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better and more
clearly Beltone un-
covers precious
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forever. Just mail

To the Person who is

and is Tired of
Straining fo

‘“1 on*mu., o
Guumnleed by -
Good Housekeepmg

o
20745 aoweansio WY

coupon for valuable free book.
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® Do you miss music, the voices of
loved ones, all the sounds that make
up life?

Sounds long lost—even low-voiced
conversation, church sermons and
business conferences with many voices
taking part, are all brought back with
Belione, the new amazing One-Unit
Hearing Aid.

This tiny device, which weighs only

a few ounces, is all you wear.
No more heavy, clumsy sep-
arate battery packs or
dangling battery wires. The
Beltone reproduces faithfully
the sounds you want to hear
witheut discomfort or incon-
venience. No button need
show in the ear.




IF you're that man, here's something that will in-
terest you. :

Not 2 magic formula—not a get-rich-quick scheme—
but something more substantial, more practical.

Of course, you need something more than just the
desire to be an accountant. You’ve got to pay the price
—be willing to study earnestly, thoroughly.

Still, wouldn’t it be worth your while to sacrifice
some of your leisure in favor of interesting home study
—over a comparatively brief period? Always provided
that the rewards were good—a salary of $3,000 to
$10,000?

An accountant’s duties are interesting, varied and of
real worth to his employers. He has szanding!

Do you feel that such things aren’t for you? Well,
don’t be too sure. Very possibly they can be!

Why not, like so many before you, investigate
LaSalle’s modern Problem Method of training for an
accountancy position?

Just suppose you were permitted to work in a large
accounting house under the personal supervision of an
expert accountant. Suppose, with his aid, you studied
accounting principles and solved problems day by day
—easy ones at first—then more difficult ones. If you
could do this—and could turn to him for advice as the
problems became complex — soon

You cover accountancy from the basic Principles right
up through Accountancy Systems and Income Tax Pro-
cedure. Then you add C. P. A. Training and prepare
for the C. P. A, examinations,

As you go along, you absorb the principles of Audit-
ing, Cost Accounting, Business Law, Statistical Con-
trol, Organization, Management and Finance. >

Your progress is as speedy as you care to make it—
depending on your own eagerness to learn and the time
you spend in study.

Will recognition come? The only answer, as you
know, is that success does come to the man who is really
trained. It’s possible your employers will notice your
improvement in a very few weeks or months. Indeed,
many LaSalle graduates have paid for their training—
with increaséd ‘earnings—before they have completed
it! For accountants, who are trained in organization
and management, are the executives of the future.

Write For This Free Book
For your own good, don’t put off investigation of a//
the facts. Write for our free: 48-page book, “'Aceoun-

tancy, The Profession That Pays.” Itll prove that
accountancy offers brilliant futures to those who aren’t

. afraid of serious home study. We'll also include “Ten

Promotion in One” —a book which has

Years’
- helped many men. Send us the

you'd master them all.

That’s the training you follow in
principle under the LaSalle Problem
Method.

Over 2800 Certified
Public Accountants among
LaSalle alumni

coupon 7o,

LASALLE EXTENSION
CHICAGO 5, ILL.

Other LaSalle
Opportunities

Higher Aceountaney
C.P.A. Coaching
Bookkeeping

Law: LL.B. Degree
Business Managemegt
Salesmanship £

417 S. Dearborn St.

Years' Promotion in One.”
Name.

Foremanship

I want to be an accountant. Send me without obligation, **Account-
ancy, the Profession that Pays” training program—also “"Ten
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Dept. 3329-HR

Chicago 5, il
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Soldering with Soldering
Equipment and Radic Parts
send you. Get practical
experience mounting and
eonnectmg parts.

1
YOU PRACTICE Radio

YOU BUILD thls Tester
with parts N. 1. sends
early in the course Snon
helps you fix nelghhors Ra-
dlos and EA EXTRA
ONEY in spare time.

YOU TEST Radio circuits
like this built with parts I
send. Build s?ecul circuits;
learn how to locate and re-
pair circuit defects.

YOU BUILD this A. M.
al Generator for more
va uable ex erience. It pro-
vides plitude - modulated
signals for many tests and

YOU PRACTICE FM
(Frequency Modulation) ex-
periments, get more experi-
ence with this Superhetero-
dyne Receiver Circuit you

You Get PRACTICAL EXPERIENCE
With This Superheterodyne Receiver

YOU BUILD Vacuum Tube
Power Pack; make changes

which give you experience
with packs of many kinds.
Learn how to correct Power
Pack troubles.

experiments, build with parts I send.
o2, 8

YOU BUILD THIS complete, powerful
Radio Receiver that brings in local and
distant stations. N. R. L. glves you ALL

the Radio parts . . .
speaker, tubes, chassis,
transformer, sockets,
loop antenna, ete.

BY PRACT/ICING

/N SPARE TIME
WITH BIG KITS OF PARTS | SEND YOU

mto Radio Repair. Trained Radio
Technicians also find prontable oppor-
tunities in Police, Arviatio Marine
Radio, Broadcasting, Bado Mmufnc-
turing, Public Address work, Think of
even GREATER opportunities as de-

mand for Television, FM and Elec-
tronic devices grows.

Find Out What NRI Can Do For You é

I WILL
TRAIN YOU

AT HOME
MY COURSE
INCLUDES

TELEVISION
ELECTROMES

Do you wat a_good- 3)” job in the
last-%a ving Radio Industry—or your
dio Shop? Mail the Coupon for
a Sample Lesson and my 64-page book,
“How to Be a Success in RADI
Television, Electronics,”” both FREE.
See how 1 will train you at home—
how you get practical Radio experience
building, testing Radio circuits with
BIG KITS OF PARTS I send!
Many Beginners Soon Make Extra Money
in Spare Time While Learning
The day you enroll I start sending

EXTRA MONEY manuals that ghow
how to muke EXT money fixing

I tra.med; see_how qmcklv, easily you
can get started. No obhgatxon] MAIL
COUPON NOW. E. SMITH, President

neighbors’ Radios in spare time while  Bept. S009, National ll‘ll Institute, Pioneer
still learning! Now’s the time to get  Home Study Radio School, Washingten §,D.C.

| TRAINED THESE MEN

Has Own Radio Service _ Bood Spare Time Business

have my own Radio and “I have been getting re-
Television sales and servic-  ceivers to repair right along,
ing business. I get enough  and with NRI methods I
Tepair J}?bs to keep me go- don’t have to spend much

E. SMITH, President, Dept. 9C09
mmorm RADIO'INSTITUTE, Washington 9, D. C,

ing ng t alon "—ALEX- time on them.” —S. N. Mail me FREE Sample Lesson and 64-page book
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of the Thoroughbred Racing Protec-

tive Bureau, was in a bar when the
phone call came through to him. He saun-
tered into the booth with the loose, rolling
gait of a horseman.

The voice on the other end was shrill with
hysteria. “It’s Johnny Cady, Mister Mad-
den.”

“What’s new, Johnny?” the racetrack de-
tective asked the diminutive jockey.

“Them dirty fix-bums is out for my hide,
that’s what’s new. All on account I try to
stay on the level, like you warned me. You
gotta get me outa this jam, but I mean in a
rush!”

“Name’s Madden, Johnny. Not Houdini.”

“I’'m not kidding! After you gimme that

KEENE MADDEN, West Coast head

or-else this noon, I do my stuff strictly on

the up an’ up. I give Lookaway a nice, snug
ride in the seventh. So now them crummy
scufflers decide that because I go straight
on ’em, I’m also liable to squawk on ’em, too!
They’re trying to fix my wagon so it won’t
squeak!”

“What makes you think so?”

The sudden fury in Johnny Cady’s voice
made the receiver vibrate. “Couple hours ago,
I’m drivin’ back from the track when my
left front wheel comes off. Somebody loos-
ened the lugs on that wheel, Mister Madden,
figurin’ I’'m gonna smack up an’ kill myself.
Which I durn near did!”

A Mysterious Silence

“Tell me more about it, Johnny. Who’s
behind it?”

There was no answer.

“Johnny!” Keene could tell the line was
still open, but still there was no comeback.

“Johnny!” The crinkles around Keene’s
eyes were supplemented by other, sharper,
lines around his mouth. He jiggled the hook
a few times before he hung up.

He made a straight line then for the court
where Johnny lived, and parked his car be-
neath a palm. Beneath a screen of citrus
a dozen cars were scattered around a semi-
circle of Spanish stucco bungalows. Johnny
Cady had come a long way from sleeping on
feed sacks in stables to a snauzy bungalow
like this.

As Keene Madden came up to Number
Nine, avoiding any crunch of gravel by walk-
ing on the grass, the lights inside the bunga-
low went out. He stepped swiftly into the
pool of shadow at the side of the building.
Keene listened, heard nothing except the
tinny tinkle of a radio a couple of bungalows
away, but sensed movement behind him. He
ducked and whirled.

His right hand flashed inside his coat to
his left armpit. Instinctively, he shoved out
his free hand to ward off the vague blur
coming at him through the gloom. His fin-
gers touched smooth satin over soft flesh.
The girl who’d backed into him spun around.

A Deadly Dame

She drew in her breath sharply, but the
scream he expected didn’t come. He caught
at her shoulder. She wrenched away. The
top of her satin pajamas ripped.

“Let go!” It was a whisper of terror.
Stark fear was stamped on what he could
see of her features . . . Dark eyes wildly
staring. Full lips taut against small, even
teeth. Glossy hair cascading down over the
pale oval of her face.

The impression was instantaneous, but in-
escapable. This beautiful young thing was
half scared to death!

He had to use both hands to hold her. “No-
body’s going to hurt you, sister—"

Her knee came up savagely, caught him.
The blinding pain made him relax his grip
for a split second. Long enough for her to

(Continued on page 8)
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Over 850,000 people

ave stualed music H/s easy woj

SEE HOW SIMPLE IT IS!

“My country ‘tis of thee, Sweet land of liberty”

B

The first note on the music above is
““c.”” Follow the dotted line to the key-
board and locate ““¢’’ on the piano. Find
the other notes the same way. As you

strike them you'll be playing the melody on the piano keyboard.

of “‘America.”” Easy, isn’t it? And it’s
easy to play other tunes, too. For a re-
markable invention, the ‘‘Note-Finder,””
tells you just where each note is located

You, too, can learn to play your favorite
instrument, quickly, easily, right in your own home!

YES, OVER 850,000 delighted people have studied
music this quick, easy, inexpensive way. Some are now
on the stage, others on the radio, and thousands more
are enjoying the new pleasure and popularity of being
able to play. Isn’t this convincing proof of the success of
the new U. S. School of Music method? Many students
didn’t know one note from another. Yet in a short time
they learned to play their favorite instrument. And they
found learning this modern way amazingly easy and
loads of fun. What countless others have done, YOU,
too, can do!

Right from the start you learn real tunes by note.
First you are told how to do a thing. Then a picture
shows you how to do it. Finally you do it yourself and
hear how it goes. Almost before you realize it, you are
playing your favorite pieces. No private teacher could
make it clearer.

LAWRENCE WELK
famous band leader

Tawrence Welk’s achievements should
be an inspiration to all students of
music.  His rise to fame was rapid.
He has played for leading
theatres, hotels, and radio
networks. And he did it all
without a professional music
teacher. Here’s what he says:
“T studied the ac-
cordion with the
U. S. School and
was surprised at
how simple their
method made learn-
ing music. I can
highly recommend
this school to any-
one interested in
learning music
quickly without a
private teacher, at
such & low cost.”

WIN FRIENDS—ENJOY NEW POPULARITY

Best of all it costs only a few cents a day. That includes
everything . . . no extras of any kind. Don’t miss any
more fun. Learn to play your favorite instrument and
surprise your friends. Music, you know, makes most
any party a success. Those who can play are invited
everywhere. So get started on the way to musical good
times NOW !

If you want to be a “hit” at every party . .. if you
really do want to play your favorite instrument . . .
fill out and mail the coupon below, asking for our Free
Illustrated Booklet and Print and Picture Sample. These
show you how quickly and easily you can learn music
in your own home at little cost. (In-
struments supplied when needed,’
cash or credit.)

U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC
2943 Brunswick Bldg., N. Y, 10, N, Y.

FREE PRINT AND PICTURE SAMPLE.

U. 8. School of Musie, 2943 Brunswick Bldg., N. Y. 10, N. Y.
Please send me Free Bcooklet and Print and Picture
Sample. I would like to play instrument checked below.

(Do you have instrument )
Piano Accordion Trumpet Ukulele

Violin Mandodlin Trombone Clarinet

Guitar Saxaphone Tenor Banjo  Other Instrument
Mr.

Mrs.

Miss (PLEASE PRINT)
Street

City: State.

Note! If you are under 16 vrs: of age parents must sign coupon

Save 2c—Stick -C—aupon on penny posicard,



$100%° A WEEK!

Big money? 1t certainly is, but that's what electricians
are pulling down these days! In fact, many of them are
making considerably more than that.

Now you too can learn how to plan, install, repair and
maintain any house wiring system — and do the work _
in accordance with the highest standards.

PRACTICAL
RESIDENTIAL
WIRING

By John F. Nowak

Here at last is & complete practical book on
house wiring, which you can use to do com-
plete electrical jobs—from the smallest repairs
to the wiring of an entire home. It begins by
showing you how to draw electrical diagrams,
and proceeds, step by step, through every
type of present-day installation. Then the
author shows you exactly how to do the actual work, and fur-
nishes hundreds of hands-at-work photographs. >
The National Electrical Code is clearly applied at each crucial
point, insuring that everything you do fulfills Code requirements.
Throughout this great handbook every step is explained in
plain English which reguires no previous knowledge of elec-
tricity or experience in electrical work. See for yourself how
completely this book covers every detail of planning, installation,
repair, and maintenance. Mall the coupon now for a FR
10-day examination of this complete, brand-new handbook.

sy MAIL THIS COUPON mmmumnmysnmms;

D. Van Nostrand Company, Inc.
250 Fourth Avenue, N. Y. 3, N. Y.

Please send me “‘Practical Residential Wiring®® on approval.
Within 10 days I will either return the book without obliga-
tion or send you $1.95, plus a few cents postage, and $2.00
per month for 2 months thereafter. (If you send the entire
amount of $5.95 with this coupon, we will pay the postage.
Same return privilege and refund guarantee.)

Name

Address

State

Mar. *
e T

gs—no sticky ‘‘dough’’—:
more dangerous stepladders. Lite:
marlc from Wallpaper, Painted Walls,
les. Take orders from friends! Earn moneyl

SAMPLES FOR TRIAL Seupleofersentim-

e of
mediately
send name at once. A penny postal will do. SEND NO MONEY —

Just your name. KRISTEE CO., 1486 Bnr'street. AKRON, OHID

A FREE BOOK

Develop your personal, creative power! Awaken the
silent, sleeping forces in your own consciousness.
Become Master of your own life. Push aside all ob-

stacles with a new energy you have overlooked.
The Rosicrucians know how, and will help you ap-
ply the greatest of all powers in man’s control. Create
health and abundance for yourself. Write for Free
book, “The Secret Heritage.” It tells how you may re-
ceive these teachings for study and use. It means the
dawn of a new day for you. Address: Scribe J. D. J.

The Rosicrucians
San Josg —AMORC— CALIFORNIA

“The Rosicruclans are NOT & religious organization”

OFFICIAL BUSINESS
(Continued from page 6)
tear loose, race barefooted across the lawn.

The panic-stricken figure in scarlet satin
vanished among the mottled moon-shadows
beneath the orange trees.

Recovering, finally, Keene went around to
Number Nine’s tiny veranda, called “John-
ny,” tried the door without waiting for an
answer. It was open.

He found Johnny on the bedroom floor.
The jockey’s eyes were open, but they
weren’t looking at anything. His mouth was
open, too—but it was a little late for him to
be saying anything.

Marks of Violence

The left side of his forehead was marked
up with cuts and scratches. Dark streaks of
dried ' reddish-brown slashed across the
cheekbone. His nose was swollen. The lead-
gray lips were bruised and puffy. He looked
like a pitifully battered boy of twelve, in his
crumpled cream slacks and matching shirt.
The handset of the pickup phone was lying
across his left wrist, as if the jockey’d sud-
denly collapsed while on the phone.

There was no indication of a weapon—of
any attack. The marks on the dead jockey’s
face could very well have come from that
car smashup he’d mentioned.

On the rug there was a little scrap of sur-
geon’s stickum. It had been wadded into a
ball. A figure had been written on it, the
figure 4.

Keene unrolled the strip of tape. There
was more writing. He spread it out on the
bed-table. The lettering covered the whole
strip :

5041;—N71—G2—-C :

Keene turned it over. Stuck to the adhe-
sive side, running diagonally across one end,
was a single thread of scarlet silk. . . .

That’s the exciting beginning of HOMI-
CIDE HANDICAP, by Stewart Sterling,
thrilling new Keene Madden mystery novelet
that will headline the next issue of POPU-
LAR DETECTIVE.

Racetrack Action
Laid against the colorful background of the
racetracks, the story is rough, tough, packed
with suspense, mystery, action, hardboiled
men and breathless babes! Only a superb
writer like Stewart Sterling could bring you
(Continued on page 10



"[ love to teach dancing

My pupiis fearn so much foster /"

Even beginners become popular partners
in a fraction of the usual time!

“I’m so excited about “The New Arthur Murray
Way’ of teaching dancing. It seems like magic
the way the Foxz Trot, Waltz, Samba, Rumba,
all develop out of his new discovery, “The First
Step To Popularity’.

“Beginners are thrilled to find they go danc-
ing after only one hour . . . and amazed how
little it costs to learn. And right now we have a
special half-off price that saves you even more.
But why don’t you come in to the Studio for a
FREE dance analysis and see for yourself what
‘The New Arthur Murray Way’ can do for you.”

PROOF vo, can \ \\”///

Dance After One Lesson! :

‘““The Samba’s such See how quickly you can learn
fun and looks so tricky to dance “The New Arthur
that eyerybody loves Murray Way.” Send for the
to do it,” says Joyce “Murray-Go-Round” now! It

Lola Arnauzx,
typical Arthur
Murray teacher

““The Rumba’s a great
favorite,” says Made-

leine Murphy. “It’s L a ; A 2
yons. “And, you can contains fascinating, en- ;
such fundto tsﬁ? a be- learn it in an hour tertaining instructions on all ) £2
gmneraf o lst gay thanks to “The New dances. Clip coupon below.
ance after just one Arthur MurrayWay.””
les-son' Te-aCthg real,- Copr. 1949 —Arthur Murray Inc .
lyisfunthisnewway.””

[ e e e e e o e e e o e e

, Dept.19. ons
ARTHUR MURRAY STUDIOS, D« B (Consult
| telephone directory for address of nearest studio, or

write Arthur Murray Studios, 11 East 43rd St., New
l York 17, N.Y.) Please send me your magazine,

| “Murray-Go-Round”, 44 pages of pictures, dance

M u RR AY | news, instructions. I enclose 25¢.
. NAME

|

DANCE STUDIOS FROM COAST TO COAST : ADDRESS
Visit the one nearest you | ciTy ZONE STATE

for a FREE dance analysis L Yl GO R e

Seat et N e e
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Inside Trade Information On:
How to use the steel square—How to file and
Eet saws—How to build furniture—How to use
8 mitre box—How to use the chalk line—How

o build houses, barns, garages, bungalows, ete.
—How to read and draw plans—Drawing up
specifications—How to excavate—How to use
settings 12, 13 and 17 on the steel square—How
to build hoists and scaffolds—skylights—How A
0 build stairs—How to put on interior trim— §=
How to hang doors—How to lath—lay floors—How to paint.

AUDEL, Publishers, 49 W. 23rd St., New York 10, N. Y.

Mail Audels Carpenters and Builders Guides, 4 vols., on 7 da‘rss' free
trial. If OK I will remit $1 in 7 days and $1 monthly until $6 is_paida
=QOtherwise | will return them. No obligation unless | am satisfied.

Name.

Addre:

PAL

g

STUDY AT HOME for Business Suc-
cess and LARGER PERSONAL EARN-
INGS. 40 years expert instruction —
over 114,000 students enrolled. LL.B.
Degree awarded. All texts furnished.
Easy payment plan. Send for FREE
BOOK NOW — “Law and Executive

Guidance.” :
AMERICAN EXTENSION SCHOOL OF LAW
Dept. 12-T, 646 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago 11, Il

GE EYE-GLASSES by MAIL yew

Send No Money e LoW

16-DAY TRIAL Offer
s NEWEST STYLES
Send for FREE Scientific Sight Test Chart and Catalog. Write today.

U.S.EYE-GLASSES C0. 52733 "Mithe a0 i

Thousands Deaf
Now Hear

News of an astonishing new radionict
hearing device is sweeping the couniry
as thousands experience the miracle of a
return to the joy and thrill of hearing.
Perfected in the great Zenitht Radio labo-
ratories, it needs no fitting. You can order
by mail on ten days’ free trial* with abso-
lute money-back guarantee. Ready to wear
the day you get it. Send postcard today
for full particulars to Zenith Radio Corp.,
Hearing Aid Division, Dept. TZ-39,
5801 Dickens Ave., Chicago 39, Illinois.
Made by the makers of world-famous
Zenith Radios.

©Trial offer available on direct sales by Zenith
Radio Corporation or its subsidiaries. L
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(Continued from page 8)
anything like its masterful blend of fast-
paced drama and human, believable people
caught in a net of intrigue, mayhem—and
murder!

You’ll want to be at the rail as they go to
the post for—HOMICIDE HANDICAP!

Also in the next issue—THE MAYOR IS
DEAD, by B. J. Benson. Not long ago you
had the pleasure of reading in this magazine
SATAN HOLDS THE KEY by this same
author. Your flood of letters told us how
much you liked it. Now B. J. Benson has
written a new novelet that we believe tops
his first effort. Once again, Private Detec-
tive Mike Dobson is on the job, and theres
never a dull moment as he sets out to clean
up a town, rife with crime and violence, that
has already brought death to his closest
friend! It’s a truly great novelet!

And, as always, in addition there’ll be a
sizzling assortment of shorter tales of blood,
bad men, and barking automatics! So, be
on hand for the thrill-and-chill fest of your
lives—in the next issue of POPULAR DE-
TECTIVE! '

LETTERS FROM READERS

HAT’S on your mind? Anything on
your chest? If so, this is the place to
speak your piece, unload your gripe, or other-
wise unburden yourself. This column is wide
open for your comments, be they good, bad
or worse. Tell us what you think of POPU-
LAR DETECTIVE, the stories in it, or the
kind of stories you’d like to see in it. Also,
if you have any questions on crime or de-
tectiving, this is the place to direct them. And
here’s our promise—we’ll either publish in
this column, or answer personally, every let-
ter or postcard we receive.
So what’s delaying you? Write us today.

To all your authors, regarding a subject that
is very evident: They are either grossly ig-
norant, or else just careless, because they call
a revolver an automatic as often as by its
right name. But the worst is always telling
about silencers. That’s a sore point—because
there is no such an animal.

A silencer was invented by the Maxim
brothers sometime about 1889 or ’90. I’ve
seen one and here are the dimensions: About
814 inches long, 2 inches in diameter, and of

(Concluded on page 98)
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MR. PRESCOTT

CHAPTER I

Lady In Distress

of a cauldron. Most drivers on that

Connecticut highway pulled off
the road to wait out the worst part of the
storm. But Lester Miles kept driving.
He would not permit a mere cloudburst
to hold him up. : ,

RAIN came down as if dumped out

a novelet by

BRUNO FISCHER

One other car was moving—a conver-
tible which showed a barely distinguish-
able New Jersey license plate.

Momentarily the convertible vanished
in a spray of water. Lester braked his
coupe, stopped at the edge of what was
virtually a lake formed by the rain.
Water completely covered the road and
spread out over the grass on either side.
The convertible was in the midst of the
flood, and the impotent whirr of the
starter told Lester the car was stuck.

A hitchhiker's weekend bag plunges Lesfer Miles into
darkest mystery and makes him the target of killers!
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He heeded the warning, remained
where he was.

The midsummer storm tapered off, the
sun burst bright and hot. Traffic tried
to move, but the convertible was block-
ing half the road. Horns on the right
lane honked impatiently.

The starter continued to whirr with a
kind of frenzy. The motor probably
wouldn’t catch for hours because the
wires were wet.

The right door opened. A young man’s
face under a pulled-down slouch hat
looked out.

“Mind pushing me off the road?” he
asked Lester
. Lester nudged the car over the shoul-
der of the road. Traffic began to crawl
past him. He backed up, swung around
the convertible.

“Can you give me a lift?” the young
man called.

“Sure,” Lester said. .

The young man opened the car door
and recklessly stepped into water almost
to his knees. He reached back into the
convertible, brought out a small week-
end bag, waded to the coupé and climbed
11,

“Thanks,” he said. “I’d appreciate it
youw’ll drive me as far as a service station
where I can get a mechanic.”

His voice was curiously low and deep.
His face didn’t go with that voice. He
was young, handsome. No, not exactly
handsome, Lester decided, because he
was much too pretty for a man. The
mouth was small, the black eyes surpris-
ingly large, the black lashes unusually
long. -

“We were both dopes to drive in that
cloudburst,” Lester Miles said. “If I
hadn’t seen what happened to your car,
I’d have gone through that puddle my-
self.”

IS passenger placed his small bag
carefully between his feet.

“I noticed your New York license
plate,” he said. “Are you going far?”

“Southern New Hampshire. Spending
a week-end at my sister’s place near
Keene, fifty or sixty miles south-west of
Concord.”

The boy was soaked.

“I'm dripping water all over your car,”
he apologized, and as he turned his face
to the right window Lester saw that his
black hair curled thickly at the nape of
his neck.

““Please!

“Llsten, he said. “I’d apprecxate 1t if
you’d give me a lift as far as you go.”

“All the way to Keene? What about
your car?”

“I’ll phone the state police on the way.
It’s now past six. I'd like to reach my—
my brother’s house—in Concord before
midnight. Please!”

His voice changed on that “please.” It
was suddenly thinner, higher, and some-
how made Lester uneasy. That slouch
hat was pulled down low. Although it
was a stifling day, he wore a tweed suit,
the jacket buttoned, the necktie knotted
tightly.

There was something dec1dedly wrong
about him.

. “Are you in any kind of trouble?” Les—
ter asked sharply.

The boy laughed. Or tried to laugh
Then he sat back, his hands folded.

“I suppose you could call it trouble,”
he said. “My name is Ed Brown. It
seems crazy to leave a good car behind,
but my brother is sick and alone and I
must get to him in a hurry.”

Lester kept shifting his eyes from the
road to the boy’s hands. They were
small, delicate, the fingernails as care-
fully manicured as a woman’s.

“That’s not such a hot disguise,” Les-
ter said drily. “I should have spotted you
as a girl at once.’ ,

The face was quickly averted. “I don’t
know what you’re talking about.”

“Your small hands and feet,” Lester
said. “Your smooth skin. The way you
try to make your voice deep. You're
running away from something?”

The girl sighed wearily. When she
spoke, her voice was feminine. “It’s a
good enough disguise if I’'m seen in a
car from a distance.”

“Are you running from the police?”
Lester asked.

“Oh, no!” She twisted to face him.
You’ve got to help me!”

She was all woman now, appealing to
a man. He didn’t care for it. All he
wanted was his week-end away from
sweltering New York and his job as ac-
countant for an insurance firm. Here
was somebody trying to complicate
things, the way women always did.

“Suppose you tell me about it,” he
said.

*“I can’t”

“I see,” he said crisply. “You’re afraid
I’ll turn you over to the police.”

“I just can’t explain now.” She placed
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a soft hand on his hand. “I won’t mind
if you do call the police, if you’ll drive
me to my brother’s home first.”

“All the way to Concord?”

“It’s sixteen miles east of Concord.
It will take you less than two hours out
of your way. My brother will pay you
well.”

“No!” he said angrily. “I’m not in
the business of helping girls escape.”

“I’'m sorry I mentioned money. Help
me because I’m in trouble.

Lester’s teeth were caught in his low-
er lip. He was sweating, but not because
of the heat. Still, if he was to believe
all the stories he’d read what red-
blooded man would refuse to help a fair
lady in distress? But he wasn’t a hero.

- He just wanted to be let alone.

He felt her shift closer to him, felt
her hand touch his arm.

“You’re strong,” she said. “And your
face is pleasantly rugged.”

“When a woman ‘wants something
from a man, she flatters him,” he said
disgustedly.

They were driving through open
country, with tobacco fields, on either
side. However he felt about her, she
was on his hands. The only way he
could get her off his hands was by kick-
ing her out of the car.

He didn’t. “You’re name isn’t Ed
Brown, of course,” he said, “but I bet
your initials are E.B.”

“Ellen,” she muttered.

“What does the B stand for?” he
said. ’

Her face was turned to the window.
“Just call me Ellen.”

T TEN minutes to seven, they

passed into Massachusetts. Ellen
sat huddled in the corner of the seat,
looking small and pathetic in those
men’s clothes. He felt an urge to say
something to her, but he only drove on
at a moderate rate of speed.

“Can’t you go faster?” she asked
once.

“Sure I can, but I’'m in no hurry. I'm
not running away from anything.”

She didn’t argue.

After another twenty miles he pulled
into a service station. Ellen abruptly
sat upright. =

“Why are you stopping?” she de-
manded.

“I need gas.”

He got cut of the coupé, and handed‘

~ hooked in his gun-belt.

the attendant the gas tank key.

“Fill ’er up!” he said, then walked a
bit, stretching his long legs. When he
returned to the car, Ellen was no longer
there.

“She’s run out on me,” he thought, and
was surprised to find that he was not
relieved.

He moved closer against the car, and
saw her. She was cowering so low that
her man’s hat was not visible. '

And then he saw the State Police car.
It had pulled into the service station
within the last minute or two. A trooper
was standing near the hood, his thumbs
He was speak-
ing to a man with unruly red hair.

Here, Lester told himself, was his
chance to do his duty as a law-abiding
citizen. He had only to tell the state
cop about the girl in his car.

The trooper looked directly at him.
Lester pulled air into his lungs. The
trooper returned his attention to the
red-headed man.

“Very pretty,” the red-headed man
was saying. “About twenty-three. Black
eyes and hair. She abandoned her car
near Treeport.”

“That’s in Connecticut,” the trooper
said. “What makes you think she’s
headed this way?”

“I know where she’s bound,” the red-
headed man replied. He was squat, as
broad in the shoulders as Lester, but a
full head shorter. “In fact, I know—"

He broke off, his gaze on Lester who
obviously was listening. “This any of
your business, mister?” he asked drily.

Lester flushed. He dropped his ciga-
rette, stepped on it, moved toward the
rear of his coupé. He tried to act casual,
but his heart was thumping.

CHAPTER II
Red-Headed Man

”

HE attendant was lock-
ing the gas tank. Les-
ter paid him, and got
behind the wheel. The
red-headed man was
moving toward a blue
coupé with a New Jer-
sey license plate.

Lester swung out on
the highway. Ellen
might have been a bun-

: ' dle of old clothes piled
on the floorboard.



THE HANDS OF MR. PRESCOTT 17

After a minute he said: “Which one
are you afraid of most—the state cop or
the red-headed man?”

Ellen got up off the floor.

“That red-haired man is my husband,”
she said. “I'm running away from him
and he wants to bring me back.”

“What part of New Jersey do you
come from?”

“The southern tip. A small town you
never heard of.”

“That’s not a good lie,” he said more
in disgust than anger. “His car comes
from Coast City, just across the river
from New York. And there’s no law
against a wife leaving her husband. You
wouldn’t disguise yourself as a man.
You wouldn’t be as scared as you are.”

“All right, he isn’t my husband,” she
said after a silent moment. “I'm not
married, and I'm not running away from
anybody,” she said.

“You’re giving a good imitation of
it

She put a hand on his arm. “You didn’t
give me away when you could have. I’ll
never stop being grateful to you.”

Lester scowled at the road. By keep-
ing his mouth shut at the service sta-
tion, he had let himself into something
up to his neck. He wished he knew
what it was.

Suddenly Ellen crouched in the seat.
Lester glanced into his mirror, and he
saw the blue coupé coming up rapidly
behind him.

His hands tightened on the wheel. A
horn honked. The blue coupe, with the
red-haired man behind the wheel, drew
even with him,

Then it was past.

Lester felt his lungs expand. Ellen
straightened up as the blue coupé
rounded a curve out of sight.

“Suppose he knew you were in the car
with me?” Lester said slowly. “What
would he do?”

“I’m not sure.”

“He looks tough.”

“He is.” Her tone was confidently fem-
inine now. “But you’re not afraid.”

“Oh, no,” he said bitterly. “I’m a ter-
rific hero. Only I'd feel better if I knew
what I'm not afraid of.”

“Nothing, really,” she lied blandly.
“You are going to drive me to North
Paris?”

“I thought you were headed for Con-
cord.”

“I said a small town west of Concord

That’s North Paris.”

He supposed he should be afraid of
the red-headed man, and he was afraid
of what he didn’t know. But here he
was, burdened with this girl, and oddly
enough, he was minding it less and less.

“All right, I'm a sucker,” he said. “In
a short while we’ll come to the turn-off
which will lead us into Concord.”

“They’ll keep all the roads to Concord
covered,” she said.

“They?” he said. “How many are there
besides the red-headed man?”

Ellen stared out of the window. “I
don’t know,” she muttered. “I suppose
they’re farther north than we are now,
and watching all roads, but I think we
can slip through because they don’t
know your car and my disguise is good
enough. They’ll suspect us less if you
go the long way, through Keene.”

He shrugged. “Okay. It’s your party.”

They were three-quarters of the way
across Massachusetts when dusk spread
before the windshield. Lester snapped
on the parking lights, then saw with sur-
prise that it was twenty minutes after
eight.

“No wonder I'm hungry,”
“You must be, too.”

She stirred. “Please!
till we get there.”

He was annoyed with her, annoyed
with the entire situation.

“I'm starved,” he told her crisply, “and
it’s still a long drive. You can stay in
the car if you want to.”

Again she didn’t argue.

he said.

Let’s not stop

FEW miles farther a neon sign

blinked. “RESTAURANT,” it an-
nounced. He pulled in, yanked the keys
out of the ignition lock, and got out.

“I’ll bring a sandw1ch for you,” he
said.

“Wait!” She reached behind the seat,
pulled up her weekend bag, opened the
door on her side. “I suppose I can risk
it. I haven’t eaten since breakfast, and
I feel faint.”

He watched her walk around the car.
She was tall for a woman, and slim in
the hips. He wondered how she would
look in a dress and without that ridicu-
lous hat.

He frowned at the bag she carried.

“Do you mind locking this in the car
trunk?” she said.

“I’'m going to lock the doors while
we’re in the restaurant.”
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“The trunk is safer.”

“What’s in the bag that’s so valuable?”

“Please!” she said.

He shrugged. This was the smallest
favor she had so far asked him. He took
the bag, unlocked the trunk and placed
the bag on top of his pigskin two-suiter.
As he was lowering the trunk, he felt
the pressure of her against him. He
dropped the key in his pocket and
turned to her. All at once she was sag-
ging in his arms.

Even in those man’s clothes, even with
the brim of that hat against his chin, she
felt very much a woman. She clung to
him with a kind of despair then abruptly
pulled away. ’

“I—I’m sorry,” she said. “Suddenly I
was so tired. It’s been a—a hard day.”

His heart went out to her. He wanted
to hold her again, comfort her, but they
‘were out in the open.

They entered the restaurant.

A buxom blonde took their orders for
roast beef dinners. Ellen was trying to
be a man again, speaking huskily, and
she had to wear her hat.

While they waited for the food, El-

len’s hands were never still. They fum-
bled with a spoon, plucked at a jacket
button. Seeing him gaze at her, she
smiled wryly, but she didn’t really look
at him. Her eyes were haunted, staring
at ghosts.
" He thought of how she had clung to
him outside, almost as if he were the
only one in the world on her side. Was
he on her side? He supposed so. He
had made his choice back at that service
station when he had said nothing to the
state trooper. S

Clam chowder was set before them.
Ellen spooned it up eagerly. He was
hungry himself. After the chowder both
silently dug into the roast beef.

A stifled cry brought his head up
sharply.

Ellen had half-risen, was staring past
him.

" Lester twisted his head. Two men had
just entered. One was short and slim.
He wore a garish yellow polo shirt and
blue slacks and was smoking a cigar. The

other man was enormous. His shapeless

pin-stripe suit looked like a sack. He
~ was fanning his florid, overheated face
with a straw hat.

The little man glanced toward the
table. His eyes met Lester’s impassive-
ly, then shifted to his over-sized com-

panion who was already seated at the
counter. He swung himself up on an
adjoining stool.

Ellen was concentrating on her food.

“Who are they?” Lester whispered.

She spoke as if to herself. “How did
they find me here? Oh, they’re so clever
and desperate, have so many resources!
They knew I was here.”

They were looking at her now. They
had ordered only drinks, and they sat at

‘the counter with their faces turned to-

ward Lester and Ellen.

“What do you think they’ll do?” he
asked her.

Her head remained lowered, as if still
hoping that if she did not lift her face
they would not know who she was.

“Anything,” she replied hoarsely.
“But they won’t hurt you.”

Through the mirror, Lester saw the
little man rise from the counter stool.
His drink was only half-finished.

LESTER’S fingers dug into his palms.
Something was going to happen. El-
len’s assurance that he was out of it
didn’t mean anything. He was in it; she
had put him in it. :

But there were plenty of people in the
restaurant to prevent anything from hap-
pening here. While he and Ellen stayed
here, she would be safe. '

Maybe.

The little man was no longer visible in
the mirror. Lester twisted in his chair
to see the door swinging shut. He had
gone outside.

The big man put down his empty glass
and rose ponderously from the stool. He
grinned at Lester, and sauntered toward
him.

Lester turned back to Ellen. She
wasn’t at the table. His eyes darted
about the room, searching for her.

“You won’t find her,” a soft voice said.
“She scooted out through that side
door.” -

Lester looked up at the big man stand-
ing beside the table. His mouth was dry.
He couldn’t think of anything to say.

The big man didn’t seem to be dis-
turbed by her flight. He lowered him-
self in Ellen’s chair, dug out a pack of
cigarettes, offered Lester one. Lester
just stared at him.

“You look nervous,” the big man
drawled. “You needn’t be if you're an
innocent bystander, as I suspect you
are.,” He held the flame of a lighter to
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his cigarette. “I doubt if you ever saw
Ellen Bronson before a few hours ago.”

“Is that her name?” Lester said, forc-
ing himself to sound casual.

“You refer to her, which means her
disguise didn’t fool you.” The big man
studied him. “May I know who you are?”

“That’s none of your business!” Lester
was surprised at the controlled anger in
his tone.

The big man grinned boyishly. “Take
it easy. I'd hke to discuss a small mat-
ter of business.”

He sounded sure of himself, and he
wasn’t worried about Ellen having fled.
That was because the little man was
outside, to intercept her.

Lester got to his feet.

“Sit down,” the big man drawled.

Lester knew that stepping out of this
restaurant meant stepping into danger.
He had little doubt that the big man had
a gun.

“A hundred dollars is yours and you
won’t be hurt,” the big man whispered.
“Otherwise—"

Lester stood with his knuckles pressed
down on the table and remembered how
Ellen had clung to him, how she needed
him. Then he was moving to the coun-
ter. He handed the man behind the
counter a five-dollar bill.

“For two dinners,” he said. “The rest
is a tip.” He turned to the main door.

The big man was coming after him,
waddling in his hurry. When Lester was
through the door, the big man was at his
heels.

“I’ll make it two hundred dollars,” the
big man said. “All you have to do is
unlock your car trunk.”

CHAPTER III
The Black Bag

OW twilight had deep-
ened into dark-gray-
ness. There was no-
body in front of the
building, but a fourth
car, a two-toned green
sedan, was parked be-
side Lester’s coupé. It
had a New Jersey li-
cense plate. Doubtless
that meant that the lit-
tle man and Ellen were

still around.
“It’s an easy way to earn two hundred

dollars,” the big man urged.

“And what will you do to Ellen Bron-
son?” asked Lester,

“Not a thing unless you compel us to
get tough.” The softness left the big
fellow’s voice. ‘“Then you’ll lose two
hundred dollars and get hurt in the bar-
gain. Badly hurt.”

“Blast you!” Lester blazed at him.
“What do you think I am?”

The big man sighed. “You asked for
it,” he said, and threw a punch at Lester’s
face.

Instinctively Lester sidestepped and
caught the blow on his left shoulder. It
spun him halfway around. If it had hit
the target he would be down and out.
The big man was pulling his powerhouse
left back for another try.

Lester stepped in under the second
punch and sank his fist up to the waist
in that fatty midriff. The big man grunt-
ed and doubled over. Suddenly Lester
was calm, calculating. He knew what to
do; he had done it often enough in the
YMCA gym. He straightened his op-
ponent up with a vicious uppercut,

The big man tottered. He looked sur-
prised. He brought his hands up to de-
fend his face, and Lester let him have
another in the midriff. The man’s guard
dropped, and Lester swung with all he
had into that beefy face.

The big man went down and lay still.

Incredulously Lester started down at
that unconscious mound of man. It was
the first time in his life that he had ever
struck a blow without boxing gloves, or
in anger. He felt a sense of power. He
hadn’t wanted to start anything. He had
wanted to be let alone. They had made
him fight.

All right, he was fighting.

He looked back at the restaurant. No-
body had heard the fight. He walked to
the far side of the restaurant, paused at
the corner,

Trees ran to within fifty feet of that
side of the building. Ellen was hardly
more than a shadow against the solid
background of the trees, but the little
man’s yellow sport shirt made him vis-
ible. They were talking, but their voices
were so low that no words reached
Lester. :

His shoes made no sound on the grass
as he walked toward them. The little
man’s back was turned to him and all
Ellen’s attention was concentrated on
the man.
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When Lester was within twenty feet
of them, he could hear what they were
saying.

“I hid it in Connecticut when I passed
through,” Ellen was saying.

The little man shook his head. “You
could have hidden it more easily in Coast
City. You didn’t dare because you knew
we would force you to tell us where. It
could have been simple—merely let Dig-
ger and his knife spend a little time on
you.”

Ellen’s voice was dull. “I knew you
were following me, so I hid it.”

“You did not. You were disguised and
not’ using your own car. If you had left
Coast City at once, we might not have
been able to catch up with you. But you
waited to borrow Mary Hatch’s car and
dress yourself in her husband’s clothes.”
He chuckled. “You know of our ‘re-
sources. We were only a few minutes
behind every move you made to Coast
City. We reached Mary Hatch just af-
ter you had driven off in her car. I am
afraid, my dear, that we frightened her.”

“You hurt her?” Ellen gasped.

“No. But she told us that you were in
her car and disguised a as' man. We
knew, of course, where you were headed
with the bag, and I had already sent men
ahead to watch every road in New
England. Late this afternoon one of my
men spotted your car west of Hartford.

In broad daylight and in the midst of

traffic, he dared do nothing but tail you.
There was a rainstorm and your car got
stuck and he saw you change into an-
other car. From there on we were in
constant telephone communication with
each other. As you drove across Mas-
sachusetts, the net drew tight. Carter
and I preferred to handle the matter our-
selves. That was why you were allowed
to come this far.”

“You don’t even trust your own men,”
she sneered.

“Ellen, my dear,” the little man re-
plied affably, “neither of us trust any-
body.”

HEN Lester saw the gun. A three-

quarters moon broke through a rift in
clouds, and moon'’ight glinted on the
nickel stock. Thc man held it against
his right hip.

“Why all this talking?” Ellen said.
“You’re holding me here while Carter
does something?”

“My dear,” the little man said, “I pre-
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fer non-violent methods. Carter is work-
ing on the man who gave you a lift.
Carter will offer him money to unlock
his car. If that does not work, Carter
will use the persuasive power of a gun.”

“And if it’s not in the car?”

“You will tell us where it is, Ellen.
You know I cannot afford to let any-
thing stop me.”

“And what do you think my brother
will do when he finds out?”

“Your brother knows nothing. If you
had been able to communicate with him,
you would have hidden in Coast City
and let him come to you. I know his
New Hampshire country place. There
is no electric, no telephone, no modern
conveniences. You could not communi-
cate with himi except by mail, so you
realized that the quickest way was to
drive out to him.”

“If you get the bag, will you let me
go?” Ellen asked.

“That remains to be seen.”

In other words, Lester thought, the
answer was no. Giving them the bag
would not save Ellen. And big Carter
would not remain out cold much longer,
if he hadn’t already recovered con-
sciousness. =

Lester started toward the two shapes
against the trees. :

“I wonder what’s taking Carter so
long?” the little man said, turned his .
head, and looked directly at Lester. For
an instant the man stood motionless, as
if uncertain who Lester was. Then he
swung all the way around, his right hand
thrusting out from his body.

His gun! Lester hurled himself for-
ward.

Ellen’s shape merged with that of the
little man. His right hand was no longer
out-thrust. He was writhing to break
Ellen’s grip on his arm.

Lester swung at the fellow’s jaw, con-
nected solidly. The little man went

down to his knees. Ellen released him

‘and he fell over on his side.

“Two!” Lester thought with a strange
exultation,

But his man wasn’t quite out. He was
squirming on the ground, struggling to
bring his gun to bear on Lester.

Lester stepped on the man’s right
wrist, pinning it to the ground. He
stooped to pluck the gun from him. The
grip held tenaciously on the trigger
guard. Lester ground his heel into the
wrist, the man moaned. and his fingers
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loosened. Lester straightened up with
the gun, a small-caliber automatic.

Ellen was running toward the restau-
rant.

“Ellen!” he shouted.

She disappeared around the corner of
the building. Lester started to follow
and almost fell on his face. A hand had
closed around his ankle, tugging feebly,
trying to pull him down. The little man
was groggy from the blow and his gun
had been taken away from him, but
there was still fight in him.

With a vicious yank, Lester freed his
ankle and ran.

“T’ll give you a thousand dollars!” the
little man called after him thickly.

Lester kept going. He was halfway
to the building when he heard a motor
spring into life.

“Ellen!” 2

Behind him the little man was saying
brokenly: :

“Five thousand! You crazy fool! Fiv
thousand dollars!”

Lester’s pace didn’t lessen. Headlights
glared at him when he reached the cor-
ner of the building. One of the four
cars was being backed out of the parking
space. The light in his eyes prevented
him from seeing which one it was.

The car straightened out, shot for-
ward, roaring in first speed. A huge hu-
man shape appeared around one of the
parked cars, lurching after the moving
car. :

The car shot by Lester, and by its dash-
light he saw Ellen Bronson behind the
wheel.

It was his own coupé.

ESTER stood rooted to the spot.
There had been a nightmarish qual-
ity about the last ten minutes, and this
was the most incredible part. How could

Ellen have driven away in his car when
it was locked and the keys were in his
pocket?

His hand dug into the pocket. It was
empty. The other jacket pocket con-
tained only cigarettes and matches. He
searched his trousers pockets. No keys.

Ellen had them. She had lifted them
from him when she had clung to him as
if weary, as if needing him to hold her.

Sucker! His mouth went tight with
bitterness. He had done everything she
had asked him. He had not given her
away, but instead he had risked his life
for her. This was her gratitude. From
the first she had planned to steal his
car, with her bag in it.

She hadn’t trusted him. He recalled
that the little man had said: “Neither of
us trusts anybody.”

He had lost more than his car. He
had lost somebody who had come to
mean a lot to him.

“What’s all the commotion out here!”

The counterman was standing in the
restaurant doorway.

Lester became acutely aware of the
gun in his own hand. He wasn’t sure
what to tell the counterman. :

Carter had returned from the road.

“This gentleman had a quarrel with
his wife and she ran out on him,” he
called to the counterman. “She drove
off in his car.”

It was as good a story as any. With
Ellen and the bag gone, the two men
would have nothing against him, unless
they bore a grudge because he had struck
them. But he had a gun now, with which
to protect himself.

“Glad I’'m single,” the counterman
said. He stepped back and closed the
door.

Carter strode over to Lester. He
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stared angrily at the gun.

“What’d you do to Neale?” he de-
manded.

That would be the little man. Carter
the big one, Neale the little one.

“The same thing I did to you,” Lester
said. “I hit him.”

Carter fingered his jaw. “Brother, I'd
like to get you into a fair fight.”

“Our fight was fair.”

“The devil it was!”

The nightmarish quality persisted. It
could only be in a nightmare that at a
time like this two grown men squabbled
like children over which one was better
with his fists. And what, Lester won-
dered, did he do now? Report to the

police that Ellen Bronson had stolen
his car?

Even now he wasn’t sure he wanted to
get the police after her.
sucker.

He was still a

CHAPTER IV
Strange Bailiwick

Y NOW the little man
named Neale had ap-
peared. A few minutes
ago he had hysterical-
ly offered Lester a five
thousand dollar bribe,
but now he did not ap-
pear to be disturbed by
anything that had hap-
pened. - In his yellow
shirt and blue slacks,
he looked like a tourist

taking a languid walk.

“Ellen got away in this guy’s car,”
Carter growled.

“I saw her.” Neale smiled bleakly.
“You disappoint me, Carter.”

“It wasn’t my fault. He knocked me
out.” Carter’s huge hand went gingerly
to his jaw. “He socked me when I—"

“Can it!” Neale snapped. “You didn’t
have to try using your fists when so
much was at stake.”

Carter jabbed a thick finger toward
Lester. “He’s not just an innocent by-
stander. He turned down two hun-
dred dollars. He’d given her his car
keys. And he’s carrying a gun.”

“It happens to be my gun,” Neale said
placidly. He extended a hand, palm up,
to Lester. “May I have it back?”

‘(No.’!

He didn’t know what he was going to

do. Probably simply walk away. But he
had an idea he needed a gun to do even
that.

Calmly Neale’s gaze went ovetr him.
“I don’t think I've ever seen you. Your
car license says you’re a New Yorker.
It looked as if you picked Ellen Bronson
up by accident. But, as Carter pointed
out, you don’t act like an innocent by-
stander.”

“I was,” Lester said tightly.
you changed that.”

“I.think you’d better drop that gun,”
Carter said softly.

The voice was close to Lester’s left
ear, and he felt the pressure of some-
thing hard against his left side.

Too late Lester realized the mistake
he’d made by ignoring Carter for even
a moment. Because Carter had a gun.
He hadn’t shown it because he had be-
lieved that his fists would be sufficient—
that he would knock Lester out and take
the car keys from him. During the fist
fight he hadn’t had a chance to draw a
gun.

Now it was sticking into Lester’s ribs.

“Drop it, mister,” Carter said again.

Lester let the automatic fall to the
ground. Neale picked it up.

“There’s another reason I know you’re
in this with Ellen,” Neale told him af-
fably. “I offered you five grand and
you turned it down. No man who hadn’t
a reason would turn down that much
money.”

Lester knew there was no use trying
to explain. Men like these wouldn’t un-
derstand anybody turning down money
to save a girl who had lied to him and
betrayed him. He wondered if they in-
tended to kill him here.

“Meanwhile Ellen’s making miles,”
Carter said impatiently.

“Not so many,” Neale told him. He
smiled wryly at Lester. “What do you
know, mister?” ;

“Nothing,” Lester said.

Carter was chewing nervously on his
thick lower lip. “Let’s get out of here,”
he growled. :

“With our friend, of course.” Neale
held his gun close to his belt so that it
wouldn’t be obvious to anybody looking
from the restaurant or to a passing mo-
torist. “Open the door of that sedan
and get in.”

Did they mean to take him where they
could kill him unobserved? Desperately
Lester’s eyes shifted, and he saw a man

“But
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step jauntily around the two-toned
green sedan.

He was the stocky, red-headed man
who had asked the state trooper about
Ellen miles back at the service station.
Negligently his right hand rested at the
knot of his necktie, and without know-
ing quite why, Lester was sure that
that gesture was menacing.

“Good-evening, gentlemen,” the red-
headed man said affably.

Carter made a strangled sound in his
throat. His lower lip started to quiver
like that of a child about to burst into
tears. He seemed to forget that he and
Neale held guns while both the red-
headed man’s hands were visible and
empty. ;

Neale only scowled darkly. “What are
you doing here, Captain?” he demanded.

“Could be the same thing you are.”
The red-headed man turned a friendly
smile to Lester Miles. “I've got my car
parked a little way down the road. I'll
be glad to give you a lift, Mr. Miles.”

ESTER blinked at him. He hadn’t

told any of them his name.

“Miles, eh?” Neale grunted.
of yours, Captain?”

“This is the first time I've ever spoken
to him.” The man called “Captain”
leaned against the front fender of the
sedan. His hand remained at his neck-
tie. “I phoned the New York Vehicles
Bureau and gave them the number of
his license plate. They told me his
name was Lester Miles and that he lived
on West One-hundred and Ninety-third
Street in New York. I like to know
with whom I’'m dealing.”

“What are you after?” Carter asked
hoarsely.

“To begin with, your guns,” the Cap-
tain replied blandly. “Miles, please col-
lect them.”

Lester stared at him in bewilderment.
Carter and Neale had their guns trained
on him, but the red-headed man was
acting as if he had complete control of
the situation. A

“Don’t let them worry you,” the Cap-
tain told Lester. “I doubt if they’d care
to risk any shooting here in the open.
Shots will attract people in the restau-
rant and they’ll see the number of
Neale’s car. Not even George Neale can
come into Massachusetts and murder
people in public.” .

“I can shoot in self-defense,” Neale

“Friend

said softly.

“You might if my back were turned.”
The Captain’s hand flattened against his
deep chest, the fingers extended toward
his left armpit.

“You know I have a gun in my shoul-
der-clip. You know I can burn down
both of you before you remember there
are triggers on your guns. You and
Carter are only going through the mo-
tions of being bold, bad men. I'm the
real thing.”

He said that without bravado. His as-
surance was somehow deadlier than
anything in Lester’s experience. He
shivered a little, even though the man
appeared to be on his side.

“I’ve never liked you, Carter,” the Cap-
tain said. “I’m not sure I'd mind shoot-
ing you. You'll give me a chance to
find out if you don’t drop your gun.”

Carter’s huge body sagged.

“Don’t shoot!” he moaned, and his
right hand opened and his gun fell to
the ground.

“Curse you, Carter!” Neale said. “He
had no chance against two guns. You
yellow rat!”

The Captain nodded in amiable agree-
ment. “Sure, he’s yellow. You’re not,
Neale. You’re smart, which will make
you do the same thing. Take his gun,
Miles.”

Lester hadn’t stirred since the red-
headed man had appeared. Now he
roused himself as if from a dream. He
stooped for the gun which Carter had
dropped, then moved to Neale’s side and
plucked the man’s gun from his unre-
sisting fingers.

“You were asked several times, Cap-
tain,” Neale said. “What are you do-
ing here?”

“Could it be I’'m looking for a little
week-end bag Ellen Bronson took away
with her from Coast City?”

“You know?” Carter said in a stricken
voice,

“It’s my job to know,” the Captain
said. “Miles, I'll take those two guns,
if you don’t mind.”

Lester stepped over to the Captain’s
side. A large, freckled hand accepted
both guns and thrust them into a jacket
pocket. It was only then that the Cap-
tain removed his right hand from his
necktie,

“Captain,” Neale said, “you’ve played
ball with me in the past. - I've-had an
eye on you for the commissioner’s job.”



24 POPULAR DETECTIVE

“Thanks,” the Captain said drily, “but
a few minutes ago I found out I’'m not
your kind of commissioner. I've done
a lot of dirty work in my day, but I
couldn’t stand by and see you murder
Miles.”

“I didn’t intend to harm him.”

The Captain smiled sourly and said
to Lester: “Let’s go.”

They moved to the green sedan. When
the Captain reached the left rear tire,
he pulled a clasp knife out of a pocket
and opened the blade. Silently Neale
and Carter watched him slash the tire,
and Lester felt even more acutely than
before the deadly menace of that squat,
red-headed man.

Air gushed out of the tire. The Cap-
tain straightened up and closed his
knife.

“To keep you gentlemen out of our
hair for at least a few minutes,” he told
them.

“You’ll regret this, Captain,” Neale
said in cold fury.

“One of us will, that’s sure,” the Cap-
tain replied indifferently.

He moved to the road. Lester fol-
lowed. They walked south.

“This is terrible!” Lester heard Car-
ter wail. “How did Radin find out?”

“You yellow rat!” Neale said to the
big man.

EYOND the lights of the restaurant,

the Captain took a flashlight from
his hip pocket. The blue coupé with
the New Jersey plate was parked a cou-
ple of hundred- feet below the restau-
rant, facing north. Lester got in beside
the Captain.

Before starting, the Captam removed
the two extra guns from his pocket,
shoved them into the glove compart-
ment, locked it.

“Guns in any pocket but mine make
me nervous,” he commented.

That was sheer mockery. Lester
didn’t believe that the man had a nerve
in his body.

“Are you going after Ellen Bronson?”
Lester asked, when the car was moving.

“Of course.” The Captain seemed
surprised at the question. “I've been
going after her for hours.”

They passed Neale and Carter brood-
ing over the flat tire.

“They’ve an organization,” Lester
said. “They’ve all the roads guarded. I
heard Neale say she won’t get far.”

“Uh-huh. Let’s hope
wasted too much time.”

‘lWe?)’

The Captain gave him a sidelong
glance. “If you want to walk out,
Miles, I'll stop the car. I'll see to it
that your stolen car is returned to you.”

Lester drew in his breath “I’ll see
it through.”

“That’s all right. Only I wonder if
you know what there is to see through.”

“I admit I’'m scared,” Lester said. “For
a while I thought that there were just
some gangsters involved. That would
have been bad enough. But this thing
is big because the men in it are big.
You’re a police captain, aren’t you?”

“Uh-huh. John Radin, head of Coast
City Homicide.”

“And Neale offered to make you Po-
lice Commissioner if you played ball
with him. You called him George Neale.
Everybody’s heard of George Neale, the
political boss of Coast City. Who's
Carter?”

“Vincent Carter, an assistant district
attorney.”

Lester sat peering at the dark, wind-
ing road for sight of his car.

“Big shots,” he said bitterly. “Law
enforcement officials. I'd feel safer with
cutthroats.”

“We’re in Massachusetts now. What-
ever weight we throw around in Coast
City, we’re on our own here.”

“There’s been a lot these days about
George Neale in the New York news-
papers,” Lester said. “For the first time
in twenty years he’s having a fight on
his hands for control of Coast City.
There’s a man named Preston or some-
thing fighting him.”

“Harold Prescott,” Captain Radin
told him. “Head of the Citizens League.
He’s going to run for mayor against
Neale’s man this November, and there’s
a better than even chance he 11 get elect-
ed. He’s one of those do- gooders.”

The sneer in Radin’s voice annoyed
Lester. “You wouldn’t care for do-
gooders. You couldn’t have become a
police captain without Neale’s backing.
Probably you’ll be fired when Prescott
gets in.”

“Uh-huh. And now that I got on the
wrong side of Neale, I’ll lose my job no
matter who wins.’

“I’'m grateful,” Lester said qulckly
“You sacrificed your career for me.

“That’s what I get for being soft,”

we haven’t
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Radin replied mockingly. “But don’t
worry about this baby. I’ve a habit of
looking out for myself.”

CHAPTER V
Vanishing Lady

APTAIN RADIN was
driving at sixty-five,
hardly slowing down
at curves. Whenever
they aproached a car,
Lester was alert to see
whether it was his, but
he caught no sight of
it.

“What’s in Ellen’s
week-end bag must be
valuable to make ev-
erybody concerned so desperate,” he said
to Radin.

“Could be to the right person,” the
Homicide man told him. “I don’t sup-
pose Ellen gave you a hint of what was
in it?”

“No.”

“I guess she couldn’t. You’d yell for
the nearest cop.” Radin frowned at the
road. “Early this morning I was on
a homicide case on the waterfront. The
body was badly mangled. While I was
looking into this I heard that George
Neale was turning the town upside down
looking for Ellen Bronson. Neale has
a crowd of mugs, but for this job he
needed police experience.

“That’s how I got onto it. I wasn’t
far behind a couple of men Neale sent
to visit a Mary Hatch. She was hysteri-
cal. They had just made her tell them
that Ellen had borrowed her car and
her husband’s clothes. I figured Ellen
would head for her brother’s place in
New Hampshire.

“In Connecticut I found her aban-
doned car. The rest was a break. Short-
ly after I pulled out of a service sta-
tion, I passed a car—your car. I saw
a man in it, but when I was past, through
my mirror I saw another man straighten
up. I pulled over to a side road and
watched your car pass, and the second
man looked a lot like Ellen Bronson. So
I tailed the car.”

“But you didn’t stop us,” Lester said
drily. “You were waiting for an op-
portunity to steal the bag.”

Captain Radin’s hard mouth tight-
ened in the ghost of a smile. “As a

Coast City cop I had no jurisdiction
to stop her in this state. When you
parked at that restaurant I parked back
off the road.”

“And found that the bag was locked
in the car’s trunk.”

“Uh-huh. Let’s say it was my duty
to take it back to Coast City. Now
forcing a car trunk lock isn’t easy when
you can be seen from the restaurant or
the road. I figured on waiting for El-
len and waving a gun at her. I knew I
had time. I walked to a service station
a quarter cf a mile back and phoned the
New York License Bureau to find out
who owned that New York car—your
car. When I got back, I saw Neale’s
car outside the restaurant.

“I - kept under cover. I saw you
knock out Carter. That’s a nice sock
you have, Miles. I skirted the woods to
see what was with Neale and Ellen. I
was standing behind a tree when you
smacked Neale and took his gun. I
couldn’t stop Ellen from getting away,
because I didn’t know she had your car
keys until it was too late. How’d you
happen to give them to her?”

“She stole them,” Miles said sourly.

Radin nodded. “Smart girl, Ellen. She
drove away. I was working back to my

‘car to chase after Ellen when I saw that -

Neale and Carter had the drop on you,
going to force you into their car. That
was a bit too much to stand by and
watch.”

“Did you think they were going to kill
me?”

Neale figured you knew too much. He’s
skating on thin ice. What would he have
to lose by getting rid of you?”

“And what did you have to gain by
saving me?”

Captain Radin grinned. “Not a thing.
I'm getting soft. Any year now I'll be-
come a do-gooder like Harold Prescott.”

There were no towns, no houses, no
farms. Moonlight vaguely showed hills
in the north, and in the south were fields
and woods. Lester, remembering the
map, thought that they were not far
from the Connecticut River.

Radin frowned at the road.

- “Do you think she turned off some-
where? Lester asked.

“I doubt it. She’d figure that side
roads would delay her, and she’s in a
hurry.”

“The roads ahead are being watched.”

“We know that. Does Ellen? I'll lay
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odds she took the most direct road to
North Paris.”

“What will make her safer when she’s
with her brother?” asked Lester.

THE dashlight showed a wry smile on
Radin’s lips.

“Her brother is quite a guy,” he said.
“Safer to keep him out of it. But if
there’s no choice—" Abruptly his square
jaw ridged. “L.ook, Miles. If anything
goes wrong, it may be a good idea for an
outsider to know a little. What’s in that
bag belongs to Harold Prescott.”

“What is it?” Lester asked.

“Probably I've told you too much al-
ready. That’s all you’ll have to know—if
things go wrong.’

Radin suddenly came down hard on
;clhe brakes. The car came to a shuddering

alt,

“Did you see them?” Radin said.

‘(Who?”

“Two cars off the road. On the left
side.” -

Radin was backing up. A car ap-
proached, he waited for it to pass, then
resumed easing his coupé backward un-
til his headlights shone fully on two cars
parked past the shoulder of the road.

“My car!” Lester yelled.

“We'’re too late,” Radin said.

He parked next to Lester’s coupé. The
car on the other side of it was a two-door
sedan—from New Jersey.

Lester leaped out, pulled open the
door of his car, but found nothing.

“Here’s something,” Radin called.

He was at the rear of Lester’s coupé,
his flashlight focused on the trunk.

“Keys in the lock,” Radin pointed out.
“Your keys, I suppose.”

The three keys, including the trunk
key, were still attached to the leather
key-case. Lester nodded and raised the
trunk lid.

His pigskin bag was in there, but
Ellen’s week-end bag was not. He locked
the trunk, pulled out the key.

Captain Radin looked up and down the
dark road.

“One of Neale’s boys was waiting for
a coupé with your license plate to pass,”
he said. “Ellen rounded the curve to
find his car sprawled across the road,
blocking her way.”

“And she grabbed the bag out of the
trunk and ran into the woods with it,”
Lester offered.

“No,” Radin said. “The guy wouldn’t

stop to park his car and then hers neatly
off the side of the road before chasing
after her. When Ellen had to stop he
was standing on the road with a gun.
She hadn’t a chance. He forced her to
park both cars off the road, out of sight
of other cars coming along. He didn’t
want witnesses.”

“Why didn’t he take the bag and drive
off ?” Lester argued. *“He didn’t want
anything but the bag.”

“Didn’t he?” Radin said quietly.

He looked at the woods. His hand
slipped under his coat and came out with
a short-barreled automatic. In the warm
night Lester shivered. '

“Good glory!” Lester said. “Do you
think he took her into the woods to kill
her?”

Radin didn’t reply.
ter’s coupé, stopped.

“You’ve got your car back, Miles,” he
said. “There’s nothing else in this for
you.”

Lester was in this through no wish of
his own. Here was his chance to get
out. That would be the sane thing to
do.

“I’'m seeing it through,” he said.

Radin shrugged and went into the
woods. Lester followed the glow of the
flashlight,

After twenty feet or so, Radin paused,
bent down. His light covered a man’s
slouch hat.

“Ellen’s?” Radin asked.

“It looks like it.”

Walking on, Radin kept the flashlight
beam pointed downward and partially
shielded by his fingers so that'it would
not be visible from any distance. Lester
followed at his heels.

The trees were tall and there was little
undergrowth. The moonlight did not
penetrate here.

Radin stopped again, snapped off his
light.

“What—" Lester said, and broke off
when Radin gripped his arm.

He went past Les-

HEAD and to the left Lester saw a

light. His thumping heart was the
only sound, until presently there was an-
other—that of a man chuckling softly.
And the chuckling voice said:

“I got all night, sweetheart.”

Ellen was alive. Lester felt emotion
choke him. The most important thing
in the world, he suddenly realized, was
that she was not dead.
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Then he saw her. She was in a little
clearing, standing in the bright spray of
a flashlight—slim and straight in her
men’s clothes. But now that she had lost
her hat, short black curls tumbled about
ears and brow.

A man was a few feet away, sitting on
a flat rock. In one hand he held a flash-
light, in the other a revolver which
looked enormous. Behind the flashlight,
he was in shadow, but enough of him was
visible to show a tall, thin body and a
long, pinched face.

“You saw that the bag isn’t in the car,”
Ellen was saying.

“I don’t want to know where it isn’t,
sweetheart. I want to know where it is.”

She tossed her curls.

“All right, I’ll tell you.
Carter took it.”

“Where?”

“In a restaurant ten or fifteen miles
back”

“And they let you go?”

“Yes.!)

The man chuckled again. Lester
thought that it was the nastiest sound he
had ever heard.

“They didn’t let you go, sweetheart.
Bag or no bag, you know too much. So
you still got it. You hid it on the way.”

Ellen was silent.

“So you’re going to tell me where it
is, sweetheart,” the man said. He was
enjoying the situation.

He was not like any of the others.
Neale was a big-shot politician, Carter
an assistant district attorney, Radin a
detective-captain. There was despera-
tion in their actions.

But this gaunt man, Lester felt, was
evil for its own sake.

“I like talking to pretty girls,” he was
saying, “but I've had enough for a while.
All T want to hear from you is where
you hid the bag. If you ain’t made up
your mind in another minute, maybe a
slug in the leg will help you.”

“George Neale has it,” Ellen said
woodenly.

In the black darkness Lester whis-
pered to Radin:

“Do something !”

“Wait!” Radin whispered back.

Radin would want to wait—until the
man forced Ellen to reveal where she
had hidden the bag. Because Radin was
as determined as any of the others to
get his hands on it.

Now Lester knew why Radin had

Neale and

brought him along—not because he
needed help, and certainly not because
of friendliness. Radin wanted to keep
him within reach because he was not
convinced that he knew nothing about
the bag.

“And if a forty-five slug in the leg
don’t open you up,” the man went on, “I
got a little knife that will. Like I said,
I’ve got all night.”

Ellen sagged.

She stood as if huddled against cold,
and said nothlng

“The minute’s passmg quick,” the man
said, and pointed his gun down at her
legs.

Frantically Lester groped for Radin.

“Do something!”

Radin shrugged him off.

Radin would stand by and see her shot,
watch her being tortured, until she re-
vealed where she had hidden that bag!
Then Radin would take cdre of the gun-
man and go after the bag himself. He
was letting somebody else do the dirty
work for him!

“Time’s nearly up, sweetheart.
talking?”

You

LLEN’S head lifted, her firm chin

jutted.

She thrust both hands under the waist-
line of her trousers, the thumbs hooked
in the belt, and smiled.

“Brave, eh?” the man said, grudging
admiration in his tone. “But let’s see
how brave you’ll be when a slug smashes
your kneecap.”

“Do something!”
soundlessly to himself.
stand and watch!”

He had been depending on Radin, who
had a gun and who was a policeman.
Though he knew now that all Radin
cared about was the bag. There was
only himself to save Ellen, and he was
unarmed. Radin had made sure not to
let him hang onto either Neale’s or Car-
ter’s gun.

“In heaven’s name, Radin!” he whis-
pered urgently.

But Radin had stepped away in the
darkness, and there was no time for Les-
ter to find him. There was not even time
to cover the distance between himself
and the gunman in the futile hope that
he would not himself be shot down be-
fore he reached the man.

“Here it comes, sweetheart!
right knee.”

Lester shouted
“You can’t just

In the
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‘CHAPTER VI

A Shy Corpse

ESTER opened his
mouth to shout. That
might at least force
Radin to take action.

The shout stopped in
Lester’s throat as El-
len spoke.

“You win,” she said
tonelessly.

The gun dipped. The
man laughed. “That’s
a smart girl. Where is

ite

“You're right—I hid it.”

Ellen’s shoulders slumped. She pulled
her hands out of the waistband of her
trousers—and there came the sharp crack
of a small gun. It was not as loud as
the tall man’s scream.

“Radin!” Lester thought. “He’s turned
soft again!”

Then he saw the small automatic in
Ellen’s hand. The beam of the flashlight
covering her wobbled. The man on the
rock was swaying, struggling to keep
upright, screaming and fighting for
strength to bring his heavy gun to bear
on her.

Ellen put a second bullet into him.

His scream was cut in two. His flash-
light dropped from suddenly lax fingers,
and darkness closed over him and Ellen.

For a moment all that Lester could see
was the dull splash of light made by the
flashlight which had fallen to the foot
of the rock. Then that, too, was hidden
as the man tumbled to the ground and
covered the beam with his body.

“Ellen!” Lester heard somebody yell,
then realized it was his own voice torn
involuntarily from his throat.

Blindly he stumbled toward where he
had last seen her. A cone of light cut
through the darkness. That would be
Radin’s flashlight. @ Momentarily it
paused at the still form at the base of
the rock, then moved on and impaled
Ellen Bronson. She was running toward
the trees on the farther side of the
clearing.

“Stop!” Radin barked.

She glanced over a shoulder, plunged
on.

Radin’s gun roared. Ellen didn’t fal-
ter

She vanished among the trees.

DETECTIVE

Lester was running toward Radin’s
light, yelling at him, cursing him. Radin
ignored Lester, racing after Ellen. The
trees swallowed him. A moment longer
Lester saw his light, then came darkness
and silence.

Lester, listening for another shot, an
outcry, anything, was panting as if he
were running. If only he had a light
and a gun!

But there was a light and a gun. He
groped forward. What moonlight fil-
tered through the trees vaguely outlined
the rock and the man lying beside it. He
shoved a hand under the man’s chest,
found the flashlight, pulled it out. By
its light he found the heavy revolver.
The man had dropped it when he had
been shot the second time.

Lester raced into the woods. He had
no'idea what he would do if he found
Radin. Try to keep him from harming
Ellen? Even though he knew Radin was
too much for him—too tough and ex-
_perienced? :

He blundered on. Every now and
then he paused to listen. He heard
nothing but the chatter of insects.

Presently he saw a dim spot of light
in the distance. He went toward it, and
suddenly he was back in the clearing.
He had made a complete, circle.

It was Captain Radin’s light. He was
bending over the man who had been shot.
Ellen was not there.

Radin rose. His gun was not in his
hand; doubtless he had returned it to
his shoulder holster. He did not appear
troubled because Lester was pointing a
gun at him. But he had faced Neale and
Carter when they’d had guns, and that
hadn’t troubled him either.

“She got away,” Radin said. “There’s
not a chance in the world to find her in
the woods at night.”

“You chased her to kill her!” Lester
said tightly.

“Come now, Miles, do I look like a
man who shoots down women?”

“You fired at her.” :

“You underestimate me, Miles. I don’t
miss what I want to hit. I shot over her
head to persuade her to stop running.
It didn’t work.” Radin smiled. “What
a girl! She burned down Digger with-
out batting an eye.” He cocked his head,
listening. “Ellen might try to skirt
around to the cars. Maybe Digger left
the key in his.”

He started back toward the road.
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ESTER looked down at the revolver

in his hand. Radin was not afraid to

turn his back to it. He was not afraid of
anything. j

Lester tagged after him.

The three cars stood where they had
left them. :

Radin pulled out a pack of cigarettes
and extended it to Lester.

“Put up that gun, Miles,” Radin said.
“If I wanted to get it away from you, I
could.”

“This one I'm keeping,” Lester told
him.

Radin shrugged indifferently. Lester
dropped the heavy revolver into his
pocket, knowing that he couldn’t fight
Radin with guns—if he had to fight him.

He accepted a cigarette and said, “So
you know the man Ellen shot.”

“I know most of the Coast City mugs.
Digger Denkin was one of George
Neale’s strong-arm boys. A tough cus-
tomer, but he died because he was a
gentleman.”

“What was he—a mug or a gentle-
man.” : :

Radin grinned. ‘“Both, in this case.
He must have frisked Ellen. He was
too careful an operator not to. But be-
cause she was a woman, he only patted
her pockets. He didn’t try to find out if
she carried a gun under her belt.” Radin
was amused. “Maybe not exactly a gen-
tleman. Let’s say Digger was merely
shy. So now he’s a corpse.”

“She killed him in self-defense,” Les-
ter said., “She shot him the moment
before he was going to shoot her.”

“Oh, sure. And no doubt she gave
George Neale the same sort of chance.
But she would’ve killed Neale too if
you hadn’t saved his life.”

Lester stared at him in bewilderment.

“Isn’t it clear?” Radin said, with that
amused smiled. “Neale had Ellen cov-
ered. He didn’t suspect any more than
Digger did that Ellen carried a little gun
in her waistband. When you socked
Neale, you thought you were saving her,
but it was the other way around. Girls
like Ellen Bronson have a big advantage.

They look so soft and pretty and help- -

less, but how they make suckers out
of men!”
“Like she did me,” Lester thought.
She had got him into this mess, then
had stolen his car. Would she have used
her little gun on him if she had consid-
ered it necessary?

“She killed Digger in self-defense,”
he repeated, as if needing to convince
himself.

“So what? Chances are Digger’s
body won’t be found for days, and then
it’ll be only another unsolved mystery
for the local police.”

“You mean,” Lester said slowly, “that
you’re not going to tell the police about
this?”

Radin shrugged. - “What for? As you
said, it was self-defense. All we’ll ac-
complish would be to get ourselves tan-
gled in red tape.” :

“You’re a police captain,” Lester re-
minded Radin. “How would you act if
somebody kept a killing from you in
Coast City?”

“I wouldn’t like it. But here I'm far
from my jurisdiction.” Radin flicked
ashes from his cigarette. “Are you
anxious to hand Ellen over to the cops?”

“It’s our duty to tell what happened
here.”

“Duty!” Radin laughed as if that were
a particularly good joke. “If you lived
in Coast City, you’d be one of Harold
Prescott’s do-gooders.” Abruptly his
laughter ceased. His tone became crisp.
“I'm telling you, Miles—Ilet it lay.”

“You'’re afraid that if there’s an inves-
tigation of this shooting, all the rest will
come out,” Lester said angrily. “Es-
pecially about what’s in Ellen’s bag.”

“Don’t try to be too smart, Miles,”
Radin told him softly. He dropped his
cigarette to the ground, stepped on it.
“There’s your car, Miles. Get into it,
drive on, and be thankful you got out of
this so easy.”

The Captain politely opened the door
of Lester’s coupé, closed it when Lester
was behind the wheel.

“Use your head, Miles.” Radin was
leaning against the car door, his elbow
resting on the window frame. “You're
an amateur among professionals. You've
nothing to gain, about everything to
lose. Open your mouth to anybody about
any of this, and I'll testify that you shot
Digger Denkin in cold blood. My word
will carry weight. And I wouldn’t be
surprised that Ellen Bronson will cor-
roborate what I say. Catch on?”

“I catch on,” Lester said quietly.

HIS was what he had wanted to do
from the first—mind his own business.
He had his car back, and Radin was giv-
ing him the chance to turn his back on
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the whole mess. : :

“Good-by, Captain Radin,” he said, and
backed his coupé out to the road.

When it was pointed toward New
Hampshire, he looked back. Radin had
snapped off his flashlight, was invisible.
And the two parked cars were two dis-
torted humps in the night.

Before Lester Miles had gone more
than a couple of miles, he became aware
of a knock in his motor. He slowed
down, listened. Not a knock but a rat-
tle, as if something loose had fallen on
the motor and was bouncing with its
vibration. :

He pulled over to the side of the road,
got out, lifted the hood. The flashlight
beam revealed everything apparently in
order.

And then he saw Ellen’s bag.

It was jammed in under the battery.

And what he had heard had been the

handle of the bag slapping against the
cylinder head. The bag was not visible
at a glance.

He had found it only because he had
been looking for something.

Smart girl, Captain Radin had said of
her. When Digger Denkin hadn’t found
the bag in the car or in the trunk, he had
assumed that Ellen had hidden it some-
. where. So had Radin.

Lester felt a vast hollowness in the pit
of his stomach. He was in it again,
deeper than before. He was in possession
of the bag for which men were ready to
torture and kill, and for which a sweet,
attractive young girl like Ellen Bronson
had shot a man. He was stuck with it.

Headlights approached from the
south. Panic hit him. He snapped out
his flashlight, but the headlights of his
own car were on, making him and the
car visible.. He remembered Digger
Denkin’s gun in his pocket and put his
hand en it.

The headlights rushed by. It was a
Massachusetts car. Lester, again alone
on the road, dug the bag out, closed the
hood, placed the bag beside him on the
seat. ;

He ran his car off the road and cut the
lights.

He placed the lighted flashlight on the
seat and the bag on the floor, There was
no lock on the bag—only two clasps.
He opened them and lifted the top.

The bag contained two human hands,
each severed at the wrist.

Lester straightened up with a jerk,

breathing as if he’d just run a great dis-
tance. When his trembling lessened, he
directed the flashlight beam into the bag.

The hands had belonged to a middle-
aged man. They were wrinkled at the
knuckles and covered with fuzzy blond
hair. Cultured hands, refined hands,
showing no sign of physical work, the
nails manicured.

There was a signet ring on the small
finger on the left hand. The initials on
the ring read: “H. P.”

Lester Miles didn’t need those initials
to tell him to whom those hands had
belonged. Radin had mentioned that
what was in the bag belonged to Harold
Prescott. :

Lester closed the bag and looked
south. Nothing but darkness, but Neale
and Carter were bound to be somewhere
not far behind; Radin also, and perhaps
ahead were still others. All after Mr.
Prescott’s hands. All prepared to kill
for them. ;

He replaced the bag under the hood.
When he was back in the car, his hands
shook so that he had trouble turning the
ignition key. He meant to drive as fast
as he could to the nearest town and turn
the bag and its grisly contents over to
the first policeman he saw.

ITH the motor running, he hesitat-

ed. Ellen Bronson would be
charged with murder. Two murders, for
she had killed Digger Denkin only to
avoid giving him Mr. Prescott’s hands.
What had Radin said about her? “Girls
like Ellen Bronson look so soft and
pretty and helpless, and how they make
suckers out of men!” He was through
being used by her.

Savagely he twisted the wheel, ran the
coupé back onto the road. He saw head-
lights coming up fast behind him. Fran-
tically he tried to speed up, but he had
only just shifted into high gear when
the car behind him tore past—a two-
toned green sedan. Two men were in
the front seat. :

The sedan’s brakes squealed. The se-
dan slowed, turned broadside to the road,
stopped. Lester had to apply his own
brakes or crash into the car.

Two men tumbled out of the sedan—
George Neale and Vincent Carter. In
their home town they were highly re-
spectable citizens, a polical boss and an
assistant district attorney, but here they
were two desperate men ready to kill.



. CHAPTER VII
Ready to Kill

ULLING Digger Den-
kin’s heavy revolver
out of his pocket, Les-
ter held it against his
right knee and sat
tight.

The two men came
up to the coupé. Some-
where Neale had got
hold of another gun.
He waved it at Lester.

“Where’s Ellen Bron-
son?” he demanded.

“I don’t know,” Lester said.

“Who killed Digger Denkin?”

“I never heard that name before,”
Lester said. - .

“We found his car off the road a little
way back. We looked for Digger and
found him dead in the woods.” Neale
poked his gun through the window.
“How’d you get your car back?”

“Radin and I found it parked with
another car,” Lester told him. “Ellen
must have abandoned it. The key was
still in the ignition. Radin searched the
car, then told me to beat it. I did.”

“Radin must have shot Digger and
taken the bag!” Carter wailed.

Neale scowled at him. “Then what do
you think happened to Ellen?”

“She’s with him,” declared Carter.

“I don’t believe it. Radin always plays
his own game. He wants that bag for

blackmail.” Neale turned back to Les-
ter. “Did Radin pass you in his car?”

“No.”

“Maybe he took a side road.” Neale
chewed his lower lip. “How do we know
the bag isn’t still in the car?” he demand-
ed of Lester Miles. “Let’s have your
keys.”

Lester plucked the keys out of the
ignition lock and handed them to Neale,
who passed them to Carter. The big
man went to the rear of the car and
searched the trunk. Then he came to
the left door and pulled it open. Lester’s
gun was between his knees, out of sight.
What should he do if they thought of
looking under the hood?

They didn’t. Carter banged the door
shut and lumbered over to Neale.

“What’s going to happen to us now?”
he groaned.

Neale’s face twisted.

“We’re by no
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means through. Ellen is headed for her

brother’s. I think Radin will go there
too.”
“No!” Carter said thickly. “We

haven’t a chance.”
“You yellow rat!” Neale growled.

“Give me those keys!”

He snatched them from Carter and
threw them into the darkness beyond the
road.

“That’ll keep Miles here for a while.”

“You're going to let him go?” Carter
asked.

Neale looked at Lester, and Lester’s
finger tighteend on the trigger.

“He doesn’t matter,” Neale snapped.
“We’re after the ones who do.”

He strode to the sedan. Carter tagged
sheepishly after him. They drove off.

Lester breathed a weary sigh. He
waited for the tail-light of the sedan to
disappear, then he leaned down and lift-
ed the floor mat. A spare set of keys lay
there. He started the motor and drove
slowly.

Ellen Bronson would go on to her
brother’s place. She would hire a car,
or steal one, or get a lift. For all he
knew, she might be in that Massachu-
setts car which had passed a short time
ago. And Neale and Carter and maybe
some of their henchmen—men as tough
and ruthless as Digger Denkin—would
follow her. ;

She had to be warned.

He stopped at a roadhouse. Neale had
said there was no telephone in Bronson’s
New Hampshire home, but he had to find
out. He called Information and drew a
blank. No telephone for a party named
Bronson in that section of the state.

But Ellen had to be warned. What-
ever she had done, he wanted to be with
her, help her, fight her fight.

All right, he was a sucker. Just the
same, he was driving to North Paris.

E AVOIDED the main highways

and did not turn toward New
Hampshire until he passed Fitchburg,
Massachusetts. It was slower, but safer.
He had no desire to be again stopped by
men with guns.

But he was stopped, shortly after he
crossed the state line. The needle of his
fuel gauge pointed dangerously near
empty. He had hoped to make Nashua,
since in a city he would be able to buy
gas at that hour, but in the midst of
nowhere the motor sputtered and died.
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And he hadn’t passed even a farmhouse
in miles,

Nothing had gone right since he had
picked up Ellen Bronson in the late
afternoon. Now all he could do was wait
where he was until daylight. Wait with
Mr. Prescott’s hands.

Lester knew he had dozed off only
when he abruptly awoke with the rising
sun in his eyes. He got out to stretch
his legs and a small milk truck passed.
The driver gave him a lift to a service
station which was just opening. It was
six-thirty.

At ten minutes to seven he was on his
way with a full tank.

All the others must have reached
North Paris long ago. But perhaps he
was not too late, for he possessed the one
thing that mattered—Mr. Prescott’s
hands. And he was driving directly into
danger. Twelve hours ago it would not
have occurred to him to be so incredibly
foolhardy, but much had happened in
those twelve hours,

When he reached North Paris he dis-
covered that the town consisted of a
general store and houses scattered on
either side of the highway. Lester went
into the store.

“Bronson?” the wizened man behind
the counter said. “You mean the dis-
‘trict attorney?”

Lester frowned.
attorney?”

“This Bronson comes from Coast City,
New Jersey. Warren Bronson, the dis-
trict attorney there. He has a summer
place over past Blueberry Ridge.”

The name clicked then. In the New
York newspaper accounts of the politi-
cal struggle in Coast City between
George Neale and Harold Prescott, War-
-ren Bronson was often mentioned. As
Lester recalled it, Bronson had been one
of Neale’s men, but some time ago he had
broken with the political boss and lined
up with Prescott.

Nothing but big shots involved in this
hideous business. And what, Lester
asked himself, was he, a stick-in-the-mud
accountant from another city doing in
this?

“First dirt road on the left,” the store-
keeper was saying. “When it ends,
you’re there.”

The rutted dirt road wasn’t much more
than a cow path, hardly wide enough for
one car. Once started up it, there was
no way to turn until the end—no way to

“The local district

escape if a car came toward him or up
from behind.

The road ended at a broad, flat, grassy
stretch, and there were two buildings, a
barn and a sprawling house with many
gables. Each structure was at least a
hundred years old—maybe older.

Only one car was parked in front of
the barn—no doubt Warren Bronson’s.
None of the others had as yet arrived, or
had come and gone, or had hidden their
cars nearby.

Lester parked and, keeping his hand
on the gun in his pocket, got out. The
view from here was magnificent—hills
rolling off into infinity. He moved along
the side of the barn—and saw a man’s
shoe. It was protruding from the far
corner of the barn, and it was attached
to a leg.

For a breathless moment Lester stared
at it.

He looked back at the quiet house, then
went to that corner of the barn.

The shoe belonged to Vincent Carter.
The rest of the assistant district at-
torney looked like a bag of potatoes
tossed carelessly against the wall of the
barn. Blood, drying rapidly in the
morning heat, formed a ragged splotch
over the large area of jacket between
the shoulders.

Lester compelled himself to touch the
upturned cheek. Carter was dead. He
had been stabbed in the back, and per-
haps there had not yet been time to get
his body out of the way.

ESTER clenched his hands to keep

them from shaking.

“Get out of here!”.an inner voice said.
“This is none of your business. It never
has been.”

But what about Ellen?
know.

He was halfway to the house when a
woman appeared. Tall and attractive,
she wore a flowered housecoat and her
bare feet were in sandals.

“Who are you?” she demanded.

“Is Ellen here?” he asked.

Fear crossed her face. “Warren!” she
shouted.

A man in white ducks and a white T-
shirt appeared around a corner of the
house. He was a tall, husky, masculine
edition of his sister Ellen.

A rifle rested on the crook of his arm.
His finger was on the trigger and the
muzzle covered Lester’s chest.

He had to
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“Did Ellen get here yet?” Lester asked.

Warren Bronson looked at Lester’s
coupé and smiled.

“I suppose you’re the New Yorker who
gave Ellen a 1lift?”

“I was the sucker, if that’s what you
mean.”

The woman moved to Warren Bron-
son’s side. Lester guessed that she was
his wife.

“Darling,” she said, “he got his car
back! What does it mean?”

“We’ll see,” Bronson said. Then to
Lester: “Go into the house.”

It was an order. Bronson waited un-
til Lester was past, then he and his wife
followed. The skin between Lester’s
shoulders tightened, as if against the
coming impact of a rifle bullet. Now that
he had brought the bag to them, would
they want to get rid of him?

Sucker! When would he stop being
asucker? And suddenly he was no long-
er afraid. Rage was too strong in him
to allow room for fear.

He entered the house and found him-
self in a large, square hall. Ellen Bron-
son was coming down the stairs.

She wore a pale green dress and her
legs were lovely in nylon stockings. She
had put on make-up—not much; just
enough. It was the first time he had
seen her in women’s clothes.

He though he had never seen anybody
so beautiful.

“I saw you from the window,” she said,
and smiled. “I see you got your car
back.”

It was a pleasant enough smile, but it
drove anger deeper into Lester.

He had done her dirty work for her.
He had brought Mr. Prescott’s hands to
her.

“I got the car back,” he said, “after you
shot Digger Denkin.”

She stopped on the lowest step and
grasped the banister. The smile had left
her face. Lester glanced around and
saw that Bronson and his wife stood be-
hind him and that the rifle was still
trained on him.

“1 thought it was Captain Radin I ran
away from,” Ellen was saying.

“I was with him.”

There was a silence. Lester sidled his
back against the wall so he could face all
three of them at once.

“Warren, you can put that rifle down,”
Ellen said. “He’s harmless.”

Her brother lowered the rifle. Lester

took the heavy revolver out of his
pocket.

“I’'m tired having guns pointed at me,”
he said. “T’ll do the pointing for a
change. I may be harmless, but I've
stopped being a sucker.”

“Did you come here to tell us that?”
Ellen said tonelessly.

“No,” he told her bitterly. “I came
here because I think I've fallen in love
with you. I'm admitting that to give
you a laugh.”

Nobody laughed. Ellen looked at him,
and it was as if she were pleased by what
she saw.

He pulled his eyes away from her.
“But that’s not the whole reason. I came
to return Harold Prescott’s hands.”

Bronson studied the revolver curious-
ly. “So you’re not just a poor inno-

_cent?”

“I’ve learned. I've been compelled to
learn.” _

“Is my bag still in your car?” Ellen
asked breathlessly. “We’d about given
it up.”

Lester didn’t answer that. He said
grimly: “I’'m wondering what you intend
for me now. Am I slated to be murdered
like Vincent Carter has been?”

RS. BRONSON uttered a choked
cry. Ellen and Warren Bronson
stared at him.

“What about Carter?” Bronson said.

“You’ll find him behind your barn. He
died of a knife in his back.”

Ellen found her voice. “And you think
we did it?”

“I saw you shoot Digger Denkin,”

“He gave me no choice.”

“All right, that was self-defense,” Les-
ter conceded. “And Carter came here
to kill. But you didn’t defend yourself
against him. He was stabbed in the
back.” ‘

“I don’t believe it,” Ellen said.

Bronson shrugged. “Let’s see for our-
selves.” He moved toward door, holding
the rifle by the barrel.

“Leave the rifle here,” Lester snapped.

Bronson’s mouth twisted sardonically.
He placed the rifle against the wall, and
they all went out, with Lester bringing
up the rear, and this time he was the one -
who had the gun. It was as if he were
standing outside himself, incredulously
watching himself. Because he was no
longer the man he had been a few hours
ago. Anger had changed him.
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CHAPTER X
Dead Man’s Hands

HEN they reached Car-
ter’s body, they found
Captain John Radin
standing over it. His
car was not in sight.
He must have parked
some distance back so
that he would not be
observed approaching
the house.

The sight of the de-
tective-captain’ fright-
ened the two women more than did the
sight of the murdered man. Ellen
stopped abruptly and crossed her arms
at her shoulders.
half-stifled moan. Lester felt the re-
volver become heavy in his hand.

“The rats gather,” Warren Bronson
commented drily. “Though I don’t think,
Captain, that you’d knife a man in the
back.”

The accusation seemed to amuse Ra-
“-din. He didn’t take the trouble to de-
fend himself. He leaned one shoulder
indolently against the barn wall and
smiled at Lester’s revolver.

“I see I underestimated you, Miles.
Maybe I shouldn’t have let you keep
Digger’s gun. Stop pointing it at me.

Radin’s hand was not near his shoul-
der-holster. ' Yet he was sure of himself,
was giving the orders. Lester’s teeth
clicked. His anger reached out to en-
close the red-headed detective as well as
the others. He was surprised that his
hand holding the revolver was so steady.

“I've been pushed into this against my
will,” he said. “Now I'm staying in for
a while. Ellen, he’s got a gun under
his left shoulder. Take it.” :

Listlessly, Ellen obeyed. And Radin
stood completely relaxed, his hard
mouth smiling crookedly, as she plucked

the automatic out from under his shoul- ¢

der.

“Bring that gun. to me,”
snapped.

The words sounded ridiculous as soon
as they were out of his mouth. If she
refused, he couldn’t shoot her. He
couldn’t shoot any of them in cold blood,
not even Radin. He was relieved when
she handed him the automatic, then
moved back to where her brother and
sister-in-law stood.

Lester

Mrs. Bronson gave a

Radin beamed at Lester, as if proud of

him. “Not bad for an amateur, Miles.
But what will it get you?”
" Lester wasn’t sure. He felt like a
caricature of a Western badman. But
he ‘had all the guns in sight, and that
was what counted. Nobody would keep
poking “any more at him for a while.
What about Ellen’s little gun? He
looked her over and decided that she
couldn’t have it anywhere under that
simple dress.

“I'll get some truth ‘maybe,” Lester
answered Radin. “Ellen how did you
get hold of Prescott’s hands?”

=1 stole them.” ;

“If we’re going to have a discussion
here around a dead man,” Warren Bron-
son said testily, “it’s all right with me.
Ellen is my confidential secretary.
Neale’s grip on Coast City politics is so
great that even in my own office, the dis-
trict attorney’s oﬂice, I can trust nobody
but my own sister.” He scowled down at
the dead man. “It’s obvious now that
Carter, one of my top assistants, was se-
cretly one of Neale’s men.”

“What I want to know,” Radin asked,
“is which one of Neale’s goons knocked
off Prescott?”

“It was George Neale himself,” Ellen
told him promptly.

Radin’s eyebrows arched.
that dumb.”

“He was when he did that the night
before last,” Ellen said. “And I know
enough to know that the reason grew out
of the fact that a year or two ago Neale
used his influence to cover up a murder
committed by one of his lieutenants. I
don’t know the details, but it’s plain
enough that Neale made himself an ac-
cessory. So did Carter, because he used
the district attorney’s office to cover up
after Neale. Somehow Prescott got hold
of the evidence to prove how Neale was
involved. Neale and Carter heard of it
and went to his house and tried to bribe
him. Prescott turned him down cold.
He even went to the phone to call the
Governor right then and there, so Neale
got panicky and shot Prescott.”

“He’s not

ADIN clucked his tongue.
“Corny stuff, cutting off the
wrists,” he commented. “Cops can iden-
tify bodies in other ways.”
“What happened,” Ellen said, “was
that Neale got one of his goons, Creep
Flint, to get rid of the body. He was
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supposed to tie weights to it and throw
it into the river.”

Radin grinned. “I get the picture now.
Creep cut off the hands and let Neale
know it. Figured he could turn a pretty
penny through blackmail. Pay up or I
use these hands to prove that Prescott
was murdered. The mere fact that Pres-
cott was murdered automatically pointed
to Neale as the murderer.” :

“Yes,” Ellen said. “Creep Flint knew
that what he was doing was dangerous
to himself. Yesterday morning he
brought the hands in a small bag to Car-
ter in the district attorney’s offices. He
thought he would be safe in doing that,
for if anything went wrong he could run
to Warren for protection. Most of the
staff was away on vacation, and Carter
and I were almost the only ones there.
I’d relieved the switchboard girl for a
few minutes and I heard Carter put
through a call to Neale and ask him to
come right over.”

“Carter was always a dope,” Radin
commented. “Why did he have Neale
come there?”

“He had no choice,” Ellen explained.
“Creep Flint refused to leave or turn
over the hands until-he was paid right
_then and there.
room attached to Carter’s private office
and an entrance to it from the outer of-
fice, so I hid in there. When Neale ar-
rived, I heard everything that was said.
Neale brought money and gave it to
Creep Flint, and Creep turned the bag
over to him and Carter.”

“Anybody want to bet that Flint is a
corpse?” Radin said. “Mugs don’t black-
mail George Neale and live.”

Ellen brushed a hand over her curls.
She looked undisturbed by Lester’s gun.
But casefully she avoided looking at the
dead man.

“It was Carter’s job to get rid of the
hands,” she went on. “I followed him.
I had a gun. I held him up as he was
getting into his car and took the bag
away from him.”

Radin chuckled. “Didn’t I tell you
she was quite a girl, Miles?”

Lester flushed. He was being kidded
by Radin. He was convinced that he
made a preposterous picture standing
there with those two guns, while Ellen
and Radin did all the talking. They had
completely taken the play away from
him,

Lester plunged into the talk, asserting

There’s a small store-
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himself. “I can guess the rest of it,” he
said. “Ellen, you knew that Neale and
Carter and their mugs would be right be-
hind you. You didn’t dare hide the
hands in Coast City because you knew
they had ways to make you talk. And.
there was nobody but your brother you
could trust, and he was in New Hamp-
shire. You couldn’t communicate with
him because he has no phone here. So
you dressed as a man and borrowed a car
and headed here. Once you got here
with the hands, your brother would turn
them over to the local police for safe-
keeping and Neale and Carter would be
in the soup.”

“I’'m sorry I stole your car,” Ellen said
woodenly, “but I couldn’t trust anybody.
Neale is lavish with bribes and guns.”

“She turned her head toward the red-
headed detective. “And there was Cap-
tain Radin on my trail, too. I feared him:
most.”

“Come now, Ellen,” Radin chided her.
“I’m not such a bad guy.”

“You’d want those hands for your own
purpose, Captain,” Warren Bronson said
tightly. “Probably to make a deal with
Neale for a better job. Say the job of
Police Commissioner?”

“Could be,” Radin didn’t hesitate to
admit. “Only I’'m an old softy. I had to
go and save Miles here from Neale and
antagonize the big boss. He made me
offers, but they didn’t mean anything,
because Neale doesn’t forgive.” He
grinned at Lester’s guns. “And that’s
your gratitude.”

“At any rate, Captain,” Lester said, “I
doubt that you murdered Carter. I've
come to know you pretty well since last
night, and I can’t see you stabbing a man
in the back. You’d kill a man, but not by
sneaking up behind him.”

“I’'m flattered, Miles,” Radin told him,
with only a trace of mockery. “But why
did you come here, and why are you
throwing your weight around? Because
you're after the hands, or because you've
already got them?”

“I’ve got them.”

“Ah.” Radin turned to face the district
attorney. “Did you knife Carter?”

“My bet is that you did, Captain,”
Bronson said.

“Wait a minute,” Lester said. “Carter
was a coward. I think that when he got
here and saw that Ellen had arrived, he
realized that the game was up. His
nerve gave way completely. Neale sus-
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pected that Carter would give state’s evi-
dence to save his own skin, and so Neale
pulled out a knife and—"

E BROKE off. Radin’s broad shoul-
ders had jerked.
* “Yoy say Neale knifed Carter?” Radin
said in a curious tone.
! “I'm sure of it,” Lester replied. “I saw
how Carter’s nerve was failing. They
got here this morning, and after Neale
knifed Carter he left because—" Again
he broke off. “You think Neale didn’t
leave?” :

Woarren Bronson said hoarsely, “Neale
wouldn’t leave here without—"

They all froze at the sound of a low
chuckle. '

Neale, looking jaunty in his blue slacks
and yellow polo shirt, came around the
corner of the barn. His gun was in his
hand.

“Without the bag?” Neale finished
Bronson’s sentence. “Precisely. Look
behind you, Miles.”

Lester looked over his shoulder. He
saw the blank barn wall, but when he
raised his eyes he saw a window some ten
feet above the ground. Framed in the
window were two strange faces. Hard,
impassive faces. Neale must have col-
lected his remaining thugs who had been
watching the roads for Ellen. Each of
them had a gun angled down at Lester’s
head.

“So you’ll drop both your guns,
Miles,” Neale was saying.

The silence in that clear morning air
was like death. Then it was broken by
a ragged whimper from Mrs. Bronson
who was sagging against her husband.
The district attorney stood like a rock.
Ellen’s hands were clasped in front of
her in an attitude of strained waiting.
Captain Radin kicked at a blade of grass
and looked disgusted.

“If you don’t drop those guns at once,”
Neale said softly, “one of my boys will
put a bullét in your head.”

The guns felt heavy and awkward and
futile in Lester’s hands, but clinging to
them was like clinging to life. There was
nothing but those guns between him and
death, between the others and slaughter,
and yet what use were they now?

“Listen!” he said. “You were in the
barn while we were talking here. You
were waiting for one of us to tell where
Harold Prescott’s hands are. You had to
reveal yourself when we realized that

although -you’d murdered Carter you
were still nearby.”

“So?” Neale said.

“You heard me admit that I have the
hands. I’'m the only one who does know
where they are. If you shoot me, you'll
never get them.”

“That’ll be all right with me,” Neale
said, smiling. “I’d like them never to be
found. Are you dropping those guns?”

And then what? Neale couldn’t afford
to let live anybody who knew he had
murdered Prescott.

“And I did this to them,” Lester
thought dully. “I disarmed Bronson
and then Radin and put them at Neale’s
mercy.”

Radin’s eyes were on him, steady and
intense, as if trying to tell him some-
thing. And Radin’s right hand moved
slightly in an underhand gesture as if
tossing something invisible, A sign of
what?

“All right, if you want it now,” Neale
said crisply, and he lifted his eyes to
signal the men at the window to shoot.

Lester threw the revolver into Neale’s
face.

NSTINCTIVELY Neale flung up a

hand to ward off the missile. Lester
didn’t see the rest. He was spinning,
close against the barn wall, and he
glimpsed two thugs up there gaping, mo-
mentarily stunned by the nature of the
attack. Then they leaned far out of the
window to bring their guns to bear on
him.

The heavy automatic jumped in Les-
ter’s hand. He was shooting wildly up
at that window, but the shots drove the
thugs back from their exposed position.

From the ground came a shot. Lester
glanced around. Radin and Neale were
both on the ground. Neale was motion-
less, probably knocked out by Radin.
And Radin had grabbed the revolver and
was shooting up at the window.

Above a man screamed. Something
fell from the window, and when it hit
the ground Lester saw that it was a gun.
One of the thugs hung limply over the
sill, half in and half out. Radin had shot
him dead.

“Keep the other one away from the
window!” Radin yelled at Lester.

Radin was running, and he disap-
peared around the corner of the barn.

Bronson and his wife and Ellen were
huddled against the barn wall, as far as



THE HANDS OF MR. PRESCOTT

they could get out of line with the win-
dow.

ESTER swung back toward the win-

dow and shot up at it. The thug up
there was not visible. The shots were
keeping him back, or else he was in
flight. Lester held his fire.

A single shot sounded in the barn.
Then breathless, almost unendurable
silence.

Captain Radin came around the cor-
ner of the barn. He was grinning.

“That takes care of that,” he said
cheerfully.

Lester Miles was suddenly wearier
than he had thought a man could be.
He leaned against the barn.

“What a blow-up there’ll be when
we get back to Coast City,” Radin was
saying to Bronson. “Neale will stand
trial for murder. His machine will be
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smashed. You and I, Bronson, will be
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sitting on top of the heap. You'll be
mayor for the asking. I'll settle for the

job of Police Commissioner.”

Holding one arm about his wife, Bron-
son thoughtfully rubbed his chin with
his other hand. “You've got something

there, Captain. We’ll discuss it later.”

Already, Lester thought
they were dividing up Coast City. He
didn’t care. All that mattered to him

bitterly,

was that now he would be able to drive,

on to his sister’s place.

Ellen was at his side. She put a soft
hand on his arm.

“I think you’re wonderful,” she said.

He looked down into her glowing
black eyes, into her lovely face. He felt
nothing at all. Maybe later it would be
different. His one desire now was to
get away from here—away from guns
and dead men and politicians.

L] { ] .
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Danny grasped
Steve’s
twisted

wrist and
it, while
Janet suddenly
jumped up in fury

a novelet by

NORMAN

CHAPTER 1
Murder on His Mind

HEY loocked like any ordinary cou-
ple in a neat convertible, rolling
along a country road and quite ob-
livious to the changing autumn colors
about them, or to the sound of the sea
from somewhere beyond the cliff’s edge.
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A. DANIELS

Janet shivered, for it was cold enough
to require a heater going and the top of
the convertible up, but they were so
close to their destination that it would
have been foolish to stop and go through
all this. Janet missed a glove, dug a
hand down behind the seat cushion and
ferreted out the brown glove. She shook
a little rice and confetti off it.



. “Danny”—she blew the confetti at him
as he turned—“let’s get married every
other week. It’s so much fun.”

Dan Adair laughed, patted her cheek,
and when she pouted at him, he kissed
her soundly with an utter disregard for
the curving road they traveled.

It was an astounding thing, Danny

Wealthy Dan Adair had
ideas about the murder of his

brother, but when he married the

suspected killer, folks wondered!

told himself, how two such widely di- .
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versified feelings could exist at the same
time in the same person. He was in love
with Janet, and revolted by her. His
mind had been made up for some time.
If she had done what he felt only she
could have—then he was bound to kill
her.

“Janet,” he said “are you sure you
don’t mind living at the house—that is,
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after what’s happened?”

“Of course not.” Janet smiled. “I’m
not afraid of houses just because people
have died in them. I only wish our
honeymoon could be more pleasant for
you, darling.”

“It’s no honeymoon at all,” he said,
looking straight ahead.

In a moment now they would top the

ridge and he would be able to look down '

at the old house and the cliff—and the
spot where Russ had gone to his death.

“It’s enough for me,” Janet sighed
contentedly. “Just being with you.”

He wondered how she could act it out
so well.  Janet, the murderess! Janet,
the loving newly-wed. If she hadn’t
lied about it, he would never have been
overcome by this obsession. But Russ
had been murdered. True, the police
didn’t say so. They put it down as an
accident. Something that might easily
happen to a cripple who was confined to
a wheel-chair. Even Danny might have
believed this—if Janet had told the
truth.

MOMENT later they saw the house

with its gables and turrets, and its
widow’s walk encased in a railing and
overlooking the sea. The place was al-
most a hundred years old, set amidst
rolling countryside that ended abruptly
at the cliff’s edge.

“It’s lovely!” Janet suddenly held his
arm tightly. “Oh, Danny, it’s the love-
liest place I've ever seen!”

“Russ liked it,” Danny said in a low
voice.

“You can’t get over him, can you,
Danny? Tell me about Russell. You've
never really said much since he died.
Before that it was Russ all the time, but
only in general terms. I want to know
what sort of a man he was.”

Danny could hardly believe it. Her
voice was warm and tender. She could

talk about the man she had murdered as’

though what she had done had been a
kind and charitable act.

\“Russ?” Danny said. “He was—just
Russ. Eight years older than I. He
practically raised me after Dad and
Mother were killed. Then Russ got
polio. It left him a wheel-chair cripple
and I took over. We had plenty of
money. Since his death, his share has
become mine. We’re quite wealthy,
Janet.”

fetch the bags.

She nodded. “I assumed as much,
though it really doesn’t matter. How
long shall we live here, Danny?”

“Does it make any difference?” he
asked.

“Only that—perhaps I could help do

~ something that might free a too vivid

memory of Russ from your mind. I
know how much you loved him, and
what he thought of you.”

“How did you know that?” he inter-
rupted roughly.

“Why, from what you’ve told me, of
course. Let’s not talk about it now. I
can’t talk any more now. My heart is
too full of—yes, gladness. Because Rus-
sell’s death shouldn’t affect us, Danny.”

“That’s easy for you to say. You
never knew or saw Russ.”

“l know that, but I married his
brother, and I want to make you happy.
I can’t unless you help yourself, and
grieving over him . .. Danny, try to
see it my way.”

“All right.” He turned the car into
the long, sloping driveway to the house.
“I won’t be morbid on my wedding trip.
Anyway, here we are. Be sure to like it,
Janet, because we might live here a long,
long time.”

She stepped out of the car and
breathed in the crisp, tangy air. Again
Danny wondered how she could possibly
be what he had branded her as being. A
mercenary murderess! She was so
downright pretty. Not flambouyantly
so, but her hair was just the right shade
of brown and her eyes were the lovely
gray he had always admired. She had
even lips, well-shaped. She reached
almost to his.chin, and was built like a
little doll. Now, encased in her silver
fox jacket, head thrown back she looked
like a goddess.

He found himself close beside her, his
arms around her, and she bent willingly
into his embrace. He kissed her, tender-
ly at first and then hard. It was so odd,
this feeling of love and revulsion. The
two shouldn’t exist together. They were
incompatible, rubbing like pieces of
sandpaper, and were making his life a
torment already.

Because, as he kissed her, he was
scheming. The doorbell would show.
At least give a slight indication. He led
her onto the porch.

“Wait here for me,” he said, “while I
I can’t leave them for

N\
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Lissy. She’s getting too old to handle
heavy things.”

He returned with a bag under each
arm and gripping two more with his
fingers.
~ “Be a good girl,” he said, “and an-
nounce our arrival. Lissy is probably in
the kitchen, and hasn’t heard us.”

“Of course,” Janet said.

She raised a gloved hand to the big
knocker set high in the door. The hand
hesitated, then came down. Beside the
door frame was one of a pair of owl
heads, set on either side of the door.
This one secreted an electric bell. When
the owl’s beak was pushed, the connec-
tion sounded a fairly loud bell. But un-
less 6ne was quite familiar with the fact
that there was a bell in this odd place—
put there solely for the use of Russ so
he might reach it easily from his wheel-
chair—any visitor would have automat-
ically used the brass knocker.

Danny’s lips tightened and his eyes
grew colder when he saw Janet touch
the bell without any further hesitation.
She was humming a bit as she stepped
back.

“Darling,” she asked, “what is Lissy
like? Will we get along, do you think?”

“You will, or you won’t,” Danny told
her. It was hard to keep the deadly
coldness out of his voice. “Lissy likes
you, or doesn’t like you. There’s never
a halfway for her. But why shouldn’t
she like you?”

“I don’t know,” Janet said.
worry about those things.”

He forced a laugh. “Lissy is about
sixty. She took care of my grandpar-
ents and—mark this—she considers the
house as much her property as it is mine.
She’ll boss the devil out of you, but after
a while you’ll like it, She lives about
two and a half miles further up the road.
Has her own little house and goes back
and forth in a car that looks as old as
Lissy herself.”

“I just

HE door opened and Lissy was there,

red-faced from the hot kitchen, and
there were dabs of flour on her forehead.
She went past Janet, hugged Danny, bags
and all, then turned to Danny’s new wife.

Lissy had a thin face and spare body.
With her head cocked slightly to one
side, she reminded Janet of a rooster try-
ing to select a harem. For some reason
the thought made Janet smile.

“She’s a pretty child.”
too, and Janet liked her. “Exactly what
we need in this old tomb of a house. I've
fixed the north wing. You’ll find every-
thing ready, and dinner will be, too—in
about half an hour.” :

“Perhaps I could help in the kitchen,”
Janet suggested.

Lissy cocked her head a little more.
“Repeat that offer after dinner,” she said.
“When there are dishes to be done. Then
see how quickly I’ll take you up on it.”

Danny let Janet precede him. 'She
climbed the stairs, helping now by carry-
ing one of the bags. At the top, she
turned without hesitation and made her
way to the proper wing.

She quickly unpacked the three bags
which were hers, then changed to warm
slacks and an ivory colored sweater.

“Darling,” she said, “I insist you take
me for a walk to the cliff before dinner.
I want to be so hungry when I sit down
that Lissy wiil love me forever.”

“She does already,” he assured her. “I
can measure Lissy’s reactions. Of course
we’ll go to the cliff, if there is time.
Otherwise, we can, go there tonight. I
think we’ll have a half moon and the sea
is especially wonderful then.”

She kissed him lightly. “We’ll save it,
Danny. I like moonlight and cliffs and
the ocean and my new husband.”

After dinner, which Lissy watched
them eat, Janet went into the kitchen
and helped Danny, in the living room,
smoking a pipe and trying to tell him-
self he was a fool, heard the two women
chattering. Now and then their veices
ceased or became low. He wondered what
Janet was telling Lissy.

Lissy, her ancient and molting hat atop
her white hair, came into the living room
and tossed the boa she called her alley
cat around her thin throat.

“She’s tired, poor thing, and gone to
her-room for a rest,” she said. “Let her
have an hour’s sleep. She’s a nice girl,
Danny. See that you live up to her.”

Danny nodded and removed his pipe.
“Lissy, sit down a moment. I haven’t
seen you since the funeral, and then there
wasn’t time to talk. . What really hap-
pened? To Russ, I mean.: If anyone
knows, you do.”

She didn’t sit down. “Danny, you're
grieving for a man who wouldn’t have
grieved for you. Russ was too practical
for that. What happened to him? Heaven
alone knows. He rolled himself out in

Lissy smiled,
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“that wheel-chair of his and went too
wfclose to the edge of the cliff. It may be
_‘ ‘he sat there and fell asleep and the chair
2% ¥olled over of its own accord. Maybe
he didn’t know he was so close to the
. edge.'And then—maybe he became tired
: 53 hvmg in a wheel-chair.”
¢ Danny slapped the arm of his chair.
ssy, you're not even to think that!
iDo you understand? Russ didn’t kill
himself. He’d never have done that, and
1 won’t permit even a whisper of it to
exist.”
© “Yes, Mr. Adair.” Lissy nodded, and
the boa slid down over one shoulder. She
hoisted it up nervously, turned and
walked to the door. Danny called her.
- “Lissy—DI’'m sorry.” He passed a hand
over his eyes. “Please believe me, I wish
T hadn’t said that to you.”
= “It’s all right, Danny.” She had half
a sob in her throat. “Quite all right,
Danny. Good night.”

CHAPTER 1II

Hovering Death

e

AN ADAIR went to
Russell’s room a few
moments later and
closed the door. Russ
/ almost seemed to be
il here, seated in the
wheel-chair, thin face
pale and dark brown
eyes shining with a

zest for life. Nothing
got him down—not
even polio.

Danny sat down behind the desk. He
started with the top drawer, examining
papers, sorting them,: throwmg some
away and retaining others for further
study. Russ had always handled the
financial part of the estate, and now it
was all Danny’s problem.

He found the little comb with its gold
border and the initials “JLB.” in the
top drawer of Russ’ desk. He had never
seen it before, but this was Janet’s comb.
He knew it, just as certainly as he had
recognized wisps of her hair in the guest
room wastebasket the day after Russ was
killed. As he had identified the unique
perfume she used, and which had still
lingered in the guest room closet.

Janet had been in this house before.
She had talked to Russ, though she
swore she had never seen him. Why had

o
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she come? Because Russ sensed she
might be a gold-digger and wanted to
satisfy himself about her? Or had she
come of her own accord, to lay plans for
murder?

Danny had gone through with the wed-
ding, though he could have reasonably
postponed it because of Russell’s death a
week before. He had married Janet so
she could be near him. So he could kill

- her easily, once he became convinced of

her guilt.

There, in the silence of that room, a
new idea came to Danny. It set him to
brooding and he restrained a quiet little
shiver of apprehension with some diffi-
culty. If Janet had murdered Russ so
that her new nusband would come into
the whole estate, then the estate was
what she had ‘angled for. Didn’t that
mean she would also kill her new hus-
band? Would she be willing to share
with him an estate she had already mur-
dered to possess?

The death of Russ had been a perfect
crime. Nobody suspected anything and
never had. Janet, behind that facade of
loveliness and . sweetness, possessed a
calm, orderly, calculating mind. If it
was now concerned with another murder,
Danny had cause to worry. . . .

Danny was back in the living room
when Janet came downstairs shortly
after nine o’clock, and he greeted her
with all the warmth he could summon.

“You look rested,” he said. “And
prettier every minute you live. Darling,
you will like it here. I know you will.”

“I know that, too, Danny. Now I want
my share of moonlight. Take me to the
cliff. I’'m afraid of heights, so hold me
tightly when we get there—and don’t go
too near the edge. You've got a scary
wife on your hands, darling.”

They walked, hand in hand, across the
meadow toward the cliff and the rolling
sea. They reached a point twenty feet
from the cliff’s edge and stopped there.
Janet passed an arm around him, and
leaned against him as if she were tired.
Quite automatically he held her, too,
and there in the charm of the moon and
the magic of the ocean, he almost forgot
that she had killed his brother and would
try to-kill him.

He was in love with her again, just as
he had been before that day when Russ
had plunged to his death. Danny glanced
toward the broken edge of cliff over
which the wheel-chair and Russ had
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plunged. There were rocks below, sharp
crags at the bottom of a hundred foot
drop.

He shuttered, and Janet felt the tremor
pass through his body.

“Are you cold, darling? You should
have worn a sweater.”

“I think,” he said, “we’d best go back.”

“Danny!” She took a forward step.
“Danny—there, to the right a bit. Some-
thing that gleams in the moonlight.”

He saw it too, left her, and moved to-
ward it. Half a dozen paces away he rec-
ognized it as Russell’s gold pencil. What
in the world was it doing here, an appre-
ciable distance from the spot where Russ
had gone over? Danny moved closer and
bent to pick up the pencil. His fingers
closed around it and he was straighten-
ing when he felt the cliff give way.

It felt like an elevator unexpectedly
dropping from beneath him. There was
no crumbling sensation. Just a sudden
vacancy beneath his feet. He cried out
and Janet screamed. He heard the
scream grow shriller as he plunged
down.

An edge of rock ripped his coat at the
shoulder, but it helped to check the wild
fall. He hit another crag and this time
he was able to grab at it with both hands.
The fingers slid off. There was too much
momentum in his descent. He clawed out
again and managed to look down. What
he saw, in the moonlight below him, was
bloody death in those sharp rocks.

E SAW the ledge, too, flat enough

and wide enough so that he swung
his feet toward it and landed against it
with his thighs.

He couldn’t maintain any sort of bal-
ance, but now his fall was checked suffi-
ciently so that he managed to secure a
grip on the ledge.

He hung there, wondering if that was
Janet’s scream still ringing in his ears,
or if she hadn’t stopped. Slowly, grimly,
he pulled himself up until he had an el-
bow against the ledge. Then a knee was
over the side of it and finally he lay
there, panting and shivering, half an
inch from eternity.

“Danny! Danny!” Janet’s voice floated
down to him. “Danny!”

Waithout thinking, he raised his head.
“I’'m all right so far. I need a rope.
You've got to fetch a rope.”

“I’'ll get one!” she called back.

“There’s rope in the tool shed. Darling,

hang on! Hang on—I'll be as quick as
I can!”

Then he wondered why he even let her
know he was still alive. If she thought
he had plunged to his death, she would-
n’t take any further steps to kill him.
Now he had simply given her another
opportunity, perhaps a better one.

She was gone an amazingly short time
for being a stranger on the premises. He
heard her cry out and looked up. She
was lying on the edge of the cliff. If her
fear of height was real, she must have
been thoroughly frightened. She called
something to him, but the wind took the
words away.

Then a rope came down. A good
strong rope, probably purchased by Lis-
sy for use as clothes line. It swung there,
temptingly close. If he took it, he might
climb to the ledge just above, and from
that to the top would be easy to make.
If the rope didn’t give away. :

“Danny”—he could hear her now—
“the rope is anchored to a tree. Are you
hurt? Can you climb the rope?”

“Yes,” he called back. “I’'m coming
up.”

He wound the rope about his middle,
grasped it with both hands and leaned
back. If she was going to let go, now
was her chance. The rope held. He
braced himself, set his feet against the
sheer wall and started climbing.

The sweat stood out in great beads on
his face. It would be so easy now. Let
the knot slip—if the rope really was tied
to a tree. :

Let it slip, then sobbingly relate how
the tragedy had occurred when help
finally had come.

He looked up, but she had disappeared.
He took a long breath, swarmed up the
rope, and made for a small bush pro-
jecting from the side of the cliff. He
had to make it. If she let the rope go he
would need that bush. It looked as if it
might hold him.

“Danny! Danny!” Her voice floated
down again,

“I'm okay,” he shouted back. “Watch
that rope.

“Danny, wait. Don’t risk it. The knot
I tied isn’t very good but someone is
coming. I see a car, and I've been yell-
lng "’

He reached the bush and wound an
arm about it. Now if the rope slipped,
he still would have a lease on life. He
stayed there until he heard a man’s voice
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and Danny came as near to fainting as
he ever had in his life.

“Dan!” the man called. “Hold it a mo-
ment! Don’t move. Don’t put any weight
on the rope yet. Hold it, do you hear
me?”

Good old Steve Taylor! Now he was
safe. Now Janet couldn’t complete her
little act of murder,

- Why, Steve would wring her neck if
he ever suspected. . . .

“Tie a hitch under your arm.” Steve
called down again. “I’'m going to haul
you up. Yell when you’re ready.”

Danny came overside, helped by both
of Janet’s hands. When he was safely
away from the edge she went into his
arms and alternately sobbed and shiv-
ered.

She couldn’t speak, couldn’t move.

_ Steve Taylor, sweat glistening on his
forehead, crossed the beam of the head-
lights of his car which he had driven
close to the edge of the cliff. Steve was
pale and shaken.

He stuck out his hand.

“Welcome home,” he said shakily.
“The next time you decide to hang by
your toe nails off cliffs, let me know so
I can have mountain climbing rescue
equipment handy.”

“Thanks, Steve,” Danny said. “Janet
was doing her best.”

“I never could tie a knot.” Janet
laughed with a trace of hysteria. “I
knew the rope was slipping.”

“Well, it wasn’t what you’d call a good
knot,” Steve said, and grinned. He had
an infectious grin. It seemed to cover
half of his handsome face. “So you’re

Janet. I must say I like meeting brides

under different conditions than this, but
circumstances and places be hanged,
I’'m coming in for a kiss. It’s rightfully
mine as the closest friend of the family.”

ANET kissed him because she had

heard so much about Steve. He lived
up to Danny’s enthusiastic description,
too.

Besides looking like a bronzed god, he
acted like one. ;

“Come on you two,” he said. “Climb
into my car and we’ll go to the house
for a couple of stiff drinks. Incidentally
—how come you were cliff walking,
Danny?”

“Russell’s gold pencil,” Danny said.
“Janet spotted it near the edge of the
cliff. I went to pick it up and the whole

cliff caved in under me. What'’s happen-
ing here, Steve? Is the cliff being under-
mined?”

“We’ll have to give it a look in the
morning,” Steve agreed. “A cave-in was
what sent Russ plunging down. Perhaps
the cliff isn’t safe any more.”

Steve drove them back to the big
house. Janet hurried to prepare the
drinks. She was adept at mixing cock-
tails and shortly afterward, Steve
smacked his lips over what he claimed
was the best martini he had ever tasted.

“And I earned it,” he laughed. “Stop
feeding Dan so much good food, Janet.
He’s getting too heavy to haul up the

" side of a cliff.”

“How did you happen to show up in
the nick of time like that, Steve?” Danny
asked.

TEVE put down his glass, “Thank

you for reminding me. Old Man Cart-
wright at the railroad express office says
your trunks are there, and would you get
them the devil out to make room for a
lot of chicks coming in for the Wilson
farm tomorrow first thing.”

“All right,” Danny said. “I’ll have to
use the station wagon. Also I'll need
that muscle you’re bragging about, to
help handle the trunks. Janet, will you

‘come along?” .

“I—no, Danny. No, I've still some

_things to unpack and—and perhaps

Steve would like a snack. I’ll have some-
thing fixed when you two get back. Any-
way, you’d probably have me throwing
those trunks around before you were
through. When two men get together,
heaven help the girl who happens to be
the third party.”

Steve jerked a thumb in her direction.
“How did you do it, Dan? Land her, I
mean. Girls like Janet don’t stumble
into a man’s life. They have to be sought
out, hunted down like precious gems.
Oh my, what a sensation she’s going to
make at the country club! Janet, let
your nails grow long and sharp. You
may need a good weapon of defense.”

“I’ll go get the station wagon,” Danny
said. “Janet, are you certain you don’t
want to come along?”

“Positive, my sweet.” She smiled. “A
woman’s place is in her home—when she
expects to have two hungry men to feed.
I’ll show up this Lissy who cooked what
was probably the best dinner I ever
tasted in my life.”
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CHAPTER III
Menace

OING out through the
kitchen, Danny passed
the tool shed, then
came to a stop. When
he had clung precari-
ously to the ledge,
Janet had called down
that she knew there
was rope in the tool
shed. How had she
known? How had she
even known which of

the sheds contained the tools?

Danny: walked into the tool house and
snapped on the light. The first thing he
saw was a pick and shovel propped in a
corner. Both were covered with fresh
dirt. Moist, rich soil. The same kind of
dark soil that composed the surface of
the cliff. This pick and shovel had been
used recently. Where? To dig beneath
the cliff, weaken it so when he moved to

pick up the planted gold pencil there

would be a cave-in?

Danny turned off the lights and hur-
ried to the big barn which had been con-
verted into a garage. The station wagon
was old, but the tires were all right.
Danny put water in the radiator, kicked
the starter and the ancient vehicle re-
sponded with a throaty rasp before set-
tling down to its accustomed clanking.

He drove it out, blowing the horn for
Steve as he neared the front of the
~ house. Steve came out quickly. Janet
was in the doorway, waving to him, and
Danny had never seen a prettier picture.
Colorful aprons became her and he had
never before seen a woman in his life
who could look dressed up in an apron.

“She’s a swell dish, Dan,” Steve said,
as he climbed in beside Danny. “You're
a lucky beggar, do you know that?”

“I—suppose so.” Danny tooted the
horn in recognition of Janet’s final sa-
lute, then headed for the highway.

“You suppose so,” Steve grunted.
“Danny, come off it. Even Janet senses
there’s something wrong with you. She’s
worried, and she told me so. I know
what you thought of Russ. But believe
me, Russ wouldn’t have wanted it this
way. You'll lose a wife if you keep on
brooding.”

“Who is brooding, and why don’t you
mind your own business?” Danny made

a raucous sound in histhroat. “I'm sorry,
Steve. I didn’t mean that, and you knew
it. I'm upset. I can’t tell you why but—
well . . . Oh hang it, talk about some-'
thing else.” =3

“We’ll stay on the subject,” Steve .
said. “Look here, take my. advice and *
turn back. Tell Janet to pack, and then
both of you leave. Go to a spot whereé
there is life and music and bright lights. -
You’re taking her into a tomb, Damnhy.
And to make it worse, you act as though
Russ were still there, haunting the place.
Danny, don’t make Janet live through
this.”

“She doesn’t seem to mind,” Danny
countered acidly. “In fact, it was her
idea we come here. She said I had work
to do in connection with the estate and
that if I faced things, lived with them,
I'd get over them faster. I didn’t want
to come.”

Danny topped the ridge and dipped
down into the curving road which led
to the valley and the village. The road
wound in and out, and two miles further
it seemed to fall off the edge of the
world and go down in what was one of
the steepest hills in a state of steep hills:

Danny was rounding the third bad
curve when Steve suddenly grabbed the
wheel. Danny automatically drove the
brake pedal down and felt the mechan-
ism suddenly lose it’s force. He lifted
his foot and pumped it down on the
pedal again. Then he reached for the
emergency. It didn’t work at all, and
he recalled that it never had been much

s
Hey—what’s wrong?” Steve ex-
claimed. “You’re taking these curves

as if you were mad at them.”

“Steve,” Danny said, “open the door
beside you. The brakes are shot. I can’t
stop this thing and if I try to roll her off
the road I'll turn her over on us. Too
many banks. If I don’t make the next
curve, jump.”

“Hang onto that wheel!” Steve yelled.
“Nurse her around the bend. On the
straightaway you’ll be able to leave the
road and hit tall field grass. That’ll
slow us down. Only don’t miss, Dan.
Beyond that open stretch lies the drop.”

“I know. That’s what worries me.
Hang on, Steve! Here we go!”

Soft tires screamed protest as they all
but flattened on the sharp curve at high
speed. Headlights picked up reflectors
on the stout highway fence. It zipped
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past them like one solid white wall. A
fender scraped one post and threw the
car back onto the road. But not for long.

T THE sharpest point in the long

curve, Danny knew he would never
make it. He got the door open beside
him, yelled “Jump!” and hurled himself
out. He landed hard, rolled over a couple
of times in the dirt and saw Steve still
rolling. There was a crash. The station
wagon smashed through the fence, rock-
eted on and down into a gully where it
nosed over and stood there, resting on
its face.

“Are you okay?” Steve called from
somewhere in the darkness.

“Yes—outside of a few million
bruises. What about you?”

“All right—I guess. Leg hurts a little,
but I can stand on it so it can’t be brok-
en.” Steve limped over and leaned
against the fence beside Danny. “What
the heck happened?”

“She did that, Steve,” Danny said.
“I’m betting if we check the station wa-

gon we’ll find evidence of sabotage. She

undermined the cliff. She was going to
let me drop until your arrival prevented
that. She fixed the station wagon be-
cause she knew I'd have to use it to go
to town. Did she come with us? I asked
her twice. I should have known then.”

“Hold it,” Steve said sharply. “If
you’re trying to tell me what I think
you're saying, you ought to see a doctor,
Dan.” ;

“She killed Russ,” Danny said in a
monotone. “She came here and killed
him. She was in the house before. She
knew where the hidden porch bell was.
She knew her way around the house like
no stranger ever could have moved. She
murdered Russ so his part of the money
would go to me. Then she married me,
and I'm next.”

“Man, you’re battier than a deserted
castle! Dan—do you know what you’re
saying?”

“I knew, or suspected, when I came
for Russell’s funeral. I knew Janet had
been in the house. There was her per-
fume—Ilittle things she’d forgotten. Like
strands of hair in the guest room waste-
basket. Her hair, Steve. She was here
and never let me now. She set the trap
for Russ and killed him. Now she means
to kill me. Don’t you see, Steve—the
rope with the bad knot, the cliff under-
mined? Once to kill Russ, again to get

me. There isn’t much erosion on that
cliff. There wasn’t a cave-in even while
we played there as kids. It was always
safe and now, suddenly, it isn’t safe any
more. Then—what just happened? The
car.”

“I'm going to prove you’re wrong,
Danny,” Steve said. “We’ll check the
station wagon. Brakes can fail. That’s
an old bus and it never was taken care
of properly. You’ll see.”

They both saw, after Danny managed
to crawl into the car and procure a flash-
light which still worked. They removed
the hood and saw the brake rod severed.
Enough had been left to take care of
normal pressure but on the curves, when
a man had to bear down, the steel had
parted.

“I still refuse to believe it,” Steve said.
“It isn’t possible, that’s all. If someone
is trying to kill you, it isn’t Janet.”

“Can you name anyone else?” Danny
asked seriously.

Steve bit his lip. “Not offhand, but it
can’t be Janet.”

“It has to be Janet. No one else has a
motive. Nobody hates me. I've harmed
no person in this village or anywhere
else. It takes a motive to commit mur-
der, and Janet has it.”

Steve shook his head. “Take it easy,
Danny. There is no absolute evidence.
Don’t act until you have it.”

“So you do believe it then?” Danny
asked. :

“I do not. That’'s why I beg you not
to be too hasty. Treat Janet as you
should a brand-new wife. You’ll soon
see how wrong you've been. Why, a
man with half his sight could see that
there isn’t a chance you’re right. I'm
rooting for Janet, Danny.”

Steve trudged on to town while Danny
turned back. He walked slowly along
the road, his mind so full of thoughts
that he hardly knew where he was going.
Of course Russ had been murdered. In
the first place, he had always been éx-
tremely careful. He wouldn’t have gone
too close to the edge of the cliff unless
he was lured there—or pushed there.

Danny possessed not the slightest
doubt about Janet having been at the
house before, and was keeping that fact
a strict secret. Everything pointed to
it. And Russ had been just the type
who would have fallen for any story she
might have cooked up.

He recalled the rather casual recep-
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tion Lissy had given Janet, and Lissy

hadn’t been herself at all. Usually when
strangers came she wanted to know what
they liked to eat and practically all there
was to know about them.

ISSY’S little cottage was along this-

road on the way back. Danny made
up his mind to go see her. Lissy had
never lied to him, and she wouldn’t be-
gin now. If Janet had been at the house
before, Lissy must have known about it,
or at least guessed it.
- He was gratified to see lights in
Lissy’s house and he turned into the
path. She was sitting in the darkness
on the porch and she rose to welcome
him.

“I expected you, Danny,” she said. “I
saw you race by here in that old station
wagon. But why are you walking? Did
Steve borrow the truck?”

“We had an accident,” Danny said.

She sat down and commenced rocking.
“I knew you would. Danny, when will
you learn?
you were almost killed that time eight
years ago? When they had to sew up
your head?”

Danny grinned a little. “I was in-
clined to be a bit crazy in those days,
but I've changed. We weren’t traveling
fast, Llssy Somethmg happened to the
brakes.”

Lissy nodded smugly. “It’s high time
that old car was junked anyway. You
want to phone Janet to come here and
pick you up?”

“No, I'd rather walk home, Lissy.”

“She’s a grand girl, Danny. Don’t
make any mistake about it. I'm glad for
you. I was afraid, for so many years,
that you’d wind up with some—some
actress or somethmg like that.”

“Janet is nice,” Danny said casually.
“Russ must have liked her too.”

“Russ? And Janet?” Lissy stopped
rocking. “When did they meet?”

“Lissy, don’t lie to me. Janet was
here at the house. She came to visit
Russ. I know it. Janet disappeared for
several days last month. She never ex-
plained to me where she had been. Lissy,
tell me the truth. She was here.”

“Are you daft, lad? I never laid eyes
on the girl before in my life. Nor did
Russ.”

Danny bent over the old woman and
shook her by both shoulders.

‘ tecting her.

Can’t you remember how

“She’s charmed you, too. You're pro-
Lissy, I know she couldn’t
have bought you for any price, but she’s
convinced you of her baby innocence.
That she could do no wrong. You're
hypnotized by her!”

“Stop it, Danny!” Lissy cried. “Stop
it this minute. I'll not let you talk about
your wife that way. She’s a nice girl.
I don’t know what you’re driving at, but
whatever it is, don’t blame Janet for
anything. She loves you, but you’re not
used to her kind of love. The kind that
gives everything. You’re too accustomed
to the selfish kind that Russ gave you.
Russ didn’t want to lose you; Danny. He
didn’t want you to marry her because
she would take you away and Russ
didn’t want that to happen. Danny, open
your eyes!”

“They’ve been open for quite some
time,” Danny said quietly. “Good night,
Lissy.”

He walked down off the porch and she
followed him as far as the stairs.

“Danny,”—she extended one arm—
“Danny, listen to me.”

He kept on going. It seemed miles
before he reached the driveway to the
house and Janet was atop the gate, wait-
ing for him. She climbed down and
rushed into his arms. ‘

“Darling, you’ve been gone so long!”

“The car—it landed in a ditch,” he
told her. “We weren’t hurt, Steve or I.
Just shaken up a little. He walked to
town and I came back.”

Her arms slid around his neck, her
face tilted upward toward him.

“So long as you came back, darling.
Danny—Danny, is there something
wrong? You're acting strangely. If
you’re upset over something, let me
share it with you. That’s what a wife is
for.

He shook his head. “No, I'm all right.
The reaction, I suppose. After all, I
buried my brother one week, got mar-
ried the next, and doggone near got
killed tonight.”

“Danny, if you ever feel that you’re in
trouble, tell me about it. Please.”

“I promise.” He smiled and kissed
her.

Then his arms tightened and he was
holding her close. He wanted to hold
her like that. He wanted to know that
she was his, and that they would spend
the rest of their lives together. Solve
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“their’ individual and mutual problems
~and lean upon one another as a husband
“and wife are supposed to do.

But this woman in his arms—she was
a murderess.
and had tried to kill him. He walked
with her down the moonlit drive to the
front porch and they sat on the steps.
‘Neither spoke. They just looked out
across the quiet, moonlight-drenched
*fields.

CHAPTER IV
Knife in the Back

HE spell of it got Dan-
ny. He began to have
doubts. How could
such a sweet girl plot
and plan such dia-
bolical murders? Why
hadn’t she shown any
tendencies toward

 wanting money even
before he asked her to
marry him? It was
true that they had
known one another only two months, but
two months is usually long enough to
bring out both good and bad traits.

He recalled that she never even asked
him how he was fixed financially. Of
course she might have investigated and
known he was wealthy, and would be
twice as rich when his brother died.

Perhaps Steve Taylor was right. Cir-
cumstances abetted his foolish notions
of murder. Strange things could hap-
pen to anyone. Those cliffs had been
there for hundreds of years. It was
logical to assume they would crumble
in places at one time or another. And
so far as the rope was concerned, Lissy
might have explained what was in the
tool house.

Janet had fetched the rope. He felt
certain if she hadn’t, he would have
fallen to his death. The easiest way to
have killed him would have been simply
to have gone away and not come back.

And a girl is hardly expected to know
how to tie trick knots meant to hold up
a man dangling off the end of a cliff. As
for the station wagon, Lissy and Steve
were right about that. The crate was
old. Brakes give out even on new cars.
He did tell himself it looked more like
sabotage than an accident, but Janet

She had killed his brother .
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deserved the benefit of the doubt.

There was Lissy to think about, too.
She had a special knack for picking out
phonies. Like the time he had brought
home a college friend who made a prac-
tice of looting the homes into which he
was taken. Lissy had spotted him right
off, though her warning had never been
taken seriously.

Dan took one of Janet’s hands be-
tween both his own. His face had been
cloudy, but it cleared now and he was
smiling.

“Janet, I can be pretty much of a fool
sometimes. You have no idea what I'm
capable of. If anything happens that
you don’t understand, let it pass.”

“I’m happy,” she whispered. “Dan,
I’ve never been so happy.”

-“Good. Then I'm glad.”

They didn’t speak for a while. Janet,
chin cupped in a small hand, stared
straight out into space.

“What happened to the station wagon,
Danny?” she finally asked. “I mean,
what caused the accident?”

“Something to do with the brakes,”

he said. “You wouldn’t understand.”
. She laughed at him. “Wouldn’t I? If
the brakes didn’t hold, the line must
have been bled dry or the rods broken.
Darling, there is so much you don’t
know about me. I spent two years in
the WAC and I learned how to strip
down and repair a car motor.”

Danny arose abruptly. “I don’t doubt
it,” he said. “Good night, Janet. I'm
going inside—to Russell’s office. There’s
a lot of work to do. You go to bed. I'm
not tired enough to turn in yet.”

She was staring at him as he slammed
the door and disappeared. Something
in that look, something about the way
she just stood there, frightened him, He
locked the door to the study after he
was inside. Even the locked door didn’t
restore his confidence. .

Danny awoke about six-thirty in the
morning, stiff and uncomfortable. He
had fallen asleep at the desk, head
cradled on one arm that was now so
numbed he thought it would never
straighten out again. He went into the
bathroom adjoining the study and took
a cold shower. That helped some.

A shave would make the start of the
day even better. He tiptoed upstairs,
feeling somewhat sheepish. He didn’t
want Janet to see him, to know that he
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- hadn’t remained awake all night work-
ing over Russell’s books. Danny didn’t
feel frightened any more. Daylight
banished terrors and fears.

He passed Janet’s room. The door
was open slightly and he tiptoed back,
to look in on her. He saw the empty
bed. It had been slept in, but there was
nobody in the room now.

Danny forgot about the shave. He
went back downstairs. The front door
was not closed. He stepped out on the
porch. Nothing stirred. There wasn’t
a sound in the early morning stillness.

He began thinking of breakfast and
realized that Lissy should have been
here by now. She always arrived before

“six in the morning as regularly as the
coming of daylight. Her ancient coupé
was not parked near the barn, and when
he went to the kitchen, there were no
signs of her. The stove was cold.

ANNY frowned and wondered if she
had been taken ill. He left the
house and set out at a brisk lope toward
her cottage. The coupé was in the yard,
where it had been the night before. He
paid no attention to it. He banged on
the door, received no answer, and found
the doors locked. He smashed a window,
certain now that she must have become
ill during the night.

He climbed through the window and
searched the house. Everything was as
neat as a pin, but Lissy wasn’t there.
Danny tried to figure it out. She never
went anywhere without the coupé, for
her legs had more or less given out the
past few years and walking was torture
for her. The car was there all right.
He went over to it and pulled open the
door.

He almost screamed in horror.

Lissy was half on the seat, half off it.
There was a kitchen meat knife buried
in the back of her neck. She was still
warm and hadn’t been dead long. Dan-
ny’s first impulse was to find a telephone
and get the police, but he gave up the
idea temporarily.

He closed the coupé door, walked
backward and surveyed the car. It was
standing in the middle of the driveway
just outside the garage. A large drive-
way, because Lissy wanted plenty of
room to turn around. The drive was
covered with cinders that snapped and
crackled underfoot for they were new,

dry, and not flattened down yet. No one
could have approached that coupé with-
out Lissy knowing it. She was in the
center of a cleared space and any ap-
proach would have been signaled by the
loud crunch of the cinders.

Therefore, whoever killed Lissy had
stepped up to the car and she had shown
no suspicion. A quick thrust of the
knife—

Danny’s face went grim. Lissy knew
something. He had felt that last night.
She knew a great deal about Janet’s visit
here. Lissy would have talked sooner
or later, as Janet must have guessed.
And where was Janet now? At this early
hour of the morning?

Danny walked slowly away and headed

‘back to the house. He knew exactly what

he had to do now. Merely turning Janet
over to the law wouldn’t suffice. Not for
Russ and Lissy. Any jury would take
one look at Janet’s shapely legs, her
petite figure and her innocent baby face.
W ith concrete evidence to convict her,
they would recommend mercy.

- Danny wanted her to die. She de-
served nothing less than that and, if the
law wouldn’t do it—as he knew it would
not—then he had a mission to perform
in the name of Russ and in the name of
Lissy.

He reached the house and let himself
in. Janet was just starting down the
stairs. She came to a stop half down
them and grasped the railing hard with
one hand.

“Danny—what’s the matter? You look
as if—as if—”

“I’d seen a ghost? Or maybe a
corpse?” He approached to the foot of
the stairs. ‘“Come down here, Janet.

We've something to discuss.”

She descended hesitantly, as if she
half realized what was on his mind. He
couldn’t wait for her to reach the bot-
tom. He ran up a couple of steps, seized
her and pulled her down. He pinned her
against the wall. His heart was pound-
ing savagely, his eyes were mirrors of
icy hate.

“Lissy is dead!” he shouted. “Do you
hear me? She’s dead! Somebody stuck
a knife into the back of her neck. Some-
one she knew and trusted and let get
close to her. You were not in your room
half an hour ago. Where where you? No
wait, I’Il tell you. You went to Lissy
and killed her because Lissy was bound



50 POPULAR DETECTIVE

to talk some time, and she knew too
much.”

“Danny!” Janet said sharply. “You're
hurting my arms. Danny, let go of me.
You don’t know what you're saying. You
have no idea. .. .”

“T’'ve got practxcal proof!” he shouted.

“Janet, answer one question for me. Just
one. Answer it honestly. Will you do
that?”

“T’ll tell you anything you want to
know, Danny, oh, please—please!”

“You were in this house before Russ
was murdered. You saw him and talked
to him. You knew Lissy. You stayed
here, in this house.”

‘“Yes,” she screamed. “Yes, I was here.
For three days, and Lissy remained here
while I was a guest. Danny, don’t ask
me about it. Don’t ask me why I came
nor why I never told you about it. Let
it go! We can straighten things out so
long as we love one another.”

“Killer!” He spat the word. “Murder-
ess!” ‘

She screamed again, for his hands left
her arms and curled about her throat. He
leaned forward and began to increase
the pressure.

“I swore I'd kill you if I had proof
you murdered Russ. Now you’ve killed
Lissy too. You don’t deserve to live.
You don’t rate a chance!”

Suddenly his hands dropped. He
backed away, his face white. Janet stood
there, one hand at her throat now. She
seemed incapable of speech.

“I—1I can’t do it,” Danny mumbled. “I
can’t. Blast it, I'm in love with you no
matter what you are! No matter what
you did! I’'m no murderer. I couldn’t
take anyone’s life and above all, yours.
I'm going, Janet.
far you’ll never see nor hear of me again.
Don’t speak. Don’t utter a sound. Just
let me go!”

He wheeled and fled through the
house. He reached the garage, flung the
doors open and started the convertible.
It was doing thirty when he rolled it
past the house and careened into the
driveway to the road. He raised his eyes
and saw Janet reflected in the rear view
mirror. She was on the porch, one arm
extended toward him in a beseeching
gesture.

He stepped harder on the gas pedal
screamed into the turn and didn’t care
where he was headed. One thing he did

I'm going away. So-

know—he loved Janet. If, by circum-
stances, her guilt was ever discovered,
he would come back to stand beside her.
He knew that very well. All his vows
of vengeance meant nothing. Not even
the fact that she had tried to kill him on
two occasions, seemed to matter any
more.

There would be the devil to-pay about
Lissy’s murder. His lips turned down at
the corners. Maybe he ought to just keep
on going. By his disappearance he might
take a certain amount of guilt off Janet s
shoulders. Perhaps save her from prlson
or the electric chair.

He laughed raucously. Here he was,
the determined man who meant to kill
whoever had murdered his brother, and
now he was trying to devise ways of ac-
cepting Janet’s blame for the death of
Lissy. He shuddered violently, If he
had strangled Janet a few moments ago,
his whole world would have come to an
end as certainly as hers. Murder was no
way out. It was never a way out!

CHAPTER V
Mask of Guilt

¢ TEVE TAYLOR’S se-
dan was rolling fast to-
ward Danny. He didn’t
want to see Steve. He
didn’t want to explain
to anyone. But Steve
must have had a pre-
monition of what was
happening because he
started waving one
hand out of the win-
dow and frantically
signaled for Danny to slow down and
pull over. Steve even weaved his car as
if to cut him off.

Danny applied brakes and came to a
smooth halt about fifty yards past
Steve’s car. Steve was already running
in his direction. He reached Danny’s
convertible and yanked open the door.

“You idiot!” he shouted. “What are
you trying to do—kill yourself? Janet
called me. She said you’d gone crazy.
For heaven’s sake man, what is it? Tell
me. I’'m your friend. You can talk—but
talk sensibly.”

“I told you what it was all about,”
Danny said. “Janet murdered Russ. She
visited Russ and never told me she’d
been here. Lissy knew it and kept silent.
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Everyone kept silent for Janet. And
why not? Didn’t I fall for her too.”

“Danny, you’re wrong,” Steve pro-
tested. “You know you’re wrong.”

“Am I? Would you like to ask Lissy?
Well, I tried that last night and Lissy
wouldn’t say a word. I wanted to try
again this morning, but she was silent.
She’ll be silent forever, Steve. Janet
stuck a knife into the back of Lissy’s
neck.”

Steve gaped, utterly incapable of say-
ing a word.

“She undermined the cliff so it would
cave,” Danny went on. “She rolled Russ
close to it and let him go over. She
murdered Lissy so she’d never tell me
the truth. But I forced it out of Janet.
I made her tell me she’d been here be-
fore—secretly. That she knew both Russ
and Lissy. Oh, she admitted it all right,
after I'd almost killed her.”

“Killed her?” Steve shouted. “Danny,
you didn’t!”

“No, I couldn’t do that. Murderess or
not, I'm still in love with her. I'm going
away. She can have everything I own.
What do I care any more? I’ll even ac-
cept the blame for killing Lissy if you
or someone else can plant something to
show it was I who did it.”

Steve suddenly slapped Danny across
the face, then slapped him again.

“Now hold it!” he cried. “Listen to
reason. Running away won’t help. If
Janet is a killer, let her face the con-
sequences. Because, Danny, after what

_you told me, I wouldn’t permit them to
blame you. Let them hang her—if she is
what you claim she is. But Danny, can
you be absolutely certain? Can you say
this without an iota of doubt?”

Danny closed his eyes and leaned
heavily on the wheel.

“Sure?” he repeated. “Would I have
gone this far if I wasn’t positive? Steve,
I found the pick and shovel she used to
excavate under the cliff. She had an
opportunity to do it—Lissy sent her up-
stairs to rest. She could have slipped out
the back door and, with her experience
cutting under the cliff where Russ went
over, it would hardly have taken her
long to prepare another pitfall for me.
Then there was the incident of the
brakes on the car. Steve, if you hadn’t
grabbed the wheel so I jammed on the
brakes before we hit the steep hill, we’d
have been killed. Both of us—both of
us!”

“Just the same you should come back
and face it,” Steve insisted. “Janet isn’t
deserving of a chance if she did this.
Danny—you love her very much, don’t
you?’)

Danny nodded mutely.

Steve shrugged. “I’m pulling out of
it. You can do what you like, but if I'm
called upon to testify, I'll tell the truth.
Janet or no Janet, I won’t lie to save her
pretty neck.”

“Get out!” Danny said slowly. “Get
out of the car, Steve.”

“Look, Danny—"

“Get out, or I'll take you with me.”

Steve scrambled out of the car.

“What are you going to do? Danny
—no! No!” : :

But the convertible was racing down
the highway, straight toward a curve.
Several cars which had been going too
fast to make this corner before, had gone
through the fence and ended up in the
creek below. Steve stood there, face
frozen, as he saw Danny make no at-
tempt to turn the wheel. The converti-
ble smashed the fence, its rear end
leaped up into the air, and the car dis-
appeared.

Steve began running toward the scene.
He scrambled through the broken fence
and came to a stop. The convertible still
stood, by some miracle, on all four
wheels but twenty feet away lay Danny,
arms and legs twisted in those almost
ludicrous positions of death.

TEVE bit his lip, turned away, and

returned to his own car. He drove it

to the house and Janet came out to meet

him. He led her into the living room
and helped her into a chair.

“I’'ve news, and all of it is bad,” he
said softly. “What we’ve all feared
finally happened. Danny is—dead. He
deliberately smashed up the car and him-
self. I saw it happen. I was right there,
Janet. I couldn’t help him. He was com-
pletely mad.”

She closed her eyes and stifled a sob.

“It’s the best way, Janet,” Steve went
on. “Even Russ sensed what would
eventually happen. That’s why Russ
asked you to come here, when he learned
you were going to marry Danny. Russ
wanted to warn you that there had been
insanity in the family, and that Danny
was injured some years back.”

“I know—I know, Steve!” she cried.
“Russ told me over and over again, But
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I didn’t care. I thought I could help
Danny. I was so sure of it, but he never
gave me a chance. It made no difference
if he was hurt and had to be put in an
asylum for a while. I loved Danny. I
wanted . to care for him, to ease him
through this awful thing. Steve, is
Lissy—"

“Yes,” Steve said. “He stabbed her.
She’s lying in her coupé outside of her
house. One of your kitchen knives is in
her neck. Nobody has discovered the
crime. Janet, you've a great deal to face.
Let me help you, just as you wanted to
help Danny. I owe him that much and—
well, you know I'd do anything in the
world for you.”

“That I believe, too,” a voice said from
behind Steve.

He jumped to his feet, turned, and saw
Danny approaching. Steve tried to pull
a gun, but he had difficulty clearing the
pocket and Danny was on him just as
the gun started to come up.

.Danny grasped Steve’s wrist and
twisted it. Turned it hard but he could-
n’t make Steve let go, and Steve was be-
ginning to smash painful punches to
Danny’s stomach. These blows were
raised until they struck him near the
heart.

There was cold murder in Steve’s eyes.
While he struck, he kept pulling his gun
hand free and he still clung to the wea-
pon. Clung hard! He was, in fact, be-
ginning to get the muzzle toward Dan-
ny’s chest.

Once it was in line, he would squeeze
the trigger.

Danny never had been a match for
Steve, not even when they had been
small boys, and now it seemed he was
going to lose another battle—the last
one. That gun kept inching around, and
Steve was beginning to laugh confi-
dently.

Then a fury landed on him. Two hands
clawed at his face. Sharp teeth bit into
his gun hand until the blood flowed.
Steve screamed and opened his fingers.
The gun fell. Danny let go of him,
stepped back, and Steve kept trying to
fight off Janet.

Then Danny moved in. He uncorked a
right hook that must have shaken Steve
to the heels. It seemed to all but shatter
Danny’s shoulder with the impact. But
he landed another and another. He kept
raining blows on Steve’s face until Janet
screamed at him. Then he realized that

Steve was down, unconscious, and no
longer a danger. ;

Danny arose. Janet rushed to him and
he circled an arm about her.

“So he told you I was crazy,” he said.
“That my accident eight years ago put
me in an asylum. Russ told you that, too.
I heard Steve telling you all this. Janet,
whatever you think of me, hear me out
and learn the truth.”

“Danny, I don’t care, I don’t care a bit
so long as you’ve come back and you’re
safe. Steve told me you were d-dead!”

“I hoped he’d think so. I met Steve
and he stopped me. He kept talking
about letting you hang for killing Russ
and Lissy. He harped on it too much—
and I suddenly realized what a fool I’d
been. I remembered how Steve and I
were rolling fast in the station wagon
and he grabbed at the wheel for no rea-
son at all. He wanted me to use the
brakes, and have the rods snap before we
hit the steep hill where he would have
been killed too. Steve didn’t want to
take that ride—never meant to—but I
teased him into it and he had to spoil his
own plan for murdering me.”

“But Danny, why? Why?”

“It’s rather obvious. With me dead, or
declared insane, or just vanished off the
earth, you’d come into a great deal of
money. And you’d also inherit good old
Steve, friend of the family who’d be ex-
pected to help the beautiful widow, and
perhaps marry her some day. That is
what he was after. Russ always listened
to Steve, and he was easily convinced

_that I shouldn’t be allowed to marry and

desert my crippled brother.

“So they got up here, told you that
fantastic tale about my being crazy, and
even convinced Lissy of it. Neither of
you would tell me for fear I'd go into
a relapse or something, and when I
talked about murder, you thought I’d
gone off the beam again. Janet, I was
never mad. I was never in an asylum.”

JANET clung to him more tightly.
“It doesn’t matter,” she pleaded.
“I can see the whole thing now—so
clearly. Steve made me afraid of you.
So did Russ. But I loved you, and noth-
ing or no one could stop me from marry-
ing you. The money had no meaning.
Danny, you’ve got to understand that.”
“I do, darling. Steve killed Lissy be-
cause she wouldn’t have stayed silent
once we started to break up. And she’d

o
.
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have rejected their story about my being
in an asylum when she’d had time
enough to think it over. I was away for
two years—in Europe—just before the
war. But I wrote Lissy and I phoned
her twice, once from London and again
from Vienna. When she remembered
those things she would have realized
somebody had lied. So he killed her.
How else did he know that her body was
in the coupé and that the weapon was
one of our kitchen knives?”

She looked up at him. “Darling, when
you were so sure I killed Russ and—and
Lissy, why didn’t you kill me? You were
planning to do that. I sensed it, and I
was frightened. I slept in the attic last
night.”

“Why didn’t I kill you?” he asked
with a bitter laugh. “Janet, one doesn’t

 kill the only thing that makes life worth-
while. We were both fools. Russ tricked
us first, then Steve saw his chance and
kept the game going, first by sending
Russ to his death. As soon as I realized
he had prevented the station wagon from
going down the steepest hill, I guessed
he was behind it. So I drove through
the highway fence, down a bank and got
out of the car and draped myself around
the landscape. I guess I looked dead all
right, because he never came down to
make sure.”

“You might have been really killed!”

“I had to take the chance,” he said.
“And anyway, I'd had experience at that
particular spot. It was the place I hit
when I had that accident eight years
ago, and after I got over it, I studied
the locale and saw how I could have
saved myself and the car. So I knew
what I was doing. I didn’t even wreck
the car.”

“What about—him?” Janet pointed at
Steve’s limp form.

“We’ll have to get the police, of
course. I don’t think they’ll have much
trouble convicting him. Janet, if I ever
doubt your love again, remind me of
that moment when Steve almost had me,
and you pitched into him.”

“I wanted to kill him, Danny. I guess
I would have too if—if it had been neces-
sary.”

“As soon as the police come, we’ll go
away from here,” Danny whispered.
“We’ve had enough, darling. But I know
our marriage is based on a firm founda-
tion now. We’ve that much out of it, at
least.” :

She kissed him, then hurried to the
phone while Danny tied up Steve with
portions of the unconscious man’s cloth-
ing. Danny whistled as he worked over
the man. There was even a cheery note
in the whistle.

4. Three Types of Fingerprints

DETECTIVES classify fingerprints into three different typés.
They are: 1. Visible. 2. Plastic, and 3. Latent prints.

Visible prints are ones left by fingers that have been smeared
with such substances as dirt, grease, ink, or blood, and are seldom clear enough to be

of any value.

Plastic prints are ones left on such substances as candlewax, butter, tar, putty, soap and

other soft, plastic substances.

The type of greatest importance in scientific crime detection is—the latent print. Al-
most always invisible to the naked eye, these prints are usually found on smooth surfaces
such as glass, china, wood, metal, or leather, and are revealed by dusting with fingerprint
powder. By use of chemicals, latent fingerprints may also be exposed on cloth, rough
woods and papers. F ingergrints have even been found on fingernails and toenails—but
they have yet to be revealed on human skin.

The fact that a criminal is usually nervous when he commits a crime helps the detective,
for his perspiration causes his fingerprints to be left more readily and more clearly.

Detectives often show up fingerprints of the latent variety in datkness, using a flashlight.
The oblique rays of light will clearly reveal the prints. Latent prints may also be shown
up by breathing on the surface where they are found, and then examining the surface ob-
liquely. —Carter Critz.
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AU of the

BRIDGE EXPERT

The slaying of Joseph B. Elwell, man-about-town and darling

of the ladies, remains on the blotter as an unsolved mystery!

HERE are unsolved murders in the
Tﬁles of every police department but

few of them have captured the public
imagination as has the murder of Joseph
B. Elwell, noted bridge expert, man-
about-town, and darling of scores of
women. In many instances where a
murder officially is listed as unsolved,
police actually know the identification
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