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Bride’s Confession

A SHORT ,@» SHORT STORY

Explaining What
Happened to an
Angelic
Disposition

by Phillips Browne

T'’he Swansons’ honeymoon
was hardly over before there
were regular morning bicker-
ings. Bob could not under-
stand at first how his wite
could have anything but an
angelic disposition. Then one
day she realized that these
outbursts of hers were really
the lumba-hutfs—and she
knew how to get rid of them,
for they were a symptom of
kidney trouble. And Dodd’s
Kidney Pills were universally
known as the most effective
for all kidney disorders.
Then she told him with all
confidence that her lumba-
huffs need no longer worry
either of them.

“Please don't be
cross awith me, Bob.
[ know Ive been
acting horribly
mean but I couldn’t &
help it. I guess 1t !
was the lumba-
huffs.”

for backache, headache, rheumatism and
all Kidney trouble—take

DODD’S KIDNEY PILLS

They Purify
The Blood

AT ALL DRUGGISTS
EVERYWHERE

| Dobbps MEDICINE Co., Toronto Ont.
All the latest | D
jokes, rhymes and I ept. ]

jingles - abso- 3 . o of
lutely FREE! | Please mail me postpaid free copy

Print your name I Jﬁke Book.

and address on N
coupon. I AME ..o ooooooiwonnmns .
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YOUR SPARE TIME ' '
IS WORTH MONEY Help Us Put

EARN MONEY AT HOME, while training for a

&
Big Pay Position. Millions of dollars paid Auto MaCIean
Mechanies, Ignition, Electrical, Radio Service men, '

and Blue Print Plan Readers, annually. Many $50 Canada’s National Magazine 'I
weekly opportunities opening, bring a lifetime ?f "

independence. Thousands of others going to work. E H

T. E. C. MEN GET BETTER PAY, and advance ln very Ome

faster, due to superior training. Our plan {fits you

for all lines of Manufacturing, Repairing, Servic- Full Particulars Wiu bP Sent YOM
ing, or Selling. _ 7 }

NEED NOT COST YOU A CENT. We will advise ;f You

vou HOW to earn from start at spare time Jjobs. . )

Some students making Big Money Weekly. We e W ail This Coupon T()day e w—

teach you quickly. No special education required.
Keep your present job while preparing for a raise

in pay. or a better job. Our Guarantee protects ' Date...........
you. If earning less than $25 to $50 weekly, send )

for FREE Information at once. No obligation. Campaign Secretary,

Special Offer. Decide today to get out of the un- MACLEAN’S MAGAZINE

trained — bossed around class. GET THE FACTS! | G ’
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TIME: Today
PLACE: In your own serious thoughts

CHARACTERS: You, your best judg-
ment as presiding magistrate, and a
jury of all your employcrs, past and
present in solemn <ession.

(You are not making enough money to care ade-

quately for the needs of your family. You haven’t
had a promotion in a long time. You have seen man
after man go past you in your present 170b. You want
to know awhat is the matter—and what you can do
about it. In your own mind, you have placed your-

self in the position of your employers and sought
the facts. Here is the verdict!)

“We, the jury, are unanimous in the opinion
you are a good fellow. You are a hard worker.
But you never had enough training to be
entrusted with greater responsibilities. We
find you guilty of wasting your spare time!
That’s when a man like you must acquire the
training he needs to get ahead. We sentence
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you to an hour of study each night.” "Thou-
sands of men who face the same problem that
confronts you have solved it by devoting one
hour a day to study of an International Corres-
pondence Schools Course. It has given them the
training they needed to get ahead, to earn
more money—and employers everywhere com-
mend L. C. S. study to ambitious men. Ask your
own employer—then mark and mail the Cou-
pon. Do it today—don’t let this trial go any
farther!

TR R A

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS CANADIAN, LIMITED

Department 183

Montreal, Canada

Without cost or obligation, please send me full information about the subject before which I have marked X’ in

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES

the list below.

:] Electrical Engineer O Contractor and Builder O Iron and Steel Worlker O Aviation Engines
Eileetric Llrirhtin (] Electric Elevators ] Sheet-Metal Worker Chemistry
F |:1 Mechanical Eng [0 Concrete Builder O Textile Manufacture - [ Structural Engineer
(0 Draftsman 0O Gas Engine Operation O Chemistry (] Petroleum Refining
[0 Machine Shop Practice [ Civil Engineer Navigation 0O Highway Iingincer
O Telcplmne Work 00 Coal M inin Blue-Print Reading (O Agriculture and Poultry
§ O Telegraph Engineer {0 Welding, Gaﬂ and Electric [0 Plumbing and Heating [J Marine IEngineer
[0 Automobile Work [0 Surveying and Mapping O Steam Engineering O Refrigeration
[0 Architecture { Motorbus Transportation 0 Radlo Wood Millwurklng
| BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES
- [0 Bookkeeping 0 Illustrating Grade School Subjects ] Salesmanship
%UEE“EL? :;:1:1 i@ [0 Business Management 0 French 0 Advertising
C] E?lglish [l Retail Management O Cartooning (0 Show Cards and Slgns
0 Secretarial Work [0 Office Management [J Business Correspondence (0 High School Subjects
O Spanish [ Stenography and Typing O Traffic Management Lumber Dealer
INGML..........vveeeeivrrreeiineereeeeieeeeacieeeeieee e e Age.......oovvennn.. Street AdAress...............ccoouveeecvveeeciieeeeecennanne.
T T — D —— Cleeslballin . .onnimmismiesermenssmmsests;

If name of Course you want is not in the above list, please explain your needs.in a letter.
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v ADVERTISING SECTION

* DO YOU SMOKE!

A PIPE There is a
CIGARS TUCKETT Brand

to please and

CIGARETTES { .tisfy you

BUCKINGHAM (new cror) FINE CUT

This popular tobacco comes ”
in cellophane-sealed pack- To Roll Your Own

ages—and in Vita-packed Tins to keep its golden shreds fresh
and uncrushed. Imported cigarette papers in each package.

Packages, 10c, 15¢ and 20c.
1/, |b. "Vita-packed" Tins, 80c.

WAKEFIELD BUCKINGHAM

ENGLISH MIXTURE PIPE TOBACCO |

For the man who Experienced smokers

: Ioves his Pipe- find this Qld'StYIE. !
‘ coarse-cut tobacco ex- |MH|
A flake cut, delight- |

ir liking — |3}
fully mild and fragrant a?ﬁ} ;co i’ 1 ;ngl N
tobacco with a distinc- s, Tragrant ang Saw ¥

tive tlavor and aroma. burning. _
Packages, 15¢c and 25c. Packages, 15¢ and 20c. _1\ | P MORRIS & CO. LIMITED
l/5 Ib. Home Tin, $1.00. 1/, Ib. Tin, 80c. W

TUCKETTS MONTREAL
Fxcell?nt in quali_ty—low “THE 5 c
in price—a mild and HAPPY CIGAR”

satistying cigar.

TUCKETTS

CIGARS CIGARETTES TOBACCOS

SOLD BY DEALERS EVERYWHERE
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The DEVIL’S PASSPORT

Beginning a novel of Don Everbard,
Prince of Gentlemen Adventurers

By GORDON YOUNG

CHAPTER 1

IN THE DARK

DON EVERHARD - has always

been a hard one for either crooks

or honest men to figure. Almost

from boyhood he lived on the ragged
edge of the underworld and frankly made
a business of trimming crooked gamblers
and confidence men. A dangerous busi-
ness; but he shoots quite as well as he
plays cards. In some States it may be
against the law to carry a gun. It isn’t
in any of them to shoot in self-defense,
and Everhard has never been in prison.
He comes of a well known California
family, and his grandfather took him to
Paris as a child and left him in a French
home to learn the language and good
manners. It amuses Everhard to say
that he learned the language perfectly—
other things not so well. He is easily
amused; but when in earnest a flash

comes Into his peculiar blue-gray eyes,
and his voice may still be soft, but I have
heard men say it made the gooseflesh
stand out on them to hear it. You get
the feeling that some invisible presence,
like Death himself, has walked into the
room and is about to take a part.

Old McDonald Richmond, the grand-
father, was a famous character. He
often carried young Don about with him
into saloons and gambling halls. It was
what Everhard saw and heard as a boy
that made him want to turn the tables
on crooked gamblers.

He was not quite seventeen when his
grandfather was killed in a San Francisco

gambling house by a notorious gunman,
who taunted the wine fuddled old Forty-
niner into drawing first. Less than a
week later a boy with a hard glint in his
eyes walked into the same gambling

house, taunted the gunman into drawing
first, then killed him.



After that young Donald Richmond
took the name Everhard as a sort of
self-reminder and challenge: and since
then his reputation, whether or not he
deserves 1t, has caused disputes in news-
papers, In police circles, even in courts.

J. K. James of Washington, interna-
tionally known as the chief of a bureau
that 1s closely hooked up with the Secret
Service, married one of Everhard’s cous-
ms; but the close friendship between the
two men was for a long time kept pretty
much of a seeret because Don Everhard’s
reputation has not always been of the

best. Don has figured in headlines.

I have never known Everhard to say
but one untrue thing about himself. He
insists that he really doesn’t like getting
into trouble. Nobody believes that. In
Paris, when he was giving me the notes

for this story of La Téte de Mort—The
Death’s Head—he asked me to explain

carefully that he tried to keep out of
messes. But even as he sat at a little
iron table on the sidewalk, sipping Vichy
and watching the crowd, I could see the
faint bulge of a .45 automatic under the

shoulder of his neat, dark, double-breast-
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ed coat, and in his eyes there was still
the half amused light of the audacity

that had just startled sensation-loving
Paris.

THERE used to be in Wash-
ington a Colonel Milton P.
Gregg. Called colonel because
verious® nearly all his life he had
washed the dirty dishes of some’ politi-
cal crowd and by way of reward had
once been appointed to a weak eyed
governor's staff. For years Gregg had
been a party snooper, the sort of idle
clubman and social figure who calls im-
portant people by their first names and
bobs about as a fill-in at dinners, playing
Washington’s game of tittle-tattle, and
WOrse.

One morning he sent for J. K. James,
hastily made a rather incoherent confes-
sion, then poked a gun at his own breast.
James’ quick blow deflected the gun, but
the bullet struck close to Gregg’s heart.

He was hurried into a private hospital,
and at a word from James the doctors
kept the thing quiet.

Everhard, under some other name as
usual, happened to be in Washington
and the burly James pounced on him.

“See here, Don. You’re built and look
the devil of a lot like the colonel, so—"

“And you've got men paid to wear
false whiskers. Leave me out.”

“The colonel was smooth shaven.
That ties you up. He'd rather die than
meet a stranger who’s coming to see
him tonight. I've got to know just how
that fellow would have talked to the
colonel. It can be easily framed. He
lived alone with a chink. T’ll get rid
of that Chinaman and put my own there.
Your part won’t take more than an
hour. Maybe I'll learn something. If
Gregg had waited till he answered my
questions, I don’t think I'd have tried
to stop him. His racket was blackmail.”

“And you say I look like him? Why
didn’t you kick him out of town long
ago?”

“How can detectives learn anything
till somebody confesses—or we read it in

the papers, eh?” James laughed.
“Quite true. But isn’t it against the
law for crooks to be smarter than cops?”
“You would think of that, wouldn’t
you?” James laughed and fished a
crumpled cigaret from his pocket,
reached about haphazardly in his pock-
ets for a match. “As for Gregg—you’ve

lived a lot in Paris. Ever hear of La
Téte de Mort?” '

“Some.”

“Go on.” James talked with the cig-
aret between his lips. It bobbed as if
dodging the lighted match. “Tell me
things. I'm eager to learn.”

“This was in the Paris papers, some
three or four years ago. Be news to you
though, of course.”

“Yeah,” said James, scratching the
corner of his mouth and nodding.

“A dirty little rat used a knife on a
street girl. The splatter of it didn’t
reach the front page until a lawyer with
gray hair and lots of medals made a
speech to the police and showed them
a note, together with some thousands
of francs. Note was signed by a seal of
skull and crossbones. Didn’t ask him—
just told him!—to defend M. I’Apache.
He said he wouldn’t. And he didn’t—
being found the next morning in the
Seine with his throat cut.”

“Precisely!” James slapped the table
with open palm. “And who the hell
knows how many big lawyers, not only
in Paris, but in London, Berlin, New
York, have got the same kind of kick-in
letters? With clippings enclosed of the
story you've just told—and quietly done
as they were told!”

“Hm. Plenty of tricky shysters would
rejoice to do the job. Why big lawyers?”

“I can ask a harder one than that.
Why does this skull bird so often pick
on highly respected lawyers to defend
the dirtiest crooks?”

“Then it is a regular game.”

“I'll say! Has a hell of a sense of
humor, Mr. Death’s Head. Plays jokes

on people. Gregg’s the latest. It’s big.

And nobody really knows a damn thing
about 1t.” |
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“Gregg must have.”

“I just love to be told things by bright
little boys!” James grinned, rough and
good natured. “Listen. La Téte de
Mort reached out of the dark some few
years back and hooked the colonel.
Since then he’s been peddling scandal
and secrets to an address in Paris. I've
already cabled, but I know the answer
that’s coming. Some old washerwoman
or vegetable pedler made a few francs
by holding the mail until it was called
for—by whom? A taxi driver, maybe.
Or shop girl. Who then passed it on to

&

whom? Take a city directory and poke

your finger at the first name you see.
Good guess as any. Plant some letters
and watch where they go. At best you’ll
catch somebody that doesn’t know what
it’s all about. My friends in Paris have
been through this sort of thing before.”

“Then I'd make some new friends.
Not all Frenchmen are clever—but all
their women are.”
-~ “Yeah, we learned that together one
night, didn’t we?” James gazed remi-
niscently at his broad toe, then chuckled.
“But about Gregg. He was blackmailed
into peddling blackmail. But was well
paid. So he didn’t fool me when he
groaned about what he’d suffered. He
didn’t begin to suffer until a few days
ago. What was done with the stuff he
sent, he doesn’t know—or says so. I
believe him. My guess is that it was
shot back to agents in this country who
put on the screws. The Death’s Head
uses nearly every kind of crook, big and
little. Or anybody else who can be
tempted by easy money or scared by
threats. So let’s get a one-armed man
to count on his fingers the people in any
city who can’t be bought or scared—
somehow.” -
| “And he’d have three or four finger
too many,” Everhard said musingly.
- “Right. But this La Téte thing likes
getting a fat fish into his net. I can’t
prove it—yet; but I've got more than a
hunch that he’s socked his harpoon even
into whales.

“And, Don, there’s no way of telling

5

how often he’s behind some big tragedy,
murder or suicide. KExcept that Gregg
squealed, we’d never have guessed why
he shot himself. You’ll be interested to
know what Gregg was up against.
This: ‘Buy back your own reports, or
they will be turned over to J. K.
James’! How’s that one? The price
would have stripped Gregg naked as a
fishworm. No wonder he shot himself.
Anybody would at finding he’d been
such a sucker.”

“And you want to catch this stranger
trying to blackmail somebody who looks
like Gregg.”

“It’s worth a try—though it’s ninety-
nine to a hundred that the fellow who’s
coming doesn’t know who sent him. He’s
just been told to come. Hasn’t any
idea who sent him. Knows he’ll be paid
and protected—or killed if he stumbles.
The answer of all the agents who have
been caught here, or in Paris, is, ‘Some-
body tells us what to do. They pay
well, but kill if you quit. I don’t know
who they are and I’'m too smart to try
to find out” So you see, Don, there
really i1s something new under the sun.”

“Just what?”

“I've just told you. When crooks
won't squeal, the police go gaga. They’ve
nothing to tie to. And the only rea-
son crooks don’t squeal when properly
coaxed 1s because they can’t. They
don’t know where to point the finger.
La Téte de Mort and his big shots hide
in shadows. The thing started as black-
mail. It’s outgrown that.”

“No crook can be successful unless the
police help him,” said Everhard. *“I
know. I always get a lot of help when
they think I’m crooked.”

“Yes,” James responded wearily, “I've
heard that one before. It’s the French
theory too. They’re so afraid this thing
has spies and agents at the Prefecture
—and 1t undoubtedly has—that the
Préfet sometime ago turned the job
over to an old friend of mine to do as he
pleased and confide in nobody. I'm
about the only one who knows. And
I'm not telling anybody at any time.
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They’d kill him in a minute. That’s
their game: ‘Play with me, at least lay
off me, or be killed’!”

“Nothing original about that.”

“Oh, yes, there 1s,” said James,
searching about for another crumpled
cigaret and fishing absently for a match.
“God knows why, but most crooks re-
spect a dick they can’t buy or scare.
But this Death’s Head, son, feels so
damn sure his crimes can’t be back-
tracked that he shies at nothing. And
he likes blood. Likes it, damn him!

“Also, there’s no doubt of 1it, he’s
hooked big gamblers—the stock Kkind,
bankers, politicians, society women, all
sorts of people who've got secrets to
hide. Others who are willing to sell out
their friends in this game of easy
money. But try and touch some of
these big babies and see what falls on
you! They can pull wires that’ll make
the Statue of Liberty sock you with her
lamp. It’s not what you know that
counts when you monkey with big peo-
ple. It’s do their friends want to turn
’em in, step aside, give '’em the works.”

“You read the tabloids, too, don’t
you?”’ Everhard said.

And you’d get the rabies if I did
what I feel hike.”

“‘Be a detective. Earn big money’.”

“By the Lord, there’s one detective
that’ll naill La Téte de Mort! That
Frenchman I just mentioned. He comes
of a family that’s hatched great detec-
tives. In their blood. He’s worked all
over the world. I was with him during
the war—that’s why I've got a job now.
He saved my official neck time after
time, and tossed credit to me like I toss
pennies to a pencil pedler. Know his
family intimately. They'd go through
with anything.”

“Yes, Jim James, I've noticed how
you quit just as soon as a job gets
tough. Quit eating, sleeping, or speak-
ing to friends.”

“Don, you know we give false whisk-
ers and such stuff the big laugh in this
country, but you ought to see what that
guy can do—what he can do with his

face and false teeth. One day I was us-
ing my bad German on a string of pris-
oners. In a camp, you know. I found
one who opened up and told me things.
It was the old boy himself. He’d gone
in there and played himself as one of
‘em. And was spilling it to me. He
doesn’t want credit—he wants results.

“And since this Death’s Head thing
has become a problem over here, he’s
told me what they’re up against in
Paris. You know I have to go across
three or four or more times a year.
He’s trying to put agents into the
Death’s Head gangs, and it’s tough go-
ing. Lots of the agents quit cold on
him—so many of ’em get murdered.
He’ll stop at nothing.”

“Why doesn’t he try to get in him-
self?” Everhard inquired.

“He did build his own son up as a
clever, degenerate criminal. And I could
tell you more than that, but I’'m under
oath not to. Lord, you’ve no idea. Well,
the Death’s Head gave the son a work-
out that no halfway honest man could
stand. But the boy went through with
it. Got in. Got moved up a notch.
That is, he was put in charge of some
other crooks who didn’t know who was
over 'em. Then something happened.
Nobody knows just what. The boy
probably didn’t realize that he was be-
ing watched as closely as ever. Any-
how, they tortured and killed him. But
he never mentioned his father’s name.
Made out of iron, that family. Man,
what I could tell you! But I've told you
enough to show why I'd give this right
hand to blow La Téte de Mort to hell.
That boy was like a brother.”

THAT night James streaked
~ Everhard’s hair with white,
made a few light marks on his
face with charcoal and put
him into a long tailed coat. He turned
the lights on and off in Gregg’s library
until he got the effect that suited: Not
bright enough to show Everhard’s slight
makeup; not dim enough to make it look
as if he were afraid of light.
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“I don’t have to tell you,” said James,
“to be careful to shoot first. This fel-
low’s coming for a talk. Most likely
won’t do anything, no matter what you
tell him. But Gregg shot himself be-
cause he knew somebody would. So
watch out. We're playing with dyna-
mite.”

James went into the next room, leav-
ing a crack at the door.

Everhard stood up behind a broad li-
brary table as the Chinaman brought
the stranger in.

He was dapper, middle aged, suave,
with a bald place on the front of his
head and had a polka dotted handker-
chief sticking up in his breast pocket.

“Good evening, Colonel. I’'m Wilson.”

He was rather mild and nice about it.

“Yes, Wilson. Sit.down.”

Wilson glanced about the room and
took a chair. He was a little nervous,
but seemed to feel that he really had no
reason to be so. He offered Everhard
a cigaret, and seemed surprised at the
refusal, but struck a match with elabo-
rate slowness, drew deeply and sighed.

“Why have they turned on me like
this, Wilson? I played the game—but
now I’m to be skinned alive.”

Everhard pushed across the table a
note sealed with skull and crossbones
that had come to Gregg. No crude
botch, that seal. A work of art.

“Don’t ask me no questions, Colonel.”
Wilson spoke quickly. “I don’t know.
I got my orders. You know what I come
for— But I don’t.”

“Then how can you know I'll be giv-
ing yjou the right amount?”

“Listen, Colonel. You're just to seal
up whatever you give me. But you don’t
have to give me nothin’! Suit yourself.
I’m not coaxin’. I won’t do nothin’ but
say goodby. That’s all.”

Everhard opened a drawer and took
out what looked to be a package of pa-
per money. Wilson showed no eagerness
at all, scarcely any interest.

“But, Wilson, you can make a pretty

good guess at what’s herer”
“I ain’t guessin’. I'm a messenger

boy, that’s all. I just come to see you
an’ take what you give me.”

“I suppose you won’t tell me what
you mean to do with me.”

“You suppose correct, Colonel.”

“Your day may come when they’ll
doublecross you, too, Wilson.”

“I ain’t takin’ no chances, Colonel. 1
do what I’'m told.”

“Very well, then. Give me a receipt
for fifty thousand dollars and T’ll give
you this package.”

Up went the soft hand, palm outward.

“Not me! I don’t know how much is
there.”

“Want to count 1t?”

“Not me! I wouldn’t open that pack-
age for a hundred grand—not wunless
there was some way of gettin’ to the
moon.”’

“But I may be giving you scraps of
paper, Wilson.”

“I don’t care what you’re givin’ me.
That’s your lookout. Mine is to get
what you give me. I'm a messenger
boy.”

“Very well, but write some sort of re-
ceipt.”

Wilson took a stubby fountain pen
from his pocket and wrote:

Received from Col. Gregg a package, sealed.
~—J. WILSON

“Date 1t,” said Everhard.

He did, then pushed the receipt to-
ward the package, making an exchange.
He took the package, standing up.

“’By, Colonel.” He had a trace of
swagger; not aggressive—just pleased
with himself—and he gazed lingeringly
at the bogus colonel’s face in turning
toward the doorway.

a8, JAMES, burly and hard of
e face, stood in the doorway.
&  “All right, Wilson! Now
_ talk to me. I'm J. K. James.”
Wilson gulped as if trying to swallow
a walnut and twisted about in a panicky
impulse to run.
“Bolt if you want, Wilson. Men are
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outside with hands out—to welcome
you.”

“I don’t know nothin’. Not a thing!
That’s straight. But you, Colonel—I
wouldn’t be in your shoes for a million
dollars!”

“Yours pinch as tight, Wilson.” James
had a merciless way of telling things to
crooks. “Just suppose—suppose, you un-
derstand!—newspapers tomorrow morn-
ing say the police picked you up at
the railroad station with a ticket for
Chicago and fifty thousand dollars
stuffed loosely in your pockets? And you
couldn't explain where you got all that
money?”
~ “You wouldn’t frame me like that!”

“No? Guess again.”

“But to frame me when I ain’t done
nothin’! I just come—"

“All right, then. Suppose you tell me
when, where and to whom you are going
to give that packager”

“I lose both ways.”

“Not quite. You haven’t threatened
anybody. You’re just the messenger
boy. All I want is a chance at the man
who is going to take this package. Then
we’ll put him through the hoops and
make him lead us on to the next line.
Give us that chance and you can clear
out. Go to California, Mexico—China.”

Wilson shook his head.

“Do me no good. They’d get me!”

“They won’t get you in jail, eh?”

“Since when does the Secret Service
frame guys?”

“Ask somebody that knows. I'm not
—technically—of the Secret Service. I
can cut the corners where those boys
have to go clear around. Think fast,
Wilson. What were you going to do
with that package?”

Wilson threw the package at the table
and sat down sullenly.

“An’ if I tell you?” he asked, dry
mouthed.

“You can catch the next train west—
after we find you’ve told the truth.”

“I ain’t got a chance either way.”

“Lots of people die of old age in Cali-
fornia, Wilson.”

“But there ain’t much I can tell—
honest. I was to go to my hotel an’ at
11:30 drop it, or a letter with a weight
tied to it, out o’ my window. That’s all
I know, s’help me!”

“What hotel, what room, which win-
dow?”

“Saymore, 236. Window nearest the
door. It’s a back room.”

James called in the men he had sta-
tioned about Gregg’s house. He gave a
man named Marks—who had much the
same build as Wilson—the package and
sent him to the Saymore.

The room overlooked an alley. The
alley was dark. When James and his
men got there shortly before eleven they
couldn’t see even bulky objects more
than ten or fifteen feet off. They did not
care to use flashlights to look about and
get the lay of the land lest some watcher
notice unusual movements. Two men
quietly took up the watch on one side of
the Saymore. Everhard and James
waited on the other side. No one could
enter or leave the alley without passing

“close to the watchers.

On the minute at 11:30 a package
dropped from a window of the unlighted
room No. 236. They waited for some
slinking shape to come hurrying along.
Five minutes, ten minutes, fifteen—a
half hour.

“Something’s wrong,” said James. “No
smart guy’ll let fifty thousand dollars lie
in this alley. They’ve wised up, some-
how.”

“Maybe Wilson handed you the wrong
tip,” Everhard suggested. “After you
announced yourself, he knew there was
no real money in that package.”

“You make enough bad guesses to be
a real detective,” saild James irritably.
“That bird didn’t hand me a bum steer.
My business is to know when a guy’s
spilling beans— All right, boys,” he
called. “Turn on the light. Get the
package, get Marks, and we’ll go back
and have some more conversation with
Wilson.”

Flashlights swept the alley inquiring-
ly. Men moved about, searching.
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“What’s the matter down there?”
Marks called from the unlighted win-
dow.

“It’s gone!” sald some one.

“The devil!” James hurried up. “Can’t
be. Nobody came into this alley.”

He swept his flashlight along the rear
of the Saymore, and swore.

. There was a back door, half open.
The window of No. 236, two floors up,
was right in line with this door. Some
one had been waiting and reached out,
noiselessly. Then vanished a good half
hour before.

That was all. The trail ended right
there.

They went back to Colonel Gregg’s hi-
brary where Wilson waited under guard.

“Wilson,” said James, sitting on the
corner of the table as men grouped
about, “let’s have another talk.”

Everhard, to safeguard his make-up,
stood directly behind Wilson’s chair.

“You’ve played square,” said James.
“But we fumbled.”

“He got away!” Wilson was hopeful.

“Right. Clean. We didn’t even ripple
the water, so he’s not wise to the little
speech you made us. So far as you’re
concerned, you're in the clear. Gregg,
here’ll catch hell for passing you shred-
ded newspaper. I said I'd let you bolt
on the first train west. That goes—if
you want it. But run, and your
friends’ll know you’ve pulled something.
And if you try to go back to them,
we’ll tail you night and day. Make you
useless. Make your friends afraid of
you. Then they’ll give you yours in a
hurry. But why not play on our side?
Do that, and we’ll let you alone. No-
body’ll guess. Just ease us a few tips
now and then. We’ll keep you in the
clear. How about it?”

Wilson nodded, indecisive, but obvi-
ously tempted.

There was a crash of glass. Two shots
fired rapidly came from an automatic
through the broken window. Wilson
pitched forward, dead, and Everhard
had some of the white powder dusted
out of his hair.

The phantom-like assassin instantly
vanished from before the broken win-

dow.
They ran from the house, searching.

Somewhere in the distance could be
heard the diminishing sound of a racing
automobile. No one caught sight of it.
Probably the lights were out. Perhaps
it had turned into a side street. Any-
how, it was gone.

James clapped a heavy hand on Ev-
erhard’s arm.

“There you are! That’s how fast La
Téte de Mort works. Not an hour
after the phony package was dropped
they sent a killer up here to get Gregg.
Saw Wilson. Maybe overheard what
I’'d just said to him. Nailed him first,
then tried for you, thinking you were
Gregg. It’s a police case now.”

The next morning the late editions
of the newspapers carried the story of
how a stranger named J. Wilson had
been shot and killed instantly in the
library of Colonel Milton P. Gregg, a
wealthy and distinguished social figure;
and of how the colonel himself had died
a few minutes later at a private hospital
as the result of a bullet from the same
mysterious assassin.

CHAPTER 11

THE KIDNAPERS

IX weeks later a telegram reached
S Everhard in San Francisco. Laura

James, the pretty, red headed wife
of J. K, loved her notorious cousin with-
out caring a snap whether he was as bad
as some people said. |

DON PLEASE COME AT ONCE STOP
DON'T LET ANY ONE KNOW I SENT
FOR YOU STOP JIMMY NEEDS YOU
STOP FOR MY SAKE COME STOP IT’S
THAT TERRIBLE PARIS THING AGAIN
STOP YOU MUST COME STOP.

—LAURA

Laura was not a foolishly excitable
girl. Everhard knew that James
couldn’t need him, not in his work—no



10 - GORDON YOUNG

more than an extra thumb; but he
thought perhaps Laura did.

In Washington, Everhard registered
as usual under another name. T'wenty
minutes later, James, having entered
the hotel by a back way, was in the
room. He had lost weight, looked hag-
gard, but his muscular jaws hadn’t
weakened.

“How the hell did you know I wanted
you?” James growled, holding tightly to
Everhard’s hand.

“Not eating. No sleep. Look like
a sore tailed bear. What’s wrong?”

“Huh. On the quiet I'm taking a
correspondence course In detecting.
Looks like a flunk. Takes brains to be
a detective.”

“Sit down.”

Everhard pulled a chair forward.
James pushed it back. He reached in his
pocket for a cigaret, found one with
the tobacco half sifted out, bit off the
end. He changed his mind and threw
the cigaret away.

“The Washburn kidnaping?” James
growled questioningly.

“Yes. Been reading about it.”

“Here’s something you haven’t read
about it. La Téte de Mort’s got Judge
Washburn’s little girl. And we are help-
less. Skull and crossbones seal. En-
velop and paper, good bond in general
use. Typed on a standard portable.
Letter mailed in New York. There.
I've told you as much about what we’ve
got to work on as anybody knows.”

“Excepting the amount of the ran-
som.”

“That’s the secret. Guess your head
off and you’d never name it. By the
Lord, in Rome’s greatest days Judge
Washburn would have been a noble Ro-
man! Listen, Don—you like to hear
about guts. They are demanding that
a Federal judge decide the Helio Motor
case 1n favor of the defendants! And
the defendants are honest men. They’ve
nothing to do with it. It’s stock gam-
blers, waiting to play the margin. Clean
up millions. Our only chance to spot
’em would be after the decision. And

here’s what Washburn says: “Though
half the people of America perish, and
my own family among them, it were
better than that criminal terrorism dic-
tate the decisions of the Federal
courts.”

James glowered and.held up a fore-
finger.

“There is one they can’t scare or buy.
He’s going to withdraw from the case.
Says he can’t give a fair hearing under
the circumstances. That’s the same as
a refusal. And they’ll kill the child.
You’ve read how they killed the chauf-
feur who was bringing her from school—
so he couldn’t give a description.”

“Needless to ask if the stock gamblers

- who might be interested are watched?”

“Watched! Lord, yes! But that’s
only half my troubles. Right after the
Gregg thing I got a package of money.
A couple of years’ salary. A skull and
crossbones seal on the inside wrapper.
Not a word. Just that—and plenty.
“‘Take our money and lay off—or take
the other thing” No way to return it.
I sent it to a children’s clinic in New
York.”

Everhard put out his hand and si-
lently held up two fingers.

James slapped at the fingers and
shook his head.

“No. They’ve got me scared!”

“I can’t guess that one,” said Ever-
hard, skeptical.

“Right after I sent the money to the
clinic, a bullet shattered the mirror one
night as Laura stood undressing. No
clew. Maybe they were just trying to
scare me out of the game. I don’t know.
They did scare me out of the house we
rented and into an apartment. I’ve
pleaded with her, but she won’t leave
town. You talk to her. Get her to go
back to California. Say her mother’s
dying—say anything. I can’t leave her
here alone—and I have to be in New
York.”

“No use,” said Everhard. “She comes
from the stubborn side of the family—
the women are all stubborn.”

“I know what you mean. She won’t
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cut and run. But talk to her.”

What Laura said when Everhard
talked to her alone was:

“I'll not go. That’s all. I won’t. You
can stay here and look after me. That’s
why I wired. There’s an apartment just
across the hall for rent, and I've paid
a deposit on it.”

James came into the room. His knees
were weak and he staggered. His lips
quivered as if words wouldn’t come as
he stared at them.

Laura threw her arms about his neck,
fearful that he was wounded. ' He
pushed her away with rough gentleness.

“The Washburn child—wrapped in a
blanket. Dead. Beat to death. Word’s
just come from New York. A milkman
found the body. Not a clue!”

He stood brooding, then half turned
and shouted—

EILOO Sung!!l

The Chinaman came running.

“Throw a clean collar in my bag—"
James stooped to kiss his wife. “Plane’s
ordered. I'm leaving for New York—

NEARLY all of the facts

ROW.
about the Washburn case were
kept out of the papers. The

country was in a bad state of

nerves, anyhow; and if the truth had
come out, every little tinhorn black-
mailer and terrorist would have reaped

a harvest by scrawling skulls on threat-

ening letters.

Scarcely any of James’ associates
would believe that the head of skull
and crossbones gang could be in Paris.
And for some reason, perhaps because
they felt it would be a reflection on their
own ability, nearly all of the police de-
tectives pooh-poohed the idea of a great
criminal organization.

James telephoned every day, and at
the end of a week told his wife almost
with triumph in his voice—

“We've got something at last . ..’

Three days later Everhard happened
to be alone in the room when the
James mail was slipped under the door.

B

He picked it up, glanced idly at the two
letters, then felt suspiciously of one. It
was addressed to Mrs. James.
Everhard opened 1t and found he had
guessed right. There was the Death’s
Head seal. Good bond paper. Good

clean typing. A laconic note:

Dear Mrs. James: Unless your husband
lets up on the Washburn case we will give
him one of his own to work on. You will be
next. Tell him so.

Everhard put the letter into his pock-
et and said nothing. He began spend-
ing even more time, night and day, in
James’ apartment. Laura tried to quar-
rel because he would not let her go out
for fresh air or shopping; but he stayed
exasperatingly good natured and firm.

It was just about a week after the let-
ter came that James telephoned he
would be home by midnight, having
some work to do at Washington.

That evening at dinner there was
wine on the table. Everhard put a
hand over his glass as the Chinaman
started to pour it. He never drank.

“Since when,” he asked, “have you
been fooling with bootleggers?”

“I should say not!” Laura said. ‘“This
may be a wee bit wrong, but some of
Jimmy's friends at the embassies—
they’ve the right to it, you know—send
over a bottle now and then.”

Ten minutes later Laura yawned,
murmuring—

“Don’t know why I'm so sleepy to-
night.”

She rubbed her eyes, shook her head,
then sighed and lay back drowsily.

Everhard pushed back his chair and
went to her. She moved a little, letting
her head fall against him. He shook
her. She was out, dead to the world.

He rang the buzzer, watching the pan-
try doorway. No answer. He went
quietly to the kitchen and looked in.
The Chinaman sat at a table with head
down on folded arms. An empty wa-
ter glass was on the table. Everhard
smelled of it. Loo Sung had taken a lit-
tle wine, too.
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Everhard shook him, jerked him back,
pinched him, lifted his eyelids and
jabbed a finger almost against an eye-
ball. But the Chinaman was really
out, not pretending.

He went back to the dinner table,
picked up the bottle of wine, looked at
it against the light, smelled it, put it
down. He knew nothing of wines, but
realized that somebody must have made
a good job of this, since Laura, who was
particular about flavors, had not noticed
anything wrong.

Twenty minutes later the telephone
rang. He went to it, lifted his hand,
then let it drop. He eyed the phone as
if it were a suspicious person, smiled
a little and turned away with a back-
ward glance, saying quietly:

“Yes, we’ve all passed out.
nobody here to answer.”

He filled his own wine glass, emptied
most of it around a potted fern and re-
placed the glass by his plate. He
brought Laura in from the couch where
he had carried her and put her in the
chair at the table, letting her lean for-
ward, cheek down on the cloth.

Everhard took both his automatics
from their holsters, slipped them into
side coat pockets and sat down in a
chair near a corner. He tried various
positions, but in all of them kept a
hand on a gun.

Presently there was light tiptoeing in

the kitchen, hushed whispering, then
nervous chuckling and louder tones as
the men who came in felt more assur-
ance. @
Everhard eyed them from under
nearly closed eyelids. They looked sur-
prisingly young and were sleekly
dressed. Their eyes had the glazed
stare of men who are uneasy. One had
lumpy cheek bones, the other was much
smaller and thin of face.

“Who’s that guy?” said the lumpy
faced one, startled.

“Some bird staked out here to see
that we didn’t come.”

“Oughtn’t we do something to him?”

“We come for her. Let’s get ’er an’

There’s

get goin’. That’ll be doin’ enough to
him.” '
“But listen—nobody mentioned this
bozo.”
“He’s out, ain’t he? Not worth men-
tionin’. Take them rings off her an’—”
“Get ’em up!” said Everhard, rising.
They spun about like a pair of jump-
ing jacks jerked on one wire. Each
looked into an automatic, but they got
their real warning from the eyes above
the guns. Their arms, which had in-
stinctively crooked toward shoulder hol-
sters, dropped. Then in silence both

slowly began to raise their hands.

“What’s 1t all about?” Everhard
asked.

“W-why, we’re—we’re burglars!” said
the lumpy faced one.

“Y-yeah!” said the other.

“You guessed wrong,” Everhard said.
“You’re not going to jail. You’re going’
to try to escape. Your being hooked up
with the Washburn case is all that’s
needed to get my picture in the papers.”

“Washburn case!”

“Listen—get us straight,” Lumpy
begged. “We don’t know nothin’ about
the Washburn case. We was in a jam
in New York an’ Skinny—"

“That’s out!” Skinny snarled.
your trap!”

“You,” Everhard directed Skinny,

“Shut

“step over there to the table. Take a
drink. Use a water glass. To the
brim. That or the morgue. Aad if

you open your trap, I'll know which you
want.”

Skinny poured wine into a water glass,
eyeing Everhard. He sipped suspicious-
ly with one hand in the air, the other
holding the glass. He thought about
chancing the draw, but drank instead.

The skinny one soon began to blink
and sway a little. There was quick ac-
tion dope 1n the wine, and he had put
down a double dose.

Everhard stepped near him, dropped
a gun into his own pocket, jerked one
from the fellow’s shoulder holster and
gave him a push toward a chair. The
man sat down heavily, threw his head
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back, rubbed at his eyes with a lax
wrist, mumbled vaguely and was still.

“Now, you—you’'ve been sent to carry
off this drugged girl. Who sent you?”

“I don’t know!” protested the lumpy
faced man desperately. “That’s straight,
-s’help me!” |

“I know you don’t. You get orders
out of the dark. You're just messenger
boys, eh? Where were you taking her?
Tell me the truth and you’ll have a
chance. Lie to me, and you’re out—
cold—for keeps. Try it and see.”

Lumpy was a weak sister. Everhard
had spotted that.

“W-we was to take her—I can’t tell
you! They’ll kill me!”

“What do you think I’'m going to do
if you don’t? You didn’t take quite
enough cocaine for this job. But you
won't talk? Suits me.”

“I'll—I'll talk. We was to take her
across the river, out a country road,
leave her behind a tree in the grass.
Then keep goin’. That’s all I know.
I—I'm tellin’ it all.”

Everhard walked over to him, jerked
his gun from its holster, ran his hands
over the fellow’s body; then:

“Get busy. Tear the clothes off that
pal of yours.”

“What!”

Lumpy undressed his companion.
Everhard tossed him some of Laura’s
clothes, and watched him sweat and
heard stitches rip as he pulled them over
the pal’s unconscious body. Even silk
stockings—new ones. They tore, but it
didn’t matter. Laura’s slippers wouldn’t
fit the man’s feet, so they were left off.
A tight fitting woman’s hat was jammed
over the drugged man’s head.

“What were you planning to say if
vou met anybody on the way down?”
Everhard asked. .

“Put ’em in the air and crack their
head. All we wanted was a minute
start.”

“Good. T’ll see that we get it. Any-
body at the wheel down there?”

“N-no. dJust us two.”

“Pick him up and let’s go.”

Lumpy struggled clumsily, getting
the unconscious man on to his shoulder.
In the kitchen Everhard snatched some
dish towels in passing. They went the
back way, down three flights of stairs,
and met no one. A coupé was at the
side street curb. Lumpy staggered out
hurriedly. Everhard lifted the lid of the

luggage compartment. They crammed
the body in.

The car started. Everhard said:

“Now take it easy. Traffic cops are
smart. Talk nice to ’em and they guess
you're hiding something. And they’d
like a bottle of it for themselves and
search the car. Talk hard, and you
have bad luck too. Go slow.”

Lumpy’s foot trembled so that he
had to use the gas lever at the wheel
to keep the car running evenly, and his
breathing sounded as if he had a fish-
bone stuck in his throat.

THE road they were on
curved into a wooded district
that looked lonely. They
met a car now and then, and
one or two overtook and passed them.

“Lot of trees out this way. Be sure
you get the right one,” said Everhard.

“We looked 1t over today. Got a ci-
gar sign on it. Right around a bend
here close. Somebody’s been startin’ a
ditch near there. It’s right along here.”

The car slowed down and crept along.

“That’s 1t!” said Lumpy, and drove to
the side of the road.

The motor was left running. They
got out, with Everhard’s hand on Lum-
py's shoulder as he followed, squeezing
past the wheel. He pushed Lumpy be-
fore him around behind the tree. It
was very dark.

“We was to leave ’er and go!” said
Lumpy. .

They dragged the body out. The
dress tore under the tugging pulls. Ev-
erhard made sure that the woman’s hat
was pulled low and firmly over the un-
conscious man’s face. Lumpy had the
nervous strength of one in haste. He
carried the man in his arms and flung
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the body down in the tall, dry grass. It
was very dark in the wooded shadows.

They got into the car and started up
with a long, speedy grind in second,
went into high and took a sharp curve.

“Slow down,” said Everhard. “Throw
her into low.”

“You’re crazy!”

“That’s been said before.
you’re told.”

“What the hell?” Lumpy’s voice had
a bleating whine. He brought the car
to a jerky stop. “You won’t do that
to me after I've played square an’™—"

“If you have played square, you can
die of old age for all I care—in the pen,
though. Into low. Pull off the road.
Smash through those bushes.”

The car, with a snapping crackle, ran
deep into a hazel thicket, and Everhard
saxd:

“All right. Come along out.”

“Y-you goin’ to give me the works?”

“Give you nothin’. I’'m Scotch. Out
you come.”

Everhard left him securely gagged and
tied with dish towels, and went around
the bend to where the body had been
left.

He crouched in the shadows across the
road, getting well down behind a bush
in the grass. Cars very seldom passed.

Everhard waited, patiently, now and
then cautiously changing position. An
hour passed. Everhard rubbed a
cramped knee and stretched his legs,
then squatted, ready to wait another
hour—or till sunrise.

He saw a headlight glancing far up
the road. It came slowly, as when a
driver looks carefully for a rather un-
familiar landmark. It was barely creep-
ing along as it drew near, and there was
a side sweep of a flashlight. The flash-
light struck and paused on the cigar
sign on the tree, then the beam reached
toward the back of the tree and moved
on back away from the road.

The car was a low slung, long hooded
roadster. It stopped under the tree.
The lights went off. A man got out.
yThe engine idled as he raised the hood,

Do as

flashing the light into it as if looking for
motor trouble. The light had crossed
the seat of the roadster and Everhard
could see that the man had come alone.
He did not seem in the least hurried.
The man moved around behind the
tree with the flashlight on the ground.
Everhard thought that he would re-
turn and open the baggage compart-
ment before he brought the body, and

.80 hesitated to cross the road.

Then he realized that the man had
picked up the body and was going away
from the car, tramping through the
grass. There was a soft thud as if a
sack of rubbish had been dropped, and
a moment later the scrape of a shovel
and the soft sound of loose dirt.

What the fellow did with the shovel
when he had finished, Everhard did not
know. Perhaps simply pitched it away
into the bushes. He came toward the
car, unhurriedly, just like an honest
laborer, glad that a dirty job was over.

“What the hell?” he grumbled vague-
ly, noticing that the engine was silent,
and stopped In his tracks, momentarily
suspicious. His flashlight played over
the car. He stooped, and shot the light
under the car, looking for feet. But
Everhard was crouched on the running
board. “Died on me,” the fellow mum-
bled, reassuringly.

His voice was husky as if he had a
sore throat. He got in from the right
side, squeezed in behind the wheel,
switched on the headlights and stepped
on the starter. There was just a
dead whir. The engine had not died.
Everhard had shut it off. The fellow
grumbled again and turned on the
switchboard light. He saw that the en-
gine had been switched off; he stiffened,
not moving. Slowly, cautiously, he
turned his head.

“Keep ’em on the wheel,” said Ever-
hard. |

“Say, look here! Who—"

A bad one, this fellow. Cold as steel.
He wasn’t tall, but had a big man’s
sloping, thick shoulders. Good clothes,
better than good, and tailored to glove
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his odd body. Diamonds glittered on
thick, short fingers.

He straightened slowly, drew a deep
breath and said:

“Listen, brother. I don’t know how
you guessed, but that mail sack I just
cached—you’re in on it, and I'm out!
That’s the way this game works. Il
dig it up for you. Then you can take
it and do the worrying!”

“Not a bad stall for one that you had
to think up fast,” said Everhard. “But
this isn’t what you think. I've got bad
news for you. Ever hear of a little deco-
ration called the doublecross? Dead
men wear it!”

“Me! On the spot!”

“Why not?”

“After all I've done!”

“Maybe they want what you’ve done
kept a secret.”

HMe!il

“Maybe TI'll get mine next,” said
Everhard. “But just now 1it’s your
turn. That’s the hell of working for
men that keep behind curtains. We
can’t strike back. Have to do as told.
All right, come on out of there. I don’t
want to mess up the car!”

“Holy Mother, can’t you give me a
break? Nobody’ll know—I'll duck!”

“Not a chance—unless you can put
me on to who the hell it is that gives us
orders. I'd like to know.”

“You’re a dick!” said the fellow husk-
ily.

“Yes? You’re wonderful, you are. A
detective would have let you beat that
woman’s head in and bury her, wouldn’t
he? No wonder they want you out of
the way. Anybody dumb as that.”

A long pause. The fellow swallowed
hard. |

“You win,” he grumbled. “But, hell,
you can’'t carry a full grown woman
about and hide her places.”

“Not like a child—no,” Everhard
agreed.

“What do you mean?”

“Just what you think.”

“Oh. Then they told you!”

He wet his thick lips with a dry

tongue. He swore vaguely.

“How’d the Death’s Head come to
take an interest in you, anyhow?” Ever-
hard asked.

“I was in jail—for a sort of fight.”

“With a woman?”

“Oh, I killed ’er all right. Police
nailed me. I alibied like hell, but it
wasn't so good. They rode me hard.
Didn’t let me sleep for a week. But I
stuck. Then damned if they didn’t say,
‘Sorry, Pete; but we thought we had you
dead to rights. But a nigger done it. A
tip’s just come in. We’ve got the goods
on him!” Turned me loose. And the
nigger went to the hot seat. Then I
got me a letter—and money 1n 1t. It
sald for me to show some gratitude and
play the game. I burned it, like I was
told. Since then I've done what I was
told. No matter what. Now on the
spot—me!”

“You've made money. Had work you
liked. Nice easy life. They knew a
man who’d beat a woman to death
would enjoy the sort of things they
wanted done! Come out of that car.”

“You going to kill me?”

“No, I won’t—unless you ask for it.
I'll give you a break. Back out of there
with your fingers on your ears.”

The fellow came. Everhard stood
behind him with one hand on his collar.

“Drop your arms.”

They dropped, and Everhard pulled
the coat down off the fellow’s shoulders,
half off him, then said—

“Now lift your arms, high as you
can.” He could only move them up at
the elbows. “Hold ’em there.”

Everhard took away the man’s gun
and tossed 1t on to the seat. He reached
in, groping backward, and took up the
flashlight that lay on the seat, stuck it
into a hip pocket; then from behind
the man searched his trousers pockets,
getting the key purse. He pushed the
fellow around to the back of the road-
SLEIS

The luggage compartment was not
locked. Everhard shook off the man’s

.coat and made him climb in and lower
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the door on himself. Then Everhard
locked it, took up the coat, shook off
the dust and, sitting in the car under
the switchboard light, examined the con-
tents of the pockets.

He found letters, one addressed and
ready for mailing to J. K. James. Others,
three or four, from silly women ad-
dressed to Mr. Peter Tomas, 180 Pullic
Street, New York City. Among the
stuff taken from the fellow was a .38
automatie, a heavy blackjack, supple
as a snake, a small manicure set, address
book, chewing gum.

The roadster had Pennsylvania license
plates, with a New York set under the
seat. Cigars and road maps were in the
door pockets.

Everhard started up the car, turning
around. He had not forgotten the lumpy
faced man, but didn’t want to be both-

ered with small fry.
@ He stopped at a drug store

and telephoned James’ apart-
ment. James answered. Everhard then
very quietly hung up, saying nothing.
He had learned what he wanted to
know.

Fifteen minutes later Everhard en-
tered his own apartment, quickly
washed up, changed his clothes and
crossed the hall.

James opened the door, gave him one
searching look from head to feet.

“What the hell happened?” he barked.

“How’s Laura?”

“The doctor brought her around, but
she’s blank on this—” James waved a
hand. “Men’s clothes—her dresses
scattered. Loo Sung out cold—and you
gone, Can’t you talk?”

“T'll talk, all right. I’ve got news.
But remember, I'm out of the picture.
I don’t know how you’ll work it, and 1
don’t care. My name’s not to be men-
tioned and I don’t show in court. That
a bargain?”

James eyed him.

“You’ve played hell somehow. But

EVERHARD got back to
Washington about midnight.

you wouldn’t put me in a jam. Tell it
all.”

“This i1s more than a guess,” said
Everhard. ‘“The man that killed the
Washburn e¢hild is Pete Tomas, 180
Pullic Street, New York.”

“You know it? It’s your own idea—
not something you’ve heard?”

“Mine.” |

James surged toward the telephone.
Everhard caught at his shoulder.

“Out o’ the way, Don. I want long
distance.”

“Save the toll. Pete’s down in a car,
alone. Waiting for you.”

“Dead, then.”

“No—Ilocked in the back of a road-
ster. Here are the keys. Everything
else I took off him is on the floor of the
car. Except this letter. It’s for you.
Take the stamp off carefully and you
can use it again.”

James glanced at him questioningly.
Everhard’s face was not easy to read.

James cut the envelop carefully, took
out the letter and read with a grim look.
He held out the letter, holding it care-
fully by the corners.

Dear Mr. James: Your wife is safe and will
* be given every courtesy if you lay off the
Washburn case.

Everhard nodded. Their eyes met.
James took a deep breath.

“They were after her? I half guessed
it when I saw these ‘men’s clothes.”
James folded the letter, replaced it in the
envelop and put it in an inside pocket.
“Can’t you see I'm listening?”

“What if they’d got her? Then you
received this letter?”

“Do you really need to ask that?”
sald James quietly, with tightening of
heavy jaws.

“Don’t you ask lots of things when
you know the answer? The man that
wore Laura’s clothes—I don’t know
whether Pete Tomas beat him to death
or not: but if not, he was buried ahve.
And Tomas still thinks it was Laura.”

James growled and lifted his fists,
swore, dropped his head. He turned
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away as if dizzy, then spun about as if
half angry. |

“And you won’t let your name appear
in this? Why do you want to be a damn
violet? You've got no more modesty
than a hoot owl. And you’re not afraid
of all the Death’s Heads this side of
hell. Come clean. What’s up? I can
fix it no matter how many you shot.
Get you medals for it. Say something!”

Everhard looked at him.

“I’m going to Paris. That 1s, if you'll
put me through as a big crook that’s on
the run, and if you think your friend
who’s making the fight would be willing
for me to have a try at it.”

James, not wanting to show what he
felt, began to slap his pockets.

“Why the hell don’t you smoke?”
He found a cigaret, but snapped it be-
tween his fingers. “Don, I'll make you
out the biggest crook that ever talked
to a lawyer. Lord, but I'm shaky to-
night. And listen. If by any chance
we can hook this Pete Tomas up with
a certain wall eyed broker, who ought
to be hanged because he’s got a mug
the noose was invented to frame—then
we'll get somewhere. He’s big—too big
to monkey with unless you wear mit-
tens. But—the Lord help me if I pull
a boner'—I’m sending a troupe of safe-
crackers against his private can! But
I’ve got to get to that Pete Tomas.”

James snatched up his hat.

“Aren’t you coming?”

“No. I’ve just told you why I can’t
show in the picture.”

“You’re right. I’'m goofy tonight. Go
in and kiss my wife for me. That’s the
biggest favor I can grant any man—
damn you!”

He laughed and slammed the door.

CHAPTER II1

ALIAS MR. BURNETT

NY one interested in how James
fixed it so that Everhard’s name
did not appear can go to the news-

paper files. The lumpy faced man was
eager for a lifetime security in prison

and pleaded guilty to murders that he
perhaps had nothing to do with. Peter
Tomas refused to confess, even after his
house at 180 Pullic Street had been
searched and a school pin belonging to
the Washburn child had been found.
Some big lawyers suddenly took an in-
terest 1n his case, and pow-wowing
alienists were all set to swear that a
man who had tried frantically to hide
his crimes did not know right from
wrong; but Tomas hanged himself in
his cell. It was suspected that a guard
had smuggled in the rope and told
Tomas to use it—probably giving him a
little help.

It was only a few days after Tomas
was caught that the Wattison story
broke in New York.

Wattison was a broker with vast offi-
ces. A high flyer in the underworld, or
at least night world. A shady bird who
liked bright lights. Police captains
called him Tom. So did half the after-
dark blondes of Broadway.

Wattison was lean, with narrow,
pinched eyes, a twisted scar of a mouth
and a low, jerky voice. Half the little
finger of his left hand was missing. He
was never drunk. He did not use dope.
He was as cold as most dead men. The
night birds eyed him, mystified, for he
wasn’'t the type. He wasted money like
a sucker, and kept his mouth shut, yet
seemed to dread being alone.

One morning about 4:30 a pop-eyed,
pale faced broker’s -clerk—without
tie or collar, which showed he had
started off in a hurry—ended his zig-
zag taxi trail from one night club to
another and came upon Wattison at
what is called the cuff’s table of an up-
stairs party place where things were go-
ing on that you don’t read about.

A bouncer had a hand on the clerk’s
elbow, ready to throw him out unless he
made good his story that he had news
Wattison must hear.

Wattison twisted his ropy neck i a
sidewise stare, saw who it was, pushed
a girl off his knee and stood up.

“Well, Carter?”
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“They gagged our night watchman—
cut the wires—and your private safe,
sir! That’s all they touched. Bill
worked out of the ropes, telephoned the
police, then telephoned all of us of the
office force that he could get. He said
you had to know, sir. Said you'd said
if ever anything like that was tried, you
were to be found and told, day or night,
sir.”

“My own safe, eh?”

“Bill says they cleaned 1t, sir.”

Wattison didn’t bat an eye. He stood
still and stared vaguely at a pair of
girls who were frisking in a confetti
snowstorm; but he didn’t see them. He
kept on looking blankly at the same spot
after they had moved away. He shook
himself, or maybe shivered; but he
didn’t say a word. He drew a roll of
money and tossed some bills at the
table, waved the collarless clerk aside
when he started to follow, left the place
without opening his mouth—and disap-
peared completely.

“DON, my boy,” said James,
patting some stuff that had

@ come from Wattison’s safe.
' “I've got the one essential

fundamental characteristic that makes
a great detective.”

“Bluff, eh?”

“No. Luck. Give me luck—other
dicks can have the brains. See here.
All his records were on flimsy paper.
Not much to ’em. Kept most of it in
his head. But if he’d had ten minutes’
tip that we were coming—even if we'd
been in the outer office!l—he’d have
burned this stuff in his nice little marble
fireplace, and whacked the keys of that
portable typewriter with a file. Then
where’d we have been?”

“But what did your safecrackers get
out of 1t?”

“Get? They got bales of money. So
much they thought it was counterfeit!”

“How’d you spot Wattison?”

“Hate to tell you. Took so little
brains. We knew the Washburn thing
was a stock gamble. Knew also it had

to be somebody that took orders from
Paris. We went over all the brokers
that had a Paris hookup. A lot of ’em.
Wattison was one. He looked as O. K.
as the others. I visited ’em all. But
Wattison roamed the joy joints of jazz
town—and never let himself go. Always
cold. Sober. I said to myself, ‘That
bird isn’t happy. He’s scared stiff. Let’s
have a look-see.” I got to his cables.
Code. Found some of them came from
persons that couldn’t be checked. I
hollered to my Monsieur X of Paris.

“He said Wattison’s: connections in
Paris were certainly open to suspicion.
S0 I called on Wattison. Said I wanted
him to help me spot the gamblers that
had tried to break Judge Washburn. He
sald he would, and wished me luck. Nice
of him, wasn’t it? But he was smart.
He knew my eye was on him. That
letter telling Laura to tell me to lay
off came right after my visit to him.
All good detectives can count up to
ten—at least on their fingers. So I
counted up all I had on him, and took
a chance.

“Doubt if we’ll catch him, though
he’s known by sight to a lot of stools
that would turn in their own mothers
for thirty cents. First joint’s gone off
his little finger. But he’s smart. No
doubt he had a big cache somewhere,
and 1s still richer than most of the
world’s honest men. But he can’t go
far. When once you fail the crowd pre-
sided over by M. La Téte de Mort of
gay Paree, you’re done, through, all in
and out—a dead one, or soon will be.
And you haven’t seen anything yet.
Look what I've found.”

James picked up a small box and laid
it before Everhard.

“Look and see what I'm going to have

made into a medal to wear on my un-
dershirt!”

It was the Death’s Head seal. In
the same box was a finger ring with
skull and crossbones design.

James chuckled.

“We can go in for blackmail now.
We've got the sucker list and the do-
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hickus. Even the wax. Too damn bad
there wasn’t a list of the tried and true
agents that we could use.”

- “But he couldn’t have hidden this
seal, or burned it, while you were kick-
ing on his door.”

“Bright boy! Children do ask the
queerest questions! He couldn’t have
shied 1t out of his tenth story window?
If ever found, who'd have pinned it on
him?” James picked up the finger
ring. “This would have been harder to
ditch. Take a look.”

The ring was of platinum. A death’s
head was framed by crossbones that
formed a triangle on each side and
merged into a band. A thing of ma-
cabre art and, like the seal, beautifully
wrought. The little platinum skull had
empty eye sockets, a hollow nose and a
lipless mouth filled with teeth.

“Look!” James pried up the skull’s
chin. The death’s face hfted ke a lid
and disclosed a tiny miniature. ‘“That’s
Wattison’s mug. You're great on art—
or make us lowbrows think you are.
What of this?”

“I never saw such eyes.
alive and—"

“Right. The artist looked nside of
Wattison and painted the truth! It’s
frightful. Unlike him—yet like you
know he 1s.”

“What does the ring mean?”

“There you go, trying to show me up.
I don’t know. But I'll guess with you.
I’'d say the picture serves as a sort of
passport. I've shown these things—the
ring and seal—to museum sharks. Told
’em nothing. Just listened. They went
goofy. Said it was big time stuff. Said
no known miniaturist, dead, alive, or yet
to be born, could touch this bird. Get
me? Real art! And I’m wondering like
hell about something. Can you guess?”

iiEaSy.!!

- “All right—tell it to me. I want to
hear how my thoughts sound in some-
body else’s mouth.”

“This Death’s Head is a crime thing.
As bad as you ever heard of.” James

nodded approval. “So you're popeyed

They look

as to why an artist, a real genius 1n art,
1s mixed up with blackmail, terrorism,
murder. So?”

“You've got it. No wonder nobody
can play poker with you. Damn mind
reader! Get this. You’ve already got
it, but I'm going to make my little
speech anyhow. The mysterious gink
who's the real head of La Téte de Mort
appreciates the genius of his artist.
Otherwise any botch of a seal, any do-
dad of a ring, any two-bit snapshot,
would serve as well. I get the feeling
and get it strong—" James studied the
miniature—"“that the old murder boy
had a devil’s insolence and humor to
make Wattison keep, and sometimes
show, a picture like this of himself. The
more you look at it, the more it looks
like him. He knows what’s inside of a
man. And when you work up to where
they give you a ring, I want to see it.
Some things about you I'd like to know.
You’re the sort of egg that’s suitable
for a bad first night, Don, yet dogs and
children like you!

“Now listen some more. The story
I'm framing on you is going to break
in about three weeks at San Francisco.
It’ll make Al Capone look like a piker.
All the bad girls in Paris’ll have their
arms out, welcomingly. And get this—
keep 1t, too. When you get to Paris,
don’t try to guess which are your friends
and which are Death’s Headers. Both
sides’ll be trying you out, watching
every move. On top of that, the police
themselves will be damned suspicious
and keep an eye on you. Remember,
too, there’s probably more agents of the
police taking orders from La Téte de
Mort than are taking ’em from my
friend Monsieur X, who is going to take
you to pieces and inspect head, heart
and guts to see what youre made of
before he’ll back you up in this game.

“He’s cautious and he’s thorough. He'll
pull stunts on you and have you
watched night and day. Looking for
your weak spots. He’s a better detec-
tive than I am, so he’ll probably find
some. And if the Death’s Heads get
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a glimmer of suspicion that you are
trying to horn in on them, your future
address will be hell.

“One word more. The wisest of all.
Look out for the ladies. French women
can do things to you that the Holly-

wood dames are too bashful to try!”

YOU may or may not recall
the sensational confessions of

one Captain Bill Broad from
a San Francisco jail where,
with a bad outlook before him, he said
he was going to come clean and spill it
all. He was a hard boiled rum runner,
had been in the game for years; but he
got religion or something and said he,
and a dozen others like him, had never
done anything but take orders from Don
Everhard who was, and long had been,
secretly in control of the hijackers of
the high seas.

A lot of waterfront roustabouts—
most of them merely wanting their
names in the paper—said the same
thing. Headlines blazed all over the
country. The sort of fiction writers who
are called correspondents soon made
out that Everhard was a ruthless pi-
rate, ruling the Pacific from Seattle to
San Diego.

An old ex-chief of police of San Fran-
cisco called it all a lot of hooey; said
Everhard had raised hell a-plenty there
and elscwhere, giving big shot gamblers
the jimjams and confidence men sad
stories to tell.

“But nobody can make me believe,”
sald the old ex-chief, “that Everhard
ever took a dime out of traffic in booze,
dope or women.”

Such papers as carried the ex-chief’s
statement gave it a few lines in an ob-
scure corner.

Reporters everywhere searched for
Everhard; but he had vanished. So
everybody said Bill Broad’s story must
have a lot of truth in it, since Everhard
had been driven into hiding.

It was at this time, the latter part of
September, that the Trwiia, a slow
cabin boat, sailed from New York.

Shortly before midnight a passenger
wearing gray tweeds and walking with
a decided limp came on board. He was
down on the purser’s list as Robert
Burnett, and went at once to his state-
room without at all noticing a dark eyed
girl who stood alone in the shadows near
the gangway and scrutinized every man
who came on the ship. -

In his stateroom, Mr. Burnett found
a big basket of fruit and a thick bundle
of books and magazines. The gift card
on the fruit basket said, “Hope you
get seasick—dJ. K. J.”

Everhard took an apple, bit into it,
sat down and, holding the apple in one
hand, removed his shoe. He rubbed the
sole of his foot, put the apple aside and
fished about in the shoe for a dried pea.
He carefully split the pea in two and
tossed half of it away.

He undressed slowly, eating another
apple, and opened the suitcase and
tossed pajamas toward the bed, then
examined half idly the two extra pass-
ports 1n the flap of the suitcase.

He opened the magazine bundle.
James had a lot of illustrated magazines
sent to him from Germany, England
and France. Said he liked to look at
pictures, and some day he hoped to
learn to read.

Everhard turned out all lights but
the reading lamp by the head of the
bed, propped himself on pillows and 1dly
turned the pages of a French maga-
zine, pausing to look at a layout of
pretty girls. There was one bizarre
creature on this page whom he recog-
nized. “La femme sans cceur”. That
was a sort of trade name for Isobel de
Nevers. It was considered bad luck to
fool with her since, having no heart,
she didn’t care what happened to you.
A notorious woman, never seen except
in a huge golden wig, a wax-like mask
of powder and bespangled gowns. The-
atrical critics tore their hair because
during the past year she had been put
on the vaudeville stage in a little sing-
ing act, and crowds went to see her—
to the neglect of high minded actresses.
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- Everhard drowsily pushed the maga-
zine aside, reached up to the light and,
though the gong was pounding and peo-
ple calling, went to sleep.

CHAPTER 1V

THE GIRL IN THE DECK CHAIR

I :VERI—IARD lay in a deck chair

with French magazines scattered

over the rug, when a blue eyed,
fat bellied young man in knickers, cap
and rattlesnake stockings paused 1m-
portantly to ask:

“We're getting up a ten dollar pool.
Want in?”

“Thanks, but I never indulge in haz-
ards of any kind. Very bad,” Everhard
suggested reprovingly.

The fat youth eyed the magazine cov-
ers and grinned broadly.

“I bet you’ve never been In Paris,
now, have you?”

“But I have read of it.”

The fat youth sank both hands mto
his coat pockets and teetered back on
his heels.

“Say, but wouldn’t I like to take you
out some night and show you things!
That’s one town I know, brother.”

The fat youth glanced quickly at the
drowsy girl in the chair beside Ever-
hard’s, saw she was interested, so he
gave his cap a pull, teetered some more,
tipped her a wink and inquired—

“By the way, brother, what’s your
line back in God’s country?”

Everhard turned a page, not looking
up.

“I’ve never been in Judea.”

The drowsy girl laughed softly. The
fat youth looked blank. His ears sud-
denly grew pink.

“Huh,” he said, and stalked off.

“Nice,” the drowsy girl murmured,
mvitingly.

The drowsy girl was huddled cocoon-
like on her chair, like a sleeping kitten.
Tam, veil, shawl and rug concealed
everything but the tip of a nose, a red
mouth and dark, moist eyes.

Everhard got the impression that she
was very young. It being the morning
of the first day out, he had no idea at
all of what she was like, but thought
there ought to be a papa and mama
somewhere near. A scraggly graybeard
in heavy dark glasses, gloved hands
holding the rug about his neck, and a
stout, motherly woman, had the chairs
on the other side of her. He, without
any thought in the matter, took it for
granted they were her grandparents.

“Thank you,” he said without inter-
est. “Have a magazine?”

She did not stir, but murmured—

“You are very kind.”

“And you are French?”

Her drowsy eyes widened. Her head
stirred negatively.

“No—Roumanian.”

“That’s fine. So am 1.”

He knew no more Roumanian than a
stevedore knows Sanskrit, but did know
some Chinese phrases, and rattled them
at her.

She laughed.

“I am French, yes. But I hoped my
accent wasn’t that bad.”

“You have no accent, child. You
merely have the lilt.”

“Child!” playfully but earnest: “I'm
a divorcée!”

“Isn’t that too bad? And you seem
such a nice girl, too.”

He picked up another magazine, 1g-
noring her friendliness. She could have
the deck chair put elsewhere, and so try
again. He wished her all that sort of
luck that she wanted. The fat bellhed
youth would be glad to play with her.

Five minutes later Everhard, 1n
changing magazines, glanced at her.
She lay motionleds, a huddled kitten,
drowsily peering at him. The red lips
twitched faintly, and one eyelid flut-
tered. There was no lost motion in her

technique.
He shook his head.

“You heard what I told the fat boy?”
“You never never take chances of any
kind?” Her voice was very soft.

“The fat boy likes to gamble.”
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She replied with a tiny shake of her
head and smiled, but gave him an oddly
tense look, as if she searched to see
what could possibly be wrong with her
strategy.

“Coward!” she whispered, laughing.

Everhard came upon another article
about Isobel de Nevers. This was
rather lengthy, with impatient penciled
notations in James’ hand on the mar-
gin. It appeared that this bizarre
woman interested James very much.
Opposite the criticism that she could
not act was the notation, “The hell she
can’t.” There was a closeup of her face.
The wig was said to be a fluff of spun
gold. Her eyelids were purple as if
grapestained, the face wax-like. Only
the devil would know what she really
looked like with makeup off. Her smile
had a definite lure, but her eyes seemed
to be giving an honest warning.

Everhard suddenly turned the maga-
zine over, looking at the date. It was
six months old.

“I see,” Everhard mused. “But if you
think I'm going to try to reach the
Death’s Head by playing with this vamp
of his, you guessed wrong. I'm strong
enough to know my weaknesses. Nice
little hint you’ve given!”

THE luncheon gong sounded.
Everhard got up and gathered
his magazines into the seat of

====""_the chair. The drowsy girl
still watched him.

“Not eating?”

“Not yet,” she said. “It’s the smells.
Bad sailor.”

“You're bad all right,” he thought,
unreproachfully, and pointed to the
magazines. “‘Help yourself.”

A murmur of thanks drifted after him
as he hmped away, thumping the deck
with rubber tipped cane.

Everhard had breakfasted alone, with
three empty chairs bespeaking queazi-
ness. Now a little fat red faced man and
a fat little white faced woman were at
the table, ready to gamble with food.
Introductions passed.

“One down!” said the little fat man,
pointing at the empty chair.

He somehow seemed proud that some-
body else was more seasick than he.

Halfway through lunch the little fat
woman grew whiter of face and gasped.
She struggled weakly to get off the chair
and waddled away with a tense, preoc-
cuplied stare straight ahead, as if she
knew exactly what she was going to
do. George went too, begging her in
a tense whisper to wait—wait. So
Everhard had all the iced olives to him-
self.

When he returned on deck, the drowsy
girl was almost sitting up. She held a

magazine open at the picture of Isobel
de Nevers.

“Do you think she’s pretty?”

“Never met her,” said Everhard.
“Besides, she’s a wicked woman and it
would be wrong to think anything nice
of her.”

He nodded solemnly toward the
amused dark eyes and went off. He
played chess during the afternoon, and
did not return to his chair until the
first gong rang. The drowsy girl was
gone.

Everhard glance® toward the chairs
beyond. The old man lay there behind
dark glasses, with frizzled beard sprayed
along the rug’s fringe. His cap was
pulled tightly over his head. Grandma
was gone too. There was a dull, shadowy
stare behind the dark glasses as the
eyes turned -to watch Everhard.

“Not eating yet?” he inquired sym-
pathetically.

Grandpa shook his head.

The fat little red faced man had per-
suaded his wife to have another try at
the food. Everhard thought them nice
little Kewpie-like folks, and explained
that some people were less troubled with
queaziness if they didn’t eat olives. Mrs.
Kewpie transferred her three jumbos
to the husband’s plate.

“Blank again,” said Mr. Kewpie,
pointing proudly at the fourth empty
chair.

A steward was coming to the table,
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followed by a slim, lithe young woman. ™

Her dark hair was drawn about her head
in a plain, old fashioned way, and some-
how conveyved that she had common
sense beyond her years. Her dark eyes
were warmly moist and inscrutably
steady in their mild directness. Her
mouth had fine, soft lines and was not
noticeably weak. The dress was a sim-
ple blue frock with some lace and a
frill or two, and she wore no jewelry
except a dinner ring of jade.

Mr. Kewpie and Everhard got to their
feet. Everhard guessed who she was.
Yes, her voice had the recognizable tone
and lilt, and she was coolly at ease. She
was pleasant, yet eyed Everhard as if
she had never seen him before.

Conversation wasn’t much. Mrs.

Kewpie didn’t feel so well, and it made
her feel worse to see the moist dark eyes
resting attentively on her husband’s
face when he tried to be amusing; so
Mrs. Kewpie kicked him on the shins.
- The Kewpie couple withdrew. The
girl bent forward slightly as she raised
a spoon from her ice and asked in an
1sn’t-this-a-nice-day voice—

“Now aren’t you sorry?”

“No; not yet.”

“But you see, I really am old enough
to play with.”

“You’re a sweet child. But you’re
wasting time. Go look for the fat boy.”

Her dark eyes were level, unsmiling,
yet amused. She shrugged a shoulder.
There was a trace more of accent in her
tone as she said—

“But perhaps I do not waste my time
~—no?”
 She was quite sweet about it, but with
a hint of purposeful intention.

She and Everhard left the table to-
gether, but he deserted her in the li-
brary and inquired about until he found
the right purser’s clerk.

. “My name’s Burnett,” said Everhard.
' The clerk repeated, “Mr. Burnett,
sir,” and tapped his lapel with back-
‘ward flips of the pencil.

' “How did Miss Laramie happen to be
put at the table with me?”

“1 am sure I don’t know, sir. We
must put everybody some place, sir.”

He seemed hopeful that Everhard
would understand.

“And everybody should be encour-
aged to tell the truth.” ‘

Everhard held out a folded bill.

The clerk took 1t, leaned forward
slightly, waved his pencil shoulder high
and said confidentially—

“She asked, sir.”

“Good. Now I know that she really
wants to be near me. I was afraid it
was merely an accident.”

Everhard found the deck steward and
discovered that the nice Miss Laramie
had asked to have her chair placed be-
side Mr. Burnett’s.

He then went through the darkness
to the upper deck, squeezing by a cou-
ple here and there in the shadows, who
tried to pretend that they weren’t there
at all. The radio operator was alone.

“You never let any one see the mes-
sages that are handed in, do you?”

“Never, sir.” ,

“That’s right. You mustn’t.” Ever-
hard laid two bills on the little table.
They were big bills. Everhard pre-
tended that he didn’t know he was put-
ting them there. “You know Miss
Laramie?”

“No, sir.”

“You’ll meet her. Lovely girl. She’ll
be coming here. Something will come
for her. And 1t would be too bad,
wouldn’t it, if I got drowned from jump-
ing overboard to pick up the pieces—
af;:er she tore up her messages—wouldn’t
it 23

“It would that, sir.”

Everhard went out. The operator
did not call him back to say that he had
left something.

On the promenade deck Everhard
peeked through a port into the library.
Miss Laramie sat close to the window
with an open magazine on her lap. The
page she was reading was illustrated with
a man dressed hike a polo player, and a
girl in evening dress, on the canopied
back of a bejeweled elephant.
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Everhard walked around the deck,
paused to watch the moves of a chess
game, listened to one of the purser’s
stories at a table in the bar, went to his
room and amused himself writing a mes-
sage In cipher.

DEAR COUSIN JIMMY: HER NAME
IS LARAMIE IN CASE IT HAS SLIPPED
YOUR MIND, AND SHE IS FRENCH IN
CASE YOU DIDN'T KNOW. AND DO I
GET A MEDAL OR SOMETHING IF I
DON'T GET DRUNK AND CONFIDE IN
HER? SHE IS NQ GOOD AND CAN'T
EVEN PRETEND TO BE BAD. IT IS AN
ART. I DON'T KNOW WHAT YOUR
IDEA IS, BUT WANT TO. CALL HER
OFF. SHE S A NUISANCE.

He sent the message to the radio and
went Iinto the library.

“I have been reading such an interest-
ing story,” said Miss Laramie.

A slim forefinger tapped the page il-
lustrated with the canopied elephant.
She had not turned the page in an hour.

[\ e
e '._.

THE next day a radiogram,
4-—;_’; not in cipher, was handed to
S _*\.{‘\: Everhard as he lay in the deck

chair reading a novel, while
the drowsy Miss Laramie wakefully
watched and waited. He put the mes-
sage inside the book and read:

QUIT SEEING THINGS IN THE DARK
STOP NEVER HEARD OF THE PARTY STOP
IF YOU DON'T WANT YOUR MANLY
CHARMS TO DO THEIR STUFF WEAR A
VEIL STOP LOVE AND KISSES FROM J.

He folded the message and casually
poked it into his pocket, then turned
toward the girl—

“I am sure you will be pleased to hear
that my wife and children are well.”

She smiled, murmuring—

“I am very happy.”

He read for a few minutes, took his
cane and went limping off. In the lava-
tory he wadded the radiogram into a
ball and flushed it into the ocean.

When he went back on deck he pushed
his chair a little nearer to hers. She
watched without moving an eyelid. He
leaned against the arm rest and said:

“Now that we fully trust each other,
let’s tell the truth. I’m a runaway bank
cashier, but if you don’t report me, I'll
try to be an honest man.”

‘Miss Laramie did not smile, but said
quietly:

“I saw you come on board, and you

looked nice. I am very, very lonely.
That’s all.”

“No home? Friends? Money?”

He tried not to let her see that he
di(}él,t intend to believe anything she
said.

“My parents came from Paris to New
York about five years ago. They are
dead now. My husband drank. I have
a little money. I am going back to
Pars.”’

“Why did you say you were a
Roumanian?”

“I won’t tell you that—yet.”

“Suppose I tell you. It’s a French
girl they’re looking for, isn’t it?”

She thought a moment, then shud-
dered, dropped her eyes and pressed
her face against the cushion. She nod-
ded, forcing her face deeper into the
cushion.

“He was a beast, my husband.” Her
voice was low and muffled. “Drank and
I—I must have been out of my mind!”

She cried without making any sound.
He could see tears dripping down along
the side of her nose. She wiped at them
with a handkerchief. She raised her
head a little and smiled, trustfully.

Everhard sat up, with his feet on the
deck. He leaned slightly toward her.

“You have made it very hard for me.
I think you must have known all along
who I am, and so tried to put me in a.
hole by having me notice what a sweet
girl you are. We had a tip you might

- be on this boat. I was sent along to look

the passengers over. I am Detective
Sergeant Burnett of Headquarters.”
She poked the handkerchief quickly

into her mouth and shook with laughter.
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Her eyes were very bright, but still
somehow inscrutable. The handkerchief
came from her mouth, and she swore a
Frenchman’s oath, one that he had not
heard since the war. Her fingers touched
his hand.

“You are a nice man!”

Everhard said to himself, “I guessed
wrong. She is damned dangerous.” He
put his hands to a knee and rocked
back, looking at the traces of the easy
tears, remembering the ease with which
she slipped into any part from the kit-
tenish flirt to the cool, elegant young
woman.

She tossed back the rug and stirred,
lithe and firm of body. Hers were
woolen, not silken stockings. The
sweater coat was woolen; the scarf at
her neck too. There was a rougeless
brightness about her lips. Very French,
but not Frenchy. She took his hand,
not coquettishly. He might have been
a big brother.

“Let’s walk.”

Her fingers were warm.

She led him limping to the boat deck,
and backed against a ventilator, her
hands in her sweater pockets. He, a
bit uneasily, realized that he wanted to
think she was a sweet, healthy, playful
girl. She was looking up with mild in-
terest, and he watched her lips, typically
French in their rapid, effortless rippling.

“I have nothing to do when you are
away playing chess but doze and watch,
and I believe the old man beside me 1is
—how do you say it? Phonee? When
you aren’t what you seem?”

“You should know. Phony. Yes.
When you aren’t what you seem!” He
egrinned at her. “You don’t seem the
same sort of girl any two hours at a
time. Very phony, you. What about
grandpa?”

She shrugged her shoulder, amused.
Her lips tightened to keep from laugh-
ing.

“As for this grandpapa, I have watched
him and—"

“False whiskers?”

gested.

Everhard sug-

“No, no, no. But kinky, coarse. He
1s not used to it. He is always scratch-
ing so— she rubbed at her cheeks—
“with gloved fingers. He is not used to
whiskers and does not like them.”

“You think he is hiding something?
And those glasses—maybe you’re right.”

“I know that I am right,” she said
slowly, without emphasis. “le has a

Iittle cushion. He brings it himself. He

carries it away. Sometimes 1t makes
little creaky sounds, that cushion. He
1s very careful with it.”

“Wonder what cabin he has?”

“Three-two-three,” she said at once.

“Oh.” She did not notice his remark
and looked at her fingernails. “How
about grandma?”

“She 1s not nervous. The grandpapa
does not go to the dining room. I think
he stays where he can sit on his cushion
while he eats.”

“Maybe he is the runaway cashier—"

“Vilette.”

“Well, Vilette, do we shake him down
or tell the captain and get our pictures
in the paper?”

Her glance lifted enigmatically.

“Would you?”

“What?”

“Shake him down, as you call it?”
The moist eye stare had a wise look that
mingled with a glow of wondering.
“Would you, please?”

“Depends. I'd do anything for money
—enough money. Wouldn’t you?”

She hesitated.

“Of course!”

“I'll tell you, Vilette; you go back and
watch. If either grandpa or grandma

stirs, run ahead and bang on three-two-
three. I'll be in there.”

“You will do that?”

“I'll learn something about ’em. Why
not? There’d be fewer crooks in the
world if we honest boys and girls made
‘em divvy.”

“No, you will find nothing. It is in
the cushion. It isn’t comfortable for
him to lie on. I can tell by the way he
squirms and puts it beside him. He
will not let grandma carry it.”
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Everhard left her and went down-
stairs, thinking:

“She can act. She sees everything.
She didn’t even wonder that I wondered
that she knew his cabin number. Worst
of all, she makes me want to like her.
And that’s bad.”

He did not go to 323, but turned into
a corridor and entered 381.

It was a tiny cabin with two berths,
now occupied by only one person. He
snapped the lock to keep out any stew-
ardess, glanced about and drew a suit-
case from under the lower berth. It
was unlocked. He messed things up in
dumping underwear and such on to the
berth, and looked for a false bottom or
side pocket. He went through the
dressing case. Here was a small ]ewel
box with Inexpensive trinkets, rings,
pins, necklaces. Not a diamond among
them. He sorted them rapidly and put
the most valuable, including the jade
dinner ring, into his pocket. He opened
drawers. He had not found a scrap of
paper. Yet he was sure that little hand-
bag she carried did not contain what he
was after. He fumbled among dresses
in the closet and in an inside pocket of
a coat found the passport.

Mlle. Vilette Laramie, French citizen,
age 22, student. She had arrived in
New York on September 26th. The
Trivilia had sailed at midnight on the
28th.

“That tells a lot,” he reflected. “As
for the age—it means nothing. She can
be any age she likes.”

He returned the passport to its
pocket, opened the door an eighth of an
inch, listened, stepped into the corridor
and knocked on the door directly op-
posite. No answer. He went in. It
was the same sort of cabin. Two people
were occupying it; husband and wife.
He hastily messed things about, but
took nothing.

Miss Laramie saw him coming along
the deck and stirred drowsily, turning
from grandpa’s side, and glanced up in-
quiringly. He smiled and shook his
head.

LATE that afternoon Ever-
hard took a cipher to the
radio room. The same opera-
tor he had talked with was
on duty, but listening to something that
was not important because he at once
took off the headpiece. He shook his

head.

“Nothing has come. Or been sent.”

“But does the other boy feel the same
way about 1t?”

g | go over the files when I come on
duty, sir.”

“Good. Here’s a little. something to
send,” Everhard put down the message
and a bill. “Never mind the change.
Good night.”

At dinner time the ship was buzzmg
with something new to talk about. Mr.
and Mrs. Kewpie were the center of
attention. Their cabin had been en-
tered. Captain, purser and other people
had visited their cabin and looked in.
But nothing was missing. The sneak-
thief must have been frightened off
before he could pocket anything; and
the kewpie-like couple were so busy
telling people about it that they were
not at the table when Miss Laramie
came.

Everhard placed the chair for her. .

“So you get the first chance at the
olives tonight.”
h“She glanced mischievously a-slant at

im.
“Yes. Haven’t you heard? They had

a burglar. He must have taken their
appetite.”

With elbow on the table and forearm
erect, she carefully scrutinized the pol-
ished nail of the third finger of her left
hand.

“Yes, I heard. They are right across
from me. They knocked on my door.
I was dressing. They wanted to know
if he had been in my room.”

Her hand dropped and disappeared
under the table. She pulled lightly at
the ends of the napkin and her glance

rested inattentively on the butter balls.
“And had he?”

Miss Laramie’s dark, moist eyes
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‘flashed in a lifting glance, for a moment
direct and unsmiling. She smiled and
put out her hand.

“How do Americans say that clever
thing? Ah! Eventually, why not now?”

Everhard, the poker player, looked
at her. His face was as unreadable as
a closed book. It did no good. She
knew the cards he held. She moved the
slim fingers of the extended hand, mildly
impatient, smiled, with a laughing look
in her eyes, too.

Without a word, and with no change
of expression, he drew the napkin
through his fingers and dipped his fingers
into a vest pocket. He put the half
dozen rings into her palm.

“Thank you.” She picked out the
jade, laid it on the table, and dropped
the others into her tiny beaded bag;
then slipped on the green ring and held
up the back of her hand, looking at it.

“I’ll take 1t all back,” said Everhard.
“You are good!”

She smiled appreciatively.

“How could I help but guess?”

She dropped her hand and looked at

him with amused friendliness.

“But there really are sneakthieves in
the world. Or so I've read.”

“I should have kept that passport
with me. But I will learn, Monsieur
Burnett. I am young, you know. But
please, you tell me: How did you guess
almost the moment you laid eyes on
me?”’

“You liked me too much all in a
hurry. That is, if you want truth.”
Miss Laramie reflected, as one who
studies a mistake, not meaning to re-
peat 1it.
‘Dangerous child, but not good enough
to be bad’. However I shall admit the
mistake to my diary tonight.”

“You keep no diary,” she said, quite
as if saying, “You haven’t a gray hair in
your head.”

He studied the words and her face.

“You’ve looked?”

“And didn’t mess your things up as
you did mine. It is wrong to steal—and
worse to be so crude that you have to

“And I wrote in my diary, -

steal to throw one off. I am really sur-
prised at you, Detective Sergeant Bur-
nett of Headquarters!”

Everhard bit into an olive.

“Why did they send you?”

“They make mistakes too, I suppose.”

“Who’s ‘they’?” he asked blandly, lay-
ing aside the pit, not watching her.

“The same as ‘them’,” she said even
more blandly.

Their glances met and both smiled.

Mr. and Mrs. Kewpie came hurrying
with a bouncing waddle, beaming and
waving pudgy hands to the greeting of
friends as they passed tables. They
found 1t joyous to be the center of In-
terest.

“Oh, so much excitement!” said Mr.
Kewpie.

“Now, George, let me tell it. You
never get anything straight. You see,
when I went down to dress for dinner,
I found—"

Mr. Kewpie reached for the olive dish.
It was empty.

CHAPTER V

A PILLOW—AND WHAT IT CONTAINED
FEW days later a message came
from James in cipher.

BRIGHT BOY STOP YOU GUESSED
RIGHT STOP SHE WAS SENT ACROSS
TO LOOK FOR WEAK SPOTS STOP
THEY KNOW SHE FUMBLED BECAUSE
I HAD TO CABLE ACROSS TO SEE IF IT
WAS OK OR IF THE DEVIL WAS AL-
READY SITTING IN ON OUR LITTLE
GAME STOP SHE WILL CATCH HELL SO
BE GOOD TO HER STOP AS FOR GRANDPA
I AM ASKING THE CAPTAIN TO KEEP
AN EYE  ON HIM AND PASSING ON

YOUR TIP BOTH TO PLYMOUTH AND
CHERBOURG

Everhard also saw, thanks to the

courtesy of the operator, the radiogram
that came to Miss Laramie from Paris.
It was in English.
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SINCE
HIM—X,

YOU HAVE FAILED AVOID

She returned no answer, but evidently
intended to obey instructions, because
she did not come to breakfast or to the
deck chair.

Everhard wished grandpa a cheery
good morning and received a jerky
grunt and a shadowy glare from behind
the dark glasses. Even grandma, a
stout, heavy faced woman, eyed him as
if he were a most immoral man.

“Nice weather,” Everhard insisted.

It was beastly weather, cold and
windy.

Grandpa went to sleep and did not
hear, or at least answer.

Everhard strolled around the deck,
meditating, then he gave the sailor at the
third class gangway a dollar to look at a
whale. The sailor had to look so hard
that Everhard slipped across unnoticed.

A freckle faced boy who wore a beret,
and a highly blond girl with skirts
swishing knee high, and impudence all
over her, were at shuffleboard. They,
being warm blooded, did not care about
the dank, windy chill.

Everhard said:

“Well, well, Charlie! Awfully glad to

see you,” and put out his hand.

The freckle faced boy turned up a
what-the-hell-sort of look, and glanced
inquiringly at the girl.

“Dumb-head!” She slapped the boy’s
back. “Shake hands with Uncle Jo-
seph.” She pointed.

The boy glanced at the proffered
hand, grabbed it, pumped hard and took
away the bill.

“Glad to see you, Joseph! You bet!”

He was trying to get the bill into his
trousers pocket, but the girl pushed
against him, saying:

“Only over my dead body! Gimme!”

She slipped her hands down along his
arm and pried open the fingers that were
going pocketward. She looked at the
bill’s corner, gave Everhard a bursting

smile.
“Shake hands with Uncle Joseph

some more,” she said impudently, giv-
ing the boy another push; and to Ever-
hard, “So good of you to look us up.
Now what’s the joke? We’ll laugh.”

“Goimng? Or going back?” Everhard
flipped a finger toward the beret.

“Back. To crash the Luxembourg!”

The boy narrowed his eyes.

“Be a long cold Winter—in the art
colony,” Everhard suggested, fingering
another bill.

“Anything this side of murder,” said
the boy.

“And me, I don’t mind a little murder
or two,” said the girl. “I’'m from Chi-
cago.” She leveled both forefingers and
waggled her thumbs. “Tommy gun
stuff 1s my line. All boobs fall for me,
don’t they, Speckles?”

“Cut it out,” said the freckled boy.
“Uncle Joseph wants to tell us some-
thing.”

“We’re bored over there,” said Ever-
hard. “Nothing happens. A little
vaudeville—sort of impromptu. How
about i1t?”

“A twin to this—” she shook her
blond hair backward into the wind and
slapped her silken leg—“and I'll do any-
thing. You tell it. We'll do 1t!”

She held out her hand . ..

Later in the day Everhard and Miss
Laramie sat with their chairs so close
together that each held half of the same
magazine. They looked at pictures.
The magazine dropped as a woman’s
frightened scream rang out.

There was the sound of running feet;
more screams. The blond girl from Chi-
cago came with hair flying and short
skirt jerked above her silken knees. She
ran for her life, or seemed to. Two
jumps behind, a freckled man with beret
a-slant ran with hand outstretched,
cursing. Drowsy idlers in the deck
chairs sat upright as if pinpricked, then
surged into an open mouthed huddle as
the man caught the girl’s flying hair,
and struck her. She turned, suddenly
resolute. It was a cat fight. They put
on a show that brought even bridge
players from the saloon, cards in hand.
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A great clamor rose from passengers.
Men in double-breasted blue coats with
braid on their caps pushed, struggling
to get through the huddle about the
fight. The passengers themselves didn’t
feel like interfering; the blond girl was
getting the best of it. People stood up
on their steamer chairs the better to
see.

The fighting girl and the freckled boy,
suddenly silent, were hustled off toward
the captain’s quarters. The fight was
over. Grandpa’s cushion was gone, and
so was Everhard—with a slight bulge
under his loose topcoat.

In his stateroom Everhard fingered
the cushion and grew reassured. The
strangely observant Miss Laramie had
been right. It was lumpy and a bit
creaky. Grandpa no doubt had meant

to go through customs wearing it under
his shirt as a full stomach, scarcely
noticeable under the folds of an over-
coat.

Everhard locked the door, put his
stick aside, took off cap and coat and
spread overlapping newspapers on the
floor. He put the cushion in the center
of the spread papers and ripped with a
penknife. His fingers groped sensitively
inside the padding of silk floss. He drew
out a sheaf of fresh bills, rifled their
ends, and said to himself quietly—

“Mother of Moses—whoever
was!”

He pulled at other sheaves, dusting
the floss off carefully over the news-
papers, and grinning.

“Poor old grandpa.
stealings all gone!”

she

His lLifetime

TO BE CONTINUED

WAITING FOR A FREIGHT
By Harry Kemp

OR the long train of boxcars to bump down the way
We’'d waited and waited, that hot Summer’s day:

Hobo and gaycat and work-free bum . . .

“Won’t that freight ever come? Wen’t that freight ever come?”
Soon we got tired of waiting, and scattered to hit

The houses and stores of the town for a bit

To eat; and, in bags and in newspapers wrapped,

Brought back what we’d begged, that an old ex-cook slapped

In a battered tin boiler.

And bo, gaycat, bum,
We all sat around while we ate up the slum.
“She’s having a hard time at making the grade—

Here she comes!”

A far whistle announced the parade

Of the long, jostling freight with the engine in front
That stopped by the tank, with a wheeze and a grunt!

We picked out an empty and climbed up inside—
All new and just made for us hoboes to ride!
Each one of us took the soft side of a board

To rest on, as happy and free as a lord!

Too tired for a job and too lazy for crime,

We got what we looked for—a good, easy time!
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The RESURRECTION
OF CHIN LEE

By T. S. STRIBLING

ALLOWAY, superintendent of the
Everglades Mill & Manufac-
turing Company, and Professor

Henry Poggioli, his weekend guest, were
discussing at the breakfast table in the
superintendent’s bungalow the rather
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