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Blank Cartridge Pistol

REVOLVER STYLE

Three new model- now out

llt 80¢ and $1.00. Well

nd effect Mod-

ollod on_pattern ol lnelt
type of anolnr Ap|

sace -lona enough to acare burglar. Tekes 22 Cal,

nk Cartridges obnm-bk cve hero Gren
mteeﬂon against burglars, dogs. Have

nmnd without the d.n er atuched to nther

"'kvm Fine lo':, 'uh' ul ‘ . e;r!s. f?r stage
istol, ete. . \
ll.. unw S ZIB ln. lon,

CA 80c por
uo. LS YR (Coamn CARTTIDGES & ped by Expres
erepald. Big catalog oml'.'. pistols, cpo’rhuy::odn. m.wm'g

BOYS' THROW YOUR VOICE

Intos trunk, under the bed or
/# anywhere. Lots of fun fooling
teacher, policeman or friends,

IDGES

8 little instrument, fits in
e mouth’out of sight, used
with above for Bird Calls, ete.
Anyone can use it. HNever
fa A 16-pag
Ventriloquism together with the
Ventrilo. All for 10c postpaid.

CHAMELEONS

25 Cents Each. Shipped By Mail
LIVE, SAFE DELIVERY GUARANTEED

Get one of these most wonderful of all creatures. Watch it change
its color. Study its habits. Wear one on the lapel of your coat as
a curiosll¥ Watch it shoot out its ton%)e as it catches fies and in-
sects for go for months without
lood Measures about 4 inches i1 pped to any address

. S. A. by mail. We guarantee ure mnvareand live' dehvery
Pllcl 28 cms. OR 3 FOR 50 CENTS POS'I’P

‘Novelty French [ Photo Ring

flere 1s a very great novelty
in Rings, that is selling in
thousands. It is a nicely
muue ring, finlshed in imita-
tion platinumn, and set with
® large imitation diamond.
It looks just like an ordi-
nary ring, but in the thank
of the ring is a small micro-
scople picture almost {nvisle
ble to the naked eye, yet is
magnified to an almost ine
credible degree and with as-
tonishing clearness. There is auite an 8ge
sortment of pictures that should suit 211 tastes,
Some are pictures of bathing girl beruties,
pretty French Actresses, etc., others are views
of places of interest in France, Panama anal and elsewhers
others show. the Lord's Prayer in type, every word of whic!
can be read by persons with normal eyesight. ‘.l'hey are lmer-
esting without being in any way obicctionable. ®RICE 25¢,

for 65¢, or $2.25 per doz, postpaié. BIG CATALOG 10c

THE FAN DANCE

HIT of the CENTURY of PROGRESS

Who will forget the famous FAN DANCE episode of
the Century of Progress Exposmon in Chicago? Here it
is humorously, cleanly presented in vest pocket form,
You flip the pages and HOTSY TOTSY comes to life
and whirls through her dance, provoking not asly smile,
but a wholesome laugh from all, even the most fastidious.
Itis a most innocent fun maker that will cause you and
your friends no end of fun anl amusement. HOTSY
TOTSY the FAN DANCER measures only 2 x 3 inches
- 6 square inches.of spicy, piquant entertainment for one
and all. PRICE 10c. Add 3cfor postage. Big Catalog 10c.

Johnson Smith & Co., Dep. 791, Racine, Wis.

RADIO RECEIVING SET

pensive Radio the materials for
punl\utd for ls;‘u'u u-ilk' Ah: l‘-‘u-“e‘h
p‘ll ses, ete.  CNLY 1Se. pestpald.

SII.EIIT DEFENDER

hand, tbe
rers neln: grasped in the !our holec. Ve

useful in an emergenc, ¥ of alumi-
num thay lrs vary |¢m. welghln(
than 3. andy pocket eize
always t vsa. PRICE

m
25e uch 2 'or lSe 2 for 45¢ peost

"o’ WIN ar PéKER

Wmun by 8 card sharper, Tells how to win at draw
g Explains different ‘varieties of
m-gn Poker. Stud Poker. Whiskey

The Freeze-out, The Wil
“Exposes the mex'\od! used bv’
Brotessional gamblers. 13

an
fleeced b crooked players lnd
c Pogm . Big Novelty Catatop 10 C:

MADE 250 m\clc_
sYAn excellent little

k containing 250
Parlor tricks, tncks

n
1 b
PRICE 10,

with cards, coin:
handkerch:ets.ecgs.
rings,glasse:

slmple that a child

Profusely illus.

Price Postpaid xoc. 3 copies 25c¢.
CKS and sleight of hand. Contains
1-d bestcard tricks as performed by ct

ebrated ici 18, with exposure ol card tricks uled
by Drofoull;nll nmblers. PRICE 25¢ POSTPAID.

Wonderful X-Ray Tube

% m A wonderlul alttle fusiru=

ment producing optical
Illuslons bot,h surprising

. che lcad ln s ead pencll,

In rior opening in m, and m:

startling.
other ulmllnrllluslons, Prln 10¢, 3for2c.

the
any

REAL LIE PET TURTLES Fortune Telling By Cards

zsc 3

Book shows how to tell fortunes
wlth cards, dice, dominoes, crystal,
. Tells the meaning and sig-

. cation of every card. Several dif«
ferent methods explaize and fully
fllustrated. Crammed full from cov<
er to cover with complete lnlormn-
tion on fortune-telling. PRICE 100

Guaranteed
If you want a fascinating and interesting little pet, just risk

and we will send you a real live PET TURTLE

1: seck its own f¢

Get one or more. Study their habits. You will find them
tremely interesting. Price 25¢. SPECIAL 'IURTLE FOOD lOepkg

ADDRESS ORDERS FOR GOODS

LATEST
| CATALOG

DEPT. 791,

Edition for 26¢.. Bigg:

existence.
JOMNION SHTH

s co
RAGINE WIS

where.

by mail

tpaid. Thousands sold at ChicagoWorlds Fair. No troub-
e at I" to keep. Just giveit a little lettuce or cabbage or let
. Extremely gentle, easily kept and live
for years and years. ‘Need less attention than any other pet.

JOHNSON SMITH & CO.
RACINE, WISCONSIN

Cue complate Catalog unt oh recelpt o' 10c, or the Do Luxs Cloth Bound
and better than ever. Only book

Describes thounndx of all the latest tricks in magic, the mew-
ost noveitles, puzziés, games, sporting goods, rubber stamps, unusual and
lnuustlng books, curicsities In seeds and plants, etc., many unprocuradble Wi
Remit by Coin, Monev Order or Postage S'amps. .

tamps 3

Very striking, (;zullnt

and uncommon. idi
ed metal finish: skull
an bones

Pitch the N.-l-w

HOW TO PITCH [ih, e Bas= g s"?:‘

sons by leading Big Le: Pitchers.Clearly il t-
| e ndaescribed with 85 pictures. - POSTRAID. 386

ON THIS PAGE TO

LATEST
CATALOG

of its kind in
JOHNSON SHITH

8 co.
RACINE WIS,

Electric Telegraph Set 150

Bovs' A private Electric Tele ?nph Set of
'®your own for 1S¢. Lots of fun sending
%El to your friends. Better still get two sets,
em u as uhown in the directions, for TWO-
WAY SSAGES (sending and re-
celvmg) No tmuble at all to operate
with' the simple instructions that \
\
0
./,,,.,,."1,‘,"

accompany each set. Operates on any
standard dry battery ohtamnble
ever‘ywhere. ththns outm you
mit and recelve
by the Morse In!erna(mml e,
and in a very shorttime become
an expen operator. Mounted
ona n base measuring
4x3i m first ¢lass construce
tion thrwghout, complete
with key, sounder, magnet
miniaturé Western Union
blanks,
box witl

gncked in & neat
full illustrat

ed mstmcuons

.| ALL FOR
Swuhout Buuery)
“h-

ouu:u. 'llﬁl l“m

NEW VAMPING CARD 15¢c

NO TEACHER NEEDED -
Surprisingly Sim) “plt Syse
tem. Persons ha neg-
lected their Musical
cation need not despair, for
with the aid of our new
VAMPING CARD (placing
the card upright over the
piano keysr you can Vamp
away to thousands of Songs
nowledge of music is required.

PIANO
pLAvING
MADE

Ballads, Waltzes, Rag Time, etc.
After using it a few times, {‘ u will be able to dispense with the.aid ot
theVamping Card entirely. This clever invention costs only i8¢ 8¢ pp!

BIG ENTEAIN ER 15¢

326 Jokes and_Riddles, 25
Magic Tricks,10 Parlor Games,
73 Toasts, 13 Fairy Tales, 10 03
5 Secrets,

o

Problems,
i tions, 10 Funny Readings, 11
‘ B8 Parlor Pastimes, 13 irta-
110 Girls’ and Boys’ Names and_ their Meanings, 10

1
Picture Puzzles, 69 Amusing Rhy es, 37 Amusing Experi-
wments, Deaf and Dumb Alphabet, Shadowgmphy. Gypsy, For-
tune Teller, How to tell Fortunes with Cards, Dice, Dowminoes,

etc. Hypnotism, Ventriloquism, Cut-outs
for Checkers and Chess, Dominoes, Fox and Geese, 9 \len
Morris, Spanish Prison Puzzle. Game of Anagrams, 25 Card

Tricks, Crystal (iazing, ete. ALL FOR 15c. Novelty Catalog 10¢

TELL YOUR OWN FORTUNEI Learn to Hypnotize

With the aid of lhl.dmn s
boo -nd fortune - teller, hm’ b!‘:"ln'n‘ i
about Hypnotism,

Crystal, Coffee Cup,

. you be wealthy? Co
% ‘ vnh dmuon-vy of dreams
h descriptions and cot-

lueky Dumbers, lmlulu
ays, oracles, divin:

'
:. mi;t‘r‘)a‘nw. Price. lOc |2

10c

a~‘

eases, ho;
;pnollxc Aty
chapters. ONLY

EI.EGTRIC MOTOR

luu-ion.-’alc.

All Parts Nec-
essary for only

Hou:lls P"" se Eztra Electric Motor for
oy :
Bat-
tery
®ail puttirg
the parts
together In
factit’sfun.
HOME BREWED YNES| Merry Widow

%/%@-/gzlk:‘g‘g I-l and k erchief
/1 5,

» for

¥k making al |
sers. cier, cide findt o
veers, g ilder cham

[Brandles m, < trult. cor:

dials and’ llmplo llqueun t syraps,

R e

H a
larly good an: holnoma .':{u'h-"i: s

lnn 's_handkerchie!
and mirthfal }okll.



3. B. SMITH, President, nnon.

to show how easy it is
to learn at home in
spare time to fill a

fudlo

you & FREE
ational Radio Institute, thn. ludlo 19 cinating; that I u you nnctl money-making in-
umnzton. D. C. — the formation, to learn, easy to put into use. See for yournu' why
man who has directed the many men with less than a nchoo 0 Radio
training of t more men for experience have become Radio Experts at twe 0 and three al what
the Radio industry than they were making before they enrolled with me Get the al
eny other man in Americas time and full time job oppartuni

Many Radio Experts
we:k.oGetreadyforJobs

loy testers, TS,

:mg::{ '.l'hm are many onp:-tuznma
Radio 058 of

gm;ialn up. “lti":l 8 hig tmlnus—l
mwo trained
Many make s.'ghml.o

berhood needs & md
hm—howl

Broadeasting stations eerg, operators, mManagers, &N
mmrornnm buum uptozgoot"ayw mdionctmiueme

servicemen,
, and pay up mﬂboo.yur Radio dealers and job
salesmen, managers, and pay up
Lohavo-mm tlmormll
butnm
enouzh to a
s Radio Bxpert. l'!ltrunwuuhomin
$15 a week Extra in
ostatoneo

d you dnwuun
enrol, fot doing 28 Radio jobs. Baw when you '&mvud?.:n
uch tion for servicft

ng sets and
$200 to

Systems, Television,
io, etc., muded

cemen, salesmen,
to $10¢

Gat nuiy 1o¥

or conduct.

You must be Satisfled

T make t.hhuroomu x in writing—if
t when you fini;
100 &onime: wiih the lessons and ,::m.a
ce I iuvo dnn

ve paid me f you. L

Get my book on Radio’s Oppore
tunities. Get a Free
Lesson too
$afl coupon now. I'll send you "mm nevn:dn
in Radio’’ and 8 FREE lesson at Find

out about mdlo'l spare time and full
portunities; read wi others who have taken
D et pouiaeit whethat my sataing 1o
8on, ©. 1@
clesr, interesting, pncticd. -me“’xi ls.no ngu-

gation, Act at on 1 coupon in an en-
wlopeorpuuona.lcmd Do 1t right

J. E. SMITH, President
Bational Radio Institute, Depte 4JK9
Washington, D. C.

l'lONS oy mgn =
el

ﬁl:%mf:‘ﬁ.
paying up to $100 8 weck.

UD SPEAKER SYBe
TEMS, one of Radio’snew+
= developments, gives ine

, well-paying jobe
€0 many.

The Tested Way to BETTER PAY

'éood

for FREE SAMPLE LESSON

a/ta’ BOOK o7 RADIOS OPPORTUNITIES

J. E. SMITH, Presiden
National Radio Imtitnte. Dept. 4JK9
Washington, D. C.

I want to take advantage of your offer, Withe
out obligating me, send me your Free Sample
Lesson and your book, “Rich Rewards in Radio,"

(Please print plainly.)

NAME.......... e T Uon
ADDRESS o o s e euseee

1
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EVERY STORY COMPLETE EVERY STORY NEW
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COMPLETE NOYEL-LENGTH ACTION MYSTERY

Solve the secret of
The Golden Cipher .T.T. Flynn 46

As Jerry Prince—Prince of Thieves—sets out to retrieve a brace of diamend—wed death messen-
gers from hell’s ewn hock-shop.

2 SMASHING MASTER MURDER NOVELETTES 2
Cardigan—ihat big dick from Cosmos—is

Too Hot to Handle Frederick Nebel 10
EBven with asbestos gloves, when 2 mug like MacQ him of picking a dead man’s pockets.

Sign the register for a room at
Murder Inn Preston Grady 108

And check in with Detective McGovern as he cracks down on a death set-up deluxe.

4 THRILLING DETECTIVE SHORT STORIES 4

Roll
Dice and No Dice........... - R.D. Torrey 32

With Johnny Carr for $1,760 in table stlkes——then raise the ante with a murder side-bet.

Follow a blind-alley clue to where

The Corpse InS18 22 7. - ~ == D. E. Winstead 78
E:skmﬂ in its pool of crimson, mute challenge to turn a cold lead into the hot tip that'll corner
Do a danger

Fade-Out—A Cass Blue Story...........coooooeoee . John Lawrence 91
Up a seven- mr murder trail, to those twin terror houses where the Dale girl waited under the

shadow of doom

Smash the
Scandal Racket Dwight V. Babcock 127

That meant murder for two with a string of priceless pearls the blood stake.
Here are some

Gub Aneles. o L e e Editor 139
You DIME DETECTIVE readers have expressed curiosity about—cleared up by authors who know

the answers,

Cover —"He Had a Sickle in His Hand” ... ....John Howitt

From “Fade-Out.”

Issued the First and Fifteenth of Every Month—Now 144 Pages
—— e p— e

Watch for the October 1st Issue On the Newsstands September 15th

hzbllshed twice a mnnth Popular Publications, Inn 2256 Grove Street, Chicago, Illinois. Editorial and executive offices
East Pony second sn-:zt New York City. Harry Steeger, President and Secretary, Harcld 8. Goldsmith, Vice President
Entered as second cla.ss matter March 16, 1933, at the Post Office at Chicago, Ill., under the Act of Mncho
1879 Tnlo registration pend.inz at U. S. Patent Office. Copyrighted 1934 by Popular Publications Ins. Single com nﬂne 10c.
early subseriptions in U. A. $2.00. For ndvenismg rates address Sam J. Perry, 2056 E. 42nd St., New York, N ‘When
manuscripts, Hndly enclose stampod If-addressed mvelope for their return if found unavailable. The wblim

cannot aooept. responsibility for return of unsolicited manuscripts, slthough all care will be exercised in bandling them.




INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOO

“The Universal University”

“Who Wins and
before which I-have marked X:
TECHNICAL AND
O Architect
D Archmotuul Draftsman
mﬁ Estimating
ood illworking
D Contractor and Builder
[ Structural Draftsman
Structural Engineer
Electrical Engineer
Electrio Lighting
Welding, Electriec and Gas
O Reading Shop Blueprinta
O Telegraph Engineer
O Telephone Work
O Mechanical Engineer
O Mechanical Draftsma:
0 Machinist O Toolm:
O Inventing and Patenting
) Patternmaker
O Heat Trutmenc of Metals
O Bridge Engin:
O Bridge and Bmldin‘ Foreman

CIDDD

O Aviation Engines

Busi

Box 3308, Scranton, Penn.

Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet,
Why,” and

full particulars about the subject
INDUSTRIAL COURSES

O Air Conditioning
D Sheet Metal Worker
[) Steam Engineer
Steam Electric Engineer
Civil En| ln:h M

Surveying and Mapping
Refrigeration

R. R. Locomotives [J Air Brakes

R. R. Section Foreman
% R. Bridge-and Building Foreman

Textile Overseer or Supt.
O Cotton Manufacturing
[0 Waolen Manufacturing
O Agriculture O Fruit Growing

O Gas Engines(] Diesel Engines O Poultry Farming (O Radio

O Marine Engineer

0 Office Management
O Industrial M

BUSINESS TRAlNING COURSES
OB

Cor
Leu.ermz Bhow C;‘rdn O Bigne

hy and Typing

O Traffic Management
O Accountancy and
C.P.A. Coaching
O Bookkeeping
O Secretarial Work
[ Cost Accountant
O Salesmanship [ Advertising
[ Service Station Salesmanship

D Civil Service

O Mail Carrier

D Railway Mail Clerk

D Grade School Subjects

D High School Subjects
College Preparatory
First Year College

O Illustrating O Spanish

O Wallpaper Decorating O Cartooning O French
Salesmanship O Lumber Dealer

Name Age.

Address 2

City ....State.

Oacunation: =ut ol R

11 wou reside in Canada, send this coupon to the Intl'rnafumal
Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal, Canada

AND MAIL IT?

OUI.D YOU MARK

But we don’t tell you that!
it’s not true. Too much
depends on you

WE po say this— and can prove it:
Thousands of men all over the
country today are making $50 a
week and over, and are emphatic in
the conviction home-study training
through I C. S. Courses is the great-
est single factor in shaping their
careers! If you have just a vague
wish for more money, don’t trouble
yourself or us with the coupon. But
if you mean business, so do we!




INCHES of MUSCLE

PUT ON YOUR ARMS
with the

GERMAN IRON SHOE
MUSCLE BUILDER

Here is the greatest exerciser ever
made to build giant-like arms, wide,
powerful shoulders, a brawny back
and a tremendous chest! John Fili-
pone added five inches to his arms; E.
Peters added one inch to each bicep
the first week! What they have done,
you can do!

“The lron Shoe Cannot Be Wed"
Says William Raymond -- America’s

Strongest-Armed Man

Become the center of attraction wher-
ever you go! Decide now that you are
going to have muscles that not only
leok good but are good! Get sinews
of steel! The iron shoe will de-
velop them to a super-state that
carnot be equailed. of our
pupils have put four inches on
their biceps and increased their
shoulder spread six inches.
NEW MODEL NOW READY!
Special NEW features, including the
*‘Chain S th Resiator” on
the f::‘ndoua 8 wropelm R‘lgfslé Stgﬂh
trength er” wi
registers your dny by day improvement.
SPECIAL FREE OFFER
The Iron Man’s Famous 60 day illustrated
Picture Course of Imstruction is ineluded
FREE! This is the greatest body-building
offer ever presented. Ring in mow for the
lowest priced and biggest result-getting exer-
ciser under the sun!
Send today . . . NOW . . . for FREE {llus-
trated information. No obligation.

*
SEND FOR Jecial  FREE  OFFER!
Amevican Athletic Apnliance Com; s
4324 Paul 8t,, Dept. PP-9, mmﬁ'.'in. Pa.

Gent} ¢ Without obligation and witheut cost,
send particulars about your Iron Shoe
Builder and Special FREE offer.

AQArens;: it T T e she s sinawseissetivis e viee

ONE FRENCH WOM ‘\\N
TELLS

'ANOTHER

Now yeu

tru‘umm direcc (rom u:
WWul apd does
bellave it ﬂ the on wg
interfersace with

« . . DO so-called

e e e

ce. elay now by

Gone with 1t. Dr. Haller's Proseription” 6000

some of the longest and most stu cases a

aman tn fun ction or g}r ded, Sh same hour thlt
n p

led box. S‘nd ﬂvo dollars for complete
cumlmuﬁg.treltmunt to P Incorporat

Al }.ewyn .| \ od.p}gﬂ! 'x;m
Angeles, rnid, or ply e postman, plus a few

TODAY| P.8. We “50 offer you
... 8t $2.00

cents postage on delivery,
our reltable Full Strength Pruc'l;gﬂlm 200

per box.

I.ONESOME’

loneﬁv .nd %mmme : FREEM led particulars,
peo DY—w ou or
EVAN M nap F.0. JACKSONVILLE, FLORIDA

TILLIE AND GUS!

THE LATEST STUFF
Also TiRile and Mac, Maggie and Jiggs, Dumb Dora, Boss and
Bubbles, I'eaches and Browaing, French Stenographer, A Bach-
elors Dream, A Model’'s Life, Adam and Eve, Kip and Alice,
Hgrold Teen and Liliums, Toots and Casper, The Gumps, Winnlo
inkle, Gus and Gussie, Barney Google and Spark Plug, Boob
McNutt and Pearl, Tillie the Toller, Cave-men Love; Chorus Girl
Love; Turkish Love; Apache Love; Old Mald’s Love} Papa Love;
ilors on Shore; What Tom Saw Through the Heyhole: When
Flubby Comes Home; What the Window Washer Saw; Mabel and
the Iceman; A Turidsh Harem; Mexican Love; and 80 Snappy
French Girl Poses. 16 French Lovers’ Pictures, French Men and
Women in Passionate Love Poses. Also Hula-Hula Dancing Girl,
All the above will be sent you propaid for only $1.00.

SEA-BREEZE NOVELTY HOUSE

P. 0. Box 1458, NEW HAVEN, CONN.,

Dept. G3-5.TC

.
Use the famous time-tested B-X MONTHLY RFELIE
nElAYED? UND whon nature fails! STARTS WORKING INSTANTLVI
, satisfying relief in some of longest, mast
, unnatural Y --in only a few h.oom- l V
r , yet absol I m:a‘-.wu:.m SS.
h’c%llxvemon;u,tor ‘o%i- w i h du ‘; g’y y "eoxlnnben
mous doetors sed & 1! om:nn of teful women oul
gtren $2.00. A 'ﬁoﬁn’ SHIPMENT! mm.d Tt class mail,
l hoﬂr of receipt of order

BX LA’E""onAToRu-:s. P-3, ‘1515 E. 60th St., CHICAGO
FREE ARMY FLYING TRAINING

Air Corps Cadets get 300 hours solo flying, with salary, expel
id. Send 20c_ for information booklet by Air Carps Veteran
huw to qualﬂy and apply. Information booklet on Navy Avia-

FEGEBAL %QUIPMENT co., Dept. 17 Deer Park, Ohlo

When you are buying
a magazine
look for this seal

on the cover!
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“MOLILDING A MIGHTY ARM*

A Complete Course for Only 25¢

HY NOT GET AN ARM OF MIGHT with the

power and grip to obey your physical de-
sires? Weaklings whose arms were scrawny pieces
of skin and bone have taken this course and in a
very short time developed themselves into men of
powerful proportions with bulging biceps and
brawny forearms. He-men with strong, solid arms
of power that are respected by men and admired
by women! Wouldn’t you like to get a magnificent
bicep like the one shown in the idealized figure above?

THIS COURSE IS SPECIALLY PLANNED TO
BUILD EVERY MUSCLE IN YOUR ARM!

It has been scientifically worked out for that purpose. Many
pupils have developed a pair of triceps shaped like a horseshoe,
an J’ust as strong, and a pair of biceps that show their double
head formation. The sin cables between the biceps and
elbow are deep and thick with wire cable-like ligaments. The
forearm bellies with bulk, the great supenator lifting muscles
become a column of power, and their wrists are alive and
writhe with cordy sinew. any not start now to build a he-
man’s arm? Send 25c for this course today.

You can’t make a mistake. The assurance of the strongest armed mn}
in the world stands behin is course. You get his secret methods o
strength development illustrated and exphinecf as you like them. Mail
your order now while you can still get this course for only 25¢.

You are not limited to the arm. Try any one of the courses listed in the
coupon at 25¢. Or, try all six of them for only $1.00.

THI$ BOOK shows how to build
a MIGHTY ARM and a 16 inch BICEPI

MAIL YOUR ORDER NOW
and you will receive a Free Copy of
“NERVES OF STEEL, MUSCLES LIKE IRON.”
It

’. .. and there § .“thrﬂlc'l}mphn .
ves ere is ’* in 3
A priceless book to the stre! hq;:;y&.dg:nueh
builder. Fullof pictures of marvelous bodied men who
tell you é!:ei ‘velyuho* t? build nyd.nmeh-}b and
stren; e Jowel Reach ces
This Special Offer. 2 o o

E BOOK WITH PHOTOS
OF FAMOUS STRONG MEN

JOWETT INSTITUTE
OF PHYSICAL CULTURE

" Dept. 106Jo, 422 Poplar St.
Scranton, Pa.

George F. Jowett: Your

sition looks good to me. Send,
return mail, prepaid, the courses
checked below for which I am

enclosing.
: OMoulding a Arm, 28¢
RniTe el losaLE
of Champions™ | Moulding 8 Michty Ghest, The

a
Winner of many ©Moulding Mighty Legs, 23

dphy- O Strong Man Stunts Made Easy ¢
e Gartoction CIAIl 6 Books for $1.00,
Name Age_.
Address —




6

YOU CAN'T
BEAT OUR PRICES
T
sy
t.heontxre ﬂmn

cial resources
i’ODAY'I LOW!S Icl

IIEIW buTY 'I'RUGI( TIRES

Tubes

*;55

: (638 1
ALL OTHER TRUCK snzzs

ALL TUBES ARE

GUARANTEED BRAND NEW

SEND ONLY $1 DEPOSIT
on each

cent discount ull_cas!
or’i‘:r Any tire laofuu u.”ln 12

NRIT'EN

M_ﬁ GOODWIN TIRE ot
& RUBSER COMPANY s
: mlﬂ.

8pmm-‘~aw ruar. oa
CLANTERN:

“WITH: EACH -
ORDER FCR 2 TIRES

BON’T BE CUT

Until You Try This

Wonderful Treatment

tor plle snﬂering. If you have piles in
write for a FREE sample of

Pa e’s Pile Tablets and you will bless
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Follow the SPIDER In His Lene-
Handed War en Crimel

Read in the Next Issue of this
Thrilling Magazine—

BUILDERS OF THE
DARK EMPIRE

A SPIDER novel featuring a new and dread-
ful menace to humanity!

Far away en a distant Tropic sea the menace
which was te shadow New York City first reared
its ugly, venomous head. One moment the little
tramp steamer was ploughing steadily along be-
neath hot, cloudless skies. The next—pande-
monium reined on its narrow, littered decks. Ter-
vor stalked it from fo’c’sle to bridge! Its sput-
tering wireless had just flashed the doom of every
living thing aboard! And within the week the
same ghastly fate was meted out to a gigantic
new ocean liner, its luxurious cabins occupied by
the élite and the great from a dozen different
nations! Death—swift and terrible—was abroad
upon the shipping lanes. And the SPIDER, for
once taken off his guard, was on his way to a New
York City hospital—supposedly dying from a
grievous chest wound—on the day that the terror
from the seas first raised its ugly head above the
city skyline!

How can the SPIDER, fighting death him-
self, help the natiom he loves in the hour of
her greatest need?

Alone, his back to the wall, apparently even
deserted and betrayed by the faithful Ram
Singh, has the master of men reached the
bitter end of all his long and glorieus cam-
paigning for justice and right?

Don’t miss this greatest and most hazardeus
of the SPIDER’S many blood-speeding ad-
ventures, complete in the OCTOBER ISSUE

of—

MASTER OF MEN

™ SPIDER

On All Newsstands September Sth



“4 lost 50 pounds”’

smaller” writes W. L.

FROM A FAT MAN...to a HE-MAN ...in 710 MINUTES!
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says W. T. Anderson. My waist is 8 inches
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“DAMN TOFF JEEGER!”

SIX STICKS OF DYNAMITE lift the Mexi-
can jail off Steve Kane and he and his part-
ner, Omaha Oglesby, ride back acress the
Border to the L4L—to find the owner dead
with a bullet above his heart—old Barney
Macrea, the best boss they ever had.

“Done shot himself when we found he
robbed the gold express,” explained the sher-
iff

“You lie,” said Steve Kane.

“And 'm buyin’ the ranch from his daugh-
ter at my own price,” put in narrow-eyed Joe East of the Quarter Circle
JHL. “You lie,” said Steve Kane, and since it was the West he and
Omaha went to work to make good his words with fists and guns and wily
cowboy brains. ‘“What a nice man,” said Barney’s daughter Mary. “I
don’ know about nice man,” replied the wise old Mexican cook, “but he
is damn toff jeeger, which is worth twenty nice man.” In the nights and
days of hard riding and swift shooting that followed Steve’s enemies had
plenty reasen to agree with the cook, and so will you when you meet him in

BORDER MAN

A Complete Novel by W. C. TUTTLE

in the September 15th issue of ADVENTURE—out September 1st. It
brings you also a complete novelette of the War—NIGHT PATROL—by
Theodore Fredenburgh, in which Sergeant Investigator Bill Bailey goes
up to the Front to find out why, in the Yanks’ most strongly fortified town,
each dawn finds guards and runners lying in the streets with their throats
cut and their heads bashed in. You will be thrilled, too, by RESCUE,
Jacland Marmur’s story of a night of flaming courage at sea, by the
second installment of Ared White’s SECRET AGENT B-7, in which the
net begins to close around America’s ace spy in Berlin, and by other
stories by the writers who make all lovers of thrilling and authentic
fiction turn first to

N‘] enmre 15¢

You can get the Sept. 15th issue at any newsstand on Sept. 1st.
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Are you an awkward novice in the art
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OULD YOU like to know the

whole truth about sex? All
of the startling facts that even the
frankestbooks have heretofore not dared
to print are explained in clear, scientific
manner, vividly illustrated, in the revo-
lutionary book — “The New Eugenics’.
Hereat the nakedtruth stands forth,
stripped of all prudery and narrow pre-
judice. Old fashioned taboos are discard-
ed and the subject of sex is brought out
into the bright light of medical science
by Dr. C. S. Whitehead M.D. and Dr.
Charles A. Hoff, M. D., the authors
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TOO HOT O
TO HANDLE

A Cardigan Story
by Frederick Nebel

Author of “Not So Tough,” etc.

That big dick from Cosmos had.
taken plenty of knocks in the course
of bis career, but for MacQueene to
accuse him of rolling a lush was a CHAPTER ONE
little more than Cardigan could
stomach. He'd kept cool till then
but at that crack he became too hot

The Man With the Missing Hand

T WAS one A. M. in the Dynamite
Bar. The blue-checkered cloths of the

to banfile. Even with a.cbe'stos glm_/es il sasre hies Ead plente i
—which MacQueene didn’t think clbows on them still, and the lad with the
worth pm‘tiﬂg on. broken nose was rippling the ivories in
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his own version of Rhapsody in Blue. The
Dynamite Bar was it a cellar in a house
off Pacific Street and among its patrons
were disillusioned poets, bloated pluto-
crats and a sprinkling of chaps who
couldn’t be placed at all. It was noisy,
smoky. Its stone walls were painted a dull

Cardigan banged a bottle off MacQueen’s head.

red and in one corner there was a pot-
bellied stove. There was a legend connect-
ed with the place: you might get plastered
there, but if you got too plastered some-
body would always take you home.
Cardigan came down the winding stone
staircase at a few minutes past one, his

11
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big, distorted shadow moving along the
wall beside him. His cheeks were redden-
ed by the cold out-of-doors and as he
made his way among the tables toward
the bar he unbuttoned his shaggy ulster,
pushed back his battered fedora.

Miles O’Mara was leaning on the bar.
He was a thin, hawk-nosed man, nattily
dressed, with tight red hair and a small
sliver of a red mustache.

Cardigan said: “What's it, Miles, a
gag ?’!

“Have a drink,” O’Mara said, and mo-
tioned to the barman.

The barman said: “What ’ll it be, Mr.
Cardigan?”

“Rye and seltzer on the side.” Cardi-
gan turned, looked the place over. “Nice
crowd, Miles. Where’d you get the piano
player?”

“He came with the piano.”

Cardigan chuckled, leaned his elbows
on the bar. “I was just turning in. What’s
the gag?”

“It’s no gag, Jack.” They drank and
O’Mara nodded toward a curtained door-
way. “He’s in the next room. I think the
guy’s got a complex, but if he has—what
the hell. He’s afraid to go home in the
dark. I offered to send Jakie home with
him, but he gave me a knowing leer and
said, ‘Oh, no you don’t, mister. I want
a detective—a guard or something.” Then
he asked me for a phone book and he
looked in the classified ads and found
your agency. He told me to call the num-
ber. I kept calling you ‘Mr. Cardigan’ on
the phone because I didn’t want him to
think I knew you personally.”

Cardigan said: “Maybe he’s screwy.”

“No, he’s just tight. He came in here
about an hour ago and Max here”—he
nodded to the barman—“said he asked
for four Scotches. Max thought he was
with a gang at some table, so he poured
out four Scotches. Well, the guy just
stands here and downs ’em—one, two,

three, four. Then he has another. Of
course he was tight when he hit here.
Then his knees began to give away and I
took him in the back room. Then he be-
gan wanting somebody to take him home.”

Cardigan groaned. “My God, Miles,
and you get me down here on a job like
this!”

O’Mara spread his palms. “What could
I do? I offered to send Jakie home with
him. But no. The guy’s got an idea I'm a
smoothie. I told you on the phone—"

“TI know, I know. I thought it was a
gag.” He scowled, annoyed and irritated,
then growled: “O. K. Where is he?”

O’Mara took him into the rear room.

THE man was lounging on the small of

his back on a green settee, his legs
out straight and far apart. He wore even-
ing clothes and a black overcoat. He look-
ed to be about fifty, tall, thin, bony, with
grayish hair. His right hand was in his
overcoat pocket, his left lay on the settee.
Though he was drunk, very drunk, his
eyes were sharp, searching.

Cardigan said: “I’'m Cardigan from the
Cosmos Agency.”

“Let me see your identification.”

Cardigan showed him.

“0. K.,” the man said. “You know you
can’t trust people these days.” He shot a
quick look at O’Mara, drew liquor-parch-
ed lips across large teeth in a weird smile.
“No one can fool me,” he added, stirring,
starting to get up. He managed to get to
his feet and leaned against the wall, keep-
ing his right hand in his overcoat pocket,
buttoning his coat with his left. He sud-
denly staggered and Cardigan caught him,
steadied him.

“Thanks,” the man said gravely. “My
name is Lincoln Trent. Let us go.” He
paused, however, to bend a blue stare on
O’Mara. “No, sir,” he said, “I'm not
easily fooled.”
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O’Mara leered. “O. K., Mr. Trent.
Drop in again seme time.”

Cardigan had hold of Trent’s arm.
Cardigan was angry and disgusted, and
he said suddenly: “This’ll eest you twen-
ty-five bueks, Mr. Trent.”

“Pay you now,” Trent nodded, drawing
a small sheaf of bills from his left trous-
ers pocket. He held the sheaf in the palm
of his left hand, deftly separated the bills
with the fingers of his left hand. “A twen-
ty and a five.”

Cardigan took them. He was frowning
and he said: “You might give me an idea
what you're scared of.”

Trent chuckled dryly. “Fellows like . . .”
He nodded toward O’Mara, chuckled
again.

O'Mara drew a thin smile across his
lips. “I can take it, Mr. Trent.”

“Come on,” Cardigan muttered.

He had a time getting Trent out of the
Dynamite Bar, getting him up the narrow
winding staircase. The man was shaky on
his pins, and though he did not fumble his
words when he spoke, still it was obvious
that he was very drunk. So drunk, in
fact, that he had illusions of people fol-
lowing him. There was a cab outside and
Cardigan helped him into it, followed and
asked him his address and then gave the
address to the driver. As the cab drove
off, Trent twisted around, stared suspici-
ously through the rear window.

“You can never tell,” he mused aloud.
“No, you can never tell.” He reached up
and pulled down the roller shade.
“Imagine that bird wanting to send me
home with one of his pals! Thought he
could fool me! Ha-ha!”

The streets were empty. It was a cold,
clear night, with a million stars, no moon.
The sound of the tires was brisk and dry
and the various sounds of the city, coming
from near and afar, had a sharp bell-like
clarity.

Cardigan let the man ramble on, nod-

ding, humoring him. Likely he was a
decent eneugh guy in everyday life. You
might find him next day behind some
executive desk, running a prosperous busi-
ness. At length Cardigan smiled to him-
self, shrugged. The agency game was a
crazy ene anyhow. You ran into all kinds
of things. Suddenly he wasn’t angry any
longer.
The address was in Polk Street.

Cardigan said to the driver: “Hang
around. I'll be right down.”

I_IE piloted the unsteady Mr. Trent into
the small, neat foyer of a small apart-
ment house. There was no elevator.
“What floor?” he asked.

“Third.”

Cardigan kept a firm grip on the man’s
arm and they mounted slowly to the third-
floor landing.

“This one,” Trent said, falling against
the door on the right and fumbling in his
left overcoat pocket. He gave that up and
searched in trousers pocket, his vest.

“Try this one,” Cardigan said, and
thrust his hand into the man’s right over-
coat pocket, where his bare fingers touch-
ed a gloved hand, then a key. He with-
drew the key, unlocked the door and open-
ed it and steered Trent in. He found the
light switch.

“Much obliged,” said Trent.

The living room was small but neat and
comfortable, and there was a door open to
a bedroom beyond. Trent wiped a hand
across his eyes, staggered. Cardigan
caught hold of him. The man was becom-
ing a dead weight and Cardigan stood
holding him for a moment, thinking he
would brace up again. But Trent didn’t
and Cardigan lugged him into the bed-
room, turned on the light there and placed
him on the bed.

“I’ll be all right,” Trent said.

“It was probably something you didn’t
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eat,” Cardigan grinned. “Come on, I'll get
your overcoat off.”

It was then that he noticed that Trent’s
right hand was useless.

“Lost it in the war,” Trent said,
chuckling. “Always wear a glove. Just the
overcoat . . . and my collar. That’s enough.
And leave the lights on. I always sleep
with a light on. You can never tell.”

Cardigan thought, “Shell-shock.”

He laid Trent’s overcoat across a chair,
picked up some address cards that had
fallen from one of the pockets and placed
them on the bureau. Then he went into the
bathroom, drew a glass of water and placed
it on the bed-table.

“You may want that,” he said, “when
the liquor begins to bite in.”

“You're a white chap, Mr. Cardigan.”

Cardigan grinned, pivoted and left the
bedroom. He put the key on the inside of
the door. About a foot above the ordinary
lock was a massive brass snap lock whose
keyhole did not penetrate to the outside
of the door. The man certainly had an ob-
session, Cardigan reflected. This lock,
when snapped shut, could not be opened
from the outside. He shrugged, released
the catch, stepped into the corridor and
closed the door. He heard the lock snap
and then he tried the door. It was locked.

The cab was waiting in the street be-
low. Cardigan put his foot on the running
board, struck a match and lit a cigarette.
He looked up at the wide array of stars.

“Great night,” he said.

The driver was shivering at the wheel.
“You can have it,” he complained. “I give
it to you, mister. Take it away.”

CHAPTER TWO
McQueene

ARDIGAN got up at nine next morn-
ing, showered hot, then cold, and
collected his clothing from various parts
of the room. His apartment was on the

second floor of a California Street bay-
windowed house. When he left, the sun
was bright but without warmth and a
harsh wind clubbed him, made his hat-
brim drum. He took a trolley downtown
and ate breakfast in a Powell Street
counter-lunch: a pint of tomato juice,
steak, fried potatoes, five pieces of toast
and three cups of coffee. He read the
morning paper meanwhile, scanned the-
Caliente entries and made a phone call to
place a bet on one of the nags.

When he swung long-legged into his
Market Street office, at nine forty-five,
Patricia Seaward, the good-looking end of
the agency, was cracking the typewriter
keys. She said sweetly, but too sweetly:
“Goed morning, Mr. Cosmos Agency.”

He threw his hat at her and it disar-
ranged her haircomb. She threw the hat
in the waste paper basket, sighed: “If I
come in at a minute past nine, I get bawl-
ed_—,’

“Your lips are pretty, honey, but but-
ton them. I was out on a case last night.
Picked up twenty-five bucks for taking
a drunk home.”

“Do you mean you paid someone twen-
ty-five to take you home?”

He held his head between his hands,
groaned and went on into the inner office.
He was sitting at his desk, a minute later,
when Pat came to the connecting doorway
to say: “Oh, I almost forgot to tell you.
Sergeant McGovern called up about ten
minutes ago.”

“Too bad you didn’t forget. What did
he want?”

“Oh, he said never mind—he’d call
again.”

The sound of the outer door opening
made Pat turn her head. She smiled
brightly. “Oh, good morning, Mr. Huner-
kopf!”

“Good morning, Miss Seaward,” Detec-
tive August Hunerkopf said, lifting his
hat straight off his head as he came across
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the euter office. “I just theught I'd kind
of drep in and pass the time of day and
see if Mr. Card—Oh, there yott are, Mr.
Cardigan.”

Cardigan said in a leud, geod-natured
voice: “Hello, Augie. You wouldn’t be
here on business, would you?”

A pained looked orept across Huner-
kopf’s broad face. “Mac wants to see
you,” he admitted grudgingly.

“What about?”

“About a guy that died account of his
head was busted in.”

Pat glanced at Cardigan. He gave her
a quick look, then said to Hunerkopf:
“What guy?”

“Name of Trent—"

Cardigan stood up, strode across the
office, took his overcoat from a three-
pronged costumer and shoved into it.
“Come on,” he said to Hunerkopf.

Pat looked bewildered. “But, chief—"

“It’s alt right, Pats,” Cardigan said.
“The guy I was telling you about I took
home last night.”

“That’s what Miles O’Mara said,”
Hunerkopf nodded.

“Said what?”
“You took Trent home.”

On the way out Cardigan bent to pick
his hat from the wastepaper basket. Hun-
erkopf was waiting at the doorway. Cardi-
gan joined him and they walked down the
corridor toward the stairway, Cardigan
way ahead and Hunerkopf thumping his
broad heels behind. There was a battered
police flivver parked at the curb down-
stairs.

“Is this the one without the brakes?”
Cardigan asked.

“Well, it used to but we got brakes

now. We still haven’t got no lights though.
Brakes but no lights. Mac and I was argu-
ing about whether it’s better to have lights
or brakes. What we do now, being we
have the brakes, we don’t take the car out
after dark.”

“It doesn’t make a hell of a lot of sense,
Augie, but get in and drive anyhow.
What did Miles O’Mara say?”’

They drove off and Hunerkopf said:
“Oh, just that you teck Trent home ac-
count of Trent asked you to.”

“How did Miles get inte it?”

“We feund one o' them throw-away
matchboxes that it had on it O’Mara’s
Dynamite Club. Miles is a nice fellow.
He says he eats three oranges every morn-
ing.”

Y reached the Polk Stréet address;

found an ambulance there, a ceuple

of autos, a crowd of curious, milling peo-

ple, and a squad of uniformed cops. Cardi-

gan got out before Hunerkopf had quite

stopped the car. The big Cosmos up

shouldered his way through the crowd,

reached the entrance to the foyer and
was blocked by a rookie.

“McGovern sent for me,” Cardigan
said.

“Yeah?” the cop challenged. “I was
told to let nobuddy—"

“But me, officer. I'm Cardigan.”

“Well, whyncha ‘say so!”

Cardigan climbed to the third-floor
landing, where another uniformed cop was
standing doing tricks with a nightstick.
The door to Trent’s apartment stood part-
way open and it had been shattered par-
tially by an ax. When Cardigan entered
the living room, his hat crushed beneath
his arm, his hands lounging in his over-
coat pockets, McGovern barked from the
bedroom doorway : “There you are, Cardi-
gan!”

“In the flesh, Mac. Augie dropped
around to pass the time of day. Hello,
Miles.”

“Hi, kid,” O’Mara said. “I hope you
don’t think I ratted on you, Jack.”

Cardigan chuckled with rough good
humor. “Ratted how?”
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McGovern chopped in with his fog-
‘horn voice: “Miles says—"

“I know what Miles said, Mac. Miles
said I toted Trent home last night and
Miles told you the truth. The guy was
screwy or drunk or both with a touch of
the D. T.’s thrown in. He had an idea
someone or something was following him.
He never slept with the lights off.”

McGovern’s dark eyes were hard,
beady, and his snowplow jaw was set. He
snapped : “It’s damned funny that I can’t
run onto a case lately around here without
you cropping up on it like a stinkweed.”

Cardigan was paying no attention to
him. “Where’s the body ?” he asked.

It was in the bedroom, lying on the
floor near the foot of the bed. One temple
was bashed. The man from the coroner’s
office was standing in the bathroom door-
way drying his hands, his sleeves rolled
up over fat white arms.

“Hello, Doc,” Cardigan said.

‘“Hello, Mr. Cardigan.”

“How long’s he been dead?”’

“I figure he died between one and two
this morning.”

McGovern put in: “Miles says you took
him out of the Dynamite at a little past
one.”

“Yeah,” said Cardigan. “Exactly ten
past one.”

“What'd you do then?”

“Took him home—here—in a cab. Lug-
ged him up the stairs, laid him on the
bed, took off his overcoat and his collar
and tie, put a glass of water alongside
his bed and left.”

“What else did you do?”

Cardigan pivoted slowly, knotting his
shaggy brows together. ‘“Maybe that’s
your idea of a joke.”

“It’s my idea of a police question.”

“O. K. What else did I do? I took the
same cab to my place, got out, went up
to my rooms, undressed, brushed my
teeth, put on a pair of blue pajamas and

went to bed. Then I had a dream. I
dreamt that a guy named McGovern was
a great detective, but it was only a dream,
Mac, it was only a dream.”

“We'll skip that,” McGovern growled;
and still fixing Cardigan with his hard,
blunt eyes, he said: “See that door we had
to cave in? Go over and take a look at.
O. K., don’t. But there’s a lock on there
that locks only from the inside. You
can’t open it from the outside. We know .
because we had to break the door in. What
I want to know, Cardigan, is if you acci-
dentally bopped this guy. Maybe he got
troublesome, the way drunks will, and you
had to bop him. Maybe you didn’t think
you hit him as hard as you did. Maybe
you—"

“The guy,” said Cardigan with vast pa-
tience, “was very nice. All your guesses
are cockeyed, Mac. All he wanted was to
be taken home. I took him home. When
I left, I noticed the lock you're yapping
about and I slipped the catch and heard it
snap shut when I closed the door from
the eutside.”

McGovern had not removed his hard
stare from Cardigan; and now he said:
“Didn’t Trent pull a gun on you?”’

“Pull a gun on me!”

MCGOVERN hauled a long-barreled
.38 revolver from his overcoat pock-
et. “This was in his hand when we found

him. No shots fired. He was slammed on
the head before he could fire it. The bed-

‘table drawer is open, so we figure he

yanked it out of there.”

“Not at me,” Cardigan said. He
turned away from McGovern, his eyes
keening and snapping around the floor.
“Was this the position the body was
found in?”

“He was laying face down,” McGovern
said. “About a foot nearer the bed.”

“Got a flashlight ?”

One of the cops had one. Cardigan took
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it and sprayed its beam on the dead man’s
face, then on a nearby chair, then along
the bed and down the foot of the bed. He
knelt, fastening the beam on the near post
at the foot of the bed, running the beam

down to the heavy, clawlike base. Then:

he stood up, reversed the flashlight and
extended it toward the man from the cor-
oner’s office.

He said: “Take a look at that down
there. Does it look like blood to you?”

The man took the flashlight, knelt.
Then he drew a small magnifying glass
from his vest pocket and bent way over.
“It does,” he said. “Yes, it does.” :

Cardigan said: “It looks to me as if
Trent took a header and smacked his
noggin on the bottom of that bedpost.
The man could hardly stand up when I
brought him in. I bad to practically carry
‘him to bed. I'd almost swear that if he
tried to get out of bed and stand he would
have taken a header sure as hell. And
that’s what he did.”

“You forget the gun,” McGovern cut
in. “The gun was in his hand.”

Cardigan said: “I told you, Mac, the
guy was screwy about people following
him. He might have got a brainstorm,
grabbed the gun out of the drawer, tried
to stand up and then—"" he jerked his in-
dex finger downward—“taken a belly-
whopper.”

“That,” said the man from the medi-
cal office, rising, “‘sounds about as logical
as anything I've heard yet.”

McGovern said: ‘“This potato could
make anything sound logical.”

“What did you find on him?” Cardi-
gan asked. :

“In his pants, thirty-two bucks and a
few cents. In his wallet some cards of
his, some other business cards, a lodge
card, a letter from his sister in New York
—stuff like that. Damn it, Cardigan, no-
body got in this apartment after you left.
They couldn’t have got in through that

lock and there’s no other door and they
couldn’t have got in by the windows.”

“Of course not,” Cardigan nodded.
“People die accidentally once in a while,
Mac. They die in bathtubs and slip and
fall out of windows— Of course nobody
got in here. I'm willing to swear that
Trent wouldn’t have been able to get to
the door to let them in. His legs gave
out on him. I had to lug him to bed.
Who found him?” .

“A guy works with him at the tourist
agency where he worked. Trent ran the
agency and this guy was supposed to stop
by for him with a car this morning at
eight thirty. Well, he did—name of Syl-
vester—and knocked and rang the bell.
No answer, so he thought Trent'd left,
but when he got to the office, no Trent.
So he phoned the apartment. No Trent
either. So he came back and knocked
some more and then called a cop.”

“Did Sylvester say anything about
Trent’s brainstorms ?”

McGovern scowled. “Well, he said
Trent’d been shell-shocked but it came
back at him only now and then.”

“It sure came back at him last night.”

Hunerkopf was holding open his re-
port book, pencil poised. He said: “Ex-
cuse me, Mac, was the guy’s first name
Lincoln?”

“Yeah. Lincoln Trent.”

Hunerkopf wrote it down. “I once
knew a guy that was named Lincoln and
asked him if his folks named him after
President Lincoln and he said no, they
didn’t. He said they named him Lincoln
account of he was born in an automobile.”

McGovern said peevishly: “It’s just too
bad you weren’t born in a covered wagon
and never uncovered!”

Hunerkopf was writing in his book—
Death from accidental causes.

Miles O’'Mara was regarding Cardigan
covertly.
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THE evening newspapers didn’t give

the case an awful lot of space. It got
a stick on page three. It was relatively
unimportant, and it had been discovered
that Trent had had occasional fainting
spells before. Blood was found on the
bedpost where it was supposed he had
struck his temple in falling. An acquain-
tance had come forth to say that on one
occasion, about two years ago, Trent had
sat up all night with a gun leveled at his
door, certain that someone was going to
attempt to kidnap him.

Cardigan was in his office at about six-

thirty, finishing up for the day, when the
outer office door opened and a man looked
in.
“Yeah?” called Cardigan.
“Oh, glad you’re in,” the man said and
entered, closing the corridor door and
making his way into the inner office. He
was short, heavy, with fat arms, rubbery
lips and brown jowls. His eyelids were
thick, puffy, seeming to crowd his eyes
almost shut. He smiled and held out a
thick, broad hand, stump-fingered. “My
name’s McQueene, Mr. Cardigan. I don’t
doubt you’'ve heard of me.”

“Sorry,” Cardigan said, not looking sor-
ry, “I haven’t.” He made an uninterested
pass at the man’s hand, then picked up
some strips he had clipped from the vari-
ous evening papers and shoved them into
a filing case.

McQueene smiled at his fingernails.
“Of course, I'm not as well known as you
are. Besides, I’'m a one-man agency.”

“Oh, McQueene, yeah. I've heard of
you. I'd forgotten.”

“I see you're interested in the Trent
death.” McQueene, smiling with his rub-
bery lips, thumbed in the direction of the
newspapers.

“We always clip out references to cases
we stumble into. What can I do for you,
Mr. McQueene ?”

“Oh, I don’t know. I just thought I'd

stop by, sit down here, and we’d talk the
case over, thresh it out, come to an un-
derstanding on just what did happen. I
know I'm not in a class with you as pri-
vate detective. I'm just—"

¢ “Skip the self-panning, Mr. Mec-
Queene,” Cardigan frowned. “The fact
is that you think you’re pretty good. Now
isn’t that the fact?”

McQueene looked absently at the palms
of his hands. “It's a queer business you
and I are in, Mr. Cardigan. As a matter
of fact, I'm here to lay a proposition be-
fore you. We can sit down here and talk
it over like two sensible men and I say we
ought to be able to reach some sort of
agreement.”

“About what?”

“About the Trent death,” McQueene
said. f

“The police reached a pretty good agree-
ment on that,” Cardigan said bluntly, his
eyes darkening and searching McQueene’s
face.

McQueene chuckled in a preoccupied
manner, his eyes fixed on the surface of
the desk. “What I like particularly about
it,” he said, “was the fact that it was you
who finally convinced the cops that it was
a case of accidental death.”

One of Cardigan’s eyes narrowed down
wickedly. “Brother,” he said, “has it oc-
curred to you that you might be talking
out of step?”’

McQueene looked up with his half-
hidden eyes. “I've got both feet on the
ground,” he said, his big lips barely mov-
ing. “We ought to talk business, not non-
sense. I don’t like to get tough and I
know you don’t, either.”

“Who said I don’t?” Cardigan growled.

“I know, I know; I've heard you're
pretty hot to handle, but—"

“Make it business, Mr. McQueene,”
Cardigan interrupted.

“Sure, I intend to. Let’s forget all
about the police hand-out in connection
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with Trent’s death and get down to cases.
You know there’s been no motive estab-
lished why Trent should have been brained
and that alone makes your theory of his
accidental death hold the water it does.
Now suppose it came to light that there
was a motive for Trent’s having been
knocked over? What would you say to
that ?”

CARDIGAN sat down on the edge of
the desk. “You’re getting interesting.
McQueene. Don'’t let me down.”

“That’s why I came here.”

‘(Why ?”

“To not let you down.” McQueene
leered slowly, lights dancing in the fleshy
folds of his eyelids. “You convinced the
cops that Trent fell while under the influ-
ence of liquor and killed himself. You
pooh-poohed the idea that someone might
have come in the apartment after you left.
The only thing that holds your reconstruc-
tion of how he died so well is the fact that
there’s been no motive aired. The airing
of a motive, Cardigan, might do more
than make your face red, don’t you
think ?”

“You’re doing an awful lot of talking,
McQueene, but still it makes no sense.”

“Don’t be an Airedale, Cardigan. Trent
had something like twenty-two thousand
bucks on him when you took him home.
I didn’t hear the cops say they’d found
1t

Cardigan said very slowly: “They
didn’t.”

McQueene leered. “Of course they
didn’t. Come, come. I'll even grant you
that Trent fell down the way the papers
said he did and conked out. But you know
yourself that nobody could have got
through that door to lift his roll.”

“You ought to smile when you say that,
McQueene.”

“I am smiling.”

“Not according to my dictionary.”

“You wouldn’t try to get too hot to
handle, would you?”

“Even asbestos gloves wouldn’t help
you mister.”

McQueene’s face got dull, saturnine,
but his voice was still patient. “Trent, I
tell you, was packing around twenty-two
grand when you took him home. Are you
going to be fool enough to stand there
with your bare face and think that the
cops will laugh it off if they find that
out?”

Cardigan’s voice was low, taut. “You
said you had a proposition.”

McQueene’s face relaxed and his shrub-
bery lips unwound in a jovial leer. “Sure,
nobody wants to run to the cops, Cardi-
gan. The case is death by accident with
them. Sure, sure. I knew you’d see the
light. The proposition’s a white one, Car-
digan. Fifty-fifty.”

“Eleven grand to you and eleven for
for me, huh?”

“That’s right. That’s a clean break,
isn’t it?”

“That’s pretty clean, McQueene.”

McQueene stuck his stumpy thumbs in-
to his lower vest pockets, grinned broad-
ly, jovially, showing two buck teeth,
slightly yellow. “I knew you'd come
around to sensible talk, Cardigan. We're
both in a tough game, underpaid, and
when a little cash is found laying around
loose, why—" He shrugged, spread his
palms. :

“Sure,” nodded Cardigan.

“Absolutely,” nodded McQueens. “I
often thought that you and me, with an
agency of our own—"

“Could clean up.”

“Positively !I” agreed McQueene. “Why,
Cardigan, this town is wide open for a
man of enterprise—two men of enter-
prise_!’

Cardigan opened his desk drawer and
withdrew a box, flipped it open. “Have
a cigar, McQueene.”
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“Why, thanks. I don’t mind if I do.”

McQueene stuck the cigar in his mouth
and Cardigan struck a match and held it
up. McQueene leaned forward, touching
one end of the cigar to the flame, sucking
on the other. Cardigan used his free hand
to reach in beneath McQueene’s left arm
and snap his gun from its shoulder hol-
ster. The gun he pressed against the
man’s soft big belly. The cigar fell from
McQueene’s mouth.

Cardigan said: “I always wondered,
McQueene, just why you were a tenth-
rate dick. I know now.” He backed up
McQueene, side-stepped to the window,
closed it. Then he crossed to a steel cup-
board, opened it and took out a towel.
He wrapped the towel around the gun
and the hand that held the gun. He said:
“This makes a pretty good silencer,
McQueene.”

MCQUEENE’S lips flapped like loose
rubber, his pulpy lids erushed up-
ward, revealing wet wide eyes, stark with
a growing horror. His jowls jounced.
“My God, Cardigan!” he croaked.

“Another reason why you're a tenth-
rate dick: you can’t take it. Well, maybe
you can talk. How did you find out Trent
had twenty-two grand on him?”

“Honest, Cardigan,” the fat lips blub-
bered, “it was a chance I took. Just a
long chance.”

“Don’t try talking yourself up. You
never took a long chance in your life.
Yes, you did—one. But it was a mistake.
You over-reached yourself. You thought
you could carioca in here and chisel your
way into a small estate of eleven grand.
Even thinking of that long chance, Mc-
Queene, ought to give you heart failure.
And by the way, how is your heart?”

McQueene held his arms out before
him, fat palms toward Cardigan, fat lips
jogging. “S-so help me, Cardigan—"

“Douse it. What I want to know is,

where’d you find out Trent was packing
twenty-two grand when I took him home;
and if you don’t tell me I'm going punc-
ture that spare tire around your belly and
I hope to hell you don’t bleed all over my
carpet.”

Sweat had sprung out on McQueene’s
forehead. “Don’t! Put that gun down,
Cardigan! I made a mistake! I’ll admit
lt—,’

“You talk too much. Yau heard what
I asked you.” :

McQueene pawed at his throat. “I—
I was hired, Cardigan. Honest to cripes,
1 was hired! It's no doing of my own.
I was hired to—"

“Who hired you?”

“Listen, Cardigan, you know yourself
a private detective is like a lawyer—he
shouldn’t reveal his client’s identity—"

Cardigan snarled: “You fat-head! Do
you think I give a damn about a lot of
noise like that! You walked into some-
thing here, McQueene, and so help me
you're going to spill over or T'll open
you wide!” :

McQueene staggered backward, his up-
per lip fluttering and revealing his two
buck teeth. “Beckels—Beckels!” he
gagged. :

“That’s not enough. Who’s Beckels?”

“He—he runs a place up the street
from the Dynamite Bar.”

“What kind of a place?”

“You—you know—cards—roulette—
chuek-a-luck.”

“And Beckels sent you after me?”

“Look, Cardigan. Look now! Trent
hit there early last night and took the rou-
lette wheel for a ride. He damn near
broke the bank. He ran five hundred
bucks up to twenty-two grand! When
Beckels read the papers this afternoon—
read how you convinced the cops Trent’s
death was an accident—"

“He hired you to proposition me.”

“Yeah—yes!”
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“You sure he didn’t want the whole
twenty-two grand back?”

McQueene’s eyes rolled.

Cardigan snapped: “Of course he did!
And he offered you a commission of—
say—a thousand bucks. And you thought
you'd be wise. You thought you'd get
eleven grand out of me easier than twen-
ty-two—and then skip with the eleven
grand.”

McQueene was pressing his back
against the wall, guilt written starkly all
over his flabby face. He gibbered:
“D-don’t tell Beckels! For God’s sake,
don’t t-tell Beckels!”

“Get out,” Cardigan muttered.

“Listen—please—d-don’t tell—"

“Out, McQueene!”

McQueene stumbled ingloriously into
the outer office, turned around, croaking:
“Promise me you won’t t-tell Beck—" "

“I'll promise you a kick in the teeth
if you don’t get out!”

McQueene rushed out blindly, choking,
spitting.

CHAPTER THREE
Cardigan Bums a Butt

HE lad with the broken nose was drib-
bling his fingers up and down the
ivories in a dusky, lazy song about a man
who done a gal wrong. It was a slow
hour—ten—in the Dynamite Bar, and
only a few of the blue-checkered table-
cloths were occupied by elbows. In a cor-
ner a fat girl with bangs was taking the
delta song to heart and sniffling into a
rye highball while her escort, a flat-head-
ed tall man, was patting her hand. There
was a lazy, sleepy atmosphere about the
place, and Miles O’Mara was absent-
mindedly rolling dice all by himself at the
bar, while the barman looked on dully.
Cardigan came down the winding stair-
way with his big feet making a lot of

noise. The buttons of his overcoat were
in the wrong buttonholes, the crown of his
old hat looked like a relief map of a
mountain range. He came up to the bar
as Miles O’Mara rolled out a natural.

“Nice night out, eh, Jack?”

“I wouldn’t know, Miles; I'm a strang-
er in town. Come in the back room a
minute.” Cardigan did not wait but swung
away from the bar, ducked his big head
as he went into the rear room. He swiv-
eled, crackled a match to life on a thumb-
nail and was puffing the end of a cigar-
ette red when O’Mara came in.

O’Mara said: “You act like a guy with
things on his mind,” and sat down on the
settee, shooting his legs out and crossing
them at the ankles,

“Plenty, kid,” Cardigan nodded, bend-
ing a keen glance on him and keeping it
there. “What would you say if I said
Trent was floating around town last night
with twenty-odd grand in his pockets?”

O’Mara looked up at him, said nothing
for a minute, then said: “Am I supposed
to bite hard or just nibble?”

“Take a good hard bite.”

“O. K. What’s it to me?”

Cardigan took a couple of slow, rumi-
native puffs, his hard stare still fixed
speculatively on O’Mara. He said at
length: “Trent spent some time in this
back room, Miles.”

O’Mara stood up, stretched. “So I
rolled a lush, huh?” His smile was thin,
crooked.

Cardigan said : “You know, Miles, there
was something damned screwy about the
whole thing. Are you sure you weren’t
the one put the idea about a guard into
Trent’s head so that I would be the fall-
guy ?”

O’Mara reflected aloud: “You were, so
far as anyone knows, the last to see him
alive, weren’t you? What do the cops say
to the new angle ?”

“The cops don’t know about the new
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angle. I thought maybe you knew about
it all along.”

O’Mara crossed the room and looked
at himself in a mirror. “I don’t look a
hell of a lot like a rat. Maybe I am one,
though.” He turned, his smile lopsided.
“I don’t know whether to bust out laugh-
ing or cave in your kisser.”

“Cave in whose kisser?” Cardigan
mocked him, then chuckled, said: “You'd
have to whittle me way down first, Miles.”

O’Mara took three steps and one swing
and the swing stopped against Cardigan’s
jaw and Cardigan sat down on the settee.
He blinked, shook his head, rubbed his
jaw; for an instant there was a glassy
look in his eyes, but then it faded.

O’Mara was grimacing, biting his lip.
He ripped out: “You big sap, why’d you
egg me on? Are you all right? Did I
hurt you? You want a drink?”’ He swept
a bottle from the table, poured a stiff jig-
ger. “Here, Jack.”

Cardigan downed it, smacked his lips.
“0. K., Miles. I asked for it, didn’t 1?
I always thought you were a right guy,
Miles, and I guess you are. But some-
body got that twenty-odd grand.”

O’Mara’s fists curled up again.

“Uh-uh,” Cardigan said, shaking his
head. “Ten to one you didn’t get it.
What do you know about Beckels’ place
up the street?”

“I’ve won a couple of bucks there, lost
a couple, now and then.” He squinted.
(‘Why ?Y’

“It’s a spot I never heard of, and I
never heard of Beckels.”

O’Mara said: “I think he comes from
Reno. They say his games are on the
level. I don’t know much about him. I’ve
had a couple of drinks with him over the
bar.”

“How does he stand in with the cops ?”

“He doesn’t.”

Cardigan said: “Trent took his roulette

wheel for a long ride last night and—"

“Stop!” O’Mara cut in, his eyes widen-
ing, his index finger pressing against Car-
digan’s chest. “Let me think. Now let
me think. It comes to me now. About
ten minutes after Trent came in here last
night a guy came in and took one of the
tables over the other side of the bar.
Just after you left with Trent, this guy
went in the phone booth alongside the
bar. He was in there, well, I don’t know
how long—just long enough to make a
call. Then he came out and had a drink
at the bar, taking his time. I didn’t think
anything of it at the time, and maybe
there’s nothing to it now. But I remem-
ber I'd never seen the guy before. He
was a little fellow, well dressed, with a
blond mustache. Wait a second. I’ll call
Angelo.”

TIJE summoned one of the waiters, a

hunchbacked Italian with a bald head
and a big nose. He said: “D’you remem-
ber the little guy with the blond mustache
at that table behind the post last night,
about the time the funny drunk was in
here?”

“Sure.”

“Was he ever in here before?”

“I never seen him.”

“Did he ask you any questions?”

“Nope.”

“Nothing, huh?”

“Nope. Only when Mr. Cardigan came
in, the fella kind of grinned and said,
“That guy smells like a copper. Is this a
raid?” So I said, ‘No. That’s just Mr.
Cardigan, the private detective. He’s tak-
ing the stewed gentleman home.” That’s
all. The guy just laughed and bought
another drink and asked for some
nickels.”

O’Mara said, “O. K., Angelo,” and
the waiter returned to the bar. O’Mara
dropped his voice. “Think there’s a tie-
up?”

“Like this maybe. Trent was teiled
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here by two guys. One parked himself in
a store across the street near a telephone.
The other came in here, to keep his eye
on the prizee When the prize left, the
one in here phoned his pal in the store
across the street, or down the street, or
maybe around the corner. The pal took
up the trail.”

“Except this: how could anybody’ve
got in through that big lock?”

“No one could’ve, Miles—but if I stop
to worry my nut off over that I'll get
muscle-bound. The way it stands now,
the only guy who could have rolled Trent
in his apartment was me. And I didn’t.
They’re the words and I've got to write
music to them.” He strode to the door,
paused to pivot and say: “Is there any
gag about getting in Beckels’ place?”

“Hell, man. I imagine Beckels’d wel-
come you with open arms!”

Cardigan chuckled roughly, swung aside
the curtain and passed through the door-
way. McQueene turned sidewise away
from the bar and blocked him. Mec-
Queene’s rubbery lower lip hung loosely ;
his face looked sweaty and greasy and
there was about him the hot stench of too
much whisky. Whisky made his voice
husky when he croaked : “Where you go-
ing, Cardigan?” :

“Hello, McQueene,” Cardigan said, his
eyes dropping to the bulge in McQueene’s
overcoat pocket. McQueene’s hand was in
that pocket but his hand alone did not
make the bulge. Cardigan leaned side-
wise against the bar. “Have a drink,
McQueen.”

The big lips hung motionless but Mc-
Queene was saying, “Where you going ?”
in a dull, sunken volce.

“I suppose you've been tailing me all
evening, huh?”

“Where you going, Cardigan?”

“You’re plastered, McQueene.
- your head.”

McQueene murmured: “You're going

Use

to Beckels.” His lips shook and there
was a dull, sodden look in his pinched
eyes. Cardigan could see the bulge mov-
ing. He knew what the dull look meant.
It was far more deadly than if Mec-
Queene’s eyes had blazed. The barman
was down at the other end of the bar,
paying no attention. O’Mara was still
in the back room. The people at the ta-
bles were absorbed with their own inter-
ests. The broken-nosed piano player was
hunting through his sheet music.

McQueene shook his head. A slow,
crazy leer drew his lips apart, revealing
his two buck teeth. “No you're not going
to Beckels,” he said thickly.

Cardigan said gravely: “I'm sorry for
you, McQueene. You're not doing this
because you've got guts. You're yellow.
I'm sorry as hell for you. When you
come after me again, sweetheart, come
stark sober.” :

He swung upward with his left, crashed
it into McQueene’s mouth. McQueene
staggered backward, dragging out his
gun. Cardigan’s right hand swept a bot-
tle off the bar. He chopped with it. It
slammed against McQueene’s head.
People jumped up, knocking over tables.
McQueene flopped around on his feet like
a piece of jelly, the gun dangling in his
hand, his eyes rolling. Cardigan hit him
in the mouth and McQueene went down,
lay motionless on the floor.

O’Mara came out of the back room like
a shot, stopped short.

“Nothing, nothing,” said Cardigan,
jerking a thumb toward McQueene. “I
think he thought I was somebody else.
Nice guy, but impulsive. Be seeing you,
Miles.”

He went out.

THE woman who let Cardigan in the
' house up the street iooked to be about
thirty. She had black hair, cut short,
smooth as a bay’s, and her ears were bare.
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The entrance hall was quiet, deserted. At
the left was a wide, open doorway lead-
ing into a large, comfortable living room,
and this was empty but for a young man
in a tuxedo who sat facing the doorway,
turning the pages of a magazine. The
whole thing looked innocent enough. It
looked like a comfortable home, quiet,
well ordered.

“Nice, nice,” Cardigan said to the
woman. ‘“Tell Beckels I want to see
him?”

“Beckels?” She looked curiously at
him.

“My name is Cardigan,” he said.

Her eyes steadied, her lips tightened.

He smiled. “Don’t let the name get you
down.”

It seemed she did not know what to do.
Her eyes fluttered for an instant, her
breast rose, fell.

The man in the other room got up,
tossed the magazine onto a table and came
out into the entrance hall lighting a cigar-
ette. He was young, lean. He said indo-
lently: “What do you want to see Beckels
for?”

“I'll tell that to Beckels.”

The young man looked at him steadily
with dry, expressionless eyes, then said:
“Come on up. Leave your things.”

Cardigan gave his hat and overcoat to
the woman and followed the young man
up the stairs. In the upper hall were sev-
eral wall lights, one of which was out.
The young man screwed the bulb until
it was lighted ; then he unscrewed it again.
Down the hall, a door opened and a small,
dark-faced man looked out.

“0. K., Sam,” Cardigan’s companion
said, and they passed into a small room
furnished with two high-backed chairs.
There was a door beyond, which Cardi-
gan’s companion opened, stepped aside to
let him pass.

Cardigan stepped into a room where
half a dozen people were standing around

a crap table. At the other side of the
room was a chuck-a-luck layout being
patronized by two women and a man. A
crystal chandelier hung from the ceiling.
Beyond, there was an open doorway ; be-
yond the doorway a larger room, a large
group of men and women hemming in a
roulette table.

“Nice, nice,” smiled Cardigan.

His companion did not smile. The man
seemed to have no lips at all. He paused,
looked around, went over to speak with a
man who stood against the wall. Then
he came back, motioned Cardigan to fol-
low him and so led the way through an-
other room where five men in evening
clothes were playing stud poker. He
knocked on a door. The door was opened
and the man gestured Cardigan in.

The room was a sitting room, small but
luxuriously furnished. Inside, Cardigan
stopped, measured a tall, barrel-chested
man who stood holding a drink in his
hand. The man wore evening clothes. He
had a round, solid, heavy jaw, rusty hair,
a narrow bony forehead and big-knuckled
rusty hands.- He chuckled. “Cardigan,
eh?”

Cardigan said: “What was the idea of
sending around a guy with a lot of ham
in him to try to scare me?”

Beckles took a drink. “Where is Mc-
Queene, by the way?”

“I gave him a hottle and rocked him to
sleep. He gets underfoot a lot, like an
old rug. What gave you the notion that
a tenth-rate wind-broken dick like Mc-
Queene could get to first base with me?”

Beckels was unperturbed in a heavy
manner. “McQueene’s been working
nights for me here since I opened the
spot. I pay him fifteen bucks a night
for keeping out mugs that oughtn’t to
come in. I'm practically a stranger here.
He’s been in the detective business a long
time and knows the hot numbers by
heart.”
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“Why did you send him after me?”

“Why go over all that, Cardigan?
Trent hit the bank for twenty-two grand
and a few hundred last night and you took
him home and he was found conked this
morning and there wasn’t anything said
about the dough being on him. I called
McQueene in today and we talked it
over. I sent him after you. I figured
youw'd rolled the guy and since the money
was loose I wanted to get back what I’d
lost. What's wrong about that? I of-
fered McQueene ten per cent of the take
—a couple of grand. What did you ex-
pect me to do, run to the cops, get myself
in a jam for running a blind spot and at
the same time get kicked around head-
quarters on a charge of having connived
to roll the lush of what he’d won off me?”

“I might have done that myself,” Car-
digan said, “if I'd been in your shoes—
but I wouldn’t have sent McQueene. The
thing is, Trent’s dead. I convinced the
cops that it was an accident. The fact
that Trent had hit the bank here for a
lot of dough can’t remain a secret for-
ever. Somebody’ll spill it. Likely Mc-
Queene, because he’s slamming around
town tight as a tick now and the guy’s
mouth is loose. And if the cops find
Trent did have so much dough, there’s
your motive—and the case of death by
accident that I built up’ll backfire on me.
Somebody’s going to pay through the
schnozzle for this and I'm damned if it’ll
be me.”

ECKLES said: “Trent left here with
the dough. He walked a block or so

and went in the Dynamite and because
he had so much dough on him he got
panicky, so he phoned for a private cop
to take him home.” Beckels finished his
drink, shook his head. “Boy, you’re going
to have something to talk yourself out of
—if the cops find there’s a motive. You
absolutely convinced them that no one

could have got in that apartment after
you left and that Trent would have been
too drunk to reach the door to let any-
body in. As the saying goes, you've made
your bed.”

Cardigan’s face got dull red. “Who’s
to prove that Trent actually had the dough
on him when he left here?”

“If I have to come out in the open,”
Beckels said, “I can get six prominent cit-
izens summoned. Ordinarily they would-
n’t want it known that they were playing
in a gambling casino. But if I have to
come out in the open, I can prove that he
left here packing the dough. And do you
think he would have left the Dynamite
without making sure, as he left, that the
dough was in his pockets?”

Cardigan’s lips tightened, curled. “So
I’'m holding the bag.”

“You’re holding the bag, Cardigan,”
Beckels said, “and the bag contains.twen-
ty-two thousand and three hundred ber-
ries. Take him, Dave!”

The man with the lipless mouth was
already on the draw when Cardigan
kicked him in the stomach. The man
looked very ill, his mouth twisting open,
his knees breaking. Cardigan had his own
gun out, a wicked, malevolent smile on his
face.

“Be nice, Beckels,” he said.

The man with the lipless mouth said,
“Ugh,” and fell on his face, writhing,
groaning. Beckels’ face looked very white
against the rusty color of his hair, but
his eyes were steely.

Cardigan said: “I’m going out, Beck-
els. You've got a lot of swells out in your
rooms and I'd advise you and the punk
to stay in here for five minutes, until I
get out.” :

“Five minutes,” said Beckels, nodding.

Cardigan put his gun into his pocket,
opened the door and left the room. He
did not hurry. He strolled through the
rooms, was let out into the corridor and
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went down the staircase to the entrance
hall. The woman was not there. He went
to the rear of the hall, saw a door at the
left, a small room beyond in which a lot
of coats were hanging. At the rear of the
room the woman was leaning out of a
small window, cigarette smoke blowing
around her head.

“My hat and coat,” Cardigan growled.

She spun about, startled. “Oh,” she
said. “Oh, you—you frightened me!”

“Tough.”

She closed the window hurriedly.

Cardigan put on his overcoat, slapped
on his hat. He looked puzzled about
something for a minute, but then shrug-
ged and swung his legs up the corridor.
The woman unlatched the front door.

“Got a butt?” he asked.

She seemed eager to please. She took
a small green lacquered case from the
pocket of the black silk jacket she wore.
He looked down at a row of oval-shaped
cigarettes, took ome, lit up and said,
“Thanks.”

He drifted up the street, leaned against
a pole, struck a match and looked at the
cigarette he was smoking. Then he leaned
against the pole for a few seconds, his
brows wrinkled, the smoke curling from
his lips. Suddenly he strode across the
street, went down the opposite sidewalk
and ducked into the alley alongside Beck-
els’ house. He found the window in
which the woman had been leaning. It
was closed now—a foot above his head.
He bent down, sniffing. Then he picked
up a cigarette on which a few strands
of tobacco still glowed. He pinched them
out and returned to the street, walked a
block and stopped to strike another match
and looked at the butt which he had picked
up. He slipped it into his pocket, re-
traced his steps and stood at the entrance
of an alley obliquely across the way from
Beckels’ house.

CHAPTER FOUR
Too Hot to Handle

IT was a long wait, and from time to

time Cardigan shifted restlessly, re-
sisting an impulse to drum his cold feet
on the pavement. At intervals he saw
people come out of Beckels’, singly or in
pairs or groups. Midnight crawled past.
A thin haze crept up the street and in a
little while became a milky fog. At two
o’clock lights went out here and there in
Beckels’ place. At two fifteen the door
opened and the woman came briskly
down the steps, alone, and walked away
down the street, her high heels clicking
sharply on the pavement.

Cardigan followed, though he did not
cross the street. He saw the woman only
as a shadow now in the fog, but he could
follow the sound her heels made. Then the
sound stopped. Cardigan stopped also,
puzzled, but in a moment he was sure
he saw the woman standing near a street
light on the next corner, just the blur her
form made in the dimly lighted fog. Five
minutes later he heard a slight laugh, saw
another shape join her; saw both shapes
move dimly away, close together, with
only the sound of the woman’s heels dis-
tinct.

He followed the pair for a matter of
four or five blocks, noticed a change of
pace, then a change of sound. The heels
were now striking on wood. He saw a
lighted doorway and caught a glimpse of
the two figures blurred vaguely against
it. A frame house, a frame porch. He
saw the door open, caught sight of a third
blur, and then heard the door close, send-
ing a small bang out into the drenched
darkness. Two drawn window shades be-
came illumined from behind.

He went around to the back of the
house, but found the basement windows
protected by vertical iron bars. Up a flight
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of six wooden steps was the back door,
and he found this locked. He entered
the side alley again. It was very narrow.
He looked up and saw a curtain blowing
out of a second-story window of the house
which the woman and her escort had
entered. The house next door was of
brick. Reaching the front, he peered at a
sign nailed to the porch of the brick house
—For Sale or Rent.

He went around to the back of this
house and tried to force a basement win-
dow, but did not succeed. Looking up, he
thought he saw a hole in a windowpane
on the first floor. In the yard he found an
old galvanized tin garbage bucket. He
placed this on the ground below the win-
dow, climbed up and found that there was
a hole in the windowpane. He shoved up
his coat sleeve, reached in and unlatched
the window, raised it and climbed in. Us-
ing matches—he had no flashlight—he
made his way to the second floor, found
a window almost opposite the one in
which the curtain was blowing. The in-
tervening distance was about six feet.

He returned to the basement again,
hunted around until he came to a boarded
coal bin. The planks that enclosed it he
judged to be about six or seven feet in
length. He used a long poker to pry off
the top plank and carried the plank up to
the second floor. Opening the window
carefully, he shoved the plank out, rested
it on the opposite windowsill. He had
several inches to spare.

Crossing on the plank on hands and
knees, he pushed the blowing curtain
aside and entered a darkened room. He
lit a match, saw that he was in a bedroom.
There was a door beyond, closed. He
listened at it, then opened it and stepped
out. Here a small light burned against
the wall. There was a bathroom across
the way, another room on the right. On
the left was the head of a staircase. He
sniffed at the tang of fresh coffee being

made. They were having a late snack.

His feet were big but he could make
them fall lightly when he had a mind to.
The padded runner on the steps helped.
He made little sound on the way down to
the lower hall. Voices were somewhere in
other regions of the house. The woman’s
—a brief, amused laugh—then a man’s
low chuckle. The smell of bacon. Bacon
and eggs, he supposed.

THERE was a living room, small,

sparsely furnished but pretty com-
fortable. Beyond it a dining room, dark-
ened ; but beyond the dining room a swing-
door with a small glass panel at the top
and light beyond the panel. The kitchen.

Cardigan crossed the dining room,
paused before the swing-door, peered
through the small glass panel. His brows
came together. A puzzled expression took
possession of his face. He remained
standing there for a long minute, chew-
ing on his lip, wrinkling the flesh on his
forehead. And then the wrinkles van-
ished, the puzzled expression faded. His
eyes steadied, his face looked very brown
and heavy and almost sinister.

He put his right hand into his overcoat
pocket, placed his left, against the door
and pushed it inward until his left arm
was out straight. “Hello, Miles,” he said.

The woman started and her elbow
knocked a glass of beer off the table. The
glass shattered on the floor. Beside her
sat a man with a rocky jaw, high cheek-
bones and a bald bony head. His sleeves
were rolled up and his lank forearms
were dark with hair. Miles O’Mara had
stopped chewing on a piece of bread; it
bulged his left cheek. He looked very

immaculate. The woman’s teeth were
chattering. :

O’Mara asked conversationally : “How’d
you get in?”

“I rang the doorbell. No answer. The
door was open and I walked in.”
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O’Mara leaned back, chewed, swal-
lowed. “Any reason?”

“Sure. I was walking along in the
dark feeling very hungry. I smelled the
smell of bacon and eggs and coffee and I
couldn’t resist it. It’s a complex I have.
Whenever I smell bacon and eggs and
coffee, I go all weak all over. I think I
inherited it from my father.”

The bald-headed man looked around the
table resentfully and said in a hoarse,
angry voice: “I locked that door! Don’t
I know when I lock a door?”

Miles O’Mara looked thoughtfully at
him. The woman’s teeth had stopped
chattering and now she sat with her hands
clenched in her lap, her face dead white
but for a splotch of high red color on
either cheekbone. Her back was arched
inward, her breath drawn in and her lips
peculiarly hueless.

Miles O’Mara smiled dryly, started to
get up.

“Uh-uh,” said Cardigan, shaking his
head, motioning O’Mara to remain seated.

“What’s the matter?” O’Mara asked,
still smiling, but remaining seated.

“Plenty,” Cardigan said slowly, dully,
threatingly. He withdrew his gun from
his overcoat pocket and held it in his big
hand with a deceptive negligence—the
way a man who is used to a gun holds
one. “I came especially for the bacon,
Miles. You can keep the eggs and the
coffee. I'll take the bacon. Twenty-two
thousand dollars’ worth of bacon.” '

Miles O’Mara drew a crooked, amused
smile across his lips. “Will you take it
with you or should I wrap it up and send
it around ?”

“We'll skip the comedy, Miles. I may
be a thick Mick but every now and then
I even surprise myself by the bright ideas
I get. I got a bright idea tonight. I fig-
ured the whole thing out. I figured there
would have had to be three people to play
the game that rolled Trent for his dough.

It doesn’t figure any other way. I've
eliminated McQueene, the cheap dick I
put to sleep in your spot tonight. I've
eliminated Beckels and that guy of his
with the forgotten lips. I'd eliminated you
until I saw you here. The only one I was
sure of when I came here was the
woman—"

THE woman’s lips tightened down and

there was a quer shimmer in her eyes.
The bald-headed man’s jaw was thrust
forward and his face looked like wet ce-
ment. His shoes scraped on the floor.

“You be nice, funny face,” Cardigan
told him. “The cops’ll probably want you
especially.” He said to the woman:
“When I left Beckels’ place tonight—
when I went to get my coat—you were
leaning in that little window on the alley
and I saw smoke around your head. When
you turned away from the window you
weren’t smoking a cigarette. I asked you
for a butt when I left, because I thought
when I startled you at the window yours
might have fallen out of your mouth. But
it didn’t. You weren’t smoking. You
were talking with somebody in the alley.
I went around in the alley a minute or so
later and found a dropped butt still burn-
ing. It was not the kind you gave me. It
was a self-rolled cigarette. I see,” he
said to the bald-headed man, nodding to
a packet of cigarette papers and a sack
of tobacco, “that you roll your own.”

The man snarled hoarsely: “Suppose I
did—I do?”

Cardigan paid no attention to him. He
spoke to O’Mara. “The woman really
pulled the boner. For one thing, she was
the only person who looked at all scared
when I went to Beckels’ place. Now let’s
take Trent. Trent had only one hand—
his left. His right was false and he wore
a glove on it. When I took him home,
he fished around in his left-side pockets
for his doorkey. He was quite drunk, so
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I reached in his right overcoat pocket
and found it. I only began to remember
this when I saw the woman leaning out of
that little window in the cloakroom. Trent
would never have carried his key in his
right overcoat pocket because he would
have had to be a contortionist to get to
it. Maybe a right vest pocket—but not an
overcoat pocket.

“The thing figures out like a blueprint.
No ane followed Trent home. No one
could have got through that lock, which
I snapped as I left. I'll swear to that.
And T’ll swear to it that Trent was too
shaky on his legs to ever have got to the
door to let anyone in. There’s only one
answer. Someone was hiding in the
apartment when we arrived. In a closet,
say. Someone who knew Trent would
have a lot of dough on him. I left. The
guy came out of the closet, got his hands
on the dough. But Trent struggled, got
the bed-table drawer open and got his
gun out. The guy pulled his own gun
and smacked Trent and Trent fell off the
bed. Then the guy, seeing Trent was
dead, rubbed some of Trent’s blood on the
foot of the bedpost, to make it look like
an accident, and placed Trent’s body so
his head would be near that post. The
woman wasn’t in the room. No—and
you weren’t, Miles—not then. The wom-
an was on her job at Beckels’ and you
were at the Dynamite. But I'll bet you
funny face here can’t produce an alibi
as to where he was, say, at half past one
and maybe a couple of hours straight be-
fore that. Why? Because he was wait-
ing in Trent’s apartment for Trent to
come home.”

The bald-headed man’s shoes scraped
on the floor. The woman’s face was dead
white.

O’Mara said quietly: “How’d he get in
the apartment when you yourself say it
was locked when you got there?”

Cardigan grinned without humor. “The

woman knew Trent was taking the roul-
ette wheel for a killing. This think wasn’t
planned on the instant. You'd laid the
plans and were just waiting for the right
guy with enough dough won to make it
worth while. Trent was the guy. There
were cards of his in his overcoat pocket.
His key was there too. She took the key
and passed it out to funny face, through
the alley window, after phoning you or
him. She gave him the address. She must
have known he lived alone. You joined
funny face and both of you went to
Trent’s apartment. In a car you can make
it in ten minutes from Beckels’. You un-
locked the apartment and funny face went
in and stayed there. You locked the door,
Miles, from the outside and brought the
key back to the alley window and the
woman put it back in Trent’s overcoat
pocket—but in the wrong pocket. Funny
face rolled Trent and killed him!”
Cardigan felt something hard jammed
against the small of his back. “That’s just
what I was waiting to hear,” croaked Mc-
Queene. “Put ’em up, Cardigan.”

CARDIGAN’S eyes slid to the sides of
his sockets and he raised his hands.
McQueene took his gun away, kicked him
to one side so that Cardigan stumbled,
stopped against O’Mara, who was still
seated. He made, ironically enough, a
perfect shield for O’Mara. The eyes of
the bald-headed man almost popped from
his head. The woman looked terrified.

A gun in each hand, McQueene looked
gross, deadly, his eyes crowded down to
two dangerous glints between his pulpy
lids, and fastened on the bald-headed
man.

“So you didn’t get the dough,” he
snarled slowly. “You told me you didn’t
get the dough. You told me you were
hiding in the closet and when you finally
looked out Trent was on the floor, dead,
and there was no dough. So that’s the
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way it was, huh? You said that Cardigan
must have got the dough. You just up
and double-crossed old McQueene, huh?
And I followed Cardigan tonight, think-
ing he still had it, and where do I follow
“him to? Here! And I damn near broke
my neck coming across that plank!
Kabe,” he ground out desperately, his
lips wet, “I want that dough. Not a
split. The whole dough! Get it! I'm
drunk and I don’t give a damn who I
knock off! Get it!” he screamed. “Tell
your sister to get it and if she ain’t back
here with it in two minutes I'll blow your
block off!”

The woman stood up, shaking, terri-
fied. “I—TI’1l get it,” she breathed out.

She left the room and the bald-headed
man waited, his eyes bulging, fixed on the
two black muzzles. In a couple of min-
utes the woman came back with a large
brown envelope. McQueene put his own
gun in his pocket, took the envelope from
her, glanced at its contents.

He said: “Now go around back of your
brother, Belle, and take his gun out of
his hip pocket. Put it on the table. I'll
not trust a shot in the back.”

She did this, placing a .38 automatic
on the table. McQueene stepped over,
picked it up, stepped back as far as the
doorway, his face contorted in a mad,
crazy grin.

“So you double-crossed me, eh? You
double-crossed the guy who thought up
the plan, who went with you, Kabe, to
Trent’s place and brought the key back.
Well, I've got Cardigan’s gun now and
I've got yours. I'm going to knock off
Cardigan with your gun and I’'m going to
knock off the rest of you with Cardigan’s
gun. And I'm not smart, huh? The
cops’ll think Cardigan came here on a
tail and you all shot it out.”

The woman cried out and clapped her
hands to her cheeks. McQueene laughed,
shook his head. “Cardigan first, sister,”

he said. ‘“The guy that thinks I'm all ham
and a yard wide.”

Cardigan was beginning to perspire.
He looked at the woman, at the bald-
headed man. O’Mara had been idly tap-
ping with a pencil on the white table-
cloth. Now Cardigan felt his leg being
nudged. He looked down his nose.
O’Mara had written on the tablecloth—
Left gun not loaded.

And McQueene was snarling: “Well,
Cardigan can you take it?”

ARDIGAN had about ten feet to cov-

er in order to reach McQueene. He
looked at McQueene and said, “Maybe,”
and strolled closer, the gun pointing at a
spot high on his chest. He reached out
his hand. “Give it to me, McQueene.”
McQueene pulled the trigger of the left-
hand gun as Cardigan made a stab at the
right. McQueene’s mouth flew open.
Cardigan whipped McQueene’s right hand
down, then way up. McQueene jammed
the gun in his left hand against Cardi-
gan’s ribs and pulled twice more, but
there were only hammer clicks. Cardigan
came up with a short vicious blow to
McQueene’s chin. The one good gun,
held high, went off and drilled a hole in
the ceiling. McQueene went flabby against
the wall and Cardigan ripped both guns
from McQueene’s hands, tossed the empty
one aside, reached into McQueene’s pock-
et and got McQueene’s own gun as the
fat man slid down the wall to the floor.

“Duck, Cardigan!” O’Mara yelled.

Cardigan did not look around. He
ducked—instant reflex to the warning. An
iron skillet dug into the wall in front of
him, fell, gonged against McQueene’s
head. Cardigan jumped far to the right
before he swiveled; swiveling, he saw an
iron pot leaving the bald-headed man’s
hand. The pot hit the wall spewing scald-
ing water.
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The woman put her hands over her
eyes.

The bald-headed man looked at Cardi-
gan and backed up, his jaw loose, his
breath gagging him, his eyes bulging.

Cardigan said with a shrug: “Don’t
look so scared, funny face. What a mug
I'd be to shoot the guy that killed Trent.
Miles, how’s to grab a phone and call the
cops?”’

O’Mara was mopping his face. He
went toward the swing-door saying in a
jittery voice, but with a smile: “If you
hear a knocking sound, don’t worry; it’s
my knees.”

He went into the living room and Car-
digan heard him telephoning headquar-
ters. When he returned, Cardigan said:
“I had you all fitted into this puzzle,
Miles. But McQueene took your place.
What’s the answer?”

“I got Belle her job at Beckels’ because
I thought she was going straight. As a
matter of fact, I vouched for her. I used
to know her mother and the old lady
when she died asked me to keep an eye
on Belle once in a while. But I guess
both the girl and her brother had a bum
streak. I called her up this afternoon and
said I'd like to drop around for a late
snack after hours. I'd hoped there wasn’t
a tie-up with the Trent job, but I meant
to find out. I met her at a street corner
after I closed shop.”

“How’d you know the gun McQueene
took from her brother wasn’t loaded?”

“It was on the mantel piece in the liv-
ing room when I came in. Kabe didn’t
look pleased at sight of me and he and
the girl went in the back—in here—for a
minute. I unloaded the gun—just in case.
When Kabe came back he picked up the
gun and put it in his pocket.”

“How about that phone call that mys-
terious guy made from your phone’
booth ?”

“No connection at all, Jack. He was
around again tonight and I got talking
to him. On a bender. His mother-in-law
came to visit him and his wife and he
keeps floating around and calling up to
see if his mother-in-law’s left yet.”

A siren screamed through the dark out-
side. The bald-headed man sucked in his
breath, clutched at his chest. The woman
began crying.

O’Mara went over and put an arm
around her. “It’s tough, Belle, but you
ratted on me,” he said.

Cardigan said in a low, dropped voice:
“If you want, Miles, let her scram out of
this—the back way.”

“There’s no use,” O’Mara said. “D’you
suppose McQueene would keep his mouth
shut?” He laughed. “Not if I know
McQueene.”

There was hammering on the front
door. The bald-headed man groaned,
clutched at his throat.

Cardigan jerked his chin. “The cops,
Miles. Let ’em in.”
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Dice and No Dice
A Johnny Carr Story

This guy looks us
over and pops
en,

by R. D. Torrey

Author of “Curtains For Five,” etc.

It looked like no dice when Nigger Eis-
man turned up with a perfect alibi for the
Cullen killing. But the killer had walked ont with
seventeen hundred and fifty dollars that belonged to
Detective Johnny Carr, and when Eisman turned up with a couple of
Snake-eyes Johnny figured it was time to pick up the ivories and roll
again.

Farmer Sheats that’s running it. I grand as near as I can count. There’s:

drop a hundred and twenty but I ain’t about that much in it. I’ve just lost the
crying about it because if I'd got over dice and the hundred and twenty and am
32

IT’S a honey of a crap game . . . for I'd have got a cut of between five and six
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standing right back of George Cullen
that’s got the dice now, and Nigger Eis-
man is right next to George waiting for
’em. George is rattling the dice in his
hand and has got five twenties laying in
front of him that’s taken, but he’s holding
tight so’s to give the side-bettors a chance
to get their dough on the line.

Half of these are calling for how much
they think he’ll make his point, which
happens to be eight, and the other half of
’em are saying for how much he’ll seven
and it’s the usual madhouse that a big
crap game always is.

ICKEY CATARINA’S taking the

cut for the house and the game’s big
enough so Farmer’s watching him which
isn’t usual. Mickey reaches out and takes
a fin for the house and says: “Hit the
board, George!”

George nods and says: “Eight just
once, dice!” and draws his arm back to
bounce ’em against the back of the table.

Just then Nigger grabs his arm and
says: “No dice!”

He holds George’s hand and says to
Mickey: “These are bum dice. He can’t
seven with ‘em.”

- Mickey says, “Gimme!” and holds out
his hand for the dice. George gives ’em to
him and says, ‘“Look good, Mickey !” and
turns and takes Nigger right in the puss.

He’s all braced and set and he times it
perfect. Nigger can’t fall backard be-
cause there’s too many people behind him
and they keep him from going that way,
but he bounces on them and then just sort
of slips to the floor and lands on his
back. George takes a step ahead and holds
his foot about a foot above Nigger’s face
and then stamps down with it—but Nig-
ger don’t know it.

I grab George before he works on him
any more, not because I give a damn about
Nigger but because I don’t want George
going up on a murder rap.

Farmer’s seen the whole thing. He
goes over to Mickey and looks the dice
over and tosses them on the board. They
show seven which proves Nigger was
wrong about them being crooked dice.
He says to Mickey: “How much did Nig-
ger drop?”’ :

And when Mickey says, “Not over fif-
ty bucks!” he says, “Pick him up.”

There’s a guy waiting to go on shift in
Mickey’s place that I don’t know and he
and some guy that Nigger fell against
pick him up, and they and Farmer go
into the washroom and I go along with
’em for two reasons: I want to hear
Farmer tell Nigger what the score is
because I don’t like him five cents’ worth;
and I’'m now out of money and figure I'll
get a hundred off Farmer and get back
in the game. I figure a hundred more
won’t hurt me too much and there’s per-
centage in that big a game if you can
ever get over.

They throw water in his face and Farm-
er and I stand there waiting for him to
come to. He’s got on a new suit that’s
a light flashy gray, and when George
stepped on his face it busted his nose
and he’s bled all over the front of it. He’s
a mess.

He comes around finally and looks up
at us groggy as hell, and Farmer says:
“Here’s the lousy fifty you lost and if
you ever come in my place again I'll not
only throw you out but I'll see you'll get
a floater out of town from then on. Get
that, Nigger?”

Farmer’s got enough drag to do just
that little thing and Nigger knows it. He
gets up shaky as hell and takes the money
and then says, “All right, Farmer!” and
wobbles through the door. Farmer says
to the house man: “See that he gets as
far as the steps, Sam, and—" He winks
and Sam, who’s a big husky bird, winks
back and they go out.

Farmer don’t even ask me what I want;
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which proves how smart he is but just
says: “How much, Johmny?”

I say: “A hundred’ll do. I can’t be
sick always.”

He gives me the hundred and I go back
and get in the game.

AN hour later I'm well again. I've run

the hundred up to about seventeen-
fifty and I've got the dice and have just
made my point and am going to try for a
seven when somebody says: “Heist ’em,
boys.”

I look up, see two masked guys, one
standing right by the door where he’s got
the room under control, the ather by the
side. The first guy’s got two guns and the
second, one. The door’s about thirty feet
from me and I think fast.

I've got two-fifty on the table and the
rest of it, fifteen hundred, in my left
hand, and I figure I can toss this under
the table as I raise my hands and as soon
as the heist guys are gone I can find it.

I do this.

There’s a little guy wedged in next to
me that’s been rattling about ten dollars
in silver in his hand and betting dollars
against points. He sees me toss my fif-
teen hvmdred under the table and Im
damned if he don’t throw his ten in sil-
ver after it! When the silver hits the floor
it sounds as loud as an autemobile smash-

up.

Nobody could miss it and the guy at
the door don’t. He says: “Line up against
the walt and face it!” and waves his guns
and we do just what we’re told. Then he
says to his partner: “Shake ’em deown,
keed! The cash drawer 1s on the far side
and there’s money under the table.”

Keed goes through the crowd and cleans
us right down to and including carfare,
and takes the money out of the house
drawer and dives under the table, and I
can hear him grunt when he finds my roll.
He even gets the guy’s silver that he was
so proud of.

Then the guy by the door says to us:
“Turn around.”

We do. 'm so mad I can hardly see,
not so much at the heist guys as at the
little dope that pitched the chicken-feed,
but what happens next scares the mad
out of me. We're all lined up against the
wall, maybe twenty, maybe twenty-five of
us, and this guy looks us over and comes
up with his right-hand gun and pops
George Cullen, who's standing right by
me. When he does I see the gray coat
he’s wearing and it’s the same one Nigger
had on. There’s blood down the front of
it just the same way and it’s cut the same
and made out of the same flashy cloth.

I get all this in the second it takes
George to fall forward on his face.

The guy waves his guns and says,
“Don’t hurry!” to us and to his partner,
“Le’s go, keed!” Keed goes out the door
and the trigger man follows him out back-
ward and we just stand there and watch
’em go. The game’s really a hustler’s
game and all these boys know enough not
to run after a guy with a gun. They fig-
ure all they lost is money and I figure
the same way right along with ’em. We
couldn’t stop the guys and all we’d de is
take chances on being laid on a slab along-
side of Cullen.

I know he’s dead but I squat by him
and see I'm right. Farmer goes over and
locks the door and calls out: “As soon
as the law comes you boys can go but I
don’t want any questions about what’s
happened. There’ll be no beef. Get the
time straight and remember what’s hap-
pened as plain as you can because you're
going to be witnesses in a murder trial.”

He comes over to me and squats down
alongside and says: “Dead?”

“Plenty,” I say.

He says, “You know who den’t you?”
and I say: “Nigger Eisman. I'll call Mac-
Andrews at the station if you want,
Farmer. He'll give you as much of a
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break as any of ’em and maybe more.”

“Go ahead,” he says.

We got to call the law because the
room’s so soundproof nobody could have
heard the shot unless they was right
against the door. I go over to the phone
then and call the station and get homicide
and ask for MacAndrews, and he’s in
which is a break. I tell him it's me—
Johnny Carr—and where I am and what’s
happened and for him to come down, and
then I say: “It'll save time if you put out
a pick-up on Nigger Eisman. He’s the
guy that done it.” ;

He says: “It’s easy done if I want to
but why should I?”

I say: “He’s the one that done it, I
tell you. There’s at least twenty witnesses
to it.”

“How long ago did this happen?” he
says.

I LOOK at my watch and see it’s 11:26

and I know this happened at 11:23
because I looked at the time then in
case of any question.

“Three minutes ago,” I say.

He says: “Eisman’s been here for at
least twenty minutes talking to Tony and
me. He’s damn near drove us nuts trying
to get us to put in a good word for him
with Farmer so Farmer won’t put the bee
on him in all the rest of the joints.”

“What kind of a coat’s he got on?” I
say.

I hear MacAndrews talk to somebody
else in the homicide room and then he
says: “He’s got on a gray coat. He’s got
a smashed schnozzle and it’s bled all over
the front of it.”

I say: “Well, come on down!” and hang
up the phone and tell Farmer what he
said.

Farmer’s place is on Spring and not
over eight blocks from the station. It
takes Mac about five minutes to make
it and he knocks on the door and Farmer

lets him and Tony Corte, his partner in,
and they’ve brought Eisman with ’em.

This Eisman is only called Nigger be-
cause he’s got thick fat lips and is dark.
And he’s just one of those dirty stinking
kind of two-bit hustlers that hang around
the real ones. He comes in, feeling plenty
snotty, and looks at me and Farmer and
says: “Trying to hang this on me, hunh.
It’s no dice because I was at the station
when it happened and I can’t be framed.”

He’s just as smart about it as he can
well be. Farmer looks at me and shakes
his head so I don’t say anything. By the
time Mac and Tony take everybody’s
names and where they live there’s a pho-
tographer there and about twenty other
cops, some in uniform and some not,
and an assistant district attorney and the
place is jammed.

Farmer’s got this D. A. over to one
side and is talking to beat hell and then
Mac calls out: “You can all go home but
don’t leave town without coming up to
the station and telling me. You’re mate-
rial witnesses and I don’t want to have
to go after you.” He knows he’s safe in
letting ’em go like that because they’re
mostly birds that live without working
and can’t afford to jam with the law over
anything like being witnesses.

I start to go with 'em but Farmer sings
out, “Wait, Johnny!” so I do. He gets
through with the D. A. and gets his hat
and I say goodnight to Mac and Tony
and we start to go. I say, “Where?’ and
he says: “Le’s go to Herbert’s and talk
it over.”

So we get a hack in front and go there
and sit at a table and order and then
Farmer says: “And what d’ya think of
it?”

I’ve done plenty of thinking. Whoever
done it got away with seventeen hundred
and fifty dollars of my money and this
hurts. I don’t like to have George Cullen
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killed right alongside of me but after all
he’s no particular friend of mine and this
don’t bother me as much as losing the
dough does.

“Why in hell should Nigger start the
beef with George?” I say. “That was a
phony. He'd lost fifty slugs but what of
that. That wouldn’t start him out unless
he was higher than a kite and he didn’t
act like it.”

Farmer asks: “Does he use the weed?”
and I say: “Sure! But he didn't act like
he was high tonight.”

“You want to work on it for me, John-
ny?”’ Farmer says.

I say: “Yes you bet. I'm going to do
seventeen hundred and fifty dollars’ worth
of work on it for my own side.”

He says: “The D. As going to act
as if it was a row in a private club so I
won’t get jammed for running a spot, but
I bhad between four and five grand in
that drawer. If I hadn’t got a break I'd
have had to pay out every one of the
customers on a frequenting-a-gambling-
house rap. I'm out and injured.”

“You ain’t got any cherry,” I say. “I’ll
scout around and see what I can see.”

He thinks about this for a while and
says: “Cullen was in this, it’s a gut. If
Eisman’s row with him was to make it
look good for the shooting later on, which
I think and you think, he must be. How’s
that for an angle?”

I tell him that it’s maybe O. K. and we
go. He’s got to cash a check to pay our
ticket. He’s cleaned out as pretty as I am.

I FIGURE Farmer’s got a good idea

about Cullen but that I've got a better
one. MacAndrews and Corte think we
was seeing things when we saw Nigger
Eisman but I know better. If Nigger had
an alibi, and he’s got a cast-iron one,
somebody else didn’t know he was going
to have and was going to use him for the
goat—whoever did the job. That’s first-

grade stuff. Also they wouldn’t know he
had blood all over the front of his coat
unless they had seen him in the hour be-
tween the time of the beef with Cullen
and the time of the heist. That’s second-
grade. Also Eisman wouldn’t have picked
a beef with Cullen unless he was in the
dope some way. That’s third-grade only
it'd be eighth- if I could figure why he'd
spot himself as a killer, and then back out
on it.

The fourth-grade is a lot harder. I
scout around a little that night and don’t
do any good and it’s around three the
next afternoon before I find out where
Eisman lives . . . the Continental Hotel
on South Main.

I beat it right down there and Eisman
ain’t in when I get there but comes in
while I'm asking the clerk what room he’s
got. He sees me and starts to back out
but he ain’t got a chance because I see
him at the same time he sees me. I grab
him and say: “Le’s go in your room and
talk,” and he stalls a little but we go
back.

Just as soon as we get inside I shut
the door and tell him to sit down and then
I see he’s higher'n a kite. He’s got that
dopey, screwy expression that shows it
all over his face . . . a kind of silly grin
that tells the score right down to runs,
hits and errors.

“High, hunh!” T say; and he looks at
me and grins and says: “Uh-huh.”

I tell him that he’s behind the eight ball
and he tells me I'm crazy. Then he starts
to tell me why I am. He’s just so damn
high he’s got to brag to somebody and
I'm there.

“You know Felix Ullman’s place?” ne
says.

I do and I say so. Felix runs a cigar
stand and is fronting for some bird that’s
making book in the back room of the spot.
He goes on with: “Well, I was there yes-
terday about noon putting five on Jackie
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Horner’s nose in the fourth at Caliente.”
He swears some here at somebody that
touted Jackie Horner to him. “The dog
thought he was the little lamb and the
rest of the field was Mary. He’'d have
come in tenth except there was only nine
horses running.”

He’s so dinged up that I figure it’s bet-
ter to let him go and not try to hurry
him. I lost five myself on Jackie Horner
to place and I know how he feels when
it comes right down to it. He says:
“While I was in there some guy comes
over to me and says do I want to make
fifty smackers. I say yes and he takes
me over to one side and says it’s mine if
I pick a beef with George Cullen and let
him take me.” He kind of puffs up on
this and explains that that’s the only rea-
son he lets George take him. In the shape

_he’s in he even believes it.

“Who was this guy?”’ I say; and he
says: “I don’t know him but I've seen
him in there once or twice before. He
comes in there always with some other
guy and this other guy calls him Oley.”

I ask him what he looks like and he
says: “He’s about as tall as I am but he’s
got a big belly. He’s bald as an egg on
top of his head and just got a fringe
around the edges and is light-complected.”
He goes on then with: “I tell him I’ll do
it and he says he’ll pay me when I do.
I back up on it then and he gives me twen-
ty of it then and is going to give me the
rest later.”

“You think you’ll get it?” I say.

“I know I will!” he says, and takes out
a sweetheart of a stop watch that’s worth
half a grand of anybody’s money. He
shows it to me and explains: “He give
this to me to hold and is going to meet
me here with the other thirty at five today
to get it out of soak.” He nods his head
at me as if that should show me what a
smart dope he is.

I look at my watch and see it’s ten to

four. I say: “Where did you see him after
you left the joint?” and he says: “In the
cafeteria up the street from there. He
and his friend were there waiting for me
to see whether I did it or not. As soon
as I talk to them I figure it’s maybe a
phony so I go up to the station and make
myself an out. I guess I’'m half smart.”

I don’t know whether he’ll remember
what he’s told me when the marijuana
wears off but I hope he does. I figure to
ask him then how smart he is. He hasn’t
got any phone in his room and I figure
that maybe the guy that did the job will
take a chance and come in and pay off
because they won’t know I know anything
about the set-up, and may figure that it’s
safer to pay Eisman so he’ll keep his
mouth shut. It'd be a sucker stunt but
the whole thing’s so screwy I figure it’s a
good bet.

“I'm going out,” I say to Eisman. “Be
right back.”

He goggles at me and pulls out an-
other reefer and grins at me and says:
“I'll be right here when you get back.”

He s+

I’VE gone to the lobby and telephoned.

I get Mac and tell him to come on down
if he wants to make the pinch and he says
he will and I go back to the room. I
knock on the door and Nigger don’t say
anything and I try the knob and it's
locked. I pound some more thinking he’s
passed out. He was so damn high I don’t
think he can walk out and he didn’t act
like he wanted to take a powder on me.

About then my foot slips in something
on the floor. I look down and see a dark
spot that gets bigger while I look at it
and right then I get the smell of fresh
blood. There’s no mistake if you ever
smell it once. I get back against the wall
across the hall and slam into the door
with my shoulder, and this breaks the lock
and I fall over Eisman.
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He’s Taying on his back about a foot
from the door when it’s open, and some-
body has fixed him up good. Really first-
class. There’s a spot on his temple that
means he got clouted there and then some-
body’s taken a knife and just ripped his
neck open. This has cut the big artery
and he’s bled to death while he was
knocked cold and this means plenty of
blood.

For a minute it gets me. The phone
booth’s at the side of the lobby and all the
time I telephoned Mac I kept watch, and
I know nobody either went back or come
out through the hall. I know it can’t be
suicide because marijuana smokers don't
do the dutch hardly ever for one thing,
and he wasn’t even feeling low for an-
other, and what makes it murder for sure
is that there’s no knife. 1 look.

I sit down on the bed and try and
figure it out, and here’s a closet with the
door standing open and that tells the story.
Whoever did the killing was in the room
when Nigger and I come down the hall,
and he heard us and hid there and heard
Nigger tell the story of his life to me and
figured that with Nigger dead things’d
shape up better, and come out and
smacked him when I left and made sure
he was dead by cutting his threat. This
makes it look like the bird that Nigger
alibied for must be it, and it makes any
chance of me tagging him at Ullman’s no
dice, because he’s heard Nigger tell me
about him hanging around there and’ll
give the place a miss from now on. The
whole thing don’t look so good.

I sit there and watch these puffy lips of
Eisman’s change color and think this all
out before Mac comes. He sneaks down
the hall and knocks real quiet and I whis-
per just loud enough so’s he can hear it:
“Come in!” He does, very quiet, looking
at me instead of at his feet— and falls
over the body and goes on his face.

Then he gets up and I say: “Meet the

boy {friend!” and I wave at Nigger.

He looks at him and says: “Did you
have to—" then sees how his neck is
chopped up and changes it to: “Who done
it P

I tell him that I don’t know and this
makes him sore and he says: “You was
here, wasn’t you?”

Mac’s like that, flies off the handle easy.
He says: “What was the idea in getting
me in here and making me fall over it?”
He waves at the body.

I say: “It was your own feet you fell
over.” It burns him up but he lets it
slide. I tell him how it happened and
that the guy locked the door after him-
self and must have gone out the back
way and about what Nigger told me about
this Oley, whoever he is.

“Ullman might know,”
then.

I say: “He might!” and Mac says: “He
better.”

He calls the morgue wagon and the
print man and all the rest of the staff at
the station and I beat it. I know Ullman
and I don’t think Ullman’s going to know
a thing that he’ll talk about. Mac could
take some guy that didn’t know the score
too well down to the station and make
him think up stories if he didn’t know
any, but this Ullman’ll know what Mac
can and can’t do. He’s got plenty of pro-
tection on his joint or he wouldn’t be run-
ning the way he is, and a guy like that’s
got too many connections to get rough
with just on a guess. As soon as Mac gets
down to earth he’ll figure the same way
and I know it so I can’t see any sense
in wasting time sticking along with him.

Mac says

I START right then on Farmer Sheats’

hunch because it’s all I got left, and
make the rounds of the joints trying to
find somebody that knows something
about Cullen. The catch on this is every-
body knew him and don’t know anything
about him. He was one of these birds that
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don’t get up until the joints open and
stays until they close and that don’t seem
to have any home. It takes me three days
before I get a lead, but when I do I find
out he’s married and has got a kid and
lives out in the Wilshire district which is
a damn nice neighborhood.

I go out there and find his apartment
and knock on the door and a little short
dark woman comes to the door and I
say: “Mrs. Cullen?”

She says she is and looks scared to
death. I say: “I want to talk to you,”
and she says: “Won’t you come in?”

I do. They got a pip of an apartment,
the kind that rents for at least a hundred
and fifty, and this is important money for
a hustler to be paying for rent. She waves
me to a chair and says in this scared way:
“George isn’t home, officer. I don’t know
where he is.”

She’s got me picked as a copper which
is all right with me for a while. If I
figure I can get more out of her by telling
her I run a private agency there’s always
time. I never think about her maybe not
knowing what the score is and say: “Why,
didn’t you know George was dead?”

“It’s a hell of a thing to do but I
don’t think. She looks at me like she
don’t understand and says: “What did
you say?”’ and then sees by my face
that she’s heard right. She looks at me
for a minute and then says, “Oley!” as
if to herself and starts to cry.

I let her go for a minute and think what
a heel T am to tell her like that and she
says, still crying: “George knew it. He
knew it was going to happen.”

I say: “He had 2 hunch?”’ and she
says: “He told me we were going to
move away from here because he was
afraid of Oley.”

I say: “Oley who?”’ and she says:
“Oley Chrisman.” She’s really going to
town with her crying and it’s like talking
to somebody who’s answering questions

they don’t know is being asked ’em. Like
somebody talking in their sleep. I say:
“What made him think that?” and she
says: “He and George quarreled some-
thing terrible the last time he was here.
Oley’s brother was quarreling with
George too.”

I say: “What about ?”

She keeps on crying and mumbles:
“I don’t know!” and I say: “George is
dead, Mrs. Cullen. Anything you tell
me may help me find the man that killed
him.” She cries harder than ever and
says: “It was my fault. The whole thing
was my fault. If I only hadn’t asked
George to quit.”

“Quit what?” I say.

She looks up at me and says: “Kid-
naping!”

I stare at her and she says: “George
and Oley and his brother and a woman
Oley said was his wife, only I don’t think
she was, were kidnaping people. I made
George tell them he was going to stop it.”

I've changed my mind about it being
such a raw stunt telling her about her
old man. If she had a chance to think
it over she wouldn’t be talking like this.
She’s lived with a hustler and if she
wasn’t about half nuts she’d clam up like
one. I got her at just the right time.

“Did you ever hear any names?”’ I
say.

She says: “I heard the name McClure
once. And Sullivan. T heard that too.
That was when they were all arguing,
the night before George went away.”
She puts her head down on her hands
and really goes to town again with her
crying on this and I let her go because I
got to have a minute to think.

For the last six months there’s been
talk around the joints about some snatch
gang that works the big hotels for mar-
ried men that want to party a bit. They
let him meet some gal and seem to get
over with her pretty well and when she
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takes him to her apartment they bust in
and take him. The gal’s supposed to be
a respectable married woman just out for
no good and the guy can’t squawk on
her account as well as his own. He'd
have to admit being where he shouldn’t.
There's never been a beef come out yet
because this bunch is smart enough to put
the slug on easy—maybe five, never over
ten grand—and give the sap plenty of
time to raise it. A guy won’t cry on a
touch like that where he would if it was
lots of money. I don’t remember either
the name McClure or Sullivan but I
think of another way to check on it.

“How long have you lived here, Mrs.
Cullen?” T say.

“About six months,” she says. “We
came from Kansas City. George got in
some trouble there and....”

This fits fine. I can’t see why George
and his friends have a beef about him
quitting though, so I say: “Why did you
want him to stop?”

“This woman that was supposed to be
Oley’s wife,” she says, “was always mak-
ing eyes at George!” She breaks down
here and starts in to cry good again and
sobs out: “He got killed just because I
was jealous of him.”

SMOQOTH her down a little and won-

der a guy that was as smart as this
George Cullen must have been should
have married a half-wit of a woman. He
might have quit the other boys because
she wanted him to but they didn’t knock
him off on account of that. I think of
another way to check this kidnap yarn
and ask her where the phone is and she
points it out to me. I call the station and
get Mac.

“Mac,” I say, “did you ever hear of
anyone named McClure and Sullivan?”’

He speaks back real quick. He says:
“McClure was picked up in a ditch last
week but wasn’t identified till this morn-
ing. Why?”

“I just wondered,” I say. “What about
Sullivan ?”

He says: “Never heard the name.
What about McClure? Why did you
ask?”

I say: “Never mind. I'll tell you when
I see you,” and hang up the phone and
go back to the woman. I ask her if she
has any idea where this Oley Chrisman
hangs out and she says she don’t and
then I figure I'll check on Nigger’s de-
scription and I say: “He’s blond, ain’t
he?”

“Why no,” she says. ‘“He’s dark and
he’s got curly black hair parted in the
middle. He’s heavy.” I ask her how
tall and she shows me about five feet and
a half high in the air.

I got another hunch now so I say:
“You better get in touch with the law,
Mrs. Cullen. I’'m only a private detec-
tive!” And I get out while she stares
at me.

I get down to the front of the apart-
ment house and just as I step out on the
street I hear a siren howl and along comes
Mac and Tony Corte in a fast wagon.
Mac sees me and climbs out and says:
“What’s this about McClure?”

His face is red and I can see he’s so
damn mad he can’t hardly talk. It burns
him up to think I'm holding out on any-
thing he should have found out by him-
self. It takes me about ten minutes to
tell him what the gal told me and then
he says: “And you don’t know where
this Chrisman is?” and looks at me like
he don’t believe it.

I say: “I don’t. There’s two Oley
Chrismans. One blond and bald-headed
and the other dark and with black curly
hair. As soon as I find more of them I'm
going to put ’em with the Smiths in the
phone book.”

He says: “And you don’t know where
to find ’em, hunh?”

I say: “No. Believe it or not.”

“For two cents,” he says, “I’d stick
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around with you for a while.” I give him
a nickel and tell him that he owes me
three cents and he says: “You mick!
You hold out on me and you’'ll wish you
hadn’t.”

I say: “Come along then.”

He stares at me as mean as he can and
says: “I know you’re holding out on me.
That’s why I traced the telephone call.”

“So what?” I say.

He says to Corte: “Come on, Tony.
Le’s go up and see what this woman’s
got to say.” :

They go into the apartment house and
I head for a phone booth.

I start calling up hotels and make it
on the fifth one. The Belvedere. A nice
place. I say: “Have you had a Mr, Sulli-
van registered at your hotel in the last
week or two that went away without his
luggage?” I know that if anybody does
a stunt like that it makes talk among the
help.

The girl says: “Wait a minute!” and
I wait and by and by she says: “Hello.
Who is this speaking ?”

“Missing Persons,” I say, which is
taking an awful chance if the hotel has
reported it to Missing Persons. But in
a minute a man says: “This is Mr. Fields,
the manager. You were asking about Mr.
Arthur Sullivan?” I say: “Yes.”

I hear him talk to somebody else and
then he says: “Can you come down here?
It’s very important.”

I've started something I don’t know
what to do with. Then I think that even
if worse comes to worse and there’s
trouble I can always say they misunder-
stood on the Missing Persons gag and
that I can’t be stuck for impersonating an
officer on that kind of proof so I start.
There’s something doing and I want to
know what.

I GO into the lobby and ask for this
= Mr. Fields and he’s left word for me

because a bell-boy takes me to his office
plenty quick. This Fields is a thin, wor-
ried-looking bird and he doesn’t look too
happy when he says: “You're from Miss-
ing Persons?”’

“I'm John Carr!” I say, and let him
take the Missing Persons thing for grant-
ed.

“This is Mr. Zeil,” he says, and waves
at a little dark Jewish-looking guy and
I shake hands with him not knowing what
it’s all about. This Zeil says: “Mr. Fields
and I had just decided to call you.”

I sit down and say nothing and Fields
says: “We didn’t know what to do. We
were just talking when your call came
in.”

I let Zeil tell the story and it’s just
what I thought it is. He and Sullivan run
a real-estate office and a hotel in Santa
Barbara and have quite a bit of property.
Zeil gets a letter from Sullivan that tells
him to dig up ten thousand in cash and
to give this to a man that'll give him an-
other letter from him. The pay-off is
here at the Belvedere but Zeil gets think-
ing about it and don’t believe the letter
where it says it’s for a business deal.

He explains: “We got spread out be-
fore the slump and are land poor. Sully’d
know that I'd have a hard time to get the
money and that we can’t afford to go
in to anything else.”

He and Sullivan and this Fields have
been friends for years and so he asks him
about it and they just about decided it
was a phony when I call. The baggage
being left in the room is the tip-off to
them, though they are sure that Sullivan
wrote the letter.

I say: “Does it say when the man’ll call
for the money with the letter?”

Zeil gives me the letter and I see that
he’s supposed to wait at the hotel from
Wednesday on and it's Friday now., I
ask him about this and he says he’s been
waiting but the more he thought it over
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the more he thought he ought to do some-

_thing. Then I tell them that I heard of
a man named McClure who’s just been
found dead and Sullivan mentioned in
the same way and ask ’em if they’ll let
me go on it my way, and we talk it over
and finally decide what to do and how to
do it, and Fields calls in the house dick
and tells him he’s to do what I tell him.
Fields don’t want any fuss in the hotel
but I tell him that whether there is or not
depends on how the play comes up and
he has to stand for this.

The play comes up that same night and
there’s no fuss.

I'm in Fields’ office and I hear the buz-
zer on his desk tick three times which
means that somebody asks the clerk for
Zeil and I drift out easy into the lobby.

There’s a short, runty-looking bird
standing by the desk. By and by Zeil
comes downstairs and he and this guy
talk a minute and then the guy gives Zeil
a letter. Zeil reads it and goes over to
the clerk and asks for the envelope he’s
checked in the hotel safe, and the clerk
gives it to him and he gives it to the guy
and then I step in.

I don’t make a move before because

the guy has to get the money before the

case is air-tight. I tip the wink to the
house dick and step alongside this bird
and say: “Easy, guy. It's a pinch.”

Cullen has been shot and Nigger Eis-
man has been stabbed and this McClure
has been killed some way I don’t know
about and I ain’t taking any chances. I
got a gun in my coat pocket and I got
about three inches of the end of it into
this guy’s ribs when I speak.

He turns and looks at me and says,
“What for?” just as easy as hell and I
say: “It’s only kidnaping now. It'll be
murder on top of it by and by.”

He says nothing to this but shoves his
shoulders up like it’s no never minds to
him, and the house man and I take him

out the back way so’s not to tip anybody
off that might be waiting for him. The
whole thing goes so smooth that nobody
even guesses there’s been a pinch made
and there’s at least fifty people milling
around the lobby. As soon as we get
him out of sight we shake him down and
don’t even find a gun. He’s got this en-
velope that Zeil gave him though, and he’s
got a letter addressed to Victor Chrisman
and this is a break.

I load him into a cab and take him to
the station and into the homicide room
and say to Mac: “Here’s one of the
guys!”

Mac don’t waste any time in getting
into action. I don’t even have time to
tell him I know the answer to what he
wants to know. He comes right over to
the runt and says: “Where d’ya live?”

The guy gives him a snotty look and
says, “You guess!” and Mac smacks
him across the puss and the guy hits the
floor so hard he bounces. He’s out cold.

“He lives on Redondo,” I say. “I just
brought him up to park him and see if
you want to make this pinch with me.”
I show Mac the letter, which is a bill from
a radio company, and Mac says to another
copper that’s there, “When he comes to,
put him away!” and to Corte, “Come on,
Tony!” and we go.

HIS house on Redondo is in the third
block up from where the street-car
line ends on Washington. It’s a nice
neighborhood, all little houses but mod-
ern and most of ’em built this Spanish
style. Mac coasts the police car into the
curb a half block down from the house
and I say to him:“This is going to be
tough.”

He grunts and gets out and says,
“Why?” and I say: “Because this guy
is plenty taugh and there’s this poor devil
of a Sullivan in there with him. We got
to call our shots.”
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He grunts again and pays no attention
and says to Corte: “You take the back,
Tony. Carr and I'll go in the f{front
way.” He’s sore as hell because he thinks
I'm trying to tell him what to do and
just starts out with his head down and
never a thought in it, and I got to tag
along or lose my place.

He gives Corte barely enough time to
get to the back and pulls up on the front
porch and pushes the doorbell. There’s
nothing happens for a minute, but from
where I'm standing back of him I think
I see a shade on one of the front windows
flicker. There’s no light showing any
place in the house and Mac keeps his fin-
ger on the bell and half turns to me and
says: “I guess we're too—"

He gets that far and the front door
opens and somebody reaches out and
clouts him on the side of the head. Mac
don’t even see what hits him. There's
a street light on the corner but the porch
is so dark I just get the flash of the gun
the guy uses to clout with as it comes
down and I’m looking right at it.

Mac goes down like it was an ax he
was hit with instead of a gun and I go
through the door in a dive at about where
the guy’s knees should be, figuring that
if he’s going to shoot I can maybe upset
him before he does.

He don’t shoot but hits down at me
as I come in. He misses my head and
just hits me on the back and this don’t
bother me none. What does bother me
is that I miss his knees and sprawl out
there on the floor and can’t see or hear a
thing. I'm afraid to move. The door
is either on a spring or he gave it a pull
as he dodges back because it’s closed now.

I lay there on my belly and listen and
all of a sudden I hear a grunt and he
smacks down with the gun again, but it
lands on my shoulder instead of my head
which is a break again.

It’s the last one I get. This bird acts

like he can see in the dark. I'm stretched
out there and I got a gun in my right
hand and all of a sudden he piles on top
of me and gets my right wrist in two
hands and puts on a wristlock that’s a
honey. I got to drop the gun to break
it and I do this, and he changes it into
a hammerlock but don’t get a chance to
put on any pressure because I get my
head down and roll ahead. We're all
tangled up with him still holding my wrist
with both his hands and I shout, “Corte!”
just as loud as I can, and smack whoever’s
got me with my left—but I can’t get any
weight behind it because he’s holding me
off balance.

This is the first he knows there’s any-
body in the play but Mac and me. He
puts a twist on my wrist and puts me
down to my knees and then he must re-
member that I've dropped the gun I had,
because he lifts me up and changes his
hold into a whip wristlock and pitches me
over against the wall. I land sitting
down.

This is a mistake but I can see how
he makes it. He’s got his gun and thinks
I ain’t. I've lost one but I got another
one and I yank it out. I got to hold it
in my left hand because my right’s still
numb, but at that I figure it’s even.

I hear Tony Corte pounding away at
the back door and have got time to try
and figure what in hell’s holding him
back before this bird makes a move.
When he does I know he can see in the
dark. I'm just sitting there, afraid to
move because he could hear me, and he
shoots and I hear the slug chunk into the
wall right by my head.

The flash of the gun is heading right
at me and it about half blinds me, but I
shoot right at it once and then once to
each side and about a foot away from it.
While I shoot I get up to my knees and
the minute I’'m done I throw myself as
far to the side as I can, hoping he won’t
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be able to hear it above the bang of the
gun. But I get another bad break.

I land into a chair and the damn thing
skids across the floor generating plenty
of noise, and he turns loose again. I feel
a kind of jar in my left shoulder and
high up but it don’t seem to hurt at the
time. I shoot twice back and move about
five feet to one side and this time I man-
age not to run into anything.

I hear a kind of thud and then a little
scramble, but I’m afraid to try for it. I
only got one shell left in my gun and I
can’t waste it. I can hear Corte pound-
ing away on the back door and it sounds
like he’s got something to pound with
finally.

I hear a kind of groan and then I think
I hear something move on the floor. Just
then Corte smashes through the back
door and comes in through the kitchen
and the damn fool’s got a flashlight in his
hand, and as he comes into the front room
he turns it full on me!

I DUCK and the guy on the floor shoots

but Corte has kept on swinging his
light and just as the guy shoots the light
hits him. He’s on his knees and right
in front of a door. Corte and I shoot at
the same time and he goes backwards
through the door. Corte starts after him
and I say: “Hold it. Turn on the light
first.”

He uses the flash some more and finds
the light switch by the front door and
turns it on. Just then Mac starts to pound
on the outside and he lets him in. We
all three look, and see a pair of feet stick-
ing out this other door. I pick up my
gun that’s still got shells in it and then
we move sideways until we can see what
belongs to the feet, and here’s the guy
laying on his back and all shot to hell.
He’s deader than last Christmas’s goose.

We hear another noise in the room be-
yond and ease in there, and here’s a guy

on the bed with tape across his pan and
both his hands and his feet tied with more
of it. We cut him loose and pull the
tape from his puss taking a bunch of
whiskers along with it, and he looks at us
and sees he’s on the right side once again
and passes out. Corte goes in the bath-
room and gets some water and throws it
on him, and we find a bottle of bum rye
in the kitchen and give him a slug of
that. He comes out of it far enough to
even watch us shake the stiff down.

We figure right away the blond bald
head and the black curly hair angle. He’s
in his curly hair make-up when we come
in and when he fell his toupee fell off and
shows his egg head. He’s a little short
guy but bailt as solid as a Shetland pony,
and I'll be damned if I see how I made
out with him as good as I did. If I hadn’t
been scared to death it’d just been too
bad.

He’s got one hole in his head and along
the edge of the blood the dark stain he’s
put on his face has run. That makes the
dark complexion the woman said he had.
He’s got another hole right center on his
wishbone and there’s two more besides
this in him, one low and to the right in
his side and another just ticking his left
arm. I figure that Corte and I made the
two center shots when the light was on
him and the other two was what I was
doing in the dark.

We look at my own shoulder and the
slug’s made a little groove about half an
inch deep right on top. It don’t hurt any
until I look at it and then it hurts like
hell because I think about it. It’s bleed-
ing some and there’s some cotton in the
bathroom and we put some of this on it
and tape it there. Then Corte goes out
front to where all the neighborhood is
flocked in the street and borrows a phone
and calls the morgue wagon.

We load Sullivan in the car when the
morgue wagon and medical examiner get
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there, and take him back to the station
and sit him down in the homicide room.
He tells us that the reason George Cullen
falls out with his Swede pals was because
after this guy McClure paid off they
killed him and Cullen wouldn’t go for
that. This makes more sense than his
wife’s yarn about quitting because of her
being jealous of him, though he probably
told her that to keep peace in the family.
McClure was still there the first day Sul-
livan was brought in and he knows Mc
Clure paid off and hears Chrisman and
his brother tell Cullen they were afraid
McClure would squawk.

We get a description of the woman,
Chrisman’s wife, from Sullivan and Mac
puts out a pick-up for her, though it
probably won’t ever do any good. Then
we go to Chrisman’s cell and tell him
we got Brother put away on ice and that
all he’s got to do.is sign the complaint;
and I'll be damned if he don’t look stub-
born and say: “I’d really rather not.”

We tell him we know what the score is
and can prove it’s a blackmail proposi-
tion along with the snatch and all that,
but he says that he could never make his
wife see that and so he’d rather not.

Mac’s just about ready to blow his
cork on that, because he ain’t got any
proof on the McClure killing without it,
and the kidnap rap won’t stick either un-
less Sullivan beefs, but I get an idea. I
go back to Sullivan.

I say: “Did you have a stop watch ?”

We've searched the stiff but he didn’t
have any watch on him.

This Sullivan says: “Why no, but Mc-

Clure did. I saw it and heard Chrisman
and his brother talking about it. The
brother you got in jail got it.”
. I say: “If we find that watch and ask
you to testify to this will you do it? The
gal angle won’t come into it if you're
only a witness like that.”

He thinks a minute and says he wxll
if we’ll keep him in the clear and then he
says: “But what’'s the watch got to do
with it?”

Even Mac don’t get it and I've told him
where I saw the watch. So I explain:
“If it can be proved that the brother we
got in jail had it instead of the brother
we killed, I say, “This brother can be
stuck for the Nigger Eisman killing. It
don’t make any difference who he’s
charged with killing as long as it sticks.
He can only hang once.”

Mac says: “We never took time to
look but they’d shake him down before
they’d put him away. It'll be on his prop-
erty slip if he’s got it. It'll be his neck

. if he has.”

He rings a buzzer and when the clerk
comes in he says: “Get me this fella
Chrisman’s property slip.”

The clerk goes out and Mac says to
me: “If he’s only got it!” and then the
clerk comes back with the slip.

We look and he has. Also he’s got
seventeen hundred and fifty that I get,
which makes the difference between dice
and no dice to me. Where Chrisman goes
he ain’t got no use for money.
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A Jerrv Prince Story
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In the pawnshop of Leo Bakos, Jerry Prince—Prince of Thieves—had
seen the first of those gleaming golden circlets, fashioned in the form
of a serpent, with diamond eyes. When he bought it he never guessed
two more would turn up—each one a metal murder messenger more

deadly than leaden bulless.

CHAPTER ONE

The Man From the Pawnshop

that small emerald bracelet of Miss
huetled into space. : .Ieanne Camer.on-’s is not in my ham_ls
by eight o’clock this evening, someone in
this room is going to have nightmares for

JERRY PRINCE said gently: “If
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a long time, Leo. And it won’t be me,”
Jerry finished cheerfully. “I sleep like a
top and never dream. Think it over,
Leo.”

They were alone in the room.

Across the black, flat-topped desk Leo
Bakos rested his stocky weight on his
elbows and looked past the big oily cigar
which was clenched between his teeth. His
eyes were half shut. They seemed to
drowse behind the blue smoke which spi-
raled lazily up from the motionless tip of
the cigar.

With thick fingers Leo Bakos slowly
removed the cigar and spoke. “If any-
body heard you say that, they’d think I
was a fence, Jerry.”

“Hear me—in here?” said Jerry Prince
with lifted eyebrows. “You're not afraid
of that, are you, Leo?”

The drowsing eyes of Leo Bakos went
around the room. Not large, but distinct-
ly unusual, that room. In fact the entire
pawnshop of Leo Bakos was unusual. The
three gold balls over the front door were
always bright with fresh gilt. The front
window held a luster which matched the
gleaming display behind the iron bars
which backed the glass. And the shop
inside was immaculate, the stock dusted
and clean. Leo Bakos’ place always ap-
peared prosperous, brisk and busy.

EO BAKOS himself came to work

every morning in a five-thousand-dol-

lar car driven by a uniformed chauffeur

whose hard, set face was always blank,

whose eyes saw nothing, whose ears heard

nothing, whose mouth spoke nothing that
Leo Bakos did not wish.

_Two clerks and a bookkeeper handled
the routine work. But if a customer
asked for Leo Bakos his wish was granted
instantly.

Sometimes the customer was taken back
into the private office where Jerry Prince
now sat. About him the walls were pan-

eled in dark wood to the height of a tall
man’s head. The rug was solid, thick,
black, silent to all steps. Sound seemed
to vanish when the door was closed and
one took the single chair beside the ebony
desk where Leo Bakos puffed the fat,
dark cigars which he imported for his
own use.

Nothing hung on the walls. No other
furniture was in the room. And it was
seldom that more than one person at a
time sat in there and talked to Leo Bakos
in an undertone. The quiet seemed to
breed undertone confidences. It was an
axiom that anything said in there never
got beyond the walls. Leo Bakos never
talked. The walls were soundproof, with-
out windows. The door was a double
door, and the inner one was sheet steel.

It was rumored that Leo Bakos’ five-
thousand-dollar car and chauffeur were
not supported by the profits of the shop,
successful as it was. But the rumors evi-
dently were unfounded, for no detective
—and many had tried—had ever been able
to find anything outside the law.

In the robbery detail at headquarters
choleric detectives had sworn they would
pin something on Leo Bakos, if only for
his nerve in rolling luxuriously through
the streets behind a uniformed chauffeur
who had been pardoned from a life sen-
tence on evidence that Leo Bakos had dug
up and presented to the governor.

But nothing had ever come of such
threats. No man had ever been able to
prove that Leo Bakos fractured in any
way the rigid letter of the law.

Something of that was in his heavy,
solid face now as he pulled deep on the
cigar, rolled it between his lips and slowly
blew a large smoke ring.

“Me, I’'m not afraid of anything,” he
said in the thick, slurring speech he had
never taken the trouble to correct. “Shout
it in here and down at headquarters,
Jerry. It makes no never mind. But why
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you should crack I got this Cameron neck-
lace don’t make sense. You understand ?”

Jerry Prince watched the smoke ring
expand and float toward the ceiling. He
was a tall, sinewy young man, carefully
dressed. He had an air. It was easy to
believe that he belonged to the best clubs,
that he was worth knowing. Features
finely molded from temple to jaw, mouth
wide and good-natured, he had the finely
drawn look of perfect condition and steel
nerves.

And yet, looking a bit closer, one never
failed to sense an aloof, poised air, like
that in the solitary vigil of a waiting hawk,
set to swoop, strike, kill. Jerry Prince
was fit—and solitary. His smile at Leo
Bakos was without humor and without
threat.

“Leo,” he said, “I’ve known you a long
time. Are you sitting there thinking I've
come in here to bluff you?”

The pawnbroker studied him again. The
‘quiet in that rich, ascetic room became
thick and heavy. And under the quiet a
certain tension lay tauntly. The breath
Leo Bakos exhaled was almost a soft
sigh.

“No,” he admitted. “I've never seen
you bluff, Jerry. But listen, you can’t—"

Jerry Prince leaned forward. He was
still smiling. “Have you heard,” he in-
terrupted, “that Skimpy Halls was killed
last night?”

Leo Bakos sat bolt upright, cigar for-
gotten, eyes wide. “Who killed him?” he
asked. “You?”

“No!” Jerry Prince relaxed against
the back of his chair, a certain sardonic
humor in his smile.

Leo Bakos spoke almost feverishly.
“Who killed Skimpy? Why are you tell-
ing me? I ain’t interested in that little
prowler. I hardly know him. What’s he
got to do with what we’re talking about?”

“He made a statement before he died,
I&O.”

LEO BAKOS put the fat cigar on the

brass ash tray at the edge of the desk
blotter. His hand was trembling slightly.
“What kind of a statement did he make,
Jerry? Who killed him? The cops?
Let’s have it. What'd he say?”

Jerry chuckled. “Got you worried, eh,
Leo? Take it easy. Skimpy wasn’t shot
by the police. He was struck by an auto-
mobile when he tried to dodge across the
street and get away from me. I went to
the hospital as a bystander. Skimpy
talked to me there.”

Jerry Prince’s glance narrowed.

“Skimpy knew he was dying, Leo. He
didn’t have anything more to lose. That’s
why I'm asking you for the emerald
bracelet that belongs to Miss Cameron. I
told her I'd get it for her. It belonged to
her mother. The butler was killed the
night it was stolen, you remember.
Skimpy was a little nervous that night.
His trigger finger slipped. He confessed
to that job, by the way. The confession
was turned over to the police by the hos-
pital authorities—if you’re interested.”

A white silk handkerchief took little
beads of perspiration from Leo Bakos’
forehead. His hand was still unsteady.
“Nothing Skimpy Hall could say would
prove I had an emerald bracelet,” he said
thickly. He spoke louder than necessary,
as if reassuring himself as he said it.

Jerry Prince smiled again, sardonically.
“Who said anything about proof? I
merely asked you for the bracelet—and
told you what would happen if I didn’t
get it. The law hasn’t got anything to
do with this. It’s between you—and me,
Leo.”

Leo Bakos passed the handkerchief
over his forehead twice more, reached for
the cigar, left it alone, and visibly went
through mental turmoil. “Suppose I had
bought it?” he suggested finally. “You
ask me to hand over two or three thou-
sand dollars because you promised a girl
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something? Am I crazy? Do I look like
a charity?”

“If you gave Skimpy five hundred for
it, you sweated blood, Leo. I’ll give you
five hundred and we’ll be friends. Done?”

Leo Bakos’ lips framed an explosive
“No”; but something he saw in the lean
smiling face stopped it. His hands went
up in a gesture of surrender. He had the
grace to smile sheepishly.

“Now I think of it maybe I can get
that bracelet, Jerry. I'll join you out in
the shop in a few minutes.”

Jerry Prince got up at once. “I kmew
you could—if you thought real hard, Leo.
Here’s five hundred.”

Closing the billfold from which he had
shipped five crisp hundred-dollar bills,
Jerry Prince opened the steel inner door,
the finely grained wooden -door, and
passed into the spic-and-span bustle of
Leo Bakos’ pawnshop. :

Both the clerks were busy with cus-
tomers and several people were waiting
with packages in their hands. A young
man standing near the back dropped
something on the glass case.

“How much for this?” Jerry heard him
ask the clerk in a nervous voice. “It’s
solid gold.”

Jerry had already noted that. The ob-
ject had struck the glass with the dull
sound of heavy metal, had twisted sinu-
ously for a moment, and now lay there
half coiled in a delicate, mobile, vicious-
ness that was startling.

Gleaming with a dull, yellow sheen it
lay there, a small golden serpent, each
scale clear and distinct, with a tiny wedge-
shaped head in which glittering diamond
eyes stared coldly.

Jerry Prince stopped, stood idly watch-
ing while the clerk picked up the golden
serpent and inspected it. And the thin,
sinuous, lifelike body coiled around his
fingers with startling reality.

Admiringly, the clerk said:
to be gold all right.”

The young man was leaning tensely on
the edge of the counter. He said: “Sure
it’s gold. How much?”

The clerk temporized: “If you don’t
redeem it, a thing like this is pretty hard
to sell.”

“You buy old gold, don’t you?”

And the clerk made no attempt to hide
the amazement in his voice. “You're not
going to sell this for oid gold?”” he asked.
“It’s a work of art. Chinese, I'd say.”

“I need the money,” said the young
man.

He was thin, stooped ; his old gray suit
was shabby and the brim of his weathered
old hat lopped down 3l the way round
with a discouraged air. His profile to
Jerry Prince was gaunt, hollow, from
hunger or fever.

“We'll have to test it for fineness,” the
clerk said.

“Go ahead.”

“It seeins

LEO BAKOS emerged from his private

office with a small package in his
hands and came toward Jerry. The clerk
held up the small golden serpent. It
seemed more viciously beautiful and alive
than ever as it dangled and coiled from
his fingers.

“Mr. Bakos,” said the clerk, “this gen-
tleman wishes to sell this for old gold.
I've just told him we’ll have to have it
graded for fineness.”

Leo Bakos looked startled. He took
the serpent in his hand and scrutinized it
closely.

“One hundred eighty dollars,” he said
without hesitation. He looked more
closely at the customer. “Where did you
get this?” he asked suspiciously.

“T didn’t steal it,” said the young man
quickly. “Call the police if you think
that. I can prove it’s mine. And maybe
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if you weigh it and test it you'll know
better what’s it worth.”

“I don’t need to,” Leo Bakos said
promptly. “I got one like it in my safe.
One hundred eighty dollars the other one
came to, so this is the same. They were
both made by the same man if I know
my gold work. The gold ain’t so fine.”

“All right, I'll take it.”

Leo Bakos nodded to the clerk to fin-
ish the transaction and walked to the front
of the store with Jerry Prince. He hand-
ed Jerry the small package as they went.
“Get it out of the store quick,” he begged.

“I ain’t so anxious anyone should find.

you here with it.”

Jerry slipped it in his pocket and
thought that Leo Bakos looked, at that
moment, a little more like the furtive
crook he was than he ever had before.

“Who sold that other snake?” Jerry
asked.

Bakos shrugged. “I'd have to look it
up. Come to think of it, another young
fellow about like him brought it in. He
looked hungry too. But he thought more
of his snake. He pawned it. I gave him
fifty.”

“Always the big-hearted business man,”
Jerry said admiringly. “Fifty dollars on
a hundred and eighty dollars’ worth of
good gold. And I'll bet you squealed at
it, Leo. Don'’t sell either of those snakes.
T’ve taken a fancy to them. I'll see you
later about them.”

“Sure. Any time. Only the price ain’t
what I paid, and the other one ain’t out
of pawn for a long time. Goodby—and
I hope I don’t see you again, goniff.”

Jerry Prince walked across the street
and waited in a convenient doorway.

He was still there when the young man
emerged from the pawnshop, cast a quick
look about and walked hurriedly north.
Jerry followed on the other side of the
street.

His man walked fast at the. corner,

crossed the street there, passed in front
of Jerry without looking toward him, and
continued on down the side street. He
walked with a curious shamble that cov-
ered ground at an amazing speed. It was,
Jerry thought, much like the gait of a
man used to long treks afoot, subordinat-
ing all extra motion to efficiency in walk-
ing. The gait seemed tireless. A mile
fell behind. Not once did the other look
back. He headed into a shabby neighbor-
hood filled with old houses, some brick,
some frame with the paint long since
weathered away. All sat close to the side-
walk. Every other house had rooms to

let.

A QUEER neighborhood to give up

such an exquisite work of art as the
golden serpent, Jerry Prince thought as
he trailed half a block behind. More than
that, he was a queer young man to be
selling such a thing, with no thought of
redeeming it and no haggling over the
price. He must have needed the money
badly, or else he had a reason for getting
rid of it. And the reason was not the
one that had made another young man
pawn his golden serpent so cheaply, evi-
dently expecting to get it back some day.
That little mystery was what had made
Jerry follow.

He was still half a block behind when
his quarry entered a three-story frame
house whose sagging front porch ended
at the sidewalk line. The gaunt young
man went in without looking back.

Jerry slackened his pace to a slow stroll
as he came up to the house. On one of
the square porch pillars which supported
a second-story porch over the lower one,
a peeling sign said cryptically—Rooms.

But Jerry got that with half an eye.
His attention was on a large, shining
limousine which stood at the curb in front
of the house. Such a car in this neigh-
borhood was an incongruity. It did not
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belong. It stood out against the sordid-
ness, the grime and the wretchedness with
a sleek, polished aloofness. And the uni-
formed chauffeur who sat stiffly behind
the wheel added to the impression.

Subconsciously Jerry noted the license
number before turning his head to the fat
slattern who was sweeping the lower
porch and talking in a loud shrill voice
to a woman on the next porch.

“T says to him,” she shrilled, “you can’t
talk to me this way! I'm a lady, I am!
Better bums than you have tried to beat
their rent! I’ll show you—" She broke
off as a hoarse, unintelligible shout sound-
ed in the house, upstairs. It was drowned
by two loud shots, upstairs also.

The two women stopped where they
stood, frozen, mute. The fat one lifted
her broom wordlessly, but, as the voice
cried out in the house again, she began
to scream shrilly: “Police! Police!
Help! Murder!”

The chauffeur of the limousine started
his motor as she screamed. Jerry
glimpsed the man’s face, middle aged,
thin, pallid with fear as terror-filled eyes
rolled wildly at the house. He clung to
the steering wheel as if it held safety of
some kind for him. Perhaps safety in
flight, Jerry thought fleetingly.

The fat woman continued to scream.

Overhead a door slammed loudly. Feet
stamped on the second-story porch ; stum-
bling feet which crossed the porch with
a rush.

Three louder shots, crashing against
the open air overhead, drowned out the
fat woman’s screams.

It was all happening while a man could
draw half a dozen quick breaths. Look-
ing up, Jerry saw a reeling figure come
heavily against the wooden porch railing
overhead. The rotten wood at one end
gave way. The rail sagged out. The
helpless figure hurtled out into space, arms

flopping limply.

The man did not struggle®as he fell,
Jerry had the instant conviction that he
was dead as he went out into the air. He
looked away as the body struck the side-
walk.

The fat woman saw it with bulging
eyes. Her screams choked in her throat.
Gagging, she dropped in a faint, the
broom handle clattering to the porch be-
side her.

When Jerry looked at the sidewalk
again, the shabby figure he had followed
from the pawnshop lay sprawled and in-
ert on the hard cement.

CHAPTER TWO
Hit-and-Run

UIET had dropped over the street
%, with all the smothering effect of a
shroud. Stunned quiet, which one knew
would erupt explosive excitement in a
few moments.

The chauffeur in the big car was still
clinging to the steering wheel. The motor
was racing wildly. Jerry shot a wary
look to see if a gun was being drawn
there, and when he saw no sign of it he
dashed across the porch, kicked open the
front door, lunged inside—and came heav-
ily against someone who was trying to
get out.

The shock was severe. The other stag-

: gered back, crying a low exclamation. It

was a woman, Jerry’s arms went around
her; with an effort he saved them both
from going to the floor.

The front hall smelled of cabbage.
Against that the soft scent of expensive
perfume came to Jerry’s nostrils as they
stopped against the bottom stair post. He
still held her close.

Small hands beat at him in fear.
Against the front of his coat a stifled
voice said fiercely: “Let me go! Let
me out of here!”
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. Jerry dropped his arms, stepped back
and caught her by an elbow, swinging her
around so the light from the door was
in her face. And sheer surprise made
him whistle sharply.

If the sleek limousine were out of place
at the curb, this girl was far more out of
place in the dim, smelly hall. She was
like an orchid on a trash heap. A small
orchid, slender, graceful, dainty. But not
so dainty either as she struck Jerry’s hand
away and tried to get past him. She was
quick, strong.

He caught her again. “Did you have
anything to do with it?” he snapped.

“I?” Her scorn would have withered
another man. She forgot to be fright-
ened any more. ©n her toes, and still
falling well short of Jerry’s shoulder, she
looked up at him from indignant blue
eyes, bright with excitement.

“I was in the other room, waiting!”
she burst out. “I thought it was an acci-
dent at first. I don’t know anything about
it! Let me out of here!”

And when Jerry still blocked her way,
she flared: “Who are you? How dare
you d-do this to me?”

Her voice faltered at the last and Jerry
saw that she was young, not more than
eighteen, and very bewildered and fright-
ened about it all.

He smiled at her and stepped back.
There were men who would not have be-
lieved that Jerry Prince’s smile could be
warm, flashing, comforting as it was now.
“I'm sorry,” he said. “Of course you
had nothing to do with it. Run along.”

She was gone in a breath of fright-
ened flight, leaving the door open behind
her. The fat woman on the front porch
was still quiet and the upper part of the
house tense and waiting as Jerry took the
steps two at a time.

The upper hall was dim, forbidding,
covered with ancient, worn linoleum. It
smelled of powder smoke as Jerry came

into it, panting. Not more than a min-
ute had elapsed since those last shots, yet
the hall was empty now.

A door at Jerry’s left opened cautious-
ly. A face peered at him for a second.
The door slammed again, but not before
he caught a glimpse of a woman’s fright-
ened face.

“Who did it?” Jerry called through the
door.

Her reply was near hysteria. “Get the
police! They killed him! Oh, my God,
they killed him! I saw him bleeding!
Get the police! The back stairs. I heard
them run that way.”

A REVOLVER lay on the floor where
someone had discarded it. The
bright nickel finish was splotched with the
dull crimson of fresh blood. And plainly
visible on the grimy linoleum were other
splotches of blood leading out to the up-
per porch where death had finally caught
up with the gaunt young man.

Beyond the gun an open door gave into
a small bedroom, shabby as the rest of
the house. Dim, too, for the curtains
were pulled down. But there was enough
light to show bureau drawers pulled out,
clothing and papers scattered over the
floor, and two suitcases slit open at the
top with a sharp knife.

It was, of course, the room of the dead
man. Unobserved, Jerry stepped quickly
inside. He was interested in the papers
scattered on the floor, mostly letters. A
few seconds was enough to gather most
of them up and get back in the hall again.
It was still deserted. Jerry went to the
back, found there a narrow boxed-in
stairs that took him down to a small rear
porch.

Behind the house was an untidy yard,
barren of grass, enclosed by a high plank
fence. Jerry ran out in the yard. A
woman leaned from the second-story win-
dow of the adjoining house and, pointing,
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cried:  “They ran down the alley an’
drove away in an auto!”

“D’you know who it was?” Jerry called
to her.

“Two men!” she cried excitedly. “All
I seen was their backs, mister! But I
knew they fired them shots for I seen
one of them with a revolver in his hand?!
They ran to the alley an’ drove away like
mad!” ‘

Jerry went back to the alley. It was
deserted. The men who had fled had
dropped nothing. He hesitated a moment
and then turned back mto the yard to a
narrow cement walk at the side of the
house.

He wondered as he went about the girl
in the front hall and what had brought
her into this neighborhood. The big
limousine was not a rented car. There-
fore it must be her own.

She, somehow, fitted with a limousine.
Her clothes, her manner had that elusive
stamp of genuine quality. The fat slat-
tern on the front porch had known she
was inside of course, and yet had seemed
to take it as a matter of course. It was
all very puzzling.

The street reminded Jerry of an erupt-
ing beehive. People—men, women, chil-
dren—were running from everywhere,
gathering on the sidewalk around the still
sprawled form that was not pleasant to
look at. Exclamations, loud talk, ques-
tions, answers made a bedlam. And the
big limousine, the chauffeur and the girl
were gone.

The fat woman was just stirring on
the porch. No one had gone to her yet.
Jerry pushed up the steps, helping her
to her feet. Her eyes were rolling as she
gathered breath for loud outcry.

Shaking her roughly, Jerry snapped:
“Shut up! I want some sensible talk
from you! Who was that young woman
who came in the car? What did she
want ?”

“ers.

Her eyes rolled at him. Her pent up
emotion burst forth in a gurgling whim-
per. “What are you, a cop?” she gasped.

“Never mind about that. What about
her?”

“I don’t know. I never saw her be-
fore, mister. She came here to see Mr.
Upton. That’s all T know. I told her
he had gone out for a little while but
he was coming back. She said she’d wait,
so I let her in the front parlor.”

Her eyes rolled to the crowd on the
sidewalk below them.

“An’ now he’s dead!” she bleated. “Oh
my Gawd, I shoulda knowed better’n to
let her in like that. These high-fallutin’
floosies are as bad as the other kind when
they get stirred up. She shot him. You
seen him fall. You know I didn’t have
nothin’ to do with it, mister! I'm a re-
spec—"

She was babbling when Jerry shook
her again and stopped it. ‘“Answer my
questions !” he said savagely. “How did
you know this Upton was coming back?”

She swiped at her eyes with the back
of a big red arm. “I’d give him notice
about his room,” she snuffled. “Him and
a coupla others that was behind in their
rent. I'm a poor woman, I am, an’ I
can’t afford to take chances with strang-
I said I'd have to have the money
by noon, an’ he said he’d get back in less
than an hour with it. So I told her to
wait in there for him. I tried to talk
to her too, but she was snooty an’ toney.
So I left her in there an’ come out to
sweep the porch, an’ when Upton come
back he handed me a twenty-dollar bill
an’ I told him she was in there.”

Jerry said coldly: “That girl wasn’t
upstairs. When I went in the front door
she was coming from the other side of
the lower hall.”

“I dunno about that. Upton said he’d
talk to her private, an’ slammed the door
when he went in, so I didn’t pay no more
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attention to him. I could see he was all
right. He had a roll of bills when he
paid me.”

“Not a bit of doubt that he was all
right then,” Jerry said dryly. “And that’s
all you know? She ever been here be-
fore?”

“So help me, mister, I never seen her
before. An’ I never had anything like
this happen in my place before. It'll give
me a black eye. Every hussy on the
street’ll be telling around how I'm run-
ning a joint here, An’ I got the cleanest,
most respectable rooming house in this
end of town. I can prove it.”

“Were any strangers in the house?”

“I didn’t see none. If they got in, they
come in the back.”

“How long has Upton been here?”
Jerry pressed while he had her talking.

“About two months,” she gulped.

“What did he do?”

“Nothin’ I could see, mister. He didn’t
have company. He spent most of his
time in his room. He looked sick to me.
Some nights he was out late, but it wasn’t
none of my business.”

POLICE siren wailed around the
corner and a patrol car raced up to
the front of the house. Its wheels had
hardly stopped rolling when a second si-
ren came around the other corner; one
of the bigger squad cars from headquar-
ters Jerry saw as he went down the steps
and mingled with the growing crowd.
To leave now would invite notice.
Jerry waited in the crowd while the po-
lice took charge. He was thinking of the
girl when a hand fell on his arm from
behind. In his ear a genial voice said:
“As I live and breath—Jerry Prince.
Fancy finding you around a murder like
this. Let’s get out of this crowd, Jerry.”
Jerry felt the back of his neck crawl
as he turned slowly. That bland voice
was the y,st thing he wanted to hear at

this time. He would have left quickly
had he known this was going to happen.
In his pockets were the package he had
gotten from Leo Bakos and the letters he
had scooped off the floor of the dead
man’s room, Either would make trouble
if found on him,

Jerry Prince’s face was debonair,
cheerful, however, as he went with the
speaker. “I was wondering if they’d
send you out to take charge,” he said.
“And how is my old friend, Sergeant
Pincus Smith today?”

Jerry’s hand was engulfed in a huge
paw which looked fat and had an iron
grip. The great, bland, pinkish face of
Sergeant Pincus Smith broadened in a
modest grin. “I’'m not in charge, Jerry.
Just came along to see what all the fuss
was about. Unusual neighborhood to
find you in, Jerry. Business around here,
I suppose?”

“I was walking,” Jerry said easily.
“Walking for my health, Sergeant. A
little exercise might help your own waist-
line.”

“There goes my vanity again,” Sergeant
Smith said mournfully, as they stopped
in the street. “Didn’t I see you leaving
the house as we drove around the cor-
ner, Jerry?”

Sergeant Pincus Smith was a large
man, in height and breadth. His middle
bulged far out. His huge pinkish face
was innocent as he laid the trap and
waited.

Jerry silently damned Pincus Smith.
Behind that big, bland countenance was
the keenest brain in the department.

“You did,” Jerry admitted. “I was
passing and heard shots inside. Then a
man fell off the porch up there. I ran
in to see what I could do. The landlady
there on the porch will verify it.”

Sergeant Smith looked slightly disap-
pointed. “What luck did you have in-
side, Jerry?” he asked.
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“None. A woman upstairs said two
men had done the shooting. They ran
out the back way and left in a car which
was waiting in the alley. A woman next
door saw them leave. One carried a gun
in his hand. And there’s a revolver on
the upper hall floor.”

“Hmmmm,” said Sergeant Smith
thoughtfully. “You aren’t carrying a
gun by any chance, Jerry?”’

Jerry managed to look shocked. “Of
course not, Sergeant. Why should I be
carrying a gun?”

“Search me,” Sergeant Smith sighed.
“Why doesn’t a snake have rabbit ears?
Sure you ain’t kidding me, Jerry? Mind
if I have a look?”

Sergeant Smith made a quick move-
ment with his hands. He was half
through a frisk before Jerry managed to
step back.

“Am T under arrest?” Jerry demanded.

Sergeant Smith’s big bland face was
aggrieved. “Of course not, Jerry. Just
a little friendly curiosity, you might say.
What’s that lump in your left coat
pocket 2’

“That,” said Jerry, “is a package I'm
taking home.” He displayed the small
package which held the emerald bracelet,
and put it back in the pocket. “If I'm
not under arrest,” Jerry said severely,
“don’t be so curious. If I am under
arrest, take me along and do it legally—
and give me a chance to start some fire-
works under you, Sergeant. I've always
wanted to see you squirm. Just out of
friendly curiosity, of course.”

Sergeant Smith was wounded and
showed it. *“If I thought you meant that,
Jerry,” he sighed, “I think I'd take you
in just to see what would happen. Smooth
your back fur down. If you don’t know
anything about this, you don’t. Mind
coming along in the house with me?”

“No,” said Jerry. “But I've some busi-
ness to do. Plenty of people around here

can tell you as much as I can., You're
not going to be nasty, are you, Sergeant?”’

“Good lands no, Jerry,” Sergeant
Smith assured him hastily. “Run along.”

TPHE sergeant waved a big hand cheer-

fully and turned away with the flat-
footed lumbering movement of a man
whose feet had been punished by years of
walking a beat. He headed into the
house. Jerry walked easily to the cor-
ner, turned right and left the excitement
behind.

But in less than half a mile Jerry be-
came aware that an automobile was trail-
ing him. He smiled thinly to himself.
He had expected it. Sergeant Smith was
never so dangerous as when he cheerfully
dismissed a matter.

Jerry walked with long strides to the
edge of the business district, hailed the
first empty taxi he saw and had the driver
take him into the thick of the mid-town
traffic.

Following Jerry’s directions the taxi-
cab zigzagged here and there through the
crowded streets; and just as it turned one
corner Jerry thrust a bill into the driver’s
hand and said sharply: “Keep going.”

He left the cab while it was still in
motion, slipped across the sidewalk, en-
tered the first doorway and watched.

The police patrol car turned the corner
a moment later and kept on after the
taxi. Beside the driver Sergeant Smith
bulked with his eyes glued on the traffic
ahead.

Smiling to himself, Jerry waited until
they were past and then walked the oppo-
site way. Shortly thereafter he entered
a cigar store and, from the telephone
booth, called Leo Bakos.

“Leo,” Jerry said, “look on your rec-
ord and get me the name and address of
that first chap who pawned his gold
snake with youw.”

Leo Bakos snorted. “A smart busi-
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ness man, huh? You want to buy his
ticket in cheap?”

“I won’t try to buy his ticket,” Jerry
promised. “My word’s good for that, I
guess.”

“Uh-huh,” Leo Bakos grudgingly ad-
mitted. “Wait a minute.” And present-
ly he said: “The name is Harry Duval.
He gave his address as the Windsor Ho-
tel. But you can’t tell about them names
and addresses they give. Half the time
they ain’t right.”

“This chap probably told the truth,”
Jerry said. “He evidently intended to get
it back. The Windsor isn’t a half bad
place either. I know it. Quiet and re-
spectable. Thanks, Leo.”

HE Windsor Hotel was located in a

side street where the business district
merged into a section occupied by resi-
dences and apartment houses. Five sto-
ries of gray limestone, it’s small lobby
was cool, quiet and heavy with an air of
sedate respectability. Not at all the place,
one would say, for a young man to be
staying, unless he also was ultra-respect-
able and quiet.

The clerk at the small desk in-one cor-
ner of the lobby was elderly, fussy in
little movements. He wore an alpaca coat
and rimless glasses, over which he peered
with a startled look when Jerry said:
“Do you have a Mr. Duval staying with
you?”

The elderly clerk asked a queer ques-
tion, almost eagerly. “Are you a friend
of Mr. Duval?”

The clerk’s manner was not unfriendly.
Jerry smiled. “I could be a closer
friend,” he said. “Does it matter?”

“Very much so,” said the clerk, bob-
bing his head with such vigor that the
glasses slipped on his nose and he had
to replace them. “Will you talk to Mr.
Haworth, our manager, sir? I'll get him
down here at once.”

Jerry’s smile grew a trifle forced. “I'll
talk to him if it will make you feel any
better,” he agreed. “But I can’t see that
my interest in Mr. Duval calls for a con-
sultation with the manager. Just ring
Mr. Duval’s room.”

“That is impossible, sir.”

“I see. He’s left, eh?”

“Not exactly,” said the clerk, lowering
his voice and straightening the pen by
the register pad with a nervous gesture.
“Mr. Duval is dead. He was—er—bur-
ried by the city because we could find no
trace of his home or people. We are
holding a piece of luggage filled with his
things. Mr. Haworth would like very
much to speak to you, I'm sure.”

“I’'ll see him,” Jerry agreed.

The clerk ushered him into a little cubby
hole office behind the desk. The man-
ager hurried in a few minutes later.
Elderly too, he was short and plump and
round. His face was bright with good
nature and lack of worldliness. His story
was brief, after introductions.

“Mr. Duval was with us a matter of
three months, I should say, Mr. Prince.
We hardly knew he was around. Just
the kind of a young man in which we
delight, for our guests are older and quick
to complain if they are disturbed. I no-
ticed at the last that Mr. Duval seemed
rather worried and nervous. He dropped
behind in his account with us. But,” said
the manager earnestly, “we did not press
him unduly. Frankly, I liked what I saw
of him. It was a great shock when he
was killed.”

Jerry’s face showed none of the emo-
tion he experienced. “Who killed him?”
he asked calmly.

The manager lifted a quick, protesting
hand.

“It was an accident. A hit-and-run
driver, the police decided. Mr. Duval’s
body was found about three miles from
the city limits, just off the North Shore
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Boulevard. It was—uh—badly bruised
about the face and had been lying in some
bushes below the edge of the road several
days. Identification was made by one of
our statements which was in the coat
pocket.”

“What proof did the police have that
it was a hit-and-run driver ?” Jerry asked.
“What was—er—Harry doing out there?
The street cars don’t run beyond the city
limits. Rather a queer place for him to
be, I'd say.”

“Now that you speak of it, I'm inclined
to agree with you,” the manager admit-
ted. “But Mr. Duval’s watch and billfold
were not taken. The bruises about his
face and body were those that would have
been inflicted if he had been struck vio-
lently by a speeding car and hurled down
the rocky bank at that point. It is pos-
sible he rode to the end of the car line
and walked into the country for a bit of
fresh air. He registered from New York.
I believe the police got in touch with New
York, but were unable to obtain any in-
formation about him.”

Jerry made his decision on the spur of
the moment. “You're holding his lug-
gage against the bill?” he said.

“One piece,” the manager admitted.
“Mr. Duval had two bags when he ar-
rived. But we found only one in his
room, and very few other effects.”

“I'll pay the bill and you can give me
his bag,” Jerry suggested. “You'll find
no relatives.”

The manager looked doubtful, but the
thought of the unpaid bill evidently forced
his nod of agreement. The bill came to
thirty-eight dollars. Duval’s bag, a2 worn
leather kit bag of good quality, had seen
much service. Foreign steamship and
hotel labels had been scraped off, so that
it was impossible to tell in what parts of
the world the bag had been.

“One thing more,” said Jerry as he

prepared to leave.
found on him?”

“Our statement only, as far as I know,”
the manager replied. “The police have
the billfold. It only contained three dol-
lars, poor fellow. You can question
them.”

Jerry smiled, said nothing and left.

“What papers were

CHAPTER THREE
Stick-Up

SHORT time later a taxicab let

Jerry out before a high, smart apart-
ment house. An elevator whisked him to
the fifteenth floor. He let himself into
one of the apartments, locked the door
and emptied the kit bag in the middle of
the living-room floor.

It contained only old clothes. Two
pairs of khaki shorts were all that he
showed interest in. They were stained,
worn, had not been washed since the last
wearing. They were the type of cloth-
ing a white man would wear in the back
country of the tropics.

Thoughtfully Jerry repacked the clothes
in the bag and took out the letters from
Upton’s room. He was not surprised to
find them addressed to another name—
John Lambert. And they had all been
sent to foreign addresses, ranging from
Peiping, China, to Singapore. They were
dated over a space of eight months and
written by a woman who signed herself
Jane.

Mailed in America, at several different
points over the eight months, they bore
no return address. Jerry skimmed
through them with a growing sense of
guilt. Jane, whoever she was, loved the
man whose name was John Lambert. She
worried in those letters about fever, dan-
ger and trouble he might encounter. She
wrote without enthusiasm of trips here
and there, light social affairs, mentioned
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people by their first names and spoke
often of her father who was evidently
with John Lambert part of the time, beg-
ging Lambert not to quarrel with him.
Bad blood evidently existed between Lam-
bert and her father, but the cause was not
mentioned.

In no letter did she give a definite clue
as to who her father was, who John Lam-
bert was, what he or her father were do-
ing in China. The last letter was dated
several months before, .

The remaining item was a small, strong
manila envelope which contained a wom-
an’s white linen handkerchief with a J
worked in one corner. The envelope was
crinkled, soiled, as if it had been carried
a long time, The handkerchief itself
showed signs of much handling. A faint
scent clung to it. Jerry put the handker-
chief to his nose.

And his mind returned to that dim,
smelly rooming-house hall. For a mo-
ment there, as he had held the girl in his
arms, the same scent had been in his nos-
trils. She must be the Jane of the letters.

Jerry looked at his wrist watch. It
was after four thirty. He telephoned the
Motor Identification Bureau, gave a cer-
tain name; and a moment later said:
“This is Jerry Prince, Bill. I know you’re
closed there but will you look up a
number for me? . .. Thanks. Here it
s

The search took some time, but Jerry
waited by the telephone patiently, his
brows creased in thought.

“Michael Madison,” he repeated as the
name was finally given him. “Sixty-seven
Forty-three Laguna Road, Huntley Park.
Thanks, Bill. T’ll do the same for you
some day.”

Jerry went down to the street, stepped
in a taxi, and within two blocks was able
to assure himself that he was being trailed
again. Sergeant Smith was evidently de-
voting the afternoon to an idea.

It took Jerry fifteen minutes, afoot, in
the home-bound rush of the shepping dis-
trict, to assure himself that he had lost
this latest follower; and shortly there-
after he walked into the pawnshop of
Leo Bakos.

Leo Bakos himself was behind one of
the cases. “I've come to have a look at
those gold serpents,” Jerry said to him.

“Too late,” Bakos grunted. “I only
got one left.” He seemed in an ill humor.
~ Jerry smiled noncommitally. “That’s
strange, Leo, after I asked you to hold
them for me. I suppose one of them
crawled out of your safe and wriggled
away?”’

“For such a wise crack I ain’t even got
a laugh,” Leo Bakos said peevishly. “I
know you’d figure I was running a hot
one on you. The fellow who pawned his
came in a little while ago, put down the
cash an’ his ticket an’ got his property.
He was out the door before I heard about
it. I gave the clerk hell.”

Jerry put his palms on the edge of the
counter, leaned toward Bakos. His smile
had an edge, his voice even more of a
one. “Do you mean to tell me,” Jerry
said, “that the man who pawned that ser-
pent with you, the Harry Duval who lived
at the Windsor Hotel, came here and got
ite2

“That’s right.”

“You’re lying,” Jerry said softly. “Du-
val is dead, buried, gone, forgotten.
You'll need a better story, Leo, or, so help
me, I'll make you sweat tears for double-
crossing me.”

LEO BAKOS put his hands on the
counter edge too. He appeared to

need the support. His eyes were not
drowsy now. Horrified was nearer the
word.

“You're kidding me, Jerry!” he said.

“Am I?”

Bakos fished one of the fat, oily cigars
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from his coat pocket, and then forgot to
light it. “Sure you're kidding me,” he
repeated as if trying to convince himself.
“It was the same guy who pawned it.
The clerk said so himself. He had the
ticket an’ knew what he wanted.”

“Duval is dead, Leo.”

“Maybe some other guy pawned it an’
used Duval’s name,” Bakos suggested
eagerly. “You know me, Jerry. I
wouldn’t lie to you. Hell, ain’t we done
business too often? Would I cross you
on a lousy little deal?”

“You'd cross your mother on a five-
cent piece,” Jerry said calmly.

Leo Bakos’ broad face turned red. But
despite his anger he kept his voice low,
leaning over the counter to keep his words
between them. “You can't talk to me like
that, Jerry. I got your number, but it
ain’t aces with me when you go too far.
You may be the slickest crook in the
country—an’ I got an idea you are from
the funny stuff I’ve handled for you—
but I ain’t takin’ too much from you.”

Jerry Prince’s face went hard. His
voice did not change. “Leo,” he said,
“you’re a rat. I was wondering when
you’d get such ideas in your head. Any
transactions I've had with you can be
reported to the police at any time. I
never trusted you. But business is busi-
ness. When I make a deal with you, I
expect it to be carried out. What hap-
pened to that other gold snake?” And
don’t alibi.”

Leo Bakos himself didn’t know why he
cringed. He always had done it when
Jerry Prince looked at him in that way.
He had heard things about this lone young
man which were not conducive to easy
sleep. Jerry Prince—Prince of Thieves
—if rumor had it right, made no idle
threats,

“Jerry,” said Leo Bakos, “it ain’t an
alibi. So help me, the same guy that
pawned that snake came in and got it. I

don’t want no trouble with you. I'm do-
ing the best I can.”
Jerry looked at him closely, nodded

slowly. “I believe you are telling the
truth,” Jerry said. “Let’s see the other
one.”

Leo Bakos went back to the safe, re-
turned and put the golden serpent on the
case.

It was more life-like than ever. The
tiny scales, the graceful sinuousness of
the body and the perfection of the head
with its cold diamond eyes carried the
very essence of life. Evil life. It was
uncanny. The master goldsmith who had
made the serpent had with his art injected
into the hard cold gold a lurking evil, a
threatening viciousness that was startling
to see.

“Does this mean anything to you?”
Jerry said. :

Leo Bakos shook his head. “Two hun-
dred dollars’ worth of gold it means to
me. And another hundred for the work
that’s in it. And the trouble you make
over it with me.”

“Three hundred you want for it, eh?”
Jerry asked briskly.

Leo Bakos hesitated, nodded slowly.
“That’s right.”

Jerry dropped the golden serpent in his
coat pocket. “Sold,” he said. “I’ll send
you a check for it, Leo. If you see or
hear anything about the other one, or the
chap who redeemed it, let me know at
once.”

Down the street Jerry stopped in an
optical shop and purchased a small but
powerful magnifying glass. He walked
four blocks to a garage, drove away from
there in a modest blue sedan, which might
have belonged to any man on the street.

Beyond the business district he parked
at the curb and, unobserved, took the
snake, turned it over and inspected its
belly through the magnifying glass.

In the pawnshop he had caught a
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glimpse of what he now saw more clear-
ly. The tiny belly scales bore an inscrip-
tion, etched faintly, barely discernible.
Each scale held a Chinese character. They
ran from throat to tail, done as carefully
as the rest of the gold work. Their faint-
ness was clearly to escape attention. Only
a student of Chinese could decipher them.

ERRY drove on out north to Huntley
Park. It had been an exclusive sub-
urb before the city reached out around
it. It still was. Laguna Road was on
the outskirts. With no trouble Jerry
found the address he had gotten from the
motor bureau.

He was not surprised at the size of the
grounds or the big house back among the
shrubbery; or the high iron fence that
surrounded it. But the locked gate, the
man patrolling inside with a gun at his
waist did surprise him.

When the blue sedan stopped before
the gate the guard made no move to un-
lock the chain which secured it.

Jerry got out and spoke through the
bars. “Is this where Michael Madison
lives?”

“Yeah.” The answer was surly and a
scowl went with it

“Is Miss Jane Madison at home?”

“Maybe.”

“I'm asking a civil question.
home ?”

The guard topped six feet. He was
powerful, rough-looking, able to give a
good account of himself in trouble. His
reply was a grunt. “She’s home,” he
said. “What about it?”

“I’d like to see her.”

“You can’t.”

Jerry spoke calmly. When anger rose
in him he always grew calm; it was a
lesson he had learned at some cost long
ago.
“Why,” Jerry asked, “can’t I see her?

Is she

What have you to do with it? Is this an
institution ?”

“It’s private property,” the grard told
him. “Private—get me? No strangers
wanted in here.”

“How do you know I'm a stranger?”
Jerry asked.

As he spoke, he was looking past the
guard into the grounds, mapping them in
his mind. The high iron fence seemed to
enclose six or seven acres. Trees, shrubs,
bushes, cut off most of the view of the
house. Off to the right he glimpsed a
second guard ; armed also, walking watch-
fully; and at the man’s side, a big police
dog.

The man inside the gate spat, answered
promptly. “It doesn’t matter who you
are. No one gets in here. We've got
orders.”

“Who has orders?” said Jerry.

“The guards. Day and night.”

“Why,” Jerry begged, “do they need
so many guards? What’s wrong?”’

“Beat it!” said the guard coldly.

Jerry made one last effort, looking at a
small brick gatekeeper’s lodge inside the
gate.

“Call the house and tell Miss Madison
that I'd like to talk to her about an im-
portant matter connected with Mr. Up-
ton. She’ll understand. Tell her I'm
the man she spoke to before she left the
house.” -

The guard said curtly: “We got or-
ders not to call the house about anybody.
That’s flat, see? No one gets in. Now
scram.”

Returning to his car, Jerry drove off.
He should have been annoyed but he was
not. Rather he was cheerful. The curi-
osity which had led him to follow a sin-
gle thread of mystery was being reward-
ed as it led into an ever widening web,
grimmer and more ominous with each
new discovery.

He had not been able to put out of his
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mind the look in Jane Madison’s eyes, or
the helpless terror on the face of her
chauffeur. She walked with fear, that
slender girl with her big car, her fine
clothes and the guards about her house.

And the one man who could perhaps
have helped her, the man to whom, across
the world, she had written her love for

long months, was dead, shot down, mur- "

dered in cold blood.

Gruesome too was the death of Harry
Duval and the reappearance of the man
who had pawned the other golden serpent
under Duval’s name. It was impossible
to doubt that the manager of the Windsor
Hotel had told anything but the truth.
What, then, was the answer to every-
thing ; where the connection, Jerry asked
himself.

The street lights were on when he
parked the blue sedan in front of his
apartment house. He opened the door,
started to get out—and found himself
looking into the barrel of an automatic
pistol.

“Back in and drive on,” a gruff voice
ordered.

The man must have come from one of
the parked automobiles, A soft hat was
pulled low over his face. The automatic
was held in against the front of his
body, invisible to anyone who glanced
casually at the spot.

He was a stranger, medium-built, well
dressed; and there was no doubt that he
meant what he said.

Jerry slipped back behind the wheel.

A second man got in the seat from the
other side at the same time. From the
corner of his eye Jerry saw a second
drawn gun. He had little time to think.
The first man jumped in the back and
slammed the door. The man beside Jerry
snapped: “Let’s go! Straight down the
street!”

JERRY drove off, trying to place the
one beside him. The thin, sallow face
was vaguely familiar. He had covered
several blocks before he got it. His com-
panion had been a body-guard for one of
the notorious liquor racketeers several
years before. The racketeer was dead,
his gang broken up, scattered in the swift
changes that had come over the under-
world. But this man had been a killer
then; he was undoubtedly so now. He'd
probably kill quicker now. Money was
no- longer easy for his kind to get.

Neither of the men had said anything
more. Jerry was still driving straight
ahead. He spoke first. ‘“What,” he said,
“is the idea? If you two want my bill-
fold, take it and get out. You don’t need
to go to all this trouble to get it. I'm in
a hurry.”

“Lay off the wisecracking, smart guy
the man in the back seat said in Jerry’s
ear. “We’ll get your dough when we feel
like it. Don’t drive so fast. You might
draw a speed cop—and then it’d be too
bad for you.”

Against Jerry’s neck the cold end of a
gun muzzle pressed warningly.

And the man said: “You'd better
frisk him, Jack. He’s supposed to be hot
stuff. T’ll keep the rod on him.”

The frisk was quick, thorough. Ser-
geant Pincus Smith couldn’t have done
better.

“He ain’t heeled,” said Jack.

From Jerry’s pocket he drew the golden
serpent, held it to the faint radiance of
the dashlight, whistled loudly.

“Geeze—lookit this!” he exclaimed. “If
it ain’t all gold I'm a liar! Feel it. I
thought it was a real snake at first. I
can’t stand snakes.”

The man in the back seat did not bother
to look. At least the pressure of the gun
did not alter on Jerry’s neck. “Yeah, it's
gold all right,” he said, as if already aware :

122
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of the fact. “Never mind that.
anything else on him?”

“I'll see. Where’s your billfold, guy?”

And the man in the back seat swore
impatiently.

“Get that later too! See if he’s got a
bracelet on him.”

Jerry had all he needed te know by
now. He said slowly: “So Leo Bakos is
behind this?”

And his companion said: “Who?
That fence who runs a hock shop ?

“Cut out that talk,” said the man in
the back seat. “Frisk him good, Jack.”

“Hell, I am! He ain’t got no bracelet
on him1”

“All right. We'll find out what he did
with it.”

“T’ll save you the trouble,” Jerry said
calmly. “It’s in the left hand dash com-
partment. I haven’t time to argue with
you two. Take what you want and get
out.”

The small package was retrieved from
the dash compartment, opened by the
man in the back and examined. “It’s a
honey !”” he said with satisfaction. “Worth
five grand if it’s worth a dime. Gimme
that snake too. Get his billfold.”

That done, neither man made a move
to get out. Jerry was still driving north.
The boulevard they were on was a
through street running into a state high-
way at the edge of town.

Jerry said shortly: “If you two want
a joyride, take the wheel and let me out.
I told you I was in a hurry.”

“Now ain’t that too bad,” the man be-
hind him said sarcastically.

For the first time since the sudden sur-
prise of a gun in his face Jerry’s nerves
went tight. This was no common stick-
up. These two were leisurely, as if rob-
bery was only a part of the job.

And, suddenly, Jerry knew what the
rest of it was.

Lo Bakos was behind it, of course,

He got

since only he knew that Jerry had the
valuable bracelet. Bakos had evidently
decided to take mo chamces on reprisals.
A gunman, down on his luck, needing
money, would not ask much for a killing
these days.

Jerry silently swore at himself for not
wearing a gun after he began to get an
inkling that murder was commected with
the mystery into which he had been pene-
trating.

Silently he drove straight ahead as he
had been ordered. The street was well
lighted. Cars were constantly passing,
people were on the sidewalks and front
porches. And, instead of being a com-
fort, the life all about was a mockery.

Silently they passed the edge of the
city and rolled out into the country,
where there was no lights, fewer cars.

Jerry’s nerves grew tighter each mo-
ment as he wondered just when the end
was coming. Either of them might slug
or shoot at any second. It was almost a
relief when the man in back, who seemed
to be giving orders, said: “Turn off at
the next road. An’ take it easy on the
turn, fellow!”

The next turn was a dirt side road.
In a few minutes they were far from the
world, between fields and patches of
woodland and an occasional farmhouse
well back from the road.

No better place for murder could be
found around the state. Jerry recalled
that the victims of various gang killings
had been found down this road.

A small white concrete bridge showed
up in the headlights. Jerry took a chance.
Quick thinking and disregard for the con-
sequences had worked before.

The sedan leaped forward as his foot
pressed hard on the accelerator. A
wrench on the wheel at the last instant—
and Jerry braced himself hard.

Crash—
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CHAPTER FOUR
Sergeant Smith Draws a Blank

HE front of the car struck the thick

concrete end of the bridge. Glass
cracked. Jerry heard the man behind him
yell as he catapulted over the back seat.

The car slued around, rolled down the
embankment, grinding and crashing, and
came to rest on its wheels again.

Bruised, battered, the breath knocked
out of him, Jerry let go of the steering
wheel. The other two were crowded in
the seat beside him. One was sitting up,
groaning, swearing. The dashlight was
still on. Jerry glimpsed a hand coming
up with an automatic. He grabbed for
the gun, got it, wrenched it free as a shot
shattered the stillness which had fallen
about them.

The shot went through the front of
his coat, just missing his chest. The next
moment Jerry struck hard with the gun
palmed; struck hard to the head which
dodged too late. One blow was enough.

The man he had hit was the one who
had been sitting in the back. The other
had been knocked out against the shat-
ter-proof windshield, which was a mass
of cracks.

Jerry shut off the ignition, recovered
the unwrapped bracelet, the golden ser-
pent and his billfold from the man’s coat
pocket and got out. He ached in half a
dozen spots, was dizzy from the shock,
but otherwise he seemed all right.

The front of his car was a wreck. It
would have to be towed back to town.
Gun in hand, Jerry started to climb the
weed-grown bank to the road.

Panting, he reached the top—and

stopped short as a blinding spotlight’

played over him.
From behind the light a voice called:
“Put ’em up! You're covered!”
Another car must have been following

them to be sure that nothing went wrong.
Jerry dove out of the light, down the
bank, dodging as he went. He couldn’t
risk luck a second time. Better chance
fighting it out now than cold-blooded mur-
der with a gun against his back.

He escaped the spotlight for a moment,
but it swerved down the bank and picked
him-up at the bottom. Instead of a burst
of gunfire, a voice called:

“Jerry Prince! You're under arrest!”

And at the sound of that voice Jerry
stopped, turned, and climbed back up the
bank into the bright light. He was smil-
ing wryly now. “Fancy meeting you out
here, Sergeant,” he called. “I didn’t in-
terrupt a necking party, did I? Why
didn’t you say who you were? I might
have taken a shot at you.”

Sergeant Pincus Smith lumbered out
into the light, cradling a sawed-off shot-
gun in his arm. “If I live to be eighty,
T’ll remember it, Jerry,” the sergeant said.
“You went down that bank like a kan-
garoo. What are you doing out here with
a gun in your hand? Give it to me.”

“A slight accident,” Jerry replied as he
surrendered the gun.

Sergeant Smith looked down at the
wrecked car and shook his head wonder-
ingly. “Slight?” he said. “I’d hate to
see what you’d turn out if you tried real
hard, Jerry. Ain’t there someone in that
car of yours?”

“Two old style gunmen,” Jerry said.
“They brought me out here to look at the
stars. We—er—got so interested that I
ran into the bridge.”

The sergeant tilted his head to the sky.
Clouds hid all the stars. “And I’ll bet you
ran up the bank with that gun to shoot
a star,” the sergeant said admiringly.
“Come on, Jerry, what’s it all about?”

“I wish I knew,” Jerry admitted. “I
was getting out at my apartment when
they materialized out of the air, forced
me back in the car and made me drive
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out here. Things began to look a little
serious so I ran into the bridge for a
change.”

They were climbing down the bank to
the wreck as they talked, two plainclothes-
men with drawn revolvers following. The
two men were still unconscious in the
front seat.

ONE of the plainclothesmen directed a

flashlight in on them. Sergeant
Smith looked, said: “Jack Hall. There’s
a ‘want’ out on him. Either of you know
who the other one is?”

They didn’t answer.

“Must be a visitor,” Sergeant Smith
decided. “Bring them up to the car.
We'll give you the keys to the city when
they come to. Your story checks, Jerry.
We happened to be passing and saw them
walk to your car.”

“You were probably parked across the
street looking for me,” Jerry corrected
amiably. “But let it pass, Sergeant. You
will waste your time. Here—what are
you doing ?”

“Frisking you legally,” Sergeant Smith
sighed. “You're under temporary arrest
now you know. Great snakes—what’s
this ?”

Sergeant Smith held up the gold ser-
pent; and in the light of the electric torch
it writhed and wriggled in his fingers
realistically.

“Exquisite, isn’t it, Sergeant?’ Jerry
asked.

“Funny thing for you to be carrying
around in your pocket, Jerry.”

“There’s no accounting for tastes,” said
Jerry. “Suppose you stop going through
my pockets. I've no other gun.”

Sergeant Smith’s hands were already
probing. A moment later it came out

~with the emerald and diamond bracelet.

“AH kinds of tastes, haven’t you,
Jerry ?” Sergeant Smith said with a mild-
ness that did not hide an exultant satis-

faction. “And I guess this is where you
finally put your foot in it. Take a look
at this bracelet, boys. If this isn’t part
of that Cameron jewel robbery, I'll eat
my hat. Here, let me look at the list.”

Sergeant Smith took a folded paper
from a small notebook, held it in
the torchlight, scanned it, and studied the
bracelet again, counting the emeralds and
diamonds.

“It is!” he said. “By the Lord Harry,
T’'ve got you this time, Jerry! It’s been
a long time, but I knew you’d slip finally,
I—I can’t understand your killing the
butler though. I never thought you were
a cheap gun.” And there was honest re-
gret in the sergeant’s voice.

Jerry warned calmly: “You're on the
wrong track, Sergeant. I don’t know
what you’re talking about. I was going
to return that bracelet to Miss Cameron.”

“Sure you were,” Sergeant Smith said.
“We’ll return it to her right away. Did
you get the snake in the same place?”

“Look at your lists,” Jerry advised.
“Was there any such article stolen and
reported ?”

“Not that T know of,” the sergeant ad-
mitted. “But we’ll probably get a report
on it. Come along, Jerry. And no tricks.
I don’t want to have to put the cuffs on
you.”

Jerry said nothing as he stood on the
road with the sergeant and watched the
two detectives bring the limp forms from
the wreck to the patrol car.

“You pulled a slick trick on me today,”
Sergeant Smith said suddenly. “Why
didn’t you tell me everything about that
murder, Jerry? If I'd known you were
covering up, I'd have taken you in.”

“Covering up, Sergeant? You’re wrong,
aren’t you? How could I be when I was
just passing ?”

“You didn’t say you went in the house
and met a girl in there who probably
shot that fellow.” :
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“l didn’t meet a girl who did that,”
Jerry said calmly. “She didn’t have any-
thing to do with it.”

“Why didn’t you tell me about the girl,
Jerry? And why did she run away if
she was innocent ?”’

“Can’t tell you why she did anything.
I never saw her before. If she didn’t
want to stay, it was her own business.
Don’t know that I blame her with the
place sounding like a battle field and a
corpse on the sidewalk in front. For all
she knew, she might have been the next
me.”

Sergeant Smith pushed his old slouch
hat on the back of his head and turned
abruptly.

“You knew her, didn’t you, Jerry? You
had an idea what was going to happen—
and that was why you were there at the
house when it did!”

Jerry laughed. “Try again,” he invited.

“Mighty funny you took the trouble to
run through the house, Jerry.”

“It looked like a man was needed in
there. As a public-spirited citizen I did
what I could until the police gat around.
I was hoping you’d praise me for that,”
Jerry said wistfully.

SERGEANT SMITH passed a hand
over his big bland face. What
thoughts were running behind it no man
could say. The sergeant himself grew
thoughtful and let the subject drop.

A few minutes later they started off.
The patrol car was heavily loaded.

“We’ll drop them at Emergency Hospi-
tal,” Sergeant Smith decided. “And then
go to the Cameron’s and get the bracelet
identified.”

Jerry said nothing. On the way to the
hospital Sergeant Smith tried to draw him
out about the Cameron jewel robbery.

“I don’t know anything about it,” Jerry
said goodnaturedly. “You're making a
terrible mistake, Sergeant.”

“You made a terrible one when you
shot their butler,” Sergeant Smith re-
torted. “I'm sorry, Jerry. It looks bad
for you.”

“Doesn’t it?” Jerry agreed.

He let the matter stand while they
dropped the two prisoners at the hospital
and then drove to the dignified town man-
sion of Augustus Cameron, a leading
banker. As they got out of the car Jerry
brushed as much of the debris from his
suit as he could with his hands.

Sergeant Smith took him by an elbow.
“Your looks don’t matter now, Jerry.”

“They always matter,” Jerry corrected
as he went to the front door with the
sergeant. A butler admitted them after
hearing their errand, left them in a draw-
ing room, saying: “I will inform Mr.
Cameron, sir.”

Sergeant Smith planted his feet stolidly
on the thick rug and looked around. “Pret-
ty swell,” he commented under his breath,
“I’d like to live here. I guess it looks
familiar, huh ?”’

“Nice,” Jerry agreed. “I've always en-
joyed coming here.”

The sergeant wagged his head. “You
will joke about it. How did you get in
the night you knocked the house off ?”

“I wasn’t here that night,” Jerry said.
And he turned as a clear voice behind
him said with amusement: “What are you
doing here, Jerry? Heavens, your suit
looks as if you've been rolling on the
ground. Stevens said it was about my
bracelet.”

Jeanne Cameron was twenty-two, pret-
ty, blond, frank and friendly as Jerry
said: “Sergeant Pincus Smith, of head-
quarters—Miss Cameron. We brought
your bracelet back, Jeanne. The sergeant
has it. We wanted to be sure it was
yours. Ummm—Sergeant, the bracelet.”

Sergeant Smith looked slightly dazed
as his eyes went from Jerry to Jeanne
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Cameron. “I didn’t know you knew Jerry,
Miss,” he mumbled.

Jeanne Cameron laughed. “Everyone
knows Jerry. We've been friends for
years. Ohhh! That is my bracelet! Jerry
you're a duck. I didn’t believe you when
you said you’d get it back for me. How
in the world did you do it?”

“Yes,” Sergeant Smith prompted quick-
ly. “How, Jerry?”

And Jerry’s smile at them both was
quizzical. “That,” he said, ‘is one of the
advantages of knowing people. I couldn’t
get everything that was stolen, Jeanne.
Our efficient police will have to do that.”

Jeanne Cameron’s smile at Sergeant
Smith was dazzling. “I’'m sure they will,”
she said. ‘“This was the most important
piece. Here’s daddy.”

Augustus Cameron looked more like a
polo player than a banker. He had been a
polo player of note some years before.
He seemed almost too young, too vigor-
ous, too cordial to be a banker as he shook
hands with Jerry and Sergeant Smith.

“Good work, Jerry,” he said, looking
at the bracelet. “I suppose there’s no use
asking how you got it? Some of your
queer friends, I suppose?”’

“Something like that,” Jerry smiled.

And his smile grew broader as Cameron
smiled at Sergeant Smith and said: “Mr.
Prince is rather an unusual young man.
He’s told us some tall stories of his queer
friends. I've often wondered if half of
them were really true.”

Sergeant Smith’s eyes were slightly
glassy. He rallied with an effort, an
edged meaning in his voice. “I’ll bet Jerry
hasn’t told you the half of it. He—uh—
interests me too. Some day I hope he’ll
tell me a lot of things. Uh—nice he was
able to get your necklace back. We'll
do the best we can on the other things,
I guess we’d better get along now, Jerry.”

Jerry said easily: “Run on, Sergeant,
Nothing more you can do for me this

evening. Thanks for coming. I'll stay
on here a few minutes and see you in the
morning.”

“Uh—well—all right,” Sergeant Smith
agreed meekly.

He lumbered out, hat in hand, still
glassy-eyed and rather dazed. The ser-
geant looked somewhat like a small boy
whose firecracker had exploded in his
hand,

ERRY was smiling as he remained with

the Camerons; although he knew that

Sergeant Smith would not soon forget
the chagrin he had just undergone.

“Do either of you know a Michael
Madison who lives in Huntley Park?” he
asked the Camerons. “There’s a daughter
named Jane I believe.”

“Two daughters,” Jeanne Cameron cor-
rected. “Jane and Caroline. I've heard
friends speak of them. The father in-
herited his money and that place out at
Huntley Park from the Philadelphia
branch of the family. He’s an explorer
or something of the sort. Always away
in queer parts of the world. Do you know
anything about them, daddy?”

“Can’t say that I do, except that Madi-
son’s credit is very good,” Cameron re-
plied. “I’ll have to get back to my study,
Jerry. Glad you stopped in. Do it again.”

When he was gone Jerry turned to the
daughter. “I was hoping you knew Jane
Madison well enough to get her on the
telephone,” he said. “I- tried to get in
touch with her this afternoon and couldn’t.
The place was guarded and the man at
the gate refused to tell her I was there.”

“A romance,” Jeanne guessed.

“Nothing like it, child. I want to see
her on business. If I can get her ear for
a moment I’'m sure she’ll see me.”

“You've made me curious,” Jeanne
Cameron confessed. “I'll telephone her
and ask for Betty Thornton’s address.
Betty’s in Europe and they’re friends. I
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never heard of a person being guarded
so well that a man wouldn’t be announced
to them.”

But Jeanne Cameron’s intentions helped
little. No one answered the call she made.
“I don’t understand it, Jerry,” Jeanne
said, puckering her brows. “Can I do
anything more?”’

“Thanks, no.” Jerry said lightly. “I
was merely curious, too. I'll run along
now.”

CHAPTER FIVE

Prince of Thieves

THE police car was not in sight when
Jerry came out on the street. He
walked some distance, making certain that
he was not being followed. Sergeant
Smith had evidently given up for the
evening in disgust. Jerry finally hailed a
taxi, rode a mile across town, paid it off,
walked some more to be certain no one
had followed him, and ended at a garage.
The attendant recognized him on sight,
and brought out a powerful, speedy black
coupé. The motor purred almost inaudi-
bly as Jerry drove it away. He turned a
dial and a short-wave radio began to pick
up police calls. With one hand he opened
a compartment in the top of the seat and

took from it a small automatic, a pair of

light suede gloves and a ring of keys
which he slipped into a pocket tailored
inside his coat.

Driving leisurely he skirted the business
district through the quieter streets. The
evening was still young. Late diners were
little more than away from their tables.

Leo Bakos lived in a sedate brownstone
house within walking distance of his store.
One of the oldest parts of town, the
neighborhood was still occupied by many
well-to-do people who did not wish to
live further out. Bakos lived alone with
the ex-convict who drove his big car, the
only person he fully trusted.

And tonight, as Jerry drove slowly past
the house, he saw Leo Bako’s limousine
parked at the curb. The window shades
were pulled down but the lights were on
behind them. Parking near the corner,
Jerry walked back to the house and went
on the porch noiselessly.

For a moment he listened at the front
door. No sounds were audible inside.
Ignoring the bell button at the right of
the door, Jerry pulled on the suede gloves
and turned the knob carefully. The door
was locked.

He took out the keys and began to try
them. Half a dozen slipped in and out
of the lock without a sound that could
have been heard more than a foot inside
the door.

The lock clicked gently. Jerry eased
the door open, stepped inside and closed
the door in a breath. He wrinkled his
nose at the stale odor of incense which
filled the overfurnished hall. It had of-
fended him before.

In one corner a tall clock ticked loudly
against the silence. To the left a living
room was empty. Leo Bakos must be up-
stairs in his study, where so often at
night he had received visitors in whom the
police would have been interested. Jerry
had one foot on the stairs when a muffled
groan from the back of the house held
him there.

The groan was not repeated.

Jerry hesitated, drew the small auto-
matic and went back in the house on his
toes. The rear hall was not lighted. He
had been in before and knew his way
roughly.

A small cross hall cut across the back
of it. In there he tripped on a body and
almost fell. As he groped for matches
Jerry heard hoarse breathing at his feet,
but no movement.

The match flared in the blackness.

Jerry said, “Damn!” very softly.

The ex-convict chauffeur was lying on
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the runner of rose-colored carpet, face
down, hands outstretched with the nails
digging into the pile of the carpet, as if
seeking to pull himself forward.

Beside him in the corner a small tele-
phone stand was overturned. The tele-
phone lay on the floor just beyond his
hands. He had been trying to pull himself
to it when he collapsed. By his neck the
rug was damp with blood.

All that Jerry got in a glance. As the

match burned down he looked for a light-

switch, found it, clicked it on.

The chauffeur was near coma, breath-
ing heavily. On the rug behind him blood-
stains were still damp. Turning him over,
Jerry found slits in the front of the gray
uniform where a knife had stabbed again
and again.

“Poor devil,” Jerry said gently.

The overturned telephone and the man’s
position told their own story. Wounded
badly, dying, almost helpless, he had tried
to get help.

Leaving him, Jerry searched quickly,
watchfully. Leo Bakos was not in the
back of the house. He went up the stairs
at a run; and got no further than the top.
There in the upper hall, wearing slippers
and smoking jacket, Leo Bakos lay on his
back, dead, with a useless gun in his hand.
His throat had been slit.

GAINST the stale incense Jerry
smelled the faint odor of powder
smoke. He brought Bakos’ gun up with
his gloved hand. The thick fingers of the
pawnbroker clung to the weapon even in
death. The gun had been fired at least
once.

Before Jerry could look further the
scrape of a step sent him melting back
in the hall. The front door opened as he
went. And Jerry’s nerves crawled for
the second time that evening as he heard
the voice of Sergeant Pincus Smith say:
“Doesn’t seem to be anyone in here.”

ERRY PRINCE didn't have to reason
it out. Sergeant Smith had all he
needed for a case. Breaking, entering,
murder, robbery—it might have been
made to order for the sergeant. And the
way out front was blocked. Jerry kept on
to the back of the house, where Leo
Bakos’ big den was located.

It was a huge room, that den, extending
clear across the back of the house. In it
were books, chairs, couches, liquor, every-
thing to make one comfortable, welcome,
unwary. The business from which Leo
Bakos had derived most of his profit was
conducted by word-of-mouth negotiations.
Hospitality helped.

One thing only was different about the
room. It had no windows and only two
doors. Jerry knew about the other one.

The study was lighted, quiet, peaceful.
One of Bakos’ fat, black cigars was still
burning on an ash tray. From the length
of the ash Jerry judged it had been lying
there for ten or fifteen minutes. That
short a time had elapsed since death had
visited the house.

One look was all that Jerry cast about
as he closed the hall door softly and
turned to the left corner of the room. He
was partway across the floor when an ob-
ject caught his eye. He turned back and
picked up a woman’s small glove, dropped
evidently after Bakos went out of the
room to his death. Bakos would have
picked it up himself if it had been there
before. His neatness was known to every-
one acquainted with him.

A woman, here, again. Jerry brought
the glove to his nostrils automatically as
he continued on across the floor. And,
somehow, as he had expected, this glove
had been worn by the same girl; by the
Jane Madison who kept herself barred,
locked and guarded on her father’s estate;
that slender, graceful, dainty girl whose
expensive perfume seemed to be at every
point Jerry turned. It was on the glove.
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Three long steps took Jerry to the end
of the room. A rug lay awry on the
polished floor where it had been pulled
aside. Faintly discernible in the floor, now
that the rug was off, was the outline of a
small trap door.

Bending, Jerry pressed a plug in the
floor beside it. A hidden spring raised
the door up an inch or so at one end. Jerry
lifted it the rest of the way., Narrow dark
steps went steeply down. Carefully he
descended, closing the door overhead,
leading himself in pitch darkness.

He knew where he was going. There
was no great secret about the trap door or
steps. Set in the floor that way it was
merely one of Leo Bakos’ precautions
against surprise, and a way for surrep-
titious visitors to leave without discovery
when someone was at the front of the
house whom they did not wish to see.

The steps went down in a little square
shaft and as he felt his way Jerry heard
voices through the thin wall which sepa-
rated him from the lower floor. Sergeant
Smith and the men with him had dis-
covered the body of the chauffeur in the
back hall.

Sergeant Smith was speaking loudly.
“It’s going to be murder all right. This
fellow can’t live long. And I'll bet there’s
more of it around the house. Look the
place over as quick as you can, boys.
Bakos never got very far from this man
of his. He must be the one who made the
funny noises over the telephone. Guess he
was passing out when he did it. Brown,
call an ambulance.”

And the steps went on down past the
first floor to the level of the cellar. At the
bottom Jerry felt with his hands, turned

a knob and a close-fitting door swung -

noiselessly out. He stepped through, held
the door a moment while he listened and
then closed it carefully. It had no knob
on the outside. Once closed no man could
get in to those steps. The whole arrange-

ment was an exit only. Anyone who en-
tered the upper part of the house did so
by the front stairs—after passing inspec-
tion by Leo Bakos or the man who had
guarded him,

RIENTING himself in the darkness,

Jerry felt a way to the back of the
cellar, finally being forced to strike one
match which he extinguished almost in-
stantly. The light however had shown
him the door he wanted.

It was not latched. Someone had come
out this way in a hurry. The cool fresh-
ness of the night was against his face as
he stepped out. He ducked his head, went
up steps to the back yard, kept on toward
the alley at the rear of the property.

The back door of the house opened sud-
denly, letting out a shaft of light. Jerry
heard footsteps, then the voice of Ser-
geant Smith saying loudly: “I'l have a
look around the outside.”

Tt was too late to get back to the cellar.
The yard had no place to hide. Jerry
ran for the back gate as Sergeant Smith
lumbered down the steps.

The sergeant heard him, sensed him or
started his search at that moment. The
bright beam of an electric torch swept
over the back yard, passed Jerry, came
back to him.

“Stop!” Sergeant Smith yelled.

Jerry kept on. Nothing else for it now.

Sergeant Smith shouted again—and
then the loud report of his revolver
smashed the quiet of the neighborhood.
Jerry heard the bullet plunk into the
wooden planks of the fence ahead of him.

He did not fire back. Perhaps he would
have done it with another man; but not
Sergeant Smith. They had, in a way, been
left-handed friends for a long time. The
sergeant, suspecting him of various ne-
farious things, had worked assiduously to
prove them.

With satisfaction the sergeant wouid go
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into court with proof and send Jerry
Prince to prison for a long term of years.
But somehow Jerry could not shoot at the
big lumbering detective with his bland and
innocent face. He would, he knew, regret
it ever afterward, if his bullet went home.

Sergeant Smith had no such scruples
however. His service revolver crashed
twice more on the night as he ran actoss
the back yard in pursuit, keeping the
dancing beam of his flash on Jerry as
much as possible.

Both bullets came closer. The neighbor-
hood was being aroused, the other detec-
tives called out of the house. Jerry swore
as he sprinted for the gate. He made it,
kicked the gate open and ducked out into
the alley as a fourth bullet drove splinters
from the wood at his shoulder.

To make matters worse as he went out
he heard the sergeant yelling: “Jerry
Prince! Stop or I'll kill you!”

Jerry gave vent to an oath as he sprint-
ed along the alley. He was in for it now.
Without additional proof no power on
earth would convince Sergeant Smith that
Jerry Prince had not invaded the house
of Leo Bakos and committed murder.

The sergeant would work until he had
proved the case around that ; and the facts
which he would quickly turn up would
only bear him out. The evidence of the
clerks in the pawnshop would help mighti-
ly. They would tell about Jerry’s visit
there, about his getting the golden serpent
—which the sergeant had found on Jerry.

Circumstantial evidence, of course—but
many a man had gone to the chair on evi-
dence no more conclusive.

Before the sergeant reached the alley
Jerry came abreast of a lower fence on
his left. He vaulted over into the back
yard of the third house down, raced to-
ward the street and his car. For a few
moments all the attention of the sergeant

and his men would be concentrated in the
alley.

And it was.

Jerry ran past the side of a dark and
quiet house and at the front, paused,
breathing heavily, while he looked up and
down the street. :

Down the street to the left the police
car stood before Leo Bakos’ house. At
the right, near the corner, Jerrys’ own
powerful coupe stood waiting.

DOORS were opening along the street

as people looked for the source of
the excitement. At the moment they could
do no harm. Jerry ran for his car, jumped
in, started the motor and, in second gear,
raced around the corner and sped out of
the neighborhood.

He drove fast, turning a corner now
and then, and finally slowed somewhat
and turned on the radio. His heart was
still pounding. It had been a close shave.
And—the whole thing was just beginning.
The manhunt would be on in a few min-
utes.

It meant flight—and continuing flight,
with a murder charge ever dogging him ;
disgrace and probably prison and the chair
at the end. Years of that—or quick dis-
covery of the murderer to satisfy the law.

A decision had to be made in brief
minutes. Flight meant the need of money,
certain things to be taken and destroyed
in the apartment, quick exit from the city.

From under the dash the announcer’s
voice at headquarters droned impersonal-
ly.

“Calling all cars. . Calling all
cars . . . . Pick up on sight black coupe
driven by one Jerry Prince . . . . Wanted
for murder . . . . This man is probably
armed and will resist arrest . . . . He has
just driven out of the fourth district,
heading east when last seen . . . . Calling
allcars....callingall cars....”

Jerry turned the next corner, worked
through the dark streets taward the west.
The man hunt was on. He was little better
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than a fly slipping through the ever tight-
ening strands of the police web. If they
snared him, guns would probably blaze
without warning. Mentally he chalked up
that little score against Sergeant Smith,
being forced at the same time to admit
that the sergeant was only doing his duty
as he saw it.

Jerry made up his mind. In escape he
would find no escape. Always the thing
would dog him. He headed out toward
Huntley Park. There, guarded and inac-
cessible, was the only person who could
give evidence that would help him. Jerry’s
fase set in hard grim lines as he drove.

She would be accessible tonight.

CHAPTER SIX
The Golden Cipker

NTLEY Park was a dark tree-
AL fitled section of the city. The estate
of Michael Madison was even more isolat-
ed. Jerry parked the coupe in a dark lane
half a block from the north side of the
estate. Here he had noted the trees and
shrubs were thicker, and garage and out-
buildings lay between the fence and the
house.

From the hidden compartment in the
top of the seat Jerry took a small flash-
light, an extra clip of cartridges for the
automatic inside his coat, a light and
powerful steel jimmy that folded for easy
carrying, a pair of wirecutters and another
ring of keys.

They did not bulk greatly in his pockets
as he walked out of the lane, crossed a
dark cinder road and came to the high
iron fence around the estate.

The one thing that would have made
access to the grounds dangerous, lights
spaced inside the fence, had not been in-
stalled. Jerry smiled slightly, grateful to
whomever had overlooked that, and walk-

ed up to the fence without hesitation.

A heavier, clumsier man, one in less
perfect physical condition, could not have
done what Jerry did then. He had the
build of an athlete, steel muscles, wiriness.
By sheer strength of arms and wrists he
drew himself up the fence bars, caught
the top, levered his weight gingerly over
the sharp iron spikes and vaulted into
space.

He landed lightly, staggered a few steps
and came upright, listening.

A breeze rustled the leaves of nearby
trees ; an automobile horn blew in the dis-
tance. Those were the only sounds. He
judged that his entrance had made no
alarm. Walking carefully he set off to-
ward the house.

He had seen one dog that afternoon.
There must be others. They were his chief
concern. Once they scented him they
would arouse everyone on the property in
a few minutes. And, if trained well
enough, they might easily be dangerous.
They would have to be risked however.

Quiet lurked about the two story garage
to which Jerry came. Past it he could
see several lighted windows in the house,
but the garage itself was dark.

He went on—and not fifty feet in front
of the garage stumbled over a soft and
yielding body on the ground.

No cat could have recovered balance
and crouched for trouble quicker than Jer-
ry did then,

The form did not stir. He moved to it,
put down a hand, felt the short hairs of a
dog’s coat. The dog was dead.

The quiet had subtly changed. The
peace was gone, driven away by the dis-
covery of that dead dog. Almost as warm
as in life, it had been dead only a short
time.

Wrapping a handkerchief around tne
end of his flashlight, Jerry held the light
low and winked it once. The faint glow
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showed blood on the gravel of the drive-
way—and a pair of boots a few feet
away. A man lay there.

Jerry was at his side a moment later,
using the light again. It was one of the
guards, still wearing a gun belt around
his waist. But the gun was gone, and the
side of his head was covered with blood.
He had been felled by a terrible blow.

In the wrist a faint pulse beat steadily.
Jerry left him there, got off the gravel
and skirted the side of the house on grass
damp with dew.

The trees and shrubs that had promised
to be a help to him were abruptly menac-
ing. They hid now the thing which had
struck down the guard and dog.

The house was brick, two stories with
wings, with the driveway sweeping before
a big front porch. At the steps stood the
black timousine which Jerry had seen that
afternoon before the rooming house.

The parking lights were on, heading
the other way. In the radius of their rays
two traveling bags were sitting on the
gravel in front of the machine. A quick
departure was evidently to be made. But
no one at the moment seemed to be around
the machine. Jerry went to it on the balls
of his feet, looked in, made certain it was
empty.

And as he did so a shot sounded in the
depths of the house and a woman scream-
ed.

KIRTING the front of the machine
Jerry ran to the front porch—and
dodged the moment he stepped on it. A
dark figure.had lunged out at him from
the left.

The blow would have crushed the side
of his head. It missed, due to his quick-
ness, and glanced off his shoulder, numb-
ing the shoulder; and as Jerry dodged
again, swinging around, a gun roared close
to his side.

He saw the flash from the muzzle, felt

the hot blast drive through the fabric of
his -coat, and breath for an instant was
driven from his chest as the bullet struck
a rib with a sledgehammer blow.

Jerry shot as he staggered back, twice,
as fast as his finger could pull the auto-
matic trigger. And then stood on wide-
spread feet, gasping, as his attacker pitch-
ed down to the porch floor, stirred there
a moment and lay still.

Abandoning caution, Jerry used the
flashlight.

The man had been shot through the
middle. A revolver and leather-covered
blackjack had dropped from his hands. He
lay on his back, clenched fists pressing in
against his middle. About thirty, well
dressed, stocky, his features were stamped
clearly with the mark of the underworld.
Jerry had never seen him before but he
knew the type. A killer, ruthless, des-
perate. Hed kill even now if he was able,
His eyes opened, closed ; he continued to
breath harshly and hold his middle. He
was almost unconscious.

Jerry’s breath was back again. Strength
too. The hemorrhage of blood inside did
not come, but he could feel blood trickling
down his side. When he moved pain
stabbed through his chest. He judged cor-
rectly that a rib had been cracked or frac-
tured and the bullet had been deflected
from the chest cavity. He could still move
normally; and he did, swinging to the
front door, throwing it open, stepping in-
side in time to face a man plunging down
wide curving stairs with a gun in his
hand.

The man opened fire on sight and tried
to stop. His first shot splintered the door
glass behind Jerry. His second clipped
Jerry’s coat sleeve. Close shooting for a
moving man. Jerry fired once, carefully;
and hit his target as he intended. The man
fell forward, tumbling and rolling to the
bottom of the steps.

Jerry was past him before he was quite
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at the bottom, running up the steps. The
trouble was upstairs, the girl must be up
there ; to hesitate now might double odds
which Jerry had no way of counting. One
thing only he was certain of. He could not
go back. The girl, and only the girl, could
help him; and she herself needed help
now. :

In the hall above an excited voice call-
ed: “Joe, what’s the matter down there?”

The speaker run toward the head of
the stairs.

They met at the top, almost colliding.
The other was the most surprised. His
jaw dropped. Fear ran over his face. He
dropped instinctively the golden serpent
which dangled from his left hand and
raised the automatic in his right.

And Jerry clubbed hard with the gun
he carried, smashing true to the back of
the other’s hand. He saw as the automatic
dropped and the fellow cried out in pain
the little golden serpent writhe for a mo-
ment on the floor and then lie still.

The man was young, in his late twen-
ties, thin-faced, gaunt, sallow, as if his
frame had been racked by fever and pri-
vation. His face could have been frank,
open, likable, but at the moment it was
dark with fear, hate, apprehension as he
backed off holding his injured hand.

“Hold it,” said Jerry. He kicked the
automatic behind him and stood watch-
fully, listening.

Down the hall behind a closed door a
woman was sobbing loudly. At the foot
of the stairs the man stirred, groaned. The
rest of the house was quiet.

“Who else is up here?” Jerry asked the
man before him.

And the fellow shrugged. His eyes,
deep-set, dark, shifty, Jerry saw, darted
here and there as if seeking escape. His
fear made him more desperate. He did
not answer.

“Who else?” Jerry rapped at him. “And

don’t try the jump you’re figuring on. I'll
drop you at the first move.”

The other looked at the gun, at Jerry’s
face. The watchfulness drained out of his
own face. His shoulders drooped a little
and he shrugged.

“No one,” he muttered.

“Just the three of you come here?”

“You've—got the others?”

“What does it look like ?”

The young man considered him for a
moment, and shrugged again. “I guess
you have,” he admitted. “That’s all there
was. The three of us.”

ERRY stirred the little golden serpent
with his foot. His mind was working
fast. Sergeant Smith had taken the serp-
ent Jerry had gotten from Leo Bakos.
And the second one had been taken out
of pawn by the man who had pledged it,
by the man who called himself Harry
Duval—who had been found dead beside
the North Shore highway.

“Where did you get this snake?” Jerry
asked.

He got no reply to that question. Stoop-
ing, with his eyes on the other, Jerry pick-
ed up the snake, dropped it in his pocket
and said curtly: “Back down the hall.
We’'ll have a look.”

Jerry stopped him at the door where
the woman was sobbing. It was unlocked.
Gun against the other’s side, Jerry threw
the.door open and looked in the room. A
pretty girl in a maid’s apron and cap was
lying on the bed. She started up fearfully,
peering from swollen eyes. She was alone
in the room.

“Where is Miss Madison?” Jerry asked
her.

She wailed: “I think they killed her! I
d-don’t know. Who are you?” Jerry smil-
ed at her. “I dropped in to call on Miss
Madison,” he said. “And I was forced to
join the party. What were they after?”

“I d-don’t know!” she sniffed. “We
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were packing to leave when they burst into
the house with guns in their hands and
held all up. The s-servants are locked
downstairs in the pantry. They threatened
to k-kill us if we made any noise.”

“And so you cried as loud as you
could,” Jerry said.

“I c-couldn’t help it, sir.”

From the hall behind Jerry a voice he
remembered well said: “Are you looking
for me?”

Jerry made the mistake of turning his
head. His prisoner was on him instantly,
grabbing the automatic and trying to
wrench it away. The maid screamed. And
Jerry fought for the gun and, he realized
his life.

Natural strength or the frenzy of fear
made the other almost a superman. Using
both hands he twisted the automatic from
Jerry’s fingers. And as it went out of his
grasp Jerry struck with his other fist,
crossing hard to the jaw with all his
weight behind it.

His man staggered across the hall,
struck the wall and weaved there in a
daze, trying to bring the gun up. Jerry
was on him a moment later, tearing the
weapon away, jerking the fellow around
by the coat collar and running him along
the hall with the gun against the back.

The girl who had spoken was standing
there to meet them. She wore a traveling
suit now, but she was as slender, as grace-
ful and as dainty as ever. Pale, nervous,
she seemed to be forcing herself to stand
and face them.

And her look at Jerry was a mixture of
astonishment, fear and relief. “Where did
you come from?” she asked.

“Outside,” Jerry said, shaking his pris-
oner by the collar. “Sorry I had to let
this fellow break out that way again. He
seemes to be dangerous.”

She said: “Who are you? What are
you doing here?”

“I dropped in to talk to you,” Jerry

said, smiling slightly. “You made a bit of
trouble when you left so quickly this
afternoon. And the guards at the gate
didn’t seem to want to admit me when I
called shortly after.”

“Why did you call? What business was
it of yours? How did you find me?”

She put the questions with forced calm-
ness, and back of that her hands were
tightly clenched at her sides and there was
enough light in the hall to show the quick
pulse throbbing at the side of her throat.

“My name is Jerry Prince, Miss Madi-
son. I'm a friend of Jeanne Cameron, who
knows Betty Thornton, who knows you.”

“I don’t know Betty Thorton.”

“I understand she was a friend of Jane
Madison.”

“I am Jane’s sister,” she said. “Jane is
in Europe, ill. And I still don’t see why
you came here.”

RELEASING his prisoner’s coat collar,

but keeping the gun against his back,
Jerry took the little golden serpent from
his pocket.

“T came here about this,” he said.

“It’s mine. He took it away from me
by threatening me with a gun. Give it to
me.”

She reached for it and Jerry let her~
have it. “How could he take it away from
you when he’s had it?” he asked

“He hasn’t had it.”

“He pawned it, and then redeemed it
this afternoon,” Jerry said.

“Not this one,” she said. “He had an-
other one. That must have been the one
he pawned.”

And, weakly, Jerry demanded: “How
many of those gold serpents are loose
around town?”

“Three,” she said. “I had one, he had
one and—and—"

“And the man who was killed this aft-
ernoon had the other one?” Jerry finished
for her. “He sold his outright—and was
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killed as soon as he got back to the house.
Why was he murdered, Miss Madison?
You know.”

“No!” she denied.

“I’'m afraid you do. Would I be close
to the truth when I said you went to the
pawnbroker’s house tonight to buy the
serpent from him?”

She swallowed. “What do you know
about that?” :

“Bakos was murdered while you were
there,” Jerry told her bluntly. “That
makes the score two for you today.”
= He felt the prisoner stir uneasily against
the gun muzzle, and gave no indication he
noticed it.

“Killed ?” she whispered. “While I was
there? No ¥’ And her face was white now
and her denial wrenched out with fright.
“He wasn’t dead when I left,” she said.
“I did go to see him. John told me he had
just sold the serpent at that pawnshop. He
had no money. He had to live, and he
wouldn’t let me give him money. He ran
upstairs to get something and—and he
was killed up there. When I got to the
pawnshop it was closed, so I went to see
the owner this evening and buy it back
from him. While I was talking to him
someone called downstairs. Bakos raised
up a door in the floor and told me to get
out. I—I think he expected trouble and
didn’t want me there. Just as I started
down I heard a shot—and—and I got out
of the house as quickly as I could.”

“And left your glove there, Jerry said.

Startled, she said uncertainly: “Did 1?”

“You did,” said Jerry. “Who is this
man?”’

“His name is Harry Duval.”

“That right?” Jerry asked his prisoner.

The man kept a sullen silence.

She said: “Why shouldn’t he be? I
know him. He was with my father’s party
in the Orient. I’ve seen him in pictures of
the party my father sent back. John Lam-
bert told me over the telephone some time

ago that he had seen Duval on the street,
and Duval saw him and hurried away.
John was afraid there would be trouble.
He warned me to be careful.”

“Why careful ?”

Duval burst out abruptly: “The police
aren’t looking for me. If they mistook
someone for me, it isn’t my fault.”

“They’ll have something to say about
your billfold and hotel bill in the pocket
of that dead man,” Jerry remarked dryly.

“They were stolen.” ,

“Of course. And you didn’t report it—
and the man was careful enough to keep
the hotel bill. They believe fairy tales at
headquarters—sometimes,” Jerry said.
“But not as raw as that one, I'm afraid.
Miss Madison, you’re holding out. Where
is your father? What about these thrce
snakes that seem of such interest to ever
one?”

LOWLY she said: “I guess you might

as well know. Father is dead. He
was killed in the hills of Annam, in the
country behind French-Indo China.
Stabbed. They were hunting for the ruins
of a lost city supposed to be hidden back
there in the jungle like Ankor-Wat was
for centuries. They found it, and in one
of the temples they unearthed those gold
serpents. They were so striking that my
father, John Lambert and Duval each
took one, Father sent his back to me by
the first post, without saying anything .
about it to the others. Two nights later he
caught Duval ransacking his tent. Duval
stabbed him and fled from the camp with
a rifle and his own gold serpent.

“John Lambert came back to the coast
at once. On the way he heard a rumor
that Duval had been killed by a tiger but
could not verify it. He cabled me, wound
up the expedition and sailed for home
with what little money he had left.

“On the way he managed to decipher
characters on the belly of his snake and
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realized that they were part of directions
for reaching the buried temple treasure.
Each snake apparently had part of the
directions engraved on it, and all three of
the snakes had to be deciphered to get the
full directions. Duval must have stumbled
on the truth and, thinking father probably
knew it too, killed him to get him out of
the way and get his snake and the direc-
tions it held. John Lambert would prob-
ably have been next. John came back here.
told me the story, got the directions off the
snake father had sent me, and found that
he still had to have the one Duval had
carried away.

“And the next day,” she said soberly,
“John saw Duval on the street and real-
ized that Duval must have come here to
get father’s serpent and the one John had.
John warned me. I had the place guarded.
John wouldn’t stay here. He began to
search the city for Duval. I didn’t know
his money was so low until I went there
today and he told me he had sold the
serpent for the gold in it. And then—he
was killed.”

She hestitated, and then said: “That
pawnbroker—Bakos, seemed to know
more than he should. He asked me what
I would pay for both snakes, and when I
said any reasonable price, he laughed and
said they would come pretty high as he
knew a thing or two about their value
now.”

“Ummm, so Leo said that?” Jerry com-
mented softly. “That means he talked
with this man then. He didn’t know a
thing about them this afternoon, But
shortly after that he sent men to hold me
up and kill me. It makes sense now. Leo
made a deal with our friend here.”

And abruptly Duval broke out with
thick rage: “That swine! He had me fol-
lowed from his store and forced himself
on me. He said he was the only person
who could get the other snake back. He
promised to have it this evening. I
thought he knew more than he did.”

“And so,” said Jerry, “when you went
to get the snake, you removed Bakos, and
then came to finish up with Miss Madi-
son.”

“I didn’t say that, damn you!”

“You did,” said Jerry, “only you didn’t
mean to. There’s such a thing as circum-
stantial evidence.” Jerry drew a soft
breath and smiled past his prisoner’s
shoulder at Miss Madison. “I should
know,” Jerry said to her, “I've become an
expert on circumstantial evidence this
evening. Suppose we get to a telephone? I
know just the man who will know what to
do with it, and with our slippery, greedy
friend here. He'll be chagrined, but he’ll
be honest about it. I think your troubles
are over, Miss Madison.”

She smiled doubtfully at him. “I hope,”
she said, “you are telling the truth. You—
you seem so honest.”

Jerry chuckled as she went along the
hall by his side, with Duval walking de-
jectedly in front of the muzzle of Jerry's
gun. :

“When my friend gets here,” Jerry
said to her, “I want you tell him just
that. How honest you are sure I am.”

“Of course,” she promised. “But—but
I don’t see why.”

Jerry chuckled again at the vision the
idea brought up. “I merely want to be
there watching his face when you do,”
he said.
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The Corpse in 318

by D. E. Win-

stead

Author of
“Heel Prints”

The girl in 518 lay dead in a pool of fresh blood and every clue seemed
to head up a blind alley. But just a little difference in temperature was
all that Tip Gregory needed to change a cold lead into a hot tip.

P GREGORY frowned as he
reread the note.
Midnight—Grace Summner’s

There was no signature, yet there could
be little doubt that it had been written by
his prospective client. But why had she
left before his arrival? If surprised in
the room by those she feared, how had
she managed to leave a note?

The woman’s voice had sounded as
though she were highly excited when she
called Tip. “Come to Seven-o-seven, Ho-
bart Hotel!” she’d said. “Don’t worry
about your fee. I'm solvent. I am—"
78

And then there had come a startled “Oh!”
The click of a pronged receiver ended the
conversation.

The room was obviously unoccupied.
An ancient and tottery birds-eye-maple
dresser was bare except for a soiled scarf.
There was a bed to match, and in one
corner a small gas heating stove. This,
with a porcelain lavatory in the opposite
corner, and one straight chair to which
Tip would not have dared entrust his
two hundred pounds, comprised the
room’s furnishings.

Cursing himself half aloud for having
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answered such a call, Tip stiffened sud-
denly at a slight sound from the door-
way.

Schooled py experience against betray-
ing surprise, Tip did not whirl at the
sound. Instead he slipped the open note
into his shirt pocket underneath his vest,
and with the same meotion clutched the
butt of the Colt .45 in his shoulder
holster.

“Take your hand off that rod! Heist
’em!” This was a hoarse whisper punc-
tuated by the jab of a hard object against
Tip’s spine.

Tip slipped his right hand from under
his coat and raised both above his head.

“That’s better.” The pressure was re-
moved from his back. “Now you can turn
round.”

Tip turned to face a stocky, rat-faced
man who stood with an automatic leveled
at his waistline. The man’s grin showed
his yellowed teeth, and his hair was a
close-cropped mop. “Frisk him, Knob.”

A SMALLER man, who had stood be-

hind the other, completely hidden by
him, stepped forward and removed Tip’s
gun from its holster. He had a flattened
nose and a very bald head. His small eyes
and a stereotyped sneer were his only
other distinctive features.

“All right,” said the larger of the two
threateningly. “We’re ready for you to
start talkin’!”

Tip eyed them coolly. “About what ?”
he asked.

The larger man sneered and his eyes
narrowed with menace. He motioned his
companion to get behind Tip. “The girl.
What did she tell you and where’d she
go ?!’

Tip sighed with relief. At least it
seemed that his client, whoever she might
be, had not fallen into the hands of these
hoodlums. Perhaps she had seen them
lurking near and evaded them.

“I haven’t seen her. She phoned me to

meet her here, but something must have
happened.”

The man in front stepped forward
quickly, jabbing the gun muzzle against
Tip’s abdomen, at the same time slapping
him upon the lips with the back of his
open hand. It was a hard blow, and un-
expected. Tip restrained with difficulty the
impulse to fight back.

“Get smart! Stop stallin’!”

“I told you the truth. I didn’t get to
see her. She didn’t show up. I don’t even
know her name. I've no idea what it’s
all about.”

An angry snarl from behind and the
bald-headed Knob struck Tip on the back
of the head with the heel of his hand.
Tip staggered forward and the man in
front struck him with a short hard jab
to the mouth. Tip’s knees sagged. He slid
to the floor,

He wasn’t out, but he felt helpless and
smothered with wrath. He closed his eyes,
feigning unconsciousness. A sharp kick
in the side brought a groan from him.
He lay gasping. Then he felt cold water
being dashed into his face. He got to his
knees, strangling.

The larger of the two hoodlums reached
down then, grasped his coat collar and
jerked him to his feet. Tip stood un-
steadily.

“Some day I'll take you apart for this!”
The blood in Tip’s mouth made his words
thick.

“We’ll take you apart now and save
you the trouble!” snarled his assailant.
“Damn you—where’s the frail ?”

“Do you think I'd be hanging around
here after I'd seen her? You've got a
hell of a lot of sense!”

The answer was another back-hand
blow across the mouth. Tip’s head went
far back, but he came erect, muscles tense
and shaking. Another blow closed his right
eye. With his left he saw the larger hood-
lum’s face, red and contorted with fury,
the thick lips drawn against stained, un-
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even teeth. The pistol flashed upward
and down, Tip seemed to hear the ring-
ing of a million bells. Lightning flashed
before his eyes, went out.

W’HEN Tip regained consciousness he
found his hands fastened with his
own handcuffs, one on either side of the
lavatory drain. There was a nauseating
pain in his body. He closed his eyes and
stiffled a groan. Dulled words beat
against his ears. He opened his eyes
again.

The room was a wreck. The dresser
drawers sat on the floor, the bed had
been stripped, and the spread, mattress,
and sheet lay on the floor in disorder.

“But she didn’t tell him her name over
the phone,” he heard the man, Knob, say-
. ing. “Sounded like she heard somebody
comin’ and hung up. Or maybe I moved
or made enough noise that she got wise
that I'd tapped Bradley’s phone. Looks
like he was tellin’ us right.”

“Hell! This guy Gregory ain’t no
fool. He’s slick. This note don’t mean
a thing. It's a plant. He knew we’d
find it.”

Tip’s heart sank. They had found
the note, and now they knew as much as
he did. Perhaps more.

“It’s been more’'n an hour since you
heard her call him. She’s already met
him and gone while you was foolin’ round
wastin’ time. He was waitin’ here to get
a line. The boss is goin’ to be plenty
peeved about this.”

Knob scowled. “How could I help it
not bein’ able to find you?” He nodded
toward Tip. ‘“What about him?”

“We'll have to let him have it.
knows too much.”

“But not with a rod. Too much noise.
Look, I'll turn on the gas.” Knob stooped
and turned the gas cock of the stove.
Then as both started for the door, he
looked at Tip who lay still, with closed

He

eyes. ‘“Meetcha in hell!” he chuckled as
he slammed the door.

Tip at once awoke to activity., He
wrenched at the drain pipe with despera-
tion. It held. He grabbed it with his
hand and strove to work it to and fro.
No use.

Already he could smell the odor of
escaping gas. He stamped his feet
against the floor, desperately hoping to
attract the attention of someone below.
He stopped, listening, trying to plan some
logical means of escape.

The telephone, a desk model, sat upon
a small square shelf about four feet from
the floor, and just beyond the reach of
his outstretched foot. He tried kicking
for it, missed by inches.

The smell of gas was more oppressive
now. Tip’s eyes and nostrils burned, and
his ears roared. He kicked again for the
telephone. Missed. He lay still then,
gasping.

Tip snapped his head upright from
where it had slumped. He must retain
his wits. Must not give way to despair.
The odor of gas was no longer discerni-
ble, but the knowledge of its presence
seemed to choke him.

In desperation Tip hooked the hand-

cuffs in the curve of the drainpipe, scram-

bled to his feet, with hips high and kicked
both feet with all his strength in a last
desperate try for the telephone.

There came a sudden wrench that
seemed almost to tear his body in twain.
Steel bit into his wrists, and his chest
crashed hard to the floor, knocking the
breath from him.

As Tip gasped, his eyes burning and
his head roaring, he craned his neck and
saw that the telephone lay on the floor,
the receiver off the hook. He yelled
hoarsely, hoping the hotel clerk might
hear him.

It worked. After what seemed ages
he heard footsteps in the hall. The door
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opened and a bell-boy peered in with wid-
ened eyes.

“Quick!” yelled Tip.
gas!”

The bell-boy complied. In moments,
then, Tip was free.

Out in the fresher air of the hotel cor-
ridor he felt much better. He looked at
his watch. It was 7:00 P. M.

While the hotel doctor closed the
wound on his cheek and applied iced
‘gauze to his eye and lips, Tip questioned
the clerk.

‘T was called to that room,” he ex-
plained. “Found it deserted. Two hood-
lums stepped in behind me and beat me
up. I don’t know the name of the party
who called me. It was a woman. I over-
heard the two men who attacked me say
they had tapped Bradley’s telephone. Do
you have anyone named Bradley?” .

“Sure. Dotson Bradley and his daugh-
ter live in the apartment on the eighth
floor. Maybe it was Miss Lorine Brad-
ley who called you.”

“So. Who is this Bradley?”

“He’s a theatrical man. He just came
in, Shall I call him?”

Tip considered for a moment.. He had
no idea why Lorine Bradley, if indeed it
were she, had called. Knew nothing of
what sort of danger might be threatening,
nor whether she would care to take her
father into her confidence. He'd try to
see her before taking anything for
granted.

“No,” he said. “It might not be Miss
Bradley at all. Let’s not disturb her
father until we’re sure that it wouldn’t
be merely causing him unnecessary worry.
Just forget this incident. I'm by no means
proud of it, and besides, if you keep all
this dark it will give me a better chance
to learn what it’s all about.”

AT TEN minutes past midnight Tip
i Gregory began to grow impatient.
He had made every possible effort to con-

“Turn off the

tact Lorine Bradley and warn her, if
she proved to be his elusive client, that
her note had fallen into the hands of
her enemies. But he could not locate
her. There had been nothing else for him
to do but go to Grace Sumner’s night
club and wait.

And for half an hour he had waited,
his mind a prey to doubt and the fear that
the two who had attacked him might have
found her after leaving him handcuffed
to the drainpipe.

Tip had finished his food, and a drink
stood untouched at his elbow. From the
camouflage of a newspaper he studied the
crowd, his eyes frowning, thoughtful.
But if anyone beside the waiter had so
much as noticed his presence he wasn’t
aware of it. He saw no sign of his two
assailants of a few hours ago.

There was one other singleton at a table
not far from his own. Its occupant was a
stout middle-aged man with bushy red
hair and a close-cropped gray mustache.
His frequent furtive glances toward the
foyer betrayed the fact that he, too, await-
ed someone.

Just at that moment the stranger caught
Tip’s eye. He arose at once and walked
over to the detective’s table.

“You’re Tip Gregory?” he asked.

Tip nodded. ‘“Have a seat.” He was
annoyed, on guard.

The man sat down. “My name is Dot-
son Bradley. I heard of the attack that
was made upon you at the Hobart. I
understand that you suspect it was my
daughter who called you?”

So the hotel clerk had talked after all.
Tip had expected as much. “I haven't
any good reason to believe that,” he said.
“What do you think?”

“I’'m terribly afraid it was she,” Brad-
ley answered promptly. “I surprised her
talking over the telephone a short time
before your—ah—accident, and she
quickly hung up when she saw me. I
thought nothing of it at the time, but
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since hearing what happened to you I've
suspected that she was in trouble and
didn't want me to be worried.”

“Have you any idea what sort of
trouble ?”’

“Yes.” Bradley leaned forward and
lowered his voice. “Three years ago she
very foolishly became engaged to a man
who has since acquired quite an unsavory
reputation. That engagement has been
broken off for nearly three years. But
a short time ago my daughter fell heir to
quite a sum of money. In the meanwhile
this same man had become one of my
backers in my new musical comedy,
Meetcha In Hell. When he learned of

her inheritance he tried to force a renewal-

of the engagement by threatening me
with ruin. It didn’t work. He withdrew
his support and left me on the rocks. He
has since made numerous threats.”

Tipe’s eyes widened. “And who is this
man ?”

“Remember, I have no proof that it was
he who sent the men that attacked you.
But I do suspect him. Have you heard
of Fred Webber?”

“Check!” said Tip with a start. “Web-
ber’s a lame-duck politiclan who’s been
about two jumps ahead of the police for
the past year. How did you happen to
come here tonight?”

For answer Bradley handed the detec-
tive a blank piece of note-paper. Tip
scrutinized it minutely. There was no
writing on it, but it carried the imprint
of a penciled note which had evidently
been scrawled on the page above it. It
read—

Midnight—Grace Sumner’s.

MMIP frowned. “That note seems to
'+ have got around. I tried to get in
touch with Miss Bradley to learn if it
was she that called me, and if so to warn
her that her note had been found by the
two who beat me up. I couldn’t find her.
Where is she?”

“That’s just it! I'm afraid they've
found her! She has disappeared. I came
over here to explain the situation to you
and ask you to help me find her.”

“If you suspect that she’s been kid-
napped why haven’t you notified the po-
lice? Or have you?”’

“No. I don’t want any publicity just
now, when I'm trying to get backing for
Meetcha In Hell. Too, it might prove
to be a false suspicion. I suggest that
we go or send someone to Webber’s place
immediately.””

“Perhaps you're right,” Tip said. He
scrawled a message on the piece of note-
paper Bradley had given him. “Go to a
phone booth and call this number.
Deliver the message written here. That’ll
take care of Webber for the time being.
I'll wait here a bit longer in the hope that
Miss Bradley will meet me. If we
haven’t located her in a couple of hours
we must notify the police.”

As Bradley left his table Tip picked up
the glass at his side, frowned into it,
sipped its contents. The orchestra struck
up 2 new song hit.

Suddenly, then, a tall girl with blond
curls and too much make-up stepped out
in front of the orchestra pit, throwing
kisses to the crowd.

lip’s brow wrinkled in surprise. He'd
been here often. This girl wasn’t
Loretta, the regular performer.

She sang the chorus. When the or-
chestra repeated the chorus she started.
Her voice wasn’t so hot, Tip thought, but
her dancing was superb. She was very
pretty, too, with large eyes and a
good smile. She wore a pink dancing
frock, and a bandeau clamped upon her
head was set on either side with a cluster
of sapphires. Her limbs were slender and
shapely, and her movements graceful.

As she danced nearer, flitting in and
out amongst the tables, the detective noted
with surprise that her eyes were brown.
He stared with renewed interest. Those
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blond curls, then, might be false . . . .

Still dancing, she glided swiftly toward
Tip’s table, and when within a step of it
she stopped and spun upon a toe as
though propelled by some magic force.
Tip watched her expectantly.

As the spin ended the dancer seemed
momentarily to lose her balance. She
clutched quickly at the edge of Tip’s table,
steadied herself before he could move to
assist her, and as quickly picked up the
rhythm of the dance again. Then it was
that he noted a tiny L-shaped scar under
her right eye.

As the number ended Tip joined in the
applause, then sipped again at his drink
as he reached nonchalantly to the spot
where the girl’s fingers had clutched the
under surface of his table. There he
found a small envelope stuck fast with
some sort of gum. He removed it, and as
he drained the glass he tucked it slyly into
his trousers pocket.

Since the girl had used such precau-
tionary means to approach him, there
must be some reason for caution. This
demanded equal caution upon his part.
He paid his check and walked unhurried-
ly to a row of telephone booths which
lined the foyer. He stepped into one of
these and closed the door behind him.
Then he took the envelope from his
pocket and broke the seal. :

There was a small piece of note-paper
pinned to a five-hundred-dollar bill. Tip
unfolded the paper and read.

Room 518 Bushmann Hotel at 2:30. Im-
portant. Confide in no one.
Lorine Bradley

There could be no further doubt now
as to his client’s identity, for the writing
was the same as that on the previous note,
though written less hurriedly. Tip tore
the note into fine bits and put the bill
caressingly into his wallet.

When he came into the foyer again

Dotson Bradley was nowhere in sight.
He stepped warily into the street, after
looking in all directions along the street
intersection. Tip had no intention of
again falling into the hands of his two
assailants of yesterday. He crossed the
street and entered an all-night movie
theater. He spent the next hour and a
half nodding through a dull show.
Why, Tip wondered, had such precau-
tion been necessary? Why had Lorine
Bradley not entered and walked directly
to his table? Or why hadn’t she called
for him at the desk? Why hadn’t she
asked him to meet her immediately, in-
stead of at two thirty? Was the danc-
ing girl Lorine Bradley, or an emissary?

‘Was Lorine Bradley’s life in imminent

danger that he must be approached with
such caution?

AT EXACTLY 2:31, Tip knocked at

the door of 518 at the Bushmann.
There was no answer. Hell! This sort
of thing was getting under his skin! He
knocked again, insistently.

Abruptly, then, the door swung open.
Tip gasped in surprise. A man of about
twenty-five stood just inside the threshold,
his eyes wide and staring, his face pale as
a sheet, and his white lips drawn tight
against his chattering teeth. He was
breathing in short, halting sobs. As his
left hand trembled upon the doorknob the
right hung at his side, and a small auto-
matic pistol dangled from his fingers.

Tip peered into the room, bounded past
the standing youth, stepped inside. On
the floor, her head partly under a small
writing desk, lay a young woman. She
lay on her left side with her back toward
the door. Tip knelt upon the floor to look
at her face.

She was a brunette. Large brown eyes
wide and staring, her black hair combed
straight. Tip put a finger under her chin
and turned her face upward. There was
a small round hole in her left temple. He
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leaned forward then with quickened in-
terest. There was a tiny L-shaped scar
under the right eye. This was the mid-
night dancer in street clothes, and with
her make-up removed!

A pool of blood darkened the floor
about the girl’s head. It was bright red
and unclotted.

Tip got to his feet and looked again at
the other man in the room. He still stood
near the doorway, staring vacantly into
‘space. He hadn’t spoken a word. He
looked crazy.

“Put your gun on the bed,” Tip com-
manded.

The man looked at the gun in his hand
then as though he were seeing it for the
first time. “It isn’t mine!” he croaked in
a strained, high-pitched voice. ‘‘She—
she’s been murdered!” He tossed the
gun on the bed and covered his eyes with
his hands.

There was a telephone in the room:
Tip called police headquarters. He got
Captain Rex McGruder of the homicide
squad, on the wire and reported the mur-
der. He also called the hotel clerk.

Then he turned back to the man who
had held the gun. “If that isn’t your gun
what were you doing with it?” he asked
him. As he spoke he had taken a small
vial from a case in his pocket. The vial
was labeled, Sal¢t Solution. Now, with a
piece of paper, he carefully scooped up
some of the still unclotted blood from the
floor and poured it into the vial.

The white-faced man watched him un-
seeingly. “It was on the floor,” he an-
swered dully. “I came in and found her
—found her like that. I picked up the
gun after I'd called her name over and

over and she didn’t answer me. Then
you knocked.”

“Why did you kill her?”

The man whirled. “I?” His eyes
flashed wilder than before. “I kill her?

But I didn’t! I didn’t! We—we were

to be married as soon as I could get my
divorce. Now—oh my God!”’

“Who is she?” 3

The young man took his face out of
his hands and looked quickly at Tip.
“Why, don’t you knoew? She is Lorine
Bradley. Aren’t you Tip Gregory? She
called me during my rehearsal and told
me she was going to have Tip Gregory
meet us here. It was a dress rehearsal
and I couldn’t leave until two. She said
to come at two thirty.”

“Yes, I was to meet her here, but I've
never seen her. Do you know why she
wanted me here?”

“No. She wouldn't tell me over the
phone.”

“Who are you?"”

“Grantland Hill. I'm an actor. I have
a small part in Shanley’s Revue. My
God. Who could have done this, Mr.
Gregory ?”

“What do you think? Any rivals?”

“None that I know of. And you
needn’t ask about my former wife. She's
four thousand miles from here. And she
isn’t interested in my affairs anyhow.”

Tip heard footsteps and turned to greet
McGruder, fat, red-faced and frowning.
He was accompanied by Dr. Lukeson, the
police physician, also a fingerprint man.

After the exchange of greetings Tip
said: “The murdered girl is Lorine Brad-
ley, daughter of Dotson Bradley, the
theatrical producer. I was to meet her
here at two thirty. When I came in I
found her like this. This fellow,” indi-
cating Hill, “let me in. He had an auto-
matic in his right hand at the time. There
it is on the bed.”

McGruder grunted. He rubbed his
nose, looking from Tip to Grantland Hill.
“O. K., Gregory. What did she want |
with you at two thirty in the morning?”

“I’ve no idea. I didn’t get a chance to
talk with her.”

“Huh!” said McGruder, fixing small
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eyes on Grantland Hill. “It don’t mat-
ter. This is open and shut.”

THERE was a light behind the closed
door of Grace Sumner’s private of-
fice. Tip knocked.
“Who’s there?” came a hoarse femi-
nine voice.
“Tip Gregory. Open up.
been a murder.”

There’s

The door opened. A woman in her late
thirties stood inside. “What's that? A
murder in my place?”

Grace Sumner had once been beauti-
ful. She was still beautiful for that mat-
ter, but too many cocktails, too much loss
of sleep had left tell-tale lines on her face,
and she was beginning to grow stout.

“No. Not here. At the Bushmann
Hotel.”

She stepped aside with widening eyes.
As Tip entered he was surprised to see
Dotson Bradley sitting in the extra chair
beside Grace Sumner’s desk.

“But I don’t see how a murder at the
Bushmann could possibly concern me.”
Grace Sumner showed her annoyance.
“Who was murdered ?”

The young lady who substituted for
Lotretta here at midnight. She was”—
Tip looked helplessly at Dotson Bradley—

“was Mr. Bradley’s daughter. I'm
SOTLy oo .
Bradley leaped from his chair.

“What's this? Lorine murdered? “When
—what ?”

“I've just come from the hotel and I
got there before the blood was clotted.
Grantland Hill was in the room with a
gun in his hand when I went in. He
claims he had just entered and found her.”

“Good God!” Bradley burst out. “It
doesn’t seem possible! 1 can’t believe
that lad capable of such a thing! And yet
if it was as you say she couldn’t have
been dead but a few moments. Who else
could it have been? My God! Lorine!

I'm going to the Bushmann at once.”

He went out, pale and obviously trem-
bling. When he was gone Tip turned to
Grace Sumner. “I'd like to talk with the
conductor of your orchestra.”

Grace Sumner pushed a buzzer on her
desk.

“This is horrible!” she said. “Mr.
Bradley and I were just talking about her.
He came in about an hour. ago, and he
was worried then. Lorine had disappeared
from her home. He was afraid she’d been
kidnaped.”

A waiter came from the dining room,
where now there were no more than a
scant half dozen patrons.

“Find Nick Walton and send him
here,” she ordered. Then she turned
again to Tip. “But it couldn’t have been
Lorine who danced at midnight. She is
a brunette.”

*“‘She wore a blond wig,” Tip explained.
“Did you know there’d be a substitution 7’

“No. Of course, I noticed that there
had been a substitution, but she did her
dance well and I didn’t make any inquiry.
I took it for granted that the regular per-
former was ill. Nick Walton, the or-
chestra conductor, handles all that—"

A small dark man, with his black hair
roached back, appeared in the doorway.
He wore a smile that looked built-in,
perpetual.

“Mr. Gregory, this is Nick Walton,”
Grace Sumner said. “Nick, the girl who
did the song and dance for you shortly
after midnight has been murdered in a
room at the Bushmann.”

The smile disappeared from Walton’s
face. “Murdered? Lorine Bradley mur-
dered? Good God!”

“Why’d she dance?” Tip asked.

Nick Walton seemed genuinely
shocked. “Why, she came to me about
eleven-thirty and offered a hundred dol-
lars if I'd let her do Loretta’s number.
I knew she could do it. I taught her
music and dancing. So I put her on.”
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“Did she explain why she wanted to
do the number?”

“No. I asked her, but she refused to
tell me. She seemed excited and ner-
vous. I told her she’d be recognized in
spite of her wig unless she used a lot of
make-up. She looked scared then, and
asked me to make her up so that no one
would know her. That’s why we were
late with the dance. And she’s been
murdered!”

IT was 10:00 A. M. when Tip reached

his office. Barbara Taylor, his secre-
tary, whose hobby was filing newspaper
clippings, greeted him with an exclama-
tion.

“Good heavens!
How come?”’

Tip didn’t bother to answer. He looked
at the litter of cut newspapers upon her
desk and filing cabinet. “Anything about
the Bradley case?” ‘

“Plenty.” Barbara Taylor opened her
filing cabinet and scanned a card index.
She reached in a compartment, took out a
handful of clippings, and began sorting
them out. :

“If looks mean anything,” she said,
“you were up all night, and I judge you
knew something of the recent develop-
ments before these slips I've just filed
were published. Or at any rate, that
you've already read the morning papers,
so I'll spare you that.”

“Thanks, Horoscope. I want some-
thing about Bradley and his daughter;
their associates, and what they’ve been
doing the past several years.” %

Pipe the shiner!

“Here you are,” she announced with a
flourish. “Dotson Bradley used to be a
big-time producer. He lost a half million
in the crash of 'Twenty-nine. Has put
on several musical comedies since that
time, but nothing big. Just now he’s try-
ing to stage a comeback with another
musical comedy entitled Meetcha In Hell.

wom e
—

He’s having a hard time with the finan-
cial end. ;

“Here’s an iteny, but I suppose it isn’t
important. It says Dotson was given a
blood transfusion after being injured in
an automobile accident. That was two
years ago. And here’s an item from yes-
terday afternoon’s scandal column. It
says: ‘What theatrical producer with a
musical comedy well-nigh on the rocks is
beginning to get that way about a certain
night-club proprietress? Will she finance
his stranded production if and when?
It’s a safe bet the cast hopes so.’

“There’s not much about the murdered
girl except society items. Her picture,
any number of parties—not the wild
kind. The only thing of importance that
I have is that she fell heir to fifty grand
two weeks ago from a maternal grand-
mother. It seems that Bradley was poison
to this old lady and she fixed it so he
couldn’t touch a cent.

“Is this boring you?
rather—”

“Read on, Horoscope. Got a file on
Fred Webber ?”

“I have if he’s ever been in the
papers.”

“Look him up. He’s been there.”

Barbara bent over a drawer of her fil-
ing cabinet again. “Yes. Fred Webber
was alderman from the tenth ward in
Nineteen Twenty-five. He was arrested
on a liquor violation charge in Nineteen
Thirty. Was cleared. One of his men,
Knob Purcelli, was tried for murder in
Nineteen Thirty-one. He beat the rap.
He has been accused—

“Wait, Horoscope!
man’s name?”

“Knob Purcelli.”

“Check! Bye, Horoscope. I got work
to do.”

But as Tip hurried for the door he met
McGruder coming in. He stifled an oath
and turned back. They went into Tip’s
private office.

Maybe you'd

What was this
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McGruder wasted no time. “Say,
Gregory,” he growled at once, “you ran
out on me last night before I noticed you'd
gone. I've been thinkin’ . ... Sounds
screwy, your goin’ up there at two thirty
in the mornin’ to interview a client you'd
never seen. What's the low-down?”

“I told you the straight dope, McGru-
der. I never got a chance to talk with
Miss Bradley. I don’t know why she
wanted to see me. To protect her from
whoever murdered her, I suppose.”

McGruder rubbed his nose. “You
wouldn’t try to kid me, would you, Greg-
ory? Oh, I've got the murderer, all
right. But I’'m lookin’ for a motive. If
you know anything, Gregory, you ought

to spill it. You can’t gain anything by
holding out on me. The thing’s already
in the bag.”

“I'll keep my eyes open, McGruder.
If T learn anything I’ll give you a ring.”

“Hell! Is that any way to treat a pal?
Why're all private dicks like that?”

“Honest, McGruder, I don’t know
what Hill’s motive was. What do you
think ?”

McGruder looked at Tip for a long
moment with narrowed eyes. “Lovers’
quarrel, I suppose. She was throwin’
him over. He wanted her and her fifty
grand. She was afraid of him and wanted
you to be there when she gave him the
gate, maybe. He came earlier than she
expected and let her have it.”

“Sounds reasonable. Find anything
on the gun?”

“Sure. Hill’s prints. The gun be-
longed to the girl. Her prints weren’t on
it though. Death occurred at about two
thirty. Blood wasn’t clotted when we got
there.”

“That certainly makes it look as if
you've got an open-and-shut case.”

McGruder scowled, rose to go. “Sure,”
he said. “But I still think you’re holdin’

out on me, Gregory. Though maybe I'm
wrong . ...”

FRED WEBBER’S place was a two-

story brownstone set far back from
the street. Rumor had it that the estate
was mortgaged to the gills.

Tip parked in front and sought the
operative sent there by Bradley’s call at
midnight. He found him in a cheap res-
taurant up the block a ways.

“Find out anything, Charley?” Tip
asked him.

“I've seen Webber and a big mug
come and go a coupla times. The guy
you had call me told me to watch out for
a girl. I haven’t seen any girl.”

“0. K., Charley. Go get yourself some
sleep.”

Tip walked up the broad walk and rang
the doorbell. After a pause a bald head
appeared at the door. :

“Mr. Webber’s out. He—" The man
recognized Tip and his eyes went wide.
He stepped back, trying to close the door.
Tip stuck his foot across the threshold.

“Not so fast, louse!” Tip flung the
door open and entered with his gun
against the man’s belly. He prodded his
way well into the living room and
stopped. The man in front of him was
Knob Purcelli, the smaller of his two as-
sailants of the day before.

“I promised you I'd take you apart.
I've come to keep that promise.” Tip
patted the man’s pockets. He was un-
armed. “Where’s the rat that beat me
up?”’

“Go to hell!” Purcelli snarled.

Tip slipped his gun back in its holster.
“Get your mits up!” He jabbed Purcelli
with his left.

Purcelli staggered backward, then
came in swinging. Tip straightened
him with a left, hooked a hard right to
the chin, and Purcelli wilted. He
crumpled to the floor and lay still.

Tip heard a step behind him and
whirled, trying to bring his gun into ac-
tion. But he had started for it too late.
Fred Webber stood facing him as he
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turned and he had an automatic aimed
at the detective’s heart. Tip let the gun
slide back into its holster.

“I'm disappointed in you, Gregory,”
Webber smiled. “I've heard you were
clever.”

Webber was tall and slender. He was
fair and blue-eyed and his lip twitched
occasionally with a nervous smirk.
Through the open door Tip saw the larg-
er of his two Hobart assailants alight
from a car which had coasted silently
under the porte cochére.

Webber stepped up and removed Tip’s
gun from the holster. “So you traced
my boys? You shouldn’t have done that,
Gregory.”

“How’s your alibi on the Bradley kill,
Webber? McGruder’ll be wanting to
know.”

“Unfortunately, I don’t have one.
That's just the trouble. I was seen by
half a dozen persons as I passed through
the Bushmann lobby this morning at two
thirty. I can account for myself until
two twenty, but there’s ten minutes that
rise up to embarrass me.

“It won’t matter though. You're the
only person who’ll think of connecting me
with that kill. I won’t need an alibi now.”
Webber replaced his gun in its holster.

“Don’t be a fool, Webber. Mec-
Gruder’ll learn you were one of Bradley’s
backers, and he’ll learn that you made
threats. Bradley hasn’t forgotten how
you threw him down. He'll delight in
telling McGruder about it, just as he told
me. Bradley knows you tried to snatch
the girl. He knows you beat me up.”

The man whom Tip had seen through
the open door came in now, and stood re-
garding Tip with a sardonic grin on his
face. Knob had gotten up. After a trip
to the bathroom to wash blood from his
face, he too, came and stood facing Tip.

“I didn’t do that kill and I don’t intend
to take the rap,” said Webber sullenly.
“I don’t know how many witnesses I'll

have to get rid of, but anyhow, your the
first.”

“Do you have your sodium citrate
ready, Webber? Better be sure about that
before you bump me off.”

Webber’s brow wrinkled.
good at riddles.”

“Maybe not.” Tip smiled mirthlessly.
“Maybe you don’t know what I meant by
that crack, and maybe you're stalling.
Anyway, you taught me a goed lesson
yesterday. That was to never get caught
again with only one gun on me.”

Tip’s hand had been groping in his
coat-sleeve pocket as he talked, and now it
flashed out and up. He was facing the
astonished men with a leveled automatic.

“Now the first of you to make a false
move,” he snapped, “can claim the honor
of dying with his boots on. I almost hope
youll try it! Line up and face toward
the door!”

None of the three had their guns out;
they could do nothing but sullenly com-
ply.

Tip disarmed Webber first. When he
approached the larger man that one
hunched his shoulders and whirled. But
a sound rap over the head with the muz-
zle of Webber’s gun discouraged his re-
sistance. Tip herded the three into the
bathroom, locked the door on the outside,
and walked nonchalantly to his car.

“I'm no

AF TER a trip to the mortuary where
Lorine Bradley’s body had been pre-

pared for burial, and an hour’s work in
his laberatory, Tip Gregory walked into
McGruder’s office.

McGruder looked up with a scowl from
a littered desk.’ “What’s on your mind,
Gregory?” he demanded.

“I told you I'd cut you in if I got a
lead. Maybe I've got one.”

“What is it?”

“There are a few loose ends that need
to be cleared up. I won’t commit myself
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just yet. Come with me and we'll inter-
view Dotson Bradley.”

“Hell! 1 interviewed him. last night.
Give that man a break. Let's don’t make
it any harder for him then we have to!”

“See this shiner?” Tip pointed to his
right eye.

“Yes. I’'ve been wonderin’ about that.”

“Fred Webber sent out his two hood-
lums, to kidnap Lerine Bradley yesterday
afternoan. They found me where they
thought they’d find her. I had another
turn with Webbes this merning, He tried
to put me on the spot. Admitted he left
the Bushmann at two thirty this morn~
ing.”

“What’s: that?
Webber |”

“He'll keep. We've geot to interview
Bradley first.”

McGruder leaped up from the desk
and grabbed. his hat. “Coeme on then, and
get started! I’m: achin’ for a crack at
Webber |’

Detsonr Bradley was: at rehearsal at
Bremer Hall Auditorium. His leek of
annoyance was. not to be misunderstood
when he was summoned ta the office.

“I wonder,” he said, “if this business
might not be postponed until we've: fin-
ished the first rehearsal ?”

“I'm afraid we’ll have to insist upon
talking with: you for a few minutes,” Tip
answered, and motioned him into a chair
beside a large flat-tep. Tip sat in the
swivel chair in front of the desk. Mec-
Gruder remained standing near the en-
trance.

“Mr. Bradley,” began Tip, “isn’t it a
fact that you were given a blood trans-
fusion about two years ago?”

Tip heard McGruder’s grunted sur-
prise. Bradley’s frown of annoyance
deepened.

S¥esr

“And at that time you leamed, no
doubt, that the blood givem you was let
frome the donor into a weak solution of

Then let's get

sodium citrate to prevent its clotting?
You. leaned that. citrated blood will not
clot.

“Normally, blood will clot in three
minutes. after being let. Vet the bload
supposed to have been from your daugh-
ter’s wound wasa't clotted when the po-
lice: physician arrived. I had been. there
some ten minutes, and Grantland Hill was
there before me.”

‘What the hell ave yow driving at?
asked Bradley. His eyes were very
bright, his face had gone pale.

“I eollected a specimen of that blood
last night, and later got another specimen
of your daughter’s blood from the under-
taker. Not only did I find that the cells
do not match, but the specimen I took
from the murder room had been
citrated.

“Furthermore, when I touched the face
of the corpse it didn’t have the feel of
having died so recently. It wasn’t coid,
but it wasn’t warm. The police physician
was completely mislead by the citrated
blood. He had lost sleep, he didn’t make
as careful an examination as he’d other-
wise have done. Lorine Bradley was kilfed
nearer to one thirty than two thirty.”

RADLEY shifted in the chair. “And
‘how does that help?” His lips were
trembling, his hands moved nervously.

“You were on the rocks with your
musical comedy. You probably tried to
induce your daughter to finance your
show. But that would have taken most
all her inheritance. She refused. You
probably made threats. At any rate she
became alarmed and called me. You
overheard that call and interrupted be-
fore she told me her name.

“I don’t kmow how she got the note
down to Seven-o-seven. Maybe she’d al-
ready planted it there, just in case. But
after you intercepted that phene call you
locked her i her room, probably tied her
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up. I imagine you intended to take her
for a ride as soon as a good chance
offered.

She probably had a key and managed
to get loose. Meanwhile you’d gone out
to eat a belated dinner, I suppose. That’s
a good guess because you didn’t eat when
you came to Grace Summer’s at midnight.

“You were desperate when you learned
she’d escaped you. Especially when you
found the imprint of her note to me.
So you came on in a desperate attempt
to prevent her seeing me. But you over-
acted. You weren'’t at all like a distraught
father who was afraid his daughter had
been kidnaped. And you had no good ex-
cuse for not going to the police.

“Your daughter knew you were sweet
on Grace Sumner. She knew of but one
of Grace’s employees whom she could
trust for sure. So she went to Nick
Walton and managed to approach me in
masquerade. But you recognized her.

Tip leaned forward, eyes boring into
the silent Bradley’s.

“You had already citrated a-quantity of
your own blood,” he said, “just in case
the chance presented itself to carry out
a scheme which you’d been brewing for
a long time. So you followed her to the
Bushmann, forced her to tell you when
she expected me—and then murdered her.

“You cleaned up the blood, dashed
some of your own citrated blood over
the wound and upon the floor to make the
wound appear recent when discovered,
then went at once to Grace Sumner’s
to establish your alibi.”

Bradley sneered. But his face was
deadly white, his lips thin.

“Nice pipe dream! How are you go-
ing to prove it?”

“That shouldn’t be difficult,” Tip said
confidently. “You already had a goat, so
you didn’t want to ball McGruder up by
telling of your suspicions of Webber as
you told me. But better than this, will
be a blood test. We'll see if your blood
matches the blood I took from the mur-
der room.”

“T’ll be damned if you do!” Bradley
screamed. He came up out of his chair
with a lurch, jerking an automatic from
his pocket.

Tip hurtled forward out of the swivel
chair, ducking low. He grabbed Brad-
ley’s knees just as the gun roared above
his head. He snapped Bradley’s feet from
under him and they sprawled on the floor.
Tip reached desperately for Bradley’s gun
hand, while McGruder flung himself atop
of both. -

Tip reached the struggling man’s
wrists, and at the same moment McGru-
der caught the gun and twisted it from
Bradley’s grasp. Bradley got up, wild-
eyed. Tip pinioned his wrists and McGru-
der snapped the handcuffs on them.

“That act was a confession of guilt!”
snapped McGruder.

“Hell yes! I killed her!” Bradley
snarled. “But she isn’t my own daughter.
I adopted her when I married her
mother.”

“But Fred Webber,” said McGruder
dazedly. “What about him?”

Tip smiled ruefully. “Sorry, McGru-
der. There’s nothing about Webber. He
can account for himself until two twenty
A. M. Lorine Bradley was dead before
that time. Some other time, McGruder.”

McGruder rubbed his nose disap-
pointedly. “Hell! Let’s shake on that,
Gregory!”
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A Cass Blue Story
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It was a crazy, sordid mess into

which Cass Blue'’s caller dragged

him, and a twisting trail to follow.

But the chase led in Nate Chap-

man’s direction . . . and that was

where Blue had been heading for
seven long years . . .

to take any case that involved Nate
Chapman, for any price they
wanted to pay. There was a time, just
. after he’d kidnaped—and murdered—
the Ross girl, when I walked the streets
with a gun in my pocket, and a red
haze in my head, stalking him. If I'd
found him, I'd have dropped him in his
tracks. I didn’t. He ran squealing to the
cops and they put him in the can. When
the tongue that worked for him got
through performing, they had to turn him
loose. I was just a year off the cops then,
not much more than a hot-headed kid,
and my father’s friends at headquarters
didn’t want to see me in a jam. They
fixed it that I was being questioned in
the D. A’s office when Chapman hit the
street, and he had a chance to jump town.
He vanished. Ten days later Ben Ross
walked into the lawyer’s office and blew
the top of the shyster’s head off, so they
had to put Ben away. It was a madden-
ing, rotten mess. As I say, that was seven
years back.

Seven years trying to get a living out
of my agency had knocked most of the
volcanics out of me, but not all. T still
had something in the region of my stom-
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q NYBODY would have gotten me

The gun roared and my fist smashed into p-

man’s mouth.
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ach that started to pulse queerly when
my office girl laid the card on my desk
and said: “A little fat guy. Claims he
met you at a smoker once. Something
about Nate Chapman.”

His card read, Morris Urnst. A shaft
of sun just caught the top of his sweat-
ing bald head, glinted purple, as he sat
tense on the chair by my desk. His face
was drawn, lined, and the blood-shot eyes
he turned on me were desperate. “I—I
hoped you’d—remember me. I—" His
voice was hoarse, jerky. “It—it makes it
harder—harder to— Now I don’t know
what—what te say—how to beg you—
I've got to beg you—no matter what—to
keep—what I say confidential, Mr. Blue.”
He swallowed, blurted suddenly: “I—I’ve
spent the last two weeks—in fear of my
life, Mr. Blue. I crossed the continent ex-
pecting a bullet to rip me open any minute.
I thought of the police—the agencies out
there—bodyguards. I didn’t dare go near
them. I didn’t dare because I didn’t know
anywhere that there wouldn’t be risk of
the truth leaking out. And if it gets out
—as God is my judge—we’re through—
absolutely finished. I—I remembered you
—and for another reason too. You—I
can count on you—not to break my con-
fidence. That’s what I told myself.”

I nodded. “And Chapman?”’

His voice was almost a croak. “He’s
the one that’s going to murder us.”

I plinked. “Us?”

“Both of us, now.” His lips were like
paper. “Not that I had anything to do
with it. He was one of her prizes.” He
jerked at the card, and his voice started
rising. “You know what I mean—if you
read the papers. They’re true, Blue—every
word and ten times more. She’s man-crazy
—male-crazy. She’s got the discrimination
of an alley-cat. She’s had me in agony—
damned agony—for four years—getting
her out of one mess after another. I might
have known—it’d end in something like

this—but God’s my witness—not at a time
like this. Blue—listen—we’re desperate—
we're sitting on the ragged edge of being
thrown out of the picture business—I'm
nearly crazy trying to grab our last hope
in that direction—and doesn’t she have to
spring the news that she’s been playing
around Nate Chapman—and got tangled
in one of his terrible ‘jobs’. I won’t mince
words. She was with him in a Hollywood
dive, when he killed a man. You under-
stand? She was the only witness. She
stood there and watched Chapman shoot
the poor devil down in cold blood! My
God, do you understand ?”

“All but who?” I said. “You haven't
said who you're talking ab—"

HE jammed hands to temples. “Who?
A drunken tourist! What does that
matter? She can hang him! If he hadn’t
been drunk she never would have got
home that night. She realized what she’d
done—what was liable to happen. She re-
fused to see him—or even talk to him on
the phone. I had to front for her—hide
her—and stall him off.”

“I didn’t mean—"

“He came to the house next day. I
had to face him. He looked me in the eye
and told me he wanted to see her, and
I swear my blood went ice-cold. He didn’t
threaten—he didn’t have to—just told me
to have her there next day. The next day
we were in San Francisco.

“We stayed there two weeks—as long
as I could. I had to get here. She—you
know—or maybe you don’t—they say
she’s through—that she’s blacklisted all
over the country because of the scandal
she’s plastered herself with—that her
drawing power’s gone. Her contract runs
out nine days from now. They’re not
going to renew, unless—well, I've got
one chance. Zachary, of the Metropolitan
houses—I’ve got him almost talked into a
series of personal appearances—in the
three Eastern cities. Mongrel that she is,
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you can take my word for it she’ll pack
them in. Her draw’s as good as ever—
better. If we put it over—jam her popu-
larity down their throats—they’ll have to
take us back. Then we can tell them about
this. They have ways to handle Chapman.
They'll put their publicity staff on to wipe
out this other scandal. I don’t have to
tell you how many times it’s been done.
But we can’t hide out any longer. It’s our
finish if we fluff this engagement. And
it’s our finish if Chapman gets to us in
the next nine days. He probably knows
that—he knows Hollywood. I say she
realizes what she’s done. She doesn’t
really. I don’t want her to. I'm trying to
keep her steady. I—"

“Yeah, but who?” I almost had to yell
to stop the torrent. “What girl are ycu
talking about?”

“Who? Her!” he raved—and suddenly
choked, his jabbing finger stopping in
mid-gesture toward the now-face-up card
on my desk. His face twitched, and he
groaned: “Oh, my God!” He jumped up
and jerked out a card case, tossed a larger
card down on my desk, sat down again,
blurted : “I’ll be in the asylum before this
lS Om

This card said, Carma Dale Morris
Urnst, Agent and Personal Represent-
ative.

I got a thrill. “And Chapman plans to
kill her!”

He nodded tensely. “Both of us.”

“Where’s the advantage in doing yow
up?”’

“No—no advantage, but he told—"

“Forget it. Killing you would blow the
whole thing into the open. She might be
through in pictures, but she’d be ripe to
go to the cops. He'll get her first, if I've
got the picture straight. Where is he now ?
And where is she?”

“I'm hoping and praying he’s still on
the Coast. They had him in jail—over-
night—a week ago. I don’t think—"

“Hell, do the cops know he did it?”

“I—I guess so.”

“How do you knew they don’t know
about her?”

After an uncomfortable second he said :
“There’s no possible way they could know
unless he told them.”

I turned hot eyes on him. “Listen—
if you're holding out any other little itemns
like that—pop off with them. Has any-
body been following you—or like that?
Anything else—"

“Fol—no, no. My God, no.”

“Just exactly what do you want me
to do?”

SOMETHING came into his eyes that
wasn’t there before. It looked like fear
of me. He kneaded the handle of his
brief-case. “Mr. Blue—I'm willing to pay
—pay well. I want you to—to take
responsibility for Miss Dale—to guard
her every second—for the next nine days.
You don’t need to worry—you'll see
Chapman. He’ll come for her. Nothing
in this world is surer—he’ll come for her.
After nine days—you can do what you
please. But I want—I'm going to beg you
to give me your word that—that you'll
look after her—first—her interests—and
you ‘know what they are. After all—as
well as pay—I'm giving you a chance to
find Chapman. Am I asking too much to
do—" Every word was getting tougher
for him.

“Listen,” I said. “What 4s this? If I
take the job of guarding Miss Dale, I'll
guard her. What are you afraid of? That
T'll desert her? Listen, Mr. Urnst—with
a chance to get a crack at Nate Chap-
man—"’

“I know! I know !” he cried desperately.
“That’s just it! He told—I heard—about
you and the road-house owner—wanting
to kill him—over a deal. If you leave her
—go after him, now—he’ll have men to
——tO—-—”

“You must be crazy!” I snapped. “Ben
Ross was the ‘road-house owner’ you're
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talking about. The deal was that Chapman
kidnaped his twelve-year old daughter. I
was supposed to make contact and pay
the ransom. Three hours after Ross asked
me to handle it, they found the kid with
her throat cut. Something went wrong
with the contact arrangements and that
stinking rat killed her. I went off my
head, I’ll admit—I would have killed him.
But then isn’t now. I hate the devil’s guts.
I’'ll do almost anything to nail him for
something—and I’ll work him over when
I do. But I won’t murder him, Mr. Urnst,
now. If he’s after your girl—I'll stick to
her like glue. I'm not a hysterical kid any
longer. You can wipe that out of your
mind—once and for all. Now—where is
Miss Dale?”

“You—you give me your word—you’'ll
look after her first—"

“I give you my word.”

I_IE LICKED his lips. “She’s on the

Sunset Flyer. Nobody knows it—I
don’t think. If yotu’d meet her—rush her
up to my brother’s in Mill Falls, Con-
necticut—there’s a train leaves just a few
minutes after the Flyer arrives. I—I've
got an appointment with Zachary this
afternoon. I'm scared to break it—the
way things are. And she simply can’t be
left alone. She’s like a child, Mr. Blue—
God knows what she’s liable to get into.
I've been worried sick even this last day
and a half when—"

“When would these personal appear-
ances start—if they did?”

“Any minute Zachary says. It could
be tomorrow—it’s got to be practically
right away, if we’re going to—going—"
He gulped.

I looked at my desk clock. “It’s three
thirty-five now. I meet her on the Sunset
at four twenty-five, and take the first
train to Connecticut, and . . .?”

“My brother’ll be at the station. He
looks like me—you can’t miss him.”

I let a whole minute go by in silence.

Then I said, “All right. When will I
see you?”’

“I—TI"ll phone the minute I leave Zach-
ary.” He fumbled out a checkbook. “I—
I_!’

“Fix that up with Miss Cottar,” I said.

He got up, looked anxiously into my
eyes. “She—she’s—if you talk about this
to her—make out it’s nothing, will you,
Blue? The kid’s had an awful scare. She’s
liable to go to pieces if—I've kind of
laughed it off. You can help her—she’s
heard of you—thinks you’re hot stuff,
and—"

“T'll watch it.”

He went out.

I sat tight-lipped, staring at nothing,
finally switched to the phone. I had a
queer feeling—as though the whole thing
were misty, unreal. Unreal! There was
nothing unreal about the cold sliminess
of Nate Chapman—or the way I felt
about him.

I wrinkled my forehead. Why did I
see red when I thought of him? Ben.
Ross? The little girl? Horrible, rotten
business, but five years on the force and
eight en my own should have built up
some sort of a shell around my feelings.
The feeling was like—I groped for it—
like the one I have for wasps. Blind, un-
reasoning fury—or was it blind? I con-
jured up a picture of myself vs. wasps—
and it dawned on me that there was fear
mixed with the fury.

Of what? I’'ve watched a man shoot
me, without flinching—yet I flinched from
a wasp—or was it, rather, from all wasps?
From some unconscious fear of their
getting the upper hand—of more and
more wasps—a world swarming with
them. And the frantic, furious slashing,
cutting them down—blind reaction—an
attempt to keep the numbers down? I

~thought of a world full of Nate Chap-

mans, of vicious, thieving, cowardly
parasites, and I got the same feeling—the
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one of wanting to slash, to beat him
down, stamp him out.

Foolish? Maybe—but it pointed me. I
pulled the phone over, called a friend at
headquarters. They’d heard nothing on
Chapman later than the one-night deten-
tion on a murder charge in Hollywood.

Miss Cottar came in, wide-eyed, waving
a check dry as I hung up.

“Five hundred ! He made it out to you.
You'll have to endorse it.”

As I did, she asked: “What goes on?”

“A little bodyguarding,” I said grimly.
“Maybe a crack at Nate Chapman. He
thinks so.”

“Who is he?”

“A movie guy. His set-up sounds like
a movie. I wish to God I had semething
to get my teeth inte . . . .”

I got it.

In the corridor a man screamed, hoarse-
ly, frantically. “Blue! Blue!” My stomach
went cold. A gun blast thundered, and
glass somewhere crashed.

I WAS up, around the desk, a gun in

my hand, running for the door when
the second shot boomed. I slammed
through, dived for the catch on the wood-
en railing gate. The echoes walloped for
the third time. I vaulted the gate—and
the corridor door burst open, spilling
Morris Urnst in, showering blood, one
hand clutching his throat, the other on
the torn handle of his brief-case. He
banged squarely into me, spun off, banged
into the railing and crashed down, blood
spurting from his open mouth down over
his hand in a cascade, making horrible
his effort to cry out.

One look and I jumped for the door,
yelled over my shoulder, “Get Travers—
fast!”

Dead silence held the hall. Powder
stank. Feet were racing down the stairs
at the rear of the hall. I flung myself
in pursuit—and my foot came down on
an irregular-shaped chunk of metal, sent

me slamming on my face, sliding, my
gun clattering across the tiled floor to
the stairhead—and off into space.

In the four seconds it took me to scram-
ble up, race to the stairhead, find my gun
haliway down and stoop down to scoop
it up, the footsteps had ceased. I crouched
there on the landing and listened. I cursed
through my teeth, ran down to the floor
below me, as noise started in the hall
above. I ran for the door marked, V.
Travers, M. D., and the door opened in
my face to let out the little mild-faced
doc, his two horns of gray hair adding
the perpetual question mark to his ex-
pression.

“I’'m coming. What—"

“Man shot.”

We ran up together, as a gong started
banging in the basement.

Tam Cottar was standing white-faced
over Urnst, her slender hands out from
her sides. There was blood on them.
Urnst was gurgling horribly. There was
a towel around his throat, but his hand
still clung to the wound. The doc whistled,
circled swiftly, dropped ta his side. He
jerked away Urnst’s towel, opened his
coat, vest, to expose a crimson patch
above his belt-buckle, almost meeting the
one from above.

In that minute the prone man suddenly
arched his back, gagged desperately—and
went lax, head, elbows, feet and back
fiopping. Travers hand froze over him—
then dropped away. He met my eye, got
to his feet and shrugged.

“He died right then.”

I was absolutely disorganized. I didn’t
know what to do. A stream of facts
flashed in my brain. Chapman. The girl
the little mamager had tried to protect. My
promise—the cops—publicity the poor
little devil had fought to avoid—the girl’s
trouble if it all came out. . . .

My jaw snapped tight. My eyes darted
from the dead man to the brief-case, its
broken handle mute evidence of a strug-
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gle. Then I saw something else. There
was a strap circling his chest and, under
his left armpit, an empty shoulder holster.

I went into swift action. I snapped at
Miss Cottar: “In the hall—his gun—I
stepped on it. Get it—fast!” I grabbed
for the pen-knife on her desk. Her heels
rattled as I jumped around the dead man,
bent over and hacked the leather strap
through. I tugged the harness loose, flung
it across the railing. The brief-case came
away from his limp hand easily, and I
tried the catch. It was open. I propped it
open on the ground, free of the blood,
and squatted grimly.

He didn’t have much in his pockets. I
didn’t look to see what it was—simply
jammed everything into the brief-case.
I looked at his clothing labels. I got a
break—they were ready-made. 1 went
through him swiftly, ruthlessly, com-
pletely. He hadn’t so much as a match
on him when I was through.

Travers blurted hesitantly: “Look

izl

here—

“Put it on your bill!” I threw at him,
and got up snapping the brief-case closed
—ijust as Tam Cottar ran back with the
gun. She went white when she saw my
hands. I snapped at her: “Put the gun—
and that harness—in the safe. I'm going
to try and keep them from identifying this
guy. Remember—he was just coming in.
We'd never seen him. Get my hat and
coat.” I jumped for the washstand.

She was back again with them as I
dried my hands. ‘“Where—where are you
going ?”’

“Out of here before the cops get organ-
ized. Paragon, I guess—Van Ness.” I gave
the doctor a straight look. “Don’t forget
what I said about the bill, Doc. Anything
you’re worried about—stick it in. Miss
Cottar will tell you what to say to the
I took after the murderer.”

I ran out, the brief-case under my arm,
cops.” To her I said: “If they ask—

no more than three minutes after I'd led
the doctor in.

I walked down the four flights, taking
the service stairs for the last one, emerged
through swinging doors into the lobby—
eased through, rather. Uniforms were
piling into the elevator. One copper stood
in the hall. I leaned against the wall, lit
a cigarette, smoked till he wandered near.
Then I threw it down and stepped on it,
ask him: “What was the row?”

“Don’t know yet.”

I looked at my wrist watch, muttered
something about time, and walked by him.
He followed me dully with his eyes but
made no effort to stop me.

The Paragon Hotel was three blocks
north, just off Broadway. It was a chill
autumn day, the sky overcast. I hurried
through the crowds mechanically, my
brain racing.

THE desk clerk was-Billy Farraday.

He looked through his horn-rimmed
glasses and his chubby face started to
grin as I came up. I clipped, “Van Ness
is the name. I'm in a hurry,” and scrib-
bled it on the register. He was well-
trained. His face straightened and he
banged his bell.

I tipped the bell-boy in the elevator,
relieved him of the key, and got off at
Eight alone. My room was facing the
elevators. I gave the lock a good exam-
ination before I went in.

Two minutes later, in my shirt-sleeves,
I sat on the edge of a chair, pulling at a
cigarette, looking down at two piles of
papers on the carpet—one from Urnst’s
clothes, the other from the brief-case.
I didn’t expect anything from them. I
was still trying to get myself organized
—figure what to do. I tried a dozen
lines—and they all came back to the same
place—I had a moral responsibility to do
the best I could for the girl. Besides, if
there were any more money coming on
this job, it would come from her. I looked
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at my watch, cursed—then I felt better
as I grasped at what Urnst had said—
Chapman would come for the girl. My
teeth clamped. If he did. . . .

I went through the stuff at my feet
quickly. Urnst’s clothes had held two
handkerchiefs, a leather card-case with
the two types of cards, a check-book with
cryptic entries, a watch and chain of
white gold with his name engraved on
the watch case, three cigars, a handful
of change and a hundred and eighty-two
dollars in bills.

The brief-case contained papers of
value—to Urnst. When I got through
them, I made a vague guess that he had
cleaned out a safe-deposit vault, with
some idea of replacing them in a similar
spot in New York. There was an old
passport. A substantial life insurance
policy with a sister, Penelope Urnst, as
beneficiary. A couple of small savings
account books. The deed to some Florida
property and a few gold-mine stock
certificates.

Then, in the side pocket, the only thing
of interest in the group—a flat leather
case containing a lemon-squeezer revol-
ver, carefully wrapped in cotton wool. I
didn’t notice the white smudges on the
handle, till a beam of light caught them.
Then I got them to the window—and
whistled. They were fingerprints, care-
fully brought up with white powder, and
some sort of fixative shellac sprayed over
them.

And under the cotton wool—I blinked
—a marriage certificate, and a yellowed
photograph of a frightened-looking young
man with ears like handlebars, holding a
fluffy-haired girl on his arm. Apart from
seeming extremely young, I made nothing
of that. I assumed that the marriage cer-
tificate was theirs.

It wasn’t. When I spread it open I
discovered that Carma Dale had been
married, five years before, to Morris
Urnst, in Mill Falls, Connecticut.

I STARED. After five minutes, I wasn’t

anywhere. I caught sight of my watch.
Four o’clock—and I had to meet a train
in twenty-five minutes. I clamped my lips,
went over and yanked the newspapers
from the drawers of the bureau, went
to work to make two bundles—one the
things from the brief-case—the other
those from Urnst’s pocket. I could just
get the stuff from the brief-case in the
side pocket of my coat. I'd keep that with
me.

I washed my hands, came out and
picked up the phone—and another harass-
ing thought struck me. I set it down,
paced the room with compressed lips,
finally went back to it, sat on the bed.
I jerked the phone book out, looked up
the number of Harry Fry, a theatrical
agent I knew. I gave the number to the
operator, and said: “Give me Billy while
you're getting it.”

When the desk clerk answered, I said:
“I’'m going out right away. I want to
leave a bundle and brief-case in your
safe, Billy. Send a boy up—and if I'm
gone when he gets here, it'll be on my
table.”

I held the hook down till the bell
tinkled, got Fry on the other end and
told him: “Don’t ask questions. I'm elect-
ed godfather to Carma Dale. Her manager
had an appointment with a bird named
Zachary of the Metropolitan Theaters,
sometime this afternoon. He’s—ducked
out on her—through, washed up. It’s a
proposition about making personal ap-
pearances. Something like this: the studio
she works for thinks she’s slipped, and
making a series of personal appearances
is supposed to prove her draw and like
that. If you want to keep that appoint-
ment and land the engagement for her
in Zachary’s shows, I'll almost guarantee
to swing her permanently to your agency.
Now—that’s every blessed thing I know.
You'll have to pick it up from there if
you want it. I'm in a rush, Harry, I'll
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call you later. Do you want to take a shot
at it?”

He said he would, and tried to get in
some questions, but I hung up, grabbed

« my coat—and the phone tinkled again.

I cursed, grabbed it up. Billy’s guarded
voice said anxiously: “Hey, two plain-
clothesmen just eased into the lobby. Are
you_-”

My eyes thinned. “Thanks, Billy,” I
said. “I’ll go out the basement way. Don’t
let them see that brief-case.”

I made speed getting into my coat and
hat. I was beginning to feel badgered,
feverish. Arguing with muttonhead cops
at this point was out of the question. I
felt a sudden stab of worry. If they’d
happen to cover the alley entrance. . ..

I swung a hasty leok around the roem
as I buttoned up, plowed for the door.
I jerked it open—and stared into the
black muzzle on an automatic pistol.

Behind the pistol, Nate Chapman’s
sleek, fat figure stood tense, his long-
lashed, brown eyes strained on me. He
wore a black fedora and a black overcoat,
and there was someone behind him. He
chopped out huskily at me. “Don’t move,
Biue! I'll kill you sure as hell!”

DIDN’T move. I couldn’t move, for the

first split second. I stood there, one
hand on the door edge, my left foot stop-
ped dead in the middle of a step. There
was a riot inside me. I was hot—then cold
—then hot. Then I jerked myself to-
gether. My teeth clamped, and the pulse
on my forehead started to swell.

He licked his lips, and there was some-
thing queer in his expression I didn't
fathom—and then I did. Fear. It was in
his quick breathing, his stiff lips, his
eyes. The rat had never gotten over being
afraid of me—was still jittery at the
sight of me even after seven years.

“Get back in the room.” It was almost
a husk. There was a queer tremble in
it.

Then, with a shock, I got it. He was
going to kill me. Call it part of his fear
—self-preservation—call it anything, I
read it in his starched face—I wasn't
to leave the room alive.

I drawled: “It’s a lousy room, Nate—
I don't like it.”

Over his shoulder, a face popped into
view—a face flanked by handlebar ears.
Shifty black eyes covered the room inside,
blazed suddenly. ‘“Look—there it is,
Nate!” A slim-hipped, white-faced youth
squeezed excitedly round Chapman,
brushed by me and ran in. I tensed.

I was on the balls of my feet when
Chapman’s eyes shifted—for the fraction
of a second.

It was a madman’s chance, but I had
to take it. My left hand flashed down
for the gun; I flung to the right. The
gun roared and fire raked my hip—then
my right fist smashed into Chapman’s
mouth. Teeth crumbled. He cried out as
his head snapped back.

I flung my weight and both hands on
the gun, twisted. I jerked it free, slashed
out and cracked his forehead with it as
I flung round to face the youth in the
room. 1 took one glance at him backing
white-faced, into a corner, evidently un-
armed. I whirled back on Chapman.

He was spread-eagled against the
elevator door, and there was the fear
of God in his eyes. As 1 swung he dived
wildly toward the red light of a fire door
a few paces away. I half lit on his back,
jerked him back, sent him spimming into
the wall,

He gasped, “Wait—wait, Blue—1"
wildly, tried to duck out again. I caught
him by the collar and spun him round
again. His back was to the elevator. He
put up his hands wildly, closed his eyes.
I cocked my right, dropped the gun and
put everything I had into one smash at
his jaw.

He went sailing, half turming, acress
the hall, crashed into the elevator.
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But he didn’t. Some crazy trick of
fate had brought the elevator-to the floor.
Its door was just opening, as I bent to
scoop the gun up again—and Chapman’s
body jammed into the opening door. Be-
fore the boy could check it, he had fallen
inside on his back. The boy got one look
at the gun in my hand, and slammed the
door in my face!

I banged against it. I roared, hammered
with my gun, pounded the iron gate—
and my wrist watch got jammed under
my eyes. That look at the time sobered
me like a douche of cold water.

I jumped away from the elevator. Its
mechanism was whirring madly. I blurted
one curse, turned and ran for my room.
The youth had come to the door. He
scurried back to the corner like a fright-
ened rat. I dived for the phone, yanked
off the receiver, and roared at the oper-
ator: “Tell the cops in the lobby to grab
the guy just went down in the elevator.
The one that fell—”’

She cried excitedly: “They just went
up in another elevator!” My heart went
down in my boots. I threw the receiver
at the hook, roared at the white-faced
youth: “Come on—run!”

He stared at my gun with the gaze of
an idiot. He yammered: “No—I won't. I
haven’t done—"

And there was nothing I could do. I
damned him, flung the gun in his face,
turned and ran. . ..

And in the split second before I reached
the hall, my brain flashed. I didn’t think
what I was doing—that I was putting
a girl’s life in maybe useless danger. I
didn’t think of any of the things I should.
All T thought of was that Chapman was
slipping me—had slipped me, just when
I had my hands on him once and for all,
and maybe I'd lost him for good. I was
half crazy with disappointment, and it
must have flashed on me that here was
a sure way of connecting with Chapman

again.

So I stopped at the door and flung
savagely at the shrinking youth: “God
help you if you follow me to Mill Falls!”

KNEW what I'd done, the second it

was out. As I shot across the hall for
the fire door, there was something cold
in the pit of my stomach. I jerked up
my watch as I raced down the fire stairs.
I didn’t stop to ask myself if I regretted
it. What was the use? It was too late
now. Everything was resolved into one
grim necessity—getting to the girl's side
and staying there, till.

At the fourth floor I ran back 1nto
the hall. I jabbed at the elevator bell, kept
my hand in my pocket, on my gun, till
I scrutinized the passengers. I went down
to the basement. The boy knew me. I
trotted down the cement corridor to the
delivery entrance, up steps and out into
an alley. I stopped for a second, but no
one was in sight.

I caught a cab at the alley’s mouth,
was driven to the nearest elevated station,
rode to One Hundred Twenty-fifth. I
ran in to the station, just two minutes
before the Sunset pulled in.

My badge, and a hastily concocted
dramatic story, got me aboard and got
me the conductor’s awed assistance. I told
him I was looking for Dolores De Voe
and gave him as close a description of
Carma Dale as I could remember. The
red hair did it. He gave me a drawing-
room number.

I found her room a minute before the
train pulled into Grand Central. I gave
my name to her breathless, frightened,
“Who is it?’ when I knocked, and she
said faintly, “Come in.”

She was pressed into a corner—the
farthest spot in the room from the door.
I met wild, wide violet eyes. She had one
white hand on the porter’s bell, the other
on her breasts. She looked like a lovely,
starry-eyed child, even her red hair and
green dress and hat failing to get sophis-
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tication across. I took my hat off, pro-
duced my folder of credentials, bobbed.
“Mr. Urnst sent me to meet you.”

She didn’t say anything or move. 1
felt like a fool, poking my papers at her.
The dazed expression didn’t leave her
eyes as she looked down finally, up again.
Her voice was husky with fright. “Where
—where is Morrie?”

“He had an appointment with a Mr.
Zachary.” Then I added, “He said for
you not to worry if he didn’t come out
tonight. He might have to—ub—be with
Mr. Zachary tonight.” I fingered my
collar. “You—uh—Mr. Urmnst thought
you'd recognize me.”

“Yes—yes, I do.” She sat down silently,
unexpectedly, her tiny feet still close to-
gether, and clasped her hands in her lap.

“This is what I thought,” I said rapid-
ly. “When we get in, I'll catch a red cap
that knows where the Mill Falls train
is and maybe we can walk right over
to it—inside the enclosure, I mean. Not
go into the main waiting room at all.”

A stab of fear darkened her eyes. “Is
—is Nate—"

“Mr. Urnst said he was still in Calif-
ornia,” I reassured her. “I just like to
play it safe with my clients.”

Some of the tenseness went out of her
body. ; '

More of it was gone when we made
the change into the Connecticut train suc-
cessfully and settled ourselves in a
drawing-room while the train was still
otherwise empty.

I won'’t go into the trip. I was nervous
as a cat. I spent some of the time in
the drawing room, some of it outside the
door. I ached to search the train, but—
apart from leaving the girl alone for the
time—if I did find my man, I could do
nothing—and it might be a tip-off to him.
True enough, I had gone a long way to
get him coming to me—but I didn’t want
it to happen in a train,

I found out why the girl had so many

people on the make for her. There was
nothing else to do with her. She had
absolutely no information on any subject.
I tried to tell her stories, and that bored
her. She didn’t seem interested in any-
thing. More from force of habit than
anything else, she gave me a few open-
ings, but I couldn’t play up. My mind
was on something else,

When we finally rolled into the station,
I was about as glad to see it as I'd ever
been to see anything,

Ben Urnst was waiting for us. He was
a slightly larger edition of his brother,
and he had his hair. He looked me over
sourly, said he was pleased to meet me
and looked dull-eyed at the girl. “Hello,
Sadie.” To me he said: “Her name’s
Sadie.”
_ He led the way to an ancient sedan. I
was raking the platform, and the gun in
my pocket was sweating my hand, but
nothing happened.

NOTHING happened on the way out.

Mill Falls was two blocks of red
brick stores. We followed a winding road
out of it. Presently the road ran into
woods—and kept in woods. I didn’t like
that much. I leaned over and shouted in
the round-faced Ben’s ear: “Is the place
in this forest?”

“Yeah,” he bawled back. “Right in the
middle.”

We came to a spiked iron gate, set
between two cement pillars—and I got
some comfort out of seeing that a twelve-
foot barbed-wire fence stretched away in
both directions from the pillars. We rat-
tled on—and then the woods dropped
away and we were in a clearing.

It was a queer-looking place. There
were two small houses, square, like bar-
racks, with a swimming pool between
them, at the top of the clearing. The rest
of the open space was lawn. The houses
were of red brick, three stories high, with
red brick chimneys letting out smoke.
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They were identical. One huge black
walnut tree stood exactly halfway between
them, at the top of the center of the
swimming pool, and as we circled the
lawn I saw a Negro man and a Negro
woman standing by its trunk, looking at
ue.

And as we bent back to come up in
front of the left-hand house, the door
opened and an old woman in a wheel-
chair rolled herself out onto the porch
to greet us.

We got out, and the Negro man came
running around the outside of the house
to take the girl’'s bags. I met Penelope
Urnst, the woman in the wheel chair—a
razor-faced, henna-haired old witch with
a twisted jaw and her spine curved like
a bow. She was, they told me, paralyzed
from the waist down—the result of an
accident when she, along with Morris
and Ben, was performing in carnivals.
She bore a faint family resemblance to
her brothers.

EVERYBODY took my presence quiet-

ly, like they’d expected it. We went
into the house and the old woman’s
cracked voice said that dinner would be
ready in half an hour. Then she wheeled
herself out to the kitchen.

They’d given us rooms adjoining—the
girl and myself—on the second floor.
That floor had three bedrooms and a
bathroom. Our rooms looked out over
the swimming pool. I opened my window
and looked down. There was just a foot
between the edge of the pool and the
house. The enormous walnut tree’s
branches waved at a higher level than
the roofs of the houses, but they were
so high and sufficiently distant that a man
—even if he could scale the long stretch
of perfectly bare trunk—could hardly
leap down on either house with more than
a ten percent chance of hitting what he
aimed at.

I found the stairs to the third floor,

went up and took a look at it—one huge
empty room, really an attic. I fastened
all the windows and, finding a key in
the door at the foot of the stairs, quietly
locked that. And while the girl was
powdering her nose in the bathroom, I
locked all the windows on the second
floor.

I went down before her, found Ben
Urnst alone in the roomy living room
that was a full half of the ground floor.
He eyed me dully, expectantly.

“You know what I'm here for?” I
said.

He nodded. “I got a letter from Morris
yesterday. Some gambler after Sadie.
You’re guarding her. That’s all I know.”

“““Was there any hard feeling around
locally for Morris? I mean anybody who
might help an enemy of his?”

His dull brown eyes started. “Morris?
My God, no—he had no enemies.”

“You mean the girl did?”

He clamped his lips, thumbed his chest.
“Me. I hate the little devil! Listen, Blue
—after the accident that put Morrie and
Penelope out of the carnival game, Mor-
rie had ten thousand insurance. She did
too.” He jerked his head toward the
kitchen. “Morrie took his dough, pulled
Sadie out of a cooch tent at the carnival
and kept her for a year on that dough.
He worked his head off to get her a
break. He’s worked his head off ever
since to make her something. He made
her a big star. And what does she do?
She treats him like a rat. She even tries
to clip him on his percentage of her
salary. By God! she’s the dumbest cluck
that ever lived on everything but that!
She squeezes every nickel until—"

“Are the Negroes the only servants
you've got ?”’

“Yeah. You ain’t thinkin’ they—"

“No. No. Listen—that barbed-wire
fence—how far does it run?”’

“Right around the property. Further-
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more, I can send a charge through it,
if you want me to.”

“We'll see about it later,” I said hastily,
as the girl came downstairs.

T WAS dusk as we ate dinner, dark

by the time we were through. It was
a silent meal. I had little stomach for it.

After dinner we sat around inm the
living roem and talked. At nine o’clock,
Penelope Urnst announced that she was
going to bed. The Negro trundled her
out, and her chair crunched away across
the path to the other house.

I said to the girl: “Why don’t you go
to bed, too? You must be tired.”

She looked at her watch. “Isn’t Morrie
coming ?”’

“I guess not,” I said. “I told you—"

“I know,” she said wearily. “You'd
think he’d phone, though. Are you—"

“I’ll be around, in case you want me,”
I said. “Just call.”

She went wearily upstairs.

Ben’s heavy stare followed her sourly
up. I asked him: “Have you got a gun?”

He almost jummped out of the chair.
“A—a gun? You—you think there’s
really—he’s really—he might—" His
fleshy face went pale, and he swallowed.
“I—I thought—"

“There’s a damned good chance that
Chapman’ll be here tonight,” I told him.
“Where do you sleep?”

“We—we all been sleepin’ in the other
house. This is Morrie’s, y'understand.
If you want though, I'll—"

“I don’t want you to do anything out
of the ordinary. I don’t want the girl to
get the idea there’s any danger. Have you
got a gun?”’

“No—yes, I’ve got a shotgun. T’ll get
it

“Don’t get it. Let me get this straight.
This house is your brother’s?”

He hesitated. “He give them to me,
legally, but—well, hell. He wrote and
asked me if we'd mind movin’ into this

one, but we ain't had a chance yet. He
likes my room in the other house. Why ?”

“Nothing,” I said. “I was just thinking
what a funny thing it'd be, if Chapman
picked the wrong—hell, it doesn’t matter.”

His mouth hung open. “My God—jyou
mean he might come in our—" He swal-
lowed again. “I—FH sit up—listen—I’ll
throw the electric current through that
fe—" :

“What use is that?” I said. “A man
could stand on top of an automwobile and
jump over the gate. And I don’t think
there’s much chance of his getting into
your house. But keep the gun handy, just
in case.”

He was sweating like a pig when he
left me. I went up, gave all the windows
a second look. When I came to the girl’s
door, there was a chill breeze coming
under the crack. I scowled. I went into
my room, looked hesitantly out. I didn't
want to alarm her by telling her to close
her window, and—hell, there wasn’t much
chance of anybody being able to get up
that wall, anyway.

I prowled. I locked all the windows on
the ground floor. I sealed the house up
as tight as a drum. Then I sat on the
stairs, in full view of her door—and
waited.

EN o’clock came—and went. I heard
sounds of the girl stirring about in
her room.

She opened her door, and I was on my
feet like a flash, my gun half out. She
wideped her eyes in surprise. “I—I didn’t
know you were here. Do you know any-
thing about annuities ?”’

“No. Why don’t you wait till morning
and—"

“Oh, I have to. What could I do at
this. time of night? You see all the money
T’ve saved is going into an annuity the
first of the month. ¥ was just wondering
how much—"

“Lady,” 1 said grimly, “please go to
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bed. I don’t know anything about annu-
ities.”

I sucked cigarettes. Somewhere I could
hear a clock ticking. Thoughts went
through my head in kaleidoscope. For the
first time, it became clear how Chapman
had found me in the hotel. The brief-
case! Then—he must have followed
Morris Urnst to my office, been waiting
outside and tried to hold him up. The
little manager had—it dropped into line
now—pulled his gun and put up a fight.
The would-be robber had shot him, tried
to tear the case from his hand, but even
shot to pieces, Urnst had still held on—
dived into my office. And the killer, wait-
ing somewhere outside, had seen me come
out with the brief-case, followed me. . . .

I suddenly focused on the fact that
there must be something damned import-
ant in the brief-case. Or at least Chapman
thought there was. The gun? I hadn’t
thought about the gun enough, I sud-
denly realized. There could be only one
grim conclusion. That gun was evidence
—evidence of murder. What murder? The
one Chapman had pulled with the girl as
witness ?

I couldn’t make that jell. If Urnst held

the murder gun with Chapman’s prints -

on it, all he had to do was mail it anony-
mously to the D. A. and if Chapman
mentioned the girl, deny she had ever
been at the scene. That would have put
Chapman out of the way. The lad with
the tubular ears? My eyes were suddenly
alive. And the picture—of him and the
girl. I conjured the picture back in my
mind, tried to set it off against Carma
Dale’s features. I thought there was
similarity. Anyhow, the white-faced youth
somehow fitted. Why had he not been
armed when he was with Chapman?

I could think of only one reason for
that. He was a stir-bird—an ex-con, who
couldn’t afford to be found with a gun

on him, That he had been yellow without

one, didn’t bar him as a killer with one—
most of them are.

How did he fit with Chapman? I sud-
denly felt my pocket for the bundle—
and my heart missed a beat as I failed
to find it. Then I cursed myself. I had
left it in my topcoat when they hung it
in the closet. I stood up, swearing at
myself feverishly. I had a sudden queer
sensation—as though something were
hammering at my head, trying desperately
to get in. I started quickly down the stairs
toward the clothes-closet.

And out of nothing the whole sordid
deadly business exploded in my face.

I HAD one foot on the middle step when

the girl screamed in the room above.
A man shouted hoarsely—and there was
the thunder of a high-calibered gun! I
was absolutely flabbergasted. I gasped,
flung myself back up. A gun—a man!
It was impossible. Nobody—no living soul
—had gone into that room.

A man screamed, as I threw myself
at the doorknob, jerked it. He screamed
again. I felt as though I were going batty.
I twisted wildly at the doorknob. But the
door was locked!

I roared, “Open up—open up!” but I
knew it was foolish even as I said it. I
leaped back, put my shoulder down and
flung myself at the door. I heard thuds,
threshing bodies—and then a terrible
whimpering. I jerked my gun up. I put
four crashing shots through the lock of
the door, literally blew it away—and
plunged in.

If I thought I was batty before, I knew
it now. I snapped on the lights. A man
lay feebly twitching, groaning by the
window in a pool of blood. His face and
throat were slashed to ribbons. A crimson
grass sickle lay on the floor beside him,
and a still smoking revolver. And the
girl—she was half under the bed, her eyes
closed, her face the color of death.

Red was in my. brain as I dived down
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beside her, grabbed up her wrist. But her
heart was beating strongly. I pulled her
out hastily, looked desperately for marks
on her. She was unharmed. Her hand was
clutched on her gold locket on the chain
around her neck. She had simply fainted.

T jumped to the slashed man. The sound
he was making was reminiscent of that
the murdered Urnst made in my office.
His face was blood covered, and a crim-
son froth bubbled on his lips. And then
suddenly I saw his ears.

He was the tubular-eared youth that
had been with Chapman!

I was mentally paralyzed. The girl—
she’d killed him. . . .

And then I got my sanity back. I
blurted suddenly, “My God!” and shot
to the window, looked out, down. I could
see the light from the living room down-
stairs reflected on the water. It was calm
unruffled. Lights were going on in the
other house and I heard the old crone’s
voice shrilling, “Irving—Irving—go over
there—hurry!” and the Negro’s miser-
able, “I’se goin’, Miss Pen.”

. I swung back, lifted the girl over my
shoulder, pounded down the stairs. That
bedroom was no place for her to wake
up in. I laid her on the couch in the

living room, ran to the door and roared,.

“Irving—come here or—" And he popped
into the light, gasping.

“Look after Miss Dale—she’s fainted!”
I flung at him, and dashed out. At the
same moment, Ben Urnst dived from his
front door stuffing a night-shirt into his
pants. He was yelling : “Blue—Blue—the
roof | He’s on the roof! I saw him against
‘the sky!” And I roared back: “Put the
current through that fence—fast! He
could get in without touching it, but by
God, he'll have a time getting out!”

There was agony in my head at my
own absolute insanity in not searching
the roof. The precious pair must have
arrived before we did—driven out—hid

themselves on the roof while Ben was
at the station. . . .

Yet—I couldn’t restrain it—the leaping,
fierce hope that this was the pay-off—
that Chapman was my meat at last. If
he were on the roof—I had him. I ran
hastily around it, my blood pounding. I
could see no way—if he had been there
three minutes before—that he could have
gotten down.

Ben Urnst came running back out. “I
—I switched it on.”

“Have you got a torch—a searchlight ?”
I roared.

“The car—the car 2

“Get them on.’

He raced for the parked car, swr’a:md
on the lights. I thundered: “Turn toward
the house—back down that slope a little!”
And the car pounded.

The full glare of the lights slapped the
roof, There was no one on that side. I
sprinted for the other, my gun ready—
and there I stood frozen, groaning. There
was absolutely nobody on the roof.

I heard the girl’s startled scream in
the house, as she came to. I roared at
Urnst: “He’s gone—he’s got away. We'll
never find the rat in these damned
woods!” I ran back and toward the front
door.

“He can’t get through the fencel!”
Urnst roared back. “We’ll get him!{”

I ran into the living room. The girl
was struggling up, her eyes terrified. I
tossed at her: “What happened—tell it
as quickly as you can, Miss Dale!”

“I—I don’t know! I don’t know. It
was Morrie!”

“What?” I almost choked.

SHE rose up on one hand, her other

clenched around her locket, fairly
shrieked, “The porter on the train today
—he gave me a note—from Frank. He
said he had to see me—tonight—that you
wouldn’t let him-in—that he’d" hide on
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the roof and slip in. He came in, and—
and—told me Morrie was dead! Mur-
dered! He wanted me to get something
you had! And just then—Morrie was in
the room! He had a black mask on but
I recognized him. He was after this. . ..”
She shook the locket. “I know he was.
He had a sickle in his hand—he was
going to kill me. Frank tried to shoot
him—but he started slashing at Frank
and I—I fainted. . . .”

My head was swimming. I cried hoarse-
ly: “Miss Dale—it couldn’t have been
Morris. He’s dead. We think it was Nate
Chapman. He had a mask on—how do
you know—"

She suddenly cried: “Yes—yes—it was
Nate Chapman. I—"

“Did he try to grab your locket ?”

“No. No. Frank shot him before he
could.”

“What’s in the locket?”

She hesitated, looked around the room.
Both the Negroes had run in while I was
talking. And the crunch of the old lady’s
wheel-chair was coming up the walk.
Irving ran, brought her in. Ben’s sweat-
soaked face was at my shoulder,

“There’s nothing in my locket that
anybody wants but Morrie,” she said.
“It’s the agreement we had when we were
married that it was just for business—
that he wasn’t entitled to any of my
money.”

I felt like somebody had pulled a chair
from under me as I sat down. For a
moment I'd forgotten I was dealing with
a moron.

Yet—Chapman was still in the grounds.
He had to be.

I swung on Ben Urnst, and rapped
through my teeth, “Listen—you’ll have
to lie. All of you—you’ll all have to lie.
Chapman killed Morris this afternoon.
There’s no evidence of it—but by God
we can make evidence here that he killed
the lad upstairs!” Then as they started.
“There’s a lad upstairs. Frank, I gather

he’s Miss Dale’s brother. Do any of you
know anything about him?”

“I do,” Ben roared. “He’s a criminal
—a damned criminal. I can tell—now
that he’s dead. He went to prison for
picking pockets at the carnival. He would
have wrecked her career—and Morrie’s.
He tried to blackmail them, but Morrie
got something on him through a private
detective and he’s been afraid ever since.
Damn him! I'm glad he’s dead. I wish—"

The old crone cried out shrilly: “What
do you mean we have to lie? I won't lie
for nobody!”

“I want you all to say that we saw
Chapman on the roof—after we turned
the spotlight on! That way—even if he
does get away—we can get a murder
warrant out for him, and send him where
he belongs—to the chair. You want to
see him get away with your brother’s
murder ?”

Ben burst out: “Pen—for God's sakes
—jyou’ve got to do as he says! You've
gOt-—”

Glass crashed behind me. I swung
round. A furious voice burned out: “Get
your hands up—all of you!”

Framed in the broken -window, Nate
Chapman’s face, purple with fury, stared
over a gun at the center of my stomach!
“Frame me, would you, you damned

dick—"
I SAW his finger whiten—and I knew

I wasn’t going to miss this bullet. I
jerked up my own gun, fired—a split
second after he did. I felt his slug rip
through my shoulder, and the force of it
sent me slamming back against the wall.

I gritted my teeth against the pain. I
catapulted back from the wall—and he
had disappeared. I flung for the door.
The girl was screaming—the old woman
was screaming—“You hit him! You hit
him!”? '

I dived out the front door, swung round.
- T heard bushes crackling, and as I flashed
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through a bar of light from the living
room orange flamed at me.

If he hit me I didn’t know it. My gun
banged twice at the flash. I heard a sharp
gasp. I fired again. Something suddenly
rose from the shadow of a tree, went
weaving away. I fired again. There was
a choking grunt as he went down— and
then five stammering, racking reports as
he jammed his trigger home and let the
automatic roar empty.

I heard the shots rattle against the
brick of the house. He wasn’t even facing
me. I planted two more where I thought
he was—and the sound they made wasn’t
the sound lead makes on ground.

Then there was blank silence. I heard
him cough once—and my gun came up.
Then the rattle in his throat, and a long
sigh.

I yelled at them inside: “It’s all over.
I got him.” I felt shaky all over.

Ben came out, fearfully. I gestured at
where Chapman lay, turned to go back—
and my ankle collapsed under me. I hit
the ground and sent fire through my
shoulder. I grunted at Ben: “Get Irv-
ing and give me a hand in. I got a slug
in the foot.”

They carried me in. As they put me
down in an easy chair, Ben burst out:
“We won’t get you into trouble, Mr.
Blue—we’ll back you up—we’ll swear we
saw him before he jumped down from the
roof ! Pen—you won’t get Mr. Blue into
trouble—after he’s—"

“That’s decent of you,” I said, “but
I've got another scheme now. Are you
afraid to touch him?”’ I asked Ben.

He swallowed. “No—no—"

I leaned to one side. “There’s a pair
of handcuffs in my hip pocket,” I said.
“Get them out.”

His jaw sagging, he got them out. I
took them from his hands—and before
he could move, snapped one of them on
his wrist—the other on mine. “That’s
how they work,” I said.

With a quick jerk I sent the key spin-
ning into the old lady’s lap. “Just hold
onto that—till the cops come,” I told her.

Ben started a sickly grin, cheked. “You
—what—this is a ghastly joke—" he

_ stammered.

“You horse’s neck,” I told him. “You
can take your own rap now. I was willing
to let you out of it for the sake of getting
that rat outside, but—I’ve got him now—
in self-defense.”

The old lady snapped: “You mean—
mean Ben killed—"

“Both your brother Morris and the lad
upstairs. The lad upstairs was an accident.
He meant to kill Miss Dale.”

“God Almighty!” Ben raved hoarsely.
“Why would I want to kill her? She’s
our meal ticket—all of us—"

“Was,” I corrected him. “She’s all
washed up now—according to Morris.
He claimed she had one chance. I don’t
believe even that now. You wanted to
kill her—for the same reason Morris did.
In fact, you stole Morris’ thunder. You
both wanted the money she’s saved up.
Morris—as her husband—would get it if
she died—unless her brother was still
living.

“I figure it something like this: Morris
saw that she was slipping—that his racket
was over. I don’t know whether or not
he started in with her being in love with
her, or working for her best interests
or what. Maybe he did. The way she
behaved was enough to turn anybody
against her. Anyway, Morris went to
Chapman-and hired him to murder Frank
Dale—or Frank whatever his name is—
Miss Dale’s brother. Chapman must have
gone on the job drunk and killed the
wrong man. Morris got scared—and beat
it out of town.

“Then he saw how he could make it
work for him. He’d heard Chapman say
I was out to get him, so he came to me.
You understand—he planned to kill the
girl from the start. He must have ar-
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ranged his little trapeze, or whatever it
is—upstairs here—long, long age.”

The old lady gasped: “Trapeze?”’

“Well, you folks are carnival per-
formers. You probably know the technical
terms better than I do. But if I wanted
a cast-iron alibi for murdering somebody
in that house over there, I'd sling a rope
or something over the limbs of the black
walnut tree outside and simply swing
myself across. When I was through, I'd
swing back again. Oh, I'm guessing, I'll
admit. If my leg wasn’t game, I’d go look
it up. But I think it'll hang together. It’s
got to hang together. I have a hunch, as
I say, that Morris fixed all that up—a
long time ago—intending to bring her
here for the pay-off.

“He figured that Chapman would be
after him—and as the girl evidently saw
the murder committed, Chapman would
be after her too. He came to me, gave me
a story, and got me hot about Chapman.

“However, when Chapman found Urnst
had run out on him, he hunted up the guy
Morris had hired him to kill—Frank—
the lad upstairs. Frank bargained to guide
him to Morris and the girl, in return for
Chapman guaranteeing to retrieve certain
evidence that Morris had over Frank’s
head. They came to New York together.

“If this sounds kind of involved, don’t
worry. I'm trying to get it clear in all
your minds, so you can tell the cops when
they come. I don’t think I'll last.

“Ben here, either through Morris tell-

ing him or stumbling onto it, got wise. He
figured that if Morris could kill off afl
the heirs to that money—I've got a hunch
the lady had saved plenty of pennies—
why couldn’t he add one more to the list
and since he was Morrie’s heir—collect
it all. He did just that. I imagine Morris
kept him in pretty close touch with things.
He knew the minute to strike—and he
did—today—right outside my office.

“He was a little previous. When Mor-
ris married Miss Dale, she was suspicious
enough to make him sign away any rights
to her property—which would include her
estate. Evidently she didn’t trust her
manager any too much because she kept
the paper in that locket round her meck—
and I imagine she was hard to handle
when he tried to get it back from her.
But since Morris planned to murder her
anyhow, he figured to get it then. And
so, in due course, did Ben here.

“Chapman’s arrival here tonight com-
plicated things for you folks. It didn’t
for me. He’s the guy I came here to get.
Miss Dale, you better get on the phone
and call Harry Fry, the theatrical agent.
I've put him in temporary charge of your
affairs. I don’t know where you go from
here, but Harry can tell you.

“And call the cops. If you want to tell
the whole business to Harry—maybe he
can tell you what to tell the cops to avoid
this boiling mess getting into the papers.
Maybe not. I really don’t care a damn.
Miss Penelope—you seem to be the only
decent one in this bunech. Do your duty.”

I went to sleep.
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W hen Bal-

dy McGov-
ern Sstarted to
work on the Bak-
er snatch he didn’t
expect a death set-up
with bis own name on
the murder package as
soon as he stepped off the
train, Without taking all the

CHAPTER ONE

Murder Gone Astray

UCIUS J. BAKER smiled" patron-
izingly and pushed the box toward

his guest. “Have a cigar,” he said.
The guest took one, sniffed it pleas-
108

Preston

Grady

‘Now take an-
other,” Baldy said.

other an-
gles into con-
sideration, that
alone was
enough to make
bhim start out shoot-
ing — make him leave
the question-and - answer

stuff till the very last gasp.

urably, bit off a sizable chunk of the
end and spat the chunk on the expensive
rug. He scraped a match on the sole of
a brogan and lit up.

“Now, to get down to business,” Baker
said. “We can be of mutual profit to
each other, you know.” He smiled again
and gestured broadly with a manicured
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hand. “The industrial boss and the po-
litical boss.”

Puffing on the cigar, his guest said
nothing.

“You understand there is certain legis-
lation pending in the state assembly that
would do me great harm,” Baker went
on. “You can stop it for me. I know
of no one else who can. You control
ninety percent of the votes in this part
of the state. Everyone knows John Max-
well, the common man’s friend.”

Smiling at the compliment, his guest
began: “Maybe we should—"

He broke off as the door to the living
room whipped open and a maid fairly
ran toward them, her face working spas-
modically.

“Mr. Baker!” she got out after some
difficulty. “Your son! Somebody—" She
choked over her words, looked terror-
stricken, swallowed hard.

“Well, what is it?”” Baker snapped.
“Somcg;dy got him!” she said breath-
lessly. “A man in a car. I was walking
with Bobby outside the gates, and a man
drove up in a car, took the boy away from
me, and drove off with him!”

Color drained slowly from the manu-
facturer’s cheeks. Unsteadily he got to
his feet. “What is this?”’ he demanded.
“Some joke?”

“No, sir,” the maid replied, and her ex-
pression was answer enough.

“Who was this man?” John Maxwell
asked, the cigar bobbing between his lips.

Baker shot him a glance, nodded, and
looked back questioningly to the maid.

“I never saw him before,” she said.

“You mean to stand there and tell me
my son was kidnaped before your very
eyes?” the manufacturer husked, his own
eyes bulging.

“I don’t know, sir. I mean, yes, sir.
Somebody got him and took him off in
A car.”

Baker strode to a telephone on a table,

lifted the instrument from its cradle with
trembling fingers, and said: “Get me the
sheriff.”” He looked around at Maxwell,
his lips bloodless, his face drawn into a
tense mask of anxiety. “Hello! This the
sheriff? . . . Yes. Lucius J. Baker. My
son has been kidnaped. . . . Eh? . ., .
Yes, I said kidnaped. Get out here as
quick as you can!”

He dropped the telephone back into
its place and turned round to the maid
again. “Were you alone with Bobby when
this thing happened?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Who else knows about it?”

“No one, sir. I came straight to you.
I—” She wrung her hands, umable to
go on.

Maxwell got up slowly, pursed his lips,
peered at Baker from under shaggy brows
and walked to the phone. He asked for
long distance, gave his name and the tele-
phone number. “Get me the governor,
and I'll hold the line.”

Watching, Baker nodded eagerly.

Presently the political boss said into
the phone: “Governor? Maxwell talkin’,
.+ . Yeah, . . . Lucius Baker’s son has
been kidnaped. I'm at his place now.
We were havin’ a little talk, see? And
the maid rushes in and tells us. . . . I
reckon so. You'd better send up one of
your special constables, . . . All right.
G’by.”

HE Baker estate was six miles from

the resort town which was the county
seat. Sheriff Clark, with two deputies,
made the trip in a little more than fifteen
minutes.

Sandy-haired, thick and hard, he came
into the living room of the Baker mansion
followed by the deputies. He took in
the room with his little bloodshot eyes
and glanced from Maxwell to Baker. The
manufaccurer quickly explained all that
the maid had told him of the kidnaping.
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“What about this maid?” was the first
thing the sheriff wanted to know. “How
long has she been with you?”

Baker frowned and extended a hand,
palm up. “Several years. She’s thorough-
ly reliable.” Little globules of moisture
stood out on his forehead.

“Then it looks like a plain case of hav-
ing to pay big ransom,” said Sheriff
Clark, and looked appealingly to Max-
well. “Of course we’ll do everything we
can, but—" He raised his eyebrows, put
his hands in his pockets. “I don’t imag-
ine you'll want to stand for much inter-
ference if it endangers your son, huh,
Mr. Baker?”

“No,” said Baker. “Of course not.”

Maxwell was glaring at the sheriff.
“This is a pretty way to start, Clark. I
thought I was gettin’ a good law enforcer
when I had you elected.”

CLARK gulped looked uncertainly at

the political boss. He was plainly em-
barrassed because the remark had been
made in the presence of Baker and the
two deputies.

Running fingers nervously over his thin
hair, Baker said: “My boy must be safely
returned. I'll pay any price. Money is
no consideration. And frankly, Sheriff,
your office is not capable of handling this
situation. I'm going to hire the best de-
tective I can find.”

The sheriff paled but said nothing.

“Who’re you figurin’ on, Mr. Baker?”
Maxwell asked, taking the cigar from
his beefy lips.

“I thought of a fellow named Mec-
Govern who once did some work for me,”
Baker said. “Lately I think he’s been
doing undercover work for the police of
various cities.”

“Baldy McGovern, the one that’s sup-
posed to be a sort of gang buster ?”” asked
Sheriff Clark.

“Yes,” Baker confirmed.

“That guy’ll mess up everything,” the
sheriff declared. “Everywhere he goes
there’s always some kind of violence and
killing. Let me handle this, Mr. Baker.
Give me a day or two, anyhow.”

Baker, tense as a tightly coiled spring,
was walking toward the telephone. Sheriff
Clark followed him, caught him by the
arm very firmly. Maxwell looked on with-
out speaking.

Jerkily Baker reached for the phone
with his free hand. The sheriff, red little
eyes narrowing into sinister slits, swung
him around.

“You may be the richest man in the
state, Baker, but by God I'm still sheriff
of this county and I won’t have any
private dick messing things up! You’re
not going to call him!”

Trying to shake off the sheriff’s grip,
Baker leaned aside and twisted. Clark
held on. Baker was not an imposing man,
physically, but he was desperate. He
stared at Maxwell, partly in appeal and
partly in warning.

The political boss glowered. He had
a big nose and a markedly undershot jaw.
He approached slowly, ponderously, and
said to Clark: “Let go of him!”

Clark hung on to Baker’s wrist.

Without further ado, Maxwell tight-
ened his hamlike fist and drove it to the
point of the sheriff’s jaw. Clark released
his hold on Baker’s wrist and staggered
backward, heels digging into the thick rug.
His knees buckled; he sagged suddenly
and sat on the floor. Under different cir-
cumstances, his pose might have been
funny.

Baker was saying into the phone: “I
want a man named Baldy McGovern, a
private detective. I don’t know where
he is, but it’s highly important that I
get him as quickly as possible. The police
in the big cities should know. Call the
police in New York, Chicago, San Fran-
cisco—everywhere, until you find him.
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. . . The rules do not permit what? . . .
To hell with the rules. Get Baldy Mc-
Govern!”

IS FULL name was Archibald Al-
gernon McGovern, but not many
people knew it. He never used the full
name except when absolutely necessary,
and seldom even the initials. Baldy Mec-
Govern was the name he scrawled on ho-
tel registers.

He dropped his cigarette on the floor
and ground it out with one foot, absent-
mindedly. The smoking compartment of
the day coach was hot, uncomfortable.
He lifted his forearm from the sooty
window sill and straightened his panama.

“This’ll be that millionaires’ resort
town,” said the traveling salesman on the
opposite seat as the train slowed.

“Uh-huh,” Baldy agreed disinterest-
edly.

He peered out and saw, beyond three
rows of tracks, the rising slope of a moun-
tain spotted by rustic inns. He shrugged,
turned, got up and stepped into the nar-
row corridor.

His wide shoulders almost filled the
passageway ; his long thin legs carried the
rest of him like stilts. The train, he saw,
was coming to a stop before a squat brick
depot. Couplings slam-banged in the ves-
tibule behind him.

As he emerged into the coach proper
he stopped suddenly. His body remained
loose-jointed, his long arms limp, but his
eyes became hard and cold.

A small, pasty-faced man occupied the
seat under which he had left his handbag.
The little man was leaning over, fumbling
with something on the floor—something
Baldy could not see from where he stood,
but which might have been the big detec-
tive’s handbag.

Baldy strode forward, looked down at
the man, and the hardness went out of his
blue eyes as quickly as it had appeared.

There was another handbag on the
floor, and the little man was securing a
strap around it. He picked it up, gazed
blankly a moment at the detective, then
brushed past and moved down the aisle
to the end of the car where passengers
were being discharged.

Shrugging his left shoulder slightly to
ease the gun holster under his coat, Baldy
got his own bag and followed.

Outside, under the depot shed, he
dodged a line of taxi drivers and three
hotel porters whose special busses were
parked at the curb.

He went into the hot, stuffy waiting
room. Unimportant-looking people sat
dejectedly on the hard wooden benches.
He found a checkroom, disposed of his
bag and werit out again.

Facing away from the depot, he saw
that the street which crossed the railroad
tracks to the right became merely a high-
way bordered by nothing except a few
filling stations and booths which offered
apple cider for sale.

Back up to the left, boarding houses
cluttered the street on each side as it as-
cended a hill. He turned that way, walk-
ing half a block before he stepped out of
sight behind a corner of a building, in an
alley.

Leaning against the wall, he waited
three minutes, watching both back of him
and across the street. No one who
passed so much as glanced in his direc-
tion. He grinned because it began to look
as if he hadn’t been tailed from the sta-
tion.

EMERGING onto the sidewalk, Baldy

headed up the hill. A block and a
half farther on he came upon the main
street of the town. It was wide, with
a double parking lane in the center. Peo-
ple lounged on the benches along the
sidewalks. His eyes, shrewd and cold,
shifted in every direction.
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Presently he headed back toward the
depot.

He heard the noise before he reached
it. Voices clamored; automobile horns
set up a shrill chorus.

As he crossed to the train shed, elbow-
ing his way through the quickly gath-
ering crowd, an ambulance, its siren go-
ing, whined to a stop before the waiting-
room door. Two attendants got out of it,
went to the back, drew out a stretcher and
carried the stretcher inside.

Baldy asked a man in overalls: “What
happened ?”

“Some kind of explosion,” the man
said. “Somebody got kilt.”

Two minutes later the ambulance crew
came out carrying something on a stretch-
er. It was covered by a sheet. It did
not have the shape of a human body.

Baldy found a bench under the shed and
sat down and lit a cigarette. He smoked
and watched. The crowd began to dis-
perse.  When things had quieted down
somewhat he got up and went into the
waiting room. It was disordered. There
had been an explosion at the checkroom
counter.

Three men who wore badges on their
coats were firing questions at the check-
room clerk. The clerk—harassed, spout-
ing answers excitedly, looking from one
officer to another—spotted Baldy as the
big detective approached.

“That’s the man!” the clerk yelled, and
pointed.

The officers turned and stared at Baldy.
One of them said: ‘“What’s your name?”

“Who wants to know?” Baldy count-
ered. '

“I'll have you.understand I'm sheriff
of this county!” Clark raged.

“What am I supposed to do—give three
cheers?”

The sheriff clenched his fists and quiv-
ered all over. “A man has been killed
here—his head and his arms and his shoul-

ders blown off of him. Answer my ques-
tions or I'll lock you up!”

Baldy smiled bleakly. “Sure.”

“Did you check a handbag here a few
minutes ago?”’

“Yeah. Does that make me a mur-
derer ?”

“You’re damned right it does.”

“How come?”

“T'll tell you, McGovern—"

Baldy stopped him. “Wait a minute.
You asked me my name like you didn’t
know it, and then you come callin’ me by
it.”

The sheriff looked nonplussed. He bit
his lower iip. “That’s beside the point,”
he went on quickly. “One of my best
deputies was killed, blown to pieces!”

“And where do I come in?”

“He was opening your handbag when
it happened.”

BALDY took off his hat and pawed the
hairless top of his head thoughtfully.
His mind flashed back to the little pasty-
faced man on the train.
After a moment he said: “You mean
—something in the handbag exploded ?”

Sheriff Clark bobbed his head up and
down quickly and gestured toward the
checkroom. It was a shambles. The
counter was splintered at one place; sev-
eral pieces of luggage that had been there
lay in ragged sections on the floor, blood-
spattered. It was not very nice to look at.

“When my deputy tried to open your
handbag,” said the sheriff, “my deputy
got 1t.” He extended his arms dramat-
ically like a mammy singer and threw
them up in front of him. ‘“Blooey!”

“Tsk, tsk,” Baldy commented.

“If the clerk here”—Clark jerked a
thumb—*“hadn’t been standing off to one
side he would have got killed too. See?”

Baldy looked sharply at the clerk and
saw a spot of blood on his shirt. The
man was trembling, biting his fingernails
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nervously, apparently without knowing
what he was doing.

“I don’t know anything about this,” the
big detective said. “I got off that train
a few minutes ago and checked my bag.
So far as I know it had nothin’ in it but
some clothes. I walked up the street for
somethin’ and when I came back all this
had happened.”

The sheriff gritted his teeth. “I'm
charging you with murder, McGovern!”
He tapped a forefinger emphatically on
Baldy’s chest.

“Like hell you are!” Baldy challenged.
“You know me and you know what I am.
Somebody is after me. There are a lot
of people that would like to see me dead.
You know that. Good God! If your
man hadn’t butted in, you’d have found
me blown up in my hotel room.”

“Maybe,” Clark conceded.

With a show of indignation, Baldy con-
tinued: “I’ve got enough to worry about
without goin’ around plantin’ infernal ma-
chines for some dumb deputy to get
caught on. What was he doin’ goin’ into
my bag in the first place.

“He, er—I'm charging you with mur-
der, McGovern!”

“Nerts! A couple of nerts! You can
ride some of these folks around here be-
cause they don’t know any better.” Baldy
scowled, bent his brows in a savage frown,
put his leathery, lined face close over the
sheriff’s. “But when you start on me,
big boy, that’s a chemise of another color.
Your deputy had no business goin’ into
my bag. And if you want to get nasty
and press a charge, go ahead and press.
Uncle will do the same.”

He pivoted and started toward the door.

“Hold on there!” the sheriff barked.

Baldy shot back over his shoulder:
“When you want to talk to me you can
get me at the Terrace, mug. So long.”

CHAPTER TWO
Tip-Off

IN A TAXI, he was taken up the hill

street and onto the main thoroughfare.
he signaled for the driver to stop in front
of a department store, got out, paid the
driver and went inside.

He bought another handbag, with toilet
articles, shirts, underwear, socks and pa-
jamas, put the stuff in it and carried it
out. The street was filled with people
in vacation attire. He stood in front of
the store watching them a minute or so
and suddenly thought that it was well past
two o’clock and he had had no lunch.

Carrying the bag, he went into a res-
taurant. He ate a steak with potatoes
and drank three glasses of beer. After
that he felt better.

Outside again, he hailed another taxi
and went to the Terrace Hotel. When
the bell-hop showed him to his room he
said: “Never mind the windows and the
bathroom. What kind of liquor have you
got?”

The state was one of those amazing
commonwealths which is still dry; nation-
al repeal hadn’t altered the merchandising
of whisky by bootleggers; and Baldy
had neglected to bring his own. The
porter looked interested.

“Scotch and corn.”.

“How much?”

“The corn is a dollar a pint and the
Scotch is four dollars a quart.”

Baldy took off his hat and decided that
the Scotch probably wasn’t Scotch at all—
just a good grade of bootleg corn doctored
with flavoring, but even so better than
what was sold for plain corn. So he said,
“Scotch,” and tossed the bell-hop a quar-
ter. The bell-hop went out.

He shoved up a window, took off his
coat, holster and gun, vest and shirt and
went into the bathroom and washed his
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face and hands, splashing water noisily.
Using a towel, he went back to the bed-
room and sat down before the telephone.

Lucius J. Baker recognized his voice.
“Yes, hello, McGovern. It’s you, isn’t
it?”

“Ymh',’

“I meant to send someone to the train
for you but forgot abowt it in all the
excitement.”

‘That’s all right. Somebody else fixed
up a swell reception for me.”

“Who?”’ Baker’s voice was thin, wor-
ried.

Baldy told him about the explosion.

“I can’t understand that,” the manu-
facturer said. ‘“No one has been told
about you. No one was supposed to know
you were coming except a political friend
of mine, John Maxwell, and the sheriff
and two deputies. And I cautioned them
to say nothing of it.”

“Have you got a ransom note yet ?”’

“Yes. It’s for a hundred thousand.”

“Any instructions?”

“No, the note said the instructions
would come later.”

“0O. K. I'm goin’ to piddle around a
little. May be out to see you later.”

He hung up, left the towel on the table
beside the phone and got a clean shirt out
of his handbag.

Y THE time he was dressed there
was a knock on the door. He admit-
ted the bell-hop, gave him four dollars
and the bell-hop left. Pouring a glass a
third full of liquor, he went to the bath-
room, put some water in it and drank it
through a wry face. It felt good after
it was down. He wiggled his shoulders
appreciatively, got a cigarette out of a
crumpled package, lit it and left the room:
The elevator operator grinned at him
as the car started.
“I said down,” Baldy protested.
Still grinning, but without much mirth,

the operator said, “Anh-hanh,” and kept
the car going up until it got between
floors. Then he stopped it.

“What’s the big idea?” Baldy wanted
to know.

“There’s three gunmen parked out-
side the hotel waiting for you,” said the
operator.

Baldy thought it over, eyes slitted be-
hind smoke that curled up from his cig-
arette. He threw the cigarette down and
stepped on it. “So what?”

“You better not go down.”

“No?”

“No. After a while when the maids
get through cleaning up you can walk up
to the top floor and turn to the right.
T’ll have it fixed so the service elevator’ll
be ready for you.”

“Maybe I'm screwy,” Baldy said. His
cold blue eyes kept on the elevator man’s
hands. “Is this Christmas? You don’t
look like Santa Claus.”

“No, I ain’t Santa Claus,” the man
admitted. His gaze was unwavering, im-
personal. “But I used to have a good
job with the county. At the court house.
A good job. I got kicked out.”

He stopped and looked as if he were
sorry he had made the statement.

Baldy advised. “Maybe you're the one
that’s screwy. What’s the connection?”

“A taxi driver told me about your get-
ting the sheriff’s goat at the station. That
makes you solid with me. The sheriff
was the one who kicked me out. . . .
You’re working on the Baker case, ain’t
you?”

“It looks like you know the answers
anyhow. Yeah, I'm workin’ on the Baker
case.”

“Well, while you’re messing around,
you might spend a little time on a poli-
tician named John Maxwell.” He started
the car down.

“I’ve heard of him,” Baldy said.

The car stopped at the floor at which



Murder :nn

115

Baldy got on. “How do you ease out
of this?” the big detective asked.

“S’pose you sock me in the eye. Make
it look better. I won’t kick to the man-
agement.”

Baldy wrinkled his forehead.

“Sure,” said the man. “Go ahead.”

Baldy grinned and socked him.

The man’s head snapped back, thumped
against the elevator wall. He shook his
head, said “Zowie!” and slid back the
door.

Before he got out, Baldy pressed some-
thing into the man’s hand.

“Gosh, thanks! That’ll buy a big beef-
steak for the shiner, won’t it?’ said the
operator, and gazed down fondly at a
fifty-dollar bill.

RETURNING to his room, Baldy made

a telephone call to the federal bu-
reau of investigation in Washington and
got the director of the bureau. He told
who and where he was.

“Have you sent anybody here on this
Baker snatch case?”’

“No,” said the official. “We were ad-
vised by the local authorities to stay out
of it.”

“So you did?”

“What do you mean?”’

“I mean I thought maybe you might’ve
sent somebody on the Q. T. anyhow.”

The official drawled: “Well—"

“It’d be a good idea. I speak for Bak-
er. If you haven’t sent ’em, send ’em
on the next plane.” He pronged the re-
ceiver without waiting for a reply.

The bottle of booze caught his eye and
he took another drink. It made him
sleepy. He reflected that he hadn’t had
more than four hours sleep in the last
forty-eight. Off one case right onto an-
other. Yawning, he took off his clothes,
went into the bathroom and showered
hot and cold.

Then he put on pajamas, fell across the

bed and stared at the ceiling. His eyes
grew softer. Outside it was beginning to
rain. The sound of it was vaguely com-
forting. The bed was deliciously restful.
He turned over and went to sleep.

When he awoke it was ten o’clock. The
room was dark. He switched on the
light. Dressing, he drank a glass of water
from the iced-water faucet. After con-
sulting the telephone directory for an
address he left the room.

On the top floor he found the service
elevator as he had been told he would.
He went down in it and emerged from the
hotel onto a side street. The rain had
stopped. The air was cool, clean, invig-
orating.

From above came the pulsing strains of
a dance orchestra. A throaty feminine
voice was singing the classic of jazz, the
St. Louis Blues. Farther up the street,
toward the front of the hotel, he could see
cars disgorging men and women in eve-
ning dress.

He followed the side street to an ave-
nue which ran parallel to the main thor-
oughfare, walked a block on the avenue,
and turned back to the busy section. The
streets were not plainly marked. He
found a cop and asked to be directed
to the address he had gotten from the tel-
ephone book.

It was an office building not two blocks
distant. As he approached it, Baldy not-
ed with satisfaction that the entrance was
on the side, beyond a sharply lighted zone
around a drug store. ;

He strode down the cross street half
a block on the sidewalk opposite the build-
ing, returned in the shadows, glanced into
the entryway.

An oldish watchman sat behind a count-
er under a cone of light, reading. Baldy
pursed his lips thoughtfully, went to the
gutter and picked up a pebble.

Standing in the shadows, he threw the
pebble in an arc over the watchman’s
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head so that it landed on the floor a good
fifteen feet behind the old man, in the
darkness. It hit with a sharp crack and
rolled noisily.

The watchman looked up, startled.

He put down the magazine he had been
reading. Baldy was afraid he might
switch on more lights, but he didn’t. He
got up and walked back into the shadows.

Baldy slipped quickly, silently, inside
and dodged up a stairway beside the ele-
vators,

The office he wanted to investigate was
on the fourth floor. It was dark. He
got out a key ring, tried several keys,
and on the fifth try the lock gave. He
donned thin gloves and opened the door.

WHEN his eyes had become accus-

tomed to the dark, he crossed the
room and lowered the window shades.
Then he turned on the light.

His wrist watch indicated ten thirty.
He went to work on the files. There
were several drawers taken up almost en-
tirely with political correspordence. These
he skimmed over.

Another drawer contained letters per-
taining to John Maxwell’s personal finan-
cial affairs. These he studied intently.
None of them contained anything of a di-
rect damaging nature, but by careful de-
duction Baldy was able to learn much of
the- politician’s business.

Maxwell, it appeared, dealt extensively
in real estate. He owned many resi-
dences and small hotels. about the town.
At one time, after the collapse of the
original Florida boom, when the high-pow-
ered land developers had moved into this
section and succeeded in putting over a
small imitation of the Florida bubble, he
had been worth around ten million dollars.

Baldy puckered his lips in a soundless
whistle as the details of one deal—Max-
well’s biggest—unfolded before him. It
had been a project, inspired by specula-

tive realtors, for a four million dollar
hotel to be built on the top of a mountain.

He searched diligently for more data
on this but was unable to find anything
definite,

Looking up from the files, his eyes
alighted on a phone. It would be a di-
rect outside line, he guessed.

He called Baker.

“Where have you been?” the manu-
facturer demanded.

“Never mind,” said Baldy. “I want
some information about a deal by John
Maxwell. And keep it under your hat.”

“A deal?”’

“Yeah. T hear that Maxwell was mixed
up in financin’ a four-million dollar hotel
to be built on the top of a mountain near
here.”

“That was eight years ago,” Baker said.
“A good part of the work was actually
done. Nearly two million dollars was
spent im construction. The hotel was
nearly completed—all the framework and
everything else, up to the top floor.”

“Go on,” Baldy told him.

“Well, that’s when the boom ended.
The bottom fell out of everything around
here. The company that was financing the
hotel collapsed. Maxwell was unable to
raisé enough cash to save the company.
The hotel was never finished.”

“Is it i an isolated spot?”

“Very. On the top of a mountain about
ten miles from town. . . . What do you
want to know that for?”

“Never mind,” Baldy said. “Tell me
more.” :

“They call it Maxwell’s Folly,” the
manufacturer went on. “It’s really a gi-
gantic structure,-visible from many points
on account of its elevation. Tourists
sometimes go up there to see it. There’s
a caretaker, but no one is allowed to en-
ter. The building is unsafe.”

There was a note of excitement in Bal-
dy’s voice as he said: “All right. Hold
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everything.
this case.”

“You mean there’s some connection be-
tween all this and the kidnaping of my
son?”’

“Maybe. Any more information about
the kidnapers?”’

“No.”

“Good enough. Sit tight. I may have
news for you before mornin’.”

He slammed down the receiver, rubbed
a brown hand across the back of his neck,
and went to work on the files again.

I'm getting somewhere on

By the time he was through with them
it was midnight. He made no effort to
conceal the fact that the files had been
disturbed.

EADY to leave the room, he went sud-
denly rigid as he heard leather heels
clicking in the hall outside. He glanced
quickly about. A flat desk was on a di-
rect line between the hall door and a win-
dow. On the desk was a wide, thin led-
ger.

Baldy crossed to the desk as he heard
the clicking footsteps come closer. He
grabbed up the ledger, opened it, and
balanced it precariously on the desk, one
side of it facing the hall door and the
other side the window.

He heard keys jangle in the hall and he
slipped swiftly to the window, opened it.

Crossing the room again, he barely had
time to crouch near the door hinges before
it swung inward. He purposely let the
door whack against his hard body. The
man coming in wheeled and jammed a gun
at him.

“Get ’em up, fella! High!”

The big detective raised his arms and
hoped for a breeze—any kind of a breeze,
just so there was a draft between the
doorway and the window. It came.

The carefully balanced ledger on the
desk toppled, smacked down flatly.
“Got you!” Baldy snapped, and the

man with the gun jumped back and
whirled in the direction of the noise.

Baldy drove a tightly clenched left
fist into the man’s frightened face and
sliced his right hand onto the biceps of
the arm that held the gun. The biceps
blow momentarily paralyzed the arm, and
Baldy wrenched the gun out of his hand.

He kicked the door shut behind him.
“Now you get ’em up!”

The man was young, short, chunky.
He reached upward, stared incredulously.

Baldy glared at him. “Well?”

“What do you want?” the chunky man
said none too steadily. His nose twitched.
“A robber? There’s no money in this
office.”

“No?”

“There isn’t anything worth stealing.
What do you want? My cash?”

“Yeah,” said Baldy. “Let’s see your
wallet.”

The chunky man let one hand down
carefully, glanced around as if hoping for
help to materialize out of the walls, then
got a wallet out of his inner coat pocket,
extended it.

Baldy grabbed it and let it fall open
in his hand. He read the name on the
card under the isinglass. Jerking his
chin up, he handed the wallet back.

“You don’t want any money ?”’ the man
Y, Y.
asked.

“No,” Baldy replied. “Face this way,”
and he moved toward the desk and picked
up a carbon copy of a letter Maxwell had
sent to someone. The initials in the lower
left corner were those of the name in the
wallet. “So you’re John Maxwell’s sec-
retary, huh?”’

“Yes,” the chunky man admitted.
“Who are you?”

“What were you comin’ up here for?”

uReauy’ now_”

Baldy raked the gun barrel across his
face, jabbed his nose fiercely with the
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muzzle. “What were you comin’ up here
for?”

The secretary said: “A drink.” He
sulked, his lower lip protruding. “I ran
out of liquor and happened to remember
that there’s a quart in the desk. Saw the
light and thought you were a robber—"

“Which drawer?”’

“That one,” the secretary said, using
his eyes. “The bottom one.”

Baldy took three steps, leaned over and
opened it. There was a quart bottle with-
out a label, full of liquor. He lifted it,
set it on the table. “All right. Take
one"l

“What ?”

“Take one. Out of the bottle.”

The chunky man, a puzzled frown on
his face, uncorked the bottle, picked it
up and drank. He choked slightly, start-
ed to set the bottle back an the desk.

“Take another one,” Baldy directed.

The secretary’s frown deepened. He
took another one.

“Take another one.”

“Really, now—"

Baldy smacked him across the face
with the gun again.

He hastily titted the bottle and drank.
This time he coughed, retched slightly.

“If you let any of it go I'll fix your
face so your own mother wouldn’t recog-
nize youn,” Baldy warned. ‘“Take another
one.”

Fifteen minutes later the secretary was
groggy, rocking on heels and toes.

“Stand still and take another one,” Bal-
dy kept on mercilessly.

Five minutes more and the secretary
showed the whites of his eyes and fell like
a length of chain. The bottle bounced out
of his hands as it hit the floor and rolled
There was not enough liquor left in it
to run out of the mouth.

Baldy chuckled, threw the gun on the
floor, switched off the light, raised the
shades and left the room.

On the second floor he turned toward
the rear of the building. The window at
the end of the hall overlooked a dark
alley. He raised it and leaned out. The
ground was fifteen feet below.

He went through the window, lowered
his long body, dangling outside with his
hands on the sill and dropped catlike to
earth. In the dark alley, he removed his
gloves, pocketed them.

CHAPTER THREE
Maxwell’s Folly

GOING out onto the side street, Baldy
walked boldly past the building en-
trance and out on the brilliantly lighted
main avenue. A few tourists in summer
clathes still occupied the benches. Traf-
fic was still fairly heavy—merrymakers
returning from dances. Some of the va-
cationists looked as if they wanted more
hi-de-ho and didn’t know how to get it.

Baldy hailed a cruising taxi and it
braked and slip up to the curb; its wheels
shot a geyser of slush from the gutter
onto Baldy’s pants and the driver said
cheerfully: “Taxi, sir?”

Looking at his pants, Baldy scowled.
He stepped onto the running hoard and
leaned inside, close to the driver.

“I want to see Maxwell’s Folly,” he
said. “Can you take me there?”’

The driver scrutinized him. “At this
time of night?”

Baldy nodded and repeated: “Can you
take me?”

“You look sober enough, boss,” the
driver told him, “if that would make any
difference, which it wouldn’t, and I’d take
yot, only there’s a private road up to the
place. It’s about two miles from the
public road. It ain’t open at night.”

“That’s O. K. by me,” Baldy said.
“You take me to the gate and forget you
ever had the fare. There’ll be twenty
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smackers in it for you. How about it?”

The driver grinned. “Get in, boss.”

Baldy got in. He sat silent as the cab
threaded its way out of town and onto a
broad highway. They {followed this
about five miles and turned off on a less-
traveled road.

For nearly two miles they encountered
no traffic. Once they passed a parked
car as a couple was getting out of it;
the couple ran toward the cover of bushes,
giggling guiltily.

The road led always upward, a tortuous
course along a mountainside. A few farm
houses, little more than shacks, were
gloomy, dark splotches in the moonlight.

The taxi stopped before a gate swung
between two concrete pillars. There was
no fence—only the gate barring vehicles.

“Here you are, boss,” the driver called
back.

Baldy climbed out, produced a twenty-
dollar bill and handed it to the driver.
“How far did you say it was to Max-
well’s Folly?”

“Two miles.”

The big detective winced. “O. K. Part
of that twenty is for forgettin’ the fare,
see?”

“Gotcha, boss.”

The driver turned the taxi around,
rolled off and disappeared on the road
back to town.

Baldy went around one of the pillars.
The private road was unpaved, rutty.
Trees, tall and shadowy, bordered it.
Sighing resignedly, he began the walk.
A GOOD while later, coming around

a turn in the road, he caught a
glimpse of his objective high above him.
It was a gaunt, square structure, seem-
ingly a complete building except the top
story. Of the top story there was noth-
ing but steel framework.

He plodded on. It was tough walking,
up all the way.

Suddenly, as the road made another
turn, Baldy almost walked into a low
fence. He saw the unfinished hotel not
more than three hundred yards ahead of
him,

It seemed very high now that he was
nearer. Constructed on a small plateau,
the very summit of the mountain, it
loomed dark and foreboding. Sweating,
he reflected that it was certainly a mon-
ument to folly.

There was another gate in the low fence
here, and a booth which bore a sign—Ad-
mittance Ten Cents.

Vaulting lightly over the gate, Baldy
made his way cautiously toward the ghost-
ly structure. He left the path and went
through low bushes.

A light, the first he had seen since he
had dismissed the taxi, came into view.
He halted, every muscle tense. The light,
he saw after a moment, was not in the big
building but in a small house which nestled
at its base.

The front of the house appeared to be
a store for the sale of curios and drinks,
the rear of it living quarters for a watch-
man. The light came from a window
in the rear.

Baldy emerged from the bushes onto
an area strewn with plumbing pipes and
rusty bathtubs which evidently had been
meant for the hotel but which had never
been installed. There were at least a
hundred tubs, now worthless from expos-
ure to the weather, enamel peeling.

Crouching, he made his way among
them toward the watchman’s house.

The place was silent as a tomb.

He came up under the lighted window
and peered in. A man sat at a table play-
ing solitaire by the unsteady light from a
kerosene lamp. He was the little pasty-
faced man of the train.

Baldy watched for several minutes.
Apparently the man was alone. The gut-
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tering light showed, incongruously, a tele-
phone on the wall.

He retreated from the window and be-
gan a circle of the hotel. Stepping over
all kinds of building materials, he stared
up at every nook and cranny of the rot-
ting structure.

Some of the windows were boarded
over; others were gaping holes of black-
ness. He made his way past piles of gird-
ers, reinforcement rods, bricks, hardened
sacks of cement. At the corner he came
upon two enormous boilers. Everything
was rusty, neglected, decaying.

Hardly fifty yards away on three sides
of the building, the table-top of the mourn-
tain ended upon steep inclines. Thou-
sands of feet below, in the valley, the
surface of a lake shimmered in rays of
moonlight.

He reached the opposite side before
he found what he was looking for. Even
then he found it only after patiently star-
ing upward for several minutes. A barely
perceptible ray of light came from a crack
in one of the boarded windows.

The window was on the ninth floor.
Fixing its location in his mind, Baldy
quickly and stealthily walked around to
the front of the building.

Throwing his head back again, he read
a sign high over the entrance. The let-
tering announced—Dangerous! Do Not
Enter.

An almost audible chuckle escaped the
big detective. He entered and found him-
self in pitch darkness.

FIVE minutes passed before his eyes
were able to make out the dim shape
of a stairway ahead, On careful feet,
he padded to it and began the ascent. He
kept close to the wall, both because there
was less likelihood of a betraying squeak
and because the stairway really appeared
unsafe.
- It was of concrete, but there were big

cracks in it. There was no railing. It
doubled back and forth beside an empty
elevator shaft. In some places water
had ripped through from above, has-
tening decay.

He heard voices when he came out on
the ninth floor. They were from a room
three doors from the head of the stairs.
He crept forward. The door there was
closed. He flattened himself against the
wall, close to the door jamb, and listened.

A voice came through. It was whining,
complaining. “I still think you oughta
stayed down at the highway gate a while.
Somebody might be onto us.”

“Whatsa use?” retorted another voice.
“It’s pretty close to daybreak. The high-
way gate is closed. An’ George is keepin’
an eye peeled at the little gate where the
suckers pay their dimes.”

Baldy frowned. He hadn’t encountered

anyone at the little gate. Somebody
wasn’t on the job.
The second voice went on: “Cain’t no

automobiles come through, and if they
could, we’d hear ’em before they got up
here.”

“Maybe so, but—"

“Geeze, we gotta get some sleep, ain’t
we? This may go on fer weeks.”

“All right. All right.” The tone was
peevish.

The second one added: “I reckon no-
body’d walk two miles up a mountain just
outa curiosity.”

Listening intently, Baldy got his gun
out. He tried the knob with his left hand,
pressing gently inward to minimize noise.
The door gave.

The first voice was saying: “Blow out
the lamp an’ go to sleep.”

Baldy whipped the door open and stood,
feet planted wide, on the threshold. His
eyes slitted ; his jaw went out. He jerked
the gun up and rasped: “Suppose we
leave the light on a while.” His voice was
like a meat saw cutting bone.
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The two men gaped.

They were lying on cots at each side
of the room. Between them was a table
bearing the lamp. Beyond the table, Baldy
saw another cot on which was the bound
figure of a child, apparently asleep:

“Wh-wh-wh—" stuttered one of the
men, and his Adam’s apple rose and fell.
He had been getting up from his cot. The
other, partly beneath a blanket, resting
on his elbows was tramsfixed, his jaw sag-
ging.

Baldy waved his gun at the man on the
right. “Get up, punk,” he ordered. “I've
got a little job for you to do.”

The man threw back the blanket and
got on his feet.

“Come here,” said Baldy.

The man came. Baldy frisked him,
found a revolver and pocketed it. “O. K.
Stand back there.” The man retreated,
stood beside the table. Baldy looked at
the other one. “Now you, handsome.”

Holding his hands earefully in sight, the
other one, who had a crooked nose, rose
and eame forward. He also yielded a
gun.
“Get back on your cot,” Baldy ordered,
and the man complied.

Baldy frowned at the first one. “I
said I had & job for you, punk. This is
it : get over there and tear up that hlanket
and tie your little playmate dowm with it.
And it better be a good job.”

The first kidnaper said: “Am’ who's
gonna make me? Go te helt !’

BALDY stepped forward and used his

bonry left hand slapped himr across
the mouth—hard. The man raised fin-
gers to his lips and looked curiously at
the blood on them.

Their eyes focked for a moment. The
man saw uncompromising purpese, 2a
warming of sudden death that lurked in
Baldy’s ice-blue orbs.

He turned ’and busily began to com-

ply. He used a pocket knife to slit the
blanket into strips and tied his comrade
to the cot frame. Baldy cracked out terse
orders superintended the tightening of
knots, also the affixing of a gag.

When the operation was completed,
Baldy barked viciously, half to himself:
“You had it comin’ mug,” and smashed
the barrel of his gun down in a savage,
well-judged blow on the top of the first
man’s head. The kidnaper collapsed like
an empty sack.

Baldy holstered his. gun, picked the
man up by the neck of his coat, glanced. at
the child on the bed, and hauled the un-
conscious figure to the empty cot..

The child, who had been sleeping the
sleep of exhaustion, now began to stir and
rub his eyes with his one free hand.

When the big detective had finished
gagging and tying his man to the eot, he
walked over to the child, kneeled and said:
“Hullo, kid.”

“The bay blinked. “Who’re you?”

“¥m frem your papa.”

The boy’s lips trembled and broke into
a smile. “Gee, mister Fm glad. Will
you take me home?” A

“Sure. After a while. But I’'m goin’
to leave you here for a little while until
I can get your dad, see?”

Nodding eagerly, the boy said: “Please
hurry.”

“Are these the men whe took you away
from home?”

“Yes, sirt.?

“Have you seen anybody else but
them ™

“No, sir.”

Baldy got up and started toward the
door. He said over his shoulder, “See
you in a little while,” and went out, clos-
ing the door behind hinr.

He headed for the stairs. He had to
grope because the darkness was empha-
sized after the lighted room. It was likea
thick blanket around him. Just as be
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reached the stairway, he felt something
hard and familiarly round jabbed against
the small of his back. “Well, well, well!”
he commented cheerfully. “So here’s
George! Hi, George!”

The man behind him snarled. “The
great McGovern! The big guy from the
big towns! I’'ve heard of you, too. But
you're just a skunk to me.” He spat.

Baldy was smiling tightly. “If that’s
the case, bozo, you ought to’ve smelled
me, even if you didn’t see me when I
came by the little gate. But maybe you
can’t smell when you’re asleep.

The gun jabbed harder. “No eracks,
buddy! Turn around slow, easy like.
That’s right. Now, see that room over
there? The one where the doorway ain’t
got no door in it? Yeah. Go slow, that
way. That’s where I'm gonna let you
have it!”

Baldy walked slowly, stiffly, toward
the open doorway. Through it he could
see nothing but blackness. As he walked,
he sidled slightly toward the wall, so that
he reached the doorway at a right angle.
The man behind him suspected nothing.

When Baldy’s shoulder was even with
the edge of the doorway, he jerked his
body, lunging inward, and felt hot lead
sear his side as George fired.

Echoes banged violently against the rot-
ting walls. Baldy in one continuous mo-
ton, weaved back of the wall inside the
room while his right hand flashed beneath
his coat and came out with his revolver.

His weapon exploded, streaked orange
flame. The bullet blasted against George’s
gun, which was being pushed frantically
around the door frame.

George howled with the shock of it.
His hand was numb and he was unable to
pull the trigger.

Baldy grabbed the gun out of his hand,
tossed it through an open window. He
stepped from behind the wall and his left

fist crashed to the point of George’s jaw.
George reeled out.

SWEARING, not at his adversary, but
because he had been forced to shoot
and probably had aroused the man in the
house below, Baldy holstered his gun and
pursued swiftly.

His right fist lashed out this time.
It smashed with a crunching impact onto
George’s mouth. George staggered, shook
from head to foot uncontrollably. He
took several steps backward, very awk-
wardly, and tried to stop himself, without
success.

He almost balanced himself, put a foot
behind him once more—and stepped into
space. The foot went down over the
edge of the empty elevator shaft. His
body described an arc as it fell into the
shadowy hole. One heel dragged futilely
on the edge of the floor, and he plunged
downward, head first.

He shrieked once, briefly.

Baldy didn’t make a sound. He heard
the body hit bottom with a sickening thud.
Then there was silence. Rubbing the
knuckles of his right hand into the palm
of his left, he shrugged and started war-
ily down the stairs.

The darkness did not seem so complete
now. He descended as silently as pos-
sible, keeping a sharp watch for the little
pasty-faced man or anyone else who might
be lurking about the premises.

When he reached the ground floor he
stood for a moment listening. There was
no sound. He went to the elevator shaft
and peered down. It was too dark. He
risked a match, holding it below the level
of the floor.

What was left of George took up a lot
of space, and it wasn’t pretty. Baldy
looked at it a moment and wished he had
a drink. Either a drink or time enough to
go ahead and be sick.

He straightened, shivering involuntar-
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ily, and pushed toward the hotel entrance.

Coming out into the moonlight again,
he made his way back to the window of
the watchman’s house. The man inside
was still playing solitare.

Perplexed, Baldy went to the rear of
the house and tried a door. It was not
locked. Scowling, he crept in, gun ready,
and just behind the pasty-faced watch-
man. It was very quiet in the room. He
could hear a clock somewhere ticking.
He moved by inches until he was stand-
ing over the man, raised the revolver,
cracked it down on his head.

The watchman slumped over the table.

His brows bunching, his lips in a thin
line, Baldy went to the telephone and
called Baker’s home. Someone who did
not identify himself answered; there was
a delay of several minutes.

Finally the manufacturer’s voice said:
“Baker speaking.”

“This is McGovern. I’'ve got your kid.”

“You've got—" Baker broke off and

\cleared his throat, tried to get the tremor
out of his voice. “You mean—Bobby’s
safe?”

“Well, kinda, for the time bein’, any-
how.” And Baldy explained the details.
He added: “The question is now, do you
want me to drop everything else and bring
the boy in, or do you want me to get the
men who are back of this?”

Baker pondered a moment.
mean any danger for Bobby?”

“Not necessarily,” Baldy said. “I can
leave him up there in the room with those
two punks. They’re tied down good
enough, all right. And the kid is too.”

“Who are the men you want to get?”

“I’m not sure,” said Baldy. Not sure
enough to tell you, anyhow. . . . Have
there been any federal dicks around your
place ?”

“Yes, two arrived half an hour ago.
And there’s a special state constable from
the governor’s office. I don’t know

“Will it

whether they’re still here, but I can find
them.”

“Good enough. In an hour—no soon-
er and no later—I want those men to
start from your place and come up here.
You can come too if you want to. Get
me ?”

“Of course, but why—"

“I think,” Baldy cut in, “I'l have the
man or men who engineered this snatch
by the time they get here,” and he hung
up. .

The “little watchman was still uncon-
scious.

Baldy went over him and found a gun.
That made three extra ones to be carried.
Baldy was getting heavy with them. He
found a chair and placed it on the opposite
side of the table. He sat down on it, settled
himself to wait.

CHAPTER FOUR
Death Hotel

N\JEARLY half an hour passed before
* ' the man showed any sign of return-
ing consciousness. He groaned feebly
and raised his head. His eyelids fluttered
and he found himself staring into the
ugly muzzle of Baldy’s revolver.

Hoist ’em !” the detective clipped.

The man got his hands up, stared un-
believingly.

“T want you to call Maxwell abont me,”
Baldy said softly, and waited a moment
as his prisoner’s eyes went wider. “Do
you know my name ?”

The man shook his head.

“O. K. T came in here smeakin” around
and you batted me ower the dome with a
chair, see? I'm ga-ga, stretched out on
the floor. You're panicky, and thought
you’d better call him. Get it?”

The man shook his head again.

“Mowe !’ said Baldy, and jerked his
head toward the phone. “Get goin’!”
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Expressively, the little watchman used
his index fingers on each side of his head
and pointed to his ears. He tapped the
lobes, shook his head again.

“Talk loud,” he said in a squeaky voice.

Baldy laughed outright. He kept on
laughing until tears came into his eyes.
He saw why the little man had not been
disturbed by the pistol shots in the rotting
hotel. The little man hadn’t even heard
them.

Now the watchman was pointing down
with his fingers to a pencil and a pad
of paper on the table.

Still grinning, Baldy nodded vigorously.

The little man lowered his arms, pushed
the pencil and pad toward him. Baldy
switched the gun to his left hand, leaned
over and wrote hurriedly, keeping the
watchman in his scope of vision. He fin-
ished with a flourish and pushed the pad
forward.

When he had read it, the little man
said in the indistinct, subdued voice of
the partially deaf: “Yes, I can say things
to peonle over the telephone, but I can’t
hear what other people say to me.” He
hesitated a moment, added somewhat re-
luctantly : “Unless they know who I am
and know how to talk loud.”

Baldy thought a moment and then
yelled at the top of his voice: “Can you
hear me now?”

“Yes.”

Straining, shouting every word, Baldy
repeated his orders.

The watchman started to get up,
changed his mind and sat down.

All the humor went out of Baldy’s
face. His upper lip quivered, curled like
a wolf’s. He waved the gun and shouted :
“Move!”

The watchman moved. He got up and
went to the phone. He was hunched
over, his head low. He looked around.
“I said I don’t know who you are. I
don’t, except that you're the fellow I

planted a bomb on, in your suitcase. On
the train.”

“Yeah,” yelled Baldy. “You can tell
him that if you want to. The main point
is, you knocked me out, here on the floor.
Call him!”

EN the watchman had Maxwell

on the line, Baldy stood over the
phone, his hand ready to be clapped down
over the mouthpiece. His eyes were cold
and expressionless, like glass eyes.

His orders were carried out. The
watchman described him as the big fellow
on the train—the man in whose handbag
he had been ordered to place a bomb.

Baldy clapped a hand over the mouth-
piece. “Does Maxwell say anything about
comin’ up here?” he roared.

“Yes, he says to tie you up and hold
you. He’s coming up.”

“O. K. Tell him good-bye.”

After a moment or so during which he
said only “Yes” and “No,” the watchman
placed the receiver back on the hook.
“What now?”

“Park your body over there and keep
your mitts in sight.”

With one hand, Baldy fished out a ciga-
rette and lit it. He puffed speculatively,
eyed the lamp shade, reached over to it
and adjusted it so that part of the room
was in deep shadow.

He retired to the shadow, in a corner.

After a seemingly interminable wait
there came the sound of a car ascending
the mountain road. The car paused brief-
ly at the second gate and came up to the
house and stopped.

The back door opened. John Maxwell,
his beefy face worried, came into the
room followed by Sheriff Clark. In the
shadows, Baldy smiled grimly.

“Where’s McGovern?” Maxwell de-
manded in a loud tone, stepping forward
next to the pasty-faced watchman, in the
light.
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M-McGovern?” the watchman stam-
mered.

“Damn you, don’t you know his
name ?”’ Maxwell roared. “The big fellow
we showed you on the train. The one
you said you had up here.”

“I—he—er—"" the little man gulped.

“You can look at the answer as well
as hear it,” said Baldy, moving out of
the shadow and hefting his gun. “Up,
bozos !”

Three pairs of hands were raised.
Baldy swept them with his cold blue eyes.
His mouth was turned down at the cor-
ners, his big fist tight on the revolver.
Faintly, he could hear a second automo-
bile coming up the mountain.,

“A trap,” he informed them, scowling,
“in case you can’t recogize one when you
get caught in it.” =

The politician, standing with his left
side to Baldy, had been easing his right
hand down surreptitiously. Suddenly the
hand dived to his hip, came out with a
blunt-nosed automatic.

Baldy’s revolver spewed flame. The
bullet slashed  through Maxwell’s wrist
and the gun hung for a moment from
useless fingers, then dropped to the floor
with a thud. The politician slowly raised
his right arm and looked down at the
wrist, his eyes humid. Bloom pumped
out.

“If anybody else wants a sample,”
Baldy said, “go ahead. Only it'll be a
bigger sample next time.”

He walked over, gestured for Maxwell
to move back, scooped up the automatic
and started to put it in a pocket. His
pockets were already full. He tossed the
automatic on the table.

T’HE sheriff glared at Maxwell, threw
*+ out his arms like a mammy singer.
“It’s no use, John. This is the end. I
told you over and over it would come to
something like this.”

Maxwell said, still looking down at his
wrist: “Shut up, you fool!” He got out
a handkerchief and made a crude band-
age, stanched the flow of blood.

“No,” wagged Clark. “I won't. It’s no
use trying to bluff. McGovern has a way
of getting onto things.” He turned to
Baldy, who stood loose-jointed, his hat
pushed back from his tawny brown fore-
head. “How do you figure this, McGov-
ern?”’

Baldy started to answer, checked him-
self. They could hear an automobile com-
ing up the mountain.

“Wait until they get here,” he said.

In a few minutes they heard the car
come up beside the house and stop. Baldy
kept the three men in the room in the
sweep of his gaze.

The back door opened.

Three men came in followed by Baker.
They took in the situation at a glance,
produced guns.

“These,” Baldy said, “are the guys be-
hind the kidnapin’ of your son, Mr. Bak-
er.5s

The manufacturer stared incredulously
at Maxwell, at the sheriff. He expos-
tulated: “Impossible. You don’'t know
them. This one”—he jerked his head
toward Maxwell—“is a friend of mine,
a man of integrity and standing. And the
other is the sheriff of this county.”

Baldy said wearily: “I know.” He re-
peated: “These are the buys behind the
kidnapin’ of your son, Mr. Baker.”

“T don’t believe it,” the manufacturer

. declared. “Where’s Bobby ?”’

“In a room on the ninth floor of that
skeleton hotel. Two of you fellows go
get him.” He nodded to the state con-
stable and one of the federal officers.

The two men started out.

“Wait a minute!” Baker called. I'll go
with you.”

“No,” Baldy clipped. His tone bore a
crisp whip of finality. “Stay here. I've
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got to convince you I'm right if I'm going
to get the right kind of a fee out of this.”
He grinned.

The two men left.

“Stop me if I'm wrong,” Baldy told
the sheriff. “You're fed up with this
business and ready to take your medicine.
Is that right?”

“Yes,” Clark said.

“You were forced into this snatch job
by Maxwell. You didn't want to do it
in the first place. But you had to do it
to cover up the shortage in your office.
It was the only way. You weren’t re-
sponsible for the shortage. Maxwell was.
He got you elected. And then when he
went busted—got head over heels in debt
—he got desperate.”

“Yes, yes,” the sheriff said.

“Maxwell had to have money. A lot
of it. He was in debt so deep that if he
didn’t get out, he’d lose all his say-so in
politics. So he made you a party to this
kidnapin’, which he figured was safe be-
cause he was a friend of Baker’s.”

AKER—wild, stunned belief creeping

into his expression — turned and
glared at the politician a moment, then
looked back to Baldy.

The big detective grimaced. “So when
Baxwell heard Baker call me in on the
case, he figured a bright way to get rid
of me would be to plant a bomb in my
handbag. He didn’t tell the sheriff about
it and that’s where he went wrong.”

Clark, clenching and unclenching his
sweaty hands, put in: “It was murder, I
tell you! It was murder!”

Maxwell didn’t say anything. He just
stood there.

Swiftly Baldy went on: “Maxwell
didn’t figure anybody but me would be
likely to open my handbag. But the sher-
iff was panicky too. He tried to do a

little investigatin’. He sent one of his
deputies down to the station to check up
on me when I hit town. The deputy
thought maybe he’d find somethin’ in my
handbag, used his badge to get into it at
the checkroom, and got blown to hell.”

He stopped, looking from the three
prisoners to Baker.

The federal agent said nothing; he
merely listened, his gun out.

Sweat glistened on Baldy’s brow. “I
got a hot tip right after I hit town. It
put me onto Maxwell. I went and fanned
his office. Learned a lot about him. And
learned about this place. It sounded like
a swell hideout. So I came up here and
found the boy.”

His expressionless eyes were on Max-
well now. His voice quickened, hardened.

“So I got this little hard-of-hearin’ rat
I found here to call Maxwell and tell him
I been knocked out up here. Maxwell
goes up in the air, which was what I
thought he would do, gets the sheriff and
comes up fast. O. K., sheriff?”

Some of the fire had gone out of
Clark’s face. He appeared finished, beat-
en. He said: “That’s right. I'm fed up,
with the whole rotten machine. I’d rath-
er go on the witness stand and tell it all
than to listen to Maxwell any more.”

Baker the
“'You__”

Maxwell suddenly lunged to the table
and grabbed up his automatic with his
good left hand. Baldy, watching closely,
could have shot him before he got his
hand on it, but Baldy held his fire. He
didn’t like to shoot a man to death until
the instant it became necessary.

He had an idea Maxwell was trying to
shoot the sheriff. But Maxwell didn’t
shoot the sheriff.

Maxwell shot himself.

wheeled on politician.

e



Kirk put the paper in front of him, held out the pen.
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When Marcia Winters smuggled in that string of pearls she knew she

ran a good chance of getting her fingers burned. What she never

guessed was that her crime would start a murder ball rolling—make
her easy pickings for the—

SCANDAL RACKET

by Dwight V. Babhcock

Author of “Pearls Without Publicity,” etc.

ORA SULLIVAN came through

the connecting door into Kirk

Daniels’ private sanctum. Blue

eyes serious, she crossed the carpet and

leaned a comely hip against his desk.

“Someone left the door unlocked and a
skunk got in,” she said quietly.

Daniels lowered his newspaper, let his

feet slide from the desk-top to floor.

“After having your cat around all day
yesterday, I should easy be able to stand
a skunk.”

She wrinkled her nose at him, dropped
a small tan business card on the blotter.
“This skunk walks on two feet.”

He let his eyes rest for a moment on
the card. Printed in brown, modernistic
type across its center was—BOULE-
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VARD GOSSIP. And in the lower left-
hand corner—August Zidell, Advertising
Manager.

“Skunk is flattery. Tell it I'm out.”

She pushed glossy black hair back from
one side of her high forehead. “Sup-
pose you read what’s on the other side
first.”

Daniels flipped the card over, read in
a whisper: “About a certain screen star’s
pearls.” A frown gathered on his fore-
head.

“Well?” Nora Sullivan’s eyes were
twinkling, a smile tugging at her lips.

He looked up. “You seem to be get-

ting an awful kick out of something.
Show Mr. Skunk in.”

SHE went out briskly to admit, in a

moment, a wiry young-looking man,
too well dressed. He wore a crooked,
thin-lipped smile and his face was pale,
unlined. Beneath a long aquiline nose was
a black hair-line mustache. His eyes
wandered leisurely about the office while
he said: “You're doing pretty well by
yourself, Daniels.”

“I'm getting by.” Daniels’ gray eyes
were half closed, his face expressionless.
“Let’s have the sales talk. But whatever
you're selling, I don’t think I want any.”

Zidell dusted the seat of a chair with
a silk handkerchief, sat down near one
corner of the desk, crossed his legs.
“You’ve heard of our little publication,
Boulevard Gossip, of course.”

“T've heard of your lousy blackmail
sheet,” Daniels said evenly. “And I've
heard of Julian Gilbert, your boss. And
I've also heard of Gilbert’s shake-down
man, Augie Zidell.”

Zidell beamed. “Fine—fine! You un-
derstand, then, what an ad in an ex-
clusive magazine such as Bowlevard Gos-
sip would mean to you.”

“T know it wouldn’t mean a damn thing.

Since when did you start shaking down
private dicks?”

“I wouldn’t call it that. All we’re ask-
ing is for you to contract for a small ad-
vertising campaign that will undoubtedly
pay for itself many times over in new
clients.”

“Horseradish! No one buys that dirty
rag of yours except the ones you've got
something on.” Daniels tossed a thumb to-
ward the door. “Breeze! This is my
busy day. You picked the wrong guy to
put the squeeze to.”

Zidell took a paper from his inside
coat pocket, unfolded it and laid it on the
desk in front of Daniels. “In that case,
we shall be forced to publish this state-
ment.” He settled back, lit a cigarette,
inhaled with apparent relish.

Daniels knifed him with a quick,
searching scrutiny and bent over the pa-

per.

I, Mary Hoyt, former personal maid to
Marcia Winters, do solemnly swear and af-
firm that the following statement is true.

On the evening of July 1st, 1934, Marcia
Winters was robbed of a string of pearls.
Her chauffeur, Gene Clark, was black-
jacked and killed by the thief. Before no-
tifying the police, Miss Winters called in
Kirk Daniels, a private detective.

I overheard the conversation which took
place between Marcia Winters and Daniels
at that time and from it learned that the
rope of pearls that had been stolen from
her had been bought in England for $30,-
000 and smuggled into this country by
Miss Winters.

Because the pearls had been smuggled
and Miss Winters was liable to a fine double
their value, Daniels advised Miss Winters
not to mention the pearls to the police—
to tell them that nothing was taken in the
attemped robbery in which the chauffeur
met his death. She followed his advice.

Later, Daniels recovered the pearls and
returned them to Miss Winters. A police
detective, Lieutenant O’Neal, was seriously
wounded and two men, supposedly the
thieves, were killed in accomplishing this.
Daniels told the police that the men that
were killed were the ones that had tried
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to hold up Miss Winters and had killed
.the chauffeur. He concealed the existence
of the pearls.

(Signed) Mary Hoyt.

When Daniels looked up, his mouth was
tight, his smoky eyes glittered.

Zidell gushed smoke through his nos-
trils, said: “Don’t bother to tear it up.
That’s only a copy.”

“Nice!” Daniels grated. “Very nice!
But you have no proof—only her word.”

“That’s good enough. Publicity of any
kind about those pearls would cause an
investigation that would embarrass Mar-
cia Winters in more ways than one, and
get your license revoked for fooling with
smuggled jewels and suppressing evi-
dence.”

Daniels’ face was pale and hard. He
spoke slowly, barely moving his lips.
“Does Marcia Winters know about this?”

“Certainly. I saw her yesterday. She
agreed to take half a page, every month,
at our regular display rates.”

“And what does half a page cost, at
your regular display rates?”’

“Five hundred dollars. She’s drawing
down plenty and can afford it, but of
course, we don’t expect any such ad from
you. Say now, ten column inches would
make a nice set-up.”

- “Yeah. Almost any way you look at
it, it makes a nice set-up.”

© “Well.” Zidell turned on his crooked,
thin-lipped smile. “What do you say,
Daniels ?”

Daniels got slowly to his feet, his face
twisted in a spasm of fury. “Get the
hell out of here, you dirty little rat, be-
fore I splatter you all over the wall. Go
back to that heel, Gilbert, and tell him if
he prints that statement, I'll be over to
see him personally. Understand ?”

Zidell’s eyes opened wide. He stood
up and backed against the chair. Daniels,
his fists knotted, started around the desk
and Zidell back-pedaled to the door. He

paused for a moment with one hand on
the knob and carefully flicked cigarette
ashes on the carpet. His teeth flashed
briefly. “Think it over, hot-shot. I’d hate
to read in the newspapers about you get-
ting hurt.” He turned and slipped through
the door, closing it quietly behind him.

DANIELS stood for a moment glaring

at the door. At length he shook his
head, went back and dropped into the
swivel chair. He got a small leather-
backed notebook from a drawer, thumbed
through it, found Marcia Winters’ private
phone number,

When he got her on the phone he said:
“I hear you're going in pretty heavily for
advertising in Hollywood’s leading black-
mail rag.”

“What else could I do, Kirk?”

“You could have let me know. Zidell
was in just a minute ago trying to put
the squeeze on me, too. I kicked him
out.”

“Oh, Kirk, you can’t! You said your-
self that if it got out about the pearls
being smuggled, the government could
take them and fine me sixty thousand
dollars, too. And, believe it or not, I'm
still broke.”

“So I guess you’ll learn not to buck
Uncle Sammy again. But don’t worry.
They won’t publish that statement as long
as you're shaking down to the tune of
five hundred a month. What got into this
maid of yours? Going to Julian Gilbert
and giving that affadavit.”

“She was sore, I guess. When I moved
out of that big barn in Beverly into an
apartment, I let her and the gardener go
—just kept my housekeeper. Mary—she
was a quarter-breed Indian I'd picked up
in New Mexico—didn’t like being let out.
She got sassy and said I'd be sorry. I
didn’t know she knew about the pearls,
so I laughed it off.”

“Where can I get in touch with her?”
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“I don’t know, Kirk. I phoned her
yesterday at the number she left with
me, but the person that answered said she
had moved and hadn’t left any address.”

Daniels scowled, rubbed the corner of
one eye with a little finger. “I guess
it’s too late for her to do us any good,
anyway. See you around, Ag.”

“Damn it! How many times do I have
to tell you to quit calling me Ag?”

He chuckled and replaced the phone in
its cradle. He had known Marcia Win-
ters, America’s latest screen heart-thraob,
when she was just another extra—and
her name was Agnes.

DANIELS got back from a late lunch
at three o’clock the next afternoon.
He settled himself at his desk, began to
sort through his mail. The phone jangled.
He swooped it up, barked: “Hello.”

“Is Mr. Daniels there?”

“This is Daniels.”

“I'm Mary Hoyt. I used to work for
Miss Winters. I’ve got to see you right
away. It’s important.” The voice was
vibrant with panic.

He said: “I’d like to see you, too. Come
on up. Ill wait till you get here.”

“No—no, I can’t. They’re watching
me. You come to Seven Ten East Thir-
ty-third. Just off San Pedro. Hurry!’

Clicking noise in the receiver checked
the reply Daniels had started. He sat
still for a minute gazing into space while
a frown creased his forehead. Then he
replaced the phone in its cradle, stood up
and, leaving his mail unread, strode
through the outer office past Nora at her
desk, out and down to his car.

Thirty-third, near San Pedro, was a
neighborhood of decrepit, gone-to-seed
bungalows. Number 710 was the third
house from the corner, a dingy gray du-
plicate of its immediate neighbors. He
passed up a walk bordered by a sun-
browned, Bermuda-grass lawn, climbed

four steps and thumbed the bell button.

The bell’s clangor echoed loudly
through the house, but no one came to
the door. Daniels glanced warily about
him. Two dirty children were passing
the front of the house carrying a bottle
of milk and a loaf of bread. Otherwise,
the street was deserted.

He tightened his jaw, jabbed the bell
again, keeping his thumb on it for several
seconds. Still no results. His right
hand slipped beneath his coat to settle
on the butt of his automatic and with his
left he tried the door. It was unlocked.
He inched it open, sent a backward
glance out into the empty street, slid
through and to one side. Then he closed
the door silently,

He was in a small living room, hap-
hazardly furnished with a horsehair sofa,
two rickety chairs, a stained and dusty
upright piano, a table. He could see
through the dining room into the kitchen.
Heavy quiet filled the place.

Moving silently through dining room,
kitchen, to the back door, he looked out
upon a junk-strewn back yard bounded
by a high wooden fence. Returning to
the dining room, he took his automatic
from its shoulder holster, thumbed down
the safety catch. He opened a door on
his left and found himself in a gloomy
hall facing another closed door.

This opened at his touch to disclose a
bedroom, empty save for its furniture. He
passed down the hall, glanced into a bath-
room and brought up before the last door
in the house. It, too, was closed. He
turned the knob and pushed it inward.
With one foot across the threshold, he
froze, stood rooted to the spot, jaw slack,
eyes widening as a cold chill drove down
his spine.

A slim, olive-skinned woman in a
white dress was lying diagonally across
the bed, face upward—inert and lifeless.
Her head was half turned toward him,
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revealing staring eyes that were filled with
a wild terror. It was Marcia Winters’ for-
mer maid and she lay in a pool of blood.
Her throat had been slit.

Daniels gulped down a wave of nausea
and forced himself to cross to the bed.
He felt a limp wrist that had not yet
started to stiffen. The fist was clenched
tightly. He pried open the fingers and
found a Yale key from which hung a
short length of white-gold watch chain
that had evidently broken at a weak link
when the woman had snatched at it as she
struggled with her killer.

DANIELS dropped the key in a pock-
et and behind him someone sneezed!
He spun about. A huge, hulking fig-
ure—obviously a mixed-blood of some
sort—stood in the doorway. There was
something apish in the slope of his big
shoulders, the hang of his long arms. He
blew his nose into a soiled handkerchief,
stared stupidly at Daniels, “What you
doin’ here, mister?”

The first thought that whipped through
Daniels’ head was to get out of here and
get out fast. A sweet spot to be found
in! He motioned with his gun. “Out-
side, you!” he bit out.

The other for the first time caught
sight of the horror on the bed. His blood-
shot eyes saucered and instead of mov-
ing backward he took an uncertain step
into the room. Daniels caught a whiff of
alcohol-laden breath. His mouth worked
vainly for a few seconds, one huge fin-
ger pointing at Daniels. Then he clamped
his jaw, whipped one hand around to the
back of his neck and started to shuffle
forward. His hand came down with a
huge clasp-knife which flicked open in a
continuation of the same motion.

Daniels backed away, gritted: “I’d hate
to drill you, rella. Get outside!” But
he realized that he could not reason with
this alcohol-soaked brain.

The man kept shuffling toward Dan-
iels, slowly swishing the knife back and
forth in front of him. Daniels grimaced
and backed away around the bed. He
didn’t want to fire his gun as the report
would draw people to the house and he
would be in a position which he could
not possibly explain. Then his back hit
the wall and he was in a corner! The
giant breed still advanced on him, was
now but a few feet away.

“Another step and I'll let you have it,”
Daniels grimly promised.

“You killed Mary, mister. Now I'm
goin’ to. kill you.” Insane determination
shone in those bleary eyes.

Daniels aimed the automatic at the gi-
ant’s leg, gritted his teeth, started to
squeeze the trigger. Then he noticed the
other’s mouth open wide, upper lip twitch-
ing, head drawn back. He relaxed the
trigger and there came a violent, tearing
sneeze—and another. At the apex of the
second sneeze, the barrel of Daniels’ au-
tomatic descended swift as a striking ad-
der, caught the giant between the eyes.
He went straight over backward like a
felled tree, out cold.

Daniels allowed himself a whistle of
ardent relief, stepped gingerly over the
body and left the room. Using a hand-
kerchief to wipe the doorknob, he closed
the door softly behind him. He went
directly to the front window, peered out.
No one was about. He took one last
look around to make sure he had left
no evidence of his presence and, again
using the handkerchief, he opened the
door, started to slip out.

A black sedan careened around the cor-
ner, slued up to the curb in front of the
house. At first sight, Daniels recognized
it—a police car—and moved back from
the door. He shot through to the back
porch, went down steps, across the junk-
filled back yard, through a gate and into
an alley. Here he slowed to a walk,
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made his way cautiously toward San Pedro
Street.

Pedestrians were plentiful on San Pe-
dro. He stepped boldly out of the al-
ley’s mouth, crossed the street to where
he’d parked his roadster. Searching for
his car keys, his fingers brought out the
key he had found in the murdered wom-
an’s hand.

He stared at it a moment. Then he
dropped it into a pocket, started the car,
slowly pulled away from the curb. He did
not relish the thought of running away
and leaving the giant breed to face a mur-
der charge. He would be found drunk
with a knife gripped in one hand and in
the same room with a woman whose throat
was cut. He would be held and his story
that another was the killer would not be
believed.

But it had been he or Daniels. And
free and unhampered, Daniels might be
able to find the real killer. For he did
not doubt that the breed—whatever his
connection with Mary Hoyt had been—
was innocent. Someone had forced Mary
Hoyt to phone Daniels’ office or that
someone had phoned himself and imi-
tated her voice. And that someone had
used a knife on Mary Hoyt’s throat. And
then had phoned the cops after he had
seen Daniels enter the house. A sweet
frame! But the giant breed had stumbled
into the middle of things and had been the
proverbial sand in the gear-box.

THE big neon-tube clock on the cor-
= ner of Hollywood Boulevard and Vine
said a quarter to five when Daniels ga-
raged his car and went up to his office.
When he opened the door, Nora Sullivan
took her face out of a book long enough
to say: “Hi, boss.”

He went on through, paused in the con-
necting doorway. ‘“You might as well
go on home.” He closed the door, went
to his desk, got out a fifth of his favor-

ite brandy, tilted the bottle and took a
long pull. He lit a cigarette, began to
smoke moodily. Crossing to the window,
he looked down on the homeward-bound
traffic tangle, and troubled shadows moved
far back in his half-closed eyes.

Minutes later the sound of the door
opening and closing made him turn. Nora
was coming toward him, “I thought you'd
gone,” he said.

“Business before pleasure. There’s a
hotcha blonde outside that simply must
see you.”

“I always did have a weakness for
blondes.” He got behind his desk, sat

down. “What’s our prospective client's
name ?”’ :

“Parker—Ruth Parker. And she’s a
honey !”

“Well, shoo her in.”

Nora hadn’t lied. The girl that came
through the door a moment later was just
that. She was nearly as tall as Daniels.
But her height gave her no appearance
of awkwardness and she had curves in
the right places. Her blond beauty was
set off by a neat navy-blue suit.

Daniels, on his feet, indicated a chair,
said: “Please sit down, Miss Parker.”

She darted a quick nervous glance
around the room, showed pearl-like teeth
in an uneasy smile, dropped into the chair
that stood before the desk. “I—” She
stood again, leaned earnestly toward him.
“We've got to get out of here right away.
The police are coming here after you!”

“What?” Daniels’ brows drew down
skeptically. “How do you—"

“There’s no time to explain, but I'm
Julian Gilbert’s secretary, if that means
anything to you. You know—DBoulevard
Gossip.”

Daniels said, “I know,” and his eyes
held sudden suspicion.

“Come on.” She turned toward the
door. “There must be some place where
we can go and talk that will be safe.”
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“Well, now—wait a minute.” He sat
down, leaned back. ‘“What makes you
think the police are after me? Why
would they want me?”

She shook a small black handbag in
exasperation. “Oh, well—" She shrugged
her shoulders, sat on the edge of the
chair. “It’s your funeral. I'm only try-
ing to help you.”

“T’ll take a chance on sticking around
until I hear the whole story. Spill it.”

“Well—” She looked down at the bag
in her hands. “This morning a woman—
she looked like she might be part Indian
—came into the office and demanded to
sée Mr. Gilbert. I think she’d been drink-
ing. At least, she talked very loud and
most of what she said didn’t make sense
to me. It was something about a state-
ment concerning Marcia Winters’ pearls
that she wanted back from Gilbert. Mr.
Gilbert was in the back office and heard
her. He came out and took her into his
office and got her quieted down. She
stayed about ten minutes and when she
came out she seemed satisfied. I—I think
he paid her some money.”

Daniels rubbed one side of his face and
watched her, slit-eyed. She sucked in
breath and went on.

“This afternoon she phoned in. All
the calls go through me in the outer of-
fice except those that come in on Gil-
bert’s private phone. She seemed very
drunk and after switching her to Gilbert,
I listened in. I was curious.”

SHE looked up, her cheeks coloring a

little and then her eyes moved away
from his. “He called her Miss Hoyt.
She was quite violent, demanded more
money—a thousand dollars—or she was
going to the police and spill everything.
She said she would tell them that he was
blackmailing Marcia Winters. Mr. Gil-
bert tried to reason with her, then agreed
to send a thousand dollars right down to

her. Mr. Zidell was in the office with
him and a few minutes later he went
out.”

Daniels was leaning forward now and
an inner excitement had sent a glow into
his gray eyes. “I get it!” he said softly.
“But Augie didn’t go there to pay her
money. Go on—finish.”

“That was about two thirty. I'm
through for the day at four thirty. I
left then and when I got down to the
street, I found I'd forgotten a book I
was reading, so I went back after it. The
door to the inner office was open a little
and I could hear Mr. Gilbert talking on
the phone. He didn’t hear me come in,
He was saying, ‘It was a great idea and
it’s tough he slipped out of it.’ Then
he said, ‘But wait a minute! It’s not too
late. You phone a tip to the cops that
Daniels was seen coming out the back
way. Maybe that breed you saw go in
after he got there will identify him as
the killer. Anyway, the cops will pick
him up and he’ll be in plenty hot water.
We'll show that cheap gumshoe it pays
to advertise.”” ,

She smiled briefly, spread her hands a
little. “So I knew he was talking about
you and I was sure he was talking to Zi-
dell and that they were trying to frame
you.”

Daniels nodded his head while faint
little lines appeared and disappeared at
the corners of his eyes. “I owe you plen-
ty for warning me. Did Gilbert find out
you were in the outer office listening ?”

“Well, he came out and saw me by my
desk getting the book out of a drawer.
He looked at me queerly and asked me
how long I'd been there. I said I'd just
come in. I left then and he didn’t stop
me, but I don’t think he believed me. I
came right here.”

- Daniels jerked to his feet, got his hat
from the costumer. “You may not re-
alize it, Miss Parker, but you're in a
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pretty bad spot. Mary Holt was mur-
dered this afternoon and if Gilbert be-
gins to think you might have overheard
anything—"

She shivered, went suddenly white
about the lips. “I know. I'm afraid.”

Daniels gazed down at his hat. “The
thing for me to do is to take you to the
police and let you tell this same story. It
would clear me and the breed the cops
found with Hoyt’s body and it would
point to Augie Zidell as the killer. Only
Gilbert’s still got Mary Hoyt’s statement
and if the authorities get hold of it, it’s
going to be pretty tough on Marcia Win-
ters and I'll probably lose my license.”

“I'll do whatever you say.”

“Thanks.” He grinned. “I hope you
won’t regret it. We’ll get out of here
the back way and I’ll take you to a place
where you'll be safe.”

“What are you going to do then?”’

His jaw was firm, his mouth tight, eyes
grim. “I'm going after that paper and
any other like it I can get my hands on.
Then maybe we’ll go to the cops. But I
can’t get it through my head .why a
square-shooter like you would be work-
ing for a snake like Julian Gilbert.”

She smiled crookedly, walked with him
to the door. “The same old story. Broke
—hungry—and it was the only job I
could land. I didn’t know what I was
getting into when I took it.”

THEY passed into the outer office.

Nora Sullivan had gone. They were
halfway across the room when the hall
door opened and a heavy-set man came
in. A taller man, chewing on a thin black
stogie, was directly behind him. Daniels
recognized the first one as Lieutenant
Flynn of central homicide.

Daniels stopped short, his teeth click-
ing together. The tall detective leaned
against the door while Flynn came on
into the room, saying gruffly: “I'm sor-

ry, Daniels, but I've got to take you in.”

“Yes ?” s

Flynn removed a battered fedora.
“Yes.” He coughed. “I don’t think I've
met the young lady.”

Daniels’ face was wooden. “Miss Par-
ker, may I present Lieutenant Flynn?”

She forced a smile. “How do you do,
Lieutenant.”

The thin man by the door said: “Let’s
get goin’, Leo.”

“What is this?” Daniels said.

Flynn lifted a finger, made a sandpa-
per noise on his blue-black chin. “It
won't take long, Daniels. The captain
just wants to ask you some questiong.”

“That’s why he sent two of you, I sup-
pose. Tell the captain I'll drop by to-
morrow. Miss Parker and I have a din-
ner date.”

Flynn suddenly stepped forward and
his hand darted, snake-like, under the la-

“pel of Daniels’ coat, came out with a flat

.38 automatic. Daniels stood still, his
arms hanging loosely at his sides, his jaw
hardening. Flynn put the gun in his own
coat pocket. “You can keep that date
afterwards. Maybe Miss Parker had bet-
ter come along, too.”

The thoughts that moved through Dan-
iels’ brain were bitter. Taken in alone,
he might wriggle out of a murder charge,
but with the girl along her testimony
would certainly clear him—but also it
would eventually cause Marcia Winters
plenty of trouble. Good old Ag—he
couldn’t let her down. And he was think-
ing of himself, too—what the loss of his
license would mean. . . .

He said: “You wouldn’t by any chance
be trying to kid us? Why should Miss
Parker come?”’ His mouth dipped at the
corners and he took a step toward the
bulky detective. The blond girl cut in
front of him, said quickly: “It’s all right.

Daniels scowled at her, but she only
I’ll go.”



Scandal Racket

135

smiled. They all went out and down the
hall, the girl and the tall detective in the
lead, Daniels and Flynn following them.
Daniels plodded in silence, his eyes on the
floor, his mouth set in a harsh line, hands
thrust deep in jacket pockets.

It was getting dark outside, but street
lamps and lighted store fronts made a twi-
light of the dusk. The tall detective with
Ruth Parker paused at the first corner,
pointed with his stogie into the side
street. “This way. The ,car’s down
here.”

“I know it,” Flynn said. He had an
arm hooked through one of Daniels’,

THEY walked a quarter of a block
' from the lighted boulevard, stepped
down off the curb and had started diagon-
ally across the street when a pair of fat
headlights came out of the boulevard, shot
white beams into the side street. The
car, a low streamlined sedan, gathered
speed, came hurtling toward them. A
premonition clutched at Daniels. He
jerked loose from Flynn, grabbed the
girl and dragged her backward.

Flynn and the other detective jumped
toward the gutter as Daniels hollered,
“Look out!” and maneuvered himself be-
tween the girl and the onrushing car,
crouched, forcing her down. Then a gun
exploded, seven times in rapid succes-
sion, from a curtained window of the
sedan as it rushed by, barely missing
Flynn and the tall detective.

Glass in the windows of parked cars
behind Daniels and Ruth Parker shat-
tered and fell with a harsh jangling
sound. The sedan roared on down the
street. The tall detective, his stogie still
clamped between his teeth, was sitting on
the pavement. Blood streamed from one
shoulder, but he was conscious. Flynn
was emptying his gun at the disappearing
car. Daniels, by some miracle, had not
. been touched. He turned on the girl.

YourOK 1

She tried to smile, but her lips wouldn’t
behave and she pressed them together,
nodded her head jerkily. He found one
of her hands, squeezed it. ‘“Atta girl.
They were after you. But stick with
Flynn and you’ll be all right. And don’t
mention Marcia Winters or pearls to him.
See you later.”

He turned and slipped into the gather-
ing crowd, worked his way through, back
to the boulevard and slung his legs east-
ward for three blocks. Then he rounded
another corner, passed two unlighted shop
windows. The corner street lamp made
it possible to read the gold-leaf lettering
on the third set of windows. The sign
said—Boulevard Gossip.

Daniels stepped into the dark doorway,
groped in a pocket and found the key
he had taken from Mary Hoyt’s lifeless
hand. The key slid easily into the lock.
He turned it, pushed open the door and
slipped inside.

By the light from the street lamp he
could make out a counter running the
width of the room. Behind it was a desk
on which were a phone and typewriter.
Files stood in one corner. A wall-board
partition cut off further view. He passed
through an opening in the counter, lo-
cated the door in the partition and went
on through, closing the door. He got out
a pocket flash, fanned the beam about.

It was a small, tastefully furnished of-
fice. The flash picked out a draped open-
ing opposite him. He crossed a deep-
piled carpet, pushed aside the drapes.
There was a washroom and, to one side,
a back entrance. He swung back to the
office, switched on a small modernistic
lamp that stood on the mahogany flat-top
desk, tried the drawers. They were
locked.

A key made rasping noise in the lock!
It was at the back door. He clicked off
the light; his fingers closed around a
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heavy glass paper weight, and he cat-
footed over to one side of the draperies.
The door opened and closed. Daniels
felt the drapes move and he made out
a tall figure that stepped through. He
brought the paper weight down easily on
the man’s head. The figure went to its
knees, groaned. Daniels stepped to the
desk and switched on the lamp again.

THE man on the floor squinted, blinked.

One lean hand massaged his head.
His skin was a sickly yellow color, deeply
lined about the mouth and eyes, and the
eyes were pale blue, watery. Daniels got
a fistful of coat collar and yanked him
into a chair. He passed his hands quick-
ly over the dazed man’s body. He was
unarmed.

“So you're Gilbert, you lousy heel!”

Gilbert groaned. “My head!” His
voice was a deep whine.

Daniels ripped off the man’s tie and belt
and with the addition of his own belt
he bound him securely to the chair and
proceeded to make a methodical search of
his pockets. He found keys and one of
them fit the desk. He ransacked drawers
but came upon no papers of any impor-
tance. He did find a small, hammerless
.25 automatic which he pocketed. There
was no safe or file of any kind visible in
the room.

The dazed man had regained his facul-
ties and was eyeing Daniels. “What do
you want?”’

Daniels leaned against the desk, smiled
tightly. “Well now, sweetheart, what do
you think ?”

Gilbert blinked his watery blue eyes.
“I have no idea. I don’t even know who
you are.”

“I'm one baby you couldn’t blackmail.
The name’s Daniels and I hate your guts.”

Gilbert’s pale eyes flickered ; his adam’s
apple jerked convulsively and a shiny film
of moisture grew on his yellow forehead.

slowly, “is

“Where,” Daniels said
Mary Hoyt’s statement ?”’

“It’s not here. You don’t think I'd
keep it here!”

A muscle jerked in Daniels’ cheek. He
reached out and slapped Gilbert’s face.
The impact made his fingers sting and
turned the other’s cheek from a saffron
hue to a bright red. “That’s just a sam-
ple, Gilbert. I don’t fool around with
blackmailers and murderers. Where is
it?”

The pain had brought tears to Gilbert’s
eyes. One spilled out and ran down the
side of his long nose. His mouth worked.
“Damn you! You'll pay for that!”

Daniels cracked him again, harder. His
gray eyes were smoky. “I can play this
game longer than you can and the longer
we play, the rougher it’s going to get.”

Gilbert’s thin chin slumped down on his
chest. His deep voice was choked. “In
the corner, under the rug.” He indicated
which corner with a bob of his head.

Daniels went to the corner and swept
back the rug, disclosing a steel trap set
in the cement floor. He opened this and
revealed the door of a small safe im-
bedded in concrete. ‘“What’s the com-
bination ?”

The man in the chair did not answer.
His jaw was clamped and he was star-
ing away from Daniels. Daniels returned
and stood over him. “If you think I
mind beating hell out of you, you're squir-
rely. I get a big kick out of it.”

He grabbed a handful of Gilbert’s long
hair, jerked his head up, shoved a big
freckled fist against his nose. Gilbert
closed his eyes, gave the combination
quickly.

Daniels made a gag out of his handker-
chief and tie and secured it in Gilbert’s
mouth. He got the safe open the first
try. It was absolutely bare save for five
well filled manila envelopes. He stuffed
these in pockets without looking at them,
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confident that he had all of the Boulevard
Gossip blackmail material.

ROSSING to the desk, he found a
sheet of paper and a pen. Gilbert’s
eyes watched him questioningly as he
wrote. The pen made scratching sound
for a minute. Then he untied the other’s
hands, dipped the pen in ink, put the
paper in front of Gilbert, held out the pen
to him.

“This is a statement of your part in the
killing of Mary Hoyt. It says that Augie
Zidell killed her and that you and he tried
to frame the murder on me. You're going
to sign it and I don’t mean maybe. In-
cidentally, I found Zidell’s key to this
joint in Hoyt’s hand. Augie was pretty
careless.”

Gilbert’s face had gradually turned from
yellow to a sickly white. He made queer
little noises in his throat, trying to talk
through the gag. He did not take the
pen.

Daniels waited a moment, then gritted
his teeth and let go with one fist. It
caught Gilbert on the nose. The impact
made a peculiar crunching sound and a
squirming crimson snake crawled down
over Gilbert’s mouth, dripped on his coat.
Tears began to flow again. He shook his
head, tossed blood from his nose and chin.

“Damn you, look out for my suit!”
Daniels rasped. “I ought to bust you
again for that.” He raised his fist threat-
eningly. ;

Gilbert clutched the pen, scratched his
name on the paper as a voice from the
door snapped: “All right, Daniels. Get
’em up!”

The voice was behind him, but Daniels
recognized it as that of Zidell. He was
facing Gilbert with his back to the desk.
He took a chance, dropped prone to the
floor. A gun boomed, reverberated in
the room.

The small automatic he had taken from

the drawer jumped into Daniels’ hand.
He fired around the corner of the desk.
An answering shot roared, lead thudded
into some part of the desk.

Shouts, followed by scattered gunfire,
sounded outside. He heard the front door
slam and risked a quick glance over the
desk-top. No one was there. He got to
his feet, heard a gun bark outside some-
where, followed by another shot. He
turned his attention to Gilbert. There
was a small bluish hole in his throat. As
Daniels watched, it turned red, com-
menced to bleed.

Daniels shook him, cursed softly when
he found that he was dead, then smiled
thinly. He quickly unbound him, pock-
eted belts and ties, folded the statement
Gilbert had signed and added that to the
mess already in his pockets. He heard
the front door open, turned to see Flynn
and a uniformed cop troop in, guns
thrust before them.

Daniels said: “Did you get him?”’

Flynn put away his gun, let his calm,
unperturbed gaze survey the room. “You
mean the mug that busted out of here
a minute ago? Yeah, sure, I got him.
We chased him, got him cornered and
he tried to plug me, so I let him have
it.%

DANIELS leaned against the desk and

his mind welcomed the realization
that now no one else knew about Marcia
Winters’ pearls save Ruth Parker and
the little she knew he was sure she would
keep to herself. “Those other shots,” he
said. “Before Zidell came out. What were
they for?”

“The car was sitting out in front and
the driver tried to make a break for it.
He’ll probably live. Just some cheap two-
bit punk of a kid.”

“I suppose you know now—" Daniels
lifted an eyebrow at the detective, squint-
ed his eye—"that it was Augie Zidell
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that killed that Hoyt womzn this after-
noon. Or do you? It was he—and I
think Gilbert was with him and they
separated afterwards—that tried to get
Ruth Parker a while ago to keep her
from talking to the police. And he just
now killed his boss here, Gilbert.”

Flynn stood before the body in the
chair, looked it up and down. “Just one
less heel in this town. And that Zidell
baby— Today must have been his birth-
day or something.”

Daniels said: “I guess he didn’t mean
to blast Gilbert. He was shooting at me
but I ducked.”

“A good idea.” Flynn scratched the
stubble on his chin, eyed Daniels quiz-
zically. “Miss Parker kind of went to
bat for you. She gave us the idea of
dropping around here when she said that
car that almost ran us down looked like
her boss’s. She told us about overhear-
ing the phone conversation between Gil-
bert and Zidell and the rest of it. Only
she didn’t seem to know why they wanted
to frame you.”

“They tried to shake me down for some
advertising in their dirty sheet. I kicked
Zidell out of my office and he got a little
bit mad.”

“Sure.” Flynn nodded his head, smiled
wisely. “But why was Mary Hoyt put
on ice? She used to be Marcia Winters’
maid. I've got a hunch this hooks up
with that last mess you were mixed in.
It’s damn funny. First Winters’ chauf-
feur gets slugged out and now her former
maid has her throat carved.”

Daniels shrugged, said nothing. Then
he fished in a pocket, got out the state-
ment Gilbert had signed, passed it to the
detective. ‘“Here. If it means anything.
How’s your pal? Hurt bad?”

“Just nicked.” Flynn’s eyes were on the
sheet of paper. “This can’t do any harm.
How’s it to drop into H. Q. tomorrow
with the answers to a lot of questions?
You can drift out of here now if you
want.”

“Sure.” Daniels, acutely conscious of
the contents of his pockets, heaved a soft
sigh of relief. “Where’s Miss Parker?”

“We dropped her off at Sardi’s on the
way over.”

Daniels’ face relaxed in a grin as he
moved toward the door. “Right now I
could eat a horse and chase the rider.
I guess I'll just keep that dinner date.”

In the next issue—the first puzzle in a new series

Cross Roads of Crimme

by
Richard Hoadley Tingley

which is going to appear regularly in DIME DETECTIVE MAGAZINE. Each puzzle will pic-
ture some individual whose career is—or has been—bound up in some close way with the world
of crime, either on the side of the law or against it. Famous outlaws as well as famous detec-
tives and police figures will be pictured and in each case the name of the person under con-
sideration will appear within the puzzle. The correct solution together with a brief summary
of the figure’s career will be found in the issue following the one in which he—or she—has been
pictured, together with some interesting facts about his career.
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GCUN ANGLES

SO happens that in the last few
ITweeks we have been swamped with
queries from various of you DIME
DETECTIVE readers concerning differ-
ent controversial points regarding guns,
and the way they are used—or abused—
in detective fiction. We've put a couple
of these facers up to authors who ought
to know the what’s-what-and-why about
such weapons and here are quotations
from a few letters which should clear up
one of the angles which seems to have
been a bit cloudy up to now.

Mr. George W. Martin of New York
takes T. T. Flynn to task on what he con-
siders a bad technical error. Here’s the
way he jumped on us—

Gentlemen:

Your Dime Detectives are fine, so long
as they make sense. However, it quite
spoils a good story when the author is
guilty of gross carelessness, or if he is un-
familiar with firearms. Such is the case
in “Murder in the Mud” in your June first
issue. The person who writes under the
name of T. T. Flynn should take a course
in firearms.

I refer to the fact that in the story he
has a man shot with a small automatic
pistol which later turns out to have con-
tained blanks. Now, I have never heard
of blanks being made for an automatic
handgun. If so, I should like to be informed
where I could get some for my own use.

Will you kindly pass this on to the
above mentioned author. I like his stories,
but he should study up on guns.

+ Very truly yours,

As Mr. Flynn was somewhere between
New Orleans and New Mexico and not
available to take the witness stand in his
own behalf, we called on Leslie White,
our gun expert, lately associated with the
Los Angeles D. A’s office, to testify.
Here’s what he said—

—it’s a very delicate point and can’t be
answered didactically one way or the other.
One authority states that no automatic pis-
tol will shoot blanks unless specially pre-
pared with what is known as a “neck
down” muzzle. I contend, however, that
a single shot could be fired all right, but
the recoil would not be sufficient to either
eject the shell from the blank or to set the
firing pin for another or second shot. ¢

That seemed to vindicate both Mr.
Flynn and our genial critic to a certain
extent, and we were just about to go to
press without going into the matter fur-
ther when the author of the story in ques-
tion got caught up by his mail and crashed
through with the following.

I’m afraid this chap has spotted an er-
ror. As I recall the story in question, the
character was really murdered when first
written in; and revision made it a fake,
with blanks fired, and I didn't notice they
were from an automatic.

Offhand, as far as I know, only one blank
can be fired at a time from an automatic
The blank does not give recoil enough to
reload, and blanks in the clip would flip up
and jam, due to the lack of lead in the nose
to make them fit the clip.

However, this reader’s major kick seems
to be that blank shells for an automatic
handgun can not be purchased. How in
heck does he suppose automatics are fired
point blank (no pun meant there) in the
movies, and a thousand and one places
where automatics have fired blanks.

Blank cartridges for standard calibre
chambers and breeches are made and sold,
I'm sure. One could be slipped into the
breech. I'm not situated, on the road as I
have been for months, to make experiments.
I have only a shotgun and rifle along. I'm
not a gun expert or even an enthusiast, so
this is all offhand comment; but I think if
Leslie White replies he’ll say that blanks
can be purchased which will make a nice
bang in an automatic. But only one at a
time, without stopping to reload by hand.
Blanks can also be made., Plenty of gun
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enthusiasts load their own shells and fix
powder loads to suit themselves. The story
didn’'t say they were purchased; merely
used, and shot, presupposing the thing was
carefully planned, and blanks would have
been on hand for the job. However, that’s
quibbling about it. I think he’s wrong
about not being able to get blanks that
would fire in an automatic handgun—and
indirectly right in the point he uncovered,
and evidently did not no-
tice, that only one blank
ean be fired, and not
two, as the story stated.

All of which just goes
to prove that there is
much to be said on both
sides—of almost all ques-
tions. Come again, how-
ever, with your problems
and we’ll do the best we
can to solve them. Of
course, the question of
where to purchase said
blanks still remains un-
answered. How about
trying one of the theatri-
cal supply houses, Mr.
Martin? As Mr. Flynn
says, blanks are constant-
ly being shot from auto-
matics on the stage and
in movies. Some such
place of business might
very well fill your needs.

tre organist and worked at this until talk-
ing pictures killed this business. This took
me up and down the West Coast and as far
east as Tulsa, Oklahoma, though most of
the time was spent in San Francisco and
Los Angeles. Ran a show on the Klamath
Indian Reservation until 1930. Then many
things . . . starving and pick and shovel and
driving a truck among them. Writing since
the middle of 1932.

Writing - crime  fiction
came natural. When the
music business was good,
every musician got
around to a lot of places
and met a lot of the
(lower?) element, and I
used to be insane about
gambling, which same
habit took me to even
other places that serve
as a base for local color.
Also have chummed
around with several po-
licemen, which has

helped this slant.

The hobbies are fly
fishing and pistol shoot-
ing . .. the aversions are
fishing with heavy tackle
and the kind of yarns in
which the hero does im-
possible things with a
gun.

Am Irish by descent
. . . have just turned
33 . . . have been mar-
ried and divorced . . .
have a weakness for
blondes which I fight
against, knowing I can’t

AND here’s just room R. D. Totrey win . . . another for

to introduce an au-
thor you haven't met yet, but whose
stories you’ve been enjoying for several
issues. We give you—R.(oger) D. Tor-
rey. He says the following is frankly
deleted for the sake of the public.

Three years of high school. Canadian
army ;‘ sixteen. A year in a bank. Then
working in a sawmill, then keeping time
and books in a logging camp. Then play-
ing piano in a theatre. Graduated, or may-
be it was going the other way, into a the-

gambling, which I've

whipped. I'm too smart to even play penny
ante now, though it’s taken ten years to
get that way.

If that’s deleted, we’d like to have the
spaces filled in some time and see what
kind of a guy this Torrey man really is.
And from the way he handled the house-
game atmosphere in the opening of Dice
and No Dice we'd like to bet it’s not so
damn long since he dropped some dough
“inside the line.” How about it?
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G F. Pegram, Texas, clears $315 in his first 5 days in this busi-
J. C. May, Connectiout, cleared $262.36 m 9 days. E.
Foyer. Calif., makes $4,920 in 3 months’ time. C. W. Ferrell,
Ohio, writes: “My earnings have run well above $1,000
in a month’s time”—he has made over 1,000 sales, paying him
as high as $5 to $60 profit each sale. J. Olarke Baker, Connec-
ticut, sells 18 firms in 3 days’ time, netting $151.71 clear profit—
over $50 a day profit. Writes that 9 of these 13 firms are already
using second or third re?eat refill orders. And so on. These men
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Real Phgtographs

BEAUTIFUL GIRLS

(3 for $1.00)

THE WAI.I. SHOP

P. 0. Box 54, Station, N. Y. C.

EPILEPSY—EPILEPTICSI Detroit lady finds

complete relief for husband. Specialists, home—
abroad iaued Nothing to sell. All letters answered.

Dempster, Apt. 16, 6900 Lafayette Blvd, West,

END PAIN

. Geo.
Detroit. Mich.
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be A Detectwe

Make Secret Investigations

Earn Big Money. Work home or travel
Fascinating work. Experience unnecessary.
DETECTIVE Particulars FREE. Write to

GEORGE D.P. WAGNER, 240 Broadway,N.Y.

LET’S GO PLACES

AND DO THINGS

Feel young again—full of youthful &m-
bitlon and “‘pep.’ 'l’ake Rico-Brasil

B Mate’. It picks ‘you right up. Makes
you feel like going bplaces and doing
things. Excites nuscular activity. Keeps
your system free from the poisons that
slow you up. No need to aot OLD or
ragil Mate’.

supply for $1.00 by -n;......:."m%
BRASIL COMPANY,  Dept. I1,
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NEW STUFF!
WINNIE WINKLE

men 3 and Bubbles, Fannie Hill, Only a

Boy, Harold n and Liltm. Farmer's Dau‘hhr,
End of Helen, What To e Under the Fazlor Door,
Gay Love Letters Two Ways), Gay Life in

type pictures
thrilling poses with their fellows. We
fill orders the medaynmedwthem. All £
Send cash, or money order.

NOVELTY IMPORT CO.

BEPT. Y

or only

118t BROADWAY NEW YORK CITY

MARRIED WOMEN'S
SECRI’:.TQS N O

254 TQIAl S’ZE

Dan’t be disco or alarmed when naturs
: aﬂgngl. !oucmcnowd dz‘mmmw
Reguiator) double Mnm relieves un<
natural d‘ s, discouraging .:”“ of
overdue lieved ck)y.
dangerous, a nce? -
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FRENCH PHGTﬂS o
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Ta ¥r Lif , rear wlcws,
hen om e roup Pmues. A.nd
m ho!.l in our

own hoéoamv studios,
and aold to grown-ups eulE usor‘:’rjgnlf% \i(‘orsg'})t#) 18 prints for $2.00.

#4083 E. Forest Ave., Deﬂ Detroit, Mich.
Write today for FRER
s AVE 50 ©®  Mail Order price list
of Sanitary ities

of all kinds for men and women. Goods sent in plain
sealed envelope, e paid by us.
P. 0. BOX 91, DEPT. D-3, HAMILTON. ONTARIO

ONE WOMAN TO ANOTHER

'AIN AND DELAY NOW.
el; nn.mu fails. G.tlmur“dnv? A b. nmm

dyln

l-ad;ngweﬂod 5
took ibuhcetmuln'

rs. C.

nioc. BW‘I' ge §2.00. Svachl
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Snappy New Cartoon Cards
Adam & Eve; Dumb Dora; The Butterfiy; 32 French-type Photos;
couple before & after 0; See what

!ur door; 100 Pﬁctn.res of girls; 24

men omen. ALL FO ney Order).
P. MAILVIAY 331 t4th st. Bronmn. N. Yo

HYGIENE FOR MEN

ent infectiogy, Ask your drug-

gist for the “ gens ne’ SAKMITUBE, . fhe original Navy

Prophytactic, Write for
BENO ﬂDO Free Booklet

THE smruss Co. 'NEWPORT, R. L.

Dept-B.

TIRE USERS by thousandsallovertheU.S.A. voueh
for LONG, SERVICE, under severest road
of our reconstructed

conditions' standard brand

by the OEIOINAL SECRET YORK PROCESS.
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PATENTS

® Other men have
read and profited by
our free book “PAT-

ENT PROlTiEOTIONL" >
explain: i v
ARl HAVE -YOU AN IDEA

inventors and iMunstrates important mechanical pnnuples.
With bonk“we aho send free “Evidence of Invention’

form. foes, mhk thirty-

five years’ exp umu " Ayoid risk of delay. Write immedidtely to:

VICTOR F B ANS & €O., Registered Patent Attorneys,
21-K, Vlctor Building, Washington, D. C.
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Banish Fear
Prevent Disease

End Self Denial

s

1,9_’ .
=32 Ty
<

d

The Forbidden Secnels of Sex
NAYWM: false modesty! At last a tam- WHAT EVERY MAN SHOULD KNOW
ous doctor has told all the secrets of The Senual Embrace low 10 Regain Virility

in fraok, daring langusge. No prudish Sscrets of the b xual /
E(’ about the bush, no veiled hints, ;E‘,%:éi{,ﬂ""‘” T e ':;&‘ &m, 2
Ve 5 Abuse

¢t TRUTH, blazing through 576 pages
of l::mgh d&rw-rd facts Iﬁ“ﬂu :
ve e most # ecst,
the wot'l'd o' k:;w .;:?; to b;ﬁl“’ “r:
ved one...don't glean half-truths from
unreliable sousces. Nowyou cankaowhow
to ead ignoraace...fear...and self deaiall

MORE THAN 100 VIVID PICTURES
' The 106 illusteations leave nothing to
¢he imaginaton... kpow how to over
come physical mismating . .. know what
¢0 do on your wedding night to avoid the
comu-ing results of ignorance. -
Everysi inf‘punlning to scx is discussed
fn daring language. ANl the things Ko“
have wanted to know about your sex life,
dnformation about which other books only.
nguely hing, is yours a¢ last.
ome will be offended by the smazing
frankness of this book and’its vivid illus-
trations, but the world has no fonger any
use for prudery and false modesty.

xw A FAMOUS JUDGER

w of Perfect Mating Hew to Attrect and Hold
al

t t‘o Allow a Lover
tntimgte Feminine Hyglene Essentials of
Bk Comcol Chart’ The Sox Orgons ¥
MOMOSEXUALITY...SEX ABNORSALITIE
Do you know about the astouading wo
of “half sexes”? They crave the compagion
ship of their own sex...their practices are
ungelie‘v:ble to the normal mind...yet you
should 'undesstand chem. 5
Money back at once If you are not satisfied!
876 DARING PAGES

SAYS THAT MOSY
DIVORCES ARE CAUSED ¢
BY SEX IGNORANCE}
Normal, .'mmi;:d
are
young people & ‘ll:a

parc use they'
:ex kaowledge.,

PIONEER PUBLISHING CO.
- Dept. 980§ 1270 Sixth Ave., New York, N. Y. * |

Please lfndlﬁ\e, "s‘? Hnmt;ny &ng' E“fenin”tig p)luln
wra) . e postman $2. lus postage) on
dcllvp-preyr 1t 1 a_q"nrll’ot completely uti‘& lpun return

e book and the entire purchase price wifl be refunded

ediately. Also send me, FREE OF CHARGE, your,

book on ‘““Why Birth Controlf’*
Nawe

Addd;
Orders from Foreign Countries 15 Slumva in Advance

ALl
556 oy
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KNOW THE AMAZING TRUTH
- ABOUT SEX AND LOVE!
£ - N

:Dmiuéeq

s WHATEVERY WOMANSHOULDKNOW wrong sex practices. Read the

Men
Sexual Slavery of Womep .
Hepoy 5

FREE!

Stop Worrying
Conguer Ignorance
Overcome Shame

Roveafed!

Don’t be a slave to ignorance -and Rasy
Enjoy the u{omn;m delights of the pers
ve

_fect physical

Lost love...scandal...divorce... can
ften be prevented by ledge. Only

[2
of
the igaorant pay the 4 w of,

3 H cleacly,’
mnhngll told . . « study illustrar
‘tions and grope in darkaess no !oug“elt‘.}
You want t0 kaow...aad you sbo;
know everything about n‘: ﬁex is no longer'
8 sin...a mystery ...t oﬁ'mﬂ:ﬁ
power for h:p‘gineu.You owzit to yours:
...to the one you love, to tear aside the cure'

tain of bypocrisy and learn the naked trutht

ATTRACT THE OPPOSITE SEX)
Kanow bow to enjoy the thrilling experi-
encesot‘;n are yot{;’bir:hﬂght .!.lmow
how to actract the opposite sex . «. how
oo_!l_:l;:ld love. : ¥
: ager any need ¢
ere is no loager any {b(l’kg..im

awful price for one mome:
facts told so

the scientific pathologi
bravely l:’y Dr. Rubin. The chapters on
wvenereal disease are alone worth the prico
of the book. - : e

18 SEX IGNORANCE
DRIVING THE ONE YOU
LOVE INTO THE ARMS E
OF ANOTHER?
Let **Sex Harmony *
geach you how easy it is
win and your
wed one}

NEW BOOK ,
““WHY BIRTH CONTROL?",
Ttgs startling book discusses

irch com_;_ohin an entirely
new way — Tells you man
things abou d! di 5
subjeer. “Why Birch Coatrol”
=—will be a revelation to you =
§est(n ﬁuo all th?‘d h

x Harmon
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“F11PROVE in Only 7Days

that I Can Make

YOU aNew Man!”

No other Physical
Instructor in the
World has ever
DARED make
such an Offer.

By CHARLES ATLAS

Holder of the Title:
“The World’s Most Perfectly Developed Man”
Won in open competition in the only National and Inter=-
national contests held during the past 15 years.

that my system of building

powerful, big-muscled men
begins to show real results iz
only 7 days—and I can prove it
to you.

You don’t have to take my
word for it. You don’t have to
take the word of my hundreds
of pupils who have added inches
to their chests, biceps, neck,
thighs and calves in'only a few
days. No sir! You can prove
for yourself—in just one week—
by the change you see and feel
in your own body—that you can
actually become a husky, healthy
NEW MAN—a real “Atlas
Champion.”

All T want to know is: Where do
you want big, powerful muscles? How
many pounds of firm flesh do yox want
distributed over your body to fill you
out? Where do yox lack vitality, pep,
and robust health? Where do yox
want to take off flabby, surplus fat?

Just tell me, give me a week, and
I'll show you that I can make a New
Man of you, give you bodily power
and drive, and put you in that mag-
nificent physical condition which wins
you the envy and respect of any man
and the admiration of every woman.

My own system of Dynamic-Tension
does it. That’s the way I built myself
from a 97-pound weailing to ‘“The
World’s Most Perfectly Developed

an.”” And now yox can have a bi
balanced muscular development like
mine in the same easy way.

No “Apparatus” Needed!

You begin to FEEL and SEE the
difference in your physical condition
at once, without using any tricky

I HAVE proved to thousands

weights or pulleys, any pills,
‘‘rays,”” or unnatural dieting.
My Dynamic-Tension is a nat-
ural method of developing you
inside and out. It not only makes
you an ‘‘Atlas Champion,”” but
goes after such conditions as con-
stipation, pimples, skin blotches,
and any other conditions that
keep you from really enjoying
life and its good times—and it
starts getting rid of them at

Let Me Tell You How

Gamble a stamp today by mail-
ing the coupon for a free copy of |
my new illustrated book, ''Ever-
lasting Health and Strength.”” It
tells you all about my special
Dynamic-Tension method. It
shows you, from actual photos,
how I have developed my pupils
to the same perfectly balanced
proportions of my own physique,
by my own secret methods. What
my system did for me, and these
hundreds of others, it can do for
you too. Don’t keep on being
only 25 or 50 per cent of the
man you can be! Find out what

I can do for you.
Charles Atlas—

Send for FREE BOOK " cupies giae—

‘Where shall I send el e e N .

your copy of ‘‘Ever-
lasting Health and | %}:&F%E_ﬁ ATLAS,
I

Strength’’? Write 5
your name and ad- 133 E. 23rd St., N. Y. C.
dress plainly on the I want the proof that your
gggg;m- ?&rmﬂélwlrg | system of Dynamic-Tension
new “Atlas body’” will make a New Man of
is waiting for you. l
This book tells you
how easy it is to |
get, my way. Send I
1

NEAME  cowms vongs s pows LETes § LENET § FFPES HEEES 66
},’;ﬁso‘}{’,ﬁﬂ‘{“ to me (Please print or write plainly)
CHARLES ATLAS Address e e .
Dept. 83-J
133 E. 23rd St. i Gy s smes w wns R ——
New York City © 1934, C. A. Ltd.

Photo by Joel Feder.

me—give me a healthy, husky body and big muscle development.
Send me your free book, ‘'Everlasting Health and Strength.”



Back again with Good
Times . . . America's largest
Mail Order Credit Jewelers
with reputation for 56 years
of fair dealings offer these
jewelry bargains at special
introductory prices on l.b-
eral credit terms wunder
YOUR MONEY BACK
GUARANTEE. You'll save
by shopping direct by mail.

WHAT YOU DO

Send only $1.00, -giving
name, address, number of
article desired and a_ brief
note stating: (1) Age (must
be over 20) (2) Occupation
(3) Employer and other
facts about yourself. All
information confidential; no
direct inquiries made.

WHAT WE-DO

Upon arrival of your order,
we will open a 10-month
Charge Account and send
selection for your approval
and 10-Day Free Trial. If
satisfied you pay balance
_in 10 equal monthly pay-
| ments.: Otherwise _ return _
‘and your money will be
refunded.

CASHforOLDGOLD

Your Old Gold Rings,
watch cases, efc.  are
worth 50% more. Send bg
Registered Mail = Cas
sent |mmediqielr. Mer-
chandise held 10 days
for approval.

Complete Catalog of
Diamonds, Waiches,
jewelry, silver-
ware, all on 10-
month terms—
sent upon re-
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