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THOUSANDS of MEN NOW
peat Feel Look

/Q
SLIMMER BETTER YOUNGER

with Commander
Amazing NEW Abdominal Supporter

Yes, instantly you, too, can begin to feel ALIVE . . . QN TOP OF THE WORLD by joining the
Parade of Men who are marching up the hu;hwcy of happier living with the COMMANDER,
he amazing new Men's abdominal supporter.

GET “IN SHAPE" INSTANTLY AND ENJOY A HAPPY STREAMLINED APPEARANCE
The COMMANDER presents the exclusively designed “INTERLOCKING HANDS'"
principle for extra double support where you need it most. It flattens the burden=
some sagging ‘‘corporation’ and restores to the body the zestful invigorating feelin
that comes with furm, sure “bay wmdow control. Order this new belt today an
begin enjoying the pleasure of feeling “in shape’™ at once.

BREATHE EASIER—TAKE WEIGHT OFF TIRED FEET
The helpful uplifting EXTRA SUPPORTING power of the COMMANDER firmly sup=
ports abdominal sag. The instant you pull on the belt you breathe easier . .. your
wind is longer .. you feel better!
YOUR BACK IS BRACED—YOUR CLOTHES FIT BETTER—YOU APPEAR TALLER
The COMMANDER braces your figure, your posture becomes erect . . . you look
and feel slimmer your clothes fit you better. Your friends will notice the
improvement immediately

GDMMANDER IS NEW AND MODERN!

The absence o! gou%mg steel ribs, dangling buckles and bothersome laces will prove
a joy. CO R has a real man's jock type pouch, with fly-front opening.
GIVES GENUINE MALE PROTECTION. Try lhls amazing new belt with full confi-
dence ... and at our risk. SEND FOR IT NOW

* THE SECRET OF THE
“INTERLOCKING HANDS"

Only COMMANDER contains this NEW
principle. A special non-stretch mate=~
rial 1s built into the Two-way stretch
body of the COMMANDER. STRETCHES
10 to 14 INCHES HIGH...in the outline
of two interlocking hands for EXTRA
DOUBLE SUPPORT where vou need it
most

MAKE THIS TEST =)
WITH YOUR OWN HANDS
AND FEEL WHAT WE MEAN

Commander Wearers all over America Say—

*1 am sure you will be pleased to “Enclosed find order for another belt thing in the morning. Enclosed is

4 I wouldn't be without lm) supporter my check for snother.”™

know that it lxs by far lhe'besl and % fon ten titaes woiat ‘ * ) McG.
most practical supporter I have ever br. s St Paul. Minn
had. 1 have been pleased to show D O Bl 1 iecatimend the Commander, o6
it to several of my friends and they o «pecejved the Commander about a d what It is made for. It sure has
are likewise impressed with it. You week ago. To say that 1 am well been a great help to me. I want to
shall probably hear from some of pleased with it would be putting it thank you for what it has done, I
them in the future.” mildly—I can see that it fills a long might add it has helped me more

& felt want, giving the needed supporl ¢ than anything I have ever tried.

Dr. A. M. 8. and a most comfortable feeling. B
Standish, Mich. never miss pulting it on the first Fort Knox, Ky.

Above are just a few of the many unsolicited testimonials for the Commander
that we receive regularly. Originals of these and others are on file.

SEND FOR IT TODAY—USE THIS COUPON

'---------------.------;—E-R----
] INTRODUCTORY TEN DAY FREE TRIAL O 10 DAY FREE TRIAL

g

WARD GREEN CO., DEPT. 150 |
= 342 MADISON AVENUE, NEW YORK, N. Y. B SEND NO MONEY

Y |

]

Send me the “COMMANDER'" for'ten days Free Trial. 1 will pay postman the special price of $2.9
B ius postage. If not satisfied after wearing it ten-days. 1 may return it and the purchase price will Wear COMMANDER ONLY
ten days FREE. If it fails

promptly refunded
My waist measure. ....
(8end string the si:

.................. My height is,
waist if measuring tape is uot avaiiable.

to do all we say, send $
it back and the pur- .

chase price will

. NAME . ..... ee-seasatsecteisatiicatatititneaeee .

be
=ADDRESS .......................................... wsssieswans S SRS : - promptly refunded. SIZES 28 to 47
7] teteer eeveeieieiens ceveesaenees oo STATEL.L....
I CCrck nere 1t sou encloss 3,98 with this order and we will pay postage charges, The same retund M SEECIAL LARGE SIZES'!48 10 60,53:98

affer_holds

*Q 1941 W. G. Co



$10 a Week Extra
in Spare Time

I repaired some Radio
sets when I was on my
tenth lesson. I really
don’t see how you can
give so much for such
a small amount of
money. I made $600 in
a year and a half, and I have made
an average of $10 a week—just spare
time.—JOHN JERRY, 1729 Penn S8t.,
Denver, Colorado.

Radio Technician at
Ordnance Works

I am now Chief Radio
Technician at ... .
Ordnance Wor nd
pleased with my

very
new position. If I had
not taken the N.R.I.

Course I might be dig-
ging ditches or perhaps unemployed.
—R. S. LEWIS (Address omitted for
military reasons.)

$200 a Month in
Own Business
For several years I have
been in business for my-
self making around $200
Business has
steadily _increased. I
& have I. to thank
for my start in this field.
—ARLIE J. FROEHNER, 300 W.
Texas Avenue, Goose Creek, Texas.

/=) EXTRA PAY IN
' ARMY, NAVY
100

Every man likely
military service,
sailor, marine, should mail the
Coupon Now! Learning Radio
helps men get extra rank, extra
prestige, more interesting duty at
pay up to several times a pri-
vate’s base pay. Also prepares
for good Radio jobs after service
ends. IT'S SMART TO TRAIN
FOR RADIO NOW!

~

to go into
every soldier,

Here is a quick way to better pay.
Radio offers you the opportunity to
make $5, $10 a week extra in spare
time a few months from now and to
prepare for good full time Radio jobs
paying up to $50 a week. MAIL
COUPON. Get my Sample Lesson
FREE. Examine it, read it—see how
easy it is to understand. See how I
train you at home in spare time to be
a Radio Operator or Radio Technician,

WHY MANY RADIO TECHNICIANS
MAKE $30, $40, $50, A WEEK

The Radio repair business is booming
as manufacturers have stopped making
new sets and the country’s 57,400,000
home and auto sets are becoming
older, needing more repairs, new
tubes, parts. This is opening new op-
portunities for full time and part time
Radio Technicians to get good jobs, or
to open their own Radio repair busi-
nesses. Radio Technicians and Opera-
tors hold good jobs in the country’s
882 Broadcasting Stations and in
Aviation, Police, Commercial, Marine
and Government Radio. Loud Speaker
Systems give good jobs to many. The
Government is calling for Civilian
Radio Technicians and Operators.
Government orders for millions of dol-
lars worth of Radio equipment offer
opportunities in Radio factories. Men
with Radio Training are in line for
extra rank and pay in the Army and
Navy. Many Radio developments such
as Television, held back by the war,
will make Radio a live-wire field for
the future.

64-page book

will call. Write plainly,)

Address...eees

sesesee
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THAT § CAN TRAIN YOU
AT HOME FOR A

TRAINING MEN FOR VITAL ADIO joBs
64 PAGE BOOK
SAMPLE LESSON

MR. J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 2JS9
] NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE, Washington, D. C.

Mail me FREE, without obligation, Sample Tesson and
‘‘Rich Rewards in Radio.”

NAMO coooveconossasrnscsscssssssessasessossssescsssssoses

ssessenens

State.ceeseeee.. . 8FR

BEGINNERS SOON LEARN TO
EARN $5, $10 A WEEK EXTRA
IN SPARE TIME
Due to the boom in the Radio repair busi-
ness, practically every mneighborhood offers
opportunities for a good part time Radio
Technician to make extra money fixing Radio
sets, I give you special training to show
you how to start cashing in on these oppor-
tunities early. You get Radio parts and
instructions for conducting experiments and

building test equipment to help you do
better, faster Radio repair work. My 50-50
method—half working with Radio parts I

send you, half studving lesson texts—makes
learning Radio at home interesting, fascinat-
ing, gives you valuable practical experience.
FIND OUT HOW | TRAIN YOU AT
HOME FOR GOOD PAY IN RADIO
MAIL THE COUPON. TI'll send you a Sample
Lesson and my 64-page book FREE. Learn about

my Course; types of jobs in different branches
of Radio. 3

earning. MAIL THE COUPON
an envelope or paste It on a penny postal.

J. E. SMITH, President

National Radio Institute, Dept. 2J89

Washington, D. C.

FREE |

(No Salesman
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AMERICA’S MOST UNUSUAL DETECTIVE MAGAZINE

October Issue
on sale August 26

VOL. TWENTY-TWO SEPTEMBER, 1942 NUMBER TWO

Two Great Detective Novels
1. DOCTOR FLAME’S MURDER BLACK-OUT..... Norbert Davis 10
Doctor Flame, slum medico by choice, was convinced that his girl patient was no
paranoiac. Yet as he set forth to prove it, in a total blackout, he stumbled upon
one corpse after another—each slain with the razor he found the girl clutching!
25TOAST-ANDCOEFEINS: .. .. . oo Stewart Sterling 80
To Fire Marshal Ben Pedley, this fire looked like the handiwork of a corpse-crazy
fire-bug. Rossman's books had been juggled, his bookkeeper cooked alive; a cer-
tain middleman sold rabbit for squirrel—and at least one wholesaler was dyeing
his skins in blood!
Two Strong, Distinctive Novelettes
S REUNION-IN-TERROR ... . & . o e Don James 48
The story of the priceless sacrifice Cora Cordner accepted to save her husband’s
life—and of the fabulous come-back he made to cancel the devil’s own bargain!
4. THEY DIE BY NIGHT.............. William Campbell Gault 100
This is what happens when a jailbird, with the Underworld finger on him, goes to
work in the first line of defense—an aircraft factory!
Four Dramatic Short Stories
5. IMPLACABLE BEQUEST.................. Cornell Woolrich 32
A man sometimes bequeaths to his benefactors not only his worldly goods, but
something less negotiable—the fruits of his crimes on earth. . . .

6. EVOLUTION OF AHERO................... Henry Norton 40
Nevell'.fmz;lkc a fool’s promise. But if you do—as Johnny Carr did—back it with
your life!

Z7.-STLK IS FOR-GASKETS.. .. ... i . . . Robert Turner 63

Mary Walker must be branded a wanton criminal-—or speak the word that would
send a bullet crashing through the head of her infant son!
8. LAST OF THE BIG SHOTS................ Murray Leinster 75

Nick Facetti, last of the mob kings, turned down this new, more vicious racket!

Short Short Detective Story
9. BACKSTAGE DRAMA.................. Thomas W. Duncan 72

After the last curtain call, Death staged a private show.

— A N (] —

10:- THECRIME CLEINIC:. - ... . o g A Department
Document of doom!

11. WHEN GANGDOM RULED..................... By Windas
Mike Carrozzo, Chicago’s erstwhile Chiseler Number One.

12. ODDITIES IN CRIME.... . .. ... ..o, 0 o By Jon Blummer 47

Clues that pass in the night—almost!

THIS SEAL PROTECTS YOU AGAINST REPRINT FICTION!

Published every month by Popular Publications, Inc., 2256 Grove Street, Chicago, Illinois, Editorial and executive offices,
245 East Forty-second Street, New York City. Harry Steeger, President and Secretary. Harold S. Goldsmith, Vice President
and Treasurer. Entered as second-class matter June 5, 1936, at the post office at Chicago, Ill.,, under the Act of March
3, 1879. Title registration pending at U. S. Patent Office. Copyright, 1942, by Popular Publications, Inc. All rights reserved
under Pan American Copyright Convention. Single copy price 10c. Yearly subscription in U. 8. A. §1.20. Subscription
Department, 205 East 42nd Street, N. Y. C. For advertising rates address Sam J. Perry, 205 E. 42nd St., New York, N. Y,
When submitting manuscripts kindly enclose stamped self-addressed envelope for their return if found unavailable, and send
to Editorial Department, 205 East 42nd Street, N. Y. C. The publishers cannot accept responsibility for return of unsolicited
manuscripts, although care will be exercised in handling them. Printed in U, 8. A,



Business
Demands
Accountants

... because Accountants Command Business

Accountants are usually in demand—at better than
average earnings.

But today—more than ever before—the competent
accountant finds his services at a premium.

Business in war has tightened up the reins and is
watching costs—prices—every move—striving to oper-
ate on that basis of close control so essential to service
and profits.

Then, too, business is working under tighter govern-
ment regulations, with many more records and reports
—war production, priorities, more and larger taxes,
wage and hour laws, payroll deductions for Defense
Bonds, etc., etc.

The Home Study Way to Accountancy Success

Thousands upon thousands of men have trained for
Accountancy with LaSalle—at night—at home.

Their success—their progress—is a matter of record.

Whether their goal was a C. P. A. certificate or ad-
vancement in business, our files are full of letters
reporting income increases far out of line with the time
and cost investment.

Note for instance, these six cases out of many we
might cite. (Names on request.)

A cost clerk, J. S. H. became, after completing 30
training assignments, cost accountant. Within nine
months, only half through the course, he became chief
cost accountant with a salary nearly four times what it
was when he enrolled. C. K. was an immigrant day
laborer. Within a few months he secured a bookkeeping
job. Within a year, he secured three raises. In two
years, he was in charge of his company’s accounting
department, although not yet through the training.
W. J. F. moved up from store clerk to assistant book-
keeper after the first ten lessons. Now he is office man-

ager. S. W. N. knew nothing about bookkeeping. With
19 months of training he passed the C. P. A. examina-
tion on first attempt and opened his own public ac-
counting office. Although a university graduate, P. M.
was a grocery clerk at small wages. Today he is Secre-
tary and Credit Manager with an income 300 per cent
higher. Already in cost work, G. N. P. within nine
months was earning 409, more; within two years, 1009,
more. The third year his income went up still more
Now he is manager.

These Men Won Success in Ordinary Times
—You Have War Opportunities

Remarkable as is the success of these men—you will
have an advantage over them—you will be entering
accountancy when unusual national conditions work
with you for success.

Conditions not only call for more accountants—but
offer unusual opportunities for both quick and perma-
nent success. The need for accountants will increase
during war_and will continue for years afterwards
during the difficult post-war adjustment period.

—If You Can Qualify

Ask yourself three questions:

1. Are you ambitious?

2. Have you determination?

3. Can you see and grasp an opportunity?
If you have determination; if you are ambitious; if you
can take advantage of circumstances—prove it by in-
vestigating. A three-cent stamp, sixty seconds time, and
the coupon below will bring you full information regard-
ing Accountancy training and the opportunities to which
such training leads, Then you can judge intelligently.

LASALLE extensioN UNIVERSITY

A Correspondence Institution

Dept. 9334-HR
Opportunities in Accountancy—Check below and we will send you a free
copy of ““Accountancy, the Profession That Pays,” also, information about
our training in Higher Accountancy, all without obligation.

CHICAGO

OHigher Accountancy

Other LaSalle Opportunities: If more interested in one of the other fields of
business indicated below, check that: :
CIBusiness Management[]Effective Speaking [JModern Foremanship
O Expert Bookkeeping [JLaw: LL.B. Degree [JBusiness

OC. P. A. Coaching
OTraffic Management

CJCommercial Law Correspondence
OIndustrial [ Stenotypy
Management OModern Salesmanship



THE CRIME CLINIC

words or with oil paints, must

know his subject. Our authors,
who deal in human behavior and human
values, study the race of Man. Frederick
C. Davis, like any good author, is inter-
ested in people. He has the imagination to
wonder how certain officials in public life
would behave in certain circumstances of
an unusual and critical nature, You all
remember his recent novel entitled “Meet
the Executioner,” which appeared in
Detective Tales—the story of a man em-
ployed to pull the switch in the state’s
death chamber, and whose fiancée sat in
that dreaded seat. Next month we are
publishing Mr. Davis’ latest crime novel,
entitled NO APPEAL FOR THE DEAD!
The hero is the District Attorney, and it
is doubtful if ever a D.A. found himself in
the predicament of James Dexter. We'll
let Mr. Davis give you a short preview of
the yarn told through the lips of the nar-
rator, Jimmy Dexter’s assistant:

3- NY ARTIST, be he working with

I know how a man looks when he’s
deliberately wrecking his whole world
in a single smashing stroke. District
Attorney James Dexter looked like that
on a sweltering summer afternoon while
painstakingly dictating an unusual docu-
ment called “a confession of error”’—
though actually, in his case, it was an
instrument of professional and political
suicide. He raised his hand over the
paper, the pen ready. The thing was
pure dynamite.

Suddenly I leaned over him, gripped
his wrist. I couldn’t permit him to do
this to himself.

“For God’s sake, Jim, wait a minute !
Do you really realize what a terrific
squawk’s going to be raised over this?
The whole state will howl to high
heaven. The Star will scream its head
off, tear into you tooth and claw until
you've lost every scrap of your scalp.

Just consider one more minute before
you sign—and tell yourself it absolutely
means your finish.”

“I know, Mike.”

“No law office within smelling dis-
tance of this town will ever take you
in,” I told him. “Going it alone, you’ll
never see a client walk in your door.
You may even be disbarred. Then
what’ll become of that big expensive
home of yours? How’ll you feel when
your fine friends start crossing the
street when they see you coming? You
don’t expect a pampered, ambitious
woman like Lydia to stick with you, do
you, while you toboggan all the way
down in disgrace and poverty ?”’

I could talk to him like that.

Jim Dexter deserved to have every
good fortune the bright future promised.
In my estimation—and mobs of voters
enthusiastically agreed with me—he
was the man of the year, this year, next
year and every year to come.

I tried again to dissuade him, this
time desperately. I cajoled. I threat-
ened to get tough. I begged. Finally
I ended with:

“You'll tear your life right up by the
roots if you submit this confession of
error, Jim!”

“There’s nothing else I can conscien-
tiously do,” Jim Dexter said quietly.
His smile was still there, tight and
twisted. “Thanks for worrying about
me, Mike, but you damned well know
I'm doing this with my eyes wide open
and doing it gladly—in spite of the
COSt . 2

In what predicament has author Fred-
erick C. Davis placed Jim Dexter?—a
situation so urgent and essential to Jim
that he is about to toss away his career—
and maybe his life—with the simple flick of
pen across this document? Here is Mr.
Davis at his best! NO APPEAL FOR THE
DEAD! will appear in Detective Tales for
September—published August 26th!

TuaE EbpITORS.

BEND EVERY EFFORT TO BUYING WAR BONDS!
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The 97 Pound
Wealling

—Who became “The World’s
Most Perfectly Developed Man’

“I’ll prove that YOU, too,
can be a NEW MAN!”’

sty lideter

I KNOW, myself, what it means to have the kind of

body that people pity! Of course, you wouldn’t

know it to look at me now, but I was once a skinny
weakling who weighed only 97 lbs.! I was ashamed to
strip for sports or undress for a swim. I was such a
poor specimen of physical development that I was con-
stantly self-conscious and embarrassed. And I felt
only HALF-ALIVE.

Then I discovered “Dynamic Tension.” It gave me
a body that won for me the title “World’s Most Per-
fectly Developed Man.”

When I say I can make you over into a man of giant
power and energy, I know what I’'m talking about. I've
seen my new system, “Dynamic Tension,” transform
hundreds of weak, puny men into Atlas Champions.

Only 15 Minutes a Day

Do you want big, broad shoulders—a fine, powerful
chest—biceps like steel—arms and legs rippling with
muscular strength—a stomach ridged with bands of
sinewy muscle—and a build you can be proud of? Then
j11:xst give me ;he opportugity to prove that “Dynamic

ension” is what you need.

No “ifs,” “ands,” or “maybes.” Just tell me where ﬁ‘;?dkelrisofA:rri';‘lﬁes:
you want handsome, powerful muscles. Are you fat and “The World’s Most
flabby? Or skinny and gawky? Are you short-winded, Perfec','das‘.’l'ehped
sepless? Do you hold back and let others walk off with .
the prettiest girls, best jobs, etc.? Then write for de-
tails about “Dynamic Tension” and learn how I can

make you a healthy, confident, powerful HE-MAN. g
“Dynamic Tension” is an entirely NATURAL meth- 8§ CHARLES ATLAS,

od. Only 15 minutes of your spare time daily is enough § Dept. 83-Y,

to show amazing results—and it’s actually fun! “Dy- N i fue

namic Tension” does the work. I f

'l '!Dwant _th; proof thﬁt’.1 %our sgstemN of
nam ion’”’ will h 3
send for FREE BOOK " bMéutxl (:)f wmee—néigz nvlvc ae}?earﬂiye, ﬂhus(k‘g;
Mail the coupon right now for full details and I'll e yym'i‘r"?re?gn)a”é’i‘f“""ﬁ‘vrer‘filfifé""ni'?ﬁ’thS:SS
send you my illustrated book, “Everlasting Health and ,' Strength.”
Strength.” Tells all about my “Dy-
namic Tension” method. Shows ac-
tual photos of men I’ve made into
Atlas Champions. It’s a valuable
book! And it’'s FREE. Send for
your copy today. Mail the coupon
to me personally,. CHARLES
ATLAS, Dept. 83-Y, 115 East
23rd St, New York, N. Y.

=
IOy i cvines T Seseseeese State.ececcesee
' -



25 GANGD QM=

*AN-ILLUSTRATED :CHRONICLE OF - THE *TURBULENT - TWENTIES -,6yWINDAS

yMICHAEL  CARROZZO-

- %Aike Carozzo learned his trade the hard way, starting his

.- = (_life of crime as a“slugger” forthat Viceroy of Vice “Big Jim”

oy ’i‘; /’Coloalmo of Chicago. But Mike was ambitiovs and industrious
3 /;)1

%o That in no time at all we find him serving as a bodyguard for

e Overlord. of the Underworld., Al Capone.” Working on the

Theory that you can't keep a 4ood. badman down, Mike then

set up In business for himself, and soon rose to he dizzy

heights of Chicago Chiseler N1, Public Enemy de luxe.
b 1) k : %

7 g

Carrozzo had a faculty for dodging the ra|p which
amounted B senivs. Nobody covld actvally pin
anything on Mike. Arrested forThe murder of
Mossy Envight, labor boss,who was slain by
sawed-off chotgun, Mike claimed, it was a"police
frame-up’ whenThe officers produced his own
recently discharged scattergun as evidence.
He got off. Even when a rival tacketeer, Tim . :
Murphy, was found full of slugs on his front
lawn, and. Mike was nabbed leaving The seene _ \\ hS
In 3 curtained 6edan, he shrugged it off as - S : i
3 coincidence 123 the %tuefact:o‘n,ofme,court' = 'Not that Mike confined. all his efforts to labor
and, was released *for lack of sufficient evidence! =% packets and murder exclusively. Mike was ver-
B ; ~ satile. He pulled a train robbery that would have
made SamBass turn green wilh envy, for it netted
320 auand and, was staged risht at thie Deatbom
Street depot. Once again Mike went fiee,for a
poor half-wit “Confessed o the crime. folice still
wonder how mueh of The loot Mike paid out for That
‘confession”  Carrozzo next turned his talents
% to Uncle Sams mails, and while no etatistician
\ has ever figured out how much These exploits
¥ boosted Mikes bank balance, it i a fact That
along about this time U.S.Marines were put on
mail-train guard duty.

% s ca'ﬁ- 5
% It @
),

: o 5075 A,
And still Mike remained at large, piling up crime after crime, tacket after racket; until at Thg age
of 45, Dealh beckoned...... and Mike couldrit alibi to The Grim Reaper. He had 'a 20 giand foneral
but only a fake preacher, because no clergyman of any Chureh would touch his dirty money o bury him.
So, for the love o' Mike , 3 gangster dressed in clerics clothes officiated at the grave, and thus passed
into Oblivion one of the most biutal, treacherovs and. tricky of Chicago’s ill-famed banditti .
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WORLD'S LARGEST 5iive MAKERS
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MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE

MADE-TO-MEASURE DENTAL PLATES
We make to measure for you INDIVIDUALLY—BY _MAIL TO $38
Dental Plates for men and women from an impression of MAIL
your mouth taken by you at your home. Over 100,000 in this p=

country wear teeth we made. COUPON TODAY

NOW AT NEW LOW

If you find what others have
PRlc E paid for theirs, you will be as-

39

6 DAYS'
MAKE US PROVE EVERY
WORD WE SAY—Wear our
teeth on trial for as long as
60 days. Then, if you are
not PERFECTLY SATIS-
FIED, they will not cost you

a cent. We take your word !
Isn’t that fair?

SEND NO MUNEY'

We take this risk. We guarantee that if you are not
fully satisfied with teeth we make for you, then, any time
within 60 days, we will gladly refund your every cent. Professional Model

FREE Impression Material-—catalog with our new == = mmmm s m e e e e o e e e

tounded when you see how little

ours will cost you. By reading our

catalog you can learn how to save HALF or MORE
on DENTAL PLATES for yourself MONTHLY
PAYMENTS POSSIBLE!

LOW prices, and information. WRITE TO- | U. S. DENTAL CO., Dept. 9-87
DAY! Prices may advance! Don’t wait. FREE 1555 Milwaukee Ave., Chicago.

A LICENSED DENTIST SUPERVISES THE MAK- Icsnf“'n“fl R
ING OF EACH DENTAL PLATE. [REPAIRS S5oer I

SERVICE

UNITED STATES DENTAL C0. R%%rc) Cricaser x‘f},‘,i;'i:‘.‘:

EYE - GLASSES

by $
ML >

PI.ETI

it \ ¢ HIGHEST QUALITY
TRY OUR PATENTED MATERIAI. EXPERT WORKMANSHIP

SEND N0 MONEY] 16 DAYS' TRIAL

GRAcE YOUR I.'AGE with good looking glasses! 8elect for your- T o o o o e e e e e e e
self from the many styles in our catalog FREE U. S. Eye-Glasses Co., Dept, 9-87
{.l;edone tha& looks best l;m kyou. Weéu' oufr glas;esct on ;:riz'i!h as long as 1557 Milwaukee Ave., Chicago, Il
ays with a money-back guarantee of satisfaction en, if you
are not 1009% satisfied with glasses we make for you we’ll refund lSend Wi;ho‘:t obligation, your FREE cat
every cent you paid us for them. We take your word. Isn’tthat fair? | 2108 and scientific sight test chart,

MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE OF SATISFACTION_Imm

Tarigoramw | EP AIRS {8 Hour Service. 1
nses eplaced. D R R TR T I PP,
scmm'mxc smm‘ Framas: Manded: 'Addresu... .

U. S. EYE- GLASSES co Dept. 9-87, 1557 Milwaukee Ave., Chicago, lil. CHF i e Mt s

evrarssecestcnsesentrsrrssernrtnsesncras




“Maybe his neck is broke,”
said Klogatz. “We can always
hope,” said O’Phelan.

SEEETEN

SN

A favorite character comes
back by request in this grip-
ping novel by

NORBERT
DAVIS
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CHAPTER ONE
Woman In the Dark

HE truck thundered through the
narrow streets with the horn blat-
ting raucously and the head-lights
cutting a swath in the swimming darkness
that night always brought to the slum dis-
trict. It was cold, and the air was acrid
with coal smoke even inside the closed
cab.
O’Phelan was driving, and he coughed
11
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thirstily now, shivering. He was a little
man, fox-faced, with a long nose that
wiggled inquisitively. He was bundled up
in a sheep-skin jacket, and he wore a red
stocking cap and a red muffler.

“Klogatz, my friend,” he said. “It’s a
night to chill the bones of a baboon, and
I'm thinking it’s a beer we need before
we start out rattling people’s garbage
cans. Now if we’'d just pause for a second
or two at the Green Clover over on Decker
Street—"

“No beer,” said Klogatz. He sat solid
and squat, thick arms folded across the
barrel of his chest.

O’Phelan struck the steering wheel with
his mittened fist. ““Ah, the pity of it! The
sin of it, that a scholar like me must ride
through the night with nothing for com-
pany but a Polish lump of lead with mud
for a brain!”

“Look out!” Klogatz shouted.

O’Phelan grabbed the steering wheel
with both hands again and twisted it fran-
tically. Klogatz reached down and seized
the emergency brake.

One of the front wheels bucked against
the low curb and up over it, and the dual
rear tires locked and screamed as they slid
over the rough paving. The truck rocked
to a stop.

O’Phelan knocked up the door catch
with his elbow and was out on the side-
walk like a flash. He darted ahead and
caught the arm of the dark figure that
stood frozen three steps out from the curb.

“So!” he snarled. “You'd run out in
the middle of the street in the dark, would
you? And with no warning at all. You'd
be looking to get a damage suit against
the city, eh?”

The head-lights were twisted sideways
now, and the woman was out of their
direct beams. She was short and thick-set,
middle-aged, shabby in a long black coat
that had seen better days. Her hat was
shapeless, and it looked as though it had
been hastily slapped on her head. She
was breathing in sobbing broken gasps
that shook her whole body.

“Let me go! Let me go!”

“I saved your life.” said O’Phelan
crossly. “If you know or if you care. What
ails you that you should go jumping at
trucks in the dark ?”’

The woman’s face was a stiff white

mask. She twisted against O’Phelan’s
grip.

“She is scared,” said Klogatz. “Let her
go' ”

O’Phelan turned on him. “Who asked
you—"

The woman jerked frantically and got
away from O’Phelan. She whirled and
half-fell, and her voice made a whimper-
ing wordless sound in the darkness. Then
she caught herself and ran desperately up
the street. The hurried, irregular tap of
her foot-steps echoed and then was gone.

“Drunk,” said O’Phelan. “Or maybe
crazy.”

“She is scared,” said Klogatz.

“Have it your own way, then, lump-
skull!” O’Phelan snarled. “And what do
you think T am? Me, with my heart in my
throat and my stomach tied in a bow-
knot?”

“No beer,” said Klogatz.

“Oh, so you think I'd stoop to play on
your sympathy, do you?”” O'Phelan raged.
“You think I'd beg you for a small glass to
soothe my nerves when they’re ready to
hop out of my head and—"

MAN loomed up suddenly in the

flare of the head-lights. He was

tall and thin, with a sharply white
face. The frozen moisture of his breath
plumed out raggedly in front of him.

“See a woman run past here?’”” he asked
shortly.

“Did I?” O'Phelan said. “I did. And
if T hadn’t she’d be spattered on the pave-
ment like a broken egg.”

“Which way’d she go?”

“Wait,” said Klogatz. “Who is it that
asks?”

“Yeah,” said O’Phelan. “Who are you
to be chasing her through the streets?”

The tall man dropped his hand into his
overcoat pocket. “Mind your business.
Which way’d she go?”

“As to that,” O’Phelan answered
blandly, “I disremember.”

The tall man’s hand came far enough out
of his pocket to reveal the gleam of metal.
“You'd better remember again, or you'll
wish—"

“Troop,” said a voice. “Stop that.”

The newcomer was back in the shadows,
bulking fat and enormous, his face a pale
shapeless circle. He moved away as they
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turned to look, and the light reflected
slickly from his patent leather shoes.

The tall man said : “These guys saw—""

“I said stop it. Come along.”

“Yes, sir,” said the tall man.

He threw a dark look at O’Phelan and
Klogatz and walked quickly after the fat
man. O’Phelan and Klogatz stood watch-
ing them. Just before they reached the
intersection, a long shiny sedan slid into
sight and paused. The fat man and the tall
man got in, and a door closed with a solid-
ly luxurious thump. The sedan disap-
peared.

“That fat one,” said Klogatz. “That is
a bad one.”

“The tall one is bad enough for me,”
O’Phelan answered. “That was a gun he

“Just a bit of an argument,” O’Phelan
said.

“He does not pay attention when he
drives,” Klogatz added in his stolid,
measured tone.

“That’s a filthy lie!” O’Phelan yelled.
“I’d smash you flat, you Polish ape, if the
good doctor wouldn’t have to waste his
time patching up your good-for-nothing
hide again!”

Flame said: “Speaking of patching, I
have been meaning to have a look at your
arm, Klogatz. But it’s too dark here in the
streets = 4

“Sh!” O’Phelan exclaimed triumphant-
ly. “I know the very place, Doctor! Just
step right in the truck, and we’ll be there
in the wink of an eye!”

Doctor Flame, who spent his life serving the destitute, expected hard-
ship. But he had never followed a corpse-strewn trail, in the midst of
a city-wide black-out, to a young girl patient clutching a crimson razor!

had in his pocket. I wonder why they’re
chasing that poor woman.”

“It is not our business,” said Klogatz.
“We work.”

“You mean—right now?” O’Phelan
asked weakly. “After I almost ran over
a woman and got my life threatened all in
the whisk of a minute? Oh, I ought to sit
down somewhere and compose myself—"’

“No beer,” said Klogatz.

“Did I ask for a beer?” O’Phelan
shouted. ,

“Be quiet,” Klogatz ordered. “Someone
else comes.”

O’Phelan looked around. “Eh? Ah,
it’s Doctor Flame! Doctor! Ho, Doctor !”

Doctor Flame stopped short, peering
with one hand raised to shield his eyes
from the head-lights. “Who is it?” He
was a slight and shabby figure, long over-
coat dragging carelessly to his heels, bat-
tered old hat pulled low over his forehead.
He carried his bulging medical satchel in
his right hand.

“QO’Phelan and Klogatz, Doctor. And
it’s a mean, cold night to be out, eh?”

Flame came closer. “I heard some
shouting. Was there any trouble ?”

threw it into reverse and backed
off the curb. O’Phelan straightened
it around, and it rumbled on up the street.

Klogatz, standing on the running board,
hammered on the window and shouted,
“Where are we going?”

“Right here,” O’Phelan answered, and
swung in against the curb in front of a
bleary green neon sign that spelled the
words Green Clover Cafe. He got out of
the truck and batted through the doors of
the place like a bandmaster leading a par-
ade. “One side, please! Make room for
Doctor Flame!”

Flame and Klogatz followed him, and
Flame nodded to the man behind the bar.

“Good evening, Rogan. May I use your
place for an examining room for a mo-
ment ?”

Rogan was a sawed-off little man with
a cheerfully battered grin. “To be sure,
Doctor!”

“Take off your coat and shirt, Klogatz,”
Flame said.

The cafe was small and square, un-
adorned with any furniture except the bar
and a line of battered chairs against the

T HE truck shuddered as O’Phelan
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wall. Smoke billowed in blue shifting
layers against the low ceiling. Men were
crowded thick in front of the bar—mill
workers with tired faces. :

They shoved back now, making room,
mumbling quick greetings to Doctor
Flame, some of them in foreign tongues.
They all knew him. He might ride on a
garbage truck and examine his patients
in a slum saloon, but his wishes were
obeyed instantly because these men knew
him.

This shabby little man with the ugly,
tense face and the fiercely burning eyes
was Doctor Edward Carl Flame, who
could string a half-dozen degrees in ad-
vanced medical theory after his name. He
practiced in the slums not because he had
to, but because he wanted to. Because he
hated suffering and sickness. -

He lived on fees that would have been
scorned by the elegant specialists up-town.
He didn’t mind. He had found people
here who needed him and trusted him.

The slum people never understood him
—mnever tried. They only knew that Flame
helped them as no other man ever had. In
return they gave him a savage, clannish
loyalty that went far beyond words.

"PHELAN helped Klogatz out of
his fleece-lined jacket and his pull-

over sweater and heavy flannel
shirt and peeled the top of his woolen un-
derwear off his thick shoulders. Klogatz’s
torso was an enormous, muscled wedge.
A jagged red scar ran from the top of
one shoulder, down in a semi-circle fol-
lowing the line of his shoulder blade, and
ended on his right side under his arm.
Flame began to probe gently on either
side of the scar.

O’Phelan looked around confidentially
at the tensely interested faces of the on-
lookers. “Ah, you should have seen Klo-
gatz the day that happened! We were
picking up cans over on Delancy Street
when some drunken skalpeen drove his
car into the side of the truck and tipped it
over on Klogatz before he could jump
clear. Smashed him like a bug! And that
little tit-mouse of a doctor on the ambu-
lance took one look at him and says his
arm will have to come off!”’

“Raise your arm,” Flame said to Klo-
gatz.

“But it didn’t come off!” said O’Phe-
lan. “There you see it, stickin’ up like a
red-wood log! And why? Because I ran
yelling through the streets and found
Doctor Flame! I brought him to that
bloody receiving hospital. And there I
sat, sick as a dog, while Doctor Flame
carved Klogatz up like a side of beef and
put him back together again! I swear it’s
true!”

Flame straightened up. “It’s coming
fine, Klogatz. If it bothers any, come and
see me.”

“I thank you, Doctor,” said Klogatz.
“I do not forget this—never.”

“Can we give you a lift to where you're
goin’?” O’Phelan asked.

“No, it’s just a block. I'm going over
to Rizzio’s to take the cast off his boy’s
arm. Thanks, Rogan.”

“ *Tis nothing,” said Rogan. “Will you
have a short drink to keep out the cold,
Doctor ?”

“Not now, thanks.” Flame went out
into the night.

“But I will,” said O’Phelan, “since
you're so kind as to mention it, Rogan.”

Klogatz was putting on his coat. He
reached out one thick arm, caught the
tail of O’Phelan’s sheep-skin jacket and
jerked him away from the bar.

“No drinks.”

“What!” O’Phelan squalled furiously.
“You dirty Polish lump of lead! You'd
dare refuse me after I helped Doctor
Flame examine you, and me with the
worry for your health dinging in my
brain like a fire gong ?”’

“No beer,” said Klogatz, heading for
the door and dragging O’Phelan behind
him.

)

CHAPTER TWO
She Left a Corpse

T WAS almost two hours later that
Flame came around ‘the corner and
walked down the block toward the

dingy building where he lived and had
his office. Removing the cast from the
Rizzio boy’s arm had been a simple
enough task but Papa Rizzio had compli-
cated it.

The fracture had been a bad one, com-
pound, acquired when the Rizzio boy had
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tried to hop a truck and missed, and all
the time it had been in a cast Papa Rizzio
had been terrified with fear lest the arm
never be right again. When Flame had
demonstrated tonight that it was just as
good as ever, Papa Rizzio had forced
Flame to sit and drink tall glasses of red
wine while twelve Rizzios expressed wor-
shipful gratitude.

The street on which Flame lived was
never well lighted, but a black-out warn-
ing had come while he was still at Rizzio’s
and now it was pitch-dark. A siren made
a thin eery keen in the distance.

Flame’s hurried {foot-steps echoed
emptily until he stopped at the bottom of
his front stairs, wondering if there were
any calls he had forgotten.

Standing there, he had the uneasy sen-
sation that there was someone close to
him. He turned his head quickly each way.
Nothing moved in the darkness, and there
was no sound except the faint stir of paper
rubbish in the gutter. He shrugged and
started up the steps.

A voice whispered hoarsely: “Wait.
Pleaser .

Flame turned around. “What?”

“Wait, please. Are you—Doctor
Flame?”

Flame stared into the darkness under
the steps. “Yes. Who are you?”

The shadows moved a little. “Can I
see you—for a minute, please?”

“Certainly,” Flame answered. ‘“But not
here. Come on inside.”

“I don’t want—nobody to see. ...’

“Nobody will see you,” Flame said.
“Come along.”

He opened the wide front door and went
into the warm antiseptic-smelling waiting
room. The steps creaked outside, and then
a woman slipped through the door and
shut it quickly.

Flame ran his fingers lightly around
the window to make sure the black-out
curtains were tight and then snapped on
the drop-light over the big center table.

His woman visitor was middle-aged and
stocky, and she wore a long black coat
that fitted her badly. It looked like a
hand-me-down and her hat did, too. Her
heavy-jawed face was blue with cold, and
she was shivering.

i
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Flame opened the medicine cabinet and
poured a jigger of brandy.

“Drink this,” he ordered. “Why did
you wait out in the cold, especially when
there’s an air raid warning on? This office
is never locked.”

The woman’s teeth chattered on the rim
of the glass. “I didn’t want nobody to
see. . . .” She drank the brandy and
coughed.

Flame pointed to a chair. “Sit down.”

T HE brandy brought a little flush of

warmth to the woman’s cheek. “I
ain’t going to tell you my name.”

“I don’t care what your name is,” said
Flame. “Why did you want to see me?”’

“It ain’t for me. It—it’s a friend.”

“Well, where is the friend ?”

The woman’s throat muscles moved as
she swallowed. “Do you know anything
about people’s brains? About people that
are—crazy ?”’

“A little,” said Flame.

“Do you know what it is when a person
thinks other people are after her, trying to
hurt her all the time?”

“It might be several things,” Flame
said, watching her narrowly. “It could be
paranoia.”

“Yes!” said the woman, nodding in re-
lief. “That’s it. That’s what they say.
Could you tell if a person had that?”

“Probably,” said Flame. ‘“But not with-
out seeing the person.”

The woman leaned forward tensely.
“Would you go with me—not knowin’
me or anything—and see a person like
that?”

“Can’t you bring the person here?”
Flame asked.

She shook her head quickly and desper-
ately. “No! They’re tryin’ to find her and
take her back, and her so young and pretty
and scared. They nearly caught me—"

“They?” Flame repeated. “Who are
they ?”

She shook her head mutely. “I can'’t tell
you. People—ones that live around here
—told me you was a smart doctor and a
kind one and that you wasn’t afraid of
nobody. Will you go with me?”

“Surely,” said Flame.

“Even if—if someone was to try to stop
you?”’

Flame picked up his coat. “We’ll worry

about that when it happens,”” he answered.

“Wait,” said the woman. “Just one
thing I want to ask first. If people were
really tryin’ to persecute this person, then
she wouldn’t be crazy because she thought
that, would she ?”’

Flame said: “Certainly not.”

“I knew,” the woman whispered. “I
knew it. She’s not crazy at all. They're
makin’ it up!”

“Better wait until I see her,” Flame ad-
vised. “Shall we go?”

“If we could go out the back way. . . .
They was watchin’ for me awhile ago. . . .”

“Let them watch,” said Flame. “If they
try to stop me when I’'m on my way to a
patient, they’ll wish they hadn’t, whoever
they are.”

“No!” the woman begged breathlessly.
“You don’t know what . . . Please! The
back way!”

Flame shrugged. “All right. Follow
me; =2

& o &+
T HERE are degrees of degradation

even in the slums, and the blocks

back of Trailer Street touched the
bottom. The buildings were age-warped
monstrosities and the streets were always
slick from water that crept up like a slug-
gish animal behind the mills. Fog moved
in snaky tentacles close over the sagging
rooves.

The very air was chill with a nameless
life of its own and Doctor Flame, hurrying
along behind the woman, felt a deep stir-
ring pity for the miserable people who
lived here.

“Wait,” said the woman.

Flame couldn’t see her in the gloom,
but he could hear the labored rasp of her
breathing. He sensed that she was listen-
ing with a terrible intensity.

“There’s no one here,” he said.

They crossed the black street and en-
tered a narrow passageway that seemed
to open up mysteriously. Flame felt the
close press of walls on either side, and he
stumbled in a puddle that sloshed icy water
over his shoes.

“Here,” said the woman.

A key clinked in a lock, and hinges
creaked.

“It’s a little hall,” the woman explained.



DOCTOR FLAME’S MURDER BLACK-OUT

17

She tugged at Flame’s sleeve, and he
stepped up and inside. It was scarcely
warmer here than outside and almost as
dark, but there was a slit of light showing
under a door.

“It’s Bessie,” the woman called in a
low voice. “I'm back with the doctor.
Don’t be afraid, dear.” :

A key clinked again. The door swung
back slowly. The woman screamed, crazi-
ly.
The room was brightly lighted, and a
wood stove gleamed warm against one
wall. There were two straight chairs and
a sagging table, and an iron cot in the
corner.

A man was lying half-under the cot, his
skinny legs twisted grotesquely. Blood
showed on the front of his gray flannel
shirt. He was an elderly man with scanty
white hair, and his mouth was open.

Flame started forward, and in the same
second he sensed movement in the hall be-
hind him. Before he could check turn,
he was struck hard in the middle of the
back, and shoved.

He stumbled into the little room. The
woman started to scream once more, and
the sound was clipped off in mid-note.

Flame caught himself and whirled
around. He was just in time to catch a
glimpse of a tall man with a sharp face.
The tall man had his arm around the
woman, holding her, pulling her backward,
and his gloved left hand covered her
mouth. Her eyes bulged in terror.

Before Flame could move the door slam-
med in his face, the lock clicked. A voice
gave some quick order in the hall, and the
outer door banged shut.

It was characteristic of Flame not to
shout useless pleas or threats or pound on
the door. He stood rigid for a second,
breathing hard, listening. Then he turned
and dropped on one knee beside the body.

There was no need for a doctor here.
The gash across the man’s skinny throat
had sliced deep. The man had died quick-

ly.
I I \LAME stood up and strode over to

the one window, pulled away the

ragged blanket that served as a
black-out curtain. The sash was nailed
shut and there were heavy boards behind
the glass.

He looked at the rest of the room. It
was pitiably barren of all personal touches.
It had none of the small things that even
the poorest people carry with them to
make a semblance of home. A tall box at
one side served for a clothes closet, and
there was nothing in it but one soiled uni-
form-like dress made of stiff-starched
blue cloth.

He went back to the door and listened
with his ear against the panel. There was
no sound from outside. He opened his
satchel, took out a small scalpel and a pair
of thin-necked forceps.

Very gently he pushed the forceps into
the key-hole. As he had thought, his
captors hadn’t taken the time to remove
the key. He caught its nub deftly with the
forceps and turned it. The lock clicked
softly.

He dropped the forceps in his pocket
and stepped back, holding the scalpel,
ready to slash anyone who opened the
door. No one did.

After a moment, Flame opened it. The
hall was empty. He picked up his bag and
went into the dark alley.

He still held the scalpel as he stood for
a full minute on the soggy door-step listen-
ing.

Dropping the scalpel carelessly into his
pocket, he found a match and struck it.
The yellow light made shadows dance in
jittering malignance.

Flame leaned down, shading the match.
The mud in front of the step was smeared
by many feet. Still stooping, Flame
moved along the passage-way.

He found what he was seeking then.
Small foot-prints that would have fitted
easily on the palm of his hand. They didn’t
belong to the woman who had brought
him here, or to any man. They had been
made by small high heels and a wedge-
shaped sole,

Flame straightened up and blew out
the match. He was tense standing there in-
the darkness, uneasy with a chill of fore-
boding. The woman who had brought him
here hadn’t lied. There had been a girl
waiting—a girl who was thought to be
mad and ywho had gone away leaving
death behind her. Flame didn’t yet under-
stand the other things that had happened,
but he understood madness, and he knew
its danger.
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CHAPTER THREE
Mad Girl at Large

LAME was back in his own neigh-
borhood. He had come up Trailer
Street and across Delancy past the
now blacked-out Green Clover. He turned
into the street where he lived. There was
nothing moving in the darkness, save for
Flame, until a voice shouted at him shrilly:

“Hi, there—Doctor Flame! Wait!”

Running foot-steps made a quick thud-
thud-thud on the pavement, and a small
bundled figure bobbed across the street
and pulled to a stop in front of him.

“Hi! I was waitin’ for you.”

He was a boy ten or eleven years in
plaid macinaw and knitted cap.

“You shouldn’t be out during a black-
out,” Flame said. “What’s your name?”

“T was just goin’ home from deliverin’
my papers. I'm Harry Harkness. My dad
runs the Fourth Avenue Precinct Club.
You know him—ward captain for this dis-
trict.

“Oh, yes,” said Flame. “Limey Hark-
ness.”

“His real name is John,” the boy said
quickly. “They just call him Limey ’cause
he was born in London.”

Flame said, “What can I do for you,
Harry?”

“There’s a crazy dame wants to see
you.”

‘(What?,’

Harry Harkness stamped his feet. “Gee,
it’s cold. I told her to wait in your office.
I told her you never locked the door. But
she’s crazy. She gave me a dollar to watch
for you.”

“What do you mean, crazy ?”

“Oh, you know, like all dames. Bawlin’
and takin’ on. Dames make me sick.”

“Where is she?” Flame asked.

“Waitin’ in that little alley that goes
back to old Moe’s junk-yard. I told her
that was a dumb place to wait, but dame’s
are nuts.”

“Take me to her!” Flame ordered.

Harry Harkness led the way down the
block and around the corner.

“Right over there,” he said.

The alley-mouth was a pit-black square
bordered by the buildings. Flame slowed
to a casual walk.

“I don’t see anyone,” he said.

“I don’t neither,” Harry Harkness ad-
mitted. “She’s probably hidin’.” He cup-
ped his hands and shouted. “Hey! Hey,
you! Here’s Doctor Flame!”

The wind whisked his words away, and
there was no answer, no stir of life from
the alley. Harry Harkness plunged into
it unhesitatingly.

“Hey! Where are you, dopey ?”

Flame went after him. “Wait, Harry!
Come back here!”

Harry’s voice came out of the darkness.
“She ain’t here at all. She paid me to
watch for you and then she beats it!
Ain’t that like a dame?”

He blundered back toward Flame, who
caught him by one arm and steered him
out into the lesser darkness of the street.

“Are you sure she’s not there?” he
asked.

“Yup,” said Harry. “There ain’t no
place to hide in there. I felt all around.”

“Could she go out the other end ?”

“Nope. Old Moe’s got a gate there.
He keeps it locked. It’s got barbed wire
on it. I can’t climb it, so no dame could.”

Blue head-lights turned the corner
above, and a car slid down the street. It
flowed past them, and then suddenly
halted.

“Gee!” said Harry Harkness. “Cops!”

HE car was a new gray sedan, with

police insignia painted on the doors.

It backed rapidly until it was even
with Doctor Flame and Harry. A man
opened the door and slid out from under
the wheel.

“Gee!” Harry Harkness repeated. “It’s
that old sour-puss, Inspector Conniston!”

Conniston was a tall man, erect and
square-shouldered. His eyes were a cyni-
cal blue. He was wearing a dark tailored
top-coat and a dark hat.

“I want to see you, Flame,” he said in
his clipped speech. “I was on my way to
your office.”

“I want to see you, too,” said Flame.

“Yes,” said Conniston. “I can imagine.
Were you down on the Flats back of
Trailer Street about a half-hour ago?
Don’t lie—"

“I was there.”

“Damn you, Flame,” Conniston said
irritably. “You can get into more trouble
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than any other six people I know. Don’t
you have any regard for your friends?
Don’t I have enough worry keeping this
lousy district in line without you going
around stirring things up ?”’

“You’ll manage,” Flame said, smiling.

“No thanks to you,” Conniston snap-
ped. “T’ll be damned if I can understand
why you ever came to this rat-hole, but
I'm tired of arguing about that.”

“Have you heard any news?”

“No. The police are still on precaution-
ary status. What were you doing down
in Feegan’s Lane?”

“How did you know I was there?”
Flame asked curiously.

Conniston made a stiff gesture. “Some
stool-pigeon said Doctor Flame was
locked in a room with a murdered man.
We found the corpse, all right, but not
you.”

“Who was the victim?”’

“Name of Simpson. A bum. He lived
up-stairs over the room where he was
found. He was sort of the agent for that
tenement. He had a record as a drunk, but
he’d never been pinched for anything more
serious than that. What do you know
about him?”

“Not as much as I'd like to,” Flame
answered. “I really did want to see you. I
was on my to my office to call you. I
wanted to talk to you before you did any-
thing. But since then there’s been a new
development. Harry tells me that—where
did he go?”

Conniston said, “The kid? Oh, he ran
off like a rabbit when he spotted me. All
the kids in this district do that. You'd
think I had small-pox. What is this one’s
name?”’

“Harry Harkness. His father is Limey
Harkness.”

“That slick little blabber-mouth. I'd
like to put him where he belongs, and one
of these days I will.”

“I've always heard he was reasonably
honest.”

“He’s a politician,” Conniston said flat-
ly. “All politicians are lice.”

Flame chuckled. “You hate almost
everybody, don’t you?”’

“Yes,” said Conniston. “And so would
you if you were a cop. Now tell me about
Simpson.”

Flame explained about the woman who

had come to see him; about her friend
who was supposed to be insane, and about
his trip to the Flats.

ONNISTON listened. “So,” he
C said quietly. “A nice dish you've

cooked up. A homicidal maniac
loose. If that gets out it’'ll set this place
off like a time bomb.”

“Homicidal mania is a much rarer
form of insanity than people think,” Flame
said.

“Not rare enough for me. I can figure
out what happened easily enough, even if
you can’t. This dippy dame escaped from
wherever she was locked up and got this
other dame—the one called Bessie—to
hide her. Old Simpson got to prowling
around to see what was going on, and the
crazy one slit his throat. And she’s still
loose with what-ever she used.”

“A razor, I think,” Flame observed.

“That’s dandy. Why didn’t you stay
down in the Flats? Or phone me right
away?”

“I wanted to talk to you personally first.
I didn't want you to throw out a drag net
for this girl.”

Conniston stared at him. “Why not?”

Flame frowned absently. “I haven’t
seen the girl. I was guessing from the
barest sort of description of her symptoms,
but paranoia is a most dangerous mental
disease. Paranoiacs see the devil's face
everywhere they look. Everyone seems
to be threatening them. If this girl has
such tendencies, the police will drive her
completely mad. The results might be
worse than you think. She might slash at
anyone she sees.”

Conniston swallowed. “You mean she
might run amok ?”’

“Something like that.”

Conniston cursed to himself. “And I
have to look for her during a sample black-
out that’s liable to turn real any ‘minute!”

Flame said: “I think you were right
about one thing. She was locked up some-
where and escaped. Someone was looking
for her—someone Bessie feared. Find out
where she was locked up and who she is.
If she is a paranoiac, she must have been
under the care of a doctor. Find him.”

“How?”” Conniston demanded.

Flame shrugged. “I don’t know.”

“That helps,” said Conniston. He stood
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still, chewing on his upper lip. “All right.
But if I don’t turn something up soon, I'm
going to throw a drag-net around this
whole district—black-out or not—and
search it from rat-hole to rat-hole!”

He got in his car and slammed the door.

L ] L ] *

HE instant that Flame entered his
office, he knew that at least a part
of his quest was ended. The girl
was there. The office was dark. He could
not see her, but he could feel her presence.
She was watching him, like a cornered
animal, with a horrible strained intensity.

Flame moved carefully. He made no at-
tempt to turn on the light. He shut the
door behind him and leaned against it.
She was on the far side of the center table.
A floor board creaked there.

Flame said quietly : “Would you rather
we’d talk in the dark?”

He could hear her breathing—quick
shallow gasps that filled the darkness with
terror. He waited patiently, not moving,
and then her voice came in a hoarse whis-
per:

“If you try to keep me here, I'll kill
you.”

“I don’t blame vou,” said Flame.

“I can do it. I've got a razor.”

“Yes,” said Flame gently. “Keep it in
your hand. Then if I come near you, you
can kill me.”

Her breathing quieted. Flame could see
her vaguely now—a dark shadow beyond
the table.

“Everyone—even that little boy—said
you could be trusted. Will you promise
to let me go when I want to?”

“I promise,” said Flame.

“Turn on the light.”

Flame flipped the switch, and they were
looking at each other. She was very small,
and her face was a white oval with small
perfect features that were haggard. Her
eyes were a luminous black. She was wear-
ing a black tailored coat, and a blue scarf
around her hair.

“Hello,” said Flame, smiling.

She moved her right hand, and the ob-
long blade of a razor shimmered. “Stay
where you are.”

“I will,” said Flame.

She relaxed some. “Will you help me?”

“Yes,” said Flame.

“Will you give me some money ?”’

“You’re welcome to what I have. It’s in
my wallet in my inside coat pocket. Can
I take it out?”

She leaned forward. “Yes.”

Flame took out his battered wallet. He
found three crumpled bills in it—Papa
Rizzio’s contribution from the family
sugar bowl. A five and two ones. He put
them on the table carefully and stepped
back.

The girl swept them up in her left hand.
“T’ll pay you sometime. I have to have it
now to get out of this district before the
black-out lifts. I can’t hide here. Everyone
stares at me and watches me—everyone
I meet.”

“Of course,” said Flame.

Her eyes gleamed. “Why? Why should
they ?”

I i\LAME looked surprised. “Your

clothes. That coat must have cost a

hundred and fifty dollars and the
scarf twent-five. People don’t see things
like that down here.”

“Oh,” said the girl. “I didn’t realize.
That is true, isn’t it?”’ Her face tightened.
“I've got to go. They’ll find me.”

“It is dangerous,” Flame agreed in a
worried tone. “You’d better go now.”

“You—you're really going to let me
go?,’

“Why, yes,” Flame said. “Use that
side door back of you. No one will see
you from the street.”

“Can I come back later?”

“Oh, no,” Flame said quickly. “They
might see you. You find a safe place to
hide and then call me. I'll come to you.”

“Thank you,” the girl said breathless-
ly.
She slid out the side door like a wraith,
never taking her eyes from him until the
door closed. Flame stood listening for a
moment and then sighed deeply. He took
off his broad-brimmed hat. There was a
sheen of perspiration on his bulging fore-
head.

He had just made a decision no lesser
man would have faced for a second. He
had used his judgment in a gamble that -
made him shiver. If he lost, he would have
to pay the reckoning. It would be a terrible
one,
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Behind him the door-bell split the
silence with a sudden shrill clamor. He
opened the door, expecting to see almost
anything in the world except the dandified
little man who faced him, standing erect
with his carefully brushed derby canted
over one arm and his slick blond hair
gleaming.

“Good evening, Doctor,” said the little
man in a faintly English voice. “It’s
Limey Harkness, at your service. I've a
specimen here that I think might interest
you.”

“Someone sick ?”’

“He isn’t—yet,” said Limey Harkness.
He turned his head. “Bring him up.”

Feet scuffled on the stairs. Somebody
grunted heavily and someone else whimp-
ered a little. Limey Harkness stepped
neatly aside, and a man stumbled into the
room and fell into the wall.

CHAPTER FOUR

Doctor of Damnation

I \ LAME caught a glimpse of the men

who had shoved him. There were

two of them—big and heavy-shoul-
dered, one with a flattened nose. Then
Limey Harkness said :

“Wait there, boys.” He shut the door.
“Now here it is, Doctor. A low fellow
by the name of Stevane.”

Stevane was a miserable speciman even
for the slums, dirty inside and out. His
face must have been pale enough normal-
ly, but now it was as white as paper. One
sleeve of his ragged coat had been ripped
out. He had no hat, and his colorless hair
stuck up in clumps. He was crying.

“What’s the mater with him?” Flame
asked.

“He's a dirty copper’s nark,” said
Limey Harkness. “A stool pigeon.”

“No!” Stevane whimpered. “I'd
never—"’

“Quiet,” said Limey Harkness. “You'll
speak when you're asked. My boy Harry
is a smart one, Doctor. He heard what
Conniston said to you about someone tip-
ping the cops off to you, and he came and
told me. So some of the boys went out to
knock on a few doors. Sure enough, they
were soon talking to Mr. Stevane. He’s
the one who called copper on you, Doctor.
Aren’t you, Stevane? Speak up and an-
swer right.”

Stevane gulped. “Yes.”

Limey Harkness smiled at him. {That’s
nice, Stavane. Now tell the doctor how
much you wish you hadn’t done it.”

Stevane stared at Flame with horribly
bulging eyes. “Honest, I never meant—
I never thought it'd make any trouble for
you— Please don’t—don’t let ’em—"

Flame made a little distasteful gesture.
“Never mind that. I don’t care what you
did, but why did you do it?”

“Don'’t lie, Stevane,” said Limey Hark-
ness. “You wouldn’t want to go where
you're goin’ with a lie in your mouth.”

Stevane strangled a terrified sob. “It
was a fella by the name of Troop. He used
to be a detective—loft squad. They caught
him pointin’ jobs for some of the boys that
knock over fur vaults, and they booted him
off the force. He—he knows plenty about
me. He could send me away—"

“And don’t you wish you were safe in
jail?” Limey Harkness asked casually.
“Instead of here with me? Keep right on
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talking, my dear fellow. Go right ahead.”

Stevane’s voice was a breathless
mumble. “Troop said I hadda help him
find a dame. She was down here some-
where, livin’ here. Name of Bessie Rainey.
He had it narrowed down. She was livin’
in the Flats. He’d seen her comin’ out of
there and almost caught her, but she got
away. He said he’d pay me fifty bucks if
I’d find her, and if I didn’t—"

“So you found her,” said Limey Hark-
ness. “Get on with it.”

Stevane nodded stiffly. “Old Simpson
was one of the guys I thought of first. I
knew he picked up side-money hidin’ out
fellas that was hot. I took Troop over
there and—and—"

“Yes?” said Limey Harkness gently.
“And ?)’

“T never did it,” Stevane said with a
sort of numb desperation. “I never—
never—"’

“Troop did it, then,” said Limey Hark-
ness.

Stevane’s dry lips opened and shut.
llY‘eS !?’

“You're a liar,” said Limey Harkness,
and reached for the door knob.

“Yes!” Stevane shouted in sudden fran-
tic terror. “I mean no! Troop didn’t do
it! But neither did I! Honest—I never
did! I couldn’t find old Simpson. I went
around to the back and looked for him,
and the door was open, and there he was
on the floor with his mouth open. . . .”

“Never mind all that,” said Limey
Harkness. “The doctor and I have seen
quite a few dead ones and expect to see
a few more before we get through. What
did you do?”

“I shut the door. I was scared an air
raid warden would spot the light. I went
back to the car....”

“Car?” said Limey Harkness softly.
“During a black-out? Whose car?”

“Troop’s,” said Stevane.

“No,” said Limey Harkness.
“Whose?”’

Stevane moistened his lips. “Troop told
me it was his.”

IMEY HARKNESS smiled again.
“Maybe you think I’'m joking, Ste-
vane. Troop probably did tell you
the car was his, but you know it had to
have special permission to drive around

during a black-out. They don’t hand out
permission to people like Troop. You're
the kind that would snoop around a bit.
Whose car was it, Stevane? You answer
that—now.”

“You got to give me a chance. If Troop
finds out that I—"

“Why, you fool,” said Limey Harkness.
“You poor fool. Are you more afraid of
Troop than of me? Why then, just say
good-by to the doctor, and we’ll be on
our way.”

Stevane’s whole scrawny body began to
shake uncontrollably. “No, no, no! You
can’t—you wouldn’t— It was a fat guy by
the name of Doctor Ogelthorpe!”

“Are you sure that was the name?”
Flame asked.

“Yes,” Stevane whispered. ‘“Let me out
of here. I don’t know nothin’ more, I
swear it. I only called in after Troop grab-
bed the old dame because he said he’d turn
me up for the job unless I peached on Doc-
tor Flame.”

Limey Harkness looked at Flame and
raised his eyebrows in polite inquiry.

“Let him go,” said Flame.

Stevane mumbled thanks in a blubber-
ing breathless voice, watching Limey
Harkness like a rabbit watches a snake.

Limey Harkness opened the door. “Let
him go, boys.”

Stevane ducked out through the door.
Limey Harkness shut the door softly.

“Not nice to think about, Doctor. I
mean, people as low as that. There aren’t
many of them about, and now there’ll be
one less. Tomorrow everyone will know
he called the cops on you. If he ever
shows his face around here again, he’ll
be smashed like a bug in two minutes flat.
This Troop, now. I don’t know who he
is or who his doctor friend is or what
they are to you, but I could have them
looked up if you wish.”

“No, thank you,”” Flame said.

“Then if there’s nothing else, I'll be
running along.” Limey Harkness put his
derby on carefully and straightened the
front of his neat overcoat with two quick
deft hand-pats. He was still smiling in his
casually incurious way.

“Good night, Doctor,” he said. “I trust
I'll have the pleasure of seeing you—"

“Wait,” said Flame. “I haven’t thanked
you_,)
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“That’s not necessary. That’s how I get
out the votes.”

Flame smiled. “Did you do all this just
to get me to vote for the candidates you
back ?”’

“No,” said Limey Harkness. “I did it
so other people would. You have a great
influence in this district.”

“Wait,” Flame repeated. “Aren’t you—
curious about all this?”

“No,” said Limey Harkness. “I'm
never curious.” He nodded courteously
and slipped out the door.

Flame shook his head absently. The
queer and devious ways that the slum
people took to serve him had surprised him
a good many times in the past, and this
was another instance in the long line of
them. He had a great many other danger-
ously pressing things to consider now. He
located a state medical directory and began
to leaf through it.

+* & +*

HE cab drew up at the quiet inter-

section and slowed as the driver felt

for the curb. He set the hand-brake
and looked over his shoulder.

“This is about the best I can do. I can’t
look for house numbers without usin’ my
spot, and they’d have my license in ten
seconds if I tried that during a black-out.
The place should be on the left side of the
street up about a half-block.”

“This is fine,” Flame told him. He
signed his name and emergency permit
number in the driver’s call book. “I'm
sorry I haven’t any change.”

“I wouldn’t take no dough from you,”
said the driver. “You want I should
wait ?”

“No, thanks,” said Flame.

He got out, carrying his medical satchel,
and the cab puttered away in the darkness.
This was the exclusive residential section
north of the city. The air felt clean and
tingled in Flame’s nostrils. Even the stars
were closer and brighter. There were no
other lights anywhere.

Flame stepped across to the sidewalk,
and then a voice said: “One moment,
please.”

Flame stopped. Feet scuffed on cement.
and then a dimmed flash-light outlined the
faint bulk of the man holding it.

“Air raid warden,” he said, coming
closer. “May I ask where you're going?”’

“To Twelve-twenty-two Teakley
Place,” Flame answered. “I'm a doctor.
Here’s my emergency permit.”

“Thank you. That’s the Blaine house.
T’ll take you there.”

Flame said: “I was looking for a Doc-
tor Ogelthorpe.”

“Yes. He lives at the Blaine house.
This way. Be careful. The curb is high
here.”

“Have you heard any news about the
air raid?”’ Flame asked.

“NO,”

Flame chuckled. “How many times are
you asked that during a raid ?”

“Seven thousand on the average,” said
the warden. “Of course, we haven’t had
many black-outs here as yet and people
aren’t used to them. They’re doing all
right, though. This hedge circles the
Blaine house.”

HE hedge was like a dark wall
close against the edge of the side-
walk, high and thick, its dried
leaves rustling a little in the dead silence.
The warden flicked on his dimmed light.
“This is the gate. The front entrance is
straight down the path. Do you want me
to take you to the door?”
“No, thanks,” said Flame.
“Good-night, then.”

His feet clicked away, and Flame
pushed the wrought iron gate open and
felt his way along the flagged walk toward
the house that loomed huge and ghost-like
before him. He stumbled against broad
steps and then went across the width of a
porch and groped until he found a bell.

The door opened instantly, and Flame
slipped through it. He was dazzled for a
moment by the bright lights in the high-
arched hall. He shut the door, blinking at
the man in front of him.

HE man had stepped back in sur-

prise, and now he was staring at

Flame with impersonal curiosity.

He was enormous, fat without looseness,

and his face was a pallid circle with eyes

that were like black beads. His hands were

disproportionately small and delicate, and
he wore tiny patent leather shoes.
“Who are you?” he demanded.
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“My name is Flame,” Flame said. “I'm
a doctor.”:

The beady eyes sharpened a little.
“Doctor Flame? I don’t think I know that
name.”

“Yours is Ogelthorpe, isn’t it?”

“Yes. What of it?”

“I have something to say to you.”

Ogelthorpe’s tight lips moved in a dis-
dainful smile. “I don’t think I'd be inter-
ested, Doctor—ah—Flame. I have a pa-
tient here who requires undisturbed rest.
The air raid warning has disturbed her
enough as it is. I'll ask you to leave this
house.”

“I'm not going,” said Flame, “until
I learn a little more about your patient.
Where is she?”

“In her bedroom, of course. She’s very
weak. What business is it of yours?”

“I’ve made it mine. What’s her name ?”

“Mrs. Turnbell Blaine. This is her
home.”

Flame said: “The medical directory
gives this as your address and doesn’t list
you as having an office.”

“I live here,” said Ogelthorpe in a
coldly patient voice. “I am not engaged
in general practice. Caring for Mrs. Blaine
takes a great deal of my time. I don’t
think you have any authority to question
me, and again I'll ask you to leave.”

“Not yet,” said Flame. “What is the
matter with Mrs. Blaine?”

“Nothing but age and a recurrent heart
condition.”

“Age?” said Flame, puzzled.

Ogelthorpe nodded. “Yes. Mrs. Blaine
is seventy-seven years old.”

“I don’t believe you,” said Flame.

Ogelthorpe moved his massive shoul-
ders. “That’s your privelege. Inquire at
any of the neighbors, if you wish. They
all know Mrs. Blaine. She has lived here
most of her life. Your insolence has
aroused my curiosity, Doctor Flame. Just
what is the point of this questioning ?”’

Flame watched him. “You employ a
man named Troop.”

“No, I don’t,” said Ogelthorpe bland-
1

yFlaume tried a shot in the dark. “You
were seen in his company tonight in the
slums.”

“The slums,” Ogelthorpe repeated, rais-
ing his eyebrows lightly. “I see. You're

‘my medicine!

from there. That accounts for your rather
—ah—peculiar costume. I wasn’t seen
there tonight in the company of anyone,
because I've never been there in my life.
This questioning is quite pointless, Doctor
Flame. I can prove the truth of everything
I have told you, and I will do it if I'm
asked by the proper authorities. I think
you’d better go back where you came from.
Perhaps the black-out has made you a
little hysterical.”

“A man Simpson was murdered to-
night,” Flame told him.

“How very interesting,” said Ogel-
thorpe. “Are you leaving ?”’ He stood im-
movable, watching Flame contemptuously,
and there was no break in the smooth wall
of his self-assurance.

CHAPTER FIVE
Killer’s Best Play

LAME stared back. The whole

pattern that he had reasoned out of

the events and the queerly dark
hints that he had seen and heard this
night was breaking up. Ogelthorpe was
too sure. He probably could prove what
he said, and it so, Flame had been wrong
alt along.

A squeaky voice shrilled suddenly:
“Who’s that you're talking to, Doctor
Ogelthorpe ?”

Ogelthorpe whirled around, sure in his
movements despite of his bulk. “Mrs
Blaine! You shouldn’t be up!”

She was half-way down the long wide
sweep of the stair-case—a grotesquely
shrunken little figure with her scanty white
hair frizzed up and fastened in metal curl-
ers, dressed in a pink robe with the white
of a long nightgown showing below it.
She was grasping the stair railing with
claw-like hands, and her head jerked in
little bird-like motions.

“I shouldn’t be up!”’ she echoed trium-
phantly. “But I am, I am! And that fat
old nurse is down! Because I gave her
And now she’s snoring
with her mouth open. I stuck her with
a pin and she didn’t budge!”

“Rather strong medicine to give an old
lady with a heart condition,” Flame ob-
served.

Ogelthorpe’s beady eyes flicked toward
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him. “Nothing but a very mild sedative—
entirely harmless. The old lady is affected
with senile dementia. She exaggerates.”

“What’s that?” Mrs. Blaine shrilled.
“What's that you're saying about me?”
She came on down the steps, swaying
jerkily, holding on to the railing. “Where
are all the servants, that’s what I want to
know!”’

“This is their night off, Mrs. Blaine,”
Ogelthorpe said smoothly.

“Night off!”” she echoed angrily. “’Tis
not! This is Tuesday! Their night off is
Thursday!”

“I told them they could go tonight,”
Ogelthorpe said. “You must go back to
bed, Mrs. Blaine.”

“You told them they could go tonight?
Why?”

“Yes,” said Flame. “Why?”

Ogelthorpe turned toward him. “I'm
telling you for the last time, Doctor Flame.
Get out of here.” He didn’t raise his voice,
but there was danger in its tone.

“No, you don’t!” said Mrs. Blaine.
“Oh, no, you don’t, Doctor Ogelthorpe!
This is my house, and I want to know
what that funny little fellow is doing in it.
Who is he?”

“His name is Flame,” Ogelthorpe
snapped. “He’s a quack doctor from the
slums.”

“Quack,” Mrs. Blaine repeated, peer-
ing eagerly. “A quack, eh? He doesn’t
look like a quack to me. If he was a quack
he’d be dressed better—like you, Doctor
Ogelthorpe.”

“That’s enough!” Ogelthorpe said. “I
am going to take you back to bed.”

“No! Not until I see Elinor.”

“She’s asleep. You can’t see her.”

“Oh, yes I can!” Mrs. Blaine said
defiantly. “I won’t wake her up, but I'm
going to see her! I've got a feeling you're
hiding something from me!”

Flame’s deep-set eyes were gleaming.
“Who is Elinor, Mrs. Blaine?”” he asked.

“She’s my grand-daughter. What busi-
ness is it of yours?”

“I think she’s a patient of mine,’
Flame.

HE silence congealed in the hall,

and even Mrs. Blaine seemed to feel

it. She drew her robe closer around
her skinny throat.

b

said

“Damn you,” said Ogelthorpe. “Now
you've done it. It’s your responsibility.”

“T’ll take it,” said Flame. “Let’s look
at your grand-daughter, Mrs. Blaine.”

Mrs. Blaine looked old and tired and
very confused. “She’s sick. Her mind’s
sick.”

“Yes,” said Flame.
look at her.”

“All right then, damn you,” said Ogel-
thorpe. “If you must have it. Elinor is a
dangerous paranoiac. I've been keeping
here here at home—under my care—in-
stead of sending her to an asylum where
she belongs because I wanted to save the
Blaine family from any scandal.”

“Elinor—Elinor wouldn’t harm any-
body,” Mrs. Blaine protested weakly.

“Oh, wouldn’t she?” Ogelthorpe said
brutally. “Well, she escaped tonight and
killed a man down in the slums. Cut his
throat. That’s what brought this little
quack down on us. I was trying to save
you from the shock of knowing that, and
I would have if he’d minded his own busi-
ness.”

Mrs. Blaine swayed. “Killed—killed—"

“Yes!” said Ogelthorpe. “I told you
she was dangerous. I warned you. It's
your fault. You hired that damned old
Bessie, that came around begging at the
door. T told you not to. She helped Eli-
nor escape.”

Mrs. Blaine stared at him, her withered
lips working silently. She finally forced
words out:

“Where—where is Elinor ?”

Ogelthorpe spread his small hands,
palms up-ward. “I don’t know! Bessie
helped her to hide in the slums. I searched
everywhere down there for her. I found
Bessie, but Elinor got away again—after
she’d murdered a man. You didn’t want
any scandal, did you? Well, you'll have
plenty now.”

Mrs. Blaine clutched at the bannister
frantically. “They’ll—arrest. . ..”

“They certainly will,” Ogelthorpe
agreed. “They’ll arrest Elinor now and
put her away in the State Asylum for the
rest of her life.”

“I'm not so sure of that,” said Flame.

“What?” Ogelthorpe said blankly.

Flame said: “Mrs. Blaine, your grand-
daughter is not a paranoiac. She is not
insane in any ordinary sense of the word.

“Let me have a
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She is suffering from a severe case of hys-
teria exaggerated by narcotics and other—
treatments Doctor Ogelthorpe has given
her.”

Ogelthorpe’s thick lips curled. “And
what do you know about paranoia ?”

“Quite a lot,”” said Flame candidly. “An
article I wrote about it is required reading
in ten medical colleges.”

Ogelthorpe’s pallid face went a shade
whiter, but he didn’t lose control of him-
self. “Perhaps that’s true, but you don’t
know anything about Elinor. You’ve never
seen her.”

“Yes, I have,” said Flame. “I examined
her. I say now—and I’ll swear it—that
she’s not a paranoiac or any other kind
of a maniac and never was and that any
signs of mental uncertainty she may ex-
hibit are the results of your treatments.”

“You—saw her?” said Ogelthorpe
slowly.

llYeS. »

“Where is she?”

“I don’t know.”

GELTHORPE watched him for

seconds and then shrugged his

shoulders with a fatalistic move-
ment. “Then we’ll have to do it this
way,” he said. He withdrew from his
coat pocket an automatic. ‘“Troop, come
here.”

The tall man with the sharp face step-
ped into view. He was carrying a Police
Positive.

“I told you,” he said. “He’s too smart
for us.”

Mrs. Blaine stumbled down the stairs.
“What is it? What are you doing?”

QOgelthorpe said, “Mrs. Blaine, this man
is a dangerous fake. He treated Elinor,
and now he thinks he can cash in on it
through blackmail. I'll see that he*doesn’t.
You must go to bed now. Take her up-
stairs, Troop.”

Mrs. Blaine struck weakly at Troop.
“No! No, I won’t go! He’s not a fake!
You are, yourself! You'll not hurt him, do
you hear? He’s to stay and tell me—"

“If you move, Doctor Flame,” said
Ogelthorpe, “I'll shoot. Believe me!”

Troop swung Mrs. Blaine’s small body
up easily in his arms and started up the
stairs. Mrs. Blaine cried out weakly again
and again, like a lost child.

“Make her swallow one of those tablets
in the green bottle in the bed stand
drawer, Troop,” Ogelthorpe ordered. He
had not lost his self-assurance, and as
Troop and Mrs. Blaine disappeared at the
top of the stairs and the child-like cries
died away, he nodded slowly at Flame.
“Things are clear to you now, I sup-
pose?”

“Yes,” said Flame. “It wasn’t a nice
story when I first caught a glimpse of it,
and it’s no nicer now. You worked your
way into the confidence of Mrs. Blaine.”

“Quite,” said Ogelthorpe.

“And then the grand-daughter inter-
ferred with you.”

“She came home from school,” Ogel-
thorpe said. “She didn’t trust me. Sur-
prising, isn’t it?”

“Not very,” said Flame. “You knew
she would undermine the old lady’s con-
fidence in you, so you went to work first.
You persuaded the old lady that Elinor
was insane and then provided proof
enough to convince her. An old lady made
miserable and a girl tortured until she has
almost lost faith in herself. You must feel
very proud of your accomplishments.”

“There’s no need for that,” Ogelthorpe
said flatly. “I was playing for higher
stakes than you could even conceive. The
old lady has almost five million dollars and
no near relatives except her grand-
daughter. I wanted just a piece of it at
first, and then I thought I might as well
have it all. Now I have. I'm the sole
executor of the estate. It’s all left for me
to manage for the benefit of poor Elinor
until she—oh—regains her sanity.”

LAME said evenly: “Mrs. Blaine
knows what you’ve done now. She’ll

change her will.”

“She won’t,” said Ogelthorpe. ‘“Be-
cause I'll see that she doesn’t. Even if she
did, I'd swear that she was mentally in-
competent to make a will. No doctor has
seen either her or Elinor for the last year.
It’s my word and my word alone. That
will be enough.”

“You're forgetting one doctor,” said
Flame.

“You?” said Ogelthorpe. “No, I'm
not.”

Troop came down the stairs. “The old
lady’s out like a light, and that dim-witted
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nurse is snorin’ like a flight of bombers.”

“Good,” said Ogelthorpe. “Now
you—""

From back in the darkness of the big
house there was the faint tinkle of break-
ing glass.

“That Bessie—" said Troop. “I tied
her—"

“Go back and see what happened!”
Ogelthorpe snapped. “Quickly! Doctor
Flame, do not move. I warn you.”

Troop ran back along the hall and
through the rear door. He was back in a
second, breathing hard.

“She’s gone! Bessie’'s gone! She
couldn’t have gotten loose herself—not the
way I tied her! The window’s broken
from the outside, and the ropes cut—"

Bessie can’t get far in this black-out. They
haven't any money or any place to go. We
will find them. And when we do, we'll
have that murdered man down in the
slums to hold over their heads. We'll
be better off than we were before!”

“Except for this guy,” said Troop.

“Yes,” Ogelthorpe agreed. “Except for
Flame. But you'll take care of him. You'll
make it look like Elinor. . . .”

Troop’s thin face looked cruelly trium-
phant. “Sure. But there’ll be no more of
this ‘sir’ stuff to you. There’ll be no more
orderin’ me around like I was your valet.
We're fifty-fifty after this.”

“Yes,” said Ogelthorpe. “Certainly.”

Troop grinned wolfishly. “I know what
you’re thinking, chum. I'm watching you.”
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9.

“With a razor,” said Flame, his voice

very low.
“Yeah,” said Troop. “They look like
they were....”

Ogelthorpe’s beady eyes gleamed. “How
did you guess that?”

“Elinor had a razor when I saw her,”
said Flame.

“Elinor had—"" Ogelthorpe stopped and
swallowed. “And you let her go—with
that? You criminal fool, she thinks she’s
insane! I've told her often enough that
she is! I've convinced her, and if her
mind has slipped. . . .”” He hesitated, bit-
ing his lips.

“This is gittin’ too fast for me,” Troop
said slowly.

Ogelthorpe was still glaring at Flame.
“Anything that happens. . . . If Elinor
harms anyone, it’s your fault! You'll be
done for!”

“So will you,” said Troop. “You can’t
buck this bird. He’s got more pull with
the police department than the mayor
has.”

“Shut up,” said Ogelthorpe, recover-
ing himself. “We’re all right. Elinor and

“Get Flame out of here,” Ogelthorpe
said.

Troop walked around behind Flame and
shoved his revolver hard against Flame's
back. “Feel that? It’s cocked. One jig-
gle from you, and she blows.”

Ogelthorpe’s voice was smooth and
thick again. “I'm very sorry, Doctor
Flame. I abhor violence. But it is neces-
sary now, and you were warned. If you
hadn’t meddled. . . .”

“March,” Troop ordered, pushing with
the revolver. “Out the back way. Get
moving.”

Flame walked steadily down the hall in
front of him and through the door op-
posite the one Troop had used before.
They went through a dining room with a
long table gleaming lustrously in its cen-
ter, through a narrow dim pantry and
into the spicy-smelling cleanliness of a
darkened kitchen.

The revolver still pressed warningly
against Flame’s back. “That door,” said
Troop. “Right ahead. Open it.”

“All right,” said Flame.

“You're a cool one,” Troop told him
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“Do vou think you'll get out of this? Do
you think you can buy me off 7 Not unless
you've got five million in your pocket,
you can’t. Oh, I've got that fat slob where
I want him now! I'll pay him back for a
few things I've taken! Don’t try to run
for it in the dark. You won’t get far.”

In pitch darkness they went across an
enclosed porch and down two flat steps to
a graveled walk.

“Straight back on the path,” said
Troop. “We're goin’ to the garage and
take a ride. The car’s got a doctor’s plate
on it, and we won't be stopped. If we do,
keep your mouth shut tight. We're goin’
back to your office.”

CHAPTER SIX

Who’s Crazy Now?

HE gravel crunched slightly under
their feet, and the squat low bulk

of the garage loomed ahead of them.
There was a sudden metallic slam and
clatter, and then a voice said angrily:

“Klogatz, will you kindly watch your
clumsy self and make less noise? I am
listening for enemy bombers.”

“You do not know enemy bombers,”
said Klogatz.

“You lie in your teeth,” said O’Phelan.
“I do so. They snore like an old sow. I
think there’s one up above now, and it’s
us that should be getting medals by the
dozen, Klogatz. Going on with our work
silently and bravely with our very lives
in danger.”

“Stand still!” Troop hissed in Flame’s
ear.

“Be quiet!” Klogatz said abruptly.
“There is someone close to us.”

“What ?’ said O'Phelan. “Where? Who
is it?”

Silence seemed to fold down over the
yard, and there was no noise at all until
O’Phelan’s voice sounded very close, just
at Flame’s left.

“Well, now. Here we are. Two of
them. A tall one and a short one.”

“Stand back!” Troop snapped. “This
is an emergency! We're taking the car
out of the garage!”

“Klogatz,” said O’Phelan. “Did you
hear that voice? I think I've heard it
before tonight. Let’s see.”

There was a snap and a flashlight,
shielded by O’Phelan’s palm, made a dim
red glow.

“Well, now,” said O’Phelan in a
pleased tone. “Will you look what we
have here, Klogatz?”

Troop jumped back and away from
Flame, his revolver gleaming dangerously.
“Stand back, you! I'm an officer, and
I'm arresting this man! Stand back or
T’ll shoot!”

“Did you hear that, Klogatz?”
O’Phelan asked. “You wouldn'’t interfere
with an officer in the pursuit of his duty,
would you?”

“Yes,” said Klogatz.

“Then do it!” said O’Phelan, and
snapped off his light.

Troop’s revolver made a blasting roar
of sound and a smeared powdery flash
in the darkness, and then there was the
sharp smack of flesh against flesh and a
thudding scrambling tangle on the ground.

O’Phelan touched Flame’s arm gently.
“’Tis nothing at all, Doctor. We had a
word with this fellow earlier, and we don’t
like him. He was chasing a woman, then.
It seems he’s a bit free with his gun. Klo-
gatz, do not kill him entirely just yet.
Did he hit you?”

“No,” said Klogatz. “Did he hurt the
Doctor?”

Flame drew a long deep breath. “Not
a bit. He would have, if it hadn’t been
for you two.”

“Is that so?” said O’Phelan. “Hit him
again, Klogatz.”

“It does no good,” said Klogatz. “He
is unconscious. Maybe his neck is broke.”

“We can always hope,” said O’Phelan.
“Now what is all this, Doctor, if you'll
tell us, please?”

Flame said: “This man and another
wormed their way into the confidence of
the old lady who owns the house back of
us. She had money and they wanted it.
When her grand-daughter tried to pro-
test, they pretended the girl was insane
and shut her up and kept her a prisoner.
Perhaps they even succeeded in driving
the girl mad. I don’t know yet.”

“A dirty business,” said O’Phelan. “An
old lady and a girl and these two crooks
after the money they could steal and lie
and cheat away. Maybe you’d best make
sure that one’s neck is broke, Klogatz.”
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“It is,” said Klogatz.

“Then we'll talk to the other one,” said
O’Phelan. “Come along.”

“No,” said Flame. “You don’t under-
stand. It's very dangerous. He’s des-
perate and he’s armed. . . .”

“So are we,” said O'Phelan. “Give
me that gun he was waving around, Klo-
gatz. Come along now, Doctor.”

HE three of them went back along

the path and across the back porch

into the quiet darkness of the
kitchen. They were half-way across it
when the pantry door burst open ahead
of them, and Ogelthorpe shouted:

“Troop, you fool! Why did you shoot?
You'll bring the air warden—"

Klogatz hit him from the side and spun
him around and knocked him into the wall
with a jar that shook the room. Ogel-
thorpe screamed as shrilly as a woman,
and then Klogatz said:

“I have his gun. His fingers are broke.”

Ogelthorpe’s cry stopped in mid-note,
but there was another scream above and
over it that went on higher and higher,
full of bubbling unending terror that was
beyond endurance.

“Bring him along!” Flame snapped.

He ran through the dining room and
along the hall, following the sound that
filled the house with its hysteria. His feet
drummed thunderously on the stairs, and
then he was in the upper hallway and
there was a lighted doorway bright ahead
of him.

It was a bedroom, soitly lighted and
furnished for the care of an invalid, with
radio and book-case and low medicine
table next to the wide high bed. The bed
clothes were all crumpled and twisted now
and horribly spattered with red.

Mrs. Blaine was curled into a rigid
agonized little ball, and the blood had
come from between the skinny fingers on
her hands that were both clutched tight
around her throat. Flame had no eyes
for her after one swift glance told him
she was beyond all human help.

There was a numb dread twisting him
as he stared at the girl named Elinor.
She was standing rigid at the foot of the
bed, and she was holding a razor in her
hand. The blade was not clean now.

It was she that had been screaming,

and she stopped as sobs welled up and
strangled the sound. Her face had lost
all semblance of sanity.

“Glory!” said O’Phelan in a whisper
from back of Flame: “She’s a maniac!”

Ogelthorpe, struggling in Klogatz’s
grip, cried shrilly: “This will be your
end, Flame! This is your doing! You
let her loose with that razor—"

“Shut him up,” said Flame tightly.

I : LOGATZ'S thick fingers clamped

over Ogelthorpe’s mouth. Flame

looked slowly around the room.
A fat woman in a nurse’s uniform was
dumped into the corner like a heap of
unclean laundry. She was snoring in
gurgling thick gasps, still asleep under
the influence of Mrs. Blaine’s medicine
in spite of the uproar around her.

“That razor in her hand,” O’Phelan
whispered, staring with dread fascination
at Elinor. “She’ll be coming for us. . ..”

“Be quiet,” said Flame. ‘““Stand still.”

He stepped forward, one long pace and
then another, and Elinor seemed to realize
his presence for the first time. She turned
her head slowly and stiffly.

“Elinor,” said Flame slowly and calm-
ly. “I've come to see you.”

“. .. see me,” she echoed. Her eyes
glittered inhumanly, watching him.

“I'm Doctor Flame. You know me.”

“. . . know you,” said Elinor tone-
lessly.

“Yes,” said Flame.
Elinor. I'm your friend.”

“, . . friend,” said Elinor, and there
was a question in her voice.

“Elinor,” said Flame. ‘“Look at me.
I'm your friend. I'm helping you now.
Put the razor down.”

A muscle in her thin face twitched.

Flame said slowly: “Put the razor
down. Put it down on the bed, Elinor.”

Stiffly, like some mechanical puppet,
she turned and put her arm out and
opened her red-stained fingers. The razor
dropped on the bed.

Elinor turned her glance away from
Flame to look at it, and then all the stiff-
ness went out of her body and she col-
lapsed, falling to the floor.

“Oh, glory !” O’Phelan was awed.

Ogelthorpe got his mouth free from
Klogatz’s hand. “Hypnotism! A quack’s

“Look at me,
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trick, and you won’t get out of this—"
Klogatz’s fingers clamped down again.

O’Phelan swallowed hard. ‘“Doctor,
did you really let her go with that razor
when you knew. . . .”

“Yes,” said Flame quietly. Perspira-
tion glistened on his face, and he glanced
around the room with desperate intensity.

Then he breathed deeply once. He
touched O’Phelan on the shoulder and
pointed toward the closed door across the
room and then toward a chair.

“Oh,” said O’Phelan.

Flame went quickly to Elinor and
dropped on one knee beside her and felt
for the pulse in one limply out-flung wrist.
After a second, he got up and took the
white telephone from its stand.

E dialed a number and waited,
H watching O’Phelan drift quietly
across the room with the chair in
his hands. At the closed door, O’Phelan
put the chair down and braced its back
firmly under the knob. He looked at
Flame inquiringly. Flame nodded.
A voice in his ear said: “This is the
police department.”
“Inspector Conniston, please,” Flame
requested. “It’s an emergency.”
The line clicked and Conniston said:
“Yes? What is it?”
“This is Flame.”

“Oh, you! The black-out has just been

lifted, and I'm starting that house-to-
house search at once. There’s been no
report of any insane person escaping from
anywhere, and I can’t take a chance on
delaying any longer. That girl might
murder a half-dozen more people—"’

“I've found her.”

“Where?” Conniston barked.

“Here at her home. Her name is
Elinor Blaine. She lived with her grand-
mother, Mrs. Turnbell Blaine. She was
being treated for paranoia by a Doctor
Qgelthorpe, and she escaped tonight. Mrs.
Blaine has just been murdered.”

“Murdered! Wait while I put that out
on the radio!” Conniston’s voice with-
drew to an excited mumble and then came
back closer again. “Flame! The prowl
car will be there in five minutes! What
happened ?”’

“A doctor named Ogelthorpe and a
former detective named Troop decided

that Mrs. Blaine was old and helpless
enough to be fair game for them. They
moved in on her. Ogelthorpe gained her
confidence and persuaded her to leave him
a very sizable bequest. Then Elinor
Blaine, the grand-daughter, turned up and
tried to put a spike in the wheels. Ogel-
thorpe decided to provide her with a case
of paranoia to get rid of her.”

“Good God!” Conniston exclaimed.
“How did he do it?”

“Drugs and hypnotism and lies and
ready-made hallucinations, and I imagine
a few other things that were worse.”

“Well, damn the rat, he must have suc-
ceeded! I mean, the murder of Simp-
sonz oy

“No,” said Flame. “Look at your re-
ports again. Isn’t there any record of an
insane woman escaping from an institu-
tion recently ?”

“No, I told you! Oh, a poison mur-
deress by the name of Bertha Rickson
escaped from the State Asylum for the
Criminal Insane a month back, but she’s
a middle-aged woman—"

“Yes,” said Flame. “I've found her,
too.”

“Found her?”

“Yes. She is going now under the
name of Bessie Rainey. When she es-
caped from the asylum, she needed help
and needed it badly. If you’ll look it up
in the medical directory, you'll find that
a Doctor Ogelthorpe was a resident phy-
sician at the State Asylum for one year.
He resigned—by request. I don’t know
what they caught him doing, but he got
out before they could fire him. Bessie
Rainey knew something about him, and
she came here looking for help. He didn’t
want anyone reviewing his past history
right then. She sensed that, and she
played it for all it was worth. She made
him give her a job in the house, but that
wasn’t enough. She tried to move right
in on his racket. She helped Elinor es-
cape. She knew that whatever happened
Elinor would be so grateful that Bessie
would be in clover for the rest of her life.”

“Flame!” Conniston yelled into the
telephone. “Where is that woman? She’s
a hell-cat! She poisoned a whole family
she was working for! Five of them! Two
kids!”

“She’s safe,” said Flame.
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E watched the knob of the closet
door turn very stealthily and
slowly. The panels of the door

creaked, and the braced chair moved just
a little and then held firm. O’Phelan was
staring at it with his mouth open.

“Bessie murdered Simpson,” Flame
said. “He knew who she was. He picked
up side-money hiding out fugitives. He
interfered when she brought Elinor to his
tenement building. Maybe he thought the
risk was too great, or maybe he wanted
a cut of the money in prospect.”

“He got his cut,” Conniston said.

“Bessie decided then to blame his death
on Elinor. She had stolen some of Ogel-
thorpe’s medicine for Elinor. It wasn’t
medicine at all. It was some derivative
of hemp—like hashish or marihuana—that
produces sensory hallucinations. She gave
it to Elinor and left her unconscious at
the tenement while she went to find me.
She had me all prepared to come in and
find a maniac—Elinor—and a dead man,
but Elinor regained consciousness and
left before we got there, carrying the
razor Bessie had planted on her. Elinor
had heard Bessie speak of me, and she
came to me. I let her go again.”

“You—let—her—go!”

“Yes. I knew she wasn’t insane. She
was so full of dope and so keyed up that
if I'd tried to stop her by force, she’d
have had a complete mental collapse.”

“Good God, man! What a chance you
took! If you hadn’t been right. . ..”

“But I was,” said Flame. “Elinor came
back to the house here. Troop and Ogel-
thorpe had caught Bessie and were keep-
ing her prisoner until they could locate
Elinor and get things under control again.
Elinor freed Bessie, and Bessie killed Mrs,
Blaine and again framed Elinor for that
murder. Bessie, you see, has the queer
twisted cunning of the genuine homicidal
maniac. They kill, not just because they're
mad, but because their madness gives
them an insane justification for killing.
Mrs. Blaine had heard enough and seen
enough, without realizing it, perhaps, to
prove that there was a connection between
Doctor Ogelthorpe and Bessie. She was
harmless, really. An old, broken woman
whose testimony would have meant
nothing in a court. But Bessie feared her

and hated her, and she knew that if Mrs.
Blaine was dead then all the money would
be Elinor’s, and Bessie had a great deal
more influence with Elinor than Doctor
Ogelthorpe did because Elinor was grate-
ful to Bessie for hiding her and helping
her. Bessie meant to have Elinor’s
money—all of it—and she came very close
to getting it. If Elinor thought she was
crazy and a murderess and that Bessie
was her only friend. . ..”

“Where is Elinor now ?”” Conniston de-
manded.

“Right here beside me. She’s uncon-
scious. She was completely exhausted
physically and when the dope wore off,
she collapsed. I hope she won’t remember
afiything that happened. I don’t believe
she will. With care, she’ll be all right.”

“Stay there!” Conniston ordered.

He went on yelling, but Flame couldn’t «
hear him now because Bessie had started
to scream senselessly and pound on the
closet door. Flame paid no attention. He
put the telephone back on its stand and
knelt down beside Elinor again.

O’Phelan kept a wary eye on the closet
door. “And how did you know that—
that she-devil was in there, Doctor ?”’

“She smeared Elinor’s hands with
blood,” Flame explained, “and she got
some of it on her own. There’s a little
streak just below the door knob. See it?”

“Now I do,” said O’Phelan. “Did
you—really hypnotize that little one?”

“No,” said Flame. “Elinor’s mind was
an exhaused blank. She couldn’t think
for herself. Anyone could have taken con-
trol of her like I did.”

“Not anyone,” O’Phelan denied. “Not
me. And not that fat fake. . . . What’s
the matter with him, Klogatz?”

“He fainted,” said Klogatz.

“Fainted, is it?” said O'Phelan. “And
what are those red spots on his throat,
then? They look like fingermarks to me.”

Klogatz said: “There is an ice box in
the kitchen down-stairs. A big one.”

“Now don’t be an ignorant Polish
numb-skull,” O’Phelan advised him. “All
rich people have ice boxes like that.”

“This one has beer in it.”

“Klogatz!” O’Phelan screamed. “Get
out of the way! Take care of yourself or
you'll be trampled in the rush!”

THE END
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They carried the body off
into the gloom beside the
road. . . »

Mile by mile, the driver's terror

grew, while the two uninvited
hitch-hikers seemed to be deciding
by some weird commaunion . . .

when to murder him. . . .

32

CORNELL
WOOLRICH

HE slate roadster coursed steadily
onward along the dusky road, chas-
ing its own headlight beams, never
succeeding in overtaking them. Overhead
the stars seemed to move slowly along the
sky in company with it, while the night-
bound earth below streamed backwards,
like something on a moving belt. An
occasional offside light winking from
some farmhouse would trundle slowly
rearward, finally blink out. The world was
asleep.
The man at the wheel hadn’t spoken for
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half an hour. The woman beside him had
been silent that length of time. The dash-
board lights illumined their faces from be-
low, cast phantom-like reflections of them
on the windshield.

They both had the set look of people
who are lost in thought. Their eyes, star-
ing straight ahead, had the fixed aspect of
those who do not see what they seem to be
looking at.

The road made a leisurely turn, and the
car obediently went with it. The woman
spoke at last, unexpectedly, without any
preliminary, as though the slight shift of
equilibrium caused by the turn had finally
dislodged the silence sticking in her throat.

“So that’s why,” she remarked. “That’s
why we came away on this trip.”

The man continued to stare ahead,
hands soldered to the wheel, while the
road flowed unendingly beneath their
front wheels. “That’s why,” he answered
laconically.

A moment or two of silence followed,
and then she spoke again. “Why didn’t
you tell me before we left?”

“What's the difference when I told
you? I’ve told you now, haven’t I?”

“Yes, now I know,” she said quietly.

Neither of them looked at one another.

“And what are you going to do now?”
she said finally.

His mouth thinned a little. “Just keep
going.”

“You can’t keep going forever.”

This time he didn’t answer. She had
spoken so low that perhaps he hadn’t
heard her.

“They’ll come after you.”

“I won’t wait for them to get there.”

“You've torn down something that it’s
taken me five years to build. Our home,
our good name, friends and security—you
have thrown it all away in one reckless,
insane—"

“You don’t have to come with me,” he
said stonily. “You can go back. You
haven’t done anything. I can drop you
off at the next town, and you can take the
train back.”

She turned in the seat and looked direct-
ly at him for the first time. She reached
out and lightly put one hand on his arm,
in a pleading gesture. “Why don’t you
come back with me?”

“It's too late. They’ll find it out to-

morrow morning if they haven’t already.”

“Then we’ll face it together. I'm your
wife, I’ll be by your side—"

He gave a short, bitter laugh. “You
know what it means, don’t you?”

“Anything’s better than just running
away for the rest of our lives. That’s a
game you're bound to lose in the end.”

He shook his head slightly. “Thanks,
no. I’ve made my choice. I've made my
bed, I'm ready to lie in it. But you don’t
have to share it with me, I told you that
before.”

The car slowed, coasted, finally came to
a full halt over at the side of the road. He
pointed to a sign just a few feet ahead.
His voice was cold. “We’re just outside
the next town. You'd better get out now,
go in on foot. I don’t want to stop in
the middle of town. If you're not with me
heart and soul, no use your being with
me at all.”

She just continued to look at him as
though she felt infinitely sorry for him.

“All T ask of you,” he went on, “is
don’t tell them where I told you I was
going.”

“You don’t trust me at all, do you,
Alvin?” she murmured reproachfully.
“First you didn’t trust me enough to tell
me about it before we left. And now you
think I—1I’l talk.”

He didn’t answer that. He reached
into his inside coat-pocket, took out a
wallet, stripped away several bills. “Here,
here’s some money. This’ll see you back.
You can take the bus or train.”

He looked down at it where it lay, dis-
carded on the seat between them. “Don’t
even want that, do you? You sure have
got religion.”

She put out her hand to the door-latch.
“I'm afraid I wasn’t cut out for—crime.”

+ &+ &+

HE lights of the town where they’d

separated flickered out behind him,

and the car went winging down the
long gloomy road ahead once more, a little
faster than before, as if to make up for
lost time. The world was still asleep.

He gave no sign of being hurt by her
defection. If it rankled, he kept it hidden
within him. There was only one phantom
reflection on the dashboard now, his own.
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He stared impassively ahead, eyes fixed on
the road. Once and once only he glanced
aside at the vacant seat where she had been
until now. The money she had refused
to take with her, still lying there, caught
his eye. He reached down for it, put it
back in his wallet. There was a sad
expression for a minute in his eyes, as he
did so. Then it flickered out.

Mileage went by. The night and the
road wore on.

The headlight-wash picked up the ob-
ject far ahead. A black object. A log or
a bundle of rags lying in the road. It
came sidling forward as the car drove
steadily on. Suddenly it sprouted a head
at one end, upturned feet at the other. A
human form lying on its back in the road,
crosswise.

He stopped the car just short of it. He
unlatched the door, thrust out one leg.
That was as far as he got.

A voice spoke from the opposite side of
the car. A face was looking in at him,
dimly outlined by the dashboard lights.
Just behind it, in the gloom at the side
of the road, the indistinct mass of a bush
settled back into repose again. “It’s all
right, buddy, he isn’t hurt. We just
wanted a lift.”

The other man, the one lying in the
road, got to his feet, grinning. He dusted
himself off with his hat, came in toward
the car on the outside. There was, even
in the half-light, something more than
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