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o we have to hire a boy

o ith a Skin fike that?”

MR. STEVENS WANTS A
BCY SENT DOWNTO THE
“TRAIN TO MEET HIS
DAUGHTER AND
CARRY HER BAGS

T DONT WANT TO BE BRUTAL~
BUT NO ONE WANTS TO LOOK
AT AFACE AS
PIMPLY AS

ALLTHATY

BOBS SKIN wAS
CLEAR ENOUGH A
YEAR AGO~AND HE:'S
ONE.OF OUR BEST

BOYS STEVENS « BUT
THost—: PIMPLE5 DO

GOING O TELL BOBBY
ABOUT FLEISCHMANN'S
VEAST/

BoB/

DONT SEND [ OH, THATS A SHAME./ TM

AFPTER LUNCH -~ SAME DAY=

DID YOU SEND =

FOR ME,MISS Y

™ BARNES?

YES, BOBBY, L DID, SEE, T
BROUGHT YOU THESE! MY
YOUNG BROTHER HAD SKIN
LIKE YOURS, AND FLEISCHMANN'S
VEAST DID WONDERS
FOR HIM~YOU
INTRY T/

NS

BOBBYS A REGULAR PRIMA
DONNA NOW. YOU WERE RIGHT
ABOUT HIS BEING THE BEST
BOY HERE .~ EVERYONE
WANTS HIM, NOW HIS
SKIN 15 CLEARED (=

Dom’t let adelescent
pimples keep YOU from
getting ahead!?

Important glands develop during the
adolescent years—13 to 25. This causes
disturbances throughout the body.
Harmful waste products in the blood
stream irritate the skin, causing pimples.

Fleischmann’s Yeast clears up these
adolescent pimples . . . by clearing the
poiscnous skin irritants out of your
blood. You look fresh, clean, whole-
some once more.

Eat Fleischmann’s Yeast 3 times a
day, before meals, until skin clears.

_cloass The stin

by clearing skin irritants
out of the blood

Copyright . 1935, Standard Brands Incorporated



LL SEND MY FIRST LESSON FREE

J. E. SMITH, President,
National Radio Institute,
The man who has directed
the Home-Study Train-
ing of more men for the
Radio industry than any
other man in Amerioca.

$1,000 A YEAR WHILE
LEARNING

‘‘During
the course
o my
training,
my spare
time earn-
ings from
sales and
serviee
netted me an average of
$1,000 to $1,500 yearly.
For about two years, while
other work was practically
out, I cashed in nicely on
Radio.”

JAMES R. RITZ,

8525 Chapline St.,

‘Wheeling, W. Va.

$5,000 ON REPAIR
WORK ALONE

“I am doing
around a $5,-
000.00 busi-
ness in re-
pair work
alone, not
counting the
new Philco
Radiosales.” :

C. D. TélOMPSON.

R.F.D. 2,
Troy, Alabama,

%

DOES POLICE RADIO
WORK

“I am doing
the work on
the Radio
cars of the
Police De-
partment of
West Seneca
township.
This is not &
full-time job, but aver-
ages about $25 a week,
Besides this I am work-
ing as assistant manager
in a local Radio store and
average $20 a week on
this job. I say, ‘take the
N.R.I. Course—it is the
best.” **
. J. M. TICKNOR,
11 Edson Street,
Buffalo, N. Y.

It shows how EASY it

fo

learn at home %o Ffill a

Clip the coupon and mail it. I will prove
to you that I can train you at home in your
spare time to be a RADIO- EXPERT. I will
send you my first lesson FREE. Examine it,
read it, see how clear and easy it is to under-
stand. Then you will know why many men
with less than a grammar school education
and no technical experience have become
Radio experts and are earning more money
than ever before as a result of my training.

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

In about 15 years, the Radio Industry has grown
to a billion dollar industry. Over 300,000 jobs have
been created by this growth, and thousands more
will be created by its continued development. Many
men and young men with the right training—the
kind of training I give you in the N. R. I. Course—
have stepped into Radio and quickly increased their
earnings.

GET READY NOW FOR JOBS LIKE THESE
. Broadcasting stations use engineers, operators, sta-
tion managers and pay up to $5,000 a year. Manu-
facturers continually employ testers, inspectors, fore-
men, engineers, servicemen, buyers, for jobs paying
up to $6,000 a vear. Radio operators on ships enjoy
life, see the world, with board and lodging free, and
got good pay besides. Dealers and jobbers employ
servicemen, salesmen, buyers, managers, and pay
up to $75 a week. My book tells you about these and
many other interesting opportunities to make more
money in Radio.

MANY MAKE $5 $10, $15 A WEEK EXTRA
IN SPARE TIME WHILE LEARNING
The day you enroll, I start sending you Extra
Money Job Sheets which quickly show you how to
do Radio repair jobs common in most every meigh-
borhood. Throughout your training, T send you infor-
mation for servicing popular makes of setst! I give
you plang and ideas that have made_ good spare
time money for hundreds of fellows. My Training
is famous as ‘‘the Course that pays for itself.”
TELEVISION, SHORT WAVE, LOUD SPEAKER
SYSTEMS INCLUDED
There’s opportunity for you in Radio. Its future
is certain. Short vave, loud speaker systems, police
Radio, autemobile Radio, aviation Radio—in every
branch, develapments and improvements are taking
place. Here is & real future for men who really
know Radio—men with N. R. I. training. Act now
to get the training that opens the road to good pay

and success. -

YOU GET A MONEY BACK AGREEMENT

I am so sure that N. R. I. can train you satis-
factorily that I will agree in writing to refund every
penny of vour tuition if you are not satisfied with
my Lesson and Instruction Service upon graduation.

FREE 64-PAGE BOOK OF FACTS

Mail the coupon now. In addition to
the sample lesson, T send my book, ‘‘Rich
Rewards in Radio.”” 1t tells you about
the opportunities in Radlo, tells you
about my Course, what others who have
taken it are doing and earning, This offer
i3 free to any ambitious fellow over 15 ]
years old. Find out what Radio offers s
you without slightest obligation. ACT
NOW! Mail coupon in_an envelope, or [ ]
paste on a lc post card. &

J. E. SMITH, President

National Radio Institute, Dept. 6BS9,
Washington, D. C.

JOB IN RADIO

You Get PRACTICAL EXPERIENCE
with Radio Equipment 1 GIVE YOU

I’ll show you how to use my special Radio
Equipment for conducting experiments and
building circuits which illustrateimportant
principles used in such well-known sets as

Westinghouse, General Electric, Philco,
R. C. A. Victor, Atwater-Kent and others.
You work out with your own handsmany of
the things you read in my lesson books. This
50-50 - method of training makes learning at
home easy, interesting, fascinating, intensely
practical. You learn how sets work, why they
work, how to make them work when they are
out -of order. Training like this shows up in
your pay envelope—when you graduate you have
had training and experience—you’re not simply
looking for a job where you can get experience.

J. E. SMITH, President
National Radio Institute, Dept. 6BS9,
Washington, D. C.

1 want to take advantage of your offer. Without
obligating me, send me your Free Sample Lesson
and your book, ‘‘Rich Rewards in Radio.”

( Please Write Plainly)

NAME. .cooesnsonssrsvesnsenvsvnnose AGB covovs

ADDRESS

“R”
CITY..ciovesnsnsesncrees STATE..ovveernss



12 STORIES TEN CENTS

VOLUME TWO FEBRUARY, 1936 NUMBER THREE

1 Feature-Length Fast-Action Detective Novel 1
MURDER BY REQUEST!...................By Leslie T. White 10

The Black Hawk, keen, experienced detective though he was, deliberately turned his back on the
coldest killer of the “Major’s” gang of blood-thirsty jackals—and invited him to use his murder gun!

2 Thrill-Packed Detective Novelettes 2
DEATH TO THE WINNER!.............By Emile C, Tepperman 44

There was a gun in her hands, confession on her lips. It was none of Pat Donnelly’s business—he
could do nothing. But that was before he learned the identity of the dark-eyed, self-confessed
killer. . . .

HIS CLIENT—THE KILLER!....................By Paul Ernst 74

If the girl Spring Wasey couldn’t forget hadn’t stumbled into the shadow of the chair, he might
have continued to live in luxury—safe from all contact with killers and sudden death!

9 Human, Dramatic Short Stories of Crime-Fighting 9
WHILE THE BRIDE WAITED. .........By George Armin Shaftel 37

He turned thief to steal pearls he knew were phonies—while his bride waited!

DEATH BALANCES THE BUDGET.............By George Bruce 59

A ghastly visitor came at last to see the lonely Miss Mears. . . .

SAFEINHELL.....................000....By Grendon Alzee 69

He thought none could follow his trail—but a man’s fate needs no path to reach him!

HOT LEAD PENSION. ....................By Arthur Leo Zagat 89

Ken Moore was a cop who would rather help down-and-outers than jail them,

DEAD BEFORE DAWN...................By J. Lane Linklater 95

Death was to come before dawn—unless Felix’s plan was successfull

WHILE THE CORPSE COOLS..............By Emerson Graves 103

Death struck while a lawyer and a law-man looked on—and saw nothing!

FUGITIVE LOVERS.....................By George Rosenberg 110

Monahan had taken more than Carter’s money—he had taken his daughter too!

DANGEROUS TALENT........................By Eric Taylor 115

Dan Moore had his burglar tools—and the love of the police Captain’s daughter!

FEMALE IMPERSONATOR.................By Heydorn Schleh 120

She gave him a shield from which he struck at the one she loved,

— And —
HOTMONEY.........cccoiiiivinvvnneeeness..The Inspector 6

It’s expensive to be honest—sometimes!

THE CRIME CLINIC............ccv00ueeeseess. A Department 124

The Readers get in a word.

Cover Pdainting by Tom Lovell
Story Ilustrations by Amos Sewell and David Berger

Published every month by Popular Publications, Inc., 2256 Grove Street, Chicago, Illinois, Editorial and executive offices,
205 East Forty-second Street, New York City. Harry Steeger, President and Secretary, Harold S. Goldsmith, Vice President
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Title registration pending at U.S. Patent Office. Copyright, 1935, by Popular Publications, Inc. Single copy price 10c. Yearly
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mitting manuscripts kindly enclose stamped self-addressed envelope for their return if found unavailable. The publishers
cannot accept responsibility for return of unsolicited manuscripts, although care will be exercised in handling them.



® Brand new, latest model Rem-
ington for only 10¢ a day! Here
is your opportunity to get a per-
fect writing machine at an amaz-
ingly low price direct from the
factory. Every essential feature of large office
typewriters—standard 4-row keyboard, stand-
ard width carriage, margin release, back spacer,
automatic ribbon reverse. Act now, while this
special opportunity holds good. Send coupon
TODAY for details,

YOU BON’T RISK A PENNY

We send you the Remington Portable, Model 5,
direct from the factory with 10 days’ free trial.
If you are not satisfied, send it back. We pay
shipping charges both ways.

FREE —

TYPING COURSE

With your new Remington we will send
you — absolutely FREE — a 19-page
course in typing. It teaches the Touch
System, used by all expert typists. It
is simply written and completely illus-
trated. Instructions are as simple as
A, B, C. Even a child can easily understand this method. A little
study and the average person, child or adult, becomes fascinated.
Follow this course during the 10-Day Trial Period we give you
with your typewriter and you will wonder why you ever took the
trouble to write letters.by hand.

Add it

Also under this new Purchase Plan we
will send you FREE with every Rem-
ington Model 5 a special carrying case
sturdily built of 8-ply wood. This hand-
some case is covered with heavy du Pont fabric. The top is
removed by one motion, leaving the machine firmly attached
to the base. This makes it easy to use your Remington any-
where—on knees, in chairs, on trains. Don’t delay, . .send in
the for 1 letails!

nen,,

n P,
5.7k

BACK
GUARANTEE

10-DAY
FREE TRIAL
OFFER

When you buy a typewriter,
be sure you get one of the
nev:i. latest models, not a

used or rebuilt machine. For
you want a machine that has
onl({ the latest conveniences
and devices. The Remington
Model 5 you can get for 10c
a day has every essential fea-
ture of big office machines.

1t is a complete writing ma-
chine — the most compact and
durable portable ever built,
one that will give you years
and years of hard service.
This beautiful machine offers
unequalled economy in first
cost, une%ualled economy in
service. Buy now. It is a
real bargain.

SPECIFICATIONS. Stand-
ard 4-row keyboard. Complete
visibility. Standard width car-
riage for loni,v envelopes. Car-
riage return lever designed for
easy and rapid operation. Mar- writer.) Weight, 11 lbs. 13 oz.
gin release on keyboard. Auto- Furnished with Pica or Elite
matic ribbon reverse. Back type.

spacer. Two-color ribbon shift.
ariable line spacer. Adjustable
margin stops. Autoset para-
¥rap key (one of the most use~
ul features found on any type-

MONEY- MAKING OPPORTUNITIES OPEN. Hundreds
of jobs are waiting for people who can type. A

typewriter helps you put your ideas on paper in

logical, impressive form...helps you write clear, &%,
understandable sales reports, letters, articles,

stories. A Remington Portable has started many 4
a young man and woman on the road to successs

A GIFT FOR ALL THE FAMILY. If you want a gift for
birthday, Christmas or Graduation. . . one N
Father, Moj:her, Sister or Brother will use
and appreciate for years to come. . . give
a Remington Portable. We will send a
Remington Model 6 to anyone you name,
and you can still pay for it at onlr 10c a
day. Few gifts are so universally pleasing
a8 a new Remington Portable. Write today.

SEND COUPON WHILE LOW PRICES HOLD

O CUNE O (SR FACSEY USRS (WA CORSSN CEEG SRS GUEWS SN GG SRS
Remington Rand, Tnc., Dept. 193-2,
205 E. 42nd Street, New York, N. Y.

Please tell me how 1 t a n Portable typewri tos
RET Typing Coarse and sarrying case, for only 10c a day. NS pind me

FREE Typing Course an:
new illustrated catalogue,

Name.

Add

7R Stat.
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a Queer Way ,
to Learn Musyic.’

Flush Kidneys of
Acid and Poisons

Stop Getting Up Nights

‘When kidneys are clogged they become weak
—the bladder is irritated—often passage ig
scanty and smarts and burns—sleep is restless
and nightly visits to the bathroom are frequent,
The right harmless and inexpensive way to stop
this trouble and restore healthy action to
kidneys and bladder is to get from any druggist
a 3b-cent box of Gold Medal Haarlem Oil
Capsules and take as directed—you won’t be
dxsa%)ointed—but be sure and get GOLD
MEDAL Haarlem Oil Capsules—the original
and genuine—right from Haarlem in Holland—
a grand kidney stimulant and diuretic. Remem-
ber also that other symptoms of kidney and
bladder trouble are backache, leg cramps, puffy
eyes, moist palms and nervousness.

her—no or confusing details. Just &
simple, -easy, .home-study method. Takes only 2 few

averages only a Tew cents—a day. No

‘‘grind”’ or hard work. Every step is clear | Pick Yourinstru

@8 -crystal—simpls as A-B-C throughout. | Piano Vielin
You’ll 'he surprised at your own rapid prog- {Organ Clarinst
Tess. From the start you are playing real | Ukulsle Flute 4

Cornet  ‘Harp
Trombone *Cello
SaxophonePiccelo
Mandolin Guitar
{Banjo
Harmony and
Composition
Voice and Speech
Culture

tunes by note. learn to play “jazz’®
or classical selections—right at home in your
spare time.
Free Book and Demonstration Lesson

Pon’t be a wallflower, Send for Free Book-
let and Free Demonstration Lesson. These ex-
plain our wonderful home study method fully
and show you how easily and quickly you
can learn to play at little expense. Mention
your favorite instrument. Write NOW.

Y. 8. SCHOOL OF MUSIC

Drums and Traps
Automatic Finger
Control
Trumpet

8872 Brunswick Bldg., New York City
o

Home Study
Accountancy Training

Accountants.-who know their work g
command responsible positions and
good incomes. And the need for
trained accountants is growing.
About 12,000 Certified Public Ac-
countants in U. 8. and many thou-
sands more executive accountants.
Many earn $3,000 to $20,000. We
grain you thoroughly at home in your
spare time for C. P. A. examinations
or executive accounting positions. =Ty §
!l:;:vlousybookkeeping kno‘yv edge un—d

essary-we prepareyoufromground This
up. Our training is supervi
B, Castenols, 4. M. . P-a, aweiinj Book FREE!

by staff of C. P. A.8. Low cost—easy terms. Wri

able free 64-page book describing opportunltlétig ;glc-:‘;llu;
ing fleld and telling how you may enter it successfully.
LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY »

, Dept. 2334-H Chicago

HAVE A NEW SKIN!

B\ With Blemished

Quter Skin
Read This oy
Free Offer IiN 3 DAYS

—and learn that what was eonsidered impossible before—the re-
moval of pimples, blackheads, freckles, tan, oily skin, large pores,
wrinkles and other defects in the outer skin-—can now be done
harmlessly and economically at home in three days’ time, as statad
by legions of men and women, young and old.
Tt is all explained in a new free treatise called
“BEAUTIFUL NEW SKIN IN 3 DAYS”
which is being mailed absolutely free to readers of this magazins,
So worry no more over your humiliating skin and complexion er
signs of aging if your outer skin looks soiled and worn. Sim;
send your name and address to MARVO REAUTY LABORATO-
RIES, Dept. 604-F, No. 1700 Broadway, New York, N. Y., and
you will receive this new treatise by return mail in plain wrapper,
postpaid and absolutely free. If pleased, tell friends.

“DE-LUXE” IMPORTED

GOLDPLATED ENGRAVED
WITH PEARL GRIPS

25 Caliber, made of specially selected stesl for

durability and hard ugooting.

Imported to seil at much higher

price, as illustrated - - - —

“LlBERTY" 10 shot 25 caliber. The small- s
- est size automatic with the largest magazine

?pnmty, side saf,?tyt, ‘prgo{‘ {B‘Y . iso $§.95

style, 7shot. r cl .
VEST POCKET" 11315:0r 635, o5 o Uastsiiros, 65c.
Write for catalog of rifies, Gums, Colts, & W.

rs, etc, $2.00 Deposit required on C. O.

b
N SPORTING GOODS CO., 752 Warren St., New Yerk

Binoow:
HUDS

s Your Job Safe?

Just as the gasoline enging changed the jobs
of thousands who depended on horse-drawn
vehicles for their living—so now the Diesel
engine is fast invading both the power and
transportation fields, and threatening the pres-
ent jobs of thousands of workers.

What This New Field Offers You

Diesel engines are fast replacing steam and gasoline
engines in power plants, motor trucks and busses, loce-
motives and ships, aircraft, tractors, dredges, pumps, ete.
~—opening up an increasing number of well-patd jobs for
Diesel-trained men. You will get full information abous
the latest Diesel developments—two- and four-stroke
cycles: low-and high-speed and heavy duty types; Diesel-
electric generating systems, etc.—in our course. Includes
all text material— with special diagrams for quick un-
derstanding of this new power.

Get our Free Diescl Booklet and find out what
the Diesel fleld offers you—how guickly you can obtaina
understanding of Diesel e ples and

_ s - Z Lo o S S R & R L. 4
owis your chance to get into a big new industry and grow ug

:gth it to an important position. Today there is practically no

e Diesel fleld, but the increasing use of Diesel engines will result in keen com=
Ehtmon for jobs after a few years. If you start your training now and get estab-

ed in this field, you need not worry about competition.

4

American School, Dept. D-249, Drexel Avenue at 58th Street, Chicago, lllinois

ngine
operation by spare-time study at home. Asking for infor-
mation involves no obligation—but it may mark the turne
ing point in your life. Write TODAY for full information,




GET MY BIG FREE BOOK—“Wings of

Opportunity.” Why put up longer with a tire-
some, uninteresting job? Why sit back and
envy the men already in Aviation? If you

' My Famous Counse TRAINS YOU
AT HOME in Srare Time -

lions into Aviation.
Aviation’s growth,
exist in Aviation today.

MANY TYPES OF JCBS TO CHOOSE FROM

WALTER HINTON:

Aviation Trail Blazer, Pio-
neer, Explorer, AVIATOR,
the first man to pilot a plane
across the Atlantic QOcean
(the NC-4 in 1919) first to
fly from North to South
America. During the War, as
Lieutenant in the Navy, he
helped train hundreds of Navy
Pilots. Today he offers you
the benefits of his long ex-
perience to help you find your
place in Aviation. Cash in on
Aviation’s wonderful future,
My big book tells you about
and the many opportunities which
MAIL COUPON NOW. I GIVE YOU AN

AIRPLANE FLIGHT
“Give her the gunl”’

have ambiticn and average intelligence—YOU
DON'T HAVE TO! “What?”’ you say. “I
can’t give up my job and go to an Aviation
School at some distant airport.” All right—
you're just the fellow I developed my famous
home-study training for. You're just like
many other young men I have trained. Fur-
thermore, you don’t need previous experience
and need not know anything about planes or
engines.

MY ESCHOOL OFFERS YOU THE OP-
PORTUNITY TO TRAIN RIGHT IN
YOUR OWN HOME IN YOUR SPARE
TIME, for Aviation. TI'll give you the basic

I train you for over forty (40) types of Aviation jobs
each crammed with the thrills and romance which
make Aviation so interesting. You get information
you need to pass the Government’s written examina-
tions for mechanic’s license in a few short months.
Then, if you wish to take up flying, I save you money
on the cost of flight instructions at good airports all
over the country. Get details in my FREE BOOK.
MONEY BACK AGREEMENT PROTECTS YoOU
My eighteen years of experience—including five years
of instructing officers and men in the Navy—are
behind my thorough, quick Training. My Training is
s0 clear that anybody can understand it. And
agree in writing to refund your payments if you aro
not satisfied upon complering my training.

GET MY BIG BOOK—NOW!

You’re off!f As soon as
you complete my Course
I arrange an airplane
flight for you &t an ac-
credited air field, near
your home. It doesn’t
cost you a penny extra.
It’s my graduation pres-
ent to you.

Rush COUPON to
WASHINGTON

training you need for aviation’s good pay oppor-
tunities. Get the FACTS in my BIG FREE BOOK.
Mail Coupon Now.

AVIATION PAYS MANY $40—$60—$75A WEEK

Now is the time for you to get into Aviation—Get
all the facts from my BIG FREE Book.

Aviation must have high type men, well-
trained and ambitious to maintain and im-
prove Aviation’s remarkable record for FAST,
SAFE transportation. Aviation must, and does
pay good salaries to get the right men. My Big
Free Book tells you about the many different

Aviation jobs.
AVIATION IS GROWING FAST! ACT NOW! Trafic Manager

Aviation is a young industry—for young, ambi- Mechanic

tious men. ln it 2 young man like yourself can Air Mail Clerk
make good money quickly, with opportunities Motor Expert
ahead for bigger and better jobs. Aviation was IN THR AIR
practically the only industry to forge ahead Air Mail Pilot
during the great depression. Millions of dollars TPest Pilot

are spent yearly on improvements of airways,
apparatus, equipment, planes. The Government
program for expanding Army and Navy Aviation
units; Government contracts for planes and
equipment for the Army, Navy and Coast Guard;

Aviation Jobs

Service Expert
Shop Foreman
Hangar Chief

Transport Pilot

A Few Good-Pay

ON THR GROUND

Weather Observer
Flight Instructor
Commercial Pilot

Air Mail Contracts, etc., etc., are pouring mil-

hese Men Made Good With My Training

COURSE HELPED PASS GOV~
RNMENT EXAMINATION

“I am a holder of an aeroplane
and engine mechanic’s license
and a private pilot’s license.
Your Course helped me a great
deal to pass the examinations.”’
John Halenda, 329 S. Balliet St.,
chkvllle Pa

RECOMMENDS COURSE TO ALL
“I can honestly recommend your
Course to all who are interested
in Aviation as worth the time and
money spent on it, and much
more. I am proud to have been
a student of your Instituie.”” A.

W. Slabber, Darling Road,
\ia]mquurg, Cape Provinee,
outh Africa.

Many Such Letten in My Big ‘Free Book

Reaq let-
ters from my graduates. Read
about my Money Back Agreeme.nt.
MAIL COUPON NOW

WALTER HINTON, Presndent.
Aviation Institute of

America, Inc.

1115 Connecticut Avenue,
Washington, D. C.

for my blg FREE :
BOOK on AVIATION 0

MR. WALTER HINTON, President
Avuatlon Institute of Amerlca. ine.
1115 Connectieut Avenue, Washlngton, D. C.

Please send me a Free copy of your book, ‘““Wings of
Opportunity,’” telling all about my opportunities in Aviation
and how you will train me at home for them.

Name . .coioleesieononves seeetesesenatececnen
" (Print’ Cleariy)

Address.......... seniee sue ey e e sy s s ve ses ARB cewive

CHY /o e vansioniniels vsesaisses e waeneess ~SMO TR Ao b0



HOT MONEY

HE packet of banknotes was lying in the gutter near the corner of

| Walnut and Grand Streets. Detective Matt Nelson pounced upon it,

and stowed it away in his pocket. In a near-by phone booth he

counted it. There was $500 in ten-dollar bills, bound together with a strip
of paper tape bearing the seal of the Fifth National Bank.

Detective Matt Nelson owned a home out in Urbana Subdivision—that
is, he owned it as long as he could keep the mortgagee from foreclosing.
His bill at his grocer’s was mounting daily. The suit he was wearing was
four years old and had patches in the seat. And his wife was going to
bave a baby. . . .

The next day, at the paying teller’s window of the Fifth National Bank,
he presented one of the bills and asked for two fives in exchange. He
noticed the teller hesitate, and glance up at a list of serial numbers posted
on the side of his cage. Then the teller handed out the two fives. Nelson
thanked him and left the building.

So the bank hadn’t missed the bills. That meant that Detective Nelson
had nothing to fear from appropriating the bills to his own use. But it
meant something else, toe. . . .

Three days later, Matt Nelson called again at the Fifth National Bank
and asked to see Mr. Rand, the cashier. Mr. Rand greeted Detective Nelson
with eool dignity. Nelson did not return the greeting. He tossed the
packet of bills en Mr. Rand’s desk and said, “You dropped these from
your poeket as you were crossing Walnut Street last Monday, Mr. Rand.”

As Rand’s eyes focussed on the bills his face turned a deathly white.
“You’re mistaken,” he said. “The bills were never in my possession—and
they do not belong to the bank. . . . The—the band, there, means nothing.
The banks often get packets of bills from the Clearing House with one-
another’s bands around them. . . . You—you are quite free to keep the
money. . . . We are missing none. . . .”

Detective Nelson straightened and sighed. He had found the money—
now it was being given to him. He had excellent reasons for knowing
that there were no strings tied to the offer. . . . And his wife was going
to have a baby.

“Mr. Rand,” said Nelson, “will you call in the President of the bank,
Mr. Quigley—or shall I eall him ?**

Rand sucked in his breath with an audible gasp. Then his hand flashed
to the top drawer of his desk, yanked it open. As Nelson dived head-long
across the desk a revolver exploded in his face, blinding him, stunning
him as the bullet plowed a furrow along side of his head. But he did not
lose eonsciousness, and a few seconds later, after a mob of employees had
burst through the door, and Mr. Quigley, himself, was querulously de-
manding an explanation, he was still able to snap a pair of handcuffs about
Rand’s wrists and give the desired explanation to Mr. Quigley.

“] found the bills in the street,” elucidated Detective Nelson and found
later that your bank had none of the bills posted as missing. That could
only mean that your records had been falsified. For the past three days
Pve been checkin’ up on a number of you gentlemen. 1 found that Mr.
Rand, here, had been playin’ the races pretty heavy—and losin’. I think
an audit of his accounts will provide all the evidence you will need, and in
the meantime P’ll book him on an armed resistance charge. . . .”

The temptations held out to the enforcers of the law are nothing short
of multitudinous. It should be a matter of pride that so few instances of
bribery occur when opportunities for it are so frequent. DETECTIVE
TALES reflects, in many of its best stories, the hard-headed indifference to
this form of temptation that is a characteristic of the vast majority of the
men in the service of the law.

6

—The Inspector.
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DETECTIVE TALES
COVERS

UMBERS of readers have written
to us complimenting us on the
covers which appear on DETEC-

TIVE TALES, and we think that per-
haps, for this reason, a word or two about
them might be of interest.

For the most part we try to make
our covers descriptive of the general type
of story appearing in DETECTIVE
TALES, rather than illustrative of any
one story. We feel that to put a picture
on the cover illustrating, let us say, the
lead story gives undue prominence to it
at the expense of the other yarns. Of
course, there are exceptions to this rule,
but as a general practice this is the policy
we adhere to in this regard.

We feel that Mr. Tom Lovell has done
an exceptionally good job on this month’s
cover. Mr. Lovell has spent a great
amount of time in perfecting his peculiar-
ly graphic and realistic style, His colors
are uniformly clean, life-like and brilliant.
The action portrayed is invariably natural,
unstrained and demonstrates graphically
Mr. Lovell’s knowledge of anatomy and
design.

We believe that the cover of a magazine
is extremely important. It’s character
should reflect the character of the stories
it prefaces—and we feel that Mr. Lovell,
as well as the men who do the black-and-
whites that head the stories, has succeeded
exceptionally well in doing this. We have
gone to considerable pains to acquire the
services of a man who could do this job
as we felt that it should be done, and we
are happy to note that an increasing num-
ber of readers have felt deeply enough
about the matter to write to us and ex-
press their appreciation of DETECTIVE
TALES. To them we hereby pledge our-
selves to keep up the high standard in this
matter that we have held to in the past.
A standard, we feel, that is apparent
throughout the whole magazine.



Mrs. Dowty of
Texas, sold B.
Max Mehl one-
half dollar for
$400.00.

I PAID $200.00
to J. D. Martin of Virginia
For Just One Copper Cent

#‘Please accept my thanks for your check for $200.00 in
r&yment for the eopper cent | sent you. 1 appreciate
he interest you have given this transaction. It’s a pieas-
ure to do business with a firm that handies matters as
You do. | wish to assure you it will be a pleasure to me
to tell my friends of your wonderiul offer for old coins.”
Julian D. Martin, Va.

This is but one of the many similar letters I
am constantly receiving. Post yourself! It pays!
I paid Mr. Manning, New York, $2,500.00
for a single silver dollar. Mrs. G. F. Adams, Ohio, re-
ceived $740.00 for some old coins. I paid W. F. Wil-
harm of Pennsylvania $18,500.00 for his rare coins. I
paid J. T. Neville, of North Dakota, $200.00 for a $10
bill he picked up in circulation. I paid $1,000.00
to Mr. Brownlee of Ga., for one old coin. Mr. Brown-
Jee, in his letter to me, says: “Your letter re-
ceived with the check for $1,000 enclosed. I like to deal
with such wien as you and hope you centinue buying
coing for a long time.”” In the last thirty-four yvears I
have paid hundreds of others handsome premiums for
©old bills and coins.

All Kinds of Old Coins, Medals,
Bills and Stamps Wanted

$1.00 to $1,000 paid for certain old cents,
nickels, dimes, quarters, etec. Right now 1 will
pay $50.00 for 1913 Liberty Head nickels [not buffalo];
$100.00 for 1894 dimes, “S’* Mint; $8.00 for 1858
quarters, no arrows; $10.00 for 1866 quarters, no
motto, $200.00 each for 1834 and 1885 Silver Trade
Dollars, ete., ete.

Big Cash Premiums for Hundreds
of Coins Now Circulating
There are literally thousands of old coins and
bills that I want at once and for which I
will pay big cash premiums. Many of these coins are
now passing from hand to band in circulation. Today

or tomorrow a valuable coin may come into your pos-
session. Watch your change. Know what to look for.

B.MAX MEHL

182 Mehl Building”

Amazing Profits
FOR THOSE WHO KNOW

OLD MONEY!

There are single pennies that sell for $100.00.
There are nickels worth many dollars—dimes,
quarters, half dollars and dollars on which big
cash premiums are paid. Each year a fortune is
offered by collectors for rare coins and stamps
for their collections. The prices paid are amazing.

It Pays to Post Yourself on the Big
Values of Old Coins and Stamps

Knowing about coins pays. Andrew Henry, of
Idaho, was paid $900.00 for a half-dollar, re-
ceived in change. A valuable old coin may come into

your possession or you may have one mow and not know
it. Post vourself.

Huge Premiums for Old Stamps

Some old stamps bring big premiums. An old 10c¢ stamp,
found in an old basket, was recently sold for $16,000.00,
There may be valuable stamps on some of
your old letters. It will pay you to know
how to recognize them.

Let Me Send You My Big INlustrated
Coin Folder! It Will Open Your Eyes!
Use the Coupon Below!

8end the coupon below and 4 cents for
my Large Illustrated Coin and Stamp
Folder and further particulars.
Write today for this eye-opening,
valuable wealth of information
on the profits that have heen
made from old money, No
obligation on your part, You
have nothing to

lose — evervthing
to gain. Tt may
mean much
profit to you.

Established
34 Years

FILL OUT AND MAIL NOW!

To

B. MAX MEHL

182 Mehl Building, Fort Worth, Texas

Dear Mr. Mehl: Please send me your Large
Illustrated Coin and Stamp Folder and further
particulars, for which I enclose 4 cents.
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MURDER BY

A Stirring, Full-Length Novel of a Shrewd, Courageous Crime-Fighier

Much depended on the Black Hawk's living at least a few hours longer:
the honor of a pitifully tortured girl, the wiping out of as murderous and
foul a gang of crooks as ever terrorized a city, his own good name. But
the Black Hawk, keen, ex perienced detective though he was, deliberately
turned bis back on the coldest killer of the “Major's” gang of blood-
thirsty jackals—and invited him to use his murder gun!

whole soul into that letter, punctu-
ated it with tears, and when the pen
finally fell from her trembling fingers, she

10

JUDITH ALLWYN poured her

knew that her heart was already dead.
What she did with her beautiful body now
could make no difference. Hiding it deep
against the warmth of her breasts, she



R E Q U E S T! LESLIE ":?WHITE

Judith threw herself for-
w.

e s o 0

turned and moved quietly to the door.

From her own room she stepped into
the half-light of the corridor and tip-toed
to the wide staircase that lead below. She
paused, listened, but the big house was
silent save for the fire crackling in the
library fireplace. Paul would be there,
reading. She must be sure, though.

With the vision of death in her eyes,
Judith found her limbs numbed, awkward.
She stumbled on the top step, but regained
her balance and walked down until a curve

in the stairs permitted a vista of the pan.
elled library below.

Her husband was sprawled in a chair,
slippered feet lounging on a brocaded otto-
man. She felt her courage drain before
her love for this man, so she whirled
soundlessly and crept down the stairs. . .,

THE chill night air stimulated Judith,

She blinked her eyes empty of tears.
She marched swiftly down the winding
path to the sidewalk. With trees forming

11
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an almost solid arch, the sidewalk was
dark. Judith did not turn, but half-walked,
half-ran to the corner. Thus she did not
notice the shadow that slithered along the
fringe of trees in her wake.

She turned at the first corner, hurried
another block and turned again. There
was a small, trim roadster parked before
an empty house. Judith stopped, glanced
furtively in all directions, then ducked
into the seat and wormed under the steer-
ing wheel.

Starting the engine, she drove north.
Again, in failing to heed pursuit, she was
not aware of the dark sedan that picked up
her trail before she had traversed a full
block.

Save for traffic signals, Judith made no
stops until she finally swerved the roadster
into a small public garage situated within
sight of the Union Station. It was the
hour just before the closing of the theaters
and the streets were not yet filled with
machines.

She switched off the engine and relaxed
against the seat as she watched the garage
attendant approach. Her hand stole to
the gun butt resting in the bosom of her
dress beside the letter, and she made cer-
tain it would not tumble from her dress
when she stepped to the ground. The
white-uniformed attendant tore a ticket in
half, deftly slipped one portion of the card
under the windshield-wiper and, smiling,
proferred the remaining stub to Judith.

She handed him a coin and tried to
match his grin, but it was a failure. Ac-
cepting the receipt stub, Judith said:

“I’'m taking a little trip. My husband
will probably call for the car in a day or
so.”

The man grinned again. He didn’t look
very bright, but his was an honest
face. . ..

UDITH cut across the street towards
the railroad station, looked back. The

attendant was following her with his eyes,

She ducked into the pillared entrance
of the depot and stopped in front of a
mail-box. She plucked the unsealed letter
from her dress, dropped the receipt stub
for her car into the envelope, sealed it,
and thrust it into the postal receptacle.

That was the second last bridge. One
more, and then. . . .

Judith stopped thinking. She hurried
through the station, came out another exit
and entered a cab.

“The East Docks!” she told the driver.

The man frowned, pulled out a large
silver watch.

“We’ll have to hurry to make the night
boat, lady,” he said, pessimistically. “If
that’s the one you want.”

“Hurry then,” snapped Judith, and fell
back against the seat.

In the rocking cab, Judith tried to as-
sure herself that her way was the best.
Paul would be hurt, cruelly hurt, but not
so much as if he knew the real truth.

It was that real truth that numbed Ju-
dith’s senses. It didn’t seem possible that
she could have done the thing, not really.
Her whole being revolted, she felt nause-
ated. But she had seen the proof, cruel,
revealing. No, and her head shook dog-
gedly, this was the way. Paul would get
her letter—too late, of course, to interfere
—and would probably attempt to trace
her from the garage. The trail would lead
to the Union Station where a train left
every few minutes in some direction or
other. It would be a blind, and that
would be best.

The cab stopped, breaking up her rev-
erie. The door opened and the driver
thrust his head into the tonneau.

“Well, we made it, lady!”

Judith nodded and allowed him to help
her out to the sidewalk. She paid him and
she ran towards the landing where a num-
ber of people were crowded around the
gang-plank of the coastal steamer. She
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turned the corner of the dock, then swung
directly away from the steamer. With the
lights of the big vessel behind her, she
followed the lengthy shadow of her slen-
der body as it hurried into the deeper
darkness of the waterfront.

With that instinctive sensitiveness of
raw nerves, Judith abruptly knew she was
not alone. The sobs dried up. She whirled,
and a new terror engulfed her as she saw
the figure of a man running toward her.

Her first thought was of a watchman
who, at most, might interfere with her
plans. A tremulous hand stole in the butt
of her gun and she stopped.

The stranger was big, rather than tall,
with powerful shoulders and a domineer-
ing stride. He barged right up to her,
grabbed one arm, and spoke.

“No you don’t, pretty face,” he sneered,
his face thrust close to hers. “We ain’t
done with you yet. Back you go to that
husband until we’re through. Then you
can do what you want, if he don’t do it
for you.” He laughed, and his laugh
killed something in Judith Allyn.

Automatically she leaped sideways,
jerked free. The gorilla swore an ob-
scene oath and swung his hand. A broad,
open palni caught Judith on the face,
knocking her flat on her back. He re-
gained his balance and made another dive
for her. . ..

At that moment the gun that, magically,
had come into Judith's hand, exploded!

The man gave a startled bleat of pain
and fear. He veered sideways, stumbled
and fell heavily. He rolled over on his
back and for a moment the moonlight
washed his face. It was white, so Judith
thought, and the false courage left her.
She threw the gun from her hand as
though it was hot to her touch, scrambled
to her feet and began to run. She didn’t
look back, but she felt someone was chas-
ing her.

Hurtling through darkness, Judith

thought she heard the cry of a man and
a dog’s bark—and then she struck the icy
water with a crash that knocked the wind
from her body. She gasped, and the salt
water flooded her mouth, her nose, her
ears as she plummeted deeper. Lights pin-
wheeled in her reeling brain, pain slipped
away . ... and with it her senses.

CHAPTER TWO
Meeting of Jackals

THE room was large, spacious and

arranged in excellent taste. The fur-
nishings were rich, yet conservative, and
only a connoisseur could have chosen and
hung the etchings. There were books, but
their contents certainly were foreign to
three of the male occupants. In the fourth
man lay the answer: it was his apart-
ment.

This fourth man was tall and very
straight without being stiff. He looked as
if he belonged in a military uniform, but
at the present moment his attire was con-
siderably less formal. He wore a black
lounging robe of heavy brocaded silk,
fastened tightly around slim hips by a
silken sash. He was known only to a few
intimates as the “Major”, was a seasoned
criminal, a Potentate of Crime.

Of the remaining trio, Monk Kushner
towered both mentally and physically
above his companions. In contrast to the
Major’s cultured features, his were large,
coarse and threatening. He was a lawyer,
clever in the same way a jackal is clever
and without enough imagination to know
fear. The Major thought up blackmail
schemes ; Kushner collected and bullied.

A floppish young man just under thirty
stood to the left of Kushner, slightly back
of the Major’s chair—Doggie Ruhl. He
was immaculately dressed in evening
clothes, correct even to the clove red car-
nation which he affected in the dull silk



14 DETECTIVE TALES

lapel. His face was clear and soft and his
dark eyes had a clinging, whimsical look
that was part of his stock in trade,

But the hub of interest in the room cen-
tered around the spider-like old man that
rounded out the quartette. This tubercu-
lar old wasp, whose bony, pyro-stained
fingers and hacking cough called to mind
a medaeval wizard, was gingerly sorting
a batch of photographic prints and nega-
tives from various pockets in his untidy
clothes. He would take a negative from
his pocket, thrust it up to the light and
peer over the top of thick-lensed spectacles
at it. Then he would hiss something
through stained teeth and Ruhl, who was
close enough to catch the taint of his
breath, would grimace.

Finally he uttered a long, satisfied,
“A-a-ah!” and jabbed a small print at the
Major. The latter accepted it, calmly
readjusted his monocle and moved so that
the print in his hand caught more light.
Kushner and Ruhl crowded close, peering
over his shoulder.

The foppish young man smirked;
Kushner looked up from the print and
gave him a directly scowling glance.

“Gad, an we give you a take for that!”
He indicated the print with a jerk of his
head.

Ruhl’s smirk widened until it assumed
the proportions of a leer. He made no
remark,

The warped old wizard sidled closer,
rubbing both claw-hands and chuckling.

“Good, eh? Even better than the oth-
ers, eh?”

THE Major continued his study with-

out expression. He might have been
examining an etching of a sunset, or a
marine, instead of the subject of this pho-
tographic print; but the faces of the oth-
er three men proved it was no sunset scene
they were squinting at.

Nor was it. The subject was of a man

and a woman locked in each others arms;
the man was Doggie Ruhl. Their actions
were innocent enough, in itself, but the
startling and arresting feature of the
print was that both the subjects were sans
clothing.

The Major nodded slowly.

“Very clever, Manheim. Yes, it is bet-
ter than the others.” His voice was low,
casual.

The old man trembled with pleasure.
He forked a plate negative from his pock-
et and offered it.

“See the negative, Major,” he whined
and followed with a hacking cough. “You
can’t see where I superimposed the head.”

The Major nodded again. “You can’t,”
he admitted.

Kushner swore. “Gad, an’ is that the
plate you took it on?”

Manheim uttered an impatient hiss,
pushed his glasses up into the blue crease
made by the nose-piece, and leered.

“Fool! Of course not! Why should I
work for nights making negative, then
positive, then negative again until I go
nearly blind? No, I have a system where
they can’t detect it’s phony!” His squeak-
ing voice was mounting rapidly.

The Major stopped any further argu-
ment,

“It is very good, Manheim, you are a
true artist. Now if the rest of you have
done as well . . .?” He fixed his eyes on
the lawyer.

Kushner bobbed his big head.

“I saw the Allwyn dame today, early.
I showed her one of those prints again.
She really believes, in some way, it’s her-
self. She gave me this. . ..” He hooked
a string of pearls from his pocket and
dangled them so they caught the full
radiance of light.

“I told her it wasn’t enough. I was
plenty tough. She said she’d try, but that
she had given me everything.”
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The Major tossed the print onto a small
table and toyed with his monocle.

“There are limits,” he said with muse-
ful deliberation, “beyond which a woman
can not be pressed. Once over that line,
desperation may . ...”

Doggie smirked. “I did what you sug-
gested, Major,” he said. His voice had a
caressing quality, like silk rubbing togeth-
er, and each word seemed to linger and
melt into the next. “Judith has cooled a
lot, but she doesn’t suspect me—she thinks
I'm also an inmocent victim. In fact she
gave me a hundred dollars to help when
I told her I was being blackmailed too.
But I don’t think she’s good for much
more. She pawned most of her jewels
and sold out & lot of bonds her mother
had given her. She’s about cleaned. How-
ever, I've already contacted that other
woman, this Alice Layhe. Lupo insulted
her and I smacked him over and the rest
was duck soup. I managed to have tea
with her, gave her the foreign legion
story and . ..”

Kushner snorted.

“Gad, how they eat your line, Doggie!
You, a hell-hound, ha!”

Ruhl flushed, but went on:

“It’s making us money anyhow. I've ar-
ranged to attend a party late tonight;
she’ll be there with her husband.”

The Major nodded in approbation.

“Good, now if you play your cards the
way I tell—" He stopped and swung his
eyes to the hall door.

The others swivelled in unison. Stum-
bling footsteps clumped down the corridor,
stopped, and a buzzer rang somewhere in
the apartment. The four waited. A giant
German appeare? from a room beyond,
glanced at the Major, then moved towards
the door. He vanished to reappear a
couple of minutes latter assisting another
man. As the latter stumbled into the pres-
ence of the four, at least three gasped his
name.

“Lupo!” It was a chorus of fear.

Lupo the Lynx was in bad shape. As
he stood, his back propped against the
door jamb, blood dripped from his bat-
tered face. At best, Lupo the Lynx was
no Appollo, but at the moment he looked
as if he had lost an argument with a loco-
motive. His once-broken nose was now a
bulbulous knot, his usually belligerent jaw
was strangely awry, and his mouth wide
open as though in a frozen yawn. He had
fear in his piggy eyes; he seemed afraid
of the men before him and even more
afraid of something behind. His clothes
were torn, especially around the throat,
forearms and legs. Chunks of cloth were
missing.

The Major broke the heavy silence.

“What is the matter with you?”

Kushner’s held-breath exploded.

“Yeah! What in hell happened?
Where’s the dame I....” He stopped,
swore.

Lupo blinked rapidly, tears welled out
of his eyes, and streaked his bloody cheek.
He raised a weary hand, pulled at his
jaw, which suddenly snapped back into
place. At the same time, strange guttural
sounds escaped his wide open mouth.
Tears came to his eyes as he gingerly
fumbled at his aching lower maxillary.

“Say it!” roared Kushner.

Lupo stopped, blinked. He opened his
mouth experimentally, tested it, then said:

“The Black Hawk!”

TIYHE Major never changed his expres-
-+ sion, but a sucking noise of tongue on
teeth warned the initiated that the news
was a shock. At length he spoke.

“What blunder did you make, Lupo,
that brought the Hawk into the picture?”

Lupo wagged his head.

“S’ help me, Chief, none! I follows
the dame when she leaves the house. She
went to a garage, plants her machine and
beats it through the station. She gets a
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cab, goes to the docks and I follows.
When I seen she was goin’ to croak her-
self, I grabs her. She does this. . ..” He
pointed to a bullet hole along his shoul-
der. “It didn’t do much damage, but
knocked me off'n my pins. Then she
headed for the drink, me after her. I
hears a dog, a small sort of rat terrier, I
guess. . . .”

“Hawk’s Scottie!” Kushner hissed be-
tween clenched teeth.

“Anyhow, the dog went for me, an’
then this man pussy-foots out of the dark-
ness. I go for my gun, but, cripes, he
slugs me with a club an’. . . .”

“You don’t have to lie!” Kushner cut
in. “The Black Hawk never carries any-
thing but his fists.”

“Well, I didn’t see much,” Lupo de-
fended, “nothin’ but a lot of stars. My
nose went the first crack, then when I got
up I run into this.” He indicated his jaw.

“And the woman?’ the Major de-
manded.

“I don’t know,” the unfortunate Lupo
admitted. “When I come to, well, there
weren’t nobody around.”

There was a long moment of silence,
then Ruhl whispered:

“I guess that ends our racket!”

Kushner swore, growled: “I can’t un-
derstand him goin’ into this. But for
once Doggie’s right; we’ll have to hole
up, Major.”

The Major adjusted his monocle, sur-
veyed Kushner as though for the first
time, and his firm mouth twisted into a
frosty smile.

“My dear Monk, that hardly sounds
like you!”

Kushner jerked his neck.

“T know, I know, you got lots of nerve,
Major, but you’re a newcomer to this
town, practically speaking; I was raised
here. This guy Hawk is no monkey, I'm
telling you. A lot of tough guys mixed
with him, and if they were lucky they got

off with just dying ; the others. .. .” Kush-
ner shook his head and sucked breath
through tightened lips. e

The Major sat down, removed his mon-
ocle and musefully tapped it against a
thumb nail. The others waited in a re-
spectful silence.

“I expected that, sooner or later, I
would run against this ex-pugilist you call
the Black Hawk,” he told them. “I'm
afraid the city cannot hold us both.”

Kushner winced. “Exactly the way
Hawk would phrase it, Major.”

Manheim, who defied the Major and
loathed Kushner, sniffed impatiently.

“Pshaw! What’s so tough about this
Black Hawk? He’s only human, isn’t he?
Tell me that—isn’t he? Eh?” He favored
the lawyer with a blast of his potent
breath.

For once Kushner showed no resent-
ment ; he seemed lost in thought.

“A lot of people don’t think he’s
human,” he replied. ‘“He’s rich and pow-
erful, although some of the cops hate
his guts. He isn’t any ordinary slug-nutty
palooka—get that idea out of your head.
He’s brains. He climbed to the champion-
ship of the world, then retired with a lot
of jack, undefeated. Now he spends his
time and money keeping us honest folks
from making a living.”

“I understood he specialized solely on
jewel cases,” the Major commented.

“He does,” Kushner.admitted. “I can’t
understand how he horned into this affair
unless he just happened to be prowling
the water-front when the Allywn dame
tried to go off the pier. That’s probably
the story, because he’s moody, or some-
thing. He’s always around where you
don’t want him.”

- “Then, in your opinion, Monk, the
Hawk has our young matron in his keep-
ing ?” :

“That’s a pretty good guess, Major!"
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The Major stood up. He looked more
the soldier than ever.

“‘In that case,” he said crisply, “we will
kill two birds with one stone.”

CHAPTER THREE
The Hawk that Flies Alone

UDITH ALLWYN recovered con-

sciousness in a strange environment.
She found herself half-buried in the
dreamy depths of a huge chair, a pillow
comfortably placed behind her head and
her feet, now encased in dainty mules,
propped upon an ottoman before a crack-
ling fire. She blinked, completely bewil-
dered, but when her eyes opened again,
the setting was the same.

Judith had the weak sensation that it
must be all part of a dream. She looked
at her clothing: it too, was strange. Her
own sodden garments were hidden be-
neath a great warm gown which en-
shrouded her slender body. Everything
about the setting was masculine, every-
thing except those dainty mules.

Suddenly she felt eyes watching her,
boring into her in calculating appraisal.
She jerked erect, and saw the owner of
those unsympathetic eyes. They seemed to
glow out of the shadows at her feet.
A massive tiger rug stretched across the
middle of the big room, and on it lay the
owner of those beady orbs.

He was small in stature, and at first she
wasn'’t sure what sort of creature he was.
His squarish head was a thing of angles:
sharp, alert ears, a straight nose and
boxed whiskers. His shaggy coat was a
grey brindle, pig-rough. As she met the
eyes, the diminutive owner lifted his head
and she saw a gleaming row of teeth that
looked, to her terrified gaze, comparable in
size with the fangs of the huge Siberian
tiger. Judith shrank back into the chair
and her mouth opened for a scream.

But she never gave utterance to it.

A man'’s voice broke the silence.

“Don’t be afraid of Sandy, young lady.
He won’t harm you.”

Judith went limp. The voice seemed to
come from the depths of a huge chair on
the opposite side of the fireplace. As she
stared, her eyes distinguished the figure of
a man relaxed there.

He was almost lost in a clump of
shadow, for the blaze of the logs were re-
flected on her own features. But now that
she was aware of his presence, he seemed
to become more visible. He was big, with-
out seeming so, and ruggedly handsome.
His skin was tanned so that it all but
matched the deep brown upholstery of the
chair in which he sat. He moved slightly
and Judith glimpsed the sheen of a
starched shirt-front under a smoking jack-
et. Her own eyes must have mirrored the
terror that gripped her, for the man
smiled.

“Please don’t be startled,” he sug-
gested quietly. “You're quite all right.
Drink that glass of brandy beside you.”

Somehow Judith obeyed. The brandy
stimulated her and she ran a timid hand
over her face. Unexplainably, fear was
melting away.

“Who are you?” she whispered after a
pause. “And where am I?”

“My name is James Hawk,” the man
told her. “This is my home.”

“Your home!” Judith gasped. “How
did T get here?” At once the memories
broke the dyke of oblivion and flooded her
mind.

“I was walking along the water-front,”
the man was saying, “when I saw you
running. There was a man following you
who apparently did not belong because,
well—you shot him.”

Judith buried her face in her hands.

“God forgive me!” she sobbed.

“Don’t let it worry you,” Hawk chuck-
led. “Your shooting needs improvement.
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He wasn’t hurt, not then. But he re-
sented my appearance on the scene and
we had a slight altercation.”

“Oh-oh!” sobbed Judith. “He was a
monster! Did you get hurt?”

The man smiled. “Well, no. You see,
I’ve done a bit of that sort of thing, and
. ... anyhow, we brought you here. Mind
telling me what you meant to do down
there?"”

The last veil of memory lifted and
Judith remembered it all. She sagged,
limp, defeated.

“I meant to kill myself!”

Hawk rose, crossed to a small cabinet
and opened it. He chose one, from a gen-
erous variety of bottles, and poured a stiff
drink into a glass. Then he moved over
to her chair, handed it to her.

“Drink this.”

It was a command, not a request, but
somehow Judith had no longer the
strength to resist. Her hand closed over
the glass and her eyes met those of the
small dog on the rug. The expression
had not changed ; he seemed neither to like
nor dislike her; he was coldly imper-
sonal . . .. She emptied the drink.

HE man returned to his chair, but sat

on the arm, watching her. The drink
had seared her throat, but she felt strange-
ly different.

“Now see here,” he said. “You're in
trouble. I happen to knew that the man
who attacked you is a professional killer
known as Lupo the Lynx. Lupo works
only on assignments and is not given to
chasing women of your ilk for the sport
of the thing. I know, too, that Lupo is
connected with a master blackmailer and
it'’s a fair guess that you are one of his
victims. If you will give me your story,
perhaps I can help you.”

Judith shook her head frantically.

“No, no, no! You must not interfere!
You can't realize what you are doing!”

She stared at her feet in obvious hysteria.
“I must go! I must, I tell you!”

The dog bounced to his feet, eyeing her.
He gave a low, throaty growl that fright-
ened her back into her chair.

The man shook his head.

“You cannot leave like this, Mrs. All-
wyn.”

Judith felt suddenly limp.

“Then you know who I .. .?

Hawk nodded. “You were very care-
ful to remove all marks of identification
from your clothing,” he told her, “But I
recognized you from this.” He picked up
a rotogravure picture, obviously gleaned
from a Sunday supplement. It was a
photograph of herself, and was clipped to
a carefully typewritten page.

Noting her surprise, he went on:

“I keep a file of all owners of well-
known jewelry. You have several splen-
did gems, Mrs. Allwyn; your necklace of
matched pearls is a collector’s item. I
dislike a scene, and all that sort of thing,
but if you persist in leaving, I must call
your husband.”

“Oh, you wouldn’t!”

His mouth tightened. “I can’t let you
kill yourself."”

Judith covered her face. Her head swam
dizzily, but in spite of her terror, she felt
an inclination to talk. It must be the
drink, she told herself. But she couldn't
talk to this absolute stranger who called
himself. . . .

Abruptly she jerked erect. Her eyes
flashed from the man to the dog, and then
to the rug the dog was lying upon. His
identity exploded in her consciousness and
on her lips simultaneously.

“You are the—the Hawk—the Black
Hawk!”

She saw him smile and knew she was
right. Her stare remained fixed. So a
miracle had happened to her; she had
leapt into the dark waters of the harbor
and woke up in the home of the strangest

”
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man in the city, the legendary figure
known as the Black Hawk! Judith had
heard of him, often. Yet somehow, now
that she found herself alone in his pres-
ence, she expected to see an older and
harder character.

“An emerald-cut diamond pendant ap-
peared in the possession of a known
fence,” the famous detective was saying.
“If I'm not greatly mistaken, it was the
same stone Botteaux cut for you at the
order of your husband.”

Judith nodded.

“T sold it!” she groaned. Then the
words babbled out of her lips. “Oh, it’s
ghastly! I hate myself—loathe myself!”

“It can’t be as bad as that,” Hawk sug-
gested.

“You don’t know how bad it really is!”
she cried. “I’ve put myself in an impos-
sible situation. There is only one way out.
I tried to take that!”

“It began how?”

"VHE drink was having its effect. Judith

found herself talking, without the

power to stop. She had the detached sen-
sation of listening to another’s story.

“Two months ago, I was accosted on
the street by a terrible man. He said some
frightful things, and I was too stricken
to scream. Then a clean-cut young chap
who chanced to be passing came to my as-
sistance. He knocked the other down
and helped me into a cab before there was
any trouble or publicity. I—well—I never
did a thing like it before, but I did go to
tea with him at a tiny café he suggested.
It was fun and he was so interesting ; he
had been an officer in the French Foreign
Legion.

“We had tea several times after that
and . . .” Judith stopped. Tears flooded
her eyes and the image of the detective
swam unsteadily.

“He compromised you?”

Her head nodded mutely. She shut her
eyes, tight, and went on:

“One day we went to a new place for
cocktails. I don’t remember much my-
self. I know he looked so nice and
romantic, and then . . . . perhaps I wasn’t
used to the drink. Anyway, I woke up
hours later in a room above the café.
I was alone and . ...” Judith bit back the
sob that threatened, “. . . . my clothing
was dishevelled. The manager came up
and told me that I had been having a wild
party, that I had been singing and danc-
ing until his other tenants had complained.
He said, too, that two men had come and
arrested Ellison.”

“Who’s Ellison?”’

“Buddy Ellison; the young man I was
with!

“T was mortified and nearly crazy! I
went home in a cab, just sick. I had no
idea what could have happened until the
lawyer called.”

“Who’s lawyer ?”

“Buddy’s wife’s. I didn’t know he was
married; it really never came up. We
were just friends up until . . .” She fal-
tered again.

“It sounds like a simple variation of the
old badger game,” Hawk commented dry-
ly. “You should have told the lawyer to
go climb a tack.”

Judith shook her head.

“You don’t understand! He had pic-
tures ! Oh, God forgive me, they were ter-
rible! How could I be such a loathesome
beast!”

“Whoa!” coaxed the detective with a
placating motion of his hand. “Take it
easy. What were the pictures? Of you
and Ellison in a compromising. . ... Lt

She nodded hysterically.

“So can’t you understand that there is
no way out? No matter what happens,
those pictures might be seen. Oh, Mr.
Hawk, I couldn’t stand it. My family, my
baby, my husband I’
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“Perhaps the pictures are faked?”

“No, no, no! I saw a print! They are
only too real . ... and after what the
manager said about me dancing and sing-
ing. .... ”

“Did you ever see Ellison again?”

Judith choked incoherently for a mo-
ment, then controlled herself sufficiently
to continue:

“Yes. He called the next day. He
was most contrite, took all the blame and
offered to go to Paul, my husband, and
tell him the truth. But don’t you see. . . .?
And then they started to blackmail him,
too, and . . . . well, I've reached the end
of my rope.”

Hawk took a slow walk around the
room,

“The first thing for you to do,” he sug-
gested slowly, “is to return home. Then
Pllissees 2

She sobbed out the answer to that.

“I can’t go home! I've written a letter
to my husband!”

The Black Hawk frowned, opened his
mouth to speak, when a low, warning
growl from the dog stopped him.

A few seconds later the
jangled.

Stark terror flooded the eyes of Judith
Allwyn. She swayed to her feet, clutched
the back of the chair. The detective nod-
_ ded toward the tiny alcove, and she stum-
bled towards it. The instant she was out
of sight, the Hawk snapped his fingers
once.

doorbell

The terrier met his eyes, turned quietly
and vanished into the shadows behind a
chair. After that, Hawk swung around
and walked to the front door.

CHAPTER FOUR
Visiting Gorillas
EN that lived in the shadow-world

swore the Black Hawk bore a
charmed life. But this, like most super-

stitions, belied a perfectly logical expla-
nation. True, he had escaped the blazing
guns and baited traps of the underworld,
often by the narrowest margins. Yet the
answer was simple : he was clever. Living
on the fringe of death and violence, his
wits were sharpened to a knife-edge. He
always controlled a situation whenever
possible, yet on the few occasions when
cornered showed a ferocity that threw his
enemies into confusion.

And so, now, as he quietly opened his
front door with apparent casualness, he
contrived to keep his body shielded by the
steel-backed panel.

Two men barged through the opening.
They might have slain him then, but he
knew they wouldn’t. Having come this
far, he was satisfied they wanted some-
thing besides his life.

The Black Hawk recognized the first
man as Lupo the Lynx; Lupo carried a
gun and looked anxious to use it. It was
obvious that subordination to the second
man was the only thing that prevented
him. And so the detective swung his eyes
from Lupo and surveyed the glowering
scowl of Monk Kushner.

“Where’s the dame, Hawk?” snapped
the attorney.

The detective grinned. Lupo spat an
oath and raked his knuckles across
Hawk’s jaw.

“You heard him!” he snarled.

Hawk nodded, ignored the blow. “It
didn’t make sense, that’s all.”

Kushner snapped a piece of gum be-
tween his teeth. “Inside,” he growled,
indicating the lighted library with a jerk
of his head.

Hawk shrugged, turned and sauntered
ahead of his visitors. Without moving his
head, he glanced swiftly around the
room. Neither the woman nor the terrier
was visible. He crossed to the hearth,
swung around and leaned against the
mantle.
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Kushner was disappointed; his scowl
showed that. Lupo’s expression was one
of ill-suppressed hate; he looked like a
vicious dog straining on a leash. That
leash, Hawk surmised, lay in an unspoken
word from Monk Kushner.

“You've got a woman cached some-
place. We want her, pronto.”

Hawk chose a smoke from a case
nearby, taking care to keep his hands in
sight all the time. He never looked at
Lupo, but out of the corner of his eyes
he glimpsed the surly gorilla watching
him, hawk-like,

“It’s customary,” he drawled, “to state
your business when you come into a place.
Suppose you do that.”

Kushner gave his head a quick nod.

“Okay. We want the woman first.
Then we’re going to make damn sure you
learn to keep your nose out of our busi-
ness.”

“Blackmail business?”

Kushner snorted, but made no immedi-
ate retort. He twisted his thick neck and
spoke to Lupo.

“Frisk the joint!
dame’s still here.”

I got a hunch the

THE gorilla bobbed his head. He still

showed plenty evidence of his recent
thrashing. His nose was swollen into a
massive sore and his jaw was blue. He
favored his injured shoulder and when
he turned to cross the room, he dragged
one leg.

The Hawk watched Lupo move towards
the alcove. He wondered what the Allwyn
woman would say when the gunman
dragged her from her place of conceal-
ment. He moved his head slightly and
saw two shining eyes fixed on his face.
It was difficult to suppress a smile at the
eager, pleading anticipation he read there.

To his sutprise, however, Lupo ram-
sacked the little alcove without success.

He limped back into the library holding
up a tiny slipper.

But Judith Allwyn had vanished!

For a long moment the three men
stared at the slipper, then Kushner swung
piggy eyes on the Black Hawk.

“I'll give you just three seconds,” he
swore, “to turn up that dame. One. ...”

“You have me there,” grunted Hawk.

“Twoie=c

Hawk realized his position. It was now
or never. He had hoped to postpone the
encounter as long as possible in the hope
of gleaning some pertinent facts behind
the case. But the thing was out of his
hands. Kushner towered before him like
a Nero at an execution; Lupo fingered
his gun, eager, hungry to fire.

The detective bunched his muscles with
no outer movement ; his weight shifted to
the balls of his feet. Even a close obset-
ver could not have detected the change,
would not have granted him a chance.
And when Monk Kushner drew his
breath to count “three”, Hawk snapped
his fingers. . . . twice.

Lupo the Lynx screamed in pain and
terror as tearing fangs crunched about his
gun-wrist. His fingers contracted, the
weapon exploded a couple of times, then
clattered from numbed fingets.

Hawk hesitated the barest fraction of
a second to make sure that Sandy had his
hold, then he slithered forward and
stabbed a rapierish left into tHe startled
features of the big attorney.

The Monk was an athlete of parts,
Hawk knew that from the way he in-
stinctively rolled with the blow. Kushnet
pirouetted, sensed the fact that he would
have no time to go for a gun and scooped
up a chair. As the detective dove after
him, Kushner lashed out with the chair.

Lupo was thrashing on the floor trying
to shake off the clamped teeth of the dog.
He dragged the big tiger rug from its
usual place into the center of the room.
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Thus, as Hawk ducked the chair, his
foot contacted the stuffed head of the
deceased tiger and he sprawled at the
very feet of his antagonist, helpless for
the moment.

That moment was all Monk Kushner
needed. He let go the chair, leapt back
a step and clawed out his gun. As the
Hawk pulled himself to a half-crouch,
he found himself closer to death than he
had ever been before. He saw Kushner
coolly ratchet back the hammer of the big
revolver and braced himself for the lead-
en impact.

And then a grey streak caromed past
his head to land full on the lawyer’s chest.

Hawk sighed deeply, not so much in
relief as in appreciation. Sandy had never
let him down! The game little Scot had
missed his flying hold, but no matter.
Two slugs churned from the lawyer’s gun,
but they zinged over the Hawk’s head.
For an instant, Monk Kushner was un-
balanced. . . .

The detective started the blow with his
leap. Both terminated against the mas-
sive frame of the Monk. He toppled
sideways like a felled Redwood. The
whole house shook as he struck the floor
—out cold.

Sandy had leapt to one side to escape
the weight of the big man, but almost at
once he sprang back again and would have
torn Kushner’s throat out had the Hawk
not prevented him by a quiet command.

Hawk licked his torn knuckle and
whirled to see what had happened to
Kushner's aide. A low whistle escaped
him.

Lupo the Lynx lay spread-eagled on
his back. His wide, glazing eyes told a
mute story. He was quite dead! .

Hawk’s first thought was, of course,
that Sandy had killed the gorilla, but as
he bent over the body, he saw the two
bullet holes; one had struck Lupo in the
forehead just above the right eye, the

other had pierced his throat. Either, the
detective knew, would have caused death.
The truth was obvious: when Sandy had
tilted Monk Kushner off balance just as
the lawyer fired, he had saved his mas-
ter’s life, but condemned the Lynx.

And then the Hawk remembered the
woman !

He turned towards the alcove, glancing
at Kushner. The lawyer was limp, and
looked as though he would remain so for
some time.

But Judith Allwyn was not .in the tiny
space. Acting on a hunch, he examined
the window, and thus found the solution
to her disappearance. The sash, custo-
marily fastened, was now unlocked. She
had made her escape through the window
during the fight.

Relocking it, he returned to the big
library. . . .

R a moment Hawk was undecided.
His duty, of course, was to call the
police, but that would involve explana-
tions; and a subsequent investigation,
even if it cleared himself, would undoubt-
edly drag the name of Judith Allwyn into
the limelight and the mire of scandal.
Hawk shook his head grimly; he couldn’t
do that.

He picked up the tiny slipper that had
fallen from the hairy hands of Lupo. It
was trim, clean and almost pathetically
dainty. Gently he placed it on the mantle,
then he reached down, gripped the corpse
of Lupo the Lynx by the shoulders and
dragged him out of the room.

When Hawk returned a moment later,
there was the grim ghost of a smile hov-
ering on his lips. Not a smile of merri-
ment, but rather a satisfied grin that her-
alded an idea.

Sandy was still standing guard over the
inert figure of the lawyer. The detective
crossed to a cabinet, removed a tiny bottle,
shook it carefully, and then withdrawing
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the stopper, rubbed it against the soles
of Kushner's oxfords.

Replacing the bottle, he gave Sandy a
warning nod and left the room. He car-
ried a case when he came back, from
which he extracted several electric light
bulbs. These he changed with the ones at
present in the room lamps, and when he
had finished, the whole tone of the library
was changed. Instead of the soft, mellow
light that was customary, the place was
alive with brilliance. With only the
puzzled eyes of the terrier to follow his
movements, the Hawk went ahead with
his plan. The stage was barely completed
when a low growl from Sandy warned
him that the vacationing spirit of attor-
ney Kushner was in the process of re-
clhiming the Hmp body.

CHAPTER FIVE
Hawk Snare

THE somewhat hazy vision that greeted
the Monk when he experimentally
pried open one eye was not reassuring.
He found himself sprawled in a corner,
his head propped against a hard, unyield-
ing wall. That head was just one big
ache. From this position he could distin-
guish the tall figure of the Hawk tower-
ing above him. The gun in the detective’s
hands he recognized as his own. A rum-
bling noise at his elbow caught his atten-
tion and when he turned his head, he cried
out in terror. Inches from his throat
crouched the small terrier, long fangs
bared. And then the Hawk spoke to him.
“Don’t make any sudden moves,” he
recommended. “But if you care to crawl
into this chair, you may find it more com-
fortable.”

Monk Kushner climbed to his feet
and staggered over to the chair the detec-
tive had indicated. His beady eyes
‘whipped around the big room, but they
seemed to be alone. Monk had a hazy

recollection of Lupo’s trying to jump the
Hawk from behind during their recent
battle, but he couldn’t be sure. Monk
wasn’'t sure of anything at the moment,
except that he was in a bad spot. If half
the things he had heard about this ex-pug
were true, he’d be lucky to get out of the
mess with his life, to say nothing of his
freedom.

To his surprise, however, Hawk acted
the perfect host. He poured a stiff glass
of good Scotch and pushed it in front of
the lawyer. Monk drained the container
in one gulp, and while he felt considerably
improved, he was still bewildered.

The Hawk sank into a chair opposite.

“Now,” he suggested blandly, “suppose
we discuss this matter sensibly, as man to
man. You are a lawyer, I believe? The
name is Kushner?”

Monk chewed his lower lip, frowned.

“Sure,” he admitted finally, “I'm a
lawyer. T’ll play it your way, mister.”

Hawk beamed, and Kushner’s puzzle-
ment increased. Was this grinning ape
the guy the whole underworld feared?
Was he nuts, or did he have something
up his sleeve? He couldn’t be sure and it
worried him. The bottle of excellent
Scotch lay within the reach of his arm
and he took another long one. Out of the
corner of one eye he watched the detec-
tive to see how he was taking it, but the
Hawk was gazing dreamily at the eeiling.

Kushner felt his confidence return in
direct ratio to the strength of the liquor.

“I guess I was a little hasty,” he said,
choosing each word with obvious care.
“But of course I was only bluffing.”

“I thought you were,” Hawk admitted.
“Now just what is the angle? The wo-
man’s husband is reputedly wealthy, so
I suppose you had decided on a snatch?”

Kushner frowned at the glass. He
wished he knew just how much the All-
wyn wench had talked. This Hawk talked
and acted like a punk kid, but Monk
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couldn’t forget all the weird tales he had
heard about him. Was Hawk seeking a
cut on the take, or was he baiting him on?
And where in the hell was Lupo?
“There’s an idea in that,” Monk agreed.
“But the truth of the matter is, I'm work-
ing for her husband. The dame’s been
stepping out—you know what I mean.”
Hawk whistled, grinned, then nodded.
“I’'m beginning to understand. So that
is how it is, eh? Well, she fooled me.”
Smart? Monk nearly laughed out loud.
“Sure, that’s how it is,” he declared
with a straight face. “Now I’ll have a hell
of a time tracing her down again. You

Seel i

Monk’s words trailed and his pulse
quickened. He almost blinked, for there
was his own gun on the table less than
halfway between himself and the de-
tective. Hastily he jerked his eyes back
to the other, but apparently Hawk had
noticed nothing.

..... you see, Hawk, there’s a di-
vorce in the wind,” he wound up lamely.

The detective grimaced disgustedly.

“Bah! Another night shot to blazes.
Well, that’s too bad. You won’t mind ex-
plaining to the police, will you? I’ll have
to phone them in case some of the neigh-
bor’s report the shooting. An attorney
of your standing would have no trouble
in that connection, of course.” He rolled
his head to indicate the telephone behind
him.

Kushner shook his head.

“Sure, call ’em now. I'll explain.”

As the detective rose, Monk bunched
his muscles. His button eyes slithered
around the room in search of the dog, but
Sandy had disappeared. He replaced his
glass on the stand nearby and gripped the
arms of his chair. Through drooping lids,
he saw Hawk casually turn his back and
saunter towards the telephone,

Then the Monk acted!

E eased out of the chair and inched

towards the table like a cougar crawl-
ing on his belly preparatory to a spring.
He made the last two yards in a jump,
clawed the gun into his hands and
squeezed the trigger before the Hawk had
time to turn.

There was one awful moment when
Monk wondered if the gun had been un-
loaded, but an explosive blast reassured
him. He saw a startled look flood the eyes
of the tall detective. Monk fired again
e AgAiN:

The Hawk recoiled with each blast,
struck the wall and started sideways. At
the third shot, he doubled, one knee
buckled and he crashed on his shoulder.

It was not the first time Monk Kush-
ner had killed a man, but somehow a wave
of fear crept over him. The Black Hawk!
He brought up the gun again, took care-
ful aim and fired once more. The body
shuddered, then lay still,

The Monk waited no longer. He
jammed his gun into its holster, leapt
across the room, scooping up his hat as he
ran. At the door he paused long enough
to switch off the lights, He didn’t want
any snooping neighbor to peek under the
window curtain and report the crime un-
til he had a chance to establish an alibi.
He took the precaution to wipe off the
door knobs on the way out so as to re-
move any trace of finger-prints, then he
bolted into the night.

As he expected, the car that he and
Lupo had come in was no longer parked
at the curb. He cursed the Lynx, conclud-
ing that that worthy had used the machine
in a getaway. The Monk decided to take
no chances; there would undoubtedly be
an intensive investigation by the police
into the Black Hawk’s death, and Monk
didn’t want any taxi driver testifying
against him. He took a quick glance in
all directions to make sure no one ob-
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served him, then he struck off across
town at a brisk walk.

IT took Monk the best part of an hour to

tramp the four miles to the Major’s
apartment. He walked rapidly, but he lost
time in circling and doubling on his own
tracks to make sure that he was not being
tailed. Monk Kushner was no fool, he
was taking no chances on the “unex-
pected” witness that might crop up later.
Anyway, the Major was very strict about
any of the boys leading a shadow to head-
quarters.

He reached the apartment only to find
the Major gone. Lupo had, of course,
not shown up. Monk sat down and re-
viewed the events that had so explosively
transpired. He drank a little and tuned
into the police broadcast. So far, he noted
with pleasure, the cops had not discovered
the body. . . .

Two hours later Doggie keyed his way
into the apartment and at four o’clock,
the Major himself showed up. While
Ruhl mixed the drinks, Monk recited his
story. It varied from the absolute truth
only in minor details: Monk merely neg-
lected to recount the pangs of terror that
had engulfed him at the time of the en-
counter. All fear had left him by this
time and he spoke with pride of the
Hawk’s death.

Doggie Ruhl clanked the ice in the
shaker and whistled in awe.

“That’s a load off my mind!” he
breathed fervently. “I was leery of that
guy, Monk.”

Monk sniffed, looked at the Major for
approbation, and found none.

“If the cops get to that woman, Monk,”
he remarked, ‘“she will put you in a bad
spot. And you too, Doggie.”

Ruhl winced. He knew what that meant
—that the Major washed his hands of the
whole affair if it blew up in their faces.

He glanced at Kushner, and found that
worthy scowling.

“That’s an angle, Major; we ought to
have her.”

The Major nodded.

“We should. This intrusion on the
part of Hawk may yet be worked out to
our advantage—if we can get the girl.”

“You have an idea, then?” From Dog-
gie.

“We might carry on as we anticipated,”
the Major said slowly. “Hold the girl
for ransom. Since her husband has no
knowledge of the picture angle, he will
pay.”

Ruhl bit his lip.

“But when she is released, Major, what’s
to prevent her from squawking then?”

The Major breathed on his monocle ab-
sently, and did not answer.

Kushner gave a silent whistle.

“I get it—a natural! Dead gals don't
squawk!”

Ruhl winced again.

“Oh!” he grinned. “I get it, too!”

“The thing to do is to locate the wom-
an,” the Major pointed out. “You two
had better get busy; you have to beat the
police to it, you know.”

Kushner nodded. “Gad! I wish that
damned Lupo would show! You better
fan out, Doggie, and see if she’s home.”

“You better accompany him, Monk,”
the Major suggested dryly. “Doggie’s a
gigolo, not a gorilla.”

ONK swore, emptied his drink and
stood up. Doggie carefully adjusted a
white silk’gcarf, set his hard hat at just the
propér angle and picked up his top-coat.
The Monk had the hall door open when
the telephone rang.
The three exchanged glances.
“That’s Lupo, damn him!’ Kushner
growled.
The Major crossed the room, picked up
the receiver and said:
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“Yes?” His voice was calm, cool,

His two confederates saw the ghost of
frown flit across his forehead. He mur-
mured, “Just a moment, please,” and put
one hand over the composition mouth-
piece.

“It’s for you, Doggie,” he said.

Ruhl bit his lip, hurried over and picked
up the instrument.

“Hello!” then a long pause. Color
flooded his cheeks, and his dreamy eyes
slitted, became crafty. “Why, yes, yes, by
all means wait for me! I’ll come right
over. Of course . ... of course! Now
you wait right there!” He was breathing
rapidly when he hung up the receiver and
faced the quizzical eyes of the other pair.

“It was her! The Allwyn girl! She’s
afraid to go home!”

“You are going to meet her?”” Kushner
demanded.

Doggie bobbed his head. “Yeah! She’s
waiting for me now.”

“How,” the Major wanted to know,
“did she possess this number?”

Ruhl paled. “Well, I gave it to her
in case of an emergency.”

“We'll discuss that later,” the Major
promised. “Get her, and bring her here.”
When Kushner started to follow Ruhl, the
Major stopped him. “You better wait
here, Monk.”

CHAPTER SIX

Snatch!

WHEN Judith Allwyn heard Lawyer

Kushner’s voice as that gentleman
forced his way into the home of the
Black Hawk, her hopes exploded. Insane
with fear she had clawed open the win-
dow of the tiny alcove and leapt outside.
The next two hours was ‘an interlude of
hysteria. She had crept from shadow to
shadow like a wounded doe, afraid to
live, afraid to die. It seemed to her be-

wildered senses that there was no way
to turn; even the solace of death was
closed to her. She had wanted, tried to
die, in the hope that her shame would be
concealed from her husband, but they
wouldn't let her die. Even the famous de-
tective, the Black Hawk, joined the con-
spirators to keep her in living torture.

At last, sick and exhausted, Judith crept
into the tiny café where Ellison had first
taken her. The manager smiled and
steered her into a closed booth. If he
noticed her dishevelled appearance, he
gave no heed ; he was a man of the world,
by his own admission. When he asked
her if was expecting someone, Judith
nodded and collapsed in a chair the in-
stant the door closed.

For the first time, she noticed that one
of her shoes was gone. Then she re-
membered! In the frantic flight from the
detective’s home, she had recovered one of
her own slippers, changed it for one of
the mules, and then she had glimpsed
Lupo the Lynx push into the library. She
had fled then, shoes, everything forgotten.
She wondered if the manager of the café
had noticed the single mule?

In desperation, she thought of Ellison.
She just had to do something—perhaps,
since his plight was only less serious than
her own, he could advise her. She looked
for her purse, remembered that she had
left it at home, and rang the bell near
the table. While she waited, she tried to
whip up some courage.

The manager came in, grinning. He
was a rotund Italian, sly and genial.

“Yes, madame?” he said, and leered at
her.

Judith sat very straight.

“I mislaid my purse,” she managed
primly. “I wonder if you could give me
a nickel with which to call a friend?”

“Why certainly!” The big man plunked
a coin on the cloth in front of her. “If
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this friend he do not come, I myself weel
see you someplace.”

“You are very kind,” Judith murmured
through taut lips. “The telephone is...?”

“Near the bar,” grinned the man, and
led the way back to the main dining room,
now deserted except for a young couple
apparently waiting for a cab.

There was a booth, Judith noted with
relief. The manager, fat and hopeful, hov-
ered near the glass door. He busied him-
self polishing glasses, but his head was
cocked to listen.

Strangely, though Judith had never
called Ellison, the two numbers he had
given her, “just in case,” were seared into
her memory ; she could re-picture the very
moment he gave them to her. Suppose he
wasn’t in? Suppose. . . .

Judith shook her head, tightened her
jaw and called the first number. After
three minutes of steady ringing, she called
the second one. ‘She got the Major that
time, but of course, did not know it. When
the man she knew as Elfison promised to
come, she felt relieved.

¢ePUDDY !’ Judith cried as Ruhl en-
tered.

Ruhl smiled. He crossed the room, both
hands outstretched. Judith swayed to her
feet, accepted the handclasp, then drew
her own hands sharply away. Ruhl’s were
hot, moist. For a passing instant Judith
felt a revulsion, then forgot it in the ex-
citement of her position.

“I thought you’d never get here,” she
moaned,

Ruhl licked his lips.

“We can’t stay here, Judy!” he whis-
pered. “They know about this place!”

“But I must talk to you,” she pleaded.

Ruhl nodded, tock her arm and gently
pilotted her towards the door.

“T’ve got a car outside,” he said placat-
ingly. “We can go up to my sister’s apart-

ment; she knows about the thing, and will
help us. Come, let’s get moving.”

Judith hesitated. She didn’t feel that
she could possibly face another woman,
not if that woman knew about those ter-
rible pictures. Then, as though he read
her mind, Ruhl swept her unspoken ob-
jection aside.

“She knows nothing of the frame-up,
Judith. She only knows there is trouble.”

Too weak to fight longer, Judith al-
lowed herself to be led out of the café.
As she passed through the bar-room the
manager leered at her, and instinctively
she shrank against her companion. Ruhl
was quick to sense the movement, for he
tightened his possessive grip on her arm.

Once in the machine, with brisk, cold
air whipping against her feverish features,
Judith felt better. Under Ruhl’s skillful
probing, she told him everything that had
happened from the writing of the letter,
her attempt at suicide and the entry of
Tiger Trent, to the arrival of Lupo and
Kushner.

“Well, the Hawk won’t butt in any
more,” he told her. “He was killed in the
fight. You were very fortunate to escape.”

“Killed ?”

He nodded. “I heard the police broad-
cast, but of course I never dreamed that
you were there. It would have been ter-
rible for both of us if the police found
out. You dida’t leave anything, did you,
anything incriminating, I mean?”

Judith went weak against the seat.

“My shoe!” she murmured. “Obh,
God!”

The man didn’t speak for a while, and
Judith lay limp, scarcely breathing. She
felt like a clock run down, but still barely
ticking. In a little while, it seemed, her
heart must stop.

The roadster stopped first. Judith
opened her eyes on a dark apartment
house. It looked dingy, unlighted, and
then she realized that they were n 2a
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small alley and this was evidently the rear
of the building. Her companion corrob-
orated this assumption.

“We had better slip in this way so we
won’t be seen.”

Judith recoiled against the thought of
sneaking in a servant’s entrance. She
must have hesitated, for Ruhl said softly:

“You'll like sis, she’s white.” He shoved
her gently ahead into the building.

The long corridor was deserted. The
man pressed a bell, then keyed open a
door.

“Go right in, Judy,” he urged, and
smiled.

That smile repelled Judith, but there
was no turning back now. She stepped
into a tiny hallway and Ruhl followed. He
carefully closed the main door, locked it,
and pushed open another door into a
darkened room. Judith, hesitantly went
in first as Ruhl groped for a light switch.
It clicked, flooding the room with
lights52

UDITH ALLWYN just stared ; numb

with terror, she was unable to cry out!

She found herself in a spacious living
room. There were etchings and fine
books—and two men! One she recognized
as the bullying lawyer who had called
and bled her of her jewels; the other was
a stranger. Yet her intuition told her
that this tall, military looking man was
the most dangerous of the pair.

He, too, was one of them!

“You. . . !” she gasped. Her mouth
opened to scream.

Ruhl spread the palm of his manicured
hand over her face and pushed her into
a chair. She went down in a sobbing
heap. Kushner started to say something,
but the grey-haired man with the monocle
motioned him to be still.

“Now, Mrs. Allwyn,” he soothed, “you
have realy nothing to be afraid of. We

have thought out a little scheme by which
we may profit—you as well.”

Judith lay there, dazed, panting.

“You will call your husband,” the man
went on, “and suggest that he collect fifty
thousand dollars at once. Now listen
closely to these directions: He is to take
this money, alone and by car, to the Sky-
line Boulevard. He will then be given a
recognizable signal and be relieved of the
money. You will then be released, given
the negatives you—er—desire to conceal
and not bothered again.”

Judith closed her eyes. There must be
an end to these tortures, or at least a limit
of human endurance. She wondered,
vaguely what kept her alive. Her soul
was dead, yet she breathed.

“I couldn’t!” she managed to sob out.

Ruhl grabbed her by the hair and
jerked her head back so that she was
forced to face them.

“Come on,” he snarled at her. “The
play is over, come to life. Get next to
yourself. Do what the boss tells you, or
so help me, I'll deliver those swell pictures
of you to a tabloid!”

The Major gave Ruhl a direct look.

“I didn’t know you were so courage-
ous,” he said pointedly, and Doggie
winced.

“It’s the Foreign Legion cropping out,”
sneered Kushner, and laughed.

The Major spoke to Judith.

“It is your only out, my dear. The
kidnap story will remove any suspicions
your husband may have. . ..”

“He has no suspicions!” blurted Judith.

Kushner laughed again. “Well, he sure
as hell will have once he sees those photo-
graphs, baby.”

“It will also explain your present ab-
sence and you will have the pictures you
dread so. It is a small price for your
pleasant taste of romance with this. . . .”
he eyed Ruhl coldly. . . . “er—fascinating
young man.”
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Judith hung her head, shaking it.

“It wasn’t so,” she sobbed, “it wasn’t
so!”

“Well,” Kushner reminded her, “may-
be not, but you’ll have a sweet time ex-
plaining why you forked over most of
your swell jewelry. Laugh that off, baby !”

“Let her think,” suggested the Major
blandly. “And here, my dear, is the
phone. I know you won’t make any—er—
mistake during the call because we still
have the photographs.”

She clutched the instrument and called
the number of her home. Vaguely she
knew that Kushner was warning her, and
when she glanced his way, she saw that
he held a gun pointed at her head. Yet
before terror numbed her tongue, she
heard Paul’s voice come on the wire.

“Darling! Where have you been? I've
been nearly frantic. . ..”

“Listen, sweet,” she cut hurriedly,
“You must listen! You must, dear! I've
been . . . kidnapped! You must bring
some money!”

Paul’s voice suddenly became low, con-
trolled.

“I'm listening, Judy.”

“It's fifty thousand!” she sobbed out.
“Oh, Paul. . . .” Her voice broke, and
Kushner pushed the gun muzzle almost
in her face.

“Tell him!” he growled.

Paul urged her too.

“Easy, Judy dear, easy now. Tell me
the rest and I'll take care of everything!”
His tone was reassuring, confident.

Somehow she managed to choke out
the directions, prompted by the Major
himself.

Kushner pushed his face close to hers.

“Tell him if he goes to the cops. . . !”
He bared his teeth significantly.

Judith let her lids veil the repugnant
features.

“You won'’t go to the police, darling,”

she choked. “They will. . . .” She stopped,
gagged with terror.

There was only an instant of hesita-
tion, then Paul’s promise :

“No, Judy, I won't do a thing that
might jeopardize your safety. I only want
you back to me safely. Are you all right ?”’
For the first time she detected a break in
his voice.

“Oh, yes, dear!”

Kushner leaned over and broke the cir-
cuit by depressing the receiver prong with
the barrel of his gun.

“Save that stuff till later,” he suggested
with a leer,

HE sound of her husband’s voice stiff-

ened Judith's spine; she felt a new
courage course through her veins. She
sat back and surveyed the trio. Kushner,
a huge, crafty bully. It seemed impossible
that he, for all his size, could have con-
quered a man like the Black Hawk. But
then, there had been two against one, and
the blackmailers had been armed.

When she glanced at Ruhl, she was
aghast. How had she ever been so silly
as to be deceived by him? Now he looked
like a sleek, oily wharf rat that had just
climbed from the water. And to think
she had eaten at the same table with him!

“Tell me one thing, please?” she beg-
ged. “Those photographs were faked,
weren't they ?”

Kushner and Doggie howled with
laughter, but the Major did not smile.

“What makes you ask that—now? You
must have believed them genuine, or why
did you pay to keep them hidden?”

Judith’s lip curled. Her eyes flashed
to Ruhl, filled with contempt, and jerked
back to the Major.

“I could never have been so vile, so
loathsome!” she half-sobbed. “He’s so
revolting !”’

Ruhl spat an oath and started for her,
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but the Major waved him back and per-
mitted himself a faint grin.

“They were clever fakes, my dear,” he
purred.

Judith sobbed aloud with relief. Now
she could return to Paul. Now. ...

“You’ll never get a chance to repeat
that statement!” Ruhl snarled at her.

Judy sat very straight.

“What do you mean by that?”

Kushner grunted. “You didn’t really
think we’d turn you loose, did you, baby ?”

She sprang to her feet.

“Oh, you. . . !’

Doggie Ruhl stepped over and struck
her sharply across the mouth with his
open hand, spilling her back into her chair.

“And have you squawk to the bulls,
ch?” :

Judith sobbed, twisted around and faced
the Major. But his paternal pose had
falien away ; he looked the most deadly of
the three. He sat slumped in a chair, chin
on his chest and his slender fingers pyra-
mided before him in such a manner that
his forefingers brushed his lips. Thus he
contemplated her through slitted eyes.

Judy recoiled. She knew this was the
end. Words clogged her throat. She
massaged it with a quivering hand.

Ruhl asked: “Let me finish her now,
Major? The cold little. . . ¥’

The man with the monocle nodded
slowly. His long face was expressionless;
he looked like a surgeon studying the
sufferings of a guinea pig.

For Judith, the room suddenly ceased
to whirl; everything became painfully
clear ; time seemed to slow up. She saw
Rubhl start for her; it seemed to take him
minutes. There was a blackjack in his
hand and his fingers twitched on the
thong. She tried to scream, but no sound
came, She shrank away, and the wvery
cushions of the chair seemed to push her
towards the man.

As from a great distance, the doorbell
jangled suddenly!

Judith slumped, limp, but conscious.

The three men jerked to attention, sat
silent.

Kushner said: “Where in hell’s that
servant?”’

“He’s out,” the Major snapped. “Ans-
wer it, Doggie. It must be Lupo.”

RUHL sighed, licked his lips and

glanced at the gun in the lawyer’s
hand. Reassured, he squared his should-
ers, stepped into the tiny hallway and
opened the main door. . . .

A strangled sob of terror ripped from
his lips!

It was Lupo the Lynx, all right—stone
dead! Stiff as a railroad tie-log, the
corpse had obviously been propped against
the door and now it toppled, like a falling
tree, into the presence of the three startled
men and the fear-frozen girl. Lupo’s
unsensitive head banged on the floor; it
jarred them like the clash of cymbals, The
corpse rolled over on its back, and lay
still. Glazed eyes surveyed the oeiling
without expression.

The Major was the first to recover.

“Close that door!” he snapped. He
jumped to his feet, crossed the room in
three strides and jerked the body clear of
the door. He dumped it almost at Judith’s
feet.

“It’s Lupo!” Ruhl rasped in a hoarse
whisper.

The Major turned on Kushner.

“When did you last see Lupo alive?”

Monk licked his dry lips.

“S’help me, Chief, at Hawk’s! He was
jumping onto that damned dick just when
I went down!”

Ruhl leaned his back against the hall
door. He was obviously scared.
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“How’d he get here? He’s been dead
a long time!”

“If one of you brought a tail. . . !”
threatened the Major.

“I didn’t!” whined Ruhl, “I cut didos
with that car that no dick in the world
could follow. I watched carefully. . ..”

“So’d I, Major,” Kushner vowed. “I
walked to avoid even a cabby knowing
where I came from or where 1 was
going.”

“Did you make sure no one followed
you?”’

“Sure? Hell, I doubled on myself a
dozen times!”

“Somebody dumped Lupo here!” the
Major pointed out grimly. “Are you
sure. . . .” His eyes narrowed. . . . “sure
the Hawk was dead?”

Kushner swore. He shook his gun.

“I emptied this into him. I even let
him have one after he was dead, to make
sure!”

The Major whipped off his gown and
climbed into a street coat. He pulled a
hat over his head, opened a drawer and
fished out a gun.

“Outside you two!” he commanded.
“They’ve traced us somehow, we’ll worry
about the how later. Kill anyone that
interferes. I'll take care of this young
lady and join you in the car. I've some
things to get out of the safe.” He strode
across the room, pushed aside an etching,
exposing a small wall-safe. He started
to twirl the dial, then glanced over his
shoulder and noticed that the others had
not moved.

“Get going!” he snapped.

Kushner jutted out his chin, and after
a malicious glance at Judith, crossed to
the door. He thrust his gun in front of
him and whipped open the door. Judith
watched in horror.

The Black Hawk stood framed in the
opening!

CHAPTER SEVEN

The Lady and the Hawk

HE four stared, just stared! The

famous detective grinned at them with
all the supreme confidence of a Fuller
Brush man. In each hand he held a large
suitcase.

“You might lower that gun, Mr. Kush-
ner,” he suggested at last. “At least until
you see what I've got here.” He hefted
one of the bags.

Kushner’s face was a sickly purple. He
blinked uncertainly, then his nerve came
back with a rush and he would surely have
killed the detective if the Major had not
spoken.

“Bring him in,” he commanded, ad-
ding, “And make sure he is alone.”

Hawk sauntered into the room and
prodded the door shut with his heel.

“I'm quite alone, Major.”

Kushner disappeared into the corridor.
He returned in a few moments, puzzled.

“He seems to be alone, Major!”

The Major’s poise returned. He re-
moved his hat, but retained his gun. It
hung limp in his graceful hand. His voice,
too, assumed its customary calm. 2

“It was nice of you to call. You are
quite a celebrated, or should I say,
notorious, character.”

The Black Hawk gave a mocking bow.

“Hardly less so than yourself, my dear
Major. I have looked forward to this
meeting for some time.”

“It was inevitable,”” murmured the
Major.

“I thought he was dead!” Ruhl rasped
out.

“He is apparently very much alive,” the
Major commented dryly, then to Hawk:
“T was wondering just what prevents me
from killing you, or having you killed.”

Judith sobbed aloud, and the detective
glanced into her eyes. It was only a pass-
ing instant, that glance, but Judith saw
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something that quickened her pulse. Their
fate seemed obvious, yet. . . .

The Black Hawk was speaking !

“You are too clever, Major, to under-
estimate an opponent.”

It was the Major's turn to take a bow.

“Especially you, sir.”

“Thank you. With your permission, I'll
supply you with a bit of entertainment
which, I'm sure, will interest you all,
especially Attorney Kushner.”

“By Gad!” snarled Monk. “I'll kill
VO, 1

“Wait!” ordered the Major,

The detective grinned, lifted one of the
cases onto the table and raised the lid. The
three crooks watched with varied emo-
tions, covering his every move with their
guns. Bt the Hawk went about his work
with supreme indifference. He fished a
small motion picture projector from the
case, a length of electric light cord and a
reel of film.

“Knowing your interest in photography,
my dear Major,” he explained as he set
up the apparatus on the table. “I brought
over a most amusing film for your edi-
fication.”

An oath burst from Kushner.

“Listen!” he choked explosively. “This
guy has some trick up his sleeve! Let’s
knock him off and clear out of here!”

Hawk shook his head.

“Tut-tut, Monk! The very worst thing
vou could do. A copy of this reel has
already been mailed to police headquarters
where my good friend Sergeant Hughes
of the Homicide squad is quite a movie
fan. He's just love to meet the actors.”
He gave the lawyer a knowing glance.
“You know the sergeant, of course.”

Kushner nodded, licked his lips. Fear
began to filter into his pea-shaped eyes.
He started to speak, changed his mind,
and waited.

Hawk kept up his patter while he plug-
ged the extension socket into a wall-outlet.

“The sergeant is a charming fellow; a
diamond in the rough. Impetuous, Monk,
as you've no doubt heard, but while he
might man-handle you half to death one
day, he’d do anything for you later. Why
I've seen him send a basket of fruit to
one of his prisoners just before they hung
the poor chap.”

The Major adjusted his eye-glass.

“Suppose you explain all this hokus-
pokus,” he suggested.

The projector began to purr and Hawk
glanced around the room for a screen. A
delicate etching with a large white border
seemed to satisfy him, for he aimed the
lense of the machine in that direction.

“The reel is self-explanatory,” Hawk
smiled, “But I'll be only too happy to
enlarge on any points that may puzzle
you. Would you mind darkening the
room, Major?”

I{USHNER started an objection, but

the Major waved him aside. He
walked across the room, took up a position
directly behind the detective and pressed
the muzzle of his gun against the nape of
his neck.

“Now," he told his aides. “Leave on
those side-lights but turn off the ceiling
fixture.” As Kushner obeyed and the
room lights dimmed to a more mellow
glow, he spoke to his prisoner.

“And now, Black Hawk, you may pro-
ceed with the show!”

. Every eye in the room jerked to the
improvised screen where pale figures came
to life, superimposed above the faint line
of the etching,

Judith, forgotten for the moment,
watched from her chair, eyes wide. Some-
how it was difficult to tear her eyes away
from the bronzed features of the famous
investigator, but she, like the others, was
consumed with curiosity about the film he
seemed so insanely anxious to exhibit.
The man acted as though he were mad,
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yet the fleeting glimpse she had of his
eyes belied the thought : they were not the
eyes of a fool. She kept her gaze on the
little screen and the focus cleared the
figures became recognizable. Judith
gasped, and her gasp was only one of
three.

She found herself looking at a picture
of the Hawk’s library. There could be
no mistake, the panelled walls, the book
niches, and there was Hawk himself.
There was another man sprawled in a
deep chair. She stifled a cry, for that
other man was Lawyer Kushner.

The shadowy figures moved. The image
of the detective crossed that visionary
room, poured a glass of liquor and pushed
it in front of the lawyer. Monk’s image
gulped the drink and his lips moved
inaudibily.

“Sorry I had no sound equipment,”
Hawk broke in. “Our conversation was
taken down by my dictaphone, but I
mailed the record to Police headquarters
with the original of the film.

“Interesting!” murmured the Major,
grimly.

They watched in silence. They saw the
image of Monk spot the gun, saw his lips
move faster. Then the figure of the detec-
tive rose from a chair, turn his back on
his guest and cross to the phone. Judith
cried an impulsive warning as the tiny
replica of Monk reached for the gun. She
screamed at the scene where the lawyer
emptied his gun at Hawk. The reel ended
when, after firing once more into the pros-
trate figure, Kushner holstered his gun
and fled the room. As the film flapped
emptily in the spool, Hawk clicked off the
projector.

“I repeat,” he told them, “it is more
effective with the sound recording.”

The Major nodded to Ruhl to turn on
the overhead light, then he circled around
#s0 that he faced the detective, his gun still
ready.

“I can imagine that,” the Major con-
ceded. “What is your purpose in exhi-
biting that film? You appear very much
alive—at the moment.” He added the last
suggestively.

The smile faded from the face of the
detective.

“The only thing that kept me from
bringing the police with me,” he declared
bluntly, “was this woman. In order to
protect her, I'll trade with you.”

The Major arched his brows.

“Trade what?”

Hawk nodded towards the exposed wall
safe.

“I understand you have certain photo-
graphs, faked, of this girl. I want those,
negatives and prints. I also want all the
jewels you extorted from her. In return,
I'll turn over the original of this movie
and the sound record that accompanies
it

“I thought,” observed the Major, “that
you had already mailed them to the
police ?”

The Hawk smiled. “They will not be
opened if I am present to prevent it.”

The Major shook his head.

“I'm disappointed, Hawk. I expected
more of you.”

Kushner grabbed the Major’s arm.

“Listen, Chief!” he growled, “You
can’t kill him now! If the cops get that
reel, no matter who croaks him, I’ll take
the rap!”

The Major freed his arms from the
other’s grasp.

“That is your misfortune, Monk,” he
snapped. “With this man dead there is
nothing to incriminate me, but if he
lives. . ..” He shrugged.

Sweat bubbled onto the corrugated
forehead of the lawyer.

“You can’t do it!” he rasped hoarsely.
“I’'m not going to put my neck in a
noose!”
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“It’s in already,” the Major reminded
him.

“There is Lupo to your credit, Monk,”
Hawk put in.

Ruhl gasped. “He croaked the Lynx!”

“Is that correct?” the Major demanded.

Kushner groaned. “S’help me, it’s a
lie! He croaked Lupo after I left....”

“That hardly holds water,” Hawk
pointed out. “A ballistician will prove that
Lupo was murdered with your gun, Monk.
And since the film quite plainly shows you
leaving with the weapon, well, the impli-
cation is obvious.”

The Major’s face was expressionless.

“That’s too bad, Monk,” he said very
slowly. “Too bad!”

KUSHNER had other plans. Before

any of them realized his intent, he
whipped out his gun and covered the
aothers.

“No you don’t!” he panted, inching his
huge bulk along the wall towards the
door. “I’'m not taking the rap for you,
Major. You always said you would leave
us cold if anything went wrong. Well,
I’'m not taking it.”

‘The Major shrugged.

“As you will,” he commented.

Ruhl licked his dry lips.

“Let me go with you, Monk?” he
pleaded. “I don’t want none af this busi-
ness. For ‘God’s sake don’t leave me here
like this.”

Kushner seemed glad of opportunity
to have company.

“Okay, Doggie, get out that door!”

“The stuff,” Ruhl gasped. “Why leave
all that dough, Monk? And what about
these mugs.”

“To hell with them!” snarled Kushner.
“But you’re right about the dough. You
cover ’em, Doggie! I'll take our cut out
of the safe.”

To Judith, watching, #t seemed like
another film play. Hawk stood ecoolly

under the menace of the lawyer’s gum.
The Major, likewise, appeared at his ease.
What terrific control, thought Judith!
Once her eyes strayed to the log-like
corpse on the floor and she had to press
back a scream. Then her eyes were drawn
back to the two men with guns, drawn
by some compelling fascination.

Kushner’s heavy features dripped
sweat. Ruhl's face was a pasty shade of
blue-white.

“Keep 'em covered, Doggie!” Monk
repeated.

Ruhl nodded, sidled closer to the lawyer
and kept his gun muzzle aimed at the
others. Kushner turned his back and
stretched his empty hand into the little
wall-safe. . . .

Judith was staring straight at Ruhl
when she saw him swivel on his heel. She
started a scream, but it froze in her throat
as Ruhl’s gun barrel crashed into the un-
specting skull of the lawyer.

Kushner died with only a sob.

As though he expected it, the Major
swung up his gun and covered the Hawk
who had impulsively stepped forward.

“Nice work, Doggie, nice work,” the
Major drawled. “Now suppose you repeat
that dose on our friends here . . . or better
still, you might use Monk’s own gun.
We'll have to hurry to keep our ren-
dezvous with Mr. Allwyn.

Judith sobbed, but found no strength
with which to cry out. Horror numbed
‘her vocal cords. She saw Ruhl move
towards her, then the Hawk’s voice filt-
ered through her slipping consciousness.

“That was a nice second act, Major,”
the detective was saying. “But again I
suggest that you allow me to show yem
my ace-in-the-hole. Now if I might open
my other bag, I can show you reasons
why... ™

The Major held up his hand for silence.

“Owing to lack of time, Hawk,” he
said mockingly, “you will pardon us if we
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examine this ourselves. Your first perfor-
mance was startling, I'll admit.”

“As you will,” Hawk said, shrugging.
Judith thought he seemed disappointed.

“Open that other case, Doggie!” the
Major commanded.

Ruhl muffled an impatient curse and
jerked the case up onto the table. Judith
leaned forward to watch. Ruhl threw back
the catches—and then things happened too
quickly for Judith’s mind to record them.

The lid seemed to explode off the big
suitcase. Ruhl’s scream of terror was lost
in the angry snarl of the dog that shot
out of the case like a furry jack-in-the-
box. She glimpsed the terrier clamped
onto Ruhl’s squirming throat, then the
room was plunged into darkness.

Simultaneously, Judith was jerked
bodily out of the chair and hurled to the
floor. A gun commenced to chatter and
the smell of powder seared her nostrils.
Then a heavy body fell across her, crush-
ing the wind from her body. She heard
a sickening gurgle and a noise like the
tearing of meat. A door slammed, a dog’s
foot padded over her bare arm . . . and
for the second time within the night,
Judith Allwyn fainted.

THE banshee wail of a siren brought

her back to her senses. With her eyes
still sealed, she came to the realization
that someone was rubbing her wrists. She
blinked her eyes open and looked into the
face of the Black Hawk.

“Are you all right?” he asked quickly.

Judith nodded mutely. The siren
screamed again, closer now. Her eyes
widened as’memory came flooding back.

“Where am 1?” she managed.

“You are in the Major’s bedroom, Mrs.
Allwyn,” he told her quietly. “The police
will be here in a moment, so you must
listen carefully.”

Judith tried to get up.

“They mustn’t find me here!” she
choked. “They mustn't.”

The detective gently restrained her.

“Easy, easy,” he coaxed. “You want
them to find you here.”

“Want! You don’t understand!”

Hawk smiled and pressed a pearl neck-
lace into her trembling hands.

“Put that around your neck, and listen
to me. Ruhl, the man you knew as El-
lison, is dead. As you know, Kushner
and Lupo are also out of the picture, I'm
sorry to admit it, but the Major escaped.
Perhaps he expected some trick, for when
Ruhl started to open the case—the dog,
as you know, was inside—the Major
sidled over to the light switch, When he
realized he was tricked, he plunged the
room into darkness to protect himself and
then tried to kill us.”

“Then it was you who threw me to the
floor.”

Hawk smiled grimly, “It was a good
idea,” he admitted. “There were three
bullet holes in the chair about two seconds
after you vacated it. But although the
Major got away, I did recover the com-
plete set of those pictures. They were
fakes, of course, but I burned them in the
incinerator before I called the police. They
are nearly here now.”

“But they’ll find out!” wailed Judith.

He shook his head.

“You were slugged and kidnapped,
Mrs. Allwyn.” He stopped as running
feet sounded in the corridor outside.
Heavy knuckles drummed on the panel.

Hawk turned towards the door, then
swung back and whispered: “I'll do the
talking—you take your cue from that. Do
you think you can recover the letter you
wrote your husband?”

At Judith’s mute nod, he left the room,
to reappear a few moments later with a
burly police detective.

“Mrs. Allwyn, Sergeant Hughes,” he
said introducing them, then added to the



36 '"DETECTIVE TALES

officer: “Mrs. Allwyn just recovered con-
sciousness a couple of minutes before you
arrived, Sergeant, so perhaps I can
answer any questions that puzzle you.”

Hughes scowled, chewed his lower lip
and shifted suspicious eyes from the
woman to the famous investigator. He
was a big man, this Hughes, but he radi-
ated a homely honesty, and Judith felt a
little ashamed that she must attempt to
deceive him.

“Well,” he growled, “you’re pretty
good at answering questions, but since
you broke up a mob that we been tryin’
to locate for months, I can’t object. I
suppose you can alibi those killings as
self-defense?”’

The Black Hawk nodded.

“Excellent proof, Sergeant. In fact I
have a motion picture of Kushner killing
me.”

Hughes squinted.

“Killing you?”

“Surely. It didn't take of course. I
was careful to load his gun with blanks
while he was taking an enforced nap. But
the Monk thought it did, so he lost his
head when I told him that I had sent you
a copy. You see he intended to try it a
second time—with real bullets—but that
rather spoiled things.”

“What in hell are you talking about?”
Hughes growled. “You never sent me no
film!”
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“Of course not,” Hawk admitted bland-
ly, “But I had to—well—twist the truth
slightly.”

“Oh, sure,” mocked Hughes. “I can
understand that.”” He looked earnestly at
Hawk.

“lI can get the details later, but one
thing I'd like to know : How in blue blazes
did you ever find this spot?”

In answer, the investigator whistled
softly, and Sandy, the terrior, jumped
onto the bed where the woman lay.

“Kushner visited me,” Wolfe ex-
plained. “I took the liberty of putting a
prepared trapping-scent on his shoes.”

Hughes bobbed his head.

“You don't need to say anymore. I get
it all. This mutt did the leg work. Well,
I can’t say I'm sorry he did his act.”
Hughes turned his analytical gaze on the
woman. ‘T thought the Major’s racket
was solely blackmail. He usually worked
it so his victims couldn't squawk.” A
slow grin widened his mouth as he saw
the flush stealing over Judith's features.

“But a lot of these guys change their
racket,” he went on, and Judith could
have sworn his right eye dropped in a
perceptible wink. “We’ll just check off
this case to a straight kidnap affair that
failed. If you don’t mind, Champ, we
won’t say nothin’ to the newspapers about
this guy they call “The Major’?”

The Black Hawk nodded.
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WHILE THE BRIDE WAITED

by GEORGE ARMIN SHAFTEL
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While his bride-to-be waited, he

surned thief for a night—risking

her happiness and his own life for a

string of pearls he knew were
phonies!

WAS sitting on top of the world

that morning—even though a private

detective is not supposed to be a ray
of sunshine. He rubs up against so much
of human orneriness that the milk of hu-
man kindness is likely to be soured in
him. I'm really a quiet cuss with a so-
what attitude toward life. But this par-
ticular morning I was riding high!

Parking my car, I stormed into my
uncle Job Latham’s swank jewelry shop.
I stuck a four-bit cigar into the door-
man’s mouth and a sawbuck into the jan-

(Author of “Death Waits for a Blonde,” eic.)

itor’s mitt, and I hugged old Miss Lacey,
the stenog, till she blushed. :

“Congratulate me!” I shouted.
day I—”

“Get out!”

It was my uncle Job. He’d popped from
around the big safe like a grave robber
from behind a monument. He was sizzling
mad. His Adam’s apple bobbed between
his wing collar and his shovel chin, and
his pale eyes glinted daggers.

“Uncle Job, you got me wrong—" I
started.

5
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“Get out! 1 want no riots in here!” said, taking a newspaper from my pocket.
he raged. “I got no bad debts for you “Listen ... ‘It is expected that the sub-

to collect, and I won’t give you a loan, so
get—"

“But I didn’t come for anything like
that!” I whooped. “What I want is the
best wedding ring in the house! And
money’s no object!”

I pulled out a roll of bills so big that
Uncle Job's hair fairly stood on end.

“You rob a bank?’ he demanded
hoarsely.

“No, sir!’ I said. “Ng_w let’s see if
you got a wedding ring fine enough to
suit mel”

Real polite, he set a tray of wedding
tings before me.

1 picked the finest.
a terrific price.

But I laid the money into his clawed
hands instanter.,

“John, w-where did you get this
money ?”’ he quavered.

Slowly, deliberately, I counted my wad,
thumbing hundred-dollar netes, five-hun-
dred-dollar bills, and #housand dollar
banknotes. Uncle Job nearly passed out.

“Where'd you get #7” he almost
shrieked.

“—and one grand more, makes twenty
grand in all,” I summed up casually. And,
shoving the wad into my pocket, flashing
Uncle Job a grin that ought to've turned
the vinegar in his veins te sugar, I said,
“See you in the funny paper!” and Started
out without explaining my sudden wealth.

He spluttered, choked; but I left the
store.

N front of the Title Abstract Company
I waited until a girl came out—a slim,
lovely young girl in a tweed suit.
I fell into step beside her,
wanted,” I said.
“Oh!” She exclaimed startled. “Silly!”

“It says so right on the front page,” 1

Uncle Job named

“You're

ject will put up resistance. Description:
Eyes like purple diantonds. Hair of spun
gold. Features of cameo perfection and
a skin that it’s a crime not to touch. Teeth
like pearls, and soft red lips that are so
kissable there ought to be a law against
them., A dimple that’s a peril to traffic.” ”

“And what is the sentence of the
court?” she gibed.

“Life sentence,” I said.
marry me?”

She stopped short. Her slim fingers
clenched tight on my arm. Paling, sud-
den tears in her lovely eyes, her voice low
and furious and anguished, she said,
“John, don’t tease me so! You nearly
tear the heart right out of me—"

1 showed her my twenty grand, cash.

She gasped. Her lovely eyes danced
with joy. And then—she went pale as
death. “John, what have you done?”

You see, Mary Allan and I had been
engaged for two years. We hadn’t been
able to marry because we lacked money.
She has an invalid mother to support.
We'd put off getting married until we
would have enough cash to buy a place
with a garden cottage where we could
install Mary’s mother and a trained nurse
to care for her,

“Honey,” 1 explained, “you know that
bad debt case I took on a contingency
basis? For half of all I could collect?
Well, that ham actor acquired a contract
and a conscience, all at once, and paid
ﬂ;’! Also, I got my fees for working on
that Band kidnaping case, and a fat bonus.
Nine grand—"

“Thank God!” Mary breathed, color
coming back into her sweet face, and tears
into her lovely eyes, joyous tears.

“And I sold my apartment house!” I
whooped.

“Not that condemmed building?” she
asked, startled.

“Will you
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“Yes! But to the city! It's on the
site of the new Union Depot. For eleven
grand, Mary!”

“Mister,” she said, “when do we get
married ?”

“Tonight,” I
Yuma!...”

said. “We’ll go to

I RUSHEP home early. I lived with
my young cousin, Toby Latham; we
had a bungalow out in West Los Angeles.

A dame was ringing the doorbell as I
parked at the curb.

“When Toby Latham comes home,”
she told me, leaving, “tell him to call
Cleo, tonight, or he’ll get what I prom-
ised!”

I swore under my breath as I unlocked
the door. This dame, Cleo, had squeezed
two grand out of young Toby, last year.
Was she putting on the pressure for more
hush-money? She’d already extorted all
his savings. Toby worked for his dad,
my miserly old Uncle Job, as a salesman.
You can imagine what kind of a salary
he got!

Inside, I hung up my coat. I sniffed.
Gas?
“Good God! Toby! Toby!” I yelled.

I reached the kitchen door in a jump.
It was locked. I backed up, ran, and hit
that door with every pound of drive in
my big body behind the charge—and the
door went clean off its hinges. I sprawled
onto the kitchen floor. Choking for
breath, I scrambled up, grabbed up a
chair and threw it through a window,
shattering the glass.

I saw Toby, then—stretched out on the
floor, his head in the oven of the gas
stove !

I grabbed him up, quick; carried him
out onto the front lawn.

“Toby! You blamed fool! Talk up!”

I poured some whisky down his throat,

and presently—since he hadn’t been in
the kitchen long—he stirred and looked
up at me. Lord, but he was sick!

“I couldn’t face Dad,” he mumbled
finally. “John, you shouldn’t have hauled
me out of that kitchen. I'll go to jail,
now. Dad will rave and swear at me.
I’'m no good—"

“You're all right!” I said. “Honest,
kid, you've done nothing so bad you've
got to go turn on the gas.”

“John,” Toby said, “you know that
pearl necklace Dad gave me to show to
Sarnov, the director out at FKO?”

“So you lost it,” I said soothingly.
“What the hell! It'll be found. A
twenty-five grand necklace—"

“But I didn’t lose it. . . . I replaced it
with a fake string of pearls. And I—
Cleo Jones has been threatening me. So
—so I sent her the necklace.”

“Good God!” It burst out of me be-
fore I could check it.

Toby began to sob. “When the f-fake
necklace is found, the insurance company
protecting the real pearls will jail me!
Dad’ll let 'em do it. He’s sore at me for
ever getting mixed up with Cleo. He won’t
help me, he’ll kick me out. Damn you,
John, why did you come home just now !”
he raved, getting wild. “I want to die!”

I took him inside, and called a doctor.
Toby took some medicine, and fell asleep.
Me, T paced the floor.

I was sick to the stomach from this
mess. I realized that Toby’s whole life
hinged on how this mix-up was handled.

I could take my twenty grand, I
realized, and buy a pearl necklace to re-
place the fake string Toby had put in
his futher’s wall safe. “But if you do
that,” I raved at myself, “you can’t get
married! And right now Mary is pack-
ing up for your trip to Yuma tonight.
You want to break her heart?”
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There was just one other thing I could
do. And that was to break into my miser-
ly old Uncle Job’s house. Open the wall
safe in which Toby had put the fake
pearls, and steal that imitation string! So
that Uncle Job would believe that the
genuine pearls had been stolen!

“But suppose you got caught!” I
warned myself. “Uncle Job would send
you to the penitentiary!”

Yeah, this was my lucky day. . . .

A THICK, high hedge bordered the
drive way. XKeeping in the shadow,
so the street light wouldn’t show me to
anybody passing, I cat-footed to the side
" porch of Uncle Job’s house. A trellis
covered with bougainvillea served as a
ladder to help me onto the porch roof.

Carefully I opened the window of Uncle
Job’s room.

My flashlight helped me across the dark
bedroom to the far wall, where one of
those old saloon paintings of “Custer’s
Last Stand” hung. Uncle Job thought it
was great art.

A moment I stood there in the dark,
listening. Neither my uncle nor his wife
were home; but several servants were,
new servants whom he had just hired. If
they caught me here, they’d send for the
cops. . . . From the sounds I heard, I
judged they were downstairs.

I lifted down the painting. Working
fast, my hands clammy from suspense, I
worked the combination of the wall safe
—young Toby had given me the num-
bers.

I got the door open. T reached in to
find the fake string of pearls—and then
1 heard somebody out on the porch roof.

I doused my light. T swung the paint-
ing over the safe, and dodged out of the
room, into the dark hall . . . more
sounds!

Some one carefully opened a window.
Against the star-dotted sky, I saw a man’s
dark figure. Stealthily he climbed into

the room. A tiny flashlight beam guid-
ing his feet, he tiptoed across the room.
A moment he played the light beam
around. At last he focused it on “Custer’s
Last Stand.”

Then, so help me, he reached up and
took down the picture!

“A thief, by God! Another thief!” I
realized.

His flashlight lighting up the inside of
the wall safe, that mug started taking
things out. 1 was so tickled, I hugged
myself. Now I wouldn’t have to steal
that fake necklace! This thief would take
it. I feel so kindly toward him, it made me
sad to think that the poor mug would find
his rich swag a phoney when he tried to sell
it to a fence!

There, he had the necklace! He was
turning it round and round in the beam
of his flashlight and—

Click! And the hall light, over my
head, flashed on like a crack of doom!
Petrified T stood, glancing over my
shoulder straight into the popping eves
of a butler!

“Thief!” he bawled—but at the same
instant, I yelled, “Just in time! Come
on!”

And I darted into the bedroom just as
that other thief gasped in surprise,
whirled, and lunged toward the window.
But I collared him, and I swung him
around into the arms of the butler just
as he switched on the overhead lights.

“There’s the thief!” I snapped. “Look,
his fists are full of loot! I've been trail-
ing him all over the neighborhood. T'm
Detective Carson,” I said, and flashed my
credentials in the butler’s face.

“Good work, sir!” the butler said re-
spectfully. “I’ll phone the police.”

“Blast it, le’go of me!” the thief yelped,
squirming in the big man-servant’s grip.
“You’re the thief!” he bawled, pointing
at me. “I found the wall safe already
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open! Le’ me go!"” he screeched, kicking
the butler’s shins.

The butler fetched him a clout along-
side the ear that rattled the thief’s joints
clear down to his ankles. And, dragging
the squirmy little mug, the butler stalked
over toward the phone in the hall, near
the bedroom door.

“Don’t phone the police!” the thief
screamed.

He yanked his hat off, twisted back the
high collar of his ulster—and I nearly
dropped in my tracks.

The old hellion had shaved his head
and taken out his false teeth and used
some make-up; but I recognized my mis-
erly old Uncle Job. Yeah, so help me, it
was him! Robbing his own safe! “For
the insurance!” I realized. That damned
pear] necklace had failed to sell. Needing
money, the old gouger had planned to gyp
the insurance company! He had hired
new servants, and disguised himself some,
so that if he was seen while robbing his
own house, he wouldn’t be recognized!

‘GBLAST it, I'm your boss!” Uncle

Job squawked at the butler. “I
hired you! And by the living God, T'll
fire you if you don’t le’ go of me and
grab that thief standing there! Put that
phone down, damn you!”’

The butler put down the phone, wor-
ried, hesitating. My uncle’s voice held
so doggone much authority!

Two other servants came up the stairs,
gawking.

“Recognize this man?’ I asked them
sternly. And I demanded of the butler:
“Has Mr. Job Latham a bald head and
a squnched-up face like this thief has?’

“No, he hasn’t, sir!” the butled said
stoutly.

“We never saw this man before,” the
chauffeur seconded.

“But T hired you three fools from the
Barton agency, just yesterday !"” my uncle

bawled, so much heart-felt conviction in
his tone, so much of his usual querulous,
rasping bad humor in his voice that even
to these three comparative strangers he
rang true. The butler let go of him hastily.

“Grab that thief!” my uncle raged,
pointing at me. “He’s not a real detec-
tive—he's a private detective who's got
no authority to come breaking into a
man’s house! I found my safe open. He
was trying to reb it!”

Hesitantly, these servants looked at
me, then at my uncle, unable to decide
which of us was the thief!

Then we nearly jumped out of our
shoes as the telephone rang.

The fleshy butler snatched up the re-
ceiver. We all listened, so tense and
quiet we could hear the talker on the
other end of the wire.

“Morton,” said the voice at the other
end, “this is Mrs. Latham.” My aunt,
Urncle Job’s wife talking! “Mr. Latham
and I have decided to remain overnight
here in Pasadena. Now, wait, Mr.
Latham has some orders for you.”

And then, so help me, my uncle Job’s
own voice came over the phone, curt and
clear!

“Morton, I'm bringing some guests
home tomorrow. We’re going fishing in
the San Gabriels, so pack the trailer with
the camping outfit. Get my rods and
fishing gear all ready. Clean my boots.
And pack some grub for us.”

“Yes, sir; very good, sir,” said Mor-
ton.

“That’s all,” said the voice; the phone
hung up.

The butler set down the phone and
turned on my uncle with lightning in his
eyes. Morton was English, and righteous
as all get out. Uncle Job was sputtering,
but Morton roared him down with a
thundering, “You lying thief! You—you
brazen impostor! You're going to jail!”

“But, I em Job Latham!” my uncle
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screeched. “I'm no thief! There’s the
thief!” And he shook his fist at me.

This butler, Morton, was calm and de-
liberate as a judge.

He picked up the phone, he called a
number. “May I speak to Mrs. Latham
again, please,” he said.

Checking on the call!
holding our breath.

“Mrs, Latham,” the butler said, “just
to verify my orders—is Mr. Latham there
in Pasadena with you?”

“Why, of course!” came the amazed an-
swer. “You just talked to him, you
dolt!”

Flushing, the butler hung up and swung
toward Uncle Job.

“You're going to jail!
or I'll gag you!”

Uncle Job sort of slumped—and the
next instant, having put the chauffeur off
guard, he swung his knee into the chauf-
feur’s stomach, jerked loose, knocked the
butler reeling back against me, and lunged
for the window.

I rushed past the butler and made a
flying tackle. With one hand I caught
Uncle Job’s ankle, and he crashed to the
floor. I lunged for him, but he rolled
over, bounced to his feet. I had him
blocked from the window. He darted to
the corner of the room where his quail
gun stood. He snatched up the 12 guage
shotgun, leveled it, squeezed the trigger.

Boom-crash! My .38 pistol barkéd a
split-second sooner; and the bird shot
tore into the rug, for my bullet had
smashed into the stock of his scattergun
It fell from his hands. Before he could
move, the chauffeur grabbed him.

“Now you’ve added murderous assault
onto robbery!” I told him. “You'll go to
jail for twenty years!”

Uncle Job stood there, breathing hard,
glaring hate at me.

The butler bent down and gathered up
the loot where the necklace and stuff had

We listened,

Now shut up,

fallen onto the floor from his hands when
Uncle Job hit him. Uncle Job looked
down at him.

“Good God!” That yelp came from
Uncle Bob—and it came from the heart.
I stared. What was wrong now? Then
I saw that Uncle Job was staring at the
necklace which the butler was holding to
the light to see if it had been tromped
on in the rush. And I realized that my
uncle’s gimlet eye had recognized the
pearls for fakes! And from the way
this fact was staggering him, it was plain
that he had let his son replace the string
in the safe without examining the pearls
closely himself.

UNCLE Job’s wizened face had gone

deathly pale. He teetered on his
heels like he was going to faint. He
looked at me, his eyes burning like a
maniac’s. His lips moved, and no words
came for a space; then, “I’'ve been rob-
bed!” he screamed. “John Carson, you
stole my pearls! You took my pearls and
left a fake in their place!”

“T’ve robbed you of nothing,” I said.

The chauffeur caught my eye, and
tapped his forehead significantly and then
tightened his hold on Uncle Job. While
the butler picked up the phone and asked
for the police department.

“Grab that man!” Uncle Job ,yawped
at them. “I tell you Pm Job LAtham,
your boss !”

“Oh, dry up!” said the chauffeur “You
ain’t Job Latham, You don’t even 150k
like Job Latham.”

“Besides,” said the butler, “Mr. Latham
is in Pasadena. . . . Police headquaFters?
Send men to—"

“And furthermore,” I said to Uncle
Job, “if you did happen to be Mr. Latham,
you wouldn’t dare admit it. If you really
were Mr. Latham, and had come here to
rob your own safe—after arranging a
clever alibi—you’d hide that fact. Be-
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cause then it would look as if you came
here to rob your own safe of a valuable
necklace that’s insured. Man, you'd go
to the penitentiary for conspiracy to de-
fraud the insurance company.”

“Tommyrot!” he squawked. “Hog-
wash !”’

“I'm sure glad you’re not Job Latham,”
I said, shaking my head. “Because, if
you were, you'd have to explain that
’phone call from Pasadena. I'm telling
you, that ’phone call would look like a
pre-arranged alibi, It would look as if
you had schemed with your wife for her
to ring this number and to set a phono-
graph record of your voice to playing
into the telephone, It would look as if
you wanted to prove that you were in
Pasadena at the time of the robbery—
though we've actually caught you here
robbing this safe. Man, if you were Job
Latham, that alibi would convict you like
a signed confession! ... So quit pre-
tending you're Latham. And don’t take
it so hard, mug,” I finished. “I’'m posi-
tive that Mr. Latham will be lenient about
pressing charges against you.”

Uncle Job—well, he swallowed hard,
his Adam’s apple bobbing between his
collar button and his shovel chin; and his
head sank onto his chest.

When the police came, he told them
that his name was—John Smith!

I raced across town, to Mary Allan’s
house.

She was on her knees, unpacking her
suitcase, and tears were rolling down her
sweet face, when I busted in,

“Don’t unpack!” I whooped. “We still
got time to catch the late plane to Yuma!
We're getting married!”

She wiped her eyes, real quick, ashamed
that T caught her blubbering; and stood
up, puzzled, and indignant.

“But how can we? We're broke again.”

From my pocket I took a necklace, and

held it to the light. The carefully matched
pearls shone with a living, gorgeous lustre
that no imitation can ever equal, as if
they had absorbed life from a lovely wom-
an’s bosom.

“We’re not broke!” I yelled. “We can
sell this for twenty-two grand!”

Mary gasped. “The necklace! You
did get it from that woman young Toby
gave it to? Did she return it willingly—"

“I paid her twenty grand, cash, for
it!” I said.

Mary thought an instant, and then came
toward me with her little fists clenched
tight, her lovely eyes snapping.

“John Carson, we agreed at supper to-
night that you’d buy back that necklace
and go to your uncle’s house and take
Toby’s fake necklace from the safe, and
put the real one back in its place. Why
haven’t you done that?”

“But, Mary, I did steal into the
house—"

“Only you got tempted at the last min-
ute!” She was hammering my chest with
her little fists. But she couldn’t hate me,
even for a minute. Tears came. “Oh,
John, how could you fail Toby like this?
I know what misery young Toby is in. I
was a sensitive kid with a domineering
father and a weak mother, too! John, I
tell you, Toby is simply crushed! 1 know
the hell he’s in. If his dad let’s him be
sent to prison, Toby’s heart’ll just break.
Help him, John! We're still young, we
can wait—"

I kissed her; and my eyes were misted.

“But, kid, everything is fixed up swell !”
I butted in; and I told her the whole
story. “So, you see,” I wound up, “Uncle
Job has to swallow the loss of his neck-
lace without beefing, because he knows
that I can send him to jail for conspiracy
to defraud the insurance company. Also,
I’'m going to warn him to be decent to
young Toby. Now grab your hat, kid.
We got a date with a preacher!”
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Pat Donnelly looked at the cop and shrugged. The gul,
standing there over the dead body of a notorious rounder,
was beantiful, cultured, wealthy. Yet there was a gan in
ber hands—confession on her lips. It was none of Pat’s
business, and there was nothing he could do—but that was before he
learned the identity of the dark-eyed, self-confessed killer. . . .

ing when “Lucky” Pat Donnelly Barney paid off with a grimace. “I
walked out of Barney’s Place with ought to bar you, Pat,” he said sourly.
thirty-two thousand in cash that he had “Every time I see you walk in here, I
run up from five hundred dollars on an get a pain in the neck. I don’t mind you
45

IT was a quarter to four in the morn- astounding series of six naturals in a row.
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winning ; but all those palookas rode along
with you. Those six naturals cost me a
cool hundred grand in side bets!”

Pat Donnelly grinned, stuffed the wad
of thousand dollar bills carelessly in his
trousers pocket.

“You can afford it, Barney. Think of
all the snake-eyes that have turned up on
those tables of yours. It’s about time you
paid a dividend.”

He nodded a casual good-by to the two
strong-arm boys who were always present
wherever Barney was, and stepped out of
the lavishly furnished office. Barney
walked with him down the corridor to
the head of the stairs.

He put a hand on Pat Donnelly’s arm,
said :

“Look, Pat. If I was you, I'd be a little
careful. Sassoon’s back in New York!”
Pat’s eyes narrowed. “When did you hear
that, Barney?”

“Today. Nobody knows where he’s
hanging out, but some of the boys have
whispered to me that he’s supposed to be
the one that’s backing Steve Kline in the
Movieland Cabaret. You want to be on
the watch, Pat. Sassoon ain’t licked by
a long shot, and he’s a guy that never
forgets.”

Pat smiled. “Thanks for the tip. But
how about you? Sassoon probably has you
on his list too—"

Barney jerked his head backward
toward the door of his private office,
where his two bodyguards stood, watch-
ful, their hands ever in their jacket poc-
kets.

“I got Vic and Smoky on the job. You
travel around by yourself. Like now—
going out alone at four in the morning.
A bullet in the back—”

Pat laughed, his long lean face soften-
ing for a moment as he glanced down at
the earnest, stocky little gambling house
proprietor.

“I'l manage, Barney. Don't lose any
sleep over me.”

He started down the stairs, but Barney
gripped his sleeve again.

“It’s not that so much, Pat. I've been
thinking of something else. My girl,
Wanda. Sassoon’s a snake. He might be
afraid to go after either of us. But it'd
be just like him to work some kind of hell
on my daughter. And Wanda runs around
the town like nobody’s business. I tried
to get her to let Vic or Smoky tail along
with her, but she just laughed at me. I've
been waiting for you to get back to town
to meet that girl, Pat. She’s been in a
convent, but she’s got fire, and courage.
Like her mother used to be. She’s just
letting off steam now, running around
town, but she’ll settle down all right—if
Sassoon don’t get his claws into her—"

Pat Donnelly’s voice interrupted him
harshly. “What makes you thing Sassoon
might make a play against your kid,
Barney?”

“Because that’s the way his mind
works. He knows I got bodyguards. He
knows you’re hell with a gun,and got nine
lives like a cat. So he’d just naturally
figure out a stunt to get at me through
her.

Pat Donnelly’s lips were a thin, grim
line. “If he ever did anything like that,
Barney, I'd kill him if I went to the chair
for it!” Pat knew that Barney’s whole
life was wrapped up in that girl of his,
though he’d never met her. He started
down the stairs once more. “Find out
everything you can about what Sassoon’s
plans are; you've got a lot of wires out.
I'll look into it too. And you talk to
that Wanda. See if you can get her to
go on a trip to Europe for a while.”

“That’s a damn good idea,” Barney
said. “A world cruise wouldn’t hurt her—
if T could get her to go.”

“Hell!” Pat exclaimed.
father, aren’t you?”

“You're her
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Barney smiled wryly. “You don’t know
that girl, Pat. Wait'll you meet her. She’s
got a mind of her own!”

PAT DONNELLY stopped in at Zeit-

len’s all-night restaurant for a cup of
coffee, and read the morning papers. Then
he walked down the semi-deserted canyon
of Broadway. The clock on the Para-
mount Building showed four-twenty. His
long, loping stride ate up the short dis-
tance to the Croydon, on Forty-first,
where he always stayed. He didn’t bother
with a cab, and he walked with an ap-
parent carelessness of being followed that
was deceitful.

Swell pickings, anyone not in the know
might have thought; but those in the
know could have told them about the
Webley automatic with the specially built
wide hand-grip in the aluminum clip
under his coat.

They could tell about the time Pat
Donnelly had bucked “Monk” Sassoon,
the crooked gambling baron, just for the
hell of it—or maybe with a deeper motive;
and how Sassoon had backed down, say-
ing. “Hell, Donnelly, I don’t want to
tangle with you—you got the devil’s luck
on your side!”

That story had an end to it, too. They
always told the end: Sassoon’s backing
down had cost him prestige, had under-
mined the morale of his wide-spread
organization. A month later the name of
Sassoon no longer served to scare off com-
petition in the Big Town. And Barney
Rayman, who ran a square gambling
house on the east side, had stepped in,
taken over Sassoon’s interests, and opened
the palatial “Barney’s Place.”

“Of course,” they would finish up with
a wink, “it had nothing to do with it that
Barney once staked Pat Donnelly to ten
grand the time when Pat came back from
‘Agua Caliente without a dime in his poc-
ket. Oh, no!”

Pat’s footsteps echoed hollowly on the
pavement of the deserted thoroughfare.
At Forty-fifth, a drunk was weaving his
way erratically into the Astor. A milk
wagon rattled across Forty-sixth, making
its way eastward. Beyond that there was
no life on Broadway.

Pat walked with a lithe watchfulness,
his eyes searching each darkened door-
way before he passed it. At Forty-fourth,
just before reaching the corner, he heard
the roar of a car speeding toward Broad-
way. He stopped, several feet from the
crossing, his body taut, his hand straying
toward his shoulder clip. There was al-
ways the possibility that Sassoon had had
spies at Barney’s Place, who could tip him
off when Pat left. Since everybody knew
that Pat lived at the Croydon, it would
be possible to plant a car with a sub-
machine gun in it at a spot where they
knew he would pass. The possibility was
remote, but “Lucky” Pat Donnelly owed
his continued good health to the fact that
he seldom overlooked possibilities.

He moved swiftly over into the door-
way of the shoe store just above the
corner of Broadway and Forty-fourth,
and his automatic was halfway out of the
clip as the car swung around the corner
on two wheels.

But the occupants of the car were not
looking for Pat. There were three men
in that sedan—one in the driver’s seat,
and two in the rear. They were staring
ahead of them tensely, looking neither to
the right nor left.

And Pat Donnelly recognized one of
them.

There was no mistaking the big heavy
shoulders, the broad flat face of “Monk”
Sassoon. It was more than a year since
Pat had seen Sassoon, but he would never
forget that heavy, basilisk face that never
smiled and never scowled. Sassoon wore
no hat, and his hair, close-cropped, stood
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up in a short pompadour from his wide
forehead.

Just a flash Pat got, and then the car
had swung left into Broadway and was
racing north. The tail light was out, but
Pat caught the license number under the
street lamp. Barney had said that no one
knew where Sassoon was staying now;
this might be a good way to trace him,
and Pat took out pencil and a slip of
paper, jotted it down.

The car had already disappeared up
Broadway. Pat stepped out from the door-
way, glanced around, and headed south
again, crossing the street.

And it was then that he saw the girl.

She was just coming out of the Movie-
land cabaret, down in the middle of the
block, on Broadway. The Movieland was,
of course, closed and dark. The girl
stepped quickly out of the lobby of the
cabaret, stood on the sidewalk in apparent
hesitation.

She started across toward a small black
coupé parked at the curb, but stopped
halfway to it, wavered in indecision. A
street light illumined the soft, smooth
whiteness of her face., She wore a green
evening dress under a mink coat, and her
black hair, which was not bobbed, was
done up in a knot at the nape of her neck.
Pat judged that she was no more than
twenty, at the most.

As he approached her his eyes traveled
appreciatively over her trim figure, ex-
posed to his view by the open fur coat.

She had stopped short at the sound of
his footsteps, and swiveled toward him.
Her eyes remained on him, and as he got
closer he thought he detected a sort of
panic in them.

She suddenly stretched a hand out to
him appealingly, and said in a voice which,
though soft and cultured, carried through
the empty stillness of the night:

“Excuse me. Would—would you—
come in there with me?”

Pat frowned. “What do you want to
go in there, for? The place is closed—"

She had already started back toward
the half-open door. She threw back over
her shoulder:

“I—I think there’s a dead man in
there!”

AT swore under his breath, followed

her into the darkness of the Movie-
land, hunching his left arm forward a
bit, so as to bring the clip with the Web-
ley within easier reach.

Just inside the door he made out her
dark form, standing still. He could hear
her breath coming fast as she bent over
a huddled form on the floor at her feet.

He scraped a match lit, held it low. It
illumined the body of a man, lying on his
back. The arms were flung out. The
head, with blood spreading from a vicious
bullet wound in the left temple, was
twisted to one side so that it rested on the
right ear. The eyes were wide open,
glazed.

Pat Donnelly heard a startled gasp from
the girl as the match flared and went out.

In the blackness she exclaimed : “Kline!
It’s Steve Kline! I knew it! I—"

Pat’s thoughts raced. Kline was the
supposed owner of the Movieland. He
was lying dead here, and only a few
moments a go Pat had seen Sassoon, who
was supposed to be backing this place,
drive away at a furious pace.

His eyes traveled to a small, gun-metal
automatic lying on the floor a foot or
two away. The girl saw it, too, just as
the second match went out.

In the short space of time that it took
him to light the next match, Pat heard
the soft rustle of the girl’s dress as she
moved, and then the light flared up to
show her stooping, picking up the auto-
matic!

Pat shouted:

“Hey! Don’t touch that!”
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But she already had it in her hand.
She faced Pat, holding the automatic
loosely at her side.

“Why shouldn't I?” she asked, coolly.

Pat groaned. “Drop it, quick! There
might be prints on it. The killer’s prints!”

Her face was white, drawn. She said,
very low:

“They were my prints. I—killed Steve
Kline!”

PAT’S jaw fell open in amazement.

A shadow filled the partly open
door, cutting off the little light that came
from the street lamp outside. A flashlight
now speared into the darkness, settled on
the girl. A heavy voice demanded:

“What’s goin’ on here?”

Pat recognized the voice of Joe Brophy,
the cop who covered the beat. He said
drily:

“Come in, Joe. It looks like a party.”

Brophy swung the light to Pat’s face
for a moment, exclaimed:

“Hello, Mister Donnelly. What—"

He had been fingering along the wall
for the electric switch, and now he found
it, clicked it on. Light flooded the lobby.
And Brophy saw the dead body.

“Holy Mother!” he exclaimed. “It’s
Steve Kline! Shot through the head!”

His gaze traveled from Pat Donnelly
to the girl.

“Who killed him ?”

“I did, officer I’ The girl spoke clearly,
firmly. “I shot him with this gun!”

She held out the automatic, butt first.
“You'll find my fingerprints on it!”

As in a daze, Brophy took the gun by
the barrel. He glanced inquiringly at
Pat, who shrugged. He was sure the
girl hadn’t done it. But there was nothing
.he could do about it. The girl admitted the
killing—even claimed it, so to speak. She
seemed to be in her right mind; it was
her own funeral. . ..

Brophy cleared his throat. He said:

“Well, miss, I guess I'll have to take
you in. Better come outside. I'll hail the
prowl car; it’s due to come by here in
a minute or two.”

He took her by the arm, led her out,
calling to Pat:

“Come on out, Mister Donnelly. 1
guess you'll have to wait around here,
too.”

Pat said: “Okay, Joe.”

He waited till they were both out, then
stooped swiftly and picked up a small
brass object that he had spied on the floor,
just beside the head of Steve Kline. It
was smeared with blood, and he wiped it
on the dead man’s shirt, holding it ginger-
ly by the one edge that was clean. It was
a round brass check about the size of a
Canadian penny, and on it were the
words: “CLUB PARADISE,” followed
by the numeral 19.

Pat stuck the check in his vest pocket,
came outside in time to hear the girl
saying in a listless voice to Brophy:

“That’s my coupé. I came here to see
Steve Kline. I—I had a quarrel with him,
and shot him. That’s all there is to it.”

Brophy was staring at her half un-
believingly.

Pat came up close behind her, asked:

“How did you know Kline was going to
be here at this late hour?”

She turned to him, bit her lip, and her
eyes avoided Pat’s. “I—I—he called me,
told me to meet him here. I—"

She stopped as a green police coupé
cruising up Broadway swung in toward
the curb, pulled up at Brophy’s signal.
Brophy said to the bluecoat who got out:

“Phone in to the House, Ned. It’s a
murder. Steve Kline. This girl here, con-
fessed. I got the gun—" He turned to
the girl. “What’s your name, miss?”

And Pat Donnelly got the shock of his
life. For the girl said:



50 DETECTIVE TALES

“My name is Wanda May Rayman!”

Pat’s face went white. Brophy whis-
tled. “Any relation of Barney Rayman?”

She nodded. “I'm Barney Rayman’s
daughter!”

CHAPTER TWO
Fifty-to-One!

IT was twenty minutes before Detective

Sergeant Breitwell, of homicide, got
there, The man from the medical exam-
iner’s office had beat him to it, and was
waiting impatiently.

When Breitwell came out of the lobby,
he was scowling. Pat Donnelly, who had
known him since he was a second-grade
detective, took him to one side.

“How does it check, Leo?”

Breitwell was a thin man, a head and
a half shorter than Pat. He was extremely
nervous, high-strung at all times; but an
excellent policeman in spite of that.

He looked up now, at Pat, then threw
a side-glance at Wanda Rayman, who was
sitting in the headquarters car with an-
other plainclothesman. He shook his head.

“It checks all right, Pat,” he said slow-
ly. “The M. E. got the slug out of Kline.
It’s a twenty-two. Same as the gun the
girl turned in—"

“You mean,” Pat interrupted, “that it’s
the same as the gun the girl picked up.
Don't forget, I saw her pick it up.”

Brietwell threw him a queer glance.
“Look, Pat,” he said earnestly. “I know
you're a friend of Barney’s, and this hits
you pretty close. Everybody knows you’d
go to the front for Barney every time,
but you're up against a stone wall this
trip. It's open and shut. The girl’s con-
fession—"

“Means nothing, and you know it,” Pat
told him coldly. “Murder’s the one charge
where you can’t convict a defendant on a
confession alone. You've got to have
evidence—"

“That’s true, Pat. But this won’t be
a murder charge. She's a pretty girl, and
the D. A. will know it’s tough to get a
jury to give a pretty girl the chair. So
what'll he do? He’ll take her plea to first
degree manslaughter—twenty years, in
this state. And there won’t be any ques-
tion on that. Everybody in town except
Barney himself, knows that Barney’s
daughter has been running around for the
past six months with Steve Kline. The
story’s there, plain, He two-timed her or
something, and she meets him and has
a scrap, and lets him have it. Then she
drops the gun, scared, and runs out. She
figures they’d pick her up anyway, so she
waits till some one comes along instead
of trying to cop a sneak—"

Pat grunted. “That’s the way it looks
to a dumb cop, Leo. But I'll lay fifty
to one that she didn’t kill Kline!”

Breitwell’s eyes sparkled. “I’ll take a
hundred bucks worth of that, Pat!”

Pat Donnelly glared at him. “Done,
Leo!” he said softly. “And I'll win that
bet if I have to confess to killing Kline
myself!”

Breitwell’s bright eyes studied him a
moment. “Damned if I don’t think you
would!” he said under his breath.

AT left him, walked over to the head-

quarters car where Wanda was sitting,
and bent close to her. “Tell me, kid,” he
asked. “Were you at the Club Paradise
tonight ?”’

He could see that she was under a great
strain. She sat stiffly, with her hands
clasped tight in her lap. Her clear blue
eyes met his.

“No,” she said. “I wasn’t.”

He leaned even closer, put a big hand
on her two small ones. “Why do you
claim you killed Kline?” he demanded.
“You know damned well you didn’t.
Whom are you trying to cover up for?”
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Her lower lip trembled. “Please! Let
me alone. I tell you I killed him. I killed
him! Don’t you understand?”’

Pat scowled. “You did, like hell. There’s
something fishy—"

He stopped as an agonized cry sounded
behind him.

“Wanda! Wanda darling! What's this
about you killing Kline? Wanda—"

Pat swung about, put both hands on
the shoulders of little Barney Rayman,
who had just got out of a taxicab. Bar-
ney’s face was flushed, there were beads
of sweat on his forehead and on the backs
of his hands. Behind Barney stood Vic,
one of his two bodyguards.

Pat Donnelly said huskily:

“Take it easy, Barney. Wanda didn’t
do it, though she says she did. I promise
you I'll clear her, and turn up the real
murderer inside of twenty-four hours.”

Barney looked up hopefully at the stern,
set features of Pat Donnelly. Suddenly he
sighed. “If you say so, Pat—"

But the girl’s voice interrupted. She
was clutching at Pat’s sleeve, and when
he turned to her he saw that her eyes
were snapping. “Please stay out of this!”
she exclaimed. “Can’t you leave us alone?
You'll do no good by meddling!”

Barney said in an agonized voice: “But
Wanda, dear! Don’t you understand?
They’ll send you to jail. They may
even—"" his voice broke. He turned away
and buried his head in his arms.

The girl looked at her father strangely,
as if she were seeing him for the first time
in her life. She said softly:

“It’s all right, Dad. Don’t worry—"

Pat turned away, went over to Breit-
well, took his arm and led him aside. He
took out the brass check. “I found this
next to the body, Leo,” he said. “The
girl didn't kill Kline. Whoever shot him,
must have pulled this check out with the
gun, and dropped it on the floor. Find
out who checked a hat and coat at the

Club Paradise on this check, and you've
got your man. And I can give a good
guess who it is. I saw Sassoon driving
away from around the corner, two minutes
before I met the girl. Catch on?”

Breitwell took the check, grunted. “You
had a hell of a nerve picking it up, Pat.
What was the idea?”

Pat grinned. “I thought maybe it be-
longed to the girl. Frankly, I didn’t want
to leave too much evidence against her
lying around. I didn’t believe her guilty
even before I knew she was Barney’s
daughter.”

“You're not making this up, now, Pat—
about the check, I mean? You know this
is murder. You shouldn’t fool around
with murder.”

“I’m not making it up, Leo. What do
you think of our bet now?”

Breitwell grunted. “Let’s go to the
Club Paradise,” he said.

CHAPTER THREE
Strapped to the Chair!

IT was five-twenty A. M. The Club

Paradise, on West Fifty-sixth Street,
was closed, of course. But Pat Donnelly
hammered on the door until old Mike
Sligo, the night watchman, came out to
them, rubbing the sleep from his eyes.
Mike was over sixty, and fat. He opened
the door with one hand, while he pulled
the suspenders up over his shoulders with
the other.

“Well!” he exclaimed. “If it ain’t
‘Lucky’ Pat Donnelly. And Detective
Sergeant Breitwell!”

Pat took Mike Sligo by the arm, pro-
pelled him inside, with Breitwell follow-
ing. Almost tacitly, the detective sergeant
had given the lead in this matter to the
tall, slim gambler.

Pat said to Sligo: “What time did you
come to work this morning, Mike?”
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Sligo looked at him queerly, grumbled:

“Is that what ye woke me up to find
out? This is a hell of a note!” Then,
noticing the taut expresion in Pat’s face,
he answered sullenly: “I come on at four
A. M.—oven an hour ago. But why—"

“Did you see Monk Sassoon here?
Now think carefully, Mike. A lot de-
pends on that.”

Breitwell added: “And don’t be afraid
to tell the truth, Mike. We'll protect
you—"

Sligo flared up. “Since when did Mike
Sligo need protecting by whippersnappers
like you? O’ course I'll tell the truth.”
He swung his old eyes to Pat.

“No, Pat. I didn’t see Sassoon here
at all, at all. Not since I came on. The
club closed less'n a hour ago, an’ I see
everybody who came out. There wasn’t
no Sassoon—bad cess to that crook!”

Pat’s shoulders sagged as he turned a
hopeless glance at Breitwell. The detec-
tive sergeant shook his head commiser-
atingly. “You see, Pat, a clue isn’t always
a clue. This check might have come from
Kline’s pocket as well as from Sassoon’s.
But if it did, Mike here wouldn’t know
about it. Kline would have been here
before Mike came on duty.”

Pat said suddenly: “Take us into the
coat room, Mike!”

Sligo looked from one to the other,
shrugged, and turned, led the way through
the lobby into the little foyer where the
cloak room was. Pat pulled open the
Dutch door, snapped on the lights, and
grabbed at a hat that hung on a peg under
number nineteen. It was the only piece
of clothing in the cloak room, and Pat’s
eyes glittered as he examined the hat,
with Breitwell.

He turned it over in his hand, and
suddenly he felt his blood freeze. An
empty feeling came into the pit of his
stomach, and he gazed blankly at Breit-
well.

There were initials in the hatband. And
those initials were—“B. R!”

Pat could see Breitwell’s shrewd bright
eyes sparkling as his nimble mind leaped
from one conclusion to another. His lips
moved and formed the name that those
initials stood for.

“B. R.—Barney Rayman!” he said
under his breath. “Now I get it. That’s
why the girl was so eager to confess.
She’s covering up for Barney. She knows -
he killed Kline, and she figures that as
a girl she could get a better break from
a jury than her father!”

AT’S mind was numb for a moment,

refusing to accept the situation.

“Damn it, Leo,” he said, “Barney
couldn’t have killed Kline. I only left
him—"

“Yes?” Breitwell asked triumphantly.
“You left him—when?”

“At a quarter to four.”

Breitwell nodded. “There’s a half hour’s
difference. You must have gone in Zeit-
len’s, like you usually do. Barney had
plenty of time to come here, after closing
up his own place. Maybe while he was
here he learned something about the way
Kline was running around with Wanda.
He got hot under the collar, and went off
the handle—"

Pat snorted. “Hell, Leo. All you do
is start a new theory every time you see
a clue. You forget that I saw Sassoon
driving away from there. How do you
fit that in with your theory? What about
Sassoon ?”

Breitwell regarded Pat speculatively.
“You say you saw Sassoon, Pat—" he
raised a hand as Pat’s face flushed a deep
red— “now don’t get sore. I'm a cop,
and I have to look at all the angles. I
know you, Pat Donnelly, and I know how
far you'd go for a friend. I don’t hold
it against you. It’s swell to have friends
like that. But the law is the law, Pat.
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And everything points to Barney. If you
hadn’t been out of town for almost a year,
you’d have heard the stories about Wanda
and Kline, like everybody else. They've
been running around together for quite a
while, and you know what Barney thinks
of Kline. You can just imagine him when
he found out about them.”

Breitwell shook his head, sighed. “I'm
sorry, but I've got to go and take Barney
in—"

“Wait a minute, Leo,” Pat begged.
“Before you do that, let’s look this up a
little further.” He swung to Sligo, who
had remained outside the Dutch door,
watching them.

“Who'’s the hat check girl that works
here, Mike? You know her?”

Sligo nodded slowly. “Daisy Filene.
She and another girl have an apartment
down the street. I don’t know the number,
but it’s next to the garage. I—"

Pat seized Breitwell by the arm. “Come
on, Leo.”

He dragged the detective out, and down
the street. There was beginning to be
a little light now, and the street lamps
were out. The dawn looked grey and
bleak. Here and there a man was hurry-
ing on the way to an early job.

Breitwell grunted, almost running to
keep up with Pat’s swift pace.

The house next to the garage was a
four-story brick that had seen better days,
but was now converted into one- and two-
room apartments.

Pat found a bell in the vestibule which
carried two names: Filene and Miles. It
was marked: “1A.”

He tried the outer door, found it locked,
glanced at Breitwell, who said:

“Hell, go on and ring it.”

Pat put his thumb on the button, kept
it there for almost five minutes. They
could hear the raucous jangle of the bell
in an apartment on the ground floor, and
after a while the buzzer sounded quite

viciously. Pat pushed the door open, and
started down the hall with Breitwell after
him, and a door at the rear was pulled
open.

A woman in pink pajamas peered out
at them, demanded irritably :

“What’s the big idea? Who the hell
are you?”

Breitwell flashed his badge. “You Daisy
Filene?”

She stared at the badge suspiciously,
keeping behind the door. “What if I
am?”’

“Get some clothes on and let us in. We
want to talk to you. I'm Detective Ser-
geant Breitwell from homicide.”

She glanced from Breitwell to Pat Don-
nelly’s tall, slim figure, and said:

“I got enough clothes on. You can
come in.”

She stepped aside, pulled the door open.

Daisy Filene was a blonde. Her hair
was done in little curls all around the
back of her head from ear to ear. Her
complexion was creamy, and she was well
made up. She stood in the middle of
the room, put her hands on her hips, and
let them look at her in her pajamas. Her
eyes flashed to Pat, and she smiled invit-
ingly.

“You're ‘Lucky’ Pat Donnelly, ain’t
you?”

Pat nodded.

She sighed. “Gee, I wish you’d make
a couple of bets or something for me. I
could use money. Look at this dump—"

Breitwell interrupted her impatiently.
“Never mind that. Where’s your room-
mate—the girl who shares this place with
you ?”’

Daisy Filene hesitated a moment, then
said: “She ain’t here. She’s staying at
her mother’s tonight. What'd you gents
want—her or me?”

Breitwell walked past her, pushed open
the bathroom door, peered in, then came
back.
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“Do you remember who checked a hat
with you tonight at the Club Paradise—
and didn’t claim it?”

She nodded. “Yeah. It was number
nineteen. I left it hanging there, figuring
he’d come back tomorrow to get it.” She
glanced at Pat. “It belongs to your friend,
Barney Rayman.”

Pat stepped close to her. “You sure
Barney checked that hat with you?”

“Sure I am. He came in about four
o’clock, just floating around, I guess, after
closing up; said something about being
taken over by ‘Lucky’ Pat Donnelly for
thirty-two thousand, and breezed into the
bar. About ten minutes later he came out,
all hot and mad, and he didn’t even stop
for his hat—just barged out of the place,
talkin’ under his breath. I called after
him, but he didn’t even hear me.”

REITWELL let out his breath in a

long “Whew!” He took the hat out

of his overcoat pocket, where he had
stuffed it, and showed it to her.

“This the hat?” he asked.

“That’s it!” she said. “That’s the hat.
But what’s the idea? Did you wake me
up in the middie of the night to identify
a hat?”

Pat Donnelly turned away from her,
looked around the room. The bed was dis-
arranged, the pillow mussed, as if it had
been slept on. The second pillow, next to
it, was fresh and untouched. On a chair
near the bed lay a little pile of feminine
garments. A pair of long tan silk stock-
ings hung on the string of the shade; dry-
ing in the open window. Everything
seemed natural enough.

But his eyes swung back to Daisy Fil-
ene, and he studied her smoothly made-up
face, her neatly curled hair.

“Were you sleeping, Daisy?” he asked
softly. '

She threw him a startled glance. But
she -smiled at- once—acidly.

“Yes, Hawkshaw, I was sleeping. Take
a look at the bed!”

Breitwell said wearily : “That’s all, Pat.
I guess you can’t put up any more argu-
ments.” He jerked his head at the woman
in the pajamas. “You, Filene! Don't
leave town. You'll be wanted for the
Grand Jury in a couple of days.”

Her eyes opened. “Grand Jury! Why,
what—"

Pat laughed harshly. “You knew damn
well what it’s about. It’s about murder—
the murder of Steve Kline. And by what
you've just told Breitwell here, you’re
practically strapping one of the whitest
men in the world into the electric chair.”
He brought his face close to hers, and
she half drew back at the fierceness of
him. “You've put the finger on Barney
Rayman for the murder of Kline. And if
I find out you're lying, Daisy—" his voice
sank low, became deep with restrained
emotion— “God help you!”

He swung away from her, headed for
the door. “Come on, Leo. Let’s get out
of here!”

For a moment his body hid the door
which he had pulled open, and his long
supple fingers flicked in and out, pressed
the safety-catch button which controlled
the lock. The door could now be opened
from the outside by merely turning the
knob.

Daisy Filene didn’t notice his swift
motion. She followed them to the door
silently, her eyes sullenly fixed on Pat
Donnelly’s back. When they were both
out in the hallway, she slammed the door.

Pat manipulated the catch of the vesti-
bule door too, without Breitwell’s noticing
it, and they passed out into the street.

The detective sergeant said mournfully :
“It looks like I lose that bet, Pat. The
girl certainly didn’t kill Kline. Her old
man did. I owe you a hundred.”

Pat said tightly: “What are you going
to do, Leo?”
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Breitwell shrugged. “What can I do?
I'm going to take Barney in. The evidence
is all here.”

Pat planted himself in front of the ser-
geant. “Listen, Leo,” he said desperately.
“That Filene dame wasn’t telling the
truth. She wasn’t sleeping when we rang
the bell. My bet is that there was some
one in that room with her, who climbed
out the window when they heard us. She
made a quick change into pajamas, and
messed up the the bed so it’s look like she
slept in it.” He poked a long finger into
Breitwell’s chest. “I bet you further, that
if we go back now, we’ll surprise that
party in her room again—he’s probably
come in through the window again.”

Breitwell shrugged. “What'll it prove,
Pat? It’s her apartment. She’s got a
right to entertain anyone she likes—even
at five in the morning. If you find anyone
with her, it won’t change her story any.”

Pat subsided. “All right,” he said,
dully. “Go ahead. I suppose you've got
to act according to the evidence.”

“Coming along?”’ the detective asked.

“No. I couldn’t stand seeing Barney
booked for murder. I'm going to look
up a couple of angles of this thing. By
the way—have you got any handcuffs
on you?”

Breitwell nodded, looking at him suspi-
ciously. “What do you want cuffs for?”

Pat grinned slowly. “Maybe I'll run
into the real murderer tonight.” He put
a hand on the other’s arm as Breitwell
gestured impatiently, started to walk
away.

“I’m asking you to lend me your hand-
cuffs, Leo. You turning me down on a
little thing like that?”

“Oh, hell!” the sergeant exclaimed.
“Here, take the damn things!” He yanked
them out of his back pocket, thrust them
at Pat. “Go chain yourself to a lamp-
post!”

Pat watched him go down the street
and get into the car which he had left
before the Club Paradise, watched him
drive away.

Then he turned, walked swiftly back
into the brownstone house where Daisy
Filene lived.

CHAPTER FOUR

Too Many Confessions

AT DONNELLY kept close to the

wall of the hallway as he approached
Apartment 1A. From behind the door he
heard the hum of subdued voices—a
man’s, and a woman’s.

He put the handcuffs in his pocket,
eased the Webley out of its clip, and with
his left hand turned the knob slowly. He
got the door open an inch, heard the voices
louder. And suddenly the conversation
inside stopped dead.

Pat flung the door wide, thrust into the
room, and slammed the door behind him.

Daisy Filene was sitting on the bed
with her legs crossed and smoking a ciga-
rette. She had been in the middle of
taking a puff, and she sat there frozen
like that, staring at Pat, holding the ciga-
rette at her lips. Smoke was coming from
her nostrils, and suddenly she choked on
it, began to cough.

Near the kitchenette stood a man whom
Pat knew. He had his hand at his armpit
holster, and a gun was halfway out. There
was a snarl of fury on his face, and he
was crotiched forward, his knees slightly
bent. He didn’t move as Pat’s Webley
covered him, and slowly he let his hand
come away from the holster—empty.

Pat said tonelessly: “So you're a dou-
ble-crossing murderer, Smoky!”

Smoky’s voice was husky. “God, no,
Pat. I didn’t kill Kline!”

“I say you did, Smoky. A guy who
could double-cross a white boss like Bar-
ney, could be a murderer.” Pat laughed



56 DETECTIVE TALES

shortly. “So that's what Barney gets for
trusting you! Supposed to be his body-
guard! I wondered where you were, when
Barney showed up before with only Vic,
and not you!”

Daisy Filene’s coughing spasm was
over. She got up from the bed, eyes blaz-
ing. “Smoky’s no murderer!”

Pat laughed again. ‘“Maybe not! But
he's the one that brought you Barney’s
hat to hang in the coatroom. He’s the
one that coached you to say Barney’d
been there.” He spoke to the woman, but
kept his eyes on the man. “You gave
Smoky the check for that hat to give to
the murderer—if he didn’t kill Kline him-
self.”

Smoky said very low: “You're crazy,
Donnelly.”

“Then what are you doing here?” Pat
asked flatly.

Smoky lowered his eyes, but the woman
said sullenly: “Smoky’s my husband.”

“T get it,” said Pat. He reached be-
hind him, pulled the door open a little,
and shot the catch that operated the lock.
Then he slammed the door closed again,
stepped across the room toward Smoky.

Smoky’s eyes were on the Webley, fas-
cinated, and he made no move to resist
when Pat reached in and took out his
automatic, dropped it in his own pocket.

Then Pat put away the Webley. “All
right, Smoky,” he said pleasantly. “We're
going to have a little talk, you and I, as
man to man. You're going to tell me the
whole story of what happened tonight—
and you're going to tell it fast.”

Daisy Filene said quickly: “Don’t talk,
Smoky. He’s nobody. He’s only a gam-
bler that thinks he’s a big shot. He's got
nothing on you, and he’s bluffing. We
got a right to be here. All I got to do is
vell for the cops, and we’ll be okay.”

Pat stood loosely, arms at his sides, and
grinned at Smoky.

Smoky shuddered.

“If you think she’s right, Smoky," Pat
said silkily, “you can act accordingly. If
she calls out for help I give vou my word
that I'll shoot you right between the eves.
Barney is my friend, Smoky, and vou
know I always keep my word.” His hand
moved up swiftly, and the Weblev re-
appeared. “What do vou think, Smoky.
Will T kill you if you don't talk?"

The woman bared her teeth, stepped
closer to Pat. “You're crazy! You kill
Smoky, and you’ll fry! He hasn’t even
got a gun on him now. It'd be murder.
You'll fry, I tell you, you'll {fry!”

“All right,” Pat said. “I’ll fry. But it
won’t do Smoky any good, because he’ll
be dead.”

Daisy Filene looked at him unbeliev-
ingly, said: “Nobody’s nuts enough for
that,” and opened her mouth to scream.

Pat’s face was white and tense. His
fist swung in a short arc, caught her on
the chin, sent her toppling back onto the
bed, unconscious.

Smoky had taken a step forward, but
he stopped as Pat’s gun swung to cover
him again, and Pat asked coldly: “Well 7"

Pat’s hand was steady, but the collar of
his shirt was wet with sweat. His face
was a set mask, and his finger perceptibly
tautened on the trigger.

Smoky exclaimed hastily: “T'll talk!”

“No,” said Pat. “You’ll write!”

WITH Pat Donnelly standing grimly

over him, Smoky wrote in pencil on
a cardboard taken from a laundered
shirt—the only thing they had been able
to find in the room that could be written
on. Smoky's left hand was cuffed to the
chair, and he wrote awkwardly with his
right.

Daisy Filene was still unconscious on
the bed, and Pat left her so, watching the
laboriously shaped words take form under
Smoky's pencil. Smoky sat at the table,
with Pat just behind him, facing the door.
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Pat had locked the window and pulled
down the shade.

The statement was:

“], Sam Miles, also known as Smoky
Miles, state that I was employed as a body-
guard by Barney Rayman. That I am legally
married to Daisy Filene Miles, who works as
a hat-check girl at the Club Paradise. That
Daisy was approached by an unknown man
who offered her a thousand dollars if she
would get me to take Barney’s hat and bring
it to the check room last night. I did so.
This man also made Daisy call up Miss
Wanda Rayman at her home and tell her
that there was trouble between her father
and Steve Kline at the Movieland Cabaret,
and that she better go there at once if she
wanted to stop some one from getting hurt.
We didn’t know what was in back of it. We
thought some one was being framed or
something, but we didn’t think it was mur
der. We only found out about that after-
ward, when the same man came back and
gave us an extra thousand and told us that
we better keep our mouths shut or we’d
burn, because some one had been killed at
the Movieland, and we’d be accessories.”

Smoky stopped, looked up.

“All right,” Pat said. “Now the name
of the man.”

Smoky wiped sweat from under his
eyes. “I swear to you, Donnelly, I don't
know who it was. He never give no
name.”

“Do you know Sassoon when you see
him ?”

“No. I came from Chicago and got the
job with Barney after Sassoon left this
town. I never seen him.”

“What did this man look like?”

(‘He-l’

Smoky stopped, glanced toward the
door. Some one had rapped on it dis-
creetly.

Pat whispered: “Find out who it is.”

Smoky called out: “Yes?”

A voice said: “Is Daisy Filene there?”

Pat recognized the voice—even over a
lapse of more than a year. It was the
cold, unemotional voice of “Monk” Sas-
soon. Pat stooped, unlocked the cuffs.

Then he whispered some instructions in
Smoky’s ear, snatched up the confession
from the table, and stepped behind the
curtain of the kitchenette.

Smoky called out: “Who wants her?”

“This is the man who talked to her last
night. Open up. I've got to see you. It’s
important.”

Smoky said: “Okay,” and went to the
door, opened it.

Pat applied his eye to a crack in the
curtain, and his mouth set in a grim line
as he saw the hulking form of Sassoon
come into the room, followed by two more
men—the same men that Pat had seen
in the car earlier in the evening.

“Monk” Sassoon’s thick features were
wreathed into something like a smile. He
jerked his head at one of the men who
had come in after him, and that man shut
the door, stood with his back to it.

Then Sassoon turned, surveyed the
room, towering over Smoky. His eyes lit
on the form of Daisy Filene on the bed.
She was coming to, and moaning a bit.
There was a blue mark on her jaw.

Sassoon smiled crookedly. “Having a
little spat, eh? Couldn’t figure out how
to divide all that money, I bet.”

Smoky said nervously : “What can I do
for you, mister?”

Sassoon asked genially: “Had any
visitors yet? Cops or such?”’

Smoky hesitated only a fraction of a
second, then said quickly: “No. No one’s
been here at all.”

“That’s fine,” Sassoon purred. “Be-
cause I've been thinking that maybe you
or Daisy might be tempted to talk about
things. That’s funny, though, because the
night watchman over at the Club Para-
dise tells me that a man named Donnelly
was there to see him, together with a
detective, and that they said they would
stop in here too.”

“Oh yes,” Smoky said lamely. He
wasn’t much of a liar. “They did come
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here, but I lammed out the window. Daisy
talked to them. She told them the story
you told her to tell.”

“So? That’s very nice. Just as I fig-
ured it. Did the detective have a hat with
him ?”

U'Yes.)’

“Fine. Now I just want to make sure
that you and Daisy don’t talk any more
about this thing. You see, she’s identified
the hat, and that’s all that’ll be necessary.”

“We won’t talk, mister,” Smoky assured
him. “We’ll keep mum.”

“I'm very sure you will,” Sassoon said
softly. “Quite sure.”

HE nodded, and suddenly the two men

behind him moved forward, and guns
appeared in their hands; guns with un-
gainly silencers on the muzzles. Their
eyes glittered as one stepped toward
Smoky, the other went toward the bed on
which lay Daisy Filene.

Smoky exclaimed huskily: “Say! What
you gonna do?”’

“Just make sure,” Sassoon murmured,
“that you don’t do any more talking.”

Suddenly panic seized Smoky. He
turned wildly, clawing at his empty hol-
ster.

And Pat Donnelly stepped out from
behind the curtain.

Sassoon saw him, and froze. But the
other two men had their backs to him,
and he had to attract their attention by
coughing. Sassoon’s face was twisted into
a mask of hatred as his hand streaked to
his coat pocket. He shouted hoarsely :

“It’s Donnelly! Take him!”

The two men whirled just as Sassoon
got his gun out. Pat fired first at Sas-
soon, then twice more, swiftly, at the
other two men. None of them fired a

single shot. Pat’s first slug had caught
Sassoon in the arm, and the big man had
dropped his gun, face contorted with pain.

Pat’s second and third slugs hurled the
two men backward into the window,
where they crashed against the shade,
carrying it back against the pane and
smashing the glass. They were both dead,
with bullets through their hearts.

There was a commotion outside, heavy
steps sounded in the hall, and Detective
Sergeant Breitwell fairly hurled himself
into the room, service revolver in his
hand.

He stopped short just inside the door,
goggling at the dead bodies, at the figure
of Sassoon who was trying to get to his
feet and to hold on to his wounded arm
at the same time. “Hell, Pat,” he said.
“I figured you were up to something
here—so I hustled over.”

Pat said to Breitwell : “Here’s the mur-
derer of Kline, Leo. Meet Mr. Sassoon!”

Sassoon growled : “You’re nuts. I don't
know what you're talking about!”

Breitwell glanced at Pat, and suddenly
started to smile.

“What the hell are you grinning
about ?”’ Pat demanded.

“T'll tell you, said Breitwell. ‘“First
Wanda Rayman claims she killed Kline.
Then I go down and release her and take
Barney Rayman in custody, and he seems
tickled to death, and claims he killed
Kline. It’s a relief to find some one who
denies he killed Kline!”

“Sassoon,” Pat said quietly, “was
always modest.” He took the written con-
fession from his pocket. “This statement,
written by Smoky just before he got here,
will put him in the headlines—and send
him right to the chair. . ..”

THE END
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by GEORGE BRUCE

HEN Miss Mears appeared on
‘; ‘/ the street children cringed away
from her. After she passed they
whispered among themselves that she was
a witch. The parents of the same chil-
dren whispered that Miss Mears was a

miser and hid herself in'the curtained
depths of the Mears' Mansion, and spent

For so many
years she had
lost track of
them Miss
Mears had
lived in her great house—all
alone, entertaining no one, :
shunned by her fellowtownsmen. . .. Then one night the chief of police
got acall. ... A ghastly visitor had come to the lonely Miss Mears. . . .
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She could feel
hands reaching for
her. ...
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her days and nights counting her gold,
fondling and caressing each piece.

The Chief of Colesville's three-man
police force said that Miss Mears was a
damned nuisance, a chronic crank and
kicker, because as many as ten times a
month the telephone in his office sum-
moned his official attention, and he dis-
covered Miss Mears to be on the line,
reporting the fact that a tramp was prowl-
ing about, or that children were annoying
her by throwing stones at the house, or
that she was sure robbers were trying to
get in,

And each time the Chief went out to
Mears’ Mansion to investigate personally
and found that the children had fled, if
there had ever been children ; and that the
robber, trying to force an entrance, was
nothing more than a tree branch rubbing
against the side of the unpainted house,
moved by a gentle wind; or that the
prowling tramp was Joe Phillips cutting
across the Mears property on his way
home from the filling station.

Time after time the Chief came back
to the office to complain to his force: “I
swear to goodness, that Lizzie Mears will
be the death of me yet. Getting a man out
at all hours of the day and night. . . .”

And the force would nod in sympathy
and say: “Cracked, that’s what. I always
said she was cracked. Been cracked for
years, ever since her pa’s death. Just look-
in’ at her will tell a person she’s cracked
—of all the outlandish creations. You
shouldn’t pay her no mind, Chief.”

UT Lizzie Mears was neither a witch,

a miser, nor was she cracked. She
was merely a fifty-five-year-old spinster
lady who lived alone in the tremendous
emptiness of what had once been the
“Mears Mansion”. When she looked at
herself in the mirror she saw a tall, spare
body, stern-faced, cold-eyed, with the skin
pulled tightly over the cheekbones, like

dried parchment. She saw a long, thin
nose, and a thin-lipped mouth which
never smiled. She saw the angularity of
her figure, so pronounced that the ends
of her shoulder blades seemed to push
themselves stiffly against the material of
the rusty black, ancient costumes she af-
fected. Her throat was thin and the cords
of her neck stood out under the flesh.
She had midnight black hair, with traces
of iron grey, which she wore combed
down tightly against her head, almost in
the manner of a characterless wig, and
parted dead center.

When she walked on the street she was
like a black-garbed spectre from another
generation, returned to the scene from
which it had been snatched, and doomed
to walk alone.

Her black skirt touched the earth on all
sides of her and gave off a dull rustling
sound as she moved—Iike the night wind
blowing through dead branches. She sel-
dom glanced right or left, but walked with
her face straight to the front, her eyes
seeming to see nothing, to recognize noth-
ing. When she went out, it was for one
of two things: to order groceries or nec-
essities, for which she paid cash, speaking
no word, excepting to declare her wants;
or, to church, once on a Sunday, appear-
ing at exactly the same minute each Sab-
bath, just before the services began, to
walk down the aisle completely unaware
of the existence of other worshippers. She
would sit bolt upright in her seat, never
moving until the collection plate was
passed, and then reaching out her hand to
deposit a quarter on the plate. . . .

When people whispered concerning
Miss Mears’ money, they spoke indefin-
itely, as of fabulous sums. Long years
ago when Old Man Mears had come to
Colesville and built the Mears Mansion,
people had spoken of the Mears wealth in
the same manner. The tremendous house
with its twenty rooms. The only “draw-
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ing room” in Colesville. Blooded horses,
carriages, servants. Servants, bad ones,
hired from the village, coming home each
night to spread exaggerated tales concern-
ing the wonders and magnificence of
Mears Mansion.

But Old Man Mears had been a prodi-
gal spender. It seemed that he was intent
upon ridding himself of his money. People
said that he was a big New York broker,
who wanted to retire to the country, away
from the misery and din of the city—re-
tire with a fortune. The direct antece-
dents of the Mears family were lost, and
no one bothered to inquire concerning
them. It was enough that Great Wealth
had come to Colesville. Money was the
Open Sesame in Colesville, as it is every-
where else in the world.

Just Old Man Mears and his daughter,
Elisabeth. All alone, in that house. Once
or twice young men cast longing eyes
toward the daughter of Old Man Mears,
but that was all. It was difficult for the
boldest of the village lads to attempt the
storming of the castle single-handed. And
no outside suitors came for the hand of
Miss Elisabeth Mears . . . . so the years
rolled on, and it seemed that Old Man
Mears would live forever, and the people
of Colesville were very sorry for Lizzie
Mears because she was fairly good-look-
ing—and rich. The women of the village
could not understand why any girl with
those two attributes did not somehow get
a man.

UT it seemed that Lizzie Mears was
born to be the handmaiden of her
father—nothing more. And when he died,
well, she was very much like the Lizzie
Mears of the present. The life seemed
to have been drained out of her. The
beauty was gone. Youth was gone. She
was stern-faced, and as if under self-dis-
cipline, sere, and possessed of that age-
lessness which marks the spinster in the
later phases of life.

If romance had ever touched her, no
one in Colesville knew of it. If she har-
bored a secret sorrow, excepting the death
of her father, no one had heard of it.
In fact, no one knew about anything con-
nected with her. She had lived practically
all of the years of her life among the two
thousand souls of the village—and she
was an utter blank.

And in her later years it came to pique
those two thousand souls that she was a
blank, a mystery, an enigma and a Sphinx.
For of all things, Colesville hated a mys-
tery, or something that was not common
knowledge.

It came to be in the later years that
the people of Colesville passed the Mears
Mansion quickly and with a little feeling
of hackles rising between shoulder blades,
particularly at night. The unpainted,
weathered, grey blob of the house was for-
bidding in its aspect. The gaunt, weary,
tenuous-armed elms crowded into the
yard were like ghost figures standing in
the night. The heavily curtained windows
seemed to make a crypt of the house.
There was a feeling, that if one opened
the front door a sudden rush of heavy,
dead air would strike one in the face.

And the house was always dark, ex-
cepting for one burning lamp in the room
in which Miss Mears happened to be, for
in spite of the fact that electricity had ar-
rived finally in Colesville, it had never
been wired into Mears Mansion, and Liz-
zie Mears still lit her way in the night
with old-fashioned oil lamps. Sometimes
the people of Colesville, passing the house
at night saw the feeble yellow illumination
of the lamp moving about from place to
place in the house as Miss Mears barred
the doors and inspected the window locks
on her way to her solitary bed. And the
moving luminosity was eerie—like the
phosphorescence one sometimes sees over
a fresh grave in a cemetery at night.

Sometimes, when they saw that light,
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people muttered to themselves: “Lizzie
Mears—counting her gold . . . .” and hur-
ried on feeling invisible hands plucking
at them from the shadows behind the
trees, and feeling little shudders of dread
in the pit of their stomachs.

But there were things about Lizzie
Mears no one in Colesville could have
understood or credited, For instance, Miss
Mears hated, with a soul-filling, overbur-
dening resentment, the house which had
entombed her throughout the years. She
had always hated it, even from the first,
when it was new, and bright with paint.
As it grew old, and the joints separated
and the stairs bred whispers and creak-
ings, and when the shutter hinges rusted
and gave off deep sobbing groans when
even gently stirred by the wind, she hated
it still more, and the hatred was mixed
with a suffocating fear.

HE had all of the sounds in that old

house catalogued. She knew the creak-
ing of the shutters, and the sound of the
wind moving the slates on the roof, and
the gurgling sound of the water in the
kitchen sink being sucked down into the
sewer—the sound of a throat, flooded
with blood, being choked by powerful
hands. She knew the sounds made by the
creaking stairs, and of the warping floor
boards. She knew the low hoot of the
owl that lived in an elm on the lawn, even
the rustle of the high grass in the back
yard. She knew them all. As one knows
the ghosts which inhabit his mental exis-
tence. She had lived with them for years,
behind the shaded windows, along with
the covered-over furniture in the rooms
she never used—queer looking objects un-
der the white dust covers, looking like
the wraiths of victims dead or broken by
torture, and huddling together in silence.

And she could not leave them—there
was no place in the world Lizzie Mears
could go. For in spite of the whisperings

of Colesville concerning the legendary
goldpieces she caressed and hoarded, Liz-
zie Mears was practically penniless, and
had been penniless for years. No one
in Colesville knew that Old Man Mears
had died leaving nothing but his insur-
ance and the house—and very little insur-
ance. That the prodigal spending, even on
the Colesville scale, had sapped the source
of his wealth, and that silly investments
had made him a pauper.

Only Miss Mears knew that. The in-
surance money came to her. It came when
she was plunged into the absolute void of
isolation from all things—when she was
completely alone in the great house. And
she sat down, and figured for days on
paper, and found, that if she spent just so
much daily, the money would last so many
years. At the end of those years—noth-
ing. And she was afraid. Afraid to ge
away from this house she hated, away
from this town she hated, with its prying
people and their pseudo-friendliness. She
was afraid to go out into a world she
did not know. Afraid that something
would happen to the money, and she would
be alone, without shelter, penniless.

No—she must stay close to the house!
She must! Even with the draped furni-
ture, and the horror of having seen her
father’s body lying in its coffin in the
drawing room, dead, like marble, with
closed eyes . . . and his face strange in
the mask of death. It was her sanctuary
and refuge. There was no other world.

So she saved and scrimped and suf-
fered over those dollars which came to
her, and her soul was jagged with the
fear of them coming to an end. And to
make them last longer she ate only one
meal a day, and when she put the quarter
on the collection plate on Sunday she ate
nothing that day.

Sometimes the complete silence of her
existence seemed to scream in her ears.
Sometimes she told herself that she would
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hire someone from the village to stay with
her, a young girl perhaps—that Hilda
Gatty—who was not so flighty as the
other girls. And she would have some-
one to talk to, and someone to share the
silences, someone to see. And then she
remembered: if she did that, the whole
town would know that Mears Mansion
was an empty shell, rotting to ruin, and
that she could eat but one meal a day,
and that she hadn’t had a new dress in
twenty years. And mentally she could
hear the buzzing of Colesville gossip, and
could feel the suddenly narrowed eyes of
the townspeople on her back, and her safe-
ty being ripped away from her.

As long as she lived in Mears Man-
sion, alone, she was safe. But the mo-
ment the world came in—even in the
presence of a single individual—her se-
crets would be flung out into the street
like the gnawed bones of a chicken, to be
mulled over—and her safety was gone.

SHE never got anyone to stay with her,

and the hate and fear of the old house
grew up within her, through the years,
until it rode her like hags seated on her
back beating her with switches. A moving
shadow—and her heart raced and a feel-
ing of faintness came over her. The sound
of a footstep on the boardwalk which
served as a sidewalk, and her knees be-
came rubber, and her breath stopped in
her lungs.

The days went on like that for Miss
Mears. And she wondered how long it
took to die—and a panic would shake her
at the thought that she might not die be-
fore the money ran out—that she would
sit someday in the silence, dying a little at
a time from starvation, and that after days
and days, someone would break into the
house and find her skeleton on the floor,
emaciated, cold, stiff.

But of course, the people of Colesville
knew nqthing of those things. The chil-

dren said: “She’s a witch.” The adults
said: “She’s a miser and fondles her gol-
den money.” And the Chief of Police
cussed and called her an “infernal nui-
sance.”

* k%
IN the late hours of her last day of life,

Miss Mears put on her old black coat
over her old black, age-streaked dress,
and put on her old black hat and tied the
black veil, which went over the top of her
hat and under her chin, firmly in place.
She stood looking at herself in the mirror.
It seemed that a yellow mask looked back
at her out of a heavy black frame. She
looked at her hands. They were still beau-
tiful, almost as they had been when she
was a girl.

Then, with almost a trancelike step, she
went to the bookcase in the living room,
moved aside a heavy one-volume ency-
clopedia which had been current in 1895
and from behind it took an age-polished
cigar box. She walked with the same
trancelike step to her rocking chair, sat
herself stiffly upright—she always sat as
if a steel brace supported her spine—and
slowly opened the lid of the box. Her
eyes were bright with a queer fever. Her
hands shook a little. Her mouth was
white and dry. She felt in the box with
her hands, without looking down at the
contents of the box. She seemed to know
exactly what the box contained—each
piece, paper and metal.

After a long time she looked at her
hands. She took three old, limp, one-dol-
lar bills from the box, smoothed them
carefully on her knee as she might have
smoothed a square of silk. Then she
picked up with her fingers three half dol-
lars, and put those on top of the three
one-dollar bills. One by one she picked
up the remaining pieces of money in the
box. A quarter, four dimes, two nickels
and four pennies.

She sat there for a long time, her face
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expressionless, looking down at the money
carefully balanced on her knee, and piled
up according to size.

Her mouth moved. She seemed to be
repeating something she knew acutely
from memory. No sound come from her
lips, they merely formed the words:
“Five dollars and twenty-nine cents.”

She put the money back in the box,
carefully, with the hands which shook
slightly, and there was something akin to
nameless terror in her eyes. She picked up
one of the half dollars, and one of the
quarters and one of the dimes. It seemed
that she had to force her fingers into
picking them out of the box. She held the
three pieces in her hand, in the palm of
her hand, for a long time, looking at them.
Her throat worked as if a dry sob was
trying to force passage.

Then she closed her eyes and closed the
lid of the box, and put it back behind the
encyclopedia, and arranged the books to
seem undisturbed.

There was a burning sensation in her
stomach. Tt had been there for hours—
since the day before. It was hunger—but
the burning sensation was being lost a
little in a strange numbness, and every
now and then Miss Mears’ head swirled
dizzily and she had to hold onto the edge
of a table, or lean against the wall until
her head cleared.

She looked around the room. She
walked to the front door, took down the
chain, turned the key in the lock, locked
the door carefully after her. She walked
down the ruined pathway to the front
gate, with the weeds and tall grass fighting
each other for existence, out through the
once proud gate in the fence, onto the
boardwalk—toward Ben Sutter’'s Grocery
and General Store.

She had to pass the filling station. There
was a car parked there. A man was sit-
ting in the car, lounging. He needed a
shave, he looked unkempty, burly. He

wore an imitation leather coat, a khaki-
colored woolen shirt, and the legs of his
trousers were caught up in boots. He
lifted his head and looked at her as she
passed. When she was by the car she
heard little snatches of Joe Phillips’ voice
pinging against her ears. Joe always made
friends with his customers. He had a
book: “How to Succeed with Your Per-
sonality.” And the book stressed cheerful-
ness and courtesy and such things. So he
always conversed with his customers as he
filled tanks or put air in tires, or poured
oil in a crankcase.

“....Old Lizzie Mears ... lives in that
big house . , . Mears’ Mansion . . . hell
of a looking sight now . . . should have
seen it when the Old Man was alive . . .
sure—lousy with dough . . . everybody
knows Old Lizzie is a miser . . . always
dresses like that . . . never been any dif-
ferent since I been born. . .”

ISS MEARS walked out of earshot.

It seemed to her that she could feel
the eyes of the man in the car looking
after her, focused between her shoulder
blades. A queer, grim smile moved the
corners of her mouth. It was the first
time she had smiled . . . . so long . . . .
she could hardly remember. Her brain
said slowly: “lousy with money. . . .”
That had called forth the grim smile.
Lousy with money—five dollars and twen-
ty nine cents—no . . . . not now. Now
there was exactly four dollars and forty-
four cents in the box . . . . four-forty-
four. It marched through her head in
crazy cadences: four-forty-four . .
four-forty-four. . . .

There were some children in front of
Ben Sutter’s. An impulse stopped her.
She stood looking at them, her eyes
strange, with a queer starved light. She
took a step toward one of them. They
ran, scattered, across the street, down
farther on the same side of the street,
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then stopped like frightened kittens, then
turned around, and stared at her.

One of them did not run. A little
girl . . . . two or three perhaps, she
stood rooted, looking up at Miss Mears.
Smiling up at her, the late afternoon sun-
light falling on a tangled mass of blonde
curls.

One of the children shrieked: “Run—
Amy—run, . ..”

But Miss Mears did not hear the cry.
Neither did the child. She still stood,
looking up, smiling. And something moved
within Miss Mears like a glacier tearing
itself away from the anchorage of a cen-
tury, and she went down on her knees
on the sidewalk, and put out her hands
to the child, almost in supplication, and
the child stood without moving, the smile
on her face—and Miss Mears kissed her
gently on the forehead. And then—moved
by the same irresistible impulse, Miss
Mears opened the palm of her hand, and
quickly took up the dime, and pressed it
into the child’s hand. She climbed stiffly
and hurriedly to her feet, and fled into
the store.

But before she came in Ben Sutter had
time to witness the scene in company with
several of his female customers, and to
marvel.

“Well, I never hoped to live to see it.
.. . Miss Mears—noticin’ a child.” There
was a little hushed note in his voice. And
he said: “And she gave her a dime. . .
Yes, sir—she give little Amy Mitchel a
dine!”

“Hmph!” said one of the ladies. “It’s
a wonder it didn't break her heart. It's
the first dime she ever gave away since
1've known her—and it’ll probably be the
Jaste-tom

Sutter said: “Shhhh! Here she comes.”

There was a silence in the store. Then
Ben Sutter said: “Evening, Miss Mears
....alovely day.” And he looked search-

ingly at her face and it seemed to him
that her cheeks were wet.

Miss Mears said: “Good evening Mr.
Sutter. I needed a few things. . . .”

“A pleasure Miss Mears. . . .”

So she bought seventy-five cents worth
of foodstuffs, very carefully, and went
out, the packages under her arm. And
she could feel the eyes of the people
within the store staring after her.

She walked up the street, her black
skirts stirring the dust at her feet. And
the children were strangely silent and
strangely awed, and followed after her at
a respectful distance. They were saving
in subdued, excited voices: “She give
Amy a dime. . .. She give Amy a
dime. = %

She looked at the trees. She looked at
the sky. She looked at the houses along
the street. And she thought . . . . “four-
forty-four . . . four-forty-four. . . .”

ISS MEARS looked up quickly.

There was a sense within her that
eyes were burning her—someone looking
at her so intensely that the very touch of
vision against her burned. And she saw
that the man she had noticed before at
the filling station was still sitting in his
car, talking to Joe Phillips, and that Phil-
lips was chattering away, hands on hips—
and that the man’s eyes, covertly, were
watching her every step.

A little chilling sensation ran along
Miss Mears’ spine, It began at her hips
and ran in ripples up to the base of her
brain. Her flesh felt prickly, and a nerv-
ous pulse beat within her chest.

She walked on, turned in at the gate.
It seemed that she had to get into the
house immediately. To fling herself right
through the door and to bolt the door
after her. Halfway up the steps the urge
became an actual panic. Her heart was
pounding, and her breath fluttered in her
throat.
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Inside the house, with the door bolted
and locked after her, she drew a great
breath. A little shudder shook her. It
seemed that she could see the man’s eyes
peering at her out of the half darkness
of the hallway—eyes, lurking under great
bushy brows, above that unshaven brutish
face.

She almost forgot she was hungry. She
took off her coat, and hurried to light
the lamp. She put the lamp on the table.
She sat down, opened a box of crackers,
ate them—dry. She would have liked to
have brewed a pot of tea—she needed it.
But going to the kitchen, through dark
halls and past empty rooms! So she sat,
huddled within the circle of yellow light
and munched on the dry crackers, making
each of them last as long as possible, until
her throat and mouth were dry and masti-
cation was not possible.

The clock ticked. Ponderously, loudly,
monotonously. It said with its wooden
works: ‘“Four-forty-four — four-forty-
four—” endlessly. Until the beat and
cadence was pounding on the top of Miss
Mears’ skull.

She looked about her. Little by little
that terrible house had driven her back,
from one line of entrenchments of de-
fence to another. Little by little it had
choked her off, relentlessly, implacably
driven her toward a corner from which
she could not escape. Little by little, it
had driven he# from itself, a room at a
time—closed off, abandoned to the empti-
ness, the dustiness and the smell of stale
air. Driven her—until she had this living
room, the kitchen, and her bedroom—all
that remained to her of the great house.

All the rest*was filled with the thick,
brooding silence, and the noises—and the
isolation.

She sat there and rocked herself in the
rocker—back and forth, mechanically, held
by a queer, self-hypnosis, born out of the
crush of fear and dread against her brain.

The rockers of the chair creaked and kept
cadence with the sound of the clock:
forty-four—forty-four—forty-four. . . .

After a long time, when it was pitch
dark outside the yellow circle of light
from the lamp, and the walls of the room
were completely lost in the surrounding
blackness, she became aware that she was
cold. Her body was gripped by a chill—
seemed frozen into tiny particles of ice
adhering to the flesh. The floor under
her feet was cold. The air about her.
She shivered and tried to shrug the old
black dress more securely about her
body—but the cold continued.

Her hand reached out toward the base
of the lamp. She got up from her chair,
very slowly. The boards of the floor
creaked under her feet as she took a step.
She wished she had made the tea. It
would have warmed her. Winter was
coming—it was in the air—and she would
be cold, for there was nothing to burn in
the stove. And there could be no coal
for the heater—not even in the twenty-
pound sacks such as she had bought last
winter because they did not take so much
money. She would not be able to have
even that spark of fire she had kept in
the heater. And the cold would come into
the house. .. .

CHILLS ran over her body. She held

the lamp above her head, and the cir-
cle of light moved slowly before her as
she walked toward the ‘stairs. The steps
creaked. It seemed that the cold was com-
ing to meet her. Suddenly the house was
alive with voices. With rustlings, creak-
ings, squeakings, greanings, gurglings.
She stopped, listened. Her hand was
shaking. The yellow p501 of light trem-
bled as a result.

She went up another step. Her heart
thumped. Somehow she could not forget
the furtive, covert eyes of the man at the
filling station. It seemed that his eyes
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were just ahead of the fringe of light
on the stairs.

She halted at the top landing, breathed
deeply. She opened the door of her room.
The light danced crazily, smoked in its
chimney. She shielded it with her hand.
The cold rushed at her. She stood, trans-
fixed, her body suddenly gaunt, like bones
wrapped in yellow paper.

Her eyes turned slowly, looked at the
room. Her big bed with its old fashioned
curtains. The two chairs. The chest of
drawers and the old-fashioned dressing
table she never used, and the bureau with
the mirror. The closet built against the
wall. The window. . ..

The window!

Her hand clutched at the lamp—it shook
in her hand. Her knees seemed about to
buckle, her eyes, staring, wide, looking
at the window. It was open. It hadn’t
been open in twenty years. It had always
been locked. She looked at the lock. It
was wrenched away . . . . the screw torn
out of the wood by a powerful force, the
inside half of the lock half hanging from
the window frame.

And the cold—the cold air which had
chilled her, was coming in through the
opened window. . . . And outside, the
limbs of the elms were meoaning in a queer,
ominous ecstasy, and the leaves were
whispering to themselves, chuckling. And
the creaks in the house were suddenly
alive, living. The shutter hinge, with its
grating groan was the sound of her
nerves, and the floor board under her feet
with its cracking was the sound of her
beones.

It seemed that she could not hold the
lamp, that her fingers had lost the power
to grasp. Her head whirled. The terror
which she had kept under restraint all
through the years in this house, was un-
leashed, rjoting, chattering within her.

i.’I'he sounds were attacking—driving her,
,(andtheeyescf the man she had seen at

the filling station were leading them—
urging them on.

The curtains, masking the top of the
bed stirred just a little. Her eyes leaped
to the spot, and her heart, and her nerves.
She stared. They moved a little more,
rustled. Her eyes went to the mirror
over the old dressing table. A breath
whistled through her teeth. Eyes . . . .
that man’s eyes . . . . looking at her out
of the mirror . . .. touched by the light
from the lamp . . . . narrowed, deadly,
staring at her.

A scream rose out of her soul, battered
up through her thin throat, assaulted her
teeth—and she forced it back.

He was there. She knew it. If she
could only get to the stairs. If the could
only telephone . . . . anyone — Curt
Davis.— <.

SHE turned slowly. She went out of

the room. The cold air seeped after
her, touching her back and her neck with
icy fingers. She heard a sound, the creak
of a floor board. She heard it again. It
came out of her room. No sound like that
belonged in the house. She knew every
hideous sound the old house made. This
was another sound—feet, coming aifter
her.

She forced herself to walk slowly, as
if she did not know, as if she was going
down the stairs for some simple thing
she had forgotten; and in the darkness,
out of the yellow circle of the lamp light,
the sounds came after her, very slowly,
very slowly, but very surely. The sounds
halted when she could not move her legs.
They began again when she could force
another step.

The distance to the stair head was miles
long. It was not more than twenty feet,
but it was miles . . . . and miles . . . .
with torture slashing and pounding at her
along every inch of the way. She put out
a foot, took the first step down . . . .
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and with it there was a terrific impulse to
run. To drop the lamp—to scream out
her horror and terror—and to run, blind-
ly—anywhere, to escape the sound of
those following footsteps. . . .

She could feel hands reaching for her.
Hands, powerful, with hair covering them.
She could smell death curling and writh-
ing and twisting in the stale air of the
hall. She could hear it breathe, lurk, creep
about her—out of the reach of that yellow
circle of light.

She forced herself to go slowly. Her
mouth was closed, the muscles of her jaw
were set.

She stepped off the last step. The old
fashioned telephone was on the wall of
the entrance hall. Her hand went out,
turned the crank. It seemed to take her
hours and a tremendous effort to lift the
receiver. She felt breath on her neck—
breathing, pulsing.

A voice said: “Number please. .

Miss Mears’ voice said in a hoarse
husky scream . . . Number One . . .
Please: = "

And then, her brain exploded in a red
smear. Erupted inside her skull. She fell,
her hand grasping the receiver of the tele-
phone, tearing the cord loose as she went
down.

”
.

* 3k 3k

URT DAVIS said pettishly. “Hello—

hello . . . . hell!” There was a pino-
chle game going. This was the night for
pinochle. Ben Sutter and Ollie Marks and
Clifton Harkness always came around to
the office on this night to play pinochle.
It was a tradition, a ritual.

The operator came on the line. “I'm
sorry, Chief,” she said. “I had a call
for you . . . . Miss Mears . . she
sounded scared, almost yelled at me when
she gave the number. Then, she went off
the line and left the receiver off the hook.
I'm trying to get her for you. ...”

“Old Lizzie Mears!” said the chief of
police to the pinochle players in general.
“She calls up a couple of times a week,
gets me out there—for nothing. She’s
probably got the jim-jams again. . . .”

“I'm afraid something is wrong,” said
the operator. “I can't get Lizzie Mears
to answer me. . . .”

“Oh, hell!” said the chief. His face
was marked with disgust. He put on his
coat and took up the tools of his trade.
“You boys come on and walk over there
with me . . . . see what I have to contend
with—probably a cat sitting on her win-
dow sill. . . .”

So they walked over to Mears Mansion
with him, and waited while he knocked
and knocked and got no answer. They
helped him to break down the front door.
There was darkness. The first ray of the
chief’s flashlight showed them Lizzie
Mears, on the floor, clutching the tele-
phone receiver, her head crushed . . . .
deady ==

Later, in the living room, they saw a
cigar box on the floor, its lid wrenched
off, as if by fury. They saw scattered on
the floor, three one dollar bills, two half
dollars, a couple of dimes and nickles and
pennies. They seemed to have been thrown
there in contempt. The room was torn
apart, the result of a hasty search—a
blind panic. . . .

Chief Davis looked at the money:
“Four dollars and forty-four cents,” he
said slowly and solemnly. “Whoever
robbed Lizzie, after all these years, and
did—that to her—didn’t want to be both-
ered with no small change. Wonder how
much he got?”

And Miss Mears . . . . crumpled at
the foot of the stairs, under the telephone,
looked up at the ceiling with wide-open
eyes from which dread was absent for
the first time in years . . . . and with
the corners of her mouth drawn up, just
a trifle, in what seemed to be a grim smile.




SAFE IN HELL

by CRENDON ALZEE

(Author of “Carfare to Hell.”)

In his ears the chilling wail of the
prison’s siren seemed to sound the death-
knell of hope. He thought he knew of a
trail that none could follow—but a man’s
fate needs no path to reach him. . . .

’ I \HE penitentiary siren’s long hoot
filled the moonless night with terri-
fying sound. It wailed along Sioux

River’s dark flood below Jack Flint and

surged against Bigby Cliff’s thicketed face

looming blackly above him. The youth
shuddered closer to the damp, earthly leaf-
mold over which he crawled. He inched
forward, snarling, as creeper thorns
snatched at his sleeve of drab prison
shoddy.

The jailhouse hooter crescendoed once
more, broadcasting the warning that a
convict had escaped, closing the roads,
flinging about Vail Valley an armed cord-

White, blinding glare pinned
Flint to the rock.
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on through which no one had ever brok-
en. A searchlight beam smashed the val-
ley’s single road into being, swept away

. from it to probe the almost vertical preci-
pice with its gigantic finger.

In the east, where the heights curved
to leave only a narrow flat between them
and the river, the blackness was suddenly
spangled with the clustered lights of
startled Vailshurg. One of those tiny
yellow oblongs marked the window be-
hind which Flint had more than once cow-
ered as a youngster, while in imagination
he was out in the ominous night with
some nerve-shattered wretch whom morn-
ing would see back between the high,
grey walls from which he fled.

More than ence! Had even then some
premonition come to him that one night
he would be crawling, quivering with fear,
seared by desperation, through this
tangled underbrush while the forces of
the Law chevvied him from covert to
covert like a scared rabbit? Was that
why he had sworn Ben Trotter to secrecy
when, exploring this very cliff, they had
come upon a vine-screened cleft where a
man might lie undiscovered for weeks?
A split in the mossy face of a huge
boulder whose sides were provendered
against hunger by lavish blackberry
bushes, whose floor was watered against
thirst by a clear, cold spring.

Distant, growling thunder was the
motor-roar of squad cars packed with
merciless guards setting out to run Flint
down. They would scatter their cruel-
jawed passengers along the river bank,
along the valley road, to commence the
slow, painstaking beat through the woods
that must inevitably flush him into the
open. Other cars were darting to the
ridge far above him. Though it was five
years since Jack Flint had left Vailsburg,
he still knew every move of the game. He
still knew that the one gap in the closing
net would be that made by the unscalable
rock face along whose base he crawled.

Unscalable! But Ben and he had scaled
it in the old days. Driven by desperate
need he could climb it again. He must
climb it! Even though blackness veiled
every handhold, every inch-wide corruga-
tion to which their toes had clung. From
here. From this jutting spur for which
he had been searching.

He groped blindly, fiercely, up the wall
of ancient stone, clutching at a niche here,
clinging to a gnarled root there. He
dragged himself up, always up, hanging
on by an eyelash, by the digging in of
brittle fingernails, by a prayer that twist-
ed in his throat and found vent only in
a choked, low whimper. Inch by painful
inch he lifted himself toward the sanc-
tuary where he planned to hide till the
hunters returned, baffled, to their lair, and
the way was clear at last for his getaway.

File-harsh stone flayed Flint’s clawing
fingers, his forehead—rasped the raw and
bleeding flesh. A tendrilled briar burned
a fiery slash across his cheek. From far
below came the appalling thresh of heavy
bodies prowling through the underbrush,
searching for him, searching . . . .

A dislodged pebble clattered down to
them. White, blinding glare pinned Flint
to the stark, coverless wall of the cliff. He
froze, his heart rapping a tattoo of alarm
against his ribs. Eternally the searchlight
beat against him, stripping him of con-
cealment, blazing terror into his every
nerve. Blackness enveloped him again,
merciful blackness as the light-shaft
scythed away. The hunters had not
thought to look up to that impossible
place.

THE beam left behind it a glow above

him, the yellow glow of light from the
CCC camp on the hillside sloping back
from the brow of the cliff. It was that
camp that had brought Jack Flint back to
the vicinity of his boyhood. It was for
assault on that camp’s brutal top-sergeant
that, a month ago, the steel clang of the
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prison gate had closed him in . ... It
was sky-glow from that camp, aroused by
the long-drawn, terrible howling from the
prison, that silhouetted now a grotesque-
ly distorted tree signalling to him that he
had reached his goal at last.

His fingers tore at the small ledge he
knew must be there, dragged him up to
it. On hands and lacerated knees he
crawled along the narrow shelf. Dew-
wet leaves slapped him as he pushed
through a hanging ivy-curtain, and he
sprawled, his lungs gasping in torturing
air, his sweat-drenched body shivering in
the dank chill of the roofless cavern he
had battled to reach.

Safe! Safe at last . . . . Flint jerked
up to his knees, his scalp tightening, his
burning, dilated eyes staring into the
stygian gloom.

It came again, the low, anguished moan
from just ahead. Chill prickles scampered
up his spine. Someeone was there. Some-
‘one from whose constricted throat unen-
"durable pain wrenched yet another groan.

Jack Flint managed to get a shaking
hand to his pocket, managed to fumble
out one of the precious matches with
which he had provided himself against
his attempted escape. Light, he knew,
would not show through the concealing,
thick vines. A small flame crackled into
being. Its light tangled in the luxuriant
foliage of the berry bushes, reached to
the cleft’s farther end. The yellow rad-
iance danced over the awkwardly twisted
form of a youngster in Boy Scout khaki,
his eyes closed, his hellow-cheeked face
pallid and distorted with long agony.

His face! The match dropped from
Flint’s nerveless fingers and a name
popped from between his cold lips.
“Ben!”

It was Ben Trotter’s countenance the
momentary flame-spurt had lit, the face
of the chum who had once been closer,
dearer to him than a brother. Just as it

had been when they said good-bye, long
ago, as Ben had boarded the southbound
local and left Jack to pace the station plat-
form till the train for New York should
come.

But—the image that lingered on his
retina was that of a boy in his early
teens and Ben must be twenty by now
. . . . Flint squirmed across the few feet
separating him from the lad, groping be-
fore him with shaking, fearful hands. He
touched harsh cloth, a thin, sunken chest.
His fingers were wet, suddenly, with a
viscid moisture that could be only one
thing.

Flint contrived light again, saw the
dark red of blood slowly seeping through
earth-smeared fabric from the youngster’s
side. His gaze slid, terrifiedly, to the face
that had shecked him so.

Lord! He was staring once more at
Ben’s pointed chin, at Ben’s thin-walled,
straight-bridged nose, at Ben's kinky,
russet curls plastered against a forehead

moist with the cold sweat of pain. The
tiny, livid lips moved . . . .
“Budge,” they moaned. “Budge.
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The quaint word plumbed Flint’s brain,
woke memory. Budge! Why that was
the name by which Ben’s six-year old kid
brother used to call him. That’s who this
was. Not Ben! Ted! Ted Treotter . . . .

Little Ted must have been wandering
along the clifftop, must have fallen down
here, had been lying here God alone knew
how long. If Flint hadn’t found him he
must have died here. Ben’s brother!
.. .. Maybe he was dead . . . . No!
Faint, almost imperceptible, there was yet
a fluttering pulse in the scrawny wrist.

His wound wasn’t bleeding any more,
but he must be taken care of. Right away.

THE prison siren still howled. Seme-
how it seemed closer, somehow more
ominous than before. And from abdy_e_a_‘_
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hoarse, excited whisper husked. “Spread
out, you guys, and keep your eyes peeled.
Good chance the son-of-a-gun climbed up
here through the gap at the west end of
the valley.”

Dry grass rustled, and footfalls padded
away. The bushes made it a bit easier,
Flint recalled, to worm up out of this pit
than to scale to it from the road below.
What was he thinking of doing? He
couldn’t get help for the kid without walk-
ing straight into the arms of those who
were waiting for him.

But life ebbed low in Ted’s frail body.
An hour—two—and it would be gone be-
yond recall. A sob tore Flint’s throat and
then he was ripping his own shirt into
long strips, was twisting the strips into
a rope, was lashing the boy to his back so
that his hands might be free for the tor-
turous ascent . . . .

Jack Flint reached more level ground,
stood spraddle-legged, bowed under the
lad’s weight, panting to gain strength for
the yell that would bring men to take Ted
to a doctor—and himself to the pen . . . .

High up, the camp lights were clumped
on the hill, but a squarish black bulk
blotted half of them out. The old Mercer
house! A faint new hope glimmered in
the chaos of Jack Flint’s brain. Sooner
or later it would occur to someone to
search that long-abandoned dwelling. If
he left Ted on its porch, the kid would be
sure to be found there. He might pos-
sibly have a chance to get back to the
cleft; for the moment the hunt seemed to
have drifted away from this spot.

Flint never knew how he managed to
reel to his objective. His stumbling ex-
hausted footsteps pounded on the decrepit
porch =

Rusted hinges screeched, and a voice
fell flatly against his dulled ears. “Put
’em up. I’ve got you covered.”

The open door was a rectangle of
deeper black in the shadow-shrouded clap-

board wall, and a vagrant light-beam
glinted from metal. “Don’t shoot,” Flint
said. “I surrender. But I can’t put up my
hands because . . . .”

“Jack!” the voice cut him off. “Jack
Flint, by all that’s holy.” And then hands
were pulling at him, were dragging him
through the gaping door. He heard it
shut behind him.

A lamp, turned low, spread dim light
inside a dank-walled room. Tattered
quilts over the windows kept that light
from showing outside. Ted was on a
pallet of blankets in a corner and, quite
unbelievably, Ben Trotter bent over him,
chafing the white hands.

GGTHE kid was bringing me some

grub,” Ben was saying. “Trying

not to be seen, he must have tumbled

down the cliff. He’ll be all right for a

little while, but you'll have to get a doc-
tor for him damn quick.”

“You,” Flint muttered. You go . . .

“I can’t. I'm on the lam for a holdup
rap, been layin’ up here till it can be
squared. Means twenty years if I'm
caught before the heat’s turned off. Not
the first time I've used this hide-
out -t
Jack Flint wasn’t conscious of having
made a sound, but Ben straightened and
whirled to him. His lips went white.
“Gawd! I didn’t . . .. Those are jail
togs you're in! Jack! You—Don't tell
me it’s you that damn siren’s howling
for? You ool

Jack Flint nodded, found his tongue.
“Yes, Ben. They put me in for five years.
I got a break, got out, made for that old
cave we found, meaning to hide there.
That’s where—Ted was.”

“And you took a chance—for him!”
Trotter pulled the back of his hand across
his brow. “But—Jack!” It was almost
a groan. “You—you were always the

”
.
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Sunday School kid. What did you
doiz

“Nothing . . . . I was in the CCC out-
fit up on the hill. I was down in town
Fourth of July to hear the speeches,
stayed late. Coming back, I heard a yell
in the woods, made a dash for where it
came from, tumbled over our top-ser-
geant, knocked out. His head was bloody.
I thought he was dead, went down on my
knees alongside him to make sure. My
hand touched a bloody stone—and our
captain hopped out of the bushes.

“Everyone knew the sergeant had been
riding me, that I'd shot off my mouth
about getting even. I didn’t stand a
chance .-~ 2

Ben was laughing. A shrill, mirthless
cacchination came from him, somehow
horrible. Abruptly he stopped. “Holy
Jupiter! It was I threw that rock, Jack!
Your sergeant was prowling around, spot-
ted me out taking a breather. I had to
conk him or he’d have turned me in . . . .
I did it, Jack, and you took the rap for
itel didat o o0

“That’s interesting.” Flint whirled to
the flat, grim voice from the door. A blue-
uniformed prison guard was coming in,
his sawed-off shotgun lifting to cover
them both with its menace. “That’s very
interesting.”

“Go to Hell!” spat Trotter. His arm
jerked up with the gat he had never set

down. The keeper's weapon erupted
orange-red flame that jolted Ben back,
then down. The keeper’s weapon erupted
dead before he struck it.

IT was only after he had been freed by

the testimony of that guard, and an-
other who had appeared from behind him,
as to what they had overheard at the door
of the apparently deserted house that Jack
Flint remembered that no surprise had
showed on Ben Trotter’s face at the in-
stant of that fatal interruption. That was
when the undertaker turned over to him
the shot-ripped garments in which Ben had
died. Going through them at Ted’s re-
quest, Flint had found the return half of
a railroad ticket in a vest pocket. A ticket
stamped as having been bought in Jack-
sonville, six hundred miles south, on July
sizth!

He recalled something else, too. He re-
called how acute Ben Trotter’s hearing
had always been, in the days when they
used to play hookey together, to go swim-
ming or to explore Bigby Cliff. So sharp
that he could hear the truant officer sneak-
ing up on them long before Jack had any
warning of the enemy’s presence.

Ben had been outlawed anyway, hunted
and hopeless. And there are worse things
than dying quickly—painlessly—for the
man you've just learned has risked his
own life, to save your brother’s . . . .
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A Stirring Novelette of
Organized Crime and
Lone-Handed Courage

strolled through the lounge door
of the Hotel Arlton; and three re-
porters at the bar turned and gaped.
Spring Wasey was something to gape at.
From black Homburg and perfectly fit-
ting dinner jacket to gleaming patent-
leather pumps he was a figure on which
De Pinna’s would have been proud to
stake their reputation. He handed his hat,
stick, and gloves to the hat-check girl
and paused in front of the three reporters,
eyeing them superciliously, with an ele-
vated left eyebrow.
The three reporters began to breathe
heavily, but they said nothing.
Wasey's eyebrow went a bit higher.
His expression was that of a lordly Great
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SPRING WASEY was back. He

Dane surveying a trio of lap-dogs. Then,
as the three reporters began to give signs
of an imminent explosion, the eyebrow
slowly lost its elevation. The grey eyes
twinkled.

“Hello, guys,” he said.

The three drew deep breaths and
rushed.

“Spring  Wasey—you
sharp-shooter !”

“Jeez, we’ll have news now that Spring’s
back. The best dick New York City ever
saw—before he invented the goofy kitchen
dingus, cleaned up a million and took
a trip around the world.”

Spring Wasey tried to pump the hands
of all three, failed, and made up for it
by putting his arms around them.

shifty, crazy



HIS CLIENT-
THE KILLER!

by PAUL ERNST

(Author of “Living Shield,” etc.)

If it hadn't been for
a girl whom Spring
Wasey, ex-private
dick, conldn’t forget, and if she
badn't stumbled into the grim
shadow of the chair, he might
have gone on living a peaceful,
luxurious life, far from all contact with
murderous crooks, blazing guns—and sud-

den death!
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“You damn cotton-brains,” he said
affectionately. “You news ghouls. Have a
drink.”

“What kind of cases will you work on
now, Spring?” said one, as glasses were
set on the bar.

“You hophead,” said Spring Wasey.
“Why would I work when I've got
enough to keep me in cream for the rest
of my life? I'm a loafer now.”

The three newshawks hooted in chorus.

“Spring Wasey—who has pulled some
of the fastest tricks in the business—retir-
ing! That’s a laugh—"

“I'm through,” said Spring. “I mean
it. For twelve years I've been a dick, and
a fair one. But its a hell of a life. I'm
glad enough to give it up—"

“Spring!” came a hail from across the
room.

Spring turned with a catlike swing of
his body.

“Cy! Cyril Street! It’s swell to see you
again.”

“Spring—this is an answer to prayer.
Give me a minute alone?”

Spring nodded, noting that Cy’s cheeks
were mottled and that his taffy-colored
hair was rumpled in a way which, in the
valet-slicked life of the rich man’s son,
meant positive dishevelment.

He went to a nearby table with Cy.
The two sat down.

“God, it's good to see you,” Cy said
fervently. “Spring, I’ve got a case for
you—"

“Oh, no!” said Spring positively. “Oh,
no!” Nothing like that, Cy. I'm not for-
getting all you've done for me. You
staked me for patent applications on the
silly kitchen gadget that made my money
for me. You financed a friendly suit that
cinched the thing against outlaw promot-
ers. But I've taken the veil, mister. No
more detecting. . ..”

He stopped. Cy was biting his lips.
Spring had never seen him look quite
like he was looking now.

“It must be pretty bad, fella,” he said
slowly. “Personal ?”

“I can’t talk now,” said Cy, gazing
swiftly around. “But I'm asking you—
begging you—to take a case for me.
You're the one man in town who might
put it over.”

Spring’s fingers drummed on the table.
“Are you the case?”

“No. . .. Take a walk with me, will
you, Spring ?”

SPRING sighed. He got up, waved to

the trio at the bar, and went to the
door. Cy walked beside him, chin up and
out, looking like a man reprieved from
a death sentence. Spring got hat and stick
and gloves from the check-girl.

“We'll take a cab,” said Cy at the
door.

They got into a cab, after Cy had whis-
pered to the driver. The cab went around
two blocks in a figure-eight twice. Then
it slid to the side entrance of the Arlton.

“Quick—and keep your head down,”
said Cy.

Eyes narrowed, Spring followed his
friend through the side door and to the
stairs near the elevator shaft. They went
up to the fourth floor. There Cy produced
a key and opened the door of a rear room.

“In here.”

“Just what,” said Spring as the door
closed behind him and he faced Cy in a
standard first-class hotel room, “are you

There was a soft move behind him.
He whirled as the dressing alcove door
opened. But at the sight of the person
who stood on the threshold his wariness
left him.

A girl stood there. She was a tall girl,
with sea-blue eyes and a cascade of dark
brown hair., Her face was more than
beautiful, it was candid, intelligent, heart-
catchingly honest. And, at the moment,
it was apprehensive,
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Slowly some of the color drained from
Spring’s face, but his voice was quiet as
he said: “Claire! I hardly expected to
see you this trip.”

“I know, Spring,” the girl nodded,
wincing a little. ”"You didn’t want to
very much, did you?”

“You know I always want to—"

“Don’t be polite! I couldn’t stand that!
I let you down. You loved me, and I
married Dick Carver—”

“Do we have to go into that?’ said
Spring. He smiled and took her hand.
“By George, you look lovely! Come and
tell me all the news. Cy. . . .”

But Cy, Claire Carver’s brother, was
just sliding out the door to leave them
alone. Spring frowned, then shrugged.
He sat on the back of his neck in an
easy chair after Claire had seated herself
on the bed.

“The news?” Claire said. “There’s a
lot, I suppose. But only one thing of real
importance. That overshadows everything
else. The murder of Corny Andrews.”

Spring nodded. “Read about i* at
breakfast yesterday. First day off the boat.
But I can’t say I’'m surprised that some
one bumped him off. I always told the
bunch of you that Corny was a profes-
sional gambler. That’s how he made his
money for the country place and his
horses—and women. The friendly bridge
games he won so regularly were only part
of it. He had a regular faro and roulette
layout in another part of town.”

“] know that now,” sighed Claire.
“None of us would believe before that
he got his money like that. He was sup-
posed to have inherited it from his father.
But it all came out that he got nothing from
the estate, and made his money at crooked
gambling. I didn’t have to learn that in
the papers, though. I began to understand
a month before he was. . . . before he
died.”

Spring sat = little straighter in the
chair.

“I don’t get you,” he said very slowly.

“I learned it in his apartment,” said
Claire, with her eyes seeming to turn a
deeper blue than ever.

“You? In his apartment?”

“Yes::

Spring looked at his fingernails. But
his voice was a shade harder when he
said: “Well, I guess quite a few women
went to Corny’s apartment. So there must
have been no law against it. It's none
of my business—but how often did you
go?”

“Half a dozen times before he was
murdered. Once since.”

“Once since!” Spring stared at her.
“Didn’t you know any better than that?
You might have got yourself tangled up
in the damn murder case.”

Claire drew a deep breath.

“I am tangled up in it,” she said. “Right
now. I'm wanted for murder, Spring.
And if they ever catch me—it’s the chair !”

CHAPTER TWO

Dividend of Fame

SPRING paced up and down the hotel
room. He moved softly, with the alert
soundlessness that was an outgrowth of
the days when he had made his living in
a hair-trigger profession.

“So youw're the case Cy talked about,”
he said.

“I’'m the case,” said Claire. Her face
was paper white. Her eyes followed him
as he paced.

“You're in a jam, so you come to me,”
Spring said. “After giving me the gate for
a guy not fit to wipe your shoes. . . .”

He paced more swiftly. “Sorry. What
did you go to Corny’s apartment for?”

Claire said nothing. She bit her lip,
and for an instant color suffused her pale
face.

“Skip it,” said Spring. “Give me the
dope. Corny was shot. Twice. Once in the
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shoulder and a second time through the
head. From the roundabout way Cy led
me here, I take it the police believe you
did the shooting. Why?”

“Because,” whispered Claire, “I did.”

Spring whirled. “My God! You did
murder Corny?”

“I didn’t say that. I said I shot him.
Once! My shot was the one that wounded
him in the shoulder. Then I dropped the
gun and ran.”

Spring caught her by the shoulders.
She winced as his fingers sank in.

“Don’t you lie to me!”

“Did I ever lie to you, Spring?”

“No,” said Spring, slowly releasing
her. “You never did. The idea is this,
then: You went to Corny’s in a jealous
rage. You'd been a little—indiscreet with
him, and you suddenly found out that
the man had a devoted lady friend for
every day in the week, with two shifts
on Sundays. You took a gun with you.
You lost your head, shot at him, winged
him in the shoulder, and dropped your
gun. Somebody else came along in the
next few minutes, picked up your gun,
and finished the job you started by get-
ting Corny through the brain. Is that it?”

“About the gun, yes,” said Claire,
moistening her lips. “The rest of it, why
I shot him, doesn’t matter.”

“And T suppose the cops have your
gun, with your prints all over it, and a
bullet to fit which they dug from Corny’s
skull ?”

“Yes,” said Claire.

“And they know now that you were
in the habit of visiting his apartment?”

i I

“Which,” nodded Spring, “makes it
perfect. My God, if that isn’t a ticket to
hell I've never seen one. But what am
I supposed to do about it?”

“Get the real murderer,” said Claire.
Then she broke. Sobs tore at her body.
She clutched at his shoulder. “Spring,

I didn’t kill him. I swear it! I was going
to get—something he had at the point
of a gun, and he laughed at me, and my
finger moved of itself. But I didn’t kill
him—"

There was a sharp knock at the door.
Spring’s hands clenched.

“It’s Cy, I guess,” said Claire dully.

“No! Cy had a key—"

“Open this door,” came a deep, muf-
fled voice. “In the name of the law.”

Claire sureamed. Spring swore, then
calmed. He went to the door.

“Don’t open it, Spring! Oh, my
God—"

“Might as well, before they break in,”
said Spring. “You can’t get out. There’s
no fire escape, nothing. They’ve got you,
my dear.”

E unlatched the door and opened it.
=== Two plainclothes men walked in. One
of them scowled at Spring.

“Spring Wasey! The smart-aleck priv-
ate dick!” he grated unpleasantly. Then
his heavy brows drew together. “And
with the gal who’s supposed to have put
the bee on Corny Andrews! That’s inter-
esting 1”

“Sure,” said Spring. “I once threatened
to kill Corny because of a filthy deal I
found out about. And now he’s dead and
I seem to be mixing in. And you've been
aching to get me for something because
I used to get in your hair. But I'm just
off a boat, Harris. You can’t nail me for
this.”

“I'm betting you docked before Corny
was killed,” Harris shot out. “Want to
take the bet?”

Spring kept silent. He had docked be-
fore the murder.

Claire bit her lips as she stared first
at the detective, then at Spring. She said
huskily :

“Spring—I didn’t know. Forget what
we said. It was rotten of me to ask you
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to help, anyway, under the circumstances.
Now, with a chance of your getting badly
tangled yourself—keep out of it!”

“I'll say he’ll keep out of it, if he knows
what’s good for him,” said the detective.

Spring smiled at him. It was a smile
that drew blood to the man’s heavy face.

“Don’t knock over the apple-cart, eh?”
Spring said. “You have a swell suspect
on an unbeatable charge, and your quick
work wins promotion. Let well enough
alone. Is that your idea?”

Harris gritted his teeth. Then he
shoved his hat on the back of his head
and grabbed Claire’s wrist.

“We'll be going,” he snapped to her.

Hardly seeming to move at all, Spring
got around the two men and stood be-
tween them and the door.

“Harris,” he said, quietly, dangerously,
“you and your pal will walk through the
Arlton lobby without even touching Mrs.
Carver. You will conceal the fact that she
is under arrest and save her humiliation.
You will take her to headquarters in an
ordinary taxi—"

“Add if we don’t?” blared Harris.

“Sweetheart,” said Spring softly, “I
happen to have a little over a million in
the kick. And money talks in this town.
How it talks! With the Street dough and
mine, and my knowledge of where to put
it so it'll do the best work, I could do the
most unpleasant things to you.”

Harris slowly unclamped his hand from
Claire’s wrist.

“I'm going to get you some day,” he
said thickly, “and get you right. . . .”

“Aw, come on,” said the other detec-
tive.

“Chin up, Claire,” said Spring, as the
three went out the;door.

Then, after a moment in which his face
took on a bleakness of look that no one
who knew the insouciant ex-detective
would ever have recognized, Spring went
out the door and to the lobby.

Cy got him there.

“Spring—they got her! They just took
her away—"

“I know,” said Spring.

“You'll help her out, Spring?” Cy
pleaded. “I know how you must feel. She
went to that cheap lady-killer’s apartment
more than once, and has no decent expla-
nation for it. And you used to be crazy
about her. . . . But you'll do it?”

Spring shrugged. “I don’t know what
I can do. The trail’s many hours cold.
Any clues in Corny’s apartment have
been found and filed long ago by the
police. And they’ve got the gun that killed
him and it’s Claire’s gun and her prints
are on it.”

Cy gnawed at the back of his hand.

“Then the answer is. . . . No! My God,
I—L..”

He choked and could not go on. Then
he turned quickly and walked unsteadily
away from Spring, toward the bar.

PRING went out the main doors to

the street. A cab came to the curb.
It was a private cab, belonging to none
of the accredited companies, as Spring
noticed when he had opened the door to
step in.

“Hold it,” he said. “I don’t want this
cab. I'll take another—"

“You'll take this one,” a voice sounded
from the black depths of the cab.

Spring’s face went blank. He stayed
where he was, one foot on the running
board.

“Get in, Spring Wasey,” the voice said.

Spring saw a dark figure now that the
lights of the lobby no longer blinded him.
And he saw a glint of light on steel. A
gun barrel.

“An invitation as pressing as this,” he
said, “should be accepted with pleasure.”

“Get in or I'll blast you right here, so
help me!” grated the voice.

Spring got in. The cab drove off. And
a street light at last rested on the man’s
face, and told Spring who held the gun.
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It was Speck Morton, first lieutenant
and chief killer for Alex Sale, gambling
baron of the city. . ..

Alex Sale was a man six feet in height
who weighed two hundred and thirty and
didn’t show it. His face was as set in
expression as a map of Wyoming.

He was in a gaudy house robe with
undershirt and checked pants as Spring
was ushered into the living room of his
swanky, overfurnished apartment.

“Hello, Spring,” he said.

Spring looked around. Sale stood near
a davenport—but out of line of all win-
dows. On the davenport sat a girl with
shallow grey eyes, too-red lips, and a green
negligée.

Speck Morton closed the door behind
Spring and stood to one side of Sale.
With the door closed, Morton took his
hand from the bulge in his coat pocket.

“Hi, Sale,” said Spring. He was smil-
ing a little. The smile lifted his upper lip
so that his teeth showed and his mustache
moved like a cat’s whiskers. “I take it you
wanted to see me?”’

Sale stared at Morton. “Yeah, that’s
why I sent Morton after you.”

“Don’t do it in here!” shrilled the girl
on the davenport.

Spring’s eyes went her way.

“Why, hello Sue,” he said. “Beautiful
as ever. And just as sentimental as you
used to be. Sentimental Sue—never likes
the sight of blood in her own home. It's
a weakness in you, my dear. But perhaps
you'll be spared.”,

“Yeah, I think she will,” said Sale
emotionlessly. “Because I think you'll
listen to reason, Spring. “I'm talking
about the Corny Andrews business,
Spring. I'd rather you wouldn't take that
case.”

PRING'’S smile didn't vary a line. The
only thing that might have betrayed

his inward start at the words was the
slight hesitation that preceded his answer.

“I could ask you how you knew I
was even considering the thing, but I
won't. I suppose Morton trailed Claire,
or Cyril Street. Why do you care?”

For perhaps a minute Sale's dull eyes
bored into the ex-detective’s.

“Look,” he said. “I'll lay the cards right
on the table—"

“Expose yourself in front of Sentimen-
tal Sue?” murmured Spring.

Sale went on: “Something kind of fun-
ny has happened, Spring. I've done plenty,
as you know. But I've always managed to
keep my skirts kind of clean. Now—I'm
in a spot where I may get my neck out
a little for something I didn’t do.”

“You mean the Andrews thing?”

“I mean the Andrews thing,” said Sale
heavily. “Funny. I was at Corny’s an
hour before he was bumped off. You see
I'm splitting wide open to you? Far as
I know I didn’t leave anything behind.
But 1 might have. You know—a print
near the door or something. And that
might come out if you or anybody gets
to snooping around.”

“Which would be embarrassing,” con-
ceded Spring. “Let’s see. Claire Carver
is hooked for bumping Carney, and she’ll
get it if nothing’s done. You want noth-
ing done so she will get it, and save you
the annoyance of telling when and why
you were there?”

“You get it,” nodded Sale.

“And if I go ahead on the case?”

Sale’s face remained impassive.

*You're filthy with dough now, Spring,
so T won't offer you any to lay off. But
if you lay on—"

“I won't live long, eh?”

“That’s the idea, Spring. I'd like to
hear you say you'll keep your nose out.”



HIS CLIENT—THE KILLER! 81

Spring stared at him with genuine curi-
osity. “That’s a crazy one, Sale. You want
me to promise not to mix in. But you
get the promise at the point of a gun!
What’s to keep me from saying I'll keep
out, then changing my mind later?”

Sale shook his big head.

“You do as you say you’ll do, Spring,
even if you're made to say it against your
will. Your promise is good in this burg.”

Spring sighed. “That’s a swell compli-
ment. Too bad it comes from a rat.”

Sale’s small eyes smoldered.

“Keep your hand away from your
pocket, Morton!” Spring flamed. “You
too, Sale.”

MORTON’S hand stopped. “Nuts!” he

said. “You ain’t got a rod on you.”

“How would you know that, darling?”
said Spring.

“You could see a bulge in your tux if
you had a rod.”

“That's right,” said Spring. “You
could, couldn’t you? Just the same, keep
your hand out of your pocket.”

Spring backed two steps so that he
could see both Sale and Morton.

“Speck made a mistake when he took
his hand off his gun,” he said to Sale.
“That put us all on an even footing. It
means that whoever can draw quickest
will live longest. You get the picture, don’t
you, Sale?”

Sale swore. ‘“We could burn you down
before you got us,” he said.

“Sure you could,” Spring said. “But
I wouldn’t go after “us.” I'd go after you.
No matter what you two do, I should be
able to kill you before either you or Mor-
ton gets me. That is, if I’'m not stale on
the draw. Want to try it, Sale?”

Sale licked his lips. Spring backed
toward the door. He reached it, stepped
back through the threshold, paused with
his hand on the door.

“It seems a reputation is handy now

and then,” he mused. “My answer to you
is, I'll do as I damn please. And Morton
was right, Sale. I have no gun!”

He slammed the door and sprinted
down the hall. Behind him, Morton leaped
to the door but stopped at Sale’s com-
mand. The big man stared at the door,
then he went to the phone and called four
numbers.

CHAPTER THREE
Circulars and Petals

SPRIN G was completely disgusted with

himself. As he soundlessly opened a
rear window of Corny Andrews’ apart-
ment, reached from a cornice, eight floors
above hard cement, he found himself get-
ting a distinct thrill.

“Damn fool,” he muttered to himself.
“You've got enough in the kitty to loaf
on. You have everything to lose and
nothing to gain by this prowling.”

He stepped inside the dark room the
window opened onto. He had come here
after returning to his hotel to change from
his tuxedo to more practical attire, and
now he was in the apartment where Corny
had been killed. All right, what next?

Sale’s little talk still had him consid-
erably puzzled. The big shot didn’t want
any more investigating done on the An-
drews murder because he had visited this
apartment and was afraid he might have
left a finger print or two around. That
didn’t make sense! Sale’s mouth-piece had
sprung him from jams lots worse than
that. Sale must have left something pretty
damning up here. . . .

Spring set out to find it.

There were bedroom, living room, li-
brary and kitchenette in the apartment.
Spring counted out kitchenette and bed-
room. Men smart enough to live by their
wits, as Corny had, didn’t hide incrimin-
ating evidence in sugar bowls or hollow
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bed posts. And Spring was beginning to
believe that what Sale feared was dam-
aging evidence—a death threat or some-
thing—awhich Corny had secreted sowe-
where. Otherwise, if it were an object
carelessly left behind from a visit, the
police would already have turned it up,
or Sale would have stolen in himself to
recover it.

His calculations left library and living
room to be looked over, with the odds on
the library.

The library was the murder room. In
here Corny had been killed. Spring looked
at a dark stain on the carpet, and another,
larger one, néar the desk. He could see
Claire Carver standing in the doorway,
gun in hand; could see the gun belch
flame and Corny stagger back with his
hand to his shoulder, while spurting crim-
son made the smaller blot. Then. .

Well, then, Claire said, she had dropped
the gun and had run. Who was the sec-
ond person that had fired her gun? Sale?
Or had Claire lied. . . ?

Secret compartments in the desk? No.
Anything like that would have been dis-
covered at once by the cops. That was
the sort of thing you couldn’t hide from
their calipers and lenses.

Sighing, Spring started to open the
middle drawer of the desk. All he could
do was search through evidence already
combed by the police, and see if he got
stories from it that they hadn’t.

But he didn’t open the drawer for a
moment. Something had caught his at-
tention on the floor under the desk. He
steoped down and picked it up in gloved
fingers.

“What the hell?” he scowled.

The thing was a bit of flower petal.
Faded, pressed flat in book or flower
press, it crumpled in his fingers like the
fragile wing of a butterfly.

A flower petal! In the rooms of Corny
Andrews!

SPRING put the petal in an old envel-
ope from his tux pocket. Then he
opened the top drawer of the desk.

It was filled with a miscellany of things
that had come through the mail, scattered
by the pawing hands of the police. A mess
of advertising circulars, unopened ; a stack
of bills. But these had been opened, by
the cops if not by Corny. Bills can tell
much about a man.

Spring opened the first again. A bill
from a florist for roses. . . .

A sound came to his ears. He snapped
out the fountain pen light and whirled.
He cursed as he strained his eyes to pierce
the darkness near the door, where the
sound had come from. For months he
hadn’t carried a gun; hadn’t ene now.
And he wished to God he had!

The cops at the door? Sale’s men? No
matter. Either were poison to him in a
spot like this. He started toward a win-
dow, though he knew no hope of escape lay
there. It wasn’t the right window.

Light flooded the room.

“Put your hands up. . ..

Turning toward the doorway, Spring
did so. But as he stared at the man who
held a gun on him, his eyelids flickered.
For he was neither a cop nor a crook.

“Dick,” he breathed. “Dick Carver.
What the devil are you doing here?”

The man in the doorway, with the gun
trembling in his hands, came toward
Spring.

“I might ask you the same question,”
he said in a shrill, almost hysterical voice.
“What are you doing here?”

“Trying in my blundering way to give
your wife a lift,” said Spring, voice easy
though inwardly he was cold. If there
was one thing he was afraid of in this
mundane existence it was a gun in the
hand of a man not used to pointing them
at people. “I suppose I can put my hands
down now that you've seen who I am?”

He started to lower his hands, then

’
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jerked them up as Carver shrilled: “Don’t
you try any tricks on me, damn you!”

Fine sweat came out on Spring’s fore-
head. The muzzle of Carver’s gun was
swayit g like the mast of a ship at sea.
But at this range it could hardly miss—
and Carver’s finger was trembling notice-
ably on the trigger.

“Be reasonable, you lug,” he said.
“Why are you keeping that gun on me?”’

“Why?” A look of cunning came into
Carver’s face. “Because a lot of things
suddenly seem tied together by your
sneaking visit here. That's why! You
threatened Corny once. I heard you.
Everybody else did. Suppose you were the
one who killed him, and left something
behind, and now came to get it so you
could continue to go unsuspected while
Claire goes to the chair ?”

“And suppose your aunt wore pants
and smoked cigars. Would that make her
a man? For God’s sake put down that
gun before you shoot yourself with it.”

“You haven’t told me what—"

“I’'m here for the same reason I assume
you are, as I said. Trying to help Claire.”

Once more a sound came, where sound
had no business to be. It came from the
front of the apartment somewhere, along
with the click of an electric light switch.

Carver’s mouth dropped open.

“Turn out the light, you fool !” breathed
Spring.

VOICE came from the front. “We
looked over everything, Harris. There
wasn’t anything dragging this guy, Wasey,
ot .
“Turn out that light!” Spring breathed.
“Hey, there’s a light in the back!” a
voice blared which Spring recognized as
that of Detective Harris. “Come on!”
Spring leaped. Carver had turned his
head toward the door. Spring got to him
before he could squeeze the trigger.
“Let me go!" he screamed, as Spring’s

hand clamped over his gun wrist. “Damn
you—don’t you hurt—"

There was only one answer. Spring’s
right fist cracked against Carver’s jaw
and Carver sagged. Spring leaped over
him and out the door.

Two guns cracked, in the hands of
two plainclothesmen. Spring caught a flash
of Harris's grim face, then he was in the
bedroom, with the door closed and bolted.

“Open that door!” bellowed Harris,
kicking it. “I saw you, Spring!”

Spring jumped for the window. It was
the one he had come in from the cornice.
He heard a quavering voice: “Yes, it was
Wasey. I had him at the point of a gun
and he knocked me down. He killed Corny
Andrews—"

Spring heard the doer splinter. He
leaned out, caught the cornice,

As he did so, he paused a moment in
a blasphemous uncertainty that almost
made him fall to his death,

The uncertainty was caused by his sud-
den remembrance of something he had
left behind.

The envelope in which he had so care-
fully thrust the crushed flower petal.

“With name and address conveniently
written on it,” Spring cursed. “Just to
prove that I really was there, rummaging
around after Corny’s murder!”

He had to go through with this now.
And, he told himself stubbornly, that was
the only reason he was going through
with it. Claire? The pleading white still-
ness of her face—a face he had had to
work so hard to tear out of his heart—
had nothing to do with it! He’'d have
dropped the affair as soon as he learned
its real complexity. But now he was forced
to go ahead with it, to save his own neck.

That 1s what he was telling himself, at

any rate, as he came out on a dim side
street. Under the lamp he saw a burly,
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blue-clad form. Beyond the cop he saw
a lone taxicab.

Spring bristled as he saw that cab.
There was no reason for it, only instinct.
But instinct can be powerfully developed
in a career where instinct alone is often
the difference between life and death.

THE cab was drawn quietly beside the
curb. The driver sat with his head
down a little. The motor was running.

Spring’s every impulse was to break
into a run. But he couldn’t outrun a taxi-
cab. And he couldn’t duck back into the
areaway because any moment, now, De-
tective Harris and the other dick might
show up there.

He reached for his shoulder, swore as
he found flat emptiness. Then he titled
his hat at a foolish angle and staggered
toward the patrolman.

Beyond, the motor of the cab purred
just a little faster. And Spring now saw
a dark form in the obscurity of the cab
body.

Spring reached the circle of light direct-
ly under the street lamp. The cop was
watching him suspiciously.

“’Lo, off’cer,” said Spring gaily, teeter-
ing on his heels as though about to fall.
“Nice night.”

Behind him Spring could hear a faint
commotion. He would not have picked
it up had his ears not been strained for it.
Harris was about to catch up to him.

The cop stared.

“Where the hell did you get such a
load ?”

“Load? Load?” hiccoughed Spring.
“Haven'’t had thing to drink. So help me.”

“All right, but beat it now before I run
you in.”

“Wanta know what time is it,” said
Spring. He wavered again, almost fell,
clutched at the cop for support.

“Get out of here,” said the cop, thrust-
ing him away, “or I will run you in.”

“Yeah, but tell me what time—"

The faint commotion from the building
Spring had just left burst into open
clamor. Harris’s voice bellowed: “Hold
that man, officer!”

The taxicab crawled nearer.

Spring’s wavering stopped. He ran.
Toward the cab.

The patrolman swung after him, goaded
into uncomprehended action by Harris’s
voice. “Halt in the name of the—"

His pompous words broke as he reached
for his holster. They changed to an infur-
iated roar. “By God! The dirty—He
pinched my gun!”

HE taxi tires screamed as the cab
«* Jeaped forward. Through an open side
window a hand came out with a gun in
it. Spring threw up the Police Positive
he had taken from the patrolman’s hol-
ster. It flamed as the gun from the cab
exploded.

But Spring kept on running, while the
hand in the car window uncurled slowly
and limply, like some sort of ugly flower,
and dropped the gun. :

Spring hit the running board of the
cab and pressed the gun he held to the
head of the stupefied driver.

“Beat it,” he said.

The cab bolted down the street, reeling
past a fiery gauntlet from the guns of
Harris and the other detective. It hit
Broadway, flashed across, and turned
toward Central Park while Spring eased
himself in through the door and onto the
seat beside a still, huddled form.

He grasped the head of the form by
the hair and lifted it so he could see the
face. It was that of one Fingers Clifton,
well known gun-about-town.

“With the compliments of Sale,” nod-
ded Spring, recognizing him. “Sale cer-
tainly doesn’t want me to nose in on this
case. What did he leave in Corny’s apart-
ment—and where the hell could it be?”
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The driver was making furtive move-
ments with his shoulders, naively tele-
graphing the intention, now that danger
was past, of trying something rebellious.

Spring leaned forward enough to let
the man feel the cold muzzle of the police
gun on the back of his neck. But he did
it absent-mindedly. Something was try-
ing to break through. He almost had it....

Then he did have it!

“I know where it would be hidden—
if it exists!” he exclaimed aloud. He
stared at the dead man in the cab with
him. “Fingers, old man, we've got it.
We're smart. Where would a man like
Corny hide something he didn’t want
found ? In a place so obvious that it would
be overlooked by searchers, yet one which
the chances are never would be opened.
And is there any place like that in Corny’s
apartment? Oh, is there! A dozen of them.
The advertising circulars in his desk!”

He pressed the gun against the driver’s
neck a little more firmly.

“Backtrack,” he commanded.

“Huh?” said the driver.

“Back. To the spot where we were so
unceremoniously introduced.”

“Hey! What—? Jeez, we can’t go back
there. Us with a dead guy in the cab,
and you with the bulls after you—"

“Your sympathy is appreciated,” said
Spring, “but you turn back just the
same. . . . Come on, or I'll let you have
it in the top of the spine!”

Spring settled back as the cab turned.

He had it and he knew it. The adver-
tising circulars! But that didn’t lay a
previous perplexity. The crushed flower
petal! Who was responsible for that in
Corny’s apartment? Sale? Spring snorted
as he pictured Barney treasuring crushed
petals! Claire? Perhaps. Yet that wasn’t
in Claire’s character either.

“It means something, Fingers,” he
breathed to the dead gunman. “But I'm
hanged if I can figure out what. . . .”

The cab was within a block of the build-
ing now. He tapped the driver’s neck with
the gun muzzle.

“T’ll be leaving you, sweetheart. And
don’t tip the cops about my return.”

CHAPTER FOUR

Sentimental Clue

THE police were taking no chances of

the dead man’s apartment being ran-
sacked a second time! A patrolman sat
in the living room, next the library.

And in the darkened nearby room
Spring gathered all the advertising cir-
culars, selecting them by feeling for un-
opened envelope flaps, and thrust them in
his pocket.

He stole back into the hall, freezing as
he heard the cop in the living room move,
going on again when he heard nothing.

He swung from the convenient bed-
room window, and entered the bedroom
of the apartment next door. It had looked
empty.

In the dark room, he took out the cir-
culars and examined them under his
small light. And a glitter came to his
grey eyes as he saw slight traces that
three of the advertising envelopes had been
opened—and sealed again.

He slit open the first, and a long, slow
sigh came from his lips.

“Claire. . . . she’s innocent of one thing,
anyhow,” he whispered. “That is, of com-
ing to see Corny because she was in love
with the damned blackguard. God, I'm
glad!”

He stared again at the contents of the
envelope: I O U’s from Richard Carver
to Corny Andrews totalling over a hun-
dred thousand dollars. Then he put them
in his pocket and opened the second
envelope.

“And by God, she’s innocent of the
murder too,” he breathed.
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In the second envelope were more
crushed flower petals, and a letter in a
sprawling, uneducated hand. “.... saved
these from that day we went to Heine-
man’s roadhouse, honey. God, 1 love you.
Sue.”

Almost indifferently, Spring glanced at
the contents of the third envelope. A page
from an informal account book that told
a plain tale. Corny Andrews, permitted
to indulge in his gambling dexterities by
Sale, the gambling baron, had held out on
the take recently. He had gypped Sale of
about twenty thousand dollars.

Spring hummed as he went toward a
telephone on a night table.

“Headquarters?”’ he said. “I'd like to
entrust somebody with a message for De-
tective Harris. Yes, I know he’s out—
he’s somewhere around the building in
which Corny Andrews was killed, so he
ought to be easy for you to find. Tell him
to meet me at the following address and
I'll turn the real murderer of Corny
Andrews over to him—

“All right, all right, I'll tell you who
I am. This is Spring Wasey talking. And
the address Harris is to come to right
away is 124 Twenty-Third Street. The
name on the bell there is. . . .”

He grinned a little at the phone.

“ . . .is Alex Sale,” he concluded.

T was a quarter of three in the morn-

ing. Sale’s gaudy robe covered pajamas
now as he went to the door. Sue’s green
negligee covered. . . . well, Sue.

“Who’s knocking,” Sale rasped.

“Open up,” came a voice even more
truculent. “Harris, of headquarters.”

The girl in the green negligée gasped.
Sale patted her shoulder.

He opened the door. Harris and two
other detectives came into the room.

“Where is he?™ Harris snapped.

“Where is who?” said Sale, blinking.

“Spring Wasey. He phoned from some-
where and said to meet him here.”

“Heref” exclaimed Sale, with his im-
passive face almost expressing amaze-
ment. “Why—"" He stopped abruptly.

“Yeah, I know,” snapped Harris. “You
are after him yourself—"

“I’m not saying a thing.”

“You don’t have to, Sale. I got the
cab that left here to rod Spring, and found
Fingers dead in it. Your man, And I see
Buck Fenniger and two other mugs hang-
ing around this building on the chance
Spring will show up. Your men. Just the
same, Spring said he’d be here. And,” he
added grudgingly, “the guy usually does
as he says he will.”

“T don’t know what Spring had in his
hat,” said Sale positively, “but you’ll
never see him here! So you might as
well—'

Steps sounded in the hall. A man came
toward the door. He was dressed in blue
serge that was expensive but bulged in
places. He had a grey felt hat pulled low
over his face.

“Well, well,” said Harris, eyes narrow-
ing to slits. “Buck Fenniger joining our
party. I thought I saw you outside, Buck.”

Sale snarled: “You ape, what’re you
doing up here? You saw this dick come
in, didn’t you?”

“Sure. That’'s why I'm up here,” said
the man in the blue serge suit, lifting his
head so his face showed beneath the hat
brim.

“Spring. . . .” said Sale, in a strangled
tone.

“In person,” nodded Spring. “If you
will guard your castle so well, visitors
must sneak inside in the borrowed uni-
form of one of the guards. I don’t think
Buck Fenniger is enjoying the suit I
traded him for, however. He was very
much out when I left him.”

As he spoke, Spring stared at the girl.
And after a minute of it Sue said thinly:
“I don’t like this guy, honey.”

“Neither does honey,” said Spring,

y
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nodding at Sale. “Nor the law.” He gazed
at Harris and the two accompanying de-
tectives. “Which makes it unanimous. But
I'm a gentle soul. I—"

“Cut the comedy,” grated Harris.
“Shoot your piece. Then I'm hauling you
in on the Andrews murder.”

“As accessory? Or chief character?”
said Spring. “But no matter. My little tale
should straighten things in what you're
pleased to call your think-pan.”

HE handed the three advertising envel-

opes to Harris. His voice was dif-
ferent when he went on. It was crisp,
authoritative.

“Gaze at these things while I talk, and
see if your idea doesn’t check with mine.

“Corny Andrews is dead, and Claire
Carver is supposed to have killed him,
or maybe me, or maybe both together. But
there were a lot of folks who wanted
Corny dead.

“There was Sale here. . . . Hold it,
Sale. You wouldn’t slaughter me with the
law looking on, would you? Corny had
held out twenty grand on Sale, and Sale
caught on and was sore.

“There was Richard Carver. Corny had
his I O U’s for more than Dick could
dream of getting from his father. And if
said father ever got wise to Dick’s big-
time gambling he’d throw his boy out in
the snow with no mention in the will. So
Dick would have loved to see Corny dead,
if it meant he got his I O U’s back.

“Then, there was Sue, here. Sentimen-
tal Sue—"

“That’s a lie!” shrilled the girl, clutch-
ing her negligée at the throat.

“There was Sue,” Spring said calmly.
“She was crazy about Corny, and when
girls are crazy about men and then find
out they’re only number two or four or
six on the string they’re apt to get sore.”

“Make him shut up, Sale,” pleaded Sue.

“Try and make him shut up, Sale,”
said Spring. “You’d better listen, mister.

You'll probably hear things you didn’t
know about before.” He turned to Harris.

“There you have the ones who want
Corny dead,” he went on. “Now what
happens? Claire Carver finds out about
the I O U’s. She knows Dick will be for-
ever sunk if they come out, and Corny
will bring them out if they’re not paid!
So she goes to his apartment.”

Spring’s lips were thin.

“Game kid, Claire. She knows what
Corny is, and what will probably have to
happen before she gets what she wants,
and she goes anyhow, trampling on every-
thing she holds decent to help the nitwit
she's married to. But Corny ‘doesn’t come
through. She goes a last time to get the
I O U’s at the peint of a gun. She shoots
Corny and wounds him. Then she runs.

“She probably almost bumps into an-
other girl as she leaves, but she’s too
much up in the air to see her. The other
girl is Sue, here.

“Sale has tumbled to Corny’s gyp on
the gambling take. He talks of bumping
Corny off as a salutary example. Sue per-
haps surprises him by volunteering for
the job; perhaps she doesn’t. Anyhow she
volunteers. Probably says she could get
into Corny’s place easier than any of
Sale’s apes. Sale lets her go.

“Sue finds Corny nursing the hole in
his shoulder, sees Claire’s gun, and uses
it. She hits the head, not the shoulder.
Then she beats it, and we have our case:
Corny Andrews killed by Claire Carver
in a jealous rage! Bunk and fiddlesticks!”

Harris grunted. “And Claire Carver is
so noble she won’t even split about her
husband’s I O U’s to save herself from
the chair?” he growled. “Nuts!”

Spring shrugged. “It won’t do her any
good to say she went to Corny’s place for
I O U’s instead of love letters or what
have you. It's a murder rap either way.
So she says nothing. And sweet Sue, who
really killed him, lets it ride.”
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“Listen you,” began Sale dangerously.

“Listen yourself,” Spring snapped.
“You sap. You know Sue killed Corny.
But you think she did it for you. Felt
pretty swell that you could get a dame so
crazy about you that she’d kill for you,
eh? That's why you wanted to get me
off the case. You weren't afraid of what
I'd find that might drag you in. But you
were afraid for Sue. Well, you're wasting
your time,

“*Sue killed Corny because she was nuts
about /swm. Not you. She was two-timing
you, and she found out Corny was two-
timing her. It’s all in that love letter
Harris has. She threatened to kill
him. ...”

“I did not!” shrilled the girl, her shal-
low grey eyes wells of fear. “You think
I'd put that in a letter?”

“But you did put the love stuff in the
letter to him! And flower petals to remind
of the day at Heineman’s roadhouse!”

IN Harris’s face, grimness was overcom-
ing enmity to Spring.

Sale was breathing heavily and glaring
at Sue.

“Two-timing me with Corny, huh?” he
said to her. “And me busting a gut to
cover you because I thought you did it
for me—"

In the midst of the most violent emo-
tions, there are instinctive guards over a
man’s tongue. Such a guard stopped Sale
now. But stopped him disastrously late!
He had already branded himself and the
dangerous bit of fluff in the green neg-
ligée.

“Watch—" said Spring.

That was as far as he got. Sale had a
gun out, beating Spring to it because
Harris had joggled his arm as he, too,
started with the gambler’s dive for his
pocket.

“You five-thumbed fumbler,” grated
Spring to Harris. “What were you trying

to do—find your gun in my pocket?”’

“Shut it,” said Sale bleakly. He was
backing slowly toward the bedroom door.
His gun fanned slowly over the four men.
“If one of you makes a snatch for his rod,
he gets a slug in the belly.”

“Abdomen to you, Sale,” said Spring.

Sale cursed, thinly, icily.

“I can’t get you all before one of you
gets me,” he said. “So I won’t try it.”
He was at the bedroom door now. His
eyes and his manner told as plainly as
words that there was some way out of
the apartment by way of that room. “But
I'm going to get you, Spring! And that
damn jone—"

He leaped backward through the door,
gun spitting as he did so.

But there was nothing impeding Spring
now in the uncanny swiftness with which
he could get a gun in his hand.

Barney screamed as Spring’s bullet
spanged his gun from his shattered hand.
Even though Spring hadn’t taken time
to pull his gun from his pocket, but had
shot through his coat, his bullet was a
shade late. Sue was writhing on the floor
with carmine welling down the front of
the green negligée. . . .

The two plainclothesmen took Sale,
raving, away. Harris strode from the dead
girl, who had gasped a confession before
passing out, to Spring.

“Qkay, Spring,” he growled. “You put
over a fast job, and I'm admitting it. But
I don’t like your insides any better than
I did before. And some day I'm going
to

“I know, darling,” said Spring. “But
that's some day. Let’s stick to the present.
Let's go down and spring Claire Carver
out of her cage,” his face softened with
her name ; hardened with the next name;
“and turn her over to Dick Carver, her
puppy husband, who is damn soon going
to find himself a Reno bachelor—sure as
my name’s Spring Wasey !”

THE END
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The kid’s knife slashed through
the ropes.

Honest Ken Moore pounded pavements long after smarter, weaker men
wore unmerited gold shields. But he still played the game square, still
was more eager to help his wretched wards than to send them to the pen,
still thought sel{-respect and kindly justice made a cop’s life worthwhile.

thumped wearily on the hard pave-

ment and his slow brain struggled
with unaccustomed arithmetic. How many
store doors had he tried in his twenty-
three years of midnight tours? How
many . ? A half-million, at least.
Twenty-three years! Another door,

PATROLMAN Ken Moore’s flat feet

another, and another. There was only
one on this block, that of Giuseppi
Pallucci’s grocery just ahead, down those
three steps dipping into blackness. His
gnarled fingers clutched his nightstick a
little tighter as he went down into the

lightless pool.
Ken Moore was not feeling sorry for
89
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himself. The figuring was to keep him
from getting jittery—firom shying away,
like a rookie, from every shadow, from
every blind, unlighted window along his
beat. Out of any one of these a tongue
of orange fire might suddenly lick to sear
him with the ripping explosion of murder-
ous lead. The word was out to burn him
down. It must be. Locked in his old
brain was knowledge that “One-Eye”
Luccio would never permit him to speak
from the witness stand. And he was to
testify tomorrow.

If he lived till the morning he . .
Hell! Pallucci’s door yielded to his test-
ing hand, swung inward an inch before
he could check it.

Someone was inside there!

“Put ’em up!” he barked.
you covered.”

He crouched in the cloudy shadow of a
showcase, waiting, watching. The dark-
ness held a whimpering gasp. Moore
slipped his left hand through the leather
thong of his club, fished out his flash-
light. Its beam bored a white tunnel
through the gloom, straight to the source
of that sound.

An unpainted, drab counter leaped into
existence. A weazened, shabby figure was
haunched before it, dilated eyes staring out
of an emaciated, pallid face. The intruder
was a starved-looking boy, frozen by
fright. Frayed sleeves fell back, wrin-
kling soggily, from uplifted, pipe-stem
wrists; from clawed, bony, trembling
hands.

A gourd of Gorgonzola cheese was at
the youngster’s feet, a paper bag from
which corrugated strips of vermicelli
spilled; a white-powdered round bread.
“D-don’t shoot, mister,” the lad chattered.
“D-d-on’t shoot. I give up.”

Moore’s gun was steady ; his face grim,
appalling. “You're starting early, Ted
West. And caught early, too. You know
what this means, don’t you?”

“I've got

“Y-yes—I know—the pen.”

“No, Ted. Not the pen. They don’t
send kids to the pen for six months. They
send them to the reformatory till they’re
twenty-one. Let’s see, you’re how old?”

“Six—sixteen.”

GGTHAT’S five years, Ted. Five years

in that place, where they beat you
if you so much as look cross-eyed. Five
years, where they work you limp all day
and hound you to sleep as soon as it’s
dark. But you don’t sleep. You lie awake
and you listen to the other kids whispering
out of the sides of their mouths. You
hear them whisper filthy things. And
after a while, you whisper them yourself.
And you learn things there, too, from the
bigger boys: How to pick pockets. How
to crack a crib. How to fool the cops.
You come out a wise guy after five years,
don’t you?”

“N-no sir.”

“Damn right you don’t. But you think
you're one, and you’re sour on the world.
And then you go crib-crazy, Ted. You
bang your head against steel walls that are
going to be around you till you die, and
you scream curses nobody pays any
attention to, and the spit drools from the
corners of your mouth, and . . . . . 5

“No! Oh God! No!” Terror stared
from Ted’s big eyes. His scrawny arms
came down, quivered in front of him, half-
bent, as if to ward off an attack. “No!”

“Yes, Ted. That's what’s going to
happen to you just because your papers
didn’t sell so good today and your mother
and kid sister were hungry, and you
thought Pallucci wouldn’t miss a couple
of things because he has so much. And
what’s going to happen to your ma and to
little Mary while you’re away? D’you
think your old man’s going to come back
—he who went up the river before Mary
was born—to take care of them? I never
saw him, but I can tell you what he looks
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like. I've told you already. What he
looks like now, you're going to look like
when you’re as old as he is—and like him,
you’re not going to give a damn about
ma and Mary—if they haven’t starved to
death by that time because you weren’t
around to help them. Or worse. Or
worse, Ted . . . .”

The boy was down on his knees, now.
His hands were stretched out towards
Moore, prayerlike, and he was shaking
all over as with the ague. “Please!” he
whimpered. “I'll never do it again. It’s
the first time and the last time. Please
don’t take me in. Please!”

“No, Ted, I'm not going to take you in.
I couldn’t do that to you, or to your ma,
who's scrubbed her fingers to the bone
raising you, or to Mary. But the next
time == 2

“There ain’t going to be any next time.”

“There’d better not be. Beatit. Go on.
Beat it home before I change my mind.”

The boy was gone. The old cop
scratched his head. This was a nice mess.
He’d have to report the break now. He
couldn’t cover up the marks of Ted’s
entrance. Nothing was stolen, but there
would be a demerit against him on the
books. Maybe a fine, for improper patrol.

“HEY cop!” An urgent whisper

reached Ken Moore. “C’'m here!”
Moore’s eyes slid to the figure in the un-
lighted embrasure of a closed shoe-store,
slitted and wary. At two o'clock, there
were still a few citizens hurrying along
Morris Street, some who shambled leisure-
ly with no reason to hurry. But he wasn’t
taking any chances. He didn’t know the
fellow who furtively beckoned him, but
he knew what he was. His undersized,
slight frame, wrapped in a wasp-waisted
overcoat whose too-long skirts almost
touched cocoa-brown suede shoe-tips—
his lashless, predatory eyes glittering out
of brim-shadow of a pulled-down derby;

his pasty, ageless face, gashed by a ruler-
straight, lipless mouth—were a dead give-
away.

The fellow’s arms angled stiffly out,
drawing his pallid, long-fingered hands
well away from his pockets, from a grab
at a possible armpit holster. If the rat’s
game was to blast him down, he would
have done it from there without warning.
One-Eye Luccio’s snakes never rattled
before they struck.

“Come on over here.
night.”

Moore sidled guardedly to the show-
window, looked into it as he growled,
“What the hell do you want?” The plate
glass made a perfect mirror. He could
see in it the sidewalk behind him and the
cobbled, debris-strewn gutter roofed by
the sprawling structure of the El. No one
could sneak up on him without his know-
ing it; no killer-car could roll up, silent
and unseen, till it exploded in a lethal
spray of Tommy-gun lead.

“You ain’t on no spot, Moore.” The
low, almost inaudible voice slid out from
between unmoving lips, “Not yet. Not
unless you're dumb enough to turn down
the grand in One-Eye’s safe that’s got
your name written on it.”

The policeman’s weather-worn face
was bleak, masked, but a muscle twitched
in ene grizzled cheek. So they were going
to try this way first! “Who are you?” he
stalled. “How do I know you come from
Luccio?”

“I'm just out of—from out of town.
Call me Farrell. You don’t know me,
but I'm talking for One-Eye all right.
How about that grand ?”

“That’s a lot of dough. What do I do to
get it?”

“Talk right on the stand tomorrow.
That’s all.”

“As how?”

“You didn’t see Abe Katz bendin’ over
Sol Levi’'s corpse. You copped him

I ain’t got all
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around the corner as you run up an’ you
ain’t sure which way he was goin’. May-
be he heard the gat-bark same as you did
and was comin’ to see what was up.”
“What good will that do? The bullet
in Solo’s skull matched Katz’s gun.”
“Sure. But the bullet’s gone now.
Sergeant Corbin can’t make out how it
could have got out of the ballistics room,
but it ain’t there. Funny how them things
happen.” Farrell chuckled humorlessly.
“An’ funnier still—the deputy commish
lettin’ Corbin off with a reprimand!”

INY light-worms crawled in the

depths of Moore’s eyes. “Which
means it’s up to me alone whether Katz
goes to the chair—or whether he cops a
plea by squealing on the mob. I get it.
But why the sudden generosity ? Wouldn't
burning me down come a lot cheaper ?”

Farrell shrugged. “Maybe cop-killin’
ain’t so easy to cover up. Maybe Luccio
can use you. I dunno. I'm just sayin’
what I been told to say.”

“One-Eye can useme! Hmm! I never
thought of that.”

“Cripes! It's about time you did. Be
your age, Moore. Here you been a cop
since Broadway was a pup, and you're still
poundin’ concrete while guys that were still
wet behind the ears when you started is
sportin’ gold shields. They call you
Honest Ken an’ pat you on the shoulder
with one hand while the other’s behind
their back grabbin’ Luccio’s dough. What's
it got you? You're retirin’ in a couple
years. You know damn’ well who One-
Eye is frontin’ for. Play along with the
Big Fellow, and your pension’ll be half a
lieutenant’s pay. What do you say ?”

“What do I say?”’ Moore murmured,
slowly, musingly. Maybe he was a fool.
Maybe the thousands of other honest cops
were fools. The crooks were the ones
who got the promotions, the easy jobs.
The straight bulls got lead in their bread-

basket. If he said #no, that’s what he
could expect, a bullet in his belly.

“What do I say?” he repeated, and his
left hand lashed out, caught and clenched
Farrell’s coat collar, held it with a grip of
steel. “Listen, you mug. What would
I say if you came to me and offered me a
thousand bucks for my wife? I ain’t
got no wife. I ain’t got no kith or kin.
Only the force. Twenty-eight years the
force has been my wife, my daughter.
The force, not a few slimy grafters that
get into it now and then. Sell it? Sell
the force? What do I say? This!”

Farrell’'s head went back to the impact
of a gnarled, case-hardened fist on its jaw.
The blow lifted him, slammed him down,
pounded him into the pavement. He rolled
there. And suddenly blued steel glinted
in his hand. The stubby nose of an auto-
matic snouted at Moore—spun clattering
into the gutter as the cop’s heavy toe

crashed into the gunman’s ribs. He
squealed with pain.
“Not this time, Farrell. Not so easy. :

You’ll have to do better than that to get
me. But I'm not going to take you in.
I'm going to let you go back to your boss
and tell him he can’t buy me.”

A well-aimed kick sent Farrell’s gun
into a gaping sewer-hole. Moore strode
stiff-legged away, shouldering through
running, curious wanderers of the sunless
slum. A jeweller’s street clock caught
his eye. Two-thirty. Five and a half
hours yet to go. Five and a half hours
to patrol the old, familiar course of his beat
that now was a path through a night-
shrouded jungle in whose every covert
death waited, grim and certain, to ambush
him.

I{EN Moore’s apprehension, the tense

watchfulness with which he scanned
every paint-peeled tenement vestibule,
every veiled, black shadow, could not keep
the creeping chill out of his old bones, the
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clammy, breathless cold of that four
o’clock hour when the tide of life ebbs
lowest and the blood runs sluggish in man-
kind’s veins.

He halted suddenly, the nape of his
neck prickling. Had he caught a flicker
of orange out of the corner of his eye?
There it was again! A small red glow in
a tenement doorway angling across the
street, gone as soon as he glimpsed it.
Fire! Fire in a slum hallway, getting a
grip on tinder-dry wood to roar, in
minutes, in seconds, up a stairwell that
would be at once fuel and flue for flames.
To cut off all escape in terrible, brief
instants,

Moore plunged across the street. If
he were in time—if he were only in time
to stamp it out, to extinguish it before
it got a start. Folly to send in an alarm,
for by the time the engines came it would
be too late for any help. He fairly threw
himself up the high stoop, into the lurid
vestibule, Dark silhouettes were all about
him. An arm rose against the light of
a blazing newspaper, swooped down.
Rockets burst inside his skull, blinked out
into inrushing blackness, into
. . oblivien . . . .

x * %

Hot liquid seared Ken Moore’s throat,
burned down into his gullet. He soared
up out of weltering darkness, choked,
spluttered. The stink of rot-gut whiskey
was in his nostrils, his mouth was full of
it. Glass clinked against his teeth. He
swallowed spasmodically, lifted a hand to
bat away the hottle. Tried to lift a hand,
and couldn’t. His arms were bound to his
sides, ropes cut into his ankles. Someone
was bending over him, shadowy in the
blackness.

“Come alive, huh?” Farrell’'s voice
whined in his ears. “But I guess you got
eneugh.”

Water lapped greasily, somewhere near
by, and a part of the night was angularly

solid. “What—what—?”" Moore splut-
tered, choked. Garbage smell, the stench
of putrid wood, told him he was up against
a stringpiece of the Street Cleaning De-
partment’s pier at the foot of Hogbund
Place. Queer. . . .

“Them ropes is pasted together an’
they’ll come loose after you're in the water
a while. But you won’t know it, Moore.
They’'ll drag you up out o' the mud.
You'll be in uniform; your gat’ll be in
your pocket, an’ your belly’ll be full o’
hootch. Sneakin’ down to the pier to
booze, they’ll say—got soused an’ tum-
bled in! Honest Ken, foolin’ us all the
time! An’ Luccio’ll be in the clear.
What d’ you think o’ that, wise guy?”

HE alcohol fumes were a sick whirl in

Moore’s brain, his stomach retched.
What did he think of that? His name
struck from the rolls of the force in
disgrace, his memory an abomination to
the bulls who had been his friends—the
honest bulls who did their duty in spite
of all temptation. Katz going free and
One-Eye Luccio triumphant. What should
he think of it? It wasn’t the imminence
of death in the filthy river that wrenched
a groan from him.

“Over you go!” Hands tugged at his
body, lifting him, rolling him up on the
stringpiece. If only he could have gone
out fighting . . . . A muffled thud at the
pier’s land end stopped Farrell’s grunting
effort.

“Hell!” he splurted. “Them guys was
supposed to be watching.” He held
Moore poised on the brink of death,
listening tensely. “If they run out on
me. . . .” The sound came again, like
a footfall. Moore’s throat tightened to
cry out, and Farrell rammed a rag into
it, gagging him.

“I got to go see,” the killer muttered.
“You'll keep a minute.” He was gone, a
slinking shadow merging with the pier’s
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foul shadows. Moore writhed, tugged at
his lashings. They gave, slightly. He
could get loose of them if he had time to
work. If he had time! He fought
irantically for freedom, for life itself.

The runted silhouette showed briefly
against the pale front of the timekeeper’s
shack, down there, and turned. He was
coming back! He was coming back and
Moore was still bound, still helpless. The
last flickering hope was gone.

Then suddenly he wasn’t tied any more!
Rolling over, coming up to his knees,
reaching for his gun, the cop was vaguely
aware of someone at his side who had
come over the stringpiece, of someone in
whose hand glittered the knife that had
sliced the ropes from him. But his gun-
butt was jerking in his hands, orange-blue
flame was belching from the pistol’s
muzzle, was spitting death-hail into the
shadows, into the one slinking shadow that
was Farrell, killer.

“You got him,” his rescuer screeched.
“You burned him down!” Moore’s gun
was empty and his fingers couldn’t hold
it any longer. It thumped from his hand
and he toppled sidewise. “You ain’t
hurt,” Ted West squealed. “You ain’t
hurt, mister.” The kid’s weazened face
hung above Moore, pale, eyes shining.
He clawed the rag out of the cop’s mouth.

“No,” Moore managed to whisper. “But
how—who—?"

“I threw stones, an’ he thought it was
someone comin’. That gimme a chance to
cut you loose.”

“Good—kid!” A drop splashed on
the old cop’s cheek. Another. A sob
gulped from the youngster’s throat.
“Why,” Moore said, wonderingly. “You're
crying. Why are you. . .

But Ted’s face wasn’t over him any
more. It was gone. The policeman rolled
painfully, to see the lad drop to his knees
beside the sprawled body of the killer, to
see him lift the lax shoulders and press

them to his pinched, shaking breast.
Wondering, Moore pushed feeble palms
down on the splintered wharf floor,
shoved himself up. Just then, a launch
headlight scythed the river night, flicked
momentarily across the two faces. . . .

I{EN Moore gasped. Death’s hand,

merciful for once, had softened the
thug’s visage, had smoothed away the
deep-graven traces of crime and sinful
living. Line for line, feature for feature,
the boy’s tear-wet countenance and the
wax-white one pressed close against it
were alike. Alike as only the faces of
brothers could be, or the faces of—father
and son!

Moore got to his feet, reeled to them,
bent to put a comforting, tender arm
around the yeuth’s shaking shoulders.

“I killed him,” the little fellow sobbed,
as though that touch had released pent-up
words. “I killed my own father. Ma
saw him out the window; she couldn’t
sleep for worryin’, an’ she sent me down
to call him. An’ there he was in the hall
with them other guys, an’ I saw ’em
snatch you. I had to help you, didn't I?
I had to watch my chance an’ help you.
“But I killed him dein’ it. My father!”

“Ted . . .” the cop managed to get
past the lump in his throat, and stopped.
What could he say?

The youngster said it for him. “Looka!”
There was the shock of a sudden realiza-
tion in his voice, and the hush of a great
awe. ‘‘Maybe—it was meant. Maybe—
it's the best thing I coulda done for him.
"Cause now he’ll never go back—up the
river—to stay for good. He’ll never be—
like you said in Pallucci’s—crib-crazy.”

“Never, Ted. . . .” The wetness on
the grizzled, weather-beaten face of the
veteran cop couldn’t have come from
under his eyelids. It must have started
toram:z= = .
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| The man inside was

! rising to open the
window. . . .

. the night was over. That was all

Felix knew just then, except that the

man behind the killing was Grover Cort.

And Cort was the most powerful under-

ground figure in that crime-ridden section
of the city knewn as the Cauldren.

SOMEONE was going to die before

“He'll be dead before dawn!”
the man assured his companion
as Felix sold him the news-
paper. And that grim promise
sent the little cripple on a
midnight journey whieh
changed the course of
three lives, and caused the
end of one!

Felix hovered for a mement in the fog-
filtered light of a street lamp. There were
very few people about, and those few paid
no attention to him. Peeple rarely noticed
Felix; he had the power of self-eblitera-
tion. His twisted face had the bland look
of a child, in spite of his forty years. His
ill-formed body was thin and small, his
step noiseless. But Felix, without appear-
ing to; watched everyone, and while he
spoke seldom, he heard much.
And this evening he bad heard, while
95
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handing a newspaper to a customer, that
someone was going to die. It was just
a whisper that he had heard: “He'll be
dead before dawn!”

The customer was a man who was with
Grover Cort. And Felix knew that it
would not be a natural death.

Felix started again, moved quietly down
the street. He stopped near a small hotel.
It was here that Cort hatched schemes that
brought him illicit revenue and perpetu-
ated his own power.

The clock in the lobby said ten minutes
before midnight. Felix stood still. With-
out moving his head, he glanced down the
street. A few furtive pedestrians were
slinking through the darkness. It was a
district that Felix knew intimately—far
more intimately than others realized—a
district in which human tragedies con-
stantly stalked the boards.

Felix often played a part in those trage-
dies. But it was an invisible part. The
police knew nothing of it. Nor did even
the main actors. Only one person knew—
and she was loyally silent,

Felix crossed the front of the hotel,
squinted up at the south wall of the
building. A room at the rear, on the third
floor, showed a light; a narrow strip of
yellow that edged the window beneath a
drawn blind.

The uneasy noiselessness of midnight
was in the dank air. Felix moved down
the alley toward the rear of the building
like a soundless shadow. He wanted to
get up to that window ; it would be an im-
possible task for most humans. But Felix
could move over the face of a building
with amazing agility.

Tt was one of the things that nobody
knew about him.

Felix reached out a hand, lifted a foot.
In a moment he was criss-crossing his
way upward. And in a little while, his
fingers were clutching the sill of the third-
floor window.

He peered into the room.

Inside were two men. One of them
was large, fleshy-faced; small hard eyes
and thin lips. That was Grover Cort, A
big hypocrite of a man—cruelty poorly
concealed beneath the hearty flesh of good
nature.

The other was younger, good-looking,
wavy blond hair and evasive blue eyes ; the
face of a weakling who prides himself on
a cunning he does not possess. Felix
recognized him at once as Hap Bishop,
brother of Lil Bishop, a girl who was
worth ten of her brother.

They were sitting facing each other.
Hap was smiling—the silly smile of the
unconscious tool. Lips were moving, but
the sound of voices did not penetrate the
closed window.

Felix watched those lips intently. Tt
was a name that Felix was watching for.
And presently a name was mentioned,
several times. The name was Jim.

Jim! TFelix knew who Jim was.
Vaguely, the conversation was beginning
to mean something to him. Jim! That
would be young Jim Rice, who was
struggling along with a small garage—
struggling desperately because he wanted
to get married. And the girl he wanted
to marry was Lil Bishop, Hap’s sister!

Grover Cort was arising massively
from his chair. A wave of his pudgy hand
showed Felix what he intended to do. The
air in the room was thick with tobacco
smoke, and Cort was about to open the
window.

Felix’ fingers vanished from the sill.
He slipped, like a flitting ghost, down the
face of the wall to the ground.

IT WAS midnight now, or past. And
someone would be dead before dawn!
Jim’s garage was three blocks away, an
old one-story building that only ambitious
youth would have used for a business.
Felix reached it quickly. The front door
was partly open. The small office in front
was lighted. A young man and a girl
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were there; Jim Rice and Lil Bishop.
Their heads were close together but Felix
could see them clearly; Jim's honest,
rugged young face, and Lil’s honest, soft
one.

Felix hesitated a moment, then slipped
through the door. Jim turned as Felix
appeared at the door of the office.

“Hi, Felix,” said Jim, cordially.

Jim was one of the few inhabitants of
the Cauldron who always had a pleasant
word for the little paper-peddler. Lil was
another, and she was smiling at him now.

Felix nodded in his gloomy way.
“Open late tonight, huh?”

“Business,” Jim said cheerfully. “Can’t
neglect a chance to make an extra buck or
two these days.

The girl spoke then, patting Jim on
the cheek: “I'd better be getting along
home now,” she said.

Felix watched her as she kissed Jim
goodnight and vanished through the door.

“How much later you staying tonight?”
he asked Jim.

“About two o’clock, I guess,” said Jim.
“Got to wait for a man to come for his
car—that green sedan back in the shop.”

“What man?” said Felix.

“Name’s Gould,” said Jim. “Don’t
know much about him, but he says my
place is handy for him. He’s a liberal sort
of guy, too.”

Felix was silent a moment, then mut-
tered a goodnight. In a few minutes he
had reached a small lunch-counter. Two
customers were just leaving, and the place
was empty, except for the waitress.

The girl behind the counter watched
him as he sat on a stool. She was pretty,
in a way that a common-sense sort of face
is sometimes pretty, and her eyes were
alert. And she was the one person who
knew that Felix ever did anything beyond
peddling papers. She knew—and she
helped.

She brought him a cup of coffee,

hovered near him as he sipped it. Pres-
ently he looked up, spoke very softly:
“Cort comes in here sometimes, Myrtle ?”

Myrtle moved her head.

“And Hap Bishop and his sister, Lil?”

She moved her head again.

“Cort kind of interested in the girl,
huh?”

Myrtle’s lips moved explosively, al-
though she kept her voice down: “He's
nuts about her!”

Felix spoke quickly:
Usual place.”

He gulped the rest of his coffee, The
girl watched him affectionately as he went
out.

Down on the next corner, Felix stopped,
leaned against a doorway. His intuition
was working; working faster than any
normal powers of ordinary reasoning.
Grover Cort—a crafty, determined, utterly
unscrupulous man—wanted Lil Bishop.
And tonight he planned to do something
that would bring her his way.

But what? There were two people to
consider ; two young men. One of them
Cort wanted to control, the other to elim-
inate. That meant that Cort intended to put
Lil’s brother, Hap, completely under his
power, so that he could use him to influ-
ence Lil. And it meant, as Felix had
already guessed, that Jim Rice was the
man who was to be dead before dawn!

“Wait for me.

UIETLY, Felix pushed away from

the corner, drifted down the street,
made two or three turns and was present-
ly back at Jim’s garage. The front door
was still slightly open. Felix could see
Jim sitting in his office, reading.

There was no one else about. Felix
slipped through the door, made his way
quickly through the dim-lighted garage.
A few cars lined each side of the building.
Standing by itself at the rear, nose pointed
toward the front door, was a green sedan.

Suddenly, Felix swung his head about.
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Over the hush of the night came the
sound of footsteps on the sidewalk out-
side. He stared at the sedan again for a
moment, then climbed one of the cars
against the wall, swung upwards, and in
a moment was lying flat on a rafter,
directly above the green sedan.

He peered out toward the front. The
figure of a man had appeared at the front
door. It was Lil’s brother, Hap.

Felix lay quite still, watching. Hap
stepped into the garage, walked into the
oftice. For a little while the jumble of
blurred voices came from the office. Then
both Hap and Jim came out into the
garage.

“I don’t get it, Hap,” Jim was saying.
“But I guess it’s all right. Mr. Gould
told me he was coming for the car him-
self—"

“Sure,” said Hap. “But he called me
up awhile ago and had me meet him down
on Spring Street, see? He said he
couldn’t make it—gave me a few bucks to
get it for him and drive out to Hepper
Bowl. He gave me that note for you,
see?”’

“Okay,” said Jim. “But what does he
want me for?”

“I dunno, Jim. But he said something
about maybe there’d be another car to
drive back. And he said he’d make it
right for you—and pay you good for your
time. We was to go to the Bowl, stop
at the south end, get out and walk down
the trail. We—"

“Funny,” muttered Jim, “that he should
want us to go to that hell-hole. But I
can sure use the money.”

They were getting into the green sedan.
Jim was at the wheel. The motor was
turning slowly.

Abruptly, Felix heard Jim’s voice in a
startled exclamation. The motor died
again. Three men were coming through
the front door. They were hurrying
straight through the garage toward the

green sedan. In a moment they were
standing against the front of the sedan,
had yanked open the door. All three
were holding revolvers.

“Get out, you guys,” one of them said
briskly. “Get out—and don’t make any
move you're not told to make.”

Felix heard Jim's voice protesting:
“What'’s the idea? Who are—?”

“Shut up,” said the man. “And get
out.”

Felix, from the rafter above, saw Jim
and Hap emerge from the car. One of
the others slapped them about the body.
“No rods on ’em,” he said.

“Yeah,” said the first man. “But don’t
take no chances. These dope peddlers
always use the stuff themselves. They're
nuts, and you can’t figure what they’ll do
next.”

“Dope peddlers!” said Jim. ‘“You must
be crazy. We're not—"

“Shut up” he was told again.

Jim and Hap were out of the car now.
Two of the men stood just behind them,
covering them. The third man got in
the car, and Felix could hear him pulling
at the seats. _

This much was clear to Felix now.
These men were officers. They really
believed that Jim and Hap were involved
in a dope racket.

And Felix was also sure that they would
find evidence in the green sedan.

THEY were waiting in silence. The
man in the car called out: “Here it
is, boys! Big pocket under the back seat!”

He got out of the car again.

“But I don’t know anything about it,”
argued Jim. “This car belongs to 2 man
named Gould. He just uses my garage—"

“Yeah?” laughed the officer. “Gould,
huh? And who’s he?”

“T don’t know. He just came in here

and—"
“Where does he live?”
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“He gave me his address. It’s the
Cosmoploe Hotel.”

The officer turned to one of the others.
“Go to the office there and check up on
that, Harry.”

The man spoken to walked away to the
office.

Hap was talking now, and his voice
was a whine: “It’s a frame! I don’t
know nothing about it. I—”

“Yeah? Well, what are you doing
here ?”

“Why, this man Gould met me and
“hired me to drive the car out to him at
Hepper Bowl with Jim tonight—"

“What do you know about this Gould ?”

“Why, nothing. I—”

“Where did you meet him first?”

“Right here in this garage,” whimpered
Hap.

“Sure,” said the officer. “Well, we
were tipped off about this green sedan
being used for delivering dope. And our
tip said you two guys were in on it. Locks
like it was a hot tip, all right.”

The man who had gone to the office
returned.

“No one at the Cosmoploe by that
name, chief,” he reported.

There was silence for a moment. Felix,
listening and watching above them, got
the picture clearly now. He knew what
was coming, even before the brisk-speak-
ing officer spoke again.

“Sure. It was a hot tip, all right. Well,
it looks like—"

He was interrupted by the entrance of
someone at the front door. A large man
had stopped just inside. Presently he
strode through the garage toward them.
“Mr. Cort!” Hap cried hysterically. “Mr.
Cort! These guys are—"

“Shut up!” barked the officer.

“Well, well,” Cort said smoothly. “I
was just on my way back home, saw the
light here in the garage, heard voices, and

wondered what it was all about. What's
the trouble?”

“Dope-peddling,” said the officer.

His voice was courteous. It was plain
that he had recognized Cort and respected
his power.

“Dope!” said Cort, as if shocked. “I
don’t understand.”

The officer explained in detail.

“Seems strange to me,” murmured
Cort. “I can’t believe Hap would do a
thing like that. And even Jim there—”

“We got the stuff,” the officer pointed
out.

“Yes, yes,” said Cort. He seemed to
be considering. “As I understand it, they
were to drive the car out to Hepper Bowl.
Why not do that? In that way, you may
be. able to nab the fellow who owns this
car.”

“Sure,” said the officer.
going to do that. And—"

“I’'ll go along,” offered Cort. “Hepper
Bowl is a strange sort of place, and I
happen to be familiar with it on account
of my real estate interests. In fact, with
your permission, I will walk down the
trail with Jim!”

The officer hesitated. “May be danger-
ous, Mr. Cort.”

Cort laughed softly.
of myself,” he promised.

The officer decided quickly. “Okay,”
he said. He spoke to one of the others:
“You better stay here, Harry, and keep
an eye on the garage.”

Felix could hear them getting into the
sedan. Seon the motor was turning again.
The car started out. The officer who was
to stay ran ahead to open the door wide.
Lying on the rafter above, Felix heard
again that whispering voice: “He’ll be
dead before dawn!”

“We were

“T'll take care

THE green sedan was turning out into
the street. The remaining officer was
closing the front door. In a moment,
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Felix knew, he would come back through
the garage to test the small door at the
rear.

With silent speed, Felix slipped off the
rafter, climbed down the side to the near-
est car, sidled along the wall to the rear
door. It was bolted from the inside.
Felix drew the bolt, swung the door open,
stepped out.

There was a shout behind him as he
started to close the door; the officer had
glimped his shadowy figure vanishing
through the opening. The officer fired
just as he slammed the door shut. The
bullet pinged into the wood.

Felix was in a yard behind the garage
now. The officer was pounding back
toward the door. But Felix knew every
corner of the Cauldron; at once, he was
over a fence, sprinting lightly down an
alley, and out of sight.

Presently he stopped near a corner three
blocks away. There was an old car at the
curb. Myrtle was at the wheel. The car
was an ancient model, the body apparently
ready to fall apart, but only he and Myrtle
knew the power of the motor under the
rusty hood.

Myrtle had started the car before he
had slipped into the seat beside her.
“Hepper Bowl,” Felix ordered shortly.

Myrtle looked at him quickly. “But,”
she pointed out, “you can climb down into
the Bowl from a spot not far from here.
It would save you time. It’s a long way
around by car.”

“Gotto get around on the other side,”
Felix snapped, “so I can get a line on the
lay of the land. Can’t do that on this
side.”

Without a word, Myrtle turned the car
about.

“Got to make time, Myrtle,” Felix
added. “Or Jim’ll get bumped off.”

The general outline of Grover Cort’s
scheme was clear enough to Felix. Jim
was to be killed within the next few

minutes. The official explanation would
be that some confederate in the dope
racket had bumped him off for double-
crossing. Hap would remain under arrest,
and Cort would offer his friendly services.

In this way, Jim would be entirely re-
moved as an obstacle to Cort’s desire for
Lil. And Cort would then use Hap’s
predicament to advance his own cause.
Indeed, Cort’s whole elaborate scheme
was aimed at that one objective: to
establish himself in Lil’s favor. If that
had not been necessary, he would simply
have had Jim bumped off in some simpler
fashion.

Myrtle swung the car suddenly east
for a few hundred feet, then back north.
Over a dark stretch of road the little car
rattled furiously past a green sedan.

The total distance was about five miles,
yet when they arrived at Hepper Bowl
they would not be over a quarter of a mile
from the boundaries of the Cauldron.
The Bowl was a wide, deep gulch, the
section near the Cauldron being almost
impassable because of a steep cliff.

Soon they were approaching the Bowl.

“The farther end,” Felix said.

As Myrtle slowed the car, they were
looking down on the Bowl. It looked like
a huge cavity in the earth for the dumping
of human refuse, there in the center of
the city. Decrepit hovels were scattered
about its sides, and down at its bottom.
There were people in some of those
hovels, but only a few specks of light
here and there were visible. It was a
hole from which death had often emerged
before.

Myrtle stopped the car against the side
of an old building. For a moment they
sat silent. Then Mpyrtle spoke softly:
“Perhaps we had better go back, Felix.
Cort is dangerous. You may be killed.”

Felix said nothing.

“Anyhow, it will be hard to do anything
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without being discovered,” Myrtle went
on. “You can’t afford that.”

Felix stirred. ‘“Wait here fifteen
minutes,” he said, as if he hadn’t heard
at all. “Then drive back to the Cauldron.
"~ On the way—if you think its safe for
yourself—stop and find out what
happened.”

Myrtle made no objections as he got
out of the car, only watched him in the
darkness, anxiously. He was on the rim
of the Bowl now, slipping down a narrow,
refuse-littered pathway into its depths.

HE came to a halt, presently, beneath

the tumbling wall of one of the hovels.
From here he could look up and see the
edge of the road that rimmed the Bowl
above.

From somewhere down here—perhaps
the hovel against which he was now lean-
ing—a shot would be fired within a few
minutes; a rifle shot, probably, because
of the distance.

There was no safer place for the work
of an assassin who knew the ground.
Felix understood quite well why Grover
Cort had chosen it.

Above the stillness of the night came
the sound of a nearing car. But where
was the assassin?

Felix moved quickly. With the speed
of a specter, he flitted from one hovel to
another. And presently he stopped short.

He had come to a decaying shack in
which there was no light; nothing but
vague sounds within. There was a dark,
glassless window facing up toward the
rim of the Bowl—and an old door at the
rear which was open.

The car up on the road was coming to
a stop. Felix slipped into the rear door.
In the darkness, he could see the dim
figure of a man at the front window. His
face was not visible, yet Felix knew at
once who it was.

It was the man who had whispered:

“He’ll be dead before dawn!” The man
was holding a rifle, setting it in place on
the sill. Felix stumbled. The man hurled
about quickly, “Stick em up!” he barked.

Felix’ hands went up.

“What the—?”

“Cort sent me,” stated Felix.

There was a breathless silence. “Cort!”
Scepticism was in the man’s voice.
“Why_—.?”

“I asked him,” said Felix. “I want
to bump that guy off myself! I made a
special deal with Cort, and he sent me—
told me to tell you.”

The man laughed, a low angry laugh.
“You're crazy,” he snarled, “if you think
I'm falling for that. Who are you?”

“It’s the truth,” pleaded Felix. He was
taking in the situation swiftly. He
realized that he had one big advantage:
the man couldn’t fire at him now without
warning the officers in the car. And he
couldn’t continue to cover Felix and fire at
Jim at the same time. “Honest to God.
it’s the truth. It’s a cinch for you—and
you ain’t got much time. They’ll be com-
ing down the trail in a minute.”

“But'_' !”

“You can keep me covered with your
rod,” Felix urged, “while I stand at the
window with the rifle. You can’t go
wrong. And if I don’t do just like you
want me to—you got me!”

The man hesitated only a moment. The
necessities of the situation were as clear
to him now as to Felix. “Get up here!”
he ordered.

He rested the muzzle on the sill, pointed
upward, and stood aside a little. In his
free hand, an automatic appeared and it
was pointed at Felix.

Felix moved forward. As he reached
the window, the murderer edged aside
carefully, and plunged his automatic
against Felix’ back.

Felix took the butt of the rifle, stood
looking out of the window, up at the
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rim of the road. The murderer was just
behind him, motionless.

Felix’ gaze was fixed on the car, up on
the road. The light there was shadowy;
nothing much was visible against the car
except a blurred group.

“You do like I say,” whispered the man
behind Felix, “or I'll blast your kidneys
out.”

They were silent for a little while. . . .

Two of the figures above were suddenly
separated from the others. They were
moving, slowly starting down the trail,
side by side. One of them, Felix knew,
was Cort; the other, Jim. But théir out-
lines were far too indistinct for recog-
nition.

Then, abruptly, a small light appeared
in front of one of them, making it even
more difficult to see them clearly. Ob-
viously, a flashlight had been produced to
light up the path.

Felix was still waiting, motionless—
waiting for the man behind to give the
order. :

The hoarse, whispering. vpiee spoke
suddenly: “Aim about three feet to the
left of the flashlight!”

Felix tensed. It was plain to him now
that it was Cort who was holding the
flashlight. And by firing three feet to
the left, he would send a bullet into Jim’s
breast.

“Fire!” ordered the assassin.

Felix fired.

'TYHE shot tore through the night. Up

on the side of the Bowl, life seemed to
come to a sudden standstill. Then some-
thing happened to the flashlight. Its rays
were flung around in the air in crazy
fashion, described an arc, nosed down
to the ground and disappeared.

Felix moved before the man behind him
realized what had happened. His fingers
released the rifle and it slid to the floor.
His hand darted under his coat.

The man behind him grunted harshly.

The automatic was jammedagainst Felix’s
back as if it would cut a circle in his
flesh. “You drilled Cort, you damned—"

Felix’ hand had closed on his own
automatic. He fired backwards, through
his coat, and threw himself to one side.

The shot meant for his kidneys ripped
into the woodwork.

Felix turned. The assassin’s knees were
sticking out, like a toy doll’s, his shoul-
ders back, his head forward. He groaned
as he went down like a collapsing
accordion.

Instantly,Felix fled through the shack,
out of the back deor. His small, unshapely
form weaved back through the Bowl, past
the last of the hovels, until he faced the
cliff on the edge of the Cauldron.

Not more than one man in a thousand
could have scaled that cliff. But to Felix
it was merely natural motion. Quick
movements of fingers and toes, and he was
going from one tiny ledge to another,
until, in a little while, he was again walk-
ing the streets of the Cauldron.

Soon he was resting quietly in a door-
way, waiting. A very old car approached
presently, at casual speed, and stopped at
the curb opposite him, Felix moved
across the sidewalk to the car. Mpyrtle
looked at him, her eyes shining. He
waited for her to speak.

“Grover Cort was shot,” she said
simply. “Jim is safe—thank God.”

“Is Cort—dead ?”” asked Felix.

“Not yet,” said Myrtle. “He thought
that he had been shot by the man who was
supposed to shoot Jim—it made him crazy
mad, and in putting the officers wise to
the killer he cleared Jim of everything.”

“But he’s not dead ?”” repeated Felix.

“I heard someone say,” said Myrtle,
“that he’ll be dead before dawn.”

A fleeting smile lit Felix’ child-like face.
“Goodnight,” he said.

Myrtle watched him walk away and
vanish into the night.



WHILE THE CORPSE COOLS

Death struck while a lawyer
and a lawman looked on—
but the horror of it was as
nothing to Ruth Leavitt,
when she heard the words
that thrust her lover into the
shadow of the chair. . . .

".['\HE air of the library was as tense
as a crouching cat.

Hugh Blaise, thin and blond, was
unnaturally pale. He stared into the
fireplace with bloodshot blue eyes. Paper
and wood were laid there for a touch of

the gas lighter to start them into flame.
Beside Hugh stood Ruth Leavitt, lovely
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There was the sound
of an explosion,

as a picture by Titian, with her red-brown
hair and dark brown eyes.

Across the room from the couple stood
James Blaise. His face was impassive as
he stared unseeingly at the small stained
glass window beside the fireplace in the
end wall. But the impassivity came from
steely self control, not lack of emotion.
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Near the door, with his slate-grey eyes
enigmatic in his fat face, was Phelps,
sheriff of Midvale, on the edge of which
town the Blaise estate was set. He was
watching the other three, particularly Jim
Blaise.

It was town gossip that Ruth had been
half in love with Jim, adopted son of
Montgomery Blaise. Then Hugh, natu-
ral son, had come home from school—and
soon afterward it began to be rumored
that Ruth was engaged to him.

But Jim’s face showed no emotion of
any kind. He simply stared abstractedly
at the small stained glass window.

“Here they come,” said Phelps sud-
denly.

Jim Blaise straightened up. Hugh cried
out softly. The double doors of the li:
brary rolled back.

In the doorway appeared a grey-haired
man with a wasted body, in a wheel-chair.
Pushing the chair was a middle-aged man
with deep-set grey eyes under black
brows.

The man in the chair was Montgomery
Blaise, retired and living on the income
from his investments. The man pushing
the wheel-chair was Robert Greeley,
Montgomery’s lawyer and financial inter-
mediary.

Montgomery Blaise’s voice sounded
authoritatively.

“Push me to the fireplace, Greeley.”

The lawyer rolled the chair to the side
of the fireplace.

“Light a fire,” commanded Montgom-
ery harshly.

“But, Monty,” Greeley began.

“Light a fire!” snapped Blaise.

The lawyer shrugged, then went to the
paper and wood in the fireplace. He
tugged at the valve of the gas lighter, a
tube slanting up under the wood. It didn’t
move, so Greeley held his match to the
paper itself. Tt caught, and the wood
started to crackle.

“Come here, all of you,” said the in-
valid in the chair.

Hugh and Ruth stood side-by-side in
front of him. Jim stood next to them.
Phelps stayed near the door.

Blaise stared at them with sorrow and
sternness growing in his eyes.

“You all know something of the pur-
pose of this meeting,” he said. “You
know what is to go into those flames.

“James.” He turned to Jim Blaise.
“You are an adopted child. We took
you from an orphanage and brought you
up. And you were a joy to my wife and
me while she was living, and to me since
she died. You are a fine young man. The
bank where you are employed tells me you
will go far.”

His eyes burned toward the other young
man’s white face.

“Hugh, you are of my flesh and blood.
My own son. And you have been a bitter
disappointment all your life. You were
expelled from college, you have forged
my name to checks, and you have run up
gaming debts. Ten days ago, Sheriff
Phelps had to report that you'd gotten
drunk, stolen a car for a joy-ride, and
smashed it. Money and influence bare-
lv saved you from jail.”

Blaise’s bitter eyes softened as they
turned toward the girl.

“Ruth, my dear, you are hearing blunt
facts. Once you seemed to care for Jim.
Now you seem to prefer Hugh. Think
well of your choice!”

There was silence. Blaise drew out a
document, heavy with seals.

“I have been driven into taking a dras-
tic step to make a man of Hugh,” Blaise
said grimly. “This document I hold is
my will. Tt leaves a hundred thousand
dollars to James, and all the rest of my
estate to Hugh. This will is to be thrown
into the fire.

“Greeley has a new will in his pocket.
It leaves all my fortune to the Midvale
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Medical Foundation. After the old will
has been burned, I shall sign the new

»”

one.

UGH’S breath hissed out.
was mottled.

“The new will,” Blaise continued, “will
exist for a year. If in that time Hugh
makes a man of himself, I shall burn the
new will and redraft the old one. If Hugh
does not reform, the new will shall be my
last.”

“But—Dad—" Hugh began hoarsely.

“Silence!” rasped Blaise. Hugh slunk
back.

The old man turned to James.

“The new will cuts you out of your
smaller share, too. The reason is that,
to regain it, you must help Hugh straight-
en up. If he doesn’t—you lose your in-
heritance also. That is ruthless, but a
father can do ruthless things. You are
strong and can help Hugh if you try. You
must try, or lose your share of the estate.”

Montgomery raised his hand. “Greeley,
the new will.”

Greeley’s hand went reluctantly to his
pocket. “Monty, don’t you think—"

“The will, please! I will sign it now.
Corrections of inventory of my estate can
be made later.”

“Please listen to me—"

“My mind is made up. The new will
shall be signed, and the old burned.”

Like a priest performing a rite, Blaise
leaned forward. The old will fluttered
from his hand to the flames.

With a snarling cry, Hugh darted for-
ward. He hooked the paper out with his
foot and stamped out the flames on it.

“Hugh!” roared Blaise.

Greeley walked to the wheel-chair, pale
but determined.

. “Monty, you won't listen to me as a
friend. I demand to be heard as your
lawyer and financial adviser.”

“Not”

l‘Yes !ll

His face

The eyes of the two clashed. And final-
ly Blaise shrugged.

“T'll listen to you,” he said evenly, “but
it will do you no good to argue.”

Greeley turned to the others.

“Hugh, I wish you'd get my brief-case
from my car at the curb. James, I'd like
to ask you to phone Candler & Wicks,
accountants, and ask them to deliver a
duplicate of the last inventory of the
Blaise estate to my office. Ruth, you can
wait for Hugh in the music room.”

Phelps started to leave with the others.
Greeley shook his head.

“Stay, please, Sheriff,” he said. “I'd
like you to hear this and perhaps add the
weight of your opinion.”

The lawyer leaned over Blaise’s wheel-
chair.

“Old friend,” he said gently. “You
mustn’t do this. You mustn’t destroy
your old will and sign this new one.”

“Why not?” Blaise rapped out. “If it
helps change Hugh—"

“You seem to have overlooked some-
thing,” said Greeley. “You force me to
put it bluntly—your health! You're a sick
man, Monty. You may not live a year.
Then Hugh would be beggared without
trial.”

“Hugh will have to take that chance.”

Greeley shook his head.

“It isn’t fair to make him. You offer
him a year’s probation, and then gamble
on whether he’ll have it or not! Now,
in the brief-case Hugh is fetching for
me, there is a third will. It sets the
terms you wanted in this, but has a clause
invalidating it and reinstating the old will
in the event of your premature death.
Won't you sign that one? Let Hugh
think it’s the harsh one if you like. But
sign the compromise. Don’t you think
that would be more fair, Sheriff ?”

“It sounds fair,” evaded Phelps.

Montgomery Blaise was silent, weari-
ness, pain and indecision in his eyes.
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Greeley motioned with his head for
Phelps to join him at a buffet at the far
end of the room. :

“Let him think it over,” he whispered,
pouring himself a drink and motioning
the sheriff to do the same. “A minute or
two will bring him ’round. He mustn’t
sign the new will—”

Suddenly there was the sound of a stac-
cato explosion.

Like the backfiring of a car, it filled
the room. And Phelps paled a little and
whirled' toward Blaise.

At what he saw, he ran to the wheel-
chairi; .

Blaise lay slumped in that chair. From
a jagged hole in his cheek a crimsen
flood’ seeped down.

“He’s dead!” breathed Phelps hoarse-
ly. “Shot—under our very noses! By
heaven . . .”

Greeley stared from the dead man to
the charred document Hugh had saved
from the fire.

“Dead,” he murmured, “and the old
will—is in effect!”

YEN minutes later, Sheriff Phelps faced
the rest in the library. The wheel-
chair had been rolled from the room, but
the ghost of Montgomery Blaise seemed
to remain.

Phelps repeated his statement.

“The murderer of Montgomery Blaise
is in this room!”

“That’s a strong statement,” said Jim
Blaise quietly. “You and Greeley can alibi
each other. That leaves Hugh, Ruth and
me. Ruth is scarcely capable of murder!
Tt comes down to Frugh and me.”

Phelps shrugged.

“You make the statement, not me. I
let facts speak for me. And the facts are
these : X

“Blaise was killed by a bullet that en-
tered through his cheek to thie brain. The
angle of the shot tells that the bullet must

have come from the fireplace wall' of the
room.”

“The stained glass window—" gasped
Ruth. Then: she cowered back, looking
from Hugh’s face to Jim’s.

Phelps’ gaze rested on Hugh's weak
but handsome face.

“Under the window,” he said, “outside
in a bed of flowers, T found something.
A gun with one shell missing. Tt had been
stamped deep into the soft earth—but net
deep enough. The muzzle stuck up a
little, and I saw it.” He drew a hand-
kerchief from over an object on the li-
brary table. “This is the gun.”

All leaned forward. Then Ruth, as
pale as death, breathed: “Oh, my God!”

Hugh cried aloud and lunged forward.
Phelps’ hand clamped over his wrist.

“That's my gun,” Hugh whimpered.
“Mine! ButI didn’t drop it out there—"

Greeley drew a deep breath. He said
not one word ; but the thoughts expressed
in his eyes were the thoughts all had in
the silence.

Hugh, with the rest, had known that
Blaise was to throw his will into the fire-
place and sign a new one. Hugh had
realized that he was on the verge of losing
some half a million dollars—forever, if
his father should die before the year of
probation was up.

His father’s death would solve his prob-
lem neatly. . . .

“I didn’t kill him ¥"” Hugh screamed. “I
didn’t—"

Phelps lit a cigarette, eyes like drills.

“When was the last time you shot that
gun?”’

“A month ago,” Hugh babbled. “Over
a month ago! In the woods behind' the
house.”

“Did you bring it back with one shot
gone?”

“No, no! It was unloaded when I put
it away. You've got to believe me . . .
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Greeley spoke. His voice matched the
look in the girl’s brown eyes.

“Hugh, I knew you were reckless and
wild, but I wouldn’t have dreamed you
were capable of this! And I wouldn’t
have dreamed you could be such a fool.
To commit murder, with an officer of the
law in the very room! I’'m a good lawyer,
but T can do nothing for you in a mess
like this. You're as good as in the chair
right now.”

Suddenly Jim Blaise’s rasping breath-
ing became audible. The ragged quality
of it made first Phelps and then the rest
stare at him.

“No,” Jim whispered. His throat
moved convulsively. “No!” he almost
shouted.

He faced them, wide shoulders back,
strong face grey but set with resolution.

“I can’t have two lives on my soul. Mr.
Blaise was old and ill anyway. That
wasn’t so bad. But two—no, no! Never
two!”

Ruth’s soft cry rang out. She clutched
at his arm.

“Jimmy!
you saying?”’

Phelps’ rasping voice cut hers short.

“Let him talk. He had time to do it
while he was ‘making the phone call’ for
Greeley. Just as Hugh had time while
he was ‘getting Greeley’s brief-case.””

Blaise’s shoulders sagged. He moist-
ened his lips.

“I never dreamed the gun would be
found,” he said dully. “I though I'd
stamped it out of sight into the dirt. I
can’t let Hugh go to the electric
chaires o

“I needed the hundred thousand dollars
reserved for me in the old will. It will
barely cover money I've been taking for
years from the bank where I work. I'd
planned to kill him anyway, and this pro-
posed new will forced my hand. I shot

For God’s sake—what are

him, Phelps, and that’s the truth, so help

i)

me.

UGH stared. Greeley shook his head

helplessly. But Ruth cried out and
put her hand between his tense body and
his arm.

“Jim, you didn’t. You aren’t capable
of murder. It isn’t in you! Hugh—yes.
He could do it. But not you, Jim!”

Jim’s voice droned out, hard and flat
with suffering, but resolute as steel.

“I took Hugh’s gun from his room be-
fore calling the accountants. I made the
call, for an alibi, then ran out and shot—
himee: =2

“You—a murderer—" said Hugh slow-
ly. “And trying to frame me. I'd never
have believed . . . .”

" Phelps spoke, his voice shockingly mat-
ter-of-fact and phlegmatic.

“Looks like we've got lots of murder-
ers around here. But you haven't let
me finish giving my facts yet. There are
a couple more.”

He stared broodingly at the little
stained glass window.

“One of ’em is that that window is
swollen shut. It couldn’t be opened with-
out using a crowbar, and there are no
marks on it to indicate that it has been
forced. I don’t suppose the thing has
been opened for years—it's no good for
ventilation or anything else but ornament.
So it looks like the shot didn’t come from
there, even if a gun was found under it
outside.

“Another thing is the funny way the
bullet went into Montgomery Blaise's
head. I haven’t seen a slug wound like
that since I was a kid and saw how my
grandfather’s squirrel rifle sent ledd into
flesh. It wasn'’t rifled, and it sent a bullet
into flesh end over end, tearing a hole
just like this bullet did.”

He took a bullet from Hugh's gun,
careful not to disturb finger prints. He

y
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drew out a horn-handled knife and began
to cut at the cartridge case. Then he
looked up.

“Would you all mind leaving the
room?”

When the doors were drawn shut,
Phelps strode to the fireplace. He bent
down, and with the point of the knife ar-
ranged the still smoldering wood embers.

“All right,” he called.

The doors opened and the four came
back in, amazement and uncertainty large
on their faces. Ruth still was beside
Jimmy, and her position indicated that
she’d not leave his side under any circum-
stances.

“I'm going to go through the murder
again,” said Phelps calmly. “We’ll take
our positions as before. Ruth and Hugh,
here.” Unwillingly, Ruth left Jimmy’s
side. “James, here. I’ll stand where I
was. But we want a man in the dead
man’s place.”

Ruth caught her lip between her teeth.

“Sorry for the play-acting,” said
Phelps gently, “but it has to be done.
Greeley, suppose you draw up a chair and
sit in it as Montgomery Blaise sat in the
wheel-chair.”

“My dear man,” said Greeley. “You ask
too much! That’s too gruesome—"

“You want to see justice done, don’t
you? Of course you do! Sit here—like
this. That’s right. That’s the exact way
Montgomery sat, and in the same spot.”

Phelps went back to the place where
he’d stood while the dead man outlined
the stern procedure he’d drafted for the
reform of his son.

“How long is this going to last?" said
Greeley. “It’s hot, here by the fire.”

Phelps shrugged.

“T don’t understand this, Phelps,”
Greeley went on. “What did you do with
that cartridge you took from Hugh’s
gun?”’

“Conditions under which Blaise was
murdered had to be duplicated,” said

Phelps. “That won’t mean anything to
anybody but the man who killed him.” He
stared at Hugh and Jim. “Got anything
to say, either of you?”

Hugh shook his head. Jim said: “I've
told you I killed him. This is nonsense,
sheriff.”

“All right,” said Phelps phlegmatical-
ly. “It’s nonsense. But we’ll go through
with it just the same. It must be very
hot there, Greeley, by the way you're
sweating.”

“It is,” said the lawyer, mopping at his
face. “Get on with this quickly, will
you?”’

“Not too quickly,” replied Phelps. “I
make haste slowly . . . I think I told you
the shot that killed Blaise didn’'t come
through the window ?”

“But that’s manifestly impossible. The
window is the only opening—"

“Oh, no, Greeley. There’s the fire-
place.”

“You're talking in riddles,” rasped
Greeley, starting to get up from the chair.

“Sid down!” barked Phelps. “Talking
in riddles, am I? Why are you so damned
anxious to get out of that exact spot,
Greeley?”

“Because it’s hot, and this is a ghastly
farce—"

“It isn’t because of the cartridge I cut
up, and the way that one ember is burn-
ing closer and closer to a certain spot, is
it?”

“I don’t know what you're talking
about!” said Greeley. He was ash-pale.
He twisted in the chair, leaning far to the
side. Then he jumped up.

“I awon’t sit here!” he screamed sud-
denly.

“Why not, Greeley?”

“Because I—because . . . .

The lawyer’s eyes were wild with fear.
The flesh around his mouth was greenish.

“Jim, would you mind sitting there?”
said Phelps softly.

”»
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“Of course not.” Jim Blaise started to-
ward the chair,

“Wait!” Phelps turned toward Hugh.
“T'll have you take Greeley’s place, in-
stead.”

“All right,” said Hugh.
derstand any of this, but—"

“Yes!” gasped Greeley. “You sit here,
Hugh! T'll stand—"

“On second thought,” said Phelps,
steel in his tone, “we’ll keep on with the
experiment as it is. Greeley stay where
you are!”

“I won’t!” The lawyer leaped from the
chair and to one side. “You can’t make
me!”

Phelps turned to the two. young men.
“Hold him in the chair. One on each
side”.

Jim and Hugh grasped the lawyer’s
arms and held him in the chair. A grow-
ing wonder was in their eyes, but Phelps’
tone exacted unquestioning obedience.

“Let me up!” sobbed Greeley. “Oh,
my God—the fire—under the pipe . .
Let me up!”

“Not till you tell me why you don’t
want to sit in it.”

“You know! You fiend! You know!
You put that cartridge in the gas lighter,
with the ember under it—"

“How do you know about gas lighters,
Greeley ?” said Phelps. “Come on. The
ember is hot, and the fireplace is warmer
than it was when you calculated it before.
Well ?”

“T'll tel—Oh God! T'll tell! T killed
Montgomery—ijust as I'll be killed my-
self if you don’t let me out of here....”

“I don’t un-

GVI‘HE thing kind of solved itself,”

grunted Phelps to Jim and Ruth,
who stood arm in arm with Hugh for-
gotten. “The shot came from the end
wall, but not from the window, which
hasn’t been opened in years. The only
other opening in the end wall is the fire-

place. What’s in the fireplace? A fancy
gas lighter, six inches of gas pipe backed
by a gas-tight valve. That would make
a good gun, though it isn’t rifled and
throws a slug end over end.

“What happened was that Greeley
didn’t want the new will signed, and
knew in advance of the ceremony of toss-
ing the old one to the fire. He put loose
powder into the gas tube. On that he
rammed a slug, probably already fired
from Hugh’s gun, which he stole on one
of his many visits here to the house.
When he started the fire he laid a stick
of wood with one end in the flames and
the other under the gas tube, like a fuse.
The wood slowly burned along its length
till it hit the tube, when the heat exploded
the powder—"

“But how did you know Greeley did
this ?” said Ruth.

“Couldn’t have been any one else,” said
Phelps patiently. ‘“Who lit the fire, care-
ful not to disturb the gas lighter with the
powder and shot in it? Greeley. Who
placed Blaise’s chair in the exact spot for
Blaise to get the slug in the head? Gree-

.ley. Who sent Hugh and Jim outside in

opposite directions so neither could alibi
the other? Greeley.”

“But why would he do this? Why?”

“I can guess that too. Greeley was
Blaise’s financial man. If he’d stolen a
lot of Blaise’s money, an inventory of
Blaise’s estate which would have fol-
lowed the signing of a new will would
send him to the pen. Blaise’s death would
call for an inventory too, but not till the
will was through the courts, and being a
smart lawyer he could tie up the estate
in litigation for years.”

Jim smiled without humor.

“So when he sat in that chair, he
thought you'd fixed the fireplace gun and
he’d get killed as dad was.”

“Right,” said Phelps, stretching.

Ruth hugged Jim’s arm.
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(Author of “Police Business Comes
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If Detective Carter didn’t ex-
pose Larry Monahan then be,
bimself would have to take the
rap for stealing that five grand.
But Monahan had stolen more
than the money—bhe had taken
Carter's daughter, too. And

that, curiously, tied Carter's
hands!

John Carter lunged. . . .

“My God!” said the clerk plaintively.
“Don’t you ever sleep, Carter?”

A huge convention was swamping the

" hotels in Los Angeles, and for thirty-six

. _ : hours John Carter had not slept. More-

e over, for half that time his head had

OHN CARTER burly house-detec- ached ferociously from being hit by a fist

J tive of the swank El Miramar hotel, armed with brass knucks. The convention

grinned at the haggard desk clerk. had attracted a host of pickpockets and
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card-sharps. One of the wolves whom
Carter had weeded from among the frol-
icking sheep, had fought back. Carter
had rushed him off the premises with a
minimum of disturbance; quiet, tactful,
resolute, Carter made it as much his job
to protect the customers’ nerves as to
guard their pockets.

“Sure, I could use some sleep,” he ad-
mitted, with a quick, humorous smile that
deepened the crow’s feet about his keen
grey eyes. “Call me in two hours.”

Slowly he walked across the great
lobby, tensed for fear he would stagger
like a drunk; for his head throbbed ago-
nizingly and weariness was a hypnotic in
his veins. Qutwardly, however, he showed
no sign of his long vigil. His hair, thick
and black, was unruffled, and his big
frame, still youthfully lean of hip and
massive of shoulders, did not slouch.

“Lord, I haven’t seen Ruth since the
convention mobbed us,” he was thinking.
“Wonder if the kid—"

Turning an angle in the corridor, he
swore in sudden surprise. He saw the
door to his own room opening.

A man was stealing out of his room!
A sneak thief!

Furtively the prowler darted acrose the
corridor and headed for the basement
stairway.

Carter started to lunge after him—but
as the sneak thief plunged down the
stairs, a wall light shone full on his lean
face.

John Carter froze
thunderstruck.

“Good God, it’s Larry Monahan!”

Down the stairs sped the young man,
out of sight, out of hearing. . ..

in his tracks,

OHN CARTER did not follow.
Heavily, one hand against the wall, he
trudged to his room and entered. Switch-
ing on the light, he stood by the door,
frowning, trying to make his aching brain

unsnarl a tangle of human destinies so
abruptly, so crushingly flung upon him.

“I haven't known young Larry long,”
he warned himself. “I mustn’t judge too
quick. If Ruth has faith in him, he ought
to be a good kid.”

But what—what had his daughter’s
fiancé been doing in this room?

Carter was orderly by habit. Looking
around now, it was plain to him that his
room had been searched from carpet to
curtain rod; for the leather armchair was
moved from the radio, the humidor on
his dresser was too close to his brush set,
and a drawer jutted out an inch. How-
ever, a hasty look showed nothing to be
missing,

“Larry was in the smoking room when
I talked to that soused polo player,” Car-
ter reflected. “I wonder. .. ?”

He went to his writing desk, taking a
key from his pocket—but swere in dis-
may, in a profound and staggering fury,
as he saw that the desk drawer had been
jimmied open!

Hastily he yanked the drawer open.

“They are gone! He did take ’‘em,
damn him!”

Here in the drawer he had locked away
five thousand dollars in banknotes.

Courtney Burris, a guest—who moved
in the cinema-polo crowd—had given the
money to Carter early in the evening,
down in the smoking room. Maudlin
drunk, Burris had had sense enough to
give his cash into safe keeping.

“Hold it for me until morning, Carter,”
he’d whispered. “I don’t dare ask the
clerk to put it in the safe—I owe a big
bill and they’re dunnin’ me. Sure, I'll pay
it, but I can’t use this money. It's my
sister’s. I got to pay a loan with it.”

Carter had assented. Being tactful and
confidence-inspiring was not only natural
to him but part of his job.

And he had locked this money here. . . .
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His big chest lifted to a slow, shaky
breath. He lighted a cigarette and puffed
deep—forcing back the savage, bitter
anger ablaze in him, forcing himself to
reason this situation out coolly. His
daughter’s happiness was at stake, and his
own peace of mind, as well.

Should he tell Ruth? Or maybe—may-
be arrange so that Larry Monahan would
drop clean out of her existence? Have
him jailed and sent up without getting
word to her.

Pro and con he debated the matter, his
brain an aching whirl of despair. Either
way meant heartache for the kid.

“I'll have to tell her,” he decided
finally.

He knocked on the inside door to the
adjoining room.

“Ruth?” he called, entering, switching
the light on.

She wasn’t in. Puzzled, his pulse sud-
denly hammering in his throat, panicky
foreboding rising in him, he stared
around. Edged into the frame of her
bureau mirror was a sheet of paper. He
almost ran to snatch it down. He read:

Dad,

When Larry finishes work at ten tonight,
we're starting for Yuma to get it done in a
burry. We just can’t file notice of intention
and then wait three long days more before
we can be married. Please don’t be angry!
We aren’t silly; we’re just so head over heels
in lov;e that we don’t know noon from mid-

td

Dad, I waited till nine, hoping you’d get
off duty. Now I got to rush downtown and
buy me some swell pajamas. Larry will pick
me up downtown,

You’ll celebrate with us tomorrow night,
darling! Love from us both. . . . Ruth.

AZEDLY, unbelievingly, he reread

the note. “Good God! They're getting
married—married on money that that
damned crook stole from me!

“But he doesn’t know I'm onto him.
Maybe he’ll come back with Ruth, and set
up housekeeping with that five-grand for
a back-log,” Carter reflected grimly.

“Then T’ll have to bust up Ruth’s mar-
riage—or go to jail myself for the theft
of Burris’s money!”

For he had no way of replacing the
five grand! Larry Monahan had known
it, but even that hadn’t stopped him from
the theft! He was vicious, mean—

“T’ll wire to Yuma and have the police
hold the kids!” Carter decided.

He hurried back into his own room.

But even as he picked up the telephone,
cold dismay gathered about his heart. For
he realized, by the time the Yuma officials
bestirred themselves, Ruth and Larry
would probably be already married! . . .
Ruth would stick by Larry. She was like
her mother. In spite of all hell, she’d stick.
She’d never come home again. If Larry
went to prison, she’d wait for him, en-
during anything.

“Number, please? Number, please?”
the operator rasped into his ear. He didn’t
hear her at all.

“Good God!” His big hands trembling,
cold sweat suddenly beading his brow,
he set down the phone. “I can’t—I just
caw’t risk anything like that happening to
Ruth

But if he didn’t expose Larry Monahan,
and jail him—then he himself must take
the rap for stealing five grand!

CARTER tried to get a little sleep on
the sofa, but his aching brain poured

a poison of restlessness through him.

He jumped as the telephone shrilled.

“This is Brennan, at headquarters,” a
voice rasped in the receiver. “Carter,
we're looking for some banknotes.
Thousand-dollar denomination. Here’s the
list of their numbers.”

Carter penciled the numbers down as
they were read off.

Abruptly a shout swelled in his throat.

The five banknotes which Larry had
stolen from him were listed among these
bills! He had the numbers in his desk.
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“Brennan, wh-why you hunting these
banknotes ?”’

“Remember that Jason Trust Company
hold-up? These bills were taken by the
thieves. They killed a watchman, getting
away. So check with your hotel cashier.
We’re slapping a murder charge on any
mug trying to shove one of these bills.
Believe me,” Brennan said grimly, “said
mug will have to have damn good proof
that he’s innocent to save hisself from
getting hung!”

Long moments after he’d hung up, Car-
ter stood staring at the phone, his face
livid, haggard.

“Damn him!. .. Larry stole that money
from me, likely, because he’s low on cash.
He’ll try to spend some of it, making a
splurge. And they’ll grab him! To save
from being hung for murder, he’ll have
to explain that he stole the money. And
tell exactly where. That’ll send him to
the penitentiary. Serve him damn well
right !
her heart. . ..

A sweet wedding present that would
be for the kid! Having her husband
jammed into prison!

HE could prevent that, Carter realized.

He could take the midnight T.A.
plane to Yuma. There, he could hire a
car and start back to Los Angeles—he
could meet the kids on the road, and take
the money from Larry!

Hurrying to the lobby, he told the desk
clerk to phone the airport and make a
reservation for him. Then he rushed to
the garage behind the hotel.

Driving his roadster out, he almost
rammed another car just coming up the
drive.

He recognized the car—and the girl
who jumped out.

“Ruth!” he called, leaping out of his
roadster.

She turned, saw hiin, and flung herself

But—Ruth—Lord, that'ud break:

into his arms. “Oh, Dad!” Bitterly she
wept, in heart-broken humiliation.

“Shhh, honey,”*he whispered, stroking
her dark hair.

From the other car, a tall, muscular
man came slowly toward them. His lean
face was white and tense, his brown eyes
were shadowed and brooding. Seeing him,
Carter’s arms tightened convulsively about
Ruth; he fought back a wild impulse to
grab Monahan by the throat.

“Dad!” Ruth wept. “I won’t marry
Larry! He’s mean, he’s c-cruel! We—we
went to buy a wedding ring, and he bought
such an awful’ cheap one! I didn’t mind.
But then he wired ahead for reservations
in Yuma at the cheapest, filthiest hotel
there. Our wedding night, our {-first
night together, and he wants to spend it
where the trains almost step on you as
they scream past! I wouldn’t mind that,
either—if he hadn’t any money to spare—
but he’s got plenty of money! I saw five
thousand dollars in his wallet. If that’s
the way he’s going to be always—"

“Shh, honey!” Carter said. “Come to
my room, both of you.”

They walked into the hotel, Larry fol-
lowing.

And then, nearing his suite, Carter
started in surprise.

The door was standing open!

“Kid,” he told Ruth, “you go on to
your own room.”

She hurried past, but Carter turned into
his own room, and Larry followed. Car-
ter’s pulse skipped a beat as he recognized
the intruders: the room clerk, two plain-
clothesmen and—Lippy Jordan—Lippy
Jordan, whom he had given a bum’s rush
from the hotel before he’d had a chance to
pull off any cardsharping tricks!

They were searching the room, these
detectives! So busy at it they didn’t notice
him enter.

“Hello, Evans,” he said, *“ Lo, Wayne.”

They whirled. And Lippy Jordan yelled,
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“There he is! There’s the man who tried
to pass one of those stolen thousand-
dollar bills on me, yesterday!”

“Boys, Lippy Jordan is hopped up—"

“Hopped up, hell!” yelled the card-
sharp. “Search this room! You’'ll find the
money !”’

“We got to, Carter,” apologized Evans.

And then, amazing realization crashed
into Carter’s consciousness. Lippy Jordan
and Courtney Burris were in cahoots! The
deal was a frameup! Burris had given
him five one-grand notes, knowing that
they were stolen bills. That’s why Lippy
wanted them planted in this room! So
that Lippy could bring cops in here to find
the bills, and get him, Carter, hauled off

to jail! What's more, Carter realized, if -

he tried-to clear himself by yelling for
Burris to testify—it would be discovered
that Burris had checked out and left no
address behind! There’d be no way for
him to prove his innocence!

AREFULLY the detectives searched
the room.

“If they searched Larry, by God, they’d
find that money!” Carter reflected. “Rob-
bing me, he did me a favor. I’d be headed
to the penitentiary right now if he hadn’t
stolen those bills. Not that I owe him any
thanks, the sneakin’ thief! ... Maybe I
ought to work it so that they would search
him—so that he’d go to jail like he
deserves!”

He was staring at Larry. And young
Larry, tense, white of face, guardedly
winked at him. Winked at him!

Carter nearly dropped in his tracks as
now, at last, the whole truth crashed home
to him. He grabbed a chair, steadying
himself, and thinking, thinking. . .. Larry
had never intended to rob him! He'd
taken the money, yes. But not to spend it,
not to keep it for himself! He’'d taken it
to put the kibosh on this frame-up against
his girl’s father. . . .

“Jordan,” said Larry, stepping for-

ward, “at dinner, this evening, you and
that crooked polo-player, Courtney Bur-
ris, were parked in a booth at Henry’s,
I was in the booth behind you. I over-
heard you and Burris planning to
frame—"

“Jack ’em up! Quick! All of you!”
Swift as the blurred strike of a rattler,

Lippy Jordan’s hand swept from under
his coat with an automatic.

Everybody’s hands went up.

But Larry, as he jerked his arms up,
struck out with his foot in a sweeping
kick so hard that he knocked Jordan’s legs
sidewise out from under him.

Cra-ack! The pistol spat as Jordan fell.

Larry staggered; and the next instant
John Carter, diving headlong, landed onto
Jordan with all his bulk. His knees
smashed into Jordan’s midriff and one
swinging fist smacked to Jordan’s chin
with a bang like a board against a barn.
Jordan relaxed, twitching.

Hastily Carter scrambled up.

“Take him, boys! Larry, you hurt—?”

“Not much. Creased my ribs, that’s all,
sir.”

Carter laid his hand on the boy’s
shoulder. “Son,” he said husklly, “that
was good teamwork.”

The door was flung open. Ruth, her
lovely face white and terrified, darted in.
Straight to Larry she came.

“T heard a shot! Larry, y-you all
right?”

He laughed and kissed her. . . .

The detectives left with Lippy Jordan.

“You know,” Carter said thoughtfully,
“T’'d like to go to a wedding. In fact,
“T’d like it so much that I'd contribute a
couple hundred dollars in good, honest
money toward expenses.”

Ruth’s grey eyes widened, She looked
at Larry. Larry looked at her. And both
uttered deep, tremulous sighs.

“You know,” said Larry, “you’re pretty
good at.the old teamwork yourself, Dad!”



DANGEROUS TALENT

by ERIC TAYLOR

Don Moore had bis burglar tools,

a charge of grand larceny that had

been lodged against him—and

the love of the police captain’s

daughter. . . . They were posses-

sions that could spell heartbreak
and tragedy. . . .

room. But the paper won by seconds, and
Dora Baer standing beside the table had
just time to read the head:

DON MOORE ARRESTED
IN FINCHLEY BURGLARY

\__....Mw..—- e bty v e (

\

\

Moore pried at the

£ - window.

APTAIN ROD BAER of the De- when her mother came in one door and
C tective Bureau, the evening paper, her father the other.

and Mrs. Baer’s good dinner ar- Her face whitened until her lips were
rived almost simultaneously in the dining like scarlet lines drawn across snow. A

115



116

DETECTIVE TALES

horrible nausea rose from her stomach
She couldn’t get air down into her lungs,
and for an instant she thought she was
going to faint.

Her father gave her a startled glance,
thert seeing' the paper, he nodded under-
standingly.

“You went to school with that fellow
Moore, didn’t you Dora?”

Her mother looked up with startled
eyes.

“What’s the matter with Don?" she
asked tremulously.

“He’s just n.g.,” Rod Baer said flatly.
“He worked in the Acme Safe Company’s
plant for two years and got to thinking
he knew all about 'em. He took to running
wild. We suspected him here, but he slid
out of town before we could get anything

on him, He got into trouble in other

places, but managed to keep out of the
pen. Six months ago he came back to
town and went to work at Finchley’s,
driving their car. Now Finchley’s
jewelry’'s gone and Don Moore's in jail.
He’ll go over this time.”

Dora Baer was so quiet through the
meal and ate so little that her father
glanced at her uneasily from time to time.
But by keeping her eyes fixed on her plate
she got through the meal without breaking
down.

She followed her father into his den.
He looked up at her curiously from
filling his pipe. She closed the door be-
hind her. “If it’s about Moore, there’s
nothing T can do,” he said grimly. Then
his voice softened. “I know how you
feel, Dora, but Moore’s no good. He’s
had plenty of chances. It hurts when an
old schoolmate gets into trouble. But
there’s nothing anyone can do. As soon
as we turn up the loot, Moore will be sent
up. You'd better try and forget him.”

“But he’s innocent!” Dora blurted.
“He didn’t steal the Finchley jewels.”

Rod Baer laughed harshly. “Poor
wronged boy! Innocent!”

“You make. it so-much harder. You'll
never get the Finchley jewels from Don.
He hasn’t got them. He didn’t steal
them. I know it because I—" she burst

into sudden tears—*T did!”

ROD Baer’s mouth dropped open, and

“for a moment he was speechless. Then
he gasped, “You—you—what?”

“T stole them, Dad. I didn’t think Don
would be arrested. Then—then—I wasn’t
going to say anything. But I can’t let
him go to the penitentiary. I can’t!”

The captain was out of his chair. His
thumbs were biting deep into her slim
shoulders. She cowered against the door.
Her eyes lnoked pleadingly into his, and
dropped before the relentless hardness
they saw.

“You—a thief! It’s a lie. You couldn’t
have done it. How could you open a
safe?”

“Minnie O’Keefe showed me the com-
bination. I was over there to see her once
when she worked for them. For a joke
Minnie opened the safe and showed me
how. She’s seen Mrs. Finchley open it.”

“She put you up to it! Where is she?"

“No-no! She didn’t. That was all a
joke. She just wanted to see if she could.
She had nothing to do with this. Don’t
you remember? She married Tom Daley,
that young cop, and they went west some
place.”

“You’ll have to go to prison!”

In the two minutes she had been in the
den, her father had aged fifteen years.
His face was the color of wet ashes, his
eyes were muddy.

“You wouldn’t do that to me!” Dora
whispered tensely. “You couldn’t. You
know you couldn’t! Besides, it would
ruin you. You've got to help me, Dad.
You know you’ve got to.”

He looked at her bitterly. “Girl, if
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you're not entirely mad, will you tell me
why you did this thing?”

Dora looked sullen. She was silent
for a full minute, then burst out: “You
won’t let me work. You want me to stand
at Mother’s elbow all day learning to be
a housewife. I'm twenty-one, but every
dollar I need for stockings, every quarter
for movies, I have to ask you for. You
make me explain in detail where every
nickel I spend goes. I wanted some
money of my own. I wanted to be able
to buy things without explaining to every-
body. I wanted some excitement. ILast
night I thought about Finchley’s safe. I
got up and sneaked out of the house. I
meant to take just one little thing, but
when I saw—"

“Where is it?” the captain demanded
angrily.

“The jewelry? I have it. I can give
it back. I was afraid to bring it home. I
mailed it to myself at Ford City, general
delivery. I can take a train in the morning
and get it.”

The captain picked up the telephone.

“Hello, Chris, this is Baer, Is Hayden
there? . . Put him on.

“Hello, Tom, Rod speaking. I've got
something different on the Finchley case.
Yeh. TI'll bring the stuff down tomorrow.
Sure, all of it. Keep quiet about it. You
can let that kid, Moore, loose. No, I
don’t know myself yet. Maybe I won’t
be able to get the guy; I'm bartering with
a stool. But with a fellow like Finchley,
the main thing is to get his stuff back.”

Baer pushed the telephone away as if
it were a loathsome reptile.

He looked at Dora. “I may change my
mind yet!” he snapped. “Tomorrow,
you and T go to Ford City. Wednesday,
T’'m taking you up-State to show you the
woman’s side of the Big House. Now
get to your room!”

ORA locked her bedroom door, went
quickly to a closet. In five minutes

she stepped quickly to the roof of a porch.
She made no sound sliding down a post
to the cement driveway. .

A taxi took her to the jail exit at police
headquarters. She stood there five minutes
and began to wonder if Don Moore had
already been released. Then he appeared
in the doorway.

He caught her glance and followed her
down Foote Street when she turned away.
After going two blocks she stopped.

Don Moore caught up to her. ‘“What a
little thoroughbred you are to meet me!”
he began. He saw her pale, strained face,
the wet lashes, and glistening eyes.
“Honey—"

Dora glanced up and down the deserted
wholesale street. “Listen, Don! We’ve
got to hurry. I’'m not going to say one
word about your broken promise now.
T’ve got to get back home, and I've got
to take the Finchley jewels back with me.
To get you out, I had to make a—a bar-
gain with Dad. The price is the return
of the loot.”

His eyes widened. Then he was leaning
back against a wall shaking with laughter.

“What’s the matter, Don?”

He shook his head. “I suppose I'll
have to give myself up and spend the
night in that lousy jail!”

“Don, be serious! They were going to
put you over for a long sentence. You
don’t know what I had to do to beg Dad
off. You must give them up!”’

He became suddenly serious. “Just
what did you do to make him come to
that agreement?”

“I confessed. It was the only way I
could get him to release you. I couldn’t
bear the thought of you going to prison.
I told him I was the thief.”

“It must have pretty near killed him.”

“It did, Don. I felt like—like the
lowest thing that ever lived. Now you
know why you've got to give me the
jewelry right now.”
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. “Butzlicandtl” He said desperately.

Dora:reelede. “You mean youwve: sold
it?”

“I.mean-youxl make:a pretty big:sacri-
fice: for me;= but yeou haven't: got: very
much:faithiimaune.. I didn't do the Finch-
ley: jobe

She stared at him unbelievingly.

“I don't blawe yeu- for ‘suspecting me,”
hessaid slowlytz “But I've been' there -six
montlis:. Yosetold me-if I proved.to you
that I could-settlé down:and behave myself
by -holding asstéady:job for a year, you'd
marry’ me:' Weuld I have risked  that,
sweet? - Besides, I don’t need money.
You've cured me of my expensive habits
and: I dont -need’ more than my wages.
And ‘whatravsnide  caper for me-to pull.
Nobody butfaspoliceman would think I'd
be‘dumb "emough' to spring'a job:where: I
worked.”’

“Oh; I'mrglady. Don, glads . . . But what
onsearth canvwe do?”

“Go back andktell your father the truth.”

“T can’t do that, Don. He wouldn’t
belicve: mevnesw: He’d think-we were in
on-it: together. . That it was all a trick-to
get you out ofitjail.”

“And ifyon were able-to take the stuff
to him; that*would brand you as a thief.
There’s a lunchroom a couple of blocks
from" here: DLlet’s get some coffee and
think-=0 %

It was two hours later that the worry
creases left I¥6n’s forehead and he said
brightly, “Gorcall your father—he knows
by now you-smeaked out. Tell him to be
at the corner of Oakview and Hillton—
alone-—at- onesthirty. Don’t tell him any
whys—just sayy be-there, and hang up.”

WHEN the-captain’s small sedan pulled
‘up- to.: ther curb on Qakview, two
fignres: stepped from the shadows.
Baer saw his:daughter with- Don Moore
and jumpedafrem the car.
Moore held up his hand. “I think we’ll

be-able to.explain everything: in about five
minutes, Captain. Followsme and don’t
make any more noise than necessary.”

“Follow you!” the captain thundered:
“You'll follow me—the pair: of you—
right back to—"

“Do you want: the: Finchley  jewels?”
Moore asked. patiently:

In the semi-darkness:they saw‘the cap-
tain’s eyes snapping fire. “Go on!” he
said grimly.

Moore led them down the street a block;
cut across a lawn' to the side of a big
house. Its windows all were dark. He
stopped near the back of the building and
said: “Search me!”’

The captain did so, thoroughly.

He found two small instruments, the
possession of which constituted a felony,
but made no comment. At last he stepped
back from Moore with a satisfied grunt.

Moore pried. at the.window. with one
of the instruments.

“You can’t do that!
party—"

Moore laughed softly and raised the
window. Baer moved  forward and
grabbed him by the leg just as he was
disappearing into the house.

I'll not be a

“Let go, Captain. THhere’s nothing to
be scared of. If anything goes wrong; you
followed me here and were waiting to
trap me. I'll not gyp you.” He went on
in, closing the window behind him.

The minutes dragged by with-Dora and
the captain breathing hard. At last the
window above their heads opened almost
without sound.

Don Moore leaned out. A lot of the
confidence had gone from his face. He
looked worried, jumpy.

“T didn't raise them. I'm going to be in
here a few minutes; maybe you and Dora
had better go back to the car.”

The captain started to protest. Don
Moore leaned farther out of the window:
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“Maybe you’d better leave me your
whistle.”

“Give him his chance, Dad; he’s trying
to get us all out of a jam.”

Reluctantly, Baer gave in to Dora. A
second later they were crossing the lawn,
moving quietly back toward their car.

Don Moore backed from the window,
picked up a book from the library table,
and crashed it through the glass. He went
into the hall, crossed to the large drawing
room, and hid himself in the thickly
gathered drapes over its door.

For a moment silence followed the
crash of glass, then a door on the upper
floor opened softly.

Padding footfall sounded softly in the
darkness. A robed figure moved past
Don, went to the windows, and returned.
The figure stood motionless for a few
seconds within reach of Don’s arm. Tt
moved out into the hall.

Don’s straining ears listened for the
faint footfalls. He stepped from the
drape, moved into the hall after the figure.
Light shone from the library, a shifting
light that bobbed up and down and around,
and at last remained fixed in some position
that permitted only a pale reflection to
reach the hall.

Don moved into the library doorway.
The robed figure stood before a bookcase.
In his left hand was a flashlight. On top
of the bookcase was a black automatic.
Hec drew out a book, looked fearfully over
his shoulder just as Don drew back from
the doorway. He put the flashlight on the
table, then book in one hand and gun in
the other he went to the window. For a
long minute he looked cautiously into the
outdoors. He stepped back, drawing
closed the window drapes, and returned
to the table. Putting down the automatic,
he opened the book.

It was a dummy volume, the insides of
its pages having been cut out to form a hid-
ing place. From it came a gleaming neck-

lace. At that instant Don Moore blew a
long blast on the police whistle,

The necklace and book fell from
shocked fingers. A bony hand darted like
a snake at the automatic.

“It’s no good, Finchley,” Don said, “the
police are at that window.”

Finchley’s taut mouth sagged. .He
seemed to lose a little of his height. They
heard heavy feet running across the lawn.
Finchley’s hand drew back from the gun.
Don Moore walked to the table and took
it.

“That’s why you hired a guy with a bad
rep,” he said. “You thought I'd look good
in a frame. Come on—we’ll let the cap-
tain in by the door.”

THEY sat drinking coffee in an all-night
restaurant.

“How’d you put the finger on Finchley,
Don ?” the captain asked.

“It was a guess. ‘But when you see a
guy spending all his spare time on the
market pages, and the guy is getting
thinner every day, more nervous every
day, and half his callers are collectors,
even if the guy is holding on to a big front,
you can figure he’s getting pinched. Then
when his insured jewelry is hooked, and
you know it's an inside job, and you're
the only one beside Finchley who could
have pulled it—why then it makes Finch-
ley a pretty good guess, doesn’t it ?”

The captain nodded. “It was. But I
admit I didn’t feel comfortable when you
sailed that book through his window to
make him show his hiding place. Don,
there’s a couple of instruments you had
in your pocket—if you’ve made your last
prowl, you won’t be needing them.”

Don Moore grinned and handed them
to the captain.

“T guess you'll be coming into the
family now. T’d better keep those ihings
in case you took a notion to help me out
again some time.”



FEMALE IMPERSONATOR

by
HEYDORN
SCHLEH

There was no accounting
for what happened
next. . . .

Ann’s right eye, and beneath that
a puftf of sickly yellow. Bruises
show up bad on blondes.

To the regular night trade at Bennie’s
that meant just one thing: Jimmy was
home again. So there were no wisecracks.
That night trade, just around the corner
from Center Street, knew too much about
life and heartaches and bruises on its own
account to have much to say. Anyway,
most of them knew the story, and those
who didn’t guessed it, for it was pretty
much the usual thing. Jimmy was just
another punk, and Ann just another girl
120

UGLY purplish blue swelled under

She gave him the protection of the
love that surrounded her—because

she felt she owed him
that. But she could not
forsee how he would use
that impregnable shield to
strike at the one she
loved. ...,

waiting for him to come back—irom up
the river.

Most of them liked Ann. Not that she
was the angel of dark down-town nights,
nor anything particularly glamorous. She
was just part of the place—comforting,
satisfying, like Bennie's coffee on a cold
night. And dependable. It was Bennie’s
boast that she had never taken so much
as an hour off since the place opened. She
called them by name, and they called her
Ann—night reporters, headquarters dicks,
pressmen, truckers, and small-time punks
like Jimmy. When they got to be big-
time, they quit coming to Bennie’s,
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That is, most of them did. Moe Levick
never quit. His big places uptown served
caviar to suckers and had big names for
front men; but every few nights Moe
would be back at Bennie’s, sipping coffee
he didn’t want while his little black eyes
hungrily devoured something he did
want—and never could have. They never
spoke of that, he and Ann. For that
matter, he never had much to say. Just
feasted his eyes across that barrier of
twenty-six inches of white porcelin until
his coffee was gone, then slipped a nickel
under the edge of the saucer and went
away.

He and Ann’s Jimmy had been small-
time together, back when Bennie's first
opened. But there was a difference. Jim-
my had been tall and good-looking, in a
boyish sort of way, with an unruly shock
of yellowish hair; while Moe was ham-
mered down too close to the ground, with
hands too big for his wrists—and many
suspected that even the name Levick had
been sawed out of something complicated
and unproneounceable. Then too, Moe had
gone up-town, and big-time, during the
golden prohibition era, while Jimmy
stayed just punk. The latter difference
didn’t shew on Moe; he was that kind.
But the other he couldn’t forget.

So there may have been some con-
nection, as some of them whispered,
between the bruises on Ann’s face and
the way some of Jimmy’s best-planned
jobs got bungled right afterward, and
Jimmy would find himself saying “Hello”
to the Warden again. Moe could stand
seeing so much of that—some professed
to be able to tell by the light in his eyes
just how much—and Moe had more than
a nodding acquaintance in certain high
places. And then, when Ann would begin
to look thin and hungry from waiting,
somehow Jimmy would get sprung and
come back.

And then again, maybe it just hap-
pened.

URPLISH blue swelled under Ann’s

right eye. Moe might have stood that,
sitting at the counter sipping his coffee,
though he looked tired that night, and his
eyes shown like little steel darts. But
when she stopped suddenly, her hand
going involuntarily to her side, and her
face twisting in the anguish of pain she
fought back—Moe stiffened and half got
up from the stool.

“Hurt ?”

It was a clumsy thing to say, clumsily
spoken, as, somehow, all of Moe’s words
were. She gave him a startled look, as
though she understood. Just that, and a
forced smile for reply.

“Cheese on rye!” she called through the
opening to the smoky grill. The boy over
the range cocked his cap a little further
to the side. Moe gulped his coffee in con-
fused haste, slipped the nickel under the
saucer, and fumbled for the check.

It was then that their eyes met across
that white porcelin barrier, as though for
the first time in all those years they had
dared look owver it instead of at it. Ann’s
eyes were big and blue and wide-open and
sort of wondering; and Moe’s, hard and
piercing, were reading through them the
depths of her soul and the flutter of her
heart. For seconds they stood like that.
Then, as though a wordless conversation
were finished, a conclusion reached, Moe
nodded a little.

“We’ll cool that guy . . . tonight!”

Perhaps the truck driver sitting on the
next stool didn’t even hear it, he spoke so
softly and was gone so quickly. But Ann
swayed a little and caught the edge of the
counter to steady herself a moment before
she took the empty cup away and slipped
the coin into her apron pocket. Perhaps
she wasn’t quite sure—of herself.

For the long hour that it took her to
decide that, no one would have known. Tt
was only when she was sure—then her
face flushed feverishly hot, and her blue
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eyes blazed. Then she took off her apron,
folded it, and went to Bennie at the cash
register.

“Bennie, I've got to go out! Right
away—now ! Only for an hour, Bennie!
I'll be right back—"

Bennie was a big man, slow to move.
He started to say something, then changed
his mind and only nodded. And by that
time Ann was back, pulling on her tight-
fitting hat that covered the wrong eye and
slipping into her coat. And a few men at
the counter turned to watch her go.

IT WAS only two blocks. Ann almost

ran. But Moe had moved even faster.
As she stopped before the tenement door-
way, a shadow moved in another dark
doorway across the desérted street; and
then she noticed the car parked without
lights at the corner. Rat-trap, Moe would
have called it. She raced up three flights
of stairs.

Jimmy wasn’t sober. There was a half-
empty bottle of cheap liquor on the table,
and the little room stank with it. Jimmy
was swaying on the edge of the bed,
struggling with his trousers and mumb-
ling something about “Big job. ... Moe
sent for me . . . somethin’ big. . ..” He
didn’t curse her: he didn’t even notice
her until she reached over him and turned
out the light.

“Say, what t’ hell—you—"

She took him by the hand, half dragged
and half led him to the window, and
raised the shade.

“Y’ goddam 1i’'l rat—"

He started to fall. She clutched him,
held him, shook him. Then, sobered a
little, his bleary eyes began to distinguish
things. The man in the doorway opposite
was smoking a cigarette, the red glow
almost concealed by his cupped hand.

Ann, holding Jimmy, could feel it, as
though it took minutes for the imnulse to
travel along deadened nerves and register

0y

in his stupified mind. It ended in a
scream—a chilling, ungodly, horrified
scream like that of a cornered, cringing,
frightened beast. He was sober then,
staggering back, trembling, sobbing,
pleading.

“They’ll get me, Ann! For God’s sake
—don’t let them kill me! Get me out of
here! Do something! Y’gotta save me—

And Ann knew he was right. She did
have to save him. She couldn’t have
helped herself. Grotesquely enough, she
thought of Bennie’s, Things that had to
be done.

She moved deliberately then. Mechani-
cally, as though she were wiping spilled
coffee from the porcelin counter-top or
filling the coffee urn. It seemed an eter-
nity to the cowering man, feverishly obey-
ing her hushed commands. But he got
into one of her skirts, and she helped him
put on her coat, and fixed the tight-fitting
hat on his head. When that was done,
she started to turn away.

He hesitated only a moment—to reach
under the pillow for his automatic. She
saw that move, and tried to grasp it from
him. They struggled in the darkness.

But it was a brief struggle, and silent,
except for the dull thump of his big fist
in her face, flinging her back on the bed.
Then the door opened. She saw him in
the sickly yellow light from the hallway,
framed in the doorway—a figure in her
clothes, with the face of a rat. She didn’t
get up. She just lay there.

The stairs creaked under Jimmy’s
weight, The shadow in the doorway op-
posite dropped the cigarette and stiffened.

There is no accounting for what hap-
pened in the next few seconds. Why the
trigger man braced in the doorway held
his fire. Or how Moe could leap from the
car and cross the street like a flash of
lightning. Or why, even as he grasped
for the figure in Ann’s clothes to drag it
to safety, it turned on him, and flame spat
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from: aw autommatic full in his: face. Moe:

thought' of that; reeling back; before the
darkness: camie; It wasn’t his face of his
head that hurt=—it was: something else.

A" cop rounded the- corner on the rum.
Jimmy saw him, fired once; then turned
away: Anether: cop came from the op-
posite direction. Jimmy hesitated before
their cross-fire; backed toward a doorway,
firing: twice more. Then suddenly he
twisted, like: a question mark: sithouetted

against the far street-light, and. plunged-

forward.

The two policemen approached. with
stoking” gums. ready. But there was no
need: for that: Jimmy lay very still.

E‘N‘NIE, waiting: through. the night,
=~ couldr’t understand. Ann had always
been dependable.

Nor could the doctors at the hospital
understand—the man with only a slight
scalp wound and powder burns lying there
dazed, mumbling incoherently, as though
there might have been.a concussion—nor
the girl standing in the corridor just

watching that door, frightened, afraid to-
go in, yet watching. A" nurse in white
touched her, but she weuldn’'t' move. It
was all very strange, even to those: who
are used to strange things.

The men from headquarters hesitated
at the door, gave the doctor a questioning "
glance. The latter-shrugged his shoulders.
They went inside. Moe lay there like one-
in' a trance.

Shannon, the Sergeant, slipped into the
chair and touched Moe's hand. “Just like:
that rat—dressed in weman’s. clothes—"

Moe straightened, blinked  a little:
“What—rat ?”

“Why, Jimmy, makin’ a get-away,
dressed in the girl’s clothes: But' they-
folded him double="

Moe was upright in' the bed then. He
tossed the white sheet aside.

“Hey! What th'—""

There was a table beside the bed—a
table with a white porcelin top. Ann,
waiting outside the door, heard the bottles
clattering to the. floor as Moe thrust it
aside—the last barrier,

In the Next Issue——

10¢c A COPY

A Long Fascinating Novel of
Fast-Action Crime Fighting
By
NORVELL W. PAGE
Plus

Eleven Novelettes and Short Stories By Your Favorite
Authors of Detective Fiction!

OUT JAN. 4th!
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ITH the appearance of the January Tssue DETECTIVE TALES passed
a mile-stone—the half-way mark in the first year of its existence. But—
not to plume ourselves too heavily—we can honestly say that there has been

nothing half-way about the expressions of approval we have been fortunate enough

to receive from our readers.

It makes us just a little uneasy—this
unanimity of praise. Usually the fan mail-
bag contains a few thorns with the roses,
a resounding thump or two mixed with
the pats on the back. Your editor’s sits-
platz, in fact, has long since developed
callouses from the impact of well-placed
kicks. They do him good—keep him wide-
awake and briskly on his toes with the
assurance that there is still room for im-
provement. . . . But this situation really
has him on tender-hooks. We aren't kid-
ding ourselves—we know that there is no
such thing as perfection. But it’s easier
to make improvements when our readers
call attention to our short-comings in their
customary loud and vociferous tones. We
can take it, gentle reader ; come on—how
about a reverberating razz or two? Mayhe
we'll regret it, but we're asking for it.

In the meantime, just to demonsirate
that we aren't kidding you, take a look
at the following:
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Dear Sir:

May I, in my humble way, offer my sin-
cere congratulations and heart-felt thanks?
I have been reading detective stories for
years and thought I had read the best. I
felt that DIME DETECTIVE and BLACK
MASK were the crénie de la créme in their
field of fiction—Now I am not so sure.

I was looking around for something to
read and bought DETECTIVE TALES
more through curiosity than with the ex-
pectation of finding soinething worth while,
No doubt about it-—it’s a winner!

By all means let’s have more of the same.
Please ask Mr. Franklin Martin to give us
more of Malachi Gunn!

This is the first time in my life I have
ever bothered a busy editor, but I simiply
couidn’t help it. Each and every siory is
worth the price of a year’s subscription.

Frankly, the stories were so darned in-
teresting that I read the magazine through
without stopping. Never a dull moment—
but I’'m sorry, now, that I was so greedy.
Now I have a whole month to wait before

I can get more of the same. Sorry to have
bothered you but I had to express my ap-
preciation. Thanks again—it’s really tops!
(Signed) Robert Turra,
112 E. Superior, Chicago, Il
{Continued on page 127]
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Advertising

Detectives

DETECTIVES WANTED: Experience unnecessary;
rinciples crime detection FREE. Send one dollar for
%egistraﬂon and Detective Identification card. Inter-
national in scope. NATIONAL DETECTIVE BUREAU,
427 Goedrich, Dept. “P,” San Antonio, Texas.

BE A DETECTIVE.
rience unnecessary. Write,
1823B W. Grand, Chicago.

Make secret investigations. Expe-
United Detective System,

Educational and Instruction

ARN MACHINIST TRADE, Screwmachines, Tool,
Di%EMaking. Booklet FREE. ALLIED SCHOOL, 609-B
‘West Lake, Chicago.

Photo Finishing

REPRINTS 25e. Film developed, two prints each
neﬂtive. 25c. SKRUDLAND, 4118-26 Overhill, Chicago.

FILMS DEVELOPED. Any size 25¢ coin, including two
enlargements. CENTURY PHOTO SERVICE, Box H,
La Crosse, Wis.

Poem—Songwriters

WANTED: ORIGINAL POEMS, SONGS for immediate
consideration. MMM Publishers, Dept. PP, Studio Bldg.,
Portland, Ore.

Patents

Self-Supporting in
Ten Months

“I am able to live on the money I
earn by writing, and it is not vet tem
months since I began the course! Until
a few months after beginning study with
you I had never had a line published
in any commercial publication. What
more can I say for a course which has
enabled me to earn a livelihood by
the most congenial work I have ever
done ?*

John N. Ottum, Jr,
Box 95, Lisbon, N. D,

How do you know
you can’t WRITE?

Have you ever tried?

Have you ever attempted even the least bit of
training, under competent guidance?

Or have you been sitting back, as it is so easy to
do, waiting for the day to come some time when you
will awaken, all of a sudden, to the discovery, “I am
a writer”?

If the latter course is the one of your choosing,
you probably never will write. Lawyers must be law
clerks. Doctors must be internes, Engiheers must be:
draftsmen. We all know that, in our times, the egg
does come before the chicken.

It is seldom that any one becomes a writer until he
(or she) has been writing for some time. That is why
so many authors and writers spring up out of the
newspaper business. The day-to-day necessity of writ-
ing—of gathering material about which to write—
develops their talent, their background and their con-
fidence as nothing else could,

That is why the Newspaper Institute of America
bases its writing instruction on journalism—continu-
ous writing—the training that has produced so many
successful authors.

Learn to write by writing

EWSPAPER Institute training is based om the

New York Copy-Desk Method. It starts and keeps
you writing in your own home, on your own time.
Week by week you receive actual assignments, just as
if you were right at work on a great metropolitan
daily. Your writing is individwally corrected and
constructively criticized. A group of men, whose com-
bined newspaper experience totals more than 200
years, are responsible for this instruction. Under
such sympathetic guidance, you will find that (instead of vainly
trying to copy some one else’s writing tricks) you are rapidly

Patents Secured. Two valuable booklets sent free.
'Wri?e immediately: Victor J. Evans & Co., 472-B
Victor Building, Washington, D. C.

Inventors

INVENTORS—Write for NEW FREE BOOK, “Patent
Guide for the Inventor”” and ‘“‘Record of Invention” form.
No charge for preliminary information. CLARENCE A‘
O’BRIEN and HYMAN BERMAN, REGISTERED PAT-
ENT ATTORNEYS, 16-G ADAMS BUILDING, WASH-
INGTON, D. C.

Aviation

ARMY AIR CORPS gives free flying training, salary,
expenses paid. Information pamphlet, how to apply, 20c.
Continental, Box 344, Dept. 16, Indianapolis, Ind.

Old Money Wanted

1909 CENT, $10.00; BUYING ALL COINS RARE and
COMMON. Some worth $6,000; $450 for Dimes before
1895 ; $300 for Liberty Nickels before 1914. Encased Post-
age Stamps, $13.00; Half Cents, $276.00; Indian Head
Cents, $100.00; Large Cents, $2,000; Half Dimes, $175.00 ;
Foreign Currencies; Silver Dollars, $4,000; Fractional
Currency, $9.060; Gold Dollars, $1,500; 1933 Half Dollars,
$4.00 ; Foreign Coins, $165; ETC. Send 15¢ for our BIG
1036 ILLUSTRATED CATALOG before sending COINS.
Nationalcoin Company (PF5) Springfield, Massachusetts,

d ng your own distinetive, self-flavored style—undergoing an
experience that has a thrill to it and which at the same time de-
velops in you the power to make your feelings articulate.

Many people who should be writing become awe-struck by fabu-
lous stories about millionatre authors and, therefore, give little
thought to the $25, $50 and $100 or more that can often be earned
for material that takes little time to write—stories, articles on bus-
iness, fads, travels, sports, recipes, ote.—things that can easily be
turned out in leisure hours, and often on the impulse of the moment.

A Chance To Test Yourself

We have prepared a unique Writing Aptitude Test. This teils
you whether you possess the fundamental qualities necessary to
successful writing—acute observation, dramatic instinct, creative
imagination, etc. You'll enjoy taking this test. The coupon will
bring it, without obligation, Newspaper Institute of America, One
Park Avenue, New York.

Newspaper Institate of America
| One Park Avenue, New York

Send me, without cost or obligation, your Writ-
ing Aptitude Test and further information about 1
writing for profit.

| Miss
Address ..
(All corr d fid

e s e e eerassss s s s et es e

|
|
|

tial, No salesmen will call on you.)
64B366

— — — — — — — — — — — — — —

My dont gou writs?
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GET READY //

Institute
Immediately Ve

Dept. E-197
yZ Rochester, N. Y.
New 40 hour week /
(from 44) means

Gentlemen : Rush to me,
FREE of charge, list of
many Postal Ap- QQ\\ U. 8. Government big pay

pointments. & Jjobs. Send me FREE 32-page
Mail Coupon O book describing salaries, vaca-
Today— tions, hours, work and free sam-
SURE ple coaching tests. Tell me fully
7 bow to get one of these jobs.
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7 Adaressieay o S e e

Be'A Rabio EXPERT
Leamn at Home-Make Good Money

Mail the coupon. Men I trained at home in spare time make $30,

$50, $75 a week. Many made $5, $10, $15 a week in spare time

while learning. Get facts about Radio’s opportunities and my

praqtu‘ul 50-50 method of home training. Home experimental

outfits make learning easy, practical, fascinating. Money back

agreement protects you. Mail coupon for free 64- pazu hook.
——— —— — o

TH, President, s

J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 6BS9A

1 National Radio Institute, Washington, D. C.
Send me_ vour free book, ‘‘Rich Rewards in Radio.”” This 1
l does not obligate me. (Please write plainly.) l
IeNuie . S e Lo vaismelonls wie R s ea e Agoiicevvens )
t AQATess. s Joot csionte cereniinn vesesecaee Ssia 0o viaielelsnieisisinsie/oiesis 1
1

QALY S0 ois o sisioainioiolasioiesoss v oco it 4 sisviS i raria Seero s

<SRG SRR - T s e |

Soothe Kidneys

WITH REAL
SANTALWOOD OIL

If burning pains, broken sleep or back-
aches tell you that your kidney or bladder
passages may be inflamed, don’t take cheap
medicines! This condition
calls for good medicine . . »
genuine East Indian santal- /8
wood oil, as found in SAN- Eayas
TAL MIDY capsules. For &
years, Santal Midy has been
known to miilions. Try it.
Sold by druggists everywhere.
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Rheumatism::s

To relieve the torturing pain of Rheumatism, Neuritis;
Neuralgia or Lumbago in 9 minutes, get the Doctor's
Prescription NURITO. Absolutely safe. No opiates, no
narcotics. Does the work quickly —and must relieve
our worst pain in nine minutes or your money back at
ruggist’s. Don’t suffer. Use guaranteed NURITO today.

“BRONCO’ 25 CAL.
AUTOMATIC

Vest pocket size. Fires 7 shots
in 3 seconds;accurate;powerful;
will not miss or jam; double
safety; flat model; perfect grip.
25 Cal. 10 Shot Automatic..........
Holster, 60c; Cartri
32 Cal. 8 Shot Automatic..
Holsters, 75¢; Cartri gos. “70¢ ‘box
Shoulder Holsters, State caliber, model....... $1.75
$2 Deposit onc O. D.’s, Catalog; Telescopes, Air Pistols. mne-. 8. & W
Colts, Blank Pistols, Knives, etc.  Send 8c Stam

LEE SALES CO. (Dept. DG.) 35 West 32nd st., New York

PREPARE NOW forrich new fields of opportnne? inthis fast-

Browmg industry. Diesel-Train r trucks,
usses, tractors, farm power nnd llzhth:i phnts Prnctleal,

easy, spare-time t:nim plan offers qui 0 'good jobs
t my or a la nuto rennlr busmess of yourho;:i

erto todu Tor Freo AUTO DIESEL Book and pay-as-you-

MOTOR INSTITUTE of AMERICA
2140 Lawrence Ave., Dept. BD-20,Chicago, Il.

g
SEND FOR
FREE
‘BOOK!

HANDLE REGULAR ROUTE
placing world’s greatesy line of Counter
(Card Merchandise with stores. Aspirln.
Razor Blades, Dime-Lax, Bromo:
Confections. 100 fast selling dis?llnyo.
S r o eee. Mo axperionce ot 1o
vestment needed to start. Big catalog FE!
WORLD’S PRODUCTS CO. ~
Spencer, Ind.

ODS Dent 2869

For Old Gold Jewelry and Bridgework. Turm
A your old wornout jewelry into good Americam
dollars simply by mailing it to us for a fréeg

honest appraisal. our offer is not satisfactory we return Ite

CONTINENTAL GOLD SCRAP CO., 1617 FIFTH AVE4

Government License No. P-R-12-2743 PITTSBURGH, PA4‘
Largest Buyers of Old Jeweiry by mail in the U. S.

Treatment mailed
on FREE TRIAL. If
satisfied, send $1; if
not, it’s Free. Write
for treatment today.
W. K. STERLINE, 610 Ohio Ave., SIDNEY, OHIO

MEN & WOMEN

HEI-P wanmd $50-3180-A MONTH

for INSTITUTIONS - HOSPITALS, Etc. No Experience Necessary
All kinds of Gon Jobs Prac(lcally Everywhere: Help constantly
needed, 8o why remain unemployed? Write now anclouins‘stumv
SCHARF BUREAU. Dept. 1-41, 145 W. 45th St., NEW YOR'

successrot. DETECTIVE

SUCCESSFUL
ctective

Earn Big Money—Travel—Experience Unnecessary.
Paper and Particulars., Write NATIONAL DETEGTIVE SYSTEH,
Dept. 425-M, Fremont, Nebraska, U. S.

P I L Es DON’T BE CUT
Until You Try This
Wonderful Treatment

for pile suffering. If you have piles in
any form write for a FREE sample of
Page’s Pile Tablets and you will bless
the day that you read this. Write today. E. R.
Page Co., 408-A6, Page Bldg., Marshall, Mich.

TmrTh is OnYour

> Hair 15

Let Your Mirror Prove Results. Yourhnir need
«3not thinout, nor need fZou become bald. This

7 g/ ferent Method stops thinning out of hair,hfeleu

2% hair, itching, dandruff, threatened or increasing

baldness bg trengthemng prolonFmg the life of hair for menand wo=

ourname now be: t'stoolate for free 15-day test offer.

J VEL DEN N, 207 N. Michigan Ave., Dept.B-100, Chicago, 1l




Help Kidneys

Don’t Take Drastic Drugs

Your Kidneys contain 9 million tiny tubes or filters
which may be endangered by neglect or drastic, irritating
drugs. Be careful. If functional Kidney or Bladder dis-
orders make you suffer from Getting Up Nights, Nervous-
ness, Loss of Pep, Leg Pains, Rheumatic Pains, Dizziness,
Circlee Under Eyes; Neuralgia, Acidity, Burning, Smart-
ing.or Itching, you don’t-need to take chances. All drug=-
gists now have the most modern advaneced treatment for
‘these troubles—a Doctor’s prescription called Cystex (Siss-
"ox). Works fast—safe and sure. In 48 hours it'must
bring new vitality and is guaranteed to make you feel
wears younger in one week or money back on return of
empty package. Cystex costs only 3c a dose at druggists
and the guarantee protects you.

BE A DETECTIVE

Work home or travel. Experience unnecessary.
DETECTIVE Particulars FREE. Write NOW to
GEORGE P. R. WAGNER, 2640 Broadway, N.Y.

(Continued from page 124)

That’s very nice, Mr. Turra. We have
already expressed to you our appreciation
of this fine cordial letter. But in a way it
depresses us a little, too. We are haunted
by the fear that we can’t keep it up—
that we are due for a tumble, Our wife
has noticed the recent corrugations that
have appeared in our once ivory-smooth
brow. Our answer to her anxious queries
is simply that all our readers seem to like
DETECTIVE TALES. This reply in-
variably confuses her. Somehow she seems
to be of the opinion that it is a response
that doesn’t make sense. Recently we have
noticed that most of her reading seems
to be confined to books on abnormal psy-
chology. . . .

Ah, well—sweetness and light are pleas-
ant enough. Maybe it’s just that we have
had a long and bitter life fraught with
disillusion stumbling blocks. Perhaps we
have eaten humble pie and sandy spinach
for so long that we have lost our taste
for more palatable dishes. Whenever the
Chief calls us in—as he does at increas-
ingly infrequent intervals—for some small
word of approbation, we stand on one
foot and then the other, scratch the back
of our neck and feel very uncomfortable.
It’s only when he clouds up in righteous
wrath and rains all over us that confidence
returns and we feel brisk and refreshed—
ready for any problem and sure of being
able to lick it. There are probably flocks
of dizzy bats winging wildly about in our
belfry—but that’s the way we are

Reader’s please—a few bricks!

‘WINNER OF ~
‘MANY CONTESTS
FOR PHYSICAL -
 PERFECTION

WINNER OF
MORE STRENGTH

RECORDS

< THAN ANY LIVING MAN

YES SIR! Two inches of muscle added to your biceps and
at least three inches to your chest or it won’t cost you a
penny! So many of my pupils have gained tremendous
physical develc:fment that I am willing to stake my reputas
tion that I can do the same for you. Remem: if I Faul it
costs you nothing!

B Those skinny fellows who are discouraged are the men I
want to work with. I have developed real he-man’s physiques
for them ... covered their bodies with layers of muscles . . .
made them strong and proud . . . eager to face the world
with their new power!

You Can’t Get Power-Packed Muscles
By Merely “Flexing’” Your Arms!

8 TheJowett System features the weight resistance method,
tested and endorsed by many of the world’s famous strong
men, The Jowett patented weights start just where you start
and increase in resistance as you increase in muscular ability!
They are included FREE with your course. Take my full
course...if it does not do @/ I say...and YOU be the judge
«..it won’t cost you one penny! :

TRY ONE OF MY TEST COURSES FOR 25c.

B Each one isa special course in itself. I give you my famous
secret methods of development, illustrated and clearly
explained. Youcan develop any %‘art or all of your body.
For big arms .., try “Moulding a Migh

Arm”’. If yout chest is weak...try* “Mould-

inga Mightg_chest". Mail your order now.
while the offer holds. Only 25¢. each. Or
all six for only $1.00!

BE SURE TO FREE BOOK

GET MY...

IncludingThrilling Life Story of Geo.F. Jowett
@ This book gives you mtvwexeiting adventures
as a World’s Champion...al photoirap_hs of the
greatest strong men of the world, showing their
wonderful development, and telling how each
trained by the weight resistance method. Each
one had no more to start with than you have!
- O W W D R W D M S B EEe

JOWETT INSTITUTE OF PHYSICAL CULTURE
Deopt. 35Bd, 422 Poplar St., Scranton, Pa.
George F. Jowett: Please send by return mail, prepaid,
the courses checked below for which I am enclosing
[] Moulding a Mighty Arm, 25¢ [[] Moulding a Mighty Chest, 25¢
[[] Moulding a Mighty Back, 25e [ ] Moulding Mighty Legs, 25¢
[J Moulding a Mighty Grip, 25¢c  [] Strong Man Stunts Made Easy28e
[ All 6 Books for $1.00.

Name

Address
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GIVEN -«
2c¢C

SEND NO MONEY

MEN - BOYS -

NO MONEY—MAIL COUPON! Patented safety.
heat treated steel parts. Self cooking, safety features.
easily get one of these

MAITL COUPON NOW! WILSON CHEM. CO., INC., Dept.

s
alibre RIFLE!
BOLT ACTION SAFETY-
Latest design—22” long. F¥ull pistol grip.
Great for target pr:
marvelous vifles by MERELY GIVING AWAY
famous WHITE CLOVERINE SALVE used for burns, chaps, sores, eto., which you sell to friends for 25c a
(giving picture FREE) and remitting per premium plan book.

OR CHOICE CASH \JJ
COMMISSION — SEND =

actice. Any boy or man can
FREE beautiful art pictures with our

box .
1 to 3 boxes sold most every home. 40th year. Be first.

GIVEN

FREE

Balloon Tires—
Headlight —Horn—
Tool Box—Coaster ¥
Yes fully

SALVE used
burns, chaps,

Brake. which you sell to friends at
equipped — Chromium 25¢ a hox

plated parts — Colson FREE) and remit as
make—What a Bike! A § new premium

brand new sporty bike plan book. Our

for every ambitious boy
and girl-——or big cash com-

We are reliable.

mission. SEND NO MONEY g to three boxes CLOVERINE
—WE TRUST YOU-—-MAIL sold most every home. Begin

COUPON NOW! You can get a today. Be first. MATL COUPON! ~ X\

Boys’ or Girls' Model Bicycle like ~ WILSON CHEM. €O., INC. 5 G
this for SIMPLY GIVING AWAY DEPT. PP-911, TYRONE, PA, Lindy Flyer

beautifully colored
art pictures with our
mous WHITE CLOVERINE
sores,
(with picture
catalog and

Many other
premium offers in catalog. One

MOVIE-TALKIE
'Boys-Girls-GIVEN

or BiG CASH COVMIMISSION

e
- send O MONGY 4 combination Movie
. and Talkie Machine
showing clear colored pictures
of famous movie stars, etc.,
with sound. Vari.etx of pictures
and records available. What a
show! What a sonsation! Real-
Iy remarkable - Amazing and
practical. You can easi et
one of these outfita by SIMPLY
GIVING AWAY FI{EE eau-
tifully colored art pictures with
i our famous WHITE CLOVER-
i INE SALVE, used for cuts,
§| burns, chaps, sores, etc.,which
you sell to your friends at 26¢
a box (with picture FREE) and
remit as per new big premiumcatalog and plan book. Also
4 choice of 40 other valuable premiums for selling only
= E twg‘lve hoxefs snlyte n_‘l‘:yd rctu§l;lnlt‘z orI)'ly 3.‘(%ur 40thtyenr.
e are reliable. For proof, write Tyrone Bank. Be first in your town.
Order Salve NOW! MAIL, COUPON! WILSON CHEMICAL CO., INC.,
fa DEPT. PP-918, TYRONE, PA.

for cuts,
etc.,
per

40th year.

STREAMLINE WAGON with roll

Big GUITAR or

MICKEY MGUSE WATCH

Or Choice of Cash Commission

GIVEN

GIVEN

Many other

valuable premi- A

h sores, etc., easily sold to friends at 25c a box a picture
ums in catalog )'and remitting per catalog. SPECIAL--Cholce of 40 other gifta
sent with order | for returning onl Our year. Be First. Write today for 12

of salve.

b caps, electric head-
brakes and big

colored pictures
SALVE used for burns, chaps,

i‘: g. B ﬂt
boxes Salve. Wi N CHEM. CO., inc., Dept. PP-915Tyrone, Pa.

SEND NO MONEY
BOYS—GIRLS /

Standard size Gui-
tar, regulated—
fretted ecbonized
finger-boar
pearl position
dots. Just as
shown. See Mick-
ey Mouse on the
Dial! In colors too! ¥
Mickey’s also on the
strap or link brace-
let. What a
watch! You
can easily
get either
the Guitar or

ZrE<=Q

RADIO GIVEN

OR BIG CASH COMMISSION

Send No Money--Mail Coupon
A RADIO FOR EVERY HOME

Qperates on either AC or DC; 5 tubes
picks up police calls, amateur and
regular broadcasts. Dynamic speaker,
airplane dial. Long and short wave.
Wonderful selectivity and sensitivity,
fine tone, compact. Shielded chassis
and 25 ft. antenna. It’s unusuall You
can easily get one of these Radios by
SIMPLY GfVlNG AWAY FREE beau-

S

VERI 3

chaps, sores, etc., W Bi =
reminm

AT GOU

o

SALVE osed ifm' cuts, bnrnts. -
o

25¢ 2 box (with picture FREE) and remit as per new

hich you sell

watch by

REE, pictures
3 with f}lmous WHITE CLO-I
VERINE SALVE, used fm'l
burns, chaps, etc., which
vou sell to friends at 25¢c|
a box (with picture
FREE) and remit as
per premium plan cata-
Choice of fortyl
premiums
given for selling only
twelve hoxes salve and
returning only $3. Be!

y first. Mail Coupon.
WILSON CHEM. CO.,
INC., Dept. PI‘-910,|

TYRONE, PA.

our friends at lan
gook! Get started with this plan - Def&h are buying now. 40th year 'ON
NOW. WILSON CHEMIC CO., C., Dept. -914, Tyrone, Pa.
— — s e It e o, o | i R— F— ST SRS, S

MAIL COUPON NOW ,..............

‘WILSON CHEM. CO., INC., Dept. PP-9f, Tyrone, Pa.
Gentlemen: Please send me 12 beautiful art pictures with 12 boxes
WIHITE CIOVERINE SALVE to sell at 25c a box (giving picture
FREE). 1 will remit within 30 days, select a premium or keep cash
commission as per new premium plan catalog sent with order, postage
pvaid.

NAME  ceveeesccoscsressssessesscssssssscsseesssssosnsssssasessnssese

R.F.D., St. or BOX NO.coceccoceassscserssessssescstsssssarsssseeats

State....cevsaeevn
PRINT YOUR LAST NAME ONLY IN SPACE BELOW

R el e |

Paste coupon on a penny postal card and mail today—NOW}E

TRY - WILSON'S - COUGH DROPS - 5c EVERYWHERE
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Read These Reports on
Reducible Rupture Cases.

(In our files at Marshall, Michigan, we
have over 31,000 grateful letters which
have come to us entirely unsolicited and
without any sort of payment.)

“Completely Recovered”
‘“This is to certify that I have completely re-
covered from my rupture after wearing your
Appliance for one year. It has been two years
since I quit wearing your Appliance and I
surely feel fine an1 not bothered with the
rupture at all.”’—Albert J. Cupps, 960 Dodge
St., Dubuque, Iowa.

Likes Brocks Best

““I bought one of your Rupture Appliances
in 1933, wore it day and night for one year
and laid it aside last December. The rupture
hasn’tbothered me since. I used several others
without success until I got a Brooks.”” J.B.
McCarter,Route2, Box104,0OregonCity, Ore.

“Runs and Plays”

““My son has not worn the Appliance for over
a year. He wore one for ten years and I am
very grateful now to think he has laid it aside.

‘PROOFT

He is twelve years old, runs and plays hard
like all boys and is never bothered about the
rupture.”’—Mrs. M. George, Route 1,
Box 103, Cumberland, Md.

OPour Rllpi'ure

Worries!

SENT ON
TRIAL!

My invention is never
sold in stores nor by
agents. Beware of imita-
tions! You can get it only
from my U.S.factories or
from my 33 foreign offices.
And Ill send it to you on
trial. If you don’t Like it
—if it doesn’t “work”—
it costs you NOTHING.
But don’t buy now. Get
the facts about it FIRST!
Write me today. I'll an-
swer in plain envelope
with interesting informa-
tion Free. StopYour Rup-
ture Worries—send cou-
pon. All correspondence
strictly confidential.

Brooks Appliance Co.
173F State St.
Marshall, Michigan

Learn About My Perfected
RUPTURE INVENTION!

VW HY worry and suffer any longer?

Learn now about my perfected in-
vention for all forms of reducible rupture.
It has brought ease, comfort and happi-
ness to thousands of men, women and
children by assisting Nature to restore
the natural strength to the weakened
muscles. Yoz can imagine how happy
these thousands of rupture sufferers
were when they wrote me to report
results beyond their expectations. How
would YOU like to be able to feel that
same happiness—to sit down and write
me such a message—a few months from
today? Hurry—send coupon quick for Free
Rupture Book, self-measuring chart and
PROOF of results?

Simple and Efficient Support
Assists Nature and Permits
a Natural Strengthening of

the Weakened Muscles

Surprisingly—continually—my perfected
Automatic Air Cushion supports the
weakened parts allowing Nature, the
Great Healer, to swing into action! All
the while you should experience the
most heavenly comfort and security. No
obnoxious springs, metal girdles or hard
pads. No salves or plasters. My complete
Appliance weighs but a few ounces, is
durable, inconspicuous, sanitary and
cheap in price. Wouldn’t you like to say
“goodbye” to rupture worries and “hello”
to NEW freedom ... NEW glory in
living . . . NEW happiness with the help
of Mother Nature and my perfected Air
Cushion Appliance?

o
: CONFIDENTIAL COUPON :
g for RUPTURE SUFFERERS H
! H.C. BROOKS, President -
g 173F State St., Marshall, Mich. ]
8 Rush me your Free Book, ]
1 self-fitting chart, proof of re- i
1 sults, all without obliga- ! B
8 tion,and in plain envelope. C. E. BROOKS §
] Inventor ]
1 State %
: NGB - whether :
8 Street for man, 0 1
? woman [

BICHY. sl State _____. or child O §
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the Triborough Bridge,” says Ben
Parsons (above). “When tired, I
get a ‘lift" with a Camel.”

°

TUNE IN! Camel Caravan with
Walter O’Keefe, Deane Janis, Ted
Husing, Glen Gray and the Casa Loma
Orchestra. Tuesday and Thursday—9
p.m. E.S. T, 8p.m.C.S. T, 9:30
p.m.M.S.T., 8:30 p.m. P.S. T.—over
WABC-Columbia Network.

® Camels are made from finer, MORE EXPENSIVE TOBACCOS
—Turkish and Domestic — than any other popular brand.

(Signed) R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO CO., Winston-Salem, N. C.

“I AM A STEEL WORKER on

THE TOWERS OF MANHATTAN from a new angle—
New York’s new Triborough Bridge. In the foreground: Howard
Hougland, wearing the picturesque engineers’ “hard hat.” “An
engineer’s life is packed with action,” he says. “When my pep
is at low ebb, there is nothing like a Camel. I always get a 'lift
with a Camel. I also prefer Camel’s good taste.”

WINTER SPORTS TAKE
ENERGY TOO. Says Margaret
Lynam (/eft): “When I feel ex-
hausted froma long day outdoors,
Camels renew my flow of energy.”

COSTLIER
TOBACCOS!

© 1935, R. J. Reynolds Tob. Co.
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