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OFFER THE

vb MosT SENSATIONAL VALUES

EVER ATTEMPTED IN GENUINE DIAMONDS & FINE JEWELRY

Jerl, 74OO
tﬁf/lm[yﬁ DOWN

10 MONTH
TO PAY

Our goal is 50,000 new
customers — 50,000 more
jewelry buyers to whom we can
demonstrate that our tremendous
purchasing power and direct sales
methods enable us to offer values which defy
local cash or credit competition anywhere! That's
why we have slashed prices so daringly on these
fine quality and very popular items.

AND YOU NEED NOT PAY CASH!

We offer you credit accommodation w1thout the
slightest embarrassment,—no red tape—no
delay, no interest, no extra charges. Simply send
$1.00 and your name and address. We ship
prepaid. No C.0.D. to pay upon arrival. All
dealings strictly confidential.

10 DaysFree Trial—10 Months to Pay

If you can duplicate our values anywhere, send
back your purchase and we'll return your dollar
If convinced you cannot equal our values just
pay the small amount stated each month.

Satisfaction Guaranteed

Written Guarantee Bond accompanies every
diamond and watch purchased. From start to
finish your satisfaction is assured. You'll never
see values like these again—nor more liberal
terms. Place your order TODAY—satisfaction
absolutely guaranteed.

Residents of Greater New York are invited
to call in person at our salesrooms.

2 Diamond Baguette
and only 5187 a month

GB 1... Here is value which chal-
lenges all comparison! Latest style
RBuguette wrist watch. Slender,
dainty, white lifetime case and set
with 2 sparkling, Genuine Dia-
monds. Guaranteed dependable,
genuinebaguettemovement.
Newest type bracelet to
match. Complete in hand-
some gift case. Formerly
$29.75. Get Acquainted Sale
Price Only $19.75—8§1.87
a month.

GENUINE DIAMOND RING
Only 237 a month

G B2 . .. Strikingly new 18K Solid
~ White Gold lady's mounting of exqui-
site design; delicately hand pierced and
Bet Wl'lth 1:}31 specially xelecteg b&!rllané

X genuine ue-white diamon: ere
GUARANTEED for the first time at this low price.

15 JEWELS 7 Only $24.75—$2.37 a month.

% < Gift Case FREE
Wlfh Every
Purchase

Only 5150 a month

G B 3... Newest design, gentleman’s wrist
watch; humlsomcly engraved, sturdy,

white, permanent case. Fully ::uuranm(-d,
Standard 15 jewel movement. Link brace-
let to match. Get Acquainted Saie Price
¥ Only $16.00—81.50 a month

FREE Send for latest catalogue &
® showing values $25 to $1000

Illustrates hun-
dreds of special
values in genuine,
blue - white dia-
monds: Bulova,

Howard,

nois Watches, and
other standard makes
from $12.50 and up-
ward; special bargains
in smart modern
jewelry and silverware.

1\ > '—J $end for your copy today/ g
9-Diamond Wedding Ring
only $159 Only 5188 a month
G BS . . . Exquisite, newest style
a month -
edding ring set with 9 fiery, genu-
G B4 ... Gentleman's massive, initial ring DIAMON D 6— ine di;dmolnﬁdlz. sBﬁ?img’%l]lty l},an]?j.
of Solid White Gold. Genuine black onyx engraved. 0 e Gold.
set with a brilliant gen,ume diamond and WATCH CO. Get  Acquainted Sale Price Only
your initials in raised White Gold. Specify 2 $19.85—81.88 a month.
ADDRESS DEPT. 125-F

initials desired. Get Acquainted Sale Price
170 BROADWAY, NEW YORK

Only $16.95—81.59 a month.
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THE BLADE
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@ Attention — you regular men with “untam-
able” beards. Probak is the blade for you.
Here's a sturdy, smooth-shaving blade that’s
especially made to shave tough bristles with-
out pull or irritation. Its shaving edges are
exceptionally keen—honed and stropped for
swift, easy strokes on grizzled stubble.

Try

Probak on our guarantee and make peace with

TN—-1A

Please mention this magazine

MEN THAT 4A£ MEN

your beard. Know the comfort of shaving with

a blade that’s really designed for you. Buy a
package of Probaks today. Use a blade or two
at our risk., If you aren’t thoroughly satisfied
return the package with the unused blades and

your dealer will refund the purchase price.

PROBAK BLADES

THE BLADE FOR MEN THAT ARE MEN

when answering advertisements
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who could talk to the Superintendent

OR several years, he was just like a score
of other men in the plant—a good, honest,
fairly capable worker, but only that. There
was nothing distinctive about him or his ability
—nothing to make him stand out from the
crowd—no reason, as a matter of fact, why he
should ever receive a raise in salary.
Then one fortunate day he decided that the

reason he wasn’t getting anywhere was because

he lacked special training. He searched around
a bit—asked a great many questions—and then
enrolled for a home-study course with the
International Correspondence Schools.

“Soon after I began studying,” he wrote to
us the other day, “we had a change in man-
agement at our plant. The new superintendent
said that only men who had really studied their
work were in line for positions as foremen.

“I certainly was glad then that I had decided
to study in my spare time. For, thanks to my
I. C. S. course, I was the only man in the
organization who could talk to the super-
intendent in his own language. As a result, I
was promoted over men who had been here
from ten to twenty years, My salary has been
increased 909, in the last ten months.”

HAT'S a true story of what just one I. C. S.

student has done. There are thousands of
others. Every mail brings letters from men and

Please mention this magazine

women telling of promotions and increases in salary
due directly to spare-time study.

What are you doing with the hours after supper?
Can you afford to let them slip by unimproved
when you can easily make them mean so much?

One hour a day, spent with the I. C, S. in the
quiet of your own home, will prepare you for suc-
cess in the work you like best. Yes, it aill! Put
it up to us to prove it, Mail this coupon to-day.
i s e e e e s s . e S S s o . S S . S S S

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
“The Universal University"
Box 2057-C, Scranton, Penna,

Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your book=
let, “Who Wins and Why,” and tsulle particulars about the subject
before which I have marked X in the list below; -

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES
[]Electrical Engineering [ Architect
[ Electric Lighting 1 Architects’ Blueprints
CIMechanical Engineer [ Contractor and Builder
[J Mechanical Draftsman Architectural Draftsman
L1 Machine Shop Practics Structural Draftsman
[ Railroad Positions Concrete Builder
[] Gas Engine Operating Structural Engineer
[] Civil Engineer (JCoal Mining  [J Chemistry
L[] Surveying and Mapping
[1Plumbing and Heating
U] Steam Engineering

Pharmacy
Automobile Work
Aviation Engines

[J Agriculture ] Navigation

{J Mathematics [ Badio
BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES
Business Management [8alesmanship
Industrial Managemen? D Advertising

[JPersonnel Management
] Traffic Management
OJAccounting and C. P, A.

CBusiness Correspondence
[JShow (ard and Sign Lettering
Stenography and Typing

Coaching English [] Civil Service

Cost Accounting ClRailway Mail Clerk

Bookkeeping LJGrade School Subjects
[JSecretarial Work [] High School Subjects
USpanish  [J French DIllustrating O Cartooning
Name.
Street Address...
Cltys e {12 17 oA
(0Tt 13 R e e e St e U b o RO L [
Persons residing in Canada should send this coupon to the Interna-
tional Qorr d Schools Conadian, Limited, Montreal, Oonada -

when answering advertisements
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$1,000 Reward

For the Capture of This Man

ONVICT 6138, escaped from the State Peniten-

tiary; Name, Charles Condray; age 37; Height,

5 feet 8 inches; Weight, 141 pounds; Hair, light
brown; Eyes, gray.

Easy enough to identify him from his photograph
and this description, you may say — but, Condray
took the name of “‘Brown,” dyed his hair, darkened
his_skin, grew a mustache, put on weight and
walked with a stoop.

Yet he was captured and identified so positively
that he knew the game was up and returned to the
penitentiary without extradition. How was it ac-
complished? Easy enough for the Finger Print
Expert. They are the_specialists, the leaders, the
cream of detectives. Every day’s paper tells their
wonderful exploits in solving mysterious crimes
and convicting dangerous criminals.

More Trained Men Needed

The demand for trained men by governments, states. cities,
d ive ies, cor ions, and private bureaus is be-
coming Erenter every day. Here is a real opportunity for
YOU. Can you imagine a more fascinating line of work
than this? Often life and death depend on finger print evi-
dence—and big rewards go to the expert. Many experts
earn regularly $3,000 and more per year.

Learn At Home in Spare Time

And now you can learn the secrets of this science at !‘nome

Classified
Advertising

Help Wanted—Instructions

WANTED IMMEDIATELY, Men—Women, Age 18—50, qualify
f?r Government  jobs.  $105—$250 month.  Steady employment,
Common education. Thousands needed yearly. Write, lustruction
Bureau, 665, St. Louis, Mo., quickly.

g MAIL CARRIERS—CLERKS. $142—$192 Month. Men 18—45.
Steady. Sample coaching free. Franklin Institute, Dept. 2,
Rochester, N, Y.

Personal

10 YEAR ASTROLOGY READING §1. Covers all personal
affairs. 1932 Monthly Psychology Reading included. _ ‘‘Lucky
Day’’ Chart 10c. RBirthdate, National Publishers, Desk A,
Hunter, N. Y.

Writers

WRITERS "—OPPORTUNITY !-—Send today for free booklet
““How To Write For Talkies,”” Daniel O’Malley Co., Inc., 1776-S
Broadway, New York.

Stories Wanted

STREET & SMITH, publishers of this magazine, have pub-
lished a great many of my stories, and with their consent I
give them here as reference. If you have had trouble in
selling your stories, my long experience as a writer will enable
me to help you to prepare your manuscripts for publication. I
specialize in Westerns. Fee: Five dollars a short story, Special
rates for longer manuscripts. John H. Whitson, P. 0. Box 2593,
Boston, Massachusetts.

Patents and Lawyers

PATENTS. . Send sketch or model. Booklet free. Highest ref-
erences.  Best results. Promptness assured. Watson E., Coleman,
Patent Lawyer, 724 Ninth St., Washington, D. C.

in your spare time. Any man with schoo 8
tion and average ability can become a Finger Print Detec~
tive in surprisingly short time.

FREE Rc38Mate o s Guice

IF YOU ACT QUICK—We will send you free and with no

School Courses

USED CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOL COURSES and educational
books sold, rented and exchanged. Money-back guarantee. Catalog
free. (Courses bought.) Lee Mountain, Pisgah, Alabama.

obligation whatsoever, a copy of the gripping, f: ing,
confidential report Secret Service Operator No. 38 made to
His Chief. Mail coupon NOW!

Write quickly for fully illustrated free book on Finger
Prints which explains this wonderful training in detail.
Don’t wait. Mail the coupon now. You may never see this
announcement again! You assume no obligation. You have
everything to gain and nothing tolose. Write at once. Address

Institute of Applied Science
Dept.27-72 1920 Sunnyside Av., Chicago

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE,

Songwriters

SONGWRITERS—Instructive Booklet sent free. Write today,
enclosing best song-poem. N. Newcomer Associates, 1674 Broad-
way, New York.

FORTUNES BEING MADE FROM SONGS _through talking
pictures, radio, phonograph, music, publishers. ‘‘Hit’’ writers re-
vise, arrauge, compose music to your lyrics. We submit to studios
and publishers. Free reading Booklet free. Universal Song
Service, 642 Meyer Bldg., Hollyweod, Calif.

Dept.27-72 1920 Sunnyside Ave., Chicago
Gentlemen: Without any obligation whatever. send me your new,
fully illustrated, FREE book on Finger Prints and the free cop
of the Confidential Reports Operator No. 88 made to His Chief.
Literature will NOT be sent to boys under 17 years of age.

Salesmen Wanted

WANTED: Man with car_to demonstrate and do service work far
large Ohio manufacturer. Earnings $50 to $75 weekly. Fyr-Fyter
Co., Dept. 6, Dayton, Ohio.

Name ...

%l Detectives Wanted—Instructions
ress ... .

DETECTIVES EARN BIG MONEY. Great demand. Excellent
opportunity. Cxperience unnecessary, Particulars free.  Write,
George Wagoner, 2190~P Broadway, New York.

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements



ADVERTISING SECTION

will train you

at home
tofill a

BIG
Radio Job!

If you are dissatisfied with your present job,
if you are struggling along in a rut with little
or no prospect of anything better than a skinny
pay envelope—clip the coupon NOW, Get my
bizg FREE bock on the opportunities in Radio.
Read how quickly you can learn at home in
your spare time to be a Radio Expert—what
good jobs my graduates have been getting—
real jobs with real futures.

Many Radio Experts Make $50 to $100 a week
In about ten years the Radio Industry has

grown from $2,000,000 to hundreds of mil-
$100 a week lions of dollars. Over 300,000 jobs have
«Ay earnirge in Radle been created by this growth, and thousands

more will be created by its continued devel-

pre many limes greater :
than ever expected opment. Many men and young men with the
they would be when I pjohit training-—the kind of training I give you
mrolled.  They seidom  jp"tje N, R. L. course—have stepped into Radio
fall tindee vslewg?)ﬁ‘\e;%; at two and three times their former salaries,

1267 W. 48th St.

Norfolk, Va. Get Ready now for Jobs Like These

ions use engineers, operators, station

up to $5,000 a year. Manufacturers

ié testers, iuspectors, foremen, engineers,
service men, jers, for jobs paying up to $6,000 a year.
Radio Operators on ships enjoy life, see the world, with
board and lodging free, and get good pay besides. Deal-
ers and jobbers employ service men, salesmen, buyers,

managers, and pay up to $100 a week. My book tells you
about these and many other kinds of interesting radio jobs.

Jumped from $3§
to $100 a week

““Before T entered
Radic I was making $35

Many N. R. I. Men Have made $200 to $1,000
in spare time while learning

The day you enroll with me I'ti show you how to do 28
jobs, common in most every neighborhood, for sparé time

a8 week. Last week I gnoney. Throughout your e 1 send you information

earned $110 servicing on servicing popular makes ts; 1 give you the plans

and selling Radios. and_ ideas that h nmado $200 to $1.000 for N, R. 1.

owe my success to N. students in their spare time while studying. My course
m

Tzt is famous as the course that pays for itself,

J. A, VAUGHN

Grand Radio & Appliance
Co., 3107 8. Grand

Boulevard, St. Louis, Mo.

Talking Movies, Television, Aircraft
Radio included

Special training in Tuaiking Movies, Television and home
Television experiments, Radio’s use in Aviation, Nervicing
and Merchandising Sets, Broadeasting, Commercial
and Ship Stations are included, I am o sure that
N. R, 1. train you satisfactorily that I will
agree in writing to refund every penny of your
tuition if you are not satisfied with my Lessons
«nd lustruction Service upon cempletion,

64-page book of information FREE

Get your copy today. 1t tells you where Radio's
&ood jobs are, wh they pay, tells you about my
course, what others who have taken it are doing and mak-
ing. Find out what Radio offers you without the slightest
obligation. ACT NOW!

J. E. SMITH, President
National Radio Institute Dept. 2 ED/
Washington, D. C.

N\

$500 extra in &
months

“I find I made $500
from January to May in
my spare time., My best
week brought me $107. I’
should Lave taken it long
®go.”’

HOYT MOORE
Ri R." 3, Box.919,
Indianapolis, Ind.

pAY

Lifetime Employment Jervice to all Qraduates

iV W Radio Equiént
for Broad Practical Experience
Given Without Extra Charge

With the aid of this_equipment you can work
out_with your own hands many of the things you
read in our text books, From it you get the
valuable experience that tells an expert from
a beginner. In a short time you have learned
what it. would take years to learn in the field.
It’s training like this that puts the extra dollars
in_your pay envelope. Some of the many cir-

cuits you build and experiments you perform
are: Measuring the merit of a tube, building
an ohmmeter, tube voltmeter, and_a Grid dip

meter for service work. You actually make ex-
periments illustrating the important principles
in the 25 best known sets.

Apparatus for transmission and rcception

of an actual radio signal—one of the
many cxperiments sct up with my outfits,

I have doubled
and tripled the
salaries of man

J. E. SMITH,

' President

+ National Radio Institute, Dept. 2 ED:

' Washington, D. C.

> Dear Mr. Smith: Send me your free

¢ book. I understand this request does not

¢ cbligate me and that no salesman will call.

¢

FENAME.

1]

P ADDRESS f i ciiaitercc st
CIDY v i STATE S Se ity

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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'SAVE ON TIRES |

This
big, reli-

GOODSYEAR Goodrich able eompany

leads the field in

F Q ; values. Thousands of sat-|
t "re tone {sfied motorists all over the
U. S. A. ase and boost our stand-

ard brand tires, reconstructed by the
L original ecientific Midland process. Long,
hard service onroughest roads guaranteed
—12 MONTH WRITTEN GUARANTY BOND sent

BALLOON TIRES | With each tire
Size Rim Tires Tubes | YOU purchase.
29x4.40- 21'.'52 :loso‘vs ORDER TODAY
29:4 50&0 24g 95 SAVE MONEY.
2.45 1.0 | Reg.CORD Tires
2:32 1:30 | size Tires Tubes
2.95 1:20 | 80x3$2.20 $0.80
2:95 1.25 | 80x335 2.25 ~ .86
295 1:25 | 81x3 © 295 95
295 1.25 [32x4 2.85 .95
5. 3.10 1.25 185x4  2.95 .95
2+ 3120 130 | 32x43¢ 3:20 1.3
H 3-%3 139 | ssxa 3.20 155
3:20 1730 | 34xds6 3.3 e
> o x5 .
3+ 3.30 1045 | 88x5 3160 165 i
= 3:58 181 Auowmer sizes selling at the new

Send $1 Deposit with each tire orderad Balance C. 0. D. xr
you send cash in full deduct 5. You are guaranteed

sece otrelocmetat pnc. Order tod: v. mon-y p ri ce of
! / ML o, .

N5 7 :
b"j\y seRVICE VES N
i KA M A > SR
A et Fuh Sot, '@ : C
|D|-AND TIRE & RUBBER co-.. Dent 78-1

1000-10 West Six

EARN REAL MONEY p.err COPY IS how ’rhe
T O titoad vppton o 180, o business of circulation leader Of

FREE BOOK tells how you can quickly qualify as

2 Motion Picture Cameraman and Projectionist

O Still Photographer and Photo-Faisher the movie magazine

State which interests you Write today.
NEW YORK INSTITUTE OF PHOTOGRAPHY .
10 W. 33rd St. _ (Dept. 92) New York, N. Y. e

EARN MONEY

T .
e Get your copy

or full time at home coloring photographs.
No experience needed. No canvassing. We
instruct you by our new simple Photo-Color
process and supply you with work. Write 'I'O_ a
for particulars and Free Book to-day.
The IRVING-VANCE COMPANY Ltd,.
64 Hart Building, Toronto, Can,

Old at 40? 'IOC

Beware Kidney Acidity

. Thousands 0{, m(‘nldnd \;(mu-n past éﬂ :;nd m(x;nty
ir younger, who feel run-down and suffer from Get-

ting Up Nights, Backache, Stiffness, Leg Pains, Nerv- pel‘ COpY
©usness, Acidity or Burnm;.'. caused by poorly fune-
tioning Kidneys or Bladder, should use Cystex (pro-
nounced Siss-tex) specially prepared for these trou-
bles. Works fast. Starts circulating thrn system in
15 Minutes. Only 75¢ at druggists, Guaranteed to
satisfy unupk-t&-lg or return empty package and get
your money back.

"FREE!
AMAZING '
BOOKLET NEAR, 5 TELEPATHY

- OR
e 4 - BOOKLET
Thou"hf ¥ t momal uneu from Yeleo:;{y um‘sv CHANGS "Su n ':E lumlEREE fter § sent my lhonlutm to him m said m

o B home. New Orleans, La.
" S . 4 ‘::l‘ :l:’o‘:: s:'touvhl chnnged his mind lbout lomloh

ich .
H “Used it .
Tl’ansference 4 a debt owed TR n.ﬁ’mr. %2 bortage ing. dly knows why, but we do.”—New Baitimore
U l P Nv:shc?Y‘E YEL(EPA:NV' Senddlon;.. ‘NEE‘ lmxn;: hookl:: that is elulmu a u--;:cénE-Ton: men -ng“\::::l:: g::‘l:o:!:'ﬁ:::? ©00e,
: s lhe mr t is creating has surpassed all expectations. is_bookiet will be sant o W08 of charge or o
nusual Power 2 TY CO., 618 SOUTH WESTERN AVE.. DEPT. {55, LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNILA

Please mention this magazine when answering advertisements
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Eve ry

Good
Boy

Deserves 4

Fun

100K !

Easy as A-B-C

music this wa

to learn

UST see how easy it is! The lines
J are always E-G-B-D-F. Memor-
ize the sentence, “Every Good
Boy. Deserves Fun’—and there you
are! Whenever a note appears on
the first line, you know it is e,
Whenever a note appears on the
second line, you know it is g.

And the spaces—just as easy to
remember. The four spaces are al-
ways F-A-C-E. That spells ‘“face”
—simple enough to remember, isn’t
it? Thus whenever a note appears
in the first space, it is f. When-
ever a note appears in the second
space, it is a,

You have learned something al-
ready! Isn’t it fun? You'll just
love learning music this fascinating
way! No long hours of tedious
practice. No dull and uninteresting
scales. No “tricks” or *“secrets’’—
no theories—you learn to play real
music from real notes.

You don’t need a private teacher
this pleasant way. In your own
home, alone, without interruption
or embarrassment, you study this
fascinating, easy method of playing.
Practice as much or as little as
you like, to suit your

The surest way to popularity

Don’t be just “another one of the
guests’” at the next party you go to.

Be the center of attraction! The
most popular one at a party is al-
ways the person who can entertain
—and there is no finer and more
enjoyable kind of entertainment
than music. =

Never before have you had such
a chance to become a good player
—quickly—without a teacher. And
this method does not mean that you
will be able merely to read notes
and play a simple tune or two—-but
it means you will hecome a capable

3 s and efficient player.
own convenience, “”td Many ‘of our pupils
Eajop EOay < uiiie Choose Your Course | now™ have positions

with professional

Piano Violin p S g “he
You learn from the | oOrgan Clarinet bands and orchestras.
. Ukulele ute el
start—Previous Cornet saxophone | No alibis now for not
e rombone arp
training un- Piccolo Mandolin learning to play
necessary C¥etce_and Speech_Cutt
oice peec! ulture 1
’So :vlgar l::mdi simple ur’e " I_’_iam)sA(v:«:t}rd(i;nn"a your favorite
these ascinating  ‘‘music awaiian ee uitar e
lessons’’ that even a child Harmony and instrument

can understand them. You
do not lose a minute with
annecessary details—only the
most ecssential principles are
taught. Clear, concise, in-
teresting and attractive—
that is how each lesson is
presented to you. And atan
average cost of only a few

Composition
Sight Singing
Drums and Traps
Avutomatic Finger Control
Italian and German
Accordion
Banjo (Plectrum,
5-String or Tenor)
Juniors’ Piano Course

Like having a phan-
tom teacher at your
side every minute, en-
couraging you, teach-
ing you, smoothing the
way so that it be-
comes so much easier,

pennies & day!

Please mention

so much quicker for

this magazine when answering

You to master your favorite musi-
cal instrument.

You simply cannot go wrong.
First you are told how a thing is
done, then by graphic illustrations
and diagrams you are shown how,
and when you play—you hear it.

Don’t be afraid to begin your les-
sons at once. Over 600,000 people
learned to play this modern way—
and found it as easy as A-B-C. For-

get that old-fashioned idea that
yvou need special ‘“talent.” Just

read the list of instruments in the
panel, decide which one you want
to play, and the U. S. School will
do the rest,

Send for our free book and

demonstration lesson

Our wonderful illustrated Free Book and
our Free Demonstration Lesson explain all
about this remarkable method. They prove
just how anyone can learn to play his
favorite instrument by mote in almost no
time and for just a fraction of what old,
<low methods cost. The booklet will also
tell yon all about the amazing new Auto-
matic Finger Control.

Act NOW. C(lip and mail this coupon
today, and the fascinating Free Book and
Freec Demonstration Lesson will be sent
to you at once. No obligation. Tnstrp-
ments supplied when needed, cash or credit.
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Murder Mansion
By Ralph Boston

Author of “Wings Of Ransom,” etc.

An “0O. K. Polter” Novelette

CHAPTER 1.
STEALTHY FOOTSTEPS.

OE WARD crouched low behind
the lilac bush. His long, lithe
body was tense, and his leg mus-
cles were set for a spring.

Somewhere to the right, cloaked by
darkness that was like a black velvet
curtain, some one was moving. Joe
had heard the breaking of a twig.

There had been no other sound—only
that one stealthy, guarded footstep—
and Joe crouched lower, waiting for

TN—1A

the second footstep in the darkness.
But none came.

About fifty feet to the east, the dark,
ghostlike outlines of the Dwight Mor-
ton house loomed up. In the daytime,
this house was a charming piece of
Early English architecture, set off to
advantage by a close~cropped lawn,
stately old oaks, brilliant gardens, and
flower-fringed paths.

At night, though, everything seemed
different. No lights ever shone through
the windows of the mansion. In the
darkness, it looked huge, forbidding and,
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somehow, mysterious. Located in West-
chester County, out beyond the radius
of New York City’s street lights, the
great lawn became, at night, a wilder-
ness of darkness, broken here and there
by the gaunt trunks of the trees and
the black smudges of the flower beds.

A week before, Joe Ward, a new-
comer to New York, had applied to
Dwight Morton for the job of night
watchman on the estate. He had never
been a night watchman before, but
times were hard. and he had to get some
work.

Dwight Morton had looked him over.
Ward had the earmarks of the coun-
try on him. He was tall, lanky, and
just a little gawky-looking. Although
he was twenty-one, his frank blue eyes
gave him the appearance of a mere
youth, but his face was bony and square
—a fighter’s face, topped by a snarl of
dark-red hair that almost defied comb
and brush.

Dwight Morton had liked his looks
and had hired him. But Joe Ward
hadn’t liked the looks of Dwight Mor-
ton. Nor did he like his job.

Morton was a rich man and—at least,
according to the servants’ gossip—
hadn’t cared how he became rich. He
had crushed a good many folks during
his climb to wealth and power. A
strange-acting man, too. When he was
at home, he would lock himself in his
library and permit no one to enter. He
slept in an alcove room just off the
library. Everybody in that great house
hated Dwight Morton.

As Joe Ward crouched behind the
lilac bush, he knew that most of the
house slept. At one upstairs window,
he could see little streaks of light at the
edges of the heavy curtains.

Joe strained his ears to catch the
sound of that footstep on the lawn
again. He recalled Dwight Morton’s
words when he had hired him:

“No sleeping on the job. Remember,
watch this house from the minute it be-

comes dark until dawn. That’s what
you're being paid for.”

In one way, Joe thought, having a
job like this was dramatic. In another
way, though, it was tedious and hard,
and certainly lonely. But a guy had to
eat.

Joe remained motionless behind the
lilac bush. Could his imagination have
been playing tricks on him? Maybe.
And yet he sensed that something omi-
nous hung over the dark shadows of
the lawn, and that inside the house, a
wealthy but unhappy man feared for
his life.

Joe decided to walk silently toward
the house, to be nearer the windows
of the library if any one was prowling
about.

He got within three feet of the house,
when suddenly a shadow seemed to flit
by him. There was a swish of air and
a slight crackling of grass or twigs. It
was over in less than a second. But
Joe Ward knew that it was no question
of imagination now.

Some one was moving carefully
about that lawn—some one who had no
business there; at least, no lawful busi-
ness.

Quickly Joe darted along the side of
the house. He went for the library in-
stinctively. The worn, haggard face of
Dwight Morton flashed across his mind.

He got as far as the shadow of the
big porch, when he saw a dark, blurry
form moving under one of the library
windows.

With a spring, Joe was upon the in-
truder. His arms went around the body
of a man—a good-sized fellow, as far as
he could judge, and certainly one with
heavy shoulders and powerfully muscled
arms.

He knew those arms were powerful
by the ease with which they brushed
away his own. Then Joe was pulled to
the ground and held there with a grip
that handled him as if he might be no
more than a child.
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To cry out—that was the thing! But
he felt a big hand go teo his throat. His
yell was stifled into hardly mere than
a gasp.

Joe Ward had been a wrestler of
some reputation in his small Middle
Western home tewn, and he was strong
from hard work, even theugh his body
was lean and lanky. But it teok him
only a second to realize that this big
man, whoever he was, more than
matched him in strength. With the ease
of some one snapping a match stick, he
had broken Joe'’s original held.

Joe Ward wasn'’t one te give up easily.
He used every trick he ever knew in the
art of wrestling, but for each meve he
made, his opponent made a counter
move.

Joe lunged and kicked. The hold on
his throat did not relax. He tried turn-
ing his body. The man turned with
him. He tried to use his elbows on his
captor’s sides, but that get him no-
where. He brought his fist up inte the
other’s face, but he was net im a posi-
tion to set himself. He knew that his
blow had little power. >

He kept trying, though; that was Joe
Ward’s way. Bracing himself, he
swung his left fist up like a slungshot.
It cracked against his capter’s face—
seemed to jolt him a little, this time.
That stiff left had a lot behind it. Joe
felt fairly confident now.

And then Joe Ward felt something
crash against his own jaw. Tt had the
force of a swung baseball bat. Joe’s
body was going limp. Maybe he could
bring that left up again. Maybe

But this time, he heard, rather than
felt, the big man’s fist against his jaw.
His face seemed numb. The blow
hardly hurt at all. Again a stiff, quick
smash to the jaw. Joe didn’t even feel
it.

He lost consciousness.

Joe Ward regained his senses slowly.
He seemed to be floatmg in the air,

Then he felt his hands clutching short,
damp blades of grass, and he knew he
was lying on the lawn.

Finally he opened his eyes. He still
had no clear idea why he was lying
there. He closed his eyes again and
tried to think.

Dwight Morton was inside that great
house, afraid of something. Yes, he re-
membered that much. Then there had
been the sound of a footstep near the
lilac bush. Yes, that was it. There
had been a fight—a fight that he had
lost, evidently.

Joe’s head gradually cleared. He got
to his feet. He felt weak and shaky,
but he managed to walk a zigzag course
to the front door of the house. Baby!
How that big guy could hit! Joe's
head rang and buzzed.

He rapped on the door; banged on it,
in fact. He might be fired for making
all this noise if there wasn’t anything
wrong, but somehow Joe Ward had an
idea that there zwas something wrong.

It seemed a long time before the door
was opened. Mrs. Snyder, the house-
keeper, stood there. With her turned-
up chin and her turned-down nose, and
her long, quilted dressing gown, she
looked like a gray old witch. All she
lacked, Joe thought, was the broom-
stick, and maybe a black cat.

Her mannish features were set in a
stern mold. Her voice was calm, though,
considering the conditions.

“Why all the noise?” she asked. “Do
you know it’s almost eleven o’clock?”

Joe Ward felt a little foolish. His
head was still buzzing. The light in the
hallway—a dim, amber-globed lamp—
danced before his eyes.

“Well?” Mrs. Snyder demanded.

Joe looked up at her. She was stand-
ing on the threshold, and she was very
tall for a woman; taller, in fact, than
the average man.

“Mr.—Morton,” Joe finally managed
to gulp. “I was wondering. Is—is he
all right?”



Mrs. Snyder gave a little sniff.
“Why, I suppose so,” she said.

“I thought maybe—that =

“You thought—what?” asked Mrs.
Snyder coldly. She turned and looked
at the transom over the library door.
The library was dark. “Mr. Morton
went to bed long ago.”

Joe told hurriedly in his excited way
what had happened out on the lawn.
His story apparently didn't impress
Mrs. Snyder. She looked at him in a
peculiar way, shrugged her bony shoul-
ders; then, as if reconsidering some-
thing, she went and tried the library
door. It was locked. But this proved
nothing ; the door was always locked
when Mr. Morton was inside.

Joe had followed her to the library
door. “I think we ought to rap, Mrs.
Snyder.”

The housekeeper whirled on him.
“No one asked you to come in here!”
she stormed, her jet-black eyes snap-
ping. “If there’s been any attempted
burglary, better go out and try and find
the burglar. Your job is outside, young
man—not inside.”

Then her manner suddenly changed.
What was meant for a smile—it was
really more of a servile grin—passed
over her mannish face. She was look-
ing over Joe Ward's shoulder in the
direction of the open front door.

“Why, good evening, sir,” she said
pleasantly.

Joe followed her gaze. He recog-
nized the newcomer—Philip Morton,
brother of Dwight Morton. Joe had
seen him only a couple of times, but he
could not fail to remember that gaunt
face and that tall, long-necked, sloping-
shouldered figure.

Although not what would be called
an old man—he was possibly ffty—
Philip Morton had an old-fashioned air
about him. The black suit had no style
to it. The collar was of the stiff variety,
and was very high and uncomfortable
looking.

STREET & SMITH’S TOP-NOTCH MAGAZINE

“Good evening, Mrs. Snyder,” Philip
Morton said. “I dare say my brother
hasn’t retired—although I was to have
been here before ten. I ran up in my
roadster, and had a little carburetor
trouble on the road.”

“He may have, Mr. Morton. I'm glad
you happened in, sir, anyhow. This
young man—the new night watchman,
vou know—seems rather worried about
your brother. He had a fight with some
one out in the gardens and got knocked
out.”

“Yes, sir,”” Joe put in. He told in
detail of his fight on the lawn.

Philip Morton’s face showed a frown
and a look of concern. He walked
over to the library door and knocked
loudly upon it. There was no answer
from the library, but old Peters—a
small, leathery-faced man who acted as
both butler and valet in the household—
came mincing down the stairs.

“I—1I thought I heard a shot a little
while ago,” Peters said. ‘“Ah, how
d’you do, sir? Of course, the shot may
just have been some motor back-firing
out on the road, but——"

“Something wrong here!” Philip
Morton cut in sharply. He turned to
Joe. “Break in the door! Quick, man!
Break it in!”

Joe Ward threw all his weight against
the door. It was of solid oak. It did
not give.

Philip Morton’s excitement increased.
“Go out and get in through one of the
windows,” he ordered. “Break the
glass. Here! Break it with this.” He
handed his heavy cane to Joe.

Joe ran out through the front door-
way and then to one of the library win-
dows. He smashed the cane through
the pane of glass, then put his hand
through the opening and released the
catch on the inside of the window. He
raised the window and climbed through.

The electric switch was just inside
the hall doorway, he knew, and he made
his way toward it. He was brave
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enough in a fight, but now he felt him-
self trembling. This was altogether
different. But he reached the switch
and snapped it on. Light from a ceiling
cluster sprang into the room.

Joe did not feel like going alone into
the bedroom just off the library. He
could see through into the alcove, but
not plainly. There was no sound in the
alcove. He unlocked the door into the
hallway. Philip Morton rushed in, fol-
lowed by Mrs. Snyder and Peters, the
butler.

Both of the men showed their nerv-
ousness. Mrs. Snyder was the most
composed person in the room.

“Snap on the light in the alcove,”
Philip Morton ordered.

Joe crossed over and did so, and then
emitted an involuntary gasp.

Lying on his back in bed, his arms
stretched out, lay Dwight Morton.

He had the gaunt face and gray eyes
of his brother, Philip, but the face was
more lined, and there were little puck-
ers of skin above the cheek bones.
Fifty-odd years of struggle had hard-
ened that face, but his dark-brown hair
was only very slightly touched with
gray.

And that dark-brown hair would
never get any grayer. Something about
the gaunt, set face told young Joe Ward
that.

For Dwight Morton was dead.

Joe Ward felt an old chill ripple
through his entire body. He could not
take his eyes off the form of Dwight
Morton. There was something horribly
fascinating.that held his gaze.

The dead man was in white pajamas.
There were crimson stains on the pa-
jama coat and on the otherwise spotless
counterpane of the bed.

Even Mrs. Snyder’s rare composure
was affected. Her black eyes were
stary. Old Peters clasped his hands
and stood by cringingly. He was still
the menial in the presence of his master,

in spite of the fact that his master was
now just a piece of lifeless clay.

“That—that shot I heard,” he drib-
bled, “must have 22

“When was it?” Philip Morton de-
manded. His ashen face was working
strangely.

“A—a few minutes ago. But it
seemed to come from outside. My win-
dow faces the north end of the grounds,
you know, sir.”

“T've heard of silencers being at-
tached to revolvers,” said the dead
man’s brother. “Just how silently they
work, or whether they could be heard
as far as your room, I don't—"

“Look!” Joe Ward almost screamed.
“Side of the bed there! Some kind of
a knife. He wasn’t shot. Must have
been stabbed. The blade is red!” He
ran forward to pick up the weapon.

Philip Morton grabbed his arm.
“No!” he said. “We'd best wait for
the police. We might destroy valuable
evidence. My poor brother!”

He seemed to be rapidly wilting un-
der the strain of the tragedy. Joe Ward,
never before in touch with violent death,
felt a wave of sympathy surge through
him as he looked at the tall, delicate-
looking brother. Philip Morton looked
so helpless, and so near collapse.

“We'll go out,” Philip Morton sug-
gested, with a catch in his voice, “and
one of you please telephone the police.”
He put his right hand to his eyes. “I
wonder if I am not partly to blame. If
I had arrived here before ten, as T had
planned to”—his sad eyes swept towar
the bed—"he might still be alive.”

He led the way out. “Pull those cur-
tains, Peters,” he said. He turned to
Joe Ward. “And you. young fellow,
notify the police by telephone. I—I'm
afraid I'm not much good in an emer-
gency of this sort.”

“Shall T call the local police, sir?”
Joe Ward asked. “Don’t the New York
City police sometimes come out on cases
like—like murder?”
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Philip Morton sank heavily into an
armchair. His graying head was low-
ered. The man was the picture of de-
jection.

“Perhaps the local police should be
notified—for the present, at least.” He
looked over at Mrs. Snyder. “You re-
member my visit here last week, Mrs.
Snyder?”

The mannish-looking housekeeper,
too, seemed in something of a daze now.
She was sitting across from Philip Mor-
ton. She nodded listlessly.

“Well, my brother had received some
sort of threatening note. I finally in-
duced him to let me put a detective on
the case. To-day I engaged a man
from a private agency. I had been de-
taying because I half believed the note
might have been some sort of hoax.”

He took out a wallet and withdrew a
card. It read:

ORVILLE K. POLTER

National Detective Agency
Chicago, Illinois.
New York Branch—Suite 4426
Empire State Building

He referred to a penciled notation on
the back of the card, and handed the
card to Joe Ward.

“I haven't a great deal of faith in
these small-town detectives,” he said,
“so you’d better call this number. It’s
the apartment number of this private
detective, this Mr. Polter. I believe it’s
far uptown in New York, and he may
get here almost as quickly as the local
police. Call him first. Tell him it’s
very important—that the matter I was
worried about has happened.”

Joe Ward could not curb a slight
thrill at the thought of seeing real de-
tectives at work. He shook his head as
he went to the telephone.

If only he had been able to catch that
heavy-shouldered murderer, he thought,
before he had got through the window
and killed Dwight Morton! But those
things were the breaks in life.

CHAPTER II.

POLTER CONTINUES A CASE.

RVILLE K. POLTER, private de-
tective, sent his smart roadster spin-
ning along the Westchester highway.

He was a lean-faced, dark young man,
rather tall, broad-shouldered and long-
legged. On a stouter man, the suit of
large black-and-gray plaid might have
seemed in questionable taste, but it fit-
ted Polter perfectly. He looked as if
he might have been poured into it.

The night had turned warm, and Pol-
ter removed his soft, snap-brim hat and
let the wind ruffle his thick, wavy black
hair. His dark eyes looked thoughtful.
The sleuth was thinking ahead to this
new murder case which had pulled him
out of bed.

He never minded that much. But
“Dreamy” McVey, his assistant, had
been a little hard to arouse. Polter’s
black eyes showed twinkles as they were
turned to the young man comfortably
sleeping at his side.

Dreamy McVey was no such fashien
plate as the black-haired driver.
Dreamy’s suit was baggy, and his soft
hat needed blocking.

He was almost as tall as Polter, but
his upper body did not give the same
suggestion of ruggedness and muscular
development.

His colorless blond hair—which
seemed to be sprouting from under the
brim of his hat and straggled in a long
lick over his forehead—needed trim-
ming, as did his scraggly, mustard-col-
ored mustache.

It might have been this mustache, so
highly prized by Dreamy himself, which
gave his face what some would call
a “sappy” expression. The sparse, sil-
very eyebrows helped out in this re-
spect, too.

Many criminals, though, had occasion
to know that Dreamy McVey was far
from being a sap. Certain big-shot
racketeers about the country knew it.
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And no one knew it better than Orville
K. Polter, his chief and friend.

Polter knew Dreamy McVey’s faults.
Sleeping on the slightest provocation
was one of them, if that could be called
a fault. But Polter also knew that be-
neath that yellow-terrier appearance of
Dreamy McVey was the heart of a lion.

Under that sloppy soft hat, too, was
the brain of a man who had every qual-
ity except one, to become a great detec-
tive. That single lack was the absence
of initiative. Polter himself furnished
that. Dreamy McVey was the ideal as-
sistant.

Polter’s keen eyes were sweeping
from side to side of the smooth West-
chester road. He had inquired the way
from the attendant at a gasoline sta-
tion, a few miles back, and had checked
up from time to time.

Now, on the left side of the road,
he could make out the lights of a big,
Early English mansion set far back on
a great expanse of lawn. He poked his
elbow into his sleeping companion’s side.

“Wake up, Dreamy!” he said. “I
guess this is the house.”

Dreamy yawned and opened a pair of
large, watery, light-blue eyes.

“All right, O. K.,” he said. He al-
ways called his chief by his initials.
“All right. But, gee! I sure was hav-
in’ a wonderful doze. I was just dream-
in'——"

“T'll bet you were!” Polter cut in.

His manner with Dreamy was one of
good-natured joking. He and Dreamy
were more like pals than like chief and
assistant. And yet, at times, Polter gave
orders like a czar, and Dreamy followed
those orders with fhe unquestioning
promptness of a serf.

“l was dreamin’,” said the blond-
haired assistant, now thoroughly awake,
“that T was asleep in a big, four-poster
bed in a sort of a palace, it seemed like,
an’_"

“Yeah, it’s tough to be roused from
a dream like that,” Polter interrupted.

He laughed, and showed a set of
square, white teeth. ‘“But you're not
going to dream any more to-night, old
boy. You would be a detective.”

He found the driveway and guided
the roadster up toward the big mansion.

It was a gloomy group which O. K.
Polter and Dreamy McVey found sit-
ting in the room opposite the library,
when he was ushered in by Mrs.
Snyder.

Philip Morton, brother of the dead
man, sat in a large easy-chair. His head
was bowed as the two detectives entered
the room, but he stood up and extended
his hand.

“I wish I had retained you a couple
of days ago instead of to-day, Mr. Pol-
ter,” he said. His voice was a little
bitter.

In quick, terse language, he explained
all that had happened.

Polter nodded. ‘“Have you any ideas
about it at all? Any clews?”

“Practically nothing of any value, I'm
afraid. Rather a mixed-up mess, to my
mind.  Peters”—he nodded at the
leathery-faced little butler—‘“‘thought
he heard a revolver shot. We think
now, though, that my brother may have
been stabbed to death. The murderer
dropped his knife in the bedroom, or
so we believe. You'd like to look at
the body ?”’

“There isn’t much I can do until the
medical examiner arrives, Mr. Morton.
These local police aren’t very crazy over
private detectives, anyhow. If I touched
the body, we might get into trouble.”

“We'll wait for the police, then,”
Philip Morton agreed. “But I want you
to help handle the case. I intend to
leave nothing undone to find out who
killed my brother. I have decided to
offer a reward of five thousand dollars
for the arrest of the murderer.”

“Was there any one whom you knew
to have been an enemy of your
brother ?”



Philip Morton shrugged his shoul-

ders. He smiled, but it was a sad smile.
“Maybe a thousand persons. I don't
think that’s any exaggeration. I told

vou, when I asked you to come out and
have a look over the threatening letter,
that Dwight had made a great many
enemies. Most successful men do, of
course.”

“You saw the note, I think you said.”

“Yes. It puzzled me somewhat when
I found that the note seemed to have
been written by an illiterate person.
There was some veiled reference in the
note to a queen of hearts. Dwight
didn’t care to discuss the matter with
me—that was not Dwight’s way—but I
went to you because ] felt he was in
danger.”

“Is the note here in the house?”

“I suppose we may be able to find
it, unless Dwight destroyed it. He
wouldn’t let me take the note to your
office—said it was really his private af-
fair. I handled my brother’s business
papers to a certain extent, you know.
I am a broker. But there are many
business connections of his I know noth-
ing about.”

Polter looked about the room. Joe
Ward, the night watchman, and Peters,
the butler-valet sat together on a sofa.
Mrs. Snyder, the housekeeper, sat
stiffly in a chair opposite them.

“Are there any other servants who
live here?” Polter asked.

“I am no servant,” Mrs. Snyder said
sharply.

“I understand that,”” was Polter’s
suave retort. “I did not mean you, Mrs.
Snyder. What I wish to find out is
just the persons who live in this house.”

The black-eyed, mannish-featured
housekeeper seemed a trifle more
friendly. She nodded over to the sofa.

“There’s those two,” she said. “Then
there’s the chauffeur, Charles Brand-
ford, who lives over the garage back
of the house.”

“Any others?”
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“There's a maid and a cook, but they
arranged to have their night out to-
gether to-night. They went to New
York to see a show.”

“All those servants for one man?
The dead man occupied the house alone,
didn'’t he?”

“No. His niece, Miss Grace Conklin,
lives here, too. Miss Grace occupies a
suite on the top floor. I dare say she
never heard the disturbance at all; prob-
ably still sleeping. Possibly the poor
girl is worn out through arguing with
her uncle—"

Mrs. Snyder stopped abruptly and
looked over at Philip Morton.

“It's all right,” Philip Morton said.
“Mr. Polter will have to know every-
thing.” He turned to Polter. “While
I am positive that it has nothing to do
with this case,” he said, “I ought to
tell you that this household has experi-
enced a little unpleasantness.”

“Of what nature?”

“Well, Grace is rather an impression-
able young girl. Dwight discovered a
budding love affair between her and the
chauffeur, Brandford, who, it devel-
oped, took the job just to be‘near her.
Brandford's father is said to be in very
comfortable circumstances.”

“Why is Brandford not here now?”
Polter asked.

“He left with the car a little before
cleven, to meet the cook and the maid at
the railroad station. It’s hard to keep
good help out here. Dwight authorized
little things like that.”

“I suppose Brandford’ll be back
soon,” Polter said. “Would you mind
rounding up ewvery person who lives in
the house? TI’ll wait for the local po-
lice. No use in subjecting everybody
to questioning twice. I'll just take a
look about the place.”

O. K. Polter, followed by Dreamy,
took a turn about the house, inside and
outsidle. Two windows were found
broken in the library. One of these
had been smashed by Joe Ward, the
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night watchman, in order to get in and
unlock the door from the hall into the
library.

Another window was broken, too;
but it was a neater job. A circle had
been taken out of the window with a
glass cutter. The murderer had then
calmly and silently reached in, unlocked
the window and entered.

The presence of death in the big man-
sion did not seem to disturb Polter or
Dreamy. They had looked upon death
too often for that. Polter had gath-
ered, too, from an examination of the
servants and from Philip Morton’s re-
luctant replies, that Dwight Morton had
been a mean, grasping man. The
Dwight Morton murder was no particu-
lar tragedy to O. K. Polter. It was
just another case to be solved.

“Well, Dreamy,” he said to his aide,
as the two stood on the porch, “I think
you heard what Mr. Philip Morton said
about that reward of five thousand dol-
lars. Your half would be twenty-five
hundred, you know.”

“Yeah,” said Dreamy dryly. “I fig-
ured that out. I'm bright that way, I
am. Say, if I ever got that, I could
buy that four-poster bed, after all.”

“If you do,” said Polter, smiling,
“T'll take my half to buy a thousand
alarm clocks to get you out of it.”

There was the sound of an auto-
mobile coming up the driveway. A mo-
ment later, it pulled up before the
house, and Polter saw that it contained
several policemen.

“Well, our rivals have come,” he said.
“I wonder if this case is going to be in-
teresting.”

CHAPTER III
THE QUEEN OF HEARTS.

HE delegation from the local police
department consisted of several uni-
formed cops and a plain-clothes man
named Finley.
The latter was a short, thickset man
old enough to be gray and bald. His

square, aggressive face was the index
of a person not a bit afraid of trouble.
Finley was just a little sneery toward
Polter and Dreamy. His manner was
somewhat browbeating as he questioned
Philip Morton, Peters, Joe Ward, and
the housekeeper.

“Git that niece o’ the dead man
down,” he ordered. “Time that chauf-
feur was back here, too, ain’t it?” he
asked. “That is, if he’s comin’ back.”

He looked over at Polter. ‘“Medical
examiner wasn’t home. Out playin’
cards. A bridge hound. He's been
notified, though—be here any minute.
We can’t examine the body yet, but we
might’s well git this questionin’ over.”

His lip curled back into a sneer.
“Seems like a plain house-robber job to
me,” he said. ‘“But maybe you private
dicks’ll succeed in makin’ a mystery out
of it.”

Dreamy started to say something, but
Polter silenced him with a glance.

“Maybe,” Polter said to Finley. “But
we’ll stand back and look on a while.
You can go ahead and do the question-
ing, professor.”

“Miss Conklin has been asked to
come down,” Philip Morton said, “but
I will ask you to go easy in question-
ing 2

Morton stopped abruptly.
staring at the doorway.

Polter followed the direction of his
gaze. A girl was framed in the open-
ing. She might have been eighteen or
twenty, and was tall, slim, and graceful.
Her hair was somewhere between
golden and red, her eyes a deep horizon-
blue. Her face showed strength and in-
telligence. :

“You—you wanted me?”’ she asked
in a soft contralto. “I am Grace Con-
klin, Mr. Morton’s niece.” Her poise
did not quite serve to hide the nervous-
ness in her manner. There was fear in
those blue eyes.

Finley whirled toward her. “Yeah.
Yuh been told what happened, huh?”

He was
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The girl nodded.

“Act a little upset, huh?”

“Naturally.”

“From what I understan’, though,
yuh wasn’t any too crazy about this
uncle o’ yours, was yuh?”

The girl froze the rough-mannered
dick with a glance. “If you can think
of any intelligent questions to ask, I’ll

answer them,” she said. “You might
remove your hat, teo.”
Finley seemed somewhat flabber-

gasted. He removed his hard hat and
exposed a bald head. Soon he regained
his composure, however, and barked
questions at the girl like a cross-exam-
ining district attorney.

The girl was forced to tell of her
regard for Brandford, the chauffeur.

“Charles is not a chauffeur by trade,”
she said. ‘“Not that it would have made
any difference to me. He is well edu-
cated, a gentleman. He took the job
to be near me.”

“Yeah?” Finley said, with a sneer in
his voice. “He ain’t very near yuh
now, is he? Let’s git down to cases
here. He hated your uncle—had an
argument with him only to-day an’ got
his notice to leave.”

“Well, what’s that got to do with it?”

“It’s got this much to do with it.
Brandford answers the description o’
the guy that this night watchman says
he grappled with outside the house. A
big guy, tall an’ muscular. An’ he don’t
seem to be gittin’ back here very quick
an’ it’s likely 2

“I think you’re wrong again,” said
the girl coolly.

She was looking out of the window.
There was the sound of a car on the
driveway. Polter saw a big limousine
pass the side of the house toward the
garage.

“This is Charles now,” the girl said.
“He has nothing to hide.” Her voice
rose half an octave in pitch. “He has
nothing to hide. Do you hear?” she
half shrieked at Finley.

When Charles Brandford entered the
room to be questioned, Polter noticed
the tall, stalwart build of this clean-cut,
blond young fellow in whipcord and leg-
gings.

And he noticed something else, too.
There was a bad bruise over Brand-
ford’s right cheek bone. Polter re-
called what Joe Ward had said about
bringing that uppercut to his attacker’s
face.

Finley lit into Brandford viciously,
but the young chauffeur appeared dis-
dainful and a little sullen.

“Seems to me yuh got some tall ex-
plainin’ to do,” Finley barked, “as to
how yuh got that mark on your face.
Can y’explain it?”

“Why, of course,” Brandford replied
readily. “I told you of my argument
with my employer this afternoon. He
was a fiery, stubborn man, and I'm not
used to taking insults without coming
back. I told him if he didn’t get out
of the garage, I'd kick him out. Then
he struck me in the face. He was car-
rying a heavy cane. He hit me with
that.”

Finley put his iron hat back on his
head and laughed raucously.

“Oh, yeah?” he said. “Ain’t that
nice? That won’t do, Brandford. Yuh
got no witnesses. The only person
could prove whether your story’s true or
not is the dead man. That won’t go.”

There was a wordy argument be-
tween Brandford and Finley, which was
broken up by the arrival of the medical
examiner.

“Keep this guy in tow,” Finley or-
dered one of the uniformed cops. Then
Polter, Dreamy, Finley, Philip Morton,
and a uniformed policeman followed the
bearded medical examiner into the
chamber of death.

The medical examiner marched over
to the bed where the dead man lay and
turned down the bedclothes.

“Death due to stabbing,” he said.
“Take notes on this, Cleary.”
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The cop, pad in hand, stood close to
the bed and wrote down the technical
language dictated by the doctor.

Finley had pounced upon the knife
on the floor near the bed. He held it
in his gloved hand as if it had heen a
snake, picking it up by the tip of the
blade so as not to destroy any possible
finger-print evidence. Then he smoothed
out a newspaper on the dresser and
placed the knife on it.

Polter had seen this sort of thing too
often to be interested in it. The knife
was rather unusual in shape, he no-
ticed, but he would have plenty of time
to examine the weapon later. He was
more interested in the deoctor’s exami-
nation of the corpse.

One of the dead man’s hands hung
limply out of the bed, almest touching
the floor. Polter saw that the hand was
clenched. It seemed to be clutching
something, and, since that side of the
bed was more or less in shadow, Polter
crouched down to look closely.

His keen face showed interest as he
gazed at what was clasped in the dead
man’s hand. He looked up, with an ir-
ritating little smile, at Finley, the local
detective.

“Your common house robber seems
to have been a little bit dramatic, Mr.
Finley,” he said. “Take a look at this.”

Finley shuffled over to the bed, fol-
lowed by Philip Morton and Dreamy.

The fingers of the murdered man’s
right hand were clutching an ordinary
playing card. Finley removed it from
the stiffened hand.

It was a queen of hearts.

CHAPTER 1V.
DEAD MAN’S CHEST,

HATEVER else might have been

said of Finley, he was not a hypo-
crite. He was frank, brutally so. He
turned to speak to Philip Morton, and
he made no attempt to make his state-
ment behind O. K. Polter’s back.

“This card may have some special
meanin’ in connection with the case, Mr.
Morton,” he said, “an’ then again, it
may be a lot o’ boloney. Sometimes
private dicks plant things like this.
They make set-ups to make the case
last longer. The longer the case lasts,
the more jack they git out of it.”

It was too much for Dreamy McVey.
“Speakin’ o’ boloney, Finley,” he said,
“you’re full of it. Why, you poor <

“Wait a minute, Dreamy,” Polter
pleaded. He turned to Finley. “Neither
McVey nor myself happens to be a
magician,” he said. ‘“We came into this
room for the first time with you, Fin-
ley.”

The hard-boiled Finley shrugged his
shoulders. It was clear that he was a
tough man to convince. He looked
over at Philip Morton again.

“This chauffeur guy—this Brand-
ford—he’s a kind o’—well, a romantic
guy, ain’t he?” he asked. - “Yuh don’t
think there might be some connection
with him bein’ in love with the dame.
See? Then the dead man broke up the
thing, an’ maybe Brandford took a queen
o’ hearts 2

“Oh, no! No!’ Philip Morton cut
in. “I really can’t think that young
man is at all connected with the crime.
My brother had many enemies. In
some ways, he led a mysterious 2

He turned to the doorway. A uni-
formed policeman was standing there—
one of the squad told off by Finley to
search the grounds of the estate for any
trail of the murderer.

“Kin I see yuh a minute, boss?” the
cop asked Finley. ‘Little private busi-
ness, if yuh don’t mind.”

He looked mysterious and a little
pompous. Finley went outside, and
there was a whispered consultation. The
detective looked a little triumphant when
he returned to the room for his hat.

“I may have a little clew outside,” he
said. “Be back soon.” He leered at
Polter and left the house.
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When he had gone, Polter took the
card in a gloved hand and studied it
beneath the light. There was nothing
distinguishing about it. It was just a
plain queen of hearts with a bicycle de-
sign on the back—the most ordinary
kind of playing card.

Polter strolled out to the library and
nodded to Dreamy to follow him. The
policeman had deserted this room to ac-
company Finley. Even the cop told off
to guard Brandford had thought the
mysterious business outside of greater
importance than remaining.

Joe Ward, the young night watch-
man, and Peters, the butler, were stand-
ing up, talking with each other. Grace
Conklin and Charles Brandford, the
chauffeur, had been talking in a low
tone when Polter and Dreamy entered,
but stopped abruptly. Miss Conklin’s
eyes were red, as if she had been cry-
ing. They had not lost that expression
of terror.

Mrs. Snyder, as hard-faced and dry-
eyed as ever, came through from the
hallway with a carpet sweeper, and was
about to use the implement on the now
somewhat tracked-up library rug.

“Hey, wait a minute!” Polter yelled.
“Don’t sweep this room until we’ve ex-
amined it thoroughly. There may be
important evidence here. Many a mur-
derer has been convicted on what he’s
dropped while escaping—or other little
things.”

Grace Conklin spoke up. “That
awful man—that Finley—has no busi-
ness to detain Charles on such flimsy
evidence, has he, Mr. Polter?”

O. K. Polter did not answer the ques-
tion directly. “Well, there’s no need
for any of you to be sitting around here.
Mr. McVey and I would like to make
a thorough examination of this room.
You may all go. Be within call to come
back here when you’re wanted.”

He had always believed that detain-
ing suspects on flimsy evidence was a
mistake. Give a guilty person enough

rope, and he’d hang himself. In Pol-
ter’s mind, every person in that room
was a suspect except Dreamy and him-
self. Let one of them turn up missing,
and that would simplify the Morton
case.

Flight is one of the greatest proofs
of a criminal’s guilt. And modern po-
lice aids—radio, telephones, the tele-
graph, finger prints, photographs—
would soon serve to capture the fugitive.

“That card in your hand,” Miss Con-
klin said. ‘“What does it mean?”

Polter laughed grimly. “It may
mean the conviction of the person who
murdered your uncle,” he said. “Fin-
ger prints, and so on. Yes, this card
may mean a great deal. Why? Have
you ever seen this card before, Miss
Conklin?”

The girl shrugged. “It’s hard to tell
one from another. I play bridge. I
don’t see anything about that particular
card to make me remember it.”

Once more, that scary look came into
the girl’s eyes.

Polter laid the card down on a taboret
near the fireplace, and bowed the sus-
pects out of the room. All, except Joe
Ward, left eagerly. Joe wanted to
view crime detection at close range.

“Come on, Dreamy,” Polter said,
when the room was cleared. “Let’s see
if we can pick up any clew at all about
this room.”

For several minutes, Polter
Dreamy fine-combed that room.

Dreamy got down on his hands and
knees and examined the nap of the rug.
Polter peered into corners, examined
disarranged dust particles on the
wooden frames of chairs, searched
every pane of glass for finger prints.

The pair went through the room as a
fisherman might go through a shallow
pool, netting it from one end to the
other. Not one square inch was being
overlooked. They even put their hats
on, so that no area, however small,
would be covered by any article foreign

and
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to that library which the murderer had
passed through.

They found nothing of the slightest
value. There were no finger prints on
the window that had been opened by
means of the glass cutter. Quite ob-
viously the murderer had worked with
gloves. There were some vaguely
formed muddy footprints, but unfortu-
nately these had already been retracked.

Suddenly Polter thought he heard a
rustle back of him. He whipped
around; stared at the fireplace.

A hand was disappearing back of a
panel that had been slid open at the
side. There was the flutter of a lace
sleeve.

Polter leaped for that receding hand

—just brushed the finger tips.
“Quick, Dreamy!” he yelled.
“Look!”

Dreamy McVey turned and gazed
vacantly at the taboret in front of the
fireplace.

The queen of hearts had disappeared!

Polter frantically tried to shove the
panel farther back, so that he could
crawl through the opening. It would
open no more than three or four inches.
He squinted through. Back of that
panel was nothing but blackness.

Polter rushed out of the doorway.
Dreamy followed at his heels.

They dashed back along the deserted
hallway until they came to a doorway
leading into a room next to the library
—the room where the person who stole
that card must have been..

The door was locked, but Polter
launched every ounce of his rugged,
well-conditioned body against the door
panel. The panel splintered, but the
door held. Dreamy was with him the
next time. The door gave way. Dreamy
fell through and sprawled on the floor,
but Polter managed to retain his bal-
ance.

His automatic was in his hand now.
He was groping about for a light

switch, but there seemed to be none in
the room. The inner half of this big
chamber was very dark. The light
from the dim, amber-globed lamp in the
hallway shed only a sickly ray across
the threshold.

Polter could see, however, that the
person who had been in the room had
already escaped from it—probably into
the next room, which was connected by
a big, old-fashioned arch, decorated with
heavy portiéres. He rushed through
into this room, Dreamy once more at
his heels.

This room was pitch-dark, and Pol-
ter reached into his pocket for a match.
A bad break! He did not have one.

Frantically he pawed along the wall.
“A match, Dreamy!” he yelled.
“Strike a light!”

He heard the scuff of a shoe to one
side of him, and saw a shadowy form
in the darkness. The next second, a
pair of strong arms pinioned his own
to his sides. Polter got one arm free
and lunged out. =

“Ouch!” It was Dreamy’s voice.

It was Dreamy who had reached out
and pinioned Polter, believing his chief
to be the escaping suspect.

“Run out and get some matches!”
Polter yelled. ‘“Quick!”

He heard Dreamy clatter out beneath
the big arch.

Now Polter crouched in the pitch
darkness. It was tough, he decided,
that the outcome of this case might
hinge on a match or the lack of it.

Ten to one, the person who had stolen
that card was in this room. It was too
dark to see whether or not there was a
door leading out of it.

If there was a door, he judged, it
would probably be opposite the big arch.
He crept cautiously forward. It was
like playing a game of blind man’s buff.
He thought he could hear the short,
quick breathing of some one on the far
side of the room.

With the quickness of a tiger, Polter
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sprang in that direction. His arms
lashed out blindly in the darkness.
There was a crash. He had knocked
over a table or stand of some kind, and
had barked his shins badly.

But a little thing like that didn’t mat-
ter now. An idea sparked in Polter’s
brain. He pointed his automatic down
at the floor and fired two quick shots.
The flashes lighted up a foot or two
of the room. That had been Polter’s
idea, hut it was an unsatisfactory light
and winked out in a second. It showed
a blurred, indistinguishable form at the
far side of the room.

Once more, Polter leaped. His hand
missed the person playing hide and
scek with him, but his fingers closed
over some cloth fabric—perhaps a part
of a sleeve. Any evidence would be
better than nothing. Polter ripped at
the cloth. 1t parted.

And the next second, he heard a
door slam and a key turn in the lock.
There were fast footsteps, as if a per-
son were fleeing down a corridor. The
person who had been in the room had
escaped and locked him in.

Polter threw his weight against the
door. It did not give. He kicked at
it. The panel splintered.

Now Dreamy rushed in with a flash-
light and, between the two of them, they
broke down the door. But it led, as
Polter had supposed, into a corridor.
And at the end of the corridor was an
open window through which the fugi-
tive had escaped.

It would be useless to try to pursue
any one out across the pitch-black ex-
panse of lawn. Daylight might furnish
some clew, but that was far off.

There was a commotion back beyond
the room with the arch, and a moment
later, Peters, the butler, and Mrs. Sny-
der, the mannish-looking housekeeper,
rushed in and put on the lights.

“Ah, sir,” the old butler said, “did I
—did I hear shots? Or am T just imag-
ining those things again, sir?”

-

Unconsciously, Polter glanced at the
arms of the old man and then at those
of Mrs. Snyder. The butler had on the
old blue coat he always wore. Mrs.
Snyder’s waist was of rusty black.

“You heard shots, all right,” Polter
said.

Grace Conklin, Brandford, and the
rest of those in the house quickly gath-
ered in the wrecked room and listened
to Polter’s explanation of what had oc-
curred.

During his explanation, Finley and a
uniformed officer came in through the
front door and stamped along the hall-
way. Finley listened a moment and
then grinned. He was smoking a fresh
cigar, and he held it at a cocky angle
in his square mouth.

“Great work!” he laughed nastily.
“Well, listen to this: While you two
Sherlocks have been makin’ mystery out
o’ nothin’, I’ve found the murderer!”

Polter smiled.
he said.

“Yeah, I'll say it’s interestin’!” Fin-
ley looked over at Philip Morton. “The
reward’s goin’ to be interestin’, too.
That offer o’ yours stands, Mr. Mor-
ton?”

Philip Morton, his face pale with ex-
citement, nodded. “Of course. But—
where is he? Where is my brother’s
murderer ?”

‘He’s—well, he’s dead!” Finley re-
plied.

“Dead!” repeated Philip Morton.

“Yeah, but there can’t be no doubt
about him bein’ the one. Listen! I
got the department car out in front.
It's near a quarter of a mile away, on
the north end o’ the estate. Pile in,
all you folks. Git the medical examiner.
You're goin’ to see somethin’ real hot,
an’ 1 don’t mean maybe!”

Excitement was tense in that little
group. Grace Conklin’s face showed
her relief. Charles Brandford was calm,
as he had been much of the time.

“That’s interesting,”
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Philip Morton sat silently in the back
of the car, his mind apparently in a
daze, and a look of puzzlement on his
face.

The trip to the north end of the estate
took only a couple of minutes.

Three policemen were guarding the
body of a man who lay on his back on
a little expanse of lawn surrounded by
bushes and flowering shrubs.

The group got out of the car. Finley
turned to the medical examiner.

“This man was shot through the
heart. He’s dead, all right. We didn’t
disarrange nothin’—just turned him
over, doctor.”

He directed his flashlight down into
the dead man’s face. The doctor knelt
beside the body and made a preliminary
examination.

“Hasn’t been dead long,” he said.
“Couple of hours, at the most.”

Finley looked up triumphantly. “This
must ’a’ been the shot that old flunky,
Peters, heard,” he said. “I’'m bettin’
this guy had a pal. The pal prob’ly
double-crossed him, gave him the works,
an’ beat it. But I got some pretty hot
evidence that this is the bird that done
the murder.”

“What evidence?” Polter asked.

“Wait!” Finley said gloatingly. “Will
you slit down his shirt in front, doc?”

Polter looked down at the face of the
dead man—a big, powerful, black-
haired fellow, somewhere around thirty,
poorly dressed in a soiled shirt open at
the front, a rough blue coat and sail-
or’s pants. ‘

The doctor had cut away the coat,
and now was slitting the shirt to ex-
amine the bullet mark. The sleeves of
the shirt were cut off at the elbows.
The big-thewed forearms were tattooed
profusely. The man was obviously a
seaman.

Finley leered up at Polter. “Well?
Satisfied, Sherlock?” he asked. “I guess
this is the big bruiser the night watch-
man tangled with, huh?”

“Very probably,” Polter said.

“Prob'ly, nothin’!” Finley retorted.
“Look a here! I'm askin’ yuh—is this
a hot tie-up with what we found in
Dwight Morton’s hand, or not? I'm
askin’ yuh!” -

The doctor had cut away most of
the shirt by this time. The man’s broad
chest was exposed. Finley pointed
down dramatically.

Tattooed in red ink on the dead sea-
man’s chest, and decorated with black
and yellow ink, was a large and perfect
queen of hearts!

CHAPTER V.
WATER-FRONT DIVE.

AN hour later, O. K. Polter and

Dreamy McVey sat in the library
of the Dwight Morton home, conferring
with Philip Morton ; at least, Polter was
conferring. Dreamy slouched on the
sofa and did not seem far from slum-
ber.

The bodies of Dwight Morton and
the mysterious sailor had been removed
to a private morgue in an undertaker’s
establishment, three miles away.

A troop of rural and city reporters
had come and gone. They had made
notes, tramped over the library rug and
through flower beds, boomed their flash-
lights, interviewed every one on the
scene, and had used the telephones with
an air indicating that they might al-
ways have lived in this big, imposing
mansion.

They had flashlighted all the serv-
ants; they had stolen two photographs
of Dwight Morton from expensive
frames. They had made general nui-
sances of themselves, and had been
practically shooed out of the big house
by the dignified Philip Morton.

Most of them were young, nervy, and
energetic. Since they had covered all
the facts and had stolen as many pic-
tures as possible; since they had a good
story—a rich man’s murder, already
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accepted as solved, for the most part—
they had accompanied Detective Finley
to his local headquarters.

Finley, not a modest man, enjoyed his
role as the outstanding hero of the oc-
casion. If there was anything else they
wanted to know, they could depend upon
Finley to tell it to them.

There were still details about the
Dwight Morton murder which were
wrapped in mystery. That made it all
the better for the reporters.

The tattooed queen of hearts on the
dead seaman’s chest was a perfect tie-
up with the playing card found clutched
in Dwight Morton’s dead hand.

This strange, tattooed sailor was be-
yond doubt the enemy who had written
Dwight Morton the threatening letter
several days before.

His motive was obviously one of
vengeance; when he had stabbed
Dwight Morton to death, it was gen-
erally accepted, he had tucked the queen
of hearts into Morton’s hand.

True, some fellow conspirator of the
seaman had got away after killing his
partner in crime. Well, anyhow, the
murder was as good as solved. The
murderer was dead.

There was no use of prosecuting a
dead man. Philip Morton did not seem
the type of man who would repudiate his
original offer of five thousand dollars’
reward. Yes, this had been Detective
Finley’s lucky night.

Everybody seemed to think the
Dwight Morton murder was as good as
solved—everybody, except O. K. Polter
and Dreamy McVey; Polter, for rea-
sons of his own; Dreamy, because he
always agreed with Polter’s judgment.

“I promised the reward,” Philip Mor-
ton said to Polter. *“I am practically
convinced.”

Polter nodded. “I don't blame you,
Mr. Morton,” he said. “It’s certainly
more than just a coincidence—that
threatening note that referred to the
queen of hearts; then the card in your

brother's hand; then the same design
tattooed on that dead seaman’s chest.
But you are paying me for advice, Mr.
Morton. I'd advise that you delay pay-
ment of the reward for, say, a couple
of days. Something else might turn
up.”

“So many things have turned up,”
Philip Morton said, a little dazedly.

He was pale and drawn; the shock
of recent events seemed to have deep-
ened the lines in his gaunt face.

Polter had been sitting in an arm-
chair. He got up and extended his
hand to Philip Morton. “Anyhow, I’ll
be in touch with you within ten hours
or so. I understand you are staying at
the hotel in town to-night.”

“Yes. Certainly I shouldn’t like to
remain here. Nor would the servants.
Brandford’s getting out the car now.
Could T run you down to the station,
Mr. Polter?”

“No, thanks.
roadster here.
Good night.”
“Here! \Wake up, Dreamy!
going.”

I have my own little
See you to-morrow, sir.
He turned to Dreamy.
We're

There was a quizzical expression on
O. K. Polter’s face as he drove his
roadster toward the suburban town near-
est to the Dwight Morton estate. There
was a sleepy expression on Dreamy Mc-
Vey’s face. Dreamy was snoring by the
time Polter parked his car across from
the dim parlor of the local undertaker.

Polter entered the establishment and
asked to be permitted to see the hody
of the dead seaman. He was led to a
small private morgue in one of the rear
rooms. A single electric globe shed a
ghastly light on the corpse, now covered
with a sheet and awaiting formal
autopsy.

The undertaker’s assistant grinned as
he left Polter alone with the dead man.
Usually folks not in the business were
a little scary about such things. But
Polter’s keen black eyes showed no ter-

TN—1A
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ror. He was looking over those weird
tattoo marks.

No letters, no wallet, no cards had
been found in the dead sailor’s pockets.
Polter knew that if there was to be
any identification at all, it would come
through those tattoo marks.

He knew something  about tattooing
—a silly practice, in his opinion, and
yet a practice that had helped him to
identify many criminals and their vic-
tims.

A big eight-day clock in the hall
ticked gloomily. Tick-tock! Tick-tock!
Polter was unmindful of the passage
of time. He was looking over those
tattoo marks with a magnifying glass
under the light.

At the end of several minutes, he
found something which a less keen eye
might easily have missed. It was a
tiny flag, tattooed in green and red ink
just below the dead man’s left biceps.
Polter examined it closely; then he left
the private morgue, thanked the under-
taker’s assistant, and went out to his
car. He roused Dreamy.

“You take the car back to the city,
Dreamy,” he said. “There’'s a fast
train leaving here for New York within
ten minutes or so. I can make better
time on that. "I want to get there as
soon as I can.”

Dreamy yawned and nodded. “Any-
thing hot, O. K.?”
Polter lowered his voice. “Well,

maybe. Dreamy, suppose you saw a
man with a small Portuguese flag tat-
tooed on his arm. What nationality
would you say such a man was?”

Dreamy grinned. “Well, he sure
wouldn't be an Irishman,” he said. “Or
he wouldn’t be a Scotchman, or a
Greek. 1 think a guy like that would
be a Portuguese.”

“Marvelous, my dear Watson!” Pol-
ter said in his best kidding manner.
“And the Portuguese aren’t very plenti-
ful in this country. It’s my opinion that
a man who was a sailor and a Portu-
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guese and a tough guy all in ene could
be traced in New York.  I'm going to
try to prove that opinion.”

He talked a few more minutes with
Dreamy. On certain cases, Dreamy was
absolutely indispensable; on others, he
was at least some one for Polter to rely
upon for confidential detail work.

Now Polter gave Dreamy several
low-voiced instructions; then heard the
whistle of the approaching train to the
city, and ran across lots toward the sta-
tion.

A yellow taxicab sped southward
along the new elevated motor highway
which ran from Twenty-third Street to
Canal.

O. K. Polter had picked up the cab
at the Grand Central Station, and had
told the driver to step on it. Now,
over on New York’s extreme West
Side, there was a real chance for the
driver to hit it up. For many blocks
over the new speedway, there was not
even a crossing. The cab was doing
fifty.

And yet, as Polter occasionally
looked back through the window of the
cab, he could see the lights of another
cab almost keeping up with his own.
Was there some one trailing him? Or
was this just a case of a wild driver
taking advantage of the more-or-less
deserted highway at this early-morning
hour?

Polter thought back to the train that
had carried him in from Westchester.
Had that, too, just been imagination
when he thought he had been watched
on the train? He couldn’t be sure of
it. He had just sensed that at no time
had he been free from a pair of peer-
ing eyes.

The gathering fog served to screen
the headlights of the cab in the rear.
Lower Manhattan was being gradually
shrouded in a thick, gray blanket which
moved in from the bay.

After Polter had paid and dismissed
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his driver on West Street—one of the
main water-front thoroughfares of the
city—the fog had grown still heavier.

The street lights, struggling vainly to
shine through it, looked like little balls
of fire floating in mid-air. It was not
yet dawn, although dawn would be due
within an hour.

Out in the harbor, a foghorn sounded
heavily and dismally. Along the street,
strange and sinister-looking forms
emerged from the fog and passed into
it again. Fog holds terror for a sailor
at sea, but not on land. Despite the
hour, seamen with money in their
pockets passed from one dive to an-
other.

And there were plenty of dives down
here—Polter knew that. Many a harm-
less “soft drink” front masked a
speakeasy. Many a meek-looking bil-
liard room netted little money from bil-
liards, but made small fortunes nightly
from the cut on various card and dice
games.

The speakeasy Polter made for first
—a quiet-enough place known as “Por-
tuguese Pete’s”’—was on the point of
closing up and calling it a day. Polter
learned nothing of value there, and
started for the only other speakeasy in
the district run by a Portuguese.

This second place was openly tough,
and made no pretense of virtue. It was
located at the end of a dark alley, and
Polter believed that he might have a
difficult time being admitted.

He waited, though, until three men
came along the alley. Two of them
wore jerseys and visored caps. All
were speaking in a foreign tongue which
sounded not unlike Spanish.

They were Portuguese seamen, evi-
dently, finishing up a riotous night
ashore. Polter fell quietly in behind
them. When the door of the question-
able resort was opened to them, Polter
edged in after them.

The room he had entered was smoky
and gloomy and almost deserted, except

for a black-mustached man in a soiled
white apron back of the bar and a little,
dissipated-looking fellow who had
opened the door.

“What yuh want here?” the little
fellow demanded of Polter. “We don’t
sell nothin’ you want here. Git out!”

At least, the fellow could speak Eng-
lish. Polter showed his badge.

“Listen,” he said. “I know this is a
speak. But I'm not making that my
business right now. I'm after some in-
formation.”

The little fellow’s jet-black eyes had
widened. He looked impressed. Pol-
ter had found in his experience that
most persons of Latin extraction in
America—Italians, Spaniards, others—
were usually impressed by the law.

The three Portuguese seamen
slouched toward the short bar and or-
dered drinks from the mustached bar-
tender. Polter drew the dark-eyed lit-
tle doorman aside.

“I'm trying to find out something
about a certain man,” he said. He de-
scribed the dead seaman—his height,
build, complexion, features, and tattoo
marks.

“Yeah. But he ain’t in this place,”
the dark little man said.

“Oh, you do know him, then.”

Polter received only a suspicious look
for an answer. Then the little fellow
called to the bartender, who came over.
There was a quick conversation in Por-
tuguese, which Polter could not under-
stand.

Polter noticed the shabbiness of the
dark little fellow. Maybe money would
help. He took out a ten-dollar bill,
passed it to the one who spoke English.

“Now this fellow I want to know
about doesn’t hang out up at Pete’s
place,” he said. “He must make this
his headquarters. Don’t be afraid I'm
going to get him into any trouble. He’s
been in his last trouble. He’s dead.”

The little man had sat down at one
of the sloppy tables.
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“Dead?” he said, standing up.

Polter explained briefly.

The little man shook his head. “Well,
I guess I can’t say anything to hurt him,

then. Yes, he lived here. Had a room
upstairs. Vasco Algarve, his name
was.”

Polter’s eyes were gleaming with in-
terest. He believed he had traced the
right man. But he wanted to be sure.
A photograph would be proof.

“Did he have any pictures of him-
self up in his room? Any snapshots?
Any passport? Any seaman’s ticket
with his photograph on it?”

The dark little fellow was greedy.
“He’s the boss,” he said, nodding to-
ward the mustached man in the white
apron. “For another ten, I’ll fix it for
you to go up to his room an’ see.”

Polter paid over the extra ten, and,
piloted by the dark little Portuguese,
started to mount the rickety stairway.

He noticed that just as he turned into
the stairway, the bartender went to the
door to let in another man who was,
presumably, a customer.

CHAPTER VI.
THE KNIFE IN THE DARK.

HE room was on the third floor, in

the rear. There was a globe at the
head of the stairway, but there was none
along the rear reaches of the hallway,
or, if there was, it had burned out. The
corridor was gloomy, almost dark.

“This is it,” his guide said, stopping
before a doorway. “I’ll go in an’ snap
on the light for you. I s’pose you may
be here some time.”

“Maybe. No necessity for you wait-
ing here.”

The little fellow grinned. “Well, it’s
some time since I had a ten-spot in my
pocket. T'll go down an’ have a couple
drinks.”

He turned on a light in a dirty globe
and left Polter alone.

The room was small, hardly big

enough for the cheap iron bed and the
ancient bureau.

There were some Portuguese news-
papers scattered about the floor. Some
orange peelings had been carelessly
thrown into a corner. At the head of
the bed was a rickety stand with about
an inch of white liquid left in a tall
bottle, and a chipped whisky glass.

A very dirty shirt rested on the un-
made bed, and a clean one—scrubbed as
a sailor would scrub it—hung on a
clothesline, stretched from the bed to
the window sill. The window was
open from the hottom, and yet the room
was stuffy and close.

O. K. Polter started to rummage
through the drawers of the bureau. The
two top drawers were empty. The third
drawer—the bottom one—contained
some sweat-soaked garments and several
papers.

Polter ran quickly through the papers,
and finally came to a pasteboard folder
about the size of a passport, with a
number and a signature on it, and a
small but clear photograph pasted on
one of the small pages.

The signature was “Vasco Algarve.”
The photograph was that of the dead
sailor.

The ‘“‘description of bearer” showed
that Vasco Algarve was five feet eleven
and a half inches; hair, black; eyes,
black ; distinguishing marks or features,
both arms tattooed, chest tattooed with
queen of hearts; place of birth, Sao
Martinha, Portugal; date of birth, No-
vember 3, 1901.

There was no doubt about it now.
Vasco Algarve was the dead seaman
found shot through the heart on the
Dwight Morton estate in Westchester.

One thing at a time; now, to find
out some additional facts about Vasco
Algarve.

Polter turned out the light and left
the room. He walked along the dim
hallway toward the head of the stair-
way. He thought he heard a suspicious
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noise, and reached back for his auto-
matic. He paused a second in the hall-
way. But there was no further sound.
The detective continued along the hall-
way, passed a window which looked out
upon a dark fire escape, and turned to
get to the stairway.

There was the sound of a window
being opened quietly. Polter paused
again. He was always more or less on
guard, and might be imagining things
which were not happening. Maybe
some roomer in the place was just open-
ing a window to ventilate a stuffy room.

But the next second, a knife whizzed
past O. K. Polter, clanked against the
balustrade at the top of the stairway
and rattled to the floor!

Polter whirled. He saw another
knife speeding through the air, thrown
by some one on the dark fire escape,
just outside the hallway window. He
threw himself flat on the floor.

He had not been an instant too soon
in doing so. The knife whistled over
him. Its point embedded itself in the
hard wood of the stairway balustrade.
Its hilt trembled and vibrated with the
force of the throw.

Polter rushed to the window opening
off the hallway. Some one was scut-
tling down the fire escape. It was
gloomy, but the detective could make
out an indistinct form moving swiftly
down the iron ladder toward the ground.
Polter aimed his automatic, and then
paused.

He had never made a practice of tak-
ing life unnecessarily, even a criminal’s
life. He had covered scores of mur-
der cases successfully, and experience
had taught him that if he could dis-
close the identity of certain figures in
a case—figures such as Vasco Algarve—
persistent questioning would do the
rest.

He continued on downstairs, and
found the little dark-eyed feilow sipping
some white liquor at one of the sloppy
tables.

“Find anything P’ he asked Polter.

“Something. It was the same man,
all right. I found a picture of him.
Algarve had quite a little money the
past. few days, didn’t he?”

“No. Had a lot yesterday and the
day before, though. Flashed a big
roll.”

“Ever see him around here talking
with any man—any man who was not
a Portuguese, not a regular customer of
the place?”

“No. I don't think I did. There
was a woman down here, though. She
was in the back room with Algarve,
night before last.”

“A woman, eh?” Polter’s dark eyes
were very bright. “What did she look
like? Young? OId? Pretty? Can
you describe her?”

The dark little fellow took a sip of
his white liquor and shrugged his shoul-
ders. “Not pretty. Not young, either.
I didn’t get much of a look at her. The
back room ain’t lighted very good.”

“Think very carefully now. There’s
money in this for you. Did the woman
look at all like—well, something like a
man?”’

The dark little fellow slapped the
table with his hand. He swore.

“That’s just what she did!” he an-
swered. “That’s just what she did!”
He described her hat and gave a gen-
eral description of her clothes. “Prob’ly
a widow,” he added. ‘“Anyhow, she had
a widow’s veil on.”

Polter reached into an inside pocket.
On the way down to West Street, he
had stopped in at an uptown newspaper
office where he was well known. He
had secured prints of several of the
flashlights taken by the newspapermen
at the Westchester estate. Now he
passed across one of the pictures.

“Did she look anything like that?”
hs asked.

The little fellow studied the picture.
“No,” he said with conviction, ‘“she
didn’t.”
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“Say, do you mind getting me a drink
at the bar?” Polter asked. “Maybe I
could go one about now.” :

“Sure. Be back in a minute.”

When he had gone, Polter took out a
pencil and busied himself at the sloppy
table.

The dark little fellow returned with
the drink. Polter sipped it as a matter
of courtesy.

Now he held up another picture.
“Look that over,” he said. “Does that
look anything like the woman? Be sure
now. Don’t say it does if you're not
pretty sure.”

The dark little fellow bent to ex-
amine the picture. Then his black eyes
showed recognition. He brought his
fist down upon the table. The force
of his blow upset Polter’s glass—which
was no tragedy from Polter’s point of
view.

“I'm not pretty sure!” he said. “I'm
positive! That was the face, all right.
That was the dame!”

CHAPTER VIIL
THE CRIME OF MURDER.

K. POLTER spent the rest of the

° night in a mid-town hotel. In a
bedroom, connecting with his own, the
little Portuguese fellow slept in sodden,
alcoholic slumber.

The detective was determined to
keep his Portuguese informant under
cover until the proper time. With the
little hanger-on away from his usual
haunts, no one else could pump him; no
one else could bribe him to tell just
what O. K. Polter had learned in that
speakeasy.

Polter sensed that the slayer of
Dwight Morton had trailed him from
Westchester to New York; had fol-
lowed his taxicab and had located his
destinaticn as the Portuguese speak-
easy at the end of the dark alley. The
knives thrown from the fire escape
proved that much.

But all that the slayer knew was that
Polter had visited the place and had
ransacked the dead seaman’s room.

At nine o'clock, Polter turned out of
bed and had a shower. Then, even be-
fore he had light breakfast, he went out
of the hotel to a public telephone bocth
and called Dreamy at the uptown apart-
ment. .

“Get down here right away, Dreamy,”
he ordered, and gave his assistant the
name and address of the hotel.

Those were all the instructions neces-
sary. Dreamy followed Polter’s orders
without questioning them.

Dreamy McVey arrived at Polter’s
suite just as Polter had finished his
breakfast and the reading of the morn-
ing-newspaper accounts of the murder
of Dwight Morton. He and his chief
conferred for twenty minutes, and then
Dreamy left with the air of a man who
knew just where he was going.

One hour later, O. K. Polter called
up the hotel in Westchester where Philip
Morton, brother of the murdered
Dwight Morton, had spent the night.

The thin, high voice of Philip Morton
came over the wire, “Yes?”’

“Good morning, Mr. Morton. O. K.
Polter speaking. I'd like to see you
as soon as I can. I'm on the trail of
something new.”

Morton’s voice showed his excite-

ment. ‘““Ah! Where are you now, Mr.
Polter?”
“In New York. I've learned the

identity of the dead sailor. I was down
along West Street early this morning.
I’d like to report to you as soon as pos-
sible.”

“I—TI’m a little shaky—a little broken
up—this morning. I don’t believe I
could get into New York.”

“I'll. come out there—out to your
brother’s home. We'll want privacy. I
believe the house is unoccupied now.”

“Yes, the servants and my niece are
staying here at the hotel. T'll go over
and open up the house about: %




22 STREET & SMITH'S TOP-NOTCH MAGAZINE

“About noon, say,” Polter suggested.
“Would that be all right for you, Mr.
Morton.”

“I think so.”

“Good! There's a train a little be-
fore eleven. At noon, then, in your
brother’s house. See you then, Mr.
Morton.”

Polter hung up. Five minutes later,
he was in a taxi, bound for the Grand
Central Station.

Alighting from the train at the West-
chester town, Polter took a cab and soon
was at the gates of the Dwight Morton
estate. He paid and dismissed his
driver, and walked up the flower-bor-
dered pathway toward the big, silent
house.

Philip Morton had arrived a few
minutes previously, but had no inclina-
tion to enter the silent mansion until
Polter arrived. Then he produced a
key and led the way into the main hall.

“I have plenty to tell you, Mr. Mor-
ton,” Polter said. “Shall we go into the
library?”

Morton nodded and ushered in the
private detective. Polter seated himself
comfortably in an armchair.

Philip Morton remained standing.
His eyes showed the effects of a sleep-
less night; his skin was gray and pasty.

“You said something about having
been down on West Street, Mr. Polter.
Let’'s see—that’s one of those water-
front streets, I believe. You found out
—something new ?”’

“T did.”

“Did you get any line on that queen-
of-hearts business? I must admit that
that part of it is still a mystery to me.
Of course, poor Dwight had so many
enemies that But, well, what did
you discover?”’

Polter lighted a cigarette and blew out
a ribbon of smoke.

“I found out the name of the sea-
man for one thing. His name was
Vasco Algarve. He was a bad lot.

Society won’t miss him much. Very
probably murder and violence were old
stories to him. And the person really
responsible for the murder of your
brother was aware of all that before hir-
ing him.”

Philip Morton frowned. ‘“Before—
before hiring him?” he echoed. ‘“You
mean that some one hired this—this
Algarve, or whatever his name is, to
kill my brother? But how about the
queen of hearts? Where did that come
in?”

“It came in very neatly, Mr. Morton.
The person responsible for the death of
vour brother knew that the seaman,
Algarve, had a queen of hearts tattooed
on his chest. That person had imagin-
ation—saw the chance for what we de-
tectives call a “set-up.” That is, some
false clews to confuse the police and
lead them away on wrong trails.”

Philip Morton started to ask some-
thing, but Polter put up his hand and
continued: “Just a moment, Mr. Mor-
ton. The person who planned your
brother’s murder hired Algarve to over-
power the night watchman, to enter the
house, kill your brother and tuck the
queen of hearts in his dead hand.”

Polter paused. There was silence in
the great house, broken only by the slow
tick-tock, tick-tock, tick-tock of the big
eight-day clock in the adjoining hall.

Philip Morton fidgeted with his hands.
“Of course, Mr. Polter, I assume that
a great deal of this is guesswork on
your part. You have not, of course,
found out who hired this—this Algarve,
or whatever his name is. You haven't
found out the real criminal back of the
killing of my brother.”

Polter inhaled his cigarette and blew
out another ribbon of smoke. “Ah!
But I have, Mr. Morton,” he said. “I
assure you that I have.”

“And—and who was it?” asked Mor-
ton. His hand went casually into the
right-hand pocket of his coat.

“You!” said O. K. Polter.
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The detective had bounded to his feet.
His automatic was in his hand. His
face looked as cold and hard as granite.

“Take that hand out of your pocket,
Morton! Take it out empty! That's
1t

He walked over to Philip Morton and
frisked him of a Luger automatic. Then
he stepped back a pace, threw the Luger
out the window and kept his own auto-
matic in a direct line with Philip Mor-
ton’s heart.

“You see, Mr. Morton, you are an
excellent actor. But like many persons
in your position, you were inclined to
overact. You also overlooked a couple
of little things.”

Polter paused. “You never thought
that discovery of your crime would
come through me, of all persons in the
world—through me, whom you hired
presumably to protect your brother i

“I—I did hire you to protect my
brother,” Morton stammered.

“Wait a minute! You thought that
was a pretty smooth trick, didn’t you?
Well, it was—in a way. But as soon
as I entered this house last night, I
started by suspecting every person here,
and s

“This is ridiculous!” Philip Morton
stormed. “Do you realize what you're
saying? Be sensible, man! Do you re-
call that the queen of hearts turned up
missing from the taboret? Do you re-
call that some one—I do not know who
—stole it through a panel in the wall?
Don’t you remember that I was in the
alcove with the medical examiner at the
time, and 2

Polter smiled. “I do,” he said. “And
T also recall the fact that no one in this
house was more puzzled over that mat-
ter than you were. That was one time
you were a poor actor, Mr. Morton.
You knew that you were back of your
brother’s murder, and you were mysti-
fied when some one else stole +hat
card.”

Philip Morton walked over and sat

down in the armchair that Polter had
vacated. He said nothing.

“The person who stole that card
through the panel was Miss Grace Con-
klin,” Polter said. “That was before
the discovery of the seaman’s body, and
at the time, Miss Conklin feared that
Brandford, the chauffeur, had commit-
ted the crime. She is madly in love
with him—sufficiently so to take chances
to try to save him. That’s all there was
to that.”

“But it doesn’t prove

“I’'m coming to the proof. You ex-
plained your late arrival at your broth-
er’s home last night by the story that
you had carburetor trouble on the way
up with your car. That was a lie. My as-
sistant, Mr. McVey, is an expert motor
mechanic. Unknown to you, he looked
over the carburetor in your car. It
was in perfect condition, and has been
so for weeks.”

The accused man’s body slumped de-
jectedly in the chair. Polter continued:

“I had an idea I could find the mur-
derer if I located Algarve’s hangout.
I did find it, and had a talk with a man
who can identify you as having talked
with Algarve 22

He waved the broker back into the
chair. Morton had tried to rise.

“Oh, no use denying it, Morton! I
know everything. You went to that
Portuguese joint disguised as a woman.
I had a picture of you in my pocket.
I don’t pretend to be an artist, but at
least I was able to draw in hat and some
long hair and ask my infermant if thas
was a picture of the woman seen with
Algarve.”

With the power and agility of a tiger,
Philip Morton sprang from his chair.
It looked very much as if O. K. Polter
had made a bad mistake. While talk-
ing, he had apparently grown careless
and had been gripping the automatic
loosely. Now, jarred by Morton's body,
it clattered to the floor.

Morton launched out with his feet,

13
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tripped O. K. Polter, and in the flash
of a second, the broker had the auto-
matic. It was aimed at the detective’s
heart. Morton’s gray eyes were glow-
ing. His thin nostrils were dilated. He
laughed—a hard, dry laugh.

“You're a smart fellow, Polter,” he
said, “but not quite smart enough. For-
tunately for me, you play a lone hand,
and in a minute or two, you'll follow
my brother and Algarve!”

“You don’t mean ”’ gasped Pol-
ter.

“The hell I don’t! 1 do mean—just
that. I'm a desperate man. There is
no one in this house—no one within
earshot. I’'ve killed two men. They
can’t do any more to me if they find
I’ve killed three. But they won't find
that out. No one saw me come here.”

A peculiar, mad light was burning in
those gray eyes of Morton’s. The hand
that held the automatic was steady, as
he said:

“Now let me tell you something.
There’s several things you don’t know
that T may as well tell you before I
pull the trigger. I told you that I han-
dled the investments of my brother—
the meanest, most grasping man that
ever lived.”

Morton’s face was savage now. His
eyes held a strange fire that Polter had
never seen in them before.

“I took chances—lost a great amount
of Dwight’s money. Most brothers
might listen to explanations. But not
Dwight Morton. No, sir! He’d have
taken a malicious delight in sending me
to prison. I hated him. Everybody
hated him. It was prison for me—or my
brother’s death.”

The story that Philip Morton told,
was substantially the story that O. K.
Polter expected to hear. There were
certain details, however, which were
new to him.

Philip Morton had long hated his
brother. Tangled in investment diffi-

culties and facing prison, he had started
to figure out a “perfect crime.” Two
weeks before, he had been seeing some
friends off on an ocean liner and had
walked back along West Street—New
York’s main water-front thoroughfare.

A rough, tattooed giant of a man had
been chipping ice in front of a West
Street resort. His sailor’s singlet had
been cut low, and Philip Morton had
seen the queen of hearts tattooed on his
chest.

It was then that Dwight Morton had
starfed to plan his perfect crime. His
method had been much the same as that
deduced by Polter. And after the mur-
der of his brother, he had met Algarve
at an agreed-upon point of the estate.

Algarve had expected to receive a
thousand dollars. Instead, he had re-
ceived one bullet—and that bullet
through the heart.

Philip Morton had felt confident that
his crime was hidden forever. The only
man who could have squealed on him,
he thought, was dead.

Morton was warming up to his story.
His eyes grew brighter. S

“I trailed you to West Street last
night,” he admitted to Polter. “When I
saw you enter the speakeasy, I figured
you were getting too hot on the trail.
I didn’t think, even then, you'd get the
right dope, but I wasn’t taking any
chances. A friend of Algarve lives next
door. His name is Joe Montes. I told
him you were after Algarve. I didn’t
tell him Algarve was dead. You were
lucky in escaping those knives thrown
by Montes. Just lucky, I guess.

“It’s true that I dressed up as a
womatl.

“I didn’t want any one seeing Philip
Morton talking with a murderous-look-
ing man in a place like that. Tt was
gloomy in that back room, and anyhow
I wore a widow’s veil. My voice, too,
is rather high for a man’s. I used to
play girl parts in college theatricals years
ago, It was just another streak of luck
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that you found out about my posing as
a woman.”

His voice hardened.
has given out at last, Polter! There'll
be another murder mystery. I was
smooth enough to cover up my brother’s
murder—and I’ll be smooth enough to
cover up this one.”

Morton tcok a step backward. His
hand gripped the automatic more tightly.
His eyes narrowed. ‘“You have just
about ten seconds to live, Polter !

“Kalamazoo!” said Polter.

Morton stared at him. Had Polter
gone crazy through fear and

But the panel at the side of the fire-
place shot open, and an automatic that
looked very large, covered Philip Mor-
ton.

“Stick ’em up, Morton! Up with ’em
—or you get a bullet through the
spine!”

Morton whirled at the unexpected
command. And in that instant, Polter
was upon him.

It was an uneven struggle. Morton
was fifty. Polter’s vouthful muscles
were like piano wire. Less than ten
seconds found the automatic pressed
against Morton’s body—even bhefore
Dreamy McVey had broken his way
through the panel. In a second, Dreamy
had snapped the handcuffs on the mur-
derer’s wrists.

Polter was smiling.
Dreamy!”

“But your luck

“Good work,

He turned to Morton. “We rigged
up this little trick this morning at my
hotel,” he said. “Dreamy came out
here two trains ahead of me, jimmied
his way in through the back door, and
got ready for just such a situation as
this. Dreamy never falls down on the
job. He was to get busy at the signal
—when I said ‘Kalamazoo.””

His smile grew broader. “I guess I
seemed like an awful sap, Morton, when
I let you knock that automatic out of
my hand. As a matter of fact, I put
every temptation in your way—gave you
every chance to do that. There are
ways and ways of making criminals
talk. I thought you’d talk if you got
me cornered. It's an old trick—but it
nearly always works.”

Morton's face was now set—the face
of a man who has accepted and no longer
cares what happens.

“Lucky again!” he gibed. “Another
few seconds, and your stall with your
friend here”—he nodded at Dreamy—
“would have been too late. I’d have got
you right in the heart.”

“No, you wouldn’t, old hoy!” Polter
said with a grin. “I don’t believe in
taking unnecessary chances. You see,
that gat of mine wasn’t loaded!”

The “O. K. Polter” novelettes are
becoming more and more popular with
Top-Notch readers. There’ll be another
novelette about Polter and “Dreamy”
McVey in an early issue.

&

LIGHTHOUSES DEATH TO BIRDS
IGHTHOUSES have been the innocent means of death to many thousands of

migratory birds since lighthouses first were built.

The blazing eye of the

lighthouse attracts the birds and they dash themselves to death against its thick
glass panes. Ornithologists in German and Dutch areas and in Europe, along coast
fronts, have installed rings of light around the lighthouse towers, so that the ram-
parts, railings and cupolas are illumined, thus giving the tired birds timely warning
of danger. This greatly reduces the number of casualties. The birds see the rings
of lights, find safe perches and, when rested, go on their way.
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Goiiath

By Leslie McFarlane

ETER BUTTON stared at the
empty shelves of his cabin. He
was a young fellow, and full
of language, and was able to

swear at great length. And yet his
older partner, Ira Donahue, was about
five adjectives ahead of Button when
the latter paused for breath.

“Robbed!” howled Button.

“If T get hold o’ that skunk,” Dona-
hue said wrathfully, “I'll bust his thiev-
in’ neck. I'll tear him apart. I'll beat
him to a pulp. I'll 2

“T'll chew his ears off and use 'em
for bait,” raged Button in fury. “T'll
tramp him with hobnailed boots, I will.
I'll make dog meat of him!”

Donahue, a bewhiskered veteran with
a red nose and a bulging Adam’s apple,
thrust his fur cap back from his bald
head and scratched an ear.

“Ain’t no doubt,” he said, getting up

steam again, “that some miserable, low-
down, white-livered 2

“Thief,” suggested young Peter But-
ton helpfully.

“Polecat,” amended Ira. “Some
white-livered polecat, a polecat in hu-
man form, has cleaned out our cache.”

“Indian.”

Donahue shook his head. “It’s too
low a trick, even for an Indian. Even
for a hali-breed.”

“This,” said Button, “is going to end
up with some yellow-bellied snake trav-
elin’ a couple o’ hundred miles to the
nearest hospital.”

They had built this little shack on
Wolf River as a food cache and stop-
ping place, for it took several days to
accomplish the circuit of their trap
lines.

And now some scoundrel had cleared
the shelves of canned goods, beans, tea,
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half a side of bacon and two boxes of
ammunition, not to mention the lamp,
oil, and matches. This, in the North-
land, is an unpardonable sin.

Fuming, they searched the shack;
they explored outside, but the snowfall
of that afternoon had obliterated the
thief’s trail. Nothing could be done
about it.

“Just have to turn back and go home
now,” grunted Peter Button. He was
hungry and he had looked forward to
his bacon and tea. Now he had to com-
promise on a ferocious bite at his plug
of tobacco. “Let’s get goin’.”

“I hope that grub chokes him,” said
Donahue fervently.

The dogs, confidently expectant of
food and rest, objected vigorously when
they learned that the day’s work was
not over. It took a great deal of per-
suading to get them on their way again.

Young Button, an angular gentleman
with a face like a discouraged horse, set
out cursing the thief in a speech that
bristled with the more violent phrases
of invective and sparkled with a few
inspired inventions of his own, but after
a while he saw the {futility of it all and
lapsed into gloomy silence.

Mr. Donahue merely yanked at his
mustache and thought up appropriate
punishment for the enemy.

He decided in favor of a course of
starvation, to be followed by hanging.

II.

They took advantage of every short
cut and made good time on the trail,
but it was long after dark when they
reached the gray expanse of Blizzard
Lake.

The dogs lagged. The partners were
cold, hungry, weary and exasperated.
And when finally the dogs came to an
obstinate halt, growling, and refused to
budge an inch farther, they felt that
the depths of human misery had been
plumbed and that the thief responsible

for their plight deserved nothing short
of boiling in oil.

“What’s the matter with 'em?” raged
Donahue, brandishing his whip. “You,
Spot! You, Buster! Get goin’!”

But the animals milled about nerv-
ously, snarling. Peter Button advanced
toward them. Then he shouted.

“There’s something lyin’ on the trail.
Ira—Ilook here—it’s a man!”

At first, from the size, he thought
they had come upon the carcass of an
unusually large bear. It was, neverthe-
less, a man, a huge hulk of a fellow in
a ragged overcoat and with his enor-
mous feet bound in sacking, and it took
no more than a moment’s examination
to convince the partners that he was un-
conscious and half dead from exhaus-
tion and exposure.

“How in the name o’ the dod-derned
doodads,” exclaimed Button as they
struggled to load more than two hun-
dred pounds of inert flesh onto the sled,
“did he get here? Who is he? Where'd
he come from?”

“It won't make no difference who
he is and where he came from,” panted
Donahue, “if we don’t get him to the
cabin quick. He's near dead.”

“Regular giant,” marveled Button.
“Must weigh a ton.”

Once the stranger had been removed
from their path, the dogs were no
longer obstinate. They were anxious to
be on their way again, although they
strained at the traces under the extra
burden.

Within ten minutes the partners had
reached their cabin, a fire was roaring
in the stove, and they were busy ren-
dering first aid to the enormous victim.

And he was enormous!!

They estimated his height at six feet
and a half. He was much too big for
the bunk, so they had to dump him on
the floor while they rubbed his frost-
bitten hands and feet with snow.

His face was scarcely distinguishable,
for it was plain that he had known
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neither shave nor hair cut for months.
He was an astonishing and terrifying
figure, like an ogre out of a fairy tale.
The little cabin seemed crowded, with
that great helpless hulk taking up most
of the floor space.

“Looks like a Bolshevik or some-
thing,” said Peter Button, using an en-
tire bucket of snow on one foot, size 18.

“More like Goliath that giant feller
in the Bible,” grunted Donahue.

And thus they named the stranger.

They revived the giant in time, and
he stirred, blinked, sat up, and groaned.
Then, with the tingling pain as circu-
lation was restored to his hands and
feet, he opened a cavernous mouth and
uttered a howl of agony that set the
dishes to rattling on the shelif.

He got to his feet, towering above
them, bumped his head on a rafter with
an impact that would have brained an
ordinary mortal, emitted another bel-
low and sat down abruptly on the bunk,
which collapsed.

He sprawled there in the wreckage,
roaring. Then he caught sight of his
popeved rescuers.

His howls ceased. In a booming
voice he uttered one word:

“Grub!”

“Hungry ?” said Donahue. “How’re
you feelin’ now? By gosh, big fellow,
it’s lucky we had to come back here to-
night, or you’d be singin’ bass in an an-
gel’s quartet right now <

From the formidable ambush of bris-
tling black whiskers came that one word
again, in a tone of ominous command:

“Grub!”

“We're just goin’ to eat,” Peter But-
ton assured him, reaching for the frying
pan. “We're about starved ourselves.”

While the two partners hustled about
and prepared the meal, they assailed
their guest with questions. What was
his name? Where did he come from?
How did he get to Blizzard Lake?
Where was he going? How did he
come to get lost? -

And the huge stranger, massive and
unkempt, merely sat there amid the
ruins of the bunk and glared at them.
To some questions he replied with a
grunt, to some with a sniff, to some
with an exclamation which sounded like
“Huh!” * Occasionally he said:

“Grub!”

“Mebbe he don't talk English,” sug-
gested Button.

Donahue, as the linguist of the pair,
said :

“Polly-vous French?”

“Ump!” said the giant.

“English? You no talkum English?
Savvy?”

Their guest motioned impatiently to-
ward the stove.

“Grub! Quick!” he demanded.

“Sociable bird,” muttered Peter But-
ton. “We save his life, and he acts
like we’re a couple of waiters. Boy,
these beans smell good. I can hardly
wait to get at 'em myself.”

The fragrance of beans, bacon, and
tea pervaded the cabin. Goliath sniffed
appreciatively, scrambled out of the
wreckage and strode toward the stove.

“Ump!” he said, and grabbed the fry-
ing pan.

Peter Button had already set the table
with three tin plates and pannikins. His
eyes bulged as he saw the big stranger
dump the entire contents of the pan
into one plate.

“Hey!” he objected.
supper, too!”

Their guest sat down upon a box,
which was immediately reduced to kin-
dling. An eighteen-inch pine log
served in the emergency, however, and
he grabbed a knife and proceeded to
annihilate the plate load of food.

“Bad enough to have our cache
robbed,” said Button, “without havin’
this dumped on us.”

Donahue rubbed his bald head, yanked
at his mustache, stared open-mouthed
at his partner.

“Guess he’s nearly starved.”

“That’s our
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“Just the same,” sighed Peter But-
ton, “he ain’t very polite.”

Donahue began frying more beans
and bacon. Peter Button filled the
guest’s pannikin with tea, saw the steam-
ing beverage disappear at a gulp, filled
the pannikin again and remained, fasci-
nated, to watch the stupendous inroads
on the beans. Himself an ackrowledged
expert, he could not help but admit that
Goliath could crowd more beans on the
blade of a knife than any other living
exponent of the art.

The stranger’s plate was empty by the
time Donahue lifted the frying pan from
the stove. He was dumfounded when
a big paw shot out, seized the pan and
returned it innocent of a solitary bean.
Goliath waded into his second heaping
plateful.

“Holy cats!” exploded Button. “Are
we goin' to stand here all night and
watch him eat?”

Donahue’s Adam’s apple bobbed with
emotion.

“That’s three man’s size suppers he’s
got inside of him now, and he’s tacklin’
three more. He must be hollow. He’s
like a blasted ostrich.”

“Or a goat. 1 never did see a man
eat so much, so fast. It makes me
nervous to see the way he rams that
knife halfway down his throat. He's
liable to cut his tonsils off if he ain’t
careful.”

The rattling of the pannikin warned
Peter Button that Goliath needed more
tea. He skipped hastily to accommo-
date, but the guest hurled his pannikin
into a corner and seized the pail. He
drained half of it and said, “Ump!”

<] got an idea,” said Peter Button,

“that we're goin’ to wish we'd left this
guy outside.”

They managed to make a meager sup-
per of the remaining beans, while the
giant washed down his main course with
what was left of the tea, and followed
it up with half a loaf of bread and an
.entire pie.

now?”’ said Donahue

“Feel
anxiously.

Goliath’s little eyes <qumted at them
from beyond the screen of matted hair;
he wiped his whiskers with the back of
his huge hand. He heaved a gusty sigh
that nearly blew out the lamp. e
yvawned, stretched so prodigiously that
his fist dented the stovepipe. Then he
produced a pipe of about the general
dimensions of a small saxophone.

“Tobacco,” he grunted.

Peter Button handed him the one-
pound can of “Old Pal.” Goliath
dumped about half a pound of the mix-
ture into that gigantic pipe. lit up and
proceeded to create a fog that had the
partners gasping.

They were in hopes that the soothing
influence of food and tobacco might
restore the stranger to a mellower
frame of mind. They were mistaken.
He puffed and smoked stolidly like a
freight engine on a bad grade for the
next hour. Their tentative attempts at
conversation were met with moody si-
lence.

Finally, through the choking mist,
they saw him deliberately knock out his
pipe, rise to his feet and bump his head
against another rafter, and yank all the
blankets from the wreckage of the bunk.

“What are we goin’ to sleep in?”
yelped Donahue.

Goliath did not answer. He flung
the blankets on the floor, grabbed Peter
Button’s copy of ‘“The Mistakes of
Moses” from a near-by shelf, rolled
himself up in the blankets, like a cocoon,
and immersed himself in literature.

“I said, what are we goin’ to sleep
in?" repeated Donahue. “Them’s our
blankets.”

Goliath tore the book in two, hurled
one half at Peter Button and the other
half at Donahue, grunted and snuggled
down in the blankets.

After a while his snores made the
window rattle.

“For a pair o’ good Samaritans,”

better

mut-
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tered Peter Button, “it looks like we've
took on a big contract.”

III.

A fur buyer named Levinson, who
called on the partners about a week
later, found them in a state of desper-
ation that bordered on panic.

Goliath had become so attached to his
rescuers that apparently he had decided
to spend the rest of the winter with
them.

Levinson, who was seldom surprised
at anything because he had heen travel-
ing the bush country for years, heard
the story and readily agreed that it was
strange.

“Now, personal,” said Donahue, “I
think he's goofy. No man in his senses
will keep the radio runnin’ full blast
all uight long, and that’s what he does.
Every night. All night. We can't get
no sleep.”

“I thought you both looked kinda
off your feed,” admitted Levinson.

“No wonder,” groaned Peter Button.

“He's almost et us outa house and
home. He cleans up on flapjacks by the
dozen, bacon by the pound, beans by
the pot ¥

“—and coffee by the gallon,” con-
tributed Donahue. “Besides which he’s
got an amusin’ little habit of tearin’ up
all the books and magazines we got as
soon as he’s finished readin’ ’em, and
heavin’ the pieces at us.”

“And he goes in for target practice.
It seems he den’t like bears, and we got
a picture of a bear on the north wall of
the cabin. At least, we used to have.
Minute he sees it, he grabs a rifle and
starts takin’ pot shots at it.”

“Goofy!” diagnosed Levinson.

“He sleeps in our blankets, he eats
our grub, he makes us wait on him hand
and foot,” continued Peter Button.
“I’'m wore down to a shadow.”

“Why don’t you tell him to clear
out?”

Peter Button rubbed his head reminis-
cently.

“The other night,” he said, “he et
more beans than any ordinary human
could eat without blowin’ up.

“So when he wanted more, I said no.
‘Grub! he says, banging his plate on
the table. ‘All gone,” I says. ‘Grub!
he says again. ‘No more,’ I tells him.
And with that he reaches for the fryin’
pan and clips me over the head with it
so hard, I didn’'t come to for ten min-
utes, and when I woke up, Ira was fry-
in’ beans like mad. He's eaten a month’s
supplies in a week.”

“Stay out on your trap lines,” sug-
gested Levinson.

Donahue howled.

“And that reminds me. Some crook
has been stealin’ supplies from our other
shack. As if we ain’t got enough trou-
bles to put up with. The day Goliath
blew in here, some polecat cleaned out
our cache. We went back next day and
stocked up the shack again. Went out
yesterday on our lines, and our sup-
plies are- all gone. We darn near
starved.”

“That’s queer,” said Levinson.

“It’s an outrage,” yelped Peter But-
ton. “Between feedin’ this big ox here,
and luggin’ supplies across country for
this low-down snake that’s been swipin’
’em from our cache, we’ll be outa grub
in no time.”

“Well,” said Levinson, “I sure sym-
pathize with you boys, but I'm darned
if T can help you. My business is buy-
in’ furs. What have you got?”

They were somewhat mollified when
Levinson gave them three hundred dol-
Iars for the pelts they had on hand,
although there was gall and wormwood
in the thought that they would soon
have to journey all the way to the post
to buy more supplies.

“If this keeps up,” groaned Donahue,
“we won’t come anywhere near breakin’
even on the season.” ;

“Tell you what I'd do,” said Levin-
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son, who had peeked into the cabin for
a look at Goliath and had been rewarded
for his curiosity by having a stick of
stovewood miss his head by inches. “If
I was you boys I'd wait until that big
hippopotamus goes to sleep. Then I'd
pack up all the grub I could lay my
hands on and clear out to the other
shack. Mebbe he’ll get fed up and go
away.”

Donahue tugged at his mustache re-
flectively.

“That’s an idea,” he said.
gotta do something.”

If Goliath had been of a suspicious
turn of mind, he might have thought
it odd that the partners seemed insistent
that he should eat heartily that night.
They plied him with food until they
thought he would burst, thus obviating
the necessity of moving their headquar-
ters.

But Goliath did not suspect. He
gorged himself. Then, without a word
—for he never spoke to them unless he
wanted something—he turned on the
radio, curled himself up in the blankets
and went to sleep.

Peter Button went outside and
hitched up the protesting dogs. Dona-
hue feverishly dumped supplies out the
window. He cleared the shelves. Peter
Button loaded the sled. Donahue grab-
bed his parka and rifle.

Goliath snored on as Donahue tip-
toed toward the door, slipped out
quietly.

“All set,” he whispered to Button, in
the darkness. “Let’s get goin’.”

There was a muffled roar from within
the cabin.

“Hi!” boomed Goliath.

Peter Button yelled to the dogs.
Away they went, coursing down the
trail, with the partners hanging on for
dear life.

Donahue looked back. The cabin
door was open and Goliath blocked the
entrance, roaring his displeasure. But-
ton cracked the long whip. And then

“We’ve

they went streaking around the point
and the dark hillside hid the cabin from
view.

“Oh, boy!” breathed Peter Button.
“He’d have made mincemeat out of us
if he’d caught us.”

“With nothin’ to eat but stove wood,”
grunted Donahue, “I guess he won't
stay there long. We’ve seen the last o’
that big glutton.”

The stars glittered in a black sky
as they sped down the trail. It was
cold—thirty below, Donahue estimated
—and the world seemed incased in a
steel shell. The snow was dry and
powdery. But they were warmed by
exuberance at having outwitted Goliath
and having rid themselves of him at
last.

“He’ll probably start south as soon
as he finds the grub is gone,” said But-
ton.

“Hope he doesn’t starve on the way.”

“He won’t starve. Not him. He'll
land in at Pierce Doucet’s cabin and
make a nuisance of himself there for a
while.”

“That don’t bother me,” grinned
Donahue. “I never did like Doucet
anyway.”

Cold and darkness were intense when
they reached Wolf River. They looked
forward to a warm fire, a good meal
and a long sleep at their cabin. But
as the dogs swung in toward the clear-
ing, Peter Button said: “What the
deuce!”

“What’s the trouble now?”

“I know it’s dark,” said Button, “but
my eyes ain’t never gone back on me
yet—and I can’t see the shack.”

“Huh?” Donahue stared into the
gloom.

There was the clearing, white against
the background of pines, but the cabin
had utterly disappeared.

“We're in the right place, ain’t we?”
spluttered Peter Button. “I ain’t
imaginin’ things. Ira, can you see that
cabin?”
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“Derned if I understand this,”
grunted Donahue.

They drove up into the clearing.
There was no cabin—only a heap of
ashes and a jumble of charred logs in
the snow.

They stared at the ruins, aghast.

Peter Button broke the silence first.
His voice was a croak.

“Burned to the ground!”

Iv.

Of necessity they spent the rest of
the night beneath the stars, warm
enough in their eiderdowns, but miser-
able in their discouragement, bewilder-
ment and apprehension.

That the scoundrel who had been
systematically stealing their supplies was
to blame for destruction of the shack
was almost certain. But who was he?
So far as they knew, there was no other
human in the country for miles. And
other trappers would not stoop to such
a trick.

“The worst of it is,” groaned Peter
Button when they took stock of the
situation next morning, “we’ve got to
go back to the other cabin now. And
face Goliath.”

Donahue shivered at the prospect.
“He’ll just about tear us apart.”
“Not me, he won’t,” said Button. “He

can’t stay there without grub, and we’ve
got it all. Mebbe he’s cleared out by
now. If he hasn’t, we're just goin’
to wait until he does.”

“Just let me lay my hands on the
miserable, unspeakable, low-down rat
that stole our grub and burned our
shack,” implored Donahue. ‘“Just let
me lay my hands on him, that’s all. By
all the roarin’ old #

“Cussin’ him won’t do no good,” said
the philosophic Button, who had cursed
the unknown thief so thoroughly that he
had begun to repeat himself and there
was no further pleasure in it. “We
might as well be on our way.”

And so, with great misgivings, they
returned to Blizzard Lake. From the
top of a hill, Donahue reconnoitered be-
fore they showed themselves. He came
back jubilant.

“That’s one break we get, anyway,”
he announced. “The big slob is gone.”

“Are you sure?” said Button.

“There’s no smoke comin’ from the
stovepipe, and I can see snowshoe tracks
leadin’ to the south. We're rid of him
anyway, thank the Lord!”

“I could almost cry,” murmured But-
ton piously, “to think that we won't see
that big lummox no more.”

The snowshoe tracks were plainly
visible as they approached the cabin,
and from the distance between each
track they satisfied themselves that there
was no doubt of Goliath’s departure.
With comparative cheerfulness, then—
in spite of the disaster to their cache
on Wolf River—they strode toward the
entrance.

. “Now,” said Donahue, as he kicked

the door open. “Now for a nice warm
fire and—glug!”
A rifle barrel jammed suddenly

against his ribs. A hand shot out and
sent him stumbling across the cabin.
Another hand reached out, grabbed
Peter Button by the collar and yanked
him across the threshold.

It all happened so suddenly that the
partners had no clear realization of the
situation until they found themselves
confronting two burly and unshaven
strangers, one of whom slammed the
door shut and leaned against it, cover-
ing them with his gun.

“What the hell?” gasped Donahue
feebly.

“Kinda thought you’d be back,” said
the man with the rifle. He was an un-
savory scoundrel, very ragged, very
dirty, with crooked, yellow teeth and an
ear that looked as if it had been thor-
oughly chewed in some remote brawl.

His companion, a bilious-looking vil-
lain with a squint, clad in a tattered

TN—2A
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mackinaw and with a red muffler knot-
ted about his throat, rubbed his clawlike
hands together with satisfaction.

“Nice work, Butch!” he commended.
“Very, very nice work. Neat, in fact.
Took ’em completely by surprise.”

“Can it!” growled Butch. “We've
got to work fast. You, there——" he
barked at the trembling. partners, who
stood against the wall with their hands
in the air, “where’s your grub? We've
hunted this place high and low and I'm
damned if we can find any.”

“On the—s-s-sleds!” piped Button,
his teeth chattering.

The bilious-looking man went outside
to investigate. He came back in a mo-
ment, more complacent than ever, his
yellow features wreathed in a hideous
grin.

“Perfect!” he exclaimed. “Butch,
you should see it! They've got dogs.
And a sled. And the sled loaded with
supplies. And sleeping bags. Gentle-
men,” he said, “we thank you kindly.”

“You—you ain't goin’ to steal our
dogs—and our grub?” stuttered Dona-
hue.

“Keep your hands up!” warned
Butch. “We ain’t goin’ to steal nothin’.
We're goin’ to borry your outfit, that’s
all.”

Peter Button felt a wrathful convic-
tion bubbling within him.

“I know!” he yelped. “You're the
polecats that’s been robbin’ our cache—
and burnt it down.”

The bilious man shook his head sadly.

“An accident,” he said. “We didn’t
intend to burn it. The stove got over-
heated. Too bad. As for the grub you
were kind enough to leave there for
us—well, a man must eat.” He ad-
vanced toward them. “It seems to me
that you must have sold some furs. I
didn’t see any around the place. Just
keep those hands in the air, my good
man—ah!”

Swiftly, still grinning, he
through their pockets.
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went

“You see,” said the bilious man,
turning away with his fists crammed
with bills. “A nice haul, Butch. A
lovely haul. I never overlook a bet.
Food, a sled, dogs, money! What more
could we ask for a get-away?”’

“Hey!” objected Peter Button faintly.
“That’s all the money we got. Or-grub
either.”

“Don’t apologize,” said the bilious
man airily. “We’ll have to make it do.”

“Butch” sniggered.

“You're a card, Duke,” he said.
“Honest, you're a card!”

Duke was prowling about the cabin.
He found what he was looking for—a
length of strong rope. And then, with
the vigilant Butch standing guard with
the rifle, Button and Donahue were
trussed back to back and bound firmly
to a beam of the bunk.

“You're not goin’ to leave us here?”
demanded Peter Button incredulously.

“We have no intention of taking you
with us, gentlemen,” replied Duke, rub-
bing the side of his yellow nose. “And
we really can’t be bothered having you
trailing along behind us.”

Button and Donahue were sick with
discouragement. They plumbed the
abyss of despair. All the ill luck that
had followed them for the past week
had accumulated to this overwhelming
climax. Their cabin on Wolf River
was gone. Their supplies, their dogs,
their sled, even their money—they had
lost everything.

These two smirking rascals had
robbed them of everything they owned,
and now coldly planned to leave them
here, to freeze or starve.

“Skunks!” snarled Donohue.

Peter Button paid them a more vivid
but quite unprintable compliment.

“No hard names, gentlemen,” grinned
Duke, wolfishly. “Many thanks—many
thanks for your hospitality. And now,
I am afraid, we must be on our way
t ’”»

The door crashed in thuunderously.
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Petex Button never did see what hap-
pened, but Donahue had a clear view
of it all.

Butch gave a yell of dismay.
Duke’s eyes bulged.

Goliath stood there on the threshold.

“Hey!” squealed Duke. “It’s the big
fellow !”

Butch flung up the rifle. But a tre-
mendous hand shot out, gripped the
barrel, wrenched the rifle from Butch’s
grasp and flung it across the cabin.

The

“So!” roared Goliath. “I find you
again!”

“Now, listen here ”’ pleaded the
Duke.

Goliath strode across the threshold.
The Duke tried to dodge, but a big
hand caught him across the side of the
head in a cuff that sent him sprawling
backward over the stove, his legs in the
air. Another hand gripped Butch by
the collar. Then Goliath began to shake
his victim.

He shook the wretched Butch until
Donahue could see nothing but a blur
of dangling legs and wildly joggling
head.

Duke came crawling from behind the
stove and immediately regretted it, for
Goliath flung Butch carelessly aside and
pounced on him. There was a squeak
of fear from Duke as the big man
hauled him to his feet.

“So!” boomed Goliath.
run away from me, eh?”

He shook Duke until it looked as if
the bilious man would come apart. He
hauled Butch to his feet again.

“Wham!” yelled Donahue.

Crack!

For Goliath neatly knocked his vic-
tim’s heads together. It was exceedingly
well judged—not quite hard enough to
brain them both, but quite sufficiently
emphatic to deprive them of their senses
for the time being.

They sagged, and went limp. Goliath
dropped them on the floor. He looked
around. Then his gaze fell upon Peter

“You would

-about two weeks ago.

Button and Ira Donahue, trussed up
against the bunk.

Donahue gulped. He had already
seen what happened to misguided folks
who ran away from Goliath.

But the giant merely grabbed a carv-
ing knife from the table, cut the ropes
and gestured toward the stove.

“Grub!” he commanded briefly. “I'm
hungry.”

V.
When Corporal MacFee, of the
Mounted, encountered Levinson, the

fur buyer, at Windy Post, and heard
about Goliath, he came down to Bliz-
zard Lake on the jump. He reached
there that evening and found the part-
ners wondering what to do with a pair
of meek, subdued and badly damaged
desperadoes, who were tied hand and
foot to the bunk. The arrival of Cor-
poral MacFee solved that problem.
“TI’ll take these babies off your hands,”
chuckled MacFee. ‘“Headquarters wire-
less broadcast a description of them
They bust out
of jail at the railroad. The big fellow”
—and he gestured toward Goliath, who
was peeping out at him from among the
blankets on the floor—“he simply yanked
the bars off the jail window, and away
they went.”
Goliath blinked.
had evidently earned his respect.

MacFee’s uniform
He

-glared at Butch and Duke.

“They made me,” he explained.

“I thought so. And then they gave
you the slip when they got up into the
snow country, ehr”

“They were hidin’ out somewhere
near our cache,” said Peter Button,
“and stealin’ our supplies. They held
us up here and tried to take our money
and everythin’ we had.”

He told the story. The corporal was
pleased. =t

“They’re already wanted in Cochrane
for robbery with violence. They were
in jail awaiting trial.”
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“But why was Goliath in jail?”
blurted Donahue.

The corporal tapped his forehead.

“Bushed! Been trapping up around
Hudson Bay for the past two years and
the life kind o’ got him. They were
going to send him down for observa-
tion. He’s harmless. He'll be all right
in a few weeks. These crooks prob-
ably talked him into breaking the jail
open for them and then left him on the
trail to freeze.”

Peter Button sighed.

“Lucky thing for us that he came
back when he did. No wonder he beat
up that pair when he laid eyes on ’em.”
He turned toward Goliath. “Big fel-
low,” he said, “why did you come
back ?”’

Goliath patted his stomach. He made
rather a long speech—for him.

“Hungry,” he grunted. “Went look-
in’ for you. No luck. Came back.
Grub!”

“You've paid for your keep,” said
Donahue.

STEERVILLE’S RADIO CRAZE
By E. A. BRININSTOOL

HERE is trouble here at Steerville, where our job is raisin’ cows,

And it’s caused by our cow-punchers meetin’ Boston dood high-brows ;
“Smoky” Thompson’s back among us—he’s been East a month or so—
And he’s got the boys plumb locoed with a long-range radio!

There’s a pole nailed to the bunk house, and a wire stretched through the air
That’s supposed to draw sweet music from New York—er anywhere;

And the cook can holler “Grub-pile!” till his face is red as sin,

But there won’t a puncher answer long as Smoky’s tunin’ in!

Range topics, like the calf crop, or the market price of steers

Are subjects never mentioned—and the foreman is in tears!

"Cuz the talk all runs to “static” or te “wave lengths” and to wires,
To “batteries,” “transformers” and a thing called “amplifiers”!

Time was when our cow-punchers was in bed by eight er so;
Now they sit up nights, by ginger, till the roosters start to crow,
Watchin’ Smoky turn them dials, gettin’ stations on the air
From some towns in France er Rooshy er Alasky—er elsewhere!

Every saddle in the bunk house for a month has gathered dust,

And the bridles sure needs oilin’, and the bits are red with rust!

The corral is full of ponies standin’ humped up by the fence,

And there ain’t no way of kdpwin’ when the round-up will commence!

While we're strong fer all improvements, we have lost our temper, quite,
Hearin’ jazz from Greece or Chiny, when we want to sleep at night!
We are sick of this here ‘“static” diniicd forever in our ears,

When the only jazz we’re used to is the bellerin’ of steers!

So we've give our punchers notice that this craze fer radio

Is a-hinderin’ the cow game, and the dern thing’s got to go,

Or we'll bust up them transformers and pull down the wires and poles
And them batteries, et cet’ry, and jest shoot ’em full o’ holes!
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The Hellbenders

By George C. Henderson

Author of “Six-gun Trap,” etc.

CHAPTER 1.

MURDERED !

E sat wedged in the rustic
armchair, head lolling to
one side, mouth open, eyes
wide and staring. Flies
buzzed around him. A yellow jacket
came sizzling through the open window.
Wind, laden with the odor of sage,
swirled desert sand into the single room
of the cabin. A door banged. But the
haggard, brown-bearded man sprawled
in the homemade chair still did not
move. He would never move again. A
dagger driven into his throat made sure
of that. '
The sweat-streaked crown of a
slouchy sombrero rose cautiously to the

level of the window sill. A face, framed
in tawny yellow hair, followed. Level
gray eyes swiftly searched the nester’s
shack and settled on the dead man, on
the protruding dagger hilt.

No flicker of emotion stirred the face
of “Faro” Jack McFarlan as he peered
into the poverty-stricken house of
death, at its silent occupant and the evi-
dence of destruction. Through the open
door he could see the barren yard and
the desolate desert of buck brush and
bitter sage.

Faro seemed in no hurry. He took
his time. One glance about told him it
was futile to search for tracks. The
shifting sands had covered all signs.

Leisurely, he moved around the build-
ing to the front door, noting the buz-



THE HELLBENDERS 37

zards circling overhead, and observing
the withered ruins of a little garden,
the chicken feathers strewn everywhere,
telling of the raid some varmint had
made on the roost. The shakes on the
roof were curled up. TFences were
down. It was a scene of desolation.

As Faro moved, his coat fell aside,
revealing a gold deputy U. S. marshal’s
shield on his calfskin vest. Twin six-
guns slapped against batwing chaps.
The big rowels of his Mexican spurs
tinkled against the gravel.

At a corner he halted, watching,
listening, eyes searching the vicinity for
sign of human presence. Even when
he reached the front door he did not
enter, but stood on the boot-worn stoop
gazing at the topsy-turvy pile of bed-
ding, clothing, plate, tin pans, and pa-
pers strewn over the room. Some one
had ransacked the place. The built-in
bunk was stripped of all bedding, and
the straw contents of the tick littered the
floor.

“Huh!” snorted Faro Jack. “They
got wise. They learned Clint Dowd had
sent for us, and they sealed his lips
forever.”

A broken chair barred the entrance.
Faro reached out to push it aside: then
suddenly dropped his hand and dodged
aside. In the nick of time he caught
sight of a concealed cord that ran
through the wreckage to the triggers of
a double-barreled shotgun. It was a
set-gun, a murder trap.

Faro’s keen-edged bowie knife flashed
in his hand. As its razor-sharp blade
several the rope, Faro’s alert ears caught
a sinister sound that caused him to
whirl around. It was the metallic click
of a gun. It came from some brush be-
hind him, not ten feet away. Two guns
roared.

Dropping straight down to the
ground, Faro heard the slug splinter the
dry weatherboarding beside his head.
His own six-guns were coming up,
cocked, held in big, brown, calloused

hands as the ambusher suddenly leaped
in the air and fell on his face, twitching
slightly.

Like a playful bear cub, IFaro exe-
cuted a quick practiced rolling move-
ment that carried him behind an old
rusted iron plow. He did not know
how many more dry-gulchers might be
waiting to kill him.

Something rustled in the pepperweed
beneath a giant saguaro cactus. An
old man appeared, riding a splendid
black gelding. He was a gay spectacle,
dressed in blue plush Stetson, silk ker-
chief, yellow silk shirt, spotted calfskin
vest; embroidered boots, ornamented
with enormous spurs; and wearing em-
bossed bone-handléd six-guns.

The contrast between the man and
the fancy clothes was ludicrous. Old
“Rawhide” McGillicuddy was small,
ugly, wrinkled, and badly bowed of legs.
He had a long face, flat chin, and very
large mouth. His cheeks were like
brown leather, his hair a dirty gray, and
his hands were mummified talons.

“Got him, Faro,” he yipped in a shrill,
piping voice. “All’'s clear. Is they
anything wrong in the shack?”

Rawhide blew smoke from his gun
barrel as he dismounted beside Faro,
who was looking at the fallen ambusher,
a swarthy half-breed.

Faro stooped and began to frisk the
dry-gulcher.

“They got Clint Dowd,” he growled
savagely. “Learned somehow that he
had sent for us, I'll bet. Put up a set-
gun trap, and sent this murderin’ rat
to get us if the shotgun failed. This
gent’s plumb gone, and they’s not a
thing on him to identify him.”

Rawhide turned toward the desert
rat’s shanty.

“Then we better read sign in the
house,” he suggested. “Gosh, this
shore puts us in a bad hole. Dowd
sends for us, sayin’ he’s finally got
the dope on them murderin’, thievin’,
mysterious Hellbenders. Now he's
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dead, and we ain’t got a thing to go on.
We don’t know friend from .enemy.
Let’s have a look.”

Faro halted him, a hand on his arm.

“Don’t go in there,” he warned.
“Don’t disturb a thing. Do you know
why them killers didn’t burn the shack
down after killin’ Dowd? Tl tell you.
They wanted to leave everything lookin’
natural, to decoy us here and trap us.
Well, that ¢'n be worked both ways.
How about us leavin’ everything just as
she is, and ambushin’ the ambushers
when they come to see what they've
ketched in their trap?”

Old Rawhide shook his head stub-
bornly.

“We c'n still search the house with-
out disturbin’ nothin’,” he grumbled.
“Mebbe we'll find some clew or some
writin’ Clint Dowd left. Ketchin’
these yere Hellbenders is the biggest job
we've ever tackled. It'll be a big
feather in our caps to rope in them as-
sassins when everybody else has failed.
And remember this is our second stab
at it.”

Faro Jack’s face clouded. He knew
he was taking a big responsibility in re-
fusing to search the shack, yet it ap-
pealed to him as the best plan.

For several years the United States
government had been investigating com-
plaints that a gang known as the Hell-
benders was terrorizing settlers, run-
ning off their stock, burning their build-
ings, and even murdering them if they
refused to leave.

Not a member of the gang had ever
been slain, captured, or identified. Two
sheriffs, one deputy, and one Federal
officer had been killed mysteriously, but
the best government men could get no
clew.

Some months before, Faro and Raw-
hide, masquerading as surveyors, wear-
ing heavy beards to disguise themselves,
had covered the whole country, but
without learning a thing of value. Then
had come the tip from Clint Dowd that

had brought them here, only to find
Dowd slain and a trap set for them-
selves. Once more the Hellbenders
had outfoxed the law!

In troubled silence the two men
dragged the swarthy breed’s body into a
dry wash out of sight. There was noth-
ing about the ambusher that told them
a thing. His mustang, hidden near by,
bore no brand at all. It was not worth
a brand.

Rawhide concealed his black gelding,
Dynamite, down in the arroyo beside
Faro’s dun before they circled back to
the death shack under cover of the
shoulder-high greasewood. Rawhide was
still determined to search the shanty.

Faro’s big paw crushed Rawhide’s
runty body against a big rock. 2

“Quiet,” he warned. “Look who's
comin’, headed right for our trap.
Mebbe we’ll ketch us a Hellbender, hot
off the griddle.”

Hats off, Faro and old Rawhide
peered over the top of the rock at the
approaching horseman.

The newcomer was tall, skinny, and
had protruding buck teeth. He rode a
T Bar pony. Both deputies recognized
him as “Skinner” Hamlin, foreman of
Helen O’Laughlin’s big ranch. On their
first scouting trip, Faro and Rawhide
had learned the identity of the various
inhabitants.

“That’s the T Bar foreman,” mut-
tered Rawhide. “He can’t be tied up
with them crooks. @~ Why, Helen
O’Laughlin’s outfit is the richest in the
country. The T Bar wouldn’t have
no reason to turn outlaw.”

“Unless it was to run out the nesters
and grab their land,” interrupted Faro
Jack dryly. “I never knowed riches
to make a angel of anybody. Keep yore
head down. Skinner’s headed right for
Dowd’s shack.”

Skinner Hamlin was only two hun-
dred yards from the murder scene when
an interruption occurred. From a cross
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trail suddenly appeared a girl in rid-
ing costume and a dude in store clothes.
The young lady was tall and slender.
Her blond hair was wavy. Her cheeks
glowed cherry-red, and her large blue
eyes were bright. The dude with her
was thin and sickly.

“That’s Helen O’Laughlin herself,”
growled Rawhide. “See, she’s waving
at her foreman, Skinner. Heck! Now
we’ll never know what Skinner was go-
ing to do at Dowd’s shanty. There they
go off together.”

Faro did not answer. He was intent
on watching Helen, Skinner, and the
dude ride away. At the crest of a
ridge, Skinner Hamlin turned to the
right, while Helen and the city man
angled to the left in the general direc-
tion of town. The meeting puzzled Faro
Jack. Had it been accidental, or had
Helen O’Laughlin given her foreman
some orders that turned him back from
Dowd’s place?

Faro waited until they were out of
sight. Then he and Rawhide searched
the cabin before hitting the trail toward
Gunshot cow town.

Troubled, angered at the death of the
innocent nester, completely at sea as to
their next move, now that their in-
formant was gone, both men pounded
across a hard alkali flat in silence, and
emerged onto a well-defined road. The
buzzards, circling over the death shanty,
became mere dots. A road runner
darted away before them. A rattle-
snake twined its striped scales into a
clump of cactus.

On, a rocky ridge the two officers
dismgunted, and hid their gold shields
and papers under a boulder. Through
the purple haze they could see the
shanties and squat adobes of Gunshot,
headquarters of the Hellbender gang.
Mounting, they rode on.

Rounding an abrupt turn, both men
reined in to prevent a collision with
a party of riders that had halted on the
trail. Faro found himself face to face

with a big man on a flashy pinto. He
recognized the flushed face and angry
eyes as that of John Honan, merchant,
rancher, and politician, of Gunshot.
Honan’s right hand gripped the bridle
reins of Helen O’Laughlin’s horse. The
girl owner of the T Bar was trying to
pull away from Honan. She was pale-
lipped and wide-eyed with anger and
fear.

At the moment the pardners arrived,
Helen’s dude escort, Elmer Bradburn,
was in the act of forcing his bronc be-
tween the pair, trying to push Honan
away. Honan released Helen's reins,
whirled toward the dude, and reached
for hig gun.

In that instant old Rawhide McGil-
licuddy acted. He had been expecting
trouble. His lariat was in his hand.
He made a quick throw with the rope,
snagged John Honan around the shoul-
ders, pinning his arms at his sides, and
in the next instant he was jabbing a, six-
gun against Honan'’s spine.

“It ain’t nice to draw a gun on a
unarmed man, Mister Honan!” drawled
Rawhide.

With a savage gesture, Honan flung
the loosened noose off his head and
shoulders, and jerked about to face the
old gun fighter.

“Who are you?"’ he burst out. “How
do you know my name?”

“Everybody’s heard o' John Honan,”
jeered Rawhide, “but T never knew he
was yaller before, pickin’ on a gal and a
helpless tenderfoot.”

A slow red color welled up in Ho-
nan’s heavy-jowled features. A hard
line stood out along the jutting jaw.
Deep-set eyes beneath bushy brows
glinted angrily.

“You better keep out of this,” he
growled. “I'm having a business talk
with Miss O’Laughlin. This dude weak-
ling is trying to interfere. I didn’t in-
tend to shoot him; only throw a scare
into him. Now, will you ride on and.
mind your own business?”’
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A low exclamation from Helen
O’Laughlin interrupted Honan.

“Don’t go!” she broke in, glancing
from Rawhide to Faro. “I'm through
talking to Honan, listening to his false
charges, his lies. His Hellbender tricks
don’t fool me. Suppese you ride on,
Mr. Honan.”

Honan stifled an oath. He swung
his horse closer to Helen’s, and now
his face was crimson. “Are you accus-
ing me of being a Hellbender?” he de-
manded. “Is that what you say?”

Helen O’Laughlin hesitated.
seemed to regret her words.

“I have no proof of that,” she finally
admitted. “But why do you hound me?
Why do you tear down my fences and
burn sheds and try to blame Skinner
Mamlin and my men. You wouldn't talk
like that if Skinner were here.”

Honan stared hard at the girl for a
moment before he slowly turned toward
Rawhide and Faro Jack.

“If this is a frame-up, watch your
step!” he warned angrily. “I can’t fight
a woman, no matter what she says, but
if I catch you fellows in Gunshot, you'll
pay for this insult.” So saying, he
spurred his mustang and galloped away.

As John Honan talked, Faro's cool
eyes were studying Helen O’Laughlin’s
tense, excited face. He had never been
so close to her before. The fear in her
widening eyes and the flush of excite-
ment in her cheeks made her doubly
pretty. Faro felt his heart beating rap-
idly. Her accusation of John Honan
was startling. She had said Honan was
a Hellbender. If that were true, Faro
wanted to know more about it.

Faro and Rawhide introduced them-
selves. Helen did not recognize either
as the bearded surveyors who had
passed through the country some
months before.

“I am sorry you made an enemy of
John Honan,” she told them soberly.
“He is a very dangerous man. Per-
haps you had better keep away from

She

Gunshot. T could use two good men at
the T Bar.” She was smiling now.

Faro Jack could not take his eyes
from her face. “Thank you, ma’am,”
he drawled, ‘“but Rawhide and me has
got to meet a feller in Gunshot town.
Say, I've heard about them Hellbenders.
Is Honan really one o’ them?”

Helen lowered her eyes. “I’d rather
not talk about that,” she said with final-
ity. “Sorry you can’t take up my offer.
Good luck.”

Faro Jack and Rawhide watched
Helen and the dude ride away in the
direction of the T Bar as they ambled
along into the town at a running walk.

“What do you think of it ?”’ demanded
old Rawhide excitedly. “If the gal was
right—if Honan is really a Hellbender
—that gives us somethin’ to work on. I
figger we ¢'n start on him.”

“She backed down when I put it up
to her,” objected Faro. ‘“You saw that.
If she knew somethin’, why wouldn’t
she tell?”

“Some folks is wise enough not to
spill everything they know to strangers,”
said Rawhide.

‘Faro Jack gave Rawhide a grim
look. “But there’s one gent that ain’t
got sense enough to keep his nose out
of other people’s quarrels,” he said
meaningly, “and I could throw a bull
by the tail fur enough to hit him. When
John Honan’s gunmen start sp’ilin’ our
plans, mebbe you’ll be sorry you butted
in back there.”

CHAPTER II.
THE HIDDEN ENEMY.

GUNSHOT cow town was as quiet
and peaceful as a sleeping rattle-
snake as Faro and Rawhide rode up the
rutty, dusty street that formed a slot be-
tween adobes and sun-warped frame
shacks.
Neither of the pardners was deceived
by appearances. They knew that this
was the headquarters of the notorious
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Hellbender gang that preyed upon
nesters and ranchers alike, robbing them,
killing them, driving them out of the
country. Cattlemen said it was a
rustler gang. Nesters claimed the Hell-
benders were cattlemen. No one really
knew. It was something to think about
very seriously.

Both men did think it over very seri-
ously as they put up their broncs, ate
beefsteak in a restaurant, and, a little
later, sauntered along the street, smok-
ing, talking, and watching for any sign
of hostility. They didn’t have a thing
to go on. Where should they look first
for the Hellbinder leader?

Shoulder to shoulder, they shoved
through the wide swinging doors of the
biggest saloon in town, the red-front
Silver Dollar bar, and slouched with
apparent carelessness toward the crowd
that surrounded the dice layout on a
billiard table.

A man turned, facing them. He had
a big hand full of silver dollars, which
he had won. He was a bulky fellow,
dressed in store clothes, and his keen
eyes, beneath bushy brows, widened at
sight of the pardners. It was John
Honan. :

Honan's hand dropped to his gun,
but stopped there as Faro Jack’s six-
shooter leaped from its holster and cov-
ered him, hidden by Faro’s body and the
folds of his coat.

“Careful, Mr. Honan,” warned Faro
with a jeering smile. “Fine duds don't
shed bullets. Just pull yore dukes away
from that hawglaig.”

A dark flush crossed Honan’s face,
but he removed his hand from the re-
volver stock. Faro Jack pouched his
own six-gun,

“We don't want no trouble with
you,” pursued Faro. “Rawhide and me
is just boomer cowboys lookin’ for a
job, and it was only Rawhide’s failin’
for the weaker sex that made us kind o’
proddy on our first meetin’. Let’s both
forget it.”

“ Honan's scowl deepened as he turned

on his heel. “I warned you,” he
growled. “I told you to stay out of
Gunshot. Now I'm tellin’ you to get

out, and don’t come back. This place
ain’t healthy for nosey gents like you
two. I'm not through with you inter-
fering fools.”

Honan brushed through the crowd
toward the door. Faro Jack looked at
Rawhide McGillicuddy and grinned.

“He’s long on talk an’ short on ac-
tion,” said Faro, “but just the same
we better watch our step. I'll buy a
drink.”

A few curious eyes followed th