a complet‘g’
mystery.
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which causes dandruff . . . scalp

becomes cleaner, fresher, healthier

Don’t go around with a case of

*_dandruff that humiliates you and
d’sgusts others. Start using Lis-
terine Antiseptic and massage
once a day-at least. Twice a day
is better.

z This amazingly delightful treat-
ment has proved successful in lab-
oratory and clinic. Countless men
and women use no other.

Listerine Antiseptic, famous for
25 years as a mouth wash and
gargle, succeeds so brilliantly in
trolling dandruff because it
’scalp, hair, and hair follicles
tiseptic bath which removes
gly flakes and kills the queer,
bottle-shaped germ (Pityros-
- porum ovale) which causes dan-

‘ druff.

Start with Listerine Antiseptic
and continue the treatments
regularly. Results will delight and

ANTISEPTIC

WITH

LISTERINE

Reaches and kills Pityrosporum ovale,

amaze you. No other remedy that
we know of has such a clinical
record of success in such a large

majority of cases.

Even after dandruff has disap-
peared, it is wise to massage with
Listerine Antiseptic at regular in-
tervals to guard against reinfec-

tion.

Lambert Pharmacal Company
St. Louis, Mo.

THE PROVED

LISTERINE recirment ror

I B SS e E

THE TREATMENT

MEN: Douse Listerine Antiep-
tic on the scalp @¢ least one a
day. WOMEN: Part the haj
various places, and app
ine Antiseptic right”along thé
part with a2 medicine dropper,to
avoid wetting the hair excis-
sively.

Always follow with vigorous
and persistent massage with
fingers or a good hair brush:
But don’t expect overnight re-
sults, because germ conditions
cannot be cleared up that fasc.

Genuine Listerine

Antiseptic is gug-

the hair or affect

anteed nottobleac

DANDRUFF

”~ M;ﬂ!}&ggg\._




. Money-Mak

 for Men of Character =
EXCLUSIVE FRANCHISE FOR

AN INVENTION EXPECTED TO REPLACE

A MULTI-MILLION-DOLLAR INDUSTRY

king Opportunity

Costly Work Formerly
«“Sent Out” by Business Men
~ Now Done by Themselves
af a Fraction of the Expense

This is a call for men everywhere to handle
exclusive agency for one of the most
.~ unique business inventions of the day.

Forty years ago the horse and buggy business was supreme—today
lmost extinct. Twenty ycm‘;fo the phono%raph industry caa into
many millions—rtoday tg:acm:al y a relic. Only 2 comparatively few
foresighted men saw the forunes abead in the automobile and the
radio. Yet icresistible waves ofr&m buying swept these men to
fortune, 2ad seac the buggy and the phonograph into the discard. So
are great successes made-by men abie co detect the shift in public favor
from onc industcy £ agother. -
Noty amother i taking place. An old escablished indusery—
#0d imporcanc pam:ﬁsml:ucmﬂ' which millions of dollars ¢
= r—is i thousaads of cascs beiag replaced by a trely astonishiag; simp
the work becter—more teliably—AND AT A COST OFTEN AS LOW
AS 2z; OF WHAT IS ORDINARILY PAID! [t has not cequired very fong for men
who have taken over the rights to-chis valuable inveation to do a remarkable busiess,
aad show carnings which in these timcs arc 2lmose uabcard of foc the averags maa.

EARNINGS

Oae man in California €arned over §1,600 per month for threc:
months—close to $5,000 ia 90 days’ time. Another writes
from Delaware—""Since I have been operating (just a lictle
fess than 2 month of actual selling) and not the full day at
that, because I have been getting organized and had to spead
at least half the day in che office; counting what T have sold
outright and on trial, I have made just a lictle 1n cxcess of one
thousand dollacs profit for one month.”’ A maa working small
city in N. Y. Statc made $10.805 in 9 months. Texas maa
nets over $300 in less thaa a week's rime, Space does not per-
mit mentioning here more than these few random cases. How-
ever, they are sufficicat to iadicate that the worthwhile futuce
in this business is coupled with immediate carnings for the
right kind of man, One maa with us has aleeady made ovee
a thousand sales on which his earnings ran from $5 to $50
Ecr sale and morc. A great deal of this business was repeat
_ business. Yet he had never doae anything like this befors
coming with os. That isthe kind of opportunity this business
offers, The fact that this business has atéracied to it such
busmcs; men asdfomller ll;cml-ln(“;' ex‘ccutiv? of busmcsscs—d
men who demand only the highest of opportunity aa
income—gives 4 faicly good pic%urc ofqr,g: kind of busiaess this
is. Our door is open, however, to the young maa lookiag for
the righe field inwhich to malke his seart aad develophis fucuce.

in
hands
e iovea-

Nota "Cadg‘el'{’—- Profits Typical of No Money Need Be Risked
Not @ “Knick-Knack— the Young, Growing Indusiry  ia wyiag this business out. You can measare the posst>
i Tac. [ 2
but o valuables proved device which  Going i dis basis s ool welig somehing Sucs e 55 v o Do e s e
:g‘mz‘u ‘t'ucce::fu“l'ly :&;“;’& offcred in evety grocery, d;s”m 5533‘ e For - coming inco its owa—on the upgrade, instcad of che
- instance, when'you take s §7. caa-be your: do S hat offers the buyer relicf £ 2
vererans. : ;harc g‘,ﬁ;:m k“t.o‘ ‘md“.'ymx. ‘caa et owagrade—3 bn:mc:s that o mr- & yt:mi“;“g:
Make itk ST ovel o fli crestion 1,167.00, e you get as your pact of every  pas peactically ia every office, store, oc fac
M“&? :‘;”m bop‘;n; % : the :";‘k’;t You -doilar’s worth ofagusinm you do is 67 ceats—oa ten into"whir. y:n:ml::t o 5,,4(:, ;fc:fk:g:m
iy . doltacs” worth $6.70, on a huadeed dollacs” worth $67.00 * peessity bur does not have any price cutting to contend
probably have seen noching like e 2pé Dever i 2 -y vesiity b ¥ cg
!of* o of such 1 device it has slceady i@ Other words ewo. thirds of cvery ocder you et i wich as ocher necessitics do—chat because you concrol
. been used b‘;‘oowpmu'wns of outstandia 'pmminala—-b; yours: Y::“hnmly(h?: thcﬁmg:ryd;‘r-bug mmﬁ;d; 'd;e" sales ia exclusive tcm'to‘Z is’youb_r"own busiacss—
. a3 -ehei . —and e OpportuaL caraung bat pays more on some individus! iales than many wmen make
oo e e o ey die enties 2 f;" v o s Seace o e te et it

andbydw:a:ds'afmauhuimm Youdon't have 0

convince a maa chat hie should use sa cleceric bulb to fighc

his office instead of 2 gas lamp. Nor do you have co sell

the same business man the idea that some day he may nced
S somethiag like this iavention. Theneed i alrcady chere—
the money is usually being speot fight ac thac very
momenc —aad the desirabilicy of saviag ¢he grescest
parc. of chis expense «s obvious immediately.

Some of the Saﬁ'ng:
ct You Can Show

Yo-wdkiaroano&m!pudo-&bdmcmrm
® lerwer from 2 sales orgaairation showiog chac chey did
‘work ia theic owa oﬁczﬁnsu which formerly could have
cost them over $200. A building supply corpocation pays
our man $70, whereas the bill aguldﬁvc been for slgm

An dealer pays our cepresentative $15, whereas
the have beea over $1.000. | A deparement
store has of $88.60, possible:cost if doac outside

the busiaess beiag well over $2,000. And 5o on. " We could,
not possibly lise all cascs here. These arc just 2 fow of
the maay actual Cases which we place in your haads to
work with. Practically every line of busicess and_ every
section of the couatry &5 o by these field repores
which hammer across ing, CORYINCING. MOAcY-52viDg
mwmhwyuymmmbﬂm

F

CLU—1

This Business Has
Nothing to Do With
. House to House Canvassing

Nor do you have to know anything about high-

selling. “‘Sclling™’ is uanccessary in the ordinary sensc of
the word. Instcad of hammeriag away ac ¢che cuscomer
aod rying to “force” 2 sale; you make a digaified,
busiaess-like call, leave the installation—whaccver size
the ‘customer says he will accept—at our risk, lct™the
customer sell himsclf afeer the device is ia aad working.
This docs away wich the aced for pressure oa the cus-
(2 ic climi the handicap of erying o get the
moacy before the customer has really coaviaced himself
100%. You simply: tell what you offcr, showing proof of
success in that cuscomer’s particular line of business.
Thea leave the inveation without 2 dolfar dowa. Ic
stares working at once. [a a few short days, the insealla-
tion sl ly uce -cash money o pay
foc the deal, with pmﬁwaboveduiav:smxoomingam
at the same time. You thea call back, collect your money.
Nothing is 5o conviacing s our offer to let ecsults speak
{:ru hemselves without risk to ¢hy 'Whlcm:el:

o get cven a hcaring, our men are makin,
mnninsien‘m:be‘—‘ d have recei "‘-‘uten-

tion of che lacgest firms in the couatry, 4ad sold to the
- smalicst businesics by the chousands, -

looks -as if ic is worth investigaciag, gee in touch with ug
ar onct for the rights in youc terrirocy—don’t delay—
because the chaaces are that if you do waiz, someons clse
will have writtea to us in the mesati i ic turos
out that you were the betrer man—we'd both be 3
So for coavenience, use the conpon belro—bat sead ic right
away—or wice if you wish. But do it mow. 18

F. E. ARMSTRONG, Presideas
Dept. 4095 -G, Mobile, Als.

[ — - — - —

=
FOR EXCLUSIVE
t RUSH TeRervony proposirion !

| 5 £ ARMSTRONG, Pres., Dept. 4085-G. Mobite, Ala.
z Without obligation to me. sead me full infor<
' . mation o your proposition. '

[ [T
' Street or Rowte....
b soxtvo...
l City.....
State.....in
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“THE HURTLING MONSTER ROARZS
STRAIGHT AT ME!"

"One dark night," writes Mr. Brownell, "I had to cros Fourth Lak
in a canoce. The utter silence gave one the feeling of being a million mile

from civilization.

e “About halfway acress, the night was shattered
by the roar of a powerful motor. Two specks of
light, which rapidly grew larger, came towards me
—a seaplane which had been anchored on the lake!

?:”“. plane shot aside as it took the air, mising my
1

e “The hurtling monster was roaring straight for

me! The pilot couldn't hear my shouts, I made a
frantic grab for the flashlight beside me. Jux in
time, the pilot saw its bright flash.

| — -

canoe by what seemed

inches! T think I can truthfully say that those ‘Eveready’ fresh DATED
batteries saved my life. 'l tell the world I'll never be without them in my
flashlight. It just doesn't pay to take chances, 4 {

(Signed)
FRESH BATTERIES LAST LONGER... /&

NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, INC,, 30 ¢

"4 4os he DATE-LIN®

AST A2ND STREET, NEW YORK, N. Y,

Unit of Unien Carbide [TTN W and Carben Cerperation
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THE STORY TRAIL

OU all know about the Black
Widow spider, whose sting is
death. In the next issue,
- Johnny Eight-ball Pike meets the

Black Widow—and she’s not a
spider, although men who fall into
her web suffer the same fate as do
those who are struck by that deadly
spinner of webs. Feeling that some-
thing is so, and proving it, are two
entirely different things, however,
and Johnny has quite a few ex-
periences before he can convince the
authorities that there is something
to his theory. The story is “The
Black Widow Murders,” and it
comes to you in a complete novel-
ette in next month’s Clues—Detectlve
Stories.

‘Another fine story in our next is-
sue is the complete novel, “House
of Plunder,” by Edward Ronns.
Though it stems in the days when
America was being made; when for-
tunes were being built up;. it all
takes place very much in our time,
with the descendants of those origi-|

nal pioneers embroiled in a plot,

which was in the making for cen-
turies. A house full of people. Mur-
der is loose. Who is guilty? Why
do such weird happenings take
place? You'll really get a kick out
of the solution. .

In the story, “I'll Never Let You
Go,” which Steve Fisher gives you
in this issue, you will find an un-
usual quality of action and suspense,
of characterization and human emo-

tion. Steve Fisher has an unusual
ability in the power of his wntmg,
and it .comes to the front in this
novelette more so than in any of his
other work that you have read, here
or elsewhere. Once you start read-
ing that tale, “you’ll never let it go”
until you’ve finished!

Just how hardened do police be-
come after years of service? In.
every business and every profession, -
there are countless situations which
come up to excite the sympathy of
people. The first few hundred cases
may seem exciting; after that, most
lof the tricks and schemes become
known to the experienced, and as a'
result they seem to be hardened and
unfeeling. In Robert Arthur’s nov-

- elette, “Don’t You Believe It,” you

have such a police character. Years
iof service have shown him that you"

;can ’t believe everything people tell

;you, even when they say they are
looking after the interests of others.
When, suddenly, a number of people
all come in asking for protection for
'one particular mdxvxdual-—-mcludmg
that individual himselfi—you cer-
tainly can’t believe all of them. This

_cop doesn’t believe any of them, and

thus gets a good start on selving an
unusual case.

The life of a hospital interne is
not a happy one; lots of work, few
hours for recreation, and very little
thanks for what he does. And, of

-course, very little money, too, for

that is all in the line of experience. .
How varied that experience can be is
well told in “Ambulances Are for .
Sick People,” on page 5L It-is an
experience quite different from the
javerage run of medical routine, and
‘therefore that much more exciting.



FIELD TO MAKE
MORE MONEY

Clip the coupon
and-mait it. I
will prove I can
train. you at bome
in  your ‘spare

E. SMITH. President 1m0 (o be 3 RA-

National Radio Institute I ==
Established 20 years l[" ',wnm:f "‘}e,mx

FREE. Examine it, read it, see how easy

_ it is te understand—how practical T maks

learning: Radio ai- -home. ~ Men without
Radio _or. electrical ~ knowledse become
Radio Experts, earn more money than ever

85 8 result of my Training.

' Why Many Radio Experts Make
$30, $50, $75 a Week

Radio - broadeasiing stations . employ en-
gineers, operators, station manakers aand
., bay well for trained men. ¥ixing Radio
sefs in gpare time pays many 5200 to $500
a year—full time jobs with Radio jobbers,
manufacturers and dealers ag much as $20,
, -$706 & week. Many Radio Experis
open full or part time Radio sales
repair  businesses. Radio manufaciurers
and jobbers employ testers, inspectors. fore:
men, engineers, servicemen, “in  20od-pay
jobs with opportunities for advancement,
Auiomobile, police, aviation, commercial
Radio, loud speaker systems aro newer fields
offering good opportunities now and for the
future. Television promises to open many
good jobs seon. Mea I trained have good
jobs in - these branches of Radio. Read
how they got their jobs. BMail coupon.

Many Make $5, $10, $15
a Week Extra in Spare Time
While Learning

The Hay you enroll I stari sending Extra
BAloney Job Sheets; show you how to:do
Radio repair jobs. Throughout your train-
ing I send plans and directions that made
good spare time money—3200 to $500—ior
hundreds, while iearniz I send you spe-
cial Radio equipmeni io conduct esperi-

MARY'S RIGHT-- 'M NOT
" GETTING ANYWHERE. |
b OUGHT TO TRY A NEW

Train ot Home fora

§Good RADIO Job

1l send a ;am/i/e /mqn FREF

~ ments

. MAIL THIS NOW

LOOK AT THIS ~RADIO IS CERTAINLY
GQO\NING FAST == AND THE
NATIONAL RADIO
INSTITUTE SAYS THEY

RIGHT AT HOME
IN SPARE Ti

SAY -- THIS
GOING TO
SERVICING

IN RADIO

and build circuits.  This 50-50
training makes learning “ag
_fascinating, practical. I

DERN ~(

method of
home interesting,

3 VE

RADIO SET SERVICING I\‘iTBlv‘\IL\T
to-aelp you make good money fixing Radios
while learning and equip you for full timo
jobs after graduation.

Find Out What Radio Offers You

Act Today. Mail the coupon now for sam-
ple tesson and 64-page book. They're free
to any fellow over 16 years old. They
point_out Radio’s spare ime and full time
opportunities and those coming-in Televi-
gion; tells about my training in Radio and
Telavxslon. show you letters from- men I
trained, telling what tliey are doing and
earning. Find out what Radio offers YOU!
MAIL COUPON in an eavelope, or pasie
on & posicard—NOW!

i. E. SMITH, President

National Radio institute, Dept. 9GO,
Washington, D. C.

! Dear Mr. Bmith:
] which. tells about the opportunities in
1 at home to become Radio Experts.

NAME . coievsvorsosrocsse cresaraTesea
ADDRESS

I oy

t HAVEN'T HAD A RAISE

IN YEARS -~ GUESS |

NEVER WIiLL -~ ¢'M READY
; - TO GIVE UP

f TRAIN MEN FOR RADIO

BROADCASTING STATION --OR
INSTALL LOUDSPEAKER

SYSTEMS. THERE ARE A
LOT OF GOOD MONEY-
MAKING OPPORTUNITIES

.L E. SMITH, President, Dept. 9GD,
WNational  Radio [Institute,
Without obligating me,
tadio and
(Please write plainly,)

BUCK UP, BILL, WHY NOT
TRY AN INDUSTRY THAT'S
GROWING ~-WHERE THERE'S
MORE OPPORTUNITY

A
-
1 DON‘T THINK ' COUI.D LEARN
RADIO THAT WAY --BUT THEY'LL
SEND ME A SAMPLE LESSON
FREE. GUESS ('LL
MA[L THE COUPON
AND LOOK INTO
THIS

WAY OF LEARNING IS GQEAT VM-
ENROLL. THEN | CAN BE A SET
EXPERT-- OR GET A JOB IN A

THANKS VE BEEN STUDVING
ONLY A FEW MONTHS AND
UM ALREADY MAKING
MONEY (N
MY SPARE

RADIO. “MINE |
NEVER SOUNDED

OH BILL. I'M 50 GLAD
YOU SENT FOR THAT
FREE LESSON AND
PROVED TO YOUR-
SELF THAT YOU

COULD LEARN

YES, | HAVE A GOOD
FULL TIME RADIO
JOB NOW-- AND A
BRIGHT FUTURE
AHEAD IN RADIO

D. C.

iple fesson and your books
-50 method of training men

Washington,

send the sq
your 00

- s S w0 0 Su =l

BEATE: oacisiiisanse i 2R
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Mr. Mattingly & Mr. Moore |
find they grow more popular every day!

“Oh, Mr. Mattingly,
Oh, Mr. Mattingly,
We daily grow in people’s
estimations...

AR
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“Swarming crowds at stations meet us,
Cheering delegations greet us

To say our brand exceeds their
expectations!”

i . “Yes, Mr. Moore,

Yes, Mr. Moore,

And our M &M their
judgment vindicates ...

“We slow distill for flavor prime,
So ask for M & M next time—
You'll find its price is lower

than its flavor indicates !”

F YOU TRIED to guess the price
Iof Mattingly & Moore by its
smooth, mellow flavor,you’d think
it costs a whole lot more than it
does!

You see, M & M is ALL whis-
key...every drop slew-distilled.
More, it is a blend of straight

Mattingly & Moore

Long on Quality—Short on Price!

A blend of straight whiskies—90 proof. Every drop is whiskey:
Frankfort Distilleries, Incorporated, Louisville & Baltimore.

whiskies—the kind of whiskey we
think is best of all!

M & M has been famous down.
in Kentucky for more than 60
years! Get acquainted with its
grandjold-fashioned flavor today!
Ask for it at your favorite bar or
package store.

Wriisxics

STieenys 8
M0, 30 proos




THE PENTHOUSE
- TREASURE

"By ALFRED WILLIAMS

7 ITHOUT any realA hope,
save that the long envelope _

might contain notice of an
appointment—with a job if he quali-
fied—Lane Burnett took the letter
from his grim-lipped landlady.

Lane thanked her, and trudged on
up to the sixth floor. She followed,
a little more slowly. He grimaced
as he snapped on the one light of his
bare attic room. With a savage ges-
ture he tore way the empty end of



10 STREET & SMITH’S CLUES-DETECTIVE STORIES

the envelope. Then he stared. A
genuine miracle had happened to
him—at a time when all faith had
died. There was something oblong
and buff-colored inside, something
that had on it the red embossing of
a checkwriter! =

There was a brief typed note, too;
but for the moment, as his heart
“raced to almost suffocating tempo,
the destitute young man had eyes
only for the check. It bore an un-
familiar  signature:  “Thurston
Webb.” And it bore the bank stamp,
with the cabalistic initials and fig-
ures which said that it had been cer-
tified by the Marchmont National
Bank of New York City. It was
made out in the sum, incredible to
the half-starved young man, of one
hundred dollars!

Holding his breath, and with his
ordinarily steel-nerved fingers shak-
ing from excitement, Lane scanned
the brusque note accompanying the
wholly unexpected remittance:

THURSTON WEBB
LOANS

Mr. Lane Burnett,
104 Grady Place,
New York, N. Y.

Dear Mr. Burnett:

Your application (to YS 1107 N. Y
Register) received and contents
noted. You are accepted at salary
stipulated. Herewith advance which
will be deducted from future salary
at rate of ten dollars a week.
Kindly report tomorrow morning,
June 5th, at 10 a. m. The address
is penthouse, 211 Bagley Street, City.
Bring suitcase, as you will make your
quarters here at least temporarily.

Very truly yours,
Thurston Webb

~ Now, after a subdued cheer—sub-
dued because he heard Mrs. Robbins
climbing the last flight of stairs—
Lane picked up the envelope and
examined it. The flap bore Webb’s

name. The postmark showed it had
been mailed early this same morning,
or late the previous night.

Between two long breaths the
young man’s mind was made up. He
would cash the check, pay Mrs. Rob-
bins, and go to work. A fleeting
thought crossed his mind that a loan
business probably meant pawnbrok-
ing or something akin to that. Still,
Lane’s bank training ought to qual-
ify him. He just hoped the business
would not be too sordid. But sordid
or not, it meant life itself to the
young man.

“I can stand it ten weeks, any-
how!” he breathed to himself. “And,
lord of love, how glad I am! Oh,
you’re just in tlme, Mrs. Robbins! I
was just coming to see you! I—
Well, if you can cash a certified
check—it’s same as currency, of
course—I'll be delighted and re-
lieved to pay you the three weeks’
rent I owe. I'm leaving you to-
morrow.”

Whereupon the grim-lipped Mrs.
Robbins, like all her widowed kind
who find it dxﬂicult indeed to collect
from the down-at-heels roomers who
have to live in such lodgings as she
had to offer, was not at all anxious
to get rid of her roomer. ’

“Oh-h, but you can’t leave me like
that, Mr. Burnett!” she protested,
taking the check and reading the
typed figures. “I— What is wrong?
You aren’t satisfied? I let you run
up three weeks’ bill, and I—"

Lane expressed his genuine grati-
tude, for until this windfall had
happened, the landlady had had no
chance at all of collecting except by
holding the roomer’s trunk and his
meager clothing. He told her to
take out a week’s additional rent in
lieu of notice. If she did not have
the cash on hand, they might go to-
gether to her bank early the next
morning. Only he would have to
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-get aleng to hjé place at ten o’clock.
A stifled  exclamation of horror
came from the woman then, just as

she reluctantly agreed to go down-

stairs and get change for the certified
check.

- “You ain’t,” she bejga_ﬁ in a stifled

voice, her tired eyes suddenly wide, .

‘“you ~ain’t  ‘in that ‘loan shark’s
clutches, Mr, Burnett! Oh, I rhdp.e
you ain’t!” ==
" Lane shook his head slowly “Not
“in his clutches, as you call it, Mrs.
~ Robbins. In fact”—and he stopped,

frowning a moment—
_shark, maybe I'm to be one of his
—talons!
a job! What d’you know of him?
What kind of fellow is he, really
terrible?”

“Oh-h, he’s a monster!”. declared
Mrs. Robbins in a hushed voice. She
went on agitatedly to tell how she
had been house manageress for the
. Aloysxus Bartletts of Locust Valley,
Long Island—up to the time Bart-
lett suddenly shot -himself, and was
found ruined and heavily in debt
as the result of being a consistent
bull in the depression bear market
of '29-33. Mrs. Robbins had lost
what she had thought to be a life
job. The family had gone on the

rocks so badly that the charity of
_relativés had been required to keep .

“them from the relief rolls.

“And it was him that done it!”
concluded Mrs. Robbins. “Here,
-send him back his check. Tl let

you stay another week or two, and-

maybe you'll get something else!”

- Really touched, Lane nevertheless
. shook his head. He said he had
made a decision to work for Thurs-
ton Webb at least ten weeks, save a
bit from the remainder of his salary,
get all square, and possibly then

make a new decision. In the course -

of a half hour he managed to make
Mrs. Robbins understand his posi-

“if he’s a loan -

You see; he's offered me

tion, and’ get a derby hatful . of

crumpled small bills and silver from
her as change of the check. At the

last she relented, and did- not‘charge;

him for the extra week as notice.

"NEXT':,rhomirig, ‘having detér—

mined that his new employer’s ad-
dress was on one of those seedy

streets east and north of the fringe
of New York's financial district, less
than a mile from his own lodging,
Lane Burnett walked to the place
through mean slum streets, suitcase
in hand. He wondered inwardly .
that anyone in his right senses would
build a penthouse on any of these
ancient buildings, let alone attempt

to carry on a loan business in this

down-at-heels district.
‘The Menocino Building, which oc-

chpled half of the short block be-

tween Bagley and Thorpe streets, on

-Sixth Avenue, was substantial but

old. As Lane would discover, most
of the floors were occupied by a pub-
lishing firm. The presses were in
the' building, which was of the
earliest steel-web construction, and
twelve stories in height. The vibra-
tion of the presses made a constant
swaying very disagreeable to anyone
making a first visit to the penthouse
structure on top of the flat roof. '
That, however, was a handicap to
which. a person staying regularly
day after day became compietely ac-

- customed.

To reach the penthouse, Lane took
a slow, upward-meandering elevator

. crowded with young men in shirt-

sleeves bearing wet .page proofs,
dyspeptic-looking-and gloomy book
readers, and authors in polo coats
and spats because the weather was
chilly for early June.

All of these got out of the elevator
by the time the cage reached Floor
10. Then it creaked on slowly two
more floors, and .Lane left it gladly.
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He looked around an office corridor
where there was no sign of life. At
one end, in dim light, was a frosted
glass door bearing the name Acme
Manufacturing Co., but no sounds
came from within.

Burnett saw the iron circular
stair at the other end-of the corridor,
and made for it. He climbed, and
found himself in a boxlike cubicle
above. A single door, with steel
netting embedded in the frosted
glass, bore the name of Thurston
W ebb, minus the word “loans” which
showed on his letterhead. There
was an old-fashioned bell with an
ivory button. Lane pressed this,
looking with a slight frown of dis-
favor upon the dusty floor. He
heard a jangle of a bell within, and
after that nearly a minute elapsed
before there came a click-click-
cla-ack at the door. It had been elec-

trically released like the door of an -

apartment building. Lane turned
the knob and walked inside, finding
himself facing another glass-paneled
door at the far side of an anteroom
much like the cubicle reached by the
iron stair.

One flashing look at hls reclalmed

wrist watch told the visitor that it

was two minutes before ten. Not
too early for the appointment. At
_that moment a bent, long-nosed sil-
houette appeared on the frosted
glass, there was a clicking of bolts
being shot, then the clank of a chain
as the door opened six inches.

Lane saw the chain.still held the
door. He chuckled dryly. His em-
ployer evidently took few chances.

The face that peered out at him
was not reassuring. Thurston Webb,
it seemed, was all alone in here. He
came to the door himself; and,
vaguely now, the instant that bald
head and swarthy face, with the long
nose and the fine network of wrinkles
around pouched ey#s open only as

narrow slits, came into view, Lane
had a sense of familiarity. Seome-
where, at some time, he had seen this
purse-mouthed, almost toothless old
spider before!

“I got your letter. I’'m Lane Bur-
nett. Are you Mr. Thurston Webb?”
said the caller.

“Hm-m-m. Younger’n I thought,”
was the odd reply. “Yeah, I'm Webb.
Who else did ye expect here?”

The chain came away, and Lane
entered, not trying to frame an an-
swer to this cantankerous and un-
reasonable question. The old man,
clad in dirty, frayed shirt with sus-
penders holding up trousers far too
large at the waist and innocent of
press in the legs, immediately closed
the door and shot two bolts. Then
he turned with a bettér semblance
of welcome, and grinned wolfishly,
thrusting out a claw of a hand and
taking Lane’s for a brief, damp
clasp.

THAT dampness in the palm had
been an unpleasant surprise. The
old fellow as a whole looked as
though the life juices had been
pretty well dried out of him. He
was bent over, as possibly with ‘ar-
thritis deformans, but he walked
agilely enough, nevertheless. There
was an awkward hump or bulge un-
der his shirt and above his heart.

Lane’s own heart skipped a beat
when he saw that three buttons of
that dirty shirt were open—and that
the black butt of a medium-sized
pistol showed momentarily in the
gap. His employer was ready to de-
fend himself—but against what pos-
sible enemies, up here in a penthouse
locked and bolted away from the
rest of the world?

The penthouse revealed itself as a
four-room shanty, little more. The
office, a place where dirty windows
excluded what might have been ex-
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cellent south light, was a place of
steel filing cabinets, a grilled par-
tition with a small counter and a
hole in the grille, and a huge blue
daylight bulb without a shade, hang-
ing from the ceiling.

Everything was dusty, the two
tables and the chairs and the stools

inside the grille looking as though

they had not been used for weeks.
Beyond this reception office, if such
it could be called, was a combina-
tion living room and storeroom, with
two small but modern safes, a broken
down davenport, a couple of dilapi-
dated reading lamps, some mousy
overstuffed chairs, and a rug which
had long since got too dirty to show
any trace of pattern.

Beyond this were two small bed-
‘rooms, one of them filthy and with
a single bed unmade—and probably
unmade for weeks, Lane thought
grimly. The other room was dusty,
but in better shape. The old man
brusquely told him to leave his bag
- there, and indicated a dark doorway
leading from the short central hall
as being the bath. | Lane grimly
thought to himself that if there was
a tub or shower in the bathroom, it
could be little used,

There was no trace of servant or
other employee, and no dishes, sink
or refrigerator. Nothing that gave
any sign that meals were prepared
‘or served here.

“We get trays from the restaurant
downstairs. They leave the full
trays on the iron stair and we get
them. Then we leave the empties
there. They send me a monthly bill.
1 buy all your food, of course,” ex-
plained Thurston Webb.

“Tt's pretty gloomy quarters, he
~went on, grimacing faintly in what
might have been meant for a smile.
“But I'm a gloomy old man—and this
business isn’t exactly what you’d call
cheerful. But it pays. It pays—"

Arid ther Lane felt-sn uncomfort-

-able sensation as he watched some-

thing he never had seen save in “The
Merchant of Venice,” on the stage.
Thurston Webb washed his hands
in the air!

THEY went back to the grilled
inclosure. There Webb waved the
young man to a stool, perching on
the other one himsel{.

“To save time,” said Webb in hlS
crusty, yet somehow oily, tone, “I'll
tell you I've had you looked up
pretty thoroughly, Mr, Lane Bur-
nett. Let’s see, here’s the report.
I'll read it.” :

He pulled out a thin, wide drawer
at the top of the counter, and plucked
a typed sheet therefrom, in the same
movement snapping on the ghastly
500-watt daylight bulb above.

“Hem. That light is for the exam-
ination of pledges. Often they are
jewels, you know. I'm a pawnbroker,
of course, but one who deals in thou-
sands or tens of thousands. Now this
report. Hem.

“‘Lane Burnett . . . good family
English extraction . . . 200 years in
America, Educated Phillips Exeter,
Dartmouth, Tuck School of Finance.
Four years with Granite Trust, end-
ing in position of assistant cashier
when doors closed owing to depres-
sion years followed by defalcation
and suicide of higher officer. No
black mark on Burnett’s bank rec-
ord. Habits exemplary. Smokes a
little evenings, no drinking, cards or
horses. Once was' supposed to be
engaged, but young woman married
another man later—

““Do we have to go into that?” de-
manded Lane harshly. His face had
suffused with crimson. “Take it
that you do know me msude out. I
have no reason to be ashamed of my
record, except—" and he bit his lip.

“Except that you failed to get an-
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other job? Yes, I know that, toe,
and why. Heh! Heh! They never
did locate your father, did they?
Or his rascally half brother?”
“Damn it, stop!” cried Lane. “My
father—" : =

“Was an innocent man; probably a
murdered man,” finished this strange
employer. “Yes, I know more than
you might think about all that. I
could not prove it, but I think likely

- a man named Pottiswoode or Spottis-

woode—something like that—engi-
neered the whole dirty frame-up.
At any rate, I believe your father
died that night on his own yacht,
‘and that his body has been washing
around the floor of Long Island
Sound for these years.”

“You . .. who are you? TI’'ve seen
you somewhere before!” Lane’s feet
had slipped down to the floor. His
voice was an agitated whisper as he
bent toward the bald, brown-faced
gnome there on top of the second
stool.

“Perhaps you have. Perhaps you
have, boy!” chortled the strange
creature, “However, I have no de-

-sire to dig up any of the dead past.
Suffice it to say that I believe in you,
and in your family. You are one of
the few people in the whole world I
am prepared to trust. I may say
that the transactions of my business
are few and far between. However,
when one ¢omes, it is apt to involve
a large sum of money. I need a man
who will be faithful. That was why
I offered you so much more money
than you would be willing to work
for. “That is true, isn’t it? At pres-
ent seventy-five dollars a week rep-

resents an excellent chance, does it -

not?”

“It does,” agreed Lane grimly. “I
guess you've got the right to name
your terms of employment, and T'll
hew to them. However, suppose you
put me to work, and let’s drop this.

‘The past is painful. I'd rather lock

ahead.” :

“Look ahead? Heh! Heh!” chor-
tled Webb, finding something se-
cretly humorous in that. “By all
means look ahead, my dear young
fellow. I think the future will be
very bright for you indeed, under
my guidance!”

But there was a sneer on the
twisted mouth which Lane did not
like at all, as the gnome reached
down to open a cupboard below the
thin, wide drawer, and bring out a
pile of ledgers.

CHAPTER II.
EXULTATION IN DEATH.

DURING that period of instruc-
tion, which was largely concerned
with the payments made and pay-
ments due on some two hundred
loan accounts, with interest calcu-
lations, Lane had the peculiar feel-
ing that all this was unreal. This

man certainly did not need an as-

He watched, gun in hand. . . .
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sistant at seventy-five dollars a week,
in order to keep in hand this small
amount of double-entry ledger work.

True, the sums involved were
large, ranging from one loan orig-
inally - $500—and now grown . to
- $1148.45!'—to one which was for a
flat $25,000!

But all of them Were certamly
legally made.

From the totals, it appeared that
Thurston Webb kept in circulation
~with his clients, something akin to
half a million dollars! = Also—and
this was curious to Lane, who had
~expected gross usury—save -for a
service charge of one percent of the
- face of the loan, made each time it
was renewed wholly or in part; Webb
charged no one a cent more than
the rate made legal in. New York!

The articles pledged in some cases
were securities; but the vast major-
ity were precious stones—dinner
rings with diamonds of water, size
and worth; rubies, sapphires and
pearls in necklaces, wristlets, corse-
lets, tiaras and other smaller settings.

It appeared that Webb did much of

his own appraising. There were two
or three notations of having certain
jewels sent out to well-known ex-
perts for valuation. Lane asked, and
learned that this was done only when
a serious difference regarding cash
value arose between Webb and a
client.

Apparently the man Mrs Robbins
had termed a monster did a perfectly
legitimate pawnbroking business,
license and all, and caused no-diffi-
culties about renewing or increasing
the loans made as long as the se-
curity seemed to amply justify so
doing.

Not a smgle customer appeared
that day. Webb asked what Lane
wanted for luncheon—the old man
always had something like creamed
chicken, or a gumbo, and then a cus-

The rope slipped, the man dropped
twelve floors. . .

tard for dessert, with coffee, owing
to his lack of teeth—and then sent
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down by phone for a pair of trays
from the office-building restaurant.

Lane just asked for soup, pie and
coffee with a chunk of American
cheese, this noon. When evening
came he was free, of course, althotigh
Webb warned him that occasionally
an appointment would bring someone

" to the place after hours. Each time
this happened, Lane was to stand by.
It appeared plain that Webb feared
his own clients far more than he did
ordinary burglars.

The little shanty penthouse had no
doors at all. When the afternocon
wore on, and Lane said he’d like a
breath of air and to Stretch his legs
on the broad expanse of gravel roof,
W ebb rather grumpily showed him a
window which would open, but
which was not only closed but steel-
shuttered after office hours.

Lane took a constitutional there
on the roof, rather hoping that one
of Webb’s customers would show up,
so he could view the employer in ac-
tion—and really see if the fellow
had any of the sinister traits Mrs.
Robbins had imputed. So far, Lane
had not liked the man at all, but on
the other hand had not seen any real
reason to dislike him. Any em-
ployer, hiring a stranger who now
and then will have to handle moneys
and valuable jewels, could be ex-
cused for looking into the applicant’s
antecedents rather thoroughly.

And Webb had provided the young
man with a service automatic, fully
loaded and on safety.

“There’ll be a license for you to-
morrow in the mail,” said Webb
dryly. “It’s best to be regular about
these things—in case sometime you
have to _use it on a customer who
gets tough—"

But no customer, tough or other-
wise, appeared. There had been two
payments due on this date. Webb
rather crustily said that he would

take care of the delinquents on the
morrow; and that he would have
Burnett listen in, to get the manner
‘in which such arrears were handled.

Not caring just to sit in the bed-
room assigned to him, Lane went to
an early movie. Webb said he would
be admitted until ten thirty. After
that, if he had to stay out, Lane
would have to put up at a hotel.
The young man saw at once that this
living in the shabby penthouse was
going to be a good deal of a trial,
though worth it for the sake of a job.

In the midst of the movie, which
thereafter remained a blank to him,
a queer, almost shocking thought
struck home. - He recalled the ad-
vertisement in the Register which
he had answered. It had offered sev-
enty-five dollars a week for a man
who could be trusted, a young man
with some bank training, capable of
helping in the loan department of a
concern and taking considerable re-
sponsibility.

The ad, of the blind variety, had
seemed almost aimed at him. Bmt,
used to disappointments, Lane had
expected little. Now the memory
which sent shivers down his spine
was this:

Only three days had elapsed since
he had sent in his reply to the ad!

How in the world could Thurston
Webb have procured such complete
information concerning the appli-
cant in so short a time, even if he
employed a topnotch detective
agency? Why, considering the time
letters took to go and come, not much
more than twenty-four hours had
been at the money lender’s disposal!

LANE resolved to ask. He did
not start the subject that evening
when he returned, however, as Webb
was palpably grouchy at having to
answer the door after he had un-
dressed. But Lane Burnett was a
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thoughtful young man when he
turned out his own light and tried
to go to sleep in the strange bed.

Had this old fellow known him

earlier? The fugitive feeling of fa-
miliarity, plus Webb’s very complete
information on that heartbreaking
scandal concerning his father and a
half uncle—men who had disap-
peared on the eve of the famous
bank holiday, and apparently taking
‘with them securities valued at over
one million dollars—made Lane Bur-
nett feel oppressed. Something more
than a seventy-five-dollar-a-week job
seemed in the offing, though, for one
apparently blacklisted, because of
family, by all the banking concerns
in the New York area, the job was
tremendously important.
- Lane turned and tossed in bed. He
drifted off to sleep, but awoke an
-unknown time later with one of those
strange physical jerks that brought
him sitting up, breathless. Then he
grunted, and subsided. Almost
everyone has that experience, but it
is disagreeable, and due probably to
nerve tension.

He determinedly closed his eyes.
But sleep evaded. Then came the
happening which would banish all
idea of slumber for many hours to
come.

From the adjoining chamber, oc-
cupied by Thurston Webb, came a
wild scream! It was repeated, and
seemed crammed with a weird, hair-
raising kind of mirth and triumph
rather than pain or nightmare-
horror!

The beaverboard partition between
these two chambers did little to
muflle the screams. But suddenly,
as Lane’s bare feet hit the floor, and
he groped for the light button, the
ear-splitting sounds died out in a
choking far worse.

“My Lord, if he’s going to have
these often!” gritted Lane, and he

rapped sharply.

short-handled bamboo

emerged into the short hall. He
“Mr. Webb! Mr.
Webb!” he called. ,

There was no answer, Wait! Was
that a slight creaking of a floor
board, as though Webb were stealth-
ily approaching the door?

“Mr. Webb! It’s Lane Burnett.
Are you having a nightmare?” called
the young man in louder voice. Still

no answer at all, and so his knocking

became more and more imperative.

At the end of three minutes Lane
was really worried. He tried the
knob, but the door was locked, of
course,

He looked at the keyhole. It was

just the primitive sort of lock found

on cheap door construction. His

- own room key was just like that.

He stepped over, secured it, and

tried it in Webb’s door. It clicked
over!
“Mr. Webb! This is Lane Bur-

nett!” he called again as he opened,

‘but there was no reply. A huddle

was dimly visible there on the single
bed. Lane caught his breath in a
gasp of premonition as he strode
across and turned on the lights,
“Oh, lord of love!” he exclaimed
in a choked whisper. This sight
eclipsed any horror he had imagined.

_Beads of cold perspiration sprang

to his forehead. His knees felt sud-
denly weak as he cast a look about,
and into the bathroom, then into the
front of the penthouse before ap-
proaching the thing which lay there
contorted on the bed, half under the
blanket and sheet.

No window or door had been open.
All were burglar-latched. And still
Thurston Webb lay there in his own
locked room, dead!

Oh, yes, there was no mistaking
death like this—even before Lane
approached. What looked like a
latice had
been thrust downward right through
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Webb’s left eye and its socket, and
was embedded in the brain below.
The lance slanted sidewise.

There was one only little trickle
of blood and vitreous humor from
the eye. Lane gingerly touched the
wrist, and found it still warm—but
stiff! 'That in itself was horrifying,
as Lane knew enough to realize that
rigor mortis should not occur for a
matter of two hours under any nor-
mal set of circumstances.

“No one would do that! It’s mur-
der!” the young man spoke aloud.
Then he squared his shoulders and
moved over to the phomne cradle, to
ask the operator for police head-
quarters.

“I’'m in a tough spot,” he reflected
as he waited for the connection. No
one but Lane Burnett could very
well have had the chance to do this
—or that’s what they’re bound to
think. And only a maniac would
commit suicide this way. Webb
might have been a crook, even a mon-
ster like Mrs. Robbins said, but—

That was when a gruff voice an-
swered, and he found himself telling
the incredible, nightmarish tale to a
desk sergeant who sounded surly or
bored, as if outlandish murders of
this sort were commonplace to him.
He cautioned Webb to touch noth-
ing, and to remain where he was,
keeping others from the scene until
the police and detectives arrived.

Webb replaced the phone on its
cradle, and sank down in the only
other chair of the room. He tried
desperately to think, to recall that
- slight sound he had imagined—or
really heard. Then, failing any ad-
dition to memory, he stared at the
ceiling, walls and floor of this death
chamber. It had only one window—
barred just like all the rest of the
penthouse with the exception of the
steel-shuttered one outside the grille
in the reception hall. That was the

window he had been allowed to leave
open in the afternoon for a short
while when he had taken a breather
on the roof.

But Webb himself had seen to its
being locked and burglar-fastened at

nightfall. No chance there—or any--

where!

Only one man had possible access
to the dead man’s chamber, and that
one man, who had a key that would
open the door, was Lane Burnett
himself!

IN a sort of daze the young man
dressed, then let in the advance
guard of the homicide squad. These
proved to be a tall, dark-eyed and
quiet man with odd, tow-colored
hair, Inspector Strom, and a 250-
pounder in plain clothes, Sergeant
of Detectives Grady.»

In their wake came the chief med-
ical examiner, with an assistant,
then two photographers and three
fingerprint men. The result was to
make the small shanty penthouse
crowded. : '

After a few curt questions, and a
searching, thoughtful scrutiny—
backed up by an openly suspicious
stare from Grady—Inspector Strom
looked over the body and the room
without touching anything. Then
he gave quiet orders to Grady, and
came back to Lane Burnett.

“Let’s go in your bedroom—this -

is it?—and close this door. Sit
down, and smoke if you wish. You
seem to be the chief witness and
also chief suspect, Mr. Burnett. If
you killed this rather well-known
and well-hated man, I advise you to
say nothing at all to me now.

“If you’re innocent, though, the
quicker I understand every single
thing pertaining to this death, the
easier it will be for you.”

“Well, 'm innocent; but unless
it’s suicide, I scarcely see how any-

Lo
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body in the world can believe me,”
said Lane wryly, his rather harsh,
homely features achieving a twisted
smile. “But take this one fact into
consideration, if you will—it’s about
my only possible defense. Mr. Webb
employed me by mail, without an
interview. I answered a blind ad in
the Register. I had been out of
work, save for a few odd jobs that

~ did not last, for nearly two years.

This was my first day of employ-
ment. Do you think I'd kill the man
who just had hired me?”

“I’d have to have notice on that,”
smiled Strom. “But I’ll admit right
off you’d have to have a mighty big
inducement. Why don’t you tell me
what you know, right from the
start?”

Lane did just that. He spoke
tersely—but after Strom realized the
implications of Burnett’s family con-
nections, and then the odd manner
in which Webb had seemed to know
so much about him, the inspector in-
terrupted, asking if Lane would
mind at all dictating his story and
signing it. :

“There are some strange angles to
it. Stuff I'd like to study,” explained
Strom. “If you’d be willing—"

“Of course. The sooner all this
is understood, the sooner I'll have
some chance to—to look for another
job. Hell, I suppose my chances
now will be down near absolute zero.
Call your stenographer, if you wish.”

Strom called a man in uniform,
who produced pad and pencil. Then

~ Lane, who had made up his mind to

conceal nothing, went through the
He was inter-
rupted only once, when Strom asked
him to explain what he meant by a
mirthful, triumphant scream.

“Well,” hesitated Lane, “it really

sounded more like drunken whoopee
than like a death cry. Of course, I
CLU—2

thought then it was just some queer
sort of nightmare.”

He finished his story, then Strom
had him sign it. Then the inspector
quietly returned to the same point.

“I believe the medical examiner
will bear me out in this,” he said
quietly. “That instrument, which
bears no fingerprints, -is what is
called a frog-gig. In other words, a
spear. The part of the handle above,
which usually is about six or seven
feet long, is missing. But what I

.was saying is this: The end has a

trident spear, with tines two and a
half inches long. These tines were
plunged deep into Mr. Webb’s brain.

“It is impossible that he screamed
after that was done! Such a wound
would paralyze instantly, and kill
within seconds!”

“A frog-gig!” repeated Lane in a
whisper. “I never heard of one be-
fore! Certainly there hasn’t been
anything around here made of bam-
boo, that I saw.”

Strom just sat there silent, perhaps
hoping that the young man would
throw some light on how Webb could
have screamed, and still had the
frog-spear thrust into his eye socket.

“You’d have to hold a man pretty
tight, before he’d manage to squirm
away from that, you know,” said
Strom quietly after a moment. “Any
ideas, Burnett?” '

Lane shook his head hopelessly.
In repeating his story he had real-
ized how thin and incredible it must
sound. And also it had occurred
that Webb, being in the loan busi-
ness, must have many jewels and se-
curities in the two small safes. Whe
could believe that a new confidential
clerk and assistant, just being hired,
would not know the combinations—
and be tempted to steal something,
even at the price of murdering the
old man? =

Right at that moment, though, a
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shout came from the room where the
body lay. Strom leaped up, threw the
door wide, and hurried in. Lane
followed. He saw something ex-
ceedingly peculiar.

The door of the clothespress in
the bedroom was open, and the gar-
ments which had been hanging there
had been tossed outside to the floor.
Revealed was an iron ladder up one
wall. And at the ceiling a trap
opened outward. A policeman’s legs
were coming down. Now the man
came slowly to the floor, holding
something gingerly with a handker-
chief.

It was a six-foot, jointed length
of bamboo, the missing handle of the
frog-gig which had been thrust into
the brain of the lump of clay lying
there on the bed!

CHAPTER IIL
STRANGE REVELATIONS.

THE medical examiner, blue eyes
glinting frosty fire with knowledge
that here he had been given a look
at a certain sort of case only text-
book theory with him previously,
called in Strom.

“Look, Eric!” he whispered in the
manner of one divulging a choice
secret.
had: been placed over the stiffened
corpse. '

Inspector Strom bent over, exam-
ining a number of small bluish marks
on the dead man’s left thigh near
the buttock. -

“Oh-n, yes,” he nodded thought-
fully. “Insulin injections for kidney
disease, eh? I've heard of what that
sometimes does. Explains the quick
rigor, you mean?” 7

“Instantaneous rigor!” snapped
the doctor. “Cadaveric spasm! You
watch now. It’ll pass off completely,
and all at once, just about the time

normal rigor would be appearing in

He lifted the sheet:which

~twinkle of stars.
_parts of the frog-gig, he screwed

the extremities. When that frog-
sticker came down, Webb died and
stifferied out, all in a couple or three
seconds!”

“M-m-m, he couldn’t have done
much yelling after that, could he?”
asked Strom—for a second time that
night.

“Hell, no! I told you before. If
he had one full breath in his lungs,
maybe one sound, Not a scream,
though. Nothing like that. He
must’ve screamed—iIf he did at all—°
while he was watching that sticker
coming down!” :

“I’ve only the word of one person
for the scream,” acceded Strom.
“However, until I find some real
motive, I’'m assuming that young
Burnett is telling me the truth as
far as he knows it. A man awakened
out of sleep by some kind of yell
might easily think he heard it longer,
and imagine all sorts of demoniac
qualities.” ’

“But I wasn’t asleep, you know,”
said Lane quietly. “Oh, T know that
makes it sound bad, but I've told the
truth. You men will have to inter-
pret it. I can’t.”

There was silence. The medical
examiner moved away, and a mo-
ment later they heard his voice di-
recting a couple of stretcher bearers
to take the body. But Inspector
Strom, who had been frowning down
at the bamboo handle of the frog-
gig, on one end of which was a
brassy spiral of thread, suddenly
held back the two stretcher men.

“Just a sec!” he asked them. “I've
got a brainstorm!” .

He opened the door of the clothes-
press, which swung away from the
head of Thurston Webb’s single bed,

and looked up at the still open trap

through which could be seen the pale
Taking the two

them together, then ascended the
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‘wall ladder until he was on the flat
roof, with one arm dangling to hold
the strange spear.

“Look, by golly!” he breathed. “I
can reach it easily! The murderer
—maybe—thrust Webb in the eye,
then left that trident deep in the
bony eyesocket, unscrewed the han-
dle, drew it up, and closed the trap
up here! Then he got scared, maybe,
and left the handle where we found
it!” .

“Yeh, the eyesocket’d be narrow
enotgh to give purchase for the un-
screwing,” agreed one of the
stretcher bearers with interest.

Lane, suddenly a little sick again,-

turned away and went back to the
‘room in which he had tried to sleep.
Not his room now. He still had the
remains of that hundred-dollar re-
mittance. In view of all the tangle
Thurston Webb had brought him
into, Lane decided to keep this small
amount of money for the time being.

He would need some slight resource,

since jobs now—well, they would not
exist in his own preferred line of
business. That was sure. Perhaps
he would net have to worry about
jobs, though. He could see, in spite
of the possibility of some intruder
killing Webb from the roof, that the
weight of evidence was still strong
enough against himself to warrant
Strom holding him as a suspect or
as a material witness, if he so de-
sired.

The young man lay back upon his
rumpled bed. He closed his eyes,
thinking—and then, incredibly, not
thinking at all. He was sound asleep
with his mouth wide, and snoring
rhythmically, when Strom came in
again.

The inspector smiled grimly. Al-
though Lane Burnett would never
know, this experienced police offi-
cer, though blinking none of the

facts or possibilities, yet had taken
a liking to the ex-cashier.

IN Strom’s experience, young men
committed crimes, all right. But
mighty few had the nerve to face
out as if innocent any jam as patently
bad as this one. A fool would have
run. A wise man would have stayed
—and hatched a better story. This
was either genuine innocence, or a
depth of guile Strom had encoun-
tered only in men over fifty. And
only twice among them, at that.

The case of the Nutley Dissolver,
who calmly stayed home and sprayed
his butter beans with his liquefied
victims, hoping no doubt for greater
protein content. And then, of
course, the old Italian he-spider who
had lurked in that Hester Street
basement. But these had been two
exceptions in sixteen years. They
tested, but did not abolish, the jus-
tice of the generality.

Strom let the youth sleep for the
time being. The two safes, exam-
ined for fingerprints, had yielded
only Webb’s. There had been no
prints at all upon any portion of the

 frog-gig. Now the inspector, want-

ing a general idea of Webb’s busi-
ness, got out the ledgers and like-
wise had the filing cases opened. He
sat down and paged through the
heavy account books ‘for half an
hour, then tackled the letters. But
there was nothing that seemed espe-
cially pertinent. Some clients, of
course, were in arrears. Some had
recently defaulted. Webb’s loans,
apparently, were not terminated as
abruptly as those of a cheap pawn-
broker, it appeared. That is, if a
man pledged securities worth $10,-
000 and took only $2500 as a first loan
Webb usually allowed him to in-
crease the loan once or twice—each
time charging the one percent serv-
ice fee, and adding arrears to the
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face value of the loan, of course.

As loan business went, it was
pretty clean. Strom failed to dis-
cover any threatening letters, any
appointments made for the evening
just past,- or anything else that
looked pertinent.

“Of course, anybody he closed out
in the past might have stayed sore,
and taken the first chance to.do him
in,” sighed Strom at last, rising from
-his chair. - He went in and shook
Lane’s shoulder ;

“You've had your mght s sleep
now,” he said a little grimly. “Dawn
is breaking. Get up—and open the
safes for me.’

Lane’s eyes opened but for sec-
onds he could not orient himself,
He got to his feet. “Safes?” he
muttered. “What— Oh, my God! I
must have falien asleep! But safes
—1I don't know anything about them,
-inspector.. Mr. Webb hadn’t got
" around to trusting me with combi-
nations, or anything else as yet.”

Strom frowned slightly. “Have
these two safes been opened at all
since you came?” he demanded.

“Not to my knowledge. No client
- came . yesterday—openly,  that is.
-Two of them were due to make pay-
-ments. One had a whole loan with

interest to pay, a matter of something

iike $2200. The other fellow, a Mr.
Bartelme, I believe, was paying off a
large sum in monthly installments,
and was ‘due yesterday. Neither one
came. Mr. Webb and I had nothing
to do, except the general instruction
in the fundamentals of his business
which he gave me.”

“T see.” Strom considered. “There

seems to be nothing more you can _

- do—unless you happen to think of
some pertinent circumstance., What
-do you plan to do, Mr. Burnett? Stay
here for the time being?”

Lane flushed. “Just as soon as
‘you...uh... feel it’s all right, 'm

He Huﬁg the door wide

going to get a cheap room some-
where, perhaps where I was living
before, and begin the weary hunt
for work,” he said. “How long—"
“I want to be fair to you,” said
Strom slowly. “You are under sus-

- picion, of ceurse, until we see an-

other way out of this. Suppose you
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to face his ex-fiancée!

stay here today, and tomorrow we’ll
see.” - ' -

Lane acceded to that, and sat down
in the bedroom. When time came
for the office-building restaurant to

open, he sent for breakfast and ate

it. Then he went out on the roof,
with Strom’s permission, and walked

the circuit a number of times for
fresh air.

THOROUGH search of all Webb’s
possessions- failed to reveal any no-
tation of the safe combinations. So,
waiting to call the offices of the
makers, asking them to send a man
to open the two, Strom busied him-
self with other work. Then, before
anything more of importance took
place, a heavy-jowled, short man
with a bustling manner appeared.

“A reporter phoned me from the
station,” he explained to Strom. “I
am Martin Leaden, attorney for Mr.
Webb. Who did it? You know?”

“That’'s what I'm here to dis-
cover, Mr. Leaden,” said Strom with-
out a smile. “Have you any ideas
that might help me? Was Mr. Webb
afraid of his life, or afraid of harm
from some enemy?”

“Oh, yes!” was the unexpected re-
ply. “Mr., Webb had no friends at
all but me. He made only enemies—
plenty of them, I can tell you!

“I have Mr. Webb’s will,” con-
tinued Leaden, with scarcely time
out for breath. “I will take charge
here. That clerk now, he wouldn’t
be the man you want? I heard
Thurston say he was going to en-
gage a new man—"’

“It’s too early to say,” was Strom’s
terse reply. “Under Mr. Webb’s
will who benefits—and who is named
as executor?”

“I am the residuary legatee, and
my partner, Joe Goldwin, is the ex-
ecutor. There are some small gifts,
not much. So I will take charge
here now. Joe will go for immediate
probate.”

“This place will have to remain in
charge of the police for a little
while, Mr. Leaden,” was Strom’s civil
reply. “By the way, as a matter of
routine, where were you last night?”

“Me?” The lawyer’s eyes bulged
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again. “Oh, you mean because of
what I told you, the will? Well, I'm
not worried. I didn’t bump off my
best client. I was in White Plains
last night, and came in with Joe, my
partner, by car this morning. There
was a pinochle game that lasted till
two, so we didn’t get much sleep.
What time did you say he was
killed ?”

“I didn’t say, but if you can prove
what you’ve told me, I guess we’ll
have to cross you from our list of
possibles,” said Strom.

He took the names of the pinochle
players, also the address of the law
office where Joe Goldwin was to be
found, giving the assignment of
checking the alibi to one of the head-
gquarters detectives., Then he sent
Leaden immediately with another
plainclothesman in a car, to identify
the body. Another formality, but it
had occurred to Strom, who was a
careful man, that so far they had
‘only the word of a recently engaged
clerk, that this corpse was Thurston
Webb. :

LEADEN returned forty minutes
later. He had lost none of his ag-
gressive manner. He went immedi-
ately around the rooms left open to
him, and scowled the instant he
caught sight of Lane Burnett seated
in the bedroom.

“They keeping you here?” Leaden
demanded.

“For the time. I'm hoping to get
away—though I wonder. You're
Mr. Webb’s lawyer, I heard? Well,
how about the clients? Their pay-
ments, and so on. Who will take
care of the business? Of course, I
really know little or nothing about
it, but—"

The lawyer’s scowl grew darker.
“¥You don’t need to worry!” he al-
most sneered. “As soon as and if
they let you go, go! I will manage!

Joe and I will run this place!"

“You're welcome, I'm sure,” Lane
snapped. He had conceived a hearty
dislike of this fellow. Calling him-
self the one friend of Webb, just
the same he had an almost harpy-
like anxiety to get his hands into
the dead man’s affairs. It disgusted
Lane, and at the same time made
more than a faint suspicion stir with-
in him.

Strom could be counted on, prob-
ably, to investigate a man who ap-
peared so promptly, announcing him-
self Webb’s heir. Just the same, here
was a person who might inherit the
suspicion just then on his own
shoulders—thought Lane.

It was then that the men from the
safe company arrived. In the course
of five minutes Strom’s right to en-
ter was established, and both safes
opened.

One contained pledged articles and
pledged securities only—but the ar-
ray of jewels was almost frightening.
The reason for Webb’s many precau-
tions now was plain, if there had
been the slightest doubt in anyone’s
mind. Strom immediately called for
an armored car with which to take
the safe and its contents to head-
quarters. The ledgers dealing with
those pledges also went along.

In the second safe were just two
things. One was a pile of currency
in sheaves. A total of $30,000 in
cash on hand!

The second item was a large ma--
nila envelope. Inside, Strom found
no less than twenty-two bankbooks
—each account holding the maxi-
mum insured amount of $5,000. Also
there were two safe-deposit box
keys, with circles of metal-rimmed
cardboard attached telling that one
was for the Marchmont National,
and the second for the Grand Na-
tional Bank.

The last item made Strom blink
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and catch his breath. He turned his
back, though he had taken the pre-
caution of excluding others from the
room while he searched. The in-
spector unfolded and scanned a legal
document. His eyebrows rose al-
most to his tow-colored hair.

“By golly—the lawyer was mis-
taken!” he breathed. Then he read
on through, shaking his head. Slowly
a frown grew upon his features. He
looked at the outside of the will
form, and whistled. This will had
been executed the afternoon of the
second previous day—the day Lane
Burnett had received the notification
that he had been accepted for the
job with Thurston Webb!

What Strom held in his hand was
not the original, but a duplicate of
this newer will. The embossed stamp
upon the outside gave the name of
Ryder, Sillman & Zwenck as the law
firm drawing the will; and next to
this a note in a crabbed hand told
that these attorneys held the origi-
nal, duly signed and witnessed.

When Strom drew the fat lawyer:

aside and told him of the discovery,
Leaden erupted. He swore. His
" eyes bulged horribly,
and forth with short steps in the
room. >

The gist of it—for his words were
all unprintable—was that the new
will must be a forgery; that he,
Leaden, had been the dead man’s
only friend; that he would oppose
probate; that he demanded access to
the original of the will, and that this
was a conspiracy on the part of the
police to defraud him of his rights.

Strom withheld the name of the
chief legatee under the new will,
until Leaden had departed at a run.
Then the inspector’s face hardened.
He turned to Lane Burnett, who had
been a disgusted listener to the
tirade.

“Everything -is changed now,”

He ran back _

said Strom. “Are you sure there
is nothing more you wish to tell me,
Mr. Burnett?”

Lane caught the new formality,
and straightened in his chair. “I—
you know everything I know, in-
spector,” he said tersely.

“I beg leave to doubt that. Any--
how, you will stay right here, Mr.
Burnett, until I can find out, or you
can decide to tell me, just why
Thurston Webb should will you al-
most everything he possessed—and
sign that will with a new legal firm

just thirty-six hours before he was -
murdered!”

The young man had come to his
feet, cheeks draining of their color
as the horrible implications seared
his brain.

“I did not know! There can be
no reason,” he declared passion-
ately, “unless this is the man who
robbed and murdered my father, and
he is making a damnable restitution
in this way!”

CHAPTER 1V,
PRISONER OF THE PENTHOUSE.

AN hour had passed. Strom had
gone, but one bluecoat sat on a camp-
stool out on the office-building roof,
and another was posted at the foot
of the iron stair leading down from
the penthouse to the twelfth floor
of the Menocino Building.

Lane. Burnett was not under ac-
tual arrest, but he knew his status
was that of prisoner. He could stay
right here in thése four rooms, from
which safes, ledgers, and every par-
ticle- of Thurston Webb’s private
property had been removed for ex-
amination.

The young man could get his meals
sent up from the restaurant, as Webb
had done. He could eat, sleep and
think—bathe in that grimy tub in
the windowless bathroom. If once
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he attempted to reach the street,
however, he would be arrested and
haled to the Tombs.

Inspector Eric Strom had made
that plain, “A jury would convict
you now of first-degree murder,” he
had said grimly in parting. “If noth-
ing further comes to light, it will be
~ my business to see that they do just
‘that. However—I'm ashamed to say

. that I still cherish certain doubts.
There are some matters I wish to

know before I go further
stay here?”

- “I'll stay—and thank you for
.- doubts. . I didn’t _do this, and have
not the slightest real inkling why

Wwill you

Thurston Webb should have left me.
Certainly I never heard a’

a cent.
word to that effect!” returned Bur-
nett, setting his jaw against the black
. despair which haunted him.

With sustained effort he cleared:

his brain both of horror and of puz-
zlement.
inch of this place, and find some clue
to this insane business!” he said
aloud and defiantly to the door which
closed behind the inspector.

He brought a concentration of at-

tention to bear up possibilities, but

- they seemed few. The manner in
which a way out through the roof
had . been arranged by Thurston
Webb seemed the only important
thing. Lane examined the clothes-
press and the ladder. There was
-nothing significant except the heavy
-brass bolts in the ceiling which
should have kept the trapdoor closed.

“I wonder how he happened to
- forget them—just the one night
when a killer was after him?” mused
- Lane, “He must have done it. Or is it
possible to arrange one of these cord-

and-bent-pin thtngs you hear about-‘

-in stories?”

~ However, there was no fragment
- of silk thread, or revealing punctures
of the woodwork, or anything else.

inch,
- For hours, indeed until ke had eaten .
-another tray of food and smoked

“I'm going to go over every

- 'If the bolts had been shot back by
. the intruder, through some prear-
- ranged method, all traces now were
. gone.

It was much easier to believe
that Webb himself had forgotten.

. Possibly he forgot quite often. The

mutderer might have noted that.
But hold on! Who in the whole
world had access to- Webb's bed- -
chamber?
Shaking- his head with grim cer-
tainty that Thurston Webb was not

the sort of creature to have inti- -

mates with access to his holy of
holies, Lane continued his inch-by- -
seemingly hopeless, search.

several pipes thoughtfully, he made
no discovery. And then what he
did uncover was most puzzling.
Covering the floor, Lane moved the
bed—not difficult, as this was just
a maple single -bed, with all four
legs resting in heavy glass cups,

_felt-bottomed. But moving the cups

as well, Lane stopped, bending for-
ward as he opened the big blade of
his jackknife. Something queer had
been under one of those glass cups!

It was a brass circle one and a half
inches in diameter; and within the
circle was a narrow brass ring swiv-
eled to lift wvertically. Inserting
his forefinger, Lane lifted. Then he

_had to stop to move the bed farther,

as a large section of woeoden floor,
fitted so that the cracks were less
perceptible than others in the rest
of the floor, came up toward him.

SUDDENLY excited, Lane lifted
away the irregular section, which
was padded with batting underneath

_so that footsteps could give no hol-

low sound. And he looked into a
hole where the hollow tiles had been
removed. This hole was only four
feet long by eighteen inches wide,
and all the rest of the expanse be-
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neath the floor trap was ordinary
floor-above and ceiling-below of this
ancient business-block pattern. Once
this had been the reof, but when the
penthouse had been constructed, the
upper layer had been removed. There
was no difference here from the con-
struction between other, lower floors
of the building, except there was
perhaps one extra foot of vertical
space. ‘

Down in the hole were a number
of green, japanned boxes, none pad-
locked, but all held by metal clasps
easily opened.

Kneeling there on the floor, Lane
suddenly felt a wave of uneasiness
sweep over him. Was someone
watching? Was Inspector Strom
leaving him here for the purpose of
swooping down and catching him
out in some incriminating move?

If so, exposing this hoard—what-
ever it might contain—surely would
look like guilt!

Lane got up swiftly, and tiptoed
around until he was certain no one
was inside the penthouse, and that
door and steel-shuttered window all
were well fastened. Then he breathed
a sigh of relief and came back to the
floor cache.

Listening, he could hear move-
ments in the office building below
him. As happened at intervals, the
great presses were silent, and Lane
could hear muffled sounds. Prob-
ably from the Acme Manufacturing
Company, which he recalled had of-
fices on the twelifth floor just below
the penthouse.

Lane lifted out one box from the
top, and saw that there were two
layers of green boxes, partially fill-
ing the hole. The box he carefully
lifted out and set on the throw rug

“was unexpectedly heavy, and from
it came one tiny click as it moved.

With care to make no noise, and
with ears strained to catch a foot-

-step approaching on the roof out-
‘side, or on the iron stair leading up

to the penthouse from the twelfth
floor, the young man opened his find.
Then he stared, frowning a little.

- The box was filled with gray, gold,
green and black-tarnished pieces of
metal. Some of them were twisted.
Some were rings, still keeping their
shape. From all of them stones of
one kind or another had been taken,
since the stone settings were bent,
their metal claws open.

This was a collection of several
hundred bits of silver, gold and plat-
inum- for what had been women’s
and men’s jewelry!

“Unredeemed pledges,” reflected
Lane. Then a more sinister thought
struck him. Thurston Webb appar-
ently had kept something like two
hundred accounts running. A good
half of these were loans made on
securities. Right here were at least
five hundred bits of metal which had
held precious stones. If the other
boxes were filled in the same manner
—ten boxes in- all—that meant the
incredible number of five thousand
settings for unredeemed pledges!

“Surely half must be redeemed,”
he thought with mounting suspicion.
“That would mean this is the ac-
cumulation of one hundred years of
loan business! By the Lord Harry,
that’s not reasonable! It must be
that Thurston Webb was either a
thief, or a fence for the stolen jew-
elry of professional thieves!” :

A second japanned box from the
top layer showed the same sort of
contents. With -a hasty scrutiny,

‘Lane put it on the rug beside its

fellow, and reached far down for one
of the boxes on the bottom layer.

THIS one, at the end of the hole,
was covered with dust and showed
plain signs that it had not been dis-
turbed in its resting place for years.
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The cover was slightly stuck, but
finally yielded with a hollow sound.
And then Lane Burnett’s eyes slowly
widened as a full breath crept into
his lungs, to be expelled in a sound-
less whistle as he continued to stare
down into the receptacle. This was
filled, not with bent and twisted
metal settings, but with old, some-
what tarnished jewelry which blazed
up at him with fiery facet-eyes of
blue-white, carmine, azure, green,
cloud-white and burning desert-
yellow! 2 =
Diamonds that needed no purple-
lined Tiffany case to prove them
first water blue-white Wesseltons!
Rubies that could have come only
from the mines of Burma! Sapphires,
emeralds, pearls and a whole blazing
yellow cross of stones which might
be either Brazilian diamonds or es-
pecially fine topazes!
- The box had cotton at the bottom
and glued in place at the sides.
Wisps of cotton came up through
but did not veil the articles on the
top layer. Here were old but breath-

taking dinner rings, bracelets, lava--

lieres—and one especial article
which sent Lane Burnett's brain
- reeling, and a crimson wave of color
from choking excitement, to his
cheeks and forehead.

This one barbarous but dazzling
article lay right on top, and in the
center of the lesser array. It was
- a dog-collar of diamonds fully one
inch wide and fifteen inches long.
Not one stone was modern-cut, all
being of the barrel shape popular in
the nineteenth century and earlier,
But one diamond was of such huge
size and brilliance that it gripped
Lane’s almost horrified attention, and
made his fingers shake uncontroll-
ably as he lifted the heavy dog-
collar and stared closely at it.

“My mother’s! My grandmoth-
er’s!” he barely whispered aloud.

“The Lady Georgetown diamond!
How did it ever get into the hands
of Thurston Webb? Did my father
pawn it and these—these other
things? Heirlooms?”

In the early days of America, an
English king had been forced by
political pressure, to devote himself
to the task of providing the British
Rex with a royal heir. This had
seemed to necessitate the exile of a
certain fair lady—who was duly
shipped to Virginia, with a land
grant, jewels, and a huge chest of
golden English guineas to console
her. The Lady Georgetown Diamond
had been her greatest treasure—and
it had remained in the Burnett fam-
ily, at least until the year 1931.

After the mysterious disappear-
ance and supposed death of Lane
Burnett’s father, it had not been
found. Not a single one of the cele-
brated jewels of the Burnett heir-
loom collection had been discovered.
Those who counted themselves ene-
mies of old Walter Raleigh Burnett,
Lane’s father, said that the banker
had got away to Bolivia, or Afghan-
istan, or the Gobi Shamo with this
and other loot, and now was living
under another name out of reach of
the law which wanted him. ,

Lane had stubbornly refused to
believe any such thing of his father.
Now this queer, spine-tingling find
made it appear that there had been
troubles of a sort Lane never sus-
pected. -

“Or—were these things just stolen
from dad by Thurston Webb's
thieves?” the young man questioned.

He could not answer that offhand,
but as he put back the boxes care-
fully and noiselessly, he resolved
that somehow he would get to the
bottom of this mystery-tragedy if it
was the last accomplishment of his
life.

He was just sliding the floor trap
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into position, when he started. From
the direction of the locked door at
the head of the iron staircase had
come a timid rap—certainly not the
peremptory summons of the police.
Rather a stealthy or apprehensive
summons. .
Working quickly, Lane got the

bed back into position, with one glass .

cup guarding the secret of the floor
trap. Then he strode out to the
door, unbolted it and flung it wide.

Then for a long second the young
woman who stood there and Lane
Burnett faced each other, soundless
and rigid with complete surprise.
This was the girl to whom Lane had
been engaged to be married, four
years before!

CHAPTER V.,
INSPECTOR STROM SECEDES.

WHILE Lane Burnett was un-
covering the jewel cache, Inspector
Eric Strom of Centre Street was be-
ing sandbagged—figuratively, at
least. :

He began in the Menocino Build-
ing, making inquiries on each floor,
and of the night watchman and- ele-
vator boys. He wanted to know all
they could tell him of two people,
Lane Burnett and Thurston Webb.

Concerning Lane Burnett he
learned exactly nothing. One eleva-
tor operator vaguely remembered a
man with a suitcase, answering to the
inspector’s description, getting off
at the twelfth floor or some recent
day. Yes, probably morning—and
more vaguely still—probably the
morning of the day on which the
old money-lender had met his death.

That much Strom knew. He got
nothing more. It looked quite as
though Lane Burnett had not been
in the building at all prior to his
successful answering of the blind
ad in the newspaper.

That worried Strom. Here was a
youth that circumstantial evidence
had all primed for electrocution—
and for once the shrewd and quiet
head man of the detectives of Centre
Street did not believe the plain evi-
dence. Here was negative confirma-
tion of Burnett’s denials. This was
all he could unearth.

Feeling as though he was trying
to put together a jigsaw made of per-
fectly circular pieces, Strom went
back to his desk. But he stayed
there only a few moments. A memo
awaited him saying that Dr. Armi-
tage, the chief medical examiner,
wanted to see him.

Dr. Armitage, a saturnine, sour-
mouthed man of few words, nodded
without speaking when Strom strode
in. The doctor got up and led the
way back to the cheerless dissecting
room. There in the acrid atmosphere
of scents in which lysol and human
decay fought for supremacy he
threw back a rubberized sheet which
had covered a naked human form
bearing the disfiguring incisions of
an autopsy.

“Two things. Maybe mean some-
thing to you. This is that loan shark
Webb, you know,” said Armitage
dourly. “The lab reports a lot of
allinol in this stiff’s stomach and in-
testines. Oh, yeah, one of thé barbi-
turic acid group of hypnotics. The
dead man—or somebody else—
wanted to be sure he slept well, just
about the time he was getting that
frog-sticker through the eye!”

“I see,” said Strom, thinking fast
to determine whether or not Lane
Burnett had been given access to a
food tray sent up for his employer.
“That’s another volt or two in the
2200 shot into the electrodes—maybe.
What'’s the other thing, doctor?”

“This!”’ said Armitage succinctly,
taking the inspector’s right hand and
rubbing it back and forth over the



30 - STREET & SMITH’S CLUES-DETECTIVE STORIES

'cfeased‘, yellow-brown scalp of the :
“Feel those - bnstles?k_

rdead man, -
- They re still growing!”’

“}Help")
meaning exactly that,
-he—he wasr’t bald?” - 24

“Not a bit of it. Look close. Thzs,_
man had a good shock of gray-white
For some reason he shaved it
close, but it is still growing, ‘after

hair.

-he is dead. You can feel it. In an-
. other twenty-four hours it will be
long enough to make his yellow scalp
look hke the whlte of leprosy'” :

THREE minutes later Inspector

‘Strom was on his way back to the =
Menocino Building, to resume there

his questions—this time in. respect
to the queer occupant of-the pent-
house.

He did get some information there
as Thurston Webb had had callers
nearly every day. On several occa-
sions, Webb had phoned down, ask-

ing the building policeman to re-

move someone at his door whom he
did not want to admit. He had ap-
peared then, of course, with fairly
generous tips. On very few occa-
- sions, however, had he come down
through the lobby of the building
and gone outdoors himself. - He
seemed content to squat up there
like an old spider, suckmg the Julces
of his victims,

Strom knew from visits pald to
several of the banks at which Webb
had $5,000 deposits that these had
been made in lump sums. - Small in-
terest had accumulated, but Webb
had neither paid in nor withdrawn
anything.- It was evident he con-
sidered this government-insured de-
posit money as his anchor to wind-
ward; in case anything like another
panic-depression or bank holiday re-

curred. So the loan shark did go

outside at times.
In the course of visiting each floor

‘barber shop on the sixth floor.
‘quiries here brought only headshakes
‘at first.
of the quartet came back from

cried - Strom, w1thout- ;
- “You mean

-“He never came in here,

a second: time, Strom came to the
In-

‘But- then the head barber
lunch and started to put on his white

coat. Strom went up to him. -
“Did you ever serve that old man_

__who -just was killed—the money-

lender on the top floor, Mr. Thurston
Webb?” he asked. :
.- A grin came to the barber’s lips.
if that’s
what you mean, lieutenant,” he re-
plied. “But once about two months
ago, I was called up there. Gave the
old devil a shave, once when he was
sick. Tipped me a doilar.”

-“Was his hair falling out badly

- then?”

“Falling out?” echoed the ‘barber
with a snort. “Hell, man, it'd done
fell! I sold him a tonic, though;
came right down and got him a bot-
tle of it. This stuff.” He reached

-over and lifted an ornately labeled
flagon which advertised itself as a
‘sure cure for dandruff and an aid for
- growing hair.

“Grows hair, does it?” agked Strom
frowning.

The barber smiled, and put one
hand beside his mouth. “Just be-
tween you and me,” he confided,
“nothing’ll grow hair, once it’s gone!
But—are you getting a 11tt1e thin,
sir?”

“Nuts!” snarled Strom who was
always years behind with the few
execrations or -expletives he used. .
“Put your hat and coat back on and
come with me! No, never mind any
tools. You're going to the morgue!”

Speeding to Centre Street in his
police car, the inspector led the won-
dering - tonsorialist to the sheet-
covered body of the murdered man.

“Did you ever see this man be-
fore?” demanded Strom, yankmcr the
sheet.
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‘The barber gasped and paled. Then
he steadied himself. “Yes, sir; that’s
the old fella,” he said. “But—but—
'l be damned if his mop wasn’t
startin’ to grow! Maybe that var-
nish-remover I sold him really was
the goods, after all!”

CHEWING savagely on his lower
lip, Strom drove the barber back to
‘the Menocino Building. The in-
spector himself kept on to the floor
ebove, where the barber left him.

Here Strom continued his gques-
tions, without much result. He
worked his way up floor by floor.
The eleventh floor was vacant. On
the twelfth was the Acme Manufac-
turing Company, where he had
stopped once before. The concern
evidently was just about moribund,
because the only man in the offices
was a red-haired, tall fellow who
had claimed to know nothing at all
of Webb or Lane Burnett. :

He gave his name as Henry Lewis,
and said he was chief clerk. The
business, which had a small factory
in Long Island City devoted to the
manufacture of cheap bulbs for
radio, had gone into receivership—
or so Henry Lewis believed. He was
still getting his weekly stipend for

sticking around and cleaning up

odds and ends. Lewis himself hoped
to get an office job with R. C. A. or
some other big firm which would take
over the factory.

Now Strom asked him just one
question. Had Lewis ever noticed

any altercations or fights above his_

head?

“Heh, lots of ’em!” Lewis laughed
shortly. “Nine or ten times the cop
had to come up an’ throw out some-
body who that old bloodsucker had
ruined. No wonder he was killed—"

Thump! Crash-bang! Blunk! came
sudden heavy sounds from the pent-
house above. Plaster dust sifted

down as Strom turned a startled
glance upward.

“The old man’s ghost is at it!”
exclaimed Lewis, but he chuckled
knowingly. “Beatin’ hell out of that
clerk you think done it, hey”’ he
added.

Strom merely grunted as he ran
for the iron stair and raced up thet
last flight. He was in time to see
Officer Jansen, who had been left
here to prevent Burnett leaving by
way of the building, rattling the
knob of the cubicle door leading into
the penthouse.

“What goes on, Jansen?” cried
Strom.

“That gorilla I letin! T guess he's
killin® Burnett an’ the girl. Hell,
you said to let anybody in, but to
keep ’em in until you came to let ’em
out. So I—let ’em in! Now lookit
the damn thing!” He pounded on
the glass of the door, almost heavily
enough to smash it inward.

“Gorilla? Girl?” echoed Strom.
But he needed only to wait a few
seconds now, as a shadow approached
the glass, a lock clicked, and the
door came open to give sight of Bur-
nett’s back as the young man re-
treated toward one of the back
chambers.

Strom went nght in, stopping to
stare at what he beheld. Over on a
window sill almost cowered a young
woman in a becoming, if rather
shabby, street dress. Stretched full
length on- the rug beside the bed
which had belonged to Thurston
Webb was a heavy-set thug with
three days’ growth of brown beard on
his chin.

He was breathing stertorously, his
mouth wide open. Strom opened one
eye with thumb and forefinger, see-
ing the iris was only partly re-
tracted.

“He was one of Webb’s clients—
maybe. Said he was, anyhow,” ex-
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plained Lane Burnett quietly. “He
came busting in, and insulted Mrs.
Chester, here, and myself. I had to
tap him one on the chin, just a few
seconds before you knocked, in-
spector.” _

“Just like that—you had to tap
him one, eh?” inquired Strom quiz-
zically. “I heard the—tapping, from
below.  Know who this little play-
mate is, Burnett? No? This is
Sailor Connor, who used to be spar-
sing partner for Gene Tunney. Of
course, he’s not that good any more,
but—where did you learn to box,
did you say, Burnett?”

“I didn’t say, but it was Riley’s
-Gym>-

STROM nodded appreciatively,
looking up and down the lithe figure
of Burnett. In good trim—scale

about 190—and Riley made most of

his customers pay through the nose
for boxing lessons.
few, he developed until they either

were good enough for the profes-

sional ring under his management, or
proved lacking, Realizing that bank
salaries had not been immense in the
days when Burnett was assistant
cashier, Strom judged that Lane
must have received free instruction
at Riley’s, a guess he later proved
to be accurate.

“Well, Jansen,” said the inspector,
turning to the uniformed man in the
doorway, “haul away this hunk of
cheese. Give him a night in a cell,
and let him go in the morning. I
don’t think he’ll come around here
bothering any more, I may stop in
to question him.”

“He’s—" started Lane, but then his
lips' clamped. “Nothing,” he said
when Strom flashed a questioning
look. —

“All right, Burnett,” said Stro
dryly. “I just dropped in to say
that you are no longer compelled to

A few, a very

stay here., You probably had better
show up every day for office hours,
till we see where we stand, but I've
reached the conclusion that there is
plenty to this business we haven’t
even touched as yet.”

“By George!” breathed Lane in
thankful admiration. “I can’t even
guess how you’ve come to that con-
clusion, inspector—but I give you
my word you're right! I didn’t do
this thing! And—but pardon me,
both of you! I was so bowled over
I forgot my manners.

“Inspector Strom, I'd like to have
you meet Mrs. Albert Chester. She’s
an old client of Thurston Webb—
and my new landlady—yes, you are,
Letty, don’t dare to contradict me!”

“I—won’t contradict you—not

now,” she whispered, and smiled as —~—

though she was plucky, but still be-
wildered by something. “You don’t
mind if I—if we go now, inspector?”

“No, I don’t mind,” he said gravely.
“Only, let me have your address.
And don’t chase out of the city with-
out telling me. You see, I rather
expect developments here.”

“I wouldn’t say you'd be disap-
pointed, inspector!” was Burnett’s
half-laughing reply. “Will you tell
me the penalty for punching a law-
yer? Two lawyers? You see, Leaden
and his partner sent this Sailor Con-
nor over to persuade me, you might
say, to give them all the loot I stole
from Thurston Webb!”

CHAPTER VI.
THE SILAGE CHOPPER.

ELATED, determined, and with a
sort of breathless hope of abandoned
paradise surging through his arter-
ies, Lane led the way to the iron
stair, and down. He really had not
been given a chance to find out much
concerning Letty Chester—save that
she was not living with the scoundrel
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she married, and that she and her
meother had been forced to the last-
ditch level of renting an old brown-
stone front and letting furnished
rooms.

Al Chester, the handsome scion of
an old, once-wealthy Long Island
family, had been a sort of mystery.
The truth about him came out al-
most as soon as the dazzled Letty
Keith married him. Chester had
been the lieutenant of Samuel (Nig)
Sutro, who had controlled the hous-
ing, dope and liquor rackets for the
whole of Long Island east of Brook-
lyn, Forest Hills and Flushing,

Chester was not killed when the

G-men smashed Sutro and mowed

down so many of his men. But Ches-
ter’s importance—and his income—
ended there. He went into hiding,
leaving his bride of five months to
shift for herself.

The fact that both the Chester
and the Keith family fortunes had
consisted chiefly of bank stock, first
mortgages, and municipal bonds
made them particularly vulnerable
to the depression. The double-
liability clause in the stock holdings
of three banks which failed sank the
Chesters beyond hope, and left Mrs.
Keith and Letty with insufficient
capital for its income—when and if
there was income from it again—to
support them even in cheap lodgings.

They had tried it, with Letty seek-
ing work, and failing te find any at
all, untrained as she was. At last,
in desperation, she and Mrs. Keith

had leased and opened the five-story °

brownstone house as a lodging.
Even that did not work out, as
lodgers callously walked out on the
two women leaving bills unpaid. All
capital now had gone, leaving the

rent of the big place to be met. A

final thing was the chattel mortgage
upon the really fine furniture re-

maining from their period of pros-
perity.

This had been taken by Thurston
Webb, it seemed, and he had been
threatening to foreclose when Letty
had not been able to pay the first in-
terest quite in full on the due date.

Even while he was stunned by the
girl’s coming, Lane had recalled
clearly that nowhere in the ledgers -
had there been one single chattel
mortgage on furniture. A clue had
come at once, however, in the shape
of the truculent fellow Strom named
Sailor Connor. He had stormed in,
demanding “the stuff” Lane Burnett
had secreted. Lane, with the secret
of the floor cache in‘his mind, had
supposed that must be the thing.
But Sailor Conner had gone off on
a tangent. He did not speak of
jewels, but securities and papers
which the lawyers, Leaden and his
partner, Joe Goldwin, intended to
get hold of without delay.

IT seemed that there was a dif-
ferent side to Thurston Webb’s af-
fairs. It was much more sordid than
the relatively high-class and clean
loan business which he conducted
from the penthouse. It was usury,
bulldezing of the helpless, and the
worst sort of preying upon widows
—the sort of small-loan business
where fines and service charges
amounting to more than the face of
the original lean are levied from
time to time, insuring that the vic-
tim cannot possibly keep even, let
alone repay the face of the loan.

The two shysters ran this for
Webb, or so they claimed to do,
through Connor. The original loans
were made by Webb, who then

. turned everything of that one type

over to Leaden and his partner.
This revelation, taken as a matter

of course by Sailor Connor, who evi-

dently thought Lane another crook
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Lane Burnett and the girl were near the windgw=
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who had edged in—perhaps murder-
ing Webb, but anvway making off
with- some choice loot—made Lane
Burnett go white with fury.

Then the bullying ex-pugilist
tried to lav hands on the young man,
. and then, failing that, to knock him
down. Lane had feit forked light-
ning of joy dart through himself.
He met the attack, and treated Salior
Conner to what would be a surprise
as soen as he waked up sufficiently
to know it was anything.

The brownstone house was a long
way north, but a short time on the
subway express. Letty had got hold
of herself; and was" pleasant but a
trifle more reserved than Lane had
ever seen her in the old days. She
did not talk about herself at all, and
Lane did not dare ask how matters
stood between herself and Al Ches-

- ter,

~ Four "stories abewve this,

She had’volunteered the one
bald statement that she had not lived
with him for three and a half years.

The girl asked all about Lane him-
self, and he told her quietly, slur-
ring his misfortunes and the tragedy

. of his family.

THEY emerged from the subway
at Seventy-second Street, and then
walked four blocks. The number was
a house ‘exactly like the entire
row of similar ex-mansions. It had
an areaway with basement just three
steps down from sidewalk level.
all high-
ceiled: The {rontage was -ounly
twenty - feet, the house occupying
the whole lot. It, therefore; was
deep but very natrrow.

They entered the basement, where
Letty and her mother lived. -Mrss.

-Keith met them at the door, and with
“the ghost of her old welcoming smile

shook hands with the young man
who once had been engaged to her
daughter. ;

“Mother,” said - Letty, “I don’t
know what you're going to say about
this”—and she laughed shortly, roses
coming to her cheeks which hereto-
fore had been too pale—“but Mr.
Burnett—"

“I still think of him as Lane,” the
elder woman murmured.

“Well, Lane then. Lane says he’s
going to room here, and that he is

B coming into a lot of money. At first

he only wants a couple of rooms,
but later he will take a whole floor.
You—do you think that will be all.

right?”
“Letty, honey, haven’t you for-
; gotten—" suggested the mother
i} drearily. “But let’s not talk of it

and the thug was on the floor!
CLU—3

Lane.

now. Come rlght in and be at home
We—

“I think we’ll talk about it,” said
IL.ane, following her.. “I have an
idea that this mortgage that’s worry-
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ing you both will prove to be easy
enough to handle. You see, I was
just about to be employed by this
ogre of yours when he was killed.
Now I believe I'll handle his affairs
for a while. Make no mistake, there
will be no chattel mortgages fore-
closed while I am running things!”

“Oh-h!” breathed Mrs. Keith, tears
coming to hér eyes. “Is it—some
kind of a moratorium?”

“Call it that. I may have better
news than that for you—later. But
now, if you’ll just show me where I
can park myself, I'll send down my
scanty luggage later. And by the
way, I want a twelve-a-week room
near a bath, or with a bath—and
here’s three weeks in advance.”

He peeled off the bills from the
roll he had left, and gave them to
Mrse Keith. “Oh, but we don’t
charge that much for:any of our
rooms,” she objected. “The highest
one is nine.” -

“Well, I'll pick mine then, and pay
twelve,” he said. “I’'m glad to have
a choice. Come along, Letty, which
floor?” :

“W-which floor would you like?
There’s only one l-lodger left, old
Miss Hanke on the third.”

With the feeling of a wrench at
his heart, Lane stopped at the foot
of the staircase. He had to steel
himself, for the memory of old times
had flooded over him. Letty was
crying. He had no right to com-
fort her. The best thing he could
do was get away from here as fast
- as possible now, and not return until
the two women were over their emo-
tions of relief. Think of trying to
run a whole house—and eat, too—on
the rent paid by one lone female
lodger!

“On second thought,” he said,
“T’'ll let you choose my room for
me. I've got a little business to
tend to. After that I'll send or bring

e
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my stuff, and be here tonight if it's
all right.”

“It will be,” nodded Mrs. Keith.
“And thank you a thousand times!
We had just about given up hope.”

The little business Lane wanted
to settle had to do with the two-
lawyers. He itched to get at them
with fists, but realized that such a
course was most unwise now. In-
stead, he stopped at a drugstore and
phoned detective headquarters. He
was lucky enough to get Strom, and
answered the latter’s curious ques-
tions about where Lane was at the
time.

Then Lane finally broke in impa-
tiently, telling the inspector that
he had discovered something in re-
gard to Thurston Webb’s affairs.
He described the usurious side of
the loan business handled by the
pair of shyster lawyers, and asked
if Strom would like to meet him
outside Leaden’s office in twenty
minutes.

“I think I can settle the thing all
right, but in case trouble really
starts, you might like to attach the
papers yourself,” said Lane in con-
clusion.

“So that’s the answer, maybe,” re-
sponded Strom’s thoughtful voice.
“Yes, I would. Make it thirty min-
utes. I'll be there to give you moral
support—with a search warrant!”

PROMPTLY at a quarter past
four the two men met in the dim
corridor of an ancient building on
Fourth Avenue. Leaden and his
partner Joe evidently did not at-
tempt to put up any kind of a front.
Their names were on the glass of a
door that had not been washed with-
in the memory of man. When Lane
walked in, facing a typewriter desk
and empty chair in the anteroom,
Strom waited outside in the corri-
dor. He kept near the door, and ex-
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pected if those inside became ex-
cited enough, he could overhear them
plainly. The reason for letting Lane
Burnett try it alone first was be-
cause men of the stamp of Leaden
might let something slip if they did
not suspect themselves overheard.
And Strom had developed almost as
healthy a suspicion of the precious
pair, alibis and all, as Lane Burnett
entertained.

If the two shysters employed a
stenographer, she was out at the mo-
ment., The inner door was closed,
and yellow light on the glass told
that it was occupied. Without knock=
ing, Lane took hold of the knob,
— swung the door open, and stepped in-
side, closing it after himself. He
frowned down at the uncouth spec-
tacle presented.

Here were two filing cases, one

= double desk with a glass top, two

~swivel chairs, a water cooler, a hat-
tree, a wastebasket and two men in

shirtsleeves, with ties off—and a bot-

tle of whiskey with glasses on the
desk between-them at the sides of
their cocked feet. v

The air was blue with smoke. The
floor was littered with cigar stubs
~and cigarettes. Joe Goldwin went
for a cheap cigar that smelt like
Bubbly Creek in the Chicago Stock-
yards, and Martin Leaden smoked a
peculiarly penetrating brand of
cigarette.

“Him!” cried Leaden, leting down
his big feet with a crash to the floor,
and almost swallowing his cigarette.

“Who?” demanded Joe Goldwin,
frowning savagely. He had not en-
countered Lane Burnett, though
Sailor Connor now had given a full
report of the youth,

“I'm Lane Burnett.

_several things.

I came for
First, hand over to

me that chattel mortgage on the fur-
niture belonging to Mrs. Rutherford

Keith—"

— “No, Joe!” he cautioned, °
_cops.
way!”

“Hand to you? What t’ hell, are
you crazy? You—you—' sputtered
Goldwin, letting down his feet, and
squeaking forward in the swivel
chair. “Say, you are in trouble now
—with me! We got you here now,
and you better cough up damn fast!
Where is that stuff you stole from
our client, Thurston Webb?”

- “T didn’t take anything—though it

all belongs to me,” countered Lane.
“But I'm not answering questions.
Give me that mortgage instantly, or
T'll take this damned hole apart, and

—confiscate everything that looks as

though Webb might have had a hand
in it!” = : '
“What? I'll call the police!”
screamed Goldwin. He reached for
the phone. Leaden, looking ha-
rassed, had nothing to say, but kept
his partner from lifting the phoner
from its cradle.
not the
We can settle this,r maybe this

At the accented word hls hand'
ﬂashed down into the wide top
drawer of the desk. Nickel flashed

under his hand.

WITH a grim chuckle of joy at
the excuse, Lane leaped. He felt
sure that Leaden had meant only to
wave the revolver and threaten, but
this was a trophy which would ex-
cuse almost anything in Strom’s
eyes. And Lane Burnétt, for Mrs.
Keith and Letty, owed these sordid

“shysters plenty. No matter if Letty

had paid almost all the interest, they
still would assess fines and service
charges sufficient so that she and
her mother never would get out of
debt until they gave over their fine
furniture.

- Lane’s sweeping right caught the
lawyer flush in the teeth—with an

unexpected result. Even those flashy

gold teeth were false! Upper and
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lower plates smashed back under the
impact of the punch. Then Leaden,
choking, and howling nasally, fell
over backward in his swivel chair
and thumped te the floor. From that
moment he choked and busied him-
self completely with the important
job of fishing the false teeth out of
his throat.

Little Joe Goldwin, yellmg for
help, had leaped on top of Lane’s
back as the latter bent forward with
the force of his blow.

Lane humped, then threw himself
sidewise. His whole weight came
down squarely upon Goldwin’s
paunch—a projection much like a
rubber cushion to a sitter, but not
intended by its owner for any service
more arduous than discouraging
stenographers from sitting ir what
once had been his lap. :

Just as the' breath blew out of
Goldwin with an explosive “Awwk!”

the door opened, and in came In—f

spector Strom.

“J'am serving a search warrant for
this ‘office. = You aré suspected of
concealing material evidence in the
murder case of your former client,
Mr. Thurston Webb!” he announced
formally. Then, with the suspicion
of a grin, “All right, Mr. Burnett,
turn the place inside out. You’d be
more likely to recognize the kmd of
stuff than I would.”

STROM had to threaten immedi-

ate arrest on charges of violating the
Sullivan Law, for Leaden, and as-
sault and battery upon the person of
the smiling Lane Burnett, by Joe
Goldwin, before the screams of pro-
test subsided. Then the partners
were frightened, but sulky.
“You're taking away our whole
business!” said Goldwin in a quaver-
ing voice at last, as he saw the con-
tents of a whole filing case emptied.
“Why can’t we manage this just like

for cattle!” was Lane’s reply.

we done when Webb was alive? You
can’t do it 'half as good—""

“Oh, yes, I can!” gritted ‘Lane,
who had found evidence of the most
atrocious usury. “Just as soon as
the court awards Webb’s possessions
to me, every one of the mortgages
and notes goes back, marked Paid in

- Full, to the borrower!”

“Hm-m!” said Strom, going to the
door with one huge bundle under his
arm, while Lane took the rest, “may-
be it was not such a bad thing; after
all, that Webb died suddenly.

- “By the way, Goldwin and Leaden,
which one of you actually killed the
old man? T'm rather curious to
know!” - :

For a second there was dead si-
lence.  Then Goldwin screamed dis-
mally, topplmg and slumping again
to the floor in a faint.

“No, I refuse thatas a confessnon, :
said Strom contemptuously, as he-
opened the door and led the way
toward the street. “Lord, but the
fresh air tastes good!”

“Yes, that stinking den was de-
voted to chopping up human lives— .
like cornstalks fed into the chopper
“Do
we go to your office?”

“No, take these back to the Meno-
cino Building. I'm going to let you
carry on there.” After you left, there
were several clients who came. I
teld them you’d be there to transact
business at nine o’clock tomorrow
morning., Meanwhile, I am keeping
guards in the background, just to
make sure there won’t be any mere
murders—or robberies.”
~ That was the first hint Lane had
been given that Strom suspected
something valuable had been in the
shanty = penthouse; something far
more valuable than even the pledges
and bank books left in the two safes,
on the night Thurstcn Webb was
murdered.
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And there had been. There.cer-
tainly had been. The Lady George-
town diamond itself had lgen valued
long ago at half a miillion dollars.
Besides that, there had been an in-
calculable sum represented by the
other flashing jewels. Now, think-
ing of Strom and the possibility that
he had searched again and carefully
enough to uncover the hoard, the
young man’s shoulderblades twitched
as a chill raced across. : :

If that diamond once was identi-
fied as belonging to the Burnett fam-
ily, no inspector could fail to draw
erroneous but terrible conclusions.
Lane. would go straight to a cell.
Later—probably up the river to the
electric chair.

“I've got fo get there and see,”
breathed Lane to himself, cold per-
spiration of near panic starting to
his forehead.

CHAPTER VII
COWBOY OF THE SKY.

HE was still breathing fast when
he unlocked doors and entered the
penthouse, bearing his huge armful
of large-sized envelopes. Dumping
them hurriedly, he fastened both
doors at his back, then made a swift
search of the stuffy place.

Certainly no one was here now.
He pulled the shades, then swiftly
moved furniture and looked into the
floor cache. The green boxes were
still in place. ~

Just as he was replacing the trap
and the bed over it, he heard a
stealthy, scraping sound at his back.
He whirled, the pistol leaping forth
—but there was nothing in sight any-
where. : =

Striding swiftly to the outside
doors, he opened the first softly and
slowly, keeping the pistol ready.
Then he shook his head, mystified.
Nothing in the entry. He bent for-

ward, placing his ear to the outside
door, and instantly he heard a faint
thump and a rubbing sound.

Setting his jaw, crouching, he
clasped the bolt and chain in turn,
taking them noiselessly away. Then,
still with his left hand, he turned the
knob of the spring lock, and yanked
the door.

Then the breath oozed out of his
lungs. The hallway was completely
empty; and listen with all his ears
as he did he could not catch now the
faintest sound of a retreating foot-
fall.

“Someone was there just the same.
I felt—as well as heard,” Lane whis-
pered to himself. But then he shook
his head and closed the doors again,
making sure the safeguards were in
place.

The -remaining hours of the day
saw him gradually quieting from a
jumpy, belligerent state of nerves. .
He forced himself to start in with
the mortgages taken from the law-
yers. The sooner this nasty business
was out of the way, the better he
would feel.

His method was curt, but satisfy-
ing to his own soul—and probably
something like manna from heaven
to the poor devils who had made
these usury loans in the first place.
Lane simply took each document,
wrote with his fountain pen, Paid in
Full, across the face of each, and
signed  his name. In the cases of
larger amounts he added also a brief
explanatory letter. This business .
had ' been bloodsucking, but it had
ended. ,

With all these in stamped ad-
dressed envelopes, ready for mailing,
Lane looked for the first time at his
wrist watch, astonished to see how
the time had fled. He had missed
dinner and worked till eight p.m.
without a thought of himself. Now
he stretched a cramp in his back.
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He’'d take his stuff in a suitcase, and
go along out to Letty’s for the night.
She was expecting him.

In the few minutes of simple pack-
ing, though, he chanced to look out
of the back window, the one used for
egress .to the roof. And there he
caught sight of the rising full moon
just now appearing above the roof
of the next building, a fourteen-
story loft structure now almost with-
out tenants owing to its decrepitude.

-

LANE became frozen, immobile.
Up there on the cornice of the next
roof, twenty-five feet higher and
fifteen feet east of the wall of the
building on which the penthouse
rested, a crouched and toadlike hu-
man figure showed black and bulbous
against the clear white face of the
moon.

“What the hell?” whispered Lane
to himself, staring. Instinctively, he
knew this must concern himself. The
fellow up there had one arm up-
raised. His right arm. It appeared
to be waving a flag or something.
The high hand was circling around
in a gesture vaguely familiar.

Then the hand stretched out, al-
‘most in Lane’s direction—and some-
thing spatted against the brick chim-
ney which rose eight feet from the
roof. :

The bunchy silhouette straight-
ened then, and made motions with
both hands as though drawing some-
thing toward him. A few seconds
later the mysterious waving in air
began again. 7

“I’ve got you now, fella!” said
Lane grimly, aloud. He turned back,
got the phone, and rang Centre
Street, asking for Strom. Quickly,
he told the inspector of what was
happening. Then he returned to the
window, pistol ready.

He was just in time to see a
swinging, agile body, drawn out, and
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bunchy no longer, swinging along
the rope which stretched from the
cornice ug, there down to the chim-
ney of the M8&hocino Building. The
cowboy-burglar had thrown a loop
over the chimney.

Then—a sudden piercing scream,
which rasped across the balmy eve-
ning air like a tumbler-edge drawn
on plate glass. Up there at the cor-
nice the rope slipped a little. Then
it suddenly came free. With a hor-
rifying shriek, diminishing with
terrible swiftness, the black body on
the rope was snatched downward,
whipped against the wall of the
Menocino Building, then dropped
twelve floors to the concrete alley
beneath.

- His knees trembling, and nausea
gripping the pit of his stomach, Lane
turned from the moonlit window,
and slumped down in a chair to
await Inspector Strom. Down there
on the street there came the first
siren - moan of a coming squad car.

The tale was a strange one, but
the evidence remaining was irrefu-
table. Strom and his men covered
the ground both downstairs and up,
and the inspector was grim but
frankly puzzled.

“Good you warned us—and that it
happened just as we were coming,”
he said, with a raspy edge to his
voigce. “Otherwise—"

“Now, look here!” said Lane with
sudden tired resentment. “This man
was a robber, wasn’t he? Trying to
get over to this roof, probably to

break in here? I saw him, and
phoned—"
“Oh, sure,” said Strom. “I had a

look at him, down below. He wasn’t
exactly pretty. In fact, he'd—
splashed. But one side of his face
was unmarked. He was Bennington
Craig. You used to know him once,
didn’t you?” '
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and playing around with racketeers.

—sprmg and fall.

: “Benny _Craig 1”” almost whispered
Lane. “Yes—I knew him—only

“slightly. Haven’t seen or heard of
~ him in—four years.
- out on Long Island. A rich man—"

- Then he was

“Not four years ago,” snapped
“He was strapped, flat broke
I don’t think he’s been around New
York much lately, but once he was a

patron of dude ranches in summer,
- Miami in winter, and the night clubs
When he’d get tight

in the old days, he’d get on a dance

floor and do fancy rope spinning to
‘music if they’d let him. But I guess
~ this is the last roundup for Benny.

“What I'd like to know is, what the -
_hell is here in this penthouse to keep

attractmg robbers?”

~ Lane did not answer, couldn’t. For
the moment he had been stricken
dumb by a memory—one which

linked in bizarre fashion with the

= murder here in the penthouse

Four and one half years before,

~or nearer five perhaps, Lane had been

a guest at an estate at Sands Point.

Benny Craig had been there, and

Letty—and the human louse Lett

count.. The one thing that mattered
was the proposal this same Benny

~ Craig had made one afternoon, when
- they were kept from tennis and golf

by a misting rain. Benny had

brought forth a queer pronged spear,

and suggested that they go and get

themselves a mess of frogs’ legs for

a fry.
He had exhxblted the same kind

~of a weapon, a frog- glg, as the one
which had been found in the eye-

sockset of the penthouse usurer!
- And now he, Benny Craig, lay

~ dead on the pavement, after trying

‘his best to make another entry to
the penthouse!

~spears:
~to the roof the first time—and also
‘how he failed in his second try.

—said.
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CHAPTER VIIL
THE TOILS TIGHTEN

OFFICIALLY that solved the
case, No doubt Benny Craig had

—been omne of several in a gang, since

the waster himself hardly possessed

the brain to plan and carry out a

first-class crime. v
But Strom was satisﬁed “That’'ll
end it,” he said to Lane the next day,

“when he made—supposedly—his last
official visit.
~said about frog-gigging, and it’s true.

“I’ve checked what you

Benny used to do that alot, because

“he couldn’t buy frogs’ legs around
~here, and he loved ’em. They tell

me he went, all through the warm
months, down to the south Shore of
Long Island and out on the craw-
fish flats near Jamaica, after frogs.
“So, naturally, he had one of those
‘We know how he got over

Probably he thought you still had’

the stuff that had been in the safes.”
“And those two lawyers?” asked

Lane. He hoped this really was the

- solution of his troubles, but an un-

_easy premonition made him doubt.
later had married. There were otherr e

week-end guests too, but they did not

“Oh, they were in it, and we'il
waltz ’em around till they give—
enough,” said Strom. Then he held
out a hand. “I’'m going now,” he
“If I were you, I'd carry on

with the business. I’ll have the two

safes sent back. You can have the

will, and a lawyer will get probate
for you soon. I don’t know anyone

T'd rather see get the old splders
“money.” =
-Lane accepted the clasp wnth a
But then he shook his head.

smile. : d—
“Will you keep those safes down in
the station for a while?” he asked.

“ “T’'ve got an awful hunch this isn’t

over. Oh, I just feel it in my bones!

v Anynow, I can come down there and

get any pledge that is redeemed—
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and TI'll feel a lot better—”
“Say. no meore,” Strom cut in.
“You're going to be all right, though

if you like, I'll leave a man here for

a week.”

For an cobvious reason, Lane Bur-
nett did not want that. So he pre-
tended to be assured. But the sec-
ond the outside door closed after the
satisfied inspector, Lane Burnett felt
a chill of dread creeping back into
the marrow of his bones.

.THE previous night, when Benny
Craig had met his death, Lane had
locked wup, taken his suitcase and
gone out to Letty’s.
been spick-and-span, with fresh
flowers in a tiny vase on the table.
But he had not glimpsed either Letty
or her mother. ,

He had. smelled < pipe
though, and this had made him
frown. Of course, the girl and her

meother had got themselves another

male lodger; and he should have
been very glad. They could not hope
to live and pay rent on tlie income
from just two furnished rooms. And
he knew, with a depression of spirit,
that Letty would not let him help
her any further. Not while that rat
of a husband of hers still lived, and
there was no divorce.

“I’ll make her get one,” he had re-
solved.

This evening, when he locked up
and left, the uneasy feeling of being
watched was strong'in him. Yet
Tane could not detect any shadow
among the home-hurrying crowds on
the street.
shoulder holster for his pistel, and
was glad now that he was wearing

it. The mean streets were crowded

as he went to the subway; but it

seemed that eyes bored into his back

unceasingly.
In the subway a white-faced fel-
low who looked like a dope addict

His room had

smoke,-

He had got himself a

Goldwin yelled for belp as Lane ‘leaped

deliberately sidled a way close to
Lané, who was standing and helding
one of the white-enameled straps.
Their eyes met, and a burning ani-
mosity seemed to leap out from the
black orbs of the stranger. :

Lane almost spoke, then stared
down the stranger. Nothing hap-
pened. Lane got out at Seventy-
second Street, and to the best of
his knowledge the white-faced fel-
low did not come ocut of the train
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at Leaden and swung hard!

to the same platform. The crowd
was so great, however, that he could
not be certain.

AT the rooming house there was
no sign of Letty or her mother. The
door leading to their rooms was un-
 compromisingly closed, and no
sounds came from there. Upstairs
in the hallway, however, the smell of
tobacco was stronger. Also, as Lane
frowned and stopped a moment to

listen, he heard the rumble of sev-
eral masculine voices from upstairs.
Not one new roomer, but at least
three, had come. _ =

One glance inside his own room,
and the young man’s jaw jutted. His
suitcase -had been moved. The
clothes he had laid folded in- a
drawer of the chiffonier had been
rumpled.

Letty certainly had not done this.
Someone had  searched his effects.
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Had some member—or several mem-
bers—of the jewel gang or robber
gang taken up residence in the same
house with him?

That second there came a light tap
at the door. Then it opened swiftly,
and Letty was inside. She was white

of face, but lovelier than ever to the
man’s hungry eyes.

“Lane,” she whispered tensely,
“get out of here quickly. Go to a
hotel somewhere. You must. Hurry!”

“I will not,” he said, and took
three steps to her. Then his arms
went around her and he kissed her.
She tried to avert her face, then a
sob was torn from her.

“Oh, Lane, don’t!” she urged, but
let herself go pliant in his arms.

At that very instant Lane himself
disengaged his arms and stepped
back. He had heard muffled sounds
in the hallway. Those roomers had
come down all together.

Lane knew his way around, and
had heard plenty of grfim stories
about mobsters. A flash of inspira-
tion came to him. He could not start
a battle here with Letty present. So
he stepped back farther, as Letty
turned with a little cry. Bending
down swiftly, Lane transferred his
loaded pistol from shoulder holster
to a place under the tight garter-
band on his left leg. It was ques-
tionable if it would stay. But the
garters were new and strongly elas-
tic. He hastily yanked down the
cuff of his trousers, and swung to
meet the three unprepossessing indi-
viduals who crowded into the small
room, despite Letty’s gasp and futile
attempt to keep them out.

ALL three pushed pistols before
them. . Their faces were surly, de-
termined. One glance and Lane’s
teeth ground together. Two of the
men he did not know, but they
looked like higher-up mobsters. The

leader of the trio, however, Lane
did know. He hated the man from
the soles of his cordovan bluchers
to the artificial wave in the patent-
leather hair showing beneath his
cocked straw.

This was Al Chester, husband of
Letty, and an egotistic, selfish scoun-
drel of the worst sort. Worst, be-
cause Al Chester possessed brains
and a streak of inhuman cruelty,
coupled with a certain recklessness -
that passed for courage.

The dosér closed before anyone
spoke. Then Chester-gently shoved
Letty out of the way without look-
ing at her. One of the other men
caught her less gently, and thrust
her down in a chair.

“You know why we’ve come, Bur-
nett,” said Al Chester coldly. “This
little love scene has nothing to do
with it. We’ve been double-crossed,
and we're doing something about it.
You know what we want. Where is
it, still in the penthouse?” :

“I don’t know the story. Tell me
how you'’ve been double-crossed,”
evaded Lane, folding his arms.

“Frisk him, Carson,” said Chester
from the side of his mouth.

The second man moved sidewise,
keeping out of range of the other
two pistols. Then he reached and
ran his hands through Lane’s pock-
ets. He located the under-arm hol-
ster, but no pistol.

“He’s clean, Al” he reported.
“Mebbe there’s a gat around some-
where, though. He wears one.” ‘

“I didn’t expect to need it in bed,”
snapped Lane, to forestall the direct
question. “I keep-it in the pent-
house. Now, if you've got something
to say to me, suppose you let Mrs.

. Chester go to her room.”

“Yeh, let’s give her some of that
buttermilk that put the old lady to
sleep,” suggested the man called
Carson.
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A choked cry burst from the girl.
“That was why—oh, you poisoned
mother?” She tried to rise, but a
rough hand shoved her back in the
chair.

“Nothing much worse than a
Mickey Finn—horse medicine,” said
Al Chester callously. “Give her a
bromo before breakfast tomorrow,
and she’ll be O. K. But no, I think
maybe Letty will be useful to us.
If Mr. Burnett chooses to be trou-
blesome, that is.” HIS pohteness
was a corrosive sneer.

“We want the jewels,” he went on
in a more businesslike voice. “We're
not afraid of you, Burnett, since we
could send you to the chair for your
rascally uncle’s murder—" :

“Wha-at?” gasped Lane, truly
shocked to his heels. “My—uncle?”
~ Before the other could answer, how-
- ever, Lane saw—many things.

~ ~THE man who had called himself
~ Thurston Webb had been one of
two of his father’s half brothers.
Not the one who had supposedly ab-
sconded with Walter Raleigh Bur-
nett, but the other one, the black
— sheep of the family who had never
~ been mentioned in family councils
before the disaster. La
name—yes, Charles Larkin. And he
had been a loan shark, doing busi-
ness down here in the very same city
all the time.

“Of course, that’s nonsense about
the murder,” said Lane then, after
~ Chester had snapped something
~ about an eyewitness testifying, “but
P’m not disposed te make a point of
it under these circumstances. Let
L—Mrs. Chester—go and I'll tell you
exactly where the jewels are hidden.
The police have closed the case.
You can take my key and go and
get them.”

That did not suit the plans of the
trio, however. They told Lane that

“I don’t even hate her.

Larkin was the

‘they intended to have plenty time

for a getaway after getting their
hands on the jewels.- Old Webb had
double-crossed them. In letting him
have them for safekeeping until the
heat cooled, they had insisted that
he put directions on how to find the

-cache in his lock-box in the hands_

of his lawyers. But when they had
opened that box; it was empty. Per-
haps Larkin—or Thurston Webb, as
they knew him—had found the two
lawyers untrustworthy, and so had
quietly regained the hidden key.
“I'm telling you something,” said
Al Chester coolly. “We haven’t any
murders on our hands. Not that the
cops know about, anyhow. And if

“you play along, there won’t be any.

I koow it d be a good 1dea to bump

_you two—

“Two? Can’t you leave your own
wife out of it?” flashed Lane.

“Letty doesn’t mean a thing to me
any more,” said Chester with a sneer.
: So when
you and she show us the jewels hid-

‘den by that damned rat of a half

uncle of yours, we’ll tie you up and
—and mail a note to Inspector Strom

to come and release you. Fair
“enough?”
- “No,” gritted Lane. “You'll let

Mrs. Chester go now, or you’ll never

see those damned jewels.”

“O. K., fella,” said Chester w1th
ominous calm. He reached in a
jacket pocket, brought forth a si-

lencer which he screwed to the muz-

zle of his automatic. Carson did the
same. “Last chance, Burnett. Then

~you and Letty die—and we try to

find what you found, using your key.
Think we don’t mean what we say?”
“All right, I give in,” cried out

- Lane, with an agonized glance at
Letty. These devils, part of the

band which no -doubt had murdered

‘his own father—if not Thurston

Webb, about whose death they
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seemed to have a queer confidence—
would not balk at two more killings,
with between a half million and a

million in easily sold jewels at stake.

The stones now could be fenced
abroad, since years had elapsed since
they were taken.. Webb must have
had a tight grip on his thieves, in-
deed, to make them exercise such
caution after a rich haul.

SO, walking down apparently free,
accompanied by three men whose
right hands stayed in their jacket
pockets, Letty and Lane Burnett
were forced to enter a black sedan
which Carson drove. Half an hour
later they parked at the Menocino
Building. They went right into the
front entrance—and in ten seconds
old Jeff Garibaldi, the night watch-
man, was backing away from the
snout of an automatic, a prisoner too.

Jeff was bound and gagged and
left lying among the mops and
brooms of a closet. Taking the ele-
vator, the five ascended to the top

floor, then climbed single file to the

penthouse. Cursing, but unable to
help this exchange, unless he wanted
to expose Letty to the chance of
quick death, Lane opened the doors,
and let the stlck -up trio into the
shanty penthouse Lane had only
one satisfaction. The automatic had
stayed under his garter; and now it
felt comfortable, indeed.

“Move that bed. Lift the ring in
the wood. The cache is under the
trap,” Lane directed bitterly. “And
say, if Mrs. Chester and I promise to
do nothing and say nothing, can’t
you leave us—or at least her—free?”

“Nuts, fella,” snapped Al Chester.
“You're lucky as hell we don’t burn
you both. It's just—

He broke off short, bending for-
ward as the man named Carson and
the other hood lifted away the trap.
All three bent forward, and even

Lane Burnett looked. Then snarl-
ing accusing voices turned on hun
and the girl.

‘The space which had held the
green boxes of jewels was empty!

CHAPTER IX.
BANK CLERK BERSERK.

ONE glance, and giddy terror
swept through Lane Burnett. These
hoods would kill Letty now, and
himself, A

“Inspector Strom must have come
back—" he began excitedly. But in
the same second he knew words were
of no avail. The heartless, cruel
mask which was the real Al Chester
had, swung viciously around. The
men had taken off the silencers when
they had come in the car, but now
Chester yanked his from his pocket,

“Le’s bump ’em—an’ ’en search
thorough,” said Carson through the
side of his mouth. '

“0. K.—and you, Spottiswoode, put
a bullet in each, so we’ll all be in it,”
grated Chester. “Damn you for a
meddling fool, Burnett! Now—”

That was when Lane swept Letty
from her feet with a backhand thrust
of his left arm. He himself cata-
pulted forward, his head butting
straight for the midsection of Al
Chester, while at the same time his
hands went down, clawing fran-
tically at the heavily loaded gartes.

‘He struck—and there were cough-
ing -sounds. Something struck a
tingling pain through the base of his
neck.- Another shot seared along the
calf of his left leg.
~ But he and Chester were bowled
back, the man’s silenced gun wheez-
ing past Lane’s ear. Then Lane
struck, and rolléd to his chest. Up
came the automatic and he fired
once, twice—and then yelped and
rolled over, curling a little, as a
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downslanting slug struck and para-
lyzed his left elbow, sending shoot-
ing pains all the way to his eye teeth.

With a yell, he uncurled and let
go two more shots, straight into the
slanting, falling body of the man,
Spottiswoode, who had been the last
of the three hoods on his feet. -

But there was one thing more.
Carson, bubbling red foam, moved
and triggered from the floor, just as
a thrown shoe from Letty struck him
on the back of the head.

But the shoe was not needed.
Something, possibly a pile-up of

gases in the silencer of his weapon,

caused catastrophe. Thete was a
devastating explosion. The weapon
and his fingers seemed to curl up and
then belch fire and blood. One finger
sailed off by 1tself to smack against

~the wall.

Carson shrieked and fell back flat.
He squirmed a half minute, while
Burnett elimbed dizzily to his feet,
weapon ready, to look down at three
dying or dead hoods—the first men
Lane Burnett had ever killed in any
fashion. ,

“If you can still talk, Letty,” he
managed to whisper, “call the cops.
I—I sort of feel—weak. Might bring
the doctor, too, though I think—”

Letty, grasping the phone, gasped.
She had seen Lane crumple up in a
heap on the floor.

IT took some time to locate Strom,
"who had gone off duty, so other de-
tectives and patrolmen swarmed into
the penthouse first. With them a
surgeon, who made a swift examina-
tion of the three hoods. Three
shrugs. They were dead. Lane Bur-
uztt was sitting up on the floor, Letty
holding his shoulders. The doctor
saw the stains of blood, and mo-
tioned two blue-coated huskies to
lift- Lane onto the bed. There he
was undressed, and his slight wounds

“I’ve got the whole thing

treated and bandaged. Letty sat be-

side him, her hand over his. She was
pale and silent, after telling the first
detective sergeant she would tell

- everything to Strom when he came.

“That is, Mr. Burnett will,” she
corrected. “I really don’t know
what this is all about.” —

“Tell that to Eric,” snapped the
detective. But he left them alone
and waited. Strom had been on this
queer case all along. He was still
in charge. =

Lying there, looking up at Letty’s
stricken profile, Lane found his
brain clearer than ever before. He
saw the whole involved mess—that
is, he thought he could guess the
part which suddenly was necessary
as a complement to the mystery
Strom had said was solved.

The rustlings and thumpings, the
feeling of a presence near him when
he worked in this room. Then, the
mention of the dead hood’s name by
Al Chester, Spottiswoode. That was
the same name Thurston Webb had
mentioned. Webb had said Spottis-
woode had killed Walter Raleigh
Burnett, Lane’s father.

“Webb—or Larkin, as he really
was named—must have been willing
for me and the police to get after
Spottiswoode, when he came for the
jewels,” reflected Lane. “And I be-
lieve, by thunder, I know exactly
why!” .

That was when Eric Strom came
striding in. His blue eyes were
questioning. Lane lifted a hand to
beckon, and then sat up on the bed.
, inspector,”
he said.

_“Four years ago my father for
some reason was taking his fortune,
converted into jewels, away some-
where in his yacht. “That was his
mtentlon, anyhow. He was afraid
of what might occur to the financial
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arrangement of this country, per-
haps.

“In the bank also was his half
brother, Henry Larkin. Henry saw
the chance to steal some money—a
million in cash and securities. He
took it and disappeared at the same
time my father disappeared.

“Well, my father was murdered
by these three men in here on the
floor, with the connivance of the
fellow we knew as Thurston Webb.
Webb was really another Larkin
half brother, who was a fence for
jewel thieves, a pawnbroker, a loan
shark—and whatever.

“These men got the huge haul of
jewels, but let it lie hidden here till
the heat cooled. Then the other
members of the gang were double-
crossed by Webb-Larkin. I'll go into
that part later. Meanwhile—"

Here he sketched swiftly the hap-
penings of the night, and what Ches-
ter and his two companions had re-
vealed before their deaths. Then
Lane seemed to recall something.

“Heavens, Letty!” he exclaimed to
the girl who still sat silent and pale
on the edge of the bed. “They said
they had drugged your mother. Do
you suppose—"’

With a cry of terror the girl
sprang up. Lane asked if a doctor
could not go in a squad car, and see
about the mother. With an odd
glance at Lane, the inspector gave
the necessary orders.

“I was so—disturbed, I f-forgot!
Oh, poor mother!” Letty breathed at
departure. “Come home as soon as
you can, won’t you, Lane, dear?”
And she bent, kissing him swiftly,
then turned to hurry away.

“You timed that,” accused Strom

grimly, though there was a half-

amused twinkle inhis blue eyes. He
was really thinking that this bank-
clerk stooge of Thurston Webb’s

‘was proving up a good deal of a

tartar.

“Yes, I timed that. I didn't want
Letty here for any more of this,”
said Lane rising. He dropped his
voice to a whisper intended only for
the detective’s ear. “There is still
more to this damned case!”

“More? Hell, isn’t—" )

“Yes, now you listen with both
ears. It's got to be this way. You
see—"

And Lane spoke well and fast,
still holding to a whisper, for sev-
eral minutes. As he listened Strom
looked down at the floor, at the
empty lgle where the green boxes
had lain, and his jaw grew harsh.

“Two brothers—and not Thurston -
Webb dead at all?” he gasped at last.
“My Lord, you may be right. It's
wild, but—" ,

“It would pay him to leave the
bank books. Think of it. He.has a
million—and these gems. *“Why not
leave a fortune of a couple hundred
thousand to make sure I'd stay here
and keep the gang busy? They
thought naturally that I'd killed the
old man, and taken the jewels—"’

But Strom, battle light glinting in
his eyes, had swung away to issue
terse, low-voiced orders to his men.
One of these went down to the elev-
enth floor, and there opened a win-
dow. He went out to the fire escape
which served this part of the build-
ing and waited, gun in hand.

Another pair of detectives went
down to guard the stairway and ele-
vators. Strom himself, with one
capable-looking sergeant, walked
down to the twelfth floor and there
rang the bell of the Acme Manufac-
turing Company—the almost de-
serted suite of offices where one red-
haired clerk had been left to end the
defunct business.

There was no answer to the ring,
so the capable-looking sergeant bus-
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_ied himself with some keys, while
Strom looked away so as not to have
official cognizance of this breach of
regulations.

Just as the sergeant gave an ex-
clamation of satisfaction, and
straightened, turning the knob and
pushing open the door, a light
bloomed inside, and a shadow fell
across the doorway. '
~ “Up with your hands! I’ll shoot!”
came an agitated voice, shrill and
quavering with a terror greater than
even robbers ought to inspire. It

was the red-haired clerk, still in the
office after hours. In the half shadow
he looked older, lined of face. He

~held a weapon which Strom grimly
~recognized, a .357 Magnum. Too

good, too powerful and expensive a

weapon for police to have. Only

crooks owned them thus far, you

— might say. >

“This is police,” snapped Strom

— “I want to ask some—"

~ That was as far as he got.

sudden rasping yell, the cornered
man pulled trigger. The pistol
~crashed. The sergeant next to
~Strom said “Hah!” and staggered
“back against the door.

Strom cursed and fired. But that
second the redhead whimpered
strangeRy and dodged to one side.
He ran behind some filing cases,
made for a narrow door which said
“Men.” He slammed this door before
Strom counld reach it.. A ‘lock
ratcheted.

Strom cursed again, lowering his
pistol and slamming three shots into
the lock. He yanked once, twice,
and at the third try the door burst
_open, There was no one in the
~ laboratery; and the single window
was locked on the inside.

There was no mystery about this
disappearance, though. An iron lad-
der was screwed to one wall, and up
there were sounds of conflict oc-

With a-

- ally grew unable to travel.

currmg just above an open trap in
the ceiling.

UPSTAIRS in the penthouse,
Lane Burnett sprang up with a cry
at the sound of the first shot. He
had guessed right!

He was actually lookmg down the
hole in the floor where the cache of
green boxes had lain, when the arm,
followed by the disarranged red wig
of a panic-stricken murderer and rat
appeared, With a grim cry Lane
went to his knees, seized the arm,
and then hauled with all his strength
till the man’s body shot up and out
of the hoIe, scraping cruelly against
the narrow sides. And then Lane
seized the fellow in a bear hug, pull-
ing him sidewise to the floor. The
red wig came off. The man strug-
gled to bring his: big pistol to bear,
but the one detective left in the
penthouse seized it and twisted it
away. A moment more and Lane
Burnett sat upon the chest of the
snarling, slavering spider Larkin—
the scheming plunderer and mur-
derer he had known as his employer,
Thurston Webb. —

That was really all that happened.
Two days later Webb made a com-

_plete confession. He had given shel-

ter to his own absconding half
brother in order to get hold of the
million in cash and “securities taken
from the bank. = -

The brother had been suffering
from arthritis deformans, and gradu-
In order
to further the wily scheme then

“hatching in his brain, the loan shark

Thurston Webb began to imperson-
ate his own brother, dre:.smo- like
him and adopting his mannerisms of
speech and his apparent physu:al dis-
ability.

In order to have the brother take
his place at times, Webb even had the
latter shave his head regularly to
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simulate the bald patch on the loan
shark’s head. '

Then, of course, all was ready. The
main part of the jewel gang, cap-
tained by Spottiswoode, had mur-
dered Walter Raleigh Burnett when
the latter, starting for his yacht in
the tender, was burdened with the
jewel wealth he intended to cache
somewhere outside the borders of
the United States.

The elder Burnett had been no
crook at all, merely pessimistic and
somewhat selfishly unpatriotic. He
had lost his life because of trying to
save one million from the financial
panic he foresaw for his country, and
for the bank of which he was presi-
dent.

In losing his life he also had been
marked as an absconder, getting half
the blame for the million embezzled
by his employee, Larkin.

Because of the celebrity of the

jewels, the pawnbroker-fence had
convinced Spottiswoode, Carson and
Al Chester to let the jewel loot lie
untouched for four or five years.
Meanwhile there would be other,
smaller jobs, and Larkin would keep
the gang supplied with subsistence
cash when hauls were too scant.
That set the whole stage for
Charles Larkin. He knew of Lane
Burnett and the latter’s daily pe-
rusal of the want ad columns. It
was no trick to hook him. Lane, of
course, would be recognized by Al
Chester and Spottiswoode. - They
weuld think Lane guilty of killing
Thurston Webb and trying to get

back his family jewels.

They did think this; and as a re-
sult enlisted the fancy roper who
fell to his death trying to get across
to the penthouse to search for the
jewels.

Thurston Webb-Larkin calmly
drugged his own crippled brother,
hauled him up to bed in the pent-
house, then killed him. The imple-
ment of murder, the frog-gig, was
intended to throw suspicion on Al
Chester—which it did.

Webb-Larkin intended to live
there on the twelfth floor, in the
Acme office, until the furor died
down. Then he would calmly take
what was left of the embezzled mil-
lion, plus the enormously valuable
Lady Georgetown diamond, and the
other loot of this and smailer rob-
beries, and vanish to South America
or Europe. :

“AND that’s the story—all except
one thing,” said Lane Burnett, when
he reached this point in telling the
final development to Letty, some
two hours later. “T’ll never sell the
Lady Georgetown diamond. It must
remain in the family, to be handed
down to my illustrious descendants.

“But right now, Letty dear, I don’t
suppose I have any illustrious de-
scendants. Hope not, anyhow. ‘Do
you suppose you could help me out
with this terrible problem?”

She smiled, blushing a little as he
drew her close. “Suppose we work
on that together, Lane dearest,” she

~whispered.

THE END

Thrills and excitement packed in every line, the nexi
issue will bring you, among ofhers, a complete novel,
"House of Plunder,” by Edward Ronns; a Johinny Eight-
betl Pike novelette, “The Black Widow Murders,"”
ond other greaf stories. Be sure fo gef your copy!
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Embulances Are For Sick People

BY FREDERIC SINCLAIR

throat of a banshee, the ambu-
lance flashed down Highway
20. Rubber shrieked as Joe twisted
the wheel, slithering around. an S
curve, Sandy took his finger off the
siren button, held on. They straight-
—ened with a neck-cracking lurch.
- Spinning wheels slewed off the ma-
cadam, churned gravel and dirt
against rear fenders in a staccato
chatter. Joe eased up on the gas
pedal, double-clutched into second,
- trod hard on the accﬂerator They
gobbled up road in a burst of speed.
Ahead, the highway dipped and
rolled like a haphazardly flung rib-
‘bon in the moonlight. Joe settled
his shoulder against the cab door,
grinning gleefully as the speed-
ometer crawled past seventy.

I IKE a fleet gray ghost with the

Sandy Trotter sang softly in beat

with the whining motor:

“Oh, Joe, Oh, Joe, you go so slow,
What can the matter be?
We left at one on emergency run,
And brought back a corpse at
tbreé :

Joe fondled the steering wheel.
“Doc! This bus’ll do ninﬂty with
the brakes on and you dragging your
feet. What a wagon!”

Sandy jerked forward, jabbing at
‘the siren button. The siren moaned
to life, screeching a high-pitched
wail. Up ahead a red- and green-
lighted convoy truck nearly climbed
a ditch. They hurtled past, rocking
with the wind pressure. '

Sandy hunched his white coat up

around his neck. He took his medi-
cine kit off his lap, put it on the seat
between them, and lit a cigarette.
He settled back, watching the road
slide under them in a hazy blur.

He wished he could sleep. He was
dead tired. His head ached, his feet
hurt and now the seat of his pants
was catching hell. Internes, reflected
Sandy bitterly, lead a dog’s life.
Especially in a hospital like the

- Watersport General Hospital, where
~ he was Number One interne. Under-

staffed, overworked, little pay and
no thanks. Even the nurses were
homely. The work was messy, too.
Mostly accident cases, like this one
they were on now.

Midway between two Ia’rge cities,
the Watersport General Hospital pa-
trolled the area that the city hos-
pitals wouldn’t touch. They col-
lected crash victims, fitted the pieces
together and sewed them up in
wholesale fashion. It was good
training for an aspiring young doc-
tor, Sandy admitted sourly, but even

_champagne tastes lousy when you

get it in bucketsful.

Joe said, “Grab your rumpus.
We're going into a spin!”
~ He babied the wheel, judged his
distance. They skidded off the main
highway, caromed down a narrow,
hog-backed road.

Sandy put himself back on the
seat, growled, “My hair’s white.
“Satisfied?” '

Joe grinned. The ambulance per-
formed a neat little two-step around
a gaping hole in the road. Fifty



AMBULANCES ARE FOR SICK PEOPLE 53

feet ahead the lights picked out a
frowzy sign that read: :

OLD MILL, TURN RIGHT.

Joe grunted. “Dr. Trotter, you
ether bum, we have arrived.” He
jammed on the brakes. “Thought
this gin mill was closed up?”

“It is,” said Sandy. “The guy who
phoned the hospital said there was
an accident and that they’d dragged
them into the Old Mill to await our
pleasure.” He scowled. “Rather a
surly laddie he was, too. Wouldn’t
volunteer much information.”

THE headlights flashed across
trees. They -swung up a narrow
winding driveway that wound
through tangled shrubbery. Through
the bushes Sandy could see pin-
points of light.

“That,” said Joe, “is the Old Mill.
The ‘Old Clip-Joint’ we used to call
it. What a honky-tonk!”

They burst into a gravel clearing
with a mossy fountain in the center,
and slammed to a stop before a ram-
bling, one-storied building. Sandy
grabbed his bag and was halfway up
the broad veranda steps before the
ambulance stopped moving.

A door opened, streaming light
“In here, buddy,”

onto the porch.
somebody said.

Sandy walked across the porch
and went in. He found himself in a
dusty taproom with cobwebbed oak-
beamed ceilings, high paneled walls,
old-inn style furniture. A bar with
a brass footrail took up most of the
room. Standing with their backs to
the bar, looking at him, were two men
and a girl in a scarlet, breathtaking
gown. °

The girl was leaning with her el-

bow on the bar, her head in her hand”

as if she were tired. Her face was
white; a drained white. Her mouth

. guy’s an interne.

!

slashed across it like a crimson
smear. , \

The man who’d opened the door
nudged Sandy’s arm. He turned.

“You’re the doc, ain’tcha?” said
the man.

Sandy nodded.
“What’s wrong?”

The girl at the bar straightened.
“My gawd, he’s only a kid! What
can a kid do, Max? Those boys
need a doctor, not a kid.” Her voice
was husky, rather thick. Mentally,
Sandy catalogued it as a whiskey
tenor.

Max said: “Shut up, Myrna! This
All internes are
kids, but they know their stuff.”
He turned back to Sandy. “You
know your stuff, don’t yuh, kid?”

Sandy looked at him. Max had a
heavy, dark face. There were bags
under his eyes; bluish bags. His
eyes were red-rimmed and sore look-
ing. You've got kidney trouble,
brother, thought Sandy, but who
cares?

“Yes,” he said.

He said: “I know mygstuff. What'’s

happened here?”

A short, baldheaded man at the bar
took a cigar out of his mouth and
said: “You were so damn anxious
about them mugs and now yuh stand
there and chin. They'll croak if
yuh don’t do somethin’.”

Max looked at him. “Those guys
are tough, Charley. Good and tough.
A coupla minutes more ain’t gonna
matter.”

Charley' put the cigar back in his
mouth. “Oke, oke,” he said. “They
are your babies, not mine. It don’t
make no difference to me, one way
or the other.”

Max took hold of Sandy’s arm
and edged him toward the bar.
“We've got a bottle. Have a drink,
doc. One drink. Then you can go
to work.”

Sandy said: “Listen. I appreciate

-
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your hospitality, but if somebody’s
hurt let’s take a look at them. We
broke all traffic records getting here
because a call came in that someone
was hurt. If I wanted a drink I

could buy one”—he shook Max’s

hand off his arm—“but I don’t want
a drink.”

Max’s voice was injured. “Oke,
oke, you’re the doctor,” he said.
“Yeah, you're the doctor. Just

thought you might want a little
snifter—"

“For cripes sake, Max!” broke i ina
tall thin man with cold eyes. “You've
been worrying about those chumps
ever since we—ever since they got
hurt. You can’t wait until you get
a sawbones out here, and then all

_you do is talk! I think you want
those boys to croak.” ;

“You think!” snarled Max. “You
couldn’t think if you stood on your
head! Who the hell called that hos-
pital and told 'em to send an ambu-
lance right out? Who? Me! Yon
guys didn’t even want to have any-
thing to do with them stiffies. Let
’em lay and leave ourselves wide
open to get our hinders burned. You
think! Don’t make me laugh!”

The big man was getting so ex-
cited Sandy thought he’d have a
case of apoplexy on his hands be-
fore he found out who was hurt.

FOOTSTEPS sounded on the ve-
randa. The effect on the occupants
of the room was startling. Charley
cursed and bounced across the floor
toward the door on his toes. The
biggest gun Sandy had ever seen

had somehow grown in. his hand, -

Max melted away, gliding into the
shadowy hall. Steel glittered in his
fist. The girl swore softly. She
didn’t move from where she stood.
But she lifted up her red gown—
lifted it way up and slid a tiny, snub-
nosed revolver from a silken hol-

ster adhesive-taped to her thigh. Her
mouth twisted in a hard red pencil
line. The tall thin man sidled be-
hind the bar. He took a gun from
his coat pocket and propped his el-
bows on the bar, looking over the
barrel of the gun at the door.

The door opened and Joe walked
in with a rolled-up stretcher under
his arm. He blinked at the girl;
looked startled at the man behind
her sighting at him along six inches
of blue steel.

“Hey!” he hollered.

Max loomed alongsxde of hlm
“Freeze, buddy!” he said, and jabbed
a gun in his ribs.

Joe dropped the stretcher, eyes
wide. “Holy mackerel!” he gasped.

The girl said “Nuts!” disgustedly.
She lifted up her dress and tucked
the gun back in the silken sheath.
She turned her back and poured a
stiff drink from a bottle on the bat.

The man with the cold eyes wag-
gled his gun at Sandy. “Your man?”
he asked, flatly.

Sandy said: “Yeah. Can he live?”

Charley came back to the bar. He
took the cigar out of his mouth and
dropped it on the floor; lit another
one. “Why didn’t you say somebody
was with you?” he demanded. °

“Because I don’t remember you
asking,” Sandy snapped. “And what
the hell’s going on here, anyhow?”

Max took his gun out of Joe's rib
and walked over to Sandy. “Now,
doc, don’t get excited,” he soothed.

“We just thought your friend was

somebody else that’s all.”
Joe picked up the stretcher and
edged into the room. He eyed Sandy

questioningly. “What’s up?” he
asked, low-voiced.
Sandy shrugged. “A bunch of

kids with popguns and a bad case
of nerves. Anyhow, we're leaving.”
He started for the door. “Come on,
Joe. False alarm.”
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Max said: “Nix! Wait a minute,
kid. Don’t be like that!”

Sandy turned. He said: “Listen.
We came out here under the im-
pression somebody was hurt. We
didn’t come to have a bunch of mo-
rons wave guns in our faces and
act tough. Nobody’s hurt, that I
can see—yet. We're leaving. Thanks
for nothing.”

“Spunky kid, ain’t he?” said Char-
ley, chewing on his cigar. “I don’t
get that crack about Mormons,
though.”

“Sure he is, sure,”
“Doctors gotta be spunky.
this kid. He’s got somethin’.

“Well, let him give it to them two
flatties,” the girl—said. “If he’s got
something, let him patch up them
two mugs. They're in a bad way.”

Sandy looked at her. “Is there
somebody hurt, sister, or is this a
gag?” he asked.

“A gag!” She laughed harshly.
“Listen, sonny, there’s two boys in
there”—she jerked her head at a
door behind the bar—“with holes in
them bxg enough to stick your foet
ln ",

nodded Max.
I like

39

SANDY turned eand walked
around the edge of the bar. He

squeezed past the tall, thin man and

opened the door.

The room was dark.

“There’s a switch just inside the
door, on the wall,” called Max.

Sandy slid his fingers along the

wall, switched on the light. A bed
without any mattress stood in the
ceniter of the room amid a litter of
dusty packing cases and whiskey
cartons. On it sprawled two men
on their backs. A couple of table-
cloths had been thrown over the bed-
springs. The men’s shirts were sat-
urated with bload. The tablecloths
had little pools of it in the wrinkles.
It didn’t smell nice in the room, for

~ Sandy said:

there wasn’t any window. -

Sandy walked over to the bed and
put his bag on a chair. One of the
men was breathing hard, rattling in
his *throat. Sandy tilted his head
gently. The man stopped gasping,
breathing more easily, saliva trick-
ling out of the corner of his mouth.
The other man sucked air through
his teeth, whistling. His face was
so white it looked transparent. They
were both unconscious. ‘

Sandy opened his bag and took
out a pair of scissors. He cut the
blood-soaked shirts off both men.
The bigger man had been shot in
the chest. He wasn’t bleeding much-
anymore. Sandy grimaced. He was
bleeding inside, filling up the lung.
The other one had been shot in the
arm. The bullet had entered at the
wrist, plowed upward ripping ten-
don and flesh and came out at the
elbow., The elbow bone was shat-
tered. The exposed artery pulsed
He had bled terribly.

“Joe!” shouted Sandy.

Joe came in with Max after him.
Max’s face got green when he saw
the wounds of the two men.

“Gawd !’ he said thickly. “Gawd!”

“I need hot water. Plenty of it.
And a basin or somethmg,_ said
Sandy.

“Yeah. ~ You bet, kid. Anything
you say,” bobbed Max. He went out.
Sandy heard him holler: “Hymie!
Beat it out in back and heat some
water. The doc wants plenty of hot
water. Get a pan or a basin, toeo.”

“Hot water?” said Charley.
“What's he gonna do, give ’em a
bath?”

Joe'looked at the two men on the
bed. “Boy! You got something,
there,” he said. :
“Yeah.” He was do-
ing things to the big man’s chest.

Max came back into the room.
“Hymie’ll have some hot water here
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in a minute,” he said.  “Can yuh fix
’em up all right, doc?”
Sandy didn’t look up: “I can patch

~them up enough to get them into a

hospital, maybe,” he said, “but it’s

a ten-to-one chance. They've lost a
lot of blood. We’ll have to get there

in ahurry.” -
~ “M-m-m,” said Max. He tapped
his teeth, staring at Sandy. “M-m-m.

That’s too bad They was nice boys,

too, I guess.”

“Hell,” said Joe, “I got a buggy
out there that’ll get ’em in one, two,
three! Don’t you worty, “mister,
we’ll get ’em there in time!”

Max eyed Joe speculatively.
tapped his teeth again.
so? A fast wagon, eh?” He rubbed
his chin.- “I don’t thmk it’s fast
enough, though”

He

The big man on the bed moaned ‘

Sandy said: “Where the hell’s that
water?”

Max went to the door “Hymie!”
‘he bellowed, “shake a leg, will yuh?”
He came back in.
that guy moves- fast is when he pulls

a gun/’

SANDY seated himself on the bed.

He held a hypodermic needle in his
“hand, squinting at it. He asked
casually: “I thought this was an ac-
- cident? Who shot these men?”

Max grabbed a chair, spun it

around and straddled it, leaning his

_chest against the chair’s back. “It
was an accident,” he said. He sucxed
on a tooth. “Doc, you're in a Spot

~ “Pm in aspot?” -

“Yeah,” Max nodded, “but I don’t

think you’ll get hurt. Just don’t
try master-minding' See?- Don’t
*~ get curious.

The tall, thm man with the cold
eyes came in.' He had a rusty ket-
tle of steaming water in one hand

~and a saucepan in the other. “Where

yuh want this?” he asked.

, Jumpmg in his cheek.

“Is that

“The only time

Sandy motioned at the chair. Hy-
mie put the kettle down gingerly,
His eyes slanted to the bed. He got

“nervous and dropped the saucepan.

Sandy said, “T'll get it,” and leaned
over and picked it up.

He straxghtened slowly, a muscle
“Get that glri
in here,” he ordered. .

Max raised his eyebrows. “Myrna”’r
What d’ya want her for?” =

“She’s going to play nurse,”
told him.

Max tapped his teeth. He nodded
to Hymie. ‘“You heard the doc,” he;
said. “Get Myrna in here.”

The girl, Myrna, came in. She
stood at the foot of the bed, her face
expressionless as she looked down-
at the two men. “They going to
live?” she asked m a flat voice.

“Sure they are;
“The doc’s gonna patch ’em up and
take ’em into a hospital.”

Her shoulders jerked. “Hospital?”
she said mcredulously “You daEEy,
Max?’)

- “Yeah, r m daffy,
eye dropped in a slow wink,

Sandy was rummaging in h;s bag.
He took out a big syringe with a
long curved needle. He opened the
lid of the kettle, sucked hot water
into the syringe and then shot it
out in the saucepan, warming it.

He motioned to Myrna. “Stand
here,” he said. He handed her a
hypodermic. “Every time I say
‘shot’> you stick that in his arm,
here” He indicated the vein on
the underpart of the wounded man’s
forearm. “That’s so the blood won’t
clot. Understand?” ‘

~She didn’t say anything. She
nodded, hOlding the hypodermic like
a cigarette in her fingers.
was white. But Sandy knew, in-
stinctively, that she wouldn’t faint,

Joe said: “Want me to do any-
thing, Sandy?”

Sandy

Max told her.

said Max Hlsﬂ =

Her face



AMBULANCES ARE FOR SICK PEOPLE : 579

“No,” said Sandy. “Not yet.”

He leaned ower the wounded man.,
The hole in his chest was small, with
a purplish, puckered look to it. It
went straight down, just missing the
lungy and there was a hemorrhage
there. The important thing right
now was to locate the hemorrhage
before it clotted.-Once it clotted and
blocked the heart there was no hope.
Even now, the chances were slim.
He tapped on the man’s chest,
slowly, methodically, all around the
purple hole. He found the hemor-
rhage. Deftly, skillfully, he inserted
the three-inch curved needle into the
bare chest.

Sandy pulled out the needle. The
syringe was full. He pushed the
plunger and filled the warm sauce-
pan with blood. “Shot!” he said.

The girl jabbed the hypodermic.
Sandy nodded. She pulled it out.
Sandy sucked the blood out of the
saucepan into another hypodermic.
He injected the blood back into the
man’s arm. Then he picked up the
syringe with the curved -needle
again. He repeated the operation.

THREE-QUARTERS of an hour
later, Sandy stood up and moved his
head stiffly. He said: “That’s all.”

The girl sighed, her mouth quiv-
ering. She dropped the needle, wa-
vered. Max got up and put his arm
around her. He lifted her up and
swung her onto the chair.

“Get a drink for her, Hymie,” he
said. He gulped uncomfortably.
“Get one for me, while you’re at it.”

Sandy said: “Now, this one.” He
- motioned to the other man.

He needed no help for this. He
cleaned the bone, filed it, then set
the arm. He took needle and thread
and, squatting like a tailor, pro-
ceeded to sew up the wound. He
bound the arm and stood up. _

“They’ve got to get to the hos-

pital right away,” he said. “They
both need a blood transfusion.”

Max shook his head. “It can’t be
done, doc,” he said. “They’ll have
to fight it out here.” :

Sandy looked at him, eyes glint-
ing. He said evenly: “These men
are going to a hospital, right now!”

“Sure, sure,” said Max. “They’ll
go to a hospital. But not right now.”

Hymie’s face was jerking. He
said: “Let’s bump ’em; Max.”

“You dope dunce,” snarled Max,
“keep out of this before I smear
you!”

Myrna’s scarlet mouth moved.
“You were a sap to get these guys
out here, Max,” she said. “You were
a sap to lug these two along after
we plugged them. You've been a
sap all around, Max. I wish to God
I'd never seen you!”

Hymie rasped: “Yeah. That goes
for me, too. Whoever heard of
bumping a coupla guys off and then

-callin’ a doctof to bring ’em back to

life? It ain’t sensible.”

Max grabbed the thin man by the
neck and shook him. “What you
trying to do, give me the business?”
he hollered. “If it hadn’t been for
you we wouldn’t be in this jam. I
never killed a guy in my life. It
was you that bumped ’em off, but
we’d all fry for it. These guys ain’t
gonna die, though, because I had
sense enough to call a doctor. We
can scram, now, and not have a mur-
der rap hanging over our heads.”
He flung Hymie from him.

The girl laughed bitterly. “Don’t
make me laugh, big hearted,” she
said. “How can we scram? The
car’s got so many holes in it, it’s a
wonder it got us this far without
falling apart.”

“You forget that these guys came
out in an ambulance,” Max said
softly. '

Myrna sat up straighter, “Max!”
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Max laughed. “I'm daffy, eh? You
and Hymie lay in the back. I put
the doc’s white coat on and sit in
front with Charley, who drives.

Duck soup! We might even get a
police escort.”
Sandy said: “You're crazy! You

can’t get away with it!”

Max turned beady eyes on hlm
“Now, doc, take it easy,” he said.
‘Wou and your flunky just sit tight
and see that these boys don’t croak.
We ain’t going to hurt you.”

Sandy gritted: “Thanks.” He
started to put his instruments away,
stowing them in the bag carefully.

Myrna stood up. “Well, what are
- we waiting for?” she said. “This
joint’s getting in my hair.”

THE man who had been shot in
the chest commenced to groan. He
cursed weakly. The words throt-
tled in his throat. He choked.
Sandy bent quickly over the bed,
putting his head down close to the
man’s chest.

Max came over. He said anxiously :
“Hey! He ain’t gonna shde out, is
he, doc?”

Sandy said tersely “He’s not get-
ting any better.”

He grabbed his bag and zipped it
open. He rummaged into it, drag-
ging out a stethoscope. Fastening
it to his ears, he listened to the man’s
chest, tapping gently with his finger.

Max swung on Hymie. He gritted:
“You two-bit palooka! If that guy
croaks, I'll ripe you wide open!”

Sandy said: “Shut up!” He swung
around, the stethoscope dangling
from his ears. “Beat it out to the
ambulance, Joe, and get that lung
collapser. Step on.it!” Then he
held his breath.

- Joe looked at him. He swallowed
hard. “The lung collapser?” he
said. “Oh, yeah, I'li get it.” He
started for the door.

. a minute, buddy.
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Max’s voice stopped him. “Wait
What’s this lung
collapser business?”

“This man’s lung has filled up
with blood,” Sandy lied glibly. “It
has to be collapsed or he’ll be.dead
in five minutes.”

s*Yeah?” said Max. His eyes swiv-
eled from Sandy to Joe. “I’ll send

Charley out with him,” he said, “just
so he don’t get no ideas.” :
Sandy shrugged.
Max shouted for Charley. The

baldheaded man lounged in the door-
way. He took the cigar out of his
mouth. “Yeah?” he said.

“Go out with this guy,” ordered
Max. “He wants to get something
out of the ambulance.”

“Him?” Charley jerked his thumb
at Joe. ;

“Him,” said Max.

“Gotcha,” said Charley. “You frst,
buddy, I'm right behind yuh.”

Joe walked past him, out of the
room. The baldheaded man put the
cigar back in his mouth and trailed
after him.

His hands in his pockets, Max
prowled around the room, staring at
the floor. Every once in a while he’d
stop and look at Sandy, who was bent
over the bed. Myrna slouched in
the chair, the hem of her gown trail-
ing on the dusty floor. She puffed
on a cigarette, pulling the smoke
down deep, blowing it out through
her lower lip. Hymie was glower-
ing, fingering his neck where Max
had grabbed him.

Myrna said: “My teeth are on
edge. Cripes! I wish we were out
of this joint.”

“You and me,
Hymie.

Max scowled. He looked at Sandy.
“Is that guy any better, doc?”

Sandy said: “He’s in a bad way.
Come here, I'll show you something.”

Max tapped his teeth. Then he

both,” growled -
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walked over to the bed and bent
down, his head close to Sandy’s
shoulder.

FROM the doorway Joe’s excited
voice said: “I've got it, Sandy!
Should I pop a coupla skunkies?”

Max started to turn. Sandy’s long
arms shot up around his neck. “Stay
here, sweetheart,” he gritted.

He squeezed hard. Max yelped.
He was overbalanced and his feet
started to slip on the floor. The hy-
podermic needle that Sandy had
palmed in his hand flashed. Max
howled as Sandy plunged it into his
neck, jamming home the plunger,

“Off to beddy,” he whlspered and
squeezed Max harder.

~In the doorway, Joe pointed the
rifle he held at Hymie and the girl.
His voice was high pitched. “T’ll
show you how this lung collapser
works, if you so much as quiver.”

—-Myrna said: “Put that cannon
down, dearie; you’ll hurt some-
body ?

Joe said: “Ain’t it the truth?”

~ Max suddenly sighed and went .

limp in Sandy’s arms, his face gray.
Sandy pushed him away. “Hope this
guy’s got a good heart,” he said. “I
gave him enough to paralyze an ele-
phant.”

He felt in Max’s pockets and took,

out a big gun. He pointed it at
Hymie. “Turn around,” he ordered.

Hymie licked his lips. His eyes
flicked from Sandy to Joe in the
doorway. Sandy waggled the gun.
Slowly, cautiously, Hymie turned
around, his back to them, his face
to the wall. :

“Get his Betsy, Joe,” said Sandy.

Joe walked around in back of the
girl. Gingerly, he searched Hymie,
extracted a gun, slipped it in his own
pocket. He looked questioningly at
Sandy. ' '

Locking at Myrna, Sandy said: “I
want your gun.”

“Go to hell!” she blazed.

Sandy shrugged. He stood up and
went over to her. Her lips curled
back over her teeth. He saw her
fingers stretch. He leaned over and
yanked up her dress, ran his hand
along the sheen of her stocking.
She cursed him and lashed out with
her claws, rakmg hlm -across the
face.

He said owlishly: “Doctors can do
these things, you know.”

He found the tiny gun and slipped
it out of its silken sheath and put it
in his pocket. Then he stood up.

He grinned at Joe. “Is Charley
compos mentis?”

“Charley,” Joe grinned back, °
in the land of pixies.”

Myrna was swearing steadily, mo-
notenously,” without pause. And
then; suddenly, as befits a woman,
she started to cry. -

Sandy said: “Let’s scram. I hate

* to think what that night super’s go-

ing to-say.”

Joe waved the gun. *“What about
our little palsy-walsies?”

Picking up the hypoderm1c, Sandy
said grimly: “There is one sure way
of calmmg unruly patlents. Put
them to sleep.”

He moved swiftly; so swiftly that
the girl had no chance to resist and
it took but a brief second. She
rubbed her arm where the needle
had pricked her. “You're a louse!”
she spat.

Sandy said: “Sleep, my darling,
sleep.” He started for Hymie.

Hymie backed up against the wall,
his face working. “Get away from
me with that thing!” he chattered.

- With satisfaction; Sandy rocked
the tall man’s head against the wall
with a straight-arm jab that had all
of his hundred and fifty pounds be-
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hind it. Hymie sagged, and Sandy
pinked him with the needle. =

AFTER that it was simple.
bundled the wounided men on the
stretcher, carted them out to the
ambulance. Sandy almost stepped
on Charley, who lay sprawled on the
ground, his head snuggled up against
the rear wheel. S

Joe said: “I told him. I thought

somebody was under the ambulance.

He bent down to look, and I place-
kicked him four feet.”

Sandy grinned and said: “Toss
Charley in the back of the buggy.
Wedge him under the cot. We gotta

“leave room for his pals. The girl
can sleep up front with you.”

Joe gaped at him. “You gonna
“take them gorillas with us?”

 “Sweetheart,” said Sandy, “those
- gorillas are bosom pals of mine. I
{feel like a brother to ’em. They re-
lieve the ache in my bones, the split
in my head, the pain in my posterior.
-In a word, I wouldn’t'part with ’em.”

“You nuts?” gasped Joe.

- “Slightly. Itll wear off with a
good belt of Mother Ryans wh1s~
key.”

“What do yuh want to Iug these
mugs ‘along, for?” demanded Joe.
“Gawd! Haven twe seen enough of
them”’ =

They

“Joe, my boy, I'll tell you a story,”
said Sandy. “Before we left tonight
a hard looking mug came-into the
hospital. He had a badge and flat
feet and a cigar. He was a detective,
name of Finnigan. -He was check-
ing hospitals to see if anybody had
been admitted for treatment of gun
wounds. It seems a bank had been
robbed. The First' National Bank.
Also, two watchmen had disap-
peared Mz, Finnigan expressed the

‘opinion that the watchmen were part

of the gang. An inside job, Mr.
Finnigan said, picking his teeth.”

Joe’s mouth was open, eyes wide.
“These guys?”

“These guys and a- gal Max was
scared to death of a murder rap. A
phobia, I'd label it. He lugged the
two watchmen away with him when
they made their getaway, afterHy-
mie shot ’em. He called us because
he really didn’t want them to die,
and because he nee&ed the ambulance
to make an escape.” Sandy lit a
cigarette. “You've got to admlt Max
has his good points.” :

Joe stuck his jaw out. “How the
hell do you know they’re the ones?”

Sandy grinned and said: “Under
the bed, in the room of ‘Winkin’,
Blinkin’ and Nod,” is a canvas bag.
First National Bank is printed on it
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'LL NEVER LET YOU GO

BY STEVE FISHER

CHAPTER 1.
FEMALE STIR-BUG.

AXON came into his apartment
S and closed the door. He was

tired. His face was pale, and
his eyes were bloodshot. He took
off his hat and tossed it to a chair,
then he put a cigarette in his mouth
and lit it. He was a medium-sized
man and blond. He looked like any
ordinary citizen, except perhaps the
lines which made his countenance
were harder. It was a fixed hardness
which had grown there.

He looked around at the apart-
ment—the windows through which
late-afternoon sunshine tumbled
secondhand. It was a sun which
slanted off the rooftops across Mar-
ket Street and filtered through dust
before it reached here. The furni-
ture was old, the paneling in the
walls was ancient. But it was the
kind of place you got in San Fran-
cisco; the kind of dump he had al-
ways known. He couldn’t tell what

~ was wrong with him now, why he

was SO SOoufr.

He moved into the kitchen and
went through the process of making
himself a Tom Collins. Too much
work, that was what was the matter.
You never got through when you
were a parole officer. That was what
the San Francisco Blade had said
in its feature articles about parole

work. A man was never through;

one detective was burdened down
with seventy-five ex-convicts on
whom he had to keep constant tab.
And the trouble was, you couldn’t

be hard with them. There « were or-
ders to the contrary. You had te
take their lip. You had to be their
adviser, their consoler; you had to
find them jobs, loan them money.
While all the time you knew they
were laughing at you. You could
keep your own ideas of a crook, of
course. Saxon knew they were all
the same. They'd get what they
could from a parole officer; they'd
fake and lie, and put you to a lot of
trouble; they’'d try to fool you right
up to the end. And, in the end, nine
out of ten went right back to the
clink.

Saxon poured the gin into his
drink and slowly stirred it.

That was it, that was what got you
—being nice to sniveling punks
that'd cut your throat; being the

stir-bug’s apparent One-Friend-in-

Need, while at the same time you
were responsible for him at head-
quarters. It was up to you to make
the arrest the moment the ex-con
stepped out of line.

Saxon lifted the Tom Collins.
“Here’s to your seventy-five crummy
charges,” he said.

HE had just put the glass to his
lips when the phone rang. He left
the drink on the sink and went into
the living room and answered.

“Saxon? I've been trying to get
you for a couple of hours. This is
Chief Craig.” :

“Hello, chief.”

“I haven’t much time, Sax. Tell .
you why I called. There's a woman
getting out of the woman’s prison
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today, and I see from my records
that the case was yours from the be-
ginning.”

“Yeah?”

“Well, we’ve assigned a woman
parole cop to her, but I thought I’d
ask you to take over the actual pa-
role job. It isn’t done, usually. You
guys don’t always handle females.
But this is different. I think the
girl might be dangerous. Besides—”

“What’s her name?”

“Listen, you’ll remember when I
tell you this, Saxon—right after her

courtroom trial she threatened to.

kill you when she got out.”

“Things like that don’t mean any-
thing,” Saxon said irritably. “T’'ve
had maybe a dozen similar threats.”

“Q. K., then. The girl’s name is
Laura Mead.”

Saxon stiffened. “Oh,” he said.

The chief went on: “I remember
you making a statement once that
what soured you on women was see-
ing this Mead girl, how hard and
false she could be, while she looked
so pretty and innocent on the sur-
face. Well, you still ain’t tied up
with any babe, so I guess you're still
pretty sour.’

“That’s right.”

“You interested in the case?”

“T’ll handle it,” Saxon said.

“0. K. Remember what I told you
a long time ago—once a crook, al-
ways a crook. Don’t let that face
make you forget a thing so impor-
tant as that.”

“Don’t worry about me,”
breathed.
on-the-straight-and-narrow pledgers
day in and day out, and they all lie.
They’re always croocks. They never
change.” =

“All right. You’ll be responsible
for the girl. Don’t let her get away
with anythmg

“I won’t,” Saxon said.

“T’ll hound
her.” -

Saxon
“l work with these I'm-

SAXON was waiting in the shed
when the prison ferry docked, and
he was the first to see her. She
stepped off the boat anl looked out
to the street toward the network of
buildings that was San Francisco.
She was carrying one bag.

Saxon didn’t step forward imme-
diately. He was watching her. She
was very pale, and considerably
thinner than when he’d seen her
last. Her gray suit looked drab,
and there was something in her dark
eyes that flickered between fatigue
and hope. She had nice hair, shiny,
like mahogany; and she was no less
pretty than she had been. Prison
hadn’t taken her beauty. She was
more matured now. He looked at
her card which he had in his hand.
Twenty-five. Twenty-five now. That
reminded him he was older, toe.
Time does pass; the years do go by
you.

She came forward with the crowd

_and, standing back by some casing,

he noticed that she was more eager
than she had been a moment ago.
When she had passed, he drifted out
and followed. Outside the shed she
stood and took air into her lungs,
and she actually smiled. He thought
he saw tears in the corners of her
eyes. ‘He was unimpressed.. She
hailed a taxicab. When the door
had been opened, and she was ready
to step in, Saxon caught her arm.
“Move on, cabbie,” he said to the

'dnver

The girl turned, embarrassed Two
of three people glanced around. It
was so obvious—cop and a girl.
Laura stared at Saxon. He had
thought her face was pale. But it
was different now; it was blanched
Her eyes grew hard and bitter with
hatred She made a screaming face,
but no sound came from her throat
to match it. Her voice was low, flat.

“What do you want?”
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“Maybe we can walk along, up
Market Street. I can tell you then.”

1 dont have to. I'm free now,
I_” - = S
“Baby, you.give me one more word

of lip and I'll ‘send you right back

“up the stream. You're not free.
You'ré a charge of the State. You're
on parole, and you're my charge'”

- Her eyes dropped.

- “Now come along,” he said.

She carried her bag, and walked
along with him.

Saxon said:
kill me.
mind?” - : ,

She was over her anger, she real-
ized her position. Her voice pleaded.
“I was young then. I was hyster-
ical when I was sentenced I dldn t
know what I was saying.” :

- “Do you still maintain you were
innocent?”

“Yes,” she said. Her voice hard-
~ened. “Yes””

Saxon laughed softly “What
have you in mind? Any work?”
~ “I’m going to geta job; yés"’—

“Have it lined up?”

“No,” she rephed “pbut T'H start
looking tomorrow.”

Do you still have that in

He glanced at the card in hxs hand

again. “That won’t be necessary.
We’ve got one fixed up for you.
You dance?”

“No. 2] » Z :

“Then you can learn Chorus rou-
tine. Only six girls. Chessy little
beer joint in the Russian district.
It won’t take much talent. You'll
get twelve dollars a week after
they’'ve taught you the routine.”

“But I don’t want a job like that!”

HE went into his patter
~ the parole have considered you from
every standpoint. We are interested
only in seeing that you make a good
start in your new life. Tt is our
earnest desire to fit you into a niche

~“You. were going to

: “We of

in the world today for which you
will be properly fitted. Now, you.
have a good figure and a fair per-
sonality. Do you want this job, or
would you rather go back to prison?”

Crushed, she said: “All right. I'm
supposed to live on twelve dollars
is that right?” =

He nodded. :
me three times a week. You'll re-
turn to your room the moment the
show in the club is over. You'll con-
fine your momings to walking only

are allowed no frxends, male or fe-

male, until T’ve approved of them.
And certai'n’ly’ no dates. A matron
will give you a weekly phy:.xcal ex-
amination— : ,

She whzrled on’ him. “I hate you! -
I hate you! AlH of my life I have
spent hating you?” 5 '

She began to sob.

"CHAPTER IL
ey LL KILL HIM®” -

- THAT night, in his apartment, he

went over the notes he had kept on =

Laura Mead throughout the years.
It wasn’t necessary to refer to them,
because this was one case he knew
in detail; but he was a deliberate,
methodical man, which was what had
prompted him to make the notes,
and now caused him to go over them.
The first read: -

This is the biggest day of my life.
Made an arrest in the Lambert kid-
naping, and recovered alive the Lam-
bert two-year-old baby. Only pris-
oner is a girl, Laura Mead. They are
grilling her now to discover where-
abouts of the rest of the gang. My
name is in the papers. The cracking
of this case is a cinch to get me
oromo;ed into plam clothes.

He read that, and then he sat back
remembering.  He had been very
young, and his police uniform wasn’t

“And you’ll re’p'ort"fgi =
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over a year old. He remembered
things very vividly back to that year,
because he had been more easily im-
pressed than now. He had been in-
experienced, less hard. There was
tenderness in his heart for the life

he had known then, and since had '

gradually lost.

It was 1931, and his beat had been |

upper Market Street, outside the
sailor dance hall, Balconades. The

Fox Theater, across the street, was §

a new million-dollar project with

pictures and musical-comedy stage &g

shows that featured such then un-
knowns as Ginger Rogers. The de-
pression was on, and everywhere
stores were closed, and big markets
lay empty. On all the corner lots
there were miniature golf courses
which were the rage. Along with
prohibition, bathtub gin. Bing
Crosby had just scored from coast
to coast with a song called “Blue of
the Night,” and a local boy, Russ
Columbo, was imitating him and
singing ballads like “Time on My
Hands” and “You May Call It Mad-
ness” and “Can’t We Talk It Over.”
A genius named Disney had made a
cartoon picture in which there was
a song about The Big Bad Wolf
which still had the financiers scared;
and people were talking about
Prosperity Around the Corner, and
a Chicken in Every Pot. Viifia Del-
mar had just written “Bad Girl.”

HE remembered this, and that in
the papers there was news of the
Lambert kidnaping. It was sensa-
tional, because the Lindbergh baby
had just been found, and people were
¢ worked up. Saxon was a dumb cop;
he didn’t know any more about it
than anyone else. But he had been
told that if you were smart you got
information, and plenty of it, from
stool pigeons. So when a stoolie had
whispered in his ear, he had listened.

Saxon said, “Move on, cabbie!”

Afterward, he had gone straight
to Laura Mead’s address. That was
when he’d seen her for the first time.
She was just seventeen, with big
eyes, and dark hair, worn wind-
blown, which was the style. He
had stood at the door.

“I’d like to ask you some ques-
tions.” -

“Come in,” she had said.

He had entered and looked around.
“Nice little place. You live here
alone?”

“No. With my brother. Our
mother and father died when we
were very small.”

“I see. You work?”

“No,” she had said simply,
brother works.”

He remembered that—the simplic-
ity of her, the innocence. It was so
convincing he had doubted he was
on the right track. That was why,
afterward, he became so bitter.

“What does your brother do?”

“He’s a mechanic.”

Saxon had been self-conscious. He
had barked out the next like a movie
detective: “All right, sister, where’s
the kid?”

“Kid?”

“my
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“You've got a two-year-old baby
you're keeping here, haven’t you?”

“Why—why, yes. My brother
brought him. Belonged to a friend
of his—his wife had to go to the
hospital. I'm keeping the baby ’til
she gets back.”

Saxon had laughed harshly. She

led him to the child, which was tak-
ing its nap. It was very pink and
healthy. ' There had been no late
pictures of the Lambert baby, so
there was nothing for Saxon to rec-
ognize. But he had been very big
and important.

“That’s him!
baby!”

“You're crazy!” Laura snapped.
*“You're crazy, officer!” Then, in a
minute: “I tell you this baby be-
longs to a friend of my brother.
The woman had to go to the hos-
pital, I tell you—" A few minutes
later, screaming: “You can’t do this!
You can’t arrest me! 1 haven’t done
anything. I don’t know anything
about this. I tell you—"

That’s the Lambert

SAXON gazed down at the next
notation in the note book:

It came through—I’m a third-class
detective! Police and Federal men
have thrown a network around San
Francisco for Mike Mead, Laura’s
brother, and two other men believed

. to be implicated in the kidnaping.
It’s just a matter of hours before -
they’ll be captured. Saw Laura Mead
in the line-up today. She was very
pale.

He remembered seeing her there
on the stage, the spotlight in her
eyes.
frightened—just a girl.

“Your name?”

“Laura Mead.”

“Age?”

“Seventeen.” Then:
I'm innocent, I—"

“I tell you

She looked very young and

-Five weeks, and the first break
came in the Lambert kidnaping case
since the arrest of Laura Mead:
Mike Mead was found floating in the
harbor. His body had been in the
water so long that it was almost en-
tirely decomposed: The other two
believed members of the kidnaping -
ring have vanished. It is beginning
to look hopeless that any trace of
the forty thousand dollars ransom
paid by Mr. Lambert will ever be
recovered. Laura Mead still refused
to reveal the identity of the two -
missing men by pleading  innocent.
She goes on trial tomorrow.

A hard, embittered detective who

had been assigned to the kidnaping

even before Laura’s arrest had ‘said
to Saxon: “You're new at this, kid.
But I'l]l tell you hew it is with these
cases. We get 'em, and we have to
build ’em before we hand them to
the D. A. Now, these hard littie
youngster criminals are the worst.
If we’re to penetrate their arrogant
bluff and convict them, we must use
every legal trick we know. So we
can hand the case over to the prose-

cutor cold turkey. Now there are

one or two points ... as to clues—"
“I don’t know what you mean,”
Saxon replied. :
“Well, you can’t be too hard on
crooks,” the detective had continued.
“You've got to fight fire with fire.
Now there are two small points

that’ll come up in your testimony

where it will be best if you . . . ah
. exaggerate. Justtoa very small

degree ‘you understand— :

Saxon had considered experienced
dicks right along with gods in those
days, and his inexperienced ears had
drunk ali of this in.

During the trial, he sat there on
the witness stand.-

“You made the arrest?”

“Yes, sir.” : :
“When you entered the Mead
apartment tell us exactly what you

saw.” '



PLL NEVER LET YOU GO _ 67

- “Well, there was a newspaper on
the divan, with the Lambert kidnap-
ing headhned I remember that
and— ' ;

The attorney held up a curious
stubby pencil. It was very thick
and blunt. =

“Did you by any chance see this?”

“Nes. =

“How do you remember that you
saw it?”

‘‘Because I accxdentally knocked

it off the desk; I picked it up and

gave it back to Miss Mead.”

Laura Mead, white and shaken,
leaped to her feet. “He's lying!
He's lying! God in heaven, is there

§

- no justice!

- THE D. A. was talking through
her protest: “This” was the pencil
with—which the ransom notes had
been written.

The whole scene, the entire ex-
perience, had given Saxon a chill
down his back. Only the assurance
of the old-time detective who had
built up the material evidence had
consoled him:
was a small item. . You didn’t see it,
no. But I say it was found in the
apartment; so it was. Only to make
it more important in the trial, you
had to say you saw it there.
so they won't think I planted it.
You got to do things like that. The
pencil was in the apartment, and it
was either she or her brother that
used it.”

The trial had gone on, day after
day. Saxon had made this further
notation:

There can be no doubt that she’s
guilty, even Simon Rand, one of the
country’s smartest criminal lawyers,
keeps losing point after point to the
D, A.; and Simon, as though -he
senses the hopelessness of this case,
the tremendous amount of evidence
against the guilty girl, is listless,
has none of his usual courtroom fire,
CLU—S

- kindness of my heart.

“Listen, that pencil

That's .

‘and then she shrieked:

.mon Rand:
~He’s in the pay ef the men who have

Simon Rand, the well-known crim-
inal lawyer, called shyster in polite
company, was a thin, smallish man.

~He was filled to the brim with nerv--

ous energy, and his favorite pose was
to stand tapping a pencil against his
lip. He wore pince-nez glasses and
he had a pink, round face. His hair
was sandy. Saxon remembered his
various squabbles with Laura Mead

Aduring the trial and then Rand’s
- summing up:

“Ladies and gentlemen of the jury,
I ask you only this—to take the
word of this innocent child. To sit
in judgment as though you were a
mother, or a father; to try to under-
stand her. She is too young, too
sweet, to be sent to prison. That is
why the people of San Francisco
took up a collection in her behalf to
employ me to handle her case. But
if they hadn’t, if I didn’t make a

. cent ‘from this trial; T should have

defended Laura Mead out of the
I should have
defended her because, like each of
you, I am a warm-hearted human

- being.”

Eloquent, but empty Appealmg

‘to emotion rather than logic.

This was before the famous Cali-
fornia law which now puts kidnapers
to death on the gallows. Saxon wrote

in hls book in October, 1931:

The Jury found Laura Mead guilty
of conspiracy to aid a kidnaping, but
because of her age was recommended
clemency. Judge Rollins sentenced
her to fifteen years at hard labor.

Laura fiistened to the sentence,
“I'm inne-
cent! I tell you, I knew nothing
about the baby. My brother brought
it home, he—"

She had whirled, pointing to Si-
“He helped convict me.

the ransom. The men who killed my
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Morton Downey. The new heavy-
weight champion of the world, Max

“That’s the Lambert baby!”

brother. He didn’t try to fight for
me! He refused to consider what
defense I had! 1 shall kill him
some day. Kill him ... Kill him, and
kill that police officer who testified,
who lied on the stand ... I—"

She had fainted.

CHAPTER II11.
OBSESSION.

SAXON rubbed his hand across
his eyes, and lit a cigarette.

He turned the pages of his book:
1932—The election of a man named
Franklin Delano Roosevelt— The
Winchell craze and the movie
Blessed Event, in which a new actor

-had his first tiny part, Dick Powell.
Miniature golf going out, lending
libraries just coming in. The Bank

- Holiday. The flood of mediocre sex

novels trying to imitate “Bad Girl.”
The earthquake in Los Angeles and
-Long Beach. The new radio pro-
gram sensation: March of Time.
Kate Smith and Connie Boswell and

Baer.

Up for second-class detective; two
men were arrested in Fresno, and
questioned in the old. Lambert kid-
naping. They are Hollis Smith and
Joe Ritz. Both are ex-cons and were
convicted on a new charge of rob-
bery. Each drew ten years in San
Quentin. Claimed no knowledge of
the Lambert case. None of the
ransom money has ever turned up.

A few months later:

I have been promoted to second
class. Heard that Joe Ritz, robber,
once questioned in the.Lambert case,
died - of influenza in San Quentin.
Mumbled incoherently on deathbed
about kidnaping, but gave no new
light on the case. Hollis Smith ques-
toned again, still denies all knowl-
edge in the Lambert affair,

Still later:

-

Cache of twenty thousand dollars,
half of the Lambert ransom money,
found near Fresno. Only a few bills
missing. Cache believed to be the
share of the cash received by Joe
Ritz and hidden away by him. Fresno
cops are now looking for the other
twenty thousand still missing. Hollis
Smith told of the discovery, but dis-
played no outward emotion. This
Smith lad is still playing his cards
close to the chest.

Saxon kept turning the pages.
1933—1934—

Repeal. The Dionne quintuplets.
Hauptmann arrested. Hitler. Ethel
Merman singing “Heat Wave”; the
the song “Day and Night” on every
radio. People read “North to the
Orient,” and sex novels.were dying;
left-wing literature magazines flour-
ished briefly; Gertrude Stein was
laughed at, and William Saroyan
was the fading sensation. FEsquire
was born, and Hemmingway began
to write again. Marie Dressler died.
Darrel Zanuck walked out on War-
ner Brothers and started his own
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company. Shirley Temple. Upton
Sinclair running for governor on
the EPIC plan in California, with
everybody in Frisco scared.

Promoted to first-class detective.

There is some talk about putting me

- on the parole officer staff, Trying

hard to get it;: I'd be assistant chief

parole officer in San Francisco . . .
studying all of the angles.

Later:
"m on! :
Then, in November, 1934:

Called to the new woman’s prison
to sit in on meeting of citizen parole
board and to give opinion and advice
on various cases, some of which T
am personally acquainted with. En-
joyed this new role immensely, only
one bad moment: they brought in
Laura Mead.

“Miss Mead is very young, and she
‘has been recommended as a subject
for parole. Have you any opinion
as to the advisability of this, Mr.
Saxon?”

Saxon had been nervous.
her record?”

“Perfect.”

‘He had sat there, watchmg his

“What's

fingernails, conscious of her eyes on

him: the hope, the fear.

He saw that she had changed, she
was growing up. She was twenty
now. He paused, then he realized
that he was letting sentiment and
sympathy sway him, and for fear
that his judgment would be ques-
tioned by the parole board since he
was new in the job, he said offici-
ously®

“It has been my experience that
persons of her type, after a few years
in prison, either return to crime, or
resort to an evil well known to all
of us!

“The parole would be strict, Mr.
Saxon. Don’t you think she should
be given a chance?”

~ could not define it.

He had been ready to say yes, then
he saw her looking at him—the wild
hatred that was in her eyes. He
gazed back at her, coolly.

“No,” he said. “I think giving her

- a chance would be futile.”

Her first parole had been denied.

‘He didn’t know whether it was his

testimony or not. He was aware that
he counted very little in the final

‘consideration. of the applicants, but

he knew what she would always
think, and there grew now a feeling
between himself and the girl, He
He hated her.
He did not know why he should
think about her seriously enough to
hate, but that’s the way it was. As
the days passed, it grew worse. He
tried to analyze the hatred. Once he
thought it might be his own con-
science, because of the possibility
that she was innocent. But his

~methodical police mind discarded

this theory as absurd. Nonetheless,
he was unable to forget her.
Everywhere he went, the thought
of her haunted him. He saw the
weeks and the months going by; he
saw news made, and saw it give way
to newer stuff. He saw celebrities
made, and read of men dying. The
world surged on—the crowds of San
Francisco packed Market Street, the
four trolley tracks hummed, the
cable cars went up and down the
steep hills; they were building a
bridge across the harbor. But up
there, in prison, a girl twenty, now

“twenty-one, lived one day that was

exactly like another. She had no
hope, nothing to which to look for-
ward. Hard labor. Dreary routine.
Early hours. Poor food. No news-
papers. No one te write to her. No
one to visit her, Day after day, never
a change, never variety. The thought
obsessed Saxon. He was miserable
with it.

It drove him to see Simon Rand.
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The criminal lawyer was very:

bland. Sandy hair, pince-nez glasses,

pinkish face, he sat and listened; and

then he had to look up the case be-
fore he fully remembered it. At
least, these were the motions he
went through. ' >

“No, I'm afraid she was guilty, all
right.” ‘

“But are you sure? Did you in-
vestigate every angle?”

Simon Rand nodded, smiling with-
out humor.
fectly now. And, as a matter of fact,
in strict confidence, she confessed

to me that she had been in on the

kidnaping.”
“She—”

>

“As her attorney, she felt she

could tell me.”

“I see.” Saxon rose. He was awk-
ward with his hands.
relief surging through him. Of
course, he had known all along that
she was guilty; it was pure police
logic. At best there was only her
word for what had happened. But
this was different. This was the
cincher.

“Thanks very much, Mr. Rand.”

Simon Rand replied: “You are en-
tirely welcome.”

Walking down Geary Street,
Saxon felt much better. He remem-
bered all of his own parole mottoes—
once a crook, always a crook. They’re
born like that. You shouldn’t ever
give them a chance. Parole’s a mis-
take, but since they have it, all you
can do is hound them and hunt them,
and try to keep them straight. Waen
- they do revert to form, be there and
pick up the pieces, and send them
back to the clink.

He stopped in front of a burlesque
theatér and looked at the posters.
Then he paid his quarter and went
in. He bought a bag of peanuts, and

“I remember her per-

He felt vast

-after a while.

sat there eating them, and watch-
ing a strip tease.
He was relaxing.

. CHAPTER IV.
- - CAT AND MOUSE.

IN the next four years, though, he
never quite forgot her. Charges
came to him, and left him. He met
people, he went places. There was

- the case of the hophead on parole,

whom he'd chased through China-
town. There was a gun fight on a
roof with a youth who’d been on
parole. In off hours there’d been a
girl he’d taken twice to the movies.
She was a cashier in a beer joint and
neglected telling him she was mar-
ried until after her husband had
blackened Saxon’s eyes. There was
a nurse he had met on an emergency
case: that was: his closest to being
in love. .It lasted a year, and she
married an interne. He hadn’t shown
enough interest. But the thing was,
he lived life, like every human lives
it. i
Things happened to him. Each
passing day was a new life, a new
world within itself, and the past
grew dark and became a tunnel. He
kept going forward into new sun-
shine, forgetting the shadow of yes-
terday behind him. But never once
again did he forget Laura Mead. He
didn’t know why her memory stayed
with him. He came to accept it
He’d be doing some
silly thing, stirring his coffee, or
waiting in line to see Stanford play
in a football game, or lecturing to
some miserable parolee, then he'd
think' of her again. He’d see her
face, and her hair like dark ma-
hogany, glistening; and her eyes.
He hated her. Hated her because
she affected him this way. Because
he knew she was guilty, and yet she
had that false innocent Ioek. She
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was a type, he told himself. Yet he'd
never seen another quite her type.

THE days passed him.- Haupt-
mann burned in the electric chair.
There was the Roosevelt landslide.
Spain began a civil war. Japan
landed troops in China and began
to fight in earnest, Hitler became
more powerful. “Gone With the
Wind” became a landmark. Will
Rogers and Wiley Post crashed.
Jean Harlow died in Hollywood.
Swing music came in; Benny Good-
man sent kids crazy playing his clari-
net. Disney made “Snow White and
_the Seven Dwarfs.”
the wrong way. People sang “Thanks
for the Memory.”
Richard Sherman became the writ-
ing favorites; and Clifford Odets
went to Hollywood at two thousand
a week. The G-man craze rose and

gradually faded. The press panned .

Robert Taylor. Time passed, the
-calendar caught up with itself, but
Saxon never again forgot Laura
Mead, up the river in prison, missing
. all this.

He wrote a new notatmn in the
book now:

Laura Mead was ﬁnallytparoled.
She arrived today and is my charge.
Got her a job in Russian H111 at
Ivan’s Nite Spot.

.TWO days later he went to Ivan’s
Nite Spot so she could make her first
report. The show was on, and he
took a table and sat and watched her,
He was conscious from this moment
of an intensity that attached itself
to his consideration of her. . He be-
came aware with"a frightened back-
ward glance, that she was no longer
just a case, a parolee, if indeed she
had ever been. Insanely, he had the
desire to crush her, to choke her. It
was one of those emotions that come
to human beings and makes them

Corrigan flew:

- Paul Gallico and

-dancing.

glad others can only see them on
the surface, Saxon’s hands worked

-in and out, he lit a cigarette.

Perhaps it was because she was
so beautiful: so beautiful and still
so young. So innocent seeming, so
sweet. He had never seen her in
tights before. And Ivan, though he
may. have made his girls wear fur,
white fur, panties, they were entirely
scant; the breast strap scarcely cov- .
ered the parts for which it was
meant. And Laura’s body was fuli,

-and vital and rich., Her legs were

perfectly shaped; her figure was al-
most sensuous. She danced in line
with the others, but she was easily
the knockout on the floor. None of
the other cheap, washed-out ex-
burlesque hoofers Ivan hired could
hold a candle to her. Young, and
pretty, and. pale; dark, shiny hair;
glistening red lips. There was only
one thing. - Saxon noticed it at once.
Laura’s eyes.- Still frightened. That
hunted look., He smiled.

SHE saw him, and came over to

. his table during the intermission.

He saw that the other girls mixed
with the customers, also. They sat,
still. in their scant costumes, and
drank. This was business. Ivan
paid them for this, as well as for
Laura did not look at
Saxon; she sat down opposite him.
She kept her eyes on the table, as
though she were ashamed of being .
so undressed; as though she was
embarrassed, and resented him and
the club and everything about it.

“How have you made out?” he
asked. =

“All right.”

“Does the world seem different to
you?”

“After seven and a half years,”
she said, “how do you thmk it would
seem?”

He was officious: “This attitude
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.

“I’ve got the angle on this—and I’ll make the arrest!”

will do you no good, you understand
that.”

“I hate you!” she replied. “T've
hated you, and that lawyer, lever
since the trial.”

He put his cigarette out. “Want
a drink?”

“Not with you. Do I have to de
any more reporting?”

“No. That’s all for this time.”
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He sat there, numb, cold with
fury. When the next chorus number
went on in ten minutes, he watched
her. She saw him, too. The number
finished. The girls ran backstage to
dress. Saxon got up and followed
backstage. Laura saw him as he
arrived near the dressing rooms.
Her eyes went wide with horror.
There was no reason. No explana-
tion. Fear—the hunted. She turned
and ran. She ran into her dressing
room and slammed the door.

He had meant only to tell her she
was doing all right, to give her some
little word of encouragement. But
now his blood pulsed hot. Instinc-
tive desire surged through him—to
chase, to pursue, to capture. He
ran after her. He banged on her
door. He had no right to do this, no
~zight to intrude, but he crashed
against the door. His temples
throbbed. He forced the lock and
moved into the room.

She was crouched back against the
opposite wall, her eyes still wide
with terror., His fingers were mov-
ing, but now they stopped. His
hands dropped to his sides. She was
like an animal., Like a rabbit that
‘had run into its hole; but he had
come in after her. It was all over
now. She was here. He was awk-
ward; there was nothing he could
say. Cat and mouse. - He smiled
emptily and walked out.

A game between them. His heart
beat so hard it hurt him. He had
that wild, tingling sensation in his
stomach which made him dizzy. And
yet, when he was on the street again,
in the night air, he felt very big. He
felt like a conqueror. He had the
primitive desire to scream and beat
his chest.

He was afraid of himself.

HE was at headquarters, talking to
Chief Craig, when the news came in.

It had been three days since he had
seen Laura, and he was making rou-
tine reports when the word flashed
around the office.

“Simon Rand’s been murdered!”
Craig said.

“Rand?”

“Yeah. The criminal’s shyster.
I'm surprised somebody didn’t think
of that a long while ago.”

Saxon left at once. =

He arrived in Simon Rand’s office

shortly after the homicide men, The

pink-faced lawyer was lying
stretched out on the floor. His pince-
nez glasses had been broken. There
was a bullet hole in his head, and
blood clotted his sandy hair. The
coroner came in. Fingerprint men
began dusting. A police captain

opened and closed drawers, talked
very fast.

A third-grade detective
took down notes in shorthand,

- Saxon stood there at the door,

and then he moved forward. He
bent, and from the wastebasket he
picked out a handkerchief, Initials
were sewn into the corner of it.
“L. M.” Saxon stared at it,
- The police captain was holding a
lipstick container. “Some dame must
have spilled open her purse, and
didn’t pick up everything afterward.
This had rolled under the cabinet.”

Saxon’s eyes were on the lipstick.
Blood came up into his cheeks.

“I got the angle on this case,” he
said quietly. “I'll make the arrest.”

“We got angles, too,” said the cap-
tain.

Saxon didn’t hear. He was headed
for Russian Hill. '

CHAPTER V.
HOUND ON TRAIL.

SHE was dressed in a green skirt
that was nice on her figure, and a
green wool sweater. She was hat-
less, and her black hair clung to her
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shoulders. Her face was still very
white, her eyes dark.

“You came for the report?”: she
said.

He looked around the room. Then
he opened his clenched hand and
showed her the handkerchzef

“This yours?”

She looked at it, nodded

He showed her the hpstlck She

nodded again.

“So you killed hlm I suppose I
was next.”

“Killed who?”

“Rand. Simon Rand.” - :

She stepped back, incredulous
with disbelief. “No!” :

“You lied like that before.”

She was watching him now.
dead?”

“That’s right. Why don’t you con-
fess it? This is the postman’s sec-
ond ring. We have you, no matter
- whether you admit it or don’t. Ex-
convicts don’t have the opportunity
of lying in court like first offenders.”

She drank in his words, watching
him, entirely fascinated by him. She
spoke in almost a whisper.

“You—you're a machine, aren’t
you?”

“A very efficient one,” he said.

“A law machine, mechanical, punc-
tual. You never miss a trick. Every-
thing is ev1dence, logxc, matenal
reasoning.”

“I do all right,” he said.
admit you killed Rand?”

She nodded. She made a scream-
ing face again, but laughter came in-
stead. “Sure,” she said, “I killed
him. See, it isn’t hard for you this
time. Aren’t you disappointed?
You'd like to grill me, and break me
down. ButI won't let you.”

He moved toward her numbly.

The next he knew she had a china
lamp in her hand. It was coming at
him,

Then he didn’t know any more.

“He’s

““You

* WHEN he regained consciousness
he was still in the room, and it wasn’t
very much later.

But she was gone, and her bag was
gone.

He got up and picked a splinter
of china out of his forehead. Then
he washed the wound, and soothed
it with a hot cloth. His heart was
jumping.

When he left the place he didn’t
bother ‘to call in and report. He
went directly to Ivan.

“She drew thirty dollars in ad-
vance,” said Ivan. “Why?”

“How long ago was she here?”

“About half an hour.”

“Half an hour,” Saxon said.

Give the fox thirty minutes’ start.
Any good hkound can pick up the
trail— '

HE wused the telephone, and
checked on Greyhound busses. Then
he began driving. The car ate up the
road, and he took a short cut. He
was in the terminal at Fresno wait-
ing when two busses pulled in, one
from Los Angeles, the other from
San Francisco. He stood back,
watching. People poured in from
the bus landings to get a meal. There
was an awful crowd. He made his
way through it.

He didn’t see her; but she must
have seen him, because when the
busses pulled out, she was not on
either one of them. He had a de-
scription, but no way of being sure,
absolutely positive, she had taken
the Fresno bus. No way except in-
stinct—the instinct of the pursuer.
He had felt her in that crowd just as
sure as he had tasted his own breath.
He had been aware of her personal-
ity, of her fright, and of her fleeing.
But he had not seen her.

So he stayed in Fresno, because
he knew she was here,

He had the local police check on
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all the hotels, rooming houses and

tourist camps, in case she checked
in. They would get word the mo-
ment she tried to rent a room. He
had a watch put on cafés.

But then, he himself went to the
far end of town where the highway
left Fresno; because he sensed that
her flight had just begun, and that
she would know it was impossible to
stay in the town. -He moved from
filling station to filling station. At
last, at seven that night:

“Why, yeah, mister, a girl like

that got a ride on a truck going down
through the valley. They left about
-an hour and a half ago.” :

Easy, he thought; easy. Trucks
go slowly.

He had the State nghway Patrol
with him, They stopped one truck

after another, and he inspected them

as he caught up. She wouldn’t nec-
essarily be riding in the driver’s

compartment, though that seemed

logical. She might be hidden in the
freight. The inspections held him
~up. At midnight he was still on the
highway and the Los Angeles Grey-

hound bus, a huge double-decker,
-glittering through the night with its.

-lights on, swept by him going eighty
miles an hour.

He passed the bus at the next town,
‘but it went on around him the next
truck he inspected. .

This kept happening for hours,
then the bus got a big lead and left
him. The fastest private motorists
had never beaten the busses on this
route.
 Saxon caught her tra11 agam in
Modesto. She had eaten there. The
truck on which she had ridden had
been a fruit express and had unwit-
tingly been faster than the net
stretched out to get it. Saxon talked
to the driver.

“She was just a scared kid; said
she had to get to Los Angeles. So

I took her this far. This is as far

.as:I-go. She bought me a meal here,

to square up, she said. Funny kid,
insisted on being square.’

“Where did she go when she left
here?”

“Search me. .

“Is she staying in town? 2.

- The counterman in the diner spoke
‘up.  ‘“There was a local milk train
pulling out, mister. It don’t go far,
‘but it has one passenger car. She

might have got that.” :

“What makes you. think se?”
Saxon snapped.

“Well, she was
schedules.”

° The train carried milk only as far
as Pixley, or a few miles farther.

Pixley was a very small, very quiet
town at five in the morning. Only.
the old wooden-front hotel was open,
and farther along the line a café.
He went to the hotel. The sleepy
clerk, aroused from his slumber on
the second floor, knew nothing,

Saxon went out.

Afterward, he learned she was sit-
ting right there in the lobby,
slumped down in a leather chair, too
tired to move. It was in a dark
corner. She had been almost asleep
when she heard him, the noise, the
.roar he made.

He went to the café and had coffee.
He sat around, and a little while
later ate his breakfast. He was at
the station when the first passenger
arrived, and left. She didn’t get on
it. He checked up the .next Grey-
hound that came in. Everyone was
asleep. No one got on at Pixley.
While he waited there at the bus

asking  about

‘stop, a freight train pulled out.

Somehow, instinctively, he was
drawn to it. He watched it; then
he ran across the railroad yard to
the tracks. The train was going
very slowly. He had the impulse to
catch it, but he restrained himself.
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There was no proof that she was
aboard. The train picked up speed.
He saw her in one of the last cars,
‘but it was too late to jump. She
still had her bag.

This was easy, easy

HE got his car and raced along
the highway, faster than the train.
He stopped once, found aut where
the freight’s first stop would be, and
drove hurriedly to the town. It was
a long stretch, haliway to Bakers-
- field.

When the train came in he had
local cops to help him. But she
wasn’t aboard.

The engineer said: “We stoppetf
once for water.” _

So he had to go back, miles back,
to where the train had stopped for
water.

A gasoline attendant had seen her.
“Sure, she came in here and hung
around until a lone tourist drove up.
that was going straight through to

Los Angeles. He agreed to give her

a ride. A man of about fifty, I'd say.
Had a nice Stutz, and he drove fast.”

Saxon drove fast.

Bakersfield—a  long, straight
stretch, the longest and straightest
in the world from the other side of
Bakersfield to the Ridge Route.
Saxon was feverish. A Stutz, easy
to spot. But the Stutz was well
ahead, too far ahead.

Saxon’s car climbed the mountains,
the grapevine, dizzy with cliffs and
curves. His tires whined as he
whipped around curves; the motor
droned as it pulled him up—up—
higher and higher. Twenty-six miles
of Ridge Route. Peril and disaster
at every turn—

Then, grinding down the other
side, Loos Angeles not far ahead.

If she ever gets to Los Angeles,
God help me!

He drove resolutely, filled with

despair and panic, lest he had lost
the trail. Worn and panting: tired
dog; tired hound. The keenness of
the hunt worn to an edge.

Then luck played with him, just as
it had played against him. He
spotted the Stutz at a curb in front
of a café. It was in Burbank, or on
the outskirts, just a stone’s throw
from Hollywood, and, once there,
he would have lost her trail.

He slammed on the brakes and
climbed out of his car.

CHAPTER VI,
THE QUARRY.

THE owner of the Stutz turned
out to be a movie producer. He
didn’t want any run-in with the law.

“Believe me, mister. She told me
her sister was dying, that she needed
an operation, and that it was neces-
sary to get to Los Angeles as quickly
as possible. When I stopped here
for something to eat before pulling
on into Hollywood, she just said
thanks, and out she went.”
~ “Which way did she go?”

“I didn’t notice.”

Saxon went back outside. Fortu-
nately, the neighborhood was resi-
dential, which didn’t afford her much
opportunity. After such a fast ride
through Bakersfield and over the
mountains, she must have figured she
had left Saxon somewhere back in
San Joaquin Valley. She thought
she was ahead of him, that she
would fool him by stopping here in-
stead of going the rest of the way
into Los Angeles. Her logic was
good; he would never have guessed
she would stop off before the actual
destination. Criminals usually over-
shot, rather than undershot, their
mark. He had with him now the
element of surprise. There were no
more than two or three places where,
at best, she could rent a room.
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HE approached the first. He was
tired, worn out, but the scent of
bait so close revived him so that he
was excited. His system, his very
‘being, rose to meet the crisis, the
ultimate; and fatigue faded, was set
aside to be salved later.

The place he entered was an apart-

ment house—a cheap, wooden one
with weekly rentals. She would have
just about enough left for a week’s
rent, and food. He rang the mana-
ger’s bell. He didn’t want to arouse
any susplcmn This was all his own
show. :
“I think my sister was going to
stop here; I wanted to give her a
message.” He described Laura.
The manager looked him over, then
told him the room number. It was
on the second floor in the rear, she
said.

Saxon climbed the stairs. This
was it; this was what he had been
waiting for,

In front of the room door, he
paused. He was breathing very hard,
like an actor before a stage entrance;
this stimulation made palsy of his
nervous system. He was cold all
over; yet his temples were hot, hot.
There would be no trouble. Qtiietly,
he tried the door. It was locked.
He rang. She couldn’t get away.
~She couldn’t jump out the window
without breaking her legs. He rang
again, He waited. He was intoler-
_ably patient. He had all of the world
of time. In a minute he heard the
lock click back. He tried the door.
It opened easily. He stepped in.

. The door slammed shut. He
whirled around. But it was too late.
She had been waiting behind the
door. Now she leaned back against
it, her face very white. There was
a gun in her hand. He had no time
to go for his own weapon. A gun
was the last thing in the world he
expected from her. He gazed at

her, and the gun. It was a black
automatic, very old, very used. She
must have had it beside her in the
kitchen as she ate, because there was
a smear of butter on it. ' '

“The gun,” she said, “something I
picked up in a Fresno hock shop—
two dollars.”

“Very pretty,” he said. ,

“Makes noise,” she replied. She
was very hard and cold.

“Going to use it?” =

“Yes,” she said. Then: “Don’t
try to draw, you'd be stupidly slow.
And stand right where you are.

“I'm your obedlent servant,” he
said,

SHE laughed softly. “You put
me away, out of the world for seven
and a half years. For something I
didn’t do. For something of which
I was innocent. Now you were ready
to send me to the gallows for the
murder of Simon Rand, which I
didn’t commit. If I hadn’t seen
cockeyed justice before, I might
have pleaded my innocence again.
Like I did the first time. But it
was 110 use. I saw that look in your
eyes.”

“You did it,” he said, “you know
you did.”

“You mean you know I did. This
is a world which is a facade, a street
embanked with buildings and boats
and people so that you may swagger
down the center. There is no other
human being, The world exists for
your pleasure; your calculations,
You are the infallible law. You feel
nothing for others. They are pup-
pets, machinery which you move in
positions designated by the small
ticking of your mind.”

“Very pretty,” he said.

- “Yes,” she replied, “my parting
eloquence to hatred. Rehearsed,
edited, thought out, on trains and
busses and trucks and in cars all
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the way through the San Joaquin
Valley. Because I knew, you see,
that eventually you’d catch up. I
knew, somehow, it was futile to keep
fleeing. You are too dogged, too
narrow, to err.”

“Thank you.” >

She went on: “You've hounded me,

you've persecuted me; relentlessly

you’ve pursued and tortured me
through my life. You've chased me
and hunted me. And now I'm here
before you. Only it’s my show. I
never committed a crime in my life,
But now I'm going to. Because
you've driven me to it.” "

He just nodded, and coldly, living
fury, she stood before him—seven
and ‘a half years dead, out of the
world; a live thing now, eyes flash-
ing, beautiful hair. She watched
him, and she was right. It was her
game. He saw her hand tighten on
the gun. You don’t think of any-
thing. You don’t have time to be
scared in a moment like that.

She fired.

He dropped to his knees first,
grasping his side, and still staring
at her.

Then he flopped forward on his
face.

CHAPTER VII
PAYOFF.

THOSE next days were very dim
at first, and the way he remembered
things was in snatches; and he would
not remember one conscious spell
from the next, so that each time he
awakened and tried to clear his mind
it would be like the first awakening;
and each time he would have to ad-
~just himself to that which was
around him. But gradually he became
used to it, so that it was as though
he had been here always.

The first time he remembered great
pain in his side, and when his eye-
lids fluttered there was a doctor

bending over him; he remembered
the stethoscope, and that the doctor
had a short Vandyke beard. Then
everything faded.

Later in the week, he got so that
he could hear the things that were
being said, and he was conscious long

~enough to realize this was the Los

Angeles City Hospital.

‘Somebody said: “The wound
would heal—it isn’t so bad. But
now that pneumonia’s set in, I
wouldn’t gamble on his chances—"

Then again, later: “I'm a cop down
from San Francisco. He’s Saxon,
all right. Been missing several days.
Where’d you say you found him?”

“Apartment house in Burbank.
Landlady heard a shot and called the
cops.”

“Know who did it?”

“Yeah. She says a girl checked
into the place a little while before.
But she must have gotten out by the
rear fire escape. She wasn’t there.”

“Her name?” ‘

“Mary Maloney.”

“Probably fake,” said the voice of
the detective.

“Probably a fake name all nght
replied the other voice.

“Well,” the detective concluded,
“T’ll hang around L. A. ’til he comes
out of it enough to talk. If he does.
There’s no doubt he knows the name
of the girl that shot him. He didn’t
come all the way down here for
nothing. If he’ll identify the girl,
we’ll really have something.”

SAXON had tried to speak then,
but he faded back into unconscious-
ness. When his mind was clear
the next time he remembered that

‘he hadn’t even checked out in San

Francisco. He'’d been so eager to
pick up Laura’s trail, so sure that
she was guilty and he’d arrest her
easily, that he had told no one.
Then one morning he awakened
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and most of the pain was gone; he
could see things and hear things.-He
gazed at the nurse who fed him, and
later he talked to the doctor. He
spoke, though his voice was only a
whisper:

“Will I be all right?”

“You'll be fine.” :

“Is there a detective down here
waiting for me—an officer from San
Francisco?”

“Well,” said the doctor,
called back.”s

“Did he leave any message?”

“Yes. He said to get whoever had
shot you, if you could. And to phone

“he was

them about it as soon as you were’

able.”

Saxon’s eyes flickered gnmly

He tried not to think any more
about her. He was waiting until he
could get up. But the next day he
still couldn’t leave his bed and-there
was time on his hands, so he asked
the nurse to bring him the back is-
sues of newspapers he had missed.

He stared at the first headline:

HOLLIS SMITH ARRESTED FOR
MURDER OF SIMON RAND

Found With Old Lambert Kidnap
Ransom Notes

Smith, Ex-convict, Confesses In Face :
Of Overwhelming Evidence

Saxon rubbed his hand across his
face. He was cold with sweat.’

He read column after column in
the papers, stunned, the words some-
thing blurring before his eyes.

THE whole thing, from the be-
ginning, had been like this:

Hollis Smith and Joe Ritz, two-
time losers on robbery charges, had
conceived the plan to kidnap the
Lambert baby. So they would have
a place to keep the child they rang
in Mike Mead, Laura's brother, on
the job. He was to get an even

The lamp was coming at him. . . 5

split for taking care of the baby dur-

ing ransom negotiations. - So—as
Hollis' had now testified—Mike
Mead brought the baby to Laura and
told her the story of a sick friend
for whom they were to keep the
child for a few days.

Meanwhile, Joe Ritz and Hollis
Smith collected the ransom and, hav-
ing no further use for Mike Mead,
and not wishing to have him alive as
a possible witness some day, and be-
ing unwilling to split any money
with him, they killed Mike and
threw him in the harbor. Hollis
Smith then tipped a stool pigeon to
inform a cop where the Lambert

~ baby could be found, feeling that if

the baby were taken back alive there
would be less pressure on the search
for the kidnapers. Particularly if
they had Laura Mead—who had
known nothing of the deal—to take

.part of the rap, and so partly ap-

pease the public.
Saxon was the cop the stoolie had
tipped.
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All of this simple plan came off
perfectly, but a later complication
arose when Laura was arrested.
Simon Rand, who had been lawyer

for Joe Ritz and Hollis Smith in the ~

past, knew of their acquaintance with
Mike Mead, and guessed the rest.

‘He demanded fifteen thousand dol-_

lars of the ransom money as black-
mail. This the two kidnapers
promptly paid, knowing Rand’s
power. Simon Rand then pretended
to defend Laura, and in reality
helped the D. A. get a conviction by
presenting her case as weakly as
possible.

A detective, on the other hand,
thinking Laura guilty, and wanting
to make sure he got a copviction on
so important a case, had asked Saxon
to exaggerate two small items which
helped in the evidence against Laura.

Laura served her sentence. Mean-
‘while Joe Ritz and Hollis Smith,
afraid to spend the hot ransom
money for a few months, were picked
up on a robbery charge and sent back
-to prison. Joe Ritz died in prison,
and part of his share and part of
Smith’s share of the money was dis-
covered in Modesto. Hollis Smith
was released from prison on his rob-
bery term shortly before Laura Mead
was released.

The remainder of Hollis Smith’s
ransom was gone. He was desperate

for money. Simon Rand had black-

mailed him, and was still holding
onto the fifteen thousand dollars
blackmail money. Smith decided to

get it back. He went to Ivan’s Nite

Spot, where he had traced Laura,
hung around long enough to pick up
her handkerchief and lipstick con-
tainer, then went to visit Simon
Rand.

When he saw that it was impos-

sible to blackmail Rand, as he had
anticipated it would be, he killed

the lawyer, and left the clues which-

led to Laura. He then went through
Rand’s files, found the keys to a
safe-deposit box in a bank in the
outlying districts. The lawyer had
the money hidden there under an
assumed name so that, in the event
it should be found, he could disclaim
knowledge of it.

Hollis Smith took the key, went
to the bank under the posed name
invented by Rand, and got the
money. The captain of detectives
who’d had Smith down as a leading
suspect nabbed the crook when he
came out of the bank. With the

‘hot money on him, and fingerprints
“left back in Rand’s office, along with

one or two other clumsy marks which
Smith had neglected to clean up, it
was easy to make him confess.

And, since a man can hang only
once, Smith related the rest of the
story, going back to 1931, and the
Lambert kidnaping. It was one
story really, for one crime went into
another.

Laura Mead could not be found,
but a citizens’ committee was taking
up a collection to compensate her
for the injustice that had been done.

Saxon looked up.

It had taken him thirty minutes to
read all of this for it was not in
the coherent form of a story, but in
newspaper style, featuring the most
dramatic incidents first, and gradu-
ally boiling down to detail and fact.
He had read slowly, deliberately, so
that he could clear his mind.

This he read again: Laura Mead
could not be found.

She was hiding, afraid that Saxon
would arrest her for deadly assault.
Afraid.

A DAY later he was up. He flew
to San Francisco. He didn’t bother
to check in with the police yet.

He knew this—that she’d return to
Frisco the same way she’d gotten
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out of it. He knew she’d come back
because before she went to prisen
she had been raised here; it was the
only city she knew, and anywhere
else would be foreign to her. She
had run from San Francisco to get
away from him, but she’d come back.
He knew that just as he knew every-
thing else about her.

Just like he knew where in San
Francisco she’d be most likely to be.
It was his town, too, and he knew
the streets people walked on when
they were friendless and afraid. It
took him some time, of course; it
took him a day and a night. He went
- to Ivan’s, and then he checked up
on the chorus girls she’d known and
liked. She’d slept at the flat of one
of them, then left. He went back to
the old neighborhood where she had
lived when she was arrested. An
old lady who'd known her in girl-
hood had kept her one night and
fed her, and loaned her money.
Saxon walked, kept walking; he
went to all the obvious places, got
information from all of the obvious
sources. When he found her she
was in a room on Jones Street.

He knocked on the door. -

She answered it, then tried to slam
it in his face. He had his foot in
the jamb; he pushed the door back
and came in. She retreated from

him, her face very white.

“You thought I was dead?” he
asked. =

She shook her head slowly. “No.
I knew you’d live, I—" She caught
her breath. “I didn’t shoot to kill.”
Then suddenly: “What do you want
of me now? Are you going to—"

“No,” he said. He said it crisply,
cutting her short.

She kept watching him.

He tried to keep her gaze, but he
couldn’t. And he was taking off his
hat. A hard guy like him. He was
taking off his hat.

“No, Laura. The hunt’s all over.
The reason I had to find you was—"

‘(Yes?” =

He met her eyes now. “I'm sorry,
that’s all.”

She stared at him, and then what
he said seemed to reach her, to free
her; comprehension burst within her
like a flood of sunlight. She started
to laugh, because she was happy, she
was free, but then she choked, and
she sat down and sobbed.

Saxon stood at the door. “Maybe
I could come around once in a while,
Coming around’s got to be a habit,
and maybe I could make it up to
you, by— You see, I can never
let you go.” -

She was still crying, but she was
nodding, too.

He left, and went quietly down the
stairs. '
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OY GUN DETAINS JAIL VISITOR: When the “electric eye” at
Cauyahoga County Jail at Cleveland, Ohio, detected metal on the person
of a nineteen-year-old visitor, a deputy sheriff pulled a black pistol from
the youth’s pocket and put him in jail. After a night in a cell, the visitor
convinced officers that he had no evil intent. His explanation was that,
tiring of his little brother’s tricks, he had pocketed the youngster’s water

pistol.

ToE~

INGERPRINT OFFICE OPEN EVERY DAY: Since crime observes
no holidays, the justice department will keep the fingerprint section of
the Federal bureau of investigation, at Washington, D. C,, open seven days

a week,

GIFT FROM THIEF: A chicken thief who visited the farm of James
Stonesifier, near Lancaster, Pennsylvania, left two hens in the coop and
a note on the door which read: “I am leaving two chickens so that you will

have eggs for breakfast.

ECAUSE he does not believe in capital punishment R. T. Storm, the

man who built the Texas prison’s electric chair in which eighteen felons

have died in fourteen years, was excused from jury duty. Storm was called
with other prospective jurors in a murder case at Houston.

l}f r

IX EXECUTED FOR KILLING GUARD: Six convicts were executed
at the State penitentiary at Columbia, South Carolina, for the slaying
of J. Olin Sanders, prison guard captain, in an attempt to escape.

Continued on page 96
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INCLUDING MURDER

BY MEL EVERETT

WAS blowing a slightly alco-

holic breath into my ocarina,

and the tune that came out sort
of hinted I still had a thirst: “How
Dry I Am!”

“Me, too,” said a voice from out
on deck.

I quit breathing into my ocarina,
killing the melody but not a bit of
the mood. I was sitting here in the
deckhouse of the Susie Q, with my
sail-ears set for the slightest sound.

Suddenly, there he was, standing
in the deckhouse doorway. =

“All right,” I said, “you sneaked
aboard, But the tide turned at mid-
night, which makes it Sunday now!
* So you can get the hell off my tug!”

He was big, natty, with a nasty
grin.
out from San Diego to slap a plaster
on my tug—you know, what they
slap on your car when you can’t pay
your debts. Only Sundays they can’t
do it,

_ He came toward me with a right
leg limp, moving jerkily like a guy
on a pogo stick., Then memory
clicked:

“Kelly Stryker,” I said.

“In person,” he whispered—he al-
ways whispered. Once upon a night,
cops blackjacked his talk-box. I
remembered ; you don’t forget things
like that.

I drained spittle out of my ocarina
and tossed it on top of my locker. I
took down a bottle of Bacardi and
two glass jiggers.

“Make it three,” Stryker beamed.
“One for a lady.”

“And the lady is—"

I figured he was a sea-lawyer:

“Mine,” he finished, with nasty im-
plication.

I shrugged, ducked back into my
locker for another jigger. I turned
around and the lady was in. She
must have stayed on deck—like an
actress in the wings—awaiting her
cue. She made a sweet entrance,

She was young, curvy. She wore
a cape trimmed with blue-fox, no
hat, and her hair was the color of
a brush-fire seen through fog. She
had smoke-blue eyes and a firm
mouth. She also had lovely legs. I
smelled sandalwood in her hair, and
I liked her, smiling at me.

Smiling at him, her lips went
soft, submissive. I rquit liking her.
She was his.

We settled around in chaxrs—-—and

settled a round of rum.
- Stryker put his elbows on the
table and said across it: “Nine years,
boy. Me, I'm still in the chlpS And
you;n

“This seagoing tug,” I said, “the
Susie O, I own her. She’s legit
business; everything tops1de And

I don’t hate what I see in my mirror
any more.” ,

“Sure, boy, sure,” He chortled,
overfriendly. “Only I hear they're
slapping a plaster on you for dock-
age, on account of diesel oil costs
dough, and you can’t run a tug on a
pocketful of dreams.”

I said, dourly: “I’m doing fine,
considering.” ,
I was thinking back to the days
of the off-shore liquor fleet, when
good money was good money until
murder muscled in, and Stryker al-
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most took the big rap—for me!

But Stryker was lithe and hard in
those days; my pal. So he wouldn’t
talk. And cops blackjacked his
throat until he couldn’t. I owed
him a lot for that!

Stryker sluiced drinks around.
“Honey, look at a guy who quit a
hundred-an-hour racket to go back
to college! And put the glimpse
on what it got him.”

Honey’s eyes took possession of
the meager deckhouse. “Is the name
Charlie Chump?” she asked, laugh-

ing.
“The name’s Morgan,” I said
softly. “Moody Morgan. I’'m moody

on account of I don’t like tootsies
who’ve seen all the etchings.”

She flushed, and sipped her drink
to cover it. But I saw her mouth go
- firm again, and white fury lmed her
lips.

“No cracks, Moody!” There was
curbed anger in Stryker’s hush-up.
“We're slicing you a piece of gelt.
Five grand for a tug-ride to Mexxco
Ensenada.”

“I5that all2”

He squinted at the big diamond
on his right little pinkie, and said:
“Make it ten and expenses.”

“I mean: is that all—just a tug-
ridesto Mexico? Or do you maybe
have a package you want to ferry
back?” I figured it was dope and I
tensed, set to say: “Include me out!”
I knew he might resent that—with a
Luger!

“Be smart Moody It’s a one-way
jaunt.”

I began to tighten up inside, won-
dering if he meant. one-way for
them, or for me. You don’t take
dope into Mexico. Something else
or a snatch, maybe? Anyway, I was
jammed between the past and pres-
ent, and getting squeezed into a fu-
ture I didn’t want. I didn’t let my

pan show how much of it I didn’t

_want.

THE Susie Q rolled in the swell
of a freighter, standing in. I watched
Honey saunter over and look out
at it.

Stryker was weighing what he
could tell me. It wouldn’t be a bit
more than he had to. In the old
days, yes. Not now. He'd gone
gross, mentally and physically, since
then. Cruel and crafty now!

“Listen,” he whispered, “you’ve
heard how some boys blasted guards
on the pier and heisted half a mil-
ion in gold bars off some ship in
from Alaska?”

Being a regular reader and a guy
with a memory, I recalled it. Two
years ago, it was, in Seattle. Three
guards killed. No clues. I added
two and two and got forty.

“You bought this hot gold at about
ten cents on the dollar,” I said. “You
let it cool two years. Now, for ten
G’s, I run you and your gold and-
your girl to Mexico. You ship the
gold to the United States Treasury
and get a full half million for it.
Then you live happily ever after—
with Honey!”

Watching Honey whirl on me, I
saw I'd scorched her again. She lit
a cigarette, came back to the table
and gulped her drink. Seeing her
scorch made me feel good. I don’t
know why. It just did.

“Good guessing,” Stryker sighed,
He looked relieved at not having to
tell me more.

- “Two grand,” I said, “will clear
the Susie Q.”

He let me have it in hundreds.
Only a hand like his could get
around a roll like his. “Then you're
in, Moody?”

I thought it over. It didn’t look
like dirty dough. And if I didn’t
want to lose the Susie Q, dough is
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what I needed. I weighed a payoff
in lead. And I smelled the sandal-
wood in Honey's hair.

I nodded at her.
for the ride?”.

Stryker got up, came around the
table at me, limping. “Meaning
what?” he whispered. And there
was menace in his nasty grin.

I looked up into his beefy face.

“Meaning, can I trust her?”

“So?” he whistled softly.
trust you?” He was getting nerv-
ous. When nervous, he was mean.
I remembered.

I pulled a cigarette out of Honey's
package, lit it, and said: “If there’s
ten grand in'it, so am L.”

“Good!” He glanced at his wrist-
watch,  “Now look, boy, I got a
little job for you. Ever hear of
T'Chang Ling?” - :
-~ Who hasn't? Head of the First
National Bank of China, Over here
to raise money to finance the war,
He got a bushel of it, remember?
> Lost it when the Clipper went down,
There was talk about sabotage, only
nothing came of it. -And T’Chang
-was having trouble trying to raise
-more money.

Stryker sat down again and used

- lots of words. Between them he hit
- the Bacardi and I said “Yes” to what
he was saying and “No” to what he
was drinking. I got the facts.

But I was thinking about him and
the course he’d run and the women
in his wake, And Honey—too young,
too fine, to be just another mistake
he’d made.

Then Stryker said: “Sure it’s clear,
boy? Know what you're to do?
No slips, boy, not any. Not a bit of
any!”

I reversed my mind, backed fast
over his words. I'd take an en-
velope to a guy named Cuyler and
get some boxes. When I delivered

- the boxes to T'Chang Ling, the Chi-

“Can 1

“She going along »

-lose this, if I were you.”

nese banker would pay me a quarter
million dollars cash. Then it was
back to my tug and off to Mexico,
fast. =

“This Cuyler,” I said, “is he in on
the deal?”

“Just a stooge.”

I got the idea. But I couldn’t see
Stryker trusting me with a quarter
million cash, He must've read my
mind.
~ “Honey goes with you.
any places marked ‘Gents,” if you
gotta go, you don’t gotta go.. See?”

“These boxes I get from Cuyler?”
I asked. “They heavy?”

“Rather.”

“About twelve hundred pounds
total?”

- “About that,”.

“About right,” I said, “for half a
million in hot gold.” : -

He killed the rum. “You're good
at figures; don’t be too good for
your own good!” Lowering the jig- -
ger from his lips to the table, his .
hand shook just a little. He was
fighting the jerks. :

I changed my mind about asking
him why T’Chang wanted a half
million in hot gold. I though I knew,
anyway.

Stryker snaked a bulky envelope
from inside his coat. Doing it, he
let me see his Luger. I turned the
envelope in my fingers. It felt like
money—Cuyler’s payoff for the hot
gold, T supposed. It was addressed:

Passing

Drake Cuyler, 2420 South Shore.
Stryker tapped it. “I wouldn’t

“Guns is guns,” I said. “Do I get

_one?”

Honey let me peek into her purse.
It was long and large, accordion-
like on the ends. One of the ends
was slit. She carried her purse with
her right hand inside of it, through
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the slit. Garter elastic held the .32
to the wall of the purse.
of the trigger guard was cut away.
A cute gadget for quick gunning!

“Moody and I will get along,” she
sand smiling.

Stryker limped around and took
my arm. A way overfriendly!

“You got a good head, boy. Any
flaws?”

“Well,” I said, sounding happier
than I felt, “variety is the spice of
crime. You got hot gold, a pretty

girl, a mystery stooge, a Chinese

banker and a guy who’s trying to
make a reasonably honest living with
a tug he’s about to lose. You got
about everything.”

His fingers dug into my arm. He
hadn’t lost his grip.

“Everything,” he thspered
cluding murder, maybe!” =

“Meaning mine?” I could’ve
struck a match on my tongue,

“I hope not, boy.
not.” -

So did 1!

AWAY from Stryker, Honey re-
laxed. I couldn’t; not for a minute.
Not dealing with Stryker! We
halved the seat of a taxi and headed
for South Shore.

Honey began crooning softly
“You take the hlgh road and I'll take
the low road—

“And you’ll get to hell before
me,” I finished.

She laughed.
Moody?”

“No, but I got a c1garette
got a match?”

She snapped a lighter to flame
and leaned toward my cigarette, I
pushed my face at the flame and
slapped my left hand down on her
purse. Her right was inside the
purse, on the .32.

My weight, holding her purse to
~ the seat, hurt her fingers. I could

“You got religion,

You

The front-

I sure do hope

have broken them. The lighter
burned steadily. I sucked fire into
my cigarette.

I was hurting her hand and I
wanted her to show it. She just
smiled, so I blew out the light. I
didn’t want to hurt her any more.

-The cab turned into South Shore
and stopped, short of where we were
to meet Cuyler. I took my hand off
Honey’s purse.

“Thanks, Moody,” she murmured.
Her voice was like a memory of a
beautiful sound heard long ago.
“You just wanted me to krnow you
could take me. That it?”

“I guess so.”

“You can, Moody. Anytime.”

The hackie pushed back the glass
partition. ‘“This meter, it measures
time in dimes. You wanna set here,
or rent a room?”

We got out.

“It’s the woman who pays,” I said.
I was stony, except for the two
grand in hundreds Stryker had ad-
vanced. Honey paid the hack toll,
and I thought about what she was
doing just to be in the dough. And
I wished I'd taken her gun!

South Shore was, at this hour,
asleep. In the silence, Honey’s high
heels clacked like a hunt and peck
typist. We saw one beat-bull, one
milkman and, away down the street, -
one Neon sign—an all-night garage.

No. 2420 was a print shop with a
full-front window. Raised letters
on the window said:

South Shore Sentinel
Drake Cuyler, Publisher

Inside, a dim night light revealed
a run-down business office. The
door to the back shop was closed.

“We're expected,” Honey told me,
“at the back door.”

There were two seven-passenger
tourings parked in the areaway be-
hind the print shop. We expected
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only one, a Cadillac. I felt the ra-
diators. The Packard was warm,
recently come.

Stryker was supposedly waiting
aboard the Susie Q. But I figured
he'd be close every minute, guarding
his gold and his girl. In his shoes,
I would be.

I leaned close to Honey, scenting
the sandalwood in her hair,

“Stryker? Think he beat us out
here?” I asked.

“No. No, Moody, I don’t,”

“Trouble, maybe?”

“Maybe,” she hushed.
the Packard’s Cuyler’s.”

We went up four steps, walked
along the rear of the printing plant
on the raised loading platform. A
caged electric light glowed above
- the rear door.

The guy in the doorway was built
like a big toe: burly, thick-shoul-
dered, thin-hipped. “Hi, Honey,”
he growled, “got what I want?”

- “No,” I snapped, “she hasn’t! I
have!”

He bit down hard on his frayed
cigar and his small shrewd eyes
glinted in the light over the door-
way., “Who pulled your chain?”

Honey said: “Cuyler, meet Moody
Morgan.”

“T’meecha,” 1 said.
longs to the Packard?”

“Or maybe

“Who be-

“Me! So what?” His breath was
bad, like burning brakes.
“So,” T said, “first, the boxes in

our Cadillac; second, us in our
Cadillac; third, you get paid, See?”

“And fourth,” he yawped, “you go
to hell! See? See this!”

I didn’t notice where it came from,
‘but now that it was here I had no
trouble seeing it. “All right,” I
said, “who are we to argue with an
automatic?”

We all went inside, quietly.

Honey could have got him with
her purse-hidden .32, She didn’t and

‘my two grand, and said,

I wondered why. I wasn’t sure
which team she was playing on. I

‘hoped mine," because Cuyler was

coked, kill- hlgh'

“Up arms,” he said, moving in. He
frisked his payoff envelope, missed
“Oh, a
panty waist,”” when he found I had
no gun. :

It was easier to look around him
than at him. I sized the plant: a
bank of job presses, a bank of linos,
a small rotary for printing the South
Shore Sentinel, and stereotyping
equipment for melting and casting
fead.

There were two piles of little
wooden boxes on the floor., The

‘boxes were stenciled: Lead. The

stereotyper was still hot, and the

-shop smelled like scorched paper. I

figured Cuyler had been casting bars
of lead, and had boxed a pile of them,

HIS plant was legitimate as I re-
called from kid days as a printer’s
devil. Only, there was enough lead
here to get out the Sunday Times!

Cuyler stepped back, but Honey

-stayed half a turn to his left.

“Cuyler,” I said, “you’re crossing
Stryker! Other guys have tried
that, and they’ve all quit living.”

He snorted. “Stryker bothers me
like a bottle of beer.”

“What'’s the cross?” Honey asked
me. '

“Look,” I pomted “Two piles of
boxes stenciled:' Lead. Outside,
two cars; one pile of boxes for each
car. Only the boxes we’d take would
really be lead! He’'d take the boxes
of gold. We'd go to T’Chang, and

he’d go bye-bye with half a million

'9’

in gold!
Cuyler’s gun wavered ‘between us.
He spat a shred of cigar.
“Only I spoiled it, talking tough.
Cuyler got riled, hop-heads always

: do, and he threw down on us. Other-
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I said: “Who are we to argue with an autematic?”

wise, we’d be on our way, and he’d be
on his.”

“Me, I'm Professor Quiz,” Cuyler
smirked. “Your question is: ‘A tis-
ket, a tasket, a brown and yellow

casket’—who’s the corpse?” He
laughed in a high, curdled minor.
Once I heard a hop-head musician
hit a note like that on a trumpet just
before he died from an overload.
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I glanced at Honey, and her eyes

said: “Yes.” She pointed her purse
at Cuyler and began to ease it up.
There was a moist shine on her lips,
and I caught a whiff of the sandal-
wood in her hair.
- Cuyler was as good as dead.
I kept talking; talking to keep his
eye. I felt ghoulish, Like talking
" to a dead man, Honey’s purse would
be up now. She'd be going for the

_trigger, Her knuckle would be
white. She’d be squeezing the trig-.
ger—to killl '

Maybe it would be the ﬁrst time,
Maybe she’d killed plenty of guys.
Maybe this, maybe that, maybe any-
thing. Only I didn’t want to see her
do it!

Deliberately, 1 looked away from

Cuyler—and at Honey! I knew
Cuyler’s eyes would follow mine.
They did. And his foot lashed up,
kiting her purse and jolting the gun-
action. A .32 slug blew out of her
purse and twanged on metal, harm-
lessly.

Honey flashed me a hurt, wonder-
ing look, like a child punished for
something she was told to do. And
then I was in, slugging. But Cuyler,
wheeling to cover me, slashed his
gun across my scalp. And then I
was down on my knees, half out.

Cuyler went at Honey, using his

left to slap her. She fooled him,
She took his hand swiftly in both
of hers—one hand on his wrist and
one on his palm—and twisted her
body. Cuyler spun over her shoul-
der and hit the floor.

Sprawled on the floor, feeling
around for his gun, he looked
vicious. “Jujitsu, huh? A lousy
Jap trick! Tl kill you!”

He: almost did before I found

‘Honey’s purse. I triggered the .32
three times—missed twice. But
one'’s enough.

Honey looked at Cuyler’s cocoon,

and at me, My scalp ached, and
anyway her calm scrutiny griped me.
“If you want Stryker’s pay-off
dough,” I fumed, “go roll the guy
I cheated you out of killing?”’

I was having that nasty reaction
you get from killing someone. Never
mind self-defense. You hate your-
self. - ;
When Honey pot the pay-off en-
velope off the corpse, I got meaner.
But I still had a hunch about Stry-
ker’s business with T’Chang. And I

- still felt sorry for T’ Chang, buckmg

Stryker.

I was suddenly in a hurry, and not
on account of the shots. A watch-
dog in the front office wouldn’t hear

a .32 through walls as thick as these.

- I test-hefted one of the wooden
boxes from each of the piles. Then
I began carrying boxes from one pile_
and putting them into the tonneau
of the Cadillac.

~-Honey came out on the loading
platform. “How do you tell which
is the gold, Moody'r‘” '

“By weight,” I snapped. “Gold’s
heavier, twelve hundred pounds per
cubic foot. Lead’s only seven hun-
dred. And if you think I'm crossing
you, load the car yourself”’

She laughed. “I don’t sing bass,
Moody.” She could see these boxes
were small, but plenty heavy. I
heaved one into the back seat of the
Cadillac and asked: “Why’d Stryker
ring in Cuyler?”

“To get the gold coated with lead.
You wouldn’t want the customs in-
spectors finding hot gold on your
tug. Or would you?”

“We take this lead-covered gold
to T'Chang?”

“We do.” ~

“Only T’'Chang thinks I really
own the gold?”

“You make a nice front, Moody.”

“And we also take the gold to
Mexico?”
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“We-do.”

“Oh,” I said, and went back to

work. When I got all the boxes
from the first pile into the Cadillac,
I told her to drive into the alley and
wait.

“What for, Moody?”

“For me,” ‘I said. “There’s too
much lead in this plant. Cops might
reason why. I'm getting the excess
out of here.”

“It could be fun, working with
you.” She started the motor. “You're
smart, Moody.” She smiled and
drove into the alley, out of sight. - I
couldn’t hear the motor, but a Cadil-
las is quiet; so maybe she hadn t
driven off and left me.

I GRUNTED the other boxes into
the Packard. It was also a rent-car.
Idrove down to that all-night garage
and parked it. I put the claim check

_up inside the lining of my cap.-

When I got back, the Cadillac was
parked driver-side against the alley
wall; and to get under the wheel I
had to climb over Honey. I could
see, looking at her, she hadn’t parked
that way by accident. '

Climbing over her, I got a big

breath of the sandalwood in her hair

and I quit feeling zero. My hand
slipped across her shoulder. Our
faces passed close. I saw the chal-

lenging fire in her eyes and I could .

feel the submissive warmth of her
lips, and I—almost! I took it out
on the car, gunning all the way back
to town.

T’Chang had sublet sky-high, be-
cause people who dwell in pent-
houses usually need private eleva-
tors. T’Chang did, Otherwise, how
could I haul a bunch of boxes into
the swanky Berkshire Towers with-
out benefit of witnesses? -
4 a. m.

I drove into T’Chang’s private ga-
rage, and Honey watched me unload

Even at

into his private elevator. She'd
moped all the way in, and now she
said: “I’ll wait here,- Moody.”
“No,” I said. “Better get the car
out of the district. It may be hot,

- considering Cuyler’s condition.”

“Sure, Moody. Then I'll pick you
up in.a cab.”

Getting the gold to the Susie Q
was, I supposed, T’Chang’s job. All

- I had to do was collect a quarter .

million in cash and try to get away
alive. “Maybe ten, fifteen minutes,”
I told Honey as she backed the car
out. :

WHEN 1 hit the top in the pri-
vate elevator, there was T’Chang:
tall, frail, slightly stooped, with a
halo of thin gray hair combed back
from his high forehead. He was
wearing a housecoat, fashionable two
thousand years ago; and a right-
angle wristwatch, fashionable now.

Quite a guy, this T’Chang! He’s
called the Alexander Hamilton of
China because he substituted bank-
ing for banditry. So I thought he'd
be holding one of these Chinese
abacus counting racks instead of an
automatic!

The private elevator opened into
the hallway between the kitchen and
the dinette. I stepped out, saying:
“I see I'm welcome. I'm Moody
Morgan—not J P. So you can hide
the hardware.”

“Excuse me if 1 seem to know
what Pm doing,” T°Chang told me,
politely. And then brusquely:
“Quong! Quickly!”

Quong stepped out of the dark
kitchen. He had a Pekinese puss
and a double-decker bald dome, guar-
anteed to reflect every ray of a set-
ting sun. He also had a Mauser.

“A new Chinese custom,” T’Chang
told me, His gun didn’t waver.
Quong ditched his Mauser and did
a nice job of frisking me. T’Chang
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put his automatic under the folds of
his housecoat.

Quong stepped into the elevator,
cutoff the power switch, and put the
shiny side of his pantaloons down on
the boxes. His Mauser appeared
again like a magician’s ace of spades.
- “The gold will be guarded,”
T’Chang said. “This way, Mr. Mor-
gan.” He led me across the dinette,
down into a sunken living room.
There was nothing Oriental about it.
The paneling was maple, the fur-
nishing modernistic.

T’Chang sat beside a low table on
which was a metal money-box, a
-bowl of Chinese honeydew and a
game—not fan-tan. Checkers!

Reds were leading blacks. I sank
into an armchair, nodded at the
board. “You red or black?”

“Red,” he said. “I'm winning.”
There were lines of worry around
his sensitive mouth and above the
bridge of his long, sharply chiseled
nose, He was a Shansi; it’s southern
Chinese, like Quong, with flattened
features.

There was a semicircle of cigar
-ashes on the rug around the black
side of the table. “Who’s black?” I
asked.

“Quong, my man-servant.” When
I looked quizzical he added: “We
modern Chinese are quite demo-
cratic,”

He was modern, all right, and
maybe democratic., So maybe he
played checkers with his man-serv-
But nobody’s man put ashes on
the master’s rug. Huh-uh! That

wasn’t anyone’s servant problem!

- T'CHANG began beating around -

the mulberry bush, and I said an oc-
casxonal “Yes” or “No” or “I think
so, too.”

But I was remembermg a night off
Nantucket on a mothership, A Fed
was to arrange a landing fix, He

came aboard for a bxgger pay-off.
But he wasn’t good enough in a game
of checkers; his body went overside,
And Stryker said: “You know,
Moody, I'd never kill anyone who
could beat me at checkers!”

And I wondered now, could
T’Chang be beating Stryker at
checkers? Stryker hadn’t been out
at the plant, or he’d have shot Cuyler
quicker than I had., And Stryker
was a guy who’d put ashes omr Roose-
velt’s rug! It was odds-on that

Stryker was here, waiting in another

room. If so, there’d be trouble!

“You know, of course,” T’Chang
said, “why I want thls gold?”

“I can guess.”

He clasped thin, bony hands across
his breast, said fervently :

“My country is bemg raped!”

“And,” 1 chimed in, “for China,
money-lenders are scarcer than
grapes on a bean vine.”

“Precisely. Now, I pay a quarter
million for your half million in gold.
A munitions dealer will accept the
gold at full value in exchange for
fighting planes.”

““This gun runner,” I said, “knOWa
the gold’s hot?”

“Yes ”»

T’Chang passed the bowl of Chi-
nese honeydew, and I said, munch-
ing: “Only he can’t take payment in
gold here. So you get your planes
and he gets the gold in Mexico.
That it?” A suspicion I'd had all
night was about to be verified.

“In theory, yes,” T’ Chang said,
smiling. “Actually, he gives me a
bill of sale for the planes; and he,
himself, will get the gold to Mexico.”

“And you get planes worth half a_
million. “And all you put out is the
quarter million you pay me for the
gold. Nice deal!” I lied in my
teeth. It wasn’t a nice deal, because
with Stryker in it, that meant a
double-deal. ,
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I was sure now of what I'd sus-
- pected when Stryker first spoke of

T’Chang: Stryker was posing as a
munitions dealer! And Stryker’s
bill of sale for planes would carry
no more weight than a bubble-dancer.

I felt awfully sorry for T’Chang,
a poor, blind victim of his own pa-
triotism. And the Chinese people,
getting blown off the map, because
the money-changers fled the temples
to back the favorite.

“While we talked,” T’Chang said,
“your cargo has been removed from
the elevator.” He stood, picked the
metal money box up off the table.

“The gold is being checked. If all -

is correct, you shall be paid one
quarter million dollars.”

He bowed himself out of the room,
smiling.

=1 soft-soled out through the

dinette. The private elevator was
still at this level; the power switch
still off; all the boxes gone. 1
switched the power on. I might
need this elevator in a hurry.

It was pay-off time and that’s when
trouble comes.
nerve in my body, fine-drawn, like on
an anatomical chart. I eased back
into the living room. Blood pounded
up into my ears. '

Behind me, I heard one soft foot-
step. And then something hard and
round gouged into my spine. It
wasn’t a piece of gaspipe.

“Play dead—or be dead!” There
was an odd, repellent sweetness in
Stryker’s whisper.

I knew he was going to drop me,
here and now! He didn’t need me
any more. He could run the Susie Q
himself. But Honey, not being with
me, had him worried; and I had to
keep him worried.

“I dunno,” I said.
gone too long.”

“Gone where?” Stryker’s breath
steamed the back of my neck.

“She’s been

I could feel every .

“To ditch the car, she said.”

“Why?” he whispered. “It's a
rent.”

“It’s a hot rent now! Cuyler was
coked and tried to gun us. I saved
your gold and your girl. Doing it,
I killed Cuyler! So what does that
get me? A slug in the back?”

“It wouldn’t,” he rasped, “only
you made a mistake!” His Luger
trenched deeper into my back. “See
now, can you talk out of it?”

The palms of my hands glistened
with sweat. I'd turned on the ele-

‘vator power so I could go down in a

hurry. But if Honey got curious,
she could come up here! Something
learned as a kid ran through my
mind, a fragment of prayer. My
prayer was for Honey:

“O God, keep her out of here!”

MY lone chance for life was mak-
ing Stryker need me! To make him
need me, I had to make him quit
trusting her. And if I did that, and
she came up here, he’d kill her. But
maybe I could take him before she
got here? I drew a deep breath and
said with all the force I could put
into it:

“Listen, Stryker! She may be

‘Honey to you—but to the insurance

company she’s just a damned good
investigator!”

“That’s a lie!” said a voice behind
us.

There was no mistaking that voice.
Or the scent of sandalwood. “That’s
a stupid lie,” Honey said. “If I'm an
insurance gumheel, why didn’t I
grab the gold .at the plant? Why
play along this far?”

I turned my head and Stryker
looked at me like I was something
that just crawled outyof a sewer.
Behind him, in the dinette doorway
above the sunken living room, I saw
Honey. Dark shadows around her
eyes heightened the deathly pale-



94 STREET & SMITH'S CLUES-DETECTIVE STORIES

She had her hand
and her purse

ness of her face.
inside her purse,

" pointed death at both of us!
“It wasn’t doing him no good, "

anyway,”  Stryker grated. I could
feel the barrel of his Luger pull up
slightly as his finger squeezed back
on the trigger! -

“Stryker,” Honey said very
quietly, “you can kill Moody; but
do it—and T'l1 kill you!”

A second of silence dragged al—
most into eternity.

“What the hell?” Stryker ﬁnally
stammered.

“Drop Stryker!”

your = gun,

Honey’s voice tightened to its ten- -

sile strength. “You're under arrest!”
My flesh tried to crawl away from
Stryker’s gun barrel. I knew he
wouldn’t drop his gun. He'd blow
‘his cork! : :
“A she-cop” he burbled
loving a dirty she-cop!”
“Special Agent, U. S. Treasury,
Honey clipped. “With orders to get
you, Stryker. That’s why 1 waited
until T got you and the gold to-
gether. Now drop that gun!”
“Maybe now you trust me, Stry-
ker,” I said acidly. “Only now’s too

“Me

late, and we’re both rapped on hot

gold. So drop it, or the rap is
murder.”

Stryker’s lips touched my ear.
“We're pals, boy. You hit the deck.
I can handle her. And we'll helst
T’Chang’s quarter million.”

1 tensed, feeling his Luger pull out
of my back. He was ready for a
whirl-shot. He was good with a gun.
He'd get her, if—

Suddenly, the door near the front
of the living room flew open and
T’Chang boiled out at us, waving
his automatic. T’'Chang’s face was
livid with rage; his eyes afire with
fury.

1 hit the deck, sliding along the
‘floor on my midriff. I spun around

to keep seeing Honey—and Stryker
—and I saw Quong’s placid yellow
face pop out of the hall behind
Honey.

“You can’t do this to my people'”
T'Chang screeched. His voice was
thick- with primitive accent. I
watched Quong step up beside
Honey, moving his Mauser to line
it on Stryker’s back. Quong didn't
see Honey’'s gun. It was in her
purse.

“It isn’t too late =7 Chang yelled
“I won'’t pay—

“Yes,” Stryker hissed, and I saw

- murder come up in his face.

Honey shrilled:
your gun!”
if possible.

“Yes, T'Chang,” Stryker wheezed.
“Yes, you will pay!” And his Luger
jumped and roared over my head.

“Stryker, drop
She wanted him alive,

- T’Chang’s thin, tired body lay down

quietly. Dead! .
Stryker wheeled, dropped to one
knee, level his Luger on Honey and
Quong in the doorway. I had no
time to go for T’Chang’s automatic,

- I lunged at Stryker, swinging my

body downward and coming hard
into his legs. - We spilled and Stry-
ker kneed me. :

Quong shot, and a Mauser slug
burned Stryker’s ribs and furrowed
the floor in front of my face. A long
splinter knifed into my cheek and
lodged there.

Stryker shivered out of my grasp,
moved his Luger up. But Honey, in
the doorway, moved faster. She
caught her hold, and jujitsu leverage
hurtled Quong through the air.

Stryker was up now! Gunning
for Honey, he shot Quong twice in
the chest before Quong hit the floor.
I rolled after Quong’s Mauser.

In tossing Quong, Honey lost bal-
ance. I saw her feet tangle, watched

her pitch forward on the carpet.

Hate and pain twisted Stryker’s face.
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He put his gun on a plane with her
prone figure.

Honey lifted -her head saw it com-
. ing. Her purse-gun had fallen be-
yond' reach. She didn’t cringe. She
was taking it, looking right at him!

“Stryker!” I shouted. He turned .

and I shot him on the equator. He

went away from me, going backward

on his heels. His knees touched the
low table and he sat down on the
checker game. He dropped his Lu-
ger, grabbed his stomach with both
hands, and slumped forward like a
jacknife folding.

AND then the cops v&ere in. And

the Treasury agents. And the D. A’s

birddogs. And the corner, without
enough wicker baskets.

Honey did a nice job as homicide
hostess. She took the law on a Cook’s
tour, pointing out bodies and re-

enacting everything. Then the law

~went into the other room and wasted
time testing and weighing the con-
tents of the boxes I'd hauled up
here. Finally, they learned what

Stryker and T’Chang and Quong had -

found out before they died.

I pulled the splinter out of my
cheek and was dabbing my face with
a .kerchief when Honey came out
with the inspector,

- “Inspector Gerughty,”
“this is Moody Morgan.”

“We shook hands. Gerughty was a
soldily-built man, with roughhewn
features and eyes that now expressed
distinct displeasure.

“It looks,” Gerughty said, “like
someone made a foolish error.” He
looked at Honey and the color rushed
up into her cheeks.

“I guess you've checked the gold,”
I said. “So that leaves no charge
to hold me on.”

“You knew it was just plain lead,”
Gerughty said. “You could tell by
the weight.” .

she said,

“Sure,” I said. “I knew there
couldn’t be gold in those boxes I
brought up here. They weren’t
heavy enough.”

“Well,” Gerughty said, “you’re
clear, Morgan. She cleared you on
the shootings.” He looked at Honey,
and genuine anger edged his rebuke:
“There’s only one thing dumber than
a dumb dick, and that’s a smart
woman!” :

Honey flushed some more. In-
spector Gerugthy went back into the
bedroom. Honey just stood there,
gnawing her lower lip. I took her

- hand and made her look at me.

“I'm sorry, Honey,” I said. “Really
sorry.”

“What do you want to do ebout
it, Moody? Kiss my hand or sup-
port-me?”

I took the garage claim check for
Cuyler’s Packard cut from under the
lining of my cap. “Remember the
boxes I put in the Packard? That
was the gold, Honey.”

I put the claim check in her hand.
“I figured Stryker planned to cross
T’Chang. And I didn’t want him
getting away with T’Chang’s quarter
million and the half million in gold
on top of that.”

“There’s a large insurance reward
Moody I can’t claim that, but you
can.”

“You get the glory,” I said.

Honey stepped closer, smiling. “Is
that all, Moody?” :

“Lonk, Honey, how’s about a deal?
I keep the two grand Stryker ad-
vanced me. The reward money goes
to the Chinese people, and—"

-“Yes, Moody. And what?”.

I smelled the sandalwood in her
hair, met the challenge of her eyes,
and said:

“And you and I take a nice long
tug ride to nowhere.”

She laughed throatily.
deal, Moody.”

“It's a
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THE LAW AND THE LAWLESS

Continued from page 82

N automobile theft which netted only forty dollars put twenty-year-old
Francis Spaulding, of Los Angeles, behind prison bars on the eve of
his first fifteen-thousand-dollars annual inheritance.

Spaulding is heir to the three-hundred-and- ﬁfty-thousand—dollar for-
tune of his grandfather, the late Joel C. Cohen, who built Honolulu’s first
movie theater., Not until his stepgrandmother’s death will he get the full
inheritance, but, meanwhile, a fifteen-thousand-dollar check will go to him
annually, beginning on his twenty-first birthday.,

The youth was found guilty of stealing six automobiles in as many
years. He has served terms in two reform schools. The latest theft, by
which he profited only forty dollars, brought a one to five-year sentence.

In reply to Spaulding’s plea for probation, Judge A. A. Scott said
curtly: “You're an out-and-out thief. The fact that you soon will become
a wealthy man does not alter the fact that you are a public liability.”

ATCHFUL WAITING REWARDED: For over two years a Bridge-

- port, Connecticut, musician watched parades in the hope of recovering

his stolen drum. His zeal was rewarded when he finally spotted the instru-

“ment in a holiday procession and collared the youth who was carrying it.

‘Although the drum had passed through several hands since it was stolen
~from the musician’s car, police found and arrested the thief.

ISTOL WOOING PUTS SWAIN IN CELL: A Brooklyn man became
so enamored of a waitress in a New York City restaurant that he tried

to force her at pistol point to leave her job. He was jailed on a charge of
felonious assault.

UDGE PRAISES BANDIT SLAYER: A Philadelphia magistrate dis-

charged a twenty-one-year-old youth with congratulations for shooting
and killing a bandit who, with a companion, tried to hold up the grocery
owned by the young man’s father. “There is no question concerning the
right to shoot, or even kill, under such circumstances,” the magistrate said.
“It is time the public realized its right to protect home and property.”
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The Clue Of The Sudden Wmdnws

BY EUGENE BLAKE

, NHE Indian, ri'd{ng on the
driver’s seat beside me, ]erked

the long stem of a heavy pipe

from his mouth. Gazmg back, he
said: “And the girl in that last car,
she had trouble in her face.”

I had been trying to buy or trade
‘his reeking heirloom. This hollow-
stone eagle had been smoked, genera-
_tions before, by the wise Four Heads
" himself.

“Clever, as ever, Black Fox,” I
teased. “Here I try to talk paper-
weights for the desk where I've been
pecking out the accounts of your
. investigations, and you try to change
the subject to ladies in distress.
They all have their troubles—every-
body has.” .

“But that girl has much trouble!”

The small red man kept looking
back. T reminded him that I had
engaged him to help me investigate
the death down Highway No. 20 for
one of my articles. It wouldn't do
to turn off on a cold trail.

“But you did not see the mud on
that car!”

“Black Fox, I've been boasting I've
found an investigator with some-
thing new on the ball. I've been
saying you nose around and uncover
stuff in a way nobody else could.
People are beginning to watch for
accounts of Dr. Black Fox’s investi-
gations. But if we follow that girl,
it would be like a bird dog chasing
off after a rabbit. We would be a
joke if this got out!”

“But our old men said that Four
‘Heads said: ‘If you want to catch

the wolf, follow the fawn’s blood
while it is dripping” See! Mr.
Georges, the numbers on that giri’s
car, they were covered with mud, I

‘tell you. And the face on that girl

was covered with trouble. I have

spoken.” :

“Then, why did you wait so long
to let me know her abductors were
covering their tag?”

“Because I didn’t want you to turn
the car round too quick and make
that man and woman in the car take
her away faster.”

Instead of speeding up as we drew
near, the black sedan with the muddy
license plate slowed down. The
pudgy man at the wheel said noth-
ing, merely glanced at us from black
little eyes, set deep in their sockets.
As he slowed still more to let us
pass, my car choked to a standstiil.

“We-11?" came a gin-husky snarl
from the back seat.

The woman who snarled was not
really old. But a face, shriveling
early, told that she had plucked life
too green. “We-11,” she snarled a
little more sharply.

Terror was plain in the fresh face
of the young girl, rigid, beside the
woman. The girl stared straight
ahead as though held by some threat.
A more menacing, “We-11?" jerked
my eyes back to the snarler.

I said: “We want—"

“Spill it,” snapped from the corner
of the man’s full lips before I could
say that we wanted ‘to ask about the
road.

The woman’s next words were a
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bit: softer.. “Yeah! This leads into
Dixie Highway. Our daughter, here
—throat trouble—lost her voice. We
thought the mountains—"

“No-no-no!” the voiceless
shrieked. ;

The woman struck her prisoner
over the head with somethmg ‘blue-
black. It was about the size of an
automatic. The black sedan shot
‘forward again; the numbers on its
license plate too ‘dim to read.

“Kidnapers,” mumbled Black Fox.

He leaned out, squeezing a large
revolver in a sinewy bronzed hand.
A round hole popped’ through my

girl

- windshield spitting particles of glass

on the seat between the Indian and
me, The distance between us and
. the black sedan was increasing stead-
ily until it began to swerve. Black
Fox fired low again. The muddy car
swerved less, but moved more
slowly. Suddenly, it headed off into
a woods on a road that led toward
a swamp.

to follow, I stopped my car. Sur-
prise was in the chinquapin eyes of
the red man.

“You would not let them take the
girl away, not after they are crip-
pled in beth tires?” he asked.

“But their trigged ﬁngers are not
crippled!”

“I crippled that gasoline tank too,
but I didn’t want bullets in the car
to put holes through the girl,
maybe.”

He was loading again!

“Black Fox, we could phone the:

Federal Bureau of Investigation.
The G-men would round up that pair
in no time. I'm a pretty poor shot.”

“But, our old men said that old
Four Heads said: ‘One bad scalp in

your belt is worth many on the head
CLU—7

‘looked" at each other.

pings in

of your going-away enemy.’”

While we talked, smoke shot up
in the woods toward the swamp. We
'“Black Fox,
if that car could have gone that far
on flat tires before all the gas leaked
out, I'd say it’s caught fire.”

“Or say they take the gas that is
left in the car and make ﬁre quick
in it to hide things.”

~The red man touched his brown

.tailored suit ‘below the left armpit

to make sure an extra automatic was
in place. "“Do you hide your car in
bushes, Mr. Georges, and come for a
scoop to put in your talking leaves,

“your newspapers, or do I.go after

this fun by myself?”

“Well, we don’t want to walk rlght .
to that wreck while they watch for
us?” :

He smiled, removed a large flat
cap and fingered one of the long
braids of jet-black hair that dangled .
in front of either shoulder. “On the
other foot—I mean other hand—we

go look at them wait for us to come

= - to the car burning.”
BEFORE turning into that road .

I locked my car. The son of the

forest led the way through " the

bushes. With each crouching step,

‘he seemed to move more cautiously.

His photographic eyes caught many
details of ‘the forest scene in which
I was blind.

Near a fallen limb, he whispered:
“Rabbit hiding.” '

Try as I did, I simply could not
make out the camouflaged creature.
 Farther on, he announced: “Many
woodpeckers.”

I said I couldn’t see a bird of any
kind.

“See with your ears, too.”

Now I could make out faint tap-
the swamp, downhill,
beyond the dwindling smoke.

We had crawled around and beyond
the seared wreck, when my guide
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suddenly leveled his gun. I raised
mine, too, ready for action. I could
see nothing to shoot at.

“Pig eye,” he smiled and lowered
his weapon.

Something moved! Now I saw a
small pig walking away.

With not the faintest sound, move-
ment, or scent escaping the attention
of this man, schooled in the ways
of the wild, I knew we were safe
from surprise. Such extreme cau-
tion seemed useless.

“Looks like we were killing too
much time,” I breathed, rising to
look around. :

A shot cracked through the woods.
I dropped to the ground for safety
and squeezed my automatic in the
general direction of the report.

HALF a minute later, a shrill
voice shouted: “Don’t shoot any

more. It’s me a-comin’! Me!”

A slim girl was running past, some
fifty yards to our left, both hands
wildly outstretched.

“Me-ee! Please don’t shoot. It’s
me-ee!”
“Here! Wait!” I shouted. “Here

"’

we are!
- The girl sprawled over something.
She was on her feet again before we
could get to her. Shaking with sobs,
she could not speak at first.

We kept asking about the man and
woman.

“They . . . oh, they’ve run away,”
she finally sobbed.

The girl said her name was Carrie
Dee Mitters—D-e-e, not just a capi-
tal' D. She was from near Jasper.
The strange pair had offered her a
ride, after a kind man in a furniture
truck wasn’t going any farther. The
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man and the woman said they were
Mr. and Mrs. Wilson.

Carrie Dee’s large eyes, red from
~ crying, kept turning toward the
seared wreck. As often, they swept
the woods in various directions.

“E . . . they run. But I'm scared

—ever since she poked that pistol

in my side—ever since before we
passed you-all.
out, she said she would kill me if T
talked to anybody, or even looked at
anybody.” '

Black Fox was movmg about look-
ing for traces of the vanished pair.

The girl gazed at the red man,
then at me. With delicate but
roughened fingers, she clutched her
hair, a luxuriant mass of untrained
chestnut beauty that would stir envy
in a bcauty parlor,

-“I don’t know you-all nexther’
How do 1I—"
: “Don’t worty,
~ “We are friends.
We have trouble.

You have trouble.

That red-headed wood-
pecker, he has much trouble, too.”

“You, you're making fun . . . fun
of me! Wha'd'ya mean—me like
red-headed peckerwoods.””

“I just say listen! Hear the wood-
peckers?”

We three stood quiet. From
toward the edge of a backwater,

 where many trees had died, came the

~ raucous chatter of a bird.
~ “¥You know I didn’t make a noise
like that thing!”

I tried to calm her.
rie Dee. This Dr. Black Fox is a
very kind Indian medicine man that
spends a lot of his time gathering
herbs. He is a detective, too. He
has sent a lot of crooks to the pen
. and three or four to the chair.”

“No, not but two,” Black Fox cor-
rected, “not yet.” =

When I tried to get

»said Black Fox. = St ,
) ~ carried a lot of things in that purse.

The little bird
people and animal people, they have
~ trouble.

“Llsten, Car-
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I thought he blushed, though his
face was too much of a pinkish-olive
to show it. '

“Well”—the girl doubted—“you
don’t think you could catch that kid-.
napin’ Sippi Wilson, do you? He
told Mrs. Wilson he was goin’ to
burn the evidence, and then he run.
And she swore nasty and put me in
front of her. Said she was goin’ to
kill you-all if you followed, to shut
your mouth. And she’s run off now,
too, but I want to get out of these
here woods, I tell you!”

Carrie Dee wasn’t sure what the
woman had taken out of the car be-
sides a large purse and that pistol.
The girl frowned; then she remem-
bered that Mr. and Mrs. Wilson had
fussed about dividing the cartridges,

~ when they decided it would be safer ,

to travel separately.
“Yes,” Carrie Dee replied, in an--
swer to our questions, “Mrs. Wilson

She’d gone into it and she got a gold
vanity case, then she got out and
shot and run. But’'n she didn’t leave
nutin’ on the ground.”

“If we could get the lady’s purse
or something she left,” said Black
Fox, “we could get her finger tracks -
on it for the sheriff.”

CARRIE DEE tried vainly to

lead us to “some bushes” where Mrs.

Wailson stood when she fired. But

‘there-were “some bushes” scattered

all about. While we searched, we
managed to piece out more of what

‘had happened to the girl

Carrie Dee’s story was like the old
one of thousands of girl who jump

- blindly from unhappy surroundings

toward some place where everything
will seemingly be all right. But,
Carrie Dee’s plight was like scores
of them who fall in with kind stran-

“gers who steer, or even force them
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into a life more sordid than they
even knew existed.

“The more I decided I didn’t want
to go on and work at their boarding
house for working girls,” she ex-
plained, “the more they promised me
silk dresses and the like, every day,
to work in. This I got on is my Sun-
day one.” She glanced at the cheap
fabric and twisted a soiled damp
bandkerchief in her hands. “And
they said I would have nicer clothes
than this old thing, if I wanted, for
just every day. And then, when I

~wanted to get out, that pistol was in
my ribs; so I couldn’t even look at
you-all, or anybody.”

“That woodpecker, he is in big
trouble,” Black Fox reminded us.

I had forgotten we ever heard the
bird. Now,
drifted, with Black Fox in the lead,
toward a dead tree that seemed to be
its home. The bird was gomg in and
out of a round hole, chattermg
angrily about something

the pine in.the mud left by the re-
ceding backwater.
up. “I believe that Woodpecker
could help us find Mrs. Wilson,” he
exclaimed.

He broke off a stiff forked twig.
Leaving one branch long and the
other shert, he formed a hocok.

Carrie Dee grabbed my arm. : (I
want to go! I'm scared of that red
Indian.”

Black Fox climbed up, ignoring
the threats of the angry bird.. He
began probing with the stick in the

round hole that was the door to the :

nest.

“The poor woodpecker’s wife, she
is going to the Darkening Land.
Yes, she is dead nearly.”

Black Fox studied the tree closely
where it had been hollowed out for

the nest. He worked himself around

- damp handkerchief again.

it appeared we had

‘He kept gazing:

-bushes.
‘to come through them.

STREET & SMITH’S CLUES-DE’:[‘E_CTIVE STORIES

to a position that seemed to suit his

fancy. Holding with his legs

crooked around the small trunk, he

called down orders to Carrie Dee and

me like a telephone linesman calls to .
helpers on the ground.

- “Now walk where I tell you.

Straight up the hill toward that pine
tree with the limb broke off. I wave
this hand, you go this way. That
hand, and you go that way. I show
you where the woman left some
tracks, maybe, or something else.”

Carrie Dee was twisting her soiled

little red Indian don’t talk sense. He
must be crazy!”
“The man up the dead tree was giv-
ing more instructions. “When I
wave two hands down, you stop.
Look at the ground everywhere.
Everywhere, look at it!”
At times, Black Fox’s guesses
were utterly wrong. But I had seen
too much of his clever and peculiar

= - work to doubt until he had proven
The Indian walked slowly around -

himself wrong.

“Carrie Dee, maybe he has found
something up there we can't see.”
And - to the man with his legs
crooked below the waodpecker’s
nest, “And you watch out for bul-
lets, Black Fox.”

Pretty soon, I noticed we had gone
some distance beyond the pine with

-the broken limb. I looked back. I

couldn’t see the Indian’s face; only

.the edges of his body, and his arms.

He kept beckoning us to retrace
some of our steps. We were about
to go around a scattered clump ef
. Clearly he was waving us

“A track there,” I announced to
the trembling girl. “Watch the
ground close!”

A few steps off our path seme-
thing glistened dully. A soiled
vanity case. Carrie Dee was about

“That
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to grab it before I could explain
the danger of spoiling possible fin-
gerprints.

Usually Black Fox was too calm
to suit me. Even when bullets were
* dusting us with chipped windshield
glass, or boring holes through the
forest. But when he came down and
saw that vanity case, he seemed
ready to go into a scalp dance, mod-
ern Indian though he was.

“Now, Dr. Black Fox, just to prove
to Carrie Dee you’re not crazy, tell
us just what the bird had to do with
1.2

He took a limp feathered mass

from the pocket of his tailored coat.
“This red-headed woodpecker—"
“He must be got a lot of sense,”
Carrie Dee said in an undertone,
“but he says that’s a red-headed

woodpecker when it’'s got a black’

head.”

The man of the forest smiled.
“Yes, the wife of the red-headed
woodpecker, she has a head like

black. And when that Mrs. Wilsen’s .

bullet go through her nest, it hurt
her. Then I hear him make noises,
worried.” -

“The bul-let?”

STREET & SMITH'S CLUES-DETECTIVE STORIES

“Yes, woodpecker makes door to
house, but no windows. I think I
see new little, sudden windows. I
get up behind the tree, where bullet
come on out one side of the little

s
room. I peep through and see
through other hole too, where bullet
come in the other side.”

“Then, Black Fox, it was easy
enough to sight through the two
holes and wave us back along the
line the bullet came!”

“Yes, and now we got hef vanity.”

CURIOSITY is said to have killed

‘a cat. Vanity hasn’t even caught this

Mrs. Wilson. Not just yet. But
the Federal Bureau of Investigation

.reported a criminal record for one

Nessie Gordon, whose blurred finger-
prints were on the little vanity case
we found in the bushes. =

Better, though, the G-men knew
that her male confederate was one
Giusippi Tolco. With our new lead,
they picked up, in short order, that

‘pudgy button-eyed, small-time dealer

in girls. And now Sippi says, if he
lives out his rap, or can get just one
more parole, he’s going to deal in
nothing but cattle.

Bmbulances Are For Sick People

Continued from page 60

in letters a mile high. The loot. I
saw it when I stooped over to pick
up the saucepan Hymie dropped.”
Joe breathed: “I’'m a monkey’s
uncle!” :
Sandy nodded. “You probably are.
Mr. Finnigan was pretty mournful

because the crooks weren’t lying in
bed at the hospital, waiting for him.

It seems Mr. Finnigan owes money.
He’d sort of planned on capturing
these babies and collecting the re-
ward and paying some bills.”

“Reward!” goggled Joe. “How
much?” :

“Five thousand bananas,” Sandy
told him, grinning. “Should we
take these gorillas with us?”

Joe was halfway up the steps.
“Dr. Trotter,” he said, “for five
thousand bananas I'd push them to
town in a wheelbarrow!”

Sandy bent over Charley. “While
you’re figuring how much five thou-
sand divided by“two is, I'll inoculate
Charles. The cops’ll think there’s
an epidemic of sleeping sickness
when we dump this bunch on ’em.”
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DON'T YOU BELIEVE IT

" BY ROBERT ARTHUR

CHAPTER I.
SWELL NUMBER.

: ANNY KILGORE goggled
- at Sergeant Thomas Tier-

ney, who was his chief, and

assistant head of San ‘Martino’s

homicide squad. -And Danny knew
that at last Doubting Tem Tierney’s

eternal suspiciousness of everything

and everybody had driven him com-

pletely off his nut, as Danny had -

always predicted that it would.
“You want a clothing-store dummy,
a set of bathroom scales, two pairs
of ladies’ black cotton stockings,
end a mashie niblick?” Danny Kil-
gore gulped. “You want—" -
Sergeant Tlerney rose, two hun-

dred pounds of wrath, and Danny °

fled hastily to obey his orders. The

‘last words he heard’ were the sarge’s

bellowed :

“And a pair of football shoes, the

kind with cleats!
to fit you, Danny.”

Yes, either the sarge was “com-
pletely batty at last, or else the

Pick out a pair

whole screwy business of the ants

in a dead man’s pantry and the hun-

dred thousand dollars’ worth of dia-
" monds that maybe were missing and

maybe weren’t—mnobody could tell—
was going to wind up even more fan-
tastically than it had begun. -

afternoon not more than a month ago.
~ San Martino sits betweeén the

" mountains and the sea, a rich man’s’
playground and a week-end rendez-

vous for the movie great, not more
than a hundred miles north of Holly-

ond on his chest.
“have thought he was asleep. Young

wood and Los Angeles. San Mar-
tino’s police headquarters sits be-

-tween the city hall and the beach,
“as dingy and dark inside as all po-

lice headquarters everywhere, even
though the outside is bright-white
stucco. And Sergeant Thomas Tier-

~ ney sits in one of the smaller and

dingier of its offices, between the
window and a scarred pine desk,
staring most of the time with weary
melancholy at First Class Dick
Danny Kilgore, behind a smaller
desk m the corner.

FOR some reason known oﬁly to
himself, Sergeant Tierney had

chosen Danny Kilgore for his chief

aid and assistant. Maybe because
Danny was young and active and
never—well, almost never—gave him
an argument. Sergeant Tierney had
peculiar ideas, hated ever to admit
he was wrong, and preferred to do
things his own way, often to the
exasperation of older and w1ser
heads than Danny’s.

" Detective Sergeant Thomas Tier-
ney, this bright and sunny after-
noon, had his feet up and his chin
down—the first on his desk, the sec-
A stranger might

Danny Kilgore, though, knew the

' sergeant was only medltatmg in his
Which it had done on a sunny fall

own way on the evil in the world.
Sergeant Tierney was, for a cop, a
remarkably meditative man.

~“Listen, sarge,” Danny said aloud,
turning a page of the morning paper.
“About that Schuyler bump-off in
New York, now, the widow says—"
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Sergeant Tierney’s lips opened.

“Don’t you believe it, Danny,” he
mumbled.

“Don’t believe what?”

“Whatever it is the widow says.” .

“But you don’t know what she
said,” Danny protested indignantly.

“It don't matter,” Tierney yawned.
“Whatever it is, don’t believe it.
Never believe what anybody tells
you on a murder case, Danny, and
"~ you won’t be far wrong. Course,
they’ll tell the truth occasionally and
cross you up, but that can't be
helped. Only believe yourself, and
then don’t be too trusting.”

Danny Kilgore snorted.

“Doubting Thomas Tierney!” he

gibed. “No wonder they call you
Doubting Tom! If I ever see a more
suspicious man than you, I'm gonna
hide from him. You ruin all my

fun in life, always belittlin’ every-

thing.
fer.”
“A cop can’t have any fun,” Tier-
ney grumbled, sitting up and rub-
bing his eyes. His jowls hung loose
along the sides of his square, hard
jaw. His pug nose and bright
little eyes, in combination with his

I'm gonna ask for a trans-

square face and hanging jowls, made"
him look like an unhappy bulldog

picking a place to sink his teeth,

“You stick with me, Danny, and
when I've got all your faith in hu-
manity knocked out of you—why,
you'll be a pretty fair cop.”

“Aw, sarge,” Danny protested,
“hardly anybody’s as bad as you sus-
pect ’em of being. They couldn’t
be.”

- “Don’t you believe it,”’ the sarge
said firmly. “They’re worse.”

Danny Kilgore had no chance to
argue the point further. An inter-
ruption entered—an interruption
with a peaches-and-cream complex-
ion, wearing a nifty new fall outfit,
complete with fox fur and a silly hat.
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“Are you in charge of the detec-
tive bureau?” the interruption asked,
her gaze passing over Danny and
fastening on Doubting Tom Tierney.

“No, ma’am,” Tierney answered.
“Only the Homicide Squad, and that
only in Captain Hodge’s absence.”

“Well,” the vision said with a
dimpling charm, “Iwanted to see you
because my husband thinks he’s had

~a hundred thousand dollars’ worth

of diamonds stolen from him, and—"

“You want the burglary squad,
ma’am. Two doors down.”

“Oh, no,” the vision dimpled
again. “They told me to come here,
because it’s about a murder, in a
way.”

Danny sat up straighter, and even -
Tierney seemed more alert. -

“You murdered somebody, ma’am?”
he asked. :

“Why, no, of course not,” -the
woman told him, smiling again and
showing Danny another dimple he
had not noticed. “It’s my husband.”

“He killed somebody?”

“No,” the woman sighed. “He
thinks he’s going to be killed. I
want someone tQ stay at our house
tonight to protect him.”

“Who he thinks is gonna kill
him?” Tierney questioned. -

“Why, he thinks I'm going te,”
the lady giggled. “Isn’t that silly?”

Now, for the first time, Tierney
definitely seemed to open his eyes
and become aware of the charm of
his visitor.

“You want a detective to come pro-
tect your husband from you?” he
asked, a bit unclearly.

The woman nodded, and showed
her pearl-like teeth.

“Isn’t it ridiciulous? But per-
haps I ought to explain more com-
pletely. You see, I'm Mrs. Ran-
dolph Beyers. My husband owns
the big jewelry store—you know, the
one at Main and Hill Streets. Well,
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The sarge had to grab her and I?old ber hands. . « .«
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my husband has a secretary named
Timothy Ravel, who is-very good
looking, and my husband has become
suspicious that I—well, that I ad-
mire Timothy more than I should.
Which is silly, of course, but that’s
what he thinks.” =

“And he suspects you’re going to
‘bump him off? Like the Judd-Gray
case?” Danny Kilgore put in eagerly.

Sergeant Tlerney stlenced him
with a look.

“Well, ma’am—I mean,
Beyers—I don’t guess I follow you.
Why should your husband think
youw’re gonna kill him? And tonight,
especially? And where do the hun-
dred thousand dollars” worth of dia-
monds you say he thinks were stolen
from him fitin? Who does he think
stole‘em?’= —

The lady sighed gently.

“He thinks I_dld Or rath‘er that<

I helped.”

Mrs. Beyers dlmpled agam She
seemed to dimple very eastly-and
—effectively.

“I guess I'll have to explain,” she
murmuréd, and sat down daintily in
the visitor’s chair besides Tierney’s
desk. Something seemed to catch
her skirts as she sat, so that as she
faced the sarge a troubling expanse
of silk stockmg was visible. She did
not notice, however, and smiled win-
ningly at the old pessimist.

“You see,” she m}lrmured gently,

“my husband is getting old—quite
old—and the older he gets the more

suspicious and’ v1olent hlS nature

gets. For a long time now he has
been very irritable and quarrelsome
And just lately it’s this business
about Timothy Ravel.
band—thinks that I have been seeing
Timothy more than I should. Also,
he thinks that Timothy is a crook.”

The pretty violet eyes of Mrs.
Randolph Beyers flashed with indig-
nation.

Mrs.

"a way he has always done.

‘quickly and at a sacrifice.
“he holds them for a proﬁt

He—my hus-
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“He’s no such thing! He’s a per-
fect gentleman! But my husband
accuses Timothy of having stolen

‘from him a number of valuable

stones, W1th a total value somewhere -
around a hundred thousand dollars.
And he accuses me of having helped

“him!”

Mrs. Randolph Beyers’ voice soft-
ened again. Danny felt a little chill

‘of delight chase up and down his

spine at its lovely modulatxons.

“You see,” she said, “in recent
years my husband has been getting
quite absent-minded. Everyone has
noticed it. But still he persists in
buying diamonds on speculatlon in
You see,
the store he owns in collaboratmn
with several silent partners. But
the diamond buying is done on his
own initiative, and is quite separate
from the store’s purchases. He buys

“from individuals who bring him es-
“pecially fine stones, and he is always

a ready market for someone who has
to sell a very good lot of diamonds
»Then

“When he was younger ‘he was
able to do all this in his head. But
now he has to make memoranda of
everything he purchases. Whenever

“he buys a diamond; he puts it in his

special safe at the store, and then
he puts the memorandum about it—
its weight, its shape, its value, and
whom he bought it from—in another
special safe at home. That way, you
ses, somebody might steal the dia-

-monds, or somebody might steal the

memoranda, but nobody could ever
steal both.”

‘Tierney nodded, mgmfymg that
he followed, and Mrs. Beyers con-

~tinued the explanation.

“Sometimes he keeps a stone for
several years before selling it,” she
went on, “and, naturally, with a large
stock and being so absent-minded,
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he forgets exactly what stohes he
still has and what he hasn’t. And
just last week, going through the
stones he keeps at the store, he sud-
denly got the fantastic idea that at
least a hundred thousand dollars’
worth of them were missing.

“Since his secretary Timothy Ra-

vel is the only man besides himself
who has access to them, he immedi-
ately accused Timothy of stealing
them. Then he rushed home to look
up his memoranda about the stones
he thought were missing—and he
couldn’t find any memoranda about
them.

“You see”’—and now Mrs ‘Beyers
leaned toward Sergeant Tierney ap-
pealingly—“his memory had played
him false, and made him think he was
missing stones that he never really
had. But ke thought that Timothy
Ravel and T were in a plot to rob
him. He said Timothy stole the

stones and I stole the memoranda.

He believed that Timothy was going

to sell the stones and then—then

Timothy and I were going off to-
gether.
- thing more fantastic!” -

“U-m-m-m,” Sergeant
grunted, not ‘clearly indicating
whether he ever had or not. “But
still that ain’t telling why your hus-
band is afraid you're gonna bump

Tierney

him off. Tonight especially, I
mean.” : :
“Oh, yes.” Mrs. Beyers seemed -

to recollect the point of her expla-
nation. “Yes, of course. Why, to-
night, you see, my husband is going
to get the proof. Proof that Timothy
is innocent, of course.
band thinks the proof will show he’s
‘guilty. My husband’s chief assistant,
Peter Duween, is Teturning from
Holland today. He landed last night
in New York and he’s flying West,

bringing some new stock for the
Peter Duween, when he’s

gtore.

Did you ever hear of any-

But my hus-"
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here, is also allowed access to the
stones in my husband’s private safe,
and he has a very good memeory. He
can tell just what stones should be
there, and by comparing them with
my husband’s memory of what he
thinks should be there, between
them they’ll know just which are

‘missing, if any. And if any are

missing, of course he’ll have Timo-
thy arrested. Knowing that we know
that, he’s afraid Timothy and I have
plotted to murder him before ten
o’clock tonight, when Peter Duween
arrives.”

MRS. BEYERS’ voice tinkled
through the somber little office. Then
she sobered, her face showing
anxious cencern.

“He said as much last mght she
explained. “He even gaid he was
going to come here for a bodyguard.
So I wanted to tell you, in case he
came, what it was all about, se you

" wouldn’t think he is mad. It's just

that he’s old and crotchety. He
claims he’s mtumve It’s really only
indigestion.

“But for his sake—for his peace
of mind—please, sergeant, won’t you
come to our home tonight sometime
before six, when Randolph gets
home, and stay until Peter Duween

‘arrives and settles the matter? It

will .ease my husband’s mind so
much. And show h1m how wreng
he is, too!”

‘The sarge seemed to be having

" trouble with his cigar for an instant
‘before he answered. When he did,
“his face was perfectly blank, his

face perfectly calm. Danny thought,
momentarily, that the sarge certainly
was getting old and crusty when he

‘couldn’t warm up te a swell number

troubled about her husband like

~ Mrs. Beyers.

the sarge said finally.
It’s

“Sure,”
“Sure, Mrs. Beyers, I'll come.
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what we're here for—to give service
to the taxpayers.”

“Thank you. Thank you so much.”
And the lovely violet eyes gave a
glance of warm gratefulness that
just getting a corner of made Danny
Kilgore feel like Sir Walter Raleigh.

Then, having left the address, she
floated out, a beautiful butterfly on
the currents of life, leaving a lin-
gering scent of perfume to freshen
the heavy atmosphere created by the
sarge’s cigar.

“Geé!” Danny murmured raptur-
ously. “Gee, there goes a dame!”

And surprisingly, for once, the
sarge agreed with him.

“Yep,” he said, a tone of baffle-
ment in his voice, “there goes a
dame!”

CHAPTER II.
MR. RANDOLPH BEYERS.

THE air of gentle bafflement that
enveloped Doubting Thomas Tier-
ney after Mrs. Randolph Beyers left
persisted for some time, while he
wheeled his swivel chair to stare

out at the breakers foaming on the

~ beach, meanwhile drumming his
fingernails on the arm of the chair
as if trying to make up his mind
about something.

He obviously had not yet suc-
ceeded when a second unusual inter-
ruption occurred.

This time it was the entrance of
a tall, well-groomed gentleman with
broad shoulders, a pin-striped blue
flannel business suit, a darkly tanned

face, a wide smile, and flashing white
He carried a cane and a

teeth.
twenty-dollar hat in his hand, and
he sat down quite at ease in the
chair beside the sergeant’s desk.

“My name,” he said, “is Timothy
Ravel.” = '

The crashing sound in the office
was the outgoing mail basket that

Danny Kilgore knocked off the desk

in his surprise. And even the sarge
himself was a little taken aback, for
he failed to cast a glance of repri-
mand at Danny. ;

“Uh—" Tierney coughed. “Uh—"

“I've come to ask you for one of
your men for this evening,” Timothy
Ravel went on, in even, cultured
tones. “It’'s—ah—it’s in the way of
a boedyguard.”

“For you?” Tierney asked, know-
ing full well it was not.

Timothy Ravel shook his head.

“For my employer,” he stated. “Mr.

-Randolph Beyers, the jewelry man.

He’s afraid someone is planning to
murder him tonight.”

The tanned face broke into a
deprecatory smile. The heavy black
eyebrows rose, half amused, half

- serious.

“To be truthful, he’s_afraid I'm

going to murder him.”

But by now Sergeant Tierney had
controcl over himself, and a warning

_glance chilled Danny into sudden

activity over some papers while the
sarge solemnly recorded information
that was a duplicate of what the
lovely Mrs. Beyers had given earlier.
And having gotten the sergeant’s
assurance that he himself would be
on hand at the residence of Randolph
Beyers that evening,'he left, as self-
assured and composed as when he
had entered.

WATCHING him go, the ser-
geant’s brow was definitely per-
plexed. Why Tierney should be
puzzled, Danny couldn’t imagine.
Here were two charming and honest

people, embarrassed by a choleric

old gentleman’s suspicions, trying
to do the right thing, and, unknown
to each other, choosing the same
way to do it.
- Here were—

But a puffing and panting in the
hall threw Danny Kilgore's train of
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thought off the track. The puffing
and panting came closer. It stopped
outside the door. Then the door
flew open, and a choleric old gentle-
man in natty gray flannels and a
broad Panama hat, leaning heavily
on a stick, stamped in.

Bright, impatient blue eyes set in
a round, red face surveyed Danny,
the sarge, and the office with evident
distaste.

“Damned . .. outrage!” the visitor
puffed. “No ... elevatorsin ... a
public building! What do we . . .

- pay .taxes for, anyway ... I want to

know?”

He sat himself down heavily in
the chair beside Tierney’s desk and.
stared at the sarge with dislike.

“They told me to come here!” he
puffed. “Said you were the detec-
tive I wanted to see. Must say you
don’t look much like a detective to
me. Not with all that hogfat on you.
Detectives ought to be able to get

| around. What would happen to you

if a crook punched you in that stom-

~ach? You’d bust like a paper bag,

that’s what you’d do!”

Their visitor took off his Panama
hat and wiped his brow.

“Well, anyway, I came here for
... for ... let’s see now—"

_“For a bodyguard?” Sergeant
Tierney suggested mournfully.

The red-faced man brought his
stick down on the floor with a thump.

“That’s it! For a bodyguard! I
want you to be on hand to arrest a
man tonight, d’you hear? And to
prevent me from being murdered!
Murdered by my wife and my scoun-
drelly secretary to keep me from
sending ’em to San Quentin! My
name is Randolph Beyers. Here’s
the address.” He flung a card on

‘the desk and rose. “I want you

there when I arrive, at six. I want
you there all evéning. I want the
service my taxes entitle me to.”

He rose, slapped on his Panama,
and gave them another glare.
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“Before six!” he snorted again,
—and then he stamped out, puffing.
-When he was safely gone, Danny
. Kilgore mopped his face.
“Bodyguard!” Danny said disre-

spectfully. “That old bat doesn’t
need a bodyguard. He needs a
nurse!”

For a moment Danny thought the

sarge was going to break all records
by agreeing with him twice in the
same day. But then the sarge ral-
lied and answered true to form.
“Don’t you believe it, Danny,” he
mumbled.
But his eyes had a faraway look

in them, and his heart wasn’t in it :

DANNY KILGORE sat gmgerly
in a very genteel plush armchair and

~ watched Sergeant Tierney, in an-

~ other arm chair, this one of pale
canary-yellow, balancing a cup of
tea on one knee and a plate of cake
on the other,

For the first time that afternoon
Danny could detect a slight lessen-
— ing of the air of dour suspicion that
had gradually darkened his bulldog
countenance since the visit of Mrs.
Randolph Beyers to the office earlier.

The change was being worked by

Mrs. Randolph Beyers’ dimpled

charm and deep dusky violet eyes

as she served Danny and the sarge
with tea and cake. Nobody could
remain exposed to Mrs. Beyers long
without softening a little, Danny
figured. If they did, they weren’t
human. Though sometimes he had
thought that about the sarge.

A phone discreetly hidden behind
a screen tinkled, and Mrs. Beyers

rose from her chair near the long
French windows of the room that

- opened out onto a sort of balcony
overhanging the swimming pool, ex-
pensively constructed of imported
Italian tiles.

“Excuse me,” Mrs. Beyers mur-
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“mured smiling. “That’s probably
Randolph calling now to say that
‘he’s leaving the office.”

She disappeared behind the screen,
and Danny utilized the moment to
lean toward Sergeant Txerney and
whisper: =

“Some dump, hey, sarge?” -

Even the sarge couldn’t deny that
it was some dump. They had driven
in his old rattletrap sedan about a
hundred yards into what looked like
a park before they came on the
house, big and white, sitting on the

top of a little hill surrounded by =

expenszve shrubbery. - Parking the
‘old jellopy at the end of a walk made

out of blue-and-yellow flagstones,

they had found their way past a
swimming pool—the one underneath
the windows—constructed 6f cream-
and-blue tiles with little green fishes

~and ships inset around the edges,

and inside a Father Neptune on the
bottom that wasn’t very clear, be-

_cause the water was murky with long

standing.

All around it were more expensive
shrubs and flowers, so that it prac-
tically couldn’t be seen except from
above. Then, knocking on a door
that opened out of the house to the
pool, they had been admitted, not
by a maid, but by a gaunt woman
who had led them through a living
room in which the furniture sat
shrouded like so many ghosts, up-
stairs to the little cozy living room
where Mrs. Beyers was feeding them
tea now. All in all a swell layout,
only there didn’t seem to_be any
servants around.

Danny mentioned this to the sarge
in a whisper, and almost as if she
had heard, Mrs. Beyers answered
his question as she came from be-
hind the screen.

“That was my husband,” she dim-
pled. “He and Timothy Ravel are
leaving the store now, and driving.
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They'll be here in fifteen minutes, I
think. I told Randolph you were
here, and he's very appreciative.”

She sat down; gracefully, and
smiled at them.

“I suppose you're wondering why
there aren’t any servants?” she said.
“It’s because they’ve all géne on to
New York to open our town house
for the fall season. Mr. Beyers does
a large business in New York in the
fall, you know, and we’ll be gone
for several months. So we sent the
cook and the butler, the two maids
and the chauffeur on in the large
car yesterday. We'll follow by plane
tomorrow—that is, if everything is
satisfactory when Peter Duween ar-
rives. Poor Randolph! He'll feel
so ahamed when he learns how wrong
he’s been!”

She laughed, in silvery tones.

“So that leaves us only the gar-
dener and his wife to take care of
us. They’ll stay on to watch. the
house while we’re gone. It was she
who let you in.” - :

Sergeant Tierney, engaged in the
~delicate manipulation of a shaky cup
of tea from knee to mouth, was going
te say something polite when he and
Danny both heard a car draw to a
stop out in the driveway where they
had left the sergeant’s jellopy.

And, a moment later, coming
through the open windows, they
heard two men’s voices.

“Thunder and damnation!” That
was Randolph Beyers, all right.
“Who cracked these tiles around my
swimming pool?” :

“I really couldn’t say.” That was
Timothy Ravel’s cool tones. “Let’s
go in and have some of the tea Mrs.
~ Beyers said she was keeping for us.

T'm starved. You can look into it
later.”

“Hell’s hot fires!” they heard Ran-
dolph Beyers bark back at his sec-
retary. “Here’s another one, And

- lessness!
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another. God knows how many more
are broken, but I'm going to find
out. Carelessness, that’s what it is.
Errant carelessness! Criminal care-
Those tiles cost me fifty
cents apiece, and the one who broke
them is going to sweat blood.”
“Suit yourself,” Timothy Ravel
answered. “I'm going on in.”
There was silence from outside
then, and a minute later they heard

“the tall man’s steps on the stairs.

Mrs. Beyers shook her lovely head
and poured two cups of tea.

“Poor Randolph,” she murmured.
“He gets so angry about things.”

Timothy Ravel came in the roem
then, and Danny Kilgore saw the
sarge visibly draw a deep breath of
relief, while the uneasy cloud of baf-

‘flement at last left his rugged fea-

tures completely.

“Hello, sergeant,” Timothy Ravel
raid genially, as he entered. “Glad
to see you got here. I did hate to
ask you to come, but—"

“You asked him?” Mrs. Beyers’
voice expressed surprise. “But I
asked the sergeant, too. To reassure
Randolph that really we had no—"

Sergeant Tierney coughed un-
easily. :

“To tell you the truth, ma’am,” he
said, a little sheepishly, “you both
asked me. And then Mr. Beyers
came in and asked me, too.”

Timothy Ravel and Mrs. Beyers
broke into helpless laughter.

“We both asked him,” Mrs. Beyers
gurgled. “All unknown to each
other, we both went down to ask the
sergeant to come protect Randoelph
from us. O, it’s so funny !’

She and the tall man went off into
another gale of laughter, in which
Danny and Sergeant Tierney found
themselves joining.

“Oh, dear!” Mrs, Beyers gasped
presently, wiping tears of laughter
from her eyes with a wisp of hand-
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kerchief. . “You must have thought
us both awfully silly, sergeant.”

-“Still,” Timothy Ravel said, “I'm
glad he’s here. Thank the Lord, I
got Randolph here safe and sound,
without any accidents en route. Now
if anything happens to him, it’s an
act of God. The sergeant will be
- able to testify we had nothmg to do
with it.”

“I'll go hurry him along,” Mrs
Beyers said. “His tea is getting
cold. When he’s angry, he forgets
everything.”

She stepped out onto the balcony
cutside the French windows,

“Randolph!” she called. “Ran-
dolph! Do come in before the tea
is all cold. The tiles can just as well
wait until later.”

She turned, with a little gesture
of resignation.

“He’s still glaring at those tiles,”
she said. “Now he’s squatting down
to look at them closer!”

With one final glance to see if her

choleric husband was coming, she
turned gracefully to re-enter the
living room. But she had scarcely
reached the threshold when from
_outside came a loud, unmistakable,
chunking splash, like a large indi-
vidual taking a belly-flop into a body
of water.

Mrs. Randolph Beyers whirled
about. Her hands went to her throat,
‘and a startled cry wrenched itself
from her lovely lips.

“Randolph!” she screamed.
dolph! “He’s...he’s gonel”

Then she tottered, swayed, and
fell in a dead faint across the
threshold. Sergeant Tierney leaped
up, and all the laughter of the min-

“Ran-

ute before was wiped from his face:

A cup of tea and a plate of cake
went to the fioor with a crash. But
Sergeant Tierney was not geing to

the aid of a lady. He was heading

ior the doorway and the stairs. And
© CLU—8
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Danny was right at his heels as they
burst outside into the patio that
held the pool.

Even so, Timothy Ravel beat them
to it. Taking off from the balcony
above, pausing only to remove his
coat, he flashed past their heads into
the pool with a splash that sent water
spraying into their faces.

He was under water for a full
minute, and with the shadows of
the trees across the agitated water,
they could not follow him in its
depths. When he did come up, it
was only to take a deep breath and
dive under again. And this time,
when he broke the surface at last,
he had Randolph Beyers with him.

The splash had been Randolph
Beyers.

And Randolph Beyers was dead.

CHAPTER III.
TIERNEY POKES AROUND,

WHAT happened after that was
routine.

Two hours later, Sergeant Thomas
Tierney and Danny Kilgore stood
there on the little balcony outside

the second-floor living room and

looked down at a scene of orderly
confusion, as half a dozen headguar-
ters men under the command of Cap-
tain Hodges rigged extension lights
and prepared to drain the swimming
pool. Not because anybody expected
te find anything in it, but because
there didn’t seem to be anything else
to do. On the same theory, the
grounds had already been searched—
nothing, of course, being found.
The whole story lay in the bed-
room whose lighted windows were
only thirty or forty feet from the
sarge and Danny Kilgore. In that
room on a bed lay Randolph Beyers.
And Randolph Beyers was dead.
Try as hard as you wanted to, you
cculdn’t make any more out of it
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he wasn’t alive any longer. He had
been standing staring at the cracked
tiles of his swimming pool, and then
he had been at the bottom of it—as
if, gruesomely, he was seeking the
answer as to how they got broken,
down there.

Mrs. Randolph Beyers had spoken
to him. She had turned away. She

had turned back as the splash came,

to see him vanishing into the water,
not to reappear. She had screamed.
Timothy Ravel, Sergeant Tierney
and Danny Kilgore had gone to the
rescue, but when they fished him out

—Timothy Ravel doing most of the

work—he was dead. And no amount

of artificial respiration or oxygen in-

halators had brought him back.
Tentatively, the M. E. pronounced
that death had occurred from drown-
ing. There was a bruise on the fore-
head, probably made when Beyers

slipped or fell from: an attack of

dizziness—brought on by his rage—
and struck his head on the tiling be-
fore striking the water.

Hitting the pool unconscious, he =

had breathed water into his lungs
and had sunk, drowning immediately.

They had all heard him fall in,

they had all been in the room to-
gether; and they could all testify to
that fact. he
then, there was nothing to do but is-
sue a judgment of accidental drown-
ing.

In view of the somewhat unusual
circumstances preceding the eve-
ning—especially the three requests
for a bodyguard that had been made
to Sergeant Tom Tierney—Captain

Hodges chose to bustle around ask--

ing all the questions he could think
of. But after it was all over, in-

cluding a little talk with the widow,

who explained in detail everything,

- while she vainly tried to stem the

Randolph Beyers Had °
been alive, and then all of a sudden -

Under the circumstances,
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tears that dampened the beautiful

violet eyes, he was sympathetic and

‘understanding to a degree that was

almost human, not even having any
words of censure for Tierney, which
was extraordinary. He agreed—they

all agreed—that the best thing would

be to withhold from the newspapers
all the story except the actual facts
of the accidental drowning., The

presence of two detectives could be

accounted for—well, say they were
there to guard the stones Mr. Beyers’
assistant was expected to bring.

As Timothy Ravel had so clearly
stated, just before the accident, his
position and that of the lovely Mrs.
Beyers might have been very tough

_if Tierney and Danny Kilgore hadn’t

been there. But their presence gave
the two a clean slate. They had all

‘been in the upstairs living room to-

gether when it happened.
‘And the arrival of Peter Duween,
the assistant Beyers had been ex-

“pecting to produce testimony that

would convict Timothy Ravel and

~Mrs. Beyers of robbing him of a
~hundred thousand dollars’ worth of
_diamonds that he. couldn't prove

were missing, added nothing to their
knowledge. Because with Beyers
dead, there was no way to check on

the stock in hand. Duween knew

what there had been; but Beyers
mlght have sold those missing stones
in his absence.

- So there was no proof that either

_ of the two had done anything wrong.

Beyers was dead, and everythmg else
was just routine.
Even the look of unhappiness on

Sergeant Doubting Tom Tierney’s

face was routine. Danny Xilgore
would have been surprised ‘if it
hadn’t been therse. He would have

~'choug;ht the suspicious old arouch

was sick, or something.
Sergeant Tierney stood staring
unhappily down into the murky

~



DON’T YOU BELIEVE IT 117

waters of the swimming pool. He
had been standing like that so long
that a line of little red ants, crawling
with busy aimlessness back and forth
under the balcony rail, had ventured
daringly onto his heavy brogans
when Timothy Ravel came to the
window behind them.

“Whew!” he said, with an air of
relief. “Sergeant, it was certainly
lucky for us that you and your as-
sistant were here tonight.”

Tom Tierney turned, grumbling
something under his breath that
sounded like “Don’t you believe it!”
to Danny Kilgore.
have been, because the sarge nodded.
- “Yeah,” he said gloomily. “Yeah,
I guess that’s right. For him to die
right after he’d told us he suspected
you was planning to bump him off —
well, T guess it would ’a’ been pretty
tough for you. If we hadn’t been
here to know the facts.”

“That’s what I mean,” Timothy
Ravel answered, wiping his forehead.
“It’s the kind of coincidence writers
are afraid to put in books, but which
happens in real life pretty often.
Considering his bad heart and his
temper, it’s surprising something
like this hasn’t happened sooner. As

soon as he saw those broken tiles he

began to swell up like a turkey gob-
bler and—"

“Yeah,” Sergeant Tierney inter-
rupted. “How did those tiles get
broken?”

The broad-shouldered man gave a
negligent shrug.

“Nobody can find out,” he said.
“Burr, the gardener, thinks the mov-
ing men who took the trunks away

yesterday must have dropped them.

on the tiling and broken some. Well,
I see -they're draining the pool.
Guess I'll go down and see if I can
be of any help.”

He turned away and, suddenly ac-

But it couldn’t

tive, Sergeant Tierney stepped into
the room. :

“C’mon, Danny,” he grumbled.
“We’ll take a look around and see
what a swell joint really looks like.”

HALF an hour later, when they

‘reached the kitchen, after Tierney

had covered all the rest of the house
in his slow, rolling walk that was
halfway between a slouch and a
waddle, Danny Kilgore had no more
idea than at first what, if anything,
the sarge had been looking for.

Probably, he hadn’t been looking
for anything in particular. Anyway,
they hadn’t seen anything in particu-
lar. Furniture shrouded in dust-
cloths in silent empty rooms was
what they had mainly seen, with a
few side views into gleaming tile-
and-chrome bathrooms and Ilacy-
satin bedrooms.

When they reached the kitchen
finally, the sarge did stop at last.
It was the open pantry that had at-
tracted his attention. More accu-
rately, it was the bountiful supplies
of food inside the pantry that had
taken his eye. The sarge loved food.
He even liked to stop in front of
grocery stores and stare in. Danny
had known him to stop in front of a
high-class restaurant for half an
hour on end, looking at the JUICY
red steaks and the fish cutlets on
view in the window.

But because the sarge stared,
Danny did too. The shelves were
pretty empty, but stacked on the

floor were things like two cases of

canned milk, two cases of assorted
soup, a case of soap, a barrel of flour,
unopened, a hundred-pound S$ack of
sugar newly opened and almost full,
two cases of beer, two or three cases
of canned vegetables; stuff like that,
mostly still unopened.

Then Danny saw the sarge wasn’t
really looking at the food at all. He
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was looking at a thin line of little
red ants crawling across the pantry
floor, as if they had crawled across
the balcony. ;

“Ants in the pantry!” Sergeant
Tierney said, with something that

~was almost satisfaction. “These rich

dumps can’t keep them out any more
than guys like us who live in bun-
galows can, hey, Danny?”

Then the sarge drifted on through
the kitchen, and Danny followed him
outdoors, to the garages behind the
house. They paused again, this time
before the outdoor incinerator
which the Beyers mansion had in
common with every other house in
San Martino, the municipality sup-
plying no trash-pick-up service.

Hopefully, Tom Tierney poked

.| around in the incinerator for a mo-

ment, but found nothing of moment
except some burned newspapers, un-
less you could call the head and part
of the shaft of a golf club something,
It was—or had been, before it got
broken—an expensive spade niblick,
in chrome steel, with a wooden shaft,
But now it was the worse for wear,
being somewhat battered around the
edges as well as scorched and
burned; all but a splinter of the

| wooden handle was gone, too.

Looking at it, Danny thought of
the choleric Randolph Beyers and
could just see, in his mind’s eye, the
old boy breaking the“golf club on a
rock and cursing until the surround-
ing bunkers rang. Grinning, he
spoke his thoughts to the sarge.

Gloomily Tierney nodded and
tossed the thing back into the in-
cinerator.

“Likely, Danny, he murmured,
likely,” and ambled over toward
the house, where the job of emptying
the swimming pool was still going
on.

Progress there, though, had come
to a halt. Captain Hodges, slender
and whiplike, was there, waiting
boredly while the gardener Burr,
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tramped around in the lowered water
in boots. Timothy Ravel was there,
teo, peering in, and presently Mrs.
‘Randolph Beyers herself, wrapped
in a long blue opera robe, came trip-
-ping down from the house to watch.

“What'’s the matter?” she was ask-
ing Captain Hodges in a silvery
voice as the sarge and Danny came
up.

“Somethmg s plugged up the out-
let pipe,” the captain told her. “The
gardener says it happens sometimes.

. The screen over the outlet is loose.”

“Aye,’ the gardener below them
qp’oke “There’s s’omething in the
pipe.” : '

He bent, and getting hlmself wet
‘to the shoulder, fumbled for a mo-
ment. Then he came up with a
soggy handful of cloth.

Danny, who was closest, reached -

down and took it from him, han_ding_
it on to Captain Hodges. But there
‘was nothing interésting in the bun-

dle that had stopped up the pool out-.

let. It was only a pair of black cot-

ton stockings that had caught on a_

bit of waterlogged wood.

Hodges unwrapped
turned to Mrs. Beyers.

“Yours, Mrs. Beyers?” he asked,
and the lovely violet eyes thanked
him as the woman took them.

“Yes, captain,” she said: “They
must have blown into the pool. I
~ had them on the railing of the bal-

‘cony to dry, and then I missed them.
Oh, dear! And I accused one of the
maids of taking them, tco.”

She made a small bundle of them

them and

and held them in her hand until it
was apparent it would be some little: .

time before the pool was emptied.
Then she turned back to the house,
and Timothy Ravel fcllowed her.
Hodges assured them he would not
have to disturb either of them again
before morning, and then he also
leit, putting Tierney in general
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charge of finishing the routine ex-
amination of the pool.

Tierney devoted himself to an
examination of - the half-dozen
broken tiles that had attracted the
attention of Beyers just before he
died. Danny noted that they were
all cracked, as if something heavy
had fallen on them, chipping a little
piece away in the center of the crack.
He figured the gardener was prob-
aebly right.
have dropped a trunk in carrying it
to the driveway and done the dam-
age, Anyway, the sarge found noth-

"mg informative in the damage. Nor

~-in the pool itself, when it fnally
 emptied: - There was nothing in it

but some sediment, a few leaves, and

an, old rubber bathing cap.
--Nevertheless, after he had dls-

mlssed all his men to their homes
and with Danny stood beside his
jellopy in the clear cool shadows of
midnight, the - sarge jammed: his
~hands in his pockets and his face
was unhappier than Danny had ever
-before seen it..

~Danny Kilgore. drew in a deep
breath of the clear air.

. “Gee, sarge!” he said. “Don’ t feel

.-so bad. It’s just one of those funny

" coincidences that old man Beyers
should geta stroke and fall into his
swimming pool on the very night
he’s afraid of being murdered, and
we're 51tt1ng inside to protect him
.so he won’t be. That’s all it is.
: Sergeant Tierney let out a snort.
“It’s a coincidence, yeah,” he said
sourly. “But it’s not funny. It’s not
a bit funny, Danny And if any-
body tells you 1t .is, don’t you be-
lieve it!”

CHAPTER IV.
- QUICK WEDDING.

DANNY KILGORE was pretty
sore at Sergeant Tierney. It was all

right to be a suspicious old grouch -

The expressmen might
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part of the time; sometimes it paid

dividends. But to sit around biting
your fingernails day after day be-
cause a guy died all accidental while
you were there to see nothing hap-
pened to him was a sure road to the
bug-house,

It was taking away all of Danny’s

fun in life to have to be cooped up
with the sarge these days, the way
he spent his time mumbling to him-
self and scowling, and looking like a
bulldog with indigestion.
“Jeepers!” he was muttering this
-afternoon, with the whole case long
settled and the will probated and
Randolph Beyers decently in his
grave two weeks. “Jeepers, Danny,

~the more I think about it, the more

suspicious I get. Could it ’a’ been
‘murder? 7
used? That we been made fools of?
I wonder. I do wonder!”

“Aw, sarge,” Danny said wearily.
“Of course it couldn’t. You know
yourself you said a dozen times

‘there’s no human way anybody could

’a’ murdered him.”

“Then maybe they did it an in-
Tom Tierney rumbled

human way,” : i
doggedly. “Accidents don’t happen
like that—not in real life. In the
- morning, maybe, they were two
crooks about to be found out with
~proof. When night came, Beyers
-was dead, there wasn’t any proof
against them, they had everything

they’d stole safe, as well as the whole

-estate and about two million dollars.”
- Sergeant Tierney snorted like a

horse taking its nose out of water.

“And all because of an ‘accident.’
A mighty damn lucky acident, if
vou ask me. If it wasn’t that they

came to me themselves, and asked me _
Well, T dunno

to be there, I'd—

what I'd think.”
He settled back into a profound

gioom.- Danny looked over at him

cautiously. If he wasn’t careful, the

‘monds.
‘they’d done it so they could get away
from the old crab, Beyers, go off to-

Could it be that we been
= 1ngly,

_those gams!
~ ton stockings in this picture, elther

asked, when he got his number.
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_sarge would be having a breakdown,

Maybe they had swiped the dia-
That was possible. Maybe

gether and be happy. If so, Danny
didn’t blame them. But murder?
It wasn’t possible.

Danny shook his head and picked
up the day'’s paper. There, right on

the front page, was a nifty picture

of Mrs. Beyers herself. And-a
smaller one of Timothy Ravel. And

~a headline:

LOCAL COUPLE TO FLY TO
YUMA FOR NUPTIALS TONIGHT

Danny sighed. She was a swell
looker, all nght
“Aw, sarge,”

&% ),

Danny sald placat-
c’mon, cheer up.” He passed
the paper over to his superior. “Look
at them. Two swell-loocking people
and if Beyers’ dying gave ’em a

.break, who’s to begrudge 'em? You

said the other day you’d learned
she was in Hollywood a while. Well,
she can go back any time. Look at
She’s not wearing cot-

“Huh? What's that?”

“I said, she’s not wearing any cot-
ton stockings in this picture.”

“Cotton stockings?” _

“Yeah, like the ones plugged up

-the pool the night Beyers fell in.
~She probably wears ’em around the
_house.

But in public—"

“Jeepers!” Sergeant Thomas Tiez-
ney said slowly and heavily, fixing a
glazed look on Danny Xilgore.

~“Creepers!” he added. “Cotton stock-

ings! And ants in the pantry!”
“Then he grabbed for the telephone.
“Is this Mr. Alfred Havers?” he
“At
torney for the estate of Randolph
Beyers? This is the police. We
got a question to ask you. What



golf club did Mr. Beyers belong to?
... None? On account of his heart?
Of course not! And what grocery
store did the Beyers deal with, do
you know? ... You have bills from
the Superfine Market? Thanks a
lot—"

He hung up.

“He didn’t play golf!” he said
hoarsely.

“Cripes’ sake, sarge!” Danny be-
gan, but Tierney was on the phone
again.

“Superfine Market? Thig is po-
lice business . . . Wanta asi you a
couple questions. The first is, what
was the last order you delivered to
Mr. Randolph Beyers before he
died?” o

He waited a moment, then with a
pencil jotted down the answer.

“Two cases of assorted soups, a
case of soap, two cases of beer, a
hundred pounds of sugar, a barrel of
flour, three cases of assorted canned
vegetables, and a bushel of potatoes.
Delivered when? . .. Yeah, I got it.
Now for the other question. Did
Mrs. Beyers usually order stuff in
that quantity? She didn’t, huh?
O. K., that’s all.”

“Hey,” Danny put in question-
ingly, “you think she was planning
to feed him to death—"

But Tierney was still working the
phone. This time he was calling the
residence of the late Randolph
Beyers. '

“This Mrs. Burr? Well, listen,
Mrs. Burr, this is the police . . . A
couple questions . . . When Beyers
was alive, did the cook do much bak-
ing? No? Well, listen, have tea
ready for half a dozen about five
this afternoon. Yeah, tea. And

have your husband fill up the swim-

ming pool. Yeah, turn the
in it. Yeah, Mrs. Beyers is
have company—about five.
don’t tell her I called.”

He hung up, and. as he swung

water
gonna
And
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own with all

around, there was sweat on Tier-
ney’s brow.

“Jeepers!” he said feebly. “Jee-
pers, that clinches it! There it was
staring me in the eye. Ants in the

pantry! If I'd only thought to ask
did the cook usually do much bak-
ing!”

Danny shook his head weakly, un-
able to grasp any of it. The ser-
geant was mumbling to himself as
he reached for the telephone for
yet a fourth time.

“Murder!” he groaned. “With two
cases of assorted soups, a case of
soap, two cases of beer, a hundred
pounds of sugar, a barrel of flour,
three cases of assorted canned vege-
tables a bushel of potatoes, and a
golf club the weapons! And a pair
of cotton stockings. Sweet murder!
And me practically an accessory,
I'll never live this down!”

WHAT arrangements Sergeant
Thomas Tierney made after that
Danny could not know, because be-
fore he made them he sent Danny
out on an errand..

“Make 3 list, Danny,” he mumbled.
“I want you to do some errands for
me and buy some stuff. Here’s ten
bucks to pay for it. First I want a
set of bathroom scales, the kind they
sell in drugstores. Then I want a
clothing-store dummy. Get it at
that place on Ocean Street. Get a
dummy of a man; the kind that
stands out in front of cheap stores
and grins at you like an idiot. Then
get me two pairs of ladies’ black
stockings. Any kind, so long as
they’re cotton. Then a spade niblick
with a wooden shaft. Have the black
stockings and the set of bathroom
scales brought to me here. Right
away. Keep the dummy and the
mashie niblick in my car. And have
my car parked at the end of the tile
walk by the swimming pool outside
the Beyers joint at five o’clock ex-
act.”

Danny Kilgore goggled at him
helplessly.
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“You want me to get you a
clothing-store dummy, a set of bath-
room scales, two pairs of black cot-

ton stockings, and a mashie niblick?” -

he gulped. “You really want me—"

Sergeant Tierney rose up, two .

hundred pounds of wrath, and Danny
fled hastily.
heard as he beat it through the door
were the sarge s bellowed:

“And a pair of football shoes, the
kind with cleats! Pick out a pair
te fit you, Danny And I don’t wanna

see you again before five sharp. I’ :

gonna be busy!”

CHAPTER V.
COTTON—AND SUGAR!
DANNY knew when to stop ask-
ing questions. He also knew that

either the sergeant was completely
batty at last, or else he, Danny, was.

Baking! Antsin the pantry! Bath-

room scales! Danny shook his head
mournfully, . but he did as the sarge
had ordered. He had a messenger:

rush a set of bathroom scales and .
two pairs of black cotton stockings-

to police headquarters. At .a sport-
ing goods shop he picked up a bar-
gain in a spade niblick, cheap be-
cause the shaft was warped, and a
pair of shopworn football shoes that

he didn’t dare not get, even though

how you could work football shoes
into a murder—if it was a murder—
would have stumped Einstein. .
Finally, down on Ocean Street he
got a dandy dummy, life-sized, with

a round wooden bottom to stand on-
and a wooden shaft runmng up mto:

a plaster bust clothed in a natty

morning coat with a gardenia in the

buttonhole and a flowing Ascot tie.

The dummy stared at him with a!

fixed smirk that was as inane ‘as
Danny Kilgore felt. He bought a
cheap hat to go on the head of the
thing, and shamefacedly hid it away

The last words he
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in the back of the sarge’s sedan.
“And at five sharp he parked as
-ordered outside the expensive resi-
dence that had been Randelph
- Beyers’. :
“Come on upstairs and report,” the
sarge had ordered, so Danny ambled
past the swimming pool, which was
full of clean blue water that glinted
“brightly in the California afternoen
sun, and let himself into the house
through the invitingly open door.
That something was happening
was evident. There were half a
~dozen other cars parked in the drive-
;way when he arrived, and among
‘them was the sedan that belonged to
Theodore Wells, the D. A., and the
fast coupé peppery Captam Hodges
drove around in.
But there was no one in sight
around the grounds and Danny Kil-
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gore entered the house and went up-
stairs with a lively curiosity.

He reached the head of the stairs
and paused. A muffled voice was
emerging from behind the closed
door of a nearby room. -

“I demand to be released This is
un_’!

That was the cuitured voice of
Timothy Ravel, all right, and it had
broken off abruptly as if a big hand
had been clamped over Mr. Ravel’s
mouth. Danny looked sidewise at
the closed door, and then knocked
at the door of the little upstairs liv-
ing room, entering when he heard
the sarge answer. '

INSIDE, there was the D. A. sit-
tmg pomppusly in-a chair and bal-
ancing ‘a cup of tea in his hand.
-Captain Hodges was perched stiffiy

‘on the edge of a couch, also juggling

a cup of oolong. The sarge was
there, standing awkwardly beside
the door. And last, but most notice-
“able, there was pretty Mrs. Beyers,
all dolled up in some swell new

<clothes, with a ring on her finger

that glittered hke a locomottve
headlight. =

Not as brzghtly as her dusky vxolet
eyes were glittering, though.

“Please!” she was saying, and her
voice was simple and eloquent of
her disturbance. “Won’t you tell me
what this is all about? Something
to do with Randolph, you said. But
surely there’s nothing new to know

about Randolph. The poor dear had

a stroke and fell mto the pool and
was drowned—

She gestured outward, and half
turned. Then:' she gasped

“You've filled the swimming pool! L
she exclaimed. “Why?” _
—“In a moment, Mrs. Beyers,” Theo-
dore Wells said 'sua’vely, “Sergeant
Tierney will explain.”

And he shot a glance at the sarge

simply.

Burr says she don’t bake.
wondering why you wanted a hun-
- dred pounds of sugar and a barrel
of flour for just two people for three
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“that said piainly the sarge had bet-
~ter be ready to do some pretty fancy
-explaining in a hurry, or else—

Tierney ambled forward to stand
near the windows. His face was
still that of a bulldog who has lost
his master.
~ “Mrs. Beyers,” he mumbled, “I

"was wondering of you’d mind an-

swering a couple of questions oc-
curred to me. I got a copy of a
grocery order was delivered here
only the day before your husband
died. If you was closing the house,
I was wondering why you ordered
so-much stuff. Here’s the list.”

He read it. Danny saw Hodges
and the D. A. turn inquiringly to-
ward Mrs. Beyers She smiled at

-them.

“For Mr. and Mrs ~Burr,” she said
“Merely stap}e,supphes for
their use while we were gone.”

Hodges and the D. A. nodded.
Txerney nodded, too,

“Yeah,” he said, “but I was won-
dering. I understand your cook
never did much baking. And Mrs.
I was

months, when they ain’t going to do
any baking.”

Hodges and the D. A. looked im-
patlent but Mrs. Beyers did not

seem to mind the inconsequence of

Tierney’s question.

“Maybe I’'m not an awiully good
housekeeper,” she said, and her sil-
very laugh tinkled through the room.
“I just wanted there to be enough.”
- “Sure,” Tierney nodded heavily.
“But Mr, Beyers didn’t play golf.”

The D. A. turned angrlly, but TFier-

ney spoke quickly.

“I found a broken golf club in
the incinerator the night Beyers
died,” he said. “I was just wonder-
ing where it came from. Well, that’s



enough questions, Mrs. Beyers. Ex-
cept a couple I want to ask some-
body else.”

He raised his voice.

“Joe, bring in Burr.”

The door opened, and plainclothes-
man ushered in the lanky form of
Andrew Burr, the gardener.

“Burr,” Tierney rumbled, ‘“the
swimming pool can’t be seen from
your part of the house, can it? From
the kitchen, the garages, or the serv-
ants’ quarters, I mean.”

“It can not,” the gardener replied
promptly.

“Tell me, Burr, did you hear any
strange sgunds the night before Mr.
Beyers dged?” Tierney asked next.
“From the direction of the pool?”

“Aye,” Burr answered, “a ham-
mering sound for about five minutes.
Naught else. I did not investigate
because it ended soon, and I was
abed.”

“Thanks,” Tierney sighed, and
waved him out. “The noise,” he re-
marked to the D. A. and Captain
Hodges, “that was somebody bustin’
those tiles, the way I figure it out.”

“What the devil for?” Hodges
rapped.
“So,” the sarge said patiently,

“Beyers would see them and get mad
and stop to look. We know how easy
he got mad. A thing like that could
not fail. But now I got something
more to show you. It'll be easier
to show you than to tell you. Ex-
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cuse me, ma’am.
tain. Only—would you watch out
the window for a couple minutes?”

He waddled out of the room before
anyone could question him, and the
D. A. and the captain looked uneasily
at each other. Tears trembled in the
lovely eyes of Mrs. Randolph Beyers.

“What . . . what is he trying to
do?” she whispered. “It seems so
awful . . . to be reminded of poor
Randy . . . after it’s all over with—"

“If this is some cockeyed notion
of Tierney’s,” the D. A. said wrath-

fully, “he’ll—”

He left the threat unﬁmshed as the
captain, scowling too, ]omqi him at
the French windows. The beautiful
widow, biting her lip and bravely
holding back the tears, joined them.
Danny edged up close enough to
peer over their shoulders.

“Batty!” Danny heard Hodges
mutter under his breath. “Completely
batty!”

INDEED, anybody who watched
Sergeant Tierney then had a good
reason for calling him batty. The
first thing the sarge did was to go
to his parked car and reappear with
a golf club in his hand. He paused

beside the pool and suddenly at-

tacked the tiling around it with a
maniacal fury. From above they
could see the tiles cracking beneath
the blows of the golf club. Then
the golf club snapped in the face of
such violent misuse.

Apparently that was just the first
act. For now he went back to the
car, and this time he returned
carrying the clothing-store dummy,
which Danny had named Oscar, un-
der his arm.

Mrs. Beyers drew in her breath

sharply. The D. A. muttered some-

thing under his breath.

Down below, at the point where
he had just broken the tiling, Tier-
ney stopped. He pointed to the
damage, and the dummy ducked its
head, as if interested. Tierney stood

Excuse me, cap-.

e ¢

gem



- the other voice.
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the thing up on its base and moved
away a few feet. Then he spoke—
first in a deep rumbling basso, then

in a higher and more cultured voice, .

~ like an actor playing both parts of

a drama. ‘
“Thunder and damnation!” That

" was the basso voice. “Who cracked

= ~ these tiles?”

“I really couldn’t say.” That was
“Let’s go in and
have some tea. I'm starved.”

“Holy mackerel!” the D. A. whis-
~ pered. “He’s pretending—"

“—that he’s Ravel!” Captain
Hodges gulped. “And the dummy.is
Beyers! But what in heaven’s
name—" === ,

“Hell’s hot fires!” That was Tier-
ney using the deep voice again—the
voice that was supposed to be Oscar
the dummy, alias Mr. Randolph
Beyers, speaking. “Here’s another
one. And another! God knows how

many more are broken, but I’m gomg
to find out!”

“Suit yourself,” Tierney/ answered
the deep voice in the higher regis-
ter. “I’'m going on in!”

“Jumping Jeheshaphat!” Captain
Hodges whispered harshly.

For now Sergeant Tom Tierney,
leaving the dummy standing there
gazing vacantly away into space,
ducked swiftly into the bushes be-
hind it. He came out in an instant
with something black in his hand.
Swiftly he strode up behind the un-
suspecting dummy. The hand hold-
ing the black object rose. The thing
he held came down viciously against
the dummy’s plaster temple.

Oscar the dummy toppled over,
and the sergeant caught it tenderly,
lifted it in his arms, and lowered it

with care face down into the still

waters of the pool. The black ob-
ject he tossed in beside the floating
figure, and it sank instantly ' from
s:ght

Then Tierney turned and came
swiftly into the house, up the staiss,
and reappeared in the roem.
~ “Now,” he said grimly, in his own
voice, “figure five minutes have
passed, while the guy out there in
the pool finishes drowning. Then—"

He crossed the room to the French
doors. and stepped outside onto the
balcony, while they stared at him
with incredulity and dawning hor-
ror in their eyes. Mrs. Randolph
Beyers’ face had drained to a dead
white, on which the make-up was a
harsh splash of color. And in her
violet eyes something dark and ter-
rible seemed, to Dannys gaze, %o
be crawling.

ON THE balcony, Sergeant Tom
Tierney gazed down at the pool.

“Randolph!” he cried in a heor-
rible travesty of a woman’s voice.
“Deo come in before the tea is all

-cold -

- Then he turned back toward them.
‘And even as he turned, from the
pool outside came a loud, chunking
splash, as if a large ﬁgure had belly-
flopped into it. :

Danny Kilgore felt somethmg cold
snake up his spine; something of

“utter horror. Something that seemed

to crawl with icy feet over his skin
as he stared at Mrs. Beyers’ face.

“It's fantastic!” she cried, the
words coming from her throat as if
they were sharp-edged and had to
be forced out. “Mad!”

She turned to the D. A. and to
Captain Hodges for support, her

. lovely face agonized, twisted.

“He’s crazy,” she whispered. “He’s
trying to shock me. To hurt me.
Take . .. take him away! He’s imag-
ineéd something. It isn’t sot It’s a
plot. Oh, you’re all in it. All of
you! I tell you it’s not so!”

Her voice rose into a scream. Her
hands were clenched so that the long
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blood-red nails looked suddenly like
a vampire’s claws.

But Sergeant Tierney was coming
swiftly into the room, directly to-
ward her, and something grotesque
was in his hands. It was as if he
carried a woman’s black-stockinged
leg in one hand, and the foot to
match in the other—horribly lumpy,
shapeless leg and foot.

And now he dropped them with a
solid thud at Mrs. Beyers’ feet.

“Black cotton stockings!” he said
grimly. “Filled with sugar. One,
only the foot filled, hidden behind
the bushes, used as a slungshot to
knock your husband out when the
damage to the tiles, made in the night
by Timothy Ravel, was pointed out
The other, filled to the
knee, hidden on the balcony, pushed
over with your foot as you turned,
so that it fell into the water with a
splash—as if a man had just fallen in.

“Altogether, eighteen pounds of
sugar, In that hundred-pound sack
of sugar in your pantry, exactly
eighteen pounds are gone. I weighed

it. In the pool down there Beyers is

dead, and the sugar is dissolving,.
When the pool is emptied nothing

-will be found. N othmg but two cot-

ton stockings.”

Sergeant Tierney’s bulldog eyes
fastened on the violet orbs of the
girl like hypnotic fires.

“Murder under my nose!” he
roared. “Murder with me almost an
accomplice! Murder managed like
a play, staged by Timothy Ravel,
who used to be a stage director be-
fore New York ran him out, and
played by you, who used to be a sort
of actress. Murder to keep you both

“from going to the pen for stealing

from him, in a conspiracy to take
advantage of his absent-mindedness.
Murder where you called in the cops
first, instead of later! To make us
think your husband was batty when
he came to us. And to have us on
the spot to alibi you, so there
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wouldn’t be no investigation. Smart
murder! Sweet murder!

“But Ravel has talked, you hear?
I put the pressure on him, and he’s
talked. I know everything now.
How you ordered all those groceries
you didn’t need, so nobody would
guess you had a special reason for
needing the sugar. How Ravel broke
the tiles. How you figured on all
the servants being away to prevent
any accidental witnesses from seeing
him put the old guy in the pool. And
how could I know unless he told
me?”

Mrs. Beyers stood with her hands
at her mouth, as if his words were
whiplashes. And they continued to
flay her.

“They never send a pretty girl to
the gas chamber. So do you wanta
talk to save yourself. Before it’s
too late? ’Cause he says it was your
idea. He says—" 3

“It wasn’t!” The words were a
choked and panting scream. “It
wasn’t. He talked me into it all
First into stealing the memoranda.
Then into killing—"

Then she broke altogether, and
made a mad dash for the windows,
to leap to the pool below, so that the
sarge had to grab her and hold those
long white hands tipped with crim-
son nails like bloody claws hard to
keep them away from his eyes while

she gasped and kicked and screamed.

BUT presently it was over., And
Timothy Ravel, who had been the
sarge’s altogether illegal prisoner in
another room, had added his con-
fession in an effort to make her
share the blame she had heaped on
his shoulders.

Danny could see now, of course.
The sarge’s way of acting the thing
out had made it much plainer than
words could. And Danny could see
why the two of them had come to
headquarters to ask for a cop—to
make them think the old man was
dotty when he showed up, which was
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just what they had thought. But
there was still something he couldn’t
see. He didn’t want to seem dumb,
but finally he asked it.

“How’d I tumble?” Doubting Tom
Tierney mumbled, rousing himself
from the morose gloom he’d fallen
into as he piloted them homeward.
“The stockings. The cotton stock-

ings that came out of the pool. I

never even knew they was cotton till
you told me. But, Danny, no dame
like that would wear cotton stock-
ings ever, any time, any place: She
wouldn’t be found dead in ’em. So
if there was cotton stockings in the
pool, there -was -something- phony
about them being there. Then I re-
membered the ants in the pantry.”

“Ants - in the pantry?” Danay
gulped.
“Sure,” the sarge told him. “They

were attracted by the sugar spilt out
of the big bag. And they were the
same kind of ants that were crawling
over the balcony, remember? What
would attract little red ants to a
bare concrete balcony? Sugar,
Danny, the sugar that spilled outa
the stocking full of it she planted

| there under the rail, then kicked over

into the pool to make the splash we
thought was him. It was-in cotton
stockings because they’re tough—
the silk would ’a’ split open when

| Ravel slugged old Beyers with the
one he hid in the bushes—and be-

sides, cotton being more porous, the
sugar dissolved quicker.”

Sergeant Txerney drew a long
breath.

Danny Kilgore hesitated.
he asked the last question.-

“But, sarge, the football -shoes?
What were they for?”

“To kick me with!” Tom Tierney
said savagely. “To kick me with
for letting a guy who-came to -me
for protection be bumped off. And
then to kick me with for not seeing
right away that he had - been
bumped.”

Then
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