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created after months of experiment on living models. Choose your individual
shade...see how it instantly glorifies your cheeks and sets off the be
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For perfect make-up, match your lipstick to your rouge. Irresistible Lip
Lure is made in the same four exciting shades. Try this new, different cream
base lipstick. Notice how it melts deep into your lips...leaving no paste or
film...just soft, warm, red, ripe, indelible color glowing from beneath the surface.

To have natural lasting beauty, use all the Irresistible Beauty Aids. Each.
has some special feature that gives you divine, new loveliness. Certified pure.
Laboratory tested and approved. Only 10¢ each at your 5 and 10¢ store.
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"BARBAROUS!" <S7d7J' GOOD HOUSEKEEPING BEAUTY EDITOR

"INTELLIGENT !" LS’dVJ’ YOUR OWN DENTIST

IT ISN’T BEING DONE, BUT IT’S One%a% TO PREVENT “PINK TOOTH BRUSH"”

«YT'S worse than a blunder, it’s a social crime,” ex-

claimed the Director of the new Good House-
keeping Beauty Clinic. “That girl,” she went jon, “is
headed for social suicide.”

But dentists looked at it in a different light.

“An excellent picture,” was their general comment.
“It’s a graphic illustration of a point we dentists are
always seeking to drive home. If all of us gave our
teeth and gums more exercise on coarse, raw foods,
many of our dental ills would disappear.”

Time and again dental science has crusaded against
our modern menus. Coarse foods are banned from
our tables for the soft and savory dishes that rob our
gums of work and health. Gums grow lazy...sensitive

IPANA

TOOTH PASTE
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...tender! It’s no wonder that “pink tooth brush” is
such a common warning.

YOU CAN'T NEGLECT “PINK TOOTH BRUSH"!

The slightest tinge of “pink” on your own tooth
brush should make you start immediately with Ipana
and massage. For unheeded, neglected —“pink tooth
brush” may mean serious trouble—even gingivitis,
pyorrhea or Vincent’s disease.

IPANA and
~ Massage mean

Sparkling Teeth

and Healthy Gums

Follow your dentist’s advice. Brush your teeth reg-
ularly with Ipana Tooth Paste. Then, each time, rub a
little extra Ipana into your gums. For Ipana and mas-
sage help restore your gums to healthy firmness. Do
this regularly and the chances are you’ll never be
bothered with “pink tooth brush.”

WHY WAIT FOR THE TRIAL TUBE?

Use the coupon below, if you like, to bring you a
trial tube of Ipana. But a trial tube can be, at best,
only an introduction. Why not begin, today, to get
the benefit of the Ipana treatment with a full-size
tube? Buy it now—and get a full month of scientific
dental care and a quick start toward firmer gums and
brighter teeth.

. . .
BRISTOL-MYERS CO., Dept. Y-75 H
73 West Street, New York, N. Y. &or

Kindly send me a trial tube of IPANA TOOTH PASTE.
Enclosed is a 3¢ stamp to cover partly the cost of packing
and mailing.

Nanme.

Street.

City. State.




THE EDITORS PRESENT

APTAIN JOHN AYERS, famous police detective and former
Commander of the Missing Persons Bureau of New York
City, turns dramatist-author, and presents for the first time in any
magazine a series of startling, untold stories of his most thrilling,
unusual adventures.

As head of one of the strangest and most unique departments
in the annals of police history, Captain Ayers, in his sixteen
years of leadership, has dealt with some 350,000 cases of dis-
appearances, covering all sorts of motives, ranging through all
strata of society, from the highest to the lowest. And of these
350,000 cases of voluntary or involuntary disappearance he has
solved 98 per cent—sometimes easily, sometimes with great
difficulty.

One time Governor Al Smith said of him:

“Captain Ayers, whom I have known for over thirty years, is now
in a position to tell some detective stories that are real tales which
will settle for any one the assertion that truth is stranger than
fiction. Captain Ayers has ‘broken’ many of the most baffling mys-
teries which have confronted the police of the world’s largest city,
and his position in command of the Missing Persons Bureau was
unique in police history. His work has brought him widespread
commendation from all parts of the world and his methods of
dealing with missing persons cases ‘have been widely copied by
police departments throughout the United States. Captain Ayers
is a psychologist, analyst, humanitarian and policeman, all in one.”

Frederick L. Patry, M.D., Psychiatrist, State Education Depart-
ment, University of the State of New York, writing in the March,
1934 issue of the Medical Review of Reviews, says of Captain Ayers:

“To the psychologically minded, Captain Ayers’ philosophy of
life will ring with considerable soundness. ‘I live from day to
day and cross no bridges in advance. Cynicism has no place in
my make-up. I strive to be not too distrustful of people, accept-
ing them at face value until something develops which causes me
to change my opinion, then I deal with the situation accordingly’.”

No police officer, of any rank, or of any day, any place, has been
commended for his work by press and leading periodicals as has
Captain Ayers. He is almost as well known in Europe as in the
United States. )

Now retired from office, Captain Ayers has set about reviewing
in his mind what were his most unusual and interesting cases,
both solved and unsolved during his term of office. He has picked
out several of these, and will tell in thrilling detail the story of
each from his point of view, for the first time in any magazine, for
Mystery Magazine readers! The real inside story, the gripping
human interest drama of the game of eternal hide-and-seek be-
tween unhappy men and women who want to be forgotten, and
the sleepless trailers who won’t let them vanish into thin air!

Working with doctors, psychologists, psychiatrists, clergymen
and others who are experts on matters of the body and soul, Cap-
tain Ayers has brought to these stories an unusual combination of
human, tender, undeérstanding qualities, aside from his vast
knowledge and practical experience in his world of missing men.
We recommend them to Mystery readers as the finest series. we
have published in many months.

Now that we have introduced Captain Ayers, you will find his
first dramatic story on page 17.
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T'S WONDERFUL to win love—
even more wonderful to hold it!
So don’t let unattractive Cosmetic
Skin steal away your good looks. It is
when stale make-up is left to choke
the pores that the warning signals of
this modern complexion trouble appear
—tiny blemishes, enlarged pores, dull-
ness, blackheads, perhaps.

Cosmetics Harmless if
removed this way

You needn’t run this risk! For pure,
white Lux Toilet Soap is especially
made to remove cosmetics thorough-
ly. Its rich, ACTIVE lather sinks deep

down into the pores, swiftly carries -

away every trace of dust, dirt, em-
bedded powder and rouge.

You can use all the cosmetics you
wish! But to protect your skin—keep
it delicately smooth and soft—follow
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Thrilling Words—
but nobody says them to the girl
who has COsMETIC SKIN . ..

this simple rule: Use this gentle white
soap before you put on fresh make-up
during the day and, of course, ALWAYS
before you go to bed at night. Remem-
ber, 9 out of 10 lovely Hollywood stars
protect their million-dollar complex-
ions with Lux Toilet Soap!

, Rusy KeeLer

STAR OF WARNER BROTHERS’
“/GO INTO YOUR DANCE“

il

LIKE SO MANY GIRLS | |
USE ROUGE AND POWDER,
BUT THANKS TO LUX
TOILET SOAP I'LL NEVER
HAVE COSMETIC SKIN




HE District Attorney gesticulated
vehemently.

“And we’ll show you, members
of the jury,” he shouted, “that the body
of this frail woman, dead as a result of
a brutal blow that fractured her skull,
was found on the morning of May four-
teenth lying in the bushes within a few
feet of the Wilson Highway. We'll prove
to you by unimpeachable witnesses that
the defendant’s automobile was found
abandoned on the road less than fifty
yards from her body and that the up-
holstery and one of the doors of his car
were stained and smeared red with a
substance found by chemical analysis to
be human blood.”

Soundlessly a newspaperman leaned
over the shoulder of the attorney for the
defense.

“How does it sound to you?” the re-
porter asked.

Defense counsel smiled grimly. “I
think he can prove everything he says.”

“Why, that’s admitting that the State
has the case in the bag, and—" the re-
porter pointed out. But the Court’s gavel
ended the conversation.

The State’s case moved swiftly. Henry
Ames, a milkman, testified to seeing the
abandoned car at about five o’clock in
the morning and reporting it to the near-
est police station. Officer Callahan and
Officer Harris testified that they had gone
out to bring in the car and had noticed
in the nearby bushes the object which
turned out to be the dead woman’s body.
The police surgeon who first examined
the body gave it as his opinion that death
had been caused by a severe blow result-
ing in a fracture of the skull. The scalp,
he said, had been badly lacerated and
there had been considerable bleeding.
The official chemist introduced his an-
alysis of the bloodstains found in the
abandoned car.

“George Douglas,” called the District
Attorney as the chemist stepped down
from the witness stand. A youth of
about twenty-two seated himself in the
witness chair and was sworn.

“Are you related to Margaret Douglas,
whose death has been testified to here
today?” the District Attorney asked.

“T am her son.”

“Were you at the time of your mother’s
death or prior thereto acquainted with
William Stewart, the defendant here?”
The District Attorney gestured toward
the defendant’s table, where sat a dark-
haired boy no older than the witness.

“Yes. We were classmates at college.”

“Did your mother know him?”

“She became acquainted with him
through me, and he became a regular
visitor at our home.”

“Who lived at your home?”

“Just my mother and myself. My
father died some years ago.”

The District Attorney paused before
asking the next question.

“Describe briefly in your own words,” he said
at last, “the development of the acquaintanceship
between your mother and this defendant.”

Distress and embarrassment flickered across the
youngster’s face, but after a moment he began to
speak in an even, unemotional tone.

“My mother and Bill,” he said, “quickly became
very friendly. They began going around together
to theaters and public places. I did not like it. T
felt that people would be talking about it. My
mother was very trusting and laughed at me when

4

I spoke to her about Bill. She said she was old
enough to be his mother and was simply being
kind to a lonely boy. I felt there was something
unwholesome in Bill’s attitude toward my mother,
and I asked him to stop coming to our home and
to stop seeing her. He said that as long as she
was satisfied, it was none of my business. I had a
quarrel with him about it a week or so before my
mother’s death.”

“How old was your mother?”

“She was forty-four when she died.”

With adroit questioning the District Attorney

slowly drew from the boy a startling pic-
ture of a middle-aged mother and her
mildly hectic friendship with her son’s
classmate. - Had the college boy gone too
far in forcing his attentions on the
woman who had meant only to be kind
to him? Had she in her distress and
dismay threatened to tell of things he
had attempted? Had he then decided
that he must silence her by death, and
had he, even while she was reproaching
him as they sat in his automobile on the
lonely highway, carried out his murder-
ous purpose? The State’s case pointed
strongly in that direction.

“Cross-examine,” said the District At-
torney crisply, turning over the witness
to the defense.

“No questions,” announced the attor-
ney for the defense. An audible murmur
of surprise ran through the courtroom.
With swift, incisive questions, the Dis-
trict Attorney disposed of two other
witnesses through whom he proved the
license numbers on the car and the fact
that title to the car was registered in the
name of the defendant.

“The State rests,”
abruptly.

“The defense moves for a directed ver-
dict of acquittal,” stated defense counsel,
rising to address the Court.

“On what ground?”
Court.

“First, there has been no evidence
introduced here tending to connect this
defendant, either directly or indirectly,
with the act that caused death. There
has been no evidence tending to place
this defendant at the scene of the crime
at or near the time of its probable
commission,

“Second, the State’s case is based en-
tirely on circumstantial evidence and
while circumstantial evidence may ad-
mittedly be in some cases far stronger
and far more credible than the testimony
of human witnesses, nevertheless, it is
fundamental in such cases that, to con-
vict, not only must all the circumstances
proved be consistent with the theory that
the accused is guilty, but also inconsis-
tent with the possibility that he is inno-
cent and inconsistent with every other
reasonable theory except that of guilt.
In this case, whether or not the circum-
stances be consistent with guilt, they are
certainly entirely compatible with this
defendant’s innocence.

“It is quite possible that this car could
have been stolen off the street by un-
known persons, who might either have
murdered this unfortunate woman or
killed her by accident and to disguise
their own guilt abandoned the car and
left her body where it was found. But
for the purposes of this case, it is un-
necessary to speculate on how the woman
died. The plain fact is that there is
nothing to connect the defendant with
the crime, if there was a crime, and no proof that
there was any connection between his car and the
manner in which she met her death. The blood-
stains in the car have no necessary or inevitable
bearing on the killing of the deceased. There is no
circumstance proved by the State tending to show
that this defendant was in or near the car at the
time of the victim’s death or that he was remotely
connected with her death in any way.”

The Judge turned to the District Attorney.

“I think there is merit in the defense argument,”
he said slowly. “The law (Please turn to page 68)

he announced

inquired the
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NOW THAT I HAVE YOU . THERELL BE 72/

An airy love bandit “swears off”’ the ladies when
he meets his heart's desire—only lo forget all
about his promise the minute her back is turned!
He's permanently cured of his roving eye—and
the way it's done makes "No More Ladies” the
season’s gayest romance! Joan and Bob are at their
very best in roles perfectly suited to them —while
Charlie Ruggles, Franchot Tone and Edna May
Oliver add to the merriment... Another delight-
ful Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer picture, perfectly
adapted from New York's laughing stage hit.

~CRAWFORD - MONTGOMERY
N0 MORE LADIES

with CHARLIE RUGGLES....FRANCHOT TONE....EDNA MAY OLIVER g
A Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer Picture...... Directed by EDWARD H. GRIFFITH b 4
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A REAL DEPARTMENT FOR MYSTERY READERS

The Scourge Impressed

PIEDMONT, CALIF.—Needless to say I enjoy
MysTERY MAGAZINE, as I am on my second year’s
subscription. I prefer book-length novels to con-
tinued stories, because, as each new number arrives,
it means review the last month’s, before I can get
the connection.

While T am fond of mystery stories, I also greatly
enjoy Whitman Chambers’ Press Room series.

The plots are clever and reasonable. The dia-
logue, vivid, with caustic banter, is very amusing,
because I know it is not exaggerated.

1 hope to read more of them.

To my notion, “The Dead Don’t Waken” by
Belden Duff was the best mystery story in the May
number. Also was impressed by John P. Fred-
erick’s “Are American Homes Threatened by
China’s Scourge?”

Mrs. H. F. Strother

To the Point

PORT HURON, MICH.—In my opinion Mys-
TERY MAGAZINE is about all that one could desire
in a magazine. The type is large enough to be read
easily, and the variety of stories and departments
should please everyone.

I always read the “I Go Sleuthing” department,
first. I also like the short stories.

“The Affair on the Roof” by C. Daly King, was
excellent.

T also like the special features. “Health Swin-
dlers” by D. E. Wheeler was worth more than the
price of the magazine. I do not care for the serials,
guess I haven’t enough patience to bother with
them.

Mary Nagle Kenney

Our Morals

LANSING, MICH.—I have a brother thirteen
who enjoys reading more than any other recreation.
1 have bought many detective magazines (those
being the kind he likes most), for him to read.
Glancing through them I found they were very
unmoral for anyone to read, let alone a boy as
young as he is. One day he brought home the
MysTERY MAcazINE. They are good clean stories.
I myself enjoy them very much and so too does my
mother.

T do hope you print this to let others know what
one of your readers thinks of the moral tone of
your magazine.

Mrs. Roy Culham

A Combination

NEW YORK, N. Y.—T've just discovered Mys-
TERY. The May number was so good that I've
already become an addict. If you can get more
stories like Q. Patrick’s “Darker Grows the Valley”
your publication will be a world beater. Q. Patrick
seems to be one of the few writers who can com-
bine a good thriller with good characterization and
good style.

Robert E. Turner

A Difference of Opinion

| The
LINE-UP

had gotten away with by not purchasing other de-
tective magazines.

Your “Little Book of Strange Crimes” and “I
Go Sleuthing” columns (pages I should say), are
marvelous. Keep up the good work. But for good-
ness sakes, please get some decent stories; don’t
just pick any stories that are handed in, but go to
the trouble of sorting them and picking out the best.

There are a few suggestions that I would like to
make, but of course you say, just like a woman.
But here goes.

1. Get some of the stories that you used to have,
you remember them certainly—in the good old
days.

2. Have some of those fantastic stories that we
know never happen but which all readers love to
read about.

3. And last but not least keep up the standard of
MysTERY MAGAZINE by listening to your readers
and using your own judgment.

In conclusion, Gentlemen, I say:

T've bought your magazine.

T’'ve read your magazine.

T've here written just what I think of your
magazine.

Now publish a better one next month.

Miss V. Nagin

A Capitalist

OWENSBORO, KY.—I am not writing for the
dollar you offer, but this is my honest opinion of the
MYSTERY MAGAZINE.

It is, without a doubt, the best mystery maga-
zine on sale today.

The only criticism I have to offer is that the
MysTERY MAGAZINE should be weekly and not
monthly. £

1 thoroughly enjoyed “Her Husband’s Guilt” by
Beldon Duff, and “The Case of the Rigid Man” by
Helgo Walters in the April issue.

Please print more stories like these.

Joseph Nall

Golly!

CHICAGO, ILL.—Six months after MYSTERY
MacazINE was published, I gave it up, I guess the
photography got me—also the stories were getting
weak.

Seven months ago I decided to chance it again,
and realized how unjust I had been to both the
magazine and myself.

Your book-length mysteries are great, “The
Woman Who Lived Too Long” and “Murder Mad-
ness”’; golly, those stories alone surpassed my ex-
pectations, and the photography now is worth
framing.

I am very much satisfied with everything you
publish. Think you’re great for giving us Theodore
Dreiser.

Don’t care for serials, but others might—so one
wouldn’t hurt.

As far as I'm concerned I know we'll be to-
gether. If ever I miss a copy of TOWER MYSTERY
MAGAZINE it is going to be June in January.

Ray E. Block

No More Line-Up

MINNEAPOLIS, MINN.—Is it absolutely es-
sential to the future existence of MysTeErRy Maca-
ZINE to continue such an uncharming column as
your “Line-Up”?

To me, as a reader, what does it matter
that So and So found something not in keeping
with his or her reading tastes
within the covers of your peri-
odicals?

BROOKLYN, N. Y—I am
going to give you a good talking
to. For over a year I have been
reading the MysTERY Magazines,
and enjoying them, but never in
all my days did I ever read such
a rotten issue as the May one.

It seemed to contain all of the
old, old stuff that I thought I

tery writer is.

Write your opinions and suggestions for MYSTERY MAGAZINE every
month. Tell us what story you like best—who your favorite mys-
For every letter published we will pay one dollar.
And, remember, if you don’t like this magazine, be frank and say
so! Write to the Mystery Editor, Tower Magazines, Inc., 55 Fifth

Avenue, New York, N. Y.

That is the other person’s pri-
vate opinion.

But, Americans love to give
vent to their mental labors, and
“push them,” so to speak down
the throats of the several editors
of this nation.

“Are American Homes Threat-
ened (Please turn to page 86)

6
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Has your wardrobe the color-allure that the Spring
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PHOTOGRAPHS BY
ROBERT SPECKMAN-—VERNE NOLL

’ I \HE black cat with the white

arrow appeared out of nowhere.

He appeared in the school-room
one gusty March day. Jill and Miss
Derwen, her governess, were going
down to tea, when Jill's mother called
out from the drawing-room which was
off the half-landing.  Mrs. Heathcote
wanted to speak to Miss Derwen for a
moment; -would she please come in.
Miss Derwen concluded from the tone
of Mrs. Heathcote’s voice that the thing
she wanted to speak about was not for
Jill’s ears.

“Go down to the school-room, dar-
ling,” said Miss Derwen. “I’ll be down
at once.”

So Jill tripped down the rest of the
staircase into the nursery. She was a
rather prim little girl and she closed the
door behind her primly. It was so wet
and blowy that only one of the windows
was open and only for two or three
inches; but even these few inches of
March air made a draught and clatter
during the few seconds the door was
open. So Jill closed the door behind
her.

She sat down at the tea-table where
tea was laid for Miss Derwen and her-
self, expecting Miss Derwen to be down
in a moment or two. But the moment
or two prolonged themselves into a
minute or two, during which Jill had
ample time to look round. If there had
been a black cat with a white arrow in
the room, she would have noticed him
then; unless he had got under the low
chintz-covered sofa against the long
wall, as he might have done. But there
was, in fact, precious little room there,
for all the toys and boxes of games that
could not be stuffed into the cupboard
were stacked under the sofa.

So Jill got up after a couple of

minutes and went over to the window
and stood there with her nose flattened
against the pane, looking out on to the
dripping grass and the straining trees.
Then she turned round again, because
she felt someone else was in the room
besides herself. It was not Miss Derwen,
for she had not heard any door open
or close, and besides, you could usually
hear Miss Derwen coming downstairs.
for she was rather heavy-footed.

Jill was not alone in the room. There was a
black cat on the tea-table. She noticed the little
white arrow on his chest almost the very moment
she noticed the cat himself. It looked like the
white bow that her father wore when special people
came to dinner and he put on the long black jacket,
too. But it was a little lower down than that. The
cat stood firmly arched on the table, lapping away
at the milk-jug.

Jill was conscious of a slight sense of outrage.
Her mother had had a tortoise shell cat until a few
months ago, and it was so well-behaved it would
rather have starved than jump on the table and
lap the milk out of the milk-jug, at all events if
there was a chance that anybody might be looking.
Jill and the tortoise shell cat had never cared for
each other very much, really. And then they had
two terriers. Jill liked them much more than the
tortoise-shell, and they were models of good be-
havior, too. Her mother and Miss Derwen between
them saw that everybody in the house, human and
animal, behaved with decorum.

That was one reason why Jill felt a little shocked
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Jill realized that if
screamed and tore
hair now, she would
irrevocably mad.

BLACK

CAT

A horror story of nightmare visions and
breath-taking wizardry! A story that

doesn’t end—and one you won’t believe

By LOUIS GOLDING

she
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when she saw the black cat with the white arrow
lapping the milk out of the milk-jug. It was all
the more irregular because the cat wasn’t even an
inhabitant. He was a stranger. He had come
out of nowhere.

She was shocked another way, too. The black
cat looked so lovely, Jill almost stopped breathing
for a moment. Her mother had a grand evening
gown made out of black velvet, but the fur of the
black cat was smoother and richer and silkier. The
tongue was like a piece of coral, it made you want
to jump it was so pretty. And the next moment
you did not want to jump at all. The black cat
looked up and he had green eyes like the grass out-
side the window with the rain on it. He looked
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up and looked at you steadily for two seconds, then
he looked down at the milk-jug again and started
lapping. You did not want to jump any more. You
just wanted to stand there, and wait and wait, till
he lifted his head and looked at you again.

Then Miss Derwen opened the door and came
in. It showed that Jill had been thinking of the
cat very hard, how lovely it was, and how pretty its
tongue was, for she always heard Miss Derwen
about the house. Miss Derwen did not walk softly,
and the boards creaked all over the place.

“Oh, Miss Derwen!” said Jill. “Look!”

“Good gracious me!” said Miss Derwen. “A
cat! The milk! Shoo!” she said.

“Oh no!” cried Jill. “It’s lovely!”

The cat lifted his head and stared at Miss
Derwen. Then he stared at Jill again. He did not
move from the table.

“T never heard of such a thing!” said Miss
Derwen. “Shoo!” she cried again, and advanced a
step or two toward the table, and made a flapping
movement with her hands. The cat straightened
himself and stood for a moment four-square on the
ebony pillars of his legs. Then he drew together for
a spring and with infinite delicacy and precision
bounded across the plate of bread and butter on to
the sofa. There was a cushion there, Jill’s cushion.
She could not remember the time ‘'when she had not
had that cushion. She preferred it to all her dolls,
for it was a great deal more versatile. It could be
a doll on demand, a railway-train, a magic carpet.
It was also quite useful as a cushion, too. The
black cat walked the few inches remaining to Jill’s
cushion and then took possession of it, as if it had
always been intended for him. He squatted down
on his haunches, passed his quick tongue round his
mouth, then looked at Jill again, not so much at her
eyes as at her mouth, as if he would understand
what she said about him from the way her lips
worked.

It was actually Miss Derwen who spoke next, but
he took no notice of her. “However did you get
into the room?” asked Miss Derwen. “Where did
he came from? We shall have to get some more
milk!”

“He’s a Fairy Prince!” cried Jill, dancing about
in her excitemnt, and clapping her hands. “He’s a
Fairy Prince! He didn’t need to have to get into
the room!”

“No doubt!” said Miss Derwen. She went and
tugged at the bell-pull. “No doubt!” She was an-
noyed. She did not like the cat. You never know
where cats have been and what they might bring in
with them. He had been well-looked after, cer-
tainly, for his coat was in excellent condition. But
he had been badly brought up. His manners were
deplorable. Jumping up like that on to the table
and lapping the milk out of the jug! She didn’t
like the way he looked at you, either, or rather,
didn’t look at you. He ignored you as if he knew
you were not a lady, you were just a nursery-
governess. It was very amusing and fanciful of the
child, of course, to call the animal a Fairy Prince.
You were responsible for it yourself, in a way. You
were always making up tales along those lines for
the child’s entertainment. But the animal looked
so haughtily pleased with himself to hear himself
called a Prince to his face, it was really quite exas-
perating. Miss Derwen nearly tore the bell-pull off
its wires.

“More milk!” she commanded. Doris nearly
gave notice on the spot for being talked to like that
by that Miss Derwen.

“Oh you lovely, you lovely!” Jill muttered in the
black cat’s ear, her arm flung round his body.
“Where did you come from, lovely? Are you
really a Fairy Prince, really and truly?”

HE black cat with

Jill had said to the white arrow
Bennett: “I don’t made no reply for a
want to know how  minute or so. He merely
or where you’ll sat and purred as if he
drown it—so long were nothing more at all
as it gets done be-  than a black cat. Then
fore tomorrow he put out his delicate
morning.” rough tongue and passed

it two or three times over Jill's cheek-bone. But
Jill did not need that confirmation. She did not
ask because she wanted to know. She wanted to let
him know she knew. He was a Fairy Prince, over
whom some wicked magician had waved his wand
and made a black cat out of him. Some day a good
magician would appear on the scene and wave an-
other wand over him. He would become a Fairy
Prince again, and on that day he would marry her.

After tea Jill always spent half-an-hour or so
alone with her mother in the drawing-room. On this
particular afternoon the black cat was with them,
too. Mrs. Heathcote lifted her eyebrows grimly
when Jill entered, with the animal sprawled across
her outstretched arms. Someone had already told
her-about the intruder, and orders had already been
given that it was to be unceremoniously shooed out
of the house. But when Jill informed her with such
simplicity and seriousness that the' cat was not
merely a Prince but her destined bridegroom, it
seemed advisable to hold up the expulsion for an
hour or two. She discussed the matter with her hus-
band when he came in later that evening. Mrs.
Heathcote felt that Miss Derwen should be recom-
mended to keep fairy stories out of the child’s cur-
riculum for the future. They filled her head with
stuff and nonsense. They also agreed that strange
cats are hygienically undesirable and the visitor
must be quietly discouraged in a day or two, if he
had not slipped off on his own account in the mean-
time.

But the black cat did not slip off within the next
day or two; and he really was a creature of such
grace and beauty that it was difficult to believe he
was a walking disease-carrier. Moreover, the child
was head over heels in love with him¥ He was her
Prince, she would one day marry him. He became
as much a member of the establishment as Miss
Derwen, who compromised herself with a visiting
tennis champion and disappeared only a month or
two later.

For several years Jill Heathcote maintained her
belief quite unquestioningly in the identity of her
black cat and the fate that one day was to bind
them in holy wedlock.” The belief survived the
Santa Claus legend and the stork legend, and even
stories like Alfred burning the cakes became a little
fly-blown for her before she allowed herself to
accept the heart-breaking truth that the black cat
was not really a Fairy Prince but actually a black
cat.

She got up one morning, being about eleven years
old. Something had happened inside her during the
night. When gray dawn came she had become a
gray rationalist. With the tears streaming down
her cheeks, she leaned over toward the cat, who
lay, as usual, stretched across the foot of her bed
with his four legs thrust straight before him, more
like a dog than a cat. The cat opened his green
eyes.

“No, darling, no!” she sobbed. “You're not!
I've known it for a long time now. You're only a
black cat, after all. But I love you just the same.
Do you understand, darling? It makes no differ-
ence at all. I love you just the same.”

The black cat made no reply, of course, for he
was only a black cat. He lifted his head, as he had
a habit of doing when Jill talked. to him, and
vawned lengthily. Then he put his head back on to
the counterpane and closed his eyes.

He disappeared next day. Wringing her hands,
and sobbing bitterly, Jill went calling after him all
over the house and the garden, day after day. But
he did not hear her, or, if he did, he paid no atten-
tion. He did not come back again.

Or, at least, not for a long time.

AFTER the black cat’s disappearance, Jill
Heathcote stopped being a rationalist for a
year or two, though she had been a rationalist for
only a day and a couple of nights. She relapsed
into an almost savage superstitiousness again,
though she was getting to be quite a big girl now,
and would be going to boarding-school quite soon.
She was convinced that she had herself driven her
darling into the cold dark outer world by her
wicked scepticism, and it certainly looked like it.
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For a year or so she was more than ever convinced
that the cat was a Fairy Prince, though she had
the gravest doubts that he would now agree to make
her his Princess, after the way she had treated him.
She was really a thoroughly sensible girl in most
other respects, but she retained her fantasy for
quite a long time, without letting anyone in the
world suspect it. She even hid it from herself, or
at least, from the greater part of her mind. The
smaller part of her mind hung on like grim death.
She was about fifteen years old by the time she
could see a black cat without examining it ner-
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vously to see whether it wore a little white tie or
not. A year or so later she could bring herself to
tell her friends the story of the black cat that had
come and gone, and to laugh at it as heartily as t
other girls. But she laughed a shade too heal
perhaps. There was a certain shrillness in her
laughter.

ISS DERWEN used to say while Jill was
quite a small girl that Jill had a beautiful
voice and something ought to be done with it.
When Miss Derwen left, Jill's voice was forgotten

The cat looked at Jill
as if he would under-
stand what she was
saying from the way
her lips worked.

“Where did you come
from, lovely?” mur-
mured Jill. “And are
you really and truly
a Fairy Prince?”

and it was only remembered again during her last
year or two at school. It had been left to grow
wild, like a garden, but it suddenly put on a beauty
that astonished and even irritated her mother.
After she had been at home about a year, Jill was
sent to study singing in a very special little college
of music in Knightsbridge and she had a room in
a very special hostel for nice girls. She did well at
the college and got one or two ortant parts in
the rather severe little operas they performed for
the Knightsbridge intelligentsia once or twice a
year. (Please turn to page 69)
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THE CLUE OF THE
JUMPING BEAN

In response to Mystery readers’ demands for the return of their faverite

authors, the editors present this thrilling new deteective series by William

Coreoran, ereator of “Mark Harrell, the Taxi Deteetive.” Mr. Coreoran

is ome of A iea’s y

and most sucecessful authors, and these

d leuth

new, dramatie stories in which Max Bradley, the h p

plays the leading role, represent Mr. Corcoran at his best. We announce
—MAX BRADLEY, dashing, two-fisted, Special Agent of the Department
of Justiee, in his fights against erime.

E had driven through night and through

‘;‘/ dawn. I had the wheel, and Max Bradley

dozed beside me. The pace was terrific,
for we rode, so to speak, with Death. The car was
a Dusenberg, and a number of times the needle
touched one hundred miles per hour.

It was about ten A. M. when we were arrested.
This misadventure was for me at the time a wholly
unaccountable proceeding, with sinister overtones.
But Max Bradley’s highly eccentric way of han-
dling emergencies has always been beyond pre-
dictability.

As we crossed the line into Culver County, West
Virginia, the Shenandoah range lay remote and
mysterious behind us and to the south, and the
country was broken and irregular but lovely in
the morning with the green of Spring. Elsewhere
many of the little valleys were marred by a sprawl
of drab bituminous workings and impoverished
miners’ settlements, but right here the scenery was
unblemished. On the outskirts of the little rural
town of Gentry, the end of our journey, we ran
into a rough stretch of highway undergoing repair.
I slowed, of course, and Max roused as we bumped
over a washboard of unsettled rubble.

“Welcome to Gentry!” he murmured sardon-
ically. “It’s a good thing you didn’t hit this last
night at your customary mad speed, Tommy Tor-
rence.” Then, in a changing tone, “Well, well—
what can this be?”

It was a police officer of some sort; he came out
of concealment among the bushes alongside the
highway at a bound, capering threateningly, com-
manding us to halt.

“These country slickers!” Max sighed. “A per-
fect speed trap, all right, and they’re not letting

By

Bradley stripped the sheet from the l?ody.
“Mackinson—is this the body of your wife?”

it go to waste. Pull up. TI’ll handle -him.”

Now I had seen Max work magic on the three
suddenly _deferential motorcycle officers who had
chanced to overtake us during the night. Max, as
a “G” man—Special Agent, Division of Investiga-
tion, Department of Justice—was as impressive a
person to cop as to criminal. Lean and military,
tanned, gray-eyed, casually urbane in expensive
English cut suits, Max had the command of others
that comes of thirty-seven years of crowded living
and much leadership of lesser man. An extraor-
dinary person, Max Bradley: trained in law, he
was soldier, adventurer, gentleman, and a suave and
expert detective.

Last night Washington had summoned him from
New York by long distance to look into a cer-
tain matter of homicide in a hill country section
of West Virginia. Murders are ordinarily outside
the Federal jurisdiction, but this was no common
murder; powerful names and countless millions and
even, perhaps, international amity were at stake.
Without a qualm'Max had commandeered my car
and myself for'the swifteioumeyi We were of old
acquaintance, and my ample means and consider-
able leisure were generally at his disposal.

The officer, probably a town constable, was a
heavy, hulking fellow with small eyes and beefy
nose and lips. He put a foot on the running board
and roared into my ear. His grievance, with oaths,
was—reckless driving.

I laughed; I could not help it. It was Max who
politely demurred. The officer cursed him. Max
protested, still poisonously calm and reasonable.
I knew the tone, yet I was taken by surprise when
Max, instead of identifying himself and reducing
the man to sudden silence, said abruptly in a tone

WILLIAM CORCORAN

‘of freezing command, “Will you be so kind as to
remove your hand from that door!”

The officer glared. “Who the hell do you think
you’re talking to? You're not in New York, now,
by Judas!” he added. “You’re drunk!”

“Possibly. Possibly we both are. But you’re in
uniform. I’m not!”

“The two of you are drunk!” bellowed the con-
stable. “Get away from that wheel. I'm taking
you in.”

And so we were taken in. Max did not object
further; he looked dryly philosophic, even antici-
pative. I had nothing to say, either way.

We were led into a small frame office on the
main street of Gentry. The window: lettering pro-
claimed this the court of Joel Loveland, Justice of
the Peace. - He proved to be a thin, gangling, dys-
peptic individual, black and thin of hair and dry of
eye. He had an early visitor, a large, powerful,
swarthy man of forty or so who lounged beside the
desk with a lowering, truculent air of privilege and
power, His eyes were bright, yet looked dead, like
shoe buttons. This, I learned in time, was John
Skyras, bullying, ambitious, the ruthless boss of
the town and sinister contestant for the political
power of the county.

Max muttered, “Watch my play. Back me if
necessary.” So I let him step up to the desk to
face the music. He stood there, scrutinizing in
calm absorption the two men, while the officer
related our wrongdoing to the court.

“I spied them coming down the long grade from
Pine Ridge. I timed them, and I calculate they
were ‘doing sixty. They were proceeding.in a.very
reckless manner. I suspect they ‘are under the
influence of intoxicating liquor. They tried to resist
arrest and I had to use force to bring them here.”

“Sixty,” repeated Judge Loveland with relish.
“Drunk and resisting an officer. Go on.”

Max drawled, “The man’s blind or a liar.”

Loveland looked at him. “You'll keep your
mouth shut until you’re told to talk!”

“Or else a fool,” Max went on. “We were doing
eighty-seven on the grade.” e

Loveland sat stiff, his face dark with anger.
Skyras stared with an ‘evil gleam in his Buddha-like
gaze; occasionally he reached in a pocket and
cracked a small nut between his fingers, tossing
the kernel in his mouth and dropping the tiny
shells, T had learned from Max to observe hands;
these had blunt, powerful, cruel fingers, with dark
heavy nails bitten or broken down to the quick.
He grunted and said in a rasping tone with alien
accent, “Eighty-seven is more better, bet you my
life! Let him have it, Joel. He’s asking for it,
sure.”

The judge obeyed. “Eighty-seven, eh? Well, ’'m
mighty glad to learn. I’'m going to fine you a dollar
for every mile. You’ll setfle up or go to jail!”

Max shrugged. “You can’t fine me. I wasn’t
driving the car.”

Judge Loveland looked nonplussed, then he
fixed his vindictive gaze on me. The diversion
quite suited Max’s purpose.

Smoothly, deftly, Max reached for the .45 Army
automatic he carried always in a shoulder holster,
and quietly, but so very convincingly he urged,
“Be very still for a moment, please—all of you!”

He had them cornered, speechless, impotent. He
smiled, in a peculiar, dangerous way. I waited for
him to deliver a scathing lecture and disclose who
he was. Instead he strolled up to the officer, who
stood dumbstruck, plucked the revolver from his
side holster and tossed it through an open window.

“This shakedown is too baldfaced to go any
further,” he drawled. “I was curious to see how
far you'd go, but this ceases to be amusing. It’s
too damned stupid!”’

Max removed a revolver he found in Skyras’ hip
pocket. The big man stood fast by his chair, his
face gorged with rage. Max found another gun in
the judge’s desk. He threw both weapons out. The
judge cowered in his chair, his complexion the
color of mud.

“Now then,” said Max, “we’ll reverse this. How

The MYSTERY Magazine, July, 1935



Tower Studios

MYSTERY Magazine, July, 1935

much have you collected lately, Judge? Where do
you keep it? In the drawer?”

Max opened the drawer immediately before the
justice, who choked and said nothing. It was a
loose, thick wad of bills that Max thrust into a
coat pocket—five hundred dollars it proved to be.
Max’s interest was taken by something else in the
drawer. He picked up half a dozen small brown
nuts, tossed them back; picked up a sheet of paper
on which a crude circle had been drawn with a
pencil, frowned and replaced it. Then he smiled
slightly, kicked a chair up to a corner of the desk
and sat down.

“Get out your gun and cover them, Tommy,” he
commanded.

I obeyed. Max put down the automatic and
wrote several lines on a blank sheet of paper.

“You'll sign that, please,” he said crisply, offer-
ing the paper to Loveland.

The judge took the paper, rattled it, protested
vehemently.

Max repeated sweetly, viciously, “You'll sign it,
please!”

“It’s worthless! TI’ll sign under duress, but it’s
worthless.”

“Sign it and get it over with,” said Max, bored.

He stared at Skyras.
Mackinson was Following Loveland,
dazed, speech- Skyras and the officer were
less, nerve- called on to witness the
racked. paper. Skyras read it,

I peered over Bradley’s shoulder—and beheld Mrs. Clapper inside the dead woman’s bedroom.

glared at Max with glittering venom, and abruptly
rawled a signature. The constable, flushed and
sweating, signed without reading.

This constitutes a lesson on common decency,”
Max explained. “This document is simply an ac-
knowledgment for value received. My fee is high,
so I have to insist on it.”

Throatily, as a man might vow deadly personal
vengeance, Skyras cursed. ‘“You are not going to
get away with this, T bet you my life! I tell you,
and you can count on that.”

A moment later, at Max’s direction, I was out
behind the wheel of the Dusenberg, ready for flight.
There were few people on the street; none paid
any attention when Max walked quickly out of the
office. We were speeding and out of sight around
a corner in half a second.

Then I said explosively, “For God’s sake, man!”

Max laughed. He had enjoyed himself. “We’ll
mail the cash anonymously to the county hospital.
That gang of clumsy highbinders? It was impos-

> to resist.”

But they’ll have us picked up, with the Indian
sign on us!”

“Keep going and keep cool. We’re bound for
Cedar Hill, and the hill lies a mile beyond the
town. We'll be safe and out of sight.”

He was right. In a moment we gained the im-
posing entrance to-the manorial estate called Cedar
Hill, a property of the magic Mackinsons who had
reared an empire of Steel (Please turn to page 50)
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By

KAREY

Above, left to right: BINNIE BARNES Univer-
sal star, to appear next month in “Diamond Jim,”
sports this monotone stripe shirtwaist dress of
Tropical silk. It's made for action, has plenty
of pockets, youthful raglan sleeves and col-
lar. Won’t shrink or fade, is grand for city or
country. Binnie likes this type of outfit, for she
picked a second one, also above. This one is al-
most better than her first choice, because it has a
two-piece effect that’s really a peplum, and for
plumper gals it’s very flattering. This dress is
washable, non-shrinkable, Tropical silk, too, and
has an action tailored back and skirt, two pockets
and golf-length sleeves. Another dress that can
go almost anywhere. Seated, is her choice for
evening, a mousseline de soie with a tux-cut jacket,
oo-la-la sleeves and a big flower of the same mate-

rial. And her next new dress is of cotton net with
trick pleating, shirred pockets and a piqué flower.

Opposite page, left to right: DOROTHY MAC-
KAILL wears this simple printed chiffon after-
noon dress with the new waistline gathering, remi-
niscent of the Princess era. Note the high cowl
neckline, pretty on anyone, and the softly draped,
cape-like sleeves. And then she picks a washable
pastel that will walk away with the town. Its col-
lar has contrasting stripes and the belted jacket
has flared, elbow-length sleeves. Her next selec-
tion is another print for afternoon. It clings snugly
at the hipline and concentrates attention on the
wide banded sleeves. Try her tailored satin on
your best beau. It's simple enough for any hour,
but manages to give you a nice, dressed-up feeling.
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Try the stars’ wardrobes and
you’ll get your man with a fine
flourish—on a small budget
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OUT ON HIS FEET

A Short Romantic Thriller by NORMAN MATSON

All Chris wanted to do was state a fact, give Beth one. plain word instead
of the horror of silence.

HEN Christopher Coghlan woke up

that morning he did not open his

eyes. He lay there in his own dark-
ness. He did not have a headache.

Coghlan wondered: “Am I in New York?
What time—what day is it?”

Once, that time after winning acquittal for
Bill Jim Ewen, he had started a party that
had gone away as last night’s party had gone
away and when he woke up he was in Detroit
bound for church. Another time—well, no
point in piling up the detail.

Coghlan, enormously successful, six feet
two and handsome, too handsome with black
hair and blue eyes, but his big careless laugh
saved him—blarneyed by nature, full of luck,
striding the world, scattering his money but
earning more and more of it—Coghlan drank
like three men when he got started, sometimes
kept at it for days. Big men can take it:
they have more room, for one thing. Coghlan
had never staggered in his life. Long range
drinking only made his eyes brighter, his
glance swifter—suggestion of fever—he
laughed a bit more; that was all. Nothing
happened to him except this business of draw-
ing a blank occasionally. But they were
pretty serious. They were very blank blanks.
That Detroit experience for example—for the
life of him he couldn’t find the shred of a
memory about the trip- out there. In his
pockets he found cards of people whose names
meant not a thing to him, theater ticket stubs,
other odds and ends, but none succeeded in
unlocking his memory. Weeks later he re-
ceived letters brimming with gratitude from a
deserving fellow he had apparently lavishly
aided. One good thing about it was that
Coghlan seemed to turn fairly angelic, rather
than the reverse, when he took too much

So last night he had gone to the Osbornes,
prepared for a lousy time. He didn’t like
Osborne, who was rich and idle, an evil man.
Why had he gone? Because Beth Harriman
was going. And so he hadn’t, they hadn’t,
had a lousy time. Far from it. They’d had
a glorious time. He’d made an extemporane-
ous speech to a champagne glass that he pre-
tended was a microphone, answering all the
big-mouthed heroes at once—in a speech de-
signed to end all speeches. Lord, how they’d
laughed. All but Osborne. Osborne was in
love with Beth Harriman now. Doctor
George Searles Fulton had made a sneering
jest about that. There was another evil one
—Fulton, that sadist! What a crowd they
were, come to think about it—“society
people.” Bores or crooks, filled with envy
and hatred.

It was refreshing to think of Beth Harri-
man. She was a very tall woman, crowned
with great rolls of bronze hair. She had a
deep voice—large hands—white and graceful
though. She was a queen, all right—a woman
of powerful will, her manner direct. She had
told Chris Coghlan how she felt—and that
was ambrosia for his ego—it scared him, too.
“Chris,” she had said, “I love you with all I've
got—with my heart and my flesh and every
thought. It’s insanity. All night in my
dreams; all day in my thoughts. I need your
franchise to eat, to exist, to laugh, to cry. I
go around like a sleep walker. The time you
touched my hand first, that night I kissed my
own hand. T slept with it under my cheek
because that way I almost touched you. I
tried to remember what the word pride, the
word shame means; I've lost ’em, so what?”
So he kissed her and thought she was mar-
velous—and decided to remain a bachelor—
free, his own boss. He wouldn’t be if he
married her.

Here Chris Coghlan opened his eyes. Yes,
he was in his own bed, an enormous bed it
was; and he was in it by himself, and all the
spacious, - panelled room was as it should

. So he (Please turn to page 74 )

The MYSTERY Magazine, July, 1935




Presented for the first time in any magazine
—a thrilling series of his own true adventures

.

—one of the most f. poli ives of

all time writes his first stories exelusively for
Mystery Magazine—unknown, untold, thrili-
ing, heart-throbbing stories—told by the man

who knows—

By Capt. JOHN H. AYERS

Former Commander of the Missing Persons Bureau of New York

HO am I?” he asked himself
groggily.
Through the haze of a strange

sleep from which he slowly awakened, the
man in the waiting-room of the vast Penn-
sylvania Railroad terminal in New York
looked about him and saw men and women
coming and going, but they were like
shadows in a dream, and the place he was
Captain - in was utterly unfamiliar to him.

John H. Ayers “How did I get here?” he wondered.

It was night. The lights were on. A
clock’s hands pointed to eight-forty. But at what time he
sat down on the bench, the man didn’t know. Everything
was blotted out that had happened prior to this awakening.
It was like being born again.

“God!” he muttered. “What does it mean?”

And he looked at his .clothes which were fearfully rum-
pled and soiled, and felt his cheeks which were covered
with a growth of stubble.

A porter eyed him threateningly.

“You better git goin’, bo!” he said.

The man felt dismayed, lost in a cloud of bewilderment.
Attempting to reply to the employe, he discovered that his
throat and tongue were like sandpaper. Rising to his feet
and walking with difficulty, he went to a drinking fountain.
His muscles were stiff and sore, as if he had been in one
position for a long time.

People in passing gave him suspicious glances. He looked
like a tramp, acted like a drunk, but there was an air of
refinement about him, and a certain appealing pathos, too.

As a matter of fact, the man staggered because of great
physical shock and hunger, not because of liquor or any
drug. After gulping five cups of water—he had never been
so thirsty—he sought out the porter who had told him to
move on.

“Say,” he said, “this is a railroad station, isn’t it?”

The porter grinned from ear to ear.

“Golly, that’s a good one to ask in the biggest railroad
station in the world! What’s the idea, bo?”

I s (RS The man didn’t see the humor of the situation.
“Please tell me where the restaurant is,” he said.

Still chuckling, the porter gave him directions.

“But you better go to the bean-wagon or the Automat,”
he advised, judging from the man’s appearance that he was
down to a few cents.

When the stranger entered the railroad restaurant, so
bedraggled and unshaven, they evidently felt the same way
as the porter. Bums were not in the habit of dining there.
However, there was something in this man’s manner—and
on closer inspection his clothes (Please turn to page 84)
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old Matthew Kelton came out of his salt-

box house to potter for at time in his rose-
garden while his cook was crisping the breakfast
bacon. Below in the peaceful valley he could see
the little white village’ of Mallow drowsing beside
its silver-green strip of river, and he could see
looming dimly in the distance the beginnings of the
Berkshires; but it was the immediate landscape
that interested Matthew Kelton just then, his roses,
and particularly one rose. For forty years raising
roses had been his hobby, and he had won many
blue ribbons; but he had never grown, nor, indeed,
ever seen a more magnificent specimen than this
perfect and beautiful flower which had come to
grace his garden.

“Nature,” he told his wife, “has performed a
miracle. I worked many years to produce a rose
like this but the best I grew fell short of my dreams.
Then this one happened—a new variety—happened
as mysteriously as the birth of a genius. This is a
—well, I should call it a Shakespeare among roses.”

He hurried across his garden toward this paragon which
was isolated from the common blooms by a wire fence. Be-
hind his glasses his blue eyes beamed with excited pride. Then
he stopped abruptly and gave a short, shocked cry. His
rose was gone.

It was not gone entirely, though. It had been ripped up by
the roots, its stem had been broken into a dozen pieces, and
the flower itself had been torn to shreds. The fragments lay
inside and all around the crushed wire cage, and they had
been trampled and ground into the dirt.

“Martha!” cried Kelton, and there was a sob in his wvoice.
“Martha, come here.”

His wife hurried from the house. He could not say any-
thing. He could only point with a trembling finger.

“Oh, Matthew, how awful!” exclaimed his wife.
sorry. How did it happen?”

“I don’t know,” said Kelton, and his normally mild face
was grim, “but, by the Lord Harry, I'm going to find out.”

“Some animal—" she began.

“An animal, yes,” he cut in. “An animal, beyond a doubt.
An animal that wore boots! Look!”

He waved his hand at the ground around the rose. ~She
saw the imprints, blurred but unmistakable, of soles and heels.

“But who could do so wanton and savage a thing?” said
Mrs. Kelton.

“Only a wanton savage,” Kelton said.

“An enemy?”

“T can think of no one who hates me,” said Matthew Kelton.

She put her arm around his slender shoulders.

“No one could hate you, Matt,” she said.
was done by some heedless small boys.”

“A man did this, a big man. Look at the size of those foot-
prints,” said Kelton.

“Perhaps some passing motorist helped himself to some of
our flowers,” said Mrs. Kelton. “There was a full moon last

I :ARLY that sunny, soundless June morning,

“I'm so

“Perhaps this
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night, you know, and it wouldn’t have been difficult.”

“They could not see this flower from the road,” said Kelton,
“and there are dozens of bushes much handier. To get to this
one rose he had to pass a thousand others. Besides, cars
almost never come up this dead-end road at night and when
they do I always hear them. I'm a light sleeper; but I heard
nothing. No, dear, this was done deliberately in cold fury,
and it worries me, worries me terribly.”

“I know, Matt,” said Martha Kelton, gently. “You loved
that rose. But wait! You'll grow another just as perfect.”

“Perhaps,” said Kelton. “I hardly dare hope to. But it’s
not the rose I'm bothered about; it’s the mind that directed
the hands that shattered that rose. It frightens me, Martha—"

“Why?”

“It hardly bears thinking about,” said Kelton. “Let’s go
into the house. I need my coffee this morning.”

He had finished his breakfast, and lit his pipe and was dis-
tracting himself with the cryptogram in the morning news-
paper, when a huge motor-car came panting up the hill and a
huge and panting man in riding clothes got out of it and came
lumbering up the path to Kelton’s vine-grown porch.

“Good-morning, Squire,” Kelton greeted the giant.

“Good morning nothing,” growled Squire Abernathy. “A
bad morning for me. Kelton, I swear if I get my hands on
him, I’ll show him what real strangling is.”

His two big, calloused hands closed on an imaginary throat.

“What’s happened?” demanded Kelton, with quick concern.

The Squire’s fat face was mottled and creased with rage.

“Tex is dead,” he said.

“Tex? I'm distressed to hear that,” said Kelton.

“Murdered!” said the Squire. “Hung by the neck like a
common felon.”

“Who did it?”

“T don’t know—yet.”

“Some rival collie breeder, perhaps?” suggested Kelton.

“No,” stated Abernathy, emphatically. “No dog-lover would
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harm so splendid an animal as Defender Tex. Poor
Tex—" Abernathy’s deep voice broke—‘he was
the handsomest creature I ever saw, as intelligent
as many men and better behaved than most, a real
gentleman, and I found him this morning hanging
high in that sycamore near his kennel, cold and
stiff. A fiend’s work that, Kelton!”

“Any clues?”

“None; but I'm convinced the man was no
stranger around here.”

“Why do you think that?”

“Knew my place well. Dodged the burglar
alarms. Moreover, Tex must have known him, or
he never could have come near Tex. It’s a local
man, all right. Oh, yes, Kelton, I came here to
ask you to help me find him.”

“I’Il help,” said Matthew Kelton. “Gladly.
Now, Squire, you know this section well 2

“Born here. Lived here all my life,” said the Squire.
“Know every man, woman and child. Oh, yes.”

“Can’ you think of anybody who might conceiv-
ably do such a foul deed?” queried Kelton.

Tower Studios
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“T've squeezed my brain till it’s black and blue,”
said Abernathy, “and I can’t think of a soul. Of
course, there’s that fellow——"

He paused, frowning blackly.

“Go on,” urged Kelton.

“Well, I don’t feel justified in accusing him of a
dirty trick like this,” said the Squire, “but that
rich crank, General Bannerman, whose place is next
to mine, hates me, Claims my dogs killed his
pheasants. He’s a liar, and so I told him. We
threw some bitter words back and forth. He’s a
queer one, Kelton—and a possibility.”

“The General is not overfond of me, either,”
observed Kelton. “We crossed swords at a town
meeting.”

“Y’know, Kelton,” said the Squire, “I think
we may hear from this rascal again.”
“We already have,” said Kelton.

me, please.”

He led Abernathy across the garden and showed
him the wreck of the rose. Abernathy whistled;
then he swore in no uncertain terms.

“Come with

“His work!" he said. “T’ll bet on that. Cursed
tough on you, Kelton. That rose was as wonder-
ful, in its way, as my Tex was in his. Well, what’s
next? They say things go in threes, you know.”

“I’m not superstitious,” said Matthew Kelton,
with a half smile.

Toward them through the roses came his wife.

“Matt,” she said, “I just took a telephone mes-
sage from General Bannerman. He’s coming to
see you right away, Matt.”

“Did he say why, Martha?"

“Yes,” she told him. “It seems that last night
somebody broke into his house. Nothing was
stolen, but you know that lovely Raphael Madonna
he has—”

Kelton nodded.

“Well,” she went on, “it was slashed to ribbons.”

The two men stared at each other. Mrs. Kelton
returned to the house.

“Do you think the General suspects you?” asked
Abernathy.

“Maybe he does.”

“If he accuses me,” declared the
Squire, “T’ll break him in two.”

Soon General Bannerman’s long
English car shot up the hill. The
General was an elderly man, very tall,

very erect, very stiff. He walked
straight up to Squire Abernathy.

“Heard about your dog, Abernathy,”
he said, gruffly. .“Noble animal. Rot-
ten shame. Sorry.”

“Thanks, General,” returned the
Squire. “And I'm sorry about your
picture.”

They stood eyeing each other awk-
wardly.

“Same scoundrel did both jobs, I
think,” said General Bannerman. “It
could hardly be a coincidence.”

“That’s my idea,” said Abernathy.
“And Kelton is in this, too. Last
night his prize rose was ruined.”

“Really?” said the General. “That’s
too bad, Kelton.”

He cleared his throat, and there
was a tinge of embarrassment in his
voice, as he said:

“Look here, gentlemen, we've had
our tiffs; but I think we should call a
truce in our little war and combine
forces against the common enemy.
What do you say?”

“My hand on that,” boomed the
Squire.

“And mine,” said Kelton.

“I came to see you, Kelton,” said
Bannerman, “because I thought you
might be willing to help me solve this
mystery.”

“It’s a case for the police, you
know,” said Matthew Kelton.

“Police be blowed!” ejaculated the
General. “Those two scarecrows we
call constables couldn’t find a bull in
a bathroom, and that lazy, drunken
slob of a political sheriff couldn’t ar-
rest himself. I have notified the police,
but we can expect scant help from that
quarter. Gentlemen, this is our show.
Any suggestions?”

“The obvious one,” said Abernathy.
“The man’s mad.”

“Must be,” agreed Bannerman. ‘I
see no motive (Please turn to page 76)
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Enter the detectives in love—Tub

ful Jenny Jennings! A mew series of unique detective

dramas, starting in this issue, which will thrill and

delight you!

find life one exciting adventure after another, as love

and danger lead them along a rocky road to romance!

By EMMA-LINDSAY

HE stocky young
man in the rum-
pled tuxedo, and

the fair-haired girl in
white chiffon, paused
outside the door of 214
with its neat little sign,
“Dr. William Lyons,
House Physician.”

Tubman Jones stifled
a yawn. His dark eyes
were a bit bloodshot
and weary. A hard day
at the office of the
Evening Gazette, where
he was a “crime man,”
followed by a dance on
the roof garden of the
Hotel Baumont, made
him averse to accepting
the invitation of the
garrulous, dapper doctor, to “run down and have a
good-night highball.”

“W. hy d’you want to bmhel with that old
woman?” he grumbled. i :

Jenny Jennings dimpled up at him. No one
could have looked less the hard-boiled newspaper
woman. With her blue eyes and golden hair, she
had a deceptive Dresden china air of fragility .
until one noticed the strong, decisive chin. Then
one remembered that her father was Dr. Paul Jen-
nings, the famous criminologist, and that Jenny had
helped him in some of his most difficult cases.

“For the Gadabout column, stupid,” she whis-
pered. “He loves to tell me everything he knows

. makes him feel like a collaborator.”

Her knuckles beat a light tattoo on the polished
panels of the door.

It was long after midnight, and the carpeted
corridor was a buff-colored tunnel of discretly
lighted silence.

The door opened eagerly, and Dr. Lyons made
hospitable burbling noises as he ushered them into
the luxurious room, disposed of their wraps on the
cushioned davenport, and began rather breathily
the business of mixing drinks.

“I promised you an item, Miss Jennings,’ he
beamed, his pale eyes blinking from behind neatly
rimmed spectacles. “Of course, what I have to tell
you won’t interest Mr. Jones . .” he smiled
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A erime reporter and a lovely columnist

SQUIER

toothily at the chunky young man, “because it
has nothing to do with crime. But it may inter-
est you, Miss Jennings . . . yes, I'm sure it will.
You know of course that Lita Bernard, the famous
actress, lives here at the Baumont.

Tubman Jones accepted a tall, fmsted glass
somewhat morosely, and settled himself in a deep
chair on the small of his back, to the further dis-
advantage of his already mussed tuxedo. One of
the toughest things about being in love with a
girl like Jenny . . . aside from a year of pretense
that he was just being a platonic big brother . . .
was to see the way other men looked at her. He
suspected that Dr. Lyons wasn’t nearly as inter-
ested in the Gadabout column as in its golden-
haired editor.

Jenny smiled appropriately, and touched her
glass to that of Doctor Lyons.

“Yes, I knew that. And her leading man,
Raoul Demarest, lives here too, doesn’t he?” Her
blue eyes sharpened suddenly, giving an effect of
brittle lights turned on in a rose-tinted boudoir.
“You aren’t going to tell me that they’re married

. at last? Oh, what a swell story that would
be—"

“No, no, no,” he denied hastily, putting up a
hand slightly pudgy and womanish. “It’s quite
the reverse, as a matter of fact. They've quar-
reled, and he’s leaving her company. Her French
maid came running for a sedative . . . Miss
Bernard was in hysterics. Really, she made quite
a scene. You know how actresses are. . . .”

Jenny nodded, a trifle absently. Tubby had the
feeling that Dr. Lyons’ proffered item was dis-
tasteful to her. But she said brightly, “Oh, don’t
I!' I went to interview Miss Bernard once in her
dressing-room, and the hysterics were rolling all
around the place, like the thunder in Alice in
Wonderland. She and Raoul had had a quarrel
that day. He came out of her dressing-room like
a blond raging lion, shouting that he was going
to leave the company for good . . . but of course
he didn’t.”

The dapper, somewhat paunchy house physician
looked a trifle crestfallen.

“But really, I do think this quarrel was about
something special, I really do. It was her maid
who told me. . . It seems that Miss Bernard
and Raoul Demarest had had a terrific quarrel,
and that finally . . . he threatened violence. I

As they came into the room, they were
conscious of clutter and great disorder.
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gathered that the maid was really afraid for her
mistress’s life.”

Jenny’s eyes were alert once more.

“What was the row about?”

Doctor Lyons shook his head sadly.

“Really, I couldn’t make it out. You know what
an accent the woman has, and she was most inco-
herent. I called on Miss Bernard of course, and
found her in tears. I administered a sedative, and
I hope some slight comfort in the way of advice.
But really, I do think this must have been more
than just a lovers’ quarrel. . . .”

Tubby squirmed uncomfortably. The jaunty
doctor’s repetitions were getting on his nerves.

“Tll talk to Miss Bernard or Mr. Demarest to-
morrow,” Jenny promised, “and see if he’s really
going to leave her company. That would be news!
You know how devoted he has been . . . everyone
has expected their marriage for at least two
years. . . .”

She rose, and Tubby heaved himself upward
with a sigh of thanksgiving. He picked up Jenny’s
gold-threaded lamé jacket from the davenport, and
held it for her.

“And thanks a lot, Doctor, for tipping me off.”
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The cruel bruises
on her throat were
deepening into ugly
circles. In the bath-
rooma woman
screamed, “Let me
_out! Let me out!”

A dimple appeared at the corner of her delicately
tinted lips. ~“It’s nice to know that you approve
of my work, even if you do think my dad’s methods
are unethical.”

A flush spread over Doctor Lyons’ pinkish fea-
tures. “Now, now,” he countered uncomfortably,
“that’s hardly fair, is it? Naturally, as a man of
medicine, I distrust metaphysics and far fetched
ideas concerning hypnosis and the like. . . .”

She laughed outright, and Tubby felt a little jerk
in the neighborhood of his heart. Jenny’s laughter
was like the rest of her; wholesome, delightful.. He
opened the hall door.

“Oh, that’s all right. Dad doesn’t expect to be
agreed with. In fact, I think he thrives on opposi-
tion. But you will admit that he does get re-
sultss & i

Her voice broke off abruptly. From far down
the corridor with its muted lights and somberly ele-
gant paneling, there came the high, thin sound of a
woman’s scream. Again and again it came, rising
to a crescendo of terror and agony. For an instant,
the three in the warm, luxurious room stared at
each other with tingling breathlessness. Then
Tubby yanked the door fully open, and went loping

v I i

From down the hall came
the high, thin sound of a
woman’s scream.

down the hall toward the end of the corridor.

Jenny flung the gold threaded jacket back on the
davenport, picked up her chiffon skirts in both
hands, and raced after him, her silver evening
slippers twinkling on the buff carpet like stars play-
ing tiddledy winks.

Doctor Lyons dashed into the adjoining office,
switched on the lights, and fumbled for his black
bag. Then belatedly, he panted and puffed in the
wake of the other two, tossing breathy, soothing
words to opening doors and startled, disheveled
heads.

“No, no, nothing really . . . just a nightmare

. a lady who is very nervous. . . .”

He knew it was Lita Bernard.

HE screams had ceased. But by the time Dr.
Lyons arrived at the transversing corridor
where a short right-angled hallway opened into a
suite of rooms, a hollow pounding was audible,
fierce and irregular, like an African drum, in-
expertly played. And a muffled voice could be
heard calling, “Help! Help! Let me out!”
“In here, Doc,” Tubby indicated “280.” He al-
ready had the door open. (Please turn to page 60)
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The
DUCHESS
SPOTS
a KILLER

Pinky Kane, Spike Kaylor and
the beautiful Katie Blayne join
forces to trap a master erimi-
nal, with results that are highly
disturbing to one reporter’s

heart 'and a killer’s perfect alibi

By
WHITMAN
CHAMBERS

afternoon Spike Kaylor had evidently just
hit the ceiling and come down with feet
spread, fists clenched and eyes shooting fire.

“All right, you lugs!” he bellowed, glaring around
the room. “Who took it?”

Willie Blake of the Sentinel, Pete Zerker, who
works for the Bulletin, and Slim Lonergan went
on with their card game. Katie Blayne, blond and
slim and lovely, who covers day police for the
Sun, proceeded calmly with the business of making
up her lips.

Spike aimed a kick at the waste basket. “If this
is an act,” he roared, “you yokels can ring down
the lousy curtain! . . . Who took it?”

Everybody remained very busy.

I said mildly to my co-worker on the Telegram:
“Who took what?” .

“Why, my new overcoat,” he indignantly replied.
“T leave it hanging there on a hook by the wash-
bowl. I run up to the mayor’s office for a chat.
I come back and it’s gone.”

Well, there was something queer about it. This
was October in California. Overcoats, for such
hardy souls as Spike Kaylor, were still in
mothballs. And as for a new overcoat—
Spike’s. salary, by his own confession, was
more than a week overdrawn.

“Come on, you muggs!” Spike stormed.
“Kick in! Where’s my overcoat?”

Pete Zerker, his long face singularly like
that of a tired truck horse, looked up from
his cards. “This, Mr. Kaylor, is a press
room,” he pointed out. “The checking
concession has not yet been farmed out. Until it
is, are we to be responsible for such miscellaneous
articles of wearing apparel as you choose 2

“Oh, skip it! Who was in here while I was
upstairs?”

Willie pursed his lips. “Let me see—"

“Duchess!” Spike snapped.

Katie closed her compact and looked up, smiling.
“Yes—darling!”

Q-S I walked into the City Hall press room that
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“I thought you news-
paper guys weren’t
supposed to play
cards till after three
o’clock,” Jake Mor-

ris jeered.

“Who was in here during the half hour I was
talking to the mayor?”

“Why, at least a dozen people dropped in,
Spike,” she replied, and then added, ‘“mostly
cops.”

“That’s a lot of help,” Spike groaned.

I said, “Look here, guy. If the question isn’t out
of order, may I ask where you got a new overcoat?”

Spike looked vaguely foolish. “What in Sam
Hill has that got to do with it?”

“Your young cohort,” Pete Zerker told me, “has
been indulging his well-known predilection for crap
shooting.”

“Spike,” said Willie Blake, “was down in the
bull pen this morning shooting crap with the city’s
guests.”

“Yes,” 