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TAR DETECTIVE

~ Traffic Management Home-Study

made interesting and practical thru problem method

OU know that Traffic
Management TODAY is
one of the important de-
partments of business—that it is
a profession offering unusual
opportunities, and pays many
men three, five and seven thou-
sand dollars a year and more.

The only question is—just
how practical 1s it to train your-
self adequately in Traffic Man-
agement through bhome-study?

And the answer lies in t.ge
LaSalle Problem Method.

For this modern plan oftrain-
ing notonly makes Traffic Man-
agement study at home thor-
oughly practical but makes it
interesting as well.

You Learn by Doing

Suppose it were your privilege
every day to sit in conference
with a traffic manager or with a
successful commerce practi-
tioner. Suppose every day he
were to lay before you his prob-
lems, and were to explain the
principles by which he solves
them. Suppose that one by one
u were to work those prob-
ems out—returning to him
every day for counsel and assis-
tance—

Under the LaSalle Problem
Method you pursue, to all in-
tents and purposes, that identi-
cal plan.

Only—instead of having at
your command the counsel of a
single individual-—one traffic
expert—you have back of you
the organized experience of a
great business training insti-
tution, the authoritative find-
ings of scores of able traffic
executives, the actual pro-
cedure of successful practi-
tioners,

Thus you are coached in the
solving of the very problems
you must face in the higher
traffic positions. Step by step,

Please send m
k, “The Worl

you work them out for yourself
—until you have the kind of
ability and experience for
which business is willing and
glad to pay real money—just as
it was glad to pay these men.*

Five Men Who Tested and
Proved 1t for You

For instance, there was the
traffic clerk—with two years ex-
perience—whom LaSalle train-
ing helped move up to Traffic
Manager and to a salary in-
crease of 100 percent.

There was the railroad clerk
who became Traffic Manager
of a great organization with a
salary several times his highest
expectation as a clerk.

And another railroad clerk
who was earning $55 a month
andachievedanincome of more
than $10,000 a year as head of

his own traffic bureau.
Another man—already a suc-

cessful, experienced traffic man-
ager—cut his firm’s freight costs
from four percent of gross sales
to two percent—on a sales vol-
ume running into millions—
and his salary was more than
doubled.

A fifth man—an assistant pur-

*Names and addresses given on request.

LASALLE EXTENSION

LASALLE EXTENSION, Dept.592-T, Chicago, IlL

free of all cost or obligation, your 64-page illustrated
of Transportation Could Not Operate Profitably Without
raffic Management,” and the facts about your training for success in that field.
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chasing agent—seeing the need
of a traffic department for his
firm, took this training and sold
the firm on the value of creating
such a department. The new
department promptly pro-
ceeded to save money—as high
as $50,000 a year—and the new
manager was rewarded accord-
ingly. Today he is Director of
Trafic and Assistant to the
General Works Manager—with
several traffic men under his di-
rection.

LaSalle-Trained Traffic Men
Everywhere

LaSalle traffic men are found
wherever traffic men find a field
for their services. They are serv-
ing commercial and industrial
organizations; railroads and .
other transportation companies;
chambers of commerce; trade
associations and state and
federal commissions. They are
officers and active members of
traffic clubs and national traffic
organizations, and registered
practitioners before the Inter-
state Commerce Commission.
Knowing these facts, ask
yourself if there can be any
further question about the
practicability ofthis training for
you—ask rather if the real ques-
tion is not about your own am-
bition and your dyeterminatiom
For Trafic Management is no
magic wand for the lazy or the
fearful or the quitter—it offers
success only to the alert adule
who has the courage to face the
facts and the will to carry on.
If you are that individual, the
coupon below will bring the
information that can open up
to you the future of which you
have dreamed—ability and in-
come and success.
Is it not worth getting that
information?
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A Thrllllng Novel Page
BEWARE THE DEVIL'S SPY RING!. ... (1) . ... .. by Frederick C. Painton 8

Murder, diabolic intrigue, smouldering international complications—and Peter
Quaile!—with his head full of very unusual facts and very unusual fighting methods!

2 Exciting Novelettes

PUBLIC SERVANT'S PAYOFF.. ... ..... | L RRGEE S ..by J. A. Chambliss 33
There was just half an hour left of Herkimer's quiet thirty-year career as a cop . . .
MURDER'S NOT FUNNY .. .. ..... ... o R G by Dale Clark 49

Stark Terror reigned beneath the State Capitol's vaulted dome—and the daughter
of his best friend was Sergeant Hale's only suspect!

7 Gripping Short Stories

SIDE NOW TO ML .. .. oo { e SRy S by Vance C. Criss 44
What that smart mob of strong-arm killers wanted was a muscle man . . . They got
him—in more ways than they'd figured!

GUN TRAP FOR A MONEY-KILLER. ... (5)... . ......... by Roger Torrey 62
Sometimes a money-killer will take a job without pay!

PEOT RS i Rl S e 1 SRR by Norman A. Daniels 70

A smart mob of killers was running that stolen-car racket, and Sergeant Lannigan
added two and two and got four-wheeled hell—for himself!

RIREIR WY . b o N e ¥ 4 SO ARSRO Sl by H. C. Brokmeyer 78
- The Phantom was a clueless killer who had strange method in his mad death-hook
scheme!

SOMETHING SHOCKING ........... W by Omar Gwinn 87
People would be shocked to hear of old Fuld's unfortunate death—especially his
murderer!

HORROR IN THE RAVINE. ... ... ... e by Brent North 90

A lust-crazed fiend left a pretty girl's nude body covered with his bestial teeth marks
in that eerie, rain-lashed Toronto ravine . .. Could this madman be prevented from

striking again? A TRUE FACT STORY.

A COP BREAKS THE LAW........... & SR by John Douglass Stolp 106

Why hadn't Flaughtery killed Mike Vaughan when he had the chance? Because cops
always play square? Hell No! .

FOR THE BEST, READ A RED CIRCLE MAGAZINE: Complete Western Book, Western Nove! and Shert
Stories, Western Fiction, Best Western, Two-Gun Western, Star Sports, Quick Trigger Western Novels, Star
Detective, Western Short Stories, Best Sports Magazine, Modern Love Magazine, Complete Sports, BReal
Confessions, Sports Action, Six-Gun Western, Mystery Tales, Sky Devils, Real Sports. LOOK FOR THE
RED CIRCLE ON THE COVER!

STAR DETECTIVE published quarterly by Western Fiction Publishing Co., Inc. Office of publication, 4600 Diversey
Ave., Chiecago, 111, Editorial and eXYecutive offices, RKO Bldg.—Radio C’lt.y New York, N. Y. Euntry as second class
nmttﬂr pending at the Post Office in Chicago, Ill., under Act of March 3, 1879. Entire contents uﬂmnght 1938, by West-
ein Fiction Publishing Co., Inc. Yearly subscription, 40 cents.
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Many world famous authorities on baldntess say that deficient
circulation of blood is the underlying cause of the majority
of ecases. They say that in cases where the root has not
been destroyed by disease the simple restoration of circula-
tion to the deep-seated blood vessels of the scalp will Stop
Falling Hair and cause New Hair to Grow.

USE HYDRO-VAC AT HOME!

Here is new hope. No salves or ointment, no tonies, rubs,
or internal medicines. Instead a simple vacuum helmet so
cheap in price that anyone can now afford daily treatments
in the privacy of the home. With the very first treatment
you fee? the surge of fresh, nourishing, revivifying blood to
the secalp. The vacuum draws it up as a child draws a soda
through a straw. In many cases falling hair stops in a few
weeks—a short time later new grows. AND—best of all—
this equipment is sold with a money back
agreement. If you don’t grow hair on YOUR

#EE CHART

SHOWING YOUR SCALP
CONDITION—SEND NAME

DON’T order now. Don’t send any\,
money. First get complete information. |
Let us send you our 24 page book ‘““How
Vacuum Treatments Affect the Growth
of Hair.”” You will not be obligated,
nor will you be annoyed by salesmen.
By return mail in plain envelope we
will send complete information, prices,
terms, Trial offer, money back agree-
ment and information chart dealing
with your own particular case.

I
I
|
|
|
Simply check the head that is nearest to your own |
in the coupon. Write name and address plainly and |
mail today. Don’t suffer the humiliation of bald- |
ness. Don’t fear the threat of falling hair. Even if
you have ““tried everything’’ send now for the infor- I
mation about a really scientific, practical and com- |
mon sense treatment. Tear out this coupon now, l
while you have it before you. |
l
|

Walnut Bldg., Des Moines, lowa

24 page book ‘‘How Vacuum Treatments Affect the
Also send personal chart on my own scalp condition and prices, terms,
Trial offer, and money back agreement,
will eall on me.
want to try it.
Information.

Name

SROTUAS .  advesneide sl

i

Baldness Can be Cured—
Falling Hair Stopped—
New Hair Grown—in a
large number of cases
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HEAD within a reasonable time, you return the equipment
for a refund of every cent you have paid. We cannot say
positively that we can grow hair on your head—but we do
say that if we fall to grow hair for you, then the trial shall

not cost you a cent,

SIMPLE AND
INEXPENSIVE

The HYDRO-VAC Equipment can
be sold so cheap because it is sim-
ple. No electricity. No complicated
machinery. A simple Vacuum Noz-
zle fits any water faucet. Pressure
creates vacuum in the snug fitting
helimet., (No water touches your
head.) A simple valve alternates
vacuum pull with atmospherie pres-
sure and in a natural way draws
blood to scalp inducing a healthy
life-giving circulation direct to the
hair roots. .

CHECK YOUR CONDITION HERE
and mail for chart on your own case

Hydro-Vaec, Inc., Dept. 295, Walnut Bldg., Des Moines, lowa
In a plain envelope and absolutely free of charge please send me your

arowth of Hair,”*

It is understood no salesman
After reading about HYDRO-VAC I will decide if I
This is not an order but merely a request for Free
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GOLD MEDAL

Haarlem Qif Capsules

Fine for Weak Kidneys and
Bladder Irritation

STOP GETTING UP NIGHTS

One 35-cent box of these famous capsules
will put healthy activity into your kidneys and
hladder—ﬁush out harmful waste poisons and
acid and prove to you that at last you have a
grand diuretic and stimulant that will swiftly
cause these troubles to cease.

But be sure and get GOLD MEDAL Haar-
lem Oil Capsules—safe and harmless—the
original and ?enmne—nght from Haarlem in
Hoﬂand Millions have kidney and bladder
trouble and never suspect it—some symptoms
besides visits to bathroom at night are back-
ache, moist palms, puffy eyes and scanty pas-
sage that ofttimes smarts and burns.

LIQUOR HABIT

Send for FREE TRIAL of Noxzalco, a guaranteed harmless
home treatment. Can be given secretl mfoodordnnk to
anyone who drinks or craves Whiskey, in, Home Brew,
Wine, Moonshine, etc. ¢ Your request for .'Free Trnal bnnsz
trial aupply by return mail and full $2.00 treatment whi

you may try under a 30 day refund guarantee. Noxalco
at our wisk. ARLEE CO. Dept. 210 BALTIMORE, MD.

7 BELIEVE IN-LUCK?-$

J

s Carry a pair of GENUINE BRAHNA
iy f-i?-"f_' RED LIVE HIGHLY MAGNETIC
LODEBTBNEB! Legend repufes, Oc-
=cult Oriental ancients superstitiou l‘%
® carried two Live Lodestones as MOS
POWERFUL MAGNETIC “LUCKYX”
CHARMS, one to‘‘attract’’ Good Luck
in Money, Gamas Love, Business, Work,

\'-;.
'\ o
\‘ "'N:

ete., the other to ”pravant” Bad Luck, I.uaaan, Evil, Trouble,
Harm, etc. Believe in Luck? Carry a Pair of thasa curious
Genuine Brahma Red Live Lodestones! We make no super-
natural claims. $1.97 Postpaid for the two, with all informa-
tio E?E $1.97 and 15c¢ extra 1f C.0.D, Batisfaction GUARAN-
EED or Money Returned., Order yours NOW!

#ﬁ (A"

ASTROL CO., Dept. 58, Main P. O.

Box 72, BROOKLYN N. Y.
NOTICE! Beware of imitations! We absolutely GUARAN-
TEE these Genuine Brahma Xodestones are ALIVE! We
baHava they are just what you want, the REAL THING—
POWERFUL DRAWING, EXTRA HIGHLY MAGNETIC!
Fully Guaranteed—-Order TODAY ! Copyright 1987—A. Co.

START

$1260 to $2100 Year

Men—Women /) " FRANKLIN INSTITUTE
Many 1938 / Dept. P179, Rochester, N. Y.
Appointments NS Sirs: Rush to me without charge
Expected, QQ (1) 32-page book with list of many U. S.
Qualify Now O Government Big Pay Jobs. (2) Tell me how
Ié[ﬂil 'bq to qualify for one of these jobs,
oupon

Today / INBID 'S i cienive DD N AR RS el B -
Sure, F. AAQYOBE o.vvoorioisnsssssssvpsosevosrsndsansngys

’ RAIS

INA
WEEK -

GENTSY:50

Big cash profits for you; full or spare g& SRt A
time. Over 250 household necessities— .u?}& =
Lhm rs J)enple must buy. Proven fast sel- Pl -33‘
lers; repeaters, earnuuﬁs very first u’:;. SN
day. F{}RD TUDOR SEDAN VEN YOU Ir,..,.., s ;F,.‘

AS BONUS. I’'ll show you how to start at S y {g
onice; send you eyverything—Big Display Out- \?‘“ 2 ey
fit and quick cash plans. Details FREE—no W t..x —
obligation, Just send name on postcard. .

ALBERT MILLS, 5167 Monmouth Ave,, Cincinnati, 0.

New Invention |
Makes Ironing Easy

Every housewife will welcome this new
device. It fits on any ironing board and
is equally useful for electric, gasoline
or stove heated irons. It takes the back
breaking labor out of ironing and also
protects clothes against scorching and
hands against burning. It retails for
only 50c. The manuiacturers want
agenis and disiributors to introduce
this household necessity. It sells so
easy on a one minute demonstration
that a sale is made on nearly every
call. Distributors make up to 1509,
profit. Write today for FREE sample
offer plan and full particulars.

THE NEVERLIFT CO.
g801-AFl. East 47th Street, Chicago, Il

RAISE A FROGS

A= = G Y R d
BOOK ¢ -*;- ‘/ o ees ear Round!

Hnt.run ts waiting for all you can
Z e N A

%Il I'.o us also.
E EIY ready now for nﬂt spawn, Broedar
. Eﬂ nﬂﬂ vearly, BStart with n
- small cre:u or land, Free book
rhows sketeh. Men l \Uﬁmnn starting in every state
and Capada, Bee what others are doing. Send mo money, Just write your name
and address on & posteard and ge! our epeeial offer to beginners. Write today,

American Frog Canning Co. (Dept. 181-E) New Orleans, La_

Epilepsy—Epileptics!

L etroit lady finds relief for husband after Spe-
cialists home and abroad failed! All letters an-
swered. Mrs. GEQO. DEMPSTER, Apt. 16, 6900
Lafayette Blvd.,, West, Detroit, Mich.
—Advertisement.

STOPTOBACCO?
Banish the craving for tobacco as

thousands have. Make vourself free
and happy with Tobacco Redeemer.

Not a substitute, not habit fnrmtui‘g.
Write for free booklet telli
jurious effect of tobaceo and depends

able, easy way to relieve
the ¢raving manymen have. FREF

NewellPharmacalCo. BOOK
Dopt. 114, St. Louis, Mo. !

FIL
r
.l'

DO YOU

WANT TO

Taking Orders For The NIMROD Line

Earn more every day in the year repre-
senting old established firm with a com-
lete line of fast selling necessities:
hirts, Ties, Underwear, Hosiery, Dresses,
Smocks, Raincoats, Summer Suits, Pants,
Breeches, DBelts, Shoes, Gnveralls, Shup
Coats, Uniforms Playsuits. ete.

ftem Euaranteed Expurmnce unncccun %
Write quick for FREE SALES EQUIPMEN

NIMROD CO., Dept. 224
4922-28 Lincoln ﬁva-. chuc':qn Ill

A RED CIRCLE emblem on o muguzme cover is a sign of guad readlng

Please mention REp CIRCLE MAGAZINES when amswering advertisements
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“IT WAS LIGHT IN A WILDERNESS
OF DARKNESS TO ME"

. “I was sTucK. A wife and three kiddies— and the same old pay envelope.
I couldn’t see a thing ahead except the same old grind. Then one day I read
an I. C. S. ad. The coupon fascinated me. A new idea struck me — it was

light in a wilderness of darkness to me! Today, because I mailed that

coupon two years ago, I am a trained man—making a trained man’s pay!”

Does this suggest something to you? Then mail the coupon today!

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

BOX 2927 -D, SCRANTON PENNA

* Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, “Who Wins and >*
Why,” and full particulars about the subject before which I have marked X:

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES

[] Architect [] Sheot Metal Worker | ] Plumbing [l Steam Fitting [ Bridge Engineer
Architeotural Draftaman Boilermaker ] Heating [[] Ventilatiomn [J] Bridge and Building Foreman
Building Estimating Telegraph Engineer ] Air Conditioning and Cooling [0 Chemistry
[] Contractor and Buikder ] Telephone Work [0 Radio [] Steam Engineer ] Pharmacy
[0 Structural Draftsman Mechanical Engineering ] Steam Electric Engineer [] Coal Mining
[J] Structural Engineer Mechanical Draftaman R Mn.rmn Engineer [0 Mine Foreman [] Fire Bosses
[0 Management of Inventions (0 Machinist [ Toolmaker [J R. B. Locomotives ] Navigation
[0 Electrical Engineer (] Patternmaker i R R. Section Foreman [1 Cotton Manufacturing
() Electric Lighting Diesel Engines [J Air Brakes [0 R. R. Signalmen [J Woolen Manufacturing
O Welding, Electric and Gas Aviation Engines 0 Highway Engineering [0 Agriculture
[0 Reading Shop Blueprints [ Automobile Mechanie {1 Civil Engineering (] Fruit Growmg
[J Heat Treatment of Metals [ Commercial Refrigeration [] Burveying and Mapping [ Poultry Farming
BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES
[0 Business Management L] Bookkeeping [] Service Station Salesmanship [0 Grade Bechool Subjeots
[0 Industrial Management [] Secretarial Work [] First Year College Subjects (] High SBchool Subjects
[J Traffic Management (] Spanish [J Business Correspondence ] College Preparatory
O Accountancy [J] French L] Btenography and Typing [] THustrating
0 Cost Accountant (] Salesmanship [] Civil Service ] Mail Carrier Cartooning
] C. P. Accountant (] Advertising [0 Railway Mail Clerk Lettering Bhow Carda [J] Bigns
DOMESTIC SCIENCE COURSES
0 Home Dressmaking [J Advanced Dressmaking (1 Foods and Cookery
[J Profeasional Dressmaking and Designing (0 Tea Room and Cafeteria Management, Catering
P RS R e L e MR SRS S S e MR AR SIS IR P A BT U AR | R e O U e LR S G PR S S L 0 902 e )
CN . o s e it i e S S e State... cernsssuesssnmsnssclrCSERL POSition...

If you reside in ﬂunﬂda, srnd t!u.s cOuUpPNn tn Hw Intﬂﬂutmnal Gﬂffbﬂﬂﬂﬂdﬂﬂfﬂ Schools C'nnadmn Li,m-iimi. Monireal, Canadeo

o

-
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Lovers Die Young—A True Crime Article

S~ —

OU have heard jealousy called the
green-eyed monster. But you

i don’t know what a demon it may

become when it enters the soul of
a woman passionately in love.

There is a farmer in Yugoslavia who
told me the story of Angelina Sekoshan,
not yet seventeen when she wreaked a
vengeance swift and terrible on Franz
Nagara, the man who spurned her affec-
tion for the love of another woman.

Call it puppy love on the part of An-
gelina, if you will. But puppies ean fight
and puppies can kill. And once again re-
member that ‘‘There is no fury like a
woman scorned.’’

Repudiation may come in words that
are soft and tones that are gentle. But
for Angelina the sting remained. She
brooded over it and she decided that if
she could not have F'ranz no other woman
should.

The story the farmer told me dates
back many months before he was eye-
witness to that tragedy of young love, as
swift, as thrilling, as terrifying a melo-
drama as you have ever seen enacted on
any stage. And yet every action of the
oir]l seemed foreign to her nature.

Take :Angelina. She was rightly
named, or so it seemed. Sweet as they
come, she was, docile by nature and
lovely in her dark, striking way. A
puppy may be sweet, docile and pretty
too, and yet able to fight. And some-
times, when he strikes, strikes to kill.

Hers was a modern romance. A motor-
eyele was the vehicle which she fondly
imagined could ride her and Franz into
a heaven on earth.

To speed was her delight and, seated
closely behind her lover, she raced with
him up and down the fertile valley of the
Danube. But healthy beings as they were
they could not forever speed through
what Angelina said was ‘‘paradise on
earth.”’

““Let us eat,”” Franz would say, as he
lifted Angelina from the seat beside him.
Then they would have luncheon on the
terrace of an inn overlooking the blue
river.

Again Angelina would say, ‘‘Let’s go
down to the sea.”” They would roar
faster, faster than ever, past Sarajevo to
the Adriatic. Again they would leap

from the motorcyele and, forgetting that
they were fully clothed, rush out into the
surf, hand in hand, laughing as they ran.

UCH was their love in the beginning ;

a love which merely served to enter-
tain Franz. But to Angelina it was like a
consuming flame.

That is why, perhaps, the farmer told
me, Angelina determined to quench that
flame when she found it did not burn in
the heart of Franz Nagara.

At first there had been rides every eve-
ning. A ring glistened on the hand of
Angelina as they rode in the moonlight.
Franz had given it to her. Soon they
were to be married.

But there came a night when he did
not come to take her out. There were
other such lonely nights, many of them
when no Franz stood at the door.

Then one evening there came a knoek.
F'ranz was there.

‘““You have come back to me,”” An-
gelina eried happily as she threw herself
in his arms.

But Franz repulsed her gently. He
drew back. He spoke as if from a long
ways off.

He told her, very gently, it is true, but
with a patience that was maddening, ‘‘I
thought I loved you. That is so. But now
I know I no longer care.

““You are but a child. Other men will
come into your life. As for me I have
fallen in love with a woman of suitable
age. I am going to marry her. Won't
you wish me the happiness that 1 wish
for you?’’

The girl stifled a sob. She said :

““I do, Franz, I don’t blame you. It
isn’t your fault if you have fallen in love
with somebody else. We can’t control
things like that. They just happen.’’

Then she coaxed, ‘But do just this for
me, anyway ; just one thing. Take me
riding with you, just once more for old
time’s sake.’’

It was while she was talking with him
that the demon of jealousy was born and
Angelina, the gentle one, Angelina, the
child, became Angelina the woman, who
swore vengeance would be hers. That
night she paced the floor in paroxysm of
jealous rage.

The next afternoon she was wreathed

(Please turn to page 61)
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FACTORY GUARANTEED

NEW REMINGTON NOISELESS PORTABLE

AS LOW AS

10¢

Ro MONEY
i) e IQ? >} Y BACK

AT LAST! The famous Reming-  aa i ",- ‘? )

ton Noiseless Portable that speaks Y R S A =2

In a whisper is available for as H:E; ?l;:l.

little as 10c a day. Here is your OFFER

opportunity to get a real Rem-

ington Noiseless Portable. Equip-
ped with all attachments that make for com- GREATEST TYPEWRITER BARGAIN IN 10 YEARS

p]ete writing equipment. Standard keyboard. The gem of all portables.” to flow from the machine.
. . b " Imagine a machine that Equipped with all attach-
Automatie ribbon reverse. Varlable line spacer speaks in a whisper...that ments that make for com-
: removes all limitations of plete writing equipment,

and all the conveniences of the finest por table time or place. You can the Remington Noiseless
ever bullt. PLUS thE‘ NOISELESS feature_ write in a library, a ?:Ek {’nrtabl; produces manifold-
. : . . room, a Pullman berth with- iIng and stencil cutting of

ACt now Whlle thls SPECIdI ODDOPtunltY hOldS out the slightest fear of truly exceptional character.

good. Send coupon TODAY for details. disturbing others. And in Furnished in black with

addition to quiet is & su- Sshining chromium attach-
YOU DON'T RISK A PENNY

perb performance that liter- ments. Mail coupon today!
; ; ally makes the words seem
We send the Remington Noiseless Portable
with 10 days’ FREE trial. If you are not satis-
: . type. Black k
fied, send it back. WE PAY ALL SHIPPING . Y SCINCATIONS. Stad- o tettecs. Doitie it

ard Keyboard. Finished in * 2%
CHARGES. glistening black with chrom- key and shift lock. Right and

ium attachments, Takes paper left carriage release. Right

9.5 inches wide. Writes lines  and left cylinder knobs. Large
TYPING COURSE

}

SEND COUPON WHILE LOW PRIC!S HOI.D

Remington Rand Ine., Dept. 2675
465 Washington St., Buffalo, N. Y.

Tell me, without obligation, how to get a Free Trial of & new
Remington Noiseless Portable, including Carrying Case and
Free Typing Course for as little as 10¢ & day. Send Catalogue.

8.2 inches wide. Standard cushion rubber feet. Single
size, 12 yard ribbon. Makes  ©OF double space adjustmeut.
up to 7 clear, legible car- All the modern features plus
bons. Back spacer. Full size NOISELESS operation.
platen. Paper fingers, roller
: MONEY-MAKING OPPORTUNITIES OPEN. Hundmdl
With your New Remington Noiseless of jobs are waiting for people who can type. A
Portable we will send you—absolutely typewriter helps you put your ideas on paper in
FREE—a 19-page course in typing. It logical, impresgive form. ..helps you write clear,
teaches the Touch System, used by all understandable sales reports, letters, articles,
expert typists. It is simply written and : storles, A Remington Portable bas started many
completely illustrated, Instructions are a young man and woman on the road to success.
as simple as A, B, C. Even a child can easily understand this
method. A little study and the average person, child or adult,
becomes fascinated. Follow this course during the 10-Day Trial A GIFT FOR ALL THE FAMILY. 1r you want a gift for
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Beware the Devil s

A Startling, Fast-Action Feature-Length
Novel as Timely as Tomorrow’s Headlines!

CHAPTER 1

CALLERS FOR MR. QUAILE

R. PETER QUAILE’S gray,
bird-like eyes held a glint of
high excitement as he entered

the office of the New York Spkere that
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As the foreign man turned, gun relaxed
at his side, Bill swung a looping right
“hand that had one hundred and eighty
pounds of hellfire in it

afternoon at his accustomed time of five
o’clock. It was the first time in his long
quiet life that he had permitted any-
thing to break his remarkable calm. But
as he had been telling himself most of

8

the afternoon, this was the most colos-
sal story that had ever broken in Amer-
ica. Hence, he thought he had a right
to be excited. _

The receptionist, however, caught
none of this. She nodded respectfully
and said, “Good afternoon, Mr. Quaile.”

Mr. Quaile’s accurate mind caused
him to say, “It is really a nasty after-
noon, Miss Bowlen. Too much rain.”

“Yes, sir,” she agreed as if his was
the voice from the mount. “There are

two gentlemen in your office, waiting for
you.”
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Mr. Quaile’s eyes danced anew. “Are
there, really? Dear, dear! So soon!
Hm, thank you!”

He renewed his grasp on his black
malacca walking stick and strode firmly
across the city room, now more or less
quiet as the news-gathering machinery
poured in tomorrow’s headlines.

Peter Quaile had walked across that
city room for twenty-six years, six days
a week without break at five o’clock.
For twenty-five years of this time no
one had ever paid the slightest atten-
tion to him. If a newcomer had noted
his shy, quiet figure and made inquiry,
somebody, usually an office boy, would
say, “Oh, him? That’s Quaile, the ex-
change editor and assistant librarian.
He’s as stuffed with facts as a turkey
with peanuts. He can tell you anything
you want to know about anything in the
world important enough to get two lines
in any newspaper. We call him ‘the guy
who knows everything.” ”’

And it was true that Peter Quaile

Portentous international complications, murder, treachery, and diabolic
intrigue—Peter Quaile was surrounded by them all, simply because his mind
was a natural repository for off-trail facts!

Y
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had saved many a reporter precious
minutes as a deadline drew near by be-
ing able either to recite facts out of his
head or place his hands instantly on the
proper file envelope that had the needed
background.

All this, mind you, for twenty-five
years. The twenty-sixth year brought a
remarkable change. The cable editor,
uncoding a terse message one day,
gasped as he saw that a certain promi-
nent American playboy, named An-
thony, had been arrested in Bucharest
and held incommunicado.

“Arresting American citizens,” he
yelled. “By God, we’ll blow this into
the biggest yvarn. We’ll—"’

He had to have background on pre-
vious unlawful arrests of American
citizens and he consulted Mr. Quaile.

Mr. Quaile read the cable. He said
quietly, “The man’s name is not An-
thony. He is Armand Lupescu, a notor-
ious agent for Bukarina. Play down the
story or you will be made ridiculous.”

When the said Armand Lupescu
made a spectacular escape and later dis-
patches developed his real identity and
purpose, the cable editor mentioned the
remarkable accuracy to the city editor.
The city editor mentioned it to the man-
aging editor, and the chief of the edi-
torial board heard about it and had a
brainstorm.

“That’s it,” he shouted, “with every-
bedy in Europe getting ready for a war,
they all want American gold or muni-
tions or help and they’ll do murder to
get it. America is the greatest hotbed
of intrigue there is, and nobody knows
more about that than Peter Quaile.”

MR. QUAILE modestly admitted he
knew a lot of unusual facts, and

these he began to print under a front-
page daily column, THE INSIDER

SPEAKS. News behind the news, and
it was a honey, syndicated to three hun-

dred papers, making Quaile, now that

MclIntyre was dead, the greatest
columnist in America.

As he walked in his spry way to his
office, the assistant city editor looked up
from the day’s assignment book and
said, “Hi yuh, Mr. Quaile, do we get
anything hot on the munitions explo-
sion story?”

Mr. Quaile paused. He stared pen-
sively into space. ‘“Yes,” he said at
length, “there will be developments. Of
a er—startling nature, I fear. Develop-
ments which truth causes me to state
will shock this country as it has not been
shocked in twenty years.”

He passed on, unaware of the startled
look on the assistant city editor’s drawn
face. Of the quick notation to arrange
for the emergency organization to snap
an extra on the street in forty minutes.

In his office Peter Quaile removed his
neat black hat, his neat black topcoat,
hung up his black stick and bowed
politely to the two men.

“How do you do, Mr. Montague?”’
he said in his quiet shy voice. “And
you, Mr, Mardale?”

He could not see beyond his high-
piled desk, but the two men, one fat, one
lean, could, and they were rigid, pallid
and stricken with horrified amazement.
Peter Quaile’s mouth suddenly com-
pressed in alarm. With movements re-
markable in one so unassuming, he
hastened to the side of the office.

He stared down at the body, his quiet
features suddenly pale, grim and some-
how terrible with suppressed grief and
fury.

No sound escaped him for so long as
it might take a man to count five. Then,
wrapping his hand in a handkerchief,
he reached for the telephone and when
the girl responded he said, “Give me
Mr. Macpherson on the city desk.” And
presently, ‘“Mr. Macpherson, Peter
Quaile talking. My secretary, Charles
Burke, is dead in my office. Please

notify the police and send in photogra-
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phers. . . . Eh? What? Oh, no, no ac-
cident. He’s been murdered.”

He paused a space and the wire
crackled with Czar Macpherson’s sud-
denly excited voice.

Then Quaile’s wunnaturally quiet
voice. ‘“‘Poisoned, I should say. I de-
tect a clear bitter almond odor that
would indicate cyanide of potassium.”

He placed the French phone back on
its rest. His spare shoulders suddenly
squared themselves. You knew there
was grief behind his eyes, shock and
sorrow, too, for curly-headed Charles
Burke had been dear to him whose life
had been without many human con-
tacts, had known few if any friendships.
He stared at the two men.

“Well, gentlemen,” he said softly,
“what can you tell me of this?”

CHAPTER 11

MRr. MONTAGUE SPEAKS

dent of American Explosives,

Inc., drew In a whistling breath
and exhaled with a sharp gush of sound.
Gradually his pale face assumed its na-
turally red color.

“lI saw him die with my own eyes,”
he said queerly. “He was sitting there
in your chair. He had just said he had
to assemble stuff so you could dictate
your column. He said you would be in
promptly at five. He reached into the
desk and passed us a box of cigars. We
refused. He laughed and said he did
not smoke cigars often but to show us
how good these were he would violate
his custom. He lit the cigar.”

He paused, licked fat red moist lips.
“Then he fell over without a sound. He
never made a sound, did he, Phil?”

The thin man, known to newspapers
and many boards of directors as Philip

EDWARD MONTAGUE, presi-

Mardale, multi-millionaire vice-presi-
dent and general manager of American
Explosives, ran a thin bronzed hand
over pure white hair that made his face
pinkish and youthful.

“Not a sound,” he corroborated. “It
was ghastly. I swear to you I thought
I could see his last breath lock in his
throat.”

Peter Quaile knelt gently by the body
of the curly-haired youth whose once
handsome face was now distorted by
the cyanic spasms. Peter Quaile was
thinking, “This gentle boy died because
of me. I who brought him here that he
might learn to be a journalist, who came
to love him as a son, who wished for him
high honor, have brought about his
death.” |

He rescued the dead cigar from the
floor, sniffed at it, and placed it on the
desk.

When he stood up Czar Macpherson,
a homicide detective, and two photo-
graphers burst in.

There was then that first confusion
of excitement and aimless curiosity and
pointless guessing that so annoyed
Peter Quaile with all police investiga-
tions. He respected the police; he had
often said that, considering the type of
men they obtained, the political ob-
stacles interposed between them and
their goal, their successes were star-
tlingly high. But he had little use for
them himself.

So finally he raised his voice slightly
and said, “Detective Horrigan?”

They stopped and listened to him;
they always did.

“Poor Charles Burke,” said Peter
Quaile, “died—the victim of an attempt
on my life. It is known that I smoke
cigars as I dictate, and being er—intent,
I frequently fish out such cigars with-
out examining them. Someone,” his
jaws clamped grimly, “substituted a
layer of cigars soaked in cyanic acid—
a very deadly, almost instantly fatal
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poison made from cyanogen.”

“Yeah,” said Horrigan, “but who
done it? And why? If they was trymn’
to get you, you know more than you’ve
told me.”

“Yes,” admitted Peter Quaile readily,
“but that, for the time, 1 propose to
keep to myself. I promise you one
thing, however, you shall have the killer
of Charles Burke.”

Meantime, Edward Montague, fully
recovered, exhibited a marked im-
patience and glanced frequently at a
wrist watch set with diamonds.

“I regret all this, naturally,” he said
in his pompous voice, “but 1 came here
to see Mr. Quaile on a vitally important
matter. Is it possible to speak to you,
Mr. Quaile—outside—alone?”

“Listen,” said Horrigan, “this is mur-
der. And you saw this guy die. You—"

“Do you know who I am?” cried
Montague arrogantly.

“Yeah,” assented Horrigan, unim-
pressed, “you’re the salesman for death
—the guy that does murder in whole-
sale lots. You sell guns and ammo for
big-time wars.”

“Why—” Montague’s face turned
purple, “why—how dare you—"

“Most picturesque and, somehow, as
all people’s expressions are—unusually
accurate,” said Mr. Quaile. “However,
Mr. Horrigan, I will vouch for Mr.
Montague’s presence at whatever place
you desire him when you want him.”

E gestured with his hand toward

the door. None molested him or

Montague or Mardale when they went
out. It bespeaks Peter Quaile’s strength
of mind that he did not look back at the
curly-headed youth stretched on the
floor.

His mild blue eyes sought Edward
Montague’s face. “Well?”

“It’s about my son,” began Mon-
tague, “my son, George.”

Peter Quaile nodded slowly. “Pre-

cisely. He did not go away for a long
visit as you had the newspapers state.
He has been kidnaped—or murdered.”

Edward Montague grew purple, his
mouth opened but no sound came out.
Philip Mardale said, “How can you
know that?”

“It 1s my business to know many
things,” Peter Quaile rejoined softly,
“as that the explosion in the Climax
Powder Company was not an accident
but deliberately arranged to blow up
House Five. It is my business to know
that certain interests are attempting to
gain control of American Explosives.”

He stopped abruptly, then: “What
word have you had of your son?”’

Edward Montague wet his lips.
“Listen, Quaile, I’'m a self-made man.”
He held out his hands. “Thirty years
ago I was a hard-rock man, handling
dynamite, lighting pipes with it. I
worked my way up from nothing, and
I didn’t let anything stand in my way.
My wife couldn’t take it and she died
before I got where I could deck her in
diamonds like I said I would. I never
married anybody else. 1 ain’t—" he
stopped, corrected— ‘“never have had
anybody but George. Maybe he’s a
play-boy, and had it easy and been
reckless. But I love him. And that
dirty skunk Lupescu hit below the belt
when he grabbed George.”

“Armand Lupescu of Bukarina hits
where it hurts,” said Quaile quietly.
“So he er—snatched your son. What
is the price of return?”

“A ten million dollar munitions credit
for machine guns, hand grenades, and
automatic rifles,” grunted Montague.
“A further ten million dollar credit to
any new, recognized Bukarinian gov-
ernment—and—"" his mouth clenched.
He ceased speaking.

“And what else?” prodded Peter
Quaile.

“Nothing,” snapped Montague. ““The
other business has no relation. What 1
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came here for was to ask you to put in
your column a statement that American
Explosives, through me, announces the
granting of such a credit.”

“That’s right,” nodded Mardale.
“Your statement in your column is the
signal to the kidnapers to turn George
loose.”

“Ah, yes, precisely. Why were they
forced to resort to such measures to
gain such a credit?”’

“Edward was a fool,” said Mardale
in explanation. “When Lupescu first
approached us, I suggested the grant-
ing of the credit. But Ed, here, was
afraid that maybe Lupescu’s Green
shirts couldn’t make their revolution
good and we’d lose the money. He re-
fused. They threatened—and carried
out the threat.”

HE frowned disapprovingly at Mon-
tague. “I hate to say I told you so,
Ed, but—"" he shrugged resignedly.

Peter Quaile studied Montague
keenly. “You are afraid to go to the
police?”

“He’s my son,” scowled Montague.
“The police could do nothing. Lupescu
works through agents, fanatics. George
would die—maybe the killer would die
—but that doesn’t end it.”

“No,” admitted Peter Quaile, “but if
you yleld—surrender—you realize what
happens?”

Montague pursed his mouth indiffer-
ently. “A new government in Bukarina
—what difference does it make?”

“Ah,” murmured Quaile. “More than
that. The Green Shirts—if they estab-
lish a new government—make a solid
reactionary, absolutist bloc in Central
Europe. Bukarina is the key to a na-
tionalist hegemony in all of Europe.
Lupescu and his kind hate America.
They build now for the future—for the
conquest of America.”

“Nonsense!” growled Mardale.
“Europe can’t concern America yet—

other than economically.”

“You do not look like a fool, sir,” said
Quaile mildly, “but you talk like one.
Men’s lives are short—mnations go on
until they die of internal rot. Men—
many men—scheme and die now for
what may happen in ten, twenty, fifty
—yes, even a hundred years from now.”

He studied Montague gravely. “I
say to you if you yield to these people
you endanger the future of this coun-
try.”

“I’m thinking of my son,” frowned
Montague, “and beyond him, nothing.”

Mardale stared at Quaile. “You
move me,” he said, and Quaile thought
his voice queer, unreal, “I say nothing
more on one side or the other.”

“Yes,” snarled Montague, “enough
of this lecture on morals and patriotism
when a boy’s life is at stake. Will you
print my statement or won’t you?”

“No,” rejoined Quaile, “I will not
print it. But if you will tell me whom
you are to contact and where, I will do
my utmost to bring back your son.”

“Ah, yes,” sneered Montague, ‘“your
own secretary just murdered. Won't
that keep you busy?”

“Yes,” acknowledged Quaile, ‘“but
you forget—the same people who kid-
naped your son also tried to murder me
and killed my secretary. I perform two
tasks.”

“They may kill George if 1 delay—
if I start something.”

Inwardly Quaile sighed. He was not
a cold-blooded man, nor one lacking in
sympathy for a suffering father or a
captured youth who loved life. But he
was thinking, with that vision of his, of
the thousands of youths who might die
at a future date, to give one youth a
few more years of life.

“How much time have you?” he
asked. \

“Until ten o’clock tomorrow morn-
ing.”

‘“I'hen tell me the contact man, where
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or how you are to meet him, and at
what time.”

MONTAGUE looked inquiringly at
Mardale. M ardale shrugged.
“Quaile knows more than he says. You
can’t go wrong giving him a chance.”
“Very well,” said Montague grudg-
ingly, “but you will have to print my
statement. After it appears I am to
drive along Third Avenue at Fortieth
Street and slow up in front of the Sure-
Fire Employment Agency. There a
signal will be manifested to me.”

Quaile nodded. ‘“That is enough. If
I have your word, I will print a state-
ment that construes consent. I will have
it in the first edition. After that the
responsibility and action will be mine.
I will call on you tomorrow noon in your
apartment.”

He saw the two men to the door.
Montague went out without further
word, but Philip Mardale dallied, star-
ing curiously at Quaile. “You know an
awful lot about European intrigue,” he
murmured.

“lI know human nature,” rejoined
Peter Quaile. “Those who have not
would take it from those who have—
it’s criminal when an individual does it
and the law punishes. Nations have no
laws. Good day, sir.”

He returned to his office, glad, indeed,
that the body of Charles Burke had
been removed. There still lingered the
bitter almond smell to remind him how
imperiled his own life was. He sat
down, presently called Czar Macpher-

son.
“I wish to have Mr. William Gates

assigned to me,” he said. “Please send
him in.”

Bill Gates, star reporter of the
Sphere, received the order with a frown.
His big, brawny body stiffened in pro-
test.

“How long since a first string re-
porter has to be bodyguard for an em-

balmed lily?” he growled.

“The newspaper game,” said Mac-
pherson, “is going to hell in a hand-
basket. In the old days, a reporter
sald ‘sir’ to his city editor, he took his
orders and said nothing. Now, by God,
I’ll have discipline on this sheet. A man
1S murdered in Quaile’s office. Quaile’s
life is'in danger. A story is developing
that we can print in sixty point type all
over page one, and you’ll get out and
do your part. And don’t let me hear
another word out of you.”

Bill’s anger faded. He grinned good-
naturedly. “My, my, what big teeth
you have, grandfather, darling.”

He ambled into Quaile’s office and
lowered one-hundred and eighty
pounds of bone and muscle into a chair.

Mr. Quaile studied his lean bronzed
face, the six-feet-two of them. “You
think, Mr. Gates,” he said thoughtfully,
“that I am a er—false alarm is the ex-
pression, I believe. You do not like
me.”’

Bill’s gray eyes widened. “Do you
keep a dictagraph on me?” he de-
manded.

“No,” said Mr. Quaile, “I just er—
learn facts—I soak them up.” He
looked at Bill’s big capable hands.

“Mr. Gates,” he went on, “you are an
excellent pistol shot. You are brave,
as I know. And since you are a re-
serve military pilot, I judge that you
love this country of ours.”

“Why,” said Bill, “I expect I do.”

Mr. Quaile nodded. “Then get your
very best pistol, Mr. Gates, and be pre-
pared to accompany me. What we shall
do may or may not be published in the
public prints. We may both die rather
ignominiously and none know why or
how. But if we succeed, rest assured
that the future generations—and I do
not mean to be rhetorical—will owe you
much for the preservation of these lib-
erties of ours for which so many splen-

did men have died.”
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Before Bill could answer this deep
passionate outburst, Mr. Quaile said,
“I have your telephone number at
home. Stay near that telephone and
do not leave under any conditions. That
is all now, Mr. Gates, and thank you
for coming.”

CHAPTER 111

Hot TRAIL

ILL GATES sat by his window,
B moodily drinking a glass of
sherry wine and thinking of a lot
of things he could be doing. Bill was
smart, he was ambitious, and he didn’t
like this idea of being armed guard for
Peter Quaile. Bill was fair about it:
maybe the guy was a whiz on foreign
affairs and international intrigue which
(Bill thought ) existed only in novels by
British authors. But why didn’t Quaile
stay in his own bailiwick? Certain it
was that young Chuck Burke, a likely
lad, had been murdered.

There was a story Bill could bite his
teeth into; he was a crime reporter and
why didn’t they let him play along with
the police and find out who did kill
Burke? Bill tried to be fair because he
was a fair-minded person, but the idea
that a fragile old coot like Quaile could
find that clever killer—

The telephone jangled peremptorily.
It was Quaile.

“Be in front of the Paramount Build-
ing iIn twenty minutes, please,” came
the precise tones, “and be sure and bring
your pistol.”

Bill hung up, got his Colt automatic
and checked it. For just one moment
he wondered 1f this dried-up kindly old
gent expected real trouble. A thrill
went through Bill.

“I’ll postpone judgment on him,” he
decided, ‘“until I see what happens.”

He found a cab in front of his apart-
ment and climbed out in front of the
Paramount Building. He stood on a
curb while another car drove up. Peter
Quaile’s lean gray face leaned out, and
then the door opened. Bill climbed in.

“Third Avenue,” said Mr. Quaile.

The cab started and Bill leaned back.
“Have you got a gun?” he asked.

“No,” rejoined Mr. Quaile regret-
fully. “It is one part of my er—Ilearn-
ing that has been neglected.” He
paused, then added, “if certain events
work out I hope to remedy that lack.”

Bill stared down his nose. “You go
barging into jams like this not knowing
how to protect yourself?”

Mr. Quaile shrugged. “I must do
what 1s demanded of me. Also, Mr.
Gates, I have er—methods of protect-
ing myself.”

Bill let it go at that. By now the cab
was poking through Third Avenue traf-
fic. He felt his inner excitement grow;
had a quick sense of sharp suspense as
if great events were about to unfold.
He put his gun in his side pocket.

“Here,” said Mr. Quaile to the driver,
and the cab slid along the curb. Grimy,
ill-dressed men clotted in front of the
employment agency signs where in
chalk various positions and pay were
written on blackboards. Also, here,
were sandwich men, hopeless down-and-
outers who paraded endlessly adver-
tising two pairs of pants with Jacob’s
made-to-measure suits.

One of these Quaile scanned. The
sandwich board said, “Adler Hotel,
Rooms Fifty Cents. Cuisine Excel-
lent.”

“Drive on,” Mr. Quaile said. “Go to
the Adler.”

“Is that all?”’ demanded Bill.

“Is it not enough?” queried Mr.
Quaile. “Mr. Montague and Mr. Mar-
dale made contact and know the place
of meeting, the Adler Hotel. They have
gone there. We follow.”
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HE stared pensively at Bill as the cab

wheeled left to Second. “Mr.
Gates,” he said, “do you believe in
ghosts?”’

Astonished, Bill replied, “No.”

“Neither do I. Nor do I believe in
repetition of pattern—that is to say, if
one man has a style of action, another
man, a stranger, could not thus repeat
that pattern in detail.”

“All of which means which?” grunted
Bill.

“Did you ever hear of Armgaarde
Valery?”

“No,” said Bill. And then, “Wait
a minute, I did, too. He was a diplo-
mat or something and he was killed in
an airplane crash seven years ago.
Didn’t he work for Germany during the
World War?”

“He did—as a spy-master.
daughter died with him,”
“Humph!” said Bill.

terest.”

“No,” said Peter Quaile, “yet it is
queer that Armand Lupescu should
follow a pattern of action that only Va-
lery could have schemed. It is ghostly.
I see moves that only Valery could con-
ceive,”

“You see more than I do,” grunted
Bill. “I see Charlie Burke dead, a guy
named George Montague kidnaped, and
a loan being forced to Bukarina. Those
are facts. But what do they lead to?
Where is the pattern? What’s the
eventual idea?”

“You will learn,” promised Quaile.

Now, the Adler Hotel, a cheap, run-
down hotel in a cheap, run-down neigh-
borhood, confronted them. Mr. Quaile
leaped lightly down. His gray bird-like
eyes glittered.

“Come, please,” he said with as close
to an appearance of authority as he had
ever used. He led the way into the ho-
tel. Accurately, to the clerk, he de-
scribed Edward Montague. 7The clerk
nodded.

His

“No love 1n-

“Him and another gent went up to
five-twenty-four ten minutes ago.”

The elevator creaked and the old pull-
rope slid raspingly through the holes.
Bill’s right hand tightened on the butt
of his gun. Mr. Quaile pattered down
the hallway. He muttered once, “These
men are bold, too bold.”

He rapped on the door panel. When
there was no reply, he nodded grimly to
Bill. “Your broad shoulders, please,
Mr. Gates.”

Bill stared, then grinned joyously.
He hurled his big, grand body against
the door. On the second thrust the
old wood and older lock splintered and
he charged through the wreckage to
sprawl in a grimy room on a grimy car-
pet. He got up, hand clasped to his
gun,

“Pardon me,” he chuckled, “I hope
I’m not intruding.”

Four men were in the room. Bill
already knew Edward Montague and
Philip Mardale. The guy with the
white hair, white tufted eyebrows and
clipped white mustache he suspected to
be Armand Lupescu. The other man,
foreign-looking, had a hand inside his
coat near his armpit. His eyes were
snake-like.

“Don’t,” said Bill mildly. “I couldn’t
miss even through my coat.”

“Gregov,” said Lupescu sharply, “do
not play the fool.”

Gregov’s hand fell away but he con-
tinued to stare malevolently at Bill.
Bill produced his gun and hefted it, took
a position with his back to the wall.
And then, as if the stage were set, Peter
Quaile advanced modestly into the cen-
ter of the room.

ONTAGUE recovered from the

surprise. ‘“You did wrong to
break in, Quaile,” he cried harshly. “If
word is not sent to the place where
George is held in an hour, he will be

killed. I have surrendered. I have
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given the pledge—and Lupescu knows
my word is my bond.”

“Furthermore,” said Philip Mardale,
“Lupescu has convinced me at last that
his Green Shirts can win control of the
Bukarinian government. We turn a
good plece of business and all is set-
tled satisfactorily. You are not needed
here, Quaile.”

Quaile said, “I think I am.” He
stared thoughtfully at Mardale. “Do
you think only of profits—of money—
of millions more to spend? For money
would you sell out the munitions indus-
try of America?”

“It isn’t a question of selling out the
munitions industry,” Mardale said eva-
sively. “We sell munitions.”

“You lie,” replied Quaile quietly.
“There is more to this scheme than
merely gaining ten million dollars’
worth of munitions. More to it than
putting Green Shirts in control of Buka-
rina. What the additional prize is 1
shall keep to myself pending further
action. But this I do say, Montague,
you will not sell a ten miillion dollar
credit—and if you try I shall warn the
State Department and have Federal
authority hold you.”

Lupescu shouted angrily, “You dare
not do this. I act for my party, repre-
senting my country—"’

“Spare me that,” interrupted Peter
Quaile wearily. “You are a spy, a
cheat, a charlatan who works for some-
one else—who, I shall presently find
out.”

“My son,” said Montague. “If I
renege, what of him?”
It was a sign of weakness. Bill

turned his eyes back to Quaile. In this
moment of high drama he felt the little
gray man’s power—the power of knowl-
edge.

“Of course,” said Quaile. “Lupescu
—where is George Montague?”

“I do not know,” this haughtily.
“Why should I?”

Peter Quaile sighed.
threaten. I hate force.
Gates, step forward.”

Wonderingly, Bill did so. Quaile
sald, “Lupescu, the Bukarinian consu-
late would like to lay hands on you.
If they do, you will die enroute back to
Bukarina. You know that.”

“I1 have my passport,” Lupescu
licked his lips. “You dare not turn me
over to those scoundrels. They would
murder me.”

“Your passport can be rescinded,”
sald Quaile. “You can be ordered by
the State Department to leave—the
leaving being attended to by the Buka-
rinian consulate.”

Carefully, using his gloves, he took
out two letters, threw them on a desk.
“Those letters are addressed to me,” he
said, “sent by Edward Montague.”
Montague gave a start of surprise. “On
them,” continued Quaile, “are your fin-
gerprints, Lupescu. I will swear I
mailed them in the box in front of my
apartment. Other people will corrobo-
rate. The box was opened. The let-
ters are found here—also—"" he flung
down a screw driver—‘‘the tool that
was used. On that you can be con-
victed of tampering with the United
States mails and deported to Bukarina.

“A ghastly lie—a frame-up,” gasped
Lupescu, turning green.

Quaile shrugged. “In the argot of
the modern young person—so what?
Tell me where George Montague is—”’
he advanced determinedly to the tele-
phone. Bill tensed. And well he did,
for with no more warning than a strik-
ing copperhead gives, the man called
Gregov lunged forward. The gun
whipped from his pocket and was
streaking fire before it seemed to be
level.

“I never
But, Mr.

ILL shot the man twice in the arm

so that it hung like a broken tree
branch, blood drooling from the finger-
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tips. The man neither groaned nor
cried out. The gun fell from the shat-
tered wrist. Peter Quaile advanced
thoughtfully and picked it up.

“Excellent, Mr. Gates,” he mur-
mured, ‘“highly commendable.”

The tenseness went out of that room
then, and Bill knew that Quaile was
master. Quaile twirled the gun by the
trigger guard.

“Do I use the telephone, Lupescu, or

do you surrender young Montague?”

“If I tell, what then?” Lupescu
twitched with fear.

“You will be permitted to sail on the
Queen Mary tomorrow and choose your
own port of call,” said Peter Quaile.

Mardale and Montague had been a
witness to all this. Mardale said,
“Don’t be a fool, Lupescu, you’ve lost.
Tell us where George is.”

With a vindictive glance at Mon-
tague Lupescu swallowed, said, “He’s in
the Garden Hotel, eight hundred and
eight—with a woman, and drunk. It
wasn’t hard to keep him.”

He advanced apace. ‘“And unless
you supply the arms, Montague, there
are—"’

“Spare the threats,” cut in Quaile

sharply. “Already I regret sparing
such a snake.”
He turned. “That is all, Mr. Mon-

tague. We shall return your son. Your
agreement is off. Right?”

“Right,” nodded Montague dully.
“I'll go with—"

“You will go home, taking Mr. Mar-
dale with you. Come, Mr. Gates.”

Bill backed to the door. He had a
sudden sense then of incompleteness, as
1If somehow this was just a move in a
game whose ultimate end was cloaked
in tragedy. He understood then that
Quaile, by his mysterious references,
was hinting at something greater than
a mere loan. Silently he got into the
cab. As it moved away he turned to
Peter Quaile.

“I owe you an apology, Mr. Quaile.
I thought you were an old—old dodo.
But I think you’re tops—and on the
trail of the story of the century. And I
want you to know I'm with you to the
finish.”

Peter Quaile smiled gently. “Thank
you,” he said. ‘“We shall get along.
And I'll call you William.”

“I wish you would,” laughed Bill.
“To me you’re the Professor from now
on.”

Bill held his peace for a while and
then suddenly blurted, “There’s a lot
more to this than the murder of Burke,
the forced loan and the abduction of
George Montague. Something terrible
going on. You know what it is. Won't
you tell me?”’

“1 wish I could,” said Mr. Quaile
gravely. “I can only tell you that these
are steps in an infernal conspiracy to

~gain control of the American Munitions
‘industry.

For what purpose remains
to be seen.”

The Garden Hotel was a smart,
brightly lit hostelry that catered to a
flashy crowd and cared little what went
on in its rooms, gambling and other-
wise, so long as the guest paid his
charges. Peter Quaile reached the room
door first. Bill found him staring in-
tently at the knob.

Bill stared, too, and his heart gave
a leap. A tiny spot of fresh blood lay
on the chromium brilliance of it.

“The door’s unlocked, too,” he
gasped. “My God, have they found
out what you’ve done and come and
killed the guy?”

ETER QUAILE thrust on the panel.

The door slid silently open.

“Ghosts!” he muttered. “Ghosts!”

Bill piled hastily after the little man.
The gaily furnished room, even yet lit-
tered with newspapers, empty whiskey
bottles and glasses, looked hurriedly
vacated. No one was in sight,
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Yet a trunk reposed squarely in the
center of the floor.

Peter Quaile spoke grimly. “Blood
on the floor. Signs of a struggle.
Something devilish has hapened. . . .
Open the trunk, William.”

- Ginigerly, using his handkerchief,

Bill lifted the lid. He stared within,
staggered back, his stomach leaping
and gagging against his diaphragm.

“My God!” he muttered, “it’s a
woman.” |

CHAPTER 1V

DEVELOPMENTS

HE surprise to Bill Gates was

I overwhelming. He had sus-

pected murder, but he had looked
for a man’s body—George Montague’s
body. Nor had Bill missed the look of
supreme astonishment on the face of
Peter Quaile. The gray columnist
stared at the naked, lovely figure, at the
pretty face, pretty even with the ghastly
rouge on it.

“Never,” he said almost bitterly,
“let one say I know everything. I have
made mistakes—many of them. But
God helping me, I shall make no more.”

“But where’s Montague?” demanded
Bill.

Peter Quaile did not immediately re-
ply. He recovered a handkerchief—it
had George Montague’s initials on it.
He recovered a penknife, obviously the
weapon used to hack this girl’s throat.
It had George Montague’s name in gold
on it. To Bill’s further amazement,
Peter Quaile carefully wrapped these
up, put them in his pocket. He looked
around for other objects, finally, not
finding anything, went to the telephone.

He called Center Street and the
Homicide Bureau. When he got Hor-
rigan he said, “Yes, another murder,

Jim. Her name is Sally Barlow. She
1s, or rather was, a dancer in the Green
Palm night club. She sued a playboy
named Carrol two years ago for breach
of promise. I loath to speak ill of the
dead, but she was not er—er—all she
should be. We can’t remain here. All
I wish you to do is keep this death a
secret for at least twenty-four hours.
It is the final clue I need to solve the
main problem. And when the main
problem is solved, the murders will be
cleared up.”

He hung up. Bill said, “Did George
Montague kill her?”

“No, I think not,” rejoined Quaile
carefully. ‘“That is why I am keeping
these clues.” He glanced at his watch.
“It 1s time to go.”

“Where?”

“To see George Montague.”

This made no sense to Bill, but Peter
Quaile was obviously distracted as he
went to the street and Bill forbore to
ask questions since all would presently
be made clear.

In the cab going crosstown Peter
Quaile suddenly said, “William, you
asked me a little while ago what was
the main motive behind these mys-
terious violent events. I told you I was
not sure. I am sure now. I know who
did this.”

“Who?” cried Bill eagerly.

“Armgaarde Valery.”

“The spy who was dead.”

“The spy who was reported dead,”
assented Quaile gravely. “But he is
not dead. This has a definite pattern
that only his mind could conceive. It
has an ultimate objective that only he
would wish.”

“And that?”

““The conquest of America.”

Bill gaped. “War?”

“Oh, not war now. Nor next year.
Perhaps not for twenty years. Con-
quests are developed like the policy of
nations over a period of years. Itisa
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game of chess in which you maneuver
your pileces until you have the king
checkmated.”

The older man stared moodily at the
passing lights.

“The formation of nationalist gov-
ernments in countries like Bukarina—
making a solid bloc of poor, desperate
people who will be offered the lure of
conquest and loot. That is one move.”

E shrugged. “A European war

must come first. That war will
be won by the side having the greatest
amount of munitions. America has a
neutrality policy, but suppose—"’ he
leaned forward intently—‘“suppose the
bloc of nationalist nations owned
American munitions industries. They
could be supplied and win. Do I make
myself clear?”’

“Yes—no—" Bill stuttered weakly,
“it’s so damned big I—it makes my
head reel.”

“Yes,” murmured Quaile, “I can un-
derstand. It made me reel as I fol-
lowed each subtle little scheme from its
inception to its conclusion. This plan
has been under way for twenty years,
William. European politics are gov-
erned by it. The conquest of Ethiopia
was a small point. The establishment
of Manchukuo—"’

“Japan!” gulped Bill.

“Armgaarde Valery married a Japa-
nese woman of nobility,” said Peter
Quaile gravely. “Japan says openly
she seeks world domination. In a little
over a hundred years she has become
one of the three great powers of the
world.” He shrugged, stirred. “But
here we are.”

His teeth clicked as he opened the cab
door. ‘“Montague has lied and with-
held vital information. What he knows
is the key to our future action. I shall
have no mercy.”

So Bill followed the amazing little
man to the triplex eighteen-room apart-

ment that Edward Montague main-
tained In the most exclusive apartment
house on Park Avenue. In answer to
the buzzer a tall, thin, cold-faced butler
responded.

“Mr. Montague has but just re-
turned,” he said. “Who shall 1 say
called?”

He blocked the doorway solidly.
“Peter Quaile.”

“I have orders to inform you Mr.
Montague is not at home.”

Peter Quaile sighed. “William, you
will please remove this obstacle.”

In that instant the butler took a
swing at Quaile. Had he struck him
the little man might have been seriously
hurt. But Peter Quaile grabbed the
arm, twisted it in strange fashion and
the butler screamed in pain. At that in-
stant Bill, who had already unleashed
a punch to save Quaile, hit the butler
on the chin. The man went down and
his twisted arm cracked like a rotten
branch.

Peter Quaile walked around him and
so into the apartment. Montague came
running, face purple, “What is the
meaning of this?” '

Unperturbed, Peter Quaile said, “Be-
fore we discuss that, tell me how you
happened to employ that butler?”

“Wilson? Why, he’s been with me
six years. He’s—what does this mean?
What have you done to him?”’

‘“His name is Helwig. He is a spy,”
said Peter Quaile. “Search him, Wil-
liam, and make sure he is tied. He
has a reputation as a killer.”

As he spoke he had been advancing
on Edward Montague and the big
munitions czar backed before him un-
til they came into a salon whose fur-
nishings alone must have cost nearly a
hundred thousand dollars.

“Where’s your son George?” Quaile
demanded.

“Why—I dor’t know. He—" Mon-
tague fumbled for words.
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“Cease lying,” said Peter Quaile, his
eyes flashing. “He has been home—
came home before you got here. He
told you about the girl Sally Barlow
being dead. You’re afraid he’ll be ar-
rested for murder. You intend to slip
him away.”

“You devil!” growled Montague,
then defiantly, “Yes, he is here. But
he didn’t kill the woman. Other men
did. A man called Stanislaus.”

“I have no doubt that is true,” said
Peter Quaile, “and for the moment we
can let the matter rest there to take
up something far more important.”

EFORE the steady blaze in his eyes

Montague’s glance dropped. He
was suddenly no longer the great, po-
tent munitions magnate possessed of
millions of dollars, but a harassed tired
old man.

“In my office,” said Peter Quaile
softly, “you spoke of an additional de-
mand made on you when George was
kidnaped. You refused to say what it
was. I mistakenly did not press the
point. But I must know now. What
else was asked of you?”

Edward Montague had a tortured
air. “I cannot tell you. I can’t. It
means ruin for me.”

“Ah,” said Peter Quaile, “ruin, you
say. You have millions invested 1n
European munitions plants. You
wanted to establish a world trust. You
mean you would lose all that.”

“I mean I would lose my life,”
shouted Montague. “I mean—the hell
with you. I won’t tell you.” :

“But you will,” said Peter Quaile
dangerously, “I have the evidence in-
volving George Montague in the death
of Sally Barlow. A penknife. A hand-
kerchief. I do not believe the boy
touched her. But the police will think
differently. You will speak, Montague,
or by Godfrey, I'll call them.”

Montague teetered helplessly, hatred,

fear, helplessness twisting his face. As
he stood there a smaller, plumper rep-
lica of him slid palely into the room.
Bill saw it was George Montague, the
missing kidnaped son. Bill took up a
stance, his gun leveled, to watch devel-
opments.

Montague surrendered. He said
sullenly, “One of the demands was that
I was to offer in the public market one
hundred and twenty-one thousand
shares of American Explosives at four
hundred dollars a share.”

“Ah, yes,” Peter Quaile’s bird-like
eyes grew bright. “That represents
control of American Explosives, doesn’t
1t?”’

C(Yes'”

“And the person holding control can
say to whom munitions will be sold?”

| “Yes‘”

“You accepted?”

“No,” blazed Montague energetical-
ly. “I refused. That offer came before
George was kidnaped. I did not know
the same parties were involved until
Lupescu repeated the same proposi-
tion.”

“You mean you had a note outlining
this offer to purchase?”

“Yes'}?

“Get it,” ordered Peter Quaile with
ill-concealed eagerness.

He paced up and down as Montague
left the room. Finally he halted before
the plump youth of twenty-four.

“What happened in the room?” he
asked.

There was no power, no verve in
George Montague. He looked like his
father, but he had not the drive that
had pulled the older man to a tremen-
dous fortune and power.

He let his eyes slide away. “Noth-
ing. They kept me there. Then they
killed—killed Sally—"’ his lips quivered
—*“and I hit one of them and ran out.”

“Do you know why they killed her?”
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