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Pledge to the Public

on Used Car Sales

l Every used car is conspicuously marked

with its lowest price in plain figures,
and that price, just as the price of our
new cars, is rigidly maintained.

All Studebaker automobiles which are
sold as CERTIFIED CARS have been
properly reconditioned, and carry a
30-day guarantee for replacement of
defective parts and free service on ad-
justments.

3 Every purchaser of a used car may

drive it for five days, and then, if not
satisfied for any reason, turn it back
and apply the money paid as a credit
on the purchase of any other car in
stock—new or used. (It is assumed
that the car has not been damaged in
the meantime.)

© 1928 The Studebaker Corporation of Americs

You can save money
and get a better motor car

if you buy
according to the Studebaker Pledge plan

OVER 150,000 THRIFTY AMERICAN
CITIZENS DID LAST YEAR!

WELL constructed car, sold at 40 or §0 per cent of

its original price, offers maximum transportation
value. Studebaker dealers offer many fine used cars —
Studebakers, Erskines and other makes — which have
been driven only a few thousand miles. (Recondition-
ing of mechanical parts, refinishing of bodies give
new car life to these cars at prices no greater than
you must pay fora cheap new car. And as a final
measure of protection, these cars are sold according to
theStudebaker Pledge —which offers 5 days’ driving trial
on all cars and a 30-day guarantee on all certified cars.

Invest 2c—you may save $200

Gl the coupon
below for the free
booklet. — The 2c
stamp is an invest-

@ Prices being plainly marked provides the same price mentwhich may save
for everyone. Millions of people buy “used”” houses. ?"’“”,"‘“ch“"‘”‘:
Every car on the road is a used car the s mnboying mukoeo)
week after it is purchased. [———— e -—1

THE STUDEBAKER CORPORATION OF AMERICA
Dept. 183, South Bend, Indiana

ST UD E B g K ER Please send me copy of *‘How to Judge a Used Car’’
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“neck will grow shapely, your shoulders begin to

ADVERTISING SECTION

The Man I Pity Most

OOR OLD JONES. No one had any

use for him. No one respected him.
\cross his face I read one harsh word—
FAILURE. He just lived on. A poor worn-
out imitation of a man, doing his sorry best
to get on in the world. If he had realized

just one thing he could have made good. He
might have been a brilliant success.

There arc thousands and thousands of men
like Jones. They, too, could bz happy, suc
cessful, respected and loved. But they can’t
seem to realize the one big fact—that prac
tically everything worth while living for de
pends upon STRENGTH-—-upon live, red
blooded, he-man muscle.

Everything you do depends upon strength.

No matter what your occupation, you need the
health, vitality and eclear thinking only big,
strong, virile muscles can give you. When you
are ill the strength in those big muscles pulls
vou through. At the office, in the farm fields,
or on the tennis courts, you'll find your success

zenerally depends upon your musclar devel-

opment. O

Here’s a Short Cut to Strength
and-Success

“But,” you say, “it takes years to build my
body up to the point \\'ln re it will equal those
of athletic champions.” It does if you go
about it without any system, but there is a sci-
entific short cut. And that’s where I come in.

30 Days is All I Need

In just 30 days I can do things with your
hody you never thought possible. With just a
few minutes’ work every -morning, I will add
one full inch of real, live muscle to cach of
vour arms, and two whole inches across your
chest. "Many of my pupils have gained more
than that, but I GUARANTEE to do at least
that much for you in one short month. Your

Before you know it,
ple turning around when you pass. Women
will want to know you. Your boss will treat
you with a new respect. You'll look ten years

bhroaden. vou'll find peo-

vounger, and you’ll feel like it, too. Work will
be easy. As for play, why, you realize then
that you don’'t know what play really means.

I Strengthen Those Inner
Organs, Too

Author of

LARLE LIEDERMAN, The Muscle Builder

“Muscle Building,” “Scicnce of Wrestling,”

s“Seercts of Strength,” “Here's Health,”
“Endurance,” Ete.

But I'm not through with you. I want ninety days
in all to do the job n;.:hh and then all T ask is that
vou stand in front of your mirror and look yourself
over,

What a

marvelous Those

s change ! great  square
shoulders! That pair of huge, lithe arms! Those
firm, shapely legs!  Yes, sir. They are yours, and

Send for my
Big New
Book

64 pages and + + + »
IT IS FREE

It contains  fort) myself  and
same of the many ned.  Some of
hese came  to me 5 imploring me to help
em Look themn over nm and you will marvel at their present
physiques.  This will not obligate you at all. but for the sake of
vour future health and happine do not put it off.  Send today
right now before you turn this pagq

EARLE LIEDERMAN
DEPT. 403
305 Broadway New York City

POP. Please mention this magazine

1 °
whien

You'll be just as fit inside as
ause I work on vour heart, your
Jiver—-all of your inner organs, \(li‘ll}'l]l(‘lllll" and
cxercising  them. Yes, indeed, life can give you a
greater thrill than you ever dreamed. But, remember,
he only sure road to health, strength and happiness
dways demands action.

they are there to stay.
vou are out, too, be

ae

‘ EARLE LIEDERMAN ‘
Dept. 403, 305 Broadway, New York City ‘
| Dear Sir: Please send me, absolutely IFREK |

ind without any obligation on my part whatever, it
' copy of your latest book, “"Muscular Development. I
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On sale the 7th and 20th of each month

IN THE NEXT ISSUE :
“THE MONASTERY OF THE BLUE DEATH”

A Complete Novel, by MALCOLM WHEELER-NICHOLSON
A daring quest for forbidden sapphires in stark Tibet.

Volume XCIX Number 2

npular

NMagazine
Title Registered U. S. Patent Office.
Yearly Subscription, $4.00 Single Copies, 20 Cents

The entire contents of this iagazine are protected by cobyright, and must not bhe reprinted without the publishers’ permission.
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A MINUTE WITH W. R. HOEFER 1
Blood and Brocade
THREE MEN FROM CAYENNE SEAN O'LARKIN 2
A Complete Novel
From Pariz to Cayenne to New York, the trail led to deati.
VICTORY WILLIAM HEMMINGWAY 68
A Short Story
The gamest little boxer who cver lived.

TREES IN LATE WINTER WILLARD E. SOLENBERGER 77

Verse
THE MAN WHO WAS FRAMED
A Short Story JOHN RANDOLPH PHILLIPS 78
A gangster comes face to face with the guy he framed.
WHAT’S LIFE WORTH? CLAY PERRY 89

A Short Story
It took a girl lawyer to show him.
A CASE IN EQUITY W. A. SHRYER 99
A Short Story .
A unique business tangle, with a snappy ending.
THE LUCK OF LICANIA FRED MacISAAC 104
In Five Parts—Part IV
A struggle for a kingdom—on Cape Cod.
GENE THE JOKER ALEXANDER HULL 129
A Short Story

For salesmanship or love one needs nerve. Gene had it—plenty !

IF YOU ASK ME C. WILES HALLOCK 139
Verse

THE POPULAR CLUB 140

A CHAT WITH YOU THE EDITORS 143
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All manuscripts must be addressed to the Editors, care of

STREET & SMITH PUBLICATIONS, INC, 79 7th AVE, NEW YORK, N. Y.
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Indigestion
GONE!

Now—a medically approved, sure
way to end after-eating distress

Don’r suffer from indigestion. Don’t let gas,
heartburn, dizziness, listlessness punish you
after meals. Take Pepto - Bismol and get relief
within 10 minutes. .

Safe. Prompt. Pleasant to take. Pepto-Bismol

neutralizes harmful excess acids without de- ;

stroying vital digestive juices. Soothes irritated
membranes. Aids good digestion. Prescribed by
doctors for 25 years. Ideal for
children. Try Pepto-Bismol. If
it doesn’t help you, demand
your money back.

, £
pl)
€83 oF oroue "

Pepto-Bismol

THE DOCTOR’S PRESCRIPTION

HOW TO OBTAIN

A Better Looking Nose!

Improve your parsonal uppannmce
8 My new Model 25 Nose Shaper is designed
4 to improve the shape of the nose by remould-
1 ing the cartilage and fleshy parts, safely, and
painlessly. This is accomplished thru the very
fine and precise adjustments which only my
patented Model 25 possesses. Results “are last-
ing. Can be worn_ at night, or during the day.
Money refunded if not satisfied after thirty
days’ trial. Write for free booklet to
M. TRILETY, Dept. 125, Binghamton, N. Y.
Pioneer Nose Shaping Specialist

TRUSS USERS

Learn how to close the rupture opening, so the
rupture can’t come down.. Get a Ten Day Test of
the herbal muscle-tonic “Plapao”, and 48 page
illustrated book describing the effective home treat-
ment used by satisfied thousands without delay
from work. Awarded Gold Medal, Rome, Grand
Prix, Paris, and other proofs of merit. You can
make this test which started many others on the
road to better health without cost—FREE. Write
TODAY to Plapao Co., 946 Stuart Building, Saint
Louis, Missouri.

Please mention this magazine

“You’ve no one to
"’

blame but yourself!

“Five years ago we were both in the same boat. I knew I
ought to be making more money—knew that I needed training
that would fit me fer a bigger job and pull me out of the rut.
So did you. I did something about it. You didn’t. Today you’re
still in the same job. And you’ve no one to blame but yourself,

““When I enrolled with the International Correspondence Schools
and began study:ng at home, evenings, you laughed at me. Now
the laugh’s on you, for I've increased my pay by $50 a week.

“41¢ you had envolled five years ago—when I did—you’d have as
good a job as mine, and you'’d be better off by thousands of dollars.
'1‘ ke my «dwce—dont put it off any longer—enroll with the

I, C. 8, today.”

How much-longer are you going to wait before taking the step
that is bound to bring you advancement and bigger pay? Every day
you put it off costs you money—the extfa morney you might be mak-
ing. The I. C. S. can help you, just as it h's helped thousands of
others, to win promotion. Put it up to us to prove it.

Mail the Coupon Today

T Y —— ———————— ——— —
lNTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDEI‘-CE SCHOOLS
Box 2092-B, Scranton, Penna.
Without cost or obligation, plcasa send me a copy of your book=
let, “Who Wins and Why,” and full particulars about the eourse
before which I have marked X in the list below:

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES

[ Architect (] Automobile Mechanie
L1Architectural Draftsman Aviation Engines
[] Building Foreman ’lumber and Steam Fitter
L1Concrete Builder Plumbing Inspector
[JContractor and Builder Foreman Plumber
L] Structural Draftsman Heating and Ventilation
LIStructural Engineer Sheet-Metal Worker
[]Electrical Engineer Steam Engineer

Marine Engineer

lectrical Contractor
lectric Wiring Refrigeration Engineer
R. R. Positions

[]Klectric Lighting
Reading Shop Blueprints Iighway Engineer

100000000

[] Telegraph Engineer Chemistry

[JTelephone Work | Pharmacy
[]Mechanical Engineer []Coal Mining Engincer
[JMechanical Draftsman [[|Navigation [J Assayer

Machine Shop Practice B

Toolmaker

Patternmaker

Civil Engineer

urveying and Mapping

Bridge Engineer Poultry Farming

Gas Engine Operating Mathematics [] Radio
BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES

Business Management [ Business Correspondence
Industrial Management, how Card and Sign Lettering
Personnel Management tenography and Typing
Traffic Management inglish
Acrountmg and ivil Service

A. Coaching hul\\ ay Mail Clerk
[ Cost’ Accounting Mail Carrier
LI Bookkeeping Grade School Rubjects
[1Secretarial Work Iligh School Subjects

Iron and Steel Worker

‘extile Overseer or Supt.
Cotton Manufacturing

Woolen Manufacturing
Agriculture [J Fruit Growing

i

1000

Il

(m)

O

Oocoa

[/ !1 ]

ClSpanish  [J French Cartooning

L] Salesmanship Illustrating

1 Advertising Lumber Dealer
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If love were what the rose is,
And I were like the leaf,
Our lives would grow together

In sad or singing weather,

Blown field or flowerful closes,
Green pleasure or gray grief;

If love were what the rose is,
And I were like the leaf.

—ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE.

Our grandparen's wooed to such
liting music. To-day the tempo may
be quicker, the words less elegant. Yet
the cternal yearning that is the price
of love is found as surely in the nervous
plaintive notes of jazz as in the more
dulcet tones of violins beneath Victorian
moor-,

There is evidence aplenty of the fact
that while love has found a new way
in these latter days, there is no funda-
mental change in the true character of
true love. Such evidence is (ontained
in the love stories published by Chelsea
House, one of the oldest and best-
established publishing concerns in the
United States. The thousands of loyal
followers of Chelsea House offerings,
who come from every walk of American
life, have learned to demand the highest
standards from their favorite authors.
And that this demand is met is proved
by the continuous devotion which the
readers of Chelsea House love stories
so cvidently feel toward those masters
cf fiction who take them on winged
words into magic worlds.

Here follow brief reviews of some of
the more recent Chelsea House books,

any one of which may be had at your
nearest dealer’s.

Q

HEARTBREAK Hareor, by Eleanor Elliott

Carroll. Published by Chelsea House,
79 Seventh Avenue, New York City.
75 cents,

Price

The transport was steaming slowly into a
harbor of breath-taking beauty. Entranced, a
girl, herself “a thing of beauty,” leaned against
the rail, while at her side stood a man smil-
ing condescendingly at her young enthusiasm.
He was Philip Curtis, and the six-foot shadow
that he was to cast upon the crowded life
which awaited her was an ominous one.

The scene of this exceptionally stirring love
story is laid beneath the blazing sun which
shines down upon Manila. Philip and the
naive, dreaming girl, stepped ashore into a
situation sinister and foreboding. Around the
girl cunning conspirators wove their intri-
cate schemes. Because of her, an upstanding
young American was driven to the verge of
distraction. Here is a story which marches
in quick-step time. It is shot through with
fire. It thrills. Take “Heartbreak Harbor”
home to-night, and embark upon a voyage
filled with the authentic spirit of romance.

A\

SWAMP FrLower, by Vivian Grey. Pub-
lished by Chelsea House, 79 Seventh Ave-
nue, New York City. Price 75 cents.

To what desperate cnds will the bitter
grind of poverty drive a sensitive spirit!
Velma, in New York, bending over her type-
writer, could still see the heart-rending squalor
of that little Illinois town from which she
had escaped. Now that she was in the great
city, she had made up her mind that of all
things on earth money and the things which
money could buy were the most important.

Deliberately, she made up her mind to en-
snare the one man of her acquaintance who

(Continued on 2nd page following)
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RCA Graduates Find it Easy to Fill
Good Radio Jobs
There nas been 2 radio job for practically every graduate
of RCA Institutes. Graduates are actually Trained for

. Success because they learn radio by actual experience
with the RCA Institutes famous outlay of apparatus given
to every student of this course. You learn to solve every
radio problem such as repairing, installing, and servicing

fine sets. Here is everything you need to know in order
to fill a well-paid position in Radio.

Let RCA Institutes show you Send for This Free Book
“Radio . . . the Field of Unlimited Opportunity”

th e Wq y 'I'o S U Ccess i n "'h is Read these 40 fascinating pages, each one packed with pictures

and text that tell you everything you want to know about the
many brilliantopportunities in Radioand about RCA Institutes,

L] L]
fq S 'I'-g rowin g In d us 'I' r y. the world’s oldest and largest radio training organization. Tune

in on Radio. Send for this free book today and speed up your

REACH out for a big-pay job in Radio... Tie-up tothe earning capacity! _—
fastest-groewing industry in the world today . . . See
for yourself what other men have done... You, too, can Clip this Coupon NOW?¢ m

do the same! Hundreds of fellows just like you are now

earning from $2,000 to $25,000 a year in RADIO. J. H.

Barron, Radio Inspector of the U. S. Department of BCA INSTITUTES"“"'
Commerce says that a most serious shortage in trained Formerly Radio Institute of America

Radio men exists right now. Thousands of trained men
areneeded. Broadcasting stations, manufacturing plants,

retail and wholesale dealers, as well as ships at sea and
planes in the air, require trained Radio men. RCA INSTITUTES, Inc.

Learn Radio at Home %58 gCA Inlstitutes Will Train You Dept, AFF-3, 826 Broadway, New York

or Success

RCA sets the standards for the entire radio industry. Gentlemen: Please send me your FREE 40-page book
The RCA Institutes Home Laboratory Training Course which 1l]u§trates the brilliant opportunities in Rafilo
gives you the real, inside, practical training in Radio, and describes your laboratory-method of instruction
quicker than you could obtain it in any other way. It’s at homel
easy to learn at home in your spare time. You get your Name
lessons and criticisms direct from RCA. ... the very source
of radio achievement . . . the vast world-wide organiza- Address
tion that has made Radio what it is today . . . that spon-
sors every lesson in this course,

CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING

Agents and Help Wanted Help Wanted—Female Songwriters

WE START YOU WITHOUT A DOLLAR, HOMEWORK: Women wanting obtain re- SONGWRITERS: Write for our free
Soaps, Extracts, Perfumes, Toilet Goods, | liable kinds write for information. Enclose | booklet entitled ‘‘Song Writing.””  Modern
LXDGTICW‘G unnecessary. Carnation  Co., stamp. Eller Co., 296-T DBroadway, New | Harmony Studios, 1425 Broadway, Detroit,
)ept (o, St. Louis, Mo. York. Mich.

AGENTS: Big Chance to Iam $15 to .
$25 Daily, Introducing New, Patented, Au- Detectives Wanted—lnstructions

tomatic Safety Ventilating Window Lock, for . Patents and Lawyers

N stores, banks, g s, offices, 3 t DETECTIVES _EARN BIG MON =
)l\ghsgg'edit({”E(’\'ol‘l;'dnhjuscg.dra%{%lor)?nr}ecﬁﬁleds bg Great demand. Excellent opportunity. DATENTS. Send sketch or model for

lice, insurance people everywhere. No | Derience unnecessary. Particulars  Free. | preliminary examination. Booklet  free,
z')l;)lllr)etitlt)nbu ‘\'othirgg x1'1ke it 0?1 earth, e | Write, George Wagner, 2190 Broadway, | Ilighest references. ~Best results. Prompt-
ur " New York. ness assured. Watson E. Coleman, Patent

first in your locality. Sample easily car-
ried in pocket. Elmwood Mfg. Company,

Washington, D. C.

1422 Elmwood Place, Cincinnati, Ohio. Help Wanted—Instructions VENTIONS of merit are wanted dby
N N —_—— - manufacturers. What have you? Send de-
MIRRORS RESILVERED AT HOME. RAILWAY POSTAL CLERKS. $158.00 | tails to Adam TFisher Co., 223 Enright,
Costs near 5 cents per square foot; you | month. Meén 18-35. Spring examinations | St. Louis, Mo.
charge 75 cents. Profitable Business plat- | likely. Particulars free. Franklin Insti-
ing auto parts, reflectors, tableware. stoves, tute, Dept. G2, Rochester, N. Y. INVENTORS—Write for our guide book,
Refinishing metalware, ecte. Outfgts féxlt- “Ilow to Get Your Patent,”” and evidencg
nished. Details  Free. Write Sprinkle, of invention blank. Send model or sketcl
old Coins, etc. for inspection and Instructions Free. Terms

Plater, 333, \Ianon, Indiana.

reasonable.  Randolph & Co., Dept. 412,

NATIONAL MANUFACTURER of guar- OLD MONEY WANTED.  Will _pay | Washington, D. C.
anteed quality shoes for entire family, es- | $100.00 for 1894 Dime, S. Mint., $50.00
tablished 25 years, wants representatives. | for 1913 Liberty Head Nickel (not Buf- I‘;\TENT.\‘——\Vrito for free hook, ‘‘Iow to

New territories now open. Big profits. falo). Big premiums paid for all rare | Obtain a Patent” and Record of Invention
Sales outfit, catalog, and valuable book sent | coins. Send 4c for Large Coin Folder. | Blank. Send model or sketch for Inspection
free. Write—Mason Shoe Mfg. Co., Dept. May mean much profit to you. Numismatic [ and Advice ¥ree. Terms reasonable. Victor
22, Chippewa Falls, Wis, Co., Dept. 440, Ft. Worth, Tex. J. Evans Co., 767 Ninth, Washington, D. C.

t : : 10079, improvement Guaranteed
ct r in12 Send today for free Voice Book telling about

weeks by actual amazing New SILENT Method of Vui e Training.

work, not correspondence Increaseyourrange,your tonequalities. Banish husk-
—nobooks—nolessons Earn while iness and hoarseness. Learn to sing with greater
you learn. Aviation, Radio and Auto ease. 1009, improvement guaranteed—or money

Electrical Coursesincluded. Youdon’tneed ad- back. Wnte today for trec buokiet—one of the great-
F(;‘}'l: ‘?I: du!sEt‘vg}n oz e eg(e)r(x)c[?, SEND AT ONCE ] est booklets on voice training ever written.
= PERFECT VOICE INSTITUTE, Dept. 24-03'
COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL, Dept.30-0. i
500 South Paulina Street CHICAGO! ILLINGIS 1922 Sunayside/Avesy Chilcago

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements .
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GOOD READING

was the possessor of the object ot ‘her quest.
This was her employer, James Derring. On
an eventful day, Derring invited Velma for
~a trip into the country and on the return
drive the girl paid to have the automobile in
which they were traveling disabled. The
two were forced to spend the night in a coun-
try house, and Velma insisted that to avoid
gossip, even though that gossip were not
founded on fact, Derring should marry her.
“The Big Boy” agreed, and promised Velma
to send her a check for her wedding shop-
ping the next day.

But when the next day dawned above the
little furnished room in Greenwich Village,
where Velma lived, there was no check—and
no Derring. Foiled, Velma went out into the
great city in desperate search for a position.
All her elaborate planning had failed. She
must take the most menial of jobs. And then,
unexpectedly, there came a turn in her for-
tune.

Vivian Grey has developed in magnificent
fashipn- the character ‘of a woman at first
repellent, and as the story progresses, wistful,
and finally close to heroic. “Swamp Flower”
is a love story well out of the ordinary, com-
bining the realities of life with its high ro-
mance. It belongs in your library of books
to be read and read again.

\¢

THE GINGHAM Bripg, by Beulah Poynter.
Published by Chelsea- House, 79 Seventh
Avenue, New York City. Price 75 cents.

Forces with which she was ill equipped to
grapple flung pretty little sixtcen-year-old
Sally Dixon into a brutal world. Had she
heen six months older she could have mar-
ried the man she loved. But the stern laws
of the Southern community in which she lived
gave her over to the none-too-tender care of
her father—an unscrupulous old renegade who
ran a roving medicine show.

Two men of the road promptly fell in love

Continuea

with this beauty who had come so unex-
pectedly into their dark lives. But Sally was
steadfastly true to her first love. Of a sudden
came tragedy. The girl found herself thrash-
ing in a tangled net of intrigue. How her
sheer downright grit and tenacity of pur-
pose finally brought her out to happiness is
narrated with gripping style by Beulah Poyn-
ter, one of the outstanding fiction writers of
our time. I wager that once you have opened
the pages of this intriguing book you will
not be satisfied until you have read to the
very end.

A\¢

HE AWAKENING OF RomoLa, by Anne

O’Hagan. Published by Chelsea House,
79 Seventh Avenue, New York City. Price
75 cents.

Sometimes when you go into a small
suburban town you are depressed by a certain
air of standardized samcness. Sameness in
the general looks and habits of life of its
people. ‘Sameness even inithe prettiness of its
houses. And you conclude that while life
there may be comfortable and secure, such-a
town’ would be the:last place in the world in
which to look for any adventure.

But Anne O’Hagan knows differently. She
has taken off the roof of one of these subur-
ban homes and looked down on its people.
And from what she has seen she has made a
story all -absorbing. It is the story of the
reawakening of romance in the heart of
Romola Ventnor. Comfortably married, ap-
proaching middle age, she ncver dreamed that
right around the corner, in the attractive per-
son of Wade Robinson, there was coming a
man who would upset her entire scheme of
things. A love affair between the two, with
all its dangerous implications, soon devel-
oped. And before the reader there is posed
a problem more common than the hasty critic
of Suburbia might suspect. Read what Ro-
mola did in this crisis. It makes a story
which holds you in its grip from the first
chapter to the last.

QY
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(lear-Tone
Clears the Skin

Clear-Tone is a2 penetrating, purifying lotion,
used at nmight with astounding success to clear
the skin of pimples, blotches, black-heads and
other annoying, unsightly skin irritations due
to external causes. Many thousands in the
last 12 years have found relief by the use of
Clear-Tone. “Complexion Tragedies with
Happy Endings”, filled with facts supplied by
Clear-Tone users sent Free on request. Clear-
Tor.e can be had at your druggist—or direct
from us. GIVENS CHEMICAL CO., 2561
Southwest Boulevard, Kansas City, Mo.

TR
GHSON
R
N e

Sold atall Refuse
Drug Stores Substitutes
Used theworld over for generations

E. S. WELLS, Chemist JERSEY CITY, N. J.

BUCHSTEIN’S FIBRE LIMB

is soothing to your stump,—strong,
cool, neat, light. Guaranteed b
years. Easy payments. Send
for Catalog Today.

B. Buclulein Co.,
Ave.,
anelpohs, Mion.

Also fibre arms, and
braces for all deformities

DEAFNESS IS MISERY

*Multitudes of persons with defective hearing
and Head Noisés enjoy conversation,
g0 to Theatreand Church because they §
Use Leonard Invisible Ear Drums which ¥
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Who Else
WANTS A GOOD
DRAFTING JOB?

During the past few months we have placed hun-
dreds of former mechanics, office men, building-
trades workers and even beginners in fine Drafting
positions—with Contractors, Architects and in big
manufacturing plants all over the United States.

These men come to us because they
are dissatisfied with their earnings and
future prospects. Now they are doing
work they like—making good money—
and have a real chance to advance
8till further.

Why We Recommend
DRAFTING

It will pay you to investigate Drafting.
You’ll find many of our most success-
ful Contractors, Engineers, Superin-
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ADVERTISING SECTION

The six o'clock mystery . . .

Herlock Sholmes and his good friend Batson had
noticed the man when he came in at preciscly
6:03% P. M.

A dangerous looking fellow,” murmured
Sholmes. *'Notice the twitching nerves around
his eyes, and the smoldering impatience in every
gesture. He'll bear watching . . ."

At 6:27 the man reappeared . . . a beam of lov-
ing kindness in his eye, a low jolly whistle on
his lips.

“I say, Batson!"’ said Herlock, ‘‘the man must
be a Dr. Jekyll"and Mr. Hyde. I never saw such
an astounding change in a personality! We must
find the cause.”

Picture Herlock and his faithful Batson in the
man’s apartment . . . measuring, digging through

.. . kind to everything it touches - 9944 o/ Pure - «It floats”

s
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drawers, peering into corners. But pill or powder
found.-they none!

Then Herlock threw open the bathroom door.
A tropical warmth still lingered in the air, and
the mirror was=misted with steam. A splash of .

water on the floor . . . a heap of damp towel. . .
and in the soap dish, a smooth, alabaster-white
rectangle.

“Eureka!’’ ke cried, ‘I have it!”

“Have what?"’ asked Batson, who never was
very bright.

Herlock scorned to answer. Hedrew a tub . . .
he threw off his clothes . . . he tossed the rectangle
upon the water . . . and as he slid luxuriously in-
to thesteaming bath, he uttered these cryptic
words—"‘It floats.”
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this magazine when answering advertisements



A Minute W1t11-—W R. Hoefer

BlOOCl aml Brocazle

PRESIDENT HOOVER has said

that in his travels to remote places
of the world he saw none of the romance
one reads about such places. Yet O.
Henry, though a fugitive at the time,
saw romance all over the shop in the
same South America traveled by Her-
bert Hoover. But one

The army band filed in and played
very martial and then most jazzy and
lilting music. It was the meat and drink
this motley throng had arrived so early
for. Serried rows of tattered straw

sombreros, brilliant shawls, mahogany
faces,

bare feet, glowing eyes and
sketchy raiment of

was an engineer, the
other an artist.

We look with the
eyes but we see with
the mind.

For example, there
was the bloodthirsty
young man down in
Laredo, who first took
me to the army box-
ing bouts at Fort Mc-

Intosh, and myself.
Always, on concert
nights over in the

Spanish plaza, in the
ugly, intriguing little
drinking shops across
the border in Mexico,
everywhere, we were
looking at the same things and seeing
different pictures.

We strolled, in the hot, sweet dusk,
from the American plaza past the few
squares of homes with their periwinkle
embroidered yards, to the little home-
made boxing bowl at the army post out-
side of town. This bowl is steep and
narrow and amazingly small.

It was quite early but the crowd, the
most colorful part, the poorest of the
Mexicans, was already painting the up-
per rim with all the hues of a painter’s
palette. The less one paid the higher
one ascended. And the upper rim, un-
der the silver spatter of Texas star-
light, was simply dripping color.

POP—1A

many hues, swayed in
song and lilted in per-
fect unison and de-
light to the music un-
der the stars.

Other ingredients
were slowly added to
the human mixing
bowl.  Hard-boiled-
looking  cavalrymen
trickled in. Well-
dressed civilians,
American and Mexi-
can, thickened the
mixture. Then came
the cream as the gro-
tesque mixing bowl
filled. Mexican army
officers, spruce and
cocky in white duck, trim and tanned
American officers, wives and daughters
in creamy silk and linen, all slowly
poured into the same living stream. The
rich, human concoction jelled at last.
The band stopped playing. The fight
announcer crawled through the ropes.

Later, as we sat over our coffee back
in the square, my companion commented
on the wind-up bout hetween an Ameri-
can army post champ and a Mexican
boy. “Some scrap, at that,” he ob-
served. “Both those lads were covered
with blood. It was great, what?”

“I didrt’t notice,” I had to reply. “I
was seeing the crowd. I thought that
was gorgeous.”



A Rapid-fire Mystery Novel That Starts in Paris, Where

Yorls, Where Three Men

—_—F

CHAPTER 1.
PARIS—1919.

HE curtains on the window,

blotting out the dark Rue

d’Assas, moved slightly—
ever so slightly.

Andre Lefebre caught the arms
of his chair and stared, his knuckles
whitening in the fierce grip. His hag-
gard eyes never left the deep-red
drapes.

“Who’s there?” Lefebre called in a
husky voice.

He strained his eyes to see. The room
was dim, only lighted by a small table
lamp which threw its rays directly on
the desk at which the frightened man
was sitting.

Then he saw it—or thought he did.

-t was Ratine—Claude Ratine’s thick,
cruel face with life only in its burning

——
I

THREE MEN

By SEAN

eyes. And there was some one behind
him—parting the curtains with a bony
hand. D’Arnet—Maichael d’Arnet, his
handsome features distorted by pain and
blackened by a merciless sun. The two
of them never moved, just stared.

Ah! There was the third! Yes,
there had been three of them. Lefebre
remembered only too well.

It was Jacques Voiseau, his gaunt
face peering between the other two.
Ratine, D’Arnet and Voiseau! That
was the way they stared at him when the
judge pronounced sentence,



Three Men Are Sentenced to Prison, and Ends in New

Are Sent to Their Deaths.

from CAYENNE

O’LARKIN

Now they had returned for him.
They swore they would—and that they
would tear him limb from limb. Their
oath still rang in his ears.

“Maurice! Maurice!” the terrified
man screamed, rising from his chair and
backing away from his desk—backing
toward the door which was the room’s
only exit.

The doorknob turned and the walnut
portal swung open, admitting a liveried
butler.

“You called, monsieur ?”

“Yes, Maurice.” Lefebre was trem-

bling now, his eyes riveted on the
deep-red curtains of the window.

Again they stirred. “The win-
dow! Somebody’s behind the
curtains !”

Maurice quickly crossed the
thickly carpeted room and flung
the drapes aside. No one was

behind them. But the windows that
opened in like doors were ajar. A
breeze had stirred the curtains.

“I'm sorry, monsieur. I left these
open to air the room and forgot to close
them.”

“Be careful in the future, Maurice.
You know I've given orders that all the
windows on this floor and the street
floor must be locked—Ilocked, I said.”

“I understand, monsieur.”

“Very well, you may go. Tell Nan-
ette to put Mademoiselle Yvonne to bed.
It’s nearly eight o’clock.”



Maurice turned and locked the trou-
blesome window; then he left the li-
brary.

Alone, Lefebre mopped his moist
brow with a colored handkerchief and
sighed. A glance took in the room. It
was handsome ; one of the most beauti-
ful in all Paris. The decorators had
said that. Of course he had not read
all the books, but—but Yvonne would
some day. She loved books and fine
things. Yes, he had the library—and
the home, toog—of a very rich man. He
had struggled, and now all that money
could buy was his—and Yvonne’s. The
little girl was all that he had now. Ah,
if Lisette, her mother, with her dark,
comforting Spanish eyes, were only here
to solace him, to reassure him that he
had done right.

He sat down at his desk again and
,smiled at the deep-red curtains. They
would not fool him again. But he must
not lose control of himself so easily.
Ratine, D’Arnet and Voiseau were four
thousand miles away. He was as safe
in Paris as anywhere, four thousand
miles from that cutthroat trio. No, he
would not let himself be frightened
again. :

The door burst open and a little girl
with golden hair and in a long white
nightgown ran into the room. She made
for him, and, while he still frowned at
this interruption, jumped up into his
lap like a playful kitten.

“Papa, I just had to see you to say
good night. T don’t like to say good
night through Nanette.”

“But it’s time that little ten-year-old

girls were in bed and fast asleep, -

Yvonne.” Lefebre’s frown softened to
a tender smile. He could not be angry
with this little girl, his daughter.

“Kiss me good night, papa, and I’ll
go right upstairs then and go right to
sleep.”

Lefebre pressed a kiss on the little
one’s forehead, but held her as she
struggled to free herself from his em-
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brace so that she might keep her prom-
ise.

“Tell me, Yvonne, how are your
studies? Papa has been so busy he
hasn’t had much time to talk with you
about them.”

“Oh, I'm getting along very well.”

“And your English?”

“Teacher says I speak like a little
English girl. But since we lived in Lon-
don three years, that’s not so wonder-
ful.” ;

For a moment Lefebre glanced over
her golden head and stared at the drapes
that had frightened him. He knew
English, too; could speak the language
like a native, with all its idiom and
with little of his French accent. It was
a good precautionary measure that they
both spoke that foreign tongue.

“I'm glad you're progressing in Eng-
lish, petite,” he said. “We’ll dine to-
gether to-morrow night and talk English
all through the meal. If you can speak
it as well as you say, I'll give you a
present.”

“I don’t want a present. I just want
to stay up later—till nine or half past
eight, papa.”

“No, no; little girls must be in bed
at eight.”

“Must I always go to bed at eight—
even when I'm grown up?”’

“Well,” he smiled, “you may stay up
till ten when you’re twenty and until
you’re married, Yvonne.”

“Can’t I get married before I'm
twenty?” Yvonne asked quickly, her
mind concerned only with her bedtime
hour.

Nanette, the big, buxom nurse from
Brittany, appeared in the doorway, and
Lefebre did not answer that last ques-
tion. He lifted the child up to the
nurse, who gathered her in her strong
arms.

“Now go to bed. And remember,
English at dinner to-morrow night!”
Lefebre called after her.

“I’ll practice all day—with the slang,
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too, papa. Good night.” She blew him
a kiss and disappeared into the outer
hall with Nanette.

The huge, dark library seemed to take
on a new life after Yvonne had been
in it. He got up from his desk and
walked about the room, admiring its
richness. For a moment the thought of
how he had acquired his wealth crossed
his mind, but he speedily buried that
deep in his forgetfulness.

Yvonne would have everything when
he passed on. She would be one of
France’s richest heiresses.  Princes
would seek her hand, for she would be
beautiful, too.

Ratine, D’Arnet, Voiseau!
names echoed in his consciousness.

He had only them to fear—but they
were safely tucked away.

But they worried him, just the same.
They might harm Yvonne, if he was not
alive to protect her. And no harm must
come to her.

A shout in the Rue d’Assas aroused
him from his reveries. Bravely, he
went to the window, and, without un-
locking it, peered out. There was a
young moon over the Luxembourg Gar-
dens. And a newsboy was shouting an
extra.

Presently Maurice knocked at the
door and entered. He held the extra in
his hand; he always got one for his
master. One could never tell. A cabi-
net might be falling; Lefebre’s own des-
tiny -might be sounded by an extra. He
might be called into a new cabinet,
since he aspired to such political heights;
he might be called to effect-some new
international financial merger. He be-
lieved in extras.

Maurice laid the newspaper on the
desk and withdrew. Lefebre crossed
the room and picked up the paper, un-
folding it eagerly.

But as he read, his face grew deathly
white. :

The extra did concern his own des-
tiny.

The
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Emblazoned across the top of the
paper, in bold headlines, were these
words:

SENSATIONAL DEVIL'S ISLAND
ESCAPE

Four Men Break For Freedom,
One Is Shot Dead.

Lefebre wet his lips with his parched
tongue and read on:

The Minister of Colonies was informed
late to-day that four men have escaped from
the Penal Colony at Cayenne in French
Guiana. Their names are Claude Ratine,
Martin d’Arnet, Jacques Voiseau, and Pierre
Dunois. They made their way to sea in a
high-powered launch stolen from the prison
quay.

Dunois was shot through the head as the
boat left the quay. The other convicts threw
the body overboard and it was recovered.
The escaped men are believed to be heading for
Demarara. But their petrol will not hold out
for such a long trip. It is expected that they
will perish at sea.

Ratine, D’Arnet, and Voiseau were the men
convicted of the robbery on the Lefebre Fréres
Bank. The ten million francs in notes and
gold which were stolen were never recovered.
The three men denied all knowledge of the
robbery, but were convicted on circumstantial
evidence. The Lefebre Bank collected a large
insurance.

The names—Ratine, D’Arnet, Voi-
seau—grew larger, and larger and
seemed to spring from the sheet at the
banker’s head.

They were free—the three men he
feared most in the entire world.

They were free to make good their
threat to tear him limb from limb.
They were free to harm the one he
loved above life itself—Yvonne.

“Maurice! Maurice!” he shrieked.

The house seemed very still. A house
full of specters! Ratine—D’Arnet—
Voiseau! They were free, the three of
them! And they had threatened to ef-
face him and his from the face of the
earth. =

Yvonne! She, too, was in danger.

There was a noise. Something crack-



led—a paper, underfoot. The corner
of the library was heavy with shadows.
But Lefebre could see them—the three
men from Cayenne—back from the hell
to which he had consigned them.

With a half strangled cry, the banker
tore the newspaper apart. Of course he
was alone in his own library. It was
his nerves that played him tricks. His
eyes, however, still searched the shad-
ows.

There was some one in the room!
He was convinced of that.

A scream came from his lips and his
hands pressed against his pounding
heart. He fell to the floor, unconscious,
his eyes staring dully at the thick, rich
carpet. His flesh was ashen—like that
of a Corpse.

It was Maurice who found the banker
in this condition. He summoned two
footmen and the concierge and they car-
ried the prostrate body upstairs to the
regal bedroom. Lefebre was laid upon
a bed in which one time the Kings of
France slept—an antique for which he
had paid five hundred thousand francs.

For three days Andre Lefebre lay be-
neath the royal counterpane, hovering
between life and death. Four doctors,
the foremost specialists in Paris, were
in attendance day and night. None,
however, could determine the cause of
the banker's mysterious coma. Maurice
said nothing and had carefully destroyed
the newspaper which had concerned his
master’s destiny.

On the fourth day, Lefebre regained
consciousness and, apparently, his com-
posure. He insisted on leaving his bed
and forthwith dismissed the doctors.

He telephoned excitedly to half a
dozen people and dressed for the street.
But before he left the house, a real-
estate agent came to see him. Maurice
heard them mumbling in the library.
Andre Lefebre put his home and its fur-
nishings up for sale.

Later in the afternoon it became
common knowledge on the Bourse that
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Lefebre had sold out his entire inter-
est in his banking house. He was the
last of Lefebre Fréres. It was known,
too, that he made a handsome profit of
several million francs on the deal.

Paris was agog with the news. One
of its richest men had dissolved all of
his holdings. Was he out of his mind
or was there new trouble impending in
the stock market? The franc fell to
new lows, and stocks tumbled, too.

What surprised those in the know
most was Andre Lefebre’s new will.
He left everything to his daughter,
Yvonne, specifying that in the event of
her death, the money was to pass on
to one Andrew Lamore, an American,
and his daughter, Eve Lamore. Walter
Grainger, proprietor of a prominent
New York banking house, was made
sole executor.

Three weeks passed. Power of attor-
ney for the Lefebre estate was dis-
patched to New York and a receipt duly
returned. Paris was about to forget
Lefebre when the newspapers learned
that he and his daughter had set out for
a tour of the world. The banker’s ill
health was given as an excuse for the
trip.

Friends received post cards from
Marseilles, where the father and daugh-
ter embarked fot the Far East. Other
souvenirs were received from Port Said,
Aden, Bombay and Calcutta. News-
paper correspondents in foreign parts
were unable to secure an interview with
Lefebre, but they reported that he trav-
eled without ostentation—almost like
a poor man who only had his steamer
passage.

Five months later Paris was shocked
anew by the Lefebres. When they
opened their morning papers, Parisians
read:

ANDRE LEFEBRE AND DAUGHTER
DIE IN CAMBODIA.

Andre Lefebre, the retired banker, and his

daughter, Yvonne, were killed yesterday in an

automobile accident near the ruins of Angkor.
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Before he died, M. Lefebre sent word to the
French Consul that he wished his child and
himself to be buried in Cambodia. This wish
was carried out after cable consultation with
Walter Grainger, the New York banker and
executor of the Lefebre estate.

A fortnight later Paris beheld photo-
graphs of the last resting place of the
Lefebres. This was marked by an exo-
tic tombstone, beyond which ioomed the
Cambodian jungle.

Presently the newspapers ceased their
speculations about the mysterious
banker. And when the newspapers for-
got, all Paris forgot.

CHAPTER 1II.
NEW YORK—1930

NDREW LAMORE paced across

the drawing-room in his East Sixty-
sixth Street home. His manner was
anxious. Recrossing the room, he
paused to glance at the little ormolu
clock on the mantel. Its hands indi-
cated the hour of two thirty.

Looking up, he caught sight of him-
self in the tall mirror. He smiled at
himself, proud and pleased. He hardly
looked fifty-two. But he was all of
that. Perhaps Andre Lefebre was re-
sponsible for his fine state of physical
preservation. It was the Lefebre for-
tune that had given him a life of ease.

He meditated: Lefebre and Yvonne
died in an auto crash in the Cambodian
jungles eleven years ago. Now their
wealth was his, and his daughter’s. The
house he lived in, his country estate on
Long Island, his villa at Palm Beach
—all were bought with the Lefebre in-
heritance. He had no more cares in
life—but Eve.

He went over to the window and
glanced into the deserted street, dark
save for the electric arc lamps at either
corner. The hum of traffic on Park
Avenue was discernible; a policeman
strolled by, giving a sense of security
and safety to him.
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But Eve had never stayed out: so late
before. Two thirty was no hour for a
twenty-one-year-old girl to be gallivant-
ing about New York! Why, she was
always in bed by eleven at the latest !

He went to the door and pressed a
secreted button in the wall. Presently
a liveried butler entered the drawing-
room.

“You rang, sir?”

“Yes, Calder. Are you sure Miss
Eve hasn’t come in?”

“Very sure, sir. I sent the maid to
her room and she said Miss Eve hasn’t
been in all evening. She dressed to go
to the opera, I believe.”

“The opera! But the opera is over at
eleven—eleven thirty at the latest.
Whom did she go with? Did you see?”

Lamore was growing irate. He had
gone to a public dinner given for the
mayor, and the minute his back was
turned Eve flew out of the house. He
rarely went out at night, preferring to
stay at home with her, listening to her
play the piano or read to him. Per-
haps he was wrong in keeping her in.
But whom could she have gone with?

“It was a Mr. Masterman, I think,”
Calder said. “That’s the name he gave
me when he called.”

“Masterman? Masterman? I know
of no such person. Where on earth
could Eve have met him?” He was

frankly puzzled. He thought he knew
all of Eve’s friends and acquaintances.

“Perhaps she met him at a party—
or a tea, sir.”

“Perhaps. Masterman?
go, Calder. Thank you.”

Lamore crossed the front hall, and,
opening a heavy walnut door, went into
a small chamber fitted up as an office.
There was a typical business-man’s
roll-top desk of mahogany, steel filing
cases, a few chairs, and some fine etch-
ings on the wall. He sat down at his
opened desk and sorted some papers.
But his mind was on Eve. Where in
hell was she? If she was staying late

You may
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at a party, she might at least have tele-
phoned the house.

There was the click of a key in the
front door. A moment later it opened
and there were hushed voices and sub-
dued laughter. Lamore’s door was
ajar, and, as he started to get up, he
hesitated to listen to the man’s voice
that mingled with Eve’s.

“You must get away more often, Eve.
We can have more parties like this one.”

“Martin, it was heavenly—simply di-
vine. That music! I could dance to it
all night!” -

“So could I—with you, Eve.
dance like a feather.”

“I’ve had so very little practice. Dad
is very strict with me. Eleven o’clock
bedtime. 1 only dance at teas.”

“We must try it again soon, Eve.”

“And thank you for bringing me
home, Martin. It was sweet of you.”

“It was an honor. Good night.”

“Good night, Martin.”

There was a silence. Lamore was
bewildered. What on earth could they
be doing? He leaped to his feet and
threw open his door.

Eve was holding the hand of a huge
six-footer, a rather handsome devil.
For an instant, so intent were they in
staring into each other’s eyes, they did
not hear Lamore. But when they did
they quickly withdrew their hands and
faced him. Eve was resplendent in a
gorgeous black evening gown with a
train of billowy tulle. Her white skin
ran upward into a mass of curly gold.
The young man was in tails. He was
dark and serious looking and very hand-
some. Lamore wondered how old he
was. He looked thirty, but you can
never tell about youngsters these days.

“Dad!” Eve cried. “Have you been
waiting up for me? Let mé present Mr.
Masterman. He took me to the opera.
It was “Traviata,” and dull as usual. We
left early to see the end of a musical
comedy and then we went to the Rabbit
Club.”

You
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“The Rabbit Club?”’ Lamore echoed.
“Yes, a perfectly marvelous night

club, and we danced for hours. Mar-
tin—Mr. Masterman—is a lovely
dancer. And——"

“You might have left word where you
were going, Eve,” Lamore said peev-
ishly. “I didn’t know what had hap-
pened to you.”

“I'm sorry you didn’t know, Mr. La-
more,” Masterman spoke up.

“Oh, I know, dad. This is the first
time I've been away from home after
eleven. No wonder you’re sore. But
get used to it. New York only wakes
up after midnight. I learned that much
to-night.”

“Well, good night, Mr. Lamore. So
long, Eve.” Masterman decided a re-
treat was in order and he backed away
from the father and daughter toward
the door.

But a crash arrested his progress. He
had overturned a tall, bronze umbrella
stand, filled with. canes and umbrellas.

“I'm sorry,” he said, and started to
pick things up. “I'm very sorry.”

“Good night, Eve,” Lamore said, and,
drawing her to him, kissed her on the
brow. “Mr\. Masterman, I'd like to
have a talk with you.” His eyes were
fixed on the young man’s.

“Why, of course, Mr. Lamore.”

“But, dad, what for?” Eve cried
from the stairs. She started to descend.
“Are you going to question Mr. Master-
man to see if he is a fit person to take
me out?”

“I don’t know Mr. Masterman, Eve.
I should like to. Good night.”

“Oh, well.” Eve turned to the stairs
and called over her shoulder: “Don’t
let him scare you, Martin. His bark is
worse than his bite.”

Laughing gayly, she ran up the car-
peted marble stairs and disappeared
around a bend. Lamore glanced at
Masterman again and beckoned him to
follow into the drawing-room.

Masterman hesitated at the door to
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stare into the palatial room. It was
one of the most beautiful he had ever
seen. The style was Empire, and it
was obvious that most of the furnish-
ings were antiquities.

“It is a rather good-looking room,”
Lamore said, as though reading the
other’s thoughts. “Come in and make
yourself comfortable.”

Masterman threw his coat on a chair
and sat down on the opposite side of
the Carrara marble mantel. He was
at his ease and casually accepted the
cigarette proffered by Lamore. He no-
ticed, too, that it was a Regie—an Aus-
trian cigarette that he abhorred. But
he lighted up on the same match with
Eve’s father.

“I suppose you want to know who I
am?” he said.

“Yes, Mr. Masterman.
a matter of form.

I think it is
My daughter obvi-
ously likes you. And you’ve taken her
out. In these days, one can’t be too
careful with whom one’s daughter asso-
ciates.”

“Well, I’'m in a brokerage house on
Wall Street—Clare & Co. Do you
know them?”

“No, I deal with Grainger.”

Masterman looked surprised for a
moment and then went on: “I'm a
junior partner. I've been with them
for six years. Before that I was in
college—Princeton. My people are in
the West. Father’s a real-estate broker
out there.”

“Where did you meet Eve?”

“At the Fisks.” One meets every one
there.”

“Oh. Eve went to school with the
Fisk girls. And have you been seeing

much of her, Mr. Masterman? Please
forgive me, but you see, I am very jeal-
o€ of my daughter. [ love her above
all things.”

“Don’t blame 'you a bit,” Masterman
said with a smile. An amused light
came into LLamore’s eyes. He was get-
ting to like the fellow. “Well, we've
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been to luncheon twice—at the Plaza—
and we’ve been to tea dances. I've
known her about a week.”

“You've done a lot in so short a time.
May T ask how old you are?”

“I’'m thirty-one.”

Lamore was aware now that the
young man’s hands were trembling.
Could it be nervousness? It was more
like ague. Masterman noticed the
course of the other man’s eyes.

“I’'m shaking again,” he laughed.
“Malaria, you know. Ought to dash
home for more quinine. Got it in the
tropics.” :

“You've been in the tropics, then?”

“Yes, Cuba and the West Indies. I
went down during my college vacations.
I thought I'd go in for foreign banking
and that sort of thing. Malaria cured
me of that, but I'm not over it yet. It
returns every spring and I've got to dose
up on ‘quinine.”

“You're very unfortunate.” Lamore
got up, indicating that the interview was
at anend. “I like you, Mr. Masterman,
and I have no objections to your seeing

Eve. I suppose I have been rather
strict with her. But she’ll be safe with
you.”

“Thank you, sir.”

Lamore saw his guest to the door,
helped him with his topcoat, and closed
the door after him.

When he returned to the drawing-
room to put out the lights, he saw Eve
standing in the door. She was still in
her black evening dress.

“What a dodo you are, dad!” she
laughed. “You put him through a regu-
lar third degree. WIill you do that to all
my boy friends?”

“He’s a nice chap, Eve. I only
wanted to be sure of him.” His eyes
avoided hers, and she noticed it.

“Dad, what’s biting you? Aren’t I
old enough to know?” There was a
plea in her voice. “What are you afraid
of? What are you running away
from?”
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Lamore tried to smile, and, taking
her hands in his, he patted them gently,
reassuringly.

“Don’t try to kid me, dad,” Eve said.
“I know there is something. But what,
I can’t for the life of me figure out.”
She knitted her brows and continued to
search his eyes. There was a haunted
look in her father’s eyes; she knew it
of old.

“Tell me, dad, why are we calling
ourselves ‘Lamore’? Now don’t shush
me! You always do when I ask that.
I'm Yvonne Lefebre. But why Eve
Lamore?”

“My dear—please don’t ask.”

“It all seems so strange. I remem-
ber our house in Paris—and funny-
looking Maurice. Then we took a trip
to Cambodia. After that, when we got
to China, we called ourselves ‘Lamore’
and you made me talk English all the
time and forbade me to utter a word of
French until I learned it all over again
in school. Why, you even had pass-
ports for us under the name of Lamore.
Now what’s it all about?”

“You mustn’t ask me, Eve.”

“Are you running away from a
woman?”’ she asked with a twinkle in
her eye.

“If it were only that!” he sighed. “If
it were only a woman!”

She sensed now by the tone of his
voice, his eyes with haunting in them,
that his trouble and fear were deep and
great.

“Oughtn’t T to know, dad?”

“No,” he said. “It isn’t necessary.”

“Well, good night,” she said, and,
taking him in her arms, kissed him on
the lips. Then she went upstairs.

Woearily he followed her, after calling
Calder and telling him to lock up. Her
words had disturbed thoughts he tried
to keep buried in his mind.

Ratine—D’Arnet—Voiseau.

He wished she hadn’t mentioned their
changed names, Lefebre—Lamore. He
didn’t want her to be curious about it.
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CHAPTER IIL

OUT OF THE YEARS.

A FEW days later Andrew Lamore

found a long brown envelope on his’
desk. It bore the address of a private
detective agency—one which he had
called upon to investigate Martin Mas-
terman. He could not be too careful
or credulous, he told himself.

Opening the hastily typed report, he
read precisely what Masterman had told
him about himself and his antecedents.
In conclusion, he read aloud:

“We have every reason to believe Mr.
Masterman to be the man he represents
himself to be. He was known at Prince-
ton and has been with Clare & Co. for
six years. He holds a position of high
trust as a junior partner. While we
could not locate his parents, it is highly
possible that they are away on a vaca-
tion or have moved to another address.
Of course, we could not approach Mr.
Masterman to check up on this point,
our work being strictly confidential.”

“H’m,” Lamore murmured to him-
self, “I’ve learned nothing new, but
my mind is more at rest. He looks all
right, though I don’t like his taking Eve
out without my knowing it.”

Another letter was from a man who
signed himself Basil Walloon. The
stationery was good and bore an address
on Gramercy Park.

But Mr. Walloon’s letter caused the
blood to flow from Lamore’s face. His
hands shook as he read the letter a sec-
ond time.

DEeArR MR. LAMORE: I plan to telephone to
you this morning and ask for an appointment
with you at your home for later in the after-
noon. I have news of great value to you
and I do not think you can afford to dis-
regard my request.

The signature of Basil Walloon was
one of flourishes.

Who could it be? Lamore pondered
and fretted.
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Was it one of them—the three men
from Cayenne?

Or was it about them? He decided
the safest measure was to call in a pri-
vate detective and have him posted at
the door while the interview took place.
Forthwith, he phoned to the private in-
vestigation bureau and ordered that a
man be sent to his house after one
o’clock to remain on duty till seven—
or until after Mr. Basil Walloon had
departed.

Eve interrupted his worries by com-
ing into the office. She wore a chic
tailored suit and a small hat which
wreathed her face in a brown felt oval.
She was drawing her gloves on when
her father looked up at her. They
kissed.

“I'm out to do some shopping, dad,”
she beamed cheerily. “How about
some cash?”

“How much?” He was wary.

“Fifty ?”

“T'll give you twenty-five, darling.”

“Sold at half the price.” She held
out her hand, and, digging deep in his
pocket, he produced the bank notes.

“I suppose you’ll be seeing Master-
man for lunch or tea?” he said.

“Lunch—at Pierre’s. Come and join
us.”
“No, thanks. You’re not falling in
love with him, Eve?” The sudden
thought put alarm into his voice. His
eyes searched hers.

But she filled those blue eves of hers
with laughter. “No, I'm not falling
in love with Martin.”

When she had gone and he had
watched her get into the gray town
car and drive off, he wondered, sud-
denly, if that remark of hers really
meant that she was already in love with
Martin Masterman.

He went about his business. There
were orders for Grainger to fill in his
capacity of banker and broker to La-
more. There were letters to be writ-
ten. And irritably he wished his sec-
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retary had not taken the day off to be
ill

The doorbell rang. Lamore sat up
and wondered who it could be. There
were so few callers that he could pos-
sibly expect. He heard Calder go to
the door, and then came a low, mur-
mured exchange of voices.

Calder opened the office door." “There
is a Mr. Walloon to see you, sir.”

Lamore caught the arms of his chair
and choked the gasp of surprise that
might betray his agitation to the butler.

“Show him in.”

As the butler turned to address Mr. .
Walloon, Lamore quickly drew out a
revolver from the top drawer of his
desk and jammed it into his left coat
pocket, holding his hand on it.

“Mr. Walloon,” Calder announced.

A tall, spare individual, smartly if
a trifle loudly dressed, strode into the
room, a cane caught in one hand, the
other outstretched for Lamore’s. They
shook hands and Lamore studied the
masklike face, cold and enigmatical. It
was, moreover, a familiar face.

“You don’t remember me?” the new-
comer said with a smile.

“I'm sure I don't Maurice

“Maurice, the butler—now Basil
Walloon, gentleman of leisure.”

“But you were to phone?” Iamore
sat down weakly, stricken. Here before
him was the first man to penetrate his
secret—his new life. Only Grainger
had known, and Grainger could be
trusted.

“I thought you might recognize my
voice and refuse to see me.” Walloon
spoke suavely, as though sure of him-
self and confident of the success of his
mission.

“How—how did you find me out,
Maurice?”

“I didn’t, Mr. Lefebre. I wasn’t in-
terested in finding out. But I saw you
the other day on the street, and recog-
nizing you—oh, how could I forget
M’siew’ Lefebre?—I decided to call on

'Y’
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you, to plead with you to help me out
of a difficulty.”

“But what are you doing in America,
Maurice?” :

“Seeking my fortune, m’sieu’. I had
a little trouble in France and decided
conditions were better here in New
York.”

Lamore guessed what that trouble
was. The prison pallor on Walloon’s
cheeks was obvious.

“How can I help you, Maurice? I
shall be glad to do anything for old
times’ sake. And I must ask you to
keep in confidence my true identity.”

Walloon sat down and stretched his
legs. Lamore sensed an intention to
be - discourteous on the part of this
former servant.

“What can you do for me, M’sieu’
Lefebre?”

“Please—not that name, here.”

“Ah, yes—Mr. Lamore. Well, you
can help me a great deal. I'm broke
and I need some money. That’s com-
ing to the point, M’siew’—Mr. Lamore.”

“Why, of course, I'll help you out.”
Lamore reached into a desk drawer and
drew out a check hook.

“How much shall it be, Maurice ?”

“Fifty thousand dollars.”

The two men sought each other’s
eves. Walloon’s were arrogant; La-
more’s cowering. The latter felt sick
at heart. He understood the purpose
of the visit now.

Blackmail!

To be blackmailed by a servant—one’s
former butler! Lamore cursed him-
self for not rising up and throwing the
insolent swine out of his house. But
he dare not do that.

“That’s a lot of money, Maurice!”
His voice wavered.

“You can afford it.”

“And if T refuse?” Lamore was curi-
ous. He wanted to be fully aware of
the full extent of the man’s threat.

“T shall make your true identity
known. The tabloids, m’siew’, will be
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interested—and perhaps curious. The
whole world will know who Andrew
Lamore really is—Andre Lefebre, the

Parisian banker who is supposedly
buried in Cambodia. Tiens! It is very
funny, this situation.”

“The whole world ?  Lamore
echoed.

“Yes, the whole world, m’siew’. It
will even penetrate Cayenne and the
hiding places of those who have escaped
from Cayenne, the Devil’s Island col-
ony.”

Lamore clapped a hand over his mouth
to kill a scream.

“Yes, if the world knows who you
really are, then they must know, too—
Ratine, D’Arnet and Voiseau. And,
m’sier’, you do not wish that, I think?”

“No—no!”

“It was very clever of you, m’siew’—.
liquidating your interests and making
a false will with Walter Grainger as an
accomplice. You bequeath your money
to Andrew Lamore and you are Andrew
Lamore. Only two people know—you
and Grainger, n'cst-ce pas? And, per-
haps, Mademoiselle Yvonne? Ah, you
are frightened!”

“For God’s sake, Maurice, you must
keep silent!” Lamore mopped his moist
brow with the back of his hand. His
heart was racing at an incredible speed.

“Of course, I'll keep quiet—provid-
ing ” He nodded to the check book.

“I can’t give you a check for fifty
thousand dollars. The bank might be-
come suspicious.”

“True. And I should prefer the sum
in cash, m’sieu’, if it would not be too
much trouble?” }

“Very well. Give me time, Maurice.
It takes time to raise that amount of
money in cash.”

“Vraiment, T can wait—till to-mor-
row morning, m’sieu’.”

“Merci bien!” And Lamore started
at those words coming from his own
lips—the first French words to come
from them in years.
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“In the meantime, I should like two
hundred, m’sieu’.” Walloon spoke in-
differently but nevertheless firmly.

“I haven't that much with me, Mau-
rice. But you'll take a check?”

“Why not?” -

As a matter of habit, Lamore began
writing his check by making the nota-
tion: “No. 567. January 10, 1930.
Basil Walloon, two hundred dollars.”
And then he made out the check.

Walloon took the strip of paper and,
folding it thoughtfully, tucked it away
in his pocket. “And now, m’sieu’, no
tricks. You have my address and tele-
phone number on the note I sent to you.
Phone me if you feel defiant—and I’ll
refresh your memory about what you
did to Ratine, D’Arnet and Voiseau.”

“Good-by,” Lamore said, ignoring
the blackmailer's outstretched hand.
“Call me in the morning.”

" He rang for Calder, and the butler
showed the blackmailing butler out to
the door.

“Calder!” Lamore called.
come in here, please.”

“Yes, sir?”

“Never let that man in this house
again without direct permission from
me. Understand ?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Very well. Thank you.”

So his secret was known! He leaned
forward and held his head in his hands.
Tears welled up in his eyes. There
seemed to be no escaping those three—
the three from Cayenne. Was it retri-
bution?

He had betrayed them—caused them
to be transported overseas—and they
were innocent. Their alibis had been
poor, and the insurance company needed
to be convinced by a conviction. With
the new money from the insurance La-
more had gotten his start in the bank-
ing world—and at the cost of those three
men, his luck had changed for the bet-
ter. ‘He became a money king in
Paris!

“Calder,

13

But that was eleven-twelve years
ago. There was nothing he could do for
those men when he became rich. They
would spurn any offer he made—and
wreak their vengeance on him.” He had
sent them to the only hell on earth—
and they had escaped from it—looking
for him who sent them to Cayenne—
Devil’s Island.

He lifted the telephone receiver and
gave Grainger’s number. The mention
of his, Lamore’s, name put him through
to the banker himself.

“Hello, Walter ?”

“Yes, Andrew ?”

“I need some money.”

The voice at the other end grew si-
lent.

“How much?” it asked at length.

“Not much—only fifty thousand!”
Lamore laughed to make light of his
request. He knew Grainger would have
to hustle to raise that much in ready
cash by to-morrow morning.

Again Grainger’s voice was silent.
Then he coughed. “Andrew, I'm afraid
it can’t be done. Things are in a tan-
gle down here—your affairs and mine
—on account of what the market did in
October. How soon do you want the
money, anyway?”’

“To-morrow morning.”

“Impossible! Couldn’t give it to you
in less than a week.”

“But Walter—it’s most important!”

“It can wait a week.”
© “But it can't! Il come down and
explain to you, Walter!”

“Come down to-morrow,” Grainger
said. “I’m leaving the office now to be
gone for the rest of the day. In the
morning, then. So long.”

Well, Lamore consoled himself, there
were other sources from which he could
get fifty thousand dollars. He prided
himself on the precautions he had taken
for a second get-away—if those three
from Cayenne ever turned up. There
was a chair in the drawing-room—the
one Masterman had sat in only last
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night—that held one hundred thousand
dollars in thousand-dollar bills. That
was his nest egg—and Eve’s—for a
get-away. He could borrow fifty thou-
sand from that and replace it next week
when Grainger raised the cash. He
had sewn the money into the chair,
and he could take it out at a moment’s
notice.

His hand fell into his left coat pocket
and touched something cold—the re-
volver. He took it out. He had taken
it up as a means of defense against an
enemy—against Ratine, D’Arnet or
Voiseau—if either had been Mr. Basil
Walloon.

His eyes narrowed.

Walloon! Maurice!
ing butler!

Could Walloon be trusted to keep the
sécret of Andre Lefebre, who fled from
his own name that his life might be
spared—that his - daughter’s might bhe
spared, too? He doubted it. Black-
mailers always come back for more.
It might be a question of another fifty
thousand later. Walloon knew he
feared death and would pay—because
he could pay.

But inadvertently—in his cups, per-
haps—Walloon might betray him. Wal-
loon was not a safe person. He must
be silenced. And there was only one
way. He looked again at the gun in
his hand.

It would be easy to fool the police.
He was a man of wealth. He would
be believed. Walloon entered his house
and threatened his life. Walloon de-
manded money at the point of this re-
volver—a gun that had been brought
from France. Sort of a daylight hold-
up in a rich man’s mansion. He could
see the headlines. There would be a
struggle in his story for the police—
and Walloon fell with a few bullets in
him.

Walloon, dead, would never betray
Andre Lefebre.

Slowly Lamore sat down and took up

A Dblackmail-
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the telephone receiver. He gave the
number on Walloon’s notepaper, and
while he waited, he put the note in an
ashtray and set a match to it. It was
flaming when Walloon answered.

“Walloon? Lamore speaking!”

“Oui, monsieur ?”

“Come up to-night around ten. Tl
let you in. T have what you asked for.”

“Je vous remercie. M’sien’ is very
discreet.”

Lamore hung up, and for a consider-
able time continued to stare at the re-
volver in his hand.

CHAPTER 1V.
CAYENNE!

WAHY, Martin! What are you doing
on my doorstep?” Eve’s voice
was full of luscious laughter—and a
sudden happiness. She had just gotten
out of a taxicab and was standing at
the foot of the steps leading up to the
front door of the Lamore residence.

Sl e just come to see if you were
in?” Masterman stammered. He was
uneasy, restless.

“At eleven o’clock at night?”

“I thought you might be up.”

“Well, didn’t Calder let you in to.
wait for me?”

“There doesn’t seem to be anybody
in the house.” '

“Why, dad must be in somewhere.
Perhaps he didn’t hear the bell. But
some of the servants are in, I'm sure.
Come along. T’ll give you some of dad’s
port.” She began to unlock the door.
“I’ve been to a movie—Greta Garbo—
with Eleanor Fisk. It was quite good.”

She was not aware as she threw the
door open that Masterman squared his
shoulders as thoughebracing himself.
The hallway was in darkness but her
accustomed finger found the switch and
flooded it with light.

“I suppose you’re going to invite me
to the Farnsworth dance to-morrow
night, Martin?”
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“You—you bet—I am.”

“What on earth is wrong with you?
You're stammering.”

“Malaria,” he smiled.
voice like that.”

They entered the drawing-room,
which Eve lighted. Then she rang for
Calder.

“It’s great to have dad giving me
free rein. I can go and come as I
please—and as late as I want. He likes
you, too, Martin.”

“I’m glad—of that.”

“Your malaria is funny. Where on
earth can Calder be? He’s usually like
a jack-in-the-box when you ring. You
just press the button and there.he is.”

“Perhaps he’s out.”

“But this isn’t his night. Come along
into the dining room and we’ll hunt that
port ourselves.”

Eve took his hand and led him down

the hall, parallel to the stairs, to the
dining room, which was in back of the
drawing-room. This chamber was done
in walnut, and fine carved Veronese
chairs stood around a long refectory
table.
. “It’s funny there’s no one about,”
Eve said with surprise. “Why, I don’t
know what I'd do without servants.
I'm so used to them, just as so many
people are not used to them. Here's
the port.”

She was at a huge serving table with
cupboards beneath. From one of them
she had taken a bottle.

“Now, I’ve no idea where the glasses
are kept.”

“They ought to. be in the pantry,”
Masterman said. He started for what
was obviously the pantry door. Dark-
ness was beyond.

“That’s funny,” Eve mused. “There’s
always a light in the pantry. And look,
the kitchen’s dark. The servants always
sit down here and gossip. They must
all be out.”

Glasses were found, and while Eve
poured herself a sip of the rare pori,

“It gets my
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Masterman got a glassful. They took
the glasses back to the dining room and
sat down at the table. Eve toyed with
her glass and looked at Masterman.

“I'm awfully glad you looked me up
to-night,” she said. Her eyes said more.

“I wanted to be sure you could go
to-morrow night. The Farnsworth
dances are a lot of fun.”

“You don’t know what it means to
me to be able to go out now—like any
other girl in New York.”

“T’ll bet it was tough being cooped up
in this big house.”

“It was worse than at the convent.
There, at*least, I had lots of friends.”

Some one was at the front door. It
opened and closed. They both went out
into the hall and saw Calder come in.
He was not in livery.

“Calder! Where have you been?”
Eve cried to him. “Seeing your best
girl?”

“No, Miss Eve. Mr. Lamore told
all of us to take the night off. He
said he was going out himself and there
was no need for us to be back before

eleven, when you were expected. I'm
sorry I’m a bit late.”
“That’s all right, Calder. We found

the port and glasses all by ourselves.
Where did dad go, do you know?”

“I haven’t the slightest idea. He
went out about eight thirty, Miss Eve,
and we all left at nine.” Calder seemed
self-conscious in mufti and hankering
to get upstairs and put on clothes be-
coming a butler.

When he went to the back of the
house, Eve took Masterman into the
drawing-room. She sat down at the
piano and began to play—bits of
Chopin, Debussy, Bach. He lighted
cigarette after cigarette nervously and
watched her with a pained expression.

“Oh, you don’t like my playing,” she
said, and stopped with a bang.

“But I do!” he protested.. “It was
beautiful—you play awfully well.”

“I could tell by the expression on
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your face that you were bored.” She
laughed then and took his hand. **You
business men are all alike. You're only
interested in business—and things.
Come along and I'll interest you.”

She started out of the drawing-room
for the closed door on the other side
of the hall. '

“Where are you going?” he cried,
blanching.

“I'm going to show you father’s
office. It’s as good as they have down
on Wall Street!”

“Wait !”

But she had thrown open the door
and turned on the light.

Masterman heard her shriek. He ran
forward to her and caught her as she

“fell in a dead faint.

There on the floor, beside an over-
turned desk chair, was the body of An-
drew Lamore.

A trickle of blood, now coagulated,
ran from a round hole in the center of
his forehead. His eyes were half open
and only the whites of them visible.

Masterman gathered the girl up in his
arms and carried her out into the hall.
Calder, who had heard her cry, was
coming down the front stairs, buttoning
up his livery coat and vest. Two
women, maids, appeared in the back of
the hall, startled expressions on their
faces. They had just come in.

“Something has happened to Mr.
Lamore,” Masterman snapped. “Show
me up to Miss Eve’s room. Calder,
phone for the nearest physician and the
police. You women come up with me.
Get the smelling salts, too.”

Masterman climbed the stairs slowly,
though he carried Eve’s weight easily.
The two maids, mumbling excitedly, fol-
lowed. They showed him Eve’s room, a
very simple boudoir as unpretentious
as the girl herself. He laid her on her
bed and turned to the maids.

“Revive her and keep her up here,”
he ordered. “I’ll send the doctor up
when he gets here.”

THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

“Glory be! The poor lamb!”

“Heaven be praised! What hap-
pened, mister?”

“Mr. Lamore is dead. That’s all

now. Look to Miss Lamore.”

He left the room and ran down the
stairs. Calder was standing at the front
door waiting for the police. His face
was white and he trembled perceptibly.

Masterman made his way to the mil-
lionaire’s office, and, standing over the
body, studied it closely. Why, the man
had a topcoat on! He hadn’t noticed
that before. He must have come in
from the street to his death. An in-
truder caught on the premises!

“What’s this T hear?” a voice boomed
at the door. “I’'m Inspector Cadigan.
This here is Sergeant Kildane. Where’s
the body of Mr. Lamore?”

“In there, sir—in the office.”

Two huge men entered the room and
stared dumbly at Masterman for a mo-
ment. One was bald-headed and one
had a thick black mustache.

“Who’re you?” The bald-headed one
asked. He was Cadigan.

“I’'m Martin Masterman. I came in"
with Miss Eve Lamore and she found
the body. I've sent for a doctor, too,
and taken her up to her room.”

“Yeah?” Kildane said.

“T'll phone the medical examiner,
Killie,” Cadigan said. ‘“Look him over
and see what’s what.” ‘ ‘

While the bald-headed inspector
phoned the medical examiner, who is the
coroner in New York, Kildane bent
over the body and ran his hands ex-
pertly through all the pockets. The re-
sult of his search was a revolver.

“Give a look, inspector.” He held
up the weapon—by the muzzle, so as
not to mar any finger prints on the butt
or barrel.

“I suppose he committed suicide and
stuck the gun back in his pocket,” Cadi-
gan sneered. “Count the bullets.”

Kildane did so. ‘“All here—every
chamber loaded.”
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“That’s a hot one! What do you
make of it, Masterman?”

“T think Mr. Lamore must have come
home and found somebody—a burglar,
perhaps—Ilurking in the house. The in-
truder shot him.”

“Yeah?” Kildane growled.
time did you two get in?”

“About eleven, I think. T wasn’t with
Miss Lamore. She was at the movies
and I met her on the steps after I'd
been ringing the doorbell for some time.
We learned later all the servants had
been given a few hours off by Mr. La-
more.”

“Oh, so you met her on the door-

“What

step, eh?’ Kildane said, suspiciously.

“That’s interesting—very, very inter-
esting.”

“Shut up, Killie, and smell around
the room,” Cadigan barked. “Look for
marks. God, this’ll be the biggest case
in years—if we don’t make a pinch. A
murder mystery always ruins a cop—if
there’s no pinch!”

“That may not be hard,” Kildane
grunted, looking at Masterman. “You
say this door was closed?”

“Yes, Miss Lamore opened it to show
me the office. She thought it would
interest me—a business man’s workshop
in a millionaire’s mansion.” Master-
man spoke easily, readily.

“I bet it was a surprise,” Kildane
said.

“H’m, windows closed and locked on
the inside. Whoever did it used the
front door, I bet,” Cadigan said. “Sort
of a walk-in-walk-out killer. D’ye
know if the old man kept any coin in
the house?”

“I don’t know anything about his af-
fairs,” Masterman said. “I met him
- for the first time three nights ago. And
I haven’t seen him since.”

Cadigan began going over the papers
on Lamore’s desk. He came upon the
private detective agency’s report on
Masterman. He read it thoroughly and
then tossed it over to the young man.
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Masterman glanced at it and red-
dened. :
“Guess the old boy is particular who
he knows—and lets go around with his

-daughter,” the inspector grinned. But

his eyes were boring Masterman’s.

“I guess so,” the young man said.
“He was rather odd.”

“Here’s something,” Kildane said
eagerly. From beneath the dead man’s
head he pulled a long piece of paper.
He and the inspector read it together,
aloud :

We find you out, Andre Lefebre. We make
good our promise., Maybe to-morrow, maybe
next week. THREE MEN FROM CAYENNE.

“Where’s Cayenne, Killie?”

“H’'m, I think it’s in Oklahoma. It
sounds Western. ‘No, it’s in Montana.
That’s where they hold the real rodeos
and round-ups.”

“You're full of soup. That’s Chey-
enne, Do you know where it is, Master-
man?”’

Masterman moistened his lips and
spoke up: “There’s a Cayenne in French
Guiana—that’s on the north coast of
South America. It’s a prison colony
where the French send murderers,
thieves and the like.”

Inspector Cadigan stared at him and
his mouth fell open. Kildane uttered a
low whistle.

“Dirty work!” he said. “I read about
them French jailbirds. If one of them
turned this, we’ve about as much chance
of a pinch as I have of being commis-
sioner.”

“You said it!” was Cadigan’s only
comiment.

“And whoever these three guys are,”
Kildane growled, “they sure kept their
promise—and ahead of time, too.”

“It’s rather odd that they should leave
that note, isn’t it?” Masterman sug-
gested.

“You never can tell,” Cadigan re-
marked, “what these French crooks will
do!”
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CHAPTER V.

RATINE!

CADIGAN continued to busy himself

with rummaging through the desk.
At last he came upon the check book.
He opened it and noted the last en-
tries on the stubs.

“Say, Killie, this is news!” he cried.
“The old man used to send checks to
pay the household expenses. All the
stubs have tradesmen’s names on them
except the last, and it’s the biggest. - It
was made out to-day to Basil Walloon
and it was for two yards!”

“A guy with a name like that is harm-
less,” Kildane chuckled. ‘“Basil Wal-
loon—Walloon Say!” His eyes
opened wide. “Say! He’s done time,
that guy has. I remember the name be-
cause it’s a funny one. Basil Walloon,
see? He went up about five or six years
ago for extortion—blackmail. Say!”

He looked down at the body of An-
drew Lamore.

“So it was blackmail I’ Cadigan mut-
tered, looking at the body, too. “The
old guy refused to come across and prob-
ably threatened to squeal. So the Basil
boy bumped him on the spot.”

“In a nutshell, inspector. You've got
it. All we got to do is get a line on this
Basil.”

Cadigan continued his search of the
desk. It revealed nothing else. Then
he looked at the phone and saw that it
was not a dial telephone.

“I've an idea,” he said. He took up
the receiver, called the operator, told
her who he was, and said: “Can you
check up on the calls made from this
number to-day? You can! Go ahead
and ring me back!” Hanging up and
turning to the sergeant, he said: “That
might help a bit.”

He then telephoned to the station
house.

“McGinty, send out an alarm to the
boys on beat, specially near the Lamore
house on Sixty-sixth Street. Suspi-
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cious characters and the like. The old
guy’s been murdered and there’ll be hell
to pay when the newspapers get it.”

That meant that the telephonist in the
station house would ring every police
telephone in the precinct. The little
green box would buzz in the night, and
when the patrolman on beat heard it he
would call the station and get his in-
structions.

Kildane was toying with the revolver
when his nose twitched. He peered into
the muzzle and then smelled it.

“Well, I'll. be damned!” he cried.
“It’s been shot—and recently, too. I
didn’t look into the explosion chamber
on account of being afraid to put my
prints on the barrel.”

“Break the gun and make sure, Kil-
lie.”

The sergeant did so and found that
one shell had been exploded.

“It’s a .38, inspector. That hole in
Lamore’s head looks bigger.”

“The m. e. will give us that dope
when he comes.”

“Do I have to wait for him, inspec-
tor?” Masterman asked.

“Naw. Give Killie the dope on what
you did and saw and your name and
address. Then you can beat it.”

Masterman and Kildane went into
the drawing-room, made themselves
comfortable, and the former began his
account of the night’s events so far
as he was concerned. He wound up by
giving his address as the Fitchton Hotel
on Lexington Avenue.

But before leaving the house, he went
upstairs and knocked on the door of
Eve’s room. A maid admitted him.

Eve was sitting up in bed, wearing a
soft and lovely negligee. Her eyes were
red from weeping and she seemed dazed.
Masterman moved close to the bed.

“Eve.”

“Martin! Oh, isn’t it too horrible
for words! Poor dad!” She began to
cry again, covering her face with a
dainty handkerchief.



THREE MEN FROM CAYENNE

“The police are downstairs now.”

“But who—who could have done such
a horrible thing?”

“A burglar, perhaps—surprised by
your father coming home.”

“He was such a good man! What a
terrible death for poor dad!”

“Is there anything I can do for you,
Eve?”

“No, Martin. But phone me in the
morning—early. I don’t want to be
alone. And I'll need some one to see
me through all this.”

“I’ll phone early. Don’t worry. Try
to get some sleep. Take a sedative, if
necessary. The doctor will give you
one when he comes.”

“You're a dear boy, to be so kind to
me.” :

“It’s all right. Good night, Eve.”

She waved to him as he went to the
door. The doctor came in as he went
out of the room.

Masterman started for the head of
the stairs. So Eve had no idea of what
was in her father’s life—the black-
mailer, the Three Men from Cayenne.
It was silly not to straighten such things
out. She might hold a lead to some
valuable clew. He would discuss it in
the morning with her.

There was a commotion in the hall
below. A policeman was dragging a
recalcitrant individual into the house.
Cadigan and Kildane were in the hall
now, bellowing and helping the cop.
The bend in the stairs hid Masterman
from them.

“I caught him sneaking out of the
basement of the next house,” the cop
gasped proudly. “You said to bring
in all suspicious characters. Well,
here’s a beaut!”

“What’s your name?” Cadigan de-
manded of the prisoner.

“None of your business!” the man
cried in a high-pitched voice. Master-
man frowned as he listened to it.

There was the sound of a blow. The
man whined.
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“Take him in the parlor!” the inspec-
tor snapped.

The group of men left the hall. But
from where he was, Masterman could
hear their voices plainly.

“Now. Your name?”’

“Pete Cordan. I live at the Mills
Hotel.”

“Frisk him, Killie. Now, what were
you doing in that basement?”

“I went to look in the garbage cans.
I was hungry.”

“There are no garbage cans in that
hasement, inspector,” the cop explained.
“1 think he came through the house.
It’s an empty house. He could have
gotten from this house through the sky-
lights.”

“It’s a lie—a bloody lie!” the pris-
oner shouted. “You can’t frame me!”

Again there was the sound of a blow.
“Keep a civil tongue in you or I’ll break
your face!” That was Cadigan. “Find
anything, Killie?”

“Nope, just the usual junk and ten
cents. But wait a minute, there’s some-
thing in the lining of his coat.”

“Leave me alone!” the man screamed.

“Got a knife, inspector?”

“Sure, here it is.”

There was a silence. Then came
that same low whistle of surprise from
Kildane.

“What is it, Kildane?”

“One of those identity cards that the
Paris police give out. It's dated 1917
and it’s made out to Claude Ratine. So
your name’s Ratine and not Pete Cor-
dan!”

“It’s a lie!”
weakening.

“Funny how these French never give
up their papers. They hold on to ’em
till they die,” Cadigan laughed. “Well,
Monsewer Ratine, have you ever heard
of Cayenne?”

There was a pause. Masterman won-
dered what expression was on the pris-
oner’s face.

“Well, back you go, Ratine! Back to

But the man’s voice was
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Cayenne for yours!” Cadigan was
sneering. But he was also trying to
move the man to some outburst. His
ruse worked.

“Please, if I tell—"

“No promises! Who are you?”

“T—I am Claude Ratine. I was par-
doned and I came to United States to
work in hotels as a waiter. I learn Eng-
lish very well and make a good living
until I lose the job. Now I look for
another, but I'm hungry so I look in
basement next door.”

“So you were in Cayenne! Who are
the Three Men from Cayenne? What’s
that mean?”

Again that ominous pause.

“T do not know, mister. I was in
Cayenne for a year, but I never heard
of those three men.”

“Well, we've got a surprise for you,
Claude. Pick your feet up and step
this way.” Cadigan was merry now.
His voice approached the drawing-room
door. He seemed to think he had the
solution of the murder bottled up in the
Frenchman.

“I can go now ?” Ratine asked eagerly.
“You are satisfied?”

Masterman heard the group come into
the lower hall. The office door was
opened. There was a scuffle as though
Ratine had to be pushed ahead.

There was a moment of silence.

Then came a scream—the cry of a
trapped beast, shrill and pitiful.

“Nom de Dieu!” Ratine yelled.
“C’est Lefebre!”

There was a thump on the floor as if
some one had {fallen. Excited voices
followed.

“Hell!” Cadigan growled, “the fool’s
fainted. Get some water!”

Some one went to the back of the
house in search of water.

“He recognized that bird as Le-
febre,” Kildane pointed out. ‘‘Hear
him use that name?”

“Yes. And the sight scared daylights
out of him!”
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The water bearer returned. The door
was kicked shut and only muffled voices
could be heard by Masterman on the
stairs. He quickly descended, opened
the front door noiselessly, and gained
the sidewalk, breathing heavily. He
filled his lungs with the sweet spring
air and walked toward Lexington Ave-
nue, where he hailed a cruising taxi.

“The Fitchton,” he instructed the
driver and got in.

And when he settled back in the cush-
ions, he reflected on how kind or un-
kind Lady Luck is to some people.

CHAPTER VI.
THE FIRST CLEW.

lT was nearing ten o’clock the next

morning when Masterman alighted
from a taxi in front of the Lamore
house. The street was filled with re-
porters, policemen trying to keep order,
and the morbidly curious. These latter
—men, women, nursemaids and chil-
dren—stared interestedly at the house
where Death had visited, and chatted in
small groups.

“I’'m here to see Miss Lamore,” Mas-
terman told the policeman at the door.
“Inspector Cadigan knows me.”

“All right. Go in and see the in-
spector first.”

Masterman found Cadigan seated in
the dining room making away with the
remnants of what was a hearty break-
fast. Three other men were at the table,
their derbies on their heads indicating
their association with him. The inspec-
tor looked tired and weary and his eyes
were bloodshot.

“Hello, Masterman,” he greeted. “I
heard the girl wants to see you. I've
been up all night and now there’s happy
hell to pay.”

“What happened, inspector ?”

“I put that Ratine Oh, you
didn’t know. We got a suspect last
night coming out of the basement next
door. He was from Devil’s Island
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where the French have a penal colony.
Was sent there twelve years ago for
robbery and he said he was pardoned.
He collapsed after seeing the body and
velling the name ‘Lefebre.” But we

couldn’t get anything out of him after

that, so I sent him ovér to the house
with Kildane.

“This morning he blows, with the
aid of an accomplice. I was going to
check up with the French consulate this
morning. I did, and shortly after nine
a man goes to the house and satisfies
all concerned that he’s the consul gen-
eral. He spoke French, and when I
got there he sold me, too. He assured
us that Ratine was all right, had been
pardoned and was a little batty, liked
to hide in garbage cans and all like that.

“So we had nothing on Ratine and
we let him go. Then the real consul
general calls up. You can imagine what
a sucker it made out of me. It seems
that some bird was hanging out in the
consulate, waiting for the boss, and he
hears the telephone operator say the po-
lice wanted the boss about a Frenchman
picked up by them near the Lamore
house. So he impersonates the consul
and pulls the wool over me.”

“That was a tough break, inspector.”
Masterman was sympathetic.

“And worse yet, we find a chair in
the parlor here with its back ripped out.
Evidently the dead man kept ready
money hidden in it, for there was still
a thousand-dollar bill tucked away in the
stuffings. How the ‘murderer knew
where to go is more than I can fathom.”

“It must have been some one who had
an idea what was in the house,” Master-
man commented aimlessly. “But thieves
rip up furniture, don’t they? I've read
about it.”

“Oh, yes, but not one chair.”

“The thief might have made a lucky
guess.”

“I doubt it, Masterman. You can go
up and see Miss Lamore. My men and
the fingerprint crowd have been over
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the houses. By the way, when you come
down let us have your prints. We want
to identify all the prints we find.{

“Surely. T'll see you when I come
down.”

Masterman left the room, conscious
that the eyes of the four at the table
were on him, studying him, analyzing
him. He went up the stairs and found
a maid sitting on a chair outside Eve’s
room.

“Oh, Mr. Masterman, I'm glad you've
come,” she said. “The poor lamb hasn’t
slept a wink all night. What with the
police snooping around and taking fin-
ger prints and asking questions, she’s
scared out of her wits. The under-
takers have her father. Mr. Grainger
came up when he read about it in the
morning papers and is making arrange-
ments for the funeral. Try to cheer
her up, Mr. Masterman.”

He thanked the woman, and, after
knocking on the door, was invited to
come in. Eve was up, dressed in a
black street dress. She was sitting by
the window, her eyes red and tired,
when he went toward her.

“Oh, Martin, I'm so glad to see you.
I've been frightened.”

“About what, Eve?”
in a chair opposite her.

“About what happened. It’s all so
mysterious. Why, I'm even afraid to
go out of my room.”

“But why? It was probably a burglar
—and he’s gone.”

“No, I'm afraid it wasn’t a burglar.
Dad was afraid of something—some
one, perhaps—but I don’t know what.
He would never tell me.”

“Eve, what do you suspect? You
trust me? You'll tell me?”

“Of course I trust you, Martin. And
T'll tell you all I know. But don’t—
please don’t tell the police yet.”

And she told Masterman of her true
identity—that she was Yvonne Lefebre,
how she had lived in Paris as a little
girl, her father’s sudden and strange

He sat down
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malady and their flight to Cambodia,
how her father bribed a man there to
say that he and she had been killed in
an automobile accident, how they went
to China and subsequently to America
on a passport bearing the name of
Lamore, how she was forbidden to
speak a word of her native tongue and
how she had to live as an American
girl—Eve Lamore. That was all she
knew save that her father was always
in fear of something. He never went
out, always had the house bolted at
night, and watched over her like a guard
—fearing for her, too.

“That helps a lot,” Masterman said.
“It clears up a point or two. There
was a note found in the office by the
police. It was a threat against Andre
Lefebre and was signed ‘Three Men
from Cayenne.” Cayenne is in French
Guiana where the French keep con-
victs until they rot to death under the
tropical sun.”

“‘Three Men from Cayenne’? It
means nothing to me, Martin.”

“It was rather odd that, if the threat-
eners killed your father, they should
leave their warning beneath the body.”

“Martin, I want you to help me.
Help me find the murderer, without—
without letting any disgrace fall upon
dad—if there was anything in his life
that he had cause to be ashamed of.
You know I dearly loved him. Help
me to get at the truth—and keep it from
the world, if it is an ugly truth.”

“I will, gladly. ” He took her hand
and pressed it. “I’ll hunt up the French
papers of eleven and twelve years ago
and see what I can find about your fa-
ther. By the way, do you know any-
body by the name of Ratine—Claude
Ratine?”

“No, I don’t.”

“Or Basil Walloon?”

She shook her head in negation.

“Martin, do you believe in instinct—
hunches?”

He nodded.
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“Well,” she said,.I believe—I feel—
that some one was in my room last night
—before I came in. I don’t know why
I say that—but I sort of felt a pres-
ence when I first came in—when you
carried me in.”

“Perhaps a-servant was turning down
the bed.”

“No, it was a strange presence.”

“H’'m. Have you missed anything or
noticed anythings unusual, Eve?”

“No—I looked over my things this
morning. Nothing is missing.”

“Let me look about? I may see some-
thing.”

“Go ahead.
like.””

Together, they walked around the
room, noticing the books and toilet ar-
ticles on tables and dressing’ mirrors.
They looked into closets and counted
dresses and wraps and hats. Nothing
was missing or out of place. Then they
got down on their hands and kuees and
looked under chairs, and finally under
the bed, which was a low one, its coun-
terpane coming to the floor on either
side and at the foot.

“I see something white wader there,
Eve’

“So do 1.”

They pushed the bed aside and Mas-
terman picked up a piece of paper. It
read: :

Look anywhere you

Lefebre, I want the money by noon to-mor-
row. You can send it to Basil Walloon, 103
Gramercy Park North.

“Why,” Eve exclaimed, “that’s writ-
ten on dad’s notepaper.”

“That’s odd—a threat on such paper.
I’ll show this to Cadigan. No use keep-
ing it from him. He’s looking for Wal-
loon. Your father paid him two hun-
dred dollars yesterday.”

“But why?”

“The police—we’d all like to know.
It might clear matters up.”

“Then I was right, Martin. There
was some one in my room last night—
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before we entered the house. Oh, it’s
terrible!”

“Funny this paper should be under
the bed. Probably it fell from a pocket
and was inadvertently kicked under the
bed. Or—or it might have been planted
there.” :

Eve was baffled. “But why? For
what purpose?”’

“Possibly to throw suspicion on Wal-
loon. Or Walloon might have been
here to see your father or leave a note
to scare him.”

“Dad seemed to feel that the danger
that threatened him threatened me, too.
He never said so, but I knew it—felt
it

“Now stop worrying. What are you
doing to-day?”

“The dressmaker is coming with
mourning wear. Mr. Grainger is com-
ing back to tell me what arrangements
he made for the—the funeral!” Here
Eve broke down and wept. “Poor dad.
He was so kind—so good to me!”

Masterman wanted to take her in his
arms and comfort her, but he thought
better of so bold a move.

“I'm sorry, too, for what has hap-
pened. I must see Cadigan now. Can
see you again this afternoon?”

“Yes—please.”

Masterman left the room, went down-
stairs and found Cadigan pacing the
floor of the office. The other three de-
tectives watched him doubtfully, help-
lessly. His head was bowed.

“Oh, Masterman,” the inspector said,
looking up at him. “Grogan, take his
prints now.”

Grogan stepped forward and pro-
duced an inking pad. From his pocket,
he took the police department’s finger-
print form, patterned after those origi-
nated by the famous Bertillon, the fa-
ther of that method of identification.
Masterman submitted to have both
hands inked and the finger tips pressed
on the form.

“By the way, inspector,” he said dur-
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ing the process, “what did you find in
the way of telephone numbers?”

Cadigan looked at him sharply.
“You're a memory, Masterman. They
produced nothing. Tradesmen and one
silent number. I called them myself.
The silent number is in the name of
John Barns on Gramercy Park.”

“At No. 103 Gramercy Park North?”

The inspector’s mouth opened. “How
did you know ?”

Masterman reached into his pocket
and drew out the note he found in Eve’s
bedroom. Cadigan read it again and
again. Then he glared at Masterman.

“Where did you find this?”

He ‘was told the circumstances under
which it was found.

Cadigan sat down at the telephone and
called headquarters.

“I want McGuire. McGuire? Send
out a general alarm for Basil Walloon
of No. 103 Gramercy Park North.
Have the house covered. Keep it from
the newspapers, too. I’'m on my way
down there.” When he hung up, he
added: “Grogan, you come with me.
You two stay here.”

He got up, rummaged around for his
hat and coat and found them.

“May I come along?” Masterman
asked. “I’'m interested.”

For a moment Cadigan’s eyes
searched the other’s. “Sure, come along.
You've got sharp eyes. ” Contemptu-
ously he sneered at the other detectives,
who, in their search of the house, had
overlooked the paper containing the ad-
dress of a man the police desired for an
interview.

CHAPTER VII.
THE HANDKERCHIEF,

MASTERMAN, Cadigan and Grogan

left the house, ignoring the in-
quisitive eyes of the crowd outside,
walked to the corner of Lexington Ave-
nue, and hailed a taxi. As they were
climbing into it, the inspector having
already given the Gramercy Park ad-
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dress to the driver, three reporters
caught him by the coattails.

“Inspector, what have you got for
us?”

“Where are you going now?”

“Is that man with you under arrest?”

The last question referred to Master-
man.

“Nothing for you now, boys.,” Cadi-
gan growled over his shoulder. “May
have something later in the afternoon.
We'’re expecting to make an arrest
within the next twenty-four hours.”

“The same old hooey!” one of the
reporters laughed. “Best o’ luck, in-
spector!”

The taxi started down Lexington
Avenue, which spills into Gramercy
Park- some two miles away. Cadigan
bit off the end of a cigar and lighted up.
Masterman offered Grogan a cigarette
and took one himself. The smoking
seemed to calm the nerves of the two
policemen.

“It’s hell—just plain hell,” Cadigan
said disgustedly. “We’ve got so damned
little to go on. Oh, I know about the
Walloon address, but I don’t expect to
find that baby in. But what else have
we? Walloon’s name on a check stub
for two hundred dollars. And the sus-
picion that he was in the house—in the
girl’s bedroom—early last night. But
why?

“On the other hand, he might not
have been there. The note might have
been planted. Then there is the other
threat signed by ‘Three Men from
Cayenne.” That was found under the
body. But if one of those three turned
the trick, why leave that threat—which
might turn into a clew proving a mo-
tive?

“And there was the .38 found in I a-
more’s pocket with one shell exploded.
I forget to tell you, Masterman, that the
m. e. found a .38 piece of lead in the
old man’s head. We don’t know if it’s
from the same gun or not—but I've a
hunch that it is. Pretty smart of the
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killer, to stick the gun in Lamore’s
pocket.”

Masterman spoke up. “It looks as if
the killer wants to give the police a few
red herrings for breakfast, lunch and
dinner.”

“Why, though? Why?”

“Perhaps the killing has more be-
hind it—more than an intruder cor-
nered, a man who came to steal and
stayed to wrest the gun from Lamore
and kill him. Perhaps the murderer
knew all about Lamore having that
gun.”

“You think that the killer knew La-
more pretty well ?”’

“Fairly well. I shouldn’t be sur-
prised to learn that.”

Cadigan cogitated over this a while
and then went on. “And there’s the
funny business of Ratine. He was in
Devil’s Island by his own admission—
and his French identity papers proved
it. He did a swoon when he lamped
Lamore’s face and yelled, ‘Lefebre!
But we got nothing else out of him,
and this morning he vamosed. But
there’s a general alarm out for him. He
won't get far. And we have a descrip-
tion of the other faker, too.”

“What did he look like, inspector?”

“He was tall and gaunt. French
looking and bald-headed. I'd say he
was about forty or forty-five. And
smart, too. But I didn’t like his snake’s
eyes.”

“Speak with an accent?”

“A little one—but he had a fine com-
mand of the king’s English, too.”
Cadigan winced as he thought of the
thing he had done—letting Ratine off
scot-free. ‘“And there’s the chair in
the parlor with its back ripped out. It
had money in it because we found a
grand note still sticking in the stuffings.
The killer knew where to go for that
ready cash. And I can’t make out why
Lamore sent the servants out. He
never did that before. Nor do we know
where he went when he went out.”
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“Perhaps he was meeting some one
at the house,” Masterman ventured,
“and didn’t want the servants to see him
—or her.”

“Not a bad hunch, Masterman. Not
a bad one! Do you know of any women
in the old boy’s life?”

“No. I knew him so slightly.
met him once, as I told you.”

Cadigan turned and looked at Master-
man. “That was odd, too, his checking
up on you through a private detective
agency.”

“It was odd—but perhaps he was cau-
tious.” Masterman avoided the inspec-
tor’s glance and flicked his cigarette
ashes on the floor.

The taxi stopped. They were in
Gramercy Park in front of a remodeled
private house. There was a sign,
“Apartments To Let,” over the door.

They got out, paid the driver—Cadi-
gan did that—and entered the house.
There was no name of Walloon on the
doorbells, and there was no hall service,
so they rang for the superintendent. A
Mr. Rauss appeared from the basement
door.

“We’re looking for a Mr. Walloon,’
Cadigan said after he introduced him-
self. “I don’t see his name on the
bells.”

“Oh, he was staying in Mr. Barns
apartment,” the superintendent ex-
plained. “Mr. Barns is in Europe and
I sublet the place for him. But Mr.
Walloon has gone away, too—for a few
days, he said. He had his bags with
him, but he left his trunk.”

“Take us up to his place,”
ordered. “We’ll look* around.”

For a moment Rauss hesitated, and
then, remembering he was dealing with
the police, he opened the front door and
led them up two flights of stairs, stop-
ping before the door of a rear apart-
ment. With a pass key, he admitted
them, standing in the door, suspiciously
watching every move they made.

The apartment was a tastefully fur-

Only

’

Cadigan
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nished one, but was now in a state of
great disordei. There were whisky bot-
tles and glasses on the tables, clothes
strewn about, books on the floor and a
stuffiness induced by closed windows.

“Looks like a get-away,” Cadigan re-
marked. “And the trunk isn’t even
locked.” He set Grogan to work going
over the contents of the trunk. “And
when you're through, get a few prints,
Grogan. We have eight different sets
of finger prints, Masterman. Four of
them haven’t been identified yet. 1
think one might be Ratine’s, but we
didn’t print his tips in time.”

Masterman strolled about, noting the
disorder with a wary eye. Cadigan
busied himself at a desk, turning over
papers, bills and letters.

“These letters are to Walloon, all
right,” he said, “but they don’t give a
lead. They’re from lady friends and
tradespeople. It seems he was slow
paying his bills. And here’s a sharp
note from a bootlegger requesting pay-
ment.”

*‘Nothing in the trunk, inspector,”
Grogan said. “The name labels have
been ripped from every suit of clothes.”

“Here’s a point, inspector,” Master-
man said. “I’ve been looking through
the books. Those in English have
Barns’ name in them, and those in
French, which seem newer, have no
name in them. But there are marginal
notes in a few. They’re cheap French
novels.”

Cadigan looked at the French books
and studied the writing. Then he re-
turned to the desk. He resumed his
rummaging in the lower drawers and
finally drew out an addressed letter. It
bore Walloon’s signature.

“Here’s a letter to a creditor, but it
was never sent,” Cadigan said, holding
the letter out to Masterman. “He didn’t
seem to know the address—probably
mislaid the bill. He says he'll pay up
when he gets a check he expects. The
fellow was dunning him.”
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Masterman read the letter, scrutinized
«the handwriting, and then the writing
in the marginal notes. The notes were
in French. And the letter and the notes
were in the same handwriting. He
called this to the inspector’s attention.
. “Right you are,” Cadigan said gladly.
“Probably Walloon is French—thinks
better in French than in English.”

“Maybe he’s Dutch—or Flemish,
from Belgium. The name is Dutch-
like.”

“And 1 think, inspector,” Master-
man said, pausing before adding, “that
you will find these specimens of Wal-
loon’s handwriting different from that
on the threatening letter we found in
Miss Lamore’s bedroom.”

Cadigan stared hard at him and then
whipped out from an inner pocket the
note referred to. He compared the
three specimens of handwriting.

“By God, you’re right again!” he
cried. “This threat must have been
planted in the house by some one—to
draw suspicion to Walloon.”

“But I think we ought to talk to him,
just the same,” Masterman said. “He
might have an explanation for that two-
hundred-dollar check from Lamore.”

“Oh, we’ll get him yet,” the inspector
-assured him. “But I'm more puzzled
than before. If Walloon wasn’t in the
house, the murderer wanted to make it
seem as if he had been.”

“Yes, that’s 2

Masterman was interrupted by a cry
from Grogan. He was standing at the
table laden with bottles and glasses. He
was pointing to something beneath a
paper that he had lifted.

“Look at that handkerchief, inspec-
tor,” Grogan said.

“Yes,” Cadigan said, gazing at the bit
of embroidered cambric. “It’s a wom-
an’s handkerchief.”

“But the name on it—‘Eve

Masterman felt a catch at his heart.
Eve Lamore’s handkerchief in Wal-
loon’s apartment. Did she know him?

.broidered name.
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What was her connection with him?
Had she withheld something from him?

“Why it must be Eve Lamore’s—un-
less there’s another Eve.” Cadigan was
confident. He picked the handkerchief
up and showed it to Masterman. The
latter’s heart sank when he saw the em-
It was similar—a mate
to the one he saw Eve using less than
an hour ago.

So she had been to Walloon’s. It
was not likely now, according to the
handwriting evidence, that Walloon had
been in Lamore’s house—in Eve’s bed-
room. It seemed likely that some one
was framing Walloon.

“He might have picked it up some-
where,” Masterman said lamely. The
mystery now drew Eve into its far-
reaching net.

“Oh, don’t go in for the long arm of
coincidence, Masterman!” Cadigan said
with a cruel laugh. ‘““She was here some
time. She put the handkerchief down
and forgot it. Women are always for-
getting handkerchiefs. Why, she might

have been here with Walloon last
night!”
“Impossible!” Masterman retorted

angrily. “She was to the movies—to
see a Garbo picture—with Eleanor
Fisk.”

“That’s what she told you. Do you
know the Fisk girl?” :

“Yes.”

“Well, call her up and find out if she
was with Eve Lamore last night. But
wait! Grogan, get the prints on that
phone.”

While he waited, Masterman won-
dered. Had Eve deceived him? Was
she, too, mixed up in this murder-—or,
with Walloon, a likely suspect. The
police knew Walloon as a man who had
done time as a blackmailer.

Grogan worked expertly. He dusted
a magnesium powder on the telephone
and a series of finger prints appeared
under his little brush. Then, taking a
small camera from a hip pocket, he pho-
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tographed the prints from several an-
gles. When he was through, he nodded
to the inspector and went about spread-
ing powder on the glasses.

“All right, Masterman, call the Fisk
girl.”

There was nothing else he could do.
He got Eleanor Fisk on the wire. Cadi-
gan held his ear close to the receiver,
so that he, too, could hear every word
the girl uttered.

“Did you see Eve last night?”’ Mas-
terman asked after the exchange of a
few pleasantries. ‘““She’s quite shocked
over her father’s death and the police
don’t want to disturb her. They asked
me to phone you.”

“No, I didn’t see her last night,” Miss
Fisk said. ‘“We were to have gone to
the new Greta Garbo picture but she
never called for me. I guess she re-
ceived news of her father’s death and
was too upset to phone me.”

“Thank you,” Masterman said coldly,
and hung up abruptly.

Cadigan’s eyes met his with a happy
gleam in them. “This is getting thicker
—and with a woman angle, now.”

“But Eve might have gone somewhere
else!”

“Here—Walloon’s  flat—probably.”
Cadigan began to think out loud. “She
might have been in love with Walloon.
He might have broken off—might have
wanted money, too, for her letters. O,
it’s happened before. She led a dog’s
life under the old man’s eye all the time
—never going out at night with friends
of her own age. She could have been
seeing Walloon in the daytime.”

“But what has this to do with La-
more’s death?” Masterman blazed
angrily. “You’re jumping at conclu-
sions—making up hypotheses!”

“Maybe. But I’ll bet there’s a La-
more will, leaving every cent to her.
And he was richer than Creesus. With
that money, she could buy Walloon and
his love—"

“You're disgusting!”
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“And she’d be the only one to know
about the money in the back of the
chair. She’s innocent enough looking,
but they’re the kind with smart heads—
murderous ideas. Pent-up passion—
love—wealth. She had a reason to kill
the old man.”

“But you’re assuming that she’s in
love with Walloon—that she even knew
the man!”

“Why not? Here’s her handkerchief
in his apartment. She’s been here. And
I mean to find out for what purpose!”
The inspector’s jaw was set. Master-
man feared for Eve under this man’s
tricky third degree.

CHAPTER VIII.
TERROR !

YOU see,” Cadigan went on, “Eve La-

more had access to the house at any
time. She had her own key. She knew
the old man sent the servants out. She
knew he had a gun =

“How do you know she knew all
this ?”

“Well, she was his daughter, and
they were as thick as thieves. Isn't it
reasonable to assume that she knew all
about his affairs? Who else had he to
talk to? She got him in his office when
they were alone and blazed away. Then
she stuck the revolver in his pocket to
make things mysterious.”

“But that note signed by Walloon—
the threat?”

“Perhaps I may be wrong. Walloon
might have jilted her and she wanted
to throw suspicion on him for revenge!

A woman scorned has a fury You
know the line!”
“It’s all pure supposition! You

haven’t an iota of proof!”

Cadigan studied Masterman with
shrewd eyes. “I see you’re a staunch
defender of the little lady! Rather soft
on her, I suppose. Guess the old man
knew that and had you looked up by
the detective agency. Sort of expected
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you as a possible son-in-law!” He
smiled broadly, insinuatingly.

“You're crazy, inspector. There’s
nothing between Eve Lamore and me!”
Masterman’s eyes were afire with rage.
But he knew he must not antagonize this
rash-thinking policeman.

“But there might be, eh? You might
have got her on the rebound from Wal-
loon! It’s happened before.”

Masterman went blind with fierce
anger. He drew back his arm prepara-
tory to smashing his clenched fist into
the inspector’s face.

The telephone bell jingled softly.

The two men looked at each other
curiously and then at the instrument.
The bell sounded again.

Cadigan took up the phone. Master-
man stood close by.

“Hello,” the inspector said.

“Walloon?” The voice was gruff,
commanding.

“He isn’t here now,” Cadigan said.
“I'm a friend of his. Can I take a mes-
sage?”

“Tell him Cayenne called !”

Masterman started. The inspector
winked at him,

“Oh, Cayenne. He said for me to tell
you to come down here and wait for
him.”

“He said that?” There was a whistle
of amazement from the invisible
speaker. “You're cops, then. And you
know where you can go! Walloon isn’t
that anxious to see us that he would
invite us, m'sieu’. Adieu!” The
speaker hung up.

Cadigan knitted his brow. “That fel-
low spoke like a Frenchman. And he
called himself Cayenne. Can he be one
of—"

“The Three Men from Cayenne? He
must be. And he was none too friendly
toward Walloon. Perhaps he, and not
Lamore’s death, is the cause of Wal-
loon’s flight from here.” Masterman
spoke quickly, thinking fast.

“Possibly. I should very much like

THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

a chat with that Walloon bird. All
through, Grogan? All right, we’ll tod-
dle uptown again.”

Littte was said in the cab that took
the three up to the Lamore Mansion.
Cadigan and Grogan discussed the com-
ing ball games; Masterman sat silently
between them, wondering if he could
get word to Eve of their discovery about
her discrepant story of the night be-
fore. He wanted to help her.

When they entered the Lamore house,
fighting their way through a crowd that
had grown bigger with the noon hour,
the inspector went directly to the dining
room. Masterman observed that it
served him as a sort of headquarters on
the premises. The other detectives and
Kildane were waiting there, the bottle
of rare port half empty on the table be-
fore them.

“Costello, go upstairs and tell the lit-
tle lady that I want to see her—down
here,” Cadigan said. ‘“Murphy, you
go to her room when she’s here and go
through everything she owns and see
what you can find.” Costello departed,
nodding.

“You can’t search her room like that,
inspector I” Masterman said heatedly.
“You've no right to!”

“The hell T haven’t! She’s lied and
I'm out to see what she knows—what
she might be hiding in her room. Do
you think I have time to go to court for
a search warrant? This is police busi-
ness and anything goes. I'll listen to
the squawks later.”

Kildane came forward and threw a
soiled letter on the table in front of
the inspector. “Came by a little boy
to the station house. He was given a
quarter to bring it to us. He doesn’t
know the sender and can’t even describe
him.”

Cadigan opened the letter.
it aloud:

He read

“To THe DETECTIVES: It may interest you
to know that I saw Walter Grainger, the
banker and friend of the dead Mr. Lamore,
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walking past -the Lamore house last night
around ten o’clock—the hour the newspapers
say he was killed. JusTice.”

“H’m,” Cadigan laughed, “our friend
gives himself away with the ‘Justice’
signature. He’s a crank and probably
feeding a grudge against Grainger—try-
ing to link him up as a suspect. Well,
we’ll put Grainger through his paces,
banker or no banker.”

He turned suddenly. Eve Lamore
was standing in the doorway. She was
radiant, lovely, more beautiful than ever
in her mourning garb, Masterman
thought. He winced when Murphy
sidled out in back of her—to go up-
stairs to search her room.

“You sent for me,” Eve said in an
even voice. She entered the room and
dropped into a chair at which Cadigan
had nodded.

“I'm sorry to bother you in your
hour of grief,” the inspector began—
“believe me I am. But I've got my duty
to do. I must ask you a few ques-
tions.”

“Certainly, Mr.—er: :

“Cadigan is the name Do you know
a man named Basil Walloon?” He
leaned forward to watch her the better.

Eve hesitated for a moment as though
searching her memory. ‘“No, Mr. Cadi-
gan, I know no one by that name.”

“You said you went to the movies last
night with Eleanor Fisk. I'm quoting
Mr. Masterman on that. Is it true?”

Eve’s eyes flashed for a moment and
her face grew white. “No, it isn’t quite
true.” .

“You lied about your whereabouts on
the night of your father’s death?”
Cadigan got up, pointing a threatening
finger at her. She cowered back in her
chair.

“T lied because I didn’t know he was
dead—Dbecause I was forced to lie,” she
retorted in a low voice.

“Who forced you to lie? Basil Wal-
loon, your lover?”

It was Cadigan’s trump card, that

”
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question. He expected Eve to wilt un-
der it, to break down, to betray her-
self. But it had the opposite effect on
her. She rose from her chair.

“I beg your pardon, Mr. Cadigan, but
I did not come down here to be insulted.
I told you I never heard of Mr. Wal-
loon. And I have no lover!” Her voice
rang with truth and Masterman was
happy to see that the inspector was
somewhat convinced. But he also saw
that Cadigan was not through with his
bulldog tactics.

The inspector produced the handker-
chief’ found in Walloon's apartment.
“Is this yours, Miss Lamore?”

Eve took the bit of embroidered cam-
bric, looked at the name on it. “Yes,
this is mine. Where did you find it, Mr.
Cadigan?” .

“In Basil Walloon’s apartment.”

The girl started. “But I don’t under-
stand. I remember distinctly leaving
this handkerchief on my dressing table
last night before I went out.”

“That means, inspector, that Walloon
was really in the house, after all,” Mas-
terman said quickly. “How else could
he have gotten it?”

“I’'m not so sure about that.” Cadi-
gan stared at the girl with incredulity.
“Well, Miss Lamore, are you ready now
to tell us where you were last night?”

“Certainly.”  Eve’s voice grew
strong, firm. “I was to go to the pic-
tures with my friend, Miss Fisk. She
expected me at her house about eight
thirty. I left here at eight, planning
to walk down.to her place. By the time
I reached Park Avenue, a man I had no-
ticed leaning against our basement rail-
ing, approached me. ‘You are Miss
Lamore, the daughter of Andrew La-
more? he said in an accent that I think
was French. I said that T was, and, not
knowing why, I became frightened and
stopped to listen to this man.

“ ‘I must talk with you,” he said to me.
“There is a restaurant on Madison Ave-
nue where we can be comfortable.” I
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followed him to the restaurant and we
took a table. I did this only because
there was some secret fear in my fa-
ther’s life and I wanted to learn what
it was. Dad would never tell me. I
thought I could help him, if I knew all
about it.

““Your father’s life is in danger,
Miss Lamore,” this man said. ‘He has
three enemies who have sworn to take
his life” You can imagine how I felt.
‘And.” he said, ‘to destroy all those who
are dear to him.” I was petrified with
terror. ‘But,” he added, ‘we have re-
lented. He destroyed our lives, but we
will now let him buy his own. You
shall tell him who I am, that I talk with
you, that I know you, and that I know
where he is—that his disguise no longer
hides him from us. We hunted for him
for ten years and now we are ready to
even the score—or accept a fair sum
as pay for what he did to us.””

“Did he say what your father did to
him?” Cadigan asked.

“No, he didn’t. He went on to say
that father must give me three hundred
thousand dollars—a hundred thousand
dollars for each of them—in cash, and
that I must bring it to him.”

“More blackmail!” Cadigan said to
Kildane. “I think this Walloon hooks
up with those three. They phoned him
this morning when we were in his flat.
Go on, Miss Lamore.”

“This man ordered coffee and made
me drink it. He told me that if I told
any one else but my father, we would
both be killed within twenty-four hours
—that the three knew every move we
made. He then told me to go home
and say to dad: ‘I have met Voiseau
and he offers you your life for three
hundred thousand dollars. - You under-
stand why. Give me your answer and
Voiseau will get it from me. 1f you
warn the police, both of us will be de-
stroyed in a death as horrible as the
one to which you ‘consigned Voiseauy,
Ratine and D’Arnet.’ That was all.”
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“Ratine! He mentioned Ratine’s
name?” Cadigan cried.

“Yes, I remember the name distinctly.
When I met Mr. Masterman on the
steps of this house last night, I thought
of that man’s warning, so I told him
I’d been to the movies. Later, he told
you that—after—after we found dad!”
Her lips quivered, but she fought back
the tears.

“That’s the truth, Miss Lamore?”
Cadigan grinned.

“It is, Mr. Cadigan.”

“Yeah!” Kildane sniffed.

“You expect us to believe that cock-
and-bull yarn about the mysterious
stranger !” Cadigan got on his feet and
spoke harshly, sneeringly. “Well, you've
got another guess coming. I suppose
you've even got a description of the
mystery man ready for us?”

“I can tell you what he looked like,”
Eve said, undaunted by the inspector’s
manner. ‘“He was a tall man and thin
—gaunt, I'd say. He was bald-headed
and elderly, but rather distinctive in
bearing. The thing that repelled me
most was his eyes—they were slimy—
snakelike—small, like buttons.”

Cadigan’s jaw fell. He looked at
Masterman, a man bewildered. It was
the description he had given of the
man who effected Ratine’s release, pos-
ing as the French consul general.

“Say!” Kildane cried, “that’s the plan
of the Frenchman who——"

“Yes, yes, I know. One thing more,
Miss Lamore: A man we arrested last
night—Ratine, to be precise—saw your
father’s body and called out the name
‘Lefebre.” Do you know any one by
that name?”

Eve’s eyes met Masterman’s.
do n~t.”

Masterman wondered what prompted
her to lie again, considering the circum-
stances. Then he remembered their talk
of that morning.

“That will be all, Miss Lamore.
may go back to your room.”

“No, I

You
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“You—you mean I'm under arrest-

here?” She was frightened.

“No—but I suggest you remain in
the house.”

Eve left the room, followed by Mas-
terman. She went into the drawing-
room and he followed closely. They
found themselves in a heavily curtained
window which faced out on Sixty-sixth
Street.

“Oh, Martin, what are they trying to
do to me?” Her eyes looked up at him,
round and bright and innocent.

Yet he wondered. Her behavior was
strange. She was concealing something
—even from him.

“The police,” he said, “are naturally
suspicious. They found the handker-
chief in Walloon’s room. They deduced
immediately thit you had been there
and foolishly reasoned that if a woman
goes to a man’s apartment she must be
in love with him.”

“Then—then he was the man whose
presence I felt in my room.”

Masterman nodded. “And I think
some one else was in there, too. I can’t
believe that Walloon left that threaten-
ing note in what we now know to be
another’s handwriting.”

“But—but these Three Men from
Cayenne? What in the world does that
mean?”’

“If—if we knew that we’d be closer
to the solution of this horrible mystery
surrounding your father’s death.”

Eve’s eyes grew wet with tears at the
mention of her father. She turned
away from Masterman and looked into
the street.

Then she screamed with profound
terror and pointed out the window.

“Voiseau! There’s the man I saw
last night.”

She collapsed into Masterman’s arms.
He looked through the windowpane. A
tall, gaunt man was walking rapidly to-
ward Lexington Avenue, frequently
looking back over his shoulder at the
Lamore house,
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CHAPTER IX.
STOCK MARKET.

HE afternoon wore itself away
slowly, packed with activity on the
part of the police. Eve remained in her
room, whence Masterman carried her
after the shock of seeing the man named
Voiseau. Cadigan had sent his men
out to find the Frenchman, but they came
back empty handed. Voiseau had van-
ished like a needle in a haystack.

Grogan reported toward four o’clock,
after having made a study of the finger
prints at headquarters. He confirmed
that Walloon had been in Sing Sing
from 1922 to 1925 for extorting ten
thousand dollars from a wealthy com-
patriot living in New York.

And Grogan startled the inspector.

“There were some finger prints on a
chair in Lamore’s office,” he said—
“prints made by some one gripping the
arms of that chair. They tally with
those I found on the telephone in Wal-
loon’s apartment and with those on Wal-
loon’s criminal record.”

“Then he was in the house—some
time during yesterday,” Cadigan agreed.
“Perhaps he came to get that two hun-
dred-dollar check.”

“And since you were so curious about
the girl, I took a few prints in her room.
I found a set on the wall—dirty marks.
They were Walloon’s. And I found
a second strange set—unidentified, as
yet. Then there were, of course, the
girl’s and the maid’s and Mr. Master-
man’s.”

“So you found Walloon’s prints up
there!” Cadigan -growled. “I’ll be
damned! Masterman, of course, was up
there to see the girl a few times.
They’re natural prints.”

“Thanks for not suspecting me,”
Masterman laughed.

“I'm still interested in that girl, how-
ever,” the inspector said doggedly. “I'm
not swallowing everything she said, but
I’ll admit that she did get me on the de-
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scription of Voiseau.” He wheeled
around and faced Grogan. “I have it!
Ratine was in a cell in the house part
of the night. Go over there and see if
you can find any new prints—and check
them with those found in the house
here. And go over this building with a
fine comb.”

" “Sure,” was all Grogan said, picking
up his hat and starting to leave.

“What about the prints on the gun
in Lamore’s pocket?” Masterman asked.
Cadigan pricked up his ears and looked
at the finger-print expert.

“It’s all in my report, inspector,” he
said. “I think those prints are similar
to the strange prints I found up in the
girl's room. But Um not prepared to
swear to it.”

“What!”
like a wild man.
me that first.
tant!”

“Evidently there were two people in
the house last night when Lamore was
shot,” Masterman said—“Walloon and
another.”

“God, if I could only get my hands on
Walloon!” Cadigan cried. He paced up
~and down the drawing-room, a caged

beast—kept from its prey.

Cadigan stared at Grogan
“Why didn’t you tell
That’s damned impor-

Half an hour later Calder admitted
Walter Grainger. He bowed to the
detectives in the drawing-room and
Cadigan introduced himself.

“I hear you're looking after things
for Miss Lamore,” he said. “And
you're familiar with Mr. Lamore’s af-
fairs, I believe.”

“I've handled his estate for a num-
ber of years,” Grainger said in a well-
modulated voice. He was a man easily
fifty, but well set up and alert. His
hair was white, his eyes a pleasant blue,
and his mouth was of the cut that com-
manded men. He wore a cutaway coat
and had a habit of standing with his
hands behind his back, Masterman noted
in his glance at the banker.,
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“Do you know if Mr. Lamore had
any enemies?” the inspector asked.

“I’ve never heard him speak of any.”

“I suppose you have his will ?”

“No, the lawyers, Barton & Brady,
have it. But I am more or less familiar
with its contents.”

“May I ask what they are?”

“Mr. Lamore left his entire fortune
to his daughter, Eve, save for a few be-
quests to servants and myself. I'm
named executor.”

Cadigan looked at Masterman with a
cunning gleam in his eye. It said that
his suspicion that Eve killed her father
for his money was not unlikely.

“I suppose Mr. Lamore died many
times a millionaire ?”’

Grainger coughed uneasily. “I'm
sorry to say that he did*not.” Master-
man started and stared. “He died, I re-
gret to say, a poor man—a pauper, if
the truth be known.”

“But—but—we thought he was a mil-
lionaire,” Cadigan stammered.

“Mr. Lamore invested heavily and
rather unwisely in the stock market,”
Grainger explained in a soft voice. “He
was wiped out in the October and No-
vember crashes. What little he had
left, he lost again in a copper stock I
advised him not to buy last month.
His homes are heavily mortgaged. He
died in debt, Mr. Cadigan.”

Masterman was shocked. What a
blow this would be to Eve, a girl
brought up to be accustomed to every
luxury money can buy. What could
she do? She was not suited to hunting
a job. There was really nothing she
could do.

“Does Miss Lamore know this?”
Cadigan asked.

“I think not. She was not cognizant
of her father’s affairs. I think it best
not to inform her until after the funeral.
I have made all arrangements for to-
morrow afternoon. Mr. Lamore will
be buried privately from Garden's Fuy-
neral Home.”

POP—2A
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“That sort of knocks your ideas into
a cocked hat,” Masterman whispered to
Cadigan. “She knew nothing of her
father’s business or wealth.”

“H’m. She might have thought he
still had the coin.” The inspector turned
to the banker again. “By the way, Mr.
Grainger, how did Mr. Lamore make
his money? Was it inherited or did it
come out of a business?”

“He inherited it with the stipulation
that it pass on to his daughter, Eve.”

“Who left it to him?”

“A Frenchman by the name of Andre
Lefebre, a prominent banker in Paris
ten or twelve years ago. Lefebre and
his daughter were killed in an automo-
bile accident in Cambodia a few weeks
after the will was drawn. Lamore was
in China at the time.”

“Say!” Kildane blurted out. “I
know something about that Andre Le-
febre! I was just coming on the force
at the time and I read the papers every
day. He was a big shot in Paris and
got mixed up in something or other.”
His voice grew woeful. “But I can't
think what it was.”

“That’s a lot of help,” Cadigan

snapped.  “Well, thank you, Mr.
Grainger. I suppose you want to see
Miss Lamore now. You can go right
up 2

Grainger bowed, thanked the inspec-
tor, and turned toward the door.

“Spring that crank letter on him!”
Masterman whispered.

“Oh, Mr. Grainger, we've a letter
here we'd like you to see!” Cadigan
took out the note saying that Grainger
was in Sixty-sixth Street the night be-
fore at the hour of the murder.

The banker took the note and read it
slowly. Masterman saw him redden;
his hand trembled slightly.

“Why—why, it is obvious I have
some one who does not wish me well,”
" he said huskily. “I might have come
through this street last night. I was
dining with friends—Colonel Vance—
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on Park Avenue at Sixty-ninth Street.
I remember I walked home—TI live east
of Lexington on Sixty-first—and I
might have come through this block.
But I don’t really remember. You know
how it is.”

Cadigan nodded skeptically. Grainger
left the room and Masterman watched
him mount the stairs. He was hardly
out of sight when the inspector barked
out a few curt orders.

“Check up on that dinner with Vance.
Find his name in the phone book, Cos-
tello. Murphy, go out again and try
to find a neighbor who heard the shot.
We haven't really fixed the hour of the
killing yet. No one seems to have Leard
the shot fired.”

As the detectives moved toward the
door, Masterman inquired of the in-
spector: “Did Murphy find anything
in Eve’s room to-day?”’

“Not a damn thing!”

The phone in the office rang.
gan answered it.

Masterman waited in the drawing-
room, smoking. He must see Eve—
have a long, heart-to-heart talk with
her. She must be warned of her pen-
niless condition—steeled for the news
from Grainger and the lawyers. And
she must reveal her true identity to Le-
febre—even if only to disarm him by
telling the truth. He half admitted to-
himself that her story of meeting
Voiseau was a bit melodramatic—far-
fetched. He did not question her inno-
cence—but

Cadigan bounced into the room and
danced a few short steps like a chorus
girl. His face was beaming. He spoke
excitedly, boyishly.

“They've landed Walloon. Picked
him up in the Pennsylvania Station with
a ticket for Chicago. He denied his
identity but Clancy took him into a
private room and searched him. There
were letters on him addressed to Wal-
loon and a speakeasy card made out to
Walloon. Damn useful, these speak-

Cadi-
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easy cards. They’re like the French
identity cards. No American is with-
out one.”

He picked up his hat and coat and

swung into the latter,

“I'm off to headquarters.
got him down there.”

“May I come along again?” Master-
man asked tremulously.

“Sure. We'll take the subway.
quicker.”

They’ve

It’s

CHAPTER X.
FOUR SHADOWS.

THEY left the subway at Canal Street

and Broadway and walked east to
Center Street, where, on the corner,
stood police headquarters, a huge white
stone building looking more like a Mid-
Western city hall than a house of crimi-
nology. Cadigan led the way into the
building to the chief inspector’s office,
saluting men here and there and greet-
ing friends gruffly but cordially.

Millen, the inspector in charge of the
detective bureau, sat in a huge room
with his back to a Center Street win-
dow. He was stout and dark and fierce
looking. But his voice was gentle,
kindly. Five other detectives attached
to his immediate staff sat around the
room smoking, while in the center stood
a tall man, rather lean and well dressed,
in the Broadway fashion. His face was
as if cut from stone and his eyes held
a nameless fear.

“Here’s your Walloon,” Millen said
to Cadigan. “Kennedy and O’Hart got
him with a Chi ticket in the Penn Sta-
tion. All ready to light out.”

“You know we got his prints, chief,”
Cadigan said proudly. “Found them in
the girl’s bedroom on the wall. He
was in the house some time yesterday
after he paid a call on Lemore in the
morning. Calder told us he saw the old
man but said he wasn’t above the first
floor.”

“Well, you go at him, Cadigan. We
can’t get a word out of him.” Millen
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sat back in his chair and stared at Mas-
terman as though he were an intruder.
“Who's that?” He pointed at him.

“This is Mr. Martin Masterman, a
friend of the Lamores’. He has sharp
eyes and has given me some dope. I
want to see if he can identify Walloon.”
Cadigan nodded to Masterman. “Do
you know this jailbird?”

Walloon’s eyes had been on the car-
peted floor; now he raised them and
looked full into Masterman’s. The two
men studied each other closely, and
finally Walloon dropped his gaze to the
floor again.

“Never saw him before,” Masterman
said. “And I don’t know him.”

“Now, Walloon, suppose you tell us
about your peculiar behavior. You got
two hundred dollars from Lamore yes-
terday?”’ Cadigan walked over to the
suspect and, setting his legs apart,
planted himself directly in front of the
man. “What about it?”

“I called at the house yesterday morn-
ing,” Walloon said in a frightened voice.
“He owed me some money—the two
hundred. He paid me by check. The
butler will tell you I was there in the
morning.”

“And you weren’t there later in the
day—or last night?”

“No, I swear to God

“What did Lamore phone you for?2”
Cadigan snapped.

Walloon started.
me!”

“That’s a lie! The telephone com-
pany has a record of his house calling
yours. The connection was made.”

“He didn't speak to me.”

“And how did Miss I.amore’s hand-
kerchief get into your house—on your
table?”

Again the man showed signs of fear
and surprise. “I don’t know what
you're talking about. Fonest!”

“Now stop lying, Walloon, or what-
ever your name is! Can you explain
how your finger prints got on the wall
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of Miss Lamore’s bedroom—where she
last saw the handkerchief in question?”

Walloon stared at Cadigan as though
the man were a mind reader. The blood
drained from his face and he fell for-
ward against the inspector and slumped
to the floor. Millen got up from his
desk, got a glass of water from a tap
in the room, and handed it to Cadigan.
The latter emptied it in Walloon’s face
and the man slowly opened his eyes.
Two detectives picked him up at a sign
from Cadigan and shoved him into a
chair, where he slouched like a bag of
meal.

“I swear—honest to God—I didn’t
do it!” he cried. “I didn’t kill him.”

“Who said you did?” Cadigan
snapped. “What are you afraid of—if
you've done nothing wrong ?”’

“If—if I tell what I know—will you
—protect me?”’ the suspect pleaded. “I
didn’t kill him!”

“Protect you from what?” Cadigan
was curious.

“From them—the men who call them-
selves Cayenne!”

The inspector was deeply interested
now. “Who do you mean? Who are
these men?” He glanced at Master-
man, signifying that the ramifications
of the mystery were indeed great.

“I don’t know. But they—they
threatened to kill me—to kill me for
what I knew when I recognized one of
them—who- had been in Cayenne—a
prisoner, there.”

“Come on! Tell us the whole story.
How did you get into Lamore’s house
last night?” Cadigan took a chair near
Walloon’s, took out a cigar, and lighted
it. Masterman and Millen drew near,
to hang on every word the suspect ut-
tered.

“I was in the house last night,” Wal-
loon began, shifting his eyes from those
which sought his. “Lamore did tele-
phone to me—to come at ten. He said
he wanted to see me. I don’t know
why.”
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“You weren't up to your old tricks—
blackmail ?”’

Walloon was startled again. “No—
no. I don’t know why he wanted me.
I went to the house about a quarter to
ten and rang the front-door bell. But
no one answered. I saw that the door
was open, so I went in—into the dark
hallway.

“The minute I stepped inside, the
door was slammed behind me and a
gun was put against my back. ‘Get up-
stairs, whoever you are,” a voice said.
‘Move fast or I'll drill you! I started
up the stairs, and another man appeared
at the head of the flight. He had a
searchlight which he flashed on me. I
turned my head away, because the light
blinded me, and I saw the light full
on the face of the man with the gun—
behind me.”

“You recognized him?”
asked quickly, anxiously.

“Yes—his name was Claude Ratine!”

Cadigan gasped with amazement.
“Go on. Hurry up, Walloon!”

“I went up the stairs, pretending not
to have recognized Ratine. There was
a whispered conference by the two men
and then I was ordered to go through
a door into a dark room. ‘If you come
out of there, I’ll kill you! Ratine said.
‘We'll be outside.’

* “I stumbled about the room, and,
falling over a chair, my hands touched
the wall. I was so frightened, I wanted
to cry out. And then I learned there
was another person in the room! He
heard me listening to him, and then he
spoke:, ‘Keep quiet. Don’t cry out or
move or I'll shoot you!” The voice was
low, disguised, I think. I wanted to
scream. Then the front door down-
stairs opened and closed. I thought I
couldn’t resist crying for help, so I
picked up a handkerchief on a dressing
table and stuffed it in my mouth. Then
I sat down on the edge of the bed and
held my ears.

“The man in the room—I couldn’t

Cadigan
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see a foot in front of me, it was so
dark—Ileft. He went out into the hall.
A little while later—I don’t know how
long—there was a shot. It came faint
and far away, but I knew it was a shot.
My one thought then was to get out of
the house. I didn’t want to be found
there and accused of—of murder.

“I finally went into the hall, on my
hands and knees, and crept through *he
darkness to the head of the stairs.
There wasn't a sound. I went down
slowly until I came to a bend .hat hid
me from being seen by any one below.
Some one was in the livicg room, rip-
ping something that sounded like cloth.
Then there was silence again.

“A few minutes later I saw a shad-
owy form open the front door and go
out. A little while later, two more
shadowy figures went through the half-
opened door. Then I waited. The si-
lence was deadly. I descended to the
bottom step. And then I heard some
one else moving from the back of the
house toward the hall. I ran into the
living room and hid behind the curtains
on the door. The fourth shadow paused
in the opening, and then, turning, went
up the stairs. I waited. I heard a noise
toward the top floor. The skylight was
being opened. Then it banged shut. I
ran to the front deor and out into the
street and down to ILexington Avenue.
There I got a taxi and went home and
started packing. I left Gramercy Park
and took a room at the Franley Hotel,
then tried to leave town this morning.
That’s all—so help me God! I—I
didn't kill Lamore. I swear it!”

“Did those two shadows you saw go-
ing out at one time seem to be to-
gether ?” Cadigan inquired.

“No—mno. The second man was cau-
tiouslike. He seemed to be following
the other man.”

“You heard no voices ?”

“No, only Ratine's and the man’s in
the bedroom.”

“Do you know who Lamore really
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is?” Cadigan asked. Masterman held
his breath in apprehension.

“Yes, he was Andre Lefebre of Paris
—a famous banker ten or twelve years
ago. It was he who sent three men to
Cayenne for robbing his bank. They
were Ratine, Voiseau and D’Arnet, and
they swore vengeance on him. They
swore they would tear him apart and
kill his daughter, too.” Walloon spoke
listlessly now. He wanted to confess
all he knew to convince the police of his
innocence in the murder. :

“So that’s the case!” Cadigan sighed.
“Motive was vengeance!”

“But they knew where he had money
hidden,” Masterman. pointed out.
“That’s rather odd.” .

“Perhaps they made him tell them—
told him they’d spare his life for ready
cash, and then double-crossed him.”

““But he was shot—according to Wal-
loon, if he’s to be believed—before the
chair was ripped open,” Masterman
said. :

“Yes, yes. They took a chance. So
they are the Three Men from Cayenne
—Ratine, who I had in my hands; Voi-
seau, who fooled me and threw a .scare
into Eve Lamore; and D’Arnet. I won-
der who he is?”

“Walloon, why did they threaten Le-
febre when they were sentenced to Dev-
il’s Island ?”” Millen asked with interest.

“Because—because they were framed
by Lefebre,” the man blurted out. “He
wanted the insurance money and he had

-to convict some one to convince the in-

surance company !”

“How do you know all this, Wal-
loon ?” Masterman demanded. The man
was baring all that Eve desired to be
kept secret—for her dead father’s sake.

“I was Lefebre’s butler—eleven years
ago.. Ah, I will tell you all, messieurs.
I am French, as you have perhaps
guessed. Lefebre feared those men.
He was haunted by them—by thoughts
of the hell to which he had sent them!
The night he read in the paper that
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they had escaped, he collapsed and re-
mained in a coma for three days. Then
he sold everything he owned in France,
made a will leaving his wealth to An-
drew Lamore and Eve Lamore, named
an old friend of his, Walter Grainger,
executor, and fled to Cambodia, where
he staged a fake death. Then he came
to America as Andrew Lamore. Eve
was young then and probably remembers
little. They both spoke excellent Eng-
lish and could easily pass as Ameri-
cans.”

“Sounds like a story,” Millen com-
mented. “But if this guy is handing us
the straight dope, we can use him as
State’s evidence and get a conviction

against the three escaped Devil's
Islanders.”
“You were blackmailing Lamore

about his past—threatening to expose
him!” Cadigan said intuitively. “You
threatened to give him away to the world
—and to the Three Men from Cay-
enne!”

Walloon bowed his head. “Yes—but
he never paid me—only two hundred.”

“How much did you ask for?”

“Fifty thousand. He had it.
could spare it.”

“And he promised to give it to you ?”

“Yes, to-day.”

Cadigan made note of this. “We'll
talk to Grainger about that. Lamore
might have asked him to raise the ready
cash.”

“No wonder Ratine recognized La-
more as Lefebre,” Millen observed.
“He killed him and was shocked by see-
ing the body.”

“Isn’t that rather unusual?” Master-
man said nervously. “If he was one of
those who killed Lamore, he would not
likely betray himself that way.”

Cadigan had a ready answer. “It's
quite likely, too, that he didn’t know
he killed Lefebre until he saw the man
dead. Men change in ten or twelve
years. But I think the ordeal was too
much for him. We want Ratine, Voi-
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seau and D’Arnet for that murder.
Three escaped convicts who swore
they’d get him.”

“Four shadows in the house,” Master-
man mused. “We know of Ratine and
Voiseau, but are you certain that
D’Arnet was there? Who was the
fourth person?”

“Was it a man or a woman?”’ Cadi-
gan demanded of Walloon.

The blackmailing butler hesitated and
then tried to recollect. “I’m not sure.
They were only shadows to me. One
might have been a woman—but I'm not
sure.”

The inspector grinned at Masterman.
He was thinking of Eve again. Just
like a policeman, thought Masterman—
he had a notion she was implicated in
the case and he couldn’t be shaken from
it. Masterman frowned and shook his
head.

““You know,” he said, “Calder might
have been one of the four shadows. He
could have come back again. He might
have known where the money was hid-
den in the chair.”

Cadigan’s jaw fell. “Damn it, that’s
an idea! We'll grill him again!”

CHAPTER XI.
THE VAULT BOX.

ADIGAN ordered that Walloon be

held for illegal entry of the Lamore
house but cautioned that the arrest be
kept from the newspapers. The Three
Men from Cayenne must not know how
much the police knew. The blackmailer
was assured that he would be released
when the escaped transportés were ar-
rested.

The inspector then decided to return
to the scene of the crime, while Master-
man said that he had to go down to
Wall Street and look over his mail and
affairs. The two men parted cordially
in front of police headquarters.

The first taxi that came along was an
object of dispute.
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“You take it, Masterman. There’ll
be another in a minute. I'm in no
hurry.”

“No, inspector, you take it. You're

on police business.”

“What on earth are you shaking for,
Masterman ?”

Masterman was aware that his whole
body was atremble. “It’s ague, a by-
product of my old malaria. I had it
bad.”

“You've been in the tropics?” Cadi-
gan asked as he climbed into the taxi.

“Yes, in Cuba. I got it there.”

“Tough luck. See you later.”
Cadigan drove off.

Masterman took the second taxi that
came along and was driven to the offices
of Clare & Co. The afternoon was
ebbing fast and a few of the office build-
ings were alight. He made his way
through the home-going throng and
finally reached his own private sanctum
on the twentieth floor of a towering
structure. His secretary greeted him
with businesslike precision and re-
counted the matters that had been re-
ferred to him by other members of
the firm. And there was his mail. He
went through it quickly, found little of
importance, and began to dispose of
accumulated referred matter.

The afternoon ran quickly into eve-
ning. The chimes of Trinity sounded
six o’clock. His secretary grew restless
taking dictation and it was easy to see
that she wanted to go home.
~ “You can handle those letters in the
morning,” he said. ‘“You may go now.”
She beamed and within five minutes was
battling the subway crowd. Her office
efficiency ceased at five o’clock.

Rand Clare, the senior partner, poked
his head through Masterman’s door.
“Saw your light and thought I'd come
in. I'm sorry about Miss Lamore’s fa-
ther. What’s new on the case?”

“Nothing,” Masterman said. He
didn’t want to talk about the problems
that were constantly cropping up in his

And
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mind. “The police are doing the best
they can.”

“What about the mysterious Three
Men from Cayenne? It was all in the
evening papers about the death threat
from them. Why, it reads like a mur-
der mystery novel.” Clare was expan-
sive, curious in a normal healthy way.

“It seems that Lamore sent them to
jail—to Devil’s Island, for robbing him
when he lived in France. They threat-
ened to get him. But I’'m speaking in
confidence. Only the police know about
that.”

Clare was pleased and grew serious.
“Oh, I won’t mention it to a living
soul.” Masterman knew that his wife
would be spreading the news around
New Rochelle in the morning, but then,
New Rochelle was miles from New
York.

“We had some day here!” Clare
enthused. “The market went up. A
few new fortunes were made. Gonch
cleaned up. So did Grainger and Muh-
lener. They were almost on the rocks,
you know. It sure was a lucky day
for us, too. I made about ten thousand
myself. Not so bad, eh?”

“Congratulations. I wish I'd heen
here.”

“By the bye, old man, you can do us
a great favor,” Clare said. “We have
eighty thousand dollars’ worth of securi-
ties in the house. Can you take them
over to the bank? I don’t want to trust
them with a boy and I can’t go myself.”

“Sure, T'll go. Send them right along
in.”

Clare went out and returned with the
securities in a suit case, and a glass of
Scotch balanced in one hand. “I
thought you’d appreciate this. One
good turn deserves another.”

A few minutes later, Masterman was
on his way to the bank with a swank
bag in one hand and the safe-deposit
box key in his pocket. He passed among
hundreds of men and women earning
twenty-five dollars and thirty-five dol-
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lars a week, and to whom eighty thou-
sand dollars’ worth of negotiable securi-
ties would give ease and luxury for the
rest of their lives. But they probably
took him for a commuter.

On reaching the bank, he went down-
stairs to the vault in the basement. A
uniformed guard, who knew him by
sight, saluted and called the manager,
a Mr. Burke, who was young, eager
and talkative.

“Glad to see you, Mr. Masterman.
Have you your company’s key?”

“Yes, thanks. I'm just putting some
securities to bed. How’s tricks in the
safe-deposit racket?”

“Oh, fine. We had something excit-
ing happen this afternoon—that is, ex-
citing for us down here.”

Masterman reached his vault box, a
huge drawer made of steel, wide and
deep. He started to file away the se-
curities taken from the bag and neatly
collected in separate packs.

“It’s our only connection with what
happened at the Lamore house,” Burke
said.

“What was it?” Masterman asked,
hiding his instantaneous curiosity.

“Eve Lamore came down here and
filed away some hard cash.”

“What’s that?”

“Eve Lamore came down and rented
a small safe-deposit box and put a pile
of bank notes in it. I saw the top one,
and it was for a thousand of the U. S.
Treasury’s best!” Burke smiled, proud
of his news.

“Are you sure it was Eve Lamore?”

“Well, she said she was. She signed
a rental blank, and she had on the
weeds.”

“Let me see the blank.”

Burke went to his desk, drew out a
sheet of paper, and handed it to Mas-
terman.

“Do you give customers such dirty
blanks?”” he asked as he stared at the
signature.

“Oh, no, Miss Lamore brought it in
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with her. I guess she made it out at

- home.”

“I thought so. What did the girl
look like?”

Burke described her ecstatically. He
said he knew a beauty when he saw one.
And Masterman grew pale. The de-
scription fitted.

“Have you any idea how much money
she put away?”

“I think nearly a hundred grand, she
said. She seemed nervous but ex-
plained that, now her father was dead,
she’d have to take care of her own
affairs. And she has a head on her
shoulders, Mr. Masterman!”

“Did you see the money at all?”” Mas-

terman asked impatiently. “Did you
notice anything about it?”
“Sure, I saw her put it in. The bills

seemed to have feathers on them—Iike
ticking or mattress stuffings. Guess she
had it hidden away in the house and
decided that after the robbery and mur-
der it’d be safer in a vault.”

“Thanks!” Masterman snapped. He
was bitter. Burke, nonplused, saw his
customer to the door.

Instead of returning the firm’s safe-
deposit-box key to the office, Master-
man walked rapidly through Wall Street
to the station of the East Side subway.

Twenty minutes later he emerged
from the underground steps at Sixty-
eighth Street and started walking to-
ward the Lamore house on Sixty-sixth
Street.

He must see Eve at once. He must
question her. He must be convinced of
the reason for this strange action of
hers—taking money from her father’s
hiding place in the chair and putting it
in a safe-deposit box—when even the
police suspected her of being involved
some way in the crime. What was the
saying? ‘“The light that lies in woman’s
eyes lies and lies and lies!” :

He would have it out with her!

He rang the doorbell, and Calder, a
nervous Calder, admitted him.



CHAPTER XII.
MASTERMAN LISTENS.

ALDER,” Masterman said peremp-

torily, “please tell Miss ILamore that

I should like to see her. T’ll wait down
here.”

But no sooner had the butler started
to ascend the stairs, than Cadigan, cigar
in mouth, strolled out of the dining
room and caught sight of the young
man. His eyes lighted up and he ap-
proached Masterman, taking him by the
arm and leading him into the drawing-
room. They sat down, at the inspector’s
suggestion.

“Don’t think you’re under arrest,
Masterman,” Cadigan laughed. “I just
want to chat with you. You’ve got an
eye and a brain in your head and you’ve
been helpful to me, and though it’s very
irregular, I want to discuss this case
with you.”

Masterman relaxed and smiled.
ahead. T’m listening.”

“Hear anything in Wall Street? I
mean about the case or Grainger?”

“Well, I learned that Grainger cleaned
up in the stock market to-day. He was
stone broke two months ago, I heard.
Do you suspect Grainger now ?”

“Masterman, I suspect everybody—
even you—and myself.” Cadigan chuck-
led. “This case is simply crazy.
There’re so many angles and tangles I
don’t know where to begin—what to
believe! I'm up against it, frankly.
Everybody involved has a motive——evei.
myself.” He paused to laugh outright.

“Where do you fit in, inspector?”
Masterman smiled.

“Oh, T might have killed him to give
myself a hard nut of a case to crack.
But if that’s true, I've sure forgotten
how it all started.” X

“Have you quizzed the butler, Cal-
der? There were four shadows, you
know, and he might have returned to
the house earlier in the evening. And
how about all the alibis? I believe that’s

“Go
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what you call checking up on possible
suspects ?”’

Cadigan sighed wearily. “We haven’t
left a stone unturned, Masterman. Not
a stone. And I'm still deep in the dark.
Let me read you a report I've drawn
up for the commissioner. It's A B C
stuff.” He took a sheaf of papers from
his pocket and began' reading from the
first page.

“A.—Andrew Lamore was shot
through the head on the night of March
10th between the hours of ten and
eleven. No one can be found who
heard the shot at a definite time except
one suspect, Basil Walloon, who, if his
story is to be believed, had no idea of

- the precise minute.

“B.—Walloon is a significant wit-
ness. He has served time for black-
mail, and, according to his own con-
fession, was, at the time of the murder,
engaged in extorting fifty thousand dol-
lars from Lamore. He received two
hundred dollars from Lamore on the
morning of the murder day and was
invited over the telephone by Lamore to
return at ten in the evening.

“Walloon went to the house at ten
or thereabouts, rang the bell, and pres-
ently found that the house was ap-
parently deserted and the door ajar.
He went in and was promptly covered
by Claude Ratine, an escaped convict
from Devil’s Island, a French penal
colony. Ratine threatened to shoot him
and ordered him to the second floor. On
the stairs, a second man, Ratine’s ac-
complice, flashed a light on him and it
was then that Walloon identified Ra-
tine.

“Walloon was placed in Eve Lamore’s
bedroom, where he was ordered to keep
still by a third man, who, evidently, was
not known to Ratine and his friend.
Walloon heard the front door slam
downstairs and the second unidentified
man in the bedroom left and presum-
ably went downstairs.

“C.—It was then that Walloon heard
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the muffled report of a pistol. It was a
few minutes after the stranger left the
bedroom.

“D.—It was learned from Walloon
that there were four persons in the house
at the time of the shot—and one of
them, he said, might have been a woman.
After a considerable interval, Walloon
went downstairs in an effort to leave
the house. He said he saw three per-
sons—shadows, he called them—slip
through the front door, separately, to
the street. Then a fourth person
climbed the stairs and left the Lamore
house through the trap in the roof.

“E.—Walloon supplied a motive for
Lamore’s murder by one or all of three
men—namely, Claude Ratine, Michel
d’Arnet and Jacques Voiseau. Twelve
years ago, while a famous baunker in
Paris, Lamore, whose real name was
Andre Lefebre, sent the three men
named to prison—the French Guiana
colony—for robbery. Walloon states
that they were wrongly convicted and
that they swore revenge on Lefebre and
his kin.

“F.—Ratine we found-coming out of
the basement of the adjoining house.
He fainted on seeing the body and call-
ing out, ‘Lefebre!” We held him but
his release was effected the following
morning, to-day, by a man posing as the
French consul general. We believe that
man to be Voiseau.

“G.—Voiseau’s whereabouts at the
time of the murder are cloudy. Eve
Lamore told us that she was on her way
to meet a friend when Voiseau ap-
proached her, took her to a restaurant
and impressed upon her the fact that
her father must give up three hundred
thousand dollars to the Three Men from
Cayenne or forfeit his life. She left
the house after eight o’clock but is not
certain at what hour Voiseau left her.
She said she walked the streets before
returning home.

“H.—It is significant that Eve La-
more lied to withhold information from
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the police. Her explanation that Voi-
seau threatened both her own and her
father’s life if she spoke of the inter-
view to another save her father, is not
satisfactory.

“I.—Lefebre, when he fled from
Paris, turned his estate over to Walter
Grainger, the New York banker, and
left a will leaving the Lefebre money to
Andrew Lamore and his daughter, Eve
—in other words, to himself under an
assumed name. He effected the change
of names in China and had American
passports bearing the Lamore name.
Grainger was the executor and super-
vised the Lefebre and Lamore estates.

“J.—A crank letter sent by messenger
to the precinct house, spoke of Grainger
passing the Lamore house at the time
of the killing, between ten and 