apologize for. Whaley nodded his 
head. "Thanks," he said. "I'll see him." 

He flipped his tongue along the paper 
cylinder, twisted the end and lighted up. 
He went out without further comment 
and McNally put his feet up on his other 
chair. 

WHEN the man from the West went 
. out, the heat seemed to pour in. 

There wasn't even one fly with energy 
to buzz around now, and the street out
side was unnaturally quiet. 

Eight or ten blocks away, a bunch of 
cops would be shooting questions at a 
grim old Indian. 

There were a lot of questions that Me
N ally himself would like to hear an
swered. He had neglected to ask Whaley 
about the significance of dragonflies. They 
had been used for a tattoo design and 
there had been one hovering above the 
girl in the painting. It might have been 
mere atmosphere but there might be no 
more to it than that. 

And why should a man who was pnic
tically on his honeymoon want to be tat
tooed when he had never been tattooed 
before ? Why, particularly, should an 
artist risk anything that would make his 
arms stiff and that might, on a long shot, 
result in infection of some kind ? None 
of the usual reasons applied in this case. 
It wasn't a prank or a lark or a juvenile 
impulse to toughness. There was no lodge 
or secret-society significance apparent, no 
masochistic craving for pain, no addiction 
to the art. Long Wolf had merely come 
in with a pretty definite notion about hav
ing tow dragonflies tattooed on his hide. 
After coming in, he had abandoned a half
formed determination to have one of the 
insects on his shoulder, switching to the 
other forearm in preference. 

Capping the whole illogical perform
ance, Long Wolf had given an assumed 
name in all seriousness and had then 
changed his mind about that. 

McNally got up and prowled restlessly. 
Rose Vale had gone through a horrible 
ordeal of bloody discovery, of shock and 
grief and dismay. She had heard her own 
father assume the blame for her husband's 
murder, and she had been taken to the 
station-house. The worst, however, lay 
ahead of her. She was the innocent by
stander and she couldn't win. 

"I wonder if she really -believes that 
she is a widow." 

MeN ally had come to a dead stop and 
for the first time he put in words the 
hunch that had swung him back to the 
bathroom for a second look at the head
less corpse. 

A man had died horribly, but he did 
not believe that the man was Long Wolf. 

The role of identifying witness was 
suddenly important and dangerous. Once 
that corpse was identified as Long Wolf, 
a man could be prosecuted for murder. 
A motive for killing Long Wolf could be 
proved on Smoke-that-Rises and they 
could hang him for it. But they would 
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have no motive and only a worthless con
fession to a murder that hadn't happened, 
if the corpse was not the corpse of Long 
Wolf. 

"Black Hom was probably the old 
man's choice as a son-in-law and he's 
ready to take the rap for him, but-I 
don't know. Maybe I'm wrong." 

McNally hadn't dared to show too great 
an interest in the body and it is hard to 
tell much about a freshly tattooed design. 
It is pretty blurry while the needling is 
new. A man, however, has a feeling about 
his own work. There was something 
wrong about that fresh marking on the 
murdered man's arm, something that the 
tattoo artist in McNally did not feel to 
be his own. 

"If the body is not Long Wolf's, then 
it is Black Horn's." 

McNally pondered the implications of 
that, and he could see a picture in which 
the murder of one man was no longer a 
matter of the greatest interest. There 
were lives left behind by the life that had 
perished, and it was those lives that would 
be affected forever by whatever trnth 
might be arrived at in the case of the 
headless Indian. 

McNally moved restlessly and his mus
cles worked instinctively without consicous 
guidance. He busied himself with the 
straightening of instruments and bottles on 
his work table. Suddenly his hand stopped 
in mid-motion and his mind leaped to 
awareness as he bent over the table. 

His handy pocket case of instruments 
was missing ! 

Hurriedly he searched the floor, the 
two drawers and the low bottle shelf. In 
the back room, there was a sudden harsh, 
grating sound. 

MeN ALLY stood rooted for several 
seconds before he whirled and made 

for the disturbance. His nerves felt like 
stretched wires beneath his skin, for there 
was nothing in that back room that could 

move of its own power. He tlting the door 
open and stopped. 

There was just enough light flowing in 
from the bulb in the front room to enable 
him to recognize the man who was half 
in, half out the window that opened on the 
alley. With a wide, embaiTassed grin, 
Skeeter abandoned his attempt to make 
a stealthy exit and stepped back into the 
room. 

"I was just stealing a nap in your bunk, 
Mike. I've been sleeping in my college 
and a barber chair makes a guy round
shouldered." 

"It isn't the first time you've slept here," 
he growled. 

"I know, Mike-" 
Skeeter was abnormally meek. McNally 

didn't like it. Whenever Skeeter was hum
ble, Skeeter was putting on an act. Neither 
did McNally like the idea that Skeeter 
was sneaking out through a window rather 
than have it found out that he had been 
making unauthorized use of the sleeping 
facilities. Skeeter didn't have that kind 
of a conscience. A sleep was something 
that you couldn't take away from a man 
once he had it, and if Skeeter got away 
with something that couldn't be taken from 
him, Skeeter would be damned impudent 
about it. There was some other reason 
why the little chiseler was trying to con
ceal the fact that he had forced his way 
into Needle Mike's and hidden himself. 

McNally's shoulders bunched and he 
took a swift, limping stride, locked his 
strong fingers in Skeeter's collar. "You 
dirty; ungrateful little rat !" he growled. 
"You swiped my instruments.". 

Skeeter was merely a couple of folds of 
skin on a set of bones and McNally shook 
him like a rag. The perennial newsboy's 
eyes bogged. "You-been--chewing
stuff, Mike. Or .taking it in the arm," he 
said. "Let go o' me." 

McNally had slowed down the shaking 
process when his captive started to speak. 
Skeeter's lopsided features bore a look 
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of startled astonishment that looked genu
ine, but McNally took no chances. He 
went through Skeeter's pockets methodi
cally. There was nothing that even re
motely resembled the missing instru
ments. 

"You got away with them earlier," he 
growled. "What did you do with them, 
mug ?" 

Skeeter shook himself and there was an 
air of conscious virtue about him. "You 
know damned well, Mike," he said, "that 
I don't ever swipe stuff when I've got 
money. What's the matter with you ?" 

McNally continued to stare at him. He 
knew that it was a peculiar, but dead
level fact that Skeeter never did carry 
away portable objects when he was in 
funds. And Skeeter had money now-

. "college money." The presence of cash 
in Skeeter's pocket meant that he was 
chiseling, not stealing ; the absence of it 
indicated the opposite--and the facts of 

� life were just that simple along South 
11 Broadway. McNally shook his head. 

"You were up to something, you dirty 
little tramp," he said grimly. "And when ' 
I find out what it was, I'll turn you in
side out." 

Skeeter grinned. "You're getting old, 
Mike. And nervous like a woman or a 
rookie cop." 

McNally didn't pay any attention to 
the grin. He had known Skeeter for a 
long time and just before the grin broke, 
he had seen something dawn behind 
Skeeter's eyes. Something that had nar
rowed the eyes and brought a fleeting look 
of concentration to the narrow, fox-like 
face. Skeeter had sniffed an angle. 

"Those instruments, Mike ? Was that 
an act or did you lose some ?" 

"I lost some." 

McNally tried to tie the question to 
something of significance. He couldn't 
do it. 

Skeeter straightened his necktie and 
moved to the window. "I started out this 

way, Mike, and that's how it is�' he said. 
"No you don't ! I nailed up that back 

door to keep things from coming in out 
of alleys." 

"I'm sorry, Mike. I came in this way. 
It's a jinx to cross my luck. I've got to. 
Mike." 

SKEETER had stopped by the window, 
He wasn't arguing, he was standing 

on a right. McNally cursed. It was one 
of the unwritten laws in this crazy corner 
of the world that a man was entitled to 
his luck. Only a complete heel ever inter
fered with another man's harmless super
stitions. If Skeeter insisted that his luck 
depended upon his going out the way that 
he came in, then he was entitled to go out 
that way. After all, it was a small matter. 
McNally waved his hand . 

"Scram !" he said. "I'm fed up with 
you." 

Skeeter grinned again and eased his 
thin frame over the windowsill. McNally 
slammed the window down and turned 
back toward the big room. Skeeter had 
been the fly in Needle Mike's ointment too 
many times in the past to be considered 
calmly when things were upset, He was 
on the way to being a pest again, but 
McNally couldn't see just where. 

"He never mentioned the murder and 
he must have known about it. He knows 
everything," McNally was muttering as 
he entered the front room. Suddenly he 
stopped dead. Two facts hit him simul
taneously. He could see his work table 
from where he stood and there was ink 
missing as well as instruments. That 
was fact number one. Fact number two 
sent him whirling back toward the other 
room. 

As clearly as though he had a moving 
picture in sound of the events, he could 
see Skeeter's whole line of action for the 
past hour. Skeeter had learned about the 
murder, of course, and Skeeter had hung 
around the murder scene. Skeeter had 
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seen him come out with Dave Whaley and 
Skeeter had beaten him in the race back 
to the shop. Skeeter had been hidden back 
there while he talked to Whaley and that 
explained why Skeeter was trying to sneak 
out without being observed. 

Skeeter knew that Whaley was going 
after a lawyer for Rose Vale. And Skeet
er, naturally, would be conscious of a fact 
which no one else had emphasized as yet, 
the fact that Long Wolf had embezzled a 
payroll. There was money on the loose 
somewhere. 

"The dirty little chiseler will try to 
spring the girl out of the can through 
some shyster and work information out of 
her." 

McNally was racing through the rear 
room, regardless of the stiff leg. He didn't 
believe that Skeeter would linger in the 
alley but there was a chance that he might 
hover close by until he made sure that 
McNally hadn't tumbled to his scheme. 
He wouldn't expect Needle Mike to come 
out of a rear window. If he were watch
ing his own back trail, he'd do it from a 
point of vantage where he could observe 
the front of the shop. Coming out this 
way, there was a chance of flanking him
a bare chance. 

The alley was pitch dark. The single 
lamp that usually glowed in a pot-hook 
fixture over the entrance of a tin garage 
was out tonight. 

McNally moved to the right, as swiftly 
and siiently as the stiff leg would permit. 
Suddenly his left foot touched something 
that yielded under his weight and he twist
ed his leg ·instinctively, his hands seeking 
purchase on the rough brick of the alley's 
wall. 

He struggled a second to regain his bal
ance, then dropped to one knee. He felt 
the soft outline of a human body and 
hazarded a match. In the swift flare he 
bent over the inert figure. 

The match fell from his fingers as he 
stared into the bloody face of Skeeter. 

CHAPTER FIVE 

Killer in the Dark 

SKEETER was breathing hoarsely when 
McNally carried him back down the 

alley and hoisted him through the win
dow. McNally snapped on the rear-room 
lamp and laid Skeeter on the cot. The 
barber-college maestro had been struck 
a savage blow that had opened a gash 
along the side of his head, but his pulse 
was strong and he was muttering when 
McNally laid a cold towel against his 
head. 

McNally turned slowly. It was the 
kind of night that magnifies sound, and 
his sensitive ears told him someone was 
moving around furtively in his front of
fice. He moved to the door and caught a 
swift photographic flash of a black
haired man who bent above his work table. 
Then the man sensed the intrusion and 
quickly made a pass at the light. MeN ally 
slammed the door behind him and twisted 
to one side as the center droplight went 
out. He crouched against the wall. 

The other man, evidently, was doing 
the same thing on the opposite side of the 
room. The shade on the front window 
was drawn three quarters of the way down 
and the reflected light from the none too 
bright street seeped under it. It would 
have been possible to see the legs of a 
man who moved against it, just as it 

· would be possible to see the legs, from the 
knee down, of a person who stopped out
side. 

McNally held his breath. He hadn't 
seen the face of the man who bent above 
the table, but he knew that he was an 
Indian. For some peculiar reason of his 
own, he had taken the chance of burgling 
Needle Mike's shop-and there was only 
one Indian on the loose, an Indian who 
had already committed one murder and 
who might be expected to commit another 
in a pinch. 

McNally was weaponless and he had an 
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idea that there were keener ears than his 
own opposed to him. He couldn't stay 
where he was indefinitely, of course, but it 
was unnerving to know that a patient 
stalker waited in the shadows for the 
sound that would locate him. Across the 
room near the table on which the instru
ments were spread there was an uphol
stered chair. McNally, a chronic chair
balancer, scarcely ever sat in it, but it 
had been prepared for the savage emer
gencies of a life on the fringe of danger. 
Tucked down beside the cushions was a 
.38 revolver. 

McNally's nerves crawled under his 
skin. He had to cross the room, and fast, 
to reach that gun. His muscles loosened 
and he started a swift gliding charge for 
the chair. He stumbled awkwardly and 
cursed. He had been so intensely himself 
at the moment that he had forgotten Nee
dle Mike's lameness, forgotten the damn
ing handicap of the leg clamp. 

There was a sudden rush of movement 
out of the darkness, a piling in of shadows 
that became substance and that hit Me
N ally with pile-driver force. MeN ally 
shifted his weight too slowly. A set of 
steel-strong fingers fastened to his wind
pipe, forced his head back with neck
cracking force. He felt himself wheeled 
around and brought his arms up in the 
position of a swimmer performing the 
breast -stroke. 

His fingers locked against the hands of 
the Indian and he brought his grip to 
bear on the man's little fingers. The other 
winced as McNally forced the fingers back 
and the throttling grip relaxed. McNally 
reeled backward and the chair checked 
him. 

The Indian leaped again. "Damn fool !" 
he growled. "I don't want to kill you. 
Keep silent !" 

With one hand, he gripped McNally's 
hair. The point of a knife pricked Mc
Nally's skin and the two men fell off 
balance. The cushions of the chair sank 

under their combined weight and McNal
ly's hand slipped down beside the cush
ions. The Indian had his knee pressed 
against McNally's belt buckle. 

"I just tie you up and gag you if you 
keep still," he said hoarsely. There was 
desperation rather than savagery in his 
voice. McNally's fingers closed over cold 
metal and he brought the gun up slowly, 
conscious of the knife point that scratched 
the skin above his heart. 

"You just won't," he said grimly. 
"Guess what this is." 

His hair felt as though it were literally 
standing on end as his vivid imagination 
pictured to him the speed with which the 
blade could find his heart. The muzzle of 
the gun pressed soft flesh in the Indian's 
midriff. 

THE Indian was silent save for his 
hoarse, uneven breathing. Then the 

pressure of his knee relaxed slightly. He 
still held the knife blade hard against Mc
Nally, but he had hesitated. The chill left 
McNalty's spine. 

"I'll blow your guts out of your ears 
if you don't get off me," he growled. 

The knife blade made a long scratch 
as it wavered, then the Indian drew it 
back. His leg straightened and McNally 
rose with him, the pistol still held against 
the belt-line fat of a man gone soft. In 
the annals of civilization, it had been writ
ten in blood that the gun is mightier than 
the blade-and this was a civilized Indian. 
He could have killed as swiftly as Mc
Nally, or perhaps even faster, but his will 
had failed him in his consciousness that 
he had the inferior weapon. 

"Let me go," he said. "I'll drop the 
knife. I was hungry. I came in looking 
for something I could sell. I . . .  " 

"You're a lousy liar. You're Long 
Wolf !" 

McNally was ready for the man's sud
den desperate lunge. He could have fired, 
but he brought the pistol up fast instead 
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and cracked the barrel across the red 
man's forehead. He hit just once and 
backed away, his hand reaching for the 
light-switch cord. 

The yellow light of the old bulb flowed 
over the room. Beside the table where 
he had been tattooed earlier in the eve
ning stood Long Wolf, one hand raised 
to his bleeding forehead. He blinked at 
the light, looked at the gun and straight
ened. 

There was digni.ty in the way he 
sheathed his knife. It had not been menac
ing enough to serve his need but he re
turned it to its place beneath his shirt 
with unhurried calm. The blood flowed 
freely down his face now from the gash 
in his· forehead, but he did not deign to 
wipe it away. 

"What do you want to do with me ?" 
he said. 

He had made a pitiful plea for release 
while he thought the darkness hid his 
identity. Now, known as Long Wolf, he 
was facing his altern�tives. His eyes 
glowed strangely but he held himself 
well. 

McNally gestured commandingly with 
the pistol. "Sit down. Why did you kill 
Black Horn ?" 

Long Wolf sat in the upholstered chair. 
He was wearing rough clothing now in
stead of the dudish attire he had worn on 
his first visit, but he looked a little bit 
more the man in it. 

"He followed me to kill me." 
"Bunk. You planned that in cold blood, 

mug. The only reason you were tattooed 
was so you could palm off that other body 
as your own." 

"That's right." · Again there was a 
strange air of dignity about Long Wolf, 
the dignity of a man who had lost a great 
gamble and who is determined to lose 
without complaint. 

"I found I was being trailed. The law 
trails me easily. Black Horn trails me 
easily. It is because I have a bride. The 

law means disgrace. Black Horn means 
death. In either, my wife suffers-but in 
death, less." His eyes we_re fixed on dis
tance. "I did not look ahead. I stole 
money because I could not be a book
keeper nor a chief. I could have been a 
painter." 

He folded his arms and McNally re
membered that Smoke-that-Rises had 
used the same gesture. It seemed one of 
resignation, a good-bye to dreams. "I 
must kj!l Black Horn or he kills me. He 
does not seek me for the law. I know. 
If I die, it is better for my wife. If Black 
Horn dies, I will not be both murderer 
and thief in her eyes. I prepare for Black 
Horn's death but I do not know which one 
of us will die." 

The room was very still and very hot. 
MeN ally was staring at a murderer and 
seeing a soul in torment. He could un
derstand now why Long Wolf had used 
whiskey this afternoon, why he wavered 
between his own name and an alias, why 
he was morbid 'on the subject of pain. 
Long Wolf's lips moved but his expres
sion did not change. The blood ran down 
from his forehead and dripped from his 
chin. 

"I sent my wife away and i let him 
find me," he said simply. "He had a fair 
chance and he died. I tried to send my 
identity into the grave with him and I 
failed." 

MeN ally nodded. "You took a long 
chance just to bring back those instru
ments of mine you stole." 

"I had to. When you missed them, 
you would have been suspicious." 

McNALLY didn't speak. There was 
no use in telling the man that he 

would have been suspicious anyway, and 
that if he hadn't been the police would 
probably have tumbled to the trick. Long 
Wolf had tried too hard. He had tried 
to come in the back way and he had had 
to knock out Skeeter. When he came in 



T\e Tattooed Chief 87 

the front way, he had run into McNally. 
"Do you call the police ?" he said. 
McNally stared back at him. It was the 

thing to do, but he wondered if the inter
ests of the many might not be better 
served by sending the identity of Long 
Wolf into the grave with the body of 
Black Horn ju8t as Long Wolf had 
planned. If both he and the girl stuck to 
the identification of the body, there was 
little that the police could do. There was, 
of course, a charge of murder against 
Smoke-that-Rises, but a good lawyer 
could smash the thin circumstantial case 
against an old man who hadn't actually 
committed murder. Kenneth MeN ally 
had the money for good lawyers. 

"You were going to desert your wife 
and let her grieve," he said grimly. 

Long Wolf nodded. "I was. It was 
kinder to her-harder on me than death." 

Silence pressed down on the room 
again, silence in which emotion seemed 

" to writhe and squirm. The power of life 
and death, of destiny and retribution, had 
been placed in MeN ally's hands and he 
did not want it. 

THE cot in the next room creaked and 
• . McNally's nerves grew tighter as 
heels hit against the floor and a whiney 
voice called "Mike !" Skeeter, evil genius 
of McNally's every adventure, was con
scious again and at a time when he should 
be out cold. 

Feet scuffed along the sidewalk outside 
like an echo to Skeeter's faltering steps. 
in the other room. The muffied voices of 
a man and woman rode the humid air. 

"Come with me-fast," MeN ally said. 
He rose, gripping the gun hard, and 

backed to the door which led into the 
locksmithing shop. It was a cul-de.-sac, a 
room with a heavy locked door opening 
on the street and no other means of exit 
save this one door through the tattoo 
shop. He held the gun against the Indian 
and closed the conitecting door. 

They were barely in time. The back
room door creaked and Skeeter called 
"Mike !" once more. His stumbling steps 
crossed the big room, then- the street door 
opened and Dave Whaley's booming voice 
said : "Hey, there ! Where's Mike ?" 

McNally could hear Skeeter take a 
deep breath. It was a sudden situation 
but Skeeter was a fast thinker. "He 
stepped out a minute. I bumped my head. 
Come on in. He told me about you." 

McNally felt the Indian's body grow 
rigid against him. The man knew 
Whaley's voice, of course, and he knew 
that the woman with him would naturally 
be Rose Vale. 

"What did he tell you about me ?" 
"Yotfre the fellow that he sent to see 

Dan Powell." 
McNally grinned wryly. Despite the 

tension of his position, he could feel the 
humor in a born chiseler's glib artistry. 
Even as Kenneth McNally and with the 
prestige of the McNally name and money, 
he had never broken down the Powell 
dignity to the point of calling Daniel C. 
Powell, "Dan." Whaley, of course, 
wouldn't know that any more than Skeet
er. There was a creak of chairs. 

"That's right," he said, "but I got to 
thinking it over when I left. I figured 
that maybe I didn't need a lawyer; I 
figured that there wasn't any charge 
against Rose and that maybe the cops 
would let me put her in a good hotel. I fig
ured dead right, too." 

Skeeter coughed. "Sure. That was 
quick thinking. It saved you important 
money. Mike will be back after a while 
but it's a shame to keep a lady out of bed. 
Anything I can do ?" 

It was brazen, the kind of brazenness 
natural to Skeeter. People in trouble al
ways suggested opportunity to him and 
he was still trying to sniff out a trail to 
embezzled money; He would fish labori
ously for stray scraps .of information and 
fit the pieces together in h1s oW!i way. 
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MeN ALLY kept the gun hard on Long 
Wolf. The darkness might serve the 

man if he became reckless enough and 
McNally knew that he was fast. 

In the other room, Dave Whaley was 
working himself up to a decision under 
Skeeter's smooth sympathy. 

"I don't blame you if you want to wait 
for Mike," Skeeter said. "Some people 
mess up messages-" 

"I wasn't thinking about that. It's just 
that I wanted to tell Mike something." 

There was a strain in Whaley's voice 
that McNally could not quite account for. 
He wondered about the girl, too. She 
was in there but she hadn't spoken. He 
couldn't think of anything that would j us
tify Whaley and the girl risking a stop 
to see him, and he mistrusted Skeeter. 
Something was on the verge of coming 
out, something that oughtn't to be trusted 
to Skeeter's keeping-and there wasn't 
a thing McNally could do to interrupt. 
And the girl deserved a better break than 
to have a husband come suddenly back 
to life and into the shadow of the noose. 

Whaley cleared his throat. "You're a 
friend of Mike's ?" 

There was challenge and authority in 
the question. MeN ally could picture the 
hard, measuring stare that would accom
pany it. But he could also picture the 
Skeeter's bland look of innocence. 

Skeeter laughed. "He told me what he 
told you about Dan Powell. He lets me 
sleep in his back room and watch his shop 
for him. He's been like a father to me-" 

"I'll take a chance on you, hombre," 
Whaley cut in. "And you better be as 
straight as you rate yourself. I can't wait 
any longer. Mike played square with us 
and he's in danger." 

"Let me tell him." Rose Vale spoke for 
the first time. "I found something just 
before I left the apartment. Tell him 
please. I can't explain it, but I found it 
and there must be an explanation. The 
police didn't see it. I pushed it under the 

rug with my foot. They'll find it. It was 
a needle with a handle--a tattoo needle." 

Skeeter's whistle was eloquent. 
Whaley's deep voice cut in. "The cops 

don't like Mike. We saw that. But we 
know our own people. A white man 
wouldn't cut an Indian's head off." 

"Why would a white man kill him 
even ?" 

"Long Wolf had the better part of two 
thousand dollars on him. He came in here 
and was tattooed. When the cops find 
that needle, they'll figure that Mike fol
lowed him home and killed him for the 
money. Right now they don't believe 
Rose's father had a thing to do with the 
kill, even if he did confess." 

"How about the money ?" 
"I don't know. It's gone. The killer 

has it. Rose and I both saw Mike. Rose 
saw him when he first looked at the body. 
We don't believe that he did it. That's 
all. But tell Mike about that needle." 

"I sure will. Thanks, pal." 
McNally heard the note of finality in 

Skeeter's voice with a sinking sensation 
in his stomach. He was up against a 
fatal decision. F�r back in his mind he 
had known all along that there was only 
one solution to this case, only one way 
that it could work out. He had fought 
that solution out of his mind but it came 
back ,now. 

He would never have found it easy to 
call in the police and hand Long Wolf 
over to them-not after he had heard 
Long Wolf's story. Now, when he was 
under suspicion himseif and the surrender 
of Long Wolf would save his own skin, 
it was all but impossible. 

His fingers moved in the darkness. As 
Long Wolf felt the weapon relax its 
pressure against his body, he whirled 
fiercely and his right hand came up. Mc
Nally stepped into him with a hard left
hand blow, but the Indian's fingers found 
the gun and wrenched it from McNally's 
hand. "Now I" he said. 
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CHAPTER SIX 

Another Redskin-

THE footsteps of three people crossed' 
• the other room toward the door that 
led to the street. McNally got his body 
between the Indian and the connecting 
door. "Wait just a minute," he said. 

"Get out of the way." 
"No. Listen. She's not your wife any 

more. She's your widow. You made it 
that way. Whaley has a right to fall in 
love with her." 

"What do you mean by that ?" 
"Just that. My guess is that he was 

always in love with her. It's the way he 
looks at her." 

.. I don't care." 
"Yes, you do. You were going to shoot 

her and shoot yourself. I could feel it." 
The Indian's eyes gleamed in the dark

ness like an animal's. "Now I shoot 
Whaley, too. Thanks." 

The man had been pushed pretty far. 
He'd run to the end of a losing game. A 
born artist, his talent had been scorned by 
his people who had educated him so that 
he would be a great chief. He had stolen 
because his painting had made him for
get his honor-and he had taken the girl 
he loved down the dishonor trail because 
he wanted her and he couldn't see the 
trail's end. 

Long Wolf had painted a sorry picture 
with the stuff of his own life and he had 
already daubed it with blood. He was 
ready to crimson it further now and his 
mind no longer thought except in te�ms 
of annihilation. 

The outer door of the tattooing-shop 
opened and closed. Skeeter had seen the 
others to the pavement and had stepped 
back into the outer room again. MeN ally 
had to talk fast. 

"You messed up her life enough. She'll 
marry Whal�y and be happy, probably. 
She's got a right-" 

The Indian's hand flashed with the 

speed of a snake's head. The pistol barrel 
cracked against McNally:s head and he 
felt the rubber in his knees as his muscles 
went slack. The Indian hurdled his body, 
flung the door open impatiently and light 
poured into tbe locksmith shop. 

Skeeter turned a white face to the noise 
and his jaw went slack. Long Wolf ges
tured with the gun. "You ! Call that 
man back. Tell him that Mike came in !" 

Long Wolf was suddenly confident, 
commanding. He did not even warn 
Skeeter against trying to run away or 
against betrayal. He knew that Skeeter 
had an awful headache and that Skeeter 
realized who had given it to him. 

McNally rose to his knees. Long Wolf 
backed up two paces and stood spread
legged where he could watch McNally out 
of the corner of his eye while he held 
the gun on the door. He no longer wor
ried McNally. 

Skeeter walked to the door like a man 
condemned and shouted up the .. block. He 
stepped outside and waved, then he turned 
and for once he was no opportunist. His 
lips trembled with fright. 

"They're coming back," he said. 
McNally felt his own facial muscles 

grow taut. In a few moments, he--Me
N ally-would pull down the curtain on 
this . drama, helpless though he seemed. 
He was going to kill a man and kill him 
as surely as if he pressed a trigger. 

Against that death, MeN ally had 
weighed the pride of a lost people. There 
were few Indians where once there had 
been a mighty host. The few were trying 
to stand firm to the traditions of a day 
that was done. They had been a great 
people. They had bound up their own 
wounds and buried their own dead. When 
the conquering whites forced them to 
drink the cup of humiliation, they drank 
-but they drank proudly. 

· 

One of the few that were left-the son 
of a chief-had stolen and killed. That 
was a wound to pride that should not 
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needlessly be kept open. There should be 
no disgraceful trial, no Jiving reminder 
of shame in a penitentiary, no offering 
upon a white man's gallows. It was bet
ter that a man die swiftly and that a 
shameful story die swiftly with him. 

FOOTSTEPS sounded on the pave-
. ment. Long Wolf drew himself up, 

the gun in his hand. His eyes were not 
seeing life, but death. He had no out 
but h� wasn't going to go alone. 

McNally spoke softly. "The gun is emp
ty," he said. "I fixed that before I let you 
take it from me!' 

Long Wolf stifiened. He looked down 
at the gun in quick, startled panic. Me
ally nodded toward the back room. 

"There's an open window there and an 
alley." 

Long Wolf met his eyes. He read chal
lenge there, the challenge of a white man 
to the courage of the red. A bitter smile 
curled across his lips and he lowered the 
gun slowly, then put it in his hip pocket. 

The steps sounded right outside. Me
N ally found himself counting them. 
Whaley would be a little in advance of 
the girl. He would open the door. The 
footsteps slowed and a hand touched the 
knob. It was deadly quiet and the heat 
hung in the room. Long Wolf was stand
ing with his legs wide apart. 

Then the door opened. 
Whaley threw one startled look across 

the room to the man who stood facing 
the door-and Long Wolf's hand flashed 
to his hip. 

M�Nally's breath left his lungs in an 
explosive sigh. He had seen Dave 
Whaley shoot in the gallery and he knew 
how fast he was, how brutally accurate. 

Long Wolf's gun came out of his hip 
pocket and there was thunder in the room. 

Dave Whaley stood in the doorway 
with his own gun in his fist and Long 
Wolf went up on his toes. For a moment 
the Indian poised there, then his body 
crumpled and he went down. Dave 

Whaley was staring unbelievingly at the 
man he had shot. He stretched his left 
hand behind him to keep the girl out of 

. the room. Her voice was full of fright-
ened concern. 

"Dave ! Dave ! You're all right I" 
"Sure. Stay back, please, Rose." 
McNally had dropped to his knees be-

side the body of Long Wolf. He rose to 
his feet. "Between the eyes," he said. 
"Keep the girl outside, Skeeter." 

"No. I want to come in." 

"You mustn't, Rose.H Whaley's voice 
was boyishly kind. 

McNally's eyes met Whaley's. "It's 
better this way. Be good to the girl, 
Whaley.H 

Whaley flushed. He was stiU staring 
at Long Wolf and his eyes betrayed the 
fact that he had not suspected the substi
tution of corpses. 

"If she'll let me, hombre, I'll be good 
to her," he said. "If-" He shook him
self. "In our countq, they call dragon
flies the hearers of news, bearers of new 
life. They carry the pollen. . . .'' 

He looked away from the death on the 
floor and his eyes sought the door where 
life waited for him beyond the shadow of 
a tribe's dishonor. 

People were stirring themselves in the 
street now and a police car ground its 
tires against the curb. In the glare from 
the headlights, McNally e<juJd .ee the faco 
of Skeeter whose adventure in hair-trim
ming had brought him in contact with a 
people who had once taken scalps. Skeeter 
looked actually pleased at the arrival of 
the police-and that was something for 
history to record among the great oddities. 

McNally took a handkerchief from his 
pocket and dropped it over the face of 
Lone; Wolf. "Rest softly, old man," he 
said solemnly. "You wed like a chief." 

He was hoping that Dave Whaley 
would never learn about that empty gun 
-but a little sorry Rose Vale didn•t 
Jmow. 



THIRTY GRA�U 
by Herbert Koeh l  

When Dan McCray walked into Ed 
Sullivan's gambling-joint that night 
and ran $261 into $30,000 he never 
guessed he'd be framed for murder 
before he could bank his killing. 

I SAID, "Yes," balanced the cradle
phone against my ear with my shoul
der and put a match to a cigarette. 

The phone-receiver kept on crackling. I 
glanced at my wrist watch. I'd been catch
ing it now for fourteen minutes. Edna 
paused to take a breath. 

"Wait a minute," I said. "Now listen-" 
The crackling started again. I did the 

listening. 
Finally I got another chance. "Please !" 

I shouted. "Let me talk, kid. I admit I 
was out to Sullivan's last night. I admit 
I dropped a couple hundred. So what ? 
I won't do it again. I'm off of it for life .. 

I'm no movie hero. "Stop!" 
I yelled. "I'tl tell you where 

the dough is.'' 

When we get married I'll be a model hus
band. 1'11 . . . What you laughing about ?" 

I had to laugh myself, then pushed my 
advantage. "I'm awful busy, right now, 
but tonight we're going to a dance. See 
you at eight sharp. How's that ? O.K. 
Good-bye." 

I hung up and collapsed in my seat. 
Just as I was beginning to recover, George 
Harbison stuck his head in the door. He 
was my partner in the alleged real-estate 
business. Just now he looked a little sick
either that or just plain sore I couldn't be 
sure of which. 

"If it's another anti-gambling lecture," 
91 
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I grumbled, "I don't want to hear any. I 
just had some." 

HE CAME in slowly and parked in a 
chair on the other side of the desk. 

A closer inspection showed he wasn't sore 
-he was sick. He was naturally a sort 
of horse-faced guy anyhow and now his 
map was longer than ever and sort of 
chalky-white. His eyes looked like it had 
been a hard night. He didn't look at me. 

"I'd be a fine one to lecture anybody," 
he said in a low voice. 

"How come ?" 
He leaned forward but still kept his 

eyes away from mine. "I've been putting 
it off," he said, "but now I've got to tell 
you. Tomorrow's the last day." 

"You mean the end of the world ?" 
"The same thing. You see, we're wiped 

out !" 

"Where do you get that 'we' stuff ?" 
"That's it. It wouldn't be so bad if I'd 

just lost everything myself. But I've lost 
everything of yours too." 

"You must be nuts. Ht>w could you lose 
anything of mine ?" 

"The plat is half yours." 

I jumped like I'd been roosting on a 
spike. "You're not trying to tell me you've 
lost the plat I" 

He nodded, still keeping his eyes away. 
"That's what it amounts to. I borrowed 
money on it, and-and lost the money." 

"Jumping Jupiter ! How did you do it ? 
The horses ?" 

"No. The stock market. I didn't think 
it was gambling, but it seems I was 
wrong." 

"Yeah. Just a little error. How much 
did you borrow on the plat ?" 

"Twenty thousand." 
"That's nice. It's only worth about a 

hundred thousand." 
"I know. But that's all I could get." 
"And the note's due tomorrow ?" 
"That's right. And I haven't got a dime. 

[ don't suppose you-" 

"You guessed it. I should have a few 
grand saved, but-you know how it is with 
us gamblers." 

I must have sounded bitter. His blood
streaked eyes met mine. They had a look 
like a dog has when he knows he should 
be kicked in the slats but hopes he won't 
be. 

"I'm terribly sorry, Dan. When I think 
how we fought to hold on to that hundred 
acres even when it wasn't worth the 
taxes- And now when people are crying 
for building lots and we should clean up, 
why I-" He dropped his head in his 
hands and his shoulders quivered. 

"Where's your wife ?" I asked. "Still 
visiting her folks ?" 

"Yes." He didn't raise his head. 
I just looked at him. Finally he looked 

up. 
"I haven't been able to sleep for a week," 

he whispered. "I've even thought of 
suicide." 

"You're nuts to talk like that,'' I 
snapped. I walked around the desk and 
put a hand on his shoulder. "I ought to 
take a poke at that long snoot of yours, 
but that wouldn't get us anywhere.'' 

He got to his feet. "I'll pay you back 
somehow," he muttered. 

I patted his back. "Brace up, George. 
We can always go to work, can't we ? 
You go home and get some sleep. Maybe 
I can do something about this mess." 

When he had gone I opened my top 

right-hand drawer, reached way back and 

pulled out a little black box. I pressed it in 

the right place and the lid flew open. There 

was a little stack of banknotes inside and I 

counted them. Two hundred and thirteen 

smackers. "Good old gambling-fund," I 

said. "I didn't know you amounted to 

so much." 
I took out my billfold and counted the 

money in it. Forty-eight bucks. I stuffed 

the money from the box into the billfold 

and put it in my pocket, t}1en I reached for 

the phone and dialed Edna's number. 
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When I heard her voice I made it short 
and snappy. "Listen. Our date's off. 
Something important is going to keep me 
busy tonight. If I'm lucky I'll see you to
morrow night. If I'm not-" 

The receiver began making a lot of un
pleasant noises. "Wait a minute," I yelled, 
and the noises stopped. "I'm sorry, but I 
can't help it. Good-bye." I slammed the 
phone down and reached for my hat. 

THINGS were humming at Sullivan's 
when I got there, even though it 

wasn't much past eight o'clock. There 
was a good crowd ganged around both . 
crap tables and only a few vacant seats at 
the roulette wheel. I was headed for one of 
the empty chairs when a big red-faced 
fellow with iron-gray hair and a loud voice 
stopped me. 

"Back for more punishment, Dan ?" he 
boomed. "The trouble with you," he 
added, loud enough for the lookout man 
outside the place to hear, "you don't know 
when to quit." 

"We'll see about that. I feel lucky to
night. You got plenty of dough on hand ?" 

"Plenty," he laug-hed, "and I'll have 
more when you get through." 

I dropped into a chair, counted out two 
hundred dollars and invested it in two blue 
chips. That was pretty steep for me. 
Usually I played the yellows. They only 
cost a ten-spot and I could last a little 
longer with them. But this night was dif
ferent. It was either a quick killing or a 
fast death. · 

I sat back and watched Slick Collins 
spin the wheel. He was a short slim bird 
with a yellowish face and oily-looking 
black hair. He wore a green eyeshade and . 
his face never had any more expression 
than a store-window dummy. I watched 
about ten minutes without betting, waiting 
for that inner voice a gambler listens for
the voice that says, "Shoot the works ; you 
can't lose." Most of the time the voice is a 
cockeyed liar, but every once in a while 

it's handing out the truth. It's sort of a 
hunch and many a man is walking the 
streets broke because he fell for it at one 
time or another. 

Anyway, I got the hunch I was waiting 
for and shoved my two chips onto the 
space marked 13 to 24. Collins looked 
around the table and then turned the wheel. 
The little white ball danced around a little 
and then dropped. "Nineteen," said Col
lins. He turned his fishy eyes on me a 
second, then tossed over four blues. I let 
them all ride on the same space. 

The next number was twenty-three. It 
looked like the beginning of a streak. Col
lins passed over twelve more blues. I 
hesitated a second and then shoved them 
all on-the 25 to 36 square. Big Ed Sullivan 
was standing right behind me. I turned 
around and looked at him. He wagged 
a finger at me and whispered : Naughty, 
naughty. Shouldn't switch." 

I said : "Nuts." 

He was wrong. Twenty-nine hit. Every
one was staring at me and whispering to 
each other, but Collins' dead pan didn't 
change. He just counted out chips. He had 
long slim fingers and they moved so fast 
you couldn't follow them. He could count 
out a stack of twenty with one motion. 
He shoved my winnings over and waited 
for the bets. This time I went back to the 
middle twelve numbers, playing all my 
chips again. All around me, the folks were 
shaking their heads and tsk tsking like a lot 
of sympathetic hens. But there was just 
one explosive gasp when the ball clicked 
into Number Thirteen. 

My original two chips had been in
creased now by eight stacks of twenty 
each. In money, that meant sixteen thou
sand, two hundred dollars. I turned around 
to Sullivan. His cigar was in the corner of 
his mouth and he was grinning like he 
meant it. 

"Any limit, Ed ?" I asked. 
"Just the sky, Dan." 
I pushed three of my stacks and the two 



94 Dime Deaectit16 Magaine 
extra chips onto the 1 to 12 space. But the 
winner was twenty. There was a long 
drawn out sigh around the table like air 
coming out of a tire. A peroxide blonde 
across from me let out a little shriek. "His 
streak's broken," she yelped in a shrill 
voice. 

My hands were getting moist and my 
heart was acting like I had a grandfather's 
clock stowed away in my chest. I took the 
five stacks I had left and shoved them 
back on the 1 to 12 spot, then turned and 
tried to wink at Big Ed. 

"Easy come, easy go," I said. My voice 
sounded like it came from across the room. 
He nodded and grinned and kept his eyes 
pasted on the wheel. 

Even Collins looked faintly interested as 
the little ivory ball put on its dance. All 
around the table people were standing up 
stretching their necks. The crap tables 
weren't going now. The wor..d had gone 
around and they had rushed over to see 
the show. I was the only one in the room 
sitting down and the reason was I couldn't 
trust my legs. They were shaking like a 
couple of trees in a gale. 

NOBODY heard Collins call the win-
ning number. Everyone who could 

see the wheel let out a yell as though the 
home-town slugger had just smacked one 
over the fence with the bases full. Because 
the little white ball had stopped at Number 
Seven. 

I turned around and pulled myself to 
my feet, gripping the back of my chair 
hard. "That's all for me,. Ed," I gasped. 

· "I'm done gambling for good." 
He nodded and bit hard on his cigar. 

"You had a real streak, son. How many 
you got there ?'' 

My hands were trembling so I couldn't 
count. "Should be three hundred. You 
count 'em." 

He went through them quiclc, then 
straightened up. "That's right. Come with 
me, Dan." 

I stopped in front of the little booth 
where the pay phone nestled. "Be with 
you in a minute, Ed," I said. "Want to 
make a call." I stepped into the booth 
and dialed George Harbison's number. He 
answered in a hurry and his voice sounded 
strained. 

"You can forget your troubles and go 
to sleep, George," I told him. 

"Oh, it's you, Dan,'' he said. "What do 
you mean ?" 

"I've just cleaned up thirty grand here 
at Sullivan's. We'll have plenty to meet 
that note and more besides. Who said 
gambling was a vice ?" 

There was a long pause. Finally his 
voice came across the wire. "You're not 
kidding me, art' you ?" 

"Certainly not. And I haftn't been 
drinking, either." 

"Great heavens, Dan ! That's wonderful ! 
1-1 don't know what to say." 

"Never mind. Just hit the hay and get 
some shut-eye." 

"Boy ! Will i !" 
I hung up and walked into Sullivan's 

cubby hole of a private office. Sullivan 
came over, locked the door behind us, went 
back and sat down at his desk. He pulled a 
bottle and a couple of little glasses out of 
a drawer. 

"You look as though you could stand a 
drink." 

"It wouldn't hurt me." 
He poured them out. "Here's luck," he 

said and tossed his down. "You've had 
plenty of it tonight." 

I'm almost a teetotaler myself, but that 
was one drink that hit the spot. It seemed 
to clear the fog away. 

"Can you give me a check, Ed r 
He shook his head. HNo can do. It's 

bad business. Income-tax agents and such. 
You'll have to take cash." 

He got up, walked over to a comer of 
the room and stood fiddling at the wall 

with his back toward me. He was so big 

I couldn't see what he was doing, but 
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when he turned around he had some bills in 
his hand. He pushed them across the desk 
to me. , 

"I guess you haven't seen many of these 
in your life," he said. "Ten-thousand
dollar bills. I keep them for emergencies. 
First emergency I've had fur a long time.'' 
He sighed. "Oh well, I'll get it back." 

I laughed. "Not from me, you won't." 
"Maybe not, maybe yes. Once a gambler, 

always a gambler. Anyway, it's good ad
vertising, even if it is expensive. There'll 
be a lot of boys and girls out there now 
who'll try to do the same thing." 

I put the three crisp bills in my wallet 
and watked to the door. Sullivan put his 
hand on the doorknob and looked at me. 

"Don't you think you'd better let a 
couple of my boys see you home ?" h� 
said. "That's a lot of dough you're carry
ing." 

I shook my head. "No thanks, Ed. I'll 
be all right.'' 

He shrugged. "You're the doctor." He 
unlocked the door and· opened it. "Come 
back again, Dan, when you don't · feel -so . 
lucky." 

a 

"No, I meant what I said. I'm done with 
gambling." 

Everybody in the place turned to stare 
· as I walked through the room. I gave the 

checkroom girl a dollar bill for my hat and 
went out and climbed into· my car. 

SULLIVAN'S place was about ten miles 
from the city limits. The only roads 

that reached it were dirt or gravel and 
not much traveled. I had gonea'little more 
than a mile when I spotted a car about a 
quarter-mile behind. Forty was all I was 
doing then, so I stepped it up to sixty. 
The other car hung on, the same distance 
back, and I slowed down. My shadow did 
the same. 

Driving with one hand, 1 unscrewed the 
horn button in the center of the steering
wheel and laid it in my lap. Then I took 
the three crisp bills out of my billfold, 

wadded them up and stuffed them into the 
little space around the steering rod and 
put the horn button back on. With that 
done, I tramped the accelerator down to 
the floorboard. 

I was doing around eighty, but the other 
car was faster. Gradually it pulled up to 
about ten yards behind, swung to the left 
and started to go around. There was a 
deep ditch on the riltht. If I went into 
that at the speed I was going-well, the 
time of the funeral would depend on how 
fast they could assemble the body. 

The other car was even with me now. 
Slowly it began to pull ahead, edging to 
the right at the same time. There wasn't 
anything for me to do, if I wanted to live, 
but take my foot off the gas and use- it on 
the brake. So. I came to a skidding stop at 
the edge of the ditth. The other car pulled 
up a few feet ahead and two men piled out. 

· "Get 
'
out of there," the first one yelled. I 

could tell he had something in his hand and 
I guessed it was a gun, but I couldn't be 
sure. I climbed out. 

· "Keep your hands up," the fellow 
barked. The other walked around him 
and started going through my pockets. 
Their hats were pulled low over the eyes. 
It was so dark I could hardly have seen 
their faces anyway. He took out my bill
fold, turned his back toward me and struck 
a match. He flipped the match away, came 
over and stuck the billfold back in my 
pocket. 

"It ain't on him," he yelled over his 
shoulder. 

A deep voice came from the car ahead. 
"Tie him up and bring him in.'' The big 
sedan roared away. 

The lad who had searched me took what 
looked like a sizable rag out of his pocket. 
It turned out to be a sack. It must have 
had a string around the open end, because 
he put it over my head and tied it loosely 
around my neck. Then he tied my hands 
behind my back with what felt like a 
handkerchief. With a gtin in my ribs I 
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was helped into my coupe and we started 
off. 

How far we drove I couldn't tell. I 
know that the roads were bumpy and I 
could hear loose gravel spinning away 
from the tires. We made a lot of turns. 
Finally we stopped and I was led across 
what seemed a fairly smooth lawn, up 
three steps and onto what felt like lino
leum floor. I heard a door slam shut be
hind me. Somebody shoved a chair under 
me without trying to be polite about it 
and I sat down hard. 

The same deep voice I'd heard out on 
the road spoke up now. "McCray," it 
boomed, "the situation is simple, so don't 
try to make it complicated. You've got 
thirty thousand bucks. We want it. That's 
all there is to it. So--where is it ?" 

"I haven't got it." 
"Baloney. We know you got it. You 

lugs go out and search that jalopy of his." 
I heard heavy footsteps and the sound of 

the door opening and then closing. 
"You don't want to take this hard, 

McCray," the deep voice went on. "You 
took that dough from Big Ed Sullivan. 
We're taking it from you. You used a 
roulette wheel. We're using force-brute 
force they call it in the story books. Any · 
way, we're taking it." 

"I tell you I haven't got it." 
"Never mind that song and dance. We 

know you wouldn't let Sullivan keep it 
for you." 

"That's what I did." 
"Oh, sure ! You'd trust a gambler with 

that many marbles. You would not ! He 
could close up and skip out before you 
knew what happened. You better try 
another line." 

"It's the truth." 
"Phooey.'' 

AFTER a while I heard more footsteps 
and then a voice that sounded kind of 

disgusted. "It ain't in the car, so help 
us. We went through that can with a 

fine-tooth comb. And it just ain't there." 
"Oh, yes it is," the deep voice came 

back. "You lugs just don't know where to 
look. Well, this baby is going to tell us." 

Somebody pulled me out of the chair and 
pushed me a few steps back against the 
wall. 

"I didn't want to get rough with you, 
sonny boy," the deep voice growled," but it 
looks like I'll have to. You goin to talk ?" 

"I haven't got it." 
Something hard struck me under the 

jaw, bouncing my head back hard against 
the wall. My legs gave way. Two hands 
grabbed my arms just under the shoulders 
and straightened me up. The fingers felt 
like metal prongs. Another blow caught 
me just above the right eye and I felt a 
warm fluid streaming down my face. 

"Let me thock him, let me thock him," 
a shrill voice yelped. 

"Shut up, you." 
Another punch landed squarely on the 

right eye. The soggy cloth of the sack 
stuck to my face. Something hit me hard 
in the midsection. I fell. on my knees fight
ing for breath, then rolled over on my 
back. A shoe connected with my ribs. I 
felt very sick. 

Right in my ear the deep voice boomed : 
"You had enough, McCray ? You ready to 
talk yet ?" 

I moved my lips. They were sticky and 
had a salty taste. "I haven't got it,'' I 
managed to gasp. 

"0. K. Take off one of his shoes." 
Somebody fumbled around with my left 

shoe, slipped it off and then yanked off 
the sock. 

I heard the scratching sound of a match 
being struck and caught a faint whiff of 
sulphur. The sole of my foot felt warm 
and then suddenly unbearably hot. I 
kicked and squirmed. Somebody grabbed 
my left leg and held it straight. Another 
match was scratched and again I had the 
feeling of a red hot poker being held 
against my foot. Maybe I should have 
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gritted my teeth and laughed scornfully 
like I've seen 'em do in the movies. Only 
I'm no movie hero and I kn�JW when I 
can't take it any more. 

"Stop !" I yelled. "Don't bum me any 
more. I'll ten you where it is." 

"Now you're showing sense," the deep 
voice grumbled. "You better talk straight 
too, boy. We got lots of matches." 

"Unscrew the horn button ' on the steer
ing wheel. It's-it's in there." 

Somebody ran out of the room. I lay on 
the floor, breathing hard. One side of my 
face was throbbing, my ribs ached and my 
foot still felt h'ke som�one was playfully 
sticking needles in it. 

Pretty soon I heard someone running 
back. "It was there, all right. I got it." 

"0. K.,'' the deep voice said. "Now get 
his sock and shoe back on and get rid 
of him." 

It could have been ten minutes later or 
maybc;_ .· twenty when they brought my 

. COtlpe to a st-op and piled out. "You oughta 
be able to w01'k ·yourself loose in an hour 
or two," one of them said. "So long-." ' · t 

Maybe it was an hour, but as things � 
turned out it was probably much less, be
fore I worked tpy hands loose. Then I 
untied the sack and took it painfully off 
tny head. I got out a cigarette, found a 
match, struck it and took a long drag. I 
felt a little better. As I started the motor 
and put the car into gear I promised 
myself those rats would see me again. 

Nearly twenty minutes later I limped 
into my apa.rt.Jnent, switched on the lights 
and went directly to the bathreom. I was 
a pretty sight. One eye was swollen almost 
shut and that side of my face looked like 
one big purple bruise. The cut over my 
eye had bled pretty bad. I looked like an 
Indian all painted up and ready to hit the 
warpath. I washed off the blood and stuck 
a piece of court plaster over the cut. My 
ribs felt like a couple of them were 
smashed, but there wasn't anything I could 
de about that. 

I switched off the Hght over the mirror, 
went iow the bedroom, pulled open the 
upper ri�t-hand dresser drawer, took out 
my automatic and shoved it into my pock
et. Then I went back out to the street 
and climbed into the car. 

SULLIVAN'S plaee was still going full 
\)last. As I walked through the gam:. 

bling..-oom people stared at me like I was 
a somewhat bunged-up ghost. Ed wasn't 
in the 1Hg room so I went to the door of 
his office and tapped. . 

"Who's there ?" his big voice boomed. 
· "Dan McCray-in persort." 
"C'nien in." 

· 

When his eyes hit my face his big j aw 
dropped. He stared at me a second, shak
ing his head. 

"Did you get the license number, kid ?" 
he said at last. 

"No. That's what I'm after now." 
"What you mean ?" 
"I'm here to ask you a question, Ed • 

You'll probably get sore but I can't help 
that. l'm· pretty mad rnyself. The ques
tion is this : 

'
Is if your policy to hold up 

anybody who makes a killing here and 
take it away from them ?" 

His eyes turned hard. He pushed back 
his chair, got to his feet and came around 
the desk toward me. 

-

"Look here, McCray..;..." he growled. 
I waved the automatic in front of him 

like a stop-sign. 
"Go back and sit down," I snapped. "I 

thought you'd get sore. That's why I 
brought this. I don't want to have to· use 
it. All I want is the. truth." 

He glared at me, then went back and 
sat down. "Suppose you tell me what 
this is all about. I can see you've been 
manhandled and you sound like you've 
been taken for that thirty grand. If I can 
do anything to help you I'll do it. But 
it won't pay you to get tough with me." 

I held the gun on my knee and told 
him all about it. When I got through he 
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just rubbed his chin and stared at me. 
"They really gave you the works, didn't 

they," he said finally. "Now, I wll:nt to 
tell you something, Dan. I've been run
ning gambling-joints all over the world 
for thirty years. I've made a lot of dough 
and I've lost a lot. But I never ran a 
crooked game and I never let a crook 
work for me if I could help it. And I've 
never had to knock off any of my ca5tom
ers for their winnings. The percentage 
has always been good enough for me. 
Now put away that cannon and we�n see 
what we can do about this." 

I stuck the gun in my pocket md he 
picked up a big cigar, bit off the end and 
lit up. 

"Naturally you couldn't see those 
yeggs," he said through a cloud of blue 
smoke. "But did you hear anything-! 
mean anything that might be a tip ?" 

I shook my head. Then I remembered 
something. , 

"One of them had a voice like a fog
h.,m. He seemed to be the head man. 
At least he did most of the talking and 
I think he did most of the damage to me. 
But one of them had a shrill voice and 
he spoke up just once. He yelled some
thing that sounded like. 'Let me thock 
him, let me thock him.' The boss shut 
him up quick. 

. 

Sullivan's eyes brightened. "Oh," he 
murmured. "A lisper with a high voice. 
Let me see." He chewed on his cigar a 
few seconds. "That could be Sniffy Gin
nis. In fact I'd bet my shirt on it. He's 
a mean little cuss, he's got a voice like a 
woman and he lisps. I think that's all we 
need to know. You just wait a minute." 

J
T WAS more like fifteen minutes before 

he came back. His Irish face was 
split by a big grin. He sat down at his 
desk and aimed his cigar at me. 

"I think we're on the right track, son. 
Ginnis has been working recently with a 
fetlow named Manuel Ramos, whose a 

combination confidence man, card sharp 
and all-around crook. Ramos is a husky 
devil and he's got a voice as deep as the 
bells of the sea. He's probably the head 
man-the one who mussed up your pretty 
face." 

"Don't mention it." 
"The only thing is," he went on, frown

ing, "I can't tie Ramos or Ginnis up with 
anyone here-tonight. I mean anyone who 
would have tipped htm off to the killing . 
you made. Of course, it could have been 
anybody. I don't know anything abont 
my customers except what they do here." 

"How am I going to find Ramos and 
his boy friends ?" 

He shook his head. "That may be 
tough. I don't know where they might be 
hanging out now. I've heard talk of him 
promoting some big poker games, with 
the sky the limit. Some of the big shots 
in town have been playing with him and 
I'll bet he's taken them for plenty. But I 
don't know where he's operating. There's 
just one chance." 

"Go right ahead." 
"There must have been at least three 

that manhandled you tonight. And from 
what I can find out the third one is likely 
to be Clarence Brandt. Ever hear of 
him ?" 

I shook my head. 

"You're lucky. He's another louse if 
there ever was one. One of my boys 
knows him-rather knows about him. 
He's one of these smooth crooks and he's 
a hound for the ladies. That's how I got 
this tip I 'm coming to." 

"Don't let me stop you.'' 
"This hoy of mine knows the baby 

Brandt is rushing just now. I had him 
call her apartment. She wasn't there but 
her girl friend says she thinks she's at the 
Ponce de Leon. Know where that is ?" 

"You mean the all-night drink-and
dance joint ?" 

"Yeah. Anyway, if thig baby's there, 
that's where Brandt probably is. It isn't 
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you." 

I got up. "Thanks, Ed. I'm on my 
:way." 

"You sure you don't want me and a 
couple of my boys to tag along ?" 

"No. I'll tell you how I feel. I 've got 
a little score to settle with those rats and 
I'm going to do it myself." 

"You're being foolish, kid. They're 
bad boys to monkey with when you're 
outnumbered." 

"Maybe so, but I'm on my own from 
here on. You've been a big help to me 
and I appreciate it. I'll be seeing you." 

J
T WAS ordinarily a half-hour drive 

from Sullivan's to the Ponce de Leon 
and I made it in twenty minutes. The 
place must have been pretty well jammed, 
judging by the number of cars in the park
ing lot. A young fellow with a flashlight 
waved me to a vacant space. I called him 
over. 

"Would you like to make five bucks, 
buddy ?" 

"You're talking to a guy that dreams 
about nothing but five bucks." 

"Swell." I slipped it to him. "Just go 
inside, page a fellow named Clarence 
Brandt and tell him Ramos is waiting out 
here to see him. Tell him it's important." 

"Clarence Brandt," he repeated. "Ra
mos wants to see him . . 0. K." He stuck 
the five in his pocket and headed for the 
entrance to the building. 

In a few minutes he came out again. 
There was a man behind him who swayed 
when he walked. The boy with the flask
light came part way down the road with 
him, pointed to my car and turned away. 
The other fellow kept on coming, still 
walking on eggs. When he got close 
enough I jumped out and jammed the au
tomatic in his ribs, hard. 

"Come on, Clarence," I said, "you're 
going for a ride." 

He stared at me. He'd had at least five 
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too many. "What is this ? What you mean, 
ride ?" 

"Anywhere. Get behind that wheel and 
drive slow. If you get funny this thing 
in my hand might explode." 

He seemed to be sobering up fast. With
out a word he crawled back of the wheel 
and I climbed in after him, keeping the 
gun ready. He swung the car out on the 
road and we started away. "Where we 
going ?" 

"Never mind. Just drive." 
We'd gone about a mile when I told 

him to pull up. He did. Then I turned 
around in my seat facing ·him, with the 
automatic on my knee. 

"You birds did a lot of messing around 
with me," I said. "I'm going to be dif
ferent. I'm going to ask you to do some
thing. If you say yes, you'll go on living 
even if you don't deserve to. If you say 
no, I'll kill you without any more argu
ment and my conscience wont' hurt me a 
bit." 

In the light from the dashboard his face 
was white and damp with sweat. "What 
do you want ?" he gasped. 

"I want you to drive me to where 
Ramos is. Make it snappy-yes or no." 
I lifted the gun from my knee. 

He stared at the automatic and then at 
me. "0. K.," he gulped, "I'll take you 
there." 

He drove now like he hadn't had a 
drink since last New Year's. We went 
along narrow, dirt roads and made a lot 
of turns. Finally I s,aw a light about a 
hundred yards ahead. 

"That's the place," he said. 
"Don't go too close." 
He pulled the car off the road onto a 

lawn. 
"Turn off the motor," I said. 
As he reached forward I brought the 

butt of the gun down on his temple. It 
made an unpleasant, crunching sound. I 
laughed. 

"I owe you more than that," I said. I 
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tore off his necktie and knotted it around 
his ankles. Then I took a handkerchief 
from his pocket and tied his hands be
hind his back. I climbed out and walked 
toward the light. 

I WENT up the steps on my tip toes 
. and moved cautiously to the side of 
the door. Through an oblong glass panel 
I peered into the room and saw no one. 
I turned the knob, pushed the door open 
slowly and stepped into the room. The 
automatic was in my hand. 

After taking two steps I stopped, staring 
at a body sprawled on the floor. It was a 
short, slim body and the shoulders were 
narrow. I caught one quick glance of 
what was left of the face and tore my eyes 
away from it. There are some things that 
are too much for even a strong stomach. 

In the bewilderment that came over me 
then, I suddenly realized that I had been 
hearing something that hadn't registered 
at once. It was the sound of a man 
breathing and it came in long-drawn, 
shuddering gasps. 

There was a round table in the center 
of the room. A nearly empty bottle and 
two glasses stood on it in the middle of 
a scattered pile of playing-cards. I walked 
to the other side of the table and found 
where the sound of painful breathing came 
from. 

A man lay on his back, partly under the 
table. He was much bigger than the other, 
with broad bulky shoulders. He had an 
oily, olive skin and black hair cut short. 
His eyes were closed and his barrel chest 
was h�ving. The front of his shirt was 
a mess of blood. A cradle phone was on 
the floor near him. 

I reached over, grabbed the whiskey 
bottle and dropped to my knees. I forced 
some of the liquor into his mouth. In a 
few seconds his eyes opened. They were 
black and seemed to be staring into space. 

"Are you Ramos ?" I said, with my 
lips close to his ear. 

"Yes. Ramos, that's me." 
"You remember me ? McCray ? The 

guy you took for thirty grand ?" 
Something like a smile came over his 

face. "Yes." 
"Where's that thirty grand ?" 
He shook his head weakly. "Gone. He 

took it." 
"Who ? Brandt ?" 
"No. Robertson. Paul Robertson. He 

came here for his cut. Saw the money. 
Started shooting. That's all." 

A billfold was lying near Ramos' hand. 
I poked it open with my automatic. It 
was empty. 

"Why did Robertson have a cut com
ing ?" 

"He tipped us off. About you win
ning." 

"Who is this Robertson ? Where does 
he live ? What does he do ?" 

He shook his head again. "Don't know. 
Played poker with him. Took him for 
plenty. He still owed me. That's why he 
gave me the tip about you. To square the 
debt. He was supposed to get ten grand 
besides. Give me another shot. "  

I held the bottle t o  his lips. H e  drank 
and sighed. A few drops ran down his 
chin. He seemed to feel better. He tried 
to prop himself on his elbows and then 
sank back. His left hand reached out and 
caught my wrist. 

"Listen," he said, "get that guy. We 
treated you pretty rough, but-anyway, 
get him." 

"Why did he come tonight for the pay
off ? Couldn't he wait ?" 

"He's leaving town. Taking a plane 
east. You might get him at-at the ari
port. That's it-the airport. The-" 

His voice trailed away in a whisper. 
His eyes closed, he seemed to l>e fighting 
for breath. 

I grabbed his shoulder. "Listen. You've 
got to tell me what he looks like." 

His eyes flicked open. He was looking 
through me into space. His body stiffened, 
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his hands beat against the floor, then lay 
quiet. His head rolled limply to one side. 
He wasn't breathing. 

I reached for the telephone that lay on 
the floor and dialed a number with a pen
cil. "Municipal airport;" a voice said. 

"Have you a plane leaving for the east 
tonight, or rather this morning ?" 

"The New York plane leaves at three 
A.M. That's the only one." 

"Thanks." 
I hung up, took out my handkerchief 

and wiped off the receiver carefully. Then 
I picked the whiskey bottle off the floor, 
wiped it and set it back on the table. On 
the way out I polished both doorknobs. 

Brandt was still slumped over the 
wheel, out cold. I must have smacked him 
harder than I thought. 

AT THAT moment I spotted headlights 
coming down the road. I grabbed 

Brandt, pulled him out of the coupe and 
stretched him out on the grass. When I 
jumped into the car the headlights were 
almost on me. I started the motor and 
gave her the gun. A couple of loud voices 
burst out then but I couldn't make out 
what they were saying and didn't try. 
Something else followed the voices. It 
sounded like a giant firecracker. There 
were more explosions that sounded the 
same way. Something hit my right fender. 
I could see the little dent it made. I kept 
on going. 

After a little while, I looked at my 
watch. One o'clock. Plenty of time to get 
to the airport. It wouldn't do to be too 
early. To get to the airport I had to go 
through town and Harbison's house wasn't 
more than a block or two out of my way. 
It would be as good a place to kill time as 
any. After all he was probably sleeping 
peacefully under the delusion that every
thing was fixed. Well, he was wrong 
about that and there wasn't any use in me 
doing all the worrying for the partner
ship. 

It took about fifteen minutes to get to 
George's house. I leaned on the doorbell 
without getting an answer and then leaned 
on it some more. Finally a light flashed 
on and a minute later old George came 
hobbling down the steps. I could see him 
through the glass in the front door. He 
was all wrapped up in a faded blue bath
robe and his hair was a mess. He came 
to the door, peered through the glass and 
then ope!!ed up. 

"Great heavens, man," he gasped, 
"what's happened to you 1" 

"A little bit of everything." I walked 
across the room and squatted in a big, 
overstuffed chair. "I've been a busy little 
beaver and the net result is nothing-or 
worse." 

He was looking down at me with his 
right hand in the pocket of his bathrobe, 
the other rubbing his chin. He still looked 
like he hadn't slept for a week. 

"What are you trying to tell me ?" he 
asked. 

I tri�d to laugh. "It's a long story and 
I don't feel like going into detail. I'll give 
you the high spots. First, just forget what 
I told you about taking Sullivan for thirty 
grand." 

His eyebrows climbed. "You mean you 
were kidding ?" 

"No. I had it-now I haven't. Some 
playful boys pried it loose from me. I 
guess it's gone for good, unless-" 

"Unless what ?" 
As I opened my mouth to answer, the 

doorbell rang. George went over, peeped 
through the glass, then pulled the door 
open. 

Edna rushed into the room. She was a: 
nifty trick if I do say so myself. Sort of 
on the small side, but her measurements 
were right. She had yellow hair and blue 
eyes and when it came to r�ing the riot 
act she had few equals and no superiors. 

A big man barged in behind her. It was 
Sullivan. Edna ran over and threw her 
arms around me. 
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"I've been nearly crazy, worrying about 
you," she half sobbed. 

"Did you do any good, Dan?" Sullivan 
broke in. 

I shook my head, pulled Edna's arms 
away and led her to the davenport. "Sit 
tlhere and be good. Have you been fol
lpwing me around ?" 

"I kept calling your apartment," she 
explained. "Then I called George and he 
told me you'd won an enorm0us amount 
from Mr. Sullivan. I kept on trying to get 
you at the apartment. Finally I called 
Mr. Sullivan. He told me somefhing had 
happened to you but that you were all 
right. I-'' 

"You had me worried too, soa," Sulli
van interrupted. "So I told her if she 
wanted to look for you I'd pick her up 
and help. We drove to the Ponce De 
Leon. No trace of you there, so we started 
scouring the countryside. Then we went 
to your apartment and finally came here. 
Now tell us what you've been doirig." 

I let out a sigh. "O.K. I'll make it 
snappy." 

ID got to the point where I found Sniffy 
Ginnis dead and Ramos dying and the 

thirty grand gone, when the doorbell rang. 
"What is this, George," I asked. "You 
giving a party ?" 

He looked ldnd of puzzled, but went 
9ver and peeked through the glass. Then 
he turned around and looked at me. 

"It looks like the police," he said. 
"What will I do ?" 

"Better let 'em in," Sullivan said. 
Harbison hesitated and then opened up. 

Two heavy-set fellows in civilian clothes 
pushed past him. A uniformed policeman 
was in back of them. He stayed at the 
door. 

The man in front flashed a badge. "I'm 
Detective-sergeant Connelly,'' he growled. 
''Who owns that coupe parked in front ?" 

I got up. "I do. Did I forget to leave 
my lights burning." 

"Something like that," he said with a 
mean looking grin. "Are you Dan Mc
Cray ?" 

"Yes." 
He turned and spoke to the uniformed 

cop. "Bring him in." 
A minute later the cop came back with 

his right hand attached to Clarence 
Brandt's elbow. 

"That's him," Braadt yelled, pointing at 
me. 

"O.K.," said Connelly, walking over to 
me. "You better come with us, buddy." 

"Now wait a minute," I said. "How 
about telling me what this is all about ?" 

"That's right, officer," said Sullivan. 
"What have you got against McCray ?" 

Connelly looked at him. "Did some
body deal you in, Sullivan ?" 

The old gambler grinned. "You've got 
something there." 

"Well, I'll tell you," the detective went 
on. "\Ve haven't much on McCray-just 
one kidnaping and two murders !" 

Edna gave out a little shriek and 
jumped to her feet. "You must be crazy !" 
she cried. 

He handed her a look that would have 
mowed down anyone but Edna. 

"The best thing for you to do, sister," 
he snapped, "is keep your face buttoned 
up." He turned back to me. "Weren't 
you driving that coupe when we shot at it 
back at the cottage about an hour ago ?" 

I shrugged. "Sure. What of it ?" 
"Did you know there were two dead 

men in that cottage ?" 
"Yes, but-" 
"Look here, Dan," Harbison broke in, 

"you'd better not talk any more till you 
get a lawyer." 

" Nuts. I don't need a lawyer." 
Connelly shook his head sadly. "You 

need three or four lawyers, son, if . you 
ask me." 

"I didn't." 
"O.K. I'm telling you anyway. Ramos 

must have managed to call for help just 
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after the shooting. We got out there in 
time to take a few pot shots at your buggy 
and get your license number. That's how 
we traced you here. We sent in a call to 
have your car followed if it was spotted." 

"Go ahead. How do you tie me in with 
the murders ?" 

"I'll go back to that. We find Brandt 
all trussed up and unconscious from a 
crack on the conk. He tells us you pulled 
a rod on him, forced him to drive to the 
cottage and then slugged him. That's all 
he knows except that Ramos and Ginnis 
are lying on the floor in the cottage and 
they're pretty dead. It looks like that's 
enough to bum you." 

Edna hid her face against Sullivan's 
big arm and started to cry. Nobody paid 
any attention. 

"Did Brandt tell you how he and Ra
mos and Ginnis rolled me for thirty thou
sand dollars ?" I asked. 

Connelly looked at Braudt and shook 
his head. "Maybe he hadn't got around 
to that yet. How about it ?" 

Brandt shrugged. "I'm not talking 
about that." 

"I can verify part of what McCray 
says," Sullivan broke in. "I know he left 
my place with three ten-thousand-dollar 
bills. I know he came back without them. 
We were able to figure that Ramos was 
back of it." 

,Connelly sneered. "Maybe you know 
who bumped off those two birds ?" 

Sullivan shook his head. 
"I do," I said. 

Connelly stared at me. "I'm listening." 
"It was a man named Paul Robertson. 

Ramos told me a minute before he died." 
"Paul Robertson ? Never heard of him. 

Where does he tend bar ?" 
"I don't know. But Ramos said he was 

the guy who tipped him off about me win
ning the dough. And when he came to 
collect his share of the loot he just turned 
his cannon loose on them, took the thirty 
grand and skipped." 

CONNELLY rubbed his nose and 
stared at me. "You'll have a sweet 

time proving that," he grumbled, "if you 
can't produce Mr. Robertson." He turned 
to Brandt. "Did you ever hear of this 
Paul Robertson ?" 

Brandt nodded sullenly. "Never met 
him, but I'd hearcl Ramos talk about him. 
Seems he was a sucker in a poker game. 
And that's right about Robertson giving 
the tip and being promised a cut. And
l've talked too much already, maybe." 

"You'll talk more than that, chum,'' 
Connelly growled. He looked at me. 
"You say you don't know how to find 
Robertson ?" 

I glanced at my wrist watch. It was 
two-thirty. "There's only one clue," I 
began. 

The doorbell sounded. 
"What's this ?" said Sullivan. "The 

army and navy ?" 

Connelly went over to the door, opened 
it and stuck his head out. In a minute 
he came back looking mad. 

"What were you going to pull off, Mc
Cray ?" he snapped. "Trying to take a 
run-out powder ?" 

"I don't know what you're talking 
about." 

"There's a taxi-driver outside. He says 
he got an order to come to this address 
and take a passenger to the airport. Did 
you call for a cab before I got here ?" 

I shook my head. My heart was pound
ing away at a clip that wasn't healthy and 
I felt dizzy. 

"He must have got the wrong address," 
Harbison said. He was sitting on the 
davenport, leaning back easily with his 
right hand in the pocket of his robe. I 
seemed to remember him keeping his hand 
there when I first came in. 

"Baloney," said Connelly. "I've quit 
believing fairy tales. Come on, McCray. 
You're going down to headquarters. May
be a little going-over will bring the truth 
out of you." 
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I let out a sick laugh. "I've been gone 
over pretty thoroughly already tonight," 
I said. "Guess a little more won't hurt 
me. Let me say good-bye to my friends." 

"Don't try anything fancy." 
I shook hands with Sullivan. The big 

man gave me a funny look but his hand
!ihake was hearty. Then I kissed Edna. 
Her face was all smeary from the tears 
she'd been putting out but she gave me a 
smile. A pretty game kid. 

"Don't worry," I said. "Everything's 
going to be hotsy-totsy." 

I turned away from her and faced Har
bison. He was standing now and his 
right hand was still in his pocket. I went 
for his right wrist, gave it a savage twist 
and jerked the hand out. 

"Hey !" yelled Connelly. 
A gun clattered to the floor. It was a 

snub-nosed revolver, so little you could 
almost hide it in your fist, but it had a 
fat barrel. Harbison dived for it and I 
caught him under the chin with a right 
uppercut that I raised from the floor. It 
was a sweet punch and I've always been 
a little proud of it. Anyway, Harbison 
almost did a backwards somersault and 
landed on his neck. 

Connelly grabbed for me, but I shook 
him off. "Use your brain, flatfoot," I 
yelled. "Pick up that gun. It's going to 
be evidence." 

The detective picked it up. I was 
kneeling on Harbison's chest. There 
wasn't anything else in · the right-hand 
pocket of his robe but there was a little 
silver cigarette case and a clip of matches 
in the otber. I snapped the case open. 
One side was solid with cigarettes, the 
other had three. I shook out the cigarettes 
and there it was-my long lost thirty 
grand ! The three crisp ten-thousand
dollar bills that I'd done everything but 
die for. 

I handed them to Connelly. "More evi
dence," I said. "When George comes to 
I think you'll find he sometimes goes by 

the name of Paul Robertson and that that 
cute little gun is what he used to murder 
Ramos and Ginnis." 

CONNELLY knelt down and slapped 
Harbison's face a couple times with 

the flat of his hand. Finally Harbison 
opened his eyes and sat up. Connelly 
and the other detective grabbed him and 
sat him down in an easy chair. 

"We've got enough on you to put you 
in the hot seat," Connelly told him, "so 
you don't have to talk if you don't want 
to!' 

· · 

"You haven't anything on me," Har
bison snarled. 

"No ? These three ten-thousand-dollar 
bills are enough. But the ballistics tests 
will prove your gun killed two men to
night. We don't need anything more." 

Maybe the realization of what had hap
pened just hit him then. Maybe he'd been 
putting his nerve to more of a test than 
it could stand. Anyway, Harbison dropped 
his head in his hands and cried like a 
baby. 

I looked at his heaving shoulders and 
couldn't even feel sorry. "You're a fine 
partner," I said. "Telling me you mort
gaged the plat to pay stock-market losses. 
When what you'd been doing was losing 
your shirt to Ramos playing poker. And 
then turning him loose on me. Why-" 

He raised his head. "Don't, Dan," he 
begged. 

"What do you mean, 'don't' ?" I said. 
"If you knew the beating I took from 
those thugs. And I thought they were 
pretty low. But they were fine upstand
ing gentlemen of the old school compared 
to a filthy skunk like you." 

He shut his eyes and a long shudder 
went through him. "I guess you're right," 
he said, more quietly. "I must have been 
crazy these· last few months. It was a 
woman, Dan. I shouldn't blame her, but 
-anyway, if I'd never met her I wouldn't 
be in this mess. She's out at the airport 
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now, waiting for me, I guess. She-she 
did something to me. Made me lose my 
reason. I couldn't think of anything but 
getting away with her and starting life 
over. And I wanted money to do that. 
I couldn't raise it just by selling out my 
share in the business. I didn't want my 
wife to know. I wanted to fade out
just disappear. And I was going to do 
that tonight. Well, I played a dangerous 
game and I lost. Whatever happens to 
me now-well, I deserve it." 

He dropped his head back in his hands. 
I put my arm around Edna. "You bet

ter marry me quick, kid," I said. "Keep 
me out of mischief. And don't ever let 
me gamble, no matter how Ed Sullivan 
begs me." . 

Sullivan roared. "He's right about that, 
girl. You take good care of him. God 
knows, somebody should. Right now we 

Hidden guns on 
the Atlas sands, 
deadly enemies 
who fought side 
by side against a 
common foe, and 

prayed that each might survive to meet 
a deadlier vengeance-that's "Gentlemen 
Pay," a stirring novelette of the Legion by 
Georges Sur.dez. 

GRd Ia tlae .ame iuae-
"Saginaw," a fighting lumberjack story by 
Ray Mi:llhollaDd ; a rescue at sea and the 
men it made and broktr-"The Old Wart," 
by Richard Howells Watkins; and other 
great stories of the far places men have 
traveled and dared. 

fte Felnu,. iaue I. on •ale I""IUD'Y 7tla. 

better take him home and put him to bed." 
"That sounds like heaven," I said. "I'm 

not going to wake up until one hour be
fore the wedding. I've been kind of over
exerting myself." 

"And how !" said Sullivan. 
I held out my hand to Connelly. 
"How about slipping me that thirty 

grand. It's mine, you know. I worked 
like a dog for it. And I've got to meet 
a note with it tomorrow if I want to stay 
in the real-estate business." 

Conelly shook his head. "Sorry. I've 
got to keep it for a while. It's pretty im
portant evidence. But you can meet the 
note all right. You can use it for col
lateral." 

I let out a long sigh. "So I still don't 
get it. 0. K., then. _ Maybe it's a good 
idea for you to keep it for me. I don't 
seem to be able to hang on to it !'' 
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THE Marquis of Broadway sat at 
the desk in the niche in the rear of 
the theater ticket agency, somber 

deep-set blue eyes on the newspaper head
line. It was a cold, bleak afternoon. For 
him, it was a cold, bleak column of type 
that followed. 

By no stretch of imagination could 
this be considered anything but a crisis
the greatest in the twenty years of his so
journ on Broadway. After a decade of 
"organization" rule a "reform" adminis
tration was in the saddle. 

Nevertheless, the 1nspector's jet ,eyes, 
bloodshot, peering in through the plate
glass window at the dapper, cool little 
tyrant of the Tenderloin, melted ahnost 
with relief. He had seen enough panic 
that day. There was not a ranking offi-
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Marty Marquis, tyrant of the Tenderloin, go to 
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kill-spot when he was already under fire by 
. 

the new reform administration that was 
"cleaning up" his Broadway squad 

along with the underworld? 
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cer in his command who was not in 
troubl�r would be, if their affairs were 
suddenly spotlighted. 

It was a cold certainty that this bril
liant, super-honest new prosecutor would 
strike-and strike hard-at the police. 
Whether he would realize and consider 
the pressure under which honest officers 
had labored during the past twenty years 
-organization pressure which forced 
"angles"-remained to be seen. Where 
the lightning would strike first-which 
sections would be impaled at once
which precincts could find time to clean 
house, no one knew. The whole town 
was a griddle on which every brass hat 
in the department was cooking, even 
while they tried hastily to mop up. 

THE Marquis couldn't even mop up. 
t No situation exists anywhere such as 
that on Manhattan's Main Stem. In 
twenty years, the Marquis-with twenty
two irregular·s-had built up an unortho
dox routine of policing it that would bring 
shudders to any law-and-order league. 
He'd had to. Ten thousand greedy eyes 
-those of the cream of the world's 
thieves - were constantly beating down 
on the greatest easy-money mine in the 
woi-ld. A million foqls a year came to 
Broadway to make asses of themselves. 
It was a question of supply and demand. 
The laws of the commonwealth meant 
nothing to either. Courts and processes 
were ignored ; the iron hand of the Mar
quis was not. He dictated to exactly 
what extent the laws could be broken. He 
dictated who could and who could not 
operate in the White Light District. He, 
and he alone, decided how much lawless
ness had to be permitted. He laid down 
rules to cover the situation as he saw it, 
and his edicts were backed with instant, 
ruthless, personal enforcement. He had 
long since given up worrying that they 
were mostly illegal. 

He had a code of conduct that no one 

but himself could possibly understand. 
Certain lawbreakers can be more easily 
ruled by power of dollars. The Marquis 
could not have read a psychological paper 
to prove it-or anything else, for that 
matter-for back of his painfully-ac
quired, dapper, dark polish, there was a 
childhood in the tenements of A venue A. 
But he knew to his own satisfaction, that 
it was so, and he did not disdain the 
method. He was not a dishonest officer. 
Nothing was of the slightest consequence 
to him beside his rigorous job. He ran 
it as twenty years had taught him to run 
it, and he knew in his heart that it could 
be run no other way. 

Yet in court, today, he could be 
damned, ruined, dismissed, if the new 
regime wanted to play it that way. And 
there was nothing he could do about it. 
His system was solidified, established. 
He was as rigidly bound by it now as the 
thousands of vultures whom it held in 
check. He had to proceed as he always 
had. The storm-cloud that had rolled 
up would not, for him, be dissipated by 
time. He was-and would be for months 
-at the mercy of the personal under
standing of the new prosecutor. 

Still he sat cool, blue eyes somber, 
round, pink-cheeked, weathered face 
vaguely eager, vaguely cheerful under 
his imported hard hat. He was as im
maculate, unperturbed, as though posed 
for a picture-tight black silk scarf, ex
pensively tailored black Chesterfield, 
black gloves, knife-edged dark trousers 
ca!efully crossed, gleaming black shoes. 

The Inspector went in. It was the first 
stop on his rounds where he had not met 
a scared man. "What ? No wail ?" 

"What ? No wail ?" 
"Would that help ?" 
"How are you set ?" 
"You know how I 'm set. 
"I guess I do," the Inspector said 

wearily, then, more quickly, "You've put 
the lid on the district ? It's your only 
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hope, you know. They're looking for 
bear now. The newspapers never liked 
you much. Give them half a chance
some sensational unsolved mystery-and 
it'll be the blow-Qff." 

"I thought of that." 
The Inspector got up. "Marty-keep 

the spot quiet. If ygu can only sing small. 
keep from attracting attention. this: D.A. 
may get educated before he gets to you." 

WITHIN six hours the Inspector him
self had run into the business of 

the girl-and the weird picture. Bud 
Leland's gambling�joint was on his regu
lar rounds. He made it about ten o'clock. 
The dark, low-ceilinged room was noisy, 
droning. Milling crowds surrounded all 
the six dice tables that ribboned down its 
narrow black length. Each table was a 
bright-green island in a sea of smoke 
haze. 

The dimness all but swallowed the 
girl's tiny figure. She wore a tailored 
black suit, black tricorne hat and black 
gloves. Her wistful, appealing little face 
and blond hair, plus a white stock and 
white at her wrists, seemed to be stand
ing disembodied by the second table when 
the Inspector caught sight of her. Her 
long-lashed, deep-blue eyes searched the 
ring of absorbed faces around the table. 

She stood there for maybe three min
utes, then suddenly floated away to 
slowly materialize again in the fog around 
the next table. No one paid her the 
slightest attention-except the Inspector. 
His hickory-lean figure was against the 
wall, completely invisible, and his jet 
eyes need make no pretense of concealing 
their curiosity. 

His attention was taken, not because 
she was the only woman in the place. No 
woman had to lle a fraid of being seen in 
Leland's places. But her winsome beauty 
did not conceal her smartness and big
town daintiness. She was definitely not 
the type of Bud Leland's regular hard
bitten, horsy clientele. He operated only 

a few weeks out of the year in each city, 
ahnost entirely for the benefit of the no
madic company who troop around the 
country with the race--meets. Vaguely, the 
girl was out of place. It took her 
ten minutes to reach the foJ,J.rth table in 
line. This placed her not more than 
thirty feet from the Inspector and made 
her every move quite visible. 

She found the face sbe was seeking. 
Her little body stiffened almost unnotice
ably, and she retreated t�uickly backwards 
a step into the gloom. 

Presently, she eased quietly around the 
table behind the ring of backs, stood mo
tionless. At least, it seemed so, till a 
white square blossomed in her hand and 
the Inspector realized she had taken it 
from her black handbag. 

She waited another second. The In
spector strove to identify the player in 
whom she was interested, but he could 
not pick him out until a thin-backed man 
in a long, dark-greenish overcoat sudden
ly reached far down the table, to place a 
bet. One of the slash side-pockets of his 
coat turned into view as he stretched. The 
girl's black-gloved fingers moved nimbly 
-surprisingly so. 

When the thinnish man straightened 
again, the white es:welope had slipped 
easily into his pocket and the girl was 
backing silently, unhurriedly away. Pres
ently the shadows swaflowed her com
pletely. The Inspector's vaguely puzzled 
eyes focused on the face of the man 
whose coat had been invaded-a white
haired, stringy old man, fairly well
dressed, with lines ef discouragement in 
his thin seamed face and dull disinterest 
in grape-like blue eyes. He had few 
counters before him. 

After a while these few were gone, 
and the old man turned dully away from 
the table. Standing a foot or two behind 
the instantly closed-in ring of backs, he 
watched one or two throws before he slid 
his hands absently into his coat pockets 
and discovered his acquisition. 
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It was not the envelope, nor the writing 
on it that hit the old man. It was when 
he ripped the envelope open and took out 
the stiff, square enclosure--white from 
the Inspector's side - that he went to 
pieces. 

In an instant, his eyes went suddenly 
terrified, shrunken. One skinny hand 
c:.rawled up to his throat. He went stiff 
in a glaze of fear. For three heart-beats, 
his white-ringed eyes clung to the thing 
in his hand. Then he suddenly came to 
himself, high color rushing in to his 
temples as he flung wild eyes around · to 
see if he were watched. At the same in
stant he crumpled envelope and contents 
savagely in one fist, whipped his ann 
down, flinging them blindly away behind 
him. For a minute, he looked around 
him, then fa1rly bolted - white-ringed 
eyes still probing-for the exit. 

The Inspector half started after him, 
then reconsidered. His black eyes drifted 
down to the floor, to the crumpled enve
lope and what had been in it. He stooped 
slowly over and retrieved them. 

J
N THE vastness of an empty Broad-

way theater, two hours later, he stood 
anxious-faced beside the Marquis, his jet 
eyes and the Marqu1.s' somber blue ones 
staring at the picture. 

A Latin-looking girl was strapped to 
a bed. She had vague traces of beauty, 
but something had happened. Her lips, 
her ears were swollen, thick, gigantic. Her 
eyes had the frantic, burning light of 
madness. Her hands and feet were 
hideously enlarged, ghastly. She was a 
sickening monstrosity. 

Across the picture, scrawled in red ink, 
was the assurance- For this you shall . 
pay with you1· heart's blood. Pray that 
the Saints shall sh9w you mercy, for yott 
shall taste deeply of hell before you die. 

As you made it to her, death sh•ll be a 
welcome relief to you. 

"If there's anything at all to it," the 

Inspector · said, "it could raise hell." 
The Marquis nodded. 
"It's in your distriot." 
The Marquis rea£hed a small, black

gloved hand for the crumpled envelope, 
also red-scrawled. 

S-ilas Kastner, cjo Golding & Co., 
West Fifty-seventh St., N. Y. City, was 
what he read. 

THE stringy old man stood on the 
hearth. The Marquis' small stttmg

room was conservative in old oak and 
leather. One green-shaded table-lamp 
and the flickering grate fire supplied all 
the illumination. The frightened old man 
twisted his hat between stiff fingers. 

From the gloom the Marquis said : 
"I'm not fooling. Come clean." 

"I-I-Marty-:-I'm not asking for 
anything. Just let me go. I can-<:an 
take care of myself." 

"Can you ?" 
"Well, what i f  I can't ?" the other 

blurted shrilly. "What's it to you ?" 
"Nothing, personally," the Marquis 

assured him. "But for certain reasons, 
I want my district quiet. There's enough 
hubble-gubble in this, to attract the news
hawks. If you're going te die--I want 
a killed quick. Who was the girl ?" 

"I don't know." 
"What's this all about ? Who sent the 

girl-and the picture ?" 
"Ma1'ty--I swear-" 
"I swear, too. I swear I'll have it 

beaten out of you, if you stall for one 
minute longer." 

The other's eyes were desperate. He 
set his teeth. 

"Don't get heroic," the Marquis 
warned him, "if it's a matter of your 
nephew." 

"Of--of-" the other stammered. 
"Of your nephew. Of the type of busi

ness you do. Of worrying that talking 
will affect his fortunes." 

"You-you-" 
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"We know all about you, yeah," the 
Marquis said. "Henri !" 

The door of the bedroom swung open, 
to reveal two armchairs almost in the 
lighted entrance. Big Johnny Berthold, 
the blond giant and the dapper little 
dancing-eyed, black-moustached Henri 
sprawled in the chairs. The little French
man read from a long paper. 

"Golding & Company : One of the old
est and most reliable names in the whole
sale drug field. Founded in seventy-seven 
by Grandpa, passed to Papa in nineteen 
hundred and to son in twenty-four. This 
little pig went to .market-the stock mar
ket-and was stripped in twenty-nine. 
Dutched it. The family had trouble get
ting anything for the firm. Bought by 
Silas Kastner, for two thousand dollars. 
He's a queer duck, who ought to know 
the answers. Born in Michigan, worked 
in lumber camps, sold balloons in a cir
cus-short-change stuff-bellhop in a De
troit hotel, ran errands for Doc Brady 
the gambler, sold mining-stock, worked 
for an outlaw race-track in Des Moines, 
labor-trouble spy. Maybe other things, 
but never, apparently, got into law 
trouble. 

"At time of purchase, Kastner, and one 
Buell, had a retail drug store in Dayton, 
opened just one month. They closed it 
and came immediately to New York. 
Buell, an expert pharmacist, handles the 
drugs. Kastner handles all contacts, buy
ing and selling. 

"For six years, Kastner has traveled 
all over the country, contacting the best 
fences in each city and offering a market 
for stolen drugs-as far as I know, the 
first well-organized market for hot stuff 
of this sort in the country. 

"Hospitals, on the strength of the old 
name, buy freely and the prestige allows 
these babies to undersell competition with 
no questions asked. 

"They handle only the very finest 
drugs-absolutely first-grade. No nar-

cotics or poisons. Legal advice the very 
best and accounting set-up probably a 
honey. 

"My opinion that it would take two 
years to build up a case against them, 
considering their legal and accounting 
set-ups and the patience with which they 
have gone to town. I don't believe they 
have made expenses in five years-they 
seem to realize they have a good racket 
and are willing to treat it carefully, nurse 
it along. Some day they sure as hell will 
have something and they are careful to 
keep their noses scrupulously clean. 

"As far as the Squad is concerned, I 
don't see it's any of our business. There 
never seems to be any kickback on any 
of the deals the boys have made and in 
view of the fact that they keep their hands 
off the hop and so forth, I think you could 
give them a break. After all, if there's 
any beef to be made, it would probably 
be interstate and hence Federal, so why 
should we worry ? 

"Incidentally, one Albert Kastner, who 
seems to be nephew of Silas, helps in 
store. Partnership insurance names Al
bert as beneficiary, if anything happens 
to Silas. (Signed) Zeke Immerman." 

THE Marquis explained. "Immerman 
was one of the members of my squad 

until recently. Are you clamming be
cause you're afraid the business-insurance 
underwriters will balk if they find the 
joint is crooked-won't pay off on you ?" 
The old man looked dazed. 

"It's nothing to us," the Marquis said. 
"If you're as clean as this report indi
cates, we won't pass on what we know
if  you talk now." 

The old man croaked : "How-how 
long have you known this ?" 

"Three years anyway. After all, friend, 
Broadway is my district. Now-who is 
sending you threats and pictures ?" 

The old man licked his lips, gulped. "I 
-1 think-two men named Enz. They
said that was their name." 
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"What have they against you ?'' 
"I-I made a mistake in-in prescrib

ing for their sister." 

"That's the girl strapped to the bed ? 
How-what mistake ?" 

The old man suddenly put his skinny 
hands over his face, groaned. "We were 
in Dayton," he blurted hoarsely. "I was 
alone in the store. These two crazy
looking Italians-I think they were Ital
ians-came rushing in. 

"I could hardly understand what they 
were saying. They could scarcely speak 
a word of English. They roared and 
shouted at me, showed me a large bottle. I 
realized they thought they were in the 
same store where they had gotten the 
bottle in the first place. There were a 
few grains of light brownish stuff in it. 
They wanted more of the same. Their 
sister, as far as I could gather, was in 
pain, and this stuff gave her relief. 

"I tried to make them wait until Buell 
came back-tried to tell them they were 
in the wrong store. One of them whipped 
a knife from his clothes and almost ran 
it through my throat. They couldn't un
derstand me-they thought I was refus
ing to sell them what they wanted. 

"They were out of their heads-fran
tic. I thought they were excited enough 
to actually kill me. I tried to find what 
doctor had prescribed the dose. That 
sent them off again when I mentioned 
'doctor.' They had gone to no doctor
were afraid of doctors. Some druggist 
had compounded the stuff. There was 
nothing for me to do but try and find the 
same stuff on our shelves. 

"I know nothing about pharmacy. All 
I can say is-I found a bottle on the shelf 
with what I would swear was the identi
cal stuff. I filled their bottle with it and 
they paid me and ran out. When my

when Buell came back, he saw the cover 

ajar on that bottle. He cursed and told 

me it was a dangerous drug-pituitrin. 

I didn't dare tell him I'd sold some. I 

found out in a roundabout way that it 
looked exactly like a compound of licorice 
-a simple physic. And I found out
from a book-the danger of the other 
stuff. 

"They'd mentioned their names in their 
wild talk. I remembered it-Enz. I 
started out to find them-and couldn't. 
I spent two weeks looking for them. I
well, I could hardly go to the police. I 
found out-half by guess and half by 
things I ran across-that they were crim
inals-illiterate criminals new in the 
country. I guess that was why I couldn't 
find them-they kept themselves hidden. 
I reached the point of desperation. I 
knew if the girl was taking that stuff 
regularly - or even semi-regularly -
something was going to happen to her. 
And if they were as distrustful of doctors 
as they claimed, they would not call one 
when it did happen-and it would go on, 
getting worse." 

"They never came back ?" 

"No. The-the effects of the drug 
might not have shown up for weeks." 

"What are the effects ?" 
The old man's eyes crawled to the 

crumpled photograph. 
"I see," the Marquis said. "Your part

ner never knew any of this ?" 
"No.'' 
"Was it after you couldn't find these 

Enzes that you came to New York ? 
When time went on and you figured it 
was too late to repair the error-that 
they might come after you ?" 

"Not-not exactly. I was dickering 
for Golding and Co., even before that. It 
-well, maybe it hastened my decision." 

"And this picture is the first kickback 
you've had ?" 

The old man nodded. 
"You don't recognize the description 

of the blond girl who slipped this to 
you ?" 

The old man hesitated, his eyes fever
ish. "N -no, I guess I don't. There-
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well, it might fit almost any blond girl, 
Marty. For a minute, I had a crazy idea 
that it sounded like a little tramp that 
Buell has been running with-Corinne 
Lane. She lives at the Drummond, but
oh, hell, it couldn't be." 

"We'll see," the Marquis said. "John
ny, call the Drummond and see if you can 
get hold of her. If you can, get the In
spector." 

After a minute, Johnny Berthold hung 
up the phone receiver and said : "She 
checked out at noon today." 

For a second, the old man's eyes went 
wide with surprise, then he said : "Oh I 
Oh-that's right. She may have gone to 
Atlantic City with Buell. He left at noon 
for a little trip." 

"Did he now ?" the Marquis said. He 
hesitated a moment, in thin-eyed thought, 
then turned toward the bedroom. "Ex
cuse us a minute," he said to Kastner. 

Inside the closed bedroom, he told big 
Johnny Berthold : "Go catch me that 
partner-the one for Atlantic City." 

The blond giant blinked. "Hey-you
But hey, these Enz boys !" 

"How do they suddenly crop up on 
Kastner's trail ? If this partner wanted 
to wash the old man out, tipping them off 
would be a nice clean method." 

"What would he win ? The business 
-which isn't worth ten thousand bucks 
all told ?" 

"I don't say he did. But I'd like to 
hear him say he didn't." 

"You ever see the guy ? A big, easy
going, good-natured fat guy. Outside his 
own stuff, I don't think he knows the 
time of day." 

"Maybe he learned. Phone Dayton, 
Henri." 

TEN minutes later they had sketchy 
descriptions of the two Enz brothers 

- illiterates, dangerous hold-up artists 
and positive killers, according to the Day
ton police, but cunning enough to keep 

loose. Actually, they had never been ar
rested. Dayton headquarters knew what 
little they did know only through tips of 
stool-pigeons that never wound up any
where. The Enzes were Latins, small
time outlaws, vicious as snakes, and it 
was the opinion of the officer to whom 
the Marquis talked that it was not im
probable that they would kill for pleasure 
as well as profit-go completely mad-dog 
in a matter of revenge. 

When they walked out into the sitting
room, the Marquis told the glazed old 
man : "Detective Henri, here, will take 
you home. Where do you live ?" 

Kastner croaked an address in the 
West Fifties. 

"I know the drum," the little French
man said. "It's easy to cover." 

"Don't be frightened," the Marquis 
told Kastner. "We'll get these gents." 

The telephone rang. The Marquis 
nodded at Johnny and the big man hung 
over the phone on the library table, an
swered. His startled words stopped the 
Marquis and the others on their way to 
the door : "Huh ?" he said. "Who ? Kast
ner ? . . .  Yeah, wait a minute." 

"The Marquis asked swiftly, as the old 
man blinked : "Who knew you were 
here ?" 

"N -nobody," the other gulped. "Good 
God-who--" 

"Answer it," the Marquis said, and 
took five swift steps into the bedroom. 

He got the extension phone by his bed
side to his ear just about the time Kast
ner's frightened voice blurted, "Hello," 
into the other instrument. 

There was no sound on the wire. Then 
suddenly, came a series of quick frantic 
hammerings followed by a fear-crazed 
woman's muffled scream-repeated again 
and again. By the time the second one 
split his eardrums, the Marquis had 
shouted, "Henri-trace it !'' and the little 
Frenchman was streaking for the hall 
door of the apartment. 
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CORINNE LANE had been puzzled 
and frightened all evening. The 

black-looking neighborhood in which they 
stopped did nothing to make her less so. 
She looked in quick anxiety at the round
faced, cheerful plump man at her side, 
then at the almost deserted, dark pave
ments stretching up and down, along the 
very edge of Harlem. 

"Now what ?" she demanded. 
"Just a phone call-in the drug store 

there, honey. Gosh sakes, don't be so 
hard to get albng with. Once I get this 
out of the way, we're off for the sea
shore." 

"I don't get it," she complained. "You 
make me check out of the hotel at noon, 
then we spend the afternoon at the movies 
instead of starting on the trip. We fool 
away the whole evening. You send me 
into a floating crap joint to stick an 
envelope in your partner's pocket for 
some stupid joke. And now at two in 
the morning, you have to get the brain
wave to stop on the toughest street in 
town to make a phone call." 

· "Well, it's business, honey." 

"Well, if you think I'm going to sit out 
here alone, you're crazy. I'll go in and 
hang around inside. There's too many 
funny-looking people in these doorways." 

The dingy, open-all-night drug store 
was utterly silent. The counters were 
cluttered, the floor dirty and the mirrors 
behind the soda-fountain were fly
specked. It had a greasy smell of candy. 
Two telephone booths were in the rear 
comer of the store and to reach them, 
plump Tommy Buell had to force his bulk 
between and around two sets of counters. 

The girl trailed worriedly at his heels. 
She was standing with her back to the 

opening in the piled-high counters 
through which they had reached the 
phone-booth-niche, and he was inside the 
booth, dialing a number, when the gun

muzzle pressed against her side. 
A husky, tense voice whispered in her 

ear : "Don't mek' no sound. Justa walk 
in udder boot', sist'. No get hurt. Iss 
stick-up." 

If he had not added the last sentence, 
she would have screamed a warning. But 
she was momentarily fooled. The gun 
prodded her and she stumbled into the 
booth. The door was slid shut so quick
ly that she had not time to tum around 
and see the man behind her. But she 
did see, from the comer of her eye, in the 
instant that she stumbled in, a swarthy, 
rock-faced man slip from .concealment 
beyond the far end of the booths. 

And in the instant that she whirled 
round, to see the broad back and soft 
gray hat of her captor, holding the door 
of her booth closed, the rock-faced man 
crashed open the door of the cubicle 
which held Tommy Buell and she knew 
her supreme error. Tommy's voice 
abruptly ceased with a sharp yell of sur
prise. There was flailing motion-and 
then the phone suddenly made a thump
ing, vague, ringing sound. Tommy Buell 
cried out wildly-and the cry was cut 
off instantly-cut off by the sound of a 
split-second choked gurgle. 

The girl's heart turned to ice. She 
screamed, flung herself against the door 
of the booth, screamed again and again
beating with her fists as desperation sent 
her brain flaming. 

The door before her suddenly whipped 
open. She saw a plump, swarthy-pink 
face with long sideburns, a fury-twisted 
mouth that gibbered sounds at her. Then 
something hit her and she collapsed. 

WHEN she came to, it was to find the 
Marquis' sympathetic blue eyes on 

her face, his dapper small figure in a 
chair beside her hospital bed. Big John
ny Berthold loomed behind him. 

Her voice was husky, controlled, but 
so low as to be almost inaudible. "Is he 
dead, Marty ?" 

The Marquis nodded slowly. "They 
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strangled him with the telephone cord, 
kid. I don't see au,- use in kidding you." 

She said nothing. but turned her cheek 
te the pillow and closed her eyes. Two 
teacs glistened on her loRg lashes. 

Wben they had reoeived what informa
tion she could give and were in the b.os
pital corridor, big J ehnny gulped and 
said : "Th.is makes me mad, this does. It 
doesn't make senso. Your hunch on tbe 
partn& looked like the goods-only, damn 
it, he's the corpse !" 

"We still want those Enzes. That's the 
main chore." 

In a waiting-room downstairs the hag
gard Kastner sat staring at the floor, as 
though dazed. 

The Marquis nodded at the jet-eyed, 
dapper little Henri. "Stay with him." _ 

The stringy old man's VQice was dry, 
toneless. "A bodyguard won't help me ! 
Thf)y've made their intentions plain now. 
They're out to kill ! They didn't give 
Tommy a chance ! They'll kill a dozen 
bodyguards to-to get me ! Get �em 
fo.r God's sake, Marty - find them 
throw them in a cell before they find me." 

The Marquis was stiff-jawed as he left 
the hospital, rode a cab to Broadway. For 
an hour, he filtered swiftly through his 
district, letting it be known in certain 
places that he wanted the Enzes. 

He wound up at Dave's Restaurant. 
There was a report there for him from 

Henri that Kastner was home safe in bed. 

JT was Nght by the time the Marquis 
found the dapper little Frenchman, 

staked out in an areaway across from 
Kastner's apartment house. 

"He's safe enough in there," Henri 
assured him. He loolred up at the mod
estly exclusive graystone apartment 
house-one of the dozen that lined the 
block. "There's no back entrance except 
the fire exit and it's a solid sheet of steel 
that can't be opened from outside. That's 
the delivery entrance there-beside the 

building. Nohody's gone in either there 
or through the front door si11ce I've been 
here and nobody will-wit'ho1tt seeing me 
first." 

"Where's Kastner's apartment ?" 
The Frenchman pa�inted to the fifth 

floor, the east side of the building's froat. 
"I don't think he slept much. The light 
was on all night." 

When they went up the old man didn't 
look as though he had. He was haggard, 
stringier than ever, his eyes bloodshot 
and feverish. He winced, dropped down 
on a rust-colored chesterfield and buried 
his face in his hands when he saw the 
Marquis. 

His voice had a kind of glazed despera
tion. "Have you got any line on-" 

"We have and we haven't," the Mar
quis evaded. "Have you any explanation 
as to why your partner sent his girl to 
plant that picture on you." 

The other groaned. "No--no !" 
"It looks like he put the Enzes on your 

trail-even helped them throw a scare 
into you." 

"Oh my God-whyf He didn't even 
know about the Enzes ! And he'd nothing 
to gain by it. Our business is worth very 
little. And why would they kill him if 
he did ?" 

"It's a puzzle, all right. Well-don't 
you · take any chances. Don't put your 
nose outside." 

"I shouldn't go to business ?" 
"No. I'll drop by your plant and tell 

them to phone i f  they want anything." 

THE store was on Fifty--seventh, with 
a narrow show-window containing, 

against dark walnut, little piles of obscure 
chemicals without labels. 

The interior of the store was old-fash
ioned, dignified and very small. Through 
an archway at the rear, bumping sounds 
came and men's muffied voices. Presently 
a studious-looking man of thirty ap
peared, his thick brown eyes anxious be-
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hind shell-rimmed spectacles. He had a 
smudge on one sallow cheek. 

The Marquis showed his badge-a rare 
necessity--and said : "If you're Albert, 
I 'd like to ask you a question or two." 

The other's face became more pinched 
and anxious. "I-I'd prefer to wait, i f  
you don't mind, till Mr. Kastner arrives." 

"He isn't going to arrive. I f you want 
to ask him anything, you'll have to phone 
him." 

"Well, I--you see, we're just receiving 
shipments and are-putting the day's de
liveries on the truck and-" 

"I needn't interrupt it. I'll come
. 
back 

with you." 
The faint hope aroused by the clerk's 

attitude did not materialize to anything. 
They went back to the storeroom at the 
back of the store. 

A man in truck-driver's uniform was 
complaining fretfully : "What damned 
fool marked this. Hell, it weighs two 
hundred pounds." He pointed to an ex
press-tagged box with black crayon mark
ings-Ephedrine sulphate. 

The harassed clerk directed that the 
packing-box in question be stored in the 
vault till Mr. Kastner arrived. The truck
driver and his assistant, plus a weedy
looking junior clerk, were moving boxes 
to the loadizlg-platform at the rear of the 
store and tJ.Je jumpy be-spectacled Albert 
at the Marquis' side called out shrill or- · 
ders, most of which seemed to be ignored. 

Between times, he managed to impart 
irritably the scant informatien that when 
Mr. Buell had left for lunch on the day 
before, he, Albert Kastner, had heard him 
say that he would ·be back in an hour, 
that Mr. Buell was apparently in excel
lent spirits-as he always was-and that 
he was an expert pharmacist of years 
standing. He could make no explanation · 

of the ghastly thing that had happened. 
He acted as though he didn't care greatly. 

It was while the Marquis was still in 
the store-room, trying to think of more 

questions, that the phone call came. 
When the weedy-looking junior clerk 

finally got it through his head that the 
call was for the Marquis and called him 
to the phone, a booming, excited voice 
said quickly : "It's Patrolman Haines, 
Lieutenant. I've got one of them Entz 
fellows you sent out the broadcast on. 
He's shot in the head and he's dying. I 
thought I'd call you first before repertin' 
to the prec-" 

"You'll be glad you did," the Marquis 
cut in. "Where are you ? Did you shoot 
him ?" 

"Huh ? No, no. I heard a shot while 
I was patrollin' me beat and I went in to 
investigate and here he is, dyin'-" 

"Where ?" 
The patrolman gave an address on Co

lumbus A venue and the Marquis clipped : 
"I'll be there in five minutes. Don't re
port yet-1'11 cover you. Does anybody 
know the man's been shot ?" 

"Apparently not. Or else these folks 
mind their own business. I just come 
up the stairs and there was the door 
standin' open. There's a phone in the 
room, but there ain't nobody around even 
yet." 

"Well, I shot him," the Mat'Q.uis said. 
"Ha� you got that ? If anybody reaches 
you before I get there-/ shot 

-
him and 

took aher the other one." 
"Huh ? Hey-is that ri-" 
"It's right enough for you to tell any

body that gets there before I do." 

THE building was a block of stores on 
a comer, evidently being prepared for 

wrecking. All the stores stood empty. 
The lodgings on ehe floor above were, 
however, still in use. A doored stairway 
connected them to the street and when 
the Marquis ran up, the sweating patrol
man was standing in the dingy hall out
side a closed door-alone. 

"All right," the Marquis flung at him. 
"Go ahead and report. You heard a shot. 
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You ran up here. I was here, with a 
gun in my hand and I told you the guy 
resisted arrest." 

The patrolman gulped. "0. K., Lieu
tenant, if you say so, }jut-but the guy 
was in bed." 

"You can resist arrest in bed." 
There were two beds in the room. One 

was smooth, unrumpled. The other con
tained a man that the Marquis recognized 
instantly, from the girl's description, as 
the rock-faced killer who had strangled 
Tommy Buell. His pillow was stained, 
but not soaked, in fresh red blood, and 
blood matted his black hair. He was 
breathing quickly through his mouth, 
though gently, as if afraid to overdo it. 
His eyes were closed and he was uncon
scious. There was no gun near him. 

As the patrolman whipped up the 
phone, the Marquis snapped : "Call the 
ambulance first." 

A chair with the man's clothes was at 
the foot of the bed and the Marquis 
jumped for it, sent fingers flying through 
the pockets. A heaviness in the side-coat 
pocket proved to be a .38 automatic pistol. 

The Marquis swung the chair quickly 
up to be beside the dying man. 

"He reached for a gun in here," the 
Marquis explained when the patrolman 
had finished phoning and had joined him 
at the bedside. When the uniformed 
man's eyes showed unease, the Marquis 
added : "There's a grand that says so." 

"All right, Lieutenant. I say so. Only 
the holes are in the back of his head." 

The ambulance had sirened to a stop 
by the time the Marquis had assured him
self that the dead criminal's pockets con
tained nothing of value, except, oddly, a 
photograph that could be nobody else but 
the other murderer..:.._the one who had im
prisoned and slugged the girl while his 
partner killed Buell. He pocketed this 
as the stretcher crew came in. 

The interne took one look at the un
conscious man's head and said wearily : 

"Why didn't you wait a while and we 
could of taken him direct to the morgue." 

"He's done for ?" 
"Yep." 
"Any chance of his regaining con

sciousness ?" 

The interne looked squarely into the 
Marquis' eyes. "You shot him. The 
hole's in the back of his head. And now 
you're worried about whether he's going 
to come to. Well, well, Marty, I'm sur
prised." 

"Never mind being surprised. Answer 
my question." 

"He could come to, but I don't think 
he'd be rational." 

"Get him to your factory and see." 

Sitting in the swaying, racing ambu
lance, the Marquis was utterly silent, his 
small, gloved hands flat in his Chesterfield 
pockets. He was aware of the straight 
stare of the brown-eyed young interne 
beside the stretcher, but he was not wor
ried about the thoughts the other was 
thinking. He kept his eyes on the uncon
scious man's face, all through the scream
ing ride, the rush into the emergency 
room, the hastily called consultation. 

To the hospital's head physician, he 
said : "If he's done for, hopelessly, can't 
you try and revive him-even if for a few 
minutes ?" 

The other's eyes had the same look as 
the interne's. He gave orders to rush the 
patient upstairs. 

The patient died on the way up. 
The Marquis came down again-to 

face a platoon of reporters. He stood on 
the top step of the exit stairs and told 
them : "I had a tip that he was holed 
up there and went after him. When I 
came in, he reached for a gun, so I gave 
it to him." 

They asked him about the hole in the 
back of the head. The Marquis shrugged 
and said nastily, "I told you what hap
pened," turned and stalked back into the 
building to escape further questions, went 



FACT O RY 
TO Y O U 

N EW REM I N GTO N NOIS£L£SS 
PORTAB LE ! 

AT LAST! The famous Remfnrton Noiseless .t1.. Portable that speaks in a whi8perfs available 
for only 1� a day. Here is your opportunity to 
get a real Remington Noi8eless Portable direct 
from the !aetory. Equipped with all attachments 
that make for complete writing equipment. Stand
ard keyboard. Automatic ribbon reverse. Variable 
line IJP&eer and all the conveniences of the finest 
portable ever built. PLUS the NOISELESS fea
ture. Act now while thi8 special opportunity 
holds eood. Send coupon TODAY for detalla. 

YOU DON'T RISK A PENNY 
We eend you the Remington N oiaeleaa Portable 
direct from the factory with 10 days FREE trial. 
If you are not satisfied, send it back. WE PAY 
ALL SHIPPING CHARGES. 

• FREE TYPING COURSE 
WUb roar new Remluatoa Noloel- Portable we will 1eud JOG 
-aboolutelJ' FB.Eiil-a lt.- .,.,_ In tnriq. It teaebM the 
Tooeh BJIWD, Died bJ' all expert eyplatll. lt Ia almplJ' written - -..pletel)o lUna-ted. ln8tnJetlona are ea almple u A, B. 
C. Even a ebild eau eull)o Dudontaud tblo metbocl. A little 
lltDdJ' aad tbe ........... pe.-, cbl1d 01' adalt. ..._ fuel· 
mted. Follow thla eoane clarlq tbe lG-Da7 Trial Period we 
81ft JOG with 70ur tJ>Pewrlter and J'OU wiU ....oo.r wbJ' :r
- took tbe trouble to write le� b:r baud. 

• F R E E  CARRYING CASE . 
Alto nuder thla new PDrehue Piau we will Mild ""'J'RU wftla 
•ver:r Remluatou Noloel•se Pcrteble a a� earr:rlna' eaae aturdll:r boUt ot 1-pb wood. Tbla - cue Ia ..,..Ked wltb 
beav:r du Pont fabrlc. Tbe top Ia removed bJ' one motion, leaYIDtr 
tbe maeblne tlrml:r atteebed to tbe beae. Tbla mallet It eu:r to
roar Remlnsrton &nJ'Where-on lmeM, Iu ehalra, on tralua. Doa't delaJ • . •  eaud In tbe c:ou- fOI' �te detallal 
SUD COUPON WHILE LOW PRICES HOLD 
r- - - - - .....- - - - - - - - -1 BemlnJtoD Raa4. Inc., Dept 193-J 

I &86 W�on St., Dutralo, N. Y. 
Pleue tell me boW 1 ..., .. t a DIW � ...,._ J'eotabJe I tJ'pewrlter, plwo FREE Typina Coaroe and eerr:rtna -. forooiT 

I �o. • da:r. Alto aend - .... ma.a.Mcl •te�acue-
l Name 

I A.�-
--------------------

1 C\tJ te.---:----

1 18 

Dime Detecti'Ve Magazine 

downstairs, intending to pass out the door 
used for the emergency-room entrance. 

The ambulance interne was smoking a 
cigarette in the ball. 

"Why couldn't a person have two hun
dred pounds of ephedrine ?" the Marquis 
asked him. 

"Because it comes from China.'' the 
other said after a minute, "and the supply 
has quit on account of the war. Why ?'' 

"I was just wondering," the Marquis 
said, and passed on. 

�R the rest of the day, he was on 

Broadway. After the afternoon 
papers appeared, he was a marked man . 
every newshawk had belabored the cir
cumstances of the shooting of the heister, 
had made much of the fact that the holes 
were in the back of the man's head. It 
took no great intellect to read in their 
stories the belief that the Marquis had 
shot a defenseless man in cold blood, 
from behind. 

When, at dusk, he went to Kastner's 
apartment, even the stringy old man was 
white-faced and involuntarily shrank a 
little from the Marquis' neat figure. 

The Marquis saw the spread-open 
papers on the table and his lip lifted in a 
ghost of a smile. "There's only one to 
worry about now." 

The old man's throat worked, and he 
blurted : "Did you-is it true you-shot 
him while he was asleep ?" 

The Marquis looked at him quizzically, 
shrugged. "Don't put too much faith in 
newspapers. They don't always get things 
straight. For instance : They say this 
Sebastian-that was his name, Sebastian 
Enz-died without talking. That isn't en
tirely true." 

The old man's eyes were luminous. 
"He didn't become rational," the Mar

quis explained, "but he jabbered. I may 
be wrong, but I'm almost certain that the 
other one is coming for you tonight." 

"Tonight I" the old man gasped. 
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"You won't be here," the Marquis as
iUred him. "I'll take your plaoe." 

"But-but my God-whera'll I go ? 
They'll see me-" 

"No they won't-because we1re going 
to exchange identities right here. Up till 
now, you've been safe inside here. But 
things have started to happen. Willie
yeah, that's the other brother's name
either has to quit or do his trick fast
�ven if it means taking wild chances. One 
of my men is ooming up soon with a suit
case full a£ stuff. Fortunately, you're 
about my height and we can pad you up 
here and there so you could pass for me 
in the dark, going out of here." 

It was specious enoug.a, but the dazed 
old man seemed beyond objecting. 

Johnny Berthold arrived with a suit
case. There were no arrangements for 
food in the o1d man's apartment, so they 
went out to a nearby restaurant for food. 
After that, it took nearly two hours to 
prepare the old man for the masquerade. 
They made a creditable effort. In dark
ness--or semi-darkness-Kastner could 
pass for the Marquis if unseen eyes were 
watching for the Marquis. Certainly, no 
ORe could identify him as Kastner. 

It was nine o'clock, then ten. They sat 
around, talking about anything but the 
climax iRlmediately ahead. At ten-thirty, 
the Marquis-he had not done anything 
about fixing himself up, up to that point 
-said : "Now you two listen carefully. I 
don't want any slip-ups. You're to take a 
taxi from here over to Ninth Avenue and 
walk down Ninth. You've got to be seen 
somewhere in the district and Ninth is 
dark enough so that, if you keep that hat 
down over your eyes, you can be mis
taken for me. I don't imagine many 
people will speak to you-I'm kind of un
popular just at the moment. Fool around, 
being seen, yet not being seen, if you fol
low me, till twelve o'clock. 

"At twelve o'clock, Johnny, take him 
over to Central Park West and walk 
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down. Start a few blocks above my apart
ment house. If anyone is watching--me, 
as they think-! want any possible doubts 
laid that I am not safely at home. When 
you get to the corner above my place, 
you, Johnny, stop and say good-night, 
then cut back up. I guess you can walk 
twenty yards alone without being nerv
ous, Mr. Kastner. That's all you'll have 
to do alone. Eh ?" 

"1-yes, yes." 

"Fine. Here's the key to my apart
ment. The doorman goes off duty at 
midnight, so there'll be nobody inside 
the building to see you in the light, except 
the elevator boy. You can hang around 
outside till he's making a trip or some
thing, then walk up. One of my men 
will be in my apartment to take charge of 
you. By the way, have you got a gun ?" 

"Eh ? No. Or-yes, I think I have." 

"You don't need it, but you might tote 
it, if it will make you feel better." 

The old man's fright had returned as 
he looked sick-eyed from one of them to 
the other. He croaked : "All-all right. 
I think it's in my trunk. I'll get it." 

His courage almost failed when it was 
time to open the door and step into the 
hall. He hung back, blurted desperately : 
"Lieutenant - Marty - wey couldn't I 
stay here, too. I-I don't want to go out 

�����.,.-l.!�=-!!���!!!!....!:!!!�E!:.r..�...::.�K 1 on the street." 
"Don't be silly," the Marquis told him. 
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"If killers are going to get in here, we 
want you te be far away. You do as 
you're told." 
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came in, his eyes questioning the 
Marquis. "All set ?" 

The Marquis nodded and without clos
ing the door, followed Henri into the 
hall. Then he closed it. 

They made their way down the back 
stairs-the fire-stairs-and into an alley 
behind the building, where the little 
Frenchman's coupe purred. They drove 
slowly over to Central Park West, down 
it, parked the car a block and a quarter 
above the Marquis' apartment. 

They had to keep walking down Cen
tral Park West, till three or four pedes
trians had passed from sight, leaving the 
wide stretch of dimly lit street deserted. 
Then, with one accord, they swung over 
the low stone wall and were in the bushes 
lining the park's edge. 

Presently, they were sitting on the cold 
ground, behind the low stone wall, directly 
opposite the Marquis' apartment house. 

The entrance to the building was on the 
side street, not on the park proper. They 
had fifteen minutes to wait. 

Once, the Frenchman whispered plain
tively : "I suppose it wouldn't fit in with 
your plans to tell me what the hell goes 
on here ?" 

"No," the Marquis said, "but you 
might carry your gun in your lap. We 
may need some of your fancy sharp
shoot-" 

He went abruptly silent, as, two blocks 
down, two figures suddenly rounded the 
comer. There was no mistaking the big, 
lumbering figure of Johnny Berthold, 
with his too-small hat perched atop his 
shaggy blond head. And the man beside 
him was giving a moderately good imi
tation of the Marquis. 

They came on. They came down one 
block, then another. Then they were at 
the corner, not forty yards from where 
the Marquis and the Frenchman knelt. 
There big Johnny tentatively put out a 
paw and shook hands vigorously with the 

de= .fl.:'i��.\::�r.::!B�� B6\!."!"' Booll lllld 
NAME . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  AGE . . . . . . .  . . 
ADDRESS . •  , , , , , , , , , , , , , ,  •• , , , , , , , , ,  • •. . . . . . . .  , , , , , , , ,  
CITY . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . STATE. , . . . . . . . .  . 

Nam. • •••••• • • • • ••• • • • • • • •• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • •• • •• • • • • • •  
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pseudo Marquis. "Well, good-night, 
Marty," he said loudly. 

The other nodded jerkily. The big 
man turned and went back up Central 
Park. Kastner stood only a second on 
the sidewalk, then almost trotted across 
toward the dimly lit apartment-house en
trance. 

Beside the Marquis, the Frenchman 
gasped, whispered swiftly : "Look-in the 
door right across the street from yours." 
His gun whipped up above the wall. 

In the same split second, the Marquis 
had seen the crouched figure leap from 
concealment, had seen the flash of the 
metal in his hand. The suddenly revealed 
skulker roared hoarsely : "Hey, you !" 

Henri fired - but as he did so, the 
Marquis' black-gloved hand slashed the 
Frenchman's gun-muzzle suddenly sky· 
ward. 

Henri cried, "Hey what the-" 
"Wait !" the Marquis snapped. 
The figure of Kastner had suddenly 

whirled. The stringy old man uttered a 
strangled cry, flung himself wildly on
ward for the apartment house. 

The thick, crouched figure opposite 
squealed : "Taka thees, you . . . !" and 
fire and flame spat from his hand. The 
first shot sent the flying Kastner stum
bling, wrenched a scream from him. The 
second knocked him sideways, his legs 
crossing, and he dived headfirst into the 
gutter. The third and fourth flamed as 
he lay there, kicking. 

Not till then did the killer swing 
toward the two behind the stone wall of 
the park-and the Marquis' gun and the 
Frenchman's blazed together, riddled 
him. Johnny Berthold burst out of the 
entranceway of the apartment house in 
which the killer had lurked-too late. 

As they raced toward the two fallen 
men, Henri gasped in wild unbelief : (li 
could have saved Kastner, Marty. I 
could have got the killer before he fired 1'' 

"What for ?" the Marquis wanted to 
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know. "This Kastner killed his partner 
-&r hired it done. Then he back-doored 
you and tried to mop up his hirees-get
thlg a bad break because only one of them 
was at home. But it would be a hell of 
a job to prove. Now we don't have to 
prove anything." 

"But-but-" stammered the French
man. "Why ? Why did he-" 

"Because, you chump, he wanted the 
l)usiness for himself. He had picked Q.P a 
big consignment of stolen ephedrine. Ap
}ilRrently he didn't tell his partner about 
it. It was worth two dollars and some
thing an ounce up until recently. He 
probably paid less than that. This war 
in China has cut off the supply. It's 
suddenly skyrocketed-ten, twenty times 
that-it's now worth a fortune. He had 
to own the whole business in ordE:.r to 
sell it-without splitting." 

THE scene was swarming with police, 
ambulances, white-coated internes, 

and the Marquis and his men were riding 
up in the elevator toward his apartment, 
before Henri got untangled enough to 
blurt : "But-but I don't get it. These 
Enzes-their sister-the drug-" 

"All phony. A wild dream. The Enzes 
were simply hired killers. Kastner put 
on a big act-merely to divert suspicion 
and get himself an alibi with tts. Buell 
was a sap-did what Kastner told him
knocked off at noon today without telling 
anybody, hung around and made his girl 
go to Leland's to slip that envelope in 
Kastner's pocket. Kastner knew the In
spector would be there at that time and he 
took good care to be right under his eyes 
when the trick was pulled, then dropped 
the picture where the Inspector would 
see it. 

"He knew that would pull me in and he 
· guessed exactly what we would do-get 

him on the carpet. He had Buell instruct
ed to go to that drug store and phone 
him at my place. He had his hired killers 
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BACKACHE 
Fluh Kidneys of Waste MaUer, 

Poisons and Add and Stop Gettina Up Nights 
When your kidney�� are clogged �d JW! 

bladder Ia irritated and p118811ge seantt. and 
often smarts and liUl'JlB you need Gold Medal 
Haarlem Oil Capsules, a fine harmless stimu
lant and diuretic that always works and COBt8 
but 86 cents at any modem drug store. It' a onl! 
aood, safe way to put healthy activity Into 
kidneys and blad�you'll sleep sound the 
whole night tbru. But be sure and Kilt GOLD 
KEDAL-ri&ht from Haarlem In llolland
;vou are assured of results. 

Other symptoms of weak ld� and irri
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planted there to wipe out Buell. If  he'd 
managed to drop both the Enz brothers 
when he went to their hideout this morn
ing, he would have been almost clear." 

"But-but if you knew he was it, why 
didn't you jug-" 

"Jug him hell. Proving it would be 
too tough-we'd be in the papers for 
weeks, attracting attention. This way
what have we got ? One day's story. We'll 
tell it without all the trimmings-a simple 
hired killing with a double·cross-and me 
in the role of crafty hero. A one-day 
sensation that makes us look good." 

Henri was still dubious. "I still don't 
see why all the masquerade stuff. Why 
you had Kastner impersoHate-" 

"Your head's a little thick. Kastner 
would be alive now, spouting fairy tales 
that might get us all a flock of publicity, 
if it weren't for that." 

"But how d'you know the gunman 
would be waiting-" 

"I didn't, sap. But the Enzes were 
strangers in town. They knew nobody
except Kastner. When Sebastian was 
killed, it was a safe bet that either his 
brother killed him or Kastner did. 

"If Willie did it-then my taking the 
blame on my shoulders-pretending I'd 
butchered him in cold blood - would 
puzzle him but it wouldn't send him out 
fretting for my hide. By the same token, 
if Willie did it, Kastner didn't do it. 

"But if Willie didn't, and thought I 
had, he'd go crazy to get me. Similarly, 
if Willie hadn't, then Kastner had. 

"I couldn't be sure. I didn't have to 
be sure. I simply set Kastner up, in my 
clothes, where he'd get the dose if he were 
guilty and get nothing if he were inno
cent. So what happened ? The case closes 
itself. 

"The meanest paper in town won't find 
enough now to have a field day at my ex
pense. Just a nice neat little package
all folded up and put away. What can 
they make of that ?" 
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HERE'S a racket-interestingly pre
sented-which flourished in the West 

for a time until its perpetrator cashed in 
to the utmost before seeking new pastures 
to pollute-Watch out for it I 

Sheridan, Wyoming. 
Dear Sir : 

A lucrative-and disastrous-racket was 
worked in Sheridan and vicinity last sum
mer ( 1936). 

It was based on a battery compound with 
which a rather convincing demonstration 
could be made, priced to sell at $1.50 retail 
and $ .50 wholesale. Mr. Wise guy, how
ever, did not concern himself with the 
chicken feed to be had by actual sale of the 
compound to consumers. 

Instead he "sold states" ; i.e. the right to 
peddle his compound within a given state 
bringing him from $250 to $2,000, according 
to population and sales possibilities. 

Contracts were signed, giving the buyer 
sole rights to purvey the product within 
"his" state, for so-much-down plus a stated 
royalty to be paid each month. The idea wa' 
that the state "owners" should in turn sell 
"rights" to the various counties therein. 

The proposition looked attractive on the 
surface ; its perpetrator exuded llrosperity a1 
every pore, and sums less than $10,000 wen 
nevi:�" mentioned by him nor in his presence. 
Victims were led to believe that what he 
was doing nationally could easily be dupli
cated on a smaller scale in each state, and 
few considered the fate of those expected 
to "buy counties" who'd be forced into ac· 
tual contact with the ultimate consumer, 

The contracts stated that failure to pay 
the monthly royalty on a given date each 
month invalidated the contract and gave Mr. 
Wise Guy the right to sell it (the "state") 
over again. By New Year's Sheridan was 
full of disillusioned victims. Since the 
contracts bound Mr. Wise Guy to nothing 
except to receive his monthly royalty pay
ments, if and when they arrived, the law 
seems unable to touch this man. 

One thing about this man's method was 
noticeable ; all his business was condueted 
in person. He would not send any propo
ganda thru the mail ; would not enter into 
correspondence about his contracts nor mail 
one. 

Yours truly, L. M. Lish. 
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Foa �enral yean, he waa Ja.t Jlh a ICilJe of other 
men in the plant-a IOOCI, honest, fairly capable 
worker, but ouly that. There waa nothing distinc
tive about him or his ability-nothinc to make him 
ltand out from the crowd-no reaeon, as a matter 
of fact, why he should ever recein a raiae. 

Then one fortunate day he decided that the 
reason he wasn't getting anywhere was because he 
Jacked special training. He searched around a bit 
-asked a great many queations-aod then en
rolled for a home-ttudy course with the Inter
aational Correapondeoce Schook 

"Soon after I began atudying," he wrote to ua 
the other day, "we had a change iD management 

. at our plant. Tbo DOW •uperlutende'" 1aid that on� 

inea who bad really atudied the& work were fD 
Jine for position• as foremen. 

''I certainly waa glad then that I had decided to 
study in mr apare time. For, thanks to IDf' I. C. S. 
coune, I was the only man in the orgaoiu.tion who 
could talk to the superintendent in bis own lan
guage. As a result, I was promoted OVet' men who 
bad been here from ten to twenty yean. .. 

What are yo• doing with the hours after tupper? 
Can you afford to let them alip by unimproved 
when you can easily make them mean 10 much ? 

One hour a day, 1pent with the I. C. S. in the 
quiet of your own home, will prepare you for sue
cess in the work you like beat. Y ,1, it rwinl Put 1t 
up to ua to prove it. Mail thil c:oupon today. 
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Without COlt or obligation, please send me a !JOPY of your bootfet. ""W'bo Wior ... 
Why,n and fuU particulan about the subject 61/ou which I ha:Ye marked X: 

N..._ ... _. _____ .. __. .... ... •• _,. - ·- -4t•-__,_...A.4dren .......... --·----

* 

CII:JI ............... _. __ •.•• __ .... -••.....• ""'¥""'--·····--·-· .. ·· .. ····.State ...• " ...... __ .. Pretem Poril'-···---· .. -·-··········"··· ........... -
11 - r..Uo flo � H114 IW. - lo 1111 1111-'""'cal 0.,, .. ..,.._ Bohola Ootoo414•. lAfMf""• Jl-..1. 0-
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"One Week from To-nitltt 
You'll . See PROOF tha_t 

I can tnakeYoua Man!" 
NOTE-No other man 
In the world has ever 
DARED make such an 
offer! 

I GIVE MORE than "promises. "  I give 
PROOF I If you're sick and til·ed of half
baked ideas-if you really want a build 

like mine-then one week, 7 DAYS. is all 
I need to prove I can give it to you ! 

You've �rot a body, man. Why not 
make it a real handsome man's 
body ! Th�1·e's NO good reason why 
you Rhouldn't have ripJ)Iing c01·dH 
of mig-hty mwo�cle across your neck 
·· nd 1-'houldeJ'K. No reason at all  

your che�t �houldn 't be :-;trap
ping-, biJ..r and hu�ky, like mine
your �urns and leg-s powel'ful- your 
wind lasting- your vig-o1· l UU o/0 !  

I used to be a �iekly, half-pint 
runt weighing- only B7 lh�. a 
"laughin� stock" whel'ever 1 went. 
No fun. No friend,. Ri>tht there I 
almoRt "fell" for !;Orne of the�e 
freak stn·ing- or wehrht contraptions 
to make me "st1·ong." But THEN 

- -by the luckieHt break o f  my life -
r cliHcovered Dynamic Tension. 

Apparatus is OUT! 
Look nt me now. You don't se(' any 

skinny, flabby, no-account bag- of 
bones here9 do you ? This iH what my 
remarkable :rec1·et has done for my 
body. Twice-ag-ainst all comers I 
have won thP title, "World's Most 
Perfectly D eveloped Man." No 
wonde1· rve g-ot no use fo1· tricky 
weig-hts, pulleyH Ol' machines that may 
Htrain your hem·t Ol' other vital 
onwnK. I've found the natural way to 
build the hUl�ky, solid, fit:"hting- muscles 
that Nature means f01· you to have ! 
And I've shown thousands of other fel
lows, many of them probably much worse 
ofT than you, how to develop themselve!-t 
into chamtJions MY way ! 

I'll give you tlt•an -f'ut. health inside, tuo ..;how )OU ('XR<•tb" 
how to ;.:-t!t ri<l of <'OilNtiJ)ation, poor tliJ.:t'Ntlon. h;ul hrt•ath, 
pimph•s and ntlll'r wcakncsNt�N thal an• rohhiu ;..r )OU nf the 
IWO<l tillll'N and things 111 life thai <·an ht• ynur:--. 

::\ow make me l'HOVE I can do it. Lt'T mt• st•I!U you 
tlu: .FH};B llook that OJH�ns the door to he.man living. 

.lusr t<•ll me wht•n• to !':t•nd it.  Usc the ('01111011. 1'here's. no 
oblhrn.Uon. llut-be �tAN enough to send thl' coupon 
NOW I 

Send for FREE BOOK 
.M y  big book, ••Everlasti� Health ltll<l :-\trength"-

tmckNl with actua l photograph� and vital f"at·t:. t'\'t'l'Y fellow mu:-:t know to fa<·e 
nm-t{'ils t he whole remarkable story of Dynamic. Tension. P"l'i\'a t t•!y printed 
1'01 Tilt', It's  I•'HJ-:1+: if you act A1' ONt'l•:. ;\l"l' )Otl n·udy tn lt•a l'fl my st:'t'ret �-
l't·:HlY to lt•arn how I can givt! YOU tlw kind or hoff)· that will makP :'tOll a 
IIHtstl·l·ful leader? 'l'hen tell me whl·n• to st•ntl vour· t·opy of my book. Fill in 
thto. cuUJJOil twluw, and mail TODAY to IIW l lt'I"..,Oil:t ll} . .-\d<lrt>ss : C H A R L ES 
AT LAS, Dept. 832. 1 1 5  East 23rd Street, New York. N. Y. 

l.· .. r ..

. 
f"''-1·· r�r .\ .···.�v .... 

· • .  �· ', .: . .:;- . ·� 

THIS STERLING SILVER CUP 
BEING GIVEN AWAY 

Thi� v;cluuhlt• c·ur• st:1nds 
HhHIIL 1 •1 IIH"IU,_•S hi)-::11 un a loiiH"k 1\l;tllUI-:"IIIIY hilS\' . 1 w i l l  awunl 1l tu IIW pupil whn makes lilt' 11\nl-lt lmpr•ovcrn�nt in Ius llt•vt•h•fHilt•nt wlt!l· In lhC' llC'Xt tl\1'1.-'(' llHIUllls. 

- - - - - ·  

�# CHARLES 
� ATLAS 

� 
� 

� 
� 

Dept. 832, 
115 East 23rd St 
New York, N. Y. 

�I I want the 1>roof that 

t n��'::t1i1� S.j.�t�r:: i o �f ,�fJi I make a New Man of me 

� -give me a healthy. 

� husky body and bh: mus

� cle development. Send me # you1· free book. "Everln�tin)( � Health and Stren>tth." 

England-10·42 Chandos Str•et, London. W.C. 2 



Do EXPERT MARKSMEN FIND THAT 
CAMElS' CosTLIER 70aAccos 

MAKE A rJIFFERENCE? 
"YES, SIR, in any bunch of expert shots-Camels 
are the favorite cigarette," says Rmzsford Triggs, 
one of the· foremost marksmen in America. 
" Marksmen know that it takes steady nerves 
to make high scores. And the fact that Camels 
don't frazzle my nerves goes over big with me. 
That comes from a man who smokes plenty of 
Camels every day, too." 

And mil l ions of other people 
the most loyal group of smokers 
in the world - put their 11 0. K.11 
on Camels too - making Camels 

the largest-sel l ing cigarette 
in America 

TAKING X-RAYS is a deli
cate job and a tiring one 
too. But as Miss Myrtle 
Sawler, X-ray technician, 
says: "When I'm tired, a 
Camel quickly refreshes 
me. I get a 'lift' with a 
Camel." 

FRANK EAMON, New 
York ambulance driver, 
says1 "I smoke a good 
manyCamels.They don't 
jangle my nerves. And 
without healthy nerves 
I'd never be able to hold 
down this job." 

Copyrh,ht, 1937, R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company, Winston-Salem, N.C. 

Camel pays millions 

more for COSTLIER 

TOBACCOS I Camels 

are a matchless blend 

of finer, MORE 

EXPENSIVE TOBACCOS 

- Turkish and Domestic. 




