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1 THOUGHT YOU AND THAT MOM MUST BE BLIND,,
NICE NEW BABS GIRL NEXT T WISH BABS WAS ..

But it DOOR WERE GOINGTO BE / \WISH THESE PIMPLES

N FRIENDS —... WHAT WERE. INVISIBLE !
wasn’t HAPPENED? J7 DONT BE FOOLISH, MOMOL! WISH TD KNOWN )
too late, GUESS TLLTAKE THIS BABS BEFORE -

MAGAZINE UP TO MY Ji

Ben ROOM AND READ! g
found, to :
mend the
trouble

YOUR MOTHER SAIDTO
COME UP-.WELL FOR THE

LUVVA--- ADMIRING YOUR
MAR MISS ]

OH; SHUT UP! T WAS
JUST COUNTING THESE
PIMPLES, BLASTEM!!

DOES SEEMTO BE A LOT OF EM —~

SAY, YOU KNOW MY COUSIN RAY-~ HE

TOOK FLEISCHMANNS YEAST

FOR WIS PIMPLES ~ (o e 1o

WIPED'EM RIGHT 5
Tz oo PHiz | YEAST DIDTHAT:

gEF ’ SAY, LEAD

ME. TO
!

l"i }

BABS, GO0
“THE SCHOOL.

7 - ME NEXT
SATURDAY?

GLADI GOT _,,
RID OF THOSE
PIMPLES!

7 \WHY, T SORT OF HAD
A DATE,
YES, D LOVE To!

Don’t let adolescent pimples
make YOU hide away?

Between the ages 13 and 25, important
glands develop. This causes disturbances
throughout the body. Waste poisons in the
blood irritate the skin, causing pimples.

In treating adolescent pimples, doctors
prescribe Fleischmann’s Yeast. This fresh
yeast clears the blood of skin irritants
that cause pimples. Then the pimples dis-
appear. Eat Fleischmann’s Yeast 3 times
a day, before meals, until skin clears.

_cloaes The shon

by clearing skin irritants
out of the blood

Copyright, 1936, Standard Brands Incorporated



8UT JIM, |
DONT SEE HOW
WE CAN AFFORD
TO MARRY.

GUESS | HAVEN'T A
RIGHT TO ASK A GIRL
LIKE MARY TO MARRY

MARY'S RIGHT, |
REALLY CANT SUPPORT

AN ORDINARY MECHANIC. J¥,

! GUESS I'LL GET THAT
REE BOOK

OH! JIM, IT
WONDERFUL
NOW YOURE
ON THE WAY
TO SUCCESS

YES MARY, AND
THERE'S A RE.
FUTURE FOR
US IN THIS

RADIO FIELD,

HERE®'S PROOF
that my training pays

More Work Than

F)

$3,200 in One Year
“My books show that for
the year 1933 I ran $3,200.
Radio service doesn’t
come too tough for me
pow. You know who
taaght me Radio?—N. R.
1."'—J. P. WILSON, Box
48, Westville, Okla.

Picked Up $1,800 While

Stadying

sop $1,800 while
Itud;‘ng and 1 call that st oasy
dio work did not lnterfaro with

**—OTI8
mﬁumu 146 L lm-dn Ave-
eveland, O.

money—the time | ga

He Can De
‘At timen 1 have more
erage $400
a year in my spare time.

1 can always make a good
living or better in Rndlo

thanks to the
ANGWIN

—GORDON
1815 Barrett Ave., Rich-
ond, Calif.

r J. E. SMITH Premdenf, Depf 6059

THIS IS SWELL FUN,
AND | AM BEGINNING|
TO _MAKE MONEY

8] ON THE SIDE ALREAD'
RADIO SURE IS FULL
OF OPPORTUNITIES

FOR TRAINED MEN.

YOU CERTAINLY *THANKS" YOU
KNOW RADIO. SEE | HAVE
MINE NEVER |\TAKEN N.R.L
SOUNDED BETTER TRAINING

)
.=

0 D& z 0 * /]

JOLD RADIU L

MATL THE COUPON NOW.
the fleld with a future. N. R.
in connection with the f:
Radio equipment. It fits you to go in business for Wm'-

self, service sets, operate on board ships, in broadcasting,

television, aviation, police Radio and many other opportu- 5
nities. FREE book tells how I train you quickly at

home in spare time to be a Radio Expert.

MANY RADIO EXPERTS MAKE $30, $50, $75 A WEEK

Why struggle along in a dull job with low pay apd no future?
Start training now for the live-wire Radio fleld. 1 have
helped many men make more money. Hundreds of success-
ful men now in Radio got their start through N.R.I. training,

MANY. MAKE $5, $10, $15 A WEEK EXTRA
IN SPARE TIME WHILE LEARNING
Hold your job. I'll not only train you in a few hours of
your spare time a week, but the day you enroll I start sending
you Extra Money Job Sheets which quickly show you how
to do Radio repair 1obs common in most every nelghborhood
I give you Radio for and men for
mk‘lng tests that teach you to build and service pnctluuy then any
i ?&"@”#ﬂ A iy b PR

ne e . leellin;

time earni net! u«fmu:vm- of §1, Dooto Sl 500 yearly, land

FIND OUT WHAT RADIO OFFERS

My book has shown hundreds of fellows how to make more
money and win success. It’s FREE to any ambitious fellow
over 15 vears of age. Investigate. Find out what Radio offers
you. Read what my graduates are doing and making, about
my Money Back Agreement, and the many other N. R. 1. features.
the coupon in an envelope, or paste it on a 1c post card TODAY.

J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 6CS9
Natlonal Radm lnstltnte, Wa.shmgton. D. C.
I

Get the facts about Radio—
tnlni]nz m&; you for Sobl
@ an

J. E. SMITH, President
National Radio Institute

National Radio Institute, Washington, D. €.

Dear Mr. Smith: Without obligating me, send your
spare time and full time opportunities in Radio and your 50-50 method of tra!

men at home in spare time to become Radio Experts. (Please Write Plainly.)

book which points out the '

lnlngl

e e T AL T e

ADDRESS ......... cevens ree00000000000000000000scntarasatecetcttctettcastenne
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FATE Led Them to a Living Tomb!

But Edward Eiskamp
and Six Com-
panions Cheated
Death in Under-

ground Maze

Edward Eiskamp who, with six companions,
had this thrilling experience in the Sam'’s Point
caves inthe wilds of the Calskills.

| l S

*Splash .”; . our tiny rock-bound world went black! I had dropped
:our flashlight into a pool of icy water at the very bottom of that
cavern-maze that burrows for miles in every direction under the
Catskills. Without light, here was our
living tomb. In weeks or months or
years someone would find seven skele-

tons in this crypt.

“But the light continued to burn. Up through eight feet of water came
the bright halo of hope. We fished up that flashlight, and those powerful
fresh Eveready Batteries lighted our way back from Eternity.”

EVEREADY BATTERIES

<= ARe FRESH BATTERIES
ONE REASON WHY THEY LAST LONGER

I?O“ this date : You bet. When 2 Of course, anybody can
line really mean batteries dry out 2 date a battery—but. only
anything? on dealers’ shelves, - EVEREADY can really
5 they lose their life guarantee freshness. Take

and power. Only < it from me, Eveready Bat-

fresh batteries are teries sell. 4, 5 and 6 times

long-lived, de- asfast as other makes. They
pendable, 2 don’t go stale on the shelf.
They don't have time to.




FACTORY
TO YOU

NEW REMINGTON NOISELESS
PORTABLE!

Money Back Guarantee
10-Day Free Trial Offer

T LAST! The famous Remington Noiseless
Portable that speaks in a whisper is available
for only 10¢ a day. Here is yeur opportunit_y to
get a real Remington Noiseless Portable direct
from the factery. Equipped with all attachments
that make for complete writing equipment. Stand-
ard keyboard. Automatic ribbon reverse. Variable
Ene spacer and all the conveniences of the finest
portable ever built. PLUS the NOISELESS fea-
ture. Aet now while this special epportunity
bolds good. Sead coupon TODAY for details.

YOU DON’'T RISK A PENNY
We send you the Remington Noiseless Portable
direct from the factory with 10 days FREE trial.
If you are not satisfied, send it back. WE PAY
ALL SHIPPING CHARGES,

® FREE TYPING COURSE

With your new Remi N P le we will send you
—gbsolutely FREE—a 19-page course in typing. It teaches the
Touch System, used by all expert typists. It is simply written
and letely ill d. Instructi dn;.unimplen‘:?,‘g.,
C. Even a child can easily understan method. i
study and the average person, child or adult, becomes fasci-
nated. Follow this course during the 10-Day Tria] Period we
give you with your typewriter and you will why you
ever took the trouble to write letters by hand.

® FREE carrvine casE

Alzo under this new Purchase Plan we will send you FREE with
every Remington Noiseless Portable a special carrying case
sturdily built of 3-ply wood. This handsome ease is covered with
heavy du Pont fabric. The top is removed by one mg.ion. leaving
thmﬁneﬁrmlynwmmmﬂhpakunmymm’e
your Remington anywhere—on knees, in chairs, on trains. Don’t
delay . . .send in the coupon for detailst

SEND COUPON WHILE LOW PRICES HOLD

Remington Rand, Inc., Dept. 193-3
2056 E. 42d Street, New York, N. Y.

Please tell me how I can get a new Remington Noiseless Portable
typewriter, plus FREE Typing Course and carrying case, for only
10c a day. Also send me new illustrated catalogue.

City- Stats
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Ready for the Rackets

A Department

Racketeers and swindlers of all sorts are
| lying in wait for you, eager to rob or cheat
you of your hard-earned cash. All you need
to thwart them, guard against them, is a
foreknowledge of their schemes and methods
of operation. Write in telling us your oun
personal experiences with chiselers and con
men of warious sorts. It is our intention to
publicize—withholding your names, if you
wish—the information you have passed om,
paying $5.00 for every letter used. No let-
ters will be returned unless accompanied by
& stamped, self-addressed envelope, nor can
we enter into correspondence regarding same.
Address all communications to The Racket
Editer—DIME DETECTIVE MAGA-
ZINE, 205 E. 42nd St., N. Y.

Dear Sir:—

Here’s a smooth one. My friend Midge
(not his name but it will serve here) has
a house, a wife, a sixteen year old boy and
a dog. Pal, the dog, is well mannered and
a gentleman on four feet. He wouldn’t
hurt a fly. Two weeks ago a man rang
Midge’s doorbell. Pal was on the lawn,
barking furiously. The man had a stout
cane in his hand, a three cornered tear in
his trouser leg, blood on his leg and ap-
parently deep indignation in his soul. He
claimed to have been walking innocently
by on the sidewalk when without warning,
the dog attacked him. He could secure
witnesses he said. What was Midge going
to do about it? Profuse apologies and
twenty bucks from Midge squared it.

Four days later a business friend of
Midge’s told him a similar story. The two
got together on it and the dog-mauled
man’s description tallied. The thing
smelled and Midge mentioned it at home.

Midge’s boy—a potential Wm. J. Burns
—happened quite by chance, to see Mr.
Dog-bite Victim on the street several days
later. Some high class shadowing—busi-
ness of cane shaking at somebody’s pet
dog until he barked and growled—busi-
ness of doorbell ringing et cetera—a hasty
telephone call to Dad from a drug store
by an excited sixteen-year-old, all fol-
lowed.

Midge got on the ’phone to the police.
Would Mr. Midge appear against the man
to give evidence ? Well—oh all right if ab-
solutely necessary. It was unnecessary.
Complete confession followed arrest.

Yours truly,
R.A.B.



STUDENT NOW
TEACHES AVIATION
**Your Course certainly
has heen of great as-
sistance to me in teach-
ing the boys in my class
the fundamentals of
aeronautics.”” J. C.
H IG, JR., Assist.
Educational Adviser, Co.
391, Camp NP-8-VA,
Roselyn, Va.

I Teach You QUICKLY = at
Home in Your Spare Time

You don’t need to give up your present job—don’t need
to leave home, to get your training in Aviation. I've
made it easy for you. I’ve put my own eighteen years of
experience—five years of instructing in the Navy—all into
my thorough, quickly mastered home study Course.

No Previous Experience Needed

You don’t need a high school education—don’t have to
know anything about planes or engines to learn the
ground work of Aviation with my Course. Everything is
clearly explained—illustrated by hundreds of pictures,
drawings and charts—simple and easy to understand.

You Have Many Types of Jobs
to Choose From

You have over 40 different types of jobs to choose from once you
have the necessary training. You get all the information you need
to pass the Government’s written examination for Mechanic’s or
Pilot’s Licenses, in a few short months. If you want to learn to
fily, I can probably save you more than the cost of my Course at
good airports all over the country.

. _as - -
Aviation is Growing Fast

Don’t wait and let the other fellows get ahead of you. Think about

your own future. Get the FACTS. Mail the coupon_on the right

today—right now—while you’re thinking about it. I'll send you

my big new FREE Book—packed with interesting facts about your

opportunities in Aviation. Do it NOW.

WALTER HINTON, Pres.
Aviation Institute of America, Inc.
31115 Connecticut Avenue, Washington, D. C.

S| AV!

MANY MAKE
$60 $75 A WEEK

Let Me Show You How to Get
Into This Fast Growing Industry

My up-to-date home study Course gives you the ground work you need
to get and keep a real job in this fascinating, fast-growing industry.
Many of my graduates, who didn’t know a thing about Aviation be-
fore they enrolled, are holding down fine jobs right now—in the air
and on the ground. Get the facts about my practical training and
what it has done for others. Mail coupon now.

GCet on

ATION’'S
PAYROLL

Walter Hinton:
trail blazer, pioneer,
explorer, author, in-
structor, AVIATOR.
The first man to pilot
a plane across the At-
lantic, the famous NC-

4, and the first to fly
from North to South

inton is ready

to train -you at home

in your spare time.

Send for his Free Book
ODA

AIRPLANE
FLIGHT

INCLUDED
““Give her the
gunl!” You're off]
As soon as you
eomplete my course,
I arrange a flight
for you at an ac-
credited air fleld.
It doesn’t cost you
a penny. It is my
graduation present
to you.

for my big FREE /
BOOK on AVIATION NOW/'

Walter Hinton, President

Aviation Institute of America, Inc.

1115 Connecticut Avenue, Washington, D. C.
Please send me a Free copy of your book, “Wings of
Oppqrtunity.” I want to know more about my oppor-
tun}tl.es in Aviation, and your tested method of home
training. This request does not obligate me. (Print
clearly please.)
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NOW YOU SHOULD DREPARE for

'ELECTRICITY

m Finance YourITraining!

Lor detalls of easy pay-
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-DIESEL EXPERT a7 nowe |

| procedure is concerned. Like Erle Stanley
{ Gardner and Arthur Train, who were

When Poisons Clog

KIDNEYS
and Irritate Bladder

JUST DO THIS

for Gnld Medal Haarlem Qil Capsules and start
at once to flush kidneys of waste matter satu-
rated with acids and poisons.

That’s the way to brin, about healthy kidney
activity and stop that bladder irritation which
often causes scanty passage with smarting and
burning as well as restless nights.

Remember, the kidneys often need flushin,
as well as the bowels, and some symptoms
kidney weakness are: Gettlng up once or tw1ce
during the night—puffy eyes—crampsinl
backache and moist palms. But be sure an get
GOLD MEDAL Haarlem Oil Capsules—the

) ongmal and genuine—right from Haarlem
in Holland—the price is small (35 eents),
good results will your expectations. ~

EX-COP

isenes past, that we ran a oelumn
mnder the caption Auther’s Cor-
rection, and made a plea to you DIME

éYOUmaywecxH,aceuphmm

| DETECTIVE fans to crash through with

an occasional “reader’s correction” whea
you spotted an error im fact, or some

| glaring improbability, in ene of the yarns

herein. You’ve done mobly to date and

{ we appreciate your imterest as do the

authors on whom your wrath has fallen—
not always correctly aimed wrath we
hasten to add, leaping to the defense of
ourselves and our prize fictioneers—but

{ appreciated nevertheless as an indication

of the properly critical and interested
spirit. In the next issue we’ll let you have
a lock at a couple of the devastating barbs
hurled at us—and also show how the
authors concerned parry them.

Al of which is mere prelude to a few
words about the author of Maiches in
Hell, Mr. Leslie T. White (Inspector
White, to give him his old title) and ene

| author you’re going to have to get up

before daylight to catch in any errors
where police routine or investigative

successful practising lawyers before they
started to write stories with legal twists
to them; like Mary Roberts Rinehart,
who was 2 trained nurse and the wife of
a doctor befare she wrote fiction laid
around hospitals and the medical pre-
fession—Leslie T. White was for years

| a practising detective in the Los Angeles
1 district attorney’s office. He knows his

stuff, knew it thoroughly before he ever
wrote a line of crime fiction, and in his
new series about Todd Naughton, arson
dick, you can be sure you're getting au-
thentic background as well as neat plot

| and exciting action. He’s going to alter-

nate the Naughton stories with more
about Duke Martindel and his criminal-
lawyer wife.

And here’s 3 tip-off. His book—an auto-
biography of his crook-chasing days—
will appear soon. We’ll tip you off as to
publication date when it’s officially an-
nounced. The Editor.



NEW 7-POWERALE YEAST
ADDS 5+l5 LBS. QUICK

Richest imported ale yeast now concentrated 7 times
with three special kinds of iron in pleasant tablets

N AMAZING new “7 - power”
yeast discovery is putting
pounds of solid, normally attrac-
tive flesh on thousands of ‘‘skinny,”
run-down people who never could
seem to gain an ounce before.

Doctors now know that the real
reason why great numbers of peo-
ple find it hard to gain weight is
that they don’t get enough Vita-
min B and iron in their daily
food. Now scientists have dis-
covered that the richest known
source of health-building Vitamin
B is ale yeast. By a new process
the finest imported cultured ale
Yyeast is now concentrated 7 times,
making it 7 times more powerful.
Then it is combined with 3 kinds
of iron in pleasant little tablets
called Ironized Yeast tablets.

If you, too, are one of the many
who need these vital health-build-
ing elements, get these new “7-
power’’ Ironized Yeast tablets from
your druggist at once. Day after
day, as you take them, watch flat
ehest develop and skinny limbs
round out to normal attractive-
ness. Indigestion and constipation
from the same source quickly van-

TODAY

ish, skin clears to natural beauty
—you're an entirely new person.

Results guaranteed

No matter how skinny and run-
down you may be, try this new
‘“T-power’’ Ironized Yeast for just
a few short weeks. If not delighted
with the results of the very first
package, money back instantly.

Only don’t be deceived by the
many cheaply prepared ‘‘Yeast
and Iron’ tablets sold in imita-
tion of Ironized Yeast. These
cheap counterfeits usually contain
only the lowest grade of ordinary
yeast and iron, and cannot pos-
sibly give the same results. Look
for “IY’”’ stamped on each tablet.

Special FREE offer!

To start you building up your
health right away, we make this
absolutely FREE offer. Purchase
a package of Ironized Yeast tab-
lets at once, cut out the seal on
the box and mail it to us with a
clipping of this paragraph. We
will send you a fascinating new
book on health, ‘““New Facts About
Your Body.” Remember, results
guaranteed with the very first
package — or money refunded. At
all druggists. Ironized Yeast Co.,
Inc., Dept. 843, Atlanta, Ga.




MATCHES IN HELL

By Leslie T. White

Author of “Mother of Murder,” eic.




.

S5 fiaaed ot wall of Baiss -

Todd Naunghton, arson dick, knew the old maxim
about the uselessness of matches in Hades. Bus it
wasn't till he tangled with that trio of fire-bugs who were
ringing in three-alarm murders week after week that he real-
ized the old proverb could have a double meaning—uwith a blazing

kick-back at each end.

CHAPTER ONE
Arson Dick
ODD NAUGHTON, hunched in
the lee of the thundering pumper,

A olared at the tottering front wall of
the Bilsky Building. While searchlights

played across the gutted structure, tongues
of flame licked against the night sky and
smoke billowed from the windows to bend
hungrily toward neighboring roofs, mock-
ing the water-wall thrown up by the
blackened fire-fighters.

9



10 Dime Detective Magasine

An ambulance wailed into the night.

In obedience to the hoarse shouts of
battalion chiefs, a dozen nozzles arched as
many streams of water into the inferno,
which returned most of it as steam and
dirty spray. An aerial truck churned up
front, started to rise as screaming sirens
heralded the arrival of another second-
alarm company.

Naughton cursed, and moved back to
the police lines. There was nothing an
arson dick could do until that smoky hell
was conquered—nothing, that is, save
keep his eyes open and his mouth shut.
An ache of frustration came over himj;
this fire would be like the others—incen-
diary—but the evidence would go spiral-
ing up in those coils of brown smoke, his
reputation with it. He glimpsed a white
helmet bearing down on him and braced
himself.

HIEF SLATTERY’S white slicker

was black-streaked ; so was his smoke-
bitten face. His iron-gray mustache was
singed and damp, but there was nothing
smoky about his eyes. They glittered like
buffed globules of case-hardened steel.

“Naughton !”” he spat through blistered
lips. “This is another one! Started like
those other eight—and all within two
months. That’s an average of one a week
in your district!”

The arson dick nodded, glum. Since
Slattery spoke the bitter truth, there was
little he could reply. There was no use
trying to alibi or kid the Old Man; Slat-
tery had been eating smoke since Naugh-
ton was a baby.

L] .
“I've covered every known bug in .

town,” Naughton said between clenched
teeth. “It’s outside talent. I'm doing my
best . . . ” His words trailed off in the
noisy confusion as Number 11 Company
began laying out their lines.

A hbattalion chief bellowed for the Old
Man. Slattery flung him an answer over

his shoulder, swung back on Naughton.

“You're hest isn’t good enough! I've
sent two of my boys to the hospital to-
night—that makes nine since this damn
series began. By God, Naughton, I don’t
mean to lose any more! Either turn in
the bugs responsible for these fires, or
turn in your badge! This is your last
fire. Naughton—one more, an’ s’ help me,
you're through!”

His eyes flamed emphasis to his words.
Then he turned abruptly and tramped
over the maze of hose checkering the
ground.

Naughton didn’t blame the Old Man;
it was only too true about the eight fires.
Within the short space of two months they
had destroyed well over a million dollars’
worth of property and—what worried
Slattery more than any financial losses—
had seriously injured a number of fire-
men. The conflagrations had all been in-
cendiary, deliberate arson. Naughton’s
job, on the arson squad, was to find out
how the fires were started, by whom, and
to get enough evidence to convict those
guilty.

That was the rub—evidence. In a mur-
der case, a dick can search the theater
of the crime. He may find the lethal wea-
pon to trace; he’s pretty certain to find
something. Robbery is much the same—
fingerprints, entry marks, or perhaps a
trace of the loot. But in arson, if the bug
knows his business—and Naughton had
to admit these arsonists certainly were
adept—the fire itself is the confederate
that covers, or wipes out entirely, all
evidence.

It was no trick to learn that these fires
were incendiary in origin; they were
much too perfect to be anything else. The
timing—the theater-hour when the streets
were flooded with traffic to hold up the
departmental apparatus ; the too-casual ar-
rangement of draughts that gave the
flames a quick impetus; and always the
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- mir-tight alibis of tenants or owners who
stood to gain.

No, it was no trick to know the jobs
were arson. It was the how and by whom
that stumped Naughton. The insurance
companies were making their own inves-
tigations and woicing ugly rumors about
collusion. The fire department blistered
under the criticism and looked to the
arson squad for its defense. So Slattery,
when Nzighten couldn’t get results, had
issued his ulimatum—"“Turn in the bugs

. . or tura in your badge!”

A disturbance along the police lines
caught Naughton’s attention. He saw a
short, fat man break free of the restrain-
ing officer and charge, wailing, toward the
blazing building. His crazy rush, however,
terminated in the arms of a smoke-black-
ened ladderman who all but heaved his
hysterical catch into the ready grasp of
the pursuing policeman. Despite the
squawls and gesticulations of the fat man,
the cop propelled him back to the roped-
off safety zone.

Naughton scowled, went over. He rec-
ognized the dumpy figure as Max Bilsky
who leased the upper four stories of the
six-storied building bearing his name. Bil-
sky operated a suit-manufacturing plant.
His blatant, gold-lettered sign that read
The Home of Klassy Klothes had fallen
before the second alarm went out.

AS the arson dick came up, Bilsky was
frantically shrieking his identity to

the unsympathetic cop. The excited manu-
facturer spotted Naughton, whom he
knew by sight, and clawed at him. ““Tell
him—the gonif!” he shrilled. “Tell him
he’s gotta let me by ! This is my business,
ain’t it?”

“Was a business,”
unimpressed.

Bilsky wiped sweat from his moon-
face. “I'm ruined, ruined!” he wailed.

The cop exchanged glances with

the cop corrected,

Naughton. “Yeah?” he breathed cynical-
1y.

Naughton squirmed from the clutch of
the menufacturer. “There’s nothing you
could do in there now, man. Why the roof
went down nearly half an hour ago!
You're covered by insurance, aren’t you?”’

Bilsky emitted a strangled sob. “Maybe
in part,” he groaned. “I got some coverage
with Transcontinental Fire. But I had a
lot of stuff in there what wasn’t protected.

I’ll lose my trade . .. 0i!”’

“Just hear about it ? 7 Naughton queried.

Bilsky took his hat off te wipe the
sweat-band with a grimy handkerchief.
The glow of the fire found a scarlet
mirror in his bald pate. “Sure I just
heard! Me, I got dinner with my alder-
man and seats for a show. My wife she
call the box-office and say, ‘Maxie, Maxie,
we are ruined ... I'”

The cop looked at Naughton, and a
sardonic grin toyed with the corner of
his mouth; he was a veteran of this sort
of thing and knew an iron-bound alibi
when he heard one.

So did Todd Naughton. If Bilsky was
with his alderman, the arson dick would
have to look elsewhere for his evidence.
He murmured a word of sympathy—it
had a sour note, however—to Bilsky, and
melted into the crowd. He elbowed his
way threugh and circled over to the south
corner where the police had a sort of im-
provised field-headquarters.

A hand touched his arm, held him. He
turned to face a girl, and the man with
her, “Todd ! I've been watching for you—
knew you must be somewhere on the
ground. Oh, it’s terrible, isn’t it?”

Clare MacGilray came of a smoke-
eating family ; there was no morbid fasci-
nation for flame and sooty smoke in her.

Naughton nodded glumly. “It’s pretty
bad,” he admitted. “Slattery tells me two
of the boys were hurt. He didn’t say
who.”
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The man who stood beside the girl
answered. “Knuteson of Number Seven
was struck on the shoulder when the sign
fell. The other one was Torrence. You
knew him, didn’t you?”

Naughton winced. “Young Torrence of
Number Nine? Lord, yes! Hurt bad,
Rolph?”

“I'm afraid so. Caught inside. Chest,
I heard, Isn’t expected to come out of it,
poor devil.”

Naughton’s mouth tightened. “You'd
better take Clare and swing over to the
other side,” he suggested grimly. “If that
wall goes, the mob may stampede this
way.”

Rolph nodded. “I had the same thought.
Perhaps we’d better shift now, Clare.”
He put his palm under the girl’s elbow
but she pulled free and grabbed Naughton
by the arm.

“Todd, have you seen Keith?” Keith
was Clare’s younger brother.

Naughton frowned. “No, is he here?”

“Somebody said they saw him around.
He worries me sick the way he prowls
around these fires. I'm so afraid—"

“I’ll keep my eye peeled, Clare. Now,
don’t you worry—" He stopped as he
heard his name called. Turning, he saw a
soot-streaked driver barging through the
police lines. “Here, Clancy!” he shouted
to guide the fireman,

The driver lumbered over. He was
tired, and showed it. His rubber slicker
was torn and his boots slopped on the wet
. pavement. The scarlet number on his hel-
met was bent double and his eyes were
smoky and bloodshot.

“The Old Man’s combin’ the lines for
you,” he rasped harshly. “Get over to St.
Barnabas hospital. Torrence has come to.
He’s askin’ for you. He found somethin’
in there”—he gestured toward the gutted
structure—“before he got jammed. For
God’s sake step on it! He’s . .. dyin’!” He

sobbed out the last word and swung
sharply away.

AUGHTON swore. As he turned

back to the girl, they heard the hoarse
shouts of police officers trying to force
the safety lines back. A strange rumbling
came from the doomed building. Flame
danced more madly above the tottering
front wall. »

“Get back, Clare!” Naughtou growled.
“Rolph, take her back of the lines. You
can see just as much from there and this
wall is about ready to collapse. They're
calling off the boys from this side.”

“But Keith—" began the girl.

Naughton waved her away. “I’ll have
the boys watch out for him. Now you
two got to get out of here.”

Rolph gently forced the girl back into
the crowd as Naughton swiveled and el-
bowed his way over to a cluster of head-
quarters men. He cursed young Keith;
the damned kid wanted to be a smoke-
eater like his father had been before him,
but he was only seventeen and too puny
for the hard training involved. But he
was Claire’s brother and old Duncan Mac-
Gilray’s son—and that meant a whole lot
to Todd Naughton.

He located the lieutenant in charge of
the uniformed coppers and asked him, as
a personal favor, to have the boys try to
spot young MacGilray and keep him be-
yond the lines.

“That damn youngster hasn’t missed a
blaze since he could walk,” grumbled the
lieutenant. “O. K., Todd, we’ll ride herd
on him.”

Naughton had lost precious minutes in
seeking the lieutenant, but now, having
fulfilled his promise to Clare, he roughly
shouldered his way through the gaping
throng. As he neared the outskirts of the
crowd, he heard the audible gasp from a
thousand throats. He paused. Over the
clamor came the harsh, half-scream of
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old Slattery . . . answering shouts . . .
the measured thunder of the big pumper’s
mechanical heart . . . then a weird mo-
ment of calm during which brown smoke
billowed skyward . . . and the rear of the
crumbling wall.

Even Naughton was gripped by the
scene. A hoarse bellow went up from the
erowd, fused with the thunder of erash-
ing masonry and the screaming orders
of the battalion chiefs. Then, as though
a millien scarfet floodlights had - been

turned on, a hot glow lighted the tense, -

eager faces of the throng.

Naughton whipped around and charged
down the street. He found his own car
wedged against the curb by a double-
parked sedan. He had to find a cop to
help him move the machine and while the
cop, at Naughton’s angry suggestion,
started to write out a traffic tag for the
delinquent and absent owner of the
double-parked, Naughton pulled his road-
ster away from the curb, knuckled on the
siren and roared across town toward the
hospital.

Churning through the traffic, his mind
was on the injured fireman. He always
hated to hear of any of the boys getting
cracked up, but Ernie Torrence was his
friend; it had been Torrence who had
first taken him up to old Duncan Mac-
Gilray’s house, the mecca of all the smoke-
eaters in the district.

The sudden coughing of his engine
jerked Naughton back to his immediate
job. The machine sputtered a few times
—and died almost in the middle of an
intersection. Naughton swore savagely,
jockeyed it over to the curb and jumped
out before it had stopped rolling. The
cop on the corner panted up; he had
heard the siren. Naughton ordered him
to call the official garage and have the
“damn thing’” towed in, then he ran into
the street and commandeered a passing
coupe.

Five minutes later they pulled up in
front of St. Barnabas.

Naughton growled his thanks and -
charged up the stone stairs. He started
to punch open the front door when he
glimpsed three men run from the side
of the building and dive into a cab parked
in the shadow of the drive. He recog-
nized none of the trio but something about
their movements gave him the impression
that they had sought to avoid him. He
hesitated an instant, wondering, then with
a shake of his head, pushed inside the
hospital. It must be his imagination was
getting the better of him.

NAUGHTON did not pause at the in-

formation desk; he knew where the
emergency ward was located from bitter
experience and he headed down the gloom-
filled corridor. He encountered a young
interne coming out of the ward.

“Hello, Saunders. I'm looking for—"
He stopped. The truth was printed on
the interne’s features. “Gone, you
mean?” Naughton blurted, as though the
other had already spoken.

Saunders nodded. “I'm sorry, Naugh-
ton. He asked for you. Friends, eh?”

The arson dick jerked his head, tried
to cover up his personal feelings under
the brusqueness of business. “I under-
stand he found something—inside.
Wanted te tell me about it. You know
anything about that?”

“Not much, Hansen, the nurse on duty,
was with him and got the whole story for
you. I came in too late—he was going
then. All I heard was something about
Keith MacGilray. I suppose that’s old
Dunc’s kid, eh?”

Naughton felt a queer nervous ache in
the pit of his stomach. “Torrence was
a friend of the Old Man. Where’s this
nurse, Hanley?”’ he growled.

“Hansen,” Saunders corrected. “Ruth
Hansen. She’s downstairs. You duck i
here”—he pushed open the door of an
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empty reom—"“I'll have her sent right
up.” :

Naughton nodded, walked into the room
and began to pace the floor. Had Ernie
Torrence lost his life playing nurse-maid
to young Keith? The kid was crazy about
fires; he’d been raised on them. At the
MacGilray home you woke to fires, had
’em for breakfast, lunch and dinner.
Company was always connected with fire-
fighting in some way; so was the conver-
sation.

Keith wanted to be a fireman, but, by
some fluke of nature, he did not have the
build. Naughton had never seen Mrs.
MacGilray; she was only a frail, elusive
memory, for she had died when Keith
was a baby. But it was a dead cinch that
young Keith did not get his anemic phy-
sique from his father, even if he did in-
herit his love of the fire-fighting game
from him. Old Duncan had been a giant
in his day and he had been the toughest,
shrewdest, and best-loved chief the de-
partment had ever had.

Naughton’s musing was broken by the
appearance of a girl in nurse’s uniform
who entered quietly on rubber-soled shoes.
“I’'m Ruth Hansen, Mr. Naughton. Doc-
tor Saunders sent word you wished to
see me.”

Naughton bobbed his head. “Sit down,
please. Saunders tells me you were with
Fireman Torrence when he—passed
away. I understand he left a message for
me.”

The girl shrugged, hesitated. She was
young, giddy-looking—and pretty. Her
nose was tilted a trifle, giving her a pert
look, and even-the severity of her starched
uniform failed to hide the full-blown
curves of her figure.

Naughton was not affected by her
charms; he merely classified them in the
course of an almost automatic analysis.

“It was hardly a message, Mr. Naugh-
ton,” she said in a low, husky voice. “You
see, he was in considerable pain and we

had administered a hypo. He talked te
me, but, I'm sorry te say, it was rather
—well—disconnected.”

Naughton felt the blood creep into his
face. He sensed the girl was hedging,
deliberately.

“Just what did he say?”

THE nurse flashed him a full glance,
then averted her eyes. “Oh, he spoke
about getting trapped. It seems he was
caught between a back-draught or some-
thing like that. He tried to crawl out of
it and a brace of some sort fell on him.”
“Did he mention any names? Did he
see anything wrong in there?” :

“Why—nothing wrong, no! He asked
for you, of course, but I can’t remem-
ber—”’

Naughton crossed over to her chair.
“Now wait a minute,” he snapped. “Just
what are you trying to cover up? I hap-
pen to know that he mentioned the name
of MacGilray. Quit stalling, or you and
I are going to have trouble!”

Color stole into her smooth cheeks.
“Oh, yes, I had forgotten. He did speak
of MacGilray. I gathered he was some
sort of a chief at one time or anether.”

“Did he say anything about Keith
MacGilray ?”

She stalled quite frankly this time. “I
can’t be sure. You see, Mr. Naughton, I
was a little upset. The man was dying.”.
Her voice rose sharply. “What sort of
an inquisition is this? I'm telling you
what I remember! That’s what you want,
isn’t it?” She was plainly defiant,

Naughton was puzzled. This blond
dame was covering up for some reason.
She didn’t want to name young Keith.
Why? Good Lord, nobody suspected the
son of old Duncan of. . . . Naughton
felt his heart pound. He tried to force
the insidious suspicion from his mind.
It was hellish! Yet—Clare had seemed
unduly worried about Keith’s presence
at the fire. Of course they all knew the
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kid was foolhardy, that he was everlast-
ingly chasing the ladder-trucks in the

hope that he might get a break which, in

some unforeseen way, would bounce him
inte the department.

He eyed the girl. She was: staring
straight at him now and it was his turn
to feel disconcerted. Had Torrence found:
something, something that would hurt
young Keith, er, worse still, the Old Man
or Clare? Was Nurse Hansen covering
up to protect the very people he himself
loved?

It was incredible, impassible. This
blonde wasn’t the type who would jeop-
ardize herself to protect anyone else; she
looked much toe self-interested for that.
And now she sat stiffly before him, wait-
ing.

“Perhaps you are a little upset,” he
admitted at last. “But the fact that Tor-
rence sent for me especially, shows that

N
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he had something to tell me. I’'m work-
ing out of headquarters on the arson
squad—"

She paled visibly., “A-—detective?”

“That’s it. Now I want you to take it
easy and try to remember everything Tor-
rence said. Everything. Whether you
think it relevant or not.”

“I told you all I know.”

Naughton grunted. “I’ll let you think
it over tonight, and I'll see you again to-
morrow. If you want, I'll have Saunders
get you released from further duty to-
night,”

She shook her head. “I’'m off at twelve
anyhow. I'll try to remember, but I'm
sure I've told you everything.”

Naughton started for the door. “Think
it over,” he growled, and went out, the
conviction Hansen had lied to him still
dunning his brain.
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CHAPTER TWO
Three-Alarm Murder

NAUGHTON caught a cab, gave the

driver mstructions te proceed to head-
quarters, then countermanded them two
minutes later. He’d have a talk with the
kid. Although it was close to midnight,
he knew the MacGilray household would
still be up. And if you had any connec-
tion with fire-fighting—from smoke-
eating to adjusting claims for insurance
companies—you could get a welcome, and
an argument, day or night, from the
MacGilray clan. They were that kind of
a family.’

Old Mac was a smoke-eater of the old-
school. What he failed to know about
hydraulics and such of the new era of
scientific fire-fighting, he more than
balanced with his knowledge of fires and
men. His red-flecked old eyes could
settle on a distant streamer of smoke and
in five minutes he could tell you more
about the blaze behind it than all the
subsequent investigation would show.
Even at fifty-eight—before he was per-
manently crippled by a falling timber—
he could snarl his way up a swaying
pompier with the best of the boys; and
if you know the guts it takes to hook that
slim, pole-like pompier ladder through a
window and monkey up it a dozen stories
above pavement, you can appreciate the
eld veteran.

But you can’t direct a fire from a
wheel-chair, and MacGilray went on his
pension. When he blasphemously com-
plained, the doctors told him he was
damned lucky to be alive at all—which he
was. The peppery old smoke-eater had
retorted that he wasn’t afraid of dying

because hell was one fire he’d like to try-

his hand at quenching, especially before
a lot of noodle-headed doctors got there
and spoiled it for him.

So when Old Mac couldn’t get down to
visit his boys, they came to him in his

little home opposite Number 7 Station-
house. The older ones came for com-
panionship and to reminisee; the young-
sters for advice. They were all welcome.
When Todd Naughton, as a rookie patrol-
man on the police department, had made
a lucky pinch of a couple of notorious
fire-bugs and was subsequently placed on
the arson squad as a reward, an older
dick advised him to cultivate MacGilray.

“You make Old Mac like you, kid,” the
veteran copper had suggested, “an he’ll
teach you more about fires an’ the sort
of swine that start ’em than you could
learn any other way in a thousand years.
And”—the sage had smiled—*you’ll
probably be like all the other young bucks
that haunt Dunc’s house—you’ll fall for
that girl of his.”

Todd Naughton had both followed the
advice and fulfilled the prophecy. He had
gained Duncan MacGilray’s friendship,
and fallen—hard—for Clare.

He felt guilty, somehow, as he paid off
the driver and dismissed the cab in front
of the little brownstone house. Across
the street the wide open doors of Number
7 showed the lighted interior of an empty
station-house. Light reflected on the
gleaming brass pole by the folded doors.
Ernie Torrence would never wear out
any more pants sliding down that brass
shaft.

The thought of the dead fireman stiff-
ened Naughton. He turned, trudged up
the steps and punched the doorbell. As
he waited, he became conscious of his
own condition. He mopped his face with
a handkerchief, and it came away black
with soot. His hat was a soggy mass
and his topcoat was damp and shapeless
from the steam and spray. He hoped
Clare would not be home and glanced over
his shoulder to see if Rolph’s car was
around. Strict traffic regulations prohib-
ited parking in the immediate vicinity of
the station-house, especially across the
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street ; the giant ladder-truck of Number
7 needed the whole width of the street to
swing clear. Visitors at the MacGilray
residence parked well down the block.
Naughton knew Rolph’s red coupe by
sight, and when it was not visible, he
concluded they had not yet returned from
the Bilsky conflagration.

FIHE housekeeper admitted him into the
= parlor where he found the old smoke-
eater slumped in his wheel-chair by the
window, where he could watch the
station-house across the street. MacGilray
always fumed when there was a fire, but
he welcomed Naughton with a greeting
as sincere as it was profane.

There was something tragically in-
congruous about Old Mac in a wheel-
chair; it was like seeing a polar bear in
a perambulator. The useless legs were
carefully concealed beneath a plaid
blanket, but from the waist up he was
~ big-chested and massive. His sorrel-
leather face was blocky, square, and his
hair was the soft gray of hair born
brown. Even his eyes had mellowed some-
what and were vein-streaked. His grip
was hard and firm.

“Well, damn it, Todd, I'm glad at least
one young pup had the decency to paddle
over an’ tell me what’s happened. Bilsky
Building, I hear? Bad? Anybody hurt?
How many streams? Three-alarm, ain’t
it? Well, what in hell are you mopin’
about ?”’

Naughton tried a grin. “Gutted it com-
pletely, Skipper.” They still called him
Skipper although he hadn’t officially,
given an order in seven years. “Incen-
diary . . . worst of the eight.”

MacGilray whipped his head around.
His pale, smoky eyes peered from under
a hedge of iron-gray brows. “Other
eight? You think it's a series then?”

“Not much doubt about it,” Naughton
said grimly. “I've raked the local angle

{
pretty sharp and haven’t got—" He sud-
denly remembered what the nurse had
told him, and added the word “much.”

“Well, you got somethin’ then,”
snapped MacGilray. “That’s good. They
ought to hang these bugs, or fry ’em.
That would be better—fry ’em. Let 'em
know what it’s like to blister to death, by
God! Any of the boys hurt, I asked
yw ?”

“Torrence.”

“Torrence? Not Ernie, Todd?”

Naughton nodded reluctantly. “He
went out like a—well, Skipper, like a fire-
man.”

“By God!” MacGilray swore, scowl-
ing out the window. “Ernie! I was a
pallbearer for his dad and now— Why,
hell, he was in here only last night tryin’
to kid me.” He banged his hairy fist on
the arm of his chair. “That’s murder,
Todd! By God, if a man goes out with a
gun an’ shoots somebody they call it mur-
der, but when a dirty, dog-whelped rat
sets off a fire like this where a lot of de-
cent boys risk their lives and then die in
agony, they call it arson. Arson, bah! It’s
wholesale murder! If you find out who
did it, kid, don’t you make no arrests!
Don’t trust ’em to the care of some dirty,
no-account, crook-lovin’ jury. You take
that blackjack an’ beat the livin’ hell out
of ’em. Take 'em dead, an’ that’s too good
for 'em. Ernie Torrence. . . . By God!”

Naughton felt strangely uncomfortable.
He was grateful when the front door
opened and he heard footsteps in the hall-
way. His first thought was that Clare had
returned, but-a moment later a gangling
youth stepped through the arch:

Keith MacGilray did not resemble his
father in either build or manner; he was
slim, rather pale of skin, and a little sul-
len. Naughton suspected this sullenness
came as a result of an inferiority com-
plex due to his physique. Yet, despite the
discrepancy in stature, both MacGilrays
had the same pale eyes, the same dogged
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set to their jaws, and a certain directness,
or lack of subtlety. Clare had the same
traits, in a gentler form.

The boy stopped when he saw Naugh-
ton, and the dick sensed the lad’s surprise.
“Oh, hello, Todd. Hi, Dad.” To Naugh-
ton he said: “Thought you'd be at the
blaze.”

Naughton remarked casually: “Was.
Looked around for you. There, weren’t
you?”

The boy gave him a sidelong glance.
“Why, sure. Sure, I went over on the
second alarm.” He yawned carelessly.
“You'll be kept busy enough with all these
jobs, I guess. Well, I'm off to bed.” He
thrust his hands deep into his pockets and
sauntered into the corridor.

Naughton pulled his face into a trou-
bled frown. He scooped up his hat, mum-
bled something barely intelligible about
having werk to do and started for the
archway. Old Mac made no attempt to
stop him. The shock of Torrence’s death
seemed ‘to daze him.

I{EITH was halfway up the stairs when
: Naughton walked into the hall and
called his name. He turned with obvi-
ous reluctance and tramped slowly down.

Naughton said: “Come on out on the
porch, kid, I want to have a talk with
you.”

Keith hesitated, opened his mouth to
argue, but the detective shook his head,
inclined it toward the room where the
old man sat hunched in his chair. The lad
shrugged, shuffled down the hall and
pulled open the front door. He glanced
over his shoulder, saw that Naughton was
right behind him, and stepped onto the
small porch. The dick followed and qui-
etly closed the door.

“Keith,” Naughton began grimly,
“Ernie Torrence was killed tonight. He
made a statement before he died. In it

. he mentioned your name. This is mighty
serious, kid. I want you to tell me just

where you've been ever since dinner-
time.”

The boy stiffened, took a backward step
that brought his shoulders against the
stone front of the house. “Say, what are
you driving at, Todd ?”

“I’m not driving at anything. I’m ask-
ing you a question. Were you in the Bil-
sky Building today? Come on, come on,
don’t try to think up an alibi! Tell me
the truth.”

“Not”

“You weren’t in the building? But you
were at the fire all evening? Right?”

Keith nodded stiffly.

“Came directly home from there?”

“Sure.”

Naughton shoved close to the boy. He
raked his fingers over his own face and
they came away grimy with soot. He
showed them to the youngster. “See that
grime? Well, I was at the fire, too, but
my face is black. Yours is spotless, but
your brows and lashes are singed. You
were in that building, kid, and Torrence
knew it! You've gone someplace and
scrubbed your face! Now I want to
know—"

Keith tried to worm past him. “Lem-
me alone, Naughton! You can’t bully me
just because you chase my sister. What if
I was at a fire? What darn business is
that of yours? I don’t have to tell you—"

Naughton caught him by the collar and
shoved him against the wall. “Answer
my question, Keith!”

The boy wriggled loose, made a dive for
the front door. Naughton grabbed his
arm, spun him around and slammed him
into a corner of the porch. Keith con-
tinued to fight, so Naughton whipped up
his open hand and slapped him smartly
across the face.

“Cut it!” he snapped. “Where did
Ernie Torrence see you tonight?”

“I don’t know what you're talking
about!”

Naughton knew he was lying, and the
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knowledge angered him. He thought of
the Old Man, of Clare, and of Ernie Tor-
rence, and so he brought up his hand
again and see-sawed it back and forth
across the flaming cheeks of the sullen lad.
“You dirty little sneak!” he growled.
“You talk or I'll jerk you down to head-
quarters! If I thought for one minute
that you were in any way responsible—"
He drew back his open hand again.
“Fodd ==,

AUGHTON released his grip on the

boy and turned to face the girl who
darted up the steps, tiny fists balled, face
aflame with anger.

“You struck Keith!” she accused.

Naughton bit his lip. He couldn’t tell
Clare that Keith might be tied into the
fire ; he had no proof and he did not want
to believe it himself. While he fumbled
for an explanation, the boy came out with
the bald truth.

“He thinks I set the damn fire!” Keith
blurted. “He was slapping me so I'd take
the blame or something!”

Clare swayed back as though someone
had struck her, then her slim body went
rigid. “You . . . Keith?” She jerked
around until her flushed face was close
to Naughton’s own. “I wouldn’t have be-
lieved that of you, Todd Naughton!” she
snapped. “Oh, it’s contemptible! My own
brother and you—you—" She choked to
a stop.

Naughton jerked his neck. “Keith
knows something,” he growled doggedly.
“He’s hiding some—"

“He’s crazy!” Keith cut in sullenly.

Clare pointed to the door. “Go inside,
Keith!” she ordered crisply. “I’ve some-
thing to say to Mr. Naughton.”

The boy shrugged, gave Naughton a
defiant scowl, and sauntered into the
house and closed the door. The girl
turned, glanced at Rolph who stood em-
barrassedly in the shadow, then swung on
the arson dick.

“T'm sorry to say this in front of Jack
Rolph, Todd,” she announced grimly, “but
since I don’t expect to talk to you again
I’'ve no other choice. I am shocked and
disgusted to think that you would be cheap
enough to take advantage of my father’s
friendship, to say nothing of mine, and
try to cover your own incompetence by
seeking to bully a confession out of a
youngster like Keith.”

Naughton floundered in his mind for a
defense but the presence of the other man
disconcerted him. Rolph was an insur-
ance adjuster and in that capacity was
tied in with the big insurance companies.
He didn’t want to start a rumor that might
involve the MacGilrays ; not, at least, until
he was forced to in the pursuit of his
duties. Lord, he hoped it would never
come to that!

The girl was talking again. “Please go
now and—it will be better if you do not
call again. Good-night!” She turned
sharply away.

Rolph looked at Naughton, shook his
head in sympathetic understanding, “Just
a minute, Clare,” he said mildly. “Why
don’t you give Naughton a chance to ex-
plain.”

Clare pushed the front door open. “I
saw him strike Keith. There is no way
he can explain that!” She flounced into
the hall, and with a shrug, Rolph fol-
lowed.

When the door closed, Naughton was
already halfway down the steps.

CHAPTER THREE

Fire-Bugs Folly

IN THE months that Naughton had

been a regular visitor at the MacGil-
ray home, it was his custom, on leaving at
night, to drop in at Barry’s Lunch Coun-
ter on the corner for a cup of coffee.
Habit took him there tonight. Hunched
over a steaming mug at the far end of the
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counter, he tried to settle his seething
mind. The genial Barry, fat and bald,
made a gay attempt at conversation but
was quick to sense Naughton’s mood, and
soon left him alone and went up near the
cash-register to peel potatoes.

Naughton did not feel he was in the
wrong. Keith, he told himself, was with-
holding some information ; whether it was
evidence that implicated the lad, Naugh-
ton had no idea; he was, in fact, a little
reluctant to dwell on that possibility. Yet
Torrence had died with Keith’s name on
his lips.

Ernie, knowing the growing intimacy
between Clare and Naughton, had sent
for the dick on his death-bed. That was
significant in itself. Then the nurse, Han-
sen, had tried to shield the lad’s name.
The recollection of those three men hur-
rying away from the hespital on his ar-
rival leaped into the detective’s thoughts.
Was there a connection? Had someone
reached the nurse, knowing that he was
headed there? Grim thoughts, half-formed
began popping in his head. That parked
car that hemmed his own roadster to the
curb . . . the dying of that same roadster
on his rush to the hospital. . . .

He spun off his stool and went over
to the phone, got the garage on the wire,
and had a brief talk with the foreman.
What he learned was grimly suggestive.
The gasoline line had been knocked loose;
he had simply traveled on the fuel in the
vacuum tank, and when that was gone, he
had stalled.

After thanking the garage foreman, he
called police headquarters. From the ser-
geant in charge of traffic, he learned that
the officers working the Bilsky blaze had
not filed their night’s reports. However,
the sergeant promised to find out the
name of the individual who owned the
sedan which had double-parked by his
roadster.

Naughton hung up, spun a coin down
the counter and barged into the street.

He flagged a cruising owl-cab and snapped
the location of St. Barnabas Hospital.
The arson dick wanted another talk with
Nurse Hansen.

At the hospital, he found that the girl
had gone off duty. The serious-minded
young lady at the desk refused to divulge
Ruth Hansen’s address, but after a brief
talk with the supervisor of nurses, Naugh-
ton learned that she had a bachelor-suite
in the Rowland Apartments on Sutter
Street.

Luckily, Naughton had kept his cab,
and in less than five minutes he paid
it off in front of the Rowland. Again
luck seemed to favor him for the big glass
door, usually worked by an electric buzzer
controlled by the tenants, was ajar. He
paused at the mail-slots enly long enough
to note that Miss Ruth Hansen resided in
302, then slipped into the deserted lobhy,
and trudged up the stairs to the third
floor. He knocked firmly on the door
marked 302.

It was opened by a short, stout man
in shirt-sleeves. He held the knob with
one hand and a tall, half-filled glass in
the other. Ice tinkled in the glass and
radio music blared through the open door.

Naughton hesitated. “I was looking
for Miss Hansen’s apartment,” he said.

The fat man grinned. He was bald,
with owlish, knowing eyes and blue jowls
that made him look as though he needed
a shave. “You found it, brother,” he
chanted jovially, stepping aside for
Naughton to enter. “Join the party. Hey,
Steve, tell Ruthie we got some more com-
pany.” This last remark was directed at
an unseen individual in the room where
the music originated.

Naughton frowned, but walked in. He
meant to get the girl aside; the last thing .
he desired was to broadcast the purpose
of his visit. He passed through a small
entrance-hall into a living-room. There
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he saw the man apparently called “Steve”.
The Hansen girl was not in evidence.

STEVE reclined in a deep chair. He

was a fox-faced individual with sleepy
lids and a twisted nose. He gave an im-
pression of absolute boredom. “Hello,
Naughton,” he yawned. “What do you
want to see Ruth about?”

The detective frowned. He had an ex-
cellent memory for faces, yet he couldn’t
place the expressionless pan of the man
in the chair. However, it was obvious the
latter knew the detective.

“It’s a personal matter,” he commented
crisply. “Suppose you ask her to step
in here.”

“Aw now, copper, you wouldn’t want us
to disturb the little lady at this time of
night, would you?” jeered the fat man
who had opened the door. :

Naughton spun on his heel, stiffened
immobile. The fat man had traded his
half-filled glass for a .38 automatic. The
muzzle covered the arson dick’s midsec-
tion.

Again there flashed across Naughton’s
mind the picture of three men scurrying
away from the hospital. One of the trio
had been short, dumpy; another—he
whipped his head around to look at Steve
again. Slim, lithe, a human panther. But
there had been three. .. ..

Steve unlimbered himself from the
chair. “Get those mitts a little higher,”
he drawled, “an’ face the wall over there.”

Naughton shrugged, complied. The fat
man backed over to the radio and turned
on more volume. The dick knew what
that meant ; they’d shoot if they deemed it
necessary.

Steve frisked him with slow delibera-
tion, removing his service revolver, his
sap and bracelets, “We can use these,”
he commented, and handcuffed Naugh-
ton’s wrists behind him.

“Was this party arranged for me,”

Naughton asked, “or did I butt into some-
thing ?”

“It went off accordin’ to the book,”
Steve admitted sardonically. “Now don’t
give us an argument. Just play smart an’
you won’t get hurt. Get tough an’ see
what it gets you.” ‘

The fat man chuckled. “Yeah, see what
it gets you,” he echoed, with painfully
obvious meaning.

Steve produced a roll of adhesive tape
from his pocket and jerked his head
toward the chesterfield. “Sit down, cop-
per,” he suggested. “An’ stick your pan
up. I'm gonna tape your big mouth.”

Naughton looked at the fat man’s gun,
and obeyed. In a moment he found his
mouth painlessly and efficiently sealed.

The fox-faced individual surveyed his
work with saturnine satisfaction. “Now,
Manny,” he addressed the fat man, “sup-
pose you take our pal into the bathroom
while I make a phone call.”

The man with the gun steered Naugh-
ton into a small bathroom and shut the
door, leaning against it. The radio quieted
for a moment and Naughton heard Steve,
at the telephone, ask the operator for Sher-
wood 2400. He went a little sick.

Manny heard it, too. He scowled, sidled
over to the bathtub and turned on the
water. The resulting roar successfully
drowned out all further conversation in
the other room.

But Todd Naughton had heard enough
to confirm his worst fears. Sherwood
2400 was the number of the MacGilray
residence. No wonder Steve had ordered
him out of the room. N

At last Steve punched the door open
and beckoned them out. Manny pushed
Naughton into a chair with his back to
the hall door,

“You’ll have to sit on this job until we
get done, Manny,” Steve explained. “Keep
that damn radio down so the tenants don’t
send the janitor up here squawkin’. But
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don’t take any chances with this mugg;
we don’t want to gum the works now.”

“When'll you be back?” Manny wanted
to know. .

“That’ll depend. We oughtta be set by
daylight.” He hunched into a slim-waisted
topcoat, cocked a snap-brimmed felt over
one eye and touched four fingers to his
forehead in a mocking salute to Naugh-
ton. “Be a nice boy, copper,” he leered,
and went out. :

ANNY took a slow walk around the
room, peering at pictures and read-
ing book titles. Periodically, he whipped
his head around to look at Naughton, but
the big dick sprawled on the divan, help-
less. At last Manny ducked into the kitch-
eén but returned immediately with a quar-
ter-filled gin bottle and a saucepan of
cracked ice. He loosened his tie, set up
the gin, the ice, and a fresh package of
cigarettes, on a small end-table beside his
chair, and settled down to wait in comfort.
The chair in which he squatted was
directly opposite Naughton, so placed that
Manhy covered both the hall entrance and
the detective at the same time, “Sorry
you don’t drink,” he jeered, and upended
his glass.

Naughton made a futile attempt to slip
his manacles, but they were Peerless cuffs
and Steve had racheted them tight. Fail-
ing, Naughton surveyed his genial guard.

There wasn't much chance there. The
fat man kept him under nimble-eyed sur-
veillance. Manny belonged to the deceptive
type that looks sleepy and logy, but can
get into action with the rapidity of a
coiled snake. As for the gin, there wasn’t
enough in the bottle to give Manny a good
glow, much less dull his alertness.

Naughton broke into sweat at the recol-
lection of that telephone call. Sherwood
2400! Where had Steve gome? Why
were they holding him, and where was
the nurse? He couldn’t fit Ruth Hansen
into the picture. He was certain that

Steve and Manny were part of a ring
responsible for the Bilsky fire, and that
meant the other eight blazes that had.pre-
ceded it. Had Ernie Torrence stumbled
onto some hot evidence? Was that why
they were holding him? In that case, the
Hansen girl must know about it.

His thoughts took him around in a fu-
tile merry-go-round. It just didn’t make
sense that the nurse should be a part of
the ring; not the particular nurse that
happened, by merest chance, to be alone
with the particular fireman that happened,
also by the slimmest accident, to have
stumbled onto the only piece of evidence
so far uncovered. It was fantastic, im-
probable; the element of coincidence was
too strong to support such-a hypothesis.

Naughton’s bewildered reverie stopped
abruptly. His eyes were drawn to a door
directly behind his guard. It was stealthily
opening!

Naughton snapped his eyes back to
Manny. The fat man grinned, raised his
glass in a mock toast and sipped the con-
tents with obvious relish. Naughton
scowled and let his gaze wander back to
the door. Ruth Hansen was easing into
the room!

She met his eyes and they begged his
silence. She placed a trembling forefinger
vertically across her lips. Her right hand
was folded around the neck of a quart
milk bottle, club-like.

Naughton was dumbfounded, but her
intent was obvious. He dropped his gaze
back to Manny and found the latter star-
ing at him with quizzical eyes. The radio
was moaning out the raucous endeavors
of a dance orchestra, but Manny had soft-
ened it in obedience to Steve’s order. Sup-
pose he should turn his head. ...

Naughton glared, edged forward in his
seat. He banged on the floor with his
feet.

Manny slammed down his glass and sat
upright. “Hey, cut that!” he snarled. “Do
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a trick like that again an’ I’ll belt you on
the konk!”

Naughton shrugged, risked a quick
glance over Manny’s shoulder. The nurse
had sidled into the room and was now less
than six feet behind the gunman’s chair.
Naughton tore his eyes away, nodded at
Manny in token of surrender.

“That’s better,” sneered the fat man.
“You won’t get hurt just so long as
you_l,

The heavy bottle caught him squarely
in the center of his bald spot! Naughton
dove across the room as the blow struck,
but his charge was unnecessary. Manny
was out cold as a politician’s conscience.
Todd jerked around to face the nurse.

She had retrieved the automatic, but it
hung limp in her hand. Her eyes, wide
with terror, were riveted on the detec-
tive’s face. Suddenly she loosed a quick
sob and ran toward him, tore the tape
from his mouth, “I’m afraid I've killed
him!” she choked.

“I'll be disappointed if you haven’t,”
Naughton growled at her. “Get the key
out of my vest pocket and take off these
cuffs.”

She hesitated. “Are you—will you ar-
rest me?”

“That will depend a lot on how you
act and what explanations you can make.”

SHE fished the key from his pocket with

fingers that shook and managed, final-
ly, to unfasten the cuffs. When Naugh-
ton’s arm swung free, she recoiled and

shrank in a scared little heap on the
chesterfield.

“Where did your friend Steve go?”
Naughton demanded.

“They’re not friends!” she stammered.
“Honestly, I’ve nothing to do with them!”

Naughton scowled. “This is your apart-
ment. You lied to me once; don’t try it
again!”

“I know, I know !”” she whimpered. “But
they threatened me., I've read what hap-
pens to people that get into trouble with
crooks. I was afraid!”

“You ought to read what happens to
people that get into trouble with the po-
lice,” Naughton reminded her grimly.
“Are you ready to tell me what Torrence
told before he died, or do we go down to
police headquarters for a—"

“No, no! I'll tell you. Torrence saw
this Keith running out a rear door of the
Bilsky building when he first went in. He
asked me not to tell anyone else but you.
He seemed to think it was important.”

Naughton winced inwardly. “Why
didn’t you tell me that in the first place?”

She avoided his eyes, stared at the in-
ert Manny. “Three of them came to the
hospital just ahead of you. First they told
me they were detectives and I repeated
the poor fireman’s story. Then they took
out guns and threatened to kill me if I
repeated it to you. They knew, somehow,
that you were coming. I was scared.”

Naughton took a slow turn around the
room. “Why were these rats waiting here
for me? Or were they?”
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She nodded. “I think so. When I went
off duty at twelve, this Steve and Manny
were waiting for me. They brought me
here, tied me up and left me in the bed-
room. They promised not to hurt me if
I kept quiet, but I was scared. I man-
aged to wiggle loose after I heard you
come in and then when Steve tele-
phoned—"

“You heard that?”’ Naughton asked
quickly.

“Yes. He called this Keith. They are
going to set another fire tonight.”

“Tonight?”

“Uh-huh. Steve said something’d gone
wrong, and that they would have to fire
the Coast Wholesale Grocery Warehouse
tonight and clear out, Of course I could
only hear what Steve said, but I gathered
that this Keith is either in charge or tied
in with the ringleader. Steve talked as
though he were just working for someorne.
They talked about me—and I was afraid
they meant to do away with me. That’s
why I—I—" She nodded mutely at the
unconscious Manny.

Naughton’s mouth contracted into a
thin, bitter slash. He picked up the cuffs,
rolled his ex-guard onto his face and
shackled his hands behind him, taped his
lips with the same gag which had so lately
sealed his own. A thousand questions
burned in his mind, but he asked only one.

“Then Steve left here to meet Keith
MacGilray ?”

Her head bobbed affirmatively.

Naughton frisked his prisoner in the
hope of recovering his own lost revolver,
but apparently Steve had taken it. He
turned slowly. The automatic was still
held in the nerveless fingers of the girl.
She offered no objection when he took it
from her but crouched in beaten silence
while he ascertained that there was a slug
in the chamber. -

“You've got one chance to tindo the
damage you’ve done,” he told her bluntly.
“Telephone police headquarters and ask

for Captain Taylor of the arson detail,
Tell him that I want a couple of men to
come out here and take care of Manny.
They’d better stay right here in case I miss
Steve and he should return. Don’t men-
tion Keith MacGilray unless—well, unless
I don’t come back. Is that quite clear?”

She nodded. “And you?”

“That won't concern you,” Naughton
growled, and went out.

CHAPTER FOUR
Matches in Hell

THE Coast Wholesale Grocery Ware-

house, while only four stories high,
covered an immense ground area. It was
a gloomy, tri-cornered structure that
would have been condemned by the fire-
inspectors if the owners had not been so
well connected politically. It presented a
dangerous hazard owing, not only to its
age and condition, but to its location, and
the fire-department and the arson squad
kept it under surveillance. Squatting on
the fringe of the old section of the water-
front, it abutted the water on one side, a
narrow street on another, and the third
grimy wall faced a spur of the railroad.
The original building had been brick, but
additions had been added through the
years that made it a veritable fire-trap.
Fire-trucks could only approach by the
single street; only the departmental tug,
stationed several miles away, could attack
a blaze from the water side.

Naughton thought of these things when
he dismissed his cab two blocks from the
warehouse and stumbled down the tracks.
If Steve and his confederates were there
ahead of him, they would probably have
a look-out in the street.

He tried to keep Clare and old Dun-
can MacGilray out of his thoughts—
without much success. Keith, a member of
an arson ring? Possibly the leader? The
old man’s ringing words seeped into his
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mind, crowding out all else. “Don’t make
no arrests! . . . Take that blackjack an’
beat the livin’ hell out of ’em, kid! . . .
Take ’em dead, an’ that’s too good for
’em!” Would the blasphemous old smoke-
eater say the same thing if he believed his
own son implicated? Naughton thought
he would. But Clare . ..

Freight cars dotting the spur allowed
Naughton to appreach without much dan-
ger of being spotted. He stole a glance
at his wrist-watch. The luminous dial put
the time at two thirty. The warehouse
watchman should be starting his semi-

hourly tour about now. Then Naughton.

tounded ‘the boxcar nearest the loading-
platform and glimpsed the lighted window
of the watchman’s office.

A high fog blanketed the sky. Keeping
well in the shadows, Naughton boosted
himself onto the platform and rubber-
heeled toward the office. He wanted to
catch the watchman before he started his
rounds.

Down the Bay he heard a ferry whistle
for the right-of-way, and somewhere up
the tracks a yard-engine’s bell tolled mo-
notonously. Naughton braced his shoul-
ders, unlimbered the automatic and
moved quickly to the office door. To his
surprise, he found it ajar. -

Remembering the last half-open door
that had lured him into a neat trap, he
moved warily. He thumbed the safety off
the gun, kicked the door open the rest of
the way and sprang aside. He was not
challenged.

Inside, he found the reason.

The watchman, a bony old pensioner,
sat mutely against the wall opposite the
‘door, legs grotesquely straddled apart,
Jbloody head bunched forward on his chest.
He had been dead only minutes. The time-
clock had apparently been torn from his
shoulder for the strap lay on the floor
beside him, but the clock itself was gone.
‘Evidently the killers were somewhere in
the great storeroom beyond.

There was a telephone on the battered
little desk within arm’s length; a brief
call and Naughton could have the district
surrounded by police officers.

“Don’t trust 'em to the care of a dirty,
no-account, crook-lovin’ jury, kid. . .”

Naughton remembered. He deliberately
turned his back on the instrument and
eased open another door that led into the
vast darkness of the warehouse. Dank,
stuffy air fanned into his face. The smell
of spices, wooden packing cases, the in-
describable odor of tens of thousands of
cans, sacks of sugar, molasses, vinegars.
... What a hell would be loosed if a blaze
started in this place!

A night-light glimmered wanly at the
far end of a corridor of packing cases.
Naughton, pressed into shadow, listened.
The silence was heavy, threatening. He
moved crab-wise toward the light.

“I don’t expect to talk to you again . . .
ever!” Clare had said.

Forget it, Naughton! Somewhere ahead
of you are men who have just committed
murder, who are going to fire this vast
building! One of them is the brother of
the girl you love but you've got a job to
do! Keep your mind on business, man, or
you'll be joining Ernie and that poor old

watchman |
A GRIMY, metal-caged bulb marked
the entrance to the basement. The
big fire-door was propped open with a
case of canned goods; propped open to
make a better draw for the flames.
Naughton worked closer. Sounds—fur-
tive, suggestive sounds—stole up the
stairs.

Those stairs would be watched; he
couldn’t chance them—not alone. But he
had to get down there. He backed away
from the opening, sidled on down the
corridor. There had to be another en-
trance to that basement somewhere,

A cat darted out of a shadow-pit, star-
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tling him. Sweat beaded on his head,
dripped onto his cheek like a tear,

And then he found an elevator shaft.
The lift was somewhere in obscurity
above, but heavy, inch cable offered a way
down. Naughton hitched his belt, but-
toned his coat and clamped his teeth on
the automatic. Then with an ejaculation
that was half oath, half prayer, he reached
for the cable and swung into the blackness
of the shaft.

Thick grease ruined his hold and he
went plummeting down, down. A loose
strand of wire pierced his hand; tore into
it and out again. Then his feet crashed
into the cement base with a jar that
knocked the wind from his body. But his
fall had been practically without sound.

He ducked under the slatted gate and
found himself in a dim-lit corridor of
packing-cases. Even without being able
to read the printed words, he knew from
the deep, retangular shape of the boxes,
the contents.

Kerosene! Thousands of gallons of
kerosene piled ceiling-high; two five-gal-
lon cans to a box!

He came to the intersection of two
walk-ways. The murmur of voices was
quite audible now, although he could not
distinguish the words. Dropping to one
knee, he inched his head around the bul-
wark of cases. A grim sight met his slit-
ted eyes.

ETCHED in relief by a light behind

them were three men, their long
shadows stretching toward his hiding-
place. Naughton felt his pulse pound. He
had expected to trap young Keith down
here, but somehow, with the boy now in
front of him, he found it difficult to credit
his sight. But Keith was there and so was
Steve. A third figure crouched on hands
and knees before a long, snake-like ribbon
that wound across the floor to disappear
finally among the maze of boxes.

Although nearly a hundred feet away,
Naughton knew instinctively what they
were doing. That black, coiling shadow
was an oil-soaked strand of wicking; a
fuse, which would burn until it carried
the fire directly to those cases of highly
inflammable goods. From his position,
Naughton was unable to determine
whether the fuse led to the kerosene or
to some other equally dangerous sub-
stance. Once ignited, however, it would
give the arsonists just time enough to
leave the warehouse before the whole
basement would burst into a flaming hell.

Even as he stared, the bent figure raked
a match on the cement floor and touched
off the fuse,

“Run?’ shouted Steve,

Naughton started to his feet. He meant
to charge straight toward them, stamp out
the fire and come to grips with the trio.
But, abruptly, he froze immobile. For as
the fuse glowed alive and the man with
the match made a dive to join the already
moving Steve, Keith MacGilray suddenly
produced a gun and covered them. His
words rang down the hollow tunnel of
cases.

“Stay where you are!” he warned
grimly.

The pair hesitated, paralyzed with sur-
prise.

“What the hell!” rasped Steve. “Are
you nuts? We gotta get out of here be-
fore that—"

MacGilray shook his head. “I’ve finally
got you rats where I want you!” he
shouted.

“Stool !” snarled Steve.

The boy edged around, menacing them
with his gun, and backed toward the
crawling flame,

Naughton, as surprised as the two fire-
bugs, paused to see what the lad had in
mind. Was young Keith pulling a fast
one? Was he trying to play copper? A
faint glow of understanding, of hope,
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crawled into the arson dick’s conscious-
ness.

Keith kept his gaze on his two victims
and pawed around with his foot, seeking
the fuse. : L

“Look out . .
roared suddenly.

. the coal oil!” Steve

NCTIVELY MacGilray turned
his head. All Naughton could do was
shout a warning. The distance was too
great for him to risk a shot in the narrow
corridor. Helpless, he saw Steve whip out
a gun and fire. Young Keith spun around
and pitched against the wall of boxes,
slid to the floor within an arm’s length of
the still burning fuse.
Naughton was running now. He heard
a startled yelp of warning from the other
man, saw Steve whirl—and then lead

spewed at him.
Todd threw himself flat against the
cases, steadied his arm and fired . . . once

. . . twice. Then the pair were out of
sight behind the boxes.

Naughton gave up all semblance of
caution now. A wild exultation surged
through him. Keith had been on the
square. Perhaps he was dead, but he was
straight! Naughton vaulted over the body
of the boy and charged for the foot of
the stairs. :

He ran into a pool of flame!

The bugs had thought fast; they had
dumped the contents of a five-gallon can
over the stairs, over the floor, and over
the tiers of boxes, then they had hastily
dropped a match in the kerosene, throw-
ing up a wall of flame to cover their
escape.

Naughton leaped backward to drag
Keith’s body to one side, throwing a last
shot through the roaring furnace as he
did so. Simultaneously the big metal-
covered fire-door slammed!

As the blaze licked and sucked at the
cases, Naughton read menace in the con-

tents. They were filled with matches. Mil-
lions of combustible matches, gallons of
kerosene—and the fire-doors closed
against him!

He whipped off his coat and beat fu-

tilely at the dancing flame. Oil splashed
on his coat; it, too, burst alight. He
dropped it hastily and looked above. The
ceiling was criss-crossed with a sprinkler
system. He jerked a box around, scram-
bled up to the pipes and beat off the
valve-head with his gun. Hepe flamed—
and died as a weak, useless dribble trick-
led out. The arsonists had cut off the
water. -
A sudden fear clawed at Naughton as
he saw the burning oil seeping along the
floor toward the body of the boy. Throw-
ing his now useless gun from him—guns
were no good when the very walls were
likely to explode into flame—he scooped
the inert figure into his arms and ran for
the elevator shaft., That was their one
chance. :

Halfway to his goal, the lights went
out! The main switch had been pulled!
The basement was illuminated now by
the flames. A case of matches burst ablaze
with a loud whoosh and the acrid odor of
sulphur rode ahead to herald billows of
smoke. Kerosene fumes threatened to
suffocate him even before the flames put
in their claim!

At last Naughton made the shaft, only
to confirm his fears; the elevator, with
the power cut off, was useless, completely
out of commissiomn.

He laid the boy on the floor. Keith, he
found, was still alive. Blood streamed
from his head, but a hasty examination
convinced Naughton that the slug had only
creased the skull. 2

Todd doubted whether he could climb
up the greasy steel cable and make good
his own escape. With the boy it was out
of the question,

He swiveled—and his breath seemed to
sear his very lungs. The cases of matches
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were roaring and sputtering like Chinese
firecrackers. Any minute the kerosene
would go up. Now he cafight another odor
—the smell of burning sugar.

Out of the files of his memory popped
tales repeated by veteran smoke-eaters.
Burning sugar, rivers of molten syrup
crawling hungrily along the floor, eating
shoes, boiling the very flesh from one’s
bones. Intense, unspeakable agony, slow
death! Better the quick finish of flaming
oil than the insufferable torture of boiling
sugar-syrup!

The boy at his feet stirred, rolled over
and tried to lift his head. Naughton
dropped beside him.

“Keith, Keith! It's Todd! Can you
get up, kid! We're trapped!”
~ MacGilray tried, gamely. Naughton
raised him to his knees, but it was useless.
The boy put out one leg, only to have it
buckle under him, send him sprawling.
“I nearly had ’em!” he moaned. “I nearly
had ’em, Todd!”’

Naughton lifted him to a sitting posi-
tion. “For God’s sake, kid, what brought
you down here?”’

“Wanted to catch ’em myself.”

“But why didn’t you let me help you,
especially if you knew who it was 2

“I don’t know! Somebody big’s behind
‘em. Steve an’ Ike an’ Manny only work
for somebody !”’

Another case of matches ignited with
a terrifying eruption and blue light
splayed over the scene in eery shades.

Keith looked at the flames, and sweat
pearled on his face, but he understood.
“Beat it, Todd! You can’t get me out of
here!”

“T can’t leave you, kid!”

Keith tried to shove him away, but the
effort was too much. “Don’t be a damn
fool!” he managed. “You got to get the
guy back of this. He’s going to meet
Steve an’ Ike—"

“Ike is the man who touched off the
fuse?”

Keith nodded. “Ike Wycoff, yes. This
is their last job locally. They’re going to
meet the big-shot for the pay-off. I tried
to play detective—you know why—but I
wasn’t man enough.”

“Where they going to meet, kid >

“Ike’s got an apartment—" He keeled
sideways and lay still.

Somewhere in the distance, a siren
wailed. Todd Naughton felt an insane de-
sire to laugh. This was the last fire of the
mob, and it would be his last, too. All
chance of exit by the stairs was cut off by
the flames ; the elevator shaft was at once
their only feeble hope and their worst
enemy, for the shaft acted like a great
chimney and was sucking the fire toward
them. Soon the flames would engulf them
and roll up the shaft to spread over the
entire structure.

He thrust his head under the gate and
glared up the shaft. It faded, overhead,
into a vague blackness, but the greasy ce-
ment walls in front of him were dancing
with the light of the advancing death. It
was impossible, definitely impossible! He
had to discard even the thought of going
up alone on the chance that he might get
help. He could never beat those flames.

As his mind feverishly whipped from
one impossible idea to another, there came
to his ears the imperative bleat of a river
tug. Tt was a sound that he heard daily;
a part of the heart-beat of the river-traf-
fic, of the city itself. But cornered there
in the cellar of the ancient warehouse, the
noise geared into a blank space in his
brain, churning his thoughts into a new
channel.

The river!

Only one thick, cement wall separated
him from the river. Boats plied that
watery artery, boats that delivered freight
to warehouses such as this one. That was
the reason for its location. Somewhere
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along the wall there must be an entrance
from the waterway; there had to be, he
reasoned frantically.

HE glanced down at the boy. Keith

was limp, out. Naughton paused only
long enough to orient himself, then started
fighting along the wall, groping, squinting
through a fog of smoke. The stuff burned
his eyes, blinded him. Twice the flames
cut him off, but each time he managed to
circle the blaze by crawling over piles
of cases, for the fire followed the open
corridors, drawn by the suction of the ele-
vator shaft.

At last he found it, high up on the
wall; two great iron doors clamped by a
heavy bolt. From it 2 metal chute coursed
to the floor. : ~

Naughton tried to struggle up the chute,
but it was like climbing a wall of greased
glass. The metal surface had been pol-
ished smooth by the rush of countless
thousands of boxes and bags shot from
river barges and freighters, He abandoned
the attempt and turned to the tiers of
crates. Working feverishly, he dragged
a half dozen of them to the clearing under
the iron doors, piled them into a rough
pyramid and swarmed up them to his
goal.

The bolt stuck, but using a case of
canned goods as a maul, he battered it
open. Clear air belched in to meet the
advancing wall of smoke, only to turn tail
and flee before the billowing fog. The
new draught turned the tide of the fire,
accelerated it.

Naughton saw his danger. With eyes
stung shut, he managed to paw the doors
shut and hook them temporarily. The
smoke, robbed of its escape, engulfed him.
He eluded it by dropping to floor level
once more, crawling back to the shaft
along the surface of the cement floor.

The blaze was already licking toward
the cases of kerosene, Naughton glimpsed

it and his stomach dropped. Once the
flames reached those cans, sealed as they
were, the resulting explosion would push
the main floor clear through the roof.

He found Keith by sense of touch alone,
for the place was opaque with smoke.
Naughton blessed the many tips he had
received from old McGilray; tips on how
to conserve the few precious drops of air
in your lungs, how to find pools of oxygen
in a hell of smoke. He needed every trick
of the smoke-eating craft to reach his pyr-
amid of boxes again, but he made it.

Blinded, he groped his way to the top
of the cases, jerked open the doors. The
first cool rush of damp air revived him.
He drank deeply of it before the rolling
smoke chased it away and with his lungs
full, dove back and dragged the limp body
of Keith to the top, heaved him over the
sill. He fell, rather than clambered, out
after the boy.

For a couple of minutes they lay inert
on a small wooden platform that ringed
the water-side of the building. Smoke and
flame clutched at them with hot, nebulous
fingers, but Naughton knew he had won
through. Then he remembered the dan-
ger of the kerosene and crawled to his
feet. He half dragged, half carried, Keith
beyond the danger-zone, and propped him
against a fence.

The lad stirred restlessly, opened his
eyes. :

Satisfied that Keith was all right,
Naughton stumbled back to the little of-
fice on the main floor. Smoke had filtered
there ahead of him and below he caught
the rumble of fire. He grabbed the tele-
phone and rasped out a curt warning to
the operator. Halfway to the door, he
noticed the body of the watchman. He
couldn’t leave him there to be cremated;
furthermore, that poor dead body was
evidence of murder. Hefting the corpse
onto his back, he staggered from the
building. .
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Two minutes later, the basement of
kerosene exploded ! Before the thunderous
echo had faded, the Coast Wholesale
Warehouse was a flaming furnace!

Naughton left the dead watchman hid-
" den behind a tool-shed across the tracks
and ran toward the spot where he had
left young Keith. The rich flavor of suc-
cess was in his being. With Keith con-
scious, he would learn the location of the
meeting where Steve and Tke Wycoff were
to receive their pay from the man re-
sponsible for the wave of incendiarism;
for the death of Ernie Torrence, and the
watchman; and the injuries of the fire-
men. And Naughton knew they were go-
ing to pay, for he fully intended to follow
MacGilray’s grim advice.

“ . . . take ’em dead, an’ that’s too
good for ’em. . .!”

He reached the fence, stopped. Ela-
tion drained from him and the taste of
success went sour in his mouth.

Keith MacGilray was gone!

CHAPTER FIVE
The Fourth Man

! DD NAUGHTON slumped wearily
("= to a pile of railroad ties. His first
. thought was that Steve and Ike might
- have watched them come out and taken

the kid, but cold logic knocked that theory

into the discard. It was unlikely, in the
first place, that the bugs would linger
at the scene of their crime and so risk
detection. And granting they had, there
would be no purpose in kidnaping the
boy; they would undoubtedly have killed
him where he lay.

To clear up that point, Naughton made

a quick, but thorough, examination of the

ground. There was no sign of a struggle,

or a body. On the contrary, he found the
prints of Keith stumbling along the
tracks. Hope had a quick rebirth, and he
followed the faltering impressions. They

told a story. Keith had recovered his
equilibrium as he walked, for the prints
steadied, became longer as the boy ap-
parently hit his stride. It was obvious
that his scalp wound had been superficial ;
just enough, evidently, to knock him out.

Two hundred yards from the roaring
building, the trail left the railroad tracks
and disappeared onto a cement street.
There it ended.

Naughton stopped, patted a tremulous
hand to his blistered face. His skin was
scorched, brows gone and the hair be-
neath his imp felt was curled ash.

The air was alive with the odor of
smoke and the wail of sirens. Naughton
looked back. A fiery halo ringed the gray-
black pile of the warehouse. There was
no use going back there. Slattery would
be waiting for him. This meant the end of
his career.

Had Keith double-crossed him? New
doubts began to assail Naughton. Was
the boy innocent, or had that tableau in
the basement been just a gag?

Well, he had one ace-in-the-hole . . .
Manny!

He yanked his hat down on his fore-
head and ran to the nearest intersection,
hailed a cab. The driver was reluctant
to receive such a filthy scarecrow for a
passenger but Naughton chopped short his
protests by flashing his shield. “Get go-
ing,” he ordered. “This is official busi-
ness!” He gave the address of the Row-
land Apartments.

When the taxi skidded to a shuddering
stop a few minutes later in front of the
Rowland, a squad-car was standing at the
curb. Naughton hit the pavement almost
before his cab stopped rolling, tossed a
bill at the driver and pushed into the
lobby. He was surprised to encounter
several reporters usually assigned to the
headquarters beat. They advanced in a
body, but he waved them away and took
the stairs, three at a time. An uncom-
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fortable premonition of trouble gnawed
at him. Panting, he reached the door of
Apartment 302. He knocked and it was
yanked open by Captain Taylor, his im-
mediate superior.

“Thank God!” Naughton gasped, strid-
_ ing into the room. “Was afraid maybe
my man escaped.”

Taylor eyed him grimly. “He’s still
here,” he growled. “In the bedroom. Take
a look.”

Naughton crossed the room in three
strides, and met Nunnally of the homicide
detail coming through the doorway. The
medical examiner was behind him. He
shoved past them, stopped.

Manny lay stretched on the double bed.
His wrists were still joined by Naughton’s
cuffs, his lips were still sealed. But he
was dead. :

He was not alone. The body of Ruth
Hansen rested beside him. A blackish
stain on the front of her dress told the
story, at least part of it anyway.

Naughton’s knees buckled. He grabbed
the foot-post of the bed and jerked
around. _

Captain Taylor gave him the answer.
“A girl called—I guess it was this kid—
for she said her name was Ruth Hansen
an’ that you'd told her to get us over here.
I brought Criss an’ came myself. We
found ‘em dead. The girl was doubled
over near the door, like she was drilled
when she opened it to admit someone.
This other mugg”’—he indicated the de-
ceased Manny—“was shot while he
crouched on the davenport.”

“Who did it?” Naughton stammered,
and the moment the question left his lips,
he repented it.

Taylor gave him a cold stare. “We ex-
pect that information to come from you.”

AUGHTON turned and watked un-
steadily into the living-room. He
picked a cigarette from a humidor, lighted

it absently, and .dropped into a chair. He

felt, rather than saw, the headquarters
men ringed around him, awaiting the ex-
planation he could not give.

Lord! Had Keith—

“Who was this girl ?” Taylor prompted.

Naughton sighed. “She was the nurse
at St. Barnabas’ Hospital who was with
Ernie Torrence when he died.”

The medical examiner whistled softly,
“I thought I’d seen her before,” he mut-
tered.

“Well?” from Taylor.

Naughton explained. “I was at the
Bilsky fire when Torrence was injured
and taken to the hospital. He sent for
me, wanted to make a statement of some-
thing he had seen. Before I got there
this lug, Manny, and his confederates had
reached her. They put the fear of death
into her and threw me off the trail for a
while.”

Taylor scowled. “If you went straight
out there,” he grumbled, “I can’t see how
they could get enough start on you to
scare off this particular nurse. How’d
they know about Torrence making a
statement ?”’

Naughton shrugged. “I went right out,
but they must have known I was heading
that way for they disconnected the gas-
line on my car and before I even got inte
the car I was delayed by some damned
fool who'd parked—"

He stopped, jerked erect. Ruth Hansen
had told him the men knew he was com-
ing, had warned her of his impending
visit. They had torn his gas-line loose to
detain him. Why not that car, too? It
had cost him as much time as the broken
line. < ..

He dove off the chair and caught up the
telephone. While the detectives stared, he
called the traffic detail at headquarters.
The sergeant on the desk had been as
good as his word.

“That sedan,” he said, “was registered
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to Sarah Wycoff, Forty-nine Thirty-six
West Fourteenth Street. It was a Thirty-
four Buick—"

But Naughton didn’t wait to hear any
more. He pronged the receiver, came to
his feet. “No more wild-goose chases,
Naughton,” Captain Taylor growled.
“You've got a lot of explaining to do right
here, young fella.”

Naughton walked over to his chief.
“Skipper, you can’t take this one chance
away from me!” he challenged. “I'm
satisfied I know the man back of these
fires!”

“You know him?”

Naughton bobbed his head, lips taut.
“I can’t name him yet, but give me two
men, and a gun—"’

Captain Taylor looked deep into his
eyes, then scooped up his hat. “Criss, loan
Naughton your gun. You stick here.
Nunnally, you can—" But Nunnally was
already halfway to the hall door.

Naughton paused only to receive the
borrowed gun, then followed the two vet-
erans to the street.

Taylor took the wheel of the powerful
car himself and as the engine thundered
alive, he growled: “All right, kid, name
it!”

Naughton pawed his way into the front
seat. “Fourteenth Street West. The Forty-
mine-hundred—" His words were lost in
the snarl of gears.

As the big squad-car caromed around
the first turn, the siren began its impera-
tive wail. The streets were deserted save
for an occasional truck. The headlight
beams reached into the semi-darkness like
the feelers of a great bug. Already the
sky was suffused with the dull steel of an
approaching dawn.

CONVERSATION was impossible, for

which Naughton was grateful. Sup-
pose the address was a phony? Suppose
Ike and the others had already lammed? It

seemed, as they hurtled through the night,
a slim chance. But it was the only frag-
ment left of the case. If this clue blew
up in his face, Naughton was finished.
He harbored a vague certainty that now
he knew the man behind the string of fires,
but unless he caught up with Ike Wycoff
or Steve, he had no proof. And Keith...?
He tried to shove the thought out of his
mind.

The siren quieted and two blocks fur-
ther Taylor wrenched the big car around
a corner. “Here’s the Forty-nine-hundred
block !” he shouted. The headlights swept
the narrow street in a wide arc.

Naughton clawed open the door at his
side. “Look!” he yelled. “That Buick!”

A Buick sedan was parked on the
wrong side of the street in front of a
dingy brownstone house. Its lights were
on dim and the vague outline of a woman
was discernible behind the wheel. But it
wasn’t the woman, nor the sedan, that
held the attention of the three dicks.

Etched in the glare of the police head-
lights, four figures moved across the side-
walk between the brownstone house and
the Buick. Two men supported a limp
form, half dragging it between them. The
fourth figure, a tall, slim man, brought up
the rear, hands hidden in the pockets of a
topcoat.

The trio sensed their danger as the light
struck them. The leading pair dropped
their burden and made a dive for the open
door of the sedan. Simultaneously, the
machine started from the curb.

“That sedan!” Naughton screamed in
Taylor’s ear. “Crash it!”

Taylor nodded, braced himself, and
swung hard on the wheel. Naughton was
half out of the car when they smashed into
the Buick. The impact hurtled him to the
pavement, but he took the fall rolling. As
he scrambled to his feet, he saw Nunnally
firing from the running-board. Gun-fire
snarled above the roar of locked cars.
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Headlights painted crazy shadows against
the stone walls of the building.

Ike Wycoff was on his hands and knees
in the middle of the street. Steve was
shooting it out with Nunnally. The vet-
eran homicide dick was firing as coolly as
though he were practicing on the range.
Taylor, half out of the front seat, was ex-
changing shots with the woman driver of
the Buick who blazed at him through a
shattered windshield. The still mound on
the sidewalk in front of the house was
Keith MacGilray.

The fourth man was gone!

Naughton limped to his feet and ran
for the open door of the house. He cleared
the figure of young MacGilray without a
glance and ducked into the house. Two
shots pinged past his head and he threw
himself sideways into a pool of shadow.

A flight of stairs stretched to some-
where above—a ladder of darkness.
Naughton fired at the top landing, and
followed the slug as fast as his legs would
carry him: As he pounded up the first
flight, he caught the sound of running feet
above.

The second flight of stairs carried him
to a long corridor under the roof. As his
head topped the landing he caught the out-
line of a man in an open doorway. A slug
ripped the hat from Naughton’s singed
head and he dropped to his stomach,
pushed his gun above the last step and
fired twice. Then a door slammed, and
he took a chance on raising his head.

He swung erect cautiously, moved with
his shoulders sliding along the wall. Five
paces from the closed door, he stopped.
“Come out of there with your hands up |”
he commanded.

Silence !

“If you find out who did it, kid, don't
make no arrests!” Old Mac had told him.

Naughton’s lips formed a bloodless line
across his face,

“Come out, or I'm coming in after

you!” He reiterated his command with-
out moving those taut lips.

Three shots ploughed through the thin
panel for an answer; three pellets of lead
that missed him by inches. It was the
answer he wanted.

HE PRESSED against the wall to gain

momentum, fired twice at the lock,
then catapulted ahead. His flying foot
struck the lock, and the door crashed open,
hanging crazily on broken hinges. He
glimpsed a man crouched near the win-
dow and hurled himself sideways as a
gun belched at him. Naughton squeezed
the trigger . . . . twice.

The first shot missed . . . the second
was a dull click on an empty shell.

“I quit!” yelped the man, raising his
hands. “My gun’s empty !”

Naughton groped for a switch ard
flooded the room with light.

“T’'ve got you, Rolph!” he rasped.

The insurance adjustor shrank before
the detective’s savagery. There was little
of the debonair business man about him
now as he swayed there, hands half raised.

Naughton talked, slowly, with the grim
finality of a judge pronouncing sentence.
“T’ve got you, Rolph, cold! I didn’t sus-
pect you, you rotten rat, but I should have.
It was you who heard Clancy tell me that
Torrence had talked, and so you sent
those three bugs out to silence the girl.
You had a swell spot, Rolph, hanging out
at the MacGilray’s whete you could hear
everything connected with departmental
affairs. Perhaps when we come to it we’ll
find out you killed Manny and the Han-
sen girl.”

“You can’t prove a thing, Naughton.
Give me a break. I can pay—"

“Pay!” yelled the detective. “You're
going to pay right now. I'm going to take
this gun and beat the life out of you.
You’ve got you're break! Start fighting !”’

Rolph suddenly whipped down his
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gun. Naughton realized he had been
tricked, and sought to throw himself side-
ways. The other’s gun exploded almost
in his face. The slug tore into his shoul-
der, spun him around. He went down to
one knee, shook his head to clear it and
reversed his own revolver. Clutching it
like a club, he came erect.

Rolph gaped, eyes distended in terror.
In the weird, scorched face of the other
man, he read a courage that cowed him
and he retreated slowly. ;

“Don’t, Naughton! I'll confess. I
hired those bugs . . . Stay back. Don’t
stare at me like that! You're mad!”

Naughton laughed. His head spun diz-
zily. It was difficult to keep the weaving
figure within the focus of his blurred
vision, but he stalked doggedly, his whole
consciousness centered on a single pur-
pose.

And then—to his everlasting amaze-
ment—the man before him vanished, leav-
ing the room filled with the echo of his
scream |

Naughton stopped, bewildered. He
shook his head savagely to dispel the
blindness he was certain had descended on
him. An understanding came to him as
he staggered over to the shattered window
casing. Shouts came filtering up from the
street below. With a sigh of finality,
Naughton turned and stumbled back to the
stairs.

Captain Taylor met him at the door and
helped him over to the squad-car where he
collapsed in a weary heap on the running-
board. From there he surveyed the scene.
Nunnally was bent gver a black mound on
the sidewalk, For a moment Naughton
thought that mound might represent
young MacGilray, but the homicide dick
walked over and disabused him.

“Rolph’s finished,” Nunnally growled.
“Landed on his head.”

Taylor touched the wounded shoulder.
“You're hit, kid,” he said gently.

Naughton pushed him aside so he could
look around. “Where's Keith MacGil-
ray? Is he—" He hesitated.

Taylor shook his head. “Pretty badly
beaten up,” he explained, “but nothing
serious.” He took a long breath, added:
“I was afraid the kid had something to do
with this arson mob; got a tip from the
hospital that it was Keith that Ernie Tor-’
rence spotted at the Bilsky blaze. Afraid
you were coverin’ him, fella.”

Naughton wagged his head. “No, it
wasn’t that. I just couldn’t figure him,
Well, you know Old Mac; a son of his
couldn’t—"

“How'd you spot Jack Rolph?”

THE arson dick shrugged wearily. “I
: = wasn’t absolutely sure until I went into
that building after him. I only connected
him when you were questioning me at the
Hansen girl’s apartment. It had to be him,
though.” He summarized the events lead-
ing up to the blow-off, explained wearily.

“Young Keith tried to make a case of
his own; he wanted to succeed where we
had failed, make a place for himself on
the arson detail. Semehow he must have
wormed his way into the maeb without
knowing—maybe he guessed it, though—
that Rolph was back of it.

“The kid probably went into the Bilsky
blaze to see if he couldn’t snag a piece
of evidence; he doesn’t know fear around
a fire. Torrence spotted him. Perhaps
Ernie figured the kid was part of the mob,
or mayhe he realized the truth and wanted
to tip me off to protect Keith from any-
thing rash; we’ll never be sure of that
now. But that’s what started things.
Rolph was present when I was told that
Torrence wanted to give me some infor-
mation. The only way I can figure it is
that he sent Wycoff’s wife to block my
car—he knew it well—while the bugs
chased out to squelch Hansen. I dunno
why they didn’t bump her first, though.”
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“That checks,” Taylor said quietly,
“with the story Sarah Wycoff just de-
livered. She just belched out the whole
thing, practically wrapped up for court.
Only there ain’t gonna be much need of a
witness for Nunnally shot the hell out of
Steve an’ I got my doubts whether Tke’ll
ever be much good again either. We’ll get
Bilsky, though.

“But it went like you said. Rolph, of
course, had a swell set-up. Him bein’ an
insurance adjustor, he was in a pretty
spot. He started the fires, soaked the
insurance companies all the traffic would
stand, and took a big split from the in-
sured. He knew what Keith was up to,
but figured to use him while he could.
When he heard about the Torrence epi-
sode, and then saw you workin’ the kid
over, he decided the thing had about run
its course. He got the mob together an’
they planned to do one more job an’ have
the pay-off.

“They let you hear them telephone
young Keith on purpose. The plan was to
kill him an’ leave him on that warehouse
job so’s it would look like he was guilty
of killin’ the watchman. Torrence’s in-
complete statement would point to the idea
that the kid was back of the Bilsky fire,
an’ both you an’ the nurse would have to
think the same thing when you heard
Steve telephone the kid. Rolph also fig-
ured, so Sarah Wycoff tells us, that you'd

be permanently out of the runnin’ with
this girl of Old Mac’s.

“But Keith outsmarted them at the
warehouse, an’ so did you, by bein’ there.
They figured you two was dead, caught
in the basement, but there was still the
Hansen dame. Rolph hopped over there
an’ killed her. She must have delayed
calling us. Maybe she was scared on ac-
count of what she’d done an’ took too long
to see the light. Then Rolph shot Manny
rather than waste time trying to get those
handcuffs off him, It just meant one less
to split the take with. You broke up a
bad mob, kid, an’ I'm proud of you.”

Naughton loosed a bitter laugh. “Me?
Hell, it was the kid that—"

Taylor flagged him silent.

“All right, don’t high-pressure me.
We'll see that the kid gets all the breaks
that’s comin’ to him; I’ll even promise
him a job on our detail when he’s old
enough. In the meantime, he’s got one
hell of a lot to learn about team-work, an’
I can’t figure anybody better suited for
the job than one of his own family. So
I figure about the best thing you can do
is to hop over an’ see this here gal of Old
Mac’s an’ sort of get things started in the
right direction. Nunnally an’ me ain’t so
old we can’t handle this cargo of cold
meat.” :

Naughton chuckled again, but this time
the bitterness was gone.
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CHAPTER ONE

On the Heels of the Rain

ARDIGAN woke up with a bell
ringing in his ears. His bedroom
light was on and there was a book

on his chest and he knew that he had
fallen asleep reading again. He heaved
away the covers and reached for the phone,
36

jumped aside and the bar-wagon
knocked Poteska do;vontdamong the glasses and
es.

realized it wasn’t the phone ringing, and
with a yawn and an absent-minded oath
climbed out of bed, his wrinkled cotton
pajamas twisted around his big body. He
tramped on bare feet into his living-room,
punched the button that would open the
hall door downstairs and weaved back into
the bedroom for robe and slippers. The
alarm clock on the bed-table said one



That big dick from the Cosmos Agency was
always ready to slip a fin to a pal in need
—and the Bourke girl was no exception.
But he hated the idea of having her go up
for marder before she could pay him back
—particularly when he was certain she was
not guilty and that the whole cockeyed

set-up was fjust poison for lvy, and lead
- poison at that.
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'A. M. He went into the living-room
yanking tight the cord of his robe and
pushed out into the corridor to see who
was coming up. He could hear rain on
a skylight,

Ivy Bourke came up, soaked from head
to foot, and Cardigan, scratching his
touseled head, said with scowling curi-
osity : “Swell night for puddle jumping.”
Otherwise, he seemed lazily to take things
for granted; though a visit from Ivy
Bourke at this hour, or any other hour,
was far from usual.

“I saw your light,” she said, “or I
wouldn’t have—"

“Yeah. I was reading.” He followed
her into the living-room and heeled the
door shut. “Lady, are you soaked! I
better give you a drink.”

“No, Jack. Listen—" :

“Not until you have a shot.”

He swung into the pantry, poured out
@ jigger of rye and carried it back into
the living-room.

“Mix it,” she said, grimacing.

“Nix, What do you think I buy good
rye for, to spoil it with water? Here.
Chuck it down.”

“Well. . . .” She took it straight, mak-
ing a face and shaking her head from side
to side.

E didn’t stare expectantly at her but
went around the room looking for a
cigarette. He knew just how she looked
—very white and with a touch of strain
on her small, triangular face. There was
rain on her cheeks and chin and her lips
looked blue with the cold. He knew she
was shivering and he could hear the drops
of wet falling from her clothing.
SJaclez ot
“'Yeal,l ?”
“Will you—will you lend me five dol-
fars?”
“S‘lm.”
He crossed the room and entered a

closet, searching in the pockets of a suit
he had hung up before going to bed. The
phone rang and he called out “Catch that,
Ivy. It may be the office.”

She went into the bedroom, picked up

Hello, hello? ...”

“Who is it?” Cardigan yelled, coming
out of the closet.

“l don’t know. There’s no one on,
Jack.”

“Hang up, then.”

She hung up and as she came into the
living-room he said : “No kidding, Ivy, this
is a hell of a night for you to be slamming
around New York. What's the answer ?”

Her lips tightened and her eyes shot
swiftly from left to right.

He shrugged and handed her the five-
dollar bill. “O. K., forget I mentioned it,”
he chuckled roughly.

“T—" she began.

“Huh?”

“Well, I was up to George and Helen
Shepard’s and I had just enough to get
home on and then when I did get home I
didn’t have my key along. I had the one
to the hall door but not the one to our
apartment.”

“Wasn't Steve with you?”

She dropped her voice and looked
away. “No.”

“Wasn't he home?”

“No.”

“Well, why didn’t you wake up the
janitor ?”

“Oh, he’s a cranky old man. I would
have if I hadn’t found you up. And you
were pretty near, only five blocks, so—
Well, T'll spend the night at a hotel.
Thanks a million, Jack. I'll give it back
to you tomorrow.”

“No hurry, Ivy,” he said, going with
her to the door. And then, “Wait about
two minutes. I'll get dressed and take
you to the hotel.”
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She turned, her smile tired.
Don’t.”

“Nuts. It’ll take only—"

She put a palm against his chest, shook
her head. “I’ll be there in five minutes.
Thanks again.” -

He watched her go down the stairway,
then turned and went back into his apart-
ment scowling darkly. Ivy used to be a
stenographer in the Cosmos Agency office
up until the time she married Steve
Bourke, two years ago. When she mar-
ried Bourke her father washed his hands
of her. Bourke’s reputation was no good
at all, it never had been any good. He had
never held a newspaper job longer than
three months at a time and when he had
been kicked off every sheet in the city—
the last about a year after he married Ivy
—he had gone to work for Gus Poteska,
who ran a string of bars and restaurants
in the Forties and Fifties. He still worked
for Poteska, as far as Cardigan knew,
handling the outfit’s publicity and still
getting as plastered as ever. Cardigan had
lugged him home once or twice, not be-
cause he liked Bourke, but for Ivy’s sake.
But Bourke had an idea that Cardigan
was on the make for Ivy and after one
scene Cardigan never spoke to him again.
Ivy had got a rotten deal but Cardigan
had never heard her complain. She was
always sure that she could straighten
Steve out.

The rain was still beating against the
windows when Cardigan climbed back into
bed. He turned out the bedlight, then
turned it on again, picked up the telephone
and called his office. He recognized the
night man’s voice and said: “’D you
ring me, Oscar? This is Jack.”

“When ?”

“Oh, ten minutes ago.”

“Nope.”

Cardigan hung up, leaned on his elbow
for a minute, then shrugged and yanked
the covers up to his chin.

“No, Jack.

CHAPTER TWO
The Sign of Murder

THE house in East Thirty-fifth Street

was three-storied, not counting the
basement. It had brown sides and a new
gray front and the doorway and vesti-
bule were level with the street. In the
rear was a courtyard and when Idlemann
the janitor put his cat out at six in the
morning the sky was clear, the air had a
cold, washed rain. Idlemann was a clink-
er of a man, small and dried up and testy-
looking. He had a nut-cracker face—his
nose almost met his chin.

Three ashcans usually stood in a row
outside the back door, but this morning
one of them was overturned and ashes lay
spread on the cement courtyard. Idle-
mann cursed. He hopped out into the
courtyard—and stopped short. There was
a man lying on the cement and there was
dark color on the paving and the man’s
body looked broken, out of joint. Idle-
mann’s mouth became a gaping O. He
turned almost stealthily, crept back
through the doorway and bolted up the
corridor. He reached Thirty-fifth Street
with his eyes bulging.

“Police!” he screamed.

Patrolman Carpintero, picking his
teeth on the corner of Thirty-fifth and Lex-
ington, heard the bleating sound and
turned his eyes absently down the side
street. He saw the hopping, arm-fanning
figure of Idlemann and proceeded leisurely
to meet it, sucking at his cleaned teeth.
People were beginning to thrust their
heads out of windows.

“Officer, officer I’ panted Idlemann.

“Hahn?” said Carpintero.

“A man—a man”—Idlemann pointed
toward the house—"is back there dead—
dead ” '

Carpintero took a final sharp suck at his
teeth, said, “Well, let’s take a look,” and
motioned Idlemann to go in. The patrol-
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man followed the janitor to the court-
yard, stooped without bending his knees
and rolled the body over. “For a minute,”
he said, “I thought you was kidding. You
wasn’t. This lad hit smack on his puss.
Who is he?” Carpintero looked up at the
rows of windows.

The janitor grimaced. “I can’t tell—
account of the face—but it looks like Mr.
Bourke.”

“Top floor?”

“Y-yea, sir.”

“Well, a top-floor window’s open. Let’s
go up.”

They climbed to the top floor, Idlemann
way ahead, the cop taking his time. The
janitor was waiting outside a door when
Carpintero finally arrived.

“Locked ?” Carpintero asked.

“Yes—locked.”

“I could bust it, buddy, unless you got
2 key.”

Idlemann took a fat ring of keys from
his hip pocket and opened the door. He
cringed, not wanting to enter. The cop
looked in, then entered and strolled
through a living-room, a bedroom con-
taining twin beds, a dining-nook and a
kitchen. The kitchen window was the one
that was open.

Carpintero looked out, pulled his head
back in and said: “Yop.”

The shade lay on the floor. It evidently
had been yanked off, for one of the brack-
ets was missing. Carpintero took note of
it but did not pick it up. He strolled into
the living-room, picked up the phone and
called his precinct station-house. As he
hung up he saw Idlemann standing timidly
in the doorway.

“You c’'m come in,” Carpintero said,
“but don’t touch nothing.”

Idlemann’s nose and chin worked
toward each other as he gagged out: “Is
—is Mrs. Bourke d-dead too?”

“Ah, so there’s a Mrs. Bourke,” said
Carpinters. He made another tour of the

apartment, this time looking in all the
closets. “Nope. Nobody here.” He sat
down and hung his cap on one knee. “Any
minute the sergeant’ll be over. Now don’t
touch nothing,”

“Can I sit down?” groaned Idlemann.

“Sure, pal. Only don’t sit on a chair
with arms account of you might touch the
arms.”

T six-twenty-five Detective-Sergeant
Grover Block walked in through the
door, said, “Hiyuh,” to Carpintero and
cruised noisy-heeled through the apart-
ment. He reappeared in the living-room
and grunted: “Well, where’s the body ?”
Carpintero said, “Well, it’s down in the
courtyard out back there.” And to Block’s
partner, Whitey Fife, “The sarge crabs—"
“You lug-head, what’s the idea of mak-
ing me climb two flights of stairs when
the body’s down in the courtyard?”’
Block demanded.

“But this is where it fell out of,” said
Carpintero.

“What the hell do T care where it felt
out of! First I want to see a body, then
I’u__”

“But I thought—"

“You're not paid to think! When you're
paid to think you won't be wearing har-
ness, you'll be wearing plainclothes! Who
are you?” Block chepped at Idlemann.

Idlemann told him.

“You stay here,” Block said; and to
his partner, “Come on, Whitey.”

They went out and Carpintero, squint-
ing at the door, took a slow spit into a
wastebasket and said: “That fr you,
Sarge.”

Ten minutes later Block and Whitey
returned and Block dumped onto a desk
a handful of odds and ends he had taken
out of Bourke’s pockets. His voice, al-
ways short, blunt, toneless, said: “Keys.
Cards. Fountain pen. Pencil. Watch—
broken—stopped at twenty minutes past
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twelve last might. Twenty grand from his
pockets. Ten in thousands, nineteen five-
bundreds, and nine one-hundred-dollar
bills and a hundred bucks in tens. He’s
got his topcoat on, so he was either about
0 leave or he’d just come in when it hap-
pened.”

“Maybe he committed suicide,” sug-
gested Carpintero,

“There you go again—thinking.” Block
slapped the packet of bills across his palm
and grunted: “A guy with twenty grand
in his pants is going to commit suicide, I
suppose.” He dropped the money to the
desk. “That,” he added, pointing to the
money, “is the sign of murder. I'll show
you another, bright eyes. Come in here.”

Block strode into the kitchen and point-
ed to a fireplace poker that lay beneath the
sink. “It don’t belong in here, it belongs
in the living-room. Open your eyes and
you’ll see fresh porcelain chipped off the
sink—there’s the bits on the floor.” He
picked ap the poker between thumb and
forefinger, halfway down the shaft. “And
there’s a hit of white on the poker.”

“I don’t see no bloed, though.”

“Wouldn’t have to be. A quick sock
on the head don’t always leave blood in a
second, dummy. The guy was hit and
then whoever hit him threw away the
poker, scared. Or maybe the sink was
hit by accident.”

“Maybe Bourke was drunk and slipped
and fell out the window.”

Block flexed his flat hips. “Maybe. But
1 don'’t think so.”

“Well,” said Carpintero, “once we get
hold of his wife—"

“His wifel”

“Sure. Idiemann in there says he has
a wife, only she ain’t here—she wasn’t
‘when I got here.”

Block went streaking into the living-
room and shot at Idlemann : “When’d you
tast see Bourke's wife ?”

“Well—you see—I—I—"

“Come on, come on—take the marbles
out of your mouth.”

Idlemann belched: “Six o'clock last
night.”

“Where ?”’

“Leaving—going out.”

“Alone P’

“Yes, sir. Yes, sir.”

“You don’t have to ‘sir’ me, mister. D
you see her come in again ?”

“N-no.”

“Hear her up here later during the
night ?”

“NO.,’

“Hear anybody else up here?”

(‘No'”

“Did you hear any noise, a crash, at
about midnight ?”

Idlemann shook his head, gulped. “No
—no.”

“My God, you sleep down there in the
basement and you mean to tell me a guy
hits the cement outside and you don't
hear him!”

“I—I always take sleeping powders.”

BLOCK groaned and rolled his savage

dark eyes. Then he growled : “Well,
who else lives in this house? Whitey, go
down and see who all lives here and see
if they heard anything.”

Whitey said amiably, “Wait . . .” and
crossed the room, shoved aside an arm-
chair. He picked up a loaded suitcase
and skated it out into the middle of the
room, pointed to the initials on it.
“Bourke’s, I guess.”

Block threw him the bunch of keys,
saying, “See.”

Whitey got it open and dumped the
contents. “I guess so. He must have
been going to leave for places.”

“With twenty grand, sure. But why—"
He stopped short. “The motive wasn’t
robbery,” he said, pointing rigidly.

“The wife,” said Whitey.

Block snapped his fingers. “Hell, yes!
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He was going to leave her. She caught
him—came home late and caught him
and—"

“T’'ll go down and ask people questions,
like you said,” Whitey drawled, leaving.

The phone rang and Block crossed to
it, picked it up and stared solemnly
straight ahead at nothing. “Hello,” he
muttered.

“Oh, Steve, there,” a man’s voice said.
“Golly, I guess I just about caught you.
Listen, Steve. When you get there, look
up Ben Rossberger right away and tell
him I’ll give him two hundred a week to
run the Bandstand. You know how all
the people there’s been asking where’s
Ben, where’s Ben. I think he’s worth two
hundred, so tell him.”

“Who is this?” Block growled.

“It’s me, Steve. It’s Gus.”

“Gus who?”

“Hey . . . who is this?”

“You're talking to Detective-sergeant
Grover Block.”

“Oh, well. Well, put Steve on.”

“He’s dead.”

“What !”

“Come on, who are you?”

“Who am I? Damn it, I'm Gus Po-
teska!”

“Well, I never met you, Mr. Poteska,
but I'm going to. Put your pants on and
come down here.”

“Hey, listen! Wait!”

“Put ’em on and come down, Mr. Po-
teska.”

Block hung up and found Carpintero
smiling smugly at him. Carpintero was
holding up something. “Here’s something
you didn’t find, Sarge.”

Block crossed the room, plucked a
ladies’ diamond ring from between Car-
pintero’s thumb and index finger. “Looks
like an engagement ring,” he muttered.

“It is, I guess. Take a look inside the
band there.”

Block looked. Finely engraved were
the words From Stephen to Ivy. . -

“What's his wife’s name?” Block asked
Idlemann.

“Ivy,” said Idlemann.

“Where’d you find it?” Block said to
the patrolman.

“Under the gas range in the kitchen.”

Block stepped to the bedroom door,
stood there for a moment. Turning, he
headed for the telephone saying : “Neither
bed slept in.” He picked up the phone and
did some official business. “Yeah,” he
said, toward the end, picking up a photo-
graph of Ivy Bourke, “I got one of her.
. . . Oh, hell, we ought to pick her up in
no time, unless she chucks herself in the
river.”

He cradled the receiver and set down
the instrument as the newspapermen ar-
rived. :

UGUSTINE POTESKA was about

five-feet-two. He was cone-shaped,
his small pointed shoes being the point of
the cone. He had small white chunky
hands and a white square head, bald on
top, with a small patch of black hair
slicked above either ear. His lips were
thick, red, with- definite lines. His nose
was small, pointed. He had wide-open
large blue eyes, full of nothing. He was
supposed to be worth plenty of money.
His clothes were expensive, dark and
snug. He sat on a straight-backed chair
in the Bourke living-room, his toes barely
touching the floor, his chunky little hands
folded on his paunch.

Block was ripping out in his blunt, hard
voice: “I don’t give a stinking damn who
you are! Twenty thousand bucks is
twenty thousand bucks. You want it. You
want it because you say it’s yours, you say
you gave it to Bourke to fly south this
morning to the Meadowforth Track. You
wanted him to bet it for you right at the
track. Now that he’s dead you want the
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money so0 you cat send it down with some-
body else. The hell you say! How do I
know it’s your money? Suppose it is? All
right, we’ll say it is. But it’s got to stay
impounded till we prove it.”

Poteska said in a chilly smiling voice:
“You ain’t ever worked up in my terri-
tory, have you, Block?”

“No. So what?”

“I don’t take guff from flatfoots.”

Block’s face was wooden, narrow. “I
talk plain, brother, and if you can’t take
plain talk to hell with you. I said to hell
with you and what are you going to do
about it?”

Cardigan appeared in the doorway and
said: “Kick him in the teeth, Gus, and
see if they’re false.”

Block turned. “I thought I phoned you
an hour ago to get over here. How long
does it take you to get five blocks?”

“I ate breakfast.”

“This is more important than breakfast,
damn you!”

“Not my breakfast.”

“Hello, Jack,” said Whitey.

“Hello, Whitey,” said Cardigan. “If
your partner gets wound up anymore he’s
going to spin like a top.”

Block snapped: “I've heard funnier
jokes than that at funerals, sailor. But
when I phone you and tell you—"

“To hell with you, Grover!” Cardigan
snapped back at him. “You're not my
boss and if T want to eat any breakfast
before I come around I'll eat it. Just be-
cause Gus Poteska gets you riled is no
reason why you should land on me—so
don’t try it. One more beef out of you
and I'll turn around and walk out. What
time was Bourke killed ?”

“Exactly twenty past twelve last night,
loud-mouth.,” :

Cardigan leaned back against the wall,
pulled down one side of his heavy mouth
in a smile, said: “Where do I fit in and

who was the guy with the stop-watch that
clocked the exact time?”

Block pointed to the desk. “There’s his
watch—smashed—at twenty past twelve.
I took it out of his pocket down in the
courtyard.”

“All right. Now tell we where I fit in,
Toots.”

Block’s face looked very narrow, very
watchful. “I been checking up on the
phone here. There was a call made from
here to your place at five past one—exactly
forty-five minutes after Bourke’s watch
stopped.”

Cardigan’s eyes were not fooling now.
“My phone rang about that time, Grove.
But there was nobody on it.”

“I'll give you a couple more answers,
Jack.”

“You got the right one. Ask Oscar at
the agency office. I hung up and then
after a few minutes I thought it might be
the office, so I phoned Oscar. He said no,

_ it wasn’t him.”

Block wore a sad wooden half-smile.
“Nice work, Jack. Nice figuring.”

Cardigan said: “All right, then. You
make up the puzzles, so you give your
own answers. Listen, everybody. This is
going to be good.”

LOCK was unimpressed. “Bourke’s
watch stopped—he was killed at
twelve-twenty. A call is made from here
to your apartment at five past one.
Bourke’s wife used to be Ivy Trant and
when she was Ivy Trant she worked in
your office. The answer is this: she took
a crack at her husband with a poker,
stunned him, and he pitched out the win-
dow. She didn’t know what to do. Then
she thought of you. She phoned you.”
“And T told her to run away. That
would be just about the brightest thing in
the world for me to do.”
Block said: “She phoned you at five



44

Dime Detective Magazine

past one this morning. Bourke couldn’t
have phoned you because—"

“Because he was dead. He was dead
at five past one because his watch—
smashed—showed he died at twenty past
twelve. Now how would you like me to
tell you that this twenty-past-twelve
theory of yours might be cockeyed ?”

“Tell me.”

“You say he was hit with a poker. All
right—if somebody comes after you with
a poker you’re going to defend yourself—
_ you’re going to hold up your arms. The
watch might have been smashed by the
poker and not by the fall.”

“He’s right there,” drawled Whitey.

Block flexed his lips. “O. K. One of
us is as right as the other on that—except
for the reasoning. From what I heard
from some reporters that were around
here a little while ago, Jack, you and
Bourke were not on speaking terms. So
why should Bourke call you up?”

“I didn’t say he did.”

“I know you didn’t. I said his wife
called you up for advice after she smacked
him with the poker. It’s got to be that
way!” he growled. “Robbery wasn’t the
motive. He was leaving her and she
fought with him. Her engagement ring
was found on the kitchen floor. Maybe
she flung it at him, I don’t know. But
there you are. With twenty thousand on
the body—"

Cardigan darkened.
thousand ?”

Block told him and Cardigan looked at
Gus Poteska.

The door opened and a tall, handsome
brunette swaggered in, took a bored look
around the room and said to Poteska:
“Well, T got here, Gus.”

Block snapped : “Who are you?”

The brunette looked him up and down
casually. “I might ask, what are you? I
might, cowboy, but I won’t. There may
be children present.”

“What twenty

“Now, Gloria,” soothed Poteska. “Be
nice. Sergeant Block, this is Gloria Bell,
my secretary.”

Gloria chuckled. “That’s Gus all over,
Sarge. He always calls his girl friend his
secretary, just in case the vice squad’s
around.”

“Young lady,” said Block bluntly, “if
this is a rehearsal you're putting on, pass
over it. There’s a murder quiz going on
here and we don’t need any stooges. We
got one here already,” he added, digging
his dark stare at Cardigan, “and we don’t
need any more.”

“Hello, big boy and whatever your
name is,” she said to Cardigan.

Cardigan said : “Hi, beautiful.”

She sauntered across the room, helped
herself to a cigarette from a box on the
table.

“Madam,” said Block, “I wish you'd
get out of here, unless you got business
here.”

She picked up the poker, which was
lying on the table, and pointed it at him.
“Sarge, control yourself—"

“Damn it, drop that! That was a weap-
on—"

“Oh-h,” she said, letting go of it as
though it were hot. “Little Gloria pulling
boners again.” She raised a hand. “Hold
it, Sarge. I just dropped by because Gus
asked me to.” ’

Poteska nodded. “Yes. Gloria was
present when I gave Steve the twenty
thousand dollars. She is my witness. I
asked her to come.”

Block looked at her. “Is that right?”
he demanded.

She touched her hair languidly. “Gus
took the words right out of my mouth.”

Block said : “Well, you can come around
when the formal hearing’s held. But the
money stays in custody for the present. If
it’s Mr. Poteska’s, and I guess it is, he’ll
get it back—but I'm only a sergeant, I
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can’t hand it over. And now you can go,
Miss Bell.”

“I didn’t intend hanging around,” she
said, moving back across the room. She
was a head taller than Poteska. She pat-
ted his cheek. “Be seeing you, snooksy-
wooksy.”

“Whoops!” guffawed Carpintero.

She drawled at him: “Do you speak,
too, or do you just make animal sounds?
. - - So long, boys.” She drifted out.

Block moved his shoulders inside his
coat, said: “Now to get back to—"

Cardigan interrupted: “I thought you
said Bourke was going to Florida.”

“1 did2

(ARDIGAN stooped over Bourke’s
™ suitcase, which still lay open on the
floor. He picked up a pair of fur-lined
gloves, a woolen sweater. “Since when
do people pack these things for a visit to
Florida ?”

Poteska jumped.

“Sit down, you,” Block snapped.

Poteska sat down.

Block stared at the gloves, the sweater.
He mused out loud: “I think I get it.
Bourke maybe was supposed to go to
Florida—but he figured, with twenty
grand, to run out.”

Poteska jumped up again, pointed,
fcried: “Now don’t say sit down! Don’t tell
me, now!” He looked very small and
comically indignant.

“You know,” said Patrolman Carpin-
tero, “it’s funny about that gentleman
there. Sitting or standing, he looks the
same. If he was behind a bar, f'r instance,
T’d think he was kneeling.”

Poteska colored. The red color swept
across his white face like a flame. A vein
on his temple bulged. His wide-open eyes
stared at Carpintero with a touch of fierce,
glassy hatred. Sweat oozed out on his
skin,

Carpintero looked sheepish. “Geez, did
I say something ?”

“Anything you say,” Block told him,
“is too much.” The gaunt sergeant turned
to Poteska. “And what were you going
to say?”

Purse-lipped, Poteska sat down. “Noth-
ing.”

“Nothing my eye,” Block grunted.

Poteska moved his lips, moistened them
with his tongue, then dried them with the
side of his index finger. “Well . . .”
His eyes dropped, flickered. “Well, it’s
just tough to believe that Steve Bourke
would have double-crossed me by run-
ning off with the dough I gave him to
take South.”

Block broke a dry cigar in half and
stuck one half in his mouth, chewed it to
pulp. “What about women? Was he
ga-ga on any gal?”’

Poteska scratched the back of his left
wrist. His eyes were expressionless again.
“I don’t know about that. I never no-
ticed. I don’t think he was. No, I don’t
think he was.”

“When was the last time yesterday you
seen him?”

“Seven o’clock last night, when I gave
him the money.”

“Where ?”

“At my place, my apartment where T
live. West Fifty-second.”

There was a knock on the door and
Carpintero opened it. A young man, with
his hat in one hand and a sheaf of papers
in the other, said: “Is the lady of the
house in?”

“Hah,” chortled Carpintero.

The young man looked a little puzzled,

Block rapped out: “And what would
you want with the lady of the house?”

“Well,” said the young man, “Ymn
selling magazine subscriptions an{ I
thought—"

“Hah,” chortled Carpintero.

“You shut up,” Block told him; and
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to the young man, “Sonny boy, if I knew
where the lady of the house was, I'd go
out and get drunk as a celebration. If
you find her, sonny boy, tell me. Do tell
me. I'll get us both drunk.”

“Oh,” said the young man.

“Magazine subscriptions!” exploded
Block. “Those harness bulls downstairs
would let in an elephant if an elephant
could get through the door! Beat it!”

“Beat it!” echoed Carpintero as he
slammed the door shut. “That’s telling
him, Sarge.”

Cardigan crossed the room and picked
up his battered old fedora. He slapped it
on his head, gave the front of the brim a
downward yank. He buttoned his shabby
ulster.

“You guys have your fun,” he said. “I
work for a living.”

“You just wait!” Block said.

“I know, I know. Ivy Bourke phoned
me at five after one this morning. We had
a long talk and she told me she killed her
husband and I told her she’d better take
it on the lam.” He strode to the door,
turned, snorted: “Grow up! It’s the last
thing in the world I'd tell her—to beat it!
If you want me again, you know where
you can find me.”

“TI’ll want you again, all right, all right.”

“Swell. Only make it interesting.”

CHAPTER THREE
The Dead Visitor

THE phone in George Hammerhorn’s

private office rang at half-past one
that afternoon. Hammerhorn was the head
of the Cosmos Agency. He was a broad,
blond man, well groomed in dark gray.
His movements were slow, deliberate. He
reached out slowly, deliberately for the
phone with his right hand, removed a

half-smoked cigar from his mouth with his
left.

“Yes?” He watched the smoke rise
from his cigar. “O. K. Hang around,
though.” He slid the receiver into the
prongs and said across the office to Cardi-
gan: “That was Floom, watching the
Bourke place. She hasn’t turned up yet.”

Cardigan was standing with one foot
on the floor, the other on the radiator by
the window, and leaning cross-armed on
his knee. He scowled down at the traffic
on Madison Avenue, his big face brown
and saturnine, his wide mouth drawn
down at one corner.

George Hammerhorn leaned back in his
leather-upholstered chair. “She did it, I
guess.”

“And why the hell shouldn’t she have?”
Cardigan growled, his black eyes stirring,
not seeing the traffic. “That guy Bourke
stank. A handsome, glib, fast-fingered
guy-about-town.”

“That has nothing to do with the law,
Jack. She should have stayed there, held
her ground—called it self-defense or some-
thing. When they find her, they’ll be
tough.”

Cardigan swung his foot off the radi-
ator and spaded his hands into his hip
pockets, facing Hammerhorn. “Don’t read
me the law, George, for cripes’ sake. I
know she should have held her ground.
But the poor kid was scared, she didn’t
know what to do—"

“She knew enough to come over to your
place and borrow five bucks.”

Cardigan dropped into a chair and
knuckled his chin.

Hammerhorn said : “I think you should
have told the cops about that call, Jack.
It would have cleared up one angle—the
fact that she couldn’t have made that phone
call at one five because she was at your
place.” :

“That’s not the main angle. The main
angle is that Bourke’s watch was smashed
at twelve twenty. I can prove, if I have
to, later, that she was at my place at five
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past one. It’s going to make a stink. The
scandal-mongers are going to link her to
me in a nasty way. The main reason I
didn’t tell Block that she was there was
because I wanted to be free to move
around. He hasn't got her, so he’d have
held me as a material witness or some-
thing—maybe even an accessory after the
fact. All right—I can prove she was at
my place when the phone call was made,
but I can’t prove where she was at the
time Bourke’s watch was smashed.”

“Who did make the phone call, then?”

Cardigan got up and took a caged walk
around the office. “There’s a fluke some-
where. 1 knew there was something
wrong when she came into my apartment
last might—I could tell it. Maybe she did
sock him, say, at twelve twenty, and broke
the watch. Then maybe she left. Maybe
Bourke tried to get me and fainted before
the connection was made—or changed his
mind and hung up. Maybe he was sick.
Maybe he stuck his head out the window
for some air and fell out.”

Hammerhorn was gravely logical. “The
fact remains, Jack, that she hasn’t come
back to the apartment. That’s an indica-
tion of guilt. We can assume—"

Angry, impatient, Cardigan slashed his
band through the air. ‘“We're wasting
time. There’s just one thing I've got to
do. I've got to find her before the cops do.
Guilty or not guilty—I've got to find her
first, George!”

“How about the place where she said
she was last night before she came home?”

“I checked that. I went up there right
after I left Block at the apartment. Helen
Shepard said she left there at eleven
thirty last night in a cab. That’s the last
she’s seen or heard of Ivy. Helen knows
we're friends and she promised to let me
know if she got any news.” He scooped up
his overcoat, shrugged into it. “Take any
message if she calls. I’'m going to find out
where Ivy spent the night.”

“Want a couple of men?”

“No. Just keep Floom watching if Ivy
shows up at her apartment.”

“Keep your nose clean.”

CARDIGAN grabbed his hat and swung

out. He went down to the Grand
Central Terminal, changed a dollar into
nickels and went into the men’s smoking-
room and across to the telephone booths.
He took down a classified directory and
spent ten minutes checking off the hotels
within ten blocks of his own address and
then made another check of the ones Ivy
would be likely to stop at. Then he began
telephoning.

“Is Miss Ivy Bourke registered there?”

His fifteenth phone call brought a “Yes,
sir” from the operator at the Whiteledge.

“Ring her,” said Cardigan.

There was an interval of silence and
then the operator said : “Miss Bourke does
not answer.”

“Send a hop up and make sure.”

He waited, put in another nickel when
he was told to; waited another minute.
The operator said: “Miss Bourke’s key
was found in the outside of her door. She
apparently checked out. Her room was
paid for in advance.”

Half an hour later he called the Cos-
mos office, said: “Any news about Ivy
from Floom?” :

“No,” said Hammerhorn. “I just heard,
though, that the medical examiner report-
ed Bourke must have been pretty tight
when he died.”

“No poison or anything?”

“No. Just alcohol.”

“Get me a list of the bars that Gus
Poteska owns and runs, George. I'll call
you back. I know some of them but I
want all of them.”

When he called back half an hour later
Hammerhorn gave him a list of six; add-
ed: “And no word from Floom.”

Cardigan figured it would be a waste of
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time to go around to the bars before five
o’clock. He stood outside the terminal,
on the corner of Forty-second and Vander-
tilt, watching the moving crowd with nar-
rowed, hunting eyes. Ivy was somewhere
m this city. Walking, probably; walking
endlessly. If she had paid three dollars
for a room, she had two left. She could not
go far on two dollars. The police had her
photograph. They would be combing the
streets for her, watching the theater lob-
bies. The evening papers would carry her
picture too. Her father would hear of it
days later—he was down in Central
America somewhere with a survey outfit.
Cardigan began to tramp the streets
around Ivy’s apartment, knowing that a
guilty person often haunts the neighbor-
hood of a crime. He worked back and
forth across town down to Thirtieth Street,
where he lived, and dropped into his vesti-
bule to see if there was any mail. There
was a letter bearing the name of the Hotel
Whiteledge. He tore it open.

Dear Jack,

I must have looked a fool and acted a
fool the way I barged in on you at that
hour. Warm and dry here now, in the hotel
room, I feel very embarrassed. I guess the
rain and the cold just upset me. But you
were always so good to me when I worked
at the agency, and afterward with Steve
and all, that you were the first one I thought
of to bother. Please excuse me. It's two
o'clock now and I'm going to bed and as
soon I get home, about eight or nine, I'll
send you the five.

Gratefully,
Ivy.

Tt was postmarked at eight A. M. Cardi-
gan crushed it into his pocket, hiked up
the stairway to the second floor and fished
his apartment key out of his pocket. He
flung open the door and shouldered in,
still confused by the contents of the letter.
Taking the letter out, he read it again,
trying to find something between the lines.
He shrugged, put it back into his pocket

and went into the pantry for a drink. As
he reached over the sink to wash out the
jigger, he saw a few red spots on the
porcelain. He put his finger on one of
them, smeared that spot into another. The
spots were still wet. They were blood-
spots.

He turned slowly, his brows coming to-
gether, his lips parting a little, and stared
out into the living-room. The sun lay in
three slanting bars across the carpet. He
pushed out of the pantry, stood for a min-
ute in the middle of the living-room, then
moved with slow heavy steps into the bed-
room.

A man was lying face down alongside
the bed, near the bedtable. The phone was
on the floor, a broken wire curving up-
ward. The man wore a light gray over-
coat. His hat was about two feet away,
upside down. His heels were worn on
the outer edges. A blond man.

Cardigan took a few more slow steps,
bent over, grabbed hold of a shoulder and
turned the man half over. Blood dripped
from between the man’s coat lapels to the
floor, where more blood lay in a dark wet
patch. The man was Whitey Fife, Block’s
partner from the station-house. He was
dead.

Cardigan let him fall back on his face.
He said, “M-m-m,” through lips that slid
tautly back and forth across each other.
The phone had been yanked out. The only
sign of a struggle was a twisted small rug.

Cardigan went back into the living-
room, lit a cigarette and stood nibbling
quick little drags at it. He turned sud-
denly, strode to the door and went out into
the corridor ; locked the door and wheeled
toward the head of the staircase.

Block was standing there leaning against
the banister. The sergeant said: “Boy,
you’ve been doing a lot of running around
and telephoning since I clamped on your
tail.”

“Where’d you come from?”
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“Wherever you came from. You ain’t
kidding me, Jack. You know plenty about
that little affair over in Thirty-fifth
Street. I just thought I'd follow you
around.”

Cardigan swiveled and went back to
the door, saying: “All right, follow me
in here.”

He opened the door, strode into the
living-room and with a jerk of his chin
said: “Take a look inside.”

Block shot him a suspicious sidewise
glance, stretched his gaunt legs across
the living-room and disappeared into the
bedroom. Cardigan heard him bawl out:
“Good God!”

Cardigan took a few steps and leaned
in the bedroom doorway. “Now say I
did it.” he said.

Block had turned the body over and
was feeling around. “A knife did it.
Poor old Whitey . . .” He dropped to
his knees, felt the arms, the legs. “He
ain’t been dead long. He ain’t been dead
over an hour. What’s this?”’ he said,
slapping at the broken telephone wire.
He crawled on his knees and pulled a gun
from beneath a chair, looked at it.
“Whitey’s gun.” He stood up and turned
and his long, narrow face was bitter,
sinister. He rasped: “Nobody said you
did it! T know you didn’t because I been
tailing you for a couple of hours.

“Thanks,” said Cardigan.

“You got nothing to thank me for.”
Block's voice was hard, blunt. He point-
ed. “Tll tell you something, though. I
'sent Whitey around here a couple of hours
ago, just about the time I clamped on your
‘tail. T sent him over to watch this place,
in case the dame showed up looking for
you. I told him to hang around across
the street and watch. So here’s his body—
in your room. He tailed someone up
here. He followed someone up here.
‘Now who would he have followed up?”

“No matter what I say, Grove, you'll

naturally say he tailed Ivy Bourke up.”

“Sure I'll say it!”

“And Ivy Bourke, who’s about five
feet tall and weighs a couple over a hun-
dred pounds—she drove a knife into a
man's chest—and the man was armed.”

Block stretched his gaunt neck and his
eyes were dark, hot, alongside his bony
beak of a nose. “A knife slides in easy,.
Jack. I only know this,” he ground on
doggedly. “I told Whitey to keep an eye
peeled for the woman. Now who else
would he have followed up here?”

Cardigan was gnawing at his under lip.
“Try this,” he said suddenly. “Whitey
saw some known gangster go in the build-
ing.- A guy he recognized. He took a
Brody and followed him in. He found the
guy in the apartment here, got the drop
on him and was starting to make a phone
call when the guy jumped him, stabbed
him. Then the guy yanked the phone out
in case Whitey wasn’t all dead.”

Block threw out the cylinder of Whitey’s
gun, counted the shells. “None gone.
Hey, wait! One nicked. Whitey tried
to fire and the shell didn’t go off.”

“There’s blood in the sink in the pantry.
A few drops. The guy that killed Whitey
washed his hands, or his gloves.”

“You're pretty sure it was a guy, huh?”’

“And a smart guy, Sarge. He washed
his hands, he even locked the door after
he went out—using a skeleton key, which
he used to get in with.”

Block’s eyes were shrewd. “You sure
this dame didn’t have a key to your apart-
ment ?”

“You wouldn’t want to get your face
caved in, would you?”

CHAPTER FOUR

K. K.

T was seven o’clock when Cardigan
swung into the foyer of the Rio Club.
He had already been to four of Gus Po-
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teska’s bars. The Rio was in Fifty-fifth
Street, west of Fifth Avenue, and the
brunette leaning at the checkroom desk
was small, pop-eyed, and chewed gum
with a sliding motion of her jaws.

Cardigan said: “Hello, Gert.”

“Well, look what the wind blew in.”

“I thought you worked over at the
Bandstand.”

“I used to. I been working here a
week.”

“Like it?’

“It’s a living. Some of the trade’s kinda
crummy but— Say, would you like to
buy a chance on a round-trip airplane
flight to Chicago? Only two bits.”

“Nix, Gert. The sight of even an air-
mail stamp makes me airsick. Were you
on last night?” '

“Sure.”

“Know Steve Bourke?”

“Hey, wasn’t that tough about him?
Didja read in the papers about how—?”

“You knew him, then.”

“Well, to see him, yeah.”

“Was he here last night?”

“Oh, boy, was he here—and how!”

Cardigan frowned. “What’s the joke?”

“No joke, Jack. Some guy poked him
and nobody knows why.”

“Who was the guy?”

“Nobody knows. Just a customer, I
guess. He socked Bourke in the men’s
washroom. Nobody seen him do it but
we put two and two together, because a
guy came streaking out here for his hat
and coat and I saw him wiping what
looked like blood off his knuckles. And he
looked plenty mad. He couldn’t find
his check and he snapped at me, ‘I can’t
find it. Gimme my hat and coat’ So I
says to him, “You'll have to describe them,
mister. And so he describes them, exas-
perated all the time, and still mad, and I
give them to him.”

Cardigan said: “That’s a nice hair-

wave you got, Gert. How did he describe
them ?”

“Well—oh, yes, I remember. Ha—I
had to laugh. He says, ‘There’s K. K.
stamped in the hat’ And I says, ‘Ha,
another K and you'd be a Ku Kluxer
Klanner.” And then I says, ‘Now de-
scribe the coat.” Well, he says it’s a black
one. I ask what the label is. He says
he can’t remember. He points out a black
one and tells me that's it. But I says,
‘Maybe there’s something in the pocket
you can describe.” By this time the guy
is berling. But he snaps, “‘My hotel key!
The Hotel Whiteledge!” So the key is in
the overcoat and I give him the coat and
he slams out.”

Cardigan was staring slit-eyed at her.
“The Whiteledge, eh? You wouldn’t re-
member the room number ?”

“Gee’ Jack, no. All I remember is
the Whiteledge and the K.K. business
account of like I said, did he have three
Kls_-”

The door opened and two well dressed
young men grooved smoothly into the
foyer and stood eyeing a painting on the
wall. They said nothing to each other.
One wore a brown raglan overcoat and
a derby. The other was dressed in a
dark blue Guards coat and a dark blue
fedora with the brim turned down over
his right ear. Their faces were clean-
shaven, smooth, expressionless.

Cardigan finished talking with Gert,
started off still looking at her and saying
good-bye, and almost crashed into the two
young men. Both stepped aside nimbly,
dropped their eyes.

Cardigan said, “Excuse the truck, bud-
dies,” and heaved out of the Rio.

AN east wind slashed up Fifty-fifth

Street, made Cardigan duck his chin
into the collar of his old ulster. The street
was jammed, noisy with auto traffic
through which a mounted patrolman, his
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face beet-red, pranced his deft-footed
horse. Cardigan couldn’t catch a cab
until he reached Madison Avenue.

“The Whiteledge,” he said.

The Whiteledge was in East Thirty-
sixth Street, between Park and Lexing-
ton. It raised a gray-white front leanly
into the darkness and a short marble
tunnel led from the entrance into the small,
well appointed lobby.

Cardigan said to the man at the desk:
“Is Tom Buffo around?”

“I think he’s in his office on the first
floor.”

Buffo was sitting behind a plain oaken
desk in a small, plain room. He was a
knob-nosed fat man wearing horn-rimmed
glasses. He was the house officer.

“Well, well, speaking of the devil—"

“Hello, Tom. Want to do me a favor?”

“Probably not. Want to buy a chance
on a round-trip airplane flight to Chi-
cago?”’

“Oh, my God.”

“All right, I just thought I'd ask.
What’s on your mind ?”

“I’d like to find out who’s name K.K.
would stand for. He’s living here.”

Buffo took off his glasses and put them
right back on again. He gave Cardigan
a short, weary look, rose and left the
office.

In five minutes he returned saying:
“We have three. Katherine Kern in Two-
one-six, Kirk Keersage in Five-o-two,
and Kenneth Klaeberg in Six-two-one.”

“The woman’s out. Know the other
two?”’

“Keersage’s a permanent here. Fat guy,
about like me, middle-aged. Klaeberg I
don’t know. He checked in three days
ago.’,

“Thanks, Tom.”

“Don’t mention it.
trip airplane—"

“Listen, Tom. I can’t doit. A pal of
mine died that way. Ina parachute jump.

Now this round-

Choked himself to death. You know the
ripcord is over the heart, because when
a guy falls they figure he’ll reach for his
heart. Well, this pal o’ mine’s heart was
in his throat when he jumped and so—
he choked himself to death.”

“M-m-m,” brooded Tom Buffo as Car-
digan streaked out.

Cardigan rode an elevator to the sixth
floor, got out and took a swinging look
at the nearby room numbers. He went
toward the rear of the corridor and found
621 near the end. - He shifted his revolver
from his shoulder holster to his right-
hand overcoat pocket and kept his hand in
the pocket with the gun. With his left
hand he knocked on the door.

A man’s voice said: “Who's there?”

“Electrician. I got to check up on the
telephone. The operator downstairs says
she can’t get you.”

Feet came up to the door, a latch was
turned and the door swung open.

Cardigan said dourly, “I'm not really
an electrician,” and jammed himself in
between the door and the frame.

The young man who faced him was the
one who had appeared at the Bourke
apartment that morning as a subscription
salesman for magazines.

Cardigan took no chances. He pulled
his gun and said: “Back up, bud. I want
to talk to you about magazines. Just
in case you get any foolish ideas, put your
dukes up high. That’s nice.” He entered,
shut the door and locked it.

The man before him was steady-eyed,
watchful. He looked to be in his young
twenties, slender, narrow-hipped, with
broad shoulders and a strong, lean neck.

Cardigan said: “And what magazines
do you sell?”

“Skip it.”

“Sit down.”

“T’ll stand.”

“Sit down.”

“I said T'll stand.”
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ARDIGAN kicked him on the shins
and the man sat down promptly, his

lips writhing tightly. “Get over the idea,”
Cardigan said, “that I'm kidding.” He
stood in front of the man. “What was the
gag about selling magazines this morn-
ing?”

“I wanted to see if they had the woman.”

“Why?”

“That’s my business.”

Cardigan said: ‘“You know she spent
the night here at the hotel, don’t you?”

Klaeberg started. His voice popped
when he said, “No!” He started to rise
but Cardigan motioned him back, mut-
tered: “How long do you know her?”

Klaeberg scowled at him. ‘“Five years
—a little over.”

“What’s your interest in her?”

Klaeberg sat back and clamped his lips
tight.

Cardigan said: “You socked Steve
Bourke at the Rio Club last night. Why?”

Klaeberg’s lips twisted, his eyes dark-
ened, flashed. “To hell with you!”

Cardigan pulled over a chair and sat
down. His face was very dark, grim,
threatening; his voice was low, grave,
heavy. “Buddy, I've got no scruples
against breaking your neck. This gal is
a friend of mine. And when I say a
friend, T mean a friend; I don’t mean a
sleepy-time gal. I've got to find her. T've
got to find out things that led up to what
happened last night. I’'m going to find out,
buddy, and you're going to help me.”

Klaeberg snapped back at him: “You’re
wasting your time! T’d like to know
where she is myself. Damn it, if I knew
where she was, do you think I'd be
sitting here ?”

“Iisten, buddy, I tell you I'm a friend
of Ivy’s. Ivy is in a spot—"

“Ivy who?”’

“The gal we're talking about.”

Klaeberg’s hands slapped to the arms
of the chair, gripped them. His mouth

opened, his eyes popped wide with cons
fusion.

Cardigan jumped to his feet, lashed out :
“I get it! We're talking about two
different gals!” He towered above Klae-
berg. “What gal are you talking about,
Klaeberg? Come on, boy, spit it out!”

“No!” rasped Klaeberg, jumping to his
feet, starting a swing.

Cardigan snapped a left to his diaphram,
clipped him on the chin and drepped him
to the floor. He muttered, “Fool !’ under
his breath and for half a minute watched
Klaeberg lying motionless. He strolled
across the room and saw an opened en-
velope lying on the bureau. It was
addressed to Kenneth Klaeberg, Hotel
Whiteledge, New York City. He pulled
out the letter, read it.

Dear Ken,

1 hope you find Vivian. I know you'll try
hard. Please explain how everything is,
how I haven’t much more time to live, and
that all I do is pray that she’ll come and
see me, just once, just for a liftle while.
Then I'll die happy, Ken.

Your grateful brother,
Willy.

Cardigan looked at the back of the en-
velope. Written there was, William
Klacberg, 12-20 Grove Road, Kansas
City. :

Klaeberg sat up, shook his head.

Cardigan swung his gun toward him.
“How about it? Going to talk?”

“Go to hell,” mumbled Klaeberg.

Cardigan picked up the phone and called
the Cosmos Agency. “This is Jack,
George . . . . Send a man over here to the
Hotel Whiteledge, Room Six-two-one.
Right away . . .. Yes, I'll be here.”

Fifteen minutes later there was a knock
on the door. “Who is it?” asked Cardi-
gan.
“Eddie Shore.”

Cardigan opened the door and a short,
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stocky man said:
said—"

“Yeah, Eddie. Just sit here and keep
this lad good.”

“That all ?”

“No rough stuff—unless he tries to
leave. I'll be back—or phone you.”

“Hi, Jack. George

AS he stepped out of the elevator at the
lobby floor a page boy was droning:
“Call for Mr. Cardigan. Call for—”
“Here, boy.”
“Mr. Cardigan? There’s a phone call
for you. Booth Three—across the lobby.”
Cardigan gave him a dime and swung
across to Booth Three, crammed into ‘it

and picked up the receiver, heard the hotel -

operator say: “Go ahead.”

“This you, Jack?” said a girl’s voice.

“Yeah.”

“Jack, listen, this is Gert. I hoped I'd
catch you there. Listen, Jack, do you
remember those two fellas you almost
bumped into when you was leaving ?”

“Yeah, kind of.” :

“Well, I think they’re following you.
No kidding. Because you know how they
came in and stood looking at the wall.
Well, when you left they turned around
and left too.”

“Thanks a million, Gert.”

He stepped out of the booth, stuck a
cigarette in his mouth and cupping his
hands over the match, peered around the
lobby. He saw the two well dressed young
men standing at the other side of the
lobby, near another bank of telephone
booths. He headed past them, pretending
not to see them, then turned suddenly and
entered one of the booths, closing the door.
He heard the door of the next booth creak,
deposited a nickel, called the agency office
and said: “I won’t be able to eat dinner
with you,” in a loud voice. “I've got a
hot date with a gal who's on the spot, only
she don’t know it . . . . Forget it, forget
it . ... Sure I am, screwy as hell.”

As he hung up he heard the door of the
next booth creak, caught a glimpse of the
man in the brown raglan hurrying to join
his companion. Both men strode rapidly
toward the front door. Cardigan stretched
his legs in the same direction, went out and
out of the corners of his eyes saw them
entering a cab. He ran out into the middle
of the street as though he were in a great

~hurry and flagged down an empty cab

headed east. As he climbed in he heard
the other cab get away with a roar.

He said: “Follow that one.”

They swung north on Lexington. At
Forty-second Street the cab ahead shot
through a changing light. Cardigan’s
driver braked sharp on the red and Car-
digan pounded on the window, shouted:
“You'll lose it!”

“And eef I’'m going through a rad light
and gatting a ticket who's to be paying de
fine?” ‘

Cardigan stormed: “Damn it, you
could have made it through!”

“Mebbe yass, mebbe no. So I didn’t
going through de rad light, so I’'m not
gatting de ticket, so by me hit’s hukkey.”

The other cab was lost in the welter of
traffic. Cardigan thought of Gus Poteska,
figured that possibly Poteska might know
about Bourke’s relation with the woman
Vivian,

He said: “Go over and head up Fifth
Avenue.”

CHAPTER FIVE
The Cocktail Hour

POTESKA was wearing a maroon vel-

vet smoking-jacket, faced with black
silk, when his houseboy ushered Cardigan
into the penthouse living-room. The tiny
man stood in the center of the vast room
drawing on an enormous cigar.

“Good evening, Cardigan,” he said,
with a wary downward look in his eyes.
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“Hello, Gus. I thought you told Block
there was no woman in Steve’s life.”

Poteska looked with blank wide-open
eyes at his cigar. He shrugged. “Well,
Steve used to kid around with a little girl
over at the Rio. Some blonde.”

“What'’s her name?”

Poteska took a drag at his cigar, gave
Cardigan a sly look. “I don’t know.”

“Rats!” snapped Cardigan. “You don’t
have to beat around the bush with me,
Gus!”

Poteska was calm. “I ain’t beating
around the bush. And you don’t have to
yell. I tell you I don’t know her name.
Maybe Gloria knows. I seen her talking

to Gloria once. I was just about to go

over there to Gloria’s. T’ll get my things.
You go along with me.”

“Sure.”

He went up a stairway to a gallery and
entered a doorway beyond. In a minute
he reappeared wearing a tight black over-
coat that made him look smaller, and
carrying a derby, a pair of calfskin gloves
and a snakewood stick, silver-knobbed.

“Let us go,” he said.

They drove across town in a taxi, went
a few blocks north on Park, then east
again. The cab stopped in front of a
large, pale apartment house and Cardigan
followed Poteska down two steps into a
low-ceilinged lobby walled with cream-
colored stone. They went up to the
eleventh floor in a cream-and-brown ele-
vator and as they walked down the
eleventh-floor corridor Poteska drew a
key from his pocket, slipped it into the
keyhole of 1105.

The apartment foyer was triangular in
shape. Off one point of the triangle was
a door leading into the living-room.

“Greetings, Gloria,” sang out Poteska,
taking off his hat and overcoat.

She sauntered into view, her hand hold-
ing a cigarette. She wore a green eve-
ning gown, cut low all around. “You're

early, Gus.
dropped by.”

“Good, good, Gloria.”

She had to bend over to touch his lips
with a kiss. She looked over his head at
Cardigan. “And you, big boy? How’'d
you come to be rung in?”

Cardigan’s head was too full of business
to be playful. He said, “Hello,” and

scaled his ancient hat and ulster onto a
chair,

“Come in,” she said.

A couple of friends just

POTESKA went into the living-room
after her and as Cardigan bulked in
the doorway he saw two young men stand-
ing at the other side of the room.
Poteska was saying: “Gloria, you re-
member that little gal Steve used to kid?
You know, the blonde, the one with big
blue eyes? Where is she?”
“Maxine? She went to Mexico City a

month ago. You know that.”
Poteska turned to Cardigan. “That’s
it—Maxine.”

Gloria was saying: “Gus, this is Vin-
cent Bates and that’s Stew Morgan. Boys,
this is Gus Poteska and this is—"

“Cardigan,” said Cardigan dully, eyeing
the two men. They eyed him back. They
were the two he had bumped into at the
Rio and whom he had seen in the lobby
at the Whiteledge.

Gloria had a hand on a rakish hip.
“How about a drink, fellas?”

Vincent and Stew kept their eyes low-
ered politely. Poteska gave Vincent a
long, puzzled look, then shrugged, said,
“I'll mix the drinks,” and went over to
a bar-wagon. “Cardigan?”

“Anything straight.” He was scowling.

Gloria said: “Cheer up, big fella.”

“Can I make a phone call?” he said.
“I'm supposed to meet a gal uptown.
Maybe she can pick me up here.”

“Sure, sure,” called out Poteska.

Gloria smiled. “Of course.”
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Cardigan looked up the phone number
of the Whiteledge, called it and asked for
room 621. When he heard Eddie Shore’s
voice he said casually: “Listen, palsy, I'm
uptown and I won’t be able to pick you
up. You pick me up.” He gave the
address and the apartment number.
“Make it snappy . . . . Oh, that? Bring
it along. And what will you drink? . ..
OXK,, kid.”

He hung up, said: “That gal’s fancy.
She drinks Bacardi cocktails.”

“T’ll have it ready,” Poteska said, very
deft with his short white fingers. He
looked up at Vincent again, then looked
down at his drink-mixing and whistled a
few bars. Vincent looked at Poteska’s
bald head.-

Stew went over and turned on the radio.

Poteska protested: “Please, I can’t
stand radios. Gloria knows that.”

Stew snapped it off. “Sorry, Mr. Po-
teska,” he said, and went over to a case-
ment window, staring out across the lights
of the city.

Poteska said: “Play the piano, Gloria.”

And to Cardigan, “You know, Gloria used
to be on the stage, Cardigan. She can
play like anything.”

She played. Poteska sat and watched
her and every now and then he looked at
Vincent. Gloria played one song after
another and presently her eyes became
filled with strain, her mouth was drawn.
She began to fumble the keys and at last
she stopped, wiped her forehead, got up.

“I need a drink—straight.”

Poteska rose to get it.

A buzzer sounded.
She said: “The maid’s out. You get
it, Gus.”

Gus went drumming his little heels out
into the foyer. There were voices. He
returned leading Eddie Shore and Ken-
neth Klaeberg. Gloria dropped the drink
she had begun to pour and her hand flew
to her throat.

Eddie Shore said: “Gee, Jack, the guy
here just got bad news as we were leav-
ing. A telegram. His brother died.”

Klaeberg's eyes were burning across the
room on the woman. “You did it,
Vivian,” he ground out. “You left Willy
and he died of a broken heart.”

Poteska said: “Look here, you're
mixed up, son. This is Miss Gloria Bell.”

“Is it?” panted Klaeberg. “It’s Vivian
Klaeberg, my brother’s wife. She stole
his money and ran away from him.”

The woman’s face was red, vicious.

“Get out!” she screamed. “Get out! Get
out!”
Poteska stood spellbound."

KLAEBERG pointed at Gloria. *“I

came to New York to find you, to
beg you to come back to Willy. I didn’t
know where to look but I remembered
how crazy you were about John Barry-
more. So the day I arrived, there was a
picture that had just started with John
Barrymore in it. I went there and stood
outside and never moved while it was
going on. And on the second day, in the
afternoon, I saw you go in with this fellow
that was killed last night—Bourke. So I
waited until you came out and then I
stepped up to you and said, ‘Hello, Vivian.’
And you looked cold at me and said,
“You're mistaken.” I tried to talk to you
and Bourke shoved me away and you both
got in a cab and I lost you. But I re-
membered the cab number and I looked
the driver up and asked him where he’d
taken you. - He said he dropped you off
at the corner of Park and Sixtieth but that
he took Bourke to the Rio Club.

“So I went there last night and hung
around. I saw him come in. I followed
him into the men’s room and told him I
wanted your address. He laughed. Then
I begged him, I told him why I wanted
it, that Willy was dying and asking for
you. He was tight, I guess, for he laughed



56

Dime Detective Magazine

again and I knocked him down. I was
afraid I might get pinched, so I left in a
hurry. But I waited outside and watched
until he came out and then I followed him
and he met you at the corner of Park and
Forty-eighth and—"

She screamed: “Gus, make that idiot
leave!”

“No he don’t,” said Cardigan.

Vincent and Stew looked at each other.

Cardigan said: “Go ahead, Klaeberg.

What then?”

“I followed them to that house in Thir-
ty-fifth Street, where Bourke was killed.”

“What time’d you follow them there?”

“Eleven thirty. I saw them go in, I
saw a light go on on the top floor. I
figured that was where she lived, so I went
away. All I wanted to know was where
she lived. I went back this morning, to
see her, talk to her—and found the police
there when I knocked on the door. I knew
by the talk downstairs that there was
something wrong, and I didn’t want to get
involved, so I said I was a magazine sales-
man.” He swallowed. “I didn’t answer
your questions at the hotel because I
wanted her—for Willy.”

“You lie?” screamed the woman, shak-
ing her fists.

Cardigan said dully: “Sister, I got a
sudden brainstorm. That was pretty neat
this morning, the way you picked up that
poker offhand and pointed it at Block.
You picked it up because your fingerprints
were already on it! You made it useless
for the police by picking it up there—"

“You—you—" she panted.

“You,” he said, “socked Bourke with
the poker.”

*» She spun on Vincent and Stew. “My
God, what are you waiting for?”

Vincent said, “This,” and fired through
his pocket at Eddie Shore. Shore stooped
over, then crumpled. Poleska stood root-
ed, his bands pressed to his thighs, his
eyes wide. The woman ran screaming

behind a divan, then along the wall toward
another room. Klaeberg dived after her,
caught her by the wrist and held on grimly.

Cardigan weaved under the second shot
from Vincent’s gun and had his own out.
He twisted and fired at the same time,
upset Vincent and dodged Stew’s first
blast by less than an inch.

Gloria yelled: “Make him let me go!”

STEW swung his gun toward Klaeberg

and Cardigan fired and hit Stew in
the leg, staggering him enough to make
the aim on Klaeberg wild. A mirror
shattered, its pieces flying, ringing against
a window. Poteska had not moved. He
did not move now. He seemed trans-
fixed, his face white with terror. The
woman was clawing at Klaeberg, kicking
him. He held on, crying: “You killed
Willy! You killed Willy!”

Vincent threw himself behind the big
cabinet radio, stuck his gun around a cor-
ner of it. Eddie Shore, sitting now beside
a chair, fired into the radio. Mixed with
the roar of his gun was the sound of
something shattering inside the cabinet.

Stew gave the bar-wagon a kick and
sent it racing at Cardigan. Cardigan
jumped aside and shot over it and Stew
slammed back against the wall, clawed
against the wall, yanked down a window
drape. The bar-wagon scooted across the
floor and knocked Poteska down. It
toppled over on him and he fought his way
through bottles and glasses.

Cardigan took a running broad jump,
hit the radio with both feet and piled it
on top of Vincent. Eddie Shore fired
across the seat of the chair and nailed Stew
to the wall. Stew’s gun went off pointing
at the ceiling. He collapsed with the win-
dow drape twisting around him. Cardigan
put his foot against the overturned radio,
gave it a shove and sent it tumbling to
oneside. Vincent raised his gun and Car-
digan kicked it out of his hand. Vincent,
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white-faced, whipped out a knife and
slashed at Cardigan’s ankles and Car-
digan lifted his foot and took the slash
across the sole of his shoe, then jammed
his foot down on Vincent's arm. He
reached over and took the knife.

Poteska stood up and Cardigan turned
and went across the room to where Klae-
berg was holding the woman. Cardigan
came up to her, took her by the throat.

“H Ivy Bourke didn’t kill Steve, and
she didn’t,” he said, “she had no cause to
disappear. Where is she?”

“You're cho—choking—me—""

“That’s what I thought,” he muttered.
“You're like a lot of other wise babies
that didn’t touch third on the way home.
Where’s Ivy ?” he gritted, pressing harder.

She dropped to her knees, gagging. He
Tet her go and she sat on the floor, bent
over, braced on her arms. Her eyes
swept around the room, saw Stew lying
mixed up in the window drape, Vincent
lying heavy-eyed, droop-mouthed, against
the overturned radio. She looked at Po-
teska. The little man stood with his heels
together, his palms pressed against his
chubby thighs. There was no recognition
in his eyes. It was as though she did not
exist. But suddenly rage flamed in his
face and he flew across the room scream-
ing: “You dirty double-crosser, after all
I done for you!”

His hands dug savagely into her throat.

Cardigan grabbed him by the back of
the neck, ripped him off. “I catch on,
Gus. Only take it easy.”

Poteska writhed and tussled in Cardi-
gan’s grip. His hands clawed the air. He
cried: “Let me at her! Let me—"

She crouched on the floor, terror-mad.

Cardigan said: “Do you talk, sister, or
do I let Gus at you?”

“Don’t—don’t let him at me!”

Klaeberg was weakening. “Don’t let
him at her. He—he’s raving! He's—"

“Exactly,” said Cardigan. “But I'm
interested only in Ivy Bourke.”

The woman drew shaking fingers across
her gaping mouth. She nodded. “I—FI1
talk. Only don’t let him—let him—"

CHAPTER SIX
Poison for Ivy

CARDIGAN climbed the narrow stair-
way in the rank-smelling house on
Eleventh Avenue. He stood for a mo-
ment in the upper hall, sweeping his flash-
light beam back and forth, counting doors,
He need not have counted them—all were
open but one. The rooms were empty,
damp. He went toward the door that
was closed, stuck a rusty key into the key-
hole, opened the door and stood in the
doorway of a dirty, littered room.

Ivy lay among the débris. Chains were
round her wrists and ankles and a chain
round her waist was fastened to a ring-
bolt on the floor. A dirty rag was lashed
across her mouth. He muttered, “The
bums,” and his big feet were hard, heavy
on the floor as he crossed it. He sank to
his knees. Her eyes fluttered.

“Hiyuh, kid?”” he mumbled.

He had other keys with which to open
the locks that held the chains. Then he
cut away the gag. She didn’t stir but lay
there with her eyes opening and closing.
Wrists and ankles were bruised, swollen.
It was bitter cold in the room.

Cardigan didn’t say anything. He
picked her up in his arms, took her out of
the room and down the stairs and out into
the street. There was a streetlight be-
neath which he stood for a moment look-
ing down at her pale face.

“Poor kid,” he muttered. “But I put
’em in the hospital . . . .. %

A shade of a smile appeared for a mo-
ment on her lips. Then her eyes closed
and he could tell that she had fainted.
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When a cab came along he stopped it,
said: ‘“The nearest hospital.”

She was unconscious when they took
her in at the hospital. He gave his name,
paid for a private room and a nurse, ex-
plained briefly and left his phone number.

GEORGE Hammerhorn was getting
ready for bed when Cardigan walked
in on him. Cardigan said: “I found Ivy.”
“You lookmussed upabit, Jack. Drink ?”
Cardigan shook his head. “Gus Po-
teska’s gal, Vivian Klaeberg, killed Steve.
People thought she was Gloria Bell—
that was the name she used when she was
on the stage for a while.”
Hammerhorn put on his pajama coat
and sat down. ‘““What happened to Ivy?”’
“That’s it. Poteska gave Bourke the
twenty grand to take South but Bourke
and Vivian were going to run away with
it, together. She was married to a guy
named Willy Klaeberg, he was an invalid,
out in Kansas City. She left him, taking
some cash with her, and the poor guy went
heart-broken. He got sicker and sicker
and at last his brother Kenneth came to
New York to find her and beg her to go
back to Willy, just so’s he could die happy.
Well, Kenneth found her—saw her on the
street one day with Bourke. He spoke to
her, called her Vivian, but she ignored
him. But Bourke made her come clean.
She admitted she was married, a thing
Poteska didn’t know. That scared her.
Poteska wanted to marry her but she was
holding off and digging into him mean-
while for a fair living. She also had a
crush on Bourke. With Kenneth in town,
she was afraid Poteska would find out
about her Kansas City marriage. She
hated the little guy but she liked his dough.
“So Bourke suggested they run away
together when he found out Poteska was
going to send him South with twenty
grand. She met Bourke last night on a
street corner and he had quite an edge

on. She’d checked her bags at the Grand
Central but he had to go home for his.
She didn’t want to go there with him but
he said his wife was out and wouldn’t be
home and he was tight enough to insist.

“Meantime Kenneth Klaeberg was tail-
ing him, thinking that he was the guy was
living with Vivian. He tailed them to
Bourke’s apartment, saw them go in and
then left, planning to come back in the
morning to see Vivian. Bourke packed
his bag, staggering around a bit, and
according to Vivian’s story she tried to
get him to hurry. Then they heard foot-
steps coming up the stairs and Vivian ran
over and shot home the bolt. Ivy tried to
unlock the door but she couldn’t.

“Bourke yelled through the door that
he wouldn’t let her in. He told her if
she couldn’t come home early, she couldn’t
come in. She argued, trying to pacify
him, according to Vivian. Then Vivian
sneezed and Ivy said, ‘Steve, you've got a
woman in there. This is the final insult.
I'll go. Slip me five dollars under the
door, so I can get a hotel room.” He was
just drunk enough to refuse it. ‘All right,’
she said, ‘I'll go down the street and
borrow it from a friend. I'll be back here
in the morning and see that you’re out.’
So she left. She came down to my place.

“Vivian was sore. She bawled Steve
out. But then he was getting sore at
something else. He began to drink some
more. He fell down and cracked his wrist
watch—that was at twelve twenty. Vivian
wanted him to hurry up and finish packing,
so they could get out. Then he said, ‘I
know where she’s gone,” and called my
place. Vivian didn’t know it was me he
called. He just phoned and Ivy happened
to answer it and he recognized her voice
and hung up. Then he was all for com-
ing down to my place and beating me up.
He was blind drunk. He picked up Ivy’s
engagement ring off the bureau and
chucked it. Then Vivian tried to stop him
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from going to my place. She finally
picked up the poker and chased him into
the kitchen. She hit him with it between
the eyes and he pitched out the window.”

CARDiGAH butted his cigarette in an
4 ash tray and continued.

“She was plenty scared and ran out and
nobody saw her. But she was afraid Ivy
might have seen her come in with Steve,
or known about them. So she called up
two heels named Vincent Bates and Stew
Morgan, met them and offered them a
thousand each to pull a little trick. She
knew that Ivy would return to the apart-
ment in the morning, s0 Stew was to stand
at one end of the block and Vincent at the
other, and they were to ask every woman
that turned in that block if she was Ivy
Bourke. She also gave them a description
of Ivy. She figured the cops would sus-
pect Ivy if she vanished.

“Stew was the one that picked Ivy up.
He held a pocketed gun against her,
walked her to a roadster he had parked 2
couple of blocks away and drove her to a
dump on Eleventh Avenue. Then he con-
tacted Vincent and Vivian. Vivian want-
ed them to feed Ivy poison or chuck her
in the river, to make it look like suicide.
But these boys wanted the cash first. She
promised it to them in forty-eight hours.
They said when they got the cash they’d
get rid of Ivy, and not before.

“Then they made Ivy tell them if she’d
got in touch with anybody from the time
she left the apartment last night until the
time Stew picked her up. She said she’d
written me a note, nothing important. But
Vincent went down to my place to look
for it. Whitey Fife, Block’s partner, had
a tail on my place. He recognized Vincent
as a punk and followed him in and it was in
my apartment that Vineent knifed him.
The letter he was looking for didn't arrive
till later, and I got it. It was that letter
that made me feel Iyy wasn’t guilty.”

He paused for a drink and finished his
story as he finished the drink. He added:
“Eddie’s wound’s not serious.”

Hammerborn said: “Well, there was
plenty double-crossing all around.” He
chuckled. “But they had you guessing !’

Cardigan reached for his hat. “Ivy’ll
be O.K. tomorrow.”

Hammerhorn held up his finger. “Oh,
before you go, Jack. I was over at the club
tonight and—" He crossed to a desk,
picked up a small rectangular book, held
it out. “Take a chance. It’s only two
bits and you might—"

“Don’t tell me,” cut in Cardigan.

“Don’t tell you what?”

“That I might win a reund-trip airplane
fiight to Chicago.”

Hammerhorn blinked.
guess it, boy?”’

Cardigan slammed out.

“How'd you
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The Case of the Silent Giantess

Compiled from the Case Book of Carter Cole, M.D.

By Frederick C. Davis

Author of “The Case of the Crazy Witness,” etc.

Beyond the sill a weird being was standing.

Over that ancient mansion hovered a horror-shadow, for there, in that
gas-lit hark-back to the past, lived a drooling monster who guided the
lives of all who dwelled within. W hat was the secret the silent giantess
bhid behind her mumbling gibberish? Why was Carter Cole alone able to
inter pret those animal sounds that sealed the mystery of the rabbit-doom?

CHAPTER ONE
Doctor’s Dilemma
TEPPING through the entrance of
the house on Court Road, Carter
Cole, M. D.—whose prominence as
a psychiatrist was equaled only by his
60

reputation as an investigator of unusual
crimes—found himself transported from
a hustling modern world into the musty
quaintness of the gaslight era.
Incandescent mantles burned with a
steady whisper in the bronze brackets
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along the broad, deep hall. The flat
white glow, with its semblance of full
moonlight, added to the outmoded som-
berness of the gingerbread furniture, the
faded tapestries, the gloomy oil portraits.
Forty-five years of progress seemed to
vanish with the closing of the door behind
Cole. :

Yet there was nothing old-fashioned
about the girl who had admitted him. The
~ stained smock she wore only emphasized
the smartness of her trim pumps and gos-
samer stockings; set off vividly the ripe
color of her cheeks and full lips.

Cole introduced himself. “I have
come,” he said, “in response to a call
from Mr. Homer Morehouse.”

Miss Celia Ashurst gave him her name
and a capable hand. “Mr. Morehouse
isn’t here now, but he’ll probably be right
back. Do you mind waiting for a few
minutes ?”’

“Not at all. . . . It concerns,” Cole
added, “Mr. Ronald Fairlee, about whom
Mr. Morehouse is considerably worried.
As T understand it, a mental condition
which I am to diagnose and treat.”

The girl’s poise did not completely con-
ceal her surprised concern. “I am Mr.
Fairlee’s assistant,” she explained. “I've
got to go back to the laboratory now.
I'm finishing up an important experi-
ment. Won't you come with me and wait
there ?”

COLE thanked her and chatting brisk-

ly ascended the stairs with Celia As-
hurst. “I’ve heard of Ronald Fairlee’s
work. He is isolating certain hormones
of the endocrine system, isn’t he—par-
ticularly the pituitary? A most important
field—the very frontier of medical re-
search. I mever expected to find such an
attractive young woman as you, Miss Ash-
urst, absorbed in the problems of the
ductless glands—uor a splendid labora-

tory like this in such an antiquated dwell-
ing.”

They had reached a large, glittering
room equipped with the most modern ap-
paratus for biochemical research—with
the striking exception that here too elec-
tricity had not penetrated. Welsbach gas
mantles illuminated the orderly benches
and shelves.

As the girl turned to a retort in which

a meaty hash was simmering over the blue

flame of a Bunsen burner, she answered
with a warm smile. “I love it. Work-
ing with Ronald Fairlee is thrilling—
scientific pioneering—and we’re getting
somewhere. Let me return the compli-
ment, Doctor Cole. I've heard of you,
as everyone in medicine has, but I pic-
tured you as an officious old man with a
stringy white beard.”

They laughed together at the absurdity.
Cole, glowing with dynamic health, had
the tapering physique of an athlete. Hu-

‘morously piercing eyes looked out of his

unusually large head that housed a light-
ning-quick brain. His achievements in
the field of psychopathology, remarkable
for one so young, mile-stoned by his
classic treatises, had evolved from his ex-
perience as director of the famed Cole
Sanitarium on Long Island—Ilocated not
far from the Fairlee home—where he
lived among more than a thousand pa-
tients representing the full category of
mental derangement.

The girl’s smile faded as her dark eyes
searched Cole’s. “Mr. Fairlee is a rather
queer man, but we’re all a little bit queer,
aren’t we? Mr. Morehouse—Mr. Fair-
lee’s brother-in-law—has seen much less
of him than I have. Mr. Morehouse’s
concern is unwarranted—it was silly of
him to consult you.”

“Just what, Miss Ashurst,” Cole asked
quietly, “is the nature of Mr. Fairlee’s
idiosyncrasy? Has it something to do
with his preference for gaslight over elec-

‘tricity? Has it any connection with this
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laboratory being located in his home in-
stead- of, say, a college building? Might
it be related to the mysterious disappear-
ance of Mrs. Fairlee two months ago,
and_”

Celia Ashurst’s eyes widened with
alarm. Cole knew at once that his in-
cisive questions had struck at the roots
of some strange dread that haunted her.
She was shaking her head in anxious pro-
test when his words stopped—stopped be-
cause, suddenly, a peculiar mumbling
scream rang through the house.

“Alice!” The girl blurted.

Cole spun, stepped from the lab. He
strode toward a branch hallway while
Celia Ashurst, her experiment forgotten,
hurried frantically after him. ‘“Please!”
she begged, catching at his arm. “Please
come back!” :

Just past the corner he stopped short,
not in compliance with the girl’s entreaty,
but because cold amazement halted him.
The gas bracket of the hall angling into
the ell was not burning, but white light
fanned into the gloom through an opened
door. Beyond the sill a weird being was
standing—a monstrosity belonging to a
nightmare world. It was huge, towering
more than seven feet, with an enormous
bulbous head, great dangling hands, tre-
mendous feet—a hideous creature—a
giantess.

THE monster was whimpering with
terror, yet an uncanny stupidity made
her face blank. One side of her loose
white dress was reddened with flowing
blood; the fabric was slashed over a
bleeding knife wound. The blade was
gripped in the hand of a man who stood
facing her—a man of average build, clad
in a loose smock, dwarfed by the appalling
stature of the giantess.
His back turned to Cole, he sidled from
the room in which the wailing giantess
stood, too stunned by the attack to retreat.

Cole’s quick footfalls, Celia Ashurst’s
voice, had warned him. The grotesque
creature in the room vanished as he
slapped the door shut. The gloom swal-
lowed him and he twisted the key in the
lock, flashing a terrified glance over his
shoulder. Cole caught the glitter of eye-
glasses, glimpsed a dark blot of blood on
the smock as, with a leap, he crossed the
hall to the opposite door. Suddenly he
disappeared into darkness and a bolt
clicked into its socket.

Cole strode to the second door, thrust
at it, found it fast. Turning, he saw
Celia Ashurst fumbling a key from the
pocket of her smock. “Alice—don’t be
afraid!” she called through the opposite
door. The pitiful babbling of the giant-
ess was audible through the panels. Cole
stepped to the girl’s side, said quietly,
“Perhaps I'd better,” and was startled
when she turned on him in frantic pro-
test.

“Please go! Leave the house!”

“Leaving the house,” Cole answered
firmly, “won’t eliminate me from this af-
fair. I've been witness to a felonious as-
sault, perhaps an attempt at murder. Who
was the man who rushed out of this
room? Ronald Fairlee?”

The girl inserted the key, looking up
hopefully as rapid footfalls sounded on
the stairs. A young man hurried into the
hall. “What’s happened?”” he blurted—
and Cole realized at once, his concern was
for Celia Ashurst.

She answered him breathlessly: “Alice
is hurt. I’ll take care of her. Show Doc-
tor Cole out, Steve.”

The young man’s response was immed-
iately to grasp Cole’s arm.

Celia Ashurst opened the door, stepped
quickly through. Cole again glimpsed the
giantess. She had fallen back across a
bed. Her tremendous head was lolling
on the coverlet and she was crying help-
lessly with pain. Only the whites of her
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protruding eyes shone beneath lids not
fully closed. The scene ended in a flash

with the slap of the door and the click of’

the bolt.

“Good-night, Doctor Cole.”

Cole looked intently at the handsome
young man gripping his arm. “Whe are
yo‘l?"

“I'm Steven Vaill, Mr. Fairlee’s sec-
retary. You're not wanted here.”

Cole peeled Vaill's fingers off. “I
haven't the slightest intention of leaving
until I see the man who summoned me.
I shouldn’t advise you to try to eject me
forcibly. Where is Mr. Fairlee?”

Vaill's jaw squared. “This is none
of your business,” he countered. “If
you'd rather have Mr. Fairlee himself
order you out, all right. He’s resting in
there.” Vaill indicated the door through
which Cole had seen the giantess’ assail-
ant flee.

Cole’s eyebrows arched. “In there?”

“That’s his study. He was very tired
after dinner and lay down for a nap.”

Vaill rapped on the panels with start-
ling violence. “Mr. Fairlee,” he explained
bitingly, “sleeps very soundly.” He
pounded again.

Cole looked from one door to the
other. Through the first he could hear
the whimpering, childish crying of the
giantess, the crooning reassurances of
Celia Ashurst. From the other came a
husky, “Who is it?” and slow footfalls.
The knob of Ronald Fairlee’s study
turned. A drowsy voice said: “That’s
odd—I don’t remember bolting it.” A
rattle, and the man appeared hooking a
pair of rimless eyeglasses to his ears. He
was of average stature and wore a smock.

! was Ronald Fairlee, the noted bio-
% chemist. “Is anything wrong?” he
asked in bewilderment. ‘“This is Doctor
Carter Cole, isn’t it ?”

Cole looked at the side of Fairlee’s

smock while Vaill explained. The gar-
ment of the man who had fled into this
room had been spotted with blood. The
smock Fairlee wore now was stained by
chemical reagents, but on it there was no
trace of red.

“But what could have happened to
Alice?” Fairlee asked Vaill. “You say
you heard her cry out? I must have
slept through it—I didn’t hear it at all.”
He strode to the opposite door. “Alice!
Is she all right, Celia?”

“l was having dinner downstairs,”
Vaill added. “I haven't the straight of it
yet. Celia said Doctor Cole is to be
shown from the house. He refuses to
go. It’s up to you, Mr, Fairlee.”

The door of the giantess’ room opened
before Fairlee could answer. Celia Ash-
urst slipped out, challenging Cole with
a forbidding glance, Ronald Fairlee went
into the room quickly.

The girl said quietly to young Vaill:
“Steven, bring the first-aid kit from the
lab—quickly. She has a cut in her side,
painful but not dangerous. I'm sure I
can dress it properly. Doctor Cole’s serv-
ices will not be necessary.”

Cole smiled wryly. “I have seldom,”
he said, “found my presence so undesir-
able, especially when, in the first place, it
was requested. I'll wait, if you don’t
mind, for Mr. Homer Morehouse—he
sent for me, you’ll remember.”

Steven Vaill had hurried toward the
laboratory. He paused, looking down the
stairs, at the sound of the opening front
door. “Mr. Morehouse has just come
in,” he said, and went on.

Celia Ashurst stood her ground at the
door of the giantess’ room. She caught
Cole’s arm, her eyes pleading, as he
bowed affably, started away.

“Please forgive me. I'm only acting out
of consideration for Mr. Fairlee. He has
tried to keep Alice a complete secret—
her very existence. It would mean cruel
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gossip if it became known. Please un-
derstand that Steve and I are completely
loyal to him.”

“Quite,” Cole smiled. “Whoever she
is and whyever she’s here, Alice is an
interesting case of marked glandular un-
balance—doubly interesting in view of
Mr. Fairlee’s researches. Please count
on my cooperation if you wish it. Good-
night.”

He went down the stairs to find a
middle-aged, bald man shedding hat and
coat in the hall. “Doctor Cole—here in
response to your call,” he introduced him-
self, gripping Homer Morehouse’s fattish
hand. “I find myself profoundly inter-
ested in Mr. Fairlee’s case, whatever his
trouble may be. Shall we discuss it priv-
ately—and frankly ?”

“Yes, yes,” Morehouse agreed nervous-
ly. “Frankness is vital—vital.”

He led Cole into a somber library—
lighted, as was every other room in the
house, by gas mantles—and blurted out in
a husky whisper: “I called you here be-
cause I am afraid—afraid Ronald Fairlee
is stark mad—afraid, Doctor Cole, that
his madness may drive him to murder.”

ARTER Cole remained silent as Hom-
3 er Morehouse pulled a chair close,
eyes narrowed with thought. The bald
man spoke at last as if choosing every
word with painstaking care.

“Ronald Fairlee’s wife Ethel is my
sister. You have doubtless read in the
newspapers that she disappeared two
months ago. It occurred while I was in
London on business. I heard of it aboard
ship, while I was returning to this coun-
try. I am unmarried, and she is my only
living relative—if she is still living. I
have been staying here the past four
weeks. This explains my connection with
the case.”

Carter Cole nodded.

“T was disturbed first”—Morehouse

resumed his systematic recital of facts—
“by the strange circumstances surround-
ing my sister’s disappearance. One eve-
ning, after dinner, she simply vanished—
suddenly and completely, from this house
—but Ronald Fairlee did not report it to
the police. Day after day passed and
she did not return, but he made no move
to find her. I think it is most extraordi-
nary.”

Cole nodded again.

“The neighbors and the tradesmen
missed her. They inquired.. Ronald
made excuses for her absence—flimsy and
unsatisfactory, apparently, for through
one of the neighbors the police learned
of the matter. When they investigated,
Ronald admitted Ethel had been missing
three weeks. They began a search at
once.”

The police, Morehouse’s story con-
tinued, had brought other unusual circum-
stances to light. None of Mrs. Fairlee’s
suitcases or traveling clothes was missing.
Even the dress she had worn that evening
was found in her bedroom. Evidently
she had vanished while preparing to re-
tire. It seemed extremely unlikely she had
left the house, but the police were con-
tinuing their hunt for her before taking
more drastic steps. So far they had been
unable to find any trace of the missing
woman.

“I have no theories as to what hap-
pened,” Morehouse concluded. “The po-
lice are doing everything possible to find
my sister, and with that we must be con-
tent. Your profession, Doctor Cole,
doesn’t involve finding missing persons. I
wish your advice on a phase of the mat-
ter the police cannot touch. I am afraid
something else will happen in this house
—something horrible, to any one of us—
if Ronald Fairlee is actually, dangerous-
ly insane.

“You suggest he’s somehow responsible
for his wife’s disappearance?” Cole said
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quietly. “I’ve had only a glimpse of Mr. -
Fairlee, but he seemed quite rational.
What makes you believe him unbal-
anced ?” -

Morehouse leaned forward tensely.
“He and Ethel were not happy together
—but could a normal man care for his
wife so little as not even to report her
disappearance to the police? Do you
know that for three years Ronald Fairlee
has scarcely stepped outside this house—
that he has never, literally, in all that
time, left the grounds? And there is
another thing—some weird power, some
strange fear that haunts him—something
he calls the Dynamo God.”

“The Dynamo God?”’ Cole repeated.

“Have you noticed there is no elec-
tricity m this house?” Morehouse asked
huskily. “Ronald won’t permit it. He
mortally fears it. It comes from this
dread thing he calls the Dynamo God.
The same fear keeps him prisoner here—
fear that the Dynamo God, which domi-
nates the outer world, will destroy him.
Doctor Cole, you've got to learn what this
. thing is that’s festering in his mind—or
it may mean the deaths of those around
him.”

“Is Mr. Fairlee willing to put himself
in my hands?” Cole asked alertly.

“He refuses to explain himself to me,
because he insists I couldn’t understand,
but when I suggested he receive treat-
ment from you, he was eager. Perhaps
I’'m wrong to think him dangerously ir-
rational, but after all my sister is still
missing—and delay may cost innocent
lives.”

Cole said decisively: “I'll see him at
once.”

CHAPTER TWO

The Locked Door

LE was stepping from the library,
with Morehouse nervously following,
when a sharp rap sounded on the en-

trance. Morehouse admitted two brusque,
grave-faced men. Cole knew them both
—Wellsmore, chief of police, and Blake,
ace plainclothesman of the town in which
both the Cole Sanitarium and the Fairlee
home were located.

Immediately, anxiously, Morehouse
asked them: “Have you found my sis-
ter ?”’ .

Chief Wellsmore was a grizzled, tough-
skinned veteran. His hard lips tightened
as he answered with characteristic blunt-
ness: “I have a warrant for the arrest
of Ronald Fairlee on suspicion of mur-
der. Where is he?”

Morehouse stood speechless.

As Wellsmore and Blake started for
the stairs, Cole fell into step with them.
Climbing, he asked: “What makes you
believe Mrs. Fairlee has been murdered ?”

Wellsmore’s explanation was crisp and
to the point. “We’re convinced she never
left this house. Nobody would be keep-
ing her here a prisoner alive. If she’d
died a natural death or committed suicide
her body wouldn’t have vanished. The
only conclusion is murder. The circum-
stances justify the charge.”

“I quite agree,” Cole answered, “but
Fairlee’s make-up—a scientist laboring
night and day in the most difficult field
of medicine to assuage sickness and pre-
serve health—is hardly that of a murderer.”

Their quiet exchange had been over-
heard by Ronald Fairlee. He was standing
dismayed in the entrance to the laboratory,
staring widely through his rimless eye-
glasses. Beyond him, near a work-bench,
Celia Ashurst and Steven Vaill were side
by side, silent in consternation.

Chief Wellsmore’s brass-tacks methods
made Cole wince. “Mr. Fairlee,” the
chief said, “we’re determined to get at
the bottom of your wife’s disappearance.
We think it’s a case of homicide. Do you
care to read this warrant? You're com-
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ing with us to headquarters for further
questioning.”

Fairlee did not glance at the document.
“Gentlemen, I've already told you every-
thing I know—everything. I'll answer
any questions you wish, gladly—but
please ask them here. I implore you not
to take me out of this house.”

“Why not?” Wellsmore asked bluntly.
“Is there something here you're afraid to
leave? Something you think might be
discovered because you're absent? I can’t
agree to that. Come along.”

“No—no, it isn’t that,” Fairlee an-
swered tautly. “Anything you like, here,
but don’t—I beg of you, don’t take me
away.” His lips trembled with fear, his
face was drawn. “I can’t explain but—I
can’t leave my home.”

“We let you get away with that before,
but not this time. You're going to head-
quarters and you’re going to stay there
until you come clean. Get into your hat
and coat.”

'WELLSMORE gripped Fairlee’s left

arm, Blake the other. He tried to
tear away from them, but they pulled him
protesting to the stairs, forced him down
step by step. As Fairlee approached the
entrance his attempts to escape became

desperate.
“Don’t! Don’t take me out! Let me
stay here! You don’t understand what

you're doing to me! I can’t leave this
house—I can’t!”

But they maneuvered him out the en-
trance while he resisted with all his
strength. Morehouse, watching in the
hall, muttered : “It’s pitiful—brutal !”

Cole, eyes compassionate, was descend-
ing when Celia Ashurst hurried to his
side. She seized his hand and exclaimed:
“Doctor, I don’t know any better than
anyone else why Mr. Fairlee dreads to
leave the house—but it’s torture, I know
he hasn’t done anything wrong—they’re

making him suffer unjustly. Please help
him—please try to get him back.”

Cole turned, a question on his lips.
“Do you agree, Mr. Vaill—” he began, but
he didn’t ask it. The expression of hor-
ror on Vaill’s face silenced him. An ash-
en pallor surrounded the young man’s
eyes. Stark fear shone out of them. As-
tounded, sensing a strange emotional
storm breaking within the man, Cole wait-
ed for him to speak. But he didn’t say
a word. Instead he turned abruptly,
strode into the laboratory and slammed
the door.

Vaill’s consternation communicated it-
self subtly to the girl. She hurried anx-
iously after him. Quietly thoughtful,
Cole went down to the entrance. More-
house, wheezing with agitation, blurted,
“I’'m going with them,” and rushed out.
Cole slid into his coat, donned his Hom-
burg and took up his stick. He reached
his parked Duesenberg, just in time to
witness an astonishing scene. ;

Chief Wellsmore and Detective Blake
were literally dragging Ronald Fairlee to
the police car sitting in the drive. The
chemist was fighting madly to escape. He
dug his heels into the gravel, braced
against the running-board, blurted inco-
herent protests. Wellsmore answered with
a puffing, “Cut it out—put you in a
straight-jacket I” A powerful heave slam-
med Fairlee to the seat. Instantly Blake
dove upon him, pinning him down.

Cole watched silently as Wellsmore
sent the car rolling toward Court Road.
Morehouse, intent on following, hurried
to a coupe standing at the side of the
house. Cole ducked into the Duesenberg.

The squat, bull-necked, rusty-haired
young man at the wheel of the powerful
car said abruptly: “Geez, Doc, you're
gettin’ into another one of these screwy
cases !”

“Follow them, Brick,” Cole directed.

Brick Kelly, Cole’s strong-arm assist-
ant and handyman, promptly weaved the
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massive vehicle down the drive and onto
the cement, turned after the police car with
a frown. “You know me, Doc,” he said
expansively. “I think you're the swellest
guy alive. I don’t know how you can
keep your nut, livin’ night and day in
that loony-bin of yours—”

“Watch that car!” Cole blurted.

The police sedan had been, until that
moment, traveling at a good clip over the
straight-away concrete. Abruptly it be-
gan to waver. Its body rocked like a boat
in a swell as it shuttled from curb to curb.
One of its rear doors burst open and a
man scrambled onto the running-board,
wild with desperation—Ronald Fairlee.
While the car was still swerving danger-
ously, Fairlee leaped. He sprawled vio-
lently on the pavement in the shafts of
the Duesenberg’s headlamps, sprang up,
plunged into the darkness.

Kelly toed the Duesenberg’s brakes as
the police sedan slapped to a stop. Chief
Wellsmore wrenched out of it, his collar
torn, tie askew, a police positive glitter-
ing in one fist. Blake heaved after him,
his jaw bruised, a cut over one eye.

Cole, hurrying from the Duesenberg,
heard Wellsmore blast: “Choked me!
Where’d he go? He can’t get away! I'll
have every cop on Long Island after
him !”

Pointing, Blake blurted: “He beat it
over there. Better flash the alarm, Chief.
He won’t get away from me next time—
he’ll be out cold I”

. “Gentlemen.” Carter Cole put a re-
straining hand on Blake’s arm, stepped
in front of Wellsmore. “There’s no
need to call out the militia. Locating
Ronald Fairlee is not going to be a diffi-
cult task. I think you’ll find he only wants
'to get back home.”

Wellsmore snapped: “If that’s so,
he’ll be damned sorry for it! Cole, you
don’t know what you're talking about.
He’s heading for the tall timber—because

he’s guilty of murder. Out of my way!”

“Watch back there by Fairlee’s drive-
way,” Cole directed firmly. “I think he’s
keeping in the shadows and working back
to it. Yes—theré he is!”

A dark form fluttered between the gate-
posts at the entrance of the Fairlee
grounds. Before Wellsmore could bring
up his gun it disappeared swiftly. Cole,
running to the Duesenberg, snapped or-
ders to Brick Kelly to reverse it. The
motor surged with power and accelerated
toward the drive. Across rolling, gloomy
grounds Cole spotted a running man. Ina
minute Ronald Fairlee shouldered des-
perately at the front door of the house,
thrust in, and vanished.

I{ELLY pulled over to let the police

car whizz by, plunge between the
posts, wind up the drive and buck to a
stop at the entrance. Wellsmore and
Blake charged in together, guns in their
hands. When Cole’s car stopped, he
sighed, opened his silver case, said:
“Have a cigarette, Brick.”

“Thanks, Doc!” Kelly exclaimed.
“Looks like them two’s all set to commit
mayhem. Ain’t you goin’ to do anythin’
to save him from the majesty of the law ?”

“The law resents interference, Brick,”
Cole observed, “as much as I resent stu-

" pidity in psychopathic problems. Wells-

more and Blake are ready to tear this
house apart in order to capture a man
who is no more guilty of murder than
they are.”

“What makes you think he isn’t, Doc ?”

“A man,” Cole answered cryptically,
“wearing a bloodstained smock and eye-
glasses rushes out of a room in which he
has knifed an unfortunate girl more than
seven feet tall, and ducks into another
room across the hall. In a moment he
reappears, wearing a smock which is not
stained, putting his eyeglasses on as
though he had just awakened from a nap.
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Either it’s a trick or he’s not guilty of
the attack. If he’s guilty it doesn’t make
sense. Until I find a sound psychological
reason for believing—"

A loud, hammering sound, issuing from
the house, broke into Cole’s words. A
husky voice bawled: “Open that door!
Open it or we’ll break it down!” An-
other snapped: “Look out, Chief, he’s
liable to shoot through!”

Cole reluctantly tamped his cigarette.
“The stag is at bay,” he remarked to
Kelly. “Wait here, Brick.” He went
into the house quietly, climbed the stairs,
saw the reason for the turmoil.

Wellsmore and Blake were shouldering
at the door of the giantess’ room. They
crashed against it, drew back red-faced.
Celia Ashurst and Steven Vaill were
watching them, speechless with dismay.
Cole heard whimpering cries of pain
which meant that the giantess was still in-
side.

Wellsmore, stabbing a forefinger at
Celia Ashurst, burst out: “We know he’s
in there! We heard his voice. Somebody
must have a key to that door. If you
don’t unlock it, we’ll break it down!”

“In that case,” the girl answered in a
cold rage, “go ahead and break.”

Cole smiled his admiration while Wells-
more and Blake gathered themselves for
- another assault on the door. They paused
in surprise as Ronald Fairlee’s voice
sounded through it. The scientist was
speaking breathlessly, -entreatingly.
“Alice! Don’t you understand, Alice?
You saw the man who did it. Tell me
who it was. Alice, you've got to tell me!
Alice . ! Alice . . . !” But his only
answer was the pained, mumbling whine
of the inarticulate giantess.

COLE went quietly into Fairlee’s study.

He closed the door, bolted it. Diag-
onally across the room another door
stood, he noted, opening into the main

hall. It was unlocked. Cole shot the bolt,

began a swift examination.

He looked first in a closet, exclaimed
“Ah!” when he saw a smock hanging on
a hook, inspected it intently. It was
burned by acids, tinted by aniline dyes
—and colored with the crimson of human
blood. That it was the blood of the
giantess, Cole could not doubt. He re-
placed it, concern shining in his eyes, to
turn to a desk. While he probed thor-
oughly into the drawers, crashing sounds
in the hall marked Wellsmore’s deter-
mined attack on the door.

Cole stiffened with dismay. He had
lifted a sheet of stationery to find an en-
carnadined weapon. It was a long-blad-
ed, keen-edged kitchen knife, still redly
wet. Cole did not touch it but closed the
drawer, turned, looked at the studio
couch on the opposite side of the room.
It bore the impression left by a resting
body; the pillow showed the indentation
of a head. Cole was attempting to add
up his findings when a violent smashing
noise indicated the achievement of Wells-
more’s purpose.

Stepping from the study, Cole saw the
chief and Blake standing stock-still just
inside the other room. They had torn
out the socket of the lock, had lurched in
after their man—but now they were star-
ing, frozen with horror, at the apparition
rearing at the foot of the bed.

The giantess was bleating her fear,
cowering back from the broken door, her
protruding eyes staring blankly in the
shadow of her bulging forehead. A flow-
ing nightgown now concealed the dressed
wound in her side. Her gigantic hands
dangled from its sleeyes, her enormous
bare feet were visible beneath its hem.
She was a thing out of a distorted dream,
yet she was a living, breathing being
whose grotesque proportions made the
men in the room seem puny.
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Ronald Fairlee said piteously: “She’s
only fourteen. She is my daughter.”

Cole stepped back to allow Celia As-
hurst to enter. Fairlee’s assistant ap-
peared even smaller beside the gargan-
tuan Alice, her beauty even more strik-
ing in comparison with the ghastly ab-
normality of the giantess’ features. She
took one of Alice’s massive hands, spoke
as if to an infant. :

“Don’t be frightened. They won’t
harm you. You know I’'m your friend.
You must tell me now—now, before it’s
too late. It wasn’t your father who did
it to you, was it, Alice? Do you hear?
Tell me, Alice—please.”

The touch of Celia Ashurst’s small
hands on her own mammoth ones brought
a pathetic peacefulness to the face of the
giantess, but it could not wipe away the
blankness of her expression. Her protrud-
ing eyes remained vacant as she turned
her heavy head slowly to blink at Ronald
Fairlee. Her loose, wet lips made mum-
bling noises, unintelligible to Cole, yet
they brought shining relief to Celia As-
" hurst’s eyes. The girl interpreted in a
whisper. :

“She said no—no.”

Carter Cole gently took Ronald Fair-
lee’s arm. He gestured Wellsmore and
Blake out, led the chemist after them as
they went dazedly into the hall. Leaving
the giantess alone in the room, he closed
the door. He smiled at the chief’s hor-
rified expression, spoke quietly.

“That unfortunate girl, gentlemen, is a
victim of one of nature’s cruelest tricks,
an example of what might have happened
to any of us if the balance of our duct-
less glands had somehow been upset. She

is human as you are—at birth she prob-
ably was not deformed at all. Basically
she differs from the normal—from you,
gentlemen—only in the slightest degree.”

Wellsmore and Blake listened in be-
wilderment.

“In a bony cup beneath the brain, gen-
tlemen, lies the pituitary gland, one of a
number of ductless organs which control
our destinies. It is no larger than the
kernel of a hazelnut, and it weighs only
one-fiftieth of an ounce, yet it secretes
at least eleven powerful hormones. One
of these determines our stature. An anti-
pituitary defect causes enlarged hands
and feet and head, as well as extreme
height, as you have seen. It is most un-
fortunate but easily explained, thanks to
Mr. Fairlee and others who are making
such admirable progress in the field of
endocrinology.”*

Wellsmore and Blake were silent.

“Those not familiar with this phenom-
enon,” Cole went on quietly, “may reach
grievously wrong conclusions. Mr. Fair-
lee has confessed himself the father of
this unfortunate girl, but that indicates
nothing. The layman might assume her
condition points to an abnormality in her
father or mother—not at all. Most cer-
tainly it has no connection with Mr. Fair-
lee’s mental condition. It is very im-
portant, gentlemen, thta you understand
this clearly.”

Wellsmore flushed. “I'll take your
word on it, Cole, but a jury will have
the final say in this case. I'm surer than
before that Fairlee’s behind his wife’s dis-
appearance. I'm going to get a confes-
sion and I'm going to find the body.
What’s more, Fairlee’s going to head-

*Research proceeding apace in the subject of endocrinology (the study of the system of duct-
less glands in the human body) reveals that these strange organs hold the key to most of the
mysteries of life and death. They produce sideshow freaks, fanatics, neurasthenics, loafers, ex-
ecutives whose energies seem to have no limit. Abnormalities of the ductless glands may produce
geniuses or morons. Their imperfect functioning cause such afflictions as diabetes, goiter, Addi-
son’s, Graves’ and Simmonds’ diseases. Space does not permit even a bare outline of the various
glands and their-known functions, but even with the wealth of material at hand, science has not yet
advanced beyond the kindergarten stage in its knowledge of them. It is certain, however, that the
hormones poured into the body by the ductless glands are its high explosives—F. C. D.
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quarters with us and he’s going to take a
grilling.” :

Fairlee recciled in dismay. “Don’t
take me away again! Don’t force me to
leave this house! I beg of you—"

“You’re coming with us this time, all
the way!”

Cole’s eyes narrowed. “Chief,” he said

quietly, “I am interested principally in
psychological truths. If murder has been
done, I am as eager as you to see the
guilty person punished, but you're mak-
ing a regrettable mistake. You're not
in the mood to listen to any further ex-
planations—so I'm obliged to promise
you, you're going to find me right in the
middle of this case until it’s cracked wide
open.”

“Mistake " Wellsmore barked. “If you
think Fairlee’s innocent of this job, you're
making a bigger one!”

Cole smiled. “In the interest of jus-
" tice, Chief, allow me to give you some
vital information. A short time ago the
girl Alice was attacked with a knife, per-
haps with intent to kill. Miss Ashurst
and I are witness to the fact that the as-
sailant escaped into Mr. Fairlee’s study.
In that room you will find a bloody knife
and a bloodstained smock. They are evi-
dence pointing to Mr. Fairlee as the at-
tacker of his daughter. If Mr. Fairlee is
guilty of one crime committed in this
house, he may logically be presumed
guilty of another—possibly the murder
of his wife.

“But, gentlemen,” Carter Cole added
firmly, “I'm convinced Ronald Fairlee is
absolutely innocent, and I stake my pro-
fessional reputation on a promise to prove
it. Good-night.”

He stepped past the stricken Fairlee,
the dumfounded Wellsmore. Celia Ash-
urst’s haggard eyes followed him as he
passed Homer Morehouse, who was
standing in the branch hall. Looking
back, Cole saw again, on the face of

Steven Vaill, that expression of numb
fear., He went out, climbed into his
Duesenberg with a sigh.

“Home, Brick,” he ordered.

CHAPTER THREE
The Invisible Prison

HE Cole Sanitarium sat amid spacious

grounds bordered by a high fence
topped with barbed wire, a retreat peopled
by more than a thousand mental patients.
Some toiled in the gardens, rolled the
gravel walks, basked in the sun liv-
ing vegetable existences. Others shrieked
with ecstasy or moaned with stark
despair or sang or preached—a ca-
cophonous chorus of the demented that
never ended. While he strove to cure
their derangements, Carter Cole, M. D,,
reigned supreme over their destinies.

The sprawling building was a labyrinth
of hallways, along which, by day, blank-
faced men and women interminably
pushed heavy blocks based with felt, a
mechanical routine which eased their
minds while it burnished the floors. Along
one of these bright corridors Carter Cole
strode, having returned from the Fairlee
home, to his offices. As soon as he ap-
peared, two pretty and efficient nurse-sec-
retaries came alertly to his desk.

“June, Jane,” he addressed the Misses
Day, “I need accurate information quick-
ly. You've a big night’s work ahead of
you. A man’s life may depend on what
you find.”

“Yes, Doctor,” said June Day.
“Yes, Doctor,” said Jane.

They were perfectly alike—identical in
every detail of their pert faces, their
slender figures, their quiét voices, their
trim uniforms. If they -had family,
friends, sweethearts, Carter Cole had
never gleaned a hint of them. He knew
only that the twins were ideal, tireless
secretaries, whom mnothing ever ruffled,

And
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who could perform any bizarre task with
efficient dispatch. And—a confusion
which he often thought might some day
make him a patient in his own institution
—that he was forever calling them by
their wrong names.

“To begin with, June, some first-class
snooping must be done. Fairlee’s neigh-
bors will be only too eager to oblige, I
think. Is Miss Celia Ashurst in love
with Ronald Fairlee or with Steven
Vaill? Is Mr. Fairlee in love with Miss
Ashurst? As to whether Mr. Vaill is in
love with the girl T need no information
t—he is. Before you leave, June, please
bring from the files the newspaper clip-
pings concerning the recent disappearance
of Mrs. Fairlee.”

The girl he was looking at said: “Yes,
Doctor—but I'm Jane.”

“Ah, yes,” Cole sighed. “You always
are. June, information also on Fairlee’s
brother-in-law, Homer Morehouse. Par-
ticularly, was he actually in Europe at the
time his sister disappeared, and on the
high seas, returning from London, when
he heard of it? How much does the
missing woman mean to him? Also what
does Fairlee stand to gain, if anything, by
his wife’s death? On your way.” :

Jane Day promptly brought Cole a
folder of newspaper clippings and left
him alone at his desk. The twins would
not rest, he knew, until they had placed
in his hands the complete answers to his
questions. Now he glanced over black
headlines announcing the startling disap-
pearance of the chemist’s wife, and
singled out a few paragraphs.

Mrs. Fairlee’s probable movemnts, just
prior to her disappearance, were evidently
her usual routine. She prepared herself a
stew, dined alone, tidied the kitchen, then
retired to her bedroom. No one witnessed
these movements but, following the discov-
ery of her disappearance next day by her
husband, indications were found, he related,
pointing to these actions.

The police investigation revealed the situ-
ation in the Fairlee home to be an unusual
one. Though Mr. and Mrs. Fairlee lived
under the same roof, they were estranged.
During the course of several days the wife
might see nothing of her husband, since
his laboratory research work absorbed him
completely. While she prepared her own
meals in the large kitchen downstairs, Ron-
ald Fairlee and his assistants ate at irregu-
lar hours, their meals being prepared by
Celia Ashurst, the chemist’'s assistant, in a
kitchen adjoining the laboratory. Fairlee’s
waking moments were confined to the lab-
oratory and his study, while his wife occu-
pied a separate bedroom and made use of
the rest of the house. This situation was
generally known to the neighbors, Mrs.
Fairlee was said to have been preparing an
action for a legal separation at the time of
her disappearance.

The missing woman is Fairlee’s second
wife. Fairlee’s first marriage occurred in
1921, to Marie Ostend, of New York. A
few months after the birth of a daughter,
Alice, in 1922, the first Mrs. Fairlee ob-
tained a divorce in Nevada on the grounds
of mental cruelty. She remained in New
York with her daughter until her death
three years ago. Mr. Fairlee remarried in
1930 to Ethel Morehouse, also of New
York, the missing woman.

The telephone interrupted. A strained,
anxious voice came from the receiver—
Homer Morehouse’s. Cole listened alert-
ly to a rushing message.

“For God’s sake, Doctor Cole, come to
police headquarters at once. They have
Ronald here. He’s behaving as though
he’s lost his last vestige of sanity. They’re
trying to force him to talk—it’s frightful.
Somehow you’ve got to help him—or any-
thing may happen.”

“I'm on my way,” Cole answered
promptly. :

He touched two pearl buttons. One
would summon Brick Kelly to the en-
trance with the Duesenberg. The other
brought a remarkably personable young
woman to his desk. She was Doctor
Mary Grafton, his first assistant, whom
he had met in one of his most amazing
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cases and literally saved from the electric
chair. In a moment she was in hat and
coat, ready to leave with him.

“A case, Mary,” he told her, “which
needs your understanding and sympathy.
Notebook and pencil for a statement.
Let’s hurry.”

DER Brick Kelly’s masterly hand-
ling, the Duesenberg whirred along
the broad cement road which led to the
trim police-headquarters building. With
Doctor Grafton, Cole went into Chief
Wellsmore’s outer office. Through a con-

necting door he heard the chief’s flat.

voice, Blake’s growling tones. They were
shooting out questions at machine-gun
speed.

“Why didn’t you report your wife’s
disappearance ?”

“Where have you hidden her body?”

“Why are you afraid to leave the
house ?”’

“Where did you hide her after you
killed her?”

“What are you afraid of now if you're
innocent ?”

“Where did you hide your wife’s
body ?”’

“What are you afraid of #”

An answer came, blurted and husky,
in Ronald Fairlee’s voice. “The Dynamo
God—the Dynamo God!”

Cole’s lips tightened as he stepped into
the inner office. Fairlee was slumped in
a chair in the corner. Two pairs of
handcuffs shackled his wrists to its arms.
He was staring wildly, possessed by an
uncontrollable fear. Wellsmore and Blake
were leveling accusing forefingers in his
face. Cole went toward them quietly as

the grim question rasped again.

“Where did you hide your wife’s
body ?”

“Gentlemen.” Wellsmore and Blake
turned impatiently. “You are laboring
under a cruel misunderstanding. You
are mistaking Mr. Fairlee’s agitation for
guilty knowledge. The truth is, he is be-
side himself because he is a victim of a
distance phobia.”

Wellsmore growled: “Doctor, I think
you’d better keep out of this. If he’s in-
sane, it’s all the more reason for thinking
he killed his wife.”

“Another error,” Cole said calmly.
“Mr. Fairlee is not insane. We all have
phobias in some degree, some very slight,
some marked. Many women are afraid
of thunder—that’s called astraphobia.
Others are afraid of blood—hematopho-
bia. A great many persons are afraid of
high places—acrophobia. Mr. Fairlee’s
happens to be an acute fear of being away
from home. An awful thing to him—but
it is not insanity.”*

“Yes—yes, that’s true,” Fairlee mur-
mured. “At home I am safe. Here—
the Dynamo God—"” He closed his eyes
convulsively and was silent. :

“Suppose,” Cole went on, “Mrs. Fair-
lee is found dead—murdered. Unless
Ronald Fairlee is cured, by having the
roots of his fear pulled out of his mind by
a skilled psychiatrist, he will behave in
just this same way if he is forced to ap-
pear in a courtroom—merely because it
is far from his home. The jury, totally
unversed in the lore of the mind, will be-
lieve Mr. Fairlee a raving maniac. It
will inevitably mean the chair for him.”

“If my hunch is right, he’ll deserve it!”
Wellsmore countered. ;

“But if you're wrong, you'll have an in-

* At birth infants possess only a few inherited fears—fear of falling, of loud noises, of restric-

tion of movement.

Some fears are learned by children from others—as, for instance nyctophobia,

or fear of the dark—others are acquired through emotional shock. A mild phobia may manifest
itself as shyness (fear of ridicule) as a “New England conscience”; in an extreme case the phobia
may become a constant dread powerful enough to determine the whole course of life. Fear of dis-
ease accounts for the publication of health columns in newspapers and fear of loss accounts for
the institution of insurance. There is—weak or strong—some form of phobia in the make-up of

everyone—F. C. D
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nocent man’s death on your conscience,”
Cole firmly pointed out. “Listen, Chief.
Questioning Fairlee like this will get you
absolutely nowhere. He can’t - think
straight here. Suppose you turn him over
to me. I premise you it will mean prog-
ress in the case.”

The chief scowled.
want to do with him?”

“Take him back home,” Cole said.

Wellsmore’s jaw squared. “All right,
go ahead. We'll make it a party. I'll bet
a million Mrs. Fairlee’s body is hidden
somewhere in that house. While you're
trying to find out about this thing he calls
the Dynama God, I'll be tearing the place
apart. Go ahead—Fairlee’s in your
hands, and you're responsible.”

Pathetic relief shone in Fairlee’s eyes.
Cole gently unlocked the handcuffs, took
his arm. With Doctor Mary Grafton,
they went out to the Duesenberg. Brick
Kelly’s eyes widened with alarm at sight
of the wildly staring Fairlee. The car
whirred back to the broad cement. Cole
said nothing, but watched the chemist.
While he stared out the windows, seeking
familiar landmarks, Fairlee’s tension
eased.

“Thank God you understand, Doctor
Cole!” he said fervently. “I can leave
the house, and go to the edge of the
grounds, without feeling this horrible
fear. If I go a few yards beyond the
gate, it begins to burn in my mind. - A
few steps more and I tremble. It is ab-
solutely impossible for me to go beyond
a certain point, of my own volition. For
years—for an eternity—I've lived in an
invisible prison.

“What do you

ELLY shot the car into the Fairlee
drive. The instant the gate posts were
behind him, a vast sigh of relief came
from the chemist’s lips. When he step-
ped from the Duesenberg he was quite
composed. Once beyond the entrance he

~was completely unafraid. Cole chuckled

and slapped his shoulder reassuringly.

“Dactor Grafton,” he said, “will talk
with you awhile in the library. I feel
sure we’re going to demolish the walls of
your invisible prison. Forget everything
else—be at ease. Have I ever told you
I'm deathly afraid of crowds. That’s
called ochlophobia. Go along, now.”

Ronald Fairlee, smiling, went into the
library with Doctor Grafton. Cele turned
back to the entrance. A police car had
drawn up behind the Duesenberg. Wells-
more, Blake and two other men were pil-
ing out of it, carrying shovels, picks,
crowbars. They trooped in with the
tools, determination grimly pictured on
their faces.

“Get at it,” Wellsmore directed. “Start
with the cellar. Dig it up. If we den’t
find a woman’s dead body tonight I'll
call in a wrecking crew.”

They marched along the hallway with
their implements,' opened a door at the
rear of the house, went down into the

-darkness of the cellar. Cole, climbing the

stairs, met Homer Morehouse. More-
house made an agitated gesture.

“They ordered me out of headquarters
after I phoned you. I was only trying
to help Ronald. Even though he may be
guilty of everything they say, I couldn’t
let them torture him that way. What is
this thing he keeps calling the Dynamo
God? Doctor Cole—is he mad?”

“Yow'll soon be satisfied on that point,”
Cole answered and went into the labera-
tory. Among the glittering apparatus he
found Celia Ashurst and Steven Vaill.
They eyed him uneasily, the flat gaslight
heightening the pallor of their features.

Cole said with startling abruptness:
“Vaill, you're concealing something.”

Vaill stiffened, but said nothing. Celia
Ashurst’s eyes searched his anxiously.

Cole went on: “I don’t believe Ron~
ald Fairlee attacked Alice tonight. It
was another person, wearing one of his



74

Dime Detective Magazine

smocks and his eyeglasses. When it hap-
pened he was asleep in his study. If
you'll come with me, I'll show you ex-
actly what I mean.”

They followed him wonderingly as he
strode into the branch hall. Out of the
corner of his eye Cole saw Vaill restrain-
ing a torturous anxiety. Suddenly Vaill
stopped short. The girl paused at his
side, startled by the gasp of dismay which
broke from his lips. They listened to
irregular thumping sounds echoing dully
through the house. The noises of heavy
blows were issuing from somewhere be-
low. :
Celia Ashurst asked tightly: “What'’s
that?”

“T believe,” Cole answered, “it’s Wells-
more digging in the cellar—hunting for
the dead body of Mrs. Fairlee.”

A single word broke past Vaill’s numb
lips. “God!”

Cole searched Vaill’s face intently, then
abruptly turned away. He opened the
door of Fairlee’s study, pointed across it
to the other door connecting with the
main hall.

He explained quietly: “The person
who attacked Alice rushed into this room,
bolted the door, put the bloody knife in
the desk, hung the stained smock in the
closet, left the eyeglasses, then went out
the other door around the corner of the
hall, slipping away without being seen.
All the while Fairlee, a heavy sleeper, lay
there on the couch. It’s reasonable to
suppose, isn’t it, that if Fairlee had made
the attack, he wouldn’t have put the knife
and the smock where they’d be so easily
found. The guilty person left them to
fasten suspicion on Fairlee.”

“But why?” Celia Ashurst asked the
question tensely while Steven Vaill re-
mained white-faced and silent, listening.
“Why should anyone want to make Ron-
ald Fairlee appear guilty of trying to kill
that unfortunate girl?”

Cole gave the answer. ‘““That person’s

purpose was to make Fairlee seem dan-
gerously insane. Perhaps the police in-
vestigation was proceeding too slowly and
this act was calculated to hasten it. With
his insanity apparently established, Fair-
lee becomes suspect of any other crime
which may have been committed—for in-
stance, murdering and concealing the
body of his wife.”

ROM below, the noise of chuffing

shovels and driving picks continued.
The irregular rhythm lent a ghastly un-
dertone to the aura of horror hovering
over the house—it seemed like the hand
of doom knocking at the door.

Cole, eyes sharp, said to Celia Ashurst
quietly: “There is a bond between you
and Alice. She trusts you, and you can
understand her. Because she is mental-
ly an infant, because she is inarticulate, she
can never take the stand as a witness in
her father’s defense—yet she knows the
simple truth. She has already told you
Ronald Fairlee is not the man who
wounded her. It remains now for you
to induce her to tell you who actually is
guilty.”

Celia Ashurst moved at once to the
door of the giantess’ room. She had no
need to use a key because Wellsmore’s
attack had broken the lock. She stepped
in and stopped short, struck with dismay.
The grotesquely long bed was empty. The
girl was not in the room.

“ Alice !”

Alarm quickened Carter Cole’s move-
ments. He jerked open two closets in
which huge dresses were hanging, looked
into the adjoining bath. There was no
sign of the giantess. He turned to Celia
Ashurst.

“She slipped out—probably she’s hid-
den herself in the house somewhere be-
cause she’s frightened. It’s a perfectly
natural impulse. She’s vital to the cause
of proving her father innocent because
she knows and can tell who actually
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knifed her. We've got to find her quickly
—before anything happens to her.”

Cole allowed the girl to lead him on the
search. Celia Ashurst repeatedly called
“Alice!” as they went into room after
room. Determined to overlook no pos-
sible place where the giantess might hide,
they climbed into the cobwebbed attic—
but she was not there. The lower floor
yielded nao clue to the girl’s whereabouts.
Cole avoided the cellar because the
thumping of picks and shovels told him
Wellsmore’s men were still busy at their
ghoul’s work.

He stepped out the rear entrance. “Pos-
sibly somewhere on the grounds,” he sug-
gested, shrewdly eying Steven Vaill.
“Look everywhere.” He started off at
the side of Celia Ashurst.

The gardens were a gloomy baffling
maze of shadows. A path led to a shed in
the rear against which a covered outdoor
pen was built. Cole paused, hearing a
gentle hopping sound, vaguely saw small
bushy animals rearing curiously on their
hind legs.

“Rabbits,” he said. “Why rabbits?”

“Homer Marehouse sent them,” Celia
Ashurst answered, scarcely aware in her
anxiety of what she was saying. “At the
time he left for London—Mrs. Fairlee
liked them for dinner. He sent eight and
there are six left. Nobody’s touched them
since Mrs. Fairlee disappeared. . . .
Doctor Cole! Do you think something
has happened to Alice?”

“There is the fact,” Cole answered
tightly, “that the man who attacked her
knows she can identify him.”

They went on, circling the grounds.
The fruitless hunt brought them back to
the rear entrance. They were entering

- when quick footfalls sounded on the cel-
far stairs. Chief Wellsmore face streaked

with cobwebs, stepped into the light, grin- -

ning grimly. His eyes shone with triumph
as he bluntly announced: “We've found
her.”

Celia Ashurst’s hand rose in terror to
her lips. Steven Vaill, just entering the
rear door, stood transfixed. Cole looked
sharply at them both, shouldered past
Wellsmore. He went down gritty wooden
steps into a dank, musty underground
room buttressed by ancient beams. Picks
and shovels had ripped up half its flag-
stone floor. Three men were turning the
beams of their flashlights upon a wall.

The walls of the cellar were large stone
blocks. One of the blocks had been torn
from its bed. The light of the torches
was shining into a cavity. Rich black
dirt had crumbled away, exposing a bed of
white. “Quick-lime,” one of the men
murmured as Cole stared. Framed in the
hollow was a shrunken, waxy face. Like
a rough-hewn statue in process of excava-
tion the dead woman stood upright in the
shroud of lime—the missing wife of Ron-
ald Fairlee.

CHAPTER FOUR
Death to Rats

CARTER COLE said quietly: “I am
surer than ever, gentlemen, that Ron-
ald Fairlee is not guilty of murder.”

The detective snorted at him. He turned
as Chief Wellsmore trudged down the
stairs. The chief announced : “Leave her
just like that until the photographer
shoots the whole layout. Everybody up-
stairs.” He squinted at Cole. “Well,
Doctor? What did I tell you. He killed
her with rat poison,”

“What !”

Wellsmore pointed to a tin container
embedded in the lime near the dead wom-
an’s head. He lifted it from its socket. It
had rusted and most of the ‘printed label
had become illegible, but the trade name
of Ratex remained and a line promising
Sure Death to Rats. Wellsmore shook
the can and a liquid sloshed inside it. As
he replaced it in the hollow Cole looked
impatient.
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“Have you stopped to wonder, Chief,”
Cole asked dryly, “why Fairlee, a chemist,
should make use of rat exterminator for
murder purposes when he has a number
of far subtler poisons in his laboratory,
some of which are almost impossible to
detect ?”

“I'm satisfied with this case. You've
certainly missed fire this time, Cole.
Blake, be sure the back door’s bolted.
Everybody out of the cellar. The rest
of this is just routine. I've got Fairlee
cold.”

“I consider,” Cole observed quietly,
“my professional reputation is still in-
tact.”

Celia Ashurst and Steven Vaill had
been standing on the mouldy stairs, peer-
ing at the corpse. They hurried up. Cole,
waiting while the headquarters men filed
into the hall, watched Wellsmore lock the
cellar entrance. He saw Doctor Mary
Grafton leaving the library with Ronald
Fairlee.

Wellsmore strode grimly to the chem-
ist, bluntly announced the discovery of
the woman’s body. Stunned, speechless,
Fairlee sank into a chair. Doctor Graf-
ton passed her notebook to Cole. He
read three pages of terse stenographic ob-
servations and nodded his satisfaction.
He went at once to Wellsmore.

“This,” he said, “explains Ronald Fair-

b

lee’s phobia. First, an unforgettable ner-
vous shock suffered in early childhood—a
violent scare caused by the explosion of a
generator in an electrical power house.
That didn’t cause the phobia, but planted
the seed. Second, another shattering ex-
perience later in life—the discovery that
his only child, whom he hadn’t seen since
she was a few months old, was a horrible
monstrosity. The two forged a mental
chain binding him to his home. I will
gladly supply you a copy of this report,
Chief.”*

“That doesn’t matter now,” Wellsmore
answered. “Sane or not, we’re nailing
him on a murder charge.”

“May 1,” Cole asked with a sigh, “ask
a privilege in the interests of justice?
Please allow me to go to the cellar, say
with Miss Ashurst, for a brief inspection
of my own. My word of honor for good
behavior. I think it’s vital.”

Wellsmore grunted. “You know the
seriousness of concealing or removing evi-
dence, Cole. But— Sure, go ahead.”

Cole removed his coat, turned at once
to Fairlee’s laboratory assistant. “We
have not yet located Alice,” he reminded
the girl. “Keep hunting for her outside,
will you, Vaill? Miss Ashurst, bring a
test tube from the lab, and a cork.
Hurry!”

* Carter Cole has kindly furnished me with a full report of the case of Ronald Fairlee, of
which the following are excerpts offered so that the reader may grasp a clear understanding of

his phobia.

“My father was an electrical engineer. As a boy I often went to the power house where he

worked because I was fascinated by the huge switches, fuses and meters. I was particularly in-
terested in the whirring dynamos which sent their magic power out into the city. . . . One day,
while I was standing near a huge dynamo, something went wrong. Sparks like lightning flashed
out of it. It seemed to explode with a terrific thunderclap. I was so struck with fright that I
obeyed my first impulse . . . I ran home, as fast as I could, for dear life—home because it meant
safety.

“T forgot the incident in time, except that its effect was to make me afraid of everything con-
cerned with electricity

“An emotional shock equally violent was when I saw my daughter Alice for the first time since
separating from my first wife. I had not seen her, even a picture of her, since she was a baby.
My first wife had concealed her deformity from me, probably through consideration for my feel-
ings. When Alice’s mother died, Alice was brought to my home by distant relatives. My first
glimpse of her was an overwhelming experience that tortured my whole being. It was then I began
strongly to experience fear of leaving my home. My duty to Alice demanded that I care for her
constantly—a duty I would have gladly evaded though I could not—and the world outside the house
became, in my mind, a domain dominated by electricity—the Dynamo God—into which I dared not
venture.”—F. C. D.
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QTEVEN Vaill hastened out the en-
trance as the girl ran up the stairs.
Wellsmore unlocked the cellar door for
Cole. He took an electric torch from
Blake as Celia Ashurst came to him with
a glittering tube in her hand. Her face
whitened as she went down the swaying
stairs with Cole. He paused at the opened
wall, the beam shining in the dead wom-
an’s face. :
He looked up. Bracketed to the beam
above the hollow was a wooden shelf
loaded with old cans of paint, bottles of
turpentine and oil. “The rat poison,” he
observed, “might easily” have fallen off,
been walled in by the murderer with-
out his knowing it.” Cole wedged his
torch in a niche in the wall. Carefully he
lifted the rusted can from the bed of lime
and pried the lid off, poured the test-tube
full of the poison.
“Listen!’ Celia Ashurst blurted, back-
ing instinctively to the barred window.

A faint, scraping sound came out of the
gloom. Cole turned quickly to the opposite
wall. It rose head high to amr air-space
between leveled ground and the floor
joists. The light probed far back into the
flat space, reaching the brick base of a
chimney. Something was crawling from
the shadow behind the column—a huge
being with bulbous head, great hands
clawing to drag itself forward.

“Alice!” Celia gasped.

The giantess’ face was smeared with
grime. She made a whimpering, pleading
sound in answer to Celia Ashurst’s soft
call. She had, Cole conjectured, retreated
to the cellar to escape the fear of things
unintelligible to her undeveloped mind
and at the approach of Wellsmore’s men,
had dragged herself into deeper security.
The instinctive sympathy she felt for
Celia Ashurst was drawing her from her
hiding place. Slowly, laboriously, she
crawled to the edge of the wall.

“Poor Alice—come to me. There’s

nothing to be afraid of. You know we’re
your friends. Come—come.”

The giantess crawled down, stood with
lips lax, eyes vacant, yet somehow evincing
gratefulness. Celia Ashurst spoke to her
crooningly.

“Alice—do you remember the man?
The man who hurt you—you remember ?
He made the blood come and ran away. .
Tell us who he is, Alice.”

The answer came, not in the slavering
mumble of the giantess, but with the
sharp, lethal crack of a gun plus the
sound of shattering glass.

Cole, who had been watching the hesi-
tant approach of the giantess, whirled,
the poison still in his hand, to see an arm
encircling Celia Ashurst’s throat through
the bars of the window. In the same split
second the arm was withdrawn and Cole
caught the gleam reflected from a dis-
appearing gun. A man took a running
step past the broken pane and was gone.

Cole jerked back as an animal moan
broke from the lips of the giantess. She
was swaying forward, her lids drooping
over her protruding eyes. A black hole
with a tangent of red marked the center
of her bulging forehead.

Cole corked the test-tube, slid it into
his pocket and whirled as Celia groped to
break the fall of the giantess. He bounded
to the rear entrance of the cellar, fought
the rusty bolt. He slapped out of a bulk-
head, sprang past the low window. Bring-
ing his 9 mm Luger into his hand, he ran
along shadow-matted gardens. Suddenly
he stopped in the glow from a window,
staring at a young man moving toward
him—Steven Vaill.

“What happened ?” Vaill exclaimed. “I
heard a shot. Is Celia all right?”

Cole said grimly: “Through no fault
of yours.”

Vaill started, broke past. Cole let him
go and followed along the path. When he
reached the front of the house he saw
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two headquarters men skirmishing out,
alarmed by the report. “In the cellar!”
he snapped at them. He heard an out-
break of action in the rear of the house
while he circled the grounds. He caught
no other sound, saw no movement while
he searched. Entering the dwelling at the
front, he went rapidly along the gaslighted
hall, paused when he saw Celia Ashurst
hurry from the cellar.

The girl whispered: “She’s dead.”

“I expected that,” said Cole.

He looked into the library. Ronald
Fairlee was standing uncertainly beside the
table, too overwhelmed by mental con-
fusion to move. Homer Morehouse was
grasping one of his arms, saying: “Keep
hold of yourself, Ronald.”

Cole turned back, stepped to the side of
Doctor Mary Grafton with, “Wait for me
in the car.” He was striding toward the
cellar entrance when Chief Wellsmore
stepped up.

“Doctor, did you see the man who killed
that poor girl ?”

“Unfortunately, I did not,” Cole an-
swered. “Nor did Miss Ashurst. He
got away across the grounds. I think
it best, Chief, that I retire until your
official furor subsides. You can always
find me at the sanitarium. I only have one
statement to make tonight—that the man
who shot Alice is the man who knifed her
and the man who murdered Mrs. Fairlee.
And one question: Where was Ronald
Fairlee when the shot was fired?”

“He was with me,” Chief Wellsmore
answered confusedly, “in the library.”

Cole smiled wryly as he went out.

CHAPTER FIVE
Murder Feast
THE manifold duties of directing the
Cole Sanitarium kept Cole in his

office until long past dawn. Once routine
matters were dispatched, he took up the

terse, typewritten reports prepared for
him on the Fairlee case.

The life of Ethel Fairlee was insured for
$100,000, half of this payable to her hus-
band in the event of her death, half to her
brother.

Mr. Fairlee’s financial condition is
strained. He is desperately in need of funds
to carry on his researches.

Mr. Morehouse’s relationship with his
sister was quite casual until he learned she
was not happy with Fairlee, at which time
he began writing her letters and sending her

gifts, in a brotherly attempt to cheer her.
Mr. Fairlee’s domestic unhappiness was

definitely due to his phobia and to the pres-
ence of his monster daughter.

Mr. Morehouse was attempting to close
an important contract in London, England,
at the time of his sister’s disappearance. He
failed his purpose, which placed him in an
even more pressing financial situation than
that which had forced him to make the trip.
He immediately booked his return. The
captain of the S. S. Ultima confirms his
presence on the ship, en route from Lon-
don to New York, at the time his sister’s
disappearance was reported to the press.
He went immediately to the Fairlee home.

JD

The ringing telephone drew Cole’s
hand. The voice of Chief Wellsmore
reached Cole with a triumphant chuckle.
“News, Doctor,” the official said, “which
will interest you. An autopsy has been
performed on Mrs. Fairlee. Reinsch’s
test shows arsenic. Practically everybody
knows some rat poisons are mostly
arsenic.”

“But,” Cole inquired, “is arsenic pres-
ent in the particular rat poison you found
in the woman’s grave? And, furthermore,
did you find any in Fairlee’s lab?”

Wellsmore growled: “None in his lab,
but that doesn’t prove there wasn’t some
there two months ago when his wife died.
I'm turning a sample of the rat poison
over to another chemist for checking.
Why did Fairlee bury the poison with her
if he didn’t use it to kill her? I tell you,
we've cracked us a case.”
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Cole disconnected, sat musing. He rose,
climbed to the spacious laboratory on the
upper floor. He took from his pocket the
tube he had filled with rat poison at Mrs.
Fairlee’s lime-packed grave and began a
systematic qualitative analysis. When
he reached a positive indication he mur-
mured : “The digitalis, sea onion type.”

He returned to his desk, touched a but-
ton, smiled when Doctor Grafton ap-
peared. “Mary,” he said, “can you cook ?”

“I've cooked for myself,” she an-
swered, “and survived.”

“Good. First, please telephone every-
body connected with the Fairlee case and
invite them to have dinner with me at
eight o’clock at the Fairlee home. Allow
none of them to refuse. Later, I’ll person-
ally make arrangements with Chief Wells-
more so that Fairlee will himself be pres-
ent—with a certain article of evidence.
Once you're assured everyone is coming,
hie yourself to the Fairlee home and make
ready. I'll telephone you the menu
later.”

“Something plain and simple ?” Doctor
Grafton asked.

“Tonight,” Cole answered, “we shall all
partake of a very special dish.”

Mary Grafton left wondering. Cole
again took up the reports prepared by the
Day twins. He was reading a note con-
cerning Steven Vaill when one of his
personable secretaries appeared to an-
nounce that Mr. Vaill was calling. “So?”
Cole said. “Show him in, June.”

Reaching for the bookcase, he moaned
with despair when Miss Day answered:
“Yes, Doctor—but I'm Jane.” He tugged
down a copy of Webster's Toxicology and
another volume entitled Tolerances and
Their Relationship to the Endocrine Sys-
tem. He looked up to find Steven Vaill,
pale and anxious, staring across his desk.

Vaill began without preliminaries:
“You know I'm hiding something. I ad-
mit it. I've got to. I can’t stand it any

longer. You think I murdered Mrs. Fair-
lee—but it isn’t true. I—I—"

Cole said quietly: “Sit down, Mr.
Vaill.”

'VAILL perched on a chair. “It’s all
«>-got to come out sooner or later,” he
resumed, “and I want to clear myself in
your eyes because you insist Ronald Fair-
lee is innocent. I'll probably go to pris-
on—it was a .mad impulse—but I did it
for Celia’s sake.”

“What,” Cole asked, “did you do?”

“Mrs. Fairlee,” Vaill hurried on, “was
a nagging, spiteful, suspicious woman.
She thought Celia and Ronald were in
love with each other. She accused him of
an affair with her more than once. It
wasn’t true. Celia was going—was going
to marry me. Ronald’s is a paternal af-
fection for Celia—but his wife put the
worst possible construction on it.”

Cole asked: “ ‘“Wag’?”

“This will make marriage for Celia and
me impossible—if I’'m made to suffer for
what I did. I was desperate to avoid a
scandal—to keep Celia’s career from being
ruined—to keep her name from being
dirtied in the papers and the courts—
but now it’s all gone for nothing. You
can’t realize how I felt when I found
Mrs. Fairlee in her bedroom—dead.”

Cole sat up. “You found her?”

“Dead,” Vaill repeated huskily. “That
night Ronald and Celia were working late
in the lab. I went downstairs for a bite
to eat. Passing Mrs. Fairlee’s bedroom, I
saw her door open. She was lying on the
floor. She’d been in robust health—there
wasn’t any wound—I knew immediately
she’d been poisoned.”

“Acute arsenical poisoning,” Cole ob-
served, “leaves no visible symptoms.”

“But I knew it!” Vaill insisted. “Can
you realize what it meant? Someone in
the house had killed her, I hadn’t. I
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swear I hadn’t.
But the gossip going about—suspicion
would point either to Celia or Ronald.
One or the other of them getting rid of
the wife in order to be free for each
other. There was nothing to it—nothing
—but I knew it wouldn’t be looked at in
any other way. It would ruin them both.”

$2Vies P!

“I hid her body in the cellar wall.”

Cole jerked up. “You?”

“Hoping they’d never find her, praying
it would never come out. It was a crazy
thing to do—but Celia and Ronald both
mean so much to me. I waited until Celia
had gone home, until Ronald was asleep—
he sleeps heavily, you know. There was
some construction work going on next
door. I stole several bags of lime to help
destroy the body. God! You don’t know
what it’s been, living and working there
in that house, knowing a dead woman
was buried in the cellar.”

“Do you think,” Cole asked quietly,
“Roland Fairlee poisoned her? Do you
think Celia Ashurst did it? And—have
you told me the whole truth?”

“Celia—certainly not! Ronald—what
else is there to think? Yes—I've told you
everything !”’

Cole frowned. “Young men in love,”
he observed, “are truly addicted to re-
grettably foolish acts. I advise you to
say nothing of this to anyone else. Let
that phase of the case remain forever un-
solved—it’s your only hope of escaping a
prison sentence, at the very least, for dis-
posing of a dead body. You might, you
know, find yourself up for murder.”

“But I tell you—" Vaill blurted it,
jerked up, began again. “I tell you I
didn’t—"

“I know, definitely and beyond all
doubt who the murderer is,” Cole inter-
rupted him. “I have a special reason for
withholding the information a little while.
I plan to announce the murderer’s iden-
tity at a little dinner party I'm giving to-

I had no reason for it. night at the Fairlee home.

You'll be
present of course. I hope you’ll excuse
me. I have a great deal of reading to do.”

Vaill stared. “What are you talking
about?”

“You'll find the dinner, I think, most
intriguing,” Cole said as he began to
read.

He was completely absorbed in the
weighty treatises when Vaill went baffled
from his office.

IN the dining-room of the Fairlee home

gaslight gleamed on silver and crystal
and china. Immaculate linen shone on a
table set for eight. In the kitchen Doc-
tor Mary Grafton, assisted by several
women brought from the sanitarium, was
preparing the repast. In the library the
guests were waiting, silent and mystified.
The appointed hour was at hand but their
host, Carter Cole, M. D., was absent.

The silken hum of the Duesenberg an-
nounced his arrival. Stepping from the
massive black car he directed Brick
Kelly: “Wait here, Brick, and keep a
wary eye on that door.” He strode into
the house, followed by the twin Misses
Day in smart tailored dresses exactly
alike. Smilingly entering the library, he
affably greeted his waiting guests.

“Sorry. So sorry. Important re-
searches delayed me. Gracious of you to
permit me this privilege, Mr. Fairlee.
Good evening, Mr. Morehouse. Miss As-
hurst, Mr. Vaill, you look fresh as daisies.
Why the scowl, Mr. Blake? Ah, Chief— -
you've brought the bit of evidence I
mentioned. I'd like to have it now, if
you don’t mind.”

Chief Wellsmore, uneasy in a new suit,
opened his briefcase and handed Cole the
corroded can of rat poison found in the
murdered woman’s secret grave. Cole
sloshed its contents cheerfully. “Cocktails,
my good people?” he inquired. Even as
he spoke a uniformed maid appeared,
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- bearing a tray. Cole waited until all his
guests were served, then took up his own
glass—empty.

“You will be glad, I'm sure, to learn,”
he said, “that we have reached the root of
she trouble which has kept Mr. Fairlee
imprisoned in this house for years. Half
the cure is his realizing the cause of the
phobia. The treatment is simple—mere-
ly short trips, farther away each day un-
til he becomes sure the outside world
holds no terrors for him. A toast, good
people? Let us say—Here’s to crime.”

They stared, but they sipped. They
stopped sipping when Cole pried open

the can of rat poison. Quite deliberately

he poured his cocktail glass full of the
stuff. Holding it jauntily, he resumed:
“You will also be happy to learn—all
but one of you, that is—that it is equally
simple to prove Mr. Fairlee innocent of
murder. The dead body found in this
house was, as you know, packed in quick-
lime. Quick-lime was used for the pur-

pose of destroying the corpse. Many mur-

derers have learned, much to their re-
gret, that the action of quick-lime on a
body isn’t destructive at all. Quite the
contrary. It’s preservative. Mr. Fairlee,
being an eminent scientist, knows that—
but the murderer didn’t.

“You aren’t drinking,” Cole chided his
guests. “Come, let’s get on with it. Here,
again, is to crime.”

He was raising the glass of rat poison
to his lips when Wellsmore blurted in

dismay : “Cole, for God’s sake, that stuff’ll

kill you!”

Cole’s hand paused. “Interesting mix-
ture,” he observed. “It is composed of
digitalis, the juice of the sea onion or
sea lily, and other aromatic substances
added to attract its victims—but no ar-
senic, Chief. When rats get it into their
systems it paralyzes their respiratory ap-
paratus, drives them into the open for

water, and soon makes an end of them.
Deadly indeed—to rats.”

While seven people stared aghast, too
stunned to speak, Carter Cole raised the
glass of poison to his lips and drained it.

“But not,” he went on, “to humans. I
assure you the last thing I wish to do is
to die. I promise you I will suffer not
the slightest ill effects. You, Chief, a
layman, weren’t aware of the interesting
properties of this stuff. To Mr. Fairlee
and me, men of science, it is not at all
surprising. It is one more point in the
proof that he did not use this stuff to
poison his wife. He’d have known it
couldn’t kill a human.”

Chief Wellsmore grumbled: “Well I'll
be damned—but if you fall over dead any
minute, Cole, I won’t be surprised.”

“Don’t worry,” Cole assured him. “I
hope, Chief you're still not wondering
why Mr. Fairlee didn’t report his wife’s
disappearance. Since she was planning on_
a separation, he probably thought she’d
merely left him. Perhaps he hesitated
because of his unusual mental condition,.
wanting to avoid having it paraded in the
newspapers. He is a highly intelligent,
sensitive man and naturally—" .

Fairlee blurted: “I dread—dread that
people will think me mad—capable of any
irrational act!”

“Naturally,” Cole agreed. “Shall wé go
in to dinner?”

COLE led.the way into the dining-room.
His guests were ill at ease but he was
affability itself. He made sure each was -
comfortably seated. The blaze crackling
in the fireplace lent a warm cheer. . :
The tension was beginning to ease when
Cole, pausing at his own chair, laconi-
cally remarked: “I believe it was directly
below his room that the body of Mrs.
Fairlee was found hidden in the wall,
wasn’t it?”’
Cole’s guests winced. He smacked his
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hands zestfully when Doctor Grafton ap-
peared carrying a huge, steaming tureen
of stew. Deftly serving it in the topmost
of the stack of dishes placed before him
he explained: “This evening we will sam-
ple a rather unusual dish. Finding six
rabbits penned behind the house, I asked
and received Mr. Fairlee’s permission to
make use of them. This, ladies and gen-
tlemen, is rabbit stew. I hope you like it,
because I'm going to give you generous
portions. Mr. Fairlee?”

The murder suspect accepted his plate
silently. Cole began filling another.

“A most interesting animal, the rab-
bit,” he went on. “Having decided upon
this dish, I took the trouble to learn some-
thing about them. The rabbit—Orycto-
lagus cuniculus, of the family Leporidae
—is, you may be surprised to learn, a ro-
dent, which is distinguished by its peculiar
incisor teeth. It is a first cousin to the
rat, the gopher, the porcupine, the beaver,
the hauty muskrat, the elegant chinchilla
and the unfortunate guinea pig. . . . Miss
Ashurst?”

Cole passed a plate to Fairlee’s labora-
tory assistant and went on: “I was sur-
prised to learn that the rabbit is found
in a greater number of variations than
any other mammal on earth except the
dog. On the one hand there is the old
English lop-eared rabbit which has ears
six inches in width and measures twenty-
three inches from tip to tip—truly a con-
siderable amount of ears. . .. June?”

“Thank you, doctor,” Miss Day said,
" taking her plate. “I'm Jane.”

Cole went on blithely : “Inevitably, you
are. . . . There is, on the other hand, the
Pica rabbit, which is quite small and has
no tail. There is also the Angora, prized
especially for its fur, the Albino, and the
Flemish, which is the biggest of all rab-
bits. Jane—I mean June?”

The second Miss Day took her helping
of rabbit stew and Cole continued: “The

rabbit must not be confused with the hare.
It is distinguished from the hare by its
smaller size, its shorter ears and feet, the
absence of black on the ears, its gray
color, the fact that its young are born
naked and blind, and also because it lives
in burrows, . . . Mr. Vaill, please.

“Very prolific, the rabbit. It begins to
breed at the age of six months, breeds
from four to eight times a year, each time
producing three to eight young, and lives
seven or eight years. Each rabbit there-
fore, in the course of its lifetime, be-
comes approximately two hundred rabbits,
barring accidents, such as this dinner.
« + .. Yours, Mr. Morehouse.”

IN spite of themselves, the guests were
listening to Cole’s happy discourse with
rapt attention.

“Being so prolific,” Cole went on, “it
was practically inevitable that the rabbit,
which originally inhabited the western
half of the Mediterranean, should soon
spread over the entire globe. Besides be-
ing made into stew, as at present, the rab-
bit may also be roasted, curried, and
jugged—one variety of the jugged rabbit
being hassenpheffer. Rabbits, further-
more, ladies and gentlemen, are not only
eaten but worn. . , . Chief Wellsmore?”

The chief took his plate with an expres-
sion of complete wonderment.

“Rabbit fur is the most popular low-
priced fur. Furriers call it cony, but it is
known under literally several hundred
names. You can buy any one of a long
list of furs, and still get rabbit. I was
amazed to learn how many rabbits we
humans consume in the form of adorn-
ment. From Australia alone some sev-
enty million rabbit skins are shipped an-
nually. . . . Mr. Blake? Now for myself.
I can hardly wait.”

Homer Morehouse asked slowly: “Did
you say this stew was made from the rab-
bits kept in this back yard?”
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“Why not?” Cole asked. “If something
weren’t done with them the place would
soon be simply flooded with bunnies.” He
was filling his own plate. “You are prob-
ably now aware, gentlemen, that your
felt hats are made of rabbit fur—also
your derbies. Forty or fifty skins make
a dozen hats. Well, enough of talking
about rabbits. Let’s eat them.”

Hesitancy was evident on the part of
the guests, but Cole went at his plate with
zest. “Delicious!” he exclaimed. Looking
around the table, he asked eagerly : “What
do you think of it, Miss Ashurst? June,
Jane, whichever you are, or both of you,
do you like it? Very tender, don’t you
think, Mr. Fairlee? Delightful for a
change, Chief, wouldn’t you say? Mar-
velous flavor, eh, Mr. Vaill ?”

SIt—it 4s good,” Celia Ashurst an-
swered.

“Very nice, Doctor,” said Jane Day.

“Very nice,” June Day echoed.

Fairlee observed: “I—I'm not very hun-
gry, I'm afraid.”

“Never,” Wellsmore opined,
rabbit before. Not bad.”

“tasted

“A little,” said Steven Vaill, “like
chicken.”
Cole said: “Delicious! I didn’t dream

Doctor Grafton was such a talented cook.
Mr. Morehouse, you're not eating.”

Morehouse jerked up. “Don’t! For
God’s sake, don’t touch this stuff ! It will
kill you!”

Cole calmly spooned a generous help-
ing into his mouth. “What in the world
are you alarmed about, Mr. Morehouse?
You sent these rabbits to your sister as
a gift, and for eating purposes. It doesn’t
taste deadly at all.”

Morehouse stifled a dismayed shout. He
rushed to the window. He peered across
the grounds, at the rabbit cage. Cole said
calmly: “Don’t you believe me? It’s emp-
ty, isn’t it? Really delicious stew.” More-
house jerked back. No one but Cole was

was eating now, but Cole was eating
ravenously. Morehouse shouted in a
frenzy: “It’s poison! It’s certain death!
Doctor Cole, for God’s sake, stop!”

Cole put down his spoon. “What Mr.
Morehouse really means, Chief,” he said
calmly to the staring Wellsmore, “is that
Ronald Fairlee is not guilty of murdering
his wife, but Homer Morehouse is guilty
of murdering his sister in order to ac-
quire the tidy sum of fifty thousand
dollars.”

Wellsmore sprang up to blurt:
God, if that’s so—"

l‘By

MOREHOUSE kicked his chair away.

He stumbled around the table,
lurched out of the room. He was running
crazily along the hall when Cole sprinted
after him. Morehouse slammed out the
entrance, kept running. Cole shouted:
“Stop him, Brick!” Kelly was already
away from the Duesenberg’s wheel, div-
ing after the fleeing man.

Morehouse glimpsed him, desperately
swerved away. Cole sprang, dropped di-
rectly into Morehouse’s path. Morehouse
struck out wildly, blindly. Cole took a
stiff jolt on the jaw, poised on toe-tips,
slammed a left, then a right, between
Morehouse’s eyes. Morehouse sprawled
down. Glittering gunmetal twinkled. Cole
grabbed at a whisking revolver.

He lunged on Morehouse. - A frantic
struggle rustled the grass. The gun
whipped out, then down between Cole’s
and Morehouse’s bodies. Abruptly a muf-
fled explosion sounded. A smell of
scorched clothing wafted into the air.
Wellsmore, Blake, Kelly stared appalled.
Neither Morehouse nor Cole was moving.
It was Cole who pulled up.

“Anybody hit?” he asked. ‘“Morehouse
wasn’t. I'm glad of that. He deserves
the chair.”

Suddenly Wellsmore and Blake were
gripping Morehouse’s arms, dragging him.
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Cole extended the revolver to the chief,
saying: “You'll want that. He must have
used it to kill Alice.” He went in first
into the house, entering the library.

Ronald Fairlee had hurried from the
dining-room, was staring incredulously.
Celia Ashurst and Steven Vaill had a
hysterical, hopeful look in their eyes. The
Misses Day were unperturbed. Cole stood
by while Wellsmore and Blake maneu-
vered the sobbing Morehouse into ‘the
room. They forced Morehouse into a
chair—he slumped.

“You'll get a confession, I'm sure,” Cole
told them. “In case any of you até any
of the stew, let me reassure you. The
rabbits formerly in the pen—those sent
to his sister by Morehouse—are now at
my sanitarium. Those dedicated to the
stew were purchased today and are quite
innocuous. Mrs. Fairlee—"

“Wait a minute!” Wellsmore blurted.
“Morehouse was in Europe at the time
his sister died. How can he be responsi-
ble for her death?”

“He murdered her as surely as though
he had shot her in the heart,” Cole an-
swered. “The logic is simple. Fairlee
didn’t murder his wife—I've been sure
of that from the start. No one else in the
house had a motive. Therefore, someone
outside the house. The only possibility was
Morehouse. Morehouse didn’t commit the
crime personally, so he did it indirectly.
His agent must have been one of his gifts
—ygifts that began coming probably when
he first determined on his plan, to pre-

pare the way for the rabbits. Living rab-
bits, Chief, are the instrun?ents of mur-
der.”

Wellsmore snarled:
could they be?”

“There is one more interesting fact
about rabbits,” Cole went on. “Morehouse
knew it long ago, somehow, and I learned
it today because logic forced me to the
answer. Just as rats succumb to certain
poisons to which man is immune, rabbits
are immune to a poison which is deadly
to man—arsenic,

“Sprinkle generous quantities of ar-
senic on lettuce. Feed it to rabbits. The
rabbits eat it, but do not die. The arsenic
remains in their systems, impregnating
their flesh. Made into stew, they become
a deadly dish. The fact is simple to prove.
By killing the rabbits remaining from the
shipment Mr. Morehouse admittedly sent,
and analyzing their tissues, we’ll find ar-
senic. You have your man, Chief—and
I'm still hungry.”

Cole reached for his coat, hat and stick.
“Chief you and Blake are going to be
busy with Mr. Morehouse, aren’t you?
Mr. Fairlee, there is an excellent inn a
short way down the road—I’m sure you'll
enjoy having dinner there. June, Jane,
Celia, Steve, Mary—it’s still a party, and
it’s waiting for us.”

Cole smiled as, steering Fairlee to the
door, he noted a new confidence in the
chemist’s eyes. “We shall all have,” Cole
said with a chuckle, “a toothsome vege-
table plate.”

“How the hell
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THE BLUE
BARREL

By
William E. Barrett

Author of the “Needle Mike” Stories.

Healy collected a small bet on
the red.

No one called Dean Culver the Blue Barrel—for no one knew he was
the author of the underworld-gossip column signed with that name
each night in the Star. If the easy-money players had ever guessed that
the man who paid them off at the Twin Moons was the Walter Winchell
of the other side of the law, he'd be cashing in his own checks at the first
turn of the wheel, instead of those of the gamblers he spun it for.

spinning wheel and the clicking plungers, chiselers, big shots and suckers

ball at the big table in the Twin that swell the human tide of a big-time

Moons and no one noticed him. Before gambling-house and into his ears there
85

DEAN CULVER sat behind the him nightly there passed the parade of
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passed the gossip, the rumor and the
stark staring truth about the human under-
tow.

There were at least three men in the
room right now who would have killed
Dean Culver without a qualm if they knew
their man, and fifty or more at large in
the city who would have helped them ; not
counting those in the big house who
couldn’t help, nor those who would have
turned over in their graves if Culver
stepped on the sod above them.

The human tide ebbed and flowed and
Culver sat impassive with the tiny rake in
his hand, the stacks of chips before him
and the green eyeshade pulled low. He
was the man that nobody noticed, the

croupier, the dealer of roulette; hired man

for the Goddess of Chance.

But Dean Culver was also the Blue
Barrel.

The bulldog edition of the Morning Star
had just hit the street and from immacu-
late tables in the best hotels to the cracked
counters of the greasy spoons, eyes were
eagerly scanning the leaded type of the
Blue Barrel. What Walter Winchell had
done for Broadway, the Blue Barrel was
doing for the underworld, the half-fringe
and the indiscreet circle of society that
refuses to stay where it belongs. Above
the column was a line-drawing cut of the
weapon from which the column got its
name; a savage-looking automatic with a
thin wisp of smoke drifting from the
muzzle. :

The column, too, laid chiselers and
double-crossers low, beside passing on the
jtems that were hot news to those who
read it. Tonight there was a typical item
that named no names for those who were
not in the know, but that identified the man
mentioned by one significant word for
those who did know him.

The toughest hard-times streak in the
history of local put-and-take parlors broke
Tuesday night and is still breaking. ~The

hard-times champ is gathering to himself a
load of roulettuce while the moons shine. . . .

The casual reader got nothing out of
that except some doubtful slang and the
glow that comes from knowing that some-
where a hard-luck streak has broken. To
a great many people, however, there came
a great urge to head for the Twin Moons
in the hope that they might see the climax
of another dramatic attempt to “break
the bank at Monte Carlo.”

LVER sat in the middle of the ex-

citement with his face impassive and
emotionless. Across from him sat Dan
“Hard-times” Healy who was still riding
his streak behind a staggering stack of
chips ; a middle-aged man whose forehead
was lost in a great bald expanse of skull,
and whose quizzical gray eyes, level
through years of all varieties of hard luck,
were level still.

“Twenty-three on the black.”

The crowd gasped as 23 came up for
the fourth time in fifteen minutes, with
Healy pulling in an enormous pile of
blues. Healy had been on 23 every time
that it had hit and he’d been off it when it
missed. There was something uncanny
about that to the spectators but Culver was
unimpressed; outwardly or inwardly.
Things like that happened when a man
was hot and they didn't call for a logical
explanation any more than did the fact
that the ball never stopped in 23 when the
man who played it was not hot. Streaks
came and went but men didn’t change very
much. A man was fundamentally lucky
or he wasn’t. It had taken Dan Healy
years to win the nickname of Hardtimes
Healy; he wouldn’t lose it overnight—
nor overcome the effect of those years
either. g

“Twenty-seven!”

Healy collected a small bet on the red
and Paul Berlanger, the big, florid, double-
chinned man on his left, cursed bitterly
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with no regard for the women in the
gallery.

“Seventeen hasn’t hit tonight,” he com-
plained. :

Culver was raking the Berlanger chips
off 17. Berlanger was as good an example
as Healy for a book on luck. Berlanger
was fundamentally lucky and streaks such
as he had been having lately didn’t change
the fact.. The man had been born with a
diamond-studded gold spoon in his mouth
and with a satchel full of good rubber-

company stock in each fist. He had set

a record for expensive idleness ever since,
and he had never cared sufficiently for
anyone but himself to be seriously hurt by
the march of events.

“I'll take over, Culver.”

It was his relief and Dean Culver slid
out of his place to permit Larry Dane a
spot behind the wheel. Few people noted
the change. The wheel kept spinning no
matter who the croupier. As he passed

the check-girl on his way to the Twin

Moons dining-room, Culver picked up his
regular copy of the Star. It was left for
him every night and, like most of the other
regulars, he turned to page three and the
Blue Barrel. He was reading it with a
coolly critical eye when Healy, Paul Ber-
langer, a couple of hangers-on and three
girls passed on the way to the big center
table. Healy waved one plump hand.

“Couldn’t do business without you,
son,” he said genially, “Thought it was
time to lay off—"

He was past before Culver could answer
and Culver didn’t try. Nobody else in the
party had given him so much as a nod but
their voices reached him clearly. None
of them was the soft-spoken type. Ber-
langer had folded back a copy of the Star.
One of the others had the Blue Barrel
already turned up. He showed it to Healy.
Healy swore goodnaturedly.

“That ‘hard-times’ phrase instead of
hard-luck is the tip-off,” he said. “I’ll

have every moocher in town after me for
a touch.” : :

“The bird that writes that column is
going to be found in an alley some day.”
The man who had presented the paper
looked hard. “You might be maybe
annoyed but some guys have been plumb
ruined by things he prints.”

Healy accepted a menu from the hov-
ering waiter. “Nobody that I could ever
worry about was ruined by it,” he
growled. “Mostly chiselers and muggs
and double-crossers and—"

He was interrupted by a roar from Ber-
langer. “Listen to this! Just listen. I'm
going to sue the hell out of this sheet if
it’s the last thing I ever do.”

Sputtering with wrath, the big man
stopped all conversation within range of
his voice as he read the Blue Barrel’s
second-to-the-last paragraph aloud.

“The rubber industry has made a lot of
millionaires but none of them left any
formulas for stretching ordinary money as
one of the heirs is finding out. Said heir
had better get busy right away, too, on a
formula of his own for taking the bounce
out of rubber checks ... too many of his
have bounced right out of the banks they
were written on . . . and good nature doesn’t
always stretch, either.”

EAD, stricken silence greeted the
reading. One of the hangers-on
rubbed his chin and looked at Berlanger
furtively. He knew as the others did that
Paul Berlanger had inherited the Ber-
langer balloon fortune which had had the
taint of World War profiteering on it be-
fore he got it, and that had nothing con-
structive associated with it since he in-
herited.- The spots has been wondering
for years how deep the Berlanger pocket-.
book actually was.
“Maybe the guy didn’t mean you ....”
The hanger-on seemed to realize that that
would have been better unsaid. Ber-
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langer’s narrow eyes glared at him and
one ponderous fist hit the table.

“Me? Of course, he can’t mean me.
That’s the poison of it. People who don’t
know any better will think so. That item
is going to hurt me ... .”

Hard-times Healy was looking across
the table thoughtfully. ‘“You're just call-
ing attention to it, Paul,” he said. “Ig-
nore the damned thing. Let’s order—"

Culver had not looked up but he had
heard every word and a faint smile curled
the corner of his lips. Fatty Berlanger
had had his cake. And he’d eaten it. And
it was a darned late day for Berlanger to
start worrying about his honor or his repu-
tation.

Upstairs in the safe of the Twin Moons
there was about five thousand dollars in
checks of Berlanger rubber that were
guaranteed to bounce out of any bank—
and the Twin Moons was only one bright
spot in the far-flung night-life lines. It
amused Culver to imagine the reaction of
Berlanger if the man knew how close he
was to the Blue Barrel in person!

It mightn’t be very amusing at that.

By the time that Culver had finished his
dessert and coffee, gaiety had returned to
the big table. Culver didn’t look toward
it as he rose from his place. It was bound
to be gay. Healy had taken nearly thirty
grand away from the Twin Moons tonight
alone. There were only two places in the
city that could stand a tap like that and
the Two Moons couldn’t stand many more
like it. e

Dollar Hanlon was standing in the foyer
when Culver came out. Hanlon ran the
Twin Moons, owned most of it and played
the game on the square. He knew a lot
about Culver that nobody else knew and
he still trusted him; if he suspected more
than he knew, he kept his mouth shut.

“Healy’s carrying the big kick,” he said,
“and he’s tired. He’s not going back to

the big room. He’s going to shake thosg
chirpers and go home.”

Culver nodded. “You want me to go
along.” :

“Exactly.

“Yes'"

“You're hard-shelled and you don’t be-
lieve in luck. I'm just as hard and I do.
It just ain’t in the record of a guy like
Healy that he should spend big dough. A
guy with luck like his always draws kings
against aces when it looks like he’s doing
all right.”

“What about it ?”

“Just watch yourself! Watch him, too.
He’s a good guy and, if he wasn’t, we got
to think of ourselves. Anybody that wins
big sugar here has to get home with it.”

“They always have.” Culver’s tone was
curt.

Hanlon turned away. “Yeah,” he said.
“They always have.”

Culver lighted a cigarette, looked
thoughtfully at the flame and moved
toward the phone booths in the alcove.
He’d anticipated this job because he’d done
others like it but he wasn’t going to enjoy
himself. Big winners were always escort-
ed home from the Twin Moons and the job
often fell to Culver. Dollar Hanlon
covered gentlemen with gentlemen rather
than with hoods and Dean Culver was a
gentleman from away back; he just
happened to be a gentleman who was also .
handy with a gun. He entered the booth
and dialed a number. When a girl
answered, his voice deepened and he
asked for the city editor.

“Randall? Blue Barrel. Get this. I've
got the low-down on the Smoky Kendall
kill. Run it ‘flash’ on top of the column
like this: ‘The poultry racketeer who was
fowl-ly murdered in the park the other
night did not blink out in a gang feud.
He got the curtain call because his play-
fellows suspected him of being a see-man

9

for the G-men’.

And listen, Culver—"
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Culver hung up and turned away. It
was a nice item on a case that was being
headlined with bad guesses. He'd got it
by listening when he could have been
talking. He shook the ash from his cig-
arette, then stiffened. The door of the
other booth banged open and he almost
slammed into the big figure that erupted.
He cursed his own carelessness for not
hearing the man come in and raised his
eyes to the other’s hot stare.

The man was Paul Berlanger.

For a moment there was something like
fear in the big man’s eyes; then a look
almost of triumph. Culver nodded in-
differently as one nods to a casual
acquaintance. Berlanger didn’t return the
nod but Culver felt the man’s eyes on his
back as he went toward the foyer. He
shrugged his shoulders impatiently.

He was no longer playing with the idea
of what Berlanger would look like if Ber-
langer knew that he was the Blue Barrel;
he was wondering now IF he knew.

HARD-TIMES Healy was waiting; a

blocky man whose well worn topcoat
took the edge of elegance off his evening
attire. He was smoking a cigar and he
was alone. He was generally alone. He’d
lost a wife and three sons in four separate
accidents and. several fortunes in bank
failures. His weakness was neither women
nor liquor ; merely cards and roulette.

“H’areya, boy! All set to lead me by
the hand past all the bad, bad wolves?”

Culver grinned. “You made it lots of
times without me.”

“Never with money. Not out of here.”
Healy shifted his cigar and looked at his
watch. “We’ll go in Berlanger’s car,” he
said. “I’ve got to stop at his place for a
minute. Matter of business—"

“No dice.” Culver shook his head. “I
take the responsibility and I see you right
home—my way.”

Healy looked at him. “That way, huh.”

89
He shifted the cigar again. “Berlanger
will be alone, kid,” he said. “I owe him

favors. His chauffeur and the servants
have the night out. We'll take his car
from his place to mine by ourselves. I
pretty nearly have to do it that way.”

Culver frowned. That servant gag, of
course, was Berlanger’s. Maybe Healy
believed it, maybe not. It was one of the
things that made Berlanger a mugg. He'd
kept his staff as long as he could—and all
of them were trying to collect their salaries
while Berlanger continued to play the gay-
boy of the hot spots on the proceeds of
his no-bank play money. If the big slob
had ever done favors for Healy, he’d done
them as he did everything else; publicly
and with a flourish that would advertise
his own great-heartedness. Still—

Healy was chewing the cigar. “It’s
either that, kid, or I sign a waiver of pro-
tection with Hanlon and you don’t go.”

Culver made up his mind between the
two motions of a shrug. “I might come in
handy,” he said.

Berlanger appeared with a showy
blonde draped on his arm. He was patting
her hand and he ignored Culver who had
started over to the checkroom for his top-
coat. There was a white-tie-and-ermine
group of late arrivals who had just recog-
nized the notorious Berlanger and were
whispering about him. Berlanger changed
his course to pass close to them and patted
the blonde’s hand again.

“Tomorrow at Audrey’s,” he said. And
his voice made no secret of it. Audrey’s
was a spot where men bought things for
women and where the mention of price
was as vulgar as the payment of a price
was necessary.

“Sorry if I kept you waiting, old chap.”
Berlanger’s voice was full of the old arro-
gant patronage as he steamed up to Healy.
Culver trailed along unnoticed. The car
was in a no-parking zone three doors up
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the block. Berlanger tore up the ticket
that was on it and slid under the wheel.

“Rather an adventure to drive my own
car for a change,” he drawled. Culver
lighted a cigarette.
having that sort of an adventure for over
a week. Culver, alone in the back seat of
the sedan, did not talk. It was not his
business to; he was a: human machine
again, a man with a blue-barreled gun
instead of a man with a little rake.

HE was still a machine when they

entered Berlanger’s bachelor bunga-
low behind Berlanger’s key, but he
~ dropped the role when Berlanger stopped

before the sliding doors that led to his

private study off the library and still ignor-
ing Culver’s presence, addressed himself
directly to Healy.

“We can speak in here privately,” he
said. :

Culver stiffened and, ignoring Ber-
langer as completely as the man had ig-
nored him, held out his hand to Healy.
“If I'm still responsible,” he said, “you
can give me your stake to take care of;
if I'm not, you can shake hands and T'll
get out of here.”

“You mean to insinuate—"" Berlanger
was aware of him now, bristling.

Healy looked pained. “Hell, boy, I'd
trust you with more than that but I'm
not going to give it to you for personal
reasons. I'd like you to—"

Culver shook hands with him.
night, then,” he said.

He was on his heel and headed for the
door, cursing himself inwardly as a fool
but heading away just the same. He'd
had enough of Berlanger and the high
hand-shake and the royal razoo. The man
had brought Healy out here to make a
touch on the strength of past favors and
that, of course, was why Healy was hang-
ing on to the poke. Well, let- Healy

“Good_

Berlanger had been’

ES

stomach the big slob; he didn’t have to.

Culver was blazing mad inside. Some
wary monitor kept warning him that he
was not his own man right now; he had
taken a job and all that went with it and
he was walking out on it for personal
reasons. He could hear Dollar Hanlon’s
gruff voice again.

“You don’t believe in luck . ..... Ido
«e... We got ourselves to think about . . .”

The phrases were a ding-dong insistent
chorus by the time that he reached the side-
walk and he stopped. The house was dark
except for a weak lamp in the hallway
and the lights behind the drawn shades
of the study. He lit a cigarette, cursed.

“T'll swallow it,” he growled. “Healy
is a good guy. But I'll wait here. I'd
have been on the outside anyway.”

He took a half-turn, then flinched in-
stinctively and dropped his right shoulder
low. Somewhere in the house a heavy-
caliber gun boomed and three sharp bang-
ing sounds were all but swallowed up in
the echo. :

Culver went in, charging. He was
conscious of Berlanger’s- hoarse bellow
which had sounded on the heels of the
shot and of the fact that the man was call-
ing out now as though for help. The fact
that it was Berlanger’s voice—and not
Healy’s—chilled him, After all, there had
been a shot.

His worst fears were confirmed. Just
inside the door to Berlanger’s private
study, Dan Healy lay face down. One
arm was crumpled under him and the
other stretched out, fingers curved talon-
fashion, as though, dying, he had striven
to crawl toward Berlanger’s big desk
which was broadside to the open window.
Berlanger was making gobbling sounds in
his throat and waving his hands, but Cul-
ver dropped on one knee beside Healy.

This time the hard-times streak was
definitely over.

The bullet had caught him squarely in
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the forehead and the eyes were glazed
now and hazed with blood. Culver
straightened, his body taut.

Berlanger seemed to be finding his
voice. One of his waving hands held a
gun but he was not pointing it. “Stick-
up,” he rasped. “Fellow came in the win-
dow, tock all our money, Healy tried to
jump him—"

“Yeah? I'll look at your gun.” Cul-
ver’s lips were a thin line. He had not
made a motion toward his own armpit, but
his eyes were narrowed and his hands
were in the clear. Berlanger sneered and
the panic seemed to drop away from him.
He presented the weapon butt-first. It
was a Smith & Wesson revolver, .38
caliber, and it took only a glance to show
that it had not been recently fired.

“Satisfied, wise guy?”’ Berlanger’s
thick lips curled. “It hasn’t been fired,
has it?”

“Maybe it should have been.” Culver
moved to the window and looked out. The
two front windows were closed and he had
never been out of sight of them himself.
This one opened out on a side porch that
was screened by dense vines trained along
a wire network except on the side toward
the rear of the house. A man could have
run that way or a gun could have been
thrown that way; but a man would leave
tracks and a gun could be found. He
didn’t know if there were either tracks or
gun out there, but that could be found out.
He turned back into the room. Ber-
langer’s face was grim, his fleshy jaw hard.

“How did you mean that last crack ?”

“The way it fell. You had a gun. If
there was another fellow, why did he do
all the shooting ?”

“I wasn’t the gunman hired to protect
Dan Healy.”

IT was axstraight, hard shot. Culver
_™ took it without blinking but it hit home.
He was in a bad spot. At its best, his

story of his reasons for walking out was
bad; but Berlanger’s story could not be
expected now to substantiate his and Dan
Healy couldn’t talk. He'd been framed
once before by just such a slob as this and
his nostrils were sniffing danger. He met
it head-on, his stare hard on Berlanger.

“Suppose we let the cops find out if
there was another man in this.” He
moved toward the phone on the desk.
Berlanger rested his shoulders against the
wall. He had never once shown an in-
terest in the fate of Healy nor in the
sprawled body on the floor.

“If there wasn’t another man, there’d
be a gun,” he said. “Suppose you find
one, Sherlock.”

Something in his tone stopped Culver
in the act of reaching for the phone. The
man was too sure of that touch about the
missing gun, too try-and-prove-it in his
general attitude. He’d be different, of
course, when the cops came ; the “sorrow-
ing friend” probably. Right now he was
being himself and Culver knew this man’s
gambling habits well. Paul Berlanger was
a system player, not a player of long shots.

He knew instinctively now that the
police would not find a gun. He didn’t
know why they wouldn’t, but he knew.

Dan Healy was on the floor, shot to
death. His money, no doubt, was gone.
His dear friend, Paul Berlanger, would be
grief-stricken and the only witness.
There would be no gun and Dean Culver,
the man assigned to protect Dan Healy,
would have no story that would stand up
anywhere. After that, there would be the
digging up of skeletons and Culver’s old
record would dangle before the public.

Berlanger’s smile was hard, tight. “The
money is gone, too,” he said viciously.
“Maybe you know something about that.
You tried to get your hands on it before—"

Culver grunted. So that was the way

- that the story shaped! “O.K.,” he said

grimly. “The gun and money are not in
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the room. I’ll take your word for that.
I won’t take your word that a man took
them out.” He passed up the desk and
the telephone, moving once more to the
window. He was remembering the bang-
ing sounds that had followed almost im-
mediately upon the report of the gun.

He looked out of the window this time
with an eye to detail.

The porch was dark and it angled
around the front of the building ; screened
thickly with vines run on wire the whole
way. A man who plunged through that
window and turned to the right would
have crossed the path of Culver inevit-
ably as Culver ran back into the house.
Going the other way, he would have run
ten yards at least over a cement walk be-
fore he could get clear of a hedge fence
into the grounds—or continued on an-
other ten yards to a high picket fence.

Culver shook his head, stiffened. His
hand had brushed a hook screwed into
the wood of the sill; a strong hook of the
kind that is used to hang hammocks.

“Seen enough?”

The new note in Berlanger’s voice
brought him around fast. The man was
sneering at him and the gun was no longer
being waved around vaguely as an acces-
sory to a lot of gestures. It was pointed
squarely now at Culver’s belt line. Culver
eyed the gun, lifted his eyes to Berlanger.

“That doesn’t buy you a thing,” he said
grimly. “A second kill would just make
it twice as hard for you to wiggle out.”

ERLANGER chuckled. The trium-

phant mood of the super-egotist,
proud of his own planning, was coming
back to him. “What I need,” he said
bluntly, “is a fugitive to make the tracks
that a man with a gun would make. This
play-acting has gone far enough. I kept
it up only while there was a chance of
some yokel being attracted by the shot.

You, my jail-bird friend, are going to be
the fugitive. . ».."”

Culver’s face didn’t change expression.
He might have been Fortune’s hired man
still, dealing wealth or disaster from be-
hind a clicking ball, for all of the emotion
that he showed. Inwardly, he was rocked.
There had been a chance that Berlanger
had heard his telephone call and knew him
for the Blue Barrel; that had worried
him. He had not suspected this. Ber-.
langer’s face was like wet plaster with the
strain that was on him, but there was a
sneer on his lips, a chuckle in his throat.

“Surprised you, didn’t I? Well, I've
made it my business lately to find out such.
things about men who handle money—
or protect it. You see the spot you're in ?”

Culver did see. It was true, of course.
He’d done a rap in Illinois. He’d been a
crack newspaperman in Chicago until the
blow-off in the Lingle murder case gave
some big shots the idea that newspaper-
men could be made fall guys for a lot of.
things. Culver had been the horrible ex-
ample and he’d stepped into a frame while
chasing crime news; a frame so perfect
that his own paper believed it. The jury
was a cinch with memories of the Lingle
“exposé” still fresh. Culver had taken the
rap standing up.

He’d become the Blue Barrel since he
came out and a lot of framers, chiselers
and double-crossers had bitten the dust.
He wouldn’t stand a chance with his rec-
ord, with his present job as employe of a
gambling house and with the prestige of
the Berlanger name against him. It was
almost as neat as the last frame that he’d
stepped into. Berlanger held the gun
steady. -

“All T know,” he said, “when the cops
come, is that a lone gunman stuck us up
and shot Healy, that he took nothing of
yours and that you made no effort to
either stop him or pursue him. Naturally,

»”

after that, I held you for the police. . . .”
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Culver shrugged. “I know a box when
I see one. What'’s the out?”

“Now you're talking sense. You just
take it on the lam. I'll give you a head
start and then call the cops. The rest de-
pends on your luck. Stick around here
and you won’t have any luck.”

Culver almost laughed aloud. It was
fantastic that a thing like this could hap-
pen to anybody, but experience had taught
him that even worse things happened.
The weight of a prominent man’s testi-
mony against a man with a record was in-
supportable. Berlanger’s associates might
know that he was a heel but once he be-
came a state’s witness, nobody would be
allowed to tell that to a jury.

“I’ll take the lam,” he said. “It’s a bet-
ter bet.”

THE grounds were dark and Culver
faded into them like a shadow losing
itself in shadow. He did not have his ears
cocked for sirens because he did not ex-
pect any for a while. He believed that
Berlanger would take his time about call-
ing the cops; not because Berlanger would
respect his word to Culver but because it
would serve his purpose best to delay.

Right now Berlanger would be chang-
ing his story; eliminating the accomplice
and putting the entire blame for the shoot-
ing of Healy upon Culver whose flight
proved it. He wouldn’t have forced Culver
to take the lam if there hadn’t been a
weakness in the frame-up that he’d hung
so neatly around Culver’s neck. And Cul-
ver wouldn’t have taken the lamister as
the way out if he hadn’t suspected that
that weakness existed.

A gun and thirty thousand dollars
didn’t vanish without a trace in the time
that it takes a gunshot echo to die.  _

Culver was circling back to the house;
coming in from the front but hugging the
shadows low down and with his eye on
the porch. That porch was a regular cage

for a man inside the vines and the wire -
network that supported them; but it was

a ladder to the second floor for a man out-

side. He'd thought of that..

He moved in on them silently, tested
them and went up softly. The porch roof
was sloping and a trifle slippery but he
clung to it and worked his way to the
edge, above the window to Berlanger’s
study. There was a room directly above
the study that opened out on the porch
roof and it was closed. Beyond the edge
of the roof and on an angle away from the
study window was another second-story
window that was open.

Culver smiled grimly and measured the
distance to the sill from the edge of the
porch. It was only a moderate jump for
a man in condition but he wasn’t worrying
about the jump; _he was worrying about
making the jump-to the sill, vaulting into
the room and still retaining a hand free
for his gun. That couldn’t be done.

He moved over to the closed window
but, as he suspected, that window was not
only closed but locked. Under normal cir-
cumstances that wouldn’t have worried
him a lot; but it was no time or place for
jimmy-work now. Any bit of business like
that around a murder job could be jug-
gled into evidence and confuse the issue.
He went back to the porch edge. He
looked at the narrow sill with distaste,
shrugged—and took the jump.

His hands took the sill with a sure
touch and he went into the room with a
vaulting follow-through on his jump mo-
mentum. Paul Berlanger spun -around
from a bent position before a cabinet on
the far side of the room and came up with
his gun leveled.

Culver’s hand moved toward his arm-
pit and stopped. “So what?” he said.

Berlanger was shaken. He gripped the
cabinet with one hand to steady himself
and he remained in his crouch. His grip
on the gun, however, was firm; the gri'p_v
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of grim determination. When he recog-
nized Culver, the palsey left him. “You!”

There was puzzled wonder struggling
with relief in his voice. He drew his body
up so that his bulk concealed all except the
general contour of the cabinet. Culver
was eyeing him coldly.

“Sure, me! You needed a fugitive to
put yourself in the clear; I needed a gun
to clear myself. It looks like my pot.”

“You're crazy.”

“Yeah?” Culver eyed the gun in Ber-
langer’s hand. It was the same one that
he had looked at before and it was not the
murder gun. Still it was a gun in the hand
of a man who had committed murder.

“When I saw that hook on the sill and
remembered how your family made its
money,” he said, “I knew how the gun
and the money could have gone out of that
room. When I climbed up on top of the
porch and saw this open window, I knew
where they could have gone. When I
found you up here I knew I'd found
them.”

BERLANGER’S finger went white on

the trigger and Culver, too far across
the room to hope to jump successfully,
tensed anyway; then Berlanger laughed.
“A pipe dream. You're—"

Culver’s eyes narrowed. “And when
the cops come,” he said, “perhaps you'll
let them open that cabinet and look at the
big rubber band fastened inside—"

Berlanger didn’t shoot. He came across
the room like a charging rhino, the gun
held forward. Culver didn’t draw and
he didn’t have time to duck before the
avalanche was on him. He lashed out
twice with his left hand, missed his grab
for the menacing gunhand and brought
Berlanger to his senses with a ploughing
right that landed just above the belt.

The big man reeled back with the gun
just out of Culver’s reach; his left hand

stabbing. “I’ll shoot if you take another
step.”

There was panting hatred in it and Cul-
ver believed him. A man in Berlanger’s
fix didn’t have a lot to lose. Berlanger
was backing at an angle away from the
cabinet.

“You're right,” he said. “The gun’s
in there. In a bag with the money. It
ought to have your fingerprints on it.
Take it out.”

Culver smiled and moved on the cab-
inet.- It had double doors that opened out
and théy were hard to open. Once he -
had one side open, he had to wedge his
body against it to keep it open. Strong
rubber bands were fastened to each door-
half. Inside there was an ingenious cage
in which a canvas sack was neatly cradled.
Culver saluted the ingenuity of the man
who had devised it. - :

The cage was funnel-shaped and had,
obviously, been fitted into the two halves
of the cabinet door to keep them open
against the pull of the bands. The wide
end of the funnel had faced the open win-
dow and a long and powerful rubber
band had been drawn through the hole
in the funnel from a ring in the back of
the cabinet. This band had been drawn
down to the floor below and fastened to
the hook outside the Berlanger study win-
dow with a canvas sack on the end of it.
It had been ready for the first man with
money whom Berlanger could entice into
that room.

All that Berlanger had to do was hold
Healy up, get his money and shoot him.
While Healy’s body was falling, he was
able to whirl to the window, toss gun and
money into the sack—then slide the sack
off the hook.

The snap-back of that band had taken
it right back to the ring in the back of
the cabinet upstairs, and as it slammed
through the funnel-like cage, it had taken
the device right in with it ; permitting the
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cabinet doors to close. Who would
search for a layout like that?

Culver picked up the sack and held it
in his hand. He raised his eyes to Ber-
_langer. “What a fool you'd be,” he said
softly, “to let me get my hand on a gun
even with the drop you've got.”

Berlanger hesitated. There were greasy
beads of sweat on his white face.

“Let me worry,” he said. “Get that gun
wt!"

Culver let the sack dangle in his right
hand and reached with his left. “And
what a fool I'd be to fumble in a sack for
a gun!”

His right hand snapped with the sud-
den fury of a tree that snaps back against
a let-up in a high wind. Berlanger had
been too intent upon one thing and the
weighted sack caught him like a sandbag.

There was a thundering boom as his
gun spoke, plaster cascaded from the wall
and Culver leaped in behind the sack.
His own gun jumped into his hand and
he clubbed Berlanger’s wrist as he
charged. The big man’s gun thudded
against the floor and Berlanger sank after
it on one knee. He was holding his wrist
with one hand.

“Wait, Culver . . . Wait!” he said.
“I’ll treat you right. Half the cash if
you'll back my story. More when I get
on my feet. I was broke, desperate . . .”

Culver’s lips curled and he pocketed the
gun. With his left hand, he swept the
sobbing mass of blubber to its feet and

the fury of the night’s upsets went into
the swinging right that he threw person-
ally for Hard-times Healy.

As Berlanger folded, the sirens
shrieked and Culver’s eyes widened. He
didn’t get it at first and when he did, he
laughed unbelievingly.

“You were so sure you'd get this evi-
dence out of the way that you even phoned
for the cops,” he said. “How damned
obliging of you.”

THEY had Berlanger whining his heart

out in the station-house before Culver
could get away to a private phone. When
he did, he dialed a number wearily, got
the city editor and leaned back against
the booth. “Blue Barrel,” he said. “Kill
that rubber-check item and the change-
of-luck item for the final. Here’s a new
flash. Catch it!”

He had a pencil in his hand and he
scribbled the words down as he dictated.
“Not even the specialized knowledge of a
rubber king is sufficient to beat the stretch
for murder. The murderer of Hard-
times Healy didn’t stop to figure. When
you steal the luck of a hard-times cham-
pion, that luck is sure to be bad.”

He snapped the pencil in two as he left
the booth. The dawn brigade would be
battling the wheel at the Twin Moons
and he was going back for a voluntary
trick to relax. It would be nice for a
few hours to sit around where nobody
knew him and nobody gave a damn.
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Murder mes Colin Barr on arrival in Graveston—and murder was the

last thing he encountered before he packed up to go home. But it wasn't

the first kill or the final one that made bis visit a twenty-four honr hell.
It was the ghastly business in between plus what he learned from—

THE DOPE
IN THE

DEATH-HOUSE i

By John Lawrence
Author of “The Eyes of the Blind,” etc.

CHAPTER ONE
The Man With the Blackthorn Stick

Y THE time the crack train rushed
B them into the outskirts of Graves-

ton, Colin Barr’s nerves were
strung tight, Dark, lean, rangy in well
96

He jerked up his gun and fired twice at the thick
rope.

cut blue clothes, two fiery spots high in
his youngish, deeply tanned face, he stood
braced against the lurching of the state-
room. Jet-black eyes stared down at the
stork-like Zimmerman, sprawled in the
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window-seat, and at the creased telegram
beside the gangling operative.

“If Britton Hanley says he’s fighting a
killer—he is. If he says he needs help
desperately—he does. If he says ‘the thing
he’s up against has to be blocked—then
it has to be blocked. There’s no argu-
ment. Britton Hanley is the salt of the
earth. He was my father’s lawyer—and
his friend. And when my father died, he
was a second father to me. I'm not kid-
ding when I say I'd go to hell for that
man, Zim—and be glad of the chance.”

“All right. All I asked before the
cyclone broke was—have you any idea
what we’re supposed to do when we do
get there?”

They both looked at the seat—at the
long, curiously imperative telegram.

COLIN BARR,
NO. — BROADWAY,
NEW YORK CITY.

HAVE STUMBLED ON FRAG-
MENTS OF MURDER SCHEME
HERE WHICH MAKE MY BLOOD
RUN COLD. SIMPLY MUST BE
BLOCKED. REASON TO FEAR LESS
THAN FORTY-EIGHT HOURS LEFT
TO DISCOVER IDENTITY OF ONE
BEHIND IT AND STOP CRIME THAT
WILL STUN STATE IF SUCCESSFUL.
AM AT END OF MY RESOURCES. IN
FOUR WEEKS HAVE FAILED UN-
COVER PROOF OF WHAT I KNOW.
BELIEVE LOCAL POLICE HAVE
BEEN REACHED. AM IN CONSTANT
DANGER FROM THEM. NEED HELP
DESPERATELY. CAN YOU COME AT
ONCE SECRETLY GRAVESTON?
REGISTER CADILLAC HOTEL AND
WAIT FOR ME TO GET IN TOUCH.

BRITTON HANLEY.

Barr said: “Sure. We're going—
under cover—to crack this scheme and
turn up the rat behind it—a rat that’s
apparently got a way to turn police loose
on us.”

“Hell, that’s in the wire.”

“Yes, it is. But it’s all I know—except

that now there’s only thirty-six hours left
to dynamite it in. We’ll check in at the
Cadillac and wait. When he gives us a
lead—we’ll hit it. Don’t go mentioning
my name where anyone might hear it.”

RAVESTON, second largest motor

city in the Middle West, owns a
station built on the side of a hill. The
train sheds are higher on the hill than
the rotunda and the waiting-room. A
series of inclined passages lead down
from the track platforms to end in flights
of steep steps, which descend into the
high-ceilinged, black marble rotunda.
Directly across the monster concourse,
facing the stairs, a high arch in the wall
leads between two huge cigar-and-news
counters, into the waiting-room beyond.

Barr came down the ramp to the top of
the stairs, leading the bespectacled, gang-
ling Zimmerman and two red-caps. Im-
patience and caution warred in his eyes,
as he sent a sharp glance darting out over
the heads of the milling crowd, close-
packed around the foot of the stairs. He
saw Britton Hanley, beside one of the
newsstands in the arch.

Spare, tall, distinguished, erect in gray
tweeds, his fine ascetic face turning this
way and that, Hanley stood scanning the
passersby with bright blue eyes. Though
a fringe of silver hair showed beneath
the brim of his black hat and he carried
a blackthorn stick in his hand, there was
no infirmity in the military set of his
shoulders, the alert poise of his fine head.

Surprise stopped Barr momentarily on
the top step. Then, as he hurried down,
he clipped over his shoulder at Zimmer-
man: “Hanley—he’s here—by the news-
stand. Tweeds—stick. Something’s up.”

Plunging into the milling crowd, Zim-
merman caromed up to shout in Barr’s
ear: “What are you going to do? You
can’t brace him here. Cops’ll see you—if
no one else. Get the bags in a cab—"
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“All right. You bum a match. Get a
word in his ear who you are.”

Zimmerman nodded, took the lead.

It took a good three minutes fighting
to get within twenty yards of the old
lawyer. Then there was a sudden opening
in the streaming crowd and Hanley
spotted them. He started, then his head
turned away swiftly, but not before Barr
had seen the quick, blazing relief in his
eyes. Hanley turned slowly, meaningly,
toward the exit, threw one quick look
over his shoulder at Barr—and the crowd
closed in agaimn.

Barr checked Zimmerman a second to
let the old lawyer get ahead of them,
started the red-caps for the cab-rank, then
they angled through the crowd toward a
point that should bring them out close
on Hanley’s trail. They broke through
the edge of the stream, eyes searching
ahead. He was not where they had esti-
mated.

Zimmerman found him. He nudged
Barr, nodded back along the edge of the
newsstand. :

Britton Hanley had hardly moved from
where he had been standing, He had
turned round, was leaning far across the
counter of magazines, his stick flat on the
rack, one hand propping him, the other
out of sight. He was looking in the op-
posite direction toward the counterman,
busy at the far end. They waited.

For thirty seconds neither of them
realized that amything had happened. It
was not till Britton Hanley’s supporting
arm suddenly buckled and the old man
went flat on his face that awful under-
standing seized them.

Barr’s wild cry was choked. For once
his brain went frantic, shock-frozen.

Zimmerman'’s hasty, “Hey, wait—don’t
show yourself—"’ was lost. Barr, livid-
faced, tried to tear from the operative’s
clutching grasp, tried to dive toward the
sinking man. Zimmerman spun himself

in front of Barr, smashed him back,
drove into his face: “Keep your head,
Colin—for God’s sake! Stay out ef sight,
till we see! I'll see!” He heaved the
wild-eyed detective backward, turned and
clawed his way toward Hanley.

ARR staggered, caught himself,
stumbled after. Through a rift in the
now suddenly roaring, stampeding crowd,
he saw Britton Hanley slide slowly off
the news counter. He saw Zimmerman,
on his knees, grab. the falling man’s white
head; saw the black hat roll across the
stone floor into the crowd. Zimmerman’s
free hand flew to Hanley’s breast. Han-
ley’s head jerked unexpectedly on the
operative’s arm. He was trying to speak,
his patrician face a hell of white pain,
his whole body arching. Blood spurted
over the hand he had clasped to his
stomach. Zimmerman’s head was down,
his ear to the stiff lips. Then Hanley
slumped, and the operative eased the
white head down swiftly to the floor.
It was like a knife in Barr’s heart. He
dived through the fringe of the crowd,
his face like dough, tried te drop to his
knees, grab the old lawyer’s shoulders.

Zimmerman twisted, even as Barr
dropped. His crooked elbow hooked sud-
denly under the detective’s chin, He
jumped to his feet, literally lifting Barr
erect. He glared as though he had never
seen him before, yelled, as he drove him
staggering backwards: “Back—get back—
everybody—give him air!”

Not till he had driven Barr like a
wedge, deep into the now thundering,
shouting crowd, and they were lost in the
press, did the cool-headed operative re-
lease his grip on his partner, bark at him
with furious intensity: “Are yeou trying
to throw your friend’s fight into the ash
heap? If we're going to bat for him
you've got to get your brain working!
He’s hurt badly—shot in the stomach.
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Take it easy! You're not going to find
the gunman in this crowd. Nobody even
heard the gun, what with all the racket
there is here. If you're going to get him—
you've got to turn up what’s behind shoot-
ing Hanley. And being under cover may
be worth plenty. If you don’t get out of
here fast you’ll be spotted by the very
cops he was afraid of! Listen—

“He tried to tell me something. He
didn’t get enough out to make sense but
he said, ‘My office . . . Senator . . . stop
him . . . one o’clock.” He wanted us to
stop some Senator doing something at one
o’clock, as near as I can guess. I know
it isn’t much to work with, but you might
try his office. There’s a chance you’ll get
a lead there anyway. I'll stick with Han-
ley to the hospital, and phone you at the
Cadillac Hotel about his condition.” His
teeth clicked as police whistles knifed
above the din. “There they are. Don’t
let them nail you!” He turned and
plunged again into the press, shouting
authoritively: “Get a doctor—somebody
get a doctor ! Police! Man 'shot here—"

Barr, shaking, livid-faced, hung where
he was, fighting the instinct that urged
him to Hanley’s side.

Pandemonium was loose. A half dozen
police whistles were shrilling, bells clang-
ing. Hoarse, angry voices bellowed a way
in for white-clad stretcher-carriers, and
then bellowed one out as they raced the
now still, sheet-covered fizure across the
waiting-room to an ambulance, the mor-
bid crowd white-faced at their heels.

AT last the ambulance shot away, its
bell clanging fainter and fainter—till
the roar of the crowd around Barr blotted
it out. Now the fog was gone from his
brain as he realized he had a possible
opening at hand.
Hanley’s office! One o’clock! His eyes
jumped to a wall-clock. It was five min-
utes past noon! Could Hanley have

meant this one o’clock, coming up now?
He turned swiftly toward the line of
cabs, only to halt, jaw clamped, as he
realized he could not recall Hanley’s ad-
dress. He flung himself back into the
bedlam of the terminal again, in-search of
a directory. He located a row of phone
booths directly across the seething room,
and churned into the crowd once more,
driving his way toward the booths. He
fought his way clear of the crowd finally,
into a little backwater of clear space in
front of two banks of phone booths. A
niche between them held directories.

The thundering terminal seemed not
to have quieted any. What seemed the
same enormous crowd milled, streamed.
Police were sifting through it, ask-
ing questions, but it was a perfunctory,
routine gesture. From the corner of his
eye, Barr saw a tall raw-boned man in
brown clothes, with a face the color of
walnut-stain and the features of a witch—
chin and bony nose almost curving to-
gether—barking down at a meek house-
holder. The witch-faced one had his coat
turned back to show his shield and a
fawn fedora was thumbed back on his
bullet-head.

For a second, Barr had the quick fear
that he had attracted the detective’s at-
tention, and kept his eyes resolutely on
the page of the directory that showed
Britton Hanley’s Vanderveer Street
office address. When he risked another
glance, the witch-faced officer had drifted
away into the crowd.

He turned, strode for a booth, and—

White-hot metal slammed the extreme
tip of his left shoulder, half spun him
around. His left arm went completely
numb and glass exploded in a phone
booth behind him. Because no gun sound
had topped the station roar, he had stag--
gered up to balance again before he
realized that someone had shot him!

Moisture was on his dark forehead as
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his hand flashed to his hip; he crouched,
glittering eyes whipping a circle, while
his brain shouted frantic, split-second
warnings. His hand stayed in his pocket
as he faced the blank, streaming crowd,
most of whom had not even heard the
crash of glass—and faced the furious
realization that the killer had scored
another natural. He was swallowed even
now among five hundred people.

From a point in the mob to Barr’s left,
a nasal, savage voice rapped, “Out o’ my
way—it’s the law!” and Barr’s head
whipped around to see the witch-faced
detective pawing through the crowd.

Fury mottled Barr’s forehead with dull
red, flattened his thin lips—but he had no
choice. To fall into police hands now was
disaster. He darted into the crowd, his
numb arm a sagging weight, burrowed
swiftly toward the exit.

Thoughts ran over the mill-wheel of
his mind. Hanley’s killer! He suddenly
realized that the rat who had shot Hanley
from ambush must have been near him
every minute since—must have guessed
his identity—or known" it in advance.
Barr’s teeth were on edge as he under-
stood fully the savagery he was up against
—the unhesitating attempt to pile murder
on murder, simply because they were
afraid he might get in their way.

Or was that the reason? Could they
have known, or suspected, that Barr
might be sent to Hanley’s office now—
before one o’clock—before— He gal-
vanized as the further worry hit him—
would the police have identified Hanley?
Would they, too, be heading for the old
lawyer’s office?

Racing in a cab toward Vanderveer, he
set his teeth grimly, examined his wound
as they thundered over rough streets. It
was nothing—the bullet had barely ticked
his shoulder. He folded a handkerchief
inside his coat to absorb the bleeding and
feeling started to surge back into his arm.

CHAPTER TWO
Death by Appointment

ANLEY’S address was a modest, ten-

story stone building facing the Crim-
inal Courts. The directory in the lobby
gave his office number on the sixth floor.
An elevator shot Barr up.

As he got off, a young man in expen-
sive clothes, carrying chamois gloves,
turned from a side corridor far in the
rear of the hall, came toward the eleva-
tor. He had a Florida tan, and walked
with his head tilted above the horizontal;
his blue eyes gave the impression of look-
ing down disdainfully at Barr. He was
so arrogantly and blatantly aristrocratic
that Barr turned to regard him as he
stepped into the brilliantly lighted eleva-
tor. He was surprised to see beads of
moisture on the young man’s forehead,
stark fear in the corners of his eyes.

But it was not till Barr started down
the hall, looking for Hanley’s room num-
ber, that he got a stab of worry about
the other. Hanley’s office seemed to be
at the rear and Barr walked straight to
the corner around which the blond aris-
tocrat had appeared, turned it—and
cursed. The only office in the short cor-
ridor was Hanley’s. By the time he had
charged back to the elevator, the car was
silent.

It took him four precious minutes to
find out exactly nothing. The blond aris-
trocrat had walked out the front door and
was gone. No one in the building had
seen where he went. No one in the build-
ing had seen him before.

Back on the sixth floor again, Barr
found Hanley’s door locked. It was a
simple lock and he picked it easily, en-
tered a tiny, neat, two-room suite. Dust
lay thick over everything. There was not
a scrap of paper to be found, nor was
there any place where papers might be
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stored out of sight. It seemed evident
that Britton Hanley had not used this
office in weeks. Barr left in disgust and
when his cab got away from the curb in
front, it was not more than half a block
ahead of a sirening police cruiser that
swung in and stopped before the building
door.

When he reached the Cadillac he was
clutching at straws. He scribbled across
the register, “Frank Zimmerman and
Colin Barr, New York,” in a hand no one
could misread. One look was enough to
size up the effeminate, blond clerk. Barr’s
black eyes bored into his light blue ones.
“I’'m the detective from New York. May-
be you’ve heard of me?”

The clerk lied hastily, “Oh, yes, in-
deed,” but Barr had caught the eager
light in the youth’s eyes, quickly veiled.
He was satisfied that the news of his
arrival would spread—to any ears that
were interested.

His phone was ringing as he followed
bell-boys and baggage into his room. He
flung them money, closed them out, and
snatched off the receiver.

Zimmerman’s voice was low, muted.
“Colin ?”

“Yes. How—how is he?”

“He’s making a fight for it. He’s deli-
rious. - I think he’s trying to tell me some-
thing—but his vocal cord was hurt by
the bullet. We don’t know what’ll hap-
pen yet. But listen—get a pencil and
paper.”

At Barr’s hasty, “Ready,” Zimmerman
went on.

“I found this telegram balled up in his
hand. He didn’t have a scrap on him
otherwise. I think this is important. He
must have received it last night, just about
an hour before he sent the one to you.”

Barr’s pencil began to make words, as
Zimmerman dictated them, and absorbed,
excited light began to grow in his eyes.

WINSTEAD, —, OCT. 2
B. HANLEY, ESQ.
707 FLACK BLDG.

GRAVESTON, —

NORMAN HAPP, RECENTLY AD-
JOINING CELL FRANK AIDO, RE-
LEASED ON PARDON HERE FIVE
O’CLOCK THIS AFTERNOON.
WIRED SENATOR YOUR CITY AP-
POINTMENT ONE OCLOCK TO-
MORROW.
CURTIS VEALE.

Barr burst out: “That must be what he
wanted stopped at one o’clock! The ap-
pointment between this ex-convict and the
senator.” v

“Yeah. Does that fit—did you get any-
thing at his office ?”

“Nothing—except a very grandiose
blond kid of twenty-six or -seven was
there ahead of me. And I'm not under
cover any more—apparently.”

“Hell! You mean the cops—"

“No. The pups we're after. They tried
to cut me down, too—before I left the
station. I can’t talk now, Zim. It’s twenty-
five to one. If I'm going to—"

“O.K. You can call me here—I've
greased it. Get Miss Higgins, ninth
floor, and she’ll handle it. Will you be
at the hotel—"

“I don’t know. Keep in touch here
anyhow.”

It took a matter of five minutes to get
a call through to Winstead, to the local
office of the phone company -there, and
learn, to his amazement, that Veale was
the head guard in the death-house of Win-
stead Prison.

As the elevator whisked him down
again, Barr’s eyes were divided between
his watch and the address he had copied
down from the telegram—the address at
which the Winstead guard had wired
Hanley the night before—707 Flack
Building.

He stopped at the desk, asked the
effeminate clerk: “You don’t happen to
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know where the Flack Building is?”

“Why, yes, I do. It’s practically across
the street. Two doors that way—on the
other side.”

' E Flack Building was an ancient,
' sagging, brick structure, square as a
box, with a gray arch in its center, at
street level. Steps under this arch led up
to a musty gray lobby, almost devoid of
light. There was one caged elevator. Han-
ley’s name did not appear on the directory
in the lobby.

A rattling lift took two minutes to
wheeze Barr up to the top floor. When
he had threaded the dark wooden hall—
old and crumbling, and creaky—to the
door that carried 707, he told himself
that this must be a secret office. There
was no other lettering on the frosted
glass upper panel of the door. It opened
under his hand.

A breathtakingly pretty, small, dark
girl sat at a typewriter desk, just inside
the wooden railing that walled off the
benches for waiting callers. Her velvety
skin was pale under faint rouge, and her
deep blue eyes held a queer mixture of
attempted impersonality, and sheer fright.
Her dark hair, done simply, gave her face
a heart shape; dark lashes starred her
eyes, and knitted blue dress deepened
their color. One tiny hand was on the
desk in front of her, covered by a blue
crocheted hat, but the hat had slipped a
little to one side, and Barr realized that
he was covered by a small automatic
pistol.

Her young, dainty loveliness stopped
him dead for a second. Crimson swept
over her face under his direct, burning
stare. He came out of it, finally, to ask:
“You're Mr. Hanley’s secretary?”’

“Yes. What—what do you wish?”

Barr’s jaw was grim. “Mr. Hanley
has been shot—murdered.”

Her face went white, and the back of

her hand flew to her mouth to smother
the frightened cry. She jumped to her
feet, her eyes blank with terror, dropping
the hat. The gun was in full view, out
at arm’s length, the muzzle shaking.
“Stay there! Don’t move!” she cried out.

“Take it easy,” Barr said. “I’m a friend.
I’m Barr, from New York.”

It didn’t register. Carefully, with the
tips of his fingers, he took the identi-
fication folder and Hanley’s wire from
his coat pocket, tossed them on the desk.
“Look at them—quickly. I've a job to
do for him—at one o’clock. I need in-
formation—his papers—whatever you
can tell me—and I need them in a hurry!
If you want to do something for Mr.
Hanley—give me some help!”

Her desperate eyes went to the folder,
the wire, came back to him. The gun
muzzle wavered. “I—"

Barr came through the gate, “What
case was he working on?”

“I—I don’t know. I've only been here
three weeks—he didn’t tell me. He was
afraid of someone. He gave me this gun
to— He said always to be ready to shoot
—that no one would come in unless—"

“Where are his papers?”

She gave a little sob, ran ahead of him,
and opened the door to the private office.
“He—he kept the filing-cabinet in there!
And the safe. .. !”

Barr’s quick black eyes roamed the
office—bare, musty, its window opening
on a court. It contained a scratched flat-
topped desk, with a swivel chair, one
wooden armchair. Across the desk,
against the far wall, was a steel filing-cab-
inet, in the corner, a floor-safe—

He tried the filing-cabinet, found it
locked, swung back and went at the desk.
The drawers looked as though they had
never been used. He had barely begun
when he knew nothing would be found
in it. He shot at her quickly: “You must
know something ! Listen: Mr. Hanley got
a wire last night, from a guard in the
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death-house at the Winstead Prison. The
wire said a Norman Happ had a one-
o’clock appointment with some senator
here, Norman Happ was a cell neighbor
of a man called Frank Aido. It's a fair
guess that this Happ is bringing the
senator a message from Frank Aido.

“Mr. Hanley brought me here to help
him fight some criminal scheme. All I
know is that it’s sensational, a big one.
They've already tried to kill me as well
as Mr. Hanley. I've got less than thirty
hours before it comes to a head; it’s got
to be stopped before then. I'm pounding
blindly at it now. But if I can locate this
Happ, or this senator, and break up their
meeting, I think I can at least find out
what it’s all about. Some of those names
must mean something to you!”

She swallowed, shook her head.

Prying an instrument into the filing-
cabinet, Barr’s memory jolted him. “Did
a very snooty blond lad—about twenty-six
or -seven—rich, to look at—did he ever
come here?”’

Her voice was barely audible, “N-no.”

Desperate, Barr tried: “Veale—Curtis
Veale. Did you ever hear that name? He
was the guard at the death—"

Her gasp was excited. “Yes! Yes! I
think there’s a copy of a letter to him—
out there!”

She ran out and he heard drawers
being jerked open. He snapped the lock
of the filing-cabinet, pulled out the top
drawer. It was half full of papers. Hope
jerked into his dark eyes. He started
through them, page by page—

In four precious minutes, he was half-

way through the two dozen cardboard

files—and the hope was dead. He was
looking at records of old, dead cases that
Hanley had handled. He flipped the rest
of the file headings under his thumb—
and caught his breath. The last file was
labeled, Frank Aido—and it was empty,
cleaned out.

Frank Aido had been, then, a client of
Britton Hanley! That fact ought to mean
something—even though the file was bare!
If he could find out why Aido was in
the death-house—

He swung to the door of the safe, new
hope glowing in his eyes. But the box
was a modern steel product—it would
take a cracksman to open it.

He called the girl—and swift lines
slashed his smooth forehead. He jumped
to the connecting door. The outer office
was empty. Hat, gun and girl had
vanished !

Barr vaulted the wooden railing,
whipped open the hall door only to meet
complete silence. Four long, noiseless
strides took him to the head of the marble-
treaded stairs. He went halfway down
the almost totally dark flight, as swiftly
and silently as a cat, ears strained for
footfalls below. He realized now she had
had plenty of time to escape while he
was searching the files. He had fallen
like a sap for a clever act and . . . .

Movement in the hall below, pulled his
eyes from the stair-well.

A MAN stood halfway down the hall
before the opened door of an office,
looking slowly in a puzzled fashion up
and down the hall. He was a portly, im-
pressive man, in an old-fashioned Prince
Albert coat—grandiose, ruddy-faced in
the light that streamed from the opened
office door behind him. His eyes were
small, roguish blue, under heavy, coal-
black eyebrows, and his large head was
a magnificent flowing mane of snow-white
hair. As Barr pulled back into the black
shadow of the flight on which he stood,
the stately, white-haired man took a heavy
gold watch from his pocket, looked at it,
pursed his lips, and went slowly back
into the office.
A queer hunch held Barr, swept the
girl from his mind. The door closed and
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something hot sprang alive inside him.
The gold lettering on the ground-glass
half of the door was in graceful old
English script. It read—Senator W. R.
Mays. Barr’s eyes jumped to his watch.
The luminous hands pointed to exactly
one o’clack.

The senator! Whatever crazy route
had put Barr here—he was at the senator’s
office at one o’clock. And—there was no
misreading the portly, white-haired man’s
impatient movements. He was awaiting
someone’s arrival. Whatever it was worth,
Barr was in time to intercept the ex-
death-house convict, Norman Happ,
before he reached the senator.

Barr came silently on down the stairs,
his dark, youngish face a grim mask. At
the bottom he stood silent. The last three

steps of the stairs curved round to avoid

creating a cul-de-sac. Slowly, Barr bent
his knees, eased himself down on one
hand, till he sat on the third step, his feet
on the hall floor. He took out his gun
unhurriedly, held it in his lap—and
waited. ;

There was the door of an office in the
front wall of the hall, its doorknob well
within his reach, but the room seemed
completely dark; no light showed through
its ground-glass panel and there was no
lettering on its face. He had no fear
that anyone would emerge from it and
discover him.

The slim, dainty young girl who had
escaped him, was in his mind, but thought
of her clogged his brain, confused him.
He drove the riddle of the girl aside, filed
her mentally for later consideration.
Now— Suddenly he smelled blood!

For a second, he thought his senses
were tricking him but there was no mis-
taking it—that sweetish, sickening odor
of freshly spilled human blood. It shot
him to his feet like a stab in the back,
eyes jerking around at the stairs, the
floors. And he saw it!

From under the door of the office
beside which he had been sitting calmly,
blood ran.in a small trickle. The broken,
out-of-plumb boards of the hall made a
small, neat furrow, into which the shiny,
dark liquid seeped.

BARR'S hand whipped for the door-

knob. He checked himself before he
touched it, bent swiftly and put his ear
against the glass. Something like a low
murmur vibrated inside, but he could not
identify it. Then his eyes picked out the
tiny, broken corner of the ground-glass
panel, where a bit of glass no large than
a five-cent piece was missing from the
pane. He stepped over the blood, bent
to the tiny hole—and the vein on his fore-
head was suddenly a whipcord.

A man’s voice, muffled, almost to a
whisper—but a nasal voice, with a sug-
gestion of hair-lip in it—was talking
swiftly. “. . . blind luck. I was getting
out of a cab when I see this Norman
Happ heading here, so I come up and
waited for him. Sure—he’s sitting here
looking me in the eye—but he ain’t lis-
tening to me. . . . What?”

There was a long silence. Barr,
crouched outside, felt hot and cold waves
go over him. He slid the safety catch off
the gun in his hand. Norman Happ!
Norman Happ was inside and—

The voice came again, grimly, tartly.
“Butcher? All right. I'm a butcher. . ..
Sure I'll do what you tell me—when
you're here to tell me. You're the boss,
sure—nobody’s arguing. Only—with a
million dollars—more maybe—in sight,
and the blow-off practically here, I'm
taking no chances. If that stir-bird had of
got to the senator, there’s no telling
what . . . Like hell. Mays never played
straight with nobody in his life! He'd
cross us up like that! ... Tell them? Why
should I tell my own squad anything?...
Sure they’re on the way here now. I
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phoned headquarters just before I called
you . . . Nuts, my report reads I got a
tip from a.stool-pigeon and came up here
and found him with the knife stickin’ in
him, .. .2

Far away, just barely audible to Barr
where he crouched in the dark hall,
sounded the thin wail of a police siren.
His spine snapped as he came erect. Hor-
ror, shock, alarm, had hit his churning
mind so fast that for a moment he was
frozen. Norman Happ was dead—killed.
He lay behind that door—a few feet from
Barr—with a knife sticking in him. In-
tercepted and knifed—before he could
reach the senator with his message from
Frank Aido.

Barr had missed him by minutes! But
the murderer hadn’t—the murderer that
sat inside this office now, gloating over
his kill, congratulating himself and his
chief that they had cut down the ex-
convict before he could relay information
that might have caused the senator to
double-cross that same killer and his
chief! Most startling of all was the in-
disputable fact that the killer beyond that
door was a police officer—and from the
way he had spoken of his squad—a rank-
ing officer. No wonder Hanley had called
the police a danger!

CHAPTER THREE

Gentleman of the Press

THE police siren sounded again and

Barr’s teeth clenched as he fought
away the mad urge to drive in, grab the
knifer—copper or no copper—and beat
the truth from him. He could hardly
assimilate the dizzy whirl of happenings
that had put him, unknowingly, on the
brink of smashing the whole evil mess—
only to whisk the opportunity away before
he was even conscious of it—and leave
him trapped between this renegade, mur-

dering copper, and the squad that was
closing off his escape. Flight was the
only answer now. Barr turned—and ran,

The lobby was empty when he shot
down the last flight of marble stairs, and
he hit the street while the wailing police
cars were still out of sight. Already,
people were being attracted by the sirens;
Barr mixed with them.

By the time the first of three police
cruisers had squealed to a halt beside the
curb, the crowd was dense enough for
Barr to get across the street unnoticed.
He slipped back into the hotel lobby as
the grim black morgue wagon came
trundling along.

He burst into his room, dragged open
a bag and clawed out a pair of opera
glasses. With every blind pulled down,
except one facing the street which he left
open a few inches at the bottom, he knelt,
watching the excitement opposite.

It was three quarters of an hour before
the routine array of experts and specialists
had entered the building, done whatever
they had to do, and left. The body came
out in its wicker basket. Two of the
police cruisers drove away. The crowd
began to disperse.

It was practically gone, fifteen minutes
later, when the last knot of uniformed
men appeared in the doorway. It was
then that the wild suspicion which had
been aroused in Barr by the voice of the
killer in the death room as he spoke over
the phone, became a certainty.

Three uniformed men came through
the gray arch, stopped, turned back, ob-
viously listening to someone who still
stood under the shadow of the arch.
Finally, they saluted, marched toward the
last police car.

Swaggering leisurely in their wake,
emerged a tall, bony man in brown
clothes, and fawn fedora, smoking a
cigar. He was the witch-faced detective
that Barr had seen in the railroad station!
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When the cruiser moved away Barr
sprang to his feet, no doubt in his mind
that the witch-faced detective was the
butcher who had murdered Norman
Happ. And he was also, almost beyond
all possibility of doubt, the cowardly
bushwhacker who had shot Britton Han-
ley from the ambush of the crowd—and
followed that with the attempt on Barr!

What next? Barr stood there motion-
less, trying to decide where to turn. Frank
Aido? What information could a death-
house convict hold that could disrupt a
scheme that—according to what the killer
had intimated—meant millions!

Barr lifted the phone receiver, asked
where Winstead Prison was, and was in-
formed that it was fifty miles due north,
on the highway. He hung up, snatched up
his hat—and knuckles rapped at his door
—beating out a playful drum-roll.

Barr jerked the gun from his hip. He
threw his hat back on the bed, stepped to
the door, keeping to one side. “Who is
it?”

“The Press,” a whisky voice said. “The
good old Press!”

Lines slashed Barr’s forehead.  He
opened the door a crack—then opened it
wide.

HE man who stood in the hall was a

grotesque spectacle. Tubby, blond, he
had the face of a dissipated angel. His
apple cheeks shone; his droll eyes were
merry, red-rimmed, owlish. . His baggy
suit approximated gray, had no shape; a
two-inch strip of soiled shirt showed
between his vest and trousers; a sweat-
stained fedora clung by a miracle to the
back of his untidy blond hair. He hung
thumbs in his vest pockets, sneezed, and
said: “Do you know Charlie Plummer of
the 4. P. in New York?”

Carr blinked. “He’s a very good
friend. Why?”

One chubby, grimy hand turned up-

ward, opened to display a folded sheet
of flimsy. Barr took it and read—

LOUNSBURY, GX

IF COLIN BARR IS IN YOUR . TOWN
STRING WITH HIM. NOT ONLY
NEWS BUT HE'S A PAL. ANYTHING
YOU CAN DO FOR HIM WILL BE
APPRECIATED BY YOURS TRULY.

CHARLIE PLUMMER

It was a private telegraph blank—the
kind used for intercity wires between
offices of the Amalgamated Press.

“You'’re Lounsbury ?”

“In the flesh. Futhermore”—he jabbed
a finger into the air three times—
“furthermore, the recognized authority on
the buried treasure of Frankie Aido! I
may say, without exaggeration, that I am
considered standard equipment by all you
buzzards—excuse it, please—by all you
investigators. See me—and you don’t
need to see anyone else.” '

Barr swallowed hastily. “I—well, come
in and have a drink, at any rate.” And
when Lounsbury was on his spine in the
wing chair, nursing the whisky bottle, “I
think you've got a bum steer. What
makes you think I’'m interested in this
Frank Aido?”

Lounsbury’s young-old face grimaced..
“Tsk! Tsk! Mustn’t fib tc Father Louns-
bury! You—by actual count—are the
thirty-seventh private gumshoe to visit
these shores since the wop killed our
favorite millionaire motor magnate and
playboy, W. R. Ducharme, looking for
the vanished hundred thousand berries.”

There was no acting to Barr’s bewild-
ered look. For a second, his head swam
with wonder as to whether this death-
storm he was mixed in was aimed at no
more than a hundred thousand dollars—
but only for a second. The killer’s words,
in the office across the street recurred to
him. “A million dollars—maybe more—in
sight....”
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He asked curiously: “Who told you I
was here for that?”

Lounsbury eyed him reproachfully.
“Come, come, my frand. I know you’re
here for that, without being told. As for
knewing you were here at all, our local
radio station has a half hour of gossip
every day. They announced your arrival,
as though you were the King of England,
on today’s broadcast. I suspect the fine
Italian hand of Mary, the room clerk—"
He shrugged. “I—excuse it, please—in
my ignorance, not having heard your
august name, wired N. Y. to find out who
you were, and—hence the pyramids.”

‘Barr said: “I give you my word, I
didn’t come here to look for any buried
treasure of any Frank Aido. I didn’t even
know who Frank Aido was.”

“He’s the wop that killed Ducharme.
He's frying for it tomorrow night.”
Lounsbury flushed. “I’m not swallowing
this gag, understand, about you not know-
ing. Ducharme’s death made national
headlines—

“I remember reading about it, vaguely,”
Barr said, “but I never heard his killer’s
name.”

“Then what are you here for?”

“Don’t ask me that. I don’t want to lie
to you. If I click, I may have an inter-
esting bit, and I give you my word, you'll
get it first, but I can’t talk now. Go on
telling me about this Frank Aido.”

Lounsbury’s shrewd, bibulous eyes
searched Barr’s face for ten seconds.
“I'm damned if I get this, but I'll pretend
I believe you.” He got a sheaf of clip-
pings from his pocket, thumbed out a
long, square, four-column spread. “This
poem in prose tells all—or nearly all.
Weritten, I might add, by a master of his
craft—Emmanuel T. Lounsbury.”

Barr’s eyes ate it up.

“ ® of the motor industry, world-
famous stock-market plunger, mechanical

R. DUCHARME, stormy petrel

genius, and playboy, had been, up till
four months ago, spending a year in re-
tirement at his home in Graveston,

On June the second, at noon, he had
drawn from his bank a hundred thousand
dollars in cash. At eleven o’clock that
night, Ducharme, who had been to a
night-club, alone, arrived at his home and
dismissed his servants for the night—
Just before leaving, the butler had seen
Ducharme take the hundred thousand
dollars from a brief-case and place it in
the wall-safe.

Almost exactly at midnight, the Pro-
tective Agency Patrol had received an
alarm, rung by the smashing of a window
at the Ducharme house, and their prowl
car had reached the spot within minutes.
The patrol had arrived in time to see
Frank Aido burst from the French win-
dows of the library, in the corner of the
house, and run across the lawn,

It was an open lawn, with no chance
for concealment. The agency men ordered
him to stop. Aido’s gun went off, but
when they reached him, it appeared that
he had shot himself. There was no sign
of the money, and the terrain was such
that it was utterly impossible that he
could have contacted a confederate
between the time he left the library and
his capture,

Aido, when he recovered from the
self-inflicted wound in his head confessed
that, acting on an underworld tip, source
undisclosed, he had gone to Ducharme’s
house, to steal the hundred thousand
dollars, arriving at a few minutes after
eleven. Seeing the light in the library,
and not knowing the exact location of the
money, he had knelt there, waiting, watch-
ing Ducharme inside.

Finally, Ducharme accommodatingly
went to the wall-safe and removed the
money, laid it on the table. Aido then,
he had confessed, burst in the wmdow
and covered Ducharme. But the million-
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aire had elected to fight. Aido had shot
him, but the shot had not stopped him.
They grappled, and eventually Aido shot
Ducharme four times more, in the head
and chest, then snatched up the money
and ran out. But the delay caused by the
scuffie had undone him, and he ran
almost into the arms of the agency patrol.
Aido, queerly, insisted that he had shot
himself by accident.

Of the money, which he admitted hav-
ing in his hand as he left the library, there
was no sign. Aido claimed that the head
wound he suffered had driven recollection
of what he had done with it, from his
memory. No subsequent search had un-
earthed it. :

The strange part was that, from the
moment he was arrested and made his
confession, with the short exception of a
few words confirming his confession to
the representative of the 4. P., Aido had
steadfastly refused to see or talk with
anyone—not even the lawyer appointed
for him by the court. He had remained
mum in jail, in court, and in the death-
house after his conviction. He had flatly
refused any and all visitors. He was ap-
parently utterly uninterested in any hopes
of rescue from his sentence.

An attempt, on the basis of this, to have
him declared insane, had been made. It
failed. On the night of the murder, Aido
had visited a night-club which he fre-
quented, and been seen by, and talked to,
employees of the place—one Giuseppe
Palerno, a waiter of 42 Cadieux St., and
one Jane Driscoll, an entertainer, of 465
Elm. Both these persons declared that,
at ten o’clock—within an hour of the
time Aido reached Ducharme’s house—he
appeared perfectly sane and normal.

That was the crime for which Frank
Aido had been convicted.

BARR laid the clipping on the table,
his blood pounding. How could any-

one read the printed account without
being literally smacked in the face with
the few thunderingly important items in
the mass of chaff?

Frank Aido had reached the million-
aire’s house at eleven-o’clock. Yet he had
not burst into the library till nearly
twelve. Why? What had he seen that
held him there—crouched outside the
French windows—for three quarters of
an hour ? Had he seen or heard something
that had now become the very heart of
this frantic murder scheme? Why had
he shot himself in the head—and then
tried to pass it off as an accident? And
why had the Italian suddenly become
mum—and kept mum—practically from
the moment of his arrest till now?

Had Britton Hanley—the old lawyer
appointed by the court for Frank Aido—
learned the answers to these questions?
Had Aido—in spite of appearances—
managed to communiciate his secret to
the murderous crew that Hanley was
fighting? Or—what was more probable—
did the unknown chief—the man for
whom the witch-faced, murdering detec-
tive and the senator were working, know
the secret? Did he know that it must, at
all costs, be smothered by murder, jeal-
ously guarded until . . . Until what?

That Frank Aido held a secret—the
heart of everything—seemed nearly cer-
tain. That the murderous scheme of the
trio Barr had unearthed—the witch-faced
detective, the senator, and their chief—
had something to do with this secret, also
seemed inevitable—but what? And Han-
ley had said they must be stopped before
some smashing culmination of their
scheme could take place! Stopped—it
seemed indicated—sometime between now
and the hour when Aido would burn.

If only Aido would talk to him, Barr
thought. But Aido would not talk to
anybody—would not even see anybody!
And he was in the one place in the world
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where he could keep himself successfully
hidden away from visitors if he so elected
—in the death-house.

Suddenly aware of the solemn, owlish
stare of the woozy reporter, Barr grabbed
desperately at the opportunity to learn
what he could from Lounsbury. The
newshound would certainly know the
witch-faced detective’s name—might be
able to give him information about the
senator. Yet long experience with news-
papermen warned Barr against betraying
his true interest. He tried to think of a
conversational gambit.

“Very interesting,” he said, folding the
clipping.

“That’s not all of it,” Lounsbury said.
“Frank Aido’s lawyer—an old gent
named Hanley—was shot down this
morning. The governor of the state—
Munroe—came to town at noon today,
to hear Hanley’s last appeals for com-
mutation and such. It looks as though
maybe somebody didn’t want to give the
wop even that chance—though between
you and me he hadn’t any. He was guilty
—and everybody knew he was guilty. I
saw him at the trial. All he gave me was,
‘I did it and I'm going to burn. Leave me
alone’” Furthermore—a convict named
Norman Happ was knifed across the
road from you not two hours ago. This
Happ had the next cell to Aido in stir
and there’s something damned queer about
that. Especially, about the place where
they found him.”

Barr nodded. “I got caught in the
crowd just as the law arrived. Some
copper that looked like a witch took a pass
at me.”

“That’s Umble—lieutenant on the head-
quarters squad—one mean cop. You—
uh—you don’t get much of a break from
the cops in this town, Barr, unless you're
in right, if you know what I mean.”

“I smelled as much. You were saying

about where they found this Happ—"

“Yeah, Well, they found him in a
vacant office, just a few doors from the
sanctum of one of our prize products—
Senator W. R. Mays. Only he isn't a
senator. He was—years back—and he’s
hung onto the title like glue. Years ago
Mays was a power in this state in politics.
He had a big organization—swung half
the state. Today he ranks nowhere, com-
paratively. Do you know why? Because
the guy is a congenital double-crosser. His
organization just drifted away—as fast
as they could get out from under. It got
so even his best friends wouldn’t ask him
the time of day. You'd think crossing
his friends was a religion with him or
something. Anyhow, this Norman Happ
was found cold, right near his office, and
if you want to know what I think— I
think this Norman Happ came from
Frank Aido with a message to the sen—"

The phone by the bedside pealed shrilly.

BARR'S heart skipped a beat. Zimmer-

man, of course. Did it mean Britton
Hanley had gone under? He reached for
the phone, answered, tight-jawed.

A resonant, orotund voice said smooth-
ly: “Mr. Barr? Mr. Colin Barr?”

“Yes"i

“This”—the voice cleared its throat—
“this is Senator W. R. Mays.”

Something went off inside Barr’s chest,
sent his pulse leaping. “Yes,” was all he
dared say.

“I have just—uh—heard of your
presence here, Mr. Barr. I—may I ask
you a question? Does the investigation
which brought you to Graveston—for I
presume you are here—for some such
purpose—does it—would it permit you
to—ah—engage in other work? .
Wait—let me finish. It so happens that
I need the services of a man like your-
self—for a very short time this evening.
All told, it should not be a matter of more
than "three hours. I—to be frank with
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you—hearing of you was like a providen-
tial thing. I—for certain reasons, I can-
not enlist local aid, and—well—in short,
for your services for the length of time
mentioned, I am ready and willing to
pay a thousand dollars—if it is possible
to interest you.”

It was like a bolt from the blue. But
Barr choked over putting his head into
such a suicidal trap as this seemed to be.
“Why me?” he stalled.

“I—when I heard of you—TI took pains
to look up your record, Mr. Barr—the
Overholdt kidnaping, the Foster-Vogel
murder, and so forth. I shall consider
myself very fortunate if you will say yes
to my offer.” '

“When is all this?” Barr asked.

“Ah—at—well, if you could come to
my house at five o’clock?” There was a
faint, uncontrollable eagerness in the
voice. “I—the matter will involve a motor
journey of some length—and a meeting.
I—to be frank, I wish a bodyguard.”

For just a second longer, Barr hesi-
tated. If he had a single other promising
lead—but he hadn’t. “All right,” he said.

“And will you come secretly?”’ The
words came swiftly, anxiously. “It—it is
absolutely vital that no one know. In fact,
someone may be watching my house.”

“Sure,” Barr said. “I understand.”

He hung up, to meet Lounsbury’s
scowl. He looked at his watch; it was
quarter to four. “Was there any more
about this Frank Aido?” Barr asked.

“No. I thought you weren’t interested
anyway.”

“I’m always interested in a hundred
thousand dollars.”

“Was that call the business you're here
on?” :

“Yes and no,” Barr said. “Don’t crowd
me. My promise goes—if I click, you get
in first. Where can I reach you?”

“This is the bum’s rush, huh?”

“Don’t be like that. I've got to do my
work, same as anybody else.”

Lounsbury scribbled a phone number
on a card. “I'm supposed to be covering
the governor’s doings, till he leaves. I
was on his campaign trip with him and
we're pals. If I'm hanging around his
entourage, you can get me at this number.
Otherwise, the A. P. office can probably
tell you where I am. I'm counting on
your, promise.”

“You can,” Barr said, and let him out.

CHAPTER FOUR

Blue Alibi

THE phone book, plus a street map of

the city, told Barr that the senator’s
residence was a good half-hour trip. He
let the window-shades up, locked his
bag and stepped out into the hall. Barr’s
room was in the front left-hand corner
of the ancient hotel. Strictly speaking,
the elevators were directly behind him,
but he had to walk through corridors,
around three sides of an oblong bank of
rooms, to reach them.

He had gone the length of the corridor
on which his own room opened, turned
right along the short side of the oblong,
and was within a yard of turning again to
the right, toward the elevators, when he
heard a low, harsh voice mention his own
room number, questioningly, and a thin,
nervous voice repeat it, in confirmation.
The thin, nervous voice said in a plead-
ing undertone: “Can’t you wait till he
leaves the building, boys—please !”

Barr’s hand flew up to check himself
against the very corner he had been about
to turn. He flung a swift look around
him. The hotel was the type that does
not have a private bath with each room
and one of the half dozen or so hall bath-
rooms was within five yards of him. He
made absolutely no sound, as he dived
into it.
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He could feel, rather than hear, men’s
feet on the corridor rug, passing the
door. After he had given them sufficient
time to turn the next corner—he eased
silently out again. They had evidently al-
ready knocked on his door. There was a
long moment’s silence. Then an ominous
voice said dully: “Come out, Barr—"

The thin, nervous undertone cut him
off. “Please, boys—I'll oepen the door—
please don’t make any disturbance!”

A key rattled in a lock. Barr heard a
door opem. After a moment, the husky
voice said: “I thought you said he was
here.”

The thin voice said hastily: “The clerk
said so. He’s been popping in and out
ever since he registered. But now you
can wait outside and get him when—"

“Nuts! What sort of a house dick are
you, anyhow? You can beat it, now—
we’ll handle it.” :

The nervous voice pleaded desperately:
“Boys—have a heart. The manager raised
hell Iast time you guys made a pinch here.
He don’t understand—he says I'm re-
sponsible. Listen—I'll get Barr when he
comes in—I’It take him to headquar—"

“I bet you would!” the harsh voice said
grimly. “He’d chew your head off. Be-
sides, the lieutenant don’t want him at
headquarters., That’s why he called the
precinct house and got us sent over.”

“Why?” >

“Tough guys usually talk a little more

- in a precinct house. At headquarters, you
never know who’s going to interrupt.”

“What’s he done?”

“Murder! He knifed a guy—right
across the street!”

The nervous voice said incredulously:
“My God! Have ‘you got the goods on
him—on the level?”

“We got enough,” the tough voice said
carelessly. “Enough to go with a confes-
sion. Now go on down to the lobby and
watch fer this bird. We'll take a plant

here. Make it snappy—and give us a tip-
off when he—"

Barr was around the corner and heard
no more. His long legs, noiseless on the
thick carpet, scissored him at a sprint, to-
ward the elevators. He did not wait for a
car, however. The staircase yawned just
before he reached the elevator bank, and
he swung down, three steps at a time,
raced the four flights downward. Evi-
dently, they had made no arrangements to
have anyone waiting below. He stepped
out into the lobby, forced himself to a
casual saunter—and made the street,
walked swiftly away.

So the witch-faced Lieutenant Umble
had put police machinery in metien to get
him! They had been afraid that he would
not fall for the crude trap—the senator’s
alleged need for a bodyguard. Whether
they could frame him for the murder of
Norman Happ was a question. That they
could arrest him, and hold him, was be-
yond a doubt. He had no alibi—no
shadow of one—and the elevator opera-
tor in the Flack Building would identify
him as having ridden up in the lift—and
then vanished. Not convicting evidence,
but Umble was not out after convicting
evidence. Even if we were taken alive—
not killed “resisting arrest”—there was
the back-room of the precinct house to
face and Barr had no illusions as to what
would happen to him if they once got
him there. . . .

He reached the place he had been head-
ing for, the offices of the U-Drive-It Car-
renting Agency. Even as he asked him-
self what he was to do now, he knew
there was only one answer. His time
was short, That the alarm for him would
be broadcasted yet, he doubted, but it
could only be a matter of an hour or two
till every policeman on the force would
be his potential killer. He had no alter-
native but to go on with the senator’s
“job.” If they had not expected him to
fall for it—if they had not expected him
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to show up, there was a faint chance that
his boldly doing so might throw them off
stride. It was a feeble chance, but he had
to take it.

ARR’S watch showed four minutes to

five, as he parked his rented car be-
fore a billboard, two blocks from the
senator’s charming, ivy-covered, lawn-
bordered old house, in the exclusive Gra-
veston suburb. It was exactly five when
he swung over the fence from the alley
that bordered the rear of the senator’s
grounds, to find himself within a few
paces of the garage.

He found the little back door to the
garage, slipped inside—and a dim form
rose from a chair in the gloom within—
a butler, in livery, knocking out a pipe.
Barr’s throat tightened. The butler’s voice
was respectful, that of a well trained serv-
ant and nothing more, as he said: “There
is a covered passage into the house, sir.
Senator Mays would like to see you in
the library a moment before leaving.”

As Barr and the butler appeared noise-
lessly in the doorway, the stout, white-
haired client was bent over a library table,
his back to the door. He whirled sud-
denly and stepped sideways to hide two
identical yellow pigskin wallets that lay
on the table. His ruddy face was a little
drawn, and his bright eyes had frightened
shadows deep within them, but his voice
was calm, dignified as he dismissed the
butler.

“Startled me for a moment,” he told
Barr. “I’'m mighty glad to meet you—
mighty glad I'm going to have you with
me, Mr. Barr. We—we have none too
much time. You’'ll excuse me if I over-
look the conventional formalities and
plunge straight to business, I'm sure.”
He turned his back momentarily, jerked
open the table drawer and took out a
map. “Just come around here a moment,
will you?”

.Barr stepped beside him. The wallets

were gone from the table and the map
spread out. g

“Our objective,” said the senator,
“is here. This road”—he ran a plump
finger straight through the heart of Gra-
veston, and to a point beyond the city
limits—*“is the highway. We are only a
few blocks from it. We follow it out of
town—to there. At that point—not
marked on this map because it is aban-
doned now—is a road. It once led to
marble quarries, some six or seven miles
back in this wooded country. It is very
hilly, naturally, and this one road is the
only means of entry to the spot. There
is an old cabin in the middle of the quar-
ries. I am meeting a man there tonight.”

He turned and looked Barr in the face.
“Of course, you are curious about the
mission. I can tell you very little. It is
my earnest hope that you will not be
called on to do more than keep carefully.
out of sight. I am meeting a man there
who is—is going to buy something from
me. Because of—well, our respective posi-
tions—neither of us can risk having our
meeting observed. Because of the nature
of the—the merchandise—neither of us
would allow intermediaries.

“I believe this man is quite sincere—
but I am not sure. Some months ago he
asked me to put a price on a certain some-
thing—something which I do not wish to
sell. I did so—as a matter of form—a
ridiculously high price. For three months
he has urged me to come down, without
avail. Today he made this appointment
with me, promising to pay my original
asking price. It seems incredible to me
that anyone should be willing to pay so
much, and because I do not understand,
I wish—well, I feel much more secure
to know that I have you at hand in case
—well, in case of need. That is all. You
are armed, of course?”

“Yes.” The smoothly given explana-
tion was superfluous to Barr. He would
have accepted any story. “You can give
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me definite instructions on the way out.
I don’t have to know all your business.”

THERE was one unexpected addition
"= to the plans that Barr took with
mixed feelings. When they stood in the
garage, beside the powerful, slightly old-
fashioned, gray touring car, the senator
coughed gently. “I—I trust you will not
mind driving—uh—-lying in the rear, un-
der the rug. I do not like to take the
chance that someone—some interested
party—might observe the fact that I was
not alone. You—you understand ?”’

“I understand,” Barr said grimly, and
added to himself: “Someone might see
you drive out with me, you white-haired
pack rat, and come back alone.” Aloud,
he queried: “We’ve a long journey?”

“Eh—well, yes. About a two-hour
journey. I am not a fast driver, and we
will just make my appointment. Being
on the edge of town here, of course,
makes it a little shorter.”

The senator drove and nothing hap-
pened, on the way out. When they finally
turned from the highway onto the disused
marble-quarry road, the sun was gone,
and dusk was settling. They plowed up
and down slopes, and for practically four
miles they were on the thin edge of a
razorback wedge —the only passage
through a tremendous valley, the bottom
of which was a weed-covered swamp.

Then they were rushing down a long
slope and the senator cut the ignition.
They coasted to a stop in another hollow,
surrounded by trees. Then Mays turned
and spoke in a scarcely audible voice.

“From here you can see the cabin—
it’s in the middle of a large clearing. The
door faces us directly, and you can see
anyone entering or leaving through the
windows at the sides. There is no open-
ing at all in the rear. Also, the clearing
is large enough—there is fifty yards be-
tween the house and the edge of the
woods at any given point—so that you

should have ample warning if anyone
advances from the woods even in this
light. I—well, I leave everything to your
discretion—unless I should call for your
assistance.”

“Suppose I go in and take a look at the
place before you,” Barr ventured softly.

“No, no. The interior is one room only,
I can take care of myself to that extent.
—"” He broke off suddenly, as the sharp
hum of a motor became audible, far down
the road. “It’s he!” the senator said
quickly. He climbed out of the car. “Re-
member—he must not know you are here,
except in—in extremis!”

Barr said nothing, as the hurrying foot-
steps of .the senator drew away. Then
he was out of the car, on the side opposite
the direction the senator had taken, eas-
ing silently back into the woods. The
last of the twilight was just fading, but
he caught a glimpse of the dilapidated
shack, set in the bottom of the bow! that
was the clearing.

The senator’s flashlight lit up the door
of the cabin for a second, then vanished
within.

The hum of the motor down the road
suddenly ceased.

Ten minutes passed, fifteen. The clear-
ing sat silent, its last outline finally blotted
out by pitch blackness. The woods sur-
rounding it began to rustle with night
noises.

Barr, fifty yards from the parked mach-
ine, crouched on one knee, tense, ears
cocked. Footsteps™ sounded suddenly—
softly—coming down the road. The man
had evidently left his car a good mile
away, beyond the top of the last rise.

The steps pad-padded straight down
the road. They hesitated a minute by the
senator’s parked car, then went on—
across the clearing, toward the cabin. As
they reached the door, there was the short
flare of a flashlight, a rumbled greeting—
then the shack door closed, and a flicker-
ing light went on, inside.
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Five more minutes slipped by—ten.
Frogs were beginning to croak from the
swamps now. After ten more minutes,
the light in the cabin suddenly flickered
out. Barr jerked to tauter attention.

For no less than fifteen more minutes,
he hung there, positive with each passing
second that the break would come. And
suddenly it did! Far back along the road,
over the brow of the hill, the sudden
whining of a car’s starter threshed—then
the motor caught, and, like an explosion,
a car thundered into gear—going away!

VERYTHING in Barr’s mind blew

up into frantic confusion, but out of
the welter, one fact clamored—the person
who had come to meet the senator was
now escaping!

Barr dived for the senator’s car, piled
over the door into the seat, and snatched
for the ignition key. Cold madness went
over him. The key was missing! And
the roar of the vanishing car was fading.

Barr sprinted for the house, whipping
a flashlight from his pocket. He slid to a
stop before the door, kicked it open and
dived in. Something bulky and soft
smashed into him, sent him staggering
backwards. His light beam threshed up-
wards—and cold sweat drenched him.
“Oh—my—God!” he croaked wildly.

A thick rope dropped from a beam
in the ceiling. Senator Mays hung by his
throat from the rope, his face purple, his
tongue lolled out, his clothes slashed to
ribbons—swinging gently.

In one corner a trap-door yawned in
the floor. And on the edge of the trap,
lay one of the two yellow wallets Barr
had seen on the senator’s library table.

One ghastly, torturing thought ham-
mered in his head. He had been desper-
ately, fatally wrong! Mays—however
crooked he might have been—had em-
ployed Barr in good faith, had been on the
level with him, had sought him as a guard
against a death he more than half feared

—and now he’d met that death within
rods of the detective! Then the senator
was not one of the vultures of the gang!

There was white, crazy desperation in
Barr’s face as he jerked up his gun, fired
twice at the thick rope—then dived to
catch the fat, white-haired corpse as it
tumbled down. They crashed to the floor
together, Barr’s fingers jerking the noose
from the thick folds of the clammy neck
before he rolled upright. The very touch
told him he was too late. He flung to his
knees, felt for a pulse—only to confirm
the fact. He found the ignition keys in a
vest pocket, leaped for the door.

He was only a few steps from the cabin
when he realized that he was too late.
The roar of the motor down the road had
died to a thin hum. The killer was gone.

Barr’s scalp crawled and he ran a con-
vulsive hand through his thick-black hair.
The man who had killed the senator under
his very eyes, must have been the mysteri-
ous chief! It was not the witch-faced
Umble! Barr had had enough of a glimpse
of the murderer’s outline to know he was
not built like the lieutenant! And this
unknown had been within twenty yards
of Barr—had passed calmly by him—
and escaped! Barr was wet with cold
sweat as he flung round, shot back to the
shack, threshed his light frantically over
the interior. He snatched up the yellow
wallet by the trap-door. It bulged with
papers and he laid the flash down swiftly,
rifled them over. Gradually, bewildered
amazement spread over his face.

There were letters, canceled checks,
scribbled notes. Even a child, after one
glance at the strained, wavering lines of
the writing, could have told they were a
forgery of something else—and the work
of an amateur! Taken together they told
a complete and ugly story.

MAN named Parker Allen had evi-
dently been state bank examiner,
seven years before. There was an institu-
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tion called the Cornelian State Bank in
Graveston at that time. Two of the offi-
cers of the Cornelian—Murdoch and Pet-
tingill—had been in criminal conspiracy
to mulct the bank, with the help of Parker
Allen, the state examiner., They had
drawn off a huge sum and the bank had
failed, unexpectedly. One short, final note
from Murdoch to Parker Allen read—

Pettingill has taken it—and.let us out from
under. Keep mum and we’ve nothing to fear.
His suicide note takes all the blame on him-
self, and we will never be suspected.

Apparently the papers had nothing to
do with the shooting of Britton Hanley.
But, whoever owned the originals of the
data contained here, would hold Parker
Allen and the man Murdoch completely
in his power, wherever they might be.

Barr saw the whole picture of what had
taken place in the shack, as clearly as
though he had been there. The senator
had held this blackmail material over the
heads of Allen or Murdoch or both. He
had contracted to sell this “merchandise”
to the murdering rats that Barr was fight-
ing. But the senator had been unable to
resist the attempt to double-cross them.
He had tried to palm off forgeries—and
they had given him short shrift!

Parker Allen! Murdoch!

Barr sprang to his feet. These men—
or one of them—must be vital to the mur-
der scheme Hanley had been uncover-
ing! The chief had had to have these
things to force Parker Allen or Murdoch
to-ss
Barr thought of something else! Nor-
man Happ had been killed because the in-
formation he was carrying from Frank
Aido would have told the senator some-
thing about the value of these documents!
Something that would have made him
refuse to go through with the deal!

Two men—in a city of half a million
—but men who had been prominent!
Barr had twenty hours before it would

be too late—twenty hours to find them—
and. . . . He jumped for the trap-door.
Its very existence more than hinted of
the trick the killer must have worked.

The vegetable cellar under the shack
—the rude tunnel leading underground to
a disused well, just beyond the edge of
the woods—he guessed these at sight.
But he traversed the tunnel nevertheless,
found nothing, went back in the house.

There seemed nothing more and he was
on the way out, when he threw the beam
once more on the fat dead man—and
stopped. From between the tightly clen-
ched fingers of the senator’s left hand, a
wisp of green protruded.

Barr forced the hand oper, moved the
contents under the light beam. He had
two hundred-dollar bills, and half of an-
other. Part of the pay-off that had not
stuck! Tt was when he sorted them,
turned them over, that the blue slip
floated to the ground from between them.

Spread open, it was a street-car trans-
fer, punched for some intersection in
Graveston—Elk and McManus Streets—
dated for three o’clock A. M. the morn-
ing of October third.

It was ten seconds before the jolt hit
him. Then he had to check his memory
twice to be positive. Today was October
second! The transfer was punched for a
time still six hours in the future! Why?

SOMETHING cold jabbed Barr’s stom-

ach, put water in his veins. An alibi!
The chief had arranged an alibi for him-
self for six hours from now! Why?
What was going to happen at that time?
Could this whole murderous, ruthless
scheme be rushing to its climax so soon?
Was that the zero hour? Desperately, he
tried to tell himself that it couldn’t be—
that indications were that he had till to-
morrow night—but he could not deceive
himself. The chief had provided himself
with an alibi. Nothing short of the final
blow-off would be of enough importance
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to warrant that! Then Barr had only six
hours left—no more—in which to block
it somehow—whatever it was.

And his only hope was to try and loc-
ate the two men—Parker Allen and Mur-
doch—in those six short hours, with the
police scouring the streets for him and
the killers gunning for him, also.

Something else had been jabbing at his
mind. Why had the killer of the senator
made no attempt to get Barr, too? He
evidently had expected Barr to be here—
else why the trick exit from the shack?
And then Barr realized that the prepara-
tions—the digging out of the earth to
make the tunnel—must have been com-
pleted long before the senator had even
hired Barr. They had—or the chief had
—merely gone on what he knew of the
senator’s character, and had prepared for
the double-cross as insurance. . . .

Not till then did it strike Barr how
precarious his own position was while he
remained at this spot. Already being
hunted on one murder charge, if he were
found here—the senator’s butler to testify
his employer had gone out with Barr. . . .
He fairly flung himself toward the parked
touring car. At last he got it into motion,
jammed down the accelerator.

He was a hundred yards from the high- :

way when the police siren shrilled, off
to his right, no more than a quarter mile
toward the city. He floorboarded the
throttle, his heart in his throat, and the
big car fairly leaped out to the highway.
He swung hard over, took the corner—
going away from town—on two wheels,
scuttled around a bend, and whirled into
a dark, wooded side-road, two hundred
yards further along the highway. He
snapped off ignition and lights simultane-
ously, sat rigid, breath caught, as the siren
behind him swept off into the road he had
just quitted—drew away, farther and
farther into the quarry lands.

The killer had tipped off the police!
No one else could have known of the

murder! And Barr sat in thé automobile
of the murdered man! The realization
swept him that only minutes were left
before a description of that car would be
on the police radio—until he would have
to ditch it— He whirled it back onto the
highway, pointed its nose toward town.

In an outlying suburb he abandoned the
car, got a taxi, and rode to within a few
blocks of where he had left his own
rented coupe.

- CHAPTER FIVE
The Man in the Death House

BARR sat in the coupe for four min-
utes flaying his brain, grasping at
straws. Thought of the girl came to him.
Where did she fit? And the blond, aristo-
cratic youth? What, in this ghastly de-
sign, was his part? Barr tried desperately
to think of any place where a girl would
fit—and a queer gasp came from his lips.
His hand dived into his inner pocket,
whipped out the clipping the moon-faced
newshawk had given him—the write-up
on the killing of W. R, Ducharme, He
scanned it, found the line he was seek-
ing. ... .night of the murder, Aido had
visited a night-club which he frequented,
and been seen by. . . .one Jane Driscoll, an
entertainer, of 465 Elm. . . .

Could the girl he had seen in Hanley’s
office be this entertainer of the night-
club? He hastily scoured the clipping
again, picked out other bits. . R. Du-
charme, playboy, millionaire, motor mag-

nate.” . . .had arrived home the night of
the murder. . . .having visited a night-
club.

Could the tie-up be there? Barr whip-
ped open his street map with shaking fin-
gers—and got a break. Elm Street was
less than a mile away.

For the whole of that mile-long drive,
Barr’s brain was spinning. On the wild
guess that the lovely dark girl was Jane
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Driscoll, and the night-club Ducharme
had attended the night of the murder the
same night-club which Frank Aido fre-
quented, Barr soared to the sensational
conclusion that Aido had been convicted
of murder on the wrong motive!

As he flashed round the corner into
Elm Street, he realized there were gaps
in his theory—but they were inconsequ-
ential. They wouldn’t be gaps much
longer if he were even near the truth.

Now he caught sight of a street number
under an arc light and braked hastily. The
last block to 456 he covered at a silent
trot. The house was a modest little bunga-
low, set back in a grass plot. The street
was almost deserted but there was a light

inside 456. It was quarter to eleven as’

Barr read his watch on the steps.

One hand on the gun in his pocket,
he rang the bell.

Nothing happened and he rang again.
When his third ring had gone unheeded.
he whipped a leather case of skeleton
keys from his pocket. He had one almost
in the keyhole, when the door swung in-
ward. Barr stared into the face of the
blond, aristocratic youth that he had seen
in the corridor leading from Hanley’s
office that afternoon!

“What is it you wish ?”’ the blond youth
-asked. His face was pale and strained,
but there was no recognition in it.

“Miss Driscoll, please,” Barr said.

The blond youth ran a tongue over his
lips. “She—Miss Driscoll is not here.”

“No?” Barr put his hand in his pock-
et. “Then may I leave something for
her?” As he finished, he stepped into the
doorway, crowding against the blond
youth quickly, and jammed a gun into
his stomach. “Back up!” he snapped, and
as the other retreated Barr closed the
door. “You're the boy friend, eh? What’s
your name?”

The blond youth’s head tilted upward
a little. “Really—I don’t believe it’s any
of your damned business!”

Barr’s teeth set. “Another time, I might
appreciate that. Now get this into your
thick head: my best friend is lying at
the point of death. I'm looking for the
rats that got him. I’ve gotten myself in-
volved so that the police are looking for
me with orders to shoot me on sight. And
the killers that got my friend are after
me, too. One of the most sensational
criminal jobs ever pulled in this country
is rushing to its climax—with nobody
but me to stop it. You and Miss Driscoll
can tell me what I want to know—what
I've got to know—to stop it. So now
—think it over before you start giving
me phony answers. Because if you don’t
talk—and talk straight—in about three
minutes I’'m going to put a bullet—"

Curtains at the rear of the hall whipped
aside and the dainty dark girl that had
posed as Hanley’s secretary stood with a
hand to her throat. Fear made her blue
eyes sapphire pools, her face starch un-
der her rouge. “No! Wait!” she pleaded.
Then, “Oh, my Heaven—it’s the detec-
tive from New York!”

THE blond youth sucked in breath; his

eyes blazed. Barr snarled at him: “One
belch out of you and I pinch Miss Dris-
coll for the murder of Norman Happ—
and you as a material witness! Shut up
—she’ll do the talking!”

“Johnny—please!” the girl cried des-
perately. “What—what do you want me
for?”

“I want you,” Barr said, “because W.
R. Ducharme was killed by Frank Aido
because of jealousy—and not for the pur-
pose of robbery!”

For a split second, Barr stopped breath-
ing. He tried to read her expression—
and ice was in his heart as he saw only
blankness in her face. Then tears welled
into her eyes, and she dropped into a
chair, sobbing. “Oh, Johnny—I'm so
sorry!”

Barr roared at her: “Stop that! Men’s
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lives are hanging on what you tell me!
Stop it, I say, or I'll slap you out of it!
Come clean with me—all the way—fast!
Who is this duck?”

The girl stood up. There was despera-
tion in her eyes. “He’s—he was—my
fiancé—till now!”

“What do you mean—till now?”

It was like undoing flood gates. Her
words suddenly rushed out, desperate,
pleading. “His—his father—is Philip
Marberry—the rich one—they’re the old-
est family in Graveston—they’ll never let
John marry me now! That’s what we've
been afraid of! That’s why we hurried
to Mr. Hanley’s office today—the minute
we knew he—knew something had hap-
pened to him—so we could ‘get anything
he had that mentioned my name. When
—when my name was in the paper—just
as a witness—John’s father refused to
let us marry. John can’t do anything—
he’s only twenty and we can’t get a license
in this state without his father’s permis-
sion. If we went to another state—he’d
—1I don’t know what he’d do. Oh, can’t
you see—we're desperate—and now—if
you arrest us the newspapers will—" -

Barr snapped: “All right, I get it.
That's why you didn’t come forward at
the trial and admit that Frank Aido, one
of your boy friends, had killed W. R.
Ducharme, another one, eh? So you'd keep
your name out of the papers? So you'd be
able to marry this monkey! Well—"

“No! No!” she cried wildly. “Oh, you
mustn’t say that! I—it was the cabaret.
I had to talk to anybody. Aido—"

Barr said, “Wait a minute,” and spun
on young Marberry. “You get into that
room for a minute!” He flung open a
door near him and drove the blond youth
through, slammed the door.

“Now—come clean,” he told the girl.

She wrung her hands. “I will—oh, I
swear I will! Aido”—she put out a hand
in a pleading gesture—you—oh, God—
you mustn’t think that I—that he—I

swear I hardly knew him, He started
coming ta the cabaret months ago. He
told me he was in love with me. I was
afraid of him. He used drugs and he
talked wildly. But I had to sit with him.
He spent a lot of money and I would
have lost my job if I'd refused. I didn’t
like him—didn’t want him to come near
me. He—he begged me to meet him out-
side. I never did.”

“But he was in love with you?”

“Love!” She put her hands to her head.
“I—I guess he called it that. But he
threatened me! He said he’d tell every-
one I'd gone with him. I didn’t dare let
him get angry with me—it would have—"

-“You never went out with him?”

“Oh, never. I swear it!”

“How far had things gone with you
and Ducharme?”

Her hand flew to her mouth, terror was
in her eyes. “Oh! Please! You're not
going to pretend I—"

“Are you going to answer or not?”’

“Oh, yes, yes! I swear there was noth-
ing—on my side! He offered to back me
—to help me with a career, if I—"

“You were supposed to go to his house
the night he was killed, weren’t you? That
was why he sent all the servants away,
wasn’t it?”

“I—maybe it was. But I didn’t ever—",

“Aido got wise to it—maybe from a
waiter who’d overheard him proposition
you. Aido got coked up, took a gun and
went up there in a brainstorm, didn’t he?”

She seemed to shrink. “I—I guess s0.”

“Were you there?” 3

“Oh—no—no—I swear to God! Mr.
Ducharme came into the club and told
me he was going to be alone—and that
if I wanted to, to come. But I dido’t—I
told him I wouldn’t. I told him about
Johnny, but he didn’t quite believe me—"

“Me, too,” Barr said. “All right. I've
got what I came for. You want to be
kept out of the newspapers, so you can
marry your blond boy. Why, God only
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knows. Well, I'll give you the best break
I can.”
" “You mean you'll not tell anybody—"

“I mean if Frankie Aido doesn’t crack
on the truth, I don't know anyone else
that will! I'm going to see him now—
oh, he’ll see me, all right—and T’ll try
and put a bee in his ear that’ll make him
keep his trap shut till it’s too late to do
any good to open it. The rat killed Du-
charme and he’s going to fry for it—
though he doesn’t think so.”

The girl put out a hand, asked breath-
lessly: “Why did he say he went there
to steal that money? Why didn’t he men-
tion my name ?’

“Because, beautiful, with his record,
he was cooked if he admitted he went
there just because of a girl. His only
hope was if somebody on the outside
thought it was worth while to pull politi-
cal strings to get him out.” Barr’s eyes
fell on his watch. “I can’t go into it now.
Which way do I take to get to Win-
stead ?”

“Straight out the highway—about fifty
or sixty miles.”

BARR was lucky. Somehow, he made

the nightmare trip without the dread
sound of a police siren closing in behind
him. It was one o'clock when he was
shown into the warden’s office.

The warden was a saintly, kindly look-
ing man with silver hair and red-rimmed
eyes. “Of course you know this is out-
rageous, Mr. Barr,” he said, “but I—
well, when a man is within a few hours
of eternity, I am willing to do almost any-
thing that might oblige him.”

“TI counted on that,” Barr said. “I may
be here on a wild-goose chase. On the
other hand, I have reason to believe that
Aido was convicted on false evidence.
I want to see him—and then I'll know.”

The warden’s eyes clouded. “It is per-
fectly impossible to see him. Even should

I be willing to ignore prison regulations,
the man himself will see no one.”

“Would you let me send him in a note
—without having it read by anyone?”

The warden’s thin hand ran through
his hair. “I can’t. I simply can’t. It
would mean my automatic release from
office. Only the governor could authorize
such a thing.”

Barr jumped. The governor! Louns-
bury’s pal! Then his heart sank as he re-
membered the hour. Lounsbury would
hardly be with the governor at one o’clock.

“The governor isn’t at his home. I—uh
—called there—" he parried.

“No, but I can get him for you,” the
warden said eagerly. “I know where he
is—in Graveston. He’s leaving there late
tonight. He'll still be available.” He lifted
the phone receiver before Barr could stop
him, and spoke a number.

Barr’s hand went swiftly to his pocket,
found the card Lounsbury had given him.
The number on it and the one the warden
had called were identical. Fresh hope
surged up in him as he reached over
quickly and took the phone. “Let me
speak to him first—"

The ringing at the other end ceased as
the receiver was lifted. An unctuous,
respectful voice said: ‘“This is the resid-
ence of Lieutenant-Governor Parker Al-
len.”

Barr’s breath almost blew from his
lungs. Parker Allen! The lieutenant-
governor !

The voice at the other end said anxi-
ously: “Hello! Hello!”

Barr said hastily: “Is Mr. Lounsbury
of the A. P. there?” and added his name.

There was a moment’s wait. Barr’s
brain was juggling the new information
wildly. Where did Parker Allen fit—

A burst of profanity came over the
wire. “Where the hell are you?” Louns-
bury finished.

Barr told him quickly, and finished
with: “I’ve found the hiding-place of the
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hundred thousand dollars you were look-
ing for—only I don’t think it’s exactly
that. I've got to see Aido—or send him
a note. Use your drag with the governor
to get the warden to let an uncensored
note go in.”

“What kind of note?”

“None of your business. I'll let you
know within an hour or two.” :

“Where is this hiding-place? Have you
been there ?”

“No. Pl try and let you in on the
party when I go—if you'll swing the
governor for me now.”

After a long, maddening minute,
Lounsbury said: “All right.”

Y THE time the warden had finished
talking with the governor, Barr’s
anxious fingers had scribbled the note on
prison stationery, sealed it in an envelope.

Frankie:

I know the real reason you fixed Du-
charme. I know what you're doing now. I
think your plan is going along. If you'll
talk to me now, I'll keep my trap shut. If
you don’t, I'll call the newspapers and give
your whole show away. Give me what I
want and I'll keep mum—about both things.

Colin Barr

The look of astonishment was still on
the face of the warden as he backed out
of the office, fifteen minutes later, to
leave Barr alone with Frank Aido.

He was young—not over thirty. His

denim slacks hung over his shoe tops. A
scrawny neck was visible in the opening
of his coarse shirt. He was thin, bony,
with a swarthy, narrow face, oily black
hair. Dark brown eyes glittered like those
of a cornered rat.
. Aido wasted no time, His lips were
tight around his words as he jerked out:
“What do you mean—you’ll keep quiet
about both things?”

Barr made his voice just as crisp and
his eyes bored into Aido’s. “About what

I already know—and about what you're
going to tell me. Don’t stall—there’s no
time for that. We're both so close to
death that a wrong move will finish either
of us. Your wrong move would be to
hold out on me. Shut up—TI’ll talk first—
and you'd better realize that I know too
much for your good if I decide to cut
you down. Listen—

“I know that you went to Ducharme’s
house that night in a hop-dream of jeal-
ousy over the girl, Jane Driscoll, to kill
Ducharme, and possibly her, too—if she
was there. When you got there, you
peeked in Ducharme’s window—for forty
minutes or more. The only reason I can
think of was—that Ducharme wasn’t
alone—and that you overheard his con-
versation and maybe saw him pass the
hundred thousand berries to his visi-
tor! When the visitor left, you went in
and blew Ducharme down! Then, when
you ran out and saw the patrol unload-
ing, you tried to conk yourself.

“By the time you came out of it, and
out of your coke trance, you started to
use your head. The cops accused you of
taking the hundred grand. You admitted
it. You admitted it, because you knew
you had only one hope of escaping the
flame chair—and you had to take it. You
knew that if you admitted the killing was
over a girl—you, with your record, would
get the works. But while you were wait-
ing outside Ducharme’s window, you saw
something or heard something—some in-
formation—that you realized was worth
enough to someone to spring you on poli-
tical influence—in a return for that in-
formation! You pulled the wise trick.
You dummied up. You got your message
out—to whom I don’t know. I figure you
just sent the one, telling what you had to
offer and offering it, the minute you hit
the bricks and not before. Then you
clammed up— and you’re still waiting!

“Your plan is working. Your friends
have turned Graveston into a slaughter-
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house to get you out. They’ll probably
make it—but they won’t make it if I
prove to them that the killing was about
a girl-—and make them believe that you're
stringing them about this other stuff!

“And I'm going to tell them, Frankie
—unless you come clean with me on
every detail.. You cgn’t cross me—be-
cause, unless I lay my hands on the stuff
within the next few hours, I'm going to
blow the works! This is your chance to
talk—straight. What did you see through
Ducharme’s window—and what did Du-
charme get from his visitor for his hund-
red grand—and who was the visitor?”

Sweat was running down the Italian’s
face. His voice was a croak. “You—
you're not going to take the stuff?”

“The stuff that you saw Ducharme get
for his hundred thousand? You bet your
sweet life I'm going to take it!”

“But for God’s sake—what'll I give
them? T won’t have anything if they get
me out! I'll—"

Bart’s eyes were glowing coals. “That’s
your worry, Frankie—not mine. Come
clean with me and I keep mum. Your
friends may yank you out—as long as

they keep thinking you went to Du-

charme’s with advance knowledge about
the stuff. Once I speak, they’ll figure you
were playing them for suckers—and
they’ll just quit on you—and you fry.
Talk to me—and you’ll have trouble prob-
ably, when you get out, but—you’ll be
out. Cross me—and you never get out!”

HE Italian’s thin tongue whipped des-

perately across his lips for a long
minute. Then he croaked : “You'll gimme
a chance? You'll keep mum till T get
out?”
¥ «T said what I’d do.”

The Italian sent furtive eyes over his
shoulder, took a long breath and fixed
white-rimmed eyes on the corner of the
desk. “You—you got it right. I—I went
up there in a fog. The dame—I don’t

know what was wrong with me—I’d been
playin’ her for months. She had me
crazy. I—a waiter told me she was goin’
to Ducharme’s that night. I went up
thinking to catch both of them. Well,
when I got there, he was talkin’ to a guy.
The guy was thin, funny-lookin’, with
spectacles—like one o’ these college pro-
fessors. Ducharme and him talked. They
had some blueprints all over the table,
Finally, Ducharme went to the safe and
got the wad of dough and give it to the
guy. He said to him, ‘T’ll stake my reputa-
tion as a motor engineer that you've got
exactly what we started after. There’s a
million a year apiece in this for us. Leave
me these plans and you hop back to your
woods and adopt it for airplanes, too. No
one’s discovered your laboratory?” The
guy says no, and Ducharme shows him
out and says, ‘If you need more money,
wire me. The sky’s the limit’.

“When Ducharme come back in the
room after letting him out, he went over
and fooled around and put them plans
somewhere in the fireplace., It was when
he was getting up from the fireplace that
he seen me—through the glass.”

Aido ran a sleeve across his forehead.
“On the level—all this time I was waitin’
for the jane to show up. I was numb in
the head. It was all registerin’, if you
get me, but I didn’t pay no attention. It
was only afterwards I thought it over.

“Well, anyhow, Ducharme made a dive
for his desk—I guess he had a rod there.
I had to jump in and plug him. I wasted
a couple o’ minutes wrasslin’ with him
and when I got outside and seen I was
sure to get pinched by that patrol, I all of
a sudden see what a sucker I was, and I
guess the hop was still workin’. I took a
crack at the Dutch—only it didn’t work:

“When I came to, they started askin’
me where was the hundred grand, and
like you said, it dawned on me where I
stood. I thought fast. I had no dough
to hire a big-shot mouthpiece, Anyhow,
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with my record, I never would of got by
with a second-degree rap or a plea. I
knew that. My only chance, like you
said, was to get some political big-shot
on the outside to spring me, cold, no
matter what. And I was rememberin’
every detail of them plans and things by
then. I knew of a guy that had a lot of
political drag in this town a little while
back, and I thought he could still swing
the deal. I sent him a message— sayin’
. what I knew, and that I’d turn the business
over to him if he got me out—and only
when he got me out. Nothin’ doing in ad-
vance, and all that.

“I didn’t hear nothin’ about whether
my plan was clickin’ or not. Normie
Happ got sprung a while ago. I told him
about it and told him to go and see the
senator and find out was the deal on or
wasn’t it.” He gulped. “An’—an’ that’s
all. I ain’t heard.”

A sudden thought came to Barr’s head.
The girl—Jane Driscoll—and her blond
youth. Suddenly, he realized that he
could play this game out without involv-
ing her—and he decided to do it. He
said to Aido grimly: “That’s plenty. T'll
play ball. But the way things are going,
you may not get your reprieve till the last
minute—so don’t go watery.”

CHAPTER SIX
The Killer Next Door

IVE minutes later Barr was thunder-

ing through the night, back toward
town—and the blow-off ! The monstrous,
mysterious mess was no longer an enigma.
It was exposed, at last, for the simple,
clear thing it was. Just a fight over a girl
—with one of the fighters an underworld
gunman, the other a playboy millionaire.
And the gunman had crashed into the
other half of the millionaire’s life—had
fallen onto vitally valuable information—

and had somehow used his head enough
to offer it in exchange for his release!

Britton Hanley must have been digging,
like the honest, conscientious old gentle-
man he was, and—in his quest for any-
thing that would help his client—have
unearthed enough of the truth through the
girl to guess the rest—and sent for Carr.

The chief and his witch-faced, renegade
copper partner—with their plans running
full tilt to get Aido freed—had suddenly
realized that Hanley was a danger. If
they had found out in advance that he was
sending for Barr, it was an easy tip-off
that he had learned too much. So they had
gunned him out and tried to finish Carr.

But the senator—with the blackmail
ammunition that was the remnant of his
past glory. Why had they wanted to buy
that data from him? Why? The reason
for that was directly ahead—was the
thing Barr was racing through the night
to learn!

The dashboard clock showed ten min-
utes after two when he still had thirty
miles to go. His foot was level with the
floor, the little car a rocking comet, eat-
ing up the night as Barr reached down
and turned on the radio, swung it to the
short-wave station.

He had fifteen minutes to wait till he
heard what he knew he was going to hear.
And then it was not the original broadcast,
but an addition to it—*“All cars! Add to
message regarding Colin Barr . . . This
man is now wanted on suspicion of twa.
killings. He may be dangerous. He is
armed. Officers will take no chance in ar-
resting this man. That is all!”

As Barr thundered into Graveston, the
clock read ten minutes to three. He
screamed around corners, zoomed on
straightaways, till he checked his mad
careening within three blocks of the ad-
dress the warden’s phone book had given
as that of Parker Allen, the lieutenant-
governor—the man the mysterious chief
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had bought, body and soul, from the
senator.

He was just screaming to a stop by
the curb when his radio spoke again. “All
cars! Governor Munroe’s car will take the
Post Road to Sterling. He is leaving in
five minutes. Cars along that route please
extend courtesies. That is all.”

Then Barr was out and running, both
guns out, swinging around the corner into
that street of wide unfenced lawns, aris-
tocratic homes—the street where Parker
Allen lived. He spotted the house at once
the third from the corner—by the long
black limousine at the curb, a footman
already loitering by its door.

Broad steps led up to the front door,
the small front stoop of the stately, old-
fashioned graystone house. Carr could see
the litle cluster of dark figures on the
stoop, even as he raced. A uniformed
chauffeur came down the steps with two
handbags, stowed them in the car.

ARR’S noiseless sprint slowed to a

cat-like walk, as he reaced the house
next to the lieutenant-governor’s. His
eyes pierced the darkness, trying to make
out the figures on the stoop. Then a match
flared, and he saw them in its quick radi-
ance—the tall man in long topcoat and
Homburg hat, shaking hands with a little
fat man in dinner clothes. There was one
other ungainly figure with them—prob-
ably Lounsbury, the newshawk.

And then Barr’s heart jumped into his
thr he flung himself against a tree-
bole. In the house before which he
crouched—the one next door to Parker
Allen’'s—an upstairs window had been
softly raised, and even as Barr, kneeling,
peered round the tree-trunk, the long,
shiny nose of a repeating rifle slid out,
glinting in the reflected street light.

Barr’s guns jerked up.

Flame and roar shattered the night—
.twin streams of# spitting orange from

Barr’s guns—one crashing shot from
the rifle of the man upstairs. Barr fired
again and again—and the glass in the
window above shattered. A heavy body
crashed forward, hung over the sill for
a second—and began to slide.

Even as the assassin in the window be-
gan to fall, Barr flung a quick, frantic
look up Parker Allen’s short cement walk.
The tall man in the Homburg hat and
the ungainly figure that was now plainly
Lounsbury, had been on the walk when
the firing started. They were now scut-
tling wildly up the steps again, diving for
cover. The footman was down on his
knees by the side of the car, one hand
clutching his arm, groaning.

Barr roared “Lounsbury! It's me—
Colin Barr! I got the killer!”

The dark form above slipped over the
sill's edge, came hurtling down, to crash
to the pavement almost at Barr’s feet.
Barr jumped back, then forward again,
his flash beam shooting down at the rid-
dled shattered face of the witch-faced
Lieutenant Umble, now in plainclothes.

The yelp of relief that came from the
reporter’s throat was ludicrous.

Servants were crowding out of the
house, running to lead the wounded foot-
man indoors. The party on the stoop hur-
ried down to the street to meet Barr as
he ran toward them.

“What was it?” Lounsbury cried
hoarsely. “Was he—was that guy trymg
to get the governor?”

“Just that!”

“But what—but why?”

“I'm not able to explain it yet,” Barr
said with sudden inspiration. “My client,
Mr. Britton Hanley, is the only one that
had brains enough to figure it out. It’s
something about some master crook hold-
ing the lieutenant-governor under his
thumb—but not the governor. This mas-
ter crook wants another certain crook out
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of the death-house. With the governor
dead, he could force the lieutenant-gov-
ernor to issue the pardon. You'll have to
get Mr. Hanley to explain it all.”

The governor was mopping a lean,
spare face. His honest, fighter’s eyes were
aghast. “You—who are you?” And when
Barr told him, he said huskily: “I have
you to thank for my life, Mr. Barr. I
don’t know what to say. I don’t—"

“Mr. Hanley will explain. Take a look
at that corpse yonder. He’s a cop—the
cop that has tried to frame me for murder.
If you’d been listening to the short-wave
radio, you'd know that I'm a wanted man,
Governor. If you want to thank me for
my part in saving your life, call off the
cops—just for ten minutes. I've still the
most important thing of all to do!”

“My God, yes! Anything—"

Barr swung toward Lounsbury. “Come
on, newshawk—I'm keeping my promise.

‘Have you got a gun?”

“No, but I'm coming! Are we going to
dig up that—"

“That—and grab the rat behind all this,
I think,” Carr said, as he led the way at
a run to his coupe. -

LL the way to the Ducharme house,
Barr rattled the amazing story at the
breathless, stunned reporter. Lounsbury
whipped copy paper from his pocket,
scribbled notes, yelping in excitement.
At last they piled out in front of the
dark, towering Ducharme house, ran to-
gether to the rear corner, took the French
window of the library together. They
crashed into a room utterly bare of furni-
ture. The dead man’s heirs had evidently
been at work.

Barr’s eyes flew to the fireplace. It was
as though someone had been deliberately
pointing out the thing they had to do.
With the room cleared of furniture, the
ornamental brass match box nailed to the
wall just beside the fireplace stuck out like
a sore thumb.

(Continued on next page)



(Continued from preceding page)

Barr fiddled only for a moment before
he found that it turned on its axis. Four
bricks in the hearth flipped suddenly
erect, as though on spindles, disclosing the
aperture underneath. His “Ahhh!” was a
whistling sound, as he dropped to his
knees,

It was a neat move, that drop, but his
knees barely touched, till he was bouncing
up again, whirling, his gun in his hand.

. His first shot nailed Lounsbury in the
hand that was drawing a black automatic
from a shoulder holster.

The gun dropped and Lounsbury tried
to drop on top of it. Barr’s second shot
got him in the shoulder, slammed him
back against the wall. Then Barr shot a
leg out from under him, bringing him
down, a good ten feet from the gun,

The detective walked over and kicked
the gun into a corner of the room. “That’s
for shooting down my pal, Britton Han-
ley. I could have taken you without hurt-
ing you. I hope to God they get infected,
put you through hell before you burn.”

Lounsbury’s chubby face was dingy,
tight with pain, his eyes sour with fury
and hate. “You four-flusher! You didn’t
know it was me back of this till I went
for the gun!”

“I knew enough when I was out at the
prison to tell you I already knew the
hiding-place of the blueprints you
wanted. I knew that you wouldn’t dare
refuse to swing the governor to do my
favor if you thought I knew—because if
I got there first, all your efforts to get
Aide-out -were absolutely worthless. You
had to stay on my right side. Though
don't kid yourself—I knew long before
that.”

“Yeah? Well, kid somebody else. You
had nothing on me at all. I worked on
newspapers all my life. I’'m not a crook.
Nobody but me knew I suddenly got tired
of working, and—"

“Almost anybody can get tired of work-
ing when they see millions in sight. You

(Continued on next page)
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must be crazy if you don’t see how damn
plain it was. For God’s sake, you were
the only person that Aido opened his
mouth to, since he was pinched! It had to
be you that he sent the message through
—the message that was meant for the sen-
ator, but never got there. What I don’t
see is why you took that butcher Umble in
with you. Didn’t have the guts to carry
it all yourself, huh?”

“I had the guts all right, wise guy. I
didn’t have the money to buy that dope
from Mays. That’s why I—" He toppled
over in a dead faint.

Barr dived for the fireplace, dug out
a handful of blueprints. He was trying
to study them as he ran for a drug store.

IMMERMAN'’S voice was frightened
when Barr called him. “Ring off—
they’ve got this wire tapped—"

“That’s all right. They won't be after
me in another minute or two. The case
is broken. How is Britton?”

“He’s conscious! He’ll get better. But
you—we heard the police broadcast—"

“Forget it. Get in and ask Hanley this
question—fast. I've got blueprints here
that seem to be the model for a new type
of gasoline motor. W. R. Ducharme said
they were the goods—that they were
worth millions. He’s got some engineer
experimenting in a lab out in the woods
somewhere—some guy that probably
doesn’t even know yet that Ducharme is
dead. Maybe Hanley knows about the
blueprints. Ask him what to do with them.
And—wait a minute—I can hear the si--
rens of the police cars now. Listen—I've
seen the governor—saved his life—I told
him it was all Hanley’s doing. On second
thought, I think I'd better beat it up there
now and tell Hanley exactly what’s hap-
pened. The governor will be all over him.
It’s a nice chance for him to swing some
sweet political graft. I'll be right up.”

(Continued on next page)



(Continued from preceding page)
IT was a strange coincidence that the

same paper carried all three items. Barr
stood, his long legs braced against the
lurching of the blue-upholstered state-
room, as the crack train rumbled out of
Graveston. He was reading the headline—

GOVERNOR APPOINTS GRAVESTON
LAWYER HEAD OF STATE
= CRIME COMMISSION

and in a lower corner of the paper—

DUCHARME KILLER DIES MUM

Frank Aido Goes to Chair Without
Breaking Silence

Zimmerman, his stork-like, gangling
figure stretched in the window seat,
beamed at the item on an inside page—

MARBERRY HEIR TO WED SINGER

Barr put the paper down, slid flat hands
in his coat pockets, stared out at the
dingy outskirts of Graveston. “Well, now
we’re getting somewhere,” he said.

NEURITIS @32

To relieve the torturing pain of Neuritis, Rheumatism,
Neuralgia or Lumbago in 9 minutes, get the Doctor’s
Prescription NURITO. Absolutely safe. No opiates, no
nmotnca Does the work quickly —must relieve our
worst pain_in nine minutes or your money bac!
Druggist's. Don’t suffer. Use guaranteed NURITO today.
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Home Study
Accountancy Trammz

Aeeou.ntants who know their work

and

meomes. And the need for

accountants is growing.

About 12,000 Certified Public Ac-
countants in U. S. and many thou-

sands more executive accountants.

Many earn $3,000 to $20,000. We
train you t.h uzhly at homein your
spue time 1 . P. A. examinations
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WAKE UP YOUR
LIVER BILE—

Without Calomel —And You'll Jump Out of Bed
in the Morning Rarin’ to

The liver should pour out two pounds of 1 uld
bile into your bowoll dally. If this bile is not
ing freely, your food doesn’'t digest. It just decays
ln the bowaels. Gu bloats up your stomac You get
constipated. Your whole system is poisoned and you
feel sour, sunk and the world looks punk.

Laxatives are only makeshifts. A mere bowel move-
ment doesn’t get at the cause., It takes those good,
old Carter’s Little Liver Pills to get these two poundn
of bile flowing freely and make you feel “up and up.”
Harmless, gentle, yet amazing in making bile flow
freely. Ask for Carter's Little Liver Pills by name.
Stubbornly refuse anything else. 25c at all drug stores.

uisitely designed Lady’s soli-
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. Beautifully chased. Set
with & full cut Simulated Dia-
mond of daszling radiance and

i):lm white fire. Simu-

brilliancy.

ilarity of a perfect out flaw-
ine diamond costing hundreds of dollars.
vertise ow- Simulated Diamond Rings, we
will give the above described Baguette Watch or
Modern Man': Watch, on each ring purchased and
pald on our llbera( ens.y weekly payment plan.
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3 e rlnx “n”d it ﬂ;:ﬁ: cost. Act now! lluh order at once.

184 NASSAU ST.

FASHION JEWELRY CO.; oot 135 New vork

FOLLOW THIS MAN

The Confidential Report
Ne
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ITUTE OF APPLIED SCI
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Kldneys Must
Clean Out Acids

The only way your body can clean out Acids and poi-
sonous wastes from your blood is thru 9 million tiny,
delicate Kidney tubes or _filters, but beware of cheap,
drastie, irritating drugs. If functional Kidney or Bladder
disorders make you suffer from Getting Up Nights, Nerv-
ousness, Leg Pains, Backache, Circles Under Eyes, Dizzi-
ness, Rheumatic Pains, Acidity, Burning, Smarting or
Itching, don’t take chances. Get the Doctor’s guaranteed
prescription called Cystex (Siss-Tex). Works fast, safa
and sure. In 48 hours it must bring new vitality, and is
guaranteed to do the work in one week or money back on
return of empty package. Cystex costs only 8c a dose at
druggists and the guarantee protects you.
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BE A DETECTIVE

Work home or travel, Experience unnecessary.

DETECTIVE Particulars FREE. Write NOW to
GEORGE P, R. WAGNER, 2640 Broadway, N.Y.

dental plates by ‘
mail for many
years. 1 have th

My methods insure sstisnct!on. and save you
many dollars. Gumnmd “dnmble I;lne;l l&:{;

g, dura

Send No Money 5 wei. “Frea’ impression
 material and directions. Don’t delay. Write today.
440 W. Huoron, Dept. 372, CHICAGO

LEARN

Piano, Violin, Cornet,
Trumpet, Mandolin, Guitar,
gzg:oiZOrgan.Accordwn,Saxophono,Clarinet

Y HOME METHOD—new, way beginners,
Makes you accomplished in :x::uis\'g'; shortoglme 300,000
enthusiastic mdenm Low cost; easy terms. Satisfaction
guaranteed Free Catalog gives ; fall detailn

NATIONAL ACADEMY OF MUSIC

Dept. 686 1525 East 53rd Street, Chicago
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HOTOR INSTITUTE OF AMERICA
€-20, Chicago, ill.

DON’T BE CUT

Until You Try This

Wonderful Treatment

for pile suffering. If you have piles in
any form write for a FREE sample of
Page's Pile Tablets and you will bless

the day that you read this. Write today. E. R.
Page Co., 408-A7 Page Bldg., Marshall, Mich-

MAKE $50 TO $100 A WEEK!

Many of our successful students are now making
blg money. Our simple methods make it tun to
learn Cor mmarcul A
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Plea-ure a ’ today. State ag
STU[NO 993 WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF ART
1115—15th ST., WASHINGTON, D.

HOME-STUDY

BUSINESS TRAINING

Your opportunity can never be bi than
eFamtnn. Prepare now and reap gﬂ rewan{m
earlier and larger success. Free 64-Pagc Books Tell
How. Write now for book you want, or mail coupon

with your name and address in margin loday.

O Higher A ancy O Busi Mgm‘t
O Mod. Sal hip O Busi Corr
O Traffic Management O Credit and Collecdon

O Law: Degr-c of LL.B.
O Commercial Law O Modern Foremanship
O Industrial Mgm't O Personnel Mgm't
O Banki nnd Fi O Expert B i

rrespondence

O Stenotyp: O C. P. A. Coaching

O Rail. Statlon Mgm‘t (o] Bualnus English

O Paper O Effective S;
LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
Dept. 3334-R

HowTo Secure eA
Govemmentl’osmon

Why worry about strikes, layoffs, hard times?

Train now for a Government job. Increased qal-

aries, steady work, travel, good pay.

help you become a Railway Postal Clerk, Post

Office_Clerk, City Mail Carrier, Rural Carrier—

or help you get into any other Government job

you want. I was a BSecretary Examiner of Clvil

Service Commissionhl'or 8dsyear‘s1 ?I;ave sg)pe(i
thousan y page bool

Now FREE tells ahout government jobs—

and how I help to qualify you to get eme. Send

t_he_ coupon for your copy TODAY.

Pattorsnn. Civil Service Expert

PATTE RSON SCHOOL, 73 Case Bidg., Rochester, N. Y.

Please send me, thhout obligation, your free book ‘‘How to Secure

& Government Position.”

Name ...
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W. K. STERLINE, 010 Ohio Ave.,  SIDNEY, ONIG
BECOME A

SUCCESSFUL DETECTIVE

Eam Big Money—‘!‘nvel—-hxperienm Unn
Paper and Write NATIONAL DETEGTIVE SYS‘I’EI
Dont 425-M, anont. Nebraska. U. 8. A.

Classified Advertising

Detectives

DETECTIVES WANTED: Experience unnecessary;
principles crime detection FREE. Send one dollar for
Registration and Detective Identification card. Inter-
national in scope. NATIONAL DETECTIVE BUREAU,
427 Goodrich, Dept. “P"”, San Antonio, Texas.

BECOME A DETECTIVE—Secret Service Agent. Valu-

able information Free. International Secret Service Insti-
tute, PP-36, Hoboken, N. J.

Photo Finishing
20 REPRINTS 25e, Film developed, two prints each
negative, 25c. SKRUDLAND, 4118-26 Overhill. Chicago.

FILMS DEVELOPED. Any size 25¢ coin, including two
e¢nlargements, CENTURY. PHOTO SERVICE. _Box H,
La Crosse, Wis. ——

Government Positions

WANTED. Names of men desiring steady outdoor jobs;
$1700-$2400 year; vacation. Patrol parks; protect game.
Write Delmar Institute, A-43. Denver. Colo.

Poem—S8ongwriters

WANTED: ORIGINAL POEMS, SONGS for immediate
considex&aﬁon. MMM Publishers, Dept. PP, Studio Bldg..
Portland,

Aviation

ARMY AIR CORPS gives free flying training, salary,
expenses paid. Information pamphlet, how to apply, 20c.
Continental, Box 344, Dept. 16. Indianapolis, Ind.

Inventors

INVENTORS—Write for NEW FREE BOOK, ‘Patent
Guide for the Inventor” and ‘“‘Record of Invention” form.
No charge for preliminary information. CLARENCE A.
O’BRIEN and HYMAN BERMAN, REGISTERED PAT-
ENT A'I'I‘ORNEYS 16-H ADAMS BUILDING, WASH-
INGTON, D. C.




HALF & HALF MAKES
DNE SWELL SMOKE!

Bm What makes a pipe chummy? Half & Half . . . and
how! Cool as the news: “We’'ve got a flat tire!”

Sweet as the sign: “Garage just ahead.” Fragrant,

| full-bodied tobacco that won’t bite the tongue
—in a tin that won’t bite the fingers. Made by
our exclusive modern process including patent

{ No.1,770,920. Smells good. Makes your pipe welcome
Bm' anywhere. Tastes good. Your password to pleasure!

Not a bit of bite in the tobacco or the Telescope Tin, which gets smaller and smaller
as you use-up the tobacco. No bitten fingers as you reach for a load, even the last one.
Copr. 1936, The American Tobacco Company

HALFHALF
Tlteé’ajeﬂ e -70tbacco

FOR PIPE OR CIGARETTE
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