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you. Just tell me what you want, send 

me a dollar, with your name, address, 

occupation and a few other facts 
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choice of these select values for ap
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MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
You ore assured of satisfaction be-
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any article for ten 
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A18S/C94-Bridol Set 
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ASU - Engage
m e n t  Ri n g  o f  

rore beauty with 

3 diamonds ond 
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Studeots lo Radio Service Course ullje 
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receivers. console and broadcast transmitter .. 

I'LL FINANCE YOUR TRAINING 
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Lack of experience- age, or 
advanced education bars no one. 
Don't let lack of money stop you 
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no more money than you have. 
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my astonishing offers. 

Earn While 
Learning 

If you need part-time work to 
help pay your living expenses 
I'll help you get it. Then when 
you graduate we will �ive you 
real �raduate employment 
service. 

Jobs, Pay, Future 
To get a good job todayJ·ou've 
got to be trained. In us try 
demands men who have spe
cialized training. These men will 
be the ones who are the big�pay 
men of the future. After gradu
ation my Employment Depart
ment gives you Lifetime Em
ployment Service. 
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amplifiers, power speakers, tone controls, Etc., etc., etc . .Full details in my big, free book. 

RADIO Opera tin� in 5 Month�·-Here Is our complete, practical course in Radio. 
Prepares you for Govtrnment Radiu Operator's License exam., R�dio Telephone 1st Class 
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ELECTRICITY 
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Get the Facts r-------------�-----
• H. C. Lewis, Prcsldcn t 
1 Coyne Electrical School, Dept. Al·76H. 
I 500 So. Paulina St., Chicago, 111. Coyne Is your one great chance to get into 

Electricity or Radio. Every obstacle is re· 
moved. This school is 42 years old-Coyne 

BIG training is tested and proven. You can get 

C N E training first-then payfor it in easy monthly OY payments after your training period is over. 

I D�rn�{��tJ;�:Rook for the course J have 
I chec-ked. 1 tis understood thi:J doc� not obligate 
I me and no salesman will call. 
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the big, free Coyne book. This does not obli-
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J. E. SMITH, Prealdent. National Radio 
Institute. Eotabllshed 25 Year&, 

Broal lcastlng Stations employ operators. In· 
ttallatlon. m'a.Jntenance men and Radio Tech .. 
n lclana In other capacities and pay well. 

Set Servicing pays m any Radio Techn icians $3(), $40, $50 a week. Others hold their reu· ular Jobs and make $5 to $10 extra a w eek 
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his own full t ime RRdlo Service bu•tness, 
or make extra money In spare time by b• 
tng Radio seta trom his own borne. 
Beginners Quickly to 
to $10 A Week Extra 

Cour,;e and gives you valuahle experience. A Pr ofessional Set Servicing lnstrurnontl ts Included to Increase your spare time 
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fail to gr:I"P the oppcwtunitics flAOJO OFFF:RS YOU: Yuu'll g-et. fact� on Tele· 
vii'lo n and other fast-gr·uwlng branches of 
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MYSTERY MEANS 
MYSTERY, we've decided, is one 

of those words for which there 
is no easy, obvious definition. It 

is, in that respect, like love and hate and 
fear. All of these words cover too much 
territory, includes too many nuances of 
individual meaning, have so much depth 
and scope, that the language of man is 
incapable of putting down their meaning 
in a few stilted, printed phrases. 
There is mystery, for instance, in life 

and death ; in the first flowering blossoms 
of spring and in the storm-racked expanse 
of a winter sky ; there is mystery, too, in 
the intricate machinations of the human 
mind and in the careful, sometimes de
vious, works of man. 
A magazine devoted to mystery should 

rightfully print many kinds of stories: the 
bizarre, the clever and the terrifying-all 
should find feature spots within its pages. 
Occasionally, however, there arrives on 

our desk a mystery story which defies any 
of these easy classifications. A story 
which, on rare occasions, combines most, 
if not all, the elements of mystery. vVe 
are. therefore, not going to attempt to 
describe in any usual way the story with 
which Russell Gray shall, in our next 
issue, mark his return to these pages 
after a too-long absence. He's called his 
story "THEY CAN'T KILL US !" and 
by way of indicating its general type of 
entertainment we are going to quote at 
random, in preview style, from vanous 
pages in this unusual story: 

"A couple of seconds after Steve stepped 
out of his car, he realized that he mightn't 
survive as far as Lon's house throug-h the 
needle-sharp white particles that obliterated the 
sub-zero night. 

He snapped on the flashlight he had taken 
from the car-and the beam sprayed directly on 
a snowman sitting on the side of the road. 

Except that a snowman wouldn't be wearing 
an nvercoat. One of the arms was resting 
stif11y out from the shoulder, and on the under
side of the arm he could distinguish a cloth 
sleeve which the snow hadn't been able to cover. 
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MANY THINGS 
He waded up to the snowman and brushed 

fluffy snow off the face. Human features 
appeared. Through his glove tht> flesh felt as 
if it had been hacked out of ice. In the left 
cheek there was a neat, bloodless hole." 

A few pages later in this amazing story, 
standing with Steve in the doorway of a 
lantern-lighted stable: 

"Over near the stalL his brother Lon was 
digging with a pickaxe. A girl was leaning on 
a spade and watching him with a curiously fixed 
expression, as if she would be unable to breathe 
until I .on got through. 

· 

"Hello, Lon," Steve said. 
Lon scrambled out of the foot-deep pit and 

snatched up a rifle resting against a post. The 
girl whirled and cried out. 

"Stay where you are!" Lon ordered harshly. 
"Get your hands up and-" The rifle barrel 
dipped and Lon gawked. "My God, it's Steve!" 

Still later in the story, after a good 
many more very startling and extraor
dinary events : 

"Like a skeleton finger pointing at the moon, 
a solitary tree stood in the clearing. Annie's 
arms were fastened behind her around the 
crooked, barkless trunk. Her thin dress was the 
only protection ag-ainst the bitter cold. Her feet 
and ankles were out of sight in the snow. 

Ila·s ,·oice exploded in cracked horror. She 
pul!crl <:way from Steve and leaped forward. 
He snatched at her arm and yanked her back. 

"It's a trap," he warned. 
"She's freezing to death I They tied her there 

to die!" 
He held her iiercely. Beyond the tree he 

could distinguish a heavy coat, but from this one 
extcndt::d a head and feet and arms. A dead or 
unconscious man sprawled out. Lon probably. 

"Listen to me," he said. "As soon as we step 
into the open we're done for. Annie couldn't 
have screamed like that-or Lon ... that was to 
bring us to this trap baited with Annie." 

"She'll die 1" Ila's teeth were chattering with 
cold and terror .... " 

To quote any further from this unusual 
mystery tale would, we believe, be unfair 
to Loth Russell Gray, the author, and to 
you, the reader. It's a long novelette and 
it will be published in the September issue 
of DIME MYSTERY. 

THE EDITOR. 



"Give Ke YOur Measure 
Let Me Prove I Can Make You 

aNEWMAtll" 
I DON'T care how old or young you are, or how ashamed of your 

present physical condition you may be. If you can simply raise 

your arm and flex it I can add SOLID MUSCLE to your biceps 

-yes, on each arm-in double-quick time! Only 15 minutes a day

right in your own home-is all the time I ask of you! And there's 
no cost if I fail. 

I can broaden your shoulders, 
strengthen your back, develop 
your whole muscular system 
INSIDE and OUTSIDE! I can 
add inches to your chest, give 
you a vise-like grip, make those 
legs of yours lithe and powerful. 
I can shoot new strength into 
your old backbone, exercise those 
inner organs, help you cram your 
body so full of pep, vigor and 
red-blooded vitality that you 
won't feel there's even "standing 
room" left for weakness and that 
lazy feeling! Before I get through 
with you I'll have your whole 
frame "measured" to a nice, new, 
beautiful suit of muscle! 

I know, myself, what it means 
to have the kind of body that 
people pity! Of course, you 
wouldn't know it to look at me 
now, but I was one� a skinny 
weakling who weighed only 97 
lbs. I was ashamed to strip for 
sports or undress for a swim. I 
was such a poor specimen of 
physical development that I was 
constantly self-conscious and em
barrassed. And I felt only HALF
ALIVE. 

Then I discovered "Dynamic 
Tension." It gave me a body that 
won for me the title "World's 

Most P e r f e c t I y Developed 
Man." 

When I say I can make you 
over into a man of giant power 
and energy, I know what I'm 
talking about. I've seen 
new system, "Dynamic 
sion," transform hundreds 
weak, puny men into Atlas 
Champions. 

What Only 15 Minutes a 
Day Can Do for You 

Do you want big, broad 
shoulders - a fine, powerful 
chest-biceps like steel-arms 
and leis rippling with muscular 
strength - a stomach ridged with 
bands of sinewy muscle--and a 
build you can be proud of? Then 
just give me the opportunity to 
prove that "Dynamic Tension" is 
what you need. 

No "ifs," "ands," or "maybea." 
Just tell me where you want hand
some, powerful muscles. Are you fat 
and flabby? Or skinny and gawky? 
Are you short-winded, pepless? Do 
you hold back and let others walk 
off with the prettiest girls, best jobs, 
etc.? Then write for details about .. Dynamic Tension" and learn how 
I can make you a healthy, confident, 
powerful HE-MAN. "Dynamic Tension" is an entirely 
NATURAL trothod. Only 15 min
utes of your· spare time daily is 
enough to show amazing results
and it's actually funf "Dynamic Tension, does the work. 

CHARLES 
ATLAS 

Holder of 
titte. 11The 
Wor ld•s 
Most Per. 
foctly Do· 
vel oped 

Man." 

FREE BOOK "Everlasting Health 
and Strength" 

,--------------------, 
I CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 83F, 

Mail the coupon right now for full details and 
I'll send you my illustrated book, "Everlasting 
Health and Strength." T e 11 s all about my 

I 115 East 23rd Street, N- York, N. Y. 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I 

I want the proof that your system of "Dynamic Ten. 
sion" will help make a New Man of me--give me a 
healthy, husky body and big muscular development. 
Send me your free book, "Everlasting Health and 
Strength." 

"Dynamic Tension" method. 
Shows actual photos of men 
I've made into Atlas Cham
pions. It's a valuable book! 
And it's FREE. Send for your 
copy today. Mail the coupon 
to me personally. CHARLES 
ATLAS, Dept. 83F, 115 East 
23rd St., New York, N. Y. 

I 
Name

.·'·' (i>i�a� ·r,;;;,i;,;. ·.;.;;i� ·,;J�ini;.)· · · · · • '  
· · • 

I 
I Address • • • • • • . . . • • • • • • . • • • • • • • • • . . • • • • • • • . • • • •  

Ll City • • • • • • • . • . . • . • • • • • • • • • • •  State ............ . ---------------------



An ��ri�, spin� .. ttng tng mys . J· t�ry nov�l 

By 
DAY KEENE 
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They called them the Ungodly Three-that grim, malformed trio whom 
even the circling sea of Devil' s Island couldn't hold .... Some said they 
were dead; but on the night that Kid McGuire fought Ronaldie for a 
shot at the title, they came back to the Main Stem-spreading murder, 

red ruin and heartbreak in their wake! 

CHAPTER ONE 

Return of the Dead 

B

UT for the dome light over the dice 
table, the huge gambling casino, 
forty floors above the street, lay in 

darkness and hushed silence. The yellow 
9 



10 DIME MYSTERY MAGAZINE 

chips on the green baize of the table's 
marked off surface totaled thousands. 
Sugarfoot Johnson picked up the dice 

from the table and dropped them into their 
leather cup. Starting with an original 
bet of ten dollars, and letting his mounting 
bets ride, it had been his twelfth consecu
tive pass. He was a big, rangy, colored 
boy with an infectious smile. Beads of 
perspiration dotted his forehead like 
opalescent pearls. 
"Dey say, " he misquoted, "that there 

comes a tide in the affairs of men when 
if a boy climbs in the .boat an' starts to 
row, the next stop is fame an' fortune. " 
He waved one white palm grandly. "An' 
I ain't never see the dice so hot. Let the 
yellow chips lay where dey fall. I shoots 
the whole forty fo' thousan' dollars ." 
The dice clicked like muted castanets 

inside the cup. Sugarfoot rubbed a mental 
rabbit's foot; and rolled them out. 
"Ha ! " He grunted to the tumbling 

cubes, "Comes up a seven an' I picks up 
all my chips an' cashes in ! " 
It was then that he heard the cough. 

He looked up. Twenty feet away, three 
grotesque shadows were crossing the big 
french window that led from the land
scaped terrace on the set-back forty floors 
above the roar of Broadway. One of the 
shadows was tall and thin ; one was squat, 
hunchbacked; the third was the size of a 
child. As he watched them, they came 
into the darkened room with him. 
The whites of the colored boy's eyes 

expanded. "Who dere ?" he called. 
There was no answer. Sugarfoot knew 

that there could be no answer. Save for 
himself, the casino had been deserted-it 
was closed until after the fight. A single 
elevator shaft led up from the lobby of 
the building, and that elevator cage was 
at the top, where it would stay until Silent 
Smith, or Bill Morrow, or one of the 
other boys, phoned up from the lobby. 
Forty floors above Broadway, the ca

sino was as impregnable as a vault. Yet, 

Sugarfoot had heard a cough ; he had 
seen three grotesque shadows where no 
shadows should have been. 
"Who dere ?" he repeated. He peered 

into the darkness beyond the circle of light 
in which he stood ; and again he heard the 
cough--closer this time. 
The cold fingers of fear massaged his 

spine. He had been playing with chips 
for fun, but there was actual cash in the 
safe in Silent Smith's office. 
"Who dere ?" the big colored boy 

asked a third time-and regretted it im
mediately. The cold edge of a razor 
pressed against his neck. An answer came 
from behind him, in the slurred syllables 
of one of his own race. 
" It's death, big boy," a soft voice said. 

"Take a look at your dice. Your luck's 
done crapped out ." 
Sugarfoot's eyes rolled wildly to the 

green baize of the table. Snake-eyes stared 
back at him. They were the last things 
that he ever saw. 

I

T WAS eight o'clock, Ea:stern Stan
dard Time. Behind the gleaming 
plate glass windows of Findy's Broad

way Bar and Rendezvous, the usual pre
fight crowd horsed around the bar, playing 
their usual practical jokes. Silent Smith 
sat at his usual table in the corner with 
Bill Morrow, twisting a spill of paper be
tween his thin, white fingers. To one who 
knew the scene, the only unusual feature 
about it was the slight, puzzled frown on 
Silent's face. 
He was a dapper little man with silver 

hair ; he admitted he was sixty, but looked 
forty. The corners of his lips turned up. 
His eyes were blue, mild and used to smil
ing. He might have been a shoe clerk, 
but the four carat, square cut diamond in 
his tie would have bought and stocked a 
dozen shoe stores. 
For long minutes, as Morrow totaled a 
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string of figures scrawled upon the table 
cloth, the silver-haired gambler surveyed 
the usual scene. He didn't like what he 
saw--or rather, what he sensed. Super
sensitive, through years of feeling Broad
way's every heart-beat, Silent sensed the 
well known fix was on. Still, he didn't 
see just how that could be. Young Mc
Guire was one of his own boys-Young 
McGuire wanted the title. The man who 
won tonight would fight the champ. Ron
naldie, burned out by years of loose liv
ing, didn't have the chance of the often
talked of snowball. Yet, Silent knew, 
there was too much money-far too much 
money-being bet upon the fight. 

Morrow looked up from the figures. 
A lean faced youngster, with cold, preda
tory eyes, he was known along the Stem 
as Smith's second-in-command, the heir
apparent to the throne. 

" I  don't lik.., it, Chief. " Morrow shook 
his head. "Where is all this sucker dough 
coming from ? If by any chance Ronaldie 
should score a K.O., or even earn a draw, 
this fight is going to clip us for plenty. " 

"More than we can afford,"  Smith ad
mitted. He sighed. "But from what we've 
seen of Ronaldie in training, Bill, I don't 
see how he can last two rounds with the 
Kid. I don't see how the Kid can lose
outside of being murdered."  

The younger man was silent for a mo
ment. Then he nodded at the paper in 
Smith's hand. "I wonder if-" He hesi
tated, sipped his cold coffee. 

"Yes, " Smith nodded. "I know what 
you're going to say. I've been wondering 
the same thing, Bill." He unfolded the 
spill of paper and spread it flat upon the 
table. In crudely printed letters were the 
words: 

PAY OFF OR DIE! 

There was no signature. In one cor
ner of the message, crudely drawn, were 
three grotesque silhouettes : one tall and 

thin ; one hunchbacked ; and one exceed
ingly small. 

Morrow suggested, " Maybe it isn't a 
rib, Chief. Maybe it's the goods. " 

" Could be, " Smith agreed. He wadded 
the paper in an ash tray, and touched it 
with a match. "But I doubt it, B ill. The 
only three men those silhouettes might 
represent are dead." 

The younger man motioned to their 
waiter. "Two more cups of coffee, Sam. 
And a box of aspirin." 

0 UTSIDE of Findy's the garish 
signs of Broadway had blinked 
on until the Boulevard of Broken 

Dreams had become a blaze of light. The 
night was warm with spring's first hint 
of summer. 

On the corner of 51st Street, unrecog
nized, stood a boy with a coat too tight 
for his shvulders, and a girl with red
heeled shoes. Hand in hand, oblivious of 
the crowds streaming past them, they 
stared westward at the blazing sign on the 
marquee of Madison Square Garden. 

FIGHT TONIGHT 
KID McGUIRE vs. RONALDIE 

The boy was young. The girl was 
younger, not more than nineteen at the 
most. A smart, white chalot with a long 
red feather perched jauntily on top of her 
page boy bob. Her eyes were bright and 
brown and unsophisticated. 

She squeezed the boy's hand slightly. 
"That's us, Mr. McGuire, " she whispered. 
" Do you think that you can take him ?" 

The boy returned the pressure of her 
hand, without taking his eyes from the 
sign. "Take him, Mrs. McGuire ?" he 
asked amusedly. "Why, I'll murder the 
bum." The amusement dropped from his 
voice. "This means the big time for us, 
Betsy. The next guy is the champ. " 
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His wife's hand nestled contentedly in 
his. "You sure of that, Johnny ?" 

Kid McGuire nodded. " Sure. Look, 
honey. In spite of all the draw-and-win 
dough on Ronaldie that Silent was telling 
us about this afternoon, Ronaldie hasn't 
got a chance with me. I'll knock him 
kicking in two rounds. Why ? You ain't 
doubting me, are you, honey ?" 

The girl's twinkling eyes grew serious. 
"You know better than that, Johnny. 
I-" She hesitated. " I-I just was 
wondering, that's all. Does-does it cost 
much to have a baby, Johnny ?" 

"To have a baby ?" the boy puzzled. 
He scoffed. "vVho's going to have a 
baby ?" 

"We are," she admitted. "I-I wasn't 
going to tell you until after the fight, 
Johnny. But-well, I think we're going to 
have one." She looked up at him anxious
ly. 

A slow smile spread across his lips. 
"Well, I'll be-" His big hand closed 
upon her small one, until the pain of his 
pride was ecstasy to the heart of the girl 
with the anxious eyes. "Why, I'll knock 
that big stiff kicking in one round." 

He crossed himself, breathed reverent
ly: "A baby . ... us. Another Kid Mc
Guire !" 

They stared some more at the sign, 
then. There was no need for words ; and 
the kisses could come later. Both knew 
how the other felt. They were young. 
They were in love. Broadway had been 
good to them-a fairy land where all 
dreams came true. 

It was the girl who broke the silence. 
"Hadn't you better get back to your 
hotel room, Johnny ? Moe is going to be 
hopping mad when he finds out that you 
\vent for a walk with me instead of sleep
ing." 

The boy looked at his watch. It was 
after eight. "Yeah. Maybe I'd better, 
honey." He pulled her closer. " But you'll 
be all right ?" He searched her face with 

anxious eyes. "I mean, it's all right for 
you to be out in a crowd like this, in
well, in your condition ?" 

The girl blushed. "Don't be silly, 
Johnny." She clung to him for a moment, 
her eyes misted with happy tears. " Good 
luck, sweet. I'll see you in your dressing 
room before the fight." 

The boy kissed her, held her for a mo
ment. The passing throng paid them scant 
attention ; kisses are common on Broad
way. Then, walking on air, still unrecog
nized, Kid McGuire swaggered down 51st 
Street. 

H IS girl-wife stood, considering 
what to do in the two hours re
maining before the main bout. She 

started as an. apologetic hand touched 
her lightly on the shoulder. She turned 
to see a tall, thin, colored man. 

"Pardon me, Miz McGuire," he smiled 
infectiously, "but I've been lookin' all over 
fo' you. My name is Sugarfoot an' I 
works fo' Mist Smith." 

"Oh, yes." Betsy McGuire returned 
the smile. "I've heard of you." She had, 
often. And anyone who worked for Silent 
Smith rated high with the McGuires. It 
was Silent Smith who had made their 
dreams come true. He had taken the Kid, 
a raw prelim boy, and given him his 
first boost up the ladder-as he had 
boosted scores of boys. The silver-haired 
gambler, who had seen Broadway grow-a 
lusty, brawling youngster uptown from 
Herald Square-had staked many to a 
new start in life such as he himself had 
never had. All he asked in return was that 
they be 'right' guys in whatever line of 
endeavor they might choose. With a few 
exceptions, most of them had made good. 
Johnny McGuire, the coming lightweight 
champion, had been Smith's latest protege. 
"Yes, Sugarfoot- ?" the girl asked. 

"If you please, Miz McGuire," the 
colored man told her, " Mist Smith would 
like to see you fo'. a minute befo' you go 
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over t o  the Garden. He's waitin' fo' you 
now up at his place. " 

The girl followed him without any ques
tions. On the other side of Broadway 
her guide showed her to a cab. 

"Mist Silent Smith's place, " he told the 
driver. "As fas' as you can make it. Mist 
Smith wants to see Miz McGuire befo' the 
main bout go on at the Garden." 

The cabbie swung his crate out into 
traffic with one hand, and scratched his 
tousled head with the other. He must, 
he decided, be getting old. But he could 
have sworn that he had seen Silent Smith 
and Bill Morrow go into Findy's within 
the last ten minutes. 

Her eyes wide with interest, Betsy Mc
Guire waited while her guide paid �ff the 
driver. She followed him into the foyer 
of the towering forty-three story building 
th<�t housed Silent Smith's casino, her 
red heels beating a small tattoo on the 
composition tile. 

To the right of the foyer stood the 
bank of elevators that served the great 
apartment bui lding. Her guide turned to 
the left into a second, smaller foyer and 
the single elevator shaft that served 
Smith's casino and penthouse. 

She asked, smiling, " Silent-Mr. Smith 
didn't say what it was that he wanted to 
see me about, did he ?" She fought a sud
den, unreasoning fear of the tall, thin, 
colored man who stood beside her. 

" No, ma'am, " he said evenly. "He 
didn't." The man's infectious smile was 
gone-a subtle, sinister evil exuded from 
his person. 

Betsy McGuire fought her quickly
mounting panic. " I  don't think, " she be
gan, "that !-that I-" 

The elevator door slid open. The leer
ing face of a man with the body of a 
twelve year old boy looked out. " Not bad. 
Not bad at all," he muttered. He scowled 
up at the colored man. "Well, okay. 
Don't stand there like a sap ! Get the dame 

inside. Some of Smith's boys might come 

back, and then we'd sure have trouble. 
" No, " the girl choked. " No !" She 

opened her mouth to scream-a palm 
clamped over her mouth. She tried to 
twist her body free and almost succeeded. 

" Help him, Jeepo, " the man with the 
boy's body ordered. 

A third caricature of a man emerged 
from the elevator cage and wrapped his 
long arms arout;td the girl's waist. To
gether they carried the fighting, twisting 
girl into the elevator cage and the steel 
door slammed behind them. 

The man with the body of a boy pushed 
a button and the cage shot skywards, not 
to pause for forty floors. 

"So Broadway thinks we're dead, eh, 
boys ?" He grinned. "Well, we are. But 
we've crawled out of our graves. And 
before we're through with Broadway, 
they'll know that dead men can come 
back !"  

CHAPTER TWO 

Death-The Winner 

T HE long corridor that led to Kid 
McGuire's dres_sing room was blue 
with smoke, and thick with news

paper men, police, Garden officials · and 
hangers-on. As Silent Smith, followed 
by Bill Morrow and Sam Eagan, stepped 
through the outer door, a small-fry gam
bler stopped him. 

"Yes ?" Smith asked. 

Jack McGinty swelled with self-impor
tance. "You still giving five to one that 
Ronaldie doesn't earn a draw-or bet
ter ?" 

"That's right, McGinty, " Smith said. 
"Those are the odds." 

Morrow tried to push past. McGinty 
stopped him with a scowl. "Just a minute, 

wise guy. I've got important business with 
your boss." 

"Yes ?" Smith asked again. He noted, 

mildly  puzzled, that the hangers-on had 
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formed a curious circle, enclosing them. 
McGinty said. "I want fifty thousand 

bucks worth of those odds." 
Morrow laughed out loud. "You're 

crazy, McGinty. We wouldn't carry you 
for fifty cents. " 

The small-fry gambler's eyes narrowed. 
"I'm not asking for tick, wise guy. I'm 
betting cash." He opened the well-stuffed 
brief case that he carried. It was filled 
with bills. "Well, big shot ?" He sneered 
at Smith, "You made the odds. Do you 
want the bet or not ?" 

The crowd watched Silent. If he re
fused the bet, he might be through ; a 
has-been who had lost his nerve. Broad
way affection is fickle. 

"Don't take it, Chief, " Morrow ad
vised sotto-voiced. "If McGuire should 
let you down tonight, we'd be holding the 
bag for plenty. ' '  

The silver-haired gambler smiled wry
ly. "No doubt. But gambling is my 
business." He took a small, black note 
book from his pocket and wrote down the 
amount. "Okay, McGinty, it's a bet. 
Give the money to Bill. "  

H e  pushed by the other man and con
tinued on his way, followed by Sam 
Eagan. At the door of Kid McGuire's 
dressing room, Smith turned and called : 
"You'd better count the money, Bi ll. " 

• The corridor rocked with laughter as 
Sam Eagan closed the door behind them. 
There was only one Silent Smith. There 
would never be another. 

Eagan leaned against the door. "I don't 
like this set-up, Chief. There's something 
about this fight that stinks. And it ain't 
the Nazis in Denmark." 

'�No, " Smith agreed, "it isn't. That's 
why I want to talk to Moe. ' '  

"If that's you out there, Betsy, why 
don't you come in ?" Kid McGuire called 
from the inner dressing room. "I thought 
you'd never get here." 

Smith opened the door. Perched on the 
edge of a rubbing table, Kid McGuire 

looked up eagerly, then scowled; "Oh, I 
thought you were Betsy, Silent. You 
haven't seen her, have you?" 

"No," Smith admitted, "I haven't, 
son. Not since you weighed in this after
noon. But they've been turning them away 
for hours. Maybe she couldn't get through 
the crowd." 

Moe Harris, the roly-poly little manager 
who had managed McGuire from just an
other preliminary boy to a leaning conten
der for the title, mopped the perspiration 
from his bald head with a towel. "But of 
course. What else could it be ?" He forced 
a laugh. "Don't be being so foolish, John
ny. Haven't I been tolding you not to 
worry/" 

The youngster nodded dubiously. "That 
might be it." 

SMITH turned to Eagan. "Pick up a 
half dozen of the boys, and see if you 
can locate Betsy, will you, Sam ?" 

He slapped the fighter on his shoulder, 
smiled. "I know just how Johnny feels. 
Betsy's his good luck." 

"I left her standing on the corner of 
5 1 st Street and Broadway," McGuire told 
Eagan earnestly. "It might be just on ac
count of her condition that she's gone back 
to the hotel. " 

"Her condition ?" Smith asked sharply. 
"Betsy isn't sick ?" 

The young fighter blushed. "Well, 
kinda, " he grinned. "I'll tell you after the 
fight. "  

Eagan left the room. Smith stood 
studying the youngster. He was trained 
to the pink of perfection. Except for his 
natural concern regarding his wife, there'd 
never been a fighter in a better mental 
state. Ronaldie, Smith decided, didn't 
have a chance. 

"You've a lot of dough bet on me, 
haven't you, Silent ?" the youngster asked. 

"I have." Smith admitted. To win. But 
don't let it worry you, Johnny. Just go 
in there fighting like you always do ; let 
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m e  d o  the worrying about the bets." 
The Kid grinned widely. "I  won't 

lose," he promised. "I'll chop that bum 
to mince-meat in two rounds. " He looked 
past Si lent to the door ; his voice grew 
wistful. "But I do wish that Betsy'd get 
here." 

"She'll be here, son," Smith prom
ised. He turned away, wishing he could 
feel the confidence that he had put into 
his voice. He looked at his watch. Time 
was growing short. It was five minutes of 
ten. McGuire got up from the rubbing 
table and began to pace the room. Harris 
tugged lightly at Smith's coat sleeve and 
nodded towards the other room. 

"Yes ?" Smith asked, out of McGuire's 
hearing. 

"I  don't like it, Si lent, " Harris told 

room opened and Captain Craig of Homi
cide walked in. With him was Matty 
Hardy, one time leader of the Metropoli
tan police, and now, during the big chief's 
sick-leave, Acting Commissioner of Po
lice. Hardy, gray-eyed, slender, thin
faced, had a reputation of living both well 
and high. He knew what he wanted
and got it. 

Big, broad-shouldered, brutal, Craig 
was of the old school. The feud between 
himself and Silent Smith was bitter, and of 
long standing. His jaw stiffened at the 
sight of Smith. 

"I thought we'd find you here, " he 
scowled. "Okay. On your way, Smith. 
How many times do you crooked gam
blers have to be told to keep out of the 
Garden ? I'm sick of tell in' you. " 

There's another gripping Day Keene mystery novel on the stands 

this very minute : THOSE WHO DIE LAUGHING !-in the cur· 

rent issue of our companion magazine, Strange Detective Mysteries! 

him. "In the air is something phoney. " 
The silver-haired gambler bit the end 

from a slim, black cigar but failed to light 
it. "You're telling me ?" he scowled. 
"You've seen Ronaldie tonight ?" 

Harris mopped his bald spot that per
sisted in perspiring. "In my face he was 
laughing. For a guy what hasn't got a 
chance that guy Ronaldie is too sure. 
Like a cock on the walk he is crowing. " 

The little fat man's face grew tragic. 
"Look, Silent. There's nothing should 
happen to Betsy, is it ? They wouldn't 
dare ?" 

Smith lighted his cigar, said through the 
match flare. "Who wouldn't dare ?" 

"I should be knowing ?" The moon 
faced fight manager shrugged. He dropped 
his voice. " But could it be that-" He 
stopped short as the door of the dressing 

" Been transfered to the Broadway 
Squad ?" Smith asked. 

" No," Craig admitted. " But if the 
Broadway Squad can't enforce their own 
rules, I can. You may be a big shot to 
some folks, Smith. But you're just a 
gambler to me. " 

"That's right, " Smith said calmly. "I'm 
just a gambler, Craig. And you've been 
out to get me for some time. Perhaps 
some day you will. But I'm betting that 
you don't. " 

Craig noticed that the newspaper men 
had crowded into the room behind him. 
He played, as usual, to the gallery. 
"Smith, I'll take that bet. I'll bet you five 
that I pin something on you before the 
week is out." 

"It's a bet," Smith snapped him up. 
He took his little black book from his 
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pocket and poised his pencil expectantly. 
"Five hundred, or five thousand, Captain 
Craig?" 

The homicide man crimsoned. The re
porters, clustered in the doorway, howled. 

"Come now. " The silver-haired gam
bler smiled. "Surely, you didn't mean 
five dollars, Captain Crai g ! "  He snapped 
his little book shut, returned it to his 
pocket. "I'm sorry, but I don't bet small 
change. " 

"Whenever you're ready, Chief. " Mor
row called from behind the newsmen. He 
carried the bulging brief case tucked snug
ly under one arm. His lean, young face 
was hard. 

"I'm ready, " Silent told him. He called 
back in to McGuire. "Good luck, John
ny. Don't worry. Just wade in there and 
win." 

"Or you, I suppose," Craig sneered, 
" will lose a lot of dough." 

"That's right, " Silent Smith admitted. 
"If the Kid should lose this fight, or 
Ronaldie should even earn a draw, well, 
it would ruin me." 

I T HAPPENED in the seventh of the 
scheduled fifteen rounds. 

Smith sat in his ringside seat on 
the aisle, a long extinct cigar forgotten 
between his teeth. He looked up as Sam 
Eagan dropped down on his haunches 
beside him. 

" Not a sign of Betsy." Eagan said. 
" She's simply disappeared. "  He looked 
across at Morrow. "How's the fight going. 
Bill ?" 

"Terrible, " Morrow told him. "The 
Kid has lost every round so far. You've 
got all the boys out looking?" 

"All of  the boys, " Eagan nodded. " And 
I've phoned everywhere that I could think 
of, including the place. And speaking of 
the place, I think Sugarfoot' s drunk."  

" Drunk ! "  Smith frowned. 

"Drunk," Eagan repeated. "His voice 
was so thick that I hardly knew it. What 
round coming up ?" 

Bill Morrow sighed. "The eighth." He 
shifted the brief case on his lap. "Also 
bankruptcy. The good old pressure fix is 
in, and there's not a thing we can do. " 

"The fix can't be in, " Smith protested. 
"There isn't a mob in the country that 
would dare to try a thing like this. Ex
cept-" 

"Yes ?" 
Smith shook his head. "The Ungodly 

Three. Bpt that note was just a rib. The 
Ungodly Three are dead ! "  

"Then where,"  Sam Eagan demanded, 
" is the girl ? And who saw the Kid and 
told him to pull his punches ! "  

Morrow said crisply. " Moe swears that 
no one's seen the Kid." 

The crouching rrian smiled thinly. Si
lent Smith's chauffeur and bodyguard, 
Eagan was also a Rhodes scholar who had 
majored in practical psychology. "Then 
perhaps we can still do something. I'm 
not thinking of the money-I'm think
ing of the Kid and his wife. This fight 
means a lot to them. " 

The gong clanged for the end of the 
seventh round. The weaving figures in 
the center of the ring parted. Kid Mc
Guire trudged wearily to his corner, his 
eyes scanning the ring-side seats. Be
fore Smith could question, or stop him, 
Sam Eagan hurried down the aisle and 
whispered something to Moe Harris, who, 
in turn, whispered excitedly to Kid Mc
Guire. The Kid sat suddenly erect upon 
his stool. Smith could read his lips form 
"Yeah ?", but not the stream of words 
that followed. 

" He'll be all right now, " Eagan whis
pered when he returned to his place in 
the aisle beside Smith. " It seems that 
Betsy is going to have a baby and that's 
why he's been worried. "  

"You told him ?" Morrow asked. 
"I told him that I'd found her ; that 
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she didn't think she could stand the strain 
of watching the fight so she was getting 
it over the radio in her hotel room."  

The ten second warning sounded. 
"Okay, Sam," Smith said curtly. "Make 

your lie good. If the boys aren't enough, 
call in the cops-hire every private de
tective in New York if you have to." 

Sam Eagan smiled. "The boys will be 
enough. We'll have her in their hotel 
room before the fight is over. " He strode 
back up the aisle. 

Smith watched the bobbing figures in 
the ring. The Garden was a roar of noise. 
For the first time since the main bout had 
begun, Kid McGuire had come out fight
ing. There was no doubt now about the 
outcome of the fight. Silent had been 
right. Young, ambitious, deadly, Kid 
McGuire couldn't lose. Before the round 
was half over, the Kid had Ronaldie on 
the ropes, belting him with the deadly 
lefts. 

"It would be grand," Smith thought, 
"to be young and in love again." He half 
rose in his seat and shouted, his voice 
lost in the many-throated roar. 

The bell saved the gasping fighter on 
the ropes. He staggered, around the ring 
until his seconds led him to his corner. 
Kid McGuire grinned at the crowd, and 
walked briskly to his stool. 

" In the next round, " Morrow said. 
"But I still don't like it. " He eased the 
brief case to his other knee. " McGinty 
isn't betting fifty grand without a dark 
man in the kindling. " 

" No, " Smith agreed, "he isn't. But 
I don't see how the Kid can lose." 

SMITH sat watching Ronal die. In 
his day the barrel-chested Italian had 
been a clever fighter, if never over

ly bright. But the white lights and the 
blondes had got him at last. 

He sat slumped in his corner, a wry 
smile on his puffed lips while h

.
is seconds 

worked over him frantically. Smith re-

alized with a start that they were un
familiar, though they seemed to know 
their business. One of them worked on 
Ronaldie's battered face. The other 
massaged his body, and, as Smith watched, 
began to massage the fighter's gloved right 
hand. 

"That broken knuckle must be giving 
him trouble, " Smith thought. Then sat up 
suddenly. He had seen Ronaldie's second 
remove a flash of silver from his sweater 
and hook it into Ronaldie's glove. It had 
looked for all the world like a bent pin. 

"Fou l !  Foul !"  Smith shouted . He got 
to his feet and started for the ring as the 
five second warning rang. 

"Sit down ! Sit down ! "  a roar of voices 
stopped him. " Down in front !"  

The bell  rang. Smith stood where he 
was, his eyes on the weaving figures in 
the ring. Then he squatted down on his 
haunches. It might have been a light re
flection. His nerves keyed high, his 
imagination had run riot. He had been 
mistaken in what he had thought he had 
seen. None of the judges or the referee 
had seen it. 

His eyes sought Ronaldie's corner. Both 
of the seconds were breathing hard, their 
eyes glued on the fighter. Smith looked 
at the ring again. Eager for the kill, Mc
Guire was forcing the fight. Ronaldie 
boxed with one hand ; clinched, held on 
until the referee broke them, then clinched 
again. His right hand held in reserve, 
the gloved hand on which Smith had seen 
the flash of si lver, he seemed to be waiting 
for something. 

Smith stood up again. "Stop the fight ! "  
he shouted. 

His voice was lost in the roar of the 
crowd. The two men had met in the center 
of the ring, in a flurry of lefts and · rights 
delivered by McGuire. The crowd was 
shouting for the kill. 

It was then that it happened. Ronaldie's 
right streaked out. The Kid tried to roll, 
but misjudged the blow, and it landed flush 



18 DIME MYSTERY MAGAZINE 

on his cheek.. He stood a moment, shook 
his head as if to clear it-then crumpled 
slowly to the canvas. 

A stunned silence filled the Garden. 
Ronaldie shuffied to a neutral corner. The 
referee began his count, "One, two, 
three-" 

Smith stared across his fallen fighter 
at Ronaldie. Breathing hard, the barrel
chested Italian's eyes were frozen on the 
crumpled figure that lay silent on the 
canvas. And as Smith watched, Ronaldie, 
subconsciously, unwittingly, drew his 
gloved right hand across his forehead to 
stem the dripping perspiration. Then 
Ronaldie

. 
screamed, cutting short the 

count at eight. He stood a moment-as 
Kid McGuire had stood-shook his head 
as if to clear it. Then he, too, fell for
ward on his face. 

"And there," Bill Morrow told Smith, 
in the brief hushed silence that followed 
before all hell broke loose in the Garden, 
"is your draw. Those guys aren't 'out' ! 
They're dead ! And we lose a million 
bucks." 

CHAPTER THREE 

Dead Men's Shadows 

C APT AIN CRAIG'S beefy face was 
smug with satisfaction. " So you 
tried to stop the fight, eh ?" He 

pounded on the squad room desk until 
it danced. "You, " he thundered at the 
silver-haired little gambler, "actually ex
pect us to believe that story, Smith ?" 

"I do,"  Smith told him calmly. "It's 
the truth. God knows I had no reason 
to want to harm McGuire. I stand to lose 
a million dollars on the fight." 

"Then you're going to pay off ?" Com
missioner Hardy asked. 

Smith told the truth. " I  haven't de
cided yet. There's no telling what the 
Boxing Commission will call it. But tech
nically it was a draw. I suppose that I'm 
ethically bound to pay off." 

"Ethically, " Craig sneered. "Come on. 
Come clean, Smith. Admit that this was a 
betting coup and you've coppered your 
local bets by wiring personal bets out of 
town. Admit that you kidnapped Mc
Guire's wife to worry the Kid. " His big 
fist thundered on the desk again. "And 
when it looked as if the Kid was going 
to stage a comeback you had Ronaldie's 
seconds hook that bent pin smeared with 
snake venom in his glove. " 

" It was snake venom then ?" Commis
sioner Hardy asked. 

Craig picked up a report from the 
desk. "At least that's the report the lab 
men just sent down. With both fighters' 
blood pumping the way it was, their 
nerves were paralyzed immediately. The 
lab boys say they think it was venom from 
a-" he stumbled over the unaccustomed 
word- "a Fer-De-Lance."  

"That, I believe," Hardy said, " is a 
Central or South American snake. " He 
glanced at Smith, asked Craig, "But how 
about Ronaldie's seconds ?" 

"I 've two squads scouring the town for 
them, sir. " Craig motioned to a plain
clothes sergeant of detectives. "Bring 
that cab driver in here, Hanson. " 

The cabbie came into the squad room 
twisting his cap in his fingers. 

"You drove Betsy McGuire to Silent 
Smith's gambling house shortly after eight 
o'clock tonight ?" Craig demanded. 

"Yes." 
"She was alone ? " 
" No, sir. There was a tall, thin, colored 

boy with her-she called him Sugarfoot. 
He said for me to get them to Silent 
Smith's place as fast as I could ; said 
that Mr. Smith wanted to see Mrs. Mc
Guire before the main bout went on at the 
Garden. But I don't think, sir, that-" 

"I don't care what you think, " Craig 
stopped him. "Take him out, Hanson. " 
He turned back to Smith. "And what 
have you to say to that ?"  

"Nothing," Smith replied. "Except that 
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I was a t  Finrly' s  from shortly before eight 
until almost ten o'clock. And l haven't 
seen Betsv l\!cGuire since the boys 
weighed in this afternoon. " 

" You kne\Y she was missing and you 
uidn't notify the Police ? "  Commissioner 
Hardy asked. 

"I thought that my boys could find her. " 
Smith said. He added grimly. " But i t  
seems that they haven't been able to so 
far. " He wet h is  l ir)s. " Both-both the 
Kid and Ronaldie are dead ? "  

Craig ignored the question. " You've 
searched Smith's casino ?"  he demanded 
of the squad car sergeant who had brought 
in the cabbie .  

" No, sir. \Ve haven't, Captain Craig, " 
the detective answered. " I 've been ·wait
ing to rep19rt on that. We can't get in.  
There's a crowd in  the lebby over there, 
but no one can get up. The elevator is at 
the top. the push button won't work, and 
the colored boy who is supposed to be 
upstairs won't answer the phone. " 

The commissioner eyes Smith shrewdly. 
"There is some other way to get in ? A 
private eleyator ? "  

" Yes," Smith admitted. H e  took a key 
from his chain and tossed it on the desk. 
"It leads up from the boiler room. .K o 
one ever uses it but myself. Few even 
know it's there . "  

Craig took the key. "Okay. On  your 
feet, Smith. Let's get going. " 

The silver-haired gambler rose, look
ing around the squarl-room. " \\there's Bill 
Morrow ? "  he asked. 

No one knew, or admitted that they 
knew. Smith. himself. hadn't seen his 
second-in-command since Craig had 
hustled him out of the Garden and over to 
the station. 

" Never mind about Morrow," Craig 
told him grimly. " If I were you, Smith, 
I'd be worried about myself. You don't 
seem to realize it yet, but you're through, 
Smith. I bet you that I'd get something 
on you, and I have-murder ! Neither 

R onaldic nor l\f cGuire a n· <.lead yet . hut 
they're dying. And when they do, you're 
going to fry, Smith-for murder .

. , 

S 10TH sat· in the official car, a smal l ,  
meek figure between the burly Com
missioner Hardy. Captain Craig, and 

the members of his squad. The wailing of 
the siren echoed the screaming of his 
nerves. Kid l\IcGuire was dying. and 
Betsy ).JcGuire was missing. Murder 
had been done. and Craig was going to try 
to pin it on to him. Smith doubted that 
he could-stil l .  one never knew. In the 
year� that Smith had ruled as B roadway's 
unofficial gambling czar, his throne had 
been challenged many times. He'd seen 
the l .egs Diamonds. the J .arry Fays, the 
Dutch Shultzes, and the Rothsteins, come 
and go. 

Their paths had seldom crossed. He 
had run his business after the fashion of 
an almost forgotten day when gambling 
had been a pastime for gentlemen who 
could afford it. and not a lucrative foot
ball to be kicked hack and forth between 
the underworld and politics. He took 
pride in the fact that he had never welched 
on a bet. 

The various administrations, over a 
period of forty years, had recognized him 
for what he was and had closed an official 
eye. It had only been an occasional hun
gry climber like Craig who, greedy for 
the rake-off that Smith had never paid, 
had ever sought to stir up trouble. And 
now there was trouble to spare . . . .  

" �ot so cocky, are you, Smith ?" Craig 
jeered. 

" No,"  Smith said, " I'm not ."  He 
spoke the thought that had been pes
sisting in his mind. "Are you positive, 
Commissioner, that Jockey Ray, Jeepo 
and Alabama Sam are dead ?" 

" Positive, " the commissioner assured 
him. "After you ran them out of New 
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York, Silent, they got into a j am in 
Paris and were sentenced to Cayenne for 
l ife. But I guess the heat and the j ungle 
got them. At least they didn't live long. 
Vve had an official communique that the 
three of them had died shortly after land
ing in Guiana. Why ?" 

" I  just wondered, "  Smith said quietly. 
He knew there was no use of ·mentioning 
the warning note with the three silhoue
etted figures in one corner. Craig would 
never believe it. 

"Talk up ! "  The burly captain of homi
cide prodded Smith sharply in the ribs 
with his elbow. " You're not a big shot 
now, Smith. You're j ust a murder sus
pect. And the Commissioner asked you 
a question."  

"I  was merely wondering, " Smith told 
him, "if i t  could be possible that they are 
still alive, and behind all thi s . "  

Craig roared with laughter. "Think up 
a better one, Smith. The Ungodly Three 
are dead. And you aren't going to blame 
these murders on the shadows . of three 
dead men. You who fixed that fight ! "  

The gambler was amused. " So I'd 
lose a million dollars ? "  

" No, ' '  Craig admitted. "You're not 
that dumb. But I 'm betting that you've 
coppered all your bets ."  

Smith took his  little black book from 
his pocket. " You're betting how much, 
Captain ?" 

" I 'll bet you as much as you want , "  
Craig blustered. " that when I get to the 
oottom of this case you go to the chair ! "  

" I  doubt that, " Smith smiled wryly. 
" But we'll make the bet for five thou
�and. '' He wrote the figure in his book 
and returned it to his pocket just as the 
police car braked to a screaming stop be
fore the towering building that housed 
his gambling casino. Both its foyer and 
the outside walk were black with milling 
men, despite the lateness of the hour. A 
few were uniformed police, a few were 
Smith's own boys. Most of them were 

minor hoodlums led by Jack Mci:iinty. 
McGinty forced his way up to the car. 

His voice was hoarse, with real or simu
lated fury. "Are you paying off, you 
dirty murdering crook, or are you welch
ing ? ' '  

Craig's version o f  how the whole affair 
had happened, Smith thought grimly, had 
certainly gone the rounds. He said, " I  
haven't decided yet, Jack. Maybe I 'l l  
pay off. maybe I won't . "  

The crowd started t o  surge forward. 
Aided by Smith's own boys and the hand
ful of uniformed police, Craig's men 
held them back ; opened a lane through 
the mob. 

" Inside, Smith , "  Craig ordered curtly. 
"Before · they tear you to pieces. And I 
wouldn't blame them a bit ."  

Sam Eagan broke through the crowd 
and fell into step beside Smith. "There 
must be trouble upstairs, Chief. Sugar
foot is either drunk-or dead ! "  

SM ITH thought of the tall, thin, 
colored man whom the cab driver 
had described. " He's probably dead, 

Sam. Y ott still have found no trace of 
Betsy ? "  

" No trace. " Eagan's voice was glum. 
" Unless-" he hesitated. "Unless she's 
upstairs . "  

" God forbid ! "  Silent Smith said fer
vently. With Craig and Hardy following 
close behind, he led the way to the pri
vate elevator in the basement. 

" Clever ! Very clever ! " Craig admired 
the small elevator cage as it shot sky
wards. " But your cleverness isn't going 
to get you out of this rap, Smith. You're 
going to burn for murder." 

Smith glanced at  the face of  the burly 
captain sharply, but said nothing. A 
vague, indefinite suspicion was beginning 
to form inside his mind. Even hating him 
as he did, Craig was too eager to prove 
him guilty. 

The casino lay in hushed silence. The 
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only light was the dome l ight which cast 
its circle of gold around the dice table. A 
pair  of dice, craps up, was at one end. 

Hardy pointed to the stains near the 
yellow chips . " That's not ketchup, .. he 
muttered. 

Craig touched i t  with a finger. " Blood . "  
he confirmed . " Probably Smith had 
Betsy :McGui re lured up here and when 
she t ried to  fight her way om . �he ,.,·as 
killed . , .  

Hardy phoned for the tech nical squad. 
" vVho ki lled her ? ' '  Smith demanded. 
· •  Some of your boys, ' '  Craig i nsisted. 

" It's \\·ell known on the St reet that they'll 
do anything you say. ' ·' He groped for 
and found the wall swi tch . ; t All right, you 
fellows-" he nodded to his squad
" Chop the joint to pieces. There should 
he a body hidden somewhere."  

Smith led the way into his office. It 
was apparently undisturbed. He put on 
his gloves, and knelt down at the safe. 

" \\l ith your permission , Captain Crai g . , .  
" Go r ight ahead , "  Craig j eered . 

" You're going to need a l0t oi money tc:;  
get out o f  this  jam, Smith.  Why the 
glon.·s ? ' '  

" Because, ' '  Smith smiled \\'i t h out mir th ,  
" I  know the technical squad are a hunch 
of honest lads.  There's no tel l i ng \\'hat 
�trange fingerprints  that they m ight fi nd . " 

H e  dialed the combination, swung hi� 
saie door open . It was-as he had gue" sed 
-empty. He also knew \\'here the fi ft y  
grand that l\fcGi n ty had bet him had come 
from. It had come out of his own sa ie.  

The Commi!'sioner, fi n i shed with his 
phon ing , stmde into thr office. " l s  there 
anyth i ng mi ssing, Smith ? ' '  

"Yes," Smith admitted. " There is .  
One colored boy named Sugarfoot and 
a little less than one hundred thousand 
dollars . " 

Craig's beefy face purpled. " Don't give 
us that stuff, Smith. You mean that you 

Men, here's one right across the plate : 

� '�· 
Use Thin Gillettes-save dough-look great I �� They whisk through beard in record time, �'-,_ Yet four blades cost you iust a dimel 

. \ 1 / 
--..... """�'-- Top qvcrllty crt 

rock-bottom price 
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left a hundred thousand dollars in that 
cracker-box with only a colored boy to 
guard it ?"  

Smith waved his hand towards the ter
race rising forty floors above the street. 
"I 've had more than that in the box, and 
until tonight it has always been perfectly 
safe. We're forty floors high. Sugarfoot 
had orders to keep the elevator at the top 
until Bill Morrow, or Sam Eagan, or my
self, called up from the lobby. " 

"Check that set-back out there, Ser
geant," Commissioner Hardy ordered. 
"See if it would be possible for anyone to 
climb up the building wall from one of the 
10\ver floors." 

" No, sir, " the sergeant reported seconds 
later from the terrace. " Nothing but a 
fly could climb this wall." 

"Jockey Ray made his living as a hu
man fly for years, " Smith reminded. He 
paused, then continued quietly, as if 
talking to himself. "And I did bet Jockey 
something once. A bet that I didn't pay 
off. 

Commissioner Hardy bit the end from 
a fresh cigar. "And that bet was-" 

"I bet him I'd kill him, " the silver
haired gambler said. "But I changed my 
mind, and ran him out of town instead. 
I'm sorry now that I did welch that one 
bet. I've a feeling that he isn't dead-that 
he's the one behind this." 

ACTING Commissioner Hanly said 
nothing. Craig sneered . " Baloney ! 
Stop trying to blame this on the 

shadow of a dead man, Smith. Come clean. 
\\'here's Sugarfoot and the girl ?"  

The gambler pointed through the open 
office door to the chips on the dice table. 
" I  imagine that Sugarfoot' s dead. " His 
voice dropped almost to a whisper. "And 
i f  it is the Ungodly Three who have her, 
I hope that Betsy is. " He looked to Sam 
Eagan. "Could you swear, Sam, that it 
was Sugarfoot's voice you heard when 
you phoned here dur:-6 the fight ?" 

"No, " Eagan admitted. "I  couldn't. 
I thought that he was drunk, then ; but 
I don't think so now. I think I was talk
ing to someone else." 

"Who ?" Commissioner Hardy de
manded. 

Eagan shook his head. "I  don't know, 
Commissioner. But he was a colored man. 
I'd swear to that." 

"It could, " Si lent Smith suggested, 
"have been Alabama Sam. He's tall, and 
thin-and colored. "  

"And dead,"  Captain Craig reminded. 
He waved a big hand towards the empty 
safe. "You're lying, Smith, to save your 
rotten neck. I don't believe that you were 
robbed. It's all just a part of the plant. " 

"Of what plant ?" Smith asked wearily. 
"You aren't even making sense." He 
seemed suddenly very tired and very old. 
But he knew his rights, and he stood upon 
them firmly. "Now look, Captain Craig. 
Do one of two things. Either charge me 
with something and book me, or let me 
get to work on this in my own way. Re
member, Betsy McGuire is still missing." 

Craig looked at  the Commissioner. 
Hardy shrugged and passed the buck back 
to the captain. The influence that Silent 
Smith wielded reached into strange and 
high places. 

"No, I 'm not booking you yet, " Craig 
back-watered. "But remember young Mc
Guire and Ronaldie are dying. And when 
they die-well, if I were you, i\Ir. Smith, 
I don't believe that I'd try to leave town." 

The silver haired gambler smiled. '' I 
haven't left town recently. That is, not 
in over twenty years. "  He and Sam Eagan 
walked out of the office as the technical 
squad walked in. 

"It looks bad, Chief, " Eagan glanced 
back towards the office. "Aren't you 
going to tell them that you think that 
the dough that McGinty bet us came out 
of our own safe ?" 

"Why ?" The silver-haired gambler 
shrugged. "We can't prove it. And right 
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now I am as worried about Bil l  :\lorrow 
as I am about Betsv :McGui re. Bill  is  
carrying that fifty grand i n  a brief case. 
I haven't seen h im since Craig hauled me 
out of the Garden. "  His  mild blue eyes 
were col d .  " An d  if dead men can climb 
out of their gra,·es. ,,·ell .  Bill is  probably 
next on their murder l i st . ' '  He shaped h is 
t'xpensive beaver to hi s  head, the brim 
cocked down oYer �me eye. " Come on. 
The fi rst thing to do is h ire the best cloc
tors in Xew York to fight for Johnny's 
life. Johnny 's one of my boys. "  

Smith led the way to the regular ele
vator in front. 

"There'll be a mob downstairs, Chief, " 
Eagan warned. 

" That 's why I \vant to leave that way, " 
the gambler said. "I want to talk to 
McGinty. I want to tell h im that for the 
first time i n  forty years I 'm welching 
on a bet-all bets. I 'm not paying off one 
thin dime on the McGuire-Ronaldie fiasco 
until we know who's back of this. and until 
Bill Morrow and Betsy McGuire are 
found . ' '  

Sam Eagan nodded glumly, and made 
certain that his shoulder gun slid easily 
in i ts holster. A bet was a bet on Broad
way. You weren't supposed to be suck
ered. And if you were, you either paid off 
-or else ! 

CHAPTER FOUR 

Guilty! 

THE FIRST faint hammers of false 
dawn had begun to crack night into 
morning. Death waited in a green 

sedan in the shadows of one of the great 
concrete approaches of the B rooklyn 

bridge . It had waited there for hours. 
The tall ,  thin,  colored man in front 

l istened to the hunchbacked figure dressed 
as a woman, then said to the driver. 
"J eepo say that maybe he ain't coming."  

" He'll be  here, " Jockey Ray said short-

ly. " He 's j ust coYering up his tracks. that's 
all. He doesn't dare to stand us up. ' ' 

The l ights of a ! eng. black coupe 
turned down the block in which their car 
wa� parked . They swept the green sedan 
briefly, then flicked off ; the coupe coastecl 
silently until the two cars were abreast. 
Its driver sat hunched over the wheel ,  his 
top coat collar up around h is neck, h is  
face shielded hy his hat  brim. He was 
nervous ancl he ,;howed it .  

" Sorry to kt>ep you wait ing hoys. " he 
told them terst>ly. " But noth ing has gone 
right. Ronaldie's dead . :\ [cGuire's dying. 
Silent has reneged on hi s pay-off, and 
most  of the out-of-town books are fol
lowi ng his example. W'e've got Silent 
on the run all right . but we've mi ssed 
the first big pay-off. " 

" There '11 be others. " Jockey told him. 
The clriver of the coupe shuddered 

briefly. " I f  Ronaldie hadn't forgotten and 
wiped his forehead before the other boys 
could get ahold of that poi soned pin 
again , ewrything would have gone off 
sl ick as a whi stle. " 

" \Vhat's past is past, " Alabama Sam 
said briefly. ' ' An' time is wastin' .  You 
find out where �foe Harris l ived ? "  

The other man nodded curtly and 
passed over a sl ip of paper. " There's the 
address. lt i sn 't far from here . " 

Jockey Ray took the paper and put it 
in hi�  pocket. " .'\  nd where can we find 
S i lent ? " 

" I  can't tell you that. Sam Eagan and 
most of the other boys have been picked 
up and thrown in Qn a vag charge . But 
Smith's taken i t  on the lam. You haven't 
read the papers ? ' '  

" X  o .  ?\ ot the latest edi ti ons. ' ' 
The driver of the coupe meshed his 

car into gear. " Then do. ' ' he advised. 
" They make very i nteresting read ing. ' '  
He hesitated, started to say something 
else and changed his mind. He let his 
clutch out slowly. " I'll see you, you know 
where. About noon . "  
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The three men in the green sedan 
watched the disappearing tail light of the 
coupe. Alabama Sam smiled. "He was 
goin' to ask us fo' his cut of the rest of 
the money what was in Smith's safe. But 
he was afraid. " 

Jockey Ray ground his heel on the 
starter. " Never mind him. After we 
knock off Moe, then we find Silent. Once 
Smith bet me that he'd kill me. And nO\v 
he'll either pay off--or die ! "  

I T WAS late-four o'clock in the morn
ing. But for the shabby little man. 
who had sat at a table for hours, drink

ing Rhine wine and seltzer as he poured 
through the papers. the dingy Ninth 
A venue bar was deserted. 

The barkeeper glanced up at the clock. 
" Last chance, pop ,"  he called. "Will you 
have one on the house before you go ?" 

" No. No thanks, " Silent said. He began 
to gather up the papers that were spread 
out on the table. 

" A  nasty affair. that Garden mess, eh, 
pop ?" the bartender yawned, mopping at 
his bar. 

"A nasty affair, " Smith agreed.  His 
newspapers under his arm, he started for 
the door. 

" And I wouldn't be that fellow Smith. 
for all the money in the world. "  The 
bartender shook his head sagely. "You 
mark my words. pop. Broadway has 
turned thumbs dovm on him and there'll 
be one of the lads that will be knocking 
him off before morning. " 

The silver-haired gambler smiled dryly. 
His entire disguise consisted of a change 
of clothes and the remoYal of the four 
carat square cut diamond from his tie. 
But he looked l ike a different man. He 
looked like the meek, inconsequential little 
shoe clerk now. 

Outside the door of the bar, in the 
shadow of the L, Smith stood in the chill 

of morning, wondering where to go. He 
instinctively turned east on 47th and 
walked slowly down the street .  staying 
well to the edge of the curb. 

Broadway was a jealous mistress, he 
thought grimly. She showered you with 
her favors but was always ready to be
lieve the worst. 

" But I won't pay off on murder, " the 
aged gambler muttered. " It's �IcGinty, 
or Craig, or-" he said the last name 
sadly-"or Bill who's fronting this. But 
I 'm still giving odds that it's Jockey 
Ray ."  

He paused under a street lamp to  read 
the headline of the Morning Mercury 
again. It haunted him with an eerie sense 
of unreality, as though he was reading it in 
a dream : 

SMITH SOUGHT FOR MURDER! 

The sub-heading on the front page, 
three column story was even worse. 

Prizefighter's Death Bed Confession Names 
Silent Smith As Master Mind Of 

Fatal Betting Coup! 

Smith skimmed rapidly through the 
story for the tenth time. It read, in part, 
i n  the Mercury's breezy style-

. . .  It is even money on Broadway tonight 
that Ulysses S. ( Silent ) Smith, well known 
Broadway betting commissioner, will be 
the recipient of an underworld hullet before 
morning . . . .  Named by Slugger Ronaldie 
in a death bed confession to Acting Com
missioner of Police Hardy as the master 
mind of a gigantic betting coup, Smith is 
being sought tonight by both the police and 
the underworld alike. . . . Failing to stop 
Johnny (Kid) McGuire, by kidnapping his 
girl wife, it is alleged that Smith, in a 
conspiracy with Ronaldie, had Ronaldie's 
seconds hook a bent pin, smeared with a 
deadly snake venom, into Ronaldie's glove 
at the beginning of the eighth and fatal 
round in a desperate attempt to collect huge 
out-of-town bets that Ronaldie would K.O. 
Kid McGuire. . . . But for a thoughtless 
gesture on Ronaldie's part which resulted 
in his own death. • • • 



THREE MEN FROM HELL 25 

It was. Silent Smith decided. like one 
of H i tler's lies-so incredible and monu
mental that even he, himself. felt an in
clination to bel i eve it. \Vhoever had 
engineered the fatal plot had, when the 
whole thing had gone wrong. slid out 
from under by simply turning it aroun(l 
and fixing- it on Smith. But why R onald ie  
on his death-bed had named him as the 
perpetrator of the plot was something 
that the si lver-haired gambler could not 
understand. 

The plot itself had been novel. fairly 
dever. It  had not meant for either Kid 
1\fcGuire or Ronaldie to die : but a nervous 
second had smeared too much venon on the 
pin: And, for a moment. Ronaldie had 
forgotten. \\.'hat had been planned for 
a temporary nerve paralysis had become 
suicide-and probable murder. 

Out of the corner of his eye, Smith 
caught a flash of movement in a darkened 
doorway. He dropped the paper to the 
walk and shrank back into the shadows. 
He had no gun. In all his years on Broad
way he had never carried one ; never 
needed one. Heretofore he had always 
been able to out-think any mobster who'd 
ever sought his life. 

But now he felt so olrl, so tired-help
less. Betsy McGuire was still missing. 
Kid McGuire was dying. And if it  had 
been Bill Morrow who had crossed him
if it  had been Bill ,  working through Mc
Ginty or the Ungodly Three, who had 
planned the murderous betting coup that 
had gone 'fl.Stray-

Smith peered intently at the doorway 
where he hacl seen the movement, saw now 
that it was nothing but a cat. A black 
cat. And the building through which i t  
prowled was vacant. 

Smith realized with a start ,,·hat it was 
-the old 47th Street Station House that 
had, until recently, policed the Forties 
for more years than he had lived. It had 
been out of the old 47th Street Station 
that Captain Hardy had led the bomb 

squad to the solution of the black-hand 
nmrder�. I t  had been down those well 
worn :-teps that-

" \\'hat the- ' '  Smith braked his train 
of thought. " Of course ! \Vhy have 1 
been so stupid ? Thafs who it has to l1e ! "  

H e  �cooped up the paper from the walk, 
gla ! !ced qn ickly at an item. then crumple!] 
the · paper into " ball. " I  should have 
thought of that before. He went in and 
tal ke!i to the Kid after ML·Ginty het me 
the fi ity grand.  and when :Hoe said that no 
nne had got t o  the Kid. he" thought he was 
tell ing the t ruth.  :\ [ oe just naturally 
wouldn't suspect him. ' '  

Hi � stooped shoulders straightened. He 
had no longer felt old, or ti red, or help
less. He still had a chance to save Betsy 
-He still had a chance to save Broadway. 
She was. after all, nothing but a spoiled 
and hysterical woman. He had slapped her 
out of her tantrums before. He could do 
it again. His rule about B roadway stil l  
held . Ei ther you were right, or you were 
wrong. And if  you were wrong. no mat
ter who vou were, sooner or later the 
bad mark�rs that you had dropped along 

. the Street caught up with you and 
swamped you. 

Smith strode bri skly towards the cor
ner of Eighth A venue and whistled for a 
cab. 

" Yeah ? Where to, Jack ?" the sleepy 
hacker yawned without ever looking at 
his fare. 

" K nickerbocker Village." Smith told 
him. " As fast as you can make it, bud. 
No, wait-" he changed his mind-"Stop 
fi rst at some all-night drug store. I 've 
several phone calls to make, and there's 
something that I want to buy." 

' ' \\'hatever you say, sport.''  The hacker 
pulled his flag, let in the clutch. " You're 
the doctor .

. , 

" Ko, " Smith smiled thinly to the dark
ened interior of the cab. " If things go 
right, I 'l l  be the wrecking crew ! A doc
tor won't be needed. "  
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CHAPTER FIVE 

Smith Pays Off 

MOE HARRIS was a family man. 
But his family was away. He sat 
at the white porcelain topped table 

in his kitchen with a half emptied bottle 
of Scotch in one hand and a water glass 
in the other ; the kitchen radio was tuned 
into the police calls. 

Moe had been drinking for hours, ever 
since the doctors had ordered him out 
of Johnny's room. But the Scotch had 
done him little good. He could still see 
Johnny's haggard face ; still see the 
numbed lips frame, " Betsy. " Twin tears 
ran down the little fat man's pudgy cheeks. 
He swayed back and forth in his chair. 

He slopped more liquor in his glass, 
gulped it down. The Kid hadn't fought 
from the bell. It was obvious now that he 
had been seen and warned that Betsy 
·would be in danger if he won. But by 
whom had he been seen ? Harris rubbed 
his bald spot perplexedly. Who had been 
the last man to see the Kid before the 
fight ? Silent had left with Bi ll Morrow. 
Then Morrow had returned, for Silent's 
gloves, he'd said. Captain Craig of Homi
cide and Commissioner Hardy had just 
been leaving the dressing room. Then-

The phone bell rang in the dining room. 
Harris, slightly unsteady, waddled down 
the hallway, and reached for the receiver. 

" I  wouldn't if I were you, " a thin voice 
warned him from the window. 

The fight manager turned slowly to
wards the voice. A man with the body 
of a boy stood on the window sill, fourteen 
floors above the street. He held a revlover 
in one hand. A thin rope dangled from 
his waist. 

As Harris watched him. stupidly i n
credulous, the man stepped into the l iv
ing room and made the rope secure 
around a radiator pipe. A moment later 
the face of a colored man appeared. He 

pulled himself inside the window, hand 
over hand up the rope. Then another face 
appeared. The third man was dressed 
in women's clothes, and a veil trailed from 
his hat. 

" It's the Scotch , "  Harris thought. The 
telephone stopped ringing. Harris looked 
at the liquid in his glass. 

The midget grinned. "I t  i sn't the 
booze. We're real. "  

He detached the rope from the radiator 
pipe and coiled it neatly around his waist. 
"All right, "  he nodded to the squat, 
hunched figure with the veil .  " Get i t  
over with, Jeepo. Poor Mr. Harris has 
been so grief stricken over the several 
things that have happened tonight that 
he has been contemplating suicide for 
hours. Assist him. " 

" No ! " Harris protested. His eyes 
round with fear, he backed slowly to
wards the kitchen. " I  know who you are 
now. You were before my time on Broad
way. But you're the Ungodly Three ! "  

" That's right, " the colored man smiled 
mirthlessly. " That's us-come back from 
the dead ."  

Moe Harris opened h i s  mouth to  
scream. The squat, hunchbacked figure 
leaped across the room ; a stubby, power
ful hand closed hard on the fight mana
ger's windpipe. 

" Careful .  No marks, J eepo, " the first 
man warned. 

J eepo swung the struggling, frantic 
Harris to arms length above his head. The 
colored man chuckled softly. "A few 
marks won't show by the time Harris 
reaches the sidewalk. He's got fo'teen 
floors to fall. " 

The radio in the kitchen began to 
squawk. Jeepo stood listening by the open 
window, still holding Harris above his 
head. 

" . . .  car one-o-fn•c-five . . .  three
ele-ven . . . si.x-o-four . . . to Owl Drug 
Store on Chatham Square. Signal twenty
one. Clerk reports man rese-mbling Silent 
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Smith, 7van ted jor murder, is uwki11g a 
phone call from a hooth. A ulhority Tr!e
qraph Bureau .  Time, fi�·r-twenty-fi'l 'e P. 
M. EPEF. Clark. "  

Chatham Square-that's right around 
the corner, " the colored man said slowly. 

" And that probably was Smith call ing 
here. ' '  Jockey R ay nodded curtly to
wards the phone. " All right .  All right. 
Don't just stand there holding Harr is , 

Jeepo . Get rid of him. Let 's  get back 
clownstairs in the car to wait for Smith. " 
The midget smiled, almost pleasantly. 

' ' It will  be a pleasure. I 've wai ted years 
for this . " 

FROM THE window where he 
watched. dawn looked l ike the 

bleary. red-veined eyes of a drunk
ard . Jack ::VIcGinty lowered the Venetian 
bli nd and crossed the room to where B i ll 
Morrov.· lay stretched out full length on a 
sofa. The radi o, tuned in to police calls,  
had just stopped squawking. 

" One minut e  someone sees him in  Har
lem. Now it's in Chatham Square, " ).1c
Ginty fumed. " \\.hy can't one of the boys 
or the police �pot Smith ? That guy is 
dangerous . H e's liable to figure this 
thing. " 

" Yes , he probably will . "  Bill Morrow 
said calmly. " Si lent is nobody's fool . " 

" No ? \\'ell ,  we foxed him. didn't we ? '' 

).fcGinty sneered. .<\ u d  if t ho"e Frog 
seconds who broke out oi Dev i l ' s  bland 
with the hoys hadn't been so generous 
wi th  that snake dope. and if  Ronaldie 
had kept his  heatl, we'd he collect ing a 
fortune from Smith and the out-of-town 
books b_v now. " 

" Jf, 0 0  
Morro\\' reminded h im , " wi�hes 

were horses. then beggars would ride. 
And there's a second verse to the j i ngl e . ' '  

�.fcGinty picked up a heavy �I auser 
from an end table and sat toying wi th it .  
'' You make me sick, " he :-;ai d.  "I don't 
l ike ,,·i se guys . ' '  

ilforrow shook h i s  head. " ?\!either do 
I , ' '  he agreed. "And I 'm beginning to 
think that you guys aren't ·as wise as you 
thought you were. Grant ing it was Si lent 
Smith's money to begin with, I clipped 
you for fi fty grand. " 

�1cGinty toyed with the trigger of 
the gun .  " You going to tel l us where you 
hid that dough or not, ).-f8rrow ? ' '  

�.f orrow nodded towards the bedroom 
of the apartment .  " Perhaps. I f  you let 
Betsy McGui re go--unharmed . as the 
saying is . " 

' ' \Vhy the sudden yen for the dame ? ' '  

" ?\o yen , " :\1orrow told him quietly. 
" But she's on ly a ki d-she doesn't know 
what i t 's  all about. And she's going to 
have a baby. ' '  

::V[cGi nty sh rugged .  " What happens 
to her is up to Jockey Ray. 

0 0  

" Perhaps. ' '  :VIorrow sm iled , tight -
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lipped. He could hear Betsy McGuire 
sobbing in the other room, as she had 
sobbed unceasingly since he had entered 
the apartment. " But you never can tell. 
McGinty. I grant you this hideout is  
clever. But someone might figure it  out
Silent Smith, for example. " 

" N'  uts to Silent Smith, " the small-fry 
gambler scoffed. "He's through in this 
man's town. If one of the boys don't 
bump him off. the police will burn him 
for murder. " lVIcGinty chuckled and put 
the gun back on the table. " Forget him. 
Smith hasn't got a chance !"  

Bill Morrow twisted awkwardly so 
that the wires which bound his wrists 
and ankles cut less cruelly into his flesh. 
"I don't know, " he said quietly. " Silent 
Smith has gambled on some long odds 
and won. Wrong guys just don't last 
long on the Main Stem. A lot of greedy 
McGintys have gone down to the bottom 
of the sea ."  

T HE BRONZE base of  the desk 
lamp on Captain Craig's desk looked 
softer than his face. He scowled 

up at his superior. 
"But I tell you that we're doing our 

best, Commissioner. I have every avail
able man on the force out looking for 
Smith. And \\··e'll have him before morn
ing. " 

Hardy motioned to the office window. 
"It's morning now, " he said curtly. "You 
shouldn't have let him go last night when 
you had him. You should have booked 
him for murder then ."  

The captain checked the angry re
tort on his tongue-he could afford to 
wait. The official big chief was due to 
return in  a week. Hardy's temporary 
appointment had lasted longer than any
one had thought it would. 

" Perhaps I should have, sir, " he said. 
"And I can only repeat that no one wants 

to see Si lent Smith either locked up. or 
shot down, anymore than I do. But I 
assure you that we'll do our best-" 

The phone on Craig's desk rang. 
" Craig of Homicide, " the captain 

growled into the mouthpiece. 
" Silent Smith calling, " the silver-haired 

gambler's voice came distinctly over the 
wire. 

" Calling from where ?"  Craig thun
dered. 

"That ," Smith told him, " is  my busi-
· 

ness. Don't try to cut in and trace me. 
The moment I hear a click, I hang up. " 
The voice on the other end of the wire 
sounded tired. " It seems that your boys 
are looking for me. Sa if you really want 
to see me, I 'll tell you what I 'll do. " 

It was difficult for Craig to restrain his 
impatience. " Yes ?"  

" I'll meet you ,"  Smith told him, " in  
my own gambling house in half an hour. 
Bring Commissioner Hardy with you, if 
you care to. I' ll probably have three men 
with me. Three dead men. Jockey Ray, 
Alabama Sam and Jeepo, the ex-strong 
man of the old Mafia mob. " 

"You'll do what ! "  Craig shouted. 
Smith repeated what he had said. His 

voice was bitter. "I say, probably," he 
added, "because Jockey, Sam and Jeepo 
are waiting in a green sedan outside of the 
place from where I'm calling now. They 
can't see me. But they're waiting for me. 
And I 'm not going to disappoint them." 
The gambler's voice cut over the wire like 
the tip of a frozen lash. "You know why 
Craig ? Because they've still got Betsy 
McGuire in their hideout. Because they've 
just murdered my friend, Moe Harris. " 
Smith's voice was icy and final. " Within 
half an hour, Captain Craig, I'm paying 
off ! "  

A receiver banged into its cradle on 
the other end of the line. 

"That was Smith ?" the Commissioner 
demanded. 

"That was Smith," Captain Craig ad-
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mitttd. He knew that the Commissioner 
h�1d heard at least part of the conversation. 
Craig choked on his next sentence. " H e  
says that the Ungodly Three are still 
alive. that they have just murdered Moe 
H arris-and that the iour of them will 
meet us up in Smith's Casino within half 
an hour. " 

The acting Commissioner of Police 
stared at Craig, openly suspicious. H e  
opened a drawer o f  the captain's desk, 
took a revolver from it and dropped it in  
h is  pocket. " Then we']] meet them to
gether, Captain  Craig. And alone. " His  
voice was coldly curt. " I t  would seem 
that there might he more to this than 
meets the eye ."  

I T 'vV A S  twenty-five minutes o f  stx 
by the clock in the window of the 
shabby little spaghetti joint from 

which Smith had made his call. A crowd 
of early morning workers and morbidly 
curious had clustered around the body in  
the street. There were at least eight pol
icemen in sight. But none of them saw 
Smith-they were too busy taking notes 
and questioning the lookers-on. 

Smith paused in the restaurant door
way to light one of his long. black cigars. 
He saw, through the flare of the match, 
the green sedan roll slowly into motion. 

"At least they see me," he thought grim
ly. He tucked the match folder hack i n  
his pocket ; and h i s  fingers touched a small 
round bottle. They passed on to caress 
the four carat, good luck diamond that 
he usually wore in his tie. He would 
need all the luck it could bring. He was 
gambling h is  l i fe on a hunch-and the 
odds were the devil-and-one against him. 

He quickened his steps a trifle as he 
came abreast of the green sedan. 

A thin voice stopped him. " Imagine 
meeting you here ! "  

Smith stopped, facing the car. Ala-

hama Sam had braked it to a stop and was 
holding 1 he front door O] Jtn. 

" You'd best get in. ;\:l ist Smith ."  he 
ordered. A hea\·y automatic in his hand 
en forced the order. 

" And quick ! "  the thin voice from the 
hack seat added . 

Smith started in  mock surprise. ' ' Why 
i f  it isn't Alabama Sam, the old crool<ed 
lllllnbers king of Harlem. And Jockf>y 
Ray. And Jeepo-all dressed up l ike 
a woman . Three <lead men. who are sup
posed to he peaceful in their graves. " 

" You don't seem very surprised," the 
midget piped. 

" I 'm not, " Smith  told him. " 1  got 
your card last night just before the fight. " 
H e  glanced down the street to where the 
crowd \\ as gathered around l\Joe Harris. 
" I  thought at the t ime it  was a rib. But 
I see that I was wrong. " 

"Get in ! ' ' the ex-Harlem numbers' 
king ordered. "You're through-all 
washed up, Smith. Your luck's done 
crapped out ."  

" Possi bly, " Smith admitted. He stood 
with one foot on the running board of 
the car, as if in casual conversation. 

" Get into the car ! "  the midget fairly 
screamed. An automatic wavered in h is  
hand. 

The silver-haired gambler shrugged. 
"All  right. \Vhy not ? There doesn't 
seem to be much else that I can do."  He 
stepped into the car, and closed the door 
behind him . .'\t least a part of his hunch 
had been right. They hated him too much 
tn kill him on the street ; for what he had 
clone to them, they wanted him to die hard. 

The green sedan began to roll again, 
slowly. Before i t  reached the corner, a 
squad car raced past, its siren wailing. 

' 'Okay , "  Silent Smith nodded. " I  bet 
you that I 'd kill you. Jockey, when you 
ruined that young girl's life. And then I 
changed my mind and only ran you out of 
town. You were so rotten, I welched
I was afraid of soi l ing my hands. " 
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The ex-jockey, cadet, and one-time hu
man fly, raked the sight of his gun sav
agely across the back of Smith's head. 
"That's just a sample, " he jeered. . 
The gambler said nothing. He merely 

clamped his lips against the pain. The 
colored man shook his head. 
"Cut it out, Jockey. Don't mark him 

too bad 'for we get him upstairs in the 
hideout. Remember we got to go up in 
the apartment elevator an' the mornin' 
crowds is startin' to come out." 1 EEPO, the ex-pineapple expert of the 

black hand mob, snarled something 
sharply through his veil. Keeping his 

eyes on the ever-increasing traffic, the 
colored man inclined his head towards 
Smith. 
"Jeepo say that maybe you'd better 

search him, Jockey. See does he have a 
gun ." 
The midget slapped one hand lightly 

over Smith's body. "He never carries a 
gun, " he grinned. "The whole Street 
knows that. He thinks that he's too 
smart to need one ." 
Silent Smith said nothing. He sat 

watching the familiar sights roll by. It 
would, perhaps, be the last time he would 
see them. 
"Take a good look, Silent, " the midget 

read his mind. " It's the last time you'll 
ever see the old street. We're running 
it, now-three dead men who came back ! "  
He added : "And we've got a fi x with 
Centre 'street that no mob ever had ." 
"Yes, " Smith answered dryly. "So I 

finally figured out. " He paused. "But 
did I forget to tell you boys that just 
before I met you I talked to Captain 
Craig of Homicide on the phone ?" 
"You talked to Craig ?" 
"That's right. He and Commissioner 

Hardy would like to see the four of us in 
my casino sometime in the next half hour." 
An awkward silence followed. Ala

bama Sam slowed to an instinctive stop, 

then let out his clutch again. "You're 
crazy, Smith ," he s.aid. "You ain't goin' 
within three floors of your casino. " 
"Your apartment is in one of the apart

ments of my building though," Smith 
persisted. " It had to be. Because Jockey 
Ray came up over the wall of the set
back and let down a rope for you boys 
when you killed Sugarfoot, robbed my 
safe, and kidnapped Betsy McGuire ." 
"So what ?" the midget scoffed. " It's 

the one place in New York that the cops 
never thought of looking. Our connec
tion saw to that. And you ain't going 
any higher than the thirty-seventh floor. " 
He chuckled nastily. "You won't need 
to worry about coming down. We'll 
probably bring you out in a trunk-like 
we did Sugarfoot. " 
"Perhaps, " Smith said. "But, after 

all, I am a gambler ; I might have an 
ace up my sleeve. In fact, I have !" He 
reached in his side coat pocket, took out 
a squat, round bottle, and held it up to 
the windshield so the light shone through 
it. Its thick, slightly yellow contents 
moved sluggishly in the bottle with each 
motion of the car. 
Jeepo squealed in terror. He had reason 

to. It had been a premature explosion 
of nitroglycerin that had cost him his 
appearance. Alabama Sam turned two 
shades lighter as he eyed the bottle in 
Smith's hand. He puHed over to the curb, 
braked cautiously. "Lawd almighty ! Take 
it easy, man," he breathed. 
"Aces back to back, " Silent Smith said 

wryly. "And if you think you've got 
me beaten throw your chips in and call 
me. " 
" It's 'soup', " Jockey Ray gasped fin

ally. He pressed the muzzle of his gun 
against Smith's head ; his knuckles whit
ened on the trigger. "Put that back in 
your pocket, easy, Smith ! If you don't, 
I 'll drill you ! " 
The silver-haired gambler's smile 

tightened slightly. "Do it gently then, " 
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h e  cautioned. " for your own sake. I've 
heard that nitroglycerin is very sensitive 
in some respects. \Vere I to drop this 
much 'soup,' as you call it, on the floor 
of the car, and it should explode-" He 
shrugged. " Well, I doubt if they'd even 
find pieces . "  

Alabama Sam sat rigid, his eyes o n  the 
bottle of sluggish yellow liquid. Pers
piration beaded on his forehead. " You 
wouldn't dare, " he said, but not very 
hopefully. 

"Wouldn't I ? " Smith smiled. It was 
apparent that he would carry out his 
threat. 

Jeepo spewed forth a torrent of excited 
oaths. Jockey Ray lowered his gun, 
admitting the temporary stalemate. " What 
is it that you want, Smith ? 'What's your 
bargain ?" 

" No bargain . "  Smith shook his head. 
"I made an appointment for the four of 
us with Commissioner Hardy and Cap
tain Craig. I want to keep it. " 

A sly smile twisted the lined face of the 
midget. " Okay, " he agreed. " Get roll
ing. Sam-and watch your step. \Ve'll 
do as Smith asks. We'll go up the back 
way of his Casino and talk to Craig and 
Hardy. I 've an idea that they'll be 
alone." 

ABOVE them was Smith's pent 
house. Below them were thirty
nine floors of various sized apart

ments. There was a police guard in the 
lobby ; but on the fortieth floor of the 
building, the two men were alone. 

The shades were drawn against the 
morning sun, and except for the dome 
light over the dice table. the big casino 
lay in darkness. Craig paused in his pac
ing to stare at the pair of dice on the 
table. They lay as Sugarfoot had thrown 
them. smoke-eyes. 

" Not nervous, are you, Captain ?" 

Hardy spoke from the darkened corner 
where he sat. 

" No, . ,  Craig answered truthfully. " I  
-I wouldn't say nervous. " H e  glanced 
at his watch. "It still lacks ten minutes 
of being half an hour since Smith called 
the bureau. " 

" And you think he'll keep his word ? "  
Craig cleared h i s  thr�at until h i s  beefy 

jowls shook l ike a turkey's wattle. " Yes. 
I think so. As muth as 1 dislike the man, 
I must admit that he always keeps his 
word . "  

" \Ve'll see, " the Commissioner said 
shortly. 

A door opened somewhere in the dark
ness of the floor. Craig stepped back out 
of the circle of light, waiting-one hand 
on his gun. 

" In here, if that's you, Smith, " Hardy 
called. H e  drew his own gun from his 
pocket. and remained in the shadows. 

The four men trailed in slowly. Jockey 
Ray came first. J eepo walked behind him, 
his  \\'Oman's skirts hiked to his knees. 
His veil was askew ; his scarred mouth 
twisted with fear. Alabama Sam came 
next. Then Silent Smith. 

Smith looked old and frai l as he stepped 
into the light. But his eyes were cold ; and 
he cl utched a small ,  round bottle in his 
hand. 

" Hold it," Jockey Ray called cri�ply. 
" Don't shoot until we get this figured 
out. Smith's got a bottle of nitro in his 
hand ! "  

" \i\1 ell, I 'l l  be blowed ! " Hardy swore. 
" So that 's how he brought you in ! And 
you're the Ungodly Three. Smith was 
right-you are alive ! "  

Craig said nothing. 
" �1 ell, evidently we've wronged you, 

Smith , ' '  Hardy offered suavely. 
" Evidently , "  Smith agreed. He peered 

past the circle of light. " I s  that Captain 
Craig over there ? "  

"Yes. It's me. "  Craig admitted. His 
voice sounded strained and choked. 
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Smith asked calmly. " Tell me one thing, 
Captain. Who suggested to you. before 
the fight at the Garden last night, that 
you drop into Kid McGuire's dressing 
room and see if I was there ? "  

For a moment there was silence. Then 
Craig said, " Drop your gun Hardy-or 
I 'll drill you ! "  

" You're mad, Craig ! "  
" Fighting mad ! I see through the 

whole thing now. It was you who got the 
communique, or said you did, that the 
Ungodly Three were dead. It was you, 
who after living beyond your means, 
tied up with three dead men to loot Broad
way as it  was never looted before. It 
was you who suggested that we drop into 
the Garden and have a chat with Kid 
McGuire ! "  

" That's right, Craig. " Smith affirmed. 
"The man behind the murders has been 
our acting Commissioner of Police-once 
Captain Hardy of the Black Hand Squad, 
working out of the old 47th Street Sta
tion. If the Kid lives, and when I last 
called the hospital they said he had a good 
chance if we can get Betsy to his bedside, 
he can tell us j ust what veiled threat 
Hardy made. And Hardy made some 
threat. He was the last man to see the Kid 
before he went into the ring. That's why 
Moe Harris had to die. Moe knew it was 
Hardy, but didn't suspect him . "  

Hardy's voice was coldly amused. 
"And what proof have you of all this, 
Smith ? "  

The gambler pointed to J eepo, who 
stood j ust in front of Hardy. "As Cap
tain of the Black Hand Squad, you were 
tied into the extortiQn plot explosion that 
almost blew J eepo to kingdom come. 
Your fingers \vere sticky, but you were 
acquitted by the trial board. They stripped 
you of your command, though ; gave you 
the band to lead . "  

" Proving ? "  
" That they knew you were guilty but 

couldn't prove it. If that was true, then 

Jeepo could have some hold on you. I 
think he has. And when the Ungodly 
Three escaped from Cayenne they came 
to you, with a proposition. You were 
desperate, pressed for money. You know 
the real commissioner is coming back 
next week-so you agreed. "  

Hardy smiled dryly. " Go on. You in
terest me. But you still haven't said a 
thing."  

"Then tell me this, " Smith asked 
quietly. " How could Ronaldie confess to 
you that I was the man behind the bet
ting coup that cost him his life ? You never 
even saw him after he was carried out 
of the ring-until he was dead ! You were 
still upstairs here when I left last night. 
and Ronaldie died as Sam and I pulled 
away from the curb. We got the flash over 
the radio in the car. " · 

C RAIG swore feelingly, hoarsely. 
" Okay. " Hardy's voice beQQme a 
whisper. " I  had a big idea and it 

suddenly went wrong. " His voice gained 
strength. " But don't think, Smith-and 
this goes for you too-Craig, that you're 
going to leave here to expose me. " 

" Now you're talking, " Jockey Ray 
approved. " We can knock off these two 
guys and still loot Broadway plenty. " 

" Providing, " Smith shook the bottle 
of thick. sluggish liquid in his hand, " that 
you can figure out how to kill me without 
thi s blowing us all to bits ! "  

J eepo mewed with rage. Alabama Sam 
translated glumly. " He say he rather die 
than go back to DeYil's Island . "  

I t  was the break for which Smith had 
waited. " All right ! " He smiled at J eepo. 
" Die ! "  He drew back the hand holding the 
bottle as if about to throw a ball . " Catch ! "  

'i\'hat followed was utter confusion, as 
Smith had known it would he. Jeepo 
b�cked, squealing, into Hardy. The Com
missioner fell with the man on top of him, 
firing at Craig as he fell. But he fired 
blindly into darkness. Craig's first shot 
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had shattered t h e  dome l ight. Smith. the 
bottle sti l l  in his hand. crouched in the 
sudden darkness by the \\'al l , as lead 
bit into the splin tered panel ing above 
him. 

" Get off of me ! Get Craig and Smith, 
you fools ! "  Hardy roared . " Smith's 
tricked you. He doesn't dare throw that 
nitro. He-" Hardy's words choked in 
h is throat. Craig had fi red at the sound 
uf his voice. 

J eepo, scrambl ing to his feet, screamed 
as Alabama Sam's searching razor swept 
the back of the room for Smith, Craig 
fired again-at the scream. H c mi ssed the 
man completely ; but it didn't mat ter
.1 eepo \vas already dying. and the lead 
pellet of death that searched for him 
smacked into the tall, thin, colored man 
instead. Then-all was sudden silence. 

Silent Smith got cautiously to his feet. 
He stared, puzzled, at the stream of sun
light spotlighting the floor. 

" Got 'em all. I guess. " Craig grunted 
gruffly. ' ' I may be dumb. but I can shoot . "  
He moppecl with his sleew at the icy per
spiration on his cheeks. " But I thought 
for a minute that you were really going 
to throw that bottle of-Hey ! \Vait !  
\\'here's Jockey Ray ?" 

F t 1llowed b y  Craig. Smith strode 
th rough the open french wi ndow, out onto 
the set-back. He looked down the sheer 
side of the building. Two floors below
and thirty-eight stories above Broadway 
-Jockey Ray. clinging l ike a fly to the 
toe and hand holds afforded by the orna
mental stone, was reaching with one foot 
for the sill of an open window . 

" Hold i t ,  Jockey ! "  Sm i th called down. 
"Stay right where you are until Craig 
can get-" 

The human fly screamed his hate. " You 
gray haired devil ! I-" He glanced up, 
stopped short as he saw the bottle in 
Smith's upraised hand. " No ! "  he 
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screamed. " Don't ! Don't throw that at 
me ! "  

Smith's hand opened. The squat, round 
bottle left i t-fell directly at Jockey's 
head. 

The man with the body of a child 
twisted desperately to avoid it. He lost 
his balance, clawed for a moment at the 
unyielding stone-and hurtled into space. 

Softly Silent Smith said, " I  always pay 
off, Jockey. " 

Craig's florid face was purple. " You 
shouldn't have done that, Smith ! "  He 
gaped down at the stream of ant-like 
figures who stood transfixed, their white 
dots of faces upturned. " There's no tell
ing how many will be killed when that 
nitro hits the street. Y ott'll burn for mur
der yet, Smith ! "  

But Silent didn't hear him. H e  was 
on his way to Betsy McGuire. The hos
pital had said that Johnny had a chance, 
a fighting chance to live if he could see 
her. 

SM ITH turned from the starry-eyed 
girl who knelt at her husband's bed
side. 

"Johnny will be all right now ? "  Silent 
asked the doctor in charge. 

The doctor nodded, smiling. " Per
fectly all right. Clean living and a fight
ing heart were as good as an antidote. "  
He smiled as the girl-wife kissed the 
hand that Johnny had put in hers. " And 
right now his wife is the best medicine 

that he should have. He'll live 'to fight the 
champion-and win." 

Smith smiled. "That's all that I wanted 
to know." A wave of weariness swept over 
him as he glanced around the room. Bill 
Morrow stood by the door ; in the door
way, Captain Craig of Homicide was 
waiting. 

The silver-haired gambler squared his 
shoulders. There still was much to be 
done. And he was old ; tired. Craig 
stepped aside to let him pass, but in the 
corridor stopped him. 

"Just a minute, Smith. That bottle 
you threw at Jockey. The one that 
splattered on Broadway. " 

" What about it, Crai g ? "  Smith asked. 
" I t  may have upset her stomach but i t  
didn't hurt her, did it ? Broadway's a 
beautiful woman, but after all, she's only 
human. In the last twelve hours she had 
more than she could handle, and she 
needed what she got ."  

" I-yes, you're right, Smith, " the cap
tain said. " But will you tell me why that 
nitroglycerine didn't explode ?" 
. " Because, "  Smith told him gently, " it 
wasn't nitroglycerine. It was mineral oil . "  

Bill Morrow whooped with laughter. 
Craig's florid face went crimson. He 
turned on his heel and stalked away. 

Silent Smith called after him, softly : 
" About that little bet we had, Captain 
Craig. A matter of five thousand dollars 
that I would burn. I 'll expect your check 
in the morning." He added, "A certified 
check, Captain-the McGuire baby may 
need a lot of shoes . "  

THE END 



DOUBLE EXPOSURE 
By ROBERT D. DUNCAN 

They were sure they could kill the doddering, ailing professor-and 
flee the tropics they both hated. How could they know that he had 

hidden in their own bodies the seeds of his terrible revenge? 

"Hurry!" Clem whispered. "We mustn't be 
too long, or he'll be suspicious!" 

C LEM FARSOX propped his  feet 
on the veranda railing, h itched 
about i n  the native-made cane 

chair until his thinly-upholstered bones 
were fairly comfortable. and gazed down 
the wild grass expanse to the beach. The 

35 
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faintest whisper of a sultry breeze ruffled 
the turquoise waters of the Bengal Sea. 
The sun was slipping behind the timber
thatched hill ,  and the water was turning 
indigo. It would be dark in  half an hour. 
Paulette, who had gone fishing and du
gong hunting with her husband, Professor 
Henry Irvington, should be returning al
most any minute-alone. 

There would be no questions asked. The 
beautiful young woman, her large. jet eyes 
reddened from weeping, would tell the 
missionary priest how her husband had 
thrown the harpoon from the small motor 
launch, had impaled the floundering body 
of the dugong, giant East Indian relative 
of the South Atlantic manatee, or sea cow. 
The pain-maddened creature had dived, 
and the harpoon rope twisted about his 
wrist had yanked Professor Irvington 
down a dozen fathoms. (Certainly not a 
sudden, vicious push by a devoted wife 
could have caused the unfortunate occur
rence . )  And even if he had freed him
self from the rope, he couldn't swim. \Vhy 
hadn't Mrs. Irvington tried to rescue him ? 
She could swim expertly, put to shame the 
sleek brown Andaman Island natives. 
Oh, there was a perfect answer to that. 
Clem and Paulette had 

·
figured that out 

long before. Sharks, attracted by the 
blood of the wounded dugong, had con
gregated for a ghoulish feast on the sea
mammal and man-mammal. Even the 
police from Port Blair, capital of the 
string of i slands and a hundred miles 
away, wouldn't blame the stricken young 
woman for not throwing herself to the 
bloody banquet. And they'd never in
vestigate anyway. Life was cheap on 
those remote islands, four hundred miles 
from Rangoon. The report of the unfor
tunate death of Professor Henry Irving
ton would reach Rangoon on the next 
packet-boat, through Father Anthony. 
But Clem Farson and the lovely young 
widow would be on that boat, the first 
leg of their trip to San Francisco, where 

lay the wealt h  Clem was to claim, as 
Proiessor Irvington. 

The purple shadow of the hill reached 
out farther into the bay. Clem looked at 
his watch. \i\1hat the hell ! She ought to 
be back. He picked up the binoculars 
from the table at his side, squinted through 
them. Not an object on the water save 
the two bobbing buoys that v .. ·ould guide 
the launch home. The breeze stiffened, 
and it was cold. Clem shivered, reached 
for the bottle of Scotch, poured a stiff  
one and gulped i t .  I t  scalded, but didn't 
warm. He knew the cold feeling had noth
ing to do with the breeze. \Vhat if some
thing had gone wrong ? Could Irvington 
know ? Know all the time that his assist
ant, Clem Farson, had found something 
more engaging than anthropological 
work ; had found lovely Paulette more 
engaging than the study of the primitive 
Negritos of the Andamans ? Did Pro
fessor Irvington know Clem had been an 
actor, and planned to capitalize on his 
amazing physical resemblance to the raw
boned scientist ; had practised for months 
in imitating his gestures, speech, even his 
handwriting ? Irvington himself had re
marked that Clem could pass for him any
where, they looked that much alike. 

Clem jumped to his feet, lit a cigarette 
with trembling fingers, began to pace the 
veranda of the cottage. Suppose Irving
ton knew ? It was odd the way the Pro
fessor had suggested the dugong-hunting 
trip. Clem and Paulette had planned it. 
She was to talk Henry into it .  The pro
fessor was no S\\o·immer, and frightened to 
death of the water. She was to shame him 
into the expedition. But that morning at 
breakfast, Clem had casually mentioned 
that dugong-hunting was great sport. 
Paulette was to take her cue and say, " Oh 
darling, why don't we try it ? "  But Irving
ton raised his gaunt face and said with 
unwonted enthusiasm, " Splendid idea ! I 
need a change, and you do too, Paulette I 
Let's start right after breakfast ."  
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Paulette had been pouring her hus
band's coffee. Her hand jerked and the hot 
fluid gushed over Irvington's thin. pallid 
hand. He made no outcry, simply wiped 
his hand with a napkin. For an instant 
Clem had felt admiration instead of con
temptuous pity for this man who was 
going to die. Trying to be a hero, win 
back her love. First evincing enthusiasm 
over a 'dangerous trip, now masking his 
pam. 

As Clem paced the veranda, stopped to 
take another drink, squinted again through 
the binoculars, the cold hate returned
and cold fear. 

T HE launch would have to pull up 
the string-piece within minutes. 
One of them would return. But 

mightn't that one be-Henry Irvington! 
He loved his wife intensely, almost in
sanely, and once he told Clem he 
wouldn't blame a man who killed a faith
less wife. If Irvington knew-had known 
all along-that mi�ht explain his eager
ness to go on the hazardous adventure. 
A sudden push-and it would be a wid
ower, not a widow, who tied up the launch 
and walked up to the cottage. And there 
would be a gun in his hand. 

Clem instinctively patted the reassur
ing bulge in his jacket pocket. It gave him 
courage, but not enough. Another nip 
from the pinch-bottle took effect, and he 
stopped pacing and squatted back in the 
chair. He was a fool to worry. They 
might have had motor trouble. And how 
could Irvington be suspicious ? He trusted 
implicitly the pleasant-speaking, brilliant 
young man he had met in a Rangoon bar 
a year before. Why, he had hired Clern 
on the spot. Professor Irvington had 
gotten expansive, invited Clem to a table 
after Clem had knocked the daylights out 
of a drunken Lascar ·who had some
how gotten by the doormen, and had in
sulted the lovely young Mrs. Irvington. 

The professor had just returned from 

Angkor Vat, in Cam L dclia. making a 
study of the famous ruins of the Great 
Temple of the Khmers. He was on his 
way to the Andaman Islands to study the 
primitives there, and he could use an as
sistant like Clem Farson. The only whites 
on the tiniest island of the straggling 
chain were the missionary and his novice 
assistants. Clem was well educated, knew 
a little anthropology, and could take dic
tation. Thus he could help the professor 
with his book, and could protect Mrs. 
Irvington while the Professor made in
land expeditions. 

Clem grinned. The fool ! Didn't he no
tice the come-on look Paulette flashed 
him that night in Rangoon ? Clem, so 
like her husband-yet so di fferent ! 
Browned and wiry, while the Professor 
was pale and skinny. It was a swell set
up, and Paulette begged him to come 
along. It didn't take much begging. 

Clem butted his cigarette and peured 
another drink. It had been almost a year 
now. Paulette had suggested the idea. 
They planned it perfectly. Clem had been 
an actor, good enough to slip by the cops 
who wanted him for embezzlement and a 
stick-up of the box-office in the last theatre 
he'd played in the States. And the day 
came when Professor Irvi ngton had swal
lowed one highball too many, unhinged 
his tongue and signed his own death war
rant. His research almost completed, he 
figured on going back to San Francisco, 
where money awaited him. a large estate 
in the mountains, being managed for him 
by a friend, whom he hadn't seen in 
fifteen years. 

Inside the cottage a clock chimed. Clem 
Farson leaped to his feet, his nerves jan
gling again. Six. and no sign of the boat ! 
He snatched up the binoculars again, 
but i t  was so dark now that they were 
useless. The cold fear came flooding back. 
Perhaps Irvington had guessed-taken 
Paulette's life and his as well. But no
he'd want his revenge before he died. 
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He was reaching for the bottle when 
he heard the ch ug-chug of the motor. then 
the launch\ cla�wn . Clem snapped on the 
switch at t lw veranda post, grasped the 
handle of the spotlight to focus it on the 
dock. There was a dead click and no l ight .  
He cursed. He should have fixed that 
frayed connection. 

But as he moved down the cement-and
cyrena shell path through the darkness 
he decided it was just as well. The spot
l ight spread l ike a shotgun charge and 
he'd be a perfect target, if In-ington hap
pened to be returning-alone. Yet
would I rvington be such a fool as to blow 
the klaxon ? No. He'd come in silently. 
cut the motor away out in the bay , paddle 
in, steal up to the cottage, gun in hand . . . .  

C LEl\I FAR SO:-J wanted to stride 
boldly on down to the dock. But 
the tiny l ight on the pro\\· of the 

launch suddenly focused on the moonng 
pile and hit him square in the eyes. He  
instinctively scuttled to  t'me side, crouched 
behind the barrel-thick trunk of a coco
palm. Here he could see, and not be seen. 
And what he saw made him reach for the 
automatic. 

Professor Henry I rvington leaped from 
the cockpit of the launch to the dock. and 
stood there in inky silhouette. Clem's 
linger found the trigger of his gun.  

"Clem ! Clem ! Turn on the l ight ! "  
T t  was Paulette's voice. and Irvington was 
helping her clamber up out of the launch. 

Clem shoved the automatic back in his 
pocket, mopped his face and stepped out 
of the darkness. Roth of them ! Both of 
them back ! \i\lhat went wrong ? Did 
Paulette lose her nerve ? 1'11e got to act 
natural. swo�th . . . .  

Irvington was tying up the boat. He 
was cheerful. too cheerful . Under the 
light his gaunt face was l emon. spectral .  
twisted with an  odd smile. " Where'd you 
pop up from ? Looks like you startled 

Paulette . " 

Paulette's eyes were wide and staring
staring at the hnlgc i n  Clem's inside jacket 
pocket. In·ington's hack was to him
Clem swiftly unbuttoned his jacket, so the 
bulge would be less conspicuous. Then 
he thought : why ? I rvington knows I al
ways carry a gun. You have to, with these 
blasted natives. I wouldn't use i t  on him 
anyway. T(.)O dangerous. The mission
aries are armed and I 'd never get away 
from this hell-hole except in shackles. 

Clem's Yoice was natural, j ovial. 
" H eard the klaxon. Spotlight's on the 
fritz. Stumbled down here in  the dark 
and then your light blinded me and I 
ducked around it. But what happened to 
you ? You had me worried. Engi ne 
trouble ? ' '  

Professor I rvington had finished tying 
up the boat ,  reached down to snap off the 
prow-light, and the three made their way 
up the path toward the cottage. 

" Yes. The engine failed. I 'm not much 
of a mechanic. It was Paulette who final
ly got the confounded thing started. "  He 
sighed. clutched his wife's arm, pulling 
her toward him and away from Clem. 
" You're very silent, my dear. Cat got your 
tongue. or just ti red-and a l i ttle disap
pointed ? "  

" Disappointed ! ' ' Paulette gasped, im
mediately regained her composure, and 
laughed. "Oh, our rotten luck. A l i ttle 
fishing. but not a single dugong. not even 
a shot at one. But I don't mind, darl ing. 

There'll he other days. Tomorrow, may
he. "  

They \\'ere mounting the steps of the 
veranda. In·i ngton was breathing harsh
ly. " :t\ot for me, my dear. " He laughed 
metallically. ' ' I'm afraid I'm a sissy, 
Clem. Too dangerous a sport for me, 
I 've decided. \\'e saw a native hook into 
one of those devi ls  and capsize. The 
sharks . . . " 

Clem opened the screen door, ushered 
them in .  There would have to be another 
method. And Clem knew what it would 
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be, when Irvington said that he needed 
a drink and one of his heart tablets. 
"Poor darling, " Paulette cooed. "You 

go in your study and lie down. Clem, you 
fix him a drink, will you ? And I'll get 
the medicine. " 

C LEM'S smile was wolfish as Henry Irvington shuffied into his little 
book-lined room. His voice was 

hearty and genial. "Fix you up right 
away ! Bottle's out on the veranda. " 
. "Thanks, Clem. Not used to being out 
on the water all day under a blistering 
sun. Guess I'd better stick to shore." 
He laughed feebly. 
Clem Farson stepped swiftly outside. 

Paulette was waiting for him in the 
kitchen when he came back with the bottle. 
In her hand was another bottle. 
"This one ?" she whispered. 
"Yes. " Clem twisted the spigot, and the 

rush of the water, soon followed by the 
thumping of the automatic electric pump, 
cloaked their voices. 
"Hurry ! " Clem whispered. "The ice. 

\Ve mustn't be too long or he'll be sus
picious. If he isn't already ! What hap
pened ? What went wrong ?" 
Paulette had the ice-tray out of the 

refrigerator, an ancient model but a prime 
luxury on the island. She made a great 
clatter as she melted the cubes loose, 
scooped them into a bowl. It was safe to 
talk in normal tones, such was the com
bined racket, but still she muted her voice. 
"There wasn't a chance. He wouldn't 

stand up in the boat, even when he had 
a heavy fish on the line. Afraid he'd lose 
his balance . " 
Clem Farson gripped her arm and said, 

"Afraid he'd fall overboard-or be 
pushed!" 
Paulette put ice into a tall glass. " I 

don't think he suspects. I'm sure he 
doesn't, darling ! If he did-would he 
give us a chance like this ?" She picked 
up the smaller bottle. 

Clem looked at the bottle and its label. 
"You're right, honey. If he knew, he 
wouldn't be lying down in there and-" 
A new sound intruded, unidentifiable, 

but persistent. "What's that ! " Paulette 
gasped. She turned off the water and the 
other sound stopped too. Neither breathed. 
Then the sound resumed, now clear ; and 
there was no mistaking what made it. 
It was the clatter of a typewriter, and it 
came from Henry Irvington's study. 
"What the devil-" Clem whispered. 

" I thought he was sick. So it was just 
an act. " 
"No. He's had spells like that and come 

out of them just like that ." She snapped 
her fingers. 
"Not when I've been around, Paul

ette ! " 
"Just the last week, I mean, while you 

were gone to Rangoon. " She poured 
Scotch in the glass. " It's his heart. It'll 
be better this way. If you're sure these 
pills-" 
"They'll do it. An overdose. Riskier 

than what you should have done this after
noon. Father Anthony knows medicine, 
but-I'm sure natural causes \vill be-" 
The shout from the other room sheared 

off Clem Farson's words, and the type
writer stopped at the same instant. 
"Clem ! Paulette ! Hurry it up, you 

two ! Where the devil is that drink of 
mine ?" 

PAULETTE gurgled more Scotch 
out of the bottle into two other glass
es, called cheerfully, "\Vith you in 

a minute, darling. " Clem did the rest. 
One pill was the normal dose. He took 
the remaining nine, swiftly crushed them 
in the bowl of a spoon, as a mortar, using 
the back of another as a pestle. The pow
dered result went into the tall glass, Pro
fessor Irvington's special glass. His ver)' 
special glass on this very special night. 
Clem followed Paulette into the study and 
watched her set down the tray. 



40 DIME MYSTERY MAGAZINE 

Irvington was sealing an envelope, care
fully licking the long white flap, then 
pounding it until it stuck. Then he took 
his drink. 

"Working, darling ? You ought to be 
lying down ! You're worn out ! " 

Irvington lifted the glass to his lips. 
" Nonsense. I'm all right. I'll be much 
better · after I've gotten this inside me." 
He cleared his throat. "Here's how ! "  

Clem and Paulette raised their glasses 
and Professor Irvington did something 
he'd never done before. Instead of con
servatively sipping the drink, he gulped 
it half way down, paused for breath, and 
finished it in another prodigious gulp. 

Paulette laughed nervously. " My, you 
did have a thirst, dear ! Shall I-mix you 
another ?" 

Henry Irvington folded his arms across 

Irvington just stared. His face was 
yellow and globules of perspiration stud
ded his forehead. His eyes bulged, and 
Clem, with an unholy fascination, watched 
the swollen artery in the doomed man's 
temple throb at a furious pace. The heart 
would burst any second now. 

" Didn't you hear what I said, man ! 
Or maybe you didn't quite understand ! 
You just took your medicine, and you're 
dying ! Nine of your heart pills in that 
drink ! You know what that means ! 
You're all washed up, Irvington ! Paul
ette's mine, has been ever since we met 
up. You didn't fit in the picture any 
longer, so-" 

His voice trailed off as Henry Irving
ton, his face a living death mask, nod
ded his head slowly. One, two, three 
times. 

Coming in the next issue of this magazine-THEY CAN'T KILL 
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his chest, smiled his queer twisted smile 
and said, " No thanks, dear. That one was 
quite sufficient. Excuse my bad manners 
in swilling it down that way, but I was 
thirsty. However-you did forget my 
medicine. " 

Clem's hand jerked, knocked over his 
glass. There wasn't a pill left. Both he 
and Paulette had forgotten about the 
cursed medicine. But what difference 
did it make now ? Those pills were already 
doing their deadly work and the end 
would come much quicker because the 
poor fool had swallowed the lethal close 
in five seconds, instead of lingering over it 
for twenty minutes. Henry Irvington was 
going to die, and he might as well know. 
It ·would be a pleasure to tell the simple, 
unsuspecting sap. 

"We didn't forget your medicine. You 
just took it, Irvington. " He waited for 
the result. 

Then he slid limply to the floor. 
Clem Farson and Paulette Irvington 

stood there, looked at the strange smile 
on the upturned face. She shuddered, 
turned away, and they stepped from the 
room of death into the kitchen. 

WHEN Father Anthony, sum
moned by a native boy, arrived 
at the cottage, he found a dead 

man, a weeping widow, and the dead 
man's assistant and colleague, apparently 
shocked and upset. 

The good Father asked very few ques
tions, . tendered his sympathy, and said 
he'd arrange for burial. The funeral cere
mony was simple and brief. Mr. Clem 
Farson would escort the widow on the 
packet boat to Rangoon, communicate 
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with Professor Irvington's relatives in 
the States, who would in turn advise 
Father Anthony as to the disposition of 
the deceased's personal effects. Mrs. 
Irvington was too grief-stricken to want 
or make any claim to her husband's 
lares and pen<Ites. She and Clem packed 
up their own personal effects and the 
packing included a bundle of banknotes 
totalling a thousand dollars, and the en
velope Professor Irvington had sealed the 
night he died. 

"To my wife Paulette, on her twenty
sixth birthday, " the uneven scrawl read. 

" Open it, " Clem said. 
" No darling. I know what it is. Money. 

He promised me a trip to Rangoon and 
a bracelet for my birthday next month. 
We'll tuck it away for a rainy day. ". 

Clem kissed her. " There aren't going 
to be any rainy days, sweet. And you're 
going to have a better present than a 
trip to Rangoon and a bracelet. It's a 
trip to the States, and a fortune for the 
wife of the new Professor Henry I rving
ton . "  

A S THEY stood o n  the rear deck 
of the packet-boat, watching the 
palm-fringed island fade, Clem 

Farson exulted, forgot all his fears. They'd 
accomplished the whole thing so beautiful
ly. And it would be a cinch to pass him
self off in front of Irvington's friend, 
who hadn't seen Irvington in fifteen years. 
He looked like him, talked like him, was 
prepared for every question that might 
be asked. Irvington had told him he'd 
mailed his friend, Richard Brewster, a 
photo of his young wife. And that he'd 
be returning soon, his work in the An
damans done, to retire, take over his es
tate. 

And Professor I rvington 'lf.lould be re
turning with his lovely bride, take over 
the estate--and then in a month or so 
he would get the wanderlust again, sell 
the property and leave for parts unknown. 

What could be more natural for a man 
who had spent most of his life in the 
far outposts of civilization ? 

Packet-boat to Rangoon, delay in get
ting another steamer on the next leg, pass
port red-tape, war stringencies, but then 
at last Honolulu, and the three thousand 
miles to 'Frisco didn't seem so far. He 
radioed Brewster that he was coming 
back, bringing his wife. The time moved 
too fast. Clem would have to do a per
fect job. This Brewster guy knew Irving
ton from their knee-pants days, before 
Paulette ever knew him, and there were 
detai ls about the dead man's youth Paul
ette couldn't supply. If those questions 
came he'd have to fake, stall, get rid of 
Brewster as soon as possible. There was 
an idea. When you've killed one man, 
another doesn't matter. But it  might not 
be so easy this time. The desolate Anda
man Islands and California were two 
different propositions. 

Every day Clem practiced in front of a 
mirror, Paulette coaching, and finally ap
proving. When they docked in San Fran
cisco and went down the gangplank she 
whispered, " Darling, you're perfect ! "  

Perfect o r  not, when Clem, with Paul
ette clinging to his arm, approached the 
door of the sprawling mansion, his auto
matic was handy. If he should make the 
slightest slip, this guy Brewster would call 
the cops to arrest an impostor, and i t  
wouldn't b e  long before they found out the 
impostor was a murderer. 

I rvington hadn't exaggerated. The 
place spelled money. The grounds were an 
elaborately landscaped park, the perfect 
setting for the house. Twenty rooms, 
Clem guessed. And if he played his part 
right he'd be the master, Paulette the mis
tress of the place. 

He sounded the brass knocker. The door 
opened after eternities of seconds, and the 
gray-haired, wizened ·butler who stood 
there opened his mouth, but no sound 
came. 
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" I 'd like to see Mr. Brewster. " Clem 
said, speaking in the voice of a man now 
dead. 

The butler was gasping. " \Vh-why, 
Professor Irvington . isn't  i t ? Yes-of 
course it i s ! And after all these years ! "  

FARSON felt a warm flood of tri
umph. He had put it over perfectly. 
If  the butler recogni zed him i mme

diately-but then the warmth suddenly 
changed to ice, and uneasy. clammy fear 
swept over him. The butler was staring at 
him curious) y. \Vas he supposed to know 
the old buzzard. call him by name ? Irving
ton had talked freely about his home in  
the States. about Brewster. and Farson 
had pigeon-holed every little detail . But 
he had said nothing about servants. noth
ing about a butler who would recogn i ze 
him at once even after a fifteen years' ab
sence. 

" You don't remember me, sir ? ' '  
Paulette clutched h i s  arm . stayed the 

hand that was moving toward the pocket 
that contained the slim automatic, and 
chirped, " It 's  been a long time, I guess, 
darling- ' ' 

Farson tried to follow the cue. groped 
for words. and stammered, " Er-yes. 
1 - ' '  And then his wits clicked. " Fifteen 
years in the tropics : couple of bouts with 
Asiat ic  fever-memory a hit hazy. I re
member you of course. but names-can't 
seem to grasp them out of the �ast-' '  

"Adams, sir .  But i t ' s  quite understand
able that you wouldn't recall it. since I 
was in your service only a week before 
you left for the Orient. and put Mr. 
Brewster in charge. I ' l l  announce you 
at once, Professor Irvington . " 

The old man turned and shuffled down 
the hall. Paulette relaxed her fierce grip 
on Clem's arm. "Good work, darling, " 
she whispered. "But that was a lucky 
break, too. Watch yourself ! This Brew
ster-don't talk much, let him do the talk
ing." 

"Leave i t  to me. Paulet te . "  A mil l ion 
within his grasp ! .'\.fter the months of 
planning, suffocating on a disease-ridden 
island, journeying half- way around the 
\\'orld. Clem Farson wasn't going to fal
ter on the last dozen yards from the goal, 
the dozen yards to the l ibrary where Pro
fessor I rvington would greet his old friend 
Brewster. And then the brief reunion, 
followed by a little informal business, 
such as tran sfer of the key to a safe de
po�it vault . . . . 

The butler reappeared, ushered them 
into the great library, and closed the door 
>:oftly. A plump. beaming little man was 
waddli ng towards t hem, both hands out
stretched. 

"Henry ! By the Lord Harry it's good 
to see you again ! And this-this is the 
blushing bride ! Even lovelier than your 
picture ! Do sit down. sit down, tell me 
all about yourselves . Have a good trip ? 
You must be tired to death . Drink ? I 'll 
ring for Adams. "  B rewster yanked a 
hell-cord. and went babbling. 

" You're looking splendid. Henry . Dif
ferent, too. But I suppose that's the 
tropic:;. travel ing . and , "  he added wag
gishly. " being married to such a radiant 
young creature as Mrs. I rvington .

. 
, 

It was all too ridiculously easy. The 
drink,; came, and Paulette's warning to let 
:Mr. Brewster do ti10st of the talking 
proved quite unnecessary .  He grew more 
expansive. and the only que�tions he asked 
were about the exotic i slands in the Bay 
of Bengal. Clem answered them with 
ease, and he and Paulette enjoyed them
selves at the expense of the garrulous 
l i ttle fool. And then, the perfect cli
max . . . .  

" Glad you came back. Henry. I 've 
kept your affairs running smoothly . You'll 
find everything in order. But I'm just 
as glad to be rid of the responsibi lity: My 
things are all packed, and I 'm driving 
East to my college reunion. Need a little 
change." 
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Brewster babbled on some more, but 
finally departed, leaving Clem in  his se
cure role as master of Irvington Manor. 

I T HAD been such a cinch that at 
first they were strangely uneasy. It 
had gone too smoothly, almost. But 

after a month had passed and Clem had 
converted a large part of I rvington's se
curities into cash without a hitch, they be
gan to breathe freely. I rvington's lawyer 
and his broker welcomed him back and 
conducted genial transactions. They un
derstood the Professor's -..veil-known 
anathema toward publicity, and his quiet 
return was not betrayed to the press. 
They also understood his restlessness and 
eagerness to dispose of the property and 
light out on another scientific junket. The 
sale was conducted quietly, and Clem and 
Paulette were prepared on a day early 
in April to depart for points unknown, 
richer by a million dollars. 

It  was their last night in the mansion. 
They were to catch the morning plane 
to Mexico City. And the next day was 
Paulette's birthday. Just a few minutes 
away, for the minute hand of the clock 
was scissoring shut with the hour hand. 

Clem wasn't too steeped in gloating and 
Scotch to forget. When the clock started 
booming midnight he tugged a small box 
out of his pocket and gave it to her. 

" Happy birthday, darlin', " He kissed 
her. She opened the box, saw the emerald 
necklace, and kissed him. 

"Little better'n what that miser Irving
ton would have given you, eh, Paulette ? "  

Her face darkened with hate and con
tempt. " Just a l ittle. R ich as he was he 
never would spend more than-" She 
stopped. " I 'll show you .  That envelope 
he left. Remember ? Let's open it. Let's 
see what a cheapskate he was ."  

Paulette found the envelope, ripped it 

open. Two five dollar bills fluttered out, 
and there was a note. 

Clem sneered. "The cheapskate. Let's 
see what his last words were ."  

Clem and Paulette sat side by  side and 
read the note together. A few minutes 
later they went to the kitchen, boiled a 
kettle-full of water, poured it over their 
hands, then looked at each other, dully. 

T HE following morning when the 
new owner of Irvington Manor ar
rived to take possession of his new 

home, he was surprised to find police cars 
in the driYeway, and inside the sprawled 
bodies of Professor Henry Irvington and 
his young bride, both with bullets through 
their heads. A suicide pact, the cops said. 
It was obviously that, from the letter 
found clutched in the Professor's hand. 
But there were parts of the letter the 
police couldn't understand. It read : 

"My devoted wife : 
As I write this, you and your lover are 

preparing me a drink. My last drink. 
You didn't know that I saw you prepare 
my medicine. I'll drink it down, gladly. 
I'm grateful, in a way, because I hadn't 
the courage to kill myself. But somehow 
I don't mind being murdered, because I 
was going to die anyway, horribly, and so 
are you-you and your lover. 

I've known for a long time. You aud 
Clem were too confident, became careless. 
I saw you together, overheard your plan 
to take my place. I let you go ahead, en
joyed your smug confidence, your bland 
assurance that · I was a fool. I enjoyed the 
thought that I'd have my revenge, because 
you both are doomed to a hideous death, 
unless-well, I'll be merciful, give you a 
choice. The money enclosed will buy you 
an easier way out. A gun, in case you haven't 
one. 

Remember when you spilled the scalding 
coffee on my hand this morning, and I 
didn't flinch. That wasn't grit or heroism, 
darling. That was leprosy. I couldn't feel 
the burn, a sure sign of the disease. Clem 
has it, and you have it. You are both 
lepers! I know the many other little signs. 
If you don't believe me, pour some boiling 
water on each other. Happy birthday, my 
pet. See you in Hell. 

Henry." 
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Gambler Tom Kincaid and his partner, little, hard-boiled 
Matt Durkin, go for a quiet game to a millionaire's Long 
Island mansion-and find, instead, a mad night of murder 
and mayhem engineered by their old friend, the banker-who-

went-mad-George Grey! 

. ' 
�-

----· 

, . 

The truck roared down the driveway scattering 
men! 

CHAPTER ONE 

Death Sits In 

ALL the flowers in the garden were 
aflame in the glorious sunset. Matt 
Durkin whispered, " I t  ain't pos

sible ! I t 's too pretty. "  
Tom Kincaid, his big body clad i n  un

pressed tweeds, was looking not at beauty, 

45 
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but beyond. at the house which only a mil
lionaire could have built .  He sai d, " It's a 
nice place. this garden. VI/ e can talk here. 
I don 't like this calm hake, Matt. " 

" Oswald Cortez l ikes to gamble ."  Matt 
said. " \Ve need money. Young Pete the 
Pet Cortez is a punk. but his daddy is all 
right .  And Cary Ogilvy is level . You 
should worry about these millionaires . "  

" George Grey was a millionaire, too . "  
said Tom Kincaid. A t  t h e  mention o f  the 
common-place name of the ex-financier 
who had turned to crime, little Matt Dur
kin's face clouded and became not quite so 
handsome. 

The dapper l i ttle fellow said, " We'll be 
seeing Grey, one of these days. This is 
j ust a small vacation, Tom. These rich 
man like to gamble against odds. They're 
paying us to play against them , giving 
them a battle for their dough . "  

Tom Kincaid moodily surveyed the 
Cortez mansion. It was a sprawling piece 
of varigated architecture which had been 
huilt by the father of the present owner, 
the grandfather of young Peter Cortez. 
Cortez was a name with which to conjure. 

Oswald Cortez could affol<d to ti lt  
against professional gamblers. especially 
two as well known for their honesty as 
Tom and Matt. The invitation had come 
through Cary Ogilvy, who was grateful
the matter of a crooked game in which 
Ogilvy, a wealthy rug manufacturer. had 
been squeezed. Tom and Matt had un
squeezed him. 

That had been in the days when Tom 
Kincaid. nee Timothy Kinsolving. had op
erated a chain of gambling places through
out the country. The Kincaid empire h ad 
been based on the motto, " Al ways give a 
sucker an e\·en break-you might get a 
return bout. " 

That empire was no more. A man
gone sour after years of banking in Jer
sey ; his millions safe in vaults about the 
land-had begun to organize the under
world. He had ruined Kincaid's gambling 

empire by the simple process of kill ing 
Tom's men . 

One of those men was :Matt Durkin·  s 
cousin Joey. Matt had not forgotten . 
Others were gamblers, honest gamblers. 

George Grey had caused their deaths
almost succeeded in getting Tom and 
Matt. He had failed, but had escaped 
with his life. 

There was a last moment blaze of sun 
in the Cortez garden ; then twilight fell .  
Matt shiYered and said.  " Let's go i nside, 
Tom. " 

Kincaid said. " Play your cards t ight to
n ight. pal. Let me do the kiting. I 've got 
a hunch on this. "  

Matt said. ""' e don 't need the money 
that bad. \Vhy don't we blow, if that's 
the way you feel ? "  

" Did you ever stop t o  think, " said Tom 
deliberately, "about George Grey ? There's 
no evidence against him. for any crime ! "  

" \\'e saw him kill-' '  
"Our eYidence \\'ouldn 't mean a thing, " 

said Tom. "\\' e 're pretty well known as 
gamblers ourselve;;. ),fy name is n ot Kin
caid-a fact known to Grey. He's in a 
hetter position than we are, chum . " 

M att  :>aid softly, " Let him get within 
gun range. I 'll find him a position-hori
zontal ! ' ' 

" Kix," Tom said. " It would mean the 
chair for you. \Ve can only lie low, and 
watch our chance to get him dead to 
rights. " 

" \\.ell spoken. Kincaid ! "  
The voice came from behind them. Tom 

whirled like a cat .  He was a two-hundred 
pound man. but h i s  motions were those of 
an athletic lightweight. 

I n  the last rays of the sun, vision was 
slightly d istorted ; the man loomed very 
large. He was fairly handsome ; fifty-odd, 
with a clipped, grey mustache. His eyes 
were deep-set, sharp ; his nose was a pre
datory beak, yet thin and aristocratic. 

He looked like what he was, a retired 
banker-George Grey. He said, "Just got 
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word that you were here. I ran down with 
a friend of mine to see old Ozzie. I hear 
we're going to pia y a little dealer's choice ."  

Matt said, " Let me at  him, Tom. " His  
face was white, h is  eyes stony. The .22 
revolver was already in his hand, pointed 
straight at Grey. 

Tom said, " No ! "  and Grey smiled. 
"Of course not, " Grey said comfortably. 

" It would, as Kincaid mentioned, mean 
the-the hot squat, as my underworld as
sociates say. " He laughed without mirth. 
"Just be yourselves gentlemen. Play your 
cards, later. And play them right ! "  

He laughed again and moved insolently 
past them, going towards the big house. 

Tom looked about at the gorgeous blos
soms in the garden of Oswald Cortez's 
magnificent estate. He said, " This has be
come an evil place. "  

Matt stared a t  the revolver i n  his hand. 
He was shaking now ; two spots of color 
had risen in his cheeks. He said, "I would 
have killed him-in cold blood . . . .  " 

"Yes, " Tom said. " Evil breeds evil. 
Let's go play our cards, Matt. " 

JARED CLIVE stared insolently at 
Tom and said, " I 'm pleased to meet 
you. " 

Tom smiled. " We've met before. In 
Miami. Hialeah . "  

Clive mumbled, " Maybeso . "  
Ozzie Cortez was a full-bodied, jovial 

soul, with pale pink cheeks and energy 
tremendous at the built-in bar of the great 
game room. " Let's have one, then go to 
town," he suggested. " I'm itchin' to get 
. 

" m a game. 
Tom walked across and helped with the 

ice. He did not know whether to speak or 
to keep silence-Jared Clive was a con 
man, a card slicker and an ex-convict. 
George Grey was sponsoring him. 

If he told Cortez, and Grey denied the 
facts, where would it get him ? Grey was 

an old business acquaintance of Cortez ; 
his word was better than that of two ad
mitted gamblers', however honest their 
reputations. 

Jared Clive and Grey were sitting at 
tbe round deal table, already caressing 
decks of new cards. The other player was 
to be young Cortez-" Pete the Pet " to a 
thousand-odd chorines. Cary Ogilvy. 
young, clean-cut. open-faced, was talking 
with this heir to the Cortez millions. 

Pete was a case, Tom knew. If he was 
not being sued by a blonde, he v;as being 
tossed from a horse, or playing a bad game 
of tennis against a nationally-known star 
who had become stooge for the moment. 
He was a grasping young egotist without 
brain ; weakly handsome ; too well-dressed. 

Oswald Cortez said heartily, "The 
women are in town. Sent the servants off. 
Got the place all to ourselves. Oh-your 
chauffeur is over the garage, Grey. Radio. 
books, liquor up there for him . "  

Tom handed the drinks around. So 
Grey had a chauffeur now. Tom won
dered if it was Red the Goon, or maybe 
Charley Dodo. Both these gunmen made 
a specialty of posing as chauffeurs. 

" Let's get started, " Cortez suggested. 
"This will be good. I can't >vait ! "  

They arranged themselYes around the 
table. 

Cortez 's pleasure \vas almost childlike. 
He said, " How about we buy a thousand, 
and play five thousand behind the stack ?" 

George Grey's eyebrows went up.  He 
said, " Pretty steep, Ozzie ! "  

"\Vith all your dough, you should hol
ler, " chuckled Cortez. He was dishing 
out chips with both hands.  Tom watched 
young Pete the Pet. There was a strange 
light in the eye of the heir to the Cortez 
fortune. Peter, Tom decided, had never 
played for such high stakes. Yet the boy 
seemed unafraid, as eager as his father. 

They began cautiously, as all poker 
games begin, with five card stud. Then 
Cortez dealt and called noisiiv for seven 
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can] stud-choose five and gig the pot. 
Tom knew that poker was ended-it was 
all straight luck now. 

Grey. playing recklessly, \\"as winning. 
Tom neYer stopped watching Jared Clive's 
<leal, but could detect nothing di shonest. 
Matt was winning, too ; playing them close 
to his vest. Young Cortez and his  father 
were the losers ; Ogilvy stood about even. 
It was midnight before Tom !me\\' it, so 
swift 'vas the action. Young Cortez ex
cused himself for a few minutes, and 
Clive's eyes narrowed as the youth slipped 
back into his seat. Ogi lvy dealt a hand. 

The red light was beginning to dance 
in Grey's eye. Tom felt the blast coming 
-somewhere near the surface of the ap
parently calm ex-hanker slept that volcano 
of his greed for wealth to control the tm
derworld ; the mad dream of a banker who 
all his life had stayed within the realms 
of dry finance. In the Grey blood there 
had been a wild streak-Tom had met 
Crey's black sheep brother in 1\Iexico. I n  
fact, Tom had been forced t o  shoot that 
brother in self defense. 

Kow, George Grey had retired bank
ing, had threatened to take over the un
derworld, organize it tightly-use it for 
his own gains. Tonight there was some
thing afoot to further that plot. 

The deal went around again. Cary 
Ogilvy picked up the cards and said. "Five 
card stud for a change. These wild games 
;::. re too hot ."  

The pleasant rug manufacturer dealt .  
<in the  second round, Grey drew a queen. 
hut Ogilvy's king was high. Grey raised 
a hundred dollars, proclaiming his queens. 
:\lai t dropped, Clive dropped. 

Tom stayed with spades. OgiiYy stayed. 
Young Peter Cortez said, "Going up ! "  
and placed two hundred i n  the pot. He 
had a way of poking his chips out, hap
hazardly, which annoyed the professional 
gambler in Tom Kincaid. There were only 
a seven and an eight showing in front of 
Peter. He was recklessly boosting a small 

pair, Tom thought. Or maybe a straight. 
Grey accepted the challenge, and re

raised. The others promptly got out, sac
rificing their stakes. Grey had the cards ; 
young Peter was pushing his. They got 
straightened out a live hundred dollar bet 
and Ogih·y deal t .  

'l oung Cortez drew another seven ! 
Grey's card was a trey of no value. 

C OH.TE.Z said, " Bet a thousand dol
lars ! "  

f;rey's eyes narrowed t o  slits. 
Then he pushed two thousand dollars into 
the pot. "Raise ! " 

He had nothing shO\ving, not a pair. 
Tom swore inwardly-Grey was cagey. 
\Vith money i nvested in the pot, he was 
going to lind out just where young Cor
tez stood. He didn't believe in that first 
raise of Peter's. It was close figuring. 

Peter Cortez was not made of steel. He 
hesitated, said weakly, "I 'll--{:all . "  

Ogilvy reached for the cards. Peter 
asked falteringly, " :\lay I have a cut ? "  

"Certainly, " boomed h i s  father. " House 
rule says rut on fifth card . "  

Grey's face went rigid. Jared Clive 
leaned forward, his lips parted, his eyes 
on young Cortez. Matt's chair slid noise
lessly back from the table. Tom wished 
devoutly that he had a gun to back up 
Matt's little .22. 

Pete the Pet seemed to hesitate, staring 
at the proffered deck. Then he poked out 
his forefinger, in an annoying \•.:ay. The 
cards slid apart. He followed them with 
uncertain fingers, stacking them for the 
deal. 

Ogilvy calmly threw a card. It sl id a 
bit on the green baize table top-an ace. 

A ten-spot went to Grey, but the ex
banker did not even glance at i t .  He was 
staring at Young Cortez. Jared Clive's 
breath exploded noisily. 

Matt hummed a little tune, sliding his 
chair back. Tom edged sideways on his 
seat. 
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Grey's flat voice said, " I'll bet you five 
thousand dollars-that you have aces and 
sevens ! "  

Peter frowned. " I 'm the bettor. My 
sevens are high on the board. " 

" Slick-acing us," muttered Jared Clive 
indignantly. 

" I  can smell the '>vax from here, " mur
mured Matt. 

Young Pete turned pale. Ozzie Cortez 
stared around the table. " What's that ? 
What did you say ? "  

George Grey leaned forward, his
· 
eyes 

swivelling to fasten upon the host. He 
said, "Your son, my dear Ozzie, is slick
acing us. He slipped the aces out of the 
deck and left the room. He waxed the 
backs of them. Then, when he gave that 
one-fingered poke. the deck separated so 
that he got an ace to match the hole 
card-" Grey reached over, turned up 
Peter's card. It was the ace of spades
" See ! Your son, Ozzie, has been consort
ing too much with Kincaid and Durkin ! "  

Tom expected it. Pete the Pet was 
thoroughly scared, now. 

Ozzie Cortez choked, " Now wait. I can 
pay all losses. This-this is embarrassing. 
If you can prove it, I 'll deal with Peter. " 

Cary Ogilvy was on his feet. He said, 
" No one is a great loser except, possibly, 
Mr. Grey. If we reimburse him-" 

"I don't want your money, "  Grey cut 
in. " But I want you to know that Kin
caid taught Peter that trick. Peter lost 
money to Kincaid-got into his clutches. 
People think Kincaid is an honest gam
bler- Bah ! "  

Ozzie Cortez was bewildered. H e  turned 
towards Tom. Matt got up and slipped 
backwards to the wall. Grey was work
ing himself into a murderous rage. 

There was a light switch. Matt could 
reach it-if trouble started . . . .  

Grey drew a gun from his pocket. He 
said, " I 've had previous experience with 
Kincaid and Durkin. I insist that they do 
not leave until-" 

The lights went out suddenly. There 
was motion in the dark. then a scream. 
Ozzie Cortez cursed. 

Tom reached for his pencil flashlight. 
He sprayed it, on the table, quickly on the 
wall behind him. The lights came on 
again. Matt stood frozen, hand half
raised, within reach of the switch. 

But Tom was staring across the deal 
table now. blinking his eyes unbelievingly 
at what he saw. 

Cary Ogilvy drew a deep breath and 
said. " Don't anyone make a move to leave 
now, if you please. " 

Ozzie Cortez wailed. " No ! " looking at 
Peter, who was slumped in his chair. Pro
truding from his throat was a long, slim 
stiletto. Even as they watched. he seemed 
to sigh, then slipped gently to the floor of 
his father's elaborate game room. 

Pete the Pet would never slick another 
ace. 

CHAPTER TWO 

Charley Had a Gun. • • · • 

C ARY OGILVY said, "We had to 
send for the police, of course. I 
know there is no proof that you 

killed young Cortez. But . . . .  " 

They were in a small basement room. 
Upstairs George Grey was elaborating on 
the villainy of Tom and Matt, while a 
pale-faced Oswald Cortez walked the 
floor. Jared CliYe was there. backing 
every word Grey uttered in defamation of 
Tom. 

Cary Ogilvy went on, " Your reputation 
as a gambler, living on the edge of the law, 
so to speak. is against you in this, Tom. 
Matt could have turned off the lights-" 

" I  didn't ! "  lVIatt said. " I  was going to, 
and take a shot at Grey. But I swear I 
didn't turn them off. " 

Tom said, "And I didn't kill that young 
fool. Grey made use of an unforeseen situ
ation. He couldn't have known that young 
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Peter was gomg to cheat. Unless . . . .  " 
He shook his head in grim admiration. 
"Maybe he did know it. Grey's a clever 
man. Go upstairs. Cary, and see if you 
can calm down our host. " 

" I  hate to see you arrested. " Ogilvy 
hesitated. 
Tom said. "You'll do us more good if 

you get Cortez in a better frame of mind. 
Grey has us fixed for the electric chair 
right now." 
Ogilvy went reluctantly from the little 

room-a sort of store-room. with a few 
boxes piled in a corner. It was built next 
to the oil furnace ; and the door was stout. 
As the rug maker left, Tom heard the 
ominous sound of a turning key. 
"And Charley Dodo is out there .,,·ith a 

gat ." said Matt Durkin. "\Ve're hooked. " 
Tom said. '' \\'hat about fingerprints on 

that knife ? � o one in the room was wear
ing gloves. If we could get back into that 
room and get that knife before someone 
else does-' ' 
Matt said, "This is Xew York County. 

They don't dare move the body until the 
M .E. gets here. " 
"Clive or Grey could wipe that handle 

clean . It would complicate things-but 
they could swear we had the opportunity. " 
"Who did it ? " asked Matt. 
" It doesn't matter right now. " Tom 

said grimly. "The thing worked out per
fectly for Grey. " 
Matt said, "We've got to work out of 

here. \Ve're like rats in a trap. The Law 
will throw us into the can, where we can 
never find out who killed Peter Cortez ! '' 
Tom nodded. silent ; he leaned against 

the brick 'vall. There was a single bulb in 
the middle of the ceiling. Only the stout 
door provided exit . 
"Turn out the light , "  Tom instructed. 
Matt snapped the s\\·itch. The little 

room blackened. Matt said, " I don't get 
it ! " 
"The door-try it ! " 
Matt fumbled around silently. He whis-

pered, "Tom ! It's open ! \Vhat the-" 
"I thought so, ' ' Tom said. "George 

Grey doesn't want us caught by the police. 
He can 't stand even the slightest suspi
cion. He must be planning something 
big. " 
"You mean if we talked--even though 

we are gamblers, we might put a bee in 
the cop's bonnets. " 
Tom said, "That's it. Charley Dodo is 

out there somev.rheres. He's got a gun. If 
we tried to escape, and he shot us . . . .  " 
"Charley would fry," objected Matt. 

"He's notorious. " 
Tom said. "\�'ell ?" 
"Let's go ! ' ' Matt whispered. 
They opened the door, waited a mo

ment. It \Yas pitch dark in the cellar ; 
overhead were small noises which might 
mean anything. Then, in the distance, a 
shrill sound pierced the night. 
l\htt hissed. ' ' Cops ! "  
Tom put his big hand on the little fel

low's shoulder and guided him. Tom's 
uncanny memory for detail stood him in 
good stead now. He found the stairs lead
ing upwards, and went up first, two steps 
at a time. 
A door lead out. �Iatt started for it, 

but Tom grabbed him. Steps led up to 
the main Lody of the big house. Matt 
whispered. "They'll get us. " 
"Let them-inside the house, " was the 

answer. 
Tom went ahead. There was a large, 

spotless kitchen. There was a butler's 
pantry. On the other side of the door, 
Cary Ogilvy's persuasive Yoice said, 
"Tom and Matt are not criminals, Ozzie. 
They're known all over the country as 
square gamblers. Until recently they run 
games in every large cit:· in America-
honest games. " · 

"The lights, " choked Ozzie Cortez. 
"Durkin pulled that switch. Who but he 
or Kincaid could have thrown the knife ?" 
Ogilvy said slowly, " I wonder ! Tell 

me, where's the switch to turn off all the 
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lights in the house ? The master switch ?" 
Cortez said, " vVhy, in  the  garage, I 

believe. " 
Cary Ogilvy said,  " I  see. Well-1'11 

take a look around. Grey might need 
some help out there ."  

Tom's hand clamped down on  Matt's 
arm. Grey was outside the house. He 
would not have had Charley Dodo cut 
them down. He would have �hot them 
himself ! 

MATT said .  " \\'hat next ? "  
They could hear Cortez walking 

up and down. There was another 
door leading off the butler's pantry, which 
seemed to he in the middle of the down
stairs floor plan. Tom pushed at it. On 
the other side was a dining room. 

They tiptoed through this room. There 
was noise outside. quite suddenly. The 
cops had come up without their sirens. 

There was much bustling around : loud 
voices came closer. Tom opened the French 
windows, stepped out on the terrace. A 
giant, uniformed cop yelled, ' ' Halt ! "  

" It's all right, " Tom said. " Inside. " 

The cop hesitated .  Tom added sharply, 
"You'd better get a move on ! "  

Matt said. ' 'They're waiting for you . .  
, 

Tom stepped past, and strolled down 
towards the high hedge which bordered 
the driveway. As they gained the deep 
shadow, a figure skulked from the garage. 
Tom stole forward noiselessly. 

The figure stopped-a huge man in the 
whipcord uniform of a chau ffem. H e  
started down the driveway cautiou�ly, 
gun in hand. 

Tom glided closer. hi:" sloping. uoxer·� 
shoulders spreading under the loose sport� 
jacket. The figure paused . whirled about 
as Matt tosse<l a small stone behind him. 

Tom stepped forward. His left hand 
seized the gun, his right swept in a short 
arc to the base of the chauffeur's jaw. 
Twice more that lightning right hand ham
mered. It drove the man off the gravel. 
into the bushes. 

Tom hefted the gun in an experienced 
hand. It was an automatic. not good for 
perfect marksmanship. He liked to call 
his shots-a safety deposit box held med
als he had \\'On with his steady pistol hand. 

Matt said. "Charley Dodo. eh ? \Vhere 
do you suppose Grey is hiding ? "  

Tom �aid. " I  don't know. You get our 
car. Come down without starting it
there's enough pitch to the driveway. ' '  

Matt went without question. into the 
large garage. Tom held the gun in hii' 
hand. wai ting. watching Charley _Dodo, 
onetime rodman, now chauffeur for Grey. 

A Yoice from the house yelled, ' ' Gar
rity ! Don't let nobody get out ! Two men 
have escaped !

.
, 

The car came rol ling silently, a dark 
sedan of recent manufacture. Matt's face 
was white behind the wheel. Tom slipped 
in the opened door, closed it silently and 



52 DIME MYSTERY MAGAZINE 

quickly rolled down one of the windows. 
At the entrance a man stoorl guard. 

Tom leaned out the window. " Did they 
get avvay ? "  

" No, " said the cop. " No one got out 
here ! "  

" Good, " said Tom. " Tell M r .  Ogilvy 
we'll see him in town, when we finish this 
business. " 

"Who are you ? "  the cop was suspi
Cious now. 

Tom said, " Shhh ! We're trying to trap 
someone ! "  

Matt stepped on the starter. The car 
caught and the cop stepped aside, puz
zled, but completely taken in by Tom's 
confidential manner. The sedan roared out 
onto the highway. 

Matt said, " They'll have the radio on 
us. " 

" Sure, ' '  said Tom. " Stop at Minenna. "  
They left the car on a side street and 

walked the neat suburban streets to the 
railroad station. In an hour they were in 
a room of the Chetterly Hotel, downtown 
near Greenwich Village, registered under 
assumed names. 

Matt complained, " B ut this ain't gettin' 
us anywheres. The cops'll be after us for 
sure, now. Grey'll explain Charley Dodo 
by saying that he is rehabilitatin' the bum. 
\Vhat do we do next ? "  

" We stay out of jail for awhile. Let 
Grey make the next step. He wants us 
dead, you know-not in the gow. " 

Matt said, " You should have let me 
have him out there in the garden. "  

Tom shook his head. " You can't do 
that. It's murder . . .  and I never could 
go for plain murder. " 

CHAPTER THREE 

"Hitler And I!" 

I T WAS a new sensation to be hunted 
-Tom Kincaid had always been 

friendly with policeman. In New York 
he had hundreds of pals who would have 

been glad to come to his assistance ; but 
now he dared not reveal his whereabouts. 

Matt was restless. The little man was a 
direct actionist. He kept saying, " B ut 
we're not gettin' any place. " 

" Grey will find us. "  Tom told him. 
" He has men scouring the city for us. 
Sooner or later he'll find us. "  

" And kill us," said Matt grimly. 
" Pleasant thought ! Why don't we look 
for Grey, instead ?" 

"Because Oswald Cortez has practically 
accused us of killing his son. They're 
looking for evidence to link us with young 
Peter's past." 

"There ain't any, " Matt said inelegant
ly. " I  never saw the jerk before. " 

"But Peter had been in trouble. He 
was trying to win money-a lot of it. I 've 
been looking around. . . . " 

Tom went out that night, quite boldly. 
Matt took in a movie, but his partner 
went down to a night club called the Gol
conda Club and sat at a small table in the 
rear. He was hidden from view by a col
umn and a potted palm, but by craning 
his neck he could command a good view 
of the room. 

A big man in loud clothes came in, �ear
ing a blonde on each arm. He had a 
bruise on his j aw ; but he was very gay. 
He took a ringside table ; was lordly with 
a five dollar bill which the head waiter 
pocketed. In the Golconda Club. a five 
dollar tip was a mother lode, Tom knew 
verv well. 

The man turned ; light fell upon his 
slightly swollen features. It was Charley 
Dodo, all right. One of the blondes said, 
" Since when you been in the big chips, 
Charley ? "  

" I 'm a showffer, " leered the big man. 
" My boss is got millions. " 

" He don't give you no millions. " 
" Maybe I know where the bodies is 

hid , "  Charley Dodo said in his booming 
voice. His laughter resounded over the 
noise of the trap drums. 
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Tom made sure he \Vasn't seen by the 
oa:·ty at ringside. Hi� only clue so far 
�-.ad been a tip from a gambler friend that 
this was Charley Dodo s hangout. It had 
proved a ten strike. 1\ow he i1ad only to 
stay with it until Charley got drunk-and 
separated from the blondes. He was pret
ty sure he could make Charley talk-with 
a little pressure. 
The orchestra whipped up the beat. The 

trap drummer really burned the skins. 
Charley Dodo poured champagne from a 
green bottle and laughed with his two 
companions. 
Then Charley was no longer pouring 

wine. He was slumping over the table, 
and there was something much darker 
than champagne on the white drapery. 
One girl fainted. The other stared for an 
incredulous moment, then screamed. 
Tom knew she was screaming ; but the 

sound of the traps was too much for the 
blonde's vocal chords. For a moment no 
one in the place was aware that Charley 
Dodo had been shot-no one but the two 
girls and Tom Kincaid. 
Tom went out the kitchen door like a 

flash. There was a flight of steps, leading 
upwards, and a man was just turning the 
corner above. Tom went up after him. 
He skidded around into a long hall at 

the top of the steps, saw three doors, all 
of which were closed. Tom paused, on the 
balls of his feet, the automatic in his hand. 
There was a sound within the room on 

the right, at the end of the corridor. Tom 
crashed through, aware that the door gave 
with suspicious readiness. 
He landed on his knees, the gun flat on 

the floor as he threw out both hands to 
save himself. Someone kicked his right 
arm, and he went forward on his face. 
The gun slid away. Tom jerked back to 
his feet. 
George Grey was sitting in a chair be

hind a desk. He said , smiling, "Welcome, 
Kincaid ! Just in time for another murder 
charge ! How you do get into trouble ! " 

A short, wide, red-haired man leaned 
against the wall ; in one hand he held the 
automatic which Tom had taken from 
Charley Dodo, back on Long Island. In 
the other was a gun which still smoked, 
just a little. 
Tom said cooly, "That was neat tim

ing, Grey. " 
"You keep falling into my hands. " 

Grey's satisfaction was apparent. "You're 
so stupid, Kincaid, that I wonder how you 
ever were able to hold together any gam
bling organization ." 
"You'll never understand that. My guys 

were loyal because we worked share and 
share alike. And \Ve were on the level. 
You couldn 't understand that ." 

G

REY'S deep-set eyes hegan to show 
the red flicker which Tom remem
bered. His voice grew deeper. "I 'll 

give you one more chance, Kincaid. Re
form your syndicate of honest gamblers
front for it. Then, under my direction, 
when the time is ripe, make a nation-wide 
killing with every device known to the 
underworld. There are millions in it-un
told millions i "  
Tom said curiously, "You've got a cou

ple of million. Why aren't you satisfied ?" 
The red lights leaped higher. '' I 'll own 

this country ! When Hitler gets through 
with Europe and comes over here, I 'll 
hold the power. My underworld legions 
will deal with him. Together-Hitler and 
I can rule the world ! " 

" A  nice thought ," Tom murmured. 
"You'd make a fine team. Does der Fueh
rer know about this ?" 
The maniacal note slipped into Grey's 

laughter. "He'll know ! Oh yes-he'll 
find out. When the time comes, I'll be 
ready for him ! Few people exist who 
know me as other than George Grey, re
tired banker. " He drew himself up behind 
the desk. He looked like a retired banker, 
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Tom admitted. " Only a few trusted em
ployees-and you, " Grey said. 

" And I 'm to j oin up ? "  Tom asked. 
"Or be turned over to the police for the 

murder of Charley Dodo ! With the mur
der of Peter Cortez behind that charge . "  

Tom looked a t  the man against the wall. 
He said, " Red the Goon. eh ? You've al
ready hired a new chauffeur ! "  

" Don't quibble ! I want m y  answer ! "  
Tom said, " Now I wonder why you had 

Charley Dodo killed ? Not j ust to pin a 
rap on me. You had me, when I walked 
into this place. You must have something 
hot on the fire, Grey. What is i t ? "  

" You answer my proposition and don't 
ask questions ! "  

Tom said thoughtfully, " I  suppose Cor
tez is in it. You weren't out there j ust to 
play poker-and you might not have 
known that Matt and I would be there. 
You had young Cortez in the cut some
how or other . . . .  ahhh ! "  

"Be careful what you say, you fool ! "  
Grey was glancing sideways at Red the 
Goon. The carrot-haired gunman chewed 
gum, his ears cocked, his slant-eyes wide 
open. 

Tom said quickly, "You killed my New 
York man and took over the place. Peter 
Cortez gambled there. That was how you 
thought you could tie me in with him-by 
inference. You had Charley Dodo frame 
him, somehow-then you had to have 
Charley killed to keep him from bleeding 
you. Running an empire of crime leads to 
that sort of thing. " 

Tom grinned at Red the Goon. He 
went on, "So you did the job on Charley. 
Next, Grey will hire someone to do it to 
you. Dead men tell no tales-Grey learned 
that from Captain Kidd . The story books 
tell us that Kidd used to have two men 
dig the holes in which he buried his treas
ure-then killed them and buried them 
along with the chests of looted gold and 
jewels. Ho,w'll you like that, Red ?" 

The gunman's eyes narrowed. They 

shifted momentarily to ambitious, power
loving Georg-e Grey. 

Tom moved. His speed was i.-H:redible 
in a man so big-. He went all the way over 
to the \Val l ,  and put one foot on Red's left 
brogan. Tom's right fist lifted under the 
chin, all his weight behind it. 

He knew better than to linger. He saw 
Grey's hand go for the desk drawer ; he 
ducked, saw the flash of the gun. The bul
let peeled his hat from his head, but by 
chance his outstretched hand caught the 
falling headpiece. 

Tom went through the door, down the 
steps. There were heavy footsteps com
ing up. He waved his bullet-torn hat and 
said, "A crazy man ! Shootin' at people ! " 
and pointed back towards Grey's office. 

The cop lumbered past, service gun in 
hand. Evidently the copper above had 
been the oack door watch. Tom went out 
into a small yard and scaled an eight foot 
fence. 

He wandered in those closed and odorif
erous back yards, for an hour. Then he 
came out on quite a different street and 
walked to a cab stand. 

At the Chetterley, Matt was listening to 
a small radio, smoking cigarettes furious
ly. He leaped up. " Where've you been ? "  

" Seeing George Grey," Tom grinned. 
"I think I got something. " 

When he had finished telling about it, 
Matt said, " All we got to do is  check on 
some of the boys around town. It's worth 
taking the chance, too." 

Tom nodded. " If Grey doesn't kill us 
within the next twenty-four hours, we'll 
have him-right in here." He held out 
two spread hands. 

" If he don't kill us, " Matt groaned. 
" Every hood in New York will be out 
hun tin' us. " 

" I  wonder how he explained Red the 
Goon's condition, and the two guns in his 
office-one of which killed Charley Dodo. " 

He was to find that out next morning, 
when a newspaper headline blazoned : 
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MAN KILLED IN GANG WAR. CHAR· 
LEY DODO SHOT BY RED MACKERY 

IN VILLAGE DIVE. 

Red the Goon Mackery never woke up 
until they had him in a cell .  Tom had 
really socked him. And when Grey's high 
pressure lawyer got to him. Red the Goon 
agreed to refrain from mentioning George 
Grey-for a promise of early release and 
complete immunity for the murder of 
Charley Dodo. 

Grey had learned the ways of the under
world quickly. He was on his way to the 
millions he coveted. 

CHAPTER FOUR 

Trumps Don't Always Win 

I T \VAS not twenty-four hours, but 
forty-eight. before Tom and Matt 
were riding on the truck towards 

Long Island. 
It  was a one-ton job. quite fast ; the 

hody was panelled. The letters on the side 
said, " STA�DARD BOX CO. NEW 
YORK CITY . . , Matt drove, as usual. 
Tom sat on the comfortable seat with a 
tommy gun on his lap. 

Tom said . ' ' Drive right on by the Cor
tez place. There 's a side road-not the 
one we took escaping, hut another, closer 
road. \V e 'JI park the truck there-" 

"And pray nobody finds i t . ' '  
Their nerves "·ere taut as piano wire. 

J t had been a hectic forty-eight hours. 
They'd almost grJt out of town the night 
before. uut a fusillade of shots had con
vinced them that it was no use to try it 
in their own car. 

Crey had men posted everywhere. Over 
the Queens Bridge, the truck had rolled 
past two outposts of Grey gangsters, but 
had not been challenged. �latt drove 
down the highway, past the gates of the 
great Cortez estate. The entrance to the 
sandy road was dark, and the truck lights 
seemed ghostly as they rolled between the 
pines. 

They turned off the road where there 
was a place in the trees which affonled 
ample room to park. Matt turned the 
truck, giving them an open line 1Jf retreal 
towards 1\finenna in case of emerge-ncy. 

They went through the sparse wood� 
to the Cortez fence. J t was a high ience. 
but they had Tom's agility to get them 
over. 

"It's good you're an acrobat. "  Matt 
�poke as they moved through the heavy 
plantings of bush and tree, towards the 
house. "Look ! Lights ! "  

Tom nodded. " Grey i s  going t o  town. 
That's what the boys seem to think. He's 
ready to pull his coup on Cortez. "  

There was a guard. lingering bent•ath 
a giant oak on the vast lawn. They could 
see the l ighted tip of the man's cigar. 

l\fatt said disgustedly, "We can ·t 
sneak up on that guy ! " 

Tom eyed the many yarus of cl ipped 
grass between him and the tree. " Bu1 
we can go in the back way . "  

They circled. The moon came out. which 
was not so good. They got into the 
shadow of the garage. quite close to the 
house. The guardian of the back portal 
was a low-browed thug. and :V1att said 
scornfully, "A movie type. J .et 's tal<e 
him. " 

He broke into the open , l ight ing a cig
arette, a dapper, harmless l ittle man . H t'  
strolled u p  t o  the guard and said .  
"\Vhere's .Mike ? ' '  

The guard had a th ick ear a n d  JW 
neck to speak of. His ynice \\"as hoarse , 
" l\Iike who ? \Vho're Y<"•ll ,  cuil ? "  

l\fatt said, ' ' I 'm Durkin. Don't )'( •U 
know me ? "  

The guard said .  " Durkin ? :\fatt Dur
kin ! "  

" Certainly. you chump. They expert 
me, don't they ? "  

Thick Ear struggled with the idea. 
Then he asked \Vith · elaborate cunning, 
"Where's Kincaid ? ' '  

"Right behind you, " grinned Matt. 
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Thick Ear turned and Tom was there, 
all right-swinging that right. Thick 
Ear got it on the button. He collapsed like 
an old sack. 

Hastily they dragged him into the 
garage. \iVhen they had bound him, Tom 
counted cars, and checked on the light 
switch, though he had known about that 
all along. 

They went into the rear of the house. 
There was nothing to it, now. George 
Grey had taken over the underworld 
forces even to the glaring faults which 
abound in all criminal enterprises. The 
efficiency of the banker could not over
come the old adage about the chain and 
its weakest link. 

Again, it seemed, the servant:; were 
away. There was no one on the ground 
floor of the big Cortez home, but sounds 
came from below stairs. 

"The game room ! "  Tom said. 

T HEY W ENT down. Tom had a 
long-barreled, pearl-handled marks
man's gun tonight, and was ach

ing for a chance to use it--on one person. 
He would kill George Grey as a cop 
would kill a mad dog-to preserve the 
lives of others. So long as Grey was 
alive, murder would flourish, innocent 
people would die to further the schemes 
of the power-mad ex-banker. 

At the partly-opened door of the game 
room, Tom paused, holding Matt back. 
The voice of George Grey came through. 
"I have all the evidence here. It is in 
the form of depositions, of course, but 
witnesses can be produced-and the news
papers would love a libel-proof story like 
this. "  

Oswald Cortez gasped, " Grey-you're 
a villi an ! " 

Ogilvy's crisp accents came through, 
" I've suspected it since the night-" 

" Since the night Kincaid killed Peter ? "  
Grey finished suavely. "You're both 
wrong. I 'm not going to give this proof 

that Peter Cortez was a scoundrel and a 
card-cheat to the papers. I 'm going to 
burn them-and forget it ! "  

Oswald Cortez said thickly, "Your 
price ? You've got a price ? "  

" I've got a straight business deal. "  
" I 've told you no ! "  said Cortez. " My 

munitions holdings are at the disposal of 
the government. K o one else can have 
any part of them. "  

" I'll pay par value. " said Grey. " I  
only want to-" 

Tom stepped insicie the room. " He 
only wants to have them ready for a pal, 
don't you. Grey ? "  

Cary Ogilvy said,  " I  thought you'd be 
around, Tom . ' '  

Jared Clive sat across the room from 
Grey. Evidently the con man had risen 
high in the ex-banker's mad empire, Tom 
thought swiftly. Cortez's face was mot
tled with mingled suspicion and rage. He 
roared, " I  want an explanation from you, 
Kincaid ! Ogilvy says-" 

Tom was watching Grey. The red lights 
were dancing again in the madman's eyes. 
Tom said, " Not a moYe. I'd kill you 
without compunction, Grey . "  

"Your play, Kincaid , "  Grey sard .  
Tom nodded. ' 'I 'm enjoying it. Let's 

sit around the deal table, gentlemen. \Vith 
our hands in plain sight ! "  

Matt dragged the table from against the 
wall. Tom said, " That's j ust about where 
it was-that night. "  

Cortez said, " Is this-is i t  necessary ? "  
"Yes, " said Tom sympathetically. " I  

want you t o  know h rnu your son was killed, 
Cortez. "  

Grey sneered. " You intend killing 
me, this time ? "  

" Perhaps, " Tom said carelessly. " It 
would be good riddance. Cary, you sit 
there. Then-an empty chair. Sorry, 
Cortez. . . . Then Grey. Matt, you're 
next to Grey. Now, Clive. Then Cor
tez-then I sit in. The same as-that 
night." 
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They sat. �taring at one a not her. Tom's 
gun re::.ted on the green cover, steady in 
his big hand. 
He said softly, "Let's pretend young 

Peter is outside, as he was that night." 
He let the words sink in. He went on. 

"Clive, you're a cold�decked man from 
away back. Here are some cards. Show 
them what you did." 
"Don't be a fool, " grated CliYe. 
The muzzle of the gun came around. It 

pointed straight at Clive's head. "Your 
left or your right eye ? Have you a prefer
ance, Clive ?" 
The con man jerked as though on wires. 

Tom said, "Show them-slowly. l "m sure 
you have a deck handy. " 
Jared Clive's eyes slid around to Grey. 

The banker was sitting motionless, as 
though in a trance, his deep-set orbs 
glowing like hanked fires. Clive's hands 
moved woodenly. The deck of cards 
slipped into his coat pocket. An identical 
deck appeared, broken and ready to deal. 
"The ace went to Peter, in the hole," 

said Tom. "Peter had a habit of poking 
at things with his forefinger-at his 
chips, for instance. Grey and Clive no
ticed this at the gambling house which 
they stole from me. " 
Cortez said. " It wasn't your house 

when Peter lost his money there ?" 
"No. Grey killed my men and took it 

over, " said Tom. "Grey is a villian, as 
Cary suggested. They ran in this deck 
with the slick aces-already waxed by 
Clive. When young Peter poked the deck 
for his cut, another habit of his, I found 
out in New York-that asking for a cut 
on the fifth round-he slicked-aced him
self unknowingly ! " 

A LIE, " snapped Grey. He was coming out of the trance, Tom noted. 
The mad lights in his eyes were 

dancing, no longer banked fires. 

''Then, . , said Tom, ' 'Grey and Clive 
went into their act. \\'e were iooled, Matt 
and l. �Iatt scented trouble and made for 
the switch. " 
"He turned out the lights," said Grey. 
"No, " said Tom. "I turned my flash 

on the switch, just to make sure. It 'WaS 
still in the same position while the lights 
1t'l're o u t ! "  
"You can't prove that, " snorted the ex

banker. 
" �o. " Tom agreed . "I can't. But 

I know it ." 
Cary Ogilvy broke in, "The lights 

were turned off from outside. I'll bet on 
it ! " 
"Charley Dodo is dead," said Tom 

gently. "He could have told us. It was 
he who switched off the lights at a pre
arranged signal from Grey. He threw 
them on again, quickly, so that he could 
move out of the garage for an alibi, if 
necessary. Clive told him he could do the 
job in a j iffy-" 
Jared Clive gasped, "No ! " 
"Grey generally hires his murderers," 

said Tom. "You did a knife-throwing act 
once, twenty years ago, Clive. In vaude
ville, where you learned all those cute 
card tricks. We've been checking on you, 
my friend. " 
"You can't prove any of this, " said 

Grey. "You know you can't make it 
stand up. " 
Tom said, " I'm fully aware of that ." 
He let his glance rest on Oswald Cortez. 

The millionaire was stony cold, his lips 
white. He seemed to grow, his big body 
expanding as he rose and leaned forward, 
resting his hands on the table. He said 
intently, "Do you think he needs court 
proof, Grey ? Do you think you can kill 
my son and go scot free ? " 
"You're a fool if you believe him," 

Grey replied. " It's a fantastic story. And 
-there are photostatic copies of this evi
dence against your departed son. They 
are in a safe place. If anything happens 
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to me, they'll be delivered to the ne·ws
papers ." 
"What of it ! " roared Cortez. "You 

think that will stop me ? You think I fear 
publicity above my desire to avenge the 
death of my son ? ' ' 
Ogilvy said softly, "Easy, Ozzie. " 
"You warned me, Cary, " said Cortez. 

"When the knife was found free of fin
gerprints, you showed me only Clive 
could have had access to the room." 
Tom spoke with satisfaction : "That's 

all I wanted to know. If they wiped the 
haft of that knife-they're certainly 
guilty ! " 
Grey did not shrink. He said flatly, 

"I see you are all convinced. " 
Clive was shaking, beads of perspira

tion dotted his lip. He blubbered, "You 
can't-you can't just kill us ! " 
"Shut up, you fool , " Grey snapped. 
"You-you can't. Grey planned it, " 

Clive jabbered. "He's a fiend. He had 
something on me-he's got something on 
everybody. He's the devil himself ." 
Grey laughed, and the sound was like 

a chain drawn across the edge of a jagged 
steel plate. "Weaklings ! All weaklings. 
I shall have to find a race of supermen to 
get my work done. Or 'of robots who will 
obey without question. Kincaid, twice 
I've spared your life because I need you. 
Join me ! Let me take over this pitiful 
Cortez and his millions. Let us add them 
to the millions I already control ! Don't 
be a fool, Kincaid ! " 
There was a note in the man's voice 

which Tom could not fathom. It was al
most as if this were Grey's hour of tri
umph, as if he were about to be brought 
to justice. 
Matt gritted, "Let me kill him where 

he sits, Tom." 
"No, " Tom said. "No murder. I'll 

give him his chance. Outside, in the clean . " atr. 
They rose, Clive and Grey in the middle 

of the group. Tom said, "Out the back 

-and watch for his strongarm men. 
They went up the stairs. They were al

most out of the house ·when they heard 
a slight tinkle of glass. The overpower
ing odor came upon them so swiftly they 
could not guard against it. One whiff 
and they were all reeling, choking, fighting 
for air. 
All but Grey and Clive. They were 

ducking, running, small, conical masks 
quickly adjusted over their faces-run
ning for outdoors and freedom. 

CHAPTER FIVE 

"We'll Fi,l:(ht!" 

T OM groaned. " I should have 
searched him. It's my fault." 
Matt said, "How many weapons 

you got in the house, Cortez ? You got 
any ammunition ?" 
"Why-I'll call the police ! " said Cor

tez. 
"The wires will be cut, " Tom assured 

him. "This is now a state of siege. How 
many men he has out there is, I won't 
bother to guess about. But that they're 
armed is certain. 
"Those guys'll never rest until they get 

every one of us, " Matt said gloomily. "We 
all know too much now." 
Tom said, "We'll have to make a break, 

of course. " 
"They'll mow us down. But we got to. 

They can pick us off-fire the house-or 
use some more of that gas. " He coughed 
a little. 
Cortez said, "This is not possible ! Here 

on Long· Island ! My own home ! " 
"You don't know George Grey," Matt 

told him. "That guy would rob a poor 
box. " 
Cary Ogilvy said, "He's insane, of 

course." 
"Whacky as a bedbug ! " said Matt. 

"But smart as a whip ! Listen ! " 
Outside a hoarse voice said : "Youse 
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guys come out one at a time. Mitts up, 
too. " 

" Our pal. Thick Ear," Tom tagged the 
speaker. " Grey will be in the background, 
giving orders . Grey takes few chances. "  

" Clive i s  kill-nutty with fear. " Matt 
offered . He'll be in the front, pitching 
Grey's orders. "  

Tom was silent, thinking. The terrain 
was i mpossible as defense against an 
armed force. There would be machine 
guns, gas bombs, gunmen accustomed to 
the kill. Grey wouldn't overlook a bet. 
The four of them would be a fine target 
if they made a break for their truck. 

He said, " Look. Take what weapons 
you have. Make a stand on the roof. 
Watch out for fires-shoot anyone who 
t ries to set one. Ot herwise, lie low and 
protect yourselves. "  

"\\"hat you g-oin' to do ? "  demanded 
.Matt. 

" B ring t hat truck up close enough for 
us all to load into it. I can light them 
i rom the truck . "  

" You'll all get killed ! " 

' ' Then it's your turn , "  said Tom grim

ly. " One of us has to l ive to fight Grey. 
Cary or Cortez or you or me. Agreed ? ' '  

They shook hands all around. :\ rattle 
of gunfire sounded and windows shattered. 
Tom said, " Too bad your nearest neighbor 
is a mile away, Cortez. B ut one th ing they 
have to fear. \Ve're close to the highway. 
They must have a man posted to warn 
them of the occasional car which comes 
down that road. From this window you 
can see the reflection of headlights. There ! 
You see ! "  

The glow came up a s  a car topped the 
small hill. It dropped down. There was 
complete silence outside. The three men 
stared at the lights of the passing car. 
When they looked around, Tom was gone. 
Tom was out the back door, over ground 
he already knew-into the garage ; and 
his hand was on the switch of the electric 
system. 

He tore it loose, as footsteps sounded. 
It was Thick Ear, back at the same old 
stand. Tom leaped and struck and the 
man crumbled very satisfactori ly. Tr•m 
bent and possessed himself of the short 
belly gun which Thick Ear dropped. 

He went out and around the back of the 
garage . He could see ligures moving about 
tlw estate. Reinforcements, he thought. 
Surely there hadn't been that many when 
he and Matt arrived. 

There was a man near the high fence. 
watching the spot which was shaded from 
the moonlight by the trees. The lights of 
a car passed in the di stance. At an un
spoken command the guns rang out again. 
pouring lead at the house. 

Tom sighted along the belly gun, and 
gently squeezed the trigger. The guard 
pitched forward on his  face. Tom sprinted 
like a dash-man across the cropped lawn ; 
he leaped, and caught the top of the 
fence. He landed in a relaxed heap on the 
other side. 

T HE truck was close at hand. He 
went around, off the road. and crept 
close. his  heart beating iast .  If they 

had discovered the truck and i t s  conten ts, 
all was lost. 

He crouched behind a thicket, holding 
his Lreath. The square hulk of the truck 
was hlack against the sky.  Nothing stirred. 

The back doors of the box-body were 
carefully greased. They swung open noise
lessly. Tom went inside and a voice said, 
" Gotcha ! "  

Tom was already altering his course. 
His big body flew side\Yays. The belly 
gun in his hand spoke.  

He felt the nip of lead, but the bullet 
tore more of h is shirt than his arm. He 
fell upon the figure and choked with his 
strong hands. 

It was Jared Clive, the weakling, who 
even in the end could not resist the ejacu
lation which had cost him his life. 

Tom put the body in the bushes. He 
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was past the thought of mercy, now. He 
was going after Grey, and Grey's under
world myrmidons. The machine gun was 
heavy on the seat of the truck. Tom 
stepped on the starter and the powerful 
motor purred comfortingly. 
The windows rolled up with some diffi

culty. They were not ordinary \vindows. 
They were half an inch thick. laminated 
bullet-proof glass. Tom rolled the truck 
onto the sandy road. adjusting the loop
hole in the windshield as he went. If he 
could possibly manage the truck with one 
hand . . . .  
He came to the gate of the Cortez place. 

The guard posted to warn of cars called 
loudly to those inside the grounds. Tom 
cut down speed. pretended to go past. At 
the last possible moment he swung the 
wheel hard. 
The truck responded nobly. The guard, 

unable to leap out of the path. was caught 
by the mudguard and thro\\'n into the air. 
Tom picked the machine gun off the seat 
with his right hand, and slid the snout 
through the slot in the windshield. This 
truck had cost him plenty, but it was, he 
thought grimly, worth every cent. 
Men leaped. presenting firearms of 

every description. Tom triggered the 
machine gun. :Men faded, running ; some 
dropped. With his left hand, Tom steered 
the truck to the porte cochere and stopped 
before the front door. 
He honked the horn. There was a 

tremendous burst of firing. Three men 
came around the corner of the house, di
recting their aim at the loophole through 
which Tom was vulnerable. His finger 
caressed the tommy gun trigger again . 
The men stopped ; one dropped ; then 
another. The third thre\'\' down his gun 
and ran. 
Tom threw open the door nearest the 

house and shouted, "Now !" 
There was a small, scratching noise in 

the sudden stillness. Matt's voice cried 
weakly, "Tom !" 

Tom did not hesitate. He went down 
out of the cab, across the walk. Others 
were approaching, and somewhere far off 
he could hear Grey calling. "vVe've got 
him. Blast that truck ! " 
Matt was floundering on the steps, one 

leg dragging. He gasped, "They came 
into the honse. I-we got them all. But
they got Cary. And by God, they got 
Cortez. " 
Tom's arms swept up his small com

rade. In two jumps he was back by the 
side of the truck. He placed Matt ten
derly, on the seat and said, "Hang on. Grab 
the gun ! " 
Then he was behind the wheel. Men 

were pouring towards him. The whine of 
a high-powered rifle sounded ; a mush
room bullet spatted against the heavy 
windshield glass. 
The motor raced ; the lead sung like a 

horde of bees about the cab. 
One arm gripped, through the wind

shield, then about the tommy gun, Matt 
tried to return the fire. He was hurt, but 
not so badly that he couldn't help. The 
truck roared down the driveway, scat
tering men who crouched to aim at its 
tires. 
The tires were all right-the new safety 

type. They would not go flat for awhile. 
Tom got to the end of the driveway, swung 
and went down the road with the lead 
still pouring. He drove furiously towards 
New York for almost a mile before he 
made the direct right turn. 
He parked the truck and asked, "Matt ! 

How bad's that hit ?" 
Matt said slowly, " I'm-all right. Just 

-my leg. But seeing Cary die-and Cor
tez. It got me. Grey had a hundred men 
out there. He's a real devil, like Clive 
said. " 
Tom said, "Yes. " Then : "Can you hold 

the fort here for a few minutes, with the 
tommy gun ?" 
"Where you goin' ?" 
"To the devil, " Tom said. 
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T HE fire rag�d. Once again the 
garden was aflame, but this time 
it was a ravaging holocaust which 

levelled the carefully-planted :;:hrubs and 
plants. Tom waited, behind a tree. 

The fire engines had come, and the 
police. It \Yottld be necessary to go back 
pretty soon, to make a getaway with Matt. 
A man came staggering, his jaw twisted 
oddly. I t  was Thick Ear. 

Tom collared him. Thick Ear tried to 
talk, failed. The man was frightened to 
death. Tom said, " Grey ! I want your 
boss. I 'l l  tear you apart if you don't tell 
me ! " 

Thick Ear mumbled. Then he pointed 
aloft. A plane clipped, circled, flew over 
the horizon. Thick Ear grunted. "Got 
'way. Devil ! Men kil led . . .  all over . . .  
He got 'way ."  

Tom Jet t he  man go. 
There was no reason for hangiug 

around. For a second he watched the 
great house of Oswald Cortez provide a 
pyre for the unfortunate mill ionaire. 

George Grey had failed to gain a foot
hold in munitions ; had failed to pin a mur
der rap on Tom Kincaid . But once again 
he had gone free while his henchmen 
paid. 

Tom's own wounds hegan to ache. He 
walked toward the truck, a mile down the 
road, evading a couple of cruising police-

men. He stumbled the last yards and 
gained the cab. 

Towards ;-.Jew York, the t ruck hnn
hered along. Matt slept fitfully. Tom was 
dogged, trying to make time. There was 
still Reel the Goon, in jail for murder. If 
he could make Red talk-

Just over the bri clge a boy was yell
nig, " Extry ! Extry ! All ahout sensa
t ional jail-break ! Extry ! " 

Tom bought the paper, knowing iull 
well what he would read : R ed the Goon 
had escaped ! There had been no violence, 
he sa,.\·. Just a walkaway. Someone had 
been bribed, the story hinted. Someone 
with authority. 

Grey had learned the ways of the under
world with amazing swiftness. Now he 
had bought the necessary minions of the 
law. �ow he was moving in l ike the 
mobsters of other days. But unlike those 
gargantuan denizens of the underworld, 
the ex-banker was clever ! 

Tom drove towards a hospital, which 
would be a haven without publicity. 
George Grey was still at large, and the 
country would never be safe so long as 
Grey could use those mjllions for his evil 
ends. 

Upon Tom Kincaid's broad shoulders 
rested the burden. They did not slump as 
the truck rolled over the side s1 reets of 
New York. 

THE END 
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Viv!d/ Ori�ntal Myst�ry Nov�l By DONALD G. CORMACK 
The gripping story of a detective who had to solve the same case twice 
-in order to JaZJe himself and the girl he loved from the slinking 

menace of a Chinatown gone mad for vengeance! 

CHAPTER ONE 

Who Am I? 

I WAS sitting on the edge of the l itt le 

i ron cot, staring at the patch of sun
light on the rough stone floor. There 

were black diagonals running through the 
square of gold where the bars across the 
small winclovY blotted th ei r shadows 
through the light . Slowly, as the sun sank 
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in the west. the patch of light crept to
ward my feet. It was almost touching my 
shoes now. In another half hour, I knew, 
the sun would be gone. 

I don't know how long I'd been sitting 
there, looking at the floor. Hours, maybe. 
There was a giant metronome beating a 
slow. ponderous rhythm deep within my 
head, and each throb of it sent a shock of 
pain through my whole body. But the 
pain was getting better now ; it wasn't 
nearly as bad as it had been yesterday. 
And the day before. . . That was queer ! 
I couldn't remember the day before. The 
wall of pain seemed to have cut away all 
my yesterdays. 

It was like coming out of a dream slow
ly . . .  slowly . . . .  

Far back in my mind I had a kaleido
scopic memory of a hospital ward-the 
prison hospital. There was a nurse mixed 
up in it ; it seemed to me she had red hair. 
I could remember a tired-looking, elderly 
doctor who'd mumbled to himself as he 
dressed my head ; something about "trau
ma" and "possible complications. " After 
that there was the cell again, with me sit
ting in it, alone with my pounding skull. 
I don't know how long they kept me in the 
hospital . or how many days I'd been back 
in my cell. 

The other prisoners shuffled out of the 
tier on their way to the shops ; they came 
back for the lunch-time roll call, then 
marched away again.  not to return until 
night. I didn't join them. My lunch and 
dinner were brought to my cell, and I 
didn't have to go to the shops. Not j ust 
yet. anyway. 

That day, as I watched the patch of 
sunlight creep tO\vard my feet, I finally 
came out of it. The haze in my mind had 
been slowly clearing. until now I was 
aware of my surroundings again. And 'it 
was then I realized that the past had 
slipped away from me. I only knew that 
I was an imprisoned convict ! I didn't 
even know my own name ! 

That sudden realization brought me to 
my feet. Who was I ?  What was I doing 
here ? I jumped to the door of the cell and 
grabbed the bars in unreasoning terror
pure animal terror of the unknown. I 
shook the bars until the heavy door 
clashed on its hi nges ; I yelled twice at the 
top of my lungs-but nothing happened. 
The cell tier was empty, and no one paid 
any attention. 

A moment later I managed to get a par
tial grip on my nerves. I stood rigidly 
where I was, and felt the sweat on my 
body get cold and clammy beneath the 
dun-gray uniform I wore. I kept repeat
ing to myself, " Steady, kid ! Steady ! Let 
it ride a while ; don't force it ." 

If someone were born full grown he 
would have felt much the same way as I 
did. The panic of the moment even made 
me forget the steady pounding in my head 
that had been with me through those half
remembered days. I turned back into the 
cell and examined the place in which I'd 
spent weeks, months-maybe years. I 
didn't know. 

There was a dirty mirror on the oppo
site wall, a small shelf standing below it. 
I walked unsteadily over to the mirror and 
looked into it, half afraid of what I might 
see. But it wasn't so bad : a rugged, 
square-jawed face that might have been 
called strong if only it weren't expressing 
such bewildered panic. And the eyes
they were like blank windows. dull with 
the grime of vacancy. Like it or not, the 
stranger I saw was myself. 

Marks of adhesive plaster on my fore
head showed where a big bandage must 
have been held in place. It was gone now ; 
only a small patch was stuck high on my 
left forehead. Evidently the damage to my 
head hadn't been done on the outside. I 
yanked the bandage off and saw a cut that 
had been stitched. It was almost healed 
now, and my black hair seemed to droop 
down naturally to cover it.  So, that part 
wasn't very bad-if only . . .  
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"Hey, dreamy," a voice said suddenly. 
I turned to see a uniformed guard stand
ing at the door of the cell. "How you 
feeling. dreamy ? Come out of the shadow 
world yet ?" 
\Vhen I didn't answer, he went right on. 

"You're lookin' better kid. I 'm glad to 
see it. \Varden Haas says he \vants to talk 
to you as soon as you know the score. I 'll 
take you down tomorrow morning. I have 
a hunch something new has come up on 
your case. Or maybe they're going to re
ward you for helping stop that jail break. 
Maybe they're going to sew some wound 
stripes on your snappy uniform." The 
guard laughed pleasantly. 
He went away then. I sat down on the 

cot again. My h�ad was still hammering, 
and each beat of my heart served to bat
ter tender brain tissue. The questions that 
kept repeating themselves over and over 
didn't help any. 
Was I a cheap little hoodlum convicted 

of petty crime ? Or was I, perhaps, a
murderer ? Pickpocket ! Safe cracker ! 
Forger ! Embezzler ! The questions be
came accusations after a while, and at last 
I stretched out on the cot, trying to con
centrate on the sounds that came from the 
machine lathes in a prison shop nearby. 
I got my dinner before the other con

victs returned. A young doctor came with 
it. He tested my reflexes by tapping my 
knees with a little rubber mallet, searched 
my eyes with a small flashlight, then asked 
me a lot of questions. Most of my an
swers were "I don't know, " or "I don't 
remember ; " but I did remember stuff that 
happened in the last few hours. 
"Where's the dressing I put on your 

head ?" 
"The bandage ? I don't remember, " I 

said again. "Maybe I lost it somewhere. 
Maybe one of the guards has borrowed 
it. " 
"Well, don't lose this one," he said as 

he started to plaster me up again . Then 
he added : "You're all right. You've got 

what we call retrograde amnesia-loss of 
memory for the past. You 'II remember 
things from now on, and that blank past 
will come back slowly, too. In six nwnths 
-maybe Jess-you'll get it all back. " 
The doc left and I ate my cold dinner. 

The food made a heavy drowsiness settle 
over me, almost as though I'd been 
drugged. I got undressed, removed the 
annoying bandage and turned in. I felt as 
though J hadn't slept in a week. I guess 
that was right. too, as far as normal sleep 
was concerned. I didn't know a thing 
until morning. 

T HE pain was almost gone next day, 
and I felt pretty good. But the past 
was as blank as ever. I tried not to 

think about anything but the present. I 
didn't have much chance for anything else, 
anyway. Shortly after breakfast the barber 
came in and gave me a quick shave. He 
was a short, fat guy, with a nervous man
ner and a wild look in his eyes. He was a 
convict, too, and I couldn't help feeling 
nervous when he started scraping me un
der the chin. A guard stood only six feet 
away, but he might just as well have been 
up in Albany if the fat guy got out of hand 
suddenly. 
The barber was almost finished when he 

began to whisper without moving his lips 
-prison fashion. At first I didn't know 
who was talking, hut I got the words all 
right. 
' 'They miss you when they try las· time. 

They fail , " he said. "Thatsa good ! Is 
fine ! Maybe you be lucky \vhen they try 
again. Is always a chance you be lucky 
again. I hope you gotta the habit ! "  
So somebody had tried to get me ! The 

barber hadn't said if they try, he'd said 
wizen they try ! That was a big comfort to 
a guy who wasn't trying to figure friends 
and enemies, but who was only trying to 
remember his own name and background. 
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I kept thinking about the whole set-up 
in a sort of detached way until the guard 
came for me, shortly after noon. It was 
almost as though I were watching a movie 
about a stranger stuck on a tough spot. 
The whole thing was impersonal, if you 
see what I mean. In a very short time, 
though, there was nothing detached about 
my thinking or the way I felt. Things 
hecame· vivid and very real. There's noth
ing impersonal about murder when you're 
the intended victim. 

I was standing by the little window, 
lookit�g out toward the river when I heard 
the rattle of keys behind me. The lock of 
the cell clicked open. 

"All right, Winter," the guard said. 
"Follow me. " 

But he didn't let me do any following. 
He took me by the arm and marched me 
through long corridors, unlocking and re
locking three doors before we came to an 
elevator that took us up to the warden's 
office. \Ve were almost there when the 
guard turned and grinned at me. 

" You were born lucky, kid," he said. 
" That guy died. It's a murder rap now. 

. But the warden's got good news for you. " 
Murder rap ! Then I had been in for 

atrocious assault with intent to kill-but 
now it was murder ! What possible good 
news would come out of that ? Winter, 
the guard had called me. W inter-mur
derer ! 

Warden Haas' voice told us to come in. 
A moment later I was facing the small, 
gray-haired man behind the desk. 

" Here's your prisoner, sir, " the guard 
announced stiffly. " Michael \Vinter, thir
teen twenty-seven. "  

Haas didn't say anything right away. 
He was looking at me silently, with a 
strange expression on his face ; not angry 
nor accusing, j ust puzzled. 

" I'm worried about you, son, " he said 
at last. " But first let me tell you you're 
free. Another man confessed to the crime 
of which you were convicted. I hope you 

won't be embittered by this miscarriage of 
j ustice. After all. two weeks in prison 
won't harm you permanently. You'll take 
it in your stride, I 'm sure. What's got me 
worried is that head injury you sustained. 
The doctor's report . . .  " 

" I'm all right now, sir, " I said quickly. 
" It's j ust the past that is gone. It'll come 
back. Relaxation will do it. " 

" Here's the point, Winter, "  Haas per
sisted. "There was a prison break at
tempted, as you know. Y ott refused to fall 
in with it ; you even tried to prevent it.  
That's hov,· you were inj ured. I 'm con
vinced that break-out was simply a ruse, 
a camouflage to cover up an intended mur
der-your murder ! Luckily, it failed-this 
time. But there's nothing to stop a second 
try ! "  

" I  can take care of myself, " I said quiet
ly, and I was surprised at the unconscious 
note of conviction in my voice. 

" You've got money, position and influ
ence. There's no reason why you shouldn't 
be able to take care of yourself. However, 
I'm afraid you'll be foolish enough to try 
to get to the bottom of the frame-up that 
sent you here, and the reason for these at
tempts on your life. In your present state, 
that would be suicide. " 

Haas was about to say something more 
when the door opened and a city detec
tive came in, with a prisoner handcuffed 
to him. He unlocked the handcuffs and 
walked to the warden's desk. 

" Here's your new prisoner, Warden," 
he said. " The one to replace Winter. Do 
you want to book him now and sign for 
the delivery ?" 

The warden grunted and began to rum
mage through some papers on his desk. I 
looked over at the new prisoner and gave 
a start of surprise when I saw him clearly. 
He was a small Chinese with a seamy, 
aged-parchment face. His small black eyes 
darted quickly to the three other men, no
ticing that we weren't observed. Then he 
smiled as though there were a secret un-
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derstanding between us-and one of his 
almond eye� deliberately winked at me ! 
At the same time, without moving his arm 
from his side, he flipped a ball of paper 
with his thumb. Instinctively, I caught the 
paper, and turned toward the warden with 
the same movement to avoid detection. 
The little bit of business had gone unseen. 
But what possible connection could I 

have with a Chinese murderer ? The war
den had said I had money, position, influ
ence-yet a ragged, aged Oriental killer 
had penned some note to me in the hopes 
of being able to pass it later ! Why ? 
"Arrange for Winter's railroad ticket," 

the warden said without looking up. 
"Here's his release. Get his clothes, and 
let him go whenever he wants. There's a 
train around six, I think. " 
All the way back to the cell I was eager 

to read the note the little Chinaman had 
given me. It might give me a line on my 
exact status, might help to answer some 
questions. But it didn't. It only made the 
whole set-up more confusing. The note 
read : 

Look out for The Merchant of Death ! 

Beware the glass spheres ! The M erchat�t 

and his men may be waiting. Smith and 

Mary will try to meet you with the limou

sine. If you have to take the train, there 

will be an escort waiting at tlte termi11al 

in New York. Sa,n Yat Sun sends best 

wishes from The Cause. Good luck ! 
Lin Sen. 

Smith, Sang Y-at Sun, Mary, Lin Sen 
-how had the skein of my past life been 
woven in with those names ? The Mer
chant of Death was my enemy ; Sang Yat 
Sun, evidently, my friend. But how in the 
name of heaven was I to tell them apart ?· 
And what was this "Cause ?" Was I the 
leader of some criminal outfit ? And the 
"glass spheres"-! didn't even try to dope 
that one out. It was too fantastic. Maybe 
the little Chinaman was nuts I 

Just how crazy he wag I iound out 
shortly. 

CHAPTER TWO 

Riotous Reception 

T hey brought me my clothes about four that afternoon. I could tell at 
a glance that the suit had cost 

plenty ; and the silk shirt was a made-to
order job. That made me feel better-it 
indicated I was far from broke. But the 
sealed manila envelope that came aloncr 

• 
b 

wtth the clothes gave me the biggest Ieick 
of all. When I ripped it open I found a 
bunch of keys, a wrist watch, and a wallet. 
The wallet contained seven hundred bucks 
for pocket money ! 
I was sufficiently impressed by the 

whole thing. The small identification card 
in one pocket of the ''lrallet read : "This 
is to certify that the person named, de
scribed and pictured below has been li
censed as a private detective until the ex
piration date stamped hereon ." And there 
was my picture, with the official seal of the 
State of New York impressed through it. 
I was still trying to absorb all that when 

I came on the next surprise. It was a 
statement-in what was obviously my own 
handwriting-reading : "I, Michael Win
ter, hereby acknowledge my custodianship 
of valuables worth, as of this date, $500,-
000.00. These valuables are the property 
of the organization represented by Sang 
Y at Sun, and shall be surrendered on de
mad under the conditions already agreed 
upon. " 
A half million bucks I I was holding 

something (I didn't know what) for some 
Chinese (who was no more than a name) , 
and I had placed these valuables for safe
keeping in some place of which I hadn't 
the vaguest memory ! From that moment 
Sang Yat Sun's name took on a sinister 
quality. 
For the time being I had forgotten all 
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about The Merchant of Death. It didn't 
occur to me then that others, too. could be 
vitally interested-a half million hucks 
worth-or that Orientals have many force
ful met.hods of urging remembrance on a 
forgetful mind. 
It was the return of the tier-block guard 

that brought me back to the present. He 
unlocked the cell , escorted me down the 
corridor and turned me over to the guard 
who had conducted me to the warden's 
office earlier that day. The second attend
ant took me out on the grounds. across to 
the double-gate entrance. On the way he 
gave me my railroad ticket, told me the 
train time, and finally held out his hand. 
"Funny thing, Mr. Winter. " he said as 

we parted, "first you get framed into the 
pen for heating the life out of some 
hopped-up Tong member, and then an 
Oriental jailbird tries to flatten your head 
with a club, and finally a l ittle old Chink 
confes�es you out of the jug. It's what 
they call poetry justice. Just like poetry
it sounds crazy. " 
The attendant in the gate house was 

opening up when the guard remembered 
something else. "Oh, yeah-there's a girl 
waiting outside for you. Mary-er, some
thing-or-other. The gate phoned in an 
hour ago. " · 

We shook again, and I walked through. 
The Chinaman's note had said there'd be 
a Mary and a Smith waiting for me with 
a car-not that I was trusting anybody 
until I knew where I stood. But when I 
got outside I couldn't see anything wait
ing. person or car. 
It was a small half-frightened voice to 

one side that revealed the girl. She was 
alone. 
"Mike :" she whispered. "Mike, is that 

you ?" 
It was late afternoon now ; the shadows 

were long. Her tiny form was indistinct, 
but I could see she was the prettiest little 
thing any man could hope to find waiting. 
I walked over slowly, not knowing what 

to say ; and her big eyes were searching 
my face intently. 
"Hello, Mary, " I mumbled. "It was 

good of you to come. " She seemed to be 
waiting for something-but ,.,.hat else 
could I say ? 
She didn't seem to hear my words. Her 

two small hands were gripping my arms 
with surprising strength ; she looked up at 
me. 
"So it is true ! ' ' she said fiercely, at last. 

"They did hurt you in there ! It's your 
memory, isn't it . Mike ? You don't remem
ber me at all. . . . Dear, I can see it in 
your eyes-you're looking at me as though 
for the first time ! " 
I thought she was going t o break out 

crying. but she didn't. She turned sud
denly dmvn the road, holding me by one 
arm and whispering something about tak
ing care of me ; about waiting until we got 
home. I figured I'd let her get over the 
shock before I tried to explain. 
The prison is located on the river and 

the nearest town is about a mile away, 
higher on the bank. A dreary dirt road 
connects the two, winding across aban
doned fields that are almost covered by 
wild shrubs and second-growth woods. 
It's a depressing stretch of country at best ; 
ancl in the dusk it was more than forlorn. 
�either of us spoke. I figured it was 

best to wait for lights and people before 
saying anything. I remember covertly 
studying the girl 's clean-cut profile. and 
liking the alert awareness of her self
reliant manner. She surprised me sud
denly. though. when she stopped abruptly 
and turned to me. 
"Mike, I want you to kiss me," she said 

in a tense voice. "I 'll make you remember 
me ! Kiss me ! " 
I was a little slow, I guess. I stepped 

forward and held her by the shoulders, 
looking down at her pretty face ; then 
leaned down to meet her lips with mine. 
But some alert sense remained with me
l heard the footsteps behind ! 
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I stiffened, started to turn. but the girl 's 
hands held me firmly, almost desperately 
--and I realized then she must have seen 
all along -what ·was behind me ! The sav
age wrench of my muscles never got start
ed. The girl thrust me violently back
ward, off balance, di rectly in the path of 
the clark form that rushed at me. club up
raised ! 

" Slug him. Togo ! ·• I heard her yell . 

I ·r J� neyer know how a forgotten skill 
subconsciously guided my hands in 
that wild moment. I was on one 

knee. the figure rushing directly at me 
with the club already descending. when 
my arms shot up in practised deliberate
ness-one under his chin, another under 
his left armpit. A sharp twist and a heave. 

why. This ga.ng of Oriental th ugs wa�1ted 
me alive ! 

They were spreading out now. circling 
to cut me off. I sa\\" I hadn't a chance of 
breaking through that slowly closing ring 
of yellow assassins. Realizing how hope
less my position was, I came to a halt. 
breathing heavily. my eyes searching wild
ly for some avenue of escape. And then a 
m ircle of assi stance arrived. 

It came in the shape of a black l imou
sine. roaring over the crest of the hill. 
slewing from the road to jolt and bounce 
crazily as it crashed its way across the 
field. Guns were blazing from the open 
windows of the car. It circled the field 
once, then came to a halt in a central posi
tion. 

After those lightning seconds of action . 

Donald Cormack, who wrote this novel, tells a moving, revealing 

story of the loan shark racket in June Detective Tales. PAYMENT 

WHEN DUE is an unforgettable yarn ! 

and his body was flying through the air. 
The attacker landed a good fifteen feet 

down the road, with force sufficient to jar 
an automatic from a shoulder holster. 
Other figures were rising in the semi
darkness. in a wide circle about me, and I 
didn't hesitate. A split second later I wa� 
running. crouched over, toward that 
dropped gun. Once I had it in my hand, I 
spun and angled off the road-directly 
into the path of a waiting Oriental, armed 
with a gun and club ! I shot instinctively, 
never expecting to escape the lead slug 
the Jap , .. ,as set to deliver-but he never 
fired ! The fool tried to get me with his 
club instead of using his gun ! 

As I streaked into the nearby woods, I 
realized none of the others had taken a 
shot at me-shots that would have been 
set-ups for them. And then I understood 

I heard a girl's voice yelling, " Run M i
chael ! Head for the railroad ! We'!! cover 
you ! "  

Now several dark forms had spilled 
from the car, were crouching beside it in  
the concealing shrubbery as the gun-war 
reached ne\v intensity. It was then that 
the fantastic episode occurred. 

One of the men from the limousine-a 
Chinese, I saw-attempted suddenly to

, 
shift his position from one side of the car 
to the other. For a moment his form was 
limmed in the headlig-hts. and at the same 
moment one of the attackers leaped to his 
feet, his arm whipping forward as though 
he 'vere throwing a baseball. That attack
er immediately paid with his life for the 
act-but his glinting projectile was arcing 
through the air. The Chinese saw the 
missile hurtling toward him ; he screamed 
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stridently, clumsily attempting to thrust 
his body aside. Anrl then the glas!' ball 
struck. 

The nightmare sequence that followed 
took only seconds of time, but it seemed 
like an eternity. The ball shattered-and 
the entire field was vividly lighted by the 
blinding globe of fierce flame. 

As the dead Chinese slumped slowly 
forward I remembered the words of the 
note the aged Chinaman had passed me 
-the crazy, unbelievable words : " Look 
(lttf for The Merchant of Death--aud be
wau the glass spheres ! '' I wished fervent
ly I were still locked up in my cell at the 
prison. where death. if i t  did come, came 
in a recognizable, under�tanclable form. 

The !'ight had frozen the actions of 
everyone, even the attackers, and a voice 
from the limousine broke the silence. A 
man was shouting : " B oss, make a break 
for the train ! V/ e can't leave until you're 
safely away ! "  

J knew i t  was the only way. The shoot
ing had started again and it would be im
possible for me to get to the ca r. I stum
bkd forward in the half clark, almost blind 
from the eye-stabbing bril liance of that re
cent flash. \Vhether it was pure luck or 
whether the others were as blind as T was, 
I don't know ; hut soon the shooting was 
behind me and I was on the outskirts of 
the town. Once again the sky was lighted 
with that fierce blaze. and shortly after
ward I heard an automobile's motor roar 
into life as my rescuers made thei r escape. 

A glance at my watch told me my train 
was due. Oblivious to the stares of the 
townspeople. I trotted through the streets 
and ran onto the platform just as the train 
was starting to pull out. 

FOR the first ten minutes of the trip 
I struggled to compose my ragged 
nerves. They had taken quite a beat

ing in the past twelve hours. 

I succeeded in calming myself by simply 
stating all the facts I knew in straight
forward words. I had position, money and 
influence-but I also acted as a private 
in vestigator when the spirit moved me. I 
had been engaged in some case in which I 
was the custodian of half a million in valu
ables for some Oriental group. That group 
was trying to protect me. But a second 
group of Orientals wanted to get their 
hands on me-alive. I had been framed 
into the penitentiary-where an attempt 
was made on my l ife. By the second 
group ? Probably. And that attempt at 
murder, though a failure, had robbed me 
of my memory. Knowing thi s, through 
the underworld contacts at the prison, the 
second group had tried to lead me into a 
trap by haYing a girl pose as :Mary on my 
release. But The Merchant of Death had 
failed, through the intervention of my own 
crowd. In a few minutes I would be met 
by Sang Yat Sun. leader of my "cause " 
-or. rather, some cause with \vhich I had 
become allied. 

It  occurred to me then that a newspaper 
might give me additional facts to help fill 
in the blank in my past. On a �eat, half 
way do\\·n the deseried car. I found one 
discarded. .'\ minute later I was reading 
the item relating to my release from pris
on. There \Yasn't much in it I didn't al
ready know ; only the last paragraphs were 
of interest. 

" I t  is said. " the account ran. "that Win
ter \\·as co-operating with the hetter ele
ments of Chinatown in an effort to wipe 
out the wave of terrorization and extor
tion that some criminal gang has been at
tempting here-a crime empire that was a 
sort of Sino-J ap counterpart of our own 
Chicago-Capone set-up of a few years ago, 
though with distinctly Oriental angles 
added. 

" Police scoff at such reports as The 
Merchant of Death story-a fantastic leg
end of a shadowy, unseen Oriental over
lord-which have been circulating in some 
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gullible quarters. Explaining the bodies 
recently found in Chinatown-to date, 
seven in all-police point out it is a brutal, 
macabre method of preventing identifica
tion once murder has been done. They are 
unable to explain at this time why the bod
ies were not disposed of. They promise, 
however, that those responsible will soon 
be apprehended. "  

Those two paragraphs showed me that 
the police were even more in the dark than 
I was. I realized, too, that whatever the 
forces I opposed, my fight had only just 
begun. 

\Vhen I thought of the half million 
bucks worth of valuables I was supposed 
to hold in trust, I had a sinking feeling in 
my stomach. Certain it was that the " bet
ter elements " of Chinatown were inter
ested in my health-until that fortune had 
been turned over. If my health level were 
to be lowered, they'd do the lowering per
sonally-and slowly. It looked as though 
I was a permanent loser no matter what 
way the dice fell, unless I could do some 
remembering in a hurry-500,000 dollars 
worth. 

The train was squeaking and groaning 
as it pulled to a stop in Grand Central 
Terminal. The platform was fairly crowd
ed, and I spotted the figure of the huge 
Chinese who lounged inconspicuously at 
one side. As soon as he saw me at the 
window, he turned and nodded to some 
one farther down. I passed a half dozen 
heavy-shouldered Orientals before the 
train came to a stop. 

A fine sweat bathed my brow as I left 
the car. I knew I had to face the music
and I knew that Sang Yat Sun and my 
"escort" were awaiting me anxiously. 
Once on the platform, a tall, smiling Chi
nese walked up to me. This was evidently 
Sun himself, and his smile sent a shiver 
through me. It was the kind you turn on 
or off at will ; the sort of smile he might 
be wearing as he knifed you, or when he 
acknowledged an introduction. 

" \\' elcome, Boss \\Tinter, " he said quiet
ly in a high voice. "I have come, with a 
few of your faithful followers, to escort 
you home. \Ve feared in your j ourney 
danger might beset you. You will forgive 
us, I know, if we appear over-solicitous for 
your well being. Friendship and affection 
often magnify possible evil .  \\Till you walk 
with me ? "  

" Let's go, Sun . "  I replied, and the 
sound of my voice surprised me. Inside, I 
didn't feel any too good, but my voice was 
confident, even domineering. I knew that 
if I could maintain that attitude, I might 
stall these people for a while. 

Sun and I walked toward the exit, and 
the other Orientals paralleled our course 
in a wide, uneven circle about us. I had 
the uneasy impression that they were the 
honorary pall bearers at a funeral-my 
funeral . 

. 

CHAPTER THREE 

Pieces of the Past 

T HE Oriental and I entered a limou
sine that waited outside the term
inal. As soon as the car pulled away 

from the curb, the Chinese who had 
formed our escort melted unobstrusively 
into the crowds on the sidewalk. Sang 
Yat Sun spoke into the little telephone. 
giving the chauffeur in front my address. 
After that he was silent, but I knew his 
wide-slanted eyes were studying me. 

Theater traffic choked the streets. We 
moved forward slowly. I recognized street 
numbers ; fashionable restaurants whose 
interiors I could have described minutely 
-I think I could have drawn a pretty 
complete map of the whole city. And that 
was a strange thing. I knew where places 
were, what they looked like ; but I had 
absolutely no memory of ever having been 
there myself. 

My own background was lost, but the 
pattern of larger things was still intact. 
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"A di sagreeable and regrettable epi

sode. " Sun said softly, at long last. " Your 

incarceration wi th felons. I mean. As soon 
as I heard. I called together the Loyal 
Sons and asked for a volunteer to confess. 
Lin Sen received that honor. T t is  t9o bad 
he must be executed for a crime he did 
not commit.  hut it will  he a glorious death. 
Yon had to be saved at any cost. He is 
the instrument of your salvation . "  

I straightened i n  the seat. ' · Yon mean 
that T -in Sen had nothing to do with the 
crime ? ' '  

The Chinese shrugged. " Does it mat
ter ? But I 'm sure you do not suggest that 
one of your O\\'n men would have com
mitted a murder and then let his leader 
stand convicted of the crime. " Sun's slit
l idded eyes alone were alive in the inscru
t ible yellow mask of his face ; those eyes 
burned with black intensity as they hored 
into mine. " It is said that you snff ered a 
l0ss of memory while in prison. Ts that 
true ? "  

" .Exaggerated . "  I saicl, hut feel ing my 
muscles tighten . "Greatly exaggerated . "  

\Ve were getting closer to the poi nt.  
" Nevertheless, "  he persisted, " the pos

sibility of such a tragedy has alarmed me. 
as well as the men. Do you not think you 
ought to share your knowledge of the 
whereabouts of the diamonds ? I presume 
you did not have time to place them in a 
vault. The police came for you so quickly. 
If t \\'O or three of us knew . . .  " 

Dia11 1onds ! So that was it ! I remem
bered the words of the note in my wallet : 
" . . .  shall he surrendered on demand un
der the cond itions already agreed upon . "  

I sa id.  " You know the agreement,  Sun. 
It still goes. " 

" Ah-h ! ' '  Sun whispered strangely. his 
long lingers twining together. " Very well .  
then . "  

The l imousine pulled t o  the curb in 
front of a fashionable apartment-hotel ; the 
chauffeur came around to open the door. 
Sun said, " I  shall produce a member of 

the Chinese Consultate and demand their 
surrender tomorrow. I am so gratified 
everything will conclude happily. so re
l ieved-for your sake. In the meantime, 
M r. vVinter, guard t hose diamonds well. 
If  they were to be lost or misplaced, I 
could not be respon�ihle for the fanatical 
rage of my countrymen . They are very 
primitive in their loyalty. 1 'm afraid they 
would spare neither you-nor those you 
IO\·e ! "  

I fel t like smashing a fi st into his long, 
narrow face-both in  fear and in anger. 
Instead. I turned away from him, glarerl 
for a moment into the vacantly grinning 
brown face of the Enrasian chauffeur, 
then �trade into the building and entered 
an elevator. 

I had expected the arrangement of my 
apartment to he familiar, but it wasn 't. 
I 'd never seen anything like i t  in my life. 
I stood at the door for several minutes 
gazing at the chaos before me. Furniture 
had been ripped apart, bit by bit ; lamp 
bases had been sma�hed ; the walls had 
been broken in all hollow places ; my radio 
was a shambles of v.·ires and shattered 
tubes ; books strewed the floor, and draw
ers were dumped unceremoniously. Every
thing hollow or closed had been broken 
\\'ide open. 

My reaction then was typical. I think. 
I grabbed a bottle from the liquor stand, 
half fi lled a tumbler and went to the kit
chenette to get ice cubes and soda. Then, 
the drink complete, I sat on a heap of 
wool stuffing, wires and feathers that once 
had been an easy chai r and tried to do 
some t hinking. But my only.thoughts came 
in the form of questions : \Vere the dia
monds gone ? If  so, who had found them ? 
And then , suddenly, 1 knew they were 
sti l l  in the apartment ! The mysterious 
Merchant of Death and his crew, as well 
as Sang Yat Sun and his followers, were 
anxious that I continue l iving for the next 
few hours. That meant only I knew-or 
was supposed to know-the whereabouts 
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of the jewel fortune. What methods they'd 
adopt to share that knowledge, I did not 
care to, guess. 
But one threat stuck in my mind with 

grim insistence : " They'd spare ueither 
you-nor those you love ! "  

My doorbell rang then . brought me out 
of it. I was good and sore, tired of being · 
shoved around by both people and circum
stance. 
The automatic I had captured up near 

the penitentiary was still in my pocket. I 
yanked it out, thumbed down the safety 
catch as I strode into the foyer. then flung 
the door wide open with the gun held level 
at my waist. 

Two people stood outside ; a man 
and a girl. The man was heavy 
and clumsy ; he had the face of a 

pleasant looking bun dog-faithful and 
tough. But i t was the girl I really looked 
at. 
She was almost too lovely to be true, 

too beautiful to be real. She was small, 
with darkish blonde hair and gray eyes
eyes that were wide with surprise. 
\Ve stood that way for several minutes 

-me goggling at the girl ; the two of 
them gaping at the gun I still held leveled. 
It was the square-faced man ·who spoke 
first. 
"You got a permit for that thing, 

Boss ?" He laughed uneasily, without con
victim. "You gonna ask us in ? Or are 
you gonna wait while we grow ?" 

The girl said only, "Michael ! " without 
taking her eyes off my gun. 
I felt like a fool as I put the gun away 

and stood aside. I knew from the man\ 
deep-timhred voice that he was the one 
who had led the rescue gang near the pris
on. The girl, then, was the real Mary
and the paper I'd read on the train had 
mentioned a Mary Bannister to whom I 
was reportedly engaged ! Elation swept 
over me as I followed them into the sham
bles of a living room. 
I saw at a glance the difference between 

this girl and the one who had led me into 
the trap. Not only on the outside, either, 
but in the way she controlled herself after 
the shock of my loss of memory. There 
was no over-acted sorrow, no semi-hys
terics. 
" I'm sorry, Michael, " she said. "\Ve 

heard earlier. But things will work out. 
dear. You'll see. We'll make them work 
out. " Her lower lip trembled slightly, but 
she held it with her teeth. She was game 
-a fighter. 
The man 'vith Mary was roaming about, 

observing the chaos, nudging piles of 
wrecked furnishings with his toe and 
clucking to himself as he shook his head 
in disapproval. He limped heavily, I 
noticed. 
"Some mess, boss ," he remarked sadly 

when he came back into the room. "You 
won't hardly ever get the place properly 
set to rights. Umh-u mh ! I never saw 
such a mess. " 
Then he looked embarrassed. " I 'm 

Gimpty Smith, the guy who takes care of 
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you and the apartment-except when those 
heathens trick me away for a solid ten 
hours. This little doll is  your fi nancay , 
Mary Bannister. \Ve "re glad you rode that 
train in the coach instead of in the bag
gage car. M ore comfortable in a chair 
than in a wooden box. Lost t wo 1 1 1en in 
t he fight. The car's a wreck. " 

As his  j erky sentences were spoken . 
Gi mpty Smith pi led a lot of woolen stuff
ing into the bare wooden frame of a chair, 
then threw a torn piece of fabric over the 
mound and offered the chair to 1\lary. 
While he was fixing two more seats, I 
mixed some drinks. Finally the three of 
us sat in a ci rcle while I told Mary and 
Gimpty all I could remember. l figured 
they would fil l  out the blanks for me. 

" You outl ine the stuff that came before 
that, :Mary, " I said when I 'd fi ni shed. 
" For instance, how did I fi rst get into this 
thing ? "  

" That was my con tribution , "  she re
pl ied . "I run a l i t t le mission house down 
on Pell A l ley , in Chinatown. You've 
helped me fi nance i t ; as a matter of fact, 
you've helped in its administration at 
times. Well,  i t  was shortly after one of 
those hocl ies was found-t he second one, I 
th ink- " M ary bunched her shoulders 
sl ightly-" that I not iced the influx of new 
faces in the mi ssion. There were Euras
ians, Japs and new Chinese. \Ve both 
thought they might be the cause of the 
sudden unrest and terror in the Oriental 
:1uarter. and you started to investigate. "  

" Yeah, Boss. " Gimpty broke i n .  · ' You 
iiscovered these heathen thugs were or
�an ized to shake clown t he whole Chink 
.;ection-wcrc maybe shaking down other 
Chink settlements in the country. Their 
threat was this fi re husiness-they burn a 
guy-" 

" I  get the idea, Gimpty, "  I said quickly 
when J saw :Mary's face. 

Mary continued : " You discovered their 
leader was known as The Merchant of 
Death-but no one, prubahly not even his 

own men, knew his  real identity. He 
could even have been a white man. But  
one thing was certain-this whole cam
paign of extortion and slaughter had been 
organized by some patriotic outfit in J a p
an. That was the irony of it : they were 
forcing Chinese merchants to fi nance Jap
an'� war against China. 

"\Vhen you di scovered that, Michael , 
you went to the i l legal Chinese Tongs and 
organized them in a counter-movement. 
It was dangerous, but it was the only way 
to fight such a menace. And that's how 
Sang Yat Sun comes into it. He is one of 
the most in fluential men in Chinatown, 
but a member of no Tong. You invited 
him to head the association of Tongs
known as the Loyal Sons of Free China
becau se he was the on ly one all of them 
would trust, as he was not connected with 
any Tong. That was the beginning, and 
about as far as we were able to get before 
you were arrested . "  

I COULD understand Sang Yat Sun's 
grimness now. I shuddered when I 
realized the savagery of the allies I 

had l ined up to combat The M erchant of 
Death. Evil against evil-in the i n terests 
of eventual justice. .'\ nd in the meantime 
my life, and the l ives of my friends, rested 
on a foundation of T . N .T. Sang Yat Sun 
was on the samC' spot , too.  If  anything 
wen t wrong-as i t  had gone wrong-and 
every crazy Oriental Tong was after us, 
death would be the least of our worries. 
On the other hand,  if  The 1vferchant of 
Death got us first . . . .  

" One last fact i s  important , ' '  �J ary was 
explaining. " Al l  three of 11s knew that my 
Orit"ntal M ission was the focal point for 
any in vest igation ; it was there we learned 
the background of this scourge. But I was 
ordered to close the mission by the Board 
of Healt h-and there's only one man i n  
Chinatown with enough political pul l  to 
do that ! Delray-Martin Delray, the ma
chine politician and local ward-heeler ! It 
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takes an engraved invitation and a letter 
from the governor to get in to see him. 
You were working on that angle when the 
police took on that framed-up charge. 
Witnesses said they'd seen you knife one 
of Delray's thugs ! " 
A lead ? I 'll say i t was ! So that was 

why I had been sent away ! That was why 
Delray would waste no time in taking 
more forceful measures now that I was 
free again through the fake confession Sun 
had arranged. I knew I 'd have to see 
Martin Delray right away. 
Gimpty Smith's sudden laughter spiked 

my thoughts. He slapped his knee with 
his hand and said, "You forgot the best 
part ! It's the night before they grab the 
boss what I 'm talking about. The boss 
comes to me and says he thinks he's dis
covered the J aps' headquarters, then he 
gets dressed up in his evening clothes 
like he's going to a party. He leaves here 
about midnight-and comes back at dawn, 
still fresh and smiling. And he's got the 
diamonds ! They've been turning the 
dough into diamonds for easy shipment to 
Japan. But the boss swipes them before
hand ! What a laugh ! " 
He was, I felt, the only one who saw 

the humor. 
I t was shortly afterward that I sent 

Gimpty and Mary to a hotel where Mary 
would be safe and Gimpty could keep an 
eye on her room. First, though, I got 
three facts without their knowing it, or 
realizing I \vas about to set out for night
shrouded Chinatown, stamping-ground of 
the Tongs and headquarters of The Mer
chant of Death. 
From Gimpty I learned I had a road

ster in the apartment-hotel's garage, its 
key on my chain ; also, that on the same 
chain was a key to Mary's mission house 
on Pel! Alley. From Mary I got Martin 
Delray's address. Those facts were my 
passport to trouble. 
Ten minutes after they were gone, I 

was in the car and on my way. 

CHAPTER FOUR 

Murder's Mission 

I WASN'T kidding myself any about 
what I had to do. The blood wasn't 
leaping in my veins with the spirit of 

wild adventure. I was just grim and deter
mined, knowing I had a job that must be 
done--despite all the odds against me. I 
knew that if I failed, the loss was more 
than my own l ife-:-it was Mary's life as 
well. 
Delray was my man. It was after mid

night now, but I had to see him, slap the 
truth out of him if necessary ! The leader 
of the Japs was unknown, masquerading 
under the titie of The Master of Death. 
Even his own men didn't know who he 
was-and he could be a white man. 
It had been one of Delray's thugs who 

had been used to get me out of the way
both to stop my investigating and, per
haps, to give The Merchant of Death an 
opportunity to get his jewels back. I was 
going to see Delray, without an engraved . 
invitation. The engraved rifling on a 
lead bullet would do the trick. 
I left my roadster on the outskirts of 

Chinatown, walked through the narrow, 
twisting streets with upturned collar and 
down-angled hat. The unreality of this 
city within a city came to me then : the 
alley-like streets that were gloomy can
yons of shadow ; the shuffling alien forms 
that crowded past me, chattering in a sing
song monotone ; the exotic smells of spice 
and perfume that came from the basement 
shops ; the Eastern mystery that lurked 
behind curtained windows. 
I wasn't depending on any intricate 

stratagems now ; I was figuring on honest 
action. When I got to Delray's private 
home I knew that action was the only re
course left, anyway. Located on deserted 
Pell Alley, not far from Mary's mission, 
the isolated house was flanked on each 
side by dark warehouses-and every one 
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of its dark windows was i mpa�sably 
guarded by thick steel bars. 

In spite of the apparent inactivity of the 
place, I knew there were armed men on 
guard inside. Without breaking my stride, 
I approached the entrance deliberate] y. 
close to the flanking wa11 so that i t  would 
he impossible to see me from the windows 
above. Once inside the entranceway, I 
pu11ed out my automatic, held i t  an inch 
away from the lock and blasted three shots 
through the door as quickly as I could 
squeeze the trigger. The door swung 
loose. I went forward, into the dark foyer 
hall. Feet started pounding downstairs 
and a voice nearby grunted in sleepy 
alarm. 

Groping quickly in the blackness, I 
came on a ta11 vase, which I heaved with 
all my might into the living room beyoncl.  
As the vase crashed loudly into frag
ments, the second-floor guard rushed past 
me, a second thug banged noisily through 
from the kitchen and the sleepy front-hall 
man was shouting confused directions. I 
got upstairs to the second floor before 
they flipped an electric switch or thought 
to use their flashlights. From here in I 
had to trust to luck. 

Running down the haiJ toward the mas
ter bedroom, I rammed against a steel 
door-a door that had no outside knob ! 
On the spur of the moment I yelled, 
"Open up, Boss ! For God's sake, Delray 
-they're at your window ! Let me in ! 
It's the Tongmen ! "  

The panic that lived in this house, plus 
the surprise of my midnight action, is what 
probably put it over. The door clicked 
open ! In a single streak of movement I 
was inside, had slammed and locked the 
door, and had flipped the light switch, gun 
held ready. The gun wasn't needed. 

Delray stood before me in his pajamas, 
empty handed and half-paralyzed with 
fear. He was a big man ; once he had 
been powerful physically, but now he was 
just huge and flabby. His jowl-padded 

face was slack with fear ; his eyes were 
glazed in their deep sockets.  

" \\' in ter ! ' '  he said at la�t . almost with 
relief. " T  thought i t  was . . .  " He caught 
himself, nerve and composure comi.ng 
back. "\\!inter, what does this mean ? By 
Heaven, I ' ll  have you jai led for this mad 
stunt ! I ' ll-" 

" If I 'm jailed for this, Delray," I said, 
over his suddenly brave voice, " it'll be for 
murder ! You're through jailing me, 
Ward-Heeler. This time I 've come to kill 
you ! "  

The thugs had stal'ted pounding on the 
door now. realizing too late what had hap
pened. But they'd never break that steel 
barrier down . Delray knew it too. 

' ' What do you want, Winter ?" His 
voice was hoarse. " You must have a price. 

They all do. I 'm willing to pay ."  
" That 's better, " I told him. " You see, 

I happen to know you're the one behind 
this terror in Chinatown-and that means 
you're the one who framed me with those 
phoney \\'itnesses ; the one who arranged 
the attempt on my life in prison ; the one 
who asked the Board of Health to close 
the Oriental Mission so that my investi
gation couldn't continue ! It means, Del
ray, that you 're The AI erchant of Death ! 
The price of your l ife ? A complete, signed 
confession ! " 

He was shaking his head violently. 
" No, no ! You're wrong ! I was forced 
to do all those things ! I had to, to save 
my own neck ! "  His small eyes were riv
eted on the muzzle of my gun as it beaded 
on the center of his paunch. He was fas
cinated, half-hypnotized by that round 
eye of death. "\Vinter, I swear-" 

" You've got thirty seconds left ," I told 
him flatly. " If it isn't you, who is it ? 
\Vho forced you to do those things ? "  

" He was masked," Delray j ibbered des
perately. " I  couldn't see his face. He 
threatened to kill me like-like those oth
ers ! Winter, he was an extremely taU 
man. He looked like-" 
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Delray's voice choked off as he lifted 
his eyes to look behind me. Those eyes 
went suddenly wide ; he faltered hack
ward, heavy arms raised as though to 
ward off an attack. 

I wasn't ready to fall for the old trick 
-I kept the gun on him. It was when the 
lights in the whole house went out sud
denly that I knew he wasn't fooling. I 
threw myself sideways then , landing over 
at one side of the room on all fours-and 
it was at that second Martin Delray's 
voice shattered the quiet d<1rkness. 

He screamed . . . . 

I H EARD the shi veringly familiar 
tinkling sound a fraction of a sec
ond before that unbelievably brilliant 

light flooded the room with its eye-blind
ing vividness. 

Delray's screech choked off with sharp 
abruptness ; and the flames rapidly died 
out. 

But I didn't observe any action, short 
as it was. It would have been humanly 
impossible to have watched · it, anyway. 
At the sound of the fat politician's scream. 
my eyes jumped instinctively to the win
dow. the source of the attack. And I thank 
Heaven for that instinct ! At the very mo
ment I looked, I saw the gl inting streak of 
a second sphere-as it came directly at 
me ! A thousand hours of boyhood base
ball was the only thing that saved me. 
Before I even had time to think, my hands 
went up to meet the sphere ; I pivoted in  
a circle on one toe as  I gently broke the 
ball's momentum. 

It remained in my hands unshattered ! 
Afterward, sweat broke out on my body 

and my hands shook as I wrapped the frag
ile instrument of death in a large hand
kerchief and put it in my side pocket. It 
wasn't until that moment I noticed that 
the searing heat of the first sphere had 
· ' · - •  . .  n·rl m v  1·ight side, face and hand, and 

had started my coat smouldering. But I 
did disco\·er one thing-the cotnp(•sition 
of the bal ls. Inside the glass sphere I could 
sec bright, si lver-colored fil ings mixed 
with a black powder-probahly al uminum 
shreds mixed with oxide of iron. That, I 
knew. was the industrial composition of 
Thermite--and Thermite, used in welding 
steel, burned with a heat in excess of 3000 
degrees Centigrade ! It was easy to imag
ine what steel-melting heat would do to a 
man. The thing was primed, I saw, by a 
second glass ball i nside the first. That 
ball was filled with water, and when it  
burst it would set off chunks of metallic 
magnesium in the essential mixture, acting 
as a fuse. I got the shivers again when I 
realized The Merchant of Death was 
throwing Thermite at his victims. 

It was the thought of the man behind 
all this that got me started again .  I 
stepped across the room, not looking at 
Delray's body, and opened the steel door 
cautiously. The house was deserted. Del
ray's guards had fled at the first warning 
of the presence of The Master of Death. 
I figured I ought to be running, too-but 
I knew I wasn't going to. Instead. I was 
headed for the probable lair of The Mas
ter himself-Mary's deserted mission 
home ! 

Vo/hen I gained the street I could see 
faint tracings of dawn in the eastern sky. 
I had about an hour before daybreak. As 
I walked the short two blocks to the closed 
Oriental Mission I got a sudden hunch, a 
crazy hunch. The fat politician had said 
the masked leader had been an extremely 
tall man, and I had a feeling he was about 
to name Sang Yat Sun as his suspect. It 
would fit-Sun filled the description. \Vas 
it possible Sang Yat Sun was mixed up 
with both organizations ? 

Getting in the Oriental Mission was 
simple with the key. There was a wooden 
barrier nailed across the doorway. just as 
the windows were nailed up with boards, 
but it was easy to rip the boarding partly 
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loose, slip inside and use my key on the 
second doorway. Once inside. th ough , it 
looked as if I'd reached the end of the 
trail. 

A long row of sheet-covered bet�<:hes 
formed a sort of chapel in that first room. 
with a simple altar at the far end.  Here 
was where the services had been held
and it was obvious noth ing had been 
touched in the meantime. Then, off the 
sides, I found two publ ic rooms, a recrea

tion room, an office and a kitchen layout . 
Upstairs , I real ized . there would be noth
ing but small bedrooms and dorm itories. 
But what about the cellar ? That was m,· 

best bet ! 
. 

Here, again .  I met fai lure.  My pocket 
flash showed me plenty of regulation 
equipment . dust and fi lth-but noth ing 
more. I was about to turn back when I 
got my first lead-my ears, not my eyes, 
gave me the break. From somewhere
seemingly from miles beneath my feet
came the far, faint rumble of man y Yoices. 

Whether i t  was singing. chanting; or sim
ply many voices talking . I couldn't trl l .  
But l determ ined to find out ! 

A fter twenty minutes search l came up
on the entrance to the subcellar. I could 
,;ee where a new entrance had been b�oken 
into the cel l ar of the mission from the 
basement of the warehouse next door. I 
could see. too, that the steps I d escended 
were newly made. This whole subrellar 
meeting-place was recently dug. newly 
cemented. \Vhich, as I suspected . wa� one 
reason why ?�:fary had been forced to close 
her mi ssion : to furnish an undiscoverable 
headquarters for the M erchant of Death 
and his Y ello\1- legion ! 

Gun in hand I descended : though there 
was l ittle good that gun would do me i f  
I ever ran into the whole gang in this nest 
of ki llers. But they must haYe been very 
sure of themselves. There wasn 't  even a 
guard along the stai rs . At the bottom, I 
f(lund a huge door, log-built, reinforced 
with iron bands. It wasn't latched or 

barred , and it swung in easi ly when I 
pushed. 

CHAPTER FIVE 

Beware Those You Love! 

THE long, narrow subterranean 
chamber was fash ioned of rough 
cement, painted black. Huge cere

monial Japanese lanterns l ined its  w alls,  
gi v ing a macabre note of fest iv ity to thi s  
grim dungeon . Scores of Ori e ntals sat in 
the narrow hall-J aps,  renegade Chinese 
and Eurasians-all of them facing a mas
si ve stone idol en shrined on a rai sed plat
form at the far end. Beside the idol , kneel
ing. was the figure of a gigant ic Oriental, 
naked to the waist-and in one hand he 
supported a tremendous headsman's axe. 

The audience of this forbidden chamber 
was chanting a strange, sing-song dirge . 
Somehow the pagan notes of that unholv 
song were fami liar to me, as though l ';l 
heard them at some t i me in mv forgotten 
-past-and when I remembered , a chill  ran 
through me. I t  was the Oriental hymn 
�uppl icating the savage gods before the 
execu tion of cri m in als ! .'\ mong this mur
derous ere\\-, who could elect to think 
another criminal ? 

As the evi l .  mournful di rge continued , 
I noticed the heavy vapor emanating from 
the idol 's mouth. \Vhen the singing be
came wilder, more savage, I knew it must 
be a drug-in duced frenzy cau�ed by the 
Hpor that now filled the hal l .  I recog

nized the drug. too-mari juana. the an
cient drug of assas!'i n� ! 

S uddenly the song stopped. and at that 
moment  a tal l .  s inister figure wa lked out 
upon the platform which supported the 
idol. The man was clothed i n  a long black 
gown that reached the floor. H i s  entire 
head was encased in a tight-fitting black 
silk mask ; the only ornament he wore was 
an embroidered skull that gleamed on his 
chest. His very presence seemed to strike 
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terror in the hearts of his own followers, 
and I knew without question who he was. 

Before me was the unknown and mys
terious Merchant of Death ! 

The leader didn't speak, then or later. 
He made a motion with one gloved hand 
and immediately six prisoners were 
marched into view, their hands tied be
hind them .and their heads shaven, Eastern 
style. Terrified, scarcely able to stand on 
their trembling legs, each victim was held 
by his captor in a single l ine at the rear 
of the platform. 

Meantime, the gigantic headsman 
dragged a massive block into view, and a 
seventh prisoner was marched before the 
silent audience. I recognized this seventh 
prisoner ! It was the tall, narrow-faced 
Sang Y at Sun ! The shock of that recog
nition had just struck me when a voice 
started to boom through the hall, amplified 
electrically and coming from somewhere 
far in the background. 

"All the priso11ers will kneel. The first 
to go, Sang Yat Sun, shall kneel to his 
dishonor and receive execution ! "  

Sun's legs were kicked from under him 
by the headsman ; as he crashed to his 
knees his head was shoved onto the block 
and tied securely with a rawhide thong. 
Hands bound behind him, helpless, the 
victim waited as the headsman raised the 
gleaming blade high over his head. The 
voice boomed out : 

"Sang Yat Sun, go in dishonor ! Die 
kneeling, bound, head shaven ! Bring 
shame to your ancestors in your craven 
death ! Be disowned aud cursed by -your 
gods! Lose all hope of Nirvana in your 
eternal damnation !" 

At that moment a moan went up from 
the audience. The gleaming axe flashed 
down . . . .  

I was leaning weakly against the wall 
of the stairway. Even if I had had an in
sane impulse to rush forward and try to  
save Sun, m y  paralyzed muscles would 
not have allowed me to do so. And now I 

turned and went back up the stairs. 
It was mid-morning when I stumbled 

out on the street again. l3y now I had a 
single object : to get Mary as far out of 
the city as the first train would take her. 
After that, I'd call in the police and raid 
The Merchant of Death's subterranean 
lair. I hadn't called them in the past for 
t\vo reasons : first, because what I could 
tell them would have been more confusing 
than helpful ; second, because my theft of 
the jewels, without turning them over to 
the police immediately, made me as guilty 
as the original hi-j ackers in the eyes of the 
law. But now I had concrete information, 
and my own incrimination was of small 
importance-so long as Mary was safely 
away. 

I stumbled through the crowded streets 
of Chinatown without thought of caution. 
It didn't occur to me that my life was 
more in jeopardy now than ever before. 
When I reached my roadster I didn't stop 
to wonder at my free passage through that 
Oriental world in broad daylight. Per
haps it's j ust as well I didn't. I might 
have realized I wasn't molested because 
my doom was already sealed. 

WHEN i got back to my apartment, 
the first thing I did was to call 
Mary at her hotel. The details of 

that call is a half-forgotten nightmare i n  
m y  memory. But the pain o f  that one, all
important fact is still very real. Mary was 
gone ! I remember insisting it was impos
sible, arguing with the clerk as he rang 
again, and finally I remember the force 
with which the truth smashed through to 
my stunned brain. I slammed down the 
receiver with a crazy sob. 

Mary had had a caller early that morn
ing. He showed credentials to prove he 
was a member of the Chinese Consulate, 
said it was on Mr. Winter's behalf he had 
come, and insisted that Mary be informed, 
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even though she'd left instructions not to 
be disturbed. The rest was simple. Mary 
and Gimpty had left the hotel with him. 

I remember sitting where I was, 
stunned, half-hypnotized by the dazzling 
rays the sun struck from the bottom of 
one of the glasses in which I 'd mixed the 
highballs.  After a time I investigated. as 
much for something to do as anything else 
-and saw two twenty-five carat diamonds 
resting in the bottom of the glass ! The 
other two glasses held a similar treasure. 
With my vague thinking. it took me sev
eral minutes to figure the thing out. 
Then I went into the kitchenette and 
dumped the rest of the ice cubes into the 
sink, melted them with hot water. There 
was the rest of the jewel treasure-seven
teen huge stones in all .  

I didn't feel any elation at the discovery 
of the diamonds. I realized that while my 
house had been torn to shreds in the 
search for them, they had rested securely 
in the simplest of hiding places-frozen 
in the middle of ice cubes in the refriger
ator. Suddenly I laughed, crazily, without 
humor. I had the jewels to bargain with, 
nov.·-and it  was too late. \Vith what I 'd 
learned. these Orientals would never let  
me l ive-as witness the attempt on my life 
in Delray"s home, the evidence of which I 
still carried in my pocket. Ancl for what 
information I might have given Mary, she 
too must die. Oh, they'd pretend to bar
gain, but I knew it was hopeless. 

I laughed wildly again.  ::-Jow I wished 
ferven t ly that they had found the dia
monds ! Through my own cleverness, I 
had doomed both myself and the girl I 
loved ! 

I left the apartment then . went bark to 
my car. I don't know what I intended to 
do, if I had an}' plan at all. I started back 
to Chinatown, but after a while my rea
son seemed to return, and I pulled the car 
over to the curb. I had to remain calm ; 
had to think straight. 
I knew that Mary was in the hands of 

one gang or the other. I knew that very 
soon they'd come to me and simply tell 
me what they \Yanted me to do-and I " .l 
do it. B ut there wasn't any real hope. � d 
go to them, give them the stones-an(� die 
with the girl I loved. 

As I l isted the gloomy facts, a crazy 
plan came to me. It wasn't any rescue 
scheme-except by the wildest imagining 
-but at least we wouldn't die unavenged . 
\Ve"d take a lot of them with us when we 
went ; there'd be no further terror . . . •  

l\J y car jumped into motion then . I 
hadn't much time, I knew. The yellow 
emi ssary would be calling soon. 

My first call was at a radio studio, 
where I interviewed an executive, rented 
a sound-proof room and a recording ap
paratus, and spent the next twenty m in
utes making an electrical transcription. 
After that I arranged for the hire of a 
broadcasting sound-truck, had an inter
Yiew with the operator and slipped him 
fifty dollars to do something extra. 

Then I visited a Fifth Avenue jeweler. 
It took them almost a half hour to do what 
I wanted. \Vhen everything was finally 
set, I realized how slim were my chances 
of success-everything depended on two 
absolute necessities. and both of these facts 
were highly doubtful .  The first-that it 
had been the followers of The Master of 
Death who had grabbed :vlary. I was bet
ting on that because I had seen the leader 
of the Tongs die-Sang Yat Sun-and 
the arrangements for Mary's kidnaping 
seemed too clever for the blunt Tongsmen. 
But if Sun had made those arrangements 
beforehand . . . The second-that Mary 
had been taken to the execution chamber 
I had visited this morning . .  If my first bet 
was right, the second couldn't be far off. 

But any success still meant that Mary 
and I must die. 

I had expected a telephone call or a 
message, telling me what to do " to get 
your girl back . "  They'd get in touch with 

(Continued 011 page 82) 
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(Continued from page 80) 
me somehow, I figured. But when I got 
back to my apartment, I found an emis
sary cooly wa.itittg ! He got up slowly 
from his seat, arms calmly folded across 
his chest, and I gasped in amazed stupe
fact ion when I saw who it was ! 

The man before me, sm i li ng \Yi thout 
meaning. was Sang Yat Sun-·whom I 
had see11 executed three hours ago ! 

CHAPTER SIX 

The Merchant of Death! ''YOU seemed surpri sed , Winter. I 
found the door open and walked 
in to await you .

. . 
I knew this 

wasn't true. and Sun probably didn't care 
whether I bel ieved or not . " You see. it is 
my d i sturbing duty to bring bad ti di ngs . 
The Jvl erchant of Death and his  men have 
�eized Mary Bannister as a hostage. \.Ve 
must capitulate-go to them unarmed and 
surrender the diamonds for her �elease. '' 

The guy 's tw·o-faced t rickery got me 
sore, even in that moment of danger. He 
d idn 't realize I'd seen his double executed 
t hat morning ; and nov.· he was still pre
tend ing loyal leadersh ip of the Tongs . 
I couldn't guess the meaning behind that 

extcuti on-hut i n  my momen t of anger 
I did n 't take ad vantage of my knowledge 
to pretend I was st i l l fooled by Sun. That 
was a mi stake ; it kicked away an ad
vantage. 

" How 's your neck. Sun ? "  I asked. 
H i s  face sti ffened with surpri se and 

anger ; but he didn't move. 

" You 'II come anyway-and unarmed, "  
he �aid soft ly . " There are many way!' for 
a per�on to die.  Sometimes even death 
is a valuable commodity that can be sold. 
You will get the jewels  and accompany 
me, unarmed. Your girl i sn 't very com
fortable at the moment, and delay on 
your part m ight prove distressing for 
her !" 

I felt like leaping at the yel low-face, 
but I did as I was told.  I threw my 
gun on the couch. put the bag of jewels 
in my pocket and followed him quietly 
out the door. ·when we left the bu i ld ing, 
a policeman strolled di rectly in front of 
us. Sun smiled at me in a tormenting 
way. Y.;e both knew that if I went for 
that cop, grabbed him and started to jab
ber my story, Sun would d isappear before 
I made myself understood-and M ary's 
finish would be pa infu l as well as cer
tain.  I was hopelessly caught, and I 
knew it.  

I sa,,· the sound-truck wa i ting down 
the street ; the sight of it merely fanned 
my rage to a greater in tensity. \\1hat 
a fool I 'd been to hope such a mad 
scheme would work ! 

I followed Sun into the waiting l imou
sine, and it immed iately leaped into mo
tion . T cou ldn 't see if the black truck fol
lowed us or not-I hoped fervently the 
driver had been asleep . Then, as we 
dro,·e. my curiosity got the best of me. 
That's the streak of insanity that makes 
a detective. I guess-curiosity for facts 
even when you are dr iving to your own 
funeral. I asked Sun for an explanation, 
and his cold . dead face merely s wung in 
my direction . then looked away again.  
He wasn 't interested at al l . 

I was right about the place we'd be 
taken. The car pul led up around the 
corner from Mary 's mission house. 'vVe 
entered a l i ttle Chinese restaurant there, 
went through the back and into a ware
house ; then, from the basement of the 
warehouse. entered the upper cellar of 
the mission . After that . we si mply traced 
the steps I ' d  covered before. 

If the sub-cellar had been bad before, 
now it was something that made the past 
seem kind and gentle by comparison ! At 
first I couldn't understand what I saw
but when I did, a shout of absolute fear 
left my throat ! 

Mary and Gimpty lay on two long 
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tables, strapped side hy side on the raised 
platform. Above them, ponderously swing
ing from side to side, was a massive 
knife blade. Each time it completed a 
swing, some mechanical arrangement 
caused it to drop a few inches lower. 
Jt had traveled at least half the way 
toward the tables. There was only about 
three yards of space left between the 
victims and the knife ! 

Sang Yat Sun was satisfierl with my 
sudden reaction. 

" It is fortunate you oheyed punctually 
and didn't contrive any delay, " he said. 
Then, turning to the dozen Oriental thugs 
who lolled about the room, he clapped 
his hands for attention. " Leave us !" he 
ordered. "Wait in the cellar above until 
you're called. Guard the passage \veil !" 
He turned back to me. "And now, Mr. 
Winter. the jewels, if you please !'' 

" You'll stop that knife ? "  I whisf}ered 
desperately. "You'll set them free ? "  

Sun smiled. " \Ve shall see . ' '  h e  said. 
" I  don't think it's your place to do any 
bargaining now. Come, the jewels !" 

Numbly, I tossed the chamois bag to 
him. I couldn't take my eyes from the 
ponderous descent of that S\\'inging knife. 

SA NG YAT SUN poured the dia
monds out on a table before him. 
pawed over them with avid joy of 

possession. oblivious to anything else. His 
final victory seemed to have cheered him 
as nothing else could have done. He was 
mumbling to himself, and finally he turned 
to me. 

" You were asking. Mr. \Vinter, for the 
reasoning behind these strange happen
ings. I 'll be glad t<r-" 

" I  don't care about that now ! '' I shout
ed wildly. " Sun. will you stop this cruel 
farce ? Set those people free ! " 

Sun saw the look in my eyes. He pulled 
a gun from his pocket, laid it on the table 
in front of him. "In the beginning," Sun 
said, determined now to tell me, since 

I didn't want to know, "the Japanese gov
ernment contacted me, asking if I'd di
rect the agents they'd send into the quar
ter. I agreed. Our purpose was to raise 
money for the impoverished Japanese 
government through terrorizing and ex
tortion. I suppose you've guessed that. 
as you've probably guessed that our 
spheres· were simply Thermite bombs. 

" And so the plan began. But then you 
entered into things, guessing at the pur
pose of our activities, organizing the Tongs 
to combat us. I was genuinely worried 
until the Tongs offered me leadership of 
their cause, as well as the one I already 
headed-the one they were sworn to wipe 
out. My identity, you see. was unknown 
to the Japanese agents. I was known 
simply as The · Merchant of Death, and I 
was always masked. Only the dozen men 
you saw in this cellar when you entered 
know who The Merchant really is. 

"I thought everything was fine until 
you got uncomfortably close to my iden
tity-and stole the treasure that repre
sented all we'd been able to collect. To 
stop that investigation, and to give me 
a chance to get the jewels hack, I had 
you framed into jail as leader of the 
Japanese. I was sure the jewels were in 
your apartment, but I was unable to dis
cover them. That fact, plus the fact that 
someone almost kiiJed you in prison-an 
over-fanatical Japanese agent, made it 
necessary for me to set you free again. I 
knew there were ways of forcing you to 
reveal the hiding place, though such a pro
cedme was dangerous to the secret of my 
identity. However, there was no other 
way. 

" A s  leader of the Tongs. I had a volun
teer " confess "  and you were set free. 
·when my Japanese agents failed to get you 
alive on leaving the penitentiary, I knew 
I 'd have to kidnap the girl. But even then 
you were almost too quick for us. In less 

·· than twenty-four hours you covered an 
amazing amount of ground, Mr. Winter. " 
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I was scarcely listening to the man. I 
was watching that knife, hoping and pray
ing something would happen to stop this. 
Even my impossbile plan of the sound
truck would be welcome now-
" In fact, you've learned so much you're 

too dangerous to live, Mr. ·winter. And 
your two friends-they must die, too. for 
what you may have told them. There is 
no other way, as you probably have sus
pected. I don't suppose it's necessary to 
tell you that the rest of the Japanese agents 
who aided me are prisoners in the mission 
upstairs, that the dozen men who have 
helped me make them prisoners will 
shortly leave with their share of the dia
monds. The other half will be mine ! 
"How perfectly it worked ! Those six 

Tong members you saw at the execution 
this morning were set free-after seeing 
"Sang Yat Sun" executed. dying nobly 
for the cause. My death will be reported 
to all the Tongs, and the only ones who 
realize my identity will be accepting a 
small share of the profits. With the quar
ter of a million dollars I have gained, I'll 
duplicate this same terror in San Fran
cisco's Chinatown-and after that, in 
other cities. You see, Mr. "VI' inter. even 
the Japanese shouldn't trust a renegade 
Chinese ! " 
I don't know what else he was going 

to say. The door at the far end of the 
dungeon suddenly burst open. One of 
Sun's trusted thugs burst into the room. 
The Jap was wild with panic . 
"Master ! Master ! The whole of China

town is marching upon us ! The Tongs 
are clo�ing in from all sides ! W c'II be 
massacred ! " 
Sun went slightly pale. "Non sense ! " he 

snapped. "No one knows where we are ! "  
Then, permeating even to the depths 

of this deep cellar, came the stentorian 
voice of the loud-speaker on the sound
truck I'd hired. The thundering words 
were repeated over and over-in my own 
vmce : 

The Tongs hwue been crushed ! China 
has been crushed ! The Merchant of Death 

. 
rules all Chinese people ! Everyone is 
ordered to enter the Oriental Mission, to 
pa')' ho mage to the Japanese nwsters of the 
Chinfse people ! Slaves, obey this order! 
Despised Tongmen . lay down :vour fu
tile weapons and admit defeat! On to the 
mission .' "  

T HE raging sound of the crowd's fury came to us now, and I could 
imagine the axe-armed Tongmen 

who stalked boldly up to the front of the 
mission and hacked down the doors, then 
poured into the building. The trampling 
sound of their feet came to us-and then 
the other noises began : they came upon 
the first of the Japanese ! 
White-faced, opened-mouthed, Sun did

n't react for several long seconds. His 
back toward me then, and in that moment 
I leaped to the excution tables and ripped 
Gimpty's straps away. As he flung him
self from under the down-inching knife 
and jumped to release Mary, I swung 
back to face Sun. 
The Oriental's face was black with 

rage now. understanding the extent of his 
failure-knowing who had brought it 
about. He leaped for the table and 
snatched up the gun. At least he would 
execute us before the hatchet-men came 
for him ! 
His arm flashed up-and in the same 

split second my hand jumped from my 
pocket, holding the Thermite bomb I'd 
caught the night before ! The very sight 
of it filled the Oriental with fear. He 
started back, forgetting about his own 
weapon. But he had started too late to 
get away from that bomb . . . .  
Mary, Gimpty and I were racing for 

the stairs. \Ve gained the upper cellar, 
sped to the opening that led to the ware
house. A few moments later were walk 
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ing through the restaurant to the street. 
Outside, Chinatown was a riot of en

raged mobs. The Chinese fought for the 
privilege of entering the mission, scream

ing their hate of the Japanese. The sound
truck had been smashed to bits by the 
rioters, but the driver, forewarned, had 
been safely away. Then, as the three 
of us raced for a cab stand on now
deserted Mott Street. I noticed the heavy 
smoke that burst abruptly from the mis
sion house. That was the end of M ary's 
Chinatown venture-and I breathed a sigh 
of relief. 

It was in the cab, speeding homeward. 
that Mary sai d, " ::\rlichael, we escaped 
with our lives, and that's the important 
thing. I 'm so very thankful for that. But, 
somehow, I can't help regretting that Sun 
got the diamonds, after all. That m2.kes it 
look almost-well ,  almost as though we'd 
failed. It means we had the whole strug
gle for nothing ! "  

T heard Mary's gasp and saw Gimpty's 
eyes pop open in surprise when I pulled 
the second chamois bag from my pocket. 

" Sun didn't know his diamonds ! "  I 
said. "The ones I gave him were ex
cellent copies of the originals ;  it  would 
have taken an expert to tell them apart. 
I bought them only an hour before I hand
eel them over to Sun. " I saw Mary's 
eyes shining with wistful delight as she 
gazed longingly at those perfectly magni
ficif'nt stones. 

" And these jewels, . ,  I added with ma
licious emphasi s, " are going to he turned 
into cash and gi ven as an anonymous do
nation to the Chinese government. Of 
course. ' '  I amended quickly, " i t  would be 
possible for me to purcha�e one myself. 
It would certainly make a handsome gift 
for some lucky young-'' 

vVhich was as far as I got. Mary was 
suddenly in my arms, a wriggling bundle 
of delighted squeals. 

THE END 
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MINE HOST-THE GHOST 

Thunder crashed. The lights went out. Then 
Perce screamed, "Look!" 

The old Hollingway house was 
struck by lightning, burst into flame 
and consumed the three Holling
way cousins. That was the accepted 
story-until I heard the dead man's 

tale! 
86 

By 
COST A CAROUSSO 

T HE heat had been unbearable all day. But now, a breath of air was 
stirring. Pedestrians looked hope

fully at masses of clouds forming on the 
horizon. Presently. thunderheads swelled 
tO\vard the zenith .. cutting off the sun. 
Yellow squares of light began to show 
against the black walls of the office build
ings. Muted rumblings sounded. The 
clouds merged overhead and sank clown
ward. 
"Like the first dawn of creation, " I said 

to myself, looking through the window. 
"Or the first dawn of doom ! " 
I wheeled sharply. I hadn't heard the 

man prrive at my side. I wasn't aware 
that I had spoken aloud. He was a 
gnarled little gnome of a man. His hair 
was white and his little eyes were black 
and bright. 
"You'll forgive me, "  he said politely, 

"for presuming to read your mind ?" 
I nodded, still puzzled. 
" It was not difficult, " he said. "I have 

learned that a young writer invariably 
thinks in trite phrases at first. It occurred 
to me that you were comparing the scene 
before us to the popular conception of 
the first dawn of creation, so I hazarded 
an alternative. " 
"How did you know I was a writer ?" 

I said, nettled. 
A mischievous smile tugged at the old 

man's lips, but his voice was bland. " I 
asked our esteemed bartender, " he said, 
nodding toward George. "vVould you join 
me in a drink ?" 
At that moment the storm broke. Thun

der crashed through the room. Rain 
streaked down the windows till it was im-
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possible to distinguish anything outsi de . 
Pitiless lightning blasted the sky apart. 

It would be hours before I"d want to 
go out. and besides, I felt that a wri ter 
could pick up something useful from one 
of these old timers . I agreed to j oin him 
and we sat down. 

" I  haven't seen a storm l ike this for 
eight or nine years ,"  I said.  " Si nce the 
summer lightning struck the old Rolling
way mansion and killed the three Rolling
way cousins. "  

M y  host sipped his Scotch-and-soda 
appreciatively. " Lightning dicln  't strike 
the Hol lingway place . " he said. 

Now everyone knew that l ightn ing had 
struck the Hollingway place and burned 
it  to cinders along with the three cousins 
who were i nside. So i f  this ancient little 
man believed in  a different version. I 
wanted to hear it .  

"What did happen ? "  I asked. 
" It was set afire deliberately , ' '  the old 

man said. He stirred his drink carefully, 
then raised it to his lips. " By a ghost. "  
H e  looked a t  me, obviously enjoying my 
impatience. 

" Come now . "  I said. " Surely you 
don't expect me to believe in ghosts. " 

" No, ' '  said the old man . " The point is  
-the Hollingways did . "  

My curiosi ty was i tching. hut a t  the 
same time I was detached enough t o  
realize that t h e  o l d  man had a superb 
gift for story telling. " You should have 
been a writer, ' ' I said.  

" T  was." he answered. Thunder 
crashed outside. The old man smiled. 

I 

" Go on. ' '  I prompted. " The Rolling-
way house wasn 't struck by l ightn ing ;  
it was set afire by a ghost . The Holl ing
ways weren't killed accidentally ; they 
were murdered. " 

"That , "  said the old man, " i s  some
thing that you'll have to decide for your
self. " He looked at his glass, which 
was empty, so I told George to bring the 
bottle. I sat back to l isten to his story. 

He told it well-so well that I could see 
the rain glistening clown the walls of the 
Hollingway mansion : see the headlights 
of Eric Hollingway's car as it  wound up 
the half-mile bluestone dri veway bordered 
by clark trees. 

ERIC slammed shut the door of his  
�ar and turned up the collar of his 
coat. Flashes of l ightning gro

tesquely i llumi nated the empty house. In 
another moment i t  was lost in the dark
ness and rain.  Eric ran toward the steps, 
cursed vvhen he stumbl ed. Then his huge 
fist was turning the key, pushing the 
heavy door inward. H e  snapped on the 
swi tch and bril l iance flooded the room. 
He went from one room to another, turn
ing on the lights. looking into the closets, 
searching beneath the beds and behind the 
furniture. Finally he went downstairs 
and paced the floor. 

Half an hour later he ground out h i s  
fourth cigarette and looked a t  the tele
gram again. Come to the country house 
tonight, it said .  

A noise sounded on the porch. A mo
ment later his cousin Jim was standing 
hefore the door. Water streamed from his 
clothes an d made a puddle at his  feet. 

' ' Well. here I am . .
. 

he said .  ' ' What do 
you want ? ' ' 

" What do I want ! What do you 
want ? " 

" Noth ing, ' ' said J im.  " I  got your tele
gram and I came. ' '  He held the pale yel
low slip to Eric. 

Eric read it. It was the same as his. 
" \Vh;1 t  made y0u think I sent it ? ' '  

" Well , "  said J i m .  " The whole thing 
was your idea in the first place, so I 
figured-" 

" My idea ! " Eric roared. " Cut that 
stuff. All of us were in on it. And you 
know it !" 

" Of course we were ,"  said Jim. " Don't 
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get excited. If you didn't send that tele
gram, Perce must have. " 
"Yeah. " said Eric. "But why doesn't 

he show up ?" 
Jim l i t a cigarette and tossed the match 

into the fireplace. " I wish T had a drink. . , 
he said. 
"Take it easy on the drinks, " growled 

Eric. "Someday you'll shoot your mouth 
off and then we'll all be sunk . " 
Jim's lips tightened, then he opened 

them to speak. " Some day-" l)e began. 
The door creaked open ::tnd Perce stood 
dripping on the threshold. 
"What happened ? " he asked. "vVhat's 

up ? ' ' 
"Didn't you send those wires ? ' ' Jim 

asked. 
"No, " said Perce. " I thought that-" 

He took a telegram from his pocket and 
handed it to Jim. " I  got one, too. I 
didn't-" 
"I 'll be damned ! " snarled Eric. 
Thunder crashed against the house. 

Lightning stabbed at the windows. The 
rain beat an incessant tattoo upon the 
roof. The room was silent save for the 
breathing of the three men. 
"Maybe Kelston sent them." suggested 

Jim. "Maybe he wanted to talk to us 
about the will. " 
"Why wouldn't he sign his name. 

then ? " asked Perce. "And why come all 
the way out here ?' ' 
"You've got me. " said Eric. "Do you 

think that shyster suspects anything ? ' ' 
"For God's sake, watch what you're · saying, " warned Perce. 
" It's all right , ' ' said Eric. " I searched 

this place from top to bottom when I 
came in. N obody's here ." 
" I don't like it,'' said Perce. "I 'm get

ting out ." He moved toward the door. 
"Wait a minute, " said Eric. "Kelston 

will probably show up." 
Perce's hand was on the doornob. He 

turned, his face colorless. " It's locked ! " 
Jim and Eric sprang forward. Eric 

seized the knob, turned it one way and 
then the other. Then he grasped it with 
both hands and heaved with all his body. 
The door didn't budge. 
Jim sprang to the window and threw it 

open. \,Yind lashed the curtains, rain 
splashed on the floor. Jim said. "Good 
Lord ! ' '  
"What ! ' ' shouted Perce. 
"Bars, " said Jim. " Inch-thick bars. " 
"The devil you say ! " bellowed Eric, 

shouldering Perce aside and leaping for
ward. Fear "'as in his face when he 
turned. ''Y OlJ and Perce take the upstairs 

moms . . , ordered Eric. " I'll take 
· the downstairs and the cellar . ' ' 

"Let's all go together," said Jim. 
"What's the matter. " sneered Eric. 

"Sea reel ? " 
" K  o, I 'm not scared. " said Jim. "And 

lay off me. Someday you're going to 
push things too far and I'll-'' 
"You'll what ? ' ' asked Eric. 
"Cut it out, you two. " said Perce. 
"What I meant . ' ' said Jim, "was that 

we all ought to search this place care
fully. Maybe someone planted a dicta
phone. This looks like a sly police trick. " 
"Oh, · ·  said Eric. "Yeah, that sounds 

like a good idea. I never thought of 
that. " 
"No brains and all brawn. ' ' said Jim. 
"Shut up, you guys, " said Perce. "And 

be careful what you say. I don't like 
this. " 
"Come on. ' ' said Eric. moving toward 

the cellar stairs. 
The storm receded with rumbling 

growls, then awakened with even greater 
fury. Branches lashed the house ; light
ning threw eerie shadows against the win
dows. 
"Well," said Eric. "There's no elida

phone. " 
"There's no way out, either, " said 

Jim. 
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" The phone ! " said Perce. "Why didn't 
I think of the phone !" He leaped forward 
and snatched up the recei ver. He jiggled 
the hook. The other two men pressed i n  
close. Finally Perce le t  the phone slip 

. from his fingers. " Dead ,"  he whispered . 

" All right. Eric, ' '  said Jim. " What's 
next ?" His voice was hard. 

Eric looked up, bewilderment on his 
heavy face. "I don 't get it ,

. , he said. 
" What clo you mean ? "  

" I mean how much of  our cut do you 
want-to let us out of here alive ? Or is 
Perce with you on thi s ? "  

The bewilderment on Eric's iace slow
ly changed to understandi ng : the under
standing exploded i nto rage. "Why, you 
dirty l i ttle- " he bellowed. lunging for
ward. " I 'l l  break every- " 

Jim ducked beneath Eric's flailing arms 
and grabbed his legs. They crashed to 
the floor togethel". " Hold him , Perce ! ' '  he 
shouted. " Hold him before he gets his 
gun ! "  

Perce waited uncertainly for a mo
ment. Then he dived in . One oi Eric's 
thrashing heels caught him in the chest 
and sent him reeling across the room. 
Eric's hands closed on Jim 's throat . 

" Perce ! He'll kill us both ! Quick ! ' '  
Perce got unstead i ly to his feet, then 

jumped at Eric's back. He got a strangle 
hold and twisted.  J im struggled · free and 
pinned hack Eric's arms. Perce kept 
squeezing ti l l  Eric hegan to choke. " No ! " 
he coughed . " Stop. Haven' t  any gun ! "  

Perce stopped choking him and searched 
him while Jim held down his arms. Finally 
he stood up. " Let hi 111 go, " he said. " He 
hasn't got a gun . " 

" Well , don 't try anything like that 
again ,"  warned J im . " Perce and I can 
finish you ."  

Eric struggled t o  h i s  feet and sank into 
a chair. His  lips were bleeding and he 
wiped away the blood with the back of 
his hand. "You damn fools, " he said. 
"I didn't have anything to do with this. " 

Neither of the t\VO men met his eyes. 

He looked at Perce and then at Jim. 
" Don't you believe me ?" 

"I don't believe anyone when that much 
money is concerned, " said Jim . "You 
\vere here first. How do we know you 
didn't fix up this place and send those 
telegrams ? " 

"And then lock the door irom the out
side ? ' '  jeered Eric. " Don't he ridiculous. 
You're supposed to be the brilliant Hol
lingway ."  

J i m  was silent for a moment, then he 
turned to Perce. "You were the last one in 
here, " he said. "You made this trap. 
You-" 

P ERCE stepped back slowly. He 
watched Ji m advance toward him 
and looked to see what Eric would 

do. " No !  I swear I didn't. Eric, you've 
got to believe me ! ' '  

Thunder crashed against the house. 
The lights went out. Silence held the 
room. 

" I  suppose he cut t he wires, too," said 
Eric. " Don't be su damn suspicious, Jim. 
\Ve're not trying to double-cross you . "  

" The lights don't prove a thing, ' ' said 
Jim. " The storm did that . I 'm not trust
ing anybody. " 

" Cut the jaw ,"  said Eric, "and let's see 
if we can find some candles. " 

Hurried footsteps sounded on the rug. 
Then Perce screamed " Look ! Lights ! 
Anderson's place has lights, and i t 's  on the 
same l ine ! "  

" Someone cut the wires. " \Vhispered 
Eric. " Someone . . .  " 

Perce slammed himself against the door 
and pounded on it with his fists. " Let me 
out of here, " he screamed. " Let me out of 
here ! Let me out ! " 

" That's no good, "  said Eric. " I 'm 
going to see if I can find a candle . "  � e 
stumbled against a chair and cursed . He 
l i t  a match and walked i nto •he hal l .  Perce 
fell into a chair and covered his face with 
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his hands. Jim stood nearby, motionless. 
"Find anything ?" Perce asked, when 

Eric came back. 
"I got a candle, " Eric said. "But it 

won't last very long. " He came in hold
ing the candle in front of him. The spas
modic light deepened the lines on his 
drawn face, outlined his eyes with caver
nous shadO\\'S, His face was like a mask 
of fear. He set the candle on the mantle 
and then drew back. 
The three men were seated far apart. 

They didn't speak. Their eyes darted 
from the flickering flame to one another. 
Their hands were clenched. A wrist 
watch inexorably counted the tickings of 
eternity. Eric was the first to move. "Got 
to see a man," he said, rising to his feet. 
His words were strained. 
Jim watched him out of the corner of 

his eyes and glared back at Perce. The 
sound of Eric's feet faded into silence. 
The silence was shattered by a gasping 
scream. Eric came pounding back. 
" I saw him," he said. There was no 

expression in his words. "I saw him." 
"Saw whom ?" snarled Jim. 
"I saw Uncle John !" 
"No ! " screamed Perce. "No ! " 
" I saw him. Upstairs in the hall. He 

was standing there looking at me. " 
"Don't be a damn fool, " said Jim. "He's 

dead. " 
" I know," said Eric. "This thing was 

dead, too. It didn't move. It didn't speak. 
It just stood there." 
" It's your imagination ," said Jim. 
Eric shook his head. "No. I saw it. " 
"I 'm going to see it, " said Jim. He 

began moving toward the �tairs. Then 
he stopped and turned. "Come on, Perce, ' ' 
he said. "We'll both go. Just to prove 
Eric's wrong. " 
" I don't want to see it ," said Perce. 

But he rose slowly to his feet and went to 
Jim. " I don't want to see it. I want to 
prove to . myself that there's nothing 
there." They walked off together. 

Eric covered his face with his hands. 
His hands tightened convulsively when 
he heard Perce scream. He got up and 
met Perce and Jim in the hall. 
"You saw it, " said Eric. 
"Yes, ' ' said Jim. "It just stood there." 
"But he's dead," said Perce. He's 

dead." 
" I know," said Eric. "I gave him 

enough to kill ten like him. " 
" I saw him in his coffin, ' ' said Jim. " I 

saw him in his grave. I saw him buried 
under six feet of ground, and the dead 
don't lvalk again." 
The candle guttered and went out. 

F INALLY the rain stopped and 
there was no sound at all. Then 
there was the soft rustling of cloth 

and the sound of feet moving across the 
carpet ; a gasp and a groan. 
"He's dead, " said Jim. "Eric's dead." 
"You killed him, " said Perce. 
"Yes, ' ' said Jim. "Because he killed 

Uncle John. Now maybe the thing is sat
isfied. Now maybe it will go away." 
"Light a match, ' ' said Perce. 
Jim lit a match. It showed Eric sitting 

in his chair, leaning slightly forward. 
The light of the match reflected from the 
knife blade in his throat, just below the 
ear. Then the match went out. 
"You killed him because you want 

all the money, " said Perce. "You're 
going to kill me, too ." 
"No, ' ' said Jim. " I left the knife there. 

I killed him so the thing would go away. 
I don't want the money." 
"Light another match, ' ' said Perce. 
Jim lit another match. His face was 

haggard and his eyes were wild. His 
features wore the slackness of an idiot's. 
Perce lifted the gun and aimed between 

Jim's eyes. Then he pulled the trigger. 
"You wanted all the money," he said. 

"You were going to kill me, too. Now 
I'll get all the money. " The echoes quiet
ed and died. 
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Footsteps sounded upstairs in the hall. 
Then on the stairs. 

" It 's coming clown, " said Perce. " It 's 
coming down to get me. · ·  He laughed. 
" lt won 't get me, "  he said. He l ifted the 
gun to his head. " It won't get me. ' '  The 
gun roared . . . .  

I POURED a stiff drink from the bot
t le and drank it straight. The old 
man ·was looking at me. waiting for 

me to speak. 
" That makes a hell of a good story, " 

I said, searching in my mind for what 
name he used to write under. 

" But of course you refuse to accept it 
as the truth, "  he said. 

"Naturally, I don ' t  belie,·e in ghosts, " 
I shrugged. 

The old man smiled tolerantly. "At 
first Eric and Jim and Perce didn't be
lieve in them either. But when tension 
<leveloped in their minds, they finally did 
-and went mad."  

" But you said this Uncle John was 
dead," I protested. 

" No," he corrected me. " Th ey said 
he was dead. What actually happened 
was that the heart medicine he was taking 

acted as an antidote to the poison they 
gave him. and he only became very sick. 

" \tVith all his money it was easy t o  
have a sculptor make a wax effi�y o f  him 
to he buried. The rest '""a '  rela t i \'ely 
simple . . .  

It  still made a good story, but al l  I 
had seen in the Holli ngway tragedy was 
the bare fact that a house had been struck 
hy lightning and burned to the grnund. 

with three unfortunate men trapped in
side. 

"\\'hat about the fire ? ' '  J asked. " Yon 
forgot to explain about the fire ."  

"Oh. that ! \Veil. the whole mess was 
pretty sickening, and if the new�papers 
got hold of it, it would have been nau
seating, so I punctured the oil tank clown 
in the cellar and attached a long fuse tfl 
i t ." 

" Yo 11 ! "  
" I ?  Did I say I ?  Pardon me. .'\ �iip 

of the tongue. I meant Uncle John .
. , He 

smiled at me henevolently. " Fancy m e  
doing a thing l ike that . "  

But suddenly i t  struck m e  that there 
was only one writer whose mind was cap
able of thinking up a situation like that. 
His name had been ]. J. Drake. And ]. 
J. Drake was the pen-name used by a mild 
l ittle man called John Hollingway. 



Th� Man in th�Murd�r Mask 
He was known to the police and the Underworld as the Face-an 
illusiz;e, masked figure who came mysteriously to Seaport City and 
began taking o ver the rackets. Those who opposed him-exploded! 
Till Rocky Rhodes, detectiz .·e extraordinary, was hired to protect the 
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Face, instead of find him! 

CHAPTBR ONE 

Still-Face 

T HE FACE was at once handsome 
and haunting. The forehead was 
domed, aristocratic ; the nose ex

quisitely Grecian : the lips set in a delicate 
curve like the lips of a sleeping child. It 
was a face that had neither color nor ex
pression-nothing but strange beauty. 



I had seen such faces, under a shroud, 
but never on a l iving man. Not that this 
face h<�d died. It had simply never lived . 
Tt was made of wax. 

The man behind the face sat quite mo
tionless in an immense, brocaded otto
man, his slim white hands templed on 
propped elbows. Only his eyes seemed to 
have l i fe. Dark. mobile, faintly sardonic, 

An Action ... P ack�d 
Myst�ry Nov�lette 

they matched the smiling voice that slid 
through those thin l ips. Matched, in some 
way, the odd beauty of the fact. 

" You do not like my iace, M r. 
Rhodes ? "  

"That 's hard t o  say, " I told him. " I  
haven 't seen i t  yet. 

There was low, liquid laughter behind 
the mask. It merged with the soft mu
sic which came from a cabinet radio in  
one corner of  the room. 

I side-stepped just as the hog-leg began 
to kick his palm! 
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"You are seeing it, Mr. Rhodes. To 
all intents and purposes, this is my face. 
As for the thing it conceals-weJI, I can 
assure you that you wouldn't like that. It 
would leave you with a very bad taste in 
your mouth ." 
I said, " I've already got one. " I ex

plained by nodding toward the three men 
stationed at the door. 
One was tail and thin and saddle-nosed ; 

he had a black-barreled Colt Woodsman 
centered on my belt-line. A small, squat
ty man stood beside him, watching me 
over a cut-down .38. The third was a 
yellow-haired kid, slack-lipped, sleepy
eyed. He was fondling an ugly little 
Spanish automatic. I felt quite like an 
insurrectionist standing against a 'dobe 
wall. 
The Face said crisply, "Put your guns 

away, boys ! " To me : "Si t down, Mr. 
Rhodes. My most humble apologies. I 
hadn't noticed the arsenal. None of my 
men resorted to physical violence, I 
hope ? " 
I folded into the nearest chair, tried to 

relax. "It depends on your definition of 
physical violence, " I said. "I was routed 
out of bed in the middle of the night, 
covered with three roscoes, and ordered to 
throw on my clothes. Then, I was prodded 
into somebody's car and taken for a ride. " 
"Again, Mr. Rhodes, my apologies, " 

the Face murmured. "My men had in
structions to bring you here, but not in 
any such absurdly melodramatic fashion. 
They have been seeing too many movies, 
I'm afraid. " Abruptly, "You know me, I 
take it ?" 
I nodded. "They call you the Face. If 

you have any other name, I've never heard 
it. You moved into town about three 
years ago, hired a few torpedoes who hap
pened to be at liberty, and immediately 
put the grab on the local coin-machine 
and policy rackets. At present, I believe 
you own a string of hat-check concessions, 
several aldermen, and half the cops on the 

rackets squad. You are, in brief, a power. 
Still, I don't like being jockeyed around 
by your performing apes." 

SADDLENOSE growled something 
and began to inch his Woodsman 
out of its holster sling. The Adonis 

mask moved slowly from side to side, 
beautiful and unreal. "No, Harry. No-
Let's stop q4ibbling and get down to cases, 
Mr. Rhodes. Your fee will be five thou
sand dollars. " 
"What ! " 
" I  can offer you an added inducement," 

the Face said. "There is a rumor afoot, 
Mr. Rhodes, that your career as a private 
detective is about to be terminated. Your 
license will shortly come up for renewal, 
I understand. The police commissioner is 
determined that it shall not be renewed. 
As you say, I own my share of the alder
men. If you accept this case, I can prom
ise you that considerable pressure will be 
exerted in your behalf. That's fair enough, 
isn't i t ?" 
I studied the end of my cigarette. My 

office address had been Eight-Ball Boule
vard ever since I set myself up in the 
private eye business ; but it was the only 
business I knew. Without that license, 
I'd be facing a long, lean winter-there 
weren't many soup kitchens in Seaport 
City. 
I said, "Let's hear your proposition ." 
The Face moved one graceful hand. He 

picked up a copy of the Seaport City 
Herald and scaled it lightly toward me. 
The newspaper fell right-side up ; a crim
son banner line caught my eye : 

KILLER CLAIMS 
SIXTH VICTIM! 

I didn't read the story. I had read it 
several times that afternoon, and I could 
have recited the first few paragraphs from 
memory. They went something like thi s : 
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Terror swept like grass-fire through Sea
port City's underworld this evening, follow
ing the bizarre death of August ( Little 
Augie ) Weiss, publisher of a daily tip
sheet and reputed overlord of the handbook 
business in this city. 

Weiss stepped out of the Grotto, a down
town restaurant, right into an explosion 
that literally rocked Fourth AYenue from 
one end to the other. As in previous cases, 
police aumit that they have no idea how, 
why, or by whom 'vVeiss was murdered. 

The handbook czar is the sixth man to 
have met such a death in  a period of  three 
weeks. Other victims of the nameless blast 
killer were Hymie Krantz. head of the 
laundry protection racket ; Joseph ( Sailor 
Boy )  Sears, said to have been in control 
of a statewide narcotics ring ; Vincent 
Mangano, boss of the poultry and dairy 
rackets ; and Lucky Lou H inman, owner 
of a string of gambling houses. 

Though police at first attributed the 
murders to a sudden outbreak of gang war
fare, they believe now that the killer i s  
a fanatic armed with some n e w  and terrible 
weapon. The previous theory was discarded 
when the deaths began to strike indis
criminately among Seaport City's various 
rackets, apparently without logical mo
tivation. 

I l ifted my eyes from the paper and 
said,  " You can deal me out. Fanatic or 
not, he's getting rid of the right people. "  

Saddlenose growled agai n .  T h e  small ,  
squatty man took a few, quick steps for
ward, and the kid with the yellow curls 
said sleepily, " Careful . guy. " But the 
eyes in  that white and empty face retained 
thei r smile. 

" I  expected some such reaction, l\Ir.  
Rhodes. I 'm afraid you don 't understand 
the situation.  Unlike the police, the un
derworld has not discarded the theory 
that this is gang warfare. Another death 
or t wo '"'·i l l  touch off t he fu,.e. and from 
that moment on chaos will  l i terally tear 
this town wide apart. There wil l  be 
pitched machine-gun battles on the street. 
Cops will die. Children and other inno
cent bystanders will d ie. Do you follow 
me ? "  

I followed him, all right. I 'd seen that 
kind of warfare back in the temperance 
days. 

The Face steepled his fingers again, said 
softly, " Very well. My i nterest in the 
case i s, of course, purely sel fi�h.  I am a 
sensitive man. Mr. Rhodes. I t  mltlld em

barrass me to be riveted with cupro-n ickel 
slugs. In  fact, I would not care to have 
my mode of life altered in any way at al l . "  

H e  waved one hand ; an outsize cabo
chon emerald burned l ike a tomcat 's eye 
on the m iddle finger. The gesture encom
passed the splendid,  somber room with 
its shaded l ights and its  ankle-deep rugs 
and its Forain etchings. " As the situation 
:-:tands. I 'm doing well enough for myself. 
I have no wish to extend my sphere of 
influence-! want merely to keep what 
I 've gained . A nd open gang warfare 
might well cost me all of that. " 

The mask leaned toward me, a cork
screw of l ight runni ng across its cold, 
ivory planes. Passion suddenly grained 
the man' s  voice. " Under this shell I am 
not a pretty thing. Mr. Rhodes-a living 
gargoyle. But, I love beauty. I love i t  
a s  some men love-" H e  stopped ; de
precating laughter bubbled softly behind 
the face. " I  cannot hope to enlist your 
personal sympathies. I can only hope you 
will  take pity on the innocent ones who 
may die if the mobs should run amok. 
And, there is another consideration, of 
course. How do you know this killer wil l  
alvvays, as you put i t ,  get rid of the right 
ones ? "  

HE H A D  m e  there. Nobody knew 
definitely whether the murderer 
was working for civic, or personal 

motives. \Vith Seaport City's various 
crime tycoons out of the way, he would 
be in  a position to set up his O\Vn empire
an empire fortified with the ,.,·eapon that 
could produce those terrific blasts. The 
situation had appalling possibilities.  

" If I should happen to track him 
down , "  I ventured, " what would I be ex
pected to do with him ? I 'm not turning 
him over to you and your-" 
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" I ask no such commitments. It will 
satisfy me to see the man behind bars. " 
There was danger in a case such as this, 

danger above the threat of sudden death . 
The local bluejohns didn't like me, and 
still less would they like my intrusion in a 
murder case of such magnitude. With a 
five-grand poke at stake, any other slip
shoe in the world could have afforded to 
risk their enmity. I couldn't. I was liv
ing on stolen hours ; one of these days 
some shrewder-than-average cop was go
ing to catch me with my fingers in the 
hour-glass. 
There had been that cold-deck deal in 

Montana. There had been that starry-eyed 
rookie cop named Ted Tarrant-a big, 
dumb kid who hadn't liked the idea of 
strutting around with a badge on his 
breast and a hungry hand behind him. 
There had been the day when important 
money sent the same Ted Tarrant to jail, 
all wrapped up in a leak-proof murder 
frame. And later-five endless years later 
-he had galloped to freedom with Tom
my slugs tearing leather from his heels. 
This trail wasn't cold ; it would never 

be cold. One misstep and the world would 
know that when you scratched Rocky 
Rhodes, Ted Tarrant stopped itchiJJg. 
Still, there was the matter of my private 

op's license ; the fact that I needed money. 
And an even more important fact, one I'd 
been keeping under my hair : It looked 
very much as if a redheaded girl had al
ready dragged me into this case, some 
forty-eight hours before. 
I came to my feet. "I 'll take the case, " 

I said. "I 'll take it, but I 'll handle it in 
my own way. Which means I want no 
interference from you or your-" 
I stopped. At that moment, the radio 

music blanked out and an announcer's 
voice jumped into the waiting silence : 
"We interrupt our program of classical 

favorites to bring you a late news bulletin. 
Another mysterious blast murder lms just 
been reported in Seaport City. This time 

the murderer's vtctlm appears to have 
been a person without underworld con
nections." 
I sat down again. Call it intention, or 

thought-transference, or anything else you 
like-whatever the word, there's no de
nying the fact. All at once I knew be
yond doubt I was going to hear a familiar 
name in a second or two . . .  and I heard it. 
"The blast occurred at Sixteen Twenty

four Winslow Avenue, the home of Miss 
Ann Hedges and her foster-brother, Kerry 
Powell. The entire outer half of the resi
dence was demolished, police say, indicat
ing that a time-bomb of some sort had 
been planted on, or near the front porch. 
The body of a woman was found in the 
debris ." 
The announcer pulled in a gusty breath 

and stalled for a dozen watch-ticks, ob
viously building his suspense. My fingers 
tried to squeeze right through the chair
arms. 
The announcer continued : 
"Although certain identification is im

possible, it is believed to be Miss Abigail 
Clark, an elderly woman who kept house 
for the two. Miss Hedges and her foster
brother were at a movie when the blast 
. occurred. Police are now questioning the 
pair in an effort to discover the motive 
behind the crime. Keep tuned to this sta
tion for further developments. " 
The slow, sad strains of the Pathetique 

symphony welled into the room. The 
Face said quietly, "He doesn't always 
choose the right people, it seems ." 
" So it seems," I agreed, my voice flat, 

strange. 
Ann Hedges was the name of the red

headed girl who had dragged me into this 
case some forty-eight hours before. A 
very lovely redheaded girl, with the kind 
of eyes you wouldn't mind looking into 
forever. 
Surely, I thought, there ought to be a 

better place for bombs than her front 
porch. 
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CHAPTER TWO 

The Shadow of the Scythe 

L IEUTENANT BERT DRAGO of 
the homicide squad flattened his 
immense red hands on my desk, 

lowered his head to impale me on a glacial 
blue gaze. " If I were you," he said, " I'd 
read that paper on the train.  You're 
through in this town, Rocky. All caught 
up. " 

I kept on staring at the front page. It  
fairly screamed : 

MISSING SCIENTIST BELIEVED 
BLAST SLAYER 

Police Begin Search For Ethan Richards; 
Pair Grilled 

New and sensational developments in 
Seaport City's most bizarre mass murder 
case followed hard on the heels of the 
explosion last night at the home of Miss 
Ann Hedges and her foster-brother, Kerry 
Powell. A housekeeper, Miss Abigail Clark, 
lost her life in the blast. 

Grilled throughout the night, the two 
made disclosures which immediately set 
local police on the trail of their foster
father, Ethan Richards, a private research 
chemist of nation-wide repute. They con
fessed that Richards had been missing for 
the past six weeks, and that at the time of 
his disappearance he was perfecting a 
powerful, new explosive which he had ten
tatively called detonite. 

Derived from dinitrotoluene, Richards' 
discovery is a powder which, inert at ordi
nary temperatures, explodes spontaneously 
at 96 degrees Fahrenheit. He had meant to 
turn the formula over to the United States 
war department for use in the armaments 
program, according to the pair. 

Police, however, incline to the theory 
that Richards is actually attempting to use 
his discovery as a springboard to under
world domination. ''The man is unquestion
ably mad," Police Commissioner Ralston 
]. Bounds said this morning. "He has all 
the fiendish cunning of madness. I'm cer
tain that my men will apprehend him before 
he makes further progress in his campaign 
of murder and terrorism." 

In a statement to the press, Miss Hedges 
heatedly denied that her foster-father could 
be the mysterious blast-slayer. "He wouldn't 

have wanted to murder Kerry and me," 
she said. "He adopted us when we were 
kids, and he's always treated us l ike his 
own children. Whatever the world m;�y 
think of him, I know that he is not guilty 
of these crimes. . . " 

" They admitted this-they confessed 
that ! " I said bitterly. "You and your 
fellow Cossacks must have had lots of fun 
flexing your muscles at those two. vVasn't 
i t  enough that they'd just seen their home 
turned into a shambles ? "  

Drago's brows tied themselves into a 
single, shaggy knot above his lidded eyes. 
He slapped savagely at the desk top, nar
rowly missing the spindle that skewer�d a 
month's assortment of hi lls. " The girl 
was your client-that's something she let 
drop last night. She'd hired you to find 
Richards. Now look, Rocky, you can't 
make me believe you didn't smell a tie-in 
between Richards and these blast murders. 
You were holding out on us, and you 
know what happens to a private shamus 
who doesn't play catch with-" 

" Ease off, Drago ! ' ' I palmed the roll
top. \Ve faced each other like two table
tippers at an old-fashioned seance. 

"Just to keep the record straight, " I 
said, "Ann Hedges went to the Missing 
Persons Bmeau when Richards disap
peared six weeks ago. She reported that 
he was working on a new explosive-a 
fact which may or may not have been 
recorded in the official archives. Anyhow, 
she didn't try to conceal it. Now the 
quick-witted cops think there's a tie-up 
between R ichards and the killer, so they 
accuse me of withholding evidence they 
had in  their hands six weeks ago. " 

" You must have known- " 

"-that Richards is the murderer ? I 
don't know it yet. Neither do the city's 
finest. " 

Drago said stubbornly, "You're done, 
Rocky. Get in our way on this case and 
we'll snow you under with technical 
charges. That's final . "  
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He turned and lumbered toward the 
door, two hundred pounds of wrath and 
resolution. 
I said, "Wait ! " 
"What-" 
"Where's Ann Hedges ? She's still my 

client. I've got a right to see her. " 
Drago looked incuriously at his toes. 

"\Vhy, we ain't exactly keeping those two 
in custody any more. V-le turned 'em 
loose this morning, and they rented the 
house right next to their own home. " He 
frowned at me. "Now, don't blow your 
lid ! 'vVe got a heavy police guard around 
the place. " 
I bared my teeth. "You're using 'em 

for bait, eh ? The killer tried to get them 
once, and you know he'll try again. Well, 
it ought to work out fine-for everybody 
but them." 
"We got a police guard around-" 
"So now, " I said wearily, "all you need 

is another one around the cops. From 
what I 've seen of local police guards, a 
caravan of Mack trucks could · pass 
through unseen. What does it matter how 
many cops you've got when they all pound 
their ears at the same time ? " 
Drago gave me a long, prying look that 

sent a feather-stroke of fear down my 
spine. "Funny thing, " he said darkly. 
"A guy that talks that way about cops is 
usually a guy that's scared to death of 
'em. " He slapped the door shut and left 
his words behind him. 
And for the first time in weeks I took 

a drink before lunch. 

I FOUND an avid swarm of thrillhunters boiling around the roped-off 
shambles that had been Ann Hedges' 

home. Most of them stared in wordless 
awe at the scrambled masonry. 

I plowed a furrow through the mob, 
made my way to the house next do(}r-a 
blank-faced, greystone structure, set well 

back from the street and screened by tree
shadow from the hungry eyes out front. 
Two massive bluejohns met me in the 

vestibule, neither of them glad to see me. 
I told them Ann Hedges was my client 
and that, according to Regulation 63, a 
private detective had the right to converse 
with his client under any circumstances. 
While they were trying to remember 
Regulation 63, I made a right-hand turn 
into the shadowy living-room where Ann 
and her foster-brother sat in a virtual 
state of siege. 
Ann whispered, "Rocky," getting up 

out of her chair and coming toward me
a kid-size girl, trim, slim, with hair that 
swung about her throat in a tumbled cloud 
as bright as a cardinal's crest. I looked 
at her and saw that she'd lost something 
more than her sleep last night. She'd lost 
a certain. essential part of her youth and 
her spirit. There was a dogged valor in 
her tilted chin, but her wide brown eyes 
housed grief and fear. 
"The police say- Rocky, yott don't 

think he . . . .  " 
" I didn't know your foster-father, 

Ann," I reminded gently. 
"The police ! " Kerry Powell said bit

terly. "They couldn't be right about 
anything. " He trapped nervous hands be
tween his knees, took quick, jerky pulls 
on his cigarette. His was one of those 
pink-white varsity faces some people wear 
with blonde hair. " It wasn't enough to 
accuse dad of being a murderer-they're 
treating Ann and me like criminals, too. 
I want to take her out of the city, but 
they say we're in technical custody as ma
terial witnesses. " 
I couldn't do anything about that. I 

didn't like it-I've never liked police traps 
baited with humans. Evidently Commis
sioner R. J. Bounds had spoken. 
I said, "Would Ethan Richards have 

had any motive for wanting you two re
moved ?" 
Powell looked at his cigarette. Ann 
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looked down at her doll-size feet. Out 
of a long, tight silence she said miserably, 
"Not unless he's insane. " 
"And if he is insane ?" 
Her eyes lifted, steadied. " I-I guess 

there's something you ought to know. 
Kerry and I always helped him with his 
work in the laboratory, and we-we both 
know the formula for detonite. If he 
wants to keep the secret to himself . . . .  " 
Her voice sagged into silence. 
It was motive, with a capital M. It 

put the finger on Ethan Richards, and it 
put Ann and Kerry right under the shad
ow of a scythe. I said, "\Vho else might 
have guessed you know this formula ?" 
"Well, all dad's friends knew we helped 

him with his work. And-and there's 
Rolf Parmalee, of course. " 
I leaned forward. "What about Par

malee ?" 
"He handled dad's legal business," she 

said. "We-Kerry and I-took a copy of 
the formula to him yesterday morning. " 
I said morosely, "There're lots of things 

I haven't been told, it seems. Am I sup
posed to be a detective--or the village 
gossip ?" 
Ann put one slim hand on my arm, her 

eyes huge with contrition. "I 'm sorry, 
Rocky. We weren't trying to conceal facts 
-we just didn't see any connection be
tween that and all this. " Her fingers 
shaped a small, sad gesture. "Dad want
ed the government to have that formula ; 
we thought it was time we took steps on 
our own initiative to make sure the gov
ernment got it. vVe gave Rolf a copy of 
it-just in case anything happened to us. " 

I knew Rolf Parmalee. I knew him for 
a lawyer too poor to be anything but 
clean-handed-in a city where clean
handed lawyers were scarcer than "Please 
Park Here" signs. Even so, it occurred 
to me that a formula presumably worth 
millions might tax the honesty of Diogenes 
himself. It occurred to me at the same 
time that a routine call on Rolf Parmalee 

might open some new avenue of investi
gation. All the others had cops and stop
lights em them. 
"You're going ?" Ann said. "Rocky, 

you'll prove dad isn't doing these things, 
won't you ? I know he's not a murderer. 
I know it ! " 
"Then I'll prove it, " I said ; but I had 

my fingers crossed. "Take care of your
self, kids. While the cops are watching 
you. you watch them." 

P ARMALEE would see me at his home that night, he informed me 
over the telephone. "I'm sorry I 

can't make it sooner, Rhodes, but I'll be 
tied up until then. " 
So that was that. I speat the rest of 

the day sorting facts, and tailoring theories 
to fit them. That job left me with a ciga
rette wheeze and too many stray scraps 
of theory. Whether or not the cops had 
noticed it, there was one particular fact 
that stood out, begging for attention. Of 
the six rackets bosses who had made the 
great transition, every one had just 
emerged from a local restaurant, bar or 
night club at the time of his demise . . . . 
Detonite exploded at a temperature of 
ninety-six degrees Fahrenheit, and normal 
body heat is around ninety-eight. One 
fact turned in the other, like a key in a 
lock. 
But I was still trying to open the lock 

when I braked my coupe that night in 
front of Parmalee's home on Prospect 
Drive. The lawyer met me at the door ; 
a lean, fit, middle-aged man with hright, 
quick eyes and eloquent courtroom hands. 
"Glad you came, Rhodes. You're work

ing for Ann and Kerry, I understand. 
Any progress ?" 
I've got a stock answer for that one. 

" Sure, " I said. "There're just a few 
questions I want to ask you. This formula 
of theirs, for instance-you're making ar-
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rangements to turn it over to the War De
partment ?" 
He gave me a glimpse of neat . white 

teeth, his eyes darkly amused. "You're a 
direct man, Rhodes. The answer, of 
course, is yes. I wired \Vashington, today. 
Frankly, I won't feel comfortable until 
I've got rid of the thing. " 
"It's that valuable ?" 
"It would be priceless," said Parmalee, 

"to a country at war. For use in friction 
bombs, you know. The stuff is simply 
and inexpensively made, I understand, 
and-well , it seems to have frightful po
tentialities . . . .  Anything else ?" 
I said, "Yes. You knew Ethan Rich

ards, Parmalee. I didn't. From your 
personal knowledge of him, would you 
say that he could possibly be the guy be
hind these crimes ?" 
The smile disappeared from Parmalee's 

lips. He looked down at his woven fin
gers ; his small, sharp cheekbones seemed · 
to push at his skin. "Three hours ago I 
wouldn't have said so. But now-yes ! 
Richards is the man ! " 
"What ?" 
"There was a strange letter in my mail 

this evening, Rhodes ; an unbelievable let
ter. It warned me that I would die if I 
made any effort to dispose of the for
mula ." 
There was a shadow of carefully con

trolled dread in the eyes that lifted to 
mine. "The letter was in Ethan Richards' 
handwriting-and it was signed with his 
name, " Parmalee said. " If you'd like 
to see it . . . .  " 

He rose, crossed the small , subdued 
living-room and stepped into the dark
ened room beyond. The door creaked shut 
behind him, and then I was alone with 
silence and cigarette smoke and the sharp
cut memory of Ann's belief in her foster
father. 
I waited. I waited one minute, two, 

three . . .  
I got to my feet. All at once my nerves 

pulled tight, with that familiar sense of 
fear rushing ahead of its cause, cooling 
my blood before I knew the reason. 
"Parma lee ! " I yelled. I started for the 

door. 
I never reached it. At that moment, 

the door wrenched itself from screaming 
hinges and came to meet me, and with 
it the whole shattered face of the wall ; 
and, with it, all the noise that had ever 
been or would ever be . . . .  

CHAPTER THREE 

The Trouble I've Seen 

EVERYTHING seemed to be aimed 
at me, but it was only the door that 
hit me. It hit me broadside-a 

hard, flat, thwacking blow like the slap 
of a Jovian palm. The impact hurried me 
backward to the south wall of the living
room, and the door went with me all the 
way. 
The chances are that it saved my life. 

It careened tipsily into the wall, made a 
kind of extemporaneous lean-to over my 
fallen body, a roof against the splintered 
glass and the flying chair-legs and the 
slabs of plaster that pelted down in a 
jumbled, surrealist rain. 
I couldn't hear much of what was going 

on. The roar of the blast was still in my 
ears, covering them as tangibly as molten 
rubber. All other noises were only faint 
impressions in that greater noise. I felt 
no pain, merely a deathly fatigue that 
weighted my eyelids and sprinkled dust 
in my brain. Well, this is it, I thought 
drowsily. This is the tall, dark sleep J'�,e 

h eard so much about. 

I had made better guesses. It was a 
three-quarters blackout-nothing more. 
A minute later I had come alive and was 
in motion again, padding slowly and 
clumsily around the edge of the door. I 
got to my feet, stood there, swaying on 
widespread legs, my right arm braced 
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. against the wall. It was the only ann I 
could use. My left shoulder had apparent
ly caught the whole solid smack of the 
door panel, and the appendage that 
drooped from it was as dead as the dove 
of peace. 
I didn't need a medical degree to know 

that I'd not be chinning myself with that 
particular arm for a while. 
The blast had shattered every light 

bulb in the house, but starshine reached 
through broken windows to spotlight 
the chaos around me. Nothing looked 
the same. Two floor lamps that had stood 
in opposite corners of the room now 
leaned against each other, like a pair of 
tired drunks ; and everything else-books, 
bric-a-brac, furniture-was shaken into a 
kind of nightmare omelet. I clicked on 
my fountainpen flash and waded through 
the wreckage toward the small, square 
study into which Rolf Parmalee had gone. 
It was nothing like a study now. The 

blast had originated there, breaking the 
floor and the walls and the ceiling apart 
like the shell of a Cicero pineapple. My 
flash beam scampered nervously along the 
plasterboard. . . . 
Death was no novelty to me. I 'd seen 

it before, in some of its least attractive 
guises. The human mind gradually builds 
up a psychic antitoxin to it. But this was 
different, a sudden, complete effacement 
of a personality. 
The slender, smiling man who had been 

Rolf Parmalee was dead, one slim white 
hand lay palm upward. the fingers crooked 
as in an abortive effort to snatch at the 
lost threads of life. I caught myself no
ticing the faint blue line on the middle 
finger where a too-small ring must have 
fitted once. 
Finally I began to move. Snapping off 

the flashlight, I thrust it back in my 
pocket and cat-stepped toward the great. 
jagged rent in the north wall of the house. 
Not more than three or four minutes had 

elapsed since the blast. But even so, I'd 
remained too long. Suddenly, I could hear 
an excited babel of voices breaking through 
the shocked hush outside ; and it was a 
sound that meant just one thing to me : 
Trouble ! 
In the event of a showdown \Vith the 

boys, I had all the logic in the world on my 
side. Unless I happened to be working 
as touch-off man for the Blaster-and 
thus far not, even Drago had accused me 
of that-there wasn't a single conceivable 
reason why I might have put the nudge 
on Rolf Parmalee. Still less was there 
any reason to suppose I'd have cooled 
my keds in a place where a blow was 
due at any moment. My broken arm alone 
should have been enough to clear me. But 
it doesn't do a man much good to have all 
the logic in the world on his side-not 
when all the cops in the world are on the 
other. 

I knew exactly how it would be. If 
only to elbow me out of their way, the 
shields would dream up a charge of some 
kind and rush me into storage for a while. 
A while ? Once let them get my prints on 
the blotter and I'd soon be tearing pages 
out of an endless book. The state of Mon
tana collected fingerprints, too. 

OUTSIDE. I flattened my shoul
ders against the building and ran 
my eyes quickly over the terrain. 

Voices were converging on the house ; 
but the darkness just ahead of me was not 
yet populated. Dipping my head, I made 
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for the low hedge that skirted the lot. 
A moment later I had hunkered down in 
friendly shadow and was scuttling, lob
ster-wise, toward the street. 

I got there without being seen. A crowd 
boiled darkly around the front of the 
house, making the shril l ,  confused noi ses 
that crowds make on such occasion � .  No
body singled me out for special attention . 
I eased into the l ittle coupe. gripped the 
wheel with my one good hand, threw 
leather at the starter. 

Peopl e i mmediately began to notice me. 
" Officer, that coupe ! "  a woman's voice 

complained. " It was right there in the 
driveway all the time. Should you Jet the 
man- " 

Somebody, obviously a harness-cop, 
spun from the crowd and bawled, ' ' Hey ! ' ' 

I twi sted the wheel. The coupe jumped 
away from the curb on a thin lament of 
gears. I toed the gas-pedal down to the 
floor-boards and kept it there. 

" Halt ! "  the cop bugled behind me. 
" Halt in the name of the-" 

I didn't catch the name. 
I was a good forty feet away when gun

fire began to pierce the night. A �Iag
num would have stopped me at that dis
tance, but not a regulation st>rvice oscar. 
The coupe yawed slightly, then stretched 
out its wheels, spurning gravel like a 
thoroughbred. I spun it i nto a murky 
side-street, the wind of passage singing 
in my ears, and droYe due west unt i l  a 
murkier street gaped invit ingly on my 
left. 

The sounds of pur�uit di ssolved into si
l ence. A dozen streets later I could see my 
way around the eight-ball. Unless. of 
course. the bluejohn had happened to catch 
my license number-in which case I \\'ould 
have only two hundred and ninety-nine 
other hluejohns to worry about. But the 
chance� of that were so negligible that I 
decided to think of my broken arm i n
stead . 

It hurt. With every jounce of the 

coupe, my stomach seemed to flatten and 
curl up like a waiter's shirt front in an 
old pre-talkie comedy. I couldn't stand 
much of that. T parked the coupe in a 
swatch of shadow and sat there for ten 
mi nutes or more, fill ing my lungs with 
cool . clean air. The pain stayed with me 
but the nausea passed. I prodded the car 
to l ife and made for home. 

The arm would have to be set before I 
did anything else. But that was all right. 
T knew a friendly medico who would come 
over to my apartment and set it  without 
asking too many questions. Meanwhile, 
there wasn't much to do. Parmalee's 
death.  timed with an inhuman ingenuity, 
had spilled new confusion into this little 
mess. Now I \\'as fresh out of leads again 
-and dodging uni forms i nto the bargain. 

I eased into the Sheraton Arms, rode 
the self-service l ift up to �he fourth floor, 
and plodded on twelve-pound feet down 
the corridor that led to my three rooms 
and. I had keyed the doorlock open, stood 
trying to locate the light swi tch, when 
my scalp began to pucker again at the 
point \\'here it merged '"'·ith my neck. 

Something was distinctly haywire. 
I'rl left the windows down when I went 

out. so the flat should have smelled of 
stale cigarette smoke and venerable up
holstery. I t  didn't. It smelled of clean 
night air. and I coulrl hear the window 
curtains frothing gently in a breeze no 
electric fan had manufactured. And I 
cottlcl hear . . . a sound-a thick, labored, 
rattling sound, like the respiration of a 
crottpy chi ld.  I 'd heard i t  before, more 
t imes than one man ottght to hear it. I 
knew beyond a ghost of a doubt what it 
meant. 

Nobody else had a right to be in my 
apartment. Certainly nobody else had a 
right to be dying in it.  But the fact re
mained that somebody ·was dying there. 
That thick noise was the sounrl a man 
makes when he is  using up the last few 
breaths of air allotted to him. 
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My FINGERS locked on the .45 
holstered under my left lapel. 
Slanting its muzzle into the 

gloom, I slid noiselessly along the wall, 
until my right elbow found the light but
ton. I gave it a prod and then ducked 
to one side, whisking the gun-barrel across 
the lighted room. 

But nobody poured lead at me. Nobody 
stirred. The place wore a deep, rich hush 
broken only by the sigh of the window
curtains, and by that other sound. 

The draught pushed through an open 
window to my left. Somebody armed with 
a glass-cutter had obviously stood on the 
outside fire-escape and thugged his way 
into the place according to the by-laws 
of the cat-burglar's local. Shards of the 
broken pane were scattered across the 
carpet ; near them, his feet and hands out
stretched, his varsity face devoid of color, 
lay the man who had been shot. 

His wide gray eyes were pinned emptily 
on the ceiling ; there was no faintest stir 
of thought in them when I crouched down 
beside him and said thickly, " Kerry. " 

He was still breathing. 
"Kerry ! " I touched his shoulder and 

crowded words through the tight, dry pain 
in my throat. "For God's sake, kid, what 
happened ? Where's Ann ? How did you 
get here ? Who-who the devil did this 
to you ?" 

He tried to  focus his eyes on my face, 
but there wasn't that much strength left 
in his body. 

I said feverishly, "It's Rhodes, Kerry ! 
It's Rocky Rhodes 1 Understand ? You've 
got to tal to me, Kerry. What in heaven's 
name-" 

The gray lips shaped a single word. 
"Rhodes ?" 

"Yes ! " I said. 
Kerry Powell stirred fitfully. " Ann 

. . .  they got Ann, Rhodes. "  
M y  heart went into a power-dive. 

"Who, Kerry ? Who ?" 
"I . • •  don't know. It was my • • . 

fault, Rhodes. "  The kid's voice quickened, 
strengthened, as if he were drawing on 
some last reserve of energy " There was a 
phone call-I thought it was from you. 
Said to . . .  get Ann and sneak out through 
the basement door . . . past the police 
guard. Said to . . .  bring her here. " 

I said, "And you thought the call was 
from me ? Good Lord, Kerry, why would 
I have wanted you to-" 

" Said you thought . . .  some of the cops 
had sold out to the . . .  killer. Said we'd 
he safe . . . here. " His voice sank again 
into a broken mumble, thin and faraway. 
"Thought it was you. Afraid . . .  afraid 
all this happened because I was-" 

"Go on, Kerry ! "  I cut in desperately. 
"Look, kid, maybe I can help Ann if you'll 
tell me the rest of it. " I didn't really think 
so, though. 

"Ann. . . " He reached for strength 
again. "They got her, Rhodes. They were 
waiting here, and they let us in and . . .  
shot me down. !-that's all I can re
n1em-" 

" How many were there, Kerry ?" My 
voice was urgent. 

"I don't . . .  know. They were just 
-just faces. I didn't know any of them . . .  
But they got Ann, Rhodes. They took 
Ann away with them, and it was 
all my-" 

The kid sighed heavily ; his head 
drooped a little toward one shoulder. I 
said, "Kerry ! "  

H e  didn't say anything. 
"Kerry ! "  I whispered again. 
It was over for him. Death had 

smoothed his face and left it young again, 
soft, ingenious, faintly bewildered-the 
face of a good-hearted kid whose only of
fense had been that he was a little too 
scared, a little too credulous. 

Well, it was over for him. But not for 
Ann Hedges ; not for the girl with the 
tumbled bright hair and the eyes that 
were gentle as May. It was probably just 
beginning for her. 
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CHAPTER FOUR 

Drago Gets Ideas 

SOMETIMES in my dreams I would 
find myself shut away in a house 
without doors or windows, a night

mare house, suggestive of the big stone 
building in which I'd spent five years of 
my l ife. My fingers would grope fran
tically along the bare face of a wall, hope
fully pursuing a hopeless quest, then I 
would come to a corner and to another 
unbroken wall .  So it would go until I 
woke-a procession of bald, dark walls 
stretching on and on, into the black pit 
of nowhere. 

It was like that now. Wherever I turned 
there seemed to be a wall in front of me, 
and it was a wall as blank as a cretin's 
eye. I had no idea where to look for 
Ann. I had no idea who the killer was, 
though the finger continued to point at 
Ethan Richards. I had no idea what to 
do about Kerry Powell's murder-a com
plicating factor more than likely to put 
my neck in a thirteen-loop cravat. 

I burned a chain of cigarettes, and let 
my feet slap out a dreary lockstep rhythm 
on the carpet. My broken arm still hurt ; 
and I could feel the heat of fever in my 
cheeks. I knew that I ought to he abed 
with my ann in splints and my brow in 
ice-chips. But there was no time for that 
now, no time for anything but blunt, de
cisive action. The clock on the mantel 
was stolidly snipping away fragments of 
Ann Hedges' life. 

Meanwhile, I pounded the carpet and 
kept on playing riddle-me-this. 

The perfect precision. That was the 
most incomprehensible thing in  the whole 
affair. The Parmalee kill had been timed 
and executed with a finesse that taxed all 
credulity. Young Powell had been mur
dered and Ann Hedges snatched with the 
same kind of finesse. And obviously it 
had been planned by somebody who knew 

that I would be dodging plaster at the 
time, who knew it was an easy matter to 
Jet sleeping cops lie, who knew he could 
safely gamble on Kerry Powell's fear 
and Ann's uncertainty. Sane or otherwise, 
the man did things in a way that smacked 
eerily of omniscience. 

The handset telephone on my desk 
raked silver spurs across my nerves. I 
palmed the transmitter and said, 
"Rhodes. "  

"This. " said the voice at the other 
end, " is  Ethan Richards. " 

The fever was building in my veins, 
and for a halved instant I thought de
lirium had come with i t .  I sank in a 
chair and blew a small "Oh "  into the 
mouthpiece. 

THE voice said tonele�sly, " Please 
dispense with the ancient ritual of 
trying to trace this call, Mr. Rhodes. 

It would simply be a waste of time, and 
time is  of the essence . . . .  Well , are you 
there ? "  

" I 'm here, " I said. " Go on. "  
" To begin with, Mr. �bodes, I must 

admit that your interest in my affairs has 
disturbed me. Frankly, I 'm afraid of you. 
Oh, not of your brain-that seems a pretty 
commonplace article. But your appat:_ent 
immunity to death and your infinite capa
city for muddling through-you must be 
disposed of one way or another, Mr. 
Rhodes. " 

My voice sounded as if it came from a 
cave. " Meaning, " I said, "that you tried 
one of those ways at the Parmalee place
but your rock didn't hit both birds. " 

" \Veil put. A Jess formidable enemy 
would now be where the woodbine twineth 
not. But you, Mr. Rhodes, are incredible. 
So I shall have to try something else. " 

"And that i s-" 
" Persuasion. You have doubtless no

ticed that Kerry is dead. You also know 
that I have-appropriated Ann. At pres
ent nothing very serious has happened 
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to her, Mr. Rhodes. I 've kept her alive 
for the obvious reason that she might he 
needed as a hostage. You understand ?" 
I said, "No. " 
" I want you to give up this case at 

once. I have many channels of informa
tion at my disposal ; I know that Ann 
is not your only client. You are also 
working for a gentleman known popularly 
as the Face. As an indication of your in
tentions. you will go at once to this face
less one, and tell him you have retired 
from the case. After you have done that 
-and believe me, I 'll know whether or 
not you have done it-you may expect 
another call from me. " 
The transmitter slipped in my sweaty 

palm. "Vvai t ! " I said. "You mean Ann 
will be murdered unless I follow your 
orders. What assurance have I that-" 
"-that she won't be murdered, any

way ?" The flat voice cracked open on 
thin, slaty laughter that sent a parade 
of chills down my spine. Sane ? A saner 
man had written M ein Kampf. "You have 
no such assurance, Mr. Rhode�. But after 
all, you're scarcely in a position to dictate 
terms. Good evening. " 
There was the clac of a broken connec

tion. I dropped the handset into its cradle 
and got to my feet. I put on my hat. I 
fumbled the .45 out of its sling and gave the 
chambers a brief, routine inspection. Then 
I palmed the door open and stepped out 
into the half-light of the corridor. 
In all well-planned nightmares, one 

thing fuses fantastically with another, so 
that there will be no dull lapses in the 
continuity. Knowing that, I wasn't par
ticularly surprised to see the moonlike 
face of Lieutenant Bert Drago floating 
down the corridor to meet me. I was just 
sick. 
Drago said, "Hello, Rocky. Going 

somewhere ?" His lips broke open in a 
gold-spangled grin, but the eyes above 
the grin were like chips from a grave
stone. 

I flicked the ash off my cigarette. let
ting my broken arm hang nonchalantly at 
my side. "Out, " I said vaguely. "\iVhat 
gives, Bert ? Anything new ? . ' 
Drago pushed his stomach very close. 

"Yeah. Not so long ago somebody did for 
a local lip named Rolf Parmalee. An
other bomb, I guess. The beat-cop threw 
lead at somebody lamming from the place 
in a coupe, but the guy got away. . . . By 
the way, Rocky, you drive a coupe, don't 
you ?" 
I said airily, "Lots of people do. They 

tell me the horseless carriage is becoming 
quite a fad. " 

D
RAGO kept his mirthless smile. 
"You private detectives say the 
funniest things," he simpered in 

ghastly mimicry. "It's just possible, 
though, that lots of people don't drive 
coupes with a bullet or two in the rear end. 
I 'll be having a look at that bus of yours 
in a couple of minutes, Rocky. Right 
now I got something else on my mind. " 
His eyes ground like two stone pestles 

into mine ; I knew then what he was going 
to say. I had all the sensations of a man 
watching the judge put on his black cap. 
"\iVhere, " said Drago, "are young 

Powell and the Hedges girl ?" 
This is the payoff, I thought. 
I stretched my eyes like an ingenue. 

"Good God, Bert ! You-you don't mean 
they're not-" 
Drago said patiently, "At home ? No. 

Those lunkheads on the stakeout found 
the kids missing and phoned headquarters 
a few minutes ago. You know, Rocky, it 
seems to me you were the guy that raised 
so much stink about the police-trap idea. 
Kind of looks like you were also the guy 
that stole that bait ." Drago quit grinning. 
""V17here are they ? We want 'em back." 
"Now, wait a minute, Bert," I said 

feverishly. "Am I supposed to have 
lammed with the kids at the same time 
I 'm supposed to have murdered Parmalee ? 
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What am I-a dick with two or three 
:�stral bodies working for him ? I-" 

Drago said .  " Let's have a look at your 
apartment. Rocky. lf  they're not there, 
what've you got to worry about ? "  

I cocked m y  muscles. "� o .  you don't ! 
Not without a search warrant. :\f:Jtter of 
principle. you understand. " 

Drago smiled. " I  got me a kind of 
John Doe search warrant that's a� flexible 
a s  your Sunday garters. In ! "  

His stomach crovvded into my midriff, 
two hundred pounds of cop behind it .  The 
i mpact tipped me off balance, spilled me 
backward against the door, my broken arm 
pinned tightly to the panel. Pain and fever 
exploded in my brain : my free hand made 
a clumsy pass at the .45. A moment later 
Drago was covering me with two guns
mine and his.  

" You're getting to be a nance, R ocky. 
I 'd have had a tougher t ime taking a lol l i
pop from a weaner. Now open that door, 
and let's see what makes. " 

I opened the door and went i n .  
Drago clicked o n  t h e  lights and let  t h e  

door slap shut behind him. H e  stood 
there hlinking in the sudden radiance
and I had added ten candles to my next 
birthday cake before he saw Kerry Puw·ell .  

H i s eyes swelled a l ittle : he t ook t \YO 
�low steps forward. 

" Murder . "  said Drago. 
T said.  " See tlw hmken gla,;,;.  ·· and i t  

sounded a s  i f  I were reading t h e  first l ine 
i n  a schoolboy's primer. " Somebody got 
in through the window and murdered the 
kid. Bert. I wouldn't ha ,.e come i n  that 
way-the landlord lets me have a key. I 
didn't do i t ,  Bert . . . 

" Murder . .  
, 

Drago repeated . 
He plodded toward me. behind the guns, 

t wo round black chimneys ready to �moke 
death. " W here's your telephone ? I bet
ter call the boys. " 

" Now l isten, Bert , "  I wheedled. " For 
God's sake. let me talk for a couple of 
minutes, will  you ? I 'l l  tell you the whole 

thing from beginning to end. Kerry and 
the girl-" 

" Save it. Save it for your mouthpiece ! 
W here's the telephone ? "  

I said ,  " You w i n .  It 's  over there." 
Drago swiYeled. " H uh ? Where ? "  
" R ight here under m y  hand, " 1 told 

him. Sure enough. there it was. I wrapped 
my fingers around the cradle and shoved 
it  at h im hard . praying that the cord would 
reach. It  did-the instrument connected 
with the side of his jaw,  a solid thud l ike 
the push of a mule's hoof. 

I followed through. Drago's shoulder 
thunked the wall and he teetered around 
on the rims of his heel s, trying earnestly to 
hoist the police rod i nto line. I hit him 
three times on the point  of the jaw before 
I realized that once ,,·ould have been 
enough. 

His sl iding feet pushed a scatter-rug 
out of the \vay, and he fel l .  covering the 
bare space where it had been. I pocketed 
his  service gun, put my .45 back where it 
belonged . Then I trundled Drago into the 
adjoining room

. 
found the familiar pair 

of handcuffs without which he would have 
felt undressed, snapped one of his big hairy 
\\" rists to the bedstead. 

After that. I blacked out the lights and 
went away. 

Not only was my favorite client punch
ing death's doorbell .  but I was also an es
caped convict wanted for murder, abduc
tion. re:-;isting an officer and using official 
property for personal business. l hadn't 
merely cooked my goose-it was crusted 
with charcoal now. 

CHAPTER FIVE 

Masks Off at Midnight 

NOTH I N G  in that vast and splendid 
room had changed. The same 
Forain etchings broke the subdued 

monotony of the walls ; the same shadows 

( Contin11ed on page 108) 



DO THE DEAD RETURN? 
A strange man in Los Angeles, known 

as "The Voice of Two Worlds," tells o f 
astonishing experiences in far-off and 
mysterious Tibet, often called the land o f 
miracles by the few travelers permitted to 
visit it. Here he lived among the lamas, 
mystic priests of the temple. "In your pre
vious li fetime," a very old lama told him, 
"you lived here, a lama in this temple. 
You and I were boys together. I lived on, 
but you eied in youth, and were reborn in 
England. I have been expecting your 
return." 

The young Englishman was amazed as 
he looked around the temple where he was 
believed to have lived and died. It seemed 
uncannily familiar, he appeared to know 
every nook and corner of it, yet-at least 
in this li fetime-he had never been there 
before. And mysterious was the set of 
circumstances that had brought him. 
Could it be a case of reincarnation, that 
strange belief of the East that souls re
turn to earth again and again, living many 
lifetimes ? 

Because of their belief that he had 
formerly been a lama in the temple, the 
lamas welcomed the young man with open 
arms and taught him rare mysteries and 
long-hidden practices, closely guarded for 
three thousand years by the sages, which 
have enabled many to perform amazing 
feats. He says that the system often leads 
to almost unbelievable improvement in 
power of mind, can be used to achieve 
brilliant business and professional success 
as well a-s great happiness. The young man 
himself later became a noted explorer and 
geographer, a successful publisher of maps 

and atlases o f the Far East, used through
out the world. 

"There is in all men a sleeping giant of 
mindpower," he says. "When awakened, 
it can make man capable of surprising 
feats, from the prolonging of youth to 
success in many other worthy endeavors." 
The system is said by many to promote 
improvement in health ; others tell of in
creased bodily strength, courage and 
poise. 

"The time has come for this long
hidden system to be- disclosed to the 
Vv estern world," declares the author, and 
offers to send his amazing 9000 word 
treatise-which reveals many startling re
sults-to sincere readers of this publica
tion, free of cost or obligation. For your 
free copy, address the Institute of Mental
physics, 213 South Hobart Blvd., Dept. 
'>o·T.  Los Angeles, Cali f. Readers are 
urged to write promptly, as only a limited 
number of the free treatises have been 
printed. 
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(Coufiuucd from page 106) 
lay in their appointed places. The floor 
was paved with the same soft carpeting. 

Rich damask draperies stirred languidly 
to my left, moved by a draught that slid 
through the open French doors beyond ; 
and to my right, his thin, graceful body 
folded into the brocaded ottoman, sat the 
man with the strange, still face. 

" Good evening, l\lr. Rhodes. " 
Dark eyes smiled quizzically at me 

through the beautiful, pale mask. The man 
behind it tented his long, slim fingers, 
the huge emerald splashing its princely 
fire from one hand. He said, " You might 
have been shot, you know. In times like 
these. it i s  rather dangerous to enter my 
house without first ringing the doorbell . " 

The pain still made its home in me, and 
the fever-hot blood throbbed in my temples 
like snake-drums booming in a swamp. 
But I could think now, with that quick, 
unnatural brill iance that comes to a man 
when his mind is skat ing along the edge 
of delirium. 

T slum)Jed into a chair. " I  came in 
through a window. I didn't want to be 
roughed up by yom three hired roscoes 
again .  Where are they. by the way ?"  

The Face said vaguely, "They are here 
and there, l\Ir. Rhodes. But. you have 
come to deliver a report, I take it . "  

The Adonis mask leaned toward me. 
The man toyed with his emerald, twirling 
i t  on his narrow finger. 

I told him about the blast at Rolf Par
malee's home ; I told him about Kerry 
Powell 's death ; Ann's abduction ; of the 
ultimatum I had received over the tele
phone ; and of Drago. 

The Face li stenecl attentively. " Extra
ordinary. Y ott have come here, then, to 
inform me that you are retiring irom the 
case ?" 

I said, " No. " 
" But you told me that Ethan Richards 

(Co11tiuued 011 page 110) 
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(Continued from pa{Jt 108) 
had ordered you to turn down thi s--" 

I said .  " I  didn't tell you it was Ethan 
Richards. That was what he said . . . .  If 
he'd used an Ouija board instead of a tele
phone I might haYe believed him. It's 
my candid opinion that Ethan Richards 
has heen dead these many weeks. " 

There was silence, then there was noise. 
The fingers of my right hand were cradl
ing Bert Drago's police popper, and now 
I shot once, through the pocket of my 
tweeds, into the ohscurity where the 
drapes were stirring. They were stirring 
much too much for so small a breeze. 

There was the sound of a body leaning 
backward into the French windows. 

T HE DRA PES parted. The kid 
with the yellow hair and the slack, 
stupid face stepped out, pitched 

forward into the carpet and lay quite still. 
The Face said impersonally, " It seems 

we had an enemy in our camp.'' 
I thought, one down-but there are 

more in the house. 

I eased the gun out of my coat and 
centered it on the man in the ottoman. I 
said. " I'm the kind of dick who just mud
dles through-but that telephone call was 
about as subtle as a dirty joke. I guessed 
right away that I was supposed to walk 
into a death-trap. It took genius to see 
that the death-trap was here. " 

Silence claimed the room. 
"Re.ally. Mr. Rhodes. " he murmured 

finally. " Surely you're not implying that I 
am in league with the blast murderer ? "  

" You are the murderer," I said. 
The hush dissolved. · · You're delirious, 

'l\J r. Rhodes, " Face said. "I would 
scarcely have hired a detective to track 
down myself." 

I got up and slowly tagged the gun to
ward him. The door to my right squeaked 
ever so faintly on its hinges. "You didn't 
hire me, " I offered. " I  was hired by a 



THE MAN IN THE MURDER MASK 

man known as the Face. Don't move, 
please. You look quite a bit like him-but 
there are differences. That ring, for in
stance. It's a little too big for you. It 
was a little too small for him, so small 
that it left a faint blue line on his middle 
finger. " 
Laughter purred softly from the motion

less face. "An extraordinary theory. Most 
extraordinary. And where. then, is the 
gentleman I'm impersonating ?" 

I pulled another answer from the crystal 
globe of my brain. "He's as dead as Noah. 
The little affair at the Rolf Parmalee 
home. I have an idea he was dead before 
the touch-off, though. " 
The door squeaked again, a little louder 

this time. The masked man laughed with 
his �yes. "Then I am-" 
"You," I said, "are a man who used to 

be the squarest lawyer in town. You are 
now a criminal with dreams of empire. 
The name is Rolf Parma lee ! " 
My gun whisked sideways, cuffed twice 

at the heel of my palm. It was slanted into 
the wedge of darkness where the creaking 
door yawned on a hallway. A face was 
there in the aperture-a diminutive, low
browed face. It was looking at me over the 
bore of a cut-down .38. 
The face yelled once : went backward 

into the gloom. 
I thought, That's two of them. But how 

long can I keep this up ? 
I shifted the gun-barrel back into line. 

H

IS FINGERS lifted slowly and 
began to fumble with the false-face. 
It came away. Parmalee's dark, 

quick eyes smiled at me out of a face as 
wan as the mask. "And now ?" 

I said, "Where's Ann Hedge "" 
"Suppose \ve exchange informatiou. 

After all, you've nothing to lose. I'll tell 
you where Ann is if you'll tell me how 
much you know." 
If she's alive, she's doubtless here in 
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this house, I thought. But there's another 
gunsel here, too, and I 'll probably catch 
lead before I find her. 
"First of all ." I said, "the Face was 

your brother, wasn't he ? The hands and 
the mannerisms are pretty much alike. " 
Parmalee nodded. "My twin brother. 

He was injured in a Chicago gun battle, 
tuberculosis of the bone resulted. After 
various operations, his face was rather un
pleasant. Hence the mask ." 

I kept the gun o n  his heart. "He came 
here and started getting rich. i\nd that 
hurt, didn't i t ,  Parmalee ?" 
" It hurt, " Parmalee conceded. 
"Ethan Richarc!s came to you with his 

detonite formula, wanting you to turn it 
over to Uncle Sam. You killed him, hid 
the body somewhere. and kept the formula 
for private use. Right ?" 
Parma lee smiled. "Right. " 
"You were going to he the biggest frog 

in the li ly-pond . You were going to knock 
off all the top-sergeants in the rackets 
husiness. murder your brother, assume his 
identity, and set yourself up as dcr fuehrer 
l)f the whole tmden,·orld. Right ?" 
"Go on. "  he suggested . 
"You got next to the gunsels on your 

brother's payroll. doubtless promising 
them a bigger spoonful of gravy. Through 
them , you also g<Jt next to some of the 
employes in the various hat-check con
cessions your brother controlled. Smooth, 
that. Detonite explodes at body heat. A 
l it tle bit of it in the s\veatband of a man's 
hat-It worked like a breeze, didn't it ?" 

" An astute deduction. }I r . Rhodes. " 
It was my fe,·er talking, but I didn't 

bother to say so. " \Vhen I phoned you 
this afternoon, you decided it would be a 
good idea to speed up your plans. So you 
got the Face out there on some pretext 
Jr other-he seems to have believed in 
brotherly love-and you threw the switch 
on him. After I called on you tonight, you 
planted a detonite bomb near his body 
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and then lammed, fa�t .  :\ Ieamd1ile, your 
gunsels were springing a trap 011 Ann and 
Kerry . You knew they know the formula. 
and you wanted them out of the way. " 
My index finger crooked. I peeled my 

lips and said. "All right . Parma lee-give ! 
If you've murdered .-\nn Hedges-" 
His eyes were laughing again, a world 

of mockery in them. " I  haven't murdered 
her, Mr. Rhorles-not yet. Ann is stand
ing in the doorway behind you . . . 
And sure enoug-h. there she \\'as. 
Her arms were trussed immovably to 

her sides. Her hair iell in a coppery cloud 
about her throat. Huge >vith fear, her 
eyes screamed a warning at me above the 
adhesive tape that silenced her lips. And 
back of the girl, his scrawny arm clamped 
about her waist, so that her body shielded 
him, stood rod-man number three-the 
saddle-nosed guy. 

I sidestepped just as the hogleg began 
to kick his palm. The first bullet did 
nothing more than slap air against my 
cheek. But the second scooped a shallow 
trench along my left rib-case. The impact 
drove me backward to the floor ; my 
broken arm caught the whole weight of 
my body, and there was a moment of pain 
my grandchildren will remember. Then 
darkness . . . .  

FOR AN instant , thought I 'd 
fainted. Actual ly. my fingers had 
stayed on the job, catching instinc

tively at the light-cord and ripping it out 
of the socket. Parmalee flung himself 
through the gloom and dropped to his 
knees beside me, hands seeking my throat. 
He found it , just as I found the police 
rod, and Pannalee lost the decision. 

I pumped two shots into his straddling 
weight. He sighed heavily and fell away. 
Saddlenose said, "Chief ! Chief ! You're 

not-" 
I crouched ori one knee, then came 

softly to my feet, my gun ready. Out of 
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graph, snapshot or negative. Orig-
inal returned. Send 25c and stamp C -no other charges. . 

COLORGRAPB, Dept. LM-5, P�i',i'MJ" 
17 N. LeClaire, Chie&I'O - Malllno 

�you IN A ltv-<.? 
THEN investigate the opportunities - already nu
merous and steadily increasing - now open to earn $2,000 to $10,000 yearly, or .J!lOre, as an Executive 
Accountant or C.P.A.!  Here is a field of growing de
mand and limited supply. Around 20,000 C. P. A.'s in 
a country of 130 million people! With new Govern
mental and industrial positions no.!cdia.g competr.nt account
ants! LaSalle numbers over 10 per cent of all C. P. A.'• 
����. �!a:!rn�:�!;;�� e.�� i'eC:.�r�� n����fn�eP�:c�� ���;��:��! ���!:Y:st:[si�n1o:,Iws·u����oJ�tnt'!�: 
I11vestia:ate what this mean8 to you-without tfelayt 

wrtte �� l,�or=-.��·'"�1 =.�_..,. 
Oopt.6J'l4 · H  

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 
A Correapond- lnatltution C:HIC:AGO 
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Classified 
Advertising 

Aviation 
-AVIATION - APPRENTICES--="Trainfng-for entering 
Aviation as Apprentices. Write--Mechanix Universal 
Avi ation Service. Dept. US-6. Detroit. 

Educational 

Correspondt:nce courses and educational books, slightlY: 
used. Scld. Rented. E:-.:ohanged. All subjects. Satisfac
tJnu J!;Uarant�d. Cash paid for used courses. Complek 
c�ctr.ils and bargain catalog FREE. Wt·ite NELSON 
COMPANY, 500 ShP.rman, Dept. F-218, Chi cago. 

For Inventors 

lNVEN'f0RS :-HAVE YOU a sound. practical inven
tion for Sllle, patented or unpatented ? If so, writ� 
Chat·tered Institute of American Inventors, Dept. 3 1 ,  
Washington. D. C .  

M a l e  & Female H e l p  Wanted 

EARN-MciNEY AT - HOME COMPILING NAMES. 
Complete instruct ions JOe. Golliday Brqthers, 1514 Lon��:, 
Columbus, Ohio. 

C ld Money Wanted 

Sen•ational Otrc:·. Certain Cent• worth $750.00 ; 
Nickels $500.00. Big��:e•t value coin book published. 
1 941 Edition. 36 pages illustrated with actual photo
s.z:raphR. Special price lOc. American Coins, Box 3507-T, 
Clevdancl, Ohio. 

Patents 
- iNVEN7r"o:Rs-Do-;;•i -delay . Protect your idea with a 
P<:Jtent. Secure "Patent Guide" and •·Record of lnven· 
tion" form FREE. Pr-eliminary information furnished 
without obligation. Write CLARENCE A. O'BRIEN, 
Registet·.?d Patent Attorney, 1 F26 Adams Building, Wash
ington, D. C. 

Photo Finishing 

-8 -ENLA.I'iGEMENTS and film--d��clop<;d:-TI6 1iize -;,-; 
smaller, 25c coin ; enlarged prints 3c each ; special offer : 
enclose advertisement and negative for hand-colored en
largement fr� with order 25c or more. ENLARGE 
PHOTO, Box 791, Dept. PPM, Boston, Mass. 

ROLLS DEVELOPED-25o .coin. Two 5 x 'l. Double 
Weight Profeesional Enlargements, 8 Gloss Deckle Edge 
Prints. CLUB PHOTO SERVICE, Dept. 16, La Crosse, 
Wis. 

Poems-Songwriters 
-WANTED-Po"ems for musical setting:-8ubmit for 
f:Onsideration. Phonograph transcriptions made. Keenan's 
Studio, PP, Box 2140. Bridgeport. Conn. 
. sc:iNGWRITERS-;s�,.;.ation�l- Offer . -Wri� VANDER
BILT MUSIC STUDIOS, Box 1 1 2, Coney Island, New 
York. 

SELL -YOUR POEMs: MUSIC. STORIES fo� cash or 
royalty contract with down payment. Frank Ford, 3 1 1  
Fifth Ave., New York. 
- SONG -POEMS-WANTED: ·-:j.< ;.;;e --exruninatio.;. Sen.d 
po•ms. McNeil, Master cf Music , 5 10-A South A lexan
dria, Los A n�ele�. Calif. 

SONGWRITER8-&nd poems for offel· -and FREE 
Rhyming Dictionary. RICHARD BROTHERS, 30 Woods 
Building. Chica�o. 
- Son�-Tiitt:,·S.- Interesting Proposition-:- Wt·ite PARA� 
.MOUNT �ONG-RECORDING STUDIO, L-o8. Box 100, 
Holiyw<><>d, Calif. 
- SONGS--SONG- POEMS WANTED. -NO CHARGE 
FOR M8LODIES. Free examination . Hollywoocl Record
ing Studios, S iD� Preuss Station, Los Angeles. 
-si:)NG\\'RiTF.Rs-=.Write for free booklet, -P,:-oiit-Sharing 
Plan. Al lied Songs, 7608 Reading, Cincinnati, Ohio. 

s6NGs..--pot1fS published. - RoyaltY- ba8is. -RAbro 
MUSIC COMPANY, 6912 Hollywood Blvd., Hollywood. 
- -SO N G-POEMS w;nted. FJVES·T-A R M U S I C  
MASTERS, 620 Beacon Building, Bostoa. 
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DIME MYSTERY MAGAZINE 

a tall silence, the torpedo said gloomily, 
"Chief ? ' ' as if he didn't really expect an 
answer. I went on waiting. 
Ann moaned faintly somewhere near 

the floor, so I kne·w she was no longer 
being used as a chest-protector. I put 
the police rod hack in my pocket. Groping, 
I found the end of the light-cord. Then I 
slid my fingers along the wall until they 
touched the socket. 
Saddlenose was within three feet of me 

wll<.'n the light went on. I think he'd had 
the same idea, but I had beaten him to 
the patent office. And that made all the 
difference in the world. 

I fired twice through the pocket of my 
coat. Tt was as simple as that. Older than 
the Sphinx, I stumbled across the smoky 
room and began to remove the tape from 
Ann's lips as gently as possible. Her 
wide eyes were talking to me. but I had 
laboriously untied the knots at her sides 
before she could shape one audible word. 
' 'Oh, Rocky, Rocky ! " 

I tried to help her t o her feet. making 
a sad botch of the job. "They didn't
hurt you ? ' ' I mumbled. 
"l\'o. But Kerry-Kerry and dati . . .  

Oh. Rocky . . .  " 
I said. " I know, Ann ." 
" Rocky ! You're-you're hurt!'' 
"A little, ' ' I agreed mildly. ''Call a 

doctor. will you. Ann ? And look, Ann, 
you'd better call the cops, too. Tell them 
everything you know, and-tell them 
there's a dick named Drago handcuffed to 
the herl in my apartment. and . . .  tell 
them I'll swap all the publicity in this 
case for a clean hill of health with the law. 
Drago won't like the hargain, maybe, but 
the commissioner will . " 
" I 'll te I I  them, Rocky ." said Ann. "But 

what are you going to do ?" 
"I'm going to pass out ," I said. 
I leaned forward into the cool, sweet 

dark, and lips that were soft and warm 
pressed against mine. 

THE END 



Do You Want Promotion ? • • •  More Pay? 
Do You LOOK The Deserving Man You Are ? 

Many men think they are "stalled" 
when actually they are just sidetracked 
because their real ability is disguised by 
ill-fitting, "ordinary work clothes" .  The 
remedy's simple. 

You can have that smart, get-ahead 
appearance with popular Lee ' 'promotion 
clothes". They draw favorable attention 
to you and your work at no extra cost per 
month of wear and with a big plus in 
both pride and comfort ! 

tttttt 
L

NION-MADE TA I L O R E D S I Z E S  

e e . ... "' ... � .. "" ... .. 
I SANFORIZE D-SHRUNK 

COLOR-MATCHED SHIRTS & PANTS V 
OVERALLS V . . .  Genuine Jelt Denim 
UNION-ALLS V . .  with the Hinge Back 
DUNGAREES V SHOP COATS V 

Your Lee will fit you! It's made on 
exclusive Lee tailored-size patterns for 
your build, your size, your weight. It will 
wea1·-and keep its good looks. Lee uses ex
clusive fabrics-Agan Jeans, Treg Twills, 
Jelt Denim- each Sanforized- Shrunk*. 

Don't wait. Start with Lee now. You 
can't lose because every Lee is guaranteed 
to look better, fit better, last longer - or 
your money back ! See your Lee dealer. 
Mail the coupon. 

FREE! Mail 
Coupon Now! 

GH£H. o. u£������ - ----De��� I (Address Nearest Factory) I 
I ::::�5B���; .�:: s':�"�:::��:::.�=�i. ��7i'n•:,"K.�,;�: I 
I Please mail me free illustrated literature. color swatches, I 
I and name of my nearest Lee Dealer. Am interested mostly in f 
I D Overalls D Union-All D Whipcords lJ Shirts & Pants I 
I Name-------------------'-------------------------------------- I 
I I 
I Address ------------- ------ ------------------------------------ l 
L,9�.:..:..;::;-.:..:.:::.:.-.:_ :..:... _:.::::;::.:.:.--=-��-..:.:.-.:..:..-:.:.:.-.:!�06-



I MADE A START LI NC 
D I SCOVE RY !  

AND NOW/ 
WELL, I L IVE I N  A $ 2 5,000 HOME, DRIVE A B EAUT I FUL 

CADI LLAC LIMOUSI N E, H A V E  MONEY IN T H E  BANK, 

AND HAVE WON I NTERNATIONAL FAME AND FORTUNE. 

R EA D  W H AT THOSE W H O  USE 
THIS POWER E V E R Y  D AY, SAY • . .  

0 DEBTS PAID, BUSINESS INCREA�ES, HEALTH IMPROVES , 

''My health has improved very much. My bus in en, which was 
almost gone, has shown a steady increase, and the debts .,. 
getting paid faster than I ever dreamed ponible." 

MILLIONAIRE COTTON IMPORTER WRITES, 

''No words of mine con adequately exprus the glorlo�o�s thrill 
it gave me. I sat 1.1p till one o'clock this morning reading it. The 
thought of being able to actually talk with God fairly took my 
br.oth away, as you said it would. It is impouible in a letter 
lo show my appreciation." Sigtted-G. P. Birley. 

WHAT WAS THE STARTLING DISCOVERY I MADE? 

WORLD-FAMOUS PHYSICIAN WRITES, 

.. Your conception of truth which not only con make, but will 
make the world free, is tho greatest flashlight of liberty I have 
ever read."' Sigt�eJ-Or. M. Rose, M.D •• C.M .• N.D. Former Aut. 
Surgeon to Queen Vidorio. 

TOMMY BURNS, 
EX-HEAVYWEIGHT CliAMPION OF THE WORLD WRITES, 

.. The mighty God-Power of the universe is working wonden 
lor me. I hope to hove another world's champion in tim•. 
I'll hove the Power of the universe behind me." 

Well, I discovered that the whole human race con draw freely upon the invisible Power which is God, and, drawing freely upon 
that Power, flnd that it responds in an almost miraculous manner, bringing to all, whatever things they need to make their lives 
abundantly happy and prosperous here and now. l discovered that there are absolutely no limitations to the amazing Power of God. 

ARE FREE TO All WHO ASK FOR THEM. 
SIMPLY FILL IN THE FORM TO THE 
RIGHT, SIGHING YOUR NAME AND AD
DRESS PLAINLY, AND YOUR REQUEST 
Will BE HONORED AT ONCE. REMEM
BER - THERE IS A B S O L U T E L Y  N O  
CHARGE FOR THESE TWO BOOKLETS. 
NOR IS ANY OTHER OBLIGATION IN
CURRED BY SENDING FOR T H E M. I 
THINK YOU WILL AGREE WITH ME 
THAT THIS IS THE GREATEST DISCOV-

ERY MAN HAS EVER MADE. 

r·-------------·--
• I 
I N••• I 
I AddrOD 

I City ..... s .. to. 
Moll t�l• .-,_, ,.,..,., lillotl out, ,. 

0.. F .. nk I. Rollinson, Dept. 709. Moscow, 1 .... 
The .... ., rou .... 4 the cou,.. 
the ...... , yeu rec•i•e the bookleh. 

Copyriqht 1q40 Psychi.,na Inc. 




