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HORDES OF THE RED BUTCHER

A eriminal master-mind looses a ghastly menace upon America!

Every man, woman and child in But only one man, that debonair
this land was imperiled by the clubman, known to a few as the
horrible weapon which an ambi- Spider, guessed the extent of the
tion mad criminal arch-criminal’s  plot.
brain sent forth to do - And Richard Went-
his will. ... For brutes, worth, in the hour of
endowed with the cun- his country’s greatest
ning of the jungle and need, paced back and
directed by a man of forth in a death cell at
keen intelligence, were Sing Sing, waiting to
ravaging the nation. pay a bitter price for
No one was safe from his love of American
their murder-mania! justice!
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A THRILLING EPISODE IN THE LIFE OF THE SPIDER, BEST BELOVED
CHARACTER IN MODERN FICTION. IT IS A STORY YOU WILL
NEVER FORGET! COMPLETE IN THE JUNE ISSUE

MASTER oF MEN!

America is assailed by the ambitious sons
of Genghis Khan, the Scourge of Asia, in—

Invasion of the Yellow Warlords

With breath-taking swiftness, the first crip-
pling blow was struck! The American Paci-
fic Fleet, staunch guardian of our western
coast and oceanic possessions, was obliter-
ated by an uncanny device, the new devastat-
ing weapon of a greedy Asiatic power. The
heavy, metal plates buckled, twisted, turned
by a potent ray into red-hot, fluid steel. Soldiers who stood ready
to repulse the invaders in California, felt their guns rendered useless.
Only one man, Jimmy Christopher, called Operator 5 in the secret
annals of the American Secret Service, understood fully the danger
which menaced his beloved native land. And, Operator 5 had been
branded a traitor. The very men who should have been working with
him to resist the inroads of the Yellow Horde were seeking his life!

A FEATURE-LENGTH NOVEIL OF AMERICA’S UNDERCOVER ACE. PLUS
OUTSTANDING STORIES OF THE INTELLIGENCE AND OTHER FASCINATING
FEATURES . . . COMPLETE IN THE JUNE ISSUE—
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Science Finds New Way to Remove
Germ Cause and Activate Dormant
Roots to Grow New Hair.

(Read Free Offer)
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A COUPLE
OF QUICK
ONES

By Frederick Nebel

Author of “Hell Couldu’t Stap Him,” eic.

Murder or Suicide

HE streets were empty at half

past one. The cab sped down Cen-

ter Street with nothing to stop it,
not even a traffic light. After midnight
they merely set the yellow caution signals.
Portbridge’s main drag was, by day, a
hive of activity. At this hour there were
only low night-lights in the shops and an
occasional cop pegging his post and let-
ting the speed limit slide. The sound of a
freight train hauling heavily out of the
east yards, came sharp and clear across
4



A Cardigan Novelette

Every clue sang "Suicide!” and
the coppers took up the echo and
Played parrot to the same tune.
But that big dick from Cosmos was
damned if he'd harmonize with a
chorus of blue-coated, flai-foot
wind instruments. Not while he
could pull a couple of quick ones
out of his own barrel-chest and
drown out the off-key howling with
a murder solo.

hour in a dull, heavy monotone.
The cab took a vicious right-turn into
Elder Street, hummed through Elder and
cut diagonally across Bannion Square. It
' 5
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turned right where a sign said Neo Right
Turn and peunded dewn the long grade
of Seuth Bannion Street past dull, re-
spectable rooming heuses.

At the base of the hill the driver
whipped left inte Sumner Street, jammed
on his brakes and stopped am imch from
the red-tinted headlights of a parked am-
bulanee. “Boy, some brakes!” he erowed.

Cardigan picked his hat up off the
floor, put it on and opened the door.
There were other ears parked along the
curb and on the sidewalk were a dozen-
odd persons, men and women, some
huddled in bathrebes. A couple of uni-
formed cops were hanging around in
front of the three-storied frame reoming
house and acress the street some people
were leaning on the windowsills of an-
other heuse.

Cardigan handed the driver a bill and
the latter said: “Hey—psi—d’ja notice
me brakes?”

“I noticed them, buddy.”

“Funny, them brakes. Sometimes they
catch and then again sometimes they
don’t.”

“What happens when they don’t?”’

“Well, y’ see, chief, I ain’t met nothin’
yet when they don’t, so I can’t say. But
hot damn, weuld that ambulance ha’ been
sore if they didn’t werk that time!” He
chuckled, slapped his knee. “It would ha’
been a joke on them, all right.”

Cardigan tipped him a dime, said sadly,
“If you wake up some day with the trans-
mission in your hair, don’t say I didn’t
warn you,” and stretched his legs toward
the door of the brown frame house.

Oneé of the cops blocked him. “Press?”’

“Ne. Keenan called me. Cardigan.”

“0.K. Top floor.” The cop dropped his
voice: “Take it slow, pal. Keenan’s got
ants in his pants tonight.”

“Feeling his ants, eh?”

The cop rolled his eyes. “Hell, yes P

he muttered.

CARDIGAN climbed slowly, heavily,

his big face saturmine beneath his
lop-eared hat. In his deep dark eyes was
a look that was half treubled, half angry.
He paid no attentien to the people
grouped in the second-floer cerridor ; they
were also wrapped in robes, one in a
blanket. He went past them and climbed
to the next corrider and saw at the end
of it a door partly epen. The deer was
splintered but still clung to its hinges. He
pushed it wide.

The room was square, fairly large,
cheaply but neatly furnished—a combina-
tion bedroom and living reom. It was
pretty crowded: cops, a couple of news-
papermen, the ambulance docter, the cor-
oner, Lieutenant Keenan and Sergeant
Brotski, both plainclothed and frem head-
quarters. They were all standing around
or lounging in the chairs. On a narrow
studio bed, which steod against ene wall,
lay the dead man. Cardigan, his fists hang-
ing heavily in the pockets of his shabby
ulster, stared at the bed with a kind of
rueful bitterness.

Keenan said in a voice low and lazy
with sarcasm: “Put your dough on the
wrong horse, didn’t you?” He was an
incredibly tall and thin man ef about
fifty, elegantly dressed in dark clothes.
His hair was the color of a silver-fox pelt,
soft and silky and well groomed. His
face was long, narrow, dead-white, with
steely shrewd eyes, a mouth like a
straight-drawn red line. His hands were
covered with rings and a diamond glit-
tered in his deep blue tie. He chuckled
drily. “Take a good long look, Cardigan,
and if your face grows red, we’ll under-
stand. The guy you went to bat for, the
state’s star witness, pulled a quick one on
you.” His slow dry voice was mocking.
“It pains hell out of me to tell you that
Walter Symonds committed suicide.”

Cardigan said: “You pain more than



A Couple of Quick Ones 2

hell out of me.- Suppose you skip the
cheap comedy.”

“You wouldn’t get sore, would you?”

“If you think you rate a laugh, you're
screwy. Did I come over here to listen to
a lot of warm air or to get the facts? If
you think you’re funny, Keenan, I don’t
see anybody rolling in the aisles.”

Keenan said in a low incisive voice: “I
don’t think I'm funny, Cardigan. With
the joke on you, I don’t have to be.” He
held out a coil of rope. ‘“That is what he
hung himself with!”

Cardigan took the rope, looked at it and
said : “Greased, eh?”

“Sure. To make it slide, so it wouldn’t
jam.”

“Where’d he hang himself ?”

Keenan nodded to the window. “Stick
your head out and on the left you'll see an
iron hook. I guess they used to hang a
washline on it.”

CARDIGAN went to the open window,

leaned out and saw on the left, im-
bedded in the outside of the building, a
sturdy iron hook. Below, the back yard
was a dark well of shadow and beyond a
low board fence and a low shed, empty
fields stretched away. Cardigan leaned on
the windowsill.

Keenan was saying: “Patrolman Da-
miani found him. Damiani was heading
across those fields back there, taking a
short-cut. The only light in the building
was this one and Damiani thought he saw
something hanging there. He came over
to make sure.”

“What time was that?”’

“A quarter to one.”

“How . long was Symonds hanging
here?” :

“We figure since about sometime be-
tween eleven and twelve.”

Cardigan backed into the room, turned
and looked at the door. ‘“What about the
door 7

“We had to bust it in. Ft was locked
and bolted on the inside.” Keenan smiled
mockingly. “I suppose your idea is to
make out that somebody eame in and hung
him out the window.”

“You couldn’t do my thinking if you
tried.”

“I can guess as good as you, though.
Too bad there’s no fire-escape outside the
window, so you could say some guy came
and left that way.” His voice was low,
playful, malicious. He handed Cardigan
a rumpled sheet of paper. “We picked this
out of the wastebasket. He started to
write a swan song and gave it up.”

Cardigan scowled down at the unfin-
ished letter.

Dear Laura: It seems useless for me
to go on lke this any longer. I'm only
kidding myself. I know how you fee! about
it, and God bless you for it, but I feel
that sooner or later someone will find out
and I'd rather tell them new than wait
and—

It ended there. Cardigan’s lips tight-
ened and he felt the hair en the back of
his neck prickle. He felt that all eyes
were upon him—Keenan’s cool, mocking
eyes and the eyes of the others, the cops,
the newspapermen. Without raising his
own eyes he passed the unfinished letter
back to Keenan and muttered: “Who's
Laura?”

“T’d like to know.”

“Didn’t he leave an address book?”

“He did, but there’s no Laura in it.”

Cardigan turned to the window again.
“Did you look around down in the yard ?”

“Yeah. We looked in the shed, too,
just in case there was a ladder there.
There wasn’t.” He leered. “Listen, I
didn’t put ideas in your head when I
kidded you about you making up some
other guy hung him out, did I?”

Cardigan said in a dull, preoccupied
voice, “I wouldn’t give your ideas stand-
ing room,” and moved across to the bed.
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He stared down at the dead man but
hardly saw him. He was wrapped in
thought, almest oblivious new to anyone
in the reom.

Keenan said: “That’s the trouble with
you, Cardigam. You think everybody’s
ideas stink but your own. You were the
first te stand up and say I was cracked
when I wanted to bear down on Sy-
monds—"

“You landed on Symonds,” Cardigan
said without turning, “because he hap-
pened to be the easiest guy te land on. He
was the guy that carried the money and
he was aleme when it was stolen, and he
didn’t see the guy that conked him and
grabbed the bag and nobody else saw it,
and beeause Symonds got the jitters you
figured right away he framed the whole
thing. The angle was so open-and-shut
that I weuldn't spit on it.”

Keenan’s eyes got very frosty. “No.
What you had to do, you had to make a
fancy ease out of it. The writing was
on the wall, but that wasn’t good enough
for you; you had to turn your puss the
other way amd make out that I was a
lousy bloclchead.”

ARDIGAN turned and raked him
with a head-to-foot look. “I got a

big enough case against Mulvaney to rate
an indictment, to bring him to trial. I
placed him within a block of the crime—
at the time of the crime. The bootblack
saw him and identified him. The taxi-
cab driver saw him. Mulvaney was carry-
ing a Gladstone bag—it was big enough
to hold the bag of money that Symonds
had. Mulvaney was holding a handker-
chief to his nose. It was bloody. When
they picked Symonds up—those two
truckmen—they swore there was blood on
his knuckles. My contention was that,
when Symonds was blackjacked, his hand
flew back and accidentally socked Mul-
vaney in the nose. We know that, a week
before the crime, Mulvaney had to move

from the Flagg Hetel because he owed
two months’ rent. We knew he owed a
liqguor bill and feod bill and bills for
clothes. We know that, a week after the
crime, he bought a new car. We know
that he has a record a mile leng for simi-
lar crimes. And with all that stuff in
your files, it took me to find it. And be-
fore he was jugged an heur, who turned
up as counsel? Tully Pomeroy, the crim-
inals’ friend—at a price.”

Keenan’s smile was chill, satiric. “All
pretty. All very pretty, Cardigan. Ex-
cept that the day before the star witness
is to go on the stand and testify he”—
Keenan waved a hand languidly toward
the corpse, then toward the window—
“goes and hangs himself. He starts a let-
ter to a gal and hasn’t the guts to finish it
and chucks it in the basket.” He flexed
his lips, bent his frosty silver brows. “The
writing’s on the wall again, Cardigan, but
you’re too damn stubborn to read it and
take it on the chin.”
~ Cardigan looked at the wall. “There’s
one thing I don’t see on the wall, bright
eyes. And you don’t, either.”

“Tell me, teacher.”

“The money. The seventy grand that
was stolen.”

Keenan made an impatient gesture.
“You had Mulvaney brought to trial with-
out showing the money !”

“Use your head, if that’s what you
wear on your shoulders. When a guy
commits suicide, he does it because he
wants to clear things up. If a guy com-
mitted suicide because he yanked seventy
thousand dollars, he’d tell where he
bunked the money.”

Keenan locked amazed. *You mean to
stand there and tell me that Symonds
didn’t commit suicide.”

“I mean to stand here and tell you that
I don’t know whether he did or not—
and neither do you.”

Keenan spread his hands wearily to-
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ward the reporters, “The door bolted
from the iniside, the unfinished letter, no
fire-escape, no ladder or marks of a lad-
der in the yard, the guy hanging by the
neck outside his window—and he didn’t
commit suicide.”

“Fake it easy,” Cardigan warned. “I
said 1 didn’t know.”

“I know!” Keenan snapped. “And if
the press wants a statement, there it is.
I believe Symonds committed suicide.
And as for you,” the lieutenant rasped in
a voice hard with seorn, “the only thing
you're trying to de is get out from under
the boner you pulled when you collared
Mulvaney.” Color actually came into his
thin face and his pale eyes shimmered.
“You talleed the state’s attorney’s office
into such a sweat over Mulvaney that any-
thing T said abeut Symonds was given a
swift kick in the pants. I was just a
horse’s neck. Symonds took that money!”
he ripped eut. He leveled a long arm at
the corpse and chopped off : “There’s your
answer.”

" “Yours,” Cardigan said, going to the
door. “Not mine.”

Keenan leveled an arm after him. “It'l
be yours too, baby, before you’re much
older. 'm no flash-in-the-pan. I began
learning hew to be a cop twenty-five years
ago and—"

“When do you expect to be one?”
Cardigan said, pulling open the splintered
door.

Keenan said, in a stony voice: “I can
take that kind of crack, too, and laugh.”

“Well, T don’t see you taking it and if
that’s a laugh on your kisser, I've been
kidded ail my life.”

Sergeant Brotski, scowling beneath his
black porcupine hair, said, “A push in the
face might do that guy good,” and came
halfway to the door, impressed with the
idea, adding: “If I had you alone in a
room, guy, I'd take you apart.”

“If you had me alone in a room, Brot-

ski, you weulda't have the guts to try.”

Keenan elipped: “Cut that nensense,
Hauk. Come back here. There's other
ways to make that wiseacre say uncle.”

“Be thinking them up,” Cardigan said
contemptuously, and went out.

He went down the stairs slowly, a great
deal more slowly than he had climbed
them. His forehead was wrinkled with
doubt, his eyes dark with anger and frus-
tration. When he reached the lower hall
he paused and ground his palm thought-
fully on the newel post, chewed on a cor-
ner of his mouth. Then he turned and
strode to the rear of the hallway, unbolted
the back door and stepped out into the
darkness of the yard. The night air was
damp, celd, but the sun had shone brightly
during the day and the ground was soft,
cushiony. He made his way through short,
ragged grass to the shed, entered and
turned en his smal pocket flashlight, He
went around inside the shed, following
the flashlight’s beam ; snapped it off finally
and stood for a long minute in the dark-
ness, sunk in unhappy thought.

With a low sigh he again returned to
the yard, looked up and saw the lighted
window of Symonds’ room. Going to the
ground beneath it, he bent and sprayed
his flashlight around, saw no ladder marks
in the soft earth. Still bent over, he moved
awkwardly, used his free left hand to
rummage in the tattered grass; tossed
stone after stone out of the way. Pres-
ently he tossed away an object that was
not a stone, and realizing his oversight,
hastened to recover it. It was a small,
straight-stemmed briar pipe with an oddly
shaped bowl.

CHAPTER TWO
Seventy-Grand Hunch

THE Bearcat was an all-night bar and
'+ snack place between the theater dis-
trict and the tony West End. The Bear-
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~ cat itself was pretty tony, but in a nice
way. It was small, snug, paneled in oak,
with brown leather chairs in the room
where the tables were and high chairs
with little curved backs at the bar. Cardi-
gan stopped for a Swiss-on-rye and a
bottle of beer and went into the bar to
get it.

Sam Sheffield, the Cosmos Agency’s
local attorney, was sitting on one of the
stools and sucking dreamily at an absinthe
frappé.

“I figured you’d be here, counsellor,”
Cardigan said, climbing onto a chair
without further ceremony.

“How’d you figure that out?” Shef-
field asked without seeming to be much
interested. .

“Well, you’ve been here every night
for the past two weeks. Maybe that had
something to do with it.”

“Smart fella. ’Orace,” he said to the
barman without looking at him, “give my
friend a drink.”

“Right-o, sir,” the pop-eyed barman
chirped. “W’ot will hit be, Mr. Cardi-
gan?”’

“Beer and Swiss-on-rye and I'll put
the mustard on.”

“Right-o, sir.”

HEFFIELD continued to brood over
his drink. He was a man who might

have been forty or sixty and was fifty-
three. His hair was a peppery gray fuzz
atop a domed head and beneath it his
face looked battered and warped as
though it had weathered a thousand
storms.
wrinkles, it looked tough as leather. He
was not a big man.

Cardigan said: “What are you looking
down-at-the-mouth about ?”

“I’m troubled.”

“That’s what you think.”

“What do you mean?”’

“I. mean if you think you’re troubled

His skin was crisscrossed with-

now, you’ll prebably pass out over what
I tell you.”

“Oh, I don’t know. I'm troubled
enough. It’s about some nut came to see
me today. And about Napoleon.”

“I know; you’re drunk.”

“No, Jack. I'm just troubled. This nut
came to me and wanted me to eollect all
the statues I possibly could of Napoleon.
All of them. All of the statues. Offered
to pay me a ten-percent commission on the
price I'd pay for each one.”

“Maybe he’s crazy about Napeleon.”

Sheffield shook his head. “No, he hates
the guy.”

“Listen, are we talking about the same
thing.”

“I'm talking about Napoleon and this
fellow not liking Napoleon and wanting
me to get all the statues I ean, with a cut
of ten percent on each buy.”

Cardigan called the barman and said:
“Horace, how many has he had?”

“Drinks? ’Im, Mr. Sheffield?
only ’ad four.”

“Did you hear the Napoleon story?”

Horace dropped his eyes, wagged his
head dolefully. “Hit is sad, eyen’t hit,
sir,” he said, and went down to the other
end of the bar to get the Swiss-on-rye
from a waiter.

“It’s the truth, Jack,” Sheffield in-
sisted.

“O.K., O.K.,” Cardigan said, humor-
ing him. “Skip it and tie your ears onto
this. Symonds committed suicide.”

Sheffield had been on the point of con-
tinuing his story. He stopped, turned his
head slowly and regarded Cardigan with
dull, uncomprehending eyes. Cardigan’s
sandwich and beer came down the bar
and he spread the mustard liberally.

“It’s a lie,” said Sheffield.

“Only he didn’t commit suicide.”

“Ah, I knew it. Knew it was a lie.”

“But he’s dead.”

Sheffield put his drink down. “Some-

’E’s
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body’s drunk arvound here and if it’s me,
I’ve been holding it from myself a long
time.”

Cardigan said : “¥t looks like suicide and
Keenan says it’s suicide but if it’s a sui-
cide 'm an Eskimo with bells on. If
you can keep your face out of that drink
long enough, I'll tell you about it.”

“It deesn’t make semse, but go ahead
anyhow. I like the way you murder eur
native tongue.”

CARDIGAN related everything up un-

til the time he left young Symonds’
roem. Sheffield raised his drink and for
no apparent reason it fell from his hand,
crashed en the bar, and he said: “My
bum hand, Jack. Gees limp on me some-
times. Make me anether, ’Orace,” he
called out, and then to Cardigan, “The
way you tell it, 'H lay my money on
Keenan. Where do I eome in for all the
trouble you anticipate ?”’

“Just before I came over here I met
Tully Pomeroy. He was going in the
rooming house. Somebedy’d phoned him.
He’s going to pull a quick one. He's go-
ing to turn areund and sue the agency for
a hundred grand—false arrest of Jake
Mulvaney. Sep that in yeur frappé.”

Sheffield leaned on the bar. “Does that
half-wit think he can get away with a
gag like that?”

“Listen, Sam. He’s no half-wit and if
he plays his shots right he’ll get away with
it. He’s got everything on his side. The
Mulvaney angle’ll be thrown out of court.
No matter how much the jury thinks, up
to now, that Mulvaney’s guilty; if it’s
hammered down their throats that the
state’s star witmess committed suicide on
the eve of the day he's to testify on the
stand, they'll bring in a verdict of not
guilty. Then what? Then Pomeroy comes
back at us with this false-arrest gag. And
of all the cockeyed jokes, he’ll have the
police department on his side. He’ll have

Keenan and all the other crackpots that
believed im the beginning that Symenmds
was guilty. Net because these cops are
crooked—I doa’t believe they are—but
because they’ll have to testify. It's a
beautiful set-up—for Pomeroy. If yeu
don’t think it is, you're twice as a drunk
as I think you are.”

Sheffield’s wrinkled lids drepped lower
over his eyes. He mused aloud: “Tully
Pomeroy, the crookedest shyster in the
state, with the cops testifying for his
client.” He sighed. “I never thought I’d
live to see that.”

“You won'’t, if I can help it.”

“How can you stop it, kid?”

Cardigan made a fist. “I've got to,
Sam. I've got to follow my hunch and
I've got to prove that Symonds didn’t
snatch that bankroll and I’ve got to prove
it before the case of the state against Mul-
vaney goes to the jury. If I don’t—hell,
man, the agency can’t afford it !”

“Don’t yell so. It's all right for you to
get sore and all steamed up, pal, but as
far as I can see, from what you've told
me, it looks like swicide. Keenan’s a
nasty man, but he’s on the level—"

“Keenan may be on the level but he’s
a fathead at heart and all he can think of
now is getting even with me. And any-
how, I didn't finish.” He pulled out of
his pocket the straight-stemmed briar
pipe with the oddly shaped bowl and laid
it on the bar. “I picked that up down in
the yard under Symonds’ window. It’s his
pipe. I know it because I used to see him
smoking it.”

“How long was it down in the yard?”

“Not long. There was tobacco in it
and I took the tobacco out and the heel
was still wet. I blew through the stem
and I blew out moisture, The tobacco
that was in the bowl was that stringy kind
that packs in tight and that’s why it didn’t
fall out. And it was almost full.”

“He could have thrown the pipe away.”
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“The way I've seen that guy smoke
and cuddle that pipe, he wouldn’t have
thrown it away.”

“How’d it get in the yard then?”

“It was knocked there, out of his hand
or out of his mouth, during a struggle.”

SHEFFIELD smiled bleakly. “You

told me yourself the door was bolted
on the.inside and that no ladder was
used. Don’t let that hunch run away with
you. A hunch never holds in a court of
law, Jack.”

Cardigan was exasperated. “Damn it to
hell, there are other things! Listen—that
line that strangled him was greased. I’ve
seen any number of suicides, guys that
hung themselves, but I never yet saw a
guy that greased his own line. Now pic-
ture his bedroom, minus the flatfeet, the
press and the other guys. Before he
turned in, he took out a clean shirt and
hung it over a chair, put the collar but-
tons in the neckband and cufflinks in the
sleeves. The shirt was clean—never worn ;
you could tell. There’s the little table be-
side the bed. On it’s a glass of water and
his alarm clock, set to go off at six thirty
A M. He was in bed and got out or was
dragged out. After I came in out of the
yard—and after I met Pomeroy—I found
the woman that runs the rooming house
and she said that at ten, only an hour or
two before he was supposed to have died,
Symonds came down and knocked on her
door. She was in bed and she called out
and asked what he wanted and he said
could she have breakfast for him at seven
instead of seven thirty.”

Sheffield shrugged. “You're building
up nicely, Jack, but you’re overlooking
that letter he started to write to this girl
named Laura.”

Instantly Cardigan looked dismal.
“Yeah, I know. That’s the one catch.”

“It ought to be Pomeroy’s trump card.”
Sheffield raised his glass and smiled

dreamily at it. “Tough, tough. It’ll be the
first case Pomeroy ever beat me in.”

“You sound licked before you start.”

“I am. You've handed him a golden
egg, Jack, on a golden platter. . . . Now
about this fellow and the statues of
Napoleon—"

Cardigan growled: “You and Napo-
leon! I'm going home.”

He slammed out of the Bearcat, walked
three blocks and swung into a telegraph
office, where he wired his New York office
the whole details. Instead of taking a cab,
he walked to his hotel, his hands thrust
deep in his overcoat pockets and his
thoughts wallowing in gloom. Sheffield
was right. A hunch was worthless in a
court of a law. He knew it himself but
hated to admit it.

CHAPTER THREE

White Guy

: THE morning was bright, windy, with

cottony clouds galloping in the sky.
The wind hummed on the broad avenues,
boomed and clapped in the narrow streets
and sent odd bits of newspaper skating
and skyrocketing. - Men’s hats blew off
and women had trouble with their skirts.
The faces of traffic cops were beet-red and
newsboys drummed cold feet on the
corners.

At fifteen past nine Cardigan came
round Tremont into Baxter Street, the
wind ballooning his ulster and whistling
past his ears. He passed beneath the
booming canvas marquee of the Axmin-
ster Arms, hit the heavy swing-door with
his shoulder and banged his big feet
across the quiet, luxurious lobby; passed
the mosaic desk and entered one of three
elevators. It lifted him smoothly to the
seventh floor and he walked down the cor-
ridor and pressed a small white button
alongside the door numbered 717. It was
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opened by a mulatte with slicked-down
ebony hair, who bowed Cardigan in be-
fore the big cep had time to say a werd.
He took Cardigan’s hat and overcoat and
gracefullty ushered him down a narrow
foyer amd into a large and elegant living
room, filed with peried furniture.

“Mr. Pomeroy wifl be in directly,” said
the mulatto, dropping his soft, expres-
sionless eyes, then retiring.

Cardigan didn’t sit dewn, he was too
impatient, too restless. He paced up and
down teking sharp drags at a cigarette
and in a minute or two Pomeroy ceme
through a door at the far end of the vast
room. He was a big-bodied man dressed
in striped trousers and a black swallow-
tailed ecat, wing collar and black-and-
white-striped tie. His hair was thick,
black, bushy; his eyebrows tremendous.
His face was florid, heavy-jowled, and his
mouth seemed set on one side of it.

“Hello, Cardigan,” he said in a boom-
ing, hearty veice, flung a big hand toward
an easy chair. “Sit down, sit down. Sorry
as hell to get you over so early but I
wanted to ‘see yeu before I went to
court.”

Cardigan sat down, unsmiling, and
Pomeroy walked en to the end of the
room, turned and came back and went
past Cardigan and then stopped twenty
feet away, where he swiveled heavily and
suddenly jammed a cigar between his
teeth. His voice eame loud, heavy, as
though he were addressing an audience
in a great hall.

“I had a talk with Mulvaney,” he
boomed. “You may not know it, Cardi-
gan, but Mulvaney’s a nice lad, a great
lad, a lad with a big heart. Do you know
what Mulvaney said? When I told him
I was going to sue your agency in his
bebalf for a hundred grand, why, he
didn’t think much of it. He said, ‘Mr.
Pomeroy, all T want is to be cleared of
this charge. I don’t want to pick on those

people.’ Now there's a white guy for you,
Cardigan—white as they meke ’em.”

He lit his eigar and took another pound-
ing turn round the room aad again stopped
far off, suddenly, and held up a fat, rigid
forefinger. “But maybe I'm not a nice
guy, Cardigan. Mulvaney was broke when
I took his case, didn’t have a cent. I took
it because I hate to see an inmocent man
persecuted. It’s taken a let of my time, a
lot of my money, and, I tell you, I'm net
as easy-going as Mulvaney. Besides, I
can’t afford to lose money. I tock the
case, I say, to save an immocent man,” he
roared, “but now that I’ve got a chance
to make some money, I think Mulvaney
ought to sue you fellows. Owes it to him-
selfi—to me! I know I've got a case. I
can not only sue you fellows for a hun-
dred grand—I can get it. I can summon
a battery of witnesses that you fellows
could never hope to laugh away—Lieu-
tenant Keenan, Sergeant Brotski, Inspec-
tor Ness, half a dozen patrolmen. By
God, I can even summon the man who at
present, in this trial, is my distinguished
opponent. I refer, Cardigan, to State’s
Attorney Moffat!”

HE paused, his big head hauled way

black, his round eyes wide with won-
der at the possibilities that lay before
him. Then, suddenly, he picked up a
chair, carried it across the room and placed
it very close to Cardigan. He sat down,
lowered his thick eyelids, smiled out of
the side of his mouth and laid his hand on
Cardigan’s knee.

“Maybe I am, after all, a bit of a white
guy,” he said in a veice suddenly rich
with oil. He leaned forward. “Now I
haven't peeped to the papers yet about
what I intended to do. I haven’t given
them an inkling that I intend to sue
you fellows. Cardigan,” he said in a
soft, salubrious voice, “I’'m going to give
you a break. A break, my boy. You don’t
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want this in the papers. You don’t want
to get a lousy reputation. You don’t
want to run smack up against a ]udgment
of a hundred grand, do you?”

Unsmiling, Cardigan said, “No,” in a
dull, wary voice.

Pomeroy smacked him on the knee. “Of
course you don’t! So I'm giving you a
break. Cardigan”—he lifted his fore-
finger—“we can settle this thing like
gentlemen. All I want is some small
change to pay for expenses incurred in
this most unfortunate trial of Mulvaney.
All T want, Cardigan, is forty thousand
dollars—and everything will be dropped.”
He sat back and nibbled thoughtfully on
his cigar.

Cardigan said: “I only work for the
agency. I can’t promise you anything.”

“Call your boss, if you want to.”

“I don’t want to, but I'll have to.” He
stood up and went across the room to a
telephone.

“Don’t use that one, Cardigan,” Pome-
roy said, rising and beckoning. “That’s a
house phone. I've got a private outside
wire in my study.”

He led Cardigan into the foyer, down
the foyer and into a smaller but no less
luxurious room. Pointing to a dial phone,
he said: “You'll get a better connection.

Cardigan called New York and in three
minutes had George Hammerhorn on the
wire. He said: “I'm here in Pomeroy’s
apartment, George. You got my wire? . . .
Well, Pomeroy says that for forty grand
he’ll quash his intentions. . . . How do I
feel about it? I'm calling to see how you
feel about it. . . . What would I say?
Why, I'd tell Pomeroy to go plumb to
hell. . . . O.K,, George,” he said, staring
at the number of the phone—Western
3300.

He hung up and turned to Pomeroy
and said: “Well, counsellor, I guess you
can go plumb to hell.”

For a moment Pomeroy acted like a

man trying to regain his balance. He re-
gained it. His thick face was very hard
and savage and there was no merey in his
bulging eyes. “You guys will eat dirt for
that!” he spat.

“You offered us a proposition and we
turned it down. What the hell are you
beefing about ?”’

“You'll beef, guy, when you fork over
a hundred thousand! By God, I'll cruaify
you!”

“For a guy that expects to get a hun-
dred grand,” Cardigan said derisively,
“you sure don’t lock happy.”

“I made you a white proposition—"

“I’'m not color-blind,” Cardigan ripped
in, his eyes snapping. “I know a shake-
down when I see it and don’t think those
fancy pants and that go-to-hell collar you
wear turns red to white in my eyes. I sud-
denly don’t like you, Mr. Pomeroy. To
hell with you and good day.” He turned
on his heel and strode out of the study,
down the foyer. He snatched his hat and
coat from the mulatto and put them on
as he went down in the elevator.

EN he strode into Sam Sheffield’s

office twenty minutes later, Sheffield

and his secretary, Miss Olds, were stand-

ing in front of the window pointing

down into the street. First Sheffield cried,

“Beaver!” and then Miss Olds cried,

“Beaver!” and this went on for several

minutes. Cardigan flung down into a big

chair and the noise caused Sheffield to
turn around.

“Oh,” he said. “Didn’t know you'd
come in.” And to Miss Olds, “What’s
the score?”

She consulted a card. “Sixteen for you
and twenty for me. You owe me forty
cents.”

Sheffield sighed and gave her four
dimes and she went out into her own
office. The attorney scratched the fuzz on
the top of his head and said in a confi-
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dential veice: “Sharp-eyed, that girl. I've
yet to win. Geed game, though. She was
four up om me that time. You ever play
Beaver?”

Cardigan mmade a face.

“Oh, it's a good game, Jack. We use
the northeast corner of Center and Sixth.
The first one that sees a man with a beard
yells ‘Beaver! amd you count up—"

“Would it interest you to know, Mr.
Sheffield, that Pomeroy offered to call
it quits for ferty grand?”

Sheffield’s entire face seemed to close
up and for a leng minute he stared at the
wall, curiously, suspiciously, as if he ex-
pected to find semething there. Then he
broeught his eyes down upen the desk, ran
them over a collection of papers, nibbled
at his lip. He sheok his head.

“That doesn’t fit in,” he half whispered.

“Fit in with what?”

“Well”—Sheffield leaned back, his eyes
still puzzled—“I was over to Symonds’
room this morning—just out of curiosity.
There was a cop statiomed there and we
sat around and chatted abeut one thing
and another and after a while I picked up
a book, a novel, and began thumbing it,
you know how you will. Well, T thumbed
it to a place where there was a letter, and
after a while, when the cop wasn’t look-
ing, T shoved the letter in my pocket.” He
drew a letter from the desk drawer and
scaled it across the desk. “I took the lib-
erty of opening it.”

Cardigan stared down at the address on
the envelope—Miss Leura Harrod, 92
Spruce Street, Strafford. He withdrew
the letter and spread it before him. It
was dated yesterday and read—

Dear Laura: It seems useless for me
to go on like this any longer. I'm only
kidding myself. I know how you feel about
it, and God bless you for it, but I feel
that sooner or later someone will find out
and I'd rather tell them now than wait
and have them find out later. I hope I

won’t weaken between now and tomorrow
morning. I can’t stand the suspense any
longer. I feel it’s the only way out and
I hope it won’t hurt teo much.

Watter

Cardigan muttered: “It’s almest the
same as the one Keenan found—"
“Except this one’s finished.”

ARDIGAN threw it on the desk, blew
out a breath, wagged his shaggy head.
“If that isn’t a suicide note . . .” He stood
up, towering darkly, and ground the fist
of his left hand into the palm of his right.
“T suppose,” he muttered in a low, savage
voice, “I deserve whatever I get. I go
around shooting my mouth eff and brag-
ging how bright I am. I swear on oath
that I believe Symonds is innocent and
then the punk pulls a trick like this and
leaves me holding the bag—"

He stopped short. His eyes widened and
then narrowed again and he spun and
pointed at Sheffield. “The bag. The
money. The seventy thousand that was
stolen—" He stopped short again and
planted his hands on the desk, leaned on
his braced arms. “If Symonds snatched
the dough, he had an accomplice. The
woman—""

“You chucking over the idea that Mul-
vaney took it?”

Cardigan took his hands off the desk,
inhaled deeply and strode to the window,
his face flushed. He ground out: “I don’t
know what to believe. My hunch feels
shaky. I had it all figured out that Sy-
monds didn’t—couldn’t—have committed
suicide. Now you drag in that letter,
with its famous last line—T feel it’s the
only way out and I hope it won’t hurt
too much.” Cripes, I must be losing my
grip.”

Sheffield stood up. “Take it easy, kid.”

Cardigan whirled. “Take it easy! If
Pomeroy sues us for the false arrest of
Mulvaney—and he will—who'll have to



16 Dime Detective Magazine

pay?”’ He deflated his chest, stared sin-
isterly at the letter, said in a low, somber
voice: “Give me that letter. What's the
best way to get to Strafford?”

Sheffield put his hand down on the let-
ter, said in a quiet lazy voice: “If she was
mixed up in it with Symonds, your get-
ting the money back now will only double
the case against you when Pomeroy brings
action in Mulvaney’s behalf.”

Cardigan came over to the desk, his
face very dark. “Take your hand off it,
Sam. The bank hired us to track down
seventy thousand dollars that was sup-
posed to have been snatched from their
man Symonds. Right now, that’s all I'm
interested in.”

“Why stick your head in the lion’s
mouth?”’

“It’s in already. I might as well jump
in the rest of the way. Take your hand
oftf.”

“This gets funnier and funnier. Pome-
roy will wind up by having you in court
testifying against yourself. No one will
know who’s on whose side or why. Ah,
well . ..” He stepped back, shrugged and
looked at his fingernails.

Cardigan took letter and envelope and
thrust them into his pocket. “How’s the
best way to get out there?”

“Take an S trolley on Center. I could
kick myself in the slats for showing you
that letter.” He mooned over to the
window. ‘“You look intelligent, and at
times you act intelligent, but I guess
you've just been giving imitations all
along. . . . Ah—DBeaver!”

CHAPTER FOUR
A Couple of Quick Ones

TRAFFORD was a suburb of Port-
bridge, five miles from the center of

the city by high-speed trolley. Thrée
fourths of the run was through fields,

woods or the back yards of factories,
Cardigan got off at Main Street, Straf-
ford, and asked the way to Spruce. He
walked away from the center of the vil-
lage, bending his head into a rowdy, blus-
tering wind. Spruce Street was on the
edge of the village; its houses were scat-
tered through fields and second-growth
timber.

Number 92 was a rakish, shingled bun-
galow surrounded by weeds, willows and
a few poplar trees. There was no other
house nearby. Cardigan approached the
veranda by way of a plank walk, climbed
the steps and rang the doorbell. The
wind whistled about the veranda and
among the young trees; it flapped the
skirt of Cardigan’s coat and the brim of
his hat.

There was no answer and he rang the
bell again and after a minute’s wait he
rang it a third time but still there was no
answer. Then he noticed a piece of paper
sticking from the black tin mailbox beside
the door. He pulled it out and saw writ-
ten on it—Don’t leave any mail today.
I’ll be away. I'll call for it late this after-
noon. He frowned, replaced the note in
the box and idled up to the front windows,
tried them. They were locked. He went
around to the back of the house and
finally forced a basement window and
climbed in.

A stairway led him to a small, neat
kitchen. A few dishes had been washed
and stood on the drainboard beside the
sink. He opened a swing-door and
stepped into the living room, in the cen-
ter of which was an easel with a canvas
showing a partly finished landscape.
Paints and an artist’s palette lay on a
small table.

He went to a desk and rifled the draw-
ers; found paid electric and gas bills and
bills for laundry and food. Among these
papers he found a snapshot of a girl and a
short note from Symonds.
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Dear Laura: I'm afraid they’ll find out
and if they do, God knows what will hap-
pen. I think even now they’re shadowing
me and I don’t want to make any phone calls
to you. Write me what you think I ought
to do. I'd better use a false name. Send it
to James Bronson, care of Postmaster,
Station B, Portbridge. I'll call for it.

It was dated two weeks before and as
Cardigan finished reading it his face
soured, his big shoulders sagged. The
irony of the whole business lay in that the
more he found out, the more Pomeroy’s
case against the agency gained.

He replaced everything in the desk but
the note and the snapshot of the girl,
which he pocketed. He left the house by
way of the cellar window and strode
grimly back to the center of the village,
caught a trolley to Portbridge and sat with
his hat tipped low over his eyes and his
arms folded on his chest.

HE got off and went around to his
hotel and was stretching his long

legs across the lobby when the clerk at

the desk called him and said: “A young

lady was in looking for you, Mr. Cardi-

gan.”

“Yeah? When?”

“About an hour ago. I told her you
were in and out all the time and sug-
gested that she wait.”

Cardigan half turned, saying:
here now?”

“Well, T don’t see her.”

The bell captain strolled over and said:
“That lady that was looking for you, Mr.
Cardigan?”

“Yeah.”

“Some man went out with her.”

“When?”

“Oh, about ten minutes after she came
in. He was in here before she came. 1
saw them going out together.”

“What’d he look like?”

“Well, maybe as tall as you, maybe just

“She

a little shorter. But thinner. Derby and
blue Chesterfield and gray spats. About
thirty, I guess. Good-looking fellow. Oh,
yeah, he had a white silk scarf on too.
Snappy.”

Cardigan said: “The woman—what’s
she look like?”

“She was pretty young and good-look-
ing and she had on a powder-blue over-
coat, kind of full, with a big belt and big
lapels. And a blue béret, only it was
darker blue. She wasn’t very tall. She
seemed very excited.”

“Look like this?” Cardigan said, pro-
ducing the snapshot he had taken from
the bungalow.

“Yup. Yes, sir—that’s the face.”

Cardigan turned on his heel and went
out to the sidewalk and asked the door-
man: “Did you see a girl in a light blue
overcoat come out about an hour ago with
a fellow?”

“Lemme think. . . . Yes, I guess I did.”

““D they take a cab?”

“No. They walked”—he pointed down
the street—‘that way.”

Cardigan turned away with a look of
deep frustration and went up to his room
to get his wallet, which he had forgotten
earlier that morning. Plenty was happen-
ing, he ruminated bitterly, but there was
not one thing that jibed with another.
Nothing made sense. No matter in which
direction he turned, there was a stone
wall. He went round and round the room
burning up cigarettes and minute by min-
ute working himself up to a high pitch of
nerves.

After a while he got fed up with this
and banged on his hat and went down to
the lobby. He said to the clerk: “If that
woman comes in again, tell her to wait.
Tell her to wait till I get back—no mat-
ter if she has to wait all day.”

He wheeled away from the desk and
almost crashed into Lieutenant Keenan.

Keenan took a long thin cigar from his
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mouth and said: “What woman, Cardi-
gan?”’

“What do you do, hide in the furni-
ture?”

Keenan’s thin white face was expres-
sionless, his cold blue eyes steady. He
wore a stiff, pearl-gray fedora smartly
over one ear; his thick silvery hair swept
dashingly over the other. “You know,
don’t you, that we were wondering about
a woman? A woman named Laura.
Symonds’ woman.” His voice was low, a
dull monotone, and his lips hardly moved.

“I was talking about another woman,”
Cardigan snapped, and swung out of the
lobby.

Keenan caught up with him outside and
said: “Which way you going ?”’

“Whatever way you're going, Keenan,
T'll. go the opposite.”

“Who’s the woman?’ Keenan asked,
never raising his voice but making it hard
and relentless, anyhow.

“A friend, a friend. My God, can’t I
have a woman call on me without you
trying to make something out of it?”

“The way you sailed out of that eleva-
tor and spoke to that guy at the desk, I
think I have reason to make something
out of it. Come on, wherever you're go-
ing, I'll go along with you and we'll talk
it over.”

“TI’'ve got nothing to talk over, bright
eyes. And I'm not walking with you.”
Cardigan swung off down the street but
he knew that Keenan followed, he could
hear Keenan’s quick steps right behind
him.

“My legs are as long as yours, Cardi-
gan,” Keenan called.

ARDIGAN said nothing, nor did he
look back. He cut through Albion
Street to Center and when he reached
Center, heavy motor traffic was stopped
against a red light. Cardigan lingered on
the curb and Keenan came up and stopped

beside him, saying: “We may as well
cross while the light’s with us.”

Cardigan stared hard at him. “I don’t
like you, Keenan. Maybe it’s because of
that hat you wear.”

“What’s the matter with the hat?”

“It’s cheap—Ilike you.”

“Yeah? I'm not cheap, you lug—and
the hat’s a Buscan.”

“T’d have to see that to believe it.”

Keenan took his hat off and said : “Take
a look at it.”

Cardigan took hold of the hat, looked at
the sweatband and said, “Well, I guess
you're right,” and then turned and scaled
it down the sidewalk.

Keenan’s lips ripped apart: “Why, you
dirty—"” But he stopped and made a
dash after his hat.

Just as the lights changed, Cardigan
plunged across wide Center Street and
the heavy motor traffic closed in behind
him. Keenan, who had recovered his hat,
was stranded on the other side. Cardigan
strode hard and fast up Center, through
the Mitchell Arcade, out into Pope Street,
up Pope to Fleming and eventually back
to Center by a roundabout route.

It was noon when he walked into
Sheffield’s office. As he entered, a small,
bearded, sorrowful man was leaving.
When Cardigan and Sheffield were alone,
the attorney wagged his fuzzy head re-
gretfully.

“T hated to turn him down,” he sighed.

“Who?”

“The old gentleman who just went out.
He's the one doesn’t like Napoleon. Let
me tell you about it—"

Cardigan growled impatiently : “Cut the
comedy, Sam!” He lit a cigarette and
flung the match into a tray. “I was out to
Strafford but she wasn’t in. I crashed
the house and found another note and I
took away a snapshot of a good-looking
gal.” He tossed the note and the snap-
shot on the desk. “I came back to the
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hotel and they told me a gal was looking
for me and the gal that was looking for
me is the one in the snapshot.”

Sheffield read the note, made a wry
face. “You sure can collect evidence
against yourself, fella. Why the hell
dido’t you tell Hammerhorn to pay the
forty grand and call it quits? You're
sinking deeper and deeper.”

“After the gal waited a while in the
lobby, she left with a guy. She’s Laura
Harrod or God didn’t make little green
apples.”

“And if she is, what? If she’s Laura
Harrod, and if Laura Harrod was confi-
dant—or an accomplice—of Symonds,
why the hell should she be waiting to see
you? It’s like saying two and two are
five—or six—or eight; all the answers are
wrong.” He leaned back, pulled at his lip,
mused aloud: ‘“Maybe she meant to
proposition you—and had the guy along
to cover her in case you got tough.” He
tapped the note which Cardigan had given
him and said: “This, Jack, is more in-
criminating than the one I found in
Symonds’ room. Symonds was scared,
nervous and—" He stopped short, leaned
forward. “You know, Jack, I might be
right. Maybe the girl did want to proposi-
tion you. Maybe she’s nervous and has
the dough and wants to either cut with
you or give it all back to you. People do
screwy things when they’re scared.”

Cardigan said abruptly : “If she doesn’t
try to get me again this afternoon, I'm
going back to Strafford—to the bungalow.
She’s bound to show up there.”

“I'll go with you. We'll take my car.”

“You stay the hell home.”

“No kidding, Jack. Besides, I own a
lot out there I've never seen. Won it in
a crap game one night. We can play
Beaver on the way out.”

2

L at dusk, Sheffield and Cardigan
started out in a long-hooded roadster with

HE woman did not appear again and,

a slanting windshield and beveled wings.
It was a custom-built Bentley, not so fast
on the pick-up but a wildcat on the
straightaway.

They did the five miles to Strafford be-
tween smokes and as they were rolling
through the village Cardigan said: “We
don’t want to park in front of the house,
Sam.”

“Why ?”

“Habit. Go out this road and when you
come to the end of it park and douse your
lights—all of them.”

Sheffield parked beneath a big maple
and when they had got out he looked at
the street signs and said: “That looks like
the lot I won.”

“Where ?”

“That marshland.”

Cardigan pointed. “We go this way.”

They walked up Spruce Street past
vacant fields, past one house and then an-
other and then past a stretch of woodland.
Beyond the woodland, the bungalow was a
dark blur in the shadows. Not a single
light shone.

They walked as far as the veranda but
instead of climbing it Cardigan led the
way around to the rear. He opened the
cellar window and said: “Go ahead, drop
down.”

Sheffield said, “I don’t like this a bit,”
but backed into the opening and dropped
to the cement floor.

Cardigan followed, pulled the window
shut and snapped on his flashlight. He
led the way across the basement to the
stairs and up to the kitchen. He stopped
and Sheffield stopped close beside him.
There was no sound but the wind in the
trees and in the long grass outside. Pres-
ently Cardigan moved into the living
room, then to the bedroom door. The
bedroom was empty and the bed had not
been slept in.

“T guess she didn’t come home,” Shei-
field commented.
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“We'll wait. Don’t turn the lights on.
Find a chair and sit down and I’ll turn
out the flashlight.”

They sat in the darkness, Cardigan
smoking his pipe and Sheffield smoking a
cigar. The room was pitch-black, for
there was no moonlight, no nearby street
light. The wind whined in the eaves and
sometimes the windowpanes shook and
the room was chill. The red end of Shef-
field’s cigar brightened and dimmed as he
inhaled, exhaled. Half an hour passed.

He said drowsily: “I told him what he
ought to do, he ought to go to a collector,
or someone who made a specialty of that
sort of thing.”

“Who?”

“The chap who doesn’t like Napoleon.
You see, Jack, he—"

SShi’

“Huhn?”

“A car.”

“Where ?”

Cardigan stood up. “Out front. Can
you see me?”

“Just about.”

“O. K. There’s a closet in the back of
the room. Come on.”

Moving, he took hold of Sheffield’s arm
and steered him through the darkness. He
opened the closet door and said, “Get in,”
and when Sheffield went in, Cardigan
crowded in after him and closed the door.
He spat into his pipe, putting it out. “Step
on your cigar, Sam,” he said, and Shef-
field dropped his cigar, ground it beneath
his heel.

HERE was dead silence, and then, in

a few minutes, Cardigan heard a key
grate in a lock, heard a door creak. The
sound of footfalls came to his ears and
the creak again and the sound of a door
being closed. A moment later he could
tell, by the crack above the door, that
the living-room lights had been turned on.
He heard footsteps moving about the

room; they faded, went into another
room; came out again and drew very
close and then went away. For several
moments there were no footsteps but
there were other sounds—as if a chair
were moved, a drawer opened. Then
silence. Then the sound of the chair
scraping again and after this the foot-
falls, wandering about the house, draw-
ing near and then going away and then
suddenly coming very near. Too near.
Right outside the closet door.

Abruptly the door was pulled open and
quite as abruptly Cardigan drew his gun
and held it leveled, stomach high.

A short ruddy man in a tweed over-
coat and a blue fedora stepped back, his
eyes and mouth springing wide, his hands
already half raised. Behind him, in the
middle of the room, another man was
lifting a cigarette from a brass humidor.
He dropped it and his right hand darted
toward his coat pocket.

“Don’t,” said Cardigan, stepping from
the closet.

“Where’d you come from?” muttered
the man in the tweed coat.

Cardigan said: “You took the words
right out of my mouth.”

The man in the middle of the room had
drawn in a breath and was still holding
it; his black eyes were sharp, hard, and
his hands pressed against his overcoat
pocket. He wore a blue overcoat, a derby,
a white silk scarf.

Cardigan said: “You don’t live here, do
you?”

“Do you?”

“No. So we start from scratch. Except
you're one up on me—you came in with a
key.”

“Maybe I live here.”

“Maybe the monkeys have no tails in
Zamboanga,” Cardigan said. ‘“Reach into
your right-hand coat pocket with your left
hand and take out that gun and drop it
on the couch.”
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The man’s right hand started down.

“Your left hand!” Cardigan snapped.

The man dropped the automatic on the
couch and Cardigan said to Sheffield:
“Pick it up, Sam, and make sure the
safety’s not on.”

Sheffield strolled over and picked up the
gun and Cardigan turned on the tweed-
coated ruddy man and disarmed him of a
short-barreled revolver, then gave him a
rough shove, saying: ‘“Stand over there
with your pal.”

The ruddy man looked scared and
harassed and began to breathe asthmatic-
ally ; but the other, the tall debonair man,
remained cool and tight-faced and sinister.

Cardigan walked heavily across the
room and stopped in front of them, his
eyes wide-open and hard like brown
marbles and a truculent twist to his mouth.
He looked straight at the tall debonair
man, said: “Well, where’s the woman?”

“What woman?”

“The woman gave you the key to her
front door. Laura Harrod.”

The tall man shrugged. “Never heard
of her.”

Cardigan slapped his face -hard and
said: “Quit clowning.”

THE tall man’s eyes shone viciously and
his smooth lips curved into a danger-
ous half-smile, then grew straight again
and tightened against his teeth as his eyes
narrowed to steady shining pinpoints.

Cardigan turned on the other. “Well,
how about you?” he ripped out.

The ruddy man ducked and held his
hand against his cheek. “Geez, I don’t
know what you're talking about,” he cried.

Cardigan turned back to the other and
said sententiously: “You know what I'm
talking about. You were in the lobby of
my hotel this afternoon and you left with
Laura Harrod. Now don’t deny it. You
were seen leaving with her. Now where
is she ?”

The tall man regarded him levelly. “Did
you see me?”’

“No, but I know someone who did.”

“He’s a liar.”

Cardigan’s smile had no mirth in it.
“How do you know it was a he?”

The tall man’s eyes wavered for a split
instant.

“Sam,” Cardigan said over his shoulder,
“frisk this guy.”

Sheffield put his gun in his pocket and
went patiently, carefully through the tall
man’s pockets. On the table he laid a thick
roll of bills, some loose change, fountain
pen and pencil, a ring containing several
keys, a pigskin wallet, and a dozen cart-
ridges.

“Now the other one, Sam.”

The ruddy man’s pockets produced
much less. Each had an automobile op-
erator’s license and Sam Sheffield said, in
a bored voice: “The little guy is Patrick
Shannon and the other lad is called
Stephen Rewell. Both at the same address
—Four Hundred Four Clive Street.”

“Hold your gun on them, Sam, till I
look over that junk.”

Cardigan found that the roll of bills,
which had come from Rewell’s pockets,
amounted to twenty-one hundred dollars,
in fives, tens, fifties and one-hundreds—
mostly one-hundreds. He sniffed, smelled
the money and for a minute looked fixedly
up at Rewell. Rewell’s wallet gave up a
lot of old name-cards—among them a
packet of ten engraved with Tully Pome-
roy’s name. There were a snapshot of
Rewell, an automobile insurance card, a
contract for a trunk in storage, a couple
of blank bank-deposit slips, a hunting
license.

Cardigan stuffed everything, both
Shannon’s and Rewell’s, into his overcoat
pockets and said: “O. K., Sam. We'll take
these guys to where they live.”

Rewell muttered darkly: “You can’t
arrest us. What's the charge?”
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“Arrest you?” Cardigan laughed rough-
ly. “You don’t think you birds are going
to get off that easy, do you? Pick up your
feet. We're going to your house.”

Rewell rasped: “I tell you—"

“You’ll tell me plenty, Rewell. Close
your trap and get going.” He shoved him
across the room, shoved Shannon after
him and said: “Turn out the lights, Sam.”

Sheffield turned out the lights and as
he did so Cardigan snapped on his flash-
light. He pushed and shoved the two men
out onto the veranda, down the steps and
across to their sedan.

“You drive, Rewell,” he said. “You sit
beside him, Shannon. I’ll ride in back and
if you two clown around on the way in
T'll bop you. ... Sam, you ride on the
running board far as your car, then follow
us in.”

“You think you can handle them,
Jack?”

“What are you trying to do, kid me?”

CHAPTER FIVE
Beaver!

LIVE Street was on the borderline be-

tween midtown and the West End

and Number 404 was a stugco apartment
house of six floors.

Cardigan climbed out of the sedan and
then opened the front door and said, “Get
out.” His hand was in his overcoat
pocket. As Rewell and Shannon got out
Sheffield drove up and parked directly
behind the sedan. He joined Cardigan
and then marched Rewell and Shannon in-
to the lobby. There was a small desk be-
hind which stood a bespectacled thin man
of many years.

“Oh, Mr. Rewell.” he called out, hold-
ing up a slip of paper. “Gentleman’s been
trying to get you on the phone. Called
about half a dozen times. Didn’t give his
name but wants you to call this number
as soon as you get in.”

Rewell, his face expressionless, took
the slip of paper from the clerk’s hand
and thrust it into his pocket without look-
ing at it. Then he changed his mind and
glanced at it. His lips tightened and he
said. “If he calls again, tell him I’'m not
.

“Oh. Oh, all right, sir.”

Rewell strode toward the elevator and
Cardigan and Sheffield crowded both men
as they got in. Going up, Sheffield said in
a pleasant voice: “Damned decent of
you, Mr. Rewell, to invite us up. I for one
appreciate it no end.”

Rewell stared ahead, said nothing, and
they all got out at the fifth floor. Rewell’s
apartment was spacious, comfortable, and
as they filed in he took off his overcoat
and hat, flung them on a.divan.

He poured a drink, said: “Well, now
that you’re here, go on with the comedy.”
He downed the drink sullenly, smacked
down the glass. “And I'm not inviting
you to a drink.” He sat down, stuck a
cigarette in his mouth and lit up.

Shannon, still very uneasy, sat on the
very edge of the most uncomfortable chair
in the room.

Cardigan poured a drink anyhow, threw
it down his throat and said: “Help your-
self, Sam.”

“Thanks,” said Sheffield, and took one
too.

“Keep these guys covered while I look
the place over.”

Cardigan disappeared into another
room ; looked in the bathroom, the pantry,
all the closets, and reappearing, said:
“Well, where is she, Rewell?

Rewell said: “You going back to that
again?”’

“I never left it.” Cardigan emptied his
overcoat pockets onto a table, again
smelled the roll of bills curiously. He
stood for a full minute staring down at
them, then picked up the storage contract
and studied it. He sat down and looked
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at the bills more closely, one at a time, and
wrote down numbers. Then he went to
the telephone and called the manager of
the bank who had hired him to track down
the seventy thousand.

“This is Cardigan,” he said. “I wish
you’d do a favor for me. ... Well, that’s
swell of you. I wish you'd call police
headquarters and ask for Captain Straub,
of the bank squad. I can’t because they’d
be on my neck in a minute. Ask him to
look in his files and check up on some cur-
rency. I’m mainly interested in a few
one-hundred-dollar bills. Got a pencil and
paper? I’ll give you the serial numbers.
They run in sequence.” He told off the
numbers and then said: “This might not
be recent. In fact, I don’t think it is. . ..
Yeah. Call me back at Clive Two
Twelve,” he finished, and hung up.

HEFFIELD scratched the fuzz on his
head perplexedly. Shannon looked be-
wildered and Rewell’s face was dark and
stony, his hard narrowed eyes fixed steadi-
ly on Cardigan. Cardigan waved the stor-
age contract, said: “What’d you put in
storage two months ago, Rewell ?”’

“It’s none of your business—but it hap-
pens to be a lot of books and some pic-
tures.”

Cardigan frowned and thrust the stor-
age contract back into his pocket.

Rewell said in a snarly voice: “I don’t
suppose I'm allowed to make a phone
call, am I?”

“It all depends. If you want to phone
the woman and tell her to come around,
swell.”

Rewell said tartly: “I want to phone
Circle One Thousand.”

Sheffield looked sharply at him, then
at Cardigan.

Cardigan smiled bleakly. “Police head-
quarters, eh?”’

Rewell stood up with a black, angry
scowl. “Yes, damn you, police headquart-

ers! I’'m tired of this horseplay! If I'm
going to be pushed around, I want to know
why! Get the cops over here! Go ahead!
Do you think I'm afraid of the cops?”

Cardigan laughed shortly. “You think
I’'m dumb, Rewell? You know damn well
that the cops are sore at me. I know what
you're trying to do. You want to get out
of my hands, slide out of this because it’s
getting too warm.”

“T demand the right to call the police!”
Rewell snapped, and strode toward the
phone.

Cardigan blocked him and sent him
flying back onto the divan; said in a low,
slow voice: “No you don’t.” He turned
and took three fast steps, snatched up
Rewell’s overcoat and drew from its
pocket the slip which the desk clerk had
given Rewell. It read—Call Western
3300. Urgent.

Cardigan’s brain began to simmer. His
eyes opened wide and for a moment he
stared at Rewell in frank amazement.
Then his eyes dropped, clouded. He looked
worried, he bit his lip, and his hand closed
hard and tight over the slip of paper. In-
decision battled in his eyes, round his
restless, flexing lips. Then suddenly his
lips hardened and his eyes flashed.

“Sam,” he snapped, “you sit here on
this chair. Shannon, you go and sit be-
side your pal. Sam, sit here and keep your
gun trained on them and don’t take it off
till I get back.”

“Suppose the call comes in?”

“Don’t pay any attention to it. I'll ring
him again.”

“But, Jack—hey, wait—"

Cardigan had scooped Rewell’s belong-
ings back into his pocket and was on his
way to the door. “And don’t open the
door for anybody. I'll take the key.” He
banged out with Sheffield’s protestations
ringing in his ears, took the elevator down
and sailed out into the street. Two blocks
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away he caught a taxi, said. “Tremont
and Baxter,” and hopped in.

It was a ride of about ten minues and
when Cardigan got out in front of a
drugstore, he gave the driver a dollar and
said: “Now wait here. Keep your flag
up. You're taken, see?”’

“I get you.”

Cardigan punched open the swing door
into the drugstore and strode to a tele-
phone booth in the rear. Closing himself
in the booth, he spent a minute chewing on
his lip, drumming with his fingers, his eyes
excited. Then he deposited a nickel and
called Western 3300.

He leaned far away from the mouth-
piece and when he heard a heavy male
voice at the other end, he began to shout
in a high-pitched, Negro voice.

“Ah was passin’ down Clive Street an’
by an apartment house theah, it wuz
Number Four Hundred Four, Ah found
a ten-dollah bill wrapped in a piece o’
paper. Paper says, ‘Call Westuhn Three
Three Hundred and tell man to take her
somewhere else. Keep the ten-spot.” Tha’s
whut it says, boss man. . .. Yassuh, right
down in front o’ dat apartment house,
Numbuh Four Hundred Four. Yassuh,
boss.”

HE hung up, banged out of the booth,

went out g side door of the drug-
store and walked up Baxter opposite the
Axminster Arms. Several cars were
parked against the curb and he stopped
behind them, obscured from the front of
the Axminster. Five minutes later he
saw the lobby door swing open and Tully
Pomeroy come barging out in great haste.
A cab was parked near the entrance and
he went heavily toward it.

Cardigan stretched his long legs to the
corner of Baxter and Tremont, climbed
into his waiting taxi and said: “See that
one pulling away up the block? Follow it.

Let him get a start first and don’t follow
too close.”

The taxi, which Pomeroy had taken,
headed out Baxter. There was quite a bit
of traffic and there was nothing conspicu-
ous about the way Cardigan’s cab trailed
along. Seven blocks out, the cab ahead
made a right turn into Willis and rolled
along past cheap restaurants, radio stores.
It turned left into Dill Street and a truck
turned in after it and Cardigan’s driver
rolled along behind the truck. This went
on for a distance of eight blocks, and now
Dill Street was dark and gloomy with
battered old rooming houses.

Cardigan’s driver said: “I think he
pulled up.”

“O. K. Go past the truck and then go
past the stopped cab. Here’s your pay.
When you get a block beyond, slow down
just a little, but don’t stop, and I'll hop
off.”

When he had jumped from the running
board, Cardigan stood for a moment in
the darkness. The truck boomed past.
Pomeroy’s cab was still parked, the door
nearest the curb wide open. Cardigan
made his way back up the street cautious-
ly, keeping to the shadows of the old
buildings. He stopped thirty yards short
of the cab and stood behind a pole.

It was fifteen minutes before he heard
a door bang and then he saw Pomeroy’s
bulky shape come down a wooden stoop
accompanied by a woman, whose arm he
held. He thrust her into the cab and
heaved in after her and as the cab pulled
slowly away from the curb Cardigan
jumped out, pulled his gun and leaped to
the running board.

“Keep going, driver!” he snapped, and
yanked open the rear door, thrust in his
gun. He climbed in and slammed shut the
door and sat down on one of the spare
seats. He said: “Where were you going,
Pomeroy ?”

Pomeroy was heaving around on the
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seat like a man in breathless agony. He
spluttered: “What—what’s the meaning
of it? Get out of here! I'll call a police-
man!”

“Go ahead. Yell your lungs off.”

“This is—this is—"

“Save it,” Cardigan chuckled; and to
the driver: “Go to Four Hundred Four
Clive Street and step on it.”

Pomeroy stammered: “But—but—now
look—now listen—"

“What’s the matter, your false teeth
getting away from you?’ Cardigan
growled. “Shut up!”

The girl said nothing. She was muffled
in a light blue sports coat, its big collar up
around her ears, half concealing her face.
She lounged in the corner. Only when
they passed near a street light could
Cardigan see her eyes: they were wide,
fixed with terror or fear or awe. The
cab banged madly on its way and Pomeroy
spluttered and gestured and slapped his
knees and pulled his big fat hands.across
his face.

Cardigan jeered: “Well, why don’t you
call a eop?”’

“I—I'll—Pomeroy pointed in the dark-
ness and his heavy voice shook. “I’ll have
your hide for this!”

“How was my Negro accent?” Cardi-
gan chuckled.

“How was your—" Pomeroy fell back
in his seat with a vast groan and lay there
making no sound now, only breathing
heavily, thickly.

WHEN the cab stopped in front of 404
: Clive, Cardigan got out first, stood
on the curb and clipped: “Come on, both
of you, get out. Get out, I said!”

The girl almost stumbled to the side-
walk and Cardigan gripped her arm, held
it. He said to Pomeroy: “Pay the taxi
fare.”

Pomeroy thrust a bill into the driver’s
hand and then Cardigan grabbed him by
the arm and said, “This way, counsellor,”

and marched Pomeroy and the girl into
the lobby and across it and into the eleva-
tor. He did not let go of their arms.
Pomeroy’s face was flushed, beady with
sweat, and his breath, coming hard and
fast, kept puffing out his lips. His eyes
rolled and his whole fat body shook. The
girl was stiff, tense, her eyes round and
blank, her face white as a sheet.

Cardigan walked them down the fifth-
floor corridor, took out the key and was
inserting it in the lock when the door
whipped open and Rewell and Shannon
crashed into him. They were as shocked
as he was but he was quicker on the up-
take and his left fist shot upward, crashed
against Shannon’s jaw and drove him back
into the living room. Rewell twisted with
panther-like speed, his face dark and con-
torted, deadly. He clubbed an automatic
pistol at Cardigan’s head, missed his head
but ripped the skin of his cheekbone. The
pain made Cardigan suck his breath in
between gritted teeth and his right fist
smashed into Rewell’s belly and drove him
backward, off balance, into the living
room, where he finally fell flat on his back.

Pomeroy started down the hall but
Cardigan caught him by the -coat-tail,
swung him around and sent him tumbling
into the living room, where he fell upon
Rewell, who was trying to get up. The
girl was flattened against the corridor
wall, her hands pressed to her cheeks and
her eyes stark with terror. Cardigan
grabbed hold of her and thrust her
through the doorway, slammed shut the
door ; shoved her roughly out of the way
and took a flying leap at Rewell, who had
again started to rise.

He flattened Rewell on the floor,
snarled: “Cut it, Rewell, or I'll use a
gun!”

Shannon staggered up behind him and
took a kick at his head. Cardigan grunted,
“Ugh!” and turned, ducked the next kick,
caught Shannon’s foot and yanked him
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down. Then Pomeroy, all reason gone
from his eyes, hurled his massive body
upon Cardigan and crashed the big op
against Rewell, who was still with his
back on the floor. Rewell yelled and
Pomeroy clubbed with his fists against
Cardigan’s head and Shannon, though
groggy, was able to crawl over and join in.

“You asked for it, Cardigan!” Pome-
roy cried wildly.

Arms and legs and bodies threshed
violently over the floor. Cardigan was on
the bottom, with Rewell and Shannon and
Pomeroy clubbing and kicking him. His
face was red and swollen and one eye
would be black and blue before long.
Rewell’s lip was cut. Pomeroy’s nose was
bloody and Shannon had a torn ear, but
they were heavy, hard, rough—and main-
ly, they were desperate.

Then suddenly Cardigan saw Rewell
fall to one side and lie groaning on the
floor, and while he was being amazed at
this Pomeroy grunted and fell on the
other side, rolled over and lay on his
back. Shannon became terrified and
started to heave off, but he grunted too,
made a bitter face and plunged to the
floor.

Cardigan saw the girl standing, holding
an iron poker. Her face was dead white,
her lips shook, her breath beat through
her nostrils.

She choked: “I didn’t know you were
Cardigan—until I heard them say your
name.”

He got to his feet, his tie and shirt
torn and his face bruised and smeared
with blood. He stared hard at the girl.
Then he grinned.

“I can’t make it out,” he said, “but
thanks.”

HE bent down, took away Rewell’s

gun, looked around the living room
and then strode across it and banged
open the bedroom door. Sheffield was ly-
ing on the bed, bound and gagged. Cardi-

gan took out a pocketknife and cut away
the gag and the bonds.

“Whew,” said Sheffield, “do you look
lousy !”

Cardigan scowled. “I told you to keep
those guys—"

“Jack, I tried to tell you. You know
how my hand suddenly goes limp on me.
Some nerve bad, I guess. You remember?
Well, it went bad and the gun just fell
out of my hand and they jumped me an—"

The phone rang and Cardigan turned
and strode back into the living room,
snatched up the instrument. “Yes? . . .
Yes, this is Cardigan.” He pressed the re-
ceiver closer against his ear. “They are,
are they? Well, I'm glad to hear it. All
those numbers I gave you, huh? ... Swell.
T'll see you tomorrow.”

He slapped the receiver back into the
hook and turned as Rewell was struggling
to his feet. He said to Rewell: “You're
going to have a hard time explaining
where you got part of the Wintermeade
payroll stick-up, four years ago.”

Rewell groaned and fell down again.

Cardigan raised his eyes to the girl,
“So you're Laura Harrod. I’ve been look-
ing for you.”

Still shaking, she came over beside him.
“I’ve been looking for you. I went to your
hotel and they said—"

“I know what they said. Then you
went out with Rewell—that guy there.”

She grimaced. “I know. I was a fool.
But he said he was looking for you too,
he was a friend of yours, and he thought
he knew where he could find you. I—I
went with him. We walked a couple of
blocks and then took a cab and then he
took me to that awful house—where you
jumped on the running board. He wanted
to know why I wanted to see you. I
wouldn’t tell him. He slapped me a lot
and then tied me up and after a while
that fat man came and wanted to know
too, but I wouldn’t tell him. They tied
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me up again and left me there and took
my purse. I think one of them went out
to my bungalow. My address was in the
purse.”

Cardigan was wiping the blood off his
face. “Why did you want to see me?”

“About Walter Harrod. I—I read in
the papers about his—his death—" Tears
welled in her yes. “I read about how they
said he had committed suicide, how he was
guilty of stealing that money, and about
the unfinished note. I—I wanted to see
you, to ask your advice. I knew you’d
stood up for him before. I—I didn’t know
what to do. I wanted to tell you—ask
you—"

He handed her the letter which Shef-
field had found in the book and said: “He
was going to send that. It’s finished there.
It’s pretty incriminating.”

Sobbing quietly, she read it. Then she
shook her head slowly. “It’s not what you
think, Walter was in a little trouble
about nine years ago, when he was six-
teen. He stole a car. It was some kind
of an initiation to some boy’s club. They
told him he’d have to steal a car and then,
of course, return it a day later. But he
was caught and the boys were scared,
they lied, and he was given a month in jail.
That’s what he was afraid of—that before
this trial was over someone would find
out about that sentence. He wanted to
tell the state’s attorney about it. It prayed
on his mind. He didn’t—he couldn’t have
committed suicide. He never, never took
that money—" .

Cardigan gtunted, “I catch on, Laura,”
and glowered at the men on the floor.

SHEFF IELD was sitting in his office at
noon next day idly fingering a small

bronze statuette of Napoleon when Cardi-

gan loomed in the doorway, tossed his hat

into one chair and sat down in another.

He slapped his knees, said: “Well, we got

the money. The whole seventy grand.”

“Where was it?”

Cardigan leaned back, his face patched
with adhesive tape and one eye a beautiful
shade of purple. “Where I guessed last
night, when you took me home. In the
storage warehouse—in Rewell’s trunk.
The money he had on him, the money I
took from him, smelled strongly of moth-
balls. It worried me. Why should money
smell of mothballs? Well, because maybe
it was stowed away in some clothes. I
took a Brody on that storage contract and
got a court order this morning to have
the trunk opened. Keenan went with me,
his puss long as a mule’s. We opened the
trunk and there was the money, covered
with old clothes. The other money, the
stuff Rewell had, was taken out of storage.
It was part of the sum traded to Mulvaney
for the seventy grand. They gave him
fifty grand in old money for it. Mulvaney
gave Pomeroy twenty grand of the fifty
as a retainer and Pomeroy gave Rewell
twenty-five hundred of the same money.
Rewell and Pomeroy ran a regular busi-
ness of buying stolen money and storing
it away and paying for it with money that
had been stolen years before. Mulvaney
told Pomeroy that if he didn’t get him
out of this rap he’d spill about the busi-
ness. So Pomeroy and Rewell put their
heads together and figured out a way to
make Symonds look like a suicide..

“We got that from Shannon. It was
Shannon who broke down. It was Shan-
non and Pomeroy who climbed to the roof
above Symonds’ window and at an ap-
pointed time it was Pomeroy who phoned
Symonds from a booth and said, ‘I think
somebody’s in your back yard trying to
get up.” Well, Symonds went over and
stuck his kead out. He was smoking a
pipe. Shannon and Rewell were on the
roof. Rewell, who used to be a roper in
a circus when he was a kid, dropped the
loop over Symonds’ head. The line was
greased and Rewell gave one yank and
Symonds never peeped. They hauled him
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out of the window and up a bit and then
they cut off part of the line, made a loop
on their end and hooked it onto another
hook which was fastened to another line.
Then they lowered Symonds and caught
the loop at the end of his line onto the
iron hook outside the window. Their hook
dropped loose and they hauled up their
line and beat it across the rooftops, to a
fire-escape on an abandoned building a
block away. I knew when I found that
pipe down in the yard that something was
wrong. Now it fits. It dropped out of
Symonds’ mouth when they yanked him.”

SHEF FIELD leaned forward, toying

with the statuette. “Jack, this time
yesterday I'd have bet anything I own
that you were sunk.”

“I thought I was myself.”

Sheffield stood up, said: “Come on. I'll
blow you to lunch.” On the way out he
told Miss Olds: “If that nut comes
around, Miss Olds, call a éop and have
him taken out.”

“Yes, sir.”

Cardigan walked down the corridor and
Sheffield, joining him, complained: “The
old gent is screwloose.”

“Who ?”

“The one who doesn’t like Napoleon.
Why he picked on me, I don’t know. But
he wanted me to collect all the statues,
statuettes and so forth, of Napoleon. You
see, his wife ran away with a guy last
month. She fell in love with the guy be-
cause he was the dead spit of Napoleon.”

“It still don’t make sense.”

“Well, what the old gent wants, he
wants to get all the statues of Napoleon
he can possibly get and then bust them,
one by one. He’s a pest. And besides, he’s
been costing me a lot of dough.”

“How ?”

“Well, every time he comes in, Miss
Olds naturally sees him first, being in the
reception room, and she hotfoots it to my
door, opens it, points at the guy’s beard
and yells ‘Beaver’!”

They took a cab to the Bearcat and as
they got out Sheffield made a face and
said: “Jack, you’ll have to pay. My
hand’s gone limp again.”

“Think nothing of it,” Cardigan said,
and shoved his hand into Sheffield’s
pocket, extracted a roll of bills and peeled
one off. “I'll keep the rest till after lunch
in case your hand goes bum again.”
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Dead Mamn's
Chest

by
Preston Grady

Author of “Murder Inn,” etc.

Ross Paget hadn't the slightest idea
what it was all about that morning
the Baron and bis side-kick, Sonny,
walked in and began gun-whipping
him because he didn’t know the an-
swers to their cockeyed guestions.
He soon found out though. Hot
ice on a dead man’s chest was the

key to the riddle—even if it had
taken two hundred years to melt.

CHAPTER ONE

Sonny and the Baron

OSS PAGET opened the door that

bore only his name in chaste gold

lettering, and went on through
glancing at his wrist watch. It was five
past nine. He was very tall, very long-
legged, with wide angular shoulders and
a lean pleasant face.

The girl at the typewriter looked up at
him and smiled. “D. W. Morton called.
About twenty minutes ago. Lord, if I
had as much money as he’s got I wouldn’t
speak to my best friend before noon,
much less phone a private detective.”

“Maybe he’s in trouble.”

Ross Paget headed for the inner office.
She called after him: “I want to go to the
bank, but Tom hasn’t come in yet.”

“He’s across the street at the Green
Grill getting breakfast,” Paget said over
his shoulder. “I saw him going in as I
drove up. You go on to the bank. I can

The Baron raised three of his chins in a gesture
to Sonny.
29
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get him over there if I need him. He’s
mooning around that cashier.”

Nina Carr’s chuckle floated in to him as
he thumbed a directory and found Mor-
ton’s residence number. He heard her go
out as he picked up the telephone.

There was some trouble getting the
connection and nearly two minutes elapsed
before a formal voice announced: “Mr.
Morton’s residence.”

“Mr. Morton. Ross Paget calling.”
Paget heard the sound of the instrument
being put down at the other end, then
silence, broken finally on his own end of
the line by the squeak of his hall door be-
ing opened and closed and two pairs of
feet, one heavy and one light, crossing the
anteroom. Paget frowned and turned.

TWO men stood in the doorway. One,

a slim, pasty-faced youth of about
twenty with overlarge waxen ears and
too-small pupils in ice-blue eyes ; the other
an enormous individual who seemed to
push his protruding load of fat along in
front of him with an effort.

They came in and glanced at Paget and
looked the room over with frank
appraisal.

Paget put the phone down and said:
‘Well?” He pronged the receiver.

“Ahem!” said the fat man. “Please ex-
cuse our walking in on you like this, sir,
but there was no one in the outer office
and it was highly imperative that we see
you at once on a matter of grave impor-
tance . . . . Grave importance, that is, to us,
sir; and I daresay you aren’t averse to
earning a little cash now and then—er?”
He chuckled with the traditional good
humor of fat men.

“Quit making so damn many speeches
and tell him what we want,” the youth
suggested irritably. His right hand was
in his coat pocket.

The fat man said reprovingly: “Tut,

tut! Will you please let me handle this,
Sonny ?”

Sonny spat, missing the waste basket
beside the desk by several inches.

Dark anger welled in Ross Paget’s eyes
but he repeated calmly: “Well ?”

“It’s this way, sir.” The fat man’s
glance slid to Sonny and back again. “We
are looking for a chest. A very old iron
chest which once belonged to Mr. D. W.
Morton, the financier. We believe that
you know where this chest is, and we are
prepared to make you an attractive offer
merely for information.”

“Yes?” Paget said.

“Yes indeed, sir! Of course you are
aware that this chest contains absolutely
nothing. It is valuable only because it is
an antique with, I believe, some historical
significance. I am desirous of obtaining
it simply as a collector of antiques.”

A wry smile tugged at Paget’s lips.
“How much are you willing to pay for
this information?”

“Shall we say—a thousand dollars?”

“Only a thousand?” Paget was scorn-
ful.

“Well, five thousand, then. But that

. is the absolute top, Mr. Paget! The abso-

lute top!”

Sonny broke in: “For God’s sake,
Baron! Are you screwy? This punk
would be glad to get—"

“Quiet, please!” the Baron rumbled.

Sonny’s hand remained in his coat
pocket. The bulge became a little more
prominent.

Ross Paget’s long arms hung loosely at
his sides. He did not move from in front
of the desk. But his nostrils flared and
quivered and his eyes were humid.

“Mr. Paget and I can handle this mat-
ter very satisfactorily, I think,” the
Baron went on quickly. “There is the
question of ethics involved. Ethics, pop-
ular opinion to the contrary notwith-
standing, is the mainstay of the private-
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detective trade. Right, Mr. Paget? No
one can be successful—"

He seemed to realize his own lack of
directness. “But enough of that! It is a
business, and the purpose of business is
to make money. So I am glad to offer a
sum which will enable Mr. Paget to dis-
regard any slight scruples he might have.
What do you say, sir?”

“Five thousand dollars is a lot of
money just for information about an old
iron chest.” :

“Exactly!” The Baron beamed. “I
knew I would have no trouble dealing
with a man of your experience.” He
drew out a fat wallet. “A thousand dol-
lars now, and four thousand more when
we have found your information to be
correct. Could anything be fairer?”

OSS PAGET’S f{forehead became
lined. He rubbed the back of his
neck. “But how can I be sure I’ll get the
four thousand—even if you do find my
information to be correct?”

“That is a point which I had not over-
looked, sir. To be perfectly candid, the
manner in which we may obtain the chest
may cause some concern on the part of
the police. If we do not fulfil our part
of the bargain, you can doubtless contrive
some recourse by law which would not
expose your own part in the affair. If we
do pay up, then you will wisely take your
profit and forget the whole matter.”

For a moment there was silence, then,
“Tell me,” Paget said. “You are sure this
chest is valuable only as an antique?”

“Heh-heh!” The Baron’s jowls shook.
“It does seem a very large amount, doesn’t
it? But I am a collector, sir—and you
know the lengths to which collectors will
go. I must have that chest!”

“You talk too damn much, Baron,” said
Sonny tonelessly. His beady eyes fast-
ened upon Paget; the pupils were hardly
larger than pin-heads. He snapped: “You

talk some now, shamus! Where's the

chest ?”

“Sorry to disappoint you.” Only
Paget’s voice was amiable; his body was
tense. “I don’t know where the chest is.”

“You what!” the Baron exploded.

“I don’t know where the chest is,”
Paget repeated. His words were swift,
hard, hammer-like. “I never heard of
such a chest. It all sounds like a fairy
tale to me.” He stared at Sonny. “And
even if I did know anything about the
chest, I wouldn’t deal with you. You look
like a couple of rats to me. Neither one
of you would hesitate to stick a knife
into your grandmother’s heart and turn it
around—if you thought you could make
any money out of it.”

He shifted slightly on his feet and
looked at the Baron. “So you can take
your cheap little gunman out of here, hog-
belly, before he tries to use that cap-
pistol he’s got in his pocket. I don’t want
any part of you—understand? Get to
hell out!”

Red crept up through the rolls of flesh
on the Baron’s neck.

Sonny swore lewdly and walked for-
ward, the gun muzzle poking out the cloth
of his coat pocket.

“Careful, Sonny!” the Baron shrilled.
“We can’t kill him! He’s got to—"

The telephone rang. Its jangle was
short, sharp, incisive. The Baron stared
at it.

“Excuse me a moment, please, gentle-
men?”’ Paget said with elaborate mock-
ery, and took up the instrument. “Ross
Paget speaking.”

The voice that came over the wire was
thin and high-pitched, though not with
excitement ; rather with the brittleness of
age. “Mr. Paget,” it said, “I would like
to engage your services. My name is
Lionel Podhouser. I am the proprietor
of an antique shop on the West Side.
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Four Thirty-two Macon Street. Could you
come out to see me right away ?”’

“Fine, lieutenant!” Paget said. “Where
are you? Downstairs? . . . All right,
come on up!” And.he slid the receiver
into place and put the phone down.

BUT the Baron grabbed the instrument

before it touched the desk and
whipped the receiver off the hook, applied
it to his ear. Relief flooded his face as he
listened without speaking for an instant
and then hung up and set the phone aside.
“An old trick, Mr. Paget!” he smiled,
and wagged a finger.

The youth had flipped back Paget’s
coat and reached for the heavy .45 auto-
matic in the spring-holster under Paget’s
left arm. Paget’s right hand flashed up,
gripping and throwing outward the pocket
containing hand and gun. The gun barked
viciously through the cloth, somewhat
muffled, and seared the palm of Paget’s
hand. Acrid fumes of powder and
scorched cloth were in Paget’s nostrils.

The spring in his holster let go but the
45 hung for an instant as the end of
the barrel caught in the boot. In that in-
stant the Baron spoke. “As you were,
gentlemen! I have you covered!”

Sonny got the automatic loose with his
left hand, but he did not fire again. He
simply jammed the weapon against Paget.

With the snout of the big gun against
his chest and Sonny’s hate-filled blue eyes
stabbing up at him, Paget released the
pocket. Snarling, Sonny stepped back to
where he could see a small nickel-plated
revolver in the Baron’s pudgy fist with-
out taking his eyes off Paget.

“That was close!” the Baron breathed.
“Careful, Sonny!”

With his free hand, he drew a handker-
chief from his breast pocket and wiped
sweat off his brow. “I suppose you real-
ize, Mr. Paget, that my assistant is what
you would call ‘primed to the gills,” and

would like nothing better than to murder
you?”

“That seems obvious,” Paget com-
mented dryly. “It's one of the reasons
why I want nothing to do with either one
of you.”

“Sonny, will you please go and lock the
outer door ?” the Baron suggested, stuffing
the enormous silk handkerchief back into
his pocket. “Perhaps it might be well to
prop a chair against it, too. We would not
like to be disturbed during the rest of our
conference, particularly not by any of Mr.
Paget’s associates who might return.”

The youth went out.

Paget pulled speculatively on his nose
and looked at the revolver in the Baron’s
fat fist. The hammer was pulled back to
full cock. The Baron’s finger, like a bent
sausage, was caressing the trigger, and the
muzzle did not waver by so much as an
inch.

Sonny came back in and said: “All set.”
He had transferred Paget’s gun to his
right hand ; the slight bulk of his own gun
was still in his pocket.

“This is gonna be a pleasure!” He went
up beside Paget and slammed the weapon
against Paget’s leathery cheek, knocked
the detective sprawling into an overstuffed
chair.

For the space of a full minute Paget
lay there on his side, trying to shake his
senses back to normal with little side-
ward jerks of his head. His cheek was
livid where the gun had struck. A blue
haze swam before his eyes. His eyes be-
came bloodshot.

The Baron said: “You see, Mr. Paget,
we came here to find out where that chest
is, and we don’t intend to leave until
you've told us.”

“To hell with you!” Paget husked. He
straightened into a sitting position.

Sonny came up on one side of him—
the Baron had him covered from the
other—and raked the sight of the auto-
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matic across his lips once, struck him
cruelly across the mouth with the barrel,
and then raked the sight over his lips
again. Blood spurted.

“The chest, Mr. Paget?” the Baron
urged gently.

“For the last time,” Paget said, “I don’t
know anything about D. W. Morton or
any old iron chest that once belonged to
him. And if I did, you wouldn’t have
enough money to buy the information
from me, or enough guts to gun-whip it
out of me.”

“Tsk, tsk !’ said the Baron. He lifted
three of his chins in a gesture to Sonny,
at the same time letting down the revol-
ver’s hammer, gently.

Sonny started to strike again. Paget’s
pile-driving, knotty fist came up in a
streak, every tendon in his long body put-
ting force behind it, and smashed the
youth’s jaw—lifted him several inches off
the floor. =

But at the same moment the Baron’s
revolver, reversed by an easy flip of in-
credible speed, came crashing down
against the detective’s forehead, the butt
breaking open the skin and sinking Paget
back into the chair where he lay stunned.

Staggering backward, Sonny did not
lose balance altogether until he caromed
against the corner of the desk; then he
half spun and sat down very suddenly by
the waste basket, his mouth loosely open
and his eyes completely out of focus.

AGET was the first to regain con-

sciousness. He swore thickly, unin-
telligibly, and blinked slowly at the little
black hole before him which was the
lethal end of the revolver that the Baron
held at full cock again.

“A deplorable procedure, Mr. Paget, is
it not? Tsk, tsk! And I had thought you
were a man of intelligence, a man who
would listen to reason without compelling
us to resort to such violent measures!”

Paget said: “To—to hell with you!”

His forehead was bloody. A little
stream of red trickled down into one
eye. Drunkenly he pushed up a hand and
wiped it, smearing the crimson across
that side of his face, then looked down
curiously at the blood on his hand.

“A very good time, right now, sir, to
let me have the information—while my
assistant is under the weather.”

The Baron gestured with his free hand
to where Sonny was slumped over with
his head between his knees. “I need not
warn you how Sonny will feel toward
you when he recovers! I may not be able
to curb his enthusiasm for the task at
hand!”

Paget wiped more blood out of his eye
and said nothing.

“Sonny,” the Baron went on smoothly,
“will probably prefer something crude
like a burning cigarette-end applied to
your bare feet. Perhaps I shall let him
do that. Then, sir, if your tongue does
not loosen,- we shall use a more refined
method of my own devising!”

Lumps of muscle whitened Paget’s jaw
corners ; he said nothing.

Presently Sonny stirred, looked ab-
sently at them for a moment, then got
groggily to his feet. With a glance at the
/45 in his hand, he lunged forward and
knocked Paget clear out of the chair.
Paget unfolded on the floor, remotely
aware of what was going on but unable
to move a muscle. Sonny kicked him in
the stomach and spat in his face.

As if from a far distance, the detective
heard the Baron’s weary voice. “Oh, well!
There’s not any use to work on him any
more. There’s a man, my boy, if I ever
saw one!” But Sonny kept kicking him
in the stomach.

Curiously, there was little pain. He
could feel the blows, feel the toe of the
shoe every time it struck, but only as a
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sensation without pain, as of a surgeon’s
knife cutting anaesthetized flesh.

After what seemed like many hours he
heard them go out, talking ; heard the hall
door slam. Pain began to seep into his
stomach, into his ribs, then. He licked his
lips; there was the salty taste of blood
in his mouth. Desperately, agonized, he
raised himself on his hands and crawled
toward the desk.

Every inch was like a mile, every little
movement torture, but finally he extended
an arm upward and with a sweeping mo-
tion knocked the telephone down, got it
close to his head, gasped a number.

A girl’s cheery voice answered.

“H’lo, Mary!” Paget said. “Tom eat-
ing there? ... Get him, quick!... Tom,
there’s two guys, one big and fat, the
other a kid—coming out of building now.
If you—look across street—see ’em?
Tail ’em! Don’t lose ’em! ... Don’t—"

The instrument fell out of his hand.
He stiffened, then relaxed into a prone
position with the side of his face on the
carpet. A mouth of darkness opened and
swallowed him.

CHAPTER TWO
Beyond the Law

AN hour later Ross Paget was driving

through the West Side on his way to
the Morton estate. There were strips of
adhesive tape on his forehead and his
lower lip and a half-pint of brandy under
his belt.

He had half forgotten the thin brittle
vaice over the telephone until he realized
that he was in the four-hundred block on
Macon Street and, watching, he spotted
Number 432. It was a very old gray stone
house, probably a converted residence,
squeezed in between a warehouse and
a third-rate hotel. A bronze sign by
the entrance said—Lionel Podhouser,
Antiques.

Antiques, eh? There must be some con-
nection. Ross Paget parked his nonde-
script sedan, switched off the motor and
withdrew the key, sat there thinking a
moment. Oh, well! It wouldn’t take long.
He climbed stiffly, laboriously, from the
car.

Biting off half-audible profanity as he
thought of Sonny and the Baron, he nego-
tiated the distance to the opening in the
railing which bordered the areaway. The
house sat below sidewalk level. He went
down the three stone steps, crossed the
narrow space and banged the knocker.

The door opened wide and a small neat
man, slightly bald, with a. weak mustache
and immaculate clothes, said: “Come in,
sir. What can I do for you?”

Paget walked in and the small neat
man closed the deor and followed him to
the center of the room. It was a large
room, as wide as the house and half as
long. It was cluttered with showcases and
old furniture.

Displayed in bewildering profusion
were all kinds of articles considered by
collectors to be objets d’art, some of them
probably genuine antiques ; wood carvings,
metal pieces, glassware, pottery. Some-
thing screeched, “Make yourself at
home!” and Paget looked up and saw a
parrot glaring balefully at him from a
cage.

He turned on his heel. The small neat
man raised his eyebrows expectantly.

“Mr. Podhouser ?”

“No. I am the clerk. Would you like
to see Mr. Podhouser ?”

Paget nodded.

“And your business, sir?”

“Never mind that. Get him. The name
is Ross Paget.”

“Just a moment.”

The small neat man went through a
doorway at the rear. Paget stood sniffing
the musty odor of the place with faint dis-
taste.
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Lionel Podhouser was old like his mer-
chandise. He wore a black skull-cap over
his deeply wrinkled head. His nose was
beak-like, almost predatory. He came
forward leaning from the waist, rubbing
his hands together in the classic bar-
gainer’s gesture, and somehow Paget
knew that he never straightened; he was
always stooped like that.

“I am glad you have come, Mr. Paget,
although I did not know whether to ex-
pect you. You made no answer over the
phone, and I was just debating whether
to call some other member of your pro-
fession when you—"

“We must have been cut off,” Paget
said. “The line—"

“Of course.” Podhouser’s hand-rub-
bing became more energetic. “Come this
way, please.”

HE led Paget into a back room and in-

dicated a chair which the detective
squinted at and finally sat down in with
some misgiving. There was a long wait.
Paget won.

“I was robbed last night,” Podhouser
said at last, seating himself.
“Yes?” Paget’s tone

polite. :

Podhouser’s chin moved up and down.
“About two o’clock this morning there
arrived a shipment of antiques from an-
other city by motor express. A rush ship-
ment, you understand.”

“Two o’clock this morning ?”

“T had instructed the motor express
company to deliver immediately upon
arrival, no matter what time of day or
night. Well, the phone rings, they say it
is here, and I tell them to send it around.
I pay extra for the service. The ship-
ment is brought here, unpacked. I sign
for it and the truckmen leave.”

Podhouser spread his hands jerkily in
a lifting gesture. “Well and good. T go
back to bed. My clerk goes back to bed

was merely

too. He lives here, you understand. But
at four o’clock there is a noise down-
stairs. I get my pistol and a flashlight
and start down the steps. It is dark be-
low, but I hear the noises.”

Paget asked: “Where is your tele-
phone?”

“It is downstairs,” Podhouser said. “So
you see I cannot use it to call the police.
I come down the stairs with the flashlight
in one hand and the pistol in the other.
I reach the bottom of the stairs. It is very
dark beyond the range of my flashlight.
There is silence. I shake a little, perhaps.
Who would not?”

Paget didn’t say anything.

“Well,” the old man went on, “I reach
the bottom of the stairs. Something round
and hard is shoved against my back and a
gruff voice says, ‘Stick 'em up!” So I put
up my hands. The voice says, ‘Drop the
gun!” So I drop the gun.” He paused
and ran the tip of his tongue over his
lips.

“Where were your valuables?” Paget
asked. “Your most—"

“They are in the vault of the branch
bank up on the corner, fortunately. My
clerk and I take them there each evening
and bring them back each morning. That
is, the jewelry and other things which can
be carried.”

“Jewelry?”

“Yes. I deal a little in jewelry, too.
Mostly antique mountings, you under-
stand. Perhaps a few stones. Not
many.”

“I see. Go on.”

“Then somebody else turns on a light
in this room in which we are now sitting,
and it sheds just enough light out there
for me to see that there are two other
men besides the one who is holding the
gun in my back. The one who has turned
on the light joins them. They are toughs.”

“Can you describe any of them?”

“Not very well. It is dim, you see.
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One of them is short and dark, a little

stout. An Italian, perhaps. Another has a

thin red scar, a line that runs from the

corner of his left eye down onto his neck.

The others I cannot remember. Naturally

I am very much excited at the time.”
“What were they after?”

PODHOUSER sat on the edge of his
chair, leaning forward. “This is the
peculiar part, Mr. Paget. They are after
an old chest, one of the items which
arrives in the shipment earlier in the
night. It is a large chest, about three feet
long, somewhat less deep and wide. I
have acquired it from this dealer in an-
other city. It is some hard tropical wood,
with hand-forged iron straps criss-cross-
ing one another and large round rivet-
heads studded thickly. Probably made
during the seventeenth century.”
“And the robbers had found it?”
“Yes. It is there on the floor where it
has been unpacked. These robbers are
trying to move it. It is very heavy, al-
though there is nothing in it. The man
behind me makes me keep my hands up
while the others drag the chest toward the
back of the house. Why they should want
nothing but this chest, I cannot imagine,
but that is the fact.”
“They disturbed nothing else?”
“Nothing. The man behind me prods
me toward the back of the house after the
ones who are dragging the chest, and
when we get back there I see that they
have broken the lock on the back door.
That is the way they effected entrance.”
“There is an alley at the back?”
Podhouser nodded. “They have a
truck waiting. They finally lift the chest

into the truck and spread a tarpaulin over.

it. All the time this man behind me has
the gun in my back, and of course I can
do nothing. They caution me not to call
for help.”

“Where was your clerk all this time?”

“Upstairs asleep. He never wakens. He
is a very heavy sleeper. There is some
conversation among the robbers as to what
they should do with me then. One says
tie me up. Another says slug me; it
would take too long to tie me up and they
want to get away as quickly as possible.
The man behind me ends the argument by
slamming me over the head with the gun.”

“You never got a look at the one be-
hind you?”

“No. When I regain consciousness I
go all over the shop looking to see what
has been taken, and nothing has been
taken but the chest.”

“You have no suspicion as to the iden-
tity of any of the men?”’

“None.”

Paget rose. “What do you want me to
do about it?”

““T want you to find out who got the
chest, who has it, and to recover it for
me if possible.”

“That’s the duty of the police, Mr. Pod-
houser. They can handle it better than I
can—they have more organization. What
do they say about it?”

“I haven’t notified them.”

Paget’s jaw slackened a little. “You
didn’t call the police?”

$“No.&

“Why not?”

“There are a number of reasons.. One
of them is that this robbery is beyond the
usual sphere of the police. The chest has
no value except as an antique. In other
words it is valuable only to collectors and
experts who can appreciate it as an
example of workmanship. The police
mean publicity, and publicity might ham-
per effective investigation.”

“You understand that I am no more
familiar with the antique business than
the police are?”

“Of course. But you can keep the
whole matter under your hat, as the say-
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ing goes, and probably make better prog-
ress than they could.”

“How much is this chest worth?”

“That depends entirely upon who has it
and who is buying it. I might dispose of
it to one of my customers, say, for a
thousand dollars. At a big auction, with
proper interest aroused, it might bring
five thousand.”

“How much would you pay for its re-
turn?” -

“I am prepared to offer you five hun-
dred dollars as a retainer. If you recover
the chest without publicity, I would pay
you five hundred more. Is that suitable?”

Paget walked out among the show
cases. Podhouser followed him, bent
sharply forward from the waist.

“I don’t know, Mr. Podhouser. The
fee is all right. But I am very busy on
other cases.” Paget glanced at his
watch. “Tell you what I’ll do: I’ve got to
check up on something else, and I'll call
you back within an hour or so and let
you know whether I can handle the case.
OK. "

“Well and good. T'll expect you to
call.”

“Good day, Mr. Podhouser.”

“Good day, Mr. Paget.”

Paget opened the front door waud
stepped out into the areaway. His ex-
pression was a mixture of quizzical irrita-
tion, amusement, irony and baffled curi-
osity. He reached behind him to close
the door and just before the latch clicked
he heard the parrot screech: “Make your-
self at home!”

COWLING, he took the steps in one
stride and walked swiftly to his
parked car. At the curb he stopped ab-
ruptly, stood there a minute with his eyes
narrowed and his thumbs caught in vest
pockets, then swung about and entered a
drugstore. Paget saw a phone booth in

the back. He entered it and dialed a
number. -

Nina Carr said: “You slipped away!
You know you shouldn’t have left here.
The doctor said—"

“Never mind that. Has Tom phoned ?”’

“Yes. He phoned about fifteen minutes
ago. But the Morton case or anything
else—you know you oughtn’t to go—"

Paget’s voice was grimly eager. “What
did Tom say?”’

“He followed them to an apartment
hotel on South Eighteenth Street. The
Beverly. He says he’s in a quick-lunch
on the other side of the street from the
apartment house where he can watch the
entrance, and he’s already had five cups of
coffee besides the two he had at breakfast
and he wants to know if it would be all
right to drink some beer now. I told him
not to dare. What did those two horrible
men want from you, anyhow? What was
it all about? You never did tell me—"

“Thanks a lot. Call you later.”

He banged up the receiver, flung the
folding door open and walked out of the
drugstore with both hands jammed in
pants pockets. For the first time that day
there was a whole-hearted grin on his
face. It stretched the split lip under the
plaster and it hurt, but he felt like grin-
ning and he grinned just the same.

CHAPTER THREE

Shades of Blackbeard

THE Morton place was a huge castle-
like structure on a bluff overlooking
the river and the entire countryside. Its
rugged appearance of age and stability
gave the impression that it must have been
there for centuries, but in reality it had
been constructed in 1930.
No one really knew much about D. W.
Morton or where he had acquired his
wealth. He had come here in January of
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that year from New York. Wall Street,
the public generally said, and those two
vague words covered Morton’s back-
ground. Of his birthplace or his early
life the public knew nothing. He had
built the huge house and had been living
-there since with his wife, who was re-
- ported to be a frail, ineffectual little wom-
an of middle age who took no part in
social activities nor even bothered to assist
her husband in his occasional house-
parties.

A gaunt butler in livery admitted Ross
Paget and ushered him into the library.
The lanky detective stood there waiting,
his tanned young face betraying awe at
the magnificence of the furnishings, the
statuary and armor pieces, the book-lined
walls, the whole atmosphere of apparently
unlimited wealth.

The butler went through a doorway
and Paget, by leaning slightly, could see
him cross a wide room and knock on a
door.

Voices were raised in excitement behind
that door: a man’s—gruff, crisp, almost
violent ; a woman’s—pouting and spiteful ;
and another woman’s—older, mild and
apologetic.

At the butler’s repeated knocking the
voices ceased for a moment and then the
man called irritably: “All right! Come
in!”

The butler opened the door and coughed
behind his hand.

“Mr. Paget, sir. You were expecting
him, I believe?”

“Yes—show him in! No, wait! Helen,
for the last time I want you to understand
that T'll not tolerate your snooping. Be-
cause you’re my wife is no reason for
you to walk in on me like that. Edith
Stanton is here, and she’s going to stay
here a while whether you like it or not.
Now get out!”

“And next time, knock when you come
in here!” the pouting voice said.

“Very well, Dan,” came the humble

voice. “T'll go now.”

The butler stood aside as Mrs. Morton
appeared. She was a thin, white-haired
woman whose kindly features showed no
trace of humiliation. She came slowly
toward the library. Behind her, a volup-
tuous blonde flounced from the study,
stabbed the butler with a contemptuous
glance and swept out of view.

Paget stood discreetly aside and gazed
at a painting. He heard Mrs. Morton
enter the library.

“Mr. Paget?”

He turned. She stood there quiet and
frail, with her hands folded. He nodded.

“I’'m Mrs. Morton,” she said. “My
husband is in bad health—his heart, you
know—and is very excitable this morn-
ing on account of what happened last
night. You'll be considerate with him,
please? Keep him from becoming alarmed
over anything, if you can?”

“Of course.”

“Thank you, Mr. Paget. He’'ll see you
now.” She nodded to the butler, who was
waiting, and the butler led Paget back to
the study and admitted him, closing the
door behind him.

It was a big room with thick rugs and
impressive furniture. Great barred win-
dows overlooked the river. Between the
windows and Paget, D. W. Morton rose
from behind a flat desk as big as a billiard
table and indicated a chair to his right.

“Sit down, Mr. Paget. Glad to see
you. Have a cigar?” :

“No, thanks.” Paget sat down.

“I called you this morning,” Morton
began, “because you were recommended
to me by the police commissioner as being
a man of the highest integrity, whose
word was as good as his bond.”

Paget smiled faintly. “That was very
good of the commissioner.”
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MORTON lit a cigar, and the dark roll

of tobacco protruding from his gray
mouth emphasized the grayness of his
skin, his eyes, his clothes. Everything
about him was gray.

“Have you any idea how I acquired
my fortune, Mr. Paget?”

The detective shrugged. “Wall Street,
I believe, is the popular explanation.”

“It is true that during *Twenty-nine I
figured prominently in several sensational
stock deals,” Morton said. “But my
money came from elsewhere. Until Nine-
teen Twenty-eight, I had been a soldier
of fortune, never of very much impor-
tance. I wandered over the globe. Now
and then my wife was with me, but most
of the time she remained in New York.
She had a small income from her family’s
estate and I did not have to worry about
her support.

“In November, 'Twenty-eight, I was
associated with one Michael Benjamin in
a South American revolutionary plot
which failed. Michael Benjamin was an
adventurer like myself. He is a very fat
man, and during the years before the war
had followed the occupation of a card
shark aboard transatlantic liners. His airs
of elegance gave him the nickname of
the Baron.

“One night in Rio, the two of us ran
across a derelict sailor who had a scrap
of goatskin, inscribed with a skull and all
the other trimmings, which appeared to
be a map of the location of a treasure.
We bought this map from the sailor for
the price of a quart of whiskey. Michael
Benjamin fancied himself a scholar, par-
ticularly on things of this nature. He
reached the conclusion after several days’
study of the map and independent histor-
ical research that it was actually a map
drawn by the pirate Captain Edward
Teach, otherwise known as Blackbeard.

“Naturally T was skeptical at first. I
had a few hundred dollars at the time,

and Michael Benjamin, being broke, found
it necessary to convince me. He did so,
by showing me various historical docu-
ments unearthed from libraries in Rio.
It seemed that Blackbeard really had
buried much treasure about the year
Seventeen Sixteen in the vicinity of Plum
Point, a narrow neck of land in Beaufort
County, North Carolina, where Bath
Creek flows into the Pamlico River.

“This map bore a reference to Plum
Point. Well, to shorten the story, Mr.
Paget, we took pasage to the States. The
day before Christmas, we located the spot
designated by the map. It was a few
paces from an old tree near the end of
the Point, a low and sandy place, cut off
from the mainland by a marsh so that it
is practically an island.

“We had reached this locality by boat,
and we had plenty of implements for dig-
ging on board. There were three of us—
Michael Benjamin had brought his young-
er brother, a mere lad, into the affair. We
dug straight down. We had to cut some
of the roots of the tree.

“Our spades presently uncovered the
dome of what appeared to be some kind
of vault. The bricks were old, larger than
bricks now commonly used in building,
and hand-made, with rounded edges. We
broke away the top of this vault and
found a large chest. It was a wooden
chest bound with hand-forged iron straps
and hinges. We had to chip away bricks
and mortar, for the chest had been per-
fectly sealed in this vault.

“The chest was forty inches long, thir-
ty-two inches wide and about the same
depth; we measured it later. After much
effort, by using a makeshift tackle and
tripod of poles, we succeeded in raising
it.

“That chest, Mr. Paget, contained thou-
sands upon thousands of doubloons and
pieces of eight, gems and golden goblets.
We dragged it down to the boat and got
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it aboard. In our haste to get it away, we
made the mistake of not covering ovet
the hole we had .dug. We left it just as
it was.

'MORTON sighed and then went on.

“Several days later the newspapers—
they are available, Mr. Paget, if you care
to go somewhere and consult the files—
printed accounts of the discovery by two
trappers of what we had left of the vault.
Of course the bricks and mortar on the
sides and bottom of the vault had re-
tained perfect impressions of the chest.
It was easy for the public to reconstruct
what had happened.

“But by that time we were safe in
Charleston, South Carolina, with our
treasure. The problem of its disposal
worried us no little. It was impossible to
tell what its value to us would be if we
made a clean breast of the affair. But
the government might take it away from
us, the owner of the land where we had
found it might file claims—there would
doubtless be litigation and other trouble.

“We decided that the only sensible
course was for us to melt down the gold
and silver and take the gems from their
settings. We did that. And with the bar
gold and silver and unmounted jewels
divided equally among us, we went to
New York and set about finding the most
advantageous way to convert our loot into
cash. The others wanted to destroy the
chest itself, but I decided to keep it for
sentimental reasons. I boxed it and stored
it.

“If you were to go to a library and con-
sult the New York morning newspapers
of January Second, Nineteen Twenty-
nine, Mr. Paget, you would find an ac-
count of the murder of a young man who
was registered in a mid-town hotel under
an assumed name. He was found in his
room by the chambermaid, stabbed to
death. The case is one of the unsolved

mysteries of the New York Police De-
partment,

“The facts are these, Mr. Paget: that
young man was Michael Benjamin’s
brother. He had been carrying his share
of the treasure in an ordinary handbag.
The Baron and I occupied rooms adjoin-
ing his, and about one o’clock on the
morning of January Second we heard a
disturbance in his room. We rushed in
and found him dying. The handbag con-
taining his part of the treasure was gone.

“Before he died, he managed to gasp
out to us a description of the murderer.
But the description was of little use to us.
The intruder had been masked, the lad
said. There had been a struggle. During
the struggle, the bandit’s coat and shirt
were torn, exposing the tattooed figure of
a cat on his left shoulder. That was the
only clue. The boy died.

“In our circumstances we did not wish
to face a police investigation, so we left
the hotel and never returned. We dis-
posed of our shares of the treasure. Ben-
jamin went his way, vowing vengeance
upon the killer of his brother and saying
that he would never rest until he had
found him, and I went mine. For a while
I amused myself with the stock market,
then came here to live. You know the
rest, until now we come to what happened
last night.

“The chest I had kept as a very per-
sonal souvenir, telling anyone who hap-
pened to ask about it that it was merely
an antique I had picked up in Charleston.
Last night I was sitting in the library with
Edith Stanton, a house guest, when the
butler came in and announced that Mich-
ael Benjamin was at the front4door.

“Somewhat flustered, I suppose, because
I had not seen or heard from the Baron
since January, "Twenty-nine, I got rid of
Miss Stanton and ordered the butler to
admit the Baron. He came in and we
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talked in circles for a while, until finally
I discovered what it was that he wanted.”

MORTON smiled grimly. “He is a

very clever man in some ways, Mr.
Paget, but my previous association with
him had taught me some of his talents.
He approached the matter very tactfully
at first, saying that he merely wanted the
chest for the same reason I had kept it,
and offered me two thousand dollars for
it. I refused.

“We argued. I told him I would not
sell it at any price. He proposed to be my
guest for a few days. I told him that he
was not welcome, because I did not trust
him in any way. He offered me ten thou-
sand dollars for the chest. I refused that
and he left in a huff.

“My curiosity was aroused, and the
more I thought about it the more I be-
came convinced that there was something
about the chest, perhaps its historical sig-
nificance, that made it worth a lot of
money. So, unable to sleep, I drove
eighty miles to the state university to see
an acquaintance of mine, a member of
the faculty, who is an authority on Ameri-
can history and whose hobby is the study
of pirates and piracy.

“I was sure that the Baron had chanced
upon some historical reference to the
chest which made it immensely valuable.
And it turned out that I was not wrong.
The professor had never seen my chest. I
described it to him in minute detail, told
him that I had bought it in an antique
shop in Charleston, and since had run
across a newspaper account of the finding
of a similar chest in Beaufort County,
North Carolina, in *Twenty-eight. Per-
haps mine was that very chest. Was there
any way to know?

“That brought the information I really
wanted. The only notable reference to
such a chest in the history of the Ameri-
cas, said the professor, was of one taken

by the French pirate, Duclerc, in an at-
tack upon the city of Rio de Janeiro in
Seventeen Ten, six years before Black-
beard was supposed to have buried his
treasure in North Carolina.

“The Portuguese governor, Francisco
de Castro, had prepared this chest to be
sent home as a tribute to his ruler, filling
it with the treasures of the gold-mining
country of Brazil. The joints were pre-
pared in a manner which could easily be
identified today. Because of this authenti-
cated history the chest itself would be
worth more than thirty thousand dollars.

“The professor was very much excited
about it. He refused to place an exact
estimate on the historical value of the
chest, but swore it would bring at least
thirty thousand dollars. I told him I
doubted if it were the same chest, thanked
him and left. But on the way home I be-
came sure that in some manner the Baron,
with his flair for scholarship, had learned
of its value. He could pay me ten thou-
sand and still make a profit of twenty,
if not more.

“When I arrived home about one thirty
o’clock I found that there had been a
hold-up there. An armed group of bandits
had held the staff of servants at bay and
taken the chest away in a truck. Some
foolish servant had called the police, but
I kept him and the rest of them from talk-
ing too much after the police arrived. I
persuaded the police that nothing of con-
sequence had been taken and eventually
got rid of them.

“I do not want any publicity, and con-
sequently, I do not ‘want the police to
pursue any inquiry for reasons which you
can readily imagine. The Baron knew
that. And it will be next to impossible for
him to dispose of the chest without the
newspapers carrying the story.

“As you are well aware, I am sup-
posed to be a rich man, Mr. Paget. But
as a matter of fact I am practically broke.
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My investments have been disastrous dur-
ing the past three years. Everything, even
this home, is mortgaged to the hilt. My
total tangible assets are here in this
drawer—seven thousand dollars in cash.”

He produced a sheaf of currency.
“Here’s five thousand of it—cash. I will
pay you five thousand more if you re-
cover the chest for me. I'll still make the
same profit the Baron is after. Do you
accept the commission ?”’

Ross Paget said, “I do,” and took the
money. “You’'ll hear from me within a
few hours,” he added, and went out.

CHAPTER FOUR

Honor Among Thieves

NINA CARR was sitting with her el-

bows on the desk, her chin in her
hands, staring at the telephone as if she
dared it to ring, when Ross Paget barged
in, his necktie askew and one side of his
coat collar untidily erect.

“Why didn’t you—" she burst out.

Paget cut her off with: “Wire Hanra-
han in New York and tell him to call me
as soon as possible with all the dope he
can get on D. W. Morton, who was in
Wall Street there in *Twenty-nine. Also
Morton’s wife. Call Max Shelton up at
the Rialto office and get any information
you can about Edith Stanton, former ac-
tress. Has Tom called lately? Are they
still at the Beverly?”

“Five minutes ago. They’re still there.”

“All right, snap into it!”

She said, “O. K.,” reached behind her
to yank a box-lever which would summon
a telegraph messenger, swung around to
her typewriter and whirled a blank into
the carriage and started pounding out the
message.

In the inner office, Paget grabbed up
the telephone book, found Lionel Pod-
houser’s number and called him.

“Mr. Podhouser?”

“Yes.”

“Ross Paget speaking. I am sorry to
say that I will be too busy on other mat-
ters to undertake that investigation for
you.”

“But Mr. Paget! Wait! You’ll have to
take the casel!”

“Why ?”

“Early this morning, before I had seen
you, the customer I had promised to save
that chest for came in and wanted to see
it, and I had to tell him about it being
stolen. But I told him that I had retained
you at once—got you out of bed—and that
you had already found where the chest
was, and would recover it for me probably
today. Now if you do not take the case
I am—"

“Sorry,
time?”

Paget hung up, his mouth twisting. So
that was why the Baron thought he knew
where the chest was! The detective un-
hooked the receiver again; Nina Carr was
talking to Max Shelton, and he listened
in.

“That baby ?”” Shelton said. “Say, Nina,
she’s the most unscrupulous gold-digger
that ever hit this neck of the woods. She’s
as crooked as a snake and the only reason
she gets by is that she wiggles her hips
that way.”

“Thanks, Max,” Nina said. “You can
take me out some night.”

The line went dead. Paget hung up,
called out, “I got it!” and reopened a con-
nection and asked for long-distance to
get him the president’s office of the state
university while he held the line. A
woman’s voice answered.

“What’s the name of your American
history professor—the one who’s an au-
thority on piracy?”’ Paget asked without
preamble.

“You mean Doctor Williams?”’ the sec-
retary said.

Mr. Podhouser. Another
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“Right! I want to talk to him. It’s
very important.”

“I’'m sorry, Doctor Williams is lectur-
ing at the moment. Will you leave your

number ?”’

Paget gave her his number and told
her to tell the faculty member that it was
highly urgent and for him to call col-
lect. He slammed the instrument down

~on the desk and yelled: “Get hold of
Jimmy Burke for me—at the Clarion of-
fice or the Hippodrome Bar.”

He heard Nina pick up the phone and
give the Clarion number, and he paced
the floor, biting his thumb, until she an-
nounced that Jimmy Burke was on the
line.

“Jimmy,” he said, “go scramble in the
files along about Christmas, Nineteen
- Twenty-eight, and see if you can find any-
thing about somebody discovering where
a buried treasure had been dug up near
Bath Creek, North Carolina.”

“Sure, Ross,” the reporter said.
call you back.”

6‘1’11

HANGING up, Paget stormed out of

the office with no more than a curt
“Back in a few minutes!” to Nina Carr.
He ran to the elevator, punched the but-
ton with a broad thumb and stood shift-
ing from one foot to the other, impa-
tiently, until the door clacked open. When
he hit the street he walked swiftly three
blocks eastward. Suddenly he slackened
his pace as he approached a pool parlor
on a dingy side street, and stuck his
thumbs in his vest pockets and sauntered
into the place.

It contained a cigar counter behind
which a stout man in a collarless shirt was
drowsing over a newspaper, taking oc-
casional sips of coffee from a cup which
rested at his elbow. Midway of the
length of the place there was shadow,
and beyond it the pool tables around

which half a dozen men were playing,
and others just looking on.

“Hello, Ross!” The collarless man
looked up from his newspaper. “How’s
it?’

Paget shrugged. “So-so.” He named
a brand of cigarettes and tossed a quarter
on the counter.

The collarless man gave him cigarettes
and change. Paget opened the package
and lit a cigarette and flipped the match
in a high arc, turned and strolled out.

A block away he sidled into the gloomy
doorway of a run-down rooming house
and waited. Presently a thin, sallow lit-
tle man with a toothpick angled from
one corner of his mouth walked past,
spotted him, came back and with cautious
glances up and down the street, stepped
in beside him.

“What you want?”

“A bunch of the local talent was hired
for a big-time heist last night,” Paget
said, “only all they were supposed to
get was an old chest. One of the hired
hands was short and dark, maybe an
Ttalian, and the other had a thin, red
scar from the corner of his left eye down
to his neck.”

“That would be Louie Screvin and
Gent Slattery, probably.”

“Well, get all you can about it and let
me know.” Paget tendered a bill.

The little man took it. “All right.
What'll I do? Call you?”

“How long will you take?”

“Oh, just a few minutes maybe.”

“O. K. Meet me back here in half an
hour.”

Paget dodged out of the doorway, dou-
bled around the block and covered the
distance back to his office as fast as he
could without attracting attention. Nina
Carr held the phone out to him when he
went in.

“It’s Jimmy Burke.”
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He snatched the phone.
thing, Jimmy?”

“Right-o!” the reporter said. “Just a
squib, because maybe it looked kinda
phony to the telegraph editor, but it seems
two trappers came upon this place where
there was an old vault under the ground
that somebody had broke into, and the
cement held impressions of—"

“Good enough. Thanks.” Paget put
the phone down and went to the inner
office, got the brandy bottle from the bot-
tom drawer of his desk and took a swig.

Four minutes later the phone rang
stridently again and Paget answered.

“Hey, Ross! Maybe I've done the
wrong thing, but that little guy, the kid,
the one that looks like a killer, came out
of the Beverly and walked up the street
and I tailed him. He’s in Chippie’s saloon
on South Fourteenth now and I'm in a
joint across the street where I can watch.
What'll I do?’

“Stick with him, Tom! Don’t let him
spot you, but stick with him whatever
you do! And call back here when you
can. I'm going to the Beverly.”

“Find any-

EXAMINING his gun swiftly, Paget

reholstered it, swung out past Nina
Carr’s worried frown and had his left
foot in the hall and his right hand pull-
ing the door shut after him when he
saw Edith Stanton approaching. Their
eyes met simultaneously.

There was no doubting her sensuous
attractiveness. She wasn’t young, but her
face and her figure were so well cared
for that she was as sleek as a tiger. The
black sheen of her dress was designed to
show every line of her figure, with no
attempt whatever at concealment. And
when she spoke, a certain throaty harsh-
ness underlay a sugar coating of honey
smoothness.

“Hello, Detective.”

Paget didn’t move.

“Aren’t you going to ask me in?” Her
eyes brimmed twinkling, mischievous in-
vitation. She slid up close to him and
placed her hand on his arm. Paget looked
over the lines of her figure with cold,
inscrutable appraisal. He shrugged the
shoulder of the arm on which her hand
lay and stood aside wordlessly.

She went in past him, saw Nina, sniffed,
and continued to the inner office. Paget
followed her, went behind the desk and
sat down and nodded toward a chair.
She sat down and crossed her silken legs,
carelessly careful that her skirt was up
to her knee.

“Well?”
businesslike.

“After you left the Morton home this
morning,” she began, “I happened to hear
Mrs. Morton comment that she liked
you very much. She liked your face, in
spite of the plaster strips. She said it
was an honest face.” Edith Stanton
laughed. “Have you been in a fight, or
did you just fall against something?”

“What did you want to see me about ?”
Paget countered.

Paget’s tone was strictly

“There’s no hurry, is there? Give me
a cigarette.” :

He gave her one and held a match for
her.

“As a matter of fact,” she said, exhal-
ing smoke, “I've got a job for you. Since
Mrs. Morton seemed to like you, it won’t
be hard. It’s this: Dan wants a divorce.
Wants to divorce her. But there are no
grounds, and your job is to make
grounds.”

She got up and sat on the desk and
leaned toward him confidentially. “It
ought not to be hard for you to get her
to some hotel on an excuse and arrange
to catch her in a room with a man. You
probably know how those things are done.
Of course it would be just a formality,
to let Dan get his divorce. How about
it, big boy ?”
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Paget sat drumming the desk with his
fingers. She rose languidly and came
around near him, giving him the full ef-
fect of her perfume and the nearness of
her body.

“You know, I think you and I ought
to get together some time, too. I'm a lit-
tle like Mrs. Morton. I like your face.”

He pushed his chair back, and the
chiseled bronze of his features showed no
emotion whatever as he said: “Is that
all?”

“Sure,” she frowned.
mean ?”’

“What do you

“T mean I don’t want your kind of
business.”

“But”—she spread her hands in a swift
gesture—“you’re a private detective,
aren’t you?’

“Not that kind. Now—"
his head toward the door.

For a moment she glared, her eyes
flashing savagely like those of a beast.
Then quite abruptly she stabbed her ciga-
rette into the tray and stalked out.

He inclined

FOR a long time Paget sat there mo-

tionless, lost in reverie. The phone
rang again, but its sound did not pene-
trate his consciousness enough to arouse
him to action. Nina Carr came in.

“It’s Hanrahan in New York.”

With a quick lift of his head to her,
Paget took up the phone.

“All right, Hanrahan. You're very
prompt. What did you get?”

“Nothing much,” Hanrahan said. “I
couldn’t find a thing on him before
*Twenty-nine. It seems he showed up
here that year from South America or
some place—with millions. He played
around with the stock market a while,
lost some money. Then he went to your
town. His wife is one of these nuts that
loves her husband no matter what he
does.”

“He played around with women pretty
much there?”

“Plenty. Got in some bad jams, too,
but his wife always pulled him out of
them. She'd been living here by herself
half the time before 'Twenty-nine, and
I suspect she used to send him money in
South America or wherever he was. She
had a little money herself before that
time, and she probably gave him most of
it. Anything particular you wanted about
him ?” , :

“No, that’s fine, Hanrahan. So long.”

The line went dead and he slowly re-
placed the receiver, got his hat and went
down to the street. The stool pigeon was
waiting for him in the dim doorway four
blocks eastward.

“It’s pretty tough, Mr. Paget. Some
heavy dough was laid on the line and the
boys are all tight-mouthed as hell. I
haven’t run across anybody that would
talk yet, but—"

Paget said: “This is pretty important
to me, too. There’ll be a century note
in it for you if you can get me what I
want—everything you can about who was
in it, who hired ’em, and why.”

“Well, I'll do the best I can.”

“When you get anything, call my of-
fice. If I'm not there, spill it to my
secretary. She’s a right guy, and she’ll
handle it for me. O.K.?”

“0.K., Mr. Paget.”

The detective dodged out, walked half
a block and signaled a taxi. He climbed
in and said: “The Beverly, on South
Eighteenth.”

It was a big place, fairly well-to-do
though not among the best in the city.
Paget had his driver go slowly past it
several times before he finally decided
there was nothing to be seen in the way
of headquarters dicks or other stake-outs.
He got out of the cab, paid the driver,
and went into the lobby.

There were Persian rugs underfoot,
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mirrors between heavy purple drapes, and
soft-shaded lamps next to inviting arm-
chairs. A clerk and a cashier were back
of the desk.

Paget went straight across to where a
lad in a trim green uniform lounged in
the open door of an elevator, said, “Ten,”
and was taken upward.

N THE tenth floor he found 1032
and knocked loudly. There was no
response. He knocked some more. Mum-
bled swearing could be heard through the
panel, the sound of something wooden
falling to the floor, and a sleepy voice
called: “Who is it?”’

“Telegram, sir.”
voice.

More mumbled profanity, and at last
the door swung open to expose a dark,
slight man about the same age as Paget—
thirty—whose hair was pillow-tousled,
whose eyes were squinting from his
screwed-up face, and who was hitching
up his pajama pants with his free hand.

“Oh, hello, Ross! Come in! Why
the gag about the telegram?”

Paget went into the room where the
bed was rumpled and a chair overturned
with a coat and vest on its top-heavy back.
He picked up the chair and straightened
the coat and sat down.

“I just don’t like to go yelling my name
around hotel halls.”

“Oh!” The clerk got back in bed and
pulled the covers up to his chin and
cocked an eye at the detective. “I kind
of thought it might be somep’n about
my mother. You gave me a scare. She’s
been ailing lately, and I keep thinking
'l go home and see her, but I never
get around to it and—"

“Were you very wide-awake last
night ?” Paget broke in.

The clerk yawned cavernously. “Whad-
da yuh wanta know?” His yawn ended
with a click of his teeth.

Paget disguised his

“There’s two guys stayin’ here, one of
them very big and fat and jolly—looks
like he’s been a lot of things and done a
lot of places—and the other a kid of
about twenty that looks like he might’ve
eaten a mess of gunpowder by mistake.
Know ’em?”

“Let’s see.” The clerk rubbed a bristly
chin and turned his open eye upon the
ceiling thoughtfully. “Yeah, I think so.
That would be Mr. Michael Benjamin
and his secretary. Secretary—hah! I
bet that kid can’t even read.”

“Well, what I want to know is about
their goings and comings last night. When
did they go out and when did they come
in? Or were they separate? I thought
you might remember—"

“I don’t know, Ross. Let’s see. Yeah,
I do remember seeing the kid come in
by himself about five this morning.”

“That all ?”

“Uh-huh. I wouldn’t remember about
earlier, anyhow, on account of there's so
much more going on. But the kid come
in about five. I remember that all right.”

“Sure he was alone?”

“There wasn’t nobody with him.”

Paget got up. “Have you seen the
new bill at the Rialto ?”

“No,” the clerk said. “Why?”

“I’ve got a couple of tickets I don’t
need. I'll send ’em over to you.”

“Thanks, Ross.”

At the door the detective asked casual-
ly: “Say, what rooms are they in?”

“The fat slob is in Four Ten, I think,
and the kid is Four Twelve.”

Paget said: “Thanks. Mind if I use
the phone?”

“Go ahead.”

INA’S voice was cheerful as ever
when she answered the phone. Paget
said: “Tom called again?’ There was a
note of excitement in his voice.
“Yes, he has. The kid, he said, went
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to a house about a block from Chippie’s
saloon on South Fourteenth Street. Tom
was able to sneak up to a window and
look in. The kid had two other men in
the room arguing with a fourth man, a
gray-haired, gray-faced {fellow. They
gave him the works but didn’t seem to
get anything from him. He’s out cold
now. Two of the men were just leaving
when Tom phoned, but the kid was still
there.”

Paget’s lips tightened under the ad-
hesive. “Anything else?”’

“Somebody who wouldn’t give his
name called and said tell you that Louie
Screvin and Gent Slattery—those are the
exact mames—pulled a job last night,
but he can’t find out what they did.”

Paget said: “O.K. I know what they
did. And you tell Tom to stick to that
room. The kid may leave there soon,
he probably will, but Tom’s to keep his
face in that window.”

“T’1l tell him. But I wish I knew what
it was about. Why don’t you—"

Paget said: “No time now. There’s
work to do.”” He forked the phone, said,
“Thainks,” to the clerk and went out.

Deep lines came into his face as he
went to the elevator, boarded it and de-
scended to the fourth floor. The set of
his mouth was wan and haggard. At the
door of 410 he halted, tested the easy
slide of his gun in his holster, and care-
fully put fingers on the knob.

Silently he twisted it. The door was
locked. There was no sound from within.
He knocked.

Raint footsteps could be heard. They
came to the door and stopped. Seconds
passed. Paget tried to keep from becom-
ing tense. He saw the knob turn, rasping
audibly. A key clicked. The door opened.
Paget’s arms hung loosely at his sides.

The Baron stood there, his pink jowls
spreading into a smile. With his right
hand back of the door on the knob, he

stepped aside and said: “Delighted, Mr.
Paget! Won't you come in?”

Paget went in. . The Baron shoved the
door shut. He raised his pudgy right
hand from the doorknob; he was holding
a gun. The small revolver was pointed
straight at Paget’s chest.

CHAPTER FIVE

The Tattooed Cat

'PHE Baron ‘was very genial. Except
= for the fact that there was a gun in
his hand, he might have been greeting an
old friend who had turned up unexpect-
edly.

“Well, well, sir! I am glad to see you!
And you seem to have survived our lit-
tle conference of this morning without
serious damages.” He fingered an ear
reflectively, studying Paget’s face. “Per-
haps you have changed your mind and
decided to accept my offer?”’

“Does the five thousand dollars still
stand ?”

“Indeed it does, sir. Merely for in-
formation as to where I can find the
chest. Most generous, if I do say so!”

“For the information, you’ll pay me a
thousand now, and the rest of it—four
thousand more—as soon as you have been
satisfied that my information was cor-
rect?”

“Quite so. Those were my terms this
morning, and so far as I am concerned
nothing has happened to change them.”

“You'll expect no assistance from me
in acquiring the chest?”

“None whatever.”

“All right. You're on.”

The Baron drew out a wallet with his
left hand and tossed it on the table. He
kept the gun in his right hand trained
on Paget’s chest.

“Take ten hundred-dollar bills from
that wallet and then give it back to me,”
he said.
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Paget did so, noticing that several
other notes of the same denomination in
addition to half a dozen thousand-dollar
bills remained in the wallet, and handed
it back to the Baron.

“Good,” he said then. “The chest is
at Fourteen Forty-two South Fourteenth
Street.”

(lGOOd !9’
l(Then I_”

At the sound of a knock on the door,
he broke off. He stiffened. He did not
move, did not take his eyes off Paget.

Paget grinned widely. “They didn't
lose any time getting here,” he said.

The knocking was repeated.

With a slight quiver of his thick lips
that betrayed his uneasiness, the Baron
crossed to Paget and stuck the muzzle
of the gun against the detective’s stomach.
He reached under Paget’s coat and took
the .45 automatic from the holster. Then
he ran a hand cautiously over the rest of
Paget’s body, keeping the muzzle of the
small revolver in position.

“The forty-five is the only one I car-
ry,” Paget told him.

Nodding, the Baron dropped the big
gun in his coat pocket and went to the
door.

“Who is it?” he called.

There was no answer.

He repeated the question.

Silence.

He stepped back and gestured with his
gun. The skin was stretched tight over
the rolls of fat in his face but his voice
was still genial: “Will you kindly open
the door, Mr. Paget?”

Good naturedly Paget went to the door
and opened it. Two men with guns
crowded him back. One of them was
short and dark, rather stout, whose fea-
tures showed a Latin strain; the other,
thin and flashily dressed, had a thin, red
scar line that ran from the outer corner
of his left eye down onto his neck. The

The Baron’s eyes gleamned.

scarred man closed the door. Paget
moved warily out of the line of fire.

ELECTRIC tension gripped the scene,
but no gun exploded. The two in-
truders stood gazing at the Baron, who

did not lower his revolver. A minute
passed in complete deadlock.
“Drop the rod, Fatty!” said Louie

Screvin.

The Baron was unhurried, unruffled.
“And if T don’t?”’

“There’s two of us. Your buddy don’t
look like he’s heeled. He couldn’t draw
fast enough to beat us anyhow. When
the shootin’ starts, you'll get a slug from
one of us if you don’t from the other.”

“Your logic, my good man, is above
reproach.” The Baron dropped his gun;
it thudded on the rug.

“Frisk ’em !’ Screvin ordered.

Gent Slattery went to Paget first, keep-
ing out of the line of fire from his con-
federate’s weapon, and satisfied himself
that the detective was unarmed. Paget .
held his hands straight out from his sides
until the scar-faced man completed the
search, then let them drop.

“Up, Fatty!”

The Baron, whose right fist was frozen
before his paunch in the position from
which he had dropped the revolver, put
his hands up slowly.

Scooping the revolver from the floor,
Slattery ran expert fingers over the
Baron’s clothes and found the .45, took
it and pocketed it.

“All right, we can talk now,” Screvin
said. “What we came here to find out,
Fatty, is how come you wanted that chest
so much. We got another fence—not
that Podhouser punk—to look it over and
he said it wasn’t worth three grand. And
there ain’t nothin’ in it. We looked good.
So what’s the catch, Fatty?”

The Baron’s eyes slitted. . “Am I to
understand that you have the chest?”
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“Yeah, we got it.”

“At Fourteen Forty-two South Four-
teenth Street?”

Screvin scowled.
that ?”

Paget said cheerfully: ‘“How about
that four thousand you owe me now,
Baron?”

““You crossed me,” the Baron charged.
“You knew that even if I went there,
they’d grab me and—"

“Sure,” Paget admitted. “But my in-
formation was correct, wasn’t it? And
that’'s what you bargained for, wasn’t
@

“Hey, cut this out,” Screvin clipped.
“I’'m askin’ - the questions around here.
What’s the pay-off about that chest?”

“Are you the torpedoes my assistant
engaged to acquire the chest from Mr.
Morton?”’ the Baron asked.

“Aw, hell!” Slattery exclaimed. “Tell
him about it, Louis, so he’ll know where
he stands.”

“The hell with him!” Screvin said.
“He’s the one to do the talkin’ around
here.” =

Paget suggested: “Maybe I can en-
lighten the Baron about the details. How
about it ?”

There was no objection, and Paget
turned to Michael Benjamin. “You see,
Baron, when Sonny hired these men to
help him get the chest from Morton’s
place while you were somewhere here in
town establishing an iron-clad alibi, he
got it and took it to Lionel Podhouser, as
you suggested. But you made a mistake
in choosing Podhouser.

“He’s really not a good fence—just an
amateur. Come to think of it, though,
maybe that’s why you chose him. You
were the only one who knew the real
value of the chest, and you figured it
would be safe there until you got around
to it. Well, Sonny followed your orders,
up to that point, explicitly.

“How’d you know

“But he got to thinking about it and
decided that if the chest was worth all
that trouble to you, it ought to be worth
as much to him. So he hires these fel-
lows all over again and goes back to
Podhouser’s and gets the chest; being
careful, of course, that Podhouser didn’t
get a glimpse of him the second time.

“He took the chest away and hid it,

and came back here to you about five

o’clock and reported that everything was
just as you wanted it. With your alibi
fixed so well that nobody could possibly
doubt it, you went down to Podhouser’s
for the chest and found that it had been
hijacked. Sonny was probably with you,
pretending innocence and great surprise.

“So when Podhouser told you that he
had retained me and that I had located
the chest, you came up to my office and
tried to beat the information eut of me.
That was no go.

“Now Sonny has the chest and he
doesn’t know what to do with it. In his
situation, he’s got these guys helping him.
They don’t know any more about what
makes the chest so valuable than he does.”

HE Baron’s admiration was frank.

“T see, Mr. Paget—I see. You are
more conversant with the problem than I
had imagined. You are very clever, I
must admit, since I have no idea of the
source of your knowledge.”

He turned to Louie Screvin and Gent
Slattery. “But Mr. Paget errs in one
respect; in hinting that the chest has some
mysterious value. It hasn’t. I am a col-
lector, gentlemen, and I want the chest
merely because it is an interesting an-
tique. You know how collectors—”

“Nuts!” said Screvin. “Work on him
a little bit, Gent. I can keep this dick
covered.”

“With pleasure, Louis,” said Slattery,
elaborately mocking the Baron’s tone.

Gloating and savage, the scar-faced man

s
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advanced. The Baron was imperturbably
affable of expression until Slattery struck
him across the mouth with the gun butt;
then the Baron’s corpulent face contorted
hideonusly and he lunged forward—until
he met the cold, hard, reverse end of the
gun jabbing against his paunch.

“Don’t shoot !” he shritled. “I—”

Slattery used the gun barrel and hit
him on one cheek and then on the other,
leaving livid streaks. The Baron stum-
bled backward, clawing his face, his pig-
like eyes becoming pools of terrible fear.

“Open up, Fatty!” Screvin said
“What'’s the low-down about that chest?”

“T’ll pay you for it!” the Baron whined
desperately. “I'll pay you five thousand—
ten thousand! I'll pay you fifteen thou-
sand dollars for the chest! That's more
than it's worth to anybody but me.”

Paget was holding his hands away from
his sides. He said: “I could help with
this.”

Scriven said, “Yeah?’ His fingers still
curled tight around the trigger.

“T’ll need help, but not from that thing
in your hand. You call the kid over on
Fourteenth Street and tell him to come
here and bring Morton.”

The Baron said : “Morton?”
was muffled by bloody lips.

Screvin said: “That punk don’t know.
We worked on him.”

“Maybe, but not the right way. Get
him over.”

“If you know so damn much, why
don’t you tell?” Slattery was coming to-
ward Paget. His right arm was crooked
at the elbow, raising the gun butt shoulder
high.

Paget stood flatfooted. His face was
expressionless, his eyes looking squarely
into those of Slattery. He said: “I won't
tell because I don’t know. You can try
to beat it out of me if you want. The
Baron tried and see what he got.”

Slattery hesitated. Blood vessels showed

The word

along the back of his hands as he swayed
the gun. He said: “All right. What’s
the game?”

“You can’t beat it out of Morton.
You've tried. But I know what will make
him talk.”

“What'’s your cut?”

“Ten percent.”

Scriven said: “Hell, Louis, call the
kid.”

It was fifteen minutes before knuckles
rapped on the deor. Paget stepped for-
ward, swung it open.

W. MORTON stood there, one
eye bruised and swollen darkly.
Behind him was the kid, right hand in
his coat pocket, the outline of a pistol
muzzle shaped by the cloth.

They came through the door and Sonny
swung it shut. Morton was limping a
litle as he was prodded forward. He
came up beside Paget.

“All right,” the kid said.
hell is this?”’

“The dick said he could make Morton
talk.” Slattery came a half step closer to
Paget. The scar was like a streak of fire
down his face. His lips did not move
when he said: “O.K., louse, make him
talk. If you don’t—God help you.”

Paget said: “I know what you mean.”
He swung toward Merton. “Will you
tell them what you know about the chest,
or will T tell them what I know about—
murder ?”

Morton’s face was grayer than ever.
His words were fast and breathless. “I
don’t know what you're talking about. I
hired you to work for me. What is this
—a double-cross ?”

Paget said: “This is not work any
longer. Either I live or I don’t, and I
mean to live. That chest’s not worth my
life. It’s not worth yours unless—" he
made a gesture with his hands.

Morton’s lips twitched suddenly, the

“What the
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~ eyes flamed with avarice. He swung to-
ward the kid. “You can have the chest,
all of you. I told Paget why I wanted it.
It’s got historical value, worth thirty thou-
sand or more. But you can have it. I'm
done! If it’s worth any more than that”—
he swung and stabbed a finger toward
Paget— “there’s the man that knows
why! He’s handled the whole thing for
me!”

Screvin said, “You rat!” and dropped
the gun in his pocket, drew out a long
clasp knife with a pointed blade.

He stuck the point through the cloth
of Paget’s vest just above the belt. The
point penetrated shirt and undershirt also;
Paget felt it prick his skin. He backed
up against the wall, with Screvin follow-
ing and keeping the point pressing against
him.

Screvin said: “I guess you’ll talk now,
gumshoe. We’re deep enough in this thing
so a little murder won’t make much differ-
ence.”

“Morton’s lying,” Paget said calmly.

Screvin increased the pressure on the
blade. The point dug deeper into Paget’s
flesh. He ground his teeth together to
keep from crying out. Knots of muscle
made white spots along his jaw.

“What’s the secret?” Sonny shrilled at
him. “If Louis don’t croak you, I will!
I been wantin’ to do it ever since you shot
off your mouth this mornin’, anyhow.
This time and place suit me fine.”

“All right,” said Paget, expelling
breath. “I’ll tell.” He looked at Morton.
“We could have got out of this. When
I had them call you over I thought I
could make a break. There wasn’t any
chance. But I've got my assistant watch-
ing the chest. If you’d come clean, sent
them back to the chest, we’d have won.
But you wanted the whole thing. You’d
let them knock me off—to save you the
rest of the fee.”

Morton said: “To hell with you—I'm

through. Get out of this your own way.”

Paget said slowly: “Take the the knife
out of me, Louis. I’ll tell.”

Screvin glanced back to see that his
pals had their guns ready, then withdrew
the knife.

“All right, Paget,” he said. “Do your
stuff.”

AGET strode over to Morton and

caught the gray-haired man’s shirt
collar and ripped the garment from his
shoulders. The tattoed figure of a cat
was exposed.

The Baron’s bloody chin went slack.

“You!” he gasped. Color drained from
his flabby face, left the rolls of flesh like
dough. “You killed my brother!”’

Paget said: “You asked for it, Mor-
ton, and I had to do something.”

Without warning, the Baron flung him-
self upon the gun in Slattery’s hand, and
such was the unexpectedness of the as-
sault that he met little resistance. He
wrenched the weapon free and fired at
Morton. The bullet smashed Morton
squarely between the eyes. :

Sonny’s gun exploded almost simultane-
ously. The Baron reeled, gasped, and
lifted one hand grotesquely as a splotch of
crimson showed on his chest, then lost
balance and pitched forward on his face.

Diving at Sonny’s knees, Ross Paget
contacted and . lifted Sonny’s body in a
mighty heave and flung it toward Screvin.
Another shot roared out and Sonny’s body
twitched in the air and crashed against the
dark man. The detective was vaguely
aware that a wisp of smoke curled from
Screvin’s gun; he had fired in confusion
at what little he could see of Paget and
hit Sonny instead.

Screvin plunged for the doorway;
Slattery followed like a streak.

Feet pounded outside in the hall. Some-
one shouted. A woman screamed.

Scrambling erect, Paget saw that Son-
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ny was dead, or would be in a few sec-
onds; he had been hit in the neck and
the bullet had severed his jugular vein.

Paget slammed the door and locked it,
looked over the room and, grimacing, went
to the phone and told the girl at the
switchboard to call the police.

He remembered that Morton had
limped coming into the room. Thinking
curiously of Morton’s wife and her futile
efforts to keep his decent side uppermost,
he went to the body and unlaced a shoe,
slipped it from the foot. He felt in the
shoe. His probing fingers encountered
something solid in the toe. A ruby.

It was as red as the blood on Morton’s
forehead and blindingly brilliant. And
large as the second joint of a man’s little
finger. This was the first time any man
except Morton had gazed upon it since
Francisco de Castro secreted it in some
hidden compartment of the chest more
than two centuries before.

A distant wail of sirens arose from
the street. Ross Paget dropped the stone
in his pocket and put the shoe back on
Morton’s foot and laced it. He said aloud:
“No man with the Baron’s money and
brains was going through this for a twen-
ty-thousand-dollar profit—not when he
couldn’t sell the chest without making its
history public. Morton might hear of its
sale. There had to be something else.
De Castro was another chiseler—sending
a treasure chest to his king, but hiding

a fortune in it for himself. Morton had
the true story from the professor. After

.they left him in the room with the chest,

he was willing to give up the game. No
wonder.”

He went to the body of the Baron then,
and took four thousand-dollar bills from
the fat man’s wallet.

When the police hammered on the door
Paget’s brain had already manufactured a
story which would leave out the ruby.

AN HOUR later he walked away from

the hotel. The deputy medical exam-
iner had bandaged his wound. Half a
dozen blocks distant he went into a drug-
store and asked for a small box.

The clerk found one, gave it to him.

“May I bother you for some tissue
paper, too?”’

The clerk gave him some.  Paget tossed
a quarter on the counter and went out.
At a branch post office, he stuffed the box
with tissue, put the ruby in it, wrapped
it, sealed it, and addressed it to Mrs. D.
W. Norton. At the window he registered
it, had it weighed and stamped, and then
dropped it into the mailbox.

His face was haggard and pallid as he
left the post office and signaled a taxi.
He was very tired and hungry. He sup-
posed he ought to get lunch before sleep,
but apparently he was more tired than
hungry for he was dead to the world be-
fore the taxi was well away from the curb.
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Rex Lonergan was determined to get on the detective force—even if

the chief had said, “Nothing doing”—and he was damned if he'd be

kept off by a bunch of jealous chiselers who were afraid he'd show

them up. All he wanted was a job—and if there wasn't one he’d create
it—by sending a couple of public enemies to join—

The Corpse Parade
b

bé
John K. Butler

Author of “Murder Alley,” etc.

CHAPTER ONE
The Bloodstained Slipper

EX LONERGAN walked hard-
heeled across the hotel lobby. At
the desk he called for his room
key, a casual business gone through count-

less times when a man has been at a hotel
for weeks. But this time it was different.
The clerk avoided Lonergan’s eyes. He
flipped the key from a numbered pigeon-
hole, pushed it along the green blotter, his
eyes glancing significantly over Loner-

gan’s shoulder.
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“All right, My. Lonergan,” he said.

With the inflection ef his voice he put
an unnatural emphasis on the name—like
a stage actor trying to make his speech
clearly audible in the gallery.

Lonergan’s tight mouth twisted into a
lopsided smile. He heard the hollow click
of heels on the marble floor behind him.
But he dida’t turn—kept his eyes fixed on
the clerk.

“Putting the finger on me, eh, Judas?”

The desk clerk made no answer. He
blushed slightly, turned away.

Cigar smoke drifted in a blue, odorifer-
ous wisp about Lonegran’s face and a
hand touched kis arm just above the el-
bow. In the same instant, a voice spoke
tonelessly at his shoulder.

“O.K., buddy, let’s go upstairs. You
got company.”

Lonergan looked around with no sur-
prise and no curiosity, looked into the
face of the man with the cigar. It was a
broad face, blue-jowled from frequent
shaving. His eyes were small, weary and
remote, too preoccupied to study Loner-
gan closely.

Without humor, Lonergan said: “Bet
T know what you do for a living.”
“Yeagh. And I'm doing it now. Let’s

go up.”

In the elevator, Lonergan said: “Nice
of the D. A. to give me a police escort.”

The detective made no answer. He
was like a stranger ascending in the ele-
vator with Lonergan. His weary eyes
watched the floors go by until the car
stopped at the seventh floor and the oper-
ator clanked back the steel grill. Then he
merely glanced at Lonergan.

“0.K., buddy.”

OOM 708 was at the end of the cor-
ridor. The door was shut but Lon-
ergan didn’t need his key. The detective
palmed the knob, straight-armed the door
open and stood aside in a tired way.
Lonergan walked in, “Well, this is a

a surprise,” he grinned. “I'm glad you
fellows could drop in.”

The three men eyed him sourly, drinks
in their hands. Behind Lonergan, the de-
tective closed the door and leaned his
back to it, fished a cigarette from his
pocket, discarded his cigar in the direction
of the china cuspidor. :

Hannaman, the district attorney, sat
straddled in a ladder-backed chair turned
the wrong way. His forearms rested on
the top rung of the back, and he held his
drink balanced on an elbow with a thin
white hand. His face was too lean, his
quick-moving eyes set too close together
on each side of a narrow, hooked nose.
The whole impression of his face was one
of business.

“Well, Lonergan, we hear you've been
going places and doing things.”

Lonergan made no answer. Frank
Dale, the D. A’s chief investigator, half
sat, half leaned on the high windowsill.
He raised a drink of Lonergan’s Scotch to
his crooked mouth, wincing at the taste.

Over on the bed, the chief of police,
Mike Ryan, sprawled fatly, His coat
was unbuttoned and his thick paunch
bulged and strained over his belt. His
eyes were fixed on Lonergan as he spoke.

“We just came from a talk with Law-
rence Chase.”

Lonergan, smiling, boosted himself
with muscular agility to the dresser-top
where he sat at ease, looking around the
room at the solemn faces of his official
visitors.

Still smiling, he said: “I suppose Law-
rence Chase gave you the surprise of
your lives.”

Frank Dale’s eyes flashed hate. He
pushed himself away from the window-
sill and stood near the district attorney.

“Why bother to talk with this wise
guy ?” he snarled impatiently. “Let’s slap
him in the can.”

Lonergan didn’t even glance at Frank
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Dale. His eyes were steady on the dis-
trict attorney.

“Tell your stooge to relax,”
evenly. “The guy annoys me.”

Frank Dale tock a step forward, his
knuckles showing white as he gripped the
glass of liquor. The district attorney
waved him away.

“Sit down, Frank.”

he said

RANK DALE didn'’t sit, but he went
over to the window and stood looking
out, his back to the room. Lonergan
grinned, saying: “I suppose Frank’s sore
because he can’t drive the pay-off car
tonight.”

The D: A. sipped his drink. Over the
edge of the glass green eyes held on
Lonergan.

“We’re all annoyed, Lonergan. We had
some neat plans arranged for that con-
tact.”

“I don’t see how your plans are
affected,” Lonergan said. “The only dif-
ference is that I drive the ransom car
instead of Frank Dale.”

The investigator turned quickly from
the window. His finger pointed at Lon-
ergan. His voice whined : “Listen to that!
I tell you, the guy’s slug-nutty.”

“Sit down, Frank,” Hannaman said
again.

Chief of Police Ryan shook his gray
head, loosened his belt agamst the strain
of his thick paunch.

“It beats me why a guy like you wants
to stick his nose into this case. You’re not
even a private dick—you’re not any-
thing.”

“That’s just it,” Lonergan smiled
blandly, “I’'m not anything. I want to
remedy the situation. Hell, you ought to
know what I want. I told you just yes-
terday.”

“He wants to be a detective,” Frank
Dale muttered with oily sarcasm. “He

wants to have a nice shiny badge so he
can show it to his mama.”

Lonergan ignored the cut, said to
Ryan: “I went to you fair and square.
I told you my qualifications and experi-
ence and asked you to get me on the
homicide squad.”

“And what I told you still holds,”
Ryan responded. “There’s no opening.
The city’s having a hard enough time to
meet the budget now. We're not putting
men on; we're laying ’em off.”

“What I say is—there’s always room in
any police department for the right man.”

Frank Dale looked at Lonergan and
gave a hard laugh. “Right man! Just
listen to the guy, will you?”

“What this city needs,” Lonergan told
Ryan, “is fewer Frank Dales and more
Rex Lonergans.”

Nobody laughed, but the detective wha
leaned against the door lowered his eyes
to study his smoking cigarette and his
mouth curled in a broad smile over which
he had no control.

Frank Dale stepped around Hanna-
man’s chair, his face colored angrily.

“Listen,” his voice pleaded to the dis-
trict attorney, “you and Ryan look the
other way for one minute—one minute is
all I want with this guy!”’

“Relax, Frank,” Hannaman said. Turn-
ing to Lonergan, he went on in an attempt
at friendliness: “Why didn’t you come
to me, Lonergan? I might have found
something for you in my office.”

ONERGAN, still sitting on the dress-
er-top, lit a cigarette. ‘“Yesterday,
your secretary told me you were in court,”
he grinned wearily. “I knew that was a
stall because whenever you go to court
the papers scream it in headlines a mile
high. You see to that.”
Frank Dale swore viciously, but
Hannaman only smiled thinly. “I think I
like you, Lonergan,” he said. “I like to
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see some fire in a bird. Suppose you give
me a couple of days to work on it. I
think T can find just the spot for you.”

Lonergan shook his head slowly, exhal-
ing smoke from his lungs in a blue gust.
“No, thanks, Hannaman. I've got an idea
you're just trying to oil me. If you did
anything at all it would be just to bury
me out in some sub-station where the only
action I'd get would be neighborhood re-
ports of loud radios and petting parties.”

“So just what do you intend to do?”
Chief Ryan asked sourly.

“I intend to make the job you birds
won'’t give me. By next week T’ll be wear-
ing a police badge—and it won’t be in
any sub-station, either.”

Frank Dale shrugged, his hands ex-
tended palms upward. “The guy defeats
me,” he groaned. “I give up.”

Ryan smirked, looking at Lonergan as
though he were inspecting some circus
curiosity.

“And just how do you intend to make
this job?” he inquired sourly.

Lonergan laughed. “It’s simple. I'm
just borrowing the method you birds use
to keep your jobs. Only I'm using it to
get one. Publicity. Newspapers. People
talking. All the old baloney.”

They didn’t say anything, their curious
eyes fixed on him. Lonergan went on
slowly and patiently, like an adult ex-
plaining something to very small children.

“It begins with this Arlene Chase
thing. Tonight I drive the pay-off car.
T've fixed that up with Lawrence Chase
and you birds don’t dare buck me—
Chase is too big a man in this state. I
made Chase see what a fool move it
would be to have Frank Dale in that
pay-off car. The ransom note said noth-
ing doing if cops mix in. T'm not a cop
—not now, anyway. I know the under-
world., There’s a good chance I might
identify somebody. Hell, if Frank Dale
ever got close enough to a real criminal,

he’d probably be so awed he’d ask for
an autograph—"

Frank Dale lunged forward but Han-
naman was quicker, catching his wrist
in a solid grasp. The jerk nearly yanked
the district attorney from the chair he

- straddled.

To Hannaman, Dale whined: “He’s
asking for it, chief.”

Hannaman pushed his investigator
away with a bored gesture. “Naturally,”
he said to Lonergan, “if Lawrence F.
Chase insists that you drive the ransom
car, we’ll have to let you do it, After
all, it’s his daughter that’s kidnaped. And
he’s a very influential man. But Ryan
and I had worked out a moving net of
radio cars to use tonight. The operation
would be mainly directed by Frank Dale
with a short-wave radio transmitter in
the pay-off car.”

“Swell,” Lonergan said. “No need to
scrap your plans at all. Put your trans-
mitter in the car. I’ll handle it.”

ANK DALE colored and muttered

profanities. Nobody paid any atten-
tion to him. For a long moment the dis-
trict attorney studied Lonergan. Then
he turned to Chief Ryan and inclined his
head slightly.

Ryan, with a grunt and a hitch at his
paunch, rose from the bed. Nodding to-
ward the district attorney, he said : “Han-
naman and I worked out a plan that’li
make the whole city a chess-board of
radio cars, tonight. We'll keep the pay-
off car blocked in at all times. As soon
as contact is made, the pay-oft car radios
the news. Sixty-five cruise cars close in.
We trap these snatchers and boil them
in oil till they kick through. We’ll get
that girl back unharmed.”

Lonergan’s face showed nothing as he
eyed the chief of police. He drew on his

cigarette. It was too short. The smoke



The Corpse Parade 57

was too hot. He flicked the butt neatly
into the cuspidor.

Without raising his voice, he said: “If
you get that girl back unharmed, I'll buy
you all rubber cigars.”

“What do you mean?”’

“I mean I don’t think this is a snatch
case at all. I think Arlene Chase is dead
—murdered.”

Three pairs of eyes fixed on his face.
Even the detective, standing guard at the
door, snapped out of his weariness, eyes
on Lonergan.

“Let me go over a few facts,” Loner-
gan said. “Yeu birds must have picked
up the same information I got from Ar-
lene’s personal maid. Saturday afternoon
Arlene came home from somewhere in a
taxi. She was all excited. There was a
man, a stranger, waiting to see her. From
the description, he was a tough-looking
guy. The maid says she never saw him
before. Better check on that description.
We'll be seeing that guy again.”

Nobody said anything. They waited
for Lonergan to eontinue.

“Well, the maid says Arlene talked to
this guy alone in her father’s study. Then
he left. He'd hardly closed the front door
when Arlene came running out of the
study. She was white as a sheet, excited
—putting her father’s gun into her purse.
She tore out the side door, jumped in her
sister’s car in the driveway and drove
off. The last the maid saw of her, she
was burning up the street in the direction
the stranger went in the taxi.”

“So what ?” Ryan asked. “It was prob-
ably a gag to get her out of the house.”

“Gag, hell,” Lonergan said. “She came
into the house excited. Went out after
a stranger, taking a gun with her. And
that’s not all. The ransom note Chase
got, was just from the supposed kid-
napers. In snatch cases, it’s customary
for the kidnapers to send along a note of
appeal from the person snatched. Law-

rence Chase didn't get any note from Ar-
lene. Why? Because she’s dead?!”

When Hannaman spoke, his voice did-
n't carry much conviction. “They mailed
Chase one of Arlene’s slippers to prove
they had her.”

Lonergan’s mouth twisted into a grim
smile. He said: “And that’s where I stole
a march on everybody. I didn’t even tell
Lawrence Chase what I found. He has
worries enough.”

Lonergan paused, letting them hang in
suspense before he drove home his final
punch.

“I had that shoe in my possession for
an hour. Had it analyzed by a chemist.
Traces of stain showed oa that shoe. And
the stain was blood.”

CHAPTER TWO
Straight-Eight Phantom

LOWLY he drove, and alone. The

dome light in the upholstered ceiling

of the coupé threw a dim golden glow

over the interior of the car, a Ford of
recent model.

The money, packed neatly in a black
bag, rested on the cushioned seat beside
him as he drove. From time to time he
glanced down at it,

Sixty thousand dollars!

Dollars which had beea well earned by
the agile business brain of Lawrence F.
Chase. And now, parties unknown were
attempting to get away with these dollars,
at one crack, by a promise to deliver the
missing Arlene Chase.

It was the lure of money, big money,
easy money, that drove men to such ends.
And as long as society couldn’t check
greed and violence by peaceful means, it
remained for the law machine, for men
like Rex Lonergan, to put them down
with a heavy hand.

The door of the car came chest-high
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on Lonergan. This high door had en-
abled the men, installing the radio micro-
phone, to place it where he could speak

into it easily without attracting attention.:

All he had to do was to incline his head
slightly, speak softly.

“Police Emergency Broadcast Number
Ten . . . Driving up the main drag be-
tween Forty-first and Forty-second
Streets. Will turn right on Forty-second
to Melrose Avenue. That is all.”

Lonergan flipped off the switch, turned
on the short-wave receiver. A moment
later he heard the mechanical, droning
voice of the police announcer at head-
quarters repeating his call. It was fol-
lowed by a series of orders to individual
radio cars cruising in the gigantic net
around Lonergan.

“Cars A, B and C,” the voice an-
nounced, “close in toward Melrose and
Forty-second Street. . . . Car One Hun-
dred Three cruise along Forty-second
Street to the main drag. . . .”

Lonergan flipped off the switch.

In sixty-five police cars those orders
were issuing from radio speakers. Sixty-
five police cars, following orders ema-
nating from Lonergan, were quietly, cau-
tiously, weaving an unseen net around
him as he drove alone in the lighted Ford
coupé.

Lonergan could picture them. Sixty-
five pairs of uniformed men, listening for
their orders, proceeding ahead, slowing,
turning—grimly waiting for the final call
that would send them speeding, guns
ready, to close in on their prey.

Lonergan continued to drive through
the night at twenty miles an hour, fol-
lowing the route designated by the crimi-
nals in their last note of instructions. He
kept weaving uptown, twisting back and
forth between the main drag and its paral-
lel street, Melrose—moving uptown, block
by block, in an endless letter S.

EVERAL blocks later he became aware

of the car following him. The head-

lights, reflected in his rear-vision mirror,

struck him in the eyes. The car made no

effort to pass him but paced along behind
him at twenty miles an hour.

Lonergan flipped his transmitter into
life, inclined his head to the small micro-
phone, fixed in place near the top of the
wide door.

He spoke softly. “Police Emergency
Broadcast Number Ten . . . Being tailed
by a car as I turn right into Forty-eighth
Street to Melrose . . . if I don’t make a
call in thirty seconds—thirty seconds—
close in on this district. That is all.”

He flicked off the switch.

Thirty seconds!

A lot could happen in that brief span
of time. The men making contact might
disable Lonergan’s transmitter. They
might disable Lonergan himself—even
kill him. He was taking that chance.

The headlights of the tailing car still
reflected in Lonergan’s rear-vision mirror
as he turned left into Melrose. Then they
swerved away. He heard the roar of a
powerful motor swiftly accelerated.

The car burst into position beside him,
slowed with a squealing of brakes. This
was it!

A green Packard sedan, it was. Wire
wheels. Three men in it, one in the back
leaning head and shoulders through the
window of the rear door, a heavy auto-
matic in his hand.

The Packard crowded in. Lonergan
cramped over his wheel, took his foot
from the throttle and nodded as the man
in the back of the Packard waved him to
the curb.

The Ford jolted as the right front
wheel bumped over the sidewalk curbing,
stopped with a sudden lurch and bang of
torn fenders. Inadvertently, Lonergan,
his eyes on the Packard, had smashed into
a concrete lamp post. A harsh laugh came
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from the Packard. Perhaps it was that
laugh, the odd tone of the voice which
spoke immediately afterward, that cinched
Lonergan’s identification of the man in
the back of that big car.

“Let’s have it, brother!”

Lonergan, his movements unhurried,
picked up the black bag from the seat
beside him and tossed it over to the wait-
ing arms of Chinee Lo, the much-sought
underworld figure who was half white and
half Chinese.

The Packard didn’t pull away imme-
diately but stood there, out of gear, while
the driver impatiently gunned the motor.
Chinee Lou make a quick examination of
the contents of the black bag and called
an order.

The man up front beside the driver was
looking off at the smashed fenders of
Lonergan’s Ford.

He said: “Never mind shooting, Lou.
His front wheels are cockeyed.”

Instantly, the powerful car roared away
in low gear, smoke streaming from the
exhaust-pipe.

In the same instant Lonergan acted.
He threw his gear lever into reverse,
pressed down the throttle and flipped the
switch on his transmitter.

The car respended, backing, but the bent
fenders made too much noise against the
front wheels. Lonergan stamped down
the clutch, disengaging the gears. The
car stopped as he talked into his trans-
mitter.

“Lonergan calling . . . A green Pack-
ard sedan with wire wheels . . . Three
men in it . . . Just now turning left on
Forty-ninth toward the main drag . . .
One man is Chinee Lou . . . Chinee Lou
. . . This means fight . . . Get them!”

ITHOUT switching off the trans-
1'% mitter, he again threw the Ford into
gear, backed off the curb. The front

wheels grated noisily against the smashed
fenders.

Lonergan shifted gears. There was
power in the motor, swiftly responding
power. He tramped on the throttle and
raced down Melrose in low gear, the dam-
aged front wheels wavering and straining.

He repeated his call into the transmit-
ter, shouting over the noise of motor and
fenders,

Sharply, he cut the corner at Forty-
ninth and Melrose and braked the car to
a stop.

Into the transmitter, he called : “Loner-
gan . .. I'm holding intersection at
Forty-ninth and Melrose to stop a double-
back . . . I don’t see them . . . That is
all.”

Easing the .45 automatic from his
shoulder holster, he stepped from the car
into the dimly lighted street.

A moment later, brakes squealed and
tires screeched on the intersection behind
him.

The police car braked to a stop behind
Lonergan. He could hear its short-wave
receiver going, repeating orders in that
droning voice.

“Attention all cars . . . Close in . . .
Three men in a green Packard sedan . ..
Wire wheels . . . One may be Chinee Lou
. onGetthems ols

A uniformed officer stepped from the
car, a short, thick tear-gas gun in one
hand, his revolver in the other.

“Expect ’em back?” he asked.

“Maybe,” Lonergan said, “If they run
head-on into the net, they may swing
back this way thinking they only have to
blaze their way through me.”

Behind them, headlights danced along
Forty-ninth Street. A spotlight swept the
street from right to left as the car ap-
proached.

The second radio cruiser to arrive came
to a stop in the middle of the intersection;
both officers, guns in their hands, stepped
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out. What traffic there was at this hour
of the night, 12 P. M., was halted for
careful examination. Flashlights, in the
hands of police officers, swept the interiors
of automobiles. Light swept the faces of
drivers and passengers. Some of those
faces were worried, fearing the detection
of alcoholic breath.

But the police paid no attention to that.
The task tonight was a lot grimmer than
the mere exposure of slightly intoxicated
autoists.

The radio speakers in the cruise cars
kept calling.

“Attention all cars. Hold your position
as directed. Examine all automobiles.
Call your station as soon as you have any-
thing . . . Three men in a green Packard
sedan, wire wheels, last seen turning into
Forty-ninth from Melrose . . .”

TWENTY minutes passed with no re-

port phoned in by any officers. Loner-
gan sat on the running board of the coupé,
smoking cigarettes in a chain. He didn’t
say anything to the officers who stood by,
eyeing him from time to time.

A siren wailed mournfully in the still
of the night. An instant later, a roadster
with a red light on the side of the wind-
shield roared up Forty-ninth and skidded
to a stop near Lonergan’s coupé.

Frank Dale was the driver. Hannaman
and Chief Ryan were crowded into the
seat beside him. They all got out.

Ryan looked from Lonergan to the
officers. “Well?’ he asked.

“Nothing doing here,” Lonergan said.

Ryan swore. “Say, what the hell s
this? I’ve made the rounds. I've covered
the middle ground in this net. Same an-
swer—nothing.”

The district attorney eyed Lonergan
narrowly. “We’re now at the point where
we’re looking behind lamp posts and un-
der manhole covers.”

“Hell,” Frank Dale snapped bitterly,
“automobiles won’t fly/”’

A few motorists, impatient at being
held up, began to sound horms. Others
followed the example. Somewhere in the
distance, the bell of a street car clanged
monotonously.

Ryan glanced down the street toward
the main drag. “All right,” he said to the
officers, “there’s an alley down there by
the theater. Look in that garage, too.”

A half dozen officers went down the
sidewalk, hard heels clicking on the pave-
ment. Chief Ryan followed.

To Hannaman, Lonergan said: “I'm
going down to that all-night drugstore
and buy me a drink. This is screwy.”

“I’m going with you,” Frank Dale said.

He said it rather unpleasantly, with a
nod to the district attorney.

They walked down the middle of the
street, not saying anything. Further along
was the alley beside the theater. Flash-
lights danced over it, playing on ashcans
and blank concrete walls. It was a blind
alley. Lonergan didn’t have to cross over
to know the police wouldn’t find anything.

Ryan, with a couple of men, was enter-
ing the wide-open doorway of the Barker
Garage and Auto Storage Building. They
wouldn’t find anything there, either. The
Packard with three men in it had done a
complete vanishing act. It was unreason-
able, screwy; but it was the fact.

LONERGAN bought a bottle of Scotch

at the drug counter. Then, at the
soda fountain, he ordered glasses and car-
bonated water.

The gray-haired clerk eyed him sleepily.
“I'm sorry,” he said. “I’m not allowed to
serve hard liquor on the premises.”

Frank Dale grinned sourly, flashing his
badge.

“If you don’t pipe down, you won’t
even be allowed to serve ice cream on the
premises.”
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Lonergan didn’t offer Dale the bottle,
but the D.A.’s investigator reached for it
anyway and built a highball. Lonergan
didn’t object.

They drank for a while.

From outside came the sounds of mov-
ing traffic, horns, street-car bells, the rac-
ing of motors.

Ryan and the district attorney pushed
through the heavy glass doors of the drug-
store, came to the counter and sat on
stools. :

Lonergan poured them drinks as the
chief said: “Well, we busted the net.”

Lonergan nodded absently : “Nothing in
the Barker Garage, eh?”

“We went over it inch by inch. Three
floors and the basement. Practically took
the fingerprints on every car stored there
or under repair. It beats me. A rabbit
couldn’t have got through that net. But
a Packard, with three men in it, did.”

Frank Dale cleared his throat, stared
into his highball, sloshing it around in the
glass.

“I don’t think there was any Packard
with three men in it,” he announced
slowly.

Hannaman’s eyes shifted in quick
thought. Ryan put down his glass and
asked: “What do you mean?”

“I mean Lonergan says he saw a green
Packard with three men in it. He says
one of the guys was Chinee Lou, says he
handed over the bag of ransom spinach.
We've only got Lonergan’s word for it.
Nobody else saw anything.”

Lonergan looked into the mirror back
of the soda fountain and met the quick
eyes of the district attorney; saw, in the
mirror, Ryan turn his head in a signifi-
cant glance toward Frank Dale who was
still staring into his highball.

“A typical Frank Dale idea,” Lonergan
commented.

“Not such a bad idea, either,” Dale
went on. “Sixty thousand is a lot of po-

tatoes. Right from the start I thought
there was something screwy in the way
you butted into this case. A guy that just
wants a detective job don’t go at it that
way.” \

Lonergan, smiling lopsidedly, said
nothing. Both his hands were on the mar-
ble counter. He began to roll his highball
glass back and forth between stiff palms.

Ryan said tonelessly: “You had a swell
chance, Lonergan. All you had to do was
ditch the bag of money somewhere along
the route. Then, on Melrose, you ram the
pay-off car into a light post so it'll look
like somebody crowded you into the curb.
Then you radio a phony description of
three men and a Packard.”

“You're all slowly going nuts,” Loner-
gan said.

“We were nuts not to suspect you in
the first place,” Ryan responded quickly.
“But we can make up for it now. We can
lock you up in some sub-station and have
a heart-to-heart talk with you. Maybe
you’ll want to tell us where you ditched
the sixty grand.”

“I get your angle,” Lonergan said
knowingly. “You're afraid of what the
papers will say about the failure of your
big net of radio cars. You want to arrest
somebody, so it’s easy to make me the
goat.”

E KEPT his eyes on the mirror

watching the three men. “I don’t
want to be a goat. You'll bury me where
I can’t reach a lawyer, slug me over the
head with a rubber hose and you won’t
be one damn bit closer to solving the
Arlene Chase thing.”

“We’ll see about that,” Ryan grinned
sourly.

“Use your bean,” Lonergan told him.
“Leave me a free hand. T want to bust
this case as much as you do. If I do, you'll
be giving me the job I want. You can
save your face by telling the papers I was
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officially working for you all the time; but
working under cover.”

“You talk big,” Ryan said, “but you
can’t talk your way out of this pinch.”
He added in quick command: “Take him,
Frank!”

Frank Dale’s hand was already in his
pocket but it didn’t come out. Lonergan
had formulated his plan of action with-
out looking at anybody, except in the mir-
ror. :

The Scotch bottle came into his hand
swiftly, swung in a sweeping arc to con-
nect with Frank Dale’s head. The inves-
tigator went backwards off the stool.

Lonergan swiveled the other way. His
bent arm hooked around Ryan’s neck.
The fat chief of police had no defense,
both hands being occupied at that instant
in getting his gun out. Ryan went heavily
to the floor with a thud that squeezed a
grunt out of him.

Lonergan backed away. His .45 was in
his hand, dangling. He didn’t bother to
aim it at anyone.

Hannaman hadn’t moved except to turn
his head. Both his hands rested on the
marble counter. Narrow eyes on Loner-
gan, he was as calmly collected as when
he faced a law court in criminal prosecu-
tion.

“You're making one hell of a mistake,
Lonergan.” :

Ryan’s gun lay on the floor. It had
fallen away from him when he went down.
Lonergan kicked it still farther away as
the chief rolled over and came ponder-
ously to his feet.

“T’d be making a hell of a mistake if
I let this minion of the law slap me in a
lock-up,” Lonergan said to the district
attorney. “I know his methods. While
I'm on the outside I can straighten this
mess out.”

Red-faced, Chief Ryan snapped: “You
won’t be on the outside long.”

ACK of the soda fountain stood the
gray haired clerk, a worried expres-
sion on his face. Lonergan asked him if
there was a men’s room and he pointed
to the back.

“Come on,” Lonergan said to Ryan,
jerking a thumb at Frank Dale’s sprawled
figure, “help your boy-friend to his feet.
And snap into it.”

Hannaman slid off the stool at the foun-
tain, helped Ryan lift Dale from the floor.
Dale’s lips began to work silently and he
shook his head as they lifted him.

“You too,” Lonergan called to the drug
clerk.

He herded them into the back section
of the store, back into the bottle-lined
prescription room, through the washroom
door. He locked them in.

Quickly, then, gun returned to his
shoulder holster, he crossed through the
store and pushed through the heavy glass
doors.

Someone spoke to him on the sidewalk.
It was a plainclothesman.

“Have you seen the chief ?”’ he asked.

Lonergan nodded down the street.
“Just a minute ago. Went to the car, I
think.” =

Lonergan turned down the main drag
and walked rapidly to the corner where
he boarded a trolley car.

CHAPTER THREE

Hot-Car Racket

TTHE apartment house door was locked.

On the left wall of the vestibule was
a brass plate with narrow cards bearing
the names of tenants, a button after each
name.

Lonergan pressed one of the buttons,
took the brass receiver from the hook and
leaned close to the speaking-tube. He had
to press the button several times before a
voice rasped in the receiver.
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“Release the door catch,” Lonergan
said. “I want to see yeu, Hu.,” The front
door gave a series of clicks. Lonergan
went in.

Hu Rawlins, a bathrobe thrown over
his pajamas, was standing in the doorway
of his apartment when Lonergan went
down the hall. He didn’t speak, just stood
aside as Lonergan entered the apartment,
shutting the door after him.

Hu Rawlins eyed him for a moment
with an ironic smile. “You've got a hell
of a nerve to come here, Rex.”

Lonergan dropped to the davenport,
lifted an inquiring eyebrow.

“My sense of honor is put to a test,”
Hu Rawlins announced. “I’'m torn be-
tween duty and friendship.”

“The old baloney,” Lonergan re-
sponded. “Just forget you're a cop and
relax, Hu.” He added: “So the minions
of the law made a sensational escape, eh?”

“T'll say they did. I was just talking
to headquarters on the phone. The chief
is just about chewing the walls off the
Hall of Justice. It seems he likes to retire
of his own free will. You locked him up
at the point of a gun. He’s plenty sore.”

Lonergan laughed easily. “And I'm
hot, eh?”

“Hot!” Rawlins exploded. “Hell, when
you walked into this building the fire haz-
ard went up fifty percent! By morning,
every cop in town will be working on one
order—pick up Rex Lonergan! Why, if
Ryan had the authority, he’d call out the
militia 1”

“I’ve been in jams before,” Lonergan
said. “And I'll probably be in plenty more
before I retire to a little cottage by the
sea. It can’t be helped. Ryan’s big net
of radio cars was a frost. It makes him
look like a chump. He felt he ought to
arrest somebody and Frank Dale thought
up a swell reason why I ought to be the
goat-”

Rawlins sat down on the fat arm of an

overstuffed chair. “You didn’t help things
with that drugstore incident. Now they
want you on charges ranging from re-
sisting arrest to assault with a deadly
weapon.”

“The weapon wasn’t deadly,” Lonergan
grinned. “It was only a bottle of Scotch.”

Rawlins shook his head slowly, saying:
“The kind of Scotch you drink is plenty
deadly.”

Lonergan lifted the lid of a cigarette
box, helped himself to one of the inspec-
tor’s smokes. “Well, Hu, I didn’t bring
a toothbrush but I'm here for the night.”

Rawlins rolled his eyes heavenward.
“You’ll make my hair turn gray. Inspec-
tor Hubert Rawlins found shielding fugi-
tive from justice!”

“You won’t be found,” Lonergan told
him, “shielding me. I'll be out of here
in the morning. I have places to go and
things to do. Believe it or not, there was
a Packard that met me tonight. It did
have three men in it, and one was Chinee
Lou. In a way, I don’t blame Ryan. How
that car slipped the net is one of the neat-
est mysteries I've ever met.”

Hu Rawlins took a cigarette. After a
while he said: “They haven’t found the
car Arlene was driving when she disap-
peared. It was her sister’s car.”

LONERGAN smoked in silence, look-
ing at the ceiling. When he spoke
he seemed to be addressing the ceiling
rather than Hu Rawlins. “If we knew
why Arlene Chase was all excited when
she came into the house that day, we’d
know more about what happened to her.”
“It may have been just about her road-
ster. She was plenty excited when I saw
her.”

Lonergan’s eyes came down, fixed on
Hu Rawlins from under lowered lids.
“What’re you talking about? When did
you see her?”

“Didn’t anybody tell you about that?”
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Rawlins asked. “She came over to head-
quarters to report a stolen car. Raised a
big stink over it.”

“When was this?” Lonergan asked
quickly.

“The first time, was the day before she
disappeared. She came in twice that day;
came in again in the morning. She did a
lot of phoning too. A hot-tempered dame,
I guess. She offered five thousand bucks
for the return of the car. It’s a crazy re-
ward. Hell, she could buy the same car,
new, for three grand.”

Lonergan leaned forward on the dav-
enport, leveled a finger at Hu Rawlins.
“You cops drive me nuts. I suppose you
don’t attach any importance to that stolen
car.”

“I don’t see how it ties up,” Rawlins
told him. “Of course, we're trying to
trace the car.”

“Anything might tie up,” Lonergan
snapped. “When you’re shooting in the
dark you have to try every mark. What
kind of a car was it?”

“A Pelham.roadster. Sort of sky-blue
Nineteen Thirty-three model. Worth
about a third of the reward she offered.”

Lonergan got off the davenport, paced
the floor impatiently. “A roadster dis-
appears. The pretty owner raises a big
fuss, and then she disappears. Three men
in a Packard collect a big ransom and then
they disappear, car and all. There’s a hell
of a lot of disappearing in this case.”

Lonergan stopped pacing, stood directly
in front of Hu Rawlins, glaring at him
with cold eyes. “Maybe I ought to start
at the beginning. I'd like to find that
stolen roadster.”

Hu Rawlins laughed sardonically.
“You'd like, eh? The police would like to
find about fifty stolen cars every month
and only about ten turn up. They turn
up in all parts of the state with their faces
lifted—new plates, altered motor num-
bers, different paint-jobs and even forged

certificates of ownership. And they’re all
stolen from this town.”

ONERGAN went back to the daven-

port, sat down, saying: “Now we

may be getting places. Tell me all you
know about this hot-car ring.”

“What we know about it,” Rawlins
said, “you could write on the head of a
pin. We've turned this town inside out.
We had men watching all the parking lots.
Big Bill Wilson owns most of the lots
in the city and we worked on that angle.
But since repeal, Wilson says he’s run-
ning all honest rackets, like nightclubs,
gas stations and auto parks, and it looks
as though he is. We couldn’t find any-
thing. What’s more, we kept a check on
it and never got a report of a car stolen
from one of Wilson’s parking lots. But
Wilson has a let of tough babies working
for him, guys with records. One of Wil-
son’s parking lots is on Forty-fifth and
Melrose. The cop, we had watching this
place, says he saw a lot of these guys
around there. But they didn’t seem to be
doing anything out of line. And no cars
were ever stolen from the lot.”

Lonergan put out his cigarette in the
ashtray, pressing it out with a big impa-
tient hand. “Go on,” he said.

“That’s about all—except, we think
maybe Chinee Lou’s mixed up in it.”

Lonergan straightened up on the dav-
enport, snapped: “Except? For God’s
sake, man, that’s important! Chinee Lou
was in that Packard tonight. Don’t you
see the possible tie-up? Girl’s car disap-
pears. Girl disappears—maybe murdered.
Chinee Lou collects ransom for her fe-
turn. Chinee Lou also mixed up in the
hot-car ring. Hell, there’s your connec-
tion between Arlene’s disappearance and
the hot-car ring.”

Rawlins said: “So you think Chinee
Lou was in that car that met you tonight ?”’

“Think? I know! Well, go on with the
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tale. How do you figure Chinee Lou in
the hot-car racket?”

“Not as the big cheese, that’s sure.
Chinee Lou has no brains. He’s just a
dirty rodman who can take orders. He’s
wanted for so much now that a few more
killings won’t matter, even if he’s caught.”

Lonergan nodded. “All right. What
makes you think he’s in it?” _

“A radio cruiser spotted him driving
down the main drag one night. They
chased him, plugged a tire. Chinee Lou
abandoned the car and ran down an alley.
He shot one of the cops and got away.
The cop died. The car Chinee Lou was
driving was hot, stolen from in front of
the owner’s house just ten minutes be-
fore.”

“How’d he steal it?’ Lonergan asked.
“Tamper with the ignition wires?”

Hu Rawlins shook his head. “That’s
the funny part of it. He had a key that
fit—a nice shiny key. The lock on this car
was special. The owner had the only two
keys that came with the lock. But Chinee
Lou had a duplicate. Don’t ask me how
he got it. I don’t know.”

Lonergan whistled softly. “Hu,” he
said, “this is the most interesting inter-
view I've ever had in my life.”

LONERGAN spent most of the next
day at Hu Rawlins’ telephone. From
Rawlins he had secured an official list of
the names of people who had reported
stolen cars in the last two months. He
phoned to all of these people, told them
he was calling from the police department
and asked a lot of questions. Putting the
answers together at the end of the day,
Lonergan was interested in one fact.
Every person who had lost a car—and
they were scattered all over the city—
reported to Lonergan that the car had been
parked the day before the theft in the
parking lot at Forty-fifth and Melrose
Streets.

The cars had been actually stolen from
all over the city; from in front of the «
owners’ houses, from driveways, from in
front of groceries—from every conceiv-
able place where an autoist might tem-
porarily park a car. Yet there seemed to
be one connecting link—the auto park at
Forty-fifth and Melrose.

It was early evening when Lonergan
took his watchful stand in the shadows
across the street from this parking lot.
For an hour he watched the activities.
Cars drove in and out. People left them
with the attendant, paying twenty cents;
claimed them with ticket-stubs that had
numbers matching the tickets left on the
steering-posts of the cars. It was all very
ordinary.

The lot was brightly lighted up front;
autos gleaming as they drove in and out.
On one side was a bootblack stand. It
was covered with canvas curtains, closed
up for the night.

On the other side was a similar little
stand, but this one was lighted. A sign
overhead bore the one word—KEYS.

A man lounged behind the counter,
reading a newspaper. Behind him, the
shabby wall was covered with keys, fin-
ished and unfinished, hanging on hooks.

Lonergan watched everything from the
shadows. He saw a woman drive into the
lot in a green sedan. She left the car with
the red-haired attendant, paid kim, took
her numbered stub.

The attendant drove the sedan to the
back of the lot, parked it with a squealing
of brakes. The woman had gone on down
the street.

A moment later, the attendant walked to
the front of the lot. But he didn’t stand
there, as usual, waiting for the next cus-
tomer. He went directly to the key-
maker’s stand.

The man behind the counter put down
his paper. They exchanged a few words.
The attendant dropped something on the
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counter, something the key-maker imme-
diately picked up.

Lonergan, across the street, couldn’t
see it. But he knew what it was. A key.
And it would be from the ignition lock
of the green sedan.

The key-maker was wc;rking, his hands
moving busily on a shelf just under the
level of the counter.

ONERGAN watched for a while.

Then he crossed the street and en-

tered the parking lot under the glare of
reflected electricity,

Immediately, the red-haired attendant
joined him, coming over from the key
stand with a rapid stride and asked: “Got
your stub?”

Lonergan shook his head. “I didn’t
leave a car here. I'm going to wait for
my sister. She just left a green sedan.”
~ Quick, nervous worry showed on the

face of the attendant. He overcame it at
once, and when he spoke it was with sullen
authority.

“We don’t allow people to wait in the
cars unless they got the stub to show it’s
theirs.”

“T'll wait near it, then,” Lonergan
snapped.

“You'll have to wait for her down
here,” was the sullen answer. Lonergan
paid no heed to it. He looked back at
the dark end of the lot and saw the hood
of the green sedan. He started off toward
it.

“T’ll have to get the manager,” the at-
tendant said quickly.

He shouted a name. Lonergan, over his
shoulder as he walked to the back of the
lot, saw a man swing out of a curtained
touring car which was parked back of the
key-maker’s stand. He was a big, ape-like
man with wide shoulders and long, swing-
ing arms.

Lonergan reached the green sedan
ahead of both of them. A swift glance to

the dashboard told him what he wanted
to know. There was no key in the igni-
tion lock.

The attendant came up, jerked a thumb
over his shoulder. “This is the manager,”
he said. “You'll have to talk to him.”

Lonergan looked squarely into the eyes
of this big man who was called the man-
ager. “Where’s the ignition key to this
car?” he demanded.

The silence was heavy, ominous. The
red-haired attendant shifted his feet nerv-
ously, put a hand in his overalls pocket.

Lonergan turned so that he stood easily
balanced on both feet, weight slightly for-
ward, his back to the green sedan. His
eyes were still fixed on the man who
passed as the lot manager.

“Manager, hell?’ Lonergan challenged.
“Bet you're the guy whe tags this car all
day tomorrow and finally swipes it with
the duplicate key that’s being made up
front, right now—"

Lonergan caught a mevement out of
the corner of his eye, exploded into
swifter action. His right fist made a ter-
rific swing.

Fram the standpoint of the clever boxer,
the maneuver was all wrong. Lenergan
led with his right, a haymaker. But the
powerful swing went accurately to its
mark—the face of the parking attendant.
The crushing impact shot pain the length
of Lonergan’s arm. But it was nothing
compared to the pain the attendant would
have when he was able to pick himself up
off the gravel.

A blow jolted Lonergan’s shoulder. He
spun swiftly, his entire body swinging its
weight behind a left hook, drove it hard
and deep into a soft stomach.

The big man staggered, bent double,
with his long arms pressed to his mid-
section. Lonergan polished him off with
a chopping hook to the side of the jaw.

The big man joined his groaning part-
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ner in the gravel. But the big man didn’t
groan.

CHAPTER FOUR
Sing Kee

HE hands on the modernistic clock

over the checkroom of the Lido Club
pointed to 10:05 as Rex Lonergan strode
in. He put his battered felt crusher on the
counter before the check girl, placed a
ten-dollar bill beside it.

“My hat,” he said. “The other is to
make you forget whose hat it is till I ask
for it again. It's money. People use it
to buy things with.”

The girl pocketed the ten dollars, smil-
ing. “That’s what they tell me people use
it for.”

As Lonergan turned, he saw a face; saw
part of it, that is. Most was covered with
wide white bandage. But the red hair
completed the identification.

It was the parking attendant Lonergan
had left, a half hour ago, in the gravel of
the lot at Forty-fifth and Melrose.

The man was walking in from the bar.
He stopped instantly at sight of Lonergan
and ducked back into the bar. Lonergan
smiled grimly.

He crossed the club foyer to a door
marked—Mr. Wilson, Private.

He walked in.

Big Bill Wilson looked up from his
desk. He was broad with a suggestion
of flabbiness ; but his dark eyes were keen.
His great stature was apparent, even
though he was seated.

There was money on Wilson’s desk,
great piles of it. He was scooping it into
bags.

“Hello, Rex,” he greeted cordially. “Sit
down. I’'m just taking a little change out
to the gaming tables. I’ll be right back.”

Lonergan sat on a red leather sofa and
smoked a cigarette till Wilson returned.

He frowned when he saw Wilson was
not alone. Eddie Wirtz, his right-hand
man, followed Wilson into the office and
shut the door.

“O.K.,” Wilson said. “You can talk
in front of Eddie. He’s the second in
command of the Wilson enterprises now.”

Big Bill rested his huge body on the
edge of the desk, chewed his expensive
cigar. Lonergan spoke slowly.

“It’s the Wilson enterprises I came to
see you about. I'm worried about them.
I think they’re getting too enterprising.”

“What do you mean, Lonergan?”’

Lonergan was cool. “I mean I know
a lot about how the hot-car racket works.
But I want to know more about it. I want
to know how a Packard, with three men
in it, can vanish. And I want to know
what happened to Arlene Chase.”

Wilson gave a nasty laugh, a rumbling
laugh that rose up from the depths of his
heavy abdomen. “I suppose you're trying
to play policeman—got an idea you can
tie me up to the snatch of the Chase girl.”

EDDIE WIRTZ didn’t say anything.

He still stood by the door. His eyes
never left Lonergan’s face. Most people’s
eyes have some sort of expression, are
like windows through which yeu can see
something of the person back of them.
The eyes of Eddie Wirtz revealed nothing.
They were like windows with the blinds
pulled down.

To Wilson, Lonergan said: “To begin
with, I don’t think Arlene Chase was
snatched. I think that was an afterthought,
a big idea to pull in extra cash. I think
she’s dead. But I want to know where she
is, and why she disappeared in the first
place.”

Wilson chewed his cigar. Took it from
his thick lips, looked at it as he held it in
a hand ornamented with expensive rings.

“Damn you, Lonergan,” he said, “I
must like you a hell of a lot to take what
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I do from you. You come in here with a
lot of crazy accusations and insinuations
—1I don’t know what the hell you're talk-
ing about.” .

“Now you're maybe trying to bluff,”
Lonergan said. “When you see that won’t
work, you may try to toss me in forty
‘fathoms of water with an anchor around
my neck. But let me give you a tip. That
won’t save you. Some people know I came
here. If I don’t show up, they’ll come
around here asking such questions as:
‘Have you seen anything of Rex Loner-
gan, Mr. Wilson? And you’ll have some
answering to do.”

“Cut that stuff!” Wilson snapped.
“Talk turkey!”

Lonergan bowed, smiling, unperturbed
by the impatience and indignation of the
powerful man. “All right, Bill. T'll get
down to cases. Do you admit owning the
auto park at Forty-fifth and Melrose
Streets?”

Wilson’s temper broke loose. He threw
his cigar across the room like a pitcher
sizzling a hot baseball over home-plate.
The cigar popped against the wall, show-
ering sparks.

“Of course I own that auto park! I own
three fourths of the auto parks in this
city! I own the Barker Garage! People
pay money to leave their cars when they
go shopping and to shows. I provide the
place and take the money. What the hell
is wrong with that racket?”

“Tll tell you what’s wrong with it,”
Lonergan said. “There’s a key-maker’s
stand on the auto park at Forty-fifth and
Melrose. While people park their cars
there, the attendant takes the key from
the ignition and has a duplicate made at
the stand. The cars are tagged around by
guys with the duplicates. When they get
a chance they hop into the cars—and
goodbye, cars.”

“Shall T toss him out, chief?”’ Eddie
Wirtz wanted to know.

Wilson shook his head slowly, shrewd
eyes on Lonergan. “No, Eddie. I think
we’ll have to call a doctor. The guy’s
gone nuts.”

“The Chase girl,” Lonergan said, “of-
fered five grand for the return of a stolen
car that wasn’t worth half that dough.
Then she disappeared. And it seems I
have to bust up a hot-car ring to find
why.”

SOMEONE was knocking at the door.
Wilson’s ‘eyes shifted. “Yeah?” he

called absently, and a waiter from the

cabaret stuck his head into the office.

“Cops outside, Mr, Wilson,” he whis-
pered. “They say they had a tip Rex Lon-
ergan was in the place. They're turning
it inside out.”

“T’ll be right out,” Wilson said.

Lonergan rose from the sofa, sourly
eyed the two men who were watching
him. His mouth twisted into a tight smile.

“So that’s it, huh, Bill? You sic the
cops on me. You figure when Ryan and
the city-hall boys got me buried in some
sub-station, you can hush up the whole
thing.”

For a moment Wilson made no re-
sponse. He eased his big frame from the
edge of the desk, stepped in front of Eddie
Wirtz to the office door and turned the
key in the lock.

Facing Lonergan, he said: “It beats me.
Your name is headlined in all the papers
as a dangerous fugitive from justice.
Every cop in town is looking for you.
But you come around here and play po-
liceman.”

“It’s a case of everybody’s wrong but
Lonergan,” Eddie Wirtz put in sarcas-
tically.

“And to show you how little you worry
me,” Wilson said to Lonergan, “I’'m going
to get you out of here without a police
escort.” He turned to Eddie Wirtz, ad-
ded: “Smuggle him out of here, Eddie.”
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Eddie Wirtz frowned but admitted:
“You're the doctor, Bill.”

Wirtz openeg a closet door, pushed
aside coats hanging from a rod, and a
panel in the wall opened, under his hand,
into a dark void. A jerk of his head told
Lonergan to follow.

“So long, Rex,” Wilson said tonelessly.
“It all looks screwy to me.”

Lonergan looked back at him from the
closet door. “It would look screwier if
you knew the reason for it all. I’m going
to all this trouble just to make Ryan give
me a police badge I can carry around in
my pocket.”

A fist banged on wood. A voice out-
side the office announced: “Police, Mr.
Wilson!” ;

Lonergan pulled the closet door shut,
stood in darkness. A flashlight in the
hand of Eddie Wirtz burst into bright
being.

“You go ahead,” Lonergan said to him.

A FLIGHT of narrow steps led down-

ward. Eddie Wirtz went ahead with
the white beam from the flash, not saying
anything. Their shoes made little sound
on the deep pile of the carpet.

The descending corridor ended with a
door. Eddie Wirtz snapped off his flash
and a small square of light was revealed
in the darkness as he looked through a
peep-hole in the door to whatever lighted
room lay beyond.

Wirtz unlocked the door, pushed it
wide for Lonergan to pass through. “So
long, Lonergan,” he said flatly.

It was a washroom. Lonergan went
through it, came out in a hotel lobby. A
moment later he was climbing into a taxi
outside the hotel.

“Chinatown,” he said to the driver.

They drove past the front of the Lido
Club and Lonergan saw two police cars
parked at the curb. A uniformed officer

stood in the doorway. In another moment,
Lonergan thought, the chief of police
himself would arrive. He’d stamp around
in the Lido Club, his paunch jolting with
his steps, his eyes snapping authority.

The taxi driver was winding down the
window that shut him off from the rear
compartment. Over his shoulder, as he
drove, he said: “I think there’s a car fol-
lowing us.”

Lonergan looked back. There was a
car, a big limousine, pacing along behind
them.

“Shake it,” Lonergan called to the
driver, “and there’s a hundred berries in
it for you.”

The taxi responded to the sudden accel-
eration. -Easing the automatic from under
his coat, Lonergan kneeled on the floor of
the cab. The side window was down. He
knelt close to it.

A lurch of the cab, as the driver
cramped his wheels for a corner, almost
threw Lonergan over backwards. Quickly
he locked an arm over the edge of the
door.

Tires screeched as the cab skidded on
the turn. Into that screech of straining
rubber stabbed the staccato sound of gun-
fire. =

Lonergan fired back, not at the quick
jets of flame, but full into the windshield
of the pursuing car. The heavy auto-
matic bucked in his hand.

The limousine didn’t make the corner.
It lurched one way and the other for an
instant, then careened to the sidewalk,
bounded over the curbing and crashed,
with a great shattering of plateglass, into
the show window of a darkened store.

Lonergan’s eyes met the white, startled
face of the cab driver turning back to him.

“Geez, chief—"

“You earned your hundred,” Lonergan
told him, and added grimly: “Now keep
going. I still want to go to Chinatown.”



70

Dime Detective Magazine

SING KEE was one of the most pros-

perous merchants of Oriental art in
the Chinese quarter. He was also the
head of the tong known as the Five Fami-
lies Association.

The chambers of Sing Kee were located
over his brightly lighted shop and were
reached by a flight of brass-edged stairs
and a long, musty-smelling corridor.

To one of the rooms upstairs, Loner-
gan was taken by a Chinese servant who
shuffled silently on slippered feet. It was
a room of splendid Oriental decoration, a
place of rich silk hangings, soft lights and
deep-piled rugs.

Sing Kee rose from a teakwood chair
when Lonergan came in. He bowed, shak-
ing both his hands before his stomach
after the custom of Chinese greeting.

Lonergan did the same, said: “I'm in
a jam, Sing Kee. I think you can help
me out.”

“You honor my sad house with your
presence,” the moon-faced Chinese told
him. “You honor this sad man when you
come to him for help.”

They sat in elaborately carved chairs,
facing each other. A teakwood table be-
tween their knees bore tea and cakes.

“There’s a man,” Lomergan began,
“who used to belong to your tong. He’s
half Chinese. This man now has a very
bad name with the police. He is called
Chinee Lou.”

Sing Kee remained impassive, beady
black eyes on Lonergan’s face, patiently
waiting for the rest.

“This man,” Lonergan continued, “is
hard to find. I think maybe he hides spme-
where in the Chinese quarter where police
can’t reach him. I thought you’d help me
find this man.”

Sing Kee spoke with unhurried words.
“This man who calls himself Chinee Lou
cannot be, as you say, in the Chinese quar-
ter. He is a very bad man. Long ago he
lost face with the Five Families. He is

in, as you would say, disgrace. He hides
from the Five Families.”

“I see,” Lonergan nodded. “You mean
if you knew where Chinee Lou was you’d
deal with him yourselves?”

Sing Kee bowed—a slight inclination
of his head. “It would give the Five Fami-
lies great pleasure to find this man who
calls himself Chinee Lou. It would give
the Five Families great pleasure to talk
to this man in a language he would under-
stand.”

Lonergan rose to leave, then remem-
bered Sing Kee mentioned troubles of
his own and sat down again, poiitely ask-
ing what the troubles were. From a table
at his elbow Sing Kee picked up the late
afternoonpaper and passed it toLonergan.

“This paper, in your own language,”
Sing Kee explained, “tells of an unfor-
tunate death. I have been asked many
questions by your police and only the work
of an honorable lawyer has saved me from
other embarrassments.”

Lonergan glanced over the paper, saw
himself featured in the heavy-lettered
headlines with the words—LONERGAN
STILL MISSING.

There was a secondary heading, and
this read — FAMOUS ARCHITECT
MURDERED. Lonergan’s eye ran
quickly down the printed column, absorb-
ing the facts surrounding the mysterious
death of one Roy S. Brewster, architect.

Brewster had been found dead in his
hotel room, early in the afternoon, by a
chambermaid who went in to clean. The
architect’s throat had been slit from ear to
ear. On his head was carved the symbol
of the Five Families Association.

“I have talked with the members of the
Five Families,” Sing Kee said. “I can say
that no member ever heard of this unfor-
tunate man who died with the mark of our
honorable tong.”

Lonergan glanced on down the column
of the newspaper. One thing, one name,
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caught his eye, and he read the paragraph
more closely.

The National Architects’ Convention
brought Brewster to his home town after
ten years of residence in New York. He
was to speak tomorrow before a class at
the McKinley School of Architecture,
after which he was to escort the class on
an inspection tour of his three famous local
monuments—the State Trust and Savings
Bank Building, the Elton Theater, and the
Barker Garage and Storage Building. . . .

While the rotund Chinese regarded him
impassively, Lonergan shoved back the
teakwood chair and began to pace the
room like a caged panther. Then he halted,
facing the leader of the Five Families.

“Sing Kee,” he said, “this is a break.
If my guess is right, lots of questions can
be answered tonight—lots of birds can be
killed with one stone.”

He pointed his index finger at Sing
Kee’s face and sighted along it with nar-
rowed eyes, like a man aiming a gun.

“Sing Kee, how would you like to clear
your tong of suspicion in this dead archi-
tect business? How would you like to see
a bunch of rats caught in a trap? How
would you like to see the police apologize
for accusing us of doing nasty things—
see them give me a nice shiny police badge
to wear under my coat? And, maybe, best
of all, how would you like ta locate Chinee
Lou?” :

None of Lonergan’s rugged excitement
was imparted to the dignified Chinese.
He sat there motionless, expressionless,
like a statue of Buddha. But he said: “All
these things would lift the curtain of sad-
ness from my house and restore happiness
and joy.”

CHAPTER FIVE
Buried in Concrete

LONERGAN stood in the deep shadow
between the blackly looming walls of
the Barker Garage and the rear of the

Elton Theater. The time was going on
midnight and little traffic passed along
Forty-ninth Street.

For twenty minutes Lonergan had been
standing there in the shadow, motionless,
except for the few seconds it had taken
him to slip a clip of fresh cartridges into
the heel of his automatic.

A light shuffling sound came from the
dark alley behind him. Lonergan heard
it, knew what it was and didn’t turn to
look. His attention was held by the car
which moved cautiously along Forty-
ninth Street.

It was a closed car, a big seven-passen-
ger job. It moved slowly, the driver hold-
ing his arm straight out to signify a left-
hand turn into the entrance of the Barker
Garage.

The light was bad for identification of
faces, but two identities were clear to
Lonergan—the round, baby-like face of
that half-caste killer, Chinee Lou, and the
looming bulk of Big Bill Wilson of the
Lido Club.

The automobile passed out of Loner-
gan’s vision without his identifying the
other two figures in it.

He felt the presence of the person who
had pressed close to his side in the alley
and he spoke softly from the side of his
mouth.

“This is all we could ask for, Sing Kee.
Did you see the guys in that car?’

The voice of the Chinese was low,
rhythmic, like the creation of a spiritual-
istic medium in the hush of a seance room.
“One face,” said Sing Kee, “these old
eyes can see through the thickest stone
wall—the face of the one who is called
Chinee Lou.”

They moved out of the shadow of the
alley and into the dimly lighted drizzle of
the sidewalk along Forty-ninth Street.
Further along, electric light from the in-
terior of the Barker Garage flooded
through the open entrance and made a
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square of golden glow that reached to the
.other side of the street.

“The men are placed as you directed,”
Sing Kee said. “At a given word, no per-
son will leave this building.”

“Give it,” was Lonergan’s laconic an-
swer.

Sing Kee’s shuffling steps slowed. Lon-
ergan strode on, came to the lighted en-
trance of the garage and turned in.

The interior was wide, concrete-floored.
Automobiles of all sorts—trucks, delivery
cars and passenger vehicles were stored
neatly along the walls, side by side, noses
outward. At one side, near a battery of
gasoline pumps, a concrete ramp led
steeply upward to the second floor. A red-
lettered warning over it read—DRIVE
SLOWLY—SOUND HORN.

Straight on from the entrance was an
elevator shaft with its opening guarded
by an upward-sliding gate. From the size

of the opening, Lonergan judged the serv-.

ice elevator was large enough to carry a
pair of automobiles up or down.

AMAN in smart gray overalls, with

the name of the garage embroidered
on a chest pocket, stood by the elevator
gate. He turmed sharply as Lonergan’s
heels clicked hollowly on the concrete
floor.

“Calling for a car? he asked quickly.

Lonergan made no answer but kept
walking toward the elevator shaft. Aside
from the rhythmie clicking of his own
heels as he walked, the only sound in the
big garage was the growl and whine of
powerful elevator mechanism.

Beyond the uniformed garage man, the
smoothly running cables in the elevator
shaft caught Lonergan’s eye. The move-
ment of those cables told him something,
told him that the big car he’d seen turn
into the garage less than a minute ago was
on its way up or down in the elevator
right now.

His eyes went back to the garage at-
tendant. The man had taken a step
toward him as though to block his prog-
ress to the elevator. “Got your ticket
stub?” he asked sullenly.

“No,” Lonergan responded.

“Well, I don’t remember you—"

Lonergan was just a few feet away
from the attendant when he snapped his
answer. “You will—yow’ll remember me
for the rest of your life?”

The man tried to duck, bringing up his
hands, but he wasn’t quick enough. Lon-
ergan led with a straight, head-jolting
left to the mouth, and he followed it with
a well placed and powerful right to the
jaw.

There had been only two blows in the
fight, and Lonergan had delivered both of
them. The man lay lifelessly on the con-
crete floor.

Lonergan didn’t even glance at him
after the impact of his blow, but went
straight to the elevator shaft and leaned
over the iron gate.

The cables had stopped running. Ign-
ergan craned his head upward and saw,
three stories up, the giant wheels and
hoisting mechanism for the elevator. He
looked dewn and saw a basement level
Four feet below that was the graveled
bottom of the shaft with its steel-cush-
ioned bumpers and safety devices.

There was no elevator in the shaft!

Sing Kee appeared at Lonergan’s el-
bow, stood there without expression and
without saying anything. Turning, Lon-
ergan saw that half a dozem Chinese
were evidently carrying out orders from
their tong leader. The tall, heavy doors,
at the entrance of the garage, were being
slid closed on their greased runners. Two
Chinese bent over the garage attendant
who was beginning to groan a bit with
returning consciousness. They were bind-
ing him hand and foot with strong cord,
stuffing a wad of silk into his mouth.
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Lonergan met the eyes of Sing Kee,
asked : “Can an elevator vanish from its
shaft?”’

The round face of the Oriental re--

mained impassive, Lonergan leaned over
the gate again, peering down through the
gloom to the bottom of the empty elevator
shaft.

As he looked down, he heard the growl
and whine of machinery. The cables were
running again, cables running in an empty
shaft.

HEN, down there in the half-light, the

graveled bottom split in two, the sec-
tions pushing upward like hinged covers.
Pushing up through this false bottom of
the shaft—this hinged trap with its dum-
my bumpers and its slots to allow the
cables free passage—came the elevator,
rising under slow, growling power.

There was no roof to it, just the steel
braces of its superstructure. A single elec-
tric globe burned on one of the steel
braces. The rising platform was empty
save for the man operating the controls.
Like the attendant Lonergan had knocked
cold, the man coming up on the big ele-
vator wore matty uniform overalls. He
wasn’t looking up.

Lonergan ducked his head in from the
shaft, nodded to Sing Kee.

“Well,” he whispered, “now I know
how a Packard, with three men in it, can
vanish from the tightest net of radio cars
the police in this town ever threw out.”

Lonergan pressed himself close to the
wall at the side of the shaft opening. Sing
Kee and his men did likewise at the
other side,

The lifting machinery growled, whined
—stopped with a heavy metallic clanking.
The iron gate slid ceilingward on its
tracks.

“Stay where you are!” Lonergan or-
dered, stepping away from the wall, the
automatic bulking big and hard in his
hand.

The man leaving the elevator halted
abruptly, awkwardly—held his position
rigidly like a motion picture suddenly
stopped in the projector. His eyes shifted
from the gun in Lonergan’s hand to the
solemn Chinese faces, shifted back to
Lonergan’s face. His lips twitched a lit-
tle but no words came from them.

“O. K., Sing Kee,” Lonergan grinned.
“I think this guy gets the idea we mean
business. Let one of the boys keep an
eye on him.”

Sing Kee merely nodded his head. It
was a sufficient order. One of the Chi-
nese took a step closer to the garage man.
As he did so, a long, highly polished knife
appeared from the looseness of his sleeve,
He made no threatening gesture; merely
stood there with the knife dangling easily
in his thiw fingers.

Lonergan glanced at the petrified face
of the garage man, laughed. “In less than
a minute,” he said to Siag Kee, “we’ll be
paying a little visit downstairs.”

He turned away, surveyed the automo-
biles and trucks parked along the walls of
the garage. His quickly moving eyes
came to rest on a huge, steel, gravel truck.

“That’s the baby,” he said.

The Chinese waited for him in a solemn
group while he went to the truck, mounted
the high cabin and warmed the big motor.
He drove over to the elevator slowly, the
motor growling in low gear.

“Will the platform hold it?” he de-
manded of the garage man.

His answer was a slow, frightened nod.

“O. K.,” Lonergan said. “You get
aboard first. You’re taking us down.”

THE garage man walked onto the ele-
vator, walked stiffly, as though he
didn’t have much control over his legs.
His Chinese guard, with the knife hang-
ing from thin fingers, followed him and
stood by his side.
The gears of the big gravel truck
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growled ; the platform trembled as Loner-
gan drove on, braked to a stop.

“All right, Sing Kee,” he called, “you
can sit up here with me. Tell the bays to
hop in the back.”

Sing Kee spoke a few orders in Can-
tonese. The Chinese, except for the boy
guarding the garage man, swarmed up
the steel walls of the truck and dropped
lightly into the dumping section.

“All right, punk,” Lonergan barked at
the garage man. “Take us down.”

The platform trembled, clanked, as the
operator shoved over his control lever.
Slowly, the platform sank in the shaft.

This time there was no sound of hoist -

machinery; Lonergan kept the truck’s
motor running and it drowned out the
sound.

Sing Kee asked no questions but sat
stoically on the worn leather seat of the
cab.. Lonergan looked into the bland,
round face.

“This is an old Greek custom,” he ex-
plained. “I read about it in history once.
The Greeks used the gag to capture a
whole town. Only, instead of a gravel
truck, they used a wooden horse.”

HE elevator stopped. Lonergan, lean-
ing out of the cab and looking back
of the truck, saw an iron gate—similar to
the one upstairs—slide clear of the open-
ing. Beyond the gate was a short con-
crete ramp running slightly downward
and coming to an end at two wide doors,
like those on the upstairs entrance of the
garage. The closed doors were heavily
padded with sound-proof material.
Instantly, Lonergan knew why those
doors were there, knew why they were
sound-proofed. He hadn’t figured on
using the big gravel truck for a battering-
ram but it would serve that purpose very
well.
He shoved the gear lever into reverse,
let out the clutch, gunned the powerful

motor. Leaning from the cab, he. backed
the truck down the incline, steering with
one hand, his .45 automatic ready in the
other.

Those big padded doors loomed up,
closer and closer. With motor roaring a
song of power, the truck gained momen-
tum on the slope of the ramp. It smashed
into the doors with crashing impact.

The obstacle was frail before the rush-
ing tonnage of the huge truck. The doors
gave, splintering inward, ripping from
their hinges and toppling over like flimsy
slabs of cardboard.

Lonergan kept his throttle down, kept
reversing the truck. Back of him was a
concrete workshop lighted with uncov-
ered electric bulbs. Cars were lined along
the walls, some in a dismantled state, like
cars under repair. Work benches ran
along the far wall.

Beside Lonergan, as he backed the big
truck, were offices partitioned off from
the garage section with light tongue-and-
groove paneling and glass windows.

In one of these offices, three men
looked up; looked up with startled, white
faces. For a fraction of a second they
stood petrified, inanimate—like modeled
figures in a wax museum.

Chinee Lou acted. A pair of guns ap-
peared in his hands, spit streaks of flame,
banged. Behind those crashing guns, the
baby face had grown hard. Narrowed
eyes flashed brutality, hate—the face of
a killer.

Lonergan knocked his lever out of gear,
braked. Close to his face, the windshield
was blown out with a shattering of glass.
He threw himself from the cab of the
truck and landed, half falling, on his
knees. The automatic was still gripped in
his hand. He used it.

VER his head, the Chinese of the
Five Families, protected by the steel
sidewalls of Lonergan’s fort on wheels,
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answered the fire of Chinee Lou, an-
swered fire that came from the other side
of the garage.

Big Bill Wilson hurled himself from
the office. His hands were high over his
head, and Lonergan saw that the wrists
were bound together with rope. Wilson
ran a few long strides along the pine par-
titions of the office, flattened himself
against the wall out of the line of fire,
his bound hands held over his head.

Nobody shot at him.

Guns crashed in the confinement of the
garage, echoed from concrete walls. Bul-
lets splintered, ripped the flimsy pine par-
titions of the offices, broke out glass.

The guns of Chinee Lou were silent.
He toppled over against the wall, knocked
over a water-cooler and went down with
it.

Eddie Wirtz had vanished from the
office; but a second later he came from
a doorway further along the partition.
Evidently he had crawled there, keeping
himself hidden under the glass windows
in the partitions.

He came out in a crouch, running,
made for the elevator, shooting as he
ran. Lonergan, kneeling by the truck,
was the mark of those bullets. He saw
the quick appearance of a long scar in
the concrete by his knees, heard the
screech of the lead pellet as it ricocheted
off.

Lonergan’s gun was empty. But it
didn’t matter as far as Eddie Wirtz was
concerned. Someone from the back of
the truck got him. :

Eddie went down, twisting, like a
sprinter with a wrenched ankle. His body
skidded in a pool of oil, stopped; was
still.

With the falling of Eddie Wirtz, firing
ceased. The garage was suddenly silent,
and Lonergan got to his feet.

Sing Kee stepped down from the cab
_of the truck. Over the steel sidewalls of

the dumping compartment, Chinese faces
looked down, solemn, serene.

Sing Kee was slipping shiny cartridges
into the open cylinder of his revolver.
“This weapon,” he said with slow, clear
speech, “is sometimes a blessing to man-
kind.”

THEY gathered in the bullet-ripped

office behind the pine partition. Big
Bill Wilson sat on the edge of the desk.
The rope was off his hands. He rubbed
his sore wrists.

He said to Lonergan: “When you
came around to the Lido Club with that
wild tale about hot cars and the way
duplicate keys were made in one of the
auto parks, I got curious. You accused
me of giving the cops that tip that brought
them to the club looking for you. I didn’t.
Wirtz must have done it.”

Lonergan nodded. “Wirtz heard about
me from an attendant I beat up on the
parking lot. I caught a glimpse of the
guy at the bar with his face bandaged.
I thought he was around tipping yow.
When Wirtz saw you letting me get away
from the cops, he had some guys try to
bump me when I was riding off in a taxi.”

“After you left,” Wilson said, “I got
to thinking. I guess Wirtz was worried
I was already wise. They brought me
down here, tried to make me sign a bill-
of-sale for this garage. Then I guess
they’d knock me off. Wirtz thought he
could get away with anything. I think
the guy was a little nuts.”

“They sure played you for a sucker,”
Lonergan told him. “All this hot-car
racket going on right under your nose—
on your own property.”

Chinee Lou sat on the floor, his legs
sprawled before him, his back propped
against the wall. Just above his belt his
shirt was red, sticky. His eyes moved
around the office with a haunted look.

Lonergan stood before him, said:
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“There’s a car out there in the garage, a
blue Pelham roadster. It’s the one that
was stolen from Arlene Chase the day
before she disappeared. I just took a look
in it. There’s a glove-compartment in the
dashboard, but the door to it is missing.
It’s been broken off the hinges.”

His hard eyes demanded an answer
from Chinee Lou: “What did you guys
find in that compartment?”

The thin mouth of Chinee Lou was
clamped tight. He didn’t open it.

“You better talk,” Lonergan said. “If
you don’t I'll turn you over to Sing Kee
and the boys. The Five Families don’t
love you very much. I think they’d like
to persuade you to talk.”

The eyes of Chinee Lou shifted quickly
to the bland face of Sing Kee, shifted
back to Lonergan again.

“T’ll talk,” he said.

Lonergan smiled sardonically. “I
thought you would. Now go ahead. What
happened to Arlene Chase? And why?”

Chinee Lou touched a hand to his belt;
it came away sticky. “Eddie Wirtz got
the idea of the hot-car racket. Wilson
didn’t know nothing about it. Eddie had
this system for getting duplicate keys to
ignition locks when people left their bug-
gies in the auto park. The boys’d turn
the duplicate key over to us. They’d get
the address of the owner from the white
slip in the car. They’'d give us that too.
The next day we'd spot the car. When
we got the right chance we’d drive it
away with the duplicate key.”

CHINEE LOU paused, looked again at

the red stickiness on his hand. “Go
on,” Lonergan prompted. ‘“What about
Arlene Chase?”

“I'm getting to it. Eddie had the idea
of fixing up this basement for a shop to
doctor the cars, change the motor num-
bers and fix up fake ownership certifi-
cates. This basement was never used for

anything but a storeroom—on account of
the bad air. That phony bottom to the
elevator shaft was Eddie’s idea, too. We
rigged up those doors there so you
couldn’t hear anything upstairs. We
worked over these cars and nobody ever
bothered us. We sold ’em to used-car
dealers all over the state.”

Bill Wilson swore. “The dirty, double-
crossing—"

“We swiped the Chase dame’s Pelham
in the regular way,” Chinee Lou went on.
“When we got it down here, we found
that little door in the dashboard was
locked. We figured we’d have to bust it
off and put a new one on. We busted it
and found a bunch of letters inside, all
tied up with ribbon.”

Lonergan nodded slowly. Now he
could guess why Arlene Chase had of-
fered five thousand dollars for the return
of her car—a car which wasn’t worth a
third of that amount. She wanted those
letters that were in the dashboard com-
partment. :

Chinee Lou went on: ‘“Eddie Wirtz
was here when we read ’em. They were
love letters the dame had written to some
guy. We figured she’d just got ’em back.
They were hot stuff and Eddie said they’d
be worth a big hunk of cash to a society
dame like her.”

“So Eddie used them for blackmail ?”
Lonergan put in.

Chinee Lou nodded. “Eddie went out
to see her about it and when he got back
here the dame was right on his tail;
walked into the garage upstairs. She put
up a big beef to Eddie. He got nasty.
She pulled a gun and blazed away at him.
A hot-headed dame, I guess. Eddie
plugged her.”

Lonergan finished it. “So Arlene Chase
was dead, and Eddie Wirtz’s blackmail
scheme died with her. He made her
father think she was snatched, sent him
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@ ransom note along with her shoe. And
T saw the bloodstain on it.”

Chinee Lou’s eyes widened. “Did it
have blood on it?”

“It did!” Lonergan snapped. “That’s
what started me looking for murderers
instead of kidnapers. But I might not
have followed the trail to this garage if
you hadn’t bumped off that architect.”

Chinee Lou’s eyes stayed on Loner-
gan’s face, stayed wide, astonished.

Lonergan went on: “You guys read in
the paper that the man who designed this
building, ten years ago, was in town. He
was going to bring some students here on
a tour of inspection. You knew he’d won-
der why the place only had one basement
now, when he built it with twe. So Wirtz
decided to protect his profitable hot-car
racket with murder. You slit the archi-
tect’s throat. And because you’ve got a
grudge against Sing Kee and the Five
Families, you tried to frame it on them
by putting their symbol on the corpse.
It was a great idea, except that I came
along, added two and two—and got the

customary four.”

VER had the city beheld a parade

like this one Rex Lonergan now led
up the main drag toward the Civic Cen-
ter. It was unfortunate that it couldn’t
be done in daylight—so that more people
might witness it.

It was a grim sight.

Lonergan drove a blue roadster, the
one that had been stolen from Arlene
Chase just the day before her disappear-
ance. Beside him rode Big Bill Wilson,
nightclub owner and racketeer.

The more gruesome, the more puzzling
part of the parade followed behind; over
a dozen cars in all and each driven by a
solemn-faced Chinese. Some of the pas-

sengers were dead and Chinee Lou
sat bleeding in the car driven by Sing
Kee. Crowded in beside him were two
attendants from the Barker Garage. They
were bound tightly with rope. Their faces
were glum.

In other cars were other captives and
some of them wore crimson souvenirs of
the resistance they’d offered Lonergan in
his attack on the garage.

One car carried a printing press which
had been used to forge certificates of
ownership; another carried a steel safe
which contained money collected from
traffic in stolen cars and sixty thousand
dollars taken from Lawrence F. Chase
for the promised return of his daughter.

Chase wouldn’t ever get his daughter
back. Her body was buried in concrete
in the lower basement of the Barker Ga-
rage.

And so the parade moved uptown, Lon-
ergan sounding the horn on the lead-car
as he came to intersections. A parade of
over a dozen cars, every one hot, every
one sought by the police throughout the
state.

“You ought to be in a circus,” Wilson
said. “Maybe you’ll wish you were when
Ryan and the district attorney hear of
this. They’ll eat you alive.”

“Eat me alive, hell!” Lonergan grinned.
“They’ll be eating out of my hand.
Ryan’ll probably give out statements that
I was working for the police all the time,
working under cover. You watch those
boys at the city hall climb on the band-
wagon. Watch the papers. You'll see a
picture of the chief of police, smiling all
over the place, with an arm around me.
The caption will read—‘Chief Ryan very
satisfied with work of Lonergan.” From.
now on, I’'m the white-haired boy around
the Civic Center. Want to bet?”




He clutched the grenade |

HEILL'S HALF

HREE men, as silent as if they

were dead, rode the front seat of

the blue truck. Behind, in the body

of the truck, rested a trim racing car,
The machine which traveled in such
state was a single-seater, one-hundred-
inch-wheelbase job with a four-cylinder,
double-overhead camshaft motor which
would put out one hundred and eighty

78

Around that terror-track it roared
er, single-seater hot iron—and in
murder. W hat was the strange hoo-
every time it lost a race? Why did.

dlways die, even as they
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—a hundred-and-eighty-horse pow-
its swirling dust-wake thundered
doo that turned # into a kill car
those who beat it to the finish line
won their lanrels?

horsepower at six thousand revolutions
per minute. A hot iron, in the lingo of the
dirt track.

Mile after mile was clipped off on the
road to the Pemberton half-miler. But
not once did a man speak. Hap Stone,
mechanic of the outfit, a chunky, fat-
faced man, guided the fast-moving truck
with sure, powerful arms. At imtervals,

79
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his low-lidded gaze uncontrollably flicked
from the road to the two men beside him.

Once his small dark eyes were met by
the surreptitious glance of Ted Quimby,
owner of both truck and car. Quimby, a
lugubrious six-footer, sat hunched over,
restlessly moving his knobby hands.

Ben Tolliver, driver, and top man on
the Arkroyd circuit that year, faced rig-
idly forward, lips compressed, jaws set;
lines like knife-cuts ran from his nostrils
to the corners of his mouth. Not a big
man, even as racing pilots went, and lean
meat throughout.

VENTUALLY, the truck turned off
the concrete and a wire gate swung
open for it. It rumbled on behind an empty
grandstand and around its end to another
gate giving onto the track itself.

This gate did not open at once. All
three men automatically studied the brown,
dirt bull-ring as one would appraise a
formidable enemy.

The Pemberton half-miler had been
rebuilt by John Arkroyd, who leased five
half-milers and also ran fair-ground meets.
Now, the track was well banked on the
corners and wider than it had been.

Three cars were wheeling. One, on the
backstretch, jolted hard as it shot into
the turn. Ben Tolliver’s eyes instantly
assayed the severity of the bounce and he
spoke to Hap Stone.

“Take up on the shocks.”

* The mechanic nodded. The three cars
trying out the track came around into the
grandstand stretch, bunched. Skip Robin-
son, in his rocker-arm job, was leading
the others but Pepper O’Meara’s bright
green double-overhead alligator was press-
ing him hard. These two were boys from
the Coast but all three on the truck knew
them by their cars and numbers.

Both Ben Tolliver and Hap Stone lis-
tened acutely to the blare of the two mo-
tors as they swept by. They sounded hot,

and the two pilots handling them were
reported to be always ready to step.

The gateman looked around the track,
opened the barrier and hurriedly waved
them on. The blue truck crossed to the
pits and stopped.

Though few customers had arrived,
there was already plenty going on in the
pits. Drivers, mechanics and helpers
were getting set for the proceedings of
the afternoon.

The busy, cheerful medley of yells,
clinking tools, roaring motors and argu-
ments died as if somebody had turned it
off.

Everybody looked at the three men on
the blue truck. The eyes were hostile. A
few of the racing men nodded guardedly.

Hap Stone and Ted Quimby responded
with quick jerks of the head but Ben Tol-
liver, top driver, did not. He got down,
moved away from his rig, planted his feet
apart on the dirt, and slowly rolled him-
self a cigarette.

Before he had lit it, John Arkroyd came
bustling up to him. The tall boss of the
circuit clapped the driver heartily on the
shoulder and then proudly flung a long
arm toward the track. _

“What d’you think of it, Ben, my boy ?”
he roared, plainly attempting to make up
for the sudden lull that had come to the
pits with Ben Tolliver. “I’ve sunk a lot
of jack on steam rollers, calcivm carbide
and waps to make this track hold the
fastest jobs in the business. Will it do?”

Ben Tolliver’s bleak blue eyes swept
around the saucer. There was a glint in
the back of them. :

“Tell you later,” he said, and his flint-
like face did not change.

Arkroyd hesitated, chewing his lips.
“Uh—a few cops—detectives—have come
to—uh—see the races,” he said awkwardly.

Ben nodded.

Arkroyd immediately hustled on, to
greet the owner of Tolliver’s blue D.O.
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Ben Tolliver stood still. He lit and
smoked his cigarette. Not too openly, but
very keenly, he studied everybody in sight.
He seemed to be waiting for something.
But nothing happened.

Things had slid along like that for
quite a while now.

ONE April day, not long after the open-

ing of the Eastern racing season,
George Ulrich had beaten out Ben Tolli-
ver in the last lap of a twenty-five miler.
Both cars blasted down the home stretch in
a Garrison finish. Ulrich belted past the
checkered flag only about a wheel ahead
of Ben Tolliver. But that wheel’s ad-
vantage had meant first money, three
hundred dollars for George.

The two cars slid into the turn just
beyond the finish line with plenty of speed.
Ben Tolliver, lifting his throttle foot,
turned his blue car in behind the victor-
ious Ulrich to follow him around to the
pits. But just then, as the winner was
relaxing his taut muscles, his yellow job
blew the left-front shoe. The car broad-
sided along the bank.

Tolliver, right on Ulrich’s tail, braked
swiftly. With diminishing momentum, his
machine smacked Ulrich’s. They tangled.

It wasn’t much of a tie, as those things
go on a race track. But when the dust
cleared away from the two locked cars,
Ulrich was out of his bucket seat, on the
dirt ; Tolliver was bending over him, lift-
ing him up.

Tolliver carried him to the infield fence
before the roaring cars behind got near
enough to the wreckage to threaten a pile-
up. The pilots clawed up the bank and
kept clear of the mix-up.

Buf Ulrich’s crash-helmet was off, and
his skull was cracked. He was dead.

Nobody thought much about it. No
dirt-track speed merchant is better than a
hundred-to-one shot to raise a long gray
beard. -

“Sometimes  the  toughest-looking
crashes, with cars flipping end to end,
wind up with nobody in the butcher
wagon.” Hap Stone commented coolly.
“So why wouldn’t an easy little crack -
sometimes kill a guy?”

Nobody thought much about it.

George Ulrich had copped but he hadn’t
lived for the pay-off. So John Arkroyd
paid off his widow instead and that was
that.

The next man to beat Ben Tolliver in
a feature event was Bill Tresco. He took
the main from Ben at the Bradbury
County Fairgrounds after a tough battle
which ended in the 25th lap when Ben
fouled a sparkplug and couldn’t get his
motor perking again. It was Bill's race
by a lap.

While walking across the highway to
the roadhouse—where Arkroyd was pay-
ing off the boys that evening—Bill Tresco
was struck by a hit-and-run car. At least
that’s what they figured when they found
him, half an hour later.

The doctor said death had been in-
stantaneous. The boys agreed that it was
a tough break considering the chances he’d
taken and the driving he’d gotten away
with that afternoon. And they agreed,
too, meaning no harm, that it didn’t seem
to pay to cop against Ben Tolliver. They
kidded Ben about it.

UT the matter of Sam Hull was dif-
erent. Sam took the main at Wood-
mont in spite of all Ben Tolliver could
do. Sam was hot that day. He hit the
corners as'if they were stretches and never
ran out of track. He gave Ben a real
beating. The other boys back in the dust
enjoyed it, for Ben had been going places
all season. They liked him to have some
real competition.

As usual, after the customers went, the
boys talked it all over and got their rigs
set to go home without hurrying much.
In the dusk, Pete Warner—Sam Hull’s
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mech—took a final look at the tow bar and
jumped into the sedan where Sam was
sitting.

“Let’s travel, fellow,” he said.

But Sam Hull didn’t answer him, hav-
ing the front of his skull caved in with a
Stilson wrench.

Now George Ulrich’s death could be
set down as an accident and Bill Tresco’s
to a hit-and-run driver. But Sam Hull,
with a wrench through his head, didn’t fit
into either of those categories. Sam Hull
was murdered. Knowing that, everybody
suddenly thought of the other two boys
who had taken Ben Tolliver recently.

After that there was talk—lots of talk
—oplenty of talk. Only Ben himself didn’t
say anything. He didn’t talk much any-
how. Even when the detectives questioned
him he said he didn’t know anything and
made it stick, o :

The talk spread beyond the racing
bunch. The newspapers played it up as a
series of strange coincidences, with in-
nuendos, and illustrated with cracked-up
cars.

Ben canceled a mid-western trip he’d
been figuring on, although there were sev-
eral juicy purses waiting out there for a
pilot with a heavy right foot.

Ted Quimby, owner of Ben’s brisk
D.O., and Hap Stone, who kept it hot,
each had nice cuts out of Ben’s many pay-
offs. They talked a lot, while people
would listen, but didn’t say anything. All
three of them got to looking each other
over—on the sly.

Ben Tolliver got good after that. He
drove like wildfire. Nobody could take
him, though plenty tried. He ran up a
big lead in points on the Arkroyd circuit
and copped a lot of jack, as jack goes on
the dirt.

Word went all the way to the Coast
about what happened in the East to driv-
ers who took races away from Ben Tolli-
ver. A few outside boys came from here

and there to see what there was in it,
race drivers being naturally fond of en-
tertainment and not very timid.

The answer they got was there was
nothing in it at all. Ben Tolliver knew his
way around the Arkroyd half-milers and
the visiting pilots neither won nor were
killed. And that made the thing even more
talked about—but not talked about with
Ben Tolliver.

BEN finished his cigarette and his
scrutiny of the men in the pits. No-
body came up to him and nobody met his
eyes as they swiveled slowly around the
pits. Everybody was working again, or
pretending to.
Ben walked back to his blue D.O., which
had been rolled off the truck. Hap was
down on the dirt in front of it, taking

up the shock absorbers. Arkroyd was

still talking to Ted Quimby but he paused
to grin at Ben Tolliver.

“Going to christen my new track by
copping on it, Ben?” he asked. :

“You know I've got to cop,” Ben re-
torted curtly. .

John Arkroyd looked over his shoulder.
“I know, but there’re a couple of boys
who don’t,” he said, jerking a long arm
toward the track. “Here they come rolling
in, right now.”

In silence, Ben Tolliver waited as Pep-
per O’Meara and Skip Robinson, cutting
speed, came wheeling into the pits. They
jumped out, spoke to their mechs and then
approached John Arkroyd.

“A nice bit o’ dirt. Mr. Promoter,” the
thin, agile Pepper O’Meara assured him.
“Now if only all the dirt is on the track—"
He paused and peered inquisitively at Ben
Tolliver.

“Meaning what?”’ Ben demanded. His
face was flint; his eyes frosty.

“Just that,” Pepper O’Meara replied
softly.

Skip Robinson stood at O’Meara’s
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shoulder, looking over it at Ben Tolliver.
He was a barrel-chested man with thick
black eyebrows which gave him a lower-
ing expression. But now his eyes were
glaring.

“Here’s some straight talk, Tolliver,”
he said. “Pepper and I have mixed it
plenty, here and there. But off the dirt
we ain’t fighting; we’re standing to-
gether. And it'll be just too pitiful for
you if anything funny happens to either
of us.”

Ben Tolliver shrugged his shoulders.
“You've got to trim me before you're in
any danger,” he stated crisply, “so you're
both safe.”

Skip Robinson growled in his throat.

Hap Stone got up off his knees. “Call-
ing him a killer?” he demanded of Rob-
inson, pointing his wrench toward Ben
Tolliver.

“I'm calling him nothing; I'm telling
him something,” the barrel-chested Robin-
son snapped, “and that is that. If Pepper
gets his, Tolliver don’t live long enough
to take down his pay-off. I mean it!”

“Ditto for Skip,” O’Meara put in.
“We ain’t saying it’s you, Tolliver, but
it’s a cinch that some guy is a killer. And,
whether you know it or not, he’s working
for you. The way to stop him is to stop
you. Do I register?”

Tolliver didn’t say a word.

O’Meara’s broad Hibernian counten-
ance crinkled up in growing wonder. “If
it ain’t you, man, why don’t you quit rac-
ing?” he demanded. “That would stop
the red murder that’s going on.”

Ben Tolliver’s lips parted in a bark of
bitter mirth. “I’m a driver—and I'm stay-
ing that way,” he said. Abruptly he swung
away from them to glance at his blue D.O.

“Wind her up, Hap,” he commanded.

With the eyes of everyone in the pits and
in the slowly filling grandstand on him,
Ben Tolliver hooked on his goggles, ad-
justed his cork-and-leather crash-helmet

and slid into the narrow bucket seat. For
just an instant his hands seemed to clutch
the taped wheel uncertainly. Then his
grip hardened till his knuckles grew white.
Hap Stone and Ted Quimby stood be-
side the little blue bus, waiting for an
order or remark. But Ben did not speak.
He shoved the motor into low, revved it up,
eased in the clutch and glided gently away.
“Sort of jittery,” said Ted Quimby,
looking sideways at the mechanic.
“Yuh,” retorted Hap.

FOR a couple of laps Ben took it slowly,

warming up the oil that reached bear-
ings and cylinder walls under the compul-
sion of a high-pressure pump. Behind
his goggles, his squinting, straining eyes
studied the dirt. He marked well just
how fast the bank sloped up where the
stretches became curves and just how
the bank flattened out where the corners
straightened out.

Races were won and men killed at those
spots.

His oil was warm. It wasn’t a hot day
but Ben slipped his goggles and mopped
out the hollows of his eyes. Sweat had
gathered on eyelids and eyebrows. The
lines from his nose to the corners of his
mouth deepened on his face. His neck
muscles tautened up.

“I got to take this one,” he muttered.

He stepped on his throttle. The blue’
D.O., with a deepening roar, shot ahead.
Ben blasted down the backstretch, peaking
his speed almost into the bend. Then, with
a quick reach of his handbrake, he steadied
his car and belted inte it. Under the
compulsion of his wheel and throttle, the
bus almost broadsided. But, before the
rear end could flip ahead, he kicked the
car out of the skid with more speed. The
car surged on around the curve, throwing
dirt and making miles.

For three laps he kept coming. The track
was new, a bit soft; with spots and even
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stretches, that a hurtling car did not take
kindly to. Ben Tolliver marked them and
tried them out at close to the limit.

At last he lifted his foot. But he did
not go into the pits. Instead he rode on
slowly, as if still working out the track.
As he came down the front straightaway
his eyes, their direction screened by dusty
goggles and rigidly held head, scrutinized
once more the men in the pits and around
the other jobs. Not for a moment did his
eyes turn toward the crowds steadily drib-
bling into the two new grandstands on the
front stretch. Some of them were yelling
words at him or booing vehemently; but
his motor cut off all other sound.

In the backstretch he swabbed out his
eyesockets again and then returned to the
" pits. The crowd redoubled its razzing.

Ted Quimby was waiting for him with
a stopwatch. “Twenty-nine and four-
fifths,” he reported almost cheerfully.
“Not bad on a new surface.”

Ben Tolliver nodded. “O.K.,” he said
to Hap, who was standing by. “Put the
cover over it.”

He climbed into the cab of the truck,
which had been parked just behind the pit
enclosure, and sat there, watching what
went on.

By one o’clock the crowds really started

.coming. John Arkroyd redoubled his
wanderings and conferences with guards,
judges, timers, ticket-takers, race officials,
drivers and owners. He kept on the jump
all the time, so busy that he hardly had
time to wave his arm proudly around his
new racing plant as he greeted newcomers.

The pits were pandemonium. Drivers
who had brought sweet-sounding motors
to the track now were riding distracted
mechs hard for last-minute tinkering that
had raised hell with the mixture or timing.
Only a few cars were set, and the best of
these were Skip Robinson’s and Pepper
O’Meara’s.

WHEN the starter called the time-
' trials, Ben Tolliver came out at once.
The stands were jammed and practically
united in their condemnation of the blue
D.O.’s pilot. A couple of fights started.
Ben took it all as if he were deaf.

With gritting teeth he punched his car
around in twenty-nine and a fifth. Then
he went back to his seat on the track while
the other pilots shot at the mark. Pepper
O’Meara equaled it. No one cracked it.

The time came for the first event. On
the card were three five-mile heats, with
the first three cars in each qualifying to
start in the main event ; a consolation five-
miler in which the winner also got a
chance to start; and the feature, a twenty-
five-mile race.

To the crowds watching, all that was
going on over at the pits where men
sweated, toiled, tinkered, argued and
kidded each other in preparation for risk-
ing their necks, it seemed that many
thousands of dollars must be involved.

Only the participants knew that the total
purse was seven hundred and fifty dollars,
of which two hundred and fifty went to
the driver who took the feature. The
promoters know that when a man has the
itch to wrestle with a taped wheel in a
cloud of dust it doesn’t take much prize-
money to make him roll one.

That first heat was a big surprise.

Ben Tolliver on the pole, with Pepper
O’Meara alongside him, uncorked to the
limit on the first corner. It looked like
the fence for the blue bus but Ben got
away with it.

He left Pepper in the dust to fight it
out with Skip Robinson and belted on
around the bend, alone in the lead. *Flint-
faced, he handled his car as if his fore-
arms were as rigid as connecting rods.
On the backstretch he let them pull up on
him a bit, but watched them. He took the
corner into the grandstand stretch pouring
in the gas.
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All the way around the curve, he kept
climbing on his car. But, as he drifted
off the corner with skittering rear wheels,
the bus got away from him. He spun.
Grazing the infield fence, he came out
of the whirl with no speed left.

Pepper, Skip and Tuck Kingsley,
swinging wide, all got by him. As Ben
Tolliver, now in fourth place, accelerated
down the grandstand stretch, fighting off
a couple of other challengers, he realized
that the stands had gone wild.

“Want to see another murder,” he told
himself, through contorted lips. The two
cars, trying to pass him, faded as he kept
building up speed right into the corner.
This time, despite the way he barreled into
the curve, he bent his mount around with
no mishap.

The three cars ahead had a long lead on
Ben. Tuck Kingsley, in third place, was
fighting like a madman to pass Skip
Robinson.

Only three cars would qualify for the
main race—and Ben Tolliver was riding
now in fourth place. He crouched a little
lower over his wheel and came off the cor-
ner into the backstretch with his hurtling
car fighting to crash the fence. He man-
handled it into subjection. He went

screaming down the backstretch. In~

another two laps he drove in the dust of
the three cars bunched close ahead. All
four crowded the fences hard.

Tuck Kingsley, driving half blind in the
swirling brown clouds, swung-out as they
hit a corner to get Robinson before Ben
Tolliver could take him. He tramped on
his throttle too hard.

Next instant his car barreled into the
bend. The bus bounced hard, off on all
four wheels. It pounded up the bank. No
grip on the dirt.

Kingsley hit the crash rail. The timber
couldn’t save him. With a rending crash,
the big eight-by-eight let go. The car
dropped over the edge of the track.

BEN TOLLIVER went riding into

third place. He mopped the dirt off
his goggles on the next stretch and hung
on the tail of Skip Robinson. Almost
imperceptibly the mankilling pace slack-
ened. The pressure was gone; Ben Tol-
liver no longer jumped on his mount. He
took a tame third place.

“Qualified!” he muttered.

The jeers of the crowd redoubled while
he coasted around.

“Start killing I” Somebody in the stands,
with a mighty voice, bellowed that as Ben
cut his motor in the pits. That set them
off again.

Ted Quimby and Hap Stone received
him without comment.

“Motor O. K.,” Ben Tolliver said
harshly, as he climbed out. “Let it alone.”

John Arkroyd found time to come over.

“Who d’you think you are—Barney
Oldfield ?” We demanded of Ben Tolliver,
gesturing derisively toward the corner
where Ben had slid and spun.

“Qualified, didn’t I?” Ben retorted
crisply. Arkroyd darted away again.

Ben retreated to his perch on the track
to watch the pits. His lips. curved into a
tortured smile as he saw that two strang-
ers—big men with bulges on their hips—
were plainly standing guard over Pepper
O’Meara and Skip Robinson.

Then, in the privacy of the truck’s cab,
he looked down at his strong, hooked fin-
gers. Almost imperceptibly they were
quivering. He straightened them out and
laid them on his knees. The quivering
stopped. But he couldn’t stop the sweat
that kept oozing up on his forehead and
trickling down into his eyes. He kept
swabbing at it but always there was need
of more swabbing.

“I’ve got to cop the feature,” he rasped.

The word went around the pits that
Tuck Kingsley had only cracked a couple
of ribs when he crashed the fence. The
ambulance brought him back to the pits
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and he hung around, telling people he felt
swell.

Nobody sprang any surprises in the
following heats or in the consolation. The

fast cars had rolled in the first heat. The -

rest of the field was made up of clunkers
—second-rate cars that couldn’t hit the
gait of the leaders by a good two seconds
a lap.

“Main event!” yelled the starter. “Let’s
have ’em, boys!”

In silence, Ben Tolliver walked beside
his car as it was rolled into second rank,
inside, for the start of the twenty-five
miler.

Both Pepper O’Meara and Skip Rob-
inson, in the first row, turned to watch
him. Robinson climbed out of the bucket
and walked back to Tolliver.

“Remember, get both of us—or neither,
champ!” the driver from the Coast warned
grimly. “If you’re lucky you’ll finish
where you start—third.”

“Do you read palms, too?”” Ben Tolliver
said through his teeth. He climbed into
his seat and waited with his eyes on the
filling-cap of his radiator.

They rolled around—ten cars. They
circled and came back into the grandstand
stretch. O’Meara, on the pole, kept his
speed down; then lifted the pace steadily
as they approached the start.

On the track, the white sweatered
starter balanced warily on his toes, green
flag concealed behind his back, apprais-
ing the line-up as they swept him.

Ben Tolliver, glancing around, knew it
would be a start. The cars were in good
formation. He jammed down his foot
even as Pepper O’Meara, ahead, opened
up wide. With a simultaneous roar, the
ten racing machines surged forward.
Through brown dust kicked up by
whirring wheels and the blue smoke of
burned oil, the brilliantly colored cars
lunged into action. They hurtled past the

spot where the starter, leaping forward,
was flashing the green flag.

LIKE fiends pouring out of hell they

screamed down the stretch, hub to
hub, radiator to tail, fighting to jam into
anything that looked like a hole ahead.
All ten were blasting on to seize a spot
big enough for only one car—ahead and
close to the infield fence at the start of
the first curve. There is no wily lying
back in the dirt. Speed wins.

Pepper O’Meara in his green bus,
inches ahead of Ben Tolliver, was ripping
on in a desperate effort to leave everything
else behind in the dust. He lanced toward
the coveted spot, by the infield fence, with
never a touch of his brake handle. Ben
Tolliver rode his tail and Skip Robinson
clung to his right flank.

Close quarters!

O’Meara wheeled down the straight-
away as if he had never heard of a curve.

A second of time swept by in a blur of
sound and motion.

O’Meara hit the bend. His car started
bouncing sideways up the bank, with
Robinson, outside him, swerving desper-
ately to avoid a crash. Ben Tolliver, with
his brake slashing down the speed that
threatened to send him barreling up the
slope ‘after O’Meara, fought to run his
radiator in between the infield fence and

the green machine. It was the chance he
had awaited.

But O’Meara, with a mighty effort of
his thin, agile little body, wrenched his
car back toward the infield fence and
blocked the hole. Only by lifting his
throttle foot in a hurry did Ben escape
crashing into him.

Back in the groove after his slide, Pep-
per O’Meara continued to uncork. With
iron grasp he held his weaving car near
the fence, killing his skids with the throt-
tle. He had Tolliver back in his dust and
Skip Robinson up the bank, trying to
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crawl by while driving a wider circle.
O’Meara couldn’t be taken on that bend.

They drifted out onto the backstretch,
all three, a hundred feet ahead of the
field, with rear ends whipping danger-
ously.

Ben Tolliver rode out onto the level
with his throttle foot heavy, letting his
car skitter outside O’Meara’s. And, as he
controlled his sliding machine, he poured
in everything he had. The blue job hurtled
down the straightaway.

As his car whisked through that short
stretch, Ben Tolliver’s taut face grew
bleaker. Everything he had—but it had
not been enough!

O’Meara, inside him, held his own. And
Robinson, though he trailed the green
car, clung close to it, leaving Tolliver to
wheel to the outside.

Without the gun to pass them Ben Tol-
liver, in the outer berth, must slow up,
hit them, or slide through the fence at the
start of the next turn, looming up ahead.

Tolliver, gritting his teeth, hung onto
his speed. O’Meara couldn’'t smack
another curve as he had the first—one
miracle per lap is plenty.

O’Meara knew it, too. At the last in-
stant he braked, just as Robinson, along-
side him, grabbed at his own lever and
threw out the anchors. Swiftly Robinson
flicked his car in behind O’Meara’s as
they barreled into the corner, both close
to the infield fence.

Tolliver took a long chance, with a
quick eye measuring the top of the bank.
He held his pace a moment, shooting up
alongside the other two. Next instant his
greater momentum hurled his flying car
broadside up the bank.

EN TOLLIVER kicked his bus hard
with his throttle foot. He straight-
ened out. It looked as if he were set on
driving through the crash rail instead of
just skidding through it. There was an

inviting hole, made by Tuck Kingsley,
waiting for him up at the top of the slope.

He was scant inches from the edge of
the track when the angle of the bank
gave him traction and a chance to bend
his flying car around. He had shot past
the cars inside him. But to attempt, at
his gait, to dive down the bank toward
the infield fence would have meant a cer-
tain spin. He gunned on, matching greater
momentum against the shorter distance
the green car and the red rocker-arm were
traveling.

O’Meara, maddened at the sight of the
man up the bank, kicked his car petulantly
and not too wisely. It slid away from
the fence, gouging up a thick brown screen
of flying dirt. Ben Tolliver, flicking his
eyes around, instantly darted down the
bank. At hand’s-length apart, the two cars
crossed. The blue was ahead.

Ben Tolliver jammed his mount close
to the infield fence before Skip Robinson
got there. They blared on around into
the grandstand stretch, Ben Tolliver first,
Skip Robinson second and O’Meara, com-
ing out of his broadside, a bad third.

They couldn’t take Ben on the front
stretch though his lead was slender. He
tried hitting this corner wide, as he had
the other. He found himself fighting
desperately to wrench his hubs away from
the crash rail at the top of the bank. This
bank wouldn’t hold such speed. He kissed
the rail but clawed away undamaged and
hastily edged his car down the bank.
Robinson, too, had tried taking the bend
wide and was fighting to save himself on
the bank. Ben still held the lead. O’Meara
came through inside Robinson’s red rock-
er-arm into second place.

Ben Tolliver found the two boys from
the Coast were tough. There was no set-
tling back to wait for a break in the suc-
ceeding laps. O’Meara rode his tail as -
tightly as he could kick the green car
along, fighting to jump him into every
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corner. And Robinson hung close behind
O’Meara, taking the dust. He played it
close to the infield fence when it looked as
as if the leaders were barreling into a bend
too fast and he drove wide when it seemed
that they hadn’t hit it so hard. :

Ben Tolliver’s face was growing gray
and very strained under the brown dirt.
His jaws were grinding against each other
and his hands were cramped on the wheel.
Out front is where the winner should be,
but setting the pace for those two lead-
feet took plenty. They never quit trying.

“Yellow!” he gritted. He did his des-
perate best to open a gap behind him on
the next bend. He got around fast. But
there was no hole back of him when he
jerked his head around on the backstretch.

His ears were listening apprehensively
for a rift in the tremendous symphony
of sound from his motor. Running wide-
open like this, lap after lap, might send
a rod through the case or the block; his
motor needed a breather.

A couple of cars showed ahead on the
backstretch, long after he had lost track
of the laps. That meant he was picking up
the field—lapping the clunkers. He saw a
chance to get his motor that breather it
needed so sorely. He ripped down the
stretch onto the curve and took both cars,
driving blind through their dust, riding on
the steep bank that would hold high speed.

O’Meara, back in the dust of three cars,
didn’t get by the clunkers till the curve
flattened out into the grandstand stretch.
Ben, fighting an impulse to air out, lifted
his foot a bit, looking back. His hard-
driven motor got a chance to ease; not
much, but at least a little. Then O’Meara
was on him again and he had to open up.

“Just itching to die—that guy!” Ben
Tolliver said it through stiff, dust-crusted
lips as he hurtled into the bend and, with
aching arms, manhandled his mount out
of a wild shoot toward the rail.

HE HELD his own against O’Meara.
' But another darting glance behind
told him that Skip Robinson, in third
place, was getting restive. The pilot of
the red rocker-arm was pressing O’Meara,
hanging on his tail. Robinson was trying
hard to dive past the green job on the
inner side.

O’Meara was holding him off. Laps
whirled by, but still the starter in front
of the grandstand gave no sign of reach-
ing for the blue flag that meant the last lap
was coming up. Fifty are lots of laps.

Out of his dust-blurred goggles, as he
drifted onto the backstretch, Ben saw
Skip Robinson up on the bank, fighting
to beat O'Meara onto the straight. It
was rougher going on the outside of the
track, but Skip was pushing his jarring
car to the limit.

Suddenly the front end of the red rock-
er-arm dipped. A spurt of dirt shot up
into the air as broken axle ploughed the
track.

O’Meara tore past inside the disabled
car, dodging a loose wheel. Next instant
Robinson’s red job whirled around and
shot backward up the bank. It hit the
crash rail with a crack that nearly flung
Robinson out of the seat.

That was all Ben Tolliver saw in swift
glances astern, for his car was already
shooting at the next curve. He took it
fast. O’Meara, free of interference, would
be mixing it again.

The starter had the yellow caution flag
in his hand as Ben belted down the home
stretch but he did not flick it.

Robinson’s wreck was not badly block-
ing the track; the starter let them go to it.

Ben barreled into the dust-shrouded
bend, weary eyes peering intently through
the brown-filmed lenses. Thick, swirling
dust meant more cars ahead on that cor-
ner. He must somehow take them at top
pace, for O’Meara would be on his tail if
he lifted his foot.
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Ben Tolliver chewed his lip.

One tail-ender, sputtering along close to
the infield fence with a blown head-gasket,
Ben took almost at once. But there were
two more to be taken. Strong-arming the
wheel, he skittered on around the corner.

Suddenly the dust opened enough to
show him two cars, side by side, ding-
donging on in a private battle. He rode
the bank high, with enough gun under his
hood to get by them.

The inner car slid. The other pilot
swerved frantically up the bank. That
drove Tolliver higher. The guard rail
reached for his whirring hubs. He kept
going, hot tires flogging the loose dirt.
His foot thrust down the throttle-paddle
to the limit.

Ahead was the wreck of Robinson’s red
rocker-arm, jammed up against the crash
rail with which he was flirting. Crowding
alongside Ben, was the bouncing clunker.
He must fade, pass, or smack into Rob-
inson’s crack-up.

His foot again thrust down the throttle-
paddle to the limit.

That heavy throttle foot won. He
surged past the tail-ender, cut over ahead
and clawed past the red wreck.

Right then, ten feet beyond, his left
rear shoe picked up something sharp from
Robinson’s wreck and let go in a sudden
burst. With all the might that was left in
him he struggled with the rioting car,
forcing it toward the outside rail.

. Vaguely, as he fought his wheel, he
heard the two tail-enders and Pepper
O’Meara blaring past him. Then, pivoting
on his rear shoe, his car sideswiped the

crash rail and bounced back onto the track. .

Axle and wheel stood the gaff. That
was that.

Ben Tolliver kept the car moving, limp-
ing as fast as he could around toward the
pits.

HIS FACE, under the paste of oil and

dirt, had abruptly gone grayer than
when he had been jamming into the
curves at everything his job would stand.
And his eyes, no longer bleak but fearful,
kept staring across the infield toward Pep-
per O’Meara, roaring on to fatal victory
with nobody else within striking distance
of him.

Ben Tolliver got to the pits. Hap Stone
was waiting with a wheel. The grand-
stands were wild with excitement—sure
that Ben could not win—shouting about
O’Meara’s fate—a different kind of thrill!

“What lap?” croaked Ben Tolliver, as
he backed against the blow-tire and, with
straining back, lifted the rear end of the
car off the dirt.

“O’Meara has three to go!” Ted Quim-
by snapped back, blocking up the wheel.

“God, if O'Meara gets killed!” Hap
moaned, wrenching off the wheel. “They’ll
mob hell out of all—" :

“He won't be killed!” Ben rasped
harshly.

The wheel went on. But Ben Tolliver
wasted a precious second to stand beside
the car, looking around the pits and
across in front of the grandstands. The
hard, alert eyes of several men in plain
clothes met his, but these he ignored. He
jumped into the car and screamed away.

O’Meara had a lap and a half on him.

Ben drove, but not with the whole-
hearted intensity of before. His lips
were twisting—twisting in words—half
sentences—thoughts whisked away in
whispers by the windstream through
which he tore.

“Once O’Meara finishes—gets back to
the pits—he can’t be killed. Everybody
will be watching—those cops will never
let him out of their sight. He can’t be
gotten—unless—"

He roared on, driving with such auto-
matic precision that O’Meara ceased to
gain. The agile little man from the Coast
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was too wise to risk a crack-up with the
checkered flag only two laps ahead.

Two laps went fast. Soon, as Ben shot
down the home stretch he saw the starter
edging out to give O’Meara, behind him,
the blue flag. Last lap for O’Meara! Ben,
as he drove, let his eyes flick here and
there along the edge of the track.

The backstretch itself was empty of
people, and so was the turn out of it into
the grandstand stretch. The ground there
was too low for people to see around the
track.

“You can’t hit a guy traveling at
O’Meara’s gait with a rifle or pistol,” Ben
told himself. “But if you could even
jolt him—slamming into this curve—"

HIS eyes turned toward the infield and

suddenly focused upon something
near the fence. Just where that white
barrier began its long curve from the
empty backstretch to the crowded grand-
stand straightaway, a man’s head had
risen from some low bushes. The fellow
was enveloped in a long bulky raincoat.
The brim of his felt hat was turned well
down in front. He dropped out of sight
almost instantly.

That was all Ben Tolliver could make
out as he flashed by. Then he turned his
head, after bending the blue car around
the start of the turn. He saw that Pepper
O’Meara was past that lurking man and
shooting up behind him toward the finish.
Nothing had happened.

“After he wins!” Ben Tolliver told
himself. “Am I crazy or—"

He held place two hundred yards ahead.
Pepper O’Meara swept along the roaring
grandstands and took the snap of the
checkered flag from the starter.

Finished! O’Meara roared on around
the extra lap that would bring him coast-
ing up to the pits for his moment of
triumph and applause.

Ben Tolliver did not slacken pace. Pep-

per was trying to catch him—but Ben held
the gap. As he hit the backstretch, Ben’s
eyes were on that clump of bushes in the
infield near the end of the straightaway.
He saw nothing.

Then the man in the bushes showed
himself again. He was crouching, eyes
turned down the stretch toward O’Meara’s
green car.

He made no great attempt to conceal
himself from Tolliver, who would pass
him first. The eyes of a pilot hitting that
curve at high speed must be fixed on the
dirt.

But Ben Tolliver, head rigidly forward,
saw him. And as he shot close he saw
the thing, like a black pineapple, that the
man clutched in his tensed right hand as
he waited for Pepper O’Meara.

Hand grenade!

“Now!” Ben Tolliver gritted. He
twisted his wheel and jammed down his
throttle foot.

Like a huge projectile, his blue mount
hurtled toward the white infield fence.
The barrier burst into flying matchwood
before that terrific impact.

The car bounced onto the rough infield,
reared perilously on two wheels, dropped
back and roared on the few feet toward
tnat rigid figure.

In a frenzy the man hurled his grenade
at this thing thundering at him.

The grenade hit the front cross-
spring of Ben Tolliver’s car. But the
momentum of that fourteen hundred
pounds of flying steel sent it bouncing
back at the one who had thrown it.

The man whirled, darted sideways.

Ben Tolliver ducked, as if for a crack-
up. A blast that dwarfed the roar of his
motor jarred his eardrums. The wheels,
with tires ripped, dug steel rims into the
grass. The car crashed over on its side
and ploughed on.

Dizzily, Ben Tolliver let go of his wheel
and crawled out. His crash-helmet had a
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gash across its top and his head ached.
But his mind still worked.

'TE APPROACHED. the man whose

sideways leap had saved him from

the car. It had not saved him from the

bomb. He lay, face downward, arms

outstretched, and the back of the raincoat

was shredded; with blood welling
through several gashes.

Sliding tires snarled on the track. Ben
Tolliver jerked his head around at that
compelling sound. Pepper O’Meara had
jammed on his cinchers and now, in a
broadside, was fighting his car to a stop.
Before it quit rolling beside the infield
fence, he was out of it and running to-
ward Ben. Panting, he halted by the still
figure.

Slowly, with one hand, be turned over
the man in the raincoat. The driver from
the Coast stared at the unmarred face.

“John Arkroyd—huh? The promoter
that runs this circuit?”

Ben Tolliver nodded.

“Why would a guy like—” Pepper
O’Meara began, his face twisted in doubt.
Then the wrinkles of perplexity straight-
ened out, as he looked across at the
crowded grandstands.

“Oh, I get it,” O’Meara said slowly.
“He was picking up thousands of bucks
for every hundred you made, whenever
you raced, with the crowds jamming in to
see if somebody got murdered.”
© “And he wanted to cinch capacity busi-
ness with just one more sensation,” Ben
said curtly.

The Coast pilot glanced around at the
start of the curve.

“All he had to do was to slam that egg
down in front of me on the turn and I
was through the crash rail and he was
away over the fence into the woods.
Huh?”

O’Meara nodded jerkily, added : “Yeah,
Arkroyd was the only fellow that could go

circulating all over the place. Nobody
could keep track of him. He was safe—
killing all those drivers.”

“You get it, brother, a little late, but
you get it,” Ben Tolliver said. “It was
a fortune instead of bankruptcy for John
Arkroyd when he got this idea. And he’s
only had to murder one man.”

“One?”

Ben nodded. “Ulrich got his in an acci-
dent—a tangle with me on the track. Some
drunken driver got Bill Tresco—how
could anybody time it to be passing with
a car just when he started across the
road ?”

Ben jerked his head again. “But those
two getting killed, accidently, gave Ark-
royd an idea—right when he had to get a
big bunch of customers paying into his
races or else fold up. I figure he didn’t
have the jack to pay off Sam Hull. So he
killed Sam in the pits—and that started
the fans talking about me and coming to
the races by the thousands. I had no
proof—nothing but a hunch—but I doped
it and waited.”

“How’d you dope it?”’ Pepper asked in
incredulous wonder.

“I was on the inside track,” Tolliver
told him grimly. “I knew I hadn’t done it.
That was more than anyone else seemed
to know—or believe. Yes, I was on the in-
side. I had to pretend I suspected my own
owner and mech, and everybody else in
the game, so Aryroyd wouldn’t shy off.
But I knew. And I had to keep winning
or see murder done—until I saw a chance
to get him.”

He nodded again, and the taut, strained
lines faded off his face. His bleak blue
eyes, with a spark in the back of them,
drilled Pepper O’Meara, winner of the
feature that day.

“Now I can quit worrying about sure
wins and go back to wheeling for the
pleasure of it,” he said significantly.
“Maybe it won’t be so hard.”
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It was a cold million, all right. No
one knew it had been stolen—yet
there it was, anybody's cash, ripe to
be lifted from its hiding-place. The
only trouble was, too many people
got wind of the horde all at once.
Detective Blue had some of the
angles—the others ought to square
out, he thought—if only the stam-
peding chiselers would stop killing
each other long enongh to let him
get going on his own account.

CHAPTER ONE

Million-Dollar Client

him. I had first encountered him on a

blackmail job, two years back. It was
a foul-smelling frame-up on a rich clergy-
man, but I"d managed to break up the
blackmail only to come up holding this
guy, Frank Cortelyou.

It would have ruined my client to prose-
cute; and, because Cortelyou sported a
private license too, I was burned up. I
gave him a beating in a garage and prom-
ised the same every time I ran into him—
which threat made a monkey of me. I
didn’t run into him. I didn’t even hear
of him. For all I knew, he might have.
evaporated.

After a while, that piqued me. I put out
some underground inquiries. It took
nearly two years to garner that he was
something pretty special in rats—a dan-
gerous, spineless crook. The blackmail I'd
tagged was really beneath him. He touched
only top-money jobs as a.-rule. He worked

I KNEW I had a job, the minute I saw

His scream echoed all the way down the shaft.
92 ;
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with the cream of the wunderworld,
though as stooge or as principal was a
question. He had the cops fooled com-
pletely. They’d pegged him as a cheap
Broadway biter. He had an original way
of not disturbing the fable. He kept per-
petually, scrupulously, out of sight. He
was an expert at it—the original invisible
man. In all the items that drifted in,
there was nothing on his personal habits.
He had an office he never went near, and,
ostensibly, he slept in the sewers. 'He had
a political fix—not a big one, but ample.
It kept his private sleuth’s license from
spoiling and blocked back-room shellack-
ings by the cops.

This, of course, made him a matter of
business. I set to work in real earnest
to uncover him. He must have found out
I was looking for him. I never even came
close.

Naturally, I was kicking myself. Crooks
like that are a private cop’s gold mine.
Breaking up one of their jobs can mean
a fortune. It was a hard pill to swallow
—that I’d fumbled him, but I was finally
reduced to thinking just that. The last
few months, even my best lines had been
silent. He remained an irritating shadow,
invisible. I was left just where I started,
only madder.

Coming face to face with him, on the
deserted Village street, was a sensation.

I WAS coming out of Rappas’ restaur-

ant, after a midnight snack. It stands
on the corner of Eleventh Avenue and
Fourteenth. A drugstore bites the actual
corner out, but Rappas’ hooks around it
in an L-shape, has doors on both streets.
I was coming from the side, onto Four-
teenth, just ambling. I was about at the
corner when I saw him.

He was rigid on the sidewalk, twenty
yards from me, watching the front win-
dow of Rappas’. I couldn’t mistake him.
Warm light from the restaurant shone

under his snap-brim, full on his olive,
small-featured face. Nor was he watch-
ing it idly. His long-lashed, dark, liquid
eyes were thin, alive, as he peered in; his
tight vermillion mouth firm. His chamois-
gloved hands were taut to his thighs, half
in the pockets of the black Chesterfield
that fitted tight to his slender, thin-waisted
figure. He was bent slightly forward,
intense.

Frank Cortelyou was working.

To have found him at all was a triumph,
but to have caught him on a job—well, a
warm glow swept over me.

I’d pulled back, out of sight, instinc-
tively. I sent a quick look around. A news-
stand, closed for the night, gleamed wet
from the mist-like spring rain, was next
the gutter at my right. Three long, care-
tul strides put me behind it. I could keep
one eye on Cortelyou around its edge.

As I moved, so did he. He backed
slowly across the street, keeping in line
with the café window, turned as he
reached the opposite curb, and picked him-
self the dark entrance of an ancient, dingy
bank on the corner.

There was a second when we stood
there in silence, save for the spluttering of
the blue-white street lamps overhead. The
rain had ceased minutes before, leaving
gleaming wet over everything.

Behind me, I heard Rappas’ side door
swing open, but my attitude would not
betray my watching. I paid no attention.
I heard shambling feet come towards me.
That they stopped—yards behind me—
hardly registered. But the anxious, blurted
voice did.

It said, suddenly, in tones that would
carry beautifully across to where Cortel-
you now craned sideways: “Mr. Blue?
Mr. Cass Blue?”

I felt like slugging him. I swung my
head, bit at him: “Get to hell out of
here! Beat it!”

He was shabby, even ragged. He held
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a lumped felt hat between gnarled hands;
under silver hair, his face was seamed,
knotted. He looked about sixty. I had
plenty of profanity ready to lash him with
as he stood there, yet something—some
fine thing in his frightened old face—
stopped me. There was a livid purple welt
across his face. He was trembling.

I said, “Go on—beat it!” in a milder
tone than I'd planned.

HE seemed to cringe, but he held his

ground. His voice was a gulping,
rushing croak. “Please—for God’s sake—
let me talk to you at least, Mr. Blue!
I'm in trouble—something’s happened. I
haven’t any money now, but—if you'll
help me—I may have a fortune! Jerry
MacLean told me—said you were regu-
lar—”

I stopped my hand, halfway out of my
pocket with a bill. Jerry Maclean was a
big-time burglar, in Sing Sing at the mo-
ment. I threw a closer glance at the old
derelict. “Tomorrow,” I told him hastily.
“Come and see me tomorr—" I checked
myself.

The wild possibility came into my mind
that this old ragbag might be the one that
Cortelyou was following!

I threw at him in an undertone:
“Where do you live?”

He blurted a number on Horatio Street.
“Just a couple of blocks from here. I
called your night number and a girl said
you might be here. I came looking for
you. I thought—if you’d just come to my
room—a few minutes, Mr. B—"

“Al right,” T stopped him quickly.
“T’ll come, if you do as I say. Don’t ask
questions. I'm going to walk out from
behind this box, and head back across
town. You follow me a few steps, and
make out like I've refused to listen to
you, understand? In case anybody’s lis-
tening, they’li think I've turned you down.

I'll walk away. You turn back and walk
to your own place. I'll be along in a few
minutes. Put on a good act—or I won’t
show up. Got that?”

He gulped, bewildered. “Ye—yes.”

I swung out from behind the box, slap-
ping air with my hand, headed back in the
opposite direction. I said in an irritated
tone: “No, damn it! Beat it! I'm busy!”

It took him a second to get into it, but
he didn’t do badly. He took a step or two
after me, saying: “Please—please—for
God’s sake—" ,

I snarled, “Nuts,” over my shoulder,

strode briskly away from him, without
looking back.

Eighty yards down the street, I edged
into one of the building fronts, stopped,
and turned back.

By stretching my neck, I could see the
dark entrance of the bank building where
Cortelyou had been lurking. It was now
empty. The old man, of course, was out
of sight. .

I walked back to the corner.

The old man was plodding dejectedly, a
block and a half away. Across the street,
and twenty yards behind him, Cortelyou
was a deeper shadow in one darkened
store front after another.

I watched till the old man reached the
corner of Horatio, two blocks down. He
turned and trudged off down the side
street, vanished behind the corner. Cortel-
you was a minute later in vanishing.

I crossed over to the side of the street
he had used and covered the two deserted
blocks swiftly, trying to figure out a plan,
get myself oriented. Out of nowhere, it
appeared that I was suddenly in a real
sweet spot. It would be especially sweet
if Cortelyou could be convinced that I was
not involved in the job—whatever it was.
That he was dynamite—a killer, if neces-
sary—made it not so comfortable, if he
did know I was connected.
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" REACHED Horatio, stopped at the
L corner, peered around. The shambling
figure of the old man was visible, a hun-
dred yards ahead. Cortelyou was nowhere
to be seen.

I ran my eyes down the dark, somber
little street. There were enough black
doorways to hide a hundred men. I stood
where I was until I saw the old man turn
in to what appeared, at this distance,
to be an apartment house. Then I cut back
to Gansevoort Street, walked three blocks
down Gansevoort, cut back again to come
up Horatio from the other direction.

The street was dark enough so that I
fancied I could make my way to the old
man’s number without being recognized.

I had the collar of my belted camel’s-hair"

coat up, my light snap-brim turned down.
I hunched over a little as I passed under
one street light.

I came to the number he had given me.
It was a cheap apartment house, sagging.
There were two entrances to it, and also
two dark arches that evidently led to a
court behind the front building, hence,
probably to a rear bank of apartments.
I turned up the steps of the nearest en-
trance to the front building—the number
he had given me.

A figure bloomed out of the darkness
of the doorwell, peering at my face. It

was the old derelict. He blurted: “Mr.
Blue! Thank God! I was afraid you
weren’t—"

“Get in!” I rapped at him.

He hastily unlocked the front door, as
I threw a swift glance over my shoulder
at the silent street.

I followed him into a dimly lit hall,
thinly carpeted, reeking of old food. He
led the way upstairs, saying over his
shoulder: “I forgot to tell you my name.
You wouldn’t have known which bell to
push. See? That’s why I—"

“Save it, till we get upstairs,” I told
him. :

We went up one flight, two flights. It
was while we were on the third flight that
I saw a reddish-stained piece of paper
detach itself from the sole of his worn
shoe, and adhere to the thin stair-carpet-
ing almost under my nose.

I picked it up without disturbing my
stride. It was thickly crusted with red
substance, and the momentary glance I
took showed it as an oblong strip of thin,
white paper. I did think I saw one or
two figures on it, but the light was too
dim to be sure. I slipped it into a vest
pocket as we went into the old man’s
shabby one-room apartment.

He turned on a battered, goose-necked
stand-lamp, aimed over a scratched, imi-
tation oak table. In the rug under it was.
a hole I could put my shoulders through.
He closed the door, locked it, swung on
me, as he threw his hat on the table. His
eyes were hunted, feverish.

I realized, with a shock, that the old
man was an ex-convict.

HE LEANED against the door, spoke
earnestly. “Mr. Blue—I'm going to
tell you the God’s truth—no matter how
crazy it sounds. I swear it! There’s—
there’s a million dollars—maybe more—
in cash—involved in this.” He swallowed
once. “I don’t know where it is—yet.
But if you—that is, there’s something go-
ing on—that concerns that money—or
part of it. I must get it—some way.”

“I see,” T said. “Hot money.”

He shook his head vigorously. “No!
No! It isn’t hot money! That's the
whole thing. It may have been stolen
money, once, but it isn’t hot now!”

T looked carefully at his eyes. “What
the hell are you talking about?”

He ran palms over his silvered, matted
hair. His eyes were wild, fixed on the
table-top. “I—I don’t know how to tell
you—so you'll not think me mad. The
money was stolen—years ago. A million
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dollars—maybe more. But nobody knew
it was stolen! Understand? Nobody is
looking for it! It’s—it must be some-
where around. But—it isn’t hot!”

I blew breath through my nose. “A
million dollars stolen that nobody knew
about? Do you think I’'m going to swal-
low that?”

“Wait—Ilisten. I knew—a man, very
well. He stole this money. I knew he
stole it—or at least I could have given
him away. I didn’t. He escaped to South
America.”

I said nothing, eyed him sourly.

“That was seven years ago. He knew
he was indebted to me for keeping silent.
I didn’t ever hear from him, while he
was alive. He died—three months ago—
T saw the clipping in a South American
paper.”

I looked at him aghast. “Nuts! You're
not going to tell me his spirit’s appeared
to you and told you where—"

“No! No! Give me a chance! It’s
nothing like that! But—today I got a
note—I don’t know who from. Here!”
He suddenly sat down on the sagging
couch-bed, flung one spindly ankle over
his knee and began to unscrew a false heel
from one of his shoes. “This came at
three o’clock today. I thought—you’ll
know what I thought—that he—my
friend—was sending me something.”

He extracted a crumpled note from the
recess in his heel, handed it to me. I
read it while he replaced the heel.

The note was in fountain pen, a wom-
an’s handwriting, obviously disguised—

Dear Mr. Driscoll:

The writer is in town from South Amer-
ica. A certain mutual friend felt that you
had been unfairly dealt with, and asked
me to get in touch with you. If you will
come to Number 3365 New Lots Avenue,
Brooklyn, at ten thirty tonight, I have an
envelope which I am instructed to hand
you. Mutual recognition can serve no good
purpose, so would ask you to meet me in

the clump of trees in vacant lot across the
street from that address. On the reverse
of this note are full instructions and a
rough map showing exactly how to reach
the place I have in mind.

A friend’s friend.

The old man broke in: “You—you
can see what I thought? That he had
sent—that he wanted to give me a stake,
or something. Honest to God, Mr. Blue
—I'm down to my last few dollars. I'm
desperate. If something doesn’t break
for me soon—it’s the Dutch for me—I
mean it!” e

“How long have you been out of the
can, and what’s your racket?” I asked him
suddenly.

He went slowly white, licked his lips.
He dropped his eyes. “Six—six months.
I’'m—on parole. But it was a wrong rap
—a bit for burglary, Leavenworth—I
swear it was wrong. Look at me, Mr.
Blue! Do I look like a crook? Since I
got out I've been trying to write a little
music. I—can’t get by. The few dollars
I’ve saved—they’re almost gone too—"

“All right,” T said gruffly, “get on with
what you were telling me.”

HE swallowed again. “Well, when I got

that note, I waited till the time, and
then went out to the place it said. It was
dark, and raining. A woman called my
name. When I went toward her, some-
body knocked me out. I couldn’t see
either of them.

“I came to, lying in the mud.” He put
one hand to the purple welt on his fore-
head. “I don’t know why anyone should
knock me out—unless they thought I
already had the money, or something.
And—the funny part is this.”

He reached for a rolled-up bundle on
the couch, flung it open on the table. It
was a trench coat, thickly crusted with
red mud. He plunged a hand into one of
the slash pockets, produced a revolver.
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“When I came to, this was in my
pocket.”

I took it from him. It was some re-
volver. About .32 caliber, blued steel,
finely” balanced, a Colt. And the butt
plates were of gold, no less.

I broke it mechanically, saw that the
chambers were all full. I put the muz-
zle to my nose—and suddenly I woke up.

I jerked my eyes to the old man’s hag-
gard china-blue ones. “You never saw
this gun before?”

“Yes! Yes!” he said hastily. “It’s
mine. It’s been in my trunk for years.
I'd forgotten I had it.”

“When did you fire it last?”

“Why—why, at least five years ago. I
don’t ex—"

“This gun’s been fired in the last few
hours.”

His jaw sagged slowly open, fear flood-
ing his eyes. “Oh, my God, no?”

“Oh, my God, yes,” I snapped. “Now,
listen—" I took my hat off, ran a hand
through my hair. I was on the point of
telling him where he could go with his
impossible story, when—I thought of
Cortelyou, standing somewhere down-
stairs, waiting. I closed my mouth, jerked
my hat back on, bored into his eyes. I
was absolutely up in the air.

I noticed something on his vest. The
two halves of a broken silver chain were
dangling—one end from each pocket. His
eyes followed mine. He made a soft ex-
clamation, tucked the chains in.

“What's that?” T snapped at him.

“I—I guess I lost my watchfob. It’s
nothing—just a little silver locket,” he
explained hastily.

T scowled at him, massaged the back of
my neck. “Damn it,” I told him. “No
sane guy could swallow your story. You
know that.”

He said, desperately: “It’s true—every
word I've told you.”

“What you're trying to tell me is that

you knew a crook that stole a million
dollars. You let him get away with it
when you could have crossed him up. In
return, you thought he was sending you a
piece of his take.”

The old man nodded.

“You got a note from some unknown
person. You went out to the wilds of
Brooklyn. You were socked on the head
and left in the mud till you came to. And
you had a gun planted on you—your own
gun, evidently stolen from your room,
and—fired, more than once, if I'm any
judge.”

“That’s right. That’s right.”

I wrinkled my forehead, slid my thumb
into vest pockets. “The point we seem to
have missed is—how did this crook steal
this million dollars without anybody know-
ing he’d taken it?”

HE caught his breath. Unexpectedly,

stubbornness came into his face. He
said through set teeth: “I won’t tell that.
I won’t tell his name. If I do—the money
will become hot—and then I can’t ever
touch any of it. Please don’t ask me that.
I won’t answer—even if you drop me here
and now—or if you try to beat it out of
me. If that money—if I can’t get some of
that money—it’s my last hope. I’'m done
for, anyhow. For mercy’s sake, Mr. Blue,
it can mean absolutely nothing to you
where the money came from. It’s there—
it’s around somewhere—it must be. It’s
loose money—free money. Whoever gets
it first, keeps it. My telling what you ask
wouldn’t give you any information about
finding it. If it would help you, I'd tell
you in a minute, but it—"

“Help me? My God, you’re the one that
needs help!”

“It couldn’t help me.”

I cursed him inwardly. If I°d béen in a
normal spot, I would have dropped him
right there. But—there was Cortelyou.

Driscoll burst out: “Please—can’t you
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understand, Mr. Blue? If T put that money
out of my reach—by naming it—I'm fin-
ished—done for. What good is your help
—or anyone else’s help then? Please—
do it without asking that one question.
Whatever we get—we’ll split fifty-
fifty—"

I said, grimly: “I don’t want to split
what you’re going to get, you numbskull.
What time did you leave here tonight to
go to Brooklyn?”’

“A-about nine.”

“And you got back?”

“Why—just now. I came home to leave
my coat, and phoned your night number
from the phone on the landing, and went
right over to—"

“Did you see anybody you knew be-
tween the time you left here and the time
you got to Rappas’?”’

“No. What did you mean I'm going
to get—"

“Are you completely dumb? You've
been nicely sidetracked between the hours
of nine and one thirty. You haven’t the
shadow of an alibi for that time. You're
an ex-convict. Your gun’s been fired.
You want me to tell you where it’s been
fired? Into somebody’s body—during the
time that you're without an alibi! Now
do you get it?”

His hands went to his head. “Oh, my
God! You mean—"

“Murder! That’'s what they use guns
for! Murder! During the time you were
out of the picture, somebody was killed
with your gun—if you’re not lying—and
they’'ve made you the fall guy of the
ages.”

“Who? Who was killed 7

“My God, how do I know?”

“But—what—what’ll T do?
find out—"

“T’ll try and find out for you—if you
come clean. Tell me the truth!”

His lips tightened. The desperation in
his eyes seemed independent of them. “I

How'll 1

have told you the truth,” he said hoarsely.
“There’s nothing more to tell.”

I blew out breath in exasperation. “All
right,” T said bitterly. “I’ll do what I can
for you. If you wind up in the chair—
don’t blame me. Blame your own bull-
headedness for not giving me what I
need.”

My thumb, in my vest pocket, en-
countered the slip of paper that had come
from the old man’s shoe-sole. I dug it
out, held it under the light.

CHAPTER TWO

Almost Murder

NOW, I could make out quite a few

faint figures. I laid it against the
light-globe and was able to see what I
had. It was a taxi receipt—the kind that
pops up from the taxi-meter when the
driver rings up the fare—the kind that
either driver or passenger, ninety-nine per-
cent of the time, drops into the gutter
at once.

Somebody had ridden in a Tanager
cab, Number So-and-so, four-dollars-and-
ten-cents’ worth, and had paid off at ex-
actly twenty-five minutes to ten of this
same night.

The red smears on the slip were iden-
tical with the mud on the old man’s
trench coat. It was an even bet that he
had picked this slip up on his shoe, either
in, or near, the field in which he had been
waylaid. It was a certainty that e had
not ridden in a cab.

I said: “Where’s the phone?”

In the hall, T got the night manager
of the Tanager Cab Company on the wire.
He told me: “That cab is on duty at our
stand at the Carls-Rite Hotel—right
across from Grand Central. You want me
to send him over?”

“No. I'll go there. Thanks.”

As 1 strode back into the apartment,
Driscoll was hastily putting the gold-
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handled gun in a paper bag. I snapped:
“What the hell are you doing ?”

“I'm going to take and throw it in
the river,” he said bitterly. “If they
can’t find the gun, they can’t say a cer-
tain bullet—"

I held out my right hand. My left
found the butt of my own gun in my
pocket. “I’ll take care of it—and that
note. If this nightmare, you’ve handed
me, is even partly on the up-and-up, I'll
look after you. If it’s as phony as it
smells, I'm going to be protected.”

“But—my God—if the cops get that
gun? And—that note is the only thing
I have to back up my story! Please—
don’t make me—"

“I'm not going to give them to the
cops,” I said. “Snap it up!” I reached
over and grabbed the paper bag from his
hand, took the note from the table and
put it in, too. “Don’t get the idea I'm
satisfied with this million-dollar pipe-
dream of yours. If I find I need it—you’ll
come through, understand? Right, now,
I've got something urgent to do. In the
meantime, where can you go to hide?”

“Hide?”

“If you haven’t any place else to go,
go to the Farnum Hotel. Register as Don
Pearl. Got it? Don Pearl. Stay there
till you hear from me. Clear out of here
as soon as you can put a toothbrush in
your pocket. Don’t carry any bag. If
these lugs are framing you, being where
they can’t find you will hamper things.”

“You—you're going—"

“To try and find who you killed, to
begin with—or who you’re supposed to
have killed,” I said. “Never mind that!
You get out of here in the next few min-
utes. Don’t miss!”

MY watch showed quarter to one as I

hurried down the evil-smelling stairs;
got out, let the door close behind me, and
looked carefully up and down the street.

No one was in sight, but there was a
sedan parked fifty yards up the street
that I didn’t think had been there before.

The paper bag containing Driscoll’s
slim protection was in my left coat pocket.
In my right, I sweated my gun butt as I
went down the steps, turned back toward
Eighth. I would have to pass that sedan
on my way.

I had determined to leave my booty
with Ament, the night manager of the
Carls-Rite whom I knew, as soon as I
got there. I had no wish to let Driscoll
into the hole that the loss of the note
would create; and there was no telling
what was ahead here.

I had gone twenty yards when it hap-
pened. I was almost exactly abreast of
the second of the yawning arches of the
tunnels that led behind the apartment
house I had just quitted. Without the
slightest warning, a girl jumped out of
the sedan on which my eyes were glued.
She wore a trench coat, and even as she
hit the pavement, she was tugging wildly
at the pocket. A street lamp was near
enough to give me a startling flash of
blued steel as she whipped out a re-
volver. ~

One step carried me into the black
arch beside me.

The man waiting there in the shadows
swung his blackjack as I was going to
one knee—that was why it didn’t knock
me completely out. He certainly swung
hard enough to rip my head off. I saw all
the constellations as I crumpled for-
ward, flopped on my face, my drawn gun
skidding over against the wall. Sickness
and pain had me in a numb dream.

The unseen man flung me over on my
back, as the girl’s heels rattled up, and his
hands were darting through my pockets
by the time her swift whisper asked:
“Who is it?”

“God knows!

He went in with—
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Geez!” The man was not Cortelyou. He
had a slight German accent.

He'd pulled the bag from my pocket.
I fought sickness, black giddiness, missed
a swift interchange of whispers between
them. I forced one swimming eye open.
Light came vaguely from a spot on the
ground, two yards from me—reflected
light. I pegged it as my gun, just as I
caught the cheering words from the in-
visible man, “ . no chances, baby.
He goes like the rest of them.”

“Not a gun! For God’s sake, there’s
a precinct station a block from—” I
thought he was farther away from me
than he was.

I flung out a hand toward my gun,
tried to roll, and my foot treadmilled, left
me flattened. His curse jolted out; his
knees landed in the center of my back,
and the building collapsed on top of me.
A LIGHT shone in my face and I

smelled whiskey. Through the pound-
ing in my head I heard a man shouting,
“Hey—you! Wake up!” Then a rumble
of irritated profanity. I moved my head
and the cold, greasy cement under me
started swaying gently. I opened one
eye, just as a man standing over me
yelled: “Joe!”

Calked boots rang, coming across the
stone floor. I saw all this in spurts as it
bobbed up and down in front of me. I
licked my lips, could not focus.

“Oh, you’re alive now!” The voice
snarled. “Joe—gimme a hand with this
stew.”

T was lifted by head and feet, carried
thirty yards into light, swung up and
dumped on a wooden surface. That started
lights and figures pinwheeling in my
brain. I rolled over. My feet fell off the
edge of the counter and that jerked me
to a sitting position. I braced myself on
my arms behind me, my head wobbling
till the room quieted down. I could see

through a haze. I was just inside the en-
trance of a huge garage. In various parts
of the garage were what locked like a
million huge, white trucks. One of the
two overalled figures in front of me spat
and said, “Hold him out o’ my way till I
get in,” and tramped off. I followed him
with vague eyes. He went into a short
black passage, beyond which I thought
I could see the street.

The remaining overalled man gave me
a lecture. “You damn fool!” he called
me. “If one o’ the trucks had of been
going out before that one come in, you
would of been killed! Why the hell you
have to pick out the one entrance to the
joint that’s dark to lie down in, I dunno!”

That percolated through my brain.
“Garage?’ I mumbled. “What’s mat-

ter ?”
He spat disgustedly. “Nuthin’—oh,
nuthin’. Only you lay down for your

shut-eye right in the middle of the ramp
we drive them trucks over.- Coming out
of light we never would of seen you
there. It’s a wonder Frank seen you, even
comin’ in from outside. By God—it
would have been a good finish for you at
that—squashed to death by about a
hundred and fifty tons of garbage!”

I wobbled my head at him. I felt tears
welling up behind my eyes. I licked my
lips and tasted whiskey. Vaguely, I
seemed to remember somebody black-
jacking me. They must have sprinkled
some whiskey on my face, then carried
me and left me in this spot the gentle-
man was talking about—where trucks
might—

I made a sudden exclamation and fell
off the counter onto the floor. The
gentleman yelped, cursed and hauled me
up again by my armpits. “Set still!”
he roared at me.

“Kill me!” I mouthed. ‘“Tried to kill
me—with garbage! Rats! I—”

A roar like thunder jerked my head
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around, almost sent me reeling again. A
mountain of white shot up the ramp,
through the dark passage from the street
and thundered by me.

I struggled in the grip of the overalled
man. “Lemme go,” I complained. “Got
to go. Where am I?”

“You're in the municipal garage for
garbage trucks, on Horatio Street. Where
do you live?”

I shook free irritably. “Never mind
where I live. Got to go,” I repeated.

“O.K. It’s your own funeral,” he said.
“Go on. Beat it.”

I STEERED for the dark passage. The

floor went up and down a little, There
was a monstrous black fuzzy cloud where
my mind should have been. It let out only
spurts of light. I got a hand against the
stone wall of the ramp, guided myself out
onto Horatio. I felt miserably treated
and couldn’t remember why or where.
Bad enough to be blackjacked—worse to
have them sprinkle whiskey on me so it
would seem I'd been drinking. Terrible
to put me where trucks’d run over me—
right over me—in the dark.

I found a friendly lamp post at hand,
leaned against it, reflecting bitterly. Gar-
bage trucks! And sprinkling whiskey on
my mouth so it would seem I'd been
drinking—

Something fierce and urgent seemed to
stab at my stomach. Then it was gone,
and T was standing there, trembling,
sweating. What was it that had come
through the haze for a second? Cortel-
you?

Cortelyou!

The fuzz ripped from my memory like
magic. I sent fingers flying through my
clothes.

I still had badge, credential-holder, gun,
clips, twisters, cigarettes and matches,
and a couple of handkerchiefs, money.
Everything I'd taken from Driscoll was

gone. The taxi-meter slip was gone. I
swung panicky eyes up and down the
utterly deserted street for a minute.
Cortelyou—the Germanic man, the girl
—there was no sense trying to look for
them here. Yet—I had nowhere to go—

Then I realized that the loss of the slip
might not block me, regarding the taxi
and the unknown who had ridden in it to
keep that date with Driscoll in the Brook-
Iyn suburbs. I held my breath for a min-
ute—and found that I remembered the
number of the cab.

I pushed myself away from the lamp
post, started hastily toward Eighth. The
street waved up at me, came up, and I
stopped it with my knees—hard.

Sweat did break out on me then. I got
to my feet, realizing what had been done
to me. The girl and the man had taken
no chances on a mere sprinkling of whis-
key on my face. Wise in the ways of kill-
ing, they must have known that an
autopsy would be performed on my dead
body. They had poured whiskey into me
—oplenty of it.

I was three-quarters drunk!

I clenched my teeth, got to a cab on
Eighth Avenue somehow, had every win-
dow opened. I gave the cabby the name
of the Carls-Rite, told him: “Got to be
sober by the time I get there. Let me get
all the air there is.”

I was fighting back to normal vision at
least, by the time we were halfway to the
hotel. I wasn’t sober. There was still a
deadening haze warming my brain, but
the disastrous spot I'd put Driscoll in was
back with me, in painful clearness. I was
tight-jawed on the edge of the seat when
we finally drew up behind the Carls-Rite.

I got off a few yards from the entrance.
The doorman was talking on his little
phone. As I went toward him, I had
money in my hand. I was a little un-
steady. I failed to see the man stepping
from the car at the curb, till he banged
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squarely into me. I mumbled, “Sorry”
and threw him an unsteady glance—and
something jerked inside me.

I was looking at the violently red-
headed, chunky figure of Ames, of the
homicide squad. He had a square box un-
der his arm. He scowled at me, then
lost interest.

“Oh, it’s you, you clumsy ape. Watch
where you’re going,” he offered, and
walked on into the hotel.

The homicide squad! At this hotel—at
two thirty A. M.!

SWUNG toward the starter, bills in

my. hand. He took the bills and my
question to the phone with him, came
back after a minute to report: ‘“Yeah.
Thomas’s the gee you want. He’s out on
a run now. You want me to hold him
when he comes in?”’

“Yeah. Listen—what’'s Ames—that
dick, doing here at this hour ?”

Stoniness came into his eyes. I cursed
him, proffered more bills but he wouldn’t
change his—“How should I know what
dicks are doing?”

I said, “Hold Thomas till I come back.
I'll pay,” and funneled into the lobby,
swung over toward the office of the night
manager, framing my bluff hastily.

Ament came hurrying out, just as I
reached the door. I stopped him. His
lean, bronzed face was worried, drawn;
his usually metallically perfect, black,
wavy hair rumpled. “Listen,” I said.
“How would you like that job upstairs
cleaned—fast ?”

He sniffed. “That’s a lovely breath
you’ve got there. I'll be seeing you
around.”

“No. Wait a minute,” I blocked him.
“The cops haven’t a prayer of mopping
it up fast. I can’t keep you entirely out
of the newspapers but I can make it a
one-day spread, I think. They’re going to
nab the wrong guy, sure. Then when the

truth comes up, more grief for you. May-
be even they’ll include you in a false-
arrest suit. Who’s handling it?”

“‘Hurry’ Armour.”

“Yeah. Exactly. I'll bet you asked for
him. Here’s something you don’t know.
Armour’s hurry-up-what-if-you-do-make-
the-odd-mistake methods pan out just
about fifty percent of the time—and no
more. He’s got a rep he doesn’t deserve.
This is one where I can step circles around
him.”

He ran a finger inside his collar. “Hon-
est to God, I can’t use you on it. If I
hired you guys every time you came here
asking for work—"

“It’ll cost you just one thin buck. I've
got another angle.”

“Armour’ll think I'm insulting him.”

“Tell him the owner sent me over—
none of your doing. Your boss’s got a big
political drag. Armour won’t dare say
much.”

“Where’d you guys hear about this,
anyway ?”’

I peered at him. “Guys? Has some-
body else been around on this?”

“I threw a dick named Frank Cortel-
you out of here, half an hour ago. I
never heard of him.”

Something turned over in my stomach.
“That settles it,” I told him meaningly.
“I know you need me now.”

Ament hesitated, even after he’d started,
under my urging hand, toward the ele-
vator. ‘“You're not running a bluff on me?
You've got something?”

“Would I work for nothing if I
hadn’t?”

We stopped at the thirteenth floor. The
room was two doors from the elevator. I
waited outside while Ament went in to
explain to Armour.

I could hardly stand still. I knew I
had to get something from what lay be-
yond that door. The alcoholic haze be-
gan to creep back over me. I shook my
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head, hard. I wished I’d had the sense
to get some mints.

Ament opened the door and beckoned
me into the crowded living room of the
suite. He gave me a worried look as he
slid past me, shrugged and hurried down
the hall.

There were four people present when
I came in. Besides the husky, blond Lieu-
tenant Armour and his left bower, De-
tective Macready—a short man whose
features looked as though they’d been
squeeezed together by a blow on the top
of his head—besides the homicide men,
there was a man and a woman in the
room.

HE woman was about sixty—raddled,

sagging, with frizzed hair and a bari-
tone voice. The man was tall, hawk-
faced, watery-eyed, a cowlick of white
hair over his forehead.

Armour was questioning them. He
gave me a more friendly nod than I'd
expected and said to the old woman: “You
say you saw Mr. Eberhardt mail a let-
ter??

She made a fluttery movement with
both hands toward the closed door. “If
—if that's Mr. Eberhardt—in there—
yes. I—I was waiting for the elevator.
I saw him open his door. He stood with
his back to the hallway—he was talking
all the time to someone in his room, while
he dropped the letter in the mail slot. I
was close enough to see the special-
delivery stamp on it. See, he could reach
the chute without moving from—"

“Yeah, you told us that. What time was
this ?”

“Eleven thirty, exactly. I’d just taken
my medicine, and—"

“All right, thank you. Please stay in
your room till you hear from us.”

Macready opened the door, gave the
woman what was supposed to be a re-
assuring smile, but which, on his dried-

apple of a face, looked like disgust. She
went out. To the gray, gaunt-looking
man he said: “You heard absolutely
nothing ?” =

The man’s voice was sonorous, in spite
of obvious fright. “N-no, officer. The—
the walls are soundproofed. They told
me so, at any rate.”

“Even in soundproofed rooms you
should be able to hear next door.”

“What—what am I supposed—what
would it have been that I heard?”

“Mr. Eberhardt was shot, with a
thirty-two caliber pistol, sometime be-
tween midnight and twelve thirty.”

The gray man shook his head anxious-
ly. “I—I didn't hear anything,” and
Armour let him go with the same ad-
monition.

To Macready, he said, as he turned to
me: “Well, our brain trust has arrived,
Mac.” And to me: “All right, master
mind—what ?”’

“Let’s have a look.”

We started for the bedroom. I stopped
and stood in the doorway, absorbing the
scene.

A LOT of drinking had been going on

in that room. The place was mussy,
untidy. It was a large room. Bed, chairs,
and a refectory table under the window
left a cleared space in the middle of the
room. A green airplane trunk with white
linen cornices stood at the far right-hand
corner, facing the bed. To my left, just
inside the hall door, stood a second, identi-
cal trunk; open, empty, price tags still
hanging from it.

On the bed was a sheet of newspaper
with a tin can, a couple of crumpled
labels, and—a blue glass eye.

In the center of the cleared space, a
short, foreign-looking man of forty-five,
dark sideburns low on his swarthy face,
lay dead on his back, in shirt sleeves;
his shirt-bosom stained rust-colored. On
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the floor beside him were three objects.
There was a crumpled bundle of camel’s-
hair—it took me a second to identify it as
a sleeping bag. There was a blackened,
crumpled bath towel a few inches from it.

At my side, Armour said suddenly:
“Say—are you stewed ?”

I snapped out of it, ‘gave him a con-
temptuous grunt. “I was told by a cer-
tain party I'd have police cooperation, not
wisecracks,” I said. “The party happens
to be of some importance in this man’s
town. If you want me to have some
phoning done—"

“You want the story on this, or don’t
you?”

“I'm waiting for it.”

CHAPTER THREE
Corpse Story

AIEMOUR jabbed a finger at the body.
“Shot, according to the M. E. be-
tween midnight and twelve thirty. A
thirty-two caliber gun. He’s registered
here as Frank Eberhardt. He came in
from San Francisco on the noon train,
registered at twelve twenty. Nothing
known of him in San Francisco yet.
They’re trying to look him up. He left a
couple thousand dollars in the safe.
“At one o’clock—just an hour or so
ago, now—a guy from a trunk store
came here to deliver that trunk”—he in-
dicated the one by the door—“to Room
Fourteen Twenty-six, which is the room
directly above here. Seems the store had
received some money by messenger—not
a regular messenger service so we can't
trace it—on Tuesday. It was the right
price for the trunk, and the messenger
told them that a condition of the sale was
that it should be available for delivery at
an hour’s notice, day or night. They
agreed. The messenger then bought a
sleeping bag. Incidentally—that one yon-

der. He walked out. He was just a kid.
Maybe we’ll find him, maybe not. Any-
way, the trunk company got a phone call
as expected, around eleven o’clock last
night—Wednesday—this is morning now
—to deliver the trunk to—as I say—the
room right above here, sharp at one A. M.
When the delivery man got there, he
couldn’t get anybody to answer his knock,
so he called the porter.

“The porter opened the room upstairs.
There was nothing in it. The best we can
find out is that a heavily veiled dame, in
widow’s weeds—a Mrs. Bruck—regist-
ered for that room yesterday—Tuesday—
at noon, paid two days in advance—no
baggage—and went up to it. She doesn’t
seem to have been seen since; and the get-
up she had on, then, didn’t give anybody
a glimpse of her hair or face. Which
means we've got no description.

“Anyway, her room was empty when
the porter got there. The porter remem-
bered that this guy Eberhardt had a
trunk just like that one—down here. He
figured maybe there’d been a mistake in
instructions, or something, so he brought
the delivery guy down here and they
crashed the room. Finding—this.”

I said: “Strictly speaking, this is now
Thursday morning. I gather that all the
ordering was done, not yesterday, but the
day before.”

“Right. That’s the part I'm coming to.
Because this gee”—he pointed to the
dead man—‘“didn’t register here till noon
yesterday—IWW ednesday. Get it? He came
in on the Flyer from San Francisco, arriv-
ing here at twelve thirty—noon.”

“Then the killing was premeditated, at
least a day before he arrived in town?”

“Right.”

“Who was he drinking with?” I said,
looking at the astonishing array of bot-
tles, glasses, and cracked-ice bowls on the
refectory table.

“The guy that killed him, of course.”
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1 looked at him sharply. “You know
who?”

“I do that.” He looked at his watch
with smug satisfaction. “Or at least I
will in a few minutes. The bozo wiped his
fingerprints carefully off everything in
the room, but”—he cocked a finger at the
corner of the rug—‘‘he dropped a watch-
fob. The corner of the rug must have
caught and hidden it. There was a nice
juicy thumb print on it—which they are
now working on, downtown.”

“They’ve got it in classification?”

“If they haven’t, I'll eat it. Why else
would the guy wipe his prints off every-
thing else if he wasn’t an ex-con or some-
body who had his prints on file.”

“What kind of a watch charm was it?”

“Nothing much—just a little silver
locket. Nothing in it.”

“And the guy was shot with a thirty-
two P’

“Yeah. I figure this locket owner was
drinking here with Eberhardt—maybe all
evening. From what they put away, it
looks like some session. Around midnight,
they got into a fight—or something—and
the locket guy ups and lets him have it.”

“What about all this premeditation?”

“What’s wrong with it? The jane above
and this guy are in cahoots, waiting for
Eberhardt to arrive. They figure to bump
him, stuff him in the sleeping bag, then
in the trunk—the bag’s waterproof, see, to
keep blood from leaking out—then ship
him somewhere in a trunk that looks like
his own.’

“Why one like his own?”

He shrugged. “That’ll come out.”

“What’s that stuff?” I nodded at the
tin can and the labels.

E went over to the bed. “The olive-
oil can was in the wastebasket,” he
enumerated them, ‘“The labels were on
the trunk and the sleeping bag, and the

artificial eye was in the stiff’s pocket. God
knows what that’s for.”

“He hasn’t any bum glim?”

“No.”

“The towel for a home-made muffler,
huh?”

“That’s what I figure.”

I went over to the writing-desk, pulled
out drawers. I found nothing but writing-
paper, envelopes and a book of three-cent
stamps. There were two speclal delivery
stamps in its leaves.

“You do anything on that special deliv-
ery the old dame saw him mail ?”

“Do? What can I do. It'll be hours
before it’s delivered. I'll get my man
first.”

“Any motive ?”

“Well, no.”

The door from the living room opened
and the red-headed Monahan slid in, look-
ing thoughtful. ‘“Listen, chief. I just
thought of something. That tall, gawky
guy next door.”

“Orpen?”’

“Yeah, Orpen. He looks like a kind of
a preacher. And—you maybe didn’t real-
ize it, but he came from San Francisco,
too, about the same time as the corp’.”

“There probably aren’t over a hundred
people in this joint that came off that
train. So what?”

“Well, say he was a preacher—or maybe
one o' them evangelists, maybe. Obvious-
ly, he isn’t advertising it—he isn’t wear-
ing his collar backwards or nothing. Say
he just come here to make a little hey-hey,
got into an argument with Eberhardt and
finally popped him off.”

“What’s the argument he’s supposed to
have got into ?”

Ames shrugged. “Maybe a dame. Didn’t
you say there was a dame mixed—"

Armour said, wearily: “We found a lot
of things since you went downtown, Billy.
This is a premeditated job—plenty. It
was all set up a day before your friend,
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Orpen, got here—by a guy and a jane.
Orpen was sitting on a train, a long ways
from here, at the time he should have been
meeting guys on street corners and such—
if he was the gent.”

“0. K., then. But what about that old
dame across the hall? The hotel snoop
tells me she trains with gigolos, and—"

In the next room, the phone rang. Mon-
ahan broke off in mid-sentence, hurried in
to answer it.

Armour asked me: “Anything else?”

I walked over and opened the window.
I looked up, then down. Something
caught my eye. There were one or two
sparkling things on the platform under my
nose, and—there were plenty more on the
landing outside the window on the next
floor down. The ones on my level were
broken bits of glass. I presumed those
below were the same. If so, something
might have been thrown out either this
window or the one above, smashed, and—

I pulled my head in, closed the window.
Armour’s forehead was washboarded.
“What did you—"

His name was called from the next
room. I followed him into it—the living
room.

HE WAS saying, “Yes, yes,” and

steadying pencil and paper under his
hand as he listened. He started to write,
saying, “Yeah,” every so often. His voice
got more and more excited. Finally, he
burst out: “Great! You done great. Call
me the minute you hear.”

He hung up, gave me a wide-toothed
grin, his eyes going to his notes. “That,”
he announced, “will be that. They’ve iden-
tified the thumbprint from the watch fob.”

“Yeah?” .

“Driscoll is the gent’s name. Harold
Montgomery Driscoll, if you please. Out
on parole from a ten-year jolt in the pen.
One of the upper claw-ses—a feenanceer,
no less.”

“What ?” :

He read from his notes—“Cashier of the
Banding Home Loan and Personal Fi-
nance Corporation. Roger Banding, the
president, used up about eight million dol-
lars of his depositors’ dough, gambling on
the stock market and the gee-gees, thus
torpedoing the bank. It collapsed six
years ago. Driscoll—this guy—got con-
victed for letting old Banding siphon out
the jack. They couldn’t prove he got any.
Be that as it may, we got his address, and
the raiding squad”-—he cocked an eye
at his watch—“will be on his doorstep by
now.” : :

A million dollars—that nobody knew
was stolen! Light began to break for me.
In eight million, supposedly lost gambling,
couldn’t a man stow away part of it—in
cash? Couldn't—

And Driscoll had told me he was a bur-
glar!

I pulled down my hat-brim. “That
seems to be that, all right. I'll shove off,
I guess.”

He grinned affably. “Sorry. Guess we
didn’t need a brain trust on this one. Why
don’t you stick around? We'll have news
any second.”

I shook my head. “Appointment.”

Outside, I started quickly for the stairs,
Two doors down the hall, a room opened.
The dressing-gowned figure of the clerical-
looking Orpen stepped out. He swallowed,
beckoned me stealthily, putting a finger to
his lips.

“You—Mr.—Ament said you were—
were a private detective,” he said when he
finally got me inside the room.

“That’s right.”

He ground palms together, fearful eyes
looking sideways at mine. “If—you’re
working for the hotel owner, aren’t you?”

“Yeah.”

“Then—then you couldn’t help—me,
too? Work for me, too?”

“That doesn’t follow. You mean on this
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shooting ?” I jerked my head at the closed

door. He nodded hastily. My forehead
wrinkled. “What do.you have to do
with it?”

HE RAN a scarecrow hand through
his long gray hair, licked his lips and

dropped his eyes. “I—I know something
—something the police should know, but I
can't tell them. Something that has bear-
ing, I'm sure.”

“What ?”

His eyes darted sideways at mine, away
again, and he swallowed. “What will you
do if I tell you?”

“Turn a handspring! For God’s sake,
mister, if you want to tell me anything,
tell it! Time means plenty to me right
now—"

“Will you have to tell the police ?”’

“No! No! Not unless I want to.
What have you done?”

“Done? Nothing.. But something—
happened. It has bearing on this ghastly
thing, I'm sure. I—Heavenly Father, I'll
go crazy! I—D’ll have to throw myself
on your mercy. Please—please help me.
The—the truth is—I’m not a salesman, as
I told them.” He swallowed heavily, let
his red eyes sink. “I—I’m of the cloth, I
am not—registered here under my own
name—I daren’t be. I am in town—for
relaxation. You—you understand ?”

I nodded quickly.

“You—you can guess what would hap-
pen, should—should my parish hear of
this,” he said hoarsely. “There—there was
a girl in my room tonight, that—that I'm
sure is mixed up in this thing.”

“Go on.”

He swallowed again. “At about nine
—anine o’clock, a girl knocked on my door.”
He forced it out, his face crimson. “I—
she asked me if I knew the gentleman in
the next suite. I—she said she under-
stood some friend of his had rooms near
him. She was a little early for her ap-

pointment, and thought she might find him
—Mr. Eberhardt—in here. She had a
parcel with her, which she said was a sur-
prise present she was bringing him. She
—I—it came about that she decided to wait
here for a short time. She said she knew
he would be in by nine thirty. I—I hap-
pened to have a little stimulant—I take it
for my heart—"

“Go on, go on! You fed her dnnks 2

“She was here about an hour. Once she
went in to the bathroom to put powder on
her face. I—happened to peek in her
parcel—the wrapping was loose.” He
swallowed desperately, put a hand to his
throat and got out word by word: “There
was—a shotgun—a short-barreled shot-
gun in the package !”

He pulled a handkerchief around his
turkey neck, looked at me with white-

rimmed eyes and repeated: “A short-bar-
reled shotgun!”
I said impatiently: “And ... ?

“That’s all. A minute or two later she
left. I—peeked out a minute later. The
hall was empty. I didn’t know what to do.
She—she didn’t seem like a—bad person.
She was beautiful—"

“How? What did she look like?”

“Like—almost like a child. She was
slender, about medium height, with white,
white skin. Her hair was short, very
dark. Her eyes were—at least they
seemed—Ilarge, very large, and a lovely
shade of violet—real violet.”

“You'd know her again? You could

identify her in court?”

HE CHURNED up, almost went on his
knees. “My God—don’t you under-

stand? I caen’t go into court! It would
ruin me—disgrace me forever! That’s
why—"

“You could identify her, though?”

“Yes, yes. But—"

“Listen!” I cut him short, hastily.
“This is murder. God knows what’s going
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to happen. If I find that girl, I'll bring
her here. It may be that your identifying
her will scare her into a confession. In
that case, you won’t ever have to appear in
court. But she mustn’t know that. I'll do
everything humanly possible to keep you
in the clear—if you'll stay here in this
room—till T tell you to go. Don’t repeat
what you've told me—to anybody. Under
no circumstances go out—for anything.
I

“My God, I'm due to go home tomor-
row. This is Thursday. I have to preach
Sun—"

“Try ducking on me and I'll have you
arrested,” I said. “You're in a jam. You
may be able to go home to preach, but
until I say so—you park here. As for
leaving tomorrow—you better forget it.
I’ve got to go now. I’'ve spent more time
than I can afford. Get this into your head
—that girl didn’t come in here accidently.
She’s probably a criminal. God knows
what she came for—maybe to plant some-
thing in your room. You search the place
—and if you know what’s good for you—
search it with a fine-tooth comb. I'd like
to do it for you, but I can’t. You search
it—and mail anything you find, to my of-
fice. If youdon't do as I say, you're liable
to find yourself involved a lot more seri-

ously than you think. Now—stay here-

till T call!”

He was gasping, his mouth open, his
eyes frantic, as I swung out the door.

The corridor was full of newspaper re-
porters. The red-headed Monahan saw me
standing there. He was between me and
the stairs. I didn’t dare go past him and
down them.

I went into the elevator—to find it full
of other reporters, Armour, and the red-

headed Monahan who had followed me
in.

I tried to be casual as I asked Armour:
“You get him—Driscoll ?”

“Not yet,” he said cheerfully. “We

found the gun, though—the raiding squad
did. A thirty-two, lying right on his bed,
and—get this—it had gold butt-plates
on it!”

I thought that was the last straw. The
man and woman who had blackjacked me
and taken the gun from me, must have
calmly returned to Driscoll’s room after
he’d left, and replanted the murder weapon.
Another brain-dizzier hit me.

“That’s the gun he shot Eberhardt with
at twelve fifteen?”

“It is. The ballistics boys will say so in
a few minutes. That it smells like it and
looks like it, is enough for me.”

The hell of it was, I knew the ballistics
cops would say so. And—I was sure now
—at twelve fifteen that gun had been in
old Driscoll’s pocket—several miles dis-
tant—in the wilderness of Brooklyn!

I DUCKED the passengers of the ele-

vator at the ground floor, hid behind
palms till they had gone, then rode back
up to the floor beneath the murder room.

A pleasant young couple occupied the
suite beneath Eberhardt’s. They looked at
my shield with awe, invited me to help
myself. .

I went over to their window, opened it,
and looked out. It didn’t take much of a
sleuth to decide that a small bottle of some
sort had smashed, showering most of its
splinters on this fire-escape. I saw a bit
of glass to which the bottle’s label still
adhered.

I gathered it in. The rain had smeared
the writing on the label to some extent, but
not irretrievably. It was a drugstore la-
bel—a pharmacy on University Place. The
cryptic writing on the undersize lable was
undoubtedly a prescription. My blood be-
gan to throb.

I thanked the couple, hurried out, the
label resting in my pocket, between two
blotters I borrowed. I hit the lobby again,
made for the rear.

The driver that I was waiting for, on
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the Brooklyn matter, had not come in
yet. I resigned him to the devil, took one
of the cabs standing there, gave the ad-
dress of the pharmacy on University Place,
from which had come the label I still held
becween blotting paper.

CHAPTER FOUR

Amateur Petermen

THE drugstore was an all-night one.
'~ An old man who looked like a walrus
in a white coat shuffled out from the re-
cesses of the pharmacy counter, took a
look at my badge and held the label within
an inch of his eyes. He laid it down on
the counter. “Sure. I make up a couple
dozen one-ounce bottles of that a week,
for Ike Trautwein.”

“Who is he?”

“He makes artificial eyes. He gives
away a bottle of this with every one he
sells. It’s used for washing the eye in—
for leaving it in at night. His shop’s just
down the street—opposite the hotel there.
About a block and a half.” He mentioned
a number.

I said, “Thanks, thanks,” over my shoul-
der as I hurried for the door.

I walked down the silent, dark, cold
street, till I reached the number he had
given me—a tall, narrow, dingy office
building, six or seven stories high. The
ground floor was occupied with a store
selling sacred objects of art. I saw no
lights anywhere in the building.

I catfooted to the corner, four doors
away, looked along it—and suddenly froze
in my tracks.

A sedan stood thirty yards from me,
parked at the curb. There was something
very familiar about the sedan. It took me
a tense second to figure it out—then it
clicked. -I was almost ready to swear that
I was looking at the sedan out of which
the girl in the trench coat had jumped,

during the attempt on my life on Horatio
Street.

I carefully looked around. No one
seemed to be in sight. I walked silently
to the car, looked in.

A trench coat lay on the back seat. I
stepped back and put my hand on the
radiator. The radiator was hot.

I became aware that halfway between
where I stood and the corner, a yawning
alley gaped. I stepped quickly back, made
out the sign swinging over its mouth—
Delivery Entrance For Number 1985. It
wasn’t the entrance for the sacred-object
building, but it was within two doors of it.

I took one final look around, stepped
into the blackness. I came to a stone wall,
climbed it, climbed another—and stood in
the court I sought.

I catfooted slowly up to the back doors
of the building. Beside the back door,
was a heavy, metal-sheeted extra one, and
as my fingers reached carefully forward, I
found that it was open an inch.

It opened without a sound, to let me
and my gun into a well of blackness. I
pulled the door closed behind me when I
was inside, stood listening. Finally I
risk a moment’s pressure on the button
of my flash, and in the momentary light I
realized where I was—on a fire-stairs. I
groped to where I had seen the outline of
a door, opened it cautiously.

I stepped out into the black lobby of the
long, narrow building. A little light came
from the street. I slipped toward it, past
a freight elevator, and two passenger cars,
finally located the directory. It took me a
while to get courage enough to risk an-
other flash of light; but I did, and got
what I wanted.

There appeared to be but one tenant to a
floor. I. Trautwein occupied the fifth,

Both passenger elevators were locked,
evidently in the basement. I nearly stepped
into the yawning void of the freight-car
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shaft, before I realized that the door was
open.

I PUT my head in the shaft. Not till

then did I realize that it was in mo-
tion some distance above, so silently did
the lift run.

My head touched a sliding rope as I
pulled back. That explained, in part, the
noiseless car. It was evidently the old-
fashioned type, operated by ropes, pulleys
and counterweights. Even so, whoever
rode it was being exceptionally careful.

My jaw was hard as I swiftly went back
to the fire-stairs, went up. There were no
windows in the shaft. The floor was of
stone, but my rubber-soled shoes kept me
silent. T counted flights till I was on the
fourth floor, halted while I considered the
possibility that I might be expected.

It seemed beyond belief. I went up an-
other floor and stood in pitch-black-
ness. Cautiously, an eighth of an inch
at a time, I turned the knob of the fire-
door, till T could pull it toward me.

Faint luminosity was within. Some-
thing heavy was being dragged across the
floor somewhere. I heard a husky whis-
per—a voice heavy with a Teutonic accent.
“Damn it! Do safe crackers always have
to drag three tons of hardware?”’

“Shut up and get going! Empty the
bag!” A girl’s voice.

I eased the fire-door open another inch.
I was at the back of the establishment,
close to the left-hand wall. Directly ahead
of me, fifty feet, a ground-glass paneled
door blocked what was evidently a hall be-
yond. Extending from the right of the
ground-glass door, a partition—also most-
ly ground glass—ran clear across to the
opposite wall. A door in this partition
was folded open,-and through it I could
see an office, in the light of a bull’s-eye
lantern, which the girl was holding by its
handle. And as I looked, she swung the

lantern in such way that, for an instant,
the light fell square on her face.

She was small, dainty, childlike. She
had black bobbed hair, curling up under a
pert dark hat. Her black seal coat was
drawn taut around her neat figure with
one hand. I could not see the color of her
eyes at the distance, but I was in no doubt
that they were violet. Her skin was milk-
white. I was looking at the shotgun-
carrying girl that the ecclesiastic Orpen
had mentioned.

The man, crouched over the bag at her
feet, sat back on his haunches to show the
bag empty. The girl stepped out of my
line of sight, but I was not noticing her.
My eyes were glowing on the haunched
man in the lantern’s beam. If I had had
any doubts about the importance of the
job, they went then, as I recognized him.

AY GRENNAKER-—iron-gray mous-

tached, looking like a pillar of Ger-
man-American respectibility, sturdy, dig-
nified. He was a thrice-named killer, a
former bank robber, a high-class confi-
dence man. He had never had a conviction
against him. He hadn’t been arrested in
eight years. He was big—one of the best.
I felt a queer cold sweat on my spine as I
realized that it must have been Gren-
naker who had wielded the blackjack on
me, earlier.

From out of sight, the girl’s voice said:
“My Lord, it’s a foot thick.”

“There’s only one way to get inio a
box,” Grennaker said, “and that’s to blow
it. All this junk gave me a pain from the
start.”

The girl exclaimed impatiently. “All
right. But you can’t blow it in here. The
concussion’ll knock all the windows out.”

There was a second’s grim silence. “I
get it,” Grennaker said. He, too, disap-
peared from my sight, straightening up
and stepping over. “You want me to



112

Dime Detective Magazine

move it outside. Well, to hell with—
Wait a minute. It’s got rollers.”
“Hurry,” was the girl’s comment.
I heard him grunt. Something started
creaking. The girl walked backwards,

keeping the light on a medium-sized black -

safe that seemed to move on its rollers,
after her, out into the storeroom where 1
stood. Grennaker got up from behind it,
dusting his hands. The girl asked: “Will
we risk turning on lights?” His grunt
evidently meant no.

She set the lantern on the ground, so it
illumined the face of the safe. She laid
a pearl-handled automatic pistol on the
- floor, in the edge of the lantern’s glare,
sorted over several slips of paper in the
- beam, as she got to her knees. Gren-
naker made a trip to the office, came back
with things in his arms that he put down
with extreme care.

The girl began to read from a slip—
“Soup—a bar of soup. Get—"

Grennaker sprang erect. His voice was
really frightened. “Soap—not soup!
Soup’s the stuff you blow it with! If
you're going to pull a Gracie Allen on
me—"

“That’s right. Soap. Honest, with this
guy’s writing it could be either. Wait—
see if it all sounds right before you start.”

She read off the complete procedure
for blowing open a safe with the dis-
tilled dynamite. It sounded accurate, but
there was a worried note in Grennaker’s
voice as he started to work.

His back and the girl’s were both to
me, as he went about caulking the safe
door with a bar of yellow laundry soap.
I looked swiftly round for a vantage
point.

Standing three feet out from the wall,
directly at my right were two huge, half-
dismantled cases full of broken wood.
They were about six feet high—crates in
which showcases had arrived, I presumed.
Between crates and wall, however, the

floor was covered to a depth of two feet
with something in a lumpy, irregular pile.
I bent my knees cautiously, without tak-
ing my eyes from the little circle of light
that disclosed safe and safe-crackers, put
out an exploring hand.

COTTON batting, torn and crumpled,
~ had been thrown into a huge, approxi-
mately flat pile. I was too tense to chance
trying to walk on it. Another time, I
might have gambled on the tight-rope act
on the woolly, lumpy stuff. Not now.
This pair had tried once to murder me
this night. I was in a good spot to take
them now. One false move would wreck
that—and finish me—and I knew it. And,
believe it or not, I was worrying plenty
about my responsibility to the old ex-con,
Driscoll. Here was the answer—

My jaw hardened. I slid the safety
off my gun. I was prepared to shoot one
of them down, to insure my capture of
the other. Whatever was the truth about
this fantistic merry-go-round, one of the
two in front of me must cough it up.
My eyes were thin, speculative on the
Germanic-looking Grennaker.

He’d used a needle-funnel to pour
greenish, dark liquid from a cotton-
swathed bottle, followed it with the end
of a foot of fuse. He handed the girl
the cotton-swathed bottle, said: “Put it
inside. Let me see that paper. If we've
done anything wrong, we’ll both land in
hell. I suppose you know that?”

She said everything was all right, went
into the office as he read, came back with
huge armfuls of blankets and rugs, flung
them over the safe.

I knew this was my time to take them
—that letting minutes slip by was suici-
dal. Yet I knew they wouldn’t leave till
the box was open. And—my blood was
running high, I'll admit. I decided to
let them blow the safe open for me. They
weren’t any more anxious to see what was
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behind that door than I was. A few
seconds—I decided to let them risk it.

That didn’t mean I was going to put
my life in the hands of these correspond-
ence-school petermen.

I waited till' Grennaker snapped his
cigarette-lighter into flame, lifted the
skirts of the safe and touched the fuse
into spluttering life. I was quietly thank-
ful that the door I was holding open was
heavily metalled—a sturdy barrier.

I eased slowly, painfully, carefully
backwards.

The round, cold muzzle of a pistol
bored into my neck!

FOR one disorganized second, I was

both physically and mentally par-
alyzed. The full implications of the dis-
aster that single gun meant, turned my
stomach upside down. Then, desperately,
I set my brain off like a pinwheel. I
thought faster than I'd ever expected to
in my life. I had no friends that could
possibly be behind that gun. And I'd
thought the villians of this piece were all
in front of me.

The hand that held the gun shook a
little as we stood there—and then I
knew. Then I knew my memory had
played me false. The man behind me had
a weak liver. Only one man in this cir-
cus could be called yellow.

Frank Cortelyou stood behind me, and
I knew it as well as I knew my name. I
felt fingers slip slowly, gently along the
sleeve of my gun arm. That placed his
gun in his left hand. Out of his class or
not, the gun freezing my neck could spit
lead and death as well from Cortelyou’s
hand as anyone else’s. And one breath
would swing Grennaker around, crucify
me between them. I had to do the think-
ing of an hour—in a second.

The gun I held was a Colt automatic.
That gave me a desperate hope. As Cort-
elyou’s fingers slipped toward my hand,

I let go the trigger. I held the butt, hastily
slid my little finger beneath the handle,
and with the side of it pressed quickly on
the burr.

The clip slipped out of its cog, rested
on my little finger. Cortelyou’s hand
came down on top of the gun, and he
gripped it, lifted it out of my grasp. I
let it go. The clip remained in my hand.

I hadn’t forgotten that there was one
shell in the chamber. Neither had I for-
gotten that his other gun held at least
six slugs. It was a desperate spot.

The fuse on the safe spluttered on.
Grennaker and the girl had backed away,
but were still turning backs on us. The
by-play in our dark corner had been com-
pleted without a sound that carried over
the sputtering.

Grennaker had evidently picked up his
gun. I hadn’t seen him, but it swung in
his hand as he stood dimly outlined. The
girl’s pearl-handled one was still on the
floor by the safe.

The gun in my neck increased pres-
sure, insistently. The nitwit behind me
wanted to get into the room: I felt his
shoulder take the weight of the door off
mine. I had no choice but to ease for-
ward.

The safe suddenly crunked! Cortelyou
jumped behind me, and I let out sweat in
every pore. We froze there as the safe-
door and its blanket covering fell out-
wards. A huge cloud of yellow smoke
billowed out of the open maw. The girl
and Grennaker held handkerchiefs to
their noses till the smoke dissipated
against the ceiling, then sprank forward.

The girl’s hoarse cry was incredulous.
“Empty!”

G_REN NAKER got up from his
haunches, bit off. “Why not? I told
you, even if this was the pete from the
Banding bank, it would have been opened
and reopened a hundred times by now.”
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“Maybe it’s in some other part of the
furniture?”

“What part?”

“I—I can’t remember, I just saw the
letter from that dick, Cortelyou, for a
few minutes, out in Frisco. There were
about thirty pieces of stuff—all the furni-
ture that was in Banding’s private offi-
ces. They’d all been sold to seme second-
hand dealer, see, and then this dick, Cor-
telyou, had traced every piece of it from
there. The only thing I can remember
being here, for sure, is the safe. It must
be here, though! My God, ke thought it
was here. He hardly checked in to the
hotel before he came beating it over here.
Buying that eye was just a stall to get in
and look around. Hell, you did the same
thing yourself, right after him!”

There was a moment’s silence. In that
moment, I heard a sound. Something
like a purring—and yet it wasn’t. I looked
toward the blanket, wondered if the fuse
were still burning—

My attention was taken elsewhere. The
gun at my neck pushed again. I had to
ease forward a few more inches. Then
—I felt what I'd been waiting for, and I
went tense as a spring. Cortelyou now
had two guns against my neck.

He was shifting guns. He had to shift
them, to get his left hand free. The left
hand was to be used in easing the door
closed behind him.

Grennaker said, viciously: “Well, what
do we do now? Go into a trance?”

I got the clip poised atop my cocked
right thumb.

The girl looked toward the door of the
office, her childlike face savage. “We'll
have to turn the place upside down. I'm
going to turn on the lights. The hell with
it!”

She stepped to the wall, ran her hand
along it.

I flipped the clip inta the air, toward
the wall at my left; with my right elbow,

—now drawn back— I jabbed Cortelyou,
nudging him to the left and dived head-
first toward the cotton batting. Fire
creased my left cheek, terrific thunder. I
went deaf. I could hardly hear the gun
still clicking furiously at me.

Grennaker’s gasp came just as the
lights flared on. I had landed on my
stomach on the mound of cotton batting.
I flung my head over my shoulder just
in time to see Cortelyou’s left-hand gun
jerk up. There was a two-throated roar.

I heard Grennaker curse. Blood spurt-
ed from Cortelyou’s throat. He was
caught half turning, whirled round with
his face to the door. Grennaker’s gun
thundered again, nailed the private de-
tective’s chest tight against the metal
door. His head fell back with a queer
sucking sound from his throat. He stood
there a second, then collapsed, falling out
and away from the door.

I WAS at the farthest corner of my

little hiding-place by the time he hit
the ground. I prayed wildly for one of
his guns to fly in my direction, but I
could have saved the effort.

One of them, to tantalize me, skidded
almost acress in front of the boxes be-
hind which I crouched, near the right-
hand wall of the room. It lay there—
Cortelyou’s gun—~full of bullets, three
yards from me. It might as well have
been three miles.

For a terrifying second, I was afraid
they had seen me, too. Desperately I
wondered how. I had made my dive be-
fore the lights went on. Cortelyou’s slug
they must have simply taken as his at-
tempt to kill them from the dark. By the
time the lights went on, Cortelyou was
standing there alone, shooting at them.
How—

Grennaker’s vicious voice bit off : “Whe
is it?”

The girl’s heels rattled across the lino-
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leum. I was huddled on my heels at the
corner of the packing case farthest from
them. I could see neither of them. I
heard the rustle of the girl’s silk dress,
then: “It’s Frank Cortelyou! The private
nose that traced the furniture!”

Grennaker cursed. “That buttons it up!
God knows who else knows about this, if
he does. Those shots’ll bring the law
anyway. It’s a frost all around—"

“It isn’t! It isn’t! Nobody else will
come here. Jack’s not going to—he’s tied
up. And those shots won’t sound like
anything on the street. We've killed all
the alarms. My God, you’re not turning
yellow ?”

That didn’t impress the gray man. By
now I'd discovered a line of sight be-
tween broken slats in the packing cases.
I could see the upper parts of their bodies.
He was sour, savage, disgusted. She clung
to his arm, pleading, her huge violet eyes
working on his. ‘“Please—don’t drop it
now—it’s here—I know it’s here—we’ll
be rich for life, Jay—"

Then, suddenly a harsh, velvety voice
bit from the elevator: ‘Hold it, you lugs!
A very charming picture!”

I knew now what the purring sound
I'd heard had been. The elevator—
making a quiet trip.

The girl gasped: “Jack!”

I was hastily trying to duck up and
down, sideways, any way to bring the new
arrival into my line of view. This was a
madhouse. For a second, I was in a panic
—not because I was huddled here like a
rat in a trap—but because I had utterly
lost the sense of what was going on.

The added starter said, between tight
teeth: “No, you're perfectly right. The
shots cannot be heard in the street. I was
halfway up while the fun was going on
and I could hardly hear them. Get away
from—drop the gun, Jay! Drop it, or—"

The gun crashed. Somebody gasped for
breath. A gun clattered on the floor.

I didn’t know who had hit who till
feet stumbled backwards in a sudden
rush. The newcomer’s icy voice called
someone a lousy framing heel as Gren-
naker staggered into my sight, falling
backwards, both hands over one eye, his
mouth open, working, no sound coming.

Another shot pumped into the side of
his face, slammed him against the wall
and he went down, all this without making
the slightest outcry. As his body crashed
to the floor, the girl cried shrilly: “No—
no—Jack—wait !”

And in that minute, I saw him—saw
who it was.

Orpen—the clerical-looking inhabitant
of the room next to Eberhardt’s at the
Carls-Rite—the bird who had sent me
hunting the girl.

CHAPTER FIVE
The Blow-Off

HE HAD a gun steady on the girl.

His lips were like paper, his eyes
thin, green. “Wait? Why? You lousy,
two-timing little tart, do you think you
can talk yourself out of the blast? Or
are you going to hand me some more of
the sweetheart guff?”

“Jack—you made me do it!” :

His breath blew out. “Made you—
Lord God! I made you and these other
punks frame me for killing, eh?”

“No—no! We didn’t—I swear we
didn’t ever intend to—"

His voice was ugly. “Put it in your
ear. Even the cops know you had the
bag and trunk gag arranged to ship my
corpse out as much as a day before I got
here.”

She had no answer for that one. I could
hear her quick breathing.

Orpen said slowly, grimly: “There’s
one teensy-weensy bit of dope I need.
If you want to try talking yourself alive,
go ahead.”



116

Dime Detective Magazine

“What—what do you want to know”
There was breathless hope in her voice.

“T’ll let you know when you come to
it, sister. I'm giving you no more chance
to cross me up. Start at the beginning.
I give you my word—the minute you lie—
just once—TI'll smear that nose of yours
all over your face with a chunk of lead.”

“You—you'll give me a break if I—
do what you say? No matter what hap-
pens?”

He was suddenly intent. “Happens?
What’s that add up to?”

She blurted: “Jack—there’s no money
there. We—it's—the pete’s empty—"

His shoulders relaxed. “Don’t let that
worry you. Start talking. It depends on
how I feel whether I give you a break
or not. This much is sure, however—if
you don’t talk—you go now!”

“j_»

“Start where you picked me up on the
boat coming over from South America.”

“I picked you up? Why, you—"

His voice was like a saw. “You've got
sixty seconds to talk. If you want to
waste it on that kind of stuff, all right.”

“No, no—" she said hastily. “I—TI'll
tell you anything Jack. I—you told me
enough on the boat—I knew you were
coming back for a big score—a real one.
I—1 tried to get you to let me work with
you. You know I did, Jack. You said you
wouldn’t let a dame in with you—that we
were too dumb.”

HE swallowed. “You—you shouldn’t

have said that, Jack. It made me
raging. I—I kept getting you drunk. I
-knew that was your weak spot. I was
going to show you who was dumb, I
found that letter Cortelyou’d written you
—about the furniture from Banding’s
office. T got you to tell me more about
Banding. You—told me he hadn’t been
able to grab all the cash he’d lifted from
the bank—that he’d tucked some away.

Then, after I found that letter I knew it
must be in one of the pieces of his office
furniture. You—told me you’d met Band-
ing in South America, and I thought he
told you which piece it was in.

“I put—I got hold of Dink Eberhardt
as soon as we hit Frisco. I beat you to
New York by plane. I knew you had that
grouch-bag around your neck—chained. I
was sure the information how to get the
money was in it. When you came on the
train from Frisco, I had Eberhardt riding
with you.

“I got hold of Grennaker here. We—
bribed a clerk in the hotel to fix up the
room arrangements, when you wired for
reservations. We knew he’d be afraid to
talk later. I—I didn’t want to rub you
out. Grennaker insisted. Said you'd
never let up on us afterwards—"

Orpen said acidly: “Never mind the
pep-talk. Go on!”

“I—we made arrangements. I knew
you liked to drink. I thought if I could
get you to go to Eberhardt’s room and
drink with him, we could get you drunk
and get the grouch-bag. I showed him
how to line his stomach with oil so he’d
not get drunk, too.

“When you came out here, almost the
minute you hit town, Grennaker trailed
you—here, I mean—this eye-factory. I
remembered enough of the list to know it
was Banding’s safe that these people had
bought. I thought what was in your
grouch-bag was the combination or some-
thing.”

She hesitated, then went on: “We had
a fall guy.”

“You had what?”

“I—dug up an old derelict named Dris-
coll. He was cashier of Banding’s bank.
He was sent up the river for helping
Banding or something. He was just out a
little while. I found where he lived and
prowled his place. I lifted his rod, and
we fried some bullets into some cotton,
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then wrapped the slugs in paper and put
them in shotgun shells—you know the
gag. I was going to send him a note to
get him out away from any alibi he might
have, while the—it—"

“While you bumped me off,” Orpen
said grimly. “All right.” -

The girl swallowed.” “When—when
you told—after you got back to the hotel
and I went into your room—that you'd
be going out at nine for awhile, I put it
in the sap’s note to go to Brooklyn at ten
thirty. When you did go out, Grennaker
tried to tail you, but you gave him the
slip. We didn’t care much—we knew
you'd be back. As soon as you did come
back, we hurried over to Brooklyn—we
knew you’d be in Eberhardt’s room, like
you promised, to meet me. We planted
the gun back on the fall guy, but the
damn sap had forgotten to bring the note
I’d written him with him. We couldn’t
leave that hanging around. I sent Gren-
naker down to Driscoll’s place to fan it
again, while I came back to the hotel to
see if—to see how—"

“To see if I was croaked yet,” Orpen
grunted. “Go ahead.”

“Well, you know about the room I had
above Eberhardt’s, and the trunk and the
sleeping bag. He—he was going to carry
you up in that bag—up the fire-escape,
and ship you out from my room. When
I got there, I expected him. When he
didn’t arrive, I went down the fire-escape
and looked in the window. I saw—saw
something had gone wrong.”

RPEN said: “You saw your boy-
friend stretched out instead of me. I

bet that was a shock. Listen, sister—if I
hadn’t had such a tough time finding the
guy that told me the secret of this safe—
if my nerves hadn’t been all wrought up
—your lily could never even touched me
on that drinking—oil or no oil. As it was,
he was as drunk—or drunker than I was.

I was just exhausted, that’s all. At that,
when I did doze off, and Eberhardt got
the stuff out of my grouch-bag, I woke
up fast enough. If the rat hadn’t had
that envelope all ready and shoved the
stuff in the mailbox, I would have choked
it out of him. I damn near did, anyway.
He thought I was going to—and grabbed
that damn shotgun. You can figure who
was drunkest by who won out in the
scramble for the gun—who got plugged.
It wasn’t me, sister—not me. I—well,
go on from where you were,” he checked
himself.

“I—I went down and took the shotgun
away. I hurried right out and went down
to meet Grennaker. I threw the shotgun
in the river on the way down.

“When I found Grennaker, he said he’d
gone over Driscoll’s place and the note
wasn’t there. He’d waited around and
Driscoll had just gone in, with another
guy. We waited and jumped the other
guy when he came out. He was a private
dick Driscoll had dug up somewhere. He
had the note and the gun on him. We
tore up the note and waited some more,
then went back into Driscoll’s apartment,
as soon as he went out, and planted the
gun again.”

“Who was this private dick?”’

“Cass Blue.”

Orpen’s eyes mnarrowed.
picked him up, eh?”

“I guess so. He was with him, any-
how. Grennaker wanted to come right
over here and blow the safe. He couldn’t
see where whatever information you had
on you meant anything, anyhow. I was
afraid of meeting you or something. I
went back to the hotel, waited around till
I could pump a newspaper reporter. I
heard about the letter Eberhardt had
mailed, and that wasn’t hard to add up.
I heard you were in your room. I figured
you wouldn’t make a break out of there
if you had a chance of staying in the

“Driscoll
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clear, and I figured you wouldn’t be there
at all, unless you did see a chance to bluff
it through.”

“Where is this Blue now?”

“God knows. We shook him off, long
back.”

“Are you damn sure you did? A little
while ago, when I thought I was stuck
in that damn hotel, I sent Blue out looking
for you. It just occurred to me that I
made a prime monkey of myself. That’s
where you got the idea I was tied up in
the hotel—that rat was working for you!
. That’s what I wanted to know—that and
where he is now. And how much you've
told him. Come clean with that, sister,
or you’ll die mean; I’m not going to leave
him around loose !”

“Honest to God, Jack—you're wrong,
dead wrong—"

“It’s your tough luck, then, sweetheart.
You'll suffer for it if I am. I'm going
to dust you off, anyhow, but you can have
it the easy way if you come through.
Make up your mind. We’ve got all night
ahead of us—No, by God, we haven’t!
T'll get this little job attended to first.”
He set down his bag. “After that—we’ll
go somewhere and talk. Get over there in
that corner—and keep your hands in
sight.”

HE backed, white-faced, toward the

corner. I ducked back behind my
boxes. I heard Orpen fling the blankets
from the safe door. He eyed her care-
fully, hefted his gun. “Keep your trap
shut—or you’ll get it now. Watch this,
and you'll learn something.”

I eased round the corner of my box
again, waggled my head from side to side,
till T saw by the girl’s eyes that she’d seen
me.

Not that she started, or exclaimed, or
any of those pranks. She was a vicious,
deadly criminal, and beyond such things
—she didn’t even look toward me. I

jabbed a finger repeatedly at the dead
Grennaker’s gun. It was within two feet
of her tiny oxford. I jabbed impatiently,
till her eyes slid casually down, up again.
I made pantomine.

Her nod was almost imperceptible.

Orpen was saying numbers to himself,
coupled with right or left. Then, “Here
she goes, sweetheart,” and even he could
not keep the breathlessness out of his
voice.

I heard the wrench of the handle being
turned, then a slight metallic clang, and—
the thumping rustle of bundles of bank-
notes falling to the floor.

“Not bad.” Orpen’s voice was thick,
husky. “Not bad. Get it? There’s not
one but two combinations to this pete.
With the second combination, the face
lifts right off the safe. That’s why the
walls seem so thick. There’s a good five-
inch space in there. See the pretty money?
Surprising how much can be put in five
inches. Thousands—and five-hundreds.
It isn’t a million—but it’s damn near half
of that! How do you like it, beautiful?
Cross up the old maestro, would you? All
right.”

I heard him drag a bag across the floor,
heard him load the bundles into it.
“Tough, T call it, on old Banding. After
all the trouble of loading the secret pete,
they jumped him too quick—he couldn’t
get to it. Well, that suits John Q. Orpen
down to the ground.”

The clasp snapped. His shoes creaked
as he straightened. His voice was ugly
again, as he said: “This—my love—is a
little something in memory of those nights
on the boat, you double-crossing—"

The girl’s foot lashed out. I was on my
knees, my hands outstretched, ready. The
gun spun across the floor and stopped=—
just an inch short of where I expected it
to be. I couldn’t stop. I grabbed for ity
as Orpen gasped.

Thunder roared from Orpen’s gun
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His slug hit the pistol just as my hand
closed on it. I tried to whip it up—to
find my hand had gone numb from the

shock. He roared, “Drop it!” and for the

first time there was hoarse fear in his
voice. The money—having the money—
had done that to him. I dropped it like a
hot cake, crawled out, said placatingly:
“0O. K., Orpen, you win.”

I tried to inject a little humor, des-
perately. I grinned weakly as 1 got to
my feet with my hands up. “I’ll tell your
congregation you won’t be back.”

It laid an egg. His eyes were glowing
coals as he held the gun centered on my
middle. “By God!” he croaked hoarsely.
“The dick!”

HE SUDDENLY swung hunted eyes
from side to side; his lip curled in
fear as he snarled at the girl: “Shook
him off, did you! Damn you! You
crossed me to the end! How many more
of these mugs are planted around here?”
He was swaying. His eyes darted to the
door, with Cortelyou’s body blocking it.
He picked up his bag from the floor. He
began to back towards the elevator.

“All right—I don’t care if there’s a
dozen planted. I'll take one of them for
every bullet in this rod. And you two to
start with. It’s done you no good, you
double-crossing—"

He was within a foot of the elevator
door, when I noticed something.

The elevator was no longer there!

He touched the edge of the door with
his bag, steadied that arm against the
door edge. His gun swung on the girl
and his teeth bared.

I took a long chance. I suddenly point-
ed toward the front of the office, toward
the little ground-glass door in the parti-
tion. I shouted at the top of my lungs:
“Fred—plug him—quick !”

It werked. Orpen’s gray head jerked
around for a fraction of an instant. He

sprang back to get in the shelter of the
elevator.

I dived. I dived on my stomach across
the floor—like a football player. I
couldn’t have saved Orpen if I’d wanted
to. He gave one horrible scream as his
feet felt air. I clutched the bag of money
to me, ripped it from his hand as his gun
flew up in the air, came down on my head.
His scream echoed all the way down the
shaft.

I went sick at my stomach as he
crashed. His backbone snapping was like
a cannon report.

I jerked my head around at the girl.
She had snatched up the pearl-handled
gun, was bringing it in line with my head.
I rolled as she fired, and the slug spat-
tered on the back of the shaft. I rolled
again as her second shot flared. I had
Orpen’s gun in my hand now, but I was
afraid of killing her. I had to keep her
alive to prove my story.

I nailed her through the gun shoulder
as she tried for a third shot, then I was

‘on my knees as she tried to shift the

gun. “Drop it,” I told her. “You're
through shooting. You should never have
taken it up.”

I dived to Cortelyou’s side, still cover-
ing the girl. I prayed he was enough of
a dick to carry handcuffs. He was.

I left her handcuffed to a radiator while
I ran down the fire-stairs. In all the con-
fusion I had not overlooked the fact that
somebody had run that elevator down
while Orpen was here with the girl. Who
it could be was absolutely beyond me.

I HIT the ground floor, jumped into

the lobby, the gun ready. A little man
was just running out the front door. I
dived after him, was out on the sidewalk
thirty yards behind him.

“Stop, or I'll—" was as much as I had
to shout.

He uttered a broken cry of relief, put
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up his hands and came trotting back, call-
ing my name thankfully.

“Driscoll?” I said. “How the hell—
where did you come from?”

“After you left me, I was just coming
out when I saw a man and a woman
carrying you down the street. I didn’t see
where they took you but I saw them com-
ing back. They went into my place. I wait-
ed across the street. I was afraid they’d
done something to you—that I was back
on my own again—without help. I fol-
lowed them up to the Carls-Rite and they
parked out in front. I got close enough
to hear them mention this place—this
eye-factory.

“After a while, the woman went in,
then she ran out and got in the car. I
lost her. Then I thought of here, but I
had to go and borry a gun—"

“I know the rest,” 1 said.
thing’s jake.”

“But that man and woman—they may
be coming here!”

“They won’t be,” I assured. “They’re
all washed up. Listen. Go out and find a

“Every-

phone! Call this number—" 1 gave him
my lawyer’s number. “Tell him to get
over here as fast as his pins will move
him. Then, wait fifteen minutes and call
the cops and tell them the same. And—
don’t forget to come back. Banding’s
money is upstairs.”

I dampened his enthusiasm. “We’ve
got it all right, but I doubt if we can keep
it. What we’ll do is—TI'll put in a claim
for it, by right of possession. I don’t
have to say where it came from. Then, if
nobody else puts in a counterclaim, the
court will have to give it to me, in which
case you get half. That’s a faint hope,
however. The insurance dicks will sure
as hell get their noses on it. In which
case we'll get ten percent for recovered
loot. We won’t go penniless in either
event. And—I've got enough story and
one witness to clear us both of the charges
over us.”

I was right. The insurance company
got the bulk of the dough. Still, I made
more than on any case in my life—nearly
twelve thousand dollars. Easy money.
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ON THE FENCFE

E'VE always been ready to go
halfway—or even farther—with

you critical DIME DETECTIVE

readers, and admit there are two sides to
every question and a possible happy me-
dium lurking somewhere between.

However, this is the first time we've
ever encountered as many as four separate
and distinct points of view about some-
thing that had never occurred to us as be-
ing particularly meaty material for con-
troversy in the first place.

It’s the cross-word puzzle feature,
Cross Roads of Crime, we're referring to,
and the cross words you readers have been
hurling at us about it, along with the
pleasant.

Here’s a sample of the latter brand,
picked at random from the file. It came
on the back of a post card mailed in
Northampton, Mass.

I think Cross Roads of Crime is a
mighty interesting feature and hope you
make it regular. It's about time DIME
DETECTIVE started something like that.
The men whose pictures are run are inter-
esting to read about in the little sketches
that go with the answers.

Well, that didn’t sound so bad. We con-
fess that our own ideas ran along similar
lines. But the following—that was some-
thing else again,

Why don’t you stop wasting two whole
pages every issue with cross word puzzles
that might just as well be used for making
the stories longer? Anybody who wants to
do puzzles ought to do them in the news-

papers instead of hunting for them in a
detective story magazine.

That landed on us from Boston. Not
so far from Northampton as the crow
flies but as far apart as the poles in point
of view, from the opinion expressed on
the post card. There didn’t even seem to
be much use in hunting for the happy
medium there. And then this came along
—from the middle-west, just for variety’s
sake. Muncie, Ind., to be exact.

The puzzles are all right—or rather the
idea of running them is—but they’re too
easy. Give us something really hard to get
our teeth in. Cryptograms, for instance.

And then this, from the west-coast.
Walla Walla, Wash., believe it or net.

I'm a guy who can take a cross word
puzzie or leave it alone. And I don’t mind
telling you that when they come as difficult
as the ones you've been handing out twice a
month I usually leave 'em and turn to some-
thing simple like‘the editor’s page—

Can we take it! And do we have to?
TFhat last had all the earmarks of a nasty
crack. So do you wonder we're straddling
the fence until we get a few more reac-
tions on this puzzle question? Apparently
verdicts range all the way from good to
lousy, with the luke-warm, take-’em-or-
leave-’em boys following along behind.
And if there’s anything we hate it's a
luke-warm criticism. Tell us definitely
where we stand on this puzzle business—
and don’t take all year about it. We want
to get down on one side of the fence or
the other!

e o
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CROSS ROADS
OF CRIME

by
RICHARD HOADLEY TINGLEY

43
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67 65

The pictured man, an Italian, was a famous criminologist, anthropologist, psychiatrist and educator.
y Who was he?
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Cross Roads of Crime 123
ACROSS DOWN
1 The pictured man’s native country E 1 An artificial language
5 The pictured man lectured in this Italian city 2 S8ign of the infinite mode
9 Achieve 3 Jungle beast
10 Mythological Greek maiden who was trans- 4 Distant (poetic)
formed into a heifer : 5 Head dress used by Mohammedan dervishes
11 Any one of the Norse gods who lived in Asgard 6 Employed
12 Near 7 Contraction of “ibid”
18 With (prefix) 8 An American humorist and poet
14 The race to which the pictured man belonged 13 First name of the pictured man
16 Human beings 15 The most intelligent
17 Plunge 16 A kind of hair wave
19 Possesses 18 Shakespearean advocate
22 Abserb 19 That man
24 Goddess of erotic poetry 20 Caplital city of the pictured man’s country
26 A king of Judah (2 Chron. 14-1) 21 Nudges
29 Musical drama :2"';’ g::‘tm;ot
31 A student of moral depravity 58 Close hye (postic)
34 Shelter 27 Squalid; base
35 Tumors (eld usage) 28 Audibly
36 Contraction of the facial muscles 30 3.1416, mathematically speaking
38 Termination denoting alcohol gg gl t‘tlﬁ:vgu b s ke
40 University city in Italy
42 Metric land measure (variant spelling) g% [’1‘?1?12 %;m&eofbet:ék&l’c‘mre&o?a& thet pictured
43 To freshen man (The)
45 Eliminate 39 Oriental fruit
46 A cavity 41 o :
48 Famous city in Flanders 43 One of the many activities of the pictured
DL: Anyeinl U0 Sk (RRWDICEE ?ﬁf) 44 g]n!y} species of property (common law term)
i km th a non- A
O Yo oA souwlon Workmas 46 The author of “The Wandering Jew
54 Foot sled 49 Assessor
56 Gambling cube 50 Economize unduly i ;
57 A servant of Solomon (Hazra 3-55 57) 51 Man who -laid the first and second trans-
58 Reman emperor of the first century A. D. atlantic cables 2
60 To follow after something (variant) 52 An interpreter of the ancient Hebraic Law
e 50 Pavanie
63 The fourth priest (Chronicles I 24-28) A .
65 The pictured man studied to check this dis- gg ggﬂi’;:‘ gl(tgrilfxlmum in geometry
ease 62 River in Switzerland
67 Seed of a species of iris used as a medicine 64 Ancient Babylonian city, now called “Hit”
68 On the back 66 Behold!
ILLIAM J. BURNS, advocate of [D[Z|P|E|w MNAEEE
i “ o I 3 f ]
{crime :gyste?;sse:lvz bl:rr:h ien S](;l;ttli‘r):o; et/ ] Waode ILTOIE A
» e T O L
October 19, 1861. In 1889, Burns - ALt BURNS [SITIEIEIL
joined the Secret Service. He established |£] [L TIAIOBHT
headquarters in St. Louis and opened a |CIMEIN|/ [BEHE M|/ |REM|/
drive against counterfeiters. He first |71 A|oBHAlILIAIRI/ [CBE DI/ (M
i i i rominence, in - :
achieved international pro ce, T~clo M ElR MELRTT TVo
1896, when he broke up a ring of 7
Costa Rican counterfeiters; following [Y|A|T|S DIo|BIERHE|V [E|R
this success with the apprehension of |£|G|OEHA M| ERSH B /|\RI|E
similar gangs in New York City and ElBloINEBEIATTEBH Al DS
Philadelphia. In 1903, Burns resigned OB EIRI T Ts 1 TV IRIE %
his government post to investigate land ST =tote
fraud cases in Oregon, Washington and < MlUBBlJ|E || PO
California where he managed to impli- |/|S AlE|IR|AlT]/ o~ O|H
cate several federal, state and city offi- [7|Ale N AlD[F v ElvIielv

cials. Together with his son, the late
George E. Burns, he established the
internationally famous Burns National
Detective Agency in 1909. The follow-
ing year, Burns linked the McNamara
gang to the dynamiting of the Los An-
geles Times. That was to be his greatest
coup. In 1921, Mr. Burns was made
Director of the Bureau of Investigation
of the U. S. Department of Justice; a

Last Issue’s Puzzle

post which he resigned in 1924. He fig-
ured in the Teapot Dome oil scandal
when he was sentenced to fifteen days in
jail for jury-shadowing. However, the
Supreme Court found him not guilty of
an overt act. Willlam J. Burns died
April 14, 1932,



READY for the RACKETS

By
S. Theodore Granik

Assistant District Attorney of New York County
As Told to John Gunn

“WATCH OUT FOR THESE RACKETS!”
SAYS THE DISTRICT ATTORNEY’S OFFICE

R Lot,

s and

indlers of all sorts are lying in wait for you, eager to rob or cheat
you of your hard-earned cash. All you need, in order to thwart them, is a knewledge
of their schemes, so that you may guard against them. Motivated solely by a desire
to be of service to the public, S. Theodore Granik, Assistant District Attorney of New
York County and nationally known director of the WOR Sunday Forum, is making
public the following information taken from his files, only the names of the criminals
and their victims being changed. Mr. Granik is contributing this series purely from
humanitarian motives; he has refused to accept compensation for them.

S.
THE RADIO SCHOOL RACKET

" WAVE you ever opened your morn-
H ing newspaper and come across an
advertisement which read some-

thing like the following?

RADIO ENTERTAINERS WANTED.
Experience unnecessary. Audition {free.
Apply at 1962 West —— Street.

If so, you have seen the bait in one of
the most recent and contemptible rackets
in operation today. The swindlers who
insert such advertisements are out to take
a few dollars from earnest, hopeful
youngsters, who can ill afford to spend the
money, giving them in return nothing but
broken hearts and faded dreams.

Such an ad, we will assume, has ap-
peared in the New York Morning Bugle.
Thousands of people read it. Among
them is Bill Rizzo, whose daughter,
Maria, sings in school, in the church choir,
and at little, informal gatherings at home.

Maria, a girl of about fifteen or sixteen,
is a pretty child, and her voice, though
pleasing, is in no way exceptional. But
you could never convince Bill or his wife,
Angela, that Maria is not the equal of al-
most any opera star.

Having read the ad, Bill looks up from
the paper and says: “Hey, Angela. Here’s
124

a good chance for Maria. Some of those
radio singers make big money. Why don’t
you take her over there tomorrow ?”’

Angela agrees that it is a good idea, so
the next morning she and Maria put on
their best clothes and go to the address
given. There they are ushered into a fairly
well furnished office, in one corner of
which stands a microphone.

“Yes,” says Mr. Blank, the man be-
hind the big mahogany desk, “I inserted
the ad. But before we go any further, I
think I had better give your daughter a
microphone test. It will, of course, cost
you nothing. Please stand at the micro-
phone, Miss Rizzo, and sing any song you
prefer. I will go into the other room and
listen.”

Blank leaves the room and Maria sings.
Maybe the microphone is connected—
more than likely it is not. Whether he
bothers to listen to her or not, his ap-
proach is the same, when he returns to the
room in a minute or so.

“You have a very pleasing voice, Miss
Rizzo,” says Mr. Blank, “but you have
never sung through a microphone before,
have you?”

“No, she hasn’t,” Mrs. Rizzo answers,
“but your ad said that no experience was
necessary.”
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“That is true, madam. However, some
people have a natural aptitude for radio
singing, while others, though they may
have even better voices, are not that for-
tunate. Your daughter is in the latter
class. Now, don’t be discouraged, Mrs.
Rizzo. I can positively guarantee that,
with a few lessons, your daughter will
have a professional engagement on the
radio. And you know how much money

the featured singers make on the air, don’t ?

you?”

“Yes,” says Mrs. Rizzo, “but will you
put it in writing?” Mrs. Rizzo, as you
see, is not the most trusting of women,
and she demands some proof. But Mr.
Blank is an artful swindler; he is per-
fectly willing to give it to her—and still
cheat her, He agrees to give her a written
promise.

“And how tuch will the lessons cost ?”
asks Mrs. Rizzo.

Blank looks at her carefully. Mrs.
Rizzo is not badly dressed, and neither is
her daughter. But they do not seem to be
rich people. Mr. Blank considers well
and then names his price. It is the most
he thinks they will pay, but still low
enough not to scare them away. He tells
them that it is a special rate, and makes
them promise not to tell anyone. He ex-
acts this promise because each of his
students pays a different price—the most
he thinks he can get—and he does not
want them to find out that they are paying
more than others.

Then he signs a contract with Mrs.
Rizzo. He guarantees that Maria will “be
paid as an entertainer in a commercial
program to be broadcast over a recognized
radio broadcasting station after she has

completed a course of ten lessons in micro-

phone technique.”

The price of the lessons is stipulated,
as is his agent’s commission, usually five,
ten or fifteen percent.

With this positive assurance of a radio

career, the Rizzos depart happily. Maria
goes to the school for her lessons regu-
larly.

Eventually she finishes her course of
training. She has been taught how to
stand, and how to hold her head and how
to pitch her voice. Maybe she has been
taught correctly—maybe not. Mr. Blank
may know nothing whatever of radio
technique.

When, a few weeks after she has com-
pleted her training, no commercial pro-
gram is forthcoming, Mrs. Rizzo goes to
Mr. Blank’s office and proceeds to raise
the roof. Blank points out that the con-
tract does not state how long after the
course has been completed her opportunity
will arrive. He explains that he, too, is
eager, for he wants to earn his agent’s
commission.

However, Mrs. Rizzo persists. When
enough students are complaining, Mr.
Blank lives up to his guarantee. Maria and
some eight or ten other students receive
word that they are to appear in a spon-
sored program over a small local broad-
casting station.

Mr. Blank goes to this station and buys
fifteen minutes of time on the air, at a
cost somewhere between ten and twenty-
five dollars. He puts his group of students
on the air and gives them two to five
dollars each—money that they have paid
him. And his part of the contract has
been fulfilled.” He has collected from $500
to $1000 from these ten students and has
spent $50 to $75 in satisfying them.

Still he is not satisfied. After the pro-
gram is over, he takes each one aside and
says: “A manufacturer just called up. He
heard you and is interested. He wants to
see your photograph. Here’s a card; go
to this address and get some pictures
taken—and I’ll have a good chance of sell-
ing your services.”

Maria goes there and is charged an ex-
cessive price for the pictures. Mr. Blank



126

Dime Detective Magazine

tells her he will let her know as soon as
he has some word for her. And that’s
the last she ever hears of the whole thing.

Of course there are some reliable radio
schools—but they seldom give any guar-
antees. The more modest their claims,

the more legitimate the schools.

We have had several complaints about
these fake radio schools and District At-
torney Dodge has been successful in driv-
ing many of them out of business, as well
as putting some of the operators in jail.

District Attorney of New York County.

IN THE NEXT ISSUE— The Free Suit Racket, as told by S. Theodore Granik, Assistant

And in the meantime—if you yourself have been the victim of some ingenious racket;
if some plausible swindler has managed to part you from your hard-earned savings—
write to the “Racket Editor” of this magazine, explaining in detail the methods of
operation of the swindle by which you have been bilked. He will be more than pleased
to publicize your experience in these pages—withholding your name, of course—as
a warning to possible future victims; or see that the proper authorities are informed
of them so that they may be on the lookout for the gyp-artists’ tactics and procedure.

THE GREEN GHOUL

A Smashing “Oke” Oakley Horror Mystery Laid
in Hollywood, by
FREDERICK C. DAVIS

THE SCAR CLUE

A Morton & McGarvey Story, by
DONALD BARR CHIDSEY

Neovelettes by Fred MacIsaac, Hugh B. Cave, and
other thrilling detective stories, all in the June 15

eTECTIVE

MAGAZINE

On Sale May 31

THE KNIFE

A Novelette of a Hell Ship and Two Hard Boiled
Sailors, by

ROBERT CARSE

JIM JEFFRIES AND DUMB JULIUS

A Novelette of a Tailor’s Apprentice Who Fol-
lowed a Champion on the Path to Glory, by

EDDY ORCUTT

A NEW SERIAL of the Spanish Main
THE SCORPION

By
COL. GEO. B. RODNEY
And Other Stories in the June 1

@

On Sale May 15
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TWO EERIE FEATURE-LENGTH NOVELS

SATAN’S MISTRESS
By Hugh B. Cave

THEY THIRST BY NIGHT
By Wyatt Blassingame
GRIPPING, MYSTERY-TERROR NOVELETTES
WHITE LADY OF HELL
By Chandler H. Whipple
HER SPIRIT LOVER
By Paul Ernst
SHORT, WEIRD MASTERPIECES BY

John H. Knox Arthur J. Burks
Ray Cummings

“The Weirdest Stories Ever Told!”
OUT NOW!
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Help Kidneys

Don’t Take Drastic Drugs
Your Kidneys contain 9 million tiny tubes or filters
which may be endangered by neglect or drastic, irritating
drugs, Be careful. If functional Kidney or Bladder dis-
orders make you suffer from Getting Up Nights, Nervous-
ness, Loss of Pep, Leg Pains, Rheumatic Pains, Dizal-
ness, Circles Under Eyes, Neuralgia, Acidity, Burning,
Smarting or Itching, you don’t need to e chances. All
druggists now have the most modern advanced treatment
for these troubles—a Doctor’s prescription called Cystex
(sta—Tex) Works fast—safe and sure. In 48 hours it
ust bring new vitality and is guaranteed to make you
1eel 10 years younger in one week or money back on re-
turn of empty package. costs only 3c a dose at

druggists and the guarantee protects you.

GET ACQUAINTED CLUB

Established Reliable Members everywhere (Many Wealthy)
If onely. write for sealed particulars
P. 0. BOX 1251 ENVER, COLORADO

For Old Gold Jewelry and Bridgework. Thers
is money lying around in your old trunks and
bureau drawers if you will only take action.
Send us your old jewelry for free appraisal. If our price
not_satisfactory to you we return it,
1617 FIFTH AVE.,

AMER!CAN GOLD SCRAP CO.,
PITTSBURGH, PA.

Government License No. P-13-2743
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ARTLEE B.EMEDY CO., Dept, 84, Box 1314, Chicago

BE A DETECTIVE

home or travel. Experience unnecessary.
DETEOTIVE Particulars FREE. Write NOW to
GEORGE P. G. WAGNER, 2640 Broadway, N. Y.

LONELY?
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Why Pay High Prices for Tires?
Save money on all standard brands, recon-
structed by the special Adamite scientific process.
Adams tires are fully guaranteed to give best of
service under severest road conditions for 12 full
months and are backed by the vast financial
resources of this well-known company. Now is
the time to buy, before prices advance.

CORD TIRES
_BALLOON TIRES . Tite . - Tube
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Most Sensational Offer

In

Here are the 5 books you've always wanted to buy— packed with life,
love, romance, heart-throbs, and passion. The 5 books acclaimed by critics
everywhere...so sensational in theme the public made them “best sellers”
overnight at $2 and $2.50 each. Now you get all five for only 98¢ (plus
postage). Truly, the book opportunity of a. lifetime! Don’t delay!

HMAXWELL
SODEMHEI M

GEORGIE MAY.

What happens to girls who live in the glamorous
“segregated” districts of a big city? What hap-
pens to men who thirst for these haunts of wine,
women and song? Read Maxwell Bodenheim's
sensational and daring expose of the life and
loves of a street-walker ... of lurid passions in
gin-soaked hell-dives. An over-night sensation
in its original $2 edition, and banned in many
cities, "Georgie May" will be your most thrilling
contact with a life of which you know so little!
Uncensored—not a single word left out. (63,000
words.)

PRIVATE SECRETARY . et

Big business men “on the make”—the “inside” of
what really goes on behind the frosted glass
doors of the boss’s office. High drama, intrigue,
and romance in this exciting story of a modern
girl who knew what she wanted—yet stopped for
love. Against the exciting background of a
modern business office, with Its rush and clatter,
is unfolded the drama of “Private Secretary.”
Whom does she choose—=big business executive,
play boy, or ???? Now you can read the exciting
answer in this frank bogk that was originally
published at $2.50, Complete and unexpurgated
(94,000 words).

DESERT OF LOVE.

Only a great French author could write so pene-
trating a novel of passion ... of a dissolute father
who tries to dissuade his son from following in
his footsteps—only to find the apple no sounder
than the core—when they both become enmeshed
with the same cocotte. From the sin palaces of
M ontmartre to the silken boudoirs of the Champs
de Elysee, you follow the profligate path of
their numerous affairs. Shocking in its revela-
tions! Originally published in Paris under the
title “Le Desert de I'’Amour,” and sold in this
country at $2.50, it comes to you faithfully trans-
lated and exact/y as originally written. (53,000
words.)

FRANCOIS
MAURIAC

FIVE FULL LENGTH NOVELS—N

The breath-taking novel of five sisters who
break the shackles of convention and restraint
to fulfill their romantic destinies on the Riviera!
Fierce in their devotions and antagonisms, tor-
tured by jealousy, their adventures in love makes
this one of the most enthralling books you have
ever read! No wonder its daring revelations
shocked London, as well as America. Every word
just as originally published in its $2.50 edition.
(56,000 words.)
P,

SHOW GlRl'nmr

The spicy story of Dixie Dugan—"the hottest
little wench that ever shook a scanty at a tired
business man.” Written by the man who knows
every bright light and dark corner on Broadway.
Harry Hansen, one of America’s leading critics,
sums this book up when he says: “I'm going to
call it a "Wow' and let it go at that.” At $2 “Show
Girl” sold like “hot cakes”—no wonder we rave
about our ability to include it in this greatest of
book bargain offers! (51,000 words.)

1: Each of these $ novels was orig-
inally published at #2 or more.

2.Ench of these $ novels was &
best-seller.”

3. Each of these books s complete,
uncensored, and separately
bound.

4.1f you are not delighted, you may
return the books within 3 days
and your money will be refunded

A

ONLY

Publishing History!

| COMPLETE...
UNCENSORED

- Thousands gladly paid $2 and $2.50 for
- sach of these best sellers In their orig
“ inal form. Now wa have reprinted all
five novels in separats special bindinge
Printed on 644 by 9% inch pages in clear,
legible type—all five books for only 98c

Act today! ... Supply ie imited!]

WORTH OF "BEST SELLERS

9 ¢

HOW CAN WE DO IT?

That's the first question people ask when they see
these five novels—in five separate and attractive bind-
ings — handsomely printed on 634 by 914 inch pages, in
full size, clear legible type. '

Mass production is the answer ! Where others print in
the thousands we print in the millions. Where other
publishers lose fortunes on “unknowns” we print only
those books which the public has already made suc-
cesses at much higher prices, Under this daring new
plan you can't lose!

YOU TAKE NO CHANCES!

When you buy novels that were 5o sensational in theme that they
became “‘best sellers” over-night at $2 and $2.50 each—and now get
all five books for only 98¢, you take no chances; for you're buying
proved successes! And when you have the privilege of retuming
the books within 3 days and getting your money back, you're not
risking one penny! Because this offer is so revolutionary, we ex-
pect the demand to quickly exhaust the supply. That's why we sug-
gest—to avoid delay —act today! SBend no money — just the coupon|

SEND NO MONEY WITH COUPON

A e e o YRR e e St TEE S S SR BESE  S——

GOLD MIEDAL BOOKS, INC., Department 31
913 Breadway, New Yerk Clty

Please send me the five best selling, separately bound novels, de-
scribed in this announcement. When the package arrives, 1 will pay
the postman 98¢ plus a few cents postage. If | am not satisfied, the
books are to be returned within 3 days and my money refunded]

HﬁHE“'"""l‘*'-lll--ui‘f“"l"|l'Fillf‘f-’lil!lill asdan sndiaddan s ™86 ganagndandsrabdasjfessad
AnDREss"’"“."'".".“l'*'-l-i-"“ii‘l-l-!li}‘!ll-il--i-iI-IllI‘-r-l-l-i!!-l-li-iliil.lIiili'i.i'ij*bill
CITY'*“"*'l“""‘i‘il'|""""l"'i!'l"‘ll-ljl“‘l‘l‘"“*'lllliiIBTﬁTE JJJJJJ "L TRy SN NI EERNED Y

NOTE—If you think you may be out when the postman calls, simaply
enclose §1 with this coupon and we will pay all delivery charges.
(Orders outside of U. 8.—$1.50 in advance)
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OT A WORD LEFT OUT!
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Now Only
5297 -
$2.88 a month

6 CERTIFIED GENUINE DIAMONDS

Forty years of service to the people

of Americal And to-da —~“AMER

" A _ ;(A.-zh ; '}‘wa E"}Q%]Sltﬁ]ﬁ Iﬁatchedd ICA'S LARGEST MAEL ORDER
daa P etrothal rings of beautifully han - .
- 95 sengraved and pierced 14K Solid CREDIT JEWELERS We re cele
LEma e - White tGﬂ]d, frnr less 1;1113,11I gﬂu'd brcmng ihlS AHHIVGFSGW Wlfh new,
8 ;5 [ c E] ] r ﬂn ne s
. 52_10 eSS i tgeﬂu!i;;; Alsnds Incthe oo oeautiful, more sensational values
KA1 .. . Smart brand new nrgatmn | ggnglﬁgl;g{agélngdsﬂ?!? 3, hened than ever in exqmsne jewelry
§ Ciammemee ) SSRGL VAR | Do ean e el
At an amazingly, low peicel ety % "Tigq ﬁzﬁﬁeg d?fnﬂ;irmg i a2 always assured ofc:d! three at Royal.
: 3 :E - o s ;
3apecally coleded casiibegpeiing M S5gD 0 ONLY A FEW CENTS A DAY

IN 10 EASY PAYMENTS

B L o e Yt _ During this Anniversary Jubalae, we make
AT e i ..ﬁ omm——_—, . = = = "M i possibie for every adult in America to
sof oSl Al AR ikl o | # own fine jewelry. Just send us only $1.00
and fell us your selection. Mention IN

"""';..'.u;;;" 2t : STRICT CC}NFIDENCE a few facts about

Yellow Gold.) Only $2.10 a. mogg

T r H prmm—— , yourself. Age, occupation, eic., (if possible
e : . . diE X S “ mention 1 or 2 business references). No
W = K Tl g oA(a; direct inquiries will be made. No embar-
2 ’% B B | 7. =275 = 1§ rassment. No C, O, D, to pay on armival.
Gl , =i o . We ship promptly, all charges prepaid for
‘f‘? e $1. 83 n Month B e e S T TEN DAYS FREE TRIAL

" £ ; GENUINE DIAMONDS & If you can surpass these Anniversary Values

‘e Kﬁ-ﬁ . + .. Featuring 7 expertly
@t inatched, ﬁeﬂh genuine diamonds in
- % %iedding ring of stunning beauty.
. TN dlegantly hand engraved, 14K Solid

anywhere, return your selection and WE

WILL PROMPTLY REFUND YOUR ENTIRE
DEPOSIT. If fully satisfied after trial period,

pay only a few cents a day in 10 EASY
sl 975 MONTHLY PAYMENTS.

WRITTEN GUARANTEE
WITH EVERY ARTICLE

Every ring, every waich is sold with Royal’s

Sensational Wrist Watch Value!
SET WITH

yﬂur choice. A very special JUBI1- }
¥ LEE VALUE at $19.75. Only $1.88 GENUINE DIAMONDS
-"‘ﬂ;_,mmﬂ Only $1.87 a Month

KA-6...Oneof the greatest wrist watch values
of our entire career! Latest style, dainty

e
R
*-r

- Baguette effect ladies wrist watgh " guaranteed wriften guarantee, backed by our 40 year
accurate and dependable timekeeper. Set with reputation for fair and square dealings.
2 GENUINE DIAMONDS. Complete with Join in our Anniversary celebrationi Send
matched link bracelet and handsome gift box. vour order TO-DAY!

Only $1.87 a month.

5 DIAMONDS

DE LUXE JUBILEE VALUE
. $2.87 a Month
. KA-3 ... A most beautiful and popu-

. lar, square prong engagement ring of

= 4K Solid White Gold set with a

g _-'ﬁrtlﬂed genuine blue-white center
39475 Q

‘Miss cAmerica’

alamond of unusual brilliance and
BULOVA BAGUETTE N

NEW MODEL ELGIN $1.87 a month

matched flerv diamonds on

%E%BEII%EE K "‘#Af‘é%”r?lgi? KA-8 . .. The nationally famous ELGIN in
329 75 82 87 G’Hiﬂ? y a handsomely designed new, step-effect
am 2 GENUINE DIAMONDS whhlxte case: uttﬁi: fimth a guaranteed depend-
able 7 Jewei ELGIN movement. Sturdy link

Only $1.87 a month hracelet to match. Only $1.87 a month.

KA-7 . ~ Gentlemen's dis-
tinctive initial ring of 10K
Solid Yellow Gold set with
 § 4 il NwWTUTo S _ 2 fiery genuine diamonds on
b HTalenh e 11 DA N L the sides and a solid white
ﬁf‘i];{, _,_____"_'.', .'..ﬁ.. £ “-""- ~ | : gold raised initial on genuine

onyx. Specify initial desired.
, Only $2.38 a month

Only $1.87 a month.
KA-4 . .. BULOVA’S most popular, slen-
derized Baguetfe at BULOVA’S lowest
price. Daintily engraved:; guaranteed
_._;BHL(}?,& “radio time'’ movement. Lovely
: t,ubtﬂar brac&let Only 33 38 a month.

> m::a’s l‘.arg&st Maz! ﬂrﬂar Credit Jewelers
— ESTADLISHED 1895 I

free Koue! 4

New 32 page catalog

Featuring hun-
dreds of money
saving specialsin
certified first
quality genuine
diamonds, stand-
ard watches, fine
modern jewelry

BULOVA ‘“AMBASSADOR "

$2.87 a Month

KA-9 ... Onecof the most popular BULOVA
Gent’'s Wrist Watches and only $29.756. Dis-
tinctively designed and engraved rectan-
gular shape case fitted with a 15 JEWEL
B-U-1.-0O-V-A precision movement. Fully

DIAMOND ¢ WAICH CO:

E

la%d Eillvrei{'gire nﬁgired Eg RO&;:-E:; ~ guaranteed to bgWEI litegjin;e S;Eegice. N e;.:'
i . : ibera N PAYMENT PLAN. type ciose-link bracelet. Only $2.87 g month.
dmfI-DEPT. I50"V “ 170 w NYC Adults: Send for your copy to-day. :



	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0001
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0002
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0003
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0004
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0005
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0006
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0007
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0008
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0009
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0010
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0011
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0012
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0013
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0014
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0015
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0016
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0017
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0018
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0019
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0020
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0021
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0022
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0023
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0024
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0025
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0026
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0027
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0028
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0029
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0030
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0031
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0032
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0033
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0034
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0035
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0036
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0037
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0038
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0039
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0040
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0041
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0042
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0043
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0044
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0045
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0046
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0047
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0048
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0049
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0050
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0051
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0052
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0053
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0054
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0055
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0056
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0057
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0058
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0059
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0060
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0061
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0062
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0063
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0064
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0065
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0066
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0067
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0068
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0069
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0070
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0071
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0072
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0073
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0074
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0075
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0076
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0077
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0078
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0079
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0080
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0081
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0082
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0083
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0084
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0085
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0086
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0087
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0088
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0089
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0090
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0091
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0092
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0093
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0094
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0095
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0096
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0097
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0098
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0099
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0100
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0101
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0102
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0103
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0104
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0105
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0106
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0107
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0108
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0109
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0110
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0111
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0112
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0113
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0114
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0115
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0116
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0117
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0118
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0119
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0120
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0121
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0122
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0123
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0124
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0125
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0126
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0127
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0128
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0129
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0130
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0131
	Dime Detective v18 n02 [1935-06-01] 0132

