a complet‘g’
mystery.

Alf-req_




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
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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. . . .



THE PENTHOUSE TREASURE = - 15

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
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'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
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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
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“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!”



. 58

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,
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