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Listerine likes nothing better than to

FIGHT INFECTIOUS DANDR

HAT should be good news to you if you have
any sign of this condition.

That’s the kind of a case Listerine Antiseptic
really welcomes the infectious type in which
germs are active . ..in which inflammation and
itching may be present .in which scales and
flakes are a humiliating problem and relief
seems far off. Then Listerine really goes to work,
often giving amazing results which test cases
clearly show.

Kills Infectious Dandruff Germs

First Listerine gives hair and scalp a cooling
and refreshing antiseptic bath. The scalp tingles
and glows. Distressing flakes and scales begin to
go inflammation and itching are alleviated.

But most important of all, Listerine Antiseptic
kills millions of the germs associated with in-
fectious dandruff —including the strange “bottle
bacillus,” called Pityrosporum Ovale.

This threatening parasite is recognized by
outstanding dandruff specialists to be a causa-
tive agent of infectious dandruff. As you know,
dandruff is the most common diseased scaly
condition of the scalp and is often infectious.

Improvement in 76% of Test Cases

Extensive research showed that when rabbits
were inoculated with Pityrosporum Ovale, they
soon developed dandruff symptoms like those
with which you are familiar. When Listerine
was applied daily to the affected areas these
symptoms disappeared in 14days, on the average.

Clinical tests on men and women who used
Listerine Antiseptic and massage twice a day
revealed even more impressive results. In one
series of tests 76% of dandruff sufferers showed
either complete disappearance of or marked im-
provement in the symptoms of dandruff
within 30 days.

Confirming such scientific results are
enthusiastic letters from users, praising
Listerine Antiseptic for dandruff.

Don’t Delay. Use Listerine Now

If you have any sign of dandruff, start the
Listerine treatment at once. Neglect may
aggravate the symptoms.

Lambert Pharmacal Co., St. Louis, Mo.

THE TREATMENT

MEN: Douse full strength Listerine Antiseptic on
the scalp morning and night. WOMEN: Part the
hair at various places, and apply Listerine Anti-
septic right along the part with a medicine dropper,
to avoid wetting the hair excessively.
Always follow with vigorous and persistent mas-
sage with fingers or a good hair brush. Continue
the treatment so long as dandruff is in evidence.
And even though you’re free from=dandruff, en-
joy a Listerine massage once a week to guard
against infection. Listerine Antiseptic is the same
antiseptic that has been famous for more
than 50 years as a mouth wash and gargle.

The medical treatment that thousands employ!
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Act now—if you want to
get the GREATEST BAR-
GAINS EVEROFFERED in
late model standard office
size world famous typewrit-
ers. My DIRECT-TO-YOU
plan brings you these late
» Standard make Typewriters
at SENSATIONAL LOW
PRICES—at less than % ;
Mfrs. orig. price. Some even as low B
as $26.90—less than 1% mfrs. orig.
price! Because I deal Direct With
You—I give you TREMENDOUS
SAVINGS on whatever standard make
late model typewriter-you choose.
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ROLL-AWAY-SECRETARIAL
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10 DAY TRIAL

No Money Down

EASY TERMS—50c..-

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE '

Yes, I mean it! I will ship your choice
—UNDERWOOD. ROYAL, REMING-
TON, L. C. SMITH or WOODSTOCK
—at my -own risk so you can fry it
in your own home or office for 10
days., Don’t even pay one cent down
—the typewriter comes to you strictly
on approval. You are the sole judge
no salesman, no pressure—no obli-

MODEL TYPEWRITERS! whie [ mrome:
. X . al wings,
Think of it!—you get typewriters Surface Jc(‘n;‘r(\b
that cost up to $110.00 for less than working
14 the mfrs. orig. price—with amaz- height.

UNDER-
MINGTON —

ing savings up to $72.60.

WOOD — ROYAL—RE

L. C. SMITH—WOODSTOCK.- Al
with up-to-date features and
FULLY GUARANTEED. Complete-
1y Refinished and Rebuilt with many
late improvements. Do not confuse
these fine late office size typewriters
with old, inferior models or port-
ables. I ghip you only GUARANTEED
Late Model Standard make machines

ATl metal,
mounted on
castors

Yours FREE with typewriter you se-
lect on this priee smashing sale. Makes
every typewriter portabls. Can be
moved by touch of finger. Strong, com-
pact, rigid, attractive, light weighr.
Ask for details.

gation to buy. When vou have thor-
oughly convinced yourself that you
have the biggest value ever offered
then say, “I'll buy.” Use -easiest
terms yet—as little as 50c¢ a week
(only 8¢ a day) or $2.00 a month!

I_'RE —Complete VAN ZANDT
TOUCH TYPING COUASE!
I give you FREE this famous Home Study

Course. Learn to type quickly and easily.
SEND COUPON below for all details and
BIG FREE CATALOG_ in natural colors

NO OBLIGATION — Mail Coupon today !

at new sensationally LOW ROCK =
BOTTOM PRICES. 1 TAKE ALL THE RISK on my 10 day No
Money Down trial Plan—the typewriter you select must sell
itself on straight merit test and you are the sole judge.

OVER 200,000 SATISFIED CUSTOMERS BOUGHT FROM ME
Through the same Golden Rule Policy I offer you—the Ten Day
Trial, No money down, MONEY BACK GUARANTEE—and ship-
ment on approval, I have served over 200,000 customers all over
the world. I give the savings of my direct-to-you plan to you,
my customer. You can buy with eonfidence on my Personal
Money Back Guarantee, backed by over a quartermillion assets.
SEND COUPON NOW WHILE STOCK IS COMPLETE
Don’t buy a typewriter until you get my FREE_BIG COLOR
CATALOG showing all late standard make typewriters at amaz-
ing smashed prices! NO OBLIGATION—it costs nothing to see
—50 fill out coupon and mail today.

INTERNATIONAL TYPEWRITER EXCHANGE, 231 W. MONROE ST., CHICAGO, ILL.

CLU—1

SENDCOUPONFORBIG

FREE CATALOLG/

e _l
Mr. W. F. Clausing, President,
INTERNATIONAL TYPEWRITER EXCHANGE
231 W. Monroe St., Chicago, Illinois. Dept. A-512
Please send WITHOUT OBLIGATION complete
INMustrated FREE CATALOG IN COLORS, show- I
ing late model Standard TYPEWRITERS at ftre-
mendous savings, with no meney down and 10 day
Trial.” Adse Free Stand and Touch Typing course offer.



EANGS BARED THE CRAZED

““*MAD DOG ON RAM-
PAGE . .. Red Car No.
77, our police radio
blared,” writes Offi-
cer Harris. “In a mat-
ter of seconds, we
screeched to a stop at
the scene of the trou-
ble—a school yard in
which 1200 boys
- milled about in pan-
ic. Seven of them had
already been bitten.

“*§ CHASED the frothing
brute* into the eerie
gloom of a basement
corridor in the school.
Then suddenly he
turned, crazed and
snarling, crouched to
spring at my throat. I
couldn’t shoot because
of the youngsters—so I
aimed the blinding
beam of my flashlight
straight into his eyes...

“THEN | SPRANG at bis throat! After a terrifying five minutes I choked the 95-
pound horror into unconsciousness. You can take it from me that ‘Eveready’
fresh DATED batteries ‘are a cop’s best friend. They're always dependable—
always ready to get you out of a jam! (Signed) ‘ -
#DOG LOVERS: Not running fits, an authenticated case of rabies. MWM

The word "Eveready" is a registered trade-mark of National Carbon Co., Inc.

FRESH BATTERIES LAST LONGER...(ov/ fo: #4c DATE-LIN®

NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, INC.,, 30 EAST 42nd STREEY, NEW YORK, N. Y.
Unit of Uninn Carbide T[A8 and Carbun Curporaiion
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THE
STORY TRAIL

One of the standard ways of get-
ting a very good, hot discussion
- started among authors, artists, and

editorial workers is to bring up the
subject of silenced guns. No matter
how often we have mentioned this,
“and no matter in what group—even
~in groups which include police of-
ficers and men who have occasion to
use various types of guns as part of
their work or as a hobby—there is
always a great deal of divergence of
opinion.

We got ourselves invelved in such
an argument just the other day, and
to settle it, we had to take the entire
group of “arguers” to a man we know
wlic is considered the country’s out-
standing expert on ballistics. His
present connection does not permit
us to mention the name, of course,
but his explanation was sufficient to
prove to every one in the group that
ninety percent of the stuff spoken
and written about silencers is either
hearsay or imagination.

First, silencers are illegal. Most

State laws prohibit them, and then
Federal law prohibits their use, and
even their possession. In other
words, if you are caught with a si-

_lencer in your possession, you are

guilty of an offense, even though
you have no gun to go with it. Most
people believe that officers of the
law are permitted to own them, but
this, we were told, is equally untrue. -
The actual sale to the public of si-
lencers was stopped back in 1925.
Whether people who have bought
them before the law was passed had
to give them up or not, we don’t
know. We forgot to ask that ques-
tion. = ‘

However, silencers are effective
only on guns of the single-shot
variety, in which the breech is
tightly closed so as not to allow the
escape of any gases. If, as in the
case of a revolver, there is any open-
ing, the silencer does no good what-
ever, because the retort comes out
that way. The same is true of an
automatic. Since it is necessary for
the automatic to eject the empty

_shell in replacing the new one, and -

since this action is practically simul-
taneous with the shot, the sound will
come out that way with no appre-
ciable decrease in volume. 7
Generally, people "are willing to
admit that a revolver cannot be used
with a silencer, but think that an
automatic can be used for at least
one shot, after which the gun would
jam, since the gases are used to run
the working mechanism of the gun.
They are wrong on both counts. Of
course, on most automatics, it would
be impossible to attach a silencer,
since a silencer has to be screwed on
to the muzzle. The sleeves of most
automatics work along the muzzle,
and would make such attachment
impossible. Automatics with long
muzzles, and the working action in
Continued on page 94




I TRAINED
THESE MEN

$10 TO $20 WEEK IN
SPARE TIME

“I repaired many Radio
sets when I was on my
tenth lesson and I have
made enough money to pay
for my Radio course and
also my instruments. I
really don’t see how you
can give so much for such a small
amount of money. I made $600 in a
year and a half, and I have made an
average of $10 to $20 a week—just
spare fime.’’

JOHN JERRY

1529 Arapahoe St.,

DOUBLED SALARY IN
5 MONTHS

Denver, Colo.

““Shortly after I started
the N.R.I. Course I be-
gan teaching Radio classes
at the Sparton School of
Asronautics. After five
months I was given a
chance to join the Ameri-
can Airlines at a salary double tl\at
which I recelved from the school.”
T. BROTHERS
1130 Ocean Park Blvd.
Santa Monica, Calif.

3200 TO $300 A MONTH
N OWN BUSINESS

"Fur the last two years
I have been in business
for myself, making be-
tween $200 and $500 a
month. Businesshasstead-
ily increased. I have
R.I. to thank for my
start in this field.”
ARLIP‘ J. I‘RO'H\' R
300 W. Texas Ave., Goose Cree

FREE
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THAT 1| CAN TRAIN YOU
AT HOME FOR A

vod Job-

&8¢

Clip the coupon and mail it. I'm cer-
tain I can train you at home in your
spare time to be a Radio Technician.
I will send you a sample lesson free.
Examine it, read it, see how clear
and easy it is to understand. Judge
for yourself fwhether my course is
planned to help you get a good job in
Radio, a young, growing field with a &
future. You don’t need to give up
your present job, or spend a lot of
money to become a Radio Technician.
I train you at home in your spare
time.

Why Many Radio Technicians Make

.$30, $40, $50 a Week

Radio broadcasting stations employ

have

Course I send plans and directions which
helped many make $200 to $500 a year in spare

engineers, operators, technicians. time while learning. I send special Radio equip-
Radio manufacturers employ test- ment to conduct experiments and build circuits.
ers, inspectors, foremen, service- The 50-50 training method makes learning at homs

interesting, fascinating, practical. I ALSO GIVE
YOU A MODERN, PROFI-‘A\QIO\' AL ALL-WAVE,
ALL-PURPOSE SET SERVICING INSTRU-
MENT to help you make more money fixing Radios
while learning and equip you for full time wark
after you graduate.

Find Out What Radio Offers You

men ‘in good-pay jobs. Radio jobbers,
dealers, employ installation and serv-
ice men. Many Radio Technicians
open their own Radio sales and re-
pair businesses and make $30, $40,
$50 a week. Others hold their regu-
lar jobs and make $5 to $10 a week

3 3 < 3 Act today. Mail the coupon for Sample Lesson
fL\ln.,‘;' Ril(hs)s S HDAEE time. A“!"' and my 6%-page Book, ‘““Rich Rewards in Radio.”
mobile, police, aviation, commercial Tney point out Radio’s spare time and full time
Radio; loudspeaker systems, elec- opportunities and those coming in Television; tell
tronic devices, are other fields offer- about my course in Radio and Television; show

Jetters from men 1 have trained telling what they

are doing and earning. Read my money back agree-

ment. I'ind out what Radio offers YOU! MATL

cou I‘{Y\ in an envelope, or paste on a postcard
—NOV

ing opportunities for which N. R. I.
gives the required knowledge of Ra-
dio. Television promises to open good
jobs soon.

Many Make $5, $10 a Week Extra
in Spare Time While Learning-
The day you enroll, I start sending you Extra
Money Job Sheets which start showing you how

to do Radio repair JObS Tbroughout your
64 PAGE BOOK

GOOD FOR BOTH SAMPLE LESSON

Washington, D. C.
J. E. Smith, President, National Radio Institute
Dept. OCD, Washington, D. C.

Dear Mr. Smith: Send me FPREE, without obligation,
Sample Lesson and 64-page book '‘Rirh Rewards in Radio™
which tells about Radio’s spare time and full time opportuni-
ties and how I can train at home for them. No salesman
will call,

J. E. SMITH, President
National Radio Institute, Dept. OCD

(Write Plainly).

Name....

Address
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CHAPTER L
UNPLEASANT RECEPTION.

Dennis McClary was one of the
first off the gangplank of the Italian
liner, now docked at a South Amer-
ican port. Young, good-looking

A Complete Novel
by NORMAN A. DANIELS

enough to make a woman turn her
head, Dennis McClary found himself
more than happy to set foot on
American soil again—even if it was
South American. Weeks of trying
to escape from war-troubled Europe
hadn’t been pleasant. And here in
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Rio was Pat, his older brother. Pat
was a career man with the state de-
partment in Washington.

Dennis looked around the crowded
pier, saw no signs of Pat and
frowned. Something of vital im-
portance must have come up, or Pat
would be here. Then he saw
two men approaching. They were
sheort, militaristic in bearing and had
hard, fat faces.

One of them tugged at McClary’s
arm. “You are Dennis McClary,
yes? But of course. You look so
much like your brother. He sent us
for you.”

McClary wasn’t given to hunches,
but he didn’t like the looks of this
pair. They kept too close to him,
as if they were afraid he might bolt
foer it; and, very definitely, they
were not the type whom Pat would
trust.

- “Y think I'll forego the honor,”
~ McClary grunted. “Tell Pat to meet
me at the hotel. T’ll wait—

Something prodded McClarys
ribs suggestively and one of the
squat men lowered his voice when
he spoke. :

“That is a gun, my friend, loaded
with dumdum bullets. You will be
wise to come with us.”

McClary stiffened and for a me-
ment he got set to swing on these
two men, gun or no gun. Then bet-
ter judgment told him they would
shoot—that a human life was of no
more value to them than to the war
mongers in Europe. Also, the fact
that Pat hadn’t shown up indicated
he might be in trouble. Dead, Mc-
Clary wouldn’t be of much use. He
shrugged, picked up his bags and
walked between the men toward a
waiting car and got in.

The car started off without a word
being spoken to the swarthy driver.
It proceeded at moderate speed
along the busy streets of the South

American city and attracted ne at-
tention. Finally it turned into the
driveway beside a low, expensive-
looking house. The driver braked it
to a stop beneath a portico, and Me-
Clary was ordered to enter the
house.

He found himself in a comfortably
furnished place. Then, without a
word of explanation, he was led up-
stairs and into a room in which there
were only two articles of furniture
—a chair and a heavy table. The
door closed and he was alone. Mc-
Clary walked over to the window
and made a wry face. A heavy steel
grille inclosed it; and the lock was
too far out of reach, even if he could
wriggle a hand through the mesh.
He shoved his hat to the back of his
head, sat down and tried to puzzle
it all out. -

Someone inserted a key. in the
door. McClary leaped to his feet as

- the two kidnapers entered, followed

by a tall, fair-skinned man of erect
carriage. This man seemed to be in
charge. He looked McClary up and
down with cold, blue eyes.

“You are not a stupid man,” he
said finally. “Therefore, I will not
mince words. You will write a let-
ter to your brother, directing him
to come here at once. You will in-
close your passport to identify your-

self without question. Is that
clear?”

“And if I don’t?” McClary asked
slowly.

The slender man moved his shoul-
ders contemptuously. “I said you
were an intelligent man. Sooner or
later you will sign. We have ways
to convince you—painful ways.
You will remain in a good state of
health if you obey—at once.”

McClary’s fingers slowly curled
into tight fists. A quick glance told
him that the two kidnapers held no
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guns ready. If he could attack, very
quickly and with enough force, he
might get through. McClary sud-
denly charged! He shot out a short
right jab that sent the slender, blond
man careening backward, until he
stumbled over the single chair in the
room and fell crashing to the floor
with it. ;

The two kidnapers were vainly

trying to reach their hip pockets as
McClary hit them. He seized one
and curled an arm around his throat.
As the second man came closer, Mc-
Clary kicked out and found a target
that emitted a grunt of pain. Mec-
Clary gave the man he held a terrific
shove, sent him banging against the
wall with such force that the kid-
naper bounced back like a rubber
ball, made a few ridiculous attempts
to find something in thin air to hang
onto and then collapsed. The third
man was heading for the door.
- McClary went into a tackle,
wound his arms around the man’s
legs and brought him down. He
straddled the man, drew back his fist
and poised it. But the fist didn’t
crash home. The room was sud-
denly filled with men. Men who
carried guns and were ready to use
them. No word was spoken, but
these others seemed to know what
was expected of them. Three hurled
themselves upon McClary, brought
him down by sheer weight and a gun
butt smashed against his forehead,
-opening the flesh and sending blood
coursing down into his eyes.

Half blinded, half stunned, he no
longer made any resistance as they
dragged him over to the chair,
shoved him into it and someone
threw a glass of water into his face.
It washed the blood out of his eyes
and he could see again. He made
a motion to lift his hand, and in-
stantly one of the men fastened
onto it.

11

The slender, blond leader was
nursing a swollen jaw and showing
his hatred as he faced McClary. His
voice was gruff, now, filled with
menace. He removed an envelope
and a sheet of paper from his pocket
and placed both on the table. He set
a pen and a bottle of ink down be-
side it.

“In one minute you shall suffer
a broken leg unless you obey,” he
warhed. “One minute later it will
be the other leg. Then an arm.
You'll die slowly and very painfully.
Don’t keep on being a stubborn fool.
We mean your brother no harm.”

McClary laughed ironically. “Of
course you don’t. You've got me—
go ahead and do whatever amuses
you. If I send for my brother, you'll
have both of us; and I’m not fool

‘enough to think you’ll let us go

again.”

The tall man gestured impatiently,
turned his head and issued sharp
orders. Two of his men departed
and five minutes later they came
back with a girl whom they carried
on a stretcher. McClary took one
look and groaned dismally.

“Helen!” He closed his eyes in _
resignation.

“Yes,” the tall man said with. an
unpleasant smile. “Your brother’s
wife. We planned to use her to
bring him to us, but unfortunately
she was given too stiff an injection
of a narcotic. She is in no danger,
but we cannot wait until she awak-
ens. Now, my foolishly courageous
friend, you will send for your
brother or we shall kill the girl—
before your eyes. Americans are
soft that way. They cannot stand
watching a woman suffer.”

“I'll write it,” McClary said
slowly. Inwardly he hoped that
something might happen before Pat
arrived. He picked up the pen and
hastily scrawled a message, giving
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the address of this house where he»
was being held as his captor di-
rected.

The slender man nodded in a.
gratiied manner. Helen was car-
ried out of the room. Everyone left
and the door was closed and locked.
McClary sat down again and tried
to figure some way out. Then he
banged. the table top with his fist.
The grilled window overlooked a
small rear patio. Pat would cer-
tainly approach the place warily. If
he could warn him, somehow—

McClary stripped off his coat and
vest, removed his white shirt and
spread it on the table. He dipped
his finger into the ink bottle* and
carefully printed two words in tall,
dark letters:

PAT—DANGER.

He rolled the shirt into as small
a wad as possible and began stuffing
it through the grillework inclosing
the window. It was slow, nerve-
racking work, for Pat might appear
at any moment. Finally it was done.
The shirt dangled from the window
like a flag, displaying its warning
prominently. McClary took up a
post beside the window, watching
the patio intently.

It was dusk when he first caught
sight of his brother. They were
very much alike in appearance and
actions. Pat, four years older, knew
the ins and outs of this undercover
work; knew how to tackle men like
those who formed this ring. Pat
slipped from one vantage point to
another, rarely in view, but always
able to watch the building. Mec-
Clary found himself saturated with
perspiration. Pat looked every-
where except at the window from
which the warning fluttered. Mec-
Clary ran back to the table, picked
up the pen and rattled it lightly be-

window. He ran over to it.

EY
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tween the bars of the grillework. Pat -
looked up, caught sight of the shirt
and instantly vanished.

Ten minutes crawled by. Mec-
Clary needed some kind of a weapon.
He went over to the chair, picked

it up and with his muscles bulging,

he ripped one sturdy leg off it. He
felt better with this club in his fist.

Something rattled outside the
All he
could see in the almost complete
darkness, were two hands hanging
off the roof of the low house; hands
that worked frantically on the lock
that held the grille-window guard in
place. Then the grillework swung
open and Pat was inside. Without
a word the two brothers shook
hands. McClary put his lips close to
Pat’s ear and whispered.

“These devils have Helen here,
Pat. They are using us to force you
to come here. We've got to get her
away.”

“It’s a bad situation,” Pat whis-
pered his reply, while McClary
donned his ° ink-smeared shirt.
“There are six or eight of them
here. I can’t ask for police help—
not in this'case. Listen, Denny—if
anything happens to me, get my
brief case in the hotel. Take it to
the state department in Washington.
Use the clipper plane and be careful
that no one tries to get the case away
from you. These men would sell
their lives to squelch the informa-
tion I've written into those records.
They are spies, Denny! Desperate
men, for they can’t fail. It means
death if they do.”

Something creaked behind them.
Both men swung around. The rusty
hinges on the grillework were doing
the squeaking, and an instant later
the beam of a flashlight swept across
the window. A growled curse came
from the patio and then a shouted
warning.
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CHAPTER 1II.
DEATH SHOWS NO QUARTER!

Pat gripped McClary’s arm.
“That’s done it. They know I'm
here, now, and they’ll come for us.
Get Helen away. Get those papers
to Washington. Never mind about
me. I’ll hold them back. It's up to
you, Denny. Don’t fail me! It
means the lives of thousands of men
if you do!”

McClary patted the tip of his im-
provised club. “We’ll give them a
taste of Yankee stubbornness. And
stop talk about letting me handle
things. You act as though you ex-
pect to be killed.”

The key in the door turned softly.
Pat jerked a heavy .45 automatic
from his pocket, thumbed down the
safety and grinned at his brother.

“Here goes neutrality to the
winds, Denny. Remember—get
Helen and yourself away from here.
T’ve only you to rely upon.”

McClary nodded grimly, ran over
to the door and pressed his back
against the wall beside it. He raised
the club and when the door opened,
he brought it down on the skull of
one spy. The man toppled forward
without knowing what had hap-
pened.

But there were others—many of
them. They came through the door
in a mass assault. Pat began trig-
- gering the automatic. Two of the
spies went down, but the others were
shooting, too. McClary realized
that for one fraction of a minute all
their attention was concentrated on
Pat, He side-stepped to the door,
slipped through it and began run-
ning lightly down the hall. He saw
a staircase, turned down it and a lone
guard at the bottom hastily raised
his gun. McClary hurled the chair
leg with the accuracy that had once

earned him javelin honors in ;:ollege
track meets.

The guard tried to get out of
the way, but he was too late. The
club nicked him across the head and
he stumbled forward, falling on the
stairs and trying to haul himself
back to his feet. McClary went
down half the staircase in two leaps
and then hurled himself through the
air. He landed on top of the guard.
They both rolled to the floor, and
McClary finally fastened the fingers
of his right hand about the guard’s
throat.

“Where is the girl?” he asked in a
hoarse, panting whisper. “Tell me
where she is or I’ll wring your rot-
ten neck.”

The guard looked up into Mc-
Clary’s narrowed eyes and had a
feeling that this man wasn’t merely
threatening.

“Room—down hall ” he raspad.

McClary sent home a poweriul
jab to the jaw, left the man on the
fioor and sprinted down the corri-
dor. He found the room, turned
into it and saw Helen prone on a
couch. He thrust his arms under
her limp form, lifted her and headed
for the front door. Upstairs the
shooting was terrific. Pat was hold-
ing out then. Good old Pat! They'd
have to do some fancy stepping to
nail him.

McClary was in the corridor when
a gun blazed and the bullet struck
the woodwork near the front door.
It had whined angrily by his face
and made him duck for cover. One
man stood at the top of the staircase,
gun leveled.

McClary suddenly felt all elation
leave him. Weaponless, encumbered
by Helen, he didn’t have a chance.
Then a ghastly figure appeared be-
hind the man at the top of the stairs.
It was Pat, hardly recognizable, for
his face and clothing were covered
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with blood. He leaped upon the
gunman and both of them went down
the steps in one huge, flailing ball
of humanity. McClary had the
front door open, stood on the porch
outside and waited for Pat.

His brother was the first to extri-
cate himself. He was stunned by
the blow, weakened from loss of
blood and reeling around like a
drunken man.

“Pat!” McClary called hoarsely.
“Pat—this way! The door! TIve
got Helen!”

Pat took two steps in the direction
of the doorway before a veritable
hell cut loose. The spies were
shoting from the stairway and Mc-
Clary saw their slugs hammer into
his brother’s body. Pat’s face disap-
peared completely. He slid to the
floor, slipped in daubs of his own
blood. The shooting kept on. Mc-
Clary gave a jerky sob. He knew
death when he saw it. There was
nething in the world that would help
Pat, now. McClary considered hiding
Helen and returning to take up his
dead brother’s fight, but he remem-
bered Pat’s urgent request. The
least he could do, now, was to
carry on. :

McClary reeled and staggered to
the street. Police were rushing
toward the house.
a patio until they passed. He found
a cheap, dusty Ford of ancient vint-
age parked down the street and
without a qualm he hé’lped himself
to the vehicle.

Ten minutes later he listened to
a serious-faced young doctor at the
hospital.

“Si, seiior, the girl, she has been

drugged nearly to the point of death. .

It will be hours before she recovers.”
“But she will recover?” McClary
asked anxicusly.

“The doctor smiled. “Ah, si, si.

He stepped into

She is young, healthy and so beauti-
ful, sefior. Your wife, perhaps?”

“My sister-in-law, but I love her
as much as if she were my wife.
Take good care of her, doc. Don’t
leave her alone for a second. Those
men who kidnaped her may try it
again. I'll contact you later on.”

McClary rushed out. His mind
was a jumble of emotions. There
was sorrow for his brother whom he
had watched shot down. There was
hatred for the men who had killed
him. Relief because Helen would
be all right and concentrated eager-
ness to carry out Pat’s request to get
his brief case. There was no time
to go to the authorities for he might
be held until the mess was straight-
ened out. , :

McClary reached Pat’s hotel, de-
termined the number of his room
from a bellboy and hurried to it.
He reached out to try the door and
then hesitated. There were fresh
scratches around the lock—scratches
made by a sharp instrument, perhaps
used in picking the lock open.
Someone was inside!

McClary’s jaws came together
with a snap. He let his fingers close
gently around the knob and turned
it as softly as possible. The doer
wasn’t locked. He pushed it open a
crack and found the room illumi-
nated. One man was methodically
rifling a desk in one corner. As Mec-
Clary stepped in, the floor boards
squeaked and the man whirled
around. He reached for a gun rest-
ing on the desk top, but McClary
was just a little faster. One hand
brushed the gun out of the way,
sent it crashing into a corner. Then
McClary centered all his attentions
on the man. For one of the few
times in his life, his brain was
flooded by rage. This was the slen-
der, blond spy who had been respon-
sible for his kidnaping, Helen’s bat-
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tle with death and the killing of Pat.

McClary said nething, but his fists
»told the story of the hatred seething
within him. He pounded the blond
man’s face to a pulp. Did it method-
ically and without any particular
pleasure. He could have killed the
man, but McClary stopped long be-
fore that point was reached. The
brief case and the papers it con-
tained were all important, now.

McClary realized that this blond
spy. had searched at random, not
‘knowing the documents were in a
brief case, ready for delivery. Pat
found it hanging from a hook in a
clothes closet. He eyed the ap-
parently unconscious spy for a mo-
ment and then fussed around Pat’s
desk until he found a flying schedule
for the clipper planes. There was
one leaving in two hours. He picked
up the brief case, glanced at the spy
and then left in a great hurry.

Half a minute after the door
closed, the spy dragged himself over
to a chair and supported by it,
hauled himself to his feet. He stag-
gered over to the desk and his
cracked lips parted in a nasty smile.
He reached for the phone on the
desk.

~ “Foolish amateur,” he growled,
“to think he could outwit us.”

CHAPTER IIIL
WAR IS MURDER!

The clipper was flying at less than
a thousand feet. Painted on her hull
were two huge American flags.
Though she might be navigating
many miles from war-torn Europe,
the line took all precautions to indi-
cate that this was a neutral plane.
Below, the blue of the Atlantic vied
with the blue background for the
stars on the flag. The sun had be-
come a ball of orange flame in the

west, but the sea was placid -and
almost inviting.

There were five passengers aboard.
One was middle-aged, gaunt and
dressed rather lavishly. Alan Hart
had been a star of the silent motion
pictures. Now he exhorted the
young man across the aisle about the
stupidity of the present-day theater
audiences. He had gone to South
America for work and failed to get
it. His words were tinged with the
sarcasm of disappointment.

His audience of one man, was
dark-featured and had a flashing
smile that revealed white, even
teeth. He was slender with the sup-
pleness of an athlete who stayed in
trim.

“Ah, si,” he told Alan Hart, “I too
must bow to the whims of an audi-
ence. but I have been more fortu-
nate, sefior. I am a jai-alai player.
The game has taken in your coun-
try. I shall play to packed houses,
si. Permit me, serior, I am Manuel
Curzon of Rio de Janeiro. Often I
have seen you in the moving pic-
tures—and have admired you.”

Alan Hart basked in the praise.
He half turned around in his seat
to learn if anyone else had heard his
name and the plaudits of this inter-
ested passenger. Automatically his
right hand rose to straighten his
necktie and he fashioned his best
stage smile for the woman who sat
amidships. A magazine rested on
her lap and she stared out the win-
dow, seemingly wrapped in the
beauty that pure space offered to her
eyes. She was dark, with thin,
arched eyebrows and black eyes that
were ‘almost slanted, but which lent
her a strange, exotic beauty. Rich,
full lips were slightly parted in a
smile, but directed at no one. Alan
Hart grunted and looked at the pas-
senger who occupied the last seat
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on the left. Dennis McClary didn’t
notice. His mind was too busy with
the events of the last few hours.

He replaced the reports in Pat’s
brief case. They were in code and
meant nothing to him. He won-
dered if Helen was out of her nar-
cotic-induced unconsciousness yet.
He realized that the moment she
could travel, he’d have to send for
her. McClary was determined not
to give that spy ring another chance
to hold her as hostage.

The exotic woman in Seat 6
couldn’t compare with Helen’s Nor-
dic beauty, but McClary found him-
self studying her more than casually.
Suddenly the plane dipped down
and at the same moment the woman’s
eyes grew wide and round in amaze-
ment. She gave an involuntary cry
and half started from her seat. Mec-
Clary moved over to the port side
of the plane, and through the win-
dows he saw a grim scene being
enacted on the water below.

A ship was going down! A
~yacht, it seemed, painted gray as
camouflage that hadn’t worked very
well. A tower of smoke arose from
the stern of the sinking craft and
McClary could see several small
bobbing forms in the water. Ap-
parently there had been no time to
launch lifeboats.

His eyes scanned the water again.
He groaned and muttered a savage
curse under his breath. Not far
from the sinking yacht was the grim
gray outlines of a submarine.

The plane hit the water. The co-
pilot opened a hatch and ran up the
American flag to augment the flags
painted on her sides. McClary
pushed open the cabin door, climbed
out on a wing and shaded his eyes
against the setting sun. He saw an
arm flailing desperately in the
water. !
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Without a second’s hesitation Mc-
Clary peeled off his coat, vest and
shoes. He poised for a second and
then dove. With long, powerful
strokes, -he battled his way toward
that man who was fighting death.

The submarine was fully exposed,
now. The hatch had opened and
several men stood on the small deck.
He wondered if they’d dare to shoot.

/A moment later he reached the
side of the drowning man, passed an
arm around his shoulders and turned
him over. As his head came above
water, McClary shuddered. There
was a deep, certainly fatal gash
across-the top of his skull. Nothing
but. sheer strength and the deter-
mination to live kept this man going.
He was broad-shouldered and
dressed in tweeds. As . McClary
eased him against his own shoulder,
the man opened his eyes. They
were staring and almost blank.
Death was reaching out very fast.
Though half conscious, he wrapped
his arms around McClary’s middle.

Then the man’s eyes seemed to re-
gain their focus for a few seconds.
Recognition seemed to dawn in
them. : :

“Pat . . . Pat, old boy. You were
right. Drums did it. Drums . . .
drums . damned drums—"

“Easy,” McClary warned- “You're
all right, now. That's an American
plane over there.-  We’ll have you
shipshape in no time at all.”

“No . . . use,” the.dying man
gasped. “Can’t do anything . . .
for me . . . now. Remember . , .
the drums—"’

The man’s eyes closed and Me-
Clary didn’t need to make any ex-
amination. He was dead! But then
McClary felt the dead man’s arm
suddenly tighten around him. In a
last frenzy of panic the man had
secured a death grip around Mec-
Clary and was dragging him under!
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with about two hundred pounds of
dead weight clinging to him, Mc-
Clary didn’t have a chance. He bat-
tled desperately, trying to swim
with one arm and free himself of
this weight with his other hand. He
was young, strong and an excellent
swimmer, but he realized that he’d
be pulled under in a matter of min-
utes. As he fought, his eyes hap-
pened to dart toward the clipper
plane., From one of the windows
came flashes of light—like sharp re-
flections in a mirror. And the men
on the bridge of the submarine were
watching those signals.

McClary’s head dipped under. He
exerted every ounce of his waning
strength and fought his way back
to the surface. He spat out a mouth-
ful of brine and sucked in fresh,
life-giving air. But he was going
down again! The water closed over
him once more. He felt his muscles
going limp from fatigue. It was
about over then. The man he had
risked his life to save was dragging
him to the bottom.

Then McClary saw something
white flash by his eyes. It was a
man and an excellent swimmer at
that. Lean, strong hands pried the
dead man’s fingers apart. McClary
felt himself relieved of a tremen-
dous weight and he shot back to the
surface. This time it was he who
needed help and it came, quickly.
An arm encircled him, held his head
“above water while he cleared his
lungs and head with huge gulps of
air. Now, for the first time, he
recognized the identity of his res-
cuer. It was the dark-featured jai-
alai player, Curzon.

The clipper plane was taxiing
toward them. The steward, equipped
with a boat hook, stood on the wing
ready to snag the two men. Curzon
grabbed the hook and indicated that
McClary was to clamber aboard first.

Eager hands reached down —and
hauled him on the wing. Curzon
was next. They staggered into the
cabin and McClary sank weakly into
one of the seats. He felt as though
he’d aged twenty years in the last
ten minutes.

Curzon was calmly wringing out
his clothes and smiling. McClary
raised one hand in a salute.

“Thanks! You snatched me from
an ocean grave that time, I won’t
forget it.”

Curzon bowed and grinned. “It
was nothing, sefor, after what you
tried to do. The poor man—he was
dead and dragging you down with
him. I am afraid there are no sur-
vivors, sefior. A pity but then—war
is war. The yacht flew the flag of
a nation of which the submarine was
an enemy. We have seen a glimpse
of it, now. War is not attractive.”

McClary nodded almost absently.

He was watching the exotic
woman. 7
of the cabin and was applying make-
up to her lips, using a small vanity
mirror to do so. McClary’s eyes
narrowed. He got up and half reeled
over to his own chair. The brief
case was not there! He began a
frantic search for it and only after
ten minutes of this, did he give up.

The steward called warnings. The
passengers strapped themselves
into their seats and the plane
skimmed the water, passing very
close to the sub. It nosed up, cir-
cled a couple of times and then
headed due west. McClary was look-
ing intently out of the window. The
submarine seemed to be in motion.
It maneuvered sharply and he
watched a small dory launched over-
side. Two men were in it and one
rowed furiously while the other
stood erect, with a boat hook in his

hand. A moment later he dipped

She stood near the stern
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the hook into the water and fished
out something white.

A light touch on his shoulder
brought McClary erect with a jerk.
It was the exotic woman, and she
had one slim hand outstretched. -

“You are a very brave man. Never
in my life have I witnessed a more
daring thing. It is time we met. I
am Nathalia Koslof.”

McClary pulled himself to his
feet. “Delighted. I'm Dennis Mec-
Clary. What you saw me do wasn’t
brave. It was downright foolish. I
should have known better. Why,
that sub might have machine-gunned

me into pieces for all I knew. I'm

an American. This war is none of
my business.”

Nathalia shook her head slowly
and McClary began to realize just
how beautiful she was. “No, Dennis
McClary. There was a man drown-
ing out there. No matter what his
nationality, he deserved a chance to
live and you gave it to him. It was
a brave act.”

She smiled warmly and returned
to her seat. McClary slumped down
in his own, eying the passengers
suspiciously. What a fool he’d
been! There was a spy aboard the
clipper who had quickly taken ad-
vantage of the moments when the
brief case had been left unguarded.
Now it was irretrievably gone. Pat
wouldn’t have muffed it like that.
McClary began to really realize just
how amateurish his actions had been.

CHAPTER IV.
SPY STRATEGY.

Twenty-four hours later Dennis
McClary stood before the desk of a
state-department official. His right
hand was raised and he solemnly re-
peated an oath after the official.
Then the two men shook hands and
MeClary sat down.

The official handed him a cigarette
and then leaned back in his chair.
“McClary,” he said, “you are now an
attaché of the state department.
When this is over, you will, of
course, sever this connection for it
is made only in the face of am
emergency. We feel that you, hav-
ing watched your brother being mur-
dered, will be all the more alert and
ready to help. We are afraid that a
spy named Shlegel is behind all this.
If he is, you are pitted against the
cleverest agent we have known for
some time. It is necessary that you
know other facts.” -

McClary leaned forward. “Would
drums have anything to do with it,
sir?” :

“Drums?” the official frowned.
“Why, no. I was about to tell you
that your brother uncovered a spy
ring in South America. It was only
a branch of another and larger ring
here in the United States. It seems
that our country has become a clear-
ing house for spy information. The
agents all over the world relay their
news here where it is assembled and
cleared. This is how so many. ves-
sels have been intercepted and sunk
in mid-Atlantic.”

“You mean,” McClary asked
incredulously, “that spies, here,
radio information of sailings to sub-
marines? They can’t do that. This
is a neutral country. They have no
right to—" :

The  official smiled wanly.
“Rights? Since when did spies ad-
here to rights? We've been at-
tacked, McClary, by an undercover
army. Right now they limit their
work, so far as we know, to relaying
information to their undersea craft.
Later they may resort to sabotage.
This ring must be cleaned up. Don’t
think you can do it alome. Your
brother couldn’t and he was one of
the best men in the service. That’s
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all. You'll report to Major Webb
of military intelligence. He’ll pro-
vide you with whatever information
you need.”

McClary arose, bowed slightly and
walked out of the office. He made
his way over to the war department
and was ushered into Major Webb’s
quarters. Webb was an elderly,
sharp-eyed man who didn’t mince
words.

“You are new, McClary. There

isn’t time to put you through our
training school. The spy ring which
violates the neutrality of this coun-
try must be crushed. Have you
anything to start on? Any angle at
all?” ,

“Yes sir,” McClary told him.
“Pat’s brief case was taken from the
clipper. I think it was tied to a life
preserver, thrown overboard and,
later on, picked up by the sub. I
saw heliographed signals from the
clipper to the sub. Someone flashed
an order to the commander and I
think I know who it was. Only one
woman was aboard and men are not
in the habit of carrying mirrors. I
know where she is staying. There is
my lead.”

MecClary flew to New York and at
dinner hour he strolled into the din-
ing room of the Hotel Splendor. His
evening clothes fitted him perfectly,
and his features were bland and un-
expressive as he threaded his way
behind a headwaiter toward a corner
table.

“Mr. McClary,” someone said and
he stopped. Then he smiled slowly,
bowed and went over to a table
where Nathalia Koslof sat alone.

“A happy coincidence,” he said
smoothly. “I have been eager to
apologize for my curtness aboard
- the clipper.”

Nathalia flashed a smile that had
warmed colder hearts than Me-

CLU—2

Clary’s. “Won’t you sit down?
Dining alone is such a bore.”

MecClary was seated by an indif-
ferent waiter. They talked about
the episode at sea and he found the
woman an interesting, fluent talker.
She knew world affairs to an aston-
ishing degree.

“Excuse me a moment,” she smiled
as McClary arose with her. “I shall
return immediately.”

He saw her vanish into the pow-
der room. Ten minutes went by and
McClary used every one of them to
study the people still in the dining
room. It was getting late and the

- crowd had thinned out.

A dozen tables to the left, Mc-
Clary noticed a stocky, fat-faced
man who seemed to be intently in-
terested in his menu. He held the

big card up almost continuously, -

but McClary knew that trick. Eyes
that were seemingly riveted on the
menu, were observing everyone in
the room. And McClary noticed
one ather significant thing. The
same waiter that served him and
Nathalia also served this stranger.

Nathalia returned shortly, carry-
ing her rather large purse under one
arm. McClary helped her into the
chair and then sat down himself.
She looked at him warmly. :

“I am sorry, Mr. McClary, but I
must go. You will call me up, per-
haps? I am in Suite 1104. Oh, yes
—I insist on paying the cheek. Do
not reach for your wallet or I shall
forbid you to ever see me again. I
owe you that much for your brav-
ery.”

McClary sensed that this was all
part of some scheme, so he merely
shrugged and acquiesced to her de-
mands. She summoned the waiter,
and he placed a silver salver on the
table. A check lay upon it. Na-
thalia’s purse fell off the edge of the
table and MecClary bent down tc
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pick it up. She thanked him with
a smile. The waiter, holding the
check and a bill, zigzagged between
tables, heading for the kitchen.

The fat-faced man suddenly came
to life. He raised his hand and the
waiter hurried over to him. Appar-
ently the man asked for his check
and the waiter placed the same sal-
ver and the saine check on the table.
Nathalia was talking rapidly. Mec-
Clary seemed to be listening to her
and only the most careful observer
would have noticed that his eyes
also watched the fat-faced man.

This man raised a decanter of
water and poured some into his
glass. He seemed to have a little
trouble with the decanter for some
of the water slopped out over the
table. Instantly the man pulled a
dark purple handkerchief from his
breast pocket and mopped up the
water. But when the handkerchief
was saturated, he slowly drew it
across the check.

Nathalia arose, shook hands
with cool, smooth fingertips and Mc-
Clary watched her sweep out of the
room and head for the elevators.
Then he turned to watch the fat-
faced man again. He was still try-
ing to mop up the water and plenty
of his clumsy swabs with the hand-
kerchief wiped across the check.
McClary got up, thrust his hands
into his pockets and strolled over
toward the man.

A hurrying waiter, tray held high,
also approached. McClary’s foot
shot out. The waiter gave a gasp of
“horror. The tray tipped and its con-
tents spilled over the fat-faced
man’s table—and over him. Quickly
McClary was at his side, helping
him remove some of the food.

“Terribly sorry,” he said. “Those
stupid waiters—

“And still more stupid guests,”
the man growled. Then he grabbed

his check and stalked away.

McClary’s lips parted in a grin.
He motioned to the shivering waiter
and slipped him a five-dollar bill.

“It was my fault,” he said, “and
if there is any trouble with the man-
agement, I'll explain.”

“Thank you, sir,” the waiter ac-
knowledged. “But five dollars, sir.
It’s too much!”

McClary laughed.
was worth it.”

For in those few moments while
he fussed around the fat-faced man,
McClary’s keen eyes had spotted the
check. Across it, written in a femi-
nine hand, had been hastily con-
structed words.

“Brother—it

Man with- me is McClary’s brother.
May be dangerous.

And McClary knew just how this
trick had been worked. Nathalia
had cbtained a duplicate check from
the waiter, entered the powder room
and written the message in a pre-
pared ink that was invisible until
treated with the proper chemical.
She had knocked her purse off the
table and while McClary was busy
retrieving it, she had slipped the
waiter the prepared check which he,
in turn, brought to the fat-faced
man. A chemical had been con-
tained in the fat-faced man’s purple
handkerchief. All his clumsy ef-
forts to sop up the spilled water
were to cover the fact that he was
using his soaked handkerchief to
wipe across the check and bring out
the writing. 7

McClary wondered just how soon
they would act. Perhaps the trap was
set already. Perhaps Nathalia had
reasoned that he would suspect her
and seek her out.

McClary walked over to the check
room, got his hat and coat and
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strolled idly across the hotel lobby
toward the revolving doors. He
pushed his way through them, and
just as he stepped out, he heard a
crashing sound. The glass, inches

= — Police were rushing toward the
~ house. With Helen in his arms,
McClary stepped into a patio until

they passed.

irom his head, had cobwebbed. Me-
Clary gave the doors a hard shove
and practically hurled himself back
into the lobby.

No one else seemed to have noticed
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this bit of action. The bullet, Mc-
Clary realized, must have come from
a silenced rifle, and the gunner pos-
sessed a nervous, impatient trigger
finger or he would never have opened
fire so quickly. McClary sauntered
over to a big window and stared out
into the street.

There was a sedan parked just
north 'of the hotel entrance. Two
men were in the front seat and he
was sure that at least one other was
in the rear. Instinct told McClary
that the shot had been fired from
that car. He spotted two men loung-
ing against a mail-box post, appar-
ently engrossed in talking to one an-
other. But neither man looked at
the other. They kept staring at the
hotel entrance.

“Hm-m-m,” McClary muttered.
“It didn’t take them along to get
set. They’ll have every exit cov-
ered. The moment I expose myself,
they’ll let me have it, and I don’t
like being shot at twice in forty-
eight hours. It’s downright un-
healthy.”

Then he got an idea and it brought
a broad smile to his face. He
headed for the elevators. Someone
ducked back into the dining room.
It was the waiter who had co-
operated in slipping Nathalia’s mes-
sage to the fat-faced spy. McClary
suddenly sprinted after the man.
The waiter saw-him coming, gave a
yelp of terror and reached for his
hip pocket. As he drew a gun, Mc-
Clary was upon him. Diners arose
and gasped in fear. A head waiter
rushed up, and from the hotel lobby
a burly detective came charging
across the floor. Meanwhile Mc-
Clary had wound a strong arm
arouhd the waiter’s neck, pulled him
back and with his other hand
gripped the waiter’s wrist and
twisted it until the gun fell from
number fingers. The hotel detec-

tive scooped it up. -

“What’s the idea, huh? What’s
the big idea? What's a waiter
carrying around a rod for, huh?”

McClary released the waiter’s
neck, took a firm grip of his arm,
and explained suavely. “I merely
noticed that a gun butt was sticking
out of his back pocket, and so far
as I know, there is a law against
carrying weapons which extends
even to waiters. I suggest you turn
him over to the police.”

The hotel detective seemed to take
great delight in shoving his prisoner
toward the lobby. McClary wiped
his hands as thought he had touched
something filthy and resumed his
path to the elevators. He got off at
the eleventh floor, found Nathalia’s
apartment quickly and instead of
knocking, quickly opened the door.

Nathalia was standing beside one
of the windows that fronted on the
street. She had the curtain pulled
back and was watching the street
below. McClary moved softly to
her side.

“Nero did that,” he said gently
and grinned when she jumped in
alarm and then turned deathly pale.

“What you are doing, I mean,” he
went on. “Looking from a window
to see a man die. Nero sat in an
arena and did the same thing. It’s
stuffy in here, Nathalia. Don’t you
think both of us should get a little
air? Your company would not only
be an extreme pleasure, but a form

of life insurance as well. Come—
get your wrap.”
She said nothing, but oddly

enough there seemed to be relief in
her eyes. She drew a sable wrap
around her slim shoulders and Me-
Clary escorted her to the elevator.
They crossed the lobby and more
than one jealous eye gazed at him.
Nathalia’s beauty was enough to
turn any man’s head. At the re-
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volving door, McClary pushed
himself into the same section with
her. When they hit the street, he
toek her arm very firmly just below
the elbow. He moved about half a
step behind her. The two lounging
men at the curb started up in sur-
prise. But McClary kept Nathalia
between himself and the killers. A
taxi rolled up and he followed her
closely. The taxi sped away and a
moment later a siren wailed.

The spy car immediately pulled
away too, turned in the middle of
the block and raced in the opposite
direction. The two spies who
lounged near the curb vanished like
a puff of smoke.

“Your friends think I have asked

the police for an escort,” McClary

told Nathalia. “It happens they are
wrong. The police are coming for a
very incompetent waiter given to
carrying a gun in his pocket and
acting as a sort of undercover mail-
man for certain parties. I rather
think he’ll be jailed for some months
on that pistol-carrying charge.”

Nathalia faced him squarely. “I'm
glad—for you,” she declared. “But
what do you think all this will get
you except death, Dennis McClary?
Oh, I’'m not going to try and deceive
you. I should have known you
would be much too clever for those
simple -tricks. But yeou are up
against something that was teo big
for your brother to handle. Hew
can you hope to win? What we are
deing is none of your affair, do you
hear? We are not attacking the
United States.”

“And you’d better neot try,” Mc-
Clary answered. “Listen, sweet-
heart, the activities of spies on this
soil happens to be my business. It's
the business of any good American.

Your intrigue, your plets and mur-

_ ders are a violation of our laws and
we have suitable penalties. Order-

- Helen was a patient.

ing my death won’t help you because
if you do succeed in killing me,
there will be another to take my
place—and another and another and
another. Can’t you see that, my
very beautiful friend?”

She looked less beautiful at that
moment, for there was a hopeles
twist to her mouth. “And I suppose
I shall be taken prisoner, now, and
thrown into some smelly prisen.
Well, Dennis McClary, there will be
others to follow me, just as others
would follow your footsteps. We
are twenty thousand—"

She bit her lip in exasperation.
Dennis only grinned pleasantly.

“There are twenty thousand of
you in this country. Yes, I know
that. But throw you into a cell,
Nathalia? It would make a haggard
old woman of you. Therefore”—he
tapped on the glass partition of the
cab and indicated that the driver was
to pull up—“we part here. You are
a dangerous spy, Nathalia, but a far
more dangerous woman. I shall
miss you immeasurably. You see—
you are quite free. We don’t have
concentration camps here and pray
God we never shall. Until you actu-
ally violate some law, I certainly
would net detain you. So now—it’s
good-by.”

Nathalie slowly raised a trembling
hand to her mouth. Her pretty lips
were separated and her mouth hung
open slightly in awe.

McClary headed for a telegraph
office and a message flashed to South
America and to the hospital where
If she could
travel, McClary wanted her, here, in
the United States where she might
be safer.

CHAPTER V.
MYSTERY RECORDING.

McClary took a cab to the field
headquarters of military intelligence
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and kept his eyes open every mo-
ment for possible pursuers. Captain
Blane of the signal corps was wait-
ing impatiently to see him.

Blane smoked a cigarette in three
long puffs, showing the excitement
that raged within him. He carried

a black case and immediately opened

it to expose a phonograph.

“Your’re new, McClary, but if
you're like your brother, we’ll go
places,” he said. “There's some-
thing crazy going on. Absolutely
mad, I tell you. We can’t make head
nor tail of it. RMaybe you can
help.”

McClary looked at Captain Blane
with interest. “Go ahead. What’s it
all about?” - _

Blane removed a record from a
brief case, put it on the machine and
set it into operation. The beautiful
strains of a bolero were trans-
mitted into sound. The half savage
rumba rhythms filled the rcom.
Captain Blane shut off the machine.

“That,” he said, “sounds all very
ordinary, doesn’t it? But record-
ings like this have interrupted all
kinds of short-wave broadcasts.
These recordings are being played
over and over again by some mystery
station. It must have some mean-
ing.”

“Haven’t you checked on the wave
Yengths?” McClary asked.

“A dozen times. We’ve put trac-
ers to work and we’ve located the
origin of the broadcasts, but when
we got there, we found nothing.
Absolutely nothing except wilder-
ness. The location changes. They
must have a station on wheels. Now
no pranksters would go to that ex-
pense, would they?”

- McClary turned on the phono-
graph again. He heard the record
through. Then he slowed up the
machine, listened again and then

speeded it up for another playback.
He frowned.

“It does mean something, Blane,
but what on earth it is, I don’t know.
It’s an ordinary recording, but the
fact that it is broadcast from a
mobile station which you can’t trace,
indicates this must be important.
Leave the record here for further
study and make no mention of it.
I’'ve a feeling that there is something
vast going on here; something so big
it may astound us when we get to
the bottom of it.” _

Blane nodded. “And another
thing. Maybe I'm just a suspicious
old fool, but I’'ll swear I was fol-
lowed here. I didn’t see anyone,
mind you, but when hunches are as
strong as the one I had—”

“Watch yourself,” McClary sug-
gested.

When Blane left, McClary glanced
at his watch. It was after midnight.
The building was empty except for
a few guards. He picked up the
recording that Blane had made of
that mysterious broadcast, carried it
over to a filing cabinet and was busy
for a moment. Someone tapped on
the door. Dennis’ hand darted to
his holstered gun.

“Telegram for Dennis McClary,”
a boyish voice called out.

McClary sped to the door. That
would be the message about Helen.
He opened the door and stared into
the muzzle of an automatic. Be-
hind it was a sneering, fat face al-
ready familiar to him. This was the
man who had been in the dining
room at Nathalia’s hotel. There
were two other burly, sullen men
with him. McClary backed into the
room, was disarmed and forced to
sit down., At a gesture from the fat-
faced man he was trussed with cord
brought especially for the purpose.

The fat-faced man smiled smugly

e e
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as he picked up. the record on the
phonograph.

“So,” he said triumphantly, “the
captain left it. That is good. There
are no other records. Of that I am
sure. So we shall destroy this, and
you along with it.”

McClary said nothing. There
wasn’t a chance of escape. These
men meant business. They worked
very silently so that no one else in
the building could possibly be
aroused. The fat-faced man
whipped out a knife and grmned
evilly at him.

“No,” he smiled. “The knife is
not for your throat, McClary. It is
too quick and easy. There are other
ways.’

He walked over to a deeply uphol- .

stered leather chair and slit the
covering. He gestured to his aids
and they fished out wads of padding
and horse hair. In a few moments
they had a sizable pile of the stuff
from this and other chairs in the of-
fice. The fat-faced spy walked up
to McClary and struck him across
the face with savage fury.

“That is for the waiter whom you
sent to jail. Clever of you, McClary,
but not clever enough.”

He pushed McClary off the chair,
kicked piles of padding around him
then placed two heavy chairs on top
of his body.

“You guess what is in store for
you?” he asked. “Yes—it is death
by the fire. And this record will
start it. It shall be a lesson to you
and your kind that trying to stop
us is dangerous. We have no more
time to lose.”

The spy wadded several pieces of
paper, placed them on the floor and
put a lighted match to them. Then
he held the record in the blaze until
it sputtered and caught. He tossed
this onto the piled-up padding, sig-

8

naled his men and all three of them
fled.

The flames spread rapidly. They
scorched = McClary’s face. He
exerted himself to the utmost, but
those heavy chairs on top of him
were almost more than he could
manage with his arms and legs
trussed so securely. He hunched
his body. One chair slid off, but it
was on fire, its slashed leather be-
ginning to burn briskly. Even if he
fought clear of the flames he was
still trapped, for the whole office
would turn into a ghastly inferno
within a minute or two.

The second chair toppled over.
MecClary rolled straight through the
flaming padding and for a moment
he sucked in cool air to revive his
spinning senses. He tugged at the
ropes, found it was impossible to
break them or slip out of them. The
carpet was afire and the flames crept
steadily toward him. There was no
chance of reaching the phone. No
alarm would be given until the fire
burst out of the office. He looked
toward the door. The upper half of
it was constructed of glass, but far
out of his reach, unless he could pull
himself erect, and attempts to do so
failed miserably. He had to roll
toward one corner of the room to es-
cape the advancing fire. He shouted
at the top of his lungs, but he knew
these offices were virtually sound-
proof. Hope was leaving him fast.

Then there was a crash of break-
ing glass. The upper part of the
door had been caved in. Something
sailed through the air and landed

-close to him. It was a knife, with an

open blade. He rolled over on top
of it, secured a grip on the weapon
with his teeth and sawed at his
bonds. In a moment his hands were
free. He cut his legs loose, arose
and darted into the hallway. The
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smashing of the glass had attracted
watchmen.

Unlimber the fire hose,” McClary
called to them. “Get the extin-
guishers and don’t notify the fire de-
partment. You can handle things
and I don’t want any publicity.”

McClary drew his arm over his
eyes, took a long breath and plunged
straight into the devil’s inferno. He
rushed over to the filing cabinet,
jerked a drawer open and thrust a
black phonograph record under his
coat. He retraced his steps and felt
his legs begin to wobble. He sat
down while the watchmen fought
the blaze. Between his fingers he
held the open knife. Who had
known of this attack and used the
one method that could have saved
his life? 5

“Odd,” he muttered. ' “But I'm
certainl;’i' grateful to whoever did
it.

“You say something?” a watch-
man asked.

“I was just offering a prayer of
thanks,” McClary said. He opened
his coat and drew out the record.
No one would really know just how
thankful he was. A hunch, as strong
as Blane’s, had induced him to sub-
stitute another recording for the im-
portant one. There was still a tran-
scription of that mystery broadcast
in existence.

“You get a wire?” the watchman
asked. “A kid came here with one
and I'sent him upstairs.”

McClary whistled. “I didn’t get
it. The men who set this fire proba-
bly tricked the boy into giving them
‘the message and they used his
identity to get into my office. Open
one of those other offices for me, will
you? - The fire is practically out,
but boy, I came close to being part
of those cinders.”

In the privacy of another office
McClary called the telegraph com-

é

pany and had the message repeated
to him.

HELEN McCLARY ABOARD CLIP-
PER. WHOLLY RECOVERED BUT
WEAK.

McClary. hung up slowly.- “Per-
haps Helen knows something. Pat
wouldn’t have held back much from
her,” he mused.

Then McClary’s face drained to a
dead white. “That wire—the spies
go it. They know she is coming and
it’s too late to stop her.”

CHAPTER VL
DEATH COMES CLOSE!

It was almost two in the morning

- when McClary reached his apart-

ment. He opened the door and froze.
Someone had been smoking ciga-
rettes in there—and not very long
before. He didn’t turn on any lights
and he noticed that the smoke
seemed abnormally thick. The cur-
tains were up and some light from
the street below flooded the room.
He saw a pair of legs sticking out
from a chair which was turned away
from him. McClary had no gun.
He picked up a plaster statue, tip-
toed toward the chair and raised his
improvised weapon. Then he low-
ered it with a grin. The man in the
chair was dozing. A lighted ciga-
rette was between his fingers and an
ash tray on a table beside him was
full of butts. It was Manuel Cur- °
zon!

The burning ash of the cigarette

.reached his flesh and he awoke with

a start. McClary snapped on the
lights at the same time and Curzon
leaped to his feet.

He saw McClary and grinned
sheepishly. “Ah—you have at last
arrived. I persuaded a maid to let
me in, amigo. I felt that I had to
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see you once more. There is some-
thing important which I must tell
you. You are not angry with me?”

“Certainly not,” McClary smiled.
“Just make yourself at home while
I get out of these clothes. A pal of
mine started a fire under me and I
was nearly barbecued. I smell like
a singed horse.”

In the privacy of his bedroom,
McClary hid the recording safely.
Until another copy could be made of
it, the recording was precious. Then
he stepped out of his clothes and
got under the shower. Ten minutes
later he drew on a robe and headed
ior the living room.

“I'm glad you came, Curzen,” he
said. “Nothing I could de would
repay the bravery you showed in—"
- He stopped short. There was no
one in the room! His keen eyes
darted around, saw that the chair
Curzon had occupied was pushed
back against the wall and the ash
tray on the table spilled over onto
the floor. There had been a short,
bitter fight here. McClary raced
over to a window and looked down.
There was a car parked in front of
the apartment house and two men
were carrying a limp form acress
the sidewalk.

McClary peeled off his robe,
hastily donned his clothes, grabbed a
gun and without waiting for the ele-
vator, ran down the stairs. He
reached the sidewalk in time to see
the kidnap car turn the next corner.
MeClary yelled at the dozing driver
of a taxi down the street.

“Take the next corner and leok
for a black sedan with 5Y as the first
two letters on the license plate.
Follow it, but don’t let them know
you're behind them. Government
business.”

They picked up the trail of the
kidnap car two blocks acress town.
The taxi driver was good. He never

lost sight of the sedan once. The
trail led to the outskirts and beyond
them. Finally the kidnap car rolled
to a stop before a darkened road-
house. McClary saw Curzon forced
out at pistol point and marched into
the place.

Ordering the cab driver to wait
and stay parked well off the road
without lights, McClary slipped up
to the inn. He circled it, selected a
back door as the easiest way to enter
and found it equipped with a cheap,
easily opened lock. Inside the place,
he crept forward, carefully guided
by the sound of harsh voices. He
started to turn into a long corri-
dor, but a shadow flitted across the
floor. Someone was coming his
way. McClary backed into a dark
corner, inverted his gun and waited.
A chunky man sauntered by him and
McClary leaped. His pistol came
down to find a perfect mark. He
grabbed the man and eased him to
the floor. Then he went forward
again.

A quick look into the only lighted
room in the building showed Curzon
seated in a chair in the middle of
the room with four men clustered
around him. None of the men were
familiar., One held a knife under
Curzon’s nose.

“All right,” he rasped, “you will
now talk. Fast and truthful. What
have you learned about us, eh? You
played that record before it was de-
stroyed and it meant something to
you. Speak, or shall I slit your
throat?”

~ McClary thrust his hat far back
on his head, gripped his gun firmly
and stepped into the room.

“All right,” he snapped. “Get 'em
up! I'm not fooling!”

Four pairs of arms shot ceiling-
ward. Curzon jumped out eof his-
chair with a shout of elation. He
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scurried across the room toward
McClary. The room was illuminated
by one floor lamp and the cord was
stretched across Curzon’s path. He
tripped over it, yanked the cord out
of the socket and plunged the room
into utter darknes. Men raced
away. :
McClary tried to find the light
switch and he did—but, somehow,
the button had been broken off. He
fumbled around the floor, discovered
the lamp cord and hooked it up. The
light flashed on, but there was only
one man in the room and ke lay on
his stomach, groaning dismally. It
was Curzon, and he had been
“brutally slugged over the head.

McClary ran toward the front of
the house. The kidnap car was al-
ready turning back into the high-
way. Pursuit would have been hope-
less. He went back to help Curzon.

The Brazilian was sitting up, mas-
saging his head and smiling wryly.

“Amigo,” he said, “you came
barely in time. What manner of
devil’s broth is this? Three men en-
tered your apartment while you
were under the shower. They turned
guns on me, forced me to go with
them even though we struggled a
bit. It was only when they got me
here that I realized what happened.”

McClary nodded. “I know. When
they saw that I wasn’t roasted alive,
they decided to make another at-
tempt on my life. These men were
sent because if I spotted them, I
wouldn’t recognize them. They
were complete strangers. But they
~didn’t know me either and they
grabbed you instead. I have one of
the beggars in the hall, T’ll drag
him in.”

McClary found the victim of his
gun butt trying to get up. He seized
him by the arm, piloted him into the

lighted room and dumped him into

a chair. He took up a position in
front of the man.

“Now I realize,” he said grimly,
“that no ordinary methods would
make you talk. However I have
ways; ones that won’t resort to vio-
lence for we don’t believe in that
over here. My proposition is this—
talk and you’ll go into a cell. Re-
fuse and TI’ll examine your papers,
undoubtedly find you are an alien
and I'll have you deported. You
wouldn’t like to go back to your own
country just now, would you?
They’d put you down as a miserable
failure and transfer you into the
army and the front lines. Not pleas-
ant to think about, is it?”

“I will talk.,” The man had grown
white with terror. “I will do any-
thing if I am not deported. You are
right; they would let me be killed
in that war. I do not want to die.
Put me in a cell” ,

“Then what’s up?” McClary de-
manded. “What are you fellows
after and who is your leader?”

“I do not know,” the spy insisted.
“T swear that is the truth. They tell
us nothing. But it is big—very big
—because all the better agents are
at work on it. Our leader? No one
knows him, for he remains always
in the background. We have never
seen him. You must believe me!”

“What have small, mobile short-
wave-radio stations to do with it?”
McClary asked.

“I do not know except that we
play records—real music it is, too.
There is a set in this inn, upstairs.
Please—you will not have me mur-
dered. You will not send me back
home.” =

“If you’re telling the truth, I
won’t,” McClary said. He turned to
Curzon and handed him his gun.
“Watch this bozo. If he makes a
move, shoot him!” -
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McClary ran upstairs, searched
around and found a small room in
which a short-wave radio set was in-
stalled. He turned it on, fussed
with the dial and grimaced at the
chatter of amateurs. He glanced at
his watch. Four a. m. Then he
grew rigid. Faintly he, heard the
same savage rumba rhythms that
had been engraved on Blane’s rec-
ord, the haunting notes of a bolero.
He tuned in sharper, listened for a
second and rushed downstairs. He
used a phone in the small office and
got Blane.

“One of those broadcasts is now
going on,” he said. Then he named
the wave length. “Make a recording
of it and at the same time check the
location of the sending station. I'll
hang on. When you've mapped out
the spot, let me know. If it’s nearby,
1l get over there as fast as I can.
Step on it, Blane.”

CHAPTER VII.
BATTLE IN THE NIGHT!

McClary hung on for fifteen min-
utes, pounding the desk top with his
fist impatiently. Then Blane called
back. s

“The recording is being made.
That record will be played over and
over. Instruments show it originates
close to the intersection of Highway
162 and Blythe Lane. That’'s way
out in the sticks. TI’ll send—"

“I’'m in, the sticks,” McClary an-
swered. “But send out a squad, any-
way.’) .

He hung up, called to Curzon.
“Keep watch on that weasel in there.
I'll be back in a moment or two.”
He ran out to the road, yelled to
the taxi driver and jumped aboard
as the cab rolled by. He gave direc-
tions, demanded all the speed the
taxi could muster and in a moment
he was flying down Highway 102.

Blythe Lane was about three miles
south. -

“Slow up,” McClary yelled to the
driver. “If you've got a wrench or
hammer handy, let me have it. We
may run into trouble.”

The driver passed back a heavy
wrench and stepped on the brakes.
The rear wheels of the car squealed
and it rocked dangerously. Head-

lights from a well-hidden lane, sud-

denly bathed the taxi in their glare.
With a roar of its powerful motor,
a heavy car shot out across the high-
way and the driver seemed intent
on ramming the taxi with all the
speed and force he could muster,
The taxi driver yanked the wheel
savagely.

“Hit him head on!” McClary
yelled. “Head on or we’ll be tipped
over and crushed.”

The driver emitted a wheezing
sort of sigh, pulled the wheel back;
and when the advancing car struck,
bumpers and fenders cushioned the
shock. McClary was out of the cab
in a split second. There was only
one man in the crash car. His face
was bloody, but his wits seemed to
be intact for he was trying to draw a
weapon from his, coat pocket.

McClary heard a gun crack and
lead whistled by him! He went into
a crouch, reached the door beside the
driver of the murder car and yanked
it open. The wrench he held rose
and fell once. He pounced on the
gun that dropped from the driver’s
lin]\lj) hand. -

ore flashes of light and the blast
of guns split the night. The others
of the spy mob had apparently kept
hidden to finish off their victims
after the crash.

McClary fired pointblank at the
source of the shots and drew a yelp
of pain in reply. He heard the un-
derbrush move as the men scattered.
But .that only made matters worse.
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Now they could .pick away at him
from a number of angles. He
glanced over his shoulder. The taxi
driver was slowly backing the cab
around. Apparently the crash
hadn’t seriously damaged the run-
ning power of the crate, although it
looked as if a hundred-car freight
train had smashed across the radia-
tor.

Two guns blazed’ McClary gave
a skidding nose dive off the high-
way and into the soft grass. He
wriggled forward until he had the
protection of the underbrush. The
spies paid no attention to the taxi
and its driver, apparently content to
snuff out McClary’s life, first, and
then take care of the only witness.

McClary saw a shadowy form
slithering forward. He rested his
gun hand on one elbow, aimed care-
fully and triggered. The shadowy
form gave a convulsive leap into the
air, fell heavily, but was up again
and limping to a safer spot. As he
fired, McClary, threw himself into a
spin, rolling over and over. The
spot where he had been lying was
peppered with slugs.

McClary held his breath. He was
in a bad spot! There were still
enough of those men to surround
him and they seemed intent on doing
just that. The flashes of their guns
came from various places, now, indi-
cating that they had spread out even
more than before.

The only open terrltory was that
alongside the Thighway. They
couldn’t invade that territory for
there was no protection. So far
none of McClary’s slugs had taken
any effective toll. Two wounded
‘men perhaps, but neither were seri-
ously hurt. They could still shoot.

Then McClary saw the taxi really
beginning to move. He gave a sigh
of despair. The driver seemed to
have had enough and was intent on
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getting as far away from this bullet-
riddled atmosphere as possible.

“Hey, mister!” the driver called
out. “I can roll this crate. Make a
dive over here.”

McClary arose and began sprint-
ing toward the road. He was taking
his life in his hands, for once he
hit the highway, he’d be a perfect
target. But to simply wait, crouched
in underbrush while -man hunters
slowly circled him, wasn’t much
more healthful than taking a bold
chance.

He reached the paved road. Guns
let go with a fusillade of death! He
zigzagged crazily. The cab was
coming toward him. Its headlights
had been smashed and it was noth-
ing more than a dim blur in the
darkness. Now, the spies seemed in-
tent on stopping the cab. McClary
heard a portion of the already bro-
ken windshield crack some more and
bullets spanged a-lively tune against
the fenders.

He glanced over his shoulder. The
spies had ‘gathered in one group
again and were converging toward
him. McClary fired twice over his
shoulder and put a temporary lull
to their shooting. He saw that the
taxi’s rear door was open. As it
rolled by, he grabbed the door and
hauled himself inside. He leaned
over the front seat and grabbed the
wheel.

“Duck!” he said hoarsely to the
cab driver. “Let me take the wheel.”

The driver obeyed without any
argument at all. The spies, col-
lected in one group again, stood be-
side the road, waiting until the cab
came well within their range of fire.
They probably had few slugs left
and were conserving them until they
would really count.

“Push the accelerator to the floor,”
McClary ordered the driver who was
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practically lying on it.

The cab jolted forward. McClary
turned the wheel quickly and headed
straight toward the group of waiting
gunmen, These tactics were beyond
their comprehension. Stunned, mo-
mentarily, they held their fire too
long. The cab was rolling down on
them. With yells of alarm they
scattered in all directions. One of
them limped, but he mecved fast just
the same. Another held his left arm,
as though it might be broken.

McClary then straightened out
and rolled rapidly down the high-
way in his original direction.

He stopped at the junction of
Blythe Lane, wilted across the wheel
and panted his relief. The driver
stuck up a grease-smeared head. His
lips parted in a grin.

“Did we send those bozos run-
ning. Say, what are they—escaped
cons or something?”

“Worse!” McClary wiped per-
spiration from his face. “They’re
spies. Brother, you thought: fast
that time. I'm taking your number,
and as soon as I can, I'll send you a
check for the damages with a nice
fat tip for helping me save my life.”

“QOurs, you mean,” the driver said
sourly. “Those babies would've
burned me, too, and if they’re spies,
you don’t owe me nothing. Listen,
mister, I got three kids. Two of
’em are of military age and I don’t
want them shot up in no war. Maybe
I’'m a little dumb sometimes, but I
think we put a kink in them spies
for a while, anyhow. You don’t owe
me a red cent.”

“Thanks,” McClary said fervently.
“You get your check anyway. Stay
here and keep your eyes open in
case those men return. I don’t think
they will.”

“How’d they know we were com-
ing, boss?” the driver asked. “They
sure laid for us.”

“If I knew that,” McClary said as
he headed up Blythe Lane, “I’d sleep
a lot better—when I get a chance
to go to bed.”

He continued up Blythe Lane, saw
that the soft shoulders were wet
with dew, and noticed where the spy
car had been parked. He saw also
that a path had been made through
the brush, lining the road. Not a
very wide or noticeable path, but
the continued passage of bodies had
broken twigs off bushes and flat-
tened the high grass.

McClary followed the trail, mov-
ing cautiously for these men might
have left one or two of their num-
ber to waylay any investigators.
Nothing happened. Then McClary
saw a dark object on a hill top. He
raced toward it and let loose a long
whistle of astonishment. No won-
der Blane and his signal corps
couldn’t locate the origin of these
bootleg broadcasts. They were made
by tiny automatic sending sets of the
ordinary short-wave type. Proba-
bly there was an ultrashort-wave sta-
tion somewhere, tuned to these
portable sets, and through them,
broadcasting those eerie recordings
of bolero music. Blane would verify
or disrupt that theory.

But the fleeing spies had deliber-
ately tried to murder McClary. How
could they have possibly known he
was on the way? Or did they merely
suspect and were taking no chances?
He sat down to wait for the arrival
of the signal-corps men.

The silence of this deserted spot
was ominous. McClary sat there,
listening to frogs croaking in some
distant swamp. But there  was
something else. A steady ticking
sound that was too mechanical to be
that of an insect. He hunched closer
to the short-wave set. It came from -
inside it.
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McClary gingerly began pulling
the set apart. Deep within its intri-
cate mechanism he found a small
clock with wires leading from it.
He gasped when he saw the hands
of the clock close to the hour. With
a savage wrench he pulled the wires
out of the clock and breathed deeply
in relief, - = ‘

CHAPTER VIIIL

SNATCH!

Captain Blane arrived fifteen min-
utes later.. McClary showed him the
device he had found in the short-
wave set.

“There is a time bomb hooked up
to it. The spy ring doesn’t want
any of these sets discovered. They
probably change the location of them
every night, and in the event that
the men who guard them are forced
to run for it—as they were tonight
—the time bomb will take care of the
set and anyone who happens to be
near it. Blane, I want you to dis-
mantle the set so that I can get that
bomb out. It's going to be set off
and on time, so you’ll have to hurry.
If there happens to be anyone hid-
ing within a mile from here, he will
believe the set is destroyed.”

Blane went to work. Soon he had
the bomb removed and planted be-
neath several big rocks. Blane’s
men carried the set away and Blane
and McClary hurried after them.
They reached the official cars in
which Bane had arrived, just as the
time bomb let go. The countryside
was rent by the terrific roar.

Blane tried to explain on the way
back. “This set picks up the broad-
casts from their main station which
operates on an ultrashort wave. It
automatically transmits the message
or music over a regular short-wave
‘band to be picked up by whomever it
is intended for.

“The beauty of this make-up is

that the ultrashort-wave station
doesn’t have to use high frequencies
that would drown out all other
nearby bands and, thereby, make its
location an easy matter to check on.
I tell you, McClary, this is no ordi-
nary spy ring. The man who cooked
up this kind of thing is an expert
and as crafty as they come.”

“I  know,” McClary answered
somewhat absently. “But now that
you have one of their sets, you’ll be
able to pick up their ultrashort-
wave broadcast and probably track
down their main station. Undoubt-
edly it is located at their headquar-
ters. What I'd like to know is how
that recording can possibly be some
sort of a code. Your job is to stand
by this set twenty-four hours a day.
If no broadcast comes, we’ll think up
a scheme to make them send another
message. Leave that to me. And
not a word of this to anyone. We
don’t know friend from foe, yet; so
let the spies believe the set was
destroyed.”

At McClary’s request one of the
cars stopped in front of the inn. He
found Curzon sprawled in a chair,
calmly twirling McClary’s gun
around one finger while the spy
crouched in another chair, eyes bulg-
ing, lips drawn back in terror.
Blane’s men took charge of the spy.
McClary and Curzon returned to
town in the taxi. :

“Thanks,” McClary said. “You've
been a big help, Manuel. Now I
want to ask you a question. Before
you jumped off the clipper plane to
rescue me, did you happen to notice
who was near my chair—who might
have stolen my brief case?”

Curzon nodded eagerly. “Si, that
is why I came to see you. There
was someone near your brief case.
Let me see—who was that one who
rarely talked? A salesman, I think.
He was close by your chair, but so
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McClary picked up a plaster statue, tiptoed to-

ward the man and raised his improvised weapon.

was the beautiful Nathalia. I did
not see anyone touch your posses-
sions, but of course I was very busy
watching you, sefor.”

“John ° Varick, eh?” McClary
pursed his lips. “He’s an oil sales-

man and before this shebang started
in Europe, he sold plenty of oil,
abroad. Perhaps he got so close to
one of the belligerent nations that

he became one of their number.

We'll find out. Suppese you stay
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with -me for a time, Curzon. I'm
" going to be very busy for the next
day or two. You won’t see much
of me, but if anything turns up, I
certainly can trust you to take care
of it.”
Curzon was more than eager to
comply. They returned to Mec-
Clary’s apartment and went to bed.

In the morning Curzon found a
note from his host stating that he
might be away for some time.

While Curzon slept, McClary had
slipped out of the apartment, taxied
far downtown, changing cabs three
times to throw any possible pursuit
off his trail. He entered a cheap lit-
tle hotel and was quickly whisked to
an upstairs room by a manager who
seemed to be expecting him. Then
McClary was left strictly alone. The
state department and the military
intelligence knew how to arrange
things quietly.

He removed his clothing first and
then went to work. He changed the
color of his hair to a dirty gray with
powder and rubbed a light grease
into his  skin until it became
swarthy. He donned cheap clothes,
in need of a press rather badly,
strapped an automatic under his left
armpit and surveyed himself in the
mirror. It was a simple disguise but
extremely effective. He had lost the
suave look of Dennis McClary and
had become, instead, a man who
seemed more like a dock hand—and
out of a job, at that.

A cheap nickel-plated pocket
watch told him that the clipper
plane was due within the hour.
Helen would be aboard that ship and
McClary was taking no chances.
The spies had knowledge of her
coming from the intercepted tele-
gram. If they realized that she
might know some of her dead hus-

. band’s secrets, they would be bound

to strike—and hard.

McClary used street cars to reach- .
the air base. He was in time to see
the big craft settle down on the-
water as gently as a bird. She
turned and began taxiing toward her
berth.

But a harbor police boat, siren
screeching, blocked her way. Me-
Clary held his breath. He saw uni-
formed men climb aboard the clip-- -
per; then a girl in a neatly tailored, -
white suit emerged from the cabin
and stepped into the patrol boat.
McClary began running madly down. .
the pier. He was too late!

The police launch headed up-
stream, turned sharply toward shore -
and was lost from sight. McClary’s
hopes were lost- with the craft.
Helen, blindly following men she be-
lieved sent to escort her, was being
kidnaped. McClary’s fingers: tight-
ened into mighty fists. If ever
ruthless methods were needed, it
was now. He pivoted, ran back to
the street and hailed a cab. He had
no time to change his disguise and
it was now necessary that he work
absolutely alone. He phoned his
apartment and got Curzon on the
wire. ,

“I need your active help, Manuel,”
he said. “Our beautiful Nathalia is-
an important link which musta’t be
broken. WIill you go to the Hotel
Splendor as quickly as possible and
keep her under observation? I've
other things to do that will occupy-
my time for hours.”

“Si, si, but of course,” Curzon
agreed. “I go quickly.”

McClary hung up and returned to
his apartment house. He used-arear
entrance and a service elevator to
reach his quarters. That recerding
—which he had risked his life to
keep intact—was now the mest im-
portant cog-in this whole affair. If
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- ke could somehow solve the mystery
of the code it must -contain, he
would, perhaps, obtain a lead that
would take him directly to wherever
Helen was being held prisoner.

He rushed through the living
room, into his bedrom and there he
skidded to a halt. For one brief mo-
ment he closed his eyes in silent
prayer for Helen. His last chance
was gone. Every bit of furniture
in that room had been pulled apart
and—the wall safe which held the
recording was broken open. The
record was gone!

“That’s. one on me,” he mut-
tered. “They: kept the place under
observation, and the moment that
Curzon left; they broke in and fin-
ished their damned work.”

Staggered. by this adverse turn
of events, McClary stumbled out of
his apartment. Passing down the
corridor he saw a door open and a
familiar figure emerged. It was
John Varick, the oil salesman who
had been a fellow passenger aboard
the clipper plane. McClary kept on
going, sure that Varick wouldn’t re-
cognize him, but Varick’s presence
in this apartment building was
highly significant. By actually
being a tenant and neighbor, he
could watch McClary’s place inces-
santly. -

Varick walked directly over to the
elevators, reached out to push the
button, but the lift stopped at that
moment and two men stepped out.
Instantly McClary shrank back be-
hind a corner. He knew these two;
they were part of the spy ring and
seemed to be headed directly for his
apartment. One looked up and
down -carefully, signaled his com-
panion-and they soon had the door
open. No mere than three minutes
later they -emerged, puzzled, look-
ing and-worried. They talked in a
foreign language and McClary un-

CLU—3

derstood most of what.they -said.--

“But who:else could have taker
the record? We know that he saved
it from the fire and took it to his
home. Now it is gone and we do
not have it. If ever I saw a place
burglarized, it was that one. I do
not like this. I think Shlegel should
at once be informed.”

McClary’s blood ran cold. Shlegel
—the craftiest, most brutal spy of
them all. No wonder he had made
little headway against the organiza-
tion. With Shlegel to lead them,
they were practically invulnerable.
And Helen in the hands of a beast
like that—McClary shivered. But
now he had at least one thin lead.
These two men were returning to
whatever rat hole they occupied and
they would report to their superiors,
who in turn, would notify Shlegel.
McClary raced crazily down the
steps and was seated behind  the
wheel of a cheap coupé when the
two men emerged from the building.

McClary shifted, shot into traffic
and took up the chase. The spy
underlings used a taxi and once they
changed, so-swiftly and cleverly that
McClary almost missed them. But
when they paid off their driver and
walked briskly along a sedate neigh-
borhood street, his -eyes followed
every step. They walked into a
house, on the porch of which was
tacked a sign advertising rooms to
let. - McClary had an idea that any-
one who happened to apply would be
shown a disagreeable, dirty room
and encouraged not to stay. And,
yet, that sign would cover up any
undue activity of many men coming
and leaving the place.

It . was broad daylight, but he
_dared not wait. Helen might be a
_prisoner in this house and speed was
essential. He drove on by the
house, stopped around a corner and
walked back. He slipped alongside
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an empty house, vaulted hedges and
reached the rear of the boarding
house. There was a flimsy-looking
back - door, but that might be
guarded. The cellar windows were
small, but he might wriggle through.
McClary sprinted toward the pro-
tection of a lilac bush, crouched be-
hind it and studied the situation.
He took a bold chance then, bank-
ing on the fact that the two newly

arrived spies would be reporting

such interesting news that all
guards might have withdrawn
temporarily.

CHAPTER IX.
SPY CUNNING.

He reached the side of the house
and crouched beside the cellar win-
dow. Then he set his heel against
the glass and exerted a steady pres-
sure. Five minutes crawled by and
then a noisy truck rolied down the

street. McClary shoved hard and
broke a hole in the glass.

Gently he created an opening,
thrust his hand through and un-
latched the window. In a moment
he was standing on a cool cellar
floor. He could hear voices above
and the sound of several pairs of
heavy feet traversing the floor.

McClary crept up the stairway,
drawing his gun as he did so. The
door wasn’t locked and he opened
it a crack. A man with a holstered
pistol against his hip, stood guard
at the end of the corridor. There
was no use attempting to sneak up
on him. He was much too alert for
that.

McClary snapped off the safety of
“his automatic and stepped boldly
into the hall. The guard heard him,
turned quickly, but he didn’t reach
for his gun. The threat of Mec-
Clary’s automatic and the smolder-
ing hatred in his eyes warned the

guard that such an éct would be sui-
cidal.

McClary beckoned with one hand
and the guard obeyed the silent or-
ders by walking slowly toward him.
He signaled he was to turn around
and emphasized the order with a
jab of his gun. The guard turned.
McClary’s lips parted in a mirthless
grin. It felt good to be taking the
offensive for a change. He lifted
the man’s cap‘from his head and
slugged him.

In no manner could this have been
construed as a cowardly blow. Mec-
Clary fought overwhelming odds
and silence was his greatest ally at
the moment.

He propped the guard up against
the wall. Then he slipped forward
and stole toward a door that was
heavily draped. He parted those
drapes a trifle and his eyes nar-
rowed. '

There were eight men in that
room, all clustered around a short-
wave radio set. The operator was
speaking in a foreign tongue.

“You will tell Shlegel that the
record was gone. Stolen! But of
course I know what I'm talking
about. And for your own informa-
tion I do not like working for a
man I have never seen. Why must
we always contact him like this?
Why doesn’t he show his face and
accept our salutes and praise? I
understand perfectly. The orders
will be obeyed with no further ques-
tioning. I shall keep tuned in and
waiting.”

The eight men were silent for a
moment. Then a slightly built man
with some affliction - of his leg,
limped toward the door and the rest
followed him. As °"they passed
through the draped doorway, one of
them thrust the heavy curtains back
and McClary was completely hidden
in their folds. :
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A moment later someone emitted a
loud, explosive curse. The leader
of these men gave sharp orders. The
men separated, some running to the
back of the house, others upstairs
and the leader with one aid, came
barging into the room where the
radio was installed.

“Up with ’em!”

Both men stopped and promptly
raised their hands. Those words
had been whispered, but plain. The
leader watched the swarthy man
tiptoe before them.
~ “If one of your men so much as
raises a gun, you die,” McClary
hissed. “Now talk, damn you!
Where is the girl you tricked into
leaving the clipper plane? Where is
she?”

The leader’s coarse features broke
into a cunning smile. “Then we are
stalemate, my friend. You cannot
kill me and yet find that girl. There
are six other men in this house, all
armed. Do you think you can stand
up against such odds? You are a
fool if you think I would talk.”

McClary’s gun slanted upward
until its muzzle was within six
inches of the spy’s fat throat.

“I can kill you and still find the
girl,” he said softly. “As you say,
there are several more of you.  One
will have a weak backbone and I'll
kill until I find that one. I'm start-
ing with you; so if it’s a hero’s death
you wish, it’s coming.”

* “No—no!” The spy lost his com-
posure. “No—do not shoot.”

The second spy was very slowly
letting one hand drop toward his
holstered gun. That hand flew up-
ward as high as it could reach when
McClary shifted his gaze for a sec-
ond. He didn’t try that again.

“The girl—I am not sure where
she”is. You must believe me.
Shlegel has her.

as a hostage so that an agent of the

He was to use her

military intelligence would surren-
der evidence which he now has.
That evidence has been stolen by
someone else. I cannot be respen-
sible for what happens to her. I am
not the leader here.”

“You are part and parcel of thxs'
dirty gang,” McClary growled.
“You've seen fit to invade a neutral
country to perform your rotten
deeds. In your country it would
mean the headsman. Here it means
a term in prison—if it happens that
an ordinary agent captures you.
But I’m no ordinary agent. You and
your kind murdered my brother. I
can’t forget that and I'm in no mood
to be patient. Therefore, you will in-
form me to what address that short-
wave radio is hooked up or digest a
few chunks of lead!”

“But I swear I do not know,”
spy countered nervously.
why it is used. We cannot trace
our own leader. We do not even
know what he looks like. You must
believe me!”

He spoke the last four words in
an overtone that could have been
heard outside the room. McClary’s
left fist flashed upward and dropped
the man like a falling piece of tim-
ber. He whirled on the second spy
who was drawing his gun.

the

Someone shouted a warning in the
hallway. Men came rushing into the
room. McClary’s gun blasted a hole
through their ranks. Before they
could recover their wits, he had
rushed by them and was traveling up
the stairs three steps at a time. He
veered into a bedroom, closed and
locked the door and hastily opened
the window. He ripped the bed
coverings apart, fashioned a rope
out of them and lowered it. The
whole angry mob was storming the
door and it began to crack under
their assault.

“That is
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“In half a second I'll shoot,” Mc-
Clary shouted. “That door is thin.
It won’t stop a .38 steel jacket.”

He fired one shot and heard the
men duck inside. He called out
again. “I’ve got ammunition enough
left to exterminate all of you.”

There was a whnispered consulta-
tion outside and someone ran down-
stairs, only to return in a moment.
The harsh voice of the spy leader
called an ominous threat.

“You cannot get away. Come out
with your hands in the air or we
shall send a stream of cyanogen gas
under the door. You have two min-
utes.”

But McClary was already clamber-
ing out the window and lowering
himself to the ground. He slipped
through the same cellar window,
rushed upstairs and into the room
where the short-wave radio set was
located. If he was lucky enough to
find it tuned in on the proper wave
length, a quick phone call to Captain
Blane would enable the signal-corps
expert to trace the signals.

McClary dropped into the chair
before the instrument and turned on
the switch. He picked up the mike
and hoped that his voice would be a
replica of the spy leader’s.

But before he could speak a word,
the amplified crackled and a low,
sinister voice came over the air.

“My very clever Dennis McClary,”
it said, “you are storming an im-
pregnable wall. It was extremely
smart of you to trick my men as you
did, and you may take them all into
custody. I do not wish to be both-
ered by such stupid swine. As for
the girl—she is quite safe for the
present. She is much too beautiful
to die and I am much too healthy to
meet the same fate. While she is my
prisoner, I am comparatively safe.
Do not take the trouble to trace this
warning. It comes from the house

next door. Unfortunately you slid
down the opposite side so I couldn’t
use a gun on you. But I can watch
you from where I am, now. Please
don’t be alarmed. This is a recozd-
ing which I made as you secured
your freedom. I am no longer at
this end.” : :

McClary leaned back with a sigh
of despair. So near and yet so far.
Probably Helen had been in that
house, next door, until the fireworks
started. Shlegel, crafty and cunning
as usual, kept his own men under
surveillance and led them to belisve
he was miles away. No wonder they
talked as they pleased over the radio.
The low wattage of this set wouldn’t
be heard farther than a block and
Shlegel would have checked to be
sure no other short-wave sets were
in the vicinity. :

Someone headed down the stairs.
Although the amplifier had been
tuned to a whisper, they might have
suspected something had Happened.

‘A man, with a gas mask making a

grotesque monster of him, plunged
into the room, veered crazily aund
started to run back. McClary’s gun
covered him. 7

Three minutes later the whole
nest was lined up against the wall
while he phoned military-intelli-
gence headquarters. But capturing
these men meant nothing especially
harmful to Shlegel and it certainly
didn’t ease McClary’s worry over
Helen.

CHAPTER X.
FRIENDLY SPY.

Shlegel left the neighborhood un-
obtrusively. He had certainly told
the truth. The recording of his
voice was still on the play-back ma-
chine in the next house when Mec-
Clary invaded it, but there wasn’t
the slightest clue to where or who
Shlegel really was.
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- Clary to remove his-disguise and be-
come himself once more. He taxied
back to the center of the city,
strolled into the lobby-of the Hotel
Splendor and found Curzon seated
in one of the corner chairs. Curzon
showed his lack of restraint and
training as an intelligence officer by
leaping to his feet and rushing up
te McClary.

.“I have watched her every mo-
ment, si- And there are complica-
tions, amigo. Such complications!”

He motioned with all the grace and’

dexterity of his race. “By the use
of a little green paper persuasion, I
obtained the help of the phone op-
erator. She has checked every call
that the glamorous Nathalia has
made, and she has been calling your
apartment every five minutes for the
past two hours.”

- “Sounds as though she might be
setting a neat little trap,” McClary
mused. “I suppose I'll see her.
Nothing makes much difference now,
Manuel. Helen has been taken.
They whisked her off the plane
under my nose and I couldn’t do a
thing about it. They kidnaped the
crew of a police launch, stole their
uniforms and posed as cops who had
come to protect Helen. She fell for
it. Perhaps Nathalia knows where
she is. I'm going to find out.”

“But it is death,” Curzon pro-
tested. “And I have more news.

. Varick, the so very silent oil sales-
man has taken an apartment close
to your own, amigo. Perhaps to
watch you, si?”

“You’d better go back there and
check,” McClary suggested. = “T’ll
pay Nathalia a visit. She might
help. I've rather played up to her

and T think she saved my life, al--

ready.”
Curzon bobbed his head and dis-
appeared. . McClary stepped behind

rowed.
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a tall fern, transferred his gun from
his pocket to  his hat and held the
hat in his hand from that moment
on. He reached Nathalia’s suite and
rapped on the door. Nathalia, clad
in a sleek velvet gown, let him in.
Her face was impassive, displaying
neither hatred nor friendship. Mec-
Clary sat down in a chair which she
offered. She draped herself on a
davenport and eyed him coldly.

“I understand,” he said mildly,
“that you have been trying to reach
me. Don’t say you’ve arranged an-
other little trap for which I've fallen
so naively?”

“Don’t sit there!” Nathalia said
and indicated a deep, overstuffed
chair. But her actions didn’t con-
ceal the sudden alarm in her voice.
“Take that chair.”

McClary shrugged, got up and sat
down again, noticing that she had
chosen her own position beneath a
large, round mirror that hung above
her head. She opened a gaudy zipper
bag, extracted equipment necessary
to adjust her make-up and with a
strange look at McClary, she set to
work rouging her lips. :

McClary felt ill at ease. He ex-
pected something to happen—almost
wanted it to happen. Anything
which would prove this woman was
working against him. He wanted teo
get her out of his mind.

She seemed tec be looking over Mc-
Clary’s shoulder moments later.
Then, masking her actions, some-
what, she turned the small mirror in
her vanity so that it faced him. Mec-
Clary’s eyes dropped toward it and
he read three significant words writ-
ten in crimson lipstick:

WATCH MIRROR ABOVE.

He glanced up and his eyes nar-
Two men had parted the
curtains behind him. Both were
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apish in appearance and both held
guns. Limply, perhaps, but Mec-
Clary wondered what chance he had
against them. He could see that
Nathalia had difficulty in restrain-
ing her emotions. She reached out
suddenly and picked up a heavy,
metal cigarette box.

“Have one of these, my clever
American friend,” she said with a
slow smile.

McClary reached toward the ciga-
rette box, but instead of dipping his
fingers into it, he curled his whole
hand around it, turned in his chair
and flung the box with unerring aim.
It hit one of the advancing men
squarely on the temple and he
dropped without a sound.

The other man, striving to duck
out of the way of that deadly mis-
sile, was off balance for half a sec-
ond, just time enough for McClary
to jump out of his chair and charge
toward him. He recovered his wits,
brought up his revolver and tried to
pull the trigger.

But McClary reached him first.
His hand dropped. Strong fingers
gripped the revolver and kept the
killer from pulling the trigger. Mec-
Clary grinned unpleasantly, looped
a long left and rocked the spy’s head
back with the blow. The grip on the
revolver lessened a trifle and Mec-
Clary yanked the weapon free. He
hurled it into a corner, pushed his
man-against the wall and drove three
savage blows to his face. He wound
it all up with a haymaker. The spy’s
head snapped back, hit the wall and
his eyes glazed. He slumped down
and sat there, like an immobile
Buddha, his legs crossed, his arms
limp.

McClary walked over to the sec-
omnd killer and made a brief ex-
amination of him. He’d be out for
minutes, yet. McClary glanced to-
ward Nathalia. She was calmly en-

‘girl 'm looking for.

gaged in pulling thick wvelvet tie-
backs off the drapes. He took these
from her, tied up the prisoners and
rolled them into the next room. He
closed the door, pulled over a
straight-backed chair and straddled
it.

“Now I know who saved my life
when Shlegel’s men tried to roast
me. It was you, Nathalia. Why?
If you are a foreign agent, why try
to save me?”

“Because I'm on your side,” Na-
thalie said in a choked whisper.
“For months I have worked with
Shlegel’s men trying to find out wha
he is. So far I have been unsuccess-
ful and I think he is now aware that
I operate against him.”

McClary whistled softly. “So
that’s it. Then you did not send
the mirrored code message to the
sub commander. Who did?”

“T don’t know,” she said. “I think
it was that man Varick. He may be
one of their agents—even Shlegel
himself. But I am a spy, Dennis
McClary. A foreign government
pays my salary. It is my duty to
spy upon spies. Here, in the United
States, I must determine who works
against us. My colleagues have not
the slightest wish to hinder or op-
pose your government. Rather we
seek to help protect it.”

McClary walked over to her side
and took one of her slim hands be—
tween his own.

“If Shlegel is wise—and he proba-
bly will be when my death isn’t re-
ported—he’ll suspect you more than
ever. Therefore, Nathalia, you are
under arrest. I'll have you taken
out of here together with -your two
chums. They’ll lock you up, but
later you'll be released. There’s a
A pretty,
blond girl who means very much to
me. Will you help me find her?”

.- Nathalia’s eyes went wide. She
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nodded and said nothing.
“Shiegel’s men won't know of
your arrest because I doubt he tells

them anything,” McClary went on.

“Find out where that girl is hidden.
Get her away from them—or tell me

where they have her hidden. Will
you do this?”
She merecly nodded again. Mc-

Clary walked over to the phone and
called military intelligence. Agents
arrived quickly and unobtrusively.
The two killers were whisked away.
Nathalia waited for them to return
for her.

“Dennis,” she said softly, “I tried
to warn you of this trap. They
knew you’d come here sooner or
Jater, and those two men were going
to kill you as neatly as possible—
without giving you the slightest
warning. As for the girl—I prom-
ise you I'll do everything.”

McClary watched her led away be-
tween. two agents. Then he sat
down and pressed a hand against his
forehead. He was slowly rounding
up Shlegel’s spy ring, but the inior-
mation he derived from them was
meager, except that which Nathalia
kad told. None of it pertained to
Helen. McClary looked at his
watch. It was almost nine o’clock.

He picked up the phone and
called his apartment. Curzon,
anxiety dripping off each word, an-
swered.

“I’'m all right”
“Nathalia talked.
Varick is our man.”

“Did Nathalia tell you about
Helen?” Curzon asked quickly.

“No! She swore she didn’t know
where Helen is hidden. Wait for
me there, Manuel. I have one last
trick left to play. If it fails, I'm
licked.”

McClary hung up, arose and
headed for the door. The shrill jan-
gle of the phone stopped him. He

McClary said.
It leoks like

walked over to the instrument,
picked it up and put it to his ear,
but he said nothing.

A whispered, stagy voice came
over the wire. “Nathalia, my dear,
you know who this is, of course., I
am afraid you have failed me so
badly. I don’t tolerate failure; so
there is but one way out for you. I
am sending men to finish the job if
you do not accomplish it.
temple, my dear, is very quick and
painless. Geod-by.”

The phone clicked. McClary hung
up slowly and a grim look stole over
his face. He literally tore out of
the suite, yelled for a cab when he
hit the street and proceeded to Cap-
tain Blaine’s office as fast as the taxi
would carry him.

CHAPTER XI.
PLOT AND COUNTERPLOT.

Armed guards along the pier
where the great King George, larg-
est of the transatlantic passenger
liners was docked, stopped the two
men who approached the gate. Mec-
Ciary and Captain Blane identified
themselves and were quickly
whisked aboard the huge ship. In
the commander’s quarters were rep-
resentatives of the line. McClary
addressed them quietly, but there
was force behind each word.

“Shlegel, one of the most brilliant
of all spies,” he said, “is in this coun-
try where he has taken command of
a section of foreign espionage.
Through his efforts the yacht which
I saw torpedoed and sunk. was con-
tacted by a submarine. No doubt,
he had traced my passage on the-
clipper and arranged the scene in
order to force the plane to land.
Then, one of his agents on the clip-
per stole my brief case while I was
trying to rescue a passenger from
the distressed yacht.

The left -
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“Now there is no need to warn
you, gentlemen, that I represent a
neutral nation and I have no desire
to take one side nor the other. But
the theft of valuable State papers
has been traced to Shlegel. Also,
Shlegel, in hatching his fiendish
plots on American soil has laid him-
self wide open to our counter-espio-
nage system. A neutral nation can-
not foster a breed of spies who plot
murder and violence.”

“We are very well aware of all
that,” an official of the British lega-
tion acknowledged. “But as you say,
Shlegel, is more than a spy; he is
a murderer—so ruthless that neu-
trality means nothing to him. What
do you know, Mr. McClary?”

“Shlegel is a mysterious quantity.
His own men can’t seem to identify
him and he is nothing more than a
name to us. He gathers news about
the shipping of nations hostile to his
country and he transmits this to sub-
marines lurking off American coasts.
That is why so much of your ship-
ping has been lost recently. By
stopping this, we also end Shlegel,
but we must first locate him. I want
you to prepare, within the hour, for
quick sailing. Don’t spread the word
around, for it won’t be necessary.
Shlegel’s spies are everywhere.
Just make quiet preparations—but
under no circumstances must you
sail.”

The King George s captain rubbed
his chin. I gather the significance
of it all,” he said, “but we really are
preparing to sail. In fact, we have
only been waiting an opportune mo-
ment. Reservists are already aboard
and we have a cargo of food in our
holds. The enemy spies must know
this and it will not be difficult to
deceive them.”

“At midnight then,” McClary said,
“weigh anchor and let the tugs take
you out into the river. That’s all

that will be necessary. By motaing
we’ll have Shlegel and then you
may use your own ]udgment about
sailing.”

Blane and McClary got into an
official car and headed back to their
office. Blane looked worried.

“I know what all this means to
you, McClary. If Shlegel daes
broadcast, we have one of his short-
wave sets, tuned in to that hidden
ultrashort-wave master station. If
he stays on the air for five minutes,
we’ll chart his location, and then,
with luck, you’ll have Pat’s wife.
That’s what you’re looking for, isn’t
it?”

McClary nodded somberly. “We
can’t fail. Helen is only being held
hostage to keep us in check until
Shlegel can transmit important news
like the sailing of the King George.
Once that is accomplished, he’ll kill
her.” »

“But why?” Blane asked.
hasn’t harmed him.”

“I think Pat told her who Shlegel
really is,” McClary said. “And her
predicament is my fault. Tve
learned a lot since this mess began,
but I was green as a shamrock when
I started. I sent for her. I put
her in this danger. Shlegel wouldn’t
dare permit her to live with that
knowledge. His greatest asset is in
being able to work incognito. Drop
me at my apartment, will you,
Blane? Then get over to that short-
wave set and don’t leave it for a sec-
ond.” ‘

McClary found Curzon sound
asleep in one of the deep chairs, but
the lithe Brazilian awoke as he
closed the door.

“Have you found her, armgo ?” he

- “She

asked anxiously.

McClary shook his head. “We’ve
got one line out and if Shlegel falls
for it, perhaps we’ll find her. The
King George is going to pretend to
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sail ‘within the hour. Of course, she
- is* merely going to be shuttled out
to midstream and fool Shlegel’s
agents. We're banking that he’ll
take the bait. If he doesn’t—"

McClary suddenly stared at the
telephone table. Curzon followed
his gaze and saw that a piece of
wadded paper had been inserted
under the cradle of the phone so
that there was an open connection.
Curzon made a grab for the instru-
ment, but McClary stopped him with
a quick gesture. He motioned Cur-
zon into the next room.

“Someone heard me talking,” he
said softly. “While you slept, that
person entered the apartment and
opened the connection. You go out
into the living room and talk. That’s
all—just talk—as though I might be
listening. TI’ll go down to the lobby
and find out to what extension the
connection has been made.” :

McClary closed the door very
softly behind him, looked askance at
the door of John Varick’s apartment
and then rang for the elevator. He
strolled across the lobby, walked up
to the telephone operator’s cage and
saw a complete stranger at the board.
The man seemed unduly nervous.
McClary studied the panel intently;
but he had only a moment to do so
for the operator suddenly glanced
up, saw McClary and with one sweep
- of his arm, disconnected all phones.

McClary leaned against the small
counter and looked at the operator
very steadily. “You're new here.
Mind telling me why 1605 was
plugged in when the phone isn’t
being used in that suite? Or would
you rather I wrung your neck be-
fore throwing you into a cell?”

The operator gulped, licked his
lips and suddenly yanked open a
small drawer and reached for a gun.
-As it came up, McClary went into

door.

action. One fist swept across. the
counter and clipped the operater
flush on the chin. Then, in an agile
dive, McClary hurled himself
across the counter, grabbed the
operator’s gun hand and wrenched
the weapon away.

A small crowd of onlookers as-
sembled. McClary gripped the spy
by the throat, lifted him up and
shook him savagely. Someone went
for a policeman. = McClary turned
the spy into his custody.

“Take him to military intelligence
headquarters,” he said. “Keep your
gun handy and don’t let him get
away. I'll have a little talk with
him later.” :

McClary went back to his floor,
shoved off the safety of his auto-
matic and stepped close to Varick’s
He pressed an ear against the
panels, heard nothing and rapped
smartly on the door. No one came
to answer.

He used a passkey which the man-
ager had provided, entered the apart-.
ment and the only signs he found
of Varick were those that indicated
a - hasty departure. - Apparently
Varick had heard about the scuffling
in the lobby and escaped while he
still had a chance. '

Curzon was still talking a blue
streak when McClary returned. He
waved him into a chair and for a
moment both men sat in complete si-
lence broken only by the incessant
ticking of the alarm clock beside the
telephone. McClary had already
broken the connection with Varick’s
room. Curzon knew what McClary
was waiting for.

The American agent kept glancing
at that alarm clock every minute or
two. The hands were getting close
to midnight. He reflected that if
that ultrashort-wave station was to
broadcast, Blane would call very
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soon now. The King George must
be in midstream, her funnels belch-
ing smoke to indicate she was ready
to sail. If he failed now—McClary
shuddered.

The phone buzzed and he had it
off the hook within one second.
Blane was on the wire, his voice flat
and despairing.

“Nothing! If Shlegel knows the
King George is sailing, he’d have
been in action before this. His spies
must have fallen down on the job.
I'm sorry.”

“Keep standing by,” McClary or-
dered. “It may happen yet. Be
on your toes, Blane, in case—"

“Wait,” Blane broke in suddenly.
“Teagle just bolted into the office.
What? You're positive? McClary,
listen to this. The commander of
the King George was tuned in to see
if he could hear Shlegel’s broadcast.
When it didn’t materialize, he de-
cided to take advantage of circum-
stances and he really is sailing. The
liner is headed out to sea already.
She’s taking a northern course
toward Halifax where a convoy of
British destroyers will pick her

up.” :

““The fools!” McClary shouted.
“This might be just what Shlegel is
waiting for. But don’t radio the
ship, Blane. Not even in code. If
Shlegel doesn’t know she’s sailed,
everything will be all right. If he
does—we can’t stop her, now, nor
hHim either I'll be down just as soon
as I can’

“Can I not be of some help?” Cur-
zon asked. “What has happened to
make you so excited, amigo? Have
they found her?”

“They’ve bungled things beauti-
fully.” McClary pulled on his coat
and vest as he talked. “The King
George really is sailing. She’s de-
pending on a convoy to pick her up
before Shlegel can notify his sub-

marines. Stay here, Manuel. If I
need you, I'll call. And watch out
for Varick. He was the man who
listened in as I told you about the
trumped up sailing. No wonder
there wasn’t a broadcast.”

Curzon nodded. “This time,” he
vowed, “I shall not sleep. If Varick
shows his face in here—poof—I
have him for you. Good luck, and
I envy you all this excitement. Jai-
alai will never hold the same interest
for me again. I thought it the most
exciting game in the world, but it is
like your children’s marbles com-
pared to spy work.”

CHAPTER XIIL.
"BROADCAST OF DEATH.

When McClary burst into the sig-
nal-corps field headquarters, he
found it bustling with excitement.
Blane sat behind an intricate panel
board, turning dials and listening in-
tently with earphones. He signaled
McClary to sit down. Five minutes
crawled by. McClary noticed that
a recording was being made of what-
ever broadcast Blane was listening
to. Finally it was over.

Blane spun around in his swivel
chair. “It’s happened,” he groaned.
“That damned rumba music is
being sent by the ultrashort-wave
transmitter and being rebroadcast
over a regular band to be picked up
by Shlegel’s submarines. 1 don’t
know what in thunder they’re say-
ing. It’s just dance music again.

“Those cursed drums!”

“Drums!” Jeff leaped to his feet.
“That’s it! The dying Englishman
raved about drums. Blane—start
that recording. Hurry! And are
you having the broadcast traced?”

“It will take about fifteen min-
utes,” Blane said. “Here—I'll play
this devil’s music for you.”

A playback machine burst into
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life, emitting the throbbing, haunt-
ing music. McClary turned the
thing off and grabbed the phone. He
dialed the code department in an-
other section of the Federal build-
ing.

“Send down your best man and
have him bring along all the foreign
codes we have on file. Hurry! We
baven’t any time to lose.”

McClary turned the playback ma-
chine controls until the disk re-
velved as slowly as possible. Now
the music was slurred and weird.
But high above it a kettledrum,
with its velum stretched as tightly
as possible, pounded out beats that
were not in complete rhythm with
the music.

While the recording was played at
normal speed, this wasn’t at all no-
ticeable for the rest of the din
drowned it out. But slowed up,
the steady beat of the drum came
clearly. A code expert bustled in,
listened to McClary’s comments and
went to work.

“It’s one of their regular codes,”
he said excitedly. “The spacing be-
tween the beats gives me the whole
thing. Wait—TI'll have it for you
very soon,”

His pencil flew across a ruled pad,
making hieroglyphic symbeols that
meant nothing to McClary. He kept
pacing the floor. Waiting became
cruel agony. Then the code expert
shut off the playback machine.

“Here she is. They depended on
the cleverness in sending and didn’t
use a new code which would have
taken hours to break down. The
message is to two submarine com-
manders, indicating that the King
George is heading on a direct route
toward Nova Scotia and that she is
to be torpedoed at a certain location
which I'll have in'a minute. And—
wow—is the King George in a spot.
Her radio operator is a spy. How

they worked that one, I don’t know.
He will receive all messages trying
to stop the liner, but he won’t relay
them to the skipper. Good-by, King
George, this time. Twenty million
bucks for Davy Jones’ locker.”

Blane disappeared for a moment.
When he came back, his eyes were
cold and uncompromising.

“We've got it! The broadcast
originates very close to the corner
of Twelfth and White Avenue. I've
sent apparatus down to that section
to make a final check. They’ll be
waiting. I've got twenty men ready
in fast cars. Let’s travel!”

They had to hang on tightly as
the official cars swerved around cor-
ners and took full advantage of the
empty streets. Sirens were cut off
long before they were near the
vicinity. A flashlight signaled. Mc-
Clary’s car braked to a stop. One
of Blane’s men poked his head in
the rolled-down window of the ton-
neau. :

“There’s a photography shop on
the corner. We're positive that
their sending apparatus is in there.
It stopped about three minutes
ago.” _

McClary piled out of the car.
The force of agents, armed with
automatic rifles, gas guns and side
arms, gathered around him. He gave
sharp orders. The men spread out,
gradually closed in on the corner
and covered every exit to the entire
building in whigh the transmitting
station was located. Six reached
rooftops and covered the area with
machine guns. '

McClary moved forward with
Blane at his side. The photography
shop was closed and the curtains
drawn. McClary took a long breath,
murmured a prayer that he was in
time and sent his foot smashing
through the glass door. He had it
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unlocked in a moment. A watery-
eyed, heavy-spectacled man of about
fifty came rushing out of a rear
room.

“Hold it!” McClary snapped.
“You're under arrest. This entire
section is covered. None of your
men can get away. I'm calling for
a complete surrender—or else!”

The watery-eyed man swallowed
hard, found that he couldn’t talk and
raised both hands, instead. Blane
turned him over to other agents.
Then the mopping-up process began.

McClary left that in Blane’s
hands while he climbed a dark stair-
case to the floor above. Someone
-moved in the shadows and a gun
roared. The bullet chipped a chunk
out of the banister just above his
head. His own gun went into
action. There was a howl of anguish,
a crashing sound and a man’s body
smashed through the railing and
dropped to the hallway below.

From upstairs came a short, stran-
gled scream. A woman’s voice. Mc-
Clary pounded up the stairs, veered
sharply and tried to puzzle out just
what room it had come from. He
put his back against the wall, took
a firmer grip on his gun and began
edging his way along. A flitting
shadow passed along the wall.
Someone had moved lightly across
a doorway.

McClary kept his gun glued in
that direction and when two men
came barging out, he was ready for
them. One man fired a single shot
before he went down.
didn’t even have time to pull the
trigger.

On the heels of the shooting came
a moan. McClary’s eyes were icy
cold, his lips thin and determined.
He didn’t make the mistake of think-
ing those two men had been the only
ones in the room.

. “You out there,” someone called

The other

harshly. “I have the girl in here.
My pistol is placed against the side
of her head. You will throw your
gun into the room and enter with
your hands high or I shall kill her.”

“Listen, stupid,” McClary yelled.
“I'm not the only guy after your
hide. This whole joint is sur-
rounded. Kill that girl and you’ll
go to the electric chair—if I let you
live long enough to reach it!”

“One minute you have,” the man’s
voice warned. ‘“Then she dies.”

McClary groaned inwardly. There
was no time to get help and a thou-
sand men wouldn’t be of much as-
sistance anyway for that spy was
just desperate enough to kill. Mec-
Clary bent down, picked up a Luger
pistol dropped by one of the men
who had rushed into the hallway to
attack him. He threw his own gun
into the room, picked up one of the
spies by the collar, took a good grip
of his trousers and pushed him for-
ward. The man was quite dead and
absorbing another bullet or two
wouldn’t hurt him.

“I'm coming in,” McClary said
loudly. “I've thrown my gun. Let
the girl go and I'll do anything you
say.”

He raised the corpse completely
off the floor, stepped forward an-
other two paces and gave the dead
spy a shove through the door. The
dead man leaned against the door,
much as a living person might have
done. Instantly a gun blazed inside
the room and the corpse jerked as
slugs smashed into it.

“Fool!” the killer spy gloated .
“All Americans are stupid fools.” -

McClary grinned tightly and
when he surged through the door,

he was moving as fast as a human

could. The spy within the room had
turned back to menace the girl once
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more. ~Now, he whirled around,
bringing up his guns as he did so.
He fired one shot that went wild be-
cause his target seemed to be flying
through the air at him. Then a fist
punched him squarely on the nose.
Another fist beat a tattoo against one
eye. More fists and the spy won-
dered how many men he was fight-
ing. McClary drove him into a cor-
ner, doubled him up with a series
of jabs to the midriff and poised his
right for the knockout blow.

“I surrender,” the spy moaned. “I
cannot fight more. I give up. Don’t
hit me again.”

“Walk over and pick that girl up,”
McClary ordered. “One phony
move and I'll break you in half.
Pick her up, do you hear?”

The man glared at McClary out of
the corner of his eyes, but he obeyed.
It was Helen who lay on a smdll bed.
Her eyes' were closed, but she
breathed normally.

“She is not dead,” the spy said.
“I swear it. Only a mild drug to
keep her quiet. She will be all
right.”

“If -she isn’t,” McClary growled,
“you won’t be. Stand just where
you ‘are. Never mind .if she is
heavy.” ’

McClary walked close to the man,
drew handcuffs from his pocket and

locked the link around Helen’s limp -

wrist. Then he affixed the other cuff
to the spy. -

“Outside and down the stairs,” he
ordered. “Remember, I have a gun
trained on you every second.”

The spy walked out of the room
with Helen cradled in his arms. He
stepped over the prone body of one
of the men who had gone down
under McClary’s fire. McClary,
watching Helen carefully, didn’t
notice the wounded man’s arm sud-
denly jerk out. Fingers wrapped
around his ankle and gave a terrific
tug. Thrown off balance, McClary
swayed crazily and then pitched for-
ward to land .on his face. The gun
he held was jolted out of his hand.

The spy heard the crash, took a
quick look and instead of turning
down the stairs, he raced for the
passageway to the roof.. When Mc-
Clary clambered back to his feet,
Helen and her captor were gone.

He scooped up his gun and headed
for the stairway to the roof. He
went up it fast, stopped and cau-
tiously raised his head. Over against
one side of the roof stood four men,
their hands raised high. From a
building across the street three sub-
machine guns menaced them.

But machine guns meant nothing
to the spy who carried Helen. She
was- his shield and protection. He
ran clumsily toward the edge of the
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roof and McClary’s hair almost
stood on end as he watched the man
drop her body off the side. She
dangled, five stories above a cement-
paved court, held there by handcuffs
which chained her to her captor!

McClary leaped up on the roof
and covered the spy with his gun.
He waved one hand to the agents on
the opposite roof so they'd hold
their fire.

“I am not yet finished,” the spy
snarled. “If you shoot me, I shall
fall and the weight of this girl will
drag me overside. I shall be killed,
yes, but do you think she will live?”

“Name your price!” McClary
grated.

“The four men on this roof are to

go free. They are to be given a fast
car and wait for me in the courtyard.
You will throw your gun close so
that I can pick it up. Then—and
only then—I will raise the girl. She
will be hostage so that neither I nor
these other men will be shot down
when we escape.”

McClary weighed the proposition
and sighed deeply. Even if he
obeyed the terms, Helen’s life was
still in the gravest danger. These
men wouldn’t permit her to live
once they got clear. She’d be mur-
dered and her body hurled from the
speeding car. Yet McClary held his
fire, for by shooting the spy, he
simultaneously doomed Helen. He
advanced three steps and the spy
called out a warning.

“One more step and I shall throw
myself over. The gun—at once.”

Then McClary saw a tall white
figure emerge from behind a chim-
ney. It was a woman and she moved
cautiously toward the spy. She held
something in her hand that looked
like a club. McClary had to stifle
the warning cry that rose to his lips.
He poised, set to make a wild dive.

The approaching figure made not
the slightest sound and the spy had
all his attention riveted on McClary.
The club rose high and held there
for a second. A graceful arm
reached out and beckoned to Mc-
Clary. Then the club descended
with a violent, cracking sound.

The spy lurched sideways crazily
as Helen’s weight pulled him to the
edge of the roof. He rolled over the
eight-inch parapet and was almost
on his way down when the figure
in white leaped upon him. McClary
reached the man’s side a fraction of
a second later. He hauled him back
on the roof, pulled Helen up and
with hands that trembled badly,
tried to insert his handcuff key to
unlock the cuffs.

“ILet me do it, Dennis,” a calm,
soothing voice said. He’d forgotten
the white-clad figure who had un-
doubtedly saved Helen’s life. It was
Nathalia. She took the key from

-his unresisting hand, freed Helen

and then clamped the other cuff
around the spy’s ankle, doubling him
up in a ball. ,

“Now he will try no more of those
tricks,” she said.

McClary stood up and without a
word, gathered her into his arms.
She tried to push him away.

“This other girl,” she said. “She
comes first. I searched until I
learned she was here. 1 came, but
Shlegel had already warned his men;
so I was forced to hide. When you
and your raiding squad arrived, I
took to the roof because the plans of
these men included an escape over
the rooftops if they were sui-
rounded.” , :

“Listen, Nathalia,” McClary whis-
pered. “You think that Helen is my
girl or something. Despite that, you
tried to rescue her. She happens to

‘be my dead brother’s wife. Now do
- you get it?”
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Moments later an ambulance
howled up. McClary watched Helen
loaded into the vehicle. He patted
Nathalia’s hand.

“Stay with her. And don’t worry
about me. I'm on the homestretch
and when I see you again, we’ll both
breathe easier because Shlegel will
be behind bars—or dead.” :

McClary watched the ambulance
roll away; then he walked back into
the house.

Blane was as excited as a child
with a new toy. In a spacious room,
the spy ring had rigged up an ultra-
short-wave transmitter, the perfec-
tion ‘of which made Blane gasp. But
McClary was interested in more ani-
mate things. The spies were lined
up and Dennis eyed them sternly.

“You men are guilty of violence
contrary to the laws of this coun-
try. Ycu are spies of a warring na-
tion. The man who crganized you
is Shlegel. He may be one of your
number as you stand here now. If
so, will Shlegel step out and admit
his defeat?”

“But no,” one of the spies said in
a quavering voice, “Shlegel is not
here. We do not even know him.
All his orders come by radio or by.
messenger. We are guilty, yes—but
Shlegel is not among us!”

‘McClary nodded slowly. “We'll
find that out very soon. I think I
know who Shlegel is and unless he:
happens to have assumed a cunning
'disguise, you speak the truth. He
is not among you, now. Take them
away. These are the remnants of
the spy ring—this section of it any-
way.”

“And you?” Blane asked. “Where
are you going?”

McClary smiled thinly. “To warn
the King George first. Then I'll get
Shlegel. He can’t get away, now.
We must wait, Blane, before going
after him. There are eight hundred

army reservists on the liner. They're
prey for enemy subs and ordinarily
there would be little we could do,
but this scheme was hatched on
American soil; so we've a right to
break up their party if we can.”
“Luck to you,” Blane shouted as
McClary headed out the door.

CHAPTER XIII.
THE SPY CHOOSES.

McClary used one of the official
cars and raced to his apartment. He
rushed inside, found Curzon seated
near a window and holding a heavy
statue in one hand.

“What is it?” Curzon recognized
McClary’s excitement. “What has
happened?”

“T've got Shlegel where I want
him,” MeClary cried. “Right now
I'm going after the King George.
There’s a navy observation plane
waiting for me. Want to come along
and be in on the kill, Manuel?

- You’ve helped all you could. Yeou

deserve the privilege.”

“And Shlegel, you have him toe?”

McClary shook his head. He was
changing into warm clothing as he
talked. “Only Helen, and she has
been so heavily drugged that she
won’t be able to talk for hours. That
can wait. It’s the liner I'm worried
about. Come on, we can’t waste a
minute. The King George is well
out at sea, right now, preceeding
under forced draft to try and out-
strip the enemy subs. Shlegel will
wait until we return.”

Curzon jammed on his hat and fol-
lowed McClary to the elevators.
“True, amigo,” he panted. “I have
made doubly sure that John Varick
has not yet returned. I had hoped
he would and then—well, I would
have had him safely put away for
you. As it is, I have not been -of
much help.” '
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McClary took Curzon’s arm and
piloted him through the lobby. The
official car was still parked at the
curb and they headed for it. Then,
suddenly, Curzon gave vent to a
shout of alarm and raised his hand
at the same moment.

A cheap sedan was coursing

slowly down the street, hugging the

line of parked cars as closely as
possible. The window beside the
driver’s seat was down and a gun
glistened in the light of the street
lamps. For a fleeting second Mec-
Clary had a glimpse of the driver’s
face. It was John Varick, the oil
salesman who had done so much
business with foreign nations before
hostilities put an end to his work.

The gun blazed and the bullet
struck a brick wall behind Curzon.
McClary whipped out his own
weapon, triggered twice and the
sedan jerked violently and picked
up speed.

“Let’s go,” McClary said.
desperate, now.”

They piled into the official car.
McClary discovered a hidden siren
switch, snapped it home and spread
traffic in all directions as he piloted
the car down the busy street. The
taillight of Varick’s car was like a
beacon. Gradually they left the

busier streets and McClary really

leaned on the gas pedal. They
gained rapidly.

McClary grinned slightly, trans-

ferred his gun to his left hand and
thrust it out the window. He blazed
away twice. The rear window of
Varick’s car became cobwebbed.
- “Let me take the gun,” Curzon
breathed. “I am no crack shot, seror,
but luck is with the right side and
perhaps I can hit a tire.” :

McClary shook his head. “You

might kill him and you're no au-
thorized agent of the law. T'll try
again—for the gas tank this time.”

“He's -

McClary snapped two more shats.
Gasoline spurted from the tank, but
at the same moment Varick seemed
to have lost control of the car. It
veered across the road, hit the curb
and one front tire blew out with a
loud report. The car kept on going
after it hurtled the curb. It lurched
across the sidewalk and hit a brick
wall with a terrific crash of crum-
pling fenders.

McClary braked hard, came to an
abrupt stop and hastily backed up.
Curzon was out of the car in a flash
and running toward Varick. Mec-
Clary saw Varick’s left hand dan-

“gling limply from the window of the

sedan. He kept his gun ready just

. the same.

Curzon reached Varick’s side first.
“He is either dead or dying,” he

said. “It is best that you get a doc-
tor or an ambulance. Shall I go or
do___Q) =

McClary shook his head. “T'll
stay. Get started, Curzon.”

The slender South American
nodded eagerly and headed for the
official car. Halfway toward it Mc-
Clary called him back.

“No use,” he said. “An ambulance

wouldn’t do Varick much good.

He’s dead! Take a look at what 1
found in his pockets.”

McClary extended a brown
leather-covered booklet. Curzon

flipped
pages.

“A code book,” he said. “That
proves he is our man. You are one
lucky sedor, amigo. Varick is

it open and scanned the

Shlegel!
McClary stuffed the book into his
pocket and sighed. “Not much

doubt about it, but we're not fin-
ished, yet. There’s the King George.
We've got to stop the sinking., Here
comes a radio car. We can get away
quickly, now.”
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McClary identified himself, led
one of the officers over to Varick’s
car and showed him the body. Then
he joined Curzon and they raced
back to the official sedan.

McClary used the siren to full ad-
vantage as he tore off the miles to
the naval base. A plane, manned by
two pilots, was waiting. Another
car roared up as McClary and Cur-
zon got in. Captain Blane darted
toward them.

“You're not leaving me out of the
finish,” he grinned. “I’m seeing this
right through. Think you can reach
the liner before the subs attack?”

“I don’t know,” McClary an-
swered. “If her radio operator
wasn’t in Shlegel’s pay, it would be
easy; but we've got to contact her
personally and, brother, that tub
makes, speed when she really gets
going. Get in and hold onto your
hat. This is the fastest plane the
navy owns.”

Blane and Curzon believed it as
the huge ship roared eastward over
the sea. Blane sat in one of the rear
seats. Curzon occupied another di-
rectly across from McClary. The
American agent motioned toward
the parachutes.

“Better strap yourself in silks,
boys. It may be a rough voyage if
the subs beat us to it, They carry
antiaircraft cannon and our biggest
weapon is this .38 I'm lugging
around. Heavy doggone thing, too,
especially when a man'’s tired as I
am.”

McClary casually drew the gun
out of its holster and let the weapon
rest on his lap. They had veered
north, now, and minutes had passed.
The three passengers wore their

parachutes and all gazed intently

down on a dark sea.

Suddenly, straight ahead, the
night was cut by a jagged streak of
crimson light and the sharp voice

CLU—4 ‘

of a heavy gun reached them above
the roar of the motors. The pilot
swooped down in wide circles.
Everyone gazed into the darkness,
below. The liner, traveling with-
out lights, wasn’t visible at all, nor
was the submarine from whose deck
that gun had undoubtedly barked a
command for the King George to
heave to.

McClary looked at his watch and
his forehead furrowed in anxiety.
Then oddly enough the sea was
bathed in light. Powerful search-
lights on the King George danced
over the waves and centered on two
grim, gray wedges of steel that had
sliced the surface of the water.
They could see the men manning the
deck guns of the subs. One of the
guns spoke again and the shell
struck the liner somewhere near the
stern. A machine gun rapped out
death and tracer bullets from the
second sub. ‘

Blane wiped his face. “Why don’t
we do something?” he asked. “Must
we sit here and watch those damned
subs shell an unarmed liner—kill
those hundreds of people aboard
her?”

“It’s war,” McClary reminded him,
“and we are neutral. However,
those subs may be due for a surprise.
Keep watching. They haven’t fired
a torpedo, yet.”

But one of the subs was maneuver-
ing around to do just that. Then,
like a flock of falcons swooping out
of the night, came eight huge mili-
tary planes. The subs, bathed in
the glare of the King George’s
searchlights, showed signs of ac-
tivity. Antiaircraft guns boomed,
but each sub had only one apiece and
those bombers carried tons of death-
dealing bombs, There was a tremen-
dous explosion on the water. One
sub listed badly, poised for a second



=52 STREET & SMITH’S CLUES-DETECTIVE STORIES

and then slid out of sight on her
final dive.

The second sub was trying to get
beneath the water. Men were piling
down her hatch. But this time all
eight bombers cut loose with their
hail of death. The sea was turned
into a boiling, angry mass of water.
When it subsided, there were two
giant pools of oil floating on the
surface.

Blane shuddered.
he muttered.
chance.”

“It’'s still war,” McClary said
softly. “Of course it’s horrible.

- T've had a bitter taste of war, my-
self. My brother, Pat, was mur-
dered—shot down because he knew
who Shlegel was and what his plans
were. Pat intrusted me to deliver a
brief case, containing code informa-
‘tion about Shlegel’s work, to Wash-
ington. Shlegel stole the case and
put it into the hands of the sub-
marine commander. But now I
have Shlegel and his agents; so the
United States doesn’t need the
coded report—and it is valueless to
anyone else. I guess that’s about
all gentlemen.
organ music if I thought I was geing
into a spiel like that.” :

“And you were responsible for
having those bombers protecting the
King George?” Curzon asked. “Ah,
amigo, I envy you. For every man
who died in those cursed sub-
marines, a hundred still live on the
liner.”

“I was not responsible,” McClary
said slowly. “The line which
operated the King George was in-
formed as to the nature of the code
broadcast and, in turn, notified its
government. They did the rest.
And, now, let’s get back to Shlegel
who plotted all this. The ring of
spies with whom he worked are all
under lock and key. Shlegel clev-

“Poor devils,”
“They died without a

I'd have furnished

-erly prepared for just such an event

by not even letting his own men
know his identity. He didn’t know
that we had captured one of his
portable short-wave sets and,
through it, tracked down the loca-
tion of his ultrashort-wave trans-
mitter. He didn’t believe that his

‘broadcast of rumba music wculd

ever be detected as code. He kid-
naped Helen so she wouldn’t be
able to identify him, but she is safe
and will talk.”

“But—who is Shlegel?”
Blane asked breathlessly.

Curzon waved one hand excitedly.
“Then McClary has not yet told
you? It is Varick—John Varick
He was killed, just before we tock
off on this flight. He died trying to
get away from us.”

The door of the pilot’s quarters
opened and the radio operator came
out with a message for McClary. He
took it, read the words and stowed
the message into his pocket.

Captain Blane was shaking his

head slowly. “I figured it was
Varick. Our records showed he was
pretty deeply involved in foreign
affairs. He had a lot of money tied
up. But wait a minute. I thought
this Shlegel was an international
Spy.”
“He was,” McClary said calmly.
“Shlegel was really a man without
a country. He was a spy in peace
times, selling his information to the
highest bidder. He fled to the
United States when war broke out
in Europe because Shlegel didn’t
like war. No spy does—not when
it strikes too close.. Foreign agents
hired him for this work, knowing
his - ruthlessness, but banking on
the fact that he usually produced re-
sults.

“He did,” Blane sighed. “At least
six freighters were torpedoed .
through the advice that Shlegel

Captain
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radioed to enemy submarines.”

McClary studied the gun he still
held in his hand. “In doing that he
violated the neutrality of the United
States. If he happened to be caught,
there would have been a prison term
staring him in the face. But he’d be
released and deported. When that
happened—well, you can imagine
how the government for which he
was operating would feel about a
man who had failed so miserably.
The strangest thing about it all lies
in the fact that Shlegel at one time
became a citizen of still another
country—one that is an enemy of the
nation for which he is working.
He’d be sent back to that country
and—a brick wall at gray dawn.
Spies live hard, gentlemen. They
must learn to die hard, too.”

Curzon strained forward. So did
Blane. Both had their eyes on Mec-
Clary’s automatic. They noticed
that his finger was curled around the
trigger tightly, despite all the lazi-
ness of his speech and his apparent
relaxation.

“I have something else to tell
you,” McClary went on. “John Var-
ick is not dead. He has recovered
consciousness and is talking. Varick
got himself so involved in foreign
affairs that he was compelled to obey

Schlegel’s orders. Shlegel used him
as a front man, prepared to throw ail
the blame on him and get away, him-
self. Therefore, Shlegel is not
dead either, but please compose
yourselves, gentlemen, for another
minute., Shlegel is a strange crea-
ture. Now he realizes that he is
completely beaten. However I owe
Shilegel something. I am quite pre-
pared to pay my debts. Do you com-
prehend the meaning of my words,
Curzon?” ,

Curzon arose slowly, watching Mc-
Clary’s automatic as though it hyp-
notized him.

“Si, senor. I quite understand,” he
said. “I believed you as stupid as
your brother was brilliant. I am
sorry that he had to die. It was not
of my doing. I do not care to hear
how you discovered me. Ignoble de-
feat is bad enough without the de-
tails. I shall get off here, if you do
not mind.”

Curzon backed to the door of the
plane, unlatched it and put his
weight against it. He squeezed him-
self half out of the plane, raised one
hand in a formal, military salute and
smiled wanly. Then he let go and
vanished from sight.

“What—what—" Blane began ex-
citedly.

McClary heaved a great sigh and

DEAD SEA:
(27% SALT)
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stuffed his gun back into his pocket.
“Yes—Curzon was. .Shlegel. I
knew it almost from the beginning,
but I had no proof.”
“He’s getting away,” Blane
shouted. . “He’s wearing a para-
chute.”

McClary glanced out of the win-

dow. “He did not pull the rip cord,”
he said slowly, “and even if he had,
we are a hundred and sixty miles off
shore. Shlegel took his defeat like
a gentleman—and at the very mo-
ment when he thought he was safe,
You see, captain, Shlegel saved my
life, once. When I dove off the

clipper to rescue that drowning

man, Curzon tucked Pat’s brief case
under his shirt. He also tied a life
preserver under his clothing. Then
he pretended that the only reason he
dove into the sea was to rescue me.
He really wanted to get that brief
.case in the hands of the sub com-
mander. But after he had tied the

brief case to the life preserver and
cast it adrift, he swam out and actu-_
That wasn’t

-ally did save my life.
necessary. He could have kept on
pretending and no one would have
been the wiser.”
Blane said: “Oh!”
he could think of. _
McClary went on. “Varick got
wise. He wasn’t shooting at me but
at Curzon.. I pretended Varick was
dead. I even planted one of our own
code books on him and pretended
to remove it from his pocket. Cur-

zon—who should have known noth-

ing about things like that—recog-
nized it at once for what it was.
“When he came to me unannounced

1 suspected him and I let him stay -

with me so that I could watch him
as he hoped to watch me. Being un-
known to his own men, they kid-
naped him, mistaking him for me.

Y1l confess quite readily that it put.

me off the track for a few moments.”

. he very nearly got me.

- going

That was all :

“He put me off the track all of the
time,” Blane said.

McClary smiled. “Nathalia
worked with him, trying to get in-
formation, too. He almost finished
me off when I stepped out of the
hotel; but when he realized he
hadn’t done so, he hurried to my
apartment and proceeded to smoke
twenty-seven cigarettes as fast as he
could so there ‘would be plenty of
butts to indicate he had been there
for hours. But he smoked them too
fast. My apartment happens to be
air conditioned, and even that maz-
chinery didn’t carry the smoke off
completely. When I left himat the
inn to watch one of his own men,
he used that sending set and warned
the spies at the short-wave trans-
mitter that I was on my way. Again,
So I let Cur-
zon think the King George wasn’t
really ‘sailing and there was no
broadcast. Then I told him it was
-to sail, anyway, and he
promptly came through with the
broadcast we needed, net knowing
we-had one of his short-wave sets.
He robbed my safe and destroyed
the only recording we had. To trap
him I placed an alarm clock on the
telephone table. I phoned Curzen
from Nathalia’s apartment and told
him she was through. He immedi-
ately phoned back, disguised his
voice—thinking I was Nathalia—
told her to either commit suicide or
be killed. -‘While he talked, the
alarm clock ticked away merrily.”

“And Nathalia?” Blane asked
with a grin.

“She is with Helen. I hope the
drug has worn off and Helen feels
fit when we get back. I need her
as a chaperon. Nathalid’s days of
acting as an agent are over and—
well—we’re not married.”

“Yet!” Blane added amiably.
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Sadel
Monkey

by PAUL ERNST

CHAPTER 1.
TOMBSTONE DECORATIONS,

Artemus Kaye blinked a couple of
times and decided that the night-
marish little thing wasn’t really
there. Of course it wasn’t there! It
couldn’t be there! You don’t see

things like that on a tombstone in a
graveyard at dusk. ©

But it really did seem that the
thing was there. It leered at him
with -glazed eyes. There was a
horrible grin on its lips.

So Artemus Kaye decided that he
was seeing something, all right, but
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that what he was seeing was a hal-
lucination.

He must have been working too
hard at his hobby. :

Artemus was a high-school physics
teacher and looked it. He was of
medium height, but he walked with
a slight scholarly stoop. His hair
was abundant enough, and it was
usually allowed to fall around his
head like an untidy dust mop. His
eyes were blue, rather light, and
were forever blinking behind horn-
rimmed glasses.

Artemus was a schoolteacher.
But his hobby had to do, in a way,
with death. He was a cemetery spe-
cialist. He collected facts about
graveyards, trends of art as indi-
cated by tomb sculpture; and he ccl-
lected queer epitaphs.

He was writing a book about these
‘things. Because he didn’t get out
of school till pretty late, he had to
stay in graveyards as long as there
was any light at all left, in order to
get any facts whatever. He had just
. collected his last epitaph of the day,

with dusk so far advanced that he’d
had to light a match to read the
weathered letters cut in the stone.

It had been worth it, though.
Bending far down, and blinking
through horn-rimmed glasses, he had
copied the following immortal,-if
callous, poetry.

Peter Robert Winch
1824 to 1863

Here lies Peter; died in pain.
Ecrn an idler; lived in wvain.
Lived in vain; died in pain—
To yve who think, the moral’s plain.

He had bent far down behind a

big square slab to copy this from a

little slab, had straightened up again
—and had seen that frantically im-
possible thing leering at him from
atop still another slab.

A monkey’s head, it seemed to be.

less

Or else it was the head of a small
child unaccountably equipped with
a close-cropped sailor’s full beard.

“I don’t believe it!” said Artemus
Kaye, distinctly and aloud.

He walked toward the slab, pick-
ing his way over ground that was
now completely night-shaded. He
moved with the precision of one who
doesn’t jump at conclusions, and who
prides himself on having an organ-
ized mind. He blinked calmly and
determinedly through the Ilarge

glasses.
The head stayed there. It didn’t
disappear. It was so undeniably

there that when he reached out his
kand, be could feel it.

A little shiver went up his spine
at the touch of fuzzy, cold hairs, and
clammy cold skin over the small
skull.

“Pear, dear!”

Artemus shook his head in slight
disgust as he picked the object up.
The head had been rather messily
severed from its owner’s shoulders.
Then it had been equally messily
hollowed out.

There were the outer habiliments
of fur and epidermis that should
normally clothe a monkey’s head,
but there was nothing in the skull

“Dear me!” '

Artemus was looking arcund for
the shoulders the head had come
from. - To a logical teacher of a
logical science like physics, it was
plain enough. Monkéy’s head—
monkey. But there wasn’t any head-
monkey anywhere around.
There was just this grisly, hairy lit-
tle thing. E

Artemus scratched his jaw and
tentatively set the head back on the
tombstone, which had been put there
in 1904 to memorialize one Jonathan
Jallop. , P

It looked awful; sc Artemus
picked it up again, fingers shrink-
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ing from the dead feel of it. Then
he started toward the cemetery gate.
There was a caretaker’s house near
the gate. He'd leave the monkey’s
head with the caretaker.

It was entirely dark, now. He
found it slow going, peering care-
fully through his glasses to avoid
tripping on the smaller slabs. And
he had almost reached the one small
building in the place housing life
when he saw that there was no light
in it. Either the caretaker didn’t
get here till later at night, or there
was no caretaker; even cemeteries
save money sometimes.

Also, Artemus made the discov-
ery that in his start at seeing a mon-
key's head grinning at him from on
top of a tombstone, he had left his
notebook back there by the slab of
Peter Winch who had lived in vain
and died in pain.

Carefully he turned and picked his
way back. And now he decided to
return the monkey’s head to the
slab over Jonathan Jallop’s grave.
It was right in line with the spot
where his notebook must be lying;
so he didn’t have to go out of his
way.

He got within a yard of Jallop’s
big slab before he could really see
it, and then he really did blink.

There was a monkey’s head on top
of the stone oblong!

He squeezed with his right hand,
and then hastily unsqueezed. The
monkey’s head was still in that hand.

Yet the monkey’s head was also
on the tombstone.

“My heavens!”

Artemus Kaye bent down w1th1n a
foot of the thing. At that range he
could not only see the little thing
but faintly smell it—a musty, dusty
odor.

He picked it up, and sighed with
an odd relief. This was a monkey’s

head, but it had not been recently
severed. It was from a stuffed mon-
key.

Two monkeys’ heads, placed one
after the other, on a dead .man’s
grave.

“Someone has an eccentric idea of
humor,” Artemus Kaye told himself
solemnly.

He picked the second head up. He
couldn’t carry two in one hand be-
cause the fur was too short for his
fingers to grip. He didn’t want to
go wandering through the night
with a monkey’s head in each hand.

And, besides, he was curious,
now.

He took the second head and went
off ten yards. A small mausoleum
was there. He went around the cor-
ner of it and peered out.

He peered at the tomb of Jonathan
Jallop.

By looking a long time through

vthe very dark night, he could see the

light-colored stone slab. But he
couldn’t see anything else. He
strained his ears to try to make up
for lack of vision.

Would someone come along with
a third head? He was sure no one
would. That was getting too far into
the realm of the fantastic to be con-
ceivable.

He had been there perhaps eight
minutes, and he thought he heard
something. It was more sensed than
heard: a faint sloughing, as of feet
over damp earth. At the same time,
he thought he saw something—twin
blurs, low to the ground, moving
rhythmically. And moving away
from Jallop’s headstone.

After a time when he deemed him-
self safe—for Artemus Kaye was no
adventurer to charge things in ceme-
teries at night—he went on tiptoe
to the tombstone, again.

“Dear me!”

There was the third head! A httle
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furry thing like a child’s small head,
- only- covered- with -short hair. It
locked straight ahead, glazed eyes
about chest-high.

Thit was like the first. It had
been freshly severed from some un-
fortunate monkey, and messily sev-
ered, too. Also, the skull had been
gruesomely hollowed out.

“A three-headed monkey?” mused
Artemus.
lieved it, had it not been for the
second head, which had come from
a monkey long dead and stuffed.

“Y think,” said Artemus, “that
somebody is as crazyas . . . er . . .
hell.” '

But he wasn’t so entirely sure of
that, either. There was an under-
current of something pretty grim
suggested by this monkey’s head
business.

He didn’t touch this head. Last
time, he had taken the second head
and hidden to see if a third would be
left. A third was. This time he’d
leave the head and see if still an-
other would appear, perhaps beside
it, so that two heads would peer into
the night from over Jonathan Jal-
lop’s grave.

He had scarcely retreated to the -

mausoleum when he heard more
sounds. They were distinct this
time. Sounds of dry rustling, like
the sounds that might be made by
dozens of snakes dragging their
scales over rock.

Artemus scratched his Jaw and

decided ‘that he didn’t like that at -

all. But then the vague dimness of
- the tombstone was blotted out by an
‘unseen shape that appeared to be
human. He felt better. The idea of
humans was more acceptable than
that of snakes or of something
supernatural.
Then, - suddenly,
pared to charge.

Artemus pre-

He could almost have be-

-As has been said, Artemus Kaye
was no adventurer. He was a peace-
ful physics teacher. Furthermore,
he was not one of those athletic, red-
necked instructors who briskly ocpen
each day with a two-hour workout
in a gymnasium. His muscles were
about as neglected as those of mest
office workers.

He had decided to charge for the
common-sense reason that he had
seen that the person over there by
the tombstone was smaller than he.
The stone was chest-high to Art-
emus; the dark blotch of that other
person barely topped the slab with
its head.

He rushed the dark blotch, got hlS
hands firmly on it. ]

- - “Now,”” he said, in his strictest
professional tone, “what is all this?
What do you mean by—"

He stopped. He had thought he
was holding a boy, and that the mon-
key’s head affair was, after all, a

 youthful prank. But he wasn’t hold-

ing a boy. His suddenly distressed
and very decorous ﬁngers told hlm

“that.

“Let ‘me go!” panted a voice. A
girl’s voice!

Automatically, he hung on. He
tried to see the girl’s face. There
was some sort of confounded hood
half over it.

“Let me go!” she repeated, strug-
gling like a tigress. “I have done
what you demanded: You miserable,
cold-blooded murderer. Let me go!”

“Dear me,” said Artemus. -

He hadn’t known quite what to
do when he got a flock of monkeys’
heads thrust at him. He knew even

‘less what to do now that he had a

girl, an obviously
writhing in his hands.
“I will scratch your eyes out,” she

shapely one,

‘informed him in a panting whisper.
“I will cut you into small pieces!”

Artemus looked at the tombstone.



THE THREE-HEADED MONKEY 59

The monkey’s head was still there,
Not two, just one. This girl had not
come with still another,

“I wish,” he said plaintively, turn-
ing back to her, “that you would ex-
plain, just a little—"

His voice trailed off. The girl was
sagging in his arms. He opened his

hands and she kept on sagging, end--

ing up on the ground.

“For Heaven's—”

Something zoomed down from the
sky and rocketed against Artemus
Kaye’s skull. Then he started sag-
ging, too, winding up across the
prone body of the girl.

CHAPTER II.
DEAD—BUT NOT BURIED.

With a rather shaky hand, Art-
emus poured brandy into a tumbler
in his kitchenette. He had bought
the brandy a year and ten months
ago and it was still five-sixths full;
which tells how much of a toper he
was.

Artemus had straggled back to
consciousness in the dark graveyard
while the girl under him was still
out. He had carried her laboriously
to the cemetery gate and dumped
her in his 1931 roadster, to take her
to a drugstore. :

However, graveyards aren’t usu-
ally in the vicinity of business dis-
tricts. By the time he had reached
the store section, she was stirring a
little; so he had decided to take her
on home to his apartment. ¥

He carried the half-tumbler of
brandy back into the living room of
his small, neat apartment. The girl
‘was sitting up and looking at him
out of dazed eyes.

But dazed or not, there was noth-
ing the matter with the appearance
of those eyes. Or of the rest of the
girl. '

She had flaming-red hair, skin that

 “Emeralds?”

would have made milk look slightly
soiled, and jet-black eyes. The
startling contrast of a blonde’s skin
and a redhead’s flaming tresses, with
those black, black eyes, was some-
thing to make even an ultraconven-
tional physics: teacher rock a little
on his toes. Further, she was
dressed—or rather, sheathed—in
electric-blue silk that outlined a fig-
ure as blazingly perfect as her face.
She was so shockingly beautiful that
Artemus didn’t know whether he
liked it or not. But he didn’t get
much chance to think it over.

“You are a pig,” said the girl very
calmly and distinctly. There was
no fog in her black, flaming eyes
any more. “You are a pig who steals
and lies and murders.”

“Eh?” said Artemus, hand jarring
so that he spilled a little of the
brandy. He stared over his shoul-
der, blue eyes blinking through the
glasses. But there was no one else
around but him.

“You are a pig in glasses, and I
hate you, Please to give me those
emeralds.”
gaped  Artemus
Kaye. He didn’t know what to do
with the glass in his hand. Appar-
ently she didn’t need its contents,
and there wasn’t any place handy to
set it down. He passed it fum-
blingly from one hand to the other.

“Yess, emeralds!” The gorgeously
beautiful redhead with the biack
eyes was a Latin. That was appar-

ent from her speech. Her speech

had no accent, save the occasional
slurring of an s, as in “yess.” But
for the rest, it was too precise for
any American to use.

“You took the emeralds, pig. And
you have no intention of concluding
your share of the bargain. Give
them back at once!” '

“I haven’t any emeralds,” pro-
tested Artemus, going at last te a
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table and setting the glass down.
“For Heaven's—"

“You struck me in the cemetery
and took them.”

“No! Somebody else hit you.
And then he hit me. Only I came
to more swiftly than you did and
brought you here to try to help you.”

That was all, for a moment.

The girl was up out of the easy-
chair and piling into Artemus like
a black panther—a couple of black
panthers.

He went over backward and his
glasses fell off and smashed. "He
fumbled and scrambled and finally
got out from under the attacking
fury with no worse luck than a
slight scratch over one cheskbone.

He swayed on his feet, fighting
her off. 7

“Yock here, ncw,” he said.
“Pleaze, lock here. This is most
undignified. Look at my head. See
where I was hit, toco? I'm not trying
to lie te you.”

The girl with the flame-red hair
and the jet-black eyes looked
thoughtfuly at an egg on Artemus
Kaye's head. Quite impersconally
she rumpled his unruly hair to get
a better view of it. :

“You could have been hit days and
days ago,” she said. But there was
a different tone in her voice. “Or
you could be telling the truth.”

She looked around, at the emi-
nently respectable mediocrity of
Artemus Kaye’s living rcom. She
looked at him, no longer blinking,
because now there were no glasses
for him to blink through.

Then she sagged groundward,
again. :

It was so unexpected that Artemus
was barely able to get to her in time
to break the last part of her fall.

“Look here! Please! Don’t
faint. Not in my apartment.”

He galloped to the table and got

the half-tumbler of brandy. He
couldn’t get her white, lovely little
teeth apart.

There was a drugstore on the cor-
ner. He fled out of his apartment
to it. _ .

“Smelling salts!” he commanded

the clerk. “Quick!”

“Something wrong, Professor
Kaye?”

“Yes! A monkey fainted in my

rooms—I mean—  Give me those!”

He went back and, once more on
that fantastic night, was confronted
with confusion,

There wasn’t any girl there! And
there was no order there, either. All
was chaos! Cushions were off chairs
and divan; pictures hung crooked;
drawers were half open; the rugs
were in small, scuffed heaps. There
had been a whirlwind search, then
a completely successful disappear-
ing act on the girl’s part.

“For Heaven’'s—"’

The fainting spell had been pre-
tense. She had come into his life;
now she was gone out of it without
a trace. Like the three-headed mon- -
key. Or, more accurately, the three
monkeys® heads.

The lips of Artemus Kaye slowly
assumed a straight, stubborn line.
Very straight and very stubborn.

‘He had fallen into an inexplicable
thing. Now it appeared he had
fallen out, just as completely. If he
didn’t do something about it. But
he was—er—damned if he wasn't
going to do something about it!

He rummaged in a disarranged top
drawer and took out another pair of
glasses. These, he fitted over his
nose, to replace the ones smashed in
that most embarrassing tussle with
the girl. He got a flashlight from
another drawer, and walked—with
the sober, pedantic tread of an
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Twicel

So Artemus shot him,

The man had a gun halfway out of his pocket.
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arcused physms professor—down to
his car again.

He went back to that cemetery.

There was still no light in the
small building by the gate; so he
guessed that there was no caretaker
around at any time. He went past
the building, among the tombstones
again.

“Like Newton’s ghost,” he mut-
tered to himself. But he muttered
it very softly and walked on tiptoe.

It took a little while to find Jal-
lop’s stone slab, again, and quite a
long while for him to creep up on
it, an inch at a time. But it seemed
there was no reason to creep; there
was no one around to hear.

It looked as if he had the grave-
yard to himself; so he peered at the
top of Jallop’s oblong headstone.

There was no monkey’s head, or
any other kind of head, on the stone.

He felt around, remembered he
had a flashlight and snapped it on.
He was looking on the ground for
monkeys’ heads. He had left two
when he carried the girl to his road-
-ster. -

They weren’t there, either. The
cemetery was completely lacking in
monkeys’ heads. He went on a few
steps and looked for his notebook.
That was gone, too. Not one trace
remained of the outrageously silly
thing he had blundered into an hour
or more ago.

His flashlight lit on a face.

Had it chanced to light on part of
a body first and then traveled up to
the face, it wouldn’t have been so
startling. But it didn’t do that. It
lit squarely on the face, and only
the face, with no warning at all.

There it was, a wax-white, motion-
less countenance cameoed -against
the dark ground. The eyes were open
and did not move. It looked pretty

grim; but Artemus went forward

- Fate.

. murmured:

hoping the face’s owner wasn’t be-

~yond help.

As he moved forward, the light
moved in his hand and glanced for
a brief instant off what seemed rid-
ing boots.

“My dear fellow,” began Artemus,
bending low.

For the second time that mght

-something skimmed down from the

black sky and ricocheted off his in-
offensive head.

When he moaned and sat up a
second time, he was alone. There
was no face where a face had been;
no body around. He was alone.

With a pair of eggs on his skull
that would have done credit to a
Rhode Island Red, he looked around
for his glasses. He found them—
smashed.

“Two pair!” he complained in
fogged annoyance. Then he wended
his bemused way back to the gate.

Artemus Kaye was sore.

He himself might have put it, in a-
more scholarly way, that he was ex-
tremely irritated. But what he
would have meant was that he was
sore. Damned sore!

He felt that he had been kind of
pushed around by a callously amused
Monkeys’ heads and shock-
ingly beautiful girls and getting
knocked unconscious ‘and  having
your glasses shattered! What sort
of stuff is that for schoolteachers?
And all happening in a graveyard
at night.

The pupils in his classroom felt
that old Artie, as he was con-
descendingly called behind his back,
was subtly different today. They
didn’t try any tricks with this new
old Artie. The class wit, in the first
morning period, looked at the two
lumps on the professional bean and
“Hm-m-m, ran into two
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doors last night.” But he didn’t say
it audibly.

The instant the day was over, in-
stead of hanging conscientiously
around as he usually did, Artemus
dashed out and got into his car. In-
stead of going to the school cafeteria
at noon, he had gone lunchless and
spent his time phoning.

There were about twenty pet
shops in the university-residential
city that carried monkeys. There
ware nine taxidermists. He had
called them all.

Yes, said one of the taxidermists,
they had sold a stuffed monkey the
day before. No, they didn’t know
who the purchaser was. A voice,
neither noticeably masculine nor

_feminine, had called and ordered
one. The stuffed monkey had been
sent by messenger boy to a house
on the edge of town. The boy came
back saying that it was funny: when
he knocked, a hand reached out an
almost closed doorway with meney
in it, gave up the money, and took
the stuffed monkey. Then the door
was slammed; so he never did see
who it was.

Artemus got the address of the
house.

Yes, szaid one of the pet-shop
owners, they had sold a monkey day
before yesterday. Didn’t sell many
of those. He remembered it well.
The address of the buyer? Now,
that he didn’t know. He thought,
however, that the man lived near
here, because he had come in on foot.

Normally, 2 man coming for a mon-

key would go off eitherinacabora
private car to avoid crowds, and this
man had just walked off with it.

Artemus, out for the day, went to
the definite address, given by the
taxidermist, first. But he found it a
blank: a vacant house in a quiet sec-
tion, :

A stuffed monkey had been de-

livered there, all right. Artemus,
having entered through a window,
found the headless torso of the thing
in the front hall. The person who
had received it had torn off the head
and left, and that was that. There
were no traces, unless the police
could collect significant fingerprints.

This brought Artemus squarely up
against a thing he had ducked so far.
The police. Shouldn’t he go and
tatk to them? .

He thought it over in his method-
ical way.

“I saw three monkeys’ heads
placed, one after another, on a tomb-
stone. Later they were gone. I
caught a girl near the tombstone and
she said something about emeralds
and, later, vanished into the night.
I saw a man who might have been
dead, or deeply unconscious and
then was struck down by an unseen
assailant. And there was no man
lying there when I came to.”

He shook his head, blinking
through his glasses. Steel-rimmed,
these were. The probable reaction
of the police was obvious. There
was assault and battery—he had been
knocked out twice.

But why was he in a graveyard at
night anyway? And what was all
this guff about monkeys’ heads?
They’d laugh at him.

Artemus left the stuffed torso of
a monkey lying in the hall of the
vacant house and went back to the
vicinity of the pet shop whose
proprietor had guessed that the pur-
chaser of a live monkey lived near.
Blinking solemnly through his
glasses, he went through an identical
procedure with owner or janitor of
every building in a three-block
square around the pet shop.

He wanted a room or an apart-
ment. He wanted a quiet room be-
cause he had a pet monkey that was
temperamental and went a lictle in-
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sane if aroused by noise. His story
aroused refusals to rent, but that
was - all,

Dinnertime came and went. And
at a little before nine, in a one-room-
apartment building two blocks from
the pet shop, he got something.

“Are you a friend of the other
guy?” said the janitor, who was in
charge of rentals for the building.

“Other—er—guy?” repeated Art-
emus, blinking innocently through
his large glasses.

“Other guy with a monkey,” said
the janitor. “He took a place, here,
day before yesterday. Said his name
was Rcobert Brown. Good American
name, but he looked Spanish or
something to me. A chauffeur, I
think. He has Apartment 3B, in the
back. Haven’t seen him since yes-
terday afternoon.”

Artemus blinked.

“Don’t know him. But if you
rented to one man with a monkey I
expect you won’t mind renting to
another. Give me the keys to what-
ever vacant rear apartments you
have and I'll go up and look them
over. No need for you to cllmb the
stairs, too.”

The janitor gave him three keys,
volubly describing the merits of the
three vacant apartments as he did
so. And Artemus went up to 3B.

One of the three keys almost fit
the lock. Artemus twisted hard,
there was a little squeal and the
door opened. He went in.

The bareness of the room proved
that the place was not a permanent
residence, It was almost as vacant,
and as clueless, as the vacant house
on the edge of town. But not quite,
not quite,

On the bathroom floor was a pale-
pink smear. That might have been

where an unlucky monkey had lost

its head—and where blood had not

quite been mopped up. Also on the
bathroom floor were banana skins.
The man had apparently kept the
animal alive for a day at least, feed-
mg it fruit, and had then decapitated
it.

There was nothing else in the
place.

Artemus looked absently at the
banana skins. The janitor had
thought the cccupant of this bare
room was a chauffeur. That jibed
with boots like riding boots that
Artemus had seen on the man lying
near Jallop’s grave. They had been
puttees; chauffeur’s puttees. The
man who had rented this rcom and
put one of the monkeys’ heads on
the tombstone; the twin blurs Art-
emus had seen had been dim reflec-
tions of far light on polished put-
tees. And that man had been
knocked out or murdered, last night,
in the cemetery.

He had something, now, to take to
the police.

Artemus went to the door, started
to open it; then he silently closed
it again so that the lock clicked shut.

- He had heard steps outside, and

voices. He doused the lights,
and jumped for the window.

Over thirty feet below was hard
cement. And that was all.

Artemus stood on the end of the
window ledge and hung onto the
slight projection of an ornamental
ledge over the window frame., He
heard a door open and close after
what seemed a long time.

Only an Alpine climber would
have felt at home on that ledge; and
Artemus was no climber. He was
afraid to look down into the night.
His knees were jello. His fingers
felt as if bound to uncurl all by
themselves and drep him. And in
addition, he had to stand with his
body in a question-mark position,
out away from the edge of the win-
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dow, so that whoever was in the-
room wouldn’t see him through the
glass.

Two and a half lifetimes passed,
then the door shut again.

He climbed into the room. It
seemed untouched. He went to the
bathroom:.

The banana skins were gone and
the tile floor no longer had the pale-
pink smear. It had been scrubbed
completely clean.

Artemus hurried out of the place
and down the stairs. He left the
apartment keys on the bottom step,
and raced to the sidewalk.

Down the block, a big green sedan
was just pulling away from the curb.
Artemus got into his car and fol-
lowed. It looked as if whoever had
killed the chauffeur in the grave-
yard last night—Artemus was more
and more sure he had seen a corpse
and not an unconscious man—had
come here to remove any traces left
by his victim.

By following, very discreetly of
course, Artemus might have a gang
lair or something to report to the po-
lice when he told the rest of his
tale. ‘

But he began to get more and
more uneasy about this course of
action as the green sedan went far-
ther and farther out into the coun-
try.

The country got more and more

open, less and less inhabited, and

more and more black trees added to
the dark of a moonless night.
1t was a perfectly murderous set-
ting!
CHAPTER IIL
THE GREEN MOONS.

Artemus stared across fifteen or
twenty yards of clearing at a dimly
lighted window in an unkempt
shack.

The green car was in back of this

place. He could easily find it again,
to lead the police back. There was
no reason why he should stay around
any longer.

But he stayed there at the edge of
the clearing and looked at the omne
window from which light lanced
through a drawn shade. He searched
himself methodically for fear and,
to his vague surprise, didn’t find
much.

He had shivered and shook on the -

building ledge, because " he was
afraid of heights. But here, in the
face of a human equation that was
almost certainly sinister, he had
about the same heartbeat as always.

“Dear me,” he muttered. “That’s
odd. I ought to be afraid. I won-
der what’s in that lighted room?”

He went across the clearing.
There was an inch between the bot-
tom of the shade and the window
sill. He looked through the small
opening and his mouth jerked.

There was the girl, the outrage-
ously beautiful girl with the black
eyes and contrasting red hair and
white skin. ==

She sat on the floor, with her back
against a wall. She was obviously
uncomfortable, but couldn’t move
because she was bound hand and
foot.

‘Standing and facing her was a man
smoking a cigarette. Another man
lounged near the door of the room,
looking first at his pal and then at
the girl. There was a lot of greedy
admiration in his eyes for the black-
eyed, red-haired beauty. But in the
eyes of the man smoking the ciga-
rette there was none. _

Artemus got out a little pearl-
handled knife, and inserted the blade
in the window crack. The window
raised a fraction of an inch, and he
could hear as well as see, threugh
the resulting opening.

“I say I gave up the emeralds,”
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the girl said, wearily, angrily. If
there was fear in her heart it didn’t
show in the snapping black eyes. “I
say you got them. You are just try-
ing to get more. But there are no
more.”

A voice came from somewhere in
another room. A child’s voice.

“Where is my monkey? I want
my Peppe! Where is—”

A solid slap ended that. The
bound girl flinched, then stared-at
the man above her with a tornado of
hatred in her eyes.

“You will be cut into pieces for

that,” she said. “I promise you!”

“That ain’t nothin’ to what you’ll
get if you don’t kick through those
emeralds!” the man snarled back.
“And you should see what the kid’ll
get.”

“Aw, cut the chatter,”
man lounging by the door. “Give
her something to -think about. But
do it where it don’t show, can’t ya?
She’s about the swellest—"’

The standing man ignored the
msthetic sensibilities of his partner.
He had a long red cone on the ciga-
rette. He reached with it toward
the bound girl’s cheek.

“Wait!” said the man at the door
suddenly. :

The other looked at him.

“She’s gonna yell like hell,” said
the man. “We’re a long ways from
nowhere, but she might be heard.
- And that kid—" .

The man with the cigarette
nodded. “Tell one of the others to
take the kid and beat it in the
coupé.”

said the

The man at the door yelled some-
thing. But Artemus didn’t hear
what was called. He was staring at
the cheek that had been threatened.
The girl was looking at the ciga-
rette. Her face was as white as
fresh plaster.

Why, these things don’t -happen,
Artemus was telling himself, mouth
still open with profound amazement.
Men don’t really do these things.
Why, anyone that would do such a
thing isn’t a man. He ought to be
stepped on, like poisonous vermin—

He heard a car start in back, and
moved to look - around the corner
and get the license number if possi-
ble. But that move was never made.
For then the man leaned near with
the cigarette again. It was so near
that it made a little reflected red
glow on the white, perfect cheek.

Artemus took his knifeblade out
of the window crack, letting the
frame bang back into place. The
men in the room whirled, and Art-
emus turned and ran—for the front
door. '

There was a low, two-for-a-cent

porch. He lay full length at the
edge of this, and heard thunderous
steps down the porch stairs. Then
he got up and ran into the house,
clutching the ridiculous penkmfe as
his only weapon.
- There was still a man in the room
with ~the- girl. Artemus’ ruse
hadn’t- drawn all the gang out into
the night. The man was at the win-
dow, staring out. He turned, and
his gun bucked in his hand.

Artemus Kaye, scholarly, stooped
physics teacher; felt a bullet practi-
cally notch his ear. - Then he
crouched as the man jumped for.
him. But the jump was never com-
pleted.

The girl leaning against the wal]
stretched far enough for the tip of
one toe to catch the ankle of the
charging man.
and his gun came to Artemus’ feet

" as though he had whistled for it.

Artemus picked it up. The man
had another gun halfway out of his
pocket. So Artemus. shot him.
Twice!

He fell on his face,”
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“Hm-m-m,” he said, frowning. “I
suppose I shouldn’t have done that.”
His knife was sawing at rope as he
spoke. “It would have been silly,
though, to stand up to him. He was
much bigger, and I don’t know how
to fight.”

He got the girl to her feet. She
was goggling at him, black eyes
enormous in her white face.

A countenance showed itself at
the window. Artemus shot at that,
too. The countenance disappeared,
but he feared he hadn’t hit it. He
was no marksman.

“Come on!” :

He slapped out the light bulb of
the room and went for the door. A
figure appeared, shooting as it came.
Artemus went to hands and knees,
and-the figure fell over him with one
foot scraping across his face and
knocking off his glasses.

Artemus banged at a floundering
head, stepped into the hall, emptied
the gun he held out the front door,
and then went through the dark
room with the girl to the window,
which he opened noiselessly.

She didn’t have to be helped. She
got her dress, the electric-blue one,
out of the way of her legs and slid
out like an agile boy. Artemus fol-
lowed.

He pointed her toward the dark-

green sedan, a big lump of blackness

in the night. They got into it.
There were shouts and shots at the

-door, where Artemus had played -

army by firing half a dozen shots
at nothing. :

The car started off.

Artemus suddenly thought it was
hailing out of a clear, black sky.
Then he realized that not hailstones

‘but bullets were cracking and fog- -

ging the glass of windshield and
windows.
“Why, they are gangsters,” he
said, bouncifig the car along a road
CLU—5

that was little more than a rutted
lane. “This proves it. Only gang-
sters own bulletproof cars. . Are you
a gangster’s—er—moll?”

The girl was still goggling at
him, with her lovely head swaying
a little on her gorgeous shoulders.

“You—" she whispered, “you
v herel

There was no pretending about
her fainting this time. She slid
toward the floor of the car like an
empty sack.

Not quite an hour later Artemus
recognized the house to which the
girl directed him. It belonged to
some banker or other who was on
a world cruise. Artemus had just
happened to read about it in the
paper. The banker had rented it to
a South American person named
McCarthy. He had remembered it
because McCarthy seemed such an
odd name for anyone from Rio de
Janeiro.

They went into the house and an
aristocratic-looking elderly lady
with dark eyes and waved, iron-gray
hair stared tearfully at the girl and
said:

“I feared you were dead—little
Ybano?”

“I don’t know,” said the girl. And
then they were in a living room that
looked like a Hollywood set on a
small scale. The elderly, aristo-
cratic-looking lady quit crying.

Artemus sat down—and the girl
came and sat on the arm of his chair
and kissed him, not once but three
times.

“I .. . er—" said Artemus.

“Look at him, Mergita,” said the
girl. “He is heroic. He is fearless!
I think I love him. Yes, I know I
love him!” i

She kissed him again, and the
aristocrat with the iron-gray hair
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looked anxious but did nothing to
stop it.

“You . . . er—" said Artemus.

“The glasses!” the girl said sud-
denly. “But you are nice-looking,
without the glasses.”

“They got broken,” said Artemus,
looking at her lips. They were as
perfectly, almost as outrageously
beautiful as the rest of her. “Third
pair. They’re my last.” =

“But you must never get more!”
said the girl. “I will not permit it.
You hear?” She tightened the
white arm she had put around his
neck, _ ,

“He saved my life, Mergita! He
is mine, now. I will not ever let
him go!” Then she began to cry.

“Dear me,” said Artemus. The
sudden changes of mood left him
feeling as if someone had pulled the
chair out from under him.

“Ybano,” said the girl. “My
Ybano! They had taken him away
before you came to me. Otherwise,
doubtless, you would have saved
him, too.”

And the red lips darted close.

“Now, look! Now, wait a min-
ute,” said Artemus, ducking the lips.
Badly handicapped by the almost
childishly trustful beauty draping
itself around his neck, he tried to
sort out a few things.

“Who is Ybano?”

“My little brother,” said the girl.
“My father sent him north from Rio

to be schooled. He sent me, Ybano’s

old-maid sister, to look after him.”

“Old-maid sister?” repeated Art-
emus, jarred out of his methodical
questioning. “You're not a day over
twenty.”

“Almost twenty-two,” said the

girl. “But now I am no longer an"

old maid. I have found you. If
you think I am not keeping you, you
are wrong. And if you think that
because we have met so short a time

ago, that I do not yet know my own
mind, you are wrong, too! I am like
that. I do not need years and years
to know my mind—  Oh, Ybano!”

Artemus came back a bit. '

“Your name?”

The girl laughed tearfully.

“To think, my man does not, yet,
even know my name. Nor I, his. I
am Lorita McCarthy. There are
many other names, but those will
do.” She fluffed out her hair with
her right hand, keeping her left arm
as firmly around Artemus Kaye’s
neck as if it had grown there like
a_ lovely arbutus. “My red hair
comes from an -Irish father. The
rest of me from a Spanish mother.
And this, brave darling, is Mergita,
my duenna.”

The aristocratic lady with the
waved gray hair nodded her head.
Artemus noted her restraint with
growing alarm. As duenna, she
shouldn’t have been caught dead let-
ting Lorita sit with her arm around
a man’s neck, kissing that man when-
ever an opening occurred.

“My father sent me with Ybano
to watch over him,” said the girl.
“He sent Mergita to watch over me!
As if that were necessary! I do not
look at men till I find the right one.
You!”

“Hm-m-m,” said Artemus,

Why didn’t that confounded
duenna put her foot down? Did
this impossibly beautiful thing be-
side him mean what she said, and
did the duenna know it and condone
all because a future husband is per-

‘mitted—

- “Childish and impossible,” said
Artemus. o

The girl and the older woman
stared at him, particularly at his
eyes. The eyes of Artemus were
quite different without - glasses.
They were clear blu€; unblinking
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blue, now that glasses weren’t in
front of them.

“You will not wear the glasses
again, ever,” said Lorita, kissing his
ear. “Your name?”

“Artemus Kaye,” said Artemus.

Lorita wrinkled a superb nose. “I
do not like that. It is—fussy. And
you are not fussy. Any man that
would do what you have done. Mer-
gita, you should have seen him shoot
the poison pig who would have
burned me. Bang and bang! And
he is dead. My father shall give him
all he likes for that. But there is
Ybano— My father will kill us
both when we go back witheut
Ybano, Mergita. I shall call you
Arturo, darling, save when we are
alone, Then it is—Art.”

“Tell Mr, Kaye more, my dear,”
said the duenna. “I see that he is
not understanding—"

- “T think I have it all,” said Art-
emus slowly. “You are rich, Lorita.”

“Quite terribly,” said Lorita,
without much interest. “My father
has emerald mines and mahogany
and rubber and coffee—"

“A  kidnap gang - took your
brother,” Artemus went on. “They
took your brother and a pet monkey.
Right?” : ===

“Yes! Little Peppe,” said Lorita,
putting her cheek against his.

“The gang demanded emeralds as
ransom?”

“The Six Green Moons,” said
Lorita. “The finest, most big emer-
alds my father ever mined. They
are beyond price. I suppose, cut in
parts, they could be sold for many
hundreds of thousands of dollars.”

“They demanded the six emeralds.
To show that they really held your
brother, they proposed to put the
head of his pet monkey in that
graveyard. It was hollowed out, so
I presume you were to put the emer-
alds in it for them to pick up later.”

“I did put them in,” mourned
Lorita. “And I thought you had
taken them. Darling, I shall make
up for that—"

“Someone else got wind of this,”
said Artemus in a hurry. “A chauf-
feur.”

Lorita stared in quick alarm at the
older woman. The duenna said:

“Juan! He has been gone for
many hours!”

“Your chauffeur learned of the
kidnap,” Artemus said, slowly and
methodically piecing it together.
“He put a head there, too, hoping to
be before the gang and get the
stones, himself. I think he has been
killed for that attempt. But who
could have put the third head
there?”

“Third head?” said Lorita.

“Three heads were put on the
stone. One, no doubt by the gang.
Another by somebody else. A third
by the chauffeur, Juan. That was
the last, and the one in which you
apparently put the Six Green
Moons.”

“Then Juan has them!”
~ “Juan,” said Artemus, “is dead.
I’m sure of it.”

“Then those men—"

Artemus shook his head—as well
as he could with the exquisite white
arm around his neck.

“That was no act, with the ciga-
rette,” he said. “The gang doesn’t
know where the emeralds are, either.
I think that whqever put the second
head there, has the stones. Perhaps
that person got them while the gang
was attending to Juan, and later to
me. I don’t know.” =

“Those men,” said Lorita, “They
think I have the emeralds and refuse
to give them up. They will kill
Ybano. They may have already
killed him. And I have not the ran-
som they desire, any more, to save
him.” : :
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Her eyes were misted again with
tears.

“Arturo, can you not get my
brother for me? You can do any-
thing, darling. Do I not know? I
will always love you, even if you
do not get Ybano back safe. But—
will you not get him for me?”

Artemus Kaye’s eyes had taken on
a sort of slate shade. He didn’t
know that. He had never thought
much about his eyes, save to cover
them with glasses because he had
looked so young six years ago, at
twenty-four, when he applied for a
teaching job. But they were that
shade, and they were rather impres-
sive.

“I wonder how your chauffeur
learned of the kidnap, and the plan
of the monkey’s head?” he said
slowly. “How many servants have
you, Lorita?”

“A cook, maid, houseman, grounds-
man, besides Juan. We came north
with practically no retinue.”

“They all knew of Juan’s disap-
pearance?”

“None knew,” said Lorita posi-
tively. “We have not told anyone—
the servants, the police, anyone—for
fear Ybano would be killed if we
did.”

“That is right,” said Mergita, nod-
ding her aristocratic, iron-gray
head. “No one was told. It was said
by us that Ybano was simply away
on a visit.”

“You kept the Six Green Moons
here?” asked Artemus.

“Oh, no,” said Lorita. “They are
too valuable. They were kept in the
bank. When I wanted to wear them,
a special detective brought them,
walked a distance behind me, and
then took them back.”

“I have an idea,” said Artemus,
getting up. “It is a very small idea,
but it’s worth trying. Wait here for
me, Lorita. I may have luck.”.

CHAPTER IV.
IMPETUOUS LATIN!

It was one thing to tell the imperi-
ous Irish-Spanish Lorita to wait
there, and quite another to have her
do it. When Artemus got to the
curb, where he had left the green
sedan in the black shadow of a
drooping tree, he was conscious of
steps and turned. There was Lorita,
with about thirty dollars’ worth of
postage-stamp hat on her head to
indicate that she was going, too.

“Take my coupé,” she said. “It
is dangerous going in that scarred
car of evil men. We might get in
trouble.” »

“I’ll take the coupé,” agreed Art-
emus. “But ‘we’ won’t get into any-
thing. I'm going alone.”

“But of course I go with you,”
announced Lorita. “You are mine.”

Artemus smiled a little. It was a
good smile but not one to trifle with.
His shoulders had straightened a bit,
and his eyes still had that slate
shade.

‘“You’re a nice child,” he said,
patting her hand. - “In the morning
you’ll have forgotten all about me
being your . . . er ., . . man. But
you're a sweet child. Now go back
in the house.”

“It does not matter what you say.”
Lorita shrugged perfect shoulders.
“I go with you. If you are hurt,
I will be hurt, too.” -

Artemus stopped smiling.

“We haven’t time for this. That
crew won't risk keeping your
brother alive much longer. Get back
in the house before I . . . er . . .
slug you!”

Lorita’s face was one beautiful
sparkle. ,

“But, darling! Magnificent! Al-
ways I have dreamed of the man
who would—slug me if I needed it.
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But none have talked so.
because I look nice.”

“I’ll say you look nice,” said Art-
emus ‘grimly. “You literally dazzle
the eyes. Whoever marries you will
have a dozen duels a week over
you.”

“You can win them all,” said
Lorita confidently. “You can do
anything, Arturo—"’

“If you don’t get back in that
house—" said Artemus.

Lorita’s lips drooped. “Very well.
Here are the coupé keys. You had
better drive the green car more out
of sight, then come back for the
coupé.”

That was good sense. Artemus
did so, with Lorita going forlornly
into the house as he slid the bullet-
pocked green sedan into a dark
alley. '

He backed a coupé of the block-
long variety out of Lorita’s garage,
and tooled it up the street.

- When Artemus had said that he
had a small idea to work on, it was
all too true. It was very small in-
deed, though it tied in well with

I suppose

ideas that were slowly forming in"

his professional brain.

There were about half a million
people in the northeastern city
where Artemus taught physics.
That was a big enough city to have
a full-fledged underworld, with not
one, but three mob leaders.

There was a Sicilian named Mi-
chelo, a scion of a gone-to-seed
Tennessee family named Carson, and

a Brazilian Portuguese known as Al

Camipo. Th= Brazilian was the least
important of the three, but it was on
him that Artemus intended to pay a
call.

He didn’t really have a plan of
action; he just meant to locate
Ybano, if possible, and then see what
could be done:

Any child in the city could have

told where to find Al Campo. He
owned a night club near the tracks
called the Spanish Villa, and he was
there nearly all his waking hours.
So Artemus parked the overgrown
coupé near the Villa.

The doorman looked curiously at
him as he entered. A medium-sized
man, looking younger than his thirty
years, bareheaded and with a couple
of noticeable lumps on his skull. |

Artemus _went through the
crowded café room and to a door
marked: PRIVATE. A man over.
six-feet-three in height, and looking
like a bear with a bad temper,
stepped in front of Artemus.

“Whadda you want, runt?” he
growled. .

“I would like to see Mr. Campo,”
said' Artemus.

“He’s busy—"

“Tell him I want to see him about
the Six Green Moons.”

That apparently meant nothing to
this third-rate hood. He shrugged,
hesitated, then went into the office.
He came out with one eyebrow up.

“O. K.! Go on in.”

Artemus entered an office done in
chromium and red leather. Behind
a glittering desk was a man with
black-varnish hair and sideburns,
and greenish eyes. He might have
been thirty or he might have been

- fifty.

“What did you say you wanted to
see me about?” said Campo, face as
expressionless as a tile floor.

“The Six Green Moons,”
Artemus. -

The greenish, basilisk eyes trav-
eled over him. First Artemus
thought Campo had recognized him
from descriptions that must have
been given by his men. Then he
wasn’t sure.

““What are the Six Green Moons?”
said Campo curiously.

said



72 STREET & SMITH’S CLUES-DETECTIVE STORIES

“Emeralds.”

“Ah, yes. Emeralds. Did you
want me to buy them?”
Artemus smiled a little. He was

mildly exhilarated by the thought
that even now his heartbeat was not
much faster than normal, and his
nerves were steady. Dear me, he
thought, I must have had some an-
cestor who got hung for piracy or
something.

“We each know what the other has
in mind,” he said to Campo. “I have
the Six Green Moons. You have
something I want in exchange for
them. As soon as I see that this
something is unharmed, I will trade
the emeralds for it.”

Campo looked at Artemus for a
long time. But Artemus was pretty
confident. His story was logical.
Campo must know that he had been
in that cemetery. He could have
gotten the emeralds.

“T would like to see the Six Green .

Moons,” said Campo.
interesting.”

“Naturally, I didn’t bring them
with me,” said Artemus.

Campo got up slowly, like a snake
uncoiling.

“I have no notion of what you
mean. But you might describe it
further over a drink. Shall we go
to my apartment? It isn’t far.”

Artemus mentally shook hands
with himself as he went out the door
after Campo. It was working!
Campo looked at Lorita’s block-long
coupé.

“This car belongs to a Miss Mc-
Carthy, doesn’t it?” he said. “I sup-
pose you came here in it. Shall we
use it now?”

Artemus nodded and got in.
Campo took the wheel.

“By the way, how did you catch
her?” Artemus asked.

“I would have to look in my note-
book to find out what you are talk-

“They sound

ing about, Mr.
Campo.

Artemus stared. It didn’t make
sense. Then he got it. The note-
book full of epitaphs he had dropped
in the cemetery! It had name and
address in it. Campo’s men must
have gone to his address and picked
up Lorita as she ran from his door.
In that case, she’d been held by them
for over twenty-four hours when he
got to her, and she had said nothing
about it. She had stamina, that girl.

Kaye,” replied

Meanwhile, Campo wasn’t driving
Lorita’s coupé in any neighborhood
in which he’d have deigned to live.
But that was all right, too. Artemus
rather expected it; was still sure he
had things in his own hands when
the car stopped near a corner and
Campo walked a block and a half
and tapped in complicated code on a
dirty door. '

The door opened and framed a
face. Suddenly Artemus didn’t feel
so good. It was the face he had seen
framed in a window, when he was in
the country shack with Lorita. ‘And
there was recognition in the man’s
eyes. -
“Company, huh, boss?” the man
said, hands making clawing motions
at his sides. .

“Company,” said Campo, still ex-
pressionless. “I'm going upstair:.
with our friend. See that we’re not
disturbed.”

“Yes, sir!” said the man.

Artemus followed Campo up
rickety stairs and to a back room.
More men poked their heads out of
doors as the two passed. Artemus
felt an unaccountable dryness at his
lips, and an impulse to moisten them
often.

Campo opened the door of the rear
room, and Artemus went in. There
was just one thing in that bare,
dusty place. That was the bound
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figure of a boy of nine or ten. There
was adhesive tape over his lips.
Over it, his dark eyes were fright-
ened and feverish. He was dirty and
there were bruises on his face. Art-
emus felt some of the feeling well
up in him that had so stirred him at
the country shack. =

Men don’t do these things!
Human beings don’t act like animals
toward their fellows—worse than
‘animals. A pack of grown men
banging a boy around, ready to kill
him without the twitch of a nerve,
if necessary.

He heard hlmself say: “All right.
I'll send one of your men for the
Six Green Moons as soon as you let
me out the door with the boy.” And
he looked into the muzzle of a si-
lenced gun in Campo’s hand.

Campo  was shaking his black-
varnished head, with something be-
yond contempt in his greenish eyes.

“You would come and get the boy
and go,” he marveled. “As easily as
that! And you came here with no
one following—I made sure of that!
I do not understand you.”

Artemus looked at the silenced
gun,

“There isn’t anything to under-
stand about it,” he protested. “I
have what you want, you have what
I want. When I get mine, you get
yours—"

“We'll turn that around,” said
Campo. “You will stay here till
one of my men come back with the
emeralds. Send out for them—if
you really know where they are.”

The words seemed to float around
the room and hit Artemus in the ears
half a dozen times.

If you really know where they
are!

He had come here on a guess. It
had struck him as being a very logi-
cal guess. But he had at no time
intended betting his life on it.

Now it appeared he was going to
have to.

“All right,” he said. And he was
surprised to find that his voice
sounded quite steady. “Send a man
to Lorita McCarthy’s house. Her
duenna, Mergita, will give him the
Six Green Moons.”

He saw the frightened eyes of the
bound and gagged boy stare up at
him, caught a sudden glitter of cold,
tremendous rage in Campo’s green-
ish eyes—and knew that he had won.
At least for the moment.

“Madre de—" Campo whlspered

So Artemus outlined all the
foundation of his guess, though he
didn’t make it sound like a guess.

“Mergita hatched this up in her
own aristocratic-looking head. She
wanted the emeralds, but couldn’t
manage to steal them because Lorita
did such a good job of having them
guarded. She thought of kidnap.
Needing someone to handle the
rougher details, she turned rather
naturally to a fellow countryman in
a strange land, the only eligible
Brazilian in the city—you. The
monkey’s head idea was outlined to
you, and the head of Peppe was put
on the tombstone. But Mergita tried
to cheat you. She came to the cem-
etery, thinking she was ahead of
you, and put another monkey’s head
on the stone. Right afterward, Juan,
Lorita’s chauffeur came. He had
overheard Mergita planning with
you and thought he might as well
get those emeralds. You took care
of him, but while you were doing so,
Mergita stole back in the pitch dark-
ness and got the head. of Juan’s
monkey, with the emeralds that had
just been placed there by Lorita. Se
she has them, now.” .

Campo called to the closed door:
“Lacey!”

A man came in. He was the fel-
low Artemus had banged on the head
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at the country place. He glared
murder at Artemus.

“You know that old witch, Mer-
gita, at the McCarthy hotse? Well,
go to her and get the Six Moons,”
said Campo. =

The man gasped. “You mean—"

“I mean she has them, the—" For
half a minute mingled English and
Portuguese epithets came in a
smoothly vicious flood.

“You're not such a fool after all,”
Campo said to Artemus, as his man
left. “To have guessed that the
duenna had the emeralds. It was
more than I did.”

“It had to be her,” said Artemus.
His voice was calm but his thoughts
were not. Whether or not Campo
got the emeralds, it would be risky
for the mobster to let him and little
Ybano go on living. But he went on
talking ; meanwhile, trying to figure
out what to do next.

“Juan could only have heard the
plans right in the McCarthy house-
hold. And in that house, only Miss
McCarthy and Mergita knew of the
kidnaping. He must have overheard
her phoning you. I don’t know if
Mergita meant to double-cross you
from the start, but—"

From the window in the back of
the room, outside, came a cry of al-
most physical anguish,

“Mergita do those things?
no!” :

Campo and Artemus whirled to-
ward the window. Artemus gasped
at sight of an almost shockingly
beautiful face with great black eyes
under flame-red hair. Campo didn’t
gasp. The silenced gun in his hand
went phhht, phhht.

The first slug starred the window
above Lorita’s head. The second
knocked a chunk of plaster from the
ceiling. You can’t shoot straight
when a fool of a schoolteacher is

Oh,

grabbing at your arm.

Lorita came in the window from
the roof of a small back porch. The
silenced gun was clubbing down
toward Artemus’ head. She slashed
with something that glittered and
Campo yelled and dropped the gun.
She picked it up.

“Nice,” said Artemus.
the door, locking it.

He had just gotten away from it
when there was a banging at it from
the hall side, and then shots tearing
around the lock.

“You're pretty wonderful,” said
Artemus to the girl. “We aren’t
going to get out of here alive; so I
can tell you. I think you’re one of
the grandest persons I've ever met;
even if you do look like a one-girl
beauty parade—"

The men outside were suddenly
stopping their violence, and there
was a sound of frantically hasty
steps. Down the stairs. Then there
was a commotion at the street door
that sounded like Verdun in minia-
ture.

He was at

“The police,” said Lorita. “I
called them some time ago.”
“The pol—" said Artemus. “I

take it all back!” :
“I heard you before,” said Lorita.
“Darling—"

She should have been watching
Campo instead of Artemus. But
she wasn’t. That was how a lieu-
tenant of detectives, banging up the
stairs and charging at a bullet-rid-
dled door, burst in just in time to
see a man with slate-blue eyes and
rumpled brown hair fold backward
from a punch on the jaw, and a girl
with red hair and black eyes writhe
like a dancer as she sought to get
away from Campo’s strangling
hands.

.And that was how, after the lieu-

tenant of detectives had settled
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Campo’s hash with the butt of his
gun, he,saw the girl fly to the man
and kneel with her arms shielding
him while he looked fuzzily around.

“That dreadful Mergita! She has
been with us since I was five!” the
girl said. “Arturo, darling, are you
hurt much?- You see, I had to be
where you might be in danger. I
kept on through the house and out
the back and hid in the coupé lug-
gage compartment— That terrible
Mergita— My little Ybano! Some-
one untie him. Arturo, darling, you
have saved me again.”

“Me? You?” said Artemus. He
-had been under the impression that
it was the other way around.

“You are a hero. I will never let
you out of my sight. I called a po-
liceman to get more policemen after
my coupé had stopped a second time,
here. Now, Ybano, in a minute we
shall free you. I am busy with your
intended brother-in-law.”

The lieutenant of detectives
stared at the girl with the melan-
choly admiration of one looking at
something that was marvelous but
unfortunately not for him. She was
the most beautiful thing he had ever
seen outside of a picture frame.
She—

“Hey!” said the lieutenant. Ithad
sounded to him as if the man had
spoken finally and said: “But of
course I’'m not going to marry you.”
-~ Artemus glared at the lieutenant.
“Hey what?” he said. '

“Did I hear you say you wouldn’t
marry her? Her?”

.

“That’s what I said,” snapped Art-
emus. His head felt as if it had
been battered into an approximate
equare, with that last blow on the
jaw. “Of course I'm not going to
marry her.”

“Why, you dope
lieutenant.

“She never laid eyes on me till
last night,” explained Artemus,
though he really didn’t know why
the—er—hell he should bother to ex-
plain. “She doesn’t know her own
mind.” =

“She never laid eyes on me till
just now,” said the lieutenant. “But
I'll marry her.”

“She’s a child,” said Artemus,
rubbing his jaw. Lorita’s tapering
fingers pushed his aside and began
caressing the swelling themselves.

“Seme child!” said the lieutenant,
looking long at Lorita.

“She’s rich. I’'m not. I'm a high-
school physics teacher, not at all
romantic—"

“Boy, you will be pretty soon
The lieutenant was untying Ybano,
but keeping his eyes on Lorita.

“It’s mad! It’s ridiculous! A girl
doesn’t fall in love with a man like
that—even a red-haired bundle of
explosive from South America.”

Artemus stopped. She was kiss-
ing his ear and his cheek and lov-
ingly soothing his swelling jaw
and paying absolutely no attention
to what he was saying. It seemed
pretty silly to go on protesting to
deaf ears, no matter how beautiful
the ears.

"9
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A MEDAL FOR SNAKE MURILLO

R3S 5 =

by GEORGE ALLAN MOFFATT

Snake Murillo adjusted his five-
dollar blue tie, thumbed a speck of
dust from the shoulder of his two-
hundred-dollar tailored blue cheviot

suit and looked at himself in the
mirror for the tenth time.

- What he saw was pleasing and
satisfying. Since the days when he
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had been merely a paid killer for
anybody that wanted to hire him,
Snake had had the superstition that
one should be immaculately dressed
when he went forth to murder.

Times had changed since those
days as a paid killer. Now, he was
the man that hired others to do his
killings. He rode in powerful, bul-
letproofed sedans and his rackets
brought in a flow of money that was
little short of fabulous wealth.

On this night, however, he was
going forth to kill, and the idea was
pleasing to him. This pleasure was
registered in his thin, snakelike
face, with its beady green eyes that
held all the cunning and all the
cruelty of a rattlesnake. :

A rattlesnake! Murillo had a
close affinity to this slinking and
deadly creature. He liked to be
called Snake Murillo. He wore a
belt buckle with the head of a rat-
tlesnake, fangs showing, engraved
on it by a famous and internation-
ally known silver firm.

He looked at this buckle, passed
his gloved fingers over it and then
turned and walked out of the bed-
~toom of his fifteen-room apartment
on the tenth floor of the Walton
Arms, an apartment house he owned
and used exclusively for his hench-
men and their families. -

The job he was going on was spe-
cial, so special in fact, that the very
structure of his whole system of
rackets depended on it. A week be-
fore, his men had been forced to rub
out an unwilling jewelry man who
refused to pay tribute.

They had used Snake’s special
car. The car had stopped in front
of the store as the victim came out.
Snake’s men had blasted the jeweler
to death with their usual dispatch
and had disappeared just as quickly.

But Detective Jim Cramer, who
was Snake Murillo’s pet fear and

hate, had old Professor Theodore de
Croucey go to that spot and use a
special paraffin mold on the dust to
see if he could get an enlarged pic-
ture of that tire track. If he could,
Snake Murillo would go to the elec-
tric chair, a prospect that sent
strange and sickening chills down
the spine of Snake Murillo.

However, Detective Cramer over-
looked one small detail. If Profes-
sor de Croucey didn’t have that
paraffin plate to show to the district
attorney, there would be no arrest
and no trial.

It was three o’clock in the morn-
ing. Snake had a map of Professor
de Croucey’s home. He knew how
to get by the one sleeping cop that
was stationed to guard it.

He had a gun equipped with a
special silencer. It would be only
a matter of minutes to get the plate

" and send old Professor de Croucey

to eternity. -

The home of Professor de Crou-
cey was at the edge of the city, in a
secluded little woodland that gave
the professor the privacy he so much
desired. The house was a small,
one-story frame structure, built on
the bungalow style.

The professor lived alone. His
wife had died and his only son had
graduated from college and was
working in a famous laboratory.

A bedroom at the rear of the house
had been equipped as his laboratory.
Here, he performed hi: numercus
experiments and assisted the police
when they wanted scientific help.

Even though it was three o’clock
in the morning, Professor de
Croucey was in this Ilaboratory.
working over a number of paraffin
molds he had made to try to get a
picture of the tire tread.

Detective Jim Cramer was with
him. Cramer’s thin and muscled
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face was worried as he watched the
professor try his experiments.

“Do you think it will work, pro-
fessor?” he asked nervoukly. “It’s
our only chance.”

Professor de Croucey had a pleas-
ant face and manner. His long, iron-
gray hair added to his soft and af-
fable manner.

“Stop worrying, Jim,” he said to
Cramer. “Of course it will work.
You go home and get some sleep.
I'll have my report in the morning.”

“I didn’t like the idea of your be-
ing here alone,” Detective Cramer
said.

“There’s a policeman outside,” the
professor answered. ‘“Really not
necessary, but certainly he can keep
anybody away.”

“It’s hard to keep a snake away,”
Cramer answered. “Snake Murillo
knows that his rackets and his life
hang in the balance of this experi-
ment.” ‘

“Go home and get some sleep,”
the professor said.

Detective Cramer shrugged and
walked out of the laboratory. When
he left the house by the front door,
he saw the cop standing by the side-
walk.

“Keep moving around,” Cramer
said to him. “You're leaving the
whole rear of the house unguarded.”

The cop growled something under
his breath and started to walk to
the rear of the house. As he did, a
crouching form darted through the
darkness at the rear of the house and
went through the kitchen door.

Inside the darkened kitchen, this
crouching form straightened, and
Snake Murillo thumbed some im-
aginary dust:from the lapel of his
coat. He smiled to himself at the
ease with which he had gained en-
trance to the house..

Snake didn’t move hurriedly or
too rapidly. Always cautious and

never foolhardy, he waited until the
cop had circled the house several
times, waited until the roar of De-
tective Jim Cramer’s police car was
lost in the night.

Then, with snakelike speed, he
darted through the door leading to
the hall. Moving as noiselessly as
a jungle animal, he came to the door
of Professor de Croucey’s labora-
tory.

The professor was working on a
large paraffin mold. There were
other paraffin molds on the table;
but on this one mold, there was the
clear outline of a tire track.

“Well, professor,” Snake said in
his low whispered voice, “do you
think your little experiment will
work?”

Professor de Croucey whirled in
startled amazement at the voice to
stare into the small round hole in
the end of Murillo’s silenced gun.

“Don’t get excited, professor,”
Snake sneered, “because you are go-
ing to die. It won’t hurt much and
it’'ll soon be over.” ,

Professor de Croucey’s thin and
wrinkled old face showed no fear.
His deep-blue eyes gored into Snake
Murillo’s. For a second, Snake Mu-
rillo hesitated to squeeze that trig-
ger. In that second, Professor de
Croucey brought his right hand
around, and it hit Snake Murillo
with a weak, thumping sound.

Snake jumped back, grunted a lit-
tle unpleasantly; then the gun in his
hand jumped. There was no roar,
no sound save a sharp intake of air.
Professor de Croucey’s face went
blank, his hand started for his
throat; but before it reached there,
his knees buckled and he slid to the
floor. '

His body quivered for a moment,
then went limp in death!

Snake Murillo looked down at the
lifeless face, kicked it with his foot.
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When there was no reaction, he
knew that the professor was dead.
- He moved swiftly. He saw the
large paraffin cast on the table, with
the marks of what had been a tire
tread on it. There was a paper near
it, with a drawing of a tire tread.

He grabbed the paper and the
paraffin mold, and a moment later
he was at the door of the kitchen.
The cop was rounding the house for
the front.

Snake slipped out of the door, and
the darkness swallowed him com-
pletely.

The news of the murder of Pro-
fessor de Croucey reached headquar-
ters an hour later. The cop on the
beat had gone into the house, won-
dering why the light had been on
so long. He had found the body
of the professor lying at the foot
of the long laboratory table.

Detective Jim Cramer got the
news just as he arrived at his home
for a few hours sleep. He jumped
in his police car and was at the
professor’s home seven minutes
later.

Chief of Police Crawford arrived
at almost the same time as Cramer
did. The house was surrounded
with uniformed men. Plain-clothes
men were in the hallway outside the
laboratory room.

When Detective Cramer and
Chief Crawford entered the room,
the body of the professor lay as it
had fallen. Cramer’s face was tense
and the muscles quivered.

He took one quick look at the
laboratory table, saw that the paraf-
fin mold with the imprint of the
tire tracks was gone.

“Snake Murillo!” he said hoarsely.

The cop on the beat entered the
laboratory. “I... I don’t know how
it happened,” he stammered to Chief
Crawford. “I didn’t see anybody.

I didn’t hear anything—"

“I told you,” Cramer cut in, “that
a snake doesn’t move like a human,
and when it strikes, it doesn’t make
any noise.”

“Report to me in the morning,”
Chief Crawford said to the cop. “I
know you did your best. We should
have sent several plain-clothes men,
but we didn’t.”

The cop left the laboratory. De-
tective Cramer stood near the body
of Professor de Croucey and looked
first at the table and then at the
body. _

“The professor
around,” Cramer said.
quickly, and he—"

Cramer kneeled down, lifted the
left shoulder of the dead professor

had turned
“He was shot

-and picked up a paraffin mold that

had apparently fallen to the floor.
He laid it on the table; then he
studied the body again.

“Snake sneaked in and shot the
professor,” Chief Crawford said.
“He probably used a silencer on his
gun. It’s an old story. No clues;
no traces. Snake moves too quickly

. for anything like that.”

“And he took the only clue he
will ever leave,” Detective Cramer
added wearily. “That tire tread
might have sent him where he be-
longs, and you can be sure he won’t
leave any more such treads.”

“You're right,” the chief agreed.
“I guess we’d better go through the
routine of having the fingerprint
men come.”

“Just a minute,” Detective Cramer
said. :

He was standing over the differ-
ent paraffin molds lying on the
laboratory table. He was studying
them closely.

“Hold everything!” he suddenly
cried. “I’ll be back in an hour or
so. I'm trying te remember some-
thing about my boy’s playroom.
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Don’t touch a thing until I get back,
except having the body removed.”

Detective Cramer left the house,
jumped in his police car, and raced
for his own home. His wife and son
were asleep, and he went up the
stairs softly so as not to awaken
them. He went to the attic, which
was the playroom for his twelve-
year-old son.

This son was Jim Cramer’s great
interest in life. The boy’s playroom
was complete, with every known
gadget to make a youngster happy
and also to instruct him.

Detective Cramer went to a table
where a glass stood. There were
several dry-cell batteries sitting
next to it.

Cramer reached in a drawer and
pulled out a book. He spent nearly
ten minutes reading that book; then
he spent another twenty minutes
fooling with those two glasses.

When he left the room, he had
the glass and the dry cells with him.
He climbed into his car and drove
to the Walton Arms where Snake
Murillo lived in his gorgeous splen-
dor.

Detective Cramer stopped his car
a block from the apartment house.
He was well acquainted with the
place; knew it was Snake Murillo’s

stronghold and that nothing had
been overlooked to make it just
about impregnable. -

Nobody lived in the house except
his henchmen and their molls. They
lived under strange and high-sound-
ing names, but each was ready to do
Snake’s biddings. Cramer knew
that death worked very swiftly and
very silently in that apartment
house. The bodies of the victims
were never found.

Detective Cramer had made sev-
eral raids on the Walton Arms, He
knew Snake Murillo’s apartment
and that it would be impossible to
get to it without Snake’s knowing
it.

Yet he had to get to Snake before
the killer had much warning. He
couldn’t get a police squad; even if
a lone detective walking into that
apartment house was something like

- a fly walking into a spider’s web.

Cramer didn’t hesitate. He

walked quietly to the front of the _

apartment house and entered the
lobby. Two burly elevator men
were standing near the elevator. At
the sight of Detective Cramer, a
man sitting on a couch jumped to
his feet and started for the rear
of the lobby.

“Not so fast, Mucker!” Detective
Cramer said, grabbing him by the
shoulder. “Snake will know pretty

| MAKE SURE
YOU GET A BiG,
B8i6 BOTTLE

SURE THE
FLAVOR HITS
THE SPOT &

-~
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quickly that I am here, and you
don’t have to run to send a message
to him. I want you to take me to
his apartment; then you can tell
him.”

The man addressed as Mucker
stared at Detective Cramer. He

knew Cramer’s reputation for get-
ting what he wanted, and he knew

something of the detective’s reputa-
tion with his fists. So Mucker
nodded and walked into an elevator,
and Cramer followed.

The elevator shot up to the tenth
floor. Cramer’s fingers were on the
automatic in his pocket, though he
realized this gun would be of little
use in Snake’s apartment.

The door to -this apartment
opened quickly., Cramer crowded
past Mucker and walked down a
large foyer into a large and ele-

gantly furnished living room. The

furniture in this room was a matter
of pride to Snake. He had hired a
well-known interior decorator to
plan it for him and it had cost him

~a small fortune.

There was a large white baby
grand piano in one corner, and the
rest of the furnishings were black
and white.

Four men were lounging in easy-
chairs when Cramer entered the
~room. He had heard the door close
behind him, The four men were
reading papers-and none looked up
at the detective.

Then a door opened to Cramer’s
right and the neatly dressed Snake
Murillo was walking toward Detec-
tive Cramer. Snake’s face showed
his complete satisfaction with life
at that moment.

Snake knew the art of killing well
enough to know that his murder of
the professor had been a neatly exe-
cuted job and no clues had been
left behind. The paraffin mold hold-
ing the marks of the tell-tale tire

tread had been melted and de-

stroyed. So had the paper with the

professor’s notes. The professor
was dead and could never testify in
court, He knew he had nothing in
the world to worry about.

“Well,” he said in his whispered
voice, “look who we have here.”

“Hello, Snake,” Cramer said.

Cramer stared at Snake Murillo;
looked at the blue tie, the blue serge
suit, the expensive shoes.

“0. K.,” Snake said.
you want?”

Detective Cramer relaxed and
smiled. “Just thought I'd drop up
and congratulate you, Snake,” he
said. “Another excellent demonstra-
tion of your uncanny ability to
kill.”

“What do

Snake Murillo pulled a gold ciga-
rette case from his vest pocket,
snapped it open and offered Cramer
a cigarette. Cramer took one, his
eyes studying the case closely.

Snake Murillo took a cigarette,
snapped the case shut; then tapped
the end of the cigarette on the back
of his hand.

“Suppose,” he said, “you tell me
what you are talking about?”

The smile remained on Detective
Cramer’s face. “You did a good job
of killing the professor, Snake,” he
said. “A very neat job, in every
detail.”

Snake’s face remained expression-

less. . “Sit down, Cramer. Maybe
you’d like a drink.”
“Tll remain standing, Snake,”

Cramer snapped. “And I don’t care
for a drink, I just came up to give
you some bad news. You didn’t get
the right paraffin mold. I guess you
worked too fast to notice another
mold that lay there.”

Snake Murillo’s body tensed, but
his face didn’t lose its blank expres-
sion. “I’m still wondering what
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you’re talking about,” he said softly.
“I didn’t even know the professor
was dead.”

“The death of the professor”—
Cramer shifted his weight to his
right foot as he talked—“isn’t going
to keep you out of the- electric
chair, Snake.”

Snake Murillo smiled, looked at
the end of his burning cigarette, and
said: “That’s really a very old gag,
trying to bluff your way out of a
jam, Cramer. You let the professor
get murdered and things are not
going to be so good for you. I
didn’t invite you up here, and I
don’t like your company!” =

“But I like yours,” Cramer re-
plied affably; “I like it so much that
I came up here to take you back to
look at that paraffin mold you for-
got to destroy.”

Most of Detective Cramer’s
weight was on his right foot. He
saw Snake Murillo’s little finger
twist—and two men get up.

Then the weight Cramer had
shifted to his right foot inoved. It
moved so fast that nobody in that
room saw exactly what happened.

There was a crashing thud as
Cramer’s left hit Snake Murillo
flush in the jaw. Snake went down
in an unconscious heap. Cramer
swerved around, automatic in his
right hand, covering the four men
that were rushing toward him.

“Take it easy, boys,” he growled.
“I came up here to take Snake back
with me.”

The four men backed away; then
somewhere behind Cramer was the
crunching of a footfall. He started
to whirl, but as he did something
crashed against the right side of
his head with a sickening thud. He
went headlong to the floor, his gun
falling from his hand.

His senses went in four directions,
but they didn’t leave him. He

bounced from the floor and came up
on his knees, shaking his head. His
sight was blurred, but through the
blur, he saw a man coming for him.

As Cramer came up, his right
came up with him. His fist smashed
into the man’s stomach, buried itself
over an inch. The man gave a grunt-
ing scream and came down on
Cramer’s shoulders.

Cramer continued to get up, the
man on his shoulders. He whirled
around. Two others had drawn their
automatics. Cramer pivoted again
and hurled the man on his shoul-
ders at the two men.

The body hit them and sent them
to the floor. Cramer’s head had
cleared and strength had come back
to his body. He dived headfirst over
the scrambled heap of three men
into a fourth man, who was drawing
his automatic.

The hood went down with a sick-
ening grunt, the gun falling from
his fingers. Cramer scooped up the
gun, leaped to his feet.

Only one of Snake Murillo’s men
was on his feet. He saw the gun in
Cramer’s hand, and his hands shot
up. .

Two of the others down scram-
bled weakly to their feet. All fight
had left them. They raised their
hands over their heads and backed
away from Cramer. Snake Murillo
was shaking his head, but he hadn’t
tried to get up. Keeping the men
covered, Cramer walked to where he
knelt. There was the click of hand-
cuffs; then Cramer yanked the killer
to his feet.

“You men go out ahead of us,”
Cramer said to the three men. “The
firsy’ crazy move from you or any-
body in the hall and Murillo gets a
bullet through his back.”

“You fool!” Snake Murillo
snarled. “This will cost you your
job.”
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Cramer poked the gun in his back.
“Start walking! Remember, one
move and you’re a dead man.”

The three men went out of the
apartment ahead of Cramer and Mu-
rillo. One of them rang for the
elevator. It came shooting up and
the door opened.

Cramer shoved Snake in the ele-

vator, then shoved the button that

automatjcally closed the door. The
burly elevator man gasped in amaze-
ment at Snake’s handcuffed wrists,
but he said nothing as the elevator
descended.

Twenty minutes later Detective
Cramer entered the home of Profes-
sor de Croucey. He shoved Snake
ahead of him. Chief Crawford was
in the laboratory, waiting for him.
The chief’s eyes nearly popped out
of their sockets when he saw Snake
Murillo.

“Jim!” he gasped, “what does this
mean?”’ .

Snake Murillo had regained his
cool composure. “It means, chief,”
he said, “that somebody is going to
pay for this outrage. - This madman
came to my apartment and started
shooting—"

“Don’t tell stories, Snake,”
Cramer interrupted. “There was no
shooting. I moved too fast for you
to start filling me with bullets.”

Chief Crawford looked at Detec-
tive Cramer. - The chief’s face
looked worried. Snake Murillo was
a bad man to arrest if the charge
couldn’t stick, and the charge of
murder against Snake was some-
thing that never stuck.

Snake, himself, had suddenly ex-
perienced a feeling of relief. He
had looked at the molds on the
table. They were all small. The
one with the tire tread was gone,
and he knew Cramer had pulled a
bluff.

CLU—b6

Detective Cramer said something
to a cop at the door. The cop dis-
appeared. “I brought Snake here,”
Cramer said, “to make a medal for
him. He deserves one for pulling
as neat a job as he did.”

“I thought you said something
about a paraffin mold,” Snake
sneered. “Something about a mold
that had tire treads—"

“You melted that mold,” Cramer
replied. “Naturally, you would do
that. That has nothing to do with
the medal I am going to make for
you, Snake. Interesting little trick,
this making a medal. I learned it
from my son. His grandmother
bought him a chemistry set last
Christmas and I've been taking a
chemistry course ever since.”

The cop returned to the room.
He carried a glass, some dry cells,
a brush and some test tubes. He set
them down on the table. “The trick
of making a medal, Snake,” Cramer
said, “requires a little careful work.
It may take me a few minutes.”

The expression on the chief’s face
was a mixture of amazement and
doubt. Snake Murillo moved nerv-
ously in his chair, but his cool com-
posure didn’t leave him.

Cramer connected three dry-cell
batteries. Then he took a tube and
poured a brown mixture in the glass.’
After that he filled the glass with
water, slipped a copper strip in it,
and connected the batteries to the
copper.

When all this had been completed,
he picked up one of the small molds
of paraffin that lay on the table. He
tock a pencil from his pocket and
scraped some of the lead off and
then brushed it over the paraffin
mold. When he had finished that,
the top of the mold was a shiny
black-

Then he cut the paraffin mold into
a circle about the size of a half
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dollar, wrapped some wire around
it and connected this to one of the
battery wires and dropped the mold
into the water.

“In this water,” he explained, “is
copper sulphate. The electricity go-
ing through the water causes the
copper sulphate to react. Now
watch closely and you will see the
water become a copper color. In a
few minutes this copper sulphate
will gravitate to the paraffin mold
and will make a copper medal of
every line and impression in the
mold. Very simple operation, when
you understand chemistry.”-

The silence that followed his
words was deadly. Chief Crawford
was looking at Cramer, and Cramer
grinned back at him. “Don’t worry,
chief,” he said. “The medal I am
making for him will be better than
any mold of tire treads.”

Snake Murillo’s face had lost its
coolness. His beady green eyes
were beginning to fill with fear. He
didn’t understand what was happen-
ing. He tried to remember every-
thing that had happened, but he
couldn’t remember any slip. He had
killed the professor as neatly as he
had ever killed anybody.

“You say you didn’t kill the pro-
fessor,” Cramer said to him.

““I don’t know what you’re trying
to pull,” Snake snarled. “I didn’t
kill the professor and I've never
been in this room before.”

“Never been in here before?”
Cramer said with mock astonish-
ment. “That’s very strange. When
I first came in here and saw Profes-
‘cor de Croucey lying near the table,
I found a paraffin mold near his
right hand. Just before he was shot,
he grabbed this mold as the only
weapon he could reach. That mold
had a funny-looking circle on it
and a deep hole. So undoubtedly

the professor had shoved that thing
against something that was round.
and had a mysterious impression on
it. Now, paraffin won’t react to
plaster; it’s mighty hard to have it
react to anything but copper sul-
phate.”

Cramer stopped talking and stared
at the glass. He watched it for
nearly ten minutes and in that time,
a pin dropping in the room would
bave made a roaring noise.

Another ten minutes passed.
Then Cramer leaned over the glass,
disccnnected the dry cells and
pulled the mold out. He took his
penknife and pried a layer of cop-
per off the mold.

He turned it over, looked at it
and smiled.

“Snake,” he said, “here
medal I have made for you.”

Snake Murillo rose from his chair
and looked at the copper disk. His
face paled; lost its cool composure.
He sank back in his chair, a cring-
ing and shivering creature of fear.

The medal was an exact replica
of the snake on his belt buckle!

Then suddenly he remembered
something that had not occurred to
him before: The push Professor de
Croucey had given him just before
he squeezed the trigger of his gun.
He remembered feeling something
hit his belt buckle.

Professor de Croucey had shoved
the paraffin mold against his belt
buckle. Detective Cramer had seen
those marks on it and had come to
his apartment first to see what kind
of a belt buckle he wore.

It was all clear—deadly clear, now
—+to Snake Murillo. His mouth was
dry. His head was reeling.

He heard Chief Crawford say to
Detective Cramer: “So this is the
medal for Snake. A fine medal
you've made, Cramer. It will put
Snake in the electric chair.”

is the



A KILLER LEAVES A SCAR

Detective Bill Quade crossed the stood at a table. His youvng and
glittering dance floor of the tinselly boyish face was white and his lower
night club in long and angry strides. lip twitched.

At the far end of the room a youth His eyes were dulled with liquor
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and they were heavy and red-
rimmed. A man was standing at his
side. This man was tall and slim,
dressed in immaculate style. His
thin face was cold and expression-
less; his eyes were shifty and rat-
like. :

“Listen, Jimmy,” the man said as
Detective Bill Quade approached the
table, “you can’t be a welsher on
these I O U’s. The boys want their
money, and they want it pretty fast.

-You can get it from your uncle.”

“My uncle!” Jimmy Farns-
worth’s eyes flashed with youthful
disdain. “Sure, I can get it from my
uncle. He’ll be glad to pay gam-
bling debts now that he is lead-
ing the reform movement!”

Jimmy Farnsworth didn’t see De-
tective Quade. He was too drunk
to see anything but the cold and
leering Louie Bracco, owner of the
night club and undisputed king of
the city’s rackets and vice.

“I’ll get the money,” Jimmy Farns-
worth said hoarsely. “It's my
money and I'll get it even if I have
to—"

He walked away, staggering a lit-

tle, his young face ashen-gray from‘

anger and liquor.

Louie Bracco looked up at Detec-
tive Quade and said in his soft-
whispered voice: “A rather unusual
honor, Quade, having you come here.
Have—"

Detective Quade’s square jaws
seemed to get a little squarer. His
eyes bored into Louie Bracco. “I
told you, Bracco,” he said quietly,
“to let that boy alone. I told you

- the next time you enticed him in
here I'd bring a squad along to break
this place up as a public nuisance.”

Louie Bracco smiled. His smile
was thin and unpleasant. “What do
you want me to do—be a guardian
for every young fool that runs loose?
I didn’t tell him to gamble, but he

did. He owes five thousand bucks
to the boys, and the boys want 1t—
tonight.”

“I told you,” Quade said, his voice
trembling with anger, “to let the
nephew of Richard Farnsworth
alone.”

“Richard Farnsworth?” Louie
Bracco answered. “Maybe if that
old fool let me alone, he wouldn’t
have to worry about that crazy
nephew. I didn’t tell him to come
here and you’re not bringing any
squad to break up my place, and you
know why.”

Louie Bracco’s ratlike eyes
dropped to his hand, to the ridge .
between the wrist and the palm.
There was a scar there, a small and
ugly, jagged, crescent-shaped scar
that was a flaming red.

“I've been waiting two years,
Quade, to even things up with you,”
Bracco continued. “I'll get my
chance, yet, when you make some
fool move.”

Detective Bill Quade looked at
that crescent-shaped scar. He had
given Louie Bracco that scar in a
gun fight. Bracco had tried to kill
him, but Quade had blown the gun
out ‘of his hand and the bullet had
crashed through the heel of his
palm.

Louie Bracco had beat the rap
Quade had arrested him for, but
Louie Bracco, rising rapidly as the
great power behind the underworld,
had waited for his chance to strike
back at Quade.

And Quade knew that Louie
Bracco had the power and influence
in hidden police circles to carry out
his threat if Quade made any foolish
or rash move. ‘

So Bill Quade turned and walked
out of the night club, nursing his
impotent anger furiously. He knew
Louie Bracco’s game. The city had
risen in anger -at the brutal and
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sinister power of Bracco and irate
citizens had put Richard Farns-
worth, famous lawyer, up as a re-
form mayor.

Bracco was afraid of Farnsworth.
He struck back at Farnsworth’s
weakest point—his nephew. Detec-
tive Quade knew young Jimmy
Farnsworth. He had known him
since the boy was a baby. He knew
that Jimmy was young and foolish
and impulsive, but there was noth-
ing bad in the youth.

Jimmy’s quick and violent temper
- had caused him to resent any advice
his uncle gave him. Jimmy plunged
deeper and deeper in the wild life;
and behind him stood the shadow of
Louie Bracco, urging him on and
on and knowing that Jimmy was
Richard Farnsworth’s greatest worry
in the coming election.

Quade knew all this, but he didn’t
know why Louie Bracco had gotten
the youth mixed up with his pro-
fessional gamblers, who had gotten
the boy’s I O U’s for five thousand
dollars.

Even before Quade had walked out
of the night club, Louie Bracco was
darting for his office at the rear of
the night club. A well-known busi-
ness man who patronized his night
club was waltmg for him.

“See you in a few minutes,” Bracco
said to him. “I have a couple of
customers waiting for me in my
office.”

There were no customers waiting

for him in his office. Bracco crossed
the room quickly and darted out a
door that led to the alley behind his
club. A car was waiting for him.
The engine was purring softly.

Bracco jumped in the car and the
driver shifted gears and the car
moved silently out of the alley.
When it turned on a wide street, it
picked up speed.

. the thin lips of Bracco.

Exactly three minutes later,
Bracco jumped out of the car as it
slowed down at the rear of a mod-
ern and rather luxurious home in an
exclusive residential section that
bordered the business section of the
city. .
The three minutes used to get to
that house were important in the
desperate plan Bracco had formed.
The time he consumed to get to the
rear of that house and through the
French windows and into the library
was also important.

Bracco covered this distance in
less than a minute, and as he walked
through the French windows and
into the large library, his right hand
was gripping a small pearl-handled
revolver.

The revolver wasn’t his. It be-
longed to Jimmy Farnsworth!
Bracco had gotten it several days
before without Jimmy’s knowing it.
It was a beautiful little weapon, a
gift to Jimmy, with his name en-
graved on the gold butt.

Bracco slipped - through the
French windows and tiptoed across
the long room. A man sat at a large
desk, his back.to the windows.

This man was Richard Farns-
worth, famous lawyer, and the one
man that Bracco feared.

He +turned suddenly, wheeled
around in his chair. Bracco was
within ten feet of him. Bracco’s -
face tightened a little and his ratty
eyes flashed. The pearl-handled
weapon was in his right hand, aimed
at the heart of Richard Farnsworth.

The rugged face of Richard Farns-
worth seemed to tighten and his eyes
narrowed. He was a fine-looking
man, with silver-gray hair and a
courageots face.

The snarl of an animal came to
His finger
squeezed the trigger., The gun spat
fire, but as it did, Richard Farns-
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worth had lunged forward. The
bullet crashed into his body with a
sickening thud.

He seemed to stop in midair, dou-
ble up, and then fall to the floor.
But as he fell, his arms reached out
and his right hand grabbed at one of
Bracco’s ankles. Bracco fell for-
ward. His hand hit the table. There
‘was a breaking of glass, and blood
spurted from his left hand.

The gun in his hand belched fire
a second time. The bullet crashed
through the prone body of Richard
Farnsworth, and he groaned weakly.
Then his body went limp in death.

Bracco gave a quick glance around
the room. His wrist was bleeding.
He wrapped his handkerchief around
the wound, dropped the pearl-han-
dled gun on the floor, and then
darted out of the French windows.

Five minutes later, Louie Bracco,
immaculate and unruffied, walked
out of the door of his office and
motioned to the prominent business
man to enter.

And as he did, Jimmy Farnsworth
staggered into the large library of
his uncle’s home to demand five
thousand dollars. His red-rimmed
eyes blinked drunkenly at the body
that lay on the floor.

Somebody was rushing down the
corridor. It was a policeman.
Jimmy had reached down and picked
up his gun. His liquor-crazed mind
had been unable to grasp all that he
saw.

“Take it easy, me lad,” the red-
faced Irish cop said. “I heard some
shots when I was on my beat several
blocks away. Take it easy, and you
better let me have that gun.”

Detective Bill Quade was in an-
cther part of the city when the
news was flashed to him that Rich-
ard Farnsworth had been murdered.

- given,

By the time he arrived at the Farns-
worth home, Chief of Police Ripple
and District Attorney Flemming
were in the library.

The room was filled with detec-
tives and cops stood in the cor-
ridor. Jimmy Farnsworth sat be-
tween two detectives. His face was
an ashen gray. He was sober now,
and he stared with startled eyes at
the body of his uncle.

“A nasty case, Quade,” Chief Rip-
ple said as the detective entered the -
room. “This young fool lost his
head and murdered his uncle. It is
the usual story. He needed five
thousand dollars and his uncle
wouldn’t give it to him. He had
a scene down at Bracco’s night club;
and when he left, he said he would
get the money or else. And it
looks like it was ‘or else’.”

Quade looked at Jimmy and then
at the body of Richard Farnsworth.
He wet his lips as he did. He had
heard Jimmy make the threat. He
knew about the I O U’s the boy had
A dozen other persons had
heard the same threat because Jimmy
had blurted it out so everybody could
hear him. :

“Pat Ryan heard the shots,” the
chief continued. “He came running
in and found Jimmy standing over
his uncle’s body, and holding his own
revolver. The servants were gone
tonight. Richard Farnsworth al-
ways let them off on Thursday
night. Jimmy knew that, and that
is why he came to demand the
money.”

Quade shrugged. He walked to
the table. Richard Farnsworth had
been writing a campaign cpeech
when he was murdered. The pen
lay near the paper. There were
three pieces of square glass near the
pen. One of them was broken and
there were faint splotches of blood
on the broken one.
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“Its a perfect case,” District At—
torney Flemming said. “The nephew
killed Farnsworth and I guess he’ll
talk after a little questioning.”

Quade was staring at the splotches
of blood on the table. He picked up
one of the pieces of glass. Then he
laid it down carefully, but his eyes
studied the table and the broken
glass.

Finally he said: “Nothing is per-
fect in crime, Flemming. Let me
talk to Jimmy for a few minutes. I
mean talk to him alone.”

Flemming started to protest, but
Chief Ripple said: “Don’t be a fool,

Quade. The boy is guilty! It was
his gun. He threatened his uncle.
He—’9

“Sure, I heard all that before,”
Quade interrupted, “but let me talk
to him. I'm not going to let him
escape.”

Chief Ripple shrugged and Quade
motioned to Jimmy to follow him
out in the hallway.

“0O. K., Jimmy,” Quade said when
they were alone, “what’s the truth?”

“I didn’t - kill my uncle,” Jimmy
answered weakly. “I came right

home—"
“Just a minute,” Quade inter-
rupted, “are you sure that you came
y y

right home from the night club?
That is important.”

“Well,” Jimmy answered, “I came
right home after some of the boys
tried to get me sober. They were
Bracco’s men.”

“They detained you,” Quade said.
“Interesting—very interesting, but
_the fact remains that your neck is
in a noose, and it doesn’t look like
anything can save you. There is

only one chance and that is a piece _

of glass and a drop of bloed. I'm
taking that chance, but don’t count
on it.”

Quade turned and walked back in
the library. Jimmy f{followed and

: prattle.
we’re wasting time.”

. he came here.

the two detectives waiting for him
at the door marched him to the side
of the room and sat him down in a
chair.
“Well?”
Quade.
Quade walked to the desk where
Richard Farnsworth had sat. He
turned and faced the French win-
dows that opened out on a terrace.
“The murderer,” Quade said,
“came through those French win-
dows. Naturally, he wore gloves and
there won’t be any fingerprints.
Farnsworth was sitting here, writing
his campaign speech. He swerved as
the killer neared him and the killer
didn’t waste any time firing. The
first bullet didn’t kill Farnsworth.
He went down, but he reached for
the killer’s ankle. The position of
the dead man bears that out. The
killer fedl against the table.” (
“This,” District Attorney Flem-
mmor roared, “sounds like childish
The nephew is guilty and

Chief Ripple said to

“There is one peculiar thing about
your theory,” Quade answered.. “The
policeman that found Jimmy stand-
ing here said that he heard the shots
some five or even ten minutes before
The shots were not
loud, and it wasn’t until he got to
thinking about them that he started
for the house to investigate. If
Jimmy was the killer, do you sup-
pose he would stand here over the
body ten minutes, waiting until the
cop arrived?”

“Pretty thin, Quade,” Chief Rip-
ple retorted. “A jury wouldn’t be
i'i'npressed in face of the other evi-
dence.”

“No,.they wouldn’t,” Quade agreed
and then walked to the table. He
picked up a piece of broken glass and
balanced it in his finger. The broken
piece was out of a square of glass
about five by eight inches. There
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were three such plates of glass on
the desk. :

“I’'m not too old,” Quade went on,
“to have once been a Boy Scout.
There was a trick we played with
glass when I was a Scout. I'm going
to play that same trick now.”

With that he carefully placed the
piece of broken glass in a cigarette
case, shoved it in his pocket, and
walked hurriedly out of the room.
At the street, he jumped in his car
and drove down to headquarters. He
went to his office and took a mag-
nifying glass from a drawer and
studied the glass and the splotch of
blood on it.

Then he wrapped the glass in a
piece of paper, replaced it in the
cigarette case, and walked out of
the office.

His car moved slowly as it drove
away> from headquarters. Quade
turned it on a wide avenue, drove
five blocks, and then parked the car
at the curb. =

He jumped out and was quickly
lost in the crowd that filled the side-
walk. He walked with the crowd for
half a block and then darted into
a narrow and dark alley.

Quade walked rapidly, keeping
deep in the Stygian blackness that
clung to the fences and rear walls of
the building. He stopped suddenly.
Ahead of him, about twenty feet, was
the rear of Bracco’s night club.

The outlines of the door leading
into Bracco’s private office could be
seen vaguely in the darkness. Quade
sidled along a wall, and then crossed
a short open space, and stood near
this door.

There was no window in the rear
wall of the office. Quade knew this
door, just as he knew every inch of
Louie Bracco’s night club from the
futile raids he had conducted there.

His hand reached for the door

knob, but it came away with a jerk.
The knob turned and the door
opened, and a slinking figure darted
out in the night. Quade leaped for-
ward, foot going between the door
sill and the closing door. The door
crashed against Rjis foot and as’it did,
he grabbed the knob and yanked the
door open and strode into Louie
Bracco’s office.

Bracco was sitting behind a large
desk. He looked up quickly. For a
passing second a bewildered expres-
sion came to his thin face, but it
passed in a flash.

“Sorry, Bracco,” Quade said easily,
“to intrude this way, but the fact is,

I wanted to talk to you before you

had a chance to move from that
desk.”

Louie Bracco leaned forward and
said in his whispered voice: “It’s
O. K., Quade. I'm always glad to
see you. I understand your boy
friend, Jimmy, pulled a fast one and
croaked the old man. Now I guess
my men won't get their five grand.”

Quade sat down, crossed his legs,
but didn’t remove his hat. “Pretty

.clever, Bracco,” he said. “Devilishly

clever, I'd say.”

Bracco’s delicate fingers picked up
a paper weight. He glanced to the
door leading out in the corridor to
the night club. When his fingers
touched the paper weight, the door
opened and two men came in. They
walked silently, closing the door be-
hind them, and taking a position
near it.

“What’s clever, Quade?” Bracco
asked. =

“The murder of Richard Farns-
worth,” Quade replied and then witl;
a grin added: “I see you cut your
hand, Bracco. A very strange coin-
cidence. The murderer of Richard
Farnsworth cut his hand in about the
same place.”

Bracco dropped the paper weight,

2
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but his face showed no surprise.

“Funny that your hand would be
cut,” Quade continued, “you usually
wear gloves when you do jobs like
that.”

Bracco’s face darkened. His face
turned almost imperceptibly and his
eyes darted toward a drawer, and as
they did, the body of Detective Bill
Quade seemed to fly from his chair.
He went over the table in a headlong
lunge, his shoulders crashing against
the chest of the startled Bracco.

The two went backward with the
chair, with a crash that seemed to
shake the room. Quade landed on
top of Bracco and before the rat-
faced killer could realize what had
happened, Quade’s right caught his
jaw in a vicious uppercut, sending
his head back and closing his eyes in
semi-consciousness.

The two men at the door started
for Quade. He was in a kneeling
position on the floor. His right hand
yanked the top, side drawer of the
desk open and his fingers grabbed a
pair of very thin kid gloves.

Quade’s fingers had barely touched
the gloves when one of the men came
charging over the table at him. He
dropped to his stomach, raised up
suddenly and sent the charging
henchman tumbling, headfirst,
against the wall.

Bracco had twisted around. With
a snarl of rage, he had reached for
his automatic, but Quade’s foot
kicked his hand and the gun crashed
to the floor.

But as it did there was a sharp
hissing intake of fire over Quade and
a bullet grazed his shoulder. He
whirled around. The second hench-
man that had stood near the door
was walking toward him, his right
hand gripping a gun equipped with a
silencer. ,

His finger was starting to press the
- trigger again. Quade’s body came

up, his shoulder hit the edge of the
desk and sent it tumbling back
against the killer. The gun spat, but
the bullet crashed high on the wall
and when it did, the desk had sent
the man and the gun to the floor.

Bracco was screaming orders. The
man Quade had sent headfirst into
the wall had turned and was coming
for Quade. Quade side-stepped his
charge, brought his right up in a
blow that caught the man flush on
the jaw and sent him to the floor,
limp and unconscious.

Quade had his gun out. It cov-
ered Bracco and the man crawling
out from under the desk.

“Take it easy, Bracco,” Quade
said. “I came in that back door so
my entrance wouldn’t be announced.
I wanted these gloves and I didn’t
want you to have a chance to hide
them. Your eyes showed me where
they were. You and your hench-
men are going with me.”

Quade marched the two out in the
alley and a shrill blast of his whistle
brought three cops on the run.
Quade turned the henchman over to
them and told them to go inside and
get the one that was unconscious.

“You’ll go with me, Bracco,”
Quade said. “I got a little trick I
learned as a Boy Scout, to show
you.”

Chief of Police Ripple and Dis-
trict Attorney Flemming were still
in the library when Quade marched
the infuriated Louie Bracco in that
room. Jimmy Farnsworth was also
there, between the two detectives.
The youth’s eyes looked at Quade
with almost boyish pleading when
the dete.ctive entered with Bracco.

The body of his uncle had been
removed. District Attorney Flem-
ming was pacing back and forth in
front of the desk. His face was
flushed with anger.
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“This is all foolish,” he roared to
- Chief Ripple. “We have a perfect
case—a foolproof case against the
nephew and here Quade brings a

man in that could not have com-

mitted the murder.”

Bracco had regained his cocky
confidence. “It’s O. K., Flemming,”
Bracco sneered. “Quade just wants
to show me a Boy Scout trick.”

Detective Quade tossed Bracco’s
kid gloves on the table. The left
glove had traces of blood on it and
it was torn on the palm.

“That broken glass,” Quade said to
the chief, “shows that the killer cut
himself. Bracco was wearing those
gloves and the glass ripped them

- and there is blood on them.”

Chief Ripple groaned: “Heavens,
Quade, you can’t convict Bracco on
‘that.”

“I tore the gloves this afternoon
on a pair of scissors,” Bracco ex-
- plained with a laugh. “Sure, it was
a pair of scissors. I wasn’t near this
house when Richard Farnsworth was
killed. I have one of the best-known
businessmen of this city as a witness
to my alibi. He was waiting for me
while I was in my office.” ‘

“Ripple,” District Attorney Flem-
ming roared, “how long is this fool-
ishness going to last? You know
what this will mean to the depart-
ment?”

- Quade said: “Don’t get excited,
Flemming. I haven’t showed you
my Boy Scout trick yet.”

Bracco gave a sneering laugh and
Flemming groaned and Chief Ripple
looked weak and a little nervous.

“Naturally, this toern glove won’t
convict Bracco,” Quade said. “I
got those gloves to learn a very im-
portant thing about them. I wanted
to make sure that the glass, here,
ripped the palm of the glove.”
“I’'ve never been in this room be-

- Farnsworth was murdered.

fore in my life,” Louie Bracco
snarled. ' -

He looked around nervously. His
mind was trying to remember every
detail of those moments it had taken
to kill Farnsworth. He remembered
Farnsworth throwing him against
the table and his gloved hand jam-
ming itself down on the piece of
glass.

The glass had pierced his flesh
and torn his glove; and when he had
raised his hand to catch his balance,
it had gone down on another square
of glass.

“You were in this room tonight,”
Quade countered, “when Richard
- You
planned about as perfect a frame-up
as your cunning and brutal mind
could conceive. You saw to it that
Jimmy, over there, owed your
crooked gamblers five thousand dol-
lars., You knew Jimmy would have
to go to his uncle.

“You knew, also, that Jimmy was
drunk because you saw that he got
drunk, You knew Jimmy's temper
and you knew Jimmy would come
right here after he left your club.
You didn’t want him to come too
fast; so you had your men detain him
until you could slip out here, shoot
Richard Farnsworth with Jimmy's
revolver, and then slip away to let
Jimmy walk in on the murder. You
knew the shots would bring the
police.”

Quade reached over and grabbed
Bracco’s left hand, turned it over so
Chief Ripple could see the jagged
and crescent-shaped scar.

“l gave Bracco that scar three
years ago when he tried to kill me,”
Quade said. “And now that scar is
going to send Bracco to the electric
chair because he left the mark of
that scar where everybody can see
it.” ;
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Quade dropped Bracco’s left hand,
turned and picked up a square of
glass.

“When your hand was cut by the
first piece of glass and your glove
torn,” Quade said to Bracco, “you
moved your hand a little and the
palm rested on this square of glass.
Richard Farnsworth was using these
squares of glass to preserve certain
papers. You will note, if you™ex-
amine the glass closely, that the glass

is covered with a very thin layer of

special wax, a wax that is used to
preserve paper.”

Chief Ripple looked at the glass,
and then shook his head. The cover-
ing of wax was too thin to record
any distinctive lines or prints.

“] see several lines in the wax,”
the chief said, “but they prove noth-
ing.”

“Wait ten minutes and you’ll see

a lot,” Quade replied.

He turned and motioned to a man
standing in the dooer. This man was
carrying a chemical pan filled with
a white-and-yellow solution. He sat
the pan on the desk and Quade
slipped the glass in it.

Bubbles rose in the solution, vio-
lent and exploding bubbles. Quade’s
eyes never left the solution. His
face was grim and tense.

For ten minutes he watched those
bubbles and then finally they
stopped. He used two wooden
spoons to pick the glass out of the
solution. Then he took a rag and
wiped the wax off.

“When I was a Boy Scout,” he ex-
plained, “we learned that we could
carve our initials in glass by using
wax and hydrochloric acid. The
wax is immune to this powerful
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acid, but where it has been scratched
away, the acid will eat
glass.

“In this case, when Bracco placed
his palm against the glass, the out-
lines of his scar rubbed away the
wax. In some places, it merely
thinned the wax out so that the
hydrochloric acid could eat only a
little distance into the glass. This
process will give us a perfect re-
production of the crescent scar on
his hand and will prove beyond any
doubt that it was Louie Bracco’s
hand that pressed on this glass—and
that he is the killer.”

Quade turned the glass over, and
on it, eaten out by the hydrochloric
acid, was a perfect reproduction of

into the

the crescent scar on the heel of Brac-
co’s palm.

Bracco uttered a vile curse and
made a lunge for the door. Two de-
tectives caught him and handcuffs
snapped on his wrists.

“When I saw that waxed glass,”
Quade said, “I remembered how we
used to carve out initials on glass as
Boy Scouts. I saw the lines of what
looked like Bracco’s scar there, but
I had to make sure that he had ripped
his glove enough so the scar would
show. I got the gloves and then I
knew Louie Bracco was headed for
the electric chair.” ;

“A Boy Scout trick,” Chief Ripple
grunted. “Not bad, Quade—not bad
at all.” ;

THE STORY TRAIL

Continued from page 6

the back, could be used for silencers
—but, of course, it would do no
good. =

One of the members of the party
called up an arms manufacturing
company to ask the same questions—
and got answers which didn’t exactly
agree with this information. Our
expert, however, stood his ground,
and probably was right, for a second
call to another arms outfit got an-
swers opposite those given by the
first place called.

We’ll probably get ourselves into
a lot of difficulty by making these
statements; we just know that many
people will write and tell us we are
wrong. However, if anyone has
other facts, let’s have them. Maybe
we can settle this once and for all!

Let’s forget controversial subjects
for a minute and look over the sto-

ries which we have for this issue.
You've got a list of your favorite
authors, with their best stories to
enjoy.

First, we have the complete novel
by Norman A. Daniels. It's “Murder
Beats a Drum,” and it will beat your
blood pressure up a few notches by
its tense situations, its excitement,
and its clever plot. It’s a story that
not only has a bang, but a couple of
“booms” in addition. You’ll like it.

Paul Ernst is a familiar name to
Clues-Detective Stories readers. He’s
been in these pages many times, al-
ways with a story that makes ex-
tremely worth-while reading. This
time, he gives you “The Three- °
headed Monkey.” What has a three-
headed monkey to do with a mystery
story? Well, that’s what makes a
good mystery yarn. If you can’t
figure out what it can be about, you
go ahead and read it, going right to
the last line to get the solution. If
you can guess what the plot is; if
you know just what every character

Continued on page 128
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by NAT SCHACHNER

CHAPTER 1.
DEATH STEALS A CLIENT.

Jerry Case hummed tunelessly as
he pecked away at his battered type-
writer. When one is young and only
recently admitted to the bar; and
when one has managed to achieve his
first client, a lawyer may be par-

doned for feeling a bit chipper.

In his absorption over the task at
hand, Jerry did not hear the door
of his office open quietly behind him.
The intruder closed it as softly,
stood a moment watching the bent
head of the typist. Then he in-
quired: “Counselor Case?”

Jerry whipped hastily to his feet,

f
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buttoning his coat, straightening his
tie and smoothing his rumpled
brown hair in a single swift motion.

“Yep, that’s me! Uh—I mean, yes,
I am Mr. Case. Won’t you sit down?
What can I do for you?”

Jerry was breathless. Another
client! Two in two days! Wow!
Business sure was picking up!

But the thick, heavy-set visitor
made no move to sit down. A pair
of keen, cold eyes glared suspi-
citously in his dead-pan face.

“You had a client name of Bryan
Vann?” he growled. Thick, blunt
fingers held a bit of pasteboard that
Jerry recognized at once as one of
his own cards. He had cast many of
them hopefully upon the waters and
one of them was evidently returnmg
home to roost.

Jerry put on his best professional
appearance, coughed, frowned and
said: “Bryan Vann? Of course; a
very good client, I might add. Asa
matter of fact”—he waved toward
the typewriter—“I am engaged in
drawing his will., Er—my stenog-
rapher happens to be out for lunch.

“Has Mr. Vann recommended you
to me?” he added optimistically.

The man grinned. There was sar-
casm in the grin. “Well, not ex-
actly. You see, Bryan Vann is dead.

Bumped off! He stopped a bullet
smack between the eyes.”
Jerry Case sat down weakly.

“Dead!” he echoed.

His first client murdered before he
had even paid his fee. It hadn’t been
much of a fee he had arranged with
him the day before. Fifteen bucks,
to be exact. But then, the will hadn’t
been much. A matter of about a hun-
dred and fifty dollars in a savings
account to be left to a veterinary
hospital. Hadn't a relative or friend
in the world, Vann had told him.
And he liked animals. He was to
come back today, at noon, to sign

the will and pay the fee.

The young lawyer stared at his
wasted work; then he straightened
up suddenly. “You say he was mur-
dered? Where? And who are you?”

The man tilted his fedora back on
his head. “I’m Detective Mike Flan-
ders from headquarters. Vann was
shot -up in Inwood Park. The ex-
aminer thinks it must’ve happened
around midnight; but the body
wasa’'t found until six o’clock this
morning. He was doubled up among
the rocks at the highest point in the
park.” Flanders watched Jerry
keenly. “Your card was in his wal-
let. I came down to see if your
knowledge of his private affairs
might give us a motive for his
murder.”

“Well, to tell you the truth,” Jerry
said slowly, “I don’t know much
about him, myself. He just drifted
in here by mistake, yesterday. Was
looking for another lawyer, name of
Cate. Decided to let me draft his
will; said one lawyer was about as
good as another. All I know is what
I needed for drawing the document.
Has ne living relatives and no prop-
erty of any kind except one hundred
and fifty dollars in the Penny Sav-
ings Bank. Left it to a cat-and-dog
clinic.”

Flanders _ looked disgusted.
“That’ll just about be enough to
bury him.”

“I have a lien for my fee, Jerry
said.
The detective grinned. “You

oughta know—burial expense comes
first. You'll have to whistle.”

The young lawyer said “Damn!”
with expression. Then, suddenly:
“So you don’t know who killed
him?”

“Who says I don’t?” growled
Flanders. “We got the guy all right.
A guy by the name of Willoughby
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Have you ever tried?

you can’t write?

Have you ever attempted even the least bit of training, under competent guidance?
It is seldom that anyone becomes a writer until he (or she) has been writing for
some time. That'is why so many authors and writers spring up out of the newspaper
business. The day-to-day necessity of writing—of gathering material about which to
write—develops their talent, their insight, their background and their confidence as

nothing else could.

MORE ROOM FOR NEW WRITERS THAN EVER BEFORE
Read what Fulton Oursler, editor of LIBERTY, has to say:

“There is more room for newcomers in the writing field today—and especially in LIBERTY

MACGAZINE—than ever before.
from the scene in recent years.

Some of the greatest of writing men and women have passed
Who will take their places?
Chambers, Edgar Wallace, Rudyard Kipling,

Who will be the new Robert W.
and many others whose work we have published? It

is also true that more people are trying to write than ever before, but talent is still rare and the

writer still must learn his craft, as few of the newcomers nowadays seem willinﬂ' to do.

Fame,

riches and happiness of achievement -await the new men and women of power.”

#Before completing
the N.I.LA. course,
I sold a feature to
Screenland Maga-
zine -for $50. That
resuited in an im-
mediate assignment
to do another for
the same magazine.
After gaining confi-
dence with succes-
sive Teature stories,
i am now working
into the fiction
field. Previous to enrolling |n the
N.I.A. | had never written a line
seriously ex-
so.””—Gene E. Levant,
Hotel, San Francisco,

for publication, nor
pected " to do
Broadmoor
Calif.

“The success which
has so recently . ..
and surprisingly
come to me is due
to your training. |
tendered to a news-
paper editor, a col-
umn, ‘HOW TO
DEVELOP YOUR
PERSONALITY.
Imagine my “sur-
prise and delight
when he bought the
column, with en-
thusiasm. He wants to get syndication
the first week of July. (The column
runs daily except Sunday). | cannot
express my gratitude for your heip.”

—Delia L. R. Root, 491 South Transit
St., Lockport, N. Y.

LEARN TO WRITE BY WRITING

Newspaper Institute’s training is based on the New York Copy-Desk
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(instead of vainly trying to copy some one else’s writing tricks)
you are rapidly developing your own distinctive, self-flavored style
—undergoing an experience that has a thrill to it—and which at
the same time develops in you the ‘“‘professional”’ touch that gets
your material accepted by editors,

Many people who should be writing become awestruck by fabulous
stories about millionaire authors and therefore give little thought
to the $25, $50 and $100 or more that can often be earned for ma-
terial that takes little time to write—stories, articles on business,
fads, travel, sports, recipes, ete.—things that can easily be turned
out in leisure hours, and often on the impulse of the moment.

A CHANCE TO TEST YOURSELF — FREE!

We have prepared a unique FREE Writing Aptitude Test which tells whether you
possess the fundamental qualities necessary to suecessful writing—acute observation,
dramatic instinet, creative imagination, ete. You'll enjoy taking this fest. No cost
or obligation. Just mail the coupon and see what our editors say. Newspaper Insti-
tute of America, One Park Avenue, New York.
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—Dr. Luke Willoughby. Funny
thing about it—he’s a big-shot heart
specialist. You’d never think he’d
pull a killing like this.”

“Did he say why he did it?”

“Naw! Matter of fact, he yells
he’s innocent. They all do.”

“How do you know he did it
then?”

“Easy. We find him lying next to
Vann on that heap of rocks, uncon-
scious. There’s a gun in his mitt,
and it’s the one that fired the murder
bullet. It’s simple enough to figure
out! Willoughby followed Vann
into the park. Maybe they went up
together. Anyway, they had a quar-
rel. Willoughby pulls his gun.
Vann sees it coming, and he smacks
the doctor on the jaw. There’s a
pippin of a welt on the doc’s chin,
all right. Vann was a pretty hefty
fellow from the looks of him. Any-
way, the doc fires as he drops and
plugs Vann between the eyes. Then
he smacks the back of his head on
the rocks and passes out until we
pick ’em both up. Everything tal-
lies.” ’

He frowned. ‘“Except motive.
Willoughby swears he never saw
Vann before; don’t know him from
a hole in the wall. Swears he was
sapped in the lower section of the
park, while he was out getting some
fresh air. Ain’t nothing to show
they ever met before or why Wil-
loughby killed him.”

Jerry’s eyes popped suddenly.
“Wait a minute there!” he ex-
claimed. “Vann couldn’t—" Then
he stopped. His eyes veiled.

Flanders looked at him suspi-
ciously. “What couldn’t Vann?” he
demanded. ]

“Nothing! I was just wondering
how he expected to leave that money
to the clini®when it all would be
. swallowed up by his funeral.”

b |

The detective chuckled: “You got
yourself a swell client.” His eyes
wandered significantly around the
small, bare office. “And you even
lose the coupla bucks for the will.
Well, I gotta be going. Motive or
no motive, Willoughby’s done the
trick and we’re gonna make it stick.
Better luck on your next client, Case
—if any.” :

Jerry didn’t like the man’s laugh
as he went out. His lean, capable
hands clenched in anger. Then he
relaxed, grinned. “A smart cop,” he
said softly. “Too smart for his own
good. So I lost my fee, eh? ‘And
my client? Will Mr. Flanders be
surprised when he meets my next
client!”

He snatched his well-worn hat off
the coat-tree, snapped the brim rak-
ishly over his eyes. His long legs
made the door in two swift strides,
slammed it shut behind him.

His office was one of a long row
along a corridor. The waiting room
at the end 'was in common for all;
so was the girl who sat at the switch-
board to receive messages. Strug-

-gling young lawyers saved money

that way. A solitary client was sit-
ting in the corner, waiting for some-
one.

“Hey, beautiful!” Jerry flung at
the girl on his way out. “I’ll be
down in the Tombs for about two
hours or so. If anyone calls, I'll be
back at one.”

The girl smiled pertly up at him.
He was easy to look at; tall, decep-
tively slender, with muscles like
steel springs. His gray eyes were
sunny and candid, and his hair was
always a rumpled mess that made a

girl itch to smooth it out.

“There won’t be any calls, Mr.
Case,” she assured him. “There
never are.,” Her eyes followed his
broad shoulders out of the door; and



AUDELS NEW AUTO GUIDE

-

ANSWERS YOU

Practical Information in
HandyForm,1540Pages |
—1540 llustrations.

KNOW
YOUR
C A R

AUTO REPAIRS & SERVICE HELPS

All the Parts of an Automobile—Au-
tometive Physics—The Gas Engine
How a Gag Engine Works—Gas En
gine Principles—Multi-Cylinder En
gines —Horse Power—Automobile
Engines—Engines: Stationary Parts
— Engines: Moving Parts—Pistons—
Piston Rings—Connecting Rods—
Crank Shatts—The Valves—The
Valve Gear —Cams and Cam Action—
Valve Timing—Cooling Systems—
Gasoline—Fuel Feed Systems—The
Mixture—Carburetors—Automatic
Choke—Super-Chargers—Transmis-
sions—Synchro-Mesh—Clutches—
Universals and Propeller Shatfts—The
Difterential—Rear Axles—The Run-
ning Gear—Brakes—Wheel Align-
ment—Knee Action—Steering Gear
—Tires— Lubricants and Lubrication
—Automotive Electricity —Ignition
Systems—Magneto Ignition—Spark
Plugg—Ignition Coils—Distributors
—Automatic Spark Control—Igni-
tionTiming —Generators —Starters—
Generator and Starter Testing—
Lighting Systems—Storage Batteries
—Battery - Charging—Battery Test-
ingz Troubles.
AUTOMOTIVE DIESEL ENGINES
Including Questions and Answers
The contents Is. progressively ar-
ranged; thus making it a text book
and a refecence book, to which you
wiil refer again and again.
INSIDE VIEWS OF ALL AUTOMOBILE
PARTS FULLY ILLUSTRATED,
GOOD NEWS—JUST OUT
AUDELS NEW AUTOMOBILE
GUIDE is NEW from cover to cover.
Expiaining the Theory, Consiruction
and Servicing of modern motor cars,
trucks and buses; and the application
of auco type Diesel Engines,
Written by an engineering authority

YTl
W

\

(L irerrn
o AN
A\

\

e

AW

\\ LT CRRR

N\ Y \\\\\\\\\\\

\\\\\\\\\\\\‘\

(i

runurxlv'hr L4 e

fllii

fh-

yEsvSATE LANIESS S

”’.'l

and presented with forcefuldirectness
in plain language and simple terms,
generously illustrated. 1tis an up-to-
date authoritative book of instruce
tions giving a new vision of the auto-
motive field. Covers the entire subiect
in every detail. Does not dealin idle
theories, but gives definite directions
teiling exactly what to do and how to >
doit. 1tis packed full with important :}

information, indispensable to auto
mechanics, service men and owners,

> Pleass send me postpaid
‘ AUDEL.\‘NBWAUTOMOB!L!

TO GET THIS ASSISTANCE FOR . % Z s GUIDE (§4) for free examination.

YOURSELF SIMPLY FILL IN AND {1533 < e e o o
within 7 days: then remit’§1 moathi

MAIL COUPON TODAY N SRR = > antil purehase price of $4 ia paid. Othor-

wise, | will return it to you proamptiy~

FOUR DOLLARS COMPLETE

1540 PAGES

1540 [LLUSTRATIONS
EXIELE BOUND-HANDY S|
FLEXIELE BOUY quvs/u . It /e“
AUDEL, PUBLISHERS, 49 West 23rd Strest, Mew Yorkx City ¢ 4
CLU—7

BRoloroDOO. oo vocvssaresasvorsasss vassses srsessessdACK N 11



-

100

her hand reached instinctively for
her compact.

The solitary client got up from
his chair. He was a small man with
a sharp nose and a weather-beaten
face. It was cracked and seamed
with many winds and blazing suns.
His right arm was curiously stiff in
the flapping sleeve. But when you
saw the wooden fist that protruded,
you knew why. He had a wooden
arm, with a steel spring at the elbow.

He went toward the door very
fast. His broad, sailor shoes made
no sound.

The girl looked up. “Aren’t you
going to wait? Mr. Carmichael will
be back from court shortly.”

“See him some other time,” the
man mumbled and disappeared into
the outer hall.

Jerry whistled as he went down
the deserted hall toward the ele-
vator. Perhaps that was why he
didn’t hear the man come up from
behind. But he heard the voice fast
enocugh. And he felt the round, hard
muzzle press into his side! There
was no mistaking the feel of it.

“Keep on goin’, Case,” growled the
voice. “Straight into the lavatory
down the hall.”

Jerry kept going. The gun muz-
zle dug deeper; there was no quiver
to it. The man who held it was no
amateur.

He pulled the door open, hoping
that someone might be inside; that
in the first confusion he’d be able to
whirl. The place was empty.

He started to turn his head. “Now
look here—” he protested.

“Keep your head front!” snarled
the unknown, “or I'll blow your guts
to hell.” The door slammed softly
behind.

Jerry stared at the washstand.
“All right,” he said. “What do you
want?”

STREET & SMITH’S CLUES-DETECTIVE STORIES

“Keep your nose out of the Vann-
Willoughby business. It won’t be
healthy for you to go monkeyin’.”

Jerry kept on looking straight
ahead at the blank wall over the
washstand. '

“I don’t get you,” he said calmly.

“You heard me, shyster. I don’t
want no two-bit lawyer snooping
around. If you do, that fat-headed
dick, Flanders, will have another
corpse to mess over. Understand?”

“I understand,” Jerry’s voice was
steady, but inside flaming anger
gripped him. He a shyster, eh?

“0O. K,, then. Keep watching that
spot on the wall and count a hun-
dred.”

The door opened behind him, then
slammed shut.

.He whirled, dived for the handle.
But by the time he was out, the cor-
ridor was empty. The emergency
stairway was two doors beyond.

Thoughtfully he rang for the ele-
vator. The case was no longer as
simple as it had seemed a minute
before. If only he could have got-
ten a glimpse of his assailant! .

. At the clerk’s office in general ses-
sions Jerry slipped the desk man a
Hoya de Monterey with a careless
gesture. “One for the book, Joe. A
client just sent me up a box from
Havana.”

Joe looked at the label, smelled
the cigar reverently and shoved it
into his vest pocket. “Gee, thanks,
Mr. Case. They usually hand me
weeds. You must be getting along.”

“I manage,” Jerry said modestly.
The smoke had set him back thirty-

_five cents, which meant no lunch to-

day. He leaned confidentially over
the counter. “About this Doc Wil-
loughby, the guy who was hauled in
this morning on suspicion of murder.
Has any lawyer filed a retainer for
him yet?”
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Joe patted his vest pocket. “I
dunno, but I'll look it up.” He was
back from the file in a moment.
“Nary a one. Don’t tell me—"

But Jerry was already filling out
a retainer blank. He signed his name
with a flourish and shoved it under
the clerk’s nose. “A maiden aunt of
his,” he said glibly, “phoned me this
morning to take care of her dear
nephew.”

Joe looked skeptical; but he filled
out the necessary authorization.

7 CHAPTER II.
ONE-ARMED SAILOR.

Doctor Luke Sanford Willoughby
was the perfect representation of a
successful medical specialist. A big
man with a florid complexion, care-
fully combed hair with a distin-
guished touch of gray at the tem-
ples, a clipped graying mustache and
long, capable fingers. His clothes
were conservative, but impeccably
tailored; and diligent brush marks
showed where the dirt and grime of
a night’s unconsciousness had been
eradicated. There was a discolored
bruise on the point of his jaw; and

a good-sized lump on the back of his
- head. Otherwise he seemed fully
recovered from his session on the
rocks in Inwood Park.

He sat down opposite Jerry at the
counsel table in the tiny barred and
wire-meshed  consultation room.
There was a puzzled look in his eyes,
but he said nothing until the guard
had grated the lock behind them and

gone away. =

“If you'’re Jerome Case,” he began
— sharply, “let me make things clear.
I don’t know you, and I don’t want
to know you. My lawyers are White,
White, Slavinsky & Riley. Mr.
White is on his way down to see
me, now. If you think—"
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Jerry grinned at him. “Your aunt
sent me down—

“Young man, I have no aunt!”

Jerry’s grin widened. “Check and
double check! Then I'll have to lay
my cards on the table. You see,
Bryan Vann was a client of mine.”

Willoughby got up from the table.
He said slowly: “So you thought
to play a trick on me. You'd pump
me, and then—" He raised his voice.
“Guard!”

Jerry leaned forward unhurriedly.
“l have positive proof that Vann
could not have knocked you down.
Is that worth a retainer of two hun-
dred dollars?”

The guard came on the run, scowl-
ing. “What's wrong in there?”

The doctor shook his head. “Noth-
ing! I have a bad cough.”

“Hell of a funny-sounding cough!
An’ you better make it snappy.
There’s more customers for this
room.” He went away.

Jerry nodded. “I thought you'd
see it my way. Now, if two hundred
is 0. K—" ,

“Go ahead with your story, Mr.
Case,” Willoughby said. “If you
prove your point, the money is
yours.”

“Fair enough. You're a medical
man. Would it be possible to tell
by an autopsy whether the subject
had suffered from a hardening of
the arteries of the arms so that it
would be impossible for him to have
lifted his arms without excruciating
pain; much less smack another man
a solid wallop to the jaw?” -

The doctor smiled. “Of course.
It wouldn’t even require an autopsy.
A superficial examination would dis-
close the sclerotic condition.”

“Then you're as good as out of
jail, Dr. Willoughby. When Bryan
Vann came to my office yesterday
afternoon I had to open and shut the
door for him. He could barely move
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~ a finger. He told me he’d have to
sign the will with a cross, instead of
writing his name. The case against
you collapses.”

Willoughby took a deep breath.
“Thank you! The whole thing was
an outrageous mistake. Whenever I
have the chance I like to walk in the
park. It clears my mind, and the
quiet is soothing after handling a
lot of scared patients all day. I was
walking along slowly, looking down
at the lights along the Harlem, when
something struck me on the chin. It
was a shattering blow, not like that
from a fist at all.” He felt tenderly
along his swollen jaw. “It was as
though someone had used a club.
That’s all I know about it until a
policeman shook me by the shoulder.
I must have been dragged up there
among the rocks by my assailant and
placed next to the man he had mur-

dered, for some unknown reason.”

He started suddenly.. “I almost for-
got; there was the gun—"

“Don’t worry about that,” Case as-
sured him. “It’s an old trick, press-
ing the murder gun into a victim’s
hand. The police pay no attention
to it, unless they can prove it be-
longed to you. And they must have
checked it by now.”

Relief showed plainly on the
doctor’s face.

He called the guard again, and
asked that his checkbook be brought
to him. A few minutes later the
- guard returned with a folding check-
book and Willoughby wrote with a
smooth-flowing hand. He tore out
the check and handed it over to
Jerry. ‘

Jerry folded it carefully into.an
empty billfold. “Thanks!” he said.

“You’ll be out in a couple of hours. -

P’ll get hold of Flanders and have
the medical examiner take a look at
my late client. After that, it’s all
over, except—"

STREET & SMITH'S CLUES-DETECTIVE STORIES

His face hardened. ‘“Except for
the little matter of finding out whe
shot down Bryan Vann.” He grinned
apologetically. “After all, he was
my client, even though I won’t be
able to collect.”

Then Jerry smiled and got up.
“I’ll be seeing you—"

But the prisoner had risen with
him. His florid face was serious.

“No, you won’t,” he said.

Jerry stared. “What do you
mean?” —

“After you’ve seen Flanders and
the medical examiner, be good
enough to forget about this whole
business. You’ve been paid, and paid
well.”
~ “I see,” nodded the young lawyer.
“That’s a delicate way of telling me
not to try to find poor Vann’s mur-
derer.” '

The doctor’s eyes were glacial.
“I’ll attend to that little matter my-
self, and I don’t like competition.

You forget the killer tried to get

me, too.”

“And if I don’t take your advice?”
queried Jerry.

“You’re liable to get hurt.” Then
the doctor smiled. “Please don’t
misunderstand me. I’m advising you
for your own good. Amateur detec-
tives usually get into trouble. And
I’'m well able to take care of myself.”

Looking at the doctor’s broad
shoulders, his capable hands, and the
cold glint in his eyes, Jerry decided
suddenly that Willoughby was right.
He could take care of himself.

As Jerry climbed the precipitous
rocks of Inwood Park, the murky
darkness seemed to bear out the
weird Indian legends that surround
the hill.

“An ideal spot for murder,”
thought Jerry with a little shiver.
The small automatic in his right-
hand coat pocket made little clunk-
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-out his brains.

ing noises as it bumped regularly
against the loose change in his
trousers pocket. A complaisant
judge, who had known his father,
had granted him a quick permit.

He moved stealthily to the little
mound of rocks where both Vann
and Willoughby had been found.
His hand was in his pocket, gripping
the automatic. The park was wild,
desolate. A half moon dimly sprin-
kled the open spot with silver span-
gles of light. Eyes squinting
against the intense alternations of
light and pitch blackness, he
searched the ground.

He found nothing.

He stood a moment, frowning. He
really hadn’t expected to find any-
thing.. The police had gone over
the spot methodically in the mern-
ing. Yet Jerry wasn’t satisfied. He
had studied the photograph an en-
terprising cameraman had snapped
of the huddled body, and it had
struck him that it wasn’t a natural
position for a man crumpling into
instant death from a bullet plowing
If the murderer
could have dragged Dr. Wil-
loughby’s unconscious form up here,
why couldn’t he have done the same
with Vann?

He jumped sideways and whirled
in a single motion! His right hand
jerked from the pocket, index finger
cold against the trigger. The next
instant the gun was chopped from
his hand, and something solid
crashed against his jaw! Great,
shooting pains lanced up his chin,
flamed into exploding stars in his
brain. He went back with a crash,

falling heavily against a rubble of

stones.

A pounding whirlwind landed on
top of him. A raging demen out of
the night; a small man with a sharp,
weather-beaten face and snapping
fury in his voice. “I told yuh teo
keep your nose outta this, Case.” A
hard, wooden fist ground on Jerry’'s
windpipe. The assailant’s left hand
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Pinky had his gun in his coat pocket, but Jerry knew it was
pointed at him. “Into the boat, fella!” the albino snarled.
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raised and a knife glittered in the
drenching moon!

Jerry was choking under the inex-
orable grind of that wooden knob;
but the sight of the descending knife
cleared the muddy haze from his
mind. He jacked up his knees and
heaved suddenly with his shoulder.
The man above him was caught un-
awares. The knife blade smacked
solidly - against a rock, shearing
through Jerry’s coat as it lashed
downward. The man grunted and
slid to one side. The pressure of his
clublike arm relaxed.

Jerry heaved to his knees, but the
man sprang up again. His right coat
sleeve flapped against his artificial
arm. The heavy, fistlike knob at the
end was a formidable weapon. It
shot out toward the young lawyer
like a swift rapier. A steel spring
manipulated from the shoulder
stump through the elbow gave it
crushing momentum.

Jerry rolled with the blow. It
glanced across his temple.

Jerry’s head rang with clanging
bells. Groggily he started to his
feet, just in time to meet a new rush
of his assailant. The terrible fist
was swinging again.

Jerry ducked, and came up sharp
and short with his left. There was
a grunt of pain as the man’s head
snapped back; then he was on top
of Jerry, clawing with his good hand
and pounding with the wooden one.
He was like a wild cat in his snarling
rage. Though inches shorter and
pounds lighter, he flailed Jerry back
against the rocks again.

Staggered momentarily under the
rain of blows, stunned by the bruis-
ing impact of the lead-weighted fist,
Jerry twisted over on his elbow, and
threw all his weight forward, arms
scissoring in a football tackle.

The man tried to jump back as’

steel-strong fingers gripped around
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his ankle. Jerry set his teeth, and
put all his strength into the jerk.
The man’s leg went up into the air;
he came down with a thud.

“Got you!” said the lawyer tri-
umphantly.

But the one-armed man was like a
greased eel. He wriggled and
squirmed; there was a ripping
sound; and he was free, leaving the
cuff of his pants in Jerry’s grip.

The two were on their feet simul-
taneously. But a gun had appeared
in the small man’s left hand.

“O. K, wise guy!” he gritted.
“You asked for it.”

The man’s eyes were baleful and
merciless; his gun hand without a
quiver. Jerry knew he couldn’t
hope to avoid the bullet. Yet his
muscles tensed to one last desperate
spring. If the leaden missile didn’t
kill him outright—

The night air was still and the
sudden, sharp clang of steel striking
against solid rock came like a thun-
derclap above the muted noises of
the city below. It was followed by
a thud, a crunching noise and a rat-
tle of earth and pebbles.

The killer’s eyes, fixed on Jerry,
jerked quickly in the direction of
the sound. His wizened, sun-
blackened face contorted with alarm
and fear. A string of strange oaths
spattered like hail from his lips. He
whirled on the balls of his feet and
dived headlong into the trees, in the
direction of the sound. He had for-
gotten completely about Jerry.

For the split part of a moment
Jerry stood stock-still, swaying
drunkenly. Death had stared him
in the face—and passed him by. A
small miracle had happened; and for
a reason still obscure. If ever a man
had intended to kill, that man was
the wooden-armed assailant who had
just turned and dived into the trees.
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The sounds that had saved his life
stopped abruptly. And with their
cessation Jerry swung back to nor-
mal. He leaped over the intervening
rock, bent for the glimmer of metal
that lay in a hollow. His gun,
bludgeoned from his hand by the
crashing blow of that wooden fist.

He caught it up with a grunt of
satisfaction, started to straighten.

“Hold it!” said a cold voice that
meant business. “Drop that gun
again, and turn slowly, hands
straight up.”

Jerry obeyed. For the second time
the automatic thudded into the dirt.

“What is this?” he demanded bit-
terly. “Killers’ night out?”

“A-ah!” said the big, impeccably
dressed man who had come up noise-
lessly behind him. “I thought I told
you not to mess around in this busi-
ness.”

Jerry grinned. “That’s the second

time tonight someone sang that lit-
tle ditty to me. And both times
they sang it with guns. Now, if
you’ll stop -pointing that nasty look-
ing muzzle at me, maybe I could get -
together with you on this, Dr. Wil-
loughby.”

The heart specialist stared at him
with narrowed eyes. “What do you
mean by that?” he demanded finally.

_ “And what are you prowling around

Inwood Park for, at this time of the
night?”

He swung the muzzle away from
Jerry, but did not pocket the gun.
“I might ask you the same question,”
retorted the lawyer, “but I won’t.
You’ve constituted yourself a one-
man revenge squadron for that conk
you got on the head last night.”

Dr. Willoughby nodded slowly.
“That’s right. I'm a peaceful man
of science, but I don’t like to be
knocked unconscious—even though
I was obviously mistaken for some-
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one else—without doing something
about it.”
Jerry casually scooped up his gun,

hefted it. “Neither do 1.” He ex-
plained rapidly.
The doctor looked thoughtful.

There still was a swelling on the
point of his chin. “I’d say it was
the same chap who knocked me cold.
He must have sneaked up in back of
me and swung with that damned ar-

| tificial fist. What does he look like?”

“A small, sharp, weather-beaten
face. A sailor, obviously. Both
from his leather face and the way he
cursed. Know him?”

Willoughby shook his head. “A
one-armed sailor? Haven't the least
idea.”

“Well, he evidently knows you,
and he knew poor Vann. There’s a
tie-up somewhere.” Jerry started.
“But say, there’s something fishy go-
ing on up here, right now. Some-
one’s digging, or at least was, until
a moment ago.”

“Digging?” the doctor
blankly. “What for?”

“For Indians, perhaps. Come on!
We're going to investigate.”

“It must have been your imagina-
tion.”

“Imagination, hell! It was the
only thing that saved my life. But
if you want to go home, doctor—"

The medical man swore at him,
and they both went -carefully
through the trees, in the direction
where the one-armed killer had dis-
appeared.

Inwood Park is left untouched at
the top. The rocks and little hill-
ocks and shallow valleys are almost
as wild and as primitive as they were
when the Indians climbed daily up
from the shore of the big river with
snared game and fish.

It was quiet again; ominously so.
Next to him Jerry could hear the
hard, quick breathing of his com-
panion. Suppose the sailor were
lurking behind one of those trees,
waiting to draw a bead on them.

echoed
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Suppose the mysterious digger were
one of a gang.

He shivered, but thrust his way
forward just the same.
down a declivity into a hollow. The

place was a tangle of rocks and bare

of -underbrush. .
The doctor suddenly gripped his

arm so hard that he grunted with

pain. Then he saw it, too.

A great boulder lay athwart the
hollow. And beside it was a hole.
A freshly dug hole. A little heap of
dirt and rubbly stones lay to one
side. The earth was still moist and
soft, as though it had been just un-
covered.

But it wasn’t the hole that brought
the sharp exclamation to Jerry's lips.
It was the sight of the whitish, glim-

mering thing that lay outstretched

near the pile of stones.

“A skeleton!” husked Willoughby.

Jerry leaped down, forgetting his
caution. Had anyone lain there in
ambush he would have made a per-
fect target. But no one was around.
Both the digger and the one-armed
man had disappeared.

“No question about what it is,”
agreed Jerry. “It’s the skeleton of
a man all right”” He stared at it
with searching eyes. The bones were
grayish rather than white, and
pitted. The skull was long and nar-
row, and the bones of the nose ex-
traordinarily prominent.

He bent suddenly, pointed to the
base of the skull. “He was killed,”

he exclaimed. “Look at the way the

bones are crushed in and crumbling.
Someone hit him from behind with
a club or a blackjack.” He straight-
ened up. “What do you make of it,
Dr. Willoughby? You have had ex-
perience with these things. How
long has this man been dead; and
what hit him?”

Willoughby bent over profession-
ally. “Hm-m-m! I'd say over a

They slid

year, at least. A blunt instrument
was used; there’s no question about
it. The whole thing is getting pretty
clear, now. A crime was committed.
The victim was buried. But the
killer or killers were afraid that
sooner or later the body would be
discovered. They came back to dig
it up secretly, and do away with the
evidence. I must have disturbed
them last night at their work. They
knocked me unconscious. Tonight
they came back to finish the job, and
you interfered.”

He pocketed his gun with a re-
lieved sigh. “It’s simple, you see.
All we have to do is notify the po-
lice. They’ll remove the skeleton,
and sooner or later make an iden-
tification. Then they’ll be able to
track down the killers. The very
fact that they were so anxious to get
rid of the skeleton shows that they
knew they could be identified if it
would ever be found.”

He made washing motions with
his hands. “Thank Heaven! We've
uncovered the mystery. Now we
don’t have to stay out nights any
more.”

“You're right,” said Jerry. “It’s
simple, as you say. Come on; we’ll
notify Detective Flanders at once.”

CHAPTER IIL
PINKY MADDEN.

The next morning Jerry Case
showered, shaved, fixed up his vari-
ous cuts and bruises so that they
wouldn’t be too evident, ate a hearty
breakfast. He even changed to his
only good suit, discarding the mud-
died and torn tweeds of the night
before.. He could afford to do so.
The two hundred dollars he had re-
ceived for springing Dr. Wil-
loughby crackled crisply ian his

pocket.

Then he sallied forth. First he
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went to the Public Library and im-
mersed himself in books. Then he
went to the New York Historical
Society Museum and examined old
prints. And finally, he took a cab
for the Museum of the American
Indian and stared at their displays.

He was hungry then, and ate a

hearty lunch.

Then he leisurely lit a cigarette
and settled back to read the news-
paper. The front page had the usual
war. news, but a small item in Col-
umn 1 read:

Pinky Madden, who escaped from Sing
Sing Monday night, is still at large. The
police, however, are closing in on him
and expect to make an arrest shortly:

Madden was a member of the notorious
Sherty White gang that specialized in
jewelry robberies. The gang was cap-
tured in 1937 after some clever sleuthing
by Detective Michael Flanders of the
headquarters squad. With the exception
of the leader, Shorty White, who has
never been apprehended, the members of
the gang were sentenced to ten to twenty
years apiece. Pictures on Page 18.

Neither Pinky Madden nor Shorty
White, whose pictures stared out at
Jerry from Page 18, looked like his
one-armed assailant. Pinky was a
white-haired thug, with albino eyes
and a twisted face. Shorty had only
one thing in common with the man
in Inwood Park. They both were
short. But Shorty had a fat, self-
satisfied grin, and by no stretch of
the imagination could he have been
taken for a sailor.

Jerry called his office and Nancy
‘Greer, the switchboard operator, an-
swered.

“Hello, beautiful. Any calls?”

“Only from Detective Flanders;
but he’s called every fifteen minutes.
He seems sore.”

“Let him stew in his own juice,”
Jerry declared airily.
some dirty cracks about my—er—
clientele that I didn’t like. O. K.,

“He made
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Nancy, keep on holding the fort—
and I didn’t call. Remember that.”

Nevertheless, when he had hung
up, he fished another nickel out of
his pocket and dialed headquarters.

Flanders didn’t sound particularly
happy to hear from him. In fact, he
was almost incoherent with rage on
the phone.

“Keep your shirt on,” Jerry finally
edged in sharply. “What’s biting
you?”

The detective calmed down suffi-
ciently to explain.

“That skeleton!” yelled Flanders.

“A particularly fine specimen of
the genus homo, in a state of un-
dress,” remarked Jerry. =

“Yeah! A murdered man, yeah!
Mysterious crime you drop in our
laps, you—"

“Your sarcasm positively drips,
Flanders. Don’t tell me the poor
man wasn’t murdered?”

“Sure he was,” yelled Flanders,
“about tweo or three hundred years
ago. That guy’s an Indian. Any
fool could tell that. You planted
him just to get me in Dutch. The
medical examiner’s been giving me
the horse laugh, and every cop
around here snickers when he sees
me.”

Jerry didn’t seem at all surprised.
“An Indian, eh?” He made clucking
sounds of sympathy. “Too bad you
fell for it. But then, it’s rather
natural. What should a cop know
about anthropology or the history
of Manhattan Island? You see, I sus-
pected it myself last night, and to-
day I checked up on my homework.”

Flanders was incoherent again.
All that Jerry heard, with the re-
ceiver a foot away from his ear, was
something about mayhem, sudden
death and execution.

When the other had worn himself
down, Jerry spoke to the point.
“Now look, Flanders, I don’t blame



you for being sore. But I had a rea-
son for not shooting off my mouth
before. I want you to do me—and
yourself, incidentally—a #avor. I
want you to hush up the Indian an-
gle for another day. Tell the gentle-
men of the press you haven’t been
able to identify the bony person yet,
but you’re working on several clues.”

“You want me—"

“Shut up a moment, and I'll tell
you why.”

At the end of ten minutes’ steady
conversation Flanders said grudg-
ingly: “All right, Case. We won’t
spill nothing today. Remember,
though, I'm handling this. You
keep out—”"

But Jerry had already hung up.
That was the third warning in two
days to keep his nose clean. He
grinned. Not bad for an amateur.

The grin froze on his face.

A man wearing a cap low over his
face stepped from behind the booth
just as he left it. His hands were
deep in his coat pockets and he
bumped into Jerry. Jerry felt the
familiar pressure of something
round and hard in his side. :

“Keep moving,” said the man, low
and snarling. “And don’t make any
cracks.”

Jerry sighed. This was getting
to be monotonous. Yet he obeyed
the command. The drugstore was
empty at that hour of the day. The
clerk was in the rear, in the little
cubbyhole where prescriptions were
compounded.

No one saw them walking out, side.

by side. Out in the street, saunter-
ers saw nothing amiss. There wasn’t
a cop in sight.

“Get into that car,” prodded the
man with the cap.” A black sedan
stood idling at the curb. The man
in the driver’s seat was slouched
low. He, too, wore a cap down over
his ears.

“0. K., Al, get going!”

Jerry went in first, the man with
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the gun after him. The driver in
front straightened up and meshed

the gears. The car rolled away fast,
up Broadway.
“What is this—a game?” de-

manded Jerry wearily.

The gun was out in the open, now,
pointing straight at him. The man
only grunted, lifted his free hand
to scratch his head. The cap shifted
to one side. :

Jerry gulped, then blurted with-
out thinking: “Pinky Madden!”

Close-cropped, flaxen-white hair
associated only with albinos, had

been disclosed by that gesture. Pink

eyes, watery and fierce, glared at
him.

Jerry bit his lip quickly, swal-
lowed his words. But the damage
was done.

Pinky Madden gritted his teeth,
“So you recognized me,
huh! You done yourself a lousy
turn there, fella.”

Jerry was sure of that. Whatever
chance he had had for life was lost
by that unfortunate identification.
His thoughts-raced on, as the car
moved swiftly through traffic.

The picture of Inwood Hill was

‘getting more and -more complicated

every minute. .First Bryan Vann
had been killed. There was no sense
to it. A retired grocer, alone in the
world, living meagerly on a small
insurdnce annuity. No friends, neo
enemies. Every move of his could
be traced for years back.

Then Dr. Luke Willoughby, emi-
nent heart specialist. A successful
and busy doctor, respectable, well-
thought-of. Many friends, no
enemies. Yet he had been knocked
unconscious.

The man with the wooden arm—a
vicious killer; yet fitting into no
known picture.

The digger in the. park, wheo had
unearthed an Indian skeleton; and
then fled. Who was he? Why had
he been digging up ancient bones?
Why had the one-armed man gone
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after him like a bat out of hell?

Pinky Madden. He at least made
some sort of sense. An escaped
gangster from jail. Seventeen years
more, with added penalties for a
prison break, stared him in the face.
He’d kill to prevent that, But what
did he want with Jerry? Where did
he fit into the puzzle?

Nothing more was said by anyone
as the car swung off Broadway,
through a maze of side streets, then
into a dirt siding that led down to
the Harlem River. Inwood Park
stretched upward to the west.

A boat was swinging at the end of
a dilapidated dock in grimy water.
It was a speedboat, built low and
rakish, but with plenty of room ait
for a large cabin. The boat had
seen better days, its paint was peel-
ing and the brasswork was dull with
age.

Pinky opened the door behind
- him, keeping the gun steady-aimed.

“Get out!” he said.

Jerry got out, stretched his legs.

The man in front backed the sedan
around and bumped up the dirt road.
Not once had he bothered to look at
Jerry.

CHAPTER IV.

FIRE TRAPI

Pinky had his gun in his coat

pocket again, but the lawyer knew it
was pointed at him. “Into the boat,
fellal”

Jerry took a deep breath, looked
around. The old dock was sheltered
- on either side by piled rubbish. Out
on the river several craft were pass-
ing lazily, but an attempted hail
would bring spitting death.

“Make it snappy, or I'll let you
have it here.” :

He shrugged his shoulders and

went over the taffrail. Pinky fol-
lowed nimbly. “Down below!”
“Now look here,” expostulated
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Jerry. “You'’ve made a mistake. I
don’t know you, and I don’t know
what this is all about. If—"

“Cut it?’  The albino’s face was
nasty. “You horned in where it
didn’t concern you. You've gummed
up the works for me enough., If
you'd kept your trap shut, I might've
just kept you quiet until every-
thin’ was set, an’ I could lam. But
when you shot off about who I was,
you cooked your own goose. Get
below! I got an awful itchy finger,
an’ one backfire more or less on the
Harlem don’t mean nothin’.”

Even as Jerry bent to stumble
down the narrow stairs, his brain
was clicking away at a terrific clip.
He’d never come out of that cabin
alive! It would be easy enough to
shoot him, and dump his body at
night into the river.

Behind him came Pmky,
ready.

The cabin was small, and dirty.
Two bunks ranged on either side of
the curving walls, and the blankets
with which they were stowed
showed signs of hard usage. The
cookstove was greasy with slopped-
over fat, and some beans made a
hard, lumpy mass in a frying pan,

Evidently the boat was a regular
hide-out, rented by some crooked
owner to criminals who were hot or
on the lam. From the looks of the
interior, Pinky was only the latest

gun

- of a long series.

A smoky lantern swung from a
peg. The glass bowl was half filled
with kerosene, but the wick was al-
most burned out and the light it
thrust through the cabin was murky
and dim.

Jerry turned desperately, backing
against the wall. “All right, so
you're Pinky Madden. But you
don’t have to bump me off to keep
me quiet. I'm willing to be tied up
and stay here a prisoner until you
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go on your travels again. As for up
there in the park—

Pinky said nothing. His albino
- eyes were narrowed and his expres-
sion was wolfish. His gun came up.

Jerry was up against the wall.
About five feet separated him from
Madden—too much of a jump before
a bullet would get him in the guts.

“Up with your hands, fella!” said
Pinky.

Slowly Jerry lifted them, edgmg
his body imperceptibly along the
wall, his fingers touching the low

ceiling. - His eyes were wide on
Pinky’s index finger. It began to
whiten!

Jerry swept down with his right
hand, flung himself headlong to the
left.

The kerosene lamp jerked from 1ts
peg, fell with a splintering crash.
Simultaneously the cabin was filled
with gun roar! The bullet smacked
along Jerry’s arm, leaving a streamer
of pain behind., Then it plowed
through the mahogany wall behind
him.

Sudden darkness blanked the tiny
cabin. Pinky cursed and fired again.
The bullet spanged uncomfortably
close to where Jerry lay, crouched
and holding his breath.

This couldn’t continue, he real-
ized. There was no exit except
through the steep stairs to the deck.
Pinky blocked that path, pumping
lead. One of the bullets was bound
to get him, or—

A little red tongue of ﬂame ran
along the floor. Then it whooshed
up as it struck the pool of kerosene.
Fire cascaded and billowed. The
next instant the cabin was a blazing,
crackling, roaring inferno!

Pinky yelled and fled up the stairs
with eager torches at his heels. His
head banged against the low over-
hang of the cabin door; then he was
out on the deck, his feet beating a
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rapid tattoo as he raced for the dock,
A flaring curtain of fire draped over
the doorway, barring further exit.

The flames roared up and bit hun-
grily into the tinder-dry walls.
Jerry reeled back into the corner,
staggering from the scorching heat.
The open door was a funnel of rac-
ing, seething fury. Any attempt to
catapult through that roaring fur-
nace would be suicidal.

He was trapped!

It was a lousy way to die. ‘A bul-
let would have been better and
cleaner. Pinky was in the clear. The
boat would gut to a mass of smoking,
waterlogged timbers before any aid
could come. His crisped bones might
never even be found. They’d sink
into the mud that underlay the
Harlem.

He threw himself down upon the
floor, seeking vainly the last thin
layers of superheated air. Every
breath scalded his lungs; his clothes
began to smoke. So far the suction
of the open door kept the actual
flames away from him. But in a
matter of moments they would
sweep around and envelop him in a
holocaust of fire.

Blinded, battered, he crawled
along the inside wall. Desperate
fingers probed over the wooden
panels. In some of the older boats
there was a narrow chamber housing
the rudder shaft and the gasoline
tank. If this were one of them—

But from the bunks to the cook-
stove his tapping fingers found noth-
ing. And the flames were shifting,
swinging back toward him in a bil-
lowing curtain,

He heaved against the round-bel-
lied stove, sent it catapulting di-
rectly into the path of the advancing
blaze. If there was nothing behind,
then he was through.

Feverishly he jerked the wood
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with his hand. Something gave. A
square panel protested and fell out
of place with a thud. Jerry gritted
‘his teeth and pushed head and shoul-
ders into the pitch-dark oblong.
He might make it; he might not.
It was touch and go. ‘If he got stuck,
if the advancing flames ignited the

‘gasoline—

He was wriggling like an eel
through a space never meant for pas-
sage. Beneath him, he felt the hard
~crankshaft. Above, around him, were
compressed walls that scraped the
clothes and skin from his body. But
still he squirmed on and on. *

There was a rending crash behind
him. A roaring, smashing sound and
a fierce crackle of uprushing sparks.
Jerry shuddered, and wriggled on.
The roof of the little cabin had just
collapsed.

Then his head bumped suddenly
inte hard wood. It didn’t yield.
Panic-stricken, he tried to bring his
arms to the front, to exert pressure
on a pane that hadn’t been opened
But there wasn’t room
enough, His hands were pressed
tight against his sides.

Gripping the side walls with his
shoes, he smacked forward again.
His skull exploded into a shower of
rushing meteors, but the panel
groaned and fell outward. Air,
stinking of gasoline and bilge,
rushed in. And also blessed sun-
light! :

Painfully he inched his way out.
He sprawled gasping and sobbing in
the well of the bow. Rotted gear lay
coiled along the sides; an ancient
chair was swiveled into position be-
fore the wheel. Behind him the en-
tire stern was a gutted furnace, and
the red demons were lunging for-
ward. Once the tanks were reached,
the boat would lift sky-high.

From the river came shouts and
hoarse cries of alarm. Men aboard
river craft had seen the blazing
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speedboat and were hurrying to the
scene. But they wouldn’t dare come
too close. When the tanks exploded,
everything within range would be
doused with flaming embers.

Jerry grinned feebly and crawled
to the shore side. This would be his
first break. He didn’t want to be
picked up by any well-meaning res-
cuer. He didn’t want Pinky, or any-
one else, to know that he had escaped
alive. But Pinky might be lurking
somewhere in the background, wait-
ing to make sure.

One part of the stem swung almost
under an overhang of the dock. Jerry
waited until the swing with the tide
was completed; then he swarmed
swiftly over the edge, scraping his
head on the barnacle-incrusted un-
derside of the wharf. With barely a

splash he dropped into the oily

waters and swam between slimy
piles. =

He barely reached the other side
when the boat exploded. The pier,
overhead, rocked crazily. The water
convulsed and lifted. He smacked
his head hard and went down into
the muck, dazed and fighting for
breath.

He would have drowned there in
the slimy depths had not the wave
flung him, tumbling and swirling,
clear out into the open on the other
side.

Luckily, all eyes from the crowd-
ing river boats were fixed in fasci-
nated horror on the burning craft.
It was a fountain of flame, geyser-
ing sparks and thick, black smoke.
Rescuers converged from all sides,
speeding to the wreck, certain that
no one could possibly have remained
alive in the holocaust.

Jerry gulped clean, fresh air and
dived again. Swimming strongly
under water he made for the moun-
tainous dump that stretched down to
the water’s edge. When he came up

again, he was around a bend and out
of sight of rescue craft or of any
possible watchers on shore.

He pulled himself up, and lay
panting and spent for a few mo-
ments before he could drag himself
to his feet and make his way warily
through the rubbish.

He slapped his pocket. Luckily
his wallet was intact, though soggy.
He wouldn’t have to go home. He
was tired of lurking killers pushing
him from behind with cold, hard
steel.

It was nearly ten o’clock that
night when Jerry, completely out-
fitted in new clothes, hopped from a
taxi in front of the ornate residence
of Dr. Willoughby. His gun, care-
fully cleaned and oiled after its re-
cent immersion and filled with a
fresh clip of bullets, nested reassur- -
ingly in his coat pocket.

Somehow, he had the feeling that
the tide of mysterious assaulis
would now shift back to Dr. Wil-
loughby. It seemed logical: Vann
had been killed. Willoughby had
been attacked. And he, himself, had
been left for dead. It was obvious
that all three had stumbled on some-
thing in Inwood Park that Pinky
Madden and the wooden-armed
sailor were desperately anxious to
keep secret. 2

With Vann out of the picture an
he supposedly so, no doubt another
attempt would be made tonight to
rub Dr. Willoughby out, also.

Jerry grunted a little as he walked

~up the graveled path. Situated in

an acre of lawn and trees, the estate
overlooked the dark-flowing Hud-
son, beyond. A surprisingly se-
cluded spot for a city like New
York, Jerry reflected.

The man who answered Jerry’s
ring seemed uncomfortable in a

_shiny new butler’s uniform and
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looked more like an ex-pug than a
servant.

He examined Jerry suspiciously.
“What d’y’'u want?” he demanded.

Jerry clutched his chest. “T've got
to see Dr. Willoughby at once,” he
panted. “I have another one of those
attacks. The doctor said if I did, 1
must come to him at once, day or
night. Otherwise, I might die.”

The butler’s small red eyes were
still suspicious. Jerry breathed still
faster, hollowed his chest, contorted
his face into an expression of pain.

“Hurry!” he gulped. “I must see
him at once. These spasms—”"

“0O. K.,” the butler grumbled.
doc said so, you kin come in.”

He led the way into a consultation
room, jerked a blunt thumb toward
a love seat and growled: “Sit down!”
Then he withdrew from the room.

It was obvious that the doctor was
scared ; knew that he was marked for
further attacks. He had hired a
bodyguardsand was hiding him un-
der the innocuous guise of a butler.

Jerry kept groaning and clutching
his chest, in case the suspicious
butler was watching him through a
keyhole. .

Then he heard voices outside in
the hall; the butler’s muttered ex-
planation, Dr. Willoughby’s sharp,
clear voice.

“You're crazy, Joe. I haven’t
given instructions to anyone such as
you tell me. This requires inves-
tigation.”

Jerry forgot his pose, straightened
up. His hand slid close to his
pocket.

K(If

The door flung open violently, and
Joe crowded in, Willoughby close
behind him. A huge 45 snouted in
the butler’s hand. It looked as big
as a cannomn.

“All right, wise guy,” he snarled.
“Stick ’em up an’ start talkin’”

Jerry ignored him, slid his glance
in back of the butler. “Hello, Dr.
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Willoughby. How’s everythmg

The specialist had a gun in his
hand also. His glacial eyes swept
the lounging young man. “So it’s
you, eh?” he exclaimed, annoyance
making his voice brittle. “What sort
of a game are you trying to play?”

Jerry sighed; relaxed. There had
been annoyance in the doctor’s voice,
but no incredulous surprise.

“It’s no game, Willoughby,” he
said earnestly. “But if you’ll call off
your watchdog I’ll explain. I never
could talk well with guns ready, able
and willing to perform exploratory
operations on my insides. My
stomach is too delicate.”

The doctor said: “O. K., Joe, close
the door behind you on your way
out.”

“But, doc,” protested the guard.

“You heard me.” There was a
finality in his voice that sent the
supposed butler hastily through the
door. It slammed heavily behind
him.

Willoughby wheeled ‘on Jerry.
The annoyance had not vanished
from his florid face. “I thought I
told you I didn’t want you to bother
me any more, Case,” he snapped. “I
distinctly made it understood that
youlr job was finished when you
proved I couldn’t have killed this
Vann person. What’s the idea?”

Jerry crossed his legs, shoved his
hands deep in his pockets. “Just a
hunch. I got to thinking that there’s
more to this business in the park
than we think. I came to advise you
to get police protection for a while.
The killer, or killers,” he accented
the plural, “won’t rest until they get
you out of the way.”

Willoughby stared. He pocketed
his gun; laughed mirthlessly. “Is
that all?” he rasped. “Because if it
is, you’ve wasted your time. As far
as I’m concerned, the whole matter
is definitely cleared up. I don’t con-
sider myself in the slightest danger.”

“But_—,’

“Good night, Mr. Casé.” The doc-

W
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tor jerked his thumb toward the
door. “I’ve had a hard day at the
hospital—and with a mess of report-
ers and miscellaneous police. To-
morrow morning I have certain
~ medical calls to make. I need sleep.”

He moved toward the door, mak-
ing unmistakable gestures of dis-
missal.

The love seat faced a casement
window that leoked out on the close-
clustering trees in back of the house.
Jerry slowly taok his hands out of
his pocket, started to get up. He had
done all he could. If Willoughby
wanted none of him—

His eyes widened. A face was
peering into the room from the outer
darkness. The reflection from the
shaded lamp highlighted a thin,
sharp face, eyes screwed up with
tension. The orifice of an automatic
made a round circle against the pane.

“Drop to the floor!” yelled Jerry,
and dived for his own gun. A loud
report shattered glass and the dark-
ness. On its heels—a split second
after—came a second report.

The face at the window disap-
peared as if by magic. Jerry, smok-
ing gun still in hand, raced over the
dector. Willoughby lay in a flung
huddle.

As Jerry reached him, expecting
to find him dead, the doctor heaved
to his knees, vaulted lightly to his
feet. Jerry was amazed. :

“Then he didn’t get you?”

The florid face was pale, but calm.
“Pm a man of swift reactions,” he
smiled grimly. “I dropped as you
started to yell.”

Feet pounded outside, the door
bounced open and Joe hurled in.
“What’s going on?” he stammered.

Willoughby said tightly. “You're
a hell of 2 bodyguard. Someone tock
a pot shot at me. Where were you?”

“Why . . . why, boss, I was

just—'-”

“pointed out.
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The doctor cut him short. “Never
mind the talk. The shot came
through the window. Get outside,
and comb the grounds, before he
gets away.”

The three of them raced out of the
front door, guns ready, and spread
fanwise over the place. But there
was no sign of the murderous as-
sailant. He had either climbed
quickly down the precipitous slope
to the Drive, or he had vaulted the
hedge that separated the grounds
from a large, tangled growth of
woods that lay virgin to the left.

“He got away,” said Jerry.

- Dr. Willoughby looked keenly at
him. “So he did. Did you see who
it was?”

~ “Yes. He was the sailor guy with
the wooden arm who tried to bump
me off last night.”

A lock passed between master and
man. “Know anyene like that, Joe?”

The guard scratched his head.

“Nix, boss.  Don’t know any guy
with a wooden arm; an’ as for
sailors—"

Willoughby swung suddenly on
Jerry. “You're sure this—er—sailer
isn’t a figment of your imaginatien,
Case? No one else has ever seen
him. And as for you, all I know is
what you see fit to tell me. I didn’t
notice anyone at the window.”

Jerry exhaled breath. “Se that’s
the way it is,” he said quietly. “You
think I might have tried to burn
you down for reasons of my own.”

The doctor’s eyes never left his
face. “Since you put it that way—"

“There were two shots,” Jerry
“One through the win-
dow that missed you, because I
yelled, and smacked into the wall
behind you. You can find it if you
look. The other I fired to save your
life. I almost got the assassin
with it.”

“Look, boss,” snarled Joe. “He



120

might’ve tried to clip you with one,
and then he smacked the winder wid
the second to hide his game.”

Willoughby looked thoughtful;
then he finally shook his head. “No!
Maybe Case is right., And then,
again— O. K, we'll let it go at that.
Now if you’ll go, I'll get that sleep
I need Joe, show Mr. Case the way
out.”

Jerry went, with Joe lumbering
watchfully behind.

: CHAPTER V.
~ BURIED TREASURE,

He found himself a moment later
on the deserted street. He was in-
dignant, sore. A hell of a guy, Wil-
loughby! He had saved his life, and
what thanks did he get? Ugly sus-
picions.

Then he grinned. Human nature
was that way; take it or leave it.
But one thing he knew. He had
started something, and he had to
finish it.

It was no longer loyalty to a client
he had seen only once; it was sheer
self-preservation. Whoever was in
back of the mysterious doings in

Inwood Park wouldn’t rest until he

was safely out of the way. He knew
too much; or they thought he did.
~ Being a firm believer in being one
jump ahead of your opponent, Jerry
made a long detour ostentatiously to
the crowded sections of Broadway.
Then, when he was certain that he
had thrown any possible shadower
off the trail, he dived quickly into a
side street and hastened toward In-
wood Park.

Jerry looked at his watch. It

lacked five minutes of midnight. The
night was overcast, and there was
no moon. So much the better. He
slid silently into the park, scram-
bling up over rocks and through un-
derbrush, instead of keeping to the
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paths, As usual, the place was silent
and dark as a tomb. If there were
police around, they were not inside
the park. Jerry had insisted on that
to Flanders. He didn’t want to flush
his game before the climax.

Fortunately, most of the old tan-
gle of brambles had been recently
cleared away by W. P. A. workers.
Even on the top, where they had at-
temptéd to keep the pristine wilder-
ness flavor, some clearing had been
done. ,
~ Stealthily, and keeping well
within the pools of deep shadows,
Jerry climbed above the paths and
into the rock and tree-packed pin-
nacle. Through the interlacing
branches he caught glimpses of
lights across the river, of Palisades
Amusement Park glowing like a
gigantic, phosphorescent beetle to
the southwest,

He stopped suddenly; listened
tensely. The gun butt was cold in
his rigid fingers.

Someone was digging, not twenty
yards away from him. The sounds
were unmistakable. Muffled thuds,
small rattles of stones, dull plops as
dirt was dumped to one side,

The mysterious excavator was
back on the job! =

The direction of the sound puz-
zled Jerry at first. He had carefully
orientated himself. The place where
the skeleton had been unearthed the
night before was to the northwest.
This was almost due south. Then
he understood. The digger had

_made a mistake; he had taken his

bearings wrong; or they had been

changed since he had seen them last,
He crept forward, careful not to

make the slightest noise. The man

with the spade would be alert for

interruptions. He’d have no hesita-
tion in shooting first and looking
afterward.

Once Jerry stumbled over an in- -



visible rock. . The stone teetered and
made small, grinding sounds.
stopped and held his breath.

But the noise of digging con-
tinued. More and more hurriedly,
as though feverish patience were
being exhausted.

He went forward again, caught
himself at the edge of a tiny clear-
ing, and shrank back behind a tree
just in time.

A little hollow lay ahead; some-
thing like the one in which the
skeleton had been found. A large
rock, pointed at one end, slanted
over in an outcropping from the
ground. Under its overhang, a man
was digging furiously.

He made little, cursing sounds as
he thrust the keen edge of the col-
lapsible spade deeper and deeper
into the soft earth. His back was

turned to Jerry, and he paused-

eagerly over each spadeful as it came
up before he threw it away.

Once he straightened up, and
Jerry tensed. In the dim, reflected
light from the New York glow in
the sky, the white, flaxen head made
a pale circle.

Pinky Madden, escaped convict!

Though Jerry had expected as
much, his jaw went hard and lean.
- The man was a cold-blooded killer,
worse than a snake. He had deliber-
ately attempted to shoot him down,
and then, just as callously, had left
him to fry inside the burning boat.
If Jerry shot him, now, while he had
the chance, it would be only proper
retribution.

His finger tightened on the trig-
ger, relaxed.

Pinky suddenly uttered a muffled
exclamation. The spade fell to the
ground ; he dropped to his knees and
thrust his hands into the hole he had
dug. They came up, holding some-
thing.

Feverishly he brushed off clinging,
damp earth and embedded pebbles.
He held up his find, giggling and

He
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whining with a wild, repressed exul-
tation.

It was an oblong metal box, about
the size of one of the larger safe-
deposit boxes. From the looks of it,
rusted and pitted with clinging bits
of rock, it had been buried for a.con-
siderable period of time.

Pinky pressed- the box tight
against his body and swung around
to beat a hasty retreat. In his ex-
citement, he forgot the spade lying
close to the hole.

Jerry decided it was time for him
to take a hand. Gripping his gun a
bit more firmly, he started to step
out.

At that moment, however, from
the opposite side of the little clear-
ing, something moved. Pinky
whirled, and Jerry went back into
the shadows again, waiting.

The albino’s free hand slid upward
under his coat.

“I wouldn’t do that if I were you,”
grated a voice. Then a man stepped
down into the hollow, a gun very
steady in his left hand and his right
swinging stiffly in the flapping
sleeve of his coat.

His sharp, wizened face was
wreathed in a curious grin. “Hello,
Pinky; ain’t you glad to see me after
all these years?”

Pinky’s right hand fell away from
his coat, empty-handed. He stared
at the one-armed man as if he had
seen a ghost. His pinkish eyes
seemed to start out of his head; his
Adam’s apple bobbed jerkily up and
down.

“What’s the matter with you?” de-
manded the other irascibly. “Do I
look as bad as that?”

“Shorty White!” moaned the al-
bino. “You . . . you ain’t—"

“A ghost? Of course not.” The
one-armed man’s face twisted into a
harsh scowl. “Maybe I did lose a bit
of weight an’ me old trigger-handler
since you took orders from me; but
don’t go an’ be gettin’ any idees. I'm
just as quick as ever wid me left.”

AN
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“Sure, sure!” Pinky said swiftly.
“It was just the sight of you, after
all these years. I'm really glad to
see you again, Shorty. Me an’ the
-~ boys; we knew you skipped, but we
thought you was dead, by now.”

Shorty snarled. “Sure! I almost
- was. I took it on the lam when the
bulls got hot. I stowed away on a
boat.. How should I know it was
sailin’ for Australia! They fouund
me six days out, an’ the captain was
a hard case. One of his crew died,
an’ he needed another hand. Gave
me a choice—jail at the next port,
or work. I worked.” He grimaced.
“My arm got caught in some snaking
rope while it was blowing fit to kill.
The sawbones hadda cut the damn
thing off. I been around a lot, I kin
tell you.”

Pinky hugged the box tighter.
“Sure!” he said appeasingly. “It’s
been tough. The same fer us boys.
We been in stir all along, till Finn
an’ Spider an’ Slugs was able to cook
up an idea fer a get-away. It was
a cinch fer one—poison fer more. So
they picked on me.”

Shorty nodded. “Seein’ as how
you hid the ice. Me, I got back to

the Big Town only las’ week. When -

1 heard you busted outta stir, I says
to myself: ‘Shorty, one of the boys
is out, an’ it’s Pinky. Now, since
you was always a pretty smart guy,
Shorty, what does that mean?’ An’
I answered myself: ‘Pinky’s gonna
make a beeline for that there hot ice
he laid aside for us to cool. So, once
you find Pinky, you find the ice!’”
- The gangster grinned with a self-
satisfied air. “An’ sure enough—”"
“Now look,” cried Pinky. “Every-
thin’s on the up an’ up. We figgered
it out in stir. I was to uncover the
ice, divvy it into shares. Four fer
y’u whenever y’u came back, an’ one
fer eaeh of the rest of us. Honest I
was!”

Shorty’s eyes narrowed into bale-
ful slits. “You wouldn’t by any
chance, Pinky, have been fergettin’
my cut? Or even Spider’s an’ the
other boys up there in the Big
House?” S

“Where’d y'u get such an idea?”
Pinky cried virtuously.

The wizened face split into a
cruel grin. “Outta my own head,
Pinky,” he said softly. “’Cause
that’s just what I'm goin’ to do.”

Action followed with the speed of
lightning then. It came so fast that
Jerry, absorbed in the drama, was

“caught flat-footed.

Pinky’s hand was a blur as it dived
for his gun. It was halfway out
when Shorty’s automatic jerked in
his hand. The sound might have
been an automobile exhaust back-
firing, but Pinky erumpled and fell
heavily to the ground. The gun
bounced on the rock with a spang,
and the metal box rattled and jin-
gled as it smacked the dirt.

Jerry lunged forward. His mouth
opened in staccato command. Then
his foot caught under an exposed
root and he clutched desperately at
the tree trunk to save himself from
falling. ,

Shorty, bending .over the box,
straightened swiftly at the sound.
His gun jerked up. Jerry was off-
balance. He would never be able to
swing his own weapon around in
time.

A single shot sounded!

Jerry’s flesh quivered in anticipa-
tion of the rending impact. Then
he blinked. £

Shorty White spun on his heel
like a wobbling top. A look of
pained surprise widened his eyes.
For a moment they stared down
foolishly at the bright-red stain that
spread frothily over the small V of
his shirt. Then he coughed and a
flood of crimson peured from his

i
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lips. He fell, still wobbling, like a

slow-motion picture. As he hit the

ground he crumpled suddenly,
“What the devil!” exclaimed

Jerry.

A heavy-set, impeccably dressed

figure jumped nimbly down into the
hollow. The weird reflected glow
made little burnished lights dance
upon the metal in his hand. A wisp
of thin smoke drifted lazily into the
night.

CHAPTER VL

EXPOSE.

Jerry walked out, gripping his
automatic tightly, as though it had
frozen to his fingers,

“Thanks for the lift, Dr. Wil-
loughby. We've evened scores, now.”

The doctor swiveled like a ma-

rionette, his still smoking weapon
For a man of his

whipping up.
bulk he was curiously light on his
feet. He looked startled, suddenly
pale.

“Oh, it’s you, Case!” he said with
a relieved smile. “You frightened
me there. I thought for the moment
—er—this desperado had a friend to
take a pot shot at me. But what in
blazes are you doing here? I thought
you were quitting messing around
this infernal place.”

Jerry answered him with a grin.
“I have a very decided aversion to
being manhandled; the same as you,”
he said equably. “When I left you
I thought you were going to bed.
Your medical practice will suffer
from these nocturnal excursions,”

Dr. Willoughby said coldiy: “I
just saved a life. Medical practice
can go no further.”

“Right, doctor, and I appreciate it.
As I said before, now we're even.”

Wailloughby stooped, picked up
the box. He looked uneasily around
at the surrounding trees. “We'd

riedly.

~wooden arm would get me.
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better be moving, Case,” he said hur-
“These two birds may have
some of their accomplices lurking
about. We can notify the police
later.” :

Jerry spoke casually. “I suppose
you heard what this is all about.”

The doctor shook his head. “Not
a word. I just happened to blunder
in while the—er—fellow I shot was
lifting his gat. I recognized him at
once from your description as the
chap who tried to rub me out; so I
fired. You see, I couldn’t sieep.
The more I thought of it, the more
I was sure you were right: That
something was going on up here,
and that unless 7 got the jump, the
next time our friend with the
But
come on, we're wasting time.”
Jerry, however, didn’t seem in any
particular hurry. He stretched his
long legs lazily. “The albino per-
son,” he began with maddening
calm, “is Pinky Madden, just
escaped from Sing Sing where he
was serving a long stretch. The chap
with the wooden arm—a maost effec-
tive weapon, by the way—was Shorty
White. White was the leader, and
Pinky one of a former gang of
crooks who specialized in jewel rob-
beries. Ever hear of them before?”

“Never!” Dr. Willoughby snorted.
“As a man of science, I've had little
to do with that type of person. But
we're wasting time; if we—"

“Just a moment. I want you to
get the complete picture before we
go calling on Detective Flanders.
You see, Flanders broke up the gang
before they could get rid of their
accumulated loot. Pinky managed
to bury it before he was picked up.
Shorty White was the only one who
got away. He turned sailor through
no fault of his own. Pressing cir-
cumstances, you might say. In any

- event, he was a damn poor seaman,



for he was foolish enough to leave
an arm at sea.” :

“Spare me these biographies,”
begged the doctor. “I don’t like this
place as a lecture hall.”

Jerry didn’t seem to hear. He
seemed to have forgotten his gun
completely. It swung im a short,
rhythmic arc as he talked.

“Shorty finally got back to his old
haunts. He wanted those jewels des-
perately. But only Pinky knew
where they were. Then he heard
that Pinky Had escaped. Being a
smart leader, he put one and one to-
gether. In the underworld he lo-
cated Pinky’s hide-out. Then he
trailed him. Pinky intended double-
crossing his pals, still safely en-
sconced in stir. And Shorty wanted
the cache all for himself. Who made
that crack about honor among
thieves?” .

“New look here,” Willoughby
commenced angrily. “I'm—"

“Wait!” Jerry gestured restrain-
ingly with his gun. “I’'m coming to
the meat of the matter. Pinky made
a mistake the first night he dug. His
landmark was a hollow with a huge
rock. But he didn’t know the
W. P. A. had been cleaning up the
old park. They dumped a rock from
a rather dangerous stance on crum-
bling earth into a hollow. All that
Pinky found was an Indian skele-
ton.”

Willoughby stared. He seemed

surprised. “What’s that? An In-
dian?”

“Exactly! An original native son,
in fact. But tonight he found the

right spot—and his death as well.”
“Who’d have thought it!’ ex-
claimed Willoughby. “Now let’s go.”
“Bear.with me for another second.
That box you’ve got under your arm,
doctor. Know what’s inside?”
Willoughby stared down at it as
though seeing it for the first time.
‘ﬁNo !)’
“Jewels! .Loot of a dozen rob-
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beries. A clean hundred thousand
dollars’ worth.”

“I don’t believe it,” said the doctor
skeptically. “I’ll bet Pinky double-
crossed the others even before he
buried it. I’ll bet it’s full of pebbles.
When we get down to my house,
rn— :

“It’s #he McCoy,” Jerry assured
him. “Unless—the real leader of the
Shorty White gang already has
them in his possession.”

Willoughby looked startled. “Real
leader!” he echoed. “I don’t under-
stand. I thought you just said—"

“Shorty was the front for the
brains in the background. The man
higher up, who did none of the dirty
work, but who had the entree into
swanky homes and could put Shorty
and his men wise to locations and
exact layouts.”

Willoughby forgot his uneasiness.
He was interested. “Go on,” he said.
“Do you happen to know the name
of the unknown higher-up?”

“Of course,” Jerry told him casu-
ally. “The real leader is Dr. Luke
Willoughby.”

The doctor’s gun hand came up
fast. :

But Jerry’s weapon stopped short

in its slow arc. By a curious coinci- -

dence it was dead-centered on Wil-
loughby’s stomach. -

“Drop it!” he snapped.

Willoughby smiled. His eye
flicked past Jerry. “O. K., Joe, let
him have it.”

“An old trick—" Jerry started,
when a thick voice cut across his
words.

“A wise guy, huh! Td plug y'u
if there ain’t been enough noise al-
ready. But if y’u don’t let go that
gat—”

Jerry dropped his gun slowly. “It
looks as though you've won, Wil-
loughby.” :

The doctor beamed. “It looks that
way, doesn’t it? You're a smart
young chap, Case; but not smart

/
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enough. The same as Shorty and
Pinky. You might call the whole
thing a triple-triple cross. I also
heard that Pinky was out. I located
him through Joe and trailed him up
here. Your client Vann was, so to
speak, an innocent bystander. He
stumbled on Pinky while he was dig-
ging. Pinky lost his head and shot
him. Then he got scared and beat it.

“But I didn’t know Shorty was
back, or here on the same errand.
Shorty caught me unawares. He
was the only one who knew me.
Since my share of the swag was
three sevenths, he thought it was a
good time to get rid of me. He left
me for dead.” He fingered the box
complacently. “Now I’ve got enough
to keep me in clover for a while.”

He stepped forward swiftly, gun
clubbed. “Keep your gun on him,
Joe, while I bust wide that smart
skull of his. You’re right. Another
shot might bring the cops along.”

The gun butt glinted as he swung.

There was a fusillade of shots.
The top of Inwood Park seemed
torn to shreds.

Joe gave a short, choking cry. The
uplifted weapon went sailing in a
spinning arc. Dr. Willoughby looked
foolishly at the pumping blood that
spurted from his wrist.

The hollow was suddenly filled
with men.

“Good work, Case!” approved De-
tective Mike Flanders. “I couldn’t
have done better myself. We've al-
ways wondered about the fellow for
whom Shorty played dummy.
Shorty’s gang knew too damn much
about Park Avenue houses. Every-
thing’s hunkydory now. The swag
recovered, and that eminent heart
specialist, Dr. Willoughby, due for
a long, long stretch.” And, my boy,
there’s rewards of over ten grand
out.”

Jerry sat down weakly on the big
rock, Now that it was over, he felt
@ bit shivery. “Whew!” he gasped.
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“I never thought you'd get here in
time. Flanders,.
own job keeping Willoughby here
this long. I knew that Joe was
somewhere in the background.”

Flanders looked at his watch. “I’'m
right on the dot, like you said.
Twelve thirty.”

I had the devil’s

STREET & SMITH’S CLUES-DETECTIVE STORIES

Jerry lifted his wrist watch into
the light of the police torches. “I
see where there’s going to be a crimp
in my reward money.”

“What d’ya mean?” :

“T’ll have to buy you a good watch,
¥landers. Your ticker is five min-
utes slow.”

THE STORY TRAIL

Continued from page 94

is going to do—then what’s the use
_of reading the story? This story is
one that you won’t guess, unless
you're an extra-special Grade A
- _Aesser of detective plots!

Nat Schachner is another name
that detective readers are familiar
with. He’s been in our magazine on
quite a number of occasions, always
with a swell yarn. Whenever he has
-~ an unusually fine story, his first visit

is to our office—and it’s his last, for-

we usually grab the yarn and put it

~on our schedule at the earliest pos-

sible moment. His novelette, “Kill-
ers’ Night Out,” is in this issue,

We've really got a great issue
lined up for you next month, with
every story listed a real knock-out.

If you don’t agree with us, just con-
sider these titles and names, and
you'll realize that the slim dime you

have to pay for this magazine will
give you plenty of returns in the
May issue,

“First, we have “The Murder
Book,” which is a howling yarn by
Frank Gruber. It’s a complete novel,
every bit of it packed with tension
and excitement, and using for its
basis a most unusual racket, but one
that certainly exists, and has been
worked many times. Gruber, as you
have learned from his previous sto-
ries, has an odd method of bringing
to your attention things that are
pretty much out of the way, but
which prove doubly interesting
when you learn of them. “The Muz-
der Book” is one of these. A differ-
ent sort of crime; a different method,
and very different in the way it is
finally solved. Just as we are writ-
ing this, Gruber’s latest book, “The
French Key,” has been issued, and
reviews and sales reports are such
that undoubtedly it will be one of
the best-selling detective novels of
the year. And it won’t be long be-
fore you see it made into a2 movie—

Today's outstanding hit in mystery fiction, THE SHADOW.,

is the creation of Maxwell Grant.

Twice a month, in THE

SHADOW MAGAZINE, 10 cents a copy. a book-length novel
featuring this most unusual character, plus ofher stories and

~ features. I¥'s at your newsstand now; get your copy today!




another to be added to Gruber’s list
of pictures made from his detective
characters.

Following the novel, we have two
novelettes. One of them, “Voice of
the Robot,” is by Robert C. Black-
mon. Blackmon gets a tang and
bang into his stories that is hard to
duplicate. They are not rip-roaring,
gun-blasting episodes; but they are
the kind of yarns that make you
want to read on and on until you
find yourself at the end, seeing, at
the last moment, the explanation of
a clever plot. “Voice of the Robot”
is even better than the usual Black-
mon yarn.

You probably all remember “I
Want to Burn!” the novel which
Theodore Tinsley wrote for us in
the March issue. We knew that
would go over splendidly, and it
did! Even though the issue has
been on sale only a week at the time
of this writing, we already have a
bundle of enthusiastic letters about
this story. That’s why we feel so
enthusiastic over the novelette, “The
Living Corpse,” which we give you
in the next issue. It's a honey of a
yarn, and it opens (we'll let you in
on this much of it, anyway) with
the finding of a dead body in—of all
places!—an undertaking establish-
ment! What's wrong with that?
That’s the place where you’d expect
to find dead people, isn’t it? Sure.
But this dead body wasn’t there for
embalming; in fact, it wasn’t sup-
posed to be there at all. That’s how
the story starts—and boy, wait until
you read how it ends!

One of the nicest evenings we've
had in a long time came recently
when, together with Maxwell Grant,
author of The Shadow novels which
appear in the Street & Smith maga-
zine of that name, and Frank Gruber,
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pages of night fishing thrills, Shows
the Powerlite and other Delta electrie
lanterns, Write for this book. Freel,
DELTA EI.ECTRIO COMPANY

Marion, Indiana
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Car Owners! Meet Master Glaze—the sensationally different
luster for new and used cars! Not a waX——not an oil polish
—not a paint!—nothing that “‘smears’” over the surface.
MASTER GLAZE is a]lquue dlscovery—]—'a cGreamy l}ilquziid
—quick and easy to apply! Gives a hard,
AGENTS glass-likesurface. Even gasolinecannot dull
An unasual | jt} Lasts six months toa year! Amazing
opportunity! { Juster—beautiful, sparkling clean and bril-

Quick, flashy § }iant! Doesn’t finger-mark—doesn’t smear!
demonstrator. § A match box full glazes an entire car. Seals
Big profits. § the pores—protects! NOTHING LIKE IT !

Good territory. SAMPLE Write now for FREE
Write today! FREE Offer! LET and FREE TRIAL OF-
Just send your name and address. Write

MASTER GLAZE CO.. 7720-145W. Harwood Ave., Milwaukee, Wis.

TRAIN FOR

tion.
Get training first, then psyp tuition later.

LEARN BY DOING e ——
12 WEEKS " -
TRAINING

earnwhile H.C.Lewis,Pres.,
Coyne Electncal s:hool, Dept 40-11.
500 S. Paulina St., Chicago.

TOLD IN PICTURES

- The SHADOW, America's most popular
mystery character, and
IRON MUNRO

Adventures in a new universe.

DOC SAVAGE

The adventures of the Man of Bronze. v

FRANK MERRIWELL

America’s most beloved sport character.

NICK CARTER
The super sleuth
now in the movies.
And many others.
Now appearing in
full - color pictures

in

SHADOW COMICS
ALL NEW COMICS

NOT REPRINTS
10c PER COPY

Become an...
EXPERT

OOKKEEPER

Bookkeeping offers many jobs — opens way to even
tetter opportunities. New method — expert, modern,
inexpensive. Practical job method — you learn quickly,
easily, by doing. No experience necessary — we train
from ground up. You study at home, in spare time: Writa
for full information and special terms,
l-aSaIle Extension University Dept. 365-H
A Corresp Institut Chicago, il

who is one of our regular writers
(another yarn of his is in the next
issue!) we took part in judging a
“mystery night” contest at Fort
Hamilton, Brooklyn. Several New
York police officials were also
judges. The unusual entertainment
was planned for the benefit of a
church building fund, and was a tre-
mendous success. Several thousand
people were in attendance, and al-
most a thousand solutions to the
“mysteries” ‘presented there were
given the judges. After the contest
was over, all of us who took part in
the judging were open for questions
regarding stories, ‘mysteries, detec-
tive practices, and so on. For a
while, it looked as if we were going
to stay there for three weeks—so
many people were asking questions.
But luckily, Maxwell Grant is an ac-
complished nfagician, having ap-
peared on the stage with the great-
magicians of the past as well as pres-
ent, and he started doing a few tricks
which got the audience very much .
interested, and luckily, occupied un-
til it was too late to ask any more -
questions.

It was good fun, though—and we
met many of our readers personally.

NEW EXCITEMENT!

for stories that will make your blood
race through your veins, giving you ac-
tion, excitement, and mystery,” ask your
news dealer for Street & Smith's latest,
MYSTERY Magazine, filled with stories
that are as interesting as they are un-
usual. ‘Every issue includes a complete
novel, novelettes and other features, all
complete, all top-notch quality stories.
Get the habit—every month—of reading

STREET & SMITH'S

MYSTERY

MAGARAZINE

10 Cents—Everywhere

S
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DIDY'T DREAM HE COULD LEARY
MUSIC WITHOUT A TEACHER

Surprised to Find
He Could PLAY!

ES, just like thousands of others, who
thought music was hard, this man got the

surprise of his life when he tried this easy way
to learn music at home. And no wonder! In-
stead of months of tedious study and practice, he
found himself actually playing real tunes in the
very first few weeks!

But read this unsolicited letter for yourself :

“I didn’'t even dream that I could actually learn
to play without a teacher, because I had always
heard that it couldn’t be done. I couldn’'t afford a
teacher so I didn’t think it would do me any harm
to take your course.

“When I received the lessons I took the instan-
taneous note finder and struck the notes right off.
You can imagine my surprise when after three or
four weeks I found that I could actually play real
tunes.

“Now, when I play for people they will hardly be-
lieve that I learned to play so well with just a
correspondence course in so short a time. I am
getting to the point where even the hardest music
holds ne terrors for me.”

(Signed) * H. C. 8., Calif.

Read How Thousands Have Learned to Play Their
Favorlte Instruments! Free Proof that You can Too

= :;lay‘s 2(;! Igﬁdloou o Which instrument would you like to pl‘l“ The
i thur l\)v%eks 1 haveybeen &) piano, violin, guitar, saxophone, accordion ?
the air over our local radio Never mind if you don’t know one note from
station. So thanks to your another. Don’t worry about ‘“talent.” And for-
institution for such a won- get all you have ever heard about tedious study
d""f’il“"““”e and practice. Here’s proof you can learn quickly
in spare time at home—without a teacher, at
amazingly little cost.
It’s easy as A-B-C. It’s FUN! You learn to play
by pltumu If interested,- ﬂond at once for the
Free Print and Picture Sample that shows HOW
and the handsome illustrated booklet that gives
complete information. Just mail the ecoupon.
(Instruments supplied when needed, cash or
credit.) U. S. SCHOOL of MUSIC, 3593 Bruns-
wick Bldg., New York, N. Y

Forty-second Year (Est. 1898)

Alabama.

Wouldn’t Take $1000 for Course
The lessons are so simple that
anyone can understand them. I
have learned@ to play by note in
a little more than a month. I
wouldn’t take a thousand dol-
]asrs for my course.

E. A. Kansas City, Mo. [T—FREE PRINT & PICTURE SAMPLE—
U. 8. School of Music, 3593 Brunswick Bldg., N.Y.C.
I I am interested in music study, particularly in the
instrument indicated below. Please send me your I
I free illustrated booklet, “How to Learn Music at
Home'’ and your illustrated Print and Picture Sample. ‘
I (Do you have instrument. )
Piano  Mandolin Trombone ‘Piano Accordion
The mii;yert%nl{gl«liiecr‘?tmg vl Violin  Saxophone Banjo Plain Accordion I
ous  lessons are explained is Guitar  Clarinet Ukulele Hawaiian Guitar
very helpful as well as inter- Cello Trumpet Cornet Other Instrument l
esting. It makes one feel that Name e TR St E T
the explanation is being given l
in person. l Street .5 v i3 SR .
i : ¥ . *W. W., Florida. City. = l
c pupus names on request. | oo
Pictures posed by Professional models. iy Eeﬁlﬂ“’k_‘“_* AunieaieTe ‘“’“_ )



YEA H’s su RVE SLED DOGS...YEAR'S SUPPLY OF SLOW-BURNING CAMEL
CIGARETTES ACCOMPANY ADMIRAL BYRD TO ANTARCTIC
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IF YOU WERE LEAVING TODAY for the
Antarctic, you'd make sure you picked the
right brand of cigarette. The men on the
Antarctic expedition took Camels! Rear
Admiral Richard E. Byrd, commanding,
explained: “Slow-burning Camels are a
great favorite with us. You can be sure
we have plenty.” Camels are made from
finer, more expensive tobaccos. They give —
you extra mildness, extra coolness, and
extra flavor—plus extra smoking in every
pack. (See below.)

Copr.,1940, R.J. ReynoldsTob. Co., Winston-Salem,N.C.

‘““MORE PLEASURE PER PUFF .. MORE PUFFS PER PACK”... In,recentla@oratorftests, CAMELS burned
That’s how these three members of the U. S. Antarctic expedi- Zrih% ”;”:’hé' lthan E*‘el’;{VEf*;’ge °§ e 13
tion tell of the advantages of their favorite cigarette...slow- ooty arges;‘;e_‘:i w:ntl:a:xestt:zy
burning Camels. Richard Moulton, senior dog-driver (center), of hom Lt
sums up when he says: “Slow burning is my measure of a means, on the av-
milder, cooler, more flavorful smoke. I'd sledge a mile for a erage, a smoking
Camel.” Try Camels. Find out for yourself how slow-burning plus equal to B
Camels give you more pleasure per puff and more puffs per .
pack —more actual smoking (see right). 5 EXTRA
| SMOKES
o R
FOR MILDNESS, COOLNESS, AND FLAVOR P;ACKVI
— SLOW-BURNING COSTLIER TOBACCOS aCh
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