ALL STORIES
COMPLETE

TECTIVE

MAG“AII‘N E

\

CLAWS 0+ 722 CONDOR

4y OSCAR SCHISGALL

FRAMED /~ GUILT

4y ERLE STANLEY GARDNER

g —.

7°MURDER CURE

4y FREDERICK NEBEL




Send a Name

TWINS!

FOR THE

You Will Get $350.00

for the name you send, should it, in the judges”
opinion, be the one best suited to these twin
babies. Write the name you suggest plainly on
the coupon, any piece of paper, or on a post-
card, with your own name and addres Tse
pencil or pen. Style, handwriting or neatn «
not count. Itis the name you suggest that will
be judged. Think of the best name you can and
mail it at once.

BE PROMPT! | Will Send You a
$100.00 Cash Certificate At Once!
Send your name for the Twins promptly—to
make it worth while to act at once, if your
answeris postmarked not later than three days
after you read this announcement, I will send
you a certificate entitling you to $100.00 extra
in cash, should the judges award you the
$350.00 prize for naming the Twins.

53502

I want the best name I can find for these beautiful,
charming TWIN babies. Look at the two lovely, little,
happy faces and think of a good name for them—the
most suitable name you can imagine. Youngsters like
these deserve the best, and I will pay $350.00 cash for
the most appropriate suggestion. What would you call
them? You may be thinking of a winning answer this
very minute. Send the best name you know for these
handsome twins. It may })ut $350.00 cashin your pocket.
There is NOTHING MORE TO DO—nothing at all.

CASH WILL BE
PAID JUST FOR
A NAME!!!

Name the Twins Send a name—any name
THAT;S ALL' that you think is a good

| ] s one. Look at the Twins’
pictures and pick out a name you like. It may be a
name for each baby, such as “Bob and Betty”, or a
descriptive name, such as_‘““Two Darlings”, or a
catchy one like “Two of a Kind”. Now, think! The
first one that comes into your mind may bring you
%{Z(:;%OO cash. So—think fast, then mail your suggestion

Send Your Answer Promptly and You Will Also Qualify for the Opportunity to

WIN #3750.00 CASH 25.%53505'05 cash

FREE
ASTROLOGY

READING

from your birth date
What do the stars say? T will §3w

esting and inspiring in plan-
ning for the future, and it
may help bring success un-
der the guidance of Your
Lucky Stars. Amazing read-
ing sent Free. Mail coupon!

-—just your answer.

Dept. 13

This huge prize is entirely separate from the
$350.00 cash offered above. Just sending a
name for the Twins will qualify you in a won-
derful offer where I will give a cash prize of
$3750.00. You may win $350.00 just for sending I DiaNA DALE Propucrts, Dept., 13
a name, antlzll you migﬁ\t as well win $3750.00
more as well, when the opportunity is yours. 4.2 2 ;
NAME THE TWINS! A couple of minttes of | L1 is mY suggestion for a name:
quick thinking may bring $350.00 to you. Think
T— then rush your answer. Doit today — I

not later than February 28, 1933. Duplicate prizes

will be awarded in case of ties. SEND NO MONEY

SEND COUPON TODAY

Rock Island, Ill.

—at once! $100.00 cash paid extra for

send you a FREE scientific - "
rcadingfof what the Fturs being prompt! l Name.
predict for you if you fillin =
D iyhirthisy date onithe Read the Simple Rules
coupon when you send a Only one name may be submitted by one person. AdATessS oo
name for the Twins. You Only one member of a family may send a name.
will find this forecast inter- $350.00 cash paid for the name selected by the
i : judges as the best. Answers must be postmarked Foums S e RESE Rl

I My birth date is

DIANA DALE PRODUCTS
Rock Island, lil.

& Dalg I 7ad Your offer ccevsio i cnvvnancs




IM Send My First Lesson ,

It Shows HowEasy it is
to Learn at Home

Made $19,000 More
in Radio

‘I can safely say that I
have made $10,000 more
in Radio than I would
have made if I had con-
tinued at my old job.”

VICTOR L. 0SGOOD,

St. Cloud Ave,,
West Orange, N. Jo

Jumped from

to uoo.oo' a Week

‘‘Before I entered Ra-
dio I was mnkmg $35 al
week. I d $100 i
one_ week semcing and
selling Radios. I owe my
success to N. R. 1. Y

A. VAUGHN,
Grand Radlo & App. Co.,
3107 8. Grand Blvd.,

St. Louis, Mo,

G;oo Extra in
6 Months

““In looking over
records I find I made 5500
in my spare time in six

months, y _best week
brought me $107. I have

ggg one regret {egaﬁg;ng over 15 years old. Fin

o taken it. ione Raan without the slightest obligation. ACT
HOYT MOORE,
R. R. 3, Box 919, 2
I is, Ind. Radio Institut

BIG PAY,

Clip the coupon and mail it. I'm so sure I cani
train you at home in your spare time for a big
pay job in Radio that I'll send you my first les-
son free. Examine it, read it, see how clear and
easy it is to understand. Then you will know why
many men with less than a grammar school edu-
cation and no technical experience have become
Radio Experts and are earning two to three times
their former pay as a result of my training.

Many Radic Experts Make
$50 to $100 a Weck

about ten years the Radio Industry has grown from

32 000 000 to hundreds of millions of dollars. Over 300.

bs have been created by this grow! and thou-

sands more will be created by its continued development,

Many men and young men with the right training—the

kind of training I give you in the N.R.I. course—have

stt}pged into Radio at two and three times their former
salaries,

Get Ready Now for Jobs i.ike These
Broadcasting stations use engineers, operators, station

managers, and pay up to $5,000 a year. Manurs,cturers
continually employ testers, inspectors, foremen, en

neers, service men, buyers, for jobs paying up to $6, 000
a year. Radio Operators on ships enjoy life, see the
get good pay

world, with board and lodging free, and
besides. Dea.lers and Jobbers employ service men, sales-
men, pay_up to $100 a week.
My book wlls \ou about !.hese and many other kinds of
interesting Radio jobs.

Many Make $5, $10, 815 a Week Extra
in Spare Time, Almost at Once

The day you enroll with me I send you material which
you should master quickly for doing 28 Radio jobs
common in most every neighborhood, for spare-timea
money. Throughout your course I send you information
for servlcmg popular makes of sets! I give you the ng
and ideas that have made $200 to $1,000 a year for
N.R.I. men in their spare time. My course is famous
as the course that pays for itself,

Television, Short Wave, Talking Mov-
ies, Money Back Agreement Included

Special trai in Talking Movies, Television,
and Homa Television experiments, Short Wave
Radio, Radio’s use in_ Aviation, Servicing and
Merchandising Sets, Broadcasting, Commercial
and Ship Stations are included am so sure
that N.R.I. can train you satisfactorily that I
will agree in writing to refund every penny of
your tuition if you are not satisfied with my
Lesson and Instruction Service upon completion,

You Don’t Risk a Penny

Mail the coupon now. In addition to the sam-
ple lesson, I send my book, h Rewards in
Radio.”” It tells you where the good jobs are in Radio,
what they pay, tells you about my course, what others
who have_ taken it are doing and making. This offer is
free to_all residents of the United States and Canada
d out what RJN%%V loﬂers you

J. E. Smith, President
Dept. 3AK7, Washington, D. C,

The famous Course That Pays For ltself

FREE

-SPECIAL Radio Equlpment
for Broad Practical Experience!
Given Without Extra Charge|

My Course is not all theory. I'll show you
how to use my special Radio Equipment for
conducting experiments and building cir-
cuits which illustrate important principles
used in such well known sets as Westing~
ouse, General Electric, Philco, R. C. A., Victor,
Majestic, and others. You work out with your own
na.nds many of
ks.

like this shows up in your pay
envelope—when you graduate
you have had training and
experience—you’re not sim-
ply looking for a job
where you can xet, ex-

perience

With N.R.I._equipment you learn to build and
thoroughg understand set testing equipment—yow
can use N.R.I, equipment in your spare time serv-
ice work for extra money.

Lhave Joghiod
triple the

ies of
Find out al:a‘:)ug
this tested way

FILL OUTAND MAIL
THIS COUPD

J. E. SMITH, President
National Radio Institute, Dept. 3AK7
Washington, D. C.

I want to take advantage of your offer.
Send me your Free Sample and your
book, ‘‘Rich Rewards in Radio.”” I under-
stand this request does mot obligate me.

NAME socovcrnnnsnns
ADDRESS...ettestsccsssctssscasenseansen
CITY..eveeecsrecsecssese STATE..

ceee
>




TECTIVE

MAGAZINE

EVERY STORY COMPLETE EVERY STORY NEW

Vol. 4 CONTENTS for JANUARY, 1933 Neo. 3

THRILLING MYSTERY-ACTION NOVELETTE

Draw back in fear from the

Claws of the Condor Oscar Schisgall 8

For terror talons—even at a quiet hearthside—can swoop to a crimson kill.

GRIPPING STORY OF A REWARD MASTER AND THE LAW

Coppers and canvases can both be

Framed in Guilt—A Dane Skarle Story............ Erle Stanley Gardner 35

‘When a sleight-of-hand expert decides to turn a shakedown into a handout.

TWO TENSE NOVEL-LENGTH DETECTIVE TALES

Take
The Murder Cure—A Cardigan Story......coeoeeeeeceeec Frederick Nebel 60

With that big dick from the Cosmos Agency and watch him prescribe lead pills for a killer.

Turn your radio’s danger dials as

Death Tunes In. oo e 0 o Maxwell Hawkins 79

And broadcasts through a murder microphone over Station KXXY.

COMPLETE MYSTERY-HORROR NOVELETTE

Stare in dread as

The Body in the Crypt H. M. Appel 98

Rises from coffined stiffness to parade the storm-swept lake shore.

Now read how well we know

It’s Up to Us Editor 121
To keep this ace of all detective-story ines at the top—and what we’re going to do about it!
Cover—""He Crouched—Blazing Revolver in Hand".......... William Reusswig

From “Claws of the Condor.”

Watch for the February Issue On the Newsstands January 7th

Published every month by Popular Publications, Inc., 2256 Grove Street, Chicago Illinois. Editorial and executive offices
205 East Forty-second Street, New York City. Harry Steeger, President and Secretary, Harold S. Goldsmith, Vice Presi-
dent and Treasurer. Entered as second class matter Feb, 26, 1932, at the Post Office at Chicago, Ill., under the Act of March
3, 1879. Title registration pending at U. S, Patent Office. Copyrited 1932 by Popular Publications, Inc. Single copy price 10c.
Yearly subscriptions in U. S, A. $1.00. For advertising rates address Sam J. Perry, 205 E. 42nd St., New York, N. Y. When
submitting manuscripts, kindly enclose sufficient postage for their return if found unayvailable. The publishers cannot accept

responsibility for return of unsolicited manuscripts, although a1l care will be exercised in handling them,



Larry Cempbell : it < s 7 L4 =
Student of L 3 i ave
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PRYOR = Z SR 4 :

Larry Campbell came to Geo;ge Jowett for
belp when he was 20 years old and we?g
only 110 pounds—a weak, underdeveloped
stripling. TODAY be is a perfect physical
specimen—a strong man who has won many
strength competitions.

» | Guarantee To Add At Least..,

INCHES TO INCHES TO IN THE WORLD SHOW YOU THE WAY!
YOUR CHEST YOUR BICEDRS His free book is included with your

£ 3 order. It describes his rise from
...oritwon't cost you one cent! Signed: GEORGEF. JOWETT a puny boy to one of the world’s

LET THE MAN with the STRONGEST ARMS

: strongest athletes with a chest meas-

‘x THAT 1 did for Larry Campbell —I am sure I can do for ure of 49 inches and an 18 inch bicep!
you! I wish you could see Larry in action today—a per- His book explains why he is called

fect example of my weight resistance method—the only method “Champion of Champions”—and

that gives the true weight lifting muscles. I've seen Larry lift there is a “thrill” in &

more than 225 pounds overhead with one hand—and Larry is every page! ¢

only one of hundreds of my pupils who have excelled as >

strength athletes.

I want to tell you fellows—there’s something about this“strong
man’s business” that gets you=—thrills you! You’ll get a great
kick out of it—you’ll fairly see your muscles grow=—and in no
time at all, you too will be doing the one-arm-press with a
150 pound weight!

All I want is a chance to prove to you that I can add 3 inches
to YOUR chest and 2 inches to each of YOUR biceps. Those
skinny fellows that are discouraged are the men I want to work
with. T'll build a strong man’s body for them and do it quickly.
And I don’t mean cream-puff muscles either=—you will get real,
genuine, invincible muscles that will make your men friends
respect you and women admire you!

Test my full course, if it does not do all I say=-and I will let
you be the judge—then it won’t cost you one penny, even the
postage you have spent will be refunded to you. ]

I want you to send for one of my test courses NOW!

“Moulding a Mighty Chest”” A Complete Course for only 25¢

It will be a revelation to you. You can’t make a mistake. The guaranty of
the strongest man in the world stands behind this course. I give all the secrets
of strength illustrated and explained as you like them. In 30 days you can get
a mighty back and a Herculean chest. Mail your order now while you can still
get this course at my introductory price of only 25c.

1 will not limit you to the chest. I can develop any patt or all of your body.
Try any one of my test courses listed in the coupon at 25¢. O, try all six of

Drawing of
GEORGE F. JOWETT
by PRYOR

‘BOOK WITH PHOTOS;

JOWETT INSTITUTE
of PHYSICAL CULTURE:

- George F. Jowett: Your proposie
“tton Tooks. Food ta. Mo Bona by
return mall, prepaid, the courses
checked below for which.I am en-
closing______
[ Moulding & Mighty Arm, 25¢
{0 Moulding & Mighty Back, 25¢
Moulding a Mighty Grip, 25¢
Moulding a Mighty Chest, 25¢
Moulding Mighty Legs, 25¢

them for only $1.00. |4 Norves of Steely Strong Man StuntMadeEasy, 360
Rush the Coupon Today [y All 6 Bocks for $1.00. :

Mail your order now and I will include a FREE COPY of “NERVES OF Include FREE Buok “Nerves of Stecl, Muscles Like Irp™
STEEL, MUSCLES LIKE IRON”. It is a priceless book to the strength fan
and muscle builder. Full of pictures of marvelous bodied men who tell you Name Age
decisively how you can build symmetry and strength the equal of theirs.
Reach out=—=Grasp This Special Offer. Address,
O P e e R ey,
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WASHES-ZZEIAS-POLISHES
f & \l - t § ’
in one gperation!
NOW—A NEW WAY TO WASH CARS. Gyro Turbine
Brush—the sensational new invention—actually makes car
awashing a pleasure! Saves time, labor and money. Elim-
inates chamois, soap, and spray. No more scrubbing and
heaving. No more messy, bothersome, hard labor. Gyro
cleans cars without hard physical effort in less than 15
minutes easy, pleasant work.
No wonder agents are finding this new
device a whirlwind seller, Autoists,
garages, gas stations, auto laun-
dries, fleet owners, service sta-
tions, etc., buy on sight. More
than ever auto owners are
saving money and washing
their own cars—that’s why
Gyro agents are steadily
increasing their profits.

A Tremendous |
Market! |

_ Not only does Gyro wash
cars quicker, easier and bet-
ter, but it is just as conve-
nient for washing down out-
side walls, windows, screens,
porches, ete. Sells to home
owners everywhere. House-
wives find Gyro an invaluable
2id. Strong, binding guarantee
of satisfaction protects customers
and agents.

AGENTS!

5 Here’s & real seller. Profits assured by unique dem-
onstration foatures and scientific selling plans.  Excep-
tionally large earnings reported by agents everywhere, Big
gro‘;ﬁ&s {r;ag%m gvioesueorg stlﬂa. Onlﬂy: 1‘ 0 bru:?xeuda day l':m lx)let

0 .50— .00 clear profit for a six- week. e~
8irable ferritories still open. .

Write or wire for full details of this splendid money-making
opportunity. Full facts and attractive proposition FREE.
For fast action mail the coupon below.

Works
By

Water

Pressure

The Gyro Brush harnesses the ferrific
power of water pressure. Water from
an ordinary garden hose runs through
the handle of the Gyro, and revolves the
center brush at @ speed of more ihan 1,000
revolutions per minute. This powerfgl reg)lv;i;g l\;:g:];ea
INSTANTLY removes all dirt, mud an (]

<traffic Alm.”” It cleans cars SPOTLESSLY CLEAN. §
Yet it is guaranteed never to mar or scratch the finest
surface. Can be used on any finish—Duco, lacquer, etc.
Soft, velvety outside brush prevents the water from
splashing or dripping, and acts as a chamols ax_zd cleaner
in one. Gyro mot only washes, cleans and polishes, bui
it prolongs and beautifies the car finish as well.

GYRO BRUSH CO., Dept. J-61,
Bloomfield, N. J.

Rush special proposition and complete details of your
money making opportunity FREE. Also reserve territory
for me.

Name

P. 0. Addres

State

Canadian Agents write to Gyro Brush Co,, of Canada, 110 Dundas 8t., London, Ont., Canad



11 ALLURING BEAUTY NEEDS
All Full Sized Nationally Advertised Prodm:ts

u

BAREE LIP ROUGE

“PLUS POSTAGE

COMPLETE

*11™ WoRTH of TOILET ReauiSITES 98 .

Each and every item is of selected ingredients.
Guaranteed to be pure. The BAREE name
stands for quality. The BAREE name has been
before pubhc for many years. FEach and every
package is 1 size as nationally advertised.
Most any item included in this sensational
combination of 11 pieces alone costs what we
h.:e for the eleven alluring beauty needs offered

This is a get-acquainted offer. We want to
make new friends. We want you to try our
5:.«!1;:: B‘:\ a_bargain price and l‘»l;convmced

t REE preparations are
should always use.

Your Guarantee
Each article is guaranteed a3 repre-
sented and to please or you may return
purchase and we will refund your money.

SEND NO MONEY

IF YOU DO NOT CARE TO DE-
STROY COVER OF MAGAZINE
SEND YOUR ORDER ON PLAIN
PAPER. Drop coupon in envelope and
mail to us. Your package containing the
11 alluring beauty needs will be sent by
return mail. Pay postman 98c, plus
postage. Clip coupon today—NOW.

PREFERRED TOILETRIES, Inc., Suite 112, 150 Nassau St New York, NY. 4

PREFERRED TOILETRIES, INC., 112
150 Nassau Street, New York, N. Y.

Send the 11 beautiful packages contain-
ing regular full size Baree beauty
descnbed pon arrival I will pay post-

n 98¢, Dl p ostage. I can return and
zet money ba.ck if' T am not satisfied.

Shade of Face Powder..c.ovuvnsn
Orders from Canada and foreign egnntrln

-—————--
z
»
-
®

must contain M. 0. for $1.5

5



The head engineer of a great automobile research labora-
tory said in a recent public statement that it is possible to
get 450 miles from one gallon of gas IF we can find some
way to get ALL of the power from the gas!

Hereis Good News for Auto OwnersEverywhere

An lllinois inventor has patented a new idea gas saver and engine oiler that
will perhaps prove the greatest MONEY-SAVER to car owners ever perfected.
It is a combination gas saver and inside engine oiler. It is entirely NEW. There
is nothing else like it. It SAVES gas. It SAVES oil. It gives the engine MORE
power and FASTER speed. It is low priced. It is easy to attach. It fits all
autos. Also all trucks, tractors, motorcycles, taxis and aeroplanes. Also all
stationary engines.

New Fords report up to 40 miles on one gallon, old Fords 77, Chevrolets 32,
Plymouths 34. Other Makes up to 35. It SAVES more than the new tax.

It is guaranteed to save 10% to 50% every time you drive. The inventor will
allow you a 10 days trial on your own car with an unqualified money-back
guarantee. No risks to you.

AGENTS, SALESMEN, DEALERS, DISTRIBUTORS WANTED

He also wants NEW Users, Boosters, Agents, Salesmen, Dealers, Distributors,
General Agents everywhere to make $100.00 to $1,000.00 a month introducing
it. 100% to 230% profits are allowed.

Send in your name and address today for full and complete particulars free.
No obligation to you. Use Coupon below and mail in 3c envelope. Or just
send your name and address on a lc postal card if you prefer. Either will do.
He even offers to send one free to introduce. Hurry and write in today, sure.

Address
NEW GAS SAVER—

ENGINE OILER PATENT
B-156 Street—Next to City Hall—Wheaton, il

FILL OUT AND MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY

ONE MAN GETS §
77 MILES ON 1
GALLON OF GAS
Just imagine getting
77 miles from one
gallon with a new gas

saver like reported by
G. 'W. Williams of

Okla Eyen one-half - m EE N EE N B G Em o mm Ew o aw e me oaw
sl :‘:,'_‘ NEW GAS SAVER—ENGINE OILER PATENT, !
ting. B-156 St.—Next to City Hall, Wheaton, 1llinois. i

Please send me full and complete particulars en- i

tirely free of your FREE Gas Saver—Engine Oiler 1

offer. No obligation. 1

NANE S e e o e i

i

ABDRESS T dnn T St e CAR - s 1



Give me your measure and
Pl PROVE You Can Have
a Body like Mine !

NOTE: No othert

I’LL give you PROOF in 7 DAYS that I can Physical Instructor }
turn you, too, into a man of might and . : B
muscle. Let me prove that I can p\%t layers inethe World has§

ever DARED make §

of smooth, supple, powerful muscles all over your
body. such an offer!

If you are underweight Tl add the pounds
where they are needed and, if you are fat in any
epots, I'll show you how to pare down to fighting trim. i

And with the big muscles and powerful, evenly-developed
body that my method so quickly gives you, I'll also give
you through-and-through health—health that digs down
into your system and banishes such things as constipation,-
pimples, skin: blotches and the hundred-and-one like
conditions that rob you of the good times and the good
things of life.

Here’s All You Do!

Just jot down your name and address on the coupon
. below, mail it to me—and I'll send you, absolutely free, &
‘copy of my new book, ‘Everlasting Health and
| Strength.”” It reveals the secrets that changed me from
2 97-pound, flat-chested weakling into a husky fellow who
won the title of ‘“The World’s Most Per=
fectly Developed Man’’ against all come
i ers! And it shows how I can build you into
. an **Atlas Champion’’ the same easy way,
i * I haven't any use for apparatus; I don’t
dose you or doctor you, Dynamic-Ten=
sion is all I need. It's the natural, tested
method for developing real men inside and
out. It distributes added pounds of pow-
erful muscles over your body, gets nd of
surplus fat, and gives you the vitality,
strength and pep that win you the admira~
tion of every woman and the =t
any man.

Holder of the title:

“The World’s Most Perfectly Devel
oped Man” —won in international
contest against ALL strong men will
ing to compete with him.

Charies
Atlas- AS

r--—--------— L
. emy CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 83-I,
133 East 23rd Street, New York City.

1 want the proof that your system of Dye
namic-Tension will make a glsew Man of
m ve me a healthy, husky body and big
muscle development. ~ Send me_your free
book, *Everlasting Health and Strength.’:

Gamble a 2¢ Stamp=ToProve
I Can Make YOU a New Man!

Gamble a 2¢ stamp today by malling the coupon for 2
freeco] olmybookﬂ.b'Emlaatingﬂnlthnndﬁtrength.'f
you all out my spe Dynamic-Tension
method, and what it has done to make big-muscled men
out of run-down specimens. It shows you, from actual
momg.dmvm I have dev;‘elopod my puplls to the same
hat my system did Tor e, and those hundred of others 1t ean

do for 't kees
o B s et wet Te5 §2 i 38 o 60 pweast of s mam you

I L e e e s
n on the couf ‘mai
CHARLES ATLAS, Dept.s3.i, 188 East 28rd Street, New York City.

Nm"iéie'akb'éﬂh'z'dfﬁh'ﬁe"'"")'"""'

AGAIESS. c.overeescstacatscecrsscscscecsce

CltTereeresectscstcocseee BtatOecccececes
© 1932 C.A.Ltd,



Claws
of the

Condor

07
Oscar Schisgall

Author of “The Hooded Terror,” etc.

McKane had come unscathed from
the jungles of Brazil with bis cargo
of snarling beasts. Come only to be
struck down in a welter of crimson
on his own quiet hearthside. What
terror talons had left their bloody
mark? Or had some human bird of
prey swooped to the kill?

CHAPTER ONE

The Beast King

HEN Charlie Codwell swung off

‘;‘/ the train at Parthenon, with a

gladstone in his hand, he knew
he was plunging into trouble. It was in-
evitable, and so he faced it stoically.

“After all,” he had reasoned with his
partner, Stacy Trent, that morning, “that’s
what we criminal lawyers are for. We're
supposed to push our heads into other
people’s troubles, and to keep them out
of jail.”

“But this,” the gray-haired Trent had
assured him, “won’t be a criminal case,
Charlie.”

“How do you know?”

“Jordan McKane has too much sense
and money to become involved in any-
8
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thing crooked. You know who he is,
don’t you?”

“Of course. Big-game hunter. I've
seen him in the roto sections of the Sun-
day papers many—"

“Exactly. I've known him a good many
years. You’ll probably find he wants to



He cupped the tiny flame, tensely examined
the Brazilian.
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Dime Detective Magazine

discuss something pretty commonplace.”

“Listen,” Charlie had grunted, “Jordan
McKane certainly didn't telephone for a
criminal lawyer to travel ninety miles out
of New York to talk about tiddle-de-
winks.”

Convinced of this, he felt prepared for
drama when, at nine o’clock that night,
he reached the village of Parthenon.

HE WAS the only passenger to leave
the train. A heavy rain hammered
through the darkness; it bubbled on the
station platform like boiling water. And
where Charlie alighted there was no shel-
ter. He clutched his coat collar tightly
around his throat and raced fifty yards
for the protection of the station-shed.
There he stopped, drenched and a little
breathless, to look about for the man who
was to meet him. Either Mr. McKane
himself, Trent had said, or his chauffeur.
But peering along the length of the
platform, Charlie Codwell could see no-
body; that is, nobody gave the station
agent, up near the baggage car—and a
girl.

The girl, he noted with some astonish-
ment, was hurriedly approaching him.

“Mr. Trent?” she asked quickly.

“Why, no. I'm Mr. Trent’s partner,
Charles Codwell.”

“Oh!” Her sudden smile was like a
flash of sunlight through the darkness
and rain. She extended a gloved hand.
“How do you do? I'm Claire McKane.
Sorry dad couldn’t make it himself in
this weather—he’s got a touch of the old
jungle fever again. So I'm the reception
committee.”

“Proving,” thought Charlie as he
squeezed her hand, “that even jungle
fever has its bright side.”

Aloud, however, he said something
much more restrained.

They hurried through the thrashing
downpour to a low-slung, powerful coupé.

And his eyes, lively with surprise, told
him that Claire McKane was as lovely a
figure as he had ever beheld. She wore
a belted green slicker, gleaming wet with
rain, and a cleverly tilted green bérét.
Moreover, she was slim and erect and had
a most bewitching profile.

“Dad told me he was expecting Mr.
Trent,” she admitted as they drove away.
“You certainly didn’t resemble the tall,
gray-haired man of fifty he described.
But then, you were the only passenger, so
I took a chance.”

Charlie smiled. “Trent,” he explained,
“is overburdened with court work right
now, and he asked me to run up in his
place. I'm just the junior partner. No-
body ever notices whether I'm around or
not, anyhow. But of course,” he added
more soberly, “if your father wanted to
see Trent on a personal matter—"

“I can’t tell you what it is!”

The peculiar emphasis of her words
and the fact that she suddenly frowned
caused Charlie Codwell to glance at the
girl in perplexity. He saw her jam down
the accelerator with grim recklessness.
Her mouth hardened, and she drove fast
—much too fast, he thought, for a night
so wet and slippery. The tires hissed
savagely as she followed a dark road
curving endlessly among the black trees
of a forest.

“You appear,” he observed, “rather
worried.”

“T am! Worried and annoyed.”

He waited expectantly; yet she drove
fully a hundred yards before she added:
“I’'m not used to seeing dad as upset as
he’s been the past few days. Usually he
tells me things. But this time he’s worse
than the Sphinx.”

“His health, perhaps—"

“Oh, no! He’s had this jungle fever
on and off for eighteen years. It isn’t
anything very serious; troubles him for
a few days, then vanishes. . . . No, it’s
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something else, Mr. Codwell. It’s some-
thing I—I don’t understand!”

He meditated over this in silence, re-
membering that Jordan McKane had
solicited the advice of a criminal lawyer.
And as they sped around a long curve,
the girl said: “I thought you might know
what it is.”

“I?” he queried in surprise.

“Well, he must have explained it to you
over the telephone.” She darted a quick
look at him. “Didn’t he?”

“As a matter of fact,” said Charlie,
“your father spoke to Trent, not to me.
And T don’t think he told Trent anything.
Simply insisted that one of us hurry up
here to give him some advice. That’s all
I know, Miss McKane.”

SHE was very clearly disappointed. He
saw her teeth press into her lip, and
for several minutes she drove without
talking. They climbed a hill and started
down its far side before, of a sudden, she
tossed back her head and forced a smile.
“Oh,” she decided, without much con-
viction, “let’s not be moody about it! I'm
sorry. I'm supposed to be playing the gay
hostess, and look at me!”

“I am,” Charlie assured her, “very
closely.”

She smiled more warmly. “So I've
noticed. . . . Well, you'd better begin
drawing a deep breath, Mr. Codwell. In
a few minutes you'll find yourself in one
of America’s craziest households. I hope
you don’t mind sleeping with a jaguar’s
roars in your ears.”

“Never tried it,” he laughed. “Does it
sound much like the subway?”

“We-ell, when all dad’s animals decide
to talk up at once, there’s quite a din.

-You know, I suppose, that we have a
complete menagerie—noise, and smell in-
cluded ?”

“Trent told me about it,” Charlie said.

“From what I gather, your father must
be a remarkable man.”

“He is!” Claire spoke with pride. “He’s
one of the few men in America who bring
jungle beasts back alive. Eventually he
sells them to zoos, of course. But dad
likes to keep them on his estate for a
month or two first, to study their habits.
Primarily, you know, he’s a mnaturalist.
Right now he has a tremendous Brazilian
collection under observation. He arrived
with them three weeks ago. A couple of
jaguars, a condor, a few peccaries, snakes,
monkeys, scorpions—oh, everything!”

“Pardon me,” said Charlie, “if I seem
to shiver. Where does he keep these pre-
cious pets? I mean, am I apt to share the
guest room with a scorpion?”

The girl laughed enchantingly. “Oh,”
she explained, “we have a special building
for them behind the house. They’re in
individual cages. The only one who really
lives with them is Milo.”

“Milo?”

“Milo Sabatéo. He’s a Brazilian half-
breed—half Indian, I believe. But he
certainly understands animals! Dad’s had
Milo for nine years.”

Charlie Codwell, peering into the dark-
ness ahead, began to perceive that what-
ever his interview with Jordan McKane
might yield, it would assuredly produce
a startling background. A menagerie of
untamed jungle beasts, a Brazilian half-
breed, and a celebrated animal hunter all
gathered on an isolated estate some fif-
teen miles out of Parthenon. . .. He felt,
almost, as though he were speeding into
a land of unrealities. A land of night-
mares. Its only promise of normality, so
far, was this exquisite girl at his side.

He offered her a cigarette, which she
refused; and then, as he lit his own, he
ventured: “Your home must be overrun
by sightseers. I can picture them coming
with peanuts—"

“Dad won'’t permit sightseers,” she said
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decisively. “He entertains only invited
guests—and usually one at a time. This
week, for example, we have only Doctor
William Todd.”

“Yes. Trent mentioned him. A scien-
tist, isn’t he?”

“He's curator of a mid-western zoo
that’s going to buy part of dad’s collec-
tion. You'll find Doctor Todd very pleas-
ant, though a bit—well, eccentric, I'm
afraid. But then, I take it your business
will be only with dad and Harvey.”

Charlie raised his brows and took the
cigarette from his lips. This was the first
he had heard of a “Harvey” in the case,
he confessed. “Who is he?”

“Why—" The girl hesitated, clearly
surprised. “Why, I thought you knew.
Harvey Anderson is dad’s assistant. Also,
he’s—er—"

‘KEr__,f

“He’s—my fiancé.”

“O-oh,” said Charlie, and was some-
what startled to hear the empty collapse
of his voice. He looked at the wet road
ahead, a little blankly. He looked back
at the girl again, as if bewildered. Then
he shifted his position, repeated, “Oh,”
and subsided.

OR the rest of the drive their con-

versation became rather desultory.
Charlie smoked and did not straighten
until they swung into an entrance be-
tween high brick walls. Such walls, he
supposed, were intended as a barricade,
should any of Jordan McKane’s animals
manage to escape.

They rode up a gravelled drive to a
white Colonial mansion half hidden be-
hind huge naked trees. By the time he
emerged from the coupé, the girl had run
up four steps to the dark, sheltered porch
and was ringing a bell.

“Leave your bag, Mr. Codwell,” she
called. “I'll send Quincy for it.”

But Charlie carried the gladstone up to

a door which was opened, after an inordi-
nate delay, by a lean, gray-haired Negro
in a white jacket. This was Adam Quin-
cy. He grinned and bowed as they en-
tered, took the visitor’s bag with the
insistence of a Pullman porter.

“Where’s dad, Quincy?”

“Dunno, Miss Claire,” he cackled na-
sally. “Upstairs, I ’spect. I'll go on up
and tell him—"

“Never mind. You take Mr. Codwell’s
things and show him into the library.”

With a smile and a nod to Charlie, she
ran swiftly up the broad staircase. As he
relinquished his wet garments to Quincy,
he stared after her green-clad figure with
unabashed admiration. She was as gracile
as a nymph. Lucky chap, this Harvey
Anderson, he thought. . ..

“There’s the lib’ry, suh,” said Quincy.

$Ehe¢= . Oh; thanks.®

Rubbing the cold out of his hands,
Charlie advanced into a low-ceilinged
room almost completely walled with
books. A merry, crackling fire danced in
a tremendous hearth, and toward this he
instinctively made his way. His lithe
young body still tingled with the rawness
of the night.

But Charlie Codwell never reached the
fire.

Halfway across the room he abruptly
stopped, staring wide-eyed. What he saw
brought a shock of horror that stunned
his senses. He stood utterly motionless.
He felt his muscles freeze. Then, with
the breath bursting out of his chest on a
husky ejaculation, he started forward—
only to halt again and gape.

In a far corner a man lay crumpled in
blood!

A man whose throat had been horribly
mangled, as if by long, cruel talons, so
that rivers of red had spilled down his
chest and over the floor.

A man whom Charlie instantly recog-
nized as Jordan McKane!
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“Good God!”

The words burst from Charlie Codwell
in a choked whisper. As he stared at that
hideous thing, he felt cold and hot and
cold again. His whole being thundered
furiously. For he knew Jordan McKane
was dead!

There was death in the very attitude
of the body, so crazily huddled on its
side. The luxuriant white hair lay dipped
in a stream of sticky crimson, and one
knee was drawn up as high as the chest.

Charlie found himself fiercely gripping
the back of a chair. His cheeks blazed as
if the flames of the hearth had leaped up
to scorch them. How long he stood there,
paralyzed, he did not know. But at last,
when his mind broke free from the chaos,
he sprang forward. He knelt, trembling,
to seek a pulse-beat in McKane’s wrist.
But the effort was futile. The man’s flesh
had already begun to grow cold.

Then Charlie began to see things. Two
overturned lamps. A few scattered books,
fallen out of a case. And—a revolver on
the floor, within six inches of Jordan
McKane’s limp fingers!

CHAPTER TWO
Claws of the Condor

IT WAS strange that in the midst of

such confusion he should think wildly
of the girl who had just gone upstairs.
In a moment she would see this wreck of
her father. . . . But the thought was shat-
tered by a hoarse, stifled cry behind him.
He whirled around to see Quincy in the
door. The gaunt Negro had just entered.
He stood with hands raised, eyes bulging
in terror. He was shaking so violently
that his very teeth chattered.

“G-great Lawd!”

“He’s dead!” Charlie rasped. “Come in
and shut that door!”

“D-d-dead! Oh, good Lawd, have
m-mussy !”

“Come here!” Charlie shot through his
teeth. “Do you know anything about
this?”

“N-n-no, suh!” Quincy’s voice was
frantically high-pitched. “I swear ’fore
heaven I d-don’t! I—" He continued
stammering in panic, but Charlie Codwell
swung back to glare again at the body.

Those deep, hideous lacerations in the
throat had ripped open the jugular vein—
so much was sickeningly clear. But who
could have clawed so fiendishly at the
man? Or what?

It was inevitable, as he looked at those
brutal gashes, that visions of the beasts
in the menagerie should flash upon
Charlie. They left him dumbfounded.

But he had little time to think now. The
excitement of the night was just begin-
ning, and it swept him into its fury.

At that instant there tore through the
house a scream so piercing that it ripped
all conjecture out of his mind. The shriek
came from the upper floor. And he knew,
with a pang, it was Claire McKane’s!

Sheer impulse—and a kind of terror—
drove him out of the library and up the
stairs. He raced up three steps at each
bound, with Quincy following. When he
reached the upper floor, his eyes were
flaming ; his breath issued in wild spurts.
He found himself desperately wishing he
had stopped to pick up that revolver.

Then he saw Claire McKane.

Still in her green slicker, she was in
the corridor, holding a door shut. Hold-
ing it as though someone inside were try-
ing to tug it open. Her eyes were flashing
in a pallid face.

“What is it?” Charlie gasped.

“The condor!”

“Wha-at ?”

“It’s free!” she cried. “It’s in there!
It—it almost clawed my face when I
went in!”

When he heard that, lightning blazed
in Charlie’s mind. It brought a frightful
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glimpse of Jordan McKane's throat being
slashed by the grasping talons of a con-
dor! Of Jordan McKane trying to shoot
the bird as it buried its claws in his neck!
Was that the background of the gruesome
tableau in the library?

Somehow, Charlie could not blurt im-
mediately the news of the tragedy to the
girl. It was one moment when he found
his courage definitely lacking.

With crazy throbbings in his chest, he
turned to the door she held. He was
vaguely aware of two men running down
the corridor—one young and blond and
hard-muscled, like a Viking; the other
elderly and very badly frightened. Har-
vey Anderson and Dr. William Todd, he
guessed. But he granted them little atten-
tion. He wanted to see the condor’s
claws. If they were bloody, he realized,
the death downstairs would be explained.

As he put his hand on the door knob,
Claire McKane gasped. “Don’t!”

“I've got to look at that bird.”

“You can’t! He'll fly at you! He'll—”

“Don’t worry about that!” he flung out,
almost harshly, and thrust her back. “I've
got to do this!”

He pushed the door open—little by
little, an inch at a time, until it was wide
enough to afford him a glimpse of the
room. The light from the corridor poured
into the place. Behind him the two men
and Claire stood suddenly hushed, watch-
ing.

Then Charlie saw the bird; and the
sight left him rigid with awe.

THE condor had perched itself on the

back of a bed. Its great black wings,
measuring fully ten feet from tip to tip,
were spread across the room. Whenever
they moved, monstrous shadows swayed
on the wall. Its evil head, as naked as a
buzzard’s, was thrust forward so that the
eyes glared viciously at the door. The
whole scene was like something out of a

terrified dream, something only a crazed
imagination could conceive.

Charlie held his breath. His stupefied
gaze dropped slowly from the condor’s
head over its fat body to the claws. The
long talons grasped the bedstead. Black
and cruel, they looked capable of tearing
a man’s whole body apart. Charlie gaped
in amazement. The rcom was shadowy,
and he could not discern details clearly.
Yet, though he strained his eyes, he was
quite sure of one thing.

He could see no blood on those talons!

Had the bird pecked its claws clean?
Had the blood been wiped off by what-
ever objects the macabre creature had
seized? Or was it possible that—

Of a sudden the room was filled with
terrific flappings. The condor leaped from
its perch to fling itself forward—and
Charlie, with a wild start of his own,
pulled the door shut with a bang. He
could distinctly hear the thud of its heavy
body against the wood, the pecking of the
huge beak, the savage, frustrated scratch-
ing of talons.

When he turned, shaken and pale, those
behind him were talking in a kind of
panic. He heard the blond young man
rasp: “It can’t get out of there! The win-
dows are shuttered!” Then, swinging to
Quincy, he demanded: “Where the devil
is Milo?”

“I d-dunno, suh! I—"

“Don’t stand there yammering! Find
him! He’s the only one who can handle
that damned bird!”

“In j-just a minute, Mistuh Ander-
son,” the old Negro pleaded in misery.
He was gesticulating ineffectually toward
the stairs. “I—I got to tell Miss Claire—"

Charlie cut in: “All right, Quincy, I'll
tell her. You'd better find Milo.”

The servant still hesitated, but meeting
Charlie’s reassuring eyes, he gulped
wretchedly, nodded, and turned away.
Clearly, he did not desire the task of in-
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forming Claire McKane of her father’s
death. And as Quincy moved off to seek
Milo Sabatéo, the keeper of the McKane
menagerie, Charlie grimly faced the girl.
Much- as he hated this duty, it could be
neither avoided nor delayed. He told her,
as gently as he could, of the tragedy in
the library.

At his first words her features went
deathly white. Her hand leaped to her
lips as if to crush a scream. But no
sound, not even a whisper, escaped her.
For a second, as she swayed against the
bulky body of Harvey Anderson, Charlie
feared she was going to faint. The next
moment, however, she was flying wildly,
in reckless horror, down the stairs; and
the big Anderson was racing after her
with hoarse imprecations to be careful,
to hang on to herself, to wait. . . .

Charlie Codwell did not stit.

He stood colorless, breathing hard. His
first inclination was to follow the girl, as
Anderson had followed. He was re-
strained only by the thought that, at so
dreadful a time, she might better be left
to the solace of her fiancé. So he drew a
deep, quivering breath, wiped a film of
perspiration from his forehead, and
looked at the dazed Dr. Todd.

One question pounded madly in his
mind.

Had the condor really killed Jordan
McKane? Or were its bloodless claws
evidence that the man had been murdered
by some other assailant?

He turned and looked grimly at the
closed door, and remembered again that
today Jordan McKane had desperately
called for the “advice of a criminal
lawyer. . ..

R. WILLIAM TODD was very slight
and small and round-shouldered. He
had a pale, scholarly countenance above
which gleamed the yellow baldness of an
extraordinarily high skull. A timid man,

one would have guessed at a glance—and
gentle. His attire was dark and conserva-
tive, the only hint of adornment being the
black ribbon on his pince-nez. And these
glasses, precariously perched on his nose,
magnified his eyes enormously. Just now
he stood at the head of the stairs, hesitat-
ing painfully in the matter of going down
to view the gruesome corpse.

“This is frightful!” he kept whispering
in hushed horror. “It’s positively fright-
ful”

“It’s hell,” Charlie bluntly agreed.

Dr. Todd turned to gape at him. “I—
I take it you're the attorney Mr. McKane
was expecting ?”’

$Ves 2

The elderly man appeared to consider
this awhile, then he shook his bald head
wretchedly. “I shouldn’t have thought it
possible!” he said.

“You shouldn’t have thought what pos-
sible ?”

“That the condor could escape from its
cage! We ought to—to shoot the bird
before it attacks somebody else!”

“Shooting it may be all right,” Charlie
snapped with a frown. “But we’re only
guessing—we don’t really know—it was
the condor that attacked Jordan Mec-
Kane.”

Dr. Todd, visibly trembling, widened
his eyes in bewilderment. He seemed to
forget that he had been about to go down-
stairs, and returning a step or two, he
protested: “But really, now! You can’t
believe—I mean—you said yourself the
throat had been horribly mangled by
claws! Surely, with that—that awful
bird free in the house—"

Charlie grunted. He was in no humor
for debate. Besides, his mind was several
strides ahead of Dr. Todd’s. He swung a
quick glance down the stairs, then looked
back at the timorous scientist.

“Listen, Doctor,” he asked softly, “were
you in the house all evening?”
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“Yes, of course!”

“What part of the house?”

“In ‘my room on the floor above.”

“Door openr”

“Well, now, let me see.” Dr. Todd
plucked nervously at his lip, then sud-
denly lowered his hand to rub the side
of his trousers. “It must have been, I
imagine. Why do you ask?”

“Didn’t you hear some sort of disturb-
ance downstairs?”’

“Why, no-o—"

“Nothing unusual at all?”

“Not a thing!” Dr. Todd stammered,
his eyes blinking rapidly. “Harvey An-
derson was with me. He was telling me
the story of his expedition to Brazil with
Mr. McKane. I'm sure if there had been
any—er—commotion, we’d have heard
12

“You mean Anderson was with you all
evening ?”’

“Er—no. Oh, no. He came up—let me
see—about half an hour ago, I should
say. Or it may have been a little more.
I'm not sure.”

. Charlie Codwell scowled at the floor.

His mind was racing now, racing nearer
and nearer the conviction that it was not
the condor which had killed Jordan Mc-
Kane.

He muttered, more to himself than to
Dr. Todd: “It’s illogical. You say you
heard nothing. Yet McKane wouldn’t
have fought the bird without letting out
a scream for help.”

“He—he might have been clawed be-
fore he had time to make an outcry!
When a condor attacks—"

“No,” Charlie said emphatically. “He
had time, all right.”

“How can you know ?”

“Because he had time to get a revolver;
there’s one lying beside his body down-
stairs. That means he certainly had time
enough to yell!”

Dr. William Todd did not enjoy mys-

tery. He rubbed his palms together nerv=
ously, rapidly, and his teeth chewed at
his lips. Once he looked down the stairs,
as though thinking a view of the body
might be more pleasant than a discussion
of this sort.

“Good heavens, sir!” he complained, a
little harshly. “You're making things
seem even more appalling than they are!”

“I couldn’t,” Charlie assured him. Then
he reached an abrupt decision. “Look
here, Doctor. Will you go down and
phone the police? They’ll have to be
notified of this at once, whatever the
explanation may be.”

“Yes. Yes, certainly.”

“I want to have a look at the condor’s
cage, meanwhile. One of the things we’ll
have to learn is how the bird got out.
How do I get to the menagerie?”

In an unsteady voice Dr. Todd in-
structed him to go down the back steps,
the animal collection being quartered di-
rectly behind the house. Charlie nodded
and left. As he hurried down those nar-
row stairs it scarcely occurred to him that
he was assuming the role of detective.
His face was pale; his eyes were ab-
normally bright. But his mind was swiftly
recovering from the shocks of the past
quarter hour, and its ideas became vivid.
Terrifying, too. He was seeing too many.
possibilities. . . .

CHAPTER THREE
The Body By the Cage

HE menagerie—a long, concrete build-
ing like a tremendous barn—was bril-
liantly illuminated, every electric bulb in
the place blazing. When Charlie Codwell
darted through the rain and entered the
structure, he found himself alone; alone,
that is, with a bewildering collection of
jungle beasts.
Of Milo Sabatéo, the keeper, there was
no sign.
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Charlie stood still a moment, staring in
wonder. There was in this building an
overpowering animal smell that all but
made him wince. Steel cages of varying
sizes lined the walls, most of them now
occupied. At his left two jaguars paced
back and forth, back and forth, tirelessly,
sometimes raising their ferocious heads
to snarl. Beyond these great jungle cats
a couple of fat, piggish peccaries shared
a cage. Then came dozens of howler
monkeys leaping in mad revel; and fur-
ther on, a puma. One tremendous cage,
finely meshed, was kaleidoscopic with
birds whose plumage was incredibly bril-
liant—macaws, parrakeets, egrets, and
even two tall jabiru storks. Besides bush
deer and strange red squirrels, the collec-
tion comprised a variety of species Char-
lie could not identify. And at the far end
of this amazing building he saw the glass
cases which he knew must contain the
reptiles.

But he could not discover the cage that
must have confined the condor!

True, several of those iron-barred pris-
ons were empty. When he approached
them, frowning intently, they did not ap-
pear to have been used recently. They
were too clean, showing not even signs
of fallen feathers.

He did, however, find an unoccupied
space where, apparently, a cage had stood.
And this discovery surprised him with a
new possibility.

Glancing to his left, he saw that one
end of the building had two big portals,
like garage doors, through which any of
these cages might be wheeled easily. He
was just contemplating this startling new
idea when he heard quick steps behind
him.

Charlie spun around—and faced old
Quincy. Quincy in a voluminous raincoat
that hung loosely around his gaunt figure.
The servant looked more terrified than

ever, and at the sight of Charlie he gasped
hoarsely: “Mistuh Co’well!”

“What's the matter?” Charlie asked
sharply.

“F’—{’ Lawd’s sake, suh, will you come
out here?” The eyes in that wet black
face bulged like eggs. “It—it’s Milo!
Milo Sabatéo! I—I think he’s dead!”

For a second Charlie Codwell could not
speak. His whole body stiffened. Then,
in a husky whisper, he managed to force
out: “Where?”

“Out b-b-back there, under the trees!”

Charlie asked no more questions. Utter-
ing a little gasp, he ran out into the rain.
He had imagined his nerves had passed
the climax of their agitation, but they
were quivering now as violently as ever.
His face was gray, hard as rock. With
Quincy guiding, they hurried into dense,
blinding darkness. The old Negro seemed
to find his way by instinct, his eyes shin-
ing like a cat’s. He was breathing audi-
bly; and suddenly he warned: “Watch
out fo’ that cage!”

He spoke just in time; for Charlie all
but collided with steel bars. He stopped
within a yard of the large cage, and a
curious thrill raced through him. The
thing was mounted on wheels. It could
easily have been drawn out of that con-
crete building, he saw. And the condor
might have been released— But this was
no time for theorizing.

“Where’s Milo?” he rapped out.

“The—the other side o’ the cage,”
hoarsely whispered Quincy. “Watch yo’
step!”

HEY found the small Brazilian

sprawling on his back in the mud.
Charlie’s heart thudded stormily as he
knelt beside that figure. He remembered
matches in his pocket, and lit one with
unsteady fingers under the shelter of
Quincy’s greatcoat. He cupped the tiny
flame, protecting it from the rain as best
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he could, and by its pale glow tensely
examined Milo Sabatéo.

“He’s not dead!” he instantly discov-
ered. “He’s breathing!”

He bent over the Brazilian eagerly. A
half-breed, Milo had skin the color of
coffee. His countenance was thin, aquil-
ine, and finely molded. But it was marred
now by two vicious bruises that explained
his unconsciousness. One was a gash in
the forehead, between the eyes; the other
was a hideous welt half hidden under the
glossy black Indian hair.,

“Something mighty hard must have hit
him,” Charlie muttered grimly.

“There it is!” Quincy ejaculated.
“Look, Mistuh Co’well—the fire prongs!
That’s what hit him, all right—them fire
prongs. there!”

Charlie jerked his head around to peer
at the thing the old servant indicated. It
lay near one of Milo Sabatéo’s outflung
arms, glinting in the feeble light—a long
steel fork with three prongs modeled
after Neptune’s trident.

“Where does that come from, Quin-
cy?”’ he exclaimed.

“The fireplace—"

“In the library?”

“Y-yes, suh!”

Charlie straightened with a peculiar
sound in his throat, his eyes flashing. He
picked up the fork, eyed it a second as
the match flickered out, then thrust it
under his arm. It was some thirty inches
long and surprisingly heavy, a very serv-
iceable weapon.

“All right, Quincy,” he said quickly.
“Let’s get Milo inside. You'd better
phone for a doctor, unless Doctor Todd
can look after these wounds.”

“Doctuh Todd ain’t a medical man,
suh,” Quincy panted as he raised the
Brazilian’s legs. “I’ll get the—the fam’ly
doctuh.”

They bore the limp figure of Milo

Sabatéq through the rain and darkness to

the back door. As they entered with their
burden, Quincy called for Sarah, his wife,
who was the McKane cook and house-
keeper. Sarah, however, must have de-
serted the kitchen to be of help to Claire,
in the library; and so they carried Milo
to his room in the servants’ quarters.
When they placed him on his bed, Charlie
asked how Quincy had chanced to find
him.

“Why, I—I was huntin’ for Milo, suh,
to come and fetch that there condor,” the
gaunt Negro excitedly explained. “He
wasn’t in the house and he wasn’t in the
menagerie. I turned up all the lights
there to see. Then I went out and ’most
fell over him alongside that cage. Lawd,
it sure gave me the shivers! I saw you
through the windows of the menagerie,
then, and I went for you.”

Charlie nodded. “All right, Quincy.
I’ll take care of his head while you phone
the doctor. Make it quick.”

He found an antiseptic and a clean
towel in the servants’ bathroom. While
he worked with these over the Brazilian’s
wounds, a hundred thoughts swarmed
through his mind. The most stirring of
them was this: that when Milo Sabatéo
regained his senses, he might be able to
clarify a great part of this mystery. He
would be able to tell who had attacked
him. He might know how the condor had
got into the house. He might even know
how Jordan McKane had died! Yes. It
suddenly became manifest that much,
very much, depended on this comatose
man. Charlie ministered to his wounds
earnestly. But the brown-skinned face
gave no hint, not even a flicker, of re-
turning consciousness.

WHEN Quincy hurried back, he was
+ '% accompanied by the tremulous Dr.
William Todd. “Doc Pemberton’ll be
over soon as he can make it, suh,” the old
Negro reported.
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“And the police chief is on his way out
from Parthenon!” added Dr. Todd,
breathless with excitement. “Heavens,
this is frightful, Mr. Codwell, frightful!”

Charlie said nothing. He straightened,
his frown fastened on Milo’s immobile
face. Several seconds of silence passed
before he finally turned to ask Dr. Todd:
“Is Miss McKane still in the library?”

“Oh, no,” the doctor whispered. “She
almost collapsed when—when she saw
her father like that. Lord, isn’t it hor-
rible?” Todd actually shuddered. “An-
derson made her go up to her room.
Sarah, the cook, is with her, I think.”

“And who’s with the body now?”

“Why—Mr. Anderson—I guess.”

“Is he—"

Charlie Codwell did not finish the ques-
tion. He could not. For at that instant
a new sound echoed through this house
of horrors; a sound that made them all
whirl around, staring.

It came explosively from the upper cor-
ridor . . . a hoarse warning in Harvey
Anderson’s voice: “No! No! Go back,
Claire!” followed by running footsteps
and the slamming of a door.

Charlie ran for the stairs, took them
two at a time, still gripping the trident-
shaped fire prong in his hand. He found
Claire McKane standing outside the closed
door of the room in which the condor
was imprisoned. Horror was written on
her face and her hands were trembling.
At Codwell’s appearance she pointed at
the door. “Harvey—he’s in there with—"
Her words were shattered by the sudden,
sharp crack of a revolver shot!

Charlie Codwell lunged for the door
knob, wrenched the door open motioning
Claire to one side. Harvey Anderson, a
grim young Viking, his hair disheveled,
was crouched just inside the room, a
smoking revolver still levelled in his hand.
A lightning glance revealed to Codwell
that the condor was wounded, shrilling

strident cries of pain and beginning to
thresh its wings in the throes of death
from its perch on the foot of the bed.
Before Charlie could bring the pronged
trident down across Anderson’s gun wrist
another shot barked out, and the great
bird toppled to the floor, flapped its giant
wings in a final, convulsive effort—and
lay still.

“What the devil are you doing ?” Cod-
well burst out.

“That bird was a killer and had to go!”
the blond man retorted furiously. “You
can’t keep them once they’ve tasted—
blood !”

A shiver of revulsion went through
Codwell when he saw the condor dead on
the floor. It lay in a cradle of its own
black wings, with two vermillion daubs
on its breast. Its terrible talons seemed
even now to be clutching at something.

Then he stared down at the weapon in
Harvey Anderson’s hand and demanded:
“Where did you get that gun?”

“It was on the library floor.”

“Is it McKane'’s?”

“It was McKane’s, yes.”

CHARLIE crushed a harsh reproof be-

hind tight lips. For the moment he
said nothing more. Then he motioned to
Sarah, who had appeared in the hall, to
take the frightened Claire to her own
room. The aged Negress led the girl away
unprotesting and Charlie shut the door
after permitting Dr. Todd to enter. He
switched on the lights and the sudden
radiance made him blink. He went straight
to the condor’s uplifted claws, bent over
them, and subjected them, as well as the
rapacious beak, to an intent scrutiny. Then
he said decisively: “Not a sign of blood.
Not even on the feathers. Except where
the shots got him.

‘Meaning—" demanded Harvey An-
derson.
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“That the condor probably never
touched McKane.”

“Oh, now listen, Codwell—"

“Wait. There’s something else,” Charlie
insisted. “I’'m no naturalist, but I know
that condors—like vultures and buzzards
—feed on the dead. It isn’t a pleasant
thing to talk about right now. Still, we've
got to face it. If this bird had killed
Jordan McKane, it would have torn him
apart. It wouldn’t have flown off to an-
other part of the house.”

“Unless,” timidly ventured Dr. Todd,
“it was—er—frightened away. I mean,
if somebody came—"

“Whoever came would have seen the
bird.”

Anderson savagely interrupted: “Cod-
well, you can’t convince me that anything
except this condor ripped up McKane’s
throat so terribly! Why, its unthinkable!”

“If I can’t convince you,” said Charlie,
quietly, “It’s pretty pointless to argue . . .
Still, Anderson, whatever you may have
thought, you shouldn’t have picked up
that revolver. You know you’re not per-
mitted to disturb anything around a body
before the police arrive. Bspecially a
weapon.”

Anderson looked down at the gun rather
sheepishly, frowned, and grunted. “Well,
maybe you're right,” he conceded dourly.
“Oh, hell, 'm sorry! I just lost my
head. Seeing McKane ripped up like that,
and Claire on the verge of collapse, and
knowing that bird was still in the house,
ready to kill again . .. I don’t know what
happened to me. I just grabbed the gun
and ran up here and blazed away at the
thing!”

There was much to be criticized in such
a course, Charlie perceived. As a crim-
inal lawyer, he might have given Ander-
son an effective lecture on the proceeding.
Yet he saw no reason to attempt a rep-
rimand which would more fittingly come
from the police. And so, saying nothing,

he merely urged the two men out of the
room and closed the door behind him.

AS they moved toward the stairs, his

hopes returned to the unconscious
Milo Sabatéo. If only the Brazilian would
open his eyes and talk! If only he could
explain things! . .. But Milo, it was evi-
dent, had not yet regained his senses.
For Quincy, who was tending him, had
been given explicit instructions to bring
word immediately of so much as a stir-
ring; and Quincy had brought no news
at all.

So Charlie Codwell’s hopes, tempor-
arily blocked in this avenue, sped off to
seek new channels.

The result was stimulating. Within two
minutes he had a fresh idea. Goaded by
it, he hurried into the library and crossed
the room to the telephone. The sight of
the hideously mangled corpse in the cor-
ner caused him a slight shudder. Yet he
kept his eyes on it when he called long
distance and gave the New York number
of his partner, Stacy Trent.

It seemed hours instead of minutes be-
fore he secured the connection—only to
encounter disappointment. For Trent was
not at home. Nor did his housekeeper
know at what time he would return.

“Take a message for him, will you,
please?”’ Charlie asked. “Write it down.”

“Just a second. . .. Yes, sir. Go ahead.”

Charlie dictated: “Jordan McKane
murdered. If you have any information
that may help establish a motive for the
killing or the indentity of the killer, phone
me at once. Number is Parthenon, two-
three. Or else rush up here yourself.
He’s your client. I'm staying to see the
thing through.”

When Charlie replaced the telephone,
Harvey Anderson, who had been watching
him with a frown, demanded: “What’s
the idea of sending for him? How the
devil do you expect your partner to know
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anything about this? If we, who were
right on the scene, know nothing—"
“You'd be surprised how much more
clearly I can see sometimes,” softly said
Charlie, “through my partner’s eyes.”

CHAPTER FOUR

Fifty Fatal Minutes

Y THE time Police Chief Guthrie of
Parthenon arrived, Charlie Codwell
felt as though he had been in this home
of terror for days. It seemed inconceiv-
able that so much had happened in the
hour and a half since Claire McKane had
met him at the station.

Chief Guthrie, whom he appraised with-
out much encouragement, was a long-
boned Yankee with a gray mustache, a
nasal twang, and an irritating habit of
sniffing. Himself in uniform, he came
accompanied by Parthenon’s entire police
force of two men. His frowning unease
as he approached the body, supplemented
by that nervous sniffing, indicated that he
had little taste for a duty of this kind.

He was followed within a few minutes
by Dr. Pemberton, the family physician
who, it appeared, also served the com-
munity as medical examiner. The doctor
—large, pompous, and somewhat over-
bearing—swept into the library with all
the gusto of an actor making a heroic
entrance. As he threw his hat and coat
on a chair, he glowered obliquely at the
body and muttered: “Well, this is bad!”
Then, crossing the room, he wiped his
hands on a handkerchief as though pre-
paring to operate.

Charlie, a little sickened, walked out
of the library. He had no desire to wit-
ness the gruesome examination. For him-
self, he had seen enough of that mangled
throat. Too much! He sought out Quincy,
asked to be shown his own chamber, and
retired to it to marshal his wits and en-
gage in some calm thinking.

When he switched on the light, a
glimpse of himself in a mirror caused a
veritable shock. His hair was crazily dis-
heveled, sprawling over his head like a
wig. His face looked drawn, tense, pale.
Moreover, his suit had been so thorough-
ly drenched that it hung about him like
burlap.

“Well!” he mumbled grimly. “Greetings
to a stranger.”

He made whatever hasty adjustments
he could with a comb and towel, then lit
a cigarette and sank into a chair. The
rain still thrashed the windows savagely.
But he scarcely heard it now. He was
thinking—thinking about a dozen things
at once. And he remained there, lost in
speculations, in theories, in hopes, until
at last a knock at the door roused him.

It was Quincy.

“Chief Guthrie wants you to come down
to the drawin’ room, please, Mr. Co'well,”
he said, still shaky in voice. “He’s ques-
tioned just about everybody ’cept you,
suh.”

Charlie rose, crushed his cigarette. “All
right, Quincy. How’s Milo doing?”

“We-ell, he’s been groanin’ a little and
sort o’ tossing around,” the old servant
reported hesitantly. “Doctor Pemberton’s
with him now. He sure was hit hard,
suh!”

“Yes,” grunted Charlie. “Twice.”

He went down to the drawing room—
instantly to be enveloped by its atmosphere
of strain and tension. The entire house-
hold was there ; even Claire McKane. She
sat rigid as a wax figure, her deathly
pallor accentuated by a dark frock. Her
eyes, filled with tragedy, were unswerv-
ingly fastened on the police chief. Charlie
looked at her a moment, swallowed a
pang, and turned slowly to Guthrie.

“You wanted to see me, Chief?”

“Ye-es, I did.” The official was frown-
ing worriedly. He stood with his back
to the empty fireplace; and after sniffing
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once or twice, he launched a series of
questions which Charlie answered quietly,
patiently., They all led, however, to the
chief’s principal challenge. “From what
these folks have been telling me, Mr. Cod-
well, you seem to have some pretty set
—uh—opinions about this business. Doc-
tor Todd says you told him the—that
condor-bird had nothing to do with the
death of Jordan McKane.”

“The doctor misunderstood me,” Charlie
corrected. “I said I didn’t think the con-
dor had killed Mr. McKane.”

“I reckon you’ve got reasons for say-
ing that?”

“Why—naturally.” But Charlie Cod-
well sent a hesitant glance at Claire Mc-
Kane. This seemed a heartless matter to
discuss in her presence. The girl must
have perceived his reluctance, however,
for she stiffened and urged huskily: “Go
on, Mr. Codwell! I—I can stand it. I
want to know what happened!”

CHARLIE eyed her uncertainly, until
he decided the greater cruelty might

lie in keeping her mystified. Then he

swung back to the attentive chief.

“I've already mentioned my reasons to
Doctor Todd,” he said. “I feel, first, that
if McKane had been attacked by the con-
dor, he would have shouted ; and he didn’t.
Second, there were no blood-stains on
the bird. Third, it habitually devours
what it kills and would have stayed with
the body, feeding on it, if it had actually
caused the death.”

Guthrie tugged thoughtfully at his ear.
“All that,” he finally admitted, “sounds
reasonable enough. But considering the
marks on McKane’s throat, how do you
figure he was killed ?”

“With the fire prongs.”

A gasp broke from Claire McKane.
She leaned forward, her eyes horrified.

“I’'m sorry—" Charlie began. -

“No, no!” she said hoarsely. “Go on!”

The girl’'s hand seized the arm of her
chair, “It’s dreadful,” she cried in-a low,
anguished voice. “But I—think you're
right!”

“The prongs,” Charlie pointed out,
“could have produced the same effect as
the clawing of talons. That is, if they
ripped downward or upward.”

Chief Guthrie demanded: “Was there
any blood on those prongs when you
found 'em?”

“No. But the rain had had time to
wash them clean, you know.”

“That’s so,” snapped Guthrie, and
scowled. “Reckon it would have wiped
out fingerprints too, eh?”

“I'm afraid so, yes.”

“That’s tough luck all around. All
around.” The chief sniffed impatiently,
then consulted a paper on which he had
scribbled notes during the inquiry. He
rubbed his chin in silence while he scan-
ned a few jottings. And suddenly he
straightened with the air of one who in-
tends to be very practical.

“Before we go on guessing,” he said,
“let’s see just what we’ve got here! The
facts I wrote down are these, If I left
out anything, tell me.” He quoted from
his paper: “Miss McKane left the house
at about eight-thirty to drive to the sta-
tion. At that time her father was in the
library. He was feeling feverish and gen-
erally upset. She got back—bringing you,
Mr. Codwell—about nine-twenty. Right ?”

Charlie nodded corroboration.

“So,” Chief Guthrie announced, “Mr.
McKane was killed between eight-thirty
and nine-twenty—there’s the fifty minutes
we've got to account for! According to
your testimony here, not one of you peo-
ple went into the library during that time.
Right ?”

No one replied.

Guthrie sniffed audibly and went on:
“Let’s see just where you all were. . . .
Mr. Anderson, you say you went into



Claws of the Condor

23

the menagerie at about eight-twenty, just
before Miss McKane left. You stayed
there talking to Milo Sabatéo about ways
of feeding snakes. Around nine o’clock
you came back to the house—"

“By the rear door,” Harvey Anderson
sharply specified. “I didn’t pass the li-
brary. Mr. McKane might already have
been dead when I entered!”

Charlie glanced curiously at the blond
man, thought the fellow looked inward-
ly shaken.

“All right,” Guthrie was conceding,
talking to his paper. “You went in the
back way, Mr. Anderson, and went
straight up to Doctor Todd’s room. You
found Doctor Todd packing his grips.”

Nes.”?

“Er—one second—" Hastily the bald
scientist lifted a finger, as if begging for
attention. “Perhaps I ought to explain
I was—er—oplanning to leave tomor-
row—"

“You explained that before,” said
Guthrie drily. “You also claimed you’'d
gone up to your room to pack right after
supper, and you stayed there. When Mr.
Anderson came in, you got to talking
about hunting in Brazil, and you talked
till you heard Miss McKane scream.”

THERE the chief paused. Charlie was
leaning back against the door jamb,
and from that detached position he shot
swift, searching glances from one face
to another. So far, he realized, the move-
ments between 8 :30 and 9:20 of Dr. Todd,
Anderson, and Claire McKane had been
accounted for—if all the alibis were true.
“As for Quincy and Sarah,” added
Guthrie, “they were in the kitchen, eat-
ing a late supper and doing dishes.”
“Th-that’'s right, suh!” whispered
Quincy. “I was helping Sarah clean up!”
“You didn’t hear any excitement in the
library ?”
“No, suh, Mr. Guthrie, no, suh!” The

servant’s big eyes bulged as he emphatic-
ally shook his gray head. “Lawd, was
I to hear anything, I'd sure look to see
what it was, suh!”

“When did you finally come out of the
kitchen ?”

“Wh-when Miss Claire rung the bell.
Then I went out to open the door.”

Suddenly, in a low, quick voice, Charlie
Codwell ventured a question of his own.
He had no desire to supercede the chief ;
it was merely that the words sprang to
his lips.

“Quincy, did anybody else—any visitor
—ring the bell while Miss McKane was
away ?”’

“No, suh!”

There was a moment of stillness then.
Tense stillness. Dr. Todd cleared his
throat. Charlie’s mouth tightened in queer
lines, and he sent an oblique look at
Chief Guthrie. For this much was very
clear: if Quincy could be believed, if
there had been no outsider in the library,
then the murder must, quite evidently,
have been committed by somebody in the
house!

Who?
Anderson? Dr. Todd? Quincy him-
self? . . . Or conceivably Milo Sabatéo?

Chief Guthrie abruptly sniffed and
made a great to-do of stuffing the paper
into his pocket. Frowning, he tugged at
his ear for a moment, then unexpectedly
reverted to another aspect of the mystery.

“That bird,” he rapped out, his tones
dissatisfied. “If it didn’t kill Mr. McKane
I'd like to know what in blazes it was
doing in the house. How did it get here?”

“Why,” Harvey Anderson began, “the
cage was pulled out—"

“Sure, I know that!” snapped Guthrie.
“Somebody hauled it out of the menag-
erie. He had luck, too, because his foot-
prints are pretty much washed out by
the rain. .Still—"

“Wasn't—er—the cage locked, how-
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ever?” Dr. Todd interrupted nervously.
“I mean to say—"

“The keys,” Guthrie rasped, “hung
right there in the menagerie! Whoever
wheeled out the cage could have got ’em
easy! The main point is why—"

But he did not finish. Heavy steps in
the hall made him jerk his head around.
In a second Dr. Pemberton strode into
the room—big, breathless, very earnest.
He was daubing a handkerchief at his
perspiring neck.

“Chief,” he announced curtly, “I think
you'll find Sabatéo well enough to be
questioned!”

At that report Charlie snapped his body
erect, eagerly. His eyes flashed. He
turned toward the door.

“Queer thing about the fellow,” sharply
added the medical examiner. “When I
told him what had happened to poor Mc-
Kane, he all but screamed. Then he
started jabbering wildly for the police.
I think you’ll find he has something pretty
important to tell about this business!”

There was a general surge toward the
hall. It seemed they were all about to
race for Milo’s bedside. But Dr. Pember-
ton threw up protesting, almost angry
hands.

“Here!” he cried. “Hold on! I can't
let you all rush in on the man! Just one
or two, Chief! The less excitement he
has, the more coherent he’ll be, anyhow.
Why, even when I stepped out he was
prattling crazily about oro or doro . .
That means gold in Spanish, doesn’t it?”

Gold?

Distinctly Charlie Codwell heard a gasp
behind him. He swung around. Harvey
Anderson’s face, he saw, had gone shock-
ingly white. The man’s shaking fingers
were clutching the back of a chair fiercely,
desperately, like—like talons. .

“Why?” Charlie asked himself.

CHAPTER FIVE
The Brazilian Talks

IVE minutes later, in a small servant’s

bedchamber behind the kitchen, Milo
Sabatéo was answering questions in a
feeble voice.

“No, no, senor, I—I cannot tell you
who—who hit me,” he whispered weakly.
He lay limp on his bed, eyes closed pain-
fully. “I do not know.”

“Good gosh, man!” exclaimed Guthrie.
“Do you mean to say you didn’t see him?”

“NO'O.”

“How’s that? How did it happen?”’

Milo raised weary lids. Having been
in Jordan McKane’s employ nine years,
he spoke a very creditable English. Yet
now he seemed to have a hard task find-
ing words.

“I was near the—the door in the me-
nagerie,” he forced out huskily, slowly.
“It was open. Somebody came in behind
me. I heard him, si. But he—he struck
me down before I could—look around.
And everything became black. .. .” The
Brazilian drew a shaky breath. ‘“When
I came to, the big doors were open. The
condor’s cage was out. I could hear it
rolling outside. I tried to run after him,
but, Deus, I was blind with pain! I fell
in the mud. Then he came running in
the darkness. I tried to raise my head,
but he—he hit me again. That was all—"

“And you never saw his face!” Guthrie
groaned in dismay. “What luck, what
rotten luck!”

“Oh, it does not matter now,” Milo
moaned hopelessly. “If the Senor Mc-
Kane is d-dead, nothing matters. He was
a great gentleman, a fine gentleman—"

“Why should anybody have wanted to
kill him?”

Surprisingly, Milo grated: “It was for
the gold! S7%, for the gold! I said to him
myself that it would bring—trouble! I—
I knew it!”
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The four people gathered around the
bed gaped at him in wonder that was
half amazement. Besides the police chief
and the doctor, both Claire McKane and
Charlie Codwell had entered. Claire be-
cause she had an undeniable right to ex-
plore the mystery of her father’s death;
and Charlie because he had walked into
the room determinedly, without asking
questions. They watched Sabatéo intent-
ly. His lean, brown-skinned face was
haggard, and he seemed to struggle to
keep his eyes open. Yet he insisted on
speaking. And perhaps it was well, for
speech restored some of his strength,

“The gold,” he said thickly, “came with
us from Brazil. It was smuggled. But
the Senor McKane and I did not know
about it! I swear it! Pel’ amor de Deus,
we did not know!”

Claire McKane, her features pallid,
whispered anxiously: “Milo! What—
what on earth are you talking about?
What is all this? Who smuggled?”

“Listen, senorita! When your father
was hunting in Brazil with the Senor
Anderson, we came one day to an Indian
village in the jungles of the Parapiti.
Jordan McKane, more deeply interested
in wild life than in anthropology, had
found nothing of sufficient importance in
the ruined settlement to warrant a long
delay. So they had pressed on, scarcely
thinking of the village again.

Until two weeks ago—two short weeks
ago—right here in Parthenon. . . .

MILO suddenly opened his eyes wide,

and they were blazing. In spite of
the doctor’s protests, he propped himself
up on one elbow, and his bandaged head
was held high.

On an evening two weeks ago, he said,
he and Senor McKane had returned from
a round of the estate to see an unex-
pected light in the menagerie. Puzzled,
they had hurried to peer into the window

nearest that lamp; and there they had
discovered—Harvey Anderson. He was
on his knees, working with a hammer
and a large screw driver; working rapid-
ly; prying apart the two layers of floor-
boards in a wooden cage. It was the
sort of cage used in travelling only; it
had served to bring one of the peccaries
up from Brazil.

Startled, yet not alarmed—for there
was no reason to distrust Anderson—they
had watched a moment in wonder. They
had seen him separate the upper level
of boards from the lower. Then, from
between the two, he drew four yellow
disks. Yellow? Ah, no, gold! Si, gold!
.« . Those disks were flat, as big as din-
ner plates. Every one of them glittered
in a strange way, as if it were studded
with a hundred pin-points of flashing
light. McKane, though amazed, had not
immediately realized what the things
were. But as for Milo Sabatéo—

“I knew !” he cried hoarsely, excitement
bringing strength to his voice. He glared
from the three men to Claire McKane.
The girl stood speechless, one hand at
her throat. It was as if she foresaw a
new blow.

“My people were Indians!” Milo forced
out with horse vehemence. “They have
told me many things; Those disks were
gold, senores, gold brought from the hills
of the Andes into the jungle! And do
you know what shone in them like that?
You may stare, but pel’ Deus, I tell the
truth! You will see! The things that
shone were diamonds of Brazil! i,
Brazilian diamonds—hundreds of them
inlaid in designs in each disk! The Indians
called the disk the mazurata—the eye of
the Sun God’ . . . The mazurata is put
on top of the temple, so it will catch all
the light of the sun, and—and shine
brighter than stars or moon! To you
Americans, senores, such mazuratas are
worth fortunes. S7, fortunes! More than



26

Dime Detective Magazine

a hundred diamonds set in heavy gold—
and Senor Anderson had four like that!
Hourl-o". =2

Milo Sabatéo fell back on his pillow,
trembling. While he gasped for breath,
there was silence in the room. A chok-
ing hush all the more intense because of
the savage thrash of rain on the window.
Charlie Codwell, listening to this fantastic
background of crime, became infected
with Milo’s excitement. It throbbed with-
in “him. It enfevered his mind. His
thoughts strained to connect the astonish-
ing mazuratas with the death of Jordan
McKane. Yet he did not speak.

“Where,” Chief Guthrie at last ejacu-
lated, “did Anderson get the things?”

“In—in the Parapiti village,” whispered
Milo, breathless. “He found them in the
broken walls of the temple. But he did
not tell us of them in Brazil. Oh, no!
He wanted to keep the smazuratas for
himself. So he hid them in his extra
clothes. And many weeks later, when we
came to Manaoi, he put them between the
floor-boards of the peccary cage. That
was how he smuggled them into this coun-
try. But he had no opportunity to take
them until that night, two weeks ago,
when he tried to get them in the menag-
erie—"

“Oh!” The gasp, low and agonized,
broke from Claire McKane. Her hands
suddenly covered her face, and she swung
away from the bed. Charlie, gaping at
the girl in consternation, knew she was
sobbing. And he felt wretched himself.
In one night, he realized, she had seen
her father dead and her fiancé accused of
smuggling. He scarcely knew what to say
to her. What could one say?

Guthrie, however, proved more callous
to the girl’s misery. He was already de-
manding: “Sabatéo, how do you know
all this?”

Milo’s explanation, though halting, was
impressively vivid. On that night two

weeks ago he and McKane had rushed
into the menagerie to confront Anderson
with the golden disks. The blond man
had sprung back like one trapped. At
first he had attempted to bluster some
lies, but they had sounded so futile and
ridiculous that he had collapsed and con-
fessed the truth.

Jordan McKane had stared. On him
the situation exercised a chaotic effect.
The idea of smuggling being connected
with his expedition outraged him. He
had rasped, “And you're the man I'm sup-
posed to regard as my future son-in-
law!”

At that Charlie heard another stifled
sob in Claire McKane’s throat. Im-
pulsively he caught her arm, squeezed it
with a kind of reassurance, though his
eyes remained on Milo.

McKANE—the Brazilian continued—
had been baffled. What was to be
done with the golden disks? Dispose of
them? No. He realized they could be
neither sold nor given away without be-
traying the fact that his expedition had
smuggled them into the country — thus
ruining a reputation he had given a life-
time to build. Keep the things? No—
there Harvey Anderson vehemently ob-
jected. They belonged, after all, to him.
Anderson insisted on dislodging the dia-
monds and selling them individually. He
offered to share the money, but such a
plan McKane discarded with a snarl; he
wanted none of it.

“However you try to dispose of these
things,” he had warned bitterly, “they’re
bound to cause questions. And questions
will bring out the truth. They’ll ruin both
of us!”

In the end they had compromised on
a postponement of action until the matter
could be considered calmly. The smazuratas
had been taken into the house, though
where they had been placed Milo could
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not say. And yesterday, after two weeks
of nervous indecision, McKane had made
a resolution.

“He—he came into the menagerie,”
whispered Milo Sabatéo. “He told Senor
Anderson he would telephone for a New
York lawyer—a {friend he could trust—
and he would tell the lawyer everything
and ask his advice. He said—"

But that was as far as the Brazilian
could go. As far as he would ever go. ...

What happened at that instant was
nightmarish. For sheer horror it became
the most appalling moment of the night.
It caught them all utterly unprepared,
dazed.

There was a single sharp crack.

A shot! It came from outside the win-
dow, and the pane burst into a hundred
flying fragments that clattered on the
floor.

Even while the glass tinkled, Milo
Sabatéo screamed. His body heaved up
crazily, turned, and collapsed. Once he
writhed and gasped, “Deus!” Then he
lay limp—with blood streaming from a
black bullet hole in his heart. . . .

There was chaos then.

Charlie Codwell, his whole being ablaze
with horror, scarcely realized what he did.
He sprang to the shattered window, jerked
up the pane. Glaring out into the down-
pour, he had the merest glimpse of a
black figure—hardly more than a shadow
—vanishing under the trees.

He shouted hoarsely to the chief. Then
he was outside, plunging through mud
and rain and darkness in pursuit of the
killer. He ran desperately. Somehow he
forgot that he was unarmed, that he was
chasing a man with a gun—one who had
already shown utter ruthlessness. It did
not matter now, The only thought pound-
ing in his mind was a mad determination
to seize that fugitive!

He lunged among the trees, banging
against them. For perhaps twenty yards

he raced on blindly—only to halt, panting,
in dismay. He could see no one here!
The darkness was almost impenetrable.
In frantic tension he listened for running
steps to guide him. But the rain thrashed
so violently that it overwhelmed all other
sounds.

Charlie stood groaning with all the
vehemence of an outraged, baffled soul.

Why Milo Sabatéo had been shot to
death he could not pause to consider now.
He wanted to act, to dash after the mur-
derer, to do something! But which way
was he to turn in this Stygian maze?
His clenched fists shook in an agony of
frustration.

WHEN Chief Guthrie reached him,
' there was still no sound. They stood
together, breathing hard and glaring
among the trees. Their faces were color-
less masks, and neither uttered a word—
until suddenly, somewhere at their right,
they heard the slosh of racing feet!

“Come on!” blurted Guthrie.

With the suddenness of startled rabbits
they darted off. They ran hard, drawing
nearer and nearer to the sounds—and
almost crashed into the charging figure
of Harvey Anderson!

“What’s happened?” Anderson gasped.

Guthrie flung back: “What are you do-
ing here?”

“I—I heard a shot!
see—"

I came out to

The big man looked so dumbstruck, so
shaken, that it was almost impossible to
doubt him. Yet Charlie did doubt what
he said. He could not help it, after the
story he had heard from Milo Sabatéo.
But he crushed all questions now, though
a score of them surged to his lips. He
whirled around, listened again—and heard
no other steps.

Within a few moments they were joined
by the chief’s two uniformed men. Guthrie
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became grim, decisive. He ordered an
immediate search of the grounds.

But it proved futile.

Fifteen minutes later, when they all
returned, drenched, to meet on the porch
of the house, their defeated faces told
a story of hopeless failure. Sabatéo’s
murderer had vanished completely.

Chief Guthrie, shaking the rain from
his clothes, rasped: “I can’t figure this
out! Why was Milo killed, anyhow ? He'd
already told us what he knew about the
—the golden disks. It would be different
if he hadn’t spoken up yet; then maybe
I could understand his being silenced!”

With the last phrase he glared signifi-
cantly at Harvey Anderson. And the big
man caught his breath as if a weapon
had been jammed against his chest. He
stood there, in the darkness of the porch,
rigid and colorless. His light hair was
soaked and disarrayed. He darted quick
glances from the chief to Charlie Cod-
well ; then at the two policemen, as though
measuring his chances to leap away from
this group.

“Well?” Guthrie demanded harshly.
“Haven't you got anything to say about
it, Mr. Anderson?”

“To say?” The words came softly, as
if he were struggling to suppress his
voice. He spoke with a tremor. “What
can I say? It seems Milo has already
told you everything.”

“You bet he did!” came furiously from
the chief.

“Well, what are you going to do?”
Anderson asked after a tense pause. “Ar-
rest me for smuggling?”

“No, not for smuggling!” Guthrie said
with quivering menace in every syllable.
“Not for smuggling, Mr. Anderson!”

And then Charlie spoke. His voice
came like a shock because of its very
quietness. “Let me remind you,” he said
to the blond man, “that you’re quite safe
on the smuggling charge. The only two

witnesses who could have testified against
you are dead.”

Anderson swung upon him wrathful-
ly. “Thanks for the reassurance!” he
grated. “I suppose that’'s your delicate
way of saying I killed them—just to pro-
tect myself in case of arrest!”

“I had considered the point,” Charlie
granted, “yes.”

“Well, I didn’t kill them! Understand?
I didn’'t! I don’t know any more about
this damned business than you do!”

“You have no idea why either Jordan
McKane or Milo Sabatéo was murdered?

“Nol?

"“No idea as to why the condor was
freed in the house?”

“No! If I knew, I'd tell you—"

The last words were all but jolted out
of Harvey Anderson’s mouth, for the
porch door, suddenly opening, struck his
back and threw him off balance. He turned
angrily to glare at the thin, timorous
figure on the threshold—Dr. William
Todd. The scientist was gaping about in
apprehension, one hand at his lips, his
eyes grotesquely magnified by the glasses.
He looked from face to face, finally letting
a disappointed gaze fall on Chief Guthrie.

“So you—er—didn’t catch him!” he
whispered wretchedly. “Good heavens,
that’s frightful, Chief, frightful!”

CHAPTER SIX
Menagerie of Death

HALF hour later Chief Guthrie was

constrained to hold a second post-
mortem inquiry in the drawing room;
this time, however, without Claire Mc-
Kane. The girl was in her own chamber
upstairs, attended by Sarah and Dr. Pem-
berton, and fighting against hysteria. As
Charlie had feared, her endurance had
attained the breaking point. Seeing Milo
murdered had been the last straw.
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Charlie himself now stood beside a
window in the drawing room, intently
watching both Harvey Anderson and Dr.
Todd. As a lawyer, he could have con-
ducted an efficient interrogation of his
own; one perhaps more thorough than
Guthrie’s, since, under the guidance of
Stacy Trent, he had developed a shrewd
skill in cross-examination. But, though
a hundred questions and suspicions cram-
med his mind, he preferred not to tres-
pass on the police chief’s duty.

Guthrie began with Dr. Todd. “We've
got to find out,” he declared harshly, “just
where everybody was at the time the shot
was fired. You first, Doctor. How about
£

“Why—er—" Dr. Todd, his face as
yellow as his bald head, sat rapidly rub-
bing the arms of his chair. “I was right
here, Mr. Guthrie! Right in this room
all the time.”

“Doing what?”

“Waiting for coffee.”

“Wha-at ?”

“Waiting for coffee!” the doctor em-
phatically maintained. “I had—er—felt
the need of it, after all that had hap-
pened. I was positively shaken. So I
asked Quincy if he couldn’t get me a
cup—hot and black.”

The chief turned a frowning, unspoken
question upon the old servant. Quincy
hastily nodded his gray head.

“That’s right, suh!” he assented.
“Th-that’s absolutely right, Mistuh
Guthrie!”

“And where were you, Quincy?”

“I was in the kitchen with Sarah! She
was fixin’ the coffee, and I was waiting
to take it in to Doctuh Todd. That’s the
truth, suh, the Gawd’s truth!”

“Did you see or hear anybody outside
the kitchen windows? Or anywhere out-
side ?”

“No, suh, I s-sure didn’t!”

Guthrie darted a glance back at Dr.

Todd. “How about you? Hear anybody
outside ?”

“No-o0, but I was at the front of the
house, of course.”

The chief sniffed loudly. Apparently
he was disposed to accept these asser-
tions without immediate challenge. Or
else he was merely eager to swing his in-
quisition to Harvey Anderson. Charlie
could think of a dozen other questions
he might put to Dr. Todd and Quincy.
Yet he was not sorry to see the official
turn to the blond Viking. A new tension
instantly seized the room.

“Well, Mr. Anderson,” Guthrie began,
“now let’s have your side of it. Where
were you when Sabatéo was shot?”

The big man, standing with his hands
jammed in his pockets, said stiffly: “I
don’t remember, exactly.”

“Don’t remember! . . . How the devil
could you forget?”

“Because I wasn’t any place in par-
ticular,” said Anderson. “I was nervous,
and I just kept—kept walking around
from room to room.”

“Nervous, eh? About what?”

At that Anderson smiled bitterly, even
sardonically. “Don’t you think there’s
plenty to be nervous about in this house ?”
he asked. “With a corpse in the library
and—well, I won’t deny it—with the
mazuratas to think about.”

“T see. So you just kept walking
around and around like a mouse in a
cage, eh?”

“Something like that, yes.”

“When you heard the shot, what hap-
pened?”’

Anderson frowned resentfully. “You
know what happened,” he snapped. “I
heard the screams from Milo’s room, and
ran to it. You and Mr, Codwell had
just jumped out to hunt the killer; and
I followed you. That’s all there was to
it.”

“Did you see anybody outside?”
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“Not a soul.”

Chief Guthrie paused, sniffing. Un-
certain of just how to proceed, he rubbed
his chin, glanced uneasily at Charlie. And
it was then that Charlie Codwell, lithe
and grim, stepped away from the window.
He was fingering a cigarette he had neg-
lected to light. Now he tossed it into the
fireplace.

“Mr. Anderson—" he began.

The big man whirled around angrily.
“Do I have to answer your questions,
too?”’

“It would be wise,” Charlie assured him
quietly, but he paled a little at the other’s
tone. He wasn’t accustomed to having
men snarl at him like that. He said:
“I want to talk about those mazuratas.”

“What about them?” Anderson de-
manded bluntly.

“Do you know where Jordan McKane
put the things?”

“Of course I do! Under the papers in
the drawer of the library desk. To be
frank, I'd have got them out if you didn’t
have a policeman posted in the room.”

Charlie nodded, looking obliquely at the
chief. “I think we ought to get them,”
he suggested.

With Guthrie acquiescing, the whole
tense group at once moved into the li-
brary. McKane’s body now lay on a
settee, under a white sheet. They passed
it, with shudders, to reach the flat wal-
nut desk. There the anticipation of see-
ing the amazing jungle treasures put a
strain upon them all.

But when they searched the drawer—
Anderson groping through it with sud-
den horror, even frenzy—they found the

golden disks gone!—stolen!

AS THE hours sped by that night,
Charlie realized he was letting the

confusion of the house seep into his brain.

His thoughts whirled dizzily. Even when

at last he threw himself on his bed, at

three o'clock in the morning he could
find no real composure. He lay awake,
half dressed; seeing again in the dark-
ness above him the horribly mangled
throat of Jordan McKane; seeing that last
convulsive heave of Milo Sabatéo—hear-
ing the Brazilian’s terrible shriek. And
sudden shivers ran through him.

Sometimes, too, he could hear Claire
McKane’s sobs in the next room. When-
ever that happened, he frowned and tossed
fitfully and felt unutterably wretched.
But always, when she f{fell silent, his
thoughts reverted to the shocking mys-
tery itself.

Who had committed these murders?
Who had stolen the diamond-studded
golden disks?

Harvey Anderson had estimated their
value at about $300,000! Could he him-
self, despite his protestations of innocence,
have slain Jordan McKane in order to
acquire sole possession of the treasures?
For it seemed that only he and Milo
Sabatéo had shared McKane’s knowledge
of the mazuratas. Even Claire had been
ignorant of their existence.

And what about Quincy?

Charlie scowled. Surely it was con-
ceivable that the old servant had chanced
upon those brilliant disks; or he might
have overheard a discussion concerning
them. Still, they seemed to constitute a
treasure too grand, to awesome, for one
in Quincy’s position. The man would
have been afraid, Charlie suspected, to
commit so monstrous a crime. And yet
one could not be certain.

Dr. Todd?

Charlie could not forget that the scien-
tist had been planning to leave this house
in the morning. As he visioned the tim-
orous man, his face hardened. Oh, he had
not neglected Dr. Todd! At midnight,
indeed, he had done an impulsive, per-
haps a reprehensible thing. He had slip-
ped up to the top floor to search the
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doctor’s luggage. The grips had not been
locked, but they had yielded no mazu-
ratas.

With these problems thudding in his
head, Charlie Codwell scarcely slept that
night. Toward dawn the rain stopped,
and with its cessation the stillness became
heavy, strained.

He rose impetuously and lit a cigar-
ette. Frowning, he stood at his window,
smoked, and glowered into the trees. As
the gray dawn light illumined the wet
scene, he could see the empty cage of
the condor down there where Quincy had
found it. The sight elicited a grim little
grunt.

“One thing is certain,” he promised
himself. “I’'m not going home tiil this
thing is cleared up!”

He found himself wishing rather bit-
terly that Stacy Trent were here. Trent
had a clear, logical brain quite capable
of overcoming the confusion of others.
A sane discussion with his senior, Charlie
believed, would assuredly clarify his own
thoughts. Might even result in a percep-
tion of the mystery’s solution! Well, he
had sent a message to Trent. He had
only to wait.

Charlie loitered until eleven o’clock that
morning; and then his partner’s blue
sedan, spattered with mud, came whizzing
up the gravelled driveway. He spied it
from the library window and promptly
abandoned Dr, Todd to hasten outside.
As he saw Trent’s tall, silver-haired figure
emerge from the car, he felt, with ines-
timable relief, that a new stage in the
mystery—a more lucid phase of it, surely
—had arrived.

AFTER Stacy Trent had heard Charlie’s

account of the affair he said: “Well,
you have had quite a night.” They were
in the library, from which McKane’s
body had already been removed. And Dr.
Todd, apparently absorbed in staring

through a window, stood behind them,
listening.

“I didn’t find your message until this
morning,” Trent explained. “Then I
raced up. . . . Where’s Chief Guthrie?”

“Searching the grounds for footprints,
I believe,” answered Charlie, keeping a
puzzled eye on the scientist. “Not much
hope, though,” he added. “The rain last
night either obliterated or disfigured
marks of that sort.”

Trent nodded agreement. “You're
probably right. Tell me, how’s Miss Mc-
Kane bearing up?”

“Pretty much under the weather, I'm
afraid, “Charlie mumbled dourly. “She’s
up in her room.”

“In bed?”

“Oh, no. I've seen her twice today.”

“Then I'd better go up and pay my
respects before we do anything else,”
Trent decided, rising. “Later we can have
a talk and a look around. Ask Quincy
to show me up, will you?”

Charlie noticed, as his partner followed
Quincy up the stairs, that the man was
taking this tragedy in his client’s home
with profound anxiety. His face looked
worn. He must have travelled fast and
steadily to reach Parthenon by eleven
o’clock, and the strain was visible on him.
His clothes, too, were disarrayed, badly
in need of a valet. Yet he retained the
look of competence, of self-possession
which invariably heartened his junior
partner.

_Trent spent more than half an hour
with Claire McKane. He spoke not only
as her father’s attorney but as a friend.
And he learned, to his astonishment—
when he asked about her plans for the
future—that she had determined to break
her engagement to young Harvey Ander-
son!

“I—I could never marry him now,”
she whispered in a deep, exhausted voice.
“I'd always feel it was his—his smuggling



32

Dime Detective Magazine

of the gold disks that brought on all this
horrible tragedy. I don’t think father
would have w-wanted me to marry him
now.”

Trent understood. He leaned forward
and gently squeezed her hand. “You
know best,” he said. When at last he
left the girl, he looked exceedingly grave.

“Where’s Mr. Codwell?” he asked
Quincy in the lower hall.

“TI saw him near the menagerie, suh,
just a few minutes ago. Will I call him
for you?”

“Never mind. I'll find him.”

Stacy Trent went out into the gray,
sunless morning and thoughtfully circled
the house to the menagerie. When he
entered the concrete building, he did not
see Charlie, But the sight of the caged
animals along the walls held him there
in fascination. He winced at the over-
whelming smell of the place ; but he could
not help watching one of the jaguars
roar for food. The peccaries began to
squeal, and even the monkeys set up a
clamorous chatter.

Trent, grunting, was about to turn away
when Charlie Codwell ran into the build-
ing.

A changed Charlie. . . .

He was pallid with excitement. His
eyes were afire in a face hard as rock.
Disheveled hair hung over his forehead,
and even his tie was askew. Breathless,
he sent a swift, searching glance along
the length of the menagerie; and seeing
nobody there but Trent, he slammed the
door shut.

THE older man gaped at him in be-
wilderment. “What on earth— Don’t
tell me something else has happened in
this insane—"

“Something has happened!” Charlie
panted hoarsely. “Something I couldn’t
have thought—possible! I—I want to talk

to you about it alone, Trent. I under-
stand everything now!”

Stacy Trent’s mouth opened. “Eh?”

“Everything! Even the condor’s being
in the house!”

“What in heaven’s name—"

“Listen!” Charlie stood rigid, his back
against the door. His tones sank to quiv-
ering tension. “When the murderer killed
McKane, his first impulse was to shield
himself. That’s nearly always the case.
He saw the frightful wounds in Mec-
Kane’s neck; saw that they looked ex-
actly like clawings. That gave him his
crazy idea—that and the nearness of the
menagerie. He overpowered Milo and
freed the condor. Opened the cage against
a window of the house, probably. In that
way he prevented the bird from flying
off into the night; forced him indoors.
He hoped to make it seem McKane had
been killed by the condor! But the bird
went upstairs instead of into the library,
and nobody saw him until—"

“Good Lord, wait a minute!” Stacy
Trent rapped out. “You're rushing along
at fine speed, but what’s it all about?”

Charlie sucked in a swift breath. His
eyes flashed. “Trent,” he whispered, “I
know who killed McKane and Sabatéo!”

Trent gaped incredulouly.

And Charlie flung out: “You!”

l‘I-__’,

A hush. ... A dreadful moment, with
Trent choking on his outcry, losing color.
He had to wrench his figure erect to
maintain his poise.

“Are—are you crazy?’ he
forced out, huskily.

“I wish to heaven I could think so!”
Charlie groaned. “Trent, I—I feel rotten
about this! It’s hell. But what can I do?
I've learned the truth!”

Trent’s face was ghastly. He swayed
slightly, choked on his words. “I don’t
—get you!”

“Look at your suit!”

finally
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“Wha-at ?”

“Your suit. Look at it! Wrinkled,
shapeless. Anybody can see it's had a
drenching! If you’d come from New
York this morning, you’d be wearing one
that was decently pressed. And it hasn’t
been raining here since dawn, so that you
couldn’t have been drenched like that on
the way up from town.”

Charlie drove desperate fingers through
his hair.,

“When I saw your suit like that,” he
rushed on, “I couldn’t help remembering
the killer last night was running arocund
in the rain! He must have been soaked!
Then it flashed on me, Trent. I realized
McKane might have told you about the
gold disks over the phone ; that you might
have been the one who came up here and
stole them—sending me as a sort of
blind! You could have driven up by car,
while T was coming by train. You'd
have made better time, too, because I
had to wait for connections.”

“You're losing your head, man!” Trent
cried harshly, “Do—do you realize what
you're saying?”

Charlie felt miserable. He hated to do
this to Stacy Trent. But there was no
choice. He had to gulp down his anguish
before he could plunge on.

“Then—then I remembered you weren’t
home last night, when I phoned! But
I prayed you'd got in—I give you my
word, Trent, I actually prayed to be
wrong! But I had to know! So, while
you were talking to Claire McKane just
now, I phoned your house again.”

“What!” Trent all but screamed.

“Your housekeeper told me you hadn’t
been in all night. But she had a phone
call from you at about midnight. That
was when she gave you my message.
When I heard that, Trent, I went hot and
cold all over. -I knew you'd been lying
to me—you said you got my message only
this morning. And suddenly T could see

everything—why you killed Sabatéo, too!
You feared that when you came here, to
your client’s home, Milo might recognize
you as the man who’d struck him down!”

TACY TRENT, his distinguished face

as white as his collar, took two im-

pulsive steps forward and seized Charlie’s
arms in a trembling grip.

“Charlie,” he rasped hoarsely, “with—
with theories like that you stand ready to
accuse me of murder?”

“I haven’t said anything yet to the
police. I—couldn’t. You don’t know
what hell I'm going through.”

“It’s all insane!”

But Charlie shook his head and pushed
on heavily. “Look. I figured it out this
way. You could have come up on the
porch last night, seen McKane in the
library through a window, and knocked
at the pane. He’d have let you in him-
self, without Quincy’s even knowing it.
When he told you about the mazuratas,
you must have asked to see them. And
as he took them out of the drawer, you
drove the fire prongs into his throat—be-
fore he could so much as cry out. There
was a revolver in the drawer—Claire Mc-
Kane told me that this morning. It prob-
ably fell to the floor when you seized the
gold disks and got out of the house. Then
you thought of the condor trick—"

“You're crazy!” gasped Trent wildly.
“Absolutely crazy, I tell you!”

They glared into each other’s flaming
eyes. Each trying to beat down the other’s
stare. Even the beasts in the cages
seemed hushed, watching in horror.

“At the beginning,” Charlie said huski-
1y, “I thought myself T must be crazy to
have such ideas about you. I had to con-
vince myself one way or the other. So
I—I wondered what you could have done
with the disks, if you'd taken them. I
knew you hadn’t gone to New York.
You'd probably been around here all
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night, in your car. That's why, when I
finished talking to the housekeeper, I
searched the sedan. . .. Trent, under the
back seat—under those tools and papers
—I found the mazuratas!”

As he delivered this final coup, Charlie
saw panic sweep over his partner. The
man was trembling violently. He jerked
terrified eyes from right to left; he
seemed terrified even by the animals; ter-
rified by the very silence. Then, des-
perately, he began to shake Charlie.

“For God’s sake!” he whispered. “All
right, all right! Don’t spoil it!”

“Spoil what?”

“This chance! Those disks are worth
a—a fortune! We can share it, Charlie!
We can—"

“No!”

“Don’t be a fool I”

“No, Trent! I can’t!
that—"

“I tell you it’s the chance of a life-
time, you idiot! They’re ours! Nobody
will ever know!”

“You don’t understand—I couldn’t—"

And then, suddenly, the menagerie door
opened—opened to admit Chief Guthrie.

He began: “Oh, there you are! I've
been hunting—"

But he stopped in amazement. For at
his appearance an odd thing had hap-
pened. Stacy Trent, as if caught in a
guilty act, released his partner and stum-
bled back four steps to crash against the
bars of a cage. He stood there colorless,
gulping, staring at the police chief in a
kind of trance.

“What the devil—" blankly exclaimed
Guthrie. “What—"

But before he could finish, Charlie Cod-

Nothing like

well, with a wild, horrified cry, leaped
across the menagerie. He roared: “Look
out, Trent! Look out!”

The building echoed his shout. The
animals heard it and responded with a
deafening cacophony of howls and squeals
and snarls. All too late to warn Stacy
Trent.

A brown, hairy leg—the foreleg of a
jaguar—came through the bars of the
cage behind him! A huge paw with
claws like mnails encircled his throat,
dragged him back against the bars!

He shrieked.

Charlie reached him in a frenzy. He
seized the jaguar’s leg in an insane grip,
tugged at it with all the power of his
body. The beast itself must have been
shocked by the sudden clamor, for it
released the man and ran to the back of
its cage.

But as it withdrew its paw, those ter-
rible claws ripped across the front of
Stacy Trent’s throat!

Blood spurted. It spurted in a sicken-
ing flood from a lacerated vein. The man
dropped to the floor and writhed as con-
vulsively as a dying snake. Charlie came
to his knees beside him.

“Trent!” he gasped. “For God’s sake,
Trent—"

He saw a frightful, demoniac grin con-
tort Stacy Trent’s lips.

And then the man on the floor rasped
out: “It’s all right—Charlie! It—it was
coming—to me! I was—a fool—ever to
try—"

The words ached off into silence and
Charlie Codwell knew that the killer was
dead.
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didn’t know how easy it is to turn a shakedown into a handout.
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CHAPTER ONE
No Questions Asked
DANE SKARLE stood in the of-

fice of the district attorney, his

feet planted widely apart, and
said: “It’s none of your damned busi-
ness.”

Arthur Dwyer, the chief trial deputy,
said: “I’'m making it my business.”

Dane Skarle thrust forward his jaw
and squared his shoulders. There was
about the man something of the poise
of a panther. He was small-boned, wiry,
yet gave the impression of limitless
energy being held in leash.

“O. K.,” he said. “If you're going
to look at it that way, I came here for my
health. How do you like that?”

“I don’t like it,” said Arthur Dwyer.

Skarle’s lips curled slightly. “All
right,” he said. “Then T’ll ask the next
question. What are you going to do about
it?”

Dwyer avoided Skarle’s eyes. He was
a thin man with a fringe of hair growing
around the bald spot on the top of his
head. He wore tortoise-shell-rimmed
spectacles, behind which two small round
eyes blinked solemnly. His face was ex-
pressionless, but there was an air of
quiet obstinacy about the man.

His hands moved aimlessly through a
stack of documents which were on his
desk. He raised a telegram from the pile,
read it, and looked over the top of it at
Dane Skarle.

“A wire from the chief of police at
Centerburg. He says that you were em-
ployed in a carnival there as a sleight-
of-hand expert. You were advertised as
the ‘King of the Magicians.” You had a
female assistant named Vera Colma. You
had some trouble there and left the car-
nival.”

Skarle laughed and said: “I've left a
dozen carnivals in the last dozen years.”

Dwyer wet his lips with the tip of his

tongue. “This wire says further,” he
went on, “that you and your female com-
panion were accused of the theft of some
very valuable jewelry.”

Skarle said hotly: “And we went ahead
and cleared up that crime.”

“Exactly. Found the guilty people and
collected a reward.”

“Sure,” said Skarle.

The deputy district attorney laid the
telegram down on his desk with a certain
air of finality, moistened his lips with
the tip of his tongue once more, and
reached for another telegram in the pile
of papers.

“As nearly as can be ascertained,” he
said, “since that time you and this assist-
ant of yours have decided there’s more
money to be made from sharpshooting
crimes, and getting rewards, than there is
in working sleight-of-hand games in car-
nivals.”

“The thing I'm listening for,” said
Dane Skarle sarcastically, “is how the
hell you figure it’s any of your business.”

Dwyer continued patiently, as though
unaware of the explosive interruption.
“You move about from place to place.
Whenever you read of a crime in a news-
paper where there’s a reward for the re-
turn of property, you drift in, attempt
to solve the crime and collect the re-
ward.”

He paused and looked at Dane Skarie
expectantly.

“Listen,” Skarle said. “I come to this
town just like any other man. I pay my
fare on the railroad, get off the train, go
to a hotel, and there’s a hick cop banging
on the door and asking questions before
T've got my face washed. I send him
about his business and an hour later a
guy comes down and tells me that you
want a talk with me, and will I come up
and answer some questions voluntarily, or
would I prefer to be taken up.

“Where I made my mistake was in
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coming up here in the first place, but I
had my belly full of the cops in this town,
and when the bird said I was going to
talk with the district attorney, I figured
I would talk with somebody that had
some sense.”

Arthur Dwyer said sarcastically: “I'm
sorry that you were disappointed.”
“You ain’t half as sorry as I am.”

WYER said: “It happens that the

home of Harrison Ripley has been
burglarized, and orginal paintings valued
in excess of one hundred thousand dol-
lars have been taken. Telegraphic de-
mands have been made on him from
various parts of the country from a per-
son who signs himself under various
aliases. These telegraphic demands have
all been for money, and have been sent
in Western Union code. They threaten
that the pictures will be destroyed unless
a substantial reward is forthcoming.

“These demands,” continued Dwyer, in
the stilted tone of voice which one would
use in summing up a case for a magis-
trate, “all insist that the payment of the
reward shall be based upon the return of
the paintings alone, and that no questions
shall be asked.”

“Well, what’'s wrong with that? A
man’s got a right to put a reward offer
in the paper with no questions asked if
he wants to. All you’ve got to do is pick
up the ‘Lost and Found Department’ of
any newspaper and you will find such ads
by the hundreds.”

Dwyer said dryly: “Yes, as far as a
man is concerned who has sustained a
loss, he can put such an ad in the paper
if he desires.”

“Well, what’s all that got to do with
me?”’

Dwyer said: “It is, of course, possible
that your arrival in this city is connected
with the robbery of Harrison Ripley’s
residence.”

“Yes,” said Skarle, “and it’s possible I
came here to open a drugstore.”

“Your attitude,” said Dwyer, “is not to
be commended.”

Skarle laughed. “I presume,” he said,
“that this is all a part of the reception
arranged for by the chamber of com-
merce. Whenever a man comes to this
town you drag him before the district
attorney to find out what he came here
for. Probably there aren’t enough
strangers come here to let you get ac-
customed to them. What makes you think
I'm interested in Ripley’s paintings? I'd
like to know. I must have my necktie on
backwards or something, the way the of-
ficers started flocking around me as soon
as I got off the train.”

“Would you say,” said Dwyer, “that
you were not interested in the recovery
of the Ripley paintings?”

“If 1 were interrogated by anyone who
thought he had a right to know,” retorted
Dane Skarle, “T'd tell him to go to hell.”

Dwyer’s face flushed. He scowled and
said tartly: “This attitude isn’t getting
you anywhere, Skarle.”

“All right. Where’s your attitude get-
ting you?”

Dwyer reached in a drawer of his desk
and took out a photograph. It was
printed on eight-by-ten glossy paper, and
was a photographic copy of a telegram.
He read aloud from the copy.

“HARRISON RIPLEY
419 ELYSIAN DRIVE
RIVERDALE MICH

NEWSPAPERS REPORT YOU
HAVE BEEN ROBBED ORIGINAL
PAINTINGS VALUED IN EXCESS
HUNDRED THOUSAND DOLLARS
STOP PAPERS ALSO REPORT CRIM-
INALS HAVE MADE DEMANDS ON
YOU FOR TWENTY-FIVE THOU-
SAND DOLLARS FOR RETURN OF
PAINTINGS WITH NO QUESTIONS
ASKED STOP IF I CAN RECOVER
AND RESTORE PAINTINGS WILL
YOU PAY REWARD SEVEN THOU-
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SAND FIVE HUNDRED DOLLARS
WIRE ME CARE WESTERN UNION
HERE

(SIGNED) DANE SKARLE”

Dwyer laid down the telegram and
glared accusingly at Skarle.

Skarle said: “So that’s what’s caused
all the commotion, is it ?”

Dwyer nodded. “You've got it. Ripley
wires you that he will pay such a reward
under certain conditions, and you wire
that you will arrive in town on a certain
train, go directly to the Palace Hotel, and
wait for his instructions.”

Skarle said sarcastically: “And I pre-
sume that you and the officers here don’t
want to see the paintings returned. You'd
rather see the crooks hold him up for
twenty-five thousand dollars than to see
an honest man make a seven-thousand-
dollar reward.”

Arthur Dwyer drummed with the tips
of his fingers upon the surface of the
desk.

“The concern of this office,” he said
formally, “is to see that the criminals,
having demanded twenty-five thousand
dollars for the return of the paintings
with no questions asked, do not lower
their demands to seven thousand five hun-
dred dollars under the guise of pretend-
ing it is reward, and send an ambassador
of crime to conclude the negotiations.”

“By that I presume you mean that
I'm the ambassador of crime.”

“Exactly.”

Skarle’s reply was savage. “All right.
T've met your type before. You're part of
a hick-town political ring. You birds
think that anyone who comes in from the
outside has got to be chiseled. What burns
you up is the idea of a fellow making
some honest money that you haven’t got
sense enough to make. You birds know
that there is going to be a reward for the
return of those pictures, and you're run-
ning around in circles figuring that some

lucky break is going to let you trap the
crooks, get the paintings, and pick up the
reward. When you see somebody coming
in from the outside, you figure that you
have got to gang up against him so as to
keep the money at home.”

Dwyer said: “You know that that’s not
right, Skarle. My interest in the matter is
official, as an officer of the law in this
community.”

“Boloney.”

Dwyer got to his feet. “I don’t like
your attitude, Skarle.”

Skarle said: “Hell! If we're talking
about things about each other that we
don’t like; I don’t like your attitude, I
don’t like the color of your necktie, I
don’t like the way you wear your clothes,
and you've got halitosis.”

“I am warning you,” the deputy D. A.
continued, “that you will not be permitted
to collect a reward for the return of those
pictures until you have satisfied the local
authorities that you are not in league with
the criminals.”

Skarle laughed. “I’ve heard that song
before, too. The only conclusive proof
that you folks will accept that I ain’t in
league with the criminals, is to have me
split the reward with you, giving you
about ninety per cent, and leaving ten per
cent for me.”

“I’'m not interested in the reward, Mr.
Skarle. I am interested in enforcing the
law.”

“All right. I've been in this game long
enough to know what I’m up against, and
also to know what my rights are. As far
as I'm concerned you can go to hell.”

He turned on his heel, jerked open the
door, walked out into the reception room
and slammed the door behind him.

Arthur Dwyer made no move to follow
or to detain him. He stared at the door
that had been slammed, with a face that
was void of expression. His round eyes
blinked slowly.
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He stood in that attitude for several
seconds, then turned and walked to his
desk, picked up the telephone, said: “Get
me the chief of police.”

VERA COLMA opened the connecting

door between the two rooms and
walked into Dane Skarle’s room. “What
did he want?” she said.

“A shakedown.”

“How did he know what we came here
for, Dane?”

“He got wise from the telegram I sent
Ripley.”

“What right did the telegraph office
have to give him that wire?” she asked.

“I don’t think he got it from the tele-
graph office,” he said. “He had a phota-
graph of the wire, and I got a glimpse of
the photograph. It showed that the tele-
gram had been folded before the picture
was taken.”

“What did you tell him, Dane?”

“I told him to go to hell. These birds
give me a pain. They figure that they’ve
got to be cut in on everything or it’s a
sign of crooked work.”

As Vera Colma had been selected
originally by Dane Skarle as an assistant
for a sleight-of-hand act, she had a form
which could cause the attention of an
audience to become greatly distracted.
She would have been a sure prize winner
in any bathing-beauty contest. And, de-
spite the fact that she had worked in
carnivals and on the stage for years, there
was nothing hard-boiled in her appear-
ance or manner.

“Dane,” she said, “isn’t there some way
you can work this game without always
fighting the local officers ?”

“I don’t know of any,” he said. “If you
don’t take them into your confidence, they
pull that line about you probably being
the crook who is trying to get a shake-
down for restoring the stolen property.
If you do take them into your confidence,

they listen to your ideas about how the
job was done, and then go out and beat
you to it when it comes to the pinch.”

“But,” said Vera, “how can they beat
you to the pinch if you've got an even
start with them?”

“Because” he said, “they’ve got the or-
ganization. We’re simply two people try-
ing to nose out an organization of paid
officers. They’ve got authority back of
them and we haven’t. They’'ve got or-
ganization and we haven’t. We're just
iree lances. We've got to get the inside
track or we can’t win.”

Vera stood beside him and dropped
her hand to his head. Idly she ran her
fingers through his thick, black hair.
“Dane,” she said, “things didn’t use to
be this way in the carnival business.”

He got to his feet and pushed her hand
away. Turning, he stared at her with his
peculiar eyes. Jet-black eyes that glit-
tered as though they had been lacquered,
and gave an impression of inner force
which was being held in leash, yet was
tugging at the leash.

“In the carnival business,” he said, “we
were amusing people. Now we'’re fight-
ing them. People used to pay twenty-five
cents to see the King of the Magicians
pull a rabbit out of a hat. They came
there because they wanted to be enter-
tained. We were their servants and were
entertaining them. That’s the reason they
didn’t fight with us. Now we’re out mak-
ing a living by matching our wits against
theirs and we're fighting for big stakes.
It makes a difference.” .

She said: “T guess it does all right.”

The telephone rang. Dane Skarle
scooped the receiver to his ear and said:
“Hello.”

The receiver made squawking noises
for a minute and Skarle said: “All right.
We'll be right down,” and hung up the
telephone.

He turned to Vera. “That’s Ripley.
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He’s down in the lobby and wants to take
us out to his house. I told him we'd be
right down. Better get your nose pow-
dered.”

“Will you want me out there with you,
Dane?”

“Sure,” he said. “I don’t know what’s
going to come up.”

“Give me two minutes.”

“O. K. Make it snappy. I'll be at the
elevator. Lock your door when you go
out.”

Skarle waited at the elevator, and in
precisely two minutes and five seconds
Vera joined him. They went down to the
lobby.

A man in the late fifties, with a white
mustache, was peering intently at the
people who emerged from the elevator.

Skarle walked directly to him. “Mr.
Ripley ?” he asked.

The man reached forward an eager
hand and his face broke into smiles.
“Mr. Skarle,” he said. “I’'m so glad to
meet you.”

Dane Skarle shook hands, presented
Ripley to Vera Colma.

“My car’s outside,” said Ripley. “We'd
better run out to the house. I think you'll
want to look the place over.”

Skarle said: “O. K. On the way out
you can tell me about what happened.”

CHAPTER TWO
The Missing Sectetaty

RIPLEY led the way through the lobby
of the hotel. A large sedan was
parked at the curb with a liveried chauf-
feur at the wheel. The chauffeur jumped
out and opened the door. The three people
got in the back seat, Vera Colma in the
middle between the two men.
As the car lurched into motion Skarle
asked: “Now, Mr. Ripley, what are the
facts?”

Ripley’s voice was mechanical, as

though he had become accustomed to a
repetition of those facts.

“I made my money in Riverdale. That
is, I laid the foundation for my fortune
here. I always felt grateful toward the
place and toward the people who lived in
it. When I decided to retire from active
business, I decided also that I would set-
tle down here in Riverdale.

“Looking at it now, I see that that was
a mistake. I had been away from the
city for some little time, returning only
on visits to meet the old crowd and swap
reminiscences with them. My real friends
were made in the larger cities, where I
had more of an opportunity to select
people who had things in common with
me.

“Riverdale, you know, is a small com-
munity, and while it’s a prosperous little
city, it’s rural in its outlook. The friend-
ships which I had formed here were
largely friendships of location. That is,
I knew my banker, my doctor, the news-
paper man, a few more along that order.
Then there was the old crowd who had
known me when I first started in my busi-
ness here. Naturally, it was always
pleasant to renew old associations on my
return to the town. But the point I’'m get-
ting at is that they weren’t the type of
people I would have selected as friends
had I been living in a larger city.

“When I came here and settled down,
I found that the companionship of these
men left something lacking. I began to
miss the more congenial friendships
which had been made during the last few
years in the larger cities.

“However, my home was here. I had
built a very comfortable little mansion,
furnished it the way I wanted it, and
planned to stay here the rest of my life.

“As a result I tried to temporize. I
kept my home here in Riverdale, but more
and more I started going to the bigger
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cities for visits. During these visits I lived
at clubs or rented apartments.

“I'm mentioning this to you in detail
because it accounts for rather an unusual
situation. Undoubtedly it amounted to
negligence on my part, and this is the ex-
planation and the only explanation I can
make,

“When I had furnished my house here,
it contained several treasures of art which
I had been some time collecting. There
were half a dozen original paintings by
famous old masters which I had purchased
from time to time during the past ten or
fifteen years.

“Understand that the paintings have a
commercial value because they are old, un-
doubtedly genuine, and painted by men
who have become famous. To me, how-
ever, they were valuable merely because I
loved them. They had touches of color, an
interpretation of light, which meant some-
thing to me.

“I had these pictures in my residence
here, and, as I have explained to you, my
absences were at times quite prolonged.
In fact, I returned from this last absence
about ten days ago, and it was the first
time in months that I had been in my
house.

“The first evening I didn’t notice any-
thing wrong. It was the next day when
I was sitting in my easy chair smoking
that I raised my eyes to a picture which
had always filled me with a certain con-
tentment. It was a picture by an old
Flemish master, of a countryside with a
road winding along through it and dis-
appearing over a little hill on the right
horizon.

“Somehow or other the picture seemed
to lack appeal. I thought that the light
was wrong on it, and got up to adjust it.
Then I saw right away that the picture
was a copy, a very good copy, but a copy
nevertheless. It was flat, and lacked the
master touch of genius. If I had never

seen the original, I doubtless would have
thought that the copy was a very credit-
able piece of work, but compared with the
original it was flat and insipid.”

Vera Colma said: “Yes, I understand.
I used to do a little painting.”

Ripley flashed her an appreciative
glance.

Skarle said, more or less impatiently:
“Well, how about the crime? How had
it been done?”

RIPLEY, however, refused to change

his manner of telling exactly what
had happened in a leisurely narrative
fashion.

“So then, of course,” he continued, “I
made a hurried tour of the house and
looked at the other pictures. The story
in each case was the same. The valuable
old master had been copied and the copy
inserted in the frame in place of the
original.

“I called in my housekeeper, Ella
Crane, an efficient soul but a little near-
sighted, and asked her what had hap-
pened. She insisted that I was mistaken
and that the pictures which were in the
frames were the same ones which had
always been there.

“Poor soul! I think she still feels that
I have taken leave of my senses. She in-
sists that I must have forgotten what the
pictures were like while I was gone, or
that perhaps my eyes have changed. Ac-
cording to her view, the pictures are the
same.

“Her husband, Pete Crane, acts as gen-
eral utility man around the house. He
seems to side with his wife, but I think
he really knows that the pictures aren’t
the same. He swears that he can’t tell
any difference in them, but his manner
isn’t quite as positive as that of his wife,
and I think he is siding with her merely
as a matter of domestic routine.”

Ripley turned and smiled beamingly at
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Vera Colma, and then at Dane Skarle.

“Go on,” said Skarle.

“Well, that’s really all there is to it.
The pictures were gone and no one seems
to have any idea when or how they went.”

“How about the other servants?” said
Skarle.

“How do you mean? In regard to
their views about the substitution of the
pictures ?”

“No,” said Skarle. “I was wondering
whether or not they! were above sus-
picion.”

Ripley said: “Perhaps, Mr. Skarle,
dealing with my fellow men over a period
of years has made me unduly cynical.
There are very few people whom I would
put above suspicion. However, I think
that this affair was handled in far too
adroit a manner to be connected in any
way with the servants. However, there is
a man named Ed Jones who acts as gar-
dener, and my chauffeur, Fred Lorton,
who is driving us.

“Lorton has much more native ability
than any of the others, and has, in addi-
tion, had some of the broadening influ-
ence of travel. I keep him with me much
of the time when I'm in the city, but he
does, nevertheless, have access to the resi-
dence when I'm not there, and occasion-
ally spends a week or two there during
my absences.”

“That’s all the
Skarle.

“That’s all of them.”

“How about the demands for money?”

“There have been three telegrams,”
said Ripley. “They were filed from widely
different points of the country and de-
manded various sums for the return of
the paintings.

“The first telegram was received the
afternoon of the day that I discovered
the substitution of the paintings, and de-
manded thirty-five thousand dollars.
Subsequent telegrams have indicated that

servants?”’ asked

the price is reduced to twenty-five thou-
sand.”

“Have you refused to pay it?”

Ripley nodded his head. “Tom Diggs,
the local chief of police, is very insistent
that I refuse to pay,” he said. “Diggs
points out that there is virtually no mar-
ket for the pictures, unless the thief could
find some art collector who sufficiently
admired the pictures to be willing to pay
a high price to keep them in a room where
no one could ever see them. Those paint-
ings are all by artists who are sufficiently
well-known so that they could never be
sold on the market.

“On the other hand, it is hardly con-
ceivable that the thief would deliberately
destroy the paintings as he threatened
to.”

“Oh, he’s made that threat, has he?”
asked Skarle.

“Yes. They have given me a time limit
of ten days within which to make the
payment, or the pictures will be de-
stroyed.”

“How do they want the payment
made?” asked Skarle.

“They say that I am to announce my
willingness to pay the sum as demanded
in a personal ad to be inserted in The
Riverdale Daily Chronicle, and that they
will then get in touch with me and give
me detailed instructions for payment.”

SKARLE laughed. “I can imagine

nothing,” he said, “that would be a
more useless expenditure of money than
to pay for the insertion of such an ad in
the paper. Doubtless it would be seized
upon as a news story, and every man,
woman, and child in the state would know
what you had done.”

Ripley nodded. “T am instructed to have
the sum, twenty-five thousand dollars in
cash, ready to pay over upon the return
of the pictures with no questions asked.
The thief seems quite confident of his
ability to avoid the police.”
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“Have you any clues?” asked Vera
Colma.

“Diggs, the chief of police,” said Rip-
ley, speaking carefully, “thinks that he
has a clue. My wife died about a year
ago. During her lifetime she occupied the
house much more than I did. She had a
social secretary working for her, a girl
named Ethel May, and this girl was in-
terested in painting. It was, in fact, quite
a hobby of hers, and I understand she was
quite clever at it.

“Apparently she gave us satisfactory
service up to the time my wife died.
Diggs, however, in looking over the refer-
ences that she gave, has discovered the
fact that they were false, and that some
of the letters were forged.”

“What happened to this girl after that?”
said Skarle. “You should be able to trace
her.”

“No,” said Ripley. “That is the signifi-
cant part of it. She disappeared com-
pletely on the day that the theft of the
paintings was announced in the press. She
had been working for a blind woman, a
position which she obtained, by the way,
on the strength of the recommendation
which I gave her. Then she mysteriously
disappeared, and no one has been able to
find her.”

The chauffeur swung the car up a
gravelled drive, and Skarle caught a
glimpse of a white stucco house on the
very top of a sloping knoll which had
been artistically landscaped.

“We are now approaching the house,”
said Ripley, with some measure of pride
in his face.

The chauffeur maneuvered the car
through a portico, stopped the machine,
opened the door, and handed the occu-
pants out. Ripley led the way into the
house.

A woman about fifty-two years old,
with broad shoulders, thick arms, and
heavy hips, strode into the room, then

paused, and blinkingly surveyed the two
visitors.

“My housekeeper, Mrs. Crane,” said
Ripley.

She said, in rather a shrill voice: “Is
this the detective who was going to re-
cover the paintings for you, Mr. Ripley.”

Ripley nodded, turned to Skarle, and
said in a low voice : “Of course you under-
stand that in a country community like
this there is a certain informality in our
treatment of the servants. It is more like
a family affair. The servants are all local
people, and wouldn’t understand it other-
wise.”

Mrs. Crane went on in her shrill voice:
“Well, if this detective knows anything
about paintings, I’d like to have him take
a look at the pictures that are in the
frames. It does seem to me that the first
thing that should have been done is to
call in some art expert, and find out
whether or not anything had been taken.
Land sakes, there ain’t any use trying to
recover anything that hasn’t been taken.”

Ripley said: “That will do, Mrs. Crane.
I have explained to Mr. Skarle your
theory about the case. But, after all, I
am the one who is concerned in the mat-
ter.”

She said: “Yes, sir,” flashed an apprais-
ing glance at the two visitors, turned and
left the room.

“This way,” directed Ripley. “I’ll show
you the pictures. Then you can meet all
of the servants and talk with them.”

IPLEY led them into a well-furnished
room the walls of which were hung

with many oil canvases in gilt frames.
Skarle glanced at them casually, said:
“T’d like to know more about this Ethel
May. Where was she working in her last
position ?”

“San Francisco.”

“Were any of the telegrams sent you
about the payment of money filed in San
Francisco?”
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“Yes,” responded Ripley, slowly. “The
first telegram came from San Francisco.”

“That was the one that came on the
day you discovered the loss?”

“Yes, the afternoon of that day.”

“And was sent just before Ethel May
disappeared. Is that right?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

Skarle said: “I presume that Diggs is
getting in touch with the San Francisco
police?”

“Oh, yes. They’re working on some
other hot clues, and expect to have her
in custody within forty-eight hours.”

“They always do,” said Skarle.

“I beg your pardon?”’ said Ripley.

“Always expect to have them in cus-
tody within forty-eight hours. That’s one
of the stock police expressions.”

Ripley said : “That may be, but it would
be strange if they couldn’t apprehend her,
because they have excellent descriptions
and, I believe some photographs. She
left San Francisco, and probably hasn’t
gone far.”

“Where were the other telegrams re-
ceived from?”

“Denver, Colorado, and Salt Lake City,
Utah,” said Ripley.

“Can the telegraph company tell you
anything about how they were filed ?”

“Yes,” said Ripley. “In every instance
they were filed by a well-dressed, blond
young woman who wore gloves and
seemed very business like and efficient.
The telegrams were partially in code. She
used the Western Union Travellers’ Cable
Code.”

“What’s the description of Ethel May ?”
asked Vera Colma.

“Apparently,” said Ripley, “the descrip-
tion of the young woman who sent the
telegrams fits that of Ethel May. The
case against her seems rather black from
a standpoint of circumstantial evidence.
I dislike very much to think she would do

anything like that, but the evidence points
to her unmistakably.

“However, you will understand that I
am interested in the pictures, not in the
culprit. If Miss May did this, she un-
doubtedly had some accomplice who made
the actual substitution. Miss May, appar-
ently, only prepared the copies during her
leisure, and is attending to the sending of
telegrams. There must be some accom-
plice on the ground who made the actual
substitution of the pictures, and this ac-
complice would now have the original
paintings. Those are what I want. The
police, on the other hand, are concerning
themselves solely with making an arrest.”

Dane Skarle said : “You’d sort of like to
get the pictures before the police pick up
Ethel May. Is that right?”

“I am most anxious to,” said Ripley.
“Which is the reason I replied to your
telegram in the manner in which I did. I
feel that if the police arrest Ethel May,
she will be almost certain to name her ac-
complice here when she makes a confes-
sion, and I feel certain she will make a
confession.

“Put yourself in the position of that
accomplice. He will undoubtedly seek to
destroy the evidence as soon as he hears
of Miss May’s arrest. That will mean
that the paintings will be destroyed re-
gardless of whether or not the police are
ever able to convict the accomplice.”

Skarle nodded.
able,” he said.

Vera Colma said: “And of course you
haven't any idea who that accomplice is?”

“That sounds reason-

“Well, Miss May was a very attractive
young woman, and she kept company at
various times with two young men here in
the city. Those young men come from
very prominent families, and I would
rather not mention their names. If you
want to get any information along that
line, you will have to get it from Mr.
Diggs, the chief of police.”
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Skarle grinned. “The police don’t co-
operate with us very well when we're
working on these cases,” he said.

Ripley shrugged kis shoulders. “In that
event,” he said, “you can probably secure
the names of the young people in ques-
tion by talking with some of the news-
paper reporters. Personally, I have
adopted a policy of keeping my lips sealed
upon the matter. All that I know is that
I have lost the paintings and I want them
back. I am willing to pay you the price
which you stipulated for the return of the
paintings.”

“And no questions asked, eh?”’ said
Skarle.

Ripley turned on him sharply. “No
questions asked ?”” he inquired.

“Exactly,” said Skarle. “If I deliver
those paintings, I want to deliver them
and pick up the money and get out of
town. I don’t want to be where the local
police will try to work a shakedown on
me.”

Ripley said: “You bring those paintings
in, and you won’t have any trouble about
the money.”

CHAPTER THREE

Prop’s From a Pawnshop

ANE SKARLE sat in the over-
stuffed chair with his slippered feet
propped on the edge of the bed, smoking.
Vera Colma sat crosslegged on the bed,
her elbows on her knees, her chin resting
on her cupped palms.
“Do you suppose there’s any way we
can find Ethel May?” asked Vera.
Skarle shook his head. “No chance.
She’s on the dodge. That’s a cinch. And
the police are after her. We’d stand no
chance of picking her up where they can’t
find her. They’ve got the organization and
we’ve got nothing. We can’t even get any
cooperation from the police.”

“Well,” said Vera Colma, “I’m not so
satisfied that either of the two young
men Diggs is questioning is implicated in
it in any way. I got hold of Harriet Mills,
who runs the social column in The Daily
Chronicle, and who seems to be the offi-
cial town gossip. She spilled everything
to me. There’s Stacy Vixel, whose father
is the banker here and a very prominent
man. Then there’s Sam Boorman, who's
in the real-estate business and who seems
to have a very nice reputation.”

Skarle studied his cigarette smoke.
“And both of them were stuck on this
Ethel May?”

“And how!” grinned Vera Colma.
“That girl must have had ‘it” Both of
those fellows simply lost their heads over
her. And I guess there were several others
waiting on the side line. But these two
men kept all of her time occupied.”

“Was she a nice kid?” asked Skarle.

Vera Colma shrugged her shoulders.
“How do I know? Right now everybody
is going around making little sniffling
noises when her name is mentioned, and
saying that the young men would do a
lot better to pay some attention to the
local girls, instead of picking up with
every good-looking adventuress that comes
in from the outside.”

Skarle grinned. “Gosh,” he said, “these
small towns certainly do get clanny, don’t
they ?”

Vera Colma nodded. “It sounds logical
about the pictures being here,” she con-
tinued, “but I don’t think that either
Stacy Vixel or Sam Boorman is mixed
up in it. They seem like nice young men.
I made it a point to see both of them.”

“Talk with them?” asked Skatle.

“Yes,” she said. “I said I was going in
the millinery business when I talked with
Boorman, and asked him about a loca-
tion, and I told Stacy Vixel the same
thing, and asked about a bank. He’s
working in his father’s bank, you know.”
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Skarle laughed. “Get any more gos-
sip?” he asked.

“Tons of it. That woman, Harriet
Mills, certainly has a tongue that’s hinged
in the middle and clacks on both ends. I
think I know more about this town now
than if we’d lived in it for two years.”

Dane Skarle grinned reminiscently.
“Remember when we used to put on that
Hindu Mystic act, Vera? You'd go to
town two or three days in advance, and
get in touch with all the gossips and make
notes on what they said; then when I'd
put on the turban that had the wireless
receiving outfit in it, and go down among
the audience asking questions, you'd sit
back in the wings and tip me off when
the people who raised their hands were
those you had something on?”

“Uh huh,” she said. “You know, Dane,
I was a lot happier when we were doing
that than I am now.”

“You'll get used to this after a while.”

“But, Dane, we were good at that. It
was our business and we were headliners
at it. This thing isn’t our business at all.
We don’t know anything about it.”

KARLE said: “We're making it a

business, and we're learning about it,
ain’t we? Shucks, the only way I learned
the sleight-of-hand business was just by
going in and starting to play around. I
used to pick up a few passes and make
them when I was pulling a ballyhoo in the
side-show for the tattooed-man-and-
woman act. Then they took me in as part
of the show and I put on a little magic
performance in the hick towns.”

“That’s it,” she said. “You were will-
ing to work up in that business, but you
want to begin at the top in this.”

“Well,” he said, “the top is the place
to begin. We've picked up more money
out of rewards in the last three months
than we would have made in three years
working the carnival racket.”

“And we've just escaped going to jail
for about fifteen years when these local
cops framed up on us.”

“That,” he said, “is what makes the
game interesting.”

“Maybe for you, but not for me. I don’t
want to get shut in a cell for the next
fifteen years of my life.”

“We haven’t had any breaks, that’s
all. We've run into tough going every
time we’ve tried this business, but we've
always come out all right, at that.”

“I know,” she said, “but we’re bound
to run into trouble. You admit yourself
that when you get to playing for big
stakes you antagonize the local men.”

Dane Skarle shrugged his shoulders
impatiently. “Hell, these hicks haven’t
got sense enough to come in out of the
rain. Don’t you remember how we used
to fool them on the stage. My God, girl,
there was the time that I made the sub-
stitution trick right in front of their
faces, and the only thing that kept them
from seeing it was the fact that you came
walking in on the other side of the stage,
with a dress cut about four inches above
your knees and a little white apron with
a lot of frills around it. Every hick in
the house took a recess to look at your
legs, and I made the substitution.”

“They’re not looking at my legs now,
Dane.”

“That’s because you don’t show ’em,”
he said, grinning.

There sounded an imperative knock on
the door of the room. :

Dane Skarle got to his feet. “I’'m bet-
ting you five dollars,” he said, “against
the kind of a cigarette that T don’t smoke,
that’ll be Tom Diggs, the chief of police.”

He walked to the door, flung it open,
bowed, and said: “Come in, Mr. Diggs.”

The man who stood on the threshold
was some six feet tall, broad of shoulder,
thick of neck, and slightly inclined to
flesh. A cigar was clamped in one cot-
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ner of his mouth, and his eyes had a
glassy appearance as though they were
covered with cellophane. His jaw thrust
forward aggressively and he stared
steadily.

“How’d you know who I was?” he
asked.

Skarle said: “I thought you were about
due, Chief. Come on in and join the
party.”

The man strode into the room and
stared curiously at Vera Colma.

“My assistant,” said Skarle.

“Yeah,” said the visitor.

KARLE said: “You'd better sit in a
chair, Vera. He thinks you look un-
conventional on the bed.” Vera grinned
and continued to sit on the bed.
Tom Diggs said: “Listen, you folks
are messing things up.”
“Yes?” asked Skarle.

“Yeah,” said the chief. “Now, I don’t
blame you for wanting to slide in and
cop a reward if you get a chance at it,
but we can’t have you messing around
here and making trouble for the officers.
I don’t look at the thing like Dwyer, the
deputy district attorney, does. He figures
that you may be representing the crooks.
I tell him there ain’t nothing to that, and
as long as you folks don’t get to messing
around in the case and ball things up, I'm
in favor of giving you a chance to do
anything you can.”

“Well,” said Skarle, “that’s nice of
you, Chief. What do you mean by ‘mess-
ing things up’?”

The chief waved a big hand in a cir-
cular, inclusive gesture. “Startin’ investi-
gations of your own,” he said. “Goin’
out and talkin’ with people, and all that
sort of stuff.”

Skarle said: “Chief, you didn’t think
we were going to recover any stolen
paintings by sitting here in the room in

the hotel and playing tiddly-winks, did
you?”

Diggs said: “That’s just the point.
You've got to have a license in order to
be a private detective in this town, and
you folks ain’t got a license. As far as
Dwyer is concerned, he wants to give you
twelve hours to get out of town, and if
you don’t get out at the end of that time
he wants to vag you. I tell him to be
broad-minded, and live and let live. But
we can’t have you interfering with the
police.”

“I didn’t know we were interfering
with the police,” said Skarle.

Chief Diggs jerked his thumb toward
Vera Colma. “She was doin’ some gum-
shoe work this afternoon with a coupla
suspects, running around and handing a
line to Sam Boorman and Stacy Vixel.
Now, I didn’t want those two fellows to
know that they were suspected. I wanted
to put a shadow on them and see what
they did. This broad comes along and
gums the game for me.”

Skarle stood with his feet wide apart
and his eyes snapping. “She ain’t a
broad,” he said, “and she didn’t gum the
works.”

Diggs smiled. “My apologies,” he said.
“I didn’t mean any disrespect. You un-
derstand that I was just talking with you
the way I'd talk with another officer.”

“That’s fine, except when you talk
about Vera Colma.”

“Well, it doesn’t make any difference.
I don’t want her hanging around these
two fellows.”

Skarle said: “Listen! You and I might
as well understand each other right now.
You're going about it in a little different
way from what most of ’em do, but
you're trying to keep us from getting a
look-in at that reward. You want the
credit and you want the money.”

“Nonsense !”

Skarle said: “You can stand there and
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talk from now until midnight, but I know
what’s in your mind and you can’t talk
e out of it. Now, as far as your license
for being a private detective is concerned,
I'm not a private detective and I'm not
acting as one. I'm working just as a
plain, ordinary, every-day citizen who’s
out to grab a reward which a man puts
up for property that he’s lost or had
stolen.

“If you could make that license for
a private detective stick, you could keep
anybody from looking for a lost dog
where a reward was offered.”

Diggs said: “Listen, young fellow. I
wanted to get along with you, and I
was willing to meet you halfway, but if
you want to get nasty we'll play the game
on that basis.”

“O. K.! Let’s play it on that basis.”

Diggs stared at him with a face that
was slowly purpling. “If that’s your atti-
tude,” he said, “you’re likely to find your-
self in jail tomorrow night at this time.”

“Tomorrow night at this time,” said
Skarle, “we’ll be on our way out of this
town with a nice bunch of money in our
pockets.”

“So glad you’re optimistic,” said Diggs.
“You've shot off your face, and now I'm
going to tell you something. You mess
around in this case and I’m going to have
you arrested on suspicion. You produce
those original paintings and take any
money for them, and I'll put you in front
of the grand jury as the accomplices of
Ethel May.”

Skarle took a step forward. Against
the huge bulk of the chief of police he
seemed a slight, insignificant man, but
there was about him an impression of
high-voltage hostility which would blast
through all opposition.

“If you or Arthur Dwyer start any-
thing with me,” he said, “you’ll face a
suit for false imprisonment and mali-
cious prosecution within twenty-four

hours of the time you start doing things.”

Diggs laughed mirthlessly. “Go ahead,”
he said. “Try filing suit against local
men in our courts and see how far you
get. We have to deal with loud-mouthed
outsiders like you every so often.”

“All right,” said Skarle.
never dealt with me before.”

“That’s O. K.,” said Diggs. “I'm tell-
ing you, that’s all.”

“You've

“I'm telling you,” said Skarle. He
walked over to the door, turned the knob,
and held it open.

IGGS stared at him uncordially for
a moment and then turned and flat-
footed out of the room. Skarle slammed
the door shut and locked it.
Vera Colma said: “Why did you have
to do that, Dane?”
“Do what?”
“Fight with him.”
“Hell! You don’t think I'm going to
let him pull any stunt like that, do you?”
“Like what? He seemed nice enough.”

“Yes, he did! He came in here to tell
us we could sit right here in our room
in the hotel and play tiddly-winks—that
if we ever went outside to try and do
anything in the case, we'd be violating
the law. There’s only one way to handle
a fellow like that and that’s to let him
know that he doesn’t bluff you for a
minute.”

Vera Colma shrugged her shoulders.
“0O. K.,” she said. “You’re the boss. The
only thing is, I hope we aren’t in jail
in this town tomorrow night. I'd hate
to be in jail here. I don’t like the
officers.”

Dane Skarle grinned at her. “Here’s
where I show you how to deal with that
bird,” he said.

He walked to the telephone, took down
the directory, and started running his
finger down the names.
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“Here it is,” he said at length. “A. C.
Vixel, banker.”

He lifted the receiver and called the
number. After a moment he said:
“Hello. Mr. A. C. Vixel, please. Hello,
Mr. Vixel? You probably won’t know
me. My name is Skarle, and I’'m at the
Palace Hotel. I'm trying to do some work
for Mr. Ripley in connection with the
return of his paintings.”

There was a moment of silence while
the receiver made sounds, and then
Skarle said: “Yes, Mr. Vixel, I know.
However, I thought you’d better under-
stand the situation. I just had a talk with
Chief of Police Diggs. He resents my
being here and is trying to interfere with
my activities, He’s trying to frame this
crime on your son, and I'm trying to
prove that your son’s innocent. The chief
of police doesn’t like it.”

Dane Skarle grinned while the receiver
exploded into a raucous succession of
metallic noises.

“Well,” said Skarle, “we can’t talk it
over by telephone. I’ll get in touch with
you some time this evening or tomor-
row morning. But I thought you'd like
to know just what you’re up against and
just what Diggs is trying to pin on your
boy. I don’t know whether I'm going
to have any trouble with him or not, but,
in the event I do, I want to be able to
count on your cooperation.”

Another interval during which the re-
ceiver made noises, and Skarle, grinning
more broadly, said: “Well, that’s very
nice of you, Mr. Vixel. Thanks very
much. T’ll get in touch with you later
on. Good-bye.”

He put the receiver back on the tele-
phone and turned to grin at Vera Colma.
“That,” he said, “will give that chief of
police something to think about. After
all, he’s got a political job and Vixel is
a banker.”

She said: “Dane, that wasn’t a very
nice thing to do, was it?”

“Of course it wasn't. I'm not being
nice; I’'m being nasty.

“Tell you what you do, Vera. Dust
out of here and take a look around for
some pawnshops. Find some paintings
and buy up three or four of them. Never
mind the frames; just get the pictures
out of the frames. You'd better be sure
that nobody shadows you.”

“What do you want the pictures for,
Dane?”

“Just for a blind. We’re going to work
a little sleight-of-hand on these birds.”

“Does it make any difference what
they’re of ?”

“No,” he said. “Just get some big
ones—of various sizes. Get some pretty
big ones and some that are smaller—
better get about half a dozen altogether.”

“How are we going to work it?”

“We'll work it all right. We'll do it
the way we used to do the stuff on the
stage when there was a smart aleck in
the audience and we gave him something
to fall for. Remember how those birds
used to come galloping up on the stage
to strut their stuff, and the audiences
used to give them the horse laugh?”

She grinned reminiscently. “Do I!”

“O. K., then,” said Dane. “Scram out
and get ’em. I'm going out and have a
talk with that banker.”

CHAPTER FOUR
Bogus Set-up

HARRISON RIPLEY stepped in the
study of his palatial residence and
stared at Dane Skarle with a puzzled
frown. “I don’t understand,” he said.
“You don’t have to,” said Skarle. “All
I want is to deliver some pictures, have
you go into raptures of delight over them.
Then you give me a check for the re-
ward money and lock the pictures in a
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safe some place where nobody can get
at ‘em.”

“They won’t be the real pictures?”

“No,” said Skarle, “but nobody’s go-
ing to know that.”

“But why should T give you a check,
then?”

“Don’t get me wrong about the check.
All T want is something that looks like
a check. You can take a regular check
and write all over the front of it that it’s
a check for seven thousand five hundred
dollars, and then you can ring up the bank
and tell them to stop payment on the
check.”

“T wouldn’t like to do that,” said
Ripley.

“Well, give me a check on a bank
where you haven’t got an account. Or,
give me a check without signing it. I'm
not trying to take advantage of you on
the check. I simply want to try an experi-
ment here.”

Ripley frowned and said: “Of course,
Mr. Skarle, you are a stranger to me.”

“Sure I am,” said Skarle. “I’'m not
trying to work any confidence game on
you. I want to try an experiment. I
think maybe I can get your pictures
back. But if I'm going to do it I've got
to get the jump on everybody. Your local
chief of police called on me early this
evening and told me that I was going
to get thrown in the jug if I didn’t spend
my time here sitting around in a room in
the hotel.”

“Well, of course I'll do anything to get
my pictures back.”

“That’s the idea,” said Skarle. “I'm
going to drive back to town, and T’ll call
you up in about half an hour and tell you
that I've recovered the pictures and for
you to have the reward ready. You tell
me over the telephone that you'll give
me a check for the amount of the reward
if T have the pictures.

“Then T’ll come right out with the pic-

tures, and you pretend to be sceptical
until you've taken a look at ’em, and then
jump around and shake my hand and
pat me on the back and all that sort of
stuff.” :

“But,” said Ripley, “I don’t see what
good it’s going to do. I don’t under-
stand.”

“Do you want your pictures back?”

“Of course.”

“0O. K., then. You do as I tell you and
that’ll give me an opportunity to get
some of these fellows coming to me. I'm
an outsider, and in a strange town, and
they stack the cards against me. What I
want is to get them coming to me.”

“Very well, Mr. Skarle. We'll try it.”

Skarle sighed, grinned, shook hands, lit
a cigarette, and left the building. He got
into the car he had rented, drove furi-
ously down the gravelled driveway, to
the highway, and back to town. When he
reached the city he took fifteen or twenty
minutes to make certain that no one was
shadowing him, and then went into a
telephone booth and called Ripley’s resi-
dence.

“T’ve got the pictures,” he said.

Ripley’s exclamation of delight sound-
ed perfectly genuine.

“I'm coming on out,” said Skarle.
“You have the check for the reward
ready.”

“That’ll be fine,” said Ripley. “Of
course, I'll want to look at the pictures,
but if you've got the genuine pictures I'll
have the reward all ready by the time you
get here.”

“0. K.,” said Skarle, and hung up.

He put through a call to the Palace
Hotel and rang Vera Colma’s room. “Get
the pictures, kid?” he asked.

“Yes,” she said, “I've got them here.”

“Fine,” he said. “Roll them up in a
bundle so that you can carry them under
your arm without attracting too much at-
tention, and sneak out of the hotel. I’m’
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down at a drugstore four or five blocks
away, but I'll come driving by the lobby
of the hotel in about ten minutes. You
be there and I'll pick you up.”

She said: “Somebody tried to shadow
me when I left the hotel, but I gave him
the slip.”

“That’s fine. If they try to shadow
you when you go out, don’t try to give
them the slip. Let them see that you've
got something under your arm, and be
grinning all over your face.”

“O. K., Dane. Ten minutes and I’ll be
there.”

“Fine,” he told her, and hung up.

E WAITED ten minutes, then drove

around to the front of the Palace
Hotel. Vera Colma was waiting for him.
She had a cylindrical package under her
arm. Back of her in the lobby of the
hotel, stood a man who was staring at
her with purposeful eyes, his attention
for the most part riveted on the package
she had under her arm.

Vera Colma climbed into the machine
and Dane Skarle pushed it through the
gears and into speed.

“There was a dick in the lobby,” she
said.

“I spotted him,” he told her.

“What’s the lay?”

“Pulling a stunt to make him act as
though we’d brought the pictures back.
I want to see what some people do.”

“Who, for instance?” she wanted to
know.

“Well, our esteemed contemporary,
Tom Diggs, for one.”

“And the others?”

“The servants in the house. Listen,
Vera. You've got to play this pretty
foxy. I'm going to have him make a lot
of whoopee over the return of the pic-
tures. It’s going to make quite a com-
motion, and I figure somebody’s going
to get pretty much excited about it.”

“Who?” she asked.

“Whoever’s handling the inside end of
the job there at the house.”

“How do you mean?”

“This way,” he said, driving the car
at high speed through traffic and talking
without taking his eyes from the road.
“Personally, I think they’re all wet, try-
ing to pin this thing on Ethel May. All
she did, if she did what they suspect, was
to paint the pictures. That isn’t so much
of a job. Any good painter could have
done that.

“But if Ethel May did the job, then
she had it planned when she was there
and painted the pictures surreptitiously,
which wouldn’t have been so easy to do.
Remember that while she was there,
Ripley’s wife was in the house and Rip-
ley was there a good deal of the time.
If this Ethel May was guilty of plan-
ning the crime, she had to wait for
months before she could get an oppor-
tunity to put it across, and then, of
course, she had to have an accomplice
who was in the house. She’s been in San
Francisco working steadily and, regard-
less of when the pictures were painted,
the substitution was made while Ripley
was on this last trip.

“You notice that they sent him the
wire demanding a reward for the return
of the paintings just as soon as he had
made the discovery that the paintings
were gone. That telegram was dated from
San Francisco. Now, no one in San
Francisco would have known of the exact
moment he made the discovery, unless
they had had a confederate in the house.

“What’s more, they couldn’t have made
the substitution while Ripley was away
unless they had had a confederate in the
house.

“Now, if we are going to figure that
somebody in the house is mixed up in
the thing, I don’t see any reason why
that somebody had to be tied up with
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Ethel May, simply because the girl used
to paint. It seems to me it would have
been just as easy for that somebody to
have had a painter come in while Ripley
was away and copy the pictures.”

“That sounds reasonable,” said Vera,
“but why did Ethel May disappear and
why were her references forged? Why
was the first telegram demanding a re-
ward sent from San Francisco?”

“That’s just the point,” said Skarle.
“She probably disappeared because her
references were forged, and she knew
that she’d be under a cloud of suspicion.
She may have forged her references for
a dozen different reasons. As far as the
teiegram being sent from San Francisco
is concerned, I'm satisfied that whoever
planned this job did it with the idea in
mind of casting suspicion on Ethel May.

“Anyhow, that doesn’t make the slight-
est difference. She’s only the one who did
the painting of the pictures, if she’s mixed
up in it, and we’re not concerned with
that. It’s the present location of the pic-
tures that we want to ascertain.

“Regardless of how you figure it, there
has got to be some confederate right here
on the ground, and I'm not inclined to
believe it was someone who was friendly
with this May girl. I believe it’s one of
the servants there in the house.”

“They’re awfully dumb, Dane,” said
Vera.

“That’s the reason I figure it. They’re
just too dumb to be natural.

“Now here’s the house. I'm going to
drop you off just before I stop the car.
You make a jump for it and swing around
the house somewhere where you can
look through one of the windows. If you
can’t do anything else, slip in through the
door. When I go in, T'll shoot the night-
latch on the door so that you can walk
in. But whatever happens, remember that
I want to know what’s going on here.”

“O. K.,” she said.
try.”

Dane slowed the car. “Scram, kid!”
he said.

“Let’s give it a

SHE jumped to the gravelled driveway,
and the car crawled on under the
portico where it stopped. Skarle grabbed
the cylindrical package and ran to the
door. He pressed his finger against the
bell and kept it there.

He heard hurried steps from the in-
terior of the house, and then the door
was opened.

Harrison Ripley stared at him with a
face that was twisted with emotion. “Did
you get them?” he yelled. “Did you get
them ?” s

Skarle said: “Sure, I got them. Take
a look at these.”

He stepped inside the door, and, as he
did so, managed to press the spring but-
ton which controlled the night-latch. He
kicked the door shut, ripped the paper
covering off the cylindrical roll, and dis-
closed a set of oil paintings.

“Take a look at these,” he said.

Ripley’s voice simulated enthusiasm.
“By George, those look like the pictures!”

“Of course they’re the pictures,” said
Skarle. “Come on into your study where
I can spread them out on a table and
show them to you.”

Ripley clutched at the pictures and held
them close.

“Did you get me the check?” asked
Skarle.

“Yes,” said Ripley. “I have the check
here. I just want to make sure that the
pictures are the ones.”

Ripley led the way into his study. Once
the door had closed, his face fell and he
moodily surveyed the assorted mess of
paintings which Vera Colma had picked
up in the pawn shop.

“What junk!” he said.

Skarle warned him in a whisper.
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“Never mind that stuff! Raise your
voice. Holler! Let out a shout or two.
Appear to be delighted. Dance around a
bit. But keep those pictures rolled up
so no one can see them, and put them in
the safe and close the door of the safe.”

Ripley took a deep breath, got up and
jumped three or four times in a heavy,
unenthusiastic way, like a man taking ex-
ercise before breakfast.

“Snap into it,” said Skarle, “and let
out a wild warwhoop.”

Ripley tried to imitate Skarle’s joyous
yell.

“I think that’s good enough” said
Skarle. “Now let’s go put the pictures
in the safe, and you give me the check.”

Ripley opened the door of the study.
“Well, well!” he exclaimed. “That cer-
tainly is wonderful work. Here’s your
check, Skarle, and I certainly owe you
a lot of thanks into the bargain.”

He handed Skarle a printed oblong of
paper, and said in an undertone: “It’s on
a bank where I haven’t any account.”

“That’s fine,” said Skarle. “I certainly
am glad to have been of assistance to
you, Mr. Ripley. Now you’d better put
those paintings where they’ll be safe.
There’s a chance that someone may try
to steal them again.”

Ripley said: “They’re going into the
safe this very moment.” He shook hands
with Skarle after he had finished thrust-
ing the paintings into the safe, and said:
“Really, Mr. Skarle, you've no idea how
happy this has made me.”

“That’s quite all right. It’s a matter of
business all around, and I feel pretty
happy myself.”

“Will you wait a little while and see
if we can find a bottle of something with
which we can celebrate?” asked Ripley.

“No,” said Skarle. “I think I'd better
be on my way. You've got your paint-
ings, back, and that’s all you can ask,
while I've got the reward, and that’s all

I can ask. I don’t want to be hanging
around town and answering a lot of
questions from your police force.”

Ripley escorted Skarle to the door,
shook hands with him cordially, said: “I
really must notify the police that I've
recovered the paintings.”

“Don’t be in too big a hurry,” said
Skarle. “Give me about half an hour
for a head start. I want to be on my way
before they know anything about it.
Good night,” he said.

Ripley, standing in the door, waved a
farewell.

CHAPTER FIVE
“Step On It!”

HE door slammed, and Dane Skarle

got into his car. He drove down to
the place where the driveway intersected
the boulevard, then switched out the
lights of his car, parked it, got out and
started walking back in the shadows along
the hedge.

He walked cautiously, almost to the
house, before his eyes detected a flicker
of motion in the darkness.

He gave a low whistle.

The whistle was answered.

Vera Colma came up out of the shad-
ows and went across to him. She put a
hand on his arm. He could feel it tremb-
ling. ‘“You're right, Dane,” she said. “It
was the housekeeper—the fat woman with
the spectacles.”

“I sort of thought so,” said Skarle.
“What did she do?”

“I couldn’t find a window that looked
good, so I followed you in,” said Vera
Colma. “T slipped through the door and
into the corridor. I hid behind some
hangings and saw that she was out in
the hallway listening. When you went
into the study, she moved up and bent
down so that she could listen through the
keyhole. She listened for a minute, and



54

Dime Detective M agazine

then came away with her eyes as big as
teacups. She almost ran down the cor-
ridor, then up the stairs to the upper
floor. I slipped off my shoes and followed
her in my stocking feet.

“She didn’t seem to think of the pos-
sibility of anyone following her. She
went right down the corridor and turned
into a room without even closing the
door behind her.

“I followed along behind, and saw
that she had opened a little secret cup-
board that had been built into the wall.
It had been done very cleverly, and had
evidently been designed for the purpose
of putting those pictures in. The pictures
were all there. She looked at them for
a few minutes, and then commenced to
laugh. Then she pushed the pictures
back into place, closed up the space in
the wall, and started out.”

“What did you do?” he asked her.

“What do you suppose?” she said. “I
ducked into the corridor and hid myself
in the doorway of another room. When
she had gone by, I went back and fooled
around until I found how to open the
place in the wall, took out the pictures,
and carried them out with me.”

“What did you do with them?”

“Hid them in the shadows there by the
hedge,” she said. “Come on and we’ll
get them.”

Dane Skarle was chuckling. “The nice
thing about this,” he said, “is going to
be what happens when the chief of police
figures how simple it was.”

“It wouldn’t have been simple to him,
Dane,” she said softly.

“Well, there’s something to that, kid.”

She led him back along the hedge for
a few feet, then stooped and reached into
the bushes, pulling out a roll of canvas.
“Here you are,” she said.

Dane said: “You wait right here, Vera.
I’'m going to do this without any noto-
riety. It’s going to be good.”

HE TIPTOED up on the porch of the
" house. The door was still unlocked.
He twisted the knob and walked in on
silent feet. He retraced his steps through
the various rooms to the study where he
had had his interview with Harrison
Ripley. '

Ripley was seated in a chair, his man-
ner dejected, his face haggard and drawn.
Skarle slipped into the room and reached
for the door knob. Ripley became aware
of his presence, gave a convulsive start,
and opened his mouth as though to yell,
then recognized Skarle and was silent.

Dane Skarle held his finger to his lips,
pulled the door closed, and whispered:
“Don’t make any noise, no matter what
happens.”

He unrolled the canvases which he had
under his arm, and spread them on the
table in the study.

Ripley gave one convulsive leap and
grabbed at the canvas. “That’s it!” he
said. “That’s it! That’s it! That’s the
one that was stolen from that frame over
there!” he pointed to a big gilt-framed
landscape over the fireplace. “That’s my
favorite.”

He pulled the canvas aside, looked at
the one tmnderneath, and said, with a
rising inflection to his voice: “That’s
another one, that’s one of the genuine
ones! That’s it!”

Skarle put a hand on his shoulder.
“Easy does it. Don’t make any noise.”

“Who was it?” asked Ripley. “Who
had them? How did you find them?
How did you do it?”

“Never mind how I did it,” said
Skarle. ‘“That’s a professional secret.
But you'd better discharge your house-
keeper. Personally, I don’t think that
Ethel May had anything to do with it at
all. Your housekeeper was the one. She
had a secret hiding place where she kept
them. They’d evidently made the substi-
tution while you were away this last trip.
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Probably her husband is in on it with
her. Give me twenty-four hours start,
and then let your friend, the chief of
police, give them the third degree. I
think you’ll find that they’ll confess with-
out any trouble, once you show them that
you know they’re guilty, and once they
find that the pictures have been re-
covered.”

“You won’t be here?” asked Ripley.

“TI won’t be here,” said Skarle. “I want
seventy-five hundred dollars and God-
speed, and then I'm on my way.”

“You know, I have the money here in
cash,” said Ripley. “I have, in fact,
twenty-five thousand dollars, I would
have gone that high if I had had to.”

“That’s fine,” said Skarle. “You’re not
going to have to. Get me the seventy-
five hundred in cash.”

Ripley went to his desk in the study,
slipped back a section of the top, and
disclosed a hidden safe. He spun the dials
on the safe, opened the door, reached
inside, and pulled out several sheaves of
currency. He counted out some large
bills, tossed them over to Dane Skarle.

Skarle pocketed the money.

“How about that check I gave you?”
said Ripley. “You know, that worries
me, giving a check on a bank where I
have no funds.”

Skarle said: “Now listen. You're ab-
solutely certain that you haven’t got any
funds in that bank?”

“Of course. It’s a bank where I never
did any business.”

“All right, leave me that check. I'm
going to need it later on.”

Ripley looked suspicious.

Skarle said: “Don’t feel that way about
it. If I was a crook I could stick you
up right here and take the rest of the
money that’s in that safe. Or, if I was
just plain greedy, I could have held out
delivering the pictures until I got the

reward. I'm giving you 2 square deal
and you can trust me.

Ripley said: “That’s so,” smiled, closed
the safe, and extended a grateful hand
to Dane Skarle.

Skarle said: “I’'ve got one favor to
ask. Let me get out of here without at-
tracting any attention. Then, I don’t care
what you do. You can ring up the police
and tell them that the paintings have been
recovered, or anything you want to.”

Ripley nodded, opened the door of the
study, looked up and down the corridor,
said: “All clear, Skarle.”

He shook hands with Skatle as Dane
glided out into the corridor.

ANE slipped out of the house and

into the car. Vera Colma was wait-
ing in the machine. “All right?” she
asked.

“All right,” he said. “Vera, you've
got to ditch this money some where. Put
it where it can’t be found too easily.”

“Let me see it,” she said. He handed
her the money and she gave a little ex-
clamation. “The way a girl’s clothes are
made these days,” she said, “you couldn’t
put that much money on her without
making her look like she was wearing a
life preserver.”

“O. K. I tell you what let’s do. Raise
the seat of the automobile and we’ll put
it under the seat.”

“Do you think it will be safe there?”

“Sure,” he said. “That’s a place where
nobody would think we’d put it. There-
fore it’ll be safe.”

He stopped the car, raised up the seat
of the automobile, and they spread the
currency under the cushion, then replaced
the cushion.

“Do you think we’re going to have
trouble?” she asked.

Dane Skarle didn't have a chance to
answer the question. He was sending the
car into speed down the boulevard toward
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the city of Riverdale. A car swept
around the corner of a side street, and
a red spotlight flashed its fiery eye in
a ruby glow of dazzling light. The rented
car and its occupants were flooded with
the crimson illumination.

“Here we are,” said Skarle,
slammed on the brake.

The other car came up to them with
siren screaming. Two men jumped out
of the car and approached the machine in
which Skarle sat.

“This is the guy,” said Chief of Police
Diggs.

“Hello, Chief,” said Skarle.

“Say ‘Hello, Chief’ to me tonight,”
said Diggs, “but you’ll be saying ‘Hello,
Judge’ to the committing magistrate to-
morrow morning.”

“What’s the trouble?”

“You know damned well what the
trouble is! You had those pictures cached
all the time, and when you got Ripley to
come through with the right kind of a
reward you went out and returned them.”

Skarle said: “Now, listen, Chief. Let’s
be reasonable about this thing. You
know—"

Chief of Police Diggs grabbed him by
the shoulder. “Grab that broad,” he said
to the man who was with him. “I don’t
trust her a damned inch. They're a
couple of slick crooks who have played
this kind of confidence game before.” It’s
their particular graft.”

and

“If you'll let me explain,” began
Skarle. “I could show you—"

Chief of Police Diggs started thrust-
ing his hands in Skarle’s pockets. “Shut
up!” he said.

“You can’t do that,” said Skarle in-
dignantly.

“The hell T can’t,” said the chief. “I’m
doin’ it, ain’t I?” His fingers closed on
the oblong of tinted paper which Skarle
had received from Ripley. “What’s this?”
he said, and pulled out the paper.

He held it up to the light, so that the
gleam of the spotlight illuminated the
check. “Ah ha!” he said. “Seventy-five
hundred dollars! I guess this clinches
the case against you, young man. It
shows a motive, and the consummation
of the crime.”

KARLE said: “Listen, Chief. All I
did was recover those paintings and
get a reward. If I'd offered to split the
thing with you, it would have been all
right. The only trouble was, I went
ahead on my own, and you resented it.”
“Of course I resented it. You don't
think I'm going to have any bird come in
here from the outside and chisel on me,
do you? What’s more, I gave you an
opportunity to play fair, and you gave
me the horse laugh.”

“Well, look here Chief. There’s no
reason why we can’t talk business now.
T’ll give you half of the reward.”

“Yes, you will! You’d take this check
and skip out.”

“No, no,” said Skarle. “I’ll indorse
the check over to you, and you can cash
it and give me half.”

“Not half. The time for that is past.”

“How much?” said Skarle.

Diggs thrust forward his bull-dog jaw.
“You get exactly two hundred and fifty
dollars,” he said. “That’ll cover expenses.
the rest of it goes to me.”

Skarle said: “What is this, a hold-up”

“Of course it’s a hold-up. I told you
what you were getting up against, trying
to come in here and queer my game. You
wanted to play smart aleck, and this is
what you get. Either you indorse that
check over to me here and now, or else
you go to jail and wish you had. One or
the other.”

Skarle said: “Then all I'd be getting
out of it would be the experience.”

“Plus two hundred and fifty dollars
to cover expenses,” said Diggs. “And the
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exgerience will be a damn good thing for
you. You're too smart the way it is.”

Vera Colma put her arm on Dane’s
shoulder. “Oh, Dane,” she said. “Please
don’t let’s have any trouble. Go ahead
and indorse the check. We can make
money some other way.”

Dane sighed. “Well, T seem to be
caught between the devil and the deep
sea. Give me a fountain pen.”

Chief Diggs produced a fountain pen
from his pocket. Dane Skarle pulled out
a notebook, placed the check on the note-
book, and indorsed his name on the back.

Chief Diggs looked at the check and
the indorsement and then grinned. “It’s
Ripley’s signature, all right,” he said,
“and it’s good as gold. This’ll teach you
a lesson, young fellow, not to be so
damned smart next time. Come on, Bill.”

The chief and the other officer climbed
into the police car.

“You two can go back to the hotel, and
wait until tomorrow morning. After the
bank opens I'll give you your money,”
said Diggs.

Vera Colma said uncertainly: “Oh,
I'm so sick of this whole business! I
wish you’d give us the money tonight
and let us go now, Chief.”

Diggs looked at her, his glassy eyes
narrowed in shrewd speculation. “You're
right to be afraid,” he said. “This fellow
pretty nearly got you sent up to the pen
for a long term. Tell you what I'll do.
I haven’t got two hundred and fifty dol-
lars on me but I have got two hundred.
If you'll settle for two hundred, you can
have the cash, and dust out.”

Vera Colma’s eyes met those of Dane
Skarle for a swift flicker of an eyelash.
The brows arched swiftly, then returned

to their normal position. When they had
had their act on the stage, that was a
secret signal which flashed between them
whenever a smart aleck tried to interfere
with the show. It meant: “Shall I string
him along?”

Dane Skarle gave a peculiar cough, and
that cough was all the signal which Vera
Colma ne=ded.

“All right,” she said. “We'll settle for
two hundred dollars.”

Chief Diggs opened his coat and pulled
out a well-filled purse.

Dane Skarle watched the transfer of
the money with sullen eyes. “You've got
more than two hundred and fifty dollars
there,” he said.

Chief of Police Diggs grinned. “It
was her own proposition, and I may need
some expense money before the evening’s
over.”

Vera Colma took the money.

Chief Diggs thrust his face close to
that of Dane Skarle. “Now, ” he said,
“you scram! Do you get me? Take it
on the lam, you two, and don’t come
back!”

Dane Skarle said meekly: “Yes, sir.”

Diggs said: “Let this be a lesson to
you.’,

Dane Skarle started the automobile.

“Turn it around,” ordered Chief Diggs.
“Don’t keep it headed towards River-
dale.”

Dane Skarle swung the wheel of the
car.

“Step on it!” yelled Chief of Police
Diggs.

Dane Skarle grinned and pushed his
foot on the throttle. The car roared
away into the night.
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CHAPTER ONE

The Man In 313

E slapped open the heavy glass
H swing-door and a gust of rain

and winter wind came in with
him. He headed up the high, narrow lob-
by, rain dripping from his battered brown
fedora, his old ulster pungent with the
smell of damp wool. There was a black
directory board before which he paused,
lifted his rain-streaked face; then he
swiveled and made his way toward the
elevator bank.

A man in uniform said: “Sign here,
please.”

Cardigan put his tongue in his cheek
and said: “My signature costs money,
major.”

“Sign here, please.”

“Oh, all right; be superior.”

“Also the name of the party you’re
visiting.”

Cardigan wrote as directed, glanced at
the clock above the register. It was seven
o’clock. An elevator lifted him to the
sixth floor. He got off and swung his
feet in a long-legged walk. Office doors
were darkened ; lesser night lights glowed
in the corridor. He turned right at an
“L,” saw, beyond, a lighted square of
ground glass.

He opened the door and saw a girl sit-
ting at a desk. She was trying to fit a
black leatherette cover over a typewriter.
Her face was pretty in a quiet, tired way;
and when she looked up, her weary eyes
fell blandly on Cardigan, her scimitar-
shaped eyebrows rose quizzically. He
dipped his head and rain water rolled from
the crater in his hat-crown, plopped on
blocked linoleum.

“TJudge Barron,” he said.

She paused in her tired, half-hearted
struggle with the typewriter cover and
her brown eyes seemed to grow rounder

with interest. But her quiet face remained
quiet.

He began again: “Judge Barron—"

“Oh, yes. The name?”

He was slapping his hat up and down.
“Cardigan.”

Rising, she was tall, lissome ; her clothes
had a nice drape on her long-limbed body
as she moved with unhurried grace toward
another door, opened it and said: “A
Mr. Cardigan calling.”

A gruff voice said: “Show him in.”

She turned, moved her chin. “All right,”
she said.

She stepped aside to let him enter. Her
brown eyes, darker brown than her
smooth lustrous hair, drooped but slid
across the lower part of his face as he
went past. He nodded from the doorway.

“Judge Barron—"

“Come in— Beth, you’d better go home
now. You're tired.”

“Yes,” her tired voice said.

The inner office was well furnished in
dark rich hardwoods and comfortable car-
pets. Cardigan went toward a broad, lit-
tered desk. Behind it sat a man with the
gnarled and weatherbeaten look of an
old tree; with a craggy saddle-leather face
full of wrinkles and a grim jaw rooted
between old jowls. His head rode in a
cloud of cigar smoke; and strata of smoke
weaved like lazy snakes beneath the ceil-
ing.

“You've been to Wheelburgh before,
Cardigan.”

“Yes. Once I—"

“T know. That kidnap job. Take a
seat.” The judge knocked open a humi-
dor. “Cigar?”

“No, thanks. I've pumped a pipe all
the way from New York.” But he sat
down, slouched back in the chair, his long
arms hanging toward the floor.

“Where are you staying?” the judge
asked.

“The Madison.”
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The outer door clicked shut. The girl
had gone.

Barron said: “My secretary. I work hell
out of her. She’s a good girl.” He frowned
thoughtfully. “That was fine work you
did in that kidnap case. That’s why I
wired for you.”

“Why, exactly, Judge?”

BARRON leaned forward, clasping big,

bony hands. “I retired from the bench
last year, Cardigan. I severed all politi-
cal connections and began a weekly news-
paper called The Weekly Truth.” He
scowled at his hands. “This town is rotten
with crime and corruption. I'm a citizen
of this town. I did all T could, as judge,
but it was not enough. I'm sixty-eight,
and that’s pretty old, but my father lived
to be eighty-four, and I’m still in the ring.
My front porch was blown off two weeks
ago. I like life, Cardigan. I like the fight.
I hate to die with my work undone.”

“Worried about another bombing ?”

“Exactly. Last week I received a pack-
age. I didn’t open it. I turned it over to
the police. It contained another bomb.”

“Who’s after you?”

Judge Barron leaned back. “I wish I
knew. Fifteen years ago I sent up a man
named Edgar Fitch for manslaughter. He
threatened at the time to escape within a
year and get me. Well, he never escaped.
A month ago he was released. The police
searched the city but found no trace of
him.” He opened a drawer, scaled two
photographs across the desk. “The one
was taken when he was arrested; the
other, just before his release. He’s a blond,
as you see—a decided blond.”

“You think he’s still after you?”

“I don’t know. You see, Cardigan, I've
got this town down on me. Not the citi-
zens, you understand. I mean the political
régime, the police; they’re down on me.
A month ago I caused the chief of police
to be dismissed, through my paper. I

hammered him—and I had facts. An
inspector got the job, but he’s no better.
I caused the vice squad to be done away
with because it was hand in glove with
vice. A man named Maloney rose to be
quite a racketeer. I tried to get at him
through the local courts, but that didn’t
work. So I managed to place federal men
on his trail and they got him for trafficking
in narcotics.

“You see,” he went on, dropping his
voice, “I have no local help. The police
make a show at trying to find out who
attempted to kill me. But it’s only a show.
They’re all afraid of their jobs and I dare
say they’d breathe easier if I were done
away with. I'm not accusing them of try-
ing to do away with me; but I know
they’re not supporting me. I want to live,
Cardigan. I want to carry my fight right
to the governor, a good man. I can’t die.
My work’s not finished. I need a man like
you and I'm willing to pay for it. And
I warn you, you'll get no help from the
police.”

Cardigan grinned. “Hell, I never ex-
pected to.”

“I've given you a rough outline of the
situation. What I want mainly, of course,
is a bodyguard. But I'll also want you
to do some secret investigating. I'm busy
right now on proofs for the Friday edition
of my paper. I'll be here till ten. To-
morrow we'll go into this thoroughly. I’ll
show you papers, evidence, affidavits;
they’re in a safety-deposit box right now
and I shan’t be able to get them until
morning.”

Cardigan stood up. “I’ve a man with
me. Bogart’s his name. I'll send him
down in an hour and he’ll go home with
you and stay at your house overnight. He
or I'll be with you at all times. The
agency rate will be fifty dollars a day.”

“T’ll give three hundred in advance.”

Barron wrote out a check and Cardi-
gan tucked it into his wallet. “Better keep
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your outer door locked. Bogart’ll shove
his card through the mail slot.”

“Good.” Barron stood up, and his old
face crinkled in a hearty grin. “I’m afraid
of death, Cardigan. Maybe you don’t
understand, but I have work to do—a
lot of work—before I die.”

They shook.

“Maybe I get you, Judge.”

ARDIGAN left the office, waited until
he heard Barron lock the door, then
strode down the corridor, rang for an
elevator. Down in the lobby the man
at the register checked him out. It was
twenty past seven. Cardigan went out into
the rainy, windy street, flagged a taxi
and climbed in.

The cab rolled down hill, turned left at
a square and pushed through Center
Street traffic. It was a narrow thorough-
fare, noisy with the clang of streetcar
bells, the hoot of auto horns, the blare of
radio stores. The misty rain clouded the
street lights, hazed the shop windows.
Tires hissed wetly. And mixed with the
smell of coal dust was the indefinable
damp smell of the not distant river. The
sooty facade of the Hotel Madison was
seen in the intermittent blinking of light
bulbs. Its topmost floor was dimmed by
the misty rain and the coal smoke that
rolled sluggishly from the railroad yards.

Cardigan left the cab, swung through
revolving doors beneath the sooty facade
and caught a wheezy elevator to the third
floor. His room was 313. He pushed open
the door and saw Bogart, with his shoes
off, lying on the bed and reading a news-
paper.

A man sat in a faded armchair; his
thumbs were hooked in lower waistcoat
pockets and a dark green velours fedora
sat sidewise on a lean-cheeked, long-jawed
head. He deftly tongued a cigarette from
one side of his mouth to the other and
said : “Wet out, huh, Cardigan?”

Cardigan said to Bogart: “Who’s this?”

“Hagin’s his name. He wears a badge.”

Cardigan looked at the 313 on the
door. “I always had a hunch about un-
lucky numbers.” He punched the door
shut, heaved out of his ulster, rattled
hangers in the closet and reappeared run-
ning his hands back over his shaggy mop
of hair. He went into the bathroom,
mixed rye with ginger ale, dropped in a
lump of ice and came back into the bed-
room swishing the mixture with a spoon.

“Where's the badge?” he said.

Hagin tossed a badge carelessly in the
air, caught it, shoved it back into his
waistcoat pocket. “I saw your name down-
stairs on the register, Cardigan. You're
the guy gave one of our men a dirty deal
once. Michaels was his name.”

“How about the deal he gave me?”

Hagin tilted his cigarette till the red
end almost touched his nose. “What brings
you west, Cardigan?”’

Cardigan went to the window, stared
through the grimy pane. Beyond lower
housetops, dim lights winked on the near-
by river, and he could see the lights on
the vehicular bridge, dim where the bridge
began, fading away toward the other end.
He turned from the window, slapped a
hard look on Hagin, took a drink, pursed
his lips.

“I'm sorry, Hagin.”

Bogart turned pages of the newspaper,
said: “I suppose now the farmers will get
a square deal. When I was in Indiana a
year ago—well, about a year ago—"

Hagin rose. He had a dry, wise leer.
“We don’t like private cops in this town,
Cardigan.”

“You're telling me?” Cardigan chuckled
roughly.

“Yeah, I'm telling you. Of course, some
private cops are all right—"

“I know. They’re all right when they
play ball with you guys. I didn’t expect
any help from your outfit. I don’t now.
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I’'m not looking for any help, Hagin, and
I think it would be a swell idea if you'd
tuck your tail between your legs and get
out of here.”

“You wouldn’t by any chance have a
swelled head, would you?”

“I just know my business, Hagin.”

Hagin ground out his cigarette in a glass
tray, said without looking up : “We’re just
one big family here, Cardigan. We don’t
like to have a wiseacre clowning around.”
Then he straightened, regarded Cardigan
with lazy mouse-colored eyes. ‘“You may
be a big shot back east but out here you’re
just a name.” .

“O. K., copper. That suits me.” He
finished his drink, set the glass down.
“Since I'm just a name, I oughtn’t interest
you. I'm paying four bucks a day for this
room and a nosey cop don’t go with it.”

Hagin sauntered to the door, opened it.
He looked lazily at Bogart, then at Cardi-
gan. Then he chuckled drily and strolled
out, closed the door softly behind him.

Bogart tossed the paper away, stretched,
said: “What kind of a dirty name would
you say that guy is, chief.”

“I'm stuck, Charley. I can’t think that
dirty.”

CHAPTER TWO

Bombs Don’t Walk

THE flat jangle of the telephone bell

sounded in the darkened room. Car-
digan rolled over in bed, rose to his
elbows and stared sleepily about in the
darkness. He raised one hand to look at
the illuminated dial of his wrist-watch.
It was half-past nine. The telephone bell
rang again, weakly.

His hand swung out, knocked a glass to
the floor. He cursed under his breath, felt
around in the darkness, finally got his
hand on the instrument.

“Yeah, this is Cardigan—Quit kidding.”
There was silence in the room, then, faint-

ly punctuated by the scratching sound of
a voice in the earphone. “O. K.,” Cardi-
gan said. “Ten minutes.”

He groped for the bed-table, replaced
the phone there, found the little table
lamp and switched on the light. He was
careful not to step in the shattered glass
on the floor. Kicking his pajama trousers
off, he left them lie; stepped into trunks,
yanked an undershirt over his head. He
went into the bathroom and ran the cold
shower over his head for a moment, then
dried himself and polished off a tot of rye
straight. Five minutes later he was fully
dressed. He went out.

A taxi with loose tappets rattled him
away from the front of the hotel, climbed
a steep grade that shone darkly with rain.
At the top of the grade twin traffic lights
glowed like fuzzy red eyes. A cop wore a
white rubber cover over his cap. The
lights turned green and the cab made a
squealing left turn,

Down in Produce Street there was ex-
citement. Cardigan, sitting on the edge
of the cab’s seat, saw a flock of search-
lights, a crowd of people, a couple of red
trucks. Traffic was being diverted.

“You gotta take another street,” a cop
told the driver.

Cardigan swung out. “This is far
enough.” He slapped a fifty-cent piece
into the driver’s hand, jammed his hands
into his overcoat pockets and proceeded
on foot. The red trucks were fire engines.
Firemen were standing around and a
squad of cops were rushing pedestrians
away from the Central Products Building.

“You can’t go in, guy,” a cop said.

Cardigan said: “I'm a private dick—"

“That don’t cut ice—"

“Sure it does. Sergeant Hagin phoned
me to come down.”

“O-K. Getin.”

Cardigan pushed open the swing-door,
headed up the high, narrow lobby. The
man in uniform stopped him.

“I'm not,” Cardigan said, pointing, “go-
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ing to autograph that damn book again.”

“But—but—"

“I know. Forget it.” He rolled into
the elevator. “Six, boy.”

There was fire hose straggling down the
sixth-floor corridor. It was screwed at
one end to a nozzle in the wall. Cardigan
followed the hose around the “L,” into
Barron’s outer office. His feet sopped on
wet carpet. He saw the connecting door
hanging by one hinge. A fireman was
leaning in the doorway. There was glass
on the floor.

“There he is,” Hagin said; then raised
his voice. “There you are, Cardigan.”

CARDIGAN ignored him. Standing in
the doorway, his damp misshapen

fedora slanted down over his eyes, his
wrinkled ulster up around his neck, Cardi-
gan did not look pleasant. He saw an
overturned desk. Papers were strewn
around on a carpet flooded with water.
A chair was shattered. There were great
gaps in the plaster wall, and where there
had been two windows, holes now gaped.
A shape lay on the floor; a tarpaulin con-
cealed the shape but did not disguise the
contours of a human body. There was a
smell of charred wood, charred paper,
charred cloth. Half a dozen firemen were
in the room. Another plainclothesman
stood beside Hagin. Bogart leaned against
the wall—a squarish, solid-looking man
beneath an inconspicuous derby.

“Hello, chief.” :

“Hello, Bogart. What the hell happened
here?”

Hagin drawled: “Got eyes, ain’t you?”

“You’re just full of bright sayings,
aren’t you?”

Hagin stepped forward,
“Don’t get snotty, Cardigan!”

Cardigan looked past him. “What hap-
pened, Charley?”

Bogart said: “The place was bombed.
I was sitting here with Judge Barron. It

snapped :

was about nine-ten when he knocked over

bottle of ink. He hunted around but
couldn’t find any more. He said he had to
get some papers written and asked me to
go down to a corner drugstore and get
him a bottle. I did. That is, I went down-
stairs, and I was about halfway down the
block when I heard the crash.”

“That’s as good a story as any,” Hagin
said sarcastically. “Stick to it.”

“I intend to,” Bogart said. “I can’t
improve on the truth.”

Cardigan walked around the room, his
shoes sucking at the wet carpet. He kicked
at odds and ends of débris, paused to stare
down grimly at the silent shape on the
floor.

He said: “See anybody in the halls,
Charley ?”

“No. Matter of fact, I told the judge
to lock the door when I went out.”

“Was it locked?”

The fire lieutenant said: “We had to
break it down. The elevator boy turned
in the alarm. The super has a pass key,
but he wasn’t in. We had to catry it in
with us.”

Cardigan spoke to Bogart. “How about
that guy at the book downstairs? Did he
see anybody come in after you went out ?”

Hagin said: “Of course he didn’t!”
irritably.

“How about the elevator boy ?”

“Nobody came in or went out, master
mind,” Hagin drawled.

“I'm glad there’s at least one mind
around here anyhow.”

Hagin’s companion said: “Ain’t this
guy angling for a bust in the puss?”

“We'll take care of him, Stoper. And
his pal—little innocent here.” Hagin
dipped his head toward Bogart. “You, I
mean.”

Bogart smiled calmly. “I get you,
sarge.”

“Well,” the fire lieutenant said, “I guess
we're through. T’ll leave a man on the
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job all night, though; the house’ll want
that, I guess, account of the insurance.”

He detailed one man to remain, waved
the others out and followed. Hagin took
out his shield, tossed it in the air, caught
it again and tucked it away. A smile of
dry irony played lazily about his mouth,
his slitted eyes twinkled with malicious in-
ference.

“Think you two guys can talk your-
self out of this jam?” he said to Cardi-
gan.

Cardigan looked up. “Jam?” He
laughed harshly, walked around the room.
“That’s a fast one, Hagin. You wouldn’t
song-and-dance us like that, would you?”

Hagin was tranquil. “This pal of yours
—Bogart here—comes in the building a
little before nine. His name’s in the book
downstairs. At nine-fifteen he goes out.
That’s in the book too. He goes out to
buy a bottle of ink.” Hagin chuckled.
“That’s what he says. Of course, there’s
no proof. There’s no proof that Judge
Barron sent him for a bottle. He goes
out at nine-fifteen and at nine-twenty—
whango !—the fireworks go off. Nobody
else is seen in the building, either going
in or out. Maybe this bomb had legs.
Maybe it walked up to the door, knocked,
and Judge Barron let it in. Maybe cows
fly, huh?”

“This line of crap,” Cardigan said, “is
so damned nonsensical that I'm beginning
to wonder if maybe you're drunk. Bogart’s
been with our agency for ten years. He
came here to bodyguard Barron. He and
I came to this heel’s town to bodyguard
Barron because the cops here are so
crummy he couldn’t depend on them.”

Hagin’s companion said, tight-lipped:
“I’d like to sock this guy, sarge.”

ARDIGAN pulled out Barron’s check,
held it before Hagin’s face. “Barron
paid us for a week in advance. I don’t
expect you to be bright, Hagin, but you
ought to use your head.”

Hagin barely looked at the check. “I’'m
using my head.”

Cardigan turned away, sent his keen
glance around the room. “What did you
find ?”

“The bomb blew itself to pieces. We
didn’t find anything.”

Cardigan looked at Bogart. “Did you
notice any package on the desk, Charley ?”

“I didn’t notice. There was a lot of
stuff on the desk—papers and books and
all that. I didn’t notice any box. Only
box there was a cigar box, but the judge
and I took the last cigars out of it, so it
couldn’t have been that.”

“Were there any windows open?”

“NO,”

Hagin droned: “Now you're not going
to suggest that some guy tossed a bomb
up six stories from the street!”

Cardigan went to the window, looked
out, then turned back into the room. “No.
I guess you're right there, Hagin.”

“I guess I am. There’s only one way
that bomb could have come in this office.”
He paused, let his eyes rove toward Bo-
gart.

Bogart said: “Hell, chief, this guy is
trying to hang something on me.”

Cardigan strode across the office, his
shoes sopping on the wet carpet. “Now
listen, Hagin. There’s no use landing on
Bogart. I know I gave you guys the run-
around the last time I was here, and I
know you've got a right to hold a grudge
against the agency. But I know where to
stop, Hagin. I don’t blame you for being
sore. I talk my head off sometimes, and
maybe I shouldn’t. I apologize for any-
thing I've said you didn’t like. But for
crying out loud don’t try to run this job
around Bogart’s neck.”

Hagin grinned. “Oh, so you apologize
now ?”’

Stoper, his companion, laughed.

Hagin joined him and then said: “You
don’t have to apologize, Cardigan. Your
agency has tried to pull the wool over our
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eyes before. You don’t have to be nice
to me, Cardigan. I've got as good a pinch
as any here, and things figure out. I'm
pinching Bogart.”

Bogart came forward. “O. K., copper.”

“Stay back, Charley!” Cardigan rapped
out. He spun on Hagin and gripped his
lapels. “You go through with this, Hagin,
and you'll eat mud! I warn you! So help
me, if you slap Bogart in jail you'll eat
mud!”

Hagin’s lips thinned. “Take your hands
off me, Irish.”

“You hear what I said!” Cardigan
yelled, shaking him.

Stoper took a step and laid a fist against
Cardigan’s jaw. Bogart grabbed Stoper
from behind.

“Easy now,” he said. “I’ll go.”

Hagin stepped back, drew his gun.
“This might get rough,” he told Cardigan
somberly.

Bogart let Stoper go and Stoper turned
on him with the handcuffs. Bogart grinned
at him, held out his hands.

He said: “If this gives you a thrill,
buddy, put ’em on.”

“I'm sorry about this, Charley,” Car-
digan said thickly.

“It’s O. K., chief. I’m clean as a whis-
tle.”

Hagin put away his gun. “Take him
away, Stoper. I'll wait for the coroner.”

Stoper marched Bogart out of the office
and Hagin stuck a cigarette between his
lips, lit up. His movements were lazy,
self-assured, and his low ironic half-smile
persisted.

“Kind of a sock in the jaw, eh, Cardi-
gan?”’ he drawled.

Cardigan said: “Jaw, hell! I know a
blow below the belt when I see it, Hagin.”

“You know a lot, don’t you?”

Cardigan was lighting a cigarette.
“About rats especially,” he said, and blew
smoke into Hagin’s face.

BRIGHT and early the next morning

- Cardigan made a long distance tele-
phone call to the home office, spent ten
minutes talking with George Hammer-
horn. He hung up, put on hat and over-
coat and went downstairs, grabbed a quick
breakfast at the coffee-shop lunchbar and
left the hotel.

Giles Harrigan had a suite of offices in
the Metals Building. It said “Attorney at
Law” on the ground-glass panel. A girl
ushered Cardigan into an inner office and
Giles Harrigan, looking up from a morn-
ing paper, said: “Doings in town last
night, eh? Doings!”

“You know my agency, don’t you?”
Cardigan said.

Harrigan leaned back. “Ever since that
kidnap job you solved, Cardigan, the po-
lice in this fair city have had itching fin-
gers.”

“To get around my neck. I know that,
counsellor.” He sat down, leaned on one
knee. “You read about Bogart. He’s an
A-One operative these cheap cops are
trying to frame. The agency’s got dough,
and we hate to be framed. Think you can
get Bogart out on a quick writ.”

Harrigan said : “Want me to be frank ?”

“I guess I can take it.”

“Good. It’s this: I don’t think I can.
This may be a good-sized city, but the
law has small-town ideas. The powers
that be don’t like to have outsiders crash-
ing around town. I happen to know, Car-
digan, that they hate your agency—ever
since you shellacked that dick Michaels
in that kidnap case.

“It’'s open and shut—hell, man, this
isn’t news it’s open and shut that Bar-
ron was tearing things up by the roots.
He had them all scared, the cops and
politicians as well as the gunmen. Once
in a while a pioneer like Barron blazes
up. He was honest, sincere—but he tried
to beat a system. I'm not saying a poli-
tical clique murdered him—but deep in
their hearts I'll bet they’re thankful he’s
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gone. If there’s dirt beneath it, this crowd
isn’t going to have your agency shoveling
it up. Give it up, Cardigan. They’ve got
you by the heels.”

“You don’t want to take this job, huh?”

Harrigan leaned forward. “To be frank,
Cardigan, I don’t want to take your
money. I couldn’t do anything for you.
You want me to get a writ for Bogart.
I can’t do it. They’ve got the whole town
sewed up. I could go through a lot of
waste motion and take your money, but I
don’t do business that way. I can take
your case and fight it in the courts, but
I'm sure I can’t get Bogart out of jail.”

Cardigan stood up. “This case will
never get into court, counsellor.”

He went downstairs, out of the build-
ing, and walked to the Central Products
Building. Men were already at work re-
moving the débris. The building superin-
tendent was talking with insurance ad-
justers, and Barron’s estate lawyer, an
old white-haired man, was tapping a stick
against one shoe.

Cardigan said: “Where Judge Barron’s
secretary ?”

“She was here,” the superintendent said.
“She went home.”

“Know her address?”

“I have it here. Number Two Twenty-
five Hebron Street—that’s on the north
side of town. Her name is Beth Tindale.”

The estate lawyer said: “You’re the—ah
—private detective—"

“Cardigan’s my name. Yours?”

“Jerris.”

Cardigan said: “Judge Barron gave me
his check for three hundred dollars and
I'm working on the case.”

“I dare say that under the circumsances
I cannot honor that check, Mr. Cardigan.
Reports of the police rather put your
agency in a peculiar light. I'm afraid I
shall have to order the check stopped.”

“Don’t bother.” Cardigan held the
check out. “I intended giving it back.

The agency doesn’t take dead men’s
checks.”

CHAPTER THREE
When a Judge Smokes

DOVVN in Produce Street Cardigan

climbed into a cab, gave Beth Tin-
dale’s address and settled back. The rain
had stopped and a wan sun was trying
to peer through a haze of coal smoke that
hung above the hilly city. Judge Barron
was dead and Bogart was in jail. It an-
gered Cardigan that Bogart’s innocence,
so obvious to himself, should be doubted
elsewhere.

Hebron Street, on the north side of
town, was in a fairly good neighborhood.
Number 225 was a four-story brick build-
ing with a high stoop out in front, a broad
vestibule, polished glass doors. There
were eight name plates in the vestibule,
and the inner door was open. Cardigan
climbed two broad flights of stairs, found
a door with Beth Tindale’s name beside
it, pressed an electric button.

She opened the door and looked at him
with her tired brown eyes and he saw im-
mediately that she had been crying.

“You probably remember me,” he said.

seYes. 2

“I’d like to have a talk with you.”

“Well—come in.”

It was a three-room apartment modestly
furnished, and as they entered the living
room a girl of about fourteen or fifteen
rose from a sofa.

Beth Tindale said: “My daughter.”

“Well—I didn’t think a young lady like
you—"

“Young? I'm thirty-two.”

“Congratulations.”

She said: “Ann, leave the room please.”

The young girl went into another room,
closed the door. Beth Tindale sat down
on the sofa and looked at her hands
thoughtfully.
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Cardigan dropped to a straight-backed
chair, hung his hat on his knee, regarded
the woman from beneath dark wiry eye-
brows.

“See the cops yet?” he asked.

“At the office—this morning.”

“What did you tell them?”

She shrugged hopelessly. “What could
I have told them?”

“Nothing, huh?”

“Nothing.”

He flexed his lips. “This is a pretty
rotten case, Miss Tindale. They’ve got an
innocent man in jail. It seems to me
you ought to know something about this?”

“About what?”

“The bomb.”

She raised her wide candid eyes. “How
should I know?”

“I don’t know. The bomb either got in
that office before my associate arrived
there, or afterwards. I'm inclined to be-
lieve it was before. I'm inclined to believe
it came by mail. There was no mail de-
livery after you left the office last night.
It had to be before that. Was it?”

She put her palms together, rubbed
them slowly together, looked at the carpet.
“The police asked me that. I don’t re-
member any package. The judge warned
me against opening any packages. The
first one—he must have told you about
that—I didn’t open. Neither did he.”

“But didn’t you receive a package some-
time yesterday and take it in to him?”

She shook her head. “No. If I had, he
would have turned it over to the police—
Please, Mr. Cardigan, I've answered all
these questions. Two detectives ques-
tioned me this morning. I'm tired. I've
been working late for days—and now
this. I—I'm afraid I’m upset.” She ran
a hand over her hair. She was worn and
a little haggard, he saw. Suddenly she
stood up, shaking. “Can’t you under-
stand ?”’

E rose. “Naturally, I can.” He paused

for a moment, eying her keenly.
“When I came into the office last night,
Miss Tindale, you weren’t particularly
happy to see me.”

“What makes you say that?”

“I'll change that. You were a little
frightened. I could tell by the way you
kept looking at me.”

She stared hard at the floor. “I—I was
just tired. Maybe I was a little afraid.
That was natural. I didn’t recognize you.
You were a strange man, and being wet
the way you were—well, for a moment
you did frighten me.”

“Why ?”

“I—I lived in constant fear that some-
one would come in and kill the judge—
and perhaps me.” Her voice was low,
almost a whisper. Her face was very
white.

“How long have you been with the
judge?”

“Ten years.”

He put his hand slowly into the inside
pocket of his overcoat. She looked up
sharply. He did not remove his hand.

“What’s the matter ?”” he said.

“Nothing.”

Eying her steadily, he drew a folded
wad of brown paper from his pocket.
“Last night,” he said, “after almost every-
body had gone, I picked this out of the
waste basket. I found out that at five
P. M. a man came through the offices col-
lecting refuse from waste baskets. So
this must have been thrown in after five
o’clock.”

She made no reply. She stood very
straight, white-faced, her arms close to
her sides, her gaze riveted on his hands.

He unfolded the paper, said: “A pack-
age must have come into the office while
you were there. This piece of paper at
one time contained something. It was
opened and this paper was thrown in the
basket after five o’clock.”
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“I don’t remember any package. Judge
Barron may have brought something in
with him.”

Cardigan shook his head, ‘“No, Miss
Tindale. This package came through par-
cel post. It was addressed to Judge Barron
at his office address.”

She clasped her hands together and her
lips shook. “I don’t remember receiving
any package.”

“You're sure of that?”

She nodded
sure.”

. He folded the paper, said levelly: “Re-
member, Miss Tindale—or should it be
Mrs. Tindale?”

“I’ve used the ‘Miss’ for business pur-
poses.”

“Remember,” he went on, “that a friend
of mine is in jail for the bombing to death
of Judge Barron.”

“I—I'm sorry I can’t help.”

He said no more. He thrust the wad
of paper into his pocket, went to the
door, turned to look at her white, harried
face and then left the apartment. He
walked slowly down the staircase, his face
a mask of thought. Reaching the street,
he crossed to the opposite sidewalk. Look-
ing up, he saw the woman’s white face
pressed to the window. But in an instant
it was gone.

He walked on. At the next corner he
flagged a taxi, climbed in and gave a
south-side address.

The woman’s white face stayed before
his mind’s eye.

slowly. “Yes—I—I'm

THE Elmo Cigar Factory was a three-
storied building with a lot of large
plate-glass windows. Cardigan went in
by way of the broad main entrance, spoke
with a clerk behind a wooden railing. In
a minute he was led past a row of desks
and into a private office.
A man of middle years stood behind a

desk. “I’'m the manager here, sir. Did I
get the name right—Cardigan?”

“That’s right.” He flipped open a wal-
let. “My credentials.”

“Ab, yes. I read in the paper—"

“I know. You read a lot of somebody’s
ideas. I hope you'll pardon me if I say
you would have found more sense in the
comic strip. —By the way, was Judge
Barron a client of yours?”

“Indeed he was! For years. Years,
sitr! Our Elmo Perfecto has been his fa-
vorite for years. He was a great cigar
smoker.”

“What did you do, send him a box
regularly ?”

The manager nodded. “He’s had a
standing order for years for two boxes
a month, one at the middle of the month,
the other at the end. He always preferred
them straight from our factory.”

“How did you send them?”

“Parcel post.”

Cardigan withdrew the folded sheet of
brown paper from his pocket, spread it
on the desk, said: “Is that yours?”

“Why—er—yes.” The manager pointed.
“Our address label—"

The address label had been pasted in
the center of the sheet of brown paper.
The label was pale blue, the firm’s name
lettered in black boldface. The address
of Judge Barron was typewritten.

The manager said: “Decidedly our
label!”

“When was the last box of cigars sent ?”

The manager looked at a calender. “To-~
day is the sixteenth. Of course—it was
sent on the fifteenth—yesterday. I can
find out exactly.” He used a phone, and
when he had finished talking with the
stockroom, said: “Yes. At three yester-
day afternoon. But what, sir—what is
the matter?”

Cardigan was biting his lip. “I'm
damned if I know. Show me the man
who sent the box out.”
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He was taken back to the stockroom,
and the manager said: “Old Franz Muller
has been packing and shipping the judge’s
cigars for years—Franz, come here!”

A little old man in steel-rimmed spec-
tacles said frankly that he had packed and
shipped a box of cigars to Judge Barron
on the day before. Cardigan wrote down
his name and address, eyed him sharply.

The manager said: “You might have
seen an article in the Sunday Standard a
few weeks ago. It was all about the judge,
and about his habits. His cigar habit was
mentioned also. How twice a month, reg-
ularly on the fifteenth and the last day,
he had our cigars mailed to him.”

“No, I didn’t see it—You've noticed,
haven’t you, that quite often on parcel-
post packages the post office doesn’t stamp
the date?”

“I believe I have.”

Cardigan folded the sheet of brown pa-
per and pocketed it. He said to Franz:
“Have you ever met or seen the judge?”

“No. Only in the papers I see him.”

Cardigan, puzzled, let his eyes wander
around the stockroom, then said abruptly
to the manager: “Thank you very much
for the way you've helped me. Now some-
thing else. I wish you'd give me a list
of local addresses to which you've sent
single boxes of cigars during the past
month.”

“It will take some time. Could I send
the list to your hotel ?”

“0. K. Do that, will you?”

The taxi had waited for him. He
climbed in, lit a cigarette, thought for a
moment and then said: “Drive to the
Central Products Building.”

The late judge’s office was pretty thor-
oughly cleared out by the time Cardigan
arrived. The estate lawyer was about to
leave.

Cardigan said: “Who took care of mail
that arrived this morning for the judge?”

“Why, I dare say his secretary took

care of it. Naturally she handed it over
to me, since by law I am entitled—"

“Any parcel post?”

“There were only letters.”

“Thank you.”

E went downstairs, passed through

the lobby and stood for a few min-
utes outside, tapping his foot against the
curb. Then he began walking downhill.
He turned left at Center Street, went past
the entrance to the vehicular bridge, made
another left turn into a narrow street and
entered Police Headquarters.

“Well, 'm glad to see you, Cardigan,”
the man at the desk said.

“Where’s Bogart?”

“Downstairs, I guess.”

He found Bogart in a dim, narrow cell.

“How they treating you, Charley ?”

“Outside of a couple of socks in the
jaw and a swift kick in the pants, I guess
I can’t complain.”

“They’ve been tough, eh?”

“Kind of. Chicago could take lessons
from this town.”

“Hagin mostly?”

“Yeah.”

Cardigan’s eyes glittered but his voice
was low. “Sit tight, Charley. I'm either
on a hot trail or I'm goofy. I tried to get
you out on a writ, pal, but they spell law
backwards here; they say, ‘wal—’ and
give it up. They’re framing you.”

“Don't tell the wife, will you? She’ll
get scared.”

“You're not afraid of these mutts, are
you?”’

“I can take it, I guess.”

“That’s the kid. If they lay on to you
too hard kick ’em in the belly. I'll get
you out of this or pile in here with you
trying.”

Cardigan went upstairs to the central
room and found Hagin and Stoper lean-
ing against the desk. He went straight
toward them wearing an ugly brown look.
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He said quietly: “You two baboons lay
your dirty paws on my pal again and Il
break your lousy necks.” He remained
in front of them, jabbing his hard ma-
lignant gaze from one to the other.

Hagin drawled: “You're in headquar-
ters, baby.”

“I can tell by the stink.”

A tall bald man walked into the cen-
tral room and said: “Is that Cardigan?”
Cardigan turned. “You want me?”

“I’d like to talk with you—in my office.”

Cardigan followed the bald man into
a shabby office and the latter said:
“Kone’s my name.” He flopped down.
“Inspector Kone. Take the load off your
feet2

“Ehanks?

“Smoke ?”

“I'm smoking.”

Kone leaned back, pawed a few times
at his jaw, squinted a hard blue eye across
the desk. “You're inclined to be nasty,
Cardigan, aren’t you?”

“I hate a double cross.”

“Words, words man! Nobody’s double-
crossing you.”

“0O. K. I'm wrong. Now what?”

“This, Cardigan. I'd like to give you
a break and I think I can swing it, If
we tried hard enough around here, we
might be able to spring your friend.”

“What’s the swap?”

“Well—look here, Cardigan. You're
supposed to be a fancy cop, a go-getter,
a hellion. Back east, maybe. Not here.
We work different out here. A guy like
you can create a lot of trouble just by
walking down the street. It’s in your
blood. We don’t like trouble makers. I'd
like to see you pack up and go home.”

“With Bogart?”

Kone patted his bald head. “Um—I
think we could arrange that.”

Cardigan stood up, said : “Will you wait
a minute ?”’

He left the office and went downstairs

to Bogart’s cell. “Inspector Kone wants
to swap, Charley. It's up to you. We
bail out of here with our eyes shut—
hear nothing, see nothing, say nothing.
It’s O. K. by me if it’s O. K. by you.”

“What do you think your chances are
of getting this thing in the bag?”

“Pretty good.”

“Then suppose you tell the inspector to
go spit up a rope.”

CHAPTER FOUR

A Rod and a Red-Head

ASPECIAL messenger was sent by the
Elmo Cigar Factory.

“Wait a minute, boy,” Cardigan said.

He tore open the envelope, scanned a
list of names and addresses. Beside each
name was the date on which a single box
of cigars had been shipped to the con-
signee.

“Catch,” Cardigan said.

A half dollar slapped into the Negro’s
pale palm. “Yassuh, boss!” He bowed
out.

The list contained twenty-five names.
Cardigan found nineteen of the names
listed in the telephone directory ; he jotted
down the telephone numbers, but had no
real intention of putting through any
calls. In another section of the book he
found listed a business rating bureau. He
put on hat and coat, carried the list with
him, and found the bureau located six
blocks to the north. He showed his cre-
dentials, turned on the Irish personality—
the person in charge was a woman—and
was permitted access to the bureau’s files.

Most of the nineteen were old residents;
twelve were past sixty years of age and
seven of these were retired from active
life—landed gentlemen of the outlying
districts. Three were clergymen, one a
hospital superintendent, four were doc-
tors. By a process of elimination he cut
down his list to six He did not entirely
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discard the nineteen, but pigeon-holed
them as second, third and fourth possibili-
ties. He thanked the manageress, said:
“That’s a swell head of hair you have.”
And departed.

He bargained with a cab driver for an
hourly rate and set out to investigate the
six addresses. At the first stop, he found
that the addressee had died a week before
—aged ninety-one. “Pop died of smok-
ing,” his seventy-year-old daughter said.

Cardigan went on. The next address
was a small grocery store in a thrifty
neighborhood. The cigar-smoker was a
blind man with one leg—a relic of the
Civil War. Cardigan crossed off his name,
drove to the north side of town and found
the third addressee to be a high-school
teacher; and after a five minutes’ talk he
crossed off that name.

The next address took him closer to the
heart of the city. He entered a five-story
frame building and spoke with the janitor.
The man whom Cardigan sought was not
in. It took Cardigan five minutes and
cost him five dollars to wangle a pass key.
He climbed to the top floor, found a door
numbered “4” at the front of the hall and
keyed his way into a bed-sitting-room
that was large, old-fashioned, shabby.

The bureau drawers were empty. A
single tie hung on the harp-shaped frame
of the bureau mirror. He swiveled and
crossed to a closet, found inside a single
suit of clothes, a suitcase on the floor. The
suitcase was open and contained linen,
socks, collars, ties, a pair of shoes. No
garment contained a label. There were no
papers, no letters.

Cardigan sighed and returned to the
room. There was a heavy square of glass
on the bureau that presumably was in-
tended for a paper weight. Cardigan
picked it up carefully between thumb and
forefinger and carried it to the window.
He studied it for a long moment.

He lit a cigarette, took a few puffs, held

it up and let it burn slowly until a quarter
inch of white ash formed. He sprinkled
the ash on the square of glass, used a little
finger to wipe carefully grains of it away.
He set the glass down. From his wallet he
took a piece of tape an inch long and half
an inch wide and a strip of isinglass of
equal dimensions. He placed the strip of
tape on the ashed part of the glass, pressed
it down firmly. When he removed it, a
fingerprint, made legible by the white
ash, had been transferred from the glass
to the strip of black tape. He replaced
the isinglass on the tape, over the print.

He went downstairs, said to the janitor:
“You're sure this man has red hair and
a red mustache?”’

“¥Ves.2

“And his name’s George Rawson.”

“Yes.”

“O. K. Here’s your key. Now keep
your mouth shut. Forget I was here.”

HE made a trip to police headquarters

and managed to reach the identifica-
fication bureau without running into Ha-
gin or Stoper. A half-asleep attendant
waved him through to the files, and Cardi-
gan spent twenty minutes thumbing card
indexes. He wound up by stealing a rec-
ord card and a picture, and then took
a rear exit out to avoid the possibility
of meeting Hagin and getting into an-
other argument.

Feeling the need of a walk, he struck
out over the hill, and by this route it took
him half an hour to reach the frame house.
He found the janitor at the rear of the
lower hall and was about to engage him
in a conversation when he heard footfalls
coming down the staircase. He bided his
time.

A man came down and went out the
front door and the janitor whispered:
“That’s him!”

Hergiet

When Cardigan reached the front door
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and looked out, the man was halfway
down the street. Cardigan let him get a
block ahead, then swung out and followed,
but on the opposite side of the street. The
man walked rapidly, purposefully. He
was tall, well-built, a little round-shoul-
dered. Two blocks farther on, he turned
left. Fifteen minutes later he turned right
into an alley. Cardigan lengthened his
stride, slowed down as he neared the
mouth of the alley, peered cautiously
around the corner of the building. He
saw the man passing into a door midway
down the alley.

In a minute Cardigan moved, went into
the alley, reached the door. Laying his
hand on the knob, he listened, then turned
the knob and entered a dim hallway. He
made his way slowly to the front of the
hall, listened, looked up the staircase.
There was something vaguely familiar
about his surroundings. He went out into
the vestibule and looked at the house
number. It was number 225 Hebron
Street. “I’ll be damned!” he muttered.

ENTERING, he went swiftly, silently,

up the stairs, paused awhile on the
first landing and then took the second
staircase up. He bore down on Beth Tin-
dale’s door with a hawklike expression,
used his right hand to draw his gun, laid
his left cautiously on the knob. It turned.
He could feel the door give.

The man with the red hair and the red
mustache turned as Cardigan entered with
his gun held level. Beth Tindale let out
a choked little cry.

“Watch those hands, Red!” Cardigan
clipped.

He kicked shut the door, went slowly
across the living room, stopped, studied
the man’s face for a long moment.

“George Rawson,” he said thoughtfully.
“Of course—"

“I mean—Edgar Fitch alias George
Rawson.”

The woman drew her lips tightly to-
gether.

The man’s blue eyes shimmered.

“Despite the red hair,” Cardigan said,
and added: “It’s a nice dye job, Fitch.”

“My name’s not Fitch.”

“No? I happen to know it is. I clouted
through your room this afternoon and
picked up a fingerprint on a chance. I
took the print down to headquarters and
the print says it belongs to a man named
Edgar Fitch. This Edgar Fitch was once
sentenced by Judge Barron for man-
slaughter.”

The man snapped: “That’s a lie!”

“A week ago you had a box of cigars
sent to your address. The box came from
the Elmo cigar factory. The Elmo Cigar
Company sent out a box of cigars to
Judge Barron yesterday afternoon. I
found out that these cigars would not
have been delivered until this morning.
You received the judge’s mail this morn-
ing, Mrs. Tindale. What did you do with
the box of cigars?”

Her voice was choked: “I didn’t—"

Cardigan snapped: “Cut it out! I'm
damned sick and tired of this lying!”

“I turned the mail over to the judge’s
estate lawyer.”

“Sure—all except the box of cigars.
How come this former convict is paying
you a call?”

“My name’s George Rawson,” the man
ground out.

Cardigan moved his eyes from the man
to the woman. “O. K., George. Put your
hat on. You, Mrs. Tindale, put your hat
and coat on and we’ll all go down to
police headquarters. Where’s your daugh-
ter?”

“I sent her away.”

“Where ?”

“To—Iriends in Ohio.”

“0O. K. Get your clothes on and we’ll

»

go.
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She did not move. Her eyes stared
very hard at the floor and her hands were
clenched at her sides. “No,” she breathed
hoarsely. “I won’t go.”

“I hate like hell to get rough,” Cardi-
gan said. “But you’ll have to go. You've
waltzed me around enough and after a
time I get sore—Come on, Fitch, get her
hat and coat. No—you’d better stay where
you are. You, lady, snap on it. This boy
friend of yours is heeled and aching to go
into action and if you don’t start quick
there’s liable to be trouble.”

She breathed deeply. “I am not going.”

“Fitch—stick up your hands.”

The man backed away. “I tell you my
name’s not Fitch.”

“If it isn’t, what’s the idea of getting

scared. Come on, up with those hands!”

The man raised his hands and backed
up until his back was against the wall.
His blue eyes glinted and his lips were
taut, his face pale and dry.

“Where’s the rod, Fitch?”

“I tell you—"

“Under your arm, huh? Up, boy!”

He shot his left hand beneath the
man’s lapel and drew out a black auto-
matic.

“Now—you!” breathed the woman.

Cardigan felt something hard against
the small of his back. He tensed and his
eyes drooped.

“Put up your hands!” the woman whis-
pered.

“It’s always a dame,” Cardigan said.
“Always a dame.”

“If you move I'll kill you!” she said in
a low passionate whisper. “I had nothing
to do with the murder of Judge Barron.
God, I'm innocent! Believe me, Cardigan.
I was devoted to the judge. But I had to
protect my daughter—my poor daughter.
I couldn’t let it be known that—"

“I'm blowing,” the man with the red
hair said.

Cardigan muttered: “You stay here

1

“Nuts! I'm blowing. And you're blow-
ing with me. You know just too much—
too much!”

The woman shook. “No—no! Let me
explain! Ed—"

Cardigan spun. “So it is Ed!”

She had her gun trained on him. “I
warn you—stay back!”

The red-head snatched his gun from
Cardigan’s hand, snapped: “I’ll take care
of him. Get moving, Cardigan—and
watch your step.” He said to the woman:
“You stay here and forget you ever saw
this.” He jammed his gun against Cardi-
gan’s back, took away Cardigan’s gun.
“Get.?

The woman choked: “Please, Ed—"

“If you know what’s good for you,
you'll shut up!” He jabbed Cardigan
hard. “Move, you!”

“No! No, Ed!”’ the woman panted.

Fitch glared at her. “Get back!” he
rasped.

Cardigan walked to the door, his hands
up.

“Open it,” Fitch said.

Cardigan opened it and Fitch shoved
him into the hall, said: “Get going and
watch yourself!”

They went down to the hall door, into
the street. Fitch, by this time, had shoved
his gun into his pocket, but his hand re-
mained on the butt.

“Walk naturally, Cardigan—and get
funny and I’ll let you have it. Turn left
here. We'll take the back alleys.”

“You got nice ideas in stir, didn’t you?”

“I said I'd get that lousy judge. And
it seems I have to polish you off to keep
the silence.”

“Look out for the woman. She may
frame you some day the way she framed
the judge.”

FITCH chuckled drily. “She can’t frame

me. She used to be my wife. Turn
right here. The kid’s our kid. She’s nuts
on the kid.”
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“I don’t believe it.”

“As if I care. I nailed her when she
was a kid and didn’t know any better.
She didn’t frame the judge, Cardigan. I
got around that. I was up to her flat one
day last week and I picked up something
she clipped from the newspaper. About
the judge. It was an article about his
habits, and one of them was about how
for many years the Elmo Company sent
him a box of cigars regularly on the fif-
teenth and the end of the month. It gave
me an idea—turn left here—it gave me an
idea and I sent for a box of cigars. I took
the wrapper off and used a chemical to
removed my address. I steamed off the
address sticker and monkeyed around
some typewriter stores and wrote in the
judge’s. I used a chemical, too, to take
off the postmark. I burned the cigars out
of the box and fitted in the bomb so it
would go off when the box cover was
pried up.

“Well, it worked, didn’t it? Seeing a
package from the cigar company arriving
around the time one always arrived, the
judge was caught napping. Even Beth
didn’t suspect. Not at first. After the
fireworks, she knew. So she went down
to the office early this morning and did
away with the genuine box that arrived in
this morning’s mail. Not because she likes
me. But she was scared. She’s nuts about
the kid. She’s funny that way. Women
are saps, Cardigan.”

Cardigan said: “You seem proud of
yourself.”

“Why not? I did a neat job. I learned a
lot of things in the big house, copper. I
learned that when a cop gets too wise
there’s only one thing to do.”

“You also talk like a hop-head.”

“T learned about that, too, in stir,” he
laughed. “I know a nice alley down here
in a condemned part of town. No cops
around and no people. Only cats—and
cats don’t talk. And the woman will never

talk. Because she loves the kid and the
kid don’t know her old man’s a murderer.
Ain’t that cute? I can use Beth for a lot
of jobs now, Cardigan—because I hold a
lot over her. She’d die for the kid.”

“You hop-heads always give me a pain.”

“In a minute, boy, I'll give you a big
one you'll never get over. Here’s the
alley. Turn into it.”

Cardigan growled: “Now look here,
Fitch. Don’t be a bum. Give me a
break—"’

“You'll be better dead, buddy.”

Cardigan’s face was gray, muscles
bulged at the corners of his mouth and
his tongue, his throat, felt dry. He knew
he couldn’t talk himself out of this. He
saw the man was too far away for any
quick trick to be effective. He licked his
lips, and then he sneered, snarled: “Go
ahead, you yellow heel, cut loose!”

A GUN banged twice and Cardigan
closed his eyes but felt no pain, no
shock. He opened his eyes and saw he
was still standing. But he saw that Fitch
was writhing on the ground. He started,
looked up the alley. He broke into a fast
run and at the mouth of the alley he saw
Beth Tindale leaning weakly against the
wall, a smoking gun in her hand.

“I—I couldn’t let him do it.
couldn’t—"

He snatched the gun from her hand.
“Beat it! Get out of here! Hit that alley
across the street and fade.” He shook
her. “You hear me! Beat it! T’ll take
care of this! Go on!” He shoved her and
she turned and staggered across the street
and entered the alley beyond. She turned
around. He waved to her and then mo-
tioned for her to hasten on.

He hurried back to where Fitch was
writhing on the ground. Somewhere a
police whistle shrilled.

Cardigan leaned down and said bitter-
ly: “Listen, Fitch! A cop’s coming!”

I—I
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“Save me! Get me to a hospital—"

“Hate to die, huh? Listen, you rat.
When that cop comes I'm going to stand
over you and if you don’t tell him you
killed Judge Barron I'm going to kill
you__ll

Two cops came running down the alley.
Cardigan held up his hands and said:
“Here he is, boys!”

“Who?”

“Fitch.”

He stood over Fitch with his hand bulg-
ing in his pocket. Fitch writhed and
screamed. “A doctor! A hospital! Get me
—get me to a doctor! I—I kiiled Bar-
ron! I—I can’t stand this pain! Go get
me a doctor—a doctor! Why are you all
waiting around? I told you, didn’t I?
Didn’t I say I killed Judge Barron? A
doc—doctor—" He choked, threshed on
the ground.

COMING NEXT MONTH

ME—-CARDIGCAN

by

One of the cops said: “The judge said
something about a guy named Fitch.”

“You heard what Fitch said, didn’t
you?” Cardigan asked.

2Sure.”

“And you?” he flung at the other cop.

“I ain’t deaf.”

“Swell. Now get an ambulance.”

The cop pointed. “Hell, look—he don’t
need an ambulance any more. See? Take
a look at his eyes now—"

“I'll go phone H. Q. and the morgue,”
the other cop said.

“Yeah,” said Cardigan. “And call Ha-
gin too.”

“Hagin?”

“Hagin. Tell him a draper from New
York by the name of Cardigan wants to
hang something dark on his eye.”
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Detective Fitzgerald was no radio
performer, nor did he want to be
one. But when KXXY’s star croon-
ers began to get themselves mur-
dered he changed his mind. Then
it was time to grab a microphone
and broadcast a little death melody
all his own.

CHAPTER ONE
Murder Melody

ITH short, regular jerks, the red

second hand moved round the

clock on the wall of Studio D—a
thin finger of fate swinging relentlessly
toward the moment that divides today
from tomorrow.

Midnight! The signal light on the wall
flashed red. Then a voice seeming to come
from nowhere in particular announced:
“This is Station KXXY !I”

Dave Parrish, sleek of hair and pale of
face, removed his glance from the clock
v and turned it toward Guy Romano, the

sy - Sl * orchestra leader. He nodded, and the
His finger tensed on the trigger of his gun. Ttalian’s hands looped into an emphatic
79




80

Dime Detective Magazine

down-beat. The crash of the orchestra
filled the big room. Another program
from Station KXXY had started on its
way, riding the air waves into the dark-
ness of the night outside.

The music ended; Parrish stepped to
the microphone. He bent at the waist in
order to bring his cadaverous face level
with it. When he spoke, his voice was
silky, cultivated.

“Again, ladies and gentlemen, we pre-
sent to you, Miss Flora Lee, the girl with
the honey voice, in another of her popular
programs of haunting melody—Memories
at Midnight. Miss Lee’s first number will
be My Little Gray Home in the West.”

Parrish bowed to Flora Lee and
stepped aside. She smiled and took her
place, her full lips only a few inches from
the “mike,” her large dark eyes on the
sheet of music in her hand. At a signal
from Romano, she began to sing.

Leaning against the wall at the front of
the studio, Parrish watched Flora Lee like
a man hypnotized. Romano, too, seemed
to tear his gaze from her with difficulty,
when he found it necessary to give his
whole attention to his orchestra.

Even “Slim” Sutton, in the control
room, failed to live up to the reputation of
control-room operators and listen with
bored superiority. He stared through the
heavy plate-glass window at Flora Lee
with narrow, speculative eyes. From time
to time he bit his lip and a bright, hectic
flush appeared on his thin cheeks.

But Flora Lee, one hand pressed against
her breast as she sang, seemed totally un-
conscious of what was going on around
her. She sang a second number, then the
orchestra played a dance tune, and when
it was finished Parrish moved in front of
the microphone once more.

“ . ..and now for the last selection on
her fifteen minutes of melody, Miss Lee
will sing for you that ever-popular song
The End of a Perfect Day.”

: EN the last limpid note had floated
1 7 away upon the air, Parrish made the
closing announcement. The musicians,
their work done, lost no time getting out
of the studio. Flora Lee, however, lin-
gered behind, talking with Romano and
Parrish.

“Tomorrow night,” she said, “I'm going
to make a few changes.”

Parrish shook his blond head dubiously.
“Why, monkey with an hour that’s the
best on the air as it is?”

“Thanks, Dave,” she said, laughing
lightly. “But I've some new ideas I want
to try out.”

“You can count on the orchestra,
Flora,” Romano said softly.

“In the first place—" she began.

The door of the studio was swung
abruptly open and Sutton entered. He
gave a faintly contemptuous glance at the
swarthy Romano and the lean Parrish,
then turned to Flora Lee.

“Don’t let me bust up a big conference,”
he said dryly. “But I wanted to tell Flora
that she left her music portfolio in Studio
A when we had the rehearsal. Thought
she might want it when she went home.”

“Thanks, Slim,” she smiled.

He waved his hand airily. “Keep the
change!”

Parrish frowned at him, and Romano,
too, looked at him with sullen annoyance.
But Sutton merely shrugged and left the
studio. A minute later, the lights in the
control room went out.

When Flora Lee had finished explain-
ing the changes she contemplated for the
next broadcast, Romano touched her
lightly on the arm. “No wonder you’re
the smash hit of the air, Flora! You've
got brains—ideas. We'll do just what you
say, won't we, Dave ?”

“Sure we will,” Parrish agreed. Then
he added to Flora Lee: “Where are you
going now ?”’

She started to reply, then hesitated, as
if she had suddenly changed her mind.
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“Why—home, of course.”

“Oh!” He managed to put a lot of dis-
appointment into one short word.

“We'll help you get a taxi,” Romano
suggested eagerly.

She smiled her thanks, and the three of
them moved from the studio together,
Parrish switching out the lights and clos-
ing the door. They strolled down the long
corridor, off which the numerous studios
opened. All were dark now, the corridor
itself only dimly illuminated.

When they reached the big reception
room at the end of the corridor, it was
deserted. Even the colored page boys had
gone. Flora Lee suddenly turned with a
little laugh. “Goodness! I almost forgot!”

“What ?” Parrish asked quickly.

“My music!”

“T’ll get it for you,” Romano offered.

But Flora Lee already had started down
the corridor. “Don’t bother., I know just
where it is!” she said.

Parrish made a move to follow her, but
she waved him back. ‘“You and Guy wait
right there for me. I'll only be a second.”

Romano dropped his stocky frame onto
a modernistic sofa. Parrish, sitting beside
him, held out a pack of cigarettes. They
smoked for a while in silence; there
seemed to be a tenseness between them,
as if each resented the presence of the
other.

Finally Parrish scrunched out his cigar-
ette and stood up. He walked across the
reception room with his hands thrust deep
into the pockets of his jacket; a worried
frown crossed his white, fleshless fore-
head. “What do you suppose is keeping
Flora?” he muttered.

Romano’s reply was a Latin shrug.
Parrish moved to the door, through which
he could look the length of the corridor.
It was empty. He shot a quick glance at
Romano. “I’ll go and find out,” he said.

“Suit yourself,” Romano replied indif-
ferently, but he got to his feet.

Parrish had disappeared; the sound of

his hurrying steps on the polished tiles
drifted back into the reception room.
Romano strolled over to where he could
follow Parrish’s lank figure with his eyes.
The announcer was just opening the door
of Studio A.

Romano started to follow him, but the
sound of an elevator door slamming
caused him to hesitate and glance ques-
tionly over his shoulder. A short rotund
man wearing nose glasses was bustling
through the archway into the reception
room.

“Hello, Romano,” he said briskly.
“Miss Lee here?”

“She’s back in Studio A, Mr. Bamstein.
She forgot her music.”

“Thought I might catch her. I was just
talking with Sutton downstairs and he
said he left you three up here. Where’s
Parrish?” he added.

As if in answer to his question, Dave
Parrish stumbled out the door of Studio
A. He halted, his lengthy body swaying
like a reed, and one hand went back,
groping for the wall. Having found it, he
took a backward step and leaned against
its supporting surface. His other hand
shot up to his eyes, the fingers clawing at
his face as if to tear out some ghastly
vision.

By the time Romano, racing breathlessly
down the corridor had reached him, he
was lying in a crumpled heap upon the
floor.

N thousands of homes the music of

Flora Lee’s rich contralto coming from
Station KXXY had held her listeners
spellbound. But the most attentive of
them all was an attractive, slightly
freckled young man in a luxurious suite
at the Park Vista Hotel.

He stood in front of his radio with his
head tilted to one side and his blue eyes
squinting thoughtfully. Occasionally he
reached out and twisted one of the dials
with delicate care.
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“What’s wrong with Flora,” he mut-
tered. “Her voice doesn’t seem to have
any resonance at all tonight.”

He sat down in a deep-cushioned chair
to wait, eyes closed in dreamy introspec-
tion, for the program to finish. Barry
Drake could appreciate the artistry of the
singer, even though it didn’t seem to
measure up to her usual standard. For
Barry Drake’s popularity as a radio singer
at the rival station, WEWW, was equal to
that of Flora Lee on KXXY.

She began the last song of her program.
With a soft smile, Barry Drake rose from
his chair. Before the mirror in his bed-
room, he brushed his sandy hair carefully.
Then he slipped into a light topcoat, put
on his hat and returned to the other room.
Standing in front of the radio, he listened
to the closing words of the last song:
“ . .. till we meet again!”

He smiled and snapped off the receiving
set. A moment later, he had locked the
door of his suite and was heading toward
the elevators.

N his office of the Fourth Precinct
Station, Captain Joel Briggs was sit-
ting in front of his midget set, which was
tuned in on Station KXXY. Across the
desk from him, Detective Sergeant “Fitz”’
Fitzgerald rested his chin on his palm and
listened with half-closed eyes. :
“There’s a girl who can sing,” Fitz
said.

Captain Briggs nodded. “And she’s
singing my favorite song. Listen!”

Out of the little receiving set, Flora
Lee’s voice drifted into the drab office of
the precinct police station. Even Captain
Briggs® hard-bitten features seemed to
soften under its influence.

“ .+ till we meet again

The song ended. The silky mechanical
tones of Parrish’s voice broke in, and
Captain Briggs snapped off the radio with
a grimace of distaste.

Fitzgerald shook his head thoughtfully.

,J’

“She’s the best on the air, all right. But
she didn’t seem as good tonight as usual.
Kind of metallic.”

“Probably got a cold. Got one myself,”
Briggs grunted.

They sat there smoking and talking for
a long time. Finally, Fitz lifted his six
feet of toughened muscle out of his chair
and stretched. He pulled his watch from
the vest of his double-breasted gray suit,
which almost matched the color of his
eyes. “Quarter of one,” he said with a
yawn. “I’'m going home and hit the hay!”

The jangle of the telephone halted
Briggs’ reply. He closed his big fist about
the receiver and jerked it from the hook.
A sudden drooping of the captain’s brows,
divided by deep vertical wrinkles, caused
Fitz to lean forward intently.

“The hell you say!” Briggs snapped.
“Sure—we’ll get over there right away!”

He replaced the receiver on the hook
and banged the phone on the desk in a
single motion. Bringing a handkerchief
from his pocket, he swabbed it across his
forehead.

“Well ?” Fitz demanded.

“Get over to Radio Station KXXY as
fast as you can travel!” Briggs exploded.

“What’s up?”

“A killing—just happened!”

CHAPTER TWO
Find the Weapon

THE only elevator that ran after mid-

night in the Radio Tower Building
carried Fitzgerald swiftly to the twenty-
second floor, which was given over entirely
to the studios and offices of KXXY,

As Fitz strode from the cage, Bam-
stein hurried forward to meet him. Bam-
stein’s round body was quivering, and he
was wringing his fat hands with agita-
tion.

“Police!” Fitz announced tersely.

Bamstein uttered a deep sigh of relief.
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“I've been waiting for you. Oh, this is
terrible! Terrible, Mr. —”

“Sergeant Fitzgerald.”

“Yes, yes! Sergeant!” Bamstein pant-
ed. “My name’s Bamstein. Studio director
here. We've had a terrible accident.”

“Accident?” Fitz’s brows lifted.
was reportea to us as a killing.”

“I was the one who phoned. I thought
at first it was a killing. But I was upset.
It looks now like an accident.”

“Snap out of it!” Fitz ordered. “Let’s
have a look !’

With Fitzgerald all but stepping on his
heels, Bamstein bustled from the ante-
room, across the big reception room and
down the corridor. The doors of all the
studios had upper panels of opaque glass,
but only one of them was lighted. It was
at the end of the corridor, and it was
the one that Bamstein swung open. Fitz
followed him into the brightly illuminated
studio.

A quick sweep of Fitz's trained eyes
took in the three men who were already in
the big room. Then his glance fell on the
figure of a woman, lying on her back on
the thick carpet. He strode to the spot
and looked down.

Flora Lee, her eyes closed and her face
waxen, was stretched out with one leg
drawn up slightly. Her left arm rested
easily on her breast, her right was ex-
tended above the disordered mass of her
golden-brown hair. She looked almost as
if she might be asleep.

But on the top of her head, Fitz noted
an ugly wound—a wound from which the
blood had spread out on the carpet in a
dark gruesome stain.

For a long moment, Fitzgerald stared
at the still, small form in silence. He
recognized her at once; Flora Lee’s face
was familiar to millions. It was hard to
believe that the glorious voice he had
listened to over the radio only a short
time before had been brutally stilled for-
ever.

Slt

“She’s dead. Quite dead,” a voice at
Fitz’s elbow murmured.

Fitz swung a sharp glance at the speaker
and saw a man of medium size, his chin
and lip adorned with a reddish Vandyke
beard.

“Who are you?”

“Doctor Wykoff. House physician at
the Marbury Hotel across the street.”

Bamstein broke in: “You see, Sergeant,
we called Doctor Wykoff. We thought
at first maybe Flora was just hurt. Had
fallen down. Tripped on the rug, maybe.”

Fitz looked questionly at Wykoff.

“Impossible!” Wykoff replied. “The
wound’s on the upper left side of the skull.
Crushed in! It looks like she was struck
with a blunt heavy instrument. Death
was probably almost instantaneous.”

“Murdered ?”” Fitz asked softly.

Wykoff made a deprecatory gesture.
“That’s not for me to say. But she
couldn’t have inflicted the wound herself.
And it couldn’t have resulted from a fall.
Why, even if she’d climbed up on the
piano and dove onto her head, the soft
carpet would have prevented a wound like
the one she has.”

Fitz turned to Bamstein. “I want to
use your telephone.”

He called Briggs, gave him a quick sum-
mary of the situation, and asked that a
photographer and fingerprint expert be
sent right over. Then he returned to the
death studio.

“Who found the body ?” he asked as the
door clicked shut behind him.

“Tidid.2

“What’s your name?”

“David Parrish. I'm announcer on
Flora—Miss Lee’s hour.”

FITZ appraised the tall blond announcer

quickly. He noted the emaciated face,
the pasty complexion. “Looks like he’d
just crawled out from under a rotting
log,” Fitz thought. But he said: “Tell me
about it!”
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In halting, nervous sentences, Parrish
told how he had entered the studio to get
Flora Lee and discovered her lifeless body
lying where it now was. He related the
events that had preceded—the broadcast
and conference, how Flora Lee had come
back to Studio A for her forgotten music.

“Who’s Romano?” Fitz asked.

“I am, sir,” Romano said quickly. “I'm
Guy Romano, the orchestra leader. Per-
haps you've heard—"

“I have,” Fitz cut in dryly. “Was the
broadcast in this studio ?”

“No. This is Studio A. We had our re-
hearsal here a half an hour before we
went on the air. But we broadcast from
Studio D—a little ways down the hall,”
Parrish replied.

“Rehearsal ?”

“From eleven to eleven-thirty,” Parrish
nodded. “Guy here played the piano for
Flora, and Sutton, the control-room en-
gineer, had the mikes hooked up, so I
could test the balance of her voice.”

While the others clustered in a mute,
awe-struck group, Fitz made a survey of
the studio.

It was a large room. A few feet from
the body stood a concert-grand piano.
A half-dozen music stands were in a
bunch in one corner, and near them a
number of folding chairs were stacked
against the wall. Those were the only
furnishings, except for two big mikes
hanging from the ceiling on chains, their
black cables snaked up through a series
of eyelets and disappearing into the wall
above the control-room window.

Although he looked everywhere, Fitz
saw nothing that looked like a weapon.
“Anything been moved?” he asked.

“No!” Bamstein exclaimed. “I gave
strict orders. Nothing was to be touched.”

Fitz turned his attention to the two
windows in the studio. But he saw that
below was a drop of twenty-one stories,
and above, the building stretched for four
more floors. It seemed unlikely that the

killers had entered or left by that route.

There were only two doors, one of them
leading into the hall, and the other, Fitz
saw, giving access to the control room.
But there was no means of getting into
the control room except through the studio
itself.

At that moment, a babble of voices fell
on his ears, as the studio door opened and
four men entered. They were Glover, the
fingerprint expert, a photographer and
two uniformed policemen. Fitz immedi-
ately assigned the patrolmen to search
the other parts of the station as a matter
of routine.

“Medical examiner’s on the way here,”
Glover told Fitz in a low tone.

Fitz nodded. He turned to the group
of silent men who had watched his ex-
amination of the studio.

“You may all go home,” he said. “But
I may have to question you again tomor-
row.” He touched Bamstein on the arm.
“I’d like to speak with you privately.
Let’s go to your office.”

HEN they were in Bamstein’s office,
+'7 Fitz selected one of the several
leather chairs, dropped into it, crossed his
legs and lit a cigarette. “Tell me about
Miss Lee,” he said.

Bamstein blew his cigar smoke through
pursed lips. “Well, Sergeant, I don't
know so much. Yet maybe I know some
things that will help you. Her right name
was Martha Simpkins. We gave her that
Flora Lee name when she started singing
here—got more glamor, see?”

Fitz smiled faintly.

“She came from a little town in Ohio,”
Bamstein continued. “Oakville, or some
such name. One of the boys up here knew
her and got her an audition. I heard her
the first time she sang. Such a voice—
such a voice for radio!” He shook a fat
finger in emphasis. ‘“The minute I heard
it, I knew she was a find! We put her on
at once.”



Death Tunes In

85

“Who got the audition for her?” Fitz
asked.

The studio director knit his brows. “I
don’t rightly remember now. Maybe it was
Parrish. Maybe yet it was Sutton, or one
of the other engineers. I don’t recall.
Anyway, within a month she was on a
commercial hour, singing for the Midnight
Flowers Perfume Company. In six
months, she was the sensation of the air.”

“Where was this man Sutton when Miss
Lee was killed ?” Fitz asked suddenly.

“Why—" Bamstein scratched his head,
then his face brightened. “He was down-
stairs talking to me, I guess. We stood
out in front for about five minutes before
I came up. Then he drove off in a taxi.”

“That sort of lets him out, huh?”
Fitz asked.

Bamstein nodded emphatically. “Posi-
tive. From the way I figure, Miss Lee
must have been killed only a few minutes
before I got up here. And I know Sutton
was downstairs then.”

“She was a good-looking girl,” Fitz
murmured.

“Good looking? She was beautiful!”
the studio director burst out. “Everybody
was crazy about her! Even I, Sergeant—
I, twenty years married and with three
children grown—I felt my heart act up,
when she was around.”

“Did she—a—go around with any of
the men from the studios?”

“Sure. That is, until just recently,” he
amended. “Parrish, he was wild about
her. Sutton, too. And that Guy Romano
—he was always looking at her like he
wanted to eat her up. She used to go out
to dinner often with one or the other of
them. Or maybe to dance—all those en-
tertainments of young people.”

“You said, ‘Until recently.” What’d you
mean by that ?”” Fitz demanded sharply.

Bamstein frowned and began to chew
on his lower lip. He turned his eyes ap-
pealingly toward the detective, then

dropped his glance. But he made no

reply.

“What’d you mean?” Fitz persisted.

“It was confidential—"

Fitz snapped his fingers impatiently.
“She’s dead now! And I’m trying to find
her murderer!” he exclaimed.

Bamstein nodded slowly, sadly. ‘“That’s
right. I forgot for a minute.” He took a
deep breath, then said impressively: “Just
one week ago, Sergeant, Miss Lee was
married. She wanted it kept secret, be-
cause we figured it would be better for
her public to think she was single.”

He caught the question in Fitz’s eyes,
and explained. “You know married stars
sometimes don’t have so much appeal. Her
husband agreed. It was better for him,
too, that nobody know about the wed-
ding.”

“Who's her husband?” Fitzgerald was
leaning forward in his chair now, his
cigarette pressed tightly between his
fingers.

“Barry Drake!”

“Drake! The radio singer?”

“At WEWW,” Bamstein nodded.
“They eloped to New Jersey. I went with
them to help fix things up.”

FITZGERALD squeezed out the cigar-
ette in the ashtray at his elbow. Then
he stood up. There were tiny wrinkles of
thought spreading from the corners of his
blue eyes. “Where does Drake live?”

“The Park Vista Hotel.”

“Have you notified him of what’s hap-
pened ?”

“No. I—I hated to de it,” Bamstein
stammered apologetically.

“Don’t!” Fitz snapped. “I’ll take care
of that. Where did Miss Lee live. Did
she live alone?”

“Alone. Not even a roommate. And
after they were married, she and Drake
decided to keep up their separate places.
So no one would catch on they were
married.”



86

Dime Detective Magazine

“Give me her address,” Fitz said.

The studio director drew a small desk
file toward him and ran through it
rapidly. Writing a few lines on a memo
pad, he handed the slip to Fitzgerald. “It’s
just up here on Sixty-second Street,” he
said.

“Thanks.” ,

From Bamstein’s office, Fitzgerald hur-
ried back to Studio A. The news of
Flora Lee’s secret marriage had surprised
him, but it also had set his mind leaping
along a definite line of reasoning. He
began to sense what was behind the un-
timely ending of the beautiful girl’s bril-
liant career.

The police photographer was through
with his job. Parrish, Romano and Dr.
Wykoff were gone, but a new arrival was
bending over the body of Flora Lee. He
was Dr. Casper, the assistant medical ex-
aminer. Glover, the fingerprint expert,
spoke to Fitzgerald.

“This place is full of prints, but I don’t
believe any of them mean much.”

“What'd you find on that?” Fitzgerald
asked, pointing to a brown leather port-
folio on top of the piano.

“Nothing but the dead woman’s.”

“O. K. Have a report for me at the
Fourth Precinct in the morning. I'll want
the pictures then, too,” he added.

He walked over to the piano. Opening
the portfolio, he drew out the contents, a
dozen or so professional copies of songs.
On top of them, he saw a sheet of white
notepaper covered with handwriting.

From what Fitz could make of it, it was
merely some sort of a program, which the
dead girl planned to sing or had sung. He
read it carefully, studiously.

Perfect Day (PN
Sands of the Desert (PV)
All Alone (PV)
Till We Meet Again (62)
Always (62)

Indian. Love Call (62)

Last Rose (S)
1 Hear You Cdlling Me (S)
Oh, Pronuse Me (S)

“That doesn’t look like much help,”
Fitz muttered to himself. But he tucked
the sheet in his pocket before replacing
the music in the portfolio. Then he picked
up a small handbag which was lying on
the floor near the body. Apparently, she
had dropped it there when she was struck
down.

The contents were such as most women
carry about with them. A handkerchief, a
compact, lipstick, a small key-holder with
several keys, a check book, a roll of bills
and some change, He counted the money
—almost a hundred dollars.

“Sort of eliminates robbery as a mo-
tive,” Fitz told himself. He returned the
various articles to the bag, with the excep-
tion of the keys, which he slipped into his
pocket with the list of songs.

CHAPTER THREE
Ten Minutes Too Late

HE assistant medical examiner at-
= tracted Fitzgerald’s attention by a
slight clearing of his throat. “Death by
violence, Sergeant. Result of a compact
fracture of the skull.”

“On the top,” Fitz added.

Dr, Casper smiled dryly. “Exactly—
on the left side. Who's giving this ver-
dict, yot or me ?” he asked with a chuckle.
“But I'll beat you to your next question!
‘Whoever struck the blow was a lot taller,
or else used a long-handled weapon.”

“All right, Doc,” Fitz said. “You win.
That’s what I was going to ask.”

“Want the body left here a while?”

“No. Better take it to the morgue till
relatives claim it.”

On his way from the station to the
street, Fitzgerald queried the elevator
operator and verified some of the infor-
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. mation he had received. Sutton had left
the studio shortly after the musicians. He
had gone down five or ten minutes before
Bamstein went up, according to the oper-
ator’s recollection.

Fitz also learned that the operator
checked on the departures of everyone
from the place. And all the employes,
except Miss Lee, Romano and Parrish
were accounted for.

His next stop was at the Park Vista
Hotel. As he crossed the almost deserted
lobby and approached the clerk’s desk, he
saw that the clock was pointing to a quar-
ter of two. “I want to see Mr. Barry
Drake,” Fitz announced.

The clerk shook his head. “I'm sorry,
sir. Mr. Drake went out about an hour
ago.”

“Say when he’d be back, by any
chance ?”

“Yes, sir, he did. Tomorrow.”

Fitz concealed his disappointment with
a slow nod. At that moment the voice of
the switchboard operator came from be-
hind a low partition. “Mr. Drake? Just
a minute, I'll see.”

Fitz’s hand came out of his pocket like a
flash, and in the palm nestled his detective
badge. He showed it to the astonished
clerk and spoke rapidly. “Quick! Let me
take that call for Drake. It’s damn im-
portant!”

For a fraction of a second, the clerk
hesitated. Then he nodded excitedly, and
disappeared behind the partition. A mo-
ment later, he was back. ‘“Take it in that
first booth,” he said in a stage whisper.

Fitzgerald slipped the receiver from the
hook of the telephone in the booth.
“Hello!”

A man’s voice came to him over the
wire. “That you, Barry?”

YV es?

“What’s that ?”

“I said, this is Barry Drake.”

There was a pause, then a mocking
laugh. “I don’t know who you are, fella!

But I know what you are. A damn liar!”

There was a sharp click as the speaker
at the other end hung up.

Fitzgerald recrossed the hotel lobby
with slow measured steps. The absence
of Drake from his quarters was not neces-
sarily significant. He might have gone
to spend the night with friends; he might
have gone to some all-night club—any one
of a dozen places.

But try as he would, Fitzgerald could
not dispell the strange premonition of
evil the phone call had stirred in him.
True, it might have been some friend of
Drake, who realized that somebody was
attempting to trick him. But Fitz remem-
bered a sinister note in the voice that set
his teeth on edge.

He was still deep in thought as he sig-
naled a cab at the curb and climbed in.
The next moment, however, he gave a
faint shrug and ordered the driver to go
to Flora Lee’s address on East Sixty-
second St.eet.

“Not quite regular.” he murmured to
himself. “But neither’s murder for that
matter.”

They shot across town, then north on
Fifth Avenue. A few minutes later they
were on East Sixty-Second Street. As the
driver slowed down in order to peer at
the house numbers, Fitz saw the red tail-
light of a car draw from the curb ahead
of them. It turned at the first corner, and
he could see in the glow of the street
light that it was another taxicab.

“This is it,” the driver said over his
shoulder. He had come to a stop at the
same spot from whichk the other car had
just pulled away.

FITZ paid his fare and started toward

the entry. The building was an old-
fashioned brownstone house, but the de-
tective observed that it was in excellent
repair, the trim freshly painted, and awn-
ings and flower-boxes adorning the win-
dows.
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He found a row of mail slots and push-
buttons just inside the outer door, which
identified the place as a dwelling re-
modelled into small apartments. Search-
ing the names in the flickering light of a
match, he finally came to “Lee,” and
pressed the button.

There was no response. Once more he
tried; and again no answer. “Nobody
here. That’s good,” he said to himself.
He took from his pocket the key holder he
had found in the dead girl’s hand bag.

One of the keys slid easily into the door
of the lower hallway, Up three flights
of steps he climbed, scanning the door
numbers on each landing carefully., At
last he found the one he was seeking. It
was at the very top of the house.

“This should be the place,” he mur-
mured. “If it isn’t—well, that’ll be too
bad,” he added with a grin, slipping the
key into the lock.

He stepped into a small foyer, dimly
lighted by a table lamp, and closed the
door noiselessly behind him. Opposite
was an arched doorway, but the room that
lay beyond was in total darkness. In-
stinctively, Fitz’s hand glided to his hip
and closed on the butt of his gun.

For a few seconds he stood in rigid
silence. He could see nothing, hear
nothing, except a few faint sounds from
outside. And yet a warning tingle shot
through his veins. Some sixth sense
seemed to tell him that this apartment of
the murdered Flora Lee was filled with
menace, all the more deadly because vague
and intangible.

Slowly, inching his way silently for-
ward, Fitz passed through the archway
into the blackness of the other room.

Inwardly, he cursed the luck that had
made him forget his flashlight. He edged
along the wall, trying in vain to pierce
the darkness with his eyes, groping with
his hand for the light switch he knew by
experience must be somewhere near the
door to the room.

AN instant later he paused, his nostrils
: twitching faintly., Mingled with
the close air of the apartment, he de-
tected a tinge of a familiar acrid odor.
Burned powder!

Fitz’s service pistol was in one hand
now, and with feverish energy he renewed
his hunt for the light switch. Then, he
found it; and immediately the place was
flooded with light, which made him blink
for a second.

He was in a long room, plainly the
living room. But a swift look around dis-
closed that it was unoccupied. He crossed
with quick noiseless strides to the other
end, at the front of the house, and pulled
aside the thick drapes that hung before
the two windows. They hid no one, and
the windows, he noted, were both securely
locked.

But that strange sense of impending dis-
aster continued to grip him. It was more
definite now that the whiff of burned
powder had reached his nose.

Aside from the arched doorway between
the room he was in and the foyer, there
was only one other door. It was at the op-
posite end from the windows. Every
sense alert, every nerve tuned to the high-
est pitch, Fitzgerald walked toward it. His
eyes were narrow slits, his chin was
pushed forward slightly,

As he drew nearer, the pungent smell of
burned powder seemed to increase. Fitz’s
hand closed on the doorknob. Then he
hesitated, listening closely. - Slowly the
hand which held his pistol came up. He
brought the muzzle of the weapon against
the panel of the door in a sharp rap.

“Who's there?” he called out through
set jaws,

His only answer was a blank silence.
Or had his straining ears caught the sound
of a faint movement beyond that portal?
Fitz waited for a long moment.

Then, swiftly he moved to the switch of
the living-room lights and turned them
out. He was going into that other room,
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but he was not going to go in framed as
a perfect target in a brightly lighted door-
way.

Once more, he found the doorknob.
Then, raising his pistol, he released the
catch and pulled the door slowly toward
him. When he had opened it halfway, he
dropped to a low crouch and crept around
the edge of the door. He caught his
breath; a swift icy chill ran up his spine.

The odor of burned powder was strong
now. But it was mingled with other smells
—perfume, some powerful aroma that
Fitz couldn’t identify at once, and the
nauseating scent of blood.

But what held him immoble, was a
mysterious ring of wavering orange-red
light. It was about the size of a horse-
shoe. And even as he watched it glowing
in the blackness, it seemed to widen. Fitz
pulled himself erect. A short hunt and he
found the button for the lights.

His finger tensed on the trigger of his
gun, he clicked them on. An involuntary
gasp of horror sucked through his lips.

Stretched on his back across the bed
was a man. He was dressed in evening
clothes. And on the white front of his
dress shirt, directly over the heart, was a
great crimson blotch. From it the blood
had spread down the man’s side, until it
lay in a gory pool on the white coverlet.

Fitzgerald reached him in a bound. One
100k at the white face, the glassy eyes, left
no doubt that he was dead. And in that
second that he stood gazing down at him,
Fitz recognized the still figure.

“Barry Drake!” The name came out
in a horrified, startled tone.

Not satisfied with brutally crushing
Flora Lee to death, the killers had come
to her apartment and taken the life of her
secret husband. A torrent of icy rage
swept over Fitzgerald, and his gray eyes
grew dark, dangerous.

He suddenly realized that the odor he
had been unable to identify was that of
smoke from burning wool. He looked

down. Beneath the lifeless fingers of the
dead man, which hung over the edge of the
bed, the rug had caught fire. It was smol-
dering now, the circle slowly widening.

Before he tramped it out, Fitz noticed
in the centre of the ring, a round ash
about half an inch long. When Barry
Drake had been shot to death, he appar-
ently had been lying on the bed smoking.
And that, coupled with the calm expres-
sion on his face, seemed to show that he
either knew his murderer and trusted him,
or had been taken by surprise,

Fitz felt the body. It was still warm.
The murder had taken place recently, he
concluded. Just long enough ago for the
dropped cigarette to ignite the rug and
burn the small circle. Perhaps ten min-
utes. Then suddenly, he remembered the
taxicab that had driven from in front of
the house only a moment before he ar-
rived there.

Fitz searched the apartment and the
clothing of the dead man thoroughly.
And at the end of fifteen minutes, he had
found only one possible clue.

It was a sheet of notepaper in the
pocket of Barry Drake’s topcoat. And
on it, in the same scrawling hand, was a
list of songs—identical with the one he
had found in Flora Lee’s music portfolio.

He walked to the telephone. His long
finger whirled the dial, and the number
he called was the Fourth Precinct Sta-
tion.

CHAPTER FOUR
Fitz Gets an Idea

CAPTAIN Briggs squinted through a
thick cloud of cigar smoke at Fitz-
gerald. It was shortly after noon, but
Fitz’s eyes showed plainly that he hadn’t
been in bed yet.
“It looks,” Briggs said finally, “like a
plot to rub out all our best radio singers.
Wonder who’ll be next.”
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Fitz made no reply, but his fingernails
bit nervously into the palm of his
clenched hands.

“The commissioner phoned this morn-
ing,” Briggs continued. He cocked one
eyebrow, and watched for the effect of
his words.

“What’d he want?”

“Wanted to put headquarters men on
the Lee case. Said he’d already assigned
them to the Drake killing. I persuaded
him to leave you alone on the studio mur-
der for a while.” He wagged an admon-
ishing forefinger. “I swore you had a
hot tip. So don’t make a liar out of me.”

Fitz put his hand in his pocket and
pulled out two sheets of paper, which he
handed to Briggs. “That’s about the
only clue I've found so far,” he said.

“Look like two lists of songs, written
in a woman’s hand. Both alike,” Briggs
grunted.

“They are. One was in the Lee girl’s
portfolio. The other in Drake’s topcoat.”

“What do they mean?”

“I don’t know—yet.”

Briggs grunted and handed the sheets
of paper back to Briggs. Then he pulled
open the drawer of his desk. “Here are
the pictures the boys took in the studio
after the murder,” he said.

Fitz spread the photographs along the
edge of the desk and began to study them
intently. Aside from the close-up of the
dead girl, they were all pictures of the
studio, shot from various angles. It was
good work. Every detail of the big sound-
proof room was brought out plainly—the
grand piano, the music stands, the two
microphones, the stack of chairs against
the wall.

“How about fingerprints?”’
asked.

“Glover found lots, but we couldn’t
match ’em in the records,” Fitz replied.

“Checked up on everybody that was
with her in the studio, of course,” Briggs
murmured.

Briggs

“Yes. The last three persons to see
her alive were Parrish, her announcer
who found the body, Romano, her or-
chestra leader, and Sutton, the control-
room engineer. But Sutton left the place
five or ten minutes before she was killed
—or Bamstein’s a liar.”

Briggs pulled at his cigar in thought-
ful silence, while Fitz continued to study
the pictures. Suddenly, with a snap of
his fingers, Fitz leaped to his feet.

“What bit you?” Briggs asked.

“An idea!” Fitz called over his shoul-
der as he dashed through the door.

FTIYHE actions of Detective Sergeant
L Fitzgerald in Studio A at Station
KXXY fifteen minutes later would have
bewildered any onlooker who was un-
aware of what was going on in the de-
tective’s mind.

First, he stood in one corner and sur-
veyed the large room with narrowed crit-
ical eyes, his mouth twisted into a
thoughtful grimace. Then, he moved to
the door and began to walk slowly toward
the grand piano, ending up in the middle
of the curved side of that valuable in-
strument.

He leaned over, as if reaching for
something, although the top of the piano
was bare. Next, he turned his head
slowly, his glance pausing first on one
microphone, then on the other. After
that, he squinted at the line where the
walls and ceiling joined, and having com-
pleted the circuit of the room, he sud-
denly dropped to his hands and knees on
the floor.

Carefully he began to pat the carpet-
ing, moving little by little across the stu-
dio. Still on his hands and knees, he
reached one wall and looked up.

A few inches above his head was the
large plate-glass window of the control
room, extending to the ceiling. He fol-
lowed its smooth surface with his eyes
to the very top; there his glance stopped
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and a satisfied smile creased his cheeks.
“This is more like it,” Fitz mur-
mured.

He seized the edge of the carpeting
and jerked it up for some distance. When
he rose to his feet, he was holding in
one hand the ends of two tiny black
wires, scarcely larger than heavy linen
thread.

Winding up the wires and placing them
in his pocket, Fitz dusted off the knees
of his trousers. Then he walked into the
control room, where he spent consider-
able time. When he finally emerged, his
gray eyes had darkened dangerously.

“The slickest little murder trap I
ever ran up against,” he said to himself
grimly. Now he realized that the killer,
or killers he was hunting were not only
ruthless and desperate, but also fiend-
ishly clever.

With the trail warming up, Fitz began
to feel the excitement of the chase. But
outwardly, he appeared merely calm and
thoughtful. He walked slowly along the
corridor toward the reception room. As
he reached a point almost at the door to
Studio D, the door swung open suddenly
and Parrish stepped out.

Parrish didn’t see the detective at first,
and Fitz had a chance to observe the
sleek, almost foppish announcer in an
unguarded moment. His face appeared
drawn and haggard, the thin lips color-
less, eyes sunk deep beneath the light
eyebrows.

Then Parrish glanced over his shoul-
der and caught sight of Fitzgerald. He
gave a little start, but quickly recovered
himself.

“Hello, Sergeant!” he exclaimed, wait-
ing for Fitz to come up beside him. He
dropped his voice. “Are you—have you
found any clue to the murderer?”

Fitz shrugged noncommittally. “I'm
working on it,” he said. There was some-
thing about the other man, possibly his

faintly effeminate manner, that jarred
on the detective.

“It’s horrible!” Parrish muttered, and
then repeated: “Horrible! It makes me
shudder every time I think of the way
she sang her final number last night.
The End of a Perfect Day! God! It’s
ghastly, when you think of it!”

“What’s that?” TFitz asked with a
puzzled squint of his eyes.

“Why, the idea of that being the last
song she ever sang. The End of a Per-
fect Day. And within a short time, she
was dead—murdered.”

He bit his lips, as if to keep back a
sob. Fitz, in spite of himself, was half
convinced that the man’s emotion was
genuine. The detective’s voice was sym-
pathetic as he answered. “Yes—it does
seem tough.”

They separated in the reception room,
Parrish with a farewell nod going into
the production department. Fitz looked
at the doorway through which the an-
nouncer had disappeared with a steady
narrow gaze.

“Now why the devil do you suppose
he lied to me?” he asked himself,

HIS mind turned back to the night be-

fore, when he and Briggs had sat in
the latter’s office and listened to the Lee
broadcast. And even now he seemed to
hear the end of the song that had closed
Flora Lee’s program.

“ . . till we meet again!”

He moved across the reception room
with decisive directness and pushed open
a door bearing the legend: “Hermal;l
Bamstein, Studio Director.” As he en-
tered, a pretty girl, sitting at a typewriter
in the outer office, looked up at him.

“Bamstein here?” Fitz asked.

The girl shook her head. “No, sir, He
hasn’t been down today. But I expect
him any minute, Is there anything I can
do for you? I'm his secretary.”

“Why, yes, Miss—” He turned his
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most effective smile on her, and the
handsome young detective sergeant’s
smile was always sure of a favorable re-
sponse where the fair sex was concerned.

“Miss Agnew,” the girl smiled back at
him.

“Thanks. I’m Fitzgerald. Police de-
tective,” he explained. “I’d like first of
all to use your telephone.”

She handed him the instrument, which
was on her desk, and he gave the switch-
board operator the number of the Fourth
Precinct Station. A moment afterwards,
he had Briggs on the wire.

“This is Fitz,” he said. “Do you re-
member what was the last song Miss Lee
sang on her hour last night?” He waited
a moment. “Yeah? Well, that’s what I
thought. No, that’s all I wanted right
now ; you’ll hear from me later.”

He replaced the phone in its cradle and
turned to Miss Agnew. “Do you have a
record of the programs—that is, some-
thing to show what songs are sung on the
different hours?”

“Why yes,” she nodded. “We have
the continuity, which is written for the
announcers.”

“Good!”’ Fitz exclaimed. “Let me see
the one for the last broadcast of Mem-
ories at Midnight.”

He looked with a puzzled frown at the
sheet of paper which she dug out of a
file for him. There it was in plain type-
written words: End of a Perfect Day.
That was what Parrish had said. But his
own ears, corroborated by Briggs, had
heard Flora Lee’s voice singing Till Ve
Meet Again!

There was something damned funny
about it, Fitz told himself. “Do they ever
change these programs after the broad-
cast starts?” he asked.

Miss Agnew considered. “Not very
often. It’s against the rules. But once
in a while, if there’s a real good reason,
a number is switched.”

“Who could tell me if this program

was carried out exactly as it's written
here?” Fitz wanted to know.

“Well, Mr. Parrish, the announcer. Or
Mr. Romano, who leads the orchestra.
He’d surely know what songs his musi-
cians played.”

“Romano here now?”

She consulted a large schedule sheet
on the wall behind her desk. Then she
turned back to Fitz with a smiling nod.
“He’s in Studio C having a rehearsal for
his afternoon dance program, which goes
on in about an hour.”

“Thanks,” Fitz said.
later!”

“I hope so,” Miss Agnew replied, and
sounded as if she meant it.

“T'll see you

ITZGERALD located Studio C with-

out difficulty. It was directly across
the corridor from Studio D, where Flora
Lee had broadcasted her last earthly pro-
gram. It was entered from a small foyer,
which also gave access through a second
door to the control room.

Through the glass panel, the detective
could see the musicians playing their vari-
ous instruments and the long-haired
Romano waving his conductor’s stick vig-
orously. The sound of the music, how-
ever, was coming from the loudspeaker
in the control room. The studio itself
was sound-proof.

He shot a swift glance at the man seated
before the table which contained the num-
erous dials and switches that regulated
the microphones and controlled the vol-
ume of sound. He was of medium height,
with thin hunched shoulders. His nar-
row, long-nosed face was fixed on the
instruments before him, and he failed to
notice the detective’s scrutiny. But Fitz
noted the hectic flush on his thin cheeks.

“That’s Sutton,” Fitz thought. “He
looks sick.”

The music suddenly stopped. And as
he heard Romano’s voice raised in im-
patient criticism of the manner in which
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his men had just played the number, Fitz
stepped into the studio.

He walked to where the orchestra
leader was standing beside the floor mic-
rophone, which looked much like an odd
floor lamp on its long pipe-stem pedestal.
Fitz touched the Italian on the shoulder.
The conductor turned angrily, but when
he recognized the detective, his expres-
sion smoothed into an oily smile.

“Oh, hello, Sergeant,” he said effusive-
ly.

Fitz made a little gesture with his
hand palm down, and dropped his tone
so the musicians couldn’t hear him. Ro-
mano looked at him inquiringly.

“Just want to ask you a little question,”
Fitz murmured.

“Shoot!” the TItalian replied softly,
taking his cue from Fitz. “Anything the
cops want to know, I'm here to tell them.”
There was something bland, almost angelic
in the way he looked at the detective.

“What was the last number you played
on Miss Lee’s program last night?”

Romano = appeared surprised. He
thought a moment, then said: “It was
Perfect Day. 1 remember now I won-
dered why she used that tune. It’s been
played ragged on the air.”

“Sure of that?”

“Absolutely ! Ask any of the men here.
Or ask Slim Sutton in the control room
there.”

“Never mind,” Fitz
“Much obliged to you.”

A minute later, he was back in Bam-
stein’s office.

“Miss Agnew,” he said casually, “I
suppose you know pretty well how this
radio broadcasting business is handled,
don’t you?”

She laughed. “Well, I'm not a radio
engineer by any means. But I've been
working here for three years and I know
something about what makes the wheels
go round.”

“I don’t know very much,” Fitz con-

said quickly.

fessed. “That is, not as much as I'd like
to. Maybe you could teach me a few
things—about radio,” he added with a
grin.

“I could try to teach you—about radio,”
she agreed, her eyes twinkling.

Fitz’s manner suddenly became deadly
earnest. He sat down on the edge of her
desk and began to talk, emphasizing his
words with faint taps of his forefinger
on the top of the typewriter.

CHAPTER FIVE
Killer’s Broadcast

THE BROADCAST of Guy Romano’s
- afternoon dance program was half
over. .

In front of his orchestra, the dark-
eyed conductor was flourishing his arms,
now raising one palm to soften the
brasses, the next moment pointing a warn-
ing finger toward the strings. Occasion-
ally, he glanced swiftly over his shoulder
toward the control room of Studio C,
where Slim Sutton was putting the music
on the air. :

Parrish, who was doing the announcing,
sat on a chair at the front of the studio.
His eyes were closed, his mouth drooping
dejectedly at the corners. And in the
control room at Sutton’s elbow, the round
flushed face of Bamstein was visible
through the glass.

Fitzgerald silently opened the door
from the corridor into the foyer of the
studio and stepped inside. Under his arm
he was carrying a large aluminum disk,
about two feet in diameter. The din of
the orchestra from the loudspeaker had
drowned all sound of his arrival, and as
he moved alongside Bamstein, the studio
director turned with a start of surprise.

“Well, Sergeant!” he exclaimed. “You
gave me a fright.”

“Yes?” Fitz said dryly.

“T’ve been wondering what’s become
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of you,” Bamstein said. “Me—I just got
down. Them newspaper reporters have
been driving me nearly crazy, so I thought
I'd stay home as long as I could. You
can keep ’em out of your house, but it’s
not so easy keeping ’em out of your office
in this business.”

Sutton raised his head and looked at
Fitzgerald, then dropped his glance to the
aluminum disk beneath his arm. He
stared at it quizzically, gave a shrug and
rose from his chair with a stretch.

Bamstein lowered his voice to a stage
whisper. “What about—you think maybe
you're on the track of the party who
killed poor Flora?”

“I’'m not only on the track,” Fitz re-
plied with narrowing eyes, “I've got my
hands on him!”

Bamstein shrank back in alarm. “Wha
—what do you—"

He got no further. Fitzgerald sudden-
ly tossed the aluminum disk on the in-
strument table. “The answer’s there—
in the record!” he snapped. He whirled
in his tracks and his voice rang out like
a hammer on steel. “Stand where you are,
Sutton !”

The control-room engineer had edged
out into the foyer. At Fitz’'s command,
he turned a face livid with rage and hate
toward the detective. “The hell you say!”

Sutton’s right hand flipped back to his
hip; at the same time his left swung open
the door into the studio, and he sprang
into the big room. Fitz started after
him, but Bamstein was standing in the
way. By the time he had pushed the ter-
rified director aside and f{followed his
quarry into the studio, Sutton was dash-
ing through the ranks of seated musicians,
tumbling them right and left.

The orchestra stopped with a wild out-
burst of discords and startled exclama-
tions.

“Stop—or T’ll drill you!” Fitzgerald
shouted from the studio doorway.

Sutton’s reply was a flash of flame.

Fitz felt a searing streak through his
right arm. His left hand caught the pistol
as it fell from his fingers. He brought
it up and pressed the trigger.

But the aim was high. Sutton had
crouched and the detective had been
forced to shoot over the heads of the
panic-stricken musicians, who were scam-
pering for corners, or sitting paralyzed
with fright in their chairs. Sutton was
under no restraint. His gun roared
again, and the bullet buried itself in the
wall.

Then, Fitz saw the reason for his flight
into the studio—a rear door. And at that
moment Sutton turned the handle. For
an instant, he was framed in the door-
way, his eyes wild and venomous. His
gun came up. ‘“Here’s where you go to
hell—copper!” he screamed.

The pistol shot a stream of flame. Be-
hind him, Fitz heard Parrish give a cry
of pain. But without glancing back, the
detective plunged through the men, across
the studio and out into the corridor. It
was empty.

A chorus of feminine shrieks in the re-
ception room gave him the trail and he
rackd at full speed in that direction. A
shot greeted him from the doorway to
the anteroom, but again Sutton missed.
Fitz held his fire and dashed, gun.in
hand, toward his enemy.

At the far end of the ante-room, a
huge steel fire-door was slowly closing.
Balked because there had been no elevator
at hand, Sutton had started down the
stairs.

As he started down after him, Fitz
could hear the other man’s racing feet
pattering on the cement treads. One—
two—three floors, the strange, deadly
chase continued. Fitz’s right arm was
warm with blood, and he knew he was
leaving a gory trail behind, but he set
his teeth and plunged on.

In his mad pursuit he lost count of the
floors, until, almost collapsing from loss
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of blood, he paused on the last landing.
The stairs widened out into a small hall-
way, and he had a clear view of Sutton
tugging at the door which opened into
the lobby. Fitz’s gun blazed. Too late!
Sutton had slipped through the wedge of
the door and the bullet nicked the metal
behind him.

Smoking pistol in hand, Fitz staggered
into the lobby, His gun came up, but
he never pressed the trigger.

Sutton, screaming like a maniac, was
struggling helplessly in the clutches of
two policemen. Two others were visible
behind them. And even while TFitz
watched, still others came running up till
the lobby was swarming with blue-coats.

RIGGS was beaming as he held out

- a box of cigars. “Well, my boy,”
he said, “how did you happen to flush
that rat Sutton”,

“I got my first tip from the pictures.”

“Pictures?”’

“Yes. Those big old-fashioned micro-
phones, like shells from a three-inch field
piece, showed up like sore thumbs. I
noticed one hung almost over the piano.
Then I got to wondering if it swung on
its chain from the ceiling, whether it’d
have force enough to crush in a skull.

“It had,” he continued significantly.
“Sutton had rigged up the sweetest little
death trap you ever laid eyes on. He'd
fastened a mike to a hook above the
control-room window. It wasn’t exactly
a hook, either. More like a trigger, be-
cause it released by an electrical contact.”

“A trap, huh? That guy’s an electrical
engineer, isn’t he?” Briggs asked.

“With radio as his specialty,” Fitz
nodded. “Anyway, right where the side
of the piano curved in he planted a switch
under the carpet, so anyone stepping on
it would release the mike from the ceil-
ing.”

“Would it always hit them?”

“Couldn’t miss. When the miké was
hanging like a plummet from where the
chain was fastened to the ceiling, it was
dead on the spot. So, when it swung in
its arc, it had to cross it.

“Sutton put the girl’s leather portfolio
on the piano as bait. Then he told her
where it was. She naturally took the
shortest way to reach it—from the curve
in the side of the piano, right where the
flat switch was under the carpeting.

“She stepped on it, the trigger released
the mike, it swung down and—" He
snapped his fingers “—it was all over!”

Briggs clucked his lips against his teeth.
“But why go to all that trouble to kill
her?”

Fitz smiled quietly. “So he could be out
of the studio when she was killed. Have
an alibi. With his training, his mind nat-
urally turned to an electrical death trap,
I guess. You see, Captain,” Fitz added
meaningly, “Sutton wanted to get over
to Miss Lee’s apartment as fast as pos-
sible so he could shoot Drake to death!”

“Drake!”

“He’s admitted it,” Fitz nodded, “and
also filled in a few gaps I couldn’t figure
out. While his trap was killing the Lee
girl, he was on his way to her apartment,
for which he had a key. When Drake
was slow in getting there, he phoned the
hotel. T got the call and tried to pass as
Drake. But he knew him, and knew his
voice.”

“What was his reason for killing
them?” Briggs asked.

“Crazy jealousy. He’d been going
with her for a couple of years. Got her
her chance in radio. But when she be-
came famous, she aired him for Drake.
Sutton overheard them talking a few
days before the murder and learned they
were secretly married. Guess that drove
him nuts. He decided to rub them both
out.”

“First, he put her on the spot in the
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studio with a death trap. Then, he put
Drake on the spot in her apartment by
switching radio programs.”

DIGGING INTO his pocket, Fitz

brought out the two sheets of paper
containing the list of songs. He gave
Briggs one, and kept the other. The cap-
tain studied the sheet with a bewildered
air.

Perfect:Day . . oo owioionss (BV)
Sands of the Desert....(PV)
Al Alone soeve v o (PV)
Till We Meet Again.....(62)
Always s o (02):
Indian Love Call......... (62)
LasteRose s . o (S)
I Hear You Calling Me...(S)
Oh, Promise Me ......... €S)

“What the devil does all this mean?”
Briggs demanded impatiently.

“It’s a signal code,” Fitz explained
grimly. “I imagine at first Miss Lee and
Drake used it as sort of a lark. After
they were married and wanted to keep
the fact secret, it came in handy.

“If she sang as the last song on her
program any one of the first three on
the list, that meant she would go to his
place at the Park Vista Hotel to meet
him. If her last song was one of the
second three, he was to go to her Sixty-
second street apartment. If one of the
last three, he was to call for her at the
studio.

“Sutton got onto it, because he’d done
the same sort of thing with her. So he
used his knowledge to put Drake where
it’d be most convenient to bump him off.

“At the rehearsal before the broadcast,
he found that Miss Lee was going to sing
Perfect Day. The signal she’s to go to
the Park Vista. That didn’t suit Sutton’s
plans. Too risky to shoot Drake there.
He had a key to her apartment and it
was a safer place for the killing. So he

put a program on the air that ended with
Till We Meet Again—and right there’s
where he made his big mistake.”

“How’d he change the programs?’

“Easy enough. He cut off the mike
she was singing into, and broadcast an
electrical transcription of one of her other
programs from the next room.”

Briggs shook his head slowly. “Elec-
trical transcription? You mean a phono-
graph record ?”

“That’s what it is, really. Except that
it’s made from metal and plays for fif-
teen minutes. They’re used in lots of
small studios all the time, and even in
the bigger studios occasionally. Up at
KXXY they've got a stack of transcrip-
tions of Lee programs a foot high.”

“But that didn’t put the finger on Sut-
ton,” Briggs suggested shrewdly.

“It did for me. When I found out
that the program she sang wasn’t the
same as you and I heard, I had a hunch
there might be a phonograph record
mixed up somewhere. I had Miss Agnew,
Bamstein’s secretary, explain how they
worked those things in the studios.

“She took me into the electrical-trans-
cription room. We found the Lee record
Sutton had used right on top of the pile
—with his fingerprints on it.

“That transcription room is right along-
side Studio D, where she was singing.
It’s handled from the same control room.
It wasn’t any trick for Sutton to pull the
switch in programs—and he was the only
person in the world that could have cut
her off the air and substituted an electrical
transcription !”

Fitz paused for a moment to puff on
his cigar. Then he continued: “I de-
cided to pull a surprise play on him. But
I'd forgotten when I talked to Romano
about the Lee program that we were right
beside the mike. I might as well have
shouted, because Sutton heard every word
of it.
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“So he was ready for me, when I
walked in with that metal record under
my arm. He knew the jig was up and
tried to lam out.”

“How’s Parrish?” Briggs asked.

“He'll pull out all right,” Fitz said.
Suddenly his mouth fell open. “Say!
How the deuce did all those cops hap-
pen to be in the Radio Tower Building
lobby? I ran Sutton right into their
hands.”

Briggs chuckled. “That was my con-
tribution. I figured you might need ’em,
so I sent a flock of reserves over in a
hurry.”

“Thought I'd need ’em?” It was Fitz’s
turn to be puzzled.

“Why, yes. I was sitting here listening
to this Romano’s orchestra playing and

all of a sudden they got all mixed up.
Never heard such a mess. Then I heard
you shout, ‘Stop—or I'll drill you!” After
that—bang! And some more bangs! It
was—"

Fitz let out a loud laugh. “Well, T’ll
be! I'd completely forgotten that the
studio was still on the air when I chased
Sutton through it!”

“You bet it was on the air!” Briggs
exclaimed. “And that was some crime
thriller you and Sutton broadcast. It came
in clear as a bell.”

Fitz slapped his knee. “Well, well!
So this case made a radio performer out
of me!”

“It’s going to make a detective lieu-
tenant out of you, if you ask me,” Briggs
replied.

-
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The Body in the Crypt

S P erre

He plunged the point of a blade into the
pallid cheek. :
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By the lake shore it stood, a house of

horror where corpses walked by day

—by night returned to coffined stiff-

ness in the crypt. Ghouls were the

tenants there—and they alone knew

what lay behind this parade of the
living dead.

CHAPTER ONE
The Living Dead

THERE was a strained note of hys-

teria in the girl’s voice. “I tell you

I saw him!” she insisted. “My
fiancé is not dead. He rode past in an
open car on the day set for his funeral!”
She dabbed at her eyes with a bit of
cambric.

In the grizzled police sergeant’s face
grew a look of mingled pity and impa-
tience. Some bystanders in the station
house stared curiously, one or two grin-
ning. The officer reiterated kindly:
“Sorry, miss. But it just couldn’t be true.
An odd mistake, of course. Why, you
talked to his lawyer, yourself. You heard
what he said about attending the funeral.
You listened in on my call to the under-
taker.”

Her expression was hopeless as she
turned away and stumbled toward the
door. Outside on the pavement she
paused at the touch of a hand on her arm,

99
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and looked up into the sympathetic face
of an elderly policeman who had over-
heard her tale.

“There’s not one chance in a thousand,
miss,” he said, “but still, queer things do
happen. You go see Murray Blaine.” He
gave her an address. “Tell him Mike
Halligan sent you just on a hunch.”

TWENTY minutes later she stopped

before a door bearing only a num-
ber, high up in a tower above Chicago’s
“Loop” district. To her hesitant knock a
cheerful masculine voice responded:
“Come in, you old Siwash! I've just
changed my clothes.”

Murray Blaine, wealthy young private
investigator, awaited the coming of a
friend who had proposed an afternoon of
golf. He touched a desk button releasing
the electric lock and finished pulling a
sweater over his head. When the door
opened he exclaimed in surprise: “I beg
pardon! Expecting a man, you know—"

Swiftly his glance appraised the visitor.
She was a slender blade of a girl, with
black curls inclined to be unruly and red
lips that trembled in mute appeal. He
thought her steady gray eyes denoted
courage and was concerned when, sud-
denly, they filled with tears.

“Here, here!” he objected, leading her
to a chair. “Don’t start crying. Sit down
and tell me what’s wrong.”

“T’ll behave,” she said bravely, search-
ing in her purse for a handkerchief. “Oh,
Mr. Blaine—you are Murray Blaine,
aren’t you—I'm sure Paul isn’t dead!”

“Of course not,” he soothed. “Any-
way, I hope not. Now tell me who you
are and how you happened to come here.”

The girl’s story poured forth.

“I’'m Lynda Gray,” she said. “Three
days ago—Tuesday—I went out of town
hurriedly on a very early train. I was on
my way to attend the surprise wedding
of a friend. I left no address. I tried to

telephone my fiancé, Doctor Paul Brooks,
before I departed but no one answered
my long-distance call. Then—" she
paused, voice choked with feeling—
“then, on the way to the station, an open
touring car passed my taxi and in it, rid-
ing beside Doctor Gaspard’s chauffeur, I
saw Paul!” ‘

“Yes,” said Blaine, slightly puzzled.
“Then what?”

“That was Tuesday! I returned this
morning. And, just as I told the police,
at my boarding house I found this terrible
message.” Breaking down completely,
she wept.

Murray Blaine read the note which the
girl had handed him.

On Tuesday afternoon at four, Doctor
Paul Brooks will be buried, without services
according to his expressed wishes, at his
Lake Geneva home, He died suddenly last
Friday night in an Elgin hotel. The body
will be placed in the’ family vault on the
estate. I thought you should be told.

André Gaspard.

Sharply Blaine glanced at the sobbing
girl. “You say you saw him that Tuesday
morning? No wonder you're upset!”
Then, “But you went to the police. What
did they suggest?”

“They almost laughed at me,” she
stormed. “They insist that I've experi-
enced an illusion. I can scarcely blame
them, though,” she added more quietly,
“for you see, Paul’s lawyer, .Elias Fer-
guson, received a more detailed notice and
was present at the burial. I talked to him
by telephone. He says there is no doubt
that Paul is dead—he even gave the name
of an undertaker in Elgin for the police
to call. But—I can’t believe it! Oh, I
know there is some awful mystery behind
all this. If Paul died he was murdered!
I've always distrusted that man, Gas-
pard.”

Blaine took a turn up and down the
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room to hide his feelings. He was sorry
for the girl—disappointed, too, because
for a moment this had seemed a promis-
ing case. But surely if the man’s own
lawyer vouched for his death—if the
police were certain enough of facts to
turn her away—her condition must be
one of mental aberration resulting from
the shock of her lover’s demise.

“Tell me just one thing more before
my friend arrives,” he said kindly. “How
did you happen to come to me? Few
people know anything about my work.”

“A policeman gave me your name. He
said to tell you Mike Halligan sent me.
That he was playing a hunch. Oh, please
Mr. Blaine, help me! I don’t know what
to do.”

“Mike Halligan, eh ?”” Blaine considered
that thoughtfully. “The old Mick makes
some uncanny guesses. I promised to play
golf this afternoon but I’ll play Mike’s
hunch instead! Certainly I'll help—"

A knock interrupted and he stepped out
into the hall. She heard him explain to a

friend that an important case required -

immediate attention. Hurrying back he
exclaimed: “You haven’t seen the body
yourself. Will you drive with me to Lake
Geneva right now? That’s the quickest
way to settle all your doubts.”

Lynda Gray assented eagerly. Soon
they were bowling along at top speed in
Blaine’s roadster, discussing the affair in
greater detail.

THE girl studied her companion closely
= while heavy traffic engaged his atten-
tion and she found something reassuring
in his capable mien. Murray Blaine was
in his early thirties, lean-hipped and tall.
Sun and wind had tanned his skin darkly.
Across the healthy brown ran a thin white
scar from eye to ear, proving—had she
known it—that a thrown stiletto may not
be dodged always, and giving to his face
an expression of quizzical good humor.

At a suburban cross road he slowed
down, glancing at his wrist watch. “You
seem to feel,” he said, “that if Paul

rooks is dead this Doctor Gaspard
killed him. We have two problems. First
to learn whether he is alive or dead. Sec-
ond, to learn the cause of death and the
identity of his slayer should there be evi-
dence of murder. We’ve time to go round
by way of Elgin and interview that un-
dertaker. In any case his testimony will
help.”

Lynda gave specific reason for her sus-
picion, saying: “Doctor Gaspard talked
Paul into an outrageous agreement. In
the event either died before their work
together was finished, the other was to
inherit everything. Perhaps he had some
horrible plot in mind all the while. He
knew that Paul had no living relative who
might be curious, and —” she smiled
wistfully—“I don’t suppose he thought I
counted.”

Blaine turned his eyes to the girl at his
side, smiling sympathetically. “You said
you were Paul’s office nurse, while he was
practicing in the city? And you were to
be married—"

“This fall.” She nodded. “I know
you're thinking it queer that he had no
thought of me when that agreement was
written—but it was a hasty decision made
in the heat of argument. I was present.
Doctor Gaspard was so anxious to carry
through this research work in which they
had engaged, that he would consider no
collaborator save one rich enough to
finance the undertaking and willing to in-
sure its progress in case of death. They
equipped a laboratory at the lake estate
and Paul gave up his city practice.”

Blaine fell into an absorbed silence as
he sent the car hurtling forward at high
speed. There seemed small doubt con-
cerning the young doctor’s death but in-
vestigation might well lead to discovery
of a crime. He spoke no more until they
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swung into the outskirts of Elgin, where
he inquired: “You have the undertaker’s
name correctly? It was Simeon Clotts?”

Lynda nodded.

Soon, after asking directions from a
pedestrian, they rolled to a stop before
an outlying “Funeral Home.” Blaine
suggested: “You wait in the car. I'll
talk to this fellow.”

AFAINT odor of formaldehyde as-

sailed his nostrils as he opened the
door, and the somber atmosphere of the
gloomy room struck him like a breath
from the tomb. But the wholesome-ap-
pearing individual he saw sitting at a
table seemed not one to be involved in
criminal undertakings. The man looked
up from a book of pastel-colored fabric
samples, his mouth widening in a smile
of welcome.

“Pretty, ain’t they?” Simeon Clotts
fingered the swatches of satin and tulle
appreciatively. “Now this lavender piece
—you wouldn’t mind bein’ laid away in
that yourself, I'll bet! ’Tain’t so awful
expensive neither. Can I work up some-
thing nifty in caskets for you?”

“Not today,” said Blaine wryly. “But
you can help me a lot if you'll donate
some information. You see,” he ex-
plained, “a young lady friend of mine, out
there in the car, heard that Doctor Paul
Brooks died this week and she just
couldn’t believe it. We learned that you
took care of the body and came over to
make sure.”

“Oh, he died right enough!” said Clotts.
“Last Friday night—heat stroke—and
they called me up to the hotel next morn-
ing. What with the weather like it was
he had to be taken care of right away. I
fixed him up fine! T’ll bet he never looked
nicer alive than he did after I rouged him
up real pretty. I got a good do on him.”

Blaine inwardly shivered at the pro-
fessional enthusiasm of this amiable man,

inquiring: “You knew him, I suppose?
Quite a wealthy, well-known fellow,
Brooks.”

“Oh, T knew about him, of course,
though I'd never seen him before. Here’s
his card.” He reached into a box on the
desk, explaining half sheepishly: “I al-
ways keep some souvenir of each one of
my cases. A doctor, all right, but I didn’t
suppose he was rich. They -certainly
didn’t go to any extravagance with the
coffin.”

“Whom do you mean?”’ Blaine inquired
quickly. “Who made the arrangements?”

“Why, it was a funny looking old
codger—called himself Gaspard. A
Frenchman, I take it. Rushed in here
from the hotel and wouldn’t listen to any
sales talk at all. Just pointed to the first
casket in my display back there, and said:
‘That one will do!” Cheapest one in the
place, too. Plain wood. A nice job, of
course—" the undertaker’s selling habits
caught him up quickly—"“and light to
carry. Easy on the pall bearers.”

A few more questions brought forth
assurance that a local doctor had signed
the death certificate and the coroner had
looked in. Murray Blaine voiced his
thanks and turned away.

To Lynda Gray he said soberly: “Since
your fiancé really is dead we must ascer-
tain the cause now. An autopsy will be
necessary. But first we'll go on to Lake
Geneva and interview this Doctor André
Gaspard.”

CHAPTER TWO

The Incident of the Cat

T WAS late when they arrived at the
Brooks estate. A red sun had dropped
behind green wooded hills which en-
circled the darkening waters of the lake.
Driving along the winding road which
led half a mile back from the highway
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Blaine said to the girl: “We have an un-
pleasant session ahead of us. You must
keep up your courage. I have no idea
what may happen.”

The road led them out of the woods
into a vast expanse of bright green lawn
that might have served for a golf course.
On the brow of an eminence overlooking
the lake stood the replica of an English
manor house built of granite, plaster and
oak. Through the dusk, lights shone only
from a central room and from a round
tower, which raised its conical roof to a
height of three stories at the extreme
northern end of the rambling structure.
Pebbles swished beneath the car wheels
as they rolled round the curving drive
and stopped before the main entrance.

A figure dressed in white linens ap-
proached from the direction of the tower
and Lynda whispered: “There he is!
Coming from the laboratory they equipped
on those upper floors.” Raising her voice
she called: “Doctor Gaspard! It’s Lynda
Gray and—a friend.”

The scientist approached. He seemed
a caricature of a man, as tall as a door,
and so grotesquely thin that instinctively
one listened for a rattling of his bones.
But above the pointed black beard, in a
chalk-white face, burned magnetic, scin-
tillating eyes which seemed to snap,
Blaine thought, with the energy of some
terrific inner force. His voice was harsh
as a parrot’s screech.

“I knew you'd come. Too bad, of
course. But that’s the risk we take. It
may happen to me tomorrow.”

The girl murmured introductions.
Blaine noted that the doctor’s extended
hand, in the light from the windows, was
bloodless even to the fingernails and it felt
like a mummy’s claw. He explained:
“Lynda only learned of this today—she’d
been out of the city—so I brought her. ..”

Doctor Gaspard led them into a pan-
eled library opening off the entrance hall.

“Sit down, he said. Hulda, my cook, is
just serving dinner. No doubt you're
both hungry.”

Lynda Gray leaned against a carved
table, her tense fingers pale upon its dark
luster where she gripped the edge for
support. Controlling the tremor in her
voice she said: “I couldn’t eat—I wonder,
Doctor, if you might let me see him now?
In the vault, you said. . .”

“All right!” said Doctor Gaspard
briskly, as though peeved at thought of
delaying his meal. “In the family vault,
yes. A creditable notion these Brookses
had—being buried at home instead of in
a cemetery. I knew you'd want to see
him so the coffin has not been sealed into
its niche. Come! Then, afterward, we
will eat.”

With a comforting hand upon the girl's
arm, Blaine led her in the wake of the
man, who hurried out at a brisk pace.
They followed a path around the house.
A few yards beyond the northern tower a
square stone building was set into the
bluff above the lake so that the sharply
falling greensward crossed its side in a
long diagonal slant. One might have
walked directly onto the roof from the
slope above. Drawing a key from his
pocket Doctor Gaspard opened the heavy
door and turned to light an oil lamp
which stood upon a ledge. Stepping over
to a black casket which rested upon a
raised stone platform in the center of the
small mausoleum, he flung up the lid and
motioned for them to come forward.

Lynda’s shoulders were shaken by dry
sobs as she gazed down at her lover’s still
face. For gone now was the last faint
hope she had held. After a time her
weeping ceased. Head bowed she stood
benumbed with sorrow.

URRAY BLAINE studied the
corpse. The body was not that of a
big man. Its finely chiseled countenance,
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lifelike save, perhaps, for the undertaker’s
rouge, was that of a student, an analyst,
a seeker after hidden truths. Brooks had
been quite blond and Blaine noted with a
sudden start a faint growth of golden
beard upon the cheeks. Then he recalled
the case of a body disinterred for autopsy
which had displayed an astoundingly lush
growth of black whiskers. Lightly he
touched the immobile flesh with his fin-
gertips. Cold as marble, and as hard. He
urged the girl away, saying: “Come. Let
me take you to the house. I'm so
SOTTY. o <

Doctor Gaspard followed them, outside.
When they entered the library again he
said firmly: “You must put this out of
your mind, young woman. He’s gone.
Tears won't bring him back. He gave his
life in the cause of Science and it is a
worthy end. Now let us be sensible and
dine.”

But Lynda burst out bitterly, emotion
overriding judgment. “There’s something
wrong! He’s dead—but he didn’t die
Friday night as you said. I saw him in
the living flesh at five o’clock last Tues-
day morning in Chicago—riding in your
car with your chauffeur!”

Doctor Gaspard wheeled around and
stared. His face was expressionless save
for eyes that seemed to bore into her
brain. He spoke with judicial calmness.
“An hallucination. Not uncommon in
such cases. You must stay here tonight
and rest. I shall give you a harmless
sedative and you must go straight to
bed.”

Lynda became slightly hysterical, and
the doctor interrupted her frenzied utter-
ance sharply, shouting in a voice that
would carry to the rear rooms. “Ivan!
Ho, Ivan! Come in here.”

To Blaine he whispered: “My chauf-
feur. Perhaps he can convince her. Her
condition,” he assured, “is nothing to be
alarmed about. Such cases are not at all

unusual. Ah, here is the man now.”

Ivan, the chauffeur, was a repellent
figure, lumpy with oxlike muscle. Un-
kempt wisps of yellow hair clung to his
broad, receding forehead and, in the
whitish blue eyes, lay a light of animal
cunning, natural heritage of Volga peas-
ant blood. Lips parted in a vacant smile
showed broken teeth. His face was scar-
red, perhaps by the knout, and in the
hideously swollen fingerjoints Blaine saw
evidence of stretching in the torture racks
of revolutionary prisons. Life had shown
Ivan little mercy. One wondered if he
in turn might not be as pitiless upon oc-
casion. Huge hands fumbling with the
loose skirts of his'gray Russian blouse he
drawled: “You called for Ivan, Doctor?”

“Yes. Tell this young woman every-
thing you did last Tuesday, starting with
the minute you got out of bed.”

“Yes, Doctor,” the flat voice answered,
continuing in an unfaltering sing-song.
“At five o’clock I get up and turn on
water for the grass. At six o’clock I
wash the car. At seven o’clock I help
Hulda with the breakfast. At eight o’clock
I drive you to Elgin. At nine—"

“Enough!” snhapped his master. To
Lynda the doctor said: “You heard that?
How could you have seen Ivan in Chi-
cago at five o’clock that morning? Es-
pecially with Paul Brooks who then lay
dead in an Elgin morgue—as the under-
taker will tell you if you ask him. No,
no, my girl! You are suffering from a
delusion and we will cure you of it easily
enough if you'll do your part.”

He turned to the servant. “Go to my
bathroom and bring me a blue bottle from
the medicine cabinet. She shall take—"

“Don’t bother,” interposed Blaine quick-
ly. “Here is the very thing.” He drew
from his coat pocket a small parcel. “A
sleeping draught prescribed for my
mother,” he explained, showing the label
to Gaspard.
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The doctor nodded impatiently. “That
will do very well. But she must also
determine for herself to put these dis-
quieting fancies out of her mind.”

Blaine mixed a dose for Lynda with
his own hands. A housekeeper called
from the kitchen led the girl off to a
chamber upstairs.

OCTOR GASPARD loosed a snort

- of exasperation, exclaiming: “Now
we can have dinner. I am annoyed by
any interruption of my usual routine.”
In the dining room he ate voraciously
while Blaine only toyed with the food,
wondering why the man’s ravenous ap-
petite had not put more flesh on his bones,
eager for the discussion through which
he hoped to extract vital information
when the meal was finished.

Finally the scientist pushed back his
chair and offered Blaine a cigar from a
humidor on the sideboard. Then in the
library he sprawled upon a couch to en-
joy his perfecto. His eyes glinted with
quick interest at the question: “Doctor
Gaspard, just how did Paul Brooks die?”

“Hah! A ‘heat stroke,” so the village
physician said. Of course his diagnosis
was ridiculous. But why should I cor-
rect him? What difference could it
make?” The doctor’s cadaverous fingers
idly stroked the fur of a huge black cat
curled on a cushion beside him—an odd
cat with a round white spot between its
eyes. He added casually, callously: “As
a matter of fact, Paul Brooks died by
his own hand, but—" the man’s voice
sharpened—*“not intentionally! Make no
mistake about that.”

Blaine sat forward in his chair, in-
tensely interested. “How do you mean?
By his own hand? Please explain a little
more.”

“Nothing strange about it.” Doctor
Gaspard continued stroking the somnolent
cat. “You see, we have been engaged in

certain research here that will be of epoch-
making importance when completed. The
issue is so vital that we sought success
at any cost. Until recently we have been
using animals as subjects in which to
record reactions. Last week we approach-
ed a stage where nothing less than the
testing of our formula on the human
body would suffice. Ah, my friend, when
I announce this discovery to the world
suffering humanity will bow down in
thanksgiving !”

Impatiently Murray Blaine interjected:
“Surely! I can well appreciate that. But
tell me—were you experimenting with
your medicines on Paul Brooks? Is that
why he died?”

Doctor Gaspard smiled. *In this un-
fortunate affair you see the outcome of
my folly. Not in ‘experimenting on Paul
Brooks,” as you so baldly put it, but in
choosing an assistant equipped with an
unstable intellect.”

“You speak rather disparagingly, Doc-
tor!”

“Not at all. He lacked the unfalter-
ing stability of purpose necessary to
scientific achievement, He was too—well,
sentimental! In the end, rather than risk
the life of a hired subject, he experi-
mented upon himself. Without my
knowledge, of course, I should never
have permitted it.”

“I see,” said Blaine thoughtfully.
“Might I ask the nature of these re-
searches—what it is that you are trying
to accomplish?”

“My friend,” exclaimed the doctor
hoarsely, “I have accomplished it! Since
Brooks died, you understand? The dis-
covery is mine—all mine! When I dis-
close it to the world it will ease the pains
of untold millions—eliminate the greatest
dangers in all surgical operations—and,
quite incidentally of course, it will in-
sure for me a name in medical history
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that will never die!” The man’s eyes
burned like green fire.

“Unless,” suggested Blaine quietly, “by
some mischance you should be convicted
of your associate’s murder. Do you re-
alize, Doctor Gaspard, that if an autopsy
shows evidence of poisoning you will
have a difficult time convincing a jury
that you did not administer the dose?”

THE gaunt scientist rose from his couch
'~ so calmly that the black cat never
stirred. He drew his lank figure to its
greatest height and cast down upon
Blaine a venomous glance from between
narrowed eyelids. His discordant voice
seemed to explode out of his chest.

“Imbecile! Murder? Why should I
kill the man upon whom I depended for
technical help? It is only by great good
luck that my work has reached a stage
where I can finish it unaided. And I
assure you,” he snarled, “that if I wished
to kill, there are ways that would leave
no trace!”

So that was if, thought Blaine. Aloud
he said: “I meant no offense, Doctor Gas-
pard. The thought just occurred to me
after you mentioned the manner of your
collaborator’s death. Putting myself in
your place, and considering the financial
agreement between you two, it seems to
me there would have been temptation to
put him out of the way and reap both
money and fame for yourself alone. Just
a theory, of course.”

“Putting yourself in my place!” The
doctor snorted contemptuously. “Can the
flea imagine itself in the place of the ele-
phant? As a matter of fact I rather sus-
pect that you're trying to put yourself in
Paul’s place! That girl, Lynda, is a pretty
piece of baggage.” He stamped up and
down the floor, wheeling about with a
ghastly smile to say: “Eh, well! This
is idle talk. I’'m going to bed and advise
you to do the same. By morning you

will forget your foolish fancies. They
are quite groundless.”

The man stalked off without further
comment and Blaine, relighting his neg-
lected cigar, settled himself in a chair to
think.

Gaspard’s outburst had sounded genu-
ine enough. He seemed almost a fanatic
in his absorption with the research in
hand. Doubtless, too, there was truth in
the statement that a man of his wide
knowledge could kill with chemicals which
no skill could trace. Probably an autopsy
would only serve to prove his innocence.
Yet, Blaine found the belief growing that
the doctor had killed young Brooks. With
conviction grew an intense desire to match
his wits against the scientist’s in an effort
to find proof of guilt.

He determined that he would invent
an excuse for staying over on the mor-
row, so that he might find opportunity
to seek for some clue that would open
up an avenue of investigation. Rising he
yawned and stretched his arms. The
thought of bed seemed inviting, On his
way to the door he noted the doctor’s
black cat still sleeping on the cushion and
turned aside to prod it with his toe, say-
ing: “I'll bet you’re supposed to sleep
outside. Shall I put you out?”

The animal did not stir. He gazed at
the somber feline with its odd white
marking. How odd that a man of Gasp-
ard’s temperament should choose a cat
for a pet. Again he stirred the beast—
found its flesh hard and unyielding. Half
startled he bent down and laid his hand
upon the fur. Starting erect he frowned.
The cat was dead!

For a long moment he studied it cur-
iously, mind racing with conjecture. Had
Gaspard realized his pet’s condition while
he petted it there by the couch? Blaine
thought not. A more sinister possibility
occurred to him. Was this drug—this
chemical—with which the doctor worked,
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so potent that a mere trace of it upon
his fingers could bring death to that which
he touched?

Shaking his head in complete bewilder-
ment Blaine started off to bed. On sober
second thought he surmised that the cat
had been subjected to dangerous experi-
ments and only now succumbed. He would
check that possibility on the morrow.

CHAPTER THREE

Shipped for Burial

URRAY BLAINE was astir at an
early hour, Upon the spreading
lawns and flower beds about the house,
he saw numberless sprays of water from
an irrigating system augmenting the
night’s sparse dew. He thought the man
who planned the place must have set great
store by the gorgeous expanse of color
and greenery, and scarcely blamed him.
Intent upon an idea that had come to
him while dressing, he turned his foot-
steps past the tower and approached the
burial vault. Near the small building
which seemed half buried in the hillside
he saw the chauffeur, Ivan, dragging a
length of hose to extend the play of
water from a pipeline on the crest of the
bluff. The grass about the vault matched
the lawns above in its vivid green.

He addressed the man. “Here, Ivan.
Have you a key to this”—he pointed to
the massive door of the crypt—‘“or can
you fetch one from the house? I want
to go in there again.”

The Russian stared, laid down his hose,
and turned away suggesting: “You wait,
yes? I go ask the doctor.”

“I don’t think he’s up yet,” Blaine
called after the fellow but Ivan stolidly
continued on his way. Soon he returned
and unlocked the door, going then about
his task.

Inside the vault a shaft of sunlight cast

its radiance illuminating the bare interior.
Blaine raised the coffin lid and looked
again upon the features of the man whom
he believed now a victim of Gaspard’s
jealousy and cupidity. The fact was ex-
pressionless, strangely lifelike, and the
body lay with hands on breast in the con-
ventional posture for burial.

Blaine sighed. “Looks hopeless. I
can’t do anything for you old man, I
guess—except to pin a badge of guilt
upon that devil who murdered you!”

Again he noted the phenomenon of
growing beard and it raised the eery
question—could the man posses a spark
of life? He put the idea aside angrily.
After embalming? With his own eyes he
had seen more remarkable growth of hair
after death, and beneath his exploring
fingers Brooks’ flesh was clammy and
cold. But a new line of thought occurred
to him. Suppose the death had actually
occurred in Chicago—that Lynda Gray
had not been misled in her belief that
she saw Brooks ride by? What would
that signify? That Ivan had served as
chauffeur to a corpse! The idea would
bear investigation when he returned to
the city. It seemed possible that Under-
taker Clotts might have been bribed to
falsify the date upon which he had at-
tended the body.

Blaine locked the door and gave the
key to Ivan, who accompanied him back
to the house, advising: “Better you go
in to breakfast. The doctor not like wait-
ing”

As they approached the front entrance-
way Blaine halted with a sharp exclama-
tion of surprise. “Look there!” He
pointed to the stoop. “That cat! Can
there be two of them?” Clearly he noted
the odd white marking.

“Two cats?” Ivan gazed at him stupid-
ly. “Only one cat.”

“T'll swear I saw that one dead last
night,” said Blaine. “He lay in the li-
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brary, stiff and cold, when I went to bed!”

Over the chauffeur’s face crept a doubt-
ful expression, quickly {followed by a
curious smile. “Mebbe you mean old
Pete, yes? I carried him out this morn-
ing.”

“But there he is! What was wrong
with him?”

Ivan’s broadly accented words ex-
plained: “That is not Pete, no. In the
lake I threw him. You think you see
things, mebbe? Like when men drink the
vodka?”’

NGERED at his tendency to leap to

conclusions, yet strangely moved for

all of that, Blaine opened the door. The

cat sprang inside. Doctor Gaspard stood

waiting in the hall and his long fingers

reached to caress the animal as it arched
its back at his feet.

“My constant companion,” he said by
way of greeting. “Prowls the laboratory
at will and seems immune to dangers
there. Come, let us eat.”

Lynda Gray appeared upon the stairs.
There were shadows beneath her lovely
eyves but she managed a smile.

“Bravo!” cried the doctor kindly. “You
slept. You are better. Soon we’ll have
you quite well again. Here’s a suggestion!
Stay on for a day or so and rest. Let
Blaine go back to the city if he must.”

Lynda hesitated. Blaine suspected the
motive behind Gaspard’s hospitality but
welcomed the opportunity and hastily
said: “That’s fine! I think she should
do just that. And I'll stay, too, if you'll
invite me, Doctor. Time means little to
me just now.”

Gaspard smiled. “You would test last
night’s theory? You shall have every
chance! And now, to breakfast.”

“He's supremely confident,” thought
Blaine. In his place I would be, too. But
I'm positive he’s guilty!”

When the meal was over Doctor Gasp-

ard said: “Come see the laboratory if
you like. I cannot tell its secrets yet, but
you'll be interested in viewing the scale
on which it is equipped.

Lynda indicated that she wished to go
along.

They climbed a winding stair up into
the tower, and on the top floor entered
a room obviously devoted to science. The
place was a maze of apparatus, the air
heavy with the odor of drugs. The black
cat, prowling along behind, leaped to a
place upon a table in the midst of glass
test-tubes, graduates and retorts, curling
itself for a nap. Gaspard chuckled. “The
nonchalance of the beast! Perhaps it
really has nine lives. But as for you two
—-touch nothing! There is danger here.”

Lydia caught sight of a familiar object
upon a desk by the wall. “His hat!” she
exclaimed softly. “Paul worked there
sometimes ?”’

“Yes,” said the doctor. They moved
toward the table. “Here are some of his
last notes not yet filed.” He picked up a
memorandum book and turned to Blaine,
thumbing over the pages. “Listen to this.
It might interest you. Paul wrote, ‘Re-
action of Agent B in tissues of both cats
and dogs has produced negative results in
all save one instance. Test No. 21 on the
monkey was positive. Unquestionably the
final venture must be made upon a human
body but I cannot agree to subject any
man to the risk unless it is myself.
There!” exclaimed Gaspard triumphantly.
“You comprehend, my friend?”

Blaine reached for the book. “There
is more written on the next page. May I
see?”

“It is nothing.” Doctor Gaspard placed
the pad in a drawer. “Dry figures on our
later work. But you understand his state
of mind?”

Lynda turned away nervously, saying:
‘It is close in here. I feel faint.”

Blaine steadied her with an arm about
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her waist. He noted then that there were
no windows in the circular chamber. The
skylights were closed. A door in one
wall suggested an opening to the outer
air and he stepped over to it. As his hand
touched the knob a roar broke from the
doctor’s lips.

“Stop! On your life, don’t open that!”
Gaspard strode forward and pushed the
pair toward the stairs. “Take her outside.
That is only a closet. And within it, my
friend, lurks death. One false move and
—poofI”

Blaine paused on the threshold. A
strange, fantastic idea crystallized in his
mind. His eyes narrowed speculatively.

“And for you also, Doctor,” he re-
torted, “may I suggest that a false step
may spell death?”

RY/ALKING with Lynda down to the
-'' dock on the lake shore Blaine noted
a speed boat swinging at anchor. “Tell
you what,” he suggested, “let’s take that
and ride to town. We can talk without
danger of being overheard and the fresh
air will do you good.”

Ripping off the canvas cover he found
the gas tank full and soon they were
skimming the glistening waves beneath a
cloud-banked sky.

“What do you think now?” was the
girl’s first question. “Oh, I can’t get rid
of the feeling that Paul was brutally
slain. 'What did Doctor Gaspard mean
by his remark about Paul’s ‘state of mind,’
when he read those notes?”

“He insists,” said Blaine, “that Paul
Brooks died as a result of trying their
new formula upon himself. But some-
thing in the man’s attitude certainly has
aroused my suspicions. I believe Paul
suffered from the use of whatever drug
it is they are working with—but not
through administering it to himself. In
fact,” he muttered uncertainly, “I have
another theory about this case.”

She said no more, giving herself up to

the physical thrill of their swift ride as
surceaseto distraughtnerves. They skirted
the southern shores of the lake, saw the
rounded dome of Yerkes Observatory in
the distance, zigzaging in and out through
fishing boats and sailing craft until they
came at last to the village. Here they
disembarked and went up to the hotel.
Blaine sought a telephone booth.

He talked at length with a doctor friend
in the city, and also to his valet. Await-
ing a return call from the physician—
whom he had asked to check up certain
matters—he sat with Lynda on the open
veranda watching the cloudpack darken
with hint of a coming storm. An hour
passed before he was summoned to the
telephone again. The information to which
he listened served to confirm the theory
which he was developing. Then, with
noontime approaching, he suggested
luncheon and over a salad they discussed
the man whom he believed now to be a
criminal.

“My friend, Fisher,” said Blaine, “re-
ports that Gaspard is a genius in his way.
Half his life has been devoted to the de-
velopment of new surgical technique. But
the fellow is accounted unreliable, despite
his uncanny skill, because—so Fisher says
—he never contents himself with doing
the job at hand but is forever attempt-
ing the impossible.”

“I’'ve heard similar gossip,” Lynda
agreed. “Too many of his patients died.
If called to remove an appendix he might
also set to work on some other organ and
try any crazy feat of skill to correct
difficulties real or assumed.”

“That’s it. Fisher indicated that Gas-
pard usually knew what he was trying to
accomplish, but that loss of blood and the
limitations of anesthesia invariably de-
feated his more delicate undertakings be-
cause of the time required. Once, they
say, Gaspard actually killed a man
troubled with angina pectoris by trans-
planting the heart of a dog. It finished



110

Dime Detective Magazine

him for active practice in New York.”

Lynda gestured in mock dismay.
“That’s a bit too much, even for a nurse,
at mealtime.” She pushed away her plate.
“Let’s talk of something else.”

Blaine apologized and turned conver-
sation to the subject of their status at
the Brooks estate. “Or perhaps I should
say the Gaspard estate,” he amended.
“The man certainly will be master there
unless we find proof of his guilt. We'll
have to stay until we get to the bottom of
things,” he added, “even though we wear
our welcome out. I'm expecting
trouble—"

“Trouble?” She caught up his word
quickly. “You mean—danger? That he
may make an atempt upon us? If he sus-
pects—"

LAINE smiled. “I’ve almost accused

. him of murder, so he knows how I
feel. His attitude this morning was a
distinct challenge and I’'m accepting it.
I called my valet awhile ago, asking him
to send out some clothes. I'll see this
matter through.”

“Why?” she asked curiously. “The
risk may be great. He could poison us as
easily—and as safely—as I believe he did
Paul. Why do you do it? You've said
nothing about a fee. I don’t believe you
follow this business for a living, do you?”

“Oh, Lord no!” Murray Blaine grinned
broadly. “Maybe I'm just what folks
call ‘nosey.” Anyway, I get a kick out of
such puzzles as this one. Call it an avoca-
tion.”

“I think we’d better be going back,”
said Lynda. “First I must stop at a store
—1I have only the clothes I came in.”

“And 1,” said Blaine, “would like to
go past the railway station and tell them
to send over my trunk when it comes.”

Together they walked down the village
street to the depot. Across the platform
to meet them scuttled a hunched and
scrawny Negro in a ridiculous coat from

some cast-off lodge regalia. He sidled up
grinning, husky voice pleading: “Fotch
yo’ bags, suh? Ak kin carry ’em. Ah’s
powerful big fo’ mah size!”

“No bags,” said Blaine. “But maybe
you can look after my trunk. It should
arrive from Chicago tomorrow. I want it
sent over to the Brooks place. Will you
see to it?”

The Negro backed away, glancing from
side to side cautiously, whispering: “Ain’t
handlin’ no trunks no mo’. Yo’ better
git somebody else.”

His curiosity piqued, Blaine demanded:
“Why not? Did one drop on your toe?”

“One drapped, all right! An’ it busted
open. Ah only ketched a glimmer o
what was inside, but that was enough fo’
me!”

“Tell us about it,” coaxed Blaine,
amused. “Here’s a dollar. Now tell us
what you saw.”

The Negro edged nearer and his voice
was hoarse with awe. “It was like this.
Ain’t told nobody nothin’ yet, ’cause I'se
afeered. O’ Doc Gaspard sent it ovah last
Friday, with that mule-faced chauffeur
what don’t tuck his shirt tail in. Goin’
to Elgin, de ol’ doc was, an’ he wanted
his trunk checked through.”

Blaine and Lynda exchanged glances
of amazement, listening intently.

“We got it off'n de back of de auto-
mobile all right an’ the Roosian drove off
once it was on de platform. Ah done
drapped it tryin’ to hist it up on a truck
an’ that’s when Ah saw . . . what Ah
saw !”

“Speak out!” snapped Blaine. “You
saw what?”

“Through a crack where de lid popped
open a little Ah saw”—the Negro’s voice
dropped fearfully—"‘what looked like a
red-headed ha’nt! Ah tell yo’ boss, an’
Ah ain’t foolin’, de ol doc was ashippin’
a cawpse.”

Lynda loosed a small scream but
Blaine quieted her gruffly, muttering:
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“This boy’s crazy, of course. Come, let’s
be going.” He paused only to press a
bill into the Negro’s hand, warning: “Not
a word about that to anyone till I see you
again or I'll have you put in jail!”

With the darky out of earshot he ex-
plained: “I don’t want to excite him—
start him inventing details. We’ll need
his testimony later. This opens up a new
possibility and offers a world of explana-
tion if it’s true.”

“What do you mean?” Her eyes were
wide with interest.

“That Paul never died in Elgin! But
the undertaker there prepared a corpse
and shipped it back here for burial! The
victim—red headed if the Negro is right
—was killed sometime during the day and
taken to that Elgin hotel so as to be in
reach of a strange undertaker. Gaspard
planned this whole business ahead of
time.”

“I know he did,” she said bitterly. “It
was no illusion when I saw Paul in
Chicago Tuesday morning. He was rid-
ing with that horrible man, Ivan.”

“Which all fits into the puzzle,” said
Blaine. “Gaspard did his first bloody job
while Brooks was away, and arranged for
the burial on Tuesday.”

Lynda shuddered, murmured brokenly :
“The utter heartlessness of it all! Poor
Paul was riding back to his own funeral!”

CHAPTER FOUR

The Mystery of the Vault

DIN NER oproved to be no ordeal.

Murray Blaine found it unnecessary
to devise any special excuse for prolong-
ing his stay for Doctor Gaspard reiter-
ated his invitation to sojourn a little
longer. His manner showed no trace of
animosity following their sharp words that
morning. On the whole it seemed to
Blaine and Lynda that he exerted him-
self to be cordial.

During the course of the meal a storm
rolled up from the southwest smudging
out the sunset glow and casting a mid-
night pall over the hills and waters.
Thunder rolled intermittently, and forked
lightning veined the heavens with fire,
but the rain held off. The atmosphere was
oppressively close; no wind stirring the
trees outside,.

In a solemn hush between thunder claps
the doctor said: “A good time to be in-
doors. Perhaps you can amuse yourselves
with cards? I must go to the tower for
the laboratory skylights are open. A heavy
downpour would cause ruinous damage.”

He stopped in the hall to call Ivan, The
two went out and Blaine led Lynda into
an adjoining room. Standing by the win-
dow, looking out across the lawns, he
voiced his thought. “I've got to get into
that laboratory with time enough to search
the place. There the secret lies, the solu-
tion to this mystery, If only I could find
some way to keep the doctor and his
precious chauffeur occupied.”

“Why not try it tonight after everyone
is asleep?”

“Too risky. It’s a safe bet that Ivan
stands guard—sleeps there probably—or
that some alarm system has been rigged.
If what I'm beginning to suspect is true,
this Gaspard will take no chances.”

“Tell me,” she requested. “You’ve got
a clue?”

“Can’t speak of it yet,” he answered
hastily, “But I'd stake my life that
we’ll pin the crime on Gaspard.” To
himself he admitted that he was staking
nothing less than life in challenging the
scientist. For Gaspard was plainly aware
of danger and confident of his ability to
cope with it.

Noticing Lynda’s growing nervousness
Blaine suggested: “Let’s walk down to
the dock. The storm will be worth seeing
and we can run when it rains.”

From the landing above the restless
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waters they saw the {faint outline of
whitecaps racing before the wind. Soon
violent gusts were moaning in the trees.

The girl shuddered, complaining: “I
have a feeling that something terrible is
soon to happen. It’s the storm, of course,
and this gloomy place. I'm in deadly fear
of Doctor Gaspard.”

“Why?” demanded Blaine. “Not much
danger if we watch him closely. He feels
so safe that it would seem foolish to risk
murdering us.”

“But he was too civil! That is unlike
him,” she objected. “He is plotting . . .
something.”

“For instance?”

“How easily he could poison us—and
cover his crime in many ways. He might
even inject into our dead bodies the virus
of disease and provide unquestionable
proof of our natural death.”

“Oh, rats!” Blaine exclaimed cheer-
fully. “I don’t size him up as that sort
at all. He is an egotist! Unless my psy-
chology is all wet he likes to keep us here
—me, especially—to laugh at. I'm sure he
laughs up his sleeve over his cleverness in
hiding a crime which he knows I suspect.
But—" he shrugged—*“let him chuckle! I
have a plan. ...”

LOUDER crash of thunder was fol-

lowed by a sprinkle of rain. Turning
they stumbled up the dark path toward the
house, their only light the frequent light-
ning flashes.

Their way lay past the vault. Ordinarily
in the gloom one would have passed with-
out noticing the low structure, but as they
came abreast the building a vivid glare
lighted the sky for an instant and Lynda
Gray loosed a piercing scream of fright.
As her pitiful cry rang out she fell back
against Blaine, who had also seen, and
they stood rooted to the spot. He felt
her body crumple and caught her in his
arms.

Then the rain came down in torrents.
Doctor Gaspard’s harsh voice shouted an
inquiry out of the night. He came trot-
ting up, white clothes streaming, and
sharply demanded: “\What are you two
doing out in this storm? What’s the mat-
ter here?”

Blaine looked about for the chauffeur,
holding the girl in one arm while he re-
assured himself with fingers upon the
automatic he carried in a shoulder holster.
During the next few moments anything
might happen. He did not wish to be
caught unawares.

To the doctor he said: “You know
well enough why she’s frightened. What
ghoulish business are you up to?”

Ominously Gaspard answered above
the roar of the wind. “More accusations?
You are laboring under some crazy mis-
apprehension and I'm getting tired of it.
Speak up! What happened?”

“Where’s that chauffeur of yours?”
Blaine moved as though to pass the scien-
tist upon the narrow path but the other
did not budge. “Stand aside. I want to
get this girl out of the rain.”

“The rain won’t hurt her. Why did
she cry out? T tell you, I want to know
what’s wrong.”

Savagely, then, Blaine exclaimed: “She
saw him, of course! And so did I. It
scared her half to death.”

“Saw whom ?”” Gaspard’s voice crackled
with impatience. “I don’t know what
you're talking about!”

“Then flash your light over there and
see!” Blaine gestured toward the vault.
“The door is open. I saw it clearly. And
Brooks—or his corpse—is sitting there
in a chair!”

A crunching sound of footsteps on the
gravel pathway arrested their attention.
Doctor Gaspard flicked on his light and
grunted: “Ah, Ivan! I wondered where
you were.” Wheeling about he threw the
electric beam upon the front of the vault.



The Body in the Crypt

113

The massive door was tightly closed and
nothing seemed amiss. The scientist
laughed in harsh disdain.

“More hallucinations! You have the
appearance of a steady man but your
nerves are as faulty as the girl’s. She is
coming around now. Let’s get out of this
rain.” <

Indeed Lynda Gray had regained her
senses and stood erect, trembling in the
circle of Blaine’s arm. “Are you all
right? he asked. “Then wait for me a
moment.” He snatched the flashlight
from Gaspard’s hand and rushed over to
the vault. The portal was securely locked,
the heavy oaken boards spotted with
rain. The others approached. He whirled
upon Gaspard.

“I’'m going in there! Produce a key
or go and fetch one. I'm prepared to use
force if you make it necessary.”

“Force?” demanded the doctor stiffly,
his air that of one gravely offended. The
chauffeur sidled nearer, huge hands
spread like those of a wrestler.

“Yes, force! Don’t talk to me of hallu-
cinations! My mnerves are sound—I
know what I saw. You'll try no more
experiments on the body of Paul Brooks.
Open that door!”

“Of course I'll open it. Why not?”
Doctor Gaspard drew a key from his
pocket and turned the lock. “But I’ve had
enough -of these ridiculous accusations.
Tomorrow a mason shall come and seal
the coffin in its crypt. That will end
such talk forever.” He shoved open the
door and Blaine threw the lightbeam
inside.

THE coffin stood in its place, lid closed.

Murry Blaine went over and jerked
it open. The young doctor’s still form
lay in its accustomed position. Its cold
hands were on the breast, the eyelids
shut. He paused uncertainly, staring
down at the calm, immobile features.
Again he laid his hand upon the flesh,

fingers recoiling from the touch of death.

Doctor ‘Gaspard said quietly: “You
see? Perhaps I should not blame you.
Your nerves are weak. Let’s forget our
differences. The man is dead.”

Blaine laid hold of the body seeking
to move an arm but found it rigid. But
his fingers telegraphed a message which
stirred him immeasurably. The coat
sleeve was damp with spots of rain. Cer-
tainly, then, the body had been sitting
just inside the doorway where they had
seen it. His searching eyes descried a
folding camp chair in a gloomy cornor
of the vault. He made no mention of his
discovery but went over to the door and
swung it shut, noticing how perfectly it
fitted. The room was hermetically sealed
save for air vents near the ceiling. No
rain could possibly blow in around the
tight bottom of the door yet there was
a strip of wet cement inside. Since the
wind had shifted into the east after the
first few curling gusts, he felt quite sure
the moisture had not blown in following
their entry.

Without comment he took Lynda’s
arm and started back to the house. Gas-
pard and his chauffeur brought up the
rear. In the library, where they were left
alone for a few moments, the girl whis-
pered nervously: “Tell me quickly—what
was it? Oh, I saw him! I thought him
alive! But he lies there so still. ., .”

“We saw him,” Blaine admitted, “and
I was quite bowled over when we found
him back in the casket. The answer is
simple. Ivan! He rearranged things
quickly.”

“But why—why? What were they go-
ing to do?” There was terror in the
girl’s voice and bewilderment as well.

“That,” said Blaine, “is a question not
so simple. I don’t know what they were
doing—but I can guess. Tl tell you
about it later. Here cames Gaspard.”

The doctor entered, followed by the
brutish Ivan who hore a tray. Empty



114

Dime Detective Magazine

glasses and a decanter of brandy were
offered first to the guests. Blaine eyed
the scientist closely, hesitating before ac-
cepting a drink. The doctor smiled, his
face crinkling like old parchment, and
poured a dram for himself.

“You're think of poison? My dear
young man, sooner or later you must learn
that I am no criminal. Both of you need
a stimulant and so do 1.” He swallowed
the beverage.

Lynda choked on the fiery liquid but
it relieved the chill in her bones. Blaine
raised his glass in wry salute. “Your
health, Doctor! While it lasts!”

Gaspard made no retort but advised
Lynda to remove her wet clothing and
go to bed, promising: “Tomorrow we'll
make an end of ghosts. An honest stone
mason will see to that.”

CHAPTER FIVE

The Red-Headed Man

_ HEN the girl had gone Doctor Gas-
* pard produced a box of his excel-
lent cigars and launched upon a discus-
sion of the “malady” which, he said, af-
flicted Lynda.
frained from attributing the same weak-
ness to Blaine and confined all of his
references to the nervous reactions of
women.

“Some think they see spirits; others
believe they hold converse with the dead.
I have seen a patient stop and stare at
a whirling dust cloud, swearing that she
saw there the form of some departed
one, reciting details of dress and features
remembered all too well. We cannot ex-
plain these things! Mind pictures, cer-
tainly—images which grow upon the
screen of the brain clearly—yet no more
clearly than the phantasma so commonly
observed in nightmares.”

“I have heard of such things,” Blaine
admitted. “But Doctor, you could never

Diplomatically he re-.

maké me believe that while wide awake
I was misled by any such false appari-
tion. I saw the body of Paul Brooks
sitting in the doorway of that vault! I
believe that for some unknown reason it
was placed there by—let us say your man,
Ivan. What do you know of that fellow’s
past? Assuming that you had no hand
in this affair, what would be his motive
either for murder or for body-snatch-
ing ?”

“Ivan?” exclaimed the doctor. “Ridic-
ulous! Impossible! Why, Ivan—" he
lowered his voice a little—*is more ani-
mal than human. Brutalized by inhuman
treatment he received during the War.
He was my servant during a period I
spent in Moscow and attached himself
to me so firmly that I took pity on his
state and brought him back. He is loyal,
but quite stupid. I could never believe
him capable of stealing or mistreating a
dead body.”

“So?” Blaine grunted. “I'm not so
sure.”

“No,” said Gaspard expansively, “it
is as I say. The girl—yes, even you,
young man—you've both heen ‘seeing
things.” The condition will pass.”

“Tell me, Doctor,” requested Blaine,
“do the dead ever come back? I mean,
really come to life again? I knew a chap
who was pronounced dead after drown-
ing—"

“Ah, my friend, what is death? Tell
me that and I'll tell you if they ‘come
back.””

“Would you say a man is dead when
heart and breathing stop?”

“By no means!” Doctor Gaspard got
to his feet, face alight with interest, and
began striding up and down the room
pushing chairs aside. “It is a matter of
time! The heart may be ‘dead’ before a
toe expires, to use an absurd illustration.
Let us say that blood corpuscles are given
new life as they pass through the heart



The Body in the Crypt

115

—to be equally silly in our explanation
—well then! A given corpuscle during
the intricate journey it takes through the
body must be ‘alive’ until it returns to
the heart again. You follow me? So it
is then, that in the case of your friend
who was submerged too long, when the
organs were made to function in time,
the life force was blown into flame and
took up its usual routine. But you see
my point—that the man’s body had not
died all over.”

“Then could it not be possible that—
well, in the case of Paul Brooks out
there—that he is not dead? That there
is still a spark—"

Doctor Gaspard threw up his long
skinny arms in mock disgust. “My boy!
What folly.”

“How about these hypnotists who put
their subjects into a trance and bury them
under the ground? Are they not actually
dead and buried? Yet, they are brought
back to life. I've seen it done.”

“Bah!” The doctor snorted vehement-
ly. “A spectacle for the eyes of children
and fools! Allow me to bury the sub-
ject and no hypnotist will restore life!”

“Can you hypnotize people, Doctor
Gaspard?” asked Blaine casually.

“Certainly. So can you. It is nothing,
this hypnotism. Some fools speak of it
as of possible value in place of anesthesia
in miner operations. I have tried it—
to my sorrow. Always the blood—the
blood—and the difficulty of holding a
patient under the influence while con-
centrating upon the delicate work in hand.
A calaleptic state induced by hypnosis
does not simulate death nor even com-
plete anesthesia.”

Blaine decided the time had come to
deliver a telling blow to Gaspard’s feel-
ing of safety. He was not sure what
might result but took the risk.

“Doctor,” he said, “you mentioned the
similarity of these hallucinations to a
common nightmare. And last night I ex-

perienced an extremely peculiar dream.”

“Yes?” Gaspard’s thoughts were else-
where at the moment and he seemed
scarcely interested.

“In my nightmare I thought I was on
my way to this place. Ahead of me in
the lane through the woods I saw two
men struggling with a heavy load. I
watched them with interest as they pulled
and tugged at their burden. Upon coming
nearer I saw that it was a large trunk.”

The doctor jerked erect suddenly. “Eh,
what? A trunk?”

“Yes. Apparently unable to make
much progress with their task,” Blaine
continued, “they opened the box and lift-
ed out that which it contained. I crept
closer that I might see what it was they
sought to hide in the wood. I shudder
now at the ghastly sight which met my
eyes!” Blaine covered his face with his
hand in a convincing gesture.

Doctor Gaspard was upon his feet, eyes
blazing. His voice grated like the sound
of torn paper. “What was this appari-
tion you saw—that you imagined you
saw—in your dream?”

“It was a gruesome thing. A terrifying
thing, Doctor! It was a red-headed
corpse!”

Doctor Gaspard eyed Blaine fiercely.
He repressed the anger which burned in
his savage face. Turning upon his heel
he stalked to the stairs. There he wheeled
about to voice a threat of death.

“Tomorrow you will return to the
city,” he exclaimed, “or you may, your-
self, become a corpse! I am engaged in
experiments of such dangerous mnature
that it will be quite unsafe for you to stay
longer.”

Blaine nodded. “I understand. Thanks
for the warning.”

AT BREAKFAST Doctor Gaspard

suavely repeated his marching orders
in the presence of Lynda Gray. She
looked up in some surprise when he said:
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“I shall be sorry to have you young folks
go today. It has been interesting having
you here.” For her enlightenment he
explained: “It is as I told Blaine Iast
night. My work from this point forward
involves the use of such lethal elements
that it will be unsafe for you to remain.”

Under the cordial tone of the talk
Lynda sensed tension between the two
men. She was not sure what development
had occurred but her quick reply was
calculated to aid her companion. “We
shall certainly wish to avoid the risk,
Doctor. But Mr. Blaine will want to
pick up his trunk. He phoned for clothes
yesterday. Perhaps we can wait—"

“Ivan shall fetch it from the station,”
Gaspard assured. “Then you can take
it in your car. I would not urge your
hasty departure were it not for the best.
Meanwhile, I shall drive across the lake
to Williams Bay and arrange with a ma-
son for the task which must now be done.
Will you come along in the boat ?”

Without waiting for their reply he got
up and left the room. Hurriedly Blaine
whispered to Lynda: “You go with him.
I need an hour here alone! Keep him
as long as you can. He won’t dare harm
you.”

When they went out into the hall Ivan
was just going out through a rear door.
Gaspard said: “He must first put gas in
the boat and the car. The lazy dog left
the tanks empty.”

Blaine suggested: “Take Lynda with
you and I’ll go with Ivan for my trunk.”

Gaspard smiled. “Fine! We'll start at
once.”

When the boat departed Blaine turned
to the chauffeur. “You are to bring my
trunk from town. Look for a scrawny
little Negro at the station—I told him to
have it sent over.”

“The doctor say to bring it, yes,” said
Ivan stolidly, “You are not coming
along, no?”

“Oh, no,” said Blaine indifferently.

’

“No need of that. I'll smoke and read
till you return.” He strolled back to the
house, listening until he heard a car roll
down the drive.

At last he was free to act. If the tower
were locked he would need a key. In the
doctor’s desk? He glanced about cau-
tiously. There would be no one in the
house save Hulda, the cook. She seemed
an honest sort, doubtless hired from a
nearby farm. He ransacked drawers
until he found what he was after.

FEYHE door of the tower yielded to the
i+ first key he tried and the one above
stairs was unlocked. Entering the lab-
oratory he sat down at the desk where
Paul Brooks had been wont to work. He
found the notebook in which the young
doctor’s entries had been made. Anxious-
ly he scanned the pages detailing results
of the research work. At some of the
final notes he gasped. Especially one near
the very end.

Doctor Gaspard’s mania for making this
final test upon a man unaware of its danger
is utterly unthinkable. Since negative re-
sults with Agent B outnumber positive re-
actions how can we be sure of success?
The discovery, whatever ity worth, is mine!
I shall destroy the formula and tell that
poor red-headed beggar to be on his way.

A closing entry in the form of a string
of numerals puzzled Blaine for a moment
before he decided it must be the combi-
nation of a safe. A glance about the
room showed a numbered dial in one wall.
Had Brooks deposited the formula there,
changing the combination? He went over
and twisted the knob and the door opened
promptly. Inside the sole object was a
small vial of colorless liquid, unlabeled.
He stared at it for a long moment before
putting it in his pocket. Last product of
the secret formula, perhaps? Agent A
or Agent B? Blaine broke into profuse
perspiration as the tremendous import-
ance of this question dawned upon him.
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How could a man be sure? Horrible

possibilities assailed him.

The closed door in the opposite wall
caught his eye. What mystery did it hide,
that the old scientist should have been
so alarmed when he sought to open it the
day before? A key in the lock was all
the invitation needed.

With his hand upon the knob, in the
very act of pulling open the door, a slight
noise brought his head around with a
jerk. He saw nothing but leaped with
fright when from the closet, it seemed, a
vaguely glimpsed human form {sprang
upon his back.

Struggling furiously he twisted around
and swung a terrific right and left to the
body, heaving forward with all his might
in an effort to overthrow his assailant.
The form went flying across the room
and sent a work table full of delicate
equipment crashing. There in the broken
glass lay the red-headed corpse.

As Blaine stared at the rigid remains
of the man to whom, unquestionably,
Brooks had referred in his notes, the
whole solution of the mystery flashed
across his mind. But the thrill of victory
was scarcely gained when, out of the
tail of his eye, he saw a shadow upon
the floor and felt the awful impact of a
blow upon his head.

A great roaring filled his ears and his
spirit seemed to soar up out of his strick-
en body. As from a great distance he
heard the broad tones of the chauffeur,
Ivan, saying: “A good thing, yes, the
doctor said to watch him. Better I bury
them both.”

As the remnants of consciousness fad-
ed he felt the huge hands pawing over
his breast, searching through his pockets.
Then, like a sack of meal, he was flung
across the brawny shoulders and his last
sensation was that of being carried down
the stairs.

CHAPTER SIX

The Floating Corpse

URRAY BLAINE awakened slow-

ly. A feeling of lassitude enveloped

him. It seemed neither possible nor de-

sirable to move. The rush and splash of

running water assured him that it was

time for rising and that his man, Joseph,

was drawing his bath. He wished the

fellow had not taken this discreet way of
waking him. He wanted to sleep.

The bed felt hard. Where was it he
had been the night before? He shut his
eyes tightly in the gloom, trying to re-
member. Then, like a thunder Cclap,
came realization. He was not in his room
at home! Not in his bed. It was not the
noise of his bath—with an effort he sat
up—what was it? Where was he?

His eyes darted about the place in
which he was confined. Daylight shown
only on the ceiling but soon his vision ac-
customed itself to the darkness and he
sprang from his resting place with a
shout of alarm.

He landed with a splash in water knee
deep. Stumbling he grasped at a bulky
shape in an effort to steady himself. The
vault! He had been lying on the coffin.
Ivan! The doctor’s brutish accomplice
had carried him to the crypt. What was
it the man had said—"“Better bury both?”
Blaine wondered how long he had lain un-
conscious—if Ivan had finished digging
his grave for two.

Rapidly he recalled incidents leading
up to the surprise attack. Paul’s notes,
the cadaver in the closet, the bottle in the
safe. What had become of that? Fever-
ishly he searched his pockets for the vial.
Then he remembered Ivan’s pawing
hands. Strangely enough the man had
left the automatic in its shoulder holster.
He cursed the chauffeur, wishing he had
him under the muzzle of his gun.

Abruptly the steady sound of running
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water forced itself upon his attention.
When he moved his feet he found him-
self immersed to the thighs .The vault
floor was deeply flooded and the water
rising rapidly. Frantically he splashed
over to the door. It was locked. The snug-
fitting portal seemed quite watertight, It
dawned upon his harrassed mind that the
vault was- like a cistern—that no appre-
ciable amount of water would leak out—
that with no opening to the outer air save
through narrow gratings close iagainst
the ceiling he was doomed to drown like
a rat in a trap. Snatching out his pistol
he set it against the lock and fired two
slugs into the keyhole. The catch did not
yield. He wondered where the water
came from and soon discovered the
source.

Through one of the gratings high
above, the black end of a large hose
gushed a heavy flow. The water ran
down the wall in a thick glistening sheet.
Ivan’s cunning! The whole force of the
sprinkling system applied to his destruc-
tion while the stolid Russian worked at
digging a grave. Raw fear laid clammy
hands on Blaine’s heart. His plight looked
hopeless. Without help he saw no chance
of escape and there was no reason to ex-
pect rescue,

If only he could reach the grating—
somehow reach the hose. His harried
glance rested on the coffin. The water
was now above his waist for the room
was small and filling quickly., If he could
tilt the black box up against the wall
perhaps he could climb to the top. As
he watched, it moved. A touch sent it
floating away. Vividly he recalled Un-
dertaker Clotts’ remarks about the cheap
wooden affair—its lightness—and mor-
bidly he commented aloud: “A good raft!
Until it hits the roof.”

IS dazed brain seemed, in a twink-
ling, to regain its powers. All his
previous theoties concerning the crime

rushed upon him and left him breathless.
With frenzied hands he raised the coffin
lid and tore loose the flimsy hinges. In
the dim light reflected down from above
he saw the features of Paul Brooks float-
ing now almost on a level with his eyes.

Madly he shouted: “You're alive! I
know you're alive! But now you’ll
drown along with me!” He slapped the
cold, white face until his fingers tingled.
He shook the body roughly, screaming
frantic words into the waxen ears.
“You're alive!” his hoarse voice wailed.
“I did see you sitting here in a chair!”
In his pocket he found a small penknife. -
“T’ll prove you're alive! You've got to
wake up!” He plunged the point of a
blade into the pallid cheek. No blood
flowed. He gaped disbelievingly. Groan-
ing in his disappointment he seized upon
the body. “I must use the coffin. You've
got to get out.”

Suddenly, as he stooped over the coffin,
he heard a strident, chuckling laugh above
the noise of the water. He whirled in
time to se the evil face of Ivan vanishing
from the grated window. The Russian
had been watching him, gloating at his
predicament—and he hadn’t even known.
He turned back to the coffin once more.

Struggling in water now up to his arm-
pits he rolled the body free. It was stiff
as a log and heavy. He tried to stand it
upright in a corner of the death chamber.
A certain bouyancy made it sway and
topple. He caught up the figure again
and endeavored to force it into place. At
last, in a floundering effort, he laid hold
of the coffin lid and with that jammed up
under the rigid chin the earthly remains
of Paul Brooks stood in a state of tem-
porary uprightness. Then Blaine attacked
the problem of scaling the wall.

By this time the water was up to his
neck. The coffin was more bouyant than
a boat and try as he would he could not
force it on end to serve as a ladder. Ex-
hausted by his enormous efforts at last
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he gave up in despair. The body in the
corner toppled and lay face downward in
the water. With a weird desperate cry
he grasped it and managed to roll it back
into the bier. Breathless, and with throb-
bing head he lay floating, clinging to the
casket which rose in a steady ascent
toward the ceiling. Before long it was
bumping against the cement roof and
Blaine saw, to his utter dismay, that the
narrow gratings were so near the top
that even though the water overflowed
through them when it reached that out-
let, there would be but a scant few inches
of clearance in which he might float for
a space before he died.

Soon he could reach up and touch the
roof with his hand. He flung free of his
gruesome raft and swam to the corner.
Gripping the iron grating with fast-fail-
ing fingers he thrust the end of the hose
outward. It moved easily but the wall
was thick. At the extreme limit to which
he could force his fingers between the
bars, the hose still poured its flood into
the crypt. He drew his pistol. The bar-
rel was longer than his fingers. With it
he poked the hose still farther away but
it hung in the aperture by one end and
the rush of water continued. With a wild
cry of eagerness he drew his head up
level with the grating, leveled the pistol
and fired. The flow of water stopped.
Then his courage returned. He would
hang on to the grating and gather
strength against the battle to come when
Ivan returned.

But his relief was short-lived. He
heard a shrill outcry. Looking through
the bars he saw Doctor Gaspard and
Lynda Gray running up the path from
the dock. They had heard the shot. When
they stopped nearby Ivan rushed into
his field of vision. He could not hear
what the man said to Gaspard but Lynda
screamed again and the Russian struck
her to the ground.

‘ TH a growl of rage Blaine trained
Y1 his pistol through the grating. Taking
deliberate aim he shot the chauffeur
through the heart. Doctor Gaspard
leaped in alarm and a bullet intended for
him missed by a hair. The gaunt creature
ran like a deer, springing away so swift-
ly that Blaine had no chance to shoot
again.

Lynda struggled to her feet, face white
with terror. Blaine called to her: “The
vault is full of water! We're floating
near the roof. Impossible to open the
door against the pressure of the water.”

“Then what shall I do?” she cried.

Blaine was in a quandry. “If you
could find an ax you might do the job.
Knock a hole in the door. But I'm afraid
it’s beyond your strength. You'd better
go for help. I can hang on here all right
—aunless the doctor tries some trick.”

Lynda started off running. He shout-
ed a warning: “Watch out for Gaspard!
Take my pistol.” Apparently she did not
hear.

For anxious minutes he waited. Then
she reappeared, hurrying down the path
accompanied by the muscular Hulda.
“We're coming,” Lynda called. “We've
got an ax. Hulda will help.”

A moment later he felt the door shiver
under blows wielded with the strength
of a man. Soon a falling of the water
cvidenced the prowess of the woman.
Lynda’s face appeared at the grating.
“She’s done it! She made a big hole.”
As the coffin sank down out of sight be-
low the opening Blaine instructed: “Get
the key from Ivan’s pocket. The key to
the vault.”

A few minutes later the door burst
open and he staggered forth into the sun-
shine. The girl wept. Big Hulda, with-
out a word, started back to her kitchen.
Blaine, stumbling with weakness, dropped
down at the dead chauffeur’s side. He
heard Lynda’s pitiful lament: “If only
we could have saved Paul, too!” She
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stood staring at the sodden coffin in which
her lover lay.

With a terrible feeling of tightness
about his heart Blaine got up and went
toward the casket, twisting a cork from
the bottle in his hand.

Prying the cold lips apart he forced
a quantity of liquid between the tight-
clenched teeth. With haggard eyes he
watched. Seeing no reaction his labored
breath grew hoarse in his throat. Yet a
little more of the dose he administered
and gazed down in pathetic eagerness.
Had he hoped in vain? Were his deduc-
tions false? Was his belief in the living
dead fantastic? Defeat dulled his eyes
as death held fast with tenacious talons;
but hope was born again when he recalled
that on the two occasions when Brooks
had been seen in lifelike posture the man
had been sitting up. Trembling he bent
over the coffin and strove to manipulate
the body. It had lost its rigidity.

He shouted like one demented: “Lyn-
da! Tt works! I tell you he’s alive!
There—see his eyelids flutter. See the
blood flow on his cheek. Come help me!”

HERE was a bit of steel somewhere

in the make-up of Lynda Gray. In
the face of this emergency her panic
vanished. After one startled look her
training as a nurse asserted itself. She
tore away clothing from the man’s arms
and legs and helped Blaine in his efforts
to restore circulation. Even despite obvi-
ous proof of life both were shocked when
Paul Brooks spoke.

“What has happened to me?” he asked.

Before their explanations were well
begun he interrupted: “I understand
perfectly now. Gaspard did it. We went
to Chicago on Thursday. I knew he had
dosed me with Agent A when I felt my-
self going out. I must have been there
for days. I have a faint recollection of
riding somewhere in a car, and a feeling
that I was brought into partial conscious-

ness several times. He used me for a
prolonged experiment, but it was neces-
sary that he relieve me from complete
suspension of animation at regular pe-
riods, else I would have died.”

“Today he was going to seal you up
in the crypt,” said Blaine. “Bury you

.alive!”

“I suppose so. He had proven the ef-
ficiency of my discovery in the final test
on a human body—mine! Fame and for-
tune awaited him.”

“What was the purpose of the stuff,
anyway ?”

“Bloodless operations. He was experi-
menting with hypnotism but I developed
an agent that brought almost the rigor of
death and stopped the flow of blood. It
was a form of catalepsy, chemically in-
duced, in which every evidence of life
was suspended. But,” said Brooks, “the
world shall never have this secret from
me. The danger of such knowledge is
too great. Men like Doctor Gaspard—"

“Gaspard!” Blaine exclaimed. “Here I
stand talking while the monster escapes!”
He ran off toward the house.

Big Hulda was standing in the front
doorway. He demanded: “The doctor!
Have you seen him? Do you know what
became of him?”

“The doctor is gone,” she answered
phlegmatically. “Gone for good.”

“Which way?”

“In there.” She pointed. “He shot
himself.”

A note beside the slumped form at the
desk made brief confession.

1 feel no remorse over what I did and
tried to do. Brooks was a sentimental fool.
And I could not bear to share a secret so
great, that I would have discovered unaided.

Blaine smiled grimly. “An egotist to
the end. But—putting myself in his place
once more—I believe T’d have taken the
same way out.”



ND we know it!
Passing the buck may be the

great American pastime—it is a
swell way out in lots of circumstances—
but to engage in it there has to be a buck
to pass and someone to pass it to. And
that’s what we haven’t got!

We knew from the very beginning that
where DIME DE-
TECTIVE MAG-
AZINE was con-
cerned it was up to
us to do the job and
do it right. That no
one was going to
do it for us and
that if things
slipped it was our
own chin that was
going to take the
sock. And that’s
why we’ve never let
down a minute in
our high-pressure
campaign to stuff
our pages with a
month-after-month
line-up of the great-
est thrill-specials
and master-mystery
features that our money could buy.

Just as a sample of what DIME DE-
TECTIVE readers may expect during
the coming months of 1933—in the next
issue you'll find the opening stories of
two. great new series by Carroll John
Daly and Erle Stanley Gardner; Freder-
ick Nebel and Oscar Schisgall are both
crashing through with a string of detec-
tive thrillers that we promise will leave
you gasping from excitement; John Law-
rence just telephoned to give us the out-
line of a horror-project he’s had brewing
for some time. And—and—and—

So you see buck-passing is certain to

Maxwell Hawkins

iI'S UP TO USY

be as unnecessary a diversion with us in
the future as it has been in the past. A
line-up of writers like that wouldn’t know
a buck if they saw one!

Here are a couple more members of
the DIME DETECTIVE outfit with
whom you haven’t had a chance to get
acquainted yet. Maxwell Hawkins, whose
Death Tunes In you
read in this issue,
says: “I was born
out where the tall
corn grows not so
long before the
Spanish - American
War, Didn’t follow
the example set by
the corn; but
stopped growing at
five feet four, and
immediately began
to spread out, put-
ting on many
pounds and moving
up to Chicago.

“Went to school
some more there
and then was grad-
uated later from a
military school in
Wisconsin. This made it easy to decide
what to do in April 1917—join the navy!
Left Harvard College to battle German
submarines on an eighty-foot converted
yacht and cover myself with glory. No
submarines, no battle, no glory!

“After the War decided to try to find
a good way to earn a more or less honest
living. Am still trying. Worked—I mean
worked—in the oil fields and later han-
dled oil leases. Then floundered into the
newspaper business, and for ten years
stayed there with brief spells as a sales-
man on the road, and a couple of years
ago floundered out of journalism into
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fiction writing. Some of my kind friends
aver I’'m still floundering.

“Have dignified the newspaper busi-
ness in Tulsa, Kansas City, Milwaukee,
Chicago and New York City. Discovered
that a good way NOT to be able to write
fiction is to spend too much time writing
for the daily prints, all opinions to the
contary notwithstanding.

“Am single and
have a keen thirst,
developed with
great care and at
no inconsiderable
cost. Enjoy writ-
ing, but find it dif-
ficult to sit still for
long stretches.
Would probably
turn out more and
better crime stories
with a couple of
broken legs.

“Live in New
¥York City, and
wish I didn’t. Go
to the country sometimes in the summer,
and wish I was back in New York. Shall
probably die at a ripe old age and be-
queath my heirs a battered typewriter and
a tall pile of rejected manuscripts as a
horrible warning against taking up the
life of a writer.”

H, M.

ND here is H. M. Appel who

writes from Xenosha, Wisconsin,
to tell us what kind of life one has
to live in order to concoct thrill-specials
like The Body in the Crypt. He says:
“I’m still on the right side of forty. Prin-
cipal business selling and advertising, but
have some farming interests in the South
where I spend as much time as I can.
Like to live in Wisconsin where fishing
is better and you don’t have to drive too
far to shoot a deer. Nature lovers take

notice that I've been practicing with bow
and arrow all summer. Judging from re-
sults to date that big buck will be quite
safe when the season opens a few weeks
hence!

“Other principal hobbies arc making
movies, sailing small boats, and trying to
keep up with three small sons. Spent a
couple of years in France with field artil-
lery, as a lieuten-
ant, and believe
that army reunions
will be bigger and
better without pro-
hibition !

“Started writing
detective stories
several years ago
and the business of
concocting  fiction
has become the
most interesting of
my rather numer-
cus occupations.”

And now we've
just got room to call
your attention to the big thrill-news con-
tained in the double-spread announcement
on Pages Fifty-eight and Fifty-nine of this
1ssue. In case you missed seeing it, turn
back there now and take a look. See if
we've been bragging out of turn! We said
at the beginning of this department that
we knew it was “Up To Us.” Now tell
us if we haven't “gone and done it”

And that’s not all. In the February
issue you're going to find anather piece of
information that'll warm the cockles of
the hearts of every detective-story fan in
the country. We've been going in for sur-
prises in a big way these last few issues
but this next one has got ‘em all stopped.
It’s about—but hang on until next month!
And don’t forget the new publication date.

The FEBRUARY DIME DETEC-
TIVE will arrive on JANUARY 7!

Appel
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“Twice as good—
for half the price”

N THESE days when most of us are trying desperately to make half as

much go twice as far, the instant success of Popular Publications’ new
group of dime magazines is not to be wondered at. There was never any
doubt in our minds that there were just as many people who liked to read
good red-blooded adventure fiction as there were in the old prosperity days.
The problem was to give it to them at a depression price—without sacri-
ficing the high quality which all readers of Popular Publications magazines
have learned to expect. We solved that problem. The magazine you now
hold in your hands is one proof of that statement. Glance below, and you’ll
find several other young huskies, each one further testifying to the truth
of our claim!

10¢ DIME 10¢ DIME
MYSTERY WESTERN
MAGAZINE

BOOK Magazine

—in the current issue features the grip-
ping saga of one cowman’s bitter fight to
survive, during the worst winter Wyoming
ever had. You’ll remember young Wind
River and the girl who backed him in his

—features Joseph Gollomb’s great mys-
tery novel, HE FEEDS ON DEATH. A

two-dollar book-length novel complete in
this month’s issue of the biggest bargain
magazine on any newsstand! “Murder was
food and drink to him. Unseen, unsus-
pected, he killed—and laughed!” In the
same issue, EDGAR WALLACE, T. T.
FLYNN and others!

10¢

one-sided, seemingly hopeless struggle
against zero cold and enemy lead. Don’t
miss BLIZZARD RANGE, by Harry F.
Olmsted! In the same issue; BOOT HILL
EPITAPH by Walt Coburn, OUTCAST by
Howard E. Morgan, THE KNIFE SONG
by T. W. Ford, a T. T. Flynn novel and
many other stories by feature writers in
the Western field!

ATTLE
BIRDS

—for January zooms to new heights with an all-star flight of famous war-air fictio

authors. Read gripping stories by STEUART M. EMERY, 0. B. MEYERS, HARO}_JLI)1
F. CRUICKSHANK and other great writers, Also, join our two sizzling, up-to-the-
minute air clubs—get the lowdown on other features that make this magazine ace-high

among war-flying books!
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Sisanteo) actual pastage on delivery. y(Or send $4.95 and I pay

Name . postage.) imply return outfit immediately if not
wanted. Money-back guarantee, Rush coupon, _ This

Address offer may never be repeated. o

Town.... MICHAEL Mc FADDEH

Outside De;

55 East 11th St. u.w York. N. ¥e
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"¢LOVER"

THE FAMOUS 35 YEAR OLD FLAVOR FORMULA

NOW you can obtain

the very same con-
centrated RYE or GIN
essence that has been
used for thirty-five years
by hotels and establish-
ments who “Know”!
One cellophane sealed,
one-ounce package will
flavor 5 gallons or 20
delicious quarts. It is
absolutely pure, highly
concentrated and the
results are perfect with
that real old “aged in

(NoN-ALCOHOLIC) the wood” fiavor.

THE DROPPER DOES THE TRICK!

The dropper furnished with each bottle removes all
guesswork as to proper proportions, and enables you
to make any amount from a pint to 5 gallons, for
instant use. Forty drops make one quart. Obtain-
able at the better drug or food stores or use the
coupon below. Satisfaction guaranteed or money
refunded.

- --------.---’-.---J
WILLIAM BETSCH COMPANY

“Established 35 Years”
Desk P12, 222 Greenwich St., New York City.

Gentlemen: Enclosed find $1.00 for which send me, postage
Eepmd one bottle of the Clover flavor I have checked

RYE
Or sz 00 for one bottle of each flavor).
Name oceeveecsrcrccrons ceesene seseceen
Address

NEW STUFFE!
WINNIE WINKLE

For men only. Tillie & Mae, Toots & Casper, Boss & Bubbles,
Fannie Hill, Only a Boy, Harold Teen & Lilums, Boob McNutt &
Pearl, The Vampire, The End of Helen, What Tommy Saw Under
the Parlor Door, Twelve Gay Love Letters Read Two Ways, Gay
Life in Paris; also 50 Rare and Daring French type pictures.
(Kind men like.) Also 50 Montmartre type pictures of beautiful
girls in thrilling, snappy, artistic poses with their fellows. We fill
orders the same day we receive them. All for cnly $1.00. Send
cash, stamps or money order.

IMPERIAL NOVELTY CO.

175 FIFTH AVENUE NEW YORK CITY

PAYS AGENTS UP TO

$6.00 AN HOUR

SPREAD-A-TREAD — the sensational discovery
eomnletgly re-treads tires as low as 75c.Patches lho]o
OF covers a worn spot or it for u co {le of pennies.

worn tread with new wuzh.ﬁaxible.long wenrinz sur-
‘ace. 2,000 miles of additional wear from any tire —
3UARAN TEED. Ends costly vulcanizing or re-h‘end-
Saves buying new tires. Seals holes and cracks.
ﬁein!orcae ‘weak spots. Prevenw blowvuta Rebuilds
tire from outside — where wear comes.

WRITE FOR FREE ‘AMPI.E SOy EE s

free demonsmﬁon

P RUBBER CO. OF AMERICA
Dept. A—30 , East Court St.

Bb In Your Home

Scientists now state that ““Complete unity in life depends on
sex harmony’’ and that the lack of it is the one greatest cause
£ h: marriages. Also that every woman ‘‘has the ca-

pacity forsex expression’ but toooft-
en she is nndeve]o ed or suffering withgen-
eral f sorrfers. which rob her of her
normal desu-es During an experience of
more than 35 years specializing in the treat-
ment of digeases peculiar to women, I de~
veloped a simple home treatment which has
brought new hope, health and happiness to
many thousands, Manyw ho had been child-
less toryears became proud and happy
Mothers. ds have written me
most glawing lettersof titude and now
=1 I want every woman who is run-down or
¥ suffering from female disorders
about tlns splendid treatment, and how she
may use it in the privacy of her own home.

Get This Knowledge FREE

Inmy two books ‘‘Full Development’’ and

A Baby In Your Home,” I intimatelydis=

cuss many important subjects relating to
the fema!le gex that are vitally interesting to every woman. They tell
how you too may combat your troubles as thousands of others baveand
often again enjoy the desires and activities of Nature’s most wonder<
ful creahon-—a normal, fully develo, ?ed orous woman. I will gladly
gend both books postpal free. y DR. H. WILL ELBERS,
Suite 467N, 7th and Felix Streets, St. Joseph, Mo,

Be A Detective

Make Secret Investigations
Earn Big Money. Work home or travel.
Fascinating work. Experience unnecessary.
DETECTIVE Particulars FREE, Write NOWto
GEO. P. D. WAGNER 2640 Broadway, N Y.

Accountants in U. S. Many

you thorou hlyat homein your C. P.
sparetime fg

Dept. 181-H
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the profession that pays»

Accountants command big in- ing knowledge unnecessary—
come. Thousands needed: we prepareyou from ground up:
About 12,000 Certified Public Our training is supervised by
Wm. B. Castenholz; A.M.;
earn $3,000 to $20,000.Wetrain C. P. A.; assisted by staff of
A’s. Low cost—easy
or C.P.A. examina- terms. Write now for valuable
tions or executive accounting 64-pagebookfree,* Accountmg,
positions: Previous bookkeep- the Profession That Pays.”

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY

Chicago, Illinois




CLASSIFIED

INSTRUCTION

MEN—WOMEN 18-50. $105.00 to $250.00 month, Steady Govern-
ment life jobs. Many Post-depression vacancies, Prepare immedi-
ately. List positions and particulars FREE. Write today sure.
Franklin Institute, Dept. D48, , N. Y.

AGENTS

Sel hosiery, lingerie, shirts, underwear below store 1})(1:1%5, 40%
Yor!

commissions. L. Keating, 104 Fifth Avenue, New
animals, etc., or enlan.emenhs of any

and
life-hke enl-rzeman guaranteed f-dalgu. Pay postman 47¢

ANY PHOTO ENLARGED

Size 8x10 Inches or smalier if de- I 7 =
original photo guaran

sired. Same price for full length ox
SEND NO MONEY i1t oo

bust form, groups, landscapes, pet
within a week you will rece

908 W. Lake S!.. Dept. 423-A, Hi.

Married Women’s
SECRETS—NOW !

You can now depend on our new S. P. Relief Com-
ponnd. Double Strength Successfully relieves some
of the most unnaturally suppressed stubborn delays,
often 1n 48 hours, ABSOLUTELY safe, harmless,
mo inconvenience. Highly recommended and used
by thousands of women. End Feminine misery.
| Use S. P. Relief Compound and you’ll never be
withou! 1t. All orders shlppe rushed same day
received, in plain wrapper. Mail $2.00. For Double
Strenghh 33.00, 2 for $5.00. Write for Free Book-
let on Sanitary Products and Rubber Goods, today!

Snyder Froduetho.. =27w. WNorth Ave., Dept. 33-C cmcago

Quit Tobacco

‘banish unaided the hold eohneo bas _upon you.
isldel by Sobacon uacea have, with the
of the Keeley Treatment, found it easy to quit.

KEELEY TREATMENT FOR
TOBACCO HABIT ?o‘}““‘t’..'é‘e:"hs';c:{.‘:::c

for 50 Write todas
BRORET FaT doAnanTaY, o

H oﬂh 1 Keel t for Liquor and 3
ome 8 nnru::em ley Treatment fo qn Dn:_‘p.‘.

KEELEY INSTITUT De 'l'-203 leght Hiinois

TEA
BRAND NEW Jhiien

s ———
Fast Selling Sensation!
modern device which p

Everyone buys this harmless,
pom 1va against

morons, vicious dogs,

A one minute demonstratwn brings orders from motorists,
police departments, banks, stores and, all classes of business.
lt's Easy To Sell as many as 2 dozen daily—LARGE

ARGIN OF_PROFIT enables you to make up to $400.00
por month. You take orders and collect your pay every
da; Now for exclusive territo:

Chesterfield Sta De;

Let me arrange a romantic correspondence for

you. Find yourself a sweetheart thru America’s

7/ foremost select social correspondence club. A friend~

Wchip letter society for lonely ladies and

Members _everywhere; CONFIDENTIAL mtroductéons

y letter'
efficient, dignified and continuous service, I have of

Most Practical
Boiler & Cooker
Made with large6-inch Im-

Nos&e{nz

order, most sub-
d t‘:t“’h the

& "Wl ifotimo,
al service and satis-
Easily Cleaned
Capremovedin asec-
ond: no burnin ol

hands. I ideal
boiler and;
pressure holler p‘b

He Stopped
Whiskey!

An Odorless and Tasteless Treatment
When Used as Directed

Any lady can give it secretly at home in tea, coffee
44 agy" mst:gsl nothing to %It you have a husband
son, bmther. father or friend is a victim of whiskey,
lyo ame and address to Dr.

lonely pe%)le happy—why not you? ‘Write for FREE seal

d parti cula

JAGKSONVILLE. FLORIDA

has automatic ions which hlnd
springs or pads. No salves or plasters Sent on trial to prove &(1:1
H.C. BROOKS, 59‘-0 Stlte Street, Marshall, Michigan

$1260 to $3400 Year
post-depression jobs coming. Prepare now.
how to get them

80X
hi
and draw the broken namNtngether as
Beware of imitations, Never sold. stores. Write today for fi
WANT A STEADY JOB?
MEN—WOMEN 18 to 50. Common Education
Write immediately for free 32-page book, wi
RANKLIN INSTITUTE
Dept. 0176

Leam about my pertected invennon '
= orries!
you would a broken limb.
’.mformntmn sent free sealed envelope.
n e
Work For “"Uncle Sam
usually sufficient. Short hours. Thousands
list of positions and full particulars tellins
Rechester, N. Y,

all yoor
Stiffness, Leg
circulating through system in 15 minutes. Only
VITAL POWER VlG Y—use the amaz-
S.
Doral Laboratories, Dept. A-17, 303 West 42 St., N. Y. City

nes dg. I
will send you absolutely free, in plai
I I : U
[ If you feel run-
lg ts down and suffer
Pains, Nervous-
ness, Acidity or
Burning, caused by poorly functioning Kidneys
75c at druggists. Guaranteed to fix you up or
money back on return of empty package.
Are You Premature In Loss Of
PE
ingly scientific DORA VIGOB TAB A glandular stimulant rec-
ommended by physicians to increase mnatural powers with long
lasting results. $1.95 postpaid fog' 50 time treatment. 8 boxes $5.
‘sg‘ommnmnmmrm
] WHO PROVES THAT THIS
fs not the actual to of myself showing my

package thiswonder‘ult:r tment.
from Getting Up
or Bladder, try Cystex (pronounced Siss-tex) spe-
Super strength §2.95. " 2 boxes $5. (C. O. D. 15c extra, Cash
superb physique .'-’5‘ ‘how the Rou system has
8-4 inches

others is an example of what it should do for you., Write
today and be thankfal life,
Nights, Backache,
cially prepared for these troubles. Works fast,
mew over 35, who ee). the ueed of regam.mg prematurely los*
only outside U.
increased my own height to 6 ¢t. 3

Cll-nu g’ .t?ls m old nh !n-
T'to 6 {nches 1o s ¢

FIRST 1N 1007
No Appliances—N FIRST 70-DAY

es—No Drugs—No Diet
ROSS SYS' I'EH NEVER FAILS. I’u ‘en Dolhn Conplol'
Testimony and Particulars & e
= G

Al low teme for return mails across the Atllntll"

ﬁ
B

. MALCOLM ROSS, H
_ Searborough, Engisad, (b. O, Box 18) €=



TWO FAMOUS DOCTORS HAVE DARED
47" TOWRITE THIS 640 PAGE BOOK!

DARING SEX FACTS REVEALED — This book tells —
The truth about Love and Sex now frankly and fear-
lessly told. Plain facts about secret sins told in plain -8b0llt,

language. Startling—dynamic—honest. No ‘Beating
about the bush’—each fact told straight from the Twilight Sleep—Easy Childbirth

shoulder. g‘%x Exoessesf e
e Crime of ortion

’ SEX IS NO SIN 3 Impotence and Sex Weakness
Bitter tears and years of regret can never Wwipe out How Bables are Born
the greatest sin. Is one moment’s happiness worth Meaching Children Sex
the terrible price to any woman? Ruined homes— The Dangers of Petting
lovers separated—married life wrecked—divorce—scan- What Every Man Should Know
dal—sins of the parents inherited by their children— Intimate Personal Hygiene
. all the horrible results of IGNORANCE of life’s most Venereal Diseases
important thing—SEX! Learn the truth about sex— The Sexual Embrace
the human body—its functions, ills, remedies. Both How To Build Virility
parts of this 640 page book, fully illustrated, reduced How To Gain Greater Delight
to $2.98, formerly $5.00 Guide to Love

“ Birth Control Chart For Married
BANISH FEAR AND IGNORANCE! Women

Sex Attraction

Never before have the facts of sex, the revelations of
Secrets of the Honeymoon

sex, the marvels of the human body been discussed so

frankly, honestly and fearlessly. Everything you How To Pick a Husband
want to know—and should know, is told nlaix‘xl% in ?ﬁ:&eﬁu&l :’ggzt Lﬁﬂ?‘fr e
simple language, anyone can understand in HE Joye of Perfect Mating

What To Allow a Lover To Do

NEW EUGENICS.” No one should be without this
valuable book. Learn all about the Male and Female
Organs, the Fatal Mistakes of Wives and Husbands
ete. Take advantage of the special offer. Mail the
coupon at once!

PIONEER PUBLISEING CO.
110 W. 40 St., Dept. 117, New York, N. Y.

L2 INOLNNET_
Special FREE otfer——]
This outspoken
7 book GIVEN
/ FREE, to all who
4 order “THE NEW
EUGENICS” at
$2.98. Learn about
the construction and
functions of the male

and female body! FREE! : O f e ’.-' e

: . included:
N.ote,_ﬂzis DHoOK. e e v T S W S - — - P TP =
\WIZI mt_be sold Pioneer Publishing Company
io mlnory Dept. 117, New York, N. Y.

ind 110 West 40th St.
i ‘0 . TR ..
Over 400,000 copies Budly pad s ST, Nay Eaue O vs
of this daring

wrapper. I will pay the postman $2.98 (plus
book sold.

: 2 postage) on delivery. Also send me FREE of
& z CHARGE, “The Philosophy of Life.””
[ - NAME,
[dl lionIs
. . &
Il ﬂl l te d Outside of U. S. — 83.45 in advance.
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OUR idea for a practical article or an improve-

ment upon an old one should be patented NOW.
Frequently many of the thousands of applications filed
in the U. S. Patent Office each year are for the same
In such a case, the burden
of proof rests with the last application filed. Some-
times a delay of even a few days in filing the appli-

or almost the same idea.

cation means the total loss of the patent.
Lose NO TIME.

The entire time of my large and experi-
enced organization is devoted exclusively to
patent and trade-mark cases. We know the
rules and requirements of the Patent Office.
We understand the technicalities of Patent
Law. We can proceed in the quickest and
safest ways in preparing an application for
a patent covering your idea.

The book shown here contains valuable informa-
tion that every inventor should know. 1t tells you
just how to go about obtaining a patent for your
idea. With the booklet I wi!l send you my ‘Record
of Invention” form on which you may sketch your
idea and establish its date before a witness. [i a
dispute arises this will he valuable to you. Send
the coupon TODAY! You vill receive the FREE
book, the ‘“‘Record of Invention” Form, and full
information regarding costs.

Strict Secrecy Preserved

All communications, sketches, etc.,, are held in
strictest confidence and protected by steel files.
Your idea will be in trustworthy hands.. I have

the highest references. It is probable that I can
help you. Send the Coupon AT ONCE.

Personal Service

Your case will be handled Ly a specialist selected
for knowledge and experience in certain lines of
inventions. His personal attention will be given to
your idea.

and specification rooms.

Above is a view of our drafting
These important departments are made up of men of demon-
strated skill and aptitude for the particular phases of patent
and trade-mark procedure to which they give their attention.

Patent Your ldeas
This Free Book Shows How

 APATENT

ALSO FREE
‘‘Record of Invention” Blank: On re-
quest I will send you FREE a copy of
my ‘‘Record of lnvention’ blank. On
this blank you can sketch and describe
your invention and have
witnessed in such manner
that it may be of value to you
as evidence. Send coupon
now and receive this form
together with my free book, |

CLARENCE A. OBRIEN

Y
REGISTERED PATENT ATTORNEY
WASHINGTON. D.C.

Clarence A. O'Brien

Regi ed Pate A ney
16-B Adams Building, Washington, D. C.

Please send me your Free Book, “How to Obtain a
Patent,” and your “Record of Invention” form, without
any cost or obligation on my part.

(Important:

Write or print name plainly.

B e v o 0 0 0 e o > S N -



SforYOU!

MONEY...

For a New Home
To Pay Your Bills
For Rainy Days
For Education

usf s e nd To Start a Busine

” YOUR NAME

Just send your name—on
this coupon — on any sheet
of paper or on a one-cent
postal and you will be quali-
fied for the opportunity to
win $3,500.00 Cash or any
of 225 Grand Prizes. It'’s
not a “Good Luck” chance.
No puzzles to solve. No ex-
perience or skill is required.

HUNDREDS
HAVE WON

Throughout the past year we have
given away hundreds and thousands
of dollars in Big Cash Prizes — all
over the United States.

Joe Walsh, a miner in
vania, won $4.-
in Cash Prizes.

Mrs. Hamet Rober(-
son, New || I
$1,1

ing an active part in
our (ash Prize Dis-
tribution.

Dennis Beemer, Mich.,
63 years of age, won
$1,700.00 and many
other Rewards
— truly a Real For-
tune.

Mrs.  Gritzke,
won over

rm
with,”

NOW . rein

No house - to - house can-
vassing. Anybody may win.
$3,500.00 ! ! It’s a real fortune
these days. Picture to yourself
what $3,500.00 would mean to you
— to spend as you like — for edu-
cation — the payment on a home —
furniture — clothes — to pay off a debt
or mortgage — a new, beautiful car — or
to make a trip!

6I LL GIVE AWAY. ..

00000..../

IN 25 BIG CASH PRIZES

AND 200 ADDITIONAL GRAND PRIZES
I'm manager for one of the country’s largze manufacturers and national
distributors of famous Toiletries and Household Products, and this sen-
sational $6,000.00 Cash Distribution Plan is a pa:t of our nation-wide
advertising campaign. You have a real chance to win. Salesgirl, house-
wife or school teacher—mechanie, clerk, doctor or farm boy—everybody
over 16 years of age has an opportunity. Anyone may win $3,500.00 or
any of 225 Big Grand Prizes.

SEND NO MONEY~—There’s only one thing to do now!
Write your name and address on the coupon below and mail it in an
envelope or just paste it on a one-cent postal card. Many big for-

tunes—ma reat successes have started with only a eoupon, a name
and a postage stamp. YOUR fortune may depend just upon this cou-
pon. A Ie stamp or penny postal may mean a fortune to you! !

BE PROMPT!

$100.00 CASH

Certificate At Once!
To make it worth your while TOM WOOD, Manager,
to be prompt in sending your H. O. Bux]dlng, Dept. CA-73-A, Cmcmn;h. Ohio
name — if you will see that

your letter or postal is post- Yes, tell me quickly
marked not more than three carefree days agai
days after vou read this no- winners—many in my
tice, 1 will send you aﬁilllﬂ
Cash Promptness Certificate . "
AT ONCE, entitling you to 3t LA Tk e S R SR B
an extra $100.00 in Cash
should you be the fortunate Address
winner of the First Grand
Prize.

TOM WOOD, Mg:vd.
Dept. CA-73-A H. 0. Bldg., BEE T TORA IS OB O oo ossessossiesbostaesms o snbes s sss st st sbasss e ssossesaes
Cincinnati, Ohio Date I read this offer

how T ran w
Als |

To
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