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with this amazmg offer! actar once and get In on this amazing offer. You who have always yearned to play

the clarin
now and get
you only pay f

the CLARINET HARMONET.

t hours and hours of fun and unusual entertainment out of this CLARINET HARMONET.
benefit of the exceptional FREE OFFER made for a limifed time only. With this sensational offer,
and we include many other features FREE. If you have ever heard
the Knlngs of Jazz. up in front of their bands. playing the hottest and sweetest music in the world on their clarinets—it
you hiive eavied the magic of their notes. then this offer is made to help you. Read on and learn all about this offer.

Get yours

ALL OF THIS
INCLUDED—ONLY

798

Here you will find listed all that !s I.n.
¢luded with this amazing musical Instry-
ment value.

No. 1—You nl l rerulxr sized CLARI-
NET HARMON

No. 2—In addition, you also receive a
full instruction caq.se This course is writ-
ten in ea. erstand language. It is
fast-moving lnd nol in the least bit com-
plicated. It helps you to play quickly and
correctly in a professional-like manner.

No. 3—We also Include 8 popular songs
which will be marked by our arranger for
instant CI NET HARMON ET.playing.
These songs sell for 35 cents a copy, making

! m mlll a value of $280. All
you over $5.00 worth
ain price of $1.98 plus postage.
ust ACT AT ONCE because this
be withdrawn.

REAL MUSICAL INSTRUMENT yoy
DURING THE VERY FIRST LESSoy;

LAY

played eas
begin your
moments of 1

piece . . . we also show you
playing. Everything is included,
buy but ACT AT ONCE because this offer Is LIMITED.

5 DAYS FREE TRIAL

$ou don't risk a single cent . . . no indeed! We are positive you will be satisfied.
We are confident you will never part with this CLARINET HARMONET. for
. order yours today and try it for 5 days and if you are not

double the price . . i
100% delighted, but we are sure you will be, return it and we will refund your

$1.98 at once.

SCHOOLS & GROUPS Write for our

Signyour name and

address to coupon

and rush it to us.

Give the postman

$1.98 plus approxi-

mately 30c postage

delivery or

$2.00 now and

pay postage.
ACT AT ONCE.
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ed. It's light and portable. There is nothing eise to

hat it is a genuine musical
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u have had no previous

follow you when you play this
ends. You will find this musical lns
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You too can play
NET. It's EASY
41ttt Wen S CATIONAL . .
't 1t? and it is! We have worked out a :
d read a note of music | Why maay
y 1—om music. With

to G, ‘or can count from 1t 7, and
ET HARMONET. You master the
r system. Beforé you know it. your
musical notes . . . all sharps and

pular or instrumental pieces can be
mple fast-moving instructons. You
? and after a few
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Special Proposition

Popular Music League, Dept. 1107
Rockville Centre, N. Y.

Send me at once C.0.D. (‘LART\""" HARMONET alonz with
instructions and 8 popular song
approximately 30c postage on ar
five days trial, I will return for

I am enclosing $2.00 in full p
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NOTE: If you reside outside of U. S.
American funds with order.
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GOLID SEAL

POLICY

COSTS LESS THAN ¢I ﬂM

for Accidental Loss of Life,
Limb, or Sight up 0 . . . «

Foer LOSS OF TIME!
Accident Disability Benefits
ep to $100 a month for as’
fong as 24 montiis, O s s o 5 o

0

DON'T TAKE CMAMOCES!... Accidents

happen to 20 persons every minute of every day; and

sickness strikes when least expected . . . bringing
doctor bills, hospital bills, loss-of income and press-
ing demands for cash, all at the same time, Why take
chances? Why delay another single day? NOW you
can enjoy the ALL, AROUND insurance protection
you need and should have at a price anyone can
afford . . . jusi $1 2 month.,

CASH BENEFITS THAT ARE BIG
ENOUGH TO BE WORTHWHILE!

This is no “penny ante” policy. It’s benefits are. big
enough to do some good! Policy pays on ALL acci-
dents, ALL common sicknesses, even for minor in-
juries; all according to liberal terms of the policy.
Disability benefits start the very first day, no wait-
ing period.

ACT TODAY! TOMORROW MAY BE TOO LATE!
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SICKNESS BENEFITS

For Loss ef Time due to

Sickness, 2 maximum $]“ﬂ » H
Monthiy Income of ¢ o « o &
HOSPITAL EXPENSES 55“ ﬂu

for Sickness or Accident, in-
cluding $5.00 a day for hos-
pltalroom,upto csaccas
NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION
required! No red tape! Policy issued BY
MAIL at BIG SAVINGS. Ages 15 to 69.
Actual Policy sent for 10 Days’ FREE
Examination. ACT NOW! Write for it
today. No cost. No obligation. No sales-

{man will call. USe coupon below. Do, it
today! .

10:- Dny ‘Inspection’ Coupon

' THE SERVICE LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY ®
8,493-A Service Life Bldg. Omakha, Nebr. ¢
g Without cost or obligation, send your GOLD SEAL g
S-A-MONTH Policy for 10 DAYS' FREE INSPECTION. M
e

. Name 0
e b
: Address Age :
: Ci’Y State :
. ©
o Beneficiary .l

'.-I--l---------.-n-l---- cesREaRER
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FINGER FROM THE GRAVE...... By Cliff Campbell 69

It was an ultra-clever murder plan, but there was one flaw. The killer wouldn't
know exactly when old Manson Weeks died. So, if the man’s death could be
concealed long enough, the culprit would be forced to show his hand!
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It was a deadly game of hide and seek, with o cunning murderer counting corpses
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MR. ANGEL’S CORSCIERCE ....... By Greta Bardet 39
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It would be a perfect crime, because only Basil Denver’s brother would know
why Basil was killing him!

MURBDER TAKES NO FURLOUGH. .. By Bruno Fischer 41

Private Sloan hit the man with his car in the dark, bounced him off a fender.
But how did the victim manage to die of a stab-wound?
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The counterfeit notes were as nearly perfect as anyone had ever seen—but the
face of George Washington had o story to tell!
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NEVER MIND s:eme ME HOME
FROM THE PARTY, JACK. YOU

couum’r PROTECT ANYBODY !}

SAY ! ‘you ALMOST ’ LISTEN !} DANCE THE WAY | PLEASE

KNOCKED US OVER! _\%__(L

IF YOU  WEREN'T A WEAKLING 1'0

HANG IT! I'M SICK OF BEING A WEAK- BOY! I7 P!DN'T TAKE ATLAS LONG'TO

LING ! 1LL SEND FOR CHARLES ATLAS’\|[\BUILD ME UP! NOW iF | SEE THAT BULLY AT
FREE BOOK AND FIND HOW TO BE—)|[/ THE PARTY TONlGNT HE WO) 'T SHOVE ME
COME A HE-MAN !/ gl ] '

v gps

YOU JUST BUMPED US AGAIN!
THIS WiLL TEACH YOU MANKERS!

OH, JACK,
YOU!RE
WONDERFUL!

Gt
lihes

=actual photo of the
man who holds the
title, “'The World's
Most Perfectly De-
veloped Man.'*

I Can Make YOU a New Man, Too
— in Only 15 Minutes a Day!

AVE YOU ever felt like Jack— your entire bs)s&]egnl You}wm hhaga
absolutely fed up with having more pep, brig eyes, clear head,

¢S “‘pus real spring and zip in your step! You

bigger, huskier fellows ‘‘push you e R e R S B

around’’? If you have then give me §
Just 15 minutes & day! TLE PROVE (00, DU o0te b0 e youy  soee l
you can have a body youll be prou
of, packed with red-blooded vitality! Eﬂ:}ﬁ’ymffés°§1§?Jli.§v‘§r’“§a u{‘i‘f_;g CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 46, §; b
“Dynamic Tension.””  That’s the You're & New Man! l 115 East 23rd St., New York 10, N. Y. '
secret! That’s how I changed myself T
EPR . Sy o1 o e PAEN RODK R R R L
;g?:éWOfDéeglotéseiiam"orl S Thousands of fellows have used my M.ai of me—give me a healthy, husky body
. marvelous system. Read what they say and big muscular development. Send me your
"'Dynamic Ténsion'' Does It} ;RS::“ E"“‘ ”‘g”y lgg};ﬁd .."”fé’;;ast‘:g‘j froo book, **Everlasting Health and Strength.’”
Using “Dynamio Tension”” only 15 “Health and Strength.””
minutes a day, in gh& DERCY O{ 5’3';;{ Send NOW for this book—FREE. Nam v
own room, you quickly begin to Intells all about. “Dyna E. B Namo ....i.ciiiiiiieiiniiiiiiaiiiaiiins
B0 Bl Inktoaso. vour- chiest teass s&mgs 3ygu :cg‘\xx“ Dt)}lmrsnlr: Tension, ' (Please print or write plainly)
urements, broaden your back, fill out of men I've turned from
your arms and legs. This easy, NAT- puny weaklings into Atlas AdOross ... ccuiesietivensorstssasassns
URAL method will make you a finer Champions. It tells how '
specimen of REAL MANHOOD than I ean do the same for =
Sou ever dreamed you could be! X% Don’t put iﬁym Cuy'“(;t;“k. hud s fe..B...l;l...;A..
ess me perscnally: eck here if under or Booklet
You Get Results FAST Charles Atlas, Dept. 4G, Ed
Almost before you realize it, you 115 Eest 23rd St., New > l
L—-— ) DR OFIIY OSRE BISN 239 mmney

will notice a general ‘‘toning up’’ of York 10, N, X.



TO THE MAN
WHO WANTS

SUCCESS

after the
WAR!

I you want success and

security when peace
comes, prepare for it now.
Make sure that you have
the trained ability that
employers will want and
pay for in the post-war
adjustment.

As business converts back
to civilian goods, there will
be urgent call for account-
ants, bookkeepers, salesmen,
sales and credit correspond-
ents, traffic managers, marketing men, secre-
taries, office managers and legally trained
executives.

For 35 years, LaSalle has been training
adults in their spare time for such positions.

It knows how. It can train you—quickly,
thoroughly, at moderate cost, without inter-
ruption to your present work.

Mark the coupon below for our free booklet
about the field of your interest. It costs noth-
ing to get the facts and they may lead you to
larger security and success—now and after
the armistice whistles blow,

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
¥ Conesondence Justiteution

DEPT. 772-R

I am interested in
knowing what your
training is and how it
can help mein the post-

0 Accounting

{J Bookkeeping

] Salesmanship

[J Business English

waradjustment.Please Name_ .. . . . ____._____._
send me your free

Boilitation the Dad T — o0 0 o e et
have marked at right. CiryandState ... ... ____

O Law: LL.B. Degree

[J Business Law

O Office Management

] Business Correspondence

[0 Stenotypy: machine shorthand

CHICAGO 15, ILL,

[ Traffic Management

(] Executive Management
[0 Foremanshi Lf

O Industrial Management



lE 0m|ts TALISMAN FREE

“ABSENT YERRS of |~ erortFoon—

"ABS ;
JESUS CHRIST!! [ Jpcpe Z€aRS o]
READ THE LOGIC that

LSUS CHRIST )

° N '
Surrounds This Mystery 2 £, 25 7 1 A0
Read how the Author traces the steps-of the g8 S =) = )
MASTER, as one would seeking missing persons, = \% Y&
in his desire to fathom a void about which there Freon n.u 4 : Za\ l
is scarcely a word in the new testament to indi- £ Of T/w/llvo S r) \ 70 ..,, ,',‘y/

cate His whereabouts. It is said, this book brings v, Of Thirty

forth with keen tracing of historical logic, : =
Christ’s second public appearance at the age of / = ;f,
thirty. The part St. John played in this cli- §f/ 3 X R/ o (i ;
macteric event. The continued year after year i ? &1y A, - A / /
pro and con controversy among Biblical Stu- rﬁ R ; N i |
dents. Their discussions on this moot subject. B LY AR S

Read this unusual void-filling revealing book. 7 > -

You can derive much good from its thoughtful

detailed consummation. =

YOU MUST READ TRIS 7 mucery 0, 4, -

4‘ ‘fe~ £ )

REVEALING BOOK™ L 110vs kivigy spgeoc

How for 18 years . . . from the age of 12
when He confounded the doctors. When —
He was missing for three days. Following
along into His manhood. These “ABSENT
YEARS” spent in preparation for His di-

vine revelation. The Book tells of the §]X BEAUTIFUL ILLESTRATIONS

reatest of all grand careers. Read it. x s .
3 If you are a student, or out of mere curi- Done by Artists of Religious and Histor-

osity have been puzzled over this mysteri- ical Subjects. You will be dehghted' in
ous question, here and now is your oppor- the possession of these reprints.

tunity to ease that gnawing desire to learn
more of this complex subject. Send for your

Book today — SUREL Meil This Coupon TO [
TEE POWER AND GLORY i StAubARD 0 and B SUPPLY CO., Dept. ¢-520

1930 Irving Park Rd., Chicago 13, til.
Were "mse 18 ABSENT YEARS Lost? Iu%cnd me “The lbogbalcnt Years of lJesustChmsﬂ‘,”
1 : S i 7o 1 pay postman $1 plus postage when 1t arrives.
rl:{g;zﬁ%g %I_GIL&IISt,gisel‘{:rlx‘la(}igb‘l\ed%lg;:;)l;;)clzllti IttI amt t_not tf‘ml(lled by this inspiring Book I may
Research and data, facts and logic. If you ek
are a student, or out of mere curiosity have
been puzzled over this mysterious question
. here and now is your opportunity to
ease your gnawing desire to learn more of
this complex subject .. . . The 18 Absent § -
Years of Jesus Christ. Mail Coupon Today. §  CITYwwwmrne. STATE

STANDARD O & BSUPPLYCO. | FREE Ji s o8 Mo wewve FREE
1930 IRVING PARK ROAD, CHICAGO 13, ILL.

e .~-

ADDRESS B, A e P el S
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(7~ Y= BALLADS
o) WITH WORDS AND MUSIC

Now sing au1 the famous cowboy songs, old-time songs and enjoy
famous poems and recitations to your heart’s content. These
are original mountain ballads with words and music . . . the
kind that our cowboys still sing out on the prairies and deep in
the heart of Texas. They're the songs our real he-men amuse
themselves with when alone, or to fascinate, attract and lure
cowgirls to their hearts, These songs and recitations have lived
traditionally with Americans and
will live forever because they
still hold fascination and afford
wholesome fun and recreation.

The price of each of the above books is an amazing bare

gain at 50c a copy. Order all 3 and enjoy still a further
Hers you have a  When good fellows Now thrill others saving, making one book free because the entire set of
great volume which  get together, no r?‘pgn“'é‘}iu{"g h‘i‘:}? 3 costs you only $1.08. Rush coupon now. You take no
contains  famous matter what tune  wpp Snooting of  Tisk. If not satisfied after 5 days, return for full refund,

cowboy songs and i3 the hit of the Dan MecGrew,” r-_---------—--1

mountain  ballads  day, sooner or later ~ _The Spell of tho
along with words they will all start Yukon,” ““The Face PICKWICK COMPANY. DEPT. 907-A
73 West 44th Street, New York 18, N. Y.

and music. Imag- singing “Sweet %"1 ot;‘f-,“ B.‘.‘I’;’:)%Oé’f
Send books checked below at once in plain wrapper.
bkenclose 3t v sy cash or money order)

ino yourself sing- Adeline’’ and many  Boots, Boots,”’ and I
B oifc. 0.0 preferred, mark X in box, mail coupon
S and dozens of fa- and pay postman $1.00 plus 38¢c postage charges.
hilarious  parties includes dozens, mous recitations . . l O Send all 3 books.
when  everyone Yyes, hundreds of  now memorize these I Send beooks checked:

ing these when other famous tunes  hundreds of other
lights are low or in the American ‘I‘\lmlmlf‘_,t% ° gms.
on one of those way. This volume e ozens

wants to sing. You the songs with truly American odes o b nd Mountain Ballad
music you will and wateh your pop- a E:Tnz‘:ss %‘iz_r?z'es%nfnsg: d -

O Famous Poems and Recitations
MAME = 5 i Siasias cesvsesessssrsssessene
aYRlIsDls %t - the- ply svailable at SIREET i i T s st s s e ss s ce s vessae

Special Special Special CITY & ZONE .. F PR SRR PP ERE TR
Tes snc spislel 500 Price of 50° I s e e e e e v e e

will beA popular want to remember ularity increase with
because you know and want to sing  your ability to en-
them and you will again, Order yolur f;rtginhyour friends
be happier Wi copy while the oth sexes with
you smpgp them. S limited supply is  them. Limited sup-
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JOKS EASY..DOESKT IT?

AND IT [S! Yet i’s from the famous “Merry Widow” Waliz

Look at the diagram. Tho first note on the music
is “‘D.”” Following the dotted line to the keyboard
yow'll find “D” is the white key between the two
black keys near the middle of the keyboard. From
that you can locate the other notes. As you strike
them on the piano you'll be playing the melody

 HERE'S PROOF THAT

® Don't let the mistaken idea that it’s difficult to
learn music deprive you of the pleasure of play-
ing any longer. Learning to play is now actually
as easy as A-B-C . . . thanks to the amazing
new “Note-Finder.”

This invention of the U, S. School of Music
takes the mystery out of the piano keyboard,
ends tedious scales and exercises, enables anyone
to play a real tune almost from the start. You
learn to play by playing. Soon you will be thrilled
to find that you can pick up almost any piece and
play it at sight. That applies to the piano, violin,
guitar . . . any instrument you choose!

And remember you learn to play by actual notes
—not “by ear” or some trick number system.

Takes Only Few Minutes a Day!

With this modern method you don’t need any pre-
vious knowledge of music; you don’t need to spend
months on monotonous exercises. It's real fun to
leara music this short-cut way, and it takes only
a few minutes of your spare time. What's more, it
costs less than 7¢ a day . . . and that includes

everything.

But see for yourself! Simply send today for our free Print
and Picture Sample. It will show you how you ean
quickly learn your favorite instrument. You will also
receive a handsome booklet and details of the money-
saving offer that enables you to learn music for but a few
cents a day. Mail coupon today. Mention instrument that
tnterests you. U. S. School of Music, 1236 Brunswick Bldg.,
New York 10, N. Y. (Est. 1898).

9

Of the ever-popular “Merry Widow” Waltz. Sim:

¢ : ple,
isn’t 1t? Now read below how you can take lessons
on eny i{nstrument end learn to play quickly and

easlly . . . at @ eurprisingly low cost.

you, fco, can learn fo
play the piono or any other

instrument!

HERE'S FURTHER PROOF!

Invited to Parties
““Beforo I took your courss, I did
not know one note of music.
Then 3 months later I started
to play for dances. I've been in-
vited to many parties.”

*R. M., Vancouver, B, C.

Plays From Stack
““Your advertisements are trud
to the letter. I can actually play
my favorite {instrument even
though I'm only at the begin-
ning. How can I ever express my
$ joyful gratitude.”’

- *F. R. 0., Illinois.

#Actual pupils’ names on request..Pictures by professional models.

r-------H------.-------------

5 U.S. School of Music, 1236 Brunswick Bldg., N.Y. 10, N.Y. ']
g I am interested 1n music study, particularly in the instru- g
g Ment checked below. Please send me your free illustrated
M booklet, ‘“How to Learn Music at Home’’ and your illustrated 5
g Print and Picture Sample. (Do you have instrument?..... ) a
g Piano Trumpet, Cornet Piceolo 5
H Guitar Tenor Banjo Modern Elementary M

Hawaiian Guitar Ukulele Harmony

E Violin Clarinet Mandolin 8
# Piano Accordion Trombone Practical Finger B
¥ Saxophone Flute ontrol N
[} B
[ B
g Nams ...cooiniiiienenn creesersarssnians. (Please Print) i
¥ |
BOBUBEE ...ouiiiiiiiiiitibii b s :
i £
Mol e : .
B Note: If you are under 16 yrs.
b----------------------------J



Scarcely before the  stricken

waiter had hit the tloor, a bullet

shattered the glass in McNary's
hand.

A ruthless, methodical murderer was counting his corpses, and
Dave McNary had to find the secret of the silent death before
he was tagged “out” in this sinister game of hide and seek!



BE SURE x x x x
%+ THEY RE DEAD!

By Allan K. Echols

wind whipped a slop of rain

and snow against my wind-
shield, and almost completely blotted
out the rcad which crept under my
dim headlamps, as I crawled up to
the roadhouse. I didn’t like the
idea which had brought me here at
all.

Inside the diningroom of the
place the lights were dim, and there
were very few people eating and
drinking in the booths. I was glad

ET WAS a nasty night. The

of it. I was looking for a girl I
didn’t know, one wearing a gray wool
suit and a Russian caracul hat to
match.

I found her at a corner table, sat
down opposite her, and asked:

“Miss Newell?”

She looked at me shrewdly in the
dim light, and answered, “Yes. And
you?”

“My name is McNary,” I told her.
“My secretary said that you insisted
on an appointment with me here this
evening. It’s a little out of line with
the usual way my clients get in
touch with me, but here I am. What
can I do for you?”

I wasn’t in a particularly good
mood about making a mysterious ap-
pointment in an obscure roadhouse
in the edge of town, and particularly




12 % % % Crack Detective

on a night like this. The waiter came
and stood at the table expectantly. I
looked at his pushed-in face, asked
the girl for her order, then sent him
for a Manhattan and a straight rye.

The - girl across the table seemed
to be studying me carefully while I
ordered, and now I returned the
compliment. She wasn’t hard to look
at, bronze hair and green eyes that
were large and deep and more than
a little intelligent. She had poise,
just the right touch .of self-confi-
dence and shrewdness about her. She
seemed frightened.

She smashed out a lipstick-stained
cigarette in the ash tray, and said,
“Mr. McNary, are you sure you
weren’t trailed here?”

“No! Why should I be?”

She did not answer me, but con-
tinued. “I hope you weren't, but
I'm so—so afraid. I had to talk to
somebody, and I remembered that
you helped a patient at the sanitar-
iurn—a Mr, Tarver, whose son-in-law
had him confined there.”

I was still impatient, and I asked,
“Yes? The man was no more crazy
than I am. What was it you wanted
to see me about?”

The girl said defensively, “You
understand, a private mental institu-
tion is not responsible for a thing
like that. It only looks after patients
who are sent to it, Neither Doctor
Belden nor Doctor Leslie would wil-
fully hold a person there against his
will without a court order.”

“But what can I do for you?” I re- .

peated. I had no intentiofi of discuss-
ing one of my cases with her.

“I know you can help me,” she
said, “I am Doctor Leslie’s nurse;
that is, I'm the nurse who assists
him. At noon today I heard some-
thing. I wasn’t eavesdropping, un-
derstand, but I just accidentally
heard Doctor Belden’s nurse talking
over the telephone. There was no
one supposed to be in Deoctor Bel-
den’s office then, so I suppose she
thought she was safe. She said—"

That was as far as she got with
her story. The waiter with the
bashed-in face came with our drinks,
and she stopped talking. I caught a
malignant look from the man’s eye

as he set the girl’s drink down. He
seemed to be preoccupied with some-
thing.

He took my whiskey off the tray,
set it down in front of me, then
picked up the glass of water off the
tray. He started to set it down on
the table in front of me—then his
hand stopped. I heard a peculiar
sound come from his throat. -

He tried to straighten up, still
holding the glass and tray. I looked
up at him and saw that his eyes were
wild with fright—as though he were
looking death in the face. The
cords in his neck grew taut, and the
muscles in his jaws bulged under the
skin of his hard face.

HEN, still trying to balance the

tray and glass of water in his
two hands, his knees buckled under
him and he fell to the floor. He
kicked out with both feet two or
three times, as though he were run-
ning in air—and then he lay on his
side. His eyes were
malignant—but he did not move.

I knew that he was dead.

I looked quickly at the girl, just in
time to see her throw her hand up to
her terrified face and bite her wrist,
as though to keep from screaming., I
quickly offered her my whiskey.

As I held out the glass, a bullet
whipped in front of my nose and
splintered it. The bullet buried it-
self in the wall with a little plunk-
ing sound, and I looked at my hand
full of broken glass and dripping
whiskey.

I had heard the shot, and it wasn’t
very loud. Then a breath of cold air
hit me and brought me out of my
momentary daze, I looked toward
the partly open window from which
the draft blew—and then I acted.

I had caught one glimpse of a dark
form of a person with a pistol framed
in the window.

The girl was still gazing hypno-
tized at the dead waiter. I grabbed
our table, threw it over out of the
booth as I got to my feet. I caught
the girl by the wrist, wrapped my
other arm around her neck, and
dropped to the floor with her.

And just at that moment, a second

staring and
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shot popped outside the window, and
another bullet buried itself in the
wall of our booth.

The girl and I were crouched be-
hind the overturned table, and I was
digging my automatic out from un-
der my left arm. I got it out just
in time to throw one answering shot
at the form in the window.

I heard a yelp, and then the shad-
ow disappeared into the storm. There
was a sudden silence in the dining
room. But only for a moment.

The few people eating there had
sat stunned, but now they broke out
into hysteria. Women screamed, men
shouted meaningless things, and they
all scraped their chairs on the floor
and got up out of their seats.

The manager was a level-headed
man. He dashed toward the outer
door and locked it before half a doz-

.en people who were running toward
it reached it. He stood with his back
to the door and faced them.

“Everybody be quiet. It’s all over.

— Go back to your seats and wait. I've

already put in the police alarm.” He
was firm about it, and he stood there
and ignored their arguments. He
even sent the cashier around to col-
lect their checks before the police
got there.

I was still on the floor behind my
_table, with the girl in a heap beside
me. I heard her stammer, “I thought
so! You were followed! They tried
to kill me.”

I helped her up, and when she was
on her feet I asked, “You think that
man shot at you?”

She did not have time to answer
before I heard the siren outside, and
in another minute my friend Gentry,
the night chief of police, and two
uniformed men came in. The mana-
ger led them over to the dead waiter,
then turned and headed back the
crowd of men who started to gather
around.

NENTRY is a short, heavy-set
man who always has a cigar in

his mouth. He walks with a limp
on account of a- bullet in his hip.
He knelt and examined the dead
waiter, feeling his pulse, turning him
over on his back, and working one of

his arms. Then he got up, dusted his
knees and asked:

“What happened?”

Everybody tried to tell him at
once. He got them quiet and listened
to a little man who claimed he had
seen it. The little man said impor-
tantly:

“I saw it all. The waiter was over
at that booth starting to serve a
drink, The man sitting there pulled
out a gun and shot him. There were
a lot of shots fired. The man hid be-
hind his overturned table and kept
shooting till the waiter fell.

“Who was sitting at that table?”
Gentry asked.

The little man looked at me and
said, “That’s him. He shot him.”

Then Gentry saw me for the first
time. He looked queerly at me as
I came away from my booth and
joined him. He said to the little
man, “You must be mistaken. This
is Dave McNary, the lawyer. He
doesn’t go around shooting waiters.”

“But I saw him. He must have
fired half a dozen shots.”

Gentry looked at me. “What hap-
pened, Dave?” he asked.

I told him exactly what had hap-
pened. I handed him my .32 and
showed him that I had fired only one
shot. “I saw the man at the window
and took a quick shot at him,” I fin-
ished. “I think I wounded him, but
I don’t know. Anyway, there’s only
one shot gone from my gun, and
there are two slugs in the wall over
my booth. And—here’s a point that
proves how unreliable even honest
eye-witnesses are—the waiter fell
dead before a shot was fired!”

The little man didn’t want his
story ruined. He chimed in, “I tell
you, I saw him shoot him, half a doz-
en times.”

Gentry puffed at his cigar, then
asked the little man:

“Maybe you can show .me the bul-
let wound in him. I couldn’t find
one.”

The little gink withdrew from the
case. ;

The marrager came up., “Maybe
this will explain part of it. That
waiter just went to work for me this
morning, He said he had been in a
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hospital with heart trouble. Maybe
it got him.” :

“We’ll find out when the coroner
comes,” Gentry answered. “But that
doesn’t explain the shooting.” He
looked at me again. “Have you got
any idea who shot at you?”

I answered, “I was here talking to
a woman who was afraid—" I looked
around for the girl.

She was gone.

“She was from Rivercrest Sanitar-
ium, and she was trying to tell me
something when it started. I don’t
know what happened to her. She
must have run out when the shooting
was over.”

“That doesn’t clear up much,” Gen-
try admitted. “So there’s nothing
much to go on until the coroner
holds an autopsy. You can go any
time you want to.”

I was glad to accept the offer, and
I got out of the dark roadhouse as
quickly as I could get my coat on.
Gentry seemed to be satisfied that
the waiter had died of heart trouble,
and that seemed the only logical ex-
planation. But I didn’t like it, some-
how.

There seemed tco much coinci-
dence about it—and mystery. The
frightened girl believed that an at-
tack had been made on her life, and
that the waiter’s death was connected
with it. But that didn’t explain the
waiter dying before the shots were
fired.

I bundled up in my coat and went
around the dark exterior of the road-
house. I carried my gun in my hand
—just to make sure.

I found my car, got under the
wheel and started it. As I rolled out
into the road I heard a bustling be-
hind me, and a form slid over the
back of the seat and plopped down
beside me.

I grabbed for my gun in my over=-
coat pocket. I had it on the way out
when a voice said, “I thought you
were never coming.”

It was the girl from the hospital.

I put the gun back in my pocket,
“What happened to you?” I asked.

HE snuggled down in the seat
beside me like a little child. “I

was afraid,” she confessed. “I
couldn’t stay there in that room
knowing somebody was there to try
to kill me.”

I had my car headed toward my
apartment house, and I didn’t intend
to let the girl get out of my sight
until I found out what all the mys-
tery was. After all, the waiter fell
dead at my booth, and those bullets
hadn’t missed me very far. I told her .
where I was taking her. ;

“That’s all right, if it is safe,” she
answered. S :

“How did you get out of the res-
taurant?” I asked her. “The mana-
ger locked the door.”

“Through the window of the la-
dies’ room,” she admitted.

“How’d you know my car?”

“I’ve seen that yellow convertible
too many times. You see, I live in
the apartment house next to yours.”

“Then I'll take you there—"

“No,” she objected in sudden panic.
“I wouldn’t dare go there now.”

“All right,” I said. The poor girl
was really terrified. I could feel her
trembling against my body as I
drove.

So, I brought her to my apartment,
and got her .omfortable before I
started asking questions. Then I
asked, “What made you say that per-
son at the window was trying to kill

ou?”

She fumbled her cigarette nervous-
ly. “I started to tell you back in the
restaurant, I'm Doctor Leslie’s nurse.
At nood today, I heard Doctor Bel-
den’s nurse talking on the phone.
And she was discussing a plan to kill
Doctor Belden: tonight!”

“What?” I exclaimed.

“Yes. And I believe that Sally
Emery — that’s her name — realized
that I heard her, and put the other
party on my trail to kill me to be
sure I didn’t tell anybody.”

I reached for the telephone. “Why
in the world didn’t you call the po-
lice? Or tell Doctor Leslie, instead
of waiting around to get in toych
with me? That was crazy.”

Before she could answer, the oper-
ator came in and I got police head-
quarters. “Give me Bob Gentry in a
hurry,” I said to the desk man. “This
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is Dave McNary, and it’s important.”

“Sorry, Mr. McNary, he’s not in.”

“Where can I find him, but quick?”

“He’s on a call to Rivercrest Sani-
tarium.” !

I feit a cold chill go through me,
“What’s wrong out there?” I asked.

“Doctor Belden is dead—"

I didn’t wait for any more. Drop-
ping the phone in its cradle, I got
to my feet. “Bamn °'it, you were
right. Belden’s dead. Why the dev-
il did you wait to see me? If you'd
got the police earlier—” She was
scbbing as I put on my overcoat.

I told her, “You stay right in this
room and keep the door locked until
I come back. There’s no danger
while you’re here, and TI’ll be back
as soon as I can. TI’ll see if I can get
you police protection.”

“Where are you going?” she asked.

“To Rivercrest.”

As I puShed my car through the
dark streets it was still snowing and
my progress was slow. It made me
impatient. I hadn’t wanted to get
into this case, but the death of the
waiter, and the man with the gun
outside the restaurant window had
forced me inte it. The girl was in
very evident danger—and so was I,
for that matter, until the death of
the waiter was cleared up.

Rivercrest Sanitarium was a group
of low, sprawling buildings occupy-
ing a whole block of terraced ground
alongside the river. It was not a pub-
lic institution, but a private sanitar-
ium owned and operated by Belden
and Leslie. Behind its walls were
the living skeletons in the closets of
all the wealthy families in this end
of the state. It cost a lot of money
to keep an insane patient there in-
stead of in a public institution.

But it might have been worth it
to those with the money. Belden
was said to be a genius, and he had
efftected some miraculous cures of
dementia praecox with the metrazol
shock method. It was an open secret
that the well-known young girl radio
singer who had publicly announced
that she was the mother of Whirl-
away, the famous race horse, had
been committed to Riverside, and had

been cured of her insanity. There

were dozens of other famous names
which had disappeared from print,
their owners going into Riverside,
Some came out, some lived on behind
those secretive walls.

PULLED up to the entrance be-

hind Gentry’s police car and rang
the bell. The door was answered by
a big dark-skinned man in a white at-
tendant’s uniform. He had one arm
in a sling, and his black eyes looked
at me angrily.

“Nobody come tonight,” he said in
broken English. “You come back
maybe tomorrow.” He started to
close the door.

I put my foot in the crack and
shouldered my way in. “Police,” 1
snapped, and went on into the recep-
tion room. There was nobody there,
and I went on down a long corridor,
the dark man following me on silent
feet. He was a great hulk of a crea-
ture, and I had little trouble pictur-
ing him overcoming a violent patient.
It made me shudder.

1 heard voices at the end of the
hall, and found a Ilaboratory room
lichted up and eccupied. Gentry
and a uniformed man were there, and
Doctor and Mrs. Leslie.

There were two other people in the
room—Doctor Belden and his nurse.
They both lay on the floor—dead.

Gentry locoked up at me from a
kneeling position beside the dead
doctor who had apparently fallen off
a stool while doing some work at his
laboratory bench. He asked, “What
brought you here?”

“I heard about it,” I explained,
“and I thought maybe I could help.
But first, did the coroner find out
what killed the waiter?”

Gentry got to his feet. “No. But
he found out that it was not his
heart. He’s testing the stomach and
organs now.”

I looked at the dead doctor and his
nurse. “Any clues on this?”

He shook his head. *“Not a bullet
hole, or a mark on either of them.”

“Makes you think of the way the
waiter died, doesn’t it?” I asked.

Gentry looked at me puzzled.
“Yeah. Why?”

Doctor Leslie had joined us. Up
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to now, he had been standing with
his arm around his wife, who still
had her long black fur coat and hat
on. She had evidently just come in.
He was not much bigger than she
was, but he was doing what he could
to comfort her.

He said, “McNary, I'm glad you're
here. There’s something funny—
something terrible going on, and
frankly, I'm afraid. I know the po-
lice are doing what they can—"

“They’ll straighten it up,” I as-
sured him. “Gentry knows his busi-
ness.”

Leslie wasn’t at all like the man
you’d expect to be running a mad-
house. He was the administrator,
while Belden was the scientist. Les-
lie belonged to the various clubs and
got around quite a bit. He was a
good mixer, even if he was a poor
poker player. I had in my pocket at
the time his IOU for three hundred
dollars I had taken from him in a
game at the Professional Men’s Club
only a couple of days ago. Right
now, he appeared as if he needed a
friend, as he groped awkwardly for
a cigarette in his pocket and stuffed
it into a holder with unsteady fin-
gers.

He said, “No matter what it costs,
I want you to get to the bottom of
this. Poor Belden. And poor Em-
ery. She was studying science. Had
a great future.”

I thought of the other girl’s hav-
ing heard the Emery woman plotting
to kill Belden—and the problem grew
more confused than ever.

“You take Mrs. Leslie to her quar-
ters,” I advised him, “and Gentry
will take care of things, I’ll do what
I can, but I'm a lawyer, not a detec-
tive.”

Mrs. Leslie said, “I'm worried
about Miss Newell. I think she
should be looked after—"

I reassured her. “Miss Newell is
at my apartment, and she’ll be safe
there. As a matter of fact, she
learned that Doctor Belden was in
danger, and she came to me for help.
It was too late.”

RS. LESLIE went out, and

Gentry asked, “Who is Miss

Newell and what did she know about
it?”

Leslie answered, “She’s one of the
nurses here. I hope she’s safe.”

“She is,” I assured him. “Miss
Newell heard this Miss Emery talk-
ing on the telephone today, and she
says that Emery was discussing
something which made her think that
she was helping plan Doctor Bel-
den’s death.”

“Nonsense,” Leslie pointed out.
“Emery is one of the victims.,”

“She might have helped the mur-
derer plan the crime, and then he
might have killed her afterward, to
be sure she didn’t break down and
talk,” I suggested.

“But why? Why would anyone
kill Belden? He was just a scientist,
and didn’t have an enemy in the
world?”

Gentry countered, “How about the
patients?”

“Impossible,” Leslie said. “They’re
all under lock and key, and with at-
tendants guarding them. Simply im-

possible.” :
I spoke up. “About attendants.
Who is that dark-skinned fellow,

and what’s the matter with his arm?”

Leslie smiled. “Oh, he’s just a na-
tive Indian from Brazil, Deoctor Bel-
den brought him back from eone of
his trips up the river a few years ago.
Saved the poor fellow’s life, and
Mazo has been like a faithful dog
ever since.”

“But his arm?”

Leslie hesitated. “Well—one of
ocur men patients got a little ob-
streperous yesterday, and Mazo had
to quiet him. He got a bad fall in
the scuffle. But you can forget him.
He loved Belden like a faithful dog
loves his master.”

I remembered hearing the man out-
side the window of the restaurant
howl when I shot at him, and I won-
dered.

I said to Gentry, “I don’t think
Miss Newell is any too safe, even at
my place. Hadn’t we better go over
there and talk to her and see what
she knows, then get her to a place
where she will be certain to be safe?”

“I had that in mind,” Gentry said.
“But we’ll go to the morgue first, and
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see if the doctor has found out what
killed that waiter. Then we’ll go to
your place.”

Leslie asked, “You don’t know yet
what killed them?”

“I know what didn’t kill them,”
Gentry answered. “They weren't
shot, and they weren’t hit on the
head. We can’t learn any more un-
til the coroner finds out exactly
what did kill them. I believe now
that whatever killed the waiter also
killed these people.”

He turned to me. “I’ll be with you
as socon as I take a look around the
outside of the house for footprints.
The window was open about a
foot—"

“Like the one at the restaurant,” I
added.

“Yes.
room.
two.”

I went out and paced the carpet in
the reception room. I picked up
medical magazines, threw them down,
and picked them up again, trying to
untangle the mystery. Three people
were dead, apparently without cause,
and for no discernible motive. One
of the victims was apparently one of
the plotters of the crime. And a
fourth person was in fear of her life.

I was trying to make sense out of
it when my eye was attracted to Bel-
den’s name on the cover of one of
the magazines. I saw the issue con-
tained an article by the dead doctor,
so I turned to the page and looked
at the article itself. “Some Methods
of Reducing Metrazol Shock.”

It was in technical language, but
I made out from it that sometimes
insane patients being given shock
treatment had such strong convul-
sions that their bones were often
broken. It was a terrible drug, but it
would cure certain types of insanity.
But, according to Belden, there was
hope of controlling the convulsions
it caused. Belden had found an al-
kaloid drug in South America which
would paralyze the patient sufficient-
ly to tone down the convulsions pro-
duced by metrazol, and thus elimi-
nate the danger of serious frac-
tures. . . :

I was getting more interested as I

You wait in the reception
I'll be ready in a minute or

read further, and I had barely fin-
ished the article when Gentry came
and got me.

WENT along in Gentry’s car to

the morgue. The doctor was at
his laboratory bench working over
a group of vials. Gentry asked him
what he had found.

“There was:nething in the stomach
to indicate ‘poison, and ne evidence
of heart disease. Frankly, I haven’t
been able to-get hold of anything
that could account for his death.”

I offered my suggestion. “Have
you tested the bloed yet?”

The doctor locked at me like all
doctors look at laymen who make
suggestions to them. “Ne. Why do
you ask?”

“It’s out of my line, of course,” I
explained. “But I have a hunch that
you will find an alkaloid in the
blood, which, when it was adminis-
tered, caused a complete paraylsis of
all the nerves and muscles.”

The doctor looked at me tolerant-
ly. “Just what alkaloid do you ex-
pect me to find?”

“Curare,” 1 told him.

He smiled very briefly. “That is
poison found in South America,” he
explained. “Native Indians use it to
peison blow-gun darts dewn there to
kill game—"

“And their enemies,” I added.
Frankly I was getting a kick out of
this. “Also,” I told him. “There is
a limited amount of it here in Amer-
ica. For instance, Doctor Belden had
a supply of it.”

“Why?” the doctor asked.

“He was using it experimentally in
very small doses to paralyze the mus-
cles of insane patients so that they
would net cripple themselves in their
convulsion when he administered the
metrazol shock treatment to them.”

The doctor pursed his lips, and
said, “Hu-mmm, you knew, I believé
I do remember now. Saw a paper on
it that he published in a medical
journal some time ago. . .never
thought of it. . .maybe you've got
something. . .” 5

Gentry said, “Hell, yes, he’s got
something. There wasn’t a sign of
any other kind of wound on any of



18 % % & Crack Detective

the dead people.” He looked at me
and continued:

“That attendant—didn’t Leslie say
he was a South American? Sure he
did. And the man you shot outside
the restaurant window—you thought
you wounded him. That Indian’s
arm is in a sling. Doc, get on that
blood, will you? Come on, Mac,
we’re going to pick up that savage in
a hurry. Who ever would have
thought of a blow-gun murder here
in a civilized city!”

I started to remind him that I did,
but changed my mind.

We went out and got into his car.
I said, “Let’s go by my apartment
first. That Newell girl is there by
herself.”

“Sure,” Gentry agreed. “If she
knows anything, she’s in plenty dan-
ger. But who'd have believed it—a
South  American savage going
around killing people with a blow-
gun right here in the heart of the
city. But why? Suppose Belden
broke one of their idols or some-
thing while he was down there? May-
be stole some jewels out of a tem-
ple?”

“You've been going to the movies,”
I accused him,

“Yeah? Then how’d you know so
much about South American pois-
ons?”

“Oh, I read a lot,” I answered.

We pulled up at my apartment
house and I rang my own bell. There
was no answer and I rang twice more.

Gentry said, “H-m-m. Better use
the key.”

I opened the door to my living
room. The Newell girl lay on my
davenport, as though she had
dropped off to sleep. Gentry crossed
the room quickly, picked up her
wrist, and was silent a moment.

“She’s dead,” he said. “Already
the body’s almost cold.” He relit his
cigar and walked the length of the
rcom and back. “Say-y,” he said,
stopping in front of me. “If that bird
killed her with a blow-gun, there
ought to be arrows or darts or some-
thing.”

I was already examining the dead
girl. “There isn’t anything like that
sticking in her,” I said. “At least as

far as I can see. Did you find any-
thing like that at Belden’s place?”

“I didn’t look for anything like
that,” he admitted. “Who’d have
thought—what I still can’t figure is
the motive. Why? Why were they
all killed? And who’s going to be
next?”

I was already clawing through the
girl’s pocketbook, looking for her
home address. I found some rent re-
ceipts, read them and stuck them in °
my pocket. When I closed the pock-

‘etbook, I did it with a very definite

idea of what I wanted to do.

SAID to Gentry, “Suppose this

girl was really in on the deal.
Suppose she knew those murders
were going to happen, and she want-
ed to be in the clear on it. What
would she do?”

“Naturally she’d establish an alibi
by being with some disinterested par-
ty at the time they happened.”

“Like me, for instance. I'd have to
swear she was with me at that time.”

“I see.
just to make it safe for himself,
hears you say she’s alone here, and
that we’re going to the morgue and
then coming here. So he beats us
here and shuts her mouth for keeps.”

“Could be,” I admitted.

“It’s not going to be easy to pin
this on that savage.”

“I think I can nail it down if you’ll
play along with me. But the idea
could miss pretty easy, and wed be
back where we are now.’

“All right,” Gentry agreed. “Yoa
dug up the poison idea. Go ahead
and see if you can nail the killer to
the cross, What’s on your mind?”

“We're going to take this girl’s
body to her own apartment first,” I
told him. “She lives right here in
the block.”

Gentry didn’t like the job, but we
got the girl’s coat on and took her
out to my car, and then to her own
apartment, where we supported her
between us and took her in a side
door. If anybody had seen us they
probably would have thought the girl
had taken on a little too much to
drink. But we got her into her -
apartment without being seen.,

And then her accomplice, - - ‘
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I found one of her night gowns,
and we put her to bed, so that she
looked as though she were in a nat-
ural sleep. Finally I had the room
looking the way I wanted it, and
then I went to the phone and called
Rivercrest Sanitarium.

The Indian attendant answered the
phone.

“I want you to give this message
to Doctor and Mrs. Leslie,” I told
him. “Can you understand it all
right?”

*“Me speak good English,” he an-
swered.

“All right, Tell them that some-
body-tried to kill Miss Newell in my
apartment—"

“She dead too?” the Indian asked
in an even tone.

“No. She is not dead. She is go-
ing to recover. And she wants to
talk to both Doctor Leslie and Mrs.
Leslie. She is afraid she will die,
and she wants to tell them some-
thing before she dies.”

“You at her house?”

_“No. There is nobody at her
"~ house now. The Chief of Police and
I have to go back to police head-
quarters. But we will be back to the
girl’s house in one hour. We will
meet them there in an hour—under-
stand?”

“Si. Yes. I understand.”

“All right. Don’t forget. We will
join them there in an hour. If we
don’t get there in an hour, tell them
to wait, Understand? Compre?”

“Yes'”

I hung up, and Gentry and I sat
around and had a smoke. I showed
him the rent receipts, and he studied
themy ‘then whistled. “This gets
tangled-upper and tangled-upper all
the time.”

I said, “I think we’d better make
ourselves scarce now. It’s not far to
Rivercrest.”

We pushed our way into the tiny
clothes closet in the Newell girl’s
bedroom, crouched in there with a
wardrobe full of smart clothes, and
the smell of perfume choking our
nostrils. Fortunately, we did not
have long to wait.

Gentry grabbed my arm in the dark
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~“Listen,

and  whi Some-
body’s operi e hall door.”
T heard 3#” and opened the closet

door. abo\rt’an inch. - I held my breath

- for halfa minute, as I heard cautious
,;{opt‘gteps crossing the living-room
floor. Gentry put his eye to the crack

of the door, then swore under his

breath.

“Lord o’ mercy. Mrs Leslie! She
knew Leslie was playing around with
his nurse.”

I looked out and saw the long fur
coat and the turban hat I had seen
earlier in the evening.

The intruder stood, back to us, fac-
ing the bed. One hand came out of
the pocket of the fur coat—with a
hypodermic needle. Then the figure
glided noiselessly to the bed, and in a
flash, the hypo was jabbed into the
dead girl’s shoulder.

I threw the closet door open, and
Gentry and I both came out with our
guns ready to use.

“All right, Doctor Leslie!” 1 said
“Drop that syringe on the bed and
back away from it.”

HE figure whirled. Gentry
grunted, as he saw Doctor Leslie
standing beside the bed wearing his
wife’s coat and hat. We all three
stood dead silent for several seconds,
while both Leslie and Gentry got
over the shock of seeing each other.
Then without a word, Leslie
turned and grabbed for the hypo he
had dropped on the bed beside the
dead girl. Gentry suspected that he
was going to kill himself, and dashed
toward him.

But Doctor Leslie was a clever
psychologist. His right hand held
Gentry’s attention as he reached for
the hypodermic needle.

I shot him just as his left hand
came out of the fur coat with an
automatic pistol. Doctor Leslie fell
to the floor without his hypo, and
lay as though he were dead.

“That’s the savage you're looking
for,” T told Gentry. “He was paying
this girl’s rent, and she was an ex-
pensive gal. He was losing a lot gam-
bling, too. I've got one of his IOU’s
in my pocket now—which proves he
was short of money. But Doctor

Belden had worked out this method
of curing dementia preacox, and it
is good for a million from rich peo-
ple who have it in their” families.
Maybe Leslie had been going to
movies, too, Anywa he decided to
use this curare poison to kill the
man who was going to benefit man-
kind with it. But he had to kill Bel-
den’s nurse, too, because she would
have recognized the work of the
poison. I figure he sent Newell to
me to establish her alibi, then figured
he might as well kill her while he
was at it, and get rid of the danger
of blackmail from her in case he got
tired of paying her bills.”

I looked down at the crooked doc-
tor, and saw that he had moved
slightly. He had managed to get his
long cigarette holder out of his pock-
et, and was putting it in his mouth,

I kicked it out of his hand, and I
was scared when I did it.

“I think that will explain how he
tried to kill the girl in the restau-
rant. He used that cigarette hielder
for a blow-gun, but:the distance was
too far, so he hit the waiter by mis-
take. Then, he tried to finish the
job with his pistel.” <

Gentry had picked up the cxgarette._:_»
holder, and he found a tiny dart in -
it, hardly larger than a toothpick.
“What I don’t understand,” Gentry
said, “is how he thought he could get
away with it. Did he think we
would give up on the case?”
= “No. He knew that even if the na-
ture of the poison was discovered, it
would point to Belden’s South Amer-
ican servant. He may even have been
intending to later direct suspicion on
him, What would be more natural?”

“Particularly,” Gentry agreed,
“since you said you had wounded the
man in the restaurant window. I
wonder—"

Doctor Leslie, lying bleeding on

the floor, spoke up weakly. “All
right. All right. You’ve figured it
all out. But den’t move me, it hurts.

T've got my arm bandaged, where you
nicked it. . Now just let me die in
peace, will you? That damned red-
headed nurse. . .”

THE END
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Ben Hogers was determined to
marry this girl, even if they
had to walk down the aisle in

lockstep — then the murder
master played his ace in the
: holel!
@
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IMMY LYLE was a skinny,
J sallow little man in a glen-

plaid suit that had once been
typically and splendidly Broadway.
The cuffs of the trousers and sleeves
were frayed, now, though. The heels
of Jimmy’s shoes were run down and
he looked as if it had been a long
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time since he’d seen a good meal.
Still, he was quite at ease here in
Stephen Pawling’s penthouse living-
room. He looked around approving-
ly at the luxurious furnishings.

“This is just the move I've been
waiting for you to make all these
years, Bobbie.” Jimmy sighed, tem-
pled his fingers, smiled smugly over
them. His teeth gleamed yellowly.
“There’s nothing you can do but
pay.” :

“But I can’t get a lot of money
without Stephen suspecting some-
thing,” blond Mrs. Stephen Pawling
said. She paced the room, Her
golden hair was perfectly coiffured,
her fulsome figure flattered by a tail-
ored suit so simply designed you
knew its costliness right away. But
she had not yet learned to ease the
Tenth Avenue brass from her voice.
She shrilled: “You're a fool, Jimmy.
I'can’t do it, I won’t!”

“Yes,” Jimmy Lyle contradicted.
He leaned forward in his chair; one
yellow eye narrowed shrewdly. “Yes,
you will. I play smart, Bobbie. I
don’t kill the goose that lays the
golden eggs. I take it a little at a
time so you don’t miss it.
gonna give me a hundred bucks a
week, every week.,” He moistened
his lips in greedy contemplation. He
chuckled. “I’'m gonna get real social
security.”

“I never thought you’d do this to
me, Jimmy,” she whined. Her blue
shadowed eyes strained to work up
tears. She watched the door behind
Jimmy Lyle’s chair open, slowly,
quietly, but she gave no sign. “You're
sure you don’t want to call it off,
Jimmy?”

“What do I look like?” he demand-
ed. He flicked ashes, disdainfully,
on the thousand-dollar rug.

Behind Lyle, Harry Heinz raised a
piece of heavy bronze statuary.
Heinz had softly waved golden hair
and a clipped blond mustache. His
face was long and his cheeks held
rose spots of color. He was the per-
fect “Nordic” type except that his
eyebrows were sharply V’d black
wings and his eyes were a slum-

brown. The contrast was striking,

You're -

almost incongruous. He was a blond
Satan. :

“I said, what do I look like?” Jim-
my Lyle insisted. “A sap?”

Bobbie Pawling watched Harry
Heinz’ perfectly ellipsed browh eyes
widen under their winged brows,
That was the only betrayal of emo-
tion he showed. She watched the
metal statue flash down, crush the
thin-haired head of the frowzily
flashy little man in the chair. For
one moment her mouth slacked and
she forgot to hold her head erect;
the threat of a double chin spoiled
her profile, Then her teeth clicked
together and words came through
them:

“Yes,” she whispered.
my—a sap—a dead sap!”

Harry Heinz flashed his perfect
white teeth. He whipped out a hand-
kerchief, wiped his prints from the
statue, careful not to get blood on
his clothes, He set the murder weap-
on back down on the floor,

The cigarette dropped from Jimmy
Lyle’s limp fingers, started to burn a
hole in the rich rug. Then the dogcr-
bell chimed.

Harry Heinz and Bobbie Pawling
looked at each other. Heinz bobbed
his head, smiled again. “Timed pre-
cisely,” he said. “It’s your husband.”

Bobbie put scarlet-tipped, jeweled
fingers to her throat to stifle a flut-
tering pulse. She watched Heinz
move toward the door, watched him
lift a smail, capable-looking pearl-
handled automatic from his pocket.
They stood like that, waiting for
Stephen Pawling, Bobbie’s husband,
to enter the apartment. . .

“Yes, Jim-

N THE suffused lighting of a

Times Square dance hall, Ben
Roger’s roughly good-looking fea-
tures looked more scrubbed and red-
der than usual. On the  table his
hands, big and square-fingered,
smothered the girl’s small, white
ones. He said:

“Well, honey, what do you say?”

Carole Booth didn’t answer. She
stared at the tiny, jam-packed dance
floor. She listened to the tired band
blasting out a brassy jazz number.

“You haven’t got an ounce of
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sense, Ben,” she said; finally.
can’t get married tonight!”

" His hands tightened on hers. He
watched flecks of light from the re-
volving ceiling reflector dance over
her copper-colored hair.

“Sure we can,” he said. “We ‘can
take a train down to Elkton in a few
hours. Tomorrow’s Sunday.”

“I’d like to, Ben.,” Her green eyes
ieft his face for a moment. “But it’s
impossible.” :

“Why?” he said. “Why, Carole?
For months we’ve been talking about
it. It’s always been—next week. This
time it’s now. My parole is up next
week—they’ll take me in the Army
any time gfter that.”

“Listen,” she said. ‘“Listen, Ben,
it’s ridiculous. In the first place,
this is the busiest night of the week.
Harry Heinz, the marmger here,
wouldn’t let me off.”

“He let that dumpling blonde, Bob-
bie Carmen, off a couple of weeks
ago when she wanted to get hitched.”

Carole dragged a limp straw from
the soft drink in front of her.-“That
_ was different,” she said. “Bobbie
married Steve Pawling—a million-
aire. It was big publicity for Dance-
land here. " And she didn’t have to
come back to this dump.”

Angry color flooded his
“Neither do you, Carole.
could—"

“That isn’t all,” she interrupted.
“Ben, I've got to give Doris’ mes-
sage to her boy friend. I promised
the kid I would. It’s the least I can
do.”

He nodded, soberly. He was re-
membering 'how the kid, Doris, had
looked there on the stretcher when
they carried her out past his hack
stand to the ambulance. He'd
thought, then, Suppose Carole should
get an appendicitis attack like that,
or something. That had been the
clincher to make him come up here.
Suppose something happened to her
some night and they never could get
married.

“You could phone,” he said.

“No. I tried.” She shook her
head. “Doris’ boy friend is up at
Stephen Pawling’s apartment about
some business deal. Pawling has a

“we

face,
You

private line, I couldn’t get the num-
ber. T’ll have to go up there.”
- “Pawling? The rich guy Bobbie
married?” When she nodded, he
went on: “That needn’t stop us. I'll
rive you up there and you can run
up and spill the bad news. Then
we’ll catch a train for Maryland.”

She pulled one hand free and cov-
ered her tired, mascared eyes for a
moment. “I—I'd like to, Ben. God,
how I'd like to. But I—I don’t
know. I've just got a feeling that
tonight isn’t—"

“You're stalling,” he said. He
stood up. He scooped his baggy,

checkered cap from the table. He
was big in a lean, tough sort
of way. “You're always stalling.

Okay, baby. We’ll skip it.”
He started away. She caught at
his arm. “No, Ben! Don’t' go!”
There was something in her voice
that made him pause. She arose,
murmured: “You go down and wait
in the hack. TI’ll be right down. . .”

AITING for Carole in front

of the grandiose, courtyard
entrance of the swank, Gracie Square
apartment, Ben Rogers rose up in the
driver’s seat. He looked in the rear-
view mirror. His fingers worried a
slight growth of beard. His crisp,
black hair was tousled from the cap.
His eyes were tired and bloodshot
from the strain of cowboying
through Times Square traffic_all day.
He told himself that he was a hell of
a locking bridegroom. :
The blond woman and the resy-
cheeked man with the satanic eyes
came through the courtyard to the
street. Their arms were linked with
those of a limp-jowled, bald man
whose flabby features were falling
apart with shock ‘and horror. He
walked with loose, almost stumbling
steps, like a blind man. They walked

-straight to Ben Roger’s cab, opened

the door.

He peered out at them. “Sorry,
folks,” he said. “I already got a
fare. I’'m waiting for someone.”

The woman said, “Damn!” harshly,
glanced up and down the street.
“And no other cabs in sight.”

Harry Heinz shoved the fat man
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roughly into the cab, tumbled in aft-
er him,

“What’s the matter?” Ben Rogers
demanded. “Didn’t you hear me? I
said—"

Steel chilled the nape of his neck.
“Get going,” Harry Heinz said, un-
ruffled. “Get onto the East River
Drive, head north.”

Ben Rogers stiffened. His tem-

ples throbbed and the cords of his
wrists swelled. He didn’t move for
several seconds. Thoughts flashed in
his brain.

What about his wedding? What
would Carole think when she came
out and he was gone? What the hell
was this trio up to?

The gun muzzle jabbed harder at
his neck and he switched on the ig-
nition. He glanced into the rear-
view mirror. He saw the evil brown
eyes glowing beneath winged brows.
He saw two hands resting on the
back of his seat. One held a hat,
shielding the gun in the other. To
anyone looking in from the outside
it would seem as though Harry Heinz
was leaning forward, giving his driv-
er directions.

From somewhere came the shrill
whine of a siren. The woman said:
“They don’t lose any time, do they
Harry? It was only a few minutes
ago that we called.”

The cab roared from the curb.
Heinz said, conversationally: “If
we’re stopped, driver, I will probably
be arrested for murder. Without any
question I will make the charge dou-
ble. If you try anything fancy, any-
thing at all, some overpaid M. D. will
be plucking lead from your gray
matter.”

“All right, pal,” Rogers said. It
wasn’t that he was so scared. He was
just filled with a cold, patient fury.

The woman in the back lit a cig-
arette. In the flare of the match
Ben Rogers got a good look at her
face and recognized her. Suddenly
he guessed who all three were.

He had seen this woman in the
hostesses’ rush line at Danceland and
more recently in the papers when she
married Stephen J. Pawling, the
Breakfast Food King, The scared
fat man must be Pawling, The man

she’d called Harry could be Harry
Heinz, manager of Danceland. Rog-
ers had seen him up there, he re<
membered, now.

Pawling spoke for the first time,
He said: “Why—why did you kill
that man in my apartment? Who
was he? Where are you taking me?”
Except for the scratchy deepness of
his voice, it could have been a fright-
ened and bewildered little boy,

speaking.
“That man was blackmailing your
wife, Pawling,” Heinz obliged.

“There’s only one way to shut up a
blackmailer, y’know.”

“Keep quiet, Harry,” Bobbie Paw-
ling’s brassy voice said.

EINZ chuckled. “Don’t be so

squeamish, I think the old guy
deserves an explanation. . , You see,
Pawling, that gentleman, Jimmy
Lyle, used to be Bobbie’s vaudeville
partner. He was also her husband.
They were supposed to have been
divorced. But tonight Lyle showed
proof that their Mexican divorce was
a phony—illegal. You can imaging
how that would embarrass Bobbie
if it became known.”

No one spoke then for quite a few
minutes. The cab cruised along the
East River Drive. There was no
traffic at all, what with the lateness
of the hour and the restrictions on
driving. Ben Rogers glanced out at
the lights of a tug on the black wa-
ters of the river. He listened to the
noisy huffing of the little river craft,
tried to think,

Carole hadn’t wanted to make
plans for tonight. ‘She had a feel-
ing, an omen of some kind, Why
hadn’t he listened to her? But how
did he know?

He could crack up the cab but
there was no way of guaranteeing he
wouldn’t be killed, too. It was bet-
ter that he wait until they stopped.
Maybe he could get a chance to make
a break, then.

And then his heart came up and
bumped the back of his teeth. He
suddenly remembered something,
Carole Booth had gone up to the
Pawling apartment. And a man had
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been killed up there, Pawling had
said just a moment ago! . ..

IEUTENANT DAN CROUGH

4 bent over the girl, “So you ad-
mit you know that man?” he said.
He pointed across the room.

Carole Booth was slumped on the
sofa. She pushed both hands through
the thick red hair at her temples,
stared at Jimmy Lyle. Jimmy was
sitting in the same chair. He was
wearing the same self-happy grin.
But a trickle of blood had dribbled
from his head, down his forehead,
along his fleshy nose and stained his
yellow teeth. It made the grinning
death mask of his face something
terrible to. see.

Closing her eyes, Carole turned her
face away. “I only knew him to say
hello to,” she said. “He was the
‘boy friend of Doris Allen, one of the
girls down at Danceland. Doris was
taken sick tonight, like I told you,
and—" :

“Sure you told me,” Crough cut in.
“We get an anonymous phone call
that a woman is screaming as though
she’s being killed in this flat and we
come up here and find you just about
to sneak out of the joint. Just tell
us why, Carole. That’s all we want
—why?”

Her fingers curled over the arm of
the sofa. Her body arched upward.
Cords stood out in her neck. She
screamed: “I didn’t kill him. For
half an hour I've been tell you over
and over. I—let me alone, now, damn
you. Let me alone!”

She started to sob and to shake all
over. Lieutenant Crough tilted the
toothpick in his teeth. He sighed.
Ee swung the tips of his fingers
stinging across her cheek. She
sucked in a long breath and came
jerking out of the jeebies.

“Now look,” he said. “Be nice.
Ycou tell us you came up here in
your bey friend’s cab. But we don’t
find any sign of him, can’t even lo-
cate him. You tell us you brought
a message from a sick girl to her
boy friend, supposed to be up here
on business with Pawling, and you
found this boy friend dead when you
- got here. . . Look, Carole, let’s start

‘Homicide.

over—all over—again. Mrs. Pawling
being an ex-taxi-dancer, herseli,
something smells of blackmail may-
be, here. Tell us the real story,
Carole.”

She looked up at him. She start-
ed to answer, but couldn’t quite make
it. A lone, violent sob escaped her.
Then she whispered: “I've told you
all T know. I've nothing else to say.
That’s all.”

Another man touched Crough’s
arm. He was built small for a police-
man, His clothes were nicely cut,
perfectly fitted to his trim form. He
had round, pleasant and intelligent
eyes, heavily ringed underneath. He
said: “Why not give her a rest, until
we get a report from the hospital.
And maybe they can turn up this
cabby any minute. We checked and
found there really was such a guy.
There might be something in the
girl’s yarn.”

Crough said: “Burke, you guys on
the Broadway detail get romantic,
soft, where there’s a mooney-eyed

irl in the case. . . But I will see if
that girl’s out of the operating room,
yet.”

He stepped to a phone, dialed,
leaned his massive bulk against the
wall, “This is Lieutenant Crough of
Is that Doris Allen dame
out of the—” He stopped and lis-
tened for long seconds, his bletchy
face showing strain. Then he said:
“T see. ., . Well, thanks, anyhow.”

He replaced the phone. He looked
around, took out a dirty handker-
chief and blew his nose, sonorously.
He stuffed the cloth lazily back into
his pocket. “Well,” he said, savor-
ing the suspense he created. He
wheeled toward Carole, then, sud-
denly. “Well, sister, there goes part
of your story. Doris Allen died on
the operating table.”

Carole said nothing. This was
anti-climax. This didn’t even hardly
hit home. Crough scowled at the fin-
gerprint men bustling about. He
spotted a colored elevator boy stand-
ing between two uniformed police-
men. He strode toward him.

“Once again, kid,” Crough de-
manded, gruffly. “Were Mr. and
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Mrs. Pawling in earlier this evening,
or not?”

The boy rolled his eyes, flapped his
large lips. He said: “As I remem-
ber, Mr. Pawling went out about
half an hour before this young lady
came in.” He nodded at Carole.
“Then he came back and none of
them went out after that.”

“That isn’t what you told me be-
fore.” Crough’s fleshy face got ugly.
“Listen, sonny, don’t try to confuse
me. You said before that they
must’ve all been out.”

“I was so excited.” The boy wait-
ed for his breath to come. “I fig-
ured maybe I'd been mistaken about
them being here, since I hadn’t seen
any of them leave within the last
hour and yet none of ’em were up
here. But now that I been thinkin’
about—"

Burke cut in: “Maybe they did
have something to do with this.
Maybe they copped a sneak on the
operator.” He dusted a dust speck
from his sleeve. “All they’d have to
do is watch the elevator indicator
and when they saw that the lift was
coming up w1th a_passenger, run
down the stairs.”

“You and ‘your imagination,’
Crough said. “Let’s get downtown.
T’'ll talk to this girl there. I'll get
something out of her.”

Carole Booth stared at all of them,
dully. She remembered, this was her
wedding night. She wondered what
had happened to Ben. She wanted
to lie down somewhere and sleep
forever., Or maybe die. She was so
very tired. . .

HE New York cab sped out of

the city on the Parkway, up
through Yonkers, deep into West-
chester County. Inside, Harry
Heinz hadn’t changed position. The
nose of his automatic still rested
against Ben Rogers’ neck. He or-
dered, suddenly: “Turn left the next
side road.”

A couple of hundred yards in
front the headlights showed a fork
and an old tar road leading off to the
left. “You mean here?” Rogers
asked, and when Heinz acquiesced,

he swung off the parkway. The sign
said: OLD QUARRY ROAD.

They passed a few houses and
then there was no sign of habitation
for several miles. On one side of the
road” was nothing but black woods.
On the other side was an old wooden
guard rail and a steep, hundred-foot
embankment leading down to an
abandoned marble quarry.

“Heinz said: “Stop here, driver.”

Stephen Pawling heaved forward
in his seat. He shouted: “Don’t do
it, you idiot. Keep driving. Don’t
stop. Don’t you see what they're
going to do. They’ll kill—"

The pearled butt of the automatic
cracked Pawling’s skull with a sick-
ening crunch. He said no more. His
body thumped to the floor in back.

“I said, stop here!” Heinz ordered.

Ben Rogers braked. At the same
time he reached for his cap, lying on
the floor of the cab where the right-
hand front seat would be in another
cat., He picked it up quickly, with-
out bothering to remove the pair of
gloves Carole had left thereinside it.
He clapped gloves and all on his
head.

“Get out of the car with your
hands up and your back to me,”
Heinz said.

Rogers obeyed until they were all
out of the car, and then he turned
around. There was a grim smile on
his face. He said, “You wen’t shoot
me. It would spoil your plans if they
found a bullet.”

“What do you mean?” Heinz' an-
gled black brows worked up and
down.

“I mean I've got this all figured,”
Ben Rogers said. “You and Bobbie
must’'ve been pretty pash for quite
a while. Soon as she hooked Paw-
ling into marrying her, the two of
you planned to kill him so she would
inherit his dough and you’d both be
all set., But Jimmy Lyle and his
blackmail put a crimp in your plans.
With him alive, there was always
the danger of the news getting out
that Bobbie was a bigamist. Then,
even if Pawling did die, she’d have

no legal claim on his estate. So you
killed Lyle. The police will figure
Pawling did it, skipped out. They’ll
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be pretty sure when they find his
corpse in a wrecked cab. Isn’t that
it?”

EFORE the last word was out

of his mouth, Rogers leaped,
chepped one arm downward in a vi-
cious swing, his fist striking Heinz’
gun-arm. The automatic spun loose.
Rogers’ lean figure hurtled into the
other man, They plunged backward
to the road in a savagely thrashing
tangle.

Bobbie Pawling ran up and seized
a heavy, jagged rock from the road-
side. She rushed back and stood
over the two fighting men. She
raised the hunk of rock, brought it
down on the back of Ben Rogers’
cap.

The two men stopped fighting,
Heinz got up, his face livid, his
chest heaving, his blond mustache
stretched into a snarl. He kicked a
small, pointed toe into Rogers’
cheek.

“Stop that,” Bobbie said.
got to hurry.”

. Neither of them spoke again as
Heinz lifted the back seat out of the
hack, fished around in a clutter of
tools and junk and brought forth a
small machine-oil can. He sprinkled
the fluid over the upholstery. Then
he loaded Ben Rogers’ limp figure
behind the wheel of the car. He
twisted the wheel, released the emer-
gency brake and let the cab start to
move on a slight downgrade toward
the guard rail.

Harry Heinz then lit a whole
book of matches, flung them into the
car, He leaped off the running board
as the rolling taxi splintered through
the ancient guard rail.

He and Bobbie Pawling stood at
the top of the embankment, watched
the car speed out, over and down.
For a second it seemed to float in the
air- and then it somersaulted and
landed on its side, barrel-rolled the
rest of the way to end up in a crash
on the rocks, far below.

Little flames bellied out of the
wreckage for a few moments and
then exploded into one solid sheet
of orange fire that cast a reddish
light all the way up the hill.

“We've

With the crimson glow on his fea-
tures, Harry Heinz’ resemblance to
the devil was complete, He smiled
at Bobbie, said: “You're a widow,
Bobbie. We've got money to wallow
in the rest of our lives.”

Bobbie’s plump, comely face was
hard and pale. Her gaze dropped be-
fore the stare of Heinz' bog-brown
eyes. She whimpered: “I—I wonder
if it’s going to be worth it, Harry?”
She looked almost afraid for a mo-
ment. “We'd better get away from
here.”

He nodded and they walked off, to-
gether, into the blackness of the
night. . .

FAROLE BOOTH was very pale.
/ Her mouth sagged with weari-
ness. Her eyes were raw-red from
weeping. Her whole face looked like
a once pretty wax mask that had got-
ten too close to flames and melted.
Perched on the straight-backed chair
in the white, hot cone of light, it
looked like she was all alone. But
there were faint rustlings of move-
ment in the darkness around her.
There had been for hours, now.

A voice said, quietly: “I think
she’s ready. I think she’s had enough
. . . Do you want to talk, now, Car-
ole? It's up to you. Whenever you
say the word there’s hot coffee and
cigarettes waiting.”

“All right,” she said after a great
while. Her voice sounded like she’d
just swallowed a handful of sand.
“All right. I guess I've had all I
can stand. What do you want me to
say?. .. I did it. All right, I did it
. . . Is that what you want?. . . If it
isn’t, tell me. I'll say anything you

want, Please!”
“That’s fine,” the voice said.
“That’s fine,” The bright light went

off and the overhead bulbs went back
O == »

TELLOW fingers of dawn
streaked through the venetian
blinds into the penthouse. Sergeant
Burke of the Times Square detail,
put on his pearl-gray Stetson just so.
He said: “Mrs. Pawling, I’'m sorry
we had to subject you to all this
questioning, But you know how
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. check, We'’re through.
‘kind of game—even-Steven gamble.
Either we got completely clean with-

these routine things are. It’s almost
daylight, I'll get out and let you
get some sleep. Thanks for being so
cooperative.”

“You’re welcome,” Bobbie Pawling
assured him. She pushed a wisp of
yellow hair away from her pastry-
colored forehead.

“You, too, Mr. Heinz.” Burke
bowed slightly from his small waist,.

Harry Heinz raised his satanic
brows. “Not at all, Sergeant.”

Burke opened the door. Heinz
sighed gustily. And then everybody
froze, A uniformed cop stood there,
about to ring the door bell. Standing
next to him was a man in a battered,
half-charred cap. He had no eye-
brows nor eyelashes. One side of
his face was a shriveled and shiny
red, like polished pink leather. His
shirt and necktie were bloody. One
arm hung twisted and limp at his
side.

The cop coughed delicately, said:
“Pardon, Sergeant, but this nut
barged into the lobby yelling some
fool, crazy story, and—"

Harry Heinz interrupted: “Oh,
yes, Officer. I know all about it.
Step inside, please.”

“What the hell is this?” Burke ex-
claimed. He looked at the automatic

in Heinz’ hand, shrugged. He told

' the cop: “You and your friend better

do as he says, Mason.”

The policeman and Ben Rogers
stepped in. The door slammed shut.
Rogers said through puffy lips: “Sor-
ry I couldn’t get here sooner, Heinz,
but I didn’t have a car hidden out up
there in the woods like you did, I
had to thumb back.”

Heinz stood with his back to the
wall, the gun covering them all. Bob-
bie Pawling started toward him. She
asked, shriily: “Have you gone crazy,
Harry?” -

He grinned. He jerked the gun
toward her. “Forget the bluff, Bob-
bie,” he said. “This guy’s story will
It was that

out a hitch and lived happily ever
after, or—” He paused, blew breath
through his nose. “You see what one
tiny miscalculation does?”

He ordered them all into the liv-
ing room and lined them up against
the wall. Bobbie Pawling’s blue eyes
were animal-wild. Her head dropped.
The loose flesh that was beginning to
become another chin, quivered, but
she didn’t even care. She said:
“What—what are you going to do,
Harry. You—you're going to—to
take me with you?”

He ignored her. He addressed
them all as a unit. “I’m leaving,” he
said. “I imaginesthere’re more cops
down in the lobby so I'll take the fire
stairs. I may stay outside in the hall,
watching the door for several min-
utes. I might stay there ten. Any-
one who wants to be a dead hero can
make a test.”

The uniformed cop was very pale.
His eyes bulged. They cut toward
the telephone table next to the wall
where Bobbie Pawling was standing.

“Thanks,” Heinz said. The spots
of color in his cheek glowed like
spotlights., “I’d already thought of
that. . . Bobbie, do me a favor and
yank out the cords of that phone.”

Bobbie bent suddenly and wrapped
her thick fingers around the wires.
They ripped out noisily. And then
her scream split the eardrums of
everyone for blocks around. She
shrieked: “You’re not leaving me to
take the rap alone, you crummy,
blond double-crosser!”

She slung the telephone in a tam-
gle of swishing extension cord,
straight at Harry Heinz, Uncen-
sciously, almost, he switched the bar-
rel toward her and the little weapon
spewed flame and coughed. Bobbie
Pawling clutched at her waist.

The clutter of telephone cords
whipped around Heinz’ gun-arm just
as Ben Rogers leaped. His good arm
swung and the fist of it smashed full
into Heinz’ nose, spread it up be-
tween his black, winged brows. . .
ee OU poor thing!” Carole

whispered. “You look terri-
ble. Simply terrible!”

They stood in the vestibule of her
rooming house and she gazed up at
Ben Rogers with a tired but happy
smile. She trailed her fingers over
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the places where his brows used to
be and the,pad of bandages at the
side of his face.

He grinned and winced at the
same time, said: “Anyhow, the doc
says he doesn’t think the burns will
leave very bad scars. And the eye-
fuzz will grow back. .. You’re no
Rose O’Day, yourself, heney. . . Say,
I think I'll go down and whack that
louse, Crough—"

“Let’s not remember him,” Carole
cut in. “Let’s just think about how
nice Sergeant Burke was, how he’s
saving us a trip to Maryland by pull-
ing some strings at the license
bureau so we don’t have to wait the
usual time.”

“Yeah,” he said, happily. “That’s
right,”

She reached up and tugged off his
half-burned cap. “Ben,” she said,
“why don’t you toss this old rag
away?”

“0ld rag!” He snatched back the
hat. “That cap, plus a couple of
your gloves stuffed inside was all
that saved my life tonight. It
dulled that wallop on the dome so
that the first shock of the flames
brought me around and I could roll
out into a pile of bushes before that
old bus blasted.” :

He cupped her chin,
listen here, Mrs. Ben Rogers. .

THE END

“Now, you

”
.

seal his doom!

O'Hare wouldn’t sell the horse!
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ME. ANGEL'S
CONSCIENCE

Wherein a reader of CRACK DETECTIVE STORIES unloads whdt’s on his
chest and poses a neat question.

Homer Angel
65 Martingdale Lane,
Brooklyn, New York

Robert W. Lowndes, Editor
Columbia Publications
Crack Detective Magazine
241 Church Street

New York City, New York.

Dear Mr. Lowndes:

Since I am reading your Crack De-
tective Story Magazine for many
years now, and being of sound mind
and aged forty-six, I take the liber-
ty to come to you with a problem
whaich is bothering my conscience.
You are a disinterested party and
would judge without malice afore-
thought, or "anything like that, and
would view the problem fair and
square on my side.

It is true, I done a couple stretches,

here and there, but I assure you I
been on the level for ten years or so,
and I do not consider myself a crook
anymore. But now I ain’t so sure,
and my conscience worries me, so I
have decided to write it down on a

piece of paper, so that you, an ex-.

peit on crimes, can decide.

It started like this, Now I am a
good natured fellow; I like to see
everybody happy and having a good
time. The way it is explained to me,
I do not see that it is doing anybody
any harm, and I need the one hun-
dred bucks.

Lester Guggenhime calls me on the
phone I should come over to see him,
I am changing the names of every-
body because I do not wish to be

sooed.” Many years ago I did for
Googey a little job, a successful one
in which I did not go to jail. So it
is sort of sentimental with me,.

And this is what Googey tells me.

A very wealthy millionaire just
died, and what he couldn’t take along
with him is being auctioned off. In
fact, it is going under the hammer '
the very next morning,

This morning, Googey went down
there, to give the book collection a
once over, and he comes acrost this
book, and he near faints. In some
way this dead millionaire got holt of
a book, and he never had an' idear
how valuable it was. Googey thinks
he must of bought the book in some
old book lots without anybody be-
ing wise it was a real antique. The
dead millionaire just liked expensive
books but he didn’t understand any-
thing about them. He patched up
this book, and writ a new title on it
in gold ink, calling it Fifteenth Cen-
tury Poetry, when it was actually a
handprinted translation from the
original Songs of Solomon.

The book is listed in the auction
cataloguey as No. 487. The auc-
tioneers don’t know how valuable the
book ‘is neither, and Googey is not
the type of man to put them wise,
He says the minute the estate finds
out how rare a beok it is, the price
will go up like a charge of soup.
Googey likes to get bargains, as who
don’t?

All I have to do is a very little
thing, and I earn me a hundred
clams. I am to go to a certain Mr.
Minx, who is a Curio Dealer. Googey
say I'm to go to his rare book de-

By Greta Bardet

(Author of “The Corpse Laughs Last,” “Orchids for Madame,” etc.)
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In a moment, the safe is open, and I have the precious volume in my mitts.

partment, look around and come
acrost a book called “Bonos Mores
Inter Pocular,” The price of this
book is seventy-five bucks!

"YOOGEY gives me a hundred.
“In case,” says Googey, “he is
trying to rook you. And Homer, one
other thing; do not talk too much.
For if you do, Minx will get wise
you're not a man of letters.”
“Now wait a minute,” I says, “I

31

know my alphabet as good as the
next guy!”

“That is not what I mean, Homer.
You may look somewhat like a gen-
tleman, but you do not talk like one.
Keep your mouth shut as much as
possible.”

“You are the boss,” I says, and
leave with his money in my pants’
pocket, and the cheerful thought that
I am getting one hundred bucks
when the job is all over,
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I go to the Curio Shop, which is
just off Fifth Avenue. It is a classy
joint, quiet, and full of junk. I spot
the books and mosey over. This Ilit-
tle bald-headed guy stands around
and gives me the once-over through
thick plate glass bifoculars. This is
Mr. Minx incidentally. I come
acrost “Inter Pocular” and I says,
“How much?”

He smiles like a Chinaman.
hundred and fifty dollars.”

“You're nuts! Seventy-five clams
I open me wallet and shew him the
color of money. “Take it or leave it,
Sonny!” 3

He takes it.

I bring the book back to Googey,
plus the twenty-five bucks change.
Googey doctors up the book, blots
out the gold letters, sticks on new
letters, “Fifteenth Century Poetry,”
and puts a little paper sticker on the
bottom of the back No. 487. This
book is nowa ringer for the No. 487
in the library of the dead millionaire.

I go there. A clerk hands me a
catalogue. I ask to see this book
and that, until I finally get around
to No. 487. When he gives it to me,
I give it a look like I am disgusted
at such a cheap object, which is easy
to do. It is not only a old book, but
the pages is dirty and all full of fly
specks. It is practically falling apart,
and it smells like it has been in a
damp cellar since it was printed.
And get a load of this, Mr. Lowndes!
It was hand printed in 1451! If a
guy has got to have money to burn
for something like this, don’t you
think I am justified in doing what I
done a little bit? ,

I watch my time. I switch books.
A cinch! I hand the clerk the doc-
tored “Inter Pocular,” ask him for
two more books, and call it quits.

Outside the dead millionaire’s mu-
seum, I run smack into Mr. Hollings-
worth. I used to deliver booze to
him in the good old days. He has
got more stomick, less hair, and
looks like he got more money.

“Well, well, well, Homer Angel,”
he says to me. “And just what are
you doing around here?”

“Nothin’!” I says. “I come to the

“One
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wrong address. The guy what owns
this dump is dead.”

“So they say! So they say! What
are you doing these days?”

“Tryin’ to earn a honest dollar,
like everybody else.”

We part company, and I get a cab.
But I don’t go immediate back to
Googey’s. Instead I go see a old
pal of mine, Izzy Einstien. Izzy
Einstien and me has been pals for a
long time. I used to bring him ma-
terial in the old days. He is the best
fence in the city, and a straight-
shooter if there ever was one, and
there is nothing Izzy Einstien don’t
know!

I put the book out and say, “How
much ya gimme on this?”

He looks down at it, then up at me.
“It’s a book,” he says.

“I know it’s a book. How much is "
it worth?”

He looks through it quick. “How
much you want?”

“How much ya gimme on the book!
How many times I gotta ask ya!”

“Look! Homer! For old time’s
sakes. You want a little loan. I give
a little loan. Five dollars? And you
keep the book. For this I wouldn’t
give you ten cents!”

“Ten cents,” I says.

“Not a nickel more. You bring
around old copies Art magazines, I
give you twenty-five cents a dozen.
Don’t bother me with this foolish-
ness!” :

I leave Izzy Einstien. I am begin-
ning to worry. Maybe Googey is
really cracked. But why should I
worry? His money is good and one
hundred bucks, is one hundred bucks,
I bring the book to Googey who is
taking it from me like it is a new-
born son! I get my money. Nobody
is hoit. The library has got a book
worth seventy-five smackers. They
didn’t know they got a valuable book
in the first place, so what they don’t
know, don’t hoit them. My con-
science is clear at this point.

BUT while I am doing all this,
something happens. : 255

Mr. Hollingsworth, the guy I met
outside the house, goes to the library,
too. In his old age he got.interested
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in books, like Googey, and what if
Hoelly, just like Googey doesn’t get
wise' to the real value of book No.
487? Holly goes inside, he pulls a
switch. In the quiet of his limou-
sine, he finds that the book he
switched, has already been switched,
and he near has heart failure!

Holly takes one gander at the doc-
tored copy of “Inter Pocular,” He
knows books, and he instantly knows
this book come from Mr. Minx’s
shop. So what does he do? He goes
over to Mr. Minx, and puts the cards
down on the table, face up.

“You win!” Holly says to Mr.
Minx. “You pulled a fast one. How
much do you want for the 1451 hand
printed translations of the original
Songs of Solemon.”

Mr. Minx is considerable startled.
“Huh? I don’t get you,” he says.

“This is your “Inter Pocular,” says
Holly, throwing it down on the table
like it was dirt. “I know. I seen it

here. You made this a ringer for
the original. Look, Minx, I want
that-book!” '

“My, my,” says Minx, smiling like
a Chinaman. “The Batito transla-
tions of the Songs of Solomon? You
are pulling my leg, Mr. Hollings-
worth.”

“Nice act, nice act!” says Holly.
“I don’t blame you for playing dumb.
How much do you want for the
book?”

“If, . .if I had said copy. . .how
much would you be willing to pay
for same?”

“Five thousand bucks,” says Holly.

Mr. Minx smiles like he thinks
Holly is a nice little boy but a little
dumb. “It is worth seventy-five to
one hundred thousand dollars, if not
more.”

“How much do you want?”

“I don’t know. I was just asking
how much would you pay for it, if
I had it!”

Holly gets up. “Bring the book
around to my house anytime and fif-
teen thousand is yours. Fifteen thou-
sand. . .because the book is hot! I
can go to the authorities and accuse
you of theft.”

= Mr. Minx smiles again. “How did
you get the copy of ‘Inter Pocular’?”

But he holds out his hand. “I think
we can come to an agreement. I will
see what I can do for you. Since you
don’t care for this copy of ‘Inter
Pocular’ I'll credit your account with
thirty dollars, the value of the book.”

Within no time at all, Mr. Minx
is at my house. How does he find
me? Well, he seen my name and
address on the identification card in
my wallet when I handed over the
seventy-five for the book.

“Okay,” he says. “Who has the
original?”

“Come again?”

“Don’t give me that! I thought it
odd a man like you coming into my
shop and buying rare literature. It
was not for yourself. I can see that
by the layout of your diggings. Who
hired you to switch books? If you
don’t come acrost I'll turn you over
to the cops.”

“I don’t know what you're talking
about!”

“I see I am wusing the wrong
tactics. Five hundred says that book
is in my store tonight.”

I am surprised at this sum of mon-
ey. “Five hundred?”

“Okay! Seven hundred and fifty.
Is it a deal?”

“I don’t know,” I
dizzy.

“You're a shrewd businessman,”
says Minx, getting red in the face.
“But this is the way the cards lay,
take it or leave it. Hither I turn you
over to the cops, or one thousand
bucks says that book is in my hands
by five o’clock!”

“Four-thirty,” I says. I never did
have much will power. We stand
up and shake hands. Mr. Minx gives
me the copy of “Inter Pocular” to
switch for the real copy again. We
part the best of friends. =

says, getting

NY dopes what are willing to
fork over such dough for a
lousy boek need to be taken. And
I ain’t got no scruples about getting
the book back from Googey. That
wasn’t nice of him to take me for a
sucker. Paying me a measily one
hundred bucks when Minx is will-
ing to fork over one thousand!
When I visit Googey’s expensive
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house this time, I do not enter by
the front door, but come up through
the cellar, I enter the house as un-
obtrusively as possible, and head for
the room with the safe. Googey is
noi around. I hear voices and foot-
steps upstairs. Could be Googey; I
do not know. I get down on my
knees, and get to work on the dial,
I did not lose my touch, I am hap-
py to note. In fact, if I say so my-
self, I am just naturally, talented
when it comes to opening safes.

In about a half hour I get the door
open. I take out Translations, and
put the copy of “Inter Pocular” in
its place. I am outside of the house
before you can say, cheese it, the
cops!

Since I am in the money now, I
grab a cab. While I am being drove
over to Mr. Minx’s Junk Shop, I
open the book and start to read. I get
a little sore at guys throwing away
dough for such an article. I am glad
I am getting my piece. Why, the
weids ain’t even spelt right. “Thou
sayfths sooth, ay man. . .” it says.
And take a gander at this woid.
“Mefeemith.,” Now, what the hell
does Mefeemith mean, Mr. Lowndes?
In the literature I am reading, like
Crack Detective Magazine, every-
body in a story is saying, he said, she
said. But what do they do in this
book? They quoth. And sometimes
they sayeth. “Alack, bethink your-
felf, left evil befet you” The guy
that wrote the book never had hair
on his chest, if you get the subtle
incineration!

I hand the book over to Mr: Minx
and collect my thousand. He is
grateful to me, and says he might be
able to pass along a little business
once in a while. ‘No. There is where
I am drawing the line. This busi-
ness is not hurting anybody, and it
started out as a favor. I want to re-
main on the straight and narrow, and
do not wish to be a crook anymore.

I have now got one thousand and
one shundred bucks to the good. I
go home. And who is there in my
room? Holly. We greet each other.
~ So, now what happens? Follow this
careful.

“So, Homer, you sly old dog, you!

At the wrong address, were you! I
knew you were up to no good when
I bumped into you coming out of the
building.”

“You got me all wrong, Mr. Hol-
lingsworth.”

“Nuts! I'm a man of ,plam words.
I’ve been to see Mr. Minx, that dirty
so and so. He got you to switch
books, didn’t he? Tell me, is it true?
Mr. Minx has the beok, hasn’t he?”

This is true, because after all,
Minx has got the book now! But I
doii’t say nothing.

“I had a talk with Minx,” says Hol-
ly. “I knew he had the book there
all the time. The crook is just sell-
ing to a higher bidder. Minx is
nothing but a damned double-dealing
so-and-so crook, After all the busi-
ness I have done with him, too!
Switching books! There ought to be
a law against people like Minx. He
has got the copy, hasn’t he, Homer,
old pal?”

LOOK at my fingernails. “Coultd—
be.,)

“Good boy!” He pats me on the
knee. “Remember the good old days,
Homer? You must of made a for-
tune on me, Homer. Go swipe the
book from Minx for me, Homer, will
you?”

“What’s in it for me?”

“Good boy, good boy!” He pats my
knee some more. “Five hundred
bucks!”

I bust out laughing like it is the
funniest thing I ever heard in my
life. “Don’t make me laugh,” I says
to him. “I wouldn’t touch the job
for a cent less than five thousand
bucks.” :

I hold my breath while Holly gets
pale in the face. “Two thousand,”

he says weakly.

“Five thousand five hundred,” I
says.

He jumps to his feet.
outrage!”

“I don’t care. Six thousand!”

“QOkay, okay, okay, Homer! Five
thousand if.

“Six thousand 2

“Now you look here, . )

“Six thousand five, . .”

“This is an.
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“Six thousand!” he hollers. “Six
thousand! Yes!”

“Half down?” ’

“Half down!” He falls back into
the chair. “Oh, well,” he says, after
a while, “it’s a bargain, really.”

To get into Mr. Minx’s Junk Shop
ain’t easy. They got boiglar alarms
around. But I get in! In the back
of this dump is the effices. One
room is the outer reception room,
and the other is the inner office room
where the safe is. It is in this safe
I seen Minx put the book. Nobody
is around, so I get to work. This
safe is a honey! I have to fiddle
around with the damned combination
for almost an hour.

Just as I get the door open, the
door of the reception room opens. In
comes Minx. I slip around the side
of the safe, wracking my brains for a
alibi in case he ketches me there. I
listen to what Minx is saying, for he
is calling somebody up on the phone.
Mr. Hollingsworth. Minx tells him
he can now deliver the book in ques-
ticn. Then he sits up straight in the
chair.

“What do you mean, Mr, Hollings-
worth, you don’t want the bock any-
more!. . .but Mr. .. .Hhh... But
this afternoon you were so set on
owning. . .well, if you don’t want it,
you don’t want it!” And he hangs
up. He sits back in his chair, and
thinks a little bit. “Hm!” he says.
“Hm!”
again.

I take this opportunity to open the
safe door, and take out the book, and
shut the door again. I start slipping
ou: of the room, by the back win-
dow, when I hear Mr. Minx say,
“Hello. I should like to speak with
Mr. Guggenhime, Mr. Minx calling.”
So I sit on the windowsill to listen
because this is of interest to me.

He gets Googey and is very
friendly. “I say there, Mr. Guggen-
hime, since you are a very special
customer of mine, and have done
much business with me in the past,
I have something thrilling to offer
you—a book. I’'m letting you have
first look at it before I put it on
public sale. Would yeu believe it,
sir, but I have in my possession an

Then he picks up the phone

athentical translation of the original
Songs of Solomon.”

“No,” Googey must of said.

“Oh, but I have, sir. It has the
blot and puncture on page. . .” Minx
laughs like a cat. “Now, one mo-
ment, please. There are only two
known copies in existence. One in
the Loover Museum, in Paris, and
the other. . . Mine is not a fake!. . .
If you think. ..” he said sweet as
honeypie, “that’ you have the copy,
you are mistaken. If you've got a
copy, yours is a fake!”

Here I am scramming. The min-
ute he hangs up, he will dive for the
safe, and find that he has not got the
book, fake or otherwise. I grab a
cab and in twenty minutes am in Mr.
Hollingsworth’s penthouse mansion
on Park Avenue. He gives me the
dough. I hand over the book, and
we part the best of friends.

I head for a classy chop souy joint,
and order me the best spread in the
house. Minus cab fares, and sundry
expenses, which I do not count be-
cause it mixes me up, I am now sev-
en thousand and one hundred bucks
to the good. Holly has the original
copy; Googey has the doctored copy
of “inter Pocular”; the library of the
“dead millionaire has Holly’s doctored
copy, and Minx is holding the bag.
Or. . .wait a minute. . .no, that’s
right!

HEN I get home, who is wait-

ing for me? Minx! He:is so
excited his glasses keep falImg off
his nose all the time.

“I been robbed!” he ho]lers at me
frantic. “Hollingsworth! The thief!
the robber! No wonder he didn’t
want the book no more! He stole it
from me!”

“Who is this Hollingsworth?” I
ask him. After all, I got to protect
me own interests. :

“A crook! A swine! And some-
thing tells me, you stole the book
for him, too!”

“Take it ,easy, brother.
like to be called a crook!”

“Well. . .what matter who stole it?
It’s stole! After Hollingsworth re-
fused to buy it, I thought I'd sell it
back to Guggenhime. Guggenhime

I do not
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went through a lot of trouble to ac-
quire it in the first place. He lost it,
so I thought he’s willing to buy.
Since Guggenhime deliberately and
maliciously involved me by leaving
my “Inter Pocular” there, I thought
it was no more than fair to let him
know I'm wise to him, and his dis-
honesty, and could have the oppor-
tunity to buy back the book.”

“This is all Greek to me,” I says.
“What do you want?” As if I didn’t
know!

“I've got to have that book, Homer!
Tomorrow is too late. Whoever has
it will announce himself in posses-
sion of that book. It'll go sky high
in price. Guggenhime called me
back on the phone a little while ago
and said he was interested in buy-
ing. He offered to pay much more
than Hollingsworth offered. I want
it, either to sell to Guggenhime, or
maybe keep it myself, and advertise
my owning it tomorrow., Besides I
already got one thousand bucks in-
vested in this deal. I want to cover
my loss!”

“Look. I don’t know no guy by
the name of Hollingsworth. If you're
hinting you want I should swipe the
book back for you, it’s no go! I'm
tired. I want to hear Archie An-
drews on the radio.”

“I will give you another thousand
. dollars.”

By now I am pretty exasperated.

“Look, you come to me before with a

cops or money proposition. You cor-
nered me, so I done you a favor for a
grand. You can’t show me the cops
no more, because you’re in this now.
I ain’t interested in the job. If you
want the book, and you know where
it is, go get it yourself. I know how
valuable this book is, but I want to
listen to Archie Andrews and I
wouldn’t move a finger out of my
house for a cent less than ten thou-
sand dollars!”

About ten minutes later Minx can
talk again. “You are out of your
mind,” he says.

“Yeah. So long! I get awful sore
if I miss Archie Andrews.”

“T'll give you two thousand.”

“Go home, will ya? Ten thousand.
And the cash signed, sealed, and de-

livered before I touch the job, or to
hell with you!”

“Look, be reasonable. . .

“NO !n

I do not have any trouble getting
into Mr. Hollingsworth’s penthouse.
He is eating supper, and I walk
around on the roof until I come to a
window I can open. I find the li-
brary. The book is laying en a ta-
ble just asking to be took, so I take
it. I bring it back to Minx who near
busts out crying into tears when he

”»”

sees his precious damnfool book
again!

I go home.

And who is sitting on my welcome
mat? Googey!

“Oh, go home!” I greet him. “Lem-
me alone, will ya?”

But he talks about old times, and I
got to do him some more favors,
Well, so far Googey has only given
up one hundred bucks. The little-
ness of the amount makes me wince.
And this is what Googey tells me.

He received a phone call from that
dog Minx. “Imagine! The nerve of
that rat calling me, asking me if I
wanted to buy my very own book!
Actually throwing into my face that
since I procured it through illegal
channels, it is each man for himself.
All is fair in love and war. I thought
somebody had pulled a fast one on
Minx, only to go to my safe and
find Minx had pulled a fast one on
me! I was afraid of that, when I
sent you to get that copy of ‘Inter
Pocular” He must have smelled a
rat and followed you.”

“How you figger?”

“Well, I think he suspected some-
thing was up. What if he followed
you to my place and then followed
you to the library of the dead mil-
lionaire, and suspecting, switched a
copy of another book, then came to
my house and burglared my safe.”

“That must of been what hap-
pened.”

ee HAT’S what that phony did!
Then he dares, dare to try to
re-sell me back my own book!
Homer, go to his place and get it
back for me.”
“No.l’
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“This time I'll give you five hun-
dred dollars,” he says, like he is giv-
ing me a beautiful present. It is
laughable.

“Look. For old times sake I done
you a turn for a hundred bucks.
What’s the matter—you think I am
completely dumb? I know this book
is valuable. My friend, Izzy Ein-
stien told me how valuable it was.
My advice to you is pay Minx the
price and call it a day.”

“I pay him! That shyster!
crook! When it’s my book?
can get it cheaper this way?
be foolish!”

“Don’t you be foolish! I wouldn’t
touch this hot book for a cent less
than fifteen grand. Now, you better
go buy it from Minx, like a good
boy. ;2

Back I go to Minx., I cut a few
wires, and am inside the joint again.
I know the combinatien, so the whole
job takes no more than five minutes
at the outmost.

Back I go to Googey and hand
over the book. I am now so rich I
get dizzy every time I think of how
much money I got. Thirty-two thou-
sand one hundred. And by now my
conscience worries me. I am begin-
ning to feel like a heel.

Googey is so happy he has his
book back, he offers me a drink of
brandy. I sit down, and we gas a
little bit, and drink. Frankly I do

That
And I
Don’t

not like to go home so much in a’

hurry, because I am sure Holly or
Minx will be warming my doorstep,
asking me to steal the book from who-

ever. they figger out has got the
thing.

Googey talks about books, and he
tells me what makes them expensive.
Just because some monk writes two
of them a couple centuries ago, these
people go blow their tops. What is
inside the book? The way I get it,
nothing but plenty of old age! Does
Googey want to read it? Such a
thought. He just wants to own it. I
try to read it, and Googey near busts
a blood vessel laughing so hard at
my pronounciations.

After a while Googey is feeling
high. Me, I am tired, and wish only
to go to bed. Googey puts his crumby
old book in the safe, like it was his
baby he was putting to sleep in a
cradle. He says he’s had the safe
fizxed over; an electrical business he
is careful not to explain to me. Since
I don’t know nothing about such
things, I know I can never open up
Googey’s safe, unless I learn some-
thing new. He bolts the safe. His
book is safe.

And because he is feeling so cheer-
ful and full of sentiment, he gives
me a present of the copy of “Bonos
Mores Inter Pocular.” I do not want
to take it because I think it is the
brandy talking. But he insists. So
what the hell, I take it.

We part the best of friends for
life. I got thirty-two thousand and
one hundred bucks te the good, and
a book Izzy Einstien would maybe
not even gimme a quarter for. As I
ride home in a taxi, what am I find-
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ing? Googey made a mistake and
gimme the wrong book!

How do you like that! I near pass
out! That dope! I start to tell the
cabby to go back to Googey’s house,
when I change my mind.

This is too much; It has got to
stop! So what do I do? Back I go
to the library of the dead millionaire.
I ask the cloirk for books, until I get
my mitts on No. 487, I switch, and
walk out of the place just at closing
time.

I call Googey on the phone. I tell
him a terrible funny joke I have just
committed, I tell him that just for
the hell of it, I went and switched
“Inter Pocular” for the other No.
487 that was in the library. And I
asks him if it is all right if I keep
this book, too.

“Sure,” he says. “Sure I give it to
you, didn’t I?”

“Well, you give me ‘Inter)
this one.”

“Do not be technical, my boy. Keep
it, keep it!”

Not

HAT’S all I want to know. I go
B8 to a hotel, register under another
name, and get a good night’s rest.

The next day I go to the auction,
The three of them are there. They
are purple in the face, glaring at each
other. I keep hidden and watch them
take looks at the No. 487. I know
Googey and Holly will bid for it like
mad, since they are millionaires. But
I am not sure what Minx is going
to do.

But Minx pulls a fast one. Just
for spite, because he thinks one or
the other or both of the men pulled
a dirty deal on him, he goes to the
executers of the estate, and notifies
them what kind of a book they got
by No. 487. So naturally, Minx is the
sensation of the day. He gets a mil-
lion bucks worth of publicity;
Googey and Holly don’t get the book
cheap.

In fact, neither Googey or Holly
get it. A disinterested party to this
affair gets the book for two hundred
and fifty-two thousand bucks.

Now. I feel I am clean. If I steal
something and put it back again, no-

. No. 487.

body can say I did not try to be hon-
est, That is what I would like to do,
Mr. Lowndes. Will you please tell
me, am I a crook, or ain’t I a crook.
Should I give back the money, or
keep it. I figger I earned the dough,
since they was willing to pay through
the nose. And yet I feel something is
wrong someplace.

I rest the question in your lap, Mr,
Lowndes, and will do whatever you
tell me to do, because you are an ex-
poit on crimes. In the meantime T
will try to spend as little money as
possible until I get the answer. So
there is no hurry.

Thanking you very much in ad-
vance, I am very truly yours,

A Reader,
HOMER ANGEL.

(We are happy to know that your
conscience finally got the better of
you, Mr. Angel, but we regret to say
that your part in this business wasn’t
exactly honest, even if no one was
hurt and you did return the precious
You see, stealing is still
stealing, even if the person from
whom you are extracting the object
in question Is not entirely on the
level.

Moreover, Mr. Angel, in accepting
money from Messrs Guggenhime,
Hollingsworth, and Minx, we are
afraid you made yourself a party to
fraud. Here, again, the law isn’t in-
terested in the motives of the parties
you “took.”

So we can only urge you to return
the money to Guggenhime, Hollings-
worth, and Minx—anonymously, if
you prefer. We hope that they will
have learned a lesson from this af-
fair—and we know you have. When
you have done this, then you can set-
tle back and honestly say to yourself
that you are not a crook any more.

Thanks for writing—and we'’re deé-
lighted to hear that CRACK DE-
TECTIVE STORIES has played its
part in making a new man of yon.
Sincerely, Robert W. Lowndes,
Editor.)

THE END



ONE KNEW THE
MOTIVE

By Stuart Friedman
(Author of "Case of the Wonderful Wolf")

The only person who could possibly know why Basil Denver turned
to murder was to be the victim himself!

ASIL DENVER sat perfectly
B still as he talked. His voice

was a dead monotone, barely
aloud. He didn’t want to distract
from the potency of his story by any
movement, or emotion in his tone.
His lean body was doubled forward,
forearms on skinny legs, the warm
coffee cup cradled between seamy
palms. He and Stephen, his twin,
had dined together to celebrate their
fifty-fifth birthday. He could sense
his brother’s tautness in tiie chair be-
side him. Stephen listened, staring
at the dance of bright flame in the
library fireplace.

He left out no detail. . . The thun-
der of head-on collision with its glass
shatter, that screech and almost hu-
man howl of metal torn at high veloc-
ity. Basil spotted his tale with deft
bits, like the view of ene woman try-
ing to climb out the jagged frame of
a broken door window as the cars
pitched end over end into the gut of
the canyon. He sketched the terrify-
ing picture of the car suddenly en-
veloped by fire. One more detail he
added: the sound which had threaded
up out of the wreckage, the voices
of trapped humans, burning, uttering
their last mortal cry. Then he
stopped.

Basil tasted his coffee, listened to
the labor of Stephen’s breathing. He
didn’t look, but he knew his brother
was struggling to find voice. Basil
Denver knew about Stephen’s imagi-
nation—and his bad heart.

In a few moments Stephen cried
out hoarsely.

“Medicine—the mantle—"

Basil leaped up, his coffee sloshing
over., He grabbed the bottle from the
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ledge above the fire. With trembling
fingers he spooned out a dose, gave it
to Stephen.

He stood above him, back to the
fire, watched his brother sag back,
close his eyes. Basil smiled slightly.
He had told a good story. It had been
pure fiction. -

The story had been just a build-up,
a conditioner, The actual murder
would come later. It would be a fit-
ting death. Stephen was a coward.
He would die of fright!

Finally Stephen opened his eyes.

“I'm sorry,” Basil saidi T
shouldn’t have told you that. I for-
gC‘t—”

“I wish—I wish you hadn’t,” he
said, hands tightening on the arms of
his chair. “Since my accident—"

“I know,” Basil said hurriedly:
“Steve, we’d better forget mother
this year. ..’

“No,” he said grimly.
such a coward—"

“But I know how you feel—and
night driving is dangerous,” Basil
said. “I should have got here so we
could make that drive in the day-
light.”

But he hadn’t. He’d called instead,
told Stephen that he couldn’t make it
in the afternoon, as in years past.
Basil knew his brother would want
to go to the cemetery, part of the
annual ritual. That trip honoring
memory of their mother would be
the only thing powerful enough to
get Stephen into a car at night, since
the accident years before which had
caused the heart condition.

Basil slipped his brother’s medi-
Cinli in his pocket, walked to the coat
rack.

“I'm not
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“If we're going, we’d better start,”
he said. “Meet me in the back drive.
T'll get the car.”

E WENT downstairs quickly,

out the front entrance of the
apartment. He started the car, nosed
it into the mnarrow passageway
cramped between the tall buildings.
A quarter of a block away was the
small door from which Stephen
would step into the alley. Stephen
would look toward the back—not the
street where Basil waited, lights out.
His brother would expect the car to
come from the garage at the other
end of the narrow drive. When
Stephen tired of waiting, he would
walk back toward the entrance to the
apartment garages. Basil would ac-
celerate then, throwing on the lights,
He would come roaring along, swerv-
ing slightly between the confines of
the walls. Stephen, coward that he
was, would run. When the car was
at his brother’s heels, Basil would
jam on the brakes. :

Stephen’s heart, with the strain it
had already suffered tonight, would
do the trick.

Then, Basil would get out, let the
medicine fall and break on the con-
crete, near his twin.

At last, then, he would be free of
the one thing—Basil waited, his heart
thumping crazily. He didn’t like to
think of his motive for this killing.
There was no reason to think of it. . .

Basil Denver had, after all, estab-
lished a reputation. . .and he was be-
ing a fool to think of his true reason
for wanting Stephen dead. Stephen
knew. Without words, he knew.
Basil had seen him smile at newspa-
per accounts that termed Basil Den-
ver the tough character, the most
scathing lawyer in the state. . . No
one else smiled. No one else knew
his reason for gathering around him
an organization of the city’s most
hard-boiled gangsters. Newspaper-
men should know, Basil reasoned
with himself. And they termed him
a fighting fool. If they thought that
—he was. . A man didn’t have to
brawl physically to have guts. ..

Stephen was contemptible. A neu-
rotic, scared- of his shadow, living

like a recluse spinster on his part of
the income from their parents’ es-
tate. The man hadn’t even the guts
to come out and say—say what?
Basil clamped the steering wheel as
his twin stepped into the alleyway.

Then Stephen was stepping away
from the door. His back was to
Basil. Basil gritted his teeth, jammed
down on the gas. At last. At last
he would wipe out forever this other
half. . .this one person in the world
who knew from a dozen boyhood en-
counters that Stephen wasn't the
only coward. . .

He saw his brother swing about at
sound of the motor. Basil laughed
aloud as he reached for the light
switch. He caught up the wriggling
terrified shadow, saw the stark terror
as that coward tried to run.

Something else thrust the solid
lump of ice inside Basil Denver.
Another car shooting head-on down
that narrow lane! There was no
place to turn. There was only room
for one car. Basil Denver screamed
in terror! In unreasoning frenzy he
wrenched the wheel to the left as
though to drive through the brick,
out of the path of the oncoming car.

Then he saw. It hadn’t been a car,
but his own lights reflected in the
windows of the garage entrance!

He had only an instant of realiza-
tion, and then it was too late.

Stephen looked at the wreckage,
sadly. Poor Basil. He had always
made himself miserable, flailing,
fighting that unseen something, that
curse they had both shared. People
had thought him funny, sometimes.
His ranting in court, his make-be-
lieve bravado that had been so ob-
viously forced.

Perhaps, Stephen thought, Basil
would have been happier to have ad-
mitted what they both knew; might
have adopted some ruse, as he had.
No one expected much from a man
with a bad heart. Even a coward
could live happily, if only with hon-
esty. Then, maybe Basil wouldn’t
have had to go out this way. It was .
odd, Stephen thought, that for all his
cleverness Basil hadn’t thought of a
more subtle way of suicide. . .

THE END



The flare of the
match revealed a
motionless figure
lying outstretched.
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MURDER TAKES x %
* *» NO FURLOUGE

By BRUN® FISCHER

Private Sloan knew he
had hit this man in the N THE evening I parked the car
Dok bounced the viehm across the street from Chester

’ : Ivy’s real estate office. Through
off his fender, but how did the broad store-front window I could

he come to be stabbed? see Fannie Marvin writing at a desk;
41
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the frosted glass door of Ivy’s priv-
ate office showed light. I had plenty
of time. My furlough didn’t expire
until tomorrow afternoon. I'd wait
that long if I had to, to get my hands
on Chester Ivy. :

The frosted door opened, and I
tensed behind the wheel. But it was
only George Hewart. He stopped at
Fannie Marvin’s desk and spoke to
her for a while. Then he dipped his
face down to hers and kissed her.
Fannie sat motionless through the
kiss, and Hewart made it last pretty
long. When it was over, he came
out to the street.

Automatically I rubbed the spot on
my jaw where Hewart’s fist had
clipped me that afternoon. I didn’t
hold it against the guy. It had been
my fault.

Hewart’s narrow, slightly stooped
back moved down the street. I lit a
cigaret and waited some more.

Time passed. All at once I was
aware that the lights in the real es-
tate office were going out. The
frosted door was wide open and the
room beyond it was in darkness.
Fannie Marvin was standing in front
of a small wall mirror and adjusting
a crazy hat on her red curls. Her
figure was too lush for my taste,
though I suppose she was fairly
good-looking. She picked her hand-
bag off the desk and pulled the chain
of the last of the lights and locked
the door from the outside.

I muttered curses to myself. For
more than an hour I’d been waiting
here for Chester Ivy to come out, and
all the time he hadn’t been in the
office.

Probably, then, he was home. I'd
made it my business to find out
where Chester Ivy lived. He had a
cottage a few miles beyond, just off
the highway.

After I left town and got onto the
highway, I slowed down. If Ivy was
home, there was no particular hurry.
And the road wound crazily and the
dimout made it hard to see any dis-
tance ahead.

It was the dimout that was really
to blame. Aside from the fact that
there were no lights on the road and
the night was as black as my ser-

geant’s heart, the upper two-thirds of
the car’s headlights were blacked out.
Even so, I would have seen him in
time if he hadn’t been on the other
side of a very sharp curve. Sudden-
ly there he was, with my car prac-
tically on top of him.

THE brakes were good, but not
that good. Frantically I twisted
the wheel. The hood nosed away
from him; the right mudguard
caught him and spun him out of
range of the light. I heard him yelp
like a hurt animal. The car skidded
broadside to the road and stopped.

The motor stalled, and abruptly
there was pocket of silence all around
me. The man was quiet; even the
night insects seemed to have lost
their voices.

I slammed out of the car and found
myself gathered up by the darkness.
The dimmed headlights pointed the
wrong way, and I had no flashlight.
I struck a match. A small area of
light pushed itself into being. As
far as I could see, there was no hurt
man in sight. But I couldn’t see far.

“Where are you?” I called.

My voice rolled across the open
field on one side of the road. Within
a quarter of a mile there were the
lights of houses, but nobody lived
nearer. The match burned my fin-
gers, I flicked it out and lit another
and took a few steps.

Then I saw the man’s leg. It was
half-buried in the tall grass that
grew beyond the shoulder of the
road. That was where the fender of
my car had tossed him.

A third match revealed him lying
on his back, his face turned up to
the starless sky. There was no blood,
no sign that he was badly hurt. But
he was unconscious.

In the darkness I fumbled one arm
under his shoulder and the othier be-
tween his thighs and carried him to
the car. He was quite a load; though
I'm fairly strong, my knees were
buckling by the time I had lugged
him the few feet. I pushed the limp
body into the back seat and got be-
hind the wheel. I turned the car
around and drove like mad back to
town,
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An attendant was coming out of
the emergency entrance of the city
hospital when I roared up the drive-
way.

“I hit a man on the road,” I cried.
“He’s in back of the car.”

As the attendant opened the door,
I switched the overhead light on. He
leaned in and said: “Out cold, eh?
Where’d you—"

He cocked his head sideways and
glanced at me where I knelt on the
front seat. “I’ll be right back,” he
said and ducked into the hospital.

For the first time I got a real look
at the man I had hit. He was an overly
handsome guy of about thirty. He
had a neatly trimmed mustache over
too full lips. ‘There didn’t seem to
be anything wrong with him, except
that his face was too white.

Suddenly I got a queazy feeling
in my stomach. I leaned over the
seat and touched his hand. My hand
jerked back from the contact and I
got out of the car.

An interne came out, followed by
the attendant who had gone for him
and another attendant. They carried
a stretcher. The interne poked his
head into the car.

“This man is dead,” he told me.

I nodded and slowly set fire to a
cigaret. When the attendants started
pulling the body out, I went around
to the other side of the car to get
out of the way and leaned against a
fender. My stomach was jumping in-
side of me.

This is a hell of a note, 1 thought.
On top of everything else—this. And
I have to be back tomerrow.

UDDENLY I remembered that

the fender I was leaning against
was the one that had hit the man. I
bounced away from it and then
turned to examine it. There was a
dent in the fender, but not a bad
one.

The interne came over to me.
“You'll have to hang around till the
police come.”

“I don’t understand it,” I said. “I
didn’t do more than nick him, He
was caught around the hip or some-
where in the middle. That might

have hurt him badly, but it wouldn’t
have killed him.”

The interne shrugged.
heart gave out at the shock.
pens. Come this way.”

He led me into a reception room
and told me to wait.

“I’ve got to report it to the cops,”
he said. “Somebody will be here in
a few minutes. Is the car insured?”

“It’s a hired car.”

“Then there’s nothing to worry
about,” he assured me. “If you say
you only nicked him, the accident
was only an indirect cause of his
death. But the police insist on red
tape.”

He left me. Burning cigarets, I
paced about the small room., I was
plenty worried in spite of the fact
that 1 kept telling myself there
wasn’t any reason to. The accident
hadn’t been my fault.

After a while a solid looking man
came into the reception room. He
wore his clothes as if they had been
dropped over him. He said: “You
the soldier who killed the man?”

“I didn’t kill him. The fender
caught him and knocked him down.
I’d almost stopped by that time. The
interne thinks it might have been
heart-failure.”

“We’ll see. I'm Detective Corde.”
He took a printed form and a foun-
tain pen out of his pocket and sat
down at the table.

I told him that I was Private Paul
Sloan and had driven here in a hired
car on a two-day furlough.

“I used to live at 342 Maple Ave-
nue with my sister Dinah. She still
lives there. I came to visit her.”

It was a long sheet and he had a
lot of questions to ask. By the time
he was finished, the interne came
back, looking puzzled.

“Funny,” he said. “There’s not a
mark on the guy. And it wasn’t his
heart.”

Detective Corde looked at me.
“You said you hit him. You said you
heard him yell.”

“That’s right. The front fender
hit him. Not hard, but hard enough
to toss him off the road. There have
to be some bruises.”

“There have to be,” the interne

“Maybe his
It hdp-
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said, “but there aren’t.”” He handed
Corde a wallet. ‘“This was in ‘the
cadaver’s pocket.”

The detective opened the wallet
and took out an insurance identifica-
tion card. “Chester Ivy,” he mut-
tered.

The name hit me like a punch be-
low the belt. The startled look in
my face that gave me away.

“You knew him, soldier?” Corde
asked me mildly.

“I never saw him until a few min-
utes ago,” I said. “But I've heard
his name. He’s a real estate broker.
My sister works for him; she’s one
of his agents.”

ORDE brooded over the card in

his hand. “Chester Ivy lives
outside of town, not far from the
highway. What were you doing driv-
ing that way?”

I knew what was coming, so I
didn’t have to hesitate. “I promised
one of my buddies, Ben Hotch, to
stop in and see his mother. She lives
that way.” 5

Half of that was the truth. As
for the rest, I had decided that I

wouldn’t have time to see Mrs.
Hotch.
“Yeah.” Corde stood up and

scratched his nose, then went out.
Frowning, the interne tagged after
him.

I had hardly time to draw a deep
breath before a uniformed cop came
into the room. He didn’t say any-
thing. He just put his shoulders
against the wall and stayed there in
imitation of a statue.

It seemed like a waste of man-
power to set a cop to watch me.
Corde ought to know that I wouldn’t
run out on an accident, especially
after I had gone to all the trouble of
bringing the dead man in. A soldier
was too easy to pick up. And there
was no need to weorry. The dimout
and the curve were to blame, and the
fact that Chester Ivy had walked on
the road without a light.

But I hadn’t told Corde that I had
been on the way to see Chester Ivy
when I had hit him.

Was that a mistake? After all,
Corde had no way of knowing that I

hadn’t really been going to visit Mrs.
Hotch. If Corde knew where I had
been bound for, he would probe deep-
er, and my sister Dinah would be
hurt worse than she already had been.

Corde was still scratching his nose
when he returned.

“You didn’t hit a car or anything
on the way from Army camp?” he
asked.

“NO.”

“I put in a call to the place where
you rented the car,” he said. “They’re
positive there wasn’t a scratch on the
fender. They say their mechanics go
over the cars each time they’re re-
turned. Yet there’s a pretty big dent
in the right front fender.”

I nodded. “That’s where I hit him.
I told you that.”

“And no contusion,” he muttered
glumly. “I wender—"

I never knew what he was wonder-
ing. The interne returned with a
gray-haired man in a doctor’s gown.

“Detective Corde?” the man said.
“I'm Dr. Parvis.”

Corde shook his hand. “I’ve heard
of you. You're the chief surgeon.”

Dr. Parvis glanced at me with cold,
unfriendly eyes. Then he turned back
to Corde. “Dr. Willow here told me
about the man who had apparently
been killed in an accident and yet
bore no external marks. Naturally I
was interested. While I realize that
thorough examination falls into the
medical examiner’s province, I took
the privilege of taking a look at the
body.”

“Glad you did,” Corde told him.
“Did you find out how Chester Ivy
died?”

“Yes,” Dr. Parvis said, and glanced
at me again, “The man was mur-
dered.”

VERY eye in the room was on
me, I started to reach fer a
cigaret and changed my mind. I
knew I couldn’t light it without my
hand shaking too much.
“Murdered!” I whispered.
crazy!”
- Corde didn’t seem to see anything
crazy about it. He asked quietly:
“Was he poisoned, Doctor?”
“Stabbed,” Dr. Parvis said. “Very

“That’s
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cleverly stabbed. An extremely long
and narrow instrument—something
like an old-fashioned hatpin, I should
imagine—was injected under his ear-
lobe. The point penetrated the brain,
Death was practically instantaneous.
Needless to say, there was scarcely
any external bleeding. Under super-
ficial examination, the minute wound
was hidden by the earlobe.”

Corde sighed. “Well, soldier?”

“You think I murdered him?” I
gasped.

“I don’t think that Ivy was killed
and then got up and walked into your
car.”

‘I stood there in a daze, looking
from face to face. There was no
sympathy or understanding any-
where.

And then I had it. I started to
laugh. The cop moved from the wall
and came to my side. He, like the
others, was sure I had lost my mind;
that I was a homicidal maniac.

“Look,” I said. “I know I hit a
man. It couldn’t have been Chester
Ivy, so it had to be somebody else.”

Corde expelled breath through his
nostrils, but said nothing.

“It was dark,” I went on breath-
lessly. “All I could see was what a
match showed me. Come to think of
it, Ivy was lying too far off the road.
He couldn’t have been thrown that
far. That’s where he had been mur-
dered, but I couldn’t know that. I
was looking for a hurt man, and
when I saw Ivy I rushed him to the
hospital.”

Dr. Parvis said: “Didn’t you feel
that he was cold?”

“I didn’t touch his hands or face.
It didn’t occur to me that I could
have killed him. Anyway, I was in
too much of a hurry to get him here.”

“And where,” Corde asked dryly,
“was the man you hit?”

“Lying near there, probably un-
conscious. I must have walked right
by him without seeing him because
of the darkness, Maybe another car
picked him up.”

The interne shook his head. “He’d
be brought here, and there have been
no accident cases since you came in.”

I grasped at a straw. “He might
still be there. I know he was hurt

because he screamed when I hit him
and then was suddenly silent.”

Corde found that his nose was itch-
ing again. “Well, it won’t hurt to
take a look,” he said.

Driving out in the police car,
Corde didn’t have any more ques-
tions. He probably thought he had
all the answers. If so, he was a
lot smarter than I was. I had none
of them.

“Here’s the place,” I said.

The uniformed cop, who was driv-
ing, pulled over. Corde had a pow-
erful electric lantern. He swept it
around. There was no injured man
anywhere in sight.

Corde studied the marks of my
tires where I had skidded. Other
cars had driven over the marks, but

they were still visible. Then I
showed where I had found Chester
Ivy’s body.

“You see,” I said excitedly. “The
grass is still bent where he lay.”

“Well, nothing more we can do
here,” Corde said noncommittally.

I was driven to police headquarters.
Corde must have phoned in a full
report from the hospital, because a
police lieutenant named Taylor knew
all the details when Corde took me
into his office.

HIS Lieutenant Taylor was a
lank, sour-faced man who looked
at me as if I were a fiend incarnate.
He didn’t bother trying to be subtle.
“You think you’re smart, Sloan,”
he said. “Just killing Chester Ivy
would be dangerous. The body would
be found and there would be autopsy,
and certain facts would point to you
as the killer. You figured that if
you said you'd killed him in an acci-
dent, he’d simply be buried and that
would be the end of it. That’s why
you stabbed him so it wouldn’t be
noticed. We got the goods on you.
You might as well save yourself grief
and confess.”

I gave him a look of disgust and
turned to Corde. “Tell him about
the skid marks and the indented
grass.”

“That’s right,” Corde said. He, at
any rate, had some sense. “He
skidded all right, and a body was ly-
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ing in the grass for at least a few
minutes.”

Taylor brushed his words aside
with a wave of his hand. “He could’ve
rigged that. He tried to play it
smart.” Suddenly he poked his face
inches from mine. “What was your
motive, Sloan?”

I guess I’'m a bad actor, because

Taylor pulled back his face and
smiled.
“Spill it now, Slean. We'll find

out soon enough.”

“I never in my life saw Ivy till I
found him at the side of the rqad,” I
replied wearily.

Corde asked: “How long has your
sister been working for Ivy, soldier?”

“Three or four years.”

“You told me you were inducted
into the Army ten months ago. You
lived in this town most of your life,
and up till your induction you lived
with your sister. You mean to say
you never saw your sister’s boss?”

“What’s edd about that?” I said.
“He was her boss, not mine.”

Lieutenant Taylor made a growling
noise in his throat. “He’s still try-
ing to be smart. He doesn’t know
how us cops work. Lock him up,
Cerde.”

I went with Corde halfway to the
door, then stepped and turned. “But
you can’t keep me here. My fur-
lough expires tomorrow.” :

Taylor chuckled. “That’s the least
of your worries.”

OR a while next morning I was
completely ignored, except for
breakfast which I hardly tasted.
Then the turnkey unlocked my cell
and took me into a room.. My sister
Dinah was waiting in there for me.
People say that Dinah and I look
like each other. That may be, but
Dinah is very pretty and I have
never been mistaken for a matinee
idol. She wasn’t pretty now. Her
face was a sickish green and her eyes
were swollen from weeping. ¢
She held herself in check until the
turnkey was gone, then rushed into
my arms.
“Paul, why did you do it?”
I stiffened. “I didn’t kill Chester
Ivy, if that’s what you mean. “I—"

Then I remembered where we were
and gathered her close to me and put
my mouth against her ear. “There
might be dictaphones or somebody
listening outside.”

“Oh.” She dropped her voice to a
whisper. “Paul, the police ques-
tioned me for hours. They say they
know you murdered Chester Ivy and
want to know why?”

“What did you tell them?”

“I didn’t tell them that. It would
absolutely convince them. Paul, you
say you didn’t kill him?”

“I give you my word. But what-
ever happens, don’t tell them about
the mess with Ivy.”

She drew away from me and gave
me a queer look. “Of course they
won’t find out from me.”

It was clear the way her mind
worked. She thought I was asking
her to cover up for me, when all
along I was trying to protect her.
But I couldn’t tell her that. She’d
be sure to do just what I didn’t
want her to.

I said: “You stopped caring: for
Chester Ivy, didn’t you, Dinah?”

“I don’t know,” she muttered list-
lessly. She stood on her toes to give
me a sisterly, dutiful kiss and said
she’d try to see me again later in the
day. Her lips were like icicles on my
cheek.

I wasn’t in my cell thirty minutes
before I was yanked out again and
taken back to that room. This time
there was quite a gathering inside.
Lieutenant Tayler and Detective
Corde were there, and George He-
wart and Fannie Marvin

“Hello, Fannie,” I said, trying to
act at ease. :

I'd known Fanny Marvin for
years. The lush redhead had been
my sister’s friend since scheoldays.
In fact, it had been through Dinah
that Fannie had gotten the job as
secretary in Ivy’s real estate office.

Fannie didn’t acknowledge my
greeting. She glanced at me in
horror, then quickly turned her eyes
away.

I tried George Hewart next. “Sorry
I caused that rumpus in the office
yesterday.”

Hewart didn’t seem to hear me. He
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was watching Fannie with a kind of
hang-dog expression. He was a thin
man, well advanced in middle-age,
and those eyes of his were as sad as
a dog’s. I'd never met him before
yesterday  afternoon, and only
learned his name later from Dinah.
He and Dinah were—or had been—
Chester Ivy’s assistants.

IEUTENANT TAYLOR said
sourly: “We got the autopsy
report. Chester Ivy was killed around
the time you say you had an acci-
dent.”

That was something to know. “So
it was probably the murderer I hit
just after he’d murdered Ivy,” I said.

“So youre still sticking to that
story? You know these people and
you know we got the goods on you.
Are you ready to talk now?”

“I told you everything I have to
say.”

Taylor shrugged. “Okay, Miss
Marvin, let’s hear your story again
in Sloan’s presence.”

Fannie Marvin said without look-
ing at me: “Paul came into the real
estate office yesterday at about three-
thirty. Dinah wasn’t in; Mr Ivy
was in his office. Paul said he
wanted to see Mr. Ivy. I called Mr.
Ivy on the extension, and he said he
had no business with Paul Sloan and
not to let him in. When I told that
to Paul, he looked wild and said, ‘By
God, he’s not going to hide from
me!” and started toward Mr. Ivy’s
office. Naturally I tried to stop
him.,”

“Stop him hew?”

“Well, I grabbed his arm. Not
hard. Paul was always a gentleman,
but he was half-crazy and—and—"
She faltered.

“I can finish it from there,” George
Hewart said. “I was coming in and
saw Miss Marvin struggling with a
strange soldier and I took a swing at
him. Tl say this for him: he's
younger and bigger than I am, but
he didn't try to make a fight of it. He
stood rubbing his jaw, and he was
suddenly quiet and so was his voice.
He turned to Miss Marvin and said:
‘I'm sorry I lost my head. Tell Ivy

he won’t be able to hide from me for-
ever.’ Then he went out.”

“Did you see Sloan again after
that, Miss Marvin?” Taylor
prompted. :

“Yes, I did. When I closed up the
office last night, I noticed a soldier
sitting in a parked car across the
street.”

“Did you recognize Sloan?”

Fannie looked at me at last, and
her eyes blazed with hate. “I'm sure
it was Paul. He had a uniform on.
He was waiting to murder poor Mr.
Ivy.”

Her hate and the vehemence of her
tone bewildered me. Fannie had al-
ways liked me, and I would have bet
before this that if ever I got into
trouble she’d do her hgst to help me
out. She was doing her best now—
to railroad me to an electric chair.

“Good enough!” Taylor exclaimed
triumphantly. “Well, Sloan, what
have you got to say now?”

“All that is true,” I told him. “But
that doesn’t make me a murderer.”

“You waited for Ivy outside his
office last night. When you saw he
wasn’t there, you drove over to his
house.”

“Yes,” I admitted.
somebody with my
reached the place.”

Taylor laughed mockingly. “You
admit you were out to get him?”

“No. Only talk to him.”

“What about?” ~

“He owed Dinah some money and
I was trying to collect it.”

CORDE pursed his lips and shook
his head as if he were disap-
pointed in me.

“So your sister sends her kid
brother to collect dough for her from
her boss?” Taylor sneered. “Couldn’t
you think up a better one?”

“It’s the truth.”

“Throw him back in the can,”
Taylor ordered Corde. “We got
enough as is for the D. A. to take
over.” He went out with Fannie Mar-
vin and George Hewart,

Corde didn’t seem in a hurry to get
me back to the cell. He offered me
a cigaret and lit it for me.

“I’ve been browsing around, sol-

“But I struck
car before I
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dier,” he said casually. “Been hav-
ing talks with your sister’s neigh-
bors. You can be sure neighbors
never miss what’s going on. I bet
they know how many times Chester
Ivy took your sister home and kissed
her in the doorway or went up to
the apartment with her.”

So here it was. I should have
known that a thing like that couldn’t
be kept from the police.

“By neighbors you mean old Mrs.
Willow,” I said.

“Among others. I can’t say I blame
you, soldier.” Corde was using the
man-to-man approach. “Your uniform
shows you're a red-blooded guy. I
found out about Chester Ivy. The
guy was a wolf of the worst kind.
Hell, if that had been my sister, I'd
have done the same to him.”

“TI didn’t kill him,” I muttered.

“I phoned your Army camp. By
the way,'Lieutenant Andrew will be
here late this afternoon to find out
how the Army enters into this mess.
Anyway, I learned you pulled all the
ropes you could to wangle a fur-
lough. You were pretty anxious to
see Ivy.”

“Not Ivy,” I said. “Dinah. Miss
Willow took it upon herself to write
me about Dinah’s falling for Ivy. We
have no parents and I'm the man of
the family, so I thought it my duty
to see what was what. When I got
here yesterday, I found that Dinah
was pretty hard hit by Ivy. That
part wouldn’t have been so bad, even

though the guy seemed to be a rat..

What was cutting her up was that he
had apparently become tired of her
and had dropped her cold.”

“So you wanted to make
marry her?”

I looked at him. “Dinah was
lucky to be rid of him, even though
she didn’t think so. What made it
tougher for her was that he was her
boss and she had to see him all day
long. She thought if she could quit
her job she could forget him. But it
seems that Ivy wanted to keep her
dangling on his string. He owed her
a lot in commissions and would fork
up only a little at a time and only
while she worked for him. She

Ivy

couldn’t afford to let all that money

o.”

“She could have taken him to
court,” Corde pointed out. ‘

“That’s just it—she couldn’t, and
he knew she couldn’t. I mean, she
didn’t dare, because her court trial
would make an open scandal of her
affair with him. The whole stink-
ing mess would be smeared all over
the papers. That’s why I didn’t tell
you about it. I wanted to spare
Dinah headlines.”

“And you're willing to go to the
chair to save your sister a bit of
scandal?”

“It hasn’t gone as far as that yet.”

“Hasn’t it?” Corde said. “You ad-
mit that you were after Ivy to get
your sister’s money from him. How
did you plan to get it? By beating
him up?”

“If I had to, but I would have tried
to avoid that too. I didn’t want to
do anything that would cause a
stink.”

OEDE expelled smoke languidly

through his nostrils. “Are you
sure you’re not trying to save your
sister from something worse than a
scandal?”

I didn’t get it.
talking about?”

“I've heard of women murdering
men because they got tired of them,”
he suggested softly.

“You're not serious?”

Corde shrugged. “Both you and
your sister had plenty of motive for
murdering Chester Ivy. It’s either
you or her.”

For one terrible moment I almost
believed him. Then I saw the flaw
in his reasoning and relaxed a little.

“It has to be the murderer who was
struck by my car,” I said. “The
medical examiner says Ivy was killed
about that time. The murderer was
in a hurry to get away; that’s why he
didn’t see my car coming around the
curve. And that’s why he walked
along a dark road on a’ black night
without showing a light. I saw him
before I hit him, and there’s no
doubt he’s a man.”

“You saw him,” Corde observed
dryly, “but nobody else did. We have

“What are you

-
L]
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only your word for it that somebody
was on the road—and you're the
prime suspect, so your word doesn’t
count.”

I went to a window and looked
down into the courtyard. I wanted
time to get my thoughts straightened
out. The truth wasn’t any good—
not unless I had all of it. Part of the
truth was as bad as none at all.

Corde tagged after me. He said:
“I can see it your way, and so will
everybody else. You killed Chester
Ivy because he betrayed your sister.
That’s justifiable homicide in a lot
of eyes. Chester Ivy was a louse. He
couldn’t keep his hands off any
pretty woman within reach. The hell
of it was that a lot of them fell for
him. I'm not a lawyer, but you got
a good court case, soldier. Why keep
up a hopeless fight?”

I whirled toward him.
got it!”

“Got what?”

“The murderer,” I said.

“I think I

ETECTIVE CORDE stopped

his car across the street from

the real estate office.

“Let me go in alone,” I pleaded.

_ He shook his head. “And have you
take a powder through the back
door? I didn’t tell Lieutenant Taylor
I took you out here. I'd be broken
if anything went wrong.

“Look,” I said. “If I tried to run
out, I'd be deserting from the Army
as well. I wouldn’t have a chance.
If I did kill Ivy, I'd have a good
chance to beat the rap. You said
yourself that would be the smart
thing.”

“A murderer doesn’t always do the
smart thing.”

“You agreed I had something,” I
persisted. “That’s why you brought
me out here. I've got to work it my
way or it mightn’t work.”

Corde thought it over. “Okay, sol-
dier, I'm a sucker.”

“Thanks,” I said and got out of the
car.

I walked across the street to the
real estate office. Through the win-
dow I could see Fannie Marvin
seated at the front desk. Farther back
Dinah was phoning at her own desk.
George Hewart’s desk was toward the
rear of the office. I peered and saw
him writing there.

Chester Ivy was dead, but the
routine of the office was continuing.
They were in the midst of deals and
rentals and couldn’t afford to let
them drop. I took a deep breath and
opened the door.

Dinah saw me first. She uttered
a little cry and hung up the phone
and ran over to me. ‘“Paul, did they
let you go?”

“They had to,” I said.
no evidence.”

Fannie was on her feet too. “You
killed him!” Her voice quivered with
hate. “You murdered him in the
prime of life!”

I ignored her. I was watching
George Hewart came toward me. His
eyes were curiously fixed on me, and
he moved with slow stiffness. I
stepped around Dinah and walked
over to meet him.

“Yesterday you took a poke at me
for no reason,” I said. “I came to
pay you back.”

He stepped backward, cringing. “I
made a mistake, Sloan. I apologize.”

“That deesn’t make my jaw feel
any better,” I said. “Put up your
hands and fight.”

Dinah cried, “Paul, don’t be a
fool!” and I heard her coming up.be-
hind me.

Hewart still had his hands at his
sides, and he stood a second step
backward. I hit him anyway—not
with my fist and not on the jaw. I
slapped him hard on his hip. My
open hand felt something stiffer than

“They had

WE HAVEN'T.WON THIS WAR YET!
BUY STILL MORE BONDS AND
STAMPS
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_flesh or underwear beneath his pants.

He yelled with pain and tried to
spin away from me, to run into Ivy’s
private office, probably, and lock
himself in. This time I used my
_fist. The blow caught his cheek and
rocked him. I crossed with my other
fist and he sat down.

EHIND me the two girls were

screaming. Dinah had reached
me and was tugging at my back.
Fannie was yelling: “You beast! You
killed Chester and now you're trying
to kill George.”

Standing over Hewart and not tak-
ing my eyes from him, I said to
Fannie: “Hewart murdered Chester
Ivy. He’s in love with you, Fannie.
I saw him kiss you when he left the
office last night. I saw the way
he kept looking at you at police
headquarters this morning. And I
knew the kind of rat Chester Ivy
was. There were two attractive girls
in his office. He got tired of Dinah
and then turned to you, Fannie.”

Dinah’s hand dropped off me. Both
girls were silent except for their
+labored breathing. The load slipped
from my chest. I was right so far;
otherwise Fannie would have pro-
tested before this.

“I think you and Hewart were to
be married, Fanny,” I went on.

“That’s why you meekly submitted to

his good-night kiss. Chester Ivy,
though, was putting a crimp in it.
You’d fallen for him. This morning
at headquarters and just now you
hated me the way only a woman
who’s mad about a man can hate his
murderer. But Hewart had the real
stake in killing Ivy. He couldn’t take
what was going on. Maybe it was
not so much losing you as knowing
that Ivy would merely play around
with you and then drop you cold, the
way he had Dinah and probably lots
of others. Hewart couldn’t make you
see sense, Fannie. You were too far
gone cver Ivy. So he figured there
was only one thing to do.”

Hewart fingered his swelling cheek.
He tried to smile, but couldn’t quite
bring it off. He was a fading, mid-
dle-aged man who had loved a
younger girl and lost, and was now
at the end of his rope.

“Your hip is tightly taped so
you're able to walk, if you’re careful,
without a limp,” I told him. “That’s
where the fender of my car struck
you last night. You were in a car
with Chester Ivy when you stabbed
him. You ran the car off the road
and dumped him out. Your car was
past my dimned-out headlights, so I
didn’t see it. You were returning to
it when my car struck yeou. You
heard me looking for you and were
afraid I'd find the body as well as
you, so you lay still in the darkness.
After I was gone, you drove off.”

The suddenness of his movement
took me by surprise. He twisted up
to his feet and raced limping to his
desk. I went after him. Before I
could reach him, he had a drawer of
his desk open and there was a gun
in his hand.

I was flinging myself sideways
when gun-thunder filled the room.
Hewart’s gun fell from his hand. For
a moment he gaped at his shattered
wrist, then crumpled behind his desk.

Glancing over my shouldér, I saw
Detective Corde moving past Dinah
and Fannie. His hand held a smok-
ing automatic. The street door was
open; fione of us heard him enter.

“You were a reckless fool, soldier,”
Corde said amiably. “But you did get
what’s as good as a confession.”

Again I was going toward Hewart’s
desk. There was a second shot. This
time it wasn’t from Corde’s gun. I
went around the desk and stopped.

George Hewart had managed to
pick up his gun with his left hand
and put a bullet into his head.

“He’s dead,” Ceorde whispered at
my side.

I turned away. Dinah sank into my
arms and sobbed against my chest.
Over her head I saw Fannie Marvin
sink into a chair. Her face was
stony; her eyes stared at nothing, I
felt very sorry for her.

Perhaps what I did then was odd.
But this was all civilian stuff, and
I wasn’t a civilian. I had a bigger
job to do. I looked at my watch.

“I’ll never get back }to camp be-
fore my furlough expires,” I com-
plained.

THE END
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“You can hardly tell your etchings
from the original,” one patron as-
sured him. “I’ve never seen such un-
cannily accurate reproductions.”

A man in a frock coat appreached
him. “I beg your pardon, sir. You
are Monsieur Hans Jaburg?” The
man with the white patch nodded. “I
am the assistant manager,” the new-
comer explained. “Is there, perhaps,
one of your etchings missing?”

Hans Jaburg hesitated. His eyes
swept the gallery walls. “I think
not,” he said. “I have missed noth-
ing.”

The man in the frock coat rubbed
his hands. “Splendid. There is a
stupid fellow at the freight entrance.
He insists he has some additional Ja-
burg etchings destined for this ex-
hibition.”

Hans Jaburg smiled indulgently.

“He has, no doubt, made a mistake.”

The man in the frock coat smiled
oilily. “No doubt. No doubt. How-
ever, sir, you would do the manage-
ment a great favor if you would ac-
company me and inform the stupid
fellow of his mistake.”

The etcher’s eyes swept the half-
filled room. “But—"

“It will take but a second, sir,” the
other anticipated his argument. “It
would be of great convenience to
us_” S

Hans Jaburg shrugged indulgently,
turned on his heel and started for the
back staircase. He stepped aside to
permit the frock-coated man to pre-
cede him. At the bottom of two
flights of stairs a small group of men
awaited them. A large wooden box
stood on the floor.

The frock-coated man joined the
group, turned to the etcher. “You
will please explain to this person—"

Hans Jaburg felt, rather than saw
the man behind him. He heard the
whizz as the blackjack descended,
then a dark cloud blacked out his
consciousness.

The frock-coated man helped the
others load his unconscious body into
the large wooden box. The box was
then dumped unceremoniously onto
the back of a large truck.

Hans Jaburg’s disappearance from
_his own exhibitiod was a three-day

wonder. The more cynical winked
and said it was a good, if not entirely
successful, attempt to get some pub-
licity for his showing.

After a week, exciting war head-
lines had pushed the story of Hans
Jaburg- into the inside pages of the
country’s newspapers. Two weeks
later, the only evidence of Jaburg’s
visit to the country was a crated, and
unclaimed, batch of etchings at the
county warehouse.

PECIAL AGENT Vic Herlehy
lolled comfortably in the leather
overstuffed. He waited for the man
behind the desk to get to the point.
“We've requested a loan of your
services, Herlehy,” the older man had
explained, “because of the fine record
you've hung up in the past in cases
of this kind.”

He hung a cigarette from the cor-
ner of his mouth and applied a
match. The man behind the desk was
staring out the window as though
marshalling his thoughts.

“Herlehy,” he said finally, “how
familiar are you with the operations
of counterfeiters?”

Herlehy grinned. He had big,
square white teeth that made his grin
something worth waiting for. “No
first-hand experience, sir. Just hap-
pened that before I joined the
Bureau I was a newspaperman. Kind
of pitched in and helped some of
your T-men to crack Abie Rosen’s
queer ring in the Big Town. I kind
of got a pretty good insight into
their operations from that.”

The man behind the desk nodded.
“Yes. I heard about the help you
gave our department in the Rosen
case. It was that that prompted me
to ask for a loan of your services.”
He pulled open the center drawer of
his desk, fumbled in it for a second,
then plopped a stack of bills held to-
gether by a rubber band on the top
of the desk. “We need your help
again.” He tossed the stack of bills
over to the younger man. “What do
you think of these bills?”

Herlehy caught the bundle, flipped
through it with his thumb, then
looked up, a puzzled frown on his
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pleasantly homely face. “Are these
gqueer?”’

The older man nodded.

Herlehy separated a few bills from
the stack, held them up to the light,
rubbed them between his fingers, then
whistled. “Hell, it sure would take
an expert to spot these—"

The man behind the desk leaned
over, selected a cigar from the humi-
dor on his desk, denuded it of its
cellophane wrapper. “That’s why it’s
so important that we lay the gang re-
sponsible for them by the heels.” He
bit off the tip of the cigar, spat it
in the general direction of the waste
basket. “Unless we can find out
where those bills are being made and
get our hands on those plates, the
very financijal structure of our coun-
try may be undermined.”

“Where’s it showing up?”

“Everywhere.” The man behind
the desk touched a match to the
cigar, exhaled a blue feathery tendril
of smoke. “A lot of it is finding its
way into defense workers’ envelopes.
You know what that’s going to do to
morale—"

Herlehy nodded. He indicated the
stack of bills. “Can I take these
along for study?” The older man
nodded. “Thanks for a crack at this
case, sir. I assure you that I'll do
my very best.”

The man behind the desk stood up.
“That’s all the Treasury Department
asks, Herlehy. Since this case is of
such vital importance, I suggest that
you make your reports directly to
me. Good luck.”

The wide grin split Herlehy’s face
again as he pulled himself out of the
chair. “I'm sure going to need it,
sir.” :

IC HERLEHY shuffled into the

Clover Club and leaned easily
on the bar with a grace born of long
experience.

“Rye, soda on the side,” he told the
guy behind the stick.

The Clover Club wasn’t exactly up
to the movies’ conception of what a
Hollywood night club should be, he
decided, but what it lacked in glamor
it more than made up in clamor.

A tiny dance floor was crowded

with swaying couples, decollete in-
genues dancing with writers and pro-
duction men in open-necked sports
shirts. A wavy-haired juvenile whose
name escaped Herlehy but whose
face was as familiar as the hair tonic
he indorsed, managed to dance on
the outer fringe where he could be
certain to be seen.

“Where’s a guy find Mack Kra-
mer?” Herlehy asked the barkeep.
“They tell me he gets his mail here
these days.”

The bartender looked him over ap-
praisingly, then as if satisfied, squnt-
ed into the spotlight and ran his eyes
over the crowd clustered at tables
around the dance floor.

“Ringside table, third from the
band.” He had to raise his voice to
be heard over the blare of a corny
trumpet. “Sitting with Mona Var-
den. She’s the upholstered broad
with the peekaboo dress—"

Herlehy downed the rye with a
gulp, wiped his lips with the back
of his hand and shouldered his way
through the crowd to Kramer’s table.

“Hello, Mack,” he grinned.

The fat man behind the table
grinned. He was not only fat, but he
was soft looking. Dark, damp ring-
lets made a futile effort to cover the
round bald spet that gleamed pinkly
on the dome of his skull.

“Well, well. Vic Herlehy, the de-
mon newshound!” His voice was gut-
tural, sounded choked by the heavi-
ness of his jowls. “What are you
doing out here on the Coast? I
thought the Big Town was your
beat?”

“Got a minute,
asked.

His eyes took in the sleek luscious-
ness of Kramer’s table mate. She
was inches taller than the squat man
at her side. The deep cut of the neck-
line of her dress revealed the deep
hollow between her breasts and
served to accentuate their perfect
roundness . and prominence. She
smiled at Herlehy as she felt his eyes
upon her. Thick, temptingly soft
lips split to reveal the flawless per-
fection of her teeth.

“Okay, turn off the glamor, Babe,”
Kramer grunted. “Go comb your

Mack?” Herlehy
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hair or something. I want to talk to
this guy—" 3

The girl nodded, swished to her
feet. Herlehy watched the supple
figure as she swivel-hipped her way
across the room. Then he dropped
into the chair she had just vacated.

“What’s on your mind, Vic?” the
fat man asked.

Herlehy fumbled through his pock-
ets, came up with a battered pack of
cigarettes. “I need some informa-
tion, Mack,” he hung a cigarette from
the corner of his mouth. “I’'m work-
ing with the Treasury Department.
There’s a flood of queer being pushed.
Where’s it coming from?”

The fat man leaned an elbow on
the table, brought his face closer to
the detective’s. “You know I'd tell
you anything I could, Vic. . I ain’t
forgetting how you took me off the
spot back in New York when some
of the boys were out gunning me.”
His face locked damp in the dim
light. “But so help me, I ain’t got
no idea—"

Herlehy scratched a paper match
negligently across the thin strip of
sandpaper on the match box, “You
used to be hep to the boys passing
the stuff—" He brought the lighted
match up to the cigarette, lit it.

“Sure, sure. Maybe I even made
a buck or two in the old days, but
things is changed, Vic.,” He looked
around, lowered his voice confiden-
tially. “Look, I wouldn’t tell this to
my own brother, but I know you're
levelling with me, so I’'m goin’ to put
you hep to a couple of things—"

Herlehy nodded.

“About two, three months ago,”
Kramer told him, “the boys shoving
the stuff for some friends of mine, I
ain’t mentionin’ no names, start kick-
ing about the bum job on the queer.
They claim even a blind man can
spot it—"

HE detective flicked some ash

into a saucer on the table. “So
what? Those guys always beef.”
The fat man nodded. “Yeah. But

this time there’s somethin’ behind it.
They got a new source, and I'm tell-
in’ you, Vic, it’s the McCoy. Well,”
he shrugged his shoulders, “you

know how it is, business is business.
So, this friend of mine sends a cou-
ple of his boys out to find out who's
makin’ the stuff—"

Herlehy straightened up in his
chair. “Swell, What did they find
out?”

Kramer brushed two of the oily
ringlets back off his forehead. “They
found out that .45’s is very fatal
weapons at close range. All three of
them gets dumped in the drink. So,
I decided to come out here for my
health—"

The detective stamped out his butt
in the saucer. “Don’t knew who’s
making the plates, do you, Mack?”

“I"d tell you, Vic. So help me, I
would.” He bared the yellow stumps
of his teeth in what was meant to be
a placating smile. “Only, it ain’t a
regular. Whoever’s making them
plates, he’s an expert—"

Vic Herlehy looked up wearily
from the pile of correspondence on
his desk when Tommy Woods came
in. Tommy had left his job on the
“Post-Tribune” the day Vic Herlehy -
had left the staff, and had tagged -
along as his assistant,

“Find anything, Vic?” he asked.

Herlehy shook his head. He indi-
cated the pile of correspondence. “If
Mack Kramer’s hunch was anything
more than just a hunch, I haven’t
been able to make anything out of it.
I've checked on every professional
etcher in the country. None of them
can be making those plates—"

Tommy Woods rubbed his finger
along the fine stubble on his chin. “I
got something that might mean some-
thing,” he said. “About four, five
months ago there was an exhibition
of etchings—" &

Vic Herlehy leaned back wearily
in his chair.

“The guy that held the exhibition,
a guy named Hans Jaburg, was a
Belgian. He was famous for doing
reproductions of famous paintings—"

“What?” The weariness had left
Herlehy’s face, “Where is he? Have
you located him?”

Tommy Woods looked unhappy.
“That’s the whole trouble, Vic. Right
in the middle of this exhibition this
kere Jaburg disappears. Don’t say a
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word to a soul, just ups and disap-
pears. They wait for him to come
back, and when he don’t show at the
end of the exhibition, they just pack
up his etchings and stick them in a
warehouse. That's where they are
right now—"

“That may be the lead we’re wait-
ing for!” Vic Herlehy was reaching
for the phone. He clacked the re-
ceiver impatiently. ‘“Operator, I
want Will Ande, art editor of the
“Post Tribune” in New York. I don’t
care how busy the circuits are. Clear
them. This is official business—"

The connection was made in less
than three minutes. Bill Ande re-
membered the Jaburg exhibition
vaguely. He also remembered that
most of the boys had set Jaburg’s

disappearance down to an attempt to"

get sofne publicity for a not too in-
spired exhibition. Jaburg himself?
Not a genius, certainly, but with a
definite flair for making reproduc-
tions. Characteristics? Hmm, let’s
see. Oh yes, the eyes in a Jaburg
reproduction always looked slightly
tilted in an Oriental fashion. It was
good  to hear from his former
fellow staffman, he assured Herlehy,
and if there was anything else—

Herlehy assured him there was
nothing else and hastened to end the
conversation.

“Get me some of those bills and a
high-powered microscope,” he yelled
at Tommy Woods almost before the
receiver was back on its hook. “I
think we’ve located who it is that’s
making the plates even if we still
don’t know where he is—"

MMY WOODS chewed the
. stem of his pipe and emitted oc-
casional mouthfuls of deep blue
smoke as he watched Vic Herlehy
hunch over the microscope. Sudden-
ly, Herlehy started to move the bill
about excitedly. He made notes on
a scratch pad at his elbow, studied
them, then carefully tore them up
and threw them in the waste basket.
Tommy Woods watched with in-
terest until his curiosity would stand
no more. “Find something, Vic?” he
asked. %
“I don’t know,” Vic Herlehy ad-

mitted. “But I'm sure as hell going
to find out. Tommy, get me copies
of all plane schedules now in effect
on southern routes—"

Tommy Woods started to take his
pipe from between his teeth to ask a
question—

“You know as much about it as I
do,” Vic forestalled him. “Get the
plane schedules and maybe then I’ll
know something. Right now I'm in
the dark—"

Tommy Woods stared discontent-
edly out the plane window. Far be-
low, green fields made a patchwork
quilt, occasionally obscured by a low-
hanging cloud. His attention was
momentarily diverted by the buxzom
good-looks of a smiling hostess. He
started to fumble for a cigarette, then
changed his mind.

“Look, Vic,” he said.  “I don’t like
to seem curious, but just what the

“heck are we doing on this plane out-

side of getting airsick?”

Vic Herlehy grinned his broad grin
without taking his eyes off the watch
on his wrist. “Plenty,” he said. “If
my hunch is correct,. we’re - pretty
nearly where we're going. From there
on in, it’s geoing to be a lot more
fun than it has been—"

Tommy Woods nodded. “Fine. But
when do we—"

He was cut short by a wave of Vic
Herlehy’s hand. The hostess, catch-
ing the signal, came over. “Yes,
sir?” she asked.

“It’s now exactly 7:12, isn’t it?” he
asked. The girl consulted her watch
and nodded. “Could you tell me ex-
actly where we are right now?”

The girl smiled. She leaned to-
ward the window, looked down. “If
that’s what you really want to know,”
she said, “we’re now passing over
Merrittsburg. We arrive at 8:26, and
there’s no place in town for dancing
and dining. Anyway,” she lowered
her voice, “that’s what my husband
says.” ;

Vic Herlehy grinned. He turned
to Tommy, “Does that answer your
unspoken question?” he asked. Tom-
my nodded. 2

At the airport, they caught the bus
for the hotel, and as he sank back on
the cushions, Tommy grunted. “I'm
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sure going to appreciate a bed to-
night. After riding in that cheese-
box of a plane all day, my insides
are still doing loops—"

Vic Herlehy stuck one of his ever-
present Chesterfields into the corner
of his mouth. “In that case,” he said,
“you’d better get a good night’s
sleep, because you’re catching that
cheesebox plane at 5:50 tomorrow
niorning for its return flight—"

Tommy Woods groaned. “You're
kidding, Vic.”

Vic Herlehy shook his head. “Nev-
er more serious in my life. I've got
to know the exact position of that
plane tomoerrow morning at 8.14. Ev-
erything in the case depends on our
knowing.”

EL TODD, sheriff at Gorman

was willing to be helpful. He
assured Vic Herlehy that in so far as
he knew, the only radio transmitter
in his area was located at Merrits-
burg, “about 123 mile due north.”

“I sure want you G-men to know
that Mel Todd is willin’ to pitch in
any time to help,” he said dubiously,
“but I can’t help very much if I don’t
know what you’re looking for?”

Vic Herlehy found no fault with
the logic of the complaint. “Thanks,
Mr. Sheriff, I appreciate your help.
As for knowing what I'm looking
for, I'm not quite sure myself, I—"

He welcomed the interruption af-
forded by the ringing of the sheriff’s
phone, :

“Sheriff’s office. Who? Long dis-
tance? Yes. He’s right here. Sure
thing.” The sheriff held the instru-
ment out to Herlehy. “Somebody’s
callin’ you long distance,” he said.

“Thanks. I hope you don’t mind.
I guess the hotel told them I was
here.” He took the phone. It was
Tommy Woods.

“Look, Vic,” Tommy’s voice was
faint. “You playing games with me?
We were right over Merrittsburg at
8:14. The same place we were last
night when you asked—"

“Good. That’s just what I wanted
to know.”

Tommy Woods grunted. “Wish I
could say the same. What am I go-

ing to do in this whistle stop until
tonight?” :

Vic chuckled. “Say, that hostess
can’t have a husband on both ends of
the line; can she?”
~He heard Tommy snap his fingers.
“Say, I never thought of that.
Thanks for the tip—" :

“By the way, Tommy,” Vic added.
“If I were you and I wanted to be
in on the finish of this mess, I'd make
sure to be here by tomorrow at the
latest—"

“Do you know where Jaburg’s hid-
ing out?”

“I’'ve got a pretty good idea. To-

~morrow ought to tell the story—"

OMMY WOODS chewed on his

pipe and watched the scenery
slip past the car window. Every
now and then a little house with a
well kept lawn would slide into view.
At his side, Vic Herlehy puffed non-
chalantly on his cigarette.

“So this is Merrittsburg,” Tommy
grunted. “It looked better from 10,-
000 feet. What makes you think you
can find a counterfeiting mob in this
town?”

Vic Herlehy deliberated a moment.
“Hans Jaburg is in a house in this
town. I'm sure of it.”

“Oh, that’s fine. There are only
about 100 houses in town. What do
we do, raid every one of them?”
Tommy growled.

Vic took the cigarette from his
mouth, regarded the glowing end.
“Why raid every house when we're
only interested in one?”

His assistant’s teeth clamped tight-
er on the pipe. “You know what
I'm fishing for? How are we sup-
posed to know the house? Is Jaburg
going to hang out a flag or what?”

“It faces on a radio transmitter
from the East.” Vic Herlehy tossed
the cigarette butt through the open
window. “There’s only one radio
transmitter in town, and we’re head-
ing there now. Does that answer your
question?”

Tommy Woods growled under his
breath., “You on the level about nev-
er being in this hamlet before?” Her-
lehy nodded. “Well, then all I gotta

say is that you know more about
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towns you never been in than any
man I ever met,” Woods relapsed into
a sulky silence.
. The big sedan made a right turn
at the village square, followed a con-
crete road to the top of a hill, and
pulled to a stop alongside a large
radio transmitter.

“Going to commune with the spir-
its or stretch your legs,” Vic Her-
lehy chided. Tommy Woods growled
and got out.

“This way’s east, isn’t it?”

Herlehy nodded.

“Well,” Tommy said, “Far as I can
see there’s only two houses east of
here and neither of them look like a
counterfeiter’s den—"

“They never do,” Herlehy ob-
served. “Which of the two would
you say is the more likely?”

Tommy Woods squinted into the
afternoon sun. “I’d say that big dark
one with the wall around it, That
white one with the green shutters
certainly isn’t my idea of a gang
hideout—" :

Vic Herlehy found another cig-
arette. “Strangely enough,” he said,
“the white one gets my vote.” He
scratched a match and lit the ciga-
rette. “In fact, I'm sure that’s the
one we're looking for.”

“That dark house is my choice. It’s
a lot more sinister—"

“Maybe so,” Herlehy agreed. “But
it has no trees in its yard—"

Tommy Woods groaned. “That
does it. The house isn’t inhabited
by gangsters because it has no trees
in the yard. What’s that got to do
with it, anyway?”

Vic Herlehy took a deep drag from
the cigarette and then dropped it to
the ground. He ground it out with
his heel, took a last look at the white
house and then started to reenter the
car. “That, my fine-feathered friend,
has everything to do with it—"

And that was the last word he
would say on it.

HAT night, Sheriff Mel Todd,
four of his deputies, six men
from the local F. B, I. office, Tommy
Woods and Vic Herlehy met in Her-
lehy’s room.
“Before we go out on this job,”

Vic explained, “I want you fellows
to have some idea of how important
itﬁis to our country that we pull it
o _’!

Tommy Woods squirmed, then
reached for his pipe. He saw Sher-
iff Todd look questioningly at the
local F. B. I. regional man, who
shrugged.

“Tonight I hope to put our hands
on a well organized mob of sabo-
teurs—"

Sheriff Todd
“Saboteurs?”

Tommy Woods lit his pipe and
clamped his teeth on the stem. “You
mean counterfeiters, don’t you, Vic?”
he asked.

Herlehy reached over to the table,
helped himself to one of the sheriff’s
cigarettes. He lit it with a steady
hand, drew a deep lungful of smeke,
exhaled it. “I mean saboteurs. These
men have been counterfeiting United
States currency not only for the
profit they can make out of it.
They’ve been using it to flood the
markets in an effort to spread panic
and to demoralize the American peo-
ple_),

The sheriff gasped. “Well, T'll
be__.,)

The F. B. I. regional man tilted his
hat on the back of his head. “I'm ac-
cepting your authority, Mr. Her-
lehy,” ‘he said, “but I sure hope
you're not goin’ off half-cocked. We
haven’t seen any evidence of illegal

sat bolt upright.

activities of that kind in these
parts—"
“They’re too smart for that. After

tonight’s over you’ll have an idea
just how smart they are.” He indi-
cated Sheriff Todd. “I think you'd
better cover the rear of the house,
Sheriff. We'll take the front. I'd
like as little shooting as possible.
There’s a man being held prisoner in
that house—"

Tommy Weods almost dropped his
pipe. “Jaburg? What makes you
think he’s a prisoner? I thought—"

Herlehy took a last drag on the
cigarette, flipped it through an open
window. “Yes, Jaburg’s unquestion-
ably being held prisoner. I want him
taken unharmed.”

He looked around. The F. B. I,
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man nodded. Sheriff Todd indicated
his understanding. Tommy Woods
shrugged his shoulders.

“You're the boss, Vic,” he grunted.
“Don’t tell us anything. It makes it
all the more interesting—"

Vic Herlehy patted him on the
shoulder. “There’s plenty of time for
explanations, Tommy. Right now is
the time for action—"  He looked at
his watch. “Let’'s synchronize
watches. It's now 8:43, Right?”
There were mumbles of assent, “At
11:59 tonight, we take them. Any
questions?”

*HE whiteness of the house was

ghostly in the darkness. The
only sign of life was the occasional
flicker of a firefly and the distant
chirp of a cricket.

“It’s just about 11:59 now, Vic,”
Tommy said in th‘n darkness. “When
do you suppose—"

2 shrill whistle split the silence of
the night.

He"lehy grunted. “That’s Sheriff
Todd. Okay, turn on the floods—"

Suddenly a blinding glare lit up
the front of the white house. It’s
dark windows looked dead in the
searching brightness of the flood-
lights. Upstairs a curtain swayed a
fraction of an inch.

“You in the house. Come out
with your hands up. This is the po-
lice. You're surrounded—"

His voice was drowned out by the
chatter of a machine gun from the
upper window. Somewhere behind
him he heard a yelp of pain. At the
back of the house he heard the stac-
cato yelp of a rifle.

“Hold your fire, Todd,” he shouted.
The bark of the rifle was silenced.
“Let ’em have the gas!”

The air was filled with the faint
pop of gas guns. After a moment the
machine-gun fire started to falter,
falter. The front door was opened,
a hand waved a white handkerchief.

“Come out with your hands high,”
Herlehy warned. “Don’t try anything
foolish. You’re covered!” )

Three men, their eyes streaming,
stepped into the glare. Their hands
were held over their heads. They
blinked miserably in the bright light,

You and two other men
Go in and
else in

“Woods.
put on your gas masks.
see if there's anybody
there—"

The prisoners were handcuffed and
in the car waiting to take them back
to jail by the time Tommy Woods
and the men detailed to help him
came out. They brought with them a
tall man with a shock of hair heavily
interspersed with patches of white.

“Monsieur Jaburg?” Vic Herlehy
asked. The tall, thin man nodded.
“Let me congratulate you, monsieur.
Were it not for your ingenuity, we
might never have captured these
saboteurs—"

Tommy Woods whipped off his gas
mask. Would you mind telling
me how you knew Jaburg was in that
house?”

Herlehy chuckled. “Monsieur Ja-
burg told me. Isn’t that right, mon-
sieur?” The Belgian nodded.

“Jaburg told you?” Woods
growled. “You never spoke to him
in your life. What are you giving
me?”

“I didn’t have to,” Herlehy ex-
plained. “It was more or less ap-
parent that a man of his reputation
wouldn’t be in this of his own free
will. Yet, I wasn’t even sure of that
until I got his message—"

“What message?” Woods demand-
ed.

“A message that was right under
your eyes all the time, Tommy. Yet,
it was only by chance that I did find
it—" He saw the deep lines of fa-
tigue etched in the face of the Bel-
gian. “We can discuss that later.
Our first job is to get Mr, Jaburg to
town where he can get a good meal
and a rest—"

HE following evening, a more re-
freshed Jaburg, a frankly curious
sheriff, an impatient Tommy Woods
and an imperturbable Vic Herlehy
sat in Vic’s room at the hotel.
Tommy Woods laid his pet pipe
on the table. “I’ve been put off for
the last time. I want the lowdown
on this case—"
‘Well,” Vic grinned. “It’s all very
simple. Mr. Jaburg told us where he

was, we came and got him—
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The-sheriff said curiously, “I've
been studying them bills we took out
of that house, Mr. Herlehy. I didn’t
see any message.”

Vic Herlehy reached over and tilt-
ed a bit of rye into each of the four
glasses on the table. “Yet it was
there all the time.” He passed the
glasses out. “Ever notice the face of
Washington on a dollar bill?” he
asked.

Woods nodded. “Whenever I get
my hands on one—"

“Then you must have noticed that
it’s shaded with dots and dashes.
Monsieur Jaburg noticed that, too.
He arranged his dots and dashes into
a message calling for help—”

Jaburg’s face was alight with in-
terest. “Yes, that is true,” he said,
“However, I do not understand how,
with facts so incomplete, you knew
where to look for me.”

Sheriff Todd put his glass back on
the table, spilled a little more rye
into it. “What was the message?” he
asked.

Vic Herlehy grinned. “I have a
copy of it here. I'll read it to you.”
He pulled a piece of paper from an
inner pocket. “This is what Mr. Ja-
burg put on Washington’s face: Ra-
dio tower through palms. Face west.
Plane daily 8:14,7:12.”

Jaburg smiled, “Precisely. Now,
how could you have known from
those meagre facts where I was. 1
could have been held any place in the
country. How could you have found
me?”?

Vic Herlehy dropped into a big
overstuffed chair, hung one leg over
one arm. “Simple, Dr. Watson. The
paims in the message set the locale
as the South. If you remember,

Tommy, I asked for plane schedules
only on southern lines—" =

Tommy Woods nodded. “Check.”

“All right, then,” Vic Herlehy con-
tinued. “By studying all southern
schedules it became clear that only
one, the Intercoastal had reduced its
runs to one a day at this time of
year. We took a ride on that plane,
and found that at both the times
mentioned by Mr. Jaburg the plane
was over Merrittsburg. Obviously,
that was where he was being held.
You recall I checked with you the
day I arrived to find whether or not
there was a radio tower in Merritts-
burg?”

The sheriff emptied his glass.

“Okay, so we see how you found it
was one of two houses due east of
the tower,” Tommy Woods said.
“What I want to know is how did
you know that it was the white
house and not the dark one?”

Vic Herlehy pulled himself out of
his chair, walked over to the table
and poured himself a drink. “Re-
member you asked me what the trees
had to do with my picking the white
hcuse? Well, if you remember the
message, it said that Mr. Jaburg saw
the radio tower through the palms.
The black house had no trees in its
yard—"

Tommy Woods poured himself
another drink. “I wonder why I ever
gave up the newspaper business?”

Sheriff Todd looked up. His eyes
were becoming a little misty. “Ch,
were you in the newspaper business,
Woods?” he asked.

Tomimy nodded and filled the sher-
iff’s glass.

“Sell ’em?” the sheriff asked.

THE END
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HEADLINES IN

By Lee
Floren

LEAD

LD JOHN Bar-
leycorn has
caused me a lot

of trouble. Not that
I’'m a drunk, don’t get
me wrong; I seldom
touch the stuff. Three
years ago, a lovesick
Mexican woman put a
bullet through my guts
because I wrote the
wrong kind of feature
story about her. Since
then, I've laid off the
panther fizz. But, six
years back, I married Julia Cypress.
And Julia’s dad, Matt Cypress, is
the millionaire whiskey-distillery
owner,

Julia’s sister, Henrietta, married
the same year, only she marched a
Prumont to the altar, not a down-at-
the-heel reporter for the Hollywood
Star. Old Matt never did like me,
but he liked William Tell Prumont,
the Third.

A year later, Jim, Junior, was born.
I insisted he be named after me, not
old Matt. The old hellion wanted his
only grandson named after him. He
had never had a son.

And, because of young Jim, I stood
shivering and cold that March night,
there beside the six-car garage, back
of the Cypress’ mansion in fashion-
able Beverly Hills.

It was one of those California
spring nights; rain fell in buckets.
The wind was biting, raw. Palms and
eucalypti bent under it. Despite be-
ing in a dimout zone, the street-
lamps made distorted lights dance on
the wet pavement.

I looked at my wrist watch: twenty
to twelve. Save for a thread of light

S

I let the short man have it

-

showing from under a
blind in the kitchen,
the Cypress mansion
was dark. My mind
went ahead, inspecting
the plan I had made. I
looked for loopholes,
found none. And, all
the time I stood there,
I was looking at the
mansion, thinking: My
wife, Julia, is in that
house. I haven’t seen
her for over a year.
Damn old Matt for
breaking us up. If I could only
see little Jim—but Jim was gone, I
realized suddenly.

Then the kitchen light went out;
the back door opened. A heavy-set
man came toward me, his steps grind-
ing hard against the gravel. He wore
a raineoat and a felt hat; he did not
see me. My gun descended as he
wag lifting the garage door. The
automatic slapped him, hard.

He grunted, dropped the oilskin
bundle he carried, and turned around.
I cursed under my breath, and
clipped him again. This time, I hit
harder. He groaned, and his knees
ran out; he never recognized me.

Hurriedly I picked up the bundle.
I pulled old Matt Cypress into the
garage, hound him with a piece of
rope, gagged him with the gardener’s
ola shirt. I got the keys from his
pocket and backed out the Cadillac
sedan.

The Cad slipped inte the street,
tires sucking the pavement. Five
blocks later I reached Sunset boule-
vard and braked the Cad under a
street lamp.

I opened the package.

QId Matt Cypress was ready to play ball with the kidnapers of his grandson,
but Jim Perry knew that the right answer lay in direct action!
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The bills lay inside, but I did not
touch them. They were fives and tens
and some twenties. There was a note
scrawled in Matt Cypress’ bold hand.

Here is your money. If the boy
is not home in three hours I will
notify the FBI.- These bills are
unmarked in any way.

REWRAPPED the mazuma and
slipped the Cad into gear. Julia’s
French maid, dark-haired Marie, had
given me the details, that evening,
I had been working late on a feature
yarn when the phone had rung.
“Jim Perry?”

“Yes.”

“This is Marie speaking.” Her
words tumbled from her. “I am call-
ing from the corner drugstore. Lit-

tle Jimmy is gone—"

“Gone?”

“Kidnapped. Your father-in-law,
he is getting the money ready, now.”
She spilled the rest of her story hur-
riedly.

“Why didn’t Julia call me?”

“They are afraid to notify anybody
for fear the boy— You’'ll never tell I
called, will you, Jim?”

I lowered the receiver, cursing old
Matt. Then another thought, one
that had been long bothering me,
whispered that maybe old Matt
wasn’t all to blame. And I knew,
suddenly, that thought was correct.
The gods had dealt Julia and I the
wrong hand; even without old Matt,
we could never have gotten along.
But the kid—my kid—was in danger.

I knew who had him—DMarty Cor-
riedio. Three years before, I had un-
covered the Corriedio case, and ex-
posed it; Corriedio had gone to Mec-
Neil Island. Two weeks ago, he’d
been -paroled. Now Marty had
snatched the kid to get even with me,
and to make some easy jack on the
side.

And it would have been easy jack.
Marty was smart—he’d never hurt
young Jim. He knew old Matt had
plenty of cash. He’d make Matt shell
out and Matt would keep his mouth
shut. And then another thought
started pestering me: Maybe I was
wrong. Maybe Marty Corriedio. . .

I tried not to think of that.

The corner of Sunset and Dawson
was ahead, Here shrubbery grew
along the sidewalks and a man could
hide behind it. This was million-
aire country. The mansions sat way
back on their lots and a man could
crouch behind that shrubbery and no-
body would see him.

I blinked my lights twice, rolled
down the window, and threw out the
mazuma. The package skidded across
the pavement, leaped over the gutter,
and landed on the sidewalk. I .
watched the rear window as I drove
two blocks before turning. Nobody
came after the package.

Once around the corner, I braked
the Cad at the curb and ran for my
car, parked ahead. I stomped on the
starter and moved away, the tires
spitting mud behind me.

I circled the block. Seconds later,
I was on the block directly behind
where I had thrown off the mazuma.
I took the Winchester rifle from the
back seat, and, toting it under one
arm, ducked between two houses,
heading for the money.

I was in a rock garden. Thorny
rosebushes tore at my soaked clothes
as I  hurried. The wind whipped

across me, driving the old rain
through my coat. My shoes were
filled with mud and water. They

swashed with every step. -

The Winchester was cumbersome,
but it was the only weapon I had in
my collection that had a silencer.
And I figured I would need a si-
lencer.

When I was close to the corner, I
ducked behind the hedge, and
studied the scene ahead. There was
nobody on the street. The mazuma
package lay there, looking like a
folded, crumpled wet newspaper. I
hunkered, aching for a cigaret, and
waited—just about a minute.

A big Lincoln sedan rounded the
corner, and came to a stop. My heart
beating heavily, I saw a stocky,
broad-shouldered gent step out, and-
pick up the package. I shot a quick
glance at the Lincoln. The gent was
alone,

I came forward, rifle upped.

He heard me, then, and whirled,



62 % % % Crack Detective

his hand going into his slicker pock-
et. He saw the rifle, now. He was
bringing his own rod up when I let
the rifle hammer fall. I shot from
the hip, The gun made no loud re-
port. Just a sweet little spang. I
levered the Winchester twice,

The man went down in the mud.
He lay on his belly, folded over the
meney, his autematic in a pool of
water. I picked the rod up, shoved
it into my pocket. The man was
groaning.

“Get into your car,” I ordered.

E GOT to his knees, and

crept inside. He left a trail
of blood behind him. The rain would
wash that away. I was crawling be-
hind the wheel when I heard the
woman’s voice say, “Jim.”

I turned. She was small and sweet
and dark, and her eyes were bright
under her shawl. She had an auto-
matic in her hand. My breath came
back slowly. She was Marie, Julia's
maid.

“Marie,” I said.
doing here?”

“I was afraid for you,” she said.
She spoke with a slight accent. “Aft-
er I called you up, then I was afraid.
So I thought I would see you if you
came to the house. I heard the car
leave and I found the old man tied
up. I followed you in my car.”

“Silly girl. . .” I murmured. “Get
inside. We better get out of here.”

The stocky man was slumped in
the seat, holding his broken thigh.
He was groaning. Marie climbed into
the back seat. I cut across Holly-
wood Boulevard, took Laurel Canyon
road. I drove fast.

Things were breaking quickly, but,
I asked myself, were they breaking

“What are you

correctly? I let my thoughts settle
on Marie. She was in danger every
minute she was with me. I braked
the car.

“Get out, girl.”

Her dark eyes were searching me.
“Why?”

“There’s trouble ahead. You might
get hurt. It’s no place for a woman.
Catch the P E car home. Don’t go
back for your car; this dog here

might have a friend or so coming
around looking for him.”

“But you—?"

There was real anxiety in her
voice. I tried to tell myself I was
reading something into her voice that
was not there.

“Okay, kid, get-out.”

She opened the door and said
quietly, “Be careful, Jimmy boy.” I
drove away thinking about her. She
was a pretty trick, no kidding. She
was the kind that would stick by the
man she married come hell or— I
shoved that from my mind, and put
my thoughts on the job ahead.

The heavy man whammed open the
door, trying to make a break. I
grabbed him by the coat-tail, and
smacked him twice, My knuckles
hurt but the gent lay still. Ten min-
utes later I had him in my front
room.

“Talk, buddy,” I said.

He said, “T’hell—"

I brought my rifle up and put it
against his other leg. “Whe’s be-
hin’ this an’ where is the rat located?
Is the kid alive?”

“I’'m not talkin’!”

My voice was low. “Listen, I can
let this hammer drop. Nebody’d ever
hear the report with this silencer.”

“You mean—?"

“You talkin’?”

He pondered that, his brown eyes
sharp. He said, “I'm as good as in
Alcatraz now with what evidence you
hold against me. I won’t rat, fella.”

I let the hammer fall; the rifle
went spang. The bullet went
through his thigh and into the floor.
He screamed. This time, his eyes
held fear.

“I’'ll talk, The kid’s okay. Any-
way, he was when I left. He’s bein’
held by Marty Corriedio at—"

“Where, damnit?”

“Mount Washington drive in High-
land Park. Only house on the left-
hand side of the road.”

“Anybody with Corriedio?”

“Nick Sporadi.”

H GOT to my feet. I knew Nick
Sporadi from police lineups. He
was a rat-faced, slim killer, I also
knew the Highland Park  district.
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Mount Washington was the name of
a so-called mountain in that district.
Any other place, it would be called a
hill, but not here in California.

Once it had suffered a real-estate
boom. But the boom had died pre-
maturely, and now only a few build-
ings dotted the hillside. It made an
ideal hideout.

1 worked fast. I took a sheet from
my bed, tore it into strips, and bound
the gent’s wounds, pulling the ban-
dages tight to stop the blood. I took
his coat and hat. I halted at the
door, the mazuma under my arm.

“T’ll send a doc back here,” I prom-
ised.

He said, “Okay, pal” He had a
sense of humor. “No use lockin’ that
door to keep me here. I can’t go no
place on these busted gams.”

Outside, I slipped into the gent’s
coat, put on his hat, and stepped into
the Lincoln. I still carried the ma-
zuma pouch. Many thoughts tor-
mented me. They centered, of
course, around my kid.

I realized, with a suddenness, that
I would hardly know the kid. I had
not seen him for three years. Old
Matt and his high-pressure lawyers
had seen to that. I had met Julia
once in two years. We had had
lunch together at the Brown Hat.
But I shoved those thoughts out of
my mind, too.

The rain was hissing down. River-
side Drive was treacherous, covered
by three inches of water. Little traf-
fic moved at this late hour. I glanced
in my rear-view mirror. Two blocks
behind me was a black Ford coupe.

I thought no more of it until I
turned into North Figueroa. Then,
I noticed the coupe still followed
me. But, when I turned up Mount
Washington Drive, I forgot all about
the coupe. Probably some swing-
shifter going home from Lockheed
or Vega. :

Now the house was ahead. Bulking
large, it stood against the rainy back-
drop. I drove boldly in the drive-
way and climbed out, carrying the
money bag, I glanced upstairs. A
light showed from under a pulled-
low blind. No other lights in the
place. . .

I hurried for the porch, my bor-
rowed hat pulled low. I hunched my
shoulders, hoping to make them look
wider. I crossed the porch, my heart
beating like a triphammer. I had my
free hand on my automatic under my
coat. Another automatic rested in
my hip pocket; I pushed the door
open.

A musty smell assailed my nos-
trils—the smell of a house that had
long been vacant. DBimly I saw a
stairway ahead. I was in a hall. I
saw a thread of light at the head of
the stairway. It came from under a
closed door,

Now a man detached himself from
the dark shadows grouped around the
stairway. He said, “Did you get the
kale, Tke?”

He was Nick Sporadi. He could
not see my face clearly because of
the pulled-down hat. I said gruffly,
“Sure did, Nick.”

“Corriedio’s waitin’ upstairs—" He
glimpsed my face, then, and his
voice went hoarse. “Who the hell
are you?”

The guy was fast like a tiger. He
had a gun in his hand now— He drew
it that fast from his hideout holster.
But I had him bested. I couldn’t
wham him over the skull, didn’t have
time. He would have got me.

I stuck my stub-nose in his guts.
Three times I pulled the trigger. The
muffled roar pounded against the
wall. The slugs snapped through his
belly. He screamed, his mouth wide,
but he did not have time to fire.

He sat down, dropping his gun.
There was something wrong with his
back, and he rolled over. Later I
found out I had shot his spine in
two. But I had no time for him now.

I was leaping up the stairs, three
at a time; I was going up—and my
heart was cold. Marty Corriedio, up-
stairs, had heard the shooting. And
if he figured something had gone
haywire he might take it out on the
kid. . .

Then, my heart stopped beating,
and I froze on one knee, a bullet
whamming across my shoulder. Did
you ever hear a bullet sing past you?
Scientists say you can’t feel its
breeze, I disagree. ..
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Marty Corriedio, a stocky block of
humanity, had burst from that room,
his shotgun talking. He was short,
he was crouched—and he was tough.
His second bullet slapped my left
shoulder, and pain surged through
me. Dimly, I was aware of my own
rod spouting lead.

Another bullet slapped into my
right ribs. The blow knocked me
forward, and I leaned on one elbow,
sick and shaky. I heard my gat click
on an empty barrel. I tried to get
my other gun, fumbled in my pecket.

"Things were a red, hanging haze;
otherwise I would not have drawn
my other cutter. For, by the time I
bad it palmed, there was a dark,
heavy hulk of humanity above me,

raped over the top steps. And that
hulk was Marty Corriedio.
OMETHING inside said, You

got him, Jim. . .

I was moving ahead then, filled
with pain, and anxiety ate at me. I
stepped over him and entered the
room. A boyish voice called from
behind a closed door. “Who—who's
there?”

I opened the door. A tyke of five
— tow-headed, freckle-faced — stood
in a clothes closet. He had been cry-
ing. He was Jimmy, my kid. Not
that I would have known him, had I
met him under any other circum-
stances.

“Whoe—who are you?”

I said, “I'm your dad, Jimmy.”

He looked at me through reddened
eyes. “You—you're lying!” he stat-
ed emphatically. “I ain’t got no dad.
My dad’s dead. My mother told me
he was dead.”

I asked hollowly, “Your mother—
told you that?”

“Yes. You're one of these gang-
sters—"

I stood there, numb inside. For the
first time, I forgot my busted shoul-
der, my cracked ribs, My own kid

didn’t know me! That thought
pounded dully at my brain.

Then, another thought came. The
force of it overwhelmed me, and I
don’t know why, because I had sus-
pected it all along. Julia didn’t give
a damn for me. Otherwise, she’d
have taken our kid and left her old -
man, and moved in with me. But no,
she was thinking of old Matt’s
money.

“Okay,” I sa1d quxetly “I was only
kiddin’ you.”

I sat down on a chalr, feeling gid-
dy. Next thing I knew, Marie was
kneeling beside me.

I said, “How did you get here”’

“I hired a car on Hollywood Boule-
vard,” she said quietly. “I thought
that perhaps you'd— Well, I fol-
lowed you here.”

I remembered the Ford that had
been trailing me. Her fingers were
taking off my shirt. I remembered
then that she was an ex-nurse. That
was the last thought I had until I
woke up in the hospital. And,
strangely, she was sitting beside my
bed, even then.

“My kid?”

“He’s with his mother.”

“She told him—he has no dad. . .
She said, “Hush, Jim. I know all
about that.”

“How long have I been out?”

“This is the morning after, Jim.”
She added, “Julia hasn’t even been to
see you. You'd think she at least—"

“That’s all right,” I said. “There
were lots of things—they’re straight-
ened up, now. I should have seen that
before. Years before. . .”

Her voice was throaty.
sorta blind, Jim.”

I looked at her, surprised. First,
I didn’t know what she meant, but
then her eyes gave her away. They
were warm and bright and there was
something hidden there. I decided,
then and there, I would find out what
it was, after I got well.

And I did.

“You are

YE
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THE JINX

By Basil Wells

Even in death, Pete Georges’ wife seemed to
be able to thwart his plans.

THE -cheap revolver blasted
twice and Charles Snodgrass,
manager of the Dairy Feed
Store, clapped thick-knuckled hands
across his middle. There was a sur-
prised, puzzled look on his stubbled
broad face as he folded forward to
his knees and then slid to the bag-
polished floor of the warehouse.

Pete Georges looked woodenly
down at the stubby-barreled, metal
thing in his hand, and the first slow
wave of panic began to flood through
his stunned brain. He hadn’t meant
to shoot Charley, but the old man
had moved his right hand too quick-
ly as Pete ordered him to raise his
arms, and he had fired. This meant
a murder rap—and he’d been out of
the stone walls less than a week!

Automatically he went through the
dead man’s pockets. A cheap gold
watch, a worn, thin wallet, and a
thick, double-compartmented bag of
striped canvas; he stuffed them into
his coat pocket. He pushed at Snod-
grass’ flaccid body with his foot be-
fore he turned toward the door. Dead
all right. Pete shrugged, his stom-
ach feeling suddenly very empty.

He paused at the door long enough
to snap the spring lock, then closed
it behind him. There was a satisfy-
ing click. The stolen blue Buick
waited just beyond the loading plat-
form, and as he came out into the
early spring twilight the starter
whirred and the motor coughed un-
evenly into life, Toad Marvin hadn’t
made his getaway when he heard the
gunfire after all.

A bone-jolting jump from the load-
ing dock and five steps brought him
to the open car door. A muted jum-
ble of excited voices came from the
front seat as he slid inside. Pete’s
eyes darted to the instrument panel.

“Toad, you fool, you had the radio
on!”

The warty, unlovely features of
the squat little man at the wheel
twisted into a grin. He shifted gears
smoothly as the car rolled across the
cindered yard in front of the feed
store.

“Yeah,” he agreed. “Heard that
Crime Slugger program. This Slug-
ger Barnes walks into a half-dozen
gangsters with his bare fists, and
knocks ’em for a loop! You shoulda
heard the shooting and yelling!”

Pete bit his lip as he choked back
what he was going to say; Toad
hadn’t heard the shots.

“Everything go off okay?”

“Uh huh,” grunted Pete, as the car
swung down Burke Avenue out of
Littleton, “Left Charley tied up on
the floor.”

“How much,” asked Toad with a
quick side glance. “Ain’t you going
to count it before we ditch the car?”

“Uh—sure, Toad.” Pete dug out
the canvass bag and unrolled it. One
compartment was filled with change,
and in the other side a thick roll of
bills, folded once lengthwise, was
stuffed. Pete counted quickly by the
dashboard light.

“Three hundred fifty,” he grunted,
not mentioning the two fifty-dollar
bills he palmed as he counted. After
all, why should Toad get a quarter
of the take he told himself.

“Not bad,” Toad shouted above the
radio commercial. “With the change -
that makes my cut a hundred bucks.”

ETE snapped off the radio.

“Any other day in the week,”
he said, “we’d have taken less than
two hundred. I used to hand around
the loading dock, Toad; that’s how
I knew Charley would get this extra
dough for cashing the farmers’ milk
checks.

65
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“Takes brains to figure the angles.
I’'m out of the cheap rackets now,
and I'm staying out. My six months
in stir showed me what a fool I'd
been for playing for peanuts.”

“You're doing okay, Pete.” The
little man was swinging off the high-
way into the parking lot of the Lit-
tleton Cemetery. “We don’t even
have the cops on our trail. Guess we
really don’t need to cut across the
graves to Bill and Peg’s to pick up
my car.”

Pete laughed harshly. “We’d look
like fools driving up to the beer par-
lor in a stolen heap. Nope. We cut
across the boneyard and are drinking
beer, peaceful-like, when the alarm is
given.”

Pete started to open the door. A
sudden thought struck him. Why
share any of the money with Toad?
Once he found out old Charley had
been Kkilled, any fool could figure
tuat Toad would sing. He was just
a cheap crook, selling the numbers,
running a string of pinball games,
and peddling a few black market
tires.

He let his hand slide into his pock-
et again, and this time it came out
with the gun. The gun was Toad’s,
too. This was really luck. He'd let
Toad have it in the face a couple of
times, plant the rod in the little
man’s fist, and leave the canvas bag
with thirty or forty dollars in it, on
the seat bestde him. The dead man
would explain the stick-up—murder
and suicide! The police knew what
a small-timer was Toad. They'd fig-
ure he’d lost his nerve and done the
Dutch.

“That gun—Pete!” Toad fumbled
at the door latch. “Put it down. It
might—no, don’t!”

The terrified voice of the driver
cui off suddenly as the gun blasted,

twice. Pete cursed at his ragged
nerves. He had missed the first time.
He sneered. These hick cops

wouldn’t notice an extra bullet hole,
He wiped the gun on Toad’s coat and
pianted it in his fist. ‘Blood was
just starting to seep through ' the
dead man’s shirt as he tossed the al-
most-empty money bag down on the
seat and climbed out.

There were no cars approaching
from either direction. This was a
lonely stretch of road; the revolver
shots might very well go unheard. He
turned toward the cemetery.

The horizontal black pipes of the
cemetery fence offered no obstacle
for they were spaced two feet apart
at the closest. He slipped through
and started at a half-trot across the
newer section of the burial place. He
had plotted his course three days be-
fore, and knew that by swinging to
the right he would collide with no
shin-splintering markers.

Pete congratulated himself on his
careful attention to detail. Now that
his wife was no longer able to queer
his projects he was going places in a
hurry. He grunted harshly, thinking
of Edna.

She didn’t like the numbers racket
—wanted him to work instead. Then,
he’d paid fifty bucks for that coun-
terfeit green, and Edna had put it
into the stove. That was the time he
got plastered and broke twe of her
teeth. And then this last deal she
had pulled, when she testified at the
trial that he had been selling fake
gas coupons—all the rest of the guys
had gotten off! But he drew six
months!

Yeah, Edna had been his jinx for
too many years, but now she was
dead and her father had seen that
she was buried. Pete snorted de-
risively. Her old man hadn’t even
sent word to him about the funeral
yesterday. He’d known Pete was
back home again too; he’d kicked
him out that first day and told him
to sponge off some other dame for a
change.

ELL, the bugs had got into
her lungs and now Pete was
free to go ahead with his plans to
cut a big slice of Littleton’s under-
world take. This four hundred-odd
dollars was the first installment.
“Uuuh!” Something had raised it-
self out of the murky darkness be-
neath his feet. Pete found himself
sprawling, face downward, across a
loose mound of muddy earth. He
felt flowers, wreaths of flowers and
wilted sprays, rustliag beneath him.
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He had stumbled across a grave, a
freshly dug grave, becausé three days
ago this level stretch of brown grass
had been free of any such long nar-
row mounds. A sudden thought came
intc his tense brain. His wife had
been buried yesterday. Could this
be. .07

Pete struck a match briefly. A
small cardboard square, clipped into
a slender metal rack was stuck into
the end of the grave. He bent closer.

“Edna Kolski Georges!” He shook
out the tiny flame of the match with
a hand that shook.

The superstitious fear that under-
lay Pete’s twisted mind asserted it-
self. He moaned softly. Even in
death, it seemed to his shaken small-
time soul, Edna was trying to thwart
him.

The hatred that flamed up sudden-
ly made him forget his fear of the
mcment before. She was dead, wasn’t
she? His foot lashed out viciously
at the little nameplate. Blood began
pumping hotly again through his
drawn face. Action pushed back the
fear from his frayed nerves.

His feet sent the wreaths spinning,
He was afraid no longer. This was
just a grave like thousands of others
in the cemetery:

After a moment he went on across
the empty land toward the further
fence and the tiny squares of light
that marked Bill and Peg’s.

Pete was just finishing his third
bottle of beer when the policeman
came into the roadhouse. He looked
around at the tables and booths, and
came directly across to the booth.

“We want to see you down at head-
quarters, Pete,” he said.

“What for, Buttons?” Pete grunt-
ed.
“One of your pals was found dead
over on Burke avenue.”

“Yeah? Who?”

“Toad Marvin.
himself off.”

“No kidding? I saw him less than
an hour ago drinking at the bar.”
Pete jabbed an elbow at the bar’s left
corner, “He treated me to a drink,
too. . . Too bad.”

“Come on, Pete.” The peliceman
was impatient. “Let’s get going.”

“But I don’t know. . . Okay, But-
tons, I’'m with you.”

Pete grinned at the check girl as
he went out the door, and paused for
a moment in the door to light a cig-
arette. The brilliant light of the en-
try made his worn suit look even
more shabby. By this time next
week he’d be wearing something a
lot snappier.

“Get in here, Georges,” ordered a
gruff voice from the rear of the
cruiser.

“Why, it’s Captain Hardy, ain’t
it?” Pete shrugged. “If you can
stand it so can’ I1.” :

Seems he knocked

THE prowl car pulled away from
the tavern back toward Littleton,
and Pete let a tuneless little whistle
drone through his clenched teeth for
a time. After a minute of complete
silence from the others he shifted
uncomfortably in his seat.

“What’s the idea picking me up.
Your cop tells me Toad Marvin gets
bumped. So what? All of you know
him. You don’t need me to identify
him.”

“You rats never learn, do you?”
asked the big police detective. “One
week after you get out of prison
you're back at it again. Only this
time it’s murder.”

“I thought Buttons told me it was
suicide.” Pete sat up straight in the
seat. “Say, you don’t think I killed
Toad?”

WE HAVEN'T WON THE WAR YET!
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“I was referring to Charles Snod-
grass,” Hardy said, “but I could have
meant Toad Marvin just as well.”

“Old Charley Snodgrass?” de-
manded Pete. “You mean to say
somebody bumped that old guy?”

“You should know, Pete. Either

you or Tead shot him, and I have a
hunch that you did it. Toad had
more sense than that; he valued his
hide too much to risk the chair.”

“Now, Captain!” Pete’s voice was
convincingly angry he thought. “You
can’t just tell me I did a murder.
Why, I didn’t leave Bill and Peg’s
since five o’clock this afternoon.”

“That alibi will be easy to break,”
said the officer confidently.

Pete was worried. Why they had
arrested him so quickly was hard to
figure out. He had expected to be
picked up for routine questioning in
a day or two if the original plan had
gone through, but now with Toad’s
apparent suicide after a robbery he
should be in the clear.

“You know, Pete, you let your
temper run away with you.” Hardy's
cigarette glowed red as he paused for
a long second. “You forgot that she
kept you in spending money for a
good many years. She kept you from
starving.”

“Yeah,” jeered Pete thickly. “Then
she railroads me into the pen. A
swell woman, my wife, sure—to stay
away from!”

“Too bad you didn’t stay away
from her then.” The officer’s voice
was soft, but each word clipped off
crisply as he said it. “Because kick-
ing those flowers off her grave was a
rotten thing to do.”

“What flowers you talking about?”
Pate crushed out his stub of a ciga-
rette in his palm, welcoming the sud-
dzn pain.

“We thought maybe Marvin had
hidden some of the money in the
cemetery before he killed himself,”
explained Hardy, “and hunting for it
we came across your wife’s grave,
There was only one man we could
think of who would do anything as
low as that. That made us begin to
_wonder about Toad Marvin’s sui-
cide.”

There was a sudden hollowness in
Pete’s middle, an emptiness and froz-
en shrieking panic, as he heard Har-
dy’s voice drilling relentlessly on-

. ward. He sensed the flimsiness of his

alibi now that Toad was gone. For
Toad was to have sworn that Pete
was with him all that afterncon and
evening. If they could prove that
Toad was murdered. . .

@@E 0 WE checked Marvin's hands

for gunpowder. The paraffin
test you know, Pete. It was nega-
tive. Toad hadn’t fired the gun that
killed him. So we began looking for
you., We wanted to use the same
test on your hands.” Hardy’s voice
was growing harsher as they pulled
up in front of the station. *“Also, we
want to examine that patch of dust
on your coat sleeve. I saw it there
when we picked you up.”

The door opened and they helped
Pete, none too gently, toward the
twin lighted globes on either side of
the station doors. Pete seemed to
have shrunken in the last few min-
utes, and his legs wobbled drunken-
ly. = He knew where that dust must
have come from. He had leaned
against the dusty post beside the in-
side platform scales while he waited
for Charley Snodgrass to come in
from the warehouse platform.

They were climbing the ten worn
stone steps now. “You might as well
confess, Pete,” Captain Hardy’s voice
came from a great distance away.
“We have witnesses who saw you
hanging around the warehouse
earlier in the day, and there were fin-
gerprints on the cartridge cases in
the revolver.” He jerked at the
doors. “You shot at Marvin twice.”

All Pete’s strength seemed to have
drained away through his shoes, He
sobbed brokenly. “All right,” he
croaked, “you got me. I did it.”

The heavy double doors swung
outward; then closed behind Pete.
Blue uniforms were all around him.
He fumbled at the buttons of his
coat. The room was suddenly very
cold.

THE END
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Whoever planned

#be murder of old Manson Weeks was «a little too clever

about it, and Frost t}mught he had a way to trap the culprit. There’s no murder
without a corpse, and if the death of Weeks could be kept secret until the
anxiously-waiting killer was forced to show his hand . . .

CHAPTER I

R. MARK HOPPER, personal
n physician to Manson Weeks,

came through the doorway of
the private card room of the country
club, a grave look on his saturnine
face. The eyes of the three men
waiting around the card table jerked
to him and the buzz of conversation
broke eff. Then Prager, general man-
ager of the Weeks plant, came half
out of his chair, seamed face smiling.
There was the echo of the faintest
guttural accent in his voice,

“Say, don’t tell me the Doc is go-
ing te sit in on this session,” he said.
“The Chief said he might get you
hooked in some night to get back
some of the overcharge for that op-
eration but—"

Then he broke off as the doctor
shoek his head. “I don’t think there
will be any poker session tonight,
gentlemen, Manson Weeks has been
unavoidably detained.”

Young Bain Hedders stopped rif-
fling the cards and bent his dark head
to his wrist watch. He peered a mo-
ment through his heavy-lensed spec-
tacles. “Might have called us. The
old boy is half an hour late now
and—"

Again there was a pause. Tragedy
emanated from the doctor. “Another
coronary attack?” asked the iron-
gray Major Sewell Bascom, junior
partner of the Weeks firm. He spoke
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in an easy, cultured voice slightly
hoarsened by years~of imbibing one
of the finest Scotch whiskies import-
ed. His words issued through the
smoke of the cigaret dangling from
the corner of his sensitive mouth. A
glass of that Scotch blended with a
modicum of soda was half lifted to
his lips.

The broad-shouldered docter’s bald
head inclined slightly. “Yeu might
call it that. It was his last, anyway
... But it was not from natural
causes, gentlemen!”

“He’s- dead—the Chief?” Jacob
Prager said, just catching up. His
voice sounded like a phonograph rec-
ord with a scratchy needle,

“His heart has stopped,” Hopper
continued as if uninterrupted, “but
not from natural causes. We have
reason to believe it could be called—
murder.” He clamped his powerful
jaws on the word.

For a moment the room was a froz-
en tableau. One of the trio of play-
ers waiting for the arrival of Manson
Weeks to start the weekly game of
draw breathed out the medical man’s
last word like an echo. “Murder. . .”
And it seemed to hang like a quiver-
ing live thing in the air.

Reflexes evinced themselves. Ja-
cob Prager made a rattling sound in
his throat and his spatulate hands
clawed and clutched at the arms of
his chair like a cripple-legged man
trying to haul himself up. But his
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body never moved away from the
chair back. “The Chief’s been killed,”

he said weakly.

J ERVES frayed at the sharp
scraping sound as young Bain
Hedders’ chair shot across the floor.
Nerves jumped again as the ashtray
on the corner of the card table clat-
tered to the floor. He didn’t seem
award of the uproar caused by his
sudden leap to his feet. A whis-
pered word burst from his lips, a
name, was lost in the slap of the
autumn wind at the slightly ajar
casement window. But that name
wasn’t Weeks. Or Manson. Then his
tall, lanky body twisted, the mouth
with the humorous curves now a
tight white line. His intelligent eyes
screwed past the doctor to the door
as if he wished he were out of it.

The next moment he had himself
under control. “Good God! How?
Why murder?”

The third at the table, Major Bas-
com, lowered his aristocratic head to
his right hand a moment. He raised
his face almost immediately and the
man-of-the-world look was erased by
sadness. His drink, still half raised
in his other hand, went up to his
mouth steadily and he drained it to
the bottom in the manner of a man
needing it for genuine shock. Then
he spoke.

“‘We have reason to believe it
could be called murder,”” he said, re-
peating Doctor Hopper’s last words.
“Who is ‘we’? The police, you
mean?”

“Oh, pardon me,” Hopper said. And
they saw the other man peering past
his massive shoulder from behind.
“Mr. John Frost of the Frost Inves-
tigation Agency from Chicago, gen-
tlemen.” He introduced him around
as Frost stepped into view, a slim
angular man who seemed to lounge
even as he stood in the rumpled,
custom-tailored soft gray suit. Frost
had a snapbrim hat, gray too, down
over one eye and a raincoeat slung
over his shoulder. He had a sharp,
sunken-cheeked face with eyes
esconced in permanent black circles.

He was only thirty, always looked

bored, had a way of dropping his

voice and sometimes the final words
near the end of a sentence. When
you first looked at him, he seemed
smaller than he was. And much less

dangerous. _
“’Evening, gentlemen,” he said.
“Most unfortunate affair. Too. . .”

And the voice trailed off and the
word “bad” was completely lost. He
seemed unaware of the way the bat-
tery of three pairs of eyes drilled at
him.

Sewell Bascom stood up unhurried-
ly, big, loose-knit, with no extra bag-
gage around the waist despite his
almost fifty years, He was top golfer
of the club, high goal man of the lo-
cal polo team, and an enthusiastic
hunter. A crack shot, in the bargain.
John Frost languidly applied a match
to a cigaret as he checked off those
things in his mind. He had complete
book on Sewell Bascom, Weeks’ col-
lege roommate and lifelong friend.

Bascom inclined his distinguished-
ly gray head toward Frost, spoke to
Dr Hopper. “From Chicago, you
said. That would be mighty fast
travelling—even by plane connection
—to get here so soon. I saw Man-
son at the plant at six—alive.” There
was a veiled demand for an explana-
tion.

Frost only bellied blue smoke from
his mouth, offered, “Didn’t come by
plane.” :

The doctor explained. “Weeks
had known his life was in danger for
several weeks. He believed attempts
had already been made on his life. A
few days ago he hired Mr. Frost to

come in and investigate. Too late,
unfortunately.”
RAGER’S shrewd little eyes

seemed to sink into the wrinkles
that pocketed them at that piece of
news. The tall Hedders raked his
loose, dark hair quickly as he sized
up the private detective the way a
man would measure an opponent in
the ring. Then the bland Bascom
was stepping forward and shaking
hands with Frost, apologizing for be-
ing rude in the shock of the mement,
“Of course, I was well aware of
Manson’s heart condition but—well,
scmehow you never thought of such



Terror-stricken, Lacy stumbled toward the plcture, yanked desperately
at the golden cord. .
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a vital person as Manny ever being
dead. But, murdered. . . How, Hop-
per? What happened? What makes
you think something—somebody—"

It snapped the frozen feeling in
the atmosphere. Full realization set-
tled upon the three waiting to play
cards with Manson Weeks. The
natural reaction followed and they
were curious, pressing to know how
it had occurred.

“What do the police say?” shot Ja-
cob Prager.

“Do they suspect anybody?” de-
manded young Hedders. He kept
raking his hair with long fingers; the
gesture gave a certain college sopho-
morish look.

Frost turned his head from the
side table where he had strayed, un-
noticed. He was putting together
whisky and cracked ice. “We haven’t
notified the police yet—and won’t for
a while. No announcement of Mr,
Weeks’ death has gone out. None
will—for a while. Officially, Manson
Weeks is not dead. . .”

Young Hedders’ mouth jerked.
That was all, The sudden twist in
the picture stunned them to silence.
Sewell Bascom lifted a sophisticated
eyebrow,

Dr. Hopper carried on as Frost
lifted the glass to his face. “In view
of certain—uh—circumstances at the
plant, we consider it wiser to with-
hold the news until Mr. Frost has
had a chance to make certain investi-
gations, It might be serious indeed
if Mr. Weeks’ sudden death gave rise
to certain kinds of wild rumors.
There might even be allegatiens that
it was suicide. You understand?”

Prager had reseated himself and
rolled an unlit cigar slowly in his
thick fingers. Hedder strode around
with a fresh-lit cigaret in his mouth,
Bascom made himself a fresh drink,
None of them protested; they all un-
derstood, The Weeks Art Metals
Company, now engaged completely
in the production of the tools of war,
was under a cloud. A certain secret
- weapon which they had just begun
to turn out had been found faulty by
the government. It did not appear
to be a case of sabotage. Rather it
seemed as if the Weeks outfit was

guilty of using inferior materials to
cut production cost. It might de-
velop into something very ugly.

The three scheduled to play cards
with Manson Weeks said nothing at
first. All three understood, being in
the comrpany, Hedders as an expert
analytical chemist in the laboratory.

“Who does know he is dead?
And—"

“We in this room, his housekeeper,
chauffeur, Lettiber. Anybody else
finds out till we're ready—we’ll be
able to put our finger on who leaked
and it won’t be. . .” Again the drop-
ping off of the bored voice. They
knew the last word would have been
“pleasant.”

More questions came then as if
they had finally regained control of
their vocal cords. How had Manson
Weeks been killed? Where was the
body? When? Did they have any
clues? They were natural enough
queries from men closely associated
with the late deceased.

But Frost waved them off as he
squirted seltzer in a fresh drink.
“Nothing to say, gentlemen. 'S all
we can tell you now. Tomorrow per-
haps. . .”

SNEWELL BASCOM smoothed
¥ down the front of his evening
jacket. “See here, Frost! You're be-
ing mighty high-handed,” he said
sharply as the other two remained si-
lent. “I can go to the police now
and—"

“Please, Sewell—" Hopper began.

Frost faced Bascom, tossing his
cigaret into an ashtray., “Yes, you
could; then it would become public.
And in view of the trouble with the
Ordnance Department, you would
stir up a hornet’s nest that might
ultimately prevent us from catching
the murderer, . . Which would be a
very neat trick for the real murderer
to pull if he wanted to cover. , .”

“Up his own tracks,” Hopper felt
he had to finish the unsaid words for
him.

Bascom snorted and looked at the
other - two, then shrugged. “Talk
about a murder without the corpus
delicti. . » Oh, well, if it’s all right
with the others, I'll go along.”
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There was some talk with Frost ex-
amining the hunting prints on the
wainscoated wall with little interest.
He always gave the impression of a
man with nothing better to do re-
gardless of what he was doing. There
were some more questions, but John
Fiost only shrugged. The three card
players moved forward; Prager
tongued his cigar.

“Are—are any of us—well—you
might say, are we—"

Frost flicked him with his eyes
from the bald patch on his high-
domed head to his glistening shoes.
“You knew him—which could give
" you a motive—didn’t you? You were
in the same state tonight, weren’t
you?”

Frowning, Bain Hedders buttoned
up his sports jacket. “Well, are we
—er—well—"

“They mean—under surveillance?”
Bascom said sharply.

Frost followed a puff of cigaret
smoke with a dry laugh. “Don’t try
to book passage on the Trans-Pacific
Clipper—if you could.”

They went out, their feet slapping
on the staircase.

When that sound was gone, Dr.
Mark Hopper looked at Frost with a
“What?” in his eyes.

Frost flipped over the top card of
the deck on the table. It was a dia-
mond trey. “Hell, in good murder
plays or stories it’s always the black
ace. . . Yeah. Any one of them could
have done it. Any one of them.”

He dropped into one of the vacated
leather arm-chairs. “Whoever has
been trying to kill Weeks was taken
by surprise. Naturally they didn’t
expect—or know when to expect—to
find him dead. So there may be
some scrambling to make sure tracks
?re covered. That’s what we watch

or.”

The doctor seated himself, too.
“Y-yes. It’s still a risky game we're
playing.”

Frost shrugged, slumped in his
gray clothes. “The one of the three
who was trying to liquidate him
didn’t intend it to look like a mur-
der—or anything violent or un-
natural. It isn’t as if they ever tried
to put a gun against Weeks’ head,

so they mightn’t know it when he
would die and. . .”

Dr. Hopper frowned at another of
those unfinished lines. “It’s terribly °
risky,” he said again, thinking of his
own medical standing. “If anything
should happen now, why—"

Frost smiled with an air of ennui.
“Weeks paid me five thousand to find
out who was trying to put him on
the well-known spot marked X. For
five thousand, nothing is—" He didn’t
bether to say “dangerous.”

Hopper brushed at perspiration on
his creased forehead. He'd like to
send the man to a psychiatric clinic
to discover why he had that trick of
leaving the final words unsaid. “I
have one hunch. When you said we
hadn’t notified police I noticed
that—"

“Apropos of that, doctor,” Frost
cut in, voice louder and clearer, “I
had a case once over at Grand Rapids.
One of those triangle affairs.” He
was on his feet, lounging toward the
door. “At least, it seemed so at first.
Then we found another angle, like
opening a door on a dark reom and
finding—" And he swung back the
door even as the knob clicked at his
twist. :

Sewell Bascom stood in the
hall, shaking water from a dark "
fedora. Rain fingered the windew
panes on a passing gust of wind.
“Just getting the water off my hat,”
he said evenly with no embarrassed
or furtive note about him. “There
was a matter I didn’t want to men-
tion in the presence of the others so
I came back.”

“Come in,” said Frost.

ASCOM got to the peint direct-
ly. “I don’t want to level the fin-
ger of accusation, but there are cer-
tain facts that may not be in your
possession, I feel it is my duty to—"

“Nice feeling,” mentioned Frost.
“Had it once and. . .”

Bascom smiled without liking for
Frost. “Bain Hedders is in love with
Marion Weeks, Manson’s daughter.
They wanted to marry; old Manson
was against it.”

He went into details. There had
been some bitter arguments between
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the two men. It maddened the
usually quiet Hedders that Manson
Weeks would give no reason for his
opposition, A month ago, out on the
golf course, Hedders had wrapped a
putter dround a tree at the ninth hole
and tried to quit the company. But
Manson Weeks had laughingly held
him to his legal contract.

“Bain theught the cld man got a
kick out of torturing him, of keeping
him here and yet not letting him
have what was so close.”

Frost tocok out a small leather-
bound notebcok and applied a pencil
industriously to it. “Very interest-
ing, Bascom. Nice detail to...”
“Remember” should have followed.

Bascom moved to the door. “Oh,
something else. You may learn that
Jake Prager came out of Germany in
1936. It's true, but I"d vouch for his
integrity—and patriotism.”

When he went, Frost eyed the
pretty little sailing boat with a pen-
nant on its mast that he had drawn
in his notebook, then put it away,

Well, everything he said is so—
what we already know,” Dr. Hopper
said finally.

Frost nodded. That was true. He
had talked with Manson Weeks and
learned it from him. . .

CHAPTER II

HEN they had waited half
an hour, Frost nodded at
his wrist watch. “All of

the three should be home—or where-
ever they’re geing—by now?”

The doctor said yes. They left
and sat in silence as they rolled away
from the club in Manson Weeks’
long, black limousine. Frost tapped
a fingernail steadily on a hammered
silver cigaret lighter as he checked
off the facts as Manson Weeks had
given them to him. The doctor sat
frowning at the tap-tap sound. “The
three all had motives,” Frost mut-
tered dreamily once.

There was the angle on Bain Hed-
ders as Bascom had related it, and
that was exactly as Manson Weeks
himself had given Frost the picture
in their conference., Marion, Weeks’
daughter, was out of town now,

which was a help in the odd method
Frost was utilizing to solve this case,

Then came Prager, Jacob Prager,
obviously Teutonic. What Bascom
didn’t know about Prager was that
he had been a bona fide member of
the Nazi party in the Third Reich
and had entered this country on a
forged passport, when, sickened and
disillusioned by the Party’s excesses,
he had fled Germany. As a one-time
Nazi, he could not have gotten into
America otherwise. But he had made
a clean breast of the whole matter
shortly after he had entered Weeks’
employ as an industrial expert.
Claimed he was no longer a Hitler
sympathizer; far from it,-in fact.
Manson Weeks had told Frost that.

Finally, the sportsman-socialite,
Sewell Bascom. ' They had been
roommates at Harvard, Weeks had
said. Friends of long standing.
When Bascom’s family had lost their
meoney, Weeks had carried his friend
along. Bascom had been working for
Manson Weeks most of his life, and
when the retired eccentric million-
aire had smelled inevitable war in
the offing after Munich and opened
up a plant easily convertible to muni-
tions productxon, he had brought in
Bascom as a junior partner.

That was that. There had been two
indirect attempts on Manson Weeks’
life. One had been in his own pri-
vate office at the plant. - A bottle of
medicine prescribed for emergency
use in case of a heart attack had been
the clue. Leaving it standing on his
desk, he had stepped out of the of-
fice. When he returned, he saw that
his pet Siamese cat, that went every-
where with him, had overturned the
bottle and lapped up some of the con-
tents. He had phoned Dr. Hopper at
once to know if there had been any-
thing in the prescription that could
harm the cat. It had been almost an
hour before he could reach Hopper
in surgery at the Lake City Hospital.

WHEN Mark Hopper heard the
cat had given no symptoms of
distress of any kind, his suspicions
had been aroused. .He had come to
the office and had the remainder of
the bottle analyzed. The prescrip-
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tion had contained strychnine,
enough to have raised Cain with any-
thing the size of a cat. The lab re-
port showed presence of every in-
gredient of the original prescription
—except the strychnine that would
have rallied the system in case of a
heart attack. If Manson Weeks had
had a seizure and depended upon the
medicine, he would have died almost
without doubt.

“That ties in Bain Hedders,” Frost
said as they climbed the long grade
to the exclusive suburb development
overlooking Lake City. “What you
found, Doc.” Then he went back to
tapping the cigaret lighter.

Hedders was an expert chemist,
having taken a post-grad course in it.
He could easily have broken down
the prescription, then duplicated it
for color and taste and omitted the
strychnine, Still, the whole thing
might have been passed off as an ac-

cident, even as some pharmacist’s al-

most fatal error, if it hadn’t been for
_a second incident.

Taxing his weak heart with over-
work, Weeks, at Hopper’s insistence,
had gone up to his shooting lodge for
a week. On his second day there,
while out in a boat duck hunting,
somebody from shore had taken sev-
eral shots at him. That had been
well conceived, too. Whoever had
been shooting had known Manson
Weeks’ character well, had known
how quick-tempered and rash he was
when roused. Weeks had rowed
ashore and gone stalking the sniper,
picked up the trail and spotted him
slipping off through the trees too
easily, he realized afterward.

Disregarding his heart condition,
Weeks had pursued him along a faint
path in the dawn dimness to a small
footbridge spanning a creek in a
small gorge. Just before Weeks
reached the bridge, a huge mastiff
kept at the came came through the
woods to join him. The big animal,
weighing ninety-odd pounds, bound-
ed out on the bridge ahead of him,
Midway the narrow structure crashed
beneath him. The mastiff plunged
onto the rocks forty feet below and
was killedq—in a fall planned for
Manson Weeks. There was no doubt

of that when he and his lodge-keeper
inspected the fallen timbers later in
the day and found saw marks.

- Manson Weeks had called Frost
long-distance from the camp and en-
gaged his services then. He wanted
to find out who was trying to kill
him.

“And Sewell Bascom is a crack
shot. . .just the man who could come
close to Weeks with a gun—to lure
him into that trap—without hitting
him,” Frost said aloud.

Dr. Hopper followed his thought
train as they swung into the grounds
of the sprawling white mansion that
was the Weeks home. “Yes. But
Prager was missing from the plant
that same day.”

RS. GREW, tense-faced under

her white hair, let them in.
Weeks’ place was unpretentious but
thoroughly comfortable., It looked
like the residence of a man in the
twenty-thousand-dollar income tax
bracket rather than that of a million-
aire. They crossed a narrow hall and
went down two steps to the Aubus-

- son library, a book-lined room run-

ning across one whole wing of the
place. There was a warmth about
that room, a certain vitality as if it
had taken on the character of the
owner who spent most of his time in
it while at home. A press of a but-
ton swung a small dining table out
from one side of the carved mahog-
any desk. Another little button job
and the north window seat became a
Pullman-style bed.

“Prager’s the one of the three
nothing points to—except that he
might have had a motive considering
his background,” Frost was remark-
ing as if holding a whispered dia-
logue with himself as they moved
across the library. And the phone on
the desk jingled in a meledious se-
ries of chimes, another of Manson
Weeks’ eccentricities.

Dr. Hopper lifted the receiver
from its cradle, spoke once, then ex-
tended it toward Frost. “One of
your operatives. Hines.”

Frost’s eyes rimmed by the deep
circles sparkled a moment. “The
guilty man’s got to start showing his
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hand now and when he. . .” He got
on the wire, said, “Yeah, Frost. Go
ahead,” and listened. Then his mouth
fell. He hung up and shrugged.
“Hell, Bascom’s down in the bar of
the Royal Hotel drinking with some
friends, That’s not the move I fig-
ured for him.”

“By the way,” Hopper paused
halfway to the door, “in the car,
you said all three had motives. What
was—what could be Bascom’s?”

“Weeks was going to force him out
of the company. Fire him and com-
pel him to sell his stock, Weeks buy-
ing it up, of course.”

“Oh,” said the doctor. “Still, a
man doesn’t usually commit murder
because he’s in danger of getting
sacked—if Bascom even knew.”

Before Frost could reply, the
phone chimed again. He picked it
up, listened a moment, then said, “Go
ahead, Tom.” He got a disgusted
look and slumped on the corner of
the desk when he hung up. The in-
strument was hardly in the cradle
when the chimes played again. Again
Frost listened to the voice at the
other end, gave the “go ahead” order
to a man he called Flint. When he
finished that call, Frost sat shaking
his head.

“The bugs under the microscope
aren’t behaving the way they should,
Doctor. Or should we say ‘misbehav-
ing’, That was Tom Henning tailing
Prager. Prager was driven home by
Bain Hedders. Right now Prager is
in the study of his cottage trying to
read a book and pacing around; in-
nocent enough, The last call was
Flint; he’s on young Hedders. Hed-
ders bought himself a quart contain-
er of coffee at a drug store lunch
counter, went to his apartment down-
town, and hasn’t come out, Nobody’s
doing. . .” The voice dropped off.

“Anything,” Hopper snapped, com-
pleting it for him, lifting his voice
against a rumble of thunder as the
rain increased. “I’ll drop upstairs.
See you shortly.”

WH’EN he returned to the living
room with a curt nod to sig-
nify everything was all right, John
Frost was over in a small alcove

formed in the east wall where two of
the floor-ta-ceiling bookcases came
within a few feet of meeting. “He’s
all right, eh?” said Frost. “Hey,
what’s this?” '

He gestured negligently toward a
picture bulging under the velvet
drapes that masked it in the back of
the niche. He had already flipped a
switch that turned indirect lighting
on the sheathed picture. The illumi-
nation revealed the black draw-string
with the large brocaded gold knob on
the end of it.

“A portrait of Manson Weeks’
wife,” the doctor said, “She died
years ago—when Marion was bern.”

“Qh.” Frost reached for the large
bulbous knot of golden cloth to bare
the portrait for a look. “Let’s see—"

Mrs. Grew's voice knifed sharply
from across the library. “Mr. Weeks
permits nobody but himself and Mr.
Bascom to uncover that portrait,” she
said severely.

Frost’s fingers paused a bare inch
from the drawstring knob. The phone
chimes tinkled. Frost walked over
and answered, said, “Who?”, then
covered the mouthpiece and said,
“Man called Lacy,” to Hopper.

The doctor took the instrument
and talked a few moments. “Fm sor-
ry, Mr. Lacy. Yes, I don’t doubt it’s
very important, but Mr. Weeks’ con-
dition won’t permit him being dis-
turbed tonight. No. Sorry.” When
he hung up, he explained to Frost.
“Lacy’s a government metallurgical
expert. Assigned to the plant. He
claims Manson forgot to sign a state-
ment regarding the faulty parts un-
der investigation before he left to-
night. Wanted to come up now.
Very damned insistent about it, too.”
Qutside lightning gouged the sky
with clawed fingers and the big
French doors at the end of the room
were bleached in a livid light.
“Strange, too, because I heard Lacy
say this afternoon he was catching
the midnight train to Washington.
It's well after midnight now and—"

The phone chimes played their lit-
tle refrain again. Hopper answered,
then extended the instrument to
Frost. “Your operative, Henning.”

Frost was gesturing for his hat and
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coat on a chair before he returned
the instrument to the cradle. “Doc-
tor, one of our bugs has jumped. Ja-
cob Prager is dead. Suicide. . .”

CHAPTER III

HEY took a sports sedan from
I the garage with Dr. Hopper at
the wheel, not bothering to
wake Lettiber in his sleeping quar-
ters above. Frost was almost gleeful
when he found that Prager’s modest
cottage was in a new cheaper devel-
opment further out from the city
than Manson Weeks’ place. Frost
wanted to reach the scene before the
police showed. Then he slumped
back and looked morose, muttering
“Poor Prager” once. He acted like a
surgeon disappointed over a patient
who died on the operating table, act-
ed sad because now there was no fur-
ther use in continuing the explora-
tory process in this case.

They passed a shoddy corner drug-
store, turned into a two-lane maca-
dam strip, then off that into a dirt
road with a few scattered homes
crouching dimly in the rain. Pra-
ger’s was at the end of the rutted
mud and on the left side. They halt-
ed the car some fifty feet away and
moved down a gleaming strip of side-
walk. Henning, a paunchy man with
a baby face and bright hard eyes
moved out from behind a tree. Frost
sneered at him.

“I don’t pay you a salary to let
murder suspects bump themselves off
under your fat nose, Henning.”

Tom Henning wiped rain water
from his face and looked hurt. He
gave the facts. He had been watch-
ing Prager in his study, a room at
the side of the house. He pointed
out the bush on the handkerchief of
lawn that had been his vantage point.
Firally Prager had felt the room.
Henning had watched for his return
when the study light was turned out.

“I waited to see an upstairs light
go on in a bedroom. Nothin’ hap-
pened, John. .. Then there was a
long lightning flash. I could see into
that study like it was daylight. Pra-
ger was in a chair at the desk—his

head flopped down; there was blood
on it.”

Henning had kept his head, Dr,
Hopper told himself. Had scouted
around, found the back door open,
and entered. Using his torch, he
found Jacob Prager with half the
side of his head blown off, very dead,
with a still warm pistol flopped on
the blotter beside him.

“And yqu never heard the shot, eh,
fathead?” Frost inquired wearily.

Henning said, “Look, John, this
storm and—" The rest of his words
were lost in a reverberating clap of
thunder. It was self explanatory.

HE doctor said what they were
doing was illegal and that they
ought to call the police just to pro-
tect themselves as Henning led them
in the back door. “Pretend you're
the coroner and. . .” Frost told him.
They found their way into the
study in the little cottage that was
so still it seemed to be listening to
them. Frost got the window shades
down and called for lights. Prager
wasn’t a pretty picture. The bullet
had smashed in the right side of his
head at the temple and there were
powder burns on the side of the face.
It was grisly. Shoved out on the
blotter and blood-spattered was an
evening edition of a local sheet with
the threatened investigation of the
Weeks plant proclaimed in glaring
headlines. Off to the left of Prager’s
collapsed head lay the lethal weapon,
a German Luger automatic.

“A very perfect picture,” remarked
Frost as he gingerly picked up the
gun with a handkerchief. Hopper
said something about fingerprints on
the weapon. Frost eyed him- as if
he were a child. “How many cases
have you ever heard of where police .
got decent prints from a. . .?”

He replaced the gun to the left of
the body and waved them out, snap-
ping off the light button. The three
climbed in the car.

“Looks pretty obvious,” said Hop-
per as he drove off. “Investigation
of the plant looming. . . Prager, an
ex-Nazi in this country on a forged
passport. There was his motive to
kill Weeks, to silence him. Then
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Crack Detective

when we walked in and said Weeks
was dead and that murder was sus-
pected he lost his nerve and shot
himself.”

“You figured that out all by—"
Frost didn’t finish that time because
he was cursing hotly. The car had
slipped into the ditch making the
turn and was bogged in mud. It took
them a full ten minutes of pushing
in the muck before they got it free
and climbed back in with shoes and
trousers coated with mud, Down at
the corner drugstore Frost used the
phone booth and dialed police head-
quarters in the city.

He told the sergeant that answered
that he was a neighbor of Jacob Pra-
ger’s, giving the address. “I thought
I heard—"

“A shot,” finished the sergeant at
the other end for him. “You're the
second one who called in about it,
mister. A squad car is on its way
out now.”

ROST clicked down the hook,

lips pursed. “Somebody beat me
to the. . .” “Punch” was the last
word that died on his tongue.

He deposited another coin and got
the Weeks place, Mrs. Grew answer-
ing., When he absorbed her message,
he bounced out of the booth.! At the
car, he half plucked Dr. Hopper from
under the wheel. “I'l be driving,
Doc, and you better drop off here.”
To Henning, “Tom, Flint called in
and left a message. Hedders has
lammed it out of town. Flint called
from Groton up the lake. where he
tailed him, We’re going.” He clashed
the gears, then stuck his head out the
window at the already bedraggled
Hopper on the sidewalk. “Better get
a tag and drag your pants out of this
vicinity unless you want to get tied
in with Prager’s murder, Doc.”

It was some twenty minutes later
when they skidded on a sharp
turn into a culvert and over a bridge
into the sleepy little town of Groton.
It was .one of those nine-o’clock
burgs where they rolled up the side-
walks. Outside of a few wan street
lamps in the rain, it was darker than
a cemetery in a fog. Tall, bony Flint
stepped out from the doorway of a
shop as they drew up at the main
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crossing blinker as he had said he
would in his message ieft with Mrs.
Grew. He slid into the rear seat.

“Next left, Frost. He came down
in his coupe like the devil was on his
tail.” They made the left turn into
a residential section with the wet
foliage of the trees almost forming a
tunnel.
right.”

It was a modest four-story little
building set back from the property
line. A single light showed at the
window of a third-floor center apart-
ment. Flint said it had gone on
shortly after Hedders entered
building.

“Where’s his coupe?” Frost asked.

Flint scratched his head audibly |

and said it had been there in the
heavy shadows under the trees. It
wasn’t now. Then the lone light
blinked out. Frost was out in the
rain, running swiftly. He told Flint
to find the car and Henning to cover
the back of the place.
privet hedges and reached the front
entrance. The outside doors of the
vestibule gave to his pressure. In-
side it there were mail boxes and call
bells for the individual apartments.
He thought he was licked till he saw
the inner door was on the latch, not
having closed completely and locked
when the last person passed through.

He lunged into a dim-lit plain en-
trance hall, saw that it was a walk-up,
and hit the stairs. They broke half-
way at a tiny landing and angled
back on themselves to the second
floor. He barged into darkness.
Somebody had turned off the bulb of
the light and he suddenly realized
the clatter he himself must have
made. He felt along the wall, came
to a corner, and realized the hall ran
across the building, from side to side.

(Continued On Page 80)
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(Continued From Page 79)
Then there was a scraping sound.
Frost tiptoed to the left toward it in
the gloom.

A man was never supposed to try
to take a punch on tiptoe. Frost
learned it the hard way and conclu-
sively. The fist arced out of the
blackness just as a baby started to
cry in an adjoining room. It collid-
ed with Frost’s jaw and lifted him
off his feet as lights flashed in his
brain. Then he bounced off a wall,
punching back blindly but punily. A
hand seized his coat to measure the
range, and another set of knuckles
belted him in the forehead.

HEN Frost came out of it, he

was sitting on the fleor and
the salty taste of blood was in his
mouth. Dimly he realized he had just
heard a sharp pattering as of feet, but
something about them told him they
didn’t go with the punching. His
eyes focussed and he twisted toward
the sound in time to see the door
of an inbuilt fire escape closing slow-
ly at the end of the hall. A bar of
light from that set of stairs showed
for an instant. In it Frost glimpsed
a vanishing figure,

He shifted one of his hands and
came on the half-drawn gun that had
dropped from his pocket, pushed
himself up. The fist landed again and
he flopped, really out that time.
When he came out of it again, he
stumbled up and made for the front
stairs. Outside, he whistled sharply.
Henning plodded through soggy
grass around from the rear of the
building and Flint appeared across
the road from a parking lot. Both
shook their heads.

“Saw a dame going down the
street with a bag, but nobody came
out of that front door,” Flint called
softly as he neared.

The soft purr of a motor came
across the night. Their eyes swept
around for car lights. None. Then
halfway down the block keen-eyed
Frost caught the faint sheen of water
on the steel body of a coupe backing
from a private driveway beside a
boarded-up empty house. It was gone
like a mirage. At the corner in the
dim glow of a street light he saw it
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turn and vanish, picking up speed

swiftly, Henning ran toward their
car, cursing.
Frost thought of the three-

branched fork just beyond the rail
crossing at the edge of the tiny
town. There would be no way of tell-
ing which turn the coupe took. He
caughnt at Henning’s arm.
slam down the road with plenty of
neise as if in chase. Sound your
horn plenty, too.
utes come back to the corner and wait
till you get my whistle

The pair banged away, Henning;

“You two !

In about five min- |

choking the sports sedan to produce |

a few backfires.
turn and cut it on agaih as they hit
the main street.
hopped the privet hedge and dropped
behind a blue spruce on the apart-
ment grounds. He didn’t have to wait
five minutes.

A tall figure slipped from the ves-
tibule and strode swiftly toward the
street. Frost smiled with sore lips
end moved and leaned across the
hedge and jabbed his automatic into
the other’s back.

“Take it easy,” he half hummed ala
the song tune. “We—"

Again he didn’t finish.
one

The tall

and only got in a glancing blow off
the tall man’s hat. A swinging fist
swept savagely at John Frost, but
this time it was different. He could
see, hadn’t walked smack into a man

waiting for him in the gloom. His |

left flashed as he swung his head out
of line of the blow.

to the other’s jaw with blinding

They sirened at the |

Frost had already |

lashed around, half ducking. |
Frost chopped with the gun barrel |

The left hooked !

speed. Snapped it twice more in al

blur of action. The bigger man un-
hinged at the knees, then tilted back-
ward and- went down on the side-
walk.
whistled sharply teward the corner.

When Flint and Henning <drew up
in the sedan they were dumfounded
to see their boss helping Bain Hed-
ders off the sidewalk.

CHAPTER IV

EATED behind the desk
Manson Weeks’ library, John
Frost let cigaret ash dribble
(Continued On Page 82)

Frost stepped over him and |

in |

- Be
POPULAR'

in any Lompany—hnywhere b

Te be really popular, you should know how to do many differs
ent things—and do them well. An expert dancer is always In
demand soelally. A man who can box or wrestle Is always liked
and respected. People like you if ,y!ou know how to entertain,
And the man or girl who knows the art of love is REALLY
desirable. Thete books tell-you how.

“TRUE LOVE GUIDE”
How to woo, win and hold. Love and marriage problems solved 800
“MODERN LOVE LETTERS’
Love letters made easy with this instructive book, Complete
tnstructions for writing letters on love, courtship and mare
riage—also 47 model letters. Avoid embarrassment. . . . Win
at love—Order your copy TODAY.......... esrervnssees O08
“AMERICAN JUDOD”
Here ere the improved modern scientific self defense instrue-
tions taught to Commandos. Profusely illustrated. Expertly
written, You master sure result-getting tricks that make a
midget out of @ giant. Formerly $1.00........ Now only 50¢
“POLICE JIU-JITSU”

As taught to police, marines anG G-Men, Beat the Japs at
thelr own game, I)orend yourself nm\whuo evetusessssss 308
“POLICE WRESTLING"”

ANl the selentific mat holds, grips and falls expleined and
tHostrated ...cvesieiiiiiosioaiaisiiiiieens sesessesnass 008
“SCIENTIFIC BOXING
Correct punching. Flzhz training. Practice and diet....... 50¢
‘““HOW TO DANCE”

Complete guide to modern ballrcom dancing; Wallz, rox trot,
tango, SUMDE, €08  o.u.iiiiieessesassavecesase . 50

“SWING STEPS”
Learn the latest swlng dance steps in a few hours ..
“TAP DANCING”
Learn quickly and easily Entertain and delight your ftiends 50¢
WO HUNDRED POPULAR
RECITATIONS, STORIES AND POEMS”

An amazing collection by old and new masters, Just what you
need w make you the life of the party. Formerly $1.00. Now 50¢
“TWO0 HUNDRED POPULAR COWBOY SDNGS"

And mountain ballads with words and musie......
“ALLEGED LUCKY NUMBERS GYPSY DREAM BOOK"

Contains 1000 answers, readings, salleged lucky days, ete.
Formerly $1.00 ..... c.eeseeNow 50¢
“ASTROLOGY—HDRDSGOPES" =

0 900

What the nln tell nbour. your uture .
425 LESSO IN HYPNOTISM
Learn to use this weird p ............... cresnesans 800
“THURSTON’ 8 CARD TRICKS"”
Baffle your mends with proresnonal sleights .....e0uee. 350
‘JOE MILLER’S JOKE BCOK”
The greatest oo]lecuon of Jokeﬂ, gags, quips and puns ever
T T R e, T s PRI ats J T SN cseaces 350
ANY 38 BOOKS FOR $1.00

ANY 9 BOOKS FOR ONLY 5250
LL 16 FOR ONLY $4.
Send cash or money order only. If not satisfied,
immediate refund,

return within 5 days for

~ FILL/OUT THE COUPON NOW!

Plckwlck Co. ., Dept, 907 [
73 West 44th smet. I\lew York 18, N. Y, 8
i enclose § (In cash or money order) E
for which send mo the books checked below. ]
0O “True Love Gulde” O “Two Hundred Popular =
O “Hodern Love I.etterl" Recitations”
O “American Judo’’ O “Two Hundred Pbpullr 'l
U “Police Jiu-Jitsu" Cowboy Songs”” 5
O “Police Wrestling”* O “Alleged Lucky Numbers” H
O *Sclentific Boxing™ O “Astrology—Heroscopes”
a ‘“How (o Danca’™ 0 425 Lessons in Hypnotism’'
O “Swing Steps’ O “Thurston’s Card Trieks’’
O “Tap Daneing” O “Jop Miller’s Joke Book'
NAME ioovvirvsrcsnvasnnnnccrinriitaercsnsine ectesinienesne
Address ... ceere
City & Zone....evvse. sssssss
20% >
---------------------------lnu-

81



ERECTRONIES uvmou

TRAIN AT HOME
FOR BIG PAY JOBS

Your Opporfunity Is Here

Radlo Techniclans needed every-
where—afield in action and at home
in industry. Great postwar future in
Radlo, FElectronics and Television.

National Schools effers you a
time-tested method of Home Traine
ing—an actual extension of the
same study and training you would
receive if you came to our school

TRAIN
QUICKLY

for service ag Ra-
dio Techniclan in
Uncle Sam's Forces
or in Civilian In-
dustries; Radlo
Expert, Broadcast~
i Aircraft,
, Industrial
Electronics and
128 other attrace
tive jobs.

in person.
FREE tesson  Experimental Radie Equipe
- ano, h,lga cbf‘;" ment no exira cosf.
Send Counon NAT'A?«?‘MA;:' SCHOOLS
ADT 2 ut. 2905 o

;—f

s fa¥in.
S !:lrﬂ.l!l. !
I NATIONAI. SCHOOLS. Depf. -DAR
B 4000 S, Figueroa Street, Los Angeles 37, Calif,

: Rush free lesson and ooportumty book with ful
detai}s how I can become a RADIO TECHNICIAN,
No salesman will call,

=

5
i

=

;

B

]

5
]

]

]

§

¥

HIGH JOHN
theCONﬂUEROR

Considered by Many fobea
Great Luck Bringer

High John the Conqueror Root is ons
of the most famous of so-called LUCE
ROOTS. It is believed by many that
8 person carrying a pair of these roots
will never be without money, and will
be very LUCKY and SUCCESSFUL.
Meany !upemmously belleve that one root acts as a so-called POW-
ERFUL LUCK C: M for winning games and helps in love affairs,
the other allegedly drives away evil influences and wards off bad luck,
‘While we make no supernatural claims, we guarantee these roots to ba
of the very hiszhesr. quality. Large size roots only tl 29 per pair post-
% plus postage. Lxmne our order now!

EREE” EVERY PREPAID ORDER.  DRESSI
AND HAND MADE CARRYING CAS

PROPHET PRODUCTS CO., Dept. DA-7
Box 77, Station J, New York 27, N. Y,

Complete home-study courses and
gelf-1nstruction books, slightly used.
Sold, rented, exchanged. All
g jects. Satisfa uonGuaranteec:. Cash
paid for us Full dotails
snd 84- gaze ulustubed bargain
Write today!

321 5. chusll Dop’. 231

RO0T

NELSON co. Chizago

Let uhel ou find real happiness. Join our old reliable

gb.&z “pynis of depe;dsblgpéonﬁgénnd mu'c: hgonrte-
ndénts most everywher means, se cone

Ksaial mat etof’rgven results. Phou::. descriptions free.

STANDARD CLUB, Box C-40, Gray Lake, ML
82

& OlL |

Crack Detective

(Continued From Page 81)

down the lapel of his rumpled suit
and waved wearily at bespectacled
Bain Hedders. “Okay, spill. Who
was the girl who got off in your car
and. . .” He began toying with a
paper weight.

Hedders put down the empty bran-
dy glass and recrossed his legs the

other way, thumbed blood on his
sports jacket from a cut lip. “You
hit like a load of brick, Frost. Don’t

know of any woman.”

“Look, Hedders. I’'m a private in-
vestigator. It’s my business. So don’t
try to fool me. After you slugged me
around the first time in the hall I
heard the sweet patter of high heels
going away. They went down the
inside fire escape stairs. Now.”

Hedders shook his head. “Too bad

| Manson Weeks isn’t here to tell you.

He had a pack of investigators dig-
ging into my background before you
came into the picture, Frost. Me,
I’m not speaking.”

Dr. Hopper glared across at Hed-
ders. He had liked the bey practi-
cally from the first, had been tacitly
on his side in the matter of the girl.
Now he was convinced of his guilt.
“T think this has become a police mat-
ter, Mr. Frost.

Frost looked up from his watch,
knuckling an eye sleepily. “Prager

should be calling any moment now.
Suppose we all shut up till then.”

The ticking of the clock on the
staircase landing seeped down to the
library for about thirty seconds and
then the chimes of the phone pealed

gently. Frost said, “Yes. Sure, Mr.
Prager. Is that so? Well, all right.
Ckay. If you say so.” Hanging up

he studied Hedders. “Prager said
that two weeks ago you threatened to
kill your boss.”

Hedders nodded, mouth wrenching,
“It’s true. I thought Jake Prager
had more sense though. He knew I
was hot under the collar at the time.
Wouldn’t I be doing myself a lot of
good in murdering the father of the
girl I want to marry?”

Frost bounced a match packet off
the top of the desk and motioned to
Henning and Flint. “Take this mon-
key home and put him to bed and. . .
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Take any joy rides again, Hedders,
and your pants will be in the cooler
so fast that. . .”

OPPER stood slack-jawed as he

watched the two operatives go
out with young Hedders. Then he
wheeled on Frost, face flushing with
wrath. “Leok, you—"

“That was Hines calling,” Frost
said, pulling his tie loose and unbut-
toning his collar. “Bascom spent the
night hitting the whisky with a crowd
at the bar. Went up to a private
party in a room but came back to the
bar soon. Seems he got pretty plas-
tered; had to be helped upstairs and
put to bed at closing.

Hopper banged an end table so a
cigaret box rattled. “But, my God,
you let Hedders walk out free and—

“You saw him when he thought I
was talking to Prager. Hedders
didn’t know he was dead—or else he
ought to be on Broadway behind
footlights.”

“Then Prager’s death was suicide
as it looked?” Poor Hopper was to-
tally confused now.

“No—but Hedders didn’t do it.
Check your time element; figure it
out. Hedders was driving like hell
into Groton when Prager died. The
time when Henning called me to re-
port Prager’s death and the time
when Flint phoned in from Groton
were too close to each other for Hed-
ders to make it from Prager’s house
to Groton.”

“I thought—well, it looks as if he
had a strong motive now. He was
keeping a woman down the line in
Groton and Weeks learned about it
so he opposed the marriage to his
daughter. So Hedders killed Prager
to shift suspicion. . .” He paced the
rug. “Look, you clear Hedders, and
you still say it wasn’t suicide?”

“I—" He broke off that time, but
with a purpose, staring at the drapes
beside the entrance to the living
room. “Come in, Mrs. Grew.”

The housekeeper stepped into view
bearing a tray with a pot of coffee.
“Mr. Weeks always liked a cup of
coffee before turning in so I
thought. . .

(Continued On Page 84)
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“Coffee at night—against my ex-
press orders,” groaned Hopper.

“We will,” said Frost. “Thank
you. And with some brandy to lace
it to drug our weary brains and. . .”
When they got the drinks fixed up,
Frost watched Mrs. Grew leave, then
went on to answer Hopper. “No,
not suicide; Prager was right-hand-
ed.”

“Well, the bullet entered his right
temple.”

“Sure. Powder burns around it,
too. Only the fallen gun was to the
left of his head. The butt turned to
the left, too. A left-handed person
shct Jacob Prager, ‘Dr. Hopper.”

“You think—you've got eur man?”

“TI've got ideas—no evidence. Vi'e'll
see tomorrow when. . .”

Hopper bit his lip at that breaking-
off trick as they left the room to turn
in. He caught at Frost’s arm. “Do
you think we ought to tell—to tell
about Hedders’ girl over in Groton?”

“Is that a crime, exactly? And do
you know the kid was keeping that
dame there?”

The doctor tongued his lips,
“Well-1 ... Wait. Another thing.
I just remembered what I wanted to
ask you earlier this evening. At the
club, you told those three that our-
selves and Mrs. Grew and Lettiber
were the only ones who knew Weeks
was dead. But Lettiber doesn’t know
—he isn’t in on it.”

Frost nodded, smiling. “’S right.
It’s bait, doctor. Look. Usually it’s
the killer who strikes unexpectedly,
who cuts down the victim before he
even knows he’s in danger. Right?”

“Well, yes.”

“Fine. But the way we've rigged
this case, matters are reversed. The
would-be murderer learns unexpect-
edly that the victim is dead. So now
it's the killer who's in the dark and
plenty curious. He wants to know
when the victim got it and all the
circumstances. He can’t be sure. He's
| worried about covering himself. He’s
| got to know.”

“Yes,” said the befuddled doctor,
| “All right. So the killer believes
| Lettiber knows some details. . .
Catch? Bait. Who'll nibble? I'm
waiting for the first person who tries
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to pump Lettiber—to close my case.”

T WAS a sparkling winey day the

next morning when Frost trot-
ted down to breakfast as if he had
the case in his pocket. Dr. Hopper
was already at the table, looking hag-
gard with worry. When Sewell Bas-
com called, Mrs. Grew plugged in a
portable instrument and Frost took
the call with a forkful of kidneys in
his mouth.

Sewell spoke about Prager and said
it was too bad. Frost winked across
the table. “Yes. Of course, it doesn’t
touch our case. Prager was the one
man cleared from the start,” He
chuckled as he heard Sewell cover a
gasp with a cough at the other end.
When he hung up, Frost jabbed a
fork at the doctor’s necktie.
“Shouldn’t wear a tie like that, Hop-
per. Looks like your tongue drag-
ging over your shirt front.”

Hopper sniffed. “This tie happens
to be green, and my tongue is red.”

“Maybe you’re bilious.” Frost sat
back and lit a smoke and signalled
yes when Mrs. Grew offered him
another cup of coffee. Then she was
smoothing down her apron nervous-
ly, tucking at her white hair.

“Mr. Frost, I feel there’s some-
thing I've got to tell.”

Frost shrugged nonchalantly.
“Confession is always good for
the 7 :”

She blurted the next words. “That
was no—no paramour Bain Hedders
was keeping over in Groton.”

“Nice eaves-dropping, Mrs. Grew.”

Her mouth pinched, but she went
on doggedly. The girl was Hedders’
sister who had been teaching school
over there. She had changed her
name because she had once written a
check on a bank where she had no
funds to get a worthless husband,
since divorced, out of a jam. She had
done a jail stretch for it. For the
same reason, Bain Hedders had kept
her nearby presence a secret, or
thought he had.

“How do you happen to know this,
Mis: = .22

“Manson Weeks told me. His in-
vestigators had found it out.”

Frost tapped a salt cellar with a
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thumbnail annoyingly in broken
rhythm. “So when this thing broke
—the kid rushed over to get her off
the scene before we dug it up and
made it a motive for him to—to. . .”

Hopper had half risen from his
chair, staring at Mrs. Grew. Mrs,
Grew met his eyes levelly, “Manson
Weeks actually always liked Mr,
Hedders. He simply had him checked
on to protect Marion, then brought
him into the company. Mr. Weeks’
apparent opposition to.the engage-
ment was simply to test the boy’s
mettle, Mr. Weeks said.”

“Nice sense of humor,” Frest mur-
mured.

“Manson Weeks told you all that—
he discussed- his daughter’s affairs
with you, Mrs. Grew?” Hopper asked
hoarsely. 5

Mrs. Grew nodded firmly. “My
daughter’s affairs, doctor.”

Frost didn’t even show a flicker of
surprise and he drew it from her
quickly. The Weeks had been in
Europe when his wife died in child-
birth. The girl baby had only lived
a few months after her. Manson
Weeks had been stricken by the dou-
ble blow. Mrs. Grew, deserted by
her husband who had never been
heard from since, had given birth to
a girl baby while travelling with the
Weeks menage. Manson Weeks had
become more and more attracted to
the child. Gradually he had begun
to rear it as his own. And before
they returned from Europe two years
later, he legally adopted it as his own
child with Mrs. Grew’s consent. Her
face twisted.

“It’s been hard, living in the same
house with a child that doesn’t know
I'm her mother. . . But I was think-
ing of her future.”

Frost patted her shoulder gently
as he rose. “Thank you, Mrs. Grew.
Thank you very much. .. Oh, one
other thing. You said Mr. Weeks
permitted nobody but Bascom to un-
cover Mrs. Weeks’ portrait in the
library. Why Sewell Bascom? Do
you know?”

“Yes. Mr, Weeks told me about it
once. Sewell Bascom had been en-
gaged to the girl when he was in col-
lege. A week before they were to be
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married, Mr. Weeks eloped with her.”

“Oh, just that. I see.” Frost head-
ed for the library.

Hopper followed him and sank into
a chair with a sigh. “That clears poor
Hedders all right. And—well, T’ll
confess—I was going to call the po-
lice oen my own this morning.”

Frost smiled tiredly. “Don’t worry
about it. They would have ignored
your call. Paid neo attention te. . .”

“Ignored my— Say, how do you
know?”

“Talked to the chief last night be-
fore I went to sleep. TIdentified my-
self and called his attention to the
fact the gun was on the left side of
the body of a right-handed man. He
agreed with me then that it wasn’t
suicide. I also vouchsafed for Hed-
ders being with me at the time.”

“You—my God, Frost—I think—"

FROST looked up at Mrs. Grew in
the doorway. Mr. Lacy, govern-
ment metallurgical expert, was out-
- side. Hopper took control then and
said to show him in. Lacy strode into
the library, a big man bulking in
tweeds, with three chins and an air
of eternal amiability. Behind that
air Frost sensed bearlike power. He
let Lacy take his hand and pump it
repeatedly in a massive paw as Hop-
per introduced him as an associate, a
coronary specialist.

“Of course, Dr. John Frost. I've
heard the name, I know,” Lacy said
in his good-natured voice. “Now, Dr,
Hopper, be reasonable. After Pra-
ger’s death last night—his suicide, I
guess,” he said, tapping the folded
paper under his arm, “things smell
bad. I've got to see Mr. Weeks.”

But Hopper was adamant. Lacy’s
buglike eyes narrowed, but he finally
left, beaming again, on the strength
of Hopper’s promise he would try to
arrange it for later in the day. A call
came in from the city desk of a Lake
City newspaper. The voice at the
other end asked for verification about
rumors concerning Manson Weeks’
death. ‘

“They’re getting nervous,”
said.

“Who?”

“Whoever wanted Weeks dead.

(Continued On Page 88)
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(Continued From Page 87)
They’re trying to force our hand to
show the corpse. Curiosity is a nine-
lived. . .” “Cat” was supposed to be
the final word. Frost put in a whis-
tle for it. He was gazing out the
windows at the garage over to the
left, Lacey was out there beside a
maroon convertible as Lettiber leaned
into the open motor.

Hopper came over in time to see
the chauffeur close the hood and
Lacy back out. Frost called Mrs.
Grew and said he wanted to see the
chauffeur. Lettiber came in prompt-
ly, a wooden-faced man in a neat,
dark green uniform.

“What did Mr. Gilbert Lacy have
to say for himself?”

Lettiber looked puzzled as he faced
the slouched Frost. “Nothing much.
Just said he’d had some trouble with
his job backfiring as he came up the
hill and asked me to take a look at
it. Then—oh yeah, he asked me
what time I took Mr. Weeks up from
the plant last night? And did I take
him out anyplace afterward. Say,
isn’t the boss late getting down this
morning ?”

Frost said, “Maybe,” softly. “What
was wrong with his job?”

Lettiber shook his head.
I could find.”

When he left, Frost grinned hke a

“Nothing

kid. “A nlbble, doctor. A...
“Lacy? He—
“No. Not exactly, We know he
was in Washington when Weeks’

medicine was switched. Down there,
too, when Weeks was shot at up at
the camp. But he might. . .”

Hopper bared his teeth, groping
mentally for unspoken final words
had him half crazy. “Twenty min-
utes,” he said sharply when Frost
asked him how long it would take
Lacy to get back to the hotel in the
city.

“In twenty minutes then, we strike,
Doctor. You better be prepared to
have the—the corpus delicti enter the
scene then.”

“You know the murderer, Frost?”

“He’s going to walk in here and

pin the label on himself unless
Bl
“Crazy,” breathed Dr. Hopper

wearily as he went out.

3
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CHAPTER V

FROST gave the twenty minutes

two more and got through to

Gilbert Lacy at the Royal Ho-
tel. “Mr. Lacy. Ah, yes. Dr. Frost.
Dr, Hopper has informed me you can
see Mr. Weeks if you come imme-
diately. But—at once; Mr. Weeks
might have another weak spell
and. . .”

Hopper came to the door and said
he would have Weeks ready when
wanted. “You think Lacy is the
man?”

Frost said no with a sneer. Hop-
per watched while Frost kept snap-
ping a humidor lip up and down in
quickening tempo with his eyes
locked on the phone as if it would
give some sign before it rang its
chimes. They came and Frost clawed
for the cradle. Said hoarsely:

“Okay, Hines. I knew you’d call.
Shoot.” When he hung up his face
glistened with sweat. “Hines reports
that Sewell Bascom went into the bar
across from the plant and called
Lacy.”

Hopper frowned. “Well, Bascom’s
practically running the plant, And
Lacy’s a government expert who's in
on the probe.”

“He went to a bar to call him.”

“Bascom drinks a lot. I've warned
him a couple of times to—"

Frost waved him silent. The tick-
ing of the stair clock floated down to
the silence of the room. Frost closed
his eyes and paced slowly, opening
them only to check his watch at in-
tervals. Then a muted roar came
from outside and they could see
Lacy’s maroon convertible half skid-
ding the curve of the road up the
hill. Frost made a sign and Hopper
ran to the stairs, up them.

When Mrs. Grew showed in a
slightly panting Lacy, John Frost
was standing over before the niche
where the masked portrait of Manson
Weeks’ wife hung. His back was to
the room and he gave no sign when
Lacy greeted him twice. Lacy came
over and touched his arm. “Dr.
Frost!”

Frost nodded. “But not ‘doctor.
I'm John Frost, private investigator,

(Continued On Page 90)
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(Continued From Page 89)
Lacy,” he said softly. “And I'm go-
ing to put you under arrest,”

Lacy’s thick face broke around an
uncertain smile. “Washington will
be interested!” He forgot to show
surprise at learning Frost’s real call-
ing. “On what charge?”

Frost faced him. “Attempted mur-
der.”

Lacy fell into the trap. “I came
here to see Mr. Weeks, Frost. If you
can’t produce him, it's a government
matter!” he bombasted.

“You think he’s dead, don’t you,
Lacy?” He nodded toward Hopper
in the doorway. “What made you
think that, Mr. Lacy? Because you
knew he should be dead, didn’t you?
And we know how you planned to
kill him — because Manson Weeks
will be there to testify against you in
court!” he bellowed that last and
didn’t drop a word. Then his point-
ing arm shot past Lacy to the door.

Lacy whipped around—to see lit-
tie wizened but fiercely bright-eyed
Manson Weeks, eccentric millionaire,
in a pair of flannel slacks and a roll-
collar sweater, walk into the room be-
side Dr. Hopper. Lacy’s bug eyes
almost sagged from his head.

“I know, Lacy,” Weeks said in a
deep bass that was like a blow, so
unexpected it was from the tiny
frame.

Lacy was a man looking at a ghost.
His eyes flung wildly around the
room as if to see if it were real. Sa-
liva ran over his three chins. He
lurched sideward toward the masked
portrait in the niche. Frost had his
hand on the automatic in his side
pocket. But Lacy made a move he
hadn’t expected—yet somehow had.
It was the move of a man seeing guilt
wall him in and not able to believe it
and doing the one thing to prove
what he saw wasn’t real.

He grabbed at the golden-cloth
knob at the end of the draw string of
the portrait. The velvet drapes part-
ed a third of the way over the oil.
And then Lacy stumbled backward,
staring at his hand, face blackening
with blood one moment. A few mo-
ments later he was flat on the Aubus-
son, dead. . . Aged Manson Weeks
swayed, staring. Hopper gasped.
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“A coronary attack! I never sus-

pected he had heart—"

Frost was shaking his head. His
eyes riveted on Sewell Bascom com-
ing across the hall at a half run. Bas-
com bobbed into the room, then saw
Lacy’s body. He looked as if he
would strangle and failed to notice

Hopper and the supposedly dead man |

off to one side.
Frost’s voice purred.
com,

“Yes,

Bas-
He’s dead. But I don’t think |

he got the full dosage; he talked first. |

You're under ar—"

John Frost never even finished that |

word because Bascom whipped an |
automatic from his topcoat pocket. |
His first shot slivered a piece off the |
top of the desk. His second smash- |

ing repert was
plowed up into the ceiling.
Frost had fired twice through the
cloth of his coat with the gun in his
pocket. Both shots smashed

for a bullet that|
For |

into |

Bascom’s shooting arm. He half spun |
and went onto his knees, shrieking in |
agony. Frost sauntered across the |

carpet and kicked the dropped weap-
on under a chair.

HE aged millionaire, Weeks, was ,

up in his bed and Hopper had |

come downstairs after giving him a |

hypo. Bain Hedders was there now,

sleepless face haggard as he sat be- |

tween Henning and Flint. Hines had
come in through the French windows
where he had set himself to cover
Bascom after trailing him from the
city. Mrs. Grew stood in the door-
way, watching Frost with awe in her
misty eyes as he lounged at the desk
and lazily reconstructed the case. A

“shot in his bandaged-up arm to dead- |

en the pain, Sewell Bascom,
frozen, sat in a chair across the desk.

face |

“Of course Manson Weeks wasn’t |
dead, but he was going to be if we |

didn’t do something quickly,” Frost
said in a low key as he slowly tapped

the automatic on the blotter before |

“o

him. So we decided to have him

dead—to make the murderer show his |

hand. Mr, Weeks has been living in
the gardener’s cottage back in the
woods., He often retired there when
he wanted to get away from folks.
There’s a private line to it from his
(Continued On Page 92)
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(Continued From Page 91)
bedroom by which he could commun-
icate if. . .” Again the drepped word.

“We knew it was either Prager—
Hedders—or Bascom here whe was
out to get him. So we set the stage
—and waited. Not for. ..” “Long”
belonged there. He sighed as if more
bored than ever. “Killers get impa-
tient when the corpse doesn’t appear,
it seems.”

Bascom puffed cigaret smoke and
gave him back a thin smile for his.

Frost went on. “When I got a look
at Prager dead, my case began to
build. You phoned him, Bascom, and
said you were coming out. He let
you in the back way, expecting you.
Neat. You slugged him and carried
the body into the dark study, propped
it in a chair, and shot him point-
blank to look like suicide. Very neat
—and convincing in view of the facts
about poor Prager. So you pointed
him eut as the killer of Weeks.”

“Yes?” said Bascom.

“Yes. Only you forgot one detail,
You shot him in the right temple—as
a right-handed man would commit
suicide. But you dropped the gun
on his left—in your hurry to get
away. And you’re left-handed, Bas-
com. I noted it when I saw you lift-
ing your drink in the card room at
the club.”

Dr. Hopper exhaled loudly. “Never
noticed that in all the years I've
known him!”

“It's natural, Most left-handed
people are cured of writing left-
handed in their school years. But
they’ll do the unconscious things—
like lifting a drink—with their left
hand. Also, Bascom. was the one
man of the three in the card room
who recovered himself first when we
broke the news. Why? Because he

figured he was well covered—that it
could never be proved it was mur-
der.” Frost thumbed carelessly at the
golden knob he had cut from the
drawstring of the portrait.

“But the corpus delicti wasn’t

' showing up—and Bascom got impa-

tient with worry. So first he gave
Hines the slip in the crowded hotel
barroom and came up the hill and
shifted suspicion to Prager. I killed
that by telling him we had known all
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along Prager was in the clear. Then
he began to show his hand more.”

“Most interesting, Frost,” Bascom
said caustically, The blood was re-
turning to his face. “But I'd like to
get to the hospital and—"

“The police will handle that in a
few minutes. You convicted your-
self when you drew a gun on me at
sight of Lacy dead. Remember?”

ASCOM shrugged.
friend. So-o—"
“Friend in murder, I believe. You
showed your hand through him. He
kept demanding to see Weeks so

“He was my

we’d finally have to admit his death |

when we couldn’t produce him. Why |

did you want the corpse produced? |

So it would be found Manson Weeks

had apparently died of a coronary |

attack-—and the murder idea would
be washed out. Is that. .

“So?” Bascom
ished for him. Laughed-

“When Lacy questioned the chauf-
feur, I knew we had you nibbling,
and it hooked him in too. Lacy left,
got my call he could see Weeks,
phoned you at the plant. You didn’t
want to speak over the office phone,
rushed to the bar, and called him.
When you heard what was happen-

| You see actual murlshm practlced

| you witness the exotic habits of
instinctively fin-

e large
| BAND PHOTOGRAPHS Includ an l I()

ing, you rushed up here after him as |
fast as you could, figuring we were |

on the spot and could only produce a |

corpse. I’'m getting thirsty.” Frost
winked at Mrs. Grew. She disap-
peared for the brandy. “You had to
see that corpse, Bascom.”

“Go on,” said the accused man.

“That’s about all. Poor Lacy was
shocked by sight of the man he be-
lieved dead. I didn’t mean to have

. him killed. He was only an indirect |
I expected him to break |

accomplice,

and spill about you. Instead—well,

|
|

he instinctively reached for the mur-
der instrument to see if it had been
| § METRO PUBLICATIONS

used. It had not been—and he was
kilied instead.”

“Murder instrument?”
Hedders.

Frost held up the golden knob
from the portrait drawstring. He held
it by a portion of the string gingerly,
then spun it and pointed to where he
had spread the brocade with a letter

(Continued On Page 94)
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Learn this
Profitable

Profession

IN g0 DAYS
AT HOME o

Mouey:Makiug Cmer Open
to Men and . Women, £8 to 50

Hundreds of men and women between 18 and 50 make $10 to $20 in
a single day giving seientific Swedish Massage and Hydro-Therapy
treatments. There is big demand from doctors, hospitals, sana-
toriums and elubs, Graduates earn largo full time incomss from
hese or in m'igte practice in their own offices. Others make good
money from Home treatments given in spare time. Learn this in-
ﬂrestinx money-making profession in your own home, through our
G home study course. Same instructors as in our
pationally knowm resident school. You c¢an win
independence and prepare for future security
by qualifying for your Diploma. Course ean
bo completed in 8 to 4 months. Many earn
| while they learn. Begin your training at once.

Anatomy Charts & Bookiet FREE

Enroll now and we will include, at no extra cost,
many needed supplies, Fit yourself to help meet
growing demand for massage now and after the
war. Send the coupon at once for complete details,
Anatomy Charts and 32-Page lllustrated Booklet,
FBEE. pos pa d.

THE GOLLEGE DF SWEDISH MAS

Dept. 403, 00 East Ohio St., Chicago 11, lllmull
Please send me FREE and postpaid, Anato Charts, 32-page
ooklet and complete detalls on Homo Training. m’

Name. b

Address.

City. Statoe.

JOKE BOOKSFOR ADULTS

The kind they like. You will be both
a Riot and the Life of the Party, with
a set of these pocket size joke books.
They are full of Entertainment, Fun and
Humor. The set of six books only 50c
f or a special assortment of 12 books all
} different for $1.00. Print name and ad-
dress, send cash or stamps to

TREASURE NOVELTY CO.
72 5th Ave., Dept. D<7, New York i1, N.Y.

Beat Any Dice Game

Have Gold in Your Pocke?,

When There's Silver in Your Hair
Send me a Stamped Self-Addressed Envelope, and
I will tell things about DICE you never knew.

Print Name aond Address Plaialy

J. F. STEWART
Box 526 Houston, Texas

; WANTED
¥o Be Set to Muslc
Publuhen need new songs! Submit ome or more of your best

noeml for immediate consideration. Any subject, Send poem.

RAPH RECORDS MADE. FIVE STAR MUSIQ
*I\?EHg'l'!AoB‘.i MUS'}C MASTERS, 660 Beacon Bldg., Boston, Mass,

LONESOME?
JOIN RELIABLE CLUB {50

erywhere—beautiful girls, nurses, teachers,
giaég?vzl:sbazmes en, farmers seek congenial mates.
Many claim wealth, Dignified, dependable and sure, we
got results, WRITH FOR BOOK OF PHOTOS AND
DESCRIPTION FREE. SEALED.

The Exchange, 3827 E. Main St. Kansas City, Mo.
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Crack Detective

(Continued From Page 93)
opener. “There! You can just see
the needle of the syringe concealed -
in the knob. See...?”

They began to nod. “Poison,” said
Hopper. “An autopsy or a necropsy
will show—"

“No.” Frost looked ready to yawn,
“Will show nothing. Manson Weeks
was supposed to get the works—only
he and Bascom ever touched it. And
Manson Weeks would have been duly
put ‘down as victim of a coronary at-
tack.”

Hopper advanced. “Y-yes. , .that’s
what I would have swern Lacy was
in the fatal throes of. All the
signs—"

“I happen to be an expert on pois-
ons,” Doctor. It's insulin in this
syringe—unless I miss my guess.
About two hundred and fifty units, I
should say. The victim—whe was
supposed to be Mr. Weeks—received
a terrific insulin shock which is in-

| distinguishable from the symptoms

of a fatal coronary attack. . .”

It was very still, the whole room
appalled at the ingeniousness of the
thing.

“You never torgave Manson Weeks
for stealing your fiancee ana eloping

{ with her, did you, Bascom?” he said
| in almost a whisper.

Bascom made a sharp laughing
sound. “May I use the phone?. ., ., I
want to call the police to arrest you

| for shooting me.” He uncrossed his

legs. “Frost, you're smart. You talk
a nice case. But you haven’t got a
single damned piece of real evidence
that would stand up in ceurt! Rot!”

Frost eased around the end of the
long desk, getting further away from
Bascom briefly. “Only two men
touched that drawstring kneb, Bas-
com, and Weeks didn’t insert that
syringe of insulin in it to kill him-
self, did he?.. . Come on, Bascom,
Confess and get a lighter. . .” “Sen-
tence” was what he left unsaid.

Bascom had shot before with his
right hand. His move now was with
his left. It streaked across the desk
and seized the automatic he left un-
garded, whipped it around to cover
the whole room.

(Continued On Page 96)



F«na new amazing mouth comfort “without risking & single cent . . . enjoy that feeling of
aving your own teeth again. Its efficaciousness is attested to by hundreds of users who
¢n!husluhcally praise Crown Plate Reliner . . . you, too, will join this happy srmy if you will
ijust try Crown once. Satisfy your desire for food . . . eat what you want . . , yes, comfortably

t foods you have been deprived of such as steak, corn, apples, ete. Use Crown Plate Reliner
-nd again make eating a pleasure. Remember Crown Reliner tightens false teeth or no cost.
Pnlect for partiels, lowers and uppers.
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Crack Detective

(Continued From Page 94)

ee ALL right! Now I talk!” He

cleared his throat. “All
right—I never did forgive Manson
Weeks for stealing the girl destined
to be my wife! I've waited—waited
for years and years. This new secret
weapon at the plant was my chance,
Gilbert Lacy went to college with
me, too. I knew him. We planned
it. He had the capital. I could buy
a controlling interest in the stock
with the money he could get up—as a
silent partner.”

“Huh?” said Frost as if overcome.

“With Weeks dead—yes. Then I
would have revenge on my enemy—
and have taken over his company in
a reorganization at a bargain too.
There would have had to be a reorga-
nization after the scandal of the in-
ferior parts. Yes, I did that. I'm an
engineer. I made some changes in
the blueprints. Just enough to in-
terfere wtih the functioning of the
weapon. Lacy ascribed it officially to
inferior material; reorganized we
could have corrected it easily. All
right, Frost. That's it. Now—"

“Thanks for filling in the. , .” His
voice faded off on “blanks.”

“Now I'm walking out of here.
And—" His eyes swept the assem-
blage. “And I'm taking Hedders as
hostage. If you turn in an alarm—
well, you’ll have another corpse
and—"

Frost’s hand dipped into a side
pocket, showed rising with the butt
of a gun. “That one’s not the one I
shot you with, Bascom. It’s loaded
with blanks—so you’d show your
hand one last. . .”

The blast of the gun in Bascom’s
hand killed the final word without
Frost’s help. It roared again. Frost
stodd there with an icy smile, cov=
ering Bascom with his other weapon,
unharmed.

“Thanks for convicting yourself,

| Bascom.” Frost locked around bored-

ly. “The police have what they call
their third degree. That trick is
what I call my fourth. ..”

The last word wasn’t necessary
then, What he meant was very plain,

THE END
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2nd lcng and T
2. N

:oycur —— - %
CHESY, BACK AND BICEPS

Snper Power
rcrusher (:n - * ey # ¥ = Here is your chance to develop & body
“MO{“.DER 0!-' : . e packed with rock ribbed man-muscle,
MEN" A e surging with vibrant, dynamic power...
A% amasing super _ 8 body that men and women must admire,
power Crushﬁr rip : Just these four easy steps,
St e Dractiiad oalye 5 fex ML
:}?ed byI ;'enﬁn of the s(tironiest menl e utes a day, will help build
e wor erica today has no place for : 9
weaklings, America needs STRONG MEN, who inches of power packed
will build the better world of tomorrow. Prepare for & muscie on your frame, de-
velop crushing biceps, husky
forsarms, super-strength

{tomorrow by developing crushing strength today! &
Complete illustrated instructions with Crusher Grip. ¥
back, chest, stomach and
leg muscies, make 2 new

fGef Strong This Professionai Wayl
men of you .., ALL MAN}

Follow the footsteps o rot‘essxonal muscle men to
develop a superb body and muscles of steel. This fast-
moving muscle developer gets you there in four easy FESEES
steps Simply follow the simplified instructions and use your Super Power
.Crusher Grip which is free with this offer. Act now while the entire outfit
»« s available at a low price. e the supply is limited.

DOUBLE Money Back GUARANTEE

1}{ %hese mu]scle builders dnn’}: br‘i‘ngt %ou sa&i.
actory results in an amazingly short time, ey .
WILL GIVE YOU DOUBLE YOUR MONEY g -um
g : MUSCLE POWER CO.

- = SEND NO keﬂ&v Dept. .wpr . Bo
Just fill in and send coupon. When postman delivers Send SUPER STRI
your SUPER POWER CRUSHER GRIP, your FRE E l “HOW TO I “- also "‘
copy of “HOW TO FIGHT” and a pair of FREE = “'“‘3 C.0.D. “”‘ plus
SUPER POWER HAND GRIPS, pay him only $2.93 ! B (1 -snelnsed ROt Py
plus postage. Develop champion strength as cham-
pions do. Rush coupon ... NOW!

;i MUSCLE POWER CO. =
o”" 3607 P.0. Box 1 Station x‘ New Yori. 54l WY, -. Canadian orders $3.50 in advance, !

i Yo“*qc;év\ GRIPS

gupER POWE

d erful
¢ gﬁ‘:’.ds pov




_ Become a Witty Talker At Once...
Make Funny Remarks Everywhere You Go
Through This New, Very Simple Method

tion sparkle. They asked him to
show them how to put into action
their own static sense of humor so
that they too could be witty among
people and quick-in repartee.

An Amaziagly Simple Plan

He worked over the problem for
years . . , and finally created an
amazingly simple plan. So revolu.
tionary {3 this plan that it does
away with all conversatianal sys.
tems and rules. There is no course
to study, no lessons to learn. You

P you have a sense of hu-

mor, you are probably not
doing much with it The
chances are that you're let-
ting others oc¢cupy the cen-
ter of conversation in social
groups. And yet these popu-
dar persons are really fo
wittier thail you, The enly
difference ig this: they are
popular everywhere because

they already know how to '"“0“1’.'-5‘5“ making people laugh
Ke use of their sense of S !
husnor. Aveilable At Last

This amazingly simple plan has
at last been made available b/ mail.
It is in the form of a comic dic.
tionary. It, consists of thousands of
comic de‘inmcn! wisecracks, puns,
comic rhymes, boners, epigrams,
comig proverbs, gags, etc. It
gives thousands of words and
phrases . It covers thousands of
different subjects and everyday ‘sit-
uaticns It includes all sorts of
people, places, and things And
everything is arranged in alpha.
betical order from A to Z.

You Laugh As You Learn

Now all you have to do is this.
Each day you spend about ten
minutes going over one page of
this big dictionary There are hun.

Now you too can be a witty
talker. You too can have people
turn to listen to you everywhere
you go . .. and make them laugh
at your. funny remarks. It's very
simple. You merely have to know
how to apply your-sense of humor.
You'll Be delighted that you can
start doing this at once, and with
periect ease.

This laugh-making way of at.
tracting friends and winning every-
Body’'s praise may change your
whole life=and it 's yours almost es
a gift. It started several years ago
when Evan Esar, America’s great.
est lexicographer of wit and hu-
mor, was asked by friends to show
them how to make their conversa-

HERE ARE THE FACTS

“With this Comic Dncnonary you can not only

beat jack Benny to the tag line but you can be

.-t]!_u wit of your block"—Fort Werth Press of
exas,

“It's easy to be funny, the life of every party,
the wisecracker of every luncheon club. Just
cram up on gags from Esar's Comic Diction.
ll’)’"gdlldﬂ'm Star-News of California.

“Evan Esir, the editor and compiler of this
comic dictionary, is Ammu’ greatest lexicog-
rapher ¢f wit and hu MemKeene Evening Sen-
tinel of Vermont,
“Compiled in strict dictionary style, it makes
the smart sayings of each word quickly avail-
able.”"=S$al1 Lake City Deseret News of Ulsh.
"It's oné of. the funniest things 1 have come
agress in years.—Gastonia. Gazette of Nerth
Carpling, ;
"Eml Comiic Dictionary will enable one to
of write amusing things on any and every
:u ject, in public of private.”~—Charlesion News
Courier of South Carolina,

P

HARVEST HOUSE, 50 Wast 17th Street, Now York 11, K.Y,

and admiring you.
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dreds of pages in_it, but you
over one page only. You'll ﬁnd-
fnunel! laughing at the many dif
erent kinds of epllums, comic de-
finitions, wise cracks, etc., on this
page. When you are through with
it, you have asquired many comic
items which you'll find yourself us.
ing in conversation and in corres.
pondence. These funny remarks are
easy to remember because they are
all sherr. They are never over cns
sentence. long.

Become Popular Everywhere

Before you know it, in a week
or two, you will find an enormous
change in ysurself. You will be
making hundreds of comic remarks
wherever you go. Your conversae
tion will sparkle and scintillate;
You will at once become more
popular with {riends and strad.
gers, and with all kinds of men
and women. Everywhere people
will be laughing a2t your quips
and gags, complimenting you

aselim, Nazis, efe,
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SICKNESS or ACCIDENT

Don't allow Hospitalization expense to ruin your
life savings. Insure NOW at low cost . . . before it's
too Iate! The famous North American Plan provides
that, in case of unexpected sickness or accident, you
may go to any Hospital in the U. S. or Cenada

nder any Doctor’s care. Your expenses will be paid
for you in strict accordance with Policy provisions.

NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION

One individual or entire family (birth to age 70) is
eligible. Unusual features of the North American
Hospitalization Plan are its provisions for Doctor fees
in case of accident and a liberal $1,000.00 Acciden-
tal Death benefit. Also, as a civilian, you get War Risk
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Wow

FOR THE FIRST TIME — DER FUEHRER'S INCREDIBLE,
'~ SHOCKING INTIMACIES REVEALED BY

The Most Sensational Disclosures Ever Made . 5 Kurt Krueger, M. D.—An Ex-Nazi
About Any Person > o) Dr. Krueger writes without passion' or gre}u-
all normal, human standards—what a Rotten psycho- 7 £ DK G g}agf" a"'"é{:ﬁ’;‘:fgﬁcagn?;‘:gﬁ“g?;ﬁ?eﬁd el ‘;

By
logical background this fiend-incarnate reveals, to his own

private physician. who lived Hitler’s own life through the azi, tll he realized the debasing purposes of

N.
the “‘cult”—for cult it really is.

whole 15 years of Hitler's rise to power. And these con- £ < f ? s

fidential confessions, which explain Hitler's inhuman ab- P oS Upton Sinclair

errations, his madness for power, his hatred of the Jews, 4 This famous American author says in a cial
4 e b

introduction to this book: ‘I take the liberty
of telling the critics and the book readers of
my country that this volume is of great ime-
portance to our times.’’

Otto Strasser

Ex-ahlde of Hitler, the man who came to power

his vitriolic temper, his blood lust, his lust for sex abnor-
malities, were made to give him a greater grip on himself
and on the enslaved, miserable ‘‘beneficiaries’’ under the
‘‘new order.”’

Dr. Krueger LIVED History — You READ It

These. terrible confessions, these ghastly self-revelations, N h .
were written into this astounding scientific, first-hand psy- ye t‘r;iend?murex&laxlll% ‘::gaped !«Inlers' rriﬂi%gr%xl;\;ga;e
choanalysis of Hitler by Dr. Krueger, his own physician, 4 g : writes special introduction to this book Te=

after he fled Germany to save himself from the Hitler
Eurge. And the book was_ written only in the
ope that widespread, detailed knowledge of

vealing his intimate knowledge of Hitler. s

. LT. COL. MED.
ARMY :

K. ARVID ENLIND, M.D.

Hitler’s abysmal cruelties of body, mind, RES U. S
and soul would incense the world enough s Vo .
to help PURGE Hitler. In a special preface to this book, says:

‘‘As a doctor, 1 recognize the phenorgen.a' described P

= THIE™ B¢ WHAT FHTe s ATTONAL "
BOOK REVEALS

Every Patriot Will Read
‘This Amazing Must Book

If you hate Hitler now, no

ler’s Doctor.’’ It holds you
breathless. It carries you

word in our language will . . S Hitler and his Secret Di Why Hi
R TER ! YRS i 1 his Secret Disease y Hitler Had
R R i % & Frustration and Impotence No Wife
€ L : 2 ¢ The Patient’s Confession  Blitz-Dreams and

Hitler’s Bestialism Nightmares

from astonishment to ¢ £ : Campaign Against Jews Attempted
amazement to. 1argc;ienz_£:\e.g. ¥ X ; < & Hitler and His Women Assassination -
Doatedly. For. o see 3 : N N H#:'NRS Phl'ISO': Days ;hﬁ Suulge Corapflex
= AT N S e Roehm-Hess itler’s Odyssey o
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