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A true story of the war’.{asdtoﬁi by ¥ )

SISTER ISABEL NIXON, Head Nurse “ )
of St. Thomas Hospital, Lendon, to a \CZ NG > / 1 "It _happened dur
war correspondent.

The centuries-old London hos-
pital has three distinctions. It 1s
London’s most bombed hospital
(undoubtedly because of its prox-
imity to the Houses of Parliament
just across the Thames), It has not
during this war lost an air raid vic-
tim. And it was the home of Flor-
ence Nightingale. Headnurses still
wear the same uniform and lace-
edged frilled bonnets pioneer
Nightingale wore during the Cri-
mean campaign.

ing a lull, after many
hours of continuous
bombing. We were op-
erating on casualties
brought to the under-
ground emergency the-
atre. There was a ter-
rific explosion nearby,
then such a frightening
blackness as could only
come in an operating

2 ‘That sin;le stray bomb had shartered
the two outside electric plants. It would
take time to rig up the emergency plant
Meanwhile we had a vicum on the op-
erating table, in danger of bleeding to
death. I told all the nurses and medical
students to get their flashlights

3 "We grouped around
the rable, giving the sur-
geon the light he needed
to save his patient . .. Be
cause of the highly inflam-
mable ether we couldn't
have used a hurricane
lamp. This was one of
many, many cases where
only flashlights with prop-
er batteries could have
been used to save life
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don't WOI‘I“Y about

Rupture

® W'by put up with dav'l «s-s months . + + YEARS of dis
comfort, worry and fear! Learn now about this perfected
invention for all forms of reducible rupture. Surely you
keenly desire—you eagerly CRAVE to enjoy life’s normal
activities and pleasures once again. To work . . . to play
++.to live...to love ... with the haunting Fear of
Rupture banished from your thoughts! Literally thousands
of rupture sufferers have entered this Kingdom of Paradise
Regained. Why not you! Some wise man said, “Nothing
is impossible in this world”—and it is true, for where others
fail is where we have had our greatest success in many cases!
Even doctors—thousands of them—have ordered for thems-
selves and their patients. Unless your case is absolutely
hopeless, do not despair. The coupon below brings our
Free Rupture Book in plain envelope, Send the coupon now,

Patented AIR-CUSHION Sup-
port Gives Nature a Chance
to CLOSE the OPENING

Think of it! Here’s a surprising yet simple-acting invention
that permits Nature to close the opening—that holds the rup-
ture securely but gently, day and night, at work and at play!
Thousands of grateful Tettcrs express heartfelt thanks for re.
sults beyond the expectation of the writers. What is this
invention—How does it work? Will it help me? Get the
complete, fascinating facts on the Brooks Automatic Air
Cushion Appliance—send now for free Rupture Book.,

Cheap—Sanitary—Comfortable

Rich or poor—ANYONE can afford to buy this remarkable,
LOW-PRICED rupture invention! But look out for imita.
tions and counterfeits. The Genuine Brooks Air-Cushion
Truss is never sold in stores or by agents; Your Brooks is made up, after
order is received, to fit your particular case. You buy direct at the
w “maker-to-user” price. The perfected Brooks is sanitary, lightweight,
inconspicuous. Has no hard pads to gouge painfully into the flesh, no
stiff, punishing springs, no metal ginflc to rust or corrode. It brings
heavenly comzm lmraecm-ity—-whdc the Automatic Air Cushion con-
tinually works, in its own, unique way, to help Nature get results! Learn
what this patented invention can mean to you coupon quick!

SENT ON TRIAL!

No . . . Gon't order 3 Brooks now—FIRST get the complete
revealing explanation of this world-famous rupture invention.
THEN decide whether you want the comfort—the freedom from
fear and worry—the security—the same amasing results thou-
sands of men, women and chiidren have re; They found
our (nvention the answer to thelr prayers! Why can't you?
And you risk nothing as the complete appllance is SENT ON
TRIAL. BSurely you owe it to yourself to Investigate this no-
risk trial. Send for the facts now—today—hurry! All cor~
respondenoce strictly confidential.

FREE! Latest Rupture Book Explains All!
rein v JUSt Clip and Send Couponmp
Brooks Appliance Co., 182K State St.,Marshall, Mich.

C. E. BROOKS,
Inventor

Rupture Cases.

ve over. 33 000 grateful letters
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and laid it aside last December.

104, Oregon City, Ore.
“Runs and Plays"

"My son has not worn the Appliance for

over a year. He wore one for ten years an
1 am very grateful now to think he has la
it aside. He is twelve years old, runs

h like all d s both-
T e bR

—Mra. M.
Route 1, Box 103, Cumberland, Md.
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In our files at Marshall, Mnu;u::
have to us entirely u 'ud
come fo
without any sort OIMML

*1 bought one of your Rupture Appliances
in 1933, wore?t day and night fot_lo{c year

e rup-
ture hasn't bothered me since. T used sev-
eral others without success until I got a
Brooks.”—], B. McCarter, Route 2, Bom
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Many Jobs Now Open Pay $50 a Week

Would you like a civilian
future after the war’ Would you like to be in line for promotions In rank
and pay If you're callad into Military Service?! Then get my FREE 64-

job vital to the war effort that has a bright

page book. Find out how I train you at homs to be a Radfo Techniclan
or Radio Operator!

Big Demand Now For Well-Trained Radio Technicians, Operators

Radio has jumped from a great pearetime bu+iress to a booming war
industry  The Radio repair business is booming because no new Radios
are belng made. Radio Technicians and Operators are needed- hundrels
of them—for vital jobs al good waies

Broadcasting Stations, Aviation Radio and Pollce Radio, and other
Radlo branches are scrambling for Operators and Techniclians Radio Manu-
facturers, now working on Government orders for Radio efquiprnent, employ
trained men. The Government, too, needs hundreds of competent civillan
and enlisted Radio men and women Then, think of the NIEW jobs that
Telavision, Frequency Modulation, Electronics, and other Radlo develop-
ments will open after the war.

Extra Pay in Army, Navy, Yoo

There's 2 real need in Army, Navy for trained Hadlo men. If you have
completed a course In Radlo you stand a good chance of being assiyned
to communications work The National Radio Institute has trained many

men who now hold speciallst’s ratings. Over 1,700 Service Men are
enrolled with N. R. I.

Many Beginners Soon Make $5, $10 a Week EXTRA in Spare Time

The day you enroll for my Course 1 start sending you EXTRA MONEY
JOB SHEETS that soon show how to earn EXTRA money fixing Radios
Many make $10 a week EXTRA in spare time while stiil leurninyg
I send you SIX big kits of real Radlo parts. You LEARN Radio funda-
mentals from my Lessons - PRACTICE what you learn by buililing typical
circuits llke those illustrated on this page— PROVE what you learn by
interesting tests on the circults you bulld.

Now Is the Time to Actl

You have a real opportunity—it you act NOW! Bo take the first step at
once. Get my FREE 6! page book Just mail Coupon In an envelope or
pasta on penny postul'--J, E. SMITH, President, Dept. 3N09, National
Radio Institute, Washington 9, D. C.

Vital Radio Jobs Like These Go To Men | Trained

$200 a Month in Own * =7

$10 a2 Week in Spare r

Business - “For sev Time — I repaired
eral years I  have some Radios when [
been {n bustness for was on my tenth les-

myselfl making around §
$200 & month. I have
N R. I to thank for
m{maum” A,
F EHNER, 300 W, >
Texas Ave., Goose Creek,

son. I made $600 {n
a year and a half,
and have made an
average of $10 4 week
~—Just spare time."'— |
JOHN JERRY, 1337 Kalamath
t.. Denver, Colorado,

'’ Sg7)
Texas,

Lieutenant in Signal
Corps—"1 cannot di-
vulge any information
as o my type of
work, but I can say

Chief Operator
Broadcasting Sta-
tion — “‘Before 1
completed your les-
sons. I obtained my

that N. R, I training - Radio Broadeast
is certainly coming in > Operator’s  license
4 mighty handy these B and immediately
sys.” — RICHARD joined statiop WM
W. ANDERSON. (Address omit-

PC where I am now Chief Opera-
tor.”—~HOLLIS F. HAYES, 327
Madison St., Lapeer, Michigan.

ted for military ressons.)

—

| Will Train You at Home For

Jobs Now Open

By the time
with Radio paris 1
measurcments and a.d

preselectar,

detector, 1. . stage,

ERATOR will give
experience, Provides
modulated slgnals for
perimental purposes,

Tslments
PRACTICAL experfence.

You build this BUPRRITETER-
ODYNE CIRCUIT containing a
oscillator-mixer first

tector a v, c. stage, audio stage.
Bring In local and distant sta-
tions on this circult.

Bullding this A. M. SIGNAL-GEN-

You Build These and Other Radio
Circuits With Kits 1 Supply!

you've condncted 60 gets of Experiments

supply—hava made hundreds of
you'll have had valuable

diode-de-

You build this
MEASURING IN-
STRUMENT yourself

early in the Course. Use it

in practical Radlo work to make
EXTRA money. Vacuum tube
multitueter, measures A. C,,
D ¢ and R F,
currents,
output.

volts, D). C.
resistance,

recelver

you valuable
ampiitude-
test and ex-

,”[l'aoox HAS. SHOWN HUNDREDS

HOW 70 MAKE GOOD MONEY

Mail me FREE,
“Win Rich Rewards in
FPlease write plainly.)

Mr. J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 3NO9,
Nafional Radio Institute, Washington 9, D. C.

without obligation, your 84-page book

la," (No Salesman will call,
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By CHAKRA

Famous Mystic

Strange stories will always be popular, especially when these strange stories are
true. The person who has a number of odd and mystifying stories at his fingertip
will always be the center of attraction in any conversation.

The purpose of this department is to furnish such entertainment.

It presents

true stories of strange happenings gathered from all corners of the earth and authen-

ticated by reliable persons.

Your CRYSTAL-SCOPE Reading Free!

Send in Coupon on Page 96

The Phantom Musician

T A recent convention of Police Chiefs,

A held in New York City, one of the dele-

gates, a Police Captain from Ohio,

John Wallerman, told of solving a crime with

the aid of a ghost. The other officers laughed,
until Wallerman told this true story:

I was a patrolman at the time. Old Max
Heber, the local pawnbroker, was murdered
one night by a crook who had stolen a valuable
violin which Max had taken for security from
a mysterious stranger. It had been a valuable
instrument, studded with gems and mother of

earl. The stranger had said it was a family

eirloom and that he would return in several
weeks to redeem it,

I was at Max’s bedside when he passed away.
He couldn’t give a very good description of
his killer, but we were able to locate the man
who had pawned the violin. He was pros-
trated and said that only two men knew of
the violin’s value.

We tracked down one of the men, but he
had an alibi. But we couldn’t locate the other
fellow. All we knew that he had been last seen
on a certain street and robably lived some-
where in that vicinity. IPwas assigned to that
section of town.

Days passed. Then one night about twelve
o’clock, I heard a violin being played in one
of the small houses. There were no lights in
the house. Finally, I knocked on the door
and waited.

There was no answer. But the violin kept

aeS

Believing that the player must be
deaf, I took a skeleton key and opened the
door. With my flashlight I looked into the
one main room,

As my light flashed, the music stopped.
But there was no one there. I spotted the
violin on the mantelpiece. Believing it was
the missing violin, I took it to headquarters.
It was identified by the owner, And a few
hours later, we arrested the killer when he re-
turned to his home.

But the mystery of the violin being played
by some invisible hands, still worried me.
Finally, I told the enigma to the owner of the
remarkable instrument. He looked up at me
with a strange smile on his face. hen he
said: “I wonder, officer—if it was the ghost
of my grandfather who made the violin? He
told us that if it ever left our possession, he
would turn over in his grave.”

playing.

Protector in the Night

A STRANGE story is reported by Thomas
Calway of Illinois. Some weeks ago, his
brother William, who had been a detective
with the local police force, died in an auto-
mobile accident. Thomas had loved William
dearly, for Thomas had been a frail man ever
since boyhood and had always looked up to
William as his strong protector.
Several days after the funeral, Thomas was

(Continued on page 8)
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* ELECTRICITY f{s one of the most fmportant
factors in our war effort. Thousands of trained
Electricians are needed NOW. And after the
war, Electricity will continue to be tremendously
important! Why be satisfied with a no-future job

when I make it SO EASY to prepare for a good e,
war-time and peacc-time job with a REAL
FUTURE?

RS

rree]/ ELECTRICITY 22/
Lecerre By Doing in 12 Weeks

Get into the fascinating, fast-growing, well-

paid field of Electricity—a field that offers SPECIAI' omn!
you opportunities und a future—in good

times or bad times—a ficld that is a perma- RAD'o and
nent necessity in war or peace. Here is ELECTRON
your chance to prepare yourself for a last-

ing permanent future. New E

Here at Coyne, in 12 weeks, you can train clncg.,:::r o

for your Big Opportunity. ‘‘Learn-by-doing’ "0::1"
<

—train on real electrical machinery. Not a
correspondence course. Here you learn afr-
plane ignition, wind armatures, learn power
plant operation, do house and factory wiring, etc.

Coyne training is easy to learn. You don't
need previous experience or advanced educa-
tion. You don't need much money to get
my training. I have many plans to help
y the’ fellow who needs training but hasn't
£ i AL much money. Mail coupon for all the facts.

INSURE YOUR FUTURE! Send for Book!

Coyne s 45 years old and has seen War and Peace—times of
prosperity and times of national depression. During all these
times Coyne has trained men for Good pay jobs. Coyne train-
ing is tested and proven. Mall coupon and let me send you
the big free Coyne book and my complete story about how
I help you get the training L?u need for a good Electrical
job. ‘P}uadocs notobligate you. Soactatonce. Just mall coupon.

Moesiaent” COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL
500 S. Paulina St.  Dept. 83-84  Chicago 12, Illinois
;------------------------------
Coyne Training fs FASY, PRACTICAL! g &GP RIS Rrentdenc o0 esaa

You LEARN BY DOING on real, actual 8500 S. Paulina St., Chicago 12, Illinois

machinery and apparatus. Don't let g .'s‘en1 me vour 'Frfe180m§>“nd1mll me about your plans
k of m Yy 8t .Y > 1to help me —including Pay-Tultion-after-Graduation
inr':lnlng ﬁ‘:'::ith(c)rr: :;:‘; foror( ';:‘ne::; g offer und Radlo-Electronics Tralning at no extra cost.

monthly payments after you graduate.

GET YOUR TRAIN/ING
NOW ... PAY FOR
/T LATER ¢

LIFETIME

JOB
SERVICE

If you need part-time work te help out :!\'AM}{ ........................................

Free tofoyﬂf with living expenses, I'll help you get it. § ADDRESS....... R e reeeeenaan
s/

G_’ad"”'e VCITY ... e, STATE..........




MYSTERY-SCOPES
(Continued from page 6)

returning home, walking through the park.
It was late and only a small street lamp off-
set the extreme dark of the night.

Suddenly a huge man loomed up in front of
Thomas. The stranger asked:

“What time is it, mister?”

Something about the man made Thomas
afraid, but he took out his watch with a prayer
on his lips. As Calway gave the time, he
looked up at the face of the stranger whose
glance went first to the right of Calway in a
strange manner, and then returned to Calway.
Then the stranger said, “Thanks, mister,”
turned and walked away.

Thomas Calway was glad to get home. He
tried to tell himself it was all his imagination
of fear. The stranger wasn’t a crook after all.

But the next day, Calway thought differ-
ently. The afternoon paper told of a holdup
and murder in the park. The victim, before
he died, had described his killer.

Calway shuddered. He knew
same man who had asked for the time.
why hadn’t he held up Calway?

Through Calway’s description and identifi-
cation, the killer was apprehended. At the
police station confronted by Calway, he con-
fessed.

Then he was asked why he hadn’t robbed
Calway.

The man answered sullenly: “I intended to
—but that big fellow beside you made me
change my mind.”

Calway believes his dead brother was still
his protector even after death.

it was the
But

The Cup of Chocolate

THIS story comes from a sister of an Amer-
ican soldier. She verifies it through her
family doctor. Here are her own words:

When my brother John went to war several
months ago, it had a terrible effect on my
mother. My father had been killed in the last
war shortly after my brother had been born,
and mother feared that her son would meet the
same fate.

She began to fade and could not eat. I was
constantly at her side, and the doctor came
most every day to try and benefit my mother
in some way. But all she would talk about
was John over there in the foxholes. Her
. mind was weakening.

On the afternoon of May 22nd this year,
the doctor and I were sitting cn the porch
talking about mother’s condition, when we
heard her in the kitchen. Then in a few mo-
ments, we heard her go back to the living
room talking to herself. She frequently did
that so we thought nothing of it.

After a while we went in the living room,
and I noticed a cup and saucer on the table
near the couch. As I walked over to it,
mother said to me:

“John was here—I gave him a cup of choco-
late. He couldn’t stay but said he would come
back tomorrow and take me on a journey.”

The doctor nodded to me not to say any-
thing, and we both looked at the cup. It was
partly empty and there were lip-marks on it.

8

The doctor examined it carefully. Then he
whispered:

“This is strange—these are not the marks of
your mother’s mouth.” )

We couldn’t understand it of course, but
thought that the cup might have been stand-
ing in the kitchen and mother had brought it
in, in her vague mental state. One of the
neighbor’s children might have drunk out of
the cup, because mother often made chocolate
for them. o

So we comforted mother, the doctor giving
her some medicine, which she took gla}d_ly, be-
cause she was very happy about her vision.

But the next day, the strangeness stru_ck
with all its power. Mother was stricken with
a heart attack and died within a few moments.
Her last words were:

“John, I'm ready.”

But the most astounding thing of all was—
three weeks later we received word that John
had been killed in the South Pacific and had
died on May 22nd, the very day that mother
had told us of the strange visitation and the
cup of chocolate.

Child of Vision

l ITTLE Billie Brokaw of Washington
4 State was always claiming he knew what
was going to happen. His parents and broth-
ers and sisters made fun of him, although at
times they admitted he was a pretty good
guesser.

Recently he fell sick. The doctor thought
at first the nine-year-old boy had pneumonia,
but the delirium was a bit different. Finally,
the doctor awaited the crisis and one evening
reported that if Billie lived through the night,
he would get well.

But about ten o'clock a thunder shower
came up. The thunder and lightning were in-
tense. Relatives feared that the vibrations
might be bad for their brother, so they came
into his room in their nightclothes and waited
till the storm passed.

Just when they thought the storm was over,
came a clap of thunder that shook the house
from top to bottom. Little Billie jumped up
from his slumber. He saw his brothers and
sisters around him. His first response was:

“Get your clothes on—grandmother is com-
ing—Uncle John is dead. . . .”

And then he lay down again and fell into a
coma.

Instinctively the other children obeyed—
and in a few moments, the grandmother stag-
gered into the room—her house, a short dis-
tance away, had been struck by lightning.
When the relatives rushed to put out the fire,
they found that Uncle John had been killed by
the bolt, just as Billie had foretold.

The next morning, Billie came through the
crisis—and since that day he has been per-
fectly normal. He no longer has any strange
psychic powers.

The Lost Mine of Death

THIS story can be verified by Court Rec-
ords ir} British Columbia, Canada.
Some time ago, a young Indian came to

(Continued on page 10)



\) They Never Knew~

It Was SO EASY To Play

Thousands Learn Musical Instruments

By Amazingly Simple Method

No Teacher, No Musical Knowledge
Required. In a Short Time You
Start Playing Real Tunes!
750,000 Now Enrolled

HINK of the fun YOU are missing! The popularity,
friendship, good times! Why? Because vou think it's
kard to learn music. You have an idea that it's a slow,
tedious task, with lots of boring drills and exercises.
That's not the twentieth-century way! Surely you've heard
the news! How people all over the world have learned to
play by a method so simple a child can understand it—so
fascinating that it's like plaving a game. Imagine! You
learn without a teacher—in your spare time at home—at a
cost of only a few cents a dav! You learn by the famous
print-and-picture method—every position, every move before
your eyes in big, clear illustrations. You CAN'T go wrong!
And best of all, you start playing real tunes almost at once,

from the very first lesson.

No needless, old-fashioned “scales’
and exercises. No contused, perplex-
ing study. You learn to play by plav-
ing. It's thrilling, exciting, inspiring!
No wonder hundreds of thousands of
people have taken up music this easv
wav. No wonder enthusiastic letters
like those reproduced here pour in
from all over the world.

Sound interesting? Well, just name
the instrument you'd like to play and
we'll prove vou CAN! If interested,
mail the coupon or write.

U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC
29412 Brunswick Bldg.
New York 10, N. Y.

‘“Thar's Gold in Them Thar Hillbilly Songs.”
Craze for mountain musie, ‘‘swing’’ and other
popular forms has brought fame and fortune to
many who started playing for the fun of It
Thousands have discovered unexpected pleasure
and profit in music., thanks to the unique
method that makes it amazingly ecasy to learn.

Send for FREE Booklet and
Print and Picture Sample

Seo for yourcelf how this wonderful
selfl -instruction method works Sit
Learned Quickly at Home. *T didn’'t down, in the privacy of your own
dream T could actually learn to play home, with the interesting f{llustra-
without a teacher. Now when 1 play ted booklet, “"How to Learn Musio
for people they hardly believe that 1  at Home.” No salesman will call—
learned to play so we!l in so short a decide for yourself whether you want
time.”” *H. C. 8, Calif to play this easy way.
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] U. S. SCHOOL OF MUsIC ]
} 29412 Brunswick Bldg., New York 10, N. Y. 1
] I am interested In music study. particularly in the instru- §
ment ndicated below Please send me your free booklet,
J How to learn Music at Home'’ and the free Print & |
i Picture Sample. 1
Plano Trumpet, Cornet Piccolo
} Guitar Resd Organ Modern 1
] Hawaiian Guitar Tenor Banjo Elementary 1
Violin Ukulele Harmony
: 3 - i I Piano Accordion Drums and Traps Mandolin 1
’ 1 Plain Accordion Trombone Practical Finger g
Invited te Parties. “"Be- Well Worth Money. Surprised Friends, Saxophone Flute Controf
fore 1 took your course '‘“The course {s fully “People who hear me ' Have You 1
I didn’t know one note sclf explanatory When play don’t understand 1 Name. .. .. .. . This Instru.?...... 1
of music. Then three one Is finished with it how 1 do it  They ask (PLEASE PRINT)
months later [ started there is lttle one need 301 haven't had lessons | l
to play for dances. I've learn. It i3 well worth from a teacher To B 1 T T 1
been  invited to many the money and [ fully their surprise they find . """""
artles The course {3 believe you ha'e the I haven't. I'm glad o iy
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SAYS MAN CAN NOW USE
POWER OF 1000 MINDS

A strange man in Los Angeles, known as
“The Voice of Two Worlds,” reveals the story
of a remarkable system that often leads to
almost unbelievable improvement in power of
mind, achievement of brilliant business and
professional success and new happiness. Many
report improvement in health. Others tell of
increased bodily strength, magnetic person-
ality, courage and poise.

The man, a well-known explorer and geog-
rapher, tells how he found these strange
methods in far-off and mysterious Tibet, often
called the land of miracles by the few travelers
permitted to visit it. He discloses how he
learned rare wisdom and long hidden practices,
closely guarded for three thousand years by the
sages, which enabled many to perform amazing
feats. He maintains that these immense powers
are latent in all of us, and that methods for
using them are now simplified so they can be
used by almost any person with ordinary in-
telligence.

He maintains that man, instead of being
limited by a one-man-power mind, has within
him the mind power of a thousand men or more

as well as the energy power of the universe
which can be used in his daily affairs. He
states that this sleeping giant of mind power,
when awakened, can make him capable of sur-
prising accomplishments, from the prolonging
of youth, to success in
many fields.

The author states
the time has come for
this long hidden system
to be disclosed to the
Western world, and of-
fers to send his amaz-
ing 9000-word treatise
—which reveals many
startling  results — to
sincere readers of this
publication, free of cost
or obligation. For your
free copy, address the
Institute of Mentalphysics, 213 South Hobart
Blvd.,, Dept. 521-F, Los Angeles 4, Calif.
Readers are urged to write promptly, as only
a limited number of the free treatises have
been printed. (Advertisement)
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MYSTERY-SCOPES
(Continued from page 8)

New Westminster, B.C., with a bag of gold
nuggets. He would not reveal the location
of his mine, but said he would return for more
gold, when the present supply gave out.

Then he disappeared, and a few days later,
high in the hills, was found a dead squaw. The
woman was identified as the squaw who had
been seen with the rich young Indian.

Later, when he returned with more gold, he
was apprehended and finally he confessed he
had killed the squaw because she knew where
his mine was.

He boasted that he had killed every squaw
that had cooked for him on his various trips.
And even on the gallows he proclaimed that
no man would ever find his gold and live.

“The gods will choke him,” he shouted.

But John Littlemore, a veteran prospector
felt that he could find the mine by the location
of the dead squaw; so he started out on his
perilous journey. He claimed that the In-
dian had probably carried the dead squaw for
one day’s journey, or had killed her on the
night of the first day’s trip.

Time passed, but Littlemore never came
back. People wondered what had become of
him. But recently, surveyors for a proposed
railroad to connect British Columbia with the
newly opened Alaska highway, came upon
John Littlemore’s body. The cold had pre-
seryed_the body pretty well, and upon ex-
amination a gold nugget was found wedged
in his windpipe. He had evidently died of
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strangulation. He probably had been carrying
the nugget in his mouth as prospectors were
sometimes known to do, when in danger of
being robbed.

What do you think?

QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS

Dear Chakra: I have heard several reports
that soldiers have seen strange visions of light
through the palm trees in the Solomon Islands,
which cannot be accounted for by natural ex-
planation. Is it true that the Solomons are
haunted islands as sailors have reported for
years?—Merrill Halstead.

Dear Mr., Halstead: More than likely these re-
ports of lights in the Sulomons are due to a certain

fungus parasite which occasionally causes flame to
burst forth from lmperial palm trees.

Dear Chakra: Has the identity of the fa-
mous “phantom soldier” of North Africa ever
been established? Newspapers have fre-
quently reported his appearance.—Mel Mal-
ley.

Dear Mr. Malley: He is supposed to be Corporal
Marshall Dickerson of the French Foreign Leglon—
an American soldier of fortune born in White Post,
Virginia. His body has never been found. He
claimed he would always be a soldier of fortune,
death notwithstanding.

Dear Chakra: I have been told that there
is a bridge somewhere, that whenever any
man named O’Rourke passes over it, he dies,
due to a curse made by an enemy of the
O'Rourke family. Is this true and where is
the bridge?—John O’Rourke.

(Concluded on page 96)
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while learning. Begin this home study course
st once and become Iindependent. Write today.

Anatomy Charts & Booklet FREE

Enroll now and we will include uniform coat,
medical dictionary, patented reducing roller and
Hydro-Therapy supplies without extras cost. Be
prepared to help meet the growing demand for
massage during and after the war,

Send coupon now for Anatomy Charts and booklet
of photographs and letters from successful
gnduatn These will all be sent postpaid—F REE.
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THE College of Bvedlth Massage

Dept. B63, 100 East Ohlo smct Chicago |1
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Mister—youte getting paid in DYNAMITE!

It won’t be fun. It will mean sacrifice and
]wnn\*pimhing. But after :1“, the sacrihee of
tightening our belts and doing without is a
small sacnifice compared with giving your life
or yout blood in battle!

Our raY ENVELOPE today 15 dynamite,

The wrong way to handle it is for us to
wink at prices that look too steep . . . telling
ourselves we can afford to splurge.
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men, farmers, or workers. And here’s why:

Splurging will boost prices. First on one
thing, then all along the line.

’I‘hcn. wages \Vi“ h:l\'C to g() UI\ to meet
higher prices. And higher wages will push

prices up some more . . . faster and faster.

The reason this can happen is that, this
year, we Americans will have 45 billion dollars
more income thun there are goods and services
to buy at present prices.

That’s the dynamitel
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The Mysterio Influence

In The Air You Breathe!

’E{E SOUL OF THE UNIVERSE is in the air you
breathe. Deposited in your blood —with each
inhalation you take —is the inrelligence that
directs the course of the planets through the
misty reaches of space, and the strange phe-
nomenon of life itself.

What is it that causes your heart to beat,
your lungs to expand and contract? What mind
directs the cells o?your being, each in their pur-

se—somé to create bone, others tissue and

air? What consciousness pervades these vibra-
tory globules of life and gives them awareness of
their Cosmic function?

Areyou one of the millions who have looked
beyond yourself for some external Divine Power
or agency? Have you searched in vain for some
outer sign or word of Divine assurance when
in doubt or in need? Now learn of the wnsus-
pected power that exists in every simple breath
—and that becomes part of you. The ancient
Egyptians believed that the essence of life was
borne on the wings of the air. The Bible pro-

claims that with the first breath man becomes
not just an animated being -~ buta‘Jiving soul.”’
T'ry this experiment, and prove aVital Life Force
exists in the air. When you are in pain or de-
spondent take a deep breath. Hold 1t as long as
comfortable —then noticethe momentary relief.

This Amazing Free Book

Would you seriously like to know how to draw upon
this Intelligence of the Cosmic, with which the air is
permeated? You can use it to awaken the creative
powers of your mind, and for making life an experi-
ence of achierement. Use the coupon ﬁclow for a free
copy of the book, “The Mastery of Life.” It tells how
in the privacy of your home you may learn to use these
simple, useful, nrural Laws,

————— USETHIS GIFT COUPON -————q
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I Rosicrucian Park, San Jose, California
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I mysterious influences of the universe in the betterment
!t of my life. Please send me a free copy of the book,
I “The Mastery of Life.”
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Flame lanced into the room, and Petey Vertano reeled and fell

DEAD MAN’S HAND

By WILLIAM CAMPBELL GAULT

When Drake Garett, Gambler, Finds a Corpse in His Closet,
It’s the Signal for a Desperate Battle to Smash a Murder
Frame and Bring Diabolical Criminals to the Bar of Justice!

’

CHAPTER I “I'll play these,” said Fellows, finally.

Garett smiled inwardly, and dealt him-
self two cards. His eyes circled the ta-
ble, the intent faces, as he picked them

Hidden Corpse

ITH skilled fingers Drake Gar-
ett dealt two cards to Tom
Vaughn, and one to Nelson.

He paused at Jim Fellows. Jim seemed
to be hesitating, and Drake sensed that
he was going to try a bluff.

up. Tom Vaughn tossed his cards away.
So did Nelson. But not Jim.

Drake Garett looked at his cards. He
had three kings. He looked at Jim. Fel-
lows pushed in a pile of blue chips.

Garett studied the pile, put in a match-

A GRIPPING COMPLETE MYSTERY
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ing pile—and then another.,

Jim Fellows looked up sharply. Drake
knew, then, that Jim had intended to
run one. Fellows had two pairs, Garett
sensed. And he had opened. He wouldn't
back down. Nor would he raise. Fel-
lows did exactly what Garett knew he
would. He called.

Garett laid down his three kings.

Jim Fellows swore softly, and showed
his openers, a pair of aces. Then he
threw his cards down on the table, and
they fell face up. He had had a pair of
eights with his aces.

“Aces and eights,” Garett said. “Dead
man’s hand. Better be careful, tonight,
Jim.” He was raking in the chips.

Jim Fellows’ eyes looked hungry as
they watched the chips being pulled in.

“I'm cleaned out,” he said. “I've had
enough.”

Vaughn looked at his watch. “So have
I-”

“If you're going my way, I'll go along
with you, Jim.” As Nelson spoke he
rose to his feet.

Fellows shook his head.
meet a man.”

“At three in the morning?” Nelson
asked pleasantly.

“That’'s right,” Fellows
“Anything wrong with that?”

Jim Fellows had lost a wad, tonight.

“I've got to

snapped.

Nelson said no more, though his face

tightened. Vaughn smiled tolerantly.
Drake Garett was aware of the tension.

“Lose too much, Jim?” he asked Fel-
lows. “Want some back? Call it a
loan?”

Fellows seemed to hesitate, and then
his head shook rigidly. “No, thanks.
Not now, anyway.”

E left then, and Vaughn and Nelson

followed a little later. Drake Ga-

rett stood at the window, and looked

out into the misty night. He felt rest-

less and uncomfortable, annoyed. It was

a feeling that was with him often, these
past months.

Below, the headlights of cabs glowed
yellow in the fog. A waiter came in
with his bill, and Garett turned from the
window.

“You were lucky again tonight, Mr.
Garett?” said the waiter.

Drake nodded. He paid the bill.
“What do you know of Jim Fellows?”

The waiter looked doubtful. “Of
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course, sir, he’s a member of the club,
and it wouldn’t be my place to—"

“I'm not snooping,” Garett interrupted
him. “But I don’t want to take money
from a man who can’t afford it.”

The waiter replied hesitantly. “Well,
it’s just gossip, of course, but I under-
stand he's had some business reverses,
and—"

Garett nodded. “That’s enough.
Thanks.” He included a generous tip
when he paid the bill.

After the waiter left, Drake put on his
topcoat and went down the front steps
to the lounge. There was a cab at the
stand in front, and he considered taking
it straight home. But habit was strong
in him.

He went over to Mike Arlen’s, for his
nightly bowl of beef stew.

“You're about the only steady I've had
tonight,” said Mike. “Most of the sen-
sible people stayed home.”

Garett grimaced.

“Poker?” Mike Arlen asked.

Garett nodded.

“Poker or bridge, that's about all you
know, isn’t it?”

“Just about,” Garett admitted.
“Though there’s no reason why I have to
listen to your insults. I ought to clap
you on the jaw.”

“Hah,” Mike said, “and what would
you do for beef stew, then?”

“That's the only reason you're in one
piece,” Garett said. “Now, don’t heckle
me any more.” He had a copy of the
morning paper, and he spread this out
to read while he consumed his stew.

The war news was good, for a change.
Garett had been in the last war, had gone
in at sixteen, lying about his age, And
because he had been gassed in that war,
the powers-that-be wanted no truck with
him in the current one. It had been a
blow to his ego, that decision, and may
have accounted for his restlessness, and
for his constant gambling.

After a while, Garett looked up from
his paper. He looked at Mike Arlen.
“What can you do if they don’t want
you?”

“The Army?” Mike asked.

Garett nodded.

“You can buy war bonds and save
scrap, and work in a defense factory.”

“I mean, what can you do that's dan-
gerous, that’s got some kick to it?” Ga-
rett added. “I'm buying plenty of bonds.”



“You're Iin a very bad
way, my frlend,’”” said
Dietrich



18 THRILLING MYSTERY

“I wouldn’t know,” Mike Arlen said.
“I’'m an old man.”

“You're an old woman,” Garett cor-
rected him. He put a coin down on the
counter, and walked out.

The fog had not lifted, and it was
turning colder. He realized that it was
not the kind of weather he should be
out in, but he knew he could not sleep
if he did go home right away. His home
wasn’t too far, so he decided to walk
all the way.

It was after four when he entered the
lobby of his apartment. He felt weary
now. His legs were weak as he walked
up the two flights to his floor.

As he opened the door, the faint smell
of whisky came to his nostrils. He
could not understand that. The apart-
ment was dark. He switched on the
light in the hall, and walked its length
to the coat closet at the end.

His hand groped for a hanger, found
one, and he.took it out. Carefully, he
hung his topcoat over it, and replaced
the hanger in the closet. He reached up
to put his hat on a shelf, but there were
already too many hats on the shelf. It
rolled off and fell to the floor.

ARETT leaned down to retrieve

it, and his hand came in contact
with something that should not have
been there.

It came in contact with a man's face!

For a few seconds Garett stood stu-
pidly irresolute, and then he flicked on
the closet light. The lower ends of the
coats in there covered the man’s face,
and most of the upper part of his body.

Garett’s mind, after its momentary
lapse, was working swiftly now. And
some intuition warned him. It was the
most fortunate hunch he had ever ex-
perienced.

He went directly to the phone and
called the police.

Next he went back to remove the coats.
He knew he should not move the body
until after the police had examined it.
He was piling the coats on a nearby chair
when the doorbell rang.

Again, Garett hesitated. Then he went
to the button under his apartment phone,
and pressed it to open the door down-
stairs. From there it was but a few steps
to his bedroom, and Drake went into the
bedroom before going to answer the
bell.

When he went to open the door, he
had an automatic in his hand.

The man framed in the doorway was
not tall, but he was extremely broad.
His eyes were shrewd-looking. Those
eyes were on the automatic in Garett’s
hand.

Garett lowered the gun.
pect you so soon,” he said.
detective, aren’t you?"”

The man nodded. “Boyle’s the name.
You expecting a detective?”’” He stepped
into the room. There were two other
men with him.

“Naturally,” Garett
phoned a minute ago.
you're here?”

Boyle shook his broad head, and his
eyes were thoughtful. “No. We got a
call, from somebody else.”” His eyes left
the gambler, to rest on the pile of coats
on the chair. “You're Garett, Drake
Garett?”

“That’s right.”

“Somebody phoned us, and said you
had a corpse up here, Mr. Garett.”

Garett spoke slowly. “I think I have.
When I went to put my coat away, I saw
the body of a man in that closet. I don’t
know whether he's dead or not.”

Boyle motioned to the other two men,
and they went to the closet, but Boyle
still stood in front of Garett.

“You say you just called the police?”

Garett nodded.

“I didn’t ex-
“You're a

said. “I just
Isn’t that why

“After we rang, Mr. Garett? After
you knew you were trapped?”
Garett did not answer that. He was

tired, and shocked, and in no mood to
argue with a stubborn detective.

“If you're accusing me of murder, get
out your warrant,” he said. “If you're
not, I'd appreciate a little courtesy. I've
had a bad night.”

“You're a card player,” Boyle said.
“Bridge and poker, that right?”

“That’s right.”

“You”know that’s against the law, of
course.

“So I've heard. Your own police com-
missioner is quite a bridge fan. I've
played with him often, for small stakes.
No doubt he knew it was against the
law, too.”

The bell rang again at this moment,
and Drake pressed the button. This sec-
ond arrival was the coroner, and Boyle
went with him to examine the body.

Drake Garett went into the living
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room and relaxed in a huge chair. His
weariness, despite the shock of finding
the body, wag growing, and he kept his
eyes open with an effort. Then, on the
coffee table in front of the davenport, he
spied something that caused him to sit
upright.

There was a definite ring of moisture
on the glass top of that table, as though
a drink, a cold drink, had been resting
there.

Garett went in to relay this informa-
tion to Boyle, just as a couple of internes
came through the door.

Boyle came in and studied the ring.
He looked disturbed, as though he had
decided on Garett as his prime suspect,
and this cooperation annoyed him.

“What do you make of it?” the detec-
tive asked at last.

“Somebody was drinking here, nat-
urally.”

OYLE flushed a little at that “nat-

urally.” “But why, Hawkshaw?
And who? And when?”
“I’'m no detective,” said Garett. “I

don’t know why or who. But it must
have been within the last half hour or
so. And it might have been the mur-
derer.”

Boyle smiled without humor.

“You can come and look at the body,
now,” he said. “The man was poisoned.
Coniin, they think it was. That’s solu-
ble in alcohol. Maybe that’s what was
in that drink.”

Drake followed the detective to the
hall. They had pulled the man out of
the closet and stretched him on the floor.
Drake took one look at the man’s face,
and then he closed his eyes.

“You know him?” It was Boyle’s

voice.

“I do. His name is Fellows, Jim Fel-
lows. I was playing poker with him
tonight.” :

Drake thought of that hand Fellows
had lost on, aces and eights. Dead man’s
hand. Drake had dealt him that hand.

' “Friend of yours, eh?” Boyle's tone
was harsh.

“An acquaintance.”

“Did he win much of your money?”

“I won, tonight.”

“Oh,” Boyle said. “You won. He
came here, threatened you, and you
killed him. Then, when you saw our
car outside, you phoned the police.”

Drake shook his head. “I can tell you
every place I've been up to the time I
came home.”

Boyle nodded slowly. “I suppose it
was an honest game?” His tone belied
his words. '

“You represent the law, I guess,” said
Garett. “If you didn’t, you’d be swal-
lowing teeth for that remark.”

Boyle looked Garett up and down care-
fully.

“I think you’d better come down to the
station,” he said.

“I can just about keep my eyes open,”
Garett said. “If I'm going down for a
grilling, it might be too much for me.
You can check that with my doctor.
And if you want a character reference,
you can call Joe Gorham.” Joe Gor-
ham was the police commissioner.

Boyle called him. And after the call,
Boyle turned back to Garett.

“You can go to bed. I'll stay here
with you. In the living room, just so
nothing disturbs your dreams.”

Before Garett turned in, Boyle went
over the bedroom thoroughly, studied
the drop to the ground below. After
Drake was ready for bed, he went out
of the room, closing the door behind him.

Garett did not think he would be able
to sleep, but he had underestimated his
weariness. He dropped off, almost im-
mediately, and his bedroom was flooded
with sunlight when he woke. It was
a clear, crisp day.

CHAPTER II
Death by Gas

RAKE GARETT found Boyle

asleep on the couch in the living
room. There was a uniformed officer
playing solitaire on the coffee table. He
had dragged the coffee table over to a
big chair.

“Good morning,” Garett said.
my chum couldn’t take it.”

The officer looked over at Boyle,
asleep on the couch, and then back at
Garett. He looked like he wanted to
smile, but wasn’t sure it was the right
thing to do.

“Some coffee?” Garett asked.

The officer looked doubtful.

“I suppose it could be considered a

“I see
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bribe,” Garett admitted. “It’s worth a
lot more than gold. But I don’t use my
quota, and it really isn’t as big a bribe as
it seems.”

The officer did manage a smile, now.
He nodded toward Boyle. “I'd have to
get an okay from him.”

Boyle opened one eye at that moment.

“I was offering this officer some cof-
fee,” said Drake. “Do you mind?”

‘Boyle pretended not to hear. He spoke
to the officer. “You can go now. T'll
stick with this.”

After the man had left, Drake went
out into the kitchen. Boyle followed.

“You keep this apartment locked?”
said the detective.

Garett nodded slowly.

“Nobody else has a key?”

Garett shook his head even more slow-
ly, and he looked up to meet Boyle's
steady gaze.

Boyle said no more, but Garett knew
what he was thinking. He pointed to
the back door key, hanging on a hook
near the door jamb. “I don’t keep that
key in the lock. Any kind of a cheap
key would open that back door.”

“It was locked last night.”

“The man who was here,” Garett sug-
gested, “the murderer, would lock it,
after he was in, and then go out the front
door. It has a spring lock.”

Boyle shook his head. “You're saying
that the killer would bring this James
Fellows up here, break into your apart-
ment, poison him, and then leave. And
then call the police?”

“I'm not saying anything,” Garett said.
“Because it probably won’t do any good.
You've got your mind made up. But I
didn’t kill Jim Fellows, and I don’t know
who did.”

“I'm going across the stfeet, to eat,”
said Boyle. “I’ll be back soon. Don’t
try to leave.”

Garett did not answer. He poured him-
self a bowl of cereal and covered it with
milk. He ate that, and an orange, and
had a cigarette with his coffee. In his
mind, he kept seeing those cards, face
up, on the table. He remembered what
Jim Fellows had said. “I've got to meet
a man.”

Jim Fellows, he remembered, was a
partner in a small chemical company.
Garett thought of the waiter’s gossip.
If anyone would know about Fellows’
business, it would be his associates. Ga-

rett decided he would take a run out to
see them, this afternoon, if Boyle did not
drag him down to the station.

Boyle came back in a half hour.

“I've been talking to the chief,” he
said. “I won’t be rooming with you any
more. But don’t do anything foolish.”

“Like leaving town?” Garett gibed.

Boyle looked sour. Then he left.

Garett called Marge Hanley on the
telephone. Marge was now thirty-two
years old. When she was twenty and
new to town, a theatrical hopeful, Drake
Garett had been seriously in love with
her. In twelve years, however, that love
had lost its starry touches. He honestly
didn’t know now, whether he loved her
or not. He just knew he liked to be with
her.

“I've just had breakfast, but I could
use some lunch in about an hour,” he
said. “How about it?”

“Maybe,” she said. “Did you just get
up?”

“Yup.”

“Poker again last night?”

“Yup, again. And you?
your latest play folded yet?”

Or hasn’t

ARGE HANLEY pouted. “It

has,” she said, “and I was out
with a perfectly charming man. His
name is Carl Dietrich, and he’s tall and
blond, and a really excellent dancer, and
I enjoyed every minute of it.”

“I'm jealous,” Garett said, chuckling.

“You aren’t, darn you. But you would
be if you'd see him.”

Garett continued to smile as he hung
up. Marge Hanley had chosen a career,
instead of Drake Garett, twelve years
ago. She hadn’t the cold, scheming mind
necessary for complete eminence in her
field. But she had done well, and had
lived comfortably through those years.

They ate at a little restaurant they
both liked. Garett told her about the
night before.

Marge looked at him quizzically.
“Why didn’t you tell me about this over
the phone? You're a cool customer,
Drake Garett.”

“My phone was probably tapped. The
less I talk about the murder over a wire,
the better.”

‘;’S’(ou mean—you're under suspicion

“I am Lieutenant Boyle’s first choice
for the lead. He’s a darn stubborn guy.”
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Marge Hanley shook her dark head.
“Cards, gamblers— You were bound to
get into a mess sooner or later. Drake,
isn’t there something you could do be-
sides—"

“Nothing interesting. Honey, don’t
get started, now. We've argued about
this before. And there is something I
can do, now.”

Marge was already starting to protest,
but at that last sentence, she stopped.

“What?”

“Find out who killed Jim Fellows.”

“That would be a job for the police,
wouldn’t it? It's not something you're
trained for.”

“What am I trained for? For poker,
and bridge—and war. You don’t want
me to play the first two, and the Army
doesn’t want me to work at the other.
But somebody killed Jim Fellows, and
tried to pin it on me. That looks like
a job I ought to tackle.”

Marge looked at him wonderingly.

“I've never seen you this serious be-
fore.”

Garett grinned. “Maybe I was making
a speech, huh?” And he changed the
subject.

But after he left Marge Hanley, Gar-
ett went out to the Acme Chemical
Company, on the west side. This was
the company Jim Fellows had helped to
manage.

The other partner in the firm, Charles
Stevens, had been the business-getter,
the front office man. Jim Fellows had
been mostly concerned with research,
and had spent the larger part of his time
in the laboratory.

Stevens was there, in his office, when
Garett arrived. He was a stocky man
with quick, bright eyes. He shook Gar-
ett’s hand firmly. “Jim talked about you,
often,” he said. )

Drake ignored that. “I'm being impli-
cated, more or less, in his death,” he told
Stevens. “I suppose the police have al-
ready questioned you about Jim, but I
thought there might be some things,
some personal things, you wouldn’t care
to reveal to the police.”

Stevens said nothing for a moment,
and Garett sensed that the man was un-
decided. Finally, Stevens spoke.

“I suppose Jim must have mentioned
it to you. If I'd known that, I'd have
told the police. But it didn’t seem like
the right thing to do, at the tlm:a. It

could only damage his reputation, and
his wife—"

Drake answered, on a hunch. “About
the money? Is that what you mean?”

Stevens nodded.

“The ‘'money he lost to me?” Garett
continued, still guessing.

Stevens nodded. “And the money he
—ah—appropriated from the company’s
funds. We have only a few stockhold-
ers, but a meeting was due soon, and a
report.”

“How much was missing?”

“Nine thousand dollars. He claims he
lost almost all of it-to you. That may
have been why he went to your apart-
ment, to borrow some, before the quar-
terly report.”

RAKE GARETT, for the first time
in his life, was truly ashamed of
his gambling.

“Nine thousand dollars would be
about right,” he said. “I'll see that it’s
replaced.”

Soon after this Drake Garett left. He
went to the club, but the night clerk
who had been on duty the night before,
after the poker game, was not due to
come on for an hour.

Garett took a chair in the lobby. And
as he did, he noticed that another man
took a chair not too far away. One of
Boyle's men, undoubtedly.

Drake Garett had about ten thousand
dollars to his name, and a large part of
that was in government bonds. His ges-
ture was going to cost him nine-tenths
of his bankroll,

Tom Vaughn came through the front
door, at that moment. He saw Drake
Garett and came over te take a nearby
chair. )

“What’s new on the murder?” Vaughn
inquired. “The way the papers were
playing it, I figured you'd be in the clink
by now.”

“I'm mighty close to it,” Garett re-
plied. “You didn’t notice who Jim left
with, last night, did you, Tom? I mean,
if there was someone waiting down here
for him?”

Vaughn shook his head. “Nelson and
I came down a little later.” His eyes on
Drake were curious. ‘“Blamed queer,
finding him in your closet, like that.
Must have been quite a shock.”

“It was,’

The detective, hiding behind a paper,
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was obviously trying to eavesdrop. Gar-
ett spoke in a louder voice. “I don’t
suppose they’ll ever find the real mur-
derer. They’ve decided on me, and the
guilty man could be in San Francisco by
now.” )

The man behind the paper turned
over another page.

The night clerk came in then, and
Garett left Vaughn, to interview the
clerk. “There was someone waiting for
Mr. Fellows,” said the clerk. “But I
couldn’t describe him. He was sitting
in that chair over near the door, and he
got up when Mr. Fellows came ‘down,
and he left with him. I heard them talk,
but I didn’t even look up. I haven’t any
idea what he looked like.”

“That’s too bad,” said a voice. It was
the man who had been behind the news-
paper. He displayed a badge. ‘“Maybe
you could look over some pictures, down
at headquarters, just to refresh your
memory.”

The clerk shook his head. “It wouldn’t

detective took the name.

“I’d like to go along, when you ques-
tion him,” said Garett.

The detective shrugged. “Why not?
It’ll kill two birds with one stone. I can
keep an eye on you, and check this other
thing.”

N THEIR way to the cab company

offices, the detective spoke musing-
ly. “Vaughn told me that you had said
something about a ‘dead man’s hand’.
What did you mean by that?”

“Jim had aces and eights,” explained
Garett. “It’s an old poker superstition.
I believe some famous player had it when
he was shot.”

“You dealt that hand?” the detective
said.

Garett nodded.

At the company offices, they were told
that the driver in question was not due
to report for work for a couple of hours.
The detective got his address.

It was a dilapidated hotel near the
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do any good. I simply didn’t look at the
man.”

“But you heard them talk?”

The clerk nodded, and looked wor-
riedly at Garett. “I heard them men-
tion Mr. Garett's name. That’s all I
heard.”

“They were probably talking about
going to my apartment,” Garett said.
“There, for some reason, this other man
killed Jim Fellows and then tipped off
the police. He knew through Jim, that
I always stop at Arlen’s for a bowl of
beef stew before I go home. He figured
the police would arrive before I discov-
ered Fellows’ body.”

“All figured out,” the detective said.
He nodded toward Vaughn, still in the
lounge chair. “He was with you, wasn’t
he? He was in that poker game?”

Garett nodded. “He left with the
other man, George Nelson. I don’t think
either of them is guilty.”

“I'll decide that,” the detective said.
He went over to talk to Vaughn.

“Have they questioned the cab driver
yet?” asked the clerk. “I know the man
who is always out there, at that time.
If they took a cab, he’d be the driver.”

Garett called the detective back, and
the clerk gave him this information, The

river. The detective flashed his badge
at the desk and asked the clerk for the
cabbie’s room number. It was three
hundred ten.

The clerk, a pimply youth, gave them
some information. “There’s a man from
headquarters in that room now. He went
up about three minutes ago.”

It was Boyle. He was standing in
front of the door of the room. He Tooked
at Drake in surprise.

“Your chum and I decided to work to-
gether,” Garett explained. “It saves him
the humiliation of snooping around.”

Boyle looked disgusted.

“They rang this cabbie from the desk,
but he didn’t answer,” he said. “I think
we'd better break down the door.”

Garett stood aside while Boyle and
the other man crashed the door. They
all entered the room together.

The moment Drake Garett entered, he
sensed what had happened. There was
no odor in the air, but Garett’s lungs,
sensitive from the gassing they had once
experienced, burned horribly.

As Boyle and the other detective bent
over the figure on the bed, Garett re-
vealed what he had learned.

“He’s been gassed,” Garett said in
positive tones.
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CHAPTER III
Fumes of Death

OYLE looked up in surprise, and

the other sleuth turned around to
face Garett. Both stared at him in as-
tonishment,

“How did you know, from where
you're standing, that he was dead?” in-
quired Boyle,

“I didn’t,” Garett said. “But I can
tell there’s been gas in this room.”

“You're the only one who can, then,”
Boyle said, and the other detective nod-
ded assent.

Boyle looked at the key, still in the
inside of the locked door. He went over
to the window. “There’s no way any-
body could get into this room. No way
at all.” He turned back to Drake. “Car-
ry on, Hawkshaw. Who gassed him, and
how?”

“I'm no detective,” Garett answered.
He was trying to hold his breath. “If
you don’t mind, I'll go out into the hall.
I can’t stand this, in here.”

“You do what you want, but don’t
leave town,” warned Boyle.

Garett knew, as he left the hotel, that
Boyle’s man was following him. He
went directly home, and from there he
phoned Marge Hanley.

“Just reporting that I've spent a busy
day,” he told her. “And I'd like to bor-
row some money.”

“You’ve been playing poker,” she said.

“If I had,” he told her, “I wouldn't
need to borrow any money. It’s just
that most of my cash is tied up in war
bonds, and I can’t redeem all of them
right now. I thought you could hold
them, for the cash I'll need.”

“Why do you need cash?”

“If you'd like to eat with me, and
maybe even dance, I'd explain why. It's
for a very noble reason.”

“All right,” she accepted.
my check book—gigolo.”

All the time Drake Garett was taking
his bath and dressing, he kept thinking
of that cabbie. He had been killed in a
locked room, locked from the inside. He
had died by an odorless gas. But how
had it been released in that room?

Fellows, too, had been found in a
locked apartment. Garett thought both

“I'll bring

of these murders were planned. They
were no products of a moment’s anger.
They were planned by a clever man—or
men.

He was drying his hair with a Turkish
towel when his phone rang.

Again, he had a disturbing, momentary
intuition as he lifted the receiver.

The voice on the phone was clear but
low, plainly disguised.

“It would not be to your best interests
to involve yourself in the death of Mr.
Fellows,” said the voice.

Then there was a click.

Garett put the receiver back on its
hook. He went into the living room and
sat in a big chair. Nervously, he lighted
a cigarette. There had been, in that un-
identified voice, a threat of power, of
control. This was no moronic thug he
was up against; this was a man of in-
telligence and resolve and imaginative
daring.

“I wanted something exciting,” Garett
thought. “This looks like it.”

He was not completely frightened.
But he was conscious of a nervous aware-
ness, and the sight of Boyle's stocky pal
across the street was more comforting
than annoying.

He picked up Marge Hanley around
eight, and they went over to the Galaxy
Club, which had good food, and better
music.

Marge Hanley had a paper with her,
and when they were seated, she spread
it out in front of him. It told about the
finding of the cabbie. It mentioned that
Drake Garett, in whose apartment the
first victim had been found, had been in-
strumental in discovering the second.
It told of the mysterious gas, as yet un-
analyzed.

“You're right in the middle of one
terrible mess,” said Marge. “And all be-
cause of a poker game.”

He shook his head. “I'm in the middle
of a mess, but poker has little to do with
it. And I wanted a mess, I wanted some-
thing I could get my teeth into.”

“It doesn’t sound appetizing,” Marge
said. She paused. “Why do you want
that money?”

ARETT told her about Stevens’

story regarding Jim Fellows’ short-
age.
“He lost that money to me,” Garett
finished. )
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“He lost nine thousand dollars to you,”
Marge corrected him. “But are you sure
this Stevens person is telling the truth?
How do you know there actually was a
shortage?”

“I don’t,” Garett admitted. “But Jim
Fellows always spoke well of Stevens.
I don’t think he’d lie about a thing like
that.”

“If I were you,” Marge said, “I'd go
to see Mrs. Fellows. If her husband had
stolen money, I'll bet she’d know it.”

“I'll do that before I turn over the
money to Stevens,” promised Drake
Garett.

There was a shadow, then, at his side.
A man had entered the room without a
sound. Marge, who was writing the
check, looked up, and a smile came to
her face.

“Drake,” she said, “this is Carl Diet-
rich. This is the man who showed me
such a good time the other night. He
wants to marry me, Drake.”

Garett turned, and rose. Carl Dietrich
was tall, as advertised, and blond, and
he had a charming smile. The grip of
his hand was like a professional strong
man’s.

“The card player?” Carl Dietrich
asked.

“Among other things,” Garett said
dryly.

“What other things?” Marge Hanley
asked, and she was smiling. Smiling at
her latest conquest, and at Garett’s dis-
comfiture.

Dietrich came gallantly to the rescue.
“Isn’t he also a detective? You're be-
ing unkind, Margaret.”

Garett searched the handsome man's
face for some sign of mockery, but that
face was blandly polite. Garett began
to dislike him.

“I know you haven’t started to eat,
and that’s what you undoubtedly came
for,” Dietrich said. “But the music is
starting, Margaret, and I'm sure Mr.
Garett wouldn’t mind.”

Garett tried to smile assent, but he
was sure it was a bad smile.

Marge Hanley rose, and they walked
off toward the dance floor. They were
an impressive couple, as they threaded
between the tables, both tall, Marge’s
darkness accented by Dietrich's blond
masculinity.

“Margaret,” Garett said aloud.
forgotten that was her name.”

“I’d

At a table, not fifteen feet away,
Boyle’s chum was sitting. Drake con-
sidered going over to ask him for a
dance, but decided it might look sﬂl_y.
He lighted a cigarette from the butt in
his hand.

She’s trying to make me jealous,
Garett thought. But he was not so sure.
This Carl Dietrich was no minor leaguer.

After the music stopped, they came
back to the table. Carl Dietrich looked
at Garett. “I'm sure she’s in good hands.
You’'ll take care of her for me, old man?”

Garett nodded, That “old man” had
been an unnecessary touch.

When he was out of earshot, Marge
smiled at Garett. “Isn’t he handsome?
Isn’t he what all girls dream for?”

“He’s what high school sophomores
dream for,” Garett said sourly.

“Somebody’s jealous.” There was that
smile again on her face.

He did not answer.

“For three years you asked me to
marry you,” said Marge. ‘“You asked me
practically every day. But in the last
nine years, not a word. Did we lose
what we had, Drake?”

“After three years of ‘no’, even I get
discouraged. And after twelve years,
you're bound to lose something. The
first rosy bloom, you might call it.”

Marge looked disappointed. “You
can’t blame a girl for responding to ro-
mance. I'll admit I'm thirty-two, but
that isn’t really so old. You're not dis-
appointed in me, Drake?”

“No,” he answered, “of course not.”
But the evening was not much of a suc-
cess, after that.

The next morning he went out to see
Mrs. Fellows. She was short and blond,
and she seemed close to a breakdown.

ARAKE GARETT introduced him-

self, and summoned all the tact he
could command.

“Jim has played poker with me,” he
said. “Beyond his limits, I felt, and I
wondered if you knew—"

“He told me he was nine thousand
dollars short at the company,” the
widow said. “I think he intended to
make it up before the report was due.
We weren’t exactly penniless. I had
some money from my grandmother’s
estate, and—"

“I don’t think it will be necessary to
touch that,” Drake said smoothly. “You
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see, Jim had a run of luck, the other
night, and it was too much for me. I
wasn’t able to pay, on the spot, but there
was a matter of around nine thousand
dollars due him, and—"

Jim Fellows’ widow put a hand on
Drake’s arm. “You're not telling the
truth. Jim always said you were one
of the finest, and this proves it. But I
can’t take your money.”

Drake smiled, and looked as profes-
sional as possible.

“Thank you,” he said. “But I'm not
that fine, Mrs. Fellows. Nor have I that
kind of money to throw away. This is
a personal debt, and I've never welched
on one up to now. Please don't ask me
to welch on this. If you don’t care to

“You're not obligated to do this,” said
Stevens. “I understand Mrs. Fellows
has some money, and—"

“I want to do it,” Garett said. Then
his eyes searched Stevens’ face. “You
wouldn’t know of any enemies Jim
might have had? I can’t believe that his
death had anything to do with his gam-
bling. It was cleverly planned by some-
body. It couldn’t be connected with
anything he was doing here?”

Stevens shook his head. “Our busi-
ness sounds important, but most of our
trade is insecticides, and vermin poisons.
As a matter of fact, our best seller is
known as Juico. It’s the best bedbug
exterminator on the market.”

Drake Garett winced a little. “I
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take the money, I could give it to Mr.
Stevens, at the company.”

Mrs. Fellows tried to read Drake
Garett’'s face, but expert face-readers
had tried that and failed. “You do what
you think best,” she said.

At the Acme Chemical Company,
Charles Stevens was busily engaged in
a mess of papers when Drake Garett en-
tered.

Stevens’ bright, quick eyes looked up
at Garett. His shrewd mouth tightened.
“I see you made the papers again, Mr.
Garett.”

“Just a publicity hound,” Garett ad-
mitted, with a grin. “I'll probably get
more when the trial comes up.”

“You're accused of this—of Jim’s
death?”

“Not quite. Not officially. But I'm
the only goat in sight, so far. And be-
cause of that, I'm taking an dctive in-
terest in the case.” Garett handed over
the cash, and Marge Hanley’s check.
“This will cover the shortage.”

understand Jim spent most of his time
in the lab,” he said. “Do you think that
he—"

Stevens interrupted him with a flat
palm. “Aren’t you getting a little melo-
dramatic, Mr. Garett? If you’re think-
ing of sabotage, or something like that,
the only army work we do is of the de-
lousing variety.”

Garett felt a definite let-down. He
had visions, rather confused, of an earn-
est young chemist being slain by some
master criminal with a sneer.

Garett’s own role in this melodrama
was destined to be heroic.

“I guess I've been seeing too many
movies,” he said regretfully. “I was be-
ginning to feel like a Junior G-man.”

Stevens smiled. “But nothing can de-
tract from this fine gesture you've just
made. I can understand now that Jim'’s
high opinion of you wasn’t exaggerated.”
Stevens held out his hand. “If there is
ever anything I can do for you, Mr.
Garett, feel free to call on me.”
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ARETT left, feeling faintly like a

saint. Outside, Boyle’s man had
been replaced by Boyle himself. Garett
could see him in a coupe, across the
street.

Garett walked over to a bus line a few
blocks from the plant, and the coupe
trailed. Garett boarded a bus.

He got off near the club, but he did not
go in there. He went down the street
into Mike Arlen’s spot, and he ordered
a bowl of beef stew.

George Nelson was in there. Nelson
looked nervous, and he did not look any
better when he saw Drake Garett. “I
think I'm cured,” Nelson said. “I don't
think I could ever play poker again. Be-
cause if I got aces and eights—"

“That was just a coincidence,” Garett
told him. “Jim’s death had nothing to
do with poker. That cab driver wasn’t
playing with us, and he got it, too.” Then
Garett changed the subject. “How could
a man be killed in a locked room, with
gas?”

Nelson shrugged nervously. “Doesn’t
seem possible unless the gas was in there
before.”

Garett shook his head. “I'd been
thinking of a capsule, or something that
would dissolve, in time, releasing the
gas. But the police would have found
that. And the murderer would have to
be sure when the man was coming home,
if he had the room full of gas first.”

Mike Arlen had been listening to the
conversation. “You mean that cabbie
who was killed in that crummy hotel?”

Drake Garett looked up from his bowl
of beef stew, and nodded.

Mike Arlen’s tone grew mysterious.
“I used to be a plumber.”

“Well?”

“If that hotel has the kind of plumb-
ing I think it has, a man could be in the
next room, and still force gas into the
cabbie’s room.”

Garett looked at Arlen, puzzled.

“Through the drain in the sink,” said
Arlen. “Those drains in adjoining rooms
hook together.”

“Gas travels down,” Garett said. “The
kind of gas they used in the war did, at
any rate. That gas would be leaking
into all the rooms of the hotel.”

“This place was on the top floor?”
asked Arlen.

Garett nodded.

“All those drains have traps on them,”

Arlen pointed out. “A trap is that_‘U'
shaped piece of pipe below the sink.
When it's full of water, it prevents sew-
age-gas from backing up. And prevents
any other gas from coming through. So
the rest of the people in the hotel would
be safe.”

“Didn’t the cabbie’s trap have water
in it?”

Arlen’s face registered disgust. “Look.
The drain in the cabbie’s room and the
room next door probably met and went
into the same pipe. When I used to do
work on those old jobs, if that drain
was clogged, the water would back up
in the sinks of all the rooms on that
pipe. It’s simple. Even a poker player
should understand that.”

“I still don’t understand how the wa-
ter got out of the trap in that cab driv-
er’s room,” Garett retorted with consid-
erable heat.

RLEN looked smug. “The man in
the next room had a plunger. He
put it on the trap in his sink. He
pumped the water out of his own trap,
and out of the trap connected to it.
Then he blew in his gas, and it went

through the only open trap there was.

He could even put something in, to clog
the drain pipe in the wall, so he couldn’t
possibly bother anyone else.”

Garett looked doubtful.

“The police would have thought of
that, though.”

“The police,” Arlen said, “are card
players and baseball fans, and scientists
and experts. But mighty few of them
are plumbers. Plumbing is an art, you
might say.”

“If I thought you had anything but a
pipe dream,” Garett said, “I'd buy you
the best hat in town. You've been read-
ing too many detective stories.”

“You could go to that joint,” Arlen
said. “You could even find out if a
transient checked in to the room next
door that night. You could find out if
that drain had been clogged. You might
even find out if there was any water in
the trap.”

Drake Garett turned to ask Nelson
what he thought of all this, but Nelson
had left. Then Garett looked at Mike
Arlen solemnly for several long mo-
ments.

“Just to make a sap out of you, I'm
going over there and check,” he said.
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CHAPTER IV
Slayer’s Skill

——————

UTSIDE, Boyle’s coupe was parked

at the curb. Drake Garett walked

over there and put his head down to the

level of the window. Boyle's eyes met
his unflinchingly.

Drake Garett opened the door. “Like
to drive me over to that hotel where the
cab driver lived? My friend in there,
Mike Arlen, just gave me an idea.”

Boyle scowled. “This isn’t a cab,
Garett.”
“Okay. It probably doesn’t matter.”

Drake Garett turned back towards Mike
Arlen’s place.
Then Boyle’s voice stopped him. “Just

a minute, Maybe I was a little quick
on the trigger. Is this a legitimate
lead?”

“I wouldn’t know,” Garett said. “I
don’t think so, personally. But I un-
derstand the police overlook nothing, ab-
solutely nothing.”

Boyle flushed a little.
said.

They drove over to the hotel in si-
lence. Boyle got the key from the
clerk, and they went up to the room.
There was a sink in there.

Garett called the desk. “You got a
handy man in the house? Somebody
who takes care of the sinks 'and wiring
and all that?”

The clerk said they had.
up here,” Garett told him.

Boyle had remained silent until now.
“What’s the plot?” he asked.

Garett gave him the gist of Mike Ar-
len’s explanation. Boyle did not look
impressed. ' .

The handy man was a seedy-looking
old fellow. “You got a pliers on you?”
Garett asked him.

The man nodded. “Always. Around
here, I got a pliers in my hand from
morning until night.”

Garett nodded toward the sink. “Loos-
en the plug in that trap.” )

“I’d better get a pail,” the man said.
“That's full of water. That's what it’s
for.”

“Just loosen it,” Garett repeated. “If
the water starts to leak out, you can
tighten it again.”

“Get in,” he

“Send him

The man bent down beside the sink,
and did as he was told. Cautiously, he
turned the plug with his pliers. No
water leaked out. He removed the plug
entirely, and lifted a puzzled face to
Drake.

“That’s funny,” he said.

“You got a key for the next room, the
room next door?” Garett asked.

The man nodded. “I've got a key for
all the rooms.”

“Let’s go in there.”

Even Boyle looked thoughtful as they
went into the other room. It was, as
Mike Arlen suggested, a transient room
and vacant now.

There was, however, water in this
trap.

Boyle looked unimpressed again.

“Of course there would be,” Garett
explained. “After the man sent the gas
through that drain, he let the water run
into this trap again. To seal this room.
He couldn’t get the water into the other
trap, so that one was empty.”

“Let’s go down and talk to the room
clerk,” said Boyle.

The clerk gave them some informa-
tion.

“I think a man rented that room, early
in the morning,” he said. “I'll check
on it.”

Then, as he studied the register, his
face suddeny brightened, as if he re-
called something.

“I remember the man,” he said. “He
was a short man. He said he had come
from Chicago, that morning. He went
right to bed.”

“What’d he look like?” Boyle asked.

The clerk’s forehead wrinkled. “He
was dark, and he had a small scar run-
ning from the corner of his mouth to
his chin. A thin scar.”

“Petey,” Boyle said. “Pietro Vertano.
Back in town.”

“He gave the name of George John-
son,” the clerk added.

Boyle ignored that. He and Garett
walked out together. Out on the side-
walk, Boyle turned to Garett.

“I had you pegged for this thing right
from the beginning. You were about
ready for a warrant. But now, it looks
more complicated. But I still think you
know more than you’re telling. Want
to come clean?”

“I would if I could,” Garett said. “You
know everything I know.”
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OYLE did not accept his state-
ment. Garett could see that. Boyle
lighted a cigarette.

“Going anywhere?
there.”

“I'm going over to buy a fellow a
hat,” said Garett. “You could let me off
at a store.”

From the store, Boyle drove Drake
Garett back to Mike Arlen’s place. Boyle
went in with him, to use Arlen’s phone,
while Garett made a little speech of
presentation.

The smugness on Mike Arlen’s face
almost spoiled the speech.

After a while, another man came in,
much too casually. Ony then did Boyle
prepare to leave. “I guess you won't
need a tail any more, Garett,” said Boyle.
“Keep your nose clean.”

“I'll do that,” Garett assured him.
Then Boyle walked out of the place and
the man who had come in, took a seat
at a table away from the bar, and spread
out a morning paper.

Garett wondered just how dumb Boyle
thought he was.

Mike Arlen, who had been right in
an argument with Garett—for the first
time—had a lot of other theories to of-
fer, now that he classified as an expert.

Garett listened politely, as a good
loser should, and agreed with Arlen so
submissively that Arlen was stilled.

Garett went over to the club and had
a session of handball with Tom Vaughn,
who was getting a little soft around the
belt. Finally Vaughn called a halt,

In the locker room Vaughn made a
suggestion, “Little poker, tonight? Nel-
son’s sworn off, but there are a cou-
ple of untrimmed lambs here who have
the urge to tangle with you. Table
stakes.”

Drake shook his head. “No poker for
me. Not for a while, anyway. Maybe
never.”

Vaughn stopped in the act of tying
his shoes, and looked at Garett wonder-
ingly. “Well, I'll be danged,” he said.

Garett had a date with Marge Hanley
for dinner that night, and they ate again
at the Galaxy Club. Garett told her
about Arlen’s guess that had proved
true, about Mrs. Fellows, about Stevens.
And about the threatening phone call,
something he had neglected to tell her
the night before.

Marge’s face grew tense.

I could drop you

“This hap-

pened last night?”

“Hmm-hmmm.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Because I knew you'd look like that,
and act like that. It's your standard
theatrical reaction number fifty-seven,
disapproval touched with fear. And I
didn’t feel like quarreling.”

“Oh,” Marge said, and dropped the
subject, which wasn’t like her.

There was a tall figure walking over
toward their table now, a handsome,
well-tailored figure.

“Here’s that man again,” said Garett.
Marge turned and gave Carl Dietrich
the full radiance of her smile.

Dietrich’s own smile matched hers in
warmth and charm. Dietrich turned to
Garett.

“I read in the paper that you had
helped the police discover how that cab
driver was killed,” he said. “Congratu-
lations.”

“Did the paper say I had helped?”

Dietrich nodded. “Didn't you?”

“No. It was the tip of an ex-plumber.
He'll crucify me. 1 suppose Boyle re-
leased that story. But I'll be the goat.”

Garett winced, inside, as he thought
of Arlen’s certain wrath.

“The life of a detective is not all
roses,” said Dietrich with a smile. He
had pulled up a chair from a near-by
table, and was sitting close to Marge
Hanley, too close.

Marge did not seem to mind, however.
She directed most of her conversation
to Dietrich and a little later they danced.

This, thought Garett, was getting
monotonous. He asked Marge for a
dance, himself, when they had returned.

Once away from the table, he asked
her a question. “Is this serious? When
you told me about this mug, yesterday,
I thought you were just trying to rib
me. But the way you looked at him to-
night—"

“I'm very fond of him,” Marge said.
“He’'s kind and thoughtful, and attentive.
I honestly don’t know how serious it is.”

ARETT made a wry grimace.
“After twelve years—"

“That’s it,” Marge said, “twelve years.”
Then she mimicked his words of the
night before. “You might say we’'ve lost
the first rosy bloom of our romance.”

It was the beginning of a quarrel, the
first they’d had in a long time. Garett
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was furious when they returned to the
table. “I guess I won’t have time to eat
with you after all, Marge,” he said. “I'm
sure Mr. Dietrich would be glad to fill
in.” Then he turned his back on them
and left.

He was acting, he knew, like a men-
tally retarded adolescent. But the knowl-
edge did nothing to alter his mood. He
went over to Mike Arlen’s for a beef
sandwich, and the moment he entered he
realized that had been a mistake.

Mike Arlen’s face was stony, his con-
versation mono-syllabic.

“I didn’t give that story to the papers,
Mike,” said Garett. “Boyle must have
done it.”

“Glory grabber,” said Arlen.
there something you wanted?”

Garett changed his mind about what
he had wanted. “Whisky,” he said.

He had that one, and another. And
then some more. On an empty stomach,
it affected him more than normally, but
he didn’t care. He was walking with un-
usual care when he left.

He was hoping, as he walked home,
that through some miracle of fate he

“Was

might meet Carl Dietrich. But such was

not his luck, good or bad. The whisky
had not made him’ feel any less ornery.
On the contrary, it had deepened his
mood, and he was spoiling for trouble.

There appeared to be no trouble avail-
able. All the pedestrians abroad were
conscientiously minding their own busi-
ness. No one jostled him, no car driver
honked at him. He was disappointed,
as he turned in at his apartment.

His apartment looked gloomy. It
never had, before, so Garett decided it
must be an optical illusion. Out in the
pantry, he had a bottle of whisky. He
went out there and poured himself an-
other jolt.

Then he went into the living room
and sat down, and thought about the
murders. He was, he decided, a mighty
poor detective. In all the detective
stories he had ever read, the hero was
a shrewd and daring man, constantly un-
covering clues and looking mysterious.
All these heroes were walking encyclo-
pedias, authorities on poisons, the cali-
bers of guns, and the chemical analysis
of anything they might run across in
their quest.

Even Boyle had a certain competence
about him. Even Boyle stuck to the

chase, through thick and thin, stubborn
and determined. While all that Drake
Garett could do was play cards, and
drink—and quarrel with his girl.

The thought of this last deepened his
gloom still more, so he started back to-
ward the pantry. He was walking past
the phone when it rang.

He expected the voice to be Marge’s,
apologizing for her bad manners. But
such was not the case. It was a man’s
voice,

“Drake Garett?”

Garett said it was.

“My name is Vertano, Petey Vertano.
And I got some important business with
you right away!”

CHAPTER V
Dangerous Gamble

T FIRST Garett could not recall

where he had heard that name. And
then he remembered. Boyle had uttered
it, at the hotel clerk’s description of the
man who had rented the room next to
the cab driver.

“What do you want of me?” Garett
inquired.

“I want to talk to you.”

“All right. Start talking.”

“Not over the phone. I want you to
come over to where I am.”

“And get killed?” Garett asked.
you think I'm crazy?”

There was suspicion in the voice now.
“You know who I am?”

“I've heard. If you want to talk to
somebody, talk to Boyle. He’s looking
forward to the opportunity.”

“I've got nothing to say to the cops,”
Vertano said. “I'll admit you've got a
right to be scared. But you can come
armed, if you want. What I've got to
say  is important, but not important
enough to risk the chair for. And that’s
what I'd get if I went to the law.”

That made sense to Garett. Perhaps
because of the whisky. And, perhaps,
also because of the whisky, he decided
to go.

The directions were involved, but Gar-
ett placed the spot in his mind finally,
a tavern near the water front. He was
to ask at the bar for Pietro Vertano.

“I can see you coming,” Vertano said

“Do
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in conclusion, “from a long way off. If
you're not alone, if anything looks fishy,
you won’t see me. Maybe you won’t see
anything, if I think you're crossing me.”

Garett went into the bedroom for his
automatic. He wore a heavy coat, with
a pocket big enough to accommodate the
gun. Out in front, probably, one of
Boyle's men would be parked.

Garett solved that problem by going
out the back door. It was cold, and the
wind that swept down the alley nipped
at his face. It would have been even
colder, he reflected, if he had not had the
forethought to absorb so much whisky.

He got a cab about two blocks from the
mouth of the alley. The driver must
have smelled his breath.

“Downtown?” he asked.

Garett gave the address.

“Oh,” the driver said. “Slumming,
huh? You be careful in that neighbor-
hood, mister. You keep your eyes open.”

“I guarantee that,” Garett assured him.

There was a dampness in the air when
Garett got out of the cab. It penetrated,
even under the heavy coat, and a sharp,
raw wind brought tears to his eyes.

He paid the driver, and started north.
About a block down, there was an alley,
though a sign proclaimed it Front Street.
Garett turned down here to a doorway
marked, “Sailor’s Rest.”

He opened this door, and went in.

There was the smell of beer in there,
and the smell of tobacco. There was a
small bar, and some tables. None of the
customers were the social register type,
exactly. A few of them looked rough
and ugly. Garett went up to the bar.

There was a flat-nosed man behind the
bar, plainly an ex-pug.

“I’ve come to see Mr. Vertano,” Garett
said.

The flat-nosed man nodded.
Drake Garett?”

“That’s right.”

“How do I know that?”

Garett reached in for his wallet, took
it out, and showed Flat-nose his re