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OAH WEBSTER

z‘éaugéf Hhat CO[DS Were caused /}/ COMET (Y

Master scholar, compiler of the great dictionary,
Webster was among the first to inquire into the
baffling causes of that private and public menace
—the common cold.

His conclusion that colds were due to the fear-
ful plunge of meteors through the sky was far
from the truth, but no less distant than that of
other savants who gned colds to the bite of
bedbugs, and to “sitting in cold, damp churches.”
(Dr. Thomas Haynes, 1789.)

For centuries, hundreds of absurd theories as to
the cause of colds were advanced only to be
sharply exploded. But now one has been presented
that Science has generally accepted. This is the
filtrable virus theory.

Research men say the bacteria of this virus are
so small the microscope cannot see them, so tiny
they cannot be trapped by the most selective
filters. Only by their harmful effect on the human
body can their existence be established. With such
a virus, scientists have repeatedly inoculated
others with one person’s cold.

At the first sign of a cold

Granting that colds are due to a virus that enters
the mouth, nose and throat, is it not a wise pre-
cautionary measure to use a good antiseptic to
fight such bacteria? Is it not wisdom to keep the
oral cavity clean and healthy? Noted physicians
tell us that it is. Millions of people find that it is.

Numerous tests have shown that regular users
of Listerine did not catch as many colds as non-
users, nor were their colds so severe. Moreover,
countless letters this company has received testify
to Listerine’s remarkable ability to check colds,
and to the almost immediate relief it gives in
cases of ordinary sore throat.

The moment Listerine enters the mouth, it
dislodges germ-bearing debris and kills literally
millions of germs on mouth and throat surfaces.

Yet it is absolutely safe—does not irritate del-
icate membranes. That is a point of utmost im-
portance in an antiseptic. Excessive strength in a
mouthwash may prove to be a danger instead of a
protection. Lambert Pharmacal Co., St. Louis, Mo.

LISTERINE fights Colds and Sore Throat
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READY
to BURN

A Complete
Short Novel

By
Carroll John Daly

Through the Sinister Byways of the City Rushes
a Green-Eyed Killer—Satan Hall, Hunting the
Cold-Blooded King of Gangland

CHAPTER 1
Waiting for Death

ETECTIVE SATAN HALL
nodded to the man at the heavy

iron gate, passed along the
stone corridor of the cell block, and
finally paused before the long bars of
a cell. He stood looking in at the fig-
ure crouched on the iron cot. The man
didn’t look up until Satan entered.
Eddie Jerome jumped to his feet,
backed against the wall. For a mo-
ment fear showed in his eyes; far back
in their misty, colorless depths. A hand
across his mouth half smothered his

words.

“What do you want now ?”’ he said.
“My lawyer, Aaron Whitlock, visits
me every day. No rough stuff, Satan.
No—no—I won't talk!”

Satan grinned evilly. Narrow eyes
slanted until the green 1rises were
oblong slits; thin lips parted. He shook
his head with its V-shaped features.

Satan Hall hurtied
from the balcony
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Jerome saw first one pointed ear, and
then the other. Finally Satan spoke.

“I don’t like you, Jerome. You
tried to kill me—and an innocent girl
got the lead from your tommy gun.
She didn’t die over pleasantly. I'd
rather have killed you, of course, in-
stead of beating you unconscious and
dragging you in. But they said I
couldn’t get a man convicted.” Satan
paused. “ Clarence Floyd Duncan, the
broker, has identified you,” he added.
“Two other witnesses; witnesses will
testify to seeing you in the death car,
your fingers on the gun—just before T
fired and shot your companion, Chop-
per Hays.”

“I can prove I didn’t do it,” Jerome
spoke quickly, emphatically—as if he
wished to impress upon himself the

truth of his lie. “ Guys will alibi me;
big guys a jury will have to believe.
It's a frame—these witnesses of
yours!”

“Remember I saw you, too. I will
stand up in court and put the finger
on you.”

“You! Yes, after swearing to get
me—frame me.” Jerome sneered now,
but his lips quivered at the corners.
“They’ve traced that gun to Chopper
Hays. I wasn’t even in the death car.
There’s no mouthpiece better than
Aaron Whitlock !”

“Your finger-prints were on that
Tommy gun,” Satan said steadily,
“smeared in the blood of the dead
Hays. You can’t bribe or intimidate
finger-prints.”

“Experts will swear they aren’t
mine.”

Satan shook his head. “ You know
better, Eddie. It’s the most complete
case the D. A. ever had—and I gave it
to.him. They’re betting ten to one
along the Avenue that you fry.”

Eddie’s eyes shot furtively about
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that cell as if seeking escape in its dark
corners. At length he spoke:

“ Hollis Daggett, the big-shot, will
take care of me. I'm his friend. He
said I won't burn.”

“And I'll say you won't burn—if
you talk. Just the name of the man
who sent you to kill me. We want
you as a witness for the State against
Hollis Daggett.”

“You'd rather have Daggett than
me! You want me to live so that Dag-
gett will die! That’s it, eh?”

“No,” Satan said very quietly,
“ that's not it—not with me. I want
to see you burn, Eddie. I'm just do-
ing my duty now. The district attor-
ney will take a second degree plea if
you talk enough to fry Hollis Dag-
gett. Twenty years to life, Jerome.
Lots of the boys have been pardoned.
Lots of the boys have just walked out.”

DDIE’S mouth twisted. He said,
E and he purposely put conviction
into his words.

*“ Hollis Daggett is a big man; an
honest man. I couldn’t say nothing
against him.” And after a moment,
added :

“And if I could—well, he’s given
me his word I'll never reach the hot
seat. What do you think of that, Mr.
Satan Hall?”

Satan nodded very slowly.

“Maybe he’s right, Jerome; maybe
he's worse than I pictured him. May-
be you'll never reach the chair.”

There was such an ominous warn-
ing in Satan’s words that Eddie
straightened, put the question without
realizing he had spoken it.

“What do you mean?”.was all he
said.

“ Nothing—nothing much.” Satan
spoke slowly. “You have all your
meals sent in from outside, Eddie.

Daggett arranges that for you, doesn’t
he? Of course you know that feod
is examined carefully for saws,
weapons—such things.”

“Yeah?”

“And you know that your dinner
was delayed yesterday, and not ex-
actly what you.ordered. We changed
the order, after your dinner came.”

“You found something, eh?”

“That’s right,” said Satan. “We
found something. We found a white
powder, ‘Eddie. Just the mistake of
too much- white powder. One third the
quantity would have done the trick and
maybe have passed through. It was
arsenic.”

Eddie straightened,
against the wall.

“No?” he whispered. “No! Who'd
do that?”

“You guess!” Satan’s shoulders
moved. *“ Who'd least like you to talk?
Who's the habit of putting people
where they can’t talk? You guess, Ed-
die. My guess is—Hollis Daggett.”

“No,” said Eddie. “ No!” His eyes
raised as a man entered with a tray.
“T don’t believe you.”

“ Maybe not.” Satan motioned for
the waiter to set the tray down in the
cell. “There’s your dinner, Eddie. I
didn’t know if you'd believe me or not.
That's your dinner from outside. I
personally arranged things so it would
come straight to you, unexamined.
There it is.

jarred - back

Want to eat it?

Eddie looked at the tray; looked at
Satan. He was not the same man he
had been a few months before; a swag-
gering, blustering killer. The terrible
beating he had taken from Satan the
night he was arrested; the daily visits
of Satan since, had put their mark on
him. Just a rat who had been mas-
querading as a man, Satan thought.
But Eddie said :
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“I ain't a guy who'd roast alone.
Daggett knows that; Whitlock knows
that. He's got to get me free, or
else—"

“If the verdict is guilty, you'll talk,
eh? That will be too late for you;
much too late.”

Eddie Jerome tried to smile.

“If I get the seat, I'll squawk.” He
moved forward now, closer to Satan.

EDDIE JEROME

“That’s right; squawk all over my
face.” His voice grew slightly louder;
almost shrill. “ They can’t burn me;
they wouldn’t dare! You think I'm
yellow. You think I'm a rat. Maybe
T am. But I'm a guy who knows how
to take care of himself—in stir or out
of stir. And Daggett. He'd be the
same, 1 won't burn alone; he won’t
burn alone!”

“There’s your dinner.”” Satan
pointed. And when Eddie just looked
at it and said something about not be-
ing hungry, added:

“ Everything’s going against you,
Eddie. Daggett is just easing you into
the chair.”

“Yeah? Yeah?” Eddie Jerome shot
his head forward now. “Well—come
around after the trial. I'll give you the
horse laugh, or—an earful.”

Satan shook his head.

“ That won’t do you any good, then.
It isn’t pleasant to burn, Eddie, even
if friends burn with you. Sometimes
things don’t work right. Straps loosen
or wires get crossed. There was a lad
who was slowly—"

Satan steadied Eddie as he swayed
forward.

“ Better talk now. Your number’s
up,” Satan continued. “It's the only
thing that will save you. They haven’t
raised a hand to help you. Every wit-
ness is ready; every—"

Eddie clutched Satan by the arm.
He had hard work talking.

“ I—I—you're sure the D. A. would
take a plea?” Eddie’s eyes rolled fran-
tically. “ You—he wouldn’t use it
against me?”

Satan’s green eyes flashed. The man
was breaking! This was what he had
waited for, hoped for—if never actual-
ly expected. But the idea of the poi-
soned food must have done the trick!
Satan pushed the man from him,
backed toward the door, and said:

“1It’s your chance, Jerome. Take it
or leave it. Personally, I hope you leave
it, but I've done my duty.”

“You—you fiend, you!” Jerome
straightened, staggered slightly, leaned
against the wall. “ You'd rather burn
me!” He rushed forward and clutched
Satan at the iron door, “ Wait! Come
back tomorrow. Tomorrow I'll—yes,
T'll make a decision.”

Satan shook his head.

“It's your last chance now.” His
eyes went to the untouched food on the
tray; stayed there until Jerome’s glance
followed. Without looking up Satan
said, “ You got a fondness for apple
pie with powdered sugar on it. Last
time the sugar wasn’t—well, goodby!”

Jerome held Satan.

“Not yet,”" he pleaded. ** Tonight.
An hour even. I'm—I'm waiting for



10

a message—a message that will tell me
if—if—for God’s sake! Satan, I'll—
I'll talk. Talk now!”

ATAN turned. He was about to
call the stenographer he had wait-
ing. Then he stiffened. Aaron

Whitlock was coming down the cor-
ridor.

Aaron Whitlock was a shrewd,
clever man. He took in the situation;
spoke quickly, before Satan could
thrust him back. He knew his rights,
knew that Satan had no authority to
keep him from that cell, knew that he
could make plenty of trouble for Satan
if he did keep him from his client. But
he knew something else; knew it all in
a split second; knew that, rights or
no rights, Satan was going to keep him
from Jerome—and knew the reason;
or at least guessed it.

Though he was physically powerless
against the detective, he was mentally
alert. His words were not of reprimand
nor of personal indignation. Though
they were spoken apparently to Satan,
they were meant for Eddie Jerome—
and reached him, too.

“The broker, Clarence Floyd Dun-
can, was found dead a few minutes
ago,” Whitlock said quickly; almost in
a single breath. And added in a slower
but just as loud a voice, “ Almost
seems a punishment for perjuring him-
self against an innocent man.”

Satan’s hands fell to his sides. He
turned and looked at Eddie Jerome.
The cringing fear was gone. His lips
had ceased to quiver, his fingers had
relaxed slightly.

Aaron Whitlock had delivered his
message and was the lawyer again; the
lawyer who knew his rights and knew
the people who would see that he got
his rights. He stopped, smiled, took
his glasses from his nose and- wiped
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them carefully as he watched Satan
tramp. back down that corridor toward
the iron door at the end. Then he
turned and faced his client. His smile
was pleasant, genial; his voice hearty;
his greeting one of assurance, perfect
confidence.

At the end of the corridor Satan
fairly snarled at the guard:

“1 told you not to let anyone down
to Jerome.”

“ Yeah, you did.” The guard raised
mild blue eyes. He had been on duty
there for many: years, and wasn’t eas-
ily excited. “But Aaron Whitlock
knows his rights. He wanted in; he
had a right in; he got in.”

“ A minute, a few minutes more,
and the greatest scoundrel in the city
would have faced the electric chair.”

“ Says you!” The guard shrugged
his shoulders, and when the green eyes
of Satan Hall' became glaring balls,
added:

“How long do you think it would
take Aaron Whitlock to get my job?
Just as long as it would take him to slip
a nickel in a phone and talk to the right
party.”

Satan shook his head. It was the
rotten system again. He said, but with-
out much feeling:

“ Yet, the greatest menace in the city
would have died, and his death would
have blasted the whole system—the
whole damnable system.”

“ Sure!” The guard nodded placidly.
“ And in that blast my wife and three
kids would have starved. The trouble
with you, Satan, is that you ain’t
human.”

Satan looked at him a long time; or
rather, through and beyond him. He
was thinking of something else; of
some one else. Of Clarence Floyd
Duncan, the sturdy little broker who
also knew his rights; who wouldn’t go
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in hiding until the trial; who wouldn’t
have a detective following him about.
He had been touted by the papers as
the star witness for the state! Satan
frowned. Even though his death would
not make much difference to Eddie
Jerome, about to be tried for murder.

CHAPTER II
The Dead Broker

ATAN stood looking down at the
dead body of Clarence Floyd Dun-

can, He had been shot once, di-
rectly between the eyes. He still sat
in his office chair, his head and shoul-
ders down upon his desk. There were
powder burns about the wound, where
the gun had been held close to his fore-
head. The crime was simple and ef-
fective, as most professionally planned
and executed murders are in these
modern times. The private secretary
of the broker told the facts; two clerks
agreed with her in almost every detail.

A customer had come into the office.
From his card, the girl recognized him
as a client from Cleveland who had
done business with Duncan for over
six years, but had never visited the
office before. He was a big man; rud-
dy of complexion. Yes, she would
know him again, anywhere.

“ He wasn’t in Mr. Duncan’s private
office for more than three minutes
when the shot came,” the girl said in
a tired, weary voice, as she repeated
the story for the tenth time. “I think,
for a moment we were all shocked to
—to—uwell, stiffness. Then we could
not do anything. The hall door opened
and two men stepped in, One had a
revolver; the other had a big gun. I
was told afterwards it was a machine
gun. The man with the revolver
stepped over and cut the wire to the
switchboard. They didn’t speak, they
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just stood there; and the man who said
he was from Cleveland opened the door
and came out of Mr. Duncan’s office.
“*All right, boys, let’s get going,’ he
said to the other two men.
“Then to me—to us, just before he
closed the outer door—‘If you want

SATAN HALL

it in the belly, step out in the hall and
squawk.””

The girl colored slightly; the red
stood out vividly on pale cheeks.
“Those were his words—exactly.”

“ And you didn’t squawk, eh?” Lieu-
tenant Schmit said.

“T don’t know.” The girl started
to cry. “It was like a dream; more
like a talking picture.”

“ Sure—except you didn’t talk, eh?”

“ Mr, Kohn picked up a ledger and
tossed it through the window facing
Broadway.”

“That,” said Schmit, with exagger-
ated seriousness, “was using his
brains. We'll probably be giving him
a medal. Mr. Duncan sure knew how
to pick 'em. No wonder brokers are
starving.”
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“ Mr, Duncan was a brave man,” the
girl snapped, her chin up. “ Every pa-
per has his picture; every paper said
50.”

“He was a fool,” Schmit snapped.
“If he'd let the police guard—"

The commissioner of police inter-
rupted the lieutenant by a whistling
sound with his lips. He led Satan back
to the private office where the body
was.
least, he’s behind it,” he said.

*“Sure!” Satan looked at the dead
man. “He was confident and impor-
tant, and I didn’t like his line. Doing
his simple duty; no need for protec-
tion! No one could bribe him nor in-
timidate him! A cocky little runt; but
he had guts.”

“Or didn’t understand.” The com-
missioner only half agreed. “I've
wired Cleveland, but of course the
murderer didn’t come on to the city.
And it isn’t like Daggett.” He laid
an arm about Satan’s shoulders.
* You've built up a case, Satan; a real
one—no holes in it. You have two wit-
nesses hidden in Jersey. Even I don’t
know where they are. But the finger-
prints are conclusive evidence. The
killing of Duncan will prejudice the
papers, the people, the jury. There
wasn’t any sense in Daggett’s having
him killed. I can’t understand it.”

Satan still looked at the body; it
was some time before he spoke.

“ Daggett’s not a fool. I think I un-
derstand.” And he told the commis-
sioner of his talk with Jerome.

“But there was no poison in the
food ?”

. Satan smiled.

“ Jerome believed there was. And I
had him ready to talk. He was wait-
ing for a message; something that
would tell him things were breaking
his way. Daggett had to do something

“ Hollis Daggett, I suppose. At .
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quickly, to convince Jerome he was
with him—working for him. Some-
thing big; something desperate; some-
thing that a mind like Jerome’s would
understand and appreciate. Murder!
Yep, he killed Duncan for one reason
only. His death would let Jerome know
Daggett was working for him. You
see. The great Daggett was on the
job

“But it won’t help Jerome’s case;
it will hurt it.”

“Jerome doesn’t know that, and
Jerome counts with Daggett right now.
Daggett acted just in time.”

“ These witnesses, Satan—]Jerome’s
alibi. They’ll be big men.”

“ They'll blow up on the stand.” Sa-
tan nodded confidentially. “ That is,
if they ever take the stand. I'll put the
finger on them before they get a chance
to talk. I'll have each one’s movements
the night of the alibi traced, and—"

“Yes! yes!” the commissioner said.
“But they'll be surprise witnesses. If
you only knew who they were—"

Satan’s grin was evil.

“Me! So I've got to do that, too.
Maybe I'll have to turn the switch up
in the Big House. Maybe you'll ex-
pect me to cart the body out.”

Lieutenant Schmit tossed open the
door and pounded across the floor.
Satan stopped, hesitated, said:

“T'll put on the feedbag, Commis-
sioner. If you want me I'll be in the
same old place.”

CHMIT was talking, but Satan
didn’t hear him as he passed slow-
ly from the office and to the

street. He was still thinking ten min-
utes later when he entered the little
restaurant. He turned to his favorite
booth and stood looking down at the
girl. He knew her, of course. It was
Nina Radcliff.
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“How did you get here?” he de-
manded, but followed her pointing fin-
ger and sat down on the bench op-
posite her.

“I knew you ate here,” she nodded.
“And I just came. Glad to see me?”

Satan lit a cigarette, started to put
the pack back in his pocket, then tossed
it across to the girl, and waited until
she had lighted one.

“1 don't know, Nina, and that's a
fact. I never did know much about
women; least, about you. You're seen
quite often with Hollis Daggett, ever
since you left home.”

“Left home!” She jarred erect;
brown eyes flashed. “Thrown out,
you mean. Father wanted to send me
out of the country, and would have,
if Hollis Daggett hadn’t interfered.”
She smiled as she recalled the threats
to ship her away. “There! Don't lec-
ture, Satan. You saved my life; I
saved yours. We're even. 1'm going
my way.”

“ You're running with a bad crowd,
Nina. I have seen your father. Your
home's open to you again; and you're
free to come and go.”

“That freedom comes too late,” she
said slowly. “ You're right, of course,
Satan, and I was wrong. I thought I
could play in the gutter and remain
clean. [ thought 1 could avenge the
death of my friend, Mercy Oakes. And
they plaved with me, Satan. Despite
what you told me, I believed that Hollis
Daggett was my friend; that he tried
to prevent crime, not control it for his
own ends. He helped me when I needed
help; he treated me as if I were his own
daughter until— Satan, Satan! I'm
into it now. Nothing can save me!”

“Nonsense! You can still take that
trip around the world. Daggett or his
crowd can’t harm you then. Besides,
he has other things to think about.”
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“It's not Daggett I'm afraid of
now; it's the disgrace. You were right,
Satan; so terribly right. Don’t you see?
I telephoned you the whereabouts of
‘Walsh, and so led you into the trap
when your life was attempted and that
innocent girl was killed. I know, I
know! I did-it all for the good of the
law; for your good. I thought I was
clever enough to hear things I should
not hear. But it wasn’t that. Jerome
and Daggett planned that I should hear
things, so that unknowingly I'd trap
you to your death. That I didn’t was
just luck—and your quick shooting. I
—I—Satan, I don’t know what to do,
where to turn.”

“You think of things rather late.”
Satan looked at her coldly. “ Who else
knows that about you? I won't talk.”

A little hand crept across the table,
fastened on his wrist. Soft brown eyes
looked up into hard green ones; green
ones that remained hard.

“ You won’t, Satan, I know that. No
matter what I've said; what I've done,
you'll protect me. But—why?”

Satan straightened, let out a long
breath.

“It’s the system, I guess,” he said.
“Your father’s a friend of the com-

missioner, for one thing. For an-
other—"

“For another?” She leaned for-
ward.

“It wouldn’t do anyone any good
for me not to. Besides, you're in a
position where you might really help
—if you ever make up your mind just
which side of the fence you're on.”

“T thought maybe you were think-
ing just a little bit of me. I'd do any-
thing for you, Satan. Anything; good
or bad, system or no system, law or
no law.”

“You've done enough,” he said. He
was thinking of the trap that nearly
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cost his life, then he thought of the
gun she had shoved into his hands
when he was surrounded in Daggett’s
headquarters. She had saved his life.
He jerked his hand free, and said
brusquely :

“1 won't lie about it. You saved
my life! If you ever meed me, I'll
come.” And with his mouth curving
slightly, “ That'll be on my own time,
of course.” And changing the sub-
ject quickly, “ Only Jerome and Dag-
gett know anything about your activ-
ities. They've got other things to
bother them now. They can’t talk
without involving themselves.”

“That’s right.” The girl nodded.
“They can’t. But Jerome’s involved
already. Despite what Daggett says,
1 know he thinks they’ll convict Jer-
ome. Then Jerome will talk about
Daggett; talk about me, and Daggett
will, t0o.”

“He's threatened you?”

“No.” She shook her head. “ He’s
warned me; nothing more. He says
that we must see that Jerome is not
convicted.”

“Yeah? Just how?”

g ELL—" she tooked around
the room—“1 don’t know if
I'm watched or not, but he
sent me to you. He thinks you—you
like me, Satan.”

“So what?”

“So—" she straightened herself
now—" there will be no more lies be-
tween us. He wanted me to find out
the names and addresses of those wit-
nesses you have hidden away.”

“So he could kill them, eh?”

““No.” She shook her head. “So
he could buy them off; send them out
of the country.”

“That’s what he says!” Satan’s
smile was not pleasant. “ But he’d kill
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them, of course, just as he killed Dun-
can. How did he expect you to influ-
ence me?”

“Well—" she turned up her head
slightly—“ Daggett likes me, Satan.
And he said T was a woman who could
get anything she wanted; from him or
from you.”

“ So you want me to rat-out on the
citizens that pay me. Is that it?”

“No.” She shook her head. “ That’s
not it. Of course, I'd like you to say
that you would. Any woman would
want to feel that a man—a man
thought of her like that. But I—I
wouldn’t let you do it.”

“Then don’t worry. I won’t be do-
ing it. Anything else you came for?”

“Yes. Daggett has let me see that
his protection must be paid for. As
you say, I'm very close to him.” She
set her lips tightly. * Nothing can save
me. I'm going down. I'd like to take
Daggett down with me.”

“You would!” Satan leaned for-
ward. His hand gripped her wrist now,
his words were eager ; quick. He didn’t
see a béautiful woman who was in love
with him. He didn’t feel any thrill
in that hand beneath his. He felt—
thought—just one thing. Here, per-
haps, was the weak link in the chain;
the chain that might snap and leave
Hollis Daggett dangling at the end of
it. He said hoarsely:

“ What do you know? Let me have
it

The girl looked at him a long mo-
ment. Her eyes closed slightly as if
in understanding.

“ There’s nothing for you but your
work, Satan. You haven't room in
your life for anything else. 1 guess
you're just not big enough.”

“Never mind me. What can you
do for the state?”

“T don’t know. Tell me what you
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want me to do; I'll do it.” And quick-
ly she added, ““ Not for the state. For

you.”
Satan ignored the directness of her
attack. He said:

* There’s something you might do.
1'd like to know the names of the sur-
prise witnesses for Jerome.”

“ How do you know there are any ?”

Satan’s shoulders shrugged.

“It’s in the air; in the papers, even.”

“And if you had that knowledge,
how could you use it? You couldn’t
change their testimony, could you?"

“Yes.” Satan was emphat Eeit
think I could. If these men are big
enough to convince a jury and con-
sidered honest by the world, Daggett
must have something on them; some-
thing that will make them lie.”

“And what good would that do
you?"”

“If Daggett can use it to make them
lie, I could use it to make them tell
the truth. Do you know them?”

“No.” She seemed to think. “ But
there are such men; I know that.”

“ And these men must have been
threatened with evidence; written evi-
dence against them; tangible things
that will be returned to them after they
testify. Now—if I could lay my hands
on that evidence, I could—"

“Yes, yes!” she said eagerly. “It
must be that! I heard Daggett talking
to Whitlock. I know he gave him some-
thing to keep, and that Whitlock’s old
clerk is taking care of it. They thought
you'd suspect them, but would never
think of Whitlock’s clerk having it.
So it's safe.”

“Is it?” Satan’s lips set grimly as
he came to his feet. “Don’t worry
about yourself, or threats of jail.
You've given valuable information to
the state, Nina, The D. A. will take
care of you.”
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It was her eyes that flashed now.
She came slowly to her feet.

“TI'm glad to hear,” she said stiffly,
“that the state pays its debts. And
it used to be hard for me to under-
stand why you didn't have any
friends.”

“ Friends,” said Satan, ““are worse
than enemies, Enemies can never shoot
you in the back, because you don’t turn
your back to them. Enemies can never
break a confidence, because you don’t
trust them with any. So you aren’t my
friend any more.”

She looked at him a long time. He
couldn’t read all that was in her eyes
but he saw enough. The same old feel-
ing that, despite all her actions, she was
good and clean and decent, returned.
She nodded as if she read his thoughts.

“No, I'm not your friend,” she said.
“1 haven't been your friend for a long
time. God help me! I've fallen in love
with a machine; a human guillotine!”

Satan half came from the bench
as she swung past the table, but he
dropped back again. For some time he
looked at the paneled back of the bench
across from him. Then he lifted his
cup of coffee, tasted it once, set it
down, and ordered a fresh cup. When
the hot coffee came he drank it very
slowly. He was not thinking of the
girl. He was thinking of the head law
clerk who had been with Aaron Whit-
lock for so many years.

CHAPTER III
Stratagems

ARON WHITLOCK sat straight
and stiff on the edge of his chair.

Hollis Daggett turned and faced

him; stood so, his feet far apart. For
a full ten seconds that large oval face,
with all its tiny features placed in the
center, was expressionless. Then the
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small mouth opened and Daggett
spoke; soft, low, like a woman.

“ Finger-print, bullets from the
killer’s gun, witnesses that no one ever
heard of, will all blow to pieces before
my two surprise witnesses for Eddie
Jerome. Prominent men, both of them.
One is a jurist of outstanding position
and honesty whose life is an open book.
Both these men will go on that stand
and swear that Eddie Jerome was with
them at the time of the shooting.” He
poured a drink, offered it to Whitlock,
threw back his head and laughed
lightly.

“I've got a good memory. My mind
went back and I recalled the one thing
that would make these men take the
stand. I simply gathered the evidence
together, went to see them and laid my
proposition on the line. It wasn’t air
castles that I'd send tumbling from
them, but real castles they’d built and
enjoyed over the years.” He grinned,
snapped his lips. “They saw it my
way, and they’ll go on the stand and
alibi Jerome.”

“ Humph!” Aaron Whitlock looked
at the man. He had to admire him;
that is, admire him for a scoundrel.
It was said along the Avenue that
Hollis Daggett never knew when he
was licked.

“We've got to get Eddie Jerome
free. Hollis Daggett always sticks to
his friends.”

“Friend! From what you said about
Jerome when he first threatened to
squeal, I'd hardly think—"

Daggett cut in, and his voice was
even softer than usual.

“ Friend, yes. The boys will under-
stand that, after all the money I spent
to free Jerome, it will be only fitting
that—when he is free—I give him a
good funeral. One must take care of
his friends—alive and dead.”
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Aaron Whitlock looked into that re-
pulsive yet placid, undisturbed face and
shuddered slightly. There was nothing
of anger or hatred or even passion in
Daggett’s face, yet he shuddered. Dag-
gett was simply a cold, cruel, calculat-
ing man. Simple trickery, perjury, or
even murder were just equal parts of
a plan with him. Whitlock said, and
his words popped out like individual
sentences rather than one single
thought:

“You're getting Jerome out to—"

“Yes,” Hollis Daggett said very
gently, “ I'm getting him out to have
him killed.”

He stopped and turned to the ring-
ing phone. A moment later he said to
Aaron Whitlock:

“It’s for you; your head clerk.”

It was five minutes before Aaron
Whitlock put the phone down. Then
his face was white, and although the
room was cool he wiped the sweat
from his forehead with a huge silk
handkerchief.

“That evidence against our prom-
inent alibi-witnesses has been stolen,”
he said finally. “We can’t use it to
force them to lie now, but someone can
use it to force them to tell the truth
if we call them as witnesses.”

“ Taken—stolen!” Daggett seemed
surprised more than shocked, and not
quite aware of the full significance of
the blow. “Why—it couldn’t have
been! You said this clerk had a hiding
place that ripping the house apart
wouldn’t discover. Then how was it
found ?”

“My clerk,” said Aaron Whitlock
slowly, “told the thief where the two
envelopes wereé hidden. Oh, don’t rave,
Daggett! It’s done now. He told him
because he had to tell him; he told him
because the man was—Satan Hall.”

“Easy does it, Aaron,” Daggett

1—16
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said after a bit. “ Just what does that
mean ?”’

“It means,” said Aaron Whitlock,
“that a woman has made a fool of
you. Nina was in this room when you
said the old clerk had the evidence.
She told Satan and he guessed the
truth,”

“I'm not interested in your views
on the girl; my feeling toward her,”
Daggett said. “1 want to know how
does this affect Jerome’s case?”

Aaron Whitlock looked directly at
him.

“ It means that it blows our case up,
if we ever had a case. I wouldn’t dare
put our witnesses on the stand with
that evidence against them in the hands
of the prosecution to show why they
are committing perjury. Besides, they
wouldn’t take the stand after Satan
spoke to them. So—we simply won’t
use them.”

“ Then—what ?”

“Y T'S an open and shut case. Jer-
I ome will talk immediately after
the jury convicts him—just as
soon as he reaches his cell and can send
for Satan. You've spent enough money
on him to let me know how you feel
about his talking.” Whitlock’s hands
came far apart. “I'm your lawyer,
Hollis. The case goes on Wednesday.
My advice is—to get what money you
can together and skip the country.”

“Leave all this behind me? Money,
power?” Hollis Daggett said, half to
himself.

“Well—” Whitlock looked at his
watch—* you know best what Jerome
can say. As for me, I get sick Wednes-
day, and one of my partners will take
over the case.”

“1 see.” Daggett stepped between
Whitlock and the door. * And how do
you think Jerome will like that?”
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“1 won’t be interested in Jerome’s
feeling toward me. He knows nothing
about me. It's you who has to get
from under.”

“ And I'll burn, eh? And you don’t
like to represent; even associate with
lads who burn. Listen, Aaron! Burn-
ing won’t be pleasant for me, either;
and TI'll talk, too.” He raised a finger,

HOLLIS DAGGETT

pounded it against Whitlock’s chest.
“ Jerome knows nothing about you,
but I do. Think; just think! We'll
travel the last mile together!”

There was no doubt that Aaron
Whitlock was thinking and that his
thoughts were not pleasant. The cane
fell from his hand, the briefcase also.
He sank rather than dropped into the
low, soft chair. His face was deadly
white; he had hard work getting his
words out.

“ You—you'd do that to me; your
friend over the years?”

“ Just like that.” Daggett snapped
his fingers. “If you miss a day, an
hour, a minute even in that court room
—T’ll put the finger on you.”

“But my dear fellow; my dear
boy!” Aaron Whitlock’s words were
as false as the painted smile on his
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face. “If you left, I'd be here in the
country to protect you; fight for you;
use every bit of influence that I—"

Hollis Daggett interrupted, and his
words were sharp.

“1 have faced crises before and I'll
face this one. I never took a run-out
powder, yet. There! don’t argue!
We'll beat the chair yet.” And after
a long pause, “ Beat it together.”

“But he’s sure of conviction, and
he’s sure to talk.”

Daggett nodded; his little mouth was
set tightly.

“ Sure of conviction—yes.
won't talk. I'll arrange that.”
“ But appeals won’t interest him.”

“Tut, tut. There’ll be no appeal.
He'll be free.”

“ You mean—he'll escape!”

Hollis Daggett’s little mouth
opened ; shoe button eyes sparkled. It
was as if he enjoyed a joke.

“Yes,” he said, “that’s it. Eddie
Jerome will escape.” He bent his huge
body and picked up the lawyer’s cane
and briefcase. “ We understand each
other, Aaron. A fine fight, a fine ap-
pearance in court, not a word to Jer-
ome about his escape. Tell him an ac-
quittal is sure, that the jury is fixed;
anything to keep him pepped up until
the trial is over. You'll stick, of
course, Aaron,”

“Yes, yes.
you say.”

The little lawyer walked uncertainly
toward the door.

“ And, Aaron, I'll want to see Jacob
—Jacob Paul,” said Daggett.

“The man who—who killed the
broker, Duncan?”

“That's right. The man who killed

But he

Certainly! Whatever

Duncan. Get in touch with him in the
regular way. He'll do anything for
money. And, Aaron—that place of

yours in the suburbs! You told me of
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it once. The place that even your serv-
ants don’t know about.”

“ Why—good God! Hollis, it's not
that damned girl again! You're not—"

“The keys to that place!” Hollis
said. There was a sharpness in his
voice. “And it is that damned girl.
She’ll be out of the way.”

“T see, I see.”” Aaron stroked his
chin, hesitated, started to say the keys
were at home, thought better of it,
and taking out a leather folder, re-
moved a couple of keys from it and
gave them to Daggett. “ She’s not—
she’s not going to die, is she?”

Daggett smiled, looked toward the
ceiling. The apartment of Nina Rad-
cliff was on the floor above.

“ She’s not going to die if she wants
to live,” he said. There was no sharp-
ness in Daggett’s voice now; and when
Aaron Whitlock would have spoken,
he added : “ No—no more now.”

He closed the door after the lawyer,
locked it carefully, then looked again
at the ceiling, to a door behind long
curtains. He would tell her to come
down those little private stairs. But he
didn’t. He juggled the keys in his hand
a moment, shoved them into his pocket,
and walking to that door, pulled it open
and went slowly up the narrow stairs.

CHAPTER IV
Satan’s Mark

OLLIS DAGGETT'S feet made
no sound as he reached the door
above, clutched the knob, turned

it, frowned; then knocked lightly.
There was a moment’s wait; quick
feet crossing the floor inside; quick
feet that went back and forth, back and
forth. Daggett nodded. He thought
he knew what that pacing meant. Very
carefully he took a key from his vest
pocket, silently placed it in the lock and
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turned it sharply, with a dull click.
Then he pushed the door quickly open
and stepped into the room.

Nina Radcliff turned from the door
to the hall, pushed the door closed and
faced him. Yes, faced him. Her
hands, behind her back, clasped the
thick curtains that gave on the small
entrance hall. The thing ‘she thought
she had seen occasionally; the flash of
something that made her know fear,
was there in his beady eyes. Then it
wasn’t there; as if it had never been
there. She said now, pulling her coat
tightly about her :

“I—I didn’t hear you knock. It’s
very late; I was about to retire.”
Daggett smiled, nodded, walked

across the room close to the curtains,
stretched a hand toward her wrist. He
took in the little hat; the smart tailored
coat; the tan gloves. She moved quick-
ly from his grasp, as if she didn’t pur-
posely avoid it.

“ Retire!” Daggett said. He put his
back to the curtains and the door be-
yond that led to the elevators—and
freedom. “ Not with your hat and
coat, I'm sure.”

“T just came in,” she said awkward-
ly, as she walked toward the window.

“T've been talking to Aaron Whit-
lock,” Daggett said slowly. “ You were
with us the other night; in the next
room. I spoke to him about some pa-
pers; where he was to put them.”

There was nothing in the man’s
voice to alarm the girl; nothing now in
those little, beady eyes. Yet she was
alarmed. But she didn’t drop her eyes
from his; she couldn’t. She just pulled
her coat about her. The room was hot,
even close; yet she pulled her coat
tighter.

“Do you remember what I said;
where I told him to put them?” Dag-

gétt moved toward her, “They were’
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important papers in the Jerome case.”

“1 don’t know.” ‘Her voice was no
more than a whisper, a husky gasp in
her throat. “I was in the next room;
I didn’t hear anything about papers.”

“No, no.” Daggett was very close
to her now, standing almost above her;
just the flat table between them—not
even the whole table, simply the edge
of it as she moved; slid along it. “ Aar-
on told me something else. Jerome
blames you for his trouble. He’s going
to talk now. I've got to take you away
—tonight.” Daggett moved quickly to
the closet, tossed wider the partly open
door, raised a fat hand, pointed one of
those long, peculiar fingers at the
closet.” “There’s your bag, packed;
ready to leave. You expected me to
take you, then?”

“I—I—" she stammered. Then:
“Yes, 1 was going to leave. 1 was
afraid of something like that—since
you warned me, you know.”

“That's right. And I promised you
protection. I'm going to keep that
promise. I'm taking you where no one
can find you.” He moved toward her
again. “ You're going with me—now.”

She couldn’t move; couldn’t dash by
him and get to the hall door she had
left open. She was backed into the
alcove by the window. He was very
close to her; his huge head was bend-
ing over her. FEach tiny feature
seemed more pronounced. The beady
eyes, the little flat nose, the small, puffy
mouth—all in the center of that large,
flabby face.

Nina Radcliff spoke, though she did
not recognize the voice as hers.

“I'm going back to my father. He
wants me now.”

“You won’t be safe there,” Daggett
said. ““ Don’t you understand? It's Jer-
ome. You telephoned Satan. A girl
was killed: Your call was a trap. You
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helped lay it, spring it. They may hold
you for murder. You're going to hide
away while I try to keep Jerome from
talking. Murder! Nina, and—"

“No, no!” She raised her hand
across her mouth. “ They can’t; they
won't. Satan said they couldn’t—that
the district attorney will help me be—
be—"

She stopped dead; her eyes were
wide, staring.

“Go on.” Daggett spoke very low.
“The D. A. will help you because you
gave valuable information to the state.
You told Satan where that evidence
was. I helped you, I saved you. You
two-timed me.” His hands stretched
out, rested on her shoulders. “ Do you
know what happens to women who
two-time Hollis Daggett ?”

“Yes, yes!” she cried out. “I did.
I did! I've been a fool. I learned the
truth. My friend, Mercy Oakes! You
—you had her killed, and that other
poor unfortunate girl, too. And now
the innocent man; the witness—Dun-
can, the broker.” Her voice was shrill.
“Yes, I know, and I don’t care. I'm
rotten clean through. You're going to
kill me; going to kill me as you killed
those others. I knew it tonight; knew
it when I—I—"

Great hands closed upon her shoul-
ders, pulled her toward him.

£ OU'RE not going to die,” Dag-

gett told her. “ Yes, I know.

You told Satan, and you put
the gun in his hand downstairs that
night in my headquarters. But you're
beautiful, Nina; very beautiful. May-
be not to other men, who can’t see
through my eyes!” He ran his hands
through her hair, pushed back her head
so that she was forced to look into his
repulsive face. “It’s not your fault.
1 was a fool to trust you. All women
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are false. You're not going to die for
me. You're going to live for me.”

“ Where are you taking me?”

“A place in the suburbs for the
present. A little place of Aaron Whit-
lock’s. Just the two of us.” Uncon-
sciously Daggett straightened slightly.
“TIl be running this great city some
day. You'll be safe when Jerome's
case is straightened out. No one would
dare touch Hollis Daggett’s woman.
Come!”

He held her in his arms for a brief
instant. She fought, she scratched at
his face, feet pounded against his legs.
She wasn’t afraid any more ; she wasn't
hysterical, though her voice was shrill
and her words sharp, staccato sounds.

“Your woman! Are you mad?”’
She shuddered. “It’s like something
filthy crawling over me.” She beat at
his chest now as his great hands came
out again and rested on her shoulders.
“And it wasn’t the law I did it for.
It was for Satan Hall. I did it for
him; everything for him. And now
they’ll burn you, too. Satan said so.
Satan said so! Don’t you understand ?
I love him. I love him! I—"

Nina Radcliff never finished her sud-
den outburst. Daggett gave ground a
little. His huge right hand moved out
and in again. It was a sharp, snapping
blow delivered from the elbow. The
back of Daggett's hand caught the girl
across the mouth, knocking her off bal-
ance, sending her back and onto the
window seat.

Daggett didn’t move. He stood there
looking at her; the tiny drop of blood
forming on her lower lip; the hand she
dazedly ran across her bleeding mouth.

“You might remember, too,” Dag-
gett said slowly and without anger; at
least, visible anger, “ that Hollis Dag-
gett beats his women when he doesn’t
fancy how they act. Remember that!
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1 give everything, and demand every-
thing in return. It is quiet in the coun-
try. I used to keep a dog and a whip
—a dog whip. Come!” He leaned for-
ward, jerked her to her feet.

“I won’t! I won't!” She cried out
now. - ““ Satan will know;- Satan will
find out, and he’ll kill you!”

“ Will he?” Daggett said very quiet-
ly. “ And not so loud, my dear, unless
you wish to be carried from the build-
ing.” His hand gripped her shoulder
again, She would have been surprised
at his great strength if she had even
thought of it. The long fingers hurt,
and she felt the blood drain from her
face.

The girl knew fear now. Her eyes
darted frantically about the room; to
the little door by which Daggett had
entered. Her mind pieced together
things she had heard—that Daggett
owned the hotel.

And her glance went to the hall
door ; that is, to the curtains before it.
Went to it and stayed riveted there
just as Daggett swung around and
faced those curtains also; faced them
and faced the figure that stood square-
ly between them.

“ Satan! Satan!” The girl cried out
again. This time there was nothing of
fear or even hope in her voice. There
was an assurance; a certainty, and a
sob, too, as her words choked off.

Satan Hall didn’t speak; he just
stood there between the curtains. His
face was hard and cold, each feature
immobile, evil. Green eyes were slant-
ing and steady; hard, cold and cruel
—the red mouth a single long gash
below that tapering, satanic face.

It was Hollis Daggett who spoke
first. Despite his reputation for never
losing his head, he said now, without
much sense:

“ Satan, what are you doing here?”
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Satan took one step forward. “I
knew you'd know about the evidence
and I knew you'd guess the truth. And
I found the door unlocked,” he said.

Hollis Daggett’s tongue licked at his
lips. He said:

“How long have you been by the
curtains ?”

Satan’s lips curved slightly; at least,
at the ends the single gash became, for
a moment, two lines of red as he spoke.

“Long enough to see you strike the
girl.” And after a pause, in which
Hollis Daggett’s glance dropped from
Satan’s face to his hands—his empty
hands. “ And long enough for this.”
Satan moved slowly forward.

For -this. For this! The words
echoed over and over in Daggett’s
brain. Not because he didn’t know
the meaning of those words; he did
know it—knew it well; far too well.
It meant the mark of Satan; the slap-
ping down of lawlessness; the physical
violence that—that was reserved for
common hoods; not for men like Dag-
gett, not fortbig-shots like Daggett,
not—

“God! Satan, you can’t!  Not me!
Not me!” Daggett cried out the words
as Satan moved closer to him.

“Yes, you!” said Satan. “ Just like
any common hood. You can use your
friends afterwards; your power after-
wards, if you want it known along the
Avenue.”

UICK, chaotic thought flashed
Q through Daggett’s mind; jum-
bled truths that piled one upon
the other. Satan’s hands were empty,
and before his rise to power Hollis Dag-
gett had been a fast man with a gun;
few faster. He had had practice since,
too; practiced day after day in the
shooting gallery in the basement.
Other thoughts, too. The public
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knowledge that Satan often slapped
men down he hated; murderers,
thieves, common gunmen that the law
could not put the finger on. If he
should kill Satan now; if he simply
jerked the gun out from beneath his
left armpit and fired, it would be self-
defense. He’d have a witness, too. The
girl wouldn’t dare turn against him
once Satan was dead.

Daggett, the great Daggett, the
feared and powerful Daggett, reasoned
as others had reasoned. Satan’s hands
were empty; Satan would reach for a
gun; reach for it too late, and—and—

Daggett waited. His little eyes
brightened; his lips puckered slightly.
Satan was very close to him; very close
indeed. He could see—yes, feel—those
green, malignant eyes boring—bor-
ing—

Daggett smiled; smiled as Satan
stood directly before him and slowly
raised his open left hand. Daggett’s
right hand moved up and across; be-
neath his jacket, close to the gun. And
Satan spoke :

“Here's your chance, Daggett, if
you've got the stomach for it. Just a
single draw and a single shot.”

Satan’s left hand moved quickly. A:
huge palm smacked against Daggett’s
cheek. It was a short blow; a quick
slap. Yet Daggett rocked sideways.
He pushed his hand further beneath his
armpit, then saw the thing in Satan’s
eyes; saw it as others must have seen
it; those who had been slapped down
by Satan. Fast-shooting men, quick-
drawing killers who had stood still and
taken it,

It wasn't terror, exactly; it wasn’t
fear. Or at least Hollis Daggett didn’t
recognize or admit it as such. It was
something else that made him stand
there; made his fingers hesitate, just
touching his gun. He knew the truth!
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Satan wanted him to draw a gun,
wanted him to—because Satan wanted
to kill him; wanted him to be found
dead with a gun in his hand.

Daggett was rocked back again by
Satan’s right hand. It came—and
Daggett stood there like any common
thug and took it; took it with his fin-
gers already touching the cold steel of
his own gun; took it until Satan’s right
hand turned into a fist, shot upward
with terrific force, and collided with
his jaw.

Daggett’s eyes rolled slightly, took
on a dull, stupid stare. Mechanically
he reached out a hand toward the desk;
the desk that wasn't there. And Dag-
gett, the great and powerful Daggett,
simply folded up and sank slowly to
the floor.

The girl rushed to Satan, threw her
arms about his neck, burst into sobs.

“He'll kill you for that. He'll kill
you for that!” she cried. Satan held
her off. “I never saw Daggett like
that before,” she said. “ Indecisive,
uncertain, not knowing exactly what
to do.”

Satan’s lips twisted slightly, but his
green eyes remained the same; hard,
cold and cruel. He said:

“He knew exactly what to do, and
did the only thing that would have
saved his life.”

“ But, Satan”—this as they reached
the door, the girl with the bag in her
hand, Satan making no effort to relieve
her of it—"you never could have
reached a gun and shot him before he
—he-shot you.”

Satan held open the door, looked up
and down the deserted hall.

“ But he never could have killed me
before I got in one shot,” he said.
“The breaks were his, Nina; but not
the sort of breaks Hollis Daggett
wants. When he shoots it out, he
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wants to be sure only one man dies;
and that one man is not Hollis Dag-
gett.”

* But you—you offered your life for
me. tonight!”

She swayed very close to him, her
head touching his shoulder. Satan
looked down at her.

“The sooner you get such ideas out
of your head, Nina, the better,” he
said. “1 came because the information
you gave me put you in this spot. I
could have stuck a gun in his chest or
beaten him unconscious with a single
blow. But it struck my fancy to do it
that way.”

“‘Then, why?- I don’t understand.
He’s a big man, he has powerful po-
litical influence. He’ll—he’ll—"

“He’ll do nothing,” Satan told her
flatly. “That’s why I slapped him
down, It isn’t a story he’ll want to
go the rounds. There is nothing that
will “ get’ any man quicker than ridi-
cule. I won’t talk and make trouble
for myself, and bring you into it. He
won’t talk because it’s not a pretty
story nor a flattering one. Besides, he
has trouble enough now without
bothering over that.”

The girl stopped, laid down the bag,
“1 can’t; can’t carry it another step,”
she said.

“ You'll have to leave it behind, then.
I want both hands free; both hands,
understand.”

“Oh!”  She lifted the bag again,
staggered along at his side, squeezed
into the automatic lift at the end of
the corridor ahead of him. “We're
going out the front way?”

“Yes,” said Satan, “ the front way.
After all, it's a public hotel, no matter
if Daggett owns it or not.” And as
they reached the lobby, he added:

“'They may have ways of keeping
guests here who try to leave, but I
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don’t think they’ll interfere with one
willing to blast his way to the street.”

HE house detective spotted Satan.
Finding that he could not draw
him aside, he whispered:

“Don’t want to see you get in any
trouble here again, Satan.” His sly
wink was quite evidently meant to con-
vey a friendly warning, “ That’s Dag-
gett's girl-friend youiave with you.”

“That’s  what you think,” Satan
nodded. “ And what Daggett thought
up until a few minutes ago.”

“Where’s Daggett now?” The
house detective laid a hand on Satan’s
arm, but lifted it almost immediately
when those green eyes turned.

“ He's lying down for a bit.” Satan
wasn't often given to humor, and the
house dick couldn’t tell from his gran-
ite-like face if he was wise-cracking
then. “Good night!” Satan finished
abruptly, and he passed out the door
with the girl.

In the cab the girl said, “ Where are
you taking me?” 3

“Home!” Satan answered abruptly.
But he was relieved when she offered
no objection, and partly to forestall
one, said:

“ Where was Daggett taking you?”

“I don’t know.” She tried to look
at him in the flashing lights. “ Some
place out of town. I think he said the
place belonged to Aaron Whitlock.”

Satan’s hand moved forward on his
chest.

“ You may be sure, if it was Aaron
Whitlock’s, no one would find you
there. But that doesn’t matter now.
You're to stay at home, Nina. You're
to believe for a time that I know more
about crime and the doings of crim-
inals than you do. I don’t think Dag-
gett will bother you; he will be think-
ing too much of his own hide. He has
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never let any woman interfere with
his rise, and he won't let one be his

“No.” The girl’s voice was very
low. “He wanted me; would have
taken me away despite all the things
I've done against him. Satan”—a hand
stretched out, rested almost timidly on
his arm—* Satan,” she said again,
“T've done a lot of things to hurt you,
and—and—" *

“ Forget it!” he said gruffly. “ You
did more for me; for the state, to-
night, than any wrong you unknowing-
ly did before. That evidence! It
clinches Jerome’s conviction beyond a
possible doubt.”

“Yes. But how did you find it?”

“The old clerk told me where it
was.”

“He did!” She was surprised. In
the past few weeks she had wondered
at the closeness of Daggett’s organi-
zation. “ How? Why?”

“I beat it out of him,” Satan said,
simply. And then, almost in the same
breath, “ Here’s your father’s house.”

CHAPTER V
In the Hall of Justice

T HE court room was crowded, but
not unusually so. The morbidly
curious seek all murder trials. But

the trial of Eddie Jerome, which had
just ended and was now in the hands
of the jury, was not a particularly
juicy morsel for the avid thrill-seeker.

Jerome was a common killer, who
had shot at a detective, missed him, and
killed a young girl. But the young girl
was not well known, and Jerome was
rated by the public as an ordinary mur-
derer. Only the reporters sensed the
importance of the trial; the sensation
that might follow immediately upon
the conviction of Jerome, and even they
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were uncertain of that importance. A
whisper here and there; a whisper that
Eddie Jerome, found guilty of murder
in the first degree, would shout in-
formation that would blow the roof
clean off the City Hall.

That he would be convicted - there
was no doubt. The underworld grape-
vine, which had sent out the informa-
tion that Eddie would have an alibi
that would free him, had proved a
myth. The consensus of opinion was
that although Aaron Whitlock had
made a beautiful speech to the jury, he
had in fact thrown his client to the
wolves—the wolves in this case being
the men who adjust the cap and slit
the trouser leg and see that the wires
leading to the chair are in perfect con-
dition for the final burn-up.

Eddie Jerome had seen his defense
crumble ; witnesses fearlessly point him
out in court, finger-print experts swear
to the smears in the dried blood upon
the machine gun, ballistic authorities:
point out the curious marks and inden-
tations on a great enlarged plate as
they swore under oath that the bullet-
in the girl's stomach had come from
the same machine gun that bore Eddie
Jerome's finger-prints.

It was a cinch that Eddie Jerome, as
well as the others, knew that his en-
tire case had collapsed. He must have
known that there could be only one
verdict. He stared long and steadily
at his defense counsel, Aaron Whitlock,
and there was haste as well as fear in
his eyes.

Outside that court room, circling
the square hall, was a balcony. Satan
Hall and the commissioner of police
draped themselves against the marble
balustrade of that balcony. Below and
directly before them swing doors with
small round glass windows gave en-
trance to the court room. To-the right
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and plainly in view from the halcony,
the great wide staircase led down to
the main floor.

“You were: right, Satan,” the com-
missioner said. “ Daggett’s here. De-
tective Mallory is following your in-
structions; he’s had his orders. But
why that boy? He's young—new.”

“I wanted him because he’s young;
little known and hardly out of harness.
Daggett won't recognize him. I want
him to watch Daggett's every move
here today. Don’t ask me why; I
don’t know why. But then, I don’t
know why Daggett’s here, either.”

“It doesn’t matter, does it?” the
commissioner said abstractly. “The
jury have already reached their verdict.
It will be  Guilty,’ of course. But we’ll
hear soon now. You see, I was right
and you were wrong. You don’t have
to shoot men to death to get justice.
Jerome will talk—talk Hollis Daggett
right into the electric chair. But it's
queer, Satan. Daggett here at the
court . . . I saw him on the stairs only
a few minutes ago.” The commissioner
paused, dug Satan in the ribs with his
elbow, jerked his head down the nar-
row " balcony with its rows of doors.
“ There’s Daggett now, and your de-
tective, Vincent Mallory, not far be-
hind him. Now, why did Daggett
come up here?”

Satan didn’t have time to answer
that question if he wished to. Daggett
wasalready upon them. He paused,
nodded at Satan, tapped the commis-
sioner on the shoulder, said:

+“Is this trial so important, Com-
missioner, that you come down?”

The commissioner turned his head
slowly, looked straight at Daggett.

+“Yes, I believe it’s that important.”
And after a moment’s hesitation,
“ Jerome is going to talk if he’s con-
victed; going to name the man who
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hired him for the job, and for other
jobs—murder jobs. Jerome worked
for you once. It was rumored; more
than rumored, Daggett, that you were
paying for his trial.”

“Oh! not that; not exactly that,”
Daggett said easily. “ But he did work
for me. Rough and ready, but a good
honest boy; at least I thought so.”

Satan remained silent. Though he
didn’t miss a word, he was wondering
why Daggett was there. Was it to see
Jerome from that balcony; give him
assurance, a new confidence? But that
was ridiculous. Satan had been in that
court-room. He had seen the hate in
Jerome's eyes. And he knew that
Jerome was ripe; ripe for the big
squawk just as soon as the verdict—
the assured death verdict—came in.

The commissioner was saying:

“So you think Jerome innocent, eh,
Daggett?”

Daggett shook. his head.

“No,” he said, “I don’t. It's one
thing to help those who work for you;
serve you. But Jerome lied to me. I
believed in him; believed the police
wanted to—well, in plain words, frame
him. I did you an injustice, Commis-
sioner. I discovered Jerome's lies;
T've washed my hands of him. I've had
a hard blow. T wouldn't raise a finger
to save Jerome. They'll bring him out
this way, I supp’o‘%c; not through the
judge’s chambers again.”

OTH Satan and the commissioner
B stared at Daggett. Not that they
believed him, but they didn't
understand; didn’t understand at all.
Within the next hour both men ex-
pected to hold Hollis Daggett for mur-
der.
“ They’ll bring him out this way, all
right”” = The commissioner’s head
bobbed up and down. “ You'll get a
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last look at him, and he at you. The

judge barred the photographers from.

the court: room, but they’ll get their
pictures right after the verdict.” He
waved his hand in -acknowledgment of
a court attendant’s gesture. ‘“ They’re
sending for the judge now. I'll be go-
ing along down. Coming, Satan?”

“Not just yet,” Satan said. He had
decided to remain close to Hollis Dag-
gett. But he couldn’t do that. For,
as the commissioner rounded the rear
of the balcony toward the stairs, Dag-
gett turned quickly and entered one of
the doors behind him. It was the office
of a city official; it was marked
Private.

Daggett had never mentioned being
slapped down a few days before. He
treated Satan as he had always treated
him; but then, Daggett seldom showed
his hate or his fear of men. That hate
or fear was seldom realized by the man
who had earned it; it was only recog-
nized by his friends and relatives after
he was dead.

Yes, Daggett was a big man; an in-
fluential man; a powerful man, and
would be for another hour—maybe
less. Then they might have to widen
the chair up at Sing Sing to fit his
huge bulk. But the state could afford
that expense.

Still, why was Daggelt there? It
took nerve, perhaps.® Daggett had that,
Satan admitted grudgingly. It took act-
ing. Well, Daggett was a showman;
there was no doubt of that. But one
thing Daggett wasn’t. He wasn’t a
fool, and only a fool would come there
knowing what the verdict would be—
must be.

The girl broke in upon Satan’s
thoughts. He was first conscious of
trim gray-clad legs; the soft tread of
feet.
him. Nina Radcliff!

He looked up just as she reached
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“Why did .you come here?” Satan
snapped.

There was nothmg of pleasure in his
greeting. He told himself that he
wasn’t glad to see her and was sur-
prised when he discovered that he was.
She seemed different now; more like
the child he had first thought her. She
didn’t pout, nor talk that nonsense
about being in love with him. . She said

simply :

“I'm getting used to being a pest to
you. 1 don’t mind any more. I've
come for advice and protection. I got

a telephone call to come down here to
the court house today, or else—"

“Or else—what?”

“Or else Jerome would drag.me into
the thing. It was Hollis Daggett who
telephoned me, of course.”

“You are going to see him?”

“I don’t know.” She jerked up her
head. “I think I would like to see
him. I would like to see how he took
that slapping down. He can’t harm me
here in this crowded building.”

“ No, maybe not. What then?”

“ Well—what am I to do?”

“Go home, as I told you. FEven a
man condemned to die can be granted
certain privileges. Things can be made
easier for him. ~Perhaps Jerome won’t
care to bring you into it at all. It's
only Daggett he’ll want to bring down,
or bring up with him.”

“Youwd do that for me, Satan!
Why?”

“The state,” Satan said, *takes
care of those who aid it. Stay home.”
And suddenly he added:

“Listen! There’s the verdict now.”

Satan’s low voice sounded strangely
loud in the sudden silence. It was as
if a hand had suddenly come down and
covered the mouth of everyone present
on that floor below, in the court room
beyond, even on the little balcony.
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Clearly through the open doors to
that court room could be heard the rap
of the judge’s gavel on wood; clearly,
too, the tread of men’s feet; the feet of
the twelve men who had decided the
fate of Eddie Jerome. Feet of death,
to him. Feet that scraped and pounded
or trod lightly on rubber soles across
that floor. Then silence.

“Gentlemen of the Jury,
you—""

A break in that voice for a few sec-
onds, as a camera man below climbed
noisily upon a high window sill that
others had forsaken to be near the
door. Voices hissed, “ Sh—s" in an
angry murmur. It was the moment all
had waited for.

Then the cough of the foreman of
the jury; followed by a nervous clear-
ing of his throat. And when the peo-
ple thought the man had lost his voice,
suddenly it boomed forth.

“ Guilty I”

There was more speech, but no one
heard it. At least, no one in that great
crowd now close to the door. A hum,
a buzz, a rumbling roar went up. The
people had heard what they came to
hear. The death sentence.

Satan looked up. Nina was gone.
He saw her once in the large hall below
the balcony. Not in the crowd, but be-
hind the crowd as she sought the stairs
that led to the main floor and so to the
street.

have

ATAN, too, had heard twelve men
S pronounce a death that he could
have pronounced—yes, delivered

in self-defense—several months before.
But he was glad. Not glad that he had

heard Eddie Jerome condemned to die,

for that wasn’t what he had heard. No.
To Satan Hall, who waited so many
months, it was the doom of Hollis Dag-
gett that he heard.
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The death of the city’s greatest
menace; the man who, directly and in-
directly, was making a cesspool of cor-
ruption and crime out of the world’s
greatest city. Perhaps not the end of
the alliance between politics and crime,
but certainly the beginning of that end.
Satan nodded. The girl had disap-
peared without once looking back; lost
in the crowd.

Uniformed men were coming from
the court room now; pushing, thrust-
ing the crowd back. Ordinary citizens
gave way. Cameras were held waist
high, cameras were held above heads;
one or two, set firmly on tripods, were
pushed across the stone floor.

Satan turned slightly. Hollis Dag-
gett was on the balcony, just to the
right and behind him. He was stand-
ing in a doorway talking in a loud voice
to an assistant D. A,

But Satan was not listening ; he was
watching below. More cops now; a
few plainclothes men. And then came
Eddie Jerome, his right hand manacled
to a burly policeman’s left wrist.
Satan’s eyes widened. Eddie Jerome
had not broken under the verdict;
Eddie was not a cringing, frightened
man. He was bitter, defiant vengeful.

Satan nodded in satisfaction. Eddic
Jerome was a man who would talk;
be willing, anxious, even eager to talk.
He was ripe now to say things he might
regret later; he was ripe now to dis-
close everything black in his life—no
matter how black, if it would drag
Daggett down with him. No third de-
gree for this statement; just an extra
fast stenographer to take it down as it
spouted in hatred and vicious passion
from Jerome's lips.

Cameras clicked, an occasional bulh
flashed, men called out. They were
crowding close to Jerome now. Held
by two officers, the murderer turned
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sullen, twisted his lips slightly, half
bent his head.

Crowds mulled around the photog-
raphers, close to the stairs where
Jerome must pass. Satan still leaned
upon the balcony rail and stared down
at the scene below ; the face of Jerome,
the eager camera men getting closer
and closer, and—

T happened, just like that. One,
I two, three sharp reports. A stunned
silence as human brains refused for
a moment to realize that sudden and
violent death that had been inflicted
right in the huge hall of that court
house; right before the eyes of dozens
of policemen and detectives. Eddie
Jerome’s head rolled sideways. He
tried vainly to raise a cuffed hand to a
white shirt; a white shirt that was turn-
ing red. His knees gave, his mouth
hung open, he half fell, half hung from
the wrist of the officer beside him.

Plenty of excitement after that. But
Satan knew what had happened. He
didn’t actually see the man shoot
Jerome, but he knew who did it; knew
it as he saw the tiny wisps of smoke
suddenly rise from a square, old-
fashioned, box-like camera; saw the
side of the man’s face; saw the camera
crash to the floor and the man turn—
and look straight up at the balcony;
straight up at Satan Hall.

Satan’s gun was out the moment the
first shot echoed; out even before
Jerome had caved at the knees. Satan
could have killed the man; at least for
a split second he could have put a bul-
let directly into the killer’s skull. But
he didn’t. The whole thing had been a
terrible blow to him; a blow that he
realized with the sudden sinking of
Jerome’s body.

Hollis Daggett had been directly
behind Satan, in that doorway. Hollis
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Daggett had been talking to an assist-
ant D. A. Hollis Daggett had an alibi
that was perfect. And Hollis Daggett
had come to the court, gone on record
as glad that Jerome was convicted,
had—

Satan’s chance was gone to get the
man who killed Jerome. Gone just as
the young D. A. cried out something
unintelligible except for the one word,
“ Murder !” Then went clattering along
the balcony toward the stairs. Yes,
Satan’s chance was gone. Not gone
because he had lost his head in a sud-
den emergency; not gone because he
was afraid of hitting some innocent
person with a stray bullet. There would
have been no stray bullet. Just the
single shot from Satan’s gun and.a hole
almost directly in the base of the kill-
er’s skull; a hole that would have killed
him instantly—and set Daggett free.
For Satan hoped that this man, if cap-
tured alive, might take the place of
Eddie Jerome, and talk. And it would
be difficult for the man to escape with
s0 many cops around him.

Yet he might escape. It was that
crowd, the confusion that were going
to help. Let the killer escape. What a
blow for the police department; what a
ragging from the news-sheets! Satin
saw the killer again. Saw him on the
stairs; passing down them between the
rows of frightened people. He saw
the man raise his gun; saw him first as
he fired and shot to death a uniformed
policeman who was awkwardly trying
to loosen and draw his own gun.

Satan’s eyes narrowed, Satan’s lips
set, Satan’s finger half closed upon the
trigger. He was about to shoot to kill
then; kill the man who had shot down
the cop; shot him to death as the
valiant officer tried desperately to block
his escape. Satan’s finger didn’t close;
he lowered his gun slightly. g



READY TO BURN

There was a chance the man might
talk. Satan was above the killer ; could
see him plainly, where the other detec-
tives on the floor below the balcony,
fighting desperately with the cursing
men, the hysterical and fainting
women, could not tell just which wildly
dashing figure was the murderer. Yes,
Satan lowered his gun; waited for a
chance to topple the man over with a
bullet in his hip. He couldn’t miss. He
hit what he shot at—always.

Something round and hard pounded
into Satan’s back, up between his shoul-
der blades. A voice spoke; low and
soft, like a woman’s. It said:

“I'm holding it under my coat,
Satan. Press that trigger and you take
lead right through the spine.”

Satan’s finger loosened. The voice
was familiar, but he wasn’t sure, not
absolutely certain. He thought that it
was Hollis Daggett. If he couldn’t
actually swear to the voice, he could
swear to the menace in it; the certainty
of death in it. He'd be a fool to die
like that, and set Daggett free. For he
knew that Daggett—if the man behind
him were Daggett—knew that their
shots would ring out together; that
people would only know that Satan had
fired and not realize that he had been
shot — killed, until the medical
examiner pulled the bullet out of his
spine. Yes, he’d be a fool to shoot.
Daggett wouldn’t dare to, if Satan
didn’t fire and cover his shot.

Satan straightened as the gun bore
deeper into his back. In that split sec-
ond of indecision, or perhaps decision,
the picture had changed below. Nina
Radcliff appeared, directly before the
escaping murderer, blocking his pas-
sage. And then not blocking it. Not
blocking it because the murderer’s gun
came up and—with a vivid memory of
the dead policeman, Satan jerked up his

29

gun a fraction of an inch, pressed the
trigger, and shot the murderer straight
through the back of the skull.

No time to wound him then. Just
the closing of the man’s finger on the
trigger would have killed the girl.
Wounded men can close fingers, dead
men can’t.

Nina shrieked as she looked up at
Satan, saw his body jar, pitch forward
and hurtle over the balcony.

Satan thought he felt the pounding
lead as he hurled himself forward,
hurtling over and over to the hard
stone floor below. He didn’t hit those
hard stones directly. Three cameras
were broken beyond repair; three
camera men struck the floor. Satan
crashed on top of them, rolled off the
human, involuntary life-net, and struck
his head on the floor.

CHAPTER VI
Death in the City

ATAN was the first to come to his
feet. He looked up toward the
balcony. Every available foot

there was crowded. Satan ran misty
green eyes along the row of white,
frightened faces, spread his feet far
apart, and backed against a pillar to
keep himself erect. He shook his head,
found that it hurt and ceased trying to
clear it that way. He was surprised to
find that he still held his gun in his
right hand. He looked at it stupidly.

God! he was able to think clearly a
few minutes ago; quick thoughts in
split seconds. Now he just couldn’t
get a constructive thought.

Someone cursed and said something
about a camera—plates. A woman
shouted shrilly ; something about faint-
n

If she fainted or not Satan didn't
know. He spread his feet further
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apart to keep his balance, or did he
spread them; weren’t they spreading
themselves? Someone spoke to him. It
was a little man; a very small man.
Three little men who looked a lot like
each other; like the commissioner. It
was the commissioner; all three of
them. They spoke. Their mouths
moved together, but there was just one
voice. It said:

“Nice shooting, Satan. He’s dead.
But what made you fall over the
balcony ?”

Satan’s eyes widened.

“Fall,” he said. “Fall?” He re-
peated the word again and again.
Things seemed clearer. The commis-
sioner was there, and there was only
one of him. Satan pronounced each
word very slowly, for he wasn’t quite
sure if he was actually talking, but
he said:

“ Hollis Daggett shot me in the back
and I—I—damn my soul, I won’t go
down now.” But Satan did. He sank
slowly to the floor.

He opened his eyes to find himself
on a leather couch. The commissioner
and the doctor were standing near, but
were not looking at him. The doctor
said, and with an authority that Satan
did not like:

“No bullet wound of any kind,
Commissioner, Oh! I'm not saying
that he wasn’t struck before he top-
pled over, though the talk is that he
pitched himself forward as he shot. It
jarred him up inside, of course;
twisted his neck a bit and would have
cracked a more—er—""

He turned and saw Satan staring at
him. “ A few days on your back, De-
tective Hall, will make you as good as
ever.”

“That’s what you think.” Despite
the pain in his head; the sudden dizzi-
ness, Satan sat straight on the couch,
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swung himself around and placed both
his feet on the floor. And suddenly he
added :

“So you make a liar out of me.
I wasn't shot, eh?”

The doctor, who had no time for
levity and was known for his dignity,
replied stiffly : :

“T'd place my professional standing
on it.”

The commissioner took the doctor
quickly from the room; returned to
Satan.

“ What made you think you were
shot ?”

“Think it!” Satan lowered his
voice. His head throbbed. “Well—
I did lean forward to shoot. Yes, he
might have butted me over. But the
girl, Nina Radcliff! What of her?”

“You don’t mean she was there at
the court today?”

“I mean just that” Satan didn’t
like the doubtful sort of solicitous
note in the commissioner’s voice. *“ And
I mean that Daggett held a gun against
my back; at_least, I'm almost sure it
was Daggett.”

The commissioner laughed, but
without much mirth. :

“‘Almost sure! and you a detec-
tive,” he said. “That’s fine evidence.
‘Almost sure!” But he couldn’t have,
Satan. There were too many people
on the balcony; all crowded together
there after Jerome was killed.”

“And that,” Satan was emphatic,
“was the very reason he could get
away with it. The gun beneath his
jacket; his body close to mine, shield-
ing it. Confusion; fear; almost panic!
People had no eyes for him then. May-
be he didn’t shoot, maybe I jarred back
too suddenly. Maybe I was helped
over that railing by Daggett. May-
be—" Satan paused, pushed a hand
across his forehead. “1 did throw my-
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self forward though. I—" Suddenly
he came to his feet. Half staggering
across the room, he gripped at the
commissioner’s arm. The motion was

not to steady himself. He said
hoarsely : 5

“Nina! She looked up and saw
Daggett! God! Commissioner, find

out if she’s home yet!”

The commissioner waited until Sa-
tan sat down again, then turned to
the phone, lifted it, said: “ Get me
Chester Radcliff. Yes, yes. Anyone
will do; his daughter particularly.
Hello. Yes. Chester? Is Nina home?”

It was several minutes later that the
commissioner laid the phone back in its
cradle.

8¢ OU'RE right, Satan,” he said.

* She isn’t home. Her father

didn’t know she came to the
trial.” He looked at his watch. “ After
all, a very few minutes have passed.
I had you carried right here. I dare
say she’ll turn up later. Nothing could
have happened to her.”

“No? No?” Satan stroked a pointed
chin. “ She looked right up at me and
saw Hollis Daggett. He had men wait-
ing to take her away, so that—"

“So that—what?” the commission-
er cut in. “ There was nothing for her
to see, for Daggett didn’t shoot you,
because you're not wounded. I think
you're wrong about the balcony.”

“Maybe! Maybe! But it's funny
about Vincent Mallory. I had him
there watching Hollis Daggett; watch-
ing his every move.”

“Yes, yes. But Daggett has his
alibi. I've sent for Mallory. I came
right here with you; I'm not much
more informed than—"

A tap. The commissioner crossed
the room, opened the door, smiled at
the serious, sober-faced man who stood
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there. “ This will be word about Mal-
lory.”

It was.

The sober, serious man said, with-
out changing expression and without
showing emotion:

“ Detective Vincent Mallory was
shot right through the mouth up on the
balcony. No one seems to have heard
the shot or seen him fall, and he died
without uttering one word or even re-
gaining consciousness. There doesn’t
seem to be any reason for his death.”

“No? No!” Satan staggered to his
feet; swayed there, his green eyes wide.
“ Well—there is a reason. He saw the
picture, sensed my danger, and that's
why Daggett shot him; not me. And
that’s why the girl is not home!”

“Nonsense!” the commissioner
said ; but thinking suddenly of the dead
detective, added:

“1 mean—about the girl, of course.
She couldn’t have reached home yet
. .. and Daggett liked the girl, and all
that . . . but to have her taken away
at such a time . ..’

The commissioner paused. * Yet
there is no way to prove that Daggett
had anything to do with the death of
Jerome, though we know it to be true;
and there is no way to prove that he
shot Mallory on that balcony. No wit-
nesses!”

Satan shook his head.

“T think,” he said, “ there is a wit-
ness. And I don’t think the girl will
ever return home. Don’t you see, Com-
missioner? In all that confused crowd
one pair of eyes looked straight up
and perhaps—just perhaps—saw Hol-
lis Daggett shoot Mallory.”

The commissioner thought a mo-
ment. When he spoke the confidence
had gone out of his voice.

“We'll see if she returns home later,
Satan,” he said. “But where are you
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then.”

Satan stood flat footed before the
commissioner. His eyes were very nar-
row. He didn’t even see the officer
who was still in the doorway. Though
his eyes were directly on the commis-
sioner, it is doubtful if he saw him;
he just looked through and beyond
him. He said finally:

“ Nothing to do until then, eh? She
saw me; saw me hurtle from that bal-
cony, then ran away!” Satan looked
toward the ceiling. He thought of
what the girl had told him, knew that
she wouldn’t have deserted him then.
No, she wasn’t built that way. She was
straight and clean and—

Satan steadied himself, walked like
a man in a trance toward the door.
The commissioner stepped before him.

“T've given that girl a rotten deal,”
Satan said. ““ Perhaps I've even driven
her out to her death in her anxiety to
show me she could help—could help
me.” He pounded a finger against his
own chest, almost as if he were an-
other person. “ Not help the state, not
the city, just me. You see,” Satan went
on, “T was never used to having any-
one think of me like that. I didn’t un-
derstand it; I didn’t believe it, I guess.
Yet I looked right at her and knew it
was true. Well—I'll be going along.”

“But you can’t. You're not fit for
it. What are thinking of, Satan?” the
commissioner protested.

“Not of the state, not of you. Pe-
culiar, isn’t it? I'm thinking of the
girl, Commissioner; just of the girl.”

“ But there’s nothing you can do for
her—now.” The commissioner fol-
lowed him to the door.

Satan swung around. There was
nothing dreamy in those green eyes
now; nothing soft either. They were
burning, hateful balls; cruel, malig-
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nant—and something else; a thing that
made the commissioner’s hand drop
from Satan’s arm. The eyes of a killer!

*“ Nothing to do for her, eh? I might
go out and shoot Hollis Daggett.”

The commissioner moved aside.
Satan’s footsteps echoed down the hall.

The commissioner didn’t speak. He
felt that death had been let loose in the
city.

CHAPTER VII
No Tomorrow

T wasn’t much later that others
I thought the same thing. The man-

ager of Daggett’s hotel was about
to stand on his rights and demand a
search warrant, but somehow and for
some reason he never could explain he
let. Satan search Daggett’s rooms.

As for the house detective! He was
having a bite to eat and didn’t know
that Satan had gone through Nina
Radcliff’s rooms, as well as Daggett’s,
until he met the detective just outside
the hotel entrance. Daggett had spoken
to him in no uncertain terms the other
night when the house detective burst
in and found Daggett just rising from
the floor. He didn’t forget that now,
when he spoke his piece to Satan. Still,
the real reason was not his absence of
fear of Satan. It was because it was
dark on the street, and he did not get
a good look at Satan’s face. He let his
own recollection of Daggett's call-
down influence him in his choice of
words.

“So you've been to the hotel look-
ing for Daggett. Well—he’s gone
hunting, I guess.” He dug a finger
sharply into Satan’s ribs. “ And taken
his own game with him. You know—
Nina Radcliff.”

It was then that the house detective
saw Satan’s eyes, but he saw them just

D2—16
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as he glimpsed a moving fist. He was
only aware that he crashed back against
the building, that his mouth was bleed-
ing, and that Satan was turning the
corner.

But if the house detective was slow
to understand, the underworld wasn’t.
The news spread quickly that Satan
was loose again; that the feared and
dreaded Satan Hall was on the kill.

They didn’t know why, didn’t even
bother to find out why. From his ques-
tions they knew that Hollis Daggett
was somehow connected with those
green burning eyes, that cruel mouth.

Satan went brutally about his hunt
for anyone who would know where
Daggett had gone. Terror reigned in
the underworld.

Cops, lieutenants, inspectors heard
of it. But they had no authority to
call Satan off. Satan, despite his cry
about the system, against the system,
was not of that system. He worked
alone, worked directly from the com-
missioner of police.

Ward captains began to hear things;
bigger politicians were appealed to,
and finally, the complaints came home
to the commissioner of police himself.
Not from a crooked politician, but
from an honest one. It wasn’t the in-
fluence behind that complaint that
could not be ignored.

It was the justice, the truth of the
complaint itself.

A bad precedent was being set. A
man hired by the city to protect the
citizens was_breaking the very laws
he was paid fo preserve; breaking them
openly while searching the city for
Hollis Daggett.

The commissioner sent for Lieuten-
ant George Morrisey, Satan’s closest
friend.

“You've got to catch up with him,
George, and bring him to me,” the
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commissioner said. “ By God! if he
finds Daggett he’ll shoot him to death.
A good thing for the city maybe, but
a better thing for him if he doesn’t.
It'll be murder.”

“ But,” said Morrisey, “if Daggett
kidnaped the girl; if Daggett shot
young Vincent Mallory to death, and
she knows it, why—"

“ Daggett has shot others,” the com-
missioner said abruptly, “and no one
could ever prove it on him. Nina Rad-
cliff has been a fool. She’s over twen-
ty-one. There is no way to prove the
kidnaping. She went to live in Hollis
Daggett’s hotel of her own free will.
Daggett has an alibi, be sure of that—
and one Satan won't break, this time.

“ Nina Radcliff is the only one who
can stand up in court and accuse Dag-
gett of kidnaping. She is the only
one who can stand up in court and ac-
cuse Daggett of murder. Satan’s evi-
dence is just guess work, useless with-
out her. Get Satan; I must see him. If
Daggett has the girl, and hears of Sa-
tan’s search, he will undoubtedly kill
her at once.”

“1 guess I can find him, but what
can I tell him?” Morrisey asked.

“Tell him that the girl is clever
enough to keep the information that
she saw Daggett kill Mallory a secret.”

“Hell!” Morrisey blurted. “ Why,
that's the first thing she’d threaten
Daggett with, and you know it.”

“Yes,” the commissioner agreed as
he paced the room. “ But Satan won’t
know-it. I tell you it’s his head. He’s
not fit to be loose.”

“His head, eh?” Morrisey smiled
slightly. “T was wondering if it could
be his heart.”

“His heart!”
looked at Morrisey.
hasn’t got a heart.”

“You and me both know better than

The commissioner
“Why, Satan



34

that, Commissioner.” Morrisey’s voice
was slightly condemning. “ He never
did like women, but he didn’t used to
need to tell us about it. He's been
talking about it since he met this girl,
as if he was trying to talk himself into
or out of not liking them.” Morrisey
came to his feet. “T’ll get along and
catch up with him.”

ATAN was not hard to find. He
had left a trail of curses behind
him that Morrisey had little diffi-

culty in following. But it was close
to one o’clock before he caught up with
him. An excited owner of a cheap
Greek restaurant pointed out the booth
to Morrisey.

The Greek’s English was not over
good; Satan’s appearance in his place
hadn’t helped it any. “ He’s mad, I tell
you. It’s all over his face. It's Meester
Daggett he wants to know about. The
big feller—Meester Hollis Daggett.
He would come here? Never! Now
it's Joe Skelly he's asking. Yes. Sure!
Satan Hall! He's in that booth right
over there.”

Lieutenant George Morrisey took
one look at Satan’s face; then at the
twitching face of the little, emaciated
man across from him. At last Mor-
risey spoke to Joe Skelly.

“ Beat it, bum,” was all he said.

Satan started to his feet; then moved
his shoulders and dropped back again.

Joe Skelly disappeared quickly.
George Morrisey watched him go, then
dropped into the seat opposite Satan.
He said slowly:

“The fall on your head may account
for a lot of it. But this dump! That
dope, Skelly! God in heaven! Satan,
you're talking yourself right out of
the department tonight. You'll be the
laughing stock of the Avenue by break-
fast.”
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Satan set his elbows on the table,
and placed his pointed chin in his
hands.

“But I'm not tonight.” And when
Morrisey started to cut in, Satan
added, “I'm not a fool, Morrisey. I
just haven’t had the breaks, that’s all.
But when I catch up with a man who
knows, he’ll have heard I'm looking
for him.”

George Morrisey looked puzzled.

“And you expect to find Daggett
here, in this dump?”

“No!” Satan snapped. “ But Louie
Spitzen, Daggett’s ace bodyguard, has
a yen for Greek food. He used to
come here before he picked up in the
world. He does once in a while yet.
Joe Skelly knows his way about town
down here.”

“Oh!” Morrisey nodded, and lit a
cigar. Satan’s head was still working,
then. Well, he'd try to show him the
danger to the girl. “If Daggett took
the girl, Satan, he wouldn’t be apt to
let anyone in on it. There’s the danger
to the girl in this questioning of yours.
A little undercover work; a little se-
cret investigation, would do the trick
more effectively.”

“There are no investigations kept
secret from Hollis Daggett. So I
holler it all over the Avenue that I'm
looking for him, and—"

“But you can’t holler it after to-
night, Satan. It won’t be the system,
it won't be politics, it'll be just com-
mon sense. The commissioner will
have to call you off tomorrow.”

“By tomorrow,” said Satan, “the
girl will be dead. She saw Hollis Dag-
gett kill a man. He’s taken her. By
tomorrow she’ll be dead. I've got to
get Daggett tonight. Good God! Mor-
risey, you're not putting my job against
her life?” Satan came to his feet,
started out of the booth.
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“Let me come with you, Satan,”
Morrisey insisted. And when Satan
shook his head, he added: “ Well,
then just let us reason a few minutes.
Where would Daggett take her? Not
to a dive like this; not to his house;
not any place anyone you could reach
would know about.” His hand fell on
Satan’s shoulder. Morrisey stiffened
as Satan’s closed fist came slowly up.
“You know what I mean, Satan. You
said he was taking her away once be-
fore; that time you . . . you ... why,
what’s the matter ?”

Green eyes widened, white teeth
showed. The fist turned into a hand
again and' rested on Morrisey’s shoul-
der.

“Morrisey! Morrisey!” Satan’s
words fairly shot through his teeth.
“You've done it. Come! I know,
now !”

And as they passed the surprised,
bowing, puzzled but grateful Greek and
reached the street, Morrisey said :

“You know where Daggett is?
Where he has the girl? What have I
done? I don’t get it.”

“No, no!” Satan had grabbed Mor-
risey by the arm and was running with
him toward the corner. “ But I know
who knows where she is. I know who
furnished the place for Daggett to take
her. It was Aaron Whitlock!”

HE next moment the first and

little fingers of Satan’s right hand

shot between his teeth. The sharp
whistle was followed by the squeak of
taxi brakes.

“Where are we going?” Morrisey
asked when he got his breath and tried
to settle comfortably in the speeding
cab. i

“Down town. Aaron Whitlock has
an old house down in Greenwich Vil-
lage.” Satan thought a moment. “I
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believe he lives there with just one
servant.”

“You don’t mean the girl is there?”

“ No, no! Whitlock wouldn’t be such
a fool as to permit that. But he knows
where she is. I'm going to ask him
to tell me.”

“By God!” said Morrisey, “you
must be mad. Whitlock tell you? Hell!
man, he may know! but he certainly
won't talk.”

“No?” Satan said very slowly. “I
think he will. I think, like his clerk
uptown, he’ll be glad to.”

*“ But Whitlock’s a big man. You
can’t treat him like a common hood.”

“Sol” Green eyes sought out and
rested on Morrisey’s white face in the
flash of a street light. “ Like the rest
of them in the system, Morrisey, you
are class-conscious. One law for the
rich and influential, another law for
the poor and the friendless. It's rooted
right in you; rooted right in Aaron
‘Whitlock. But the poor and the rich
feel the same physical pain; the same
mental fear.”

Morrisey didn’t like that kind of
talk. It made him fear something he
didn’t exactly understand, as if Satan
was excusing himself in advance for—
for what? Besides, Satan never ex-
cused himself.

Morrisey tried again,

“You mustn’t forget tomorrow,
Satan.”

“I'm burning my bridges tonight,”
Satan said. “If I don’t find the girl
now, there will be no tomorrow for
me.”

“But there will be a tomorrow for
Aaron Whitlock.”

Satan shook his head.

“There will be no tomorrow for
Aaron Whitlock either if he doesn’t
talk. Only a tonight.” ;

The taxi pulled up by the corner of
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the block below Aaron Whitlock's resi-
dence.

CHAPTER VIII
An Objection to Murder

ATAN and Morrisey had reached
the little stone-paved yard in the
rear of Whitlock’s house before

they saw the light shining dimly
through a shade in a second story win-
dow. A figure passed back and forth
behind that shade. Satan said:

“ You're to wait here. Whitlock or
his servant is still up. I'll play that
window by the back porch steps. If
the light goes out or if the figure leaves
the room, give a low whistle. Then
watch the front. I'll cover the back
here. And, George! Don’t have any
false ideas that you're helping me by
letting Aaron Whitlock get away. I
wouldn’t understand your reasoning;
at least, not tonight.”

Satan Hall didn’t waste time play-
ing the silent, professional burglar. He
simply leaned over and knocked a hole
in the glass just above the catch with
his gun.

Within thirty seconds Satan was
through the window and stepping from
the old-fashioned, metal-lined sink to
the kitchen floor. A pencil of light
sought and found the swing door. Sa-
tan passed from kitchen to pantry and
from pantry to dining room.

He stood still a long moment and
listened. He heard the moving feet on
the floor above and used them as a
guide as he found the front stairs and
climbed slowly but without hesitancy.
He wasn’t using the flash now; he did
not need it. A dim light burned in the
hall.

Satan thought his feet made no
sound along that hall. Certainly he
didn’t hear any noise. But someone
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else did, -for a voice spoke almost the
moment Satan reached the door of the
room in the rear. The voice said:

“Not gone yet, Vail? I thought I
told you—hello!” The final “ hello”
was not in way of greeting, but in
surprise. For Aaron Whitlock looked
straight in to the face of Satan Hall,
who followed him into the room. Fol-
lowed him? That was right. For
Aaron Whitlock began walking back-
ward without realizing it.

Satan let his green eyes wander
from the suitcase upon the bed to the
one on the floor; from the empty closet
to the open bureau drawers.

“So you're taking a run-out pow-
der, eh, Whitlock?” Satan indicated
the preparation for departure with a
swing of his gun in his right hand.

Whitlock saw the gun, frowned, and
ran a hand across his forehead. Few
people had ever seen a gun in Satan’s
hand. Anyway, few living people—
none, as far as Aaron Whitlock could
remember. He gulped, cleared his
throat, prepared a dignified statement,
couldn’t get it through suddenly dry-
ing lips.

“What do you want?” he said.

“I want Hollis Daggett. There!
Don’t smile and shake your head.
You're a bright man, Aaron; got a
brilliant brain, they say. And I'm go-
ing to talk to you just like that; just
like you had a brilliant brain—not just
a criminal one. You're slippery; you're
crooked ; there is blood on your hands.
But you're clever, and I haven't got
the time to be clever tonight. You know
what happened, or you can guess.” Sa-
tan jerked his head at the filled suit-
cases. “ And you're right. Hollis Dag-
gett missed killing me at the court to-
day. He murdered Vincent Mallory
and has kidnaped the one witness—
Nina Radcliff—who saw him do it.”
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“Now—" Satan sucked in a deep
breath, for he didn’t feel like talking
this way—* Jerome would have talked
and roasted Daggett; Daggett would
have talked and roasted you and per-
haps a dozen others. You tell me where
the girl is, go on with your packing,
and have as long to make a getaway
as it takes Daggett to squawk on you,
if he lives to squawk. In plain words,
Whitlock, I'm offering you a ten to one
shot for freedom. Now, where is the
girl?”

Aaron Whitlock looked at Satan
standing quietly before him.  He had
made no threats. There was no sign
of the awe-inspiring terror others had
seen in that face. As a matter of fact,
‘Whitlock had never seen Satan’s fea-
tures quite so placid and free from
hatred. It put him at his ease.

“My dear boy,” he said patroniz-
ingly, “I could have you broke for
bursting in here tonight, but I do ad-
mire your nerve. And I don’t know
where the girl is nor what she saw, nor
where Daggett is. I'm taking a little
holiday.”

“'The girl is in a house you have
used, in the suburbs, for quiet affairs,”
Satan broke in very quietly. “ Don’t
lie about that; I know.”

Aaron Whitlock pulled his small
figure erect. There was nothing
threatening; nothing at all threatening
in Satan’s manner. It was apologetic.

“Get out!” Whitlock said. “I don’t
know anything, and if I did I wouldn’t
tell you a word. You must be a fool
to come here like this!” Suddenly Aar-
on laughed. “ By God! Satan, it’s the
girl! You've gone soft. Blustering,
threatening, striking terror to all the
common crooks in the underworld!
Now it’s a girl, and you come plead-
ing and begging.”

“ Yes,” Satan nodded, “ it’s the girl,
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Aaron. I want to save her life; that’s

why I've come to you. There isn’t

much time. Where is the house?”
Aaron Whitlock was still laughing.

L WOMAN, eh? Well, let me tell

you this: the girl loves you.

She told Daggett that, threw it
right in-his face. If she’s with him to-
night she’ll die, and perhaps death will
not be easy. She made a fool out of
Daggett and now she’s making one out
of you. Satan—man of terror! Plead-
ing now; pleading because of a
woman |”

“'That's right.” Satan’s green eyes
were very steady; very clear and
bright, but there was nothing hateful in
them. “I wanted to let you know how
I felt about her; wanted you to under-
stand. Don’t you know why? Can’t
you guess why? You see, you're the
only one who can tell me where she
is; the only one who can help me save
her. I'm a little afraid of myself to-
night.”

“ Afraid, eh? Afraid! The great
Satan! Well, from what you tell me
she’s paying the price tonight; dying as
only a man like Daggett could kill a
woman.”" Aaron Whitlock saw Satan’s
face turn pale white, to go quickly yel-
low; saw his lips twitch spasmodically
before the face became white again; a
dull white this time. But he misunder-
stood, and went on.

Aaron Whitlock, who had looked
into men’s faces and read the truth
there, went on!

“Nina Radcliff! The cause of all
the trouble. Get down on your knees
and beg, Satan; beg. for the life of
a woman; beg for the life of a woman
who, because of her love for you, kept
at a—a—"

Aaron Whitlock shrieked; shrieked
right in the middle of a word; shrieked
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even before Satan’s hand moved;
shrieked as‘he read the truth in Satan’s
eyes. It was a cry of sudden terror;
sudden realization that he hadn’t un-
derstood. Then the gun came down,
turning as it fell, the sight tearing
down Whitlock’s forehead.

Whitlock went slowly to his knees.
He reached out, clutched at the table,
started to his feet, and the gun came
again; quick, chopping, turning as it
struck. Blood ran down his face, got
into his eyes. He tried to jump to his
feet and dash to the door, but the gun
came down again.

This time Whitlock crashed to his
knees and he couldn’t rise. He couldn’t
sce, he couldn’t talk. He shrieked
again; shrieked as he realized the ter-
rible truth. He'd never tell where Dag-
gett was now; he wouldn’t get the
chance. Satan was going to beat him
to death.

No begging for mercy; no chance to.
Just the flaying gun. But—and it did
not strike again. Someone was in the
room. Aaron Whitlock raised his arm
to protect his head. Now he brushed
the blood from his eyes. At first he
didn’t recognize the man who dashed
into the room and grabbed Satan’s up-
stretched arm.

Then for a moment Whitlock knew
hope. It was Lieutenant Morrisey. He
was safe now.

He heard Morrisey cry out:

““ Satan, it’s murder!”

Aaron Whitlock blinked his eyes and
gave up hope. Morrisey was a big
man, a strong man, with great broad
shoulders and powerful arms that sup-
ported ham-like hands. Yet he crashed
back against the wall as Satan struck.
Satan struck again. Morrisey’s huge
body hurtled into the hall.

The door closed, a key snapped in
the lock. Satan turned.
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This time Aaron saw his face and
his eyes and the thing back of those
eyes. He saw his body too, his mov-
ing body, and his raising gun. Twice
Aaron opened his mouth before words
came.

“I'l tell.
wildly.

Satan heard the words, but didn’t
quite understand. He ran a hand over
his forehead; looked at his gun in a
dazed way—and snapped out of it.

“Where?” he demanded. He
grasped Aaron Whitlock by the throat.
“ Where?” he said again, and suddenly
realizing that his fingers were cutting
off the lawyer’s words, loosened them.

Five minutes later Satan opened the
door and confronted Morrisey. He
said simply :

“Thanks, Morrisey.
killed him, He told me.”

“Huh!” Morrisey felt of his sore
jaw. “ Well, I'm glad you appreciated
my efforts and showed that apprecia-
tion. You think you would have—
have killed him?”

“That's why I talked to him as I
did. I had a feeling before I entered
the house that I was going to kill him.”

“Then what did you go in for?”

Satan’s shoulders moved as the two
men went down the stairs.

“I had to chance it,” he said.
wonder if he told me the truth?”

George Morrisey laughed.

“ You needn’t wonder about that. T
never saw such abject terror on a man’s
face before. So—what?” And sensing
Satan’s thought, he added, “I'm with
you, Satan. Don’t drop me out of it
now. If it wasn’t for me he wouldn’t
have talked ; wouldn’t ever have talked.
I'm going with you.”

It was some time before Satan
spoke.

“I guess you are, George.

T'll tell!” he cried out

I might have

“f

Yes, I
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guess you are.” He laid a hand upon
Morrisey’s shoulder. “ Where do you
keep that car of yours? We'll use no
taxi tonight.”

They spoke only once on that dash
up Broadway toward Yonkers.

“No interference, George,” Satan
said. “ I have a feeling I'm going to kill
tonight.”

This time Morrisey shrugged his
shoulders.

“You know I never objected to a
bit of killing, Satan. It’s murder I ob-
ject to.” He gripped Satan’s wrist.
“That you and I both object to.”

CHAPTER IX
A Second Too Late

INA RADCLIFF sat very stiff
N and straight on the edge of her

chair.  Occasionally her eyes
wandered from the door to the tall
French windows directly before her.
Hollis Daggett smiled, moved his huge
bulk slowly across the room and pulled
the curtains tighter before the
windows.

“'There’s no use, my dear.” He
shook his head. “It’s quite a drop to
the ground, and a scream would not be
heard, as we haven’t any close neigh-
bors. Aaron Whitlock was always a
careful man, and 1 imagine some of
his lady-friends were surprised when
he brought them here. Like you, eh?”
His little mouth opened; he smiled.
“And there is a man beneath the win-
dows, and another at the door to this
room.”

“Tlooked straight up,” Nina said, “ I
saw your face plainly, and the gun in
your hand. I saw the man rush in
and saw you shoot him to death just
before Satan pitched over the bal-
cony—before your shoulders sent him
pitching over that balcony. If you so
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much as touch me I'll tell. Tl tell
Satan.”

“ Satan,” said Daggett very slowly,
“is dead. The fall from the balcony
killed him.”

“ He isn’t! He isn’t!” She dug her
left fist into first one eye and then the
other. They were wet; they hurt from
crying. “I know he isn’t, or you
wouldn’t try to have me write that
note.”

“ Whether he’s dead or alive doesn’t
matter. You write as I dictate.”

He pushed the chair she was in
roughly to the long, flat desk; thrust
the pen into her hand. *“ Satan must
realize clearly that the only way to save
your life is for him to keep silent, fol-
low the instructions in your letter, and
meet the man I send to that little ren-
dezvous.”

The girl’s eyes brightened for a mo-
ment.

“You're afraid of him. You're just
like the others. You're afraid he’ll kill
you. You want me to trap him to his
death; a death he’ll accept because—
because—" a little hand clutched at her
breast—" because he loves me.”

“Write!”  Daggett knocked her
hand down.

The girl's hand hit the desk. Ink
splashed upon her dress. She thrust
herself suddenly to her feet and threw
the pen across the room, then sat down
again.

“I love him—and you think I'd
write a letter bringing him to his
death!” She turned, looked straight
at Daggett, and laughed. But she made
a mistake there. Her laugh was hys-
terical, with a touch of fear in it. Hol-
lis Daggett’s face was cruel, merciless,
yet calm and placid in cruelty. “T’ll
never send for Satan.” Her eyes
avoided those beady, malignant ones
before her, “ I'd rather—just die.”
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“Just die!” Hollis Daggett nodded
down at her. “Yes, I'm sure you'd
rather ‘ just die.” But there are many
ways of dying; and love, my dear, is
very close to hate. Just die!” He
seemed to think a moment, then he
thrust that huge head with its tiny fea-
tures close down to the girl.

“Yes, you've got to die that I may
live. I might find pleasure in killing
you; killing you very slowly and rather
horribly. But business interests will
prevent that if you write at once, but
write you must. Satan must die be-
fore you die, for you are the magnet
that must attract him. Understand ?”

“Yes,” she said, “I understand. If
he lives and I die, he’ll kill you. You
know that and you fear him.”

Daggett’s little mouth puckered into
a smile; a cynical, grotesque smile. He
said :

“That is right. I fear him. But I
eliminate those I fear. I might prom-
ise you life and love and luxury; but
you betrayed me once, and you would
do it again. It would be a pleasure to
make you write that letter. Do you
understand? Haven’t you read in the
papers how some have died? You
pampered, protected, blue-blooded doll
of wealth! Don’t you know that iron
burns; that steel pierces, and that bones
snap with an agonizing crunch? Write
that note!”

“I don’t care what you do! Tl
never write it!”

Hollis Daggett’s hand moved in that
same snapping motion she had seen
and felt once before.

“ Write!”

“ No!” the girl cried out. She swung
out the chair, slipped to the other side
of it. She knew that Daggett followed
her. The chair crashed to the floor as
she ran to the windows and grabbed
at the curtains. Then she heard the
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whistling sound. She turned, shielded
her face as the whip came lashing
across her shoulders. She ran, hunch-
ing her shoulders, instinctively stretch-
ing her arms across her face. Yes, she
had seen that whip before, curled there
on the mantel above the fireplace.

HE had meant to stand and face
him. She had meant to show him
how a Radcliff could die; what

her name meant; what her blood meant
—yes, and what her love meant! But
she was not prepared for such vicious-
ness. She had started to turn when
the whip first struck. Now a fright-
ened, terror-stricken girl, she fled back
and forth across that room.

Daggett didn’t rage, or even speak.
He just followed her, striking, flaying,
ripping the dress upon her back into
shreds. Desperately she tried to avoid
that whip; desperately she tried to
stay upon her feet. But she didn't;
she couldn’t. She pitched against the
wall, tried to clutch at its smoothness,
and finally sank slowly to the floor.

The whip fell once, twice . . .
screamed :

“T'll write! I'll write!”

Daggett laughed. His voice was
calm. No anger in it; just a labored
breathing from his exertion.

“ Of course you will, my dear, Tor-
ture is for men. Women! You just
beat what you want out of them. Get
up there!” He dragged her roughly
to her feet, half thrust her, half threw
her into a chair. “The pen..Now—""

Only the girl’s sobs broke the dull
monotone of Daggett’s voice as she
wrote the words he dictated. She un-
derstood few. Single words, and once,
a sentence stood out. But she knew she
was bringing Satan to his death. She
tried to tell herself that he wouldn’t
come; that he would know both of

she
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them must die; that he’d wait. But he
would come. He had said he would
come. He had told her—

She grabbed at the paper, knocking
over the bottle of ink. Letters, words,
whole sentences ran together. The pa-
‘per was Just a blur of wet ink as she
clutched it in both her hands, rolled
it into a ball, and held it tightly.

She  met those shoe-button eyes
steadily. There was nothing melodra-
matic in her words.

“I won’t do it,” she said.

She didn’t raise her hands this time
when Daggett’s whip moved. She was
afraid, yes. But there was nothing of
panic inside of her. She knew she was
going to die, but it didn't matter.

She moved, of course, winced and
cried out when the whip struck. It
hurt, too; cut viciously into the tender
skin of her throat as she unconsciously
threw her head back when the blow
came. But she smiled, too. She knew
then that:she wasn't going to write;
wasn’t going to bring Satan to his
death. She said, and her words
sounded strangely calm:

“Tt's no use, Daggett. It just isn't
in me to do it. I'm afraid; terribly
afraid, but even if I wanted to I
couldn’t do it.”

Daggett nodded, raised his hand

again.
“1 had a dog once. He wouldn’t
obey,” he said. “I beat him to death.

Some of it was rather horrible. I'm
not very adroit with a “hip, and the
dog forgot to close his eyes.”

The girl understood; shuddered. But
she sat there looking straight at him.
She was going to die; she knew that.
But she wouldn’t die dashing fran-
tically about that room, like an animal;
at least, she hoped she wouldn’t, She
couldn’t save her life but she could
save Satan’s.
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Daggett’s hand went up; the whip
flew back. She thought of the dog; her
body trembled; her hands clenched.
Then her eyes closed, and—

The whip didn’t come. The door
had burst open; a man was there. She
knew him. It was Daggett’s trusted
bodyguard, Louie Spitzen. He was
talking, his voice high-pitched.

“It’s Gus, boss. You know Gus—
you had him outside. He didn’t come
to the front door 'and give the knock
after his rounds, and—"

“ And what?” Daggett still held the
whip.

“I stuck my head out of the win-
dow in the next room—and Gus is ly-
ing out there in the moonlight. Lying
on his face, and—"

Daggett started at the bodyguard.
Then his hand stretched out and
gripped the girl’s throat; gripped it as
she tried to slide from the chair.
“ What's the matter with you, Louie?
Can’t you talk straight? You're white
as a ghost, as if you'd seen a devil.”

“I did! T did!” The man fairly
shrieked the words. “He was stand-
ing there in the moonlight looking
right at this window. It was—Satan
Hall!”

Daggett cursed. The whip fell from
his hand. He jerked a gun from be-
neath his left armpit, looked at the
windows, at the door. Unconsciously
he dragged the girl to her feet, his fin-
gers tightening about her throat.

“ All right, all right,” he said. “ We
will got out the back way. The girl!
She’ll—she’ll have to die.”

He stuck the gun against her head.
He was tightening a finger on the trig-
ger when Louie Spitzen shrieked out
his warning.

SATAN HALL was pounding at
the door downstairs!

Hollis Daggett hesitated. - The stor-
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ies of Satan storming into place after
place looking for him, the warnings
everyone had given him that Satan was
on the kill, came to his mind in. quick
flashes.

Nina could stand up in court and put
the finger on him, there was no doubt
of that. His finger loosened, tight-
ened. But keeping the girl alive was
the only thing that could save him
from Satan. It wasn’t the law that
he feared; it was hate—Satan’s hate.

LASS crashed and flew into the
room, wood cracked and splin-
tered. Hollis Daggett turned

toward the French windows. He saw
the figure there; saw the figure even
before the great curtain pole came
loose and the drapes thudded to the
floor. Yes, Satan was there, standing
directly in the light. . And the gun;
the black nose of it! The eyes, the
green eyes!

Hollis Daggett wasn’t looking at the
girl when shock and fear spasmod-
ically closed his finger on the trigger.
He felt the girl go limp. just before he
dropped her, turned and fired at Satan
Hall.

Daggett fired at Satan once—just
once before he clutched at his chest.
After that he did try to fire again; did
half raise his gun, but he never got it
up. His great body twisted and turned.
His eyes stared and popped. Satan
never moved; never stepped further
into the room; never even looked at
the bodyguard, who now ran from the
room without firing a shot, without
even taking his gun from its holster.

Daggett was dead before he fell.
Dead even as he kept staggering back-
ward; dead before his feet struck the
tongs by the fire and his huge body
toppled heavily to the floor.

Satan was still standing in the same
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spot when George Morrisey came .into
the room, dragging Louie Spitzen with
him, a whining, whimpering body-
guard who tried to crouch behind the
police lieutenant.

“ She’s dead!” Satan said. “I saw
the gun against her head. But Daggett
was too far to one side for me to kill
him. I had to crash in.” He raised a
hand mechanically, and flicked bits of
glass from his scarred face.

Morrisey tossed his prisoner across
the room. He went to Satan, took his
arm.

“ She was young to die! You got
Daggett right in the act of murder!”
Morrisey crossed the room, and knelt
beside the girl. ““ You say he shot her
in the head?” he asked.

Satan nodded.

“ Yes. Through the side of the head.
I was a second too late. Think of that,
Morrisey! He held her by the throat,
and—I wasn’t quick enough.”

“In the head, eh?” Morrisey lifted
Nina Radcliff’s head, turned it slightly.
But Satan wasn't listening, and he
wasn’t looking at the girl, either. For
a full minute he stared down at the
cringing form of Louie Spitzen. But
Louie didn’t have to tremble and
whimper in fear. It was doubtful if
Satan even saw him.

At length Satan walked to the body
of Hollis Daggett, the dead, quiet hulk.
He half raised his foot above that huge
white face; looked furtively at Mor-
risey, saw that he was watching, and
lowered his foot again. Morrisey just
looked at him. Satan had to say some-
thing. He said:

“ Daggett's dead! That cleans up
things pretty well in the city.” He
paused, said listlessly and without
much interest, “ All but who killed
Duncan, the broker.”

Morrisey laughed, and the laugh



READY TO BURN

grated on Satan’s nerves. Satan said
he didn’t have any nerves. But a laugh,
there in the room of death—her death!

“Too many things were happening
to tell you,” Morrisey said. “ But Dun-
can’s murderer has been caught. You
killed him, Satan, in the court house
this afternoon. Duncan’s secretary
and clerks identified the body. Jacob
Paul, from Chicago. You've cleaned
everything up fine, and no comeback on
you.”

““ No comeback on me, eh? Cleaned
things up fine! What does it matter,
with Nina dead.”

Morrisey rose and led Satan over to
the girl who lay so still, so white, on
the floor.

“I remember when Mercy Oakes
died, Satan,” Morrisey said. “ Nina
Radcliff was her friend. I fought with
the commissioner to bring you back
from retirement. Nina was threatened
at the time. I said you were the only
one who could save her life. She would
have died for you. Louie Spitzen told
me Daggett was trying to force her to
write a letter that would mean your
death, and she wouldn’t.”

THE
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“I never thought of her in that
way,” Satan said slowly. “ She was
good and clean and decent. Yes, she
said she’d die for me and I guess she
did.” Green eyes widened. Satan
dropped to one knee and stared wide-
eyed at the girl. The left side of her
face had been toward him while he
peered through the window ; it was to-
ward him now. There wasn’t any bul-
let scar.

He bent closer. Tried to jerk back;
but it was too late.

Nina Radcliff opened her eyes, threw
both arms about his neck, held him
tight. She was laughing and crying,
but holding him.

“ Neither you nor Daggett were

*looking at Nina when Daggett fired his

first shot,” Morrisey said. “ But Nina
was looking; looking at Daggett’s gun.
She swung her head away, and the bul-

let never touched her. That's my
guess!”

Satan didn’t say anything. He
couldn’t. Lips closed his mouth. He

didn’t quite understand. He knew only
that he was glad; very glad that Nina
was alive,
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DETOUR TO

MURDER

Where Was This Weird
Adventure Taking Him?—
Hollister Couldn’t Guess as
He Drove Through the
Night with a Nameless
Murdered Man Slumped
Beside Him

A Novelette
By Donald Barr Chidsey

| ducked. Something
slished past my ear

hikers after dark. But this kid
looked harmless; and after all,
I wasn’t much more than a hitch-hiker
myself—except that I happened to have
a car. If you could call it a car. I hap-
pened to have also an old suitcase con-

USUALLY I don’t pick up hitch-

. taining three shirts, two changes of un-

derwear, a toothbrush, shaving ma-
terials, two pairs of socks, three books,
and a magazine. I happened to have
nine dollars and twelve cents. I hap-
pened to have a college education—for
all the good it was doing me! But I
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didn’t happen to have anything else—
any friends or relations, or job, or pros-
pect of getting a job. So what was I
but a bum on wheels? And who was I
to breeze past this tired-looking young-
ster who jerked his thumb eastward?
Anyway, I stopped.

*“ Thanks,” he said. “ Going to Wel-
lington?”

“ Just. Understand it's about twenty-
two miles?”

We were on the outskirts of a dump
called Brompton. My road map didn’t
show even a cross-roads between
Brompton and Wellington.

“I wouldn’t know. Never been
around here before.”

“Down on your luck?"”

“Oh, I'll be all right when I get to
Wellington. My sister lives there. She
would have sent me money to come by
train, only I wouldn’t let her.”

I said: “I wish T had a sister.
What's yours do?”

He didn’t answer. I glanced at him,
braked the car.

“Look,” T said, “ you're out of the
picture, just sitting there. Why not
crawl into the back and lie down? I'll
wake you when we get to Wellington.”

“ You—you don’t think I'd get your
upholstery dirty?”

“Thanks for calling it upholstery!
But it's softer than it looks, at that. I
ought to know.”

He lurched into the back seat, and
he and Morpheus were pals, I think,
before the kid even got horizontal. I
drove on, wondering about things. I
was planning to spend a whole dollar
on a hotel room. I'd slept out three
nights, and now I figured I had to do
something rash to retain my self-re-
spect. I was wondering if some junk
dealer in Wellington, or the next town
along the line, would give me maybe
fifteen dollars for Aggie. After all,
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Aggie would go! At least, she would
if you knew how to make her.

There was an obstruction, and a
sign: “ Detour to Wellington.” That
was discouraging. Aggie was wonder-
ful, but she couldn’t work on just
promises, and I knew that right now
she had barely enough gasoline to keep
the bottom of the tank wet. I had to
figure those things mighty close.

There was no house, nobody to tell
me how long a detour this was. If it
turned out to be eight or ten miles
fonger than the main highway, or even
four or five miles longer, Aggie might
refuse to do it. It was a lousy dirt
road. Bumps and turns. Twists and
holes. Aggie didn’t like that road at
all. Neither did I, for that matter. The
kid in back, however, slumbered on and
on,

HE road was not only bad, it was
dangerous. On the left was a
skimpy, straggly wood; and on the
right the ground fell away bitterly, all
rocks, to a rock-strewn stream—not
actually a cliff, but near enough like
one to cause me to drive with care.
We'd had perhaps eight miles of this
when I saw the light. The slope was
gentler here, and the light was in some
sort of building down by the stream. I
rounded a curve, and stopped when I
figured I was about opposite it. I
couldn’t see it from there. Pine and
sumac hid it. But when I got out of
the car I was able to see, in the reluct-
ant starshine, wan outlines of a path.
The kid in back snored on. I
was worried about Aggie’s fuel, and
anxious to learn the length of this de-
tour.
When I rounded a clump of sumac
I saw the lighted window again, But
the light went out almost as soon as I
saw it,
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That gave me a sort of creepy feel-
ing. The little shack, nestling under
some pines, leered mysteriously at me,
making me feel very uncomfortable
indeed. But I shrugged again and
walked on. I had a flashlight.

The door was ajar. The place looked
deserted; but it didn’t feel that way.
Standing there in front of the door, I
had a conviction that I was being
watched.

I called “Hull-o!” and my voice
sounded fumny.

There was no answer.

1 called again, a little louder. Still no
answer. I glanced back up the path;
you couldn’t see Aggie from here, be-
cause of the sumac. I pushed open the
door and went inside.

*“ Anybody home?”

Silence, except for malicious little
echoes. But I still had that creepy feel-
ing. I flashed my light around. The
shack was a disheartening place. Most
of the window panes were broken, and
the floor was thick with dust. In a
corner was a pile of ancient burlap
sacking. There was a fable, and there
were three chairs. It struck me that the
table was uncommonly clean, under the
circumstances. On it was an oil lamp.
I touched this, Warm,

1 felt the bottom of the nearest chair.
It, too, was warm.

On the table also was a gold foun-
tain pen and three or four sheets of
paper. Nice clean paper. Like the
fountain pen—which was a nice clean
fountain pen—it seemed singularly out
of place. I walked over to the table,
picked up one sheet, and saw that this
was a man’s personal stationery. On
top was engraved a name and address.
1 was lifting it closer, in order to read,
when something—I don’t know what—
told me to duck.

I ducked.
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The blunt instrument that newspaper
reporters are always writing about
slished in peevish disappointment past
my right ear.

1 twisted, stepped back, and swung a
punch. I'd snapped out the flash—pos-
sibly an instinctive contraction of my
muscles — so that I swung blindly.
Even so, my knuckles contacted some-
thing which might have been a neck.
There was a soft, startled grunt. T
swung again, and missed.

Off balance, I clutched wildly in the
darkness. My left hand fell upon some-
thing cold and hard. There was a
stinging pain in the flesh between my
thumb and forefinger, and I realized in
that awful instant that I was holding
onto the wrong end of a revolver! My
hand had come down on it just as the
trigger was being pulled. The hammer
had chucked into my skin—which was
the reason why my intestinal organs
were still in place.

I

F course, all this happened faster

O than T can tell it. I didn’t feel

the thing, or stop and think. I

just knew that it was a gun. I wrenched

it loose, threw it from me. Then I
sprinted.

Them as knows him will tell you that
George Hollister likes a good fight as
well as the next man, but playing
around with cannons in the dark is
something else again. I was running
back up that path almost before the re-
volver hit the floor. I ran low, half
expecting to have the old torso hotted
up by lead. But nothing happened.

Somewhere on the way I found my-
self still clutching the sheet of paper.
I crumpled it, threw it away. I don’t
know why.

It amazed me, when 1 came in sight
of Aggie; to see the kid sitting in.the
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front seat. Why should he have
moved? His head was bowed, and he
seemed limp, as though he were still
sleeping.

“1 don't like this place,” I gasped.
“We're getting out!”

I swung open the door, on the
driver’s side, and the kid fell sideways.

GEORGE HOLLISTER

He hit me with a dull, wet, squonchy
sound.

“What's the trouble?
sleepy you can’t—"

Then I saw that this wasn’t my hitch-
hiker at all. It was a man of about
forty, a well-dressed, well-fed, firm-
looking man. His green felt hat had
fallen off when he toppled, and I saw
that his hair was dark brown, touched
with gray—and blotched with blood.
There was blood all over the front of
his head.

I straightened him, shook him a
little.

Now I'm no doctor. It seemed to me
that I could feel a heartbeat: that
the man was alive—though with not
much to spare. And naturally my first

Are you so

a7

thought was to get him back there to
civilization.

There wouldn’t be a telephone in that
shack. Besides, a place where some-
body is roaming around with a pistol
isn’t the best place to take a wounded
man. I couldn’t see the hitch-hiker. He
was not in the back seat, and he didn’t
appear to be anywhere around.

I scrambled inside, turned Aggie,
and sped for Brompton.

Why did I turn? Because, excited
though I was, I wasn’t altogether dumb
about this business. According to the
road map there were twenty-two miles
between Brompton and Wellington,
and Aggie’s speedometer said that we
had come thirteen. But we were on a
detour. That made all the difference in
the world. How could I know the dis-
tance to Wellington ?

So off we went, me occasionally
propping up what might or might not
have been a corpse, and Aggie moving
like the hammers of hell.

We didn’t go far. We swung around
a curve, more or less on two wheels,
and there right in the middle of the
road was a huge branch. It was more
like a small tree. I knew that I could
go around the thing, on the cliff side,
but it would require the most ticklish
sort of driving, and I had to put Aggie
into second.

Somebody jumped on the running-
board. Something struck me on the
side of the head, causing little yellow
comets to chase one another through a
bright pink sky. A hand jerked down
the throttle, then gave the wheel a
twist.

Aggie and I and the man-who-was-
all-over-blood screeched into a fast, ir-
responsible tailspin. It was like going
down a roller coaster that had no bot-
tom. I think we turned over twice. At
least twice. :
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Well, I found myself walking
around and around something. I think
it was a tree. My eyes were open, but
I couldn’t seem to see. And there was
so much noise that it was like a deep,
deep silence.

Somebody grabbed both my shoul-
ders. I swung my right fist. I landed
on my hands and knees. I got up,
bumped into somebody, swung right
and left.

ur

PAIR of enormous eyes. Deep
brown eyes, with suggestions of
violet in them. Soft eyes. The

loveliest I ever had seen.

Not for an instant did I fool myself.
I didn’t suppose that I was dead and
had been wafted to a Mohammedan
paradise, and that this was one of the
houris promised by the Prophet. I
knew that houris are not supposed to
wear starched linen dresses. In fact,
they’re not supposed to wear anything
worth mentioning.

Just the same, the old Prophet him-
self couldn’t have envisioned anything
lovelier than those eyes. They looked
down at me with vast sympathy, and it
was so easy to look back into them,
seeing a tiny brown-purple George
Hollister in each, that for some time I
didn’t notice that the nose was lovely
too, and so were the lips, and the chin,
and the neck, and . . .

I said “ Hi, honey.” Or at any rate,
1 tried to say that.

She said “ Sh-sh-sh!” and put her
finger over her lips. It was a lovely
finger. I passed out again.

She was still there when I came to.
She even smiled a little, this time. 1
muttered “ Good old Aggie . ..” She
shushed me again, and then over a
lovely shoulder she called: “He's re-
covering consciousness, Doctor.”
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A man in white appeared. Then a
man in blue, with brass buttons.

“What about it, Doc? Shall I call
them?”

“He seems to be coming around all
rightigis

“T’ll call them then, huh?”

“Well, if they agree that it must
stop the minute I say.”

The man in blue disappeared. The
man in white fussed with something on
my head. I didn’t pay any attention. I
was looking at the nurse.

But pretty soon I began to wish I
was unconscious again. Two more
cops, a skinny man with pad and pencil,
and a bald-headed little cuss with nose
glasses, barged in. The bald-headed
one wore the persistent, indefatigable
smile of a Japanese statesman. He was
all cheeriness and light; you expected
him to suggest at any moment that we
now stand and sing Hymn Number
132.

“ Coming around, eh? Fine! Fine!
Oh, you'll be up soon! Just a concus-
sion is all. Isn’t that right, Doctor?
Just a concussion ?”

The doctor said yes, only you
couldn’t ever be sure about these cases,
and it would be better if they didn’t ask
me too much just now.

“Oh, naturally! We just want to
get a few little matters straightened
out; then we’ll leave the poor lad
alone.”

He had a squeaky voice which some-
how managed to be gooey too.

< OW! As we understand it,
young man, your name is
George Hollister and you
come from Sacramento?”

1 nodded. I felt as though I'd gulped
three gallons of brandy, beer and Cha-
teau Y’Quiem and then had had only
four hours of sleep.

D3—16
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“ Whereabouts in Sacramento, if I
may ask?”

This time I didn’t nod. I knew better.

“No address,” T blubbered. “ Just
used to live there, that’s all. I was
there when I bought the car and took
out my driver’s license.”

‘“Ah, yes. I see. And where do
vour people live?”

“ Haven’t any. Orphan.
relations either.”

“ And—uh—what do you do for a
living, Mr. Hollister ?”

“T'd do any work I could get, I
guess.”

“You're out of a job then!”

He beamed, nodded, seemed to con-
sider this very significant.

“ Now—uh—at the time of this au-
tdmobile accident—"

1 said: ““ Was that what it was?”

This didn’t strike me as much of a
wisecrack, myself, but the bald-headed
man practically screamed with laugh-
ter. He shook all over. His glasses got
moist from the tears that came to his
eyes, and he took the glasses off and
wiped them.

“ Now—uh—who was with you at
the time ?””

No near

“1 don’t know who he was. A kid
I'd picked up.”

‘“ A hitch-hiker, you mean?”

“Yes. No, wait a minute!” The

memory was beginning to unwind.
“No, he disappeared. The one with
me was the man who’d got into the car
while I was down below. I think he
was dead.”

One of the cops snapped: “ He was
dead when he got into the car? Is that
it?”

From back of me a sharp, worried,
medical voice warned: “ Remember
what I told you, now!”

“T1 think he’s a little confused,”
syruped Brightness-and-Light. “ Sup-
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pose we just let him tell the story in his
own fashion, eh?”

He was urging me, coaxing me, as
though I was a boy of nine bashful
about reciting “The Spell of the
Yukon ” in front of company.

Well, I permitted everything to get
straight in my head again—I was feel-
ing better all the time—then, as care-
fully as I could, I told them the whole
story. The skinny man wrote it all
down.

v
W HEN 1 was finished I suddenly

realized how bughouse it must

have sounded. But at the foot
of the bed I saw the nurse, and I
grinned.

“You believe me, at least, don’t
you?”

“ You're not supposed to talk to the
nurse!”

“Well, it’s a lot nicer than talking
to you. Incidentally, who are you any-
way ?”

“ Never mind who we are!”

Bald-head volunteered : “ These gen-
tlemen are from the Wellington police,
and I am Oliver T. Townsend, the pub-
lic prosecutor here.”

It sounded ominous.
something.

“ What happened to the man in my
car. Is he dead?”

“Yes, he’s dead. Now suppose you
tell us again, Mr. Hollister, about this
hitch-hiker. What did he look like ?””

T described the kid as best I could.
I remembered that he was fifteen or
sixteen, thin, blond, well spoken, and
had exceptionally dark blue eyes. They
asked me about the man in the shack,
and I had to tell them that I hadn’t seen
that man at all, didn’t know whether
he was young or old, or tall or short,
or what. They asked me about the man

I remembered
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who had jumped on my running-hoard ;
again I had to admit that I couldn’t
give any description. I hadn’t really
seen that man either. Only his arm.

They asked me a lot of other ques-
tions, and I answered them as best I
could. Finally I yelled:

“Say, what's all this about, any-
way ?"”"

The bigger of the two cops—he had
gold buttons, a gold badge—told me
that what it was all about was that I
was the damnedest liar he'd ever list-
ened to. And he said he’d listened to
a lot of them,

“You didn’t get time to make up a
decent story, huh?”

“I’'m not making up any story, good
or bad! All I'm doing—"

The cop interrupted me by waving in
front of my face a big black automatic
pistol.

“You ever see this before?”

“ Why, not that I know of.”

“1 asked you: did you cver sce this
before? Yes or no?”

“Well then, no.”

The skinny man was writing. Prose-
cutor Townsend was listening with a
fatherly smile, as though he were proud
of me. The nurse at the end of the bed
looked worried about something.

“Well, did you ever see this before,
then?”

Now he was waving a leather hol-
ster, and a strap.

I said no, I had never seen that be-
fore, either.

“ Why should I?”

“We just thought you might have,
since they were found in your car.”

“In my car?”’ I thought this over.
“Then the man who jumped on the
running-board must have thrown them
there.”

“Oh, that's right!
about that man.”

I'd forgotten
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SUPPOSE. I shouldn’t have blamed

them. But I was too sore to figure

it their way. I was so sore that
nothing hurt me. I used to get that
way in football sometimes. You get
so mad that you don’t even know you
ought to be on a stretcher. It isn’t un-
til afterward that the pain comes.

“One thing you might tell me,” 1
said bitterly, “and that is: Why is it
any concern of the Wellington police
if I have an accident a dozen miles
away?”

“ Because we figure that the murder
occurred inside the city limits.”

“ The murder ?" I tried to sit up, but
the doctor or somebody pulled me
back. “You mean to tell me—"

“ Here’s what I'll tell you, guy! I'll
tell you the whole thing how it hap-
pened, see?”

“Yes, do that.”

The doctor said: “ Now remember
what 1 said about—"

“Harry A. Zander, who used to be
public prosecutor here before Mr.
Townsend, and who incidentally was
as fine a guy as you'd ever want to
meet—he starts for Brompton on some
business last night. He gets out near
the city line, where there are no houses
around, and no street lights, and some-
body holds him up and then shoots
him. Then this guy leaves Harry
Zander’s car there, where we found it
this morning, and drives Harry out to-
ward Brompton, looking for a quiet
side road where he can dump the body,
see? So he turns into that dirt
road—"

“ But you've got to turn there! It
says it's a detour!”

“Nobody minds that,” Townsend
explained good-naturedly. “The
pavement’s only torn up for a few hun-
dred yards, and everybody goes
around the sign, each way, and goes



DETOUR TO

along the dirt on the side to where the
pavement is all right again.”

“How was I to know that?”

The cop continued: “But he slips
off the road and gets pretty well cut
up, see? Or else maybe he thinks it
would be a good idea to make the
whole thing look like an accident, only
he doesn’t jump out fast enough him-
self.

“Or maybe he figures on setting
fire to the car down there. All right.
He gets hurt, and when a deputy
sheriff happens to come along a little
while later this guy is trying to stagger
off. When the deputy takes hold of
him, to ask him what’s happened, this
guy starts to fight, and tries to get
away.”

“I don’t remember that.”

“No?”

“1 told you about that branch—"

““Yeah, sure! You told us a lot of
stuff like that. Well, we couldn’t find
any big branch. We couldn’t find this
hitch-hiker, and we couldn’t find this
man in the shack, or this paper and
fountain pen you told us about. And
also we couldn’t find this man you say
jumped on your running-board either.”

“You couldn’t find much, could
you? -Maybe that’s because you're
such lousy cops.”

The doctor said: “ Now, now!”

““ But what we did find, brother, and
what's going to send you right to the
old torrid armchair, is this!” He was
waving the gun again. “ We found it
in your car, and we found Harry
Zander there, with a bullet in his head,
and when we took the bullet out we
found that it came from this very same
gun. So you see? We did find some-
thing, after all.”

“Listen! If I'm being charged with
murder, I want a lawyer!”

Again the doctor was pulling me
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back. The doctor was rattled. I fig-
ured that this case must be getting a
lot of publicity, and the doctor was
afraid of losing his patient, and catch-
ing a public razz, but at the same time
he was afraid to boss around a man
like Oliver T. Townsend. He begged
them to depart.

I said: *“I want a lawyer!”

They went out. Townsend had
never stopped smiling.

v

OR some time after that I just lay
there being sore. I was so sore
that I didn’t even wriggle around

to find out how much I was hurt and
where. But when the nurse came back,
eyes and all, I got over it.

“ Listen, Miss Forbes,” I said. I'd
heard the doctor call her that. “You
mustn’t get so worried about this busi-
ness. I'll be all right.” Because I
could see she was troubled about some-
thing.

From the end of the bed: “You
can’t talk to her.”

I raised my head, which didn’t hurt
so much now, and saw a cop.

“ Must you be here?”

“Sure I must be here! Whether
you like it or not!”
“I don’t like it, no. What's the

idea? Am I under arrest?”

“Under arrest? Hell, you're prob-
ably indicted by this time!”

“Brother Townsend’s a fast
worker. What’s he got against me?”

“ Same thing I have. Harry Zander
was a swell guy.”

I said: “ Too bad he was killed then.
But I didn’t do it. Anyway, I want a
lawyer. Get me a lawyer.”

The cop turned, looked out the win-
dow.

“T'm not supposed to talk to you
cither,” he growled.
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“ Well, that’s some help,” I said. I
told Miss Forbes: “ There must be an
awful lot of story-tellers in this town.
Nobody here ever seems to believe
anybody else.”

She said: “ Sh-sh! You must be
quiet. You mustn’t talk.”

The cop’s voice came: “ You can’t
talk to her!”

“Is it to be an unceasing vigil?” I
asked. “Don’t you have such things
as bedtime, for instance?”

Miss Forbes went out, and a little
while later the inquisition boys re-
turned with a couple of extra cops and
some more questions.

T was late in the afternoon, or else
I early in the evening. I could tell
that from the window. I was feel-
ing better all the time, but I decided to
play sick. I was afraid the doctor would
decide I was well enough to be dis-
charged, and I didn’t care to think
about the way these babies would
handle me once they’d got me in police
headquarters.

Well, they didn’t learn anything
more because I didn’t have anything
more to tell them. Whenever I de-
manded a lawyer they simply pretended
they hadn’t heard. It was the same way
when I demanded to be taken before a
magistrate. Finally the doctor shooed
them off.

“ Are you going to stick around?”
I asked Miss Forbes, after they'd gone.

“Sh-sh! You mustn’t talk!”

“Well, are you?”

“No, I'm off now. Miss Paterson
will take care of you tonight.”

Miss Paterson was a pain. She was
tall and thin and chirpy. She flut-
tered. She twittered. She just knew
that I was going to have a nice comfy
night and that I was going to wake
up in the morning feeling just fine and
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dandy! She took off her dark gray
cape, which was the only good-looking
thing about her, and hung it behind the
door.

“I'm going to stay right here with
you,” she cooed.

I didn’t say anything.
think of anything to say.

The cop, who seemed to trust Miss
Paterson, got up, and yawned, and
strolled out to the corridor, saying he’'d
be back in a few minutes. Miss Pater-
son told him to take his time, and I
felt like telling him the same thing in
a different tone of voice, but I didn’t.

A few minutes later Miss Paterson
herself got up and went to the door.
Somebody had knocked timidly. That
somebody and Miss Paterson whis-
pered for a while, and then she glanced
at me. I had my eyes closed, appar-
ently. She seemed to think it safe, and
she stepped out.

I got right up. Now don’t ask me
why! T know it was the worst thing I
could have done I figure, now, that I
must have been even more sore than
I'd realized, and possibly a little nuts
as well, what with that concussion.
Anyway, the thought of spending a
night with an orangoutang and a pie-
faced angel who twittered, was just
too much. And in the morning they’d
take me to the station and wallop hell
out of me trying to get a confession—
oh, yes, they would not!

I didn’t make a sound. I grabbed
Miss Paterson’s cape, wrapped it
around me, and then I went out the
window.

I couldn’t

VI

HERE was a fire escape. I had
been able to see that from the bed,
and I'd wondered about it. Now
I understood. It was nothing but a
platform. There was no stairway, no
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ladder. All that, apparently, had been
torn away. I couldn’t go up or down.
I might as well have been on a balcony,
there four or five stories above the
paved court. About six feet away, on
a level with me, was the roof of an-
other part of the building; but I
couldn’t risk the jump.

I started back—and found Miss
Paterson staring at me.

She didn’t stare long. She opened
her mouth and let out a scream which
caused the electric light bulbs to rattle
in their sockets; and then she fainted.

I went back on the platform. I
stepped up on the rail. I jumped.

It wasn’t so much of a jump, really.
But it seemed big because of the fact
that if I'd missed I would have been
killed surer than hell.

But I didn’t miss. I landed full and
fair, the gravel stinging my feet. And
I started to run.

The cape was no hindrance: it bal-
looned behind me like a punctured
parachute. But the pajamas were ter-
rible! It's always been a mystery
where hospitals get their pajamas; and
is still is, to me. The coat of this suit
had a sort of bolero effect, pulling
jauntily under the armpits. Starched,
it would have made a tolerable mess
jacket, except that the sleeves only
came to a little below my elbows. And
the trousers! I'm sure that Primo
Carnera had been a patient in this hos-
pital, and he’d left these behind. I
mean, I had to hold them up—'way
up. I ran like a woman in 1910 chas-
ing after a street car.

There were two crashes, smothering
a shout, behind me. Gravel, not satis-
fied with cutting my bare feet, started
to jump at my knees. I went over,
still holding up these pants, and ran
like hell.

I had seen another fire escape. And
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thank God! this one was equipped with
means of descent. As I started down
I heard another crash, and got a face-
ful of gravel. The railing went
“bong!” near my left hand.

Three windows I passed. At the
lowest a man stuck his head out and
yelled “Hey!” T said “Hiyah, pal!”
and kept right on going down.

A larger, outside court, a driveway
and parking space, a lot of cars. And
believe it or not, directly in front of a
side entrance, not fifteen feet from the
fire escape, was a roadster with nobody
in it and the engine running! The door
was even open! You would have
thought that I'd planned this escape
for weeks, with outside confederates.
I jumped into that roadster, and boy
did I depart!

UT when I got around the first
B corner I took it easy. I coasted

up one street and down another,
keeping away from the bright lights.
In the middle of a quiet residential
block I stopped. I began to search.
From sidepockets I took a flashlight,
a .32 caliber revolver which wasn’t
loaded, some rags, a pair of gloves,
and a driver’s license and ownership
card which told me that the roadster
belonged to J. C. Mooney, occupation,
physician. There was a newspaper on
the seat, but I let that go for the pres-
ent, and got out and examined the
rumble. It wasn't locked. It contained
a few wrenches and tire irons, a jack,
and a golf bag. The golf bag was one
of these big, new, fancy ones built to
hold practically everything but a fur
coat. I found in one compartment six-
teen balls, a roll of adhesive tape, a
pair of gloves, a box of tees, a pack-
age of cigarettes and a pad of matches.
I took only the matches and cigarettes.
Then from the other compartment,
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which was likewise unlocked—Doc
Mooney surely was careless about
things—a sweater, four sizes too large
for me; a cap, which I put on in-
stantly; and a pair of shoes—still
soggy with sweat but they fitted.

You must admit that 1 needed
clothes; but I simply couldn’t think of
any use for that sweater, so I put it
back.

Then I got behind the wheel and
by the dashboard light I read all about
myself in the five-star final. Yes, I
was already indicted. Public Prosecu-
tor Oliver T. Townsend, in an exclu-
sive statement to the Times-Eagle, had
declared that it was his belief that I
worked alone. He likewise believed,
and so did Captain of Detectives Au-
gust Schultz and other members of the
police department who had assisted
Mr. Townsend in questioning the
prisoner, that I was responsible for
many if not all of the hold-ups which
had been so common in this vicinity of
late. But they were going to go into
this angle of the case later, when the
prisoner was sufficiently recovered for
a more thorough examination.

1 could picture that “ more thorough
examination” !

Prosecutor Townsend paid high
tribute to the memory of Harry A.
Zander. A profound loss to Welling-
ton, he said. To the city, the county,
the entire State. He refused, how-
ever, to comment upon a report that
Zander had been killed because he
“knew too much” about certain per-
sons in the Wellington underworld. It
was possible, he admitted. Harry A.
Zander had always been in the van-
guard of reform in Wellington, and
had been an implacable foe of all crim-
inals and crooked politicians; but the
prosecutor didn’t care to go any fur-
ther than that, at present.
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There was a biography of Zander,
the crusader. There were interviews
with the widow, with Emil Furst, the
dead man’s secretary, who lived with
the Zanders, and with the Governor,
who happened to be visiting friends in
Brompton. There was also an inter-
view which interested me much
more—with the sheriff of Wellington
County.

It seems that the sheriff was angry
because the prosecutor’s office and the
city police had taken over this case,
which he believed to be in his own
jurisdiction. I could read between the
lines that the sheriff was sore at the
prosecutor and police for other rea-
sons, too. He accused Townsend of
seeking publicity on the eve of an elec-
tion. He was very bitter about it, and
tossed dark hints hither and yon. He
didn’t actually call Townsend a crook,
but he might just as well have.

*“ Nice night.”

I turned to find a patrolman lean-
ing against the door. The top was up,
and behind the wheel I was in shadow;
but I'm sure that this cop was wonder-
ing about the nurse’s cape and the Pri-
mo Carnera pants: he was squinting
hard at me.

I tried to yawn.
was a swell night.

“Have you got a—"

“Say, how do I get on that high-
way to Brompton?”

“ Brompton Avenue? You go back
just the opposite way to the way
you're facing.now, to the first car
tracks, and then right till you strike
a silent policeman and that’s it.”

“Thanks,” I said, and put Doc
Mooney’s car into gear.

“Could I see your—"

I pointed ahead.

“Your signal
officer.”

I agreed that it

light's  blinking,
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This was the greatest break of all.
TI'm perfectly sure that the cop was
suspicious, and that he was just about
to ask for my driver’s license. Maybe
he knew Dr. J. C. Mooney. Anyway,
he’d stall me until he had a better
look—and that would have been fatal.
But sure enough! the police telephone
standard at the end of the block, just
ahead of us, was blinking green. The
cop hurried toward it. I swung Doc
Mooney’s car around. I could guess
what the cop was going to hear when
he reported over the phone.

vi

HERE wasn't much traffic in
Brompton Avenue. At first I told
myself that I'd been a fool to ask
for this road, because the patrolman,
when he got the message of the hos-
pital escape, would put two and two
together and get something resembling
four—which would mean patrol cars
dashing back and forth along this
highway looking for the Mooney road-
ster. But later I reasoned that just
the opposite would be true. After all,
when I'd been arrested I was wearing
a clean shirt, and when I'd been ques-
tioned I didn’t once say “ain’t.” Con-
sequently I would be listed as a smooth
criminal, a cross between Dillinger and
Dapper Don Collins with the emphasis
on the Collins. In fact, the Welling-
ton Times-Eagle already had referred
to me as a “ gentleman bandit.” Well,
wouldn’t such a master-mind be ex-
pected to lay a false scent? So that
the cops, trying to be one thought
ahead, probably would patrol every
outlet to the city except Brompton
Avenue.
At least, it made me feel better to
figure it that way.
Out beyond the city limits, when the
mirror showed me a car with a nerv-
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ous searchlight, I simply darkened the
roadster and turned into a private
driveway. It led to a farmhouse, but
I didn’t go that far. A dog barked
wearily, as though it considered bark-
ing a boresome duty; but nobody
emerged. The car with the searchlight
went past. And after a time I lighted
up again, backed out of the drive, and
trundled on.

I hadn’t the slightest doubt that they
would catch me sooner or later, but I
wished to have a better look around
at that shack first. What I planned to
do when caught was fake nuttiness.
After all, I'd had a concussion. I could
be goofy. A weak defense, but it was
the ony one I could think of.

The trouble was, they might open
up without stopping to ask questions.
They seemed convinced that here was
a desperate gunman, Take no chances!
Give him lead, right away! It wasn’t
a comforting thought.

When I came to the detour, I could
see that, as Townsend had said, it was
merely nominal. Cars could go around
it. ‘In fact, I'd been going seven or
eight miles out of my way when I took
to that detour.

Just the same, I took to it again.
And fifteen minutes later I was ap-
proaching the little shack by the
stream.

‘D left the car by the side of the
I road, some distance back, pulled

up under a willow tree, and dark;
and I went toward the shack on foot.
My stalking attire wasn’t quite what
they’re wearing this season. The cap
was a little large, but it was dark; and
the shoes were all right; but those
pants! I'm not trying to be funny
when I say that if the strings hadn’t
been too short, I would have tied the
top of those pants around my neck,
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making a sort of overall, or monkey
suit. As it was, I was obliged to hold
the damned things up as I walked. I
had the flashlight in one hand, the
empty revolver in the other.

When I came in sight of the shack
I saw that somebody was moving
around in there with a light. It star-
tled me so that I stepped on a fallen
branch, which cracked gleefully. The
light in the shack went out.

For a long, long time I squatted, not
eager to make myself a silhouette on
the horizon. I never took my gaze
from the shack. 5

My legs began to ache. In fact, I
started to ache all over; and now, for
the first time, I came to be aware of
my wounds. Around my head, con-
cealed by the cap, was a white bandage.
The head hurt, but not seriously: just
a dull, dogged throb. There was tape
over two cuts on the left side of my
face—the side, fortunately, which the
patrolman hadn’t seen. They stung
when I touched them. There was a
bandage around my right arm, high.
There it made a sort of slow-burning
pain. But I got a much sharper sen-
sation in the lower part of my chest,
on the right side, whenever I drew a
deep breath. A rib. The Times-Eagle
had listed a broken rib among my in-
juries, and I was beginning to believe
it.

But I just squatted there and wait-
ed. Like the Indians used to squat
and wait for hours and hours, watch-
ing a water hole or something. Only
the Indians didn’t have to wear pa-
jamas.

At last I began to crawl toward the
shack. Nothing happened. There
wasn't a sound, from the shack or
from me. I reached the door, which
was open. I paused a moment. Then
{ slid in sideways. I was holding the
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revolver at my right hip, and holding
the flashlight high for possible use as
a club.

Inside I stopped. I waited. It
seemed like hours. I couldn’t hear a
thing or see a thing, but I knew that
somebody was in that room with me.
Very carefully I began to move
around.

I touched somebody, and a hand
clutched my shoulder. I sidestepped,
and brought down the flashlight hard.
Somebody thumped to the floor. All
in a single motion I went to one knee,
snapped on the flash, leveled the gun.

“Move and you're dead, brother!”

Then I swallowed a couple of cubic
yards of air in one swift gulp, and be-
came paralyzed.

VIII

GUESS she was practically para-

lyzed, too. She hadn’t fainted.

At least, her eyes were open—
those eyes! But she didn’t seem to be
really conscious as she lay there star-
ing up at my light.

“Good God! I—I'm terribly sorry.
Did I hurt you?” o

She couldn’t see me back of the
glare, but I suppose she recognized my
voice. Her lips moved a little, but
there was no sound.

I said: “ Here, wait till I get us a
better light.”

The oil lamp was still there, and I'd
tucked Doc Mooney’s cigarettes and
matchbox into the pocket of that fetch-
ing little chemise which was supposed
to be a sleeping coat. Pretty soon there
was no need for the flash, and I was
bending over Miss Forbes.

“What in the world are you doing
here?” I gasped.

““What are you doing here?”

“ But what are you doing here?” I
waved my arms. “Wait a minute.
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This isn’t getting us anywhere. All
right. I'll start. I know I'm supposed
to be in the hospital; but I didn’t like
your friend Miss Paterson, who isn’t
nearly as nice as you. Besides, the
cops wouldn’t believe a word I said;
so I went down a fire escape, and
swiped somebody’s car, and came out
here to do a little detective work of
my ‘own accord. All right, now it’s
your turn.”

She said: “I came out to look for
my brother.”

“Your brother?”

“I knew he was coming from the
Coast, hitch-hiking, and I was expect-
ing him any day now. When I heard
you tell your story to the policemen,
and you described him so well and all,
I knew that it must be Arthur. But
I was afraid to say anything to the
police, because I was afraid Arthur
would get mixed up in it somehow. I
knew you were telling the truth, but
what if they caught him and they
wouldn’t believe him any more than
they did you?”

“Yes. They’re in a big rush to clean
this case up, aren’t they?”

“So as soon as I was off duty, I
got into my car and drove out here. I
thought maybe Arthur might be hang-
ing around somewhere, hiding, afraid
to go into the city. I was going to
call out to him—walk around calling
his name.”

First she had entered the shack,
meaning to have a quick look-around.
She’d heard me coming, and had
snapped off her flash. Then she had
stood in the center of that little place,
too frightened to move, even when she
saw me sneak in against the light of
the doorway and sniffed the liniment
of which I reeked. When I had
bumped her, in prowling, she grabbed
at me convulsively, unthinkingly. And

MURDER 57

me, the Galahad ! had pasted her one in
the left ear!

“Do you— Do you think they
could have hurt Arthur?”

I shrugged. Which made the rib
hurt.

‘It doesn’t look like it. I don’t be-
lieve he could have had anything to
do with it. When I told the cops I
was anxious to have them locate him,
It wasn’t because I thought he was in-
volved in the murder, but only because
I wanted him to bear out my story.
But, of course, the cops didn’t even
believe that such a person existed.

“ He must have seen the body left
in my car. Maybe he ran off, in a
panic. If the men who left it there
had seen him, and thought he’d seen
them, I'd have found two corpses in-
stead of one.”

She shuddered. She had a lovely
shudder.

“I'm still wondering about that
gold fountain pen and the sheets of
paper,” I said. “It doesn’t seem to
fit, somehow. I want to go out and
scout around for that sheet I threw
away. It shouldn’t take me long.
Think you could stay in here and wait
for me?”

“Yes ... Yes, I'll wait.” .

“Here, take this gun. It might
make you feel safer.”

HE crumpled paper wasn’t hard

to find. The cops couldn’t have

searched very carefully. I was just
picking it up when I heard a car com-
ing from the direction of Wellington.
1 snapped out my flash, slipped into
the sumac.

The car stopped. Somebody got
out, came down the path, passed with-
in a few feet of where I crouched.

Rounding the clump of sumac, the
man stopped short. The light in the
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shack seemed to dumfound him.
After a little while he quitted the path
and began to approach the shack cau-
tiously from the side. He moved very
slowly, and to save time I turned my
back, unfolded the paper close to me,
and sneaked a brief look.

The engraving at the top of this
piece of private stationery read:
“Harry A. Zander, 1149 Lafayette
Boulevard.”

For the first time I began to get an
idea of what it was all about.

The man who had come from the
road was near one of the windows,
peering in very cautiously. I could see
him now, and it didn’t cause my jaw
to fall when I saw that he was none
other but that high-minded slave of
duty, the Hon. Oliver T. Townsend.
He had a small revolver in his right
fist, and he didn’t seem to know what
to make of the fact that Nurse Forbes
was among those present.

Very slowly, without making a
sound, I encircled him, came up behind
him. I jammed the end of the flash-
light into his back.

“Don’t jump,” I whispered, “and
don’t yell, and don't do anything ex-
cept open your hand. Otherwise it
goes bang-bang, see?”

He was abruptly drenched with
sweat. But he dropped the gun. I
made him step two steps away from
it, and I picked it up.

“ All right. Now go inside for ex-
planations.”

The girl, when she saw him, was al-
most as flabbergasted as he had been
when he saw her through the window.

“Wha— What are you doing
here?”

Townsend snapped: “ What are you
doing here?”

I said: “Now let's not start that
routine all over again. Before we do
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anything else I want Mr. Townsend to
tell me what it was Harry Zander had
that he wanted to get from him.”

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

“You wouldn’t care to have me
shoot holes in your legs and arms,
would you, Mr. Townsend? Because
that’s just what I am going to do if
you don’t start explaining. But first
of all,” I said, “we’ll cut off a little
of this light, so that we can’t be seen
by anybody passing along the road.”

X

HAD already observed that the

lighted door of the shack was not

visible from the road. Only one
window was visible, on the east side.
That was the light I'd seen the pre-
vious evening. So I picked up some of
the burlap, raising a lot of dust, and
draped it over the east window.

“Stand right where you are and
don’t move that gun!”

I turned, grinning. I had heard the
faint scuffle, and had guessed what
happened. Oliver T. Townsend was
pointing a revolver at me.

“No, no, Mr. Townsend! That’s
my stuff, not yours. Not tonight.”

1 started to walk toward him. His
fingers tightened on the gun.

“ One step nearer and I'll kill you!”

I said: “ Goodness gracious.”

He pulled the trigger three times—
and got three clicks. I'd known that
there wasn’t a cartridge in that gun.
Good old Doc Mooney certainly was
one careless man.,

Townsend, frantic, his face glitter-
ing with sweat, raised the gun. I hit
his wrist with his own gun, and Doc
Mooney’s revolver went clattering to
the floor. It all made me look like a
great big hero, I didn’t mind at all in
the presence of the Eyes.
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“Now let’s get back to business.
You really should have recovered that
piece of paper last night after you
tried to kill me, Townsend. I suppose
you couldn’t today, with everybody
around here. I suppose that’s what
you came out for tonight, eh? Let’s
see your fountain pen.” I snicked the
pen from his vest pocket. “Yes, I
thought so. You're not so terribly
smart, really. Zander himself might
have recognized a pen like that. Or
were you going to take the chance and
brazen it out right in front of him,
while the boys tortured him?”

The girl said: “ What is it? What’s
it mean?”

“I'm not sure of the details, but it
went something like this: Zander had
documentary evidence that this jelly-
fish was a crook. He couldn’t lay this
before the public prosecutor, naturally,
because Townsend was the public
prosecutor. He distrusted the police
heads, who seem to have had some
sort of working arrangement with
Brother Townsend. So the logical
thing to do was go to the Governor,
who happens to be in Brompton right
now. So Zander started for there.

“Townsend knew all this, some-
how. And he knew that unless he got
hold of those letters or checks or what-
ever they are, he was sunk. So he en-
listed a couple of high-powered hood-
lums. He was in a nice position to do
that. He could promise to nolle pros-
cqui the indictments standing against
them if they’d do this one job. I don’t
know how many of them there were.
I'm guessing two, but it might have—"

Somebody in the doorway said:
“Two is right, mister.”

And as I started to turn, somebody
said: “Don’t do that. Don’t move
anything at all, except you open your
hand and let that gun drop.”
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- I did move, but only my eyes. And
what I saw was two disagreeable
giants who wore caps and who carried
enormous automatics. One of them,
in fact, had two automatics.

asked softly.

I opened my hand, and lis-
tened to the gun drop. I realized in
that moment how Townsend must
have felt just outside the window.

But Oliver T. Townsend felt swell
right now. He recovered his gun with
a scurrying, crab-like motion. He
punched me in the mouth.

“Don’t get too close to him,” the
two-gat man begged. “If he should
get ideas I wouldn’t want to have to
kill you too.”

Townsend backed away. But you
couldn’t keep him quiet. His smile was
working again now, and he was purr-

“DIDN’T you hear me?” this one

5

g.
“ Glad to see you, boys! I was get-
ting worried about you.”

“ Well, we didn’t come to get you
out of any jam. We came for the jack,
sweetheart. The dough-ray-me. It's
lam time for these kids.”

The other man, who had lowered his
gun and was looking with a perfectly
frank leer at Nurse Forbes, said out
of a corner of his mouth, without turn-
ing his head: “ You told us if the joh
held slaughter we catch-"em-up a half
grand extra. Yes-no?”

“1 know, but you didn’t get—"

Townsend hesitated.

I asked: “ What didn’t you get? Is
it in Zander’s safe, at his home? And
he didn’t take it with him last night?
Is that it?”

Two-Gun said: “I don’t know who
you are, guy.”

“I'm the man you wrecked last
night. One of you. What was the
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matter? You get rattled when you
saw the light here, and my car up
there, and decide to get rid of the body
as fast as possible? Was that the way
it was?”

“I don’t know who you are, guy,
but anyway, we’re not doing business
with you. We're doing business with
Baldy here.”

“I don’t know why he should pay
you. You were supposed to bring in
Zander alive, weren’t you, if he didn’t
have the papers? You were supposed
to bring him here and do a little tor-
ture act until he consented to write a
note to his secretary or somebody, au-
thorizing him to hand them over to
bearer. Isn’t that right?”

“It must be wonderful to be smart
like you.”

“ But you're out of practice, I guess.
Too long behind the bars. You lost
your head, one of you, and let fly. And
then you were going to bring in the
body, at least, to prove that you'd been
working. But you didn’t like the looks
of my car, and the light. So you
dumped the body on me, and missed
entirely the kid sleeping in the back
seat.”

“ What do you mean? What kid?”

I knew then that they hadn’t seen
Arthur Forbes. And his sister knew
it, too. She was staring at me all this
time, and the second gunman was star-
ing at her with eyes like French post-
cards.

“You didn’t see him, but he was
there. He ran away. He's going to
testify against you, later.”

“ Say, listen, guy—""

“Then you got even more panicky
when you heard me turn around and
start for Brompton instead of going
on toward Wellington. You couldn’t
figure who I was, or what I had to do
with it, but you decided not to take any
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chances. So you wrecked me, for
which many thanks.”
“I'll wreck you more than that!”

X

OWNSEND said hastily: “T'll
Tgive you the money I promised.

I'll double it if you'll help me out
of this predicament.”

“That means jam,” I explained.
“ Predicament.”

“I know what it means,” said Two-
Gun. “I ain’t dumb.”

Townsend hurried on: “ These peo-
ple—they know about me. They—
Well, they must be—"

“You want more killing, huh?”

“Itd be a shame to bump this
fluff,” said One-Gun. ““ At least, right
away.”

“T don't like it so much,” said Two-
Gun. “I don't like this business about
some kid. What's he talking about,
anyway ?"”

Townsend said: “ There isn't any
kid. He's making that up. Just try-
ing to talk himself out of something,
that's all. There isn’t any kid.”

“It would mean lamming with our
seats on fire, instead of like gentlemen.
I don’t like it.”

“ A whole thousand dollars apiece,”
Townsend offered eagerly. “ And you
wouldn’t be involved in any way. No-
body even suspects your existence.
This fellow told about you, but no-
body believes a word he said. He's
under arrest right now for the murder
of Harry Zander, and he’s escaped
from the hospital. And this girl is the
nurse who was assigned to take care
of him today.”

One-Gun said : “ Nurse, huh ?”

“ Don’t you get it?” Townsend hur-
ried. “Your gun for her, and then
leave it here in his hand. My own gun
for him. I'm the public prosecutor and
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I'm out here checking up on clues, in
case I overlooked something this after-
noon. The conscientious public serv-
ant, see? On the job even at night. 1
hear a shot, rush in, find this man just
after he’s killed the girl. She had
helped him to escape from the hospital,
and they were to meet here afterward,
see? A lovers’ quarrel. This man
turns his gun against me, but I get
mine out first. Then I'm the public
hero, see? And you boys aren’t in-
volved at all.”

I said: “Nice for tomorrow’s pa-
pers. But what’s going to happen when
Zander’s executor opens that safe?”

“ Never you mind about that! I’ll
fix that, somehow!”

“ And what happens when the kid
shows up one of these days and bab-
bles out his story, and picks out the
pictures of these two apes, and it turns
out that it was your influence that set
them free?”

Two-Gun said angrily: “What is
all this about a kid, anyway?”

‘“ Absolutely nothing to it,” lied
Townsend. “I tell you this man is
just trying to talk you out of some
easy dough. Listen, didn’t I tell you
yesterday that—"

F course my two arms were in
the air, but nobody was paying
much attention to me, and no-

body seemed to have noticed that I
was still holding a flashlight in my left
hand. Townsend and Two-Gun were
snarling at one another, and Two-
Gun’s two guns were pointed at the
floor. One-Gun wasn’t interested in
anything but the nurse. And Oliver
T. Townsend probably had forgotten
that he had a gun in his own hand.

I figured I was as good as dead any-
way. Townsend himself would kill me
if he couldn’t get these professionals
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to do it. Townsend couldn't afford to
have me live! So I figured I might as
well go crazy.

Townsend was the nearest. I took
one step, and brought the flash down
on his head. He fell against the girl,
thank God! and knocked her back-
ward. I dived for the table.

I had the table up and in front of
me before either of the hoods could
shoot. And I rushed Two-Gun, hop-
ing to shove him against his pal.

The whole place seemed to explode.
Three forty-fives going at once make
a lot of noise. The table bucked furi-
ously in my hands, and it would have
slammed me backward if I hadn't
thrown myself into what practically
amounted to a football dive.

A spray of splinters, a whole show-
er of them, flew into my face. It was
like sticking your face into a fire.

The table hit something, and I
pushed with all my strength. Two-
Gun hadn’t had a chance to jump aside.
He stumbled against One-Gun, yelled
something. The table started bucking
again, and I felt more flames licking
me. The table was twisted out of my
hands. 1 grabbed a gun arm, pushed
up. The thing exploded almost at my
nose. One-Gun, abruptly, didn’t have
a face any more.

I tried to swing One-Gun around in
front of me, but it was no soap. Too
heavy. Besides, the other gorilla would
only have shot me right through his
partner’s body. If I ever saw murder
in a man’s face it was in his, and I
stood there without a thing to do but
be killed. %

“ Here it comes,” I thought to my-
self. If I jumped I couldn’t save my-
self, now. It would only mean that
the girl might stop a stray pellet.

Then again the whole place appeared
to blow up, and 1 slid to the floor.
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Nothing hurt me. I supposed that I
was dying, but I couldn’t feel a thing.
I only knew that I was sitting on the
floor, with my back against a wall, and
watching Two-Gun do a whirling der-
vish act clear across the room. Two-
Gun struck a wall, bounced back, was
slammed against the wall again by
some force I couldn’t understand, and
finally dropped to his knees, facing a
corner, like a little boy who is being
punished in school.

It seemed like a long time before I
realized that three men in the doorway
had been shooting at Two-Gun with
automatic rifles. We learned later that
they’d put twenty-one bullets into him.
Which is a lot, even for a man as tough
as he was.

One of these men said: “ You Hol-
lister ?”

I wetted my lips, but I was afraid
to try to talk. I was afraid nothing
would happen. So I nodded. I crawled
on my hands and knees to where Miss
Forbes was lying.

Her eyes were open, and she was
conscious; but she’d been stunned. I
started to caress her, in a kind of awk-
ward way. Then I found that some-
body else was doing the same thing, on
the other side. He was all burbles
about his sister.

“I was scared. I didn’t know what
was up, after these men came along
and dumped the body into your car. I
didn’t know whether you were in on
it or not. The minute they went away
I ran”

“Been hiding, eh?”

“TI've been watching policemen and
sheriffs and everything, tramping all
over this neighborhood. I was scared
to death! Then tonight I saw my sis-
ter come here, and I was just starting
after her when I saw you come along.
I waited. I was afraid of you.”
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“I-don't blame you, the way I'm
dressed!”

“I started to run toward the road,
to signal a car I heard coming. But
when I saw these men getting out of
the car I recognized them. I ran across
country to the main highway, where
it’s under repair, and I came to a car
with these three deputy sheriffs. They
said they were out looking for you.”

Anyway, this was roughly what he
told me. It didn’t sound nice and clear
like that to me. It sounded all fuzzy.
The last thing I can remember was him
talking all blurred and jumpy, and
staring at me with those dark blue
eyes. They tell me I passed out as
quietly as though I was just falling
into a doze.

YES was leaning over me, and
she had her starched linen cap
on. Houris don’t wear starched

linen caps. They don’t wear anything
but beautiful smiles. But not as beau-
tiful as Miss Forbes’ smile.

“Now this time you really mustn’t
talk,” she told me, smiling. “I mean
it! You're in bad shape, and they
think they’re going to have to operate
to get one of the bullets out.”

Somebody crisp I couldn’t see, be-
hind her, contributed: “ We're going
to get'Dr. Mooney for you. He’s a
fine surgeon.”

I wasn’t as out as they thought I
was. I said: “ My God! don’t get him!
He'll go away afterward and forget
to sew me up again!”

“Now you absolutely mustn’t talk!”

“May I listen?”

That was all right, so she told me
things. Nice things. One of them
was that Oliver T. Townsend was al-
ready in jail. Another was that she
thought it was wonderful the way I'd
rushed those gunmen. Everybody else
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thought it was wonderful, too, includ-
ing the sheriff, who was going to offer
me a deputy’s job full-time. Another
one was—I had to ask it—that her
first name was Harriet. I muttered
something about being glad it wasn’t
Agnes, or Agatha, and when she start-
ed to say something I explained:

“ But you won’t have to be jealous.
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It's all over now. Aggie and I have
busted up. Or at least, Aggie has.”

“Now you simply, absolutely must
not talk!”

“All right,” I said.
here?”

“Tll be here.”

“All right,” I said, and went to
sleep again.

“You'll be

Thrice-Kidnaped Woman Set Afire

late at night, John White, of ‘916 Fifty-second Street, Brooklyn,

OBSERVING a smoldering bundle in the gutter in front of his house

N. Y., went to stamp out the fire.
Deutsch, of 1254 Forty-second Street.

The bundle was Mrs. Bertha
She was bound and gagged, her

clothing burning. For the third time in five months she had been kidnaped

and thrown from an automobile.

On the first occasion she was seized on the street, thrust into a car,

trussed and gagged, and tossed out in Greenwood Cemetery. Three months
later she was similarly treated and dropped in a secluded corner of Prospect
Park. At that time she caused the arrest of a former boarder in her house,
but he was acquitted of her charges.

In her latest misadventure, new touches were added when she was chlo-
roformed and set afire. White’s timely discovery saved her from being seri-
ously if not fatally burned. Neither she nor her husband can‘explain the
repeated attempts on her life.

—Emory Black.
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The LADY

“ 11 Kilf the firet manl”

The Episode- of
the Forty Murderers

IVIAN LEGRAND was fully
‘/ aware of the sinister reputation
of the man whose shop she was
entering. He had the reputation of
having in stock many things difficult to
purchase anywhere else. Such things as
a knife and a hand to wield it on a dark
street.
She knew that he would have at his

Behind a Half-Opened
Door Vivian Legrand
Sways in a Siren’s Dance
and Tricks Forty Pirates
Out of Liberty and Life

A True Story
By Eugene Thomas

finger tips a most intimate knowledge
of life in Port Blair, capital of India’s
Penal Colony in the Andaman Islands.
And what he did not know, he would
find out for you.

The latter was Vivian’s reason for
seeking out Wing Li, the Chinese bird-
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seller on Port Blair’s principal street.
She was in Port Blair to kidnap one
Ivan Stavinsky from under the noses
of his British jailers. Stavinsky, a
Russian secret service agent, had been
sentenced to a life term in the Anda-
mans for a civil crime committed in
Calcutta.

A Chinese sitting cross-legged on a
cushion in the rear of the shop rose at
her entrance and came forward.

“You wanchee buy?” he inquired in
pidgin, the common tongue of the Is-
lands.

Vivian Legrand shook her head and
answered in fluent Cantonese.

“I desire to buy,” she said, “but I
am afraid that you have not the object
I wish to purchase.”

She seated herself on a stool beside
the counter and looked up at him quiet-
ly. Her eyes, heavy lidded, and of a
greenish color, were baffling. Flaming
red hair clouded her face.

“I have many things,” the Chinese
told her.

“I am seeking a bird. But only
one kind will do. And I can pay only
one price. Three pounds, sixpence.”

Their eyes met and they exchanged
one long, calculating glance.

“Is it a native bird?” inquired the
Chinese.

“It is a Chinese bird,” Vivian Le-
grand responded. “ But now it roosts
in Manila.”

A swift smile broke the impassive
yellow mask. “I am he whom you
seek,” he said. “ What are the instruc-
tions of the Mandarin Hoang Fi Tu?”

HE Chinese shopkeeper was one
of the agents of the sinister man-
darin, whose long-nailed fingers
reached through the underworld of the
whole Far Fast. The formula Vivian
Legrand had used, simple as it was, had

FROM HELL

RED-HEADED Vivian Legrand
was a breath-taking siren who
blackmailed the rich and powerful.
She had no scruples. She knew no
fear. She began her career of
crime by inspiring the murder of
her own father in a gambling hell
on Bubbling Well Road, Shanghai.
She won immunity for this deed
by recovering a letter which con-
tained a clew to an important state
secret, something the British secret
service had been unable to accom-
plish. But Vivian Legrand read the
letter before she sold it to the British
and now is racing to reach the con-
vict who wrote the letter, in order to
kidnap him from a penal colony and
sell his secret again before the
British can lay hands on him.

identified her as an agent of the man-
darin.

“Do you know a prisoner whose
name is Ivan Stavinsky?” she asked.

The Chinese reflected a moment,
then nodded.

“Can you get a message to him?”
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“It will not be difficult. Just now
he is a gardener on the grounds of the
Chief Commissioner’s house.”

“1 want you,” Vivian Legrand said,
“to get word to him that he is to be
rescued and placed aboard the yacht,
Southern Cross, in the harbor. You
will know the best hour and the best
place for the rescue to be made, and
you will have a boat waiting for me
somewhere on the water front. It will
be impossible for me to use the yacht’s
launch.”

The Chinese raised protesting hands.

“It cannot be done,” he expostu-
lated. ““There would be no way of
getting him aboard the yacht during
the day without being seen. And be-
cause he is not a ticket-of-leave man,
at night he is locked up.

““But even if he were free at night,
it could not be done. The water front
is well patrolled, and the Indian police
are constantly on the alert about the
harbor. Besides, this Stavinsky is a
dangerous man. He has the instinct of
the killer . . . the instinct of the tiger.
He would have no gratitude toward
you for rescuing him. He would not
hesitate to kill you if it would serve
his purpose.”

Vivian Legrand looked at him with
the unreadable, faintly-slant-eyed gaze
that, had he known her better, would
have told him that trouble was brew-
ing. Her voice was suddenly harsh.

“That is my business. It will be
yours to give me the information I
want and to carry out my orders.”

The Chinese quailed.

“1 but meant to be helpful,” he mur-
mured,

“1 want information, not advice,”
she said curtly. “ When is the best
time to free this prisoner?”

The man hesitated. “ He is always
guarded.”
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“ Police or soldier ?”” Vivian Legrand
queried.

“ Neither,” the man responded. “ A
ticket-of-leave man. And him you
could not bribe. He knows that for
Stavinsky to escape while in his charge
would mean life imprisonment without
privileges for him.”

“ A blow on the head?” Vivian Le-
grand suggested.

The Chinese shook his head. Sta-
vinsky could not pass through the
streets, and even if he were to reach
the water front he could never leave
the dock. No, he must be smug-
gled aboard. And the Chinese didn’t
know how.

“I do,” Vivian Legrand said sud-
denly. “I think I see a way to make
the prison authorities place him aboard
the yacht themselves.”

She talked rapidly for a few minutes.
The Chinese listened, while a look of
admiration spread over his face. And
in the end he agreed that, if luck was
with her, she might be able to work it.
Then he said humbly:

“Is it permitted that this unworthy
one advise you that the boats in the
harbor, even the yacht of the Rajah of
Salingar on which you are a guest, will
be searched at once? And if you leave
before the search is made, they will
send a boat with soldiers after you to
search the ship.”

“They can search to their heart’s
content,” Vivian Legrand told him.
“They will never find him, where he
will be hidden. You may tell him that;
also that I have already received per-
mission from the High Commissioner
to visit a village of the Andamese, the
one called Karawas, which is about
twenty miles down the coast.

“Immediately after the escape of
the prisoner is discovered and the ship
searched, we will sail for Karawas, re-



THE LADY

main there one night as a blind, return
to Port Blair to pay our respects to the
High Commissioner, and then sail
again.”

Vivian Legrand left the shop of the
bird-seller.

Meanwhile, from Calcutta a British
gunboat was steaming for Port Blair,
her fires roaring under forced draft.
There was occasion for hurry. Her
commander had been placed under the
orders of Colonel Sir Mark Caywood,
Chief of the British secret service in
the Far East, and Sir Mark had in-
formed him curtly that neither coal nor
men were to be spared in reaching the
Penal Colony. The sailor was not in-
formed that a certain prisoner there
had discovered a hidden pass through
the mountains that guard the northern
frontier of India. The secret was of
immense value to Great Britain—and
to Russia.

From Penang a Dutch cargo boat . . .
Dutch at least in registry . . . was lum-
bering southward. She was Russian in
crew. Her captain was a commander
in the Imperial Russian Navy, although
few persons outside of the secret
service headquarters in St. Petersburg
were aware of that fact. Haste was a
part of her program also.

The cablegram in code that her cap-
tain had received in Saigon, ostensibly
relating to a cargo of jute to be picked
up in Bombay, had in reality been
orders for him to proceed to the Anda-
man Islands with all possible speed.

The object of the gunboat, the cargo
boat and Vivian Legrand, was the
same.

I

HE office of the doctor who ad-
Tminis(ers to the convicts of Port
Blair stands on a slight hill from
which can be seen the dusty streets of
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the little town, the blue water of the
bay, and the boats at anchor there.

It was just after the siesta hour that
Vivian Legrand rang the doctor’s door
bell.

The man who admitted her was an
orderly. He conducted her into an
empty hall and disappeared. In a mo-
ment or two he returned, and opening
a door on the right, ushered her into
a reception room.

The man who rose from behind the
desk in the center of the room was tall
and broad enough to give the impres-
sion of being unusually powerful.
There was about him a terrible vitality
that battered against the will of the
observer. This impression may have
been due, in some measure, to the eyes.
They were dark, with a peculiar red-
dish glow like very dark garnets.

Vivian Legrand looked into them as
she approached, and saw that their
owner had the power to turn off almost
at will their curious red gleam, almost
as though a camera shutter had clicked
shut over them.

“Please be seated, Miss”—he
glanced at the card he still held in his
hand—*“ Mrs. Legrand. I am Doctor
Ferguson.”

“I want to consult you professional-
ly,” Vivian Legrand explained.

“I see.” The doctor was noncom-
mittal. | “You realize, of course, that
I am the prison doctor, and that my
practice is confined, ordinarily, to con-
victs?”

“Quite,” ~ Vivian Legrand said
pleasantly. “But unfortunately we
have no doctor on the Rajah of Salin-
gar’s yacht, on which I am a guest, and
from what I have heard of the half-
caste doctor who administers to the
civilians in Port Blair, I do not think
that I care to place the case in his
hands. And on the other hand I would
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have no hesitation in leaving it in
yours.”

“You are most kind.” The red
flared again, and then the eyes played
their camera-shutter trick.  Perhaps
vou did not realize that I am not sup-
posed to handle outside cases.”

“ Without special permission,”
Vivian Legrand amended with her
most charming smile. “I have here a
note of introduction from the High
Commissioner.” She extended it. “I
realize that you are a busy man. I
merely wish a diagnosis and an outline
of treatment.”

“1 see. Just what is your trouble,
Mrs. Legrand?”

“Oh, it isn’t for myself,” Vivian
Legrand laughed as if the idea of her
needing treatment from a doctor were
quite amusing. ““ But for someone for
whom I am in a measure responsible.”

“ And his trouble ?”

‘“ A belief that he is being robbed . . .
a temporary belief, of course . . . but
one that is becoming increasingly fre-
quent. To explain, he has had this
trouble for some time, and I brought
him along with us on the yachting trip
in the belief that the voyage might aid
the condition. But of late it has seemed
to increase. A day or two ago he in-
sisted that I had deprived him of a
favorite pair of shoes. He would be-
come angry when I insisted that I knew
nothing of them. Then, in a day or so,
the matter would be completely for-
gotten.”

“Quite a common paranoia, Mrs.
Legrand. There is nothing so unusual
in that.”

“ Perhaps mnot,” Vivian Legrand
agreed. “ But these attacks or what-
ever they may be are becoming increas-
ingly frequent. Only last night he in-
sisted that I had robbed him of a large
sum of money. When, as a matter of
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fact, hehas no money, and is complete-
ly dependent upon me. I was only able
to quiet him by telling him that the
money would be restored today. On
that condition he agreed to meet me
here.”

“ Here?” the thin tone had a note of
disapproval.

“Yes. You see, I was quite anxious
to have you examine him during one of
these attacks.”

“There was really no occasion to
bring him here,” the doctor said. “ It
would have been quite all right for me
to visit him upon the yacht.”

“ But he wouldn’t have seen you, if
he had known you were a doctor. It
was necessary to trick him into coming
here. All that I ask is that you examine
him, give me your opinion on whether
this condition is likely to increase, and
what treatment is best.”

“Very well,” the doctor
“ When do you expect him?”

“ At any moment now,” Vivian Le-
grand answered, glancing at her
watch. “I imagine that you are a busy
man, If you have work to do, just
leave me here in your reception room,
and when your patient arrives, the
orderly can call you.”

She held her breath. On the doctor’s
reaction to this suggestion hung the
success or failure of her plan. If he re-
acted as she figured that he would, and
luck was with her, she would have in
her hands the man who held the key to
the secret for which two nations would
be willing to pay—and pay well.

The doctor nodded. “I am quite
busy,” he said. “ You will find maga-
zines and books there on the table.”

said.

AITING until the door to the
ward had closed behind him,
Vivian Legrand made a swift
examination of the room. There were
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two doors, one leading to the hall, the
other to the hospital proper. Windows
were on only one side, facing the road-
way. A large settee was in one corner,
a heavy, clumsy article of furniture.
She opened the door to the hall a trifle
and peered out. No one there.

Picking up a three months’ old mag-
azine she crossed to one of the win-
dows, drew aside the curtains a trifle,
and leaned against the casement. To a
casual observer she would have seemed
merely engaged in turning the pages of
a magazine in a rather bored manner.

She did not have long to wait.
Scarcely ten minutes later she saw two
men on foot turn in at the gate beside
the road. From the description she
knew that one of them was Stavinsky.
The other man must be his guard. In-
stantly she was alert. Crossing swiftly
to the door leading to the hospital, she
listened. There was no sound there.
Then she ran soundlessly into the hall.

Before Stavinsky’s guard had time
to ring, the door was opened and
Vivian Legrand stood on the threshold.
Her hat and handbag lay behind a row
of books on the table. There was no
indication that she was not an occupant
of the doctor’s quarters.

“The doctor is expecting you,” she
said quietly. “ He is performing an im-
portant operation just now, and left
word that the two of you were to wait
in here.”

She indicated the open door of the
reception room. The two preceded her
into the room. She entered after them
and carefully closed the door behind
her.

The guard dropped on to the settee,
his rifle held between his knees. Stavin-
sky dropped into a chair near the table.
For a few seconds there was silence.

Stavinsky was wide-shouldered, and
the chest at his open shirt front was a
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mat of curly hair. His head was
cropped, and his face was one to re-
member — big-nosed, square-jawed,
with piercing black eyes. Just at the
moment there was a look in those eyes
of a caged animal who sees the door of
his cage slowly opening, and wonders
if he can make the dash to liberty be-
fore it closes again.

Vivian Legrand picked up her hand-
bag and strolled casually toward the
door. She turned, just as she reached
the settee, opened her bag, took out a
little mirror and inspected her face.
The guard glanced at her indifferently,
and then his gaze shifted.

He never knew what hit him. The
blackjack that Vivian Legrand had in
her handbag struck him savagely across
the head. He went out like a light.

With a leap like an agile cat Stavin-
sky caught the rifle before it clattered
to the floor.

“ Put him behind the settee,” Vivian
Legrand ordered tensely. If the order-
ly or the doctor came in just then they
were lost. ““ Put his rifle back there,
too.”

Together they dropped the uncon-
scious man behind the clumsy article of
furniture so that he was completely
hidden from sight. Then from beneath
her dress Vivian Legrand whipped a
white shirt and a pair of flannel
trousers.

“Get these on in a hurry,” she
ordered tensely. “ Throw your prison
clothes behind there with the guard.
You know what you've got to do?”

“Wing Li told me,” the other re-
sponded in a swift whisper. Already
he was ripping off his clothes. “I pre-
tended to be sick . . . a touch of the
sun . . . so the guard got permission to
bring me up to the hospital.”

“Keep your feet out of sight,” she
ordered. “ You're still wearing prison
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shoes, remember. I couldn’t bring you
shoes. Didn't know your size, even if
it had been possible.”

She crossed the room and tapped
upon the door leading to the hospital.
A moment later the doctor appeared.

““ He’s here,” she said in a low voice.
“ And worse than ever. I can’t do any-
thing with him.”

“T talk to him,” the doctor said
and walked into the room.

TAVINSKY was standing at the
far side of the table, leaning on
it. He glared at the doctor as he

approached and said in a loud voice:

“1 want my money.”

“Of course, of course,” Dr. Fer-
guson said soothingly. “T’ll see that
you get your money. But first I want
to talk to you.”

“1 don’t want to talk,” Stavinsky
said furiously. “I want my money. I
want my money, and if I don’t get it
T'll break your neck.” He turned to-
ward Vivian Legrand. “ You told me
if I'd come up here I'd get my money,
and I want it.”

He picked up a heavy book-end on
the table and poised it, as if to throw.

“1 want my money.”

Attracted by the loud tones an or-
derly appeared in the doorway behind
them. The doctor said something to
him rapidly and then turned toward
Vivian Legrand.

“Impossible to do anything with
him in this condition.”

“But I can’t leave him like this,”
Vivian Legrand said hopelessly. “ Can’t
you do something to quiet him?”

“I'm going to give him a hypoder-
mic,” the doctor said.

The assistant appeared in the door
behind him, and handed the doctor a
filled hypodermic, then slowly moved
to a position behind Stavinsky, who
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still stood behind the table demanding
his money.

With a swift gesture the orderly
threw his arms about Stavinsky’'s
shoulders and tightened them so that
the man gasped for breath. The doctor
rolled up the shirt sleeve and pressed
the hypodermic home.

“There,” he said, stepping back,
*“he’ll be all right now.” Then he said
to the orderly, “ Just hold him for a
few minutes.”

“I'm so sorry,” Vivian Legrand
said. “I wouldn’t have subjected you
to this annoyance for the world. The
poor fellow has been getting worse for
days, but I had no idea when he left
me this morning, that he would be like
this.”

“Tt frequently happens,” the doctor
remarked.

Fven as he spoke Stavinsky’s strug-
gles became less violent.

“It's a sad case,” Vivian Legrand
said. “I’m very much afraid that he
will have to be sent to an asylum.”
Then she hesitated. ““I hate to ask you,
but is there any way you can assist me
in getting him back to the ship?”

“Of course,” the doctor said.
“We'll send him down in the hospital
ambulance.”

He turned to the orderly.

“ Have this man placed in the ambu-
lance and taken aboard Mrs. Legrand’s
yacht,” he said.

And fifteen minutes later, with
Vivian Legrand in attendance, Stavin-
sky was placed aboard the yacht by
men whose duty it was to prevent his
escape.

m
IVE hours later the last soldier
had departed over the side of the

trim white yacht. Every possible
hiding place on the ship had been
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searched. The coal bunkers had been
probed with iron bars, the water tanks
opened and examined. But of the miss-
ing Stavinsky they had found no trace.
He was safely hidden in the opening
between the cabin wall and the hull of
the ship that Wylie had had made be-
neath his bunk.

It was a cramped space for a large
man, to be sure, and gave him room to
only lie flat, like a man in a coffin. But
it represented safety and Stavinsky had
not demurred.

Within a few minutes after the sol-
diers had left, the anchor came clank-
ing aboard and the ship’s nose was
turned toward the point of land around
which lay the native village, off which
they were to spend the night.

Vivian Legrand breathed a sigh of
relief as the roofs of Port Blair fell
astern. The one thing that she had
feared had been questions concerning
the man who had been brought aboard
from the hospital. But there had been
no visitors from ashore to ask embar-
rassing questions, and as the rajah had
heen ashore himself he knew nothing
of it. The following afternoon they
would return to Port Blair, pay a for-
mal visit of farewell to the High Com-
missioner—and then Rangoon and the
sale of Stavinsky’s secret to the high-
est bidder.

Vivian Legrand always slept like a
cat. The normal sounds of her sur-
roundings did not penetrate her slum-
ber, but let any alien sound intrude it-
self and she was awake. That night
she slept even more lightly than usual.

She did not know what had awak-
ened her, later that night, while the
yacht lay off the native village, but she
suddenly found herself sitting up in her
berth listening intently. She reached
out for the revolver which she never
failed to place beside her bed. With a
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little tingling shock her fingers en-
countered only emptiness where the re-
volver had been.

Hastily throwing a robe over her
nightdress, she flung open the door and
stepped into the dining saloon into
which her room opened. There she
stumbled over a pair of shoes. A slight
sound caused her to look up. She saw

DOC WYLIE

a pair of stockinged feet disappearing
up the stairs that led to the deck.

She gazed after the disappearing
feet in perplexity. If they belonged to
Adrian Wylie, what did he intend to
do? She wanted to call to him. She
did call in a low voice. But there was
no answer.

She stood there a moment undecided,
listening, watching. Then a hoarse
shout broke the silence. Wylie's voice.
There was a note of surprise in it, and
it was followed by another that was un-
mistakably one of warning. Other
shouts came, and sounds of heavy feet.

She was no longer uncertain as to
what was happening. Curses, shouting,



T2

running feet. Clubs striking steel-
plates—they could only mean a battle,
and instinctively she knew that Wylie
was attacked.

On the wall at the far end of the
dining saloon hung a collection of
native weapons—knives, blowguns,
hows and arrows. Hastily snatching a
slim-bladed kris from the collection she
ran up the stairs to the deck.

She was just in time to see a dark
figure leap over the rail and run toward
the forward deck whence came the
sound of battle. She ran to the rail.
Below her, down there under the ship’s
rail, was a rowboat. The faces of half
a dozen of them were looking upward
in the starlight. Scarcely a dozen feet
away another boat, laden with men,
was approaching the ship.

Her first thought had been that her
plot had been discovered, that soldiers
from ashore were boarding the vessel.
But a glance told her that these men
were not soldiers. And then she knew
the truth. These men were escaped
convicts seeking to capture the yacht.

At her feet lay a heavy piece of iron.
She stooped over and lifted it. With
the down roll of the ship. Below was
the black shape of the rowboat. She
hurled the iron straight down. It went
through the shell of the little boat with
a rending smash of planking. A swift
slash of her knife and the knotted rope
up which the man had climbed, dropped
into the water. Then she turned and
raced toward the forward deck. Harsh
voices leaped out to meet her, mingled
with the screams and wild cries of the
men in the sunken boat.

Forward the rajah, the captain and
officers of the ship were already lined
up against the further rail. Adrian
Wylie was retreating slowly down the
center of the deck before the clubs of
three men.
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Wylie was hard pressed, and as he

-oacked against the open portion of the

deck, one man slipped past for a rear
attack.

IVIAN LEGRAND screamed,

but too late. The club crashed

across Wylie’s head and he went
down. The three men turned their at-
tention to her. She backed against the
rail.

“I'Il kill the first man to touch me,”
she said in a low voice.

But the three men armed with clubs,
deploying from the prone figure on the
deck, were moving swiftly to the left
and right and center. But this remark-
able woman was not afraid, even
though there seemed no chance for
escape. In another moment a club
might come crashing across her skull,
as it had crashed across Wylie’s—but
that thought never entered her head.

In later years, when peril loomed in
one of the schemes in which Wylie and
Vivian Legrand were engaged, the for-
mer often wondered whether she were
the bravest woman in the world, or
merely a fool who did not know the
meaning of danger, - He says he never
found out.

She seemed to explode in flaming
movement.

The slimmer of the three men, whose
name was Morgan, fell back before the
sweep of her knife. She whirled in
mid-air and launched herself at Stavin-
sky. He was caught unawares, too slow
in his movements. The blade ripped
down the length of his right forearm.

The others retreated hastily before
that whirlwind of fury, but almost be-
side her a dripping figure arose—one
of the men from the sunken boat. His
arm shot out and wrenched hers
viciously. The knife clattered to the
floor.
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“The little hellcat!” Stavinsky
snarled. “ Tap her on the head. Lock
her up. Anything, so that you can take
care of this arm.”

Blood was spurting from the wound.
He was trying to stop it with the other
hand.

“I wish it had been your heart,”
Vivian Legrand said with deliberate
venom.

The convicts were undisputed mas-
ters of the ship. Even in the short
space of time since she had been dis-
armed the rope had again been fastened
to the railing and men were swarming
up. The deck was alive with them.
Having the ship, what were they going
to do with it? And, more specifically,
what were they going to do with the
passengers, with her, with Wylie, lying
there on the deck, with the rajah? In
addition to escaping prison, they had
committed piracy. Facing death for
that, they were not likely to stop at
anything further. The punishment for
additional crime could be no worse.

As if to place a period to her
thoughts, Vivian Legrand heard Stav-
insky speak, as he lifted the arm of a
lascar sailor, the man who had been on
watch, and let it drop to the deck with
a sodden thump.

“ Getting stiff already,” he grunted.
“ Throw him overboard. He’s no good
to anybody any more.”

Three men sprang to obey his orders.
Without expression on their faces they
lifted the body and carried it to the rail.

v

RAY dawn had already crept into
the sky as Vivian Legrand
watched the body slide over the

side. Her mind was working desper-
ately. Fven in times of greatest peril,
she never lost an opportunity to take a
trick—never passed up an opportunity,
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however small, to turn a seemingly
hopeless situation to her own advan-
tage. But she could see no loophole
here.

Then, as the body disappeared be-
neath the water, Stavinsky turned to
the little group of prisoners.

“ We're masters of the ship,” he be-
gan abruptly. “ Unfortunately, none
of us know how to navigate.” He
thrust his face out toward the captain.
“ That’s where you come in. Navigate
the ship to the point I indicate, and you
won’t be harmed. Try any tricks and
you'll feed the fishes.”

The captain, a lean-faced, bronzed
Scotchman, swore deeply.

“TI'll see you in hell first,” he said
roundly.

Stavinsky moved so swiftly that the
deed was done almost before the words
were out of the captain’s mouth. The
knife went into the captain’s throat as
though the flesh were soft butter. A
dark knife handle jutted out from the
captain’s throat. The blade was buried
deeply in the flesh.

For a split second the captain stood
as though carved from stone. He raised
groping hands to his throat. Gurgled
chokingly, and slumped to the deck, a
bright stream of crimson trickling
from beneath his chin.

All that had happened in a brace of
seconds. There had been no other
sound. Almost before Vivian Legrand
realized what had happened, Stavinsky
had whirled and was facing the mate
of the yacht.

“Are you willing to navigate us
wherever T say?” he asked silkily, his
hands slipping slowly toward the belt
where a second knife rested.

The man raised eyes that were sick
pools of horror and stared at Stavin-
sky. Words refused to come from his
choken throat, but he nodded assent.



74

“You are a wise man,” Stavinsky
said evenly. “ Don’t make the mistake
of thinking we are not serious. We
are.” He glanced around at the little
knot of engineers and deck officers.
“ Any objections to getting the ship
under way?”

There was no answer.
spoke again.

“Very well. Get steam up and get
the ship out to sea as fast as you can.
When we’re out of sight of land I'll
give you our destination. Now get
this: the crew will not be permitted on
deck, except such men as are needed
for the running of the ship, and then
only under guard. The officers will be
locked in their cabins except when they
are actually on duty. Engineers will
remain below decks at all times. All
right, boys, take em below.”

“ What will we do with this one?”
queried one of the men, indicating
Wylie.

“Throw him in his cabin and lock
the door. If he lives, all right. If he
doesn’t, that’s just his hard luck.”

Vivian Legrand watched without a
word as the escaped convicts herded the
rajah and the officers below, two of
them bearing Wylie. Meanwhile, Mor-
gan walked across to Stavinsky.

In the early sunlight she had her first
good look at Morgan and she studied
him with calculating eyes. He was
smaller than Stavinsky, wiry of build,
with a lean face under a soft, silky
beard, thin nostrils, and thin lips.

His speech was quick, jerky; his
movement nervous. And it was evident
from his manner, from his speech, that
while Stavinsky might be the guiding
spirit in this affair, that here was a man
who would not be content to accept
orders placidly.

“That was useless, Ivan,” he said
curtly, indicating the body of the slain

Stavinsky
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captain. “No sense in killing unless
you have to.”

“I'm the best judge of that,” Stavin-
sky said angrily. “1I engineered your
escape, as well as that of the others,
and I'm handling this affair.”

Morgan flushed resentfully.

“ The captain could have been shown
that it was better to navigate the ship,
rather than die,” he said. “He would
have given in. You gave him no
chance.”

Stavinsky glared at him.

“T told you,” he said between tight
lips, “that I'm running this affair.
You're forgetting that, aren’t you?
And I'll run it the way that seems best
to me. If you're getting chicken-
hearted at the sight of a little blood,
then you'd better jump overboard and
swim back to prison.”

Morgan did not answer, but Vivian
Legrand could see the effort he was
making to keep his temper. Stavinsky
went on.

“ All right, if you've come to your
senses, we'll straighten things out. One
of us must be on guard on the bridge
all the time. We should have steam up
and be ready to sail by eight o’clock.
I'll stand guard on the bridge for six
hours, and then you can relieve me.”

Then for the first time Stavinsky
noticed that Vivian Legrand was still
on deck.

“ What are you doing here, you hell-
cat?” he demanded. “I thought you
went below with the others.”

“Why, you don’t intend to lock me
in my cabin, do you?” she queried inno-
cently. “You're not afraid of me, are
you?”

of laughter. “I ought to wring
your neck for what you did to
me,” he said, indicating the blood-

STAVINSKY exploded in a bellow
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stained strip from his shirt about the
arm. “But I won't. It's too pretty. I
won'’t lock you in your cabin after we
get out of sight of land. But until then
you'll be locked in. And just to make
sure, I'll lock you in myself.”

Taking her arm he led her below.

“If you're wise you'll stay out of
sight as much as possible,” he told her.
““There are forty men on this ship—
escaped prisoners—murderers—all sen-
tenced to the Andaman Islands for life.
This is their chance at a getaway and
if you think they’ll let a little thing like
a woman stand in their way, you don’t
know them.” 4

They halted at the door of her cabin.

“We'll be neighbors,” he said with
a grin. “The captain won’t need his
cabin any more, so I'll just move in
there, since I'm the captain now.”

Vivian Legrand’s eyes flickered the
merest trifle. The captain’s cabin was
two doors past hers down the corridor.
To get to the deck, Stavinsky would
have to pass her cabin. In that moment
was born a plan, desperate, hare-
brained, and presenting the only op-
portunity of escape she had seen.

All that day she deliberately kept
away from Stavinsky. Now and then
she permitted him a brief glimpse of
her, cool and distant in her white
clothes, as she sat in a chair on the
after deck. When Stavinsky was off
duty, she was locked in her cabin. Un-
til night. Then she waited in her chair
until he was beside her, then rose.

“Oh, I didn’t see you,” she lied.

“I suppose if you had, you'd be
gone,” he said grimly. “ You needn’t
be afraid. I won’t eat you.”

She hesitated prettily, consummate
actress that she was, before speaking.

“T wasn’t sure how you'd feel about
that,” she said, and indicated his ban-
daged arm.
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. Stavinsky exploded in a bellow of
laughter—and over her shoulder Vi-
vian Legrand saw Morgan peering
down at them from the bridge.

“That pin-prick,” he said. “ That’s
nothing.”

“I'm glad,” Vivian Legrand said
softly, “ that it wasn’t worse. But you
couldn’t expect me to do anything . . .
then.”

The next morning she was up early.
A trip to the cook furnished her with
several bottles of ammonia, which she
was going to need. Then she found the
frightened Malay cabin boy. To him
she gave a folded slip of paper, with
instructions that it be delivered at once.

Then she waited until she heard one
of the convicts call Stavinsky to go on
watch on the bridge. Waited until she
heard the sound of his door opening.

Then Vivian Legrand, a Delilah with
flaming red hair, began spinning her
web.

She stood before the long glass in
her cabin. In it she could see the en-
tire length of her body, in her long,
straight cobweb-thin gown; a tube of
sheerest black. The weblike embroid-
ery over her breasts rose and fell with
her breathing.

A queer, cold expression had settled
upon her face. Only her eyes were
warm. She smiled, a rather terrible
smile, as she stood there, every nerve
keyed.

There was a sound of a footstep out-
side. She had purposely left the door
ajar—a crack of only an inch or two,
but one that it would be almost im-
possible for a person passing in the
corridor to miss seeing.

The footstep halted. Vivian Le-
grand began to hum a slow, lazy waltz,
in her deep contralto. There was a
faint creak and she saw the crack in the
door open a trifle.
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She lifted her bare arms above her
head as high as she could, stretching.
She locked her pointed fingers. With
a slow, stroking movement she slid her
hands down, tightening the silk about
her body until her hands pressed taut
above her hips. As the hands moved
downward she breathed slowly, lifting
and arching her bosom. She stared at
herself—and at the effect the scene was
having on the man at the crack in the
doorway—peering intently into the
mirror, her eyes watching the rise of
her high, pointed breasts.

Then she whirled, her arms crossed
protectively across her body, her eyes
fixed in cleverly simulated fright on
the door.

“Who is there?” she called, and no
man living could have told that the
note of fear in her voice was not gen-
uine.

Years later a famous French theat-
rical producer who knew Vivian Le-
grand, to his own sorrow, said that if she
had not taken up blackmail as a pro-
fession, she could have been the great-
est actress the world had ever known.

v

HE door opened a little more.

Framed in the aperture was the

stark and sinister figure of Ivan
Stavinsky.

“I thought I heard you call,” he
said by way of explanation. His eyes
fluttered greedily over her silk-clad
body.

*“No, I didn’t call.” Her embarrass-
ment was a work of art. Yet she was
playing the most terrific gamble in her
career. She was banking, betting,
coldly and unruffledly on an unpredict-
able factor—a man’s emotions.

Moving to her berth, she threw a
mandarin coat over her sheer gown.
She shot a glance at the clock. It was
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nearly eight. “ But I am glad you. ..
you thought you heard me call. I am
afraid.”

He came further into the room.
“You need not be afraid. No ‘one
will hurt you.”

“ Perhaps you won’t.” She dropped
her long lashes over her greenish eyes,
and then looked up at him again. This
man was no fool. He knew the value
of the secret of which he was the pos-
sessor, and her instinct had already
warned her that he was not the type
of man from whom a woman could
worm a secret easily. “ But you aren’t
the only one on board. There are forty
and if you were gone—"

She stopped, letting the sentence dic
away, leaving the unspoken implication
hanging in the air between them.

He crossed the room with swift
strides, his easily aroused suspicions
flaming ; grasped her hands.

“What do you mean—if I wére
gone?” he demanded.

*“ Nothing,” she protested in distress.
“ Nothing. I shouldn’t have said it.
I wouldn’t have—but I was so afraid
—and you were the only one I thought
I could trust to protect me—and when
I heard—"

Again she stopped. Again that break,
that unspoken implication.

She was playing the most dangerous
game in the world, and she was playing
it not merely against a criminal, but
against a man who held human life
as the cheapest thing at his command.
Her life would go out like a snuffed
candle if her opponent suspected for a
single instant the game she was playing.

“Heard what?” Stavinsky demanded.

“Oh, don’t make me tell,” she
moaned.

“What did you hear?’ he de-
manded. “ Tell me, or I'll break every,
bone in your damned body.”
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Instead of answering, she countered
with a question.

“ Are you the leader of those men
or is someone else?”

“I am, by God,” he answered harsh-

“What did you hear?”

“I heard someone talking,” she said
with reluctance, as if the words were
being dragged from her against her
will.  “I couldn’t see who it was.
They were on deck and I was at the
foot of the stairs. It was during the
night. I had gone out to get a drink
of water . . . and I heard something
about taking the leadership away from
you—about killing you—"

“Who was it?” he shot at her.

“I don’t know,” she protested. “1I
couldn’t see them. It was dark. The
voice sounded like an Englishman’s.”

“Morgan! The English swine!”
He swore in Russian. “ Was that all
you heard?”

“ Almost. They passed on down the
deck and I didn’t follow them.”

“What else was there?”

“ Something about some of the men
being loyal to you because you ar-
ranged their escape—and something
else about trying to win them over. And
then someone said something about to-
night—about killing you tonight. And
that’s all.”

She came closer to him, looked up at
him with eyes wide and trusting.
“You won't let them hurt me?”

There was silence in the room for
a moment. Vivian Legrand’s brain
was working coolly, methodically, judi-
cially, but in her eyes was something
more remorseless and deadly than any
sudden flare of impetuous and un-
bridled anger. The cold unwinking
stare of the snake about to strike.

Stavinsky slipped an arm over her
shoulder. Her softness, the sight of
her rounded shoulders showing beneath

ly.
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the thin covering, excited him.

“Don’t worry, I won't let them
harm you,” he swore.

“I knew I could trust you,” she said,
and her body relaxed in the curve of
his arm.

He bent over and kissed her. She
strained away from him, and then, as
she saw the door of her cabin begin
to open, struggled furiously. She got
one arm free and slapped him with all
her force. He recoiled—and then
over her shoulder caught sight of Mor-
gan standing on the threshold, scowl-
ing. Stavinsky loosened his hold and
whirled on the other.

“What are you doing here?” the
Russian demanded savagely.

£ OW about you?”  demanded

Morgan curtly. He still held

in one hand a slip of paper
that Vivian Legrand knew must be the
note she had sent him. “I thought
we'd agreed that for the sake of peace
on board, the woman was to be left
alone? You know damn well that if
the others find you're not playing
straight with them about this girl,
there’ll be hell to pay.”

Stavinsky thrust his head forward in
a gorilla-like gesture.

“ How about yourself ?” he asked.

“Don’t worry about me. I can
handle my own affairs,” the English-
man said evenly. “Now, you'd better
get out, Ivan.”

“ Get out!” Stavinsky exploded. His
mood was ugly, and for a moment it
seemed that the two would come to
blows there in her cabin. And that,
Vivian Legrand knew, would spoil
whatever chances her plan had of being
successful. She moved between them.

“Yes, please go,” she said to Stavin-
sky. And then, in the softest of whis-
pers, added for his ears alone:
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“You must not make him sus-
picious.”

For a moment anger and craft
warred in Stavinsky. The latter won.
Without a word he turned on his heel
and strode from the cabin. But his
eyes as they swept across Morgan, in
passing, were venomous.

A little thrill went through Vivian
Legrand. She knew the seed she had
planted would sprout and blossom. She
waited until Stavinsky’s footsteps
clumped up the companionway stairs,
outside. Then she swayed and reached
out blindly for support.

“Ithink ... I'm... going to faint,”
she murmured.

The Englishman crossed the room
swiftly; caught her in his arms. She
lay there supine for a moment, her eyes
looking up into his, the flame of her
hair cascading down across his arms.
Then she pushed him away resolutely.

“ You mustn’t,” she whispered tense-
ly. “Oh, you don’t know—you don’t
know—he’s going to kill you.”

“Not he,” the Englishman scoffed.
*“ He values his damned hide too much
to try it.”

“But he is, I tell you.” There was
a choken sob in her voice. She caught
his hand, held it fiercely. The eyes
she raised to his pleaded mutely for
belief. “ Tonight—he was telling me
about it before you came in—I don’t
know all the details . . . but I know he
plans to kill you and some of your
men. He said some of the men were
loyal to you, and those he couldn’t win
over to his side, he’d kill—along with
you—tonight.”

“ Why, the damned crook,” the Eng-
lishman marveled.

Vivian Legrand’s brain was working
swiftly, yet carefully.

“T didn’t know when I wrote you
that note. But I was afraid of him,
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and I wanted to ask you to protect
me . .. and I was waiting here for you
when the door opened and he came in

. and then he told me . . . that he
was going to kill you . . . and take the
ship—"” she paused dramatically—
“and me.”

“ Oh, you won’t let him, will you?
If he kills 'you and becomes the undis-
puted leader, there is no one to protect
me. Oh, you won't let him, will you?
He can’t win—you're the better man.”

“ Don’t worry,” the Englishman said
grimly, “ he won’t win.”

Vivian Legrand took his hand and
moved him gently toward the door.
There was a shadow of a smile in her
eyes, but he did not see it.

“You must go now. You mustn’t
stay here. He might become suspi-
cious. Might kill you without warning.
If you wait until tonight—when he
starts something—then you can be
ready for him.”

“T'll wait,” Morgan said, and his
lips were tight. “ And I'll be ready.”

She closed the door behind him and
began hastily to dress. Her plan was
under way. But there were many
things to do.

VI

HE was playing a desperate game,
S one of the most desperate games
of her long and varied career. Any
little trifle might betray to Stavinsky
and Morgan the game she was playing.
As the day went on, she knew that
storm clouds were gathering about the
two men. The forty murderers aboard
seemed to be more and more, as hour
after hour passed, gathering into two
camps. There were glowering looks,
muttered words.
Once a squabble between two men
turned into a fight. She held her
breath lest the moment for which she
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was planning come too soon. But the
two leaders quelled the fight ‘with a
stern hand.

The rajah she had not seen since the
night the forty murderers had boarded
them. In common with all officers of
the ship, he was locked in his cabin, the
keys in possession of one of the escaped
prisoners who had been appointed
jailer. The engine room crew were
kept below decks, working under the
menace of guns in the hands of their
captors, who stood guard upon the en-
gine room grating.

She managed a furtive meeting with
Wylie, and outlined her plan to him
and the part that he was to play. Un-
known to their captors, she had a key
to Wylie’s cabin. Shortly before eight
that night she would unlock his door.
They would sneak to the deck and play
their respective parts in the drama that
was to follow—the drama that would
result in freedom for themselves, or,
if their plans failed, death at the hands
of the infuriated criminals.

Vivian Legrand was reasonably
familiar with a ship, as familiar as the
average passenger, and she felt certain
that she would carry out the plan she
had set herself. It was shortly after
seven when she softly slipped the key
into the lock of Wylie’s cabin and
opened the door. Beneath her arm she
carried a bulky package. Her white
clothes had been changed for some-
thing dark that merged with the
shadows of the night.

Wylie was waiting, tensely alert. She
pressed a revolver into his hand, a re-
volver that she had stolen from one
of the escaped convicts that afternoon.

“Everything set?” Wylie asked.
She nodded.

“T'Il wait,” she said, “ until I hear
the first shot. Then I'll start.”

Together they stole quietly to the
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moonless night, and a strange silence
hung over her. Protective shadows
clung thickly about the deck, cloaking
the two masses of men huddling at
opposite ends of the ship. Clustered
about the bridge, where Vivian Le-
grand knew that Stavinsky was stand-
ing guard over the helmsman-and offi-
cer on duty, were vague shapes she
knew to be the Russian’s adherents.
Aft, beneath the awning, was the hud-
dled group of Morgan’s followers.

Wylie melted noiselessly into a
shadow along the railing, vanished into
the lee of a cluster of ventilators. Sat-
isfied, Vivian Legrand turned, ran
down the stairs, along a passage and
turned into a little passage that ended
in an open door.

Hot, moist air struck her in the face.
She was on a narrow steel grating.
Steel steps went down steeply. Below
was the top of the engine and the
tangle of piping and pumps that filled
the cramped confines of the engine
room. There was another platform
just below the top of the engine. On
it lounged the forms of the two convict
guards. It was those two men on the
platform with whom she was con-
cerned.

Now she made her bid for freedom.
Swiftly and noiselessly she undid the
package under her arm, waited tensely
there in the doorway, out of sight of
the men below, for the signal.

It came. The sound of a shot from
the deck above, clear above the pound-
ing of the engine, and then a yell:

“ Kill Stavinsky!”

Wylie was doing his part. He had
fired that shot, just as he had
planned, and then yelled that phrase.
She knew that it would be confirma-
tion of the tale that she had told Stav-
insky. That he would immediately re-
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taliate in kind on Morgan’s faction,
believing that the shot had come from
them.

Instantly she tossed one of the
bottles she held onto the platform
where the two guards lounged. It
shattered with a crash. She threw an-
other and another. The floor of the
platform was covered with a fuming
liquid. The two figures that had been
standing erect were wabbling now.
Hands were pawing at blinded eyes,
and they were gasping as the fumes of
of the powerful ammonia choked them.

BOVE, on the deck were shouts,
A yells, shots. Vivian Legrand
" leaned over the edge of the grat-
ing and called down to the men in the
engine room.

“Come up!” she called. “The
guards are blinded, and the men who
captured the ship are fighting among
themselves. This is our chance to get
the ship back again. Hurry and free
the rest of the crew!”

Then she raced for the deck. She
still had something to do. It was no
part of her plan that Stavinsky should
be killed. He was too valuable to be
wasted.

On the deck turmoil raged. Her
plan had worked to perfection. The
two rival factions, headed by Stavin-
sky and Morgan, were at one another’s
throats. Stavinsky’s voice lifted above
the turmoil of shouting men. She
recognized it at once, among all the
others. That voice held a tigerish, in-
human quality, like no other she had
ever heard. A man came running past
the entrance where she stood, then
crashed to the deck and squeaked as
he went down from a shot from the
bridge.

Knives were flashing in the star-

light, shots spat from shadows.

P
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entrance to the companionway stairs
was in the line of fire. Even as she
reached it a bullet struck the steel lintel
and whined off at a tangent.

Dropping to the deck she crawled
along in the lee of the railing, whose
canvas windbreak made a ribbon of
impenetrable shadow along the light-
ness of the deck. Up on the bridge
was Stavinsky, and she must reach
that bridge.

A man lay sprawled on the deck
near the railing, the gun he had been
clutching when death overtook him ly-
ing within a few inches of his hand.
She reached out and appropriated it.

She was almost at the foot of the
bridge ladder when the first of the crew
burst out from below. Shovels, crow-
bars, slice bars from the engine room
formed their weapons. From the hand
of one of them a revolver spat ven-
omously toward the yelling, fighting
knot of men on the deck, proving that
the weapons on the two guards below
had not been overlooked.

Their presence gave her the oppor-
tunity she was looking for. Stavinsky
did not see her figure swing lightly up
the ladder. The chief mate did. All
during the fight he had been held mo-
tionless under the gun of the man on
the bridge with Stavinsky. Now he re-
deemed himself.

He drove his right foot up from the
floor with all the strength he could
muster. The hard toe of the shoe
slammed powerfully against the wrist
of the guard’s arm. The gun he held
sailed down to the deck below.

Almost at the same instant Vivian
Legrand’s gun spoke.  Stavinsky’s
companion gave a grunt and sank to
the floor, even as the chief mate’s fist
slammed into Stavinsky’s chin, again,
and again until the man wilted and

The went down.

D4—16
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Vivian Legrand turned. Wylie was
by her side. Their pistols spat flame
and lead at the prisoners on the deck
below. The first officer ran down to
join in the fracas.

And even as he did so, a pencil of
light streaked out—a searchlight stab-
bing across the water. Unnoticed by
Vivian Legrand or the others, a ship
had been steadily approaching them.
Now she saw that it was a naval vessel.

Swiftly she dropped her gun, and
with Wylie's assistance got the uncon-
scious Stavinsky down to the latter’s
cabin. Then the two ran back to the
deck.

The fight was over now. The es-
caped prisoners, those that were left,
were a sorry sight. Bruised, battered
and cut they stood disarmed in a ring
of glowering men as a boatload of
sailors from the British gunboat pulled
alongside.

The Rajah of Salingar, released
from his cabin by one of the officers,
came on deck, exceedingly worried.

The officer who released him had
told him of Vivian’s courage in rout-
ing the forty murderers. The Rajah
sought her out, deep gratitude on his
lips.

“It was the least I could do,” she
said softly. “I got you into this mess.
All that T ask is that you forgive me,
and that you do the suggesting from
now on.”

The rajah was flattered.

“There is nothing to forgive,” he
said. “But if I may suggest, I would
suggest the Riviera. I am sure you
would enjoy it.”

“Yes,” Vivian said absently, for her
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startled eyes had seen Sir Mark Cay-
wood, Chief of the British secret ser-
vice in the Far Fast, coming over the
rail with sailors from the gunboat.
“I'm sure I would.” Was this to be
the end, after all her trouble?

Then she smiled her most serene
smile; she knew that, search as Sir
Mark might, he would never find Stav-
insky. And she was right. They did
not find him.

In the excitement of transferring
the escaped convicts to be returned to
Port Blair none of them noticed the
lights of a Dutch cargo boat, bound to
Port Blair on an errand that would
never be accomplished.

vii

° WO weeks later, in Rangoon, she
faced Sir Mark Caywood again.
Their interview was almost at an

end. In Vivian Legrand’s handbag was

a bundle of Bank of England notes that

totaled up more money than she ever

knew existed. Two hours after the
rajah’s yacht sailed from Rangoon,

Sir Mark would receive a letter telling

him where Stavinsky was being held,

safely doped, in the Chinese section of
the city.

Sir Mark rose from his desk as she
turned to go.

“If ever you are in trouble out here,
Mrs. Legrand,” he said earnestly,
“ just manage to get word to me. T
might be able to help you.”

“Thank you,” said Vivian Legrand
demurely, “ but I am sailing tomorrow
for the Riviera. I am negotiating for
an interest in a ruby mine—and I ex-
pect to acquire it there.”

In the next episode Vivian Legrand be-
gins her blackmailing career in Europe.

Coming soon!
D 5—16

Watch for it!
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‘ ThE BLossor MARTIN
IMURDER

[I;‘t was the right of June 8,1923,
Pretty Helen Martin said good-night to
fier escort and turned to enter the
Manhattan home of Dr. George B.
McAuliffe, where she was employed
a5 a trained nurse. Her companion
B grabbed her arm,
pointed to a case — '
ment window above.

{Flramed in it was a
savage brown face.

The giri who was nicknamed
“Blossom™ shrugged.“It’s Lozado,
gwgg}ler. He spies on me all the

me.

he sloe-eyed Filipino servant, insanely jealous, had
b@oded over the nurse’s fondness for other men.

he following night the girl and Lozado were dlone in
tM‘Aulich nr?amge. None of the neighbors heard a
sound. And no one saw

Lozado as he stole
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cross the cit
o@ to Staten Islayna,'

f munthe?sggreer?
i ¢
i Whoy ight observe
il him.
oy h@le{l(inh o’apck fotend
w1 him gt the Elizal
Py pﬁrt ferryau%w ind’s
: look . The ticket-selier

- i is
furtive stranger
and followed him onto the
boat. There he gave g sudden
rappled with Lozado, Just as the latter had lgted 4
xe 3% lgf; A'. slide over the rail, into the Kill

leap, ¢
the’ pdcka
van Kull. A p eck hands helped subdue the little

'OWn man.

liceman tore the wrapping away, and drew back.
n@«g‘s’ looking at the’ 1eac o BIoSsem Rrii, fegtures

police station t! $ the bundle was unwrapped.
The qirl’s body, fully dressed, was doubled up and [k
trussedinside a green portiére covered by Manila paper.

ler g severe grilling, the Filipino broke and re-
|the crime. Goaded to

contorte:{lin aqgwyl;egjtmyxad been strangled. in anearby

in the
home.

(At the trial

Lozado claimed

Was found quilty ant
executed in the death
house at Sing Sing.
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Bring Him

Jack Laurence Is Faced

with the Most Desperate

Situation of His Career

When Sadie the Coochie

Dancer Knocks on His
Door

DON'T MISS THIS STORY—
BEGIN HERE

HEN Jack Laurence went to Eng-

land it was on the strangest as-

signment of his career as a detec-

tive. His orders from Washington were:

“ Circulate freely. Pose as an American

expatriate. And—find the man who calls

himself Sir Ronald Enescro. Get him—
and bring him back alive!”

Enescro, strongly suspected of having

Back Alive

By Donald Ross

fomented disastrous Red uprisings in the
United States, is a neighbor of Arthur
Ainsworth, a former classmate of Lau-
rence, and the latter was only too glad to
accept an invitation to visit Oswald Abbey,
where Ainsworth lived.

At this point Ray Bronson, an Ameri-
can jewel thief, gave Laurence his first real
index of the sinister power of the man he
was trailing. Enescro, said Bronson, had
stolen from an Indian rajah one of the fa-
mous jewels in history—the diamond
known as the Moon of Monabar—and the
British government would be willing to pay
dearly to appease the enraged rajah by
putting the culprit in jail. Bronson pro-
posed that he accompany Laurence to Os-
wald Abbey, posing as his valet. He,
Bronson, could get the diamond and sell
it back to the rajah. Laurence could turn
up Enescro as a bona fide criminal, thus

1 drove a right
%o his jaw

This story began in Detecrive Ficrion Weekwy for February 9
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making the ticklish business of extradition
easier.

At Oswald Abbey tragedy has struck.
Upstairs lies the body of the village con-
stable—garrotted with a thin cord. Bron-
son, apprehensive, pointed out to Laurence
that the method of murder is of the East—
undoubtedly the trail to the Moon of Mon-
abar is no longer safe.

That evening the unknown assassin
struck again. As Laurence, dozing in the
terrace, watched Sir Ronald leave the
Ainsworth home—a turbaned shape, knife
in hand, darted over the wall. Jack shout-
ed, leaped for the knife, and frightened the
intruder away. And suddenly the maze of
death and intrigue surrounding Oswald
Abbey begins to assume a more menacing
tone.

CHAPTER VII
In Wrong
THERE was nobody in the break-

fast room when I came down at

ten o’clock. It is the custom of
the British to place upon the buffet
a half dozen covered dishes which
originally are hot but which cool
rapidly. Guests rise and breakfast
when they choose, helping themselves
to ham, bacon, fried eggs, herring,
bloaters, fried potatoes and what not.

The butler was on the watch and
brought in rolls and hot coffee and
looked astounded when I told him to
omit service from the buffet.

“ A nice bloater, sir, or a tidy bit
of liver?”

“Rolls and coffee,” I said firmly.
“1 want to enjoy them so don’t lift
any of those covers.”

He made a sound like a snort and
departed. To my delight, the coffee
had no chicory in it. At least Ains-
worth hadn’t lost his taste for good
coffee. A few minutes later I was
even more delighted to have Theodora
enter alone. She wore a white riding
costume with polished tan leather rid-
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ing boots. She had a lovely color and
her eyes were sparkling.

“ Well, well,” T said. “1I supposed
you'd be deep in the downy.”

“T've been up since seven. I've been
riding with Sir Ronald.”

She went over to the buffet and came
back with a wedge of ham on a plate
and some herring. The butler came in
and poured coffee.

“ So you turned out to be a hero,”
she said mockingly.

“T'm the fellow who tripped over a
fish line.”

She laughed. “ Sir Ronald believes
that there was an attempt on his life
which might have succeeded except for
you.”

“ Between ourselves, I made the
whole thing up.”

She grinned. “ Wanted to see if he'd
scare? Sir Ronald is a man, Mr. Lau-
rence.”

“A large hunk of masculinity,” I
said sourly. “You thinking of marry-
ing this bimbo?”

*“Is it any of your business?’ she re-
torted sharply.

““ Sure. I've the same notion.”

" Her color heightened.

“ Put it out of your mind,” she sug-
gested. “I don't like your type.”

“You don’t? What’s my type?”

“England is full of rich young
Americans who dawdle over here and
sneer at things at home.”

“ And what makes you think—"

“ Sir Ronald says you're an intelli-
gent young man who shares his views
of conditions in the United States.”

“ Well, don’t you?”

“Certainly not. I think the New
Deal is the greatest thing since the be-
ginning of the Christian Era. It's about
time governments took an interest in
the poor instead of toadying to the
rich.”
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“ Have you told your views to this
Roumanian?”

“Certainly. He laughs at me but
he can’t change my opinion.”

“How would you like to have all
your money taken from you and hand-
ed to the tramps, the worthless and the
ignorant?”

“You know perfectly well that there
isn’t any such idea.”

“Who do you suppose is going to
pay the National debt—those who are
broke?”

“I could get along easily on five
thousand a year. Let them have the
rest.”

“ Hah. Five thousand a year is con-
sidered plutocracy by the radicals. Do
you want rule of the proletariat in the
United States?”

“You give me a pain,” said Theo-
dora. “I was prepared to like you.
You turn out to be as nasty a snob as
my brother.”

I winced. Every time I opened my
mouth I was getting in wrong with
Theodora, but she was close to Enescro
and my job was to gain the confidence
of the brute. The girl was absolutely
ravishing and here was my chance to
get on the inside track. Instead I had
to push myself off on a siding.

“I respect Sir Ronald,” she said,
“because he is British—anyway, he
has lived in this country for many years
and made a great success of himself.
He's entitled to his views but you're
not. You look like a nice boy. When
I met you in London I thought you
were my kind of person. Maybe you
would be if you didn’t have too much
money.”

That was a laugh only I didn’t feel
like laughing.

“If you marry this egg, you'll be a
British subject,” I told her. “ You'll
have to holler ‘ God Save the King.’
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If we go to war with England, you'll
have to root for the other side.”

‘At least I'll be a British subject.
Where do you suppose you expatriates
will get off in such a contingency?”

I shrugged. “ We'll move over to
France or Italy.”

““Oh,” cried Theodora. “ Oh, you're
impossible !””

With that she pushed back her chair
and ran out of the breakfast room. I
felt very blue. It was a dirty shame
my job, which was tough enough, had
to become complicated by the intrusion
of a girl like Theodora.

WENT back to my room, pulled a
chair up to the window and gazed
mournfully out upon the landscape.

Ray was not visible, but I had as-
sumed that he would be about his pri-
vate affairs. Having encountered En-
escro, I doubted very much whether
Mr. Bronson would succeed in robbing
him of the Moon of Monabar. It didn’t
look to me as though anybody could
put a thing over on Enescro. It looked
particularly bleak for my prospects.
The brute overawed me. He was big-
ger, better looking and very much more
intelligent. My successes in America
had made me a bit cocky. Enescro’s
cool, sardonic smile reminded me that
I was a green youth and he a master
mind. At my age he had been already
a millionaire.

However, thanks to Ray, I was
aware of a weakness unknown to any-
body else. He was vulnerable regard-
ing jewels. And the more I thought
about it, the more I became convinced
that Ray was my ace.

Land him in jail as a receiver of
stolen goods. In jail he would make
no more trouble for the United States.
As for finger-printing him, fat chance.

There is an entirely wrong notion
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that people leave finger-prints on every-
thing they touch and all a sleuth has
to do is take them off door knobs, win-
dow panes, edges of book or news-
paper pages and what not.

It is rare that accidental finger-prints
are useful. For positive identification
they must be clear and complete, all ten
fingers if possible. Such impressions
are practically impossible to secure
without the knowledge of their owners.

If Enescro were Alvarez the murder-
er, and Tom Keefe’s identification was
good enough for me, he knew that in
California were the prints of his fin-
gers made at the time of his arrest and
he wasn’t in the least likely to offer an
opportunity to get duplicates of them.
If he were careless, it meant that Tom
Keefe, for once, was mistaken.

However, I was a soldier under or-
ders and I'd make every human effort
to obtain finger-prints of Sir Ronald
Enescro.

There was a knock on my door.
Arthur entered, accompanied by a
stranger in black.

“ Deuced shame to bother you, old
chap,” said my host. “ But this is In-
spector Good from Scotland Yard, who
is investigating the killing of Constable
Dobbs. He'd like a few words with
you if you don’t mind.”

“ Why not?”” T asked cordially. “ Sit
down, Inspector. Park yourself,
Arthur.”

“TI'd like to talk to this gentleman
private,” said the inspector.

“So,” T said gravely to Arthur, “it
appears you're under suspicion.”

“That's not funny,” he answered
tartly.

“I wouldn’t dream of suspecting
Mr. Ainsworth, sir,” said the inspector
anxiously. “I assure you, Mr. Ains-
worth.”

“It’s a bad sample of American

BACK ALIVE 87

humor,” he said. “ I have things to do,
so, Jack, if you'll excuse me—"

CHAPTER VIII
The Scotland Yard Man

HE inspector was a sight to see.

He had an unusually long neck,

which was so scrawny that it
made an indecency of his Adam’s ap-
ple. He had a prominent nose, very lit-
tle chin, sandy hair and freckles. His
eyes were round, with a wondering
look in them. His hands were large
and freckled and his fingers twitched.
He wore a suit of heavy material, the
coat of which was too short. It was
cut in at the waist and the shoulders
were padded. His feet were large and
his boots had very heavy soles. They
were black and clean, but had the sort
of poor polish one gets from the shoe
blacks who collect the shoes from out-
side the chamber doors of English inns.

Our own detectives are not beautiful
to gaze upon, but this chap was ugly
in an entirely different way.

“T take it, sir,” he said, “that you
are recently arrived from America.”

“And I reached the manor after
this constable’s body had been found,
so I don’t see what you want to talk
to me privately for anyway.”

“T understand that, sir. It’s regard-
ing the incident of the terrace last
night, when an attempt was made upon
the life of Sir Ronald Enescro.”

“ Well, fire away.”

“What is your purpose, if you
please, for visiting England ?”

“Oh, I got fed up with things at
home,” T replied.

“You are, I understand, a gentle-
man of means?”

“ Well, yes.”

“ And a very old friend of Mr. Ains-
worth?”
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“Right.”

“ Well, sir, it looks a little as though
Constable Dobbs was strangled in a
manner practiced in India. The fact
you think it was an East Indian who
was lurking in the garden last night—"

““ He wore a brown turban, that’s all
1 know.”

“Quite so, sir. You think it was
Sir Ronald and not Mr. Ainsworth
who was the object of the man’s evil
intention ?"”

““ Sir, Ronald was in plain view ; Mr.
Ainsw8rth was inside in the hall. I
don’t know, of course, who he was
after.”

“ Where do you live, sir, in Lon-
don?”

“ At the Savoy.”

“Quite so. An excellent hotel, is
it not?”

“ Confidentially,” I said, “ there are
a lot of things the matter with it. For
example, there are no radios in the
rooms, and the coffee is bad.”

The interview was getting on my
nerves because the fellow seemed so
aimless,

“You are remaining until Mon-
day?”

“Unless they put me out sooner.”

He condescended to grin. Until now
he had been solemn as an owl.

“That’s most unlikely, I should say,
sir. In case we capture the miscreant.
My word—"

My valet, Ray, entered the room.
The eyes of the inspector sharpened.

““ Green,” 1 said, “this is Inspector
Good from Scotland Yard.”

“Yes, sir,” said Ray. He turned his
Dback and went into the bathroom.

“Green,” commented the inspector.
“Hm. You brought him down with
you, no doubt?”

“No doubt.”

“1 presume he is competent?”

DETECTIVE FICTION

WEEKLY

“ Best valet I ever had.” Which was
true enough. He was also the only
valet T had ever had.

Mr. Good arose. “ Well, sir, I need
detain you no longer. I wanted to
know where you could be found to tes-
tify regarding the incident of the gar-
den. An accident to Sir Ronald would
have been lamentable. His death would
be a great blow to England.”

He bowed formally and departed.
And for the first time it occurred to
me that the death of Sir Ronald would
not have been a blow to America. On
the contrary, if I had sat still and the
knife had hit its target, my mission
would have been ended. The flow of
money for sabotage and foment in the
United States would have ceased—as-
suming that Keefe and Cameron knew
what they were talking about.

Oh, well, I wasn’t hired to be an
accessory to a murder.

AY came out of the bathroom. He
R looked glum. “ I heard his ques-
tions. Trouble is he didn’t ask
enough questions, damn him.”
*“ Are you afraid of that boob?”
Ray grinned. “That boob is one
of the best detectives in England. Be-
hind that dead pan is a damn good
bean, Jack.”
“You know him?”
“I know ’em all. It's my business.
I don’t think he knows me, but he’s
going to find out. That fellow never
leaves a stone unturned. He’s going
to think it's queer a friend of a snob
like this Ainsworth would hire me for
a valet.”
“I1 thought you said that Scotland
Yard had nothing on you.”
“ They haven’t, but you bet your life
they know a lot about me.”
“ Well,” I said easily, “I put an ad
in the Daily Mail and you applied for
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the job. I hired you because you were
an American.”

“Yeh, but they’ll want to know what
Ray Bronson’s doing as a valet.”

“Which is your funeral. I suppose
this winds up your little enterprise ?”’

“Like hell it does,” he said firmly.
“1 get what I go after.”

“Look here,” 1 asked, “what do
you know about Enescro?”

“ What do you want to know for?”

“ Just curiosity.”

“Yeh? What are you doing down
here anyway "

“I'm in England on a vacation.”

Ray laughed.

“ When you agreed to my proposi-
tion,” he said, “ I got onto you. You'd
have kicked me out of the hotel if it
wasn't Enescro I was after. So Tom
Keefe is taking an interest in Sir Ron-
ald. It's about time.”

“ Why?”

“ But imagine sending a kid like you
after that bozo,” he jeered. “ What
do you think you're going to do to
him, eh?”

“You're crazy, I told you.”

Ray shrugged his shoulders.

“ This guy ain’t no racketeer, or red
rioter,” he sneered. “ This Enescro is
the slickest thing on wheels. Well, it’s
your funeral. Want me for anything?”

“No.

“1 got to go places.”

. My valet left the room and I went
back to the window. I saw Inspector
Good’s angular figure crossing the
lawn towards a clump of oak trees.
Theodora was accompanying him.
Well, I wasn’t jealous of him.

After awhile I went downstairs and
wandered through the big rooms,
which opened one from another. No-
body was around. A feature of Eng-
lish hospitality which Arthur had
rightly copied is to pay no attention to
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the guests. Having invited them and
greeted them and informed them of
meal hours, the host and hostess go
about their business and let the guests
attend to theirs. Something like life ini
a good hotel, except that people know
one another.

After admiring details of the manor

JACK LAURENCE

I went out through a back door and
strolled toward the stables. A groom
suggested I might like to ride.
“Good idea. T'll change to riding
things right away.”
“Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.
you wish me to follow you?”
“No. TI'll poke round by myself.”
In the West, I'd ridden a lot on cow
ponies. In prep school I'd learned how
to sit in an English saddle. The day
was warm, the sun was bright, and it
was a chance to get a look at Enes-
cro’s stronghold without appearing to
be spying.

Shall

N a quarter of an hour I started off.

I rode down to the highway and

casually asked the lodge keeper
what was worth seeing in the neigh-
borhood.
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“Most folks ride over to look at
Dunhold Castle, sir,” he said. “ Sir
Ronald has rebuilt it so it looks just
like it must have in the Middle Ages.”

“ Which way?”

He pointed and I turned to the right.

I was on a big bay mare with a fine
gait. As I rose my spirits went up.
Miracles were not expected of me; at
all events I was on a good horse on a
fine day inspecting an English country-
side.

A couple of miles down the paved
road—there was a bridle path which
ran along beside it—and I rode into
an English village as quaint and pretty
as it’s possible to imagine. There were
thatched cottages and cottages with
slate roofs. The main street was nar-
row and winding. There were funny
little shops, in the single show win-
dows of which the proprietors seemed
to have tucked the entire stock in trade.
There was a singularly inviting look-
ing little tavern, outside of which hung
a sign on creaking hinges which read,
“The Pig and the Cow.”

I thought of a tankard of foaming
ale—at home I didn’t go in for ale—
and immediately I became thirsty.
There were hitching posts, of course,
so I jumped off my horse, made her
fast and went into the taproom.

A fat inn-keeper, wearing a white
apron tied around his paunch, waddled
forward and placed me at a table be-
side the single window of the bar. In
a moment the ale was foaming in front
of me according to specifications.

“A guest at the manor, sir?” in-
quired the inn-keeper.

I nodded.

“A very fine gentleman, Mr. Ains-
worth,” he informed me. “ Most con-
siderate. He owns this village, you
know.”

“Yes, he told me.”
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He went back to his bar and I looked
out the window.

I could see why Arthur was infatu-
ated with English life. When an Amer-
ican has a large fortune, he finds it's
only good to buy things with. People
don’t make a fuss over him. The gov-
ernment doesn’t make a knight or a
baron of him. Common folks don’t
pay particular attention to him.

The average rich American continues
to work and the rich idler has nobody
to play with. He can’t even get re-
spectful servants.

While Ainsworth was an interloper
here, and the gentry let him pretty
much alone, a snob like Arthur would
get a kick when he walked down his
village street to have the townsfolk
touch their hats. And Arthur knew
that a good many Americans had suc-
ceeded in buying their way into Eng-
lish society, buying their way into
Parliament and finally becoming more
or less accepted by the upper class. All
he needed was to stick it out long
enough.

CHAPTER IX
The Labor Agitator

MOTOR car swung round a
curve in the village street and
came to a stop at the gas station

opposite. It was an open car, a Rolls,
driven by a chauffeur in blue livery.
In the back seat sat Ronald Enescro
and I stared incredulously at his com-
panion.

The thing just didn’t seem possible.

My mind went back a year to San
Francisco, to a crowded hall where sat
delegates from a score of trade unions.
I was one of the delegates—that’s the
kind of work our Service did, by the
way. I was wearing rough clothes and
heavy brogans. For a month before
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the strike I had been pushing packing
cases up and down long piers—a long-
shoreman.

A man was making a speech, appeal-
ing for a general sympathetic strike. I
was interested because he was the cause
of my presence. He put over his idea
and the strike too place, failed and
gave union labor a black eye. Net ten
per cent of the union members wanted
a strike. Not even the union leaders
wanted a strike. The idea was sold
to them by Peter Logan. And a few
weeks later Peter Logan was put on a
steamer and shipped to England, de-
ported, on my evidence that his Amer-
ican papers were forged. I laughed in
his face when he swore that he’d kill
me if I ever crossed his path again.

Peter Logan was sitting al ide of
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No doubt Peter Logan was off for
America again. He would sneak in
with newly forged passports and the
sky would flame red and revolvers
would bark, bombs would explode and
people would die in some other Amer-
ican city. Enescro’s money would pay
the bills.

Nothing could be done about his visit
to Enescro. In this liberal country a
man could entertain whom he pleased.
And Enescro’s goods would be sold to
the Chinese or the Argentine in place
of the product of the ruined American
factory.

It was a pity I had happened to ob-
serve the man with the brown turban
last night.

I mounted my mare and rode on.
Almost i diately I came upon a wall

Sir Ronald Enescro, talking with him
carnestly. He was dressed like a person
of elegance, but nobody could mistake
his big jaw, his bushy eyebrows and
the way he beat his big right fist against
his left palm to give emphasis to what
he was saying.

The tank was filled and the car rolled
away. I sat there seething with rage.

Up to the moment I had no real per-
sonal animosity against Sir Ronald
Enescro whether he was Mexican or
Roumanian. It had angered me to see
the impression the fellow had made
upon Theodora Ainsworth—but, after
all, she’d known him some time and
I'd only just met her.

But I remembered the general strike
in San Francisco. Men had been shot
or beaten to death—hundreds of mil-
lions of damage had been done to busi-
ness. 1 recalled the Toledo strike
where a massacre had taken place. I
was reminded of a dozen outbreaks of
inexplainable ferocity—of misguided
workmen rising up and smashing things
for no good reason.

at the edge of an estate. A mile far-
ther I rounded a bend in the road and
saw upon an eminence a gray stone pile
which was indeed a medieval castle.

There was a moat around it and a
high stone wall, above which rose two
tall square towers with parapets, con-
nected by a lower building.

There was a drawbridge, which was
down, and a portcullis, which was
raised. The stronghold of a world
brigand, a glorified robber baron,

I'm afraid I cursed him, after which
I rode slowly back.

RTHUR AINSWORTH was sit-
ting on the terrace when I dis-
mounted. He was nervously

whacking his right boot with his riding
crop.

“Oh, Laurence, a moment please ”
he called.

“Certainly, Arthur. I’ve been over
to have a look at Enescro’s castle.”

“Indeed.” 1 observed for the first
time a stiffness in his manner and a
hostile gleam in his fishy eyes.
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I seated myself nonchalantly on the
terrace wall.

“ What's on your mind?” I inquired
blandly.

“ What have you been doing since
leaving college?” he inquired.

“Oh, one thing or another.”

“It has occurred to me that it was
indiscreet of me to invite into the bosom
of my family a man of whom I had
completely lost track.” He said this
in a most offensive manner.

“Look here!” I exclaimed, “what
the devil do you mean?”

He grew red and looked embar-
rassed. “Can’t we let it go at that?
I was in error in inviting you and the
only thing you can do is to—er—va-
moose—""

“ Why, you nasty little bounder,” I
cried furiously. “You practically
dragged me down here.”

“Haven't I the privilege of regret-
ting it? How dare you call me a
bounder?” He was on his feet. I be-
lieve if I hadn’t been bigger and
stronger that he would have struck at
me with his whip.

“Of course I'll leave this place at
once. That’s the purpose of this inter-
view, isn’t it?"”

Arthur controlled himself and sat
down.

“ That's exactly it,” he said sullenly.

“ Before I go, however, you'll ex-
plain this change of attitude,” I said
savagely.

“T'll explain nothing.”

“You'll explain or I'll beat the life
out of you.”

I was shaking with fury and I moved
menacingly upon him,

“If you will have it,” he retorted,
“you're a fraud and a sham.”

“Be specific and quick.”

“1 have a cable about you,” he said,
rising and backing away. “ Your father
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left you nothing. You're no better than
an adventurer.”

STARED at him and the thing
struck me funny.

“Why, you dirty, prying little
sneak!” I cried. “ So you send cables
to find out how rich people are that
you meet and, if they haven’t got
enough money, you put them out of
your house. What's your real name,
Arthur? I heard your father’s name
once. An Armenian, wasn’t he? Or a
Bulgarian, Something ending in ski?”

“ I'll call my grooms!” he screamed.
“How dare you insult me, you
cheap—"

“Upon my word!” exclaimed a
woman’s voice, coming up from behind
us. I whirled, though I knew the voice.
I blushed crimson. After all I had
been disparaging her father as well as
Arthur’s, And he must have been all
right to produce a daughter like that.
Arthur was rotten on his own.

“ My father’s name,” said Theodora
coolly, “was Ananian He changed it
to Ainsworth legally, believe.”

“I humbly beg your pardon,” I said
sorrowfully “I was out of my mind
for a minute, I guess.”

“My mother’s name was Flanni-
gan,” she said remorselessly. “ We are
not to be mentioned in the same breath
with the Laurences of Revolutionary
fame.”

“Is that so?” cried Arthur, waving
his arms. “ Theodora, how dare you
say such a thing? This fellow is an
impostor, a faker, a fraud. He hasn’t
got a penny!”

“Oh!” she exclaimed. “Did you by
any chance tell him this before he
broke loose ?”

“That’s my only excuse, Miss Ains-
worth,” T said earnestly.

“May I ask, Arthur,” she de-
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manded, her wrath turned on him,
“what it matters” whether Mr. Lau-
rence is rich or poor?”
“ You butt out of this,” he bellowed.
“I'm leaving, Miss Ainsworth, im-
mediately. It seems that Arthur cabled
America to learn my financial rating.

THEODORA AINSWORTH

Being informed, erroneously, that I
was a pauper, he feared for his silver
spoons and requested me to get out.”

*“Did you cable regarding Mr. Lau-
rence?” she demanded. “Were you
contemptible enough' to do such a
thing?”

“I have to check up—"

“Let me see your cablegram in re-
ply,” she demanded.

]

“When did it arrive?”

“An hour ago.”

“That’s not true,” she declared.
“The butler told me just now that no
cables had arrived today. I was ex-
pecting one, you see.”

“The reason doesn’t matter, Miss
Ainsworth,” I told her. “Iam leaving
at once. Arthur ordered me out a few
minutes ago.”

She moved her hands perplexedly.

“But 1 don’t understand,” she pro-
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tested. “ What is the real reason, Ar-
thur?”

“My cablegram was phoned down
from London,” he said sullenly. “ Any-
way, I want Laurence to get out.”

“ Keep out of my way in London,”
I threatened. “I'm warning you, you
rat!”

I bowed to Miss Ainsworth and
went upstairs to my room two steps
at a time. Ray wasn't visible. I phoned
downstairs to the butler to have him
sent up.

“Yes, sir. I haven’t seen him, sir,
for several hours, bt I'll make a
search. Mr. Ainsworth says that the
car will be ready to take you to Lon-
don.”

“ Phone down to the village for any
kind of conveyance. I'll go up from
the nearest railroad station.”

“But the car—"

“I don’t want the damn car!”

I hung up and my eyes fell upon an
envelope on my dresser with my name

upon it in crabbed script. I tore it
open.
T've resigned.
GREEN,

That was what I read. With an oath,
I set about packing. At the moment
I hated and despised the whole tribe
of Ainsworth, even Theodora. But
after a second I exempted her from
the general damnation.

CHAPTER X
Miss Ananian

RTHUR was a rat, but Theodora
A was a lovely person. Theodora
was a lady. She didn’t belong

with those people.
She had been beautiful, standing
there with flushed cheeks and flashing
dark eyes. What a gorgeous combina-
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tion of races she was, the Asiatic and
the Celt. I forgave her for being an
Ainsworth then and there.

Arthur’s action was utterly unheard
of. Nobody with the slightest sense
of decency—by God, it ‘was only an
excuse!

She had denied that he had re-
ceived a cablegram this morning and
he offered the lame explanation that
it had been phoned to him—a belated
explanation.

Was it possible that he had been
forced to eject me? Besides, he would
not have been told by anybody in Amer-
ica that I was penniless. I had five
thousands pounds in a bank in London.
And I had gone about in society since
my connection with the Security Serv-
ice and spent money freely. Further-
more, he wouldn't have put me out if
he had received such a cablegram. He
would have let me stay and snubbed
me afterwards.

But something was funny. Was I
being ejected at Enescro’s request?

I was packed. What in the devil
had become of Ray? How had he got
away? Well, I understood the reason
for his absence. He didn’t want to per-
mit Inspector Good to get a good look
at him.

I phoned down for the butler—Ar-
thur had installed house phones—
something rare in English country
houses. A footman came up for my
grips, and I followed him downstairs
with angry dignity.

To my astonishment a big car stood
outside the door. Behind the driving
wheel was Theodora, wearing a cute
little red hat and a red traveling dress.

“ Please let me drive you to town,”
she said sweetly. “My sister-in-law
is ill and keeping to her room, but she
sent her regrets that you have to leave
unexpectedly.”
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I grinned and stepped in and sat
down beside her.

“This is worth everything that has
happened,” I said. “You are a darn
nice girl, Miss Ainsworth.”

“Or Miss Ananian—" she said with
a reproachful smile.

“ Please—"

“Oh, you had ample excuse.” She
started the car and we drove rapidly
toward the highroad. Presently she
said: ;

“I cornered Arthur. He is an awful
fool but he is well bred. If you are
penniless, you are still a college class-
mate of his. He would not have
dreamed of humiliating you in this
way, though he might not invite you to
his home again.”

I nodded. “I sort of figured that
out. He didn’t intend to explain any-
thing, but I scared an explanation out
of him. This was the only thing he
could think of.”

“I quizzed him after you went up-
stairs. He sent a cable inquiring about
you the day he met you in London and
received a reply yesterday. It seems
that Inspector Good told him that he
was certain that your valet was a crim-
inal, and poor Arthur jumped to the
conclusion that you, being poor, had
also gone in for crime. Weird, isn't
it?”

“I wouldn’t be surprised if Good
was right about my valet,” I told her.
“I engaged him through a newspaper
ad yesterday morning. He looked rath-
er mean, but he was the only American
who showed up. I didn’t want to be
patronized by an English servant.”

She laughed merrily. “T know how
you feel. I am sure our people are al-
ways looking down their noses at us.
I've caught the butler doing it.”

We laughed together.

“ Arthur refused to give me the ben-
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efit of the doubt. I suspect him of a
reason in back of that one.”
“What ?”
“I don’t know.”

E were whizzing through the

lovely English countryside at

sixty miles per hour. After a
while she said:

“If you're not a rich American, how
do you happen to hold the nasty opin-
ions you expressed at breakfast?”

I hesitated. I had an impulse to tell
her everything, but I had seen the in-
terest she displayed in Enescro.

“ Arthur’s informant was mistaken,”
I replied. ‘““It’s true that my father
left no estate but I inherited my for-
tune from a relative.”

“Oh!” she exclaimed. It actually
seemed as though she were disap-
pointed.

After a time I said, “ Could we have
the afternoon together and go to tea
or something?”

“I'm sorry. I have an appointment
for tea with Sir Ronald.”

I stiffened. I had been on the point
of blurting out the truth about myself
and my business in England.

“T'll be in town day after tomor-
row,” she said. “If you'd like—"

“Lunch or tea?”

““ Suppose you take me to lunch at
the Carleton—" she smiled, “ if you can
afford it.”

“ Your brother—"

She tossed her head. * Arthur has
no control over my movements and no
regulation of my friends.”

“It’s a date,” I said enthusiastically.

Half an hour later she drove into the
yard of the Savoy, shook hands firmly,
nodded and deposited me at the en-
trance. I watched her until the car
was out in the Strand and went gloom-
ily to the desk for my key.
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It had been a mistake to go to Ains-
worth’s and a grave error to take Ray
with me. My instructions had been to
establish myself beyond suspicion as a
young man of large means, no pur-
pose, and Tory views. Already I was
suspected of not being what I purport-
ed to be. And it wasn’t Arthur’s sneak-
ing cablegram nor the fact that In-
spector Good didn’t like the looks of
my valet. Enescro had put a flea in
the ear of the little snob. Enescro,
whose life I had saved the previous
night and who hadn’t even been
courteous enough to send me a note
of thanks.

I had tried to make a good impres-
sion on Enescro, with the result that
he had suggested to Ainsworth that he
chuck me out of his house.

Why? Had he a line on me, or—
that was an idea—had he seen that
Theodora didn’t dislike me?

I remembered that Tom Keefe had
solemnly warned me to keep away from
women, even American women, Of
course he meant that many women were
spies and secret agents. However, if
the fact that Enescro was in love with
Theodora made him my enemy, then
the difficulties of my job had been in-
creased because of a woman.

Good must have recognized Ray—
Good grief, did Enescro suspect that I
as well as my valet was a jewel thief?

It had been insanity for me to take
the man down to Devonshire. For all
I knew he had been nosing around the
Enescro Castle and had been seen and
recognized by one of Sir Ronald's
henchmen.

I had to get my mind off my troubles,
so fifteen minutes after I entered my
room I left it and went into a motion
picture house on Piccadilly Circus.
The picture was amusing but a news
reel, British, then came on. Suddenly
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I was gazing at Sir Ronald Enescro
in the company of a Royal Prince at
the Ascot races.

With a snort of disgust, I left the
place, returned to the hotel and went
back to the room. And five minutes
later there came a knock on the door
and I admitted a stranger.

CHAPTER XI
Framed

“Y REPRESENT the immigration

I authorities, sir,” he said. “My

name is Gaddish. - Inspector
Gaddish, at your service.”

“ Not having any,” I said petulantly.
This was a heavily-built man with a
face which was red but in other re-
spects suggestive of the British bull-
dog. He wore a frock coat and carried
a top hat and his manner was most
polite.

“T shall have to request you to ac-
company me, sir,” said the inspector.

“Where? Why?”

He took from his pocket an envelope,
from which he drew a document.

“T have here, sir, an order for your
immediate deportation,” he stated
gravely.

My expression moved him to say,
“T'm very sorry, sir.”

I sat down because my knees were
weak.

“On what grounds?” I demanded.
“My passport visé came from the
British consul in New York. I was ad-
mitted without question by the immi-
gration authorities at Plymouth. There
must be some mistake.”

“ No mistake,” he assured me.

“ But I'm entitled to a hearing.”

“1In this case, a hearing is unneces-
sary. A decision has been reached.”

“ But I thought this was a free coun-
try,” I protested furiously. “ This is
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an outrage. What reason can they pos-
sibly have?”

“We reserve the same right you
Americans do,” he said, “ to refuse to
admit persons considered undesirable,
and if, by error, they have been admit-
ted, to deport them.”

“ But I can give you references, per-
sons of importance in the United States
—T’ve five thousand pounds on deposit
here. I'm not in the least likely to be
a public charge.”

“ Your case has been considered and
settled,” he told me. “ My instructions
are to put you on the Berengaria,
which leaves Plymouth tomorrow. I
hope you won’t make it hard for me.
I know nothing regarding the circum-
stances. You must understand, sir,
that this is not an accusation of crime,
where you're entitled to a trial. It’s
like a householder who reserves the
right to refuse admission to any ten-
ant he doesn’t care about. I suggest
that you take it calmly, Mr. Laurence.”

AKE it calmly! Entrusted with

a mission of tremendous impor-

tance and kicked out of England,
for no reason, within a week of my
arrival.

“‘There is a nice cabin in the first
class reserved for you, sir,” he said,
cajolingly. “ You will receive every
consideration, except that you cannot
communicate with anybody, not even
by radio, after the ship sails. The com-
mander has his instructions.”

T glowered at him.

“Suppose I refuse to be shipped
back to America like this?”

“1 shall be forced to use strong
measures, sir.”

“Go ahead,” I said grimly.

He hesitated. “It will go hard with
you, sir, if you resist.”

“It will be the only satisfaction I'll
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get,” I said bitterly. “I'm curious to
see how you'll go about it.”

He drew a pair of handcuffs from
his pocket.

“Stick out your hands,” he said
sharply. I rose. I hesitated and then
I drove a right to his jaw. It was a
mighty punch, but Inspector Gaddish
had an unusual jaw. He staggered back
and then plunged at me. The hand-
cuffs dropped tinkling to the floor and
both his big arms were swinging like
flails. I ducked a wild right and came
up and hooked him, with everything I
had, in the pit of the stomach. He
went down and bounced up. I slammed
a right against his jaw again and it
weakened him. Breathing stentorious-
ly, he came back for more. No notion
of summoning help, and he didn’t have
a gun on his person, like American
officers.

No doubt it was the first time that
Inspector Gaddish had encountered a
person who dared to slug it out with
a limb of the law. If I hadn’t been
temporarily insane from chagrin and a
sense of outrage I wouldn’t have re-
sisted. And if I hadn’t, the Lord knows
what would have happened to America.

The inspector’s stomach was his
weak point. I knocked the wind out
of him and let him have a terrific right
to the heart which sent him down for
a very long count.

I stood over him, breathing heavily
—fully conscious of the enormity of
my offense and wondering what to do.
Something had to be done quickly. I
rushed to the bed, made ropes of the
sheets and proceeded to tie the inspec-
tor hand and foot. I then improvised
a gag out of two handkerchiefs. By
that time he was conscious and lay
there staring up at me with more sor-
row than anger in his gaze. No doubt
the good fellow was thinking of the
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long years I would have to spend in
Dartmoor or some other British pris-
on for sloughing the King in the per-
son of his inspector.

HADN'T opened my grips and I

decided to abandon my trunk and

the contents of the closet and
bureau. I dragged Gaddish to the
closet, locked the door on him and,
picking up my suitcases, left the room
in haste,

With the sublime assurance of Brit-
ish officialdom, Gaddish had come to
the hotel alone. The last thing in the
world he expected was resistance.
Therefore I walked through the lobby
unquestioned, went to the desk, paid my
bill, turned my bags over to a boy and
had them conveyed to a taxi. I told
him to take them to Waterloo Station,
but did not enter. Another taxi car-
ried me toward Euston. I then walked
two miles, through dingy streets and
finally rang the bell at the door of a
brick house on which a sign was dis-
played which read “ Room and Break-
fast.”

When the door opened my nostrils
were insulted by an aroma of cabbage.
The landlady who opened it looked like
a Hogarth cartoon,

“T1'd like to see the room for rent.”

The mottle-face woman eyed me
dubiously.

“Yer h'an H’Amurican,” she said.
“1It’s not for the likes of you.”

“ My money is good,” I told her.

“ H'i means to sy I'its a small, cheap
room, sir.”

“ Maybe it will be satisfactory.”

She led the way to a room at the
back of the second floor, a room so
small there was space for nothing save
a bed, a chair and a battered bureau.

“Five shillings a week and not a
penny less,” she said firmly.
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I handed her five shillings and set
down my bags. She nodded and wad-
dled out, closing the door after her.
No questions asked. That was all the
place had to recommend it.

I had an uncomfortable feeling
about Inspector Gaddish. He was a
good fellow and he wouldn’t like it in
the closet. However, the hotel, imme-
diately upon the departure of a guest,
would make an inspection of his room.
By this time Mr. Gaddish must be un-
hound and breathing fire and smoke.
I thought of phoning from a pay sta-
tion to secure his release in case he
hadn’t been discovered; but pay sta-
tions don’t abound in London as they
do in New York. Besides, the London
police might have some way of tracing
calls, since the automatic telephone is
not yet produced there.

CHAPTER XII
Nocturnal Visits

SIDE from twenty pounds in my
pocket, I had no funds. It would
be impossible to draw on my

bank. It was already five o’clock and
the police would be waiting for me to
turn up when the bank opened in the
morning.

I took off my hat to Sir Ronald En-
escro. It was evident that he knew all
about me—that our Service had a leak
in it, that the purpose of my visit to
London was known to him. That
would account for the sardonic glitter
in his eye when he talked to me last
night. I amused him.

Probably he thought the incident of
the brown turban was a frame to en-
able me to gain his confidence. Theo-
dora had said that he had no more so-
cial standing than her brother; but he
certainly had enormous political influ-
ence, since he was able to get an order
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for my immediate deportation. I un-
derstood now why Arthur Ainsworth
had insulted me. To get me out of
his house as quickly as possible. En-
escro had trumped up some tale which
made Arthur think me undesirable as
a guest.

1 laughed bitterly. * Clip his claws,”
said Calvin Cameron. Enescro had
clipped my claws with neatness and
dispatch. I was now a fugitive from
justice. 1 wouldn’t be deported. I'd
spend a year or two in a British jail.
Down and out

Enescro would go right on financing
revolution in the United States and
probably marry Theodora Ainsworth,
damn him.

Oh, I suffered plenty during the
hour I sat there. The hounds must
be out already—and, unlike the fox—
I didn’t know the country I had to run
over.

Yet, I didn’t regret what I had done
to Gaddish. Getting right down to
cases, I'd rather spend a couple of
years in a British jail than to face Tom
Keefe after being deported from Eng-
land as an undesirable alien. Tom paid
few compliments, but his powers of
vituperative were stupendous. He ac-
cepted no excuses. You made good or
you fell down. And if you failed he
kicked you out.

Cameron, too. He had had confi-
dence in me. He had given me unlim-
ited funds. I was expected to deliver
the goods for him and for Tom, and
the enemy had me down almost as soon
as I stepped on British soil.

Down but not out. Somehow, I'd
get him. At least, I was not in cus-
tody. And I'd learned plenty about
Enescro.

Show the British government con-
clusive proof of his conspiracy to
cause sabotage in the United States?
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What did the British government care
if competitors in America to their own
industrialists had their troubles? If
this fellow could get me deported with-
out a hearing, he could smother any
evidence that I could lay before the
politicians, who were his pals, for all
I knew.

No, Enescro would have to be
squelched by more direct measures. I
didn’t know how, but I'd find a way.
I hadn’t fallen down on the job, yet.
Most probably I was double-crossed
before I crossed the water,

When it became dark I sneaked out
and ate cold ham and potato salad in
a pub a few blocks away and washed
it down with beer. After that I killed
time in a neighborhood moving picture
theater until eleven and found the door
of the lodging house locked upon my
return, I rang six times before the
landlady appeared in a dirty kimona.

“You had ought to ask for a latch
key,” she said tartly. “ Here, I cawn’t
be h’expected to think of h’everything.”

She handed me a key and I slunk up
to my room. I heard loud voices in the
next room to mine as I passed the door.
A man and woman quarreling.
Everybody had their troubles. I wished
that pair had a load of mine.

ASS over that night. The bed was

bad and I was so nervous that I

didn’t go to sleep for hours. I was
up and out early in the morning. The
breakfast served with my room didn’t
appeal to me and I wanted to get a look
at the newspapers.

The T'imes carried a paragraph to
the effect that an undesirable alien,
John Laurence by name, assumed to be
an international crook, had overpow-
ered Inspector Gaddish, who had called
upon him in his room at the Savoy
with an order of deportation.
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The other morning papers had en-
larged upon the story and published my
passport pictures. The passport had
been found among my effects. It was
not flattering, that picture, but it looked
enough like me to identify me to a
sharp-eyed officer. Scotland Yard, it
was stated, was engaged in a search
for me.

The street was deserted in the early
morning hour and I breakfasted at the
pub where I had dined the night be-
fore. I was served by a heavy-eyed
slovenly barmaid. I thought it unlikely
that she could read, so she was hardly
a menace. Just the same I didn’t ex-
pect to be at large very long.

With my passport in police posses-
sion there was no hope of escaping to
France or Holland. They would be
watching for me at the ports if I did
happen to have the passport. In Lon-
don, with its seven millions, I had my
best chance. But, while I was in hid-
ing, I was making no progress in the
matter of Enescro.

I could see Arthur Ainsworth hold-
ing forth at breakfast upon his per-
spicacity in getting onto me and driv-
ing me out of his house. And, in the
face of this, I assumed that Theodora
would be silent. No need to worry
about missing the date with her at the
Carlton for lunch tomorrow. She
wouldn’t be there.

A bookstall was opening as I re-
turned toward my lodgings. As the
best thing to do was to keep under
cover during daylight, I bought several
second hand novels and half a dozen
British magazines.

By nine I was back in the dingy
room, trying to get interested in liter-
ature, so to speak, with little success.
The hours dragged slowly. That night
I dined at an A.B.C. place near Eus-
ton Station, risking capture because I
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couldn’t stomach the pub again. An-
other film and at eleven I let myself
into the house with my latchkey. As
I passed the door of the square room
beside my hall bedroom, I heard a
woman sobbing inside.

None of my business.

I undressed, but I was in no mood
for sleep. For two hours I sat under
the single bulb of electricity, trying to
get interested in a novel about a rec-
tor and some curates at Timbleton-on-
Sea, and then, to my horror, there was
a tap on my door.

O they had run me down. I waited
until the knock was repeated and
most reluctantly opened the door.

A girl stood there. My relief was so
tremendous that I smiled delightedly
at her. As a matter of fact, she was
good to look at and most flimsily at-
tired. She had on a short Chinese coolie
coat over a white crépe nightgown
which revealed slender limbs. Her
eyes were black and beseeching; her
lips were full and brightly tinted; her
face was round as an apple, and her
jet black hair was cut short except
for a bang across her forehead.

“ Hello,” she said wistfully.

Suddenly conscious that I was in pa-
jamas, I stepped back.

“What can I do for you?” I asked,
much embarrassed.

She threw me a saucy smile, pushed
past me, having pushed the door to be-
hind her, and went over and sat on my
single chair.

“1I got to talk to somebody, and it
might as well be you,” she said. “ Aw,
sit down. Mrs. Lundy sleeps in the
basement and the other rooms on this
floor are empty. I'll go crazy if I don’t
talk to somebody.”

“Yes, but you're hardly in a cos-
tume to go visiting.”
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She laughed—a hard laugh. “I'm
all dressed up compared to my working
clothes. Be yer age.”

“What are you—an actress?”

“Well, it’s like this. I'm a coochie
dancer.”

“1 thought those went out with the
old Chicago Fair.”

“Not over here they haven’t, I saw
you when you were taking the room
and 1 knew you were an American.
And I just been out to the bathroom
and I saw your light under the door.
I was about to stick my head out the
window and yell, so I came in here.”

“ Didn’t I hear you weeping when I
came in a couple of houre ago?”

“Yeh. I cried my eyes out like a
sap. Got a drink?”

“No. I'm sorry.”

“Fag?’

I offered her a cigarette.

“You're an American girl,” I
charged.

“Yes, but I ain’t been home for four
years. Did you hear the riot in my
room last night?”

“T heard loud voices.”

“That was me and my husband
busting up housekeeping. The scut ran
out on me.”

“If he’s a scut, why cry about him

“Women are like that—I was used
to him. It seemed awful to be alone.”

“ Are you broke? Maybe I can help
—a little.” I remembered my own pre-
dicament.

“Thanks. I got a job—such as it
is. Don’t mind me. So long as some-
body’s round.”

“Look here,” I said nervously.
“T'm not sleepy. If you'll go back and
put some clothes on, I'll sit up with you
all night.”

“And that’s the first time I heard
anybody make that request,” she said,
with a laugh. “To tell the truth, I
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ain’t met your kind of guy for a month
of Sundays. Want to hear the story of
my life?”

1 pulled a sheet off the bed and
placed it over her shoulders and around
her knees. The crépe nightgown was
transparent,

“ Gawd, you're good to me,” she

“SADIE "

said, with another laugh. “ Boy scout,
ch? I'm so used to going round in my
skin that I forget it bothers some peo-
ple. T'll make my yarn short.”

“ Shoot.”
“ T CAME over here four years ago
I on a six months’ British govern-
ment permission card. I was
playing a small part in ¢ Pretty Lady.’
It was a Broadway hit, you know. I
lost my job after a few weeks; they
didn’t pay off, and finally, I went into
a British chorus. Along come the cops
and are going to deport me. And up
steps Cecil, who was a chorus man and
had been pestering me all through the
run and says, if I marry him, I'm a
British subject and they can’t touch
me. Well, I had a job and Lord knows
if I'd get one the way things were in
New York, so I ups and marries the
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“ And now he’s run out on you?”

“There’s a French widow with
money that made him an offer. I only
got onto it last night. When I was out
this afternoon, he packs his duds and
scrams.”

“ Tough luck.”

She wiped away two tears. “T'll
get over it. I stood plenty from him,
but I was used to him. We got pretty
low. Do you know what our job is?”

“ You said coochie dancer. Does he
coochie, too?”

“No,” she said quaintly. “ He’s the
African wild man. We keep him in a
cage. Go on and laugh.”

I took her at her word.

“ We get five pounds a week between
us at Robbin’s Side Show. Cecil
emptied my sock in the bureau drawer,
the blank blank—we had six pounds
saved up. Aw, hell!”

She reached out carelessly and
picked up the Daily Mail.

“Funny kind of newspapers they
have over here,” she remarked. ““ Say!”

Her eyes were glued to my passport
picture on the front page. She turned
to me. They were sharp eyes. I knew
the jig was up.

“ Guilty as charged,” T said with a
shrug.

“International crook,’’ she re-
marked. “I’ve been with chiselers all
my life. You’re out. Why didn’t you
let them deport you? You get a frec
trip home. I wish they’d deport me,
but I'm a British subject. Cheer up,
buddy. I won’t give you away.”

“You're a pretty decent kid,” T said
gratefully.

“ But they’ll nab you in a day or two.
They’ll make a house to house search
and Mother Lundy’s will be one of the
first they’ll head for. Want to tell me
your sad story?”
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“I'm over here on an important
business deal,” I said. “ The man I'm
after has a big pull. He had an order
deporting me slipped through. I lost
my head and knocked out the inspector,
so now I'll get jailed instead of being
deported.”

CHAPTER XIII
The African Wild Man

& HAT’LL do till you think of a
better one,” she said shrewdly.
“You ain’t got a chance. An

American sticks out like a sore toe over

here, and a guy with class gets talked

about all over a neighborhood like this.”

My spirits sank as she continued to
speak. What she said, of course, only
confirmed my own view of the situa-
tion.

“I could make you up a little,” she
said. “I know some tricks. I could
broaden your nose, knock out a tooth,
shave your head like a German; you
got no idea how that changes the looks
of a guy, but you got to have an excuse
for being alive. Say—"

“ What?”

“How’d you like to be the African
wild man? You're blacked up from
ten A.M. until ten-thirty at night and
you stand in a cage .and howl every
now and then. You got great big false
tusks.”

All 1 could do was stare.

“ Cecil skipped to France with this
French dame. They took the Calais
night boat. You can be Cecil, see?”

“Do I look like him?”

“No, but you and me move out of
here tomorrow. We move into a joint
near the Bright City as Mr. and Mrs.
Cecil Follingsby. T’ll tell the dopes at
the show that I got me a new Cecil.
You see, the cops won’t be looking for
& married man by the name of Cecil.
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When they make inquiries at the place
where we live, we're just a theatrical
couple. If they come out there, you
bite them with the false tusks. Say, it's
an idea.”

“ Are you seriously suggesting that
I move in as your husband ?”

She blushed. “ Oh, we’re well-to-do
so we take two rooms. Just for a
week or so. In a couple of weeks they’ll
have something on their minds besides
looking for you.”

“ Mrs. Follingsby,” I said gratefully,
“you're a black-haired angel, but you
don’t realize possible consequences.
You might be jailed as aiding a crimi-
nal to escape the police.”

“Not a chance. I can lie out of it.
Come on in my room. I got a make-
up box and a pair of barber’s clippers.
Let’s see what I can do about you.”

If it hadn’t been absolutely certain
that T would be arrested in a day or
two, I wouldn’t have consented to be
an African wild man and to pass as
Cecil, the husband of a girl who might
have a heart of gold, but had a queer
way of earning a living. As it was, I
meekly followed her when she tossed
away the sheet and moved, with an un-
dulating gait and a striking display of
figure, into the next room.

Here she dug out a woolen dressing
gown and draped herself in it and im-
mediately set to work on my thick
brown hair with dull clippers. My head
was so bare it looked obscene when she
had finished. After that she thinned
out my bushy eyebrows, stuck beads
inside my nostrils and stood back to
observe the effect. With a grin I re-
moved a one-tooth bridge—the tooth
was sacrificed upon a Harvard-Yale
football field—and she clapped her
hands with delight.

“You ain’t the same guy,” she de-
clared. “I'd never know you.”
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“What will Mrs. Lundy say?”

“You get out early in the morning
before she’s up. T'll meet you at nine
in the waiting room at Euston Station
and we'll go right out to Bright City.
That’s near Farl's Court. Say, I'm
awful grateful to you, Mr. Laurence.”

“The shoe’s on the other foot, my
dear.”

“You took my mind off Cecil. I'll
be able to sleep now. Good night.”

HE Bright City is a permanent
Tamusement park originally mod-

eled on Luna Park at Coney
Island. As time passed, it grew to be
a sort of exhibition and fair grounds.
There were large white buildings in
which were displayed samples of ore
from Africa, weapons from China and
exhibits of work done in schools in
various parts of the Empire.

There were displayed fancy work,
laces, Indian silks and such which were
for sale. There was a lecture hall, in
which educational talks were occasion-
ally given,

These structures gave tone to the
place and an excuse to the solemn
minded Britishers for paying the small
admission fee and then going on the
chutes, and the switchback railway and
visiting the House of Fun and the vari-
ous side shows, of which Robbin’s was
the largest.

Robbin’s Show was housed in a large
wooden building. The circus posters
proclaimed that within there were to be
found the Bearded Lady, the Smallest
Man in the World, the Two-Headed
Child—the latter was dead, by the
way, embalmed and kept in a glass
case, and like most everything else a
fake. There was a picture of a fero-
cious black, with tusks like a wild boar
and preposterous muscles—the African
Wild Man, and an atrocious caricature
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of Mrs. Follingsby wearing practically
nothing, pictured in a contortion, and
labeled “ Princess Saidee, the Arabian
Nautch Queen.” My benefactress,
whose maiden name by the way was
Sadie Grady, and who was clinging to
my arm as we approached the side-
show, chuckled as she saw the effect
upon me of her alleged portrait.

“And to think I was once in the
Follies,” she remarked. “ Oh, well, I'll
get home some day somehow.”

“ Listen, Sadie, don’t you know you
can go home any time you want to?"”

“Oh, yeah? How about the British
quota? It’s booked years ahead.”

“In this country you're a British
subject, but under American law yon
didn’t lose your citizenship when you
married a foreigner. You go to the
American consul and apply for an
American passport and you'll get it.”

She dropped my arm and stared at
me incredulously.

“ How can I be two things at once?”
she demanded.

I laughed. “ Because of conflicting
laws. You can get a passport unless
the British government wants you for
something, in which case it could ig-
nore your passport and refuse to per-
mit you to board a ship for the United
States without a British passport. With
the British passport the American gov-
ernment wouldn’t let you in. But, as
you're nobody in particular, I don't
think England would stand on her
rights.”

“ Do you suppose Cecil knew that?”
she asked sharply.

“ From your account of him, I doubt
if he knew anything.”

“I can go home when I want to,”
she murmured. “Well, now I got
something to save up for. Say, Jack,
I'm glad I met you.”

“ And I'm very grateful to you.”
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She took me by the arm and led me
through the unguarded portal of the
side show. As the institution didn’t
open up until noon, there was nobody
visible inside except a porter, who was
asleep on a couch on the platform ded-
icated to the Bearded Lady. At one
end of the quadrangular room was a
small stage with a red curtain upon
which my companion did her stuff. At
the other end of the room was a plat-
form upon which stood a large cage.
Beneath the cage was a label,

“ African Wild Man.”

On either side of the room were
other platforms. The floor was of
earth.

ADIE led me in back of the stage
S where there was a- dressing room
of canvas walls. Her sanctum.

“ Strip,” she said, “and I'll put on
the bolami.”

“Eh? Strip? What's bolami?”

“You'll find out,” she said, grin-
ning. “ Take your clothes off. You're
Cecil’s substitute, you know. I got to
have you dolled up before anybody gets
a squint at you.”

There was nothing for it and the sit-
uation didn’t bother Sadie, obviously.
When I was almost nude, she produced
a can of what looked like brown-black
paint and began to smear it upon my
face, neck and body. I was permitted
to keep on short trunks which, after
the painting had been done, were cov-
ered by a lion skin. As a climax she
placed on my bare skull a huge fuzzy
black wig, the hair of which was a
foot long. Next I had the false tusks
slipped over my own teeth and, hap-
pening to glance in her mirror, I was
terrified at myself.

“How does this black stuff come
off ?” T demanded.

“Hard,” she replied with a laugh.
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“ It takes me an hour to clean up Cecil.
Now go out and get into your cage. I
got to put on my costume. Here, when
the show goes on, slip this in your
mouth. It's your howler. Try it.”

She handed me a round tin contrap-
tion which, when I blew through it
snarled like a ferocious beast.

“You'll do,” she declared.
“ Seram.”

“How many shows a day?”’

“Ten or twenty. Depends on the
crowd. You have a cinch, ’cause you
don’t do anything. I got to work on
the ballyhoo platform and then do my
wiggle in here at every show.”

CHAPTER XIV
Robbin’s Side Show

LEFT the dressing room and was

crossing the building when there

entered a man wearing a coster’s
costume, a check suit cut in at the waist
and decorated with innumerable large
bone buttons. He had a face the color
of old port, a bulbous nose and a pair
of small squinting eyes.

He waved his hand at me.
are yer, Cecil?”” he demanded.

“Fine,” I said in a husky tone.
However he had no suspicion of me
and hastened toward Sadie’s dressing
room. I went up the ladder to the plat-
form, fumbled with the catch of the
cage door, crawled in and, as no chair
was provided for the African wild
man, I lay down in the straw at the bot-
tom of the cage.

Presently other freaks began to ap-
pear and take their places on their plat-
forms. They waved greetings to me
and I waved back.

For at least an hour and a half
nothing happened and I had a chance
to consider my situation.

Tom Keefe and Calvin Cameron

“ How
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knew by this time that I had flopped
and was a fugitive from justice and
they wouldn’t lift a finger to help me.
Our Service had no official standing
and they had no desire to notify the
British of its existence. They would
check me out and tackle the Enescro
problem from another angle.

1 was inclinéd to agree with Sadie
that she took no risk in replacing Cecil
with myself. People in this degraded
form of entertainment were always
doubling up, splitting and making new
arrangements.

She’d tell Robbin that she had se-
cured a new Cecil. He would listen
to my howls and watch me show my
tusks and dismiss me from his thoughts
and he wasn’t in the least likely to ask
her how and where she got me.

As for the police, if they inquired
regarding the inmates of a seedy
Bloomsbury lodging house, they would
find a Mr. and Mrs. Cecil Follingsby,
employees of Robbins Side Show at
Bright City, residing there, and go
about their business.

It looked as though I were safe
enough, but while I was caged at Bright
City I would be making no progress
in the Enescro affair.

Well, Sir Ronald couldn’t wreck
the United States in a few weeks and
maybe—how, I had no notion—I might
get on the job again and justify myself
to my employers. The thing to do,
for the present, was to be a good wild
man,

Sadie came out. She wore an Egyp-
tian headdress, a brassiére, very brief
beaded trunks and high-heeled slippers.
She stopped and chatted with the
Bearded Woman and the magician—I
forgot to mention him, and then went
outside. A moment later I heard a
high-pitched cockney voice describing
the wonders within. Presently a reed
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pipe began to play. I laughed at the
tune which was “ She Never Saw the
Streets of Cairo.” Here in modern
London they were playing a melody
from the Chicago Fair of 1893 and my
girl friend was, no doubt, giving them
an imitation of Little Egypt.

By and by a dozen people sauntered
into the building. They were mostly
women, children and a few yokels.
Hardly worth while performing for
such an audience. However, I put my
howler in my mouth, blew, shook the
bars of my cage, showed my tusks and
scared the children. The other freaks
got busy—did their wretched tricks,
tried half-heartedly and signally failed
to sell their photographs and then
Sadie did her dance, which I watched
with interest.

My alleged wife was extremely
supple. It didn’t look as if she had a
bone in her body and her stomach cer-
tainly seemed to be made of elastic.

When the curtain fell she returned
to the ballyhoo platform outside and
as the first crowd departed a second
dribbled in.

Along about one o'clock, the porter
thrust an almost bare legbone of
cooked lamb into my cage. I growled
ferociously and actually had to tear a
few flakes of meat from the bone. My
work was much appreciated by the
small audience, especially the kids.

closed for lunch. We ate in a

back room at a long table. The
man in the coster uniform turned out
to be the great Robbin. I was intro-
duced to all the freaks. The bearded
lady removed her whiskers and proved
to be a garrulous Whitechapel matron.
The magician was a German, and the
Lilliputian was a Turk who spoke very
bad English.

HALF an hour later the show
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There was much conversation re-
garding the elopement of Cecil which
was known to all and Sadie was con-
gratulated upon securing a new Cecil
so quickly.

“I had my eye on Herbert for
months,” stated Sadie. * Herbert is a
Canadian and he lived in the same
boarding house. Herbert is a gent,
which is more than Cecil ever was. I've
changed his name to Cecil.”

“You did wery fine work, this
morning, 'Erbert,” said Robbin pleas-
antly. “ Honly don’t shake them cage
bars so ’ard. Hit's weak, yer know.”

“T'll remember, Mr. Robbin,” I
said. I had removed my huge wig and
must have presented a queer spectacle
with my black face and gleaming white
skull.

The food was plain—cold ham,
bread and tea—but there was plenty of
everything. Sadie, obviously, was the
leading woman of the outfit and the
only artist in the lot. In private life,
the Bearded Lady was Mrs. Robbin,
and a very devoted couple they were,
too, she assured me.

Business picked up during the after-
noon and while growling and shaking
the bars, I found it interesting to size
up the customers.

They were mostly what the British
call trippers; people who had come up
from Manchester, Birmingham, York-
shire, Cornwall, or even from across
the Scottish border on Cooks’ tickets.
They were round-eyed, credulous and
unbelievably queer-looking folk. Aside
from the Bond Street tailors, who are
the best in the world, the British tailors
seem to be the worst; they make men’s
clothing out of material so shoddy that
no American would think of wearing
such cloth—this in the face of the fact
that the British make the best woolens
known.
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As for the dressmakers, the Lord
forgive them. It’s true that the figures
of women from the British hinterlands
woud drive a good dressmaker to de-
spair. Despite my own humiliating sit-
uation—a blacked-up fake behind the
bars of a cage—I often had to laugh out
loud at the appearance of the people
who peered through the bars. Select
a dozen at random, send them across
the stage of a theater and most of the
audience would go into convulsions.

E shut up shop at ten-thirty

P.M.  After half an hour of

scrubbing and scraping by
Sadie, my skin assumed its pristine ap-
pearance, but was sore in spots. I put
on my street clothes and escorted her
to the Tube. At her suggestion I took
her into one of the many Lyon’s lunch
rooms—this one on Oxford Street—
for supper.

It was rather an attractive place.
There was a small dance floor and a
small orchestra and the prices were very
low.

I was a trifle nervous about show-
ing myself in public in this fashion, but
my appearance certainly was consider-
ably changed. The beads in my nose
forced me to breathe through my
mouth which was a nuisance.

I doubted if Inspector Gaddish
would recognize me with my shaven
head, the missing tooth and the broad
nose, and aside from Inspector Good,
I was unknown to the police.

Sadie was full of pep and wanted
me to dance, but there was no use in
making myself that conspicuous. Tt
was impossible not to like Sadie. Her
good humor never failed and she was
unusually pretty and she was risking
her own freedom in befriending me.
She was eager for all the latest news
from Forty-second Street and I told
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her what I could, though for several
years 1 had spent most of my time in
factory towns and Western cities trail-
ing Red agitators.

She stopped in the middle of a re-
mark.

“There’s a man who has been star-
ing at you,” she said. “Don’t look
now. He’s over at a table near the
oposite wall.”

“ Detective, do you think?”

“No,” she said. “He’s too small
for a bobbie. Oh, he’s gone into the
men’s room.”

I swung about, but the door of the
men’s room had closed.

I called the waitress and demanded
the check. It was instantly forthcom-
ing and I took it to the cashier’s desk.
In a moment we were on the sidewalk.
There was a taxi waiting and I pushed
her into it and jumped in beside her.

“On what we drag down,” she said
reproachfully, “ we can’t afford taxis.”

“ Most likely that fellow wasn't in-
terested in me but we can’t take
chances.” I gave the driver our
Bloomsbury address and we swung
around a corner.

“Lost him,” I said. “ILook here,
Sadie, I can’t involve you in my
troubles. I'll pull my freight.”

Sadie began to cry. “Cecil’s gone
and there ain’t anybody I know in
London any more except the freaks at

BACK ALIVE 107
Robbin’s. I tell you 1 ain’t running
any risk. I can always say I met you ai
Mrs. Lundy’s and took you on without
dreaming you were wanted.”

“ Aw, Sadie, don’t cry.”

“I like you a lot, Jack,” she de-
clared, wiping her eyes. “It’s fun be-
ing with you like this. Please don’t
quit on me.”

I patted her little hand. “ O.K., kid.
You can claim I had changed my ap-
pearance and that you hadn’t seen niy
picture.  Anyway—you don’t read
newspapers.”

She snuggled up to me. I let her
do it though it made me nervous. 1
didn’t want any complications with
Sadie. I'm not a snob but a cooch
dancer—well—you know. Besides, |
was in love with Theodora. I'd stand
a fine chance with Theodora if she
learned that I was supposed to be this
little vagabond’s husband. Oh, well,
as far as Theodora was concerned, I
was out of the picture.

The cab pulled up at our lodging
house and I helped Sadie out. The
house was on Bloomsbury Street, sec-
ond from a corner. A cab swung
round the corner and rolled up and
stopped behind ours as I was paying
off the taxi man. T turned suspiciously
and out stepped Ray Bronson.

He grinned at me triumphantly.

“How are yer, Jack?” he inquired.
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Purvis touched the sharp edge
to the torpedo-man’s throat

Bandit

Buster

A True Story
By Dugal O’Liam

The Nerve to Use Cold Steel Has Always Distinguished the Real
Fighting Man—and with Cold Steeel Melvin Purvis Caught the Most
‘Dreaded Torpedo-Man of the Mid-W est

DON'T MISS THIS TRUE STORY—BEGIN HERE

ELVIN PURVIS became the great-
est manhunter of the Department
of Justice. He was the man who

got Dillinger and broke the outlaws of the
Middle West.

But he was a little, undersized kid. He
was born in the little town of Timmons-

ville, South Carolina. He jerked soda in
a country drug store—and he thought a
town of fifty thousand was a metropolis.
* He became great because he refused to
stay in a small town. He was offered 500
acres of rich tobacco land if he would till
it, and he refused. He studied law—and
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when he was offered the nomination of
prosecuting attorney in a small town he
refused again. He was determined to make
good in a big city. He went to Washing-
ton, and by sheer dogged determination
got an appointment as agent of the De-
partment of Justice.

He weighed 127 pounds—and he hadn’t
so much as fired a pistol half a dozen times
in his life.

CHAPTER V
A Pistol Shooting G-Man

HEN grim-faced, shy Mel-

-\;;/ vin Horace Purvis went into

the Department of Justice at
the age of twenty-three, he was any-
thing but a human bloodhound. He did
not look like the relentless, dogged,
never-say-die detective one would ex-
pect to see in the man destined to be-
come the most famous and the most
deadly bandit-hunter in the world—
the man who got Dillinger and ended
the reign of gunmen in the Mid-West.

He was, in fact, a somewhat
startled, curious, nervous young man
weighing around 127 pounds. His face
was lined from much study over law
books, but his cheeks were pink. The
two lumps of muscle beneath his ears,
where his jaw bone jutted from the
skull proper, were a little more pro-
nounced. They had begun to assume
the appearance of permanence.

The lips were thinner and the chin
more outthrust. The eyes were little
more than thin, inscrutable slits now
and the hair was thinning a bit
above the temples, but a boyish diffi-
dence and an inexhaustible capacity for
details were apparent, even then.

It is not often that a youth of twen-
ty-three, who never has had to worry
about where his money was coming
from, who has had more or less of a
silver-platter time of it in school, who
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never has known the bitterness of a
struggle for the luxuries most boys
covet, should have this capacity for ap-
plication to detail, which is little more
than grinding, heartbreaking toil. But
Little Mel Purvis had it to a marked
degree.

The first requisite of a great sleuth
is inexhaustible patience and an inordi-
nate capacity for hard work. Detail,
detail and more detail makes for a suc-
cessful career, and a determination and
perseverance that will not be turned
from its elected course is of far greater
value to the human bloodhound than
superficial brilliance.

An analytical mind is, of course, a
prime requisite, yet without the talent
for pursuing and mastering facts, an
analytical mind would have nothing to
analyze. Thus Little Mel, with his al-
most fanatical devotion to detail, was
equipped with the foundation for the
career that has made his name a house-
hold word throughout the United
States and has even gained him fame
and respect in the almost legendary
corridors of England’s great Scotland
Yard.

Quiet, unobtrusive, devoted to his
books and records, Little Mel was al-
most forgotten in his first months in
the department. He went silently and
purposefully about his work. He
scanned every bit of information that
came to his attention and presently he
found himself lost, body and soul, in
the records of criminology and the
deeds of great criminologists of the
past.

The heroics of Burns and Pinkerton
and Flynn and such men were meat
and drink to him, He devoured the
histories of these super-sleuths, assim-
ilated the records they had established,
respected their methods and began to
copy them. And everywhere he turned
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he discovered that their greatest suc-
cesses had ben predicated upon a single
word, perseverance.

T soon became known about the de-
I partment that if there was a par-

ticularly hard nut to crack in the
way of compiling information, the lit-
tle fellow from Carolina would be the
best man to get the assignment. The
more difficult the problem appeared,
the more eagerness he threw nto its
solution. At times he labored until
far into the night, although such work
was not required, and always hé came
up with the answers.

Moreover, when he prepared a re-
port for a superior, the superior found
no leaks in it. He never had to send
it back for additional work. Little Mel
never let anything slide past. His keen,
cager eyes caught everything, and
everything went into his reports. In
addition to his amazing capacity for
taking pains, he had a genius for as-
sembling material in a direct, useable
form. He could shuck off useless in-
formation. When he had prepared a
record on a case, that case was thor-
ough and simple and clean.

Promotions came fast -for Little
Mel. He hadn’t been long in service
until he was sent to Birmingham, Ala-
bama, to take charge of the depart-
ment’s office there. No longer was he
merely a law clerk, or an adviser on
matters of law. He was a full-fledged
agent, a detective on his own right, and
despite his shyness and diffidence, he
was such a good and thorough and en-
thusiastic one, that he was in charge
of an important unit.

The Department of Justice in those
days was not so concerned with vicious
crime.” That was to come later. Boot-
legging occupied most of the time of
the federal agents, a circumstance
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which made it possible for the fierce,
relentless men Purvis was to pursue
later to get a foothold in the country.

Little Mel was sent to Birmingham
to bring organization out of a near-
chaos. His direct mind, his unwaver-
ing attention to the little things, his
strength of character, his determina-
tion and his clarity of thought and ac-
tion, were made to order for the kind
of job he had to do there. He began
doing it as soon as he arrived, and pres-
ently he was treading on toes that
weren’t used to being trod upon. But
he never wavered. Soon he had a
young, eager staff about him.

Now for the first time he began to
realize that the time was coming when
he no longer would be just a clerk, as
most of the federal agents were then,
checking up on bootleggers and indus-
trial alcohol diversions and income tax
lists and bank accounts and stolen au-
tomobiles. Eventually he would be a
manhunter, facing desperate criminals
in the open. He probably was, with
J. Edgar Hoover, soon to be his youth-
ful chief, among the first of the fed-
eral men to foresee the reign of ter-
ror to be estahlished by the Dillingers
and the Floyds and the Van Meters
and the Barrows.

Although the federal men were not
permitted to carry firearms, except on
extraordinary duty, young Purvis pre-
pared for disaster. He knew that it
wouldn’t be long before firearms would
come into play, and come into play
heavily. He had been reasonably ac-
tive out-of-doors as a boy, but he had
not been the hunting, trapping type of
country boy. His hobbies had been
horseback riding, driving automobiles,
and eating. He enjoyed good food,
for all his wizened size. When he
reached Birmingham he had virtually
no knowledge of pistol shooting.
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He bought his first pistol in a Bir-
mingham store and went to city police
headquarters. There he made arrange-
ments to use the department’s firing
course. He arranged his hours so they
would not conflict with his other du-
ties. Each morning he tumbled out
of bed an hour earlier than he had
before, went to the range, and prac-
ticed shooting.

He later expanded his course and
found half an hour in mid-day. Then
he began watching the expert marks-
men in the Birmingham police depart-
ment. At the end of three months,
when the government already had new
fields laid out for Little Mel Purvis,
he could shoot on even terms with any
member of Birmingham’s crack de-
partment,

He made himself an expert marks-
man because he was convinced that he
had to be.  What if he hadn’t handled
a gun as a kid half a dozen times? The
Purvises before him had been marks-
men, and what had been done could
be done again. In spite of his natural
physical nervousness, his was a steady
hand. It had to be. There was no
other answer, so he conquered his
nerves as once he had conquered his
treacherous legs.

Birmingham gave him another
schooling.  Finding the Bertillon and
finger-print department in his own
office too circumscribed for extensive
research, he went to the Birmingham
police headquarters daily and studied
the systems there. He went over the
records time and again. He learned
how to read finger-prints himself. He
made up his mind that he'd wait for
no one to make finger-print reports to
him. He'd get them directly, and then
there could be no slip-up of any kind.

When he wanted information, he
wanted it absolutely accurate, and
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there was only one man in the world
he was willing to trust for unwavering
accuracy—Melvin Horace Purvis, Jr.,
of Timmonsville, South Carolina.

He began to ask questions of veteran
detectives. It became a habit with him.
He would ask questions endlessly and
when they were answered, he would
listen. One could almost see him weed-

MELVIN PURVIS

ing out the chaff and selecting those
full grains of information that he
could use later. He wasted nothing,
but he kept nothing that was repetitive,
or superficial or outmoded.

This process of natural selection
was the making of Melvin Purvis as
a great sleuth.

CHAPTER VI
The Nemesis of Kidnapers

BOUT the time Melvin Purvis
A was whipping the Birmingham
office into a cohesive and work-

able unit, a suave, ambitious man who
once had been a poor clerk, but who
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now controlled millions, began to feel
the threat of over-expansion.

The man’s name was Samuel Insull.
With the millions he had made out of
gigantic utility developments, he had
endowed art institutes, subsidized
opera companies; built and presented
to the people of Chicago one of the
finest opera houses in all the world. He
reveled in the glory of these achieve-
ments. He wanted to be known as
the greatest patron of arts of his cen-
tury. He dared business expansion far
beyond the limit of his own capacity
to administer, and beyond the capacity
of his operating companies.

The United States government be-
gan to hear rumblings of disaster.
There was nothing definite yet, but the
handwriting obviously was on the wall.
Insull was about to collapse. The great
dam of speculation was about to break,
and when it broke it would sweep away
the life savings of upward of a mil-
lion small and large investors.

The government had to forestall the
catastrophe. The Department of Jus-
tice hurried its best men to Chicago.
They poured financial experts and the
best detectives and operatives in the or-
ganization into the Chicago district. It
was one of the most intensive silent
campaigns the department ever under-
took.

Closer and closer to the precipice
the structure of Insull's power empire
rode. The government was getting no-
where rapidly. There seemed to be no
averting the collapse. Then someone
thought of Purvis, the methodical,
plodding, determined little man down
in Birmingham. His genius for de-
tail, for exploring the driest of prob-
lems until he had found what he
wanted, fitted him ideally for this as-
signment.

A wire went to Birmingham at once,
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ordering him to Chicago. He was to
take over the Insull investigation. This
boy, less than thirty years old, was
commissioned to dig through a maze
of figures and papers that veteran
agents had failed to understand. The
hugeness of the structure Insull had
built had been too much for men who
had spent their lives in such investiga-
tions, but Little Mel wasn’t frightened.
He wasn’t even awed.

He plunged into the almost impos-
sible task without waiting to select a
place to live. Friends in the office se-
lected the place for him, and he sent
for his negro man in Birmingham to
hurry to Chicago. He couldn’t get the
sort of work done he had to do there
without his morning grits and this
man Henry was the only cook in the
world who knew how to prepare grits
as Massa Purvis liked them. He liked
them fried, not boiled and served with
sugar and cream, and it was Henry’s
job to fry his grits properly.

Once Henry was esconced in an
apartment Purvis shared with the for-
mer head of the Chicago bureau, whom
he had succeeded without rancor or
distrust, Little Mel tore into the Insull
business without let-up. He worked
all night many and many nights, stay-
ing in his office and drinking black cof-
fee, and then going to his apartment
for his grits before returning to the
drudgery.

Days passed. He hadn’t even made
an impression on the insurmountable
maze of facts and figures. Now he
vas in Detroit, or Milwaukee, or Pe-
oria, or St. Louis, or Davenport, or
Des Moines, or anyone of half a hun-
dred cities, probing into the ramifica-
tions of the Insull empire there. Now
he was prowling through the vaults of
Chicago banks. Now he was in the
offices of Insull himself.

D5—16
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Little Mel Purvis, realizing that the
last earthly dollar of thousands hung
on the celerity with which he cleaned
up the problem, drove himself harder
and harder at his job. It seemed that
if he had two hours’ sleep a night he
was luxuriating. When he went on a
trip he carried reams of data with him
and sat in his berth studying it. He
dragged crochety and dyspeptic bank-
ers from their beds at all hours of
night to question them, and when they
raved and threatened to “ get him ” in
Washington, he merely looked at them
out of those slits of eyes, set his jaws
hard and invited them to do their best.

Worked to a shadow of his ordi-
narily frail self, he became a very hard
young man. He scorned the threats
of the mighty. The orders of big busi-
ness and the schemes to break him
rolled off his slim shoulders like water
off a duck’s back. He went his way,
digging, digging; defying wealth and
the underworld which had been em-
powered, by means of heavy remun-
eration, to drive him out of Chicago.

S he worked in his apartment one
night, a heavy knock came at
his door. He opened it and in

walked four men, black-eyed, beetling-
browed men, flashily dressed, with hats
snapped over their eyes. They asked
for Melvin Purvis. When Melvin Pur-
vis identified himself, they looked
startled. At first they refused to be-
lieve him. When he reassured them,
they looked at each other. One of them
laughed. Then the leader told him he
wasn’t needed in Chicago and that he
might as well clear out before he went
out feet first.

“That’s the only way I'll leave Chi-
cago before my work’s done here, gen-
tlemen,” Little Mel told them. The
leader started to bully him. Little
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Mel put his hand in his pocket. His
eyes narrowed. His jaw set. The

leader took one more look at Mel, and
motioned his men to leave. They never
called on Little Mel again. But he had
other calls. He had calls from well-
dressed, gray-haired, cultured men
who were accustomed to affluence and
power.

“It is suicide for you to investi-
gate Insull,” the men said. “Once it
gets out that the government is in-
vestigating him his whole bubble will
burst. If you can make a good report
on him and then withdraw, we can
save everything and nobody will lose
their money. If you don’t withdraw,
everybody will lose. And we can make
it very, very interesting for you—
probably as interesting as a quarter of
a million dollars. Cold cash—not In-
sull stock.”

Little Mel shook his head. “ I'm go-
ing to stick,” he said. “ Good-day, gen-
tlemen.”

He stuck. Then the bubble burst.
The billion dollar power empire col-
lapsed. Thousands upon thousands lost
their money. Widows, orphans, old
men and women, farmers who had
scraped together a few dollars or had
mortgaged their properties—all were
ruined in the smashup. Samuel Insull
fled in a peddler’s disguise, first to Can-
ada, then to France, finally to Greece.

Out in Chicago Little Mel Purvis di-
rected the pursuit. He directed it until
Insull was apprehended in Greece. He
got away into the Mediterranean and
had to be pursued on into Turkey. Fi-
nally he surrendered and started back,
beaten by the relentless little blood-
hound from Timmonsville, South Car-
olina.

Purvis’s work on the Insull case was
not yet done. But something else had
happened. Out in Crown Point, In-
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diana, a desperate man had been
clapped into a small jail with a woman
sheriff to guard him. The man’s name
was John Dillinger. Even in jail he
directed his bandit crew and presently
one John (Jake the Barber) Factor, an
unsavory Chicago character who had
come to this country and acquired a
fortune through shady, but not unlaw-
ful, means was kidnaped.

The kidnaping took place in Little
Mel’s backyard, so to speak. It was one
of a long series of Middle Western
kidnapings. A certain mob had been
operating the kidnaping game over a
number of years, but this was before
prohibition. During prohibition, there
was far more money to be made in li-
quor running and machine gunning
than in kidnaping. The old mob had
turned to alky enterprises and had for-
gotten their earlier and far more haz-
ardous profession.

But liquor running had ceased to be
profitable. Repeal was only a few
months off and the dry agents had re-
laxed their vigilance. Nobody wanted
to stop liquor running any more, and
as a result it lost its attractiveness as
a big money racket.

Sleuths and law enforcement men
had forgotten about the old Touhy
gang. They had terrorized the West
many years before, but they had been
overlooked in the rise of the Capones,
the Saltises, the O’Bannions, the
Dutch Schultzes and the Owney Mad-
dens of the underworld. No one knew
what gang had turned to kidnaping.

In the midst of the confusion and
horror caused by the abduction of the
Lindbergh baby, Little Mel Purvis
kept his nose applied to the grindstone
of the Insull case. When the Factor
kidnaping broke, he still was grinding
on that case. Because he had it all
at his finger-tips now, he decided to
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stay with it, and suggested that other
men be sent into the West to trail the
kidnapers. But the Washington bureau
disagreed with him—for the first time
—and ordered Little Mel to clean up
the affair and leave the Insull matter,
now thoroughly broken and compe-
tently organized by him, to other men.

Little Mel hadn’t the vaguest idea
which way to turn. He knew nothing
of the Western badmen, knew nothing
of any mob that would turn to kid-
naping. But he had recourse to his
greatest talent, investigation and study
of records.

“ Somewhere,” he told himself, “at
sometime, there was a kidnaping gang.
They knocked off when alky running
became more profitable and safer. This
is a professional job. The old gang
has gone back to its first love. All I
have to do is find out whom the old
gang includes.”

He went into the records. He stud-
ied them night and day. He came upon
the name of Roger Touhy and then
upon that of Basil Hugh Banghart.
They had been general badmen in the
old days. They had worked confidence
games over the country. Then they
had taken to cracking banks. Finally
Touhy had been mixed up in kid-
napings.

He got away with it and then turned
his hand to the alky racket, working
as a torpedo and general hard-guy all
over the country, from Higgins-Mad-
den front in New York, through the
Purple Gang organization in Detroit,
down to Chicago with Capone and his
rivals, and as far as St. Louis, where
the Egans gave him work and the
Cuckoo gang called upon him for the
tougher jobs.

Little Mel Purvis studied Roger
Tuohy’s thick, heavy face, studied his
record. \He was a hard guy, and he
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operated with the shadiest victims he
could find. Factor had money, and he
also had indictments standing against
him in England. He wasn’t a man who
cared for publicity, just the type Touhy
and Banghart would select for a victim.

HE word went out to get Roger
Touhy and Basil Hugh Banghart.
With them were to be arrested all
their known henchmen—Gus Schaefer,
Al Kator and Willie the Weeper
Sharkey. Touhy was the hard-guy and
Banghart was the brains, Little Mel
said. The others were messenger boys
and rodmen—but they were important.

Touhy heard he was wanted, and
laughed when told that Little Mel had
announced that he was to be taken. He
stood in a South Chicago saloon and
announced that he was going out and
look for Purvis. “T’ll break the little
rat’s neck and see how he likes it,”
the burly Touhy announced. He had
two more whiskies, felt his shoulder
holster to see if his pistol still was in
place, hitched up his trousers and
strode out to look for Little Mel.

He might have found him, but some-
thing he heard stopped him. It all
happened rather suddenly. Little Mel
had known that a very bad man named
Verne Sankey was in the Mid-West-
ern area, plotting a kidnaping and a
holdup or two. He had heard that
Sankey was making his headquarters
in a small town over in the Dakotas,
where he had contacts and protection.
He discovered that there was no one
in the bureau who wasn’t busy on
something else, so he started for Da-
kota and Verne Sankey, alone.

He didn’t find him immediately, but
he got a trace of him. He trailed him
until he began to get warm. Every-
where he was told by police and every-
one else to go back to Chicago and
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send ‘a full grown man with three or
four helpers out on that job.

“This fellow’s no sidewalk cut-up,”
they told him. “ He’s bad. He’s fast
on the draw, he knows he’s licked and
he’ll stop at nothing. He'd just as
soon shoot you as look at you.”

Little Mel pressed on. He traced
Sankey to a country barber shop. He
looked through the window and saw
the profile of a familiar face. A bar-
ber held a razor poised above the face,
was applying a heavy lather. Little
Mel entered the door, looked over the
situation. Then he summoned the bar-
ber who was shaving Verne Sankey.

“1 don’t want to make a scene here,”
he said, in a low voice, while Verne
Sankey waited, “ but I'm a federal op-
erative and when I come over to where
you're shaving that man, I want you to
let me take that razor without saying
anything and step back. Understand ?”

The barber looked at Little Mel’s
badge of office and understood. Sankey
looked at him curiously, but thought
nothing. Certainly he didn’t take the
studious, bookish little man talking to
the barber for a federal operative.

The barber went back to his work,
nervous and excited. He lathered the
man’s face heavily. Melvin Purvis
strolled over toward the chair, casually
took the razor from the barber’s hand
and touched the sharp edge to Verne
Sankey’s throat.

““ Sankey,” he said, “ I've got you—
I'm a federal agent and you're going
along—one imove and I'll slit your
throat from ear to ear.”

Sankey tried to answer, but his
throat muscles were paralyzed with
fear. He moved to rise, but the razor
made a tiny cut in his throat and he
fell back. Purvis casually took his re-
volver from his shoulder holster,
picked up a towel, wiped the lather
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from his prisoner’s face, took a pair of
handcuffs from his pocket and snapped
them on Sankey’s wrists and ordered
him to get along.

The word that the 127 pound Melvin
Purvis had brought in one of the hard-
est men in the country flew over the
telegraph wires. Down in South Chi-
cago Roger Touhy heard it—and
caught the first train out of Chicago.
He wanted to put as much space as was
possible between himself and such a
man. Touhy had known Sankey, and
he knew that this little fellow must
have far more stuff than anyone who'd
crossed the path of Roger Touhy with
a peace officer’s badge pinned to his
vest,

Touhy decided that safety, health
and liberty lay in flight.

His flight was short-lived. Within
a week all the gang was rounded up
but Banghart.

Banghart gave Little Mel the slip.
Little Mel went back to his office, shut
himself in and did some heavy think-
ing. For the first time in his life, save
for the Sankey incident, he was facing
genuine badmen. Not only did he stand
an excellent chance of losing the game,
but also his life.

It can safely be said that the latter
thought never bothered Little Mel Pur-
vis. Anyone who ever has known him
will readily swear that never has he
known real fear. Even though he
personally discredits this, and declares
openly that he’s felt like running many
times, the opinion of his associates
stands.

UT courage alone wouldn’t get
him past this crisis. He was on
the verge of a great career or

mediocrity. He was the first man to
even touch the criminals who had so
suddenly taken to kidnaping. The coun-
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try had been alive with such cases, and
he was bringing in his men. He knew
he had the right men in Touhy, Schae-
fer, et al, and he knew Banghart was
guilty. But Banghart had given him
the slip. He hadn’t the remotest idea
of what had become of the cleverest
badman of all the Touhy gang.

So Mel Purvis played a hunch—
backed up by hard fact. He traced
every known move of Banghart in the
past, and discovered that he never had
been on the Eastern seaboard save in
New York. He never had been down
along the New Jersey sea towns, along
the Delaware shore, or the Eastern
Shore of Maryland, where there are
innumerable hide-outs for desperate
men. He knew the West and the West
knew him—all parts of it. He knew
New York and Pittsburg and Cleve-
land and Philadelphia and even some
of the New England industrial and
shipping towns.

“He'll try to be foxy,” Little Mel
told himself. “ He'll head for a spot
where he knows no one, or at least has
no police connections, and expect us
to look for him in his old haunts. Well,
ordinarily we would, but this fellow’s
smart. I'm glad he is. When they're
smart they try to think and when they
try to think, they play our game. We're
paid to think.”

He communicated with Washington,
and Washington turned a posse of
agents loose along the Eastern Shore.
Within forty-eight hours Purvis had a
tip that Banghart was fleeing Florida
and heading up the East coast. Twenty-
four hours later Little Mel touched the
shoulder of a mustached, bespectacled
and very blond man sitting in an East-
ern Shore pullman car. That was
strange, because Hugh Banghart had
been dark, had worn no mustache, and
had perfectly good eyesight.
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The man looked up, saw the little
operative, and then relaxed in his seat,
obviously reassured.

“Come on Banghart, and don’t try
to make a break,” the little man said.
Three burly aids surrounded the seat.
The man with the spectacles started to
get up, thought better of it, sat down
and then took off his spectacles and ex-
tended his hands for the bracelets.

“ Son,” he said, “ you're too smart
for me, and you've got guts.”

Then he looked up suddenly. “ Who
squealed ?”” he demanded—the old, old
cry of the trapped criminal.

“Nobody,” he was told. “We use
our heads in our business. You might
have gotten by us at that if you hadn’t
smiled with so much satisfaction a
while ago when you read in the paper
about the hunt for Basil Banghart up
in the Wisconsin woods.”

Basil Banghart, Roger Touhy, Shae-
fer, Sharkey and Kator went to prison
for ninety-nine years for their part in
the Factor kidnaping. But Willie the
Weeper Sharkey beat the rap. He
hanged himself in his cell before he
could be taken to the penitentiary.

The others are serving their time,
and Little Mel Purvis has sworn, in
his quiet, intent way, that so long as
he lives and has a government connec-
tion, they won’t get ont.

CHAPTER VII
The Tommy Gunners

HE conviction of the Touhy gang

broke the backbone of the kidnap-

ing racket in the Chicago area. It
flared up in other parts of the country,
and still goes on. There are still twenty
thousand kidnapings a year, but the ex-
perts, the hard men who had reduced
the game to a science, are all gone. The
Touhys were the last big mob.
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Little Mel Purvis might have gone
back to the overpowering figures and
mountains of evidence of the Insull
case had not another human mad-dog
broken loose. Out in the West, beyond
the Chicago area, but still within the
purlieus of Little Mel’s district, a fat-
faced, thick-shouldered man with
ruddy cheeks and curly black hair had
gone berserk.

Once a quiet, industrious farm boy,
Pretty Boy Floyd suddenly had been
converted almost overnight into the
most reckless of criminals. He had
joined the notorious Bailey gang and
had become one of their most feared
killers. He walked boldly into banks in
broad daylight, held them up and
walked out with their money. No one
dared to shoot, he was so cocksure and
disdainful.

Now and then he killed a man dur-
ing one of his holdups, and here and
there a rural officer, with more courage
than judgment, dropped in a squirm-
ing heap beside some dusty road and
died there as Charles Arthur Floyd
went on to more desperate deeds and
mad-dog living.

So successful was this black-haired,
bandit that Bailey, never one to face
death himself, but ever alert with
orders sending his own men into possi-
ble destruction, selected Pretty Boy to
effect the delivery of Frank Nash, one
of the Bailey mob, on his way to Fed-
eral prison for a kidnaping job.

Nash was to be taken through the
Union Station in Kansas City at a cer-
tain hour. Floyd was given half a
dozen trusted men, good pistol shots,
and unafraid when they had enough
dope in their systems, to help him.

He was to take Nash at all costs—
because Nash was known to be a man
who might talk and he had a very great
deal, indeed, on the Bailey gang and
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might decide to talk at any minute.
Moreover, he had a great deal on a
number of men in respectful pursuits
who found a contact with Bailey, so
long as it was a secret one, very useful
and which Bailey found most lucrative.
So Nash had to be freed—or else—

It is a known fact that Bailey told
Pretty Boy Floyd, before he left the
Ozark Mountains in Southern Mis-
souri to go to Kansas City on this as-
signment, that under no circumstances
was Nash to remain in the custody of
officers. “If you can’t get him away,
don’t leave him there alive,” were his
last words to his trigger-man.

Floyd didn’t get Nash away, so he
left him as he had been ordered—
drilled twice through the head and
twice through the body with bullets
from Floyd’s own gun. But Floyd ac-
complished even more. Three officers
were slain, and as they fell, a Federal
agent also fell. Their bodies littered
the plaza in front of the beautiful Kan-
sas City Union Station, and their blood
ran over the black asphalt street. In
that blood was written the death war-
rant of Pretty Boy Floyd.

He escaped after the massacre and
made his way into the Oklahoma hills.
Then he moved northward and con-
tacted the Dillinger mob, represented
on the outside by Homer Van Meter
and Baby Face Nelson. Dillinger was
still languishing in the Crown Point
jail,

Now all the time of Little Mel Pur-
vis was devoted to this happy-looking
bandit. For all his pleasant face and
his reputed devotion to his family,
Floyd was a dangerous and reckless
man. Since 1925 he had plied his trade
of bank robber, highwayman, torpedo-
man for liquor runners, procurer and
white slaver. He had operated almost
wholly in the Southwest. The Kansas
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City job marked his first invasion of
the larger cities. From that time for-
ward his steps were marked. The tiny
human bloodhound in the Chicago De-
partment of Justice office dogged his
trail.

As he dogged the trail of Floyd, so
he dogged the trails of the men who
had been Dillinger’s aids. He fol-
lowed them all over the West, always
just a step behind, and he kept them so
busy that they had no time for major
crime. But that was while their leader
still was in the Crown Point jail. Lack-
ing his leadership, Van Meter and Nel-
son and Floyd were lost.

Dillinger, more reckless than Floyd,
was at the same time cannier. He
planned his coups skillfully and ex-
ecuted them daringly, but he ran no
risks and he was a master of tactics.
He knew just when a job was feasible
and how it should be handled. He
knew what men to trust and when and
how to use them.

The others had no such confidence
in themselves as they had in Dillinger,
and hence while their chief was incar-
cerated they devoted their time princi-
pally to flight and left the bank rob-
bing and murder strictly alone.

S a matter of fact, Pretty Boy
Floyd quit his haunts down in
Oklahoma, shook the red dust

of the Ozarks from his thick feet and
worked his way eastward into Ohio,
where he laid low waiting for the heat
to cool down. But he reckoned with-
out Little Mel Purvis and his tenacity.
Others might have forgotten Floyd
and his crimes in the many months that
followed. But not Little Mel. The
more Floyd tried to stay out of the
limelight and avoid his old haunts and
eschew his old deeds, the closer Little
Mel Purvis followed on his trail.
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Then one day out in Crown Point
the most dangerous criminal in the na-
tion broke loose. The country, already
sick of Dillinger and his ability to
carry on his bloody trade under the
very noses of the state and local offi-
cers, was shocked beyond anything it
had known before.

Dillinger’s jailer was a woman. She
was the sheriff of Lake County. She
had charge of the jail, with a turnkey
as her immediate subordinate. The dis-
trict attorney of the county had taken
a hand in the capture, several weeks
before, of Dillinger; and he had posed
with the notorious bandit with his arm
about Dillinger’s shoulder. Dillinger
smiled blandly and the woman sheriff
smiled coquettishly and the district at-
torney smiled proudly and everybody
was having a delightful time—until
copies of the photograph flooded the
country.

The citizenry as a whole arose to
condemn the district attorney. Little
Mel Purvis saw the photograph,
tightened his jaw and said, bitterly:

“We try to clean up the country and
rid it of human mad-dogs like this, and
then idiotic public officials make heroes
of them.”

He made a resolve then, and he has
carried it forever in his mind. He re-
solved that there was but one way to
handle the Dillinger, Floyd, and Nel-
son type of criminal. That was to
shoot them at sight, as one would a
wild animal bent on destroying life. He
thought no more of temporizing or’
treating. From that hour on Little Mel
Purvis was ready to conduct his war
on the rats with steel and lead.

Born a country boy, Dillinger’s
bank holdups were committed chiefly
in the country. But when the pinch
came and he needed a hide-away most,
he was wont to turn to the cities. He
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knew Chicago’s vicious northwest side
almost as well as he knew his native
state of Indiana, and it was there that
he was expected to go when he bluffed
his way out of a woman-run jail with
a wooden pistol.

John Dillinger hadn’t been out of
the Crown Point jail thirty minutes be-
fore the word reached Little Mel Pur-
vis. He hadn’t had the word fifteen
minutes before he had begun plugging
up the rat holes where Dillinger would
hide, and deploying his trusted men
over the area Dillinger would be most
likely to frequent.

Purvis didn’t know it then, but the
Indiana desperado almost wrote finis
to his career as a Federal agent. No
common bandit was this leering, droop-
ing-eyed son of a peaceful Indiana
farmer. There was none of the gang-
fed and gang-bred Chicago or New
York gunman about him. Take the
sidewalk-reared thugs of New York
and Chicago and other big cities out
of their own districts, rob them of
overwhelming numbers, and they are
both cowardly and helpless.

OT so John Dillinger. While
no man who shoots in cold
blood while engaged in robbery

is a truly brave man, and while few of
this type are other than the most craven
cowards when they face the end, Dil-
linger did not lack courage.

What he might have lacked in sheer,
inherent bravery he more than made
up for in daring. It was a daring with-
out recklessness. He planned careful-
ly, and murder entered his plans just
as certainly as a train ride, or a meal,
or a pullman berth, or a telegram or a
long distance telephone call would en-
ter the plans of another man preparing
for his business day.

He had an exceptionally agile mind
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and he had imagination. He had a
talent for leadership and there was
something about him that commanded
men and caused them to go to the ex-
treme of personal recklessness at his
bidding. It wasn’t because he was kind
to his own, because he was not. Often
he left one of his own pals wounded
and unable to flee at the mercy of the
police, while he saved his own body.
Often he beat and even shot at them;
and he never allowed the welfare of a
pal, so far as anyone ever learned, to
stand in the way of his own safety, or
his own gain.

Moreover, he was a tyrant with the
few things the hunted men treasured.
If one of his band had a girl that Dil-
linger coveted, Dillinger took the girl.
If the henchman objected, he was like-
ly to feel the sickly burning of a bul-
let in his vitals.

No, it couldn’t have been because
he was beloved of his fellow bandits.
Yet Dillinger cowed them and com-
manded them and now, as he rushed
out of Indiana and headed over into
Illinois, they raced to join him.

Over into Illinois swooped Dillinger,
and close on his trail were the agents
of Little Mel Purvis. One little bank
Dillinger plundered, and then, with his
mob increasing, he headed into Michi-
gan—his funds renewed, his belly full,
liquor in his bags and women in plenty
waiting to adore and follow him, even
to prison or death.

With him rode the big negro he had
delivered from the Crown Point jail.
It was an odd little conceit of Dil-
linger’s. He took the negro, named
Youngblood, with him, because he
wanted a man servant. He wanted the
giant black to wait on him and to_act
as his personal bodyguard, and the
black man leaped at the chance and was
proud.
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Up into Michigan they went, stop-
ping now and then at filling stations
to demand a filled tank, paying for it
with the money they’d gotten from the
Illinois banks. Behind him and be-
fore him rode others of his gang, and
still others were converging in the
Wisconsin woods to meet him when he
should reach there.

Once or twice he changed cars—a
simple measure for one of his unortho-
dox ideas of trade. He simply drove
up to a car parked in a remote place,
fitted one of his scores of keys into
the ignition switch, changed license
plates and drove away, leaving his
abandoned car at the scene. Some-
times he didn’t even change license
plates, although always he contrived to
have extras on hand.

It was through these changes of li-
cense plates and these stolen cars that
Little Mel Purvis was able to follow
so closely upon the heels of the bandit
chief. Filling stations told him a few
things, restaurants a few more, terri-
fied farmers and their wives, suddenly
hauled from their beds in the dead of
night to supply food to the killer, told
him a few more.

These he pieced together. Naturally
he couldn’t be out in the country on the
trail. He had to stay in Chicago and
plug up holes as fast as they appeared,
so that ultimately Dillinger wouldn’t
have any place to hide.

Because he was on the job night and
day, Little Mel traced John Dillinger
up the east shore of Lake Michigan
and finally spotted his destination as
East Chicago. Quickly he notified the
East Chicago police to corner the ban-
dit and not to allow him to go through
the town. Past East Chicago, he would
have far readier access to the north
woods and comparative safety.

Into East Chicago Dillinger and
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Youngblood rode. They were hungry
and they were daring. They believed
they were in the clear, that they had
shaken off their pursuers, and espe-
cially the clutching arms of the hated
and feared Purvis. They went into a
garage there, then started for a res-
taurant. Two policemen walked up,
stiff-legged in their eager nervousness.
Dillinger didn’t see them. Young-
blood did. As one of them drew a re-
volver, Youngblood leaped for him.

The revolver barked. Dillinger
leaped into a doorway, whipped out
his pistol, firing even as he drew it.
The huge negro melted to the ground,
sprawling in his own blood. One of
the policemen staggered, tripped over
the negro and fell on top of him. Dil-
linger rounded a corner, cursed, threw
his pistol at the officer who was run-
ning after him, leaped into an auto-
mobile and was away, toward the
north, leaving death behind him—as he
always had left death behind when men
attempted to hinder him.

HE other policeman stopped mo-
mentarily and bent over his
stricken companion. Another
officer ran up. The stricken man mo-
tioned feebly for his pal to take up the
chase. The pal, Sergeant Martin Zar-
kovich, shouted to the officers running
up to take charge of Youngblood, and
ran in the direction Dillinger had
taken. He was too late, however.
But Dillinger had not gone from the
sight of Martin Zarkovich forever.
There on that night in the streets of
East Chicago he made another bitter
personal enemy, as determined and as
fierce in his hatred as Little Mel Pur-
vis. Tears ran down Zarkovich’s face
as his pal died from the wounds Dil-
linger had given him, but there was
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resolution in his heart that was to bear
bitter fruit for the man who had caused
those tears.

Over in the Chicago office, Little Mel
Purvis heard of the Michigan blunder
in stunned sorrow. Somehow there
was in his character something that
tortured him with personal responsi-
bility for all these deaths at the hands
of the outlaws he was assigned to sub-
due.

This last escape of Dillinger’s fixed
his determination to take up the trail in
person. He believed that it was im-
possible to thwart this most audacious
of bandits unless he was personally on
the job.

So, knowing he faced the most des-
perate man alive, a man notorious for
his ability with an automatic and his
hatred for officers of the law, a man
who reveled in the destruction he cre-
ated and the lives he snuffed out, Lit-
tle Mel put the affairs of his office in
order and prepared to go into the
north woods and wait for the face-to-
face meeting with this killer.

Tiny, almost insignificant looking,
ill-fitted for the hardships of the north
woods, never yet tested in a hand-to-
hand encounter where quickness on the
draw meant the difference between life
and a speedy death, he nevertheless
turned his face to the north to settle
forever, he believed, the issue with
the most dangerous man of the century.

His subordinates saw him go. .Some
of them were sick at the sight, Purvis
looked so small and impotent before
the vision of the swashbuckling, hard,
quick, resourceful outlaw.

But there was one—Billy McSwain
—who muttered:

“Doggoned if I don’t feel a little
sorry for Dillinger—he’s in a spot with
that little bobcat on his trail.”

CONCLUDE THIS TRUE STORY NEXT WEEK.



He draped the
glove on the quiv-
ering knife

The Thing
He Stabbed

A Slashing Knife, a

Slumped Body and How

Perfect Would be Chaney’s

Crime — Framed upon a

Murderer Who Didn’t
Exist!

By Ray Cummings

clock at the corner when Ollie

Chaney mounted the front steps
of Victorio Roma’s home. The long,
thin-bladed stiletto was out of its
sheath in his jacket pocket. He was
gripping its handle with his right hand,
which was clad in a black cotton glove.
With a little luck this killing of Roma
ought not take more than a minute or
two. The cleverness of it lay in its
daring—to stab a man and then in-
stantly yell for help, claiming that you
had found him stabbed by somebody
else who had just escaped. How could
the police prove anything different
from that?

Chaney opened the front door with

IT was just nine by the jeweler’s

his key, using his left hand. He knew

122



THE THING

exactly what to expect inside the house,
because he lived there. He had been out
now less than ten minutes, leaving
Roma in the ground floor library—
alone in the house. Roma would prob-
ably still be there. Chaney had gone to
the corner store and bought cigarettes.
But his real reason for yoing was be-
cause the cigar man knew him—and
Chaney would claim that the unknown
assassin had stabbed Roma just now,
while he was out.

He opened the big front door very
quietly. He was tense, breathing fast,
but his motions were swift, catlike.
This thing would have to be done fast.
The library entrance was ten feet
away; the yellow glow was just as it
had been before. For a moment he
stood listening to the silence. From the
library came the rustle of Roma’s
newspaper.

Stiletto in hand, Chaney padded
swiftly forward. A full length mirror
stood at the far end of the dim hall.
He knew perfectly well that it was
there, yet now as he caught his ad-
vancing reflection in it the sight gave
him a start, so that he stopped and stood
staring. Extraordinary vision of him-
self | Amazing, how the intent to kill a
man had changed his appearance! Al-
ways a classy dresser, but now he
looked so different! He was wearing a
light tweed suit this summer evening;
a white negligee shirt, with four-in-
hand flowing necktie, tied in a neat
little knot with its ends dangling down
his shirt-front. His tweed cap exactly
matched his suit. His brown sport shoes
were newly shined. His socks were
green, to match the green silk of his
necktie.

The police would find him a dapper
young gentleman—Roma’s head sales-
man of imported Italian food delica-
cies, Roma’s trusted employee and
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friend. The last person in the world
who would murder Roma.

But if the police could see him now!
He had pulled his tweed cap down low
on his forehead. His face seemed
chalk-white. The hall light gleamed on
the naked blue-silver blade of the
stiletto. A furtive assassin, lurking
here in Roma’s hallway!

Then Chaney smiled grimly. He
wouldn’t look like this for the police!
But he wondered suddenly if, after the
killing, he would have trouble looking
normal ! Did guilt hang on one so that
you couldn’t hide it?

Crazy thoughts! Nobody could see
him now. Roma, even, wouldn’t see
him except possibly for a second or
two while the knife plunged . . . And
afterward he would be his old dapper,
smooth-talking self.

E reached the library doorway.
Roma had been seated with his
back to this doorway, reading
the evening copy of Il Progresso
Italiano Americano, New York’s
Italian newspaper. He was still there.
At the doorway Chaney stood for just
a moment gathering his courage. And
making sure that everything was just
as it should be. The library was dim,
with only the light from a table electro-
lier on the big leather chair in which
Victorio Roma was sitting. Chaney
could see the back of his massive head
and one of his thick, fat shoulders. His
pudgy hands held the newspaper spread
before him. He was squeezed into the
chair like a great fat toad . . .
Chaney’s stiletto had a long blade—it
would have to be long to reach down
through that fat chest and stab the
heart!
Chaney saw that the library win-
dows—two of them, opening onto the
backyard—were still open. But the



124

shades were almost down and this was
a long room, with Roma far from the
windows. Chaney was sure that from
outside no one could see what was hap-
pening here now. Besides, this was
hardly a residential neighborhood. The
backyard was almost enclosed by the
huge blank walls of two storage ware-
houses.

Roma still had not heard him.
Chaney slipped like a serpent into the
room, circled the big chair, and, with
his gloved hand and the knife behind
him, came in front of Roma.

Roma gazed over the newspaper.
He said, “ Oh—it is you, Ollie. Sit
down. This talk we will finish now. I
have decide that Marguerita, she will
stay away until you have left my home.
In the business I will let you remain—
unless that you should cause me more
trouble with my daughter—"

Chaney hardly heard the words. He
saw, over the top of the lowering news-
paper, Roma's pudgy face, with its
rolling, dyed-black mustache, and a
wave of almost white hair above. And
as the newspaper dropped the broad ex-
panse of Roma'’s shirt-frapt was visible
—the Mussolini medal gleaming there,
pinned as always, on Roma'’s left side.
Even in that whirling second, Chaney
was conscious of an inward chuckle.
He had never seen Roma without that
treasured medal—a disk of bronze
with a band of ribbon and a gold pin
fastening it to his shirt. A target!
FEarlier in the evening Chaney had con-
templated that to stab into the heart he
must strike above and to the right of
the medal.

i
HOUGHTS are instant things.
In the drone of Roma's words,

Chaney was conscious only of the
medal. He was within striking distance
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now. He bent over Roma as though
attracted by a headline of the news-
paper. Then his black-gloved hand with
the stiletto came with a swift, short-
arm jab. Roma probably hardly saw it.
The knife struck. Roma’s words
choked with a gasp. Just a gasp. There
was a brief terror in his eyes and a little
heave of the fat body.

Chaney’s brain was whirling. The
sinking knife was like stabbing into a
great tub of lard. It was hardly more
than that . . . Chaney was conscious
that Roma did not scream—just a low
gasping rattle in his throat as the knife
went in. But he struggled briefly, like
a stabbed toad with muscles galvanized.
Chaney felt himself being pulled down
as he stabbed; and then he realized
that one of the fat arms had flailed and
half-encircled his shoulder. And then
the other arm!

For an instant Chaney struggled to
get free. A chaos of horror. Horrible
illusion, as though the dead man were
holding him! . . . The knife was in,
to its hilt. Then Chaney jerked himself
loose. He lunged upward and back-
ward, bringing the knife with him; and
stood panting, staring at the slumped
fat thing in the chair. A toad that had
been stabbed! But there was no move-
ment now. The fat arms hung limp.
The head dangled with chin pressed
against the fat bulge of chest. Horrible,
mustached face, with gaping mouth
and staring eyes.

The thing was done! Victorio Roma
was dead, stabbed in the heart. On the
bulging white shirt-front a little crim-
son stain was spreading. Fear struck
into Chaney’s triumph. He had been
pulled down close to Roma. Was there
blood on his own shirt? He examined
himself. No! There was no blood on
him anywhere. He stood for a brief
moment in front of the library mirror.
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No blood. Nothing wrong except that
his face was white and strained-look-
ing, with beads of cold sweat on it.
With his left hand he took off his cap;
smoothed his hair. He looked better.
Not so guilty. By the time the police
arrived he would not look guilty at
all—just frightened, as anyone would
be, discovering that his employer had
been murdered.

HANEY tossed his cap to a

chair in the hall. Hurry now—

every moment was important. He
hadn’t been in the house more than
two minutes. He must be out in another
minute. He was still carrying the knife
in his gloved hand. The knife-blade had
a film of drying blood—nothing more
than that. In his right jacket pocket
he had a small dirty and crumpled
square of paper on which he had care-
fully printed a single penciled word.
He laid the knife now on the library
table. With his gloved hand he took out
the grimy paper. The single word was
Vindicare.

He tossed the paper to the polished
table-top. Picking up.the knife, he
stabbed it into the paper with a heavy
blow, so that the knife buried itself,
through the paper, into the wood. And
when he released it the knife stood
quivering.

Grim, ironic gesture of the unknown
murderer! The police would guess that
it was some Italian—some enemy of
Roma’s—murdering him for venge-
ance. The Latins were always doing
that sort of thing . . . Chaney took
off the black cotton glove and draped
it on the handle of the upstanding
knife. Additional ironic touch! It sug-
gested a withered black hand gripping
the knife. Black Hand! That was
good! That was often associated with
Italian murders.
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Chaney took a swift last look and
ran from the house; through the front
door, out to the street. And he shouted
wildly to the nearest pedestrian that he
had just discovered a murder.

I

HE police captain seemed to be
Tquite convinced that the murderer

had escaped out of one of the li-
brary windows, probably just a few
seconds before Chaney entered the
house. Two or three of the other police-
men and detectives who were here now
went outside and poked around; then
came back to say that a get-away in
that direction would have been very
simple. The library windows were an
easy jump above the ground. The
secluded back yard had a low fence
with an alley beyond it, which led be-
tween the dark warehouses to the
other street.

“ Sure,” Chaney agreed. ““ That was
my idea. I guess he heard me comin’ in
the front door an’ beat it quick.”

He said it smoothly. He was al-
ways a smooth talker.

“Probably a vendetta,” one of the
policemen remarked. “Black Hand
note—you won’t get far with this,
Cap’n. No finger-prints on the knife,
of course—that's why he used the
black glove.”

It was all going so nicely! Of course
they wouldn’t get far with this! They
wouldn’t get anywhere. Chaney stood
in the library, an interested spectator,
while they poked about trying to un-
cover clues. But there weren’t any
clues. The body still sat hunched in the
chair—a great fat toad which had been
stabbed. Somebody said that the doctor
soon would arrive—they were waiting
for him to examine the body. Chaney
wished that he would hurry up and
come, and get this finished.
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Chaney was his normal, smooth-
talking self now. He answered the cap-
tain’s questions smoothly. He had told
how he had left Roma and gone out to
buy cigarettes; had come back, tossed
his cap to the hall chair, gone into the
library and been stricken by the sight
of Roma sitting stabbed.

“Was he dead then?” the captain
asked.

Chaney shook his head. “I don’t
know. I saw the blood on him—an’ saw
the knife sticking there in the table.
I just took a quick look an’ ran.”

“There's a telephone here. Why
didn’t you use it?”

Chaney said he didn’t know. And
this at least was the truth. “I never
thought of it, Captain.” He smiled. “ I
guess maybe I was afraid to stay in the
house. The murderer might have still
been here. Anyway, I just took a look
an’ ran.”

The captain nodded. He was a pleas-
ant fellow. His name was Torvold—a
blond giant. But he wasn’t young; his
hair was graying at the sides. He
seemed to like Chaney—the frank way
Chaney talked. There was certainly no
guilty look about Chaney now.

Torvold said, “ You are head sales-
man for Roma? That’s what you said,
wasn't it?"”

“ Sure,” Chaney nodded. “ We sell
Italian grocers. Funny thing, I can’t
speak hardly a word of Italian, but I
sure can talk American to these grocers
—an’ sell ’em. I been livin’ here with
Roma—he an’ I were the best friends.
We got one servant girl—she’s away
tonight.”

O motive for murder! How
could this Captain Torvold
possibly guess it? The captain
didn’t question closely, so Chaney
avoided mentioning Marguerita. She

DETECTIVE FICTION

WEEKLY

was just eighteen. Roma’s daughter.
Chaney had made her love him. He
was engaged to marry her. But Roma
objected, and had sent her away to
visit distant relatives in New Jersey.

Roma had to die; Chaney had seen
that very clearly. Roma had ordered
him from the house; forbidden him to
see Marguerita again. But now Roma
was dead. Marguerita would never
know. She would inherit this house, a
bunch of cash, and the business. Very
nice for Chaney. He would live here
with Marguerita—the business, every-
thing would be his.

Captain Torvold was saying, “ You
happen to know any Italians who were
enemies of Roma? That stabbed piece
of paper—"

Chaney shook his head. He was too
foxy to go into anything like that.
“No, I don’t, Captain, for a fact.
Roma wasn’t a very sociable fellow.
He didn’t have many friends here—"

Queer how this smiling captain’s
gaze wouldn’t stay in one place! All
the time they had been talking that
gaze roved Chaney. As though search-
ing. It made him shiver. He recalled
the vision he had had of himself in the
hall mirror. Did he look guilty now?
Was there something of guilt that al-
ways clung to a murderer?

Idiotic! Chaney knew it was idiotic,
but he was afraid of it just the same.
That was his guilty conscience. He
knew that, too. You could shake off the
outward appearance of guilt—but you
couldn’t forget you were guilty.

Was Torvold thinking things like
this? His roving gaze seemed to say so.
He was searching. For what? For
something of Chaney’s guilt that might
suddenly show! But Chaney was too
clever. There was nothing guilty about
him . . .

Torvold was saying, “When Dr.
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Gregg comes and examines the body,
we'll be through here. Then we can—"

He checked himself suddenly. For
no reason at all it made Chaney’s heart
pound. Those restless eyes! They
swung away from Chaney to the op-
posite side of the room, where the
finger-print man was examining the
knife-blade.

v

HY was that? What was mak-

ing the captain suddenly inter-

ested in the knife? There
wouldn’t be any prints found on it, of
course.

Somebody said to the finger-print
man, “An’ take a look at this here
medal, Jake.”

But there wouldn’t be any finger-
prints on the medal—unless they were
Roma’s.

Torvold stood up abruptly. “ Here
comes Dr. Gregg. You wait out in the
hall, Chaney.”

Was his voice suddenly grim?
Chaney thought so; and it was queer,
because he was such a pleasant fellow.
And why order Chaney out of the
room? Why shouldn’t he see the doctor
at work?

The doctor came in and went direct-
ly to the body. A policeman motioned
Chaney to the hall, followed him out
and seemed to be standing guard over
him. Peculiar. Chaney tried to hear
what was going on in the library. They
were talking in low undertones. Queer,
this secrecy. A growing fear was en-
veloping Chaney. He fought with it.

HEN Torvold came back into the
hall. Torvold said:
“You're caught, Chaney.”
As sudden as a bolt of lightning.
The world clapped and crashed around
Chaney. Caught? He found himself
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standing on his feet. In his recling,
blurred vision there was only Tor-
vold’s grim face. And Torvold’s voice:

“ Come take a look.”

What was this? Take a look at
what? . . . Chaney felt himself stum-
bling forward, with the men crowding
him.

He stumbled through the doorway.
Somebody was pushing him.

He said, “ You let me alone! What
is all this? You're liars if you say—"

But he mustn’t talk! He saw the
doctor bending over the body in the
chair. The blood-stained shirt was open.
The undershirt was parted to expose
the wound. The wound had been pried
open by the doctor. Gruesome sight.
The medal had been pushed aside when
the shirt was opened. Something
wrong with the medal?

Vaguely, in the panic of his thoughts,
Chaney heard somebody say:

“ Stabbed right through it. The
underneath flap, an’ he never noticed
it! No argument on this. Got him—"

Stabbed right through what? The
medal? The ribbon. What of it?

But it wasn’t the medal. The doctor
was holding a pair of forceps; he
dangled something in them. The cap-
tain said:

“Look, Chaney. I wondered what
slashed it.” He gave a twitch that
pulled Chaney’s neck forward. It swept
Chaney’s memory back . . . The stab-
bing. Chaney had come in front of
Roma. He had bent forward, to be in-
terested in the newspaper. . . .

Horrible mischance ! He stood numb-
ly gaping now at the threads which the
doctor dangled in his forceps. Only a
few frayed strands. He stood word-
less with horror while the policeman
matched the blood-soaked green-silk
threads against the dangling end of his
slashed, green-silk necktie!



Thumbkins
Says I Dance

By H. H. Matteson

HIS Aleut comes into the office

and lays down the little package

onto the desk, and alongside of it
a sealed envelope addressed to *“ Mister
Hoh-hoh Stevens, United States Dep-
uty Marshal.” Joe Albright, the com-
missioner, he unrolls the bundle and
there we both just stare aghast at a
little blood-stained shoe, fitten to a
child of three-four years old.

But this Aleut, like usual with 'em,
he don’t know nothing but that the ter-
rible purty Ardie Hennis, a young
woman over to Thunderbird, give him
three dollars to paddle frantic and de-
liver this bloody shoe and the sealed
envelope to Hoh-hoh Stevens.

A Terrible Sad Message, a

Little Bloody Shoe, Send

Hoh-hoh Stevens to Thun-

derbird to Trap an Aleu-
tian Kidnaper

The Aleut says how he don’t know
of no trouble, no nothing, only he’s got
his three dollars in his war bag, and
with that he goes on out, climbs into
his skin boat and paddles away.

For a long time I and Joe just set
there staring at that little bloody muck-
luck. It's a store shoe, so I shouldn’t
ought to call it a muckluck, one of
them wide-toed ones like little white
folks wear, and it’s a kind of a cream
color leather, and they hain’t a doubt
the smears acrost the top is blood.

His hand shot up to his neck
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“1 wisht Hoh-hoh was here,” says
Joe, worried. “I don’t like to open
any letter personal to him. But that
there shoe, Dode—I just don’t like the
looks.”

Hoh-hoh had been away three days,
serving papers and fish trap closing
notices amongst the islands beyond us,
He’d been at Thunderbird, or should
’a’ been, account of serving a paper
there.

Well, I and Joe set and stared un-
comfortable at that little shoe a while
longer.

“If Hoh-hoh hain’t here in a hour,”
said Joe final, “I aim to open that
letter.”

Joe picked it up, and read the name
wrote in the upper left hand corner,
“ Ardie Hennis.”

“She’s new at the Thunderbird,”

said Joe. “She must of came in
recent. I wisht Hoh-hoh would
come.”

UT before the hour was up, here
B come Hoh-hoh, paddling lively in
a kiak, and he beaches his boat
and comes capering up, and breaks in
exuberant about something. Seeing the
elated humor Hoh-hoh is in, and aim-
ing to give him a chance to break out
his cargo of glad tidings, before en-
croaching in with any bad news, Joe
slips the little shoe and the envelope off
the desk, and into a draw.

“T just tell you-all,” booms out this
Hoh-hoh, plenty excited, “T been wit-
ness, I participated personal in what’s
all ways the happiest, pleasingest scene
1 ever observes at. Why, over to the
Thunderbird, where 1 was yesterday
morning, there’s a terrible purty young
woman, which her title is Ardie
Hennis, and she’s operating a little
kindergarten school there, and day-
times she takes in the little children the
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mothers of who work in the lacquer
room of the salmon cannery, and she’s
got two-three more kids belonging to
the superi dent and the engineer.

“ Why, you never did see a delight-
fuller sight than them nine little folks
performing in their little school. I was
squandering on by and I hears terrible
sweet music emanating out of this bar-
abara, and me musical crazy, I en-
croaches on in.

“The shift boss of them kids, this
Ardie Hennis, she welcomes me on in,
and she draws out one of the ridic-
ulous little chairs, which it was like
setting on a tack, and she says to the
children, ‘Children, we got a new
friend visiting us this morning,'—and
then all them little kids yelp out cor-
dial for me to set into the circle with
’em, and I done it, and the young lady
shift boss she asks me do I know any
games they all can play.

“*Sure,’ I says, and I jounces down
on my hands and knees in the circle,
and I announce out how I'm a bear,
though no ways a mad one, and all them
children jounce down on hands and
knees similar, and we growl and woof!
woof! very animated at each other,
and it’s all ways a hiyu and exciting
game we play together.

“Then us children, we all set back
onto the little chairs again, and this
Ardie Hennis announces out how she
aims to learn us a new song.

“*Little friends, you will all enjoy
this new song,’ she smiles at her little
crew, ‘account of we got a little boy
amongst us with a nickname title simi-
lar to the title of the song.’

“The little sport who’s nicknamed
Thumbkins, he begins to grin, and the
teacher she holds up her thumb, and we
all do similar, and she sings the first
line of the song, and then all us
students sing it on after her.”
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This Hoh-hoh, relating out his ex-
periences in the kindergarten school at
the Thunderbird, why his eyes just
glow, and he stands there holding up
his thumb which it likely is as thick as
the wrist of any one of them children.

“This was the sweetest little song,”
Hoh-hoh continues on. ‘ Thumbkins
says I dance; Thumbkins says I sing;
Sing and dance you merry little men;
Thumbkins says I dance and sing.””

Now you know this Hoh-hoh
Stevens is a terrible good singer. All
over the Aleutians he’s known as a
hiyu bard and minstrel. In his regular
voice, setting onto the steps of the
office with his accordion, when Hoh-
hoh turns hisself loose in a strong song,
you can hear him clean to Broken
Wing or the Puffin Bird. Fish hands
has told us so.

Now this Hoh-hoh is all ways amaz-
ing about his singing. He’s got a sec-
ond voice where he slings his tones up
into his throat somehow—falsetto they
call it—and in this second voice Hoh-
hoh can sing soft and sweet.

It’s then, when he gets.to this part
of his recital, Hoh-hoh holds up that
thick thumb of hissen, and jounces it
like a child dancing, and he sings us in
the high, girl voice, “ Thumbkins says
T dance.”

You'd ’a’ thought it was a girl sing-
ing, it was so sweet and tender. Well,
he’d ’a’ went on all day raving about
that kindergarten school, and Ardie
Hennis, and Thumbkins, only Joe Al-
bright seen he just had to snake him
out of his fancies to whatever un-
pleasant duty might lay ahead.

I

OFE reaches into the draw, and he
fetches out the little shoe, and the
sealed envelope, and lays "em onto

the desk.
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* Hoh-hoh, did you-all ever see that
little shoe before?”

Hoh-hoh, his skin tanned deep from
wind and weather, he went whiter than
ary fish belly you ever seen. He
snatches up the little shoe, turned in
his hand.

“Why !—My God, Joe!'—Where!—
He set acrost from me in the circle!
It’s Thumbkins’ shoe!—"

Hoh-hoh tore open the letter, read

fast. “I got to have the speed boat,
Joe! T got to get to the Thunderbird
fast! Thumbkins has got kidnaped!

Maybe killed "

“ Kidnaped,” 'says Joe terrible grim.
“Killed maybe! Go ahead, Hoh-hoh!
Dode will go with you! If—when you
overhaul the party that done it, Hoh-
hoh—if harm has come to that little
sweet singer—don’t be technical!”

I and Hoh-hoh tear to the beach fast
as we can, and we shove off our speed
boat, and away we go. Account of no
twilight in the Aleutians, it’s dark
almost instant; we go ripping along
through them narrow, twisting chan-
nels at thirty knots an hour, two plumes
of red fire laying alongside us from the
exhaust, six cylinders sta’board, six to
port.

We round into the bay of the
Thunderbird, and Hoh-hoh points to
a barabara atop the hill, the kinder-
garten school of them little students.
A sick moon has split through the fog
bank, and we see a young woman
standing anxious on the step, looking
out when she heard our engine roar.

The speeder don’t no more than
touch nose to the gravel, when Hoh-
hoh swarms over the engine, jumps
from the fore deck, and went tearing
up the slope.

I makes fast, and follers on up, and
I fetches a observation through a side
winder into the room. The young
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woman is walking the floor, and Hoh-
hoh sets beside a little table onto which
is spread sewing things, shears and
cloth, and one of them portfolios you
pack writing paper in.

She’s always a purty young woman
—nice brown eyes—but they’re staring
wide now like at terrors, and she twists
her hands as she walks and clutches ’em
to her frantic.

1 goes on in, and set down, and Hoh-
hoh says to her how I'm a deputy mar-
shal too, Dode Elkins, and she nods
forgetful, and keeps on pacing the
floor.

It’s final, when she’s passing him,
Hoh-hoh lays a hand to her arm, and
pulls her down gentle into a chair, and
shoves over at me a grievous scrawl
onto a piece of paper:

“You know what I want. Fetch it.
Come alone. The boy haint been hurt
much—yet. Fetch it tonight, at eleven
o’clock, out to the watch shanty on the
Broken Wing trap. No fseepees
(tricks) Come alone.”

“We got to take and consider care-
ful,” says Hoh-hoh to the young
woman. “You break out all the in-
formation now, Ardie, frank and full,
all of it. We got time to go slow. It’s
quite a spell yet till eleven o’clock.”

HE just clutches her hands together
down into her lap to hold "em still,
and draws a deep, sighing breath.

* Dave Hennis and I were married
up in the Yellow Tail country of
Alaska, five years ago,” she begun.
“Dave had a good sluicing property.
He saved up, and cached in a hiding
place, close to fifty thousand dust and
nuggets. - He’d played cards some,
Dave had. He'd had trouble with a
black jack dealer called Go Bill Belden.
He'd had trouble too with a sluice box
thief they called Co Lee Dorn—the
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‘Co Lee,’ being Indian lingo for ‘the
rat.

“Dave sent me down to Juneau, to
the hospital. Baby was born there—
my little Thumbkins. I was terrible
sick for a month. The doctors didn’t
tell me. Go Bill Belden had been
killed, and his friends had made it out
that my man shot him. Dave was in
the Federal Penitentiary down in
Puget Sound.

“Soon as I was able to travel, I
went to Unalaska, these islands where
I had a aunt. I wrote to Dave, of
course. In time I sent him a picture of
Thumbkins, Dave wrote several times
how he was terrible worried how he
could get word to me without any one
else learning the secret, how I could
find his cache in the Yellow Tail with
fifty thousand dollars in it.

“ Another letter said he guessed he
would just have to trust someone, and
he about decided to tell his cell mate, a
short timer. This cell mate was Co
Lee Dorn, in for two years for robbing
sluices.

“ Next letter said Dave had changed
his mind. He dassent trust Co Lee.
He had told Co Lee about the cache,
but not where it was.

“Then I got a letter from the prison
doctor. Dave was sick. He had told the
prison doctor about the cache, and he
had made a map of where to find it, and
he tore it into two jagged halves, and
the prison doctor mailed one half to
me.

“Dave died. The prison doctor
wrote they searched the cell, even
searched Co Lee Dorn to the skin.
They couldn’t find the second half of
the map. Co Lee Dorn is here, hiding
in the watch shanty of the Broken
Wing fish trap. Last night, when I
was hanging out clothes, Co Lee
sneaked here, grabbed Thumbkins, took
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him away. Co Lee sent me that note
there, by a Aleut. He sent the little
bloody shoe too, sign to me he had
Thumbkins, and if—if I didn’t fetch
him the other half of the map—My
God! My little Thumbkins!—"

nx

£ HERE, there,” says. this Hoh-
hoh foolish, trying to comfort
her. “Leave us consider. He’s
all ways cunning, this Rat is, selecting
the watch shanty of the Broken Wing.

HOH-HOH STEVENS

It’s over a quarter mile from shore,
all surrounded by water. If we go at
him by water, he can grab Thumbkins,
run along the plank walk top of the
trap lead, get to shore.

“If, on the other hand, we try to
crawl him by way of the walk on the
trap lead, he’ll see us, a night like this,
and go squandering off in a boat. We
can, of course, go at him both ways,
Dode in the boat, and me by way of
the trap lead walk.”

“No, no,” this Ardie just screams.
“1 shouldn’t ought to have sent for
you. I want my baby. If you try to
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grab “him, he—he’ll kill Thumbkins.
Oh I know this Rat. He’s a bigger
man than you, Hoh-hoh, and a killing
brute. They do say he killed two
Thingklit trailers with his bare hands.”

She just breaks down and moans
pitiful.

“T'll go alone—at eleven,” she says,
looking at the clock. “All I want is
Thumbkins. He can have the cache.
T'll take him my half of the map.
Tf—»

She comes to a stop, and just stares
terrible onto space. “One thing,” she
says. ‘“Just one thing. If, after I
been out to the trap a reasonable time
—and I don't come back—with
Thumbkins—why then—"

“Lookit now, Ardie,” says Hoh-
hoh sympathetic. “Don’t you fret
none. This Rat—if he does you any
harm — or Thumbkins — he’ll never
leave the Thunderbird except in rem-
nants. That’s a promise I and Dode
here make to you.”

Hoh-hoh he picks up the half of the
map, and I see it’s cut all into jagged
edges, and nicks, fitting, of course, into
the other half, which this Rat man-
aged somehow to get hold of in the
prison.

“Tt’s likely we better begin to get
organized,” says Hoh-hoh, comparing
his big silver watch with the mantel
clock. He lays the half of the map
down onto the table amongst all things
and begins to count on his fingers.

“ How's this plan strike you, Dode ?”
he says to mé. “You caper down,
shove off the speed boat, scull it quiet
to Dead Man Point, drop anchor there.
T'll be shore side. If you hear me fire
a shot from down near the shore end
of the trap, and you see this Rat try-
ing to escape off in a boat, you take
out after him, and you overhaul him,
and you overhaul him in the smoke too,
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Dode. You shoot, and shoot to hit,
but don’t hit Ardie here, or little
Thumbkins should they be similar in
the boat with him.

“ Meantime, I and Ardie here, we’ll
go crawling along the beach, me keep-
ing cautious out of sight so the Rat
don’t see me none. I'll quill up beside
some beach boulders! and I'll wait there
plenty alert while Ardie goes out along
the lead alone, and fetches Thumbkins
back. I don’t see no other way but to
swaller shame and humiliation, leave
Ardie give up her half of the map.
Later then, we just got to organize to
overhaul this Rat, and careen and
broach him before he can extricate out
the gold in that cache. I don’t see no
other way.”

“No, no,” shrills the young woman,
“they is no other way. Let him have
the map. And the gold. I'll have
Thumbkins.”

“Hiyu then Ardie,” Hoh-hoh says.
“You, Dode,” he says to me, “ you all
better start, and scull the speed boat to
the Point. You, Mrs. Hennis, account
of the wind is raw, and blowing acrost

that trap, you caper into your room,"

get into more warmer clothes, and fold
up a extra blanket for to wrap that
Thumbkins in.”

HE jumps up glad, and runs into

her room and shuts the door, and

1 go to the beach like agreed, shove

off the speeder, and scull it silent to the
Point.

I set there, in the speeder, and I go
over the engine and I see everything is
all hiyu, and ready to go snorting out
any instant I jam down the lever.

Well, Hoh-hoh and this Ardie girl,
they must "a’ moved plumb crafty and
silent. T don’t hear not even a pebble
turn in that dead still night air, till T
do hear a creak of a plank, and I see a
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dim splotch of a person running frantic
along the walk on the trap lead toward
the watch shanty, and skirts whipping.
I know it’s Ardie.

I'm observing clost at that watch
deck, and after what seemed a terrible
long time, like Ardie and the Rat was
having a confab, a flashlight turns on,
in the watch shanty winder, and for a
instant I can see Ardie holding up the
jagged edged map so this outcast can
see it’s what he wants.

Then next I see her running back
along the lead toward shore, and she’d
got something hugged to her clost that
I know must be Thumbkins.

Again for a long time after I don’t
hear nothing, see nothing. It’s plain
I got no call to take out after the Rat
with the speeder, so I sculls it back to
where we’d beached it before, and 1
makes fast, and I gets out, and I walks
up toward the barabara school house
which is all ways dark and silent.

I figure then Hoh-hoh had took
Ardie and Thumbkins someplace be-
sides their own barabara, when a light
flared sudden in the house, and I seen
I was wrong.

As I walk slow up the slope, very
quiet in my skin mucklucks, I can hear
Ardie moving around in the barabara,
and seen her shadder fall athwart the
panes,

Still closter I go, and I come to a
sudden stop. Sweet and clear I hears
Ardie singing this Thumbkins, and
whacking her hands, playing patty
cake for the little feller she’d just
fetched home.

v

'M still standing there, wondering
I if it hain’t more tack for me to go
squandering back to the boat, and
leave this woman alone with her little
one, when I hear, in the offing, down



134

shore, the thud of mucklucks hitting
heavy on the wet packed sand.

A monster big shadder looms down
shore, and it comes plowing on up to
the barabara, and fifty foot away,
comes to a stop while this party also
pauses to listen to that sweet singing,
and that patty caking inside.

Then the monster jumps up to the
door, yanks savage at the catch, and
emits out some terrible vile language.

This Thumbkins dance song ceases
sudden, like at the interruption of the
rattle at the door, then resumes on
again.

The party at the door yanks savage
again, draws off, slings hisself agin the
panels, fetching ’em clean off the
hinges. Then he goes crashing on into
the house, and I skip up fast as I can
and look in at the winder,my right hand
loosing the big old six in my holster.

But I seen I wasn’t required as yet,
me or my old six. And it wasn't this
Ardie Hennis singing at all to no little
Thumbkins. It was Hoh-hoh Stevens.

There this Hoh-hoh stands, grinning
wide at this obnoxious big swearing

party that had busted in, and Hoh-hoh, -

very mocking, he whacks his hands to-
gether soft, and patty cakes some more,
and sings a line in that high falsetto
voice.

But the big encroaching party haint
amused none. He’s got a countenance
all ways viciouser than wolves, and he
stands clawing and unclawing his
fingers like a eagle on the strike.

“Klahowe, you Rat,” says Hoh-hoh,
concluding up his song. “ What you
got in that filthy paw of yourn, Rat?
Oh, T see. It’s the jagged edged map.
Oh, yes, that’s the map. And you just
discovered that map is plumb worth-
less, and a snide and a fake. Set down,
Rat, we'll talk it over. Or don’t rats
set? Well, then back up into a corner
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like-it was your hole, and you observ-
ing out at the bait dangled so cunning
for you.”

Hoh-hoh, still grinning very ami-
able, he advances a step up toward the
Rat. The Rat, his throat working like
he’d strangled, his arms drawed up,
steps back.

“That there no good map there,
Rat,” says Hoh-hoh, “ which I whittled
it out careful with shears myself,” it’s
no manner of use to no one. Fact is,
the good half of the map Ardie has got
all intact, it hain’t no good neither
without that good half you got. So
you all deliver up your half of the good
map, Rat, and do it prompt.”

With a terrible oath and a snarl, this
Rat jumps clean back agin the wall,
and he shoots a hand up to the back of
his neck, and he’s got a ten inch knife
halfway out when this Hoh-hoh alights
onto him all sprawled out and decisive.

We hain’t got so terrible many knife
toters up here in the Aleutians; but
what we got, like this outcast of a Rat,
they lug their steel hanging Chinese
style betwixt their shoulders, wrapped
in a silk handkerchief pinned inside
their shirt.

The Rat has this blade halfway out,
when Hoh-hoh releases out his initial
offering, and same is a larrup that takes
this Rat onto the jaw, knocks him
almost loose from his keel. He goes
weaving acrost the room, but he don’t
go down, and when he comes to a
pause, he’s got the knife clean out, and
he whirls and comes plowing at Hoh-
hoh vicious.

HE only thing I ever observes at

that Hoh-hoh is anyway timid of

is the flash of a knife, Hoh-hoh

will caper into gunfire blithe as may
be, but a steel flash gets him.

It’s account of nervous that when
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Hoh-hoh grabs into the Rat’s shoulder,
and swings the free hand, he misses the
Rat complete.

Hoh-hoh still hangs to that shoul-
der; and the Rat he twists and levels
the blade, point at Hoh-hoh; and he
surges forward, aiming to bury same
in Hoh-hoh’s chest.

But this Hoh-hoh is elsewhere and
none too soon. The next chukkin,
Hoh-hoh, he lands that one, and the
Rat spins again. Hoh-hoh, he makes
a dive, and he plucks that knife hand
in the air, by the wrist, and he starts
to grind it loose. But this Rat, pro-
digious strong, he maneuvers that blade
point at Hoh-hoh, and lunges with his
body again.

Hoh-hoh, very ordinary he don’t get
organized and going good in a fight till
sometimes he’s practically licked. . It's
similar this time. Hoh-hoh emits out
a laugh, which is all ways a danger
signal, and he sidesteps away from the
Rat’s rush, and when the Rat went
surging by, this Hoh-hoh he measures,
and he estimates, and he releases out
what’s all ways the outstanding larrup
of the evening.

Very plain I seen Hoh-hoh'’s fist sink
into the Rat’s side, and I hear bones
shatter and fetch away. This Rat goes
careening crazy acrost the room, and
he bounces back violent offen the wall,
and the knife jolts out of his hand,
and he lays there huddled, and the fight
is over, and the Rat is Hoh-hoh’s meat,
and they hain’t a doubt.

Hoh-hoh he picks up this knife, and
hands same to me, seeing how I'd
capered into the back door. Then Hoh-
hoh steps into the next room, and re-
turns back with one of them little
kindergarten chairs and he sets down
onto it, and begins shucking off the
Rat’s shoes.

The Rat he returns back conscious
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while Hoh-hoh is exploring them
mucklucks, and Hoh-hoh menaces at
him, and tells him how if he don’t lay
still and serene he gets a eye gouged
out or a car whacked off.

Hoh-hoh he examines them shoes
critical, even running his knife into the
counter, and between sole layers, but
he don’t find nothing; he goes on then
and deliberate shucks every stitch of
clothes offen the Rat, leaving him as
bare as a pickle on a plate.

But Hoh-hoh don't find the missing
half of the map, so he says to the Rat
to come on and produce up the missing
part of the plat or he’ll wish he had.

Thereupon this Rat very earnest tells
how he did have a half of the map
after Dave Hennis was took to the
prison hospital, but fearing reprisals
from the jail doctor, he just com-
mitted the map to memory, that half,
and then tore it up, and slung its bits
away.

“Oh, so,” Hoh-hoh explodes out.
“Then you'll just draw us that miss-
ing hunk of map here and now.”

With that Hoh-hoh signs up to me
and I pull a piece of paper, and a pencil
similar out of Ardie’s writing kit, and
we set the Rat up to the table, and he
begins to draw aimless and kind of
scrawl, and all the time Hoh-hoh is
observing at him keen and searching,
and finally the Rat hands Hoh-hoh the
map he’d drawed.

Hoh-hoh he just slings his head
back, and laughs hearty, and hauls
off, and give the Rat a terrible slap on
the chest.

“Dode,” Hoh-hoh sings out to me,
“you just take and examine the chest
of this caitiff searching, and if you
don’t find onto his chest the map we’re
seeking I'm a Zulu belle with a bustle.”

Well, I look at this party’s chest and
there are a lot of bluish marks scattered
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around, and I see if a line was drawed
from one blue pin point mark to an-
other, likely it would make a map.

HE Rat he seen then he’d been
T ketched at his trickery, and he

admits reluctant how he had
stood in front of a mirror, and laid the
half of the map onto his breast, and
had pricked through his skin important
points, using a pin dipped into ink,
which same will leave a bluish deposit
in the skin that will last for years.

We searched out the thinnest piece
of paper Ardie has got in her kit, and
we trace them blue skin marks, and
then Hoh-hoh joins "em with lines, and
there’s the missing half of the map, and
they hain’t a doubt.

Oh, this Hoh-hoh Stevens at times
is capable of a terrible low cunning.
While Ardie had been dressing, Hoh-
hoh had grabbed the shears, and cut
out a fake map, with a jagged outline
identical like the good map, figuring
the Rat would make Ardie hold up the
plat for him to see. So Ardie wouldn’t
be conscious and nervous, according
over working a ranikaboo onto this
Rat, Hoh-hoh hadn’t told her of the
substitution, but had shoved the good
map into his pocket, which he now pro-
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duced. It joined and fitted exact with
the map we’d drawed off that outlaw’s
chest.

But cunninger than that was Hoh-
hoh singing high and girl sweet that
Thumbkins song for to lure the Rat
inside, when the latter, as Hoh-hoh
figured, would come stampeding in
very annoyed when he discovered he'd
been handed a counterfeit map.

Hoh-hoh he goes down the beach a
ways, and he fetches back Ardie and
Thumbkins from a barabara where he
planted ’em for safety; and Hoh-hoh
gives Ardie the two parts of the good
map, and says how a good staunch
hand will be appointed to go with her
to the Yellow Tail and recover back
her gold dust.

Then Hoh-hoh and Thumbkins kind
of whisper and laugh together, and
they promise how they’ll sing together
frequent and play bear; and then Hoh-
hoh holds up that big hand of hissen
when Ardie tries to thank him. Final,
we go down to the boat with our
prisoner, and we shove off, and away
we go; and Hoh-hoh splits and shatters
the still night air singing this Thumb-
kins song in his strong, regular voice,
which you could ’a’ heard him twenty
miles around.
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“THE CRIMINOLOGIST SAYS—”

Major C. E. Russell, nationally known private investigator and
consulting criminologist for three States, offers a valuable and im-
portant new service to readers, beginning this week.

Be sure to read this great new feature. You'll find it on page




The Criminologist Says

Case No. 1

“In the small New Eng-
land town where I reside
there is a pool room of
questionable reputation. It is the hangout of a
gang of young hoodlums, the rough element of
our village. Here they plan their devilments and
carry them out My boy, sixteen, is a frequenter
of the place and I fear he will get in trouble.
When I object to his going there, he just laughs
at me and says I am old-fashioned. Our club has
discussed this situation several times, and we have
appealed to the local authorities—but they refuse
to act. We all feel that something should be
done to close up this pool room. However, we
are at a loss how to proceed since the local police
have refused to do anything about it. Wl you
please aid us?”

Without a doubt this pool room is a
regularly licensed place, and even if it is
the hangout of a gang it can only be closed
by having its license revoked for violation
of law or local ordinance. First familiarize
yourself with the laws covering such places.
1 recommend that you consult a reputable
lawyer of some other town or city. Be
guided by what he tells you. As soon as
you have learned the law, you can check
up to see if the pool room is violating it.
Do this by having some man you can trust
frequent the place, or by hiring an investi-
gator to secure evidence for you. Once
you've got the evidence take it up with
your district attorney. If he refuses to
act, go to the Governor, who has the au-
thority to conduct an investigation and
close up the place or suspend the local po-
lice and substitute others.

Case No. 2

“T am the owner of a small garage in the town
where I live. For sometime, now, I have been
subject to threats of blackmail by the head of the
local gang. This man has demanded fifty dollars
a month protection to allow me to continue to
operate. Fifty dollars a month means that I can-
not operate without losing money. I have tried

By Major C. E. Russell

Consulting Criminologist for the States of New York,
New Jersey and Connecticut; former Provost Marshal on
the confidential staff of General Pershing for special in
vestigating—he will help you with your problems.

to prove this, but have been told I must come
up with the money or else my business will be
ruined. I have taken it up with the local police
chief, and was told he could do nothing—that
until T had paid no crime had been committed.
I feel that the local chief is in league with the
gang and even if I do pay he will not act. Unless
L comply. I will be forced out of business. What
can o?”

In the first place your Chief of Police
did not tell you the truth in saying no
crime has been committed. Even an at-
tempt at blackmailing you into paying for
protection is a crime punishable by a long
term in prison. If some member of the
local police is in league with this gangster,
go to the head of the State police and
place all the facts before him, ask him to
aid you in trapping the crooks and prov-
ing their connection with the member of
the local police. You have an efficient
State police force in your State. They will
help you in trapping not only the gangster
but the local policeman as well!

YOU MAY WRITE US YOUR PROB-
LEMS. Letters will be answered at the
discretion of Major Russell. If you so desig-
nate, your letter will not be reprinted here.
In any case your letter will be held in strict
confidence and no initials or identification will
appear in this column. Vou must attach the
coupon underneath, signed, and enclose a self-
addressed, stamped envelope.

1 want guidance in the matter I have
outlined in the attached letter. This is not
to be regarded as legal service or investi-
gation service and I will not_hold Derec-
mve Ficrion Weekiy or Major C. E.
Russell responsible in any way.

Name.

Address.




Flashes From Readers

Where Readers and Editors Get Together to Gossip
and Argue, and Everyone Speaks Up His Mind

O you read the back of the
book? Do you look for your
favorite feature there, week

after week? If not, you're passing up
many hours of real entertainment.
Mr. Ohaver’s cipher page, for in-
stance, has become so popular that sev-
eral clerks spend a good share of the
week taking care of his mail. Have you
tried to solve his hidden messages? The
night you start set the alarm clock for
bedtime—or you'll miss some sleep.
There’s William E. Benton’s charac-
ter analysis page. Read his scientific
and penetrating estimate of a nation-

ally known — or notorious — person
each week. He can tell you things
about yourself, too. Why not let him?

And of course the new department
by Major C. E. Russell, who has just
joined our staff! It begins in this
week’s issue. You can have a nation-
ally known criminologist sit down with
you and help iron out problems of your
business or personal life. Major Rus-
sell, consulting criminologist for the
State of New Jersey, successful and
active private detective, will give ad-
vice to you—without charge. Turn to
page 137 of this issue.

best.
about it which made it stick in your mind.
story in every issue.
why you liked your favorite story.
published will receive subscriptions.
Address your letter to THE

HAT is your idea of the best story (fiction or true story, regardless of length) published
V\/ in Detecrive Ficrion WEEKLY since Jan. 1, 10347

readers which, in the opinion of THE CRIME JURY, give the
this or that story stands out above all others, we will award twelve full yearly subscriptions.
We don’t want mere praise; we are interested in finding out exactly what stories you liked

We don't care about your literary style.

Was there some story printed in this magazine which stood out in your memory above
all others? Write and tell us about that story. Tell us why you liked it, what there was
It isn’t necessary for you to have read every
You will have just as good a chance to win one of those twelve b
scriptions as somcone who has read all the issues from cover to cover.

Letters selected by the editors will be published from week to week, but not all letters
Make your comments as hrcieél;;; lengthy as you wish. But put down all your reasons.

JURY, DE
New York City, so that it will reach us not later than March oth, 1935.

For the twelve letters from
reasons why

But we must know

TECTIVE FicTioN WEEKLY, 280 Broadway,
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£Z MoNaVIEGD.

Sanor LoBO

DeaR SIR:
Maybe I'm wrong, but your regular char-
acters have made different impressions on me
than those drawn by your artists. Probably
they're right and I'm wrong, but I've sketched
my impressions of & few of my favorites.
How do they compare with your ideas?
T've been reading your book for about eight
years. 1 don't believe I've missed a week. I
have only one criticism, or, rather, question.

Why must nine out of ten stories deal with
murder? Couldn't your detectives show equal
brilliancy in ferreting out a major robbery,
conspiracy or kidnaping? An occasional mur-
der is all right, but a murder in each story
gets sort of monotonous.

Sincerely,
R. R. Kay,
Newark, N. J.

EVEN SHOOT THE POOR
Srs:

A river overflowed in Eushopia making swamps
which bred mosquitoes. The wise men of the
country advised that the policemen be given fly
swats to kill them. The pests increased. The wise
fellows suggested an extra swat for each police-
man so he could use both hands. The river over-
flowed more, the pests increased.

‘Then writer Tracy French, who could produce &
darn good detective story, wrote an article named
“The Police Have Failed.” It was largely bologna,
but made quite a hit in some quarters.

The clowns of the country suggested that the
best way to rid the domains of mosquitoes was
to dam back the water that fed the swamps, thus
destroying the breeding place of the voracious in-
sects.  Tracy thought the police should be
“pepped” up some way so they could not fail.

Great depression, many out of work and
poverty, crime and insanity on the increase. Is it
possible that your Mr. Tracy French can see no
relation between these awful conditions and the
crime of kidnaping? If I get him, he would have
the number or the efficiency of the police aug-
mented until they could force those who have been

dispossessed to tamely submit. Instead of con-
demning the police would it not be far more
wisdom to condemn a social order that does not
do its damnedest to eradicate poverty, even if it
bas to take Shaw's advice and shoot the poor?

Y
'W. M. Rueors,
Niles, Mich.

A BRASS POUNDER RECALLS
DEAR EDITOR:

I'm seldom disappointed in any yamn in your
weekly book of thrills. I look back over the
years and recall the hundreds of exciting stories
Which have given me pleasure. Most vivid in my
memory are those grand Lester Leith stories of
Erle Stanley Gardner.

I make my living pounding brass; a deep sea
wireless operator. Can't alway buy D. F. W. in
Shanghai, Bangkok or Cairo, so I have a special
newsdealer in San Francisco, my home port, save
them for me.

I'm with you until the Grifin gets me.

Cordially yours,
ANTHONY MarcH,
San Francisco, Calif.



Solving Cipher‘Secrets

A cipher is secret writing.
The way to solve ciphers is
to experiment with substitute
letters until real words begin
to appear. In solving, notice
the frequency of certain let-
ters. For instance, the let-
ters e, t, a, o, n, i, are the
most used in our language.
So if the puzzle maker has

N important note is sounded by L. W. Mine-
A hart in this week’s puzzle No, 39, and this
department would appreciate your reaction
to it. So after solving the cryptogram, please
let us know if you are “for” or “against” Mr.
Minehart's suggestion. The results of this vote
will be announced in an early issue, and this de-
partment will abide by your wishes in the matter.
In last week’s numerical cryptogram, Blue-
Donnet’s No, X-10, the groups 4-3-16-4 and 4-3-8
could be tried as that and the, with 16-7-11 and
16-7 similarly answering for and and an. Using
these letters, 17-7-4-8-10-8-21-4-17-7-20 (-nte-
¢-t-n-), noting the final 21 as probably s, would
follow as interesting, With *10-8-16-11-8-10-21
(Readers)- serving as a check. Here is the full
translation.

X-10—"Flashes from Readers” furnishes
an interesting expression of personal opinion,
—neutral, pro, and con,—editorially proving
that “ Variety's the very spice of life”!

The twice-used ending -PST provided an en-
tering wedge to last week’s Inner Circle cipher
No. 36, by Romeo. With the antepenultimate
use (3 times) of P indicating 7, and S suggesting
n by its occurrence in the next-to-final position
(4 times), and noting also the low-frequency of
symbol T, the ending -PST readily identified it-
self as -ing.

Upon substituting these letters, VETSPHPLDSB
(- -gni-i- -n-) followed as magnificent, decipher-
ing EB (at) and leading at once to HRNSBEPS
(J--ntain), evidently fountain. And so to
BFESVUNLDSB  (t-an--ucent) and LRURFV
(co-0--), translucent and_colors; *LEGPBRU
(Cavitol), Capitol; etc. The translation in full
is given elsewhere in the department.

In this weeks division puzzle by Gunga Din,

M. E. OHAVER

used X to represent e, X will
probably appear wvery fre-
quently. Combinations of let-
ters will also give you clews.
Thus, the affixes -ing, -ion,
-ally are frequent. Read the
helpful hints at the beginning
of this department each week.
The first cryptogram each
week is the easiest.

the multiplication T X C = T, duly considered
with other clews, will lead to the values of T and
C. The tenletter key word is numbered from
oup to 9. In R. Hufschmid’s cryptogram com-
pare -DAN (used after a double) and F with
*DATDF and *OKATKA. Next, try for KB and
KBBDJDFO.

Compare FGZ, OF, and ZG with OF- and
-ZOGF in L. W. Minehart's cryptogram. The
last three words will then drop into place, leading
to OLLXT, ZIOL, and XL; etc. The affixes
VH-, -VHC, and -VHC] provide adequate clews
in Bluebonnet’s cryptogram, unlocking XGJK-
VHCJ and the attendant short words XVOK,
QXL, and QL; etc.

Observe that ABH- (used four times) will sup-
ply all of the letters for AHHB in Hugh B.
Rossell's alliterative message, with the second word
next in line. A solution of Tarzan’s Inner Circle
cipher and the answers to all of this week's puz-
Zles will be given next week. The asterisks in
Nos. 38, 39, and 42 are used to indicate capitalized
words.

No. 37—Cryptic Division. By Gunga Din.
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No. 38—Whereabouts Unknown. By R. Hufschmid.
F *OKATKA AXYZRFRXH SXFTODAX HXFT, “*DATDF:

*UHDEDZS KBBDJXH PGZEXHDKVZOG PDZZDAN; HVP-
KHXT LDJEDP KB EXHHKHDZEZ; KBBDJDFO ZDOXAJX.”

No 30—For a Fortnight. By L. W. Minehart.
BIN FGZ HXWSOLI ZIT LGSXZOGF GY ZIT *OFFTK

*EOKEST EOHITK OF ZBG BTTAL OFLZTQR GY OF ZIT
FTVZ OLLXT? ZIOL BGXSR UOCT XL QF TVZKQ BTTA ZG
LGSCT ZIT ZGXUI GFT!

No. 40—Prompt Action. By Bluebonnet.
EWBCS LOBSOJ RGUZ KWJMGHB QL TOLFVBS XVIS XVQK

COSGQSO ALHQKRZ VHPLAS. RLFVHC AGQS LMSBVS-

HQRZ JSPWOS] QXL SYQOG XGJKVHC] TSO XSSN.
No. 41—Cause for Anxiety. By Hugh B. Rossell.
ABCDD AFBEFBEAG ABHKNEOPD: “ AEDR AHHB ABHSTK-

ROHU ACBOHSD ABHSTKCS AOKVNC AETKORX. AEKVCBD
AHUSCB ABHYNCP; ABCSOKR ABCPOTP ABOKCD.”

No. 42—Arrows Astray. By Tarzan.
CTRLJZJBNGOZ HJCOUGYE JMRYU HNSOZ CJKYHU

COHNROZ MNOEGJE! LYOST LYOHRE DYXONZ ZJSYZT
*SYUVE TJPYK XNRL MNYHT *SVZGOU; ZNPYXNEY
CJUERHJVE *RNRTVE DYENKY GLOERY *ZORJUO.

LAST WEEK'S ANSWERS

31—Key: 013234567809 scheme. Impending jail break thwarted.
CULBERTSON Warden congratulates guard.

35—Impish, innocuous, impecunious itiner-

32—Having contributed cryptic ~division
puzzes, T feel that I should also try my hand
at cryptograms. So this is my first!

33—Red glare of giant neon bulletin, il-
luminated for first time on foggy night, addles
lad, who sounds fire alarm. Restaurant
proprietor admits advantages of additional

ant irks irascible Towan. Incensed individual
incites inquiry. Inquisitor inflicts incarcera-
tion.

36—Capitol plaza at Washington. Crystal
fountain gushing, displaying translucent col-
ors, variegated, beautiful, magnificent, sublime.
Answers to this week's puzzles will be credited

ado. in our February Cipher Solvers' Club. A single
solution will enroll you! Address: M. E. Ohaver,
Detecnive Ficrion WEEKLY, 280 Broadway, New
York, N. Y.

34—Lifer zealously plans escape. Turnkey,
suspecting hoax, questions convict, learns



How Faces Reveél Character

By WILLIAM E. BENTON

|

RIGHT
or Conscious Side

LOYD HAMILTON is a gunman and

one of a family of gunmen. He re-
veals in a marked degree the signs of

a violent, dangerous man. Note first his
unbalanced face. This means that what-
ever character his face reveals will be in a
superlative degree. Second, observe how
the left eye slopes upward in a furtive, cat-
like manner. The left ear stands well out
with no lobe at the bottom, and a pointed
top. These are the two important signs
of cruelty and an abrupt, violent nature.
The nose is keen and sharp, with the
dilated nostrils of the man who loves ex-
citement. The mouth is large, coarse-
lipped, and passionate. The right side of
the mouth and eye turn down. Therefore

FLOYD
HAMILTON

This is the same man!

To see the actual face, fold
the page and bring the right
and left sides together

LEF
or Subconsclous Side

to most people this man would not seem as
cocksure of himself as he really feels. It
is the left side that shows this inner feel-
ing of his own cleverness and self-suffi-
ciency and strength.

The deep lantern jaw is found often on
men of the strongly individualistic person-
ality, the people who achieve through their
own individual efforts, be these efforts good
or bad; social or criminal.

When people with this type of chin have
as many other anti-social facial traits as
our subject, you can be sure they are actual
or potential criminals. When encountered
they should be considered dangerous
men—and obeyed absolutely until you can
call for the police.

Next Week—Raymond Hamilton

Let William E. Benton Analyze Your Face

ILL out the coupon at the bottom of the page, and mail it to Mr. Benton. Enclose a
photograph of yourself and ten cents.

Mr. Benton will tell you what your features reveal of your character. You have qualities
and talents that you don’t suspect. Your face is your fortune. What is your fortune? You
may be following the wrong occupation. You may be in love with the wrong person. You can
send in a coupon, with a photograph of anyone you wish. Enclose one dime with eack coupon
to cover mailing and handling costs.

Only photographs less than three by five inches in size can be returned.

MR. WILLIAM E. BENTON,
Detective Fiction WEEKLY,
280 Broadway, New York, N. ¥,
1 enclose a photograph that I want analyzed, and ten cents.
character this face reveals.

Good for one analysis.
Expires 3-2-35.
Please write me what

Name.

Address.

2-16-2§

142



/

Next Week the Crime Jury Selects
KILLER’S LAST STAIND

A Hunt Club Novelette by Judson P. Philips

HE voice on the telephone was hoarse, weighted with deadly fear.

* Major Saville!” it gasped. “Don’t come, for the love of God.

I'm not afraid of this devil that’s got me. But he means to kill . . .”

There was the sound of blows, and another voice took the trailing sen-
tence. It was a taunting, cruel voice—the voice of Salvatore, the last of
the mad Dzambas, who had sworn to wipe out the Park Avenue Hunt Club.

“Well, Major,” it gloated, “I have your friend, you see. Are you
going to come—to your death—to save him?”

Saville’s face was the color of old parchment, but his voice was steady.

“T’ll be there,” he said, “ within an hour.”

And so Geoffrey Saville went alone to meet the man the Hunt Club
had trailed—Salvatore, the butcher. But this time he, Saville, was the
hunted, going to a death trap in the sinister, dark house . . .

Read this astounding sequel to “ The Assassins” and “ Men About to
Die.” It's the most thrill-packed, danger-studded yarn of the series.

THE BRUTE'S EMERALDS
A Novelette by H. Bedford-Jones

ILEY DILLON, suave and daring collector of other men’s jewels,
R bent over an opened trunk and his flashlight gleamed on a fortune
in stolen stones. But that was not what made Riley Dillon stare.
In that trunk was a mystery—the grim and terrible secret of the Van Martyn
emeralds. Here is a story of a desperate, flashing struggle, of quick wits and
nerve. Robbery, burglary, a mysterious getaway, and death occur while de-
tectives walk the corridors of the luxurious Waldorf unaware. It is Riley
Dillon at his best.

MOTHER MOLLS
By Howard McLellan

MOTHER decided to rob a bank. She took her nineteen-year-old
A daughter with her, and the two women did a job a yegg might envy.
A grandmother and gr turned to the stickup—and robbed
so many men they opened stores in three cities to dispose of the loot! Some
of the most bizarre and amazing cases in the annals of crime, told in the
eighth article of the great series, Killers’ Molls!

Also stories by Herman Landon, Dugal O'Liam, Donald Ross, and others.

DETECTIVE FICTION WEEKLY—February 23 (on sale February 13)
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ADVERTISING SECTION

$50 a mo\nth

“Ir’s not as easy to save now as it was three or  training has been a life saver to me. It gives me
four years ago, because our income has been re- a sense of security, to say nothing of a few pro-
duced. But Dorothy and I decided, when I got  motions and raises in pay. The truth is, I expect
my first raise after finishing that International  to capitalize on it the rest of my life.”
Correspondence Schools Course, to save some- Is making both ends meet one of your problems
thing each month—and it’s fun! Once we had  these days? Then you must mg*e yourself more
the amount up to $100, and we will get it back  yaluable, and nothing will help you more than an
there one of these days. 1.C.S. home-study course. Thousands of suc-

“If T had not taken that I. C.S. Course I cessful men testify to this statement. Mail the
probably wouldn’t even have a job today. That  coupon for complete information.

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

“The Universal University” BOX 2170-F, SCRANTON, PENNA.
* Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, “Who Wins W
and Why,” and full particulars about the subject before which I have marked X:
TEGHNIGAL AND INDUSTRIAL CouRsEs
G Steam Fit

ting
Biiataes B Ventiaion
0 sheet Hiotal Worlir

Alr Brakes 0] R. R. Signalman
Highway Eagineeriog
Chemistry ) Pharmacy
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O Brideo
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O Reading Shop Blueps [spe
) Busineas Managoment. Qe e
0 Office 0 Book

0 Secretarial W
0 Spanish T
0 Salesmaaship ‘and Typing
O A ivil Servis 0 Mail Carrier

N Age. Address.

11 you revide in Cenado, send this coupon to the International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal, Canoda

In answering thls advertisement it do desirabie that you mention this magosine. D6—16
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MILES MORE PER
GALLON on PLYMOUTH <]

s
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Saves up to Thirty Per Cent On Gas.
Provides Faster Pick-Up—More Power—
Greater Milcage and Smoother Run
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GET FREE INFORMATION
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AT LAST! Automotive engineers have smashed down the barriers
to perected combusion! The new VACU-MATIC olves the secret
of greater power! With a
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accelerator response, greater speed and smoother running
folding a new driving thrill for you!

Entirely New — Nothing Like It!
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U-MATIC! The greatest motor improvement of recent
practical means of

ded, giving your
fuel wastes, saves dollars
as coss, reduces carbon and gives your engine new pep, greater
power and longer life.
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Gu-ranmd Gas Savings
The VACUMATIC prov o e T is guranced
o give worth-while gas s ....,. quicker pickup. pomer
orit m;u you nothing. “On a test I gained an .lvvr-z: of 4 miles
a gallon,” writes Alex Wenx. “Vuu r-matic is the best I have
et tied?” Clarence Rutzin—+1 have tred the Vacu.matic on
several tests and find that l ‘zx bzlwun S and 6 nuln per gallon
crease, have more mileage, have greater pi
Free Dotails
Learn about this nm:rlubl: device xhu so greatly affects the
enive performance of your ‘why your car i costing
you extra money to operate wuh out VACU MATIC. See why
e VACUMATIC equipped car will Jeap away from trafic

Uithout sputter o hesiarion. Discover 3 new driving theill an

enjoy the savings that more than offsets VACU-MATIC's slight

cost. Get the facts! Write today!
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Are Your Favorite Foods Barred By
4SSy Stomach?

-5
v

Tums Bring Quick Relief
For Acid Indigestion.

Sour Stomach...Gas...Hearthurn!

O you often have to pay for eating a good
meal—by having a sour, upset stomach?

Do the very foods you like best sometimes bring
on heartburn, unpleasant gas or belching? Thou-
sands of people are finding they can now eat
what they like without bad after-cffects, thanks
to a new candy-like antacid mint called TUMS.
Simply munch three or four TUMS after
meals—or when smoking, or excesses of eating

how quickly the excess acid is neutralized and
the “Fussy Stomach” relieved. Carry a conve-
nient roll in pocket or purse wherever you go.
Be prepared for instant relief when indigestion
is brought on by nervous strain, eating too fast,
exercise after meals, train and auto rides, change
of water or diet. Learn the joy of eating your
favorite foods and smoking whenever you like
without upset stomach. Get a roll of TUMS

or drinking cause trouble. You will be surprised  today at any drug store—only 10c.

E 1935 Calendar-Thermometer, beautifully designed in colors and

UMS an.
and packing to A. H. LEWLS CO.. Dept. 49-5H, St. Louis, Mo.

TUMS ARE
ANTACID
Not a Laxative
Tor a Laxative, use
e safe, depend-
le Vegetable La:

siive R (Nature’
Riract.Ouly s5er

EAT LIKE CANDY
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