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SAY PARISIENNES

But you can buy
>clmd be..

LiKE @ Parisienne, you can set hearts on fir
You use the lure French women never neglect
.an excifing, seductive perfume. Such is
RESISTIBLE PERFUME. This mysteriously exofic
fragrance stirs senses...thrills... awakens love.
It makes you divinely exciting, glamorous,

Try all the Irresistible Beauty Aids...each has
“some special feature that gi
new loveliness. Irresistible Lip Lure melts into
your lips leaving no trace of pa:
just soft, warm, ripe, red,
~ makes your lips beg for kisses. Four gorgeous
 shades fo choose from, Irresistible Face Powder
is 50 safin-fine and clinging that it absolutely
hides small blemishes and gives you a skin
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Graceful girl ... lovely manners...but her teeth are dingy, her gums tender!

Qs as gracious as she is grac
ful igent . riendly.
10 just too bad that the shadow of
neglocted tooth makes most people
overlook her natural charm.

o Yet eympathy s really isplaced.
ought to know better. The
e
brush and
of her teeth ought to warn her that
brushing the teeth is not enough.
Those that gingi
tin, Vinoont's dissase, oven pyorthen,
may be ,.m around the

IPANA is needed
Modern soft foods that give our
gums no work or stimulation are
often responsible_for our gum
troubles, Bat in spite of our daily
menus—it is possible to have spark-
Ting teeth and firm, healthy gum;

Tpana and massage is the w.
y th with Tpana o
a da ch brus

a Tpana into
your gums with your fingertip or
brush. The massage and the

in Ipana help ton

TUNE IN ““TOWN HALL TONIGHT" AND HEAR
THE IPANA TROUBADOURS WEDNESDAY EVES.
~WEAF AND ASSOCIATED N. B. C. STATIONS

IPANA

TOOTH PASTE
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Dot ok
“PINK TOOTH BRUSH”
ROB YOU OF YOUR CHARM

+ with Tpana today
nd keep “pink tooth brush” out of
your life.
DON'T TAKE CHANCES!
A good tooth paste, like a good
dentist, is never a luxury

BmsToLvERS Co.
W Sirosts Now o

TOOTH PASTE
1o cover party the o

Name.
Streat..— —
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But | always use Lux
Toilet $oap fo quard
against Cosmetic Skin

Uay#e (ééﬂ‘

ggﬁ & houts 2%«2?5’@

Let’s hope Betty y

EAUTY sleep’s important
—for you and for your skin,
too. So don't go to bed with
daytime make-up clogging your
pores — spoiling your beauty.
Many a girl who thinks she
removes cosmetics thoroughly
leaves bits of stale rouge and pow-
der still in the pores. It is this
choking of the pores that causes
unattractive Cosmetic Skin.
Look closely in your mirror

Y

- L
(,/// =

STAR OF
PARAMOUNT'S “CLEOPATRA"
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way—guards against unattractive Cosmetic Skin

now. Do you see enlarged pores,
tiny blemishes—blackheads, per-
haps — warning signals of this
modern complexion trouble?
Then it’s time to start using
gentle Lux Toilet Soap—Holly-
wood’s beauty care!
Cosmetics Harmless if
removed this way

Lux Toilet Soap is made to re-
‘move cosmetics thoroughly. Its
ACTIVE lather sinks deeply into
the pores, swiftly carries away
every vestige of dust, dirt, stale
cosmetics.

Before you put on fresh make-
up during the day—ALWAYS
before you go to bed at night, use
Lux Toilet Soap—the gentle care
that for years has guarded Holly-
wood’s priceless complexions.

In this way you can protect
your skin—keep it lovely!



I Go Sleuthing

A new kind of department for new writers. Do you know any true, unsolved, “unwritten
mysteries”? This magazine will pay $100 apiece for the best solution submitted each
month! Below is this month's prize winner! How about you? See page 86 for contest rules.

“I GO SLEUTHING"
WINNER FOR
NOVEMBER

.
MARGARET
ANDERSON

CHARLOTTE, N.C.

|

of some nerve-wracking
situation, 1 am able to
foap my_ wits momenta-
rily and later I become in-
tensely jittery until the
shock passes. It's like find-
ing yourself suddenly in a
tight place while driving

automobile, ng
Sour head untl the crisis is
over, and then, after all
danger is gone, succumbing
to the tenseness of the ex-
perience.

That was what happened
to me once when I was visit-
ing a friend who was doing
newspaper work in Chicago. As
it turned out, I was perhaps
the only one of the “principals”
present who felt mo official
pressure at the time -
sequently 1 noticed things that
gome of the othors might possibly
have_overloo

ad been in school with my

LIKE excitement.
Normally, when I

begin_her vacation on Tuesday, but
T arrived on Sunday.
ning we went to dinner about s
o'clock. We had just left the hotel
and were standing on a corner wait-

ing for a cruising taxi when suddenly,
a terrific explosion blasted away the
ordinary noises of

and _city
unded worse.
a moment, both of us stood stunned. T felt a
tingle of excitement course down my back, but this was
Torgotten as my friend, yanking at my sleeve, started
on the run for the scene which apparently was just
around the block. We took a short cut through a slushy
alley and came out to find a crowd already in front
of a restaurant. The front was a shambles. “Obviously,
the place had been bombed.
One side of the restaurant was on the alley through

Decorations by Rovert Favett

which we had run
and_from windows
| set high in_the wall
| on this side little
| wisps of smoke curled
out through glass that
had been shattered by

g e blast.
Several policemen al-
ready were pushi a
crowd back but my
friend _exhibited her

press card and we edged
inside the lines. An am-
' bulance rolled up with
%

took away a man w
stumbled from the wre
Several ‘others stood

aboit, visibly _excited
sruessed they had been diners
caped i

explosion
nearly at the

red
restaurant’s. fron;
One bystander at the edge of
the ]!ollce lines stood just in
back of us.
“About ruined the place didn’t
he had commented.
My friend, seeking to get as much
from the story as possible, began
asking him questions. “Did you
see it?” she wanted to know.
T turned about and saw the fellow,
a wizened man, shake his head. “No.
I run the cafe in the next block u
there. Tough on this man. He ju

said a man next to the

one who had spoken.

Immedjately, myfriend pounced on
¢ happened?” she wanted

o know.
A e standing over there,” he said,
“on the corner. 1 wasn't paying much
attention but just before the explosion
I saw a man about six feet tall hurry off
n that direction.” He pointed down the
in about ten seconds, I suppose, the

street.
front end of the restaurant blew o

“Did you see the man throw anything in the front
of the plnce””

“Then,

n't. In fact, he said, he had paid
Jittle attention at the time.

T appraised the man in the street light and he seemed
to be telling the truth. Then, I thought perhaps I
could help in_gathering a little color, so I turned to the
man who had first spoken. (Please turn to page 67).
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A famous true-life mystery drama—
complete on this page. The Episode
of the Wagging Tongues.

OSSIP seldom accomplishes a useful purpose.
Born largely of jealousy, it usually does o
harm than good. always there are excel
The gossip about the clothes Ethel T
Neve was wearing was one. Without it the perpe-
trator of one of England’s most sensational crimes
might have gone unpunishe

Ethel Le Neve was the petite and comely secretary
of Dr. Alfred Crippen, a London physician, whose mas
riage to an American woman of means had long since
grown cold. For appearance sake Crippen and his w
B timued o share the same roof, But those acquaint-
ances who knew of the ardent attention the physician

id his young secretary, often wondered how long
T ould Do bofore the final break came between hus-
band and wife.

They sensed it had arrived when the doctor an-
nouncad that his  wite had 16 sit to
California. Over tea cups they shook their head
knowingly and intimated that it was not for the
alone that she had gone.

nd then‘ everal months later, Crippen L\nnounced
that he had received word from the States of the
den death of his wife. The statement was -ACLE])LLd

its value, for, after all, there was no reason
£ doubt it authentict

But later, doubt commenced to make its presence
felt, and tongues which had wagged only in private,
did’so openly. For Ethel Le Neve invariably accom-
panied by the doctor, was seen in public wearing clothes
known to have been Mrs. Crippen

£ Mrs, Crippen had gone to California, as her hus-
band laimed: one had,"why had she mot. taken Jier

i And if she had not gone, what h;
happened to her? Had some grim fate befallen her?

The gossips asked themselves these questions, asked
them over and over again until at length Scotland Yard
found itself interested in the answers.

Detective Albert Young of the Criminal Investi-
gation Division, went the task of piercing the veil of
mystery. He called upon Dr. Crippen and bluntly
asked fur e explanation.
weleomed him graciously. He was
glad the. Y etostive had come, he said, for he, t0o, had
hoard the gossip which was going about, and found
it particularly embarrassing. No, Mrs. Crippen had
not gone to California. The story that she had, and
that she had died there, was one of his own concoctions,
he frankly admitted. There had been a marital dis-
agreement between his wife and himself, he told Young,
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The house of Dr. Crippen, in London.

and_his wife had left him, leaving all her Ln,l(mgmp.
behind. He had told the “California story,” he ex-
plained, to suppress, if possible, the scandal he felt
lEI'uAIn \\nu]d result if th truth was known.

e in a straight-forward, conscientious man-
ner; bt as Young came away instinct told him that
there was more in back of the strange disappearance
of Mrs. Crippen than had been letec-
tive had a feeling that somethin Hien had happoned
to the woman and that her husband knew what 1t was
and had had a hand in it.

t 'such was the case, then, e realized, the doctor's

\\nme would be the logi c]
T e, eeieon Dty o e
mght\ laier, word was flashed to him :lt lhe Yard that
Dr. Crippen’was spendin the evening out, he hastened
there and forced an entrance.

Shathodically and painctaiagly, he went through the
dwelling, from attic to cellar. 'Nothing escaped his
alert gaze, but nothing suspicious revealed itself until
he was about to abandon the basement. Then it was
that his eyes were attracted to a dust-like covering on
the tile floor. Examining it more closely, he discovered
that it was a thin layer of pulverized mortar, an
that beneath it there were cracks in the floor. Instinct

old him that the surface had recently been distur bed.

im signific his discovery was not lost
upon \nun summoned two subordinates
e Siovel and ek they commaneed tearing up
the flooring

val fect beneath the tiling they came upon the
horribly mutilated body of a woman-— the body of M
Crippen. The mystery surrounding her disappearance
had been solved.

But her husband had vanished. Nowhere in London
wasihe sa b found. And so, as is the custom in such
cases, his_description was t throughout the
fongth and breadth of the British Isles and upon the
Continent. Also, for the first time in criminal history
the murder took place 1 score of years ago—the wire-
less carri s a

vessel in mid-Atlantic, bound for C.'m(\dn,
came word that the fugitive doctor as aboa
dccompamed by other detectives from Seotland ‘l'\rd
boa a swifter liner and raced to Canada. They
arrived ahead of Crippen and arrested him when he
landed.

Because of gossip his “perfect crime” had turned
out to be a very imperfect one indeed. And because
of the self-same gossip he swung from the gallows.




A famous true-life mystery drama—complete on this page.

The

Episode of the Careful Detectives.

By a
HAIR

N a foggy morning in October, 1930, United
States Coast Guardsmen boarded the fishing
smack Phoeniz 1V, which had been sighted drift-
ing aimlessly with the tide off Point Higgins,
Alaska, and found George Marshall, an aged fish buyer,

loo

here was a bullet hole
in his too, and clutched in his clenched fist were soveral
black hairs from the head of the murderer.

“He’s holding on to them as though he did not want
to part with them even in death,” remarked the grizzled
Coast Guard Capt:

"All about the deck were evidences that the old man
had not_surrendered his life without a fierce struggle.
It was in complete disorder. In the tiny cabin below
were further evidences of the vain fight he had waged
to protect his life. On the floor, open and empty, lay a
small iron safe—proving that robbery was the motive
for the murder. Nearby was a broken hack-saw blade.

Tt was a case for the Special Agents of the Division
of Investigation of the United States Department of
Justice to solye.

i in' the deck they found the bullet which
had plerced the murdered man’s toe. It was a thirty-
et "Thay aisq identified the broken hack-saw blade
as one of a number which had been stolen, along with
other accessories, from the Sunny Point Cannery some
weeks before. And then, questioning settlers in the
vicinity of Point Higgins, they learned that two men,
Bert McDonald and Lloyd Clo: n seen fishing
in the vicinity on the day of oo

They smiled grimly when they were “informed that
ected of being

e inal ricord
Promptly they ~descended
upon his boat, then moored at

eral man-hunters. They ran-
sacked every nook and corner
of the vessel. They overlooked

Sunny Point C:
nery loot and a wicked-looking

An Alaskan fishing
boat, similar to the
"Phoes

nix IV,

thirty-cight caliber revlver to show for their efforts.

“We'll pack this gat off to a ballistics man and see
i£ o can mako 1t "tk dselared ona- of the ‘Breci
Agents. “Seeing it's a thirty-eight, it may have quite
ahsﬁ)ry to relate about the sudden demise of old Mar-
shal

we'll find out what Close has to say about all
this, ™ the other vejaimod,

Close was taken into custody. He admitted the Can-
nery robbery, admitted, too, that the thirty-eight cali-
ber revolver was his, r
old man Marshall.
his story, and then had him lodged in jail to await
the report of the ballistics exper

“You noticed his hair, of course,” one of the Agents
asied hig partner, as they left the jail

t It's the same color as the hair
clutr.hed in old Marshall’s hand—blacl
he ballistics report came in in due time, and it re-
veled that Close s vevalums had red the bules whid
plerced the old fish buyer's shoe. Another link in the
ain of damaging evidence against the prisoner was
accordingly for
miging ovidence, but not complete enough for the
Federal man, taught to get the sort of evidence that
Wil Sand up i eoet. Thare was one Haw i what, 1o
he layman, might have appeared an open-and-shut
When subjected to the ultra-violet ray—the black
laboratory sleuths call it— hair,
how up in the same manner
r \whmh had been clutched in the hand of
the murdered ma;

o, while Close lodged in jail, the Special Agents
gought the trail o Bart MeDatald, the otler sian who
d been seen fishin the vicinity of Point Hig;
Ohthe Fateful day Bhat Marshalls 1fe wae snaffed out
The trailled from Alaska to Idaho, then back to Alaska,

and finally to Portland, v

Sirestod. ndcontosted”the erime. o guard agam:z
all possibility of the confession being retracted later
on, ‘the ultra-violet ray was again brought into use,
«nd McDonald’s hairs were found to tally perfectly
with those Marshall had grasped in his death struggle.

McDonald had stolen 's revolver, killed with it
and then replaced jt.
a perfect crime. But he Gverlooked
Fact, that science is one of the most valuable allies of
the Federal man-hunters, and was sentenced to life im-
prisonment in the McNiel Island Federal Penitentiary
as a resu

case.

Internations)
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WITH A WALTZ
IN YOUR HEART

Surrender to the happy seduction
of Ernst Lubitsch's most glorious
picture holiday! When Maurice
Chevalier with delicious gaiety
flirts, sings, conquers Jeanette
MacDonald, the rich and merry
widow, it's your big new sereen
thrilll Because Franz Lehar's
romance is the greatest operetta
of our time M-G-M has spared
no expense to make it memorably
magnificent! With the stars afd.
director of “The Love Parade’sy

di:li!’ 0 v
O BARBIER « « « MINNA GOMBELL

Screen Play by Ernest Vajda and Samson Raphaelson
A METRO-GOLDWYN-MAYER PICTURE
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What Goes into the
STUFFINGT ¢

Give your family a delicious new turkey stuffing of your
own invention as a treat for Thanksgiving dinner

as the

.
%o 83 to the enjoyment of eating the holiday
bird," But don't forget that vou or any ol ther
home_cook can turn your invent us to ac-

count by devising a special stuffing mm s tempting

you must

erent yimx, of
stuffing, as follows ch mbs
used as a ba lon of desired amount

(,fl uid, fat nnd seasonings; (2) Those in which some

PRAISF be to the cook who first invented st

ot ood, such as cooke ornmeal,
1'0()dlcﬂ are uwd in place of the br«.ud erumba; (8]
delicacy’ such

n mmmmuon with

tuflings.

The most nw:\l turkey stuffing bclonm to the first
class, and calls for the following
ingred 1 cups dry bread crumbs, % cup hot water,
3 cup melted butter or other fat, with 74 teaspoon salf

10

Crackers, bread, noodlcn tapioca, or other starchy food serve
for yo

r ingredients adde

a
suit your own pcrauml taste in texture and flavor.

()Lhm md

dual taste.
‘her ater and more
mexml butter or omit Water entirely and use from 7
to % cup melted but nely chopped suet, bacon 0
may be us sed in place of the butter.” ot milk
instead of water and an egg may be added.
ay be substituted for the bread
p cracker crumbs taking the place of 1
cup dried bread crumbs, Some sort of onion flavoring
is almost essential_minced raw onion, onion salt, onion
or minced onion first sautéd in butter. A little
yarlic may be acceptable. Other agreeable seasonings
are summer savory, and sage or a combination of herbs
nuts, celery,
i chopped minced pepper may pro-
ng variations.
the ccreal tufings, corn meal s the most usual
t least the most historic as it was used in New
B m(l.md i he Pavitan ds ays (Please turn to page 69)

and nings o, suit Lhe
dressing

The MYSTERY Magazine, November, 1934



A street scene in Whitechapel, London.

mon, Lo of a New Year's
morning some years ago came upon the body of
a man lying in a clump of bushes.

In the dim light the officer thought at first that here
was a citizen who had celebrated the passing of the old
year in too lusty a fashion and decided the bushes were
as gnad a spot as any in which to “sleep it o

e moment he flashed on his torch he realized
e had been horribly mistaken. The man was dead, an
murder was obvious, for a blood-stained sk handker.
his crushed skull, and there were knife
wounds m "his chest,

A thumb-worn notebook in the slain man’s pocket
P him as John Mecks, a collector of White-
chapel, but from the handkerchief, which w.
cheap variety, such as could be purchased in
of London stores, there appeared t
murderer. until l)ef_ertl\e Allled Ward of

scen

“We need to look for a left-handed man, a strong,
left-handed man,” he announced after a careful in-
spection of the body. “He is the murderer.”

The Constable’s expression indicated that he was
skeptical but the expression vanished as Ward, point
ing to the knife wounds, explai “Their position is
such that only a left-handed man could have possibly
em. they are deep, which shows he
was .’x stmn man.’

But to find the ight left-handed man in a city the
size ot Tandon appeared & n even more difficult
task than the finding of the proverbial needle in the
haystack.

ard, however, had tackled seemingly insurmount-
able tasks before, so he was not dismayed by the one
which now confronte

Firat, he had the corpse propped up in the morgus
and a photograph taken of the slain man. He needed
the picture because Clapham Commons is a good distance
from Whitechapel, and he realized that the odds were
about even that Meeks and his murderer had taken a
cab to get there.
of visiting cab companies, talking with
hnwing them the photograph proved he

A cabble was found who recalled picking
up Meeks and another

“He was a big fellow, sir, big and husky-looking,”
the cabbie declared

ard smiled knowingly, and his smile broadened into
rin when the cabbie recalled the corner at which his
fares had hailed him. But the identity of the strong

CONSTABLE patrolling his beat in Clapham Com-
ndon, toward dawn
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A Talkatrive

MAN

A famous true-life mystery drama—
complete on this page. The Episode
of the Double Mistake.

mas wes o till just as much a mystery as before.
In an effort to establish who he was, Ward took the
blood-staimed silk handkerchisf and heg
of the laundries of Whnechapel with it.
&E\,eul days before he had the information he sought.
1t came from & Chinaman, who claimed the handk
c)nef " resembled one which had once been left. with
be laundered by a man named August Stein.
'lhe celestial was not positive it was Stein’s handker-
ief, ard wasn't overlnnkmg any he ta

s a little man, isn’t he?” the detective ask
The Chinaman shock his Sread megatively.
big man,” he sai

To_the spot where the cabbie had picked up his
two fares, a lonely corner deep in the heart of White-
chapel, the detective now hastened and there for a week
he loitered, watching everyone. who passed, studying
them, seeking the murderer of John Meeks.

And finally he spotted a man who answered the de-
scription given by the cabbie and the Chinese laundry-
man. It was nearing midnight when Ward saw him
T slviy ot of the shadows and enter an old, dilapi-
dated house. Instead of accosting him immediately, as
many a less clever detective would have done, Ward
hung back in the shadows and waited for a light to
flash on in the house. Then he moved silently forward
and peered into the lighted window, for he wanted to
be certain of one more thing before he took the man
into custody. And when he saw him pick up a comb
from the' cheap dresser, he was certain of it The
man used his left hand.

while_he wm a big man and left-handed and
readily admitted his name was Stein, Ward realized
full well that as yet there was no definite evidence with
which the authorities could hope to convince a jury that
he was the murderer of John Meel

So, in arresting him, Ward booked him as a sus-

character and deliberately ushered him to a
Len without, teling bim the charge against him.

a truly clever move, and without it the previ-
cus ot work of Warg might have been for naught.
But once the cell door clanged shut upon him, Stein
supplied_the missing link in the chain of evidence

is conscience proved too much for him,

n charged with murder, he

pleaded to be allowed ake a statement. The

authorities were perfectly willing, of course, and in

sterical tones he babbled forth the account of how

he had murdered Meeks in order to Tob him of the few
pounds_he possessed.

His first mistake was in murdering; his second, one
which many an adroit criminal has made, was in talk-
ing when he should have remained silent. ' And because
he did not, he went to jail for the remainder of his
days.

No, he

g

1



HOME BUILDERS’
Question Box

Dav
Arvchitect

Q. We want to refinish our attic to make a playroom
for the children. It extends over the entire house and
has never been finished, as up to the present time it
has been used for storage. Will you suggest the least
expensive and best way to go about this?

. Partition off the attic space where there is less
than 4" 6” or 5 0” headro Cover the walls and ceil-
ings with wall board.
only cover it with rosin paper and lay finished floor,
Heat and light should be extended to this space, and
additional windows may be an advantage.

. We have a small ear]y English_house which we
built a few years ago. The downstairs walls are fin-
ished in rough plaster but 2 yet we have done nothing
to the bedroom walls. We would like to use chintz
design wall papers in these rooms but some of our
friends tell us that wall paper of that type is out of
place in an early English house. Is

A. Wall paper was used in early anl ish houses and
would be suitable as a wall decoration. Besides the
period designs of houses should not limit us to the
materials used when these houses were first built. If
foims would have to leave out bathrooms, central heat-

other conveniences. The use of these
dosigns of precedent are of an inspirational character.

Q. How often should a house be painted and can you
suggest some color combmanon that will not easily
show the dirt and smol

t s generally believed that a house should be
painted every three years properly to protect the wood
work. Buff and grays are often used where subject to
excessive dirt and smoke.

Q. Our cellar walls are whitewashed but it gots to
look so du:gy Is it possible to use paint over
whil

“Whitewash on cellar walls is generslly recom-
mended. If the whitewash comes off readily it can be
mixed with Whlte cement, salt and glue to make a very
permanent finish. 1f paint is desired the whitewash
should be entxrely removed before painting.

. The sash cords on the windows in our house are

wearing out and need replacing. Wauld you advise
using sash chains instead of the cords?
A. Sash chains would certainly solve the problem in
The dxsndvnntagn of using sash chmm i
the noise from them when being operated. good
grade of sash otd shoud st Indefinitely so ¥
your case it may be the fault of the pulleys.

Q. When repapering does it make a room warmer to
put up the new paper over the old?

A. advantage as far as insulating value is con-
cemed m very doubtful. I would advise removing the
old paper in that it will mean a better job as far as
appearances are concerns

Q. As our kitchen has only two small windows it

becomes extremely close and warm when the gas oven is
being used. There is a chimney in the kitchen formerly
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A helpful department for home owners and home builders
conducted by Theodore Whitehead Davis, architect.

used for a coal stove.  Would it be possible to have some
sort of device to carry off hot air from gas stove
through the chimney?” 1 have seen “hoods” over stoves
in hotel restaurants and wondered whether they are
ever used in private hou

. “Most gas stoves are equipped with an outlet from
the oven that could be connected to the stove and
chimney with a vent pipe. A hood over the stove is
Very practical if it has  vent pipe to carry the fumes
of cooking outside. There are small exhaust fans made
to be installed in walls and used in kitchens to remove
all smells and heat from cooking.

. We have a large house and are planning to con-
vert two rooms and bath into a small apartment which
we will rent to friends. Is there to treat the

the rest of the house into ?
going to redecorate the rooms but before doing it would
like to make any other changes that are necessar
. Walls and floors can be made practically sound-
proof in many ways, during construction. When the
sound deadening is applied afterward the problem is
more diffcult, There are large companies that specialize
wails with material that is either blown or
p;‘)ured futo the walls through small openings to il
this neec

. Wo have started tvy growing on the side of our
stuceo garage, as the stucco looks so bare without it.
have poan told that the ivy is likely to damage the

or has openings into whic
harm the stucco but this condition should not exist.
Properly applied masonry of any kind is not harme
5

Q. We are planning to build g small house in Duteh
type of architecture. I am ver;
have metal frame tasement, windows, Wi
tall me whether they would be appropriate for this type
of house?

Our older examples of Dutch Colanial houses gen-
crally had doublecnun woaden i

windows. hose
days they did not have metal casement windows as wo
have today.  Inasmuch as we are looking for a style or

an atmosphere for our designs , we are not limited
to the materials used in the older houses, so we may use
metal casements with very good results if they are well
proportioned.

‘The Home Builders’ Question Box, « new depariment
e, Every h

any r questions will a
Tavure Sovse. of this mafazine, o
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MURDER
on Horseback

A famous true-life mystery drama—complete on
The Episode of the Colorless Water.

this page.

IGH among the pine-clad mountains of the

White River Indian Reservation, in Arizona,

in the Summer of 1931, murder raised its ugly

cad to snuff out the life of a white girl, Hen-

rietta Schmerler, who, armed with & Columbia Uni-

vorsity " schaiarship to. engage. in  anthropological

research, had journeyed west to study the tribal habits

and customs of the once-fierce Apaches, who dwelt
there.

Dressed in full Indian squaw's regalia, she left her
cubin toward dusk one night to attend 4 tribal dance
at Canyon Dey, seven miles away. Five
lifeloss body was found half-concealed in the dry w
of a canyon, known as y Draw. Her clothes had
been all but torn from her frail body; her face and
arms were grim evidences of the fact that she had
been stoned, and in her neck was a jagged knife
wound,

White authorities of the reservation shook their
heads sadly as they gazed down at her still form. They
urder_would remain_ forever unsolved,
for they knew the Spartan-like will of the redskins
well enough to know that they would be as silent about
the crime as the pine-clad mountains among which it
was committe
nd so it seemed until Special Agent J. A. Street
of ‘the Division of Investigation o the U S. Depart-
to the case.  Former
irapper, cowboy, and westorn sheriff, he knew in-
timately the ways and customs of the stoical Indians.

And more important stil, he knew their superstitions.

o a tireloss seatch of the canyon where Miss
Schmorler's hody had been found, and there he dis-
Covened something which the others had overlogked——
the murdered girl’s fountain pen. been stepped
on and crushed by a horse’s hoof, To Street, it meant
that the murderer had been on horseback.

It wasn’t much to go on in a countr; horse-
back is the chief means of transportation, but it was
the only clue to the mystery.

So. for several weels, Street rode the range, mingled

listened much, and said little.

pache, Golney Seymour, had n
suspicion before, and there was no evidence that he
had complied with the white girl's request. But when
Street checked up and learned that Seymour had but
one horse and had ridden to the dance on it, he smiled
grimly. He believed he had his man, but how to prove
it was something else aga

Knowing well the reticent nature of the Apaches,
he realized Seymour would admit nothing. He woul
adhere to the old Apache maxim of “Indian no talk,
white man find out nothing.”

nd so he decided to play upon the ﬂupentltmns

of the suspect. It was his one chance of obtaining
a confession.
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Intermtional

Golney Seymour.

He ordered Seymour to be brought in.

“Sit there,” he told him, indicating a chai

The Indian seated himself. His manner was defiant
and confident. His eyes were expressionless.

Street studied him, He did not speak for several
moments. When he did it was in a slow, drawling
southern accent.

“se ‘mour,” he said, “you killed the white girl.”
acheu expression did not change, as he re-
':hed i no kil her.

know you did, T have talked with her spirit.”

sm! the Indian did not flicker an eyelas

eet studied him again, then re “into his
pov.ket o pulled forth a small bottle of colorless llquxd
He sprinkled some of it on his own hands. It
mained 28] colorless as water, Next he told the Apache
to hold out his hands. Methodically, the Indian did
LR ALl mask. Street sprinkled a few
drornz of the colorless liquid on his bronzed skin, and
hen settled back in his seat.
n the evening of the tribal dance,” the Federal
man continued in a husky monotone,
white girl’s house on horseback and she asked you to
lend her a horse to go to the dance.

“You replied that you had only one horse, but that
she could ride with you. Then, a little after sundown,

you went to her home again and she got on the horse
Tn tront of you.”
Street paused

ment_and surve}ed the Indian.
His expression was still a blank on

“When you arrived in_the little canyon you pulled
her off the horse,” the Federal agent went on. His
voice was harsh now. His words had a snap to them.
The southern drawl had vanished. “You assaulted
her ang illed her with a rock and a knife.”

Seymour shifted uneasily. He knew the munier
had been committed in a lonely spot, unseen by a 3
Yet here was a white man unfolding a falthful pletare
of the tragic events of the fateful ni He was,
as he had said, communing with the

no——" the Apache commenced, ut Street, rising
to hls mterrupced
sl wes snapped,
zm’s blocd is on your hands.

Seymour looked ‘down. His hands were covered with
crimson smears. His eyes widened and his jaw dropped
as though he were seeing a ghost. A few minutes later
he had signed a cold, matter-of-fact confession.

Street had realized that, with one horse, the only
way Seymour could have taken the white girl to the
dance was by having her ride with him. It had enabled
him to surmise what happened at the canyon.

But even then a confession, bringing with it life
imprisonment_for the murder, would not have been
forthcoming had he not been familiar with Apache
superstitions, and known, too, that their diet gives
their skins an acid reaction, so that when colorless
orcin, derived from lichens, comes in contact with
them, it turns bloodlike,

“the murdered
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A real department for MysTERY
rite your opinions and
suggestions for MYSTERY MAGAZINE
every month. Tell us what story
you like best—who your favorite
mystery writer is. For every let-
ter published we will pay one dol-

And, remember, if you don't like

(s
Inc., 55 Flhh Avcnue New York, N. Y.

Six Reasons

PHILADELPHIA, PA.—I used to be an avid
reader of mystery and detective stories, but they all
became so similar that I stopped wasting the money
on_them,

Then the other day when confronted with a wait
of about an hour in a dental offce, 1 decided to run
out and buy a magazine. It was MYSTERY. Boy, oh, b
the quality and quantity of stories for ten cents neur y
made my eyes pop. It kept me interested for more
than an hour you can bet.

But may I make a few suggestio
1. Almost the sole interest in a dﬂecnve Rlnry lies
in the unraveling of the plot. Now if we already
know who the culprit is at the beginning of the story,
s in “Thirty Hours with a Corpse” our nterest lugs
immediately. ~ Would enjoy more stories like “Fo
are Room for Murder”

“The Man Who Hated Hata’” These have an Interesting
and new slant on clues.

THow about a few “ghost” and “riddle” stories
that really chill your blood and spell MYSTERY In n caial
Ietters, "The type like Poe's “Fall of tho House of

The “Strange Affair at the Middlebrooks” was ter-
ribly, disappointing. There was nothing “strange”

ved

bout i t how such a trite story found its way
nto your mnxnzlne.

3. exposé, “Don't
Let Them Rob You, igruing “Hocanee. of thetr
novelty, "also the pa rt in of Strange
Crimes” which tests one's memory of past notorious
cventa. The startling reallife. mysteries are inter-

| not omit
f them and add another short xt()r'
So are some letters

others are either stat

written or of the “your magazine is the most wonder-

ful—now please send me the dollar” T Wnuld like
to see more of the comtr\utl\'zh critical

Why must stor “The Twn Whe Smilea”

be o l‘rnnce and Fnahnd wlth unpronounceable

ases. There are thousands of

interesting plum in T pmeasica. wa: wosld ke

in, wur.h as: Grand Canyon; gey

‘Could we have a story every once in so often of

the S. S. Van Dine type?
and ‘makes you use your own head
author’s for a change.

After all that 1

The kind that is literary
instead of the

suppose you Il wonder what isn't
eally do like it, and
meat ia another mam's

wrong with the maganne. but T r
of course

“what's one man's

for a continued top-notch MYSTERY
Carlos N. Eggelston

Now, Mr. Eggelston Said

NEW YORK, N. ¥.—Ifulbert Fotner's new stories
 Edda Manby are the agazine.
Thew e modern. vers plansible, and have. duick action.
Koop them up!_ However, I've a eriticism 1o make, In
the August issue of MYSTERY, the photographs of Edda

anby pictures her as  beautiful blonds, vhich she is.
according to Mr. . In the September issue she
o o othes aifenent pemm and has dar
Why not have the same models pos e same char-
acters every month. It would celumly make the
stories mD|e convincing.

his s the only flaw T'yve discovered in your other-
wise pu‘fect magazine, It’s the best

o

Doroth v Loews

Safe and Sane. and—Thrilling!

LINCOLN PARK, N. J.
MAGAZINE has taken the lead
sion as an investigator to v
during the course of a dn\
homes I find a copy of
ow many of ¢
T"doms seo the
magazine myself T asked several parties what they
thought of the magazine. T have yet to hear anyone
Speak 1 of It From ehildren who, are just learning to

read to grandma and grandpa the magazine is in-
Toveating.

Tcan pretty nearly guess & person’s chunmr from
the books and magazines they read and wl see a
copy of MYSTERY MAGAZINE in & fnow they
are people who enjoy the best things in life and know
good reading when they see it.

 great many h
In at least two out of five
:RY MAGAZINE.  Goodness
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As far as the children are concerned T know of sev-
eral parents who won't allow their chidren to loa
it any other mystery or detective magazine but
MYSTERY MAGAZINE itself.

Marjorie Donovan

Sporty Editors

TOPEKA, KANSAS.—Well, here I am doing the
yory thing that [ had said 1 would never do. an
hat s, write o «fan letter.” It had always appeared
«m of disgusting to me to see a Tan-Tetten. b was
“gushing with dripping honey and Rowery

S0 and so, bu
reading your MYSTERY MAGAZINE
T thought it quite appropriate to write to you and
congratulate you on your wonderful magazine. 1 like
it immensely and do enjoy reading its very enter-
taining stories and novels and your very helpful and
most interesting articles concerning crime.

also ¢ grand sports to publish the crif

ell e compliments in your “Line-Up
would mot ch.mgc MYSTERY MAGAZINE one par-
ticle as it is a fully entertaining and enjoyable book,

riend Stuart Palmer and
the novel and the
“Riddle of the Forty Naughty Girls” for the story.
AIIT can £ay now is to “keep up the good work.”
Cecilia Fritton

How Hollywood Calls

NEW HAVEN, CONN.—I've been reading your
“Line-Up” and 1 quite agree with your readers that
vyour magazine is the best ten cents worth on the

arket. However, there is one point in which you are
inconsistent, and hat fs in your illystrations.

e July issue, the heroine of “The Man with the
fanby, is a very beautiful
In the September issue she is an
cqually beautiful and clever brunette, and this is not
a case of hair-dyeing, for the girls in the pictures are
entirely different. Personally, T prefer the blon

The same_thing happened in une and July

issues. Tho Miss Withers of “The Riddle of the Bluc.
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blood Murders” is a different Miss Withers from the
me who so cleverly solves “The Riddle of the Forty
N.uuzmy Girls.
is, however, is the only fault 1 have to find with
your magazine, and I especially enjoy your book-length
ovels. Joséphine McKeon

A Wise S

JERSEY CITY, N. J.—I read your magazine for
e first time, while living in Florida, and have been

a Lun*tdnt rende since.
I’ wouldu't miss MYSTERY as long as it is possible

orekeeper

for me to 4 ht to express my
for your magazie, Perhaps 1 should
liking, as my

ishand is 0 fond of MysTery ns 1 am.
It was by accident tha v

One rainy Sunday I £
read all the detective magazines for that month, the

storekeeper suggested MYSTERY since I hadn't read
it. When I hc.ud the price of it, I was a mtl dis
couraged ubout it, ve purcl other

them
forekeeper made me a promise that It 1 wasnt
back for the next issue he would refund my money. I
can see now the storekeeper made a safe bet.
l I try and tell you the names of the stories T liked
.,,“The Fatal Broadeast” was great. “Going to Saint
I\ex,” I lost a lot of sleep readin e House of
Sleep,” T'll never tire of stories such as this, 1. thot-
oughly enjoy '.he truelife shorts. Please dont discon-
tinue th Go Sleuthing” is good and the “Line-
Up” ints nm
T don't exactly care for stories that leave the renders
in the dark umh as “The Man in the Mirror,” I think
that was the name of it. “Whirlpool” was interesting
but. 1 don't like continucd storiem,
[y hubby lost a lot of sleep reading “The House
of ﬁlenp ""He couldn't stop reading until he finished it.
T like your d\ﬂorent articles on household hints and
huve profited by tl
nother thing (he paper is easy on the hands, 1
um't stand to handle the rough paper some magazines

use.
T can't ﬁnd any fault with MYSTERY, only about con-

tinued sto leaving the readers in the dark, but,
don't expect. you o agk (Pledse furn to Ppage 9
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GIF'TS for Christmas

Here's a new assortment of useful and attractive accessories
you can make to carry your message of holiday good cheer

No.344—4 crocheted pow-
der puff case makes a most
acceptable small gift.

No. 343—Make
this engaging
handbag for
the girl who
likes to go to
parties.

No. 340—Two wash cloths

are used for a laundry bag

for handkerchiefs and
small lingerie.

No. 341—Your house-proud
friend will be pleased with a
linen and crochet table pad.

No. 338—Any woman of any age
would be sincerely grateful for this
becoming hand-crocheted circular
ed jacket.

If you would like to obtain patterns
No. 342—To keep her hat and directions for making these gifts,
free from dust give her a please turn to page 77.

dainty hat cover.

No. 339—If she knits or cro-
chets, she will be charmed
with this new work bag.
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Nor a Professiona

A famous true-mystery drama—com-
plete on this page. The Episode of the
Dirty Felt Hat.

Three weeks went by and the police found them-

elves no nearer a solution of the crime than they had
been when the two bodies were discovered. And then
it was that Michael Fiaschetti, brilliant head of the
Detective Bureau's Italian Squad, was assigned to
the case.

As soon as he saw the dirty, shapeless felt hut it
became of significant import fo him. He drew upon
his long e).mrlcncc with the underworld and reached
the conclusion that he would not find his quarry along
its devious byways.

“The man who dlunpcd this hat is o novice at
cumo,” he_said. a_professional—not an
erienced uunm'm o Sobber
“How can you tell?” his les
nlemandﬂ .

m smiled.

“I'know them,” he replied. “The professionals! The
nder ‘world element! They are a fastidious lot. They
like to sport silk shirts and flashy clothes and, bmw
vain, they would never think of wearing a hat
thig one, soiled and battered, as it
colleagues ..dmntul that possibly there
was something in what nyway, the angle
was ‘worth trying, for the \mdm world” had been
combed without results, and pigeons had been
Uiible to throw any light whatever upon the grue-
some crime.
hetti gave the hat a thorough examination.
He looked beneath its sweatband, smoothed out its
creases and studied them, and allowed his keen, dark
eyes to wander slowly along its brim. There he Tound

at he sought, smiled knowingly, and then de-

-confident colleagues

e any constru
the roadhouse?”

He was_informed the
ment was being opened up.

“I think we are making headway

ion work going on out near

was—that a new develop-

he said when

He was not mistaken. It was rapid headway from
then on and. within & month's time, he had traced an
Italian named Mike Casalimo to a farm in northern
New York State, arrested him for the murders, and
oht'umd a confession implicating three other men,
as_we

t first, Fiaschetti had spent some time in the
Ozone Park, not far distant from
ouse of the murdered Holbacks and the new
There hy learned in his quiet way
ppeared about, the time the

Detective Michael Fiaschetti double slaying was committed. Alone it meant noth-
ing, of course. The man had a perfect right to go and

come as he pleased. But when the detective had learned

Mum)m stalked on Rockaway Boulevard, Long  that he had been ‘employed as a plasterer on the new

Island, on a cold night in Febr development, his sudden departure had loomed as
talked into the cosy roadhouse of Yo and decidedly suipicious.
n Holbacks and stalked out again, leaving For on the brim of the dirty, shapeless felt hat left
hehuul Uw hfclms bodies of the kindly, old couple. at the er scene, Fiaschetti’s keen eyes had found
n the hands e Tork Polie Depart-  splashes of plastor.—enough to advise him of the legiti
ment it left & mystery which seemed destined fo be  mate oceuption of the murderer he
permanently written into the records ag an unsolved thrse confederates died in the
e, for, aside from a dirty, shapeless felt hat, there at r their heinous crime.
rereimo) lues to the identity of the perpetrator of the Rn\)hvry had been orced their
double slaying. ey info the roadhouse, S they ad Milod Tostead.
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MARTY, AS CLUB MAID, gives a good
performance when she tells Jane to
use Ivory Flakes for her stockings

just as fine stores advise.

Good stores ds tell you to use
Ivory Flakes for your stockings.
And here’s why: The sheer silk of
stockings is very sensitive. It needs
a pure soap. Ivory Flakes are so pure
that both the makers and sellers of
fine stockings recommend them.
These people know silk. They like the
way Ivory Flakes are shaved up into
tiny, curly wisps, too. Ivory Flakes
won't flatten down on your stockings
to cause soap spots and runs/

And here’s a thought for you thrifty
girls—Ivory Flakes costless than other
“silk stocking” soaps. There are lots
more ounces in the box! Just hold on
to that thought and the next time
you're at your grocer’s merely say, "A
box of Ivory Flakes, please.”

IVORY FLAKES - 99%f00%0 PURE

IN THE DRESSING-ROOM
*"Scuse me, Miss Jane, but
y0' sho’ is luxurious on
stockings. That soap yo'
use must be pow'ful strong.
Why doan yo' use nice
gentle Iyory Flakes the way

stores tell yo' to?”

“'LADY, WHY YO’ LEAVE dis chile wif me?” gasps Sam.
“Yo’ train goin’ soon.”

“"Where's the station drug store? Where's my head?” demands
Nurse Tippit. “Why did I forget to pack Jerry's cake of Ivory

“Lots o’ time,” says Sam, turning smooth as a chocolate cus-
tard, now that he knows the reason. Then he chuckles to Jerry,
“'So she’s goin’ to keep yo' 99 44/100% pure.”

““PURE IVORY SOAP FOR BABIES’* SAY DOCTORS

“‘REMEMBER THIS HAT, HENRY 2* asks Mrs. Gibson sofdly.
“Sure!” says Mr. Gibson. “It chaperoned us on our honey-
moon, Sara. And we knew we were made for each other because
we'd both brought Ivory Soap!”
“I¥’s still the finest complexion soap,” declares Mrs. Gibson.
“Absolutely!” agrees Mr. Gibson. “Your complexion is as
clear and fine as the day I first kissed it, 17 years ago!”
SENSITIVE SKINS ARE SAFE WITH IVORY SOAP

The MYSTERY Magazine, November, 1934



get acquainted?

best mystery fiction.

N a bright October morning just seven years

ago, a lean and lanky youth set out from his
rk City—
on the gth of a single article -bout an Alaskan
dnnclnv zlrl sold to the Dance May

his backi

in tha llttle town

winf rters, of America’s two greatest circuses.
Amr that there, was training at the Art Institute. in
Chicago_followed by two joars st it the University of
Wisconsin, and a memorable season as supercargo for

The MYSTERY Magazine, November, 1934

If you like them so well, why not

On this page each month, there will be
presented a short sketch of one of your
favorite authors, so that you may get fo
know the men who bring you the world's
For Stuart Palmer's
latest contribution fo MYSTERY Magazine,
turn fo page 20 for his thrilling short story,
“The Riddle of the Marble Blade.”

Murder on the Blackboard

The Riddle of the Hanging Men

The Riddle of the Forty Naughty
Girls

The Riddle of the élueblﬂod Murders
The Riddle of th'u Yellow Canary
The Riddle of 'the Brass Band
The Riddle of th; Forty Costumes
The Riddle of ;he Flea Circus
The Riddle of Ih.e Dangling Pearl
The Riddle of t'he Black Spade

The Riddle of t;te Marble Blade

the Alaska Steamship Company
sailing out of Seattle for Nome,
Teller, and St. Michacls.

Then

boat on Lake Superior as an anti-
dote to Mr. Insull.

And then Stuart Palmer set out
for Manhattan.  Unlike  Dick
‘Whittington in the fable, P-Imnr
did not have even a pet cat as a
mascot in trying his fortune in
the big city, although a procession
of gorgeous and blu b oodad
felines has passed thro the
young author’s life lnd thrmlgh
his stories since that

Palmer wrote persistently and
voluminously {or such varied pub-
lications as t Stories, (gmb
, True Stmnya Stories—
(many of theu, he now admits, were more strange than
trnu)_s t, Dance, and College Humor. ~Soon
e became mochte editor of The Dance, and then
edltor of Ghost Stories, which promptly expired under

Then one day a publisher looking for new ulenc h-p—
pened to suggest the New York Aquarium as
Setting for a crime book. As Palmer set about dwilins
the plot, he hit upon the device of having an old mai
chool-teacher and her
among the fsh tanks, as comedy relief. Strangely
enough, as the story began (Please turn to page 68
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The RIDDLE of the

All around them loomed N order to love her fellow man as she felt in duty bound to do,
he vast, monstrous crea- Miss Hildegarde Withers found it necessary to avoid humanity
tures which spoke of the en masse whenever possible. Had her inclinations led her other-
odd genius of Dravid ‘wise, she might possibly have stood shoulder to shoulder with a
gd‘ 1 thousand or so fellow Manhattanites in solemn conclave one bright
o sculptor. October afternoon. In that case, one chapter in the history of crimi-

nology would have been considerably shorter.
As it happened, she spent most of the Sntllrda) in her little West
Side apartment with a stack of uncorrected examination papers beside
her, reading. By the time she was dragged rudely back to the present
century b}' the shrilling of her telephone, the fat was most completely

in the
“All Hndes is broke loose in Central Park!” was the way Inspector
Oscar Piper put it. “You see, they were unveiling a blasted statue or
somet] H
Properly speaking, the unveiling was completely in the firm
white hands of Deirdre Bryan, daughter of the Commis-
sioner of Darks, - She had been given the name because
of old Mike Bryan’s desire thus to honor the grandest
and most unhappy queen who ever graced ancient
Ga e';dom‘ hut nobody ever called her an)

‘At & few minutes before two 'clock that
afternoon Miss Dee Bryan, looking
better than her best for the benefit

of the crowd and the massed
newsreel cameras, was hold-

ing a rope. That rope, if

properly and briskly

tugged, would un-

cover from its

The MYSTERY Magazine, November, 1934




Marble BLADE

His Honor finds a public-spirited corpse; the

school-ma’am detective finds a murderer; and

Inspector Piper discovers what was wrong with

the four Fates, the beautiful marble hussy and
the nice young man with the beard

A Miss Hildegarde Withers Mystery

By STUART PALMER

drapes of flags and canvas the latest representation
of the father of his country. Now the statue loomed
shapeless and muffled against the sky, and thus it must
remain untl the last tune had been played and the
last speech gasped.

"The minutes dragged for Dee Bryan. His Honor
the Mayor, looking even more like an angry sparrow
than usual, was working himself up toward a climax.
He had already disposed of politics, al\lmiclelmnce,

are. Now

When he finished, if ever, Dee would,go into aetion
with the rope, while ck up “The Stars and
Sitlpen: Forevor™ and. the mayor shoak ‘hands with
Dravid, the sculptor.

And then the mighty marble Washington, which the
city of New York had just purchased for five thousand
dollars as part of its program of encouraging the finé
arts, would stand forth in impassive magnifcence
above the as yet uncompleted hole which was to
George Washington Uptown Pool. Number Two.

Dee sensed by the Mayor’s delivery that he was near-
ing the wind-up. She tightened her grasp of the rope.
and cast a glance at the two newsreel cameras which
were perched upon a nearby sedan. The news director,
a bored little fat man in a leather jacket, waved at

her to look up at the statue.
Then there was a commotion behind her. The
brisk young secretary from City Hail who
was acting as master of ceremonies had
caught her father by the arm and led
t of a cluster of alder-

‘men.

“Commissioner!” his voice
ex-

set.

Dravia hasw't
shown up—
s0 you've
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got to stand beside the Mayor and
Iet him shake hands with you in-

tea
“Me?” The Commissioner of
Parks looked unhappy It = bad
enough dressing up i
striped trousers. “But | had nothing
o do with the statue,” he protosted.
Then he pointed past his daughte
“That's Dravid's wife, the big hand-

the newsreel truck. Why et
His Honor shake hands with her?”
ere isn’t time!” hissed the

. “Understand the change?
When His Honor shakes hands with
our dad, haul on the rope!”
ided. r father shrugged his_ shoulders.
Py ;lght.” he said. “But it's a shame that Dravid
isn't

Téig: Mayor was coming at last to his finale. “To
edi

icate this statue of the father of his country

in the spirit of reverence, and to honor a true genius

which has_grown nnd ﬂowered in our own fair city,
the great Manuel D: o

He half-turned, with his hand out—and caught the

frantic signals of the secretary from City Hall. His

r. —“bu
that his statue which is shortly
ted and understood
! Ladies
gentlemen, in behalf of the people of the city of New
York T accept the Dravid Was
He turned ss the band blared forsh 1n Sousa's mos
stirring march, and graspad the outetretched, hand of
the Commissioner of Parks, There was an instant’s de-
lay, for the improvised twist in the end of the speech
had caught Dee unprepared. She was staring for all
er blue eyes were worth at a man who stood against
the newsreel truck—a tall and bearded young man
whose mouth was open.
was gazing up at the veiled statue, with an ex-
pression of fascinated horror on his face.  Then, as
Dee was recalled to her duty by a hiss from the master
of ceremonies, he seemed to melt into the crowd.
he gave a vigorous heave at the rope. Something
stuck, and she tried again. pinally cna,of the alder-
men gave a hand, and the rope loosened. . . .
Thore was a faint burst of applause from the crowd,
which died away in a low moan of borror.
here stood the Dravid Washington, twice the size
of life, dignified, handsome, and glistening with
hite of eternal marble —the father of his country, one
hand outstretehed as if holding a
But he was not alone. - Caught in the crook of his
sreat bended arm was the crumpled body of 2 man,
g d person whose face wore &
Took of blank surprise!
His head, with its shoek of white hair, was
forward and from the back of his
neck the life blood had gushed forth to
the immaculate marble of the
‘monument in a long brown cas-

cade.
The first thought that
e had was: “

21



e
Drawn by the mystery of the mighty images,
she took a step inside—then another—

22

mustn’t faint in front of the cameras—I really mustn't!"

The cameras were clicking still, with an expression of
pure and unalloyed delight upon the faces of the newsreel
men. They’d come for another speech and a statue—and
got this!

But there was more to come. The Mayor, speechless for
the first time in his life, was, pointing up at the
barked, cleared his throat, and finally managed— Bnt—
that's Dravid!”

nd then, for a full minute, there was no sound but the
widow’s horrible hysterical laughter.

So 1 thought you might posalbly be moemwd ” the In-
spector finished.

ou mean you're stuck and you want me to lend you a
Hand 2 Mice Withess told i over the telephone, “Bat its
a fine time to tell me about it—the body was discovered a
litglo after two, you say. Ite atter five.thirty mow.

know it,” Piper admitted testily. “But there're no

phone Bootha n the middle of Central Bark  &nd you have
no idea what it is to try to investigate a murder with His
Honor the Mayor screaming for an arrest. 1 hayen't had s
second to slip away and call you until now. I'm o
ey to have a look at Dravid's studio in the ‘Vilage, and T
thought you might like to go .

“T1l be ready when you get here,” she cut him off. True
to her word, the angular schoolma’am was pacing restlessly
up and down the sidewalk outside her flat when the In-
spector, traveling incognito in a taxi, pulled up,

He started to the man an address downtown, but
Miss Withers vetoed the suggestion. You can give me
five minutes to look at the scene of the crime,” she snapped.
“Youve had all afternoon” The taxi obediently headed up
Central Park West and into the park.

There was still a good-sized crowd held back from the
statue by a squadron of officers. George Washington had
been covered with canvas again, but Piper lifted the drape
to show her the tell-tale brown stain. The body, of course,

Y.
“He was killed with some sort of a stone hammer or

i k
of hls neck. Dead since sometime in the night, Doc Bloom

*etween twelve and one, T imagine,” Miss Withers
murmured.
“What? How did you know?”
g the park is quite crowded until twelve—and
while 1 was waiting for you I called the weather bureau
and found that there was bright moonlight last night—except
for that one cloudy hour. The murderer would hardly risk
working except in the dar
h, 1 see.” Piper nodded. “Yeah, guess youre right.”
“Elementary, my dear Watson,” Miss Withers murmured
sotly. “By the way, Oscar, When was the statue set up here?”
“Yesterday—which was Friday,” he told her. “Owen,
Dravid’s young assistant and a bunch of workmen got it

veiling was just the usual official Splurge
“I didn’t know,” Miss Withers admitted. “I suppose the
sculptor was in a last minute msh to finish the thing?”
‘Rush?” Piper “laughed. . “Why, the statue has been fin-
ished for weeks. It was chosen from a dozen others in a

competmon, you know.”

observed Miss Withers, “I was just wundenng
why there are so many marble chips around the

A stopladder laaning sgainst a pile of scaffolding told how
he body must hnve been lifted to its oddly macabre position
m the crooked arm of the massive statue. “Cases like this
usually are ‘roken pretty easlly,” the Inspector. was saying.
“Contrary to usual ideas on the part of the public, the more
unusual the crime and the weapon, the more easily it’s
solved. The whole situation here comes down to one point—
the how of the crime. Why was Dravid killed with a piece of
sharpened stone?”
“No doubt,” agreed Miss Wlthers She was thinking
something else, as usual. For most of her career as a sleuth
She'fad Boon most succeasful when (Please turm to page 46)
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OFF #e RECORD

Second-hand Olives
T is against the law in the District of Columbia for
bartenders to mix drinks in the sight of the cus-
tomers. That is becoming tough on the latter, from
the Senators dow:

To comply with the Jaw, all the bars have  telephone
booth arrangement in which the bartender lips, there
to do his mixing in the

that, numbers of these out-of-
siaht barkeeps are practicing economies which give the
lawmakers the wi

Tn mixing old. fashioned cocktails, for instance, they use
s and cherries over and over again—and
bother to wash the glasses between drinkers.

"An olive for & Martini 1s said 1o last for days, oF
indefinitely, until some ht
gry drinker eats it. From

O'Brian had to get himself renominated, reconfirmed
and recommissioned under his right namd. That cost
him about six weeks

e other vietim of the White House's mispelling is
Judge Walter P Stacy, chairman of the new National
Steel Relatio 3

The cxeetive. order by the President of the United
States creating the board and naming the three mem-
bers of the board, spelled the judge’s name “Stacey.”
1t went through all the official channels, including the
State Department, and has been printed officially in
that form.

Judge Stacy also may have his check cashing troubles
until he goes through the tedious routine of getting a
dozen or so governmental records corrected.

Statues, Beware

the White House comes the 1 ress

word, nonetheless, that drinks SPECIAL! (IS e conesesional S
oughtn't to be mixed in public. Have you any questions, serious or Mh:r- e o It omu‘mg ot
As soon as Congress comes wise, to ask about your government? Jol done — pronto—the  architects
this Winter the problem doubt- evander, MYSTERY . MAGAZINE'S say the floor of the Capitol is

less en uj

special correspondent in Washington, will

going to cave in and bury the

"The issue Jikely will relt in
t such

tanglement might serve to keep

them at a_proper distance, or

maybe a white line on the floor.
Tt is a vexing problem.

Spelling in High Places

GOMEBODY at_the White
House—we don’t know who

answer the most interesting questions sent
in by MYSTERY readers every month. If
you want to know how your government
works; if you wish information on any sub-
ject of national importance; or if you just
want to gossip; address your queries to this

tical happenings—John Alex-
ander, Reporter of Capitol Comics, care of
Tower Magazines, 55 Fifth Avenue, New
York, estions And answers will
be printed each month in this magazine.

By
JOHN ALEXANDER

nation’s lawmakers in a pile of
bricks and busted statues.

The crisis is cumulative,
starting in the gay nineties,
when Congress set aside one

y L

being 48 states, that meant 96
full-size statues in a chamber
none too big e first place.
At first it didn't matter, be:
cause not all the states’ had
statues to display. Now they
have, and the floor is groaning.

The safety engineers claim

here is o telling when the

T, reby
makmg life pretty mlserab]e for Messrs. O'Brian and
tacy

Wiliam J. O'Brian not long ago was selected by Pres
dent Roosevelt as Gollector of Customs at the Port of
Buffalo.

The president nominated him, the Senate confirmed
him, and, the powers that be commissioned him as
“0’Bri

That was okay with O'Brian, but it wasn’t with the
Treasury Department, which discovered the error
twenty-four hours before he was to be sworn in. The
department refused to let the ceremony go on.
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floor will callapse under the load, Maybe tonight, may-
next year, unless Congress acts in the meantime.
The engineers have recommended that the statues be
taken out of the room and distributed in the corridors
throughout the Capitol, so that there won't be a con-
centration of weight in any one s
Colletively, Congress thinks ‘that is a good ides, but
individually turns thumbs down, as a matter of pride.
A hero-Trom Tdshor 1t seome, T Just aa gress o man
as a hero from Alabama, and therefore his statue is
entitled to just as prominent a position. The same
obtains for all the other (Please turn to page 78)
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field, with something between a

HOW him in!” said Albert J. Pen-
snarl and a cry. We heard the Fhrehy

Modern women and modern men, destructive

and the

savage order across several in-
tervening rooms.

The timid maid returned to us, at the

door. “Step in, please.” she murmured.
“Mr. Penfield will be happy to see you
at once.”

An ironic smile for a moment curved
Jimmie Lavender's lips; then we buwed
perfunctorily and stepped into an old-
Torld corridor. . We teft the bustling,
Todern world bebind us and entered the
fourteenth century. It seemed incredible
that we had got out ef an elevator only
a few minutes before

The mext. stop was_almost -ertainly
Italy. Crossing a vaulted living- two_ stories
high, we passed through ancient double doors and stoo
blinking in a garden. A giardino, 1 should call it, I

ished ruby made the

14th Century murder in the penthouse one of
the most colorful and dramatic cases Jimmie
Lavender had ever tackled. A masterpiece
of mystery fiction by one of America’s promi-
nent authors—and one of your favorites.

said Albert J.
is narrow shoulders and added
Thcredible!”

“This is where the thing occurred,”
Penfield. He sh
a single word:

suppose. It was as
Under foot was fine, soft grass—a veritable lawn—
and in its center a weatherbeaten fountain burbled.
On the left a loggia was supported by carved wo
pillars, stained by time. On the right a stone parapet
overlooked the boulevard, twenty floors below. Beyond
the garden were other ancient doors, heavily bound
and studded with old iron; set with keys of monstrous
size and pattern. On all the sun shone brightly.
1 almost rub eyes. But there was no time
5 was_stepping _through the
farthest double doors and coming toward us, A little
man, but with the fierce eyes and predatory jaw of the
country which he affected. I cannot recall a more
sinister-appearing face in my experience. “Show them
n his first ery; and I thought his second
s goimg 1o be. “Theow them o
1 was agreeably surprised.

. der?” The savage voice was now cour.
teous and attractive. “It was good of you to come.
I am really greatly worried.

He shook our hands with smiling cordiality and
piloted us back into the huge living-room through
which he had passed. In a moment we seemed dwarfed
by its immensity. Rich tapestries were on the walls,
and the early sunlight streamed through a glory of
stained glass.

2 always difficult to under-
stand,” admitted Jimmie Lavender, sententiously. “It
traces usually to some curious brain quirk. But this is
really too bad!”

We were bending over a magnificent mediaeval vase,
tv;nuh lay in a dozen or more fragments on a corner

“There were four of them,” said Penfield. “There
are the others!” He indicated three other splendid,
Tmutilated vasos, one on ancther table, two on & wi
mantel that lay across the end of the room, above a
fireplace, What their value might have been I had no
idea; but it must have been considerable. I rather re-
spected Penfield, however, for not mentioning it.
Lavender, a bit of a collector himself, was genuinely
distressed,

“Tchk, tchk!” he deprecated, clucking
an old woman who had burned her biscuit;
“Tehk, tehk, tchk!”

“Infernal ‘swine,” muttered Penfield. “T'd like to
have him by the throat for just five minutes.”

Jimmie Lavender stopped his puttering with the
ruined vases,

“I doubt that there are any fingerprints,” he said.
#Even If there wers, they would probably be valueless.
But I fancy our vandal used a stic

He straightened, and for some minutes turned his

s tongue like
And again:

The LISPING

cyes upon the room in which we stood. His quick
wlance darted from one priceless artwork to another;
from bronze to porcelain, and from porcelain to gold
and silver. There were statuettes and images, and
antique clocks, and little boxes wrought with exquisite
artistry by hands long gone o dust. There were icona

there were ancient weapons, chased in silver and
m vith precious stones. The place was better than

Only ‘the quartette of vases seemed to have been
touche

“What else?" asked Lavender, at length.
thing stolen

“That' J all " said the collector, “except for the um-

“Was any-

bilical r
“The umbilical raby!

Lavender, “what's
s Sl said Albert J. Penfield bitterly,

“God knows why! But it's missing from its setting.”

| Great Scott,” cried Jimmie

24

He crossed the room and lifted a small bronze piece
from the mantel. His pointing finger indicated a cavity
that might have been mistaken for the exaggerated
navel of the little Oriental god that squatted on the
helvy bnse A sort of twisted smile accompanied his
gest

“That's where it used to be! But its value is trifiing
[ u)mpared with that of other things around the

T see,” sald Jimmie anender but I was confident

he didn't see at al H ‘ell me about it all.”
“Come into the den, zua Penfield shortly. “I

talk better when I'm drinking.”

GO we returned to the nmnzmg mediaeval gxrden
blooming twenty floors above the modern city of
Chicago. We seated ourselves at an old-fashioned table,
upon which a servant was already laying out a set of
glasses, a decanter, and a siphon. Remotely, from the
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depths below, the city murmured. The sun shone
warmly through the branches of stunted trees and gar-
den growths. A breeze blew inland from the lake. It
was an enchanting spot
"It happened last night,” began the callector abrumly
My wife was alone, except for the servants, who—I
understand—had gone to bed. But she was alone, in
any case, for the servants live and sleep on the floor
below. A telephone call came through, and my wife
answered.”
He sipped at his Scotch-and-soda.
“She heard a man’s voice which s k to be mine.
in fact, intended to be ‘mistaken for mine. -And
the voice caking as if it were mine, you
understand—to join me.at. the Blue Pavilion. She
left the house within ten minutes, took a cab, and did
w ithin half an hour.”
wvender, surprised.
“Yes, "So it is chvious that whoever calied knew I
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Cartwright was jealous of Penfield, and had
quarreled with Harriet about him.

By
VINCENT STARRETT

was_there, and certainly acted on that knowledge.”
Jimmie Lavender nodded. “That seems an allowable
mlerence g
“It s il
at the Blue Pavilion. 1 Jou to join me nght ;way
Penfield spread his hands, “That was alll
would; the fel l.lnw said, ‘All nght, and that was that,
Naturally, I was said so, and
che told me about the call. A littls later we came
home—to find the vases smashed to pieces and the ruby
gone. Otherwise, things were pretty much as you saw

them.
“Whom do you suspect?” asked Lavender, as soon as
the collector had nishe
1" Penfield
ne(ted me of drinking, when I told her I hadn’t made
the call; but she changed her mind when she got

suddenly laughed. “She sus-

“l “see,” said Jimmie Lavender again. “What made




her think you had been drinking? The
voice on the telephone ?”

o unded like mine, she said, but
with a"hm: ; difference. The fellow lisped, it

but enough for her to
o you know mybody who lisps?”
"Nelther of us

“How many people might hnve known that you were
at the Blno Plvlllon, lnat
“Dozens, 1 suppose. Hundreds, maybe, nf you count
those who may have seen me there and recognized me.
When T left the Club, some hours before, Taala 1 was
going to the Pavilion; so there was also a clear record
of my intentions.’
% t s, Lavender’s turn to shrug. “What time did
it
Mrs, Penﬁeld left the house a little before mid-
night; the call was about ten minutes earlier.”
“There are the things here more valuable than your
vases and the Why d only the vases have
been broken, and only the ruby stolen’
“Aak e something easy,” said Penﬂeld “I can’t
uu,—une_su" he added, “the broken vases were
Juat a blind to cover up the theft of the ruby.”
immie Lavender n¢ “It's commvnble
. “The vases were a set, I take whew
did you get them?”
«They were zlven to me by a young woman I was once
engaged t
Lavender Tooked at the collector over !he rim of his
“What happened ?” he asked with interesf
enfield wal su nud ‘Nnth
particular. We just co
get any funny ideas about her
Hnmet Proetor—yml e pmh.va blilrd ;( her.
ler.

al
Pro::wu, 1 belleve'l Shea going to be married, any-
\vny, lf remember rightly. Wasn't it in the papers

"Yes—fellnw named Cartwright.” Penfield s)u‘ugged.

“Lives in this building, as a mltur of fact. Doy
stairs. Maybe he did it, eh? What a story thnt

would be!”
Jimmie Lavender laughed. fiction, lnywny,
. “I'm bound to nk queshona, you know.”

rt J. Penfield, without en-
e rose suddenly
Mrs. Penfield was

to , and T followed suit.
entering the gar

e Plabo ait down” she begged. “It’s Mr. Lavender,
jsm't 167 Im glad youve come. No whisky, please,
Bort! Too early in the morning.”

SHE ‘was enormously an,ncnvo My pulses, as usual
in such circumstances, beat more quickly. Whatever
else Albert J. Penﬁeld “ight have lost, T reflected, he
was_ shll a lucky sti

ted oumlvu and listened to what the col-
Jector's wife could tell us. I think she rather bowled
Layender over, also.

“I am particularly interested in the voice on the tele-
hane," e told her. “It's apparently our only clue. Mr.
Pepfleld, tells me that the fellow lisped.”

es,” said Millie Penfield, “I certainly got that
lmprenlon 1 wondered if Mr. Penfield had been drink-
ing. And yet it was quite definitely his voice.” She
nodded vigorously. and I wondered if she still Shspected
Penﬁeld of untruth.

asy to imitate,” Lavender observed. “Now that
you know it was not Mr. Penfield, what do you think?
Tsn’t there someone else who—?”

She shook her head “T've been over all that until
' frantic. And yet, it must have been somebody who
knew us, don’t you think?”

“It would seem so,” Lavender agreed

remembered that this man, in all p;
not lisp at all. I have no doubt that the impression you
received was deliberately conveyed—to mask his

“But it is to
, does

2

isps.
“And who sctually
does not_exist?”
Mrs. Penfiel
almost too clever.
“The whole affair would
eem ve been cleverly
anaged. He knew your name
was Millie, that your husband

5a

was to y Bert, that
Mr. Penfield was at the Blue Pa-
vilion. And he didn’t talk too mt
Just a sentence or two, I understand.
“Hello, Millie? Bert calling.
the Blue Pavilion. 1 want ye
e right away. Have I
Mrs. Penfield nodded. “It’s o
Bert would have u:d,” she insi

5 1 told you. Only three of
them sleep here, as a matter of fact; two maids and
Rackham—the fellow who served our drinks. There’s
a chauffeur, of course; but he sleeps over the garage, a
block away. They're good servants; that's all I can

say.
“They re splendid servants,” corrected Mrs. Penfield.
Jimmie Lavender sipped his Ilqllor thoughtfully. "rhe
self-operating elevator is a great boon to thieves,”
commen “There’s a man at the door, of course?
wnstairs, yes; but he goes off at midnight. I
suspect he ducks & fow minutes earlior than thn"
“He wasn't there when I went down: added
Mrs. Penfield. “I hunted up a cab
“Called away, himself, perhaps?” questioned Laven-
der, ruminatively. “So that somebody could slip past?
He was thoughtful again for some moments.
“Well, well! Will you take me round the place, pleue"

WE recrossed the vaulted living-room and_re-en
tered the ancient corridor. The door at the far
end was a formidable-looking piece of furniture. It praa
fitted with the toughest of modern %
outer surface of the Iock however, was a_deep scrnwh
where, presumably, a key_ hmi slipped. Lavender ex-
amined it without much’ i

“This is the only tranger he inquired.

“Excej ept & staircase at the back, le-ldmg m the e
vants’ q TS, really
explained Mrs, Penﬁeld "Even lhe frelzht elevuh)r and
the fire escape end on the

Jimmy Lavender made a litﬂe guture of dis-
gust. “It looks impossible,” he commented, “unless he
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As the door
opened, some-
thing began to
slip in ble
and eerie fashion
toward the opening.

flew in over the parapet. The
scratch upon the locks means
nothing.”
“It is_impossible,” said Mrs. Pen-
field, with a glance at her husband;
and suddenly I felt that I was right.
She did suspect him—of something. Had
Lavender noted it?
For some time we stood at the parapet and
looked into the streets and lawns below. Even
the treetops were far, far beneath us. Laven-
der’s eyes, however, saw nothing of the scene;
_he was looking out across the lake, and think’

ing.
His examination of the servants’ quarters, the
freight elevator, and the fire escape was curiously
partunctory, | thought; but it is likely that nothing of
importance escaped him. The wholé establishment was
beyond bellef . the vaulted dining-room , vith its arched
doorways and richly colored frescoes; the extraor-
dinary bedrooms, with their walls of red and blue and
green r great four-poster beds; the amazing
bathrooms, with sunken pools and walls of green and
gold; the art gallery, filled with priceless oils, its
vaulied ceiling done in replica of Michelangelo's de.

signs. 1t took tl hrenth Sway. And one knew that
Penﬂeld Wnl a wealthy m:
But at length we were > back In the long corridor that

led to u.; clevators and the world outaide.
side a door set in the corridor wall
“What's this?” a wvender, hu h.nd upon the
knob, " He tried the handle without invitation and dis-
covered that the door was locked.
closet,” answered Penfield. “A bit of a nuisance,
as & matior of Tact o1t han spring lock on it, sud
needs a key to open it. Fortunately, we don’t u
often.

“May 1 look inside?” asked Lavender. “Quite silly,
1 suppose; but I've looked at everything else. 1 may
as_well be thorough.”

Penfleld_was surprised.
oy, , “There are only

We paused

“Very well,” he replied
winter garments in it,
T get a key,” said Mrs. Penfield.
my ring

“So have 1,” said Penfield.
possibly have got inside.

“I have one on

“But the fellow couldn’t
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He fumbled with the lock and ulti
mately drew the door ajar. Mrs. Pen-
field stepped forward and jerked it widely

open.

Then she screamed and keeled over into my

arms. It was my good fortune to be standing
just behind her.
“ood God!” said Albert J. Penfield, in a feeble
bleat. He leaned against the opposite wall and
stared with eyes that fairly bulged with horror.
“Good God!” he whispered.

Crushed back against a standing truck, on three
sides of which hung garments, redolent of camphor
balls, was ly of a man. r flew open,
it bad begun to &lip in horrible. fashion toward” the
openi

Quite. suddenly, before anyone could stop I, the
thing pitched forward at our feet

A DEFERENTIAL China boy opened the door of
the Cartwright apartment on the seventh floor,
some minutes later.
“Mlister Clartwight not in,” he told us amiably, and
slowly began to close loor.
s know that," said Lavender, abruptly. He in-
ted a foot to block the door, then followed it over
e threahold “I'm a policeman—see? You'd bettes

strictly true; hllt it sufficed. The China
willingly gave ground.

"wm you want?” he asked.

“When did Mr. Cartwright go away?” asked Laven-
der, “Where is he?”

_The, Chinese servant, spread his hands.

X “Solly, don’t know!

Clartwight not Some home la night”

Lavender had a sneaking fondness for
Oriontals, and was inclined to treat them as pets.
reached out a hand and pinched the Servants elbow.
“What's your name?” he asked

“Don’t
Mlister

“Joe.”
“Mr. Cartwright is dead, Joe. Somebody killed him.”
There was na change Ih the China boy's face. He

simply stared. But his voice betrayed his shock.

Dead?” The word was as lifeless as its import.
We pushed past him the living-room, leaving
him staring, In orderly haste we mads the circult, of
the dead man's xooms and found exactly nothing that
seemed to have a bearing on the But there was

Teally o longor Any Tystery sbout 1, that T could see.

T wondered what Lavender was looking cul

prit, obviously, had trapped himself in Penﬁeld etosot

and bad paid the penalty of bis carelenn
ent up i the freight clevator, mmbly," T said.
“The Penfield's servants had gone o bed; it was close
to midnight. " Took the servants’ staircass to the pent.
use—after g the call that sent Mrs. Penfield
to the Blue Pavilion. Tt seems clear enoug
D en 15 T What Totive would you asoribe o Cart-
wright, if your explanation is correct?” asked Laven-
der, with interest.
“Jealousy of some kind,” I answered promptl
¢He was engaged to the kirl who guve Penfield those
mned_vases. t kaow what Penfeld's rela-
tons with the girl may actually have been. She ma

Sunt have talked to him & lot about Penfeld—until he

Was pretty sick of it. wanted to hurt Penfield

somehow, and he attacked him through his collection

He began with the vases, naturally; then he gouge

gut the ruby, and he'd have gone faither if he hadn't
trapped himself.’

“Rlery ingenious,” acknowledged Jimmie Lavender.

“Hgw do you suppose he trapped himaclf?”

“Thought he heard someone coming, I
of the servants, d stepped. into the cloaet
without realizing that he was locking himself i
vender siied. gemtly.  “Nonsense, Gilly|
could have let himself out, any time he wanted to.

He
The

i
(Please turn to page 54)

but not

“Apparently,
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At the Eund of the

ATROLMAN NATALE BONNO came up Esther
Street into Chaumont Avenue at tyhp- st
This is

&

o
clock atop the Medical Life Building, six blocks distant
down Chaumont. He checked with his wrist watch,
holding it up into the glare of the street light. Quiet,
orderly neighborhood; old homes of weathered stone,
most of them darkened at this hour, a few five- or six:
storied apartment heuses He would walk eight blocks
up Chaumont and ring in @ usual from the box on the
chrner.of Chaumont and

Natale Bonno strolled on, twu'lmg hln stlck ukms
a few deep draughts of the sweet it air.
new post for him. Nice. Quiet.

Road, where he'd pounded his heels for most of the
Summer and smacked into race riots, crazy shootings.

small, deserted lobby ccntammg a potted plant and a
long, leather divan. At his left was a door with a
ground-glass panel; the door was part-way open, re-
venlmg an elevator cage. Hanging from it was a sign:

"Feet, came hurrying down the stairway. Bonno
Stepped, over beside the potted plant, drew his gun.
The bottom of the staircase was conceals im by
a jutting corner of the wall. The footfalls were hurry-
ing, drawing nearer, and presently a girl ran into view.

ey, you!” Bono snapped.

stopped with a quick intake of a breath and an

0N At wan shckod - betwesn parted teeth. She

was young and slender, with a diminutive hat aslant

a crop of thick, lustrous biack batr.” Her ores, nov,

were round, almost popping. She raised a hand,

knuckling her mouth cruehmg her parted lips against
her sparkling, white

He was a young man—twenty-six—  “Peter,” begged the girl, “be  Bonno towered toward her, his
and hard-boned, strapped with mus-  good, Peter. Don't et d.,,.. thick bushy brows coming together
cle; dark, dark-eyed and dark- angry. Please don' threateningly. He ripped her large,
browed, with a proper sense of im- patent leather handbag from her
rtance, without which—say hand, popped it open, glanced inside,
you want to about it—a copper certainly is lost. cloged it and thrust it back into her han
When the shot banged, wrenched the stillness apart, ‘What's the rush?” he muttered.

by walls. Instantly there was a
and mingled wlth the second shot the
brittle snarlmg of shattered

up'at the facade in front of which he
had stopped. An apartment house of six stories, with
two heavy glass doors at the entryway. Parting the
doors with a thrust of his shoulder, he barged into a

28

“Why—I s just—"

“You was ju napped. He jerked his hard
dark Jaw, “Get back upstairs.”
She was breathless. A harried look came into her

eyes and her face was dead white and this made her
s seem darker. Her lips worked and she made a
few idiotic gestures.
onno gave her a shove. “Up.”
She hastened up to the next landing, Bonno at her
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Alley was

hecls. As they were starting up the narrow staircase
beyond, a man started down. At sight of them he
stopped short, began to retreat. is left arm
Bonno thrust the girl to one side; his right held his
gun leveled upward.
Make up your ‘mind, mister,” he said.
above remained motionless.

odded, his eyes hard and dark and
cagey. He rushed the girl up the staircase and, a few
steps from the man, said, “Back up—and just for luck,
put up your paws.”

" HE man was young, about as young as Bonno. He
wore a light gray suit of herringbone m:
a flair to the lapels. s soft collar was white with blue
horizontal stripes, and pinched tight by a collar pin.
A gray felt was yanked over one eyel

Eoirre In'a hurry, too, T suppose,” Bonno muttered,

slappmg the man beneath each arm, then his coat
then his hips—swiftly, certainly. “Well, say

Something.

The young man had a grayish, narrow face.
should T say?” he asked, regarding Bonno steadil

“Skip it. You can say things to the inspector. Where
was that shooting?”

“I don’t know.

Doors had begun to open in the corridors and now,

What

Bonno grabbed her by the arm. “All right, lady. May-
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a2 DOOR

FREDERICK NEBEL

popular author of best-selling novels
and short stories, presents an ace-
thriller of murder, young love and the
sinister secret behind the side door.
Another human drama in which
Marcus Corcoran, the beloved dis-
trict attorney, solves a crime and
mends a heart at the same time

be you know what room you came out of. Get a more
on you. You heard me, didn't you? I said what room?”
She nodded stumdly “Yes °
“You get al Bonno told the young man.
The gitl 1od the way past gaping tenants to the last
door on the right. Stopping, she turned and looked at
onno. Her face was quiet now, set, and there was a
film Iike wet silk on her eyes
" Bonno asked.
owr i said, sliding her eyes toward the door.
Somewhere distant a man’s voice was calling, “Der-
mody! Say, Dermody!
Bonno pounded on the door but no one came to open
it, He rattled the imob, The door was locked
g 1.7 the man’s voice called again.
Bonno turned to the girl. s his name Dermody?”
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Her voice was hardly above a whisper. “Yes.”

“What, what, what?” panted a smali, fuzzy-haired

man, runining up with the folds of a bathrobe clutched
llght nt hls ‘waist.

e you?” Bonno demanded.

“Thewell, the building super. My name's Gregory.”

“You got keys'

The little man bobbed his head, hauled a bunch of
keys from his pocket. His lower lip blubbered wetly:
“But whuh-what—"

“Never mind. Open the door before you need a
repair job

The little man opened the door and instantly there
was a deep silence. The girl did not cry out, though
her eyes widened with horror,- her knuckles ground
against her lips. The tall man in the herringbone suit
moistened his lips, looked sidewise at the gi

+Get in,” said Honno, in a low, hoarse v e

The woman entered as though she walked on stilts,
tiftdoggod. The man in the henmgbone suit followed,
his face a little grayer. Bonno, entering, took one look
at the man on the floor, at the heavy revolver ing a
few feet from his outstretched hand. Then he stepped
over the inert figure and thrust his head out the open
window beyond. Across the court, a man [n pajamas
‘was leaning out of a wil

Were you doing the yellmg” Bonno demanded.

“l was cnlllﬂB

“Why?”

The man looked upward, pointed. A bullet shattered
my window and woke me up. I saw Dermody’s place
lighted up and 1 ealled out £ him.>
™

“Sundstrand’ s‘my name. I'm an M. D.”
“Oke. You better put your panm on and come over,
doc, and take a look at this guy.”

S0, the dead man's name was Dermody. Clinton Der.
mody. He was, up until the moment, the instant of
his death, an author of some repute. A journalistic
author. He'd written a number of actual blographies
of notorious characters, still living. He had always
Written of the moment, never of the distant past.
was about’ fifty. With his great shock of
vellow hair, he looked picturesque even in death. A
large man With a large face and thick down on his
hands, and large, squarish fingernails.
oner’s man, had finished with the preliminary examin:
tlon. Ho was a fatilsh small men with & bard- looking
belly and uninspired e

It could very easily be suicide,” he said from beneath
his fat nose, looking over his glasses. “I daresay it's
suicide.”

Inspector Tom Rockford, who had been hauled out
of an important bridge game at headquarters, growled,
“You're sure, huh?”

“No one can be s " Jacobs said. “We know
the gun is Dermody’s. s a thirty-two on a forty-five
frarme, with an extra long barrel. A target revoiver.
The cartridges are smokeless.”

rd turned on a blunt heel to say across the
room, “You hear that, Marcus?”

Marcus Corcoran, the district attorney, was standing
in a corner smoking a corkctipped cigareite and thumb-
ing the pages of one of Dermody's latest

sed the ook, Iaid It aside and came over to sta
body, pinching his lower lip thoughtfully
between thumb ‘and forenger. The district attorney
had a taste in suits and linen. He was a slender, erect
Tan, with a casualness of manner, with the unpreten
tiousness of a thorou

He said amiably to Jacobs. “You've of course seen
other cages of guicide by a firearm where there were no
powder bur

0 course,” the coroner’s man nodded.
don’t jam the gun against themselves.”

Corcoran lifted his eves. The girl was seated across
the room, and beside her the thin young man in the
herringbone suit. Doctor Sundstrand stood to one side,
a Gaunt man with a picturesque splash of gray at either
temple, intelligent eyes, full, mobile lips. He was

5

“All suicides
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wrapped in a dark blue dressing gown. The fuzzy-
haired little building superintendent stood near the
door, beside two uniformed pahcemen

Corcoran said, “Miss Pow 2

The girl started.

“Miss Powers, Inspector Rockford tells me you took
a lot of dm.mnn fm- Mr. Derm

She nodded.

“How long were “Jou here tonight?”

“Well, from eight until some time after eleven—ﬂen
or twenty minutes after eleven,

“What do Jou usually do, take the notes home ad

type them there

“Yes, 1 d

Paiseimen. Natale Bonno said, “Nix. All she had
when I snagged her was a pocketbook.”

pShe colored 4 trifl, then nodded. “Of course, Mr.

Dermody was dissatisfied with what we'd accomplished
tonight and told me to tear the notes up.” She pointed.

1 think you'll find them in that waste basket. He—he
didn’t seem in a mood for working.”

“What kind of mood was he in?” Corcoran asked.

She swallowed. “He seemed—depressed.”

“Was he often depressed?”

“No. He was usually—I don’t know how to e
it—rather gay, even funny at times. As though acting

a
“How long have you done this work for Mr. Der-
ody 7"
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Corcoran said, “I thought
you didn't love your wife
any more.” ho said
507" Powers shouted.

Towar Buudios

The MYSTERY Magazine, November, 1934

“A little over a year, I should say.”

“When you heard those shots, why
did you run? Patrolman Bonno said
you were running.”

e colored and seemed con-
fun ] really don't know. Maybe
it was instinct. They sounded close—
certainly in the building. I think I

and—I don’t know—TI just ran. I
guess I was just frightened.”
ou're sure you recognize the
un?

“Positive. He bought it about two
months ago and showed it to me then
in its’ plush case.”

Corcoran crossed the room to de-
posit his butt in an dshhﬁy He turned
and looked at the thin, gray-faced
vyouth in the herringbone sui

, yes.

Corcoran smiled drily. “Patrolman
Bonno_said you acted suspiciously
when he accosted you on the stair-

cas

“Tt all depends on_what you call
acting suspiciously. 1 was starting
down the stairs when I saw him and

man with a g
ally 1 stupped Maybe I looked a little
use

Bmmo mocked him: “It's all what
you consider scting a little confused”

Corcoran said, “Mr. Browning, do
you live here

’rhen what, the next thing to natu-
rally ask is—what were you doing in
the building?”

rowning’s face looked a shade
grayer. He withdrew from his inside
pocket a thick sheaf of pinkish slips

contained a_hundred-odd slips, each
about four inches square and adver-
tising certain bonded liquors.

gent Tooked guilty as hell.”
Corcoran ~said, “hhank you,
o Tretained some of the
alips, gave the rest back to Browning,
rowning moistened his lips and let
out a quiet, unobtrusive sigh.

d then Corcoran said_amiably,
casually to Dr. Sundstrand, “Mr. Der-
mody. was of course dead’ when you
examined loctor ?’

“Quite,” Sundntrand said, nodding
grimly. “Quite dy
s medieal man, have you any
theories? You knew Dermody pretty
well, T gather.”
i"Ves, pretty well. We used to g0 on
shindigs together. As to any
, 1 don’t know. While *you
muemen have been talking, I've been
trying to figure out why Clint Der-
mody should have committed sulc)de.
seemed quite unlike ~him.
health was good. I know that person-
ally. Hemade (Please turn to page 19)

a
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Her Husband s
RIEND

headquarters heard Dr. Wilhelm Mott had been
murdered down in Pawhanseett Dr. Mott, who
rhaps the most emirient physician in south-
ern Staten Island, had been one of the guests at a
party the night before at the Ring home—the name
Ring is one of the most venerable of the district and
the Ring house is a landmark—an
summerhouse on the vast Ring lawn that he was found,
w Pawhanssett, being what it is, is a matter of
concern to the offcialdom of New York. It is one of
those queer, isolated spots within the shadow of the
gorld's greatest metropolis_—belonging, in fact, within
the limits of that metropolis—that clings jealously to
its, individuality and scorns—when not legally com-
pelled_otherwise—any r with the giant that is
k.. A sizable portion of its population, having
immense local pride, never have crossed the bay to
Manhattan, not deeming such travel either necessary or
enefi

Hene, its policemen, although technically under the

Street, are recruited locally and
Toler to themseives as the Pawhanssett Police Depart-
ment; and so with its firemen and other officials who
draw municipal pay.

Therefore, when the news of Dr. Mott’s destruction
came through, the matter was immediately laid before
the Commissioner. The Commissioner, a weary man,
He saw that one David Gray,

IT was early on a hot morning in August that

e Commlsuone
Yoa, sir." said the Tnspector of the Homicide Squad.
“oldm they got over there
“And these people—are they suspects
“Well, yes sir, in & way. There's Mrs. Ring—Unity’s
her first name—who gave the party and I suppose she’s
at least a material witness, if not a suspect. They say
she and Dr. Mott were to be married. Her husband
and Dr. Mott practised together.
“What happened to the husband ?”"
“Blew his brains out after he'd los}ti everything in
id.

the market. Family fortune, it’s sai
left his widow the house and a sizal
lump of msumnce, but that was all”

“Wu Mott althy ?”

”And These others?”

“Well, sir, now comes the queer part of
it. It seems odd that Mrs. Ring should
give the party at all because these three,
the Proveens and Simon Lingle, the only
other guests at the party, detested Mott.”

Whytn

ble

“Well—they all grew up together, it
seems—Mott had a heavy love affair with
Prudence Proveen at one time, but he
threw her over—there’s a child somewhere
according to local gossip—and it broke
her heart. She’s never married and they
say she hates Mott now.

“Then, there’s her brother, Caleb. He

By HENRY

worships his sister—always has. They live together.
nd when Mott did her the nasty trick it was all

life. Finally W ivorce,
Lingle’s hatred is that Mott, after the divorce, gave the
wife the run-around and went chasing the Ring widow.
o0 you can see that the party wasn't what you could
call hilarious.”
“Did Lingle and the Proveens know Mott was to be
there?”

“Apparently not. Théy came early, and he came in
later. He'd been at a hospital. The party broke up
just a little after that, but Mrs. Ring apparently wasn't
through with her little joke, if it was a joke. She asked

roveen, who had his car, to take Mott home. That
jort of staggered them, T mupposs bt Provees sald
he would and Mott accepted. Lingle went alon

Well, according to the story the three of them tell,
they dropped him off at his house, but they had words,
Both Lingle and Proveen warned him to keep out of
their way in the future, but it seems e otuned ot

“Did he go right into his house?”

“Yes, the housekeeper heard him come in, but noth-
ing more. She says there's something supernatural
about it.”

The Commissioner looked annoyed.

“What do Lingle and Proveen do?” he asked.

“Lingle runs a hardware store and Proveen—" the
Inspector laughed queerly—“is a Professor of Primi-
tive Religions and the History of Witcheraft.

Doctor of Philosophy.”

"It 'sounds,” said he Commissioner, gaping,
mad. Any real clues?”

“None we can find out about.”

A O —

He's a

“quite

In the little village of Pawhanssett, where
superstition and beautiful women were abun-
dant, Ashel Mayhew, of Huntsdale, Mo., not
only found that the world was against him,
but that he had to solve murder by commit-
ting robbery. A town where anything was

liable to happen—and did!

LACOSSITT
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Both Ashel and Graney caught their breaths sharply, for Unity Ring was beautiful.

The Inspector was embarrassed. “That's just it, o
You see, Pawhanssett’s such a_queer place. They
like interference, you know. I was wondering if r
would be better to let them- I

“That’s only encouraging h em. We've had this
situation before. Send a man with tact who knows his
business. That’s al

ommisaioner wa final. Sighing, the Inspector

took his leave. He sat down miserably at

“ract!" he smaried.  But then his face lighted.

“Tact?”
He reached for the telephone.

I, thirty minutes Ashel Mayhew, the sherift.like gen:
tleman from Missouri who was such a distinguished
member of the Homicide Squad, was on his way wit
his son-in-law, Detective Sergeant Vincent Graney.
went 'in a rather unusual fashion, for t]
traveiod s i, bwanty-fout-faot apesdbont, which
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went flying down the East River through the lazy sum-
mer day toward Staten Island.
e speedboat was Ashel’s idea. They had bought it

Graney,” he had said at the time, “
that we're livin over on the East River, wo ougl
L. ’Side, we might need it to get some place in
;mv someum e.
either reason had appealed to Graney, Irish and
husky, red of hair, blue of eve, and thritty, but there
they wer
Ashel, tall, gaunt, gray eves mild, long mustache
drooping over his jaws, looked at Graney over his steel-
rimmed spectacles as they sped along and said:
“Whatd T tel your”
was, of course, referring to the justification of
thets pasehase of e poat Graney looked st hion
sourly.
“Ain't you mever wrong?” he asked bitterly.



aior
“You'd better hurry, Professor, 'cause I'm not
on you,” Ashel warned.

“Mistuh Graney,” said Ashel, “for nigh on fifty yenrtI(

I was wrong, so I got a license to
spent enough time learnin’, didn’t 1?
shel here referred to the fact that, until he had
become such a brilliant member of the Homicide Squad,
he had contrived to fail signally at various pursuits in
diverse lands; and also to the fact that, although he
had failed, he had acquired knowledge and experience
in the aggregate, wmch made him, as it were, a walk-
ing almanac of
e leaned back m his seat lazily as Graney steered
the boat down the river. They passed beneath the
Williamsburg, the Manhattan, the Brooklyn bridges
and swung_out into the bay. Behind them, the piled
masses of Manhattan rose in the clear summer sky.
Graney steered the bounding boat through the Nar-
rows, sped along the shore of Staten Island, then cut
southwest as the island curved. Presently, they drew

e right now.
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up at an old wooden pier that thrust
out into_the water from a narrow
beach. The beach extended back
from the water to meet a sandy cliff
that rose for perhaps sixty feet.
flight of wooden stairs ran up the
cliff.

Down the beach about a quarter of
a mile a sprawl of little houses
nestled on a point. That, they knew,
was Pawhanssett.

They moored the boat to the pier
and crossed the beach to climb the
s!alrw.ny At the top they came

a wide, grassy lawn where
splendld old ' trees—maples, elms,
rom the stai

nificant of P-whnnmus ‘maritime
past.

HEY started down the path, but
stopped abruptly at a turn.
pohcemm stood there at a break m

h. The break gave on a side
pnth that led ot me ocuzonal sum-
merhouse. It ut ten Ieet off
the main plth and painted wi

“How-de-do,” uld Ashel. “T recktm
y:m re Of Officuh Gray.”
am,’ sa'd the policeman.
A moun i bis Bities, he wh tall and
thi wn,h sunken { Ilce and eyes.
1ound
“(:uess 1 did.”
“How'd you happen to
summerhouse, Officun (,ray
fficer Gray's eyes were almost
bla(k They flashed.

ess we know our business
mmd here,” he said, “’thout any
‘dvlce 1r'm Noo Yorl el

n't ask i

Guess we
% nees nobe "eaid Ashel. He
smiled, a very friendly_expression,
but Officer Gray remained sullen:
Ashel asked: “You s'spect anybody,
omcuh (;ny’
it 1 did,
woudst 1
‘Behind Ashel, Graney growled like
a mastiff as Officer Gray turned on
his heel and walked down the path.
“PIl report—" began Graney, but
Ashel had gone into the summer-
ouse. Graney followed him and, as
Ashel had done, stopped at the door.
“Good God!” said Sergeant Graney.
Directly across from 3 upright on_the
wall seat that ran around the eight sides of the build:
Dr. Mott. His hands were crossed

in the

T'd say so,

waitin’

rible anj
only unopened window of the cight the place mnumed
and his open, staring eyes looked at them with some-
thing more than horror.

In the throat was a gaping gash. It was the gash
that permitted the head to fall back against the
Wm ow.

or a moment they stood staring and then they were
shartled when somewhere in the summerhouse a hme
bell chimed once. It was a ship’s bell wi
chronometer that hung on_the narrow wo
next to the window where Dr, Mott sat. It was eight-
rty (Please turn to page 70)
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Political Rivalry
RISTEQ BADILLO was s mem,
the

legislative body can
competent or

e was

played violently and perhaps Aristeo
adillo was a

le precedent on
to'base his expectations.

Aristeo Badillo had no_ inkling
errible - disaster that was in

m. nd_when he took

passage on the SS. Yalton recently,

they hatched a plot. They learned the
destination he steamer was t]

Frontera, on the const of Ta

when it docked they were

y to a small island

a straw hut there.
aming walls they placed
o, helpless inhis bonds.

elections and was in-
heir political in-

terests, they sprinklod ‘the hut

with petroleum

hey stood nearby and

watehed and™ foenst

man, e e

principles in which they did not
lieve coneur,

most horrible of all

die um

e

LITTLE BOOK

STRANGE ¥

Truth is stranger than fic-
tion! And this new diary
of odd occurrences will ac-
quaint you each month with
the most peculiar events of
the day! A monthly record
of strange things that happen
to strange people!

Serenade at the Tombs
"THE prison in Now York, known as

Vailing reenblon e Jomony Soan

gi of ancient Egypt—is famous
throughout the worid.  Through its
gloomy walls a_varade of interna-
tionally  notori criminals _has
passed. Perhaps the ghosts of many

peerless,
pon Gallus Mag, the earsoms Tomale
Slayer of old New York and others,

and one may shiver at his recollections.

one summer day, the
risoners, within the Tombs, Yosking
h e bars at the
Shino: " probab
fields' and rushing brooks and

eir tempers, it
be imagined, were not in too
Placid a state;
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Hence, when the strains of a cortain
song drifted on summer air
ntagh T bateed Windows, Shey
were ‘at. irst incredulous, thon.infusl.
ated. “Tho store walls rang with their

fury. They stamped, shook the bars,
growled ominously.
cgs came the officials,

s com-pah of their style
“eblaying the song that had so infuri-
ated the incarcerated me

if 1 had the wings of an

raing of the “Prisoner’s Song,”
endered, ochoed and reverier-
n the street, The Tombs, oficials
Stopped the musicians, explaining that
@ riot was being brewed by their none
too inocuous_tune,
But, explained Fritz, Heinrich, Au-
gust, 'Edward and Willie, they were
nice man, they said,
ad got o s and given them $1.50
spot cash to p hyr the song beneath the
windows at the
e Sihis ool gl abd
patiently.  They said it probably was
a joke.

Whereupon Fritz, Heinrich, August,
Edward and Willie nodded solemnly,
took  their inshumenm and went on
their merry way

der was restored in the Tombs.

Lingo

HE confidence men have words for
words and words. "In the
bright. iovicon of the swindler are by
be ch s the following:
ick-up—The ~ act

kes_the
pick-up and guides the victim
into the web of the plot.

s e victim.
He is usually a bland, suave
person and impresses the vic-

tim with his importance in the
world of af

Spicler—The. gentleman who
seals the scheme by smooth
lan- (Please turn to page 85)
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MR. EDWARD L. GREENE, OF THE NATIONAL

THE 1errible

The United States is infested with
a multitude of crooks who, in the
guise of honest business, prey upon
the public and collect untold millions
of dollars annually. . . .

I believe the most practical way to
combat these crooks is to expose them.
For this reason I am glad to recom-
mend these articles. . . .

.

In order to inform the American

people of the vicious system of domes-
tic racketeering that exists in this
country, and of the illegitimate prac-
tices that flourish under the guise of
honest business, this magazine pre-
sents the third of a series of cold-
blooded fact articles, which the editors
hope will aid in stamping out the insid-
ious and malignant growth of “gyp”

racketeers in the home

By
D. E. WHEELER

36

home of Mrs. Ewan Morse, outside of Ney

City, ntmxg!ed a strange pair in the hot after-

noon sunlight. oman approaching was
middle-aged, short and plump. Her clothes were poor
and shapeless and she carried a large, bulky brown-
paper bag. Alongside her ambled a gawky boy of six-
teen, his trousers away above the tops of his shoes,
and the sleeves of his jacket at least three inches too

UP the path to the porch of the little suburban
or]

short.

“Look like immigrants,” thought Mrs. Morse, who
was busy typing a report of the local rlief commitce
o Wwhich ahe was secretary. While 80 engaged, she
had sighed over the cases of many well-to-do acquain-
tances reduced to accepting municipal help, and here,
to complete her feeling of a world gone wrong, right
before her eyes was the personification of poverty.

“Could 1 spake a moment to you, ma'am?” came the
voice of the woman in accents that suggested an Irish
origin, though she might have been Dutch or Swedish
from her looks.

“Yes, certainly—what is it?” Mrs. Morse got up

ite
e the beautiful little printin’ press,
al” exclalmed the boy, pointing at the typewriter in

Yold ver tongue, W illiet” admonished the woman;
hen turhing to rse she said apologetically

the visitors, which was what they were after if umr
act was to get over. And if it hadn’t been a type-
writer, it would have been something else that would
have exhibited Willie’s touching simplicity. ~For
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BETTER BUSINESS BUREAU WARNS AGAINST

I illiamisons

Tose b models In Tower Stalos

Willie, you must know, was a sort of *
mother in the game they were workin
Well—1" said Mrs. Morse

“I'm sorry to take yer time, ma’am, but please look
at this,” replied the woman.

Out of her bulky paper bag she drew what looked
like  large wad of lace. Motioning to Wille to take
hold, they shook it between them and spread out a beau-
tifal lnco tablecloth made of small circles webbed to-
eether and containing a shamrock design.

odness me!” breathed Mrs. Mnrae, mvohmtanly

e by e e e an T eealat
the shabby owner of it, “and she's over elghty and gone
blind now. It took her the best part of a year to make
this grand cloth. But I must sell it to get food for me
children’s mouths. Me husband hasn’t been able to get
anything to do since we came to this country, and we
have nine young ones to clothe and feed—"

Hard times had made Mrs. Morse vow not o buy a

o that wasn' & nocessity unti the Now Deal had
Catablished better days. But real hand-made Trish lace
and a great spread of it billowing before her! Her eyes
sparkled as she gazed. Like every daughter of Eve, she
loved genuine handamade lace, always wanted to possess

her pieces of it had been few and small
husband's salary Mrs. Morse had never dreamed of
possessing real lace in such quantity as this, any more
than owning a necklace of genuine matched pearls.

“How was it made?” she inquired, examining one of
the many encircled shamrocks.
obbins, ma'am, on a

shm).'e for his

=

piller,” said her visitor.
“Just cor the patience and eyesight it took to
make all them circles. exactly aliks and put. them to-
Tother without a haie's diffarence’

“Yes indeed,” said Mrs. Morse, sympathetically; then
a bit more sharply: “But this cloth looks new.
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“It is that, as you might say,”
Lniver used i, aith! [ad it put away (il the tirie me
't be destroyed, so.”
otee loew that. shs cold
even if it was the chance of a

" smiled the visitor, “for

i!l afford such a luxury,
if

ime.
T'm sorry—" she began.

You can have it for thirty dollars, ma’am”, inter-
rupted her visitor, “and it's a treasure that will‘outlast
ver grandchildren’s grandchildren!”

rs. Morse knew that a real hand-made Irish lace
tablecloth of that size was worth five times that sum,
at least. She had her vacation money tucked away,
and might use half of it in the purchase. But she
shook her head again.

o't you try it on yer dinin’-room table,
urged the temptress in that whesd\Ing voice.
Persuaded, Mrs. Morse tried it on her walnut table.
It was perfect. She could fairly hear the delighted e

ov an, her husband, and her
Hentatmm coveting, she was lost when the
offered it for sale s:
“Sure, and it belongs right there, maam! Take it for
twenty-five dollars—if I can afford to give it for that,

God knows I can’t, then surely you can afford to
take it, so!” (Please turn to page 94)
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7he Well-Known

William Fortune could always unburden his troubles
at Casey Cohen’s bar to Casey Cohen himself.

38

HE pinochle joust at Precinct
had lasted till well after four in
the morning and Sergeants Druby
hnme in
led at

gasoline, had ordered his chauffeur to

drive them home in the station
car. They \,\u‘e lolllng against the re

cushions, makin romis
mend their ways and get their rightful

sleep when the chauffeur, Hagan,
snapped them alert. lle had hit thc
lever controlling the riot-gun box. The
cover popped up, lavmp the deadly
pump guns easy to hand and both po-
licemen eased their pl{t\rl holsters and
surveyed the scene. There was a visi-
Ble commotion a block ot so ahead. =By
this time, Hagan had gunned the
powerful car into its stride and they
arrived before the entrance of Casey
Cohen’s Four Hundred Club in time to
witness the closing scene of a tableau.
One burly young man stood over an-
other, all the evidence tending to prove
that he had just knocked the other man
or even now the fallen one

uad
r

h
hm«e\el, for his
to a first person singular demonstra-
tion of thdt ancient trick of battle
known as the “Dublin Flip.” This anti-
iated “formm of aasaut was handed
down from the old Irish mixed-ale
fighters and consists of deftly kicking
Ve 's from under m\
with a sort of rughy hook-kic
dealing him a Tusty backhander at the
same  instan o, neuly arisen one
flopped back into the street sy
ut, arms and legs mcnded. starfish
fashion. The aggressor then looked up,
perceived the oncoming squad car and
popped into_the Four Hundred Club,
and there found sanctuary, for the
en, was brother to the
ict leader and the police
were forbidden to trespass on
Rallowed premises for anything short
of murder.

The group of lute-to-beds who had
been standing about admiring the tech-
niqe of this thuggery now savw the
Dolicomen and thelr faces went sud-
denly blank as if wiped with a sobering
sponge. They began an idle gaping into
space, adopting that ous,
domb-and-hiind. look  with which
policeman is normally greeted in cer-
tain neighborhoods. Not so the young
lady who had been an interested” spec-
tatoy

“Bill Fortune,” she shricked at the
policemen. “It ‘was Bill Fortune; he
did 1t 1 Just got out of a
going in the club us he

X fot ald Lallo 1n ¢
i puts. the shug on him.
let, e alons and you gotis do some-
thing about it. What the hell are

s
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WORK

In response to a demand from
MYSTERY readers, the editors pre-
sent this thrilling story of two
smart policemen, who, in spite of
chiselry, fixed juries and crooked
lawyers, got their man

coppers for if a guy can get away with that stuff? I

want protection.”
organ,” said Sergeant Druby meanly. “So

Well you can have

put you in the
parade for Sunday morning when they show up all the
dolls from the Saturday night raids. You'd feel right
v ? Bee Morgan, the

Sergeant Howard had picked up the prone gentle-
man, recognized him, and dropped him again as if
fearful of soiling his hands.

“Eddie Latimer,” said the Sergeant in disgust, as if
that were sufficient explanation of this calloused action,
zed him as a young man who emulated
the lily; beautifully ves | he attired, but he spun not.
Gigolo is a mild—very mild—phrasing of his occupa:
tion.

“Listen, copper,” continued the young
can’t pull this kind of stuff on me. 1T know people that
will take your buttons off if I say the word. You gotta

ortune let me alone, T don't want no part

I got a new sweet and I'm off ke
"Here she_snappe fingers. “I don't w

1o part of him, I Tevelling, 1 tel you. T'm wor
he Elite. Ask anybody.”

“The Elite!” barked Howard.

Tevelli

The fallen gentleman now arose for the second time
and gazed sbout him with glazed dead-fish eyes. ~He
saw the police

"1 dlant do mothing,” whined Eddie Latimer, “I'm
standing here doing ncthing when this dolly here hops
out of a cab. T give her hello and just the
Fortune comes out of the club and gives mo the Clout
How ahout it, eopper?. What, about putting the collar
on him? That's assault and batter
“Good,” sald Sergeant Howard and climbed back into
the car.’ Druby stood for a moment on the running
hoard and sttully ‘up at the Fonr Hundred

Tub. “I would like nothing better,” quothe the Ser-
geant, “than to put Billy Fortune under glass.  Maybe
we ought t the joint and sleeve

Pt bt 3+ Sertint Howara wanted i know, “For
assault? Don’t be dumb, His lawyer would spring.
out of there in the morning and all we get is lost sleep.
Come on, it's after four. Roll it, Hagan.

lady, “you

“And she calls it

HE object of this discussion, Mr. William Fortune,
(none of whose respectable Czechoslovakian ai
cestors would have answered if addressed as Fortune)
meditated as he climbed the flight of stairs and entered
the gaudy Four Hundred Club. That's life for you. Al-
wara snmothmg. Tt seems like every time a guy starts to
put the slug on someone, along comes John Law an
butts

'And you take dolls now. There's
can figure.

no_guy
Imagine this Bee Morgan Giving s Fising
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BY
JAMES EDWARD
GRANT

Tower Studios

“Listen, copper, 1 know people that will take
your buttons off,” threatened the young lady.

young public enemy, a promising young labor racketeer
like Billy Fortune, the air. Dolls just don’t make sense,
that's . Did't T always treat her right? Sure
{ind then she gives me the alr. It ain't as if Bee were

to get. Any «mnll Hime chacker. hoist guy or
\.,..k porch climber on the West %.d.- il tell
ferent. But they hadn't better

them. And hen th' mob will
doll throw hi Especially after you lnveﬂl a lot
of dough in Iu-r like I did. Well. any guy that makes
a play for her better watch his step that's all, and I
méan watch his step,

Musing_thus, young Mr.
through the x]uh to the bar.
owner, Mr,

Fortune made his way

ere he would ﬁnd the
y Cohen, and unburden himself of his
troubles. M. Gohon could be depended upon to help
Billy his cross, for Mr. Cohen was a saloon keeper
and William was a'wine buyer and times being what
h re, wine buyers are fow and far between. Also,
|m! not dt all the type to quibble over a
secuted by the
n acts of violence he

lxttlc perjury.
police_in
was nlll.wul ey
solutely Mr. Prosecutor

William' Fortune was in
1 remembe

e
and we made n little bet. T remember that Billy hked
Canzoneri, but id, watch Ross belt him over—all
won't go “into that—but he was in the place

Sohen had had many occasions to offer his
services thus for William, in his capacity of Business
Agent for_the Leather Work 7 and Mutual
Protactive Bencft, was constantly subject to police per.

ution. For William was a soldi e gallant, and
profiiable, straggle of protecting labor from the depre-
dations of capital. Unfortunately the members of his
union were continually running to the police with the
claim that they needed protection from William far
more than from the oppression (Please turn to page 59)




SEVEN

WIHAT HAS GONE BEFORE:
‘Warren Lorrimer Exonerated
by Death-Bed Confession

Governor Extends Full Pardon to
Millionaire_Sportsman Who Serve
ven Years for Crime of
‘Which He Was Innocent

JT seemed to Warren Loryimer that he hud lived the
last few days in a state of complete mental fog. First,
his unexpected release from prison after serving seven
vears for a crime of which he was innocent; then his
meeting on the train with Lyman Bracker which had
resulted in his mtroduntlon to the strange men that

a
rapidity that had left him quite dazed and wit
devastating sense of unreality.
Added to_this was his meet-
ing with Monica Greffer, the
daughter of the man whom he
held responsible for his im-

prisonment, His mind dwelt
for some time on Monica and
he found himself strangely
moved. e saw uite
clearly—tall, graceful, alluring
and markedly aloo 5

epite her ~alofness, she’ had
shown a definite interest in
him and had made a deter-

mined effort to keep him from
joining the Tribunal.

He was
Here is the

favorite authors.

Lorrimer, was in a better posi-
tion to wreak vengeance on Nor-
man_Greffer than he would be
single-handed? Warren Lorri-
The more he
thought of it, the more his
mental confusion increased.
Now go on with the story:

ARREN LORRIMER
leaned back in his chair and looked about. T}
enthouse, which he had rented furnished, at
This _sunshine-flooded room
e was no longer hemmed in by gloomy
hls door was no longer a set of steel bars;
who stood deferentially back of his
kecper but his servant, ready to
aa Jablowski,
mself, who
had suggested to Lorrimer that some
other, simpler name. Lorn er had agreed and after
d: “I'll call you War-

tastes.

least, was real.
was
\vnl]n ;
an

e o not a

a momcnts thought had s:
den” It was the first time in many years that he
had smiled.

“More coffee, sir?

The man came forward, -
“You may clear

T've finished,” said Lorrimer.
away, Warden.”

40

Do You Want Serials
in MYSTERY?

Here is a chance for MysTeRy readers
to vote on a much-debated question—
shall @ monthly magazine carry a con-
tinued story, or devote its pages en- tween Coakley and MacCracken.
tirely to complete, i
Write to us, and tell us your choice.
second
the newest serial by one of your
1f you like it, say
s0; if you don't like it, say so.
cditors wish to publish the kind of
magazine you like to read, and by giv-
ing you this excellent four-part story
on which to cast your vote, we feel
confident that the results will be an
accurate gauge of MYSTERY readers’
What is your choice?

Meant

The man bowed and began to remove the breakfast
dishes. He was only half finished when the sound of
a buzzer interrupted him and took him to the

“A Mr. Bracker wmhes fo'see you,” he came back and
reported a minute lat

Wecren Lorrimer started, “Show him in,” he said.

Bracker entered briskly.
mental note to ask him some time for
tailor. Despite his short dumpy figure his clothes fitted
him beautifully. ne who saw him would ever have
suspected that he had ‘once been in prison, o would
imagine that this ordinary, though prosperous looking

individual, belonged to an association whose members
stood ready to avenge their wrong at any c
oodmorning said Lyman' Bracker, ~“Sorry to

disturb you so early in the day, but o matter of im-
portance has come u requires our immediate
Httention, Freda unyw.ud goes to trial the day after
tomorrow.”

Lorrimer stared at him blankly. “Freda
Hayward? Did you say Freda ¥

Fooda 1 Bracker

exluined, is com-

monly known as a_sangster's

moll, She is a pretty thing and
anxmallv plmed Arﬂund with

ey is a
racketeer of outstandmg repu-
taf Unfortunately, Freda
made the acquaintance of one

short stories? They
gangs, and prior to repeal Mac-
Cracken had muscled in

. on
installment of  Coakley’s territory. Afterward

The — ore ‘than ever. When Fr

Hayward deserted Coakley and
went_over to MacCracken, it
was the last straw. The career
of ‘Red” MacCracken came to o
sudden end. He was found with
half a dozen bullet holes in his
stomach. Freda, apparently,
was the last person who had
MacCracken _alive. The
police pulled her in and ques-
her. There was some
circumstantial evidence against
er. For instance, the gun which had killed Mac-
Cracken was found in her possession. She and ‘Red’
had boen out together "on the night he was
They had just come out of a restaurant. It was ruin-
ink‘and “Red” had wone on ahead to find a taxi. Then
ihe had heard the shota and had im. Her
claim that she had found the gun beside the body and
had picked it up with a idea of tracin it to its owner,
was ridiculed by the till_they wouldn't have
had much of a case against her if it hadn't been for
Eddie Coakley, who came forward and swore that he
had seen her shoot MacCracken, It was easy after that
to invent a motive . . . to say that ‘Red’ was interested
¥l und ihat Freda had killed him because

“How does that concern us—the Tribunal?” Warren
Lorrimer broke in stiffly.
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WALTER F.
RIPPERGER

“I'm Eddie Coakley,” the fellow announced.

For a moment Lyman Bracker’s round, bulbous eyes
rested thoughtfully on the other

is part of our creed to prevent innocent people
from being convicted. 1, for my part, consider that
more vital than avenging ourselves on those who sent
us to prison. This girl isn’t important, perhaps, but
the principle involved is. Your old friend, Norman
Greffer, who got his start by convicting you, is getting
a lot of publicity out of this. The papers reck with the
fearless prowess of District Attorney Greffer who has
sworn to put an end to racketeering. He is going to
send this girl to the chair or at least to prison for life.
She's innogent!” Do you want to stand by and not lift
a fing
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ower Studios

“I thought perhaps your girl-friend would like to dance.”

“No,” said Lurumer dully. “On the other hand, I
don’t wish . stopped and stared intently at
Lyman Bracker. s Crevheta Flath mosdores by the
Tribunal 7

Lyman Bracker turned away.
he again faced Lorrimer, his e
than ever.

“Platt was a traitor,” he said evasively. “It has
been reported that he died of heart failure, Whether

mnot he was murdered meedn’t be the cause
of any worry to you. You certainly had no hand

When a minute later
s were more vacuous

E

Hnow 1 didn’t,” said Warren Lorrimer. “Just the
same,” he added obstinately, “I'm not with you when

a1



you try to bring about justice by committing other in-
Tistices. T won't be & party o indiscriminate murders

YMAN BRACKER'S brows came together. For the
first time since he had known him, Lorrimer saw
him lose his tem
"When you joined us, what did you think we were
going to do to right the w which we'd suffered—
e letters to the newspapers? We don't commit in-
dmnmmsu murders. We punish and we punish
stly, and we save ofhers from being the victims of

Injustice
Lorrimer shook his head doggedly. “Ill resign,” hy
“Lwon't be a party to proceedings of that Kind,

‘man Bracker looked at him not unkindly.

“We can’t let you resign” he said softly. “It
wouldn’t be fair, it wouldn’t be safe for t] of us.”
and con-

He took a turn’ about the room, came back
fronted Warren Lorrimer. “Think of what happened
to Greyfield Platt,” he said significantly.
Lorrimer, sghast, fell back a step.
ou mean you'd do the same to me?”
“n depends on how far you go. I, for one, wouldn't

vota Tor snch extremo measures,” said Bracker medi-
tatively, “but Paul and the others might. They've
sworn hot to let anything stand in their way . .

ot do anyehing tagh, Lorsimer . . - 1 like you snd

in time you'll sce things differently.”

ren Lorrimer sat down hcu\l]\'
wers inextricably mixed He could see the others’ point

w, but just the same, he i 3 fecling of anger
that thy dared to threaten him. was conscious of
mmpathy for- the giv] to be tried shortly for her life
nd possibly convicted unjustly, just as he had been.
Yet the thought of saving her A( the expense of com-
mitting other crimes, no matter how neces
velled him

g: emotions

Greffer had been right when she had warned
him against joining the Tribunal, but she had come too

late, at a time when, msmm imed e injustice he
had suffered, he was pre to do anything. He
loaked thoughtfully at Lyman Bracker. The man's
warning was not to be taken lightly. They had meted

out. gnm swift justice in the case of Greyfield Platt.
He trap. There was no doubt about it. He
l\ud no choice for the mnmcnt cxcept to accede to their
wishes. Perhaps his decis was influenced a little by
the thought of Norman (.leﬂe‘ e had moments
when nothing that they Luuld ever do to Greffer would
rutal, too horrible. Lorrimer’s eyes grew
mghuv veiled.
“Why have you come to see me?” he said
“For two reasons,” Bracker answered “uhere will
be a meeting of the Tribunal tomorrow night, T wil
call for you in my car. other s to tell you some
things you've done ,md Q1'.11] h\H. to do.”

“but youve bought
and own the Three-' s\a» [‘l\lb ‘much of a club.
1t's a hang-out for prosperous gnngsters and racketeers.
But you needn't own it Cfor long, - We'll only require it
Eddie Coakley is one of its best

ts it nightly. You've also bought a
 house on Bank Street, a few blocks from

the Tmee \’\sv Club. And you're the owner of five
taxical
“A

icabs!” Warren
bewilderment.
“And

ght club, a house, and five ta:
Lorrimer was staring at Bracker in
“What have I buupht them for?” he demanded.
\\hn p'ud for them

D e aeht them,” said the oher, “because the
Tnbunal needs them to straighten out this matter of
Freda Hayward. As to who paid for them, that brings
me the other reason for my visit. E\el\thmg was,
paid for out of the Tribunal's treasur pro-
Vided with ample Tunds. Still the drain on us is con-
stant and consideral We expect you to make
initial contribution of t\\n hundred and fifty thousand
Gollars. But take your time about it. We appreciate
that just having come back, your affairs may be in

42

8 somewhat tangled cnndmnn 1f it is a drain on you—'
“It will be no on me,” said Warren Lorumer

slowly,  “My affairs are in excellent shape. My at-
torney lms Jooked after them during—_my a ahsence.
‘Tha " Lyman Bracker remarked. “Paul say

T are gumg "to need a great deal of money—a great

“Lorrimer said nothing to that.
back to the matter that Lyman
brought up.

“As regards Freda Hayward,

d he referred
had fir

1 suppose thy

alternative except to—eliminate Eddie lel\lu
'm afraid not,” Bracker declared firm
up his hat, “Tl see you tomorrow,” he ,mnou

Lorrimer, alone, took stock of his complex position.
He hud beens too fmpetuous; he should h nvestigated
before_he joined the Tribunal
made it plain enough that they would ot allow him, at
least at this time, to withdraw. Perhaps it wa  becaiuse
they wante nancial support. If ths all,
would gladly give it to them, but even then pe mudld be.
in a sense, compromised and partly responsible for their
acts. A wild ides fashed Fito his mind. " He would
a and live in some other country. But

‘e was no telling
him;

mit and_ fasten on
something. um might result In his being ext
brought back  ‘Then, too, in a way
ihElhe metives that actuated thess men,
human and altruistic. ~Thelr idea of saving z)m ym
Freda Hayward, who could mean mhmg to (h
A night club! A house! And five

“Sit up, Eddie,”
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His years of incarceration had, to an extant, dulled
Warren Lorrimer’s spirit but not his kee
had a very clear notion why these had bcen bouxht m
his name. He now sppeared on (hl, eco
owner and so he was definitely S o whatene
steps they took to do away wif ith x-(m". Coakley. Damn
’d shake himself free somehow
He got up and went for his hat. were some
matters he wanted to discuss with his attorney, Ronald
Graham.

RONALD GRAHAM wvas a short man of slight build
with grayish, kindly eyes. His expression was con-
harried; there were so many people dependent
im, so many people who came to him to get them

u\\t. of their difficulties.

He was delighted to see Warren Lorrimer.
tit gp as be clapped bim on the bac
ard,” he said, “why did
come p and el for Jou when you were released?
Then his face clouded. “I've saved many a guilty man
from going to prison and to think that 1 couldn’t save
you who were really funocent.” " He shook his head
sa

Warren Lorrimer gripped his hand.

“You did the besk 36u could,”
blamed you and T want to thank ‘you for lpoking after
my affairs while . . . l\\ui away. Nobody could have
T appear to be richer by a million

mn(!v

His eyes

dam a better job.

“Just luek” said Ronald Graham carelessly. “Any-

thing special on your mind

and tell the driver where to go.”
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Disgust was in her voice.

Varren Lorrimer hesitated for a moment or two.

“Nothing of importance,” he said. “I want you to
ook up some peaple for me. and find out who they
are, There's a man named Lyman Bracker.="

“Ive heard of him," said Mr. Graham. “u“  pretty
well fixed and is & director of s dosen cor-
poratio s oneor " “Then Ronaid Grabam

stopped abruptly.
s once in prison, like myself,” Lorrimer fin-
ished ok himn.

“ou knew that, did ¥
¥ modded. “Put these down,” he said,
o someone in your office look them up.” He
gave him the names of Lyman Er acker, Dr. Tolger, Joo
Anaropulos, Dennis 0'Mara, and Morris Grender, which
besides himself and Paul constituted the ‘Tribunal
There was no use in giving him Paul's nam
'l have them looked up,” said Mr. Grahem. “I
can’t do it m T've got a case coming up the day
after tomorrow, a girl accused of murder. Perhaps
you've read about it. Her name is Freda
There's been a lot of publicity. ' The man she's
of murdering— Red’ MacCracken n6 of the most
Aotoriows. Tacketesrs in the country. There fan't &
dogbt in my mind but that she's innoeent.”

a chanc orrimer interrupted.
Rmmld Graham shook Me hea despondently.
not. <'s a nice little
Honest. o her ey, déapite her pnfortumat
background. 1If it weren't for a rat by the name of
Eddie Coakley, I could get her off easily enough, but
he’s prepared to swear that he saw her shoot Mac-
Cracken. I'm ])()~7(i\0 that
he and his gang did
themselves, and t
of getting ven Suith
the girl. She used to play
argund withy
T now,” said Wa

thing.

rrer
Lorrimer.
Mr. Graham looked up in

surpr
“You know?
“I must be going,” said

Lorrimer hasti

He ha
of depression, a feeling of
responsibility toward this
girl whom he had never
seen. Tribunal—if
Bracker spoken the
truth in its power
to save her. But at what
price? Was it to be an-
other cold-blooded murder?
For how many details, he
wondered, had they been
responsible before he had
ecome one o

Out in the strest Warren
Lorrimer stood for a min-

1t was

had

lessly being carried_along

. Things

by a swift current
that he

were happening
couldn’t understand. The
situation  wa wing
steadily more involved, his
thoughts were muddled and
he felt he must get them
up. Possibly the

(Please turn to page 87)
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WHAT NEXT

By PAMELA PINKERTON

Short hair prevails.
Carefully dressed up and
off the face it follows the
graceful lines of the mod-
ern airplane and automo-
bile, giving the effect of
smartness, simplicity and
intelligence

Courtesy Genersl Motors Corp.

AIR styles follow the crowd.
They've gone streamline, just like everything
else, and_are as much a reflection of present
day conditions as the latest style in automobile
or airplan
‘Which means that they are strikingly modern, smart,
sinificant, The new caiffure is desined for hard vear'
it has a look of tremendous freshness, lightness,
amness, 1t is simple to the point of plainness, but it
is daintier than any complicated arrangement of curls
ever devise
as, hairdresser, at the Savoy Plaza in New
York, explained this new_ streamline tendency. The
hair is short. It is up and off the face. It is up
e neck.” The hair line shows across the nape of
the neck. The bun is gone. The outline of the head is
followed. The whole movement is extreme—it is mod-
ern, it is intelligent,
t what must the poor girl do who likes a bit of
length to her hair, we asl
, she Tust try 1o look in the mode. She must on
no account wear a bun. Sh must have her hair ar-
ranged in a sort of chigno

off the face. Up and o

o there you are. Thai’s the news about hair. An
from what we have seen of the new coiffures, it's good
news. Good looking, at any rate. And becoming.

n

Courtesy Dumas Coifures

Here’s the streamline coiffure at its
loveliest—extreme, youthful, modern,
simple and vastly becoming.

For there is no one, cut-and-dried style for every-
body in this new coiffure, It is adapted to suit the
face, the head. Wide, soft waves soften the severe
outline, 1f the shapo, of the forehead demands i, a
thin, siightly waved bang, still Tollowing closely the
shape of the head, is arranged to make the coiffure
more becoming but not a bit less smart.

streamline mode of hair dressing demands im-
maculately kept hair. All modes of hair dressing do,
for that matter. But there is so little artificialit
about this one—the quality and condition of the hair
have so much to do with its smartness. So it is regular
trips to the hairdresser for the girl who wants to look
her best, and the most, careful attention to everything
that keeps the hair soft and shinin; vely.

0 have heavy hair is of no special advantage. Of
course, your hale must not look skimpy.
hmrdressers stress the fact that it m
out, with regularity and with unsparing scissors if 1t
is to take and keep the new lines satisfactorily. And
that's another job that the hairdresser must do for you.

With the aid of all the lovely hair cosmetics—lotions
and pomades, curlers and wavers and shampoos of one
sort and another—a girl can do a pretty good job of
keeping her hair neat. But. she can't thin it out
and she can’t Ln'm it, a
wave now and again to train it in the way it should go.
Hair brushing has gone a bit out of vogue, perhaps.
That is to say, women don’t spend the hours and hours
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AIR STYLES

And here's the streamline coiffure adapted

to the face that looks best with more and

softer waves and with a shndowmg bang
ove

er the b 4

in a lifetime that they used to brushing their long
locks. A hundred strokes of the hair brush meant
something when each stroke had to cover two or three
eet of hair. Just the same ven hair as
short ag it is this year, benefits by lntelhuenc brushing.
here's how! Brash the hair up. Don't brush it
own. For ono thing, the hair must wume upward
Sl b o s P amoth. e Soalp more stim-
ulated when an upward stroke of the brush is used.
You'll look something like the conventional idea of a
method of up-
ward brushing. But your hair will be the better for it.
Besides training the hair in an off-the-face direction
and giving the scalp a good massage, this upward
brushing lets the air in under the hair. And this does
#oad to both scalp and hair.
red strokes a day may not be necessary. But
Fitty g, vigorocs ey cach one “intelli-
e hair a real airing, the scalp

ty filty.
gently directed to

influence hair styles, Obviously
enough. You can't wear a heap of curls and a hat both
on top of the head at the same time. The new hats are
especially smart on the new coiffure. The hat is worn
high enough so that it does not rumple or disturb the

ave—or, to put it the other way, the wave is placed
Tow enough s that the hat does not distur it.” And
when curls are worn they, too, are low enough to keep
out of the hat's way.

The MYSTERY Magazine, November, 1934

Courtsy Dumas Colfures

Courteny Amcrican Atrwavs

Paris, this_season, sponsored a
number of 1880 fashions, and with
them came a modified 1880 method
of doing the hair. There are little
hat'. tilting forward, that leave
Yoo for a soft mass of curls
rather high at the back.
gurls are ot kinky,
They a
ing closely to-the outline of  the
head, They are entirely bewitching
they and ths
hBt‘l that go with

demure little”

" mething besides appearance is
a great advantage in a coiffure.
And that is the substantial quality
that keeps it looking w
at's a point I favor of the
new, simple arrangements.
he

her mirror every hour and “do”
her hair over. She likes to hurry
it into shape in the morning, confi
stay there all day
¥hile. she plays tennis or goll,
takes dictation, goes to a commit-

meeting or a business confe
ence, a bridge, or an after-office party. She can usually
find time for a few corrective moments to de\ote to
her appearance before the evening's dive st in.
Bt ok oo, many, sven then, 8o the hair arrangement
that depends for its effectiveness on good grooming
and a sturdy line are all in favor, so far as she is
concerned.

This good grooming matter applies in cll matters of
beauty, of course. And the well-groomed head is an in-
centive to keep the whole beauty ensemble in its most
attractive state. The basis of modern make-up works
down to a matter of good grooming, if you analyze it
carefully. Rouge and lipstick and all the other cos-
metics are used to make the face look as ne'nrly in per-
fect condition as possible. They mal m ook
attractive, alive, healthy. They Tmake her a part of the

mart world around

Clothes that are well pmm mmaculately clean, in
smart style s that make frequent

s o Hane Sui sallr anl home preseing hosr
are part of the well-groomed picture. The new coiffure
doesn’t look well unless clothes and features are all
smatly well groomed,
air, shampooing is of first importance.
For hair thit is not fresh never lends itself well to any
mode of hair dressing. And untidiness of hair is moro
apparent in this new mode than in others more ornate.
There’s nothing to hide untidiness or lack of fastidi-
ousness in the new streamline coiff




The Riddle of the Marble Blade i

set her course as far as possible
Trom the Inspector’s reasoning: -Well
with you to the

southward with
the incessant howling of newsboys
Tising at every corner. It was pot
often that the  papers got hol
slory like this. “HIS HONOR itd
CORPSE” was the way the tabloids
handied it.

His Honor finds corpse and ye
cks find_murderer—or go back to
walking a beat somewhere in Queens,”

“They urbs
more atial Srise Withers setaried

swung out of

An_ exce edingl uv\zmployetl 1onkmu
person, in rusty clothing, ca
e

tached him
alked p:

as obody, come in since
kot here,” he grunted out of one
copner of his mo
el sasd Biper. He led the way
to the big double door, and tried &
key _in the padlock. It' worked.
“Stole it from the StMls pocket,”
e informed her. s
only " housebreaking.”

T ERE were mingled smells of clay,
rockdust, ing decay at

Miss Withers wrinkled her nose.
Fiper chossd the. dour bepend. them and
cast his flash around the rudely fur-
nished hall.

Ther airway at the left,
and a v _directly ahead of
them. “Let’s see what's in here,”

per suggested.
and then led the
The place. still Tooked nmre
like a barn or warehouse than a dwell-
ing, in spif

rough clothing which
= end the

was_cut k stone, and eternally
unable to move

All around them loomed the vast,
monstrous creatures which spoke o
he enius of Dravid, the sculptor.
Some of them, like the black giant,
were roughly 'shaped. ~Others,

finished and ready for
Firther on were. vasious smaller proj-
some of ‘them, barely “begun—

Tnspector ' pushed
and farther into the  vast

e Miss Withers paused to admire
a fanciful interpretation marked with

6

a brass placard—“The Fates,” which

consisted of four crouching female fig-
completely hoode

AT moment laterdiie In-

ng back suddenly from

Writhing beneath a_ thorn

ance on a pile of r

staggered into the outstretched

arms of a vast and naked lady who
lcc!cd ek at him, ..

S, T, Wi

know, 1 almost said

ri flash, and they both
stared at the voluptuous, Junoese

figure—truly a caricature of desir-
able womanhood. *Her robe had just
slipped to her feet and her face wore
an_ expression of invitation,
knowledge—all in all, here was sculp-

and

taved with all the clear cold hardness
of marble, 2 woman perfect in her
fleshliness.

“Isn’t she something!”

marked gally. Bat Miss Witk vae

she_accused the marble
“He must have known
well,”  she

Then.
woman—much  too

But_they were not to spend the eve.

ning in adm of the murdered
Ifiomn seaina” Foun wmeviere
n the pper regions of the place
sounded the shrill ringing of a tele-
phone.

“Say—Td like to, answer that!”
Fiper  told  her. ~ “Maybe e

e m\.bm. past the Fates, past
the Judas and the black crouching
Hlant, ‘and came into the little hall-

way ‘again.
Here both stopped short,

gave her second squeal
o loming toward them was the, whi
xble’ woman which they had Just
Jeft in the stud
e oo amaliar Yami e
wearing a white negligee which hard

concealed her and  Junoesque
figure—but it was the same woman.
Even though this woman had red
lips, and walked smoothly.

as not surprised to see thzm
retchen  Dravi
vre thc rlet ctive,

She w:
a

Soure
wanted on’the

ot B g N
man said you hadn’t come home

put v

QHE pointed past them, “Perhaps
vour spies don't know of the m.dm
ens on another street,”
“I heard you come in
the front door, and I'm sure I

our poking about. But I wish
ave your telephone calls some-
else. T've stood

entrance—i
She explained.

ithout a word, the Inspector fol-
Towed her back down the hall, through
the front entryway, and up the stairs.
Miss_Withers,
her shoulder at the looming black giant,
threw her dignity to the winds an
scampered after 0
“The _telephone
Gretchen Dravid,

here,” said

)
te of wine.

looking novel, and a Lot

_“She’s the type of woman who never

Withersprom
He Shook s hoad. “It’s Dee B
the girl who unveiled the s
told ier. “She's been kidnaped!”
cl o particular reason,
Mrs. Dravid was hysterical again.

was not until five that afternoon
¢ Park Commissioner Brys

s the most thrilling thing_that
ever happened to me,” Dee insisted.
“And if you make me go home Il
disown you” Dee had  stayed, all
through ‘the fruitless questioning of
the crowd, the preliminary examina-
. Bloom, and the removal

shows that vou need a seda
lnc," her father told her. He gave

charette, and then headed down
mm scmc to where a Childs’ gleamed

s barely in the phone
oot when Dec caught a glimpse o
the tall young man with the beard
Ho was walking very fast down kifth
venue. Instantly ~she remembered
Something.
This was the man who had stood
near the mewsreel sedan at the
e n<the: man whe before the un-
yelling had stared up at the hooded
Wikl and fascinated

horror on his fac. st have
known, then, what was hidden from
the rest of them!

Sddenly she e v

she must

m
stained _cigarette
leather upholstery: vhc lclt P
running_ an ot

Dee Bryan h.d o Shoughts for ‘such

ers.
The young man who was hurrying
away into the twilight was either a
glairvoyant—or & mur erer!  And
Sas " going to find out

e as a steel spring, eager as
cat at a mouse-hole, Dee tralled her
(Please turn fo page 48)
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Appendicitis Warnings

“I can give it to you, of course. But if I were you I wouldn't take anything for it
without the advice of a doctor. Those abdominal pains may mean appendicitis.”

HE symptoms of appendicitis vary.

Almost always, continued pain and
tenderness in the abdomen are the first
indications of an acutely inflamed appen-
dix. Of course, not all intestinal aches
are caused by appendicitis, but anyone
who has continued, unrelieved abdomi-
nal pain, especially if it is accompanied
by nausea or vomiting, needs competent
medical attention at the earliest possible
moment and not self-medication.

If it is appendicitis the use of a laxative
is dangerous. It stimulates violent intes-
tinal action and may spread the inflam-
mation, cause the appendix to rupture,
or induce peritonitis. Moreover, the suf-
ferer should not be given food, drugs or
medicine of any kind unless prescnbed
by the attending physician.

RN

Send for your doctor immediately if there
is any suspicion of appendicitis. In mak-
ing his diagnosis he may find it necessary
to make one or more blood cell counts or
to observe your temperature for a few
hours, keeping you quietly in bed under
close observation.

Your doctor may decide that the attack
does not clearly denote appendicitis and
can be relieved without an operation. But
if it is a clear case of acute appendicitis,
e will probably recommend an operation
within the shortest possible time.

Performed by an expert surgeon, early in
the attack, before the appendix has burst
or peritonitis has begun, an operation
for acute appendicitis should cause little
concern.

METROPOLITAN LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY

FREDERICK H. ECKER, PRESIDENT
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The Riddle of the Marble Blade ;i

He stopped and looked cau-

uarry.
b Betore he descended

across the street as if there
a thought in her head cxcept a desire
for tea at Rumpelmayers

hen, as he went out of sight, she

W
farther _stair. southbound — train
swung_past and stopped noisily. She
saw the bearded yo an enter
the middle door, and she managed

to slip into the end"door of the same

o loaned ugainst o pillar, though
wied

shrieked
Casually she turned
to the sports page, now and then
pecking over the top at the man she
was_trailing.

Wwas mot” over thirty, she decided,
in spite of the beard. Hatless, dressed
in rumpled clothing of excellent cut,
he looked lost, appealing, and exceed-
o stared constantly

as)
already b
the toy n
the Luckily she_had

through in
time to see him go down the down-
town stair of the other subway.

ERE the platform
with homeward bound office work-,

p\llled i
and slipped through a. clos
For a moment De
cast a triumphant hackwas nee at
her, and then she realized that if her
suspicions were correct he was run-

ning away, not from her, but from
everybody. g

She naged to get her |rm in
the ‘door of  the. lust the

we way for-
ward even if she had dared to risk

being moticed again.
But she thought of another idea.
m on the rear platform,

started forward with a Jerk, and Then

48

e young man with the beard and
the uneed s had poncealsd hizaselt
behind a pillar on the platforn. Now

rrying toward the stair
Which led to. he street:

e knew, Yei he was not
Tooking ba Dee. “It must
be the police he Tears,” she told herself.
as_nothing now—he

ua wene, i Bho terrible seeret, Vet

Dee's. qrish was up. She had foliowed
him_this far, she “waa going 59

% him down.

Climbing up on the gate, she bal-

relf @ moment and then

he platform from the

nueleut ing She
overturned a

dthen, as the straggling
o0 red open-mouthed, she
Frtakly past.them and up the stairs.

er quarry was luckily in sight,
walking fast In n of the
ort] d where you

live/? Dee remarked, not without tri-

mph, “and then a phone call to
daddy and the cops, - 7

went on, with Dee keeping as

close bohind s sho ‘dared—one block,
two, three . . and yet another. They
were coming into an odore
Savory Togion, the borderiand of the
Hudson waterfront. Overhead the ele-
vated roared deafeningly.
he man with the ‘beard hurried
bullding where Dee cavgl
glimpse of a sign “Atelier Brivia®
There was a lounger across the street,
but Dee did not realize the significance
shoes. To her all
ight cheertul brass
Dattons and carried mights
Avound  the. corner and along a
side street went the bearded man—
and then suddenly he dissppenred into

as open, suggesting untold possibil-
ies.

IDEE, bolstered up her, courage, and
walked briskly past the door, Not

ing happened. Yet the manhe had
pursued must have eone through that
door! If she could o

Tt seomed o saey o her—just s
ek at the door, After all, this was
ew York City. There taxi

at the corner, and some children were
noisily playing cards on a nearby
stowp. And ‘an open door isnt like
a closed one. It's s take
2 Step. inside, and s long - e
door is open, a person can turn around
and come right out again.
Dee took a deep bxvnth and pecked
at the door. In the mirky twilight
o caught o lanas of 1 ing mar-
erselt,

Ble fiuros. 4Ry o told
“this must be a side door to the
studio!”

Drawn unsophisticated wonder
by the ‘mystery o mighty  stone
images, she a step ins
% en wnother. &

The

o She lnew that it was madness a8

rd_the soft_closing of

the great door benind her. She turned,

snd her red mouth opened in & allent

scream as the darkness engulfed her,
S Yhe whtes vee har

“WHAT are vou going to do?” de-
manded Miss Wither
“Blanked If 1 know,” admitted the
ctor. “But I've got to drop this
¢ case and do what T can on

detectives w orning in any min-

“Flddlentmks," Miss Withers came

back, “Can’t you see? The kidnapinz
of that girl s’ part of your murder
Ste must. have kugwn ‘something

i emaniel ‘Piper, not with
out reason.

Miss' Withery admitted that she
didn’t know. “But while Miss Dee

yan, waa. holding that rope at the
unvelling, she mus, have nvolved her-
self somehow. . .
could sho seo that a

fed 1t 14 peen

newspapermen
who were, there? They usually see
what's to be

e was suddenly cut short by a

s back, jubilant
fixed,” ha said. “And T've
s that is an eye-

As Grttchen Duwd, widow of the
watched with  wide

the Inspector”joined
t i ing racks.”
aaid 5. ol slnmnwhere above and be-
hind them. “No cutting done yet, but
Tere goes.
hen a gréat white ¢ square appearcd
before them, and a moment later the
Brojection,  machine | cast upon the
sereen a flickering. mcture ot & publie
thering, With a gasp Miss Withers

aped figure, w

S haired Boel mearsy ‘who ‘clitened

the release cord. Everywhere clse
jease turn to' page 5
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SCVCII Yéars A art—
Yot Poth fiave Skin 1,7114// Young

Beautiful Vanderbilts examined
by Dermatologist for Skin Age
... both get 20-Year-Old Rating

M Reynald Vo

famed for her brunstte beauty. Her skin va

F blermiah. T'm sure

pore, blackhead,

lken. ]nwdu‘ and make-

in s firm and fine of texture—  actual age, they are seven years apart. si
r clear—glowing—radiant. Both of these two noted society beau- smooth on evenly and lastingly.
OLD skin i ook, Jined, crtpy—ies tex- - ties are fithful users of Pond's Cold &
ture is thick and coarse—its ]«y.lm dull—  Cream. Could there be more convincing New quick-melting cream
llow—dark. proof that this cream actually ki Pond’s now makes a liquefying cream. Tt
hese conditions, dermatologists re- skin young—the young skin at the heighe  melt -Nmﬂy on the skin. It contains
of its loveliness? the y processed oils for which

port, are due to loss or tone:

failure of gl.mds am is famous.

 with Pond's Cald Pond’s Cold Cr
g oils. Cr Pat it in briskly, It Sead coupon for & 3 days® supply of Pond's

When the two charming Vanderbilts, ok into.the pores—font away imeCad Cream, 3 orer Ponits dhcive beny

pictured above, were xamined by a der- it rlu; linger there. And every nd pow

b your skin with this fra-

 isurious cream,

n your skin will look alluringly &

byl Ponis
2 nucr i,
. l'\(A’Mu et ofpomour ' pheeeShve

“ Pond's Cold Cream poy——
prepares for powder. Preforeed b o
ond's ers
peoda. It is & elting crvam.

CORRECTS SKIN FAULTS USUAL | FIGHTS OFF AGE smns USUAL

Zey in the 20's nﬁw

\
Zest your skin for these w @ ‘g t"

Rouon aekhesds  Drmess
roe pore

age signs. Your mirror will tell its
true age. Specially Processed Oils in
this cream correct Skin Faults
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The Riddle of the Marble Blade i

when

ther were people, crowding up against
the base of the statue, of

g

to one side, the

E e

PMiss” Withers
listened to_the
noted the
master of ceremon;
could not
of instructions 'to

and aug]

watched, !peu bound, while
Dec Bryan. nodded to she
D rTa o mirustions, They s
her glance right at the camera, and
then up at the muffled statue.

HEY heard the Mayor make his
clever recovery of the climax of his

Tnspector

change
Commissioner

“That was a quickly thmlght up e
of His Honor,” said, Piper. “You
to_hand_if

Miss Withers rhd not answer. She
was staring wide
the white, ne
\as o detail she missed, 1t must have
indeed.
camera,
she  could

head.. That head, and the full neck
and shouldrs, were unforgettable . .
The Mayor was winding

now, but Gretchen Dmv\d Sl was

have had
t_premonition of wi
thing lay beneath the mvv:rctl statue,
Bryan, the lov
haired colleen who
Fetiax Tn. tha ahection of the Deavid
Soman with an expression of inered-

ulous wonder on her face. She began
to_tug at the rop
“Stop it!” shouted ‘Miss Withers.

Hatless young man with the rumpled

By the back of his head and his
seen, and those none too
clearly because the camera had been
some distance further off.
But even now, it
that he was staring
o5 if he expected the thing to toprle
over,and crush him benesth ta welgit
Ceinging away a
An ha cthred Miss Withers,
scréen became alive again,
what Miss Bryan happened

1% pins watvbol fhe and of the M-
saw the canvas fall from the statue,
=nd disclose the fearful crumpled bur-
den which grotesquely was held in the
of the seulptured Washington.
Frowre vron, Osm," said Miss
Withers softly. “The arwor to this
puzzle isn't How—it's Where
You mean the setting for 4
der? But maybe Dravid was killed
somewhere clse, and broushe. to the
e. . . .” Piper stopped. “No, be-
Cause the blood was on the marble,

5

Bodies don't blead after desth, o
vid was Kiled while dlimbing on

he own statve,

the projection
room, ‘and Piper thanked the. oficial
who 'had
“I hope that we
release the fim ommotron o tha.
1] be the biggest scoop
e Saught. the ‘Beath Siange o
those men from the Macon. . . .
e Inspector sail that he had fo

call his Niife Vithers suggested
another elephone call that he might
mal

Bat that was only 8 gracefol way
out for the Ma " Piper began.
e din't Tea iy ny telegra
from_Dravid.”

im, anyway,” Miss Wit
insisted. He hurried away to the e
phone, and for the first time that day
The schoal-teacher had an opportunity

veying her re-
it A conmidetaine” whraph.
HERE was alittle n_the
waiting room of the newsreel ofices,
and upon_this table Miss Hildegarde
Withers had spread out her bits of
rock. The Inspector stared at them.
“Wcll—whnteve have y
apon she
But T just talked fo Doc
killed by being
which
t of his neck.

x Mns« Sithers. nodded
Bl that. blade  fitted
right on the end ot‘ hist She pointcl
her joined fragment h'a
Do Toriseatinis & ehom hemminer ana

a stone sickle with the end of the
Dla sing. . .
3 avid was struck, the blade

fr n the rest of

veapon, along with its hammer.
ell to the. base of the statue and
ghattered. The murderer didn’t have

time to hunt for the pieces, or clse
thought they didn't
on Lot s But sl Fiper dudnt
understand. “The statue was complete
as It stood, wasn't it? Anyway, forgel
thatl [ Just talked to"His Honor, ax
g P £ that
Telogram was on the level. He'd for:
gotten clean about it unil’ Dravid
but it really was de-
Tivered to him this morning. So Dra-
vid never meant o be on the scenc.”
e sent the wire,” Miss Withers

I called the Western
tation office an

a description of the sender. It

i at eleven oclock last might
Luckily the night staff have just gone
on duty again, and one girl remem-
Dbered seeing a young man with

ing.

re. They went away together. .
Vifiss Withers mogled”

was Dravid seen last—alive

s
et g ooy o8 ek T 0ot e
there's any mews about the missing
girl?”

“Well, she has been reported seen
cloping on the Chicago plane, and she's
‘on Staten
hoat]

alking acros:
But Tm afraid

Bronxville.
<ual thing. .

“There’s  nothing ibout thiscase
which is_unusual,” Miss Withers re-
torted. cxiining to sce part o

it, but it’s that girl who worries me.

And another thing—I don’t remember

my mythology as I should. How many

Fates were there, according to. the
recks?”

Rt How should T know?”

looked blank, guess.

Piper
Yes,

she snapped bacl
s were Atropos, Clotho and Lach-
if I'm not mistaken. But there
wcr; only three Fates!”

Dravi
stopped short. ~“Hildegarde!

the matter?”

What

For ‘Miss Withers was having some

heulty keeping her tocth from chat.

ree Fates,” she repeated
i "0ae wha spins, one who'holds
one 'Who cuts with

- by the._shoulder.
an, you're hystetieal”

ot quite,
hysterical, ust a blind.
sily old woman-® ‘She Sutdenly tir
yon; Jike some strange,
legged bird of Prey.  “Come
e Ll
as they burst out to the Ihehta of
T ithers told him,
with a voice “which sounded w

lom:.

ece,  “Emergency, and 1 mean
emergency,” he said.

T EN they climbed into a taxi, but
before it had gone two blocks in the

The sirens were stilled as they raced
down Ninth Avenue and came to a
Stop outside the studio of Manuel
Dravid. Miss Withers made for the
loor.

Inspector caught her arm, and
pointed out a light in-an upper window.
It was the widow’s bedroom.

“I know,” Miss Withers c

(Plcase turn to page 52)

e back.
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Tintex
Keeps Your Apparel

Use TINTEX for Undesing:

/\uy;,m
weaters + Scarfs + St + Slips

 Chtaronts Clothes
cads + Drapes
Luncheon Sets « Doilies + Slip Covers

Atall drug atores, notion and toilet goods counters

5 Shover e Blous
Curtuins - Bed

« Color Magic For Every Faded Fahrlc' .
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Lo W it

The MYSTERY Magazine, November, 1934

Tintex

AVE sun and laundering played havoc with your
thrdmlm‘.’ Or home decorations? Don’t worry.

Tintex will restore their faded color in a jiffy. Or, if you

wish, Tintex will give them any of the smart, new Fall

colors. Tt costs only a few pennies...and it saves doll

Millions of women depend on Tintex to keep the

t gay, new appear-

They know that the

and surest road

PARK & ORD, Distributor

Worlds Largest Selling

Tints & Dyes



The Riddle of the Marble Blade

“She doesn’t matter, thougl 1 suppose
she was really the cause of the whole
ymen like her make their
Eiven time enough

They raced down the long hallway,
and came at last into the high-vaulted
figures.

fashlight
grinning face of the black, crouching
giant, or the tortured figure of Judas
in the thom tree. But it was before
the statue group favelied “The Fates”
ithers pause
something!” gasped

“There were only three figures,
e

Piper.
after

here are only three” Miss

Withers corrected. = “Which means

that we are too late!”

oThen_ she felt a draft across her
as she had done on ‘their

before the great doorway was
covered and flung open.
They plunged out into the street,

dis”

and stopped short. Across the wa;
was a lounging figure in an old over-

coaf

“tullins!” yelled the Inspector. The
Plainclothes cop snapped to attention.
“What are you doing here?”

“Why—nothing. d an idea
that maybe this studio oy T an
exit on the side street here, so I v
just having a loo}

AN right but ‘who did you see
leave by this "door?”

Mullins shook his head. “Why, no-
body, Tnspector. Nobody 'that doesn’t
belorig here, tha

s slke. ‘man, speak up!
Who'did you see

“Why, there was nobody but a guy
named 'Owens, who works for ‘the
geulptor.” A nice’ young guy with a

gaw bim_leave,
Miss Withors pressed o

V] ULLINS nodded.
there with a big
his back, and dumpe
that was waiting at_
uted he had fo' deliver it
where, . , .
“Remind

just now?”

“He come out of
white statue on
d it into an old oae

some-

me to recommend Mullins
r  the

n a race for the squad
. “If we only knew which way
the Jellow went. .
‘North—to
Withers breathos.
Hl

Miss
see?

Bridge!”

wCant

throw it ovir the ra
You go any faster?” de-

manded Pip r, who was
already doing seventy thxmlgh crowded
West Side streets. it was fast

Street a_ram,

clevated auto highway,

rside Drive,

|}|:ad car raced up this ramp
screamed, and pointe

an_ancient open_touring

car, she had glimpsed a single young.
nish who was driving Iike & mapiar

and ther white bundle in the
Tear seat.

The squad car leaped forward, si-
rens howling—and the lone driver

Knew that the long trail was over.
He turned back for one glance, show-
ing a face white above  his

the thin wooden railing and the street
fifty feet be

HERE was a crash of wood as the
{ouring car plunged, through. The
police car Sowed, - with " terrific
¥ biues, "and Mise Withers

e npened them again—for the
fugitive car was hanging. awkwardly
halfway through the railing, with its

ront wheels spinning in this
bearded young dr
suddenly, his face a mask of defiance
and desperation. Then h
dived over the side of the car—down,
down, down. . .
“Best,

thing he’ could have done,”
as his men
worked the lqunnn car back from its

nwrapping the
sheets which _had

Then:someboy vellds
exclamation of amazemen

“She < breathing 1
o she was. “You can't kill
the Trish with one whack on'the back
ead,” Piper told Miss Withers
Droudly afer the ambulance had borne
Dee Bryan away. ‘“She’s been knocked
cold for two hours or more, but the
doctor says she'll be right as rain in
uple o

* TP Seach, her mot_to follow mur-

Miss Withers agreed.
it wasn't as bad a tangle

hlso I'm still entangled”

some statue or other.
e Wihons Senrranged the rough-
ments, so_ khjt the

anything more to you

(Continued_from
page 50)

“Huh? No—why, yeah! That's the

symbol or whatever you call it of the

. a
was doing for the

uilding on Ellis Island!”
Withers nodded, in_triumph.
, Dravid was_trying to
pers e same of practical
Joke on the city—by slipping a marble
sickle and_hammer into the hand of

is own statue of George Washing-
ton! Tt would be great publicity, too,

a last mi a
Miss Withers took & large bite of ham
wonder about_the

8=

he seized, the opportunity and illed
ttle overemphasis on the
patriotism, my own ide:
is that hig motive was that big white
vas married to Dravid.

swept_over him when he was
I Dravid at the statue last might.”

" JEALOUSY cnmmz a rush of ngm.
cousness to the head, eh? When
was really only a rather silly practieat

Withers' disapproving stare.
lot of shooting over small potatoes, to

he school teacher agreed. “The only
lucky one is Miss Dee Bryan,”
out. ¢

P
Bnd charm
hospital m‘u ‘have the uniqu
ory of 2 been fourth among the
Three Fates?”
“She won't remember much, she was
out cold all the time,” ob,uced Piper.
Miss Withers’ twinkled,
“I have an idea that, betnE ng Irish, D
ro

In next month’

“THE RIDDLE OF THE THREE OWLS”

By Katherine Wolffe

Another new, thrilling, complete novel
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FAOEN BEAUTY AIDS at 10¢
equal %1 to $3 Brands in Quality

PARK & TILFORD'S

FAQEN

( FAY-ON )
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CLEANSING CREAM
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COLD CREAM

URITYand QUALITY...these are
thetwo essentials in beauty
aids. Your skin loveliness
depends on them. Thatis why
you should use nothing but
the very finest. And now...
science has producedinFaoen
Beauty Aids superlative pur-
ity and quality...at a fraction
of the price women used to
pay for de luxe beauty aids.
Read the report of a famous
research laboratory:
“...after a complete chemical
analysis, we have found that

every Faoen product fested is
as pure and fine as products
of like nature sold for $1, $2,
and $3."

Smart women ... stage and
screen stars...debutantes and
business women...are turning
toFaoen,even though theycan
well afford to pay more than
10¢. You, too, should change
to Facen Beauty Aids today
...they are smart...they are
superlatively fine...they have
made loveliness inexpensive!

10¢ each at F. W. Woolworth Co. Stores

FACE POWDER




The Lisping Man s,

actually. All he had to do was tum
the door knob and st
Eoed Lord”" Y said, “Hnen why
didn’t he do_it? Do you mean—he
didn’t know it?”
e detective shrugged. “He could

ned.” He drummed

his fingers on a chmzhuck. “At a
rate, he diec very ath, it
would appear. Suffocation isn't pleas-
ant, I imagine. We o .
however, that he -really suffocated.”
e soft. behind us;

then Joe, the China boy, was standing

at_our side. )
“Solly,” he said apologetically. “Who
07"

IMMIE LAVENDER clapped, him
on_the  shoulder. “We_don’t know
et Joe he amawered, <Mr. Gilruth,”
+-Ho polnted at me—thinks fe e

himself.
The Chineso ghook his head, “Dam’
sail complete courtesy.

wered Lavender,

last

:
i
=4

Cartwright,
night, before he went awaytl

y,” answered Joe, with steady
eyes. “Mlutnr Clartwight going - to
m-lly

Prost
"Mlm Ploctor,” said the China boy.
. wa
At ten otk s way.
g Mr. cmwngm with ey
come
I go

B snd Jimmie Lavender. “Miss

A little late
for the pictures, wasmit it5 Well, have

it your way! You sleep here on the
premises? T menn in” this  house?
“In back.”

cl
“The back room, you mean? Was
Mr. Cartwright here when you got
home?”
“Mlister Clartwight gone awa

“much! nats

engthened,” finished Laven-
“Woll Gilly, I think there was a
quarrel.
“Then Jos can tell s all abost it,”
1 protested. “Let’s call him back and
im.
He shrugged and shook his head:
may not be telling us
the truth, He may or may not ha
iing. T prefer -to
askk Miss Hurrlet, Froctor herself.”
A. Ay talked, I had a momentary
glimpse_of Joe,’ the China boy, fur-
fively: Tistening’ in’ another room, al-
though pretending to be doing some-
thing_else.
Lavender also saw him. “Hey, Joe!”
he called. “We want you. The' police
ming soon. They want you

xdenu(y tht body
aid Joe, and went to

cot i o
Yoy wam'e
e only
Sernelds. penthow
Tf he expected an exclamation of

ced that,” said Laven-
going up to Mr.

54

surprise, he was disappointed. Joe
laid_his hat upon a table, without
cmotion, and indicated that he was

ready to accompany us.

I, the Penfield living-room, the col-
wag talking with 'a_youn
ody. in the corridor

*Mrs. Penficld, the doc-

had s shock

physic
Bad Vanished,

young  physi flushed. _ “T
hop e Teplied.  “Mr. Penfield
TOSeht ey “wha & possiblity that
life remained. It was impossible to
try the restoration exercises in
corridor. T've sent for the pulmotor
Sqund, although 'm certain 1t's quite
hopeldss.”

aid so,” agreed Lavender.
“However, 'm glad yowve notified the
police. It was imperative, and T was
going to suggest it. How long would
You say the fellow was “In that closet,

actor

“f mn only venture an opinion. Suf-
focation o "some extent depends on

e closet
was practically gone in 3 short time »

“Six_hours, perhap:

“I should be incl think  so.
Certainly he it e e
in_twelye.

“But you can

give ., cortifieate,

Doctor,” "clamored Penfield. “It wa

accidental, after all; and, whatever
have been up to, 1 kney

In the circumst

wmmg to forget  the-tho-—vandal-

ism.”

hysician shook his head. “I'm
afraid an inquest must be hehl " he
| with a_certain asperity; and
Ln\nndzr heartily agreed.
“To you attribute Cart-
andalism?” asked the de-

eld,

collector was

ousy- e may have
heard her talk so much about me—and
the collection—and the vases—

ntoresting »
permit it,” snapped the col-
leetgr. IS absurd] There’s no need
to_drag her

She was with cmwngm Jast night,
before this,
Layender.

“What i wa
2 Penheld's eves tel for the fror
time, conselously, on, the China_bay.
Wity this Doy doing heret” o

asked.
It occurred, to
would want_to question him,”
Lavender-rigls Carcwright's
“Know Mlister Plenfield velly well,
contributed_the China boy, as if Ho
were acknowledging an mtroductmm
“It's ridiculous,” " said
ritably. He took himself
continued with greater courtesy.
truth is, of course, Mr. Lavender, x'
ed you into’ this without
Fealifing Where 1t wa goimg %o Jead.

me that_the ymhcﬁ

The

Natorally, T didnt dresm that Cart-
wright was the fman who smashed my
Vases, In 3 way, he's somewhat of &

friend of “mine__more" than an ' ac-
uaintance, at any rate. The fact is,
Tm willing {o let the whole thing

irop.’
“Too late for that, I'm afraid,” said

Jimmie Lavender. ~“You

me, of course, at your

but there is @ strange body on

he police ar

the door
the oldmorld
Penfleld jumped. “T)
gutside  the door,”
tective, gently.

LENDENNING

e

CARTWRIGHT

beginning—nor,
lvrobsbly, had the young physician—
t he watched them foil over the
cless thing that had been
he terrible task

horrible,

over.
n the vaulted living-room, where
cdiaeval vases, a bulky pe
licutenant looked at Jimmie Lavender,
and asked a question:

“What the hell do you make of it,
Jimmie?”

“It's very puzzling,” admitted Lav-
thtully.

ender, not” quite truf
Lisitensnt Andrew Clyde was awed
is

surroundings. “It's all

Toctly crazy.” he exploded, ‘with &
t braced the whole fan-

tastic ménage. The splendor of

vlace annoyed him. He resented it,

hout knowing precisely w

Cwelly ssid, Lavender, wkatever

ack of if, Lieutenant, there’s

Tttle ‘doubt that fhe uilty man-—if

there was any guilty man—was Cart-

wright, now dead.
't

Story
 lie, and his wite’s nmm&ing
by sic king to ere’s _one
you can’t get hy—the fellow

hi

wasnt “locked int*You' pointed that
ot oussette. Why the ol 't he
come out? I'll tell you why! Because
ead when Penfield

as if he

Hve abput it2”
“This is your
case, Lle\lknlnt, he protested.  “I
undérstand your paint of view, There’s
bou an sutepey Why' not
Wlit until_it's nve 3 find
T Cartwright, or any. other
murder, Tll cheerfully

ou.”

*EiBut where's the
the lieatenant.” It isn't on
Has Penfield had a £0
Ca nwnzhu St

ruby?” continued
e body.

through s
“Oh, yes! Plenty!”
“Then he's got it?”
lle may have. I honestly don't
L\eutenmt Clyde snorted and puffed
to know you
LI R immie, T4
ere_double-crossing me,”

(Please turn to page

MYSTERY Magazine, November, 1934



Have you tried this New Powder ?

that matkes skin so Clear, Z"a/zyﬁﬂrc’n!/

Send for
your
3 shades—
They’ll glorify
your skin!

Here’s a new face powder that con-

tains the actual tints in beautiful skin!
Have you ever noticed how some pow-
ders will make your skin look dull, gray?
O dark O sallow?
Tr's because they haven’t the tints in
them that are found in lovely clear skin.

Such powders destroy the good points
h: p/\ d don’t: Idy . e

itself, but also to its glamorous shades.
These shades are all absolutely new.
Different from any powder you have ever
wried. Your skin looks fresh, young—
smooth as velvet.
Your friends will notice the difference.
fen willsay the most flattering things to
you. For you'll actually look years
1

ence

But now—just try this new powder
that everybody is raving about

Contains actual
Skin Tints—
Pond's Face Powder is sci
enti mixed to give
you exactly the
skin needs to give it
buitiiance, sparkl

The moment you smooth
it on, you realize that your
skin is lattered to an allur-
ing loveliness. This is due
not only 1o the thistledown
softness of the powder

| 7~
oNLY 53¢

FINEST POSSIBLE
INGREDIENTS

Read the descriptions of these wonder-
ful new shades. ow marvel-
ously they were discovered.

And then send right off for your

=

ronlygsofevery type
¢ n.) Nor

w they are
Seady! You'llbe amazed.
they lldofor you

*gife boxes. You'll surely find one of these

shades will make you into a very new and
enchanting person.

Finest quality—costs little

The powder s fine, smooth and clinging.
And it has a lovely French fragrance.

You can get lovely 57% glass jars. Also
$1.10. And smart, gay boxes for 25¢. Va-
ety stores and five-and-tens carry the
10£ and 208 sizes. But, if you want to
sample this wonderful new powder first
—here’s the coupon

Free ! seNp COUPON. Get 2 Special Boxes
and Extra Sample free! Three different shades!

(This offe expives January 1. 1935)

The MYSTERY Magazine, November, 1934

-3 il
diferent LT des O
difcrent DARK shades 0




The Lisping Man (Conct Vo

jectedly in a chair in the adjoining
chamber. He had withstood a cross-

examination that would have shaken
an_ex-convict, but it had taken some-
thing out of him. He looked at Lav-
cndcs & Tittle wistfully. Somewhere at
the back o arden, we heard the
harsh voice of the disgruntled licuten-

ant; he was asking loudly just when
he ‘would be permitted to ‘talk with
Mrs. Pen eld. softer voice of
the young physician as replying, but

we cnuld not catch his
¥ put up a finger, and the
Chinese servant glided to his side.

on here, Joe,” said the detective,

ow T want you to an-

er a Never mind what
Jou told the polxcumm Did Mr. Cart-
d | Miss Proctor quarrel,

last night? 1 mean, did they have &
PER black eyes looked,steadily into
Lavender's gray ones. Thore was

struggle goi bel
“Just hlt!e," nid the

Chin,_boy.

“Quite

small!” He indicated is hands.
Appurently the fight “had been  no

bigger than a m

Ve endeavored ot to smile. “T see,”
said Lavender, seriously. “That
after A, Cartwr right received his tele-
phone call—wasn't

e it “oven - wavered and ca
back. The boyis head slowly ancd,
“Good!” eried Lavender, clated. *

e, ot auestion,
Joe, and then we're through,  When
you' were up here, last night, and stole
the ruby, outof ‘that Eu(hlhns Vely,
nybody else aroun

i i ot true that a Chinaman does
question

ng violently

“No, no!” he gasped “I am not

here! ‘T do not—Oh, no, mo!”
Jimmie, Lavende: gave in unnamm
hake.  “Be quiet, will you?" he
grated. “Do you "want that big police-
an to come back? 1 only said you
Stoll the ‘ruby. Now pull yourself to-
e held out

gether.”, After a moment |
hand, “

bre

e detective
into a waistcoat pocket.
was a glint of humor in his

ey
Nowre aghell of & Chinaman, Joe.
he_said. “To a Bud
ot Budihaer said " Jon A\l“enly.
ust little Indian god. Joo Chlistian
Chinam
hel I o fan, then,”
smended Lz
T'heked you If anybody else
The sleck black hud as Vigorously
shaken. “Not
agren #dn’z 40 to 8 1 mnvm't picture,
sy, didn'e o
“What time was

when you came
escape  and

‘as _hapass-leven.”
“Half-past eleven! And there was

56

no sign of anybody in the room.” He
ook the servants word for it i
Yight! Go back there and sit down:
£nd Keep your mouth shut. Maybe Tl
get you out of this.”

Lavender plucked the ruby

his pocket and turned it in his ﬂngm
n with a_gentle

in a low voice: “I th
something worrying the beggar, when
e caught. b e 0
our e eation T e Tent e lon

i Sver since we brought him wp It
he's looked at that jmage once, he's
looked at it forty times; and every
time it scared him.
anaged to find my tongue at
"\Vhat the dovil does it mean?”
T asked. “Why did he come up at
all? Last night, I mean.”

“ [ B Jngw that Cartwright had pre;
ceded him,” said Lavender, ‘and
he knew why. His instinct told him
there Was Tikely ouble. He

T ot Casawrisht wnd S Procs

tor had quarreled. So when e came
n ‘whatever picture it
0 to, and found his

T think

ollowed Cartwright up
here—after she was supposed to have
all a bit_confusing

gone away. It's
yet. He had to use the fire escape,
of course. He wouldn't come the front

it elevator would
He says there

in point of fact
weiaht was horionly poor Jos
didn't know it!”

ou” mean—
“Yes, Cartwright was in the closet,
suffouating, Toe horrible to of

it, with help so close at hand. Tt 10
the_only, will fit the
curious situation.’
B the. truth?” T asked, and

Togked lnm in the eye.

He up his hand to stop me.
"En»y. Gt
coming back. o
glad to see the last of both of them.

The police officer approached, snarl-

Jimmie,” he snapped. “Mrs.
Penfield i still muttering, and they're
oing to get se. Go s when

ot ‘Penfiela’s

ever it's worth!

here shortly. Tm

AT snything

"He_ tramped out of the place, fol-

Towed by his men, and shortly after-

yard the doctor also,wen

field way his

story, ai
The coroner will be
ou're on the
o, T ma

#0 'way Bow,” said Joe, the
China lmy with sudden alacrity, He
ambled info the room an: be-
side us, looking at Tavender quir-

in “Go

olly,” said the China boy. There
was Humu(hmx else upon his mind, it
seemed. It came out. “Much thanks!”
he,_finished

“Don't mention
fnd e e nluuﬁuntly‘

gly.
“All right,” said Lavender.
ay.”

"

" said anemlu,
“To an

The

The door closed softly behind the
ese_servant; and again 1 looked
at Lavender. But now it was Penfield
who interrupted. He came in hurried-
y from the garden and dropped into

chai
Thes're gone he sid,
“Yes, pol 7 said
Lavender. B8 Gherei] Srobably” e
an_inguest and a lot of trouble. It's
quite a nasty mess, [ know the trath
bout it, Mr. Penfield. Let's get it
Toraleianed out. etwoen e, bsfors
Licutenant Clyde arrests you
charge of murder.
was & harrowing session for

Penfield.

“I have been employed by you to
solve this mystery,” said Jimmie Lav-
ender, “and T am ready to submit my

e lighted a
bk in s chai
beyond the garden, a dead m
silent upon a fourteenth-century b
not far from where a woman tossed
and muttere

ere was an intolerable pause.

igarette and leaned
In a ba

‘0 begin with, Mrs. Penfield lied”
id _ Jimmie Lavender, alm
“That was the rmly m.mbh

briskly.

clue T had to guide me. She had lied,
nd 1 wondered why. The story
told you, at the Blue Pavilion, and
that Jater you told me, was not the
ruth. There was no lisping n
clephone” call, and " the vases ere
probably broken by herself. It was
vident from the beginning that she
was_covering something up; but_in

Mr.
body was discovered in the closet, i
was _obvious that it was Cart
wright she was covering up. I'm
sorry,” added Lavender, “but I think
you have realized it yourself,
when Cartwright popped out of the
closet.

enfield’s nails were digging into his
Dl M. Kmctes” wors Wi

T vant o know what happened,”

o assume that Carturight had been

ere was a rob-

sort before. Af
went awa;
your wife.
w.  One
smashed the
Mrs. Penfield
course,

passion.

in a toweri
No_doubt he was trying o break off

i s, i
Lavender, with a little shrug.
trying to explain her.

fter a

fi

came to her senses in a little wlulu,
T think, and regretted what she
done. ere was an i
tion. She heard someone com
where along_about |.m..m elevan,
Coming up the back stairs, quict]
Naturaly. she thought It was & serv-
(Please turn ‘o0 page 59
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If you really want to help friendly helpful selling, you
can do your favorite department store salesperson a
good turn in the next two weeks by sending his or her
name to Tower Magazines on the official ballot at the
right. Receipt in our office of five ballots entitles the
salesperson to membership in the 1934 Retail Sales
Honor Roll. The ten best letters received here from
members of the Retail Honor Roll will be rewarded
with a trip to New York.
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Write us a letter at the same time telling of some help-
ful selling service this favorite clerk has given you. It
may have been help in the selection of towels . .. a ruj

. a refrigerator. Fill out the ballot at the right . . .
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Here are a few

DON'TS

about laxatives!

Don't take a laxative that is too
strong —that shocks the system—
that weakens you!

Don’t take a laxative that is
offered as a cure-all —a treatment
for a thousand ills.

Don't take a laxative where you
have to keep on increasing the
dose to get results!

Take EX-LAX — the laxative
that does not form a habit

You take Ex-Lax just when you
need a laxative—it won't form a
habit. You don’t have to keep 6n
increasing the dose to get results.
Ex-Lax s effective—but it is mild.
Ex-Lax doesn’t force—it acts
gently yet thoroughly. It works
over-night without over-action.

Children like to take Ex-Lax
because they love its delicious
chocolate taste. Grown-ups, too,
prefer to take Ex-Lax because
they have found it to be thor-
oughly effective—without the dis-
agrecable after-effects of harsh,
nasty-tasting laxatives.

For 28 years, Lx-Lax has had
the confidence of doctors, nurses,
druggists and the general public
alike, because it is everything a
laxative should be.

At any drug store—10c and 25c.

WATCH OUT FOR IMITATWI
Ex-Lax has stood the test of time. It
Ian been Aerica's pro o i gt
rs. Insist on genuine Ex-Lax—
:pellodEKLAX to malke sure of
getting Ex-Lax results.

THE CHOCOLATED LAXATIVE

The Lisping Man

(Continued from page 56)

ant who had heard the quarrel and the
smashing.

o oy o e Py
This is

the

grabbed her hat and fled.”
Lavender paused. “Now
5 he continued, after a
no reason to

escape in a
would not investigate the closet, since
he heard a

s master.

trouble, it appears, and
ed.”

AVENDER frowned.
sorty to say, did not
nce. Your museum
He hung about for i
find Canm-gm and all
nm time, Cartweignt, cat off from
cesibly shghtly. siupeteq by
v.hntwvr liquor ink—either
m_apartment—was
rapidly falling asleep in the closet.
1t is the only conceivable explanation,
myinced it is the true on
Penfield’s face
he be-

“Joe, 1_am
go away at
fascinated hlm.

Fated—

explained. She should have come back
in twenty minutes and released Cart-

ender shrugged, “But, after
Al e expect’ you to
be_ sorry for Cartw
said Penﬁchl

“I'm sorry for both o
o mrant cxied Lavender. “There
all this

 miserably.
gh,, why

there,

Vhere T discovered_ it a ittle whild

ago. And the vases were broken by
Mr. Cartwright in a foolish escapade,
in “which e  unfortunately lost his
ife

ves brightencd mo-
mattered, “it’s
o et Joe baik
Harriet Proctor too. You'l help mi
0f said Jimmie Lavende:
he “bounded_to
d. “What's that?’

he gollector’s,
mentarily

thlunlv

to us through the
nto the sunlit garden, An
high-pitched er nan's
voi eak of some hideous

rdered him,” the screaming
ice repeated. “If was I—I—who
jed_him
Lavender dashed across the
room and out

e a
n possessed. 1 was hard upon hi
and the collector was pattering
behind ‘me. We ran like madmen—
and we were all too

‘She was climbing \.p osto\theTpara®
and her agility was catlike and

ewildering. She was rising at full
height against the foreground of blue
"and “Roating cloud.. The sunlight

Strack through. her fiimsy garments
and. revealed the outlines of - her
E

plendid body.
Below, the city murmured and the
treetops’ swaye
footsteps seemed to sink into
the grass.
tile ery of warning broke from
Lavender's,_lips; ped to make
Yer turn. Then ne mz Plean brovght
him to the parapet and hand
Shitched ALY intn space
was no longer habited,

Lavender looked _downward,

u
was
the sugdon torsor
never knew.
hen a dreadful silence seemed

fall 'pon the world, and T looked into
the sun and found ‘no explanation of
the human tragedy.

IMIE? T said, when once again

the, world seeriedgo ood, an

5t the shocking scenc behind us,

“(hﬂss still one thing I do not under-

sta

UOhly one, Gilly?” questioned Jim-
mie_Lavender.

did you know that Mrs. Pen-

of a spectator, we

“How
fed was lying?  You said you, knew
it from the beginning; and that it

But how

vas your only clue, at first.
could you be certain?”
e laughed. “The llspmg man

W
obviously an invention, - Surely you i
Thenber what he said? “Hello, Millie?
Bert callimg! Tmat the Blue Pavil
jon. I want you to join me ¥
away’ But in her eagerness {o des-
eribe id not exist, Mrs

Penfield " overplayed her hand.
s too clever—or ot clever enough.
She should

Gilly!
Go on—just try it on your lisper!

More short stories by Vincent Starrett will appear in future

issues of this magazine.

Watch for

and

announcements of new

thrilling stories by this master writer.
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The Well-Known
‘Works
(Continued from page 39)

of any group of employers. Immediate-
ly after one of these claims, Mr. Cohen
would be called on to "\elp his friend.
The, complainant would g e hos-
Tracturcd skall ot be found
o roadside ditch and the police
would_again be persecuting William.
Ob, life' s full of trovbles. Listen,
asey. . . .

S OME eighteen hours later Mr, For-

e again gazed on Mr. Latimer,
though' Eiddie. did mot see his late a5
sailant. am was sl

gireet from the gay-lit entrance of the

night_closing ordinance we
ing its crowd of slick-haired youths,
itinerant working men, pri
Jink of uniformed sailors: A Tull, and
the hostesses came down the stairs,
most of them stepping into cars for
a Tound of partying or a bu sman’s holi-
day of pleasure dancin
Hrien' William snapped alert, for, Bee
Tudi-
“She stnpped
to lips
and looking
cautiously up-street and down. Then
Che crossed, toward William, but far-

change, innocent. A cavalier, indistinct
i the gloom, stepped out and took Bec's

rm. turned, coming toward
Wihimms hndmg place.

“Vll have a look at the monkey,”
opined the lurking one and popped from
his_hideout to confront them.

organ’s uv.xm- was a dapper
coffee-colored

That_ staunch Caucasian, Mr. For-
une, was stricken motionless with

like @ polo pony and make tracks, his
highly polighed shoes flckering. ' Bee

gled, her spiteurls  standing OUR lefi-over meats take on  and rare spices brought by Heinz
Straight out from surprise, and the etite: ickly and i
she decided that certain urgent matters Lol e e it e o (o,
e o el vt She v nar tt casily if you combine them with  So here is new life to add to
but distance between herself and her Heinz Cooked Spaghetti. For each  left-over meass. Get a tin of Heinz
et e lone e e s aziubed tin of ic has palate-pleasing flavor—  ready-to-eat Spaghetti from your
it, the hare was fleet; the hound and that's what lef-overs need. grocer. Try this left-over recipe.
had indulged in too many beers and it 5 3 Then inven -
looked as if the race would be to the ‘Wemake Heinz Spaghecd sl
swift. Bee's Filipino had the early foot, from fine wholesome Dur- over recipes with spa-
a8 the racing people phrase it, and Wil- wm whese. We cook ft— ghetti—all of them quick,
am 3 - i 3 ifty, aw
Perceiving this his rage flamed just so—delicately limber. GPAGHETT! cary, chelfey, ond i 9
cge mare, Ho only intended giving Then we add a succulent, ,wm;g’:“" delicious. =
the burnt-sicnna_gentleman a severe % oac
kicking, but now he pulled up, and olorsodusamanin; ELJHEINZ COMEANY!
reaching under his arm, unlimbered luscious Heinz tomatoes, srrTseunGi, .. .

sweet milk, meat stock TomONTS, CLALLoWBGR, e
been mounted on artillery wheels. He

ponted this atter the fiying one and
Suibbed off Halt s dogen shots
man can_outrun a . o Poitive,

“The Filipino faltered in mid-stride,
threw up_his arms like a man going
off a spring_ and slithered to a
falling stop in the gutter, his light top-
coat gleaming, wooly and bright, under

¢ turn to page 60)
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It Started A New Craze...
When the Neighbors Saw My

I5: CLOPAY WINDOW SHADES

sk ONLY CLOPAYS
GIVE YOU THESE PATENTED

EXCLUSIVE FEATURES
*Ex Creped
Construchon
It is the patented CRE
f?if‘v’:’&.l‘.’i,«-‘x‘ﬁi.,k Smoothiy,

*Palennd Gummcd

Males attaching 1o rllers
£ maken ek,

Be Sure You Get
Genuine CLOPAYS..
With These Important

*EXCLUSIVE FEATURES

0 wonder my neighbors thought T was joking

when I told them my lovely Clopay Windov

Shades cost only 15¢ each. They are wonderful. The

n.wl i pottires harmonize nioely with deco-
I

Patterns
Solid Colors and
Colorful Chintz Effects

P others.
Tve never found their equal in any iy
shade. Their attractive *creped texture makes them
hang_straight, roll straight and wear amazingly
Won't crack, fray or pinhole. So easily attached to
rollrs with thee “patented gummel Sp, too—no
sr_ tacks or tools. And you only *trim one side to fit
i narrow windows. With all these advantages at
such an unbelievably low price, can you blame

g my neittors for following my lead in switchi

y're all doing it now

stamp for color samples.

o Clopays? T
a5

___- Buy CLOPAY Shades At

F. W. WOOLWORTH Stores

CLOPAY

CLOPAY CORPORATION,

60

1343 York Street,

cinnati, Ohio

The

The Well-Known
Works
(Continued from page 59)

the street lamps. William, profiting
by the experience of other and like in-

cidents in his career, jerked his hat
down over his eyes and stormed away
through a cross-alley.

ter sailing two blocks at full

gteam, he heard a_police siren, and,

cing’ wise in the ways,

slowed down to a Saunte
2 squad cars

ounsel, one Bourke
with the legal

gentlenan, “Ropes” Hanlon.
certain he would need Mr
cause of e o

would promply teil all,
puts it, for the majority of the gentle-
rofession are po-

. It gains them a certain
m rough hand-

shadows of

o continents, must
ble’ hero,

A thief, funmln on tw
be a tall yed indomital
Hinky, ahiFesioved ot

ing on which school of fitior receiv
your patronage. But
F el

Fred Castle, or

haire
sensitive of
aring high_heels. had
+ harmless face of a Poland-
devils_of cocaine
nger signals in his pale eyes
idea_leaped full-formed into
see you, Fred,” he greeted,
pumping the small man’s hand.” “That
was a b the boys got on that
Berwyn payroll job, wasn't it?”
is was reference to a fiase
which the police had received advance
knowledge of a hold-up and had exhi-
bited their usual lack of sportsmanship.

already was

the rale of the ncw habitual " criminal
he needed just one more

maL\. ¥ three times and out, nevermore

i somebndy say it was my mob”
asked_ the_robber mildly enough, but
ing ,uum hand and turning
e ouior. 5.

“iy no means,” denied William swift-
ly, “but if you meet any of the mob
0l ‘them I know who ratted on them.
& pal'of mine at"the Bureau tipped

“\'mw Castle or Kessel,
“yho?”
“A_canary named Eddie Latimer,”

said William, I just saw him up near
i et

said Mr.

Castle,
ab, “the dirty stool!
. Fortune, look-
ing_after the vanishing cab and en-
joying the pleasant feeling of a man
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who has found someone else to do his
ould eriod after

I\ow where in the
the way with a lip,

e B Sl ]

ONTINUING his hunt, he ran Mr.

anlon to carth in the swanky

nd Professions Club and, pecu-

anlon was nearly sober.

this unusual

the Jawyer into o pri;

vate dining-room and swiftly explained
hig predic

1

e

ent.
cts,” said, the legal gentle-
aes. P uek the fac

He leephunui

yon to cer-
information that wets
v s own. A certain coroner’s
deputy talked, then a. police. stenog-
r Department,
te's Attorney’s
these_various
gentlemen, gave ot informatio
they had sworn sacred oaths, ha
the. Book, fo keep Army, locked i

tudont, part-fime
full-time Lothario. Also,
ed, one Eddie
crime, had sung
aring to_the Homicids
nder Sergeants Druby and

i

gren now engaged in assiduous search
for William Fortune, or as their John
Doe  warrants chillingly state, “his
body

aid the lawyer, “one of these
ke < o ot o 1t Fronne

“This,” answered his client, “will do
unil real trouble comes aloniz”
o e sce.” Hanlon rose, stridi

the length of the room, pleiding h)s

case before an imagin
man was pure theater. 1.m- now, w.m
no audience, his tone was dramatic,
his gestures violent, now fist in_palm,
now arms out-flung, now pointing
finger. He thrust the finger in Wil-
liams face.

y you killed this Flip” he
o e thug, and why

not? Why any man with r
s veins would have kxl]ed e Ry

who  sedu sweetheart, a
Eirl frosh from the sweet clostered
life of the convent) a girl who knew

P tavied M. Fovtume without
oo Hanlon decided. “The
prosecutor would put her on the stand
ke her reputation apart and that
ket Lok 50 hot. Id pull an i
Jefense if it weren't for Latimer and
Bee. She'll howl if they put the serews
on, her and he sang alrcady.”
out Eddie Latimer,”
im, thinking hap-
pily of the. viclent. M. “He
won't be around to testify.”
“Another?”
“T didn’t

do it myselt,” Bill said
tipped Fred Castle to a
little phony information. I tol
that Eddic sang on that Berwyn job.

“That setles that” Hanlon ‘said,
secure in this knm»lell;!r, fo
acauaintance with Mr. Castle, that gen-
Heman being ong of s eloate. “Row
about Bee?”

(Please turn to page 62)
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DON’T SUFFER
CONSTIPATION-
there is effective relief

MINT, THE CHEW
LAXATIVE:

um-A— e

To got pleasant, thorough relif, it s not
ssary to use violent, habitforming lxa-
. FEEN-A-MINT gives you more com-
plets relif than other xatives bocauto you
chew it as um. The chewing
spreads the laxative evenly throughout the
sluggish system —gives you_casier, more
thoroug] Over 15.000000 mon and
AMINT

sentl enoughfor thelF yo
dults. Try it yourself the
lime you need a laxative. 16 and 25¢ at il

drug stores.

e FEEN-AMINT 15

The Well-Known Works

(Continued jrom page 61)

Shell g0 places”  William said
K. Then s an alibi defense, But
‘zood gne. - Thess
Juries are getting tough. They wont
Bold Sl for these speakeasy-gam-
ling-joint alibis any more. Let’s

ening, dramatic finger at Wiliam.

illy,” he said. “You had a liaison

with a married woman.

iSure” Mr. Fortune agreed easily
s

Hanlon, coming

, client’s speed in English

“Who said you egg? Let

them prove it. I'll take their witnesses
we spring the alibi.

d woman.
How can you kil a guy. om on Clark
Street at the same time?

“It was on Goethe Street,” Billy told

ne en_your Tove
qwum b~ shle Yo wta’herseld ot this
and who does not understand her
rmd you two shall unite.”
“Where was 1 with this doll?”
a detail. Let me see?
at means other witnes

holesome girl with a brute for & hus-
it is. Lincoln G

The ‘moon and you,’ at wi

siay them. There certainly can’t be any

e of lovers that stroll

beneath the moon in the park. That'
the location. Lincoln Park, at, say,

where the bridge crosses the K
favorite meeting plac
“Svihiam, you certainly have

Tovece,

“I pay for him. Who furnishes the
doll?" the practical one wanted to
know. “And how much?”

“Dotail,” the lawyer said
grand manner,

ow le's go dow

in_the

wn and s v and

Good,” umnuvul Bill. 1 don't want
Druby end Howand to. pick me up o8
the strest and Puc a pleat in my head
on the tatlon, There ought
to be, the hoodlu law
Sraingt these guys Witting people the
way they do.”

Tm- ¥ proceeded to the Detective
d there Mr. Hanlon

d A judge

essins paliical ol)huﬂ.m s got o1

bed and came breakfastless
William y,mul Jrettly for

fhe ‘bress photographers. Ar. Hanlon

e & rens Siasament, that. s

y words and

son, as-
Sault and battery that, with him, wwere

The

Bee Morgan, entering her hotel—at
least it had a hotel license—was not
surprised to fin
the lobby. Mr.

d a visitor waiting in
Casey

view but it was decidedly nhesithy o
antagonize Mr. Cohen.
“Hello, Swect,” said Mr. Cohen with
saccharine in
't 107 Boy, this s tho kind of a day
t a guy would enjoy out in Cali-
fornia, If [ didut have business hold-
ing me down- why don’t you go
ol Sonsty you ov Hothing Bolding

4 hoen there,” Bee said sullenly, I
don’t like it.”
“It grows on you, Bee. I know a guy
s dying here, and ere he
s a8 healthy a8 forty thousand dollars
in bonds. You don ¢ look 8o good, Be
The Coast would be a healthy piace for
1 wouldw't lek anybody know
vas poine Kind of lay low
st

money. Ill give you five
hundred and you take n lamfor the
Vest Coast. Quie
v handead ik enough
tell Bill T want at least a grand.
iz
dropped his eyelids sugges-

to live, don’t
(CAsEY is ey

tively. “It ain't absolutely neces-

sary. By the way, I ain't seen Eddie

Latimer for some 'time. Let's see, the

st time was the night that Filipino

got killed on Goethe Stre eet. 1 wonde

what ever happened to hin

v o "Five. hundred,

. Lots

You
T got

ets Tun out of town just' b
gives some hoodlum the air. Gimme the
five
“Four-twenty,” Casey said softly,
uthe other elghty went,for this rallroad
icket. Here
et make mo pipe 8 couple of boys will

sees 3
"And,

tion. ere you, Bee, I'd be
catetul how I acted on the Coast. Don't
shoot, trap, You know,” h

added suggestively, “we have friend
out there and sometimes they get pretty
rougl

“['ve been around,” Bee said, “I know
what it’s all about.’ Gimme the money
And never see you or Billy For-
tune again it's still about twenty years

a good girl” said Casey
h soft suggestion in hi
¥, ou're smart, So long.”

murd ke 2 champ;

volce.
nship

quibble over minor
Know this and_rid
the judge,
la

d of thril seckers
evel in_the

haunt_courtroor
great gamble the efendant 1s taking;

who
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to gain a taste of how it feels to gam-
ble with all the chips on the table.
Mr. Nayland, opening for the State,
nnn\-unmd ver) \portant
anished and msmuawd

agic. Mr. o Based o s
feet and volubly resented this accusa-
tion. In fact, Mr. Hanlon seemed car-
ried away by his feelings for he strode
dramatically across the courtroom and

00k _his Mr. Nayland’s
resocsier shevggos oot of
advanced on Mr. Hanlon.
ned forwand.  This

gyt o
The spectators

il be all”
“Never mind hold-

dramatics, if you please.
presumably to try a murder case. Con-
tinue, Mr. Prosecutor.”

The legal gentlemen bowed to the

thirty
augntly’ and passionately.
The ayland placed on_the

minutes, elo-

the State, Mrs. Lessing st hat on
the might of Sept. T5th. about midighe
she had seen one man pursuing another
down Goethe Street in front of her
establishment. 'Right, as she phrased

the pursuer
and shot the

Mr. Hanlon, cross-examining the wit-
ness, forced the admission that o

er temper, blew up, and climbed down
from the stand thoroughly discredited in

Toomer at the home of Mrs. Lessing.
Mr. Kostis’ testimoney bote out Mrs.
Lessing’s Mr. is _made a

positive _identification of - William: a8
th 0 shot and killed Aurelio
uarez.

Cross-examining, Mr. Hanlon brought
out the fact that Mr. Kostis suffered
e en-
this disease until, when Mr.
Kostis got down, jury doubted
whether the sufferer could have

let along a running man at gt
ayland then produced a cab-
stariar ohosasti "oy eeing For-

tune's flashy roadster with its distinc.
tive license plate number near the scene
of the crime.

Hanlon matched him with a greasy
mechanic in overalls, who testified chlt

[] COARSE PORES
[] BLACKHEADS
O ory sKIN

0 oity skin

O TNy Lines

y:| SALLOW sKiN

® v Ly Cuthen

ConrmaForen Blackhende, Sl snd Mty Skin
r Dry

”Pnrulyzed Pores”

. CHECK YOUR
SKIN TROUBLE,)

Times Out of Ten
are the Cause!

fact that it penetrates. It does not stay on the sur.
face. It does not have to be rubbet c

in, which o ches and widens
just smooth it on. Almost instanly, and of its own.

Excessively Oily
skintroutle o which woraan e vt ot eome

manifestation or other of “Paralyzed Pores”.
res” are due to nothing other than

Ordinary methods are al ight as far as they g0,
bt they d

accord,
Penetrating the little openings to their depths, it
dissalves the accumulated grime and waste mat-
ter and floats it to the surface where it s easily
wine

Also Lubricates the Skin

irt of the skin, but ot ¢

AsLa

fa
e it undermenth 2 ot causes it eoubie
leading, as it does, to “Paralyzed Pores”.

Everything but the Right Thing!

In our efforts to remove this undemneath dirt we do.
everything but the ight thing. We use hot
hich shock the delicate pores

ender e ceppled We vt strongaleshatcprey:
arations which do not remove the dirt, but only
close the pores and seal it in.
‘We use creams which do not penetrate, but which
have to be rubbed in and which only pack the dirt
in tighter. Continuing the stuffing, the pores be-
come enlarged and stretched to the point where
they lose all power to open an
words, “paralyze

Tubricatesit It resuppli i
ey ek dtymesy et s el
makes the skin soft and smooth and flexible. For
s reason face powder does ot flake or streak on
askin thatis cleansed with Lady Esther Face Cream.

At My Expense!
Twant you to try Lady Esther Face Cream at my.
expense. I want you to see the difference just one.
cleansing will make in your skin. I want you to see

d more radiant your
Jow misch smoother and softer. Write
today for the 7-day supply 1 offer free and postp
Just mail the coupon or a penny postcard, and by
return mail you'll get a generous T-day supply of
Lady Esther Face Cream.

enlarged and conspicuous. Blackheads and
pear. The whole breathing

ry or aily. It is simply impossibie to hay
el i i Farape Poret

e, personally, had dismantied APenciratiag Face Cream!
motor, gf" he defend d Zoadster on | Lady is unique for the  § gy, LR S o hay
e night of the 3rd ang t it was, PR o low in Canada, write rorento, Ont.
(Please turn to page 61) R
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CLIMB A BUILDING! Walk through
air! Conquer space! Anything seems
ossible, nothing beyond reason,
when digestion is good, when irri-
tating little pangs aren’t ragging
your nerves.
Beeman’s is a delightful and pleas-
ant way to help keep digestion in
ordcr. For Beeman’s is first of all a
us chewing gum with a di
Torent flavor — cool and refreshing
— kept fresh always by the unique
new Triple Guard Pack.
Chew Beeman’s for its savory good-
ness, its fragrant freshness. Buy a
package today.

Chew

BEEMAN'S
PEPSIN GUM
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(Continued from page 63)
to, his positive knowledge, stil
T

mantled o night of the 4th
itness was e to appear on W ilianys

lady if she intended remarrying when
ok e et e vas, she
gaidy and pointed out Jir. Wiitam For

bill as . . . Special Service . . . S101 tune as the prospect; of
ho State .uodweu Tout ove wen-  hext search for aneritas biseShr- Hon

ttying witnesses vhom the lon asked one more question. Had she
def orney maligned o the besc  soen William. the might of Sept. dth3

of hls ability. She cortainly had, She had. met

Nayland then placed on thestand  William on the North Culvert of the

o sty Toeed Coptoin ot ol wha Lincoln, Park Lagoon and they, had

swore that he had uﬁ.en arrested the
defendant while the Jatter was in pos in th

land Hayes that

ake  the ‘captain at Orchestra Hall and she
forced the captain to_admi the program, dated the 4th
ad often been sue Also, the 4th had falleh on a Saturday
He deftly forestalled the office er husband’s payday an
empted explanation that no copper is  he had come home intoxicated and very
h his salt unless he is sued often able. Mr. Hanlon turned her

. This repression ang- over to Mr. Nayland.
ered_the captain who, e redness  That gentleman ranted at her but
of his neck be a eriterion, was a man  made no inroads on her testimony. Per-
very easily angered. The captain, un- jury always sounds better than fact
ked, offered, in a loud voice, the ob- because the recitation is well rehearsed.
ervation e town woul r. Hanlon then put the sullen-faced
etter place to live in if certain public ~gentleman on the stand. This gentle-

mpmvemcm were made. The most man, glaring his dislike at his prospec-
of these were, in the cap- tive successor, admitted under Han-
s entimaation, the. Temoval 0f Wi  Lows Towsn aceauts tast.the lady who

iam Fortune and all his type of shared his life and pay check had been
abor-racketeers. This was, of % ent, {rom his bed and board on ths
stricken off the record but it reached night in question till long after one.
the jury’s cars and Nayland grinned. o Jury: was. alekt T, eaced.a

Playing & pevt 1o the watolalag f this
was  Dregnant drama. The scene
s had changed in the tw
ling of an eye.
been ready
S0ie o Cota, Toganty’ by had bumoes

HEN Mr, Hanlon de

time to wipe the grin off e prose:

Galahad. Ahd the girl was a honey.
And her husband abused her, the big
hedl. ¥ grim Justice that

he ha 0 help establish an
Shiol e Coleln sron fings alehad

was presumably decorating him with
o his feet and pro-  an ancient xibald headress. Well, men
tosted hor e mce. She thyew her  of the world must take a broad view
s, about. him and wept. & Tittley

at Hanlon

expressly for-

attractive bnmutc, came_down
the aisle, Following her was a sullen-

H
BE
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a broad enough view, in

>hauun§— that he had that they brought in an immediate ver-

bidden his'counsel to bring the lady  dict of not “puilty despit pland’s
into_court. sullen-faced individyal  hysterical closing Speech. Willi

surpassed re: ecords for  leaped to his feet, pumped gach of their
glating, gasin, At William with venom  hands and went away a free man, to
ip his ey, Baility restored order, celebrate that freedom.  Judge Fry
foreing William back into his seat. omitted the thanks to the Jury and
This was all per instruction strode away into o e

On the stand, the young lady identi- he delved into a bookease, and remov-

fied herself as Mrs. Janet Fundy, occu-  ing a book titled, “Suit in' Trover with
tion, housewife. Hanlon, putting the Malice Count,” brought forth a bottle.
questions to her, was pleased with him-  He poured a’drink and held it up to
f. He had diessed her carefully for  the light. Squinting through the amber
this show and she made just the right fluid he could see his litle plaster of
appearance, not flashy, but then again  Paris -muc of that much imposed
. Jutt The niee. respectable Upon oth: Jusiita | Penestn per
Towe“of Sreity young houscwtle that  bindfoldth fudgs. could se he was

one sees shopping on & Sab urday after-  sure, a vague dissatisfaction darkening

noon or strolling on the bouls ush-  the lady’s

Ing & teim baby carriage. The jury

was sitting up. Out of the corner of V

his eye, Hanlon noted happily that Mr.

Nayland’s smile had been replaced by  Tj

a worried frown. gained little
M. Hanlon then showed the ]ndy a

- Te

ELL, if it ain’t the Dol

bone with a blackjack and stepped

Fundy e over hie prone fi
Fundy. Was mo news to Mr. Han: _ “Just in case,” Sergeant Druby mut.
lon' £or he had a friend draw tered in half-hearted explan:
papers in this suit merely to use them ’t want szer announcing’ s
as a stage prop. She was, she sai Sergeant Howard no_answe
divorcing her husband. Mr. Hanlon Having been teamed with Druby for

some ten years at Homicide, he needed
question was pertinent and asked the no explanation for violence. They
The
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The Well-Known
‘Works
d)m‘vcd the and entered the

gaudy Four Hundred, causing no little
consternation as they passed through

the dance floor and en-
pushing _unhurriedly

ver _against pot just under
Wlllmm Sett shoulder blade.

That’s all. Just

£ part of valor.
He put both hands on the bar in full
vie

mnkc a collar in here,”

he asserted firml
S0f courae nat > agreed the Sergeant

o struggling w,n He then ran
hmxlwud hands over the thug.

‘this?” complained Fortune.
“You ;:\ws ot nothing; to put the collar

on me f 't you read the papers?
“You're all buttoned up, William,"”
quoth Howard, pleasantly. “This ain’t

ou proved you werg in the park on the
wehE S She i You didn's like the
e e
7 hat EheFell, s o St i the pack:
Presence at the scene, premeditation,
motive, and the old well-known corpus
delicti. Tt's a cinch. You're a
rapped, stamped and ready for m
ing.

mdm do \L e said,

o nrgued the. Sergeant,
s you

you are going

‘ortune’s  bluster fnd(-d.
paling

wrmmcd «
@id"or mot._The point
to fry for it.”

HOLIDAY TREATS

Nue fous
drie tradie
et the Thanksgiving and
Christmas_season. Thi
F i CRINCE T
recipes making wee of these whole,

e products, as well as tested an
Tevised recipes for the old favorites.
Hero are- the. subjects

L Prunes

5 Detesand ¥
£ ks vt e toiod et
5. Walnuts

6. Brazil Nuts

8 Almonds and other small nuts
1t you would Iike cooles af dhoss

loose.
ves so that you can keep them in
a loose-leaf binder.
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® “Lot’s see—how does
this walking business
go? Clench fists, putone
foot ahead of the other
—but what do I do after
that? ... Oh, why did T
ever take up walking
anyway? I was doing
fine, getting carried or
going on all fours—*

© “Qops! Something
wrong with that ideal
Feet are all right, but
the rest of me’s getting
left far, far behind!
That’s an’awfully hard
floor down there, too—
Tremember it from last
time!Well, look out be-
low—Pm coming...”

® <“Well, so far, so good!
Ttwon’tbe long now till
Igettothatnicesplashy
tub—and then for a
good rub-down’ with
Johnson’s Baby Pow-
der!... Now which foot
goes ahead first? Might
try both at once—the
more the merrier—"

-« Everything’s 0. K.
again, now that I've had my
rub-down with Johnson’s Baby
Powder... Just test that powder
between your thumb and finger
—it’s so smooth ! Not gritty, like
some powders. No zinc stea
rate o orris-root in it either.
Send 10¢ i cin (for convenienc, fasten
it siripot sy tape) for i
ot iy o Sopund e
b 76,

J0KNSON'S Szl PIWDER




“SPANKY” MacFARLAND
says: “Okie - Dokie, Kids
—Get in on this CRAYOLA
DRAWING CONTEST”

S S
TANKY” NotASAND rtu
Our Gy oo boced By o Foach
CRAYOLA Drwwmg Club and
get a dandy gift—win or lose!
s of 14 years o undr sheld toke
“Sponky's” advice and enter 1
Drawing Ciub Confest— e
Youil got  fres packetoflovaly Chttmas Card

Joi

srefogot the pocket of Chrsmes
Cardsnow,sohatyouihave plen

1 color and mail fo ends botre e,
o CRAYOLA Drawing Club now o enter the
onim!—ond got both the Oifcil Mombarship

8
croyons. But b

Gord and the pad Christmas Cords. Just
o No- 1 square on Ihe coupen beiow and
il e coupen with Ihe flap from @ b

RAYOLA Colorg

Ly checking ».. N

coupon

the pockat of ChrimasCords o heds e
e, 2 squere and. mil the covpon with o flp

rom o CRAYOLA bo

All Drawings for the Confest must be
mailed on or before December 20,1934
THE PRIZES
BEST DRAWING, $15; 2nd PRIZE, $10; 3rd PRIZE,
$5; TEN FOURTH Ton sofs consisting of
assortment of “Rubens” CRAYOLA
box of “ARTISTA" Water Colors.

BINNEY & SMITH CO.
41 East 42nd Street, Now York City
SOLE MAKERS OF

CRAYOLA

FAVORITE COLORED CRAYON

THE
BINNEY 8 siTh co.
.+ New York City
3 CRAYOUA Droving Gy Encoses
oo

1

o o
iy fram CIAYOLA o

MAKE-UP BOX

SETTING-UP EXERCISES FOR TIRED TEETH AND TWO
ALLURING FACE CREAMS IN THIS MONTH'S BEAUTY NOTES

The Rule of Three

how to, brush your
A

DO, 3gy, know
tecth? Silly question?
hers aro oy ramember
goodtoothbrush with, rm bnﬂ.let,
bl ontifateer and & Knowledge

more, the .-ngn lescan’
ot o e
ever device.
with the toothbrush s for dally o

e nails. For

on how to make yaur teet
and lustrous by the “rotary’
method, send for this month's beauty
circular which is yours for the asking.

ZSARD
&

A Little Is a Lot

COMPLEXION like lily petals
in the sunlight” is the promise of

‘A

g

this new liquid finishing cream whi

v, Tower Magasines, 55 Fifth
Avenue, New York, N. ¥.

The MYSTERY Magazine, November,

shades—white, flesh, cream, and
£ you are at all dubtul about
what color to choose, try cream.

were simply Tascinated with the pack.
age—a leather-like pin} wrapped
in mmpmm cellophane—and_ you'll
love it on ng table

four
ta

A Lemon-Aid!

NOW’ST thou the land where the
bloom?” asked

slands, tzy spreading on this lomon
Cream as you do any cleansing crean.
Wibe it away and pat on the lotion.

HIS month’s circular also contains

news of an oil polish remover, a new
polish of the cream type, and lipsticks
in six grand shades from an English-
American House . e shade called
“poppy” has a tendency to make teeth
appear whiter.
Tet it dry by itself and the velvety
finish is an ideal foundation for make-

1934



I Go Sleuthing
(Continued from page 6)

He had said nothing else since his first
remarg or, 1 hadn't heard
- grcat S motion
haturally, and T had been following my
riend’s technidue in getting something
for her papes
“What's ymn name?” 1 asked, pre-
tending that 1, too, was & newspaper
wom
“Name's Muller,” said the man, as if
resenting the question; he deliberately

not far, you see. I had ;ust ot here
when you came up.”

] WAS pretty excited but I managed

to remember what he said and,
was taking in what went on as Kk
1o possibie T Thought Td et Ty

nerves a bit so I opened my small

handbag and took out a cigarette.

Then, since Muller had given me what

I thought might be valuable color, T
red re

offered him a_ cigaret fe thanked
e an one, carefuily keeping the
cigaratie from becoming covored with

‘Then, hddenty, T thought I knew
what had happenéd. I took my friend
o and told her my suspicions.
e ooked b me Tor a Toment, then
casually walked sway. In a moment
returned with an officer who ar-
rested Muller.

viend immediately telephoned

her story and then we caught a taxi and

went to the precinct station, where we
learned my suspicions were correct.

fMcer said Muller at first had ve-

hemently denied bombing the restau-

conf n_confronted with the

litle evidence I had given my friend
Mulle: aid he

new restaurant would hurt his busi

srm's way, but & Plece of fiying glass
had cut one of his fingers. When the
Crowd garherad, he nad calmly walked
out of the alley and mingled with it. I

naturally, he was right handed and tha
he would ot have been holding a knife

AlRer S whale thing was over and
T found out that I really had sus-
pected the Tight person, my nerves be-
came o upset I nearly had t0 go to
bed.

(See page 86 for contest rules.)

N

MAYBE FOR KEEPS |

IF YOUR COMPLEXION STAYS

MIRROR FRESH

T him look at you with ardent eyes! You or clogs the pores. It is as light and fine a
can stand the close-ups all evening long: powder as science can make. The fity-year
complexion stays as clear and fresh,  reputation of Richard Hudut s the of

at you left  fine cosme
if you're using Marvelous F
bt igal i the (k6 e af oy deugsied o depart-
s paricto by Richard Huduat ment store. Yet so sure aro wo that you will
Marvelous Face Powder actualy sseys on 1k it that we il send you foo il pack-
from four to six hours—and you can time it ages in the four most popular shades. You
yourse \r'xnm.@h.,.b]. urs of dancing, sy put 0 thooly exnvincin et il
ing in the wind, you can count on looking  on your own face. Won't you clip the coupon
your ver bet. Marvlou Faco Powde con-  and mll i rght now’?
tains a bl ne ingredient discovered
byt Richaed Fldt Inboenirto
gredientthatmakes the powder cling as though
part of your own skin texture. Yet Marvelous
Face Powder never looks floury, never cakes

%@w @z&mﬁy

FACE POWDER NOW STAYS ON FROM 4 & 6 HOURS
(8

Y ACTUAL TEST

s, is your assurance of its purity

OTHER MARVELOUS BEAUTY AIDS
Marvlos Liueig Groam.  Towe rum:.. Toni
tion Cream. .. Hand Cream .. Skin Freshener

e Soadoe sk
Do Forte

" Galy 554 o

Lipuick
e Preparate

BY RICHARD HUDNUT

UDNUT, 65 Fih v, Now Yok iy
ot e s
P Guide,
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BOTH
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PREF

ER

e
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K AXD BROWN

as do ten million
other women because
they know they are

+ .« absolutely harmiess

... thequickestand ca
Way o have the nalural
appearance of attractively

beautiful

From
Iy fity, women of all nuuthc
Vorkd guee Rave armc
Niaybeline Eye Beaucy Atds
are the safe, simple way
lovelyeyes—eyesthat instant.
appeaclarger bighter and
more expresslve: Beauty
women appre
Peves b standard o
' and harmiessness guar-
famous name of
Maybeiline. Try thesedelight:
ful aids
Beautiful YOUT

5

aybelline Eyebrow Brush
and the world-famous, ap-
proved Maybelline mascara.
All Maybelline Eye Beat;

may be had in pirse sises at all
Teading ocsives Ty themtadas!

NGB GRS

WhatYour Favorite Authors are Like

(Continued from page 68)

to take shape the spinster schoclma'am
the eml v by refusing
i background.  She

B
g
2

o give in an
Thue Miss

and very Thorty adterwand B
was amazed to have Hollywood con-
gratulate him upon his clever creation

of the perfect role for Edna
Oliver—whom he had actually never

of Hollywood, Palmer spent months i
he movie capital. His great delight
was to slip away from the writing as-
glgnments which the movie moguls
handed him, and get underfoot on the

ko most, writers in
similar situation, Palmer unre-
hied 'with the treatment

nd, v o

s Miss Oliver
" Clarke and

New York,

wy.eelw had already betn published

book 1 ¥rom Hollywood, Palmer

t on the manuseripts of “Murder

me Blackboard” (one of the bestliked
omplete novels that My:
published) and of “The Puzzle of the
Peppor, Trce”, his first book for, the
Crime Club. ' This recounts the adven-

tures of iss Withers whil

dna May Oliver detective films.

lor on the Blackbourd (dediated In
book form to" Edna May_ Oliver

“iss Withers come rue”) is no

hood picture houses

country "and  also in

coe | ENElaNd.

ime Stuart Palmer had
begun devising a series of Miss With-
ers’ adventures in short story form,
Which have been running almost with.
out a break in MYSTERY MAGAZINE for
the ast fourteen months. Many of
these stories have reached our editorial

N the mea;

offices. London _postmarks, and
some onenbies " Cormwally
where wandering ' young _man
stopped long enough to st down his

fatest, booklength mystery, «Puzzle of
.

the Silver Porsian.” best-+ ling Crime
Club selection of last §
e present

i s become a
well-loved figure in
houscholds, extending
Lngland and France.
England smnnmr wlth he cqulne Vit
aze the Queen Mary hat and parasol
255 the inen. bet Kindly tonee has
won for herself a_unique position
amen fictional sleut
or confess wn that Im\m"
geon the "two movies already mado £ro
his. e cannof sualize Mn«x
Withers as otherwise than Edna May
Inspector, except 13
t is one nf l\m
lny

the very near fature. waloh w
{he Olfver-Gleson combination to.the
Broadway footlights.

Visitors to Stuart Palmer’s modest
apartment on 56th Street in Manhat-
to find him

boyish-looking _youn;
sporting his first few
chances are that thero will be @ blue
or silver Persian cat upon his knees,
or a rough-and-tumble_wire-haired ter”
vier chewing at his More-
over, ze of

penguin statuettes second only to that

possessed by Roland Young, the well-
known actor.

Apart from the_religious collection
of ‘pipes and penguins, Stuars Palmer's

dearest, hobby s the ‘gathering of old
pamphlets dealing with the

murder my.tepnes and murder trials of
Tom

im a very buay young

We have tried without success to dis-
cover what thi eats for
Treakfast, but it 18 our own suspicion
that ‘he <ats breakdast st noon and
calls it lunch. wr
o sit down at his de
work and the evenings
through, and to write with the help of

ack coffes until finished or well-nigh
exhauste

IS life’s ambition is to own a home

in the country where there will be
room_enough for all the dogs and cats
that he wants v, to-

gether with 3 landing for a boat, or

vast energy and & moderate amoun of

He is a crack shot with a rifle, plays
a good but reckless game of chess, and

“Too many mysteries
author was bored to Teath “with e
ry.”
The most demanding reviewers agree
that Stuart Palmer plays fair with his
o

Q
738
B
£
3

o “write
stand compariso
to ¢! hnrlcterwntmm yxlnt ntl‘ucl\lre‘ and
psychologi wll development. he
Db ke ox havo hi books taken
too sc\ioualy,

Every Summer he travels back fo
Wisconsin over the route on which he
hitch-hiked m lahonou!ly Juxl seven
years ago—] now he, Mrs. Palme
T e tormier, o, ot al flsh
over the ence -formidable "miles in a
sleek gra)
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What Goes into the
Stuffing
(Continued from page 10)
as well as in the wunny South. Well

seasoned mashed potatoes, boiled rice or
noodles all have their advocates. When

of dried bread crumbs and m
with minced

'y to pre-
use vlnm sliced apples,
or apples combined with raisins or
prunss first soaked m boiling water
five minutes and then drai

of icting ot depend
not oull’ oo, personal faste. bat o
Tpeof bird Jou have to stuff. Duck,
for instance, suggests
and apple stuffing, mashed potatoes or
d stuffing with sage and onion

estnut or oyster stuf

Chestnuts be goose, but
greasiness of the goose makes it de-
sirable to use a minimum of butter or

ather fat in the stuffag.
good type of stui
Forkey, the usual choice
seasoned bread-crumb mixture contain-
ing enough moisture to prevent undue
of the turkey meat, which is
moish than that of

are new stuflings that may
s Moplsation Tor Secformitin.
ventions:

Brazil Nut Stuffing
o

¥,
s

g
2%

Salt, pepper
8 cups soft bread crumbs

Mince onions and cook two minutes
t.

add a little water.
e e oot fora “toncpeand
turkey.

Walnut Stufing
Giblets from one turkey

cap bolling water
large loaf of stale bread
salt
espons poultry seasoning or
sage
cups walnut kernels, chopped fine
tablespoons melted Tat o o1

»NNHHHH_
£
?_'
%

Cook the giblets, onion and bay leaf
boiling water until tender.

the salty poultry seasoning or sage,
walnut. kernels and fat o

Toasting the  turkey, baste. with the

water in which the giblets were cooked.

i you ars interested in this month's
i menu_circulars, please
turn 1o page 65

“Idon't know why I refused so long
to believe that Midol might help
me, unless it was because T had tried
s0 many things that never did. But
'm thankful I did try it, about two
years ago, and haven’t had a severe
time since I learned to rely on this
form of relief.”

Some such endorsement could
truthfully be given by numbers of
women who have found, sooner or
later, that Midol does relieve peri-
odic pain. In many cases, these
tablets have spared women even any
discomfort at this time; nearly all
receive definite relief.

Perhaps you have feared to take
anything that acts as quickly, but

The MYSTERY Magazine, November, 1934

don’t be afraid of its speed! Midol

is not a narcotic. Midol is quite as
harmless as the aspirin you take
for an ordinary headache.

Should you decide to try this re-
markable form of relief for periodic
pain, remember the name of this
special medicine—and remember

* that Midol 4s a special medicine for

this special purpose. Do not take
instead, some tablet that is made
for aches and pains in general, and
expect the same results. Ask the
druggist for Midol. Do this tod:
and be prepared!

to try it without expense;
just mail this to Midol,
170 Varick St,, N.Y., and
get trial box free.

&

Name ..

Address ..




| was Staswing
for Remance

Scrap pf papef
Led m2e lo Lovelinens

1 used to be wnsidered plai dull and
couldn’t mm make friends or an.ntt
at o lonely that
ht 1 cned myul(
o think that & chance
Shore lod m 5o ovelness and changed m

st tho comme
counter a sample c: d from the
fant atomizer of Blue Waltz Pertume,
hat exqulaite fragratcel, Tt
think of music Tomance.
1 bought th this ))er(llme and the
Cosmetics, too.
‘made up carefully with Blue
tz Face Pow-

Gl w were friendlier, n
asked for dates. What a thril
en t

G
o B wnl':-lklmu
‘and only 10¢ cach,

Seiea this opportanity
Co'ennembie your

PERFUME AND
FIFTH AVENUE

Her Husband’s

Friend

(Continued from page 34)

e bell caused them to take their

t rose fro
the ere, again, was a_table
on which several old logbooks lay, and
depending from the ceiling a figurehead

stared gravely at the
lace and a quiet place and
through the windows the breeze from

beyond, the sea

behind, ‘the trees
the breez
orror.

“Ashel, ‘shuddering, crossed the sum-
merhouse and saw that Dr. Mott had
owerfully
built, with a ruddy face. He was deeply

tanned by the summer sun.

“From ear to ear, Mistuh Graney,”
said Ashel. Ife lifted Dr. Mott's head
careful ooked at the back of it.

There Was @ bloody bruise there,

“Made sure, didn's they 1 said Sergt.
Graney.

“Unh hunh,” said Ashel. “But that
was just a tap. Somethin’ big an’
heavy, though.”

for'a moment he stood gazing stead-
faatly "at the. corpe; then, vadderly;
he peered more  closely.  About the
mouth the skin next the lips seemed
irritated, as if chapped, Ashel reached
out and placed a forefinger delicately
at the side of Dr. Mot

e wie & bt e Wi

“¥What the hell, pop 2" asked Grancy.
He was shocked.

“Don’t rightly know, Mistuh Graney.”

as now examining Dr. Mott's

wristss also he had olled down the
physiclan’s ~ socks. cither
i n e ankle, there we

‘somathing like that. about
the mouth, but harsher, as if something

e
"Ashel looked as if he had_expected
that, but Just above the frritation on
the right Wrist he saw something that
puzaled This was a_break in
e deep tan ' a band

nf white that completely encircled the

"Ashel frowned, tugged his mustache
he summerhouse abruptly.

ort path
that ran from the main path to the
summerhouse.

‘AWhat you doin', popts he ssked

Ashel Tooked up. = “Mistuh Graney,”
he said, “that sella ot tapped on the
head an’ tied up mighty tight w ad-
hesive tape was stuck on

bit, o’ sense.

thro
“oraney. didn't know.

Ashel went off

g

hound on the other side of the
Graney, fol-
him at the

like a

" said Ashel
1 reckon.”

Offcer Gray was sitting on the stoop
of the side door to the Ring house.

“Brought him

Ash,
‘told_you

’ got. some more
York, huh?”

ctuh
offeuh Gray?” he asked.

“Guess he did. Guess he'd have one,
ein’ a doctor.”
“Wear it on his wrist?”

t

“Reckon we'll go see Miz Ring,” ‘nld
Ashel, and then: “’D’ you ever’ go
aea!”

e I went to sea.
herg, pretty near, goes
or 'nother,

o T reckon you' ro pretty good with
knots, Officuh Gray
lcer Gray's ellen expression deep-

Everybody over
to sea one time

ned. “Guess 1 ain't on to what you
mean” he said
“Guess not)” said Ashel. With

Graney, he entered the house

U\IITY RING awaited them, in_ her
It was a_quaint room,
Duncan
Phyfe sofas and tables and with heavy
old_mahogany Windsor chairs. On the
Walls ‘wore Ane prints of old clipper
ships,
nity Ring, herself sat erect in a
Windsor chair across the room from the

hall entrance, and shel and
Graney caught their breaths sharply.
For Us u was beautiful.

Tier hair was dark and long and her
hint of

eyes blue and streaky, with a
tragedy in their

m.
How-de-do, aid
“Sorry to bothor our but foa gotta b
done, T reckon.”

“Of course,” she said. She rose and
drew up ot 0F The teeienars e

nds were long and shapely.

Strength ol Shavacken wera i them:

was a_strange, unfamiliar

fascination about them. I a way they
were beau

housework,

“I have to,
ince my husband—" she hes sitated—
idied, T can’t'afford a servant. Why

oo “pebtin' placed. This house
belonged to your husband's family ?
For over a hundred years, 1t w
left to me, since he was the
ling.”

own
mnnm'v” ..Md “Ashel.
“Why yes she

of the

Ashel was_ thoughtful.

locked at him quizzicaly,

L suppose,” she said, “you found old
Dayid rather a

mh, pot

5 Bave b5 enchae M sho sald,

“You see, they're rather provincial over

The woman
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Her Husband’s Friend

here. I am, mysel