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THE RETURN OF THE CONTINENTAL OP

Persons these Stozéed are about—

THE CONTINENTAL OP,
short and thick and nameless operative of the Continental Detective
Agency, is rough ard tough, hard and brutal, loyal and wnsenti-
mental, and very, very efficient. He never osks for trouble, but he
is o wonderfully comforting person to have on hand when it comes—
as it does.

THE WHOSIS KID,

@ stick-up mon and gunman, has o pasty and pimply face, with
a wickedly sullen mouth, dull eyes, shapeless nose, and crinkly sors.
He hos o whining, nasal voice and a fast, itchy trigger flnger.

EDOUARD MAUROIS,

a small, slender mon with a cream-white face and a tiny block
mustache. There is something foreign in the cut of his coat, the
shape of his hot, and the way he carries his stick. And there is
somefhing sinister in the turn of his mind.

INES ALMAD,
a small-boned, hard-fleshed, dark-skinned woman with full red
lips and long, thick eyelashes, is beavtiful in o wild sert of way.
Her copacity for brandy is beitomiess, and she has practically ne
inhibitians,
BILLIE,
Inés's follower, is a red-faced, red-haired bale of a man. He is
big in all directions and none of him is faf, except perhaps his
cranial muscles,

PRINCESS SONYA ZHUKOVSKI,

o tall, adventuresome Russian girl with o white marblelike face
and dark hair and flashing eyes, is a lovely Czarist refugee.

GENERAL PLESHSKEY,

formerly of the Imperial Russian Army, is a stout old boy with
black whiskers and a yen to get bock into action against the enemy.

FLIPPO,
a rolypoly Italian youth in his early twenties, is an ex-convict out
on parcle.

; MARTIN CHAPPELL,
middle-aged, sclidly built, dark-complexioned, is shaky and sag-
ging and washed cul from worry or grief or fear,

(Continued on nexi pagal
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Persons these S#s%éed are about—

HARRISON M, ROCKFIELD
agreeable, well-dressed six-footer, is oHraoctive, biond, 35. He is
o gambler, gunman, and grifter-in-general, with a long police
record,

BEM SQULES,
foreman of the Mewhouse Printery, is short, stocky, and worried-
locking. He hos been driven to distraction by his boss's death in an
auto accident,

CHARLES GANTVOORT,
a courteous young man with remarkably white skin and very dark
hair and eyes. His father has just been mystericusly and brutaliy
murdered,

CREDA DEXTER,

o striking young woman with deep amber eyes and thick, tawny
hair, hos catlike features, caotlike movements, and is very feline
throughout, The pupils of her eyes are constantly changing in size.

MADDEN DEXTER,
a slender, dark young man in well-made tweeds, has hair parted
in the middle, large expressive eyes, neal mustache, soft red
lips, and a\weuk face,
MR. SMITH,
a big, burly man in a light overcoat, carries a black bag,

DETECTIVE SERGEANT O'GAR,
of the San Francisco police, is a bullet-headed man who dresses
like the village constable in @ movie. But ane should not he misled
by his clothes.
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What these Séozéed are about—

® ® o A pair of CRINKLY EARS at a prizefight, remembered
after eight years . . . $even SHOTS from a small-caliber pistol,
and nobody hurt . . . An intentional AUTO CRASH in San
Francisco's Chinatown . . . A small, fluffy DOG dyed as purple
as a grape . . . A long-bladed SPRING-KNIFE and a long-
bladed SWORD-CANE . . . A little SILK BAG containing a for-
tune in jewels . . . A WATCH with a luminous dial propped

against a door as a trap for a murderer . . . A roomful of
WEDDING PRESENTS worth a tenth of a million dollars . . .
A series of EXPLOSIONS and scattered GUNFIRE on a rainy
night . . . A newsboy's CRUTCH which found « variety of uses
. .. Three crudely written KIDNAP NOTES signed by ‘‘Death
& Co."" . .. A HUNDRED-FLORIN MOTE in the hand of a dead

man . . . A battered TYPEWRITER which had been used fo
murder a man . . . Two BULLETS with notches dug out of their
noses . . . Nine CLUES to one murder.

Wouldn't You Like to Know—

® Who the Whosis Kid was watching?

® VWho was watching the Whosis Kid?

® What it was thaot put the provocative Inés in terror of her
life? diil

® Why it is not bright for a dull big man to try to choke a
smart little man to death?

® What happened to the beautiful lady who underestimated
the Continental Op?
(Continved on next pogel
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W;IC” these Storéed are about—

® How $5,000 was taken from under the eyes of two
detectives without either seeing it taken?

® How the Op solved a tough case in sixty minutes?
® How foghorns nearly caused the Op to pass in his chips?

® Why the nine clues were not enough?

YOU will learn the answers to these questions in five brilliant
short stories about one of the most authentic private detectives
ever projected into fiction. i
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List of Sxodmc; Stories—
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SHOULD Dashiell Hammett never write another detective story, it is
already safe to say that no other author of modern times—certainly
no other American—has so basically changed and influenced the
form. ;

—Howard Hoycraft in Murder for Fleasure.

butar’s Publishing Ce., inc. Re-

Copyright, 1924, 1925, 1920, by Pre Bi
printad by speciol arrar rent with Brochiell Hammeit. *'The Return cf the
Centinental Op'' reprinted by arrangement with Ellery Gueen; capyright,

1945, by The Jonathan Press,” Inc.

Acknowledgment is gratefully made to Black Mask magazine where Hiose
stories originally oppeared,



The Return of the Continental Op
By Eriery QUEEN

T'ris 1s the third beok of Dashicll Hammett short stories
to be detected, collected, and selected by your Editors. It
is the last of a series that was planned from the begin-
ning as a trilogy.

The first volume was called 4 Man Called Spade
(Dell Mystery No. go). It contained the only three Sam
Spade shorts written to date, supplemented by two mis-
cellaneous tales of crime and detection, all 24-carat
Hammett.

The second volume was titled The Continental Op
(Dell Mystery No. 129). It contained four stories about
the fat, nameless agency operative who is a sort of older
brother of the great Sam Spade—just as tough and
rough as the protagonist of The Maltese Falcon, just as
hard and brutal and efficient—in a phrase, Dashiell
Hammett's second wild man from Frisco.

And here is T'he Return of the Continental Op—five
more adventures in manhunting (and womanhunting)
at the side of one of the most authentic agency dicks
ever projected into words of one and two syllables.

The five stories in this book deserve special intro-
ductory comment. The first two—"The Whosis Kid”
and “The Gutting of Couflignal”—have no relationship
either in plot or characters (excepting the presence in
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each of the Continental Op’s brain and brawn); yet
they are, and always will be, bracketed together in the
memory of those who admire Hammett's work. The
reason for this strange coupling can be found in Dashiell
Hammett's own Introduction to the Modern Library
edition of The Maltese Falcon. Hammett, trying to
recall how T/he Maltese Falcon came to be written and
why it took the shape it did, remembered that in a short
story called “The Whosis Kid” he had failed to make the
most of a situation he liked, and that in another short
story called “The Gutting of Couflignal” he had been
equally unfortunate with an equally promising dénoue-
ment; Hammett thought he might have better luck if
he tried again, combining these two “failures” with the
theme of the Maltese bird and the peculiar rental agree-
ment between Charles V and the Order of the Hospital
of St. John of Jerusalem. (Indeed Hammett did have
better luck! He merely produced one of the ten best
detective novels of our time.)

With this provocative case-history in the background,
your Editors felt it their mescapable duty to bring you
the two “forgotten” short stories that played so creative
a part in the conception and development of The
Maltese Falcon. In ““The Whosis Kid” the title char-
acter, as you will see, serves as the model, or prototype,
for the baby-faced killer in T/he Maltese Falcon—the
boy Wilmer Cook; and in “The Gutting of Couffignal”
the climactic scene between the Continental Op and
Princess Zhukovski foreshadows the similar but more
shocking climactic scene between Sam Spade and Brigid
O’Shaughnessy. Aside from these relatively minor self-
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plagiarisms, “The Whosis Kid” and “The Gutting” are
completely different from The Maltese Falcon. Ham-
mett considered the two short stories failures; we can
only say that we envy you your first reading of two of
Hammett's most powerful yarns.

The third story in this book—“Death and Company”
—was rated by the late Carolyn Wells as one of the
twenty best detective short stories published in 1930-
[931.

The fourth story—"“One Hour"—shows how expertly
Hammett can blend the two all-inclusive forms of the
genre: in less than 6,000 words Hammett packs a full
measure of explosive action (the “sensational” ap-
proach) and a guantum sufficit of pure detection (the
“intellectual” technique).

The final story—"“The Tenth Clue”—is memorable
fur, among other things, the scene in San Francisco Bay
in which the Continental Op fights for his life while the
fog hangs low and thick, and the foghorns, moaning
o him, behind him, all around ‘him, sound like
a Greck chorus participating in and mtcrprctm(r the
impending tragedy.

And there you are—five more Continental Op ex-
ploits—“good measure, pressed down, and shaken to-
gether, and running over.” These three slim volumes of
IHammett’s short stories represent one of the most im-
portant contributions to present-day crime writing—
modern classics in the field of the detective short story.



The Whosis Kid

It sTarrep N Bosron, back i 1917, 1 ran into Lew
Maher on the Tremont street sidewalk of the Touraine
Hotel one afternoon, and we stopped to swap a few
minutes” gossip in the snow,

I was telling him something or other when he cut

1n with: “Sneak a look at this kid coming up the street
The one with the dark cap.”
- Looking, I saw a gangling youth of eighteen or so;
pasty and pimply face, sullen mouth, dull hazel eyes,
thick, shapeless nose. He passed the city sleuth and me
without attention, and I noticed his ears. They weren't
the battered ears of a pug, and they weren't r_onspmuoush
deformed, but their rims curved in and out in a peculiar
crinkled f..ls 1100,

At the corner he went out of sight, turning down
Boylston street toward Washingmn

“There’s a lad that will make a name for hisself if he
ain't nabbed or rocked off too soon,” Lew predicted.
“Better put him on your list. The Whosis Kid. You'll
be looking for him some one of these days.”

“What's his racket?”

“Stick-up, gunman. He's got the makings of a got:rd
one. He can shoot, and he’s plmn crazy. He ain’t ham:
pered by nothing like imagination or fear of conse-



THE RETURN OF THE CONTINENTAL OP 11

quences. I wish he was. It’s these careful, sensible birds
that are casiest caught. I'd swear the Kid was in on a
coupla jobs that were turned in Brockline last month.
But I can’t fit him to ’em. 'm going to clamp him some
day, though—and that’s a promise.”

Lew never kept his promise. A prowler killed him in
an Audubon Road residence a month later.

A week or two after this conversation I left the Boston
branch of the Continental Detective Agency to try army
life. When the war was over I returned to the Agency
payroll in Chicago, stayed there for a couple of years,
and got transferred to San Francisco.

So, all in all, it was nearly eight years later that I found
myself sitting behind the Whosis Kid’s crinkled ears at
the Dreamland Rink.

Friday night is fight night at the Steiner street house.
This particular one was my first idle evening in several
weeks. I had gone up to the rink, fitted myself to a hard
wooden chair not too far from the ring, and settled
down to watch the boys throw gloves at one another.
The show was about a quarter done when I picked out
this pair of odd and somehow familiar cars two rows
ahead of me.

| didn’t place them right away. I couldn’t see their
owner’s face. He was watching Kid Cipriani and Bunny
Keogh assault each other. T missed most of that fight.
But during the brief wait before the next pair of boys
went on, the Whosis Kid turned his head to say some-
thing to the man beside him. I'saw his face and knew
him.

He hadn’t changed much, and he hadn’t improved
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any. His eyes were duller and his mouth more wickedly
sullen than I had remembered them. His face was as
pasty as ever, if not so pimply.

He was directly between me and the ring. Now that
I knew him, I didn’t have to pass up the rest of the card.
I could watch the boys over his head without being
afraid he would get out on me.

So far as I knew, the Whosis Kid wasn’t wanted any-
where—not by the Continental, anyway—and if he had
been a pickpocket, or a con man, or a member of any
of the criminal trades in which we are only occasionally
- interested, I would have let him alone. But stick-ups are

always in demand. The Continental’s most important
clients are insurance companies of one sort or another,
and robbery policies.make up a good percentage of the
insurance business these days.

When the Whosis Kid left in the middle of the main
event—along with nearly half of the spectators, not car-
ing what happened to eithér of the muscle-bound
heavies who were putting on a roommate act in the
ring—I went with him.

He was alone. It was the simplest sort of shadowing.
The streets were filled with departing fight fans. The
Kid walked down to Fillmore street, took on a stack of
. wheats, bacon, and coffee at a lunch room, and caught
a No. 22 car.

He—and likewise I—transferred to a No. 5 car at
McAllister street, dropped off at Polk, walked north
one block, turned back west for a block and a fraction,
and went up the front stairs of a dingy light-housekeep-
ing room establishment that occupied the second and
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third floors over a repair shop on the south side of
Golden Gate avenue, between Van Ness and Franklin.

That put a wrinkle in my forchead. If he had left the
streetcar at either Van Ness or Franklin, he would have
saved himself a block of walking. He had ridden down
to Polk and walked back. For the exercise, maybe.

I loafed across the street for a short while, to see what
—if anything—happened to the front windows. None
that had been dark before the Kid went in lighted up
now. Apparently he didn’t have a front room—unless
he was a very cautious young man. I knew he hadn’t
tumbled to my shadowing. There wasn’t a chance of
that. Cenditions had been too favorable to me.

The front of the building giving me no information,
[ strolled down Van Ness avenue to look at the rear. The
building ran through to Redwood street, a narrow back
street that split the block in half. Four back windows
were lighted, but they told me nothing. There was a
back door. It seemed to belong to the repair shop.
I doubted that the occupants of the upstairs rooms could
use it. .

On my way home to my bed and alarm clock, I
dropped in at the office, to leave a note for the Old Man:

Tailing the W hosis Kid, stick-up, 2527, 135, 5 foot 11
inches, sallow, br. hair, hzl. eyes, thick nose, crooked
cars. Origin Boston. Anything on him? Will be vicinity
Golden Gate and Van Ness.

Fight o'clock the next morning found me a block
below the house in which the Kid had gone, waiting for
him to appear. A steady, soaking rain was falling, but
[ didn’t mind that. I was closed up inside a black coupé,
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a type of car whose tamely respectable appearance
makes it the ideal one for city work. This part of Golden
Gate avenue is lined with automobile repair shops,
second-hand automobile dealers, and the like. There
are always dozens of cars standing idle to the block.
Although I stayed there all day, I didn’t have to worry
over my being too noticeable.

That was just as well. For nine solid, end-to-end hours
I sat there and listened to the rain on the roof, and
waited for the Whosis Kid, with not a glimpse of him,
and nothing to eat except Fatimas. I wasn’t any too sure
he hadn’t slipped me. I didn’t know that he lived in this
place I was watching. He could have gone to his home
after 1 had gone to mine. However, in this detective
business pessimistic guesses of that sort are always both-
ering you, if you let them. I stayed parked, with my
eye on the dingy door into which my meat had gone
the night before.

At a little after five that evening, Tommy Howd, our
pug- -nosed office boy, found me and gave me a memo-
randum from the Old Man:

Whosis Kid known to Boston branch as robbery-
suspect, but have nothing definite on him. Real name
believed to be Arthur Cory or Carey. May have been
implicated in Tunmcliffe jewelry robbery in Boston last
month. Employee killed, §60,000 unset stones taken. No
description of two bandits. Boston branch thinks this
angle worth runmng out. They authorize surveillance.

Afres 1 hnd read this memorandum, I gave it back to
the boy—there’s no wisdom in carrying around a pocket-
ful of stuff relating to your job—and asked him:
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“Will you call up the Old Man and ask him to send
somebody up to relieve me while I get a bite of food ?
I haven’t chewed since breakfast.”

“Swell chance!” Tommy said. “Everybody’s busy.
Hasn't been an op in all day. I don't see why you fellas
don’t carry a hunk or two of chocolate in your pockets
to—" '

“You've been reading about Arctic explorers,” 1 ac-
cused him. “If a man’s starving he'll eat anything, but
when he’s just ordinarily hungry he doesn’t want to
clutter up his stomach with a lot of candy. Scout around
and see if you can pick me up a couple of sandwiches
and a bottle of milk.”

He scowled at me, and then his fourteen-year-old face
grew cunning.

“I tell you what,” he suggested. “You tell me what
this fella looks like, and which building he’s in, and T'll
watch while you go get a decent meal. Huh ? Steak, and
French fried potatoes, and pie, and cofice.”

Tommy has dreams of being left on the job in some
such circumstance, of having everything break for him
while he’s there, and of rounding up regiments of
desperadoes all by himself. T don’t think he'd muff a
good chance at that, and I'd be willing to ‘give him a
whack at it. But the Old Man would scalp me if he
knew I turned a child loose among a lot of thugs.

So | shook my head. ;

“This guy wears four guns and carries an ax, Tommy.
He'd eat you up.”

“Aw, applesauce! You ops are all the time trying to
make out nobody else could da your work. These crooks
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can’t be such tough mugs—or they wouldn’t let you
catch ’em!”

There was some truth in that, so I put Tommy out
of the coupé into the rain.

“One tongue sandwich, one ham, one bottle of milk.
And make it sudden.”

But I wasn’t there when he came back with the food.
He had barely gone out of sight when the Whosis Kid,
his overcoat collar turned up against the rain that was
driving down in close-packed earnest just now, came
out of the rooming-house doorway.

He turned south on Van Ness.

When the coupé got me to the corner he was not in
sight. He couldn’t have reached McAllister street. Unless
he had gone into a building, Redwood street—the nar-
row one that split the block—was my best bet. I drove
up Golden Gate avenue another block, turned south,
and reached the corner of Franklin and Redwood just
in time to see my man ducking into the back door of
an apartment building that fronted on McAllister street.

1 drove on slowly, thinking.

The building in which the Kid had spent the night
and this building into which he had just gone had their
rears on the same back street, on opposite sides, a little
more than half a block apart. If the Kid’s room was in
the rear of his building, and he had a pair of strong
glasses, he could keep a pretty sharp eye on all the
windows—and probably much of the interiors—of the
rooms on that side of-the McAllister street building.

Last night he had ridden a block out of his way. Hav-
ing seen him sneak into the back door just now, my
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gtiess was that he had not wished to leave the streetcar
where he could be seen from his Ls:”l-mw Hither of his
more convenient points of departure from the car would
have been in sight of this building. This would add up
to the fact that the Kid was watching someone in this
building, and did not want them to be wching him.

He had now gone calling tl vh the back door. That
wasn’t difficult to explain. The front door was locked,
but the back door—as in most large 1"Ei-'limm-—ur("bubly
was open all day. Unless the Kid ran mto a janitor or
someone of the sort, he could get in with no trouble.
The Kid’s call was furtive, whether his host was at home
ar not.

I didn’t know what it was all about, but that didn’t
bother me especially. My immediate problem was to
get to the best place from which to pick up the Kid
when he came out.

If he left by tl e back door, the next block of Redwood
street—between Franklin and Gough—was the place
for me and my coupé. But he hadn’t promised me he
would leave that way. It was more likely that he would
use the front door. Fe would attract less attention walk-
ing boldly out the front of the building than sneaking
out the back. My best bet was the corner of McAllister
and Van Ness. From there I an:H watch the front door
as well as one end of Redwood street.

| slid the coupé down to that corner and waited.

l [alf an hour passed. Three-quarters.

The Whosis Kid came down the front steps and
walked toward me, buttoning his overcoat and turning
up the collar as he walked, "his head bent against the
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slant of the rain.

A curtained black Cadillac touring car came from
behind me, a car I thought had been parked down near
the City Hall when I took my plant here.

It curved around my coupé, slid with chainless reck-
lessness in to the curb, skidded out again, picking up
speed somehow on the wet paving.

A curtain whipped loose in the rain.

Out of the opening came pale fire-streaks. The bitter
voice of a small-caliber pistol. Seven times.

The Whosis Kid’s wet hat floated off his head—a slow
balloon-like rising.

There was nothing slow about the Kid’s moving.

Plungmg, in a twisting swirl of coatskirts, hc ﬂung
linto a shop vestibule.

The Cadillac reached the next corner, made a dizzy
sliding turn, and was gone up Franklin strect. I pointed
&hc coupé at it.
| . Passing the vestibule into which the Kid had plunged,
iI got a one-eyed vjew of him, on his knees, still trying
ito get a dark gun untangled from his overcoat. Excited
faces were in the doorway behind him. There was no
excitement in the street. People are too accustomed to
automobile noises nowadays to pay much attention to
the racket of anything less than a six-inch gun.

By the time I recached Franklin street, the Cadillac
had gained another block on me. It was spinning to the
left, up Eddy street.

1 p'l.rallele(] it on Turk street, and saw it again when
I reached the two open blocks of Jefferson Square. Its
speed was decreasing. Five or six blocks further, and it



THE RETURN OF THE CONTINENTAL OP 19

crossed ahead of me—on Steiner strect—close enough
for me to read the license plate. Its pace was moderate
now. Confident that they had made a clean getaway,
its occupants didn’t want to get in trouble through
speeding. I slid into their wake, three blocks behind.

Not having been in sight during the early blocks of
the flight, I wasn’t afraid that they would suspect my
interest in them now.

Out on Haight street near the park panhandle, the
Cadillac stopped to discharge a passenger. A small man
_short and slender—with cream-white face around
dark eyes and a tiny black mustache. There was some-
thing forcign in the cut of his dark coat and the shape
of his gray hat. He carried a walking-stick.

The Cadillac went on out Haight street without
piving me a look at the other occupants. Tossing a
mental nickel, I stuck to the man afoot. The chances
always are against you being able to trace a suspicious
car by its license number, but there is a slim chance.

My man went into a drugstore on the corner and
used the telephone. T don’t know what else he did in
there, if anything. Presently a taxicab arrived. He got
in and was driven to the Marquis Hotel. A clerk gave
him the key to room #61. I dropped him when he
stepped into an elevator.

At the Marquis [ am among friends.

[ found Duran, the house copper, on the mezzanine
floor, and asked him, “Who is 76127

Duran is a white-haired old-timer who looks, talks,
and acts like the president of an exceptionally strong
bank. Fe used to be captain of detectives in one of the
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larger Middle Western cities. Once he tried too hard to
get a confession out of a safe-ripper, and killed him. The
newspapers didn’t like Duran. They used that accident
to howl him out of his job.

“761°” he repeated in his grandfatherly manner.
“That is Mr. Maurois, I believe. Are you especially inter-
ested in himr”

“I'have hopes,” I admitted. “What do you know about
him?”

“Not a great deal. He has been here perhaps two
weeks. We shall go down and see what we can learn.”

We went to the desk, the switchboard, the captain of
bellhops, and upstairs to question a couple of chamber-
maids. The occupant of 761 had arrived two weeks ago,
had registered as Edouard Maurois, Dijon, France, had
frequent telephone calls, no mail, no visitors, kept
irregular hours, and tipped freely. Whatever business
he was in or had was not known to the hotel people.

“What 1s the occasion of your interest in him, if [ may
ask ?” Duran inquired after we lad .1ccumulatcd these
facts. He talks like that.

“I don’t exactly know yet,” I replied truthfully. “He
just connected with a bird who is wrong, but this
Maurois may be all right himself. T'll give you a rap the
minute [ get anything solid on him.”

I couldn’t afford to tell Duran I had seen his guest
snapping caps at a gunman under the eyes of the City
Hall in daylight. The Marquis Hotel goes in for re-
spectability. They would have shoved the Frenchman
out in the streets. It wouldn’t help me to have him
scared up.



THE RETURN OF THE CONTINENTAL OP 21

“Please do,” Duran said. “You owe us something for
our help, you know, so please don’t withhold any in—
formation th'{t might save us unpleasant notoricty.”

“I won't,” I promised. “Now will you do me another
favor? I haven't had my teeth in anything except my
mouth since seven-thirty this morning. Will you keep
an eye on the elevators, and let me know if Maurois
goes out? I'll be in tht. grill, near the door.”

“Certainly.”

On my way to the grillroom I stoppcd at the tele-
phone booths and called up the office. I gave the night
office man the Cadillac’s license number.

“Look it up on the list and see who it belongs to.”

The answer was, “H. J. Paterson, San Pablo, issued
for a Buick roadster.”

That about wound up that angle. We could look up
Paterson, but it was safe betting it wouldn’t get us any-
thing. License plates, once they get started in crooked
ways, arc about as casy to trace as Liberty Bonds.

All day I had been building up hunger. I took it into
the grillroom and turned it loose. Between bites I turned
the day’s events over in my mind. I didn’t think hard
cnough to spoil my appetite. There wasn’t that much
to think about.

The Whosis Kid lived in a joint from which some of
the McAllister street apartments could be watched, He
visited the apartment building furtively. Leaving, he
was shot at from a car that must have been waiting
somewhere in the vicinity. Had the Frenchman’s com-
panion in the Cadillac—or his companions, if more than
one—been the occupant of the apartment the Xid had
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visited? Had they expected him to visit it? Had they
tricked him into visiting it, planning to shoot him down
as he was leaving? Or were they watching the front
while the Kid watched the rear? If so, had either known
that the other was watching? And who lived there?

I couldn’t answer any of these riddles. All 1 knew was
that the Frenchman and his companions didn’t seem to
like the Whosis Kid.

Even the sort of meal I put away doesn’t take forever
to eat. When I finished it, I went out to the lobby again.

Passing the switchboard, one of the girls—the one
whose red hair looks as if it had been poured into its
waves and hardened—gave me a nod.

I stopped to see what she wanted.

“Your friend just had a call,” she told me.

S ou getit el

“Yes. A man is waiting for him at Kearny and Broad-

way. Told him to hurry.
“How long agor’
“None. Ihty re just through talking.”
“Any names?”

“No.”

“Thanks.”

I went on to where Duran was stalling with an eye
on the clevators.

“Shown yet?” T asked.

“No.”

“Good. The redhead on the switchboard just told me
he had a phone call to meet a man at Kearny and Broad-
way. I think I'll beat him to it.”

Around the corner from the hotel, I climbed into my
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coupé and drove down to the Frenchman’s corner.

The Cadillac he had used thag afternoon was already
there, with a new license plate. I passed it and took a
look at its one occupant—a thick-set man of forty-some-
thing with a cap pulled low over his eyes. All 1 could
sce of his features was a wide mouth slanting over a
heavy chin.

| put the coupé in a vacant space down the street a
way. I didn’t have to wait long for the Frenchman. He
came around the corner afoot and got into the Cadillac.
The man with the big chin drove. They went slowly up
Broadway. [ followed.

We didn’t go far, and when we came to rest again,
the Cadillac was placed conveniently for its occupants
to watch the Venetian Café, one of the gaudiest of the
[talian restaurants that fill this part of town.

Two hours went by.

[ had an idea that the Whosis Kid was cating at the
Venetian. When he left, the fireworks would break out,
continuing the celebration from where it had broken oft
that afternoon on McAllister street. I hoped the Kid’s
gun wouldn’t get caught in his coat this time. But don’t
think I meant to give him a helping hand in his two-
against-onc fight.

This party had the shape of a war between gunmen.
It would be a private one as far as I was concerned. My
hope was that by hovering on the fringes until some-
body won, I could pick up a little profit for the Con-
tinental, in the form of a wanted crook or two among
the survivors.

My guess at the Frenchman’s quarry was wrong. It
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wasn’t the Whosis Kid. It was a man and a woman.
I didn’t sec their faces. The light was behind them.
They didn’t waste any time between the Venetian’s door
and their taxicab.

The man was big—tall, wide, and thick. The woman
looked small at his side. I couldn’t go by that. Anything
weighing less than a ton would have scemed tiny beside
him.

As the taxicab pulled away from the café, the Cadillac
went after it. I ran in the Cadillac’s wake.

It was a short chase.

The taxicab turned into a dark Hlsae on the edge of
Chinatown. The Cadillac jumped to its side, bcmm‘
it over to the curb.

A noise of brakes, shouting voices, broken -Ul:lss A
woman’s scream. Figures moving in the scant space
between touring car and taxicab. Both cars rocking.
Grunts. Thuds. Oaths.

A man’s voice: “Hey! You can’t do that! Nix! Nix!”

It was a stupid voice.

I had slowed down until the coupé was barely moving
toward this tussle ahead. Peering through the rain and
darkness, I tried to pick out a detail or so as I ap-
proached, but I could sce little.

I was within twenty feet when the curbward door
of the taxicab banged open. A woman bounced out. She
landed on her knees on the sidewalk, jumped to her
feet, and darted up the street. -

Putting the coupé _closer to the curb, I let the door
swing open. My side windows were spattered with rain.
I wanted to get a look at the woman whm she passed. .
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If she should take the open door for an invitation,
[ didn’t mind talking to her.

She accepted the invitation, hurrying as directly to
the car as if she had expected me to be waiting for her.
[ ler face was a small oval above a fur collar.

“Help me!” she gasped. “Take me from here—
quickly.”

There was a suggestion of foreignness too slight to be
called an accent.

“How about—r?”

[ shut my mouth. The thing she was jabbing me
in the body with was a snub-nosed automatic.

“Sure! Get in,” I urged her.

She bent her head to enter. I looped an arm over her
neck, throwing her down across my lap. She squirmed
and twisted—a small-boned, hard-fleshed body with
strength in it.

[ wrenched the gun out of her hand and pushed her
back on the seat beside me.

Her fingers dug into my arms.

“Quick! Quick! Ah, please, quickly! Take me—"

“What about your friend " I asked.

“Not him! He is of the others! Please, quickly!”

A man filled the open coupé door—the big-chinned
man who had driven the Cadillac.

[is hand seized the fur at the woman’s throat.

She tried to scream—made the gurgling sound of a
man with a slit throat. I smacked his chin with the gun
[ had taken from her.

He tried to fall into the coupé. I pushed him out.

Before his head had hit the sidewalk, I had the door
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closed, and was twisting the coupé around in the street.

We rode away. Two shots sounded just as we turned
the first corner. [ don’t know whether they were fired
at us or not. I turned other corners. The Cadillac did not
appear again.

So ful’, so good. I had started with the Whosis Kid,
dropped him to take Maurois, and now let him go to see
who this woman was. | didn’t know what this confusion
was all about, but I scemed to be learning /o it was all
about.

“Where to?” ] asked presently.

“T'o home,” she said, and gave me an address.

I peinted the coupé at it with no reluctance at all. It
was the McAllister street apartments the Whosis Kid
had visited carlier in the evening.

We didn’t waste any time gcltinﬂf there. My com-
panion might know it or might not, but I knew that all
the other players in this game knew that address.
[ wanted to get there before the Frenchman and Big
Chin.

Neither of us said anything during the ride. She
crouched close to me, shivering. I was looking ahead,
planning how I was to land an invitation into her apart-
ment. I was sorry I hadn’t held on to her gun. I had let
it fall when I pushed Big Chin out of the car. It would
have been an excuse for a later call if she didn’t invite
me in.

1 needn’t have worried. She didn’t invite me. She
insisted that I go inwith her. She was scared stiff.

“You will not leave me?” she pleaded as we drove
up McAllister street. “I am in complete terror. You can-
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not go from me! If you will not come in, I will stay
with you.”

I was willing enough to go in, but I didn’t want to
lcave the coupé where it would advertise me.

“We'll ride around the corner and park the car,”
I told her, “and then I'll go in with you.”

I drove around the block, with an eye in each direc-
tion for the Cadillac. Neither eye found it. I left the
coupé on Franklin street and we returned to the Mc-
Allister street building.

She had me almost running through the rain that had
lightened now to a drizzle.

The hand with which she tried to fit a key to the
front door was a shaky, inaccurate hand. I took the key
and opened the door. We rode to the third floor in an
automatic elevator, seeing no one. I unlocked the door
to which she led me, near the rear of the building.

Holding my arm with one hand, she reached inside
and snapped on the lights in the passageway.

[ didn’t know what she was waiting for, until she
cried, “Frana! Frana! Ah, Frana!”

The muffled yapping of a small dog replied. The dog
did not appear.

She grabbed me with both arms, trying to crawl up
my ddmp coat-front.

“They are here!” she cried 1n the thin dry voice of
utter terror. “They are herel”

“Is anybody supposed to be herer” I asked, putting
her around to one side, where she wouldn’t be between
me and the two doors across the passageway.

“No! Just my little dog Frana, but—"
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I slid my gun half out of my pocket and back again,
to make sure it wouldn’t catch if | needed it, and used
my other hand to get rid of the woman’s arms.

“You stay here. I'll see if you've got company.”

Moving to the nearest door, [ heard an cight-year-old
voice—Lew Maher’s—saying, He can shoot and he's
plain crazy. He ain’t hampered by nothing like tmagina-
tion or fear of consequences.

With my left hand I turned the first door’s knob.
With my left foot I kicked it open.

Nothing happened.

I put a hand around the frame, found the button,
switched on the lights.

A sitting-room, all orderly.

Through an open door on the far side of the room
came the muffled yapping of Frana. It was louder now
and more excited. I moved to the doorway. What
I could see of the next room, in the light from this,
scemed peaceful and unoccupied enough. I went into it
and switched on the lights.

The dog’s voice came through a closed door. I crossed
to it, pulled it open. A dark fluffy dog jumped snapping
at my leg. I grabbed it where its fur was thickest and
lifted it squirming and snarling. The light hit it. It was
purple—purple as a grape! Dyed purple!

Carrying this yapping, yelping artificial hound a little
away from my body with my left hand, I moved on to
the next room—a bedroom. It was vacant. Its closet hid
nobody. I found the kitchen and bathroom. Empty. No
one was in the apartment. The purple pup had been
imprisoned by the Whosis Kid earlier in the day.
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Passing through the second room on my way back
to the woman with her dog and my report, I saw a
slitted envelope lying face-down on a table. I turned it
over. The stationery of a fashionable store, it was ad-
dressed to Mrs. Inés Almad, here.

‘The party seemed to be getting international. Maurois
was French; the Whosis Kid was Boston American; the
dog had a Bohemian name (at least I remembered nab-
bing a Czech forger a few months before whose first
name was Frana) ; and Inés, I imagine, was cither Span-
1sh or Portuguese. 1 didn’t know what Almad was, but
she was undoubtedly foreign, and not, I thought,
I‘'rench.

[ returned to her. She hadn’t moved an inch.

“BEverything seems to be all right,” I told her. “The
dog got himself caught in a closet,”

“There is no one here?”

“No one.” :

She took the dog in both hands, kissing its fluffy
stained head, crooning affectionate words to it in a
language that made no sense to me.

“Do your friends—the people you had your row with
tonight—know where you live?” I asked.

[ knew they did. I wanted to see what she knew.

She dropped the dog as if she had forgotten it, and her
brows puckered.

“I do not know that,” she said slowly. “Yet it may be.
[l they do—" -

She shuddered, spun on her heel, and pushed the hall
door violently shut.

“They may have been here this afternoon,” she went
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on. “Frana has made himself prisoner in closets before,
but I fear everything. I am coward-like. But there is
none here nowr”

“No one,” [ assured her again.

We went into the sitting-room. I got my first good
look at her when she shed her hat and dark cape.

She was a trifle under medium height, a dark-skinned
woman of thirty in a vivid orange gown. She was dark
as an Indian, with bare brown shoulders round and
sloping, tiny feet and hands, her fingers heavy with
rings. Her nose was thin and curved, her mouth full-
lipped and red, her eyes—long and thickly lashed—
were of an extraordinary narrowness. They were dark
eyes, but nothing of their color could be seen through
the thin slits that separated the lids. Two dark gleams
through veiling lashes. Her black hair was disarranged
just now in flufly silk puffs. A rope of pearls hung down
on her dark chest. Earrings of black iron—in a peculiar
club-like design—swung beside her checks.

Altogether, she was an odd trick. But I wouldn’t want
to be quoted as saying that she wasn't beautiful—in a
wild way.

She was shaking and shivering as she got rid of her
hat and cloak. White tecth held her lower lip as she
crossed the room to turn on an electric heater. I took
advantage of this opportunity to shift my gun from
my overcoat pocket to my pants. Then I took off the
coat.

Leaving the room for a second, she returned with a
brown-filled quart bottle and two tumblers on a bronze
tray, which she put on a little table near the heater.
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The first tumbler she filled to within half an inch
of its rim. I stopped her when she had the other nearly
half full.

“That’ll do fine for me,” I said.

[t was brandy, and not at all hard to get down. She
shot her tumblerful into her throat as if she needed it,
shook her bare shoulders, and sighed in a satisfied way.

“You will think, certainly, I am lunatic,” she smiled
at me. “Flinging myself on you, a stranger in the street,
demanding of you time and troubles.”

“No,” I lied seriously. “I think you're pretty level-
hhcaded for a woman who, no doubt, isn’t used to this
sort of stuff.”

She was pulling a little upholstered bench closer to
the electric heater, within reach of the table that held
the brandy. She sat down now, with an inviting nod at
the bench’s empty half.

The purple dog jumped into her lap. She pushed it
out. It started to return. She kicked it sharply in the side
with the pointed toe of her slipper. It yelped and
crawled under a'chair across the room.

[ avoided the window by going the long way around
the room. The window was curtained, but not thickly
enough to hide all of the room from the Whosis Kid—
if he happened to be sitting at his window just now with
a pair of field glasses to his eyes.

“But I am not level-headed, really,” the woman was
saying as I dropped beside her. “I am coward-like, ter-
ribly. And even becoming accustomed— It 15 my hus-
band, or he who was my husband. I should tell you.
Your gallantry deserves the explanation, and I do not
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wish you should think a thing that is not so.”

| tried to look trusting and credulous. I expected to
disbelieve everything she said.

“He 1s most crazily jealous,” she went on in her low-
pitched, soft voice, with a peculiar way of saying words
that just missed being marked enough to be called a
foreign accent. “He is an old man, and incredibly
wicked. These men he has sent to me! A woman there
was once—tonight’s men are not first. I don’t know
what-—what they mean. To kill me, perhaps—to maim,
to dishgure—I do not know.”

“And the man in the taxi with you was one of them >”
I asked. ° iving down the street behind you
when you were attacked, and I could see there was a
man with you. He was one of them ?”

“Yes! 1 did not know it, but it must have been that
he was. He does not defend me. A pretense, that is all.”
“Lver try sicking the cops on this hubby of yours?”

“It 1s what?”

“Ever notify the police?”

“Yes, but"~—she shrugged her brown shoulders—]
would as well have kept quiet, or better. In Buffalo it
was, and they—they bound my husband to keep the
peace, I think you call it. A thousand dollars! Poof!
What is that to him in his jealousy? And [—I cannot
stand the things the newspapers say—the jesting of
them. I must leave Buffalo. Yes, once [ do try sicking
. the cops on him. But not more.” _

“Buffalo?” [ explored a little, “I lived there for a
while—on Crescent avenue.”

“Oh, yes. That is out by the Delaware Park.”
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That was right enough. But her knowing something
about Buffalo didn’t prove anything about the rest of
lier story.

She poured more brandy. By speaking quick I held
my drink down to a size suitable for a man who has
work to do. Hers was as large as before. We drank, and
she oftered me cigarettes in a lacquered box—slender
cigarettes, hand-rolled in black paper.

I didn’t stay with mine long. It tasted, smelled, and
scorched like gunpowder.

“You don’t like my CIgmcttqu .

“I'm an old-fashioned man,” I apologized, rubbing its
fire out 1n a bronze dish, ﬁshmg in my pocket for my
own deck, “Tobacco’s as faraas I've got. What's in these
fireworks?”

She laughed. She had a pleasant laugh, with a sort
of coo in it.

“I am so very sorry. So many people do not like them.
I have a Hindu incense mixed with the tobacco.”

I didn’t say-anything to that. It was what you would
expect of a woman who would dye her dog purple.

The dog moved under its chair just then, scratching
the floor with its nails.

The brown woman was in my arms, in my lap, her
arms wrapped around my neck. Close-up, opened by
terror, her cyes weren’t dark at all. They were gray-
green. The blackness was in the shadow from her heavy
lashes.

“It’s only the dog, I assured her, sliding her back on
her own part of the bench. “It’s only the dog wriggling
around under the chair.”
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“Ah!” she blew her breath out with enormous relicf.

Then we had to have another shot of brandy.

“You see, I am most awfully the coward,” she said
when the third dose of liquor was in her. “But, ah,
[ have had so much trouble. It is a wonder that I am not
nsane.”

I could have told her she wasn’t far enough from it
to do much bragging, but I nodded with what was
meant for sympathy.

She lit another cigarette to replace the one she had
dropped in her excitement. Her eyes became normal
black slits again.

“I do not think it is nice”~~there was a suggestion of a
dimple in her brown cheek when she smiled like thai—
“that I throw myself into the arms of a man even whose
name [ do not know, or anything of him.”

“That’s easy to fix. My name is Young,” I lied, “and
I can let you have a case of Scotch at a price that will
astonish you. I think maybe I could stand it if you call
me Jerry. Most of the ladies I let sit in my lap do.”

“Jerry Young,” she repeated, as if to herself. “That 1s
a nice pame.”

The going got tough after that.

Everything clse about this brown woman was all
wrong, but her fright was real. She was scared stiff. And
she didn’t intend being left alone this night. She meant
to keep me there—to massage any more chins that
stuck themselves at her. Her idea—she being that sort—
was that [ would be most surely held with affection. So
she must turn herself loose on me. She wasn’t hampered
by any pruderies or puritanisms at all.
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I also have an idea. Mine is that when the last gong
rings I'm going to be leading this baby and some of her
playmates to the city prison. That is an excellent reason
—among a dozen others I could think of—why
shouldn t get mushy with her.

I was willing enough to camp there with her untll
something happened. That apartment looked like the
scene of the next action. But I had to cover up my own
game. I couldn’t let her know she was only a minor
ﬁwurc. in it. I had to pretend there was nothing behind
my willingness to stay but a desire to protect her. An-
other man might have got by with a chivalrous, kmght-
errant, protector-of-womanhood-without-personal-inter-
est attitude. But I don’t look, and can’t casily act, like
that kind of person. I had to hold her off without letting
her guess that my interest wasn’t personal. It was no
cinch. She was too damned direct, and she had too much
brandy in her.

I didn't kid myself that my beauty and personality
were responsible for any of her warmth. I was a thick-
armed male with big fists. She was in a jam. She
spelled my name P-r-o-te-c-ti-on. I was something to
be put between her and trouble.

Another complication: I am neither young enough
nor old enough to get feverish over every woman who
doesn’t make me think being blind isn’t so bad. 'm at
that middle point around forty where a man puts other
feminine qualities—amiability, for one—above beauty
on his list. This brown woman annoyed me. She was too
sure of herself. Her work was rough. She was trying to
handle me as if I were a farmer boy. But in spite of all
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this, 'm constructed mostly of human ingredients. This
woman got more than a stand-off when faces and bodies
were dealt. I didn’t like her. I hoped to throw her in the
can before I was through. But I'd be a liar if I didn’t
admit that she had me stirred up inside—between her
cuddling against me, giving me the come-on, and the
brandy [ had drunk.

The going was tough—no fooling.

A couple of times I was tempted to bolt. Once I looked
at my watch—a2:06. She put a ring-heavy brown hand
on the timepiece and pushed it down to my pocket.

“Please, Jerry!” the earnestness in her voice was real.
“You cannot go. You cannot leave me here. | will not
have it so. I will go also, through the streets following.
You cannot leave me to be murdered here!”

I settled down again.

A few minutes later a bell rang sharply.

She went to pieces immediately. She piled over on
me, strangling me with her bare arms. I pried them
loose enough to let me talk.

“What bell is that?”

“The street door. Do not heed it.”

I patted her shoulder.

“Be a good girl and answer it. Let’s see who it is.”

Her arms tightened.

“No! No! No! They have come!”

The bell rang again.

“Answer it,” I insisted.

Her face was flat against my coat, her nose digging
into my chest.

“No! No!”
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“All right,” I said. “I'll answer it myself.”

I untangled myself from her, got up, and went into
the passageway. She followed me. [ tricd again to per-
suade her to do the talking. She would not, although
she didn’t object to my talking. I would have liked it
better if whoever was downstairs didn’t learn that the
woman wasn’t aloné. But she was too stubborn in her
refusal for me to do anything with her.

“Well?” I said into the speaking-tube.

“Who the hell are your” a harsh, deep-chested voice
asked.

“What do you want?”

“I want to talk to Inés.”

“Speak your piece to me,” I suggested, “and I'll tell
her about it.”

The woman, helding one of my arms, had an ear
close to the tube.

“Billic it is,” she whispered. “Tell him that he gocs
away.”

“You're to go away,” | passed the message on.

“Yeah r” the voice grew harsher and deeper. “Will
you open the door, or will T bust it in?”

There wasn't a bit of playfulness in the question.
Without consulting the woman, [ put a finger on the
button that unlocks the street door.

“Welcome,” I said into the tube.

“He’s coming up,” I explained to the woman. “Shall
[ stand behind the door and tap him on the skull when
he comes in? Or do you want to talk to him first?”

“Do not strike him!” she exclaimed. “It is Billie.”

That suited me. 1 hadn’t intended putting the slug
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to him—not until I knew who and what he was, any-
way. I had wanted to see what she would say.

Billie wasn'’t long getting up to us. I opened the door
when he rang, the woman standing beside me. He
didn’t wait for an invitation. He was through the door-
way before I had the door half opened. He glared at
me. There was plenty of him!

A big, red-faced, red-haired bale of a man—Dbig in any
direction you measured him—and none of him was fat.
The skin was off his nose, one cheek was clawed, the
other swollen. His hatless head was a tangled mass of
red hair.

One pocket had been ripped out of his coat, and a
button dangled on the end of a six-inch ribbon of torn
cloth.

This was the big heaver who had been in the taxicab
with the woman.

“Who’s this mutt?” he demanded, moving his big
paws toward me. _

I knew the woman was a goof. It wouldn’t have sur-
prised me if she had tried to feed me to the battered
giant. But she didn’t. She put a hand on one of his and
soothed him.

“Do not be nasty, Billie. He is a friend. Without him
I would not this night have escaped.”

He scowled. Then his face straightened out and he
caught her hand in both of his.

“So you got away it’s all right,” he said huskily. “I'd
a done better if we'd been outside. There wasn’t no
room in that taxi for me to turn around. And one of
them guys crowned me.”
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That was funny. This big clown was apologizing for
getting mangled up protecting a woman who had
scooted, leaving him to get out as well as he could.

The woman fled him into the sitting-room, I tagging
along behind. They sat on the bench. I picked out a
chair that wasn’t in line with the window the Whosis
Kid ought to be watching.

“What did happen, Billie?” She tuuchcd his grooved

cheek and skinned nose with her fingertips. “You are
hurt.”

He grinned with a sort of shamefaced ¢ el;ght I saw
that what [ had taken for a swelling in one check was
only a big hunk of chewing tobacco.,

“I don’t know all that happened,” he said. “One of
‘em crowned me, and 1 didn’t wake up tll a coupla
hours afterwards. The taxi driver didn’t give me no help
in the fight, but he was a right gny and knowed where
his money would come from. He didn’t holler or noth-
ing. He took me around to a doc that wouldn’t squawk,
and the doc straightened me out, and then I come up
here.”

“Did you sce each one of those men?” she asked.

“Sure! I seen ‘em, and felt ’em, and maybe tasted
(cin

“They were how many?”

“Just two of 'em. A little fella with a trick tickler, and
a husky with a big chin on him.”

“There was no other? There was not a younger man,
tall and thinr”

That could be the Whosis Kid. She thought he and
the Frenchman were working together?
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Billie shook his shaggy, banged-up head.

“Nope. They was only two of 'em.”

She frowned and chewed her lip.

Billie looked sidewise at me—a look that said, Beaz iz.

The woman caught the glance. She twisted around on
the bench to put a hand on his head.

“Poor Billie,” she cooed, “his head most cruelly hurt
saving me, and now, when he should be at his home
giving it rest, I keep him here talking. You go, Billie,
and when it is morning and your poor head is better,
you will telephone to me?”

His red face got dark. He glowered at me.

Laughing, she slapped lnm lightly on the cheek that
bulged around his cud of tobacco.

“Do not become jealous of Jerry. Jerry is enamored of
one yellow and white lady somewhere, and to her he is
most faithful. Not cven the smallest liking has he for
dark women.” She smiled a challenge at me. “Is it not
so, Jerry?”

“No,” I denied. “And, besides, all women are dark.”

Billie shifted his chew to the scratched cheek and
bunched his shoulders.

“What the hell kind of a crack is that to be making ?”’
he rumbled.

“That means nothing it should not, Billie,” she
laughed at him. “It is only an epigram.”

“Yeah r” Billie was sour and truculent. I was begin-
ning to think he didn’t like me. “Well, tell your little
fat frlcnd to keep his smart whm?u to himself. I don’t
like ’em.’

That was plain enough. Billic wanted an argument.
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The woman, who held him securely enough to have
stecred him off, simply laughed again. There was no
profit in trying to find the reason behind any of her
actions. She was a nut. Maybe she thought that since
we weren't sociable enough for her to keep both on
hand, she’'d let us tangle, and hold on to the one who
rubbed the other out of the picture.

Anyway, a row was coming. Ordinarily I am inclined
to peace. The day is past when I'll fight for the fun of it.
But I've been in too many rumpuses to mind them
much. Usually nothing very bad happens to you, even.
if you lose. I wasn’t going to back down just because
this big stiff was meatier than 1. I've always been lucky
against the large sizes. He had been banged up earlier
in the evening. That would cut down his steam some.
I wanted to hang around this apartment a little longer,
if it could be managed. If Billie wanted to tussle—and it
looked as if he did—he could.

It was easy to meet him halfway: anything I said
would be used against me.

I grinned at his red face, and suggested to the woman,
solemnly, “I think if you’d dip him in bluing he'd come
out the same color as the other pup.”

As silly as that was, it served. Billie reared up on his
feet and curled his paws into fists.

“Me and you’'ll take a walk,” he decided, “out where
there’s space enough.”

I got up, pushed my chair back with a foot, and
quoted “Red” Burns to him: “If you're close enough,
there’s room enough.”

He wasn’t a man you had to talk to much. We went
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around and around.

It was fists at first. He started it by throwing his right
at my head. I went in under it and gave him all I had
in a right and left to the belly. He swallowed his chew
of tobacco. But he didn’t bend. Few big men are as
strong as they look. Billie was.

He didn’t know anything at all. His idea of a fight
was to stand up and throw fists at your head—right, left,
right, left. His fists were as large as wastebaskets. They
wheezed through the air. But always at the head—the
easiest part to get out of the way.

There was room enough for me to go in and out. I did
that. T hammered his belly. I thumped his heart.
] mauled his belly again, Every time I hit him he grew
an inch, gained a pound, and picked up another horse-
power. I don’t fool when I hit, but nothing I did to this
human mountain—not even making him swallow his
hunk of tobacco—had any visible effect on him.

I've always had a reasonable amount of pride in my
ability to sock. It was disappointing to have this big
heaver take the best I could give him without a grunt.
But I wasn't discouraged. He couldn’t stand it forever.
I settled down to make a steady job of it.

Twice he clipped me. Once on the shoulder. A big
fist spun me half around. He didn’t know what to do
next. He came in on the wrong side. I made him miss,

"and got clear. The other time he caught me on the fore-
head. A chair kept me from going down. The smack
hurt me. It must have hurt him more. A skull is tougher
than a knuckle. T got out of his way when he closed in,
and let him have something to remember on the back
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of his neck.

The woman’s dusky face showed over Billie’s shoulder
as he straightened up. Her eyes were shiny behind their
heavy lashes, and her mouth was open to let white tccth
gleam through.

Billie got tired of the boxing after that, and turned
the set-to into a wrestling match, with trimmings.
I would rather have kept on with the fists. But I couldn’t
help myself. It was his party. He grabbed one of my
wrists, yanked, and we thudded chest to chest.

He didn’t know any more about this than he had
about that. He didn’t have to. He was big enough and
strong enough to play with me.

I was underneath when we tumbled down on the floor
and began rollmg around. I did my best. It wasn’t any-
thing. Three times I put a scissors on him. His body was
too big for my short legs to clamp around. He chucked
me off as if he were amusing the baby. There was no
use at all in trying to do Thmm, to his legs. No hold
known to man could have hcld them. His arms were
almost as strong. I quit trying.

Nothing I knew was any good against this monster.
He was out of my range. I was satisfied to spend all that
was left of my strength trying to keep him from crip-
pling me—and waiting for a chance to out-smart him.

He threw me around a lot. Then my chance came.

I was flat on my back, with everything but one or
two of my most centrally located intestines squeezed
out. Kneeling astride me, he brought his big hands up
to my throat and fastened them there.

That's how much he didn’t know!



44 THE RETURN OI" THE CONTINENTAL OP

You can’t choke a man that way—not if his hands are
loose and he knows a hand is stronger than a finger.

I laughed in his purple face and brought my own
hands up. Each of them picked one of his little fingers
out of my flesh. It wasn’t a dream at that. 1 was all in,
and he wasn’t. But no man’s little finger is stronger than
another’s hand. I twisted them back. They broke to-
gether.

He yelped. I grabbed the next—the ring fingers.

One of them snapped. The other was ready to pop
when he let go.

Jerking up, I butted him in the face. I twisted from
between his knees. We came on our feet together.

The doorbell rang.

Fight interest went out of the woman'’s face. Fear
came in. Her fingers p1c]\cd at her mouth.

“Ask who's there,” I told her.

“Who—who 1s thre?"

Her voice was flat and dry.

“Mrs. Keil,” came from the corridor, the words sharp
with indignation. “You will have to stop this noise
immediately! The tenants are complaining—and no
wonder! A pretty hour to be entertaining company and
carrying on so!”

“The landlady,” the dark woman whispered. Aloud
“I am sorry, Mrs. Keil. There will not be more noises.’

Something like a sniff came through the door, and
the sound of dimming footsteps.

Inés Almad frowned re pro.u hfully at Billie.

“You should not have done Hm.' she blamed him.

He looked humble, and at the floor, and at me. Look-
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ing at me, the purple began to flow back into his face.

“I'm sorry,” he mumbled. “I told this fella we ought
to take a walk. We'll do it now, and there won’t be no
more noise here.”

“Billie!” her voice was sharp. She was reading the
Law to him. “You will go out and have attention for
your hurts. If you have not won these fights, because
of that am 1 to be left here alone to be murdered ?”

The big man shuffled his feet, avoided her gaze, and
looked utterly miserable. But he shook his head stub-
bornly.

“I can’t do it, Inés,” he said. “Me and this guy has got
to finish it. He busted my fingers, and I got to bust his
jaw.”

“Billie!”

She stamped one small foot and looked imperiously
at him. He looked as if he’d like to roll over on his back
and hold his paws in the air. But he stood his ground.

“I got to,” he repeated. “There ain’t no way out of it.”

Anger left her face. She smiled very tenderly at him.

“Dear old Billie,” she murmured, and crossed the
room to a secretary in a corner.

When she turned, an automatic pistol was in her
hand. Its one eye looked at Billie. '

“Now, lechdn,” she purred, “go out!”

The red man wasn’t a quick thinker. It took a full
minute for him to realize that this woman he loved

was driving him away with a gun. The big dummy
might have known that his three broken fingers had
disqualified him. It took another minute for him to get
his legs in motion. He went toward the door in slow



46 THE RETURN OF THE CONTINENTAL OP

bewilderment, still only half believing this thing was
really happening. '

The woman followed him step by step. I went ahead
to open the door.

I turned the knob. The door came in, pushing me
back against the opposite wall.

In the doorway stood Edouard Maurois and the man
I had swatted on the chin. Fach had a gun.

[ looked at Inés Almad, wondering what turn her
craziness would take in the face of this situation. She
wasn’t so crazy as I had thought. Her scream and the
thud of her gun on the floor sounded together.

“Ah!” the Frenchman was saying. “The gentlemen
were leaving? May we detain them 27

The man with the big chin—it was larger than ever
now with the marks of my tap—was less polite.

“Back up, you birds!” he ordered, stooping for the
gun the woman had dropped.

I still was holding the doorknob. I rattled it a little
as I took my hand away—cnough to cover up the click
of the lock as I pushed the button that left it un-
latched. If I needed help, and it came, I wanted as few
locks as possible between me and it.

Then, Billie, the woman, and I walking backward,
we all paraded into the sitting-room. Maurois and his
companion both wore souvenirs of the row in the taxi-
.cab. One of the Frenchman’s eyes was bruised and
closed—a beautiful shiner. His clothes were rumpled
and dirty. He wore them jauntily in spite of that, and
he still had his walking stick, crooked under the arm
that didn’t hold his gun.
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Big Chin held us with his own gun and the woman’s
while Maurois ran his hand over Billie’s and my clothes,
to sce if we were armed. He found my gun and pock-
eted it. Billie had no weapons.

“Can I trouble you to step back against the wall?”
Maurois asked when he was through.

We stepped back as if it was no trouble at all. I found
my shoulder against one of the window curtains.
I pressed it against the frame, and turned far enough
to drag the curtain clear of a foot or more of pane.

If the Whosis Kid was watching, he should have had
a clear view of the Frenchman—the man who had shot
at him earlier in the evening. I was putting it up
to the Kid. The corridor door was unlocked. If the Kid
could get into the building—no great trick—he had a
clear path. 1 didn't know where he fitted in, but
I wanted him to join us, and I hoped he wouldn’t dis-
appoint me. If everybody got together here, maybe
whatever was going on would come out where I could
see it and understand it.

Meanwhile, I kept as much of myself as possible out
of the window. The Kid might decide to throw lead
from across the alley. -

Maurois was facing Inés. Big Chin’s guns were on
Billie and me.

“I do not comprends ze anglais ver good,” the
Frenchman was mocking the woman. “So it is when
you say you meet wit’ me, I tink you say in New
Orleans. I de not know you say San Francisc’. I am ver’
sorry to make ze mistake. I am mos’ sorry zat I keep
you wait. But now I am here. You have ze share for
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me?”

“I have not.” She held her hands out in an empty
gesture, “The Kid took those—everything from me.”

“What?” Maurois dropped his taunting smile and
his vaudeville accent. His one open eye flashed angrily.
“How could he, unless—r”

“He suspected us, Edouard.” Her mouth trembled
with earnestness. Her eyes pleaded for belief. She was
lying. “He had me followed. The day after I am there
he comes. He takes all. I am afraid to wait for you.
I fear your unbelicf. You would not—"

“Cest incroyable!” Maurois was very excited over it.
“I was on the first train south after our—our theatricals.
Could the Kid have been on that train without my
knowing it? Non! And how eclse could he have
reached you before I? You are playing with me, ma
petite Inés. That you did join the Kid, I do not doubt.
But not in New Orleans. You did not go there. You
came here to San Francisco.”

“Edouard!” she protested, fingering his slecve with
one brown hand, the other holding her throat as if she
were having trouble getting the words out, “You can-
not think that thing! Do not those weeks in Boston
say it is not possible? For one like the Kid—or like any
other—am [ to betray you? You know me not more
than to think I am like that?”

She was an actress. She was appealing, and pathetic,
and anything else yoy like—including dangerous.

The Frenchman took his sleeve away from her and
stepped back a step. White lines ringed his mouth
below his tiny mustache, and his jaw muscles bulged.
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His one good eye was worried. She had got to him,
though not quite enough to upset him altogether. But
the game was young yet.

“I do not know what to think,” he said slowly. “If
I have been wrong—I must find the Kid first. Then
[ will learn the truth.”

“You don'’t have to look no further, brother. I'm
right among you!” -

The Whosis Kid stood in the passageway door. A
black revolver was in each of his hands. Their ham-
mers were up.

It was a pretty tableau.

There is the Whosis Kid in the door—a lean lad in
his twenties, all the more wickeddooking because his
lace is weak and slack-jawed and dull-eved. The cocked
guns in his hands are pointing at everybody or at no-
body, depending on how you look at them.

There is the brown woman, her cheeks pinched in
her two fists, her eyes open until their green-grayish-
ness shows. The fright I had seen in her face before was
nothing to the fright that is there now.

There is the Frenchman—whirled doorward at the
Kid’s first word—his gun on the Kid, his cane still
under his arm, his face a tense white blot, .

There is Big Chin, his body twisted half around, his
face over one shoulder to look at the door, with one of
his guns following his face around.

There is Billie—a big, battered statue of a2 man who
hasn’t said a word since Inés Almad started to gun him
out of the apartment.

And, last, here I am—not fecling so comfortable as
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I would home in bed, but not actually hysterical either, j
I wasn’t altogether dissatisfied with the shape ‘things
were taking. Something was going to happen in these
rooms. But I wasn’t friendly encugh to any present
to care especially what happened to whom. For my-
self, I counted on coming through all in one piece.
Few men gez killed. Most of those who meet sudden
ends get themselves killed. I've had twenty years of
experience at dodging that. I can count on being one
of the survivors of whatever blow-up there is. And
I hope to take most of the other survivors for a ride.

‘But right now the situation belonged to the men
with guns—the Whosis Kid, Maurois, and Big Chin.

The Kid spoke first. He had a whining voice that
came disagreeably through his thick nose.

“This don’t look nothing like Chi to me, but, any-
ways, we're all here.”

“Chicago!” Maurois exclaimed. “You did not go to
Chicago!”

The Kid sneered at him.

“Did you? Did she? What would [ be going there
for? You think me and her run out on you, don’t you?
Well, we would of if she hadn’t put the two X’s to me
the same as she done to you, and the same as the three
of us done to the boob.”

“That may be,” the Frenchman replied, “but you do
not expect me to believe that you and Inés are not
friends? Didn’t I see you leaving here this afternoon 2

“You seen me, all right,” the Kid agreed, “but if my
rod hadn't of got snagged in my flogger you wouldn’i
have seen nothing else. But I ain’t got nothing against



THE RETURN OF THE CONTINENTAL OP ol

you now. I thought you and her had ditched me, just
as you think me and her done you. I know different
now, from what I heard while [ was getting in here.
She twisted the pair of us, Frenchy, just like we twisted
the boob. Ain’t you got it yet?”

Maurois shook his head slowly. : ;i

What put an edge to this conversation was that both
men were talking over their guns.

“Listen,” the Kid asked impatiently. “We was to
meet up in Chi for a three-way split, wasn’t we?”

The Frenchman nodded.

“But she tells me,” the Kid went on, “she’ll connect
with me in St. Louis, counting you out, and she ribs
you up to the meet her in New Orleans, ducking me.
And then she gyps the pair of us by running out here
to Frisco with the stufl.

“We're, a couple of suckers, Frenchy, and there
ain’t no use of us getting hot at cach other. There's
enough of it for a fat two-way cut. What I say is let's
forget what's done, and me and you make it fifty-fifty.
Understand, I ain’t begging you. 'm making a proposi-
tion. If you don’t like it, to hell with you! You know
me. You never seen the day I wouldn’t shoot it out
with you or anybody else. Take your pick!”

The Erenchman didn’t say anything for a while. He
was converted, but he didn’t want to weaken his hand
by coming in too soon. I don’t know whether he be-
lieved the Kid’s words or not, but he believed the Kid’s
guns. You can get a bullet out of a cocked revolver a
lot quicker than out of a hammerless automatic, The
Kid had the bulge there. And the Kid had him licked
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because the Kid had the look of one who doesn’t give

a damn what happens next.

Finally Maurois looked a question at Big Chin. Big
Chin moistened his lips, but said nothing.

Maurois looked at the Kid again, and nodded his
head.

“You are right,” he said. “We will do that.”

“Good!” The Kid did not move from his door.
“Now who are these plugsr”

“These two’—Maurois nodded at Billie and me—
“are friends of our Inés. This"—indicating Big Chin—
“is a confrere of mine.”

“You mean he’s in with you? That’s all right with
me.” The Kid spoke crisply. “But, you understand, his
cut comes out of yours. I get half, and no trimming.”

The Frenchman frowned, but he nodded in agree-
ment.

Half is yours, if we find it.”

“Don’t get no headache over that,” the Kid advised
him. “It’s here and we'll get it.”

He put one of his guns away and came into the
room, the other gun hanging loosely at his side. When
he walked across the room to face the woman, he man-
aged it so that Big Chin and Maurois were never be-
hind him.

“Where’s the stuff?” he demanded.

Inés Almad wet her red mouth with her tongue and
let her mouth droop a little and looked 50111, at the
Kid, and made her play. :

“One of us is as bad as are the others, Kid. We all—
each of us tried to get for ourselves everything. You and

1
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Edouard have put aside what is past. Am I more
wrong than you? I have them, true, but I have not
them here. Until tomorrow will you wait? I will get
them. We will divide them among us three, as it was to
have been. Shall we not do that?”

“Not any!” The Kid’s voice had finality in it.

“Is that just?” she pleaded, letting her chin quiver
a bit. “Is there a treachery of which I am guilty that
also you and Edouard are not? Do you—r"

“That ain’t the idea at all,” the Kid told her. “Me and
Frenchy are in a fix where we got to work together to
get anywhere. So we're together. With you it’s differ-
ent. We don’t need you. We can take the stuff away
from you. You're out! Where’s the stuft?”

“Not here! Am I foolish sufficient to leave them here
where so casily you could find them? You do need my
help to find them. Without me you cannot—"

“You're silly! [ might flop for that if I didn’t know
you. But I know you’re too damned greedy to let ‘em
get far away from you. And you're yellower than
youre greedy. If you're smacked a couple of times,
you'll kick in. And don’t think I got any objections to
smacking you over!”

She cowered back from his upraised hand.

The Frenchman spoke quickly.

“We should search the rooms first, Kid. If we don’t
find them there, then we can decide what to do next.”

The Whosis Kid laughed sneeringly at Maurois.

“All right. But, get this, 'm not going out of here
without that stuff—not if [ have to take this rat apart.
My way’s quicker, but we’ll hunt first if you want to.
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Your con-whatever-you-call-him can kf:ﬁp thr:sc plugs
tucked in while me and you upset the joint.”

They went to work. The Kid put away his gun and
brought out a lor'r-b‘n.med spring-knife. The French-
man unscrewed the lower two-thirds of his cane, baring
a foot and a half of sword-blade.

No cursory search, theirs. They took the room we
were in first. They gutted it thoroughly, carved it to
the bone. Furniture and pictures were taken apart.
Upholstering gave up its stuffing. Floor coverings were

cut. Suspicious lengths of wallpaper were scraped loose.
They worked 510\\'1\ Neither would let the other get
behind him. The Kid would not turn his back on Big
Chin.

The sitting-room wrecked, they went into the next
room, leaving the woman, Billie, and me standing
among the litter. Big Chin and his two guns watched
over us.

As soon as the Frenchman and the Kid were ont of
sight, the woman tried ber stuff out on our guardian.
She had a lot of confidence in her power with men,
I'll say that for her.

For a while s‘hc worked her eyes on Big Chin, and

thm, very softly: “Can I—¢7
“You can’t!” Big Chin was loud and gruff. “Shut
up!”

The Whosis Kid appeared at the door.

“If nobody don’t say nothing maybe nobody won’t get
hurt,” he snarlgd, and went back to his work.

The woman valued herself too highly to be easily
discouraged. She didn’t put anything in words again,
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but she looked things at Big Chin—things that had
him sweating and blushing. He was a slmp]c man.
[ didn’t think she’d get mvw]ma If there had been no
one present but the two of them, she might have put
Emr Chin over the jtnn »s, but he wouldn’t be likely to -
let her get to him with a couple of birds standing there

vatching the show.

C;nu a sharp yelp told us that the purple Frana—

ho had fled rearward when Maurois and Big Chm
arrived—had got in lro'lbl*\ with the searchers. Thér
was only that one yelp, and it qtr\npc d with a burld(,m
ness llnt sugg rested trouble for the dog.

The two men spent ncarly an hour in the other
rooms. They didn’t find m\'L!mw Their hands, when

they joined us again, held nothing but the cutlery.
“I said to you it was not here,” Inés told them tri-

umphantly. “Now will you—r"

“You can’t tell me nothing T'll believe.” The Kid.
snapped his knife shut and dropped it in his pocket.
“I still think its here.”

He caught her wrist, and held his other hand, palm
up, under her nose.

“You can put 'em in my hand, or I'll take 'em.”

“They are not here! I swear il

His mouth lifted at the corner in a savage grimace.

“[J.nlll .”

He twisted her arm roughly, forcing her to her
Lnees. Fis free hand went to the shoulder-strap of her

fange gown.

“\ Il damn soon find out,” he promised.

Billie came to life.
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“Iey!” he protested, his chest heaving in and out.
“You can’t do that!”

“Wait, Kid!” Maurois—putting his sword-cane to-
gether again—called. “Let us sce if there is not another
way.”

The Whosis Kid let go of the woman and took three
slow steps back from her. His eyes were dead circles
without any color you could name—the dull eyes of
the man whose nerves quit functioning in the face of
excitement. His bony hands pushed his coat aside a
little and rested where his vest bulged over the sharp
corners of his hip-bones. !

“Let’s me and you get this right, Frenchy,” he said
in his whining voice. “Are you with me or her?”

“You, most certainly, but—"

“All right. Then be with me! Don’t be trying to gum
every play I make. P'm going to frisk this dolly, and
don’t think I ain’t. What are you going to do about it?”

The Frenchman pursed his mouth untl his litle
black mustache snuggled against the tip of his nose. He
puckered his eyebrows and looked thoughtfully out of
. his one good eye. But he wasn’t geing to do anvthing
at all about it, and he knew he wasn’t. Finally he
shrugged.

“You are right,” he surrendered.
scarched.” ¢

The Kid grunted contemptious disgust at him and
went toward the woman again.

She sprang away from him, to me. Her arms clamped
around my neck in the habit they seetned to have.

“Jerry!” she screamed in my face. “You will not

(13

She should be
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allow him! Jerry, please not!”

I didn’t say anything.

I didn’t think it was exactly genteel of the Kid to
frisk her, but there were several reasons why I didn’t
try to stop him. First, I didn’t want to do anything to
delay the unearthing of this “stuff” there had been so
much talk about. Second, 'm no Galahad. This woman
had picked her playmates, and was largely responsible
for this angle of their game. If they played rough, she'd
have to make the best of it. And, a good strong third,
Big Chin was prodding me in the side with a gun-
muzzle to remind me that [ couldn’t do anything if
[ wanted to—except get myself slaughtered.

The Kid dragged Inés away. I let her go.

He pulled her over to what was left of the bench
by the electric heater, and called the Frenchman there
with a jerk of his head.

“You hold her while I go through her,” he said.

Shie filled her lungs with air. Before she could turn it
loose in a shrick, the Kid’s long fingers had fitted them-
selves to her throat.

“One chirp out of you and I'll tic a knot in your
neck,” he threatened.

She let the air wheeze out of her nose.

Billie shufled his feet. I turned my head to look at
him. He was puffing through his mouth. Sweat pol-
ishied his forehead under his matted red hair. 1 hoped
he wasn’t going to turn his wolf loose until the “stuff”
came to the surface. If he would wait a while I might
join him.

FHe wouldn’t wait. He went into action when—
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Maurois holding her—the Kid started to undress the
woman.

He took a step toward them. Big Chin tried to wave
him back with a gun. Billie didn’t even see it. His eyes
were red on the three by the bench.

“Hey, you can’t do that!” he rumbled. “You can’t
do that!”

“No?” The Kid looked up from his work. “Watch
me.”

“Billie!” the woman urged the big man on in his
foolishness.

Billie charged.

Big Chin let him go, playing safe by swinging both
guns on me. The Whosis Kid slid out of the plunging
giant’s path. Maurois hurled the girl straight at Billie—
and got his gun out.

Billie and Inés thumped together in'a swaying tangle.

The Kid spun behind the big man. One of the Kid's"
hands came out of his pocket with the spring-knife.
The knife clicked open as Billie regained his balance.

The Kid jumped close.

He knew knives. None of your clumsy downward
strokes with the blade sticking out the bottom of his
fist.

Thumb and crooked forefinger guided blade. He
struck upward. Under Billie’s shoulder. Once. Deep.

Billie pitched forward, smashing the woman to the
floor under him. He rolled off her and was dead on
his back among the fuffiture-stuffing. Dead, he seemed
larger than ever, secemed to fill the room.

The Whosis Kid wiped his knife clean on a piece of
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carpet, snapped it shut, and dropped it back in his
pocket. He did this with his left hand. His right was
close to his hip. He did not look at the knife. His eyes
were on Maurots.

But if he expected the Frenchman to squawlk, he was
disappointed. Maurois’s little mustache twitched, and
his face was white and strained, but:

“We'd better hurry with what we have to do, and
get out of here,” he suggested.

The woman sat up beside the dead man, whimper-
ing. Her face was ashy under her dark skin. She was
licked. A shaking hand fumbled beneath her clothes.
[t brought out a little flat silk bag.

Maurois—nearer than the Kid—took it. It was sewed
too securely for his fingers to open. He held it while the
Kid ripped it with his knife. The Frenchman poured
part of the contents out in one cupped hand.

Diamonds. Pearls. A few colored stones among them.

Big Chin blew his breath out in a faint whistle. His
eyes were bright on the sparkling stones. So were the
eyes of Maurois, the woman, and the Kid.

Big Chin’s inattention was a temptation. I could
reach his jaw. I could knock him over. The strength
Billie had mauled out of me had nearly all come back
by now. I could knock Big Chin over and have at least
one of his guns by the time the Kid and Maurois got
set. It was time for me to do something. I had let these
comedians run the show long enough. The stuff had
come to light. If 1 let the party break up there was no
telling when, if ever, | could round up these folks
again.
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But I put the temptation away and made myself wait
a bit longer. No use going off half-cocked. With a gun
in my hand, facing the Kid and Maurois, 1 still would
have less than an even break. That's not enough. The
idea in this detective business is to catch crooks, not to
put on heroics.

Maurois was pouring the stones back in the bag
when I looked at him again. He started to put the bag
in his pocket. The Whosis Kid stopped him with a
hand on his arm.

“I'll pack ’em.”

Maurois’s eyebrows went up.

“There’s two of you and one of me,” the Kid ex-
plained. “I trust you, and all the like of that, but just
the same I'm carrying my own share.”

“Bug—"

The doorbell interrupted Maurois's protest.

The Kid spun to the girl.

“You do the talking—and no wise breaks!”

She got up from the floor and went to the passage-
way.

“Who is there?” she called.

The landlady’s voiee, stern and wrathful: “Another
sound, Mrs. Almad, and I shall call the police. This is
disgraceful!”

I wondered what she would have thought if she had
opened the unlocked door and taken a look at her
apartmem—frmiu‘rt whittled and guteed; a dead man.
the noise of whose d\mg-ﬂad brot gh* her up here this
second time, lying in the middle of the liteer.

I wondered—I took a chance.
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*Aw, go jump down the sewer!” I told her.

A gasp, and we heard no more from her. I hoped
she was speeding her injured feelings to the telephone.
I might need the police she had mentioned.

The Kid’s gun was out. For a while it was a toss-up.
1 would lie down beside Billie, or [ wouldn't. If I could
have been knifed quietly, 1 would have gone. But no-
body was behind me. The Kid knew 1 wouldn’t stand
still and quiet while ke carved me. He didn’t want any
more racket than necessary, now that the jewels were
on hand.

“Keep your clam shut or I'll shut it for you!” was
the worst I got out of it.

The Kid turned to the Frenchman again. The French-
man had used the time spent in this side-play to pocket
the gems.

“Fither we divvy here and now, or [ carry the stuff,”
the Kid announced. “There’s two of you to see 1 don't
take a Micky Finn on you.”

“But, Kid, we cannot stay here! Is not the landlady
even now calling the police? We will go elsewhere to
divide. Why cannot you trust me when you are with
mer’

Two steps put the Kid between the door and both
Maurois and Big Chin. One of the Kid’s hands held
the gun he had flashed on me. The other was con-
veniently placed to his other gun. :

“Nothing stirring!” he said through his nose. “My
cut of them stones don’t go out of here in nobody else’s
kick. If you want to split 'em here, good enough. If
you don’t, I'll do the carrying. That’s flat!”
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“But the police!”

“You worry about them. I'm taking one thing at a
time, and it’s the stones right now.”

A vein came out blue in the Frenchman’s forehead.
His small body was rigid. He was trying to collect
enough courage to swap shots with the Kid. He knew,
and the Kid knew, that one of them was going to have
all the stuff when the curtain came down. They had
started off by double-crossing each other. They weren't
likely to change their habits. One would have the
stones in the end. The other would have nothing—
except maybe a burial.

Big Chin didn’t count. He was too simple a thug to
last long in his present company. If he had known any-
thing, he would have used one of his guns on each of
them right now. Instead, he continued to cover me,
trying to watch them out of the tail of his eye.

The woman stood’ near the door, where she had
gone to talk to the landlady. She was staring at the
Frenchman and the Kid. I wasted precious minutes
that scemed to run into hours trying to catch her eye.
I finally got it.

I looked at the light switch, only a foot from her.
I looked at her. I looked at the switch again. At her.
At the switch.

She got me, Her hand crept sidewise along the wall.

I looked at the two principal players in this button-
button game.

The Kid’s eyes were dead—and deadly—circles.
Maurois’s one open eye was watery, He couldn’t make
the grade. He put a hand in his pocket and brought
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out the silk bag.

The woman’s brown finger topped the light button.
God knows she was nothing to gamble on, but I had no
choice. I had to be in motion when the lights went. Big
Chin would pump metal. I had to trust Inés not to
balk. If she did, my name was Denis.

Her nail whitened.

I went for Maurois.

Darkness—streaked with orange and blue—filled
with noise.

My arms had Maurois. We crashed down on dead
Billie. I twisted around, kicking the Frenchman’s face.
Loosened onc arm. Caught one of his. His other hand
gouged at my face. That told me the bag was in the
one I held. Clawing fingers tore my mouth. [ put my
tecth in them and kept them there. One of my knees
was on his face. I put my weight on it. My tecth still
held his hand. Both of my hands were free to get the
bag.

Not nice, this work, but effective.

The room was the inside of a black drum on which
a giant was beating the long rdll. Four guns worked
together in a prolonged throbbing roar.

Maurois’s fingernails dug into my thumb. I had to
open my mouth—Iet his hand escape. One of my hands
found the bag. He wouldn’t let go. I screwed his
thumb. He cried out. I had the bag.

[ tried to leave him then. He grabbed my legs.
I kicked at him—missed. He shuddered twice—and
stopped moving. A flying bullet had hit him, I took it.
Rolling over to the floor, snuggling close to him, I ran
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a hand over him. A hard bulge came under my hand.
I put my hand in his pocket and took back my gun.

On hands and knees—one fist around my gun, the
other clutching the silk sack of jewels—I turned to
where the door to the next room should have been. A
foot wrong, I corrected my course. As I went through
the door, the racket in the room behind me stopped.

Huddled close to the wall inside the door, I stowed
the silk bag away, and regretted that I hadn’t stayed
plastered to the floor behind the Frenchman. This
room was dark. It hadn’t been dark when the woman
switched off the sitting-room lights. Every room in the
apartment had been lighted then. All were dark now.
Not knowing who had darkened them, I didn’t like it.

No sounds came from the room I had quit.

The rustle of gently falling rain came from an open
window that I couldn’t see, off to one side.

Another sound came from behind me. The muffled
tattoo of tecth on teeth. '

That cheered me. Inés the scary, of course. She had
left the sitting-room in the dark and put out the rest
of the lights. Maybe nobody clse was behind me.

Breathing quietly through wide-open mouth, |
waited. I couldn’t hunt for the woman in the dark
without making noises. Maurois and the Kid had
strewn furniture and parts of furniture everywhere.
L wished I knew if she was holding a gun. I didn’t want
to have her spraying me.

Not knowing, I waited- where 1 was.

Her tecth clicked on for minutes.

Something moved in the sitting-room. A gun thun-
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dered. -
“Inés!” I hissed toward the chattering teeth,
No answer. Furniture scraped in the sitting-room.
Two guns went off together. A groaning broke out.
“Pve got the stuff,” I whispered under cover of the
groaning.
That brought an answer.
“Terry!l Ah, come here to me!”

* The groans went on, but fainter, in the other room.

I crawled toward the woman’s voice. [ went on hands
and knees, bumping as carefully as possible against
things. I couldn’t see anything. Midway, I put a hand
down on a soggy bundle of fur—the late purple Frana.
[ went on. ;

[nés touched my shoulder with an eager hand.

“Give them to me,” were her first words.

[ grinned at her in the dark, patted her hand, found
her head, and put my mouth to her ear.

“Let’s get back in the bedroom,” I breathed, paying
no attention to her request for the loot. “The Kid will
be coming.” I didn’t doubt that he had bested Big Chin.
“We can handle him better in the bedroom.”

I wanted to receive him in a room with only one
door.

She led me—both of us on hands and knees—to the
bedroom. I did what thinking secemed necessary as
we crawled. The Kid couldn’t know yet how the
Frenchman and I had come out. If he guessed, he
would guess that the Frenchman had survived. He
would be likely to put me in the chump class with
Billie, and think the Frenchman could handle me.
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The chances were that he had got Big Chin, and knew
it by now. It was black as black in the sitting-room, but
he must kiiow by now that he was the only living thing
there.

He blocked the only exit from the apartment. He
would think, then, that Inés and Maurois were still
alive in it, with the spoils. What would he do about
it? There was no pretense of partnership now. That
had gone with the lights. The Kid was after the stones.
The Kid was after them alone.

I'm no wizard at guessing the other guy’s next move.
But my idea was that the Kid would be on his way
after us, soon. He knew—he must know—that the
police were coming; but I had him doped as crazy
enough to disregard the police until they appeared.
He'd figure that there would be only a couple of them
—prepared for nothing more violent than a drinking-
party. He could handle them—or he would think he
could. Meanwhile, he would come after the stones,

The woman and I reached the bedroom, the room
farthest back in'the apartment, a room with only one
door. I heard her fumbling with the door, trying to
close it. I couldn’t see, but I got my foot in the way.

“Leave it open,” I whispered.

I didn’t want to shut the Kid out. I wanted to take
him in.

On my belly, I crawled back to the door, felt for my
watch, and propped it on the sill, in the angle berween
door and frame. I wriggled back from it until I was
six or eight feet away, looking diagonally agross the
open doorway at the watch’s luminous dial.
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The phosphorescent numbers could not be seen from
the other side of the door. They faced me. Anybody
who came through the door—unless he jumped—must,
if only for a split-second, put some part of himself be-
tween me and the watch.

On my belly, my gun cocked, its butt steady on the
floor, I waited for the faint light to be blotted out.

I waited a time. Pessimism: perhaps he wasn’t com-
ing; perhaps 1 would have to go after him; perhaps
he would run out, and I would lose him after all my
trouble.

Inés, beside me, breathed quaveringly in my ear, and
shivered.

“Don’t touch me,” I growled at her as she tried to
cuddle against me.

She was shaking my arm.

Glass broke in the next room.

Silence.

The luminous patches on the watch burned my eyes.
I couldn’t afford to.blink. A foot could pass the dial
while [ was blinking. I couldn’t afford to blink, but
I had to blink. I blinked. I couldn’t tell whether some-
thing had passed the watch or not. I had to blink again.
Tried to hold my eyes stifty opened. Failed. I almost

shot at the third blink. I could have sworn something
had gone between me and the watch.

The Kid, whatever he was up to, made no sound.

The dark woman began to sob beside me. Throat
noises that could guide bullets.

[ lumped her with my eyes and cursed the lot—not
aloud, but from the heart.



68 THE RETURN OF THE CONTINENTAL OP

My eyes smarted. Moisture filmed them. I blinked
it away, losing sight of the watch for precious instants.
The butt of my gun was slimy with my hand’s sweat.
I was thoroughly uncomfortable, inside and out.

Gunpowder burned at my face.

A screaming maniac of a woman was crawling all
over me.

My bullet hit nothing lower than the cr:ill.ng

I flung, maybe ]leLt.d, the woman off, and snaked
backward. She moaned somewhere to one side.
I couldn’t see the Kid—couldn’t hear him. The watch
was visible again, farther away. A rustling.

The watch vanished.

I fired at it.

Two points of night near the floor' gave out fire and
thunder.

My gun-barrel as close to the floor as I could hold it,
I fired between those points. T'wice.

Twin flames struck at me again.

My right hand went numb. My left took the gun.
1 S])Ld two more bullets on their way. That left one in
my gun.

I don’t know what 1 did with it. My head filled up
with funny notions. There wasn't any room. There

wasn’t any darkness. There wasn’t anything. . . .

I opened my eyes in dim light. I was on my back.
Beside me the dark woman knelt, shivering and snif-
fling. Her hands were busy—in my clothes.

One of them came out-ef my vest with the jewel-bag.

Coming to life, I grabbed her arm. She squealed as
if I were a stirring corpse. I got the bag again.
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“Give them back, Jerry,” she wailed, trying fran-
tically to pull my fingers loose. “They are my things.
Give them!”

Sitting up, I looked around.

Beside me lay a shattered bedside lamp, whose fall—
caused by carelessness with my feet, or one of the Kid’s
bullets—had kayoed me. Across the room, face down,
arms spread in a crucified posture, the Whosis Kid
sprawled. He was dead.

From the front of the apartment—almost indis-
tinguishable from the throbbing in my head—came
the pounding of heavy blows. The police were kick-
ing down the unlocked door.

The woman went quict. I whipped my head around.
The knife stung my check—put a slit in the lapel of my
coat. 1 took it away from her.

There was no sense to this. The police were already
here. I humored her, pretending a sudden coming to
full consciousness.

“Oh, it’s you!” I said. “Here they are.”

I handed her the silk bag of jewels just as the first
1.)011(:(.111.111 came into tlle room.

I didn’t see Inés again before she was taken back
East to be hit with a lifé sentence in the Massachusetts
big house. Neither of the policemen who crashed into
her apartment that night knew me. The woman and
I were separated before I ran into anyone who did
know me, which gave me an opportunity to arrange
that she would not be tipped off to my identity. The
most difficult part of the performance was to keep my-
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self out of the newspapers, since I had to tell the
coroner’s jury about the deaths of Billie, Big Chin,
Maurois, and the Whosis Kid. But I managed it. So
far as I know, the dark woman still thinks I am Jerry
Young.

The Old Man talked to her before she left San Fran-
cisco. Fitting together what he got from her and what
the Boston branch got, the history runs like this:

A Boston jeweler named Tunnicliffe had a trusted
employee named Binder. Binder fell in with a dark
woman named Inés Almad. The dark woman, in
turn, had a couple of shifty friends—a Frenchman
named Maurois, and a native of Boston whose name
was cither Carey or Cory, but who was better known as
the Whosis Kid. Out of that sort of combination almost
anything was more than likely to come.

What came was a scheme. The faithful Binder—part
of whose duties it was to open the shop in the morning
and close it at night—was to pick out the richest of
the unset stones hought for the holiday trade, carry
them off with him one evening, and turn them over
to Inés. She was to turn them into money.

To cover up Binder's theft, the Whosis Kid and the
Frenchman were to rob the jeweler's shop immediately
after the door was opened the following morning.
Binder and the porter—who would not notice the
absence of the most valuable pieces from the stock—
would be the only ones in the shop. The robbers would
take whatever they could get. In addition to their pick-
ings, they were to be paid two hundred and ffty dollars
apicece, and in case cither was caught later, Binder could
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be counted on not to identify them.

That was the scheme as Binder knew it. There were
angles he didn’t suspect.

Between Inés, Maurois, and the Kid there was an-
other agreement. She was to leave for Chicago with
the stones as soon as Binder gave them to her, and
wait there for Maurois and the Kid. She and the
Frenchman would have been satisfied to run off and let
Binder hold the sack. The Whosis Kid insisted that
the hold-up go through as planned, and that the foolish
Binder be kl led. Binder knew too much about them,
the Kid said, and he would squawk his head off as
soon as he learned he had been double-crossed.

The Kid had his way, and he had shot Binder.

Then had come the sweet mess of quadruple and
sextuple crossing that had led all three into calamity:
the woman’s private agreements with the Kid and
‘r{'t’_zroiv—m meet one in St. Louis and the other in

New Orleans—and her flight alone with the Ioot to
S‘m Francisco.

Billie was an innocent bystander—or almost. A
lumber-handler Inés had run into somewhere, and
picked up as a sort of cushion against the rough spots
along the rocky road she traveled.



The Gutting of Couffignal

Wepce-suaPED CourrioNAL is not a large island, and
not far from the mainland, to which it is linked by a
wooden bridge. Its western shore is a high, straight
cliff that jumps abruptly up out of San Pablo Bay.
From the top of this cliff the island slopes castward,
down to a smooth pebble beach that runs into the
water again, where there are piers and a clubhouse and
moored pleasure boats. j ]

Coufhgnal’s main street, paralleling the beach, has
the usual bank, hotel, moving-picture theater, and
stores. But it differs from mast main streets of its size
in that it is more carefully arranged and preserved.
There are trees and hedges and strips of lawn on it,
and no glaring signs. The buildings scem to belong
beside one another, ‘as if they had been designed by
the same architect, and in the stores you will find goods
of a quality to match the best city stores.

The intersecting streets—running between rows of
neat cottages near the foot of the slope—become wind-
ing hedged roads as they climb toward the cliff. The
higher these roads get, the farther apart and largér are
the houses they lead to. The occupants of these higher
houses are the owners and rulers of the island. Most of
them are well-fed old gentlemen who, the profits they
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took from the world with both hands in their younger
days now stowed away at safe percentages, have bought
into the island colony so they may spend what is left
of their lives nursing their livers and improving their
golf among their kind. They admit to the island only
as many storekeepers, working-people, and similar riff-
raff as are needed to keep them comfortably served.

That is Couffignal.

[t was some time after midnight. I was sitting in a
second-story room in Couffignal’s largest house, sur-
rounded by wedding presents whose value would add
up to something between fifty and a hundred thou-
sand dollars.

Of all the work that comes to a private detective
(except divorce work, which the Continental Detective
Agency doesn’t handle) T like weddings as little as any,
Usually I manage to avoid them, but this time I hadn’t
been able to. Dick Foley, who had been slated for the
job, had been handed a black cye by an unfriendly pick-
pocket the day before. That let Dick out and me in.
I had come up to Couffignal—a two-hour ride from
San Francisco by ferry and aufo stage—that morning,
and would return the next.

This had been neither better nor worse than the
usual wedding detail. The ceremony had been per-
formed in a little stone church down the hill. Then the
house had begun to fill with reception guests. They
had kept it filled to overflowing until some time after
the bride and groom had sneaked off to their castern
train. : :

The world had been well represented. There had
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been an admiral and an earl or two from England; an
ex-president of a South American country; a Danish
baron; a tall young Russian princess surrounded by
lesser titles, including a fat, bald, jovial, and black-
bearded Russian general, who had talked to me for a
solid hour about prize fights, in which he had a lot
of interest, but not so much knowledge as was possible;
an ambassador from oné of the Central Europedn
countries; a a justice of the Supreme Court; and a mob
of ‘people "whose prominence and near-prominence
didn’t carry labels.

In thcm}, a detective guarding wedding presents s
supposed to make himself lmlbirl'ﬂml able from the
other guests. In practice, it never works out that way..
He has to spend most of his time within sight of the
booty, so he’s easily spotted. Besides that, tlUllt or ten
people I recognized among the guests were clients or
former clients of the Agency, and so knew me. How-
ever, being known doesn’t make so much difference
as you Imght think, and everything had gone off
smoothly, '

A couple of the groom’s friends, warmed by wine
and the necessity of maintaining their reputations as
cut-ups, had tried to smuggle some of the gifts out of
the room where they were displayed and ‘hide them
in the piano. But I had been expecting that familiar
trick, and blocked it before it had gone far enough to
embarrass anybody.

Shortly after dark a wind smelling of rain began
to pile storm clouds up over the bay. Those guests who
lived at a distance, especially those who had water to
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cross, hurried off for their homes. Those who lived on
the island stayed until the first raindrops began to
patter down. Then they left.

The Hendrixson house quieted down. Musicians
and extra servants left. The weary house servants began
to disappear 1n the direction of their bedrooms. I found
some sandwiches, a couple of books, and a comfortable
armchair, and took them up to the room where the
presents were now hidden under gray-white sheeting.

Keith Hendrixson, the bride’s grandfather—she was
an orphan—put his head in at the door.

“Have you everything you need for your comfort ?”
he asked.

“Yes, thanks.”

He said good night and went off to bed—a tall old
man, slim as a boy. s

The wind and the rain were hard at it when I went
downstairs to give the lower windows and doors the
up-and-down. Everything on the first floor was tight
and secure, everything in the cellar. I went upstairs
again. :

Pulling my chair over by a floor lamp, I put sand-
wiches, books, ashtray, gun, and flashlight on a small
table beside it. Then [ switched ofl the other lights, set
fire to a Fatima, sat down, wriggled my spine comfort-
ably into the chair’s padding, picked up one of the
books, and prepared to make a night of it.

The book was called The Lord of the Sea, and had
to do with a strong, tough, and violent fellow named
Hogarth, whose modest plan was to hold the world
in one hand. There were plots and counterplots, kid-
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napings, murders, prison-breakings, forgeries, and
burglaries, diamonds large as hats and floating forts
larger than Couffignal. It sounds dizzy here, but in the
book it was as real as a dime.

Hogarth was still going strong when the lights went
out.

In the dark, I got rid of the glowing end of my cig-
arette by grinding it in one of the sandwiches. Putting
the book down, 1 picked up gun and flashlight, and
moved away from the chair. )

Listening for noises was no good. The storm was
making hundreds of them. What I needed to know
was why the lights had gone off. All the other lights
in the house had been turned off some time ago. So
the darkness of the hall told me nothing.

[ waited. My,job was to watch the presents. Nobody '
had touched them yet. There was nothing to get excited
about.

Minutes went by, perhaps ten of them.

T'he floor swayed under my feet. The windows
rattled with a violence beyond the strength of the
storm. The dull boom of a heavy explosion blotted out
the sounds of wind and falling water. The blast was
not close at hand, but not far enough away to be off
the island. ,

Crossing to the window, peering through the wet
glass, I could see nothing. I should have secen a few
misty lights far down the hill. Not being able to see
them settled one point. Fhe lights had gone out all over
Coufignal, not only in the Hendrixson house.

That was better. The storm could have put the light-
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ing system out of whack, could hwc been responsible
for the CKplOH]UD—"ﬂn"L}bC

Staring through the black window, I had an impres-
sion of great excitement down the hill, of movement in
the night. But all was too far away for me to have
seen or heard even had there been lights, and all too
vague to say what was moving. The impression was
strong but worthless. It didn’t lead anywhere. 1 told
myself I was getting feeble-minded, and turned away
from the window.

Another blast spun me back to it. This explosion
sounded nearer than the first, maybe because it was
stronger. Peering through the glass again, I still saw
nol]mw And sull had the impression of things that
were b1g moving down there.

Bare feet pattered in the hall. A voice was anxiously
calling my name. Turning from the window again,
I pocketed my gun and snapped on the flashlight. Keith
Hendrixson, in pajamas and bathrobe, looking thinner
and older than anybody could be, came into the room.

“Is it—"

I don’t think it’s an earthquake,” I said, since that
is lll(. first calamity your Californian thinks of. “The
lights went off a little while ago. There have been a
couple of explosions down the hill since the—"

I stopped. Three shots, close together, had sounded.
Rifle shots, but of the sort that only the heaviest of rifles
could make. Then, sharp and small in the storm, came
the report of a far-away pistol.

“What i1s it?” Hendrixson demanded.

“Shooting.” !
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More feet” were pattering in the halls, some bare,
some shod. Excited voices whispered questions and
exclamations. The butler, a solemn, solid block of a
man, partly dressed, and carrying a lighted five-pronged
candlestick, came in.

“Very good, Brophy,” Hendrixson said as the butler
put the candlestick on the table beside my sandwiches.
“Will you try to learn what is the matter?”

“I have tried, sir. The telephone scems to be out of
order, sir. Shall I send Oliver down to the village?”

“No-o. I don’t suppose it’s that serious. Do you think
it is anything serious?” he asked me.

I said I didn’t think so, but I was paying more atten-
tion to the outside than to him. 1 had heard a ¢hin
screaming that could have come from a distant woman,
and a volley of small-arms shots. The racket of the
storm muffled these shots, but when the heavier firing
we had heard befor¢ broke out again, it was clear
enough.

To have opened the window would have been to let
in gallons of water without helping us to hear much
clearer. I stood with an car tilted to the pane, trying to
arrive at some idea of what was happening outside.

Another sound took my attention from the window
—the ringing of the doorbell. It rang loudly and per-
sistently.

Hendrixson looked at me. I nodded.

“See who it is, Brophy,” he said.

The butler went solemnly away, and came back even
more solemnly.

“Princess Zhukovski,” he announced.
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She came running into the room—the tall Russian
girl I had seen at the reception. Her eyes were wide and
dark with excitement. Her face was very white and
wet. Water ran in streams down her blue waterproof
cape, the hood of which covered her dark hair.

“Oh, Mr. Hendrixson!” She had caught one of his
hands in both of hers. Her voice, with nothing foreign
in its accents, was the voice of one who is excited over
a delightful surprise. “The bank is being robbed, and
the—what do you call him?—marshal of police has
been killed!”

“What's that?” the old man exclaimed, jumping
awkwardly, because water from her cape had dripped
down on one of his bare feet. “Weegan killed? And
the bank robbed?”

“Yes! Isn’t it terrible?” She said 'it as if she were
saying wonderful. “When the first explosion woke us,
the gencral sent Ignati down to find out what was the
matter, and he got down there just in time to sce the
bank blown up. Listen!”

We listened, and heard a wild outbreak of mixed
gunfire.

“That will be the general arriving!” she said. “He’ll
enjoy himself most wonderfully. As soon as Ignati
returned with the news, the general armed every male
in the household from Aleksandr Sergyeevich to Ivan
the cook, and led them out happicr than he’s been
since he took his division to East Prussia in 1914.”

“And the duchess?” Hendrixson asked.

“He left her at home with me, of course, and I fur-
tively crept out and away from her while she was try-
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ing for the first time in her life to put water in a
samovar. This is not the night for one to stay athome!”

“H-m-m,” Hendrixson said, his mind obviously not
on her words. “And the bank!”

He looked at me. I'said nothing.”The racket of an-
other volley came to us.

“Could you dé anything down there?” he asked.

“Maybe, but—" 1 nodded at the presents under their
COVErs. ? j 1 ]

“Oh, those!” the old man said. “I'm as much inter-
ested in the bfink 'as in them; and, besides, we will be
here”

“All n"h " I was wiHi'lg enough to carry my curi-
osity down the hill. “I'll go down. You'd better have
the butler stay in here, and plant the chauffeur inside
the front door. Bétter give them guns if you have any.
Is there a raincoat I can borrow? | blO"'Thr Gnly a light
overcoat with me.

Brophy found a yellow slicker that fitted me. I put
it on, stowed gun and flashlight conveniently under it,
and found my hat while Brophy was getting and load-
ing an automatic pistol for himself and a rnfle for
Oliver, the mulatto chauffeur.

Hendrixson and the princess followed me down-
stairs. At the door I found she wasn’t exactly following
me—she was going with me. e

“But, Sony al" the old/man protested.

“T'm not going to be foolish, though I'd like to,” she
promised him. ‘But I'mr going back. to my Irinia
Androvna, who will 1;{.111‘1[).1 have the samovar watered
by now.”
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“That’s a sensible girl!” Hendrixson said, and let s
out into the rain and the wind.

It wasn’t weather to talk in. In silence we turned
downhill between two rows of hedging, with the storm
driving at our backs. At the first break in the hedge
I stopped, nodding toward the black blot a house
made. .

“That is your—"

Her laugh cut me short. She caught my arm and
began to urge me down the road again.

“I only told Mr. Hendrixson that so he would not
worry,” she explained. “You do not think I am not
going down to see the sights.”

She was tall. I am short and thick. I had to look up
to see her face—to see as much of it as the rain-gray
night would let me see.

“You'll be soaked to the hide, running around in this
rain,” I objected.

“What of that? I am dressed for it.”

She raised a foot to show me a heavy waterproof boot
and a woolen-stockinged leg.

“There’s no telling what we'll run into down there,
and 've got work to do,” I insisted. “I can’t be looking
out for you.”

“I can look out for myself.”

She pushed her cape aside to show me a square
automatic pistol in one hand.

“You'll be in my way.”

“I will not,” she retorted. “You'll probably find I can
help you. I'm as strong as you, and quicker, and I can
shoot.”
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The reports of scattered shooting had punctuated our
argument, but now the sound. of heavier firing silenced
the dozen objections to her company that I could still
think of. After all, I could slip away from her in the
dark if she became too much of a nuisance.

“Have it your own way,” I growled, “but don’t expect
anything from me.”

“You’re so kind,” she murmured as we got under way
again, hurrying now, with the wind at our backs speed-
ing us along.

Occasionally dark figures moved on the road ahead
of us, but too far away to be recognizable. Presently a
man passed us, running uphill—a tall man whose
nightshirt hung out of his trousers, down below his
coat, identifying him as a resident.

“They've finished the bank and are at Medcraft’s!”
he yelled as he went by. :

“Medcraft is the jeweler,” the girl informed me.

The sloping under our feet grew less sharp. The
houses—dark but with faces vaguely visible here and
there at windows—came closer together. Below, the
flash of a gun could be seen now and then—orange
streaks in the rain.

Our road put us into the lower end of the main street
just as a staccato rat-ta-tat broke out.

I pushed the girl into the nearest doorway, and
jumped in after her.

Bullets ripped through walls with the sound of
hail tapping on leaves.—

That was the thing I had taken for an exceptionally
heavy rifle—a machine gun.
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he girl h'{d fallen back in a corner, all tangled up
with something. I helped her up. The something was a
boy of seventeen or so, with one leg and a crutch.

“It’s the boy who delivers papers,” Princess Zhukov-
ski said, “and you've hurt him with your clumsiness.”

The boy shook his head, grinning as he got up.

“No'm, | ain’t hurt none, but you kind of scared
me, jumping on me like that.”

She had to stop and explain that she hadn’t jumped
on him, that she had been pushed into him by me, and
that she was sorry 'and so was I.

“What's happening?” I asked the newsboy when
I could get a word 1n.

“Everything,” he boasted, as if some of the credit
were his. “There must be a hundred of them, and
they've blowed the bank wide open, and now some of
‘em is in Medcraft’s, and I guess they’ll blow that up,
too. And they killed Tom Weegan. They got a machine
gun on a car in the middle of the street. That's it shoot-
ng now.’

“Where's C\«(rghodv—'ﬂ] the merry villagers?”

“Most of ’em are up behind the Hall. ThLy can’t do
nothing, though, because the machine gun won’t let
‘em get near enough to see what they're shootmg at,
and that sttt Bill Vincent told me to clear out, ’cause
I've only got one leg, as if I couldn’t shoot as good as
th(, next one, if I only had qomuhmg to shoot with!”

“That wasn’t right of them,” I sympathized. “But
you can do something for me. You can stick here and
keep your eye on this end of the street, so I'll know if
they leave in this direction.”
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“You're not just saying that so 'll stay hete out of the
way, are you?”

“No,” I lied. “I need somebody to watch. I was going
to leave the princess here, but you'll do better.”

“Yes,” she backed me up, catching the idea. “This
gentleman 1s a detective, and if you do what he asks
you'll be helping more than if you were up with the
others.” :

The machine gun was still firing, but not in our
direction now.

“I'm going across the street,” I told the girl. “If you—"

“Aren’t you going to join the others?”

“No. If I can get around behind the bandits while
they’re busy with the others, maybe [ can turn a trick.”

“Watch sharp now!” I ordered the boy, and the
princess and | made a dash for the opposite sidewalk.

We reached it without drawing lead, sidled along a
building for a few yards, and turned into an alley.
From the alley’s other end came the smell and wash
and the dull blackness of the bay.

While we moved down this alley I composed a
scheme by which [ hoped to get rid of my companion,
sending her off on a safe wild-goose chase. But I didn’t
get a chance to try it out.

The big figure of a man loomed ahead of us.

Stepping 1 front of the girl, | went on toward him.
Under my slicker I held my gun on the middle of him.

He stood-still. He was larger than he had looked at
first. A big, slope-shouldered, barrel-bodied husky. His
hands were empty. I spotted the flashlight on his face
for a split second. A flat-cheeked, thick-featured face,
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with high cheekbones and a lot of ruggedness in it.
lé,n\m ” the girl exclaimed over my shoulder.

He began to talk what | supposc was Russian to the
girl. She laughed and replied. He shook his big head
stubbornly, insisting on something. She s-ampkd her
foot and spoke sharply. He shuok his head again and
addressed me.

“General Pleshskev, he tell me bring Princess Sonya
to home.”

His English was almost as hard to understand as his
Russian. His tone puzzled me. It was as if he was
explaining some absolutely necessary thing that he
didn’t want to be blamed for, but that nevertheless he
was going to do.

While the girl was speaking to him again, I guessed
thie answer. ALhis big lanati had been sent out ’r:y the
general to bring the girl home, and he was going to
obc‘ his orders if he had to carry her. He was rrying
to avoid trouble with me by *"nlammﬂ the situation.

“Take her,” [ said. stepping as

The qirl scowled at me. laughe

“Very well, Ignati,” she said in English, “I shall go
home,” and she turned on her heel and went back up
the alley, the big man close behind her.

Glad to be alone, I wasted no time in moving in the
opposite direction until the pebbles of the beach were
under my feet. The pebbles ground harshly under my
heels. I moved back to more silent ground and began
to work my way as swiftly as I could up the shore to-
ward the center of action. The machine gun barked on.
Smaller guns snapped. Three concussions, close to-
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gether—bombs, hand grenades, my ears and my mem-
ory told me.

The stormy sky glared pink over a roof ahead of me
and to the left. The boom of the blast beat my ear-
drums. Fragments [ couldn’t see fell around me, That,
I thought, would be the jeweler’s safe blowing apart.

I crept on up the shore line. The machine gun went
silent. Lighter guns snapped, snapped. Another grenade
went off. A man’s voice shricked pure terror,

Risking the crunch of pebbles, I turned down to the
water’s edge again, I had seen no dark shape on the
water that could have been a boat. There had been
boats moored along this beach in the afternoon. With
my feet in the water of the bay I still saw no boat, The
storm could have scattered them, but I didn’t think it
had. The island’s western ]mg,ht shielded this shore.
The wind was strong here, but not violent.

My feet sometimes on the edge of the pebbles, some-
times in the water, I went on up the shore line. Now
I saw a boat. A gently bobbing black shape ahead. No
light was on it. Nothing I could see moved on it. It was
the only boat on that shore. That made it important.

Foot by foot, I approached.

A shadow moved between me and the dark rear of
a building. I froze. The shadow, man-size, moved
again, in lhc direction from which I was coming.

Waiting, I didn’t know how nearly invisible, or how
plain, I might be against my background. I couldn’t
risk giving myself away by trying to improve my posi-
tion.

Twenty feet from me the shadow suddenly stopped.
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I was seen. My gun was on the shadow.

“Come on,” 1 called softly. “Keep coming. Let’s see
who you are.” :

The shadow hesitated, left the shelter of the building,
drew nearer. 1 couldn’t risk the flashlight. I made out
dimly a handsome face, boyishly reckless, one cheek
dark-stained.

“Oh, how d’you do?” the face’s owner said in a
musical baritone voice. “You were at the reception this
afternoon.”

Yes

“Have you seen Princess Zhukovski? You know
her?” :

“She went home with Ignati ten minutes or so ago.”

“Excellent!” He wiped his stained cheek with a
stained handkerchief, and turned to look at the boat.

“That’'s Hendrixson’s boat,” he w}mpr,rcd “They’ve
got it and they’ve cast the others oft.”

“That would mean they are going to leave by water.”
“Yes,” he agreed, * unlcsa— Shall we have a try at it?”
“You mean jump 1tr”

“Why not?” he asked. “There can’t be very many
bc'nrd God knows there are enough of them ashore.
Y mi re armed. 've a ]mtei

We'll size it up irst, I decided, “so we'll know
h’at we're }umpvm

“That is wisdom,” he said, and led the way back to
the shelter of the bulldmgs.

Hugging the rear walls of the buildings, we stole
toward the boat.”

The boat grew clearer in the night. A craft perhaps
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forty-five feet long, its stern to the shore, rising and
falling beside a small pier. Across the stern something
protruded. Something [ couldn’t quite make out
Leather soles scufled now and then on the wooden
deck. Presently a dark head and shoulders showed over
the puzzling thing in the stern.

The Russian lad’s eyes were better than mine.

“Masked,” he breathed in my ear. “Something like
a stocking over his head and face.”

The masked man was motionless where he stood.
We were motionless where we stood.

“Could you hit him from here?” the lad asked.

“Maybe, but night and rain aren’t a good combina-
tion for sharpshooting. Our best bet is to sneak as close
as we can, and start shootmg_, when he spots us.”

“That is wisdom,” he agreed.

Discovery came with our first step forward. The man
in the boat grunted. The lad at my side jumped for-
ward. I recognized the thing in the boat’s stern just in
time to throw out a leg and trip the young Russian. He
tumbled down, all sprawled out on the pebbles.
I dropped behind him.

The machine gun in the boat’s stern poured metal
over our heads.

“No good rushing that!” [ said. *Rell out of it!”

[ set the example by revolving toward the back of
the building we had just left. g

The man at the gun sprinkled the beach, but sprin-
kled it at random, his eyes no doubt spoiled for night-
seeing by the flash of his gun. -

Around the corner of the building, we sat up.
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“You saved my life by tripping me,” the lad said
coolly.

“Yes. I wonder if they've moved the machine gun
fro ee

The answer to that came immediately. The machine
gun in the street mingled its vicious voice with the
drumming of the one in the boat.

“A pair of them!” I complained. “Know anything
about the layoutr”

“I don’t think there are more than ten or twelve of
them,” he said, “although it is not easy' to count in the
dark, The few I have seen are completely masked—like
the man in the boat. They seem to have disconnected
the telephone and light lines first and then to have de-
stroyed the bridge. We attacked them while they were
looting the l_);l]}f.\\_., but i..n front they had a machine gun
mounted in an automobile, and we were not equipped
to combat on equal terms.”

“SWhere are the slanders now?”

“Scattered, and most of them in hiding, I fancy,
unless General Pleshskev has succeeded in rallying them
again.”

I frowned and beat my brains together. You can’t
fight machine guns and hand grumdu with peaceful
villagers and retired capitalists. No matter how well
led and armed ¢ they are, you can’t do anything with
them. For that matter, how could anybody do much
ag: ainst a game of that toughnessr?

bhppf)'\c‘ ou stick here and keep your eye on the
boat,” 1 qmmu;tcd “I'll scout around and see what'’s

g i |

doing farther up, and if I can get a few good men to-
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gether, T'll try to jump the boat again, probably from
the other side. But we can’t count on that. The getaway
will be by boat. We can count on that, and try to block
it. If you lie down you.can watch the boat around the
corner of the building without making much of a
target of yourself. I wouldnt do anything to attract
attention until the break for the lmdt comes. Then you
can do all the shooting you want.”

“Excellent!” he said. “You'll probably find most of
the islanders up behind the church. You can get to it
by going straight up the hill until you come to an iron
fence, and then follow that to the right.”

“Right.”

I moved off in the direction he had indicated.

At the main street I stopped to look around before
venturing across. Everything was quict there. The only
man I could see was spread out face-down on the side-
walk near me.

On hands and knees I crawled to l‘ll'i side. He was
dead. I didn’t stop to examine him further, but sprang
up and streaked for the other side of the street.

Nothing tried to stop me. In a doorway, flat against
a wall, I peeped out. The wind had stopped. The rain
was no longer a driving deluge, but a steady downpour-
ing of small drops. (Jouf"ign..ls main street, to my
senses, was a deserted strect.

I wondered if the retreat to the boat had already
started. On the sidewalk, walking swiftly toward the
bank, I heard the answer to that guess.

I-ll;,h up on the slope, almost up to the edge of the
cliff, by the sound, a machine gun began to hurl out its
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stream of bullets.

Mixed with the racket of the machine gun were the
sounds of smaller arms, and a grenade or two.

At the first crossing 1 left *ln main street and began
4 sy s the hill Men were running toward me. Two

of them phs(d }mni“g no attention to my shouted,
“What's up now '

The third man smrme'l secause [ grabbed him—a fat
man whose breath bubbled, and whose face was fish-
belly white.

“They've moved the car with the machine gun on it
up behind us,” he gasped when I had shouted my ques-
tion into his ear again.

“What are you doing without a gun?” I asked.

“I—I dropped it.”

“Where's General Pleshskeve”

‘Back there somewhere. He's trying to capture the
car, but he'll never do it. It’s suicide! Why don’t help
come?”

Other men had passed us, running downhill, as we
talked. I let the white-faced man go, and stopped four
men who weren’t running so fast as the others.

“What's happening now 2" I qu restioned them.

“They’s going through the houses up the hill,”
sharp- fcdtmtd man with 4 small mustache and a rl{i
said.

“Has anybody got word off the island yet?” I asked.

“Can’t,” another informed me. “They blew up the
bridge first thing.”

“Can’t anybody swim?”

“Not in that wind. Young Catlan tried it and was
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lucky to get out again with a couple of broken ribs.”

“The wind’s gone down,” I pointed out.

The sharp-featured man gave his rifle to one of the
others and took off his coat.

“T’ll try it,” he promised.

“Good! Wake up the whole country, and get word
through to the San Francisco police boat and to the
Mare Island Navy Yard. They’ll lend a hand if you tell
‘em the bandits have machine guns. Tell ’em the

bandits have an armed boat waiting to leave in. It’s
Hendrixson’s.”

The volunteer swimmer left.

“A boat?” two of the men asked together.

“Yes. With a machine gun on it. If we're going to do
anything, it'll have to be now, while we’re between
them and their getaway. Get every man and every gun
you can find down there. Tackle the boat from the
roofs if you can. When the bandits’ car comes down
there, pour it into it. You'll do better from the build-
ings than from the street.”

The three men went on downhill. I went uphill, to-
ward the crackling of firearms ahead. The machine
gun was working 1rregu]'!rly. It would pour out its
rat-tat-tat for a second or so, and then stop for a couple
of seconds. The answering fire was thin, ragged.

I met more men, learned from them that the general,
with less than a dozen men, was still fighting the car.
I repeated the advice I had given the other men. My
informants went down to join them. I went on up.

A hundred yards farther along, what was left of the
general's dozen broke out of the night, around and past
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me, flying downhill, with bullets hailing after them.
The road was no place for mortal man. I stumbled
over two bodies, scratched myself in a dozen places get-
ting over a hcdgc. On soft, wet sod I continued my
uphill journey.
The machine gun on the hill stopped its clattermg
The one in the boat was still at work.

The one ahead opened again, firing too high for any- -

thing near at hand to be its target. It was helping its
fellow below, spraying the main street.

Before I could get closer it had stopped. I heard the
car’s motor racing. The car moved toward me.

Rolling into the hedge, I lay there, straining my eyes
through the spaces between the stems. I had six bullets
in a gun that hadn’t yet been fired on this night that
had seen tons of powder burned.

When I saw wheels on the lighter face of the road,
I emptied my gun, holding it low.

The car went on.

I sprang out of my hiding-place.

The car was suddenly gone from the empty road.

There was a grinding sound. A crash. The noise of
metal folding on itself. The tinkle of glass.

I raced toward those sounds.

Out of a black pile where an engine sputtered a black
figure'leaped—to dash off across the soggy lawn. I cut
after it, hoping that the others in the wreck were down
for keeps.

I was less than fifteen feet behind the flecing man
when he cleared a hedge. I'm no sprinter, but neither
was he. The wet grass made slippery going.
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"He stumbled while I was vaulting the hedge. When
we straightened out again I was not more than ten feet
behind him.

Once I clicked my gun at him, forgetting [ had
emptied it. Six cartridges were wrapped in a piece of
paper in my vest pocket, but this was no tume for load-
ing.

] was tempted to chuck the empty gun at his head.
But that was too chancy.

A building loomed ahead. My fugitive bore oft to the
right, to clear the corner.

To the left a heavy shotgun went off.

The running man disappeared around the house-
corner.

“Sweet God!” General Pleshskev’s mellow voice
complained. “That with a shotgun I should miss all of
a man at the distance!”

“Go round the other way!” 1 yelled, plunging
around the corner after my quarry.

His feet thudded ahead. I could not see him. The
general puffed around from the other side of the house.

“You haye him?”

“NO".l}

In front of us was a stone-faced bank, on top of
which ran a path. On either side of us was a high and
solid hedge. 5

“But, my friend,” the general protested. “How could
he have—r” _

A pale triangle showed on the path above-—a triangle
that could have been a bit of shirt showing above the
. opening of a vest.
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“Stay here and talk!” I whispered to the general, and
crept forward.

“It must be that he has gone the other way,” the gen-
eral carried out my instructions, rambling on as if
I were standing beside him, “because if he had come
my way [ should have seen him, and if he had raised
himself over either of the hedges or the embankment,
one of us would surely have scen him against .

He talked on and on while 1 g:imcd the sheltf,r of
the bank on which the path sat, while I found places
for my toes in the rough stone facing.

The man on the m'ui trying to ke himself small
vith his back in a bush, was looking at the talking
general. He saw me when I had my feet on the path.

He jumped, and one hand went up.

[ yumped, with both hands out.

A stone, turning under my foot, threw me sidewise,
twisting my ankle, but saving my head from the bullet
he sent at 1t.

My outflung left arm caught his legs as 1 spilled
down. He came over on top of me. I kicked him once,
caught his gun-arm, and had just decided to bite it
when the general puffed up over the edge of the path
and prode e the man oftf me with the muzzle of the
shotgun.

When it came my turn to stand up, I found it not so
good. My twisted ankle didn't like to support its share
of my hundred-and-eighty-some pounds. Putting most
of my weight on the other leg, I turned my ﬂ“l]ll‘}bht
on the prisoner.

“Hello, Flippo!” I exclaimed.
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“Hello!” he said without jey in the recognition.

He was a roly-poly Italian youth of twenty-three or
four. I had hclpa.d send him to San Quentin four years
ago for his part in a payroll stick-up. He had been out
on parole for several months now.

“The prison board isn’t going to like this,” I told
Lo o

“You got me wrong,” he pleaded. “I ain’t been doing
a thing. I was up here to see some friends. And when
this thing busted loose I had to hide, because I got a
record, and if I'm picked up T'll be railroaded for it.
And now you got me, and you-think I'm in on it!”

“You're a mind reader,” I assured him, and asked
the general, “Where can we P W away for a
wlnl(_, under lock and keyr”

“In my house there is a lumber room with a strong
door and not a window.” ]

“That'll do it. March, Flippo!”

General Pleshskev collared the youth, while I limped
along behind them, examining Flippo’s gun, which
was loaded except for the one shot he had fired at me,
and reloading my own.

We had caught our prisoner on the Russian’s
grounds, so we dldn t have far to go.

The gencral knocked on the “door and called out
something in his language. Bolts clicked and grated,
and the door was swung open by a heavily mustached
Russian servant. Behind him the princess and a stalwart
older woman stood. -

We went in while the general was telling his house-
hold about the capture, and took the captive up to the
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lumber room. I frisked him for his pocketknife and
matches—he had nothing else that could help him get
out—locked him in, and braced the door solidly with a
length of board. Then we went downstairs again.

“You are injured!” the princess, seeing me limp
across the floor, cried.

“Only a twisted ankle,” I said. “But it does bother
me some, Is there any adhesive tape around ?”

“Yes,” and she spoke to the mustached servant, who
went out of the room and presently returned, carrying
rolls of gauze and tape and a basin of stcaming water.

“If you'll sit down,” the princess said, taking these
things from the servant,

But I shook my head and reached for the adhesive
tape.

“I want cold water, because I've got to go out in the
wet again. If you'll show me the bathroom, I can fix
myself up in no time.”

We had to argue about that, but I finally got to the
bathroom, where I ran cold water on my foot and
ankle, and strapped it with adhesive tape, as tight as
I could without stopping the circulation altogether.
Getting my wet shoe on again was a job, but when
I was through I had two firm legs under me, even if
one of them did hurt some.

When I rejoined the others 1 noticed that sound of
firing no longer came up the hill, and that the patter -
of rain was lighter, and a gray streak of coming day-
light showed under a drawn blind.

I was buttoning my slicker when the knocker rang
on the front door. Russian words came through, and
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the young Russian I had met on the beach came in.

“Alcksandr, you're—" the stalwart older woman
screamed, when she saw the blood on his cheek, and
fainted.

He paid no attention to her at all, as if he was used
to having her faint.

“They’ve gone in the boat,” he told me while the
girl and two menservants gathered up the woman and
laid her on an ottoman.

“How many?” I asked.

“I counted ten, and I don’t think I missed more than
one or two, if any.”

“The men I sent down there couldn’t stop them?”

He shrugged.

“What would you? It takes a strong stomach to face
a machine gun. Your men had been cleared out of the
buildings almost before they arrived.”

The woman who had fainted had revived by now
and was pouring anxious questions in Russian at the
lad. The princess was getting into her blue cape. The
woman stopped questioning the lad and asked her
something.

“It’s all over,” the princess said. “I am going to view
the ruins.”

That suggestion appealed to everybody. Five min-
utes later all of us, including the servants, were on our
way downbhill. Behind us, around us, in front of us,
were other people going downhill, hurrying along in
the drizzle that was very gentle now, their faces tired
and excited in the bleak morning light.

Halfway down, a woman ran out of a cross-path and
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began to tell me something. I recognized her as one of
Hendrixson’s maids.

I caught some of her words.

“Presents gone . . . Mr. Brophy murdered . . .
Oliver ol

“T'll be down later,” I told the others, and set out
after the maid.

She was running back to the Hendrixson house.
I couldn’t run, couldn’t even walk fast. She and Hen-
drixson and more of his servants were standing on the
front porch when I arrived.

“They killed Oliver and Brophy,” the old man said.

“How'r”

“We were in the back of the house, the rear second
story, watching the flashes of the shooting down in the
village. Oliver was down here, just inside the. front
door, and Brophy in the room with the presents, We
heard a shot in there, and immediately a man appeared
in the doorway of our room, threatening us with two
pistols, making us stay there for perhaps ten minutes.
Then he shut and locked the door and went away. We
broke the door down—and found Brophy and Oliver
dead.”

“Let’s look at them.”

The chauffeur was just inside the front door. He lay
on his back, with his brown throat cut straight across the
front, almost back to the vertebrae. His rifle was under
him. I pulled it out and examined it. It had not been
fired.

Upstairs, the butler Brophy was huddled against a
leg of one of the tables on which the presents had been
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spread. His gun was gone. I turned him over, straight-
ened him out, and found a bullet hole in his chest.
Around the hole his coat was charred in a large area.

Most of the presents were still there. But the most
valuable pieces were gone. The others were in disorder,
lying around any which way, their covers pulled off.

“What did the one you saw look like?” I asked.

“I didn’t see him very well,” Hendrixson said. “There
was no light in our room. He was simply a dark figure
against the candle burning in the hall. A large man in
a black rubber raincoat, with some sort of black mask
that covered his whole head and face, with small eye-
holes.”

“No hatr”

“No, just the mask over his entire face and head.”

As we went downstairs again I gave Hendrixson a
brief account of what I had seen and heard and done
since I had left him. There wasn’t enough of it to make
a long tale, -

“Do you think you can get information about the
others from the one you caught?” he asked, as I pre-
pared to go out.

“No. But I expect to bag them just the same.”

Couffignal’s main strect was jammed with people
when I limped into it again. A detachment of Marines
from Mare Island was there, and men from a San Fran-
cisco police boat. Excited citizens in all degrees of
partial nakedness boiled around them. A hundred
voices were talking at once, recounting their personal
adventures and bravefies and losses and what they had
seen. Such words as machine gun, bomb, bandit, car,
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shot, dynamite, and killed sounded again and again,
in every variety of voice and tone.

The bank had been completely wrecked by the
charge that had blown the vault. The jewelry store was
another ruin. A grocer’s across the street was serving
as a field hospital. Two doctors were toiling there,
patching up damaged villagers.

I recognized a familiar face under a uniform cap—
Sergeant Roche of the harbor police—and pushed
through the crowd to him.

“Just get here?” he asked as we shook hands. “Or
were you 1n on it?”

“In on it.”

“What do you know?”

“Everything.”

“Who ever heard of a private detective that didn’t,”
he joshed as I led him out of the mob.

“Did you people run into an empty boat out in the
bay?” I asked when we were away from audiences.

“Empty boats have been floating around the bay
all night,” he said.

[ hadn’t thought of that.

“Where’s your boat now?” | asked him.

“Out trying to »ick up the bandits. I stayed with a
couple of men to lend a hand here.”

“You're in luck,” 1 told him. “Now sneak a look
across the street. See the stout old boy with the black
whiskers, standing in front of the druggist’s?”

General Pleshskev stood there, with the woman who
had fainted, the young Russian whose bloody cheek
had made her faint, and a pale, plump man of forty-
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something who had been with them at the reception.
A little to one side stood big Ignati, the two menserv-
ants I had seen at the house, and another who was
obviously one of them. They were chatting together
and watching the excited antics of a red-faced property
owner who was telling a curt lieutenant of Marines
that it was his own personal private automobile that
the bandits had stolen to, mount their machine gun on,
and what he thought should be done about it.

“Yes,” said Roche, “I see your fellow with the
whiskers.”

“Well, he’s your meat. The woman and two men
with him are also your meat. And those four Russians
standing to the left are some more of it. There’s an-
other missing, but I'll take care of that one. Pass the
word to the lieutenant, and you can round up those
babies without giving them a chance to fight back.
They think they’re safe as angels.”

“Sure, are your” the sergeant asked.

“Don’t be silly!” I growled, as if I had never made a
mistake in my life.

I had been standing on my one good prop. When
I put my weight on the other to turn away from the
sergeant, it stung me all the way to the hip. I pushed
my back teeth together and began to work painfully
through the crowd to the other side of the street.

The princess didn’t seem to be among those present.
My idea was that, next to the general, she was the most
important member of the push. If she was at their
house, and not yet suspicious, I figured I could get close
enough to yank her in without a riot.
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Walking was hell. My temperature rose. Sweat
rolled out on me.

“Mister, they didn’t none of ’em come down that

way.”

The one-legged newsboy was standing at my elbow.
I greeted him as if hc were my pay check.

“Come on with me,” I said, taking his arm. “You did
fine down thcu and now I want you to do SO]'.n.Lthll'l‘T

else for me.’

Half a block from the main street I led him up on
the porch of a small yellow cottage. The front door
stood open, left that way when the occupants ran down
to welcome police and Marines, no doubt. Just inside
the door, beside a hall rack, was a wicker porch chair.
[ committed unlawful entry to the extent of dragging
that chair out on the porch.

“Sit down, son,” [ urged the boy.

He sat, locking up at me with puzzled freckled face.
I took a firm grip on his crutch and pulled it out of his
hand.

“Here’s five bucks for rental,” I said, “and if I lose it
I’ll buy you one of ivory and gold.”

And 1 put the crutch under my arm and began to
propel myself up the hill.

It was my first experience with a crutch. I didn’t
break any records. But it was a lot better than tottering
along on an unassisted bum ankle.

The hill was longer and steeper than some moun-
tains I've seen, but the gravel walk to the Russians’
house was finally under my feet.

I was still some dozen feet from the porch when
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Princess Zhukovski opened the door.

“Oh!” she exclaimed, and then, recovering from her
surprise, “your ankle is worse!”

She ran down the steps to help me climb them. As
she came I noticed that something heavy was sagging
and swinging in the right-hand pocket of her gray
flannel jacket.

With one hand under my elbow, the other arm
across my back, she helped me up the steps and across
the porch. That assured me she didn’t think I had
tumbled to the game. If she had, she wouldn’t have
trusted herself within reach of my hands. Why, I won-
dered, had she come back to the house after starting
downhill with the others?

While I was wondering, we went into the house,
where she planted me in a large and soft leather chair.

“You must certainly be starving after your strenuous
night,” she said. “I will see if—"

“No, sit down.” I nodded at a chair facing mine.
“I want to talk to you.”

She sat down, clasping her slender white hands in
her lap. In neither face nor pose was there any sign of
nervousness, not even of curiosity. And that was over-
doing it.

“Where have you cached the plunder?” T asked.

The whiteness of her face was nothing to go by. It
had been white as marble since I had first seen her. The
darkness of her eyes was as natural. Nothing happened
to her other features. Her voice was smoothly cool.

“I am sorry,” she said. “The question doesn’t convey
anything to me.”
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“Here’s the point,” I explained. “I'm charging you
with complicity in the gutting of Couffignal, and in the
murders that went with it. And I'm asking you where
the loot has been hidden.”

Slowly she stood up, raised her chin, and looked at
least a mile down at me.

“How dare your How dare you speak s0 to me, a
Zhukovski!”

“I don’t care if you're one of the Smith Brothers!”
Leaning forward, [ had pushed my twisted ankle
against a leg of the chair, and the resulting agony didn’t
improve my disposition. “For the purpose of this tallk
you are a thief and a murderer.”

Her strong slender body became the body of a lean
crouching animal. Her white face became the face of
an enraged animal. One hand—claw now—swept to
the heavy pocket of her jacket.

Then, before I could have batted an eye—though
my life scemed to depend ou my not batting it—the
wild animal had vanished. Out of it—and now I know
where the writers of the old fairy stories got their 1deas
—rose the princess again, cool and straight and tall.

She sat down, crossed her ankles, put an elbow on
an arm of her chair, propped her chin on the back of
that hand, and looked curiously into my face. :

“How ever,” she murmured, “did you chance to
arrive at so strange and fanciful a theory?r”

“It wasn’t chance, and it’s neither strange nor fanc-
ful,” I said. “Maybe it'll save time and trouble if I show
you part of the score against you. Then you'll know
how you stand and won't waste your brains pleading
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innocence.”

“I shall be grateful,” she smiled, “very!”

I tucked my crutch in between one knee and the arm
of my chair, so my hands would be free to check off my
points on my fingers.

“First_whoever planned the job knew the island—
not fairly well, but every inch of it. There’s no need to
argue about thdt. Second—the car on which the ma-
chine gun was mounted was local property, stolen from
the owner here. So was the boat in which the bandits
were supposed to have escaped. Bandits from the out-
side would have needed a car or a boat to bring their
machine guns, explosives, and grenades here and there
deesn’t scem to be any reason why they shouldn’t have
used that car or boat instead of stealing a fresh one.
Third—there wasn’t the least hint of the professional
bandit touch on this job. If you ask me, it was a mili-
tary job from beginning to end. And the worst safe-
burglar in the world could have got into both the bank
vault and the jeweler’s safe without wrecking the build-
ings. Fourth—bandits from the outside ol s
destroyed the bridge. They might have blocked 1t, but
they wouldn't have destroyed it. They'd have saved 1t
in case they had to make their getaway in that direc-
tion. Fifth—bandits figuring on a getaway by boat
would have cut the job short, wouldn't have spread it
over the whole night. Enough racket was made here
to wake up California all the way from Sacramento to
Los Angeles. What you people did was to send one
man out in the boat, shooting, and he didn’t go far. As
soon as he was at a safe distance, he went overboard,
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and swam back to the island. Big Ignati could have
done it without turning a hair.”

That exhausted my right hand. I switched over,
counting on my left.

“Sixth—I met one of your party, the lad, down on
the beach, and he was coming from the boat. He sug-
gested that we jump it. We were shot at, but the man
behind the gun was playing with us. He could have
wiped us out in a second if he had been in earnest, but
he shot over our heads. Seventh—that same lad is the
only man on the island, so far as I know, who saw the
departing bandits. Eighth—all of your people that I ran
into were especially nice to me, the general even spend-
ing an hour talking to me at the reception this after-
noon. That’s a distinctive amateur crook trait. Ninth—
after the machine-gun car had been wrecked I chased
its occupant, I lost him around this house. The Italian
boy I picked up wasn’t him. He couldn’t have climbed
up on the path without my seeing him. But he could
have run around to the general’s side of the house and
vanished indoors there. The general liked him, and
would have helped him. I know that, because the gen-
cral performed a downright miracle by missing him at
some six feet with a shotgun. Tenth—you called at
Hendrixson’s house for no other purpose than to get
me away from there.” _

That finished the left hand. I went back to the right.

“Eleventh—Hendrixson’s two servants were killed
by someone they knew and trusted. Both were killed
at close quarters and without firing a shot. I'd say you
got Oliver to let you into the house, and were talking
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to him when one of your men cut his throat from
behind. Then you went upstairs and probably shot the
unsuspecting Brophy yourself. He wouldn’t have been
on his guard against you. Twelfth—but that ought to
be enough, and I'm getting a sore throat from listing
them.”

She took her chin off her hand, took a fat white
cigarette out of a thin black case, and held it in her
mouth while I put a match to the end of it. She took a
long pull at it—a draw that accounted for a third of
its length—and blew the smoke down at her knees.

“That would be enough,” she said when all these
things had been done, “if it were not that you yourself
know it was impossible for us to have been so engaged.
Did you not see us—did not everyone see us—time and
time again?”

“That’s easy!” I argued. “With a couple of machine
guns, a trunkful of grenades, knowing the island from
top to bottom, in the darkness and in a storm, against
bewildered civilians—it was duck soup. There arc
nine of you that I know of, including two women. Any
five of you could have carried on the work, once it was
started, while the others took turns appearing here and
there, establishing alibis. And that is what you did.
You took turns slipping out to alibi yourselves. Every-
where I went I ran into one of you. And the general!
That' whiskered old joker running around leading the
sumple citizens to battle! T'll bet he led ’em plenty!
They're lucky there are any of ‘em alive this morning!”

She finished her cigarette with another inhalation,
dropped the stub on the rug, ground out the light with
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one foot, sighed wearily, put her hands on her hips,
and asked, “And now what?”

“Now I want to know where you have stowed the
plunder.”

The readiness of her answer surprised me.

“Under the garage, in a cellar we dug secretly there
some months ago.”

I didn’t believe that, of course, but it turned out to
be the truth.

I didn’t have anything else to say. When I fumbled
with my borrowed crutch, preparing to get up, she
raised a hand and spoke gently, “Wait a moment,
please. I have something to suggest.”

Half standing, I leaned toward her, stretching out
one hand until it was close to her side. i

“I want the gun,” I said.

She nodded, and sat still while I plucked it from her
pocket, put it in one of my own, and sat down again.

“You said a little while ago that you didn’t care
who I was,” she began immediately. “But I want you
to know. There are so many of us Russians who once
were somebodies and who now are nobodies that I
won’t bore you with the repetition of a tale the world
has grown tired of hearing. But you must remember
that this weary tale is real to us who are its subjects.

- However, we fled from Russia with what we could
carry of our property, which fortunately was enough
to keep us in bearable comfort for a few years.

“In London we opened a Russian restaurant, but
London was suddenly full of Russian restaurants, and
ours became, instead of a means of livelihood, a source
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of loss. We tried teaching music and languages, and
so on. In short, we hit on all the means of earning our
living that other Russian exiles hit upon, and so always
found ourselves in overcrowded, and thus unprofitable,
fields. But what else did we know—could we do?

“I promised not to bore you. Well, always our capital
shrank, and always the day approached on which we
should be shabby and hungry, the day when we should
become familiar to readers of your Sunday papers—
charwomen who had been princesses, dukes who now
were butlers. There was no place for us in the world.
Qutcasts casily become outlaws. Why not? Could it be
said that we owed the world any fealty? Had not the
world sat idly by and seen us despoiled of place and
property and country?

“We planned it before we had heard of Coufhgnal.
We could find a small scttlement of the wealthy, suf-
ficiently isolated, and, after establishing ourselves there,
we would plunder it. Coufhgnal, when we found it
seemed to be the ideal place. We leased this house for
six months, having just enough capital remaining to
do that and to live properly here while our plans ma-
tured. Here we spent four months establishing our-
selves, collecting our arms and our explosives, mapping
our offensive, waiting for a favorable night. Last night
seemed to be that mght, and we had provided, we
thought, against every eventuality. But we had not, of
course, provided against your presence and your genius.
They were simply others of the unforeseen misfortunes
to which we seem eternally condemned.”

She stopped, and fell to studying me with mournful



THE RETURN OF THE CONTINENTAL OP 111

large eyes that made me feel like fidgeting.

“It’s no good calling me a genius,” I objected. “The
truth is you people botched your job from beginning
to end. Your general would get a big laugh out of a
man without military training who tried to lead an
army. But here are you people with absolutely no
criminal eéxperience trying to swing a trick that needed
the highest sort of criminal skill. Look at how you all
played around with me! Amateur stuff! A professional
crook with any intelligence would have either let me
alone or knocked me off. No wonder you flopped! As
for the rest of it—your troubles—I can’t do anything
about them.”

“Why?” very softly. “Why can’t you?”

“Why should I7” I made it blunt.

“No one ¢lse knows what you know.” She bent for-
ward to put a white hand on my knee. “There is wealth
in that cellar beneath the garage. You may have what-
ever you ask.” ;

I shook my head. :

“You aren’t a fooll” she protested. “You know—"

“Let me straighten this out for you,” T interrupted.
“We'll disregard whatever honesty I happen to have,
sense of loyalty to employers, and so on. You might
doubt them, so we'll throw them out. Now I'm a de-
tective because I happen to like the work. It pays me
a fair salary, but I could find other jobs that would
pay more. Even a hundred dollars more a month would
be twelve hundred a year. Say twenty-five or thirty
thousand dollars in the years between now and my
sixtieth birthday.
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“Now I pass up about twenty-five or thirty thousand
of honest gain because I like being a detective, like the
work. And liking work makes you want to do it as well
as you can. Otherwise there’d be no sense to it. That’s
the fix I am in. I don’t know anything else, don’t enjoy
anything else, don’t want to know or enjoy anything
else. You can’t weigh that against any sum of money.
Money is good stuff. I haven’t anything against it. But
in the past eighteen years I've been getting my fun out
of chasing crooks and tackling puzzles, my satisfaction
out of catching crooks and solving riddles. It’s the only
kind of sport I know anything about, and I can’t im-
agine a pleasanter future than twenty-some years more
of it. I'm not going to blow that up!”

She shook her head slowly, lowering it, so that now
her dark eyes looked up at me under the thin arcs of
her brows.

“You speak only of money,” she said. “I said you
may have whatever you ask.”

That was out. I don’t know where these women get
their ideas.

“You're still all twisted up,” I said brusquely, stand-
ing now and adjusting my borrowed crutch. “You
think I'm a man and you’re a woman. That’s wrong.
I’'m a manhunter and you’re something that has been
running in front of me. There's nothing human about
it. You might just as well expect a hound to play tiddly-
winks with the fox he’s caught. We're wasting time
anyway. I've been thinkmg the police or Marines might
come up here and save me a walk. You've been waiting
for your mob to come back and grab me. I could have
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told you they were being arrested when I left them.”

That shook her. She had stood up. Now she fell
back a step, putting a hand behind her for steadiness,
on her chair. An exclamation I didn’t understand
popped out of her mouth. Russian, I thought, but the
next moment I knew it had been Italian.

“Put your hands up.”

It was Flippo’s husky voice. Flippo stood in the door-
way, holding an automatic.

I raised my hands as high as I could without drop-
ping my supporting crutch, meanwhile cursing myself
for having been too careless, or too vain, to keep a gun
in my hand while 1 talked to the girl.

So this was why she had come back to the house. If
she freed the Italian, she had thought, we would have
no reason for suspecting that he hadn’t been in on the
robbery, and so we would look for the bandits among
his friends. A prisoner, of course, he might have per-
suaded us of his innocence. She had given him the gun
so he could either shoot his way clear, or, what would
help her as much, get himself killed trying.

While I was arranging these thoughts in my head,
Flippo had come up behind me. His empty hand passed
over my body, taking away my own gun, his, and the
one I had taken from the girl.

“A bargain, Flippo,” I said when he had moved
away from me, a little to one side, where he made one
corner of a triangle whose other corners were the girl
and I. “You’re out on parole, with some years still to be
served. I picked you up with a gun on you. That’s
plenty to send you back to the big house. I know you
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weren'’t in on this job. My idea is that you were up here
on a smaller one of your own, but I can’t prove that and
don’t want to. Walk out of here, alone and neutral, and
I'll forget I saw you.”

Little thoughtful lines grooved the boy’s round, dark
face. ;
The princess took a step toward him.

“You heard the offer I just now made him?” she
asked. “Well, I make that offer to you, if you will kill
him.”

The thoughtful lines in the boy’s face deepenced.

“There’s your choice, Flippo,” I summed up for him.
“All I can give you is freedom from San Quentin. The
[princess can give you a fat cut of the profits in a busted
icaper, with a good chance to get yourself hanged.”

The girl, remembering her advantage over me, went
at him hot and heavy in Jtalian, a language in which
I know only four words. Two of them are profane and
ithe other two obscene. 1 said all four.

The boy was weakening. If he had been ten years

_older, he’d have taken my offer and thanked me for it.
‘But he was young and she—now that [ thought of it—
'was beautiful. The answer wasn’t hard to guess.

“But not to bump him off,” he said to her, in English,
for my benefit. “We'll lock him up in there where
I was at.”

I suspected Flippo hadn’t any great prejudice against
murder. It was just that he thought this onc unneces-
sary, unless he was kidding me to make the killing
casier.

The girl wasn't satisfied with his suggestion. She
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poured more hot Italian at him. Her game looked sure-
fire, but it had a flaw. She couldn’t persuade him that
his chances of getting any of the loot away were good.
She had to depend on her charms to swing him. And

that meant she had to hold his eye. |

He wasn’t far from me.

She came close to him. She was singing, chanting,
crooning Italian syllables into his round face.

She had him.

He shrugged. His whole face said yes. He turned—

I knocked him on the noodle with my borrowed
crutch.

The crutch splintered apart. Flippo’s knees bent. He
stretched up to his full height. He fell on his face on
the floor. He lay there, dead-still, except for a thin
worm of blood that crawled out of his hair to the rug.

A step, a tumble, a foot or so of hand-and-knee
scrambling put me within reach of Flippo’s gun.

The girl, jumping out of my path, was halfway to
the door when I sat up with the gun in my hand.

“Stop!” I ordered.

“I shan’t,” she said, but she did, for the time at least.
“l am going out.”

“You are going out when I take you.”

She laughed, a pleasant laugh, low and confident.
“I'm going out before that,” she insisted.

I shook my head.

“How do you purpose stopping me?” she asked.

“I don’t think I'll have to,” I told her. “You've got
too much sense to try to run while I'm holding a gun
on you.”



116 THE RETURN OF THE CONTINENTAL OP

She laughed again, an amused ripple.

“T've got too much sense to stay,” she corrected me.
“Your crutch is broken, and you’re lame. You can'’t
catch me by running after me, then. You pretend you’ll
shoot me, but I don’t believe you. You'd shoot me if
I attacked you, of course, but I shan’t do that. I shall
simply walk out, and you know you won’t shoot me
for that. You'll wish you could, but you won’t. You'll
sce.”

Her face turned over her shoulder, her dark eyes
twinkling at me, she took a step toward the door.

“Better not count on that!” I threatened.

For answer to that she gave me a cooing laugh. And
took another step.

“Stop, you idiot!” I bawled at her.

Her face laughed over her shoulder at me. She walked
without haste to the door, her short skirt of gray flan-
nel shaping itself to the calf of cach gray wool-stock-
inged leg as its mate stepped forward.

Sweat greased the gun in my hand.

When her right foot was on the doorsill, a little
chuckling sound came from her throat.

“Adicu!” she said softly.

And I put a bullet in the calf of her left leg.

She sat down—plump! Utter surprise stretched her
white face. It was too soon for pain. ;

I had never shot a woman before. I felt queer
about it.

“You ought to have known I'd do it!” My voice
sounded harsh and savage and like a stranger’s in my
cars. “Didn’t I steal a crutch from a cripple?”

.



Death & Company

Tre OLp Man, meaning the head of the Continental
Detective Agency, introduced me to the other man in
his office—his name was Chappell—and said, “Sit
down.” :

Chappell was 45 or so, solidly built and dark-com-
plexioned, but shaky and washed out by worry or grief
or fear. I noticed his eyes were red-rimmed and their
lids sagged, as did his lower lip. His hand, when
I shook it, had been flabby and damp.

The Old Man picked up a piece of paper from his
desk and held it out to me. I took it. It was a letter
crudely printed in ink, all capital letters:

Martin Chappell,

Dear Sir—If you ever want to see your wife aliwe
again you will do just what you are told and that is to go
to the lot at George and Larkin St. at exactly 12 tonight
and put $5,000 in $100 bills under the pile of bricks
behind the billboard. If you do not do this or if you go
to the police or if you try any tricks you will get a letter
tomorrow telling you where to find her corpse. We
mean business. Death & Co. i

I put the letter back on the Old Man’s desk.

He said, “Mrs. Chappell went to a matince yesterday
afternoon. She never returned home. Mr. Chappell
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received this in the mail this morning.”

“She go aloner” I asked.

“] don’t know,” Chappell said. His voice was very
tired. “She told me she was going when I left for the
office in the morning, but she didn’t say which show
she was going to or if she was going with anybody.”

“Who'd she usually go with?”

He shook his head hopelessly. “I can give you the
names and addresses of all her closest friends, but I'm
afraid that won'’t help. When she hadn’t come home
late last night, I telephoned everybody I could think
of.”

“Any idea who could have done this?” I asked.

Again he shook his head hopelessly.

“T've tried to think of anybody I know or ever knew
who might have done it, but I can’t.”

“What business are you in?”

He replied, “I've a manufacturers’ agency.”

“How about discharged employees?”

“No, the only one I've ever discharged has a better
job now with one of my competitors and we're on
perfectly good terms.”

I cleared my throat and said to Chappell, “Look here,
I want to ask some questions that you'll probably think
—well—brutal, but they’re necessary.”

He winced and took a deep breath.

“I've never had any reason to belicve that she went
anywhere that she didn’t tell me about or had any
friends she didn’t tell me about. Is that”—his voice was
pleading—“what you wanted to know ?”

“Yes, thanks.” I turned to the Old Man again. The
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only way to get anything out of him was to ask for it,
so I said, “Well?”

He smiled courteously like a wellsatisfied blank
wall, and murmured, “What do you adviser”

“Pay the money of course—first,” I replied, and then
asked Chappcll “You can manage the money?”

‘ilf

I addressed the Old Man, “Now about the police?”

Chappell began, “No, not the police! Won't they—?”

I interrupted him. “We've got to tell them, in case
something goes wrong and to have them all set for
action as soon as Mrs. Chappell 1s safely home again.
We can persuade them to keep their hands off till
then.”

The Old Man nodded and reached for his telephone.

Fielding and an assistant district attorney named
McPhee came up. At first they were all for making the
George-and-Larkin-Street brickpile a midnight target
for half the police force, but we finally persuaded them
to listen to reason. We waved the history of kidnaping
from the days of Charlie Ross to the present in their
faces and showed them that the statistics were on our
side: more success and less grief had come from paying
what was asked and going hunting afterward than
. from trying to nail the kidnapers before the kidnaped
were .released. At r1:30 that night Chappell left his
house, alone, with $5,000 wrapped in a sheet of brown
paper in his pocket. At 12:20 he returned.

His face was yellowish and wet with perspiration
and he was trembling.
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“I put it there,” he said with difficulty.

I poured out a glass of his whisky and gave it to him.

He walked the floor most of the night. I dozed on a
sofa. Half a dozen times at least I heard him go to the
street door to open it and look out. Detective-sergeants
Muir and Callahan went to bed. They and I had planted

ourselves there to get any information Mrs. Chappell

could give us as soon as possible.

At nine in the morning Callahan was called to the
telephone. He came away from it scowling.

“Nobody’s come for the dough yet,” he told us.

Chappell’s drawn face became wide-eyed and open-
mouthed with horror. “You had the place watched?”

“Sure,” Callahan said, “but in an all right way. We
just had a couple of men stuck up in an apartment
down the block with field glasses. Nobody could
tumble to that.”

Chappell turned to me, horror deepening in his face.
“What——r” .

The doorbell rang.

Chappell ran to the door and presently came back
excitedly tearing a special-delivery-stamped envelope
open. Inside was another crudely printed letter:
Martin Chappell

Dear Sir—We got the money all right but have got
to have more tonight the same amount at the same
time and everything clse the same. This time we will
honestly send your wife home alive if you do as you
are told. If you do not or say a word to the police you
know what to expect and you bet you will get it. Death
& Co.

T T
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Callahan said, “What the hell?”

Muir growled, “Them —— at the window must be
blind.”

I asked Chappell, “Well, what are you going to do?”

He swallowed and said, “I'll give them cvery cent
I've got if it will bring Louise home safe.”

At 11:30 that night Chappell left his house with
$5,000. When he returned the first thing he said was,
“The money I took last night is really gone.”

This night was much like the previous one. Nobody
said so, but all of us expected ancther in the morning
asking for still' another $5,000.

Another special-delivery letter did come, but it read:
Martin Chappell

Dear Sir—We warned you to keep the police out of
it and you disobeyed. - Take your police to Apt. 313 at
895 Park St. and you will find the corpse we promised
you if you disobeyed. Death & Co.

Callahan cursed and jumped for the telephone.

I put an arm around Chappell as he swayed, but he
shook himself together and turned fiercely on me:

“You've killed her!” he cried.

“Stow that,” Muir barked. “Let’s get going.”

The Park Street address was only a ten-minute ride
from Chappell’s house the way we did it. It took a
couple of minutes more to find the manager of the
apartment house and take the keys away from him.

A tall slender woman with curly red hair lay on the
living-room floor in' 313. She had been dead long
enough for discoloration to have got well under way.
She was lying on her back. The tan flannel bathrobe—
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apparently a man’s—she had on had fallen open to
show pinkish lingerie. She had on stockings and one
slipper. The other slipper lay near her.

Her face and throat and what was visible of her
body were covered with bruises. Her eyes were wide
open and bulging, her tongue out; she had been beaten
and then throttled.

More police detectives joined us and some policemen
in uniform. We went into our routine.

The manager of the house told us the apartment had
been occupied by a man named Harrison M. Rockfield.
He described him: about 35 years old, six feet tall,
blond hair, gray or blue eyes, slender, perhaps 160
pounds, very agreeable personality, dressed well. He
said Rockfield had been living there alone for three
months. He knew nothing about his friends, he said,
and had not seen Mrs. Chappel] before. He had not
seen Rockfield for two or three days but had thought
nothing of it as he often went a week or so witlmut
seeing some tenants.

The police department experts found a lot of mascu-
line fingerprints that we hoped were Rockfield’s.

We couldn’t find anybody in adjoining apartments
who had heard the racket that must have been made by
the murderer.

We decided that Mrs. Chappell had probably been
killed as soon as she was brought to the apartment—no
later than the night of her disappearance, anyhow.

A detective came in with the package of hundred--
dollar bills Chappell had placed under the brickpile
the previous night.
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I went down to headquarters with Callahan to ques-
tion the men stationed at a near-by apartment window
to watch the vacant lot. They swore up and down that
nobody—“not as much as a rat”—could have ap-
proached the brickpile without being seen by them.

I was called to the telephone. Chappell was on the
wire. His voice was hoarse.

“The telephone was ringing whcn I got home ehe
said, “and it was him.”

“Who?”

“Death & Co.,” he said. “That’s what he said, and he
told me that it was my turn next. That’s all he said.
“This is Death & Co., and it’s your turn next.””

“I'll be right out,” I said. “Wait for me.”

Chappell was in a bad way when I arrived at his
house. He was shivering as if with a chill and his eyes
were almost idiotic in their fright.

“It’s—it’s not only that—that I'm afraid,” he tried
to explain. “I'm—but it’s—I'm not that afraid but—but
with Louise—and—it’s the shock and all. I

“I know,” I soothed him. “I know. And you haven’t
slept for a couple of days. Who's your doctor? I'm
going to phone him.”

He protested feebly, but finally gave me his doctor’s
name. The telephone rang as I was going toward it.
The call was for me, from Callahan.

“We've pegged the fingerprints,” he said trium-
phantly. “They’re Dick Moley’s. Know him?”

“Sure,” [ said, “as well as you do.”

Moley was a gambler, gunman, and grifter-in-gen-
eral with a police record as long as his arm.
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Callahan was saying cheerfully, “That’s going to be
a mean fight when we find him. And he’ll laugh while
he’s being tough.”

“I know,” I said.

[ told Chappell what Callahan had told me. Rage
came into his face and voice when he heard the name
of the man accused of killing his wife.

“Ever hear of him?” I asked.

He shook his head and went on cursing Moley.

[ said, “I know where to find Moley.”

His eyes opened wide, “Where?” he gasped.

“Waiit to go with me?”

“Do I?” he shouted. Weariness and sickness had
dropped from him. :

He asked a lot of questions as we went out and got
into his car. I answered most of them with, “Wait,
you'll see.” ‘

“I can’t,” he mumbled. “I've got to—help me into the
house—the doctor.”

I spread him on a sofa, brought him water, and called
his doctor’s number. The doctor was not in.

When I asked him if there was any other particular
doctor he wanted he said weakly, “No, I'm all right.
Go after that—that man.”

“All right,” I said.

I went outside, got a taxicab, and sat in it.

Twenty minutes later a man went up Chappell’s
front steps and rang the bell. The man was Dick Moley,
alias Harrison M. Rockfield.

He took me by surprise’T had been expecting Chap-
pell to come out, not anyone to go in. He had vanished
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indoors and the door was shut by the time I got there.

I rang the bell savagely.

A heavy pistol roared inside, twice.

I smashed the glass out of the door with my gun and
put my left hand in feeling for the latch.

The heavy pistol roared again and a bullet hurled
splinters of glass into my cheek, but I found the latch.

I kicked the door back and fired straight ahead at
random. Something moved in the dark hallway then
and without waiting to see what it was I fired again,
and when something fell I fired at the sound.

A voice said, “Cut it out. That’s enough. I've lost my
gun.

It wasn’t Chappell’s voice. I was disappointed.

Near the foot of the stairs I found a light switch and

turned it on. Dick Moley was sitting on the floor at .

the other end of the hallway holding one leg.

[ picked up his gun. “Get you anywhere but the leg?”
I asked.

“No. I'd’ve been all right if I hadn’t dropped the gun
when the leg upset me.”

“You've got a lot of ifs,” I said. “TI'll give you an-
other one. You've got nothing to worry about but that
bullet hole if you didn’t kill Chappell.”

He laughed. “If he’s not dead he must feel funny
with those two .44’s in his head.”

“That was dumb of you,” I growled.

He didn’t believe me. He said, “It was the best job
I ever pulled.”

“Yeah? Well, suppose I told you that I was only
waiting for another move of his to pinch him?”

S
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He opened his eyes at that.

(“Yeah,” I said, “and you have to walk in and mess
~ things up. I hope they hang you for it.” I knelt down
and began to slit his pants leg with my pocketknife.

“What'd you do? Go in hiding after you found her
dead in your rooms because you knew a guy with your
record would be out of luck, and then lose your head
when you saw in the extras what kind of a job he’d put
up on you?”

“Yes,” he said slowly, “though I'm not sure I lost my
head. I've got a hunch 1 came pretty near giving the
rat what he deserved.”

“That’s a swell hunch,” I told him. “We were ready
to grab him. The whole thing looked phony. Nobody
came for the money the first night, but it wasn’t there
the next day, so he said. Well, we only had his word
for it that he had actually put it there and hadn’t found
it the next night. The next night, after he had been told
the place was watched he left the money there, and
then he wrote the note saying Death & Company knew
he’d gone to the police. That wasn’t public news, cither.
And then her being killed before anybody knew she
was kidnaped. And then tying it to you when it was
too dizzy—no, you are dizzy, or you wouldn’t have
pulled this one.” I was twisting my necktie around his
leg above the bullet-hole. “How long you been playing
around with herr”

“A couple of months,” he said, “only I wasn’t play-
ing. I meant 1t.” -

“How’d he happen to catch her there alone?”

He shook his head. “He must've followed her there
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that afternoon when she was supposed to be going to
the theater. Maybe he -waited outside until he saw me
go out. I wasn’t gone an hour. She was already cold
when I came back. :

“Do you think he planned it that way from the
beginning ?” Moley asked.

I didn’t. I thought he killed his wife in a jealous rage
and later thought of the Death & Company business.



One Hour

“Tais 18 Mr. CHrostwaIlTE,” Vance Richmond said.

Chrostwaite, wedged between the arms of one of
the attorney’s large chairs, grunted what was perhaps
meant for an acknowledgment of the introduction.
I grunted back at him, and found myself a chair.

He was a big balloon of a man—this Chrostwaite—
in a green plaid suit that didn’t make him look any
smaller than he was. His tie was a gaudy thing, mostly
of yellow, with a big diamond set in the center of it,
and there were more stones on his pudgy hands.
Spongy fat blurred his features, making it impossible
for his round purplish face to ever hold any other ex-
pression than the discontented hoggishness that was
habitual to it. He reeked of gin.

“Mr. Chrostwaite is the Pacific Coast agent for the
Mutual Fire Extinguisher Manufacturing Company,”
Vance Richmond began, as soon as I had got myself
seated. “His office is on Kearny Street, near California.
Yesterday, at about two-forty-five in the afternoon, he
went to his office, leaving his machine—a Hudson tour-
ing car—standing in front, with the engine running.
Ten minutes later, he came out. The car was gone.”

I looked at Chrostwaite. He was looking at his fat
knees, showing not the least interest in what his at-
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torney was saying. I looked quickly back at Vance
Richmond; his clean gray face and lean figure were
downright beautiful beside his bloated client.

“A man named Newhouse,” the lawyer was saying,
“who was the proprictor of a printing establishment on
California Street, just around the corner from Mr.
Chrostwaite’s office, was run down and killed by Mr.
Chrostwaite’s car at the corner of Clay and Kearny
Streets five minutes after Mr. Chrostwaite had left the
car to go into his office. The police found the car shortly
afterward, only a block away from the scene of the
accident—on Montgomery near Clay.

“The thing is fairly obvious. Someone stole the car
immediately after Mr. Chrostwaite left it, and in driv-
ing rapidly away, ran down Newhouse, and then, in
fright, abandoned the car. But here is Mr. Chrostwaite’s
position: three nights ago, while driving perhaps a
little recklessly out—" /

“Drunk,” Chrostwaite said, not looking up from his
plaid knees; and though his voice was hoarse, husky—
it was the hoarseness of a whisky-burned throat—there
was no emotion in his voice.

“While driving perhaps a little recklessly out Van
Ness Avenue,” Vance Richmond went on, ignoring
the interruption, “Mr. Chrostwaite knocked a pedes-
trian down. The man wasn’t badly hurt, and he is
being compensated very generously for his injuries.
But we are to appear in court next Monday to face a
charge of reckless driving, and I am afraid that this
accident of yesterday, in which the printer was killed,
may hurt us.
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“No one thinks that Mr. Chrostwaite was in his car
when it killed the printer—we have a world of evidence
that he wasn’t. But I am afraid that the printer’s death
may be made a weapon against us when we appear on
the Van Ness Avenue charge. Being an attorney,
I know just how much capital the prosecuting attorney
—if he so chooses—can make out of the really insignifi-
cant fact that the same car that knocked down the
man on Van Ness Avenue killed another man yester-
day. And, being an attorney, I know how likely the
prosecuting attorney is to so choose. And he can handle
it in such a way that we will be given little or no op-
portunity to tell our side.

“The worst that can happen, of course, is that, in-
stead of the usual fine, Mr. Chrostwaite will be sent to
the city jail for thirty or sixty days. That is bad enough,
however, and that is what we wish to—"

Chrostwaite spoke again, still regarding his knees.

“Damned nuisance!” he said. :

“That is what we wish to avoid,” the attorney con-
tinued. “We are willing to pay a stiff fine, and expect
to, for the accident on Van Ness Avenue was clearly
Mr. Chrostwaite’s fault. But we—" :

“Drunk as a lord!” Chrostwaite said.

“But we don’t want to have this other accident, with
which we had nothing to do, given a false weight in
connection with the slighter accident. What we want,
then, is to fiid the man or men who stole the car and
ran down John Newhouse. If they are apprehended
before we go to court, we won’t be in danger of suffer-
ing for their act. Think you can find them before
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Monday?”

“I'll try,” I promised; “though it isn’t—"

The human balloon interrupted me by heaving him-
self to his feet, fumbling with his fat jeweled fingers
for his watch.

“Three o’clock,” he sald. ‘Got a game of golf for
three-thirty.” He picked up his hat and gloves from the
desk. “Find ’em, will you? Damned nuisance going to
jaill”

And he waddled out.

From the attorney’s office, I went down to the Hall
of Justice, and, after hunting around a few minutes,
found a pohccman who had arrived at the corner of
Clay and Kearny Streets a few seconds after Newhouse
had been knocked down.

“I was just leaving the Hall when I seen a bus scoot
around the corner at Clay Street,” this patrolman—a
big sandy-haired man named Coffee—told me, “Then |
I seen people gathering around, so I went up there and
found this John Newhouse stretched out. He was
already dead. Half a dozen people had seen him hit,
and one of ’em had got the license number of the car
that done it. We found the car standing empty just
around the corner on Montgomery Street, pointing
north., They was two fellows in the car when it hit
Newhouse, but nobody saw what they looked like. No-
body was in it when we found it.”

“In what direction was Newhouse walking?”

“North along Kearny Street, and he was about three-
quarters across Clay when he was knocked. The car
was coming north on Kearny, too, and turned east on
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Clay. It mightn’t have been all the fault of the fellows
in the car—according to them that seen the accident.
Newhouse was walking across the street looking at a
piece of paper in his hand. I found a picce of foreign
money—paper money—in his hand, and I guess that’s
what he was looking at. The lieutenant tells me it was
Dutch money—a hundred-florin note, he says.”

“Found out anything about the men in the car?”

“Nothing! We lined up everybody we could find in
the neighborhood of California and Kearny Streets—
where the car was stolen from—and around Clay and
Montgomery Streets—where it was left at. But nobody
remembered seeing the fellows getting in it or getting
out of it. The man that owns the car wasn’t driving it
—it was stole all right, I guess. At first [ thought maybe
they was somcthing shady about the accident. This
John Newhouse had a two- or three-day-old black eye
on him. But we run that out and found that he had an
attack of heart trouble or something a couple days ago,
and fell, fetching his eye up against a chair. He'd been
home sick for three days—just left his house half an
hour or so before the accident.”

“Where'd he live?”

“On Sacramento Strect—way out. I got his address
here somewhere.”

He turned over the pages of a grimy memoranda
book, and I got the dead man’s house number, and
the names and addresses of the witnesses to the accident
that Coffee had questioned.

That exhausted the policeman’s information, so
I left him.
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My next play was to canvass the vicinity of where
the car had been stolen and where it had been deserted,
and then interview the witnesses. The fact that the
police had fruitlessly gone over this ground made it
unlikely that I would find anything of value; but
[ couldn’t skip these things on that account. Ninety-
nine per cent of detective work is a patient collecting
of details—and your details must be got as nearly first-
hand as possible, regardless of who else has worked the
territory before you.

Before starting on this anglc however, I decided to
run around to the dead man’s printing establishment
—only three blocks from the Hall of Justice—and see
if any of his employees had heard anything that might
help me.

Newhouse’s establishment occupied the ground floor
of a small building on California, between Kearny and
Montgomery. A small office was partitioned off in
front, with a connecting doorway leading to the press-
room in the rear.

The only occupant of the small office, when I came
in from the street, was a short, stocky, worried-looking
blond man of fca\rr}r or thcreabouts, who sat at the desk
in his shirt sleeves, checking off figures in a ledger,
against others on a batch of papers before him.

I introduced myself, telling him that I was a Con-
tinental Detective Agency operative, interested in New-
house’s death. He told me his name was Ben Soules,
and that he was Newhouse's foreman. We shook hands,
and then he waved me to a chair across the desk,
pushed back the papers and book upon which he had



134 THE RETURN OF THE CONTINENTAL OP

been working, and scratched his head disgustedly with
the pencil in his hand.

“This is awful!” he said. “What with one thing and
another, we're heels over head in work, and I got to
fool with these books that I don’t know anything at all
about, and—"

He broke off to pick up the telephone, which had
jingled.

“Yes. . . . This 1s Soules. . . . We're working on them
now. . . . I'll give 'em to you by Monday noon at the
least. . . . I know we promised them for yesterday, but
... I know! I know! But the boss’s death set us back.
Explain that to Mr. Chrostwaite. And . . . And Tl
promise you that we'll give them to you Monday morn-
ing, sure!” ; :

Soules slapped the receiver irritably on its hook and
looked at me.

“You'd think that since it was his own car that killed
the boss, he’d have decency enough not to squawk over
the delay!”

“Chrostwaiter”

“Yes—that was one of his clerks. We're printing
some leaflets for him—promised to have em ready yes-
terday—but between the boss’s death and having a
couple new hands to break in, we're behind with every-

ing. I been here eight years, and this is the first time
we ever fell down on an order—and every damned
customer is yelling his head off. If we were like most
printers they'd be used to waiting, but we've been too
good to them. But this Chrostwaite! You'd think he’d
have some decency, seeing that his car killed the boss!”
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I nodded sympathetically, slid a cigar across the desk,
and waited until it was burning in Soules’s mouth
before 1 asked, “You said something about having a
couple new hands to break in. How come?”

“Yes. Mr. Newhouse fired two of our printers last
week—Fincher and Key. He found that they were
communists, so he gave them their time.”

“Any troublc with them, or anything against them
except that they were commiesr”

“No—they were pretty good workers.”

“Any trouble with them after he fired them?”
[ asked.

“No real trouble, though they were pretty hot. They
made speeches all over the place before they left.”

“Remeémber what day that was?”

“Wednesday of last week, I think. Yes, Wednesday,
because I hired two new men on Thursday.”

“How many men do you workr”

“Three, besides mysclf.”

“Was Mr. Newhouse sick very oftenr”

“Not sick enough to stay away very often, though
every now and then his heart would go back on him,
and he’'d have to stay in bed for a week or ten days. He
wasn’t what you could call real well at any time. He
never did anything but the office \mikml run the
shop.” |

“When was he taken sick this last time?”

“Mrs. Newhouse called up Tuesday morning and
said he had had another spell, and wouldn’t be down -
for a few days. He came in yuterday-——wlhch was
Thursday—for about ten minutes in the afternoon, and
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said he would be back on the job this morning. He was
killed just after he left.”

“How did he look—very sick ?”

“Not so bad. He never looked well, of course, but
I couldn’t see much difference from usual yesterday.
This last spell hadn’t been as bad as most, I reckon—
he was usually laid up for a week or more.”

“Did he say where he was going when he left? The
reason I ask is that, living out on Sacramento Street, he
would naturally have taken a car at that street if he had
been going home, whereas he was run down on Clay
Street.”

“He said he was going up to P()rtsmour_h Square to
sit in the sun for half an hour or so. He had been cooped
up indoors for two or three days, he said, and he wanted
some sunshine before he went back home.”

“He had a piece of foreign money in his hand when
he was hit. Know anything about it?”

“Yes. He got it here. One of our customers—a man
named Van Pelt—came in yesterday afternoon, while
the boss was here, to pay for some work we had done.
When Van Pelt pulled out his wallet to pay his bill,
this piece of Holland money—I don’t know what you
call it—was among the bills. I think he said it was worth
something like thirty-cight dollars. Anyway, the boss
took it, giving Van Pelt his change. The boss said he
wanted to show the Holland money to his boys—and he
could have it changed back into American money
later.”

“Who is this Van Pelt?”

“He’s a Hollander—is planning to open a tobacco
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importing business here in a month or two. I don't
know much about him outside of that.”

“Where’s his home, or office?”

“His office is on Bush Street, near Sansome.”

“Did he know that Newhouse had been sickr?”

“I don’t think so. The boss didn’t look much difterent
from usual.”

“What’s this Van Pelt’s full name?”

“Hendrik Van Pelt.”

“What does he look liker”

Before Soules could answer, three evenly spaced
buzzes sounded above the rattle and whirring of the
presses in the back of the shop.

I slid the muzzle of my gun—I had been holding it
in my lap for five minutes—far enough over the edge
of the desk for Ben Soules to see it.

“Put both of your hands on top of the desk,” I said.

He put them there.

The presstoom door was directly behind him, so
that, facing him across the desk, I could look over his
shoulder at it. His stocky body served to screen my gun
from the view of whoever came through the door, in
response to Soules’s signal.

I didn’t have long to wait.

Three men—black with ink—came to the door, and
through it into the little office. They strolled in careless
and casual, laughing and joking with one another.

But one of them licked his lips as he stepped through
the door. Another’s eyes showed white circles all around
the irises. The third was the best actor—but he held his
shoulders a trifle too stiffly to fit his otherwise careless
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carriage.

“Stop right there!” I barked at them when the last
one was inside the office—and I brought my gun up
where they could see it.

They etoppcd as if they had all been mounted on the
same pair of legs.

I kicked my “chair back, and stood up.

I didn’t like my position at all. The office was entirely
too small for me. I had a gun, true enough, and what-
ever weapons may have been distributed among these
other men were out of sight. But these four men were
too close to me; and a gun isn’t a thing of miracles. It’s
:a mechanical contraption that is capable of just so much
and no more.

If these men decided to ]ump me, I could down just
one of them before the other three were upon me. I
knew it, and they knew it.

“Put your hands up,” I ordered, “and turn around!”

None of them moved to obey. One of the inked men
grinned wickedly; Soules shook his head slowly; the
other two stood and looked at me.

I was more or less stumped. You can’t shoot a man
just because he refuses to obey an order—even if he is
a criminal. If they had turned around for me, I could
have lined them up against the wall, and, being behind
them, have held them safe while I used the telephone.

But that hadn’t worked.

My next thought was to back across the office to the
street door, Lt,cpmﬂ them covered, and then either stand
in the door and yell for help, or take them into the
strect, where I could handle them. But I put that
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thought away as quickly as it came to me.

These four men were going to jump me—there was
no doubt of that. All that was needed was a spark of
any sort to explode them into action. They were stand-
ing stiff-legged and tense, waiting for some move on my
part. If T took a step backward—the battle would be on.

We were close enough for any of the four to have
reached out and touched me. One of them I could shoot
before 1 was smothered—one out of four. That meant
that each of them had only one chance out of four of
being the victim—Ilow enough odds for any but the
most cowardly of men.

I grinned what was supposed to be a confident grin—
because I was up against it hard—and reached for the
telephone: I had to do something! Then I cursed my-
sclf! T had merely changed the signal for the onslaught.
[t would come now when I picked up the receiver.

But I couldn’t back down again—that, too, would be
a signal—I had to go through with it.

The perspiration trickled across my temples from
under my hat as I drew the phone closer with my left
hand.

The street door opened! An exclamation of surprise
came from behind me.

I spoke rapidly, without taking my eyes from the four
men in front of me.

“Quick! The phone! The police!”

With the arrival of this unknown person—one of
Newhouse’s customers, probably—I figured I'had the
edge again. Even if he took no active part beyond calling
the police in, the enemy would have to split to take care
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of him—and that would give me a chance to pot at
least two of them before 1 was knocked over. Two out
of four—ecach of them had an even chance of being
dropped—which zs enough to give even a nervy man
cause for rhinking a bit before he jumps.

“Hurry!” I urged the newcomer.

“Yes! Yes!” he said—and in the blurred sound of the
s there was evidence of foreign birth.

Keyed up as I was, I didn’t need any more W’imlng
than that.

I threw myself sidewise—a blind tum )lmg away from
the spot where I stood. But I wasn’t quite quick enough.

The blow that came from behind didn’t hit me fairly,
but I got enough of it to fold up my legs as if the knees
were hinged with paper—and I slammed into a heap
on the floor.

Something dark crashed toward me. I caught it with
both hands. It may have been a foot kicking at my face.
I wrung it as a washerwoman wrings a towel.

Down my spine ran jar after jar. Perh.lps somebody
was beating me over the head. 1 don’t know. My head
wasn't alive, The blow that had knocked me down had
numbed me all over. My eyes were no good. Shadows
swam to and fro in front of them—that was all. I struck,
gouged, tore at the shadows. Sometimes I found noth:
ing. Sometimes I found things that felt like parts of
bodies. Then I would hammer at them, tear at them.,
My gun was gone. |

My hearing was no better than my sight—or not so
good. There wasn’t a sound in the world. I moved in
a silence that was more complete than any silence I
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had ever known. I was a ghost fighting ghosts.

I found presently that my feet were under me again,
though some squirming thing was on my back, and
kept me from standing uprlcrht. A hot, damp thmg
like a hand was across my face.

I put my teeth into it. I snapped my head back as
far as it would go. Maybe it smashed into the face it
was meant for. I doi’t know, Anyhow the squirming
thing was no longer on my back.

Dimly I realized that I was being buffeted about by
blows that I was too numb to feel. Ceaselessly, with head
and shoulders and elbows and fists and knees and feet,
I struck at the shadows that were around me.

Suddenly I could see again—not clearly—but the
shadows were taking on colors; and my ears came back
a little, so that grunts and growls and curses and the
impact of blows sounded in them. My straining gaze
rested upon a brass cuspidor six inches or so in front
of my eyes. I knew then that I was down on the floor
again.

As I twisted about to hurl a foot into a soft body
above me, something that was like a burn, but wasn’t a
burn, ran down one leg—a knife. The sting of it brought
consciousness back into me with a rush.

I grabbed the brass cuspidor and used it to club a way
to my feet—to club a clear space in front of me. Men
were hurling themselves upon me. I swung the cuspidor
high and flung it over their heads, through the frosted
glass door into California Street.

Then we fought some more.

But you can’t throw a brass cuspidor through a glass
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door into California Street between Montgomery and
Kearny without attracting attention—it’s too near the
heart of daytime San Francisco. So presently—when I
was on the floor again with six or eight hundred pounds
of flesh hammering my face into the boards—we were
pulled apart, and I was dug out of the bottom of the
pile by a squad of policemen.

Big sandy-haired Coffee was one of them, but it took
a lot of arguing to convince him that I was the Con-
tinental operative who had talked to him a little while
before.

“Man! Man!” he said, when I finally convinced him.
“Them lads sure—God! have worked you over! You
got a face on you like a wet geranium!”

I didn’t laugh. It wasn’t funny.

I looked out of the one eye which was working just
now at the five men lined up across the office—Soules,
the three inky printers, and the man with the blurred s,
who had started the slaughter by tapping me on the
back of the head. »

He was a rather tall man of thirty or so, with a round
ruddy face that wore a few bruises now. He had been,
apparently, rather well-dressed in expensive black cloth-
ing, but he was torn and ragged now. I knew who he
was without asking—Hendrik Van Pelt.

“Well, man, what's the answerr” Coffee was asking
me. ;

By holding one side of my jaw firmly with one hand
I found that I could talk_without too much pain.

“This is the crowd that ran down Newhouse,” I
said, “and it wasn’t an accident. I wouldn’t mind hav-
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ing a few more of the details myself, but I was jumped
before I got around to all of them. Newhouse had a
hundred-florin note in his hand when he was run down,
and he was walking in the direction of police head-
quarters—was only half a block away from the Hall
of Justice.

“Soules tells me that Newhouse said he was going up
to Portsmouth Square to sit in the sun. But Soules
didn’t seem to know that Newhouse was wearing a
black eye—the one you told me you had investigated.
If Soules didn’t see the shiner, then it’s a good bet that
Soules didn’t see Newhouse’s face that day! ¢

“Newhouse was walking from his printing shop to-
ward police headquarters with a piece of foreign paper
money in his hand—remember that!

“He had frequent spells of sickness, which, according
to friend Soules, always before kept him at home for
a week or ten days at a time. This time he was laid up
for only two and a half days.

“Soules tells me that the shop is three days behind
with its orders, and he says that’s the first time in eight
years they've ever been behind. He blames Newhouse’s
death—which only happened yesterday. Apparently,
Newhouse’s previous sick spells never delayed things—
why should this last spell?

“Two printers were fired last week, and two new ones
hired the very next day—pretty quick work. The car
with which Newhouse was run down was taken from
just around the corner, and was deserted within quick
walking distance of the shop. It was left facing north,
which 1s pretty good evidence that its occupants went
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south after they got out. Ordinary car thieves wouldnit
have circled back in the direction from which the;
came.

“Here’s my guess: This Van Pelt is a Dutchman, and
he had some plates for phony hundred-florin notes.
He hunted around until he found a printer who would
go in with him. He found Soules, the foreman of a
shop whose proprictor was now and then at home for
a week or more at a time with a bad heart. One of the
printers under Soules was willing to go in with them.
Maybe the other two turned the offer down. Maybe
Soules didn’t ask them at all. Anyhow, they were dis-
charged, and two friends of Soules were given their
places.

“Qur friends then got everything ready, and waited
for Newhouse’s heart to flop again. It did—Monday
night. As soon as his wife called up next morning and
said he was sick, these birds started running off their
counterfeits. That's why they fell behind with their
regular work. But this spell of Newhouse’s was lighter
than usual. He was up and moving around within two
days, and yesterday afterncon he came down here for
a few minutes.

“He must have walked in while all of our friends
were extremely busy in some far corner. He must have
spotted some of the phony money, immediately sized
up the situation, grabbed one bill to show the police,
and started out for police headquarters—no doubt
thinking he had not been seen by our friends here.

“They must have got a glimpse of him as he was
leaving, however. Two of them followed him out. They
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couldn’t, afoot, safely knock him over within a block
or two of the Hall of Justice. But, turning the corner,
they found Chrostwaite’s car standing there with idling
engine. That solved their getaway problem. They got
in the car and went on after Newhouse. [ suppose the
original plan was to shoot him—but he crossed Clay
Street with his eyes fastened upon the phony money
in his hand. That gave them a golden chance. They
piled the car into him. It was sure death, they knew—
his bum heart would finish the job if the actual colli-
sion didn’t kill him. Then they deserted the car and
came back here.

“There are a lot of loose ends to be gathered in—but
this pipe-dream I've just told you fits in with all the
facts we know—and T'll bet a month’s salary I'm not
far off anywhere.

“There ought to be a three- t].ly crop of Dutch notes

cached somewhere! You people—"

I suppose I'd have gone on talking forever—in the
giddy, head-swimming intoxication of utter exhaustion
that filled me—if the big sandy-haired patrolman hadn’t
shut me off by putting a big hand across my mouth.

“Be quiet, man,” he said, lifting me out of the chair,
and spreading me flat on my back on the desk. “T'll have
an ambulance here in a second for you.”

The office was swirling around in front of my one
open eye—the yellow ceiling swung down toward me,
rose again, disappeared, came back in odd shapes. I
turned my head to one side to avoid it, and my glance
rested upon the white dial of a spinning clock.

Presently the dial came to rest, and I read it—four
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o'clock.

I remembered that Chrostwaite had broken up our
conference in Vance Richmond’s office at three, and
I had started to work. :

“One full hour!” I tried to tell Coffee before I went
to sleep.

The police wound up the job while I was lying on
my back in bed. In Van Pelt’s officc on Bush Street
they found a great bale of hundred-florin notes. Van
Pelt, they learned, had considerable reputation in Eu-
rope as a high-class counterfeiter. One of the printers
came through, stating that Van Pelt and Soules were
the two who followed Newhouse out of the shop and
killed him.



The Tenth Clue

“Mg, Lrororp GANTVOORT is not at home,” the servant
who opened the door said, “but his son, Mr. Charles,
is—if you wish to see him.”

“No. I had an appointment with Mr. Leopold Gant-
voort for nine or a little after. It's just nine now. No
doubt he’ll be back soon. I'll wait.”

“Very well, sir.”

He stepped aside for me to enter the house, took my
overcoat and hat, guided me to a room on the second
floor—Gantvoort’s library—and left me. I picked up
a magazine from the stack on the table, pulled an ash
tray over beside me, and made myself comfortable.

An hour passed. 1 stopped reading and began to
grow impatient. Another hour passed—and I was fidg-
eting. _

A clock somewhere below had begun to strike eleven
when a young man of 25 or 26, tall and slender, with
remarkably white skin and very dark hair and eyes,
came into the room. -

“My father hasn’t returned yet,” he said. “It’s too
bad that you should have been kept waiting all this
time. Isn't there anything I could do for you? I am
Charles Gantvoort.”

“No, thank you.” I got up from my chair, accepting
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the courteous dismissal. “I'll get in touch with him to-
morrow.” ;

“I'm sorry,” he murmured, and we moved toward
the door together.

As we reached the hall an extension telephone in one
corner of the room we were leaving buzzed softly, and
I halted in the doorway while Charles Gantvoort went
over to answer it,

His back was toward me as he spoke into the instru-
ment.

“Yes. Yes. Yes!"—sharply—“Wha? Yes'—very
weakly—"“Yes.”

He turned slowly around and faced me with a face
that was gray and tortured, with wide shocked eyes and
gaping mouth—the telephone still in his hand.

“Hather,” he gasped, “is dead—killed!”

“Where? How?”

“I don’t know. That was the police. They want me
to come down at once.”

He straightened his shoulders with an effort, pulling
himself together, put down the telephone, and his face
fell into less strained lines.

“You will pardon my—"

“Mr. Gantvoort,” I interrupted his apology, “I am
connected with the Continental Detective Agency. Your
father talled up this afternoon and asked that a detective
be sent to see him tonight. He said his life had been
threatened. He hadn’t definitely engaged us, however,
so unless you—" - .

“Certainly! You are employed! If the police haven’t
already caught the murderer I want you to do every-
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thing possible to catch him.”

“All right! Let’s get down to headquarters.”

Neither of us spoke during the ride to the Hall of
Justice. Gantvoort bent over the wheel of his car, send-
ing it through the streets at a terrific speed. There were
soveral questions that needed answers, but all his atten-
tion was required for his driving if ié ‘was 1o maihcain
the pace at which he was driving without piling us into
something. So I didn’t disturb him, but hung on and
kept quiet.

Half a dozen police detectives were waiting for us
when we reached the detective bureau. O’'Gar—a bullet-
headed detective-sergeant who dresses like the village
constable in a movie, wide-brimmed black hat and all,
but who isn’t to be put out of the reckoning on that ac-
count—was in charge of the investigation. He and I
had worked on two or three jobs together before, and
hit it off excellently.

He led us into one of the small offices below the as-
sembly room. Spread out on the flat top of a desk there
were a dozen or more objects.

“] want you to look these things over carefully,” the
detective-sergeant told Gantvoort, “and pick out the
ones that b(lontrtd to your father.”

“But where is he?”

“Do this first,” O’Gar insisted, “and then you can
see him.”

I looked at the things on the table while Charles
~ Gantvoort made his sclections. An empty jewel case;
a memoranda book; three letters in slit envelopes that
were addressed to the dead man; some other papers;
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a bunch of keys; a fountain pen; two white linen hand-
kerchiefs; two pistol cartridges; a gold watch, with a
gold knife and a gold pencil attached to it by a gold-
and-platinum chain; two black leather wallets, one of
them very new and the other worn; some money, both
paper and silver; and a small portable typewriter, bent
and twisted, and matted with hair and blood. Some of
the other things were smeared with blood and some
were clean.

Gantvoort picked out the watch and its attachments,
the keys, the fountain pen, the memoranda book, the
handkerchiefs, the letters and other papers, and the
older wallet.

“These were Father’s,” he told us, “I've never seen
any of the others before. I don’t know, of course, how
much money he had with him tonight, so I can’t say
how much of this is his.”

“You're sure none of the rest of this stuﬂ was his?’
O’Gar asked.

“I don’t think so, but I'm not sure. Whipple could
tell you.” He turned to me. “He’s the man who let you
in tonight. He looked after Father, and he’d know posi-
tively whether any of these other things belonged to
him or not.”

One of the police detectives went to the telephone
to tell Whipple to come down immediately.

I resumed the questioning.

“Is anything that your father usually carried with
him missing? Anything of valuer”

“Not that I know of. All of the things that he might
have been expected to have with him seem to be here.”
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“At what time tonight did he leave the house?”
“Before seven-thirty. Possibly as carly as seven.”
“Know where he was going?”

“He didn’t tell me, but [ supposed he was going to
call on Miss Dexter.”

The faces of the police detectives brightened, and
their eyes grew sharp. I suppose mine did, too. There
are many, many murders with never a woman in them
anywhere; but seldom a very conspicuous killing.

“Who’s this Miss Dexter?” O'Gar took up the in-
quiry.

“She’s—well—" Charles Gantvoort hesitated. “Well,
Father was on very friendly terms with her and her
brother. He usually called on them—on her several
evenings a week. In fact, I suspected that he intended
marrying her.”

“Who and what is sher”

“Father became acquainted with them six or seven
months ago. I've met them several times, but don’t
know them very well. Miss Dexter—Creda is her given
name—is about twenty-three years old, I should judge,
and her brother Madden is four or five years older.
He is in New York now, or on his way there, to transact
some business for Father.”

“Did your father tell you he was going to marry her ?”
O'Gar hammered away at the woman angle.

“No; but it was pretty obvious that he was very much
_ah—infatuated. We had some words over it a few
days ago—last week. Not a quarrel, you understand,
but words. From the way he talked I feared that he
meant to marry her.”
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“What do-you mean ‘feared’?” O'Gar snapped at
that word.

Charles Gantvoort’s pale face flushed a little, and
he cleared his throat embarrassedly.

“I don't want to put the Dexters in a bad light to
you. I don’t think—I'm sure they had nothing to do with
Father’'s—with this. But I didn’t care especially for them
—didn’t like them. I thought they were—well—fortune
hunters, perhaps. Father wasn’t fabulously wealthy,
but he had considerable means. And, while he wasn’t
feeble, still he was past fifty-seven, old enough for me
to feel that Creda Dexter was more interested in his
money than in him.” |

“How about your father’s will ?”

“The last one of which [ have any knowledge—
drawn up two or three years ago—left everything to
my wife and me jointly. Father’s attorney, Mr. Murray
Abernathy, could tell you if there was a later will, but
I hardly think there was.”

“Your father had retired from business, hadn’t he?”

“Yes; he turned his import and export business over
to me about a year ago. He had quite a few investments
scattered around, but he wasn’t actively engaged in the
management of any concern.”

O'Gar tilted his village constable hat back and
scratched his bullet head reflectively for a moment.
Then he looked at me.

“Anything else you want to ask?”

“Yes. Mr. Gantvoort, do you know, or did you ever
hear your father or anyone else speak of an Emil Bon-

fils?”
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“NO.’,
~“Did your father ever tell you that he had received

a threatening letter ? Or that he had been shot at on the
street?”

“No.”

“Was your father in Paris in 1902°?”

“Very likely. He used to go abroad every year up
until the time of his retirement from business.”

O’Gar and I took Gantyoort around to the morgue to
see his father, then. The dead man wasn’t /pleasant to
look at, even to O’Gar and me, who hadn’t known him
except by sight. I remembered him as a small wiry
man, always smartly tailored, and with a brisk spring-
iness that was far younger than his years.

He lay now with the top of his head beaten into a
red and pulpy mess.

We left Gantvoort at the morgue and set out afoot
for the Hall of Justice.

“What's this deep stuff you're pulling about Emil
Bonfils and Paris in 1902?” the detective-sergeant asked
as soon as we were out in the street.

“This: the dead man phoned the Agency this after-
noon and said he had received a threatening letter from
an Emil Bonfils with whom he had had trouble in
Paris in 1902. He also said that Bonfils had shot at him
the previous evening, in the street. He wanted some-
body to come around and see him about it tonight.
And he said that under no circumstances were the
police to be let in on it—that he’d rather have Bonfils
get him than have the trouble made public. That’s all
he would say over the phone; and that’s how I hap-
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pened to be on hand when Charles Gantvoort was
notified of his father’s death.”

O'Gar stopped in the middle of the sidewalk and
whistled softly.

“That’s something!” he exclaimed. “Wait till we get
back to headquarters—I'll show you something.”

Whipple was waiting in the assembly room when
we arrived at headquarters. His face at first glance was
as smooth and masklike as when he had admitted me
to the house on Russian Hill earlier in the evening.
But beneath his perfect servant’s manner he was twitch-
ing and trembling.

We took him into the little office where we had ques-
tioned Charles Gantvoort.

Whipple verified all that the dead man’s son had
told us. He(was positive that neither the typewriter,
the jewel case, the two cartridges, or the newer wallet
had belonged to Gantvoort.

We couldn’t ;ﬁet him to put his opinion of the Dexters
in words, but that he disapproved of them was easily
seen. Miss Dexter, he said, had called up on the tele-
phone three times this night at about eight o’clock, at
nine, and at nine-thirty. She had asked for Mr. Leopold
Gantvoort cach time, but she had left no message. Whip-
ple was of the opinion that she was expecting Gant-
voort, and he had not arrived.

He knew nothing, he said, of Emil Bonfils or of any
threatening letters. Gantvoort had been out the previous
night from eight until midnight. Whipple had not
seen him closely enough when he came home to say
whether he seemed excited or not. Gantvoort usually
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carried about a hundred dollars in his pockets.

“Is there anything that you know of that Gantvoort
had on his person tonight which isn’t among these
things on the desk?” O'Gar asked.

“No, sir. Everything seems to be here—watch and
chain, money, memorandum book, wallet, keys, hand-
kerchiefs, fountain pen—everything that I know of.”

“Did Charles Gantvoort go out tonight?”

“No, sir. He and Mrs. Gantvoort were at home all
evening.”

“Positive?”

Whipple thought a moment.

“Yes, sir, I'm fairly certain. But [ know Mrs. Gant-
voort wasn't out. To tell the truth, I didn’t see Mr.
Charles from about eight o’clock until he came down-
stairs with this gentleman”—pointing to me—*“at eleven.
But I'm fairly certain he was home all evening. I think
Mirs. Gantvoort said he was.”

Then O’Gar put another question—one that puzzled
me at the time.

“What kind of collar buttons did Mr. Gantvoort
wear?”

“You mean Mr. Leopold ?”

Y esih

“Plain gold ones, made all in one piece. They had a
London jeweler’s mark on them.”

“Would you know them if you saw them?”

“Yes, sir.”

We let Whipple go home then.

“Don’t you think,” I suggested when O'Gar and I
were alone with this desk-load of evidence that didn’t
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mean anything at all to me yet, “it’s time you were
loosening up and telling me what's what?”

“I guess so—listen! A man named Lagerquist, a
grocer, was driving through Golden Gate Park tonight,
and passed a machine standing on a dark road, with its
lights out. He thought there was something funny
about the way the man in it was sitting at the wheel,
so he told the first patrolman he met about it.

“The patrolman investigated and found Gantvoort
sitting at the wheel—dead—with his head smashed in
and this dingus”—putting one hand on the bloody
typewriter—“on the seat beside him. That was at a
quarter of ten. The doc says Gantvoort was killed—
his skull crushed—with this typewriter.

“The dead man’s pockets, we found, had all been
turned inside out; and all this stuff on the desk, except
this new wallet, was scattered about in the car—some
of it on the floor and some on the scats. This money
was there too~—nearly a hundred dollars of it. Among
the papers was this.”

He handed me a sheet of white paper upon which
the following had been typewritten:

L. F. G—I want what is mine. 6,000 miles and 21
years are not enough to hide you from the victim of
your treachiery. I mean to have what you stole—~E. B.

“L. F. G. could be Leopold E. Gantvoort,” I said.
“And E. B. could be Emil Bonfils. Twenty-one years is
the time from 1902 to 1923, and 6,000 miles is, roughly,
the distance between Paris and San Francisco.”

I laid the letter down and picked up the jewel case.
It was a black imitation leather one, lined with white
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satin, and unmarked in any way.

Then I examined the cartridges. There were two of
them, S. W. .45-caliber, and deep crosses had been cut
in their soft noses—an old trick that makes the bullet
spread out like a saucer when it hits.

“These in the car, too?”

“Yep—and this.” -

From a vest pocket O'Gar produced a short tuft of
blond hair—hairs between an inch and two inches in
length. They had been cut off, not pulled out by the
roots.

“Any more?”

There seemed to be an endless stream of things.

He picked up the new wallet from the desk—the one
that both Whipple and Charles Gantvoort had said
did not belong to the dead man—and slid it over to me.

& I‘hat was found in the road, three or four feet from
the card

It was of a cheap quality, and had neither manufac-
turer’s name nor owner’s initials on it. In it were two
ten-dollar bills, three small newspaper clippings, and
aty prnrtcn list of six names and addresses, headcd
by Gantvoort’s.

The three clippings were apparcntly from the Per-
sonal coltmns of three different newspapers—the type
wasn’t the same—and they read:

Grorce—LEverything is fixed. Don't wait too long.
D.D.D.

R. H. T—They do not answer. Fro.

Carpy—T welve on the dot and look sharp. Binco.

The names and addresses on the typewritten list,
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under Gantvoort’s, were:

Quincy Heathcote, 1223 S. Jason Street, Denver;
B. D. Thornton, 96 Hughes Circle, Dallas; Luther G.
Randall, 615 Columbia Street, Portsmouth; J. H. Boyd
Willis, 5444 Harvard Street, Boston; Hannah Hind-
marsh, 218 E. 5gth Street, Cleveland. |

“What else?” I asked when I had studied these.

The detective-sergeant’s supply hadn’t been exhausted
yet.

“The dead man’s collar buttons—both front and back
—had been taken out, though his collar and tie were
still 1n place. And his left shoec was gone. We hunted
high and low all around, but didn’t find either shoe or
collar buttons.”

“Is that all?” -

I was prepared for anything now.

“What the hell do you want?” he growled. “Ain’t
that enough ?”

“How about fingerprints?”

“Nothing stirring! All we found belonged to the
dead man.” -

“How about the machine he was found in?”

“A coupé belonging to a Doctor Wallace Girargo.
He phoned in at six this evening that it had been stolen
~ from near the corner of McAllister and Polk Streets.

We're checking up on him—but I think he's all right.”
 The things that Whipple and Charles Gantvoort
had identified as belonging to the dead man told us
nothing. We went over_them carefully, but to no ad-
vantage. The memoranda book contained many en-
tries, but they all seemed totally foreign to the murder.
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The letters were quite as irrelevant.

The serial number of the typewriter with which the
murder had been committed had been removed, we
found—apparently filed out of the frame.

“Well, what do you think?” O’'Gar asked when we
had given up our examination of our clues and sat back
burning tobacco.

“I think we want to find Monsieur Emil Bonfils.”

“It wouldn’t hurt to do that,” he grunted. “I guess
our best bet is to get in touch with these five people
on the list with Gantvoort’s name. Suppose that’s a
murder list? That this Bonfils is out to get all of the.a?”

“Maybe. We'll get hold of them anyway. Maybe
we'll find that some of them have already been killed.
But whether they have been killed or are to be killed or
not, it’s a cinch they have some connection with this
affair. Ill get off a batch of telegrams to the Agency's
branches, having the names on the list taken care of.
I'll try to have the three clippings traced, too.”

O’Gar looked at his watch and yawned.

“Ip’s after four. What say we knock off and get some
sleep? I'll leave word for the department’s expert to
compare the typewriter with that letter signed E. B.
and with that list to see if they were written on it. I
guess they were, but we'll make sure. Ull have the park
scarched all around where we found Gantvoort as soon
as it gets light enough to see, and maybe the missing
shoe and the collar buttons will be found. And I'll have
a couple of the boys out calling on all the typewriter
shops in the city to sec if they can get a line on this one.”

I stopped at the nearest telegraph office and got off
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a wad of messages. Then I went home to dream of
nothing even remotely connected with crime or the
detecting business. - i .

At cleven o'clock that same morning, when, brisk
and fresh with five hours’ sleep under my belt, I arrived
at the police detective bureau, [ found O'Gar slumped
down at his desk, staring dazedly at a black shoe, half
a dozen collar buttons, a rusty flat key, and a rumpled
newspaper—all lined up before him.

“What's all this? Souvenir of your wedding?”

“Might as well be.” His voice was heavy with disgust.
“Listen to this: one of the porters of the Seamen’s Na-
tional Bank found a package in the vestibule when he
started cleaning up this morning. It was this shoe—
Gantvoort’s missing one—wrapped in this sheet of a
five-day-old Philadelphia Record, and with these collar
buttons and this old key in it. The heel of the shoe,
you'll notice, has been pried off, and is still missing.
Whipple identifies it all right, as well as two of the
collar buttons, but he never saw the key before. These
other four collar buttons are new, and common gold-
rolled ones. The key don’t laok like it had had much
use for a long time. What do you make of all that?”

I couldn’t make anything out of it.

“How did the porter happen to turn the stuff in?”

“Ob, the whole story was in the morning papers—all
about the missing shoe and collar buttons and all.”

“What did you learn about the typewriter ?” I asked.

“The letter and the list were written with it, right
enough; but we haven't Been able to find where it

came from yet. We checked up the doc who owns the
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coupé, and he’s in the clear. We accounted for all his
time last night. Lagerquist, the grocer who found Gant-
voort, seems to be all right, too. What did you do?”

“Haven’t had any answers to the wires [ sent last
night. I dropped in at the Agency on my way down this
morning, and got four operatives out covering the hotels
and looking up all the people named Bonfils they can
find—there are two or three families by that name listed
in the directory. Also I sent our New York branch a
wire to have the steamship records searched to see if an
Emil Bonfils had arrived recently; and I put a cable
through to our Paris correspondent to see what he
could dig up over there.”

“] guess we ought to see Gantvoort’s lawyer—Aber-
nathy—and that Dexter woman before we do anything
else,” the detective-sergeant said. '

“] guess so,” I agreed, “let’s tackle the lawyer first.
He's the most important one, the way things now
stand.” :

Murray Abernathy, attorney-at-law, was a long,
stringy, slow-spoken old gentleman who still clung to
starched-bosom shirts. He was too full of what he
thought were professional ethics to give us as much
help as we had expected; but by letting him talk—let-
ting him ramble along in his own way—we did get a
little information from him. What we got amounted
to this:

The dead man and Creda Dexter had intended being
married the coming Wednesday. His son and her
brother were both opposed to the marriage, it seemed,
so Gantvoort and the woman had planned to be mar-
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ried secretly in Oakland, and catch a boat for the Orient
that same afternoon, figuring that by the time their
lengthy honeymoon was over they could return to a
son and brother who had become resigned to the mar-
riage.

A new will had been drawn up, leaving half of Gant-
voort’s estate to his new wife and half to his son and
daughter-in-law. But the new will had not been signed
yet, and Creda Dexter knew it had not been signed.
She knew—and this was one of the few points upon
which Abernathy would make a positive statement—
ithat under the old will, still in force, everything went
to Charles Gantvoort and his wife. :

The Gantvoort estate, we estimated from Abernathy’s
roundabout statements and allusions, amounted to about
a million and a half in cash value. The attorney had
never heard of Emil Bonfils, he said, and had never
heard of any threats or attempts at murder directed
toward the dead man. He knew nothing—or would tell
us nothing—that threw any light upon the nature of
the thing that the threatening letter bad accused the
dead man of stealing.

From Abernathy’s office we went to Creda Dexter’s
apartment, in a new and expensively elegant building
only a few minutes’ walk from the Gantvoort residence.

Creda Dexter was a small woman in her early twen-
ties. The first thing you noticed about her were her
eyes. They were large and decp and the color of amber,
and their pupils were néver at rest. Continuously they
changed size, expanded and contracted—slowly at
times, suddenly at others—ranging incessantly from the
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size of pinheads to an cxtent that threatened to blot out
the amber irises.

With the eyes for a guide, you discovered that she
was pronouncedly feline throughout. Her every move-
ment was the slow, smooth, sure one of a cat, and the
contours of her rather pretty face, the shape of her
mouth, her small nose, the set of her eyes, the swelling
of her brows, were all catlike. And the effect was height-
ened by the way she wore her hair, which was thick
and tawny.

“Mr. Gantvoort and I,” she told us after the prelim-
inary explanations had been disposed of, “were to have
been married the day after tomorrow. His son and
daughter-in-law were both opposed to the marriage, as
was my brother Madden. They all seemed to think that
the difference between our ages was too great. So to
avoid any unpleasantness, we Thad planned to be mar-
ried quietly and then go abroad for a year or more,
feeling sure that they would all have forgotten their
grievances by the time we returned.

“That was why Mr., Gantvoort persuaded Madden
to go to New York. He had some business there—
something to do with the disposal of his interest in a
steel mill—so he used it as an excuse to get Madden out
of the way until we were off on our wedding trip. Mad-
den lived here with me, and it would have been nearly
impossible for me to have made any preparations for
the trip without him seeing them.”

“Was Mr. Gantvoort here last nightp" I asked her.

“No. I expcctcd him—we were going out. He usually
walked over—it’s only a few blocks. When eight o’clock
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came and he hadn’t arrived, I telephoned his house, and
Whipple told me that he had left neariy an hour before.

called up again, twice, after that. Then, this morning,
I called up again before I had seen the papers, and I
was told that he—"

She broke off with a catch in her voice—the only
sign of sorrow she displayed throughout the interview.
The impression of her we had received from Charles
Gantvoort and Whipple had prepared us for a more
or less elaborate display of grief on her part. But she
disappointed us. There was nothing crude about her
work—she didn’t even turn on the tears for us.

“Was Mr. Gantvoort here night befere lastr”

“Yes. He came over at a lurlc after clgjht and stayed
until nearly twelve. We didn’t go out.”

“Did he walk over and back?”

“Yes, so far as I know.”

“Did he ever say anything to you about his life being
threatened ¢”

“No.”

She shook her head decisively.

“Do you know Emil Bonfils?”

“No.”

“Ever hear Mr. Gantvoort speak of him ?”

“No.”

“At what hotel 1s your brother staying in New York ?”

The restless black pupils spread out abruptly, as if they
were about to overflow into the white arcas U[ her eyes.
That was the first clear andication of fear I had seen.
But, outside of those telltale pupils, her composure
was undisturbed.
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“I don’t know.”

“When did he leave San Franciscor”

“Thursday—four days ago.”

O’Gar and I walked six or seven blocks in thought-
ful silence after we left Creda Dexter’s apartment, and
then he spoke.

“A sleek kitten—that dame! Rub her the right way,
and she’ll purr pretty. Rub her the' wrong way—and
look out for the claws!”

“What did that flash of her eyes when I asked about
her brother tell you?” I asked.

“Something—but I don’t know what! It wouldn’t
hurt to look him up and see if he’s really in New York.
If he 1s there today it’s a cinch he wasn’t here last night
—even the mail planes take twenty-six or twenty-eight
hours for the trip.”

“We'll do that,” T agreed. “It looks like this Creda
Dexter wasn’t any too sure that her brother wasn’t in
on the killing. And there’s nothing to show that Bonfils
didn’t have help. I can’t figure Creda being in on the
murder, though. She knew the new will hadn’t been
signed. There’d be no sense in her working herself out
of that three-quarters of a million berries.”

We sent a lengthy telegram to the Continental’s
New York branch, and then dropped in at the Agency
to see 1f any replies had come to the wires I had got off
the night before.

They had.

None of the people whose names appeared on the
typewritten list with Gantvoort’s had been found; not
the least trace had been found of any of them. Two of
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the addresses given were altogether wrong. There were
no houses with those numbers on those streets—and
there never had been.

What was left of the afternoon, O’Gar and I spent
going over the street between Gantvoort’s house on
Russian Hill and the building in which the Dexters
lived. We questioned everyone we could find—man,
woman, and child—who lived, worked, or played along
any of the three routes the dead man could have taken.

We found nobody who had heard the shot that had
been fired by Bonfils on the night before the murder,
We found nobody who had seen anything suspicious
on the night of the murder. Nobody who remembered
having seen him picked up in a coupé.

Then we called at Gantvoort’s house and questioned
Charles Gantvoort again, his wife, and all the servants—
and we learned nothing. So far as they knew, nothing
belonging to the dead man was missing—nothing small
enough to be concealed in the heel of a shoe.

The shoes he had worn the night he was killed were
one of three pairs made in New York for him two
months before. He could have removed the heel of
the left one, hollowed it out sufficiently to hide a small
object in it, and then nailed it on again, though Whip-
ple insisted that he would have noticed the effects of
any tampering with the shoe unless it had been done by
an expert repairman.

This field exhausted, we returned to the Agency.
A telegram had just come from the New York branch,
saying that none of the steamship companies’ records
showed the arrival of an Emil Bonfils from either Eng-



THE RETURN OF THE CONTINENTAL CP 167

land, France, or Germany within the past six months.

The operatives who had been searching the city for
Bonfils had all come in empty-handed. They had found
and investigated eleven persons named Bonfils in San
Francisco, Oakland, Berkeley, and Alameda. Their
investigations had definitely cleared all eleven. None
of these Bonfilses knew an Emil Bonfils. Combing the
hotels had yielded nothing.

O’Gar and I went to dinner together—a quiet,
grouchy sort of meal during which we didn’t speak
six words apiece—and then came back to the Agency
to find that another wire had come in from New York.

Madden Dexter arrived McAlpin Hotel this mormng
with Power of Attorney to sell Gantvoori interest in
B. F. and F. Iron Corporation. Denies knowledge of
Emil Bonfils or of murder. Expects to finish business
and leave for San Francisco tomorrow.

I let the sheet of paper upon which I had decoded
the telegram slide out of my fingers, and we sat list-
lessly facing each other across my desk, looking vacantly
each at the other, listening to the clatter of charwomen’s
buckets in the corridor.

“It’s a funny one,” O'Gar said softly to himself at
last.

I nodded. It was.
 “We got nine clues,” he spoke again presently, ‘ ‘and
none of them have got us a damned thing.

“Number 1: the dead man called up you people and
told you that he had been threatened and shot at by
an Emil Bonfils that he’d had a run-in with in Paris
a long time ago.
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“Number 2: the typewriter he was killed with and
that the letter and list were written on. We're still
trying to trace it, but with no breaks so far. What the
hell kind of a weapon was that, anyway? It looks like
this fellow Bonfils got hot and hit Gantvoort with the
first thing he put his hand on. But what was the type-
writer doing in a stolen car? And why were the num-
bers filed off it?”

I shook my head to signify that I couldn’t guess the
answer, and O'Gar went on enumerating our clues.

“Number 3: the threatening letter, fitting in with
what Gantvoort had said over the phone that after-
noon.

“Number 4: those two bullets with the crosses in
their snoots.

“Number 5:-the jewel case.

“Number 6: that bunch of yellow hair.

“Wumber 7: the fact that the dead man’s shoe and
collar buttons were carried away.

“Number 8: the wallet, with two ten-dollar bills,
three clippings, and the list in it, found in the road.

“Number 9: finding the shoe next day, wrapped up
in a five-day-old Pﬁilduc]pl ia paper, and with the miss-
ing collar buttens, four more, and a rusty key in it.

“That’s the list. If they mean anything at all, they
mean that Emil Bonfils whoever he is—was flim-
flammed out of something by Gantvoort in Paris in’
1902, and that Bonfils came to get it back. He picked
Gantvoort up last night in-a stolen car, bringing his
typewriter with him—for God knows what reason!
Gantvoort put up an argument, so Bonfils bashed in his
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noodle with the typewriter, and then went through his
pockets, apparently not taking anything. He decided
that what he was looking for was in Gantvoort’s left
shoe, so he took the shoe away with him. And then—
but there’s no sense to the collar button trick, or the
phony list, or—"

“Yes there is!” I cut in, sitting up, wide awake now.
“That’s our tenth clue—the one we're going to follow
from now on. That list was, except for Gantvoort’s
name and address, a fake. Our people would have found
at least one of the five people whose names were on it
if it had been on the level. But they didn’t find the
least trace of any of then. And two of the addresses
were of street numbers that didn’t exist!

“That list was faked up, put in the wallet with the
clippings and twenty dollars—to make the play
stronger—and planted in the road near the car to throw
us off-track. And if that’s so, then it’s a hundred to
one that the rest of the things were cooked up too.

“From now on I'm considering all those nine lovely
clues as nine bum steers. And I'm going just exactly
contrary to them. I'm looking for a man whose name
isn’t Emil Bonfils, and whose initials aren’t cither E or
B; who isn’t French, and who wasn’t in Paris in 1g02.
‘A man who hasn’t light hair, doesn’t carry a .45-caliber
pistol, and has no interest in Personal advertisements
in newspapers. A man who didn’t kill Gantyoort to re-
cover anything that could have been hidden in a shoe
or on a cgllar button. That’s the sort of a guy I'm hunt-
ing for now!”

The detective-sergeant screwed up his little green
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eyes reflectively and scratched his head.

“Maybe that ain’t so foolish!” he said. “You might be
right at that. Suppose you are—what then? That Dexter
kitten didn’t do it—it cost her three-quarters of a mil-
lion. Her brother didn’t do it—he’s in New York. And,
besides, you don’t croak a guy just because you think
he’s too old to marry your sister. Charles Gantvoort? He
and his wife are the only ones who make any money
out of the old man dying before the new will was
signed. We have only their word for it that Charles
was home that night. The servants didn’t see him be-
tween eight and eleven. You were there, and you
didn’t see him until eleven. But me and you both be-
licve him when he says he was home all that evening.
And neither of us think he bumped the old man off—
though of course he might. Who then?”

“This Creda Dexter,” I suggcsted ‘was marrying
Gantvoort for his money, wasn’t she? You don’t thmk
she was in love with him, do you?”

“No. I figure, from what [ saw of her, that she was
in love with the million and a half.”

“All right,” I went on. “Now she isn’t exactly homely
—not by a long shot. Do you reckon Gantvoort was the
only man who ever fell for her?”

“I got you! I got you!” O'Gar exclaimed. “You mean
there might have been some young fellow in the run-
ning who didn’t have any million and a half behind
him, and who didn’t take kindly to being nosed out
by a man who did. Maybe—maybe.”

“Well, suppose we bury all this stuff we've been
working on and try out that angle.”
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“Suits me,” he said. “Starting in the morning, then,
we spend our time hunting for Gantvoort’s rival for
the paw of this Dexter kitten.”

Right or wrong, that's what we did. We stowed all
those lovely clues away in a drawer, locked the drawer,
and forgot them. Then we set out to find Creda Dex-
ter’s masculine acquaintances and sift them for the
murderer.

But it wasn’t as simple as it sounded.

All our digging into her past failed to bring to light
one man who could be considered a suitor. She and
her brother had been in San Francisco three years. We
traced them back the length of that period, from apart-
ment to apartment. We questioned everyone we could
find who even knew her by sight. And nobody could
tell us of a single man who had shown an interest in
her besides Gantvoort. Nobody, apparently, had ever
seen her with any man except Gantvoort or her brother.

All of which, while not getting us ahead, at least
convinced us that we were on the right trail. There
must have been, we argued, at least one man in her
life in those three years besides Gantvoort. She wasn’t
—unless we were very much mistaken—the sort of
woman who would discourage masculine attention;
and she was certainly endowed by nature to attract it.
And if there was another man, then the very fact that
he had been kept so thoroughly under cover strength-
ened the probability of him having been mixed up in
Gantvoort’s death.

We were unsuccessful in learning where the Dex-
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ters had lived before they came to San Francisco, but
we weren't so very interested in their earlier life. Of
course it was possible that some oldtime lover had come
upon the scene again recently, but in that case it should
have been easier to find the recent connection than the
old one.

There was no doubt, our explorations showed, that
Gantvoort’s son had been correct in thinking the Dex-
ters were fortune hunters. All their activities pointed to
that, although there seemed to be nothing downright
criminal in their pasts.

I went up against Creda Dexter again, spending an .
entire afternoon in her apartment, banging away with
question after question, all directed toward her former
love affairs. Who had she thrown over for Gantvoort
and his million and a half? And the answer was always

nobody—an answer that I didn’t choose to believe.
 We had Creda Dexter shadowed night and day—and
it carried us ahead not an inch. Perhaps she suspected
that she was being watched. Anyway, she seldom left
her apartment, and then on only the most innocent of
errands. We had her apartment watched whether she
was in it or not. Nobody visited it. We tapped her tele-
phone—and all our listening-in netted us nothing. We
had her mail covered—and she didn’t receive a single
letter, not even an advertisement.

Meanwhile, we had learned where the three clip-
pings found in the wallet had come from—from the
Personal columns of a-New York, a Chicago, and a
Portland newspaper. The one in the Portland paper
had appeared two days before the murder, the Chicago
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one four days before, and the New York one five days
before. All three of those papers would have been on
the San Francisco newsstands the day of the murder—
ready to be purchased and cut out by anyone who was
looking for material to confuse detectives with.

The Agency’s Paris correspondent had found no less
than six Emil Bonfilses—all bloomers so far as our job
was concerned—and had a line on three more.

But O’Gar and I weren’t worrying over Emil Bonfils
any more—that angle was dead and buried. We were
plugging away at our new task—the finding of Gant-
voort’s rival.

Thus the days passed, and thus the matter stood when
Madden Dexter was due to arrive home from New
York.

Our New York branch had kept an eye on him until
he left that city, and had advised us of his departure,
so I knew what train he was coming on. I wanted to
put a few questions to him before his sister saw him.
He could tell me what I wanted to know, and he might
be willing to if I could get to him before his sister had
an opportunity to shut him up.

If I had known him by sight I could have picked
him up when he left his train at Oakland, but I didn’t
know him; and I didn’t want to carry Charles Gant-
voort or anyone else along with me to pick him out
for me. ;

So I went up to Sacramento that morning, and
boarded his train there. I put my card in an envelope
and gave it to a messenger boy in the station. Then
I followed the boy through the train, while he called
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out:

“Mr. Dexter! Mr. Dexter!”

In the last car—the observation-club car—a slender,
dark-haired man in well-made tweeds turned from
watching the station platform through a window and
held out his hand to the boy.

I studied him while he nervously tore open the
envelope and read my card. His chin trembled slightly
just now, emphasizing the weakness of a face that
couldn’t have been strong at its best. Between twenty-
five and thirty, I placed him, with his hair parted in
the middle and slicked down; large, too-expressive
brown eyes; small well-shaped nose; neat brown mus-
tache; very red, soft lips—that type.

[ dropped into the vacant chair beside him when he
looked up from the card.

“You are Mr. Dexter?” ;

“Yes,” he said. “I suppose it’s about Mr. Gantvoort’s
death that you want to see me?”
~ “Uh-huh. [ wanted to ask you a few questions, and
since I happened to be in Sacramento, I thought that
by riding back on the train with you I could ask them
without taking up too much of your time.”

“If there’s anything I can tell you,” he assured me,
“T’ll be only too glad to do it. But I told the New York
detectives all I knew, and they didn’t seem to find it of
much value.”

“Well, the situation has changed some since you left
New York.” I watched his face closely as I spoke. “What
we thought of no-value then may be just what we
want now.” ]
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I paused while he moistened his lips and avoided my
eyes. He may not know anything, 1 thought, but he's
certainly jumpy. 1 let him wait a few minutes while
[ pretended deep thoughtfulness. If I played him right,
I was confident I could turn him inside out. He didn’t
seem to be made of very tough material.

We were sitting with our heads close together, so
that the four or five other passengers in the car
wouldn’t overhear our talk, and that position was in my
favor. One of the things that every detective knows is
that it’s often easy to get information—even a confes-
sion—out of a feeble nature simply by putting your
face close to his and talking in a loud tone. I couldn’t
talk loud here, but the closeness of our faces was by
itself an advmta;:c

“Of the men with whom your sister was acquainted,”
I came out with it at last, “who, outside of Mr. Gant-
voort, was the most attc’ntivc?”

He swallowed audibly, looked out of the window,
flectingly at me, and then out of the window again.

“Really, I couldn’t say.”

“All right. Let’s get at it this way. Suppose we check
off one by one all the men who were interested in her
and in whom she was interested.”

He continued to stare out of the window.

“Who's first?” I pressed him.

His gaze flickered around to meet rnine for a second,
with a sort of timid desperation in his eyes.

“I know it sounds foolish, but I, her brother, couldn’t
give you the name of even one man in whom Creda
was interested before she met Gantvoort. She never, so
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far as I know, had the slightest feeling for any man
before she met him. Of course it is possible that there
‘may have been someone that I didn’t know anything
about, but—"

It did sound foolish, right enough! The Creda Dex-
ter I had talked to—a sleek kitten, as O'Gar had put 1t
—didn’t impress me as being at all likely to go very
long without having at least one man in tow. This
pretty little guy in front of me was lying. There couldn’t
be any other explanation. :

I went at him tooth and nail. But when he reached’
Qakland early that night he was still sticking to his
original statement—that Gantvoort was the only one
of his sister’s suitors that he knew anything about. And
I knew that I had blundered, had underrated Madden
Dexter, had played my hand wrong in trying to shake
him down too quickly—in driving too directly at the
point I was interested in. He was either a lot stronger
than I had figured him, or his interest in concealing
Gantvoort's murderer was much greater than I had
thought it would be.

But [ had this much: if Dexter was lying—and there
couldn’t be much doubt of that—then Gantvooit Aad
had a rival, and Madden Dexter believed or knew that
this rival had killed Gantvoort. )

When we left the train at Oakland I knew I was
licked, that he wasn’t going to tell me what I wanted
to know—not this night, anyway. But [ clung to him,
stuck at his side when we boarded the ferry for San
Francisco, in spite of the obviousness of his desire to
get away from me. There’s always a chance of some-
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thing unexpected happening; so I continued to ply
him with questions as our boat left the slip.

Presently a man came toward where we were sitting
—a big, burly man in a light overcoat, carrying a black
bag.

“Hello, Madden!” he greeted my companion, strid-
ing over to him with outstretched hand. “Just got in
and was trying to remember your phone number,” he
said, setting down his bag, as they shook hands warmly.

Madden Dexter turned to me.

“I want you to meet Mr. Smith,” he told me, and
then gave my name to the big man, adding, “he’s with
the Continental Detective Agency here.”

That tag—clearly a warning for Smith’s benefit—
brought me to my feet, all watchfulness. But the ferry
was crowded—a hundred persons were within sight of
us, all around us. I relaxed, smiled pleasantly, and shook
hands with Smith. Whoever Smith was, and whatever
connection he might have with the murder—and if he
hadn’t any, why should Dexter have been in such a
hurry to tip him off to my identity?—he couldn’t do
anything here. The crowd around us was all to my
advantage.

- That was my second mistake of the day.

Smith’s left hand had gone into his overcoat pocket
—or rather, through one of those vertical slits that
certain styles of overcoats have so that inside pockets
may be reached without unbuttoning the overcoat. His
hand had gone through that slit, and his coat had fallen
away far enough for me to see a snub-nosed automatic
in his hand—shielded from everyone’s sight but mine
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—pointing at my waist-line.

“Shall we go on deck ?” Smith asked—and it was an
order.

I hesitated. 1 didn’t like to leave all these people who
were so blindly standing and sitting around us. But
Smith’s face wasn’t the face of a cautious man. He had
the look of one who might easily disregard the pres-
“ence of a hundred witnesses.

I turned around and walked through the crowd.
His right hand lay familiarly on my shoulder as he
walked behind me; his left hand held his gun, under
the overcoat, against my spine.

The deck was deserted. A heavy fog, wet as rain—
the fog of San Francisco Bay’s winter nights—lay over
boat and water, and had driven everyone else inside.
It hung about us, thick and impenetrable; I couldn’t
see so far as the end of the boat, in spite of the lights
glowing overhead.

I stopped.

Smith prodded me in the back.

“Farther away, where we can talk,” he rumbled in
my ear.

I went on until I reached the rail.

The entire back of my head burned with sudden

fire . . . tiny points of light glittered in the blackness
before me . . . grew larger . . . came rushing toward
BIELN

Semi-consciousness! I found myself mechanically
keeping afloat somehow and trying to get out of my
overcoat. The back of my head throbbed devilishly. My
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eyes burned. I felt heavy and logged, as if I had swal-
lowed gallons of water.

The fog hung low and thick on the water—there was =

nothing else to be scen anywhere. By the time I had
freed myself of the encumbering overcoat my head had
cleared somewhat, but with returning consciousness
came increased pain.

A light glimmered mistily off to my left, and then
vanished. From out of the misty blanket, from every
direction, in a dozen different keys, from near and far,
foghorns sounded. [ stopped swimming and floated on
my back, trying to determine my whereabouts.

After a while I picked out the moaning, evenly
spaced blasts of the Alcatraz siren. But they told me
nothing. They came to me out of the fog without direc-
tion—seemed to beat down upon me from straight
above.

I was somewhere in San Francisco Bay, and that was
all I knew, though I suspected the current was sweep-
ing me out toward the Golden Gate.

A little while passed, and I knew that I had left the
path of the Oakland ferries—no boat had passed close
to me for some time. I was glad to be out of that track.
In this fog a boat was a lot more likely to run me down
than to pick me up.

The water was chilling me, so I turned over and
began swimming, just vigorously enough to keep my
blood circulating while I saved my strength until I had
a definite goalto try for. '

A horn began to repeat its roaring note nearer and
nearer, and presently the lights of the boat upon which
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it was fixed came into sight. One of the Sausalito ferries,
[ thought.

It came quite close to me, and I halloed until I was
breathless and my throat was raw. But the boat’s siren,
crying its warning, drowned my shouts.

The boat went on and the fog closed in behind it.

The current was stronger now, and my attempts to
attract the attention of the Sausalito ferry had left me
weaker. I floated, letting the water sweep me where it
would, resting.

Another light appeared ahead of me suddenly—hung
there for an instant—disappeared.

I began to yell, and worked my arms and legs madly,
trying to drive myself through the water to Whert. it
had been.

I never saw it again.

Weariness scttled upon me, and a sense of futility.
The water was no longer cold. I was warm with a com-
fortable, soothing numbness. My head stopped throb-
bing; there was no feeling at all in it now. No lights,
now, but the sound of foghorns . . . foghorns . . . fog-
horns ahead of me, behind me, to either side; annoying
me, irritating me.

But for the moaning horns I would have ceased all
effort. They had become the only disagreeable detail of
my situation~—the water was pleasant, fatigue was
pleasant. But the horns tormented me. I cursed them
petulantly and decided to swim until I could no longer
hear them, and then, in the quict of the friendly fog,
go to sleep. .

Now and then I would doze, to be goaded into wake-
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fulness by the wailing voice of a siren.

“Those damned horns! Those damned horns!” I
complained aloud, again and again.

One of them, I found presently, was bearing down
upon me from behind, growing louder, and stronger.
[ turned and waited. Lights, dim and steaming, came
into view,

With exaggerated caution to avoid making the least
splash, [ swam off to one side. When this nuisance was
past I could go to sleep. I sniggered softly to myself as
the lights drew abreast, feeling a foolish triumph in
my cleverness in eluding the boat. Those damned
horns. . . .

Life—the hunger for life—all at once surged back
into my being.

I screamed at the passing boat, and with every iota

of my being struggled toward it. Between strokes
I tilted up my head and screamed. . . . .

When I returned to consciousness for the second time
that evening, I was lying on my back on a baggage
truck, which was moving. Men and women were
crowding around, walking beside the truck, staring at
me with curious eyes.

[.sat up. ' !

“Where are wer” 1 asked.

A little red-faced man in uniform answered my
question.

“Just landing in Sausalito. Lay still. We'll take you
over to the hospital.”

I looked around.



182 THE RETURN OF THE CONTINENTAL OP

“How long before this boat goes back to San Fran-
cisco?”’

“Leaves right away.

I slid off the truck and started back aboard the boat.

“I'm going with it,” I said.

Half an hour later, shivering and shaking in my wet
clothes, keeping my mouth clamped tight so that my
teeth wouldn’t sound like a dice-game, I climbed into
a taxi at the Ferry Building and went to my flat.

There I swallowed half a pint of whisky, rubbed
myself with a coarse towel until my skin was sore, and,
except for an enormous weariness and a worse head-
ache, I felt almost human again.

I reached O’'Gar by phone, asked him to come up to
my flat right away, and then called up Chatles Gant-
voort.

“Have you scen Madden Dexter yet?” I asked him.

“No, but I talked to him over the phone. He called
me up as soon as he got in. I asked him to meet me in
Mr. Abernathy’s office in the morning, so we could go
over that business he transacted for Father.”

“Can you call him up now and tell him that you have
been called out of town—will have to leave early in the
morning—and that you'd like to run over to his apart-
ment and sce him tonight?”

“Why yes, if you wish.”

“Good! Do that. I'll call for you in a little while and
go over to sec him with you.”

“What is—”

“T'll tell you about it when I see you,” I cut him off.

O'Gar arrived as I was finishing dressing.

%
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“So he told you something?” he asked, knowing of
my plan to meet Dexter on the train and question him.

“Yes,” I said with sour sarcasm, “but I came near for-
getting what it was. I grilled him all the way from
Sacramento to Oakland, and couldn’t get a whisper out
of him. On the ferry coming over he introduces me to
a man he calls Mr, Smith, and he tells Mr. Smith that
I'm a gumshoe. This, mind you, all happens in the
muddle of a crowded ferry! Mr. Smith puts a gun in my
belly, marches me out on deck, raps me across the back
of the head, and dumps me into the bay.”

“You have a lot of fun, don’t your” O’Gar grinned,
and then wrinkled his forchead. “Looks like Smith
would be the man we want then—the buddy who
turned the Gantvoort trick. But what the hell did he
want to give himself away by chucking you overboard
for?”

“Too hard for me,” [ confessed, while trying to find
which of my hats and caps would sit least heavily upon
my bruised head. “Dexter knew I was hunting for one’
of his sister’s former lovers, of course. And he must
have thought I knew a whole lot more than I do, or he
wouldn’t have made that raw play—tipping my mitt
to Smith right in front of me.

“It may be that after Dexter lost his head and made
that break on the ferry, Smith figured that I'd be on
to him soon, if not right away; and so he'd take a des-
perate chance on putting me out of the way. But we'll
know all about 1t in a little while,” I said, as we went
down to the waiting taxi and set out for Gantvoort’s.

“You ain’t counting on Smith being in sight, are
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your” the detective-sergeant asked.

“No. He'll be holed up somewhere until he sees how
things are going. But Madden Dexter will have to be
out in the open to protect himself. He has an alibs, so
he’s in the clear so far as the actual killing is concerned.
And with me supposed to be dead, the more he stays in
the open, the safer he is. But it’s a cinch that he knows
what this is all about, though he wasn’t necessarily in-
volved in it. As near as | could see, he didn’t go out on
deck with Smith and me tonight. Anyway, he’ll be
home. And this time he’s going to talk—he’s going to
tell his little story!”

Charles Gantvoort was standing on his front steps
when we reached his house. He climbed into our taxi
and we headed for the Dexters’ apartment. We didn’t
have time to answer any of the questions that Gant-
voort was firing at us with every turning of the wheels,

“He’s home and expecting you?” I asked him.

Yes:

Then we left the taxi and went into the apartment
building.

“Mr. Gantvoort to sce Mr. Dexter,” he told the Philip-
pine boy at the switchboard.

The boy spoke into the phone.

“Go right up,” he told us.

At the Dexters’ door I stepped past Gantvoort and
pressed the button.

Creda Dexter opened the door. Her amber eyes
widened and her smile faded as I stepped past her into
the apartment.

I walked swiftly down the little hallway and turned
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into the first room through whose open door a light
showed.

And came face to face with Smith!

We were both surprised, but his astonishment was a
lot more profound than mine. Neither of us had ex-
pected to see the other, but J had known he was still
alive, while he had every reason for thinking me at the
bottom of the bay.

I took advantage of his greater bewilderment to the
extent of two steps toward him before he went into
action.

One of his hands swept down.

[ threw my right fist at his face—threw it with every
ounce of my 180 pounds behind it, re-enfofced by the
memory of every second I had spent in the water, and
every throb of my battered head.

His hand, already darting down for his pistol, came
back up too late to fend off my punch.

Something clicked in my hand as it smashed into his
face, and my hand went numb.

But he went down—and lay where he fell.

I jumped across his body to a door on the opposite
side of the room, pulling my gun loose with my left
hand.

“Dexter’s somewhere around!” T called over my
shoulder to O’Gar, who, with Gantvoort and Creda,
was coming through the door by which I had entcrcd

“Keep your cyes openf

I dashed through the four other rooms of the apart-
ment, pulling closet doors open, looking everywhere—
and I found nobody.
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Then I returned to where Creda Dexter was trying
to revive Smith, with the assistance of O'Gar and Gant-
voort.

The detective-sergeant looked over his shoulder
at me.

“Who do you think this joker is?” he asked.

“My friend Mr. Smith.”

“Gantvoort says he’s Madden Dexter.”

I looked at Charles Gantvoort, who nodded his head.

“This is Madden Dexter,” he said.

We worked upon Dexter for nearly ten minutes
before he opened his eyes.

As soon as he sat up we began to shoot questions
and accusations at him, hoping to get a confession out
of him before he recovered from his shakmess—but he
wasn’t that shaky.

All we could get out of him was:

“Take me in if you want to. If I've got anything to
say I'll say it to my lawyer, and to nobody else.”

Creda Dexter, who had stepped back after her brother
came to, and was standing a little way off, watching us,
suddenly came forward and caught me by the arm.

“What have you got on him?” she demanded, im-
peratively.

“I wouldn’t want to say,” [ countered, “but I don’t
mind telling you this much. We're going to give him a
chance in a fice modern courtroom to prove that he
didn’t kill Leopold Gantvoort.”

“He was in New York!” .

“He was not! He had a friend who went to New
York as Madden Dexter and looked after Gantvoort’s
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business under that name. But if this is the real Madden
Dexter then the closest he got to New York was when
he met his friend on the ferry to get from him the
papers connected with the B. F. & F. Iron Corporation
transaction and learned that I had stumbled upon the
truth about his alibi—even if I didn’t know it myself
at the time.”

She jerked around to face her brother. £

“Is that on the level?” she asked him.

He sneered at her, and went on feeling with the
fingers of one hand the spot on his jaw where my fist
had landed.

“I'll say all I've got to say to my lawyer,” he repeated.

“You will?” she shot back at him. “Well, I'll say -
what ['ve got to say right now!”

She flung around to face me again.

“Madden is not my brother at all! My name is Ives.
Madden and I met in St. Louis about four years ago,
drifted around together for a year or so, and then came
to Frisco. He was a con man—still is. He made Mr.
Gantvoort’s acquaintance six or seven months ago, and

was getting him all ribbed up to unload a fake inven-
tion on him. He brought him here a couple of times,
and introduced me to him as his sister. We usually
posed as brother and sister.

“Then, after Mr. Gantvoort had been here a couple
times, Madden decided to change his game. He thought
Mr. Gantvoort liked me, and that we could get more
money out of him by working a fancy sort of badger-
game on him. I was to lead the old man on until [ had
him wrapped around my finger—unui we had him
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tied up so tight he couldn’t get away—had somethmg
on hlm—somt.thmq good and strong. Then we were
going to shake him o o plenty of money.

“Everything went along fine for a while. He fell for
me—fell hard. And finally he asked me to marry him.
We had never figured on that. Blackmail was our game.
But when he asked me to marry him I tried to call
Madden off. I admit the old man’s money had some-
thing to do with it—it influenced me—but I had come
to like him a little for himself. He was mighty fine in
lots of ways—nicer than anybody I had ever known.

“So I told Madden all about it, and suggested that
we drop the other plan, and that I marry Gantvoort.
I promused to see that Madden was kept supplied with
money—-I knew I could get whatever I wanted from
Mzr. Gantvoort. And I was on the level with Madden.
I liked Mr. Gantvoort, but Madden had found him and
brought him around to me; and so I wasn’t going to
run out on Madden. I was willing to do all I could
for him.

“But Madden wouldn’t hear of it. He'd have got
more moncy in the long run by doing as I suggested—
but he wanted his little handful right away. And to
make him more unreasonable he got one of his jealous
streaks. He beat me one night!

)

“That scttled it. I made up my mind to ditch him.

I told Mr. Gantvoort that my brother was bitterly op-
posed to our me Irrvmg 2ad he could sec that Madden
was carrying a grouch. Se he arranged to send Madden
East on that steel business, to get him out of the way
until we were off on our wedding trip. And we thought
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Madden was completely deceived—but I should have
. known that he would see through our scheme. We
planned to be gone about a year, and by that time
I thought Madden would have forgotten me—or I'd be
fixed to handle him if he tried to make any trouble.

“As soon as I heard that Mr. Gantvoort had been
killed I had a hunch that Madden had done it. But
then it seemed like a certainty that he was in New York
the next day, and I thought I had done him an injustice.
And I was glad he was out of it. But now—"

She whirled around to her erstwhile confederate.

“Now I hope you swing, you big sap!”

She spun around to me again. No sleek kitten, this,
but a furious, spitting cat, with claws and teeth bared.

“What kind of looking fellow was the one who went
to New York for him?”

I described the man I had talked to on the train.

“Evan Felter,” she said, after a moment of thought.
“He used to work with Madden. You'll probably find
him hiding in Los Angeles. Put the screws on him and
he’ll spill all he knows—he’s a weak sister! The chances
are he didn’t know what Madden’s game was until it
was all over.”

“How do you like that?” she spat at Madden Dexter.
“How do you like that for a starter? You messed up my
little party, did you? Well, I'm going to spend every
minute of my time from now until they pop you off
helping them pop you!”

And she did, too. With her assistance it was no trick
at all to gather up the rest of the evidence we needed
to hang him. And I don’t believe her enjoyment of her
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three-quarters of a million dollars is spoiled a bit by any
qualms over what she did to Madden. She’s a very
respectable woman 7oz, and glad to be free of the con
man.
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