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A Panel of Mystery Fans, Authors and the Editor

IFE in the country is usually serene
and peaceful. There is no wild rush
of pedestrians, no thunderous roar of sub-
ways, no hooting of taxicabs. Country peo-
ple take their time in their work and play.
They don’t cultivate ulcers like the nervous,
high-strung urbanites. They are neighbor-
ly, even if the nearest neighbor is a mile
down the road.

In the summer Nature is in full bloom in
the country with trees and shrubs and flow-
ers all alive with bright color. Usually
there is a breeze and full freedom from the
steaming, humid, smoke-laden heat of the
cities.

Yes, the country is the place to live. And
for a doctor it’s ideal. He can make the
rounds of his patients without bustle or
confusion and—well, it's just a nice life,

Healthy—Except for Murder!

That's why Dr. Westlake had always
liked Kenmore Valley. It was lovely coun-
try and had always been healthy—except
for a couple of murder victims that had, in
past, involved the doctor up to his ears in
unofficial criminal investigation.

1t had happened before and, with Christ-
mas approaching, it was due to happen
again: The peace and serenity of Kenmore
Valley was about to be broken—though Dr.
Westlake didn’t know it—by a macabre
murder plot that began with the frantic
visit of a red-haired girl to the doctor’s of-
fice and the specter of a mysterious yellow
cab!

The whole grim and exciting story will
be found in “The Yellow Taxi” by Jona-
than Stagge, which headlines the forths
coming issue of TRIPLE DETECTIVE, It's
an eerie, hair-raising novel that will win
many new friends for Jonathan Stagge’s

likable sleuth, Dr. Westlake, and his mis-
chievous daughter, Dawn.

Two more topnotch novels, “I Found Him
Dead” by Gale Gallagher and “Murder at
London’s Gate” by John Creasey round out
our trio of books to be featured in the next
issue. And remember, that all three books
will be expertly abridged for faster and
more entertaining reading. :

Turning back to “The Yellow Taxi” by
Jonathan Stagge, the story opens a few
days before Christmas with pretty Norma
Hale visiting Dr. Westlake and asking him
for a sleeping prescription. She was the
step-daughter of the Rowleys who had just
taken over the beautiful estate of Fallow-
ficld.

Mysterious Terror

Norma Hale was distraught and shaken.
She confessed that she was bothered by
something that had oceurred long ago and
which she could not erase from her mind.
She refused to reveal what it was, but ad-
mitted that she had done something which
hurt several people and one of them had
neither forgotten or forgiven.

In her terror she blurted out to Dr. West-
lake that she continually dreamed of a New
York yellow taxi and of its hideous driver
with a eroocked mouth.

“For months now I've been dreaming
about him,” she said. “The yellow taxi
creeps up the road toward me, slowly, and
I know it’s going to catch up with me.” She
shivered and added. “But it isn’t a dream
any more. It’s real. I've seen the yellow taxi
here in Kenmore!”

Dr Westlake's lifted eyebrows tuld Nor-
ma Hale that he did not give much credence
to her tale. But his eyes turned more seri-
ous when she told him that her girl friend,
Libby Brompton, had died recently —appar-



ently in a fall from a high cliff. And Libby
had seen the yellow taxi the day before she

“died!

For that reason Norma Hale believed she
was in danger of her life. When Westlake
suggested the police she said she couldn’t
go.to them because she couldn’t bear to tell
them the terrible thing she had done in the
past and which was at the root of her
trouble.

The doctor shrugged, finally gave her a
prescription and saw her to the door. She
had ridden up on horseback. She climbed
into the saddle quickly and rode away down
the lane. And then, as Dr. Westlake
watched, he saw an automobile drive past
the entrance to his driveway. The car was
a yellow taxi!

A Turmoil of Violence

This is the eerie, pulse-tingling opening
of Jonathan Stagge’s exciting novel, “The
Yellow Taxi.,” From that moment all of
Kenmore Valley was turned into a turmoil
of concealed violence, rampant fears and
slowly encroaching horror. Before the very
night was over Dr. Westlake and his daugh-
ter paid a visit to the Rowleys. They found
the Rowleys stringing lights on the Christ-
mas trees in their driveway.

And as they watched they hedard the
thunder of hoofs pounding along the earth.
Then they saw the redheaded girl come
dashing up the lane on a spirited horse. Her
twin sister, Karen, whom the Westlakes
had just met, cried out:

“Norma. You idiot! Not so fast!”

As Karen's voice died out, Norma's gal-
loping horse suddenly reared high, whinny-
ing shrilly. There was a single, piercing
seream. Then Norma toppled backward out
of the saddle,

Dr. Westlake, running forward, looked
toward the end of the lane. e heard a
faint throbbing sound, then saw the yellow
taxi glide away into the darkness.

There vou are, fans! We defy vou to re-
sist this absorbing novel. It will hold your
interest 1o the very last page. So look for
“The Yellow Taxi” jn the mext issue of
TRIPLE DETECTIVE.

“1 Found Uim Dead” by Gale Gallagher,
the second of our three fortheoming novels,
ig w tale of intrigug and terror and eruel
scheming  revolvineg  around the  conely

(Continued on page 156)
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When wealthy stamp dealer Adrian is killed,
nobody is sorry—but his death is a signal
for new violence that bears a grim postmark!

by
HUGH PENTECOST

an Inspector Luke Bradley novel

I

HE main office of Lawrence Storm,

Inc., of 645 Nassau Street, was a
long, narrow room with two windows at
the far end. If the building boasted a
window cleaner, he had neglected Mr.
Storm’s office for a long time. Across
the front end stretched a wide counter,
glasa-covered, while beyond the counter

was a large, old-fashioned safe, its door
standing open. It seemed to contain
nothing but a collection of unwieldly
looking books. These books were filled
with postage stamps. Mr. Lawrence
Storm was a stamp broker.

At the far end by the windows were
two flat-topped, wooden desks. At one



Larry Storm Joins Luke Dradley

of these sat a girl with naturally curly
blond hair, clear hazel eyes, and a hu-
moroeus little mouth painted bright red.
As Mr, Storm came in she looked up
quickly from her work.

“Hi!” said Mr. Storm.

“Hi, teacher!” said Ellen Dixon.

Mr. Storm’s attention was then taken
up by other matters. Standing behind
the counter was a boy of about fifteen.
He was tall for his age, and his clothes
had not quite kept up with him. On the
customer’s side of the counter, with a
newsboy’s canvas bag slung over his
shoulder, was another boy of about the
same age. His face was a replica of the
map of Ireland, pug nose, aggressive
chin, and all. A little pile of stamps lay
on the counter.

A look of suspicion entered Mr.
Storm’s blue eyes. He dropped a hand
on the customer’'s shoulder. “How’s
tricks, Mickey? Adding to your collec-
tion?”

“Gee, yes, Mr. Storm,” said Mickey
Hogan. “Bones has got some ‘specially
rare items for me.”

“I see,” said Mr. Storm, “Let’s have a
look.”

Mickey picked up one of the stamps,
almost reverently. “This is one of the
Trans-Mississippi issue,” he said, eager-
ly. “But it’s a rare one, Mr. Storm. It’s
80 rare it isn’t even listed in Scott’s cat-
alogue.” ,

“T see,” said Mr. Storm. “And what
is so rare about it, Mickey?”

“Well, this was part of a regular,

perforated issue,” said Mickey, “But

there must have been a slip-up some-
where, because this stamp has no per-
forations at all.”

“Ah,” said Mr. Storm, dryly, “that
does make it a rarity. And how much is
Bones asking ‘you for this hitherto un-
discovered specimen?”’

ICKEY looked uncomfertable,

“Well, sir, it's listed at forty

cents in Scott’s—I mean the regular one.

But Bones is goin’ to let me have the

special one for only a buck. I guess I'm
mighty lucky.”

“You're lucky,” said Mr. Storm, “te
get out of here with the fillings in your
teeth.” He picked up the hitherto un-
heard-of, unperforated Trans-Misgis-

10

on a Trail of

sippi. “Look, Mickey. There never was
any such freak. If there were, it would
be worth hundreds, maybe thousands,
of dollars. I think, if you’ll examine
the wastebasket, vou'll discover evidence
that our friend Bones has carefully cut
the perforations off an ordinary stamp.”
. Mickey stared at Mr. Storm for an
instant. “So he was trying to sell me a
phony ?”

“And how!” said Mr. Storm.

“Why, you dirty rat.” Mickey shout-
ed. He made a dive across the counter
toward Bones. Mr. Storm took him by
the shoulder and pulled him back.

“We'll have no homicide in here,
Mickey,” he said. “You can wait for
Bones when he leaves tonight. I hope
this unfortunate affair won’t destroy
your faith in Lawrence Storm, Inc. Any
time you want to buy anything I'll
be glad to attend to you personally,” he
added, gravely. ,

“Gee, thanks, Mr. Storm,” said
Mickey. Then he turned to Bones.
“Watch yerself, Kelly, when I get you
outside!”

Mr. Storm lifted a hinged section of
the counter and let himself into the
main office. “I don't understand you,
Ellen,” he said. “You sit here and allow
Bones to gyp a customer. Sixty cents
ig just as much to Mickey as gix thou-
Emld ,might be to someone like Jasper

ale.

Ellen Dixon looked up. “Of ecourse I
knew what was going on,” she said.
“But 1 was recalling that Mickey sold
Bones a Leica camera the other day at
the amazing bargain price of three dol-
lars. Only it didn't have any lens. I
thought Mickey had something com-
ing to him.”

Mr. Storm rested a hand on Bones’
shoulder. “Okay, fella,” he grinned. *“l
don’t give a rap what kind of a deal
you put over on Mickey as long as it
1sn’t stamps. Stamps are our business,
and we play on the level—even with
Mickey. “Get it?” He turned to Ellen
Dixon. “Anything happen while I was
out to lunch?”

“I've got a surprise for you,” Ellen
said, “There’s a pretty girl waiting for
you in your office,”

“She’s not pretty if you picked her
out for me,” said Larry Storm. “1 don't



Murder Involving a Fertune in Missing Stamps!

want to see her, whoever she is. I've
got to finish pricing that Hoffenstein
collection. Don't I pay you to keep peo-
ple out of my hair?”

“I decided you’d better see her,” said
Ellen. “She’s the daughter of an old
client of yours, Colonel Warren., She
seems to be upset about something. 1
thought you ecould do a better job of
soothing than I could.”

INSPECTOR LUKE BRADLEY

“How right you are, my sweet,” said
Larry.

He handed his hat and coat to Bones,
walked across to the door of his private
office and went in.

Elen had been right. Lucia Warren
was pretty. “This is a great pleasure,
Miss Warren,” Larry said. “Your fa-
ther was a very old friend of mine.

“I wonder,” said Luecia Warren. She
was tall and dark, and her voice was
low and threaty, attractive. But it was
definitely hestile. “FFather often said you

were one of the few honest brokers in
the stamp business. But quite recently,
Mr. Storm, I've had reason to wonder
if Father was right.”

Larry sat down at his desk, “Maybe

you'd better tell me just what it’s all

about,” he =aid, “before 1 start to pro-

test.™

n

“Did you know that my father’s col-
lection was put up at auction last
week 7”7 Miss Warren asked:

“l knew,” Larry admitted. “Unfor-
tunately I couldn’t be on hand. I was at
a convention of the Philatelic Society in
New Orleans.”

“Father invested about a quarter of
a million dollars in his collection, most-
ly through you,” said Lucia Warren.
‘““He looked on stamps as an investment,
Jjust as other men look on stocks and
bonds.”

ARRY shrugged. “A lot of people
have that idea, Miss Warren. I'm
afraid it's usually a mistaken one.
Stamps are primarily a hobby. The sal-
vage value on a collection is rarely any-
thing like its cost to the collector.”

“Would you think fifty thousand dol-
lars was a fair salvage value for my
father’s collection?”

Larry gat up in his chair. “Lord, no!”
he said, “I sold him stamps myself worth
more than that in anv market!”

“It’s about those stamps I came to
see you.” Lucia opened her handbag
and took out & slip of paper. “You sold
my- father an Eighteen-Seventy-Three
Jackson double impression for eighteen
hundred dollars. It is listed in Scott’s
catalogue at two thousand dollars. That
stamp, Mr. Storm, brought four hun-
dred and fifty dollars at the auction.
1s that a fair salvage value? And that
is only one of dozens of similar dis-
crepancies.”

“Who auctioned the collection for
vou?’ demanded Larrv

“Max Adrvian.”

Larry groaned. “Adrian is a crook!”

“That,” said Lucia, “is what he says
about you. He says you passed off a lot
of worthless ilems on my father.”

“He would!” Larry’s eves were hard.
“You've been to his office? You've seen
his set-up—modernistic furniture, re-
ceptionists, a speeial Inspection Room
for the customer.”

“YPS.,,

“This office must have surprised vou
then.”

*Tt did,” admitted Lucia. “Father
said your business wasg worth at least
half a million dollars,”

“The customers don’t pay for over-
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head here,” said Larry. “Adrian runs
what we call a bucket shop. It’s a trap
for suckers.” He leaned forward. “I
think I can explain just how you’ve been
rooked. Your father’s executors turned
over the collection to Adrian some time
before the auction seo that prospective
buyers could examine it, didn’t they ?”

“They did.”

“Your father’s executors know noth-
ing about stamps. Right?”’

i‘Yes.!’

“All they had was a list of what the
collection contained—a list which said,
for example: ‘One U. S. Number One-
Five-Seven-d, double impression Jack-
son.” Right?”’

“Right.”

Larry smiled. “Now watch closely. 1
have nothing up my sleeve. One uncan-
celled Jackson double impression in per-
fect condition is worth two thousand
dollars, maybe more. But a cancelled
- Jackson double impression in good
shape is only worth about six hundred
dollars. If it was slightly damaged, it
might bring about feur hundred and
fifty dollars, which is what you got for
it. In other words, Adrian removed a
fine, uncancelled specimen from the col-
lection, replaced it with a slightly
" frayed cancelled item, got the auction
commission for the substituted stamp
and probably still has the two-thousand-
dollar one which he will gell in time to
some one zt full value.”

“But ‘that’s downright swindling!”
Lucia exclaimed.

“Exactly,” said Larry. “The only way
to prove it, though, is to go in for safe-
breaking and find the stolen items in
Adrian’s possession.”

“Can’t we get a search warrant?
Surely there’s a remedy!” )

“No evidence. Adrian would simply
say that all colleclors overestimate the
value of their collections and that your
father was no exception.” Larry shook
his head. “I'd like to help you,” he said.
“I've been waiting a long time for a
chance to nail Adrian.”

“Why? Has he done something to
you?”’

Larry’s face clouded. “Not directly.
But he gave a friend of mine, named
Lon Nicholas, a pretty thorough going
over. Lon has beef faseinaled by stamps
all his life, and about three years ago
he amassed enough capital by the sweat
of his brow to go into budiness as a

RED

stamp broker. He was interested only in
rare and expensive items.”
((SO ?l’

UCIA stared intently at Larry who
took his time before answering.

“Brokers have numezrous methods of
dealing with clients,” said Larry, “When
a client has a good credit standing we
often send him stamps for inspection
without any money changing hands.
The client looks them over, and if he
decides to buy, pays for them. If he
doesn't want them, he sends them back.”

“I see.”

“The best credit references in the
world in such cases are other brokers.
Well, a guy who called himself Oscar
Rivero began buying stamps through
the mail from reputable dealers. 1 was
one of them. Well, one day Lon Nicholas
called me and asked about Rivero's
credit. Rivero wanted to see some
stamps on approval, I told Lon he had
always been on the level with me and
had been buying for six months or more.
So Lon sent Mr. Rivero about forty
thousand dollars® worth of stuff on
consignment, on my say so!” Larry's
lips tightened. “Then Mr. Rivero dis-
appeared.”

“Disappeared!”

“There wasn’t any such guy,” Larry
said grimly. “His mailing address
turned out to be a rooming house, but
Mr. Rivero had never actually lived in
the room he rented. He had simply come
to it for his mail. He disappeared into
the blue with Lon’s stamps. It smashed
Lon, tossed him out of business,”

“But what has that to do with
Adrian?”’

“I've never been able to get any evi-
dence,”” said Larry, “but I've always
thought that Adrian was Oscar Rivero.
Now, go home, Miss Warren, and get
your father's catalogue. Meanwhile I'll
dig up my own records. Come back here
ahout six and we'll go over them and
see just how badly you've been taken.
Then I'll buy you dinneér, Fair enough?”’

“Fair enough,” she agreed, and just
then Ellen Dixon's clear veice caome
through the interoffice conununicator.

“Mr. Julius! Duck!”

Larry took Lueia’s arm, turved her
quickly around, and literally pushed her
through a ecurtained doorway iulto a
small pitch-black room, where he kept
hia violet-ray lamp and other equipment



HUGH PENTECOST 13

for the examination of stamps.
“Please, if you love me, be quiet till

this old screwball leaves!” he whispered,

and Lucia, finding herself in complete
darkness, with Larry’s arm around her
ghoulder, was too amazed to reply.

Meanwhile, in the outer office, an old
gentleman had stepped just inside the
front door, He was carrying a bone-
handled umbrella while from the left-
hand pocket of his overcoat a long,
black metal ear trumpet protruded.

““Bones,” said Ellen Dixon, “see what
Mr. Julius wants.”

Surprisingly Mr. Julius answered that
question himself, although the metal
ear trumpet still remained in his pock-
et. “You know very well what T want,
Itllen Dixon! I want to know if Storm
is here, Because if he is, I won’t set
foot in the place!” v

Bones crossed the office and raised the
hinged section of the counter, “Come in,
Mr. Julius. Larry isn’t here!”

“What?” Mr. Julius demanded. He
wrenched the ear trumpet from his
pocket and pointed the horn end at
Bones. “For heaven's sake, speak up,
my boy!”

“I say it's all right, Mr. Julius. Larry
isn't here!” , ,

“Don’t shout!” commanded Mr,
Julius. “I'Nl see. for myself'"” He
stamped across ‘the room, flung open
the office doar, aud peered around sus-
piciously. Then he turned to Ellen,
“Well, do T have o stand here all day?”’

“What ean I do for you, Mr. Julius?”’
Ellen asked ecamly.

R. JULIUS banged his umbrells on

the floor. “What can you do for
me? You still sell stamps, don’t you?
Think 1 eame to buy a musical instru-
ment?” : ,

“Sit down here at my desk,” said
Ellen, soothingly, “and tell me what
you want to see.” She held a chair for
him and he sat down, placing hat, um-
brella, and ear trumpet on the desk in
front of him.

“Thing T c¢an’t understand,” he
growled, “is how a well mannered
young woman like you ean work for a
crook like Storm.”™ llis old eyes nar-
rowed. “‘Not in love with him, are you?”’

“Please tell me what you want to
see?” repeated Ellen, ignoring his ques-
tion.

“She asks me what [ want te see!

Levsy paid the driver and helped Lon cut of the call|
{Chap. 1}
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Have I ever been interested in anything
except South American issues?”’ Then
as Ellen went over to the safe and took
out & large, heavy volume, he continued,
“Now none of your cripples! None of
- your repaired items! No stolen goods!”

Ellen brought the stock book back
and put it down on the desk. He opened
it and began turning the pages rapidly.
“Humph!” he snorted. “Just as I
thought! A lot of worthless junk!”

The phone on Ellen’s desk rang and
she answered it. When she hung up the
receiver she was frowning.

“Humph'’ said Mr. Julius, without
looking up. Then, after another mo-
ment, he said, decisively, “I'll take these
four. Don’t tell me how much! I saw
the listings in the stock book!” He
reached into his pocket and produced
a huge, over-stuffed wallet. “And may
the Lord forgive you for robbing an
old man!”

Ellen put his purchases in an en-
velope. “It’s always nice to see you,
Mr. Julius,” she said.

“Rubbish!” said Mr. Julius. He gath-
ered up his belongings and -stalked
across the office to the outside door.
“You can tell Storm to come out of that
dark room where he’s been hiding,” he
said. “Good-by!”

He went out, slamming the door with
dangerous force. Ellen went directly to
Larry's office. Larry and Lucia were
just emerging from the dark room.

Ellen’s tone was worried. “Larry,
Max Adrian’s office just phoned. Lon
Nicholas is in a jam. They want you to
go over there and get him.”

Larry’s lips tightened, He turned to
Lucia. “I’ll see you here at six?”

“I’ll be here,” she told him,

11

lN THE big, upholstered armchair
next to the desk in Max Adrian’s im-
possibly modernistic office, sprawled the
figure of Lon Nicholas. His head was
turned to one side, revealing an ugly
bruise near his {emple and a little
trickle of blood oozing from one corner
of his mouth.

Adrian, a huge man who must have
weighed two hundred and eighty
pounds, waved a fat hand in Lon’s di-
rection. “Nice lovking specimen, your
friend,” he said to Larry.

Storm was cold with anger. “What

happened ?’ he demanded.

“The whimpering little punk was go-
ing to kill me,” said Adrian, elaborately
casual. “So I hit him with a paper-
weight.” ‘

Larry turned to Adrian’s assistant.
“Get a towel, Louderbach. Wet it with
cold water.”

Louderbach looked questioningly at
Adrian, through thick-lensed spectacles.

“Get it!” Larry said, so sharply that
Louderbach jumped. Larry turned back
to Lon and spoke gently.

“What happened, fella?” he asked. .

“I muffed it,” Lon repeated, bitterly,
his eyes closed. “Like a fool—I stood
here talking to him. I should have let
him have it!”

Larry, looking at a table that stood
against the wall, saw a revolver lying
there. He glanced at Adrian.

“He was going to use it, all right,”
iqid the fat man, “I was too quick for

im.”

“Why, Lon?" Larry asked, gently.

Lon moved in the chair as if his whole
body pained him. “Rivero,”” he groaned.
“He’s Oscar Rivero!”

“You've proof, Lon?" Larry’s fingers
gripped his arm.

Lon shook his head. Louderbach re-
turned with a damp towel. Larry wiped
the blood from Lon’s mouth and bathed
the bruise on the side of his head.

“Have you sent for the police?” Larry
asked Adrian,

“NO."

“Why not?”

The fat man shrugged,

“It couldn’t be that you're not in-
terested in having the Rivero case re-
vived, could it?’ Larry asked. “Then
there’s Lucia Warren. She just left my
office.”

Adrian’s huge paunch shook., “So
you're tossing that in my lap too, ¢h?
How I laughed when she came crying
to me. The noble Larry Storm had sold
her father on a buneh of junk! Well, I'm
not taking the rap. If you can prove
I'm Osear Rivero, you ean take over
where Houdini left off! Now, get your
blubhering friend out of here.”

“Okay., Max,” woid Tarry softlv
“You've acked for jt. U'm turning on
the heat and I'll keep it on till you're
out of town, or up the river.”

The office door opened and two men
walked in. The first man. tall and broad-
shouldered, had bright red, close-
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cropped hair. “My name is Bradley,”
he said. “Inspector, Homicide Division.
Eome one phoned us there was trouble
ere.”

Adrian addressed his clerk. “Louder-
bach, did you call the police?” he de-
handed.

“No, Mr, Adrian.”

The fat man turned to his reception-
ist standing in the doorway. “You?”

“lI h-heard him threaten you, Mr.
Adrian! I thought it best.”

“You're not supposed to think,”
Adrian said. “You're supposed to run
a switchboard. Get out!” He faced Brad-
ley. “There’s been a mistake, Inspector.
Sorry you had the trouble.”

LARRY, his face expressionless, had
meanwhile moved over to the lit-
tle table near the wall where Lon’s re-
volver lay. He got between it and the
inspector, and - then unobtrusively
slipped the gun into his pocket. Lon
moved his head and groaned. Bradley
nodded toward the armchair.

“Your friend badly hurt?” he asked.

“It’s nothing,” said Adrian. “He fell
—I—it’s nothing.”

“Looks like a false alarm, Rube,”
Bradley said to his companion. ‘“Wait

for me down in the car.” The man '

grunted and went out, but Bradley
himself made no move to leave. Larry
saw that he was looking at the glass
paperweight which no one had picked
up from the rug.

“Let’s see,” he said thoughtfully,
“first he was struck with the paper-
weight, Then somebody slugged or
hicked him in the side of the head.
Maybe 1 shouldn't go away and leave
him to your tender mercies.”

“It’s all right, Inspector,” Larry said.
“1 was on the point of taking him home
when you arrived. My friend was drunk.
ITe had an argument with Mr. Adrian,
who slugged him. But 1 don’t think
either one of them will prefer charges.”

Adrian laughed. “The whole thing’s
an unfortunate mistake,” he repeated
to Bradley. “I'm sorry you've had the
trouble.”

Bradley nodded slowly. Ile turned to
Larry. “Can I help you downstairs with
your friend?”

“Thanks,” said Larry.

Ou the main Hoor Dradley’s assistant
wags waiting. He called a taxi, and when
1t drew up at the c¢urb the inspector

helped Larry get Lon settled on the
back seat.

Then Larry turned to him.

“You've been very decent, Bradley.
Thanks.” _ ;

Bradley smiled, “I hate to have you
go away thinking I'm a nit-wit,” he
said. .

“Why should I think that, Inspec-
tor?” Larry said and laughed.

“Because I didn’t do anything about
that revolver you were at some pains
to slip into your coat pocket. Obviously
it belonged to your friend. You better
keep him out of trouble.”

“I will,” Larry assured him.

“And,” Bradlev’s clear gray eyes re-
turned to Larry’s face, “it’s bad prac-
tice to threaten people in front of wit-
nesses as I heard you threatening Mr.
Adrian. Suppose something should hap-
pen to him? Your position wouldn’t be
nice.” He sighed. “Well, good-by.”

“Be seeing you,” Larry said.

The inspector shook his head. “I
hope not!” he murmured.

When the taxi drew up in front of the
apartment house on Gramercy Park
where Larry lived, Larry storm paid the
driver and then helped Lon out. They
walked through the entrance hall. Lar-
ry spoke to the switchboard operator
and after they reached Storm’s apart-
ment, he ushered Lon into the living
room,

“The first thing you do, my lad,” said
Larry, cheerfully, “is to get under a
steaming hot shower. I'll dig up some-
thing for you to eat while you're at it.
After that, bed and rest. I've sent for
Bones. He'll stay here with you, see that
you're not. disturbed.”

Lon smiled. “I—1 guess you're the
doctor,” he said.

He stayed in the bath a long time,
so long that the coffee was done when
the shower stopped running. Larry
brought the coffee pot in from the
kitchen and placed it on the tray. Ile
reached for his cigarette case and
matiches, and his right hand clesed
over the revolver which he had removed
from Adrian’s office. He took it sut and
examined: it. The chambers were all
loaded. He removed the bullets and
dropped them back in his pocket. Then
he walked over to his desk, opened a
drawer, and shoved the gun inside. le
did not see Lon in the doorway, staring
at the desk drawer. . .,
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ONES$ arrived just as Lon had
finished eating. Larry beckoned
him into the foyer and explained what
had happened. “I den’t want him to
leave the apariment,” he concluded.
“Give him anything he wants—a drink,
cigarettes, food. But keep him here!”
“Okay, boss. You can count on me.”
“I know it,”” Larry said. He went
back into the living room. “I'm going
to the office, Lon. Bones will be here if
you need anything. I may not be back
till late, because I'm having dinner with
the Warren girl. But when I see you I'll
have something figured out.”

Lon didn’t look up. “You've been
swell, Larry,” he said.

When Larry entered his office Ellen
Dixon came across the room to greet
him. To her also he outlined ‘the situa-
tion.

“How jolly,” said Ellen. “And you're
quite satisfied to leave a homicidal
drunk to the care of a fifteen-year-old
boy?n

“Lon’s so weak Bones could push him
over with his little finger.”

“What a comfort,” Ellen said. “Mean-
while our business goes on as usual,
There's 8 customer in your office.”

“] can’t see anyone,” Larry protested.

“I think you'll see this one,” said
Ellen, “He’s Mr. Paul Gregory.”

“Never heard of him.”

“Perhaps you don't feel very well,”
Ellen said, ‘“Paul Gregory is Jasper
Hale's secretary. Jasper Hale is the big-
gest collector in New York. You've
wanted to get Hale for a customer for
years. Remember 7"

Larry shrugged. “I suppose I'd bet-
ter see him,” he said. “But if he stays
more than fifteen minutes, rescue me,”

Mr. Paul Gregory was not an impres-
sive-looking person. His eyes were pale
and watery, and a little brown mous-
tache under his nose was meant to dis-
tract attention from a small, weak
mouth and a chin that rapidly receded
away to nowhere. His face as Larry en-
tered the private office was damp with
perspiration. .

“Hello,” Larry said.
do for you?' he asked. L

Mr. Grepory seemed o be wringing
out the handkerchief between his thick
fingers. “I came to see you, Mr, Storm,
because I am in great trouble,” he gaid.
“1 have the carc of Mr. Hale’s collection,
and of course I handle a preat many of

“What can 1

nis stamps. Yesterday a tragedy oc-
curred. Accidentally, I destroved one of
the most valuable items in his collection.
If he finds that out, Mr. Storm, I'm
ruined!”

“I see,” said Larry. “And why have
you come to me?”’

“Because you have the reputation of
being an honest broker, Mr. Storm. I
have often urged Mr. Hale to transact
a part of his business with you.”” His
voice became confidential, “And if you
can help me now, I can promise that
some of his business will come your
way !”

Larry inhaled deeply. “Maybe you'd
better go somewhere else for help, Mr.
Gregory. I have a distinct aversion to
being bribed.”

“Please!” said Mr. Gregory. “Forget
what I said. I can’t go to the dealers
with whom Mr. Hale does business be-
cause they would surely tell him what
has happened. I came to you because I
thought you were the one man who
could both replace the stamp and be
trusted to keep silent about the whole
affair.”

“What was the stamp you destroyed?”
Larry asked.

Gregory swallowed hard. “A perfect
U, S. Number twenty-two, the green St.
Louis Bear.”

Larry whistled, “That’s a twenty-five-
hundred-dollar stamp, and perfect ones
are rare as hen’s teeth. It might take
time to get one.”

This seemed to throw Mr, Gregory in-
to a state of terror. “But I mist have it
quickly! On Friday night Mr, Hale
has a famous KEuropean collector com-
ing to see him. He'll show his collection,
He'll discover that the green Bear is
missing., And then—then—"" Mr. Greg-
ory pulled a large roll of bills from his
pocket, and bezan peeling them off in a
kind of frenzy, “Pay any price you have
to,” he urged. “Go as high as thirty-
five hundred, even four thouszand if you
must, But gef it!”

ARRY looked at Gregory specula-
tively for a momnent. “I'll do what
I can for you, Gregory, but you know as
well as 1 do that the chance of finding
& perfect specimen is no cinch, Still—"
“And you won’t let this get back to
Mr. Hale?” Gregory interrupted anx-
iously, “My life is literally in your
hands, Mr, Storm.”



“Reach!" repeated the detective grimly,
and Larry Storm raised his hands (Chap. lit)

7
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“You can count on me,” said Larry.

Mr. Gregory shuffled away and out
of the office. A moment later Ellen Dix-
on appeared in the doorway.

“Any luck?’ she asked.

Larry eyed the end of the cigarette
he had just lighted. *‘There’s something
patrid about Mr. Gregory and his whole
story,” he said, but all the same he
reached for the telephone and made
several calls to other dealers., Each
time he asked the same question, “Know
where I can pick up a perfect U, 8. Num-
ber twenty-two, the green St. Louis
Bear?”

It wasn’t till he made his fourth call
that he got a lead. *“I don't know of any
for sale,” said Spencer, a neighboring
dealer. “But there’s a guy named How-
ard Stevens who has specialized in U. 8.
Stamps and who's now trying to sell
his collection, I've never seen it, but it's
just possible he might have a twenty-
two. He hangs out around the Collec-
tors’ Glub.”

“Thanks, Spence. I'll do something
for you sometime.” Larry hung up,
glanced at his watch which said a quar-
ter to five, and turned to his secretary.

“Look, Ellen, would you mind wait-
ing for Miss Warren?” he said. “I'm go-
ing over to the Collectors’ Club.”

It was a quarter to six when Larry
entered the Smoke Room in the Collec-
tors’ Club and strode over to the bar.

“A Scotch and soda, Mae. By the
way, do you know a Mr. Howard
Stevens? I believe he’'s a member.”

The bartender made a face. “Sure I
know him,” he said.

“Is he around the club now?®"”

“He’s in the washroom.”

Larry finished his drink and walked
over to the washroom door. lle went in,
and as he did he saw a man leaning
with his back against one of the wash
besins smoking a long, thin cigar. He
was a short, swarthy man, with very
shrewd black eyes and a beaklike nose.
Larry recognized him as Ezra Luck-
man, a collector of Newfouniland is-
sues. Luckman looked up at Larry and
waved his cigar in greeting.

“Hello, Storm, how's tricks?’ Then
from beyond the swinging doors that
Jed into the second section of 1he wash
rooni cane the unmistakable sounds
of seme one being ill. “Howard Stev-
ens,” said Luckman, as il that ex-
plained everything.

“Iwas looking for him,” said Larry.

“Better put it off till another day,”
said Luckman, “Stevens is sick.”

The sounds from the other side of the
wicker doors indicated that there was
a certain amount of truth in Luckman's
statement.

“Drunk?’ inquired Larry.

Luckman shook his head. “No, his is
a case of mind and medicine over health,
He’s a walking drug store. As soon as
anything upsets him, he takes about six
different kinds of pills and is promptly
sick as a dog.”

“What’s upset him?" Larry asked.

Luckman smiled, a tight-lipped smile.
“Mr. Stevens,” he said, dryly, ‘“has
just taken one of the world’s finest

-rookings. He went broke recently and

decided to sell his collection.”

“Ah,” said Larry. “Low salvage val-
ue, eh?”’

Luckman smiled again. “Listen!’ he
said, ‘“Stevens spent over seventeen
grand for his collection, He had about
a thousand dollars’ worth of uncan-
celled stamps—I mean face value. He
tried to sell the lot to Scott and Mor-
ganthau and a couple of other big deal-
ers, They wouldn’t make an offer, al-
though they agreed to act as auctioneers
for him.”

“So what?"

“So he sells the whole collection for
six hundred bucks—cash! Six hundred
bucks! With a thousand dollars’ worth
of stamps that could have been used for
postage or been redeemed at any bank
for their face value!”

“Who made him this magnanimous
offer ?” Larry asked.

HE smile left Luckman’s thin lips.

“Max Adrian,”” he said and his
voice was suddenly harsh, “Of course
there’s nothing technically dishonest
about it,”” Luckman went on. “But it
was a swine's trick, all the same. Stev-
ens needs all the dough he can get his
hands on.”

“It’s funny,” Larry said, “but that's
the third time today 1've heard a tal»
about Adrian.” "

Luckman’s  teeth clamped tightly
over the end of his cigar. “Adrian’s
viding for a fall,” he waid,

“Has he done something to you?”

Luckman looked at Larry. “If ho
had,” he said, “I'd know exactly how (o
deal with him.”



HUGH PENTECOST 19

Evidently Luckman wasn’t going to
talk. Larry glanced toward the swing-
ing doors, from behind which still came
sounds of -agony.

“Get him some ginger ale with the
white of an egg mixed in,” he said.
“That’ll fix him.”

Larry left Luckman and went to the
telephone booth in the Smoke Room. He
dropped a nickel in the slot, and dialed
his office. The bell at the other end rang
hopefully, but there was no answer.

“Hang that girl!” said Larry and
called his apartment. The phone was
answered almost immediately. It was
Ellen. “For the love of Pete, what are
you doing there?” Larry demanded.

“Lon’s gone, Larry!” Ellen said.

“What!”

“He’s gone. I got worried about Bones
being alone with him and I phoned. No-
body answered. So I came up here and
let myself in with your extra key. Lon
had asked Bones to get him something
in the bathroom, and then locked him
in! Lon’s skipped.”

Larry’s hand tightened on the receiv-
er. “Ellen, look in the top right-hand
drawer of my desk. There should be a
rcvolver there.” There was a long, pain-
ful silence. Then Ellen’s voice came
again:

“Gone, too,” she said. “Now, listen,
Larry. The minute I found out what had
happened, I called Adrian and warned
him, Then I sent Bones downtown t{o
wait around outside Adrian's office
building—Adrian’s working late. If Lon
turns up, Bones will catch him, It was
the only thing I could think of to do.
You'd better come back here a2nd wait
for Bones to report. As for your Miss
Warren, when she finds no one at the

office she’ll probably telephone you
here.”
Larry barged into his apartment

about ten minutes later to find that
Ellen had set a small table in front of
the fire. A big wooden bowl of salad re-
posed in the centre. Ellen, coming out
of the kitchen, saw his glance.

“You'll have to stay here till we get
some word of Lon,” she explained. “I
thought you'd want to eat.”

“Dut I'm dining with Lucia Warren!”

“There'a enough for her,” said Ellen.
“] ordered some chops at your butcher’s.,
QOurs are cooking now.”

“You ought to get married,” Larry
said. “You think of everything.” He

looked at his watch, It was after seven.
“Lucia should have runy up by now if
she’s going to. Confound it! This is a
mess."”

“Bones called just before you came
in,” said Ellen, “Lon hasn’t showed up
at Adrian’s. You better sit tight till
Bones picks him up.”

“It's a wonder you wouldn’t wait till
tomorrow to tell me that,”” Larry said.
“Well, if we're going to eat, let’s eat!”

Ellen slipped back to the kitchen, and
returned presently with the platter of
chops. She lighted the candles and they
sat down.

“This is a waste of time,” Larry pro-
tested. “Lucia will probably call any
minute, then I'll have to eat dinner all
over again.” He was just reaching for
the salad bowl when the phone rang.

“There!” he said. “That’ll be my
glamour girl.” He went over and picked
up the receiver. It was Lucia, Her voice
seemed a little queer, but Larry put it
down to pique.

“I'm sorry I missed you,” he said,
“but I can explain how it happened.”

“Please, warry, let me talk,” said Lu-
cia, urgently. It sounded to Larry as if
she were breathing hard, as if she'd
been running. “I’m in a pay station in
a cigar store on Fifty-three Nassau
Street. Can you remember that, Larry ?”

“I know where it is,” Larry said. “I
feel like a heel, Lucia, with you still
waiting down there.”

“Larry! Please listen! Can you come
down right away, I'll wait for you here.”
Her voice shook. “Maz: Adrian has been
murdered !”

111

LARRY saw Lucia standing at the
far end of the cigar store, near the tel-
ephone booths. Her face was dead white,
and her lips were trembling,

“] thought you'd never come,” she
eried, unsteadily.

“Made it as quickly as 1T could,” he
said. “Now, take it easy, darling. We
can't talk in here. There's a bar just op-
posite.” He tucked her arm through his
and led her across the street to Conley's
Tap Room. They sat down at a little
booth in the corner and Larry ordered
brandy.

“Oh, Larry, it was awful!” Lucia be-
gan. “I walked into hig office and—there
he was, lving on the floor, a little round



20 CANCELLED IN RED

hole in his forehead.”

A shudder shook her whole body.
“Take it easy,” repeated Larry. “Wait
till you’ve had this drink.”

The waiter brought two ponies of
brandy, slid them across the table.

“Drink,” Larry said. Lucia lifted the
glass to her lips. She swallowed with
difficulty, as if her throat muscles were
tightly contracted.

“Now,” Larry urged her gently,
“let’s have it. What were you doing at
Adrian’s?”

“] came down to your office with the
catalogue about five-thirty,” she told
him, finally, “but there wasn’t any one
there. I guess I must have waited for
about half an hour and then I went
somewhere near your office and had a
cocktail, Then I went back to your office
again, thinking you’d surely have ar-
rived by then.” A smile struggled to her
lips. “I was pretty mad at being stood

Y!’

“I’'m sorry,” said Larry. “I'll explain
what happened sometime.”

She nodded. “I knew there must be a
good reason, but I was irritated all the
geme, and being in a temper made me
think of Adrian. From the way you'd
explained things this morning I was
convinced he had cheated me, and 1
wanted to see him and accuse him of
it. So I telephoned him. He told me he
had an appointment at seven o’clock, but
that he’d be glad to see me at seven-
thirty. So I went and had some dinner,
and then I went to his office. Oh Larry!”

“¥Finish your brandy,” he said, stern-
ly. “Now, go ahead.”

“The elevator wasn’t running and 1
had to walk up to the third floor. His
office door was unlocked, so I went into
the waiting room. There wasn’t any one
there.” She hesitated an instant. “I did-
n't hear any one talking in the office be-
vond, so I went ahead and opened the
door.” She stared at Larry, her eyes di-
lated. “There he wasg, lying on the floor
and staring up at me, with that little
round hole in his forehead.”

“And no one else around?' Larry
asked, sharply.

“Not a soul, Larry. Then as I stood
there, T saw a gun on the edge of the
desk. I-—I picked it up and looked at
it.”

“Have on your gloves?”’ he asked.

She shook her head. “Then—then 1

thought the police ought to be notified.
I walked around behind Adrian’s desk
to the phone. I started to dial the opera-
tor, and then I got frightened all over
again, Larry, and T just ran. When I got
out on the street I went into that cigar
store and phoned you.”

“And the police haven’t been noti-
fied 7”

“No, I didn’t call them,” Lucia said.
She reached out a hand to him. “I sup-
pose my fingerprints are on that gun
and on the telephone, It might be hard
to explain.”

“Rather hard,” said Larry.

“You see, Adrian’s people—the girl
and that clerk of his—know I was there
yesterday and that 1 quarreled with
him about Father’s stamps. It might
look—suspicious.”

“Where's that catalogue you brought
downtown 7’ Larry cut in.

“I—I must have left it on Adrian’s
desk.”

TANDING up, Larry dropped a dol-
lar bill on the table, “Let’s go,” he
said. “We’ve got to get rid of those fin-
gerprints of yours and recover that cat-
alogue before the police take over. Now
listen, Lucia. I'm going down there, and
get rid of the evidence against you.
You're going to walk up to the Brook-
lyn Bridge Subway station and take a
train uptown. When you get home, have
a good stiff drink and then try to get
some _rest. And if the police question
you—""

“Larry !’

“Iisten, darling. They're going to talk
to Louderbach sooner or later. He's go-
ing to tell them that you were there
yesterday, and that you had a row
with Adrian. They’re dlmost certain
to question you then.”

“T s-see.”

“You admit quite frankly that you
were there yesterday, everything about
that visit just as it happened. But you
haven't seem him or been there since!
Understand? Now go home the way I
told you, sit tight, and I’ll call you.”

He parted with her outside Conley's
and walked south on Nassau Street to
the building in which Adrian had his
offices. At the third floor he went along
the corridor to the door, opened it, and
stepped in.

“Reach for the ceiling, and fast!” gaid
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a harsh voice, In back of him.

Larry turned quickly. Standing be-
bind the door was the bull-necked as-
sistant of Inspector Bradley. He was
covering Larry with an automatic.

“Reach!” repeated the detective,
grimly, Then as Larry slowly raised
his hands, the inspector himself saun-
tered out of Adrian’s private office.

“Mercy!” he said, when he saw Lar-
ry. Then he turned to his assistant.
“You can put away your cannon, Rube.
Mr. Storm and I were both anticipating
this meeting.”

“Not me,” said Larry.

“Adrian is dead,” said Bradley, “Sur-
prised ?”’

“Not exactly,” said Larry.

“Care to have a look at him?”

“Why not?” said Larry.

Bradley gestured toward the door qf
the private office with the stem of his
pipe, and Larry walked ahead of him
into the room. There were several other
men there. One of them was busily dust-
ing furniture with a grey powder. An-
other had a camera set up in one corner,
but he had finished taking pictures and
was packing plates away in a black
leather case. A third man was evidently
a medical examiner,

Adrian’s body lay on the rug in the
private office, just as Lucia had de-
scribed it, the little cyes staring up at
the ceiling, Larry’s eyes strayed to the
desk. Neither gun nor catalogue was
there.

“Picture of a man stricken with grief
as he views the body of a dear friend,”
said Bradley softly, then turned to three
other men in the room. “Through,
boys?” A photographer and the finger-
print man nodded. “Okay, then, Doc.
You can take little Maxie down to the
chopping block and go to work on him.
Let’s get him out of here so we can
.have a little elbow room.”

Presently two white-coated men came
in, lifted Adrian’s body onto a stretch-
er, and carried it out. The fingerprint
man, the photographer, and the doctor
followed them. Bradley, watching them
go, said casually to Larry: “By the by,
Mr. Storm, have we you to thank for
calling us to this little tea party ?”

“You mean you don't know who no-
tified you about the murder?' aaid
IJ&Y’"\V.

“Onre informant was {erribly shy. He

wouldn't give his name. Just said he
thought we'd be interested to know that
Adrian was lying dead in his office, and
hung up!”

“Maybe it was the murderer him.
self,” Larry kept his voice quite steady. -
;"Iihe fingerprints on the gun should
help.”’

“What gun?” Bradley asked.

Larry opened his mouth and ihen
closed it with a snap. “Why—1 as-
sumed you had the gun,” he said.

“Is it your experience, Mr. Storm,
that murderers leave their guns behind
them with a convenient set of finger-
prints for our benefit? By the way, why
are you here?”

“T came to see Adrian on stamp busi-
ness,” said Larry.

HE police inspector’s manncs was

casual as he asked his next ques-
tion. “Did you have an appointment
with Adrian tonight?”

“No,” Larry said, promptly. “I just
took a chance that he’d be here.”

“And he was,’”” said Bradley mourn-
fully. “Tell me about him.”

“A rat,” said Larry. “A first-class
unvarnished rat. He cheated his clienty
out of thousands of dollars each year.
Maybe somebody caught him at it.”

“Your friend who got kicked around
this afternoon, for example? By the
way, where is he now?”

“Home, I suppose. But Lon Nicholas
was not the only one who didn’t like
Max.” Larry shrugged.

“Oh, definitely not,” said Bradley.
He began to saunter around the room,
and finally he came to a halt in front
of Adrian’s safe of which the big, outer
door wag standing open. ‘

“Take a look at this,” said Bradley,
pointing to a heavily loaded key ring.
One of the keys was inserted in the lock
of the inner door. A gold chain dangled
from the ring.

“Those are Adrian’s keys,” the in-
spector said. “One of the belt loops on
his pants was ripped loose. It looks as
though somebody took the keys out of
his pocket after he was dead, couldn’t
unsnap the chain, and tore it free. Fin-
gers might be a little clumsy just after
a killing. Suggest anything to vou?”

“Robbery, of course.”

“But there’s nothing but books in
there,” said Bradley. He swung open
the safe door
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“Books containing thousands of dol-
lars’ worth of stamps,” said Larry. His
eyes narrowed. “And there are some
migsing !”

“How do you know ?”’ Bradley asked.

“I’ve seen the inside of this safe
before.”

The inspector sighed. “You have an
answer for everything, haven’t you, Mr.
Storm?”’ He walked to the door of the
Inspection Room. “Could these be the
missing books?” he asked.

The lights were burning brightly in
the buyer’s sanctum. On a little wheel-
table beside a big armchair was a pile
of leather-bound stock books. The top
one lay open. Larry looked down at the
open book, and his lips pursed in a low
whistle.

“This is stuff!” he said. Bradley
peered over his shoulder. “British Gui-
ana issues,” Larry explained, and reach-
ing down with skilled fingers took one of
the stamps out of its slot. “This is an
Eighteen-Fifty-Six MNumber Sixteen,”
he said. “Your collector will pay six
thousand for this one, Inspector. Inci-
dentally, the one-cent stamp of this
same issue—it’s magenta in color—is
the most valuable in the world. There’s
only one known to be in existence. It
was offered for sale the other day for
thirty-seven thousand five hundred.”

“Mercy !” said Bradley. He was look-
ing at the stamp Larry still held be-
tween his fingers. “Writing on the back
of it, too,” he observed. “What's it
mean? Looks like the letters, ‘ORHH’.”

Larry’s voice was unnaturally taut.
“That’s what they call a broker’s code,
Inspector. We usually have a code—
some ten-letter word with all the let-
ters different. The letters represent the
nine digits and the zero. We sometimes
pencil in the amount we have to get
for a stamp to make a profit. Thus, when
we're talking to a customer we know
just how much we have to ask by look-
ing on the back.”

“1 gee,” said Bradley, vaguely. “What
was Adrian’s eode word?”

Larry chuckled. “He wouldn't tell his
own mother that! Neither would 1. Even
his employees won't be able to tell you.”
He replaced the Number 16 in the stock
book. “Now that you’ve had the hene-
fit of my knowledge about Max and
the stamp business in general,” he said
to Bradley, “is there any reason why
I shouldn’t go along home, Inspector?’

CANCELLED IN RED

Bradley’s eyebrows went up. ‘“You
don’t expect me to turn loose a perfect-
ly good suspect, do you, Mr. Storm?”

“Am 1 a suspect, Inspector?”’

“Mercy, yes!” said Bradley, as Rube’s
\éoice came to them from the outer of-

ce,

“Hey, Red! We’ve got another caller.”
/ I‘I‘Bring him in,” said Bradley, cheer-

ully.

T the sight of Rube’s prisoner Lar-
ry groaned audibly.

‘“Know the lady, Storm?’ Bradley
asked.

“Sure, I know her!” Larry said, an-
grily. “She’s my secretary, Ellen
Dixon !’

“Okay, Rube,” said Bradley, his eyes
twinkling. “Go back to your post and
gsee if we catch anything more in your
net.” Then as Rube went away, he said
to Ellen: “You’d better come in and
ma.’l’ce yourself comfortable, Miss Dix-
on,

“Adrian’s been murdered, Ellen,”
Larry said. “Shot. Some one—Inspector
Bradley doesn’t know who—notified the
police. At the moment I seem to be un-
der suspicion.”

“When was he killed?’ Ellen asked,
sitting down in one of the chairs near
Adrian’s desk.

*“‘Medical evidence is so vague,” said
Bradley.

“I don’t know whether this provides
Mr. Storm with an alibi or not,” Ellen
said, “but I'll give it to you for what
it’s worth. He got back to his apart-
ment at about seven this evening. I was
there. I had supper waiting for him.
At about a quarter to eight he went
downtown to see Mr. Adrian while I
went to the office to get some informa-
tion from the files. 1 was to join him
here,” ,

The inspector sighed. “Maybe you’re
telling the truth,” he sajd, “in part.
And I did want te cling to Mr. Storm as
my suspect for a while, Oh, well—” He
began to make another aimless tour of
the room. Presently he stepped through
the deor into the outer office,

“You would walk right into this,”
Larry said, in a sharp whisper.

“You, toe,” Ellen gaid. She glanced
toward the door. “Larry, about
Bones—"

Larry interrupted her. “The walls
have ears,” he said. “This guy ia smart.
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Had me on thin ice a couple of times.”

Bradley came through the door again.
“Ever see a bottle with a tree in it
before?” he asked, holding up a narrow-
necked object. Inside was what looked
like a small branch, heavily coated with
crystallized sugar.

“It’s an Italian liqueur called Fiore di
Alpa,” said Larry. .

“Any good?” Bradley asked.

“Too sweet for my taste,” said Lar-
ry.

The inspector shook his head. “You
don’t react,” he said. “This thing was
Jjust thrown in to make it tough. I found
it on the receptionist’s desk. See that
stain on the bottom ? It’s blood, and there
are several hairs sticking to it. And out
there in the waiting room, near the desk,
is a little pool of blood on the floor.
Somebody was slugged with this bot-
tle, fell down on the floor, and bled.”
He glanced at Ellen and Larry, but their
faces were blank. “Now no one slugged
Adrian, and apparently no one slugged
either of you, though I haven’t looked
under Miss Dixon’s hat!”

“You may,” said Ellen, but at that
moment Rube called out from the other
room. “Hey, Red! Here’s Mike with
that clerk you sent for.”

Mr. Louderbach, his eyes looking
enormous behind the thick lenses of his
spectacles, came in.

When he saw Larry, he raised a shak-
ing hand.

“So it was you!” he said.

Mr. Louderbach escorted to a chair,
began to give. He told of his horror when
the plain-clothes man had arrived at
his room with news of Mr. Adrian’s
death, He was not surprised to find that
Mr. Storm had killed Mr. Adrian. Theirs
had not been an “amicable relation-

238
ship.” Only that afternoon Mr. Storm
had threatened Mr. Adrian after accus-
ing Mr. Adrian of dishonesty in the
auctioning of a collection belonging to
a certain Miss Warren. The truth of the
matter was that Mr. Storm himself had
cheated Miss Warren and was endeav-
oring to place the blame on Mr. Adrian.
Then there was that matter of Mr.
Storm's friend, Mr. Nicholas,

“How do you like Mr. Nicholas as a
potential murderer?’ Bradley invited.

“I doubt whether he would have had
the courage to return so soon,” said
Louderbach, “He’s an incompetent
hysteric. Besides, he must have known
Mr. Adrian would be prepared for him."”

“And Miss Warren. Did she think Mr.
Adrian had cheated her?”

“I regret to say that she did,” said
Louderbach.

HE inspector produced a small
printed leaflet from his pocket.
“Ever see this?” he asked.

Louderbach adjusted his spectacles.
“That is the catalogue of the Warren
collection that was used at the auction,”
he said.

“I see a lot of figures penciled in,”
said Bradley. “I suppose those are the
prices the stamps brought at the sale.
Was this, by any chance, Mr, Adrian's
property?”

{ Louderbach shook his head vigorous-
y. .

“That’'s Miss Warren’s copy,” he
said. “I saw it when she came here yes-
terday. She must have left it, and Mr.

Adrian and Mr. Storm were probably
quarreling over it.”

“] never saw that catalogue before in
my life,” said Larry.

[Turn page)
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Bradley sighed. “I was afraid you'd
say that,” he muttered. He turned to
Louderbach. “Mr. Adrian had other
quarrels besides the one with Mr. Storm,
didn’t he?”

“Mr. Adrian was a shrewd business
man,” said Louderbach.

“He must have been,” said Bradley.
“Who did he quarrel with?”

“I shouldn’t care to say.”

“How about Howard Stevens?’ Lar-
ry cut in.

Mr. Louderbach squirmed. “A regret-
table incident,” he admitted, and Lar-
ry laughed. He explained about Stevens
to the inspector. “However, Stevens
hasn’t been here tonight,” he added.

“How do you know?” Bradley asked,
sharply.

“Because there’s no sign of any one’s
having been sick around the place.” Lar-
ry grinned and turned sharply back to
Louderbach. “How about Luckman?”’
he demanded.

Louderbach squirmed more than ever.
“You really can’t blame Mr., Adrian
for that. Any dealer would have done
the same thing.”

“Tell the inspector about it,” said
Larry.

“Well,” Louderbach said, “Mr. Luck-
man had a standing order with Mr.
Adrian for a Newfoundland Number
Ten. Mr. Luckman had agreed to go
as high as twenty-five hundred dollars
for it if Mr. Adrian should ever dis-
cover one. Mr. Adrian knew that was
all Mr. Luckman could afford to pay.”

“That’s about five hundred dollars
more than the actual value of the
stamp,” Larry put in.

Mr. Louderbach moistened his lips.
“That’s true,” he agreed. “Well, Mr.
Adrian obtained the stamp. He was
about to notify Mr. Luckman when he
received another offer for it, an offer
of thirty-five hundred! Naturally Mr.
Adrian sold it to the higher bidder.”

“Mr. Luckman didn’t like that?”
asked Bradley.

“He was congsiderably vexed,” ad-
mitted Louderbach.

#And who made such a cock-eyed of-
fer?” Larry asked. )

Mr:. Louderbach squared hlS: shoul-
ders. “Mr. Jasper Hale!” he said.

Larry stared, an expression of amaze-
ment on his face. “Will some one let
me in on this?’ Bradley asked.

“Hale iz probably the biggest col-

lector in New York,” Larry explained.
“And one of the shrewdest. He doesn’t
make cock-eyed offers. And doesn’t col-
lect Newfoundlands!” Larry almost
shouted.

“The offer was made and the money
paid by Mr. Hale’s secretary, Paul Greg-
ory,” said Louderbach, primly. “If you
doubt my word, you can check with him.
Furthermore, I have just remembered
that Mr. Adrian had an appointment
with Mr. Gregory tonight, at seven
o'clock. Mr. Gregory may have been
the last person to see Mr. Adrian alive!”

Nobody spoke for a minute. Then
Bradley closed his eyes. “I've got a
headache,” he said, surprisingly. “I'm
going to take a couple of aspirin and
sleep on this. Go home, all of you, but
don’t try leaving town. I'll want to see
you in the morning.”

v

0NCE she and Larry were in a cab
together, KEllen's composure deserted
her. “Oh, Larry, I'm terribly frightened
about Bones. After you left I tried to
find him. The man at the saloon where
he was supposed to be hasn’t seen him
or Lon Nicholas since he telephoned me
about six-thirty. That’s why I came to
Adrian’s.”

“Bones can take care of himself.”

But Ellen wasn’t satisfied. “Larry,
you know Lon is a little cracked. If he
did it, and Bones caught him at it—well,
he might try to keep Bones quiet, might-
n’'t he?”

Larry looked at her. “Lon was right,
Ellen,” he said gravely. “Adrian was
Oscar Rivero.”

“Larry! You mean you have proof?”’

He nodded. “Some one had taken some
of the stock books out of Adrian’s safe
and piled them on the table in the In-
spection Room. The top book was open
and I took a look, There was a British
Guiana Number Sixteen, with code let-
ters on the back. Bradley thinks it’s
Adrian’s code; but, Ellen, it was Lon’s!
His code word was ‘Dictograph.” The
letters ORHH were on that stamp. Fif-
ty-seven hundred dollars. I remember
distinctly that was one of the stolen
items and that Lon had priced it at
fifty-seven hundred dollars. There’s no
doubt about it.”

“Then 1t must have heen Lon, Larry.
And Benes! Do you think he'd—do you
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think he'd hurt Bones?”

Larry shook his head. “I don’t think
Lon would hurt Bones, but if Bones has
something on him, Lon might hang onto
the kid till he had gotten clean away.
You'd better go back to the apartment
and wait there. Bones might communi-
cate! Meanwhile, I've got to see Lucia.”

“Of course,” said Ellen, dryly. “Why
think of Bones? After all, he has so lit-
tle sex.”

“Ellen! Holy jumping — Driver,
stop!” Larry yanked open the door as
the taxi pulled up to the curb. “Take
this lady,” he told the driver, “to Sev-
en Gramercy Park East!”

Larry hailed another taxi and drove
to Lucia’s apartment in the East Six-
ties. “Is everything all right, Larry?”’
ﬁbe asked as she opened the door for

im,

“Everything is terrible!” he said.
“The cops were there when I arrived!
They've got your fingerprints al right,
but Lucia, there wasn’t any gun.” Brief-
ly he told her what had happened at
Xdrian's oftice, -

“Maybe your Mr. Bradley did find the
gun and was just trying to get you to
commit yourself,” Lucia suggested.
“Will he come here to see me?”’

“Sooner or later,” said Larry, “and
you've got to have a pat story for him,
He knows about your first vigsit to
Adrian from Louderbach, but for-
tunately Louderbach assumed you left
the catalogue there at that time. Your
story has to be that you did, and that
you haven’t seen Adrian since.”

“But, Larry, if —"" She was interrupt-
ed by the doorbell.

“I'll get it,” Larry said. It was In-
apector Bradley.

“How did you know I was here?” Lar-
ry demanded, ,

Bradliey grinned. “The plain truth is,
Storm, I followed you. I thought if I
hung onto your coat tails, I might get
taken interesting places.” He bowed to
Lucia. “I am Inspector Bradley, Miss
Warren,” he explained. “This doesn’t
look like the kind of a room where a
man ought to smoke a pipe, but I'd be
a lot happier if you wouldn’t object.”

“Please do,” Lucia said.

tradley filled his pipe, strolled over
to the fireplace, struck a mateh on one
of the inside bricks, and held it to the
bowl. “1 wish this visit weren’t profes-
gional,”” he sighed. “A charming reom,

a fire, a well-seasoned pipe . . .”

“You're forgetting a good book,” said
Larry.

“As a matter of fact, I wasn’t,” said
Bradley. “I was just about to say that
I have a book here. A catalogue—a
catalogue belonging to you, Miss War-
ren.”

“She left that catalogue at Adrian's
yesterday,” Larry said. “She was just
telling me about it. And see here, Brad-
ley, it’s no use grilling Miss Warren.
Adrian’s death is a bad break for her.
Adrian had cheated her out of about a
hundred and fifty thousand dollars.
Alive, there was a chance of getting res-
titution. Dead, she’s out of luck. She's
the last person in the world to have
wanted anything to happen to Max.”

“I see,” Bradley murmured.

E reached into his pocket and took
out a small, gold compact. “Ever
see this before?” he asked Lucia,

“No,” said Lucia. “I never saw it be-
fore.”

“I didn't think you had,” Bradley

said, sadly, and just then the telephone
rang.

Lucia answered it. “For you,” she
said to Larry.
Larry looked stiff and uncomfort-

able as he spoke into the mouthpiece,
“Hello.”

“I hate to break up a tete-a-iete,” said
Ellen’s calm voice, “but I thought you'd
like to know that Lon Nicholas is here!
He was asleep outside your apartment
door when I got back-—boiled to the
ears.”

“Is that so!” Larry’s voice was casual.

“Larry, what's the matter with you?
Is there some one there besides Lucia?”’

“Yes."”

“Bradley ?”

l‘Yes.l’

“Has he arrested Lucia?”

“Don't be a fool!”

“About Lon. T got some black coffee
down him. Ile swears he hasn't been
anywhere near Adrian, and he swears
he hasn’t seen anything of Bones sinece
he locked him in the bathroom. Some-
thing’s happened to Dones, Larry. Will
you please come home soon?”

“Yes, of course,” said Larry. “Be see-
ing you.”

He hung up the receiver. Bradley
sighed. “1 don’t suppose either one of
you would fike to break down and talk ?*°
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“I told you all I knew down at Adri-
an's,” snapped Larry. “Miss Warren
doesn’t know anything at all about it.”

“I was afraid of that,” sighed Brad-
ley, and went over to the chair where
he’d left his coat. “I’'m on my way to see
Paul Gregory,” he said. “I’d appreciate
it if you’d come along, Storm. You
might help me think up some bright
questions to ask him about stamps.”

Jagper Hale’s house was on Fifth
Avenue near 93rd Street. “I want to
see Mr. Gregory,” said Bradley.

“I'm afraid that’s quite impossible,
gir,” replied the butler. “Mr. Gregory
has retired for the night.” '

Bradley produced a police badge.
“Let’'s start over again,” he said. “I
want to see Mr. Gregory.”

“Come in, sir,” said the butler, his
ayes popping. ,

Bradley and Storm walked into a
great entrance hall.

“If you’ll wait here a moment, gen-
tlemen, I'l rouse Mr. Gregory,” said
the butler. He had just started for the
stairway when a door on the far side of
the hall opened. A tall, gaunt figure of
A man appeared.

“What the devil is all this disturb-
ance, Halliday?” he demanded, then
turned to the intruders. “I'm Jasper
Hale,” he snapped. “What’s the mean-
ing of this?” ‘

Bradley eyed him mildly, “T’'m In-
spector Bradley of the Homicide Di-
vision,” he said. “Thig is Mr. Lawrence
Storm.”

“Homicide!” Hale exploded and
turned on Larry. “Storm! I know you,”
he said. “Steered clear of you for years.
J& this some trick?”

“It’s no trick,” Bradley said. “A man
named Max Adrian has been murdered.
Your Mr. Gregory had an appointment
with him just a short time before he
was shot. I want to ask him about it.”

Hale said scornfully, “Adrian! Greg-
ory! That's idiotic! Gregory wouldn’t
put his foot inside that crook’s office.”
He turned as the butler, followed by
Paul Gregory, returned. “Gregory!”
Jasper Hale said, his voice harsh. “This
is a police inspector. Ile ig under the
mistaken impression that you had an
appointment with Adrian tonight. And
Adrian’s been murdered. Kindly put
them straight about it.” His pale eyes
narrowed, “What the devil have you
done to vour head?”

CROSS the back of Gregory’s skull
' was a large patch of adhesive
tape. “I—I bumped it on the c-corner of
m-my b-bureau,” he stammered.

Bradley looked at Larry, “Mercy,” he
said, “what a coincidence!”

“Coincidence?”’ exclaimed Jasper
Hale. “What’s a coincidence?”’

“The bottle with the tree in it,” said
the inspector absently. “Sorry, I was
just thinking out loud.” He looked up.
“Mr. Hale,” he said, “I have a feeling
this interview can’t be completed as
quickly as I had hoped. Do you suppose
there 18 some place we might sit down?

“My study,” he snorted and led the
way down the hall. Hale sat down in a
highbacked wooden armchair, He waved
at other chairs.

“Well, get on with it!”’ he said impa-
tiently.

Bradley filled his pipe. “Now, Mr.
Gregory,” he said, when he got it going.
“Adrian’s secretary says that you had
made an appointment with Adrian for
seven o’clock tonight. You're going to
say you didn’t have an appointment, or
that, if you did, you didn’t keep it. Then
T'll have to have a doctor examine that
injury to your head, and I'll have to
compare some of your hair with the
hair we found sticking to the bottie
with which you were struck. It’ll save
time if you just tell me what really hap-
pened tonight.”

“Were you at Adrian’s office, Greg-
ory?’ Jasper Hale demanded. Very
slowly the secretary nodded. “What the
devil for?”

“Perhaps 1 can explain that, Mr.
Hale,” Larry said. “Under the eircum-
gtanced, Gregory, there doesn’t seem—"

“No! No!” Gregory eut in. “I'll ex-
plain!—I was d-doing a little collect-
ing of my own, on the s-side. I had had
some p-private dealings with Mr. Adri-
an, Also, I commissioned Mr. Storm to
find a stamp for me—a stamp for my
own collection,” he added hastily.

“Indeed!” exclaimed Jasper Hale.
“Were all your private dealings with
brokers who weren’t on my personal
list, Gregory?’

sregory nodded. *If secemed better,”
he said.

“About tonight,” Bradley prompted
the sccretary. “Did you go to wes
Adrian?”’

“Yes.”

“At what time?”
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“I got there early,” Gregory said. “At
about a quarter to seven. Adrian was
not engaged, so I saw him right away.
I wanted him to get a certain stamp for
me,, He said he would. Then I—" He
floundered.

“Now we’'re coming to the bottle,”
said Bradley. “Well?”

“D-don’t know what happened then!”
Gregory stammered. “I—I walked out
of the private office into the waiting
room. Something struck me over the
head. Everything went b-black. Then,
when I c-came to I was lying on the
f-floor. Somehow I got up to my feet.
First I w-wanted to run, b-but, I felt
sick and I was afraid 1 couldn’t get
down to the street. Then I decided to
see Adrian and find out what had hap-
pened.” He moistened his lips. “I
opened the door to the private office.
There he was!”

“Dead?’ Bradley asked.

“He was lying on the floor beside his
desk. I—got out of there as quickly as
I could.”

Bradley tapped the stem of his pipe
agains. his teeth. “I don’t suppose you
know what time it was when you finally
left the office?”

“When I got d-down to the street,”
Gregory said, “I called a cab. In the
cab I l-looked at my watch, It was just
twenty-five minutes past seven.”

Bradley nodded. “But before you got
into the cab you went into the drug store
on the corner, didn’t you? You tele-
phoned to police headquarters.”

Gregory nodded, slowly. “Yes, I
called the police,” he said. “I—I thought
they should be told. B-but I didn’t give
my name because I didn’t want any one
to know I'd been there.”

ASPER HALE snorted. “The whole
J extraordinary business serves you
right, Gregory. It's what you get for
dealing with a man like Adrian. You
know I wouldn’t touch a thing that had
passed through his hands.”

“But you have done just that!” Larry
said sharply. “You bought a Newfound-
land Number Ten from Adrian and
paid a cock-eyed price for it! How
about it! How about that, Mr. Hale?”

“1 never hought a stamp from Adrian
in my life. 1t's true 1 bought a Number
Ten. hut I—" He stopped abruptly.
“Gregory

Gregory seemed to shrivel in his

clothes. “Mr, Hale d-didn't know tha:
stamp came from Adrian, gentlemen,’
he said. “I—I had been commissionec
by Mr. Hale to get it. Then one day.
when I was seeing Adrian on my owrn
business, I mentioned the Newfoundland
Number Ten. He had one, so—so 1
bought it. I d-dn't tell Mr. Hale wherc
it came from because I knew he would-
n't be p-pleased.”

“That still doesn’t account for you:
willingness to pay thirty-five hundred
dollars for a stamp that is listed at two
thousand,” Larry said to Hale. “Par-
ticularly since you don’t collect New-
foundlands. How about it?"

Hale smiled, an acid smile, “I givc
you credit, at least, for asking an in-
telligent question, though it’s none of
your business. However, I think you'll
understand. A collector friend of mine
has a stamp I want badly, one of the
Eighteen Sixty-One of Good Hope Tri-

angular—the Number Eleven, wood
block.”
“Who's your friend?” Bradley asked.
“My dear Inspector,” said Hale,

dryly, “you don’t think I'd give out his
name, and have Storm and every other
dealer in town camping on his trail!
The point is, this gentleman has a
stamp I want. I knew he wanted that
Newfoundland Number Ten. If I could
get one quickly he might be willing to
make a trade. Money was no object.
That was why I paid a sucker price for
the Newfoundliand.”

“And have you made the trade?”’
Larry asked.

“That is my affair,” Hale said, stiffly,

The inspector watched the smoke
curl up from the bowl of his pipe, Then
he got up. “Well, that seems to be that.”
he said. “And very interesting, too.”” He
looked down at Gregory. “Of course
you'll keep yourself available, Mr.
Gregory. I wouldn’t like to have to ar-
rest you as a material witness. Don't
decide on any trips.”

“He'll be here,” Hale said, “I'll see
to it.”

On the street Larry paused beside
the ingpector’s car. “I'm going’home
now,” he said. “If you're planning to
follow me again, it might be simpler
to take me there.”

Bradley smiled. “You look tired
enough to do a little sleeping,” he said.
b | %an see you first thing in the morn-
ing?'
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“I'll be at my office,” Larry said.
“You believed Gregory’s story?’

Bradley shrugged. “It fits the facts.
Didn’t you?”

v

UPON reaching the foyer of his
apartment Larry dropped his coat and
hat on the wooden bench. .“Where’s
Lon?” he asked.

“Asleep in the guest room,” Ellen
said. “He’s in bad shape, Larry. You
won’t get anything out of him.”

“Got to,” he said. “No word from
Bones?”

Ellen shook her head. “What hap-
pened, Larry?” she asked.

He told her now, in detail.

“It’s getting clearer,” he said, when
he had described the interview at Hale’s
house. “Gregory arrives at quarter of
seven and sees Adrian. While he’s there
the murderer comes into the waiting
room. He hears Adrian talking to
Gregory. He waits there behind the
door. When Gregory comes out, he
clouts him over the head with the
Fiore di Alpa bottle. Then he goes in to
see Adrian and shoots him, in cold
blood. He yanks the keys from
Adrian’s pocket, puts his gun down on
the desk, and goes over to the safe
and opens it. He takes out some of the
stoek books and carries them into the
Inspection Room, where the light is
better.” He paused.

“Enter Miss Warren,” said Ellen,
dryly, “or so she says.”

Larry gave her a sharp look. “Enter
Lucia,” he agreed. “The murderer sces
her pick up the gun and put it down
again, sees her go to the phone and
then bolt. He realizes he's got to get
out before she notifies the police, so he
makes tracks, taking the gun with him.
That’s how it must have happened.”

“Did Miss Warren step over Greg-
ory’s body when she came in? Or did-
n't she notice him, lyving on the floor?’

“Stop harping on Lucia!” gaid Larry.
“Gregory came to, went downstairs and
phoned the police, and was in a cab by
twenty-five minutes past seven. Lucia’s
appointment wasn’t until seven-thirty.”

“1f the murderer was still there when
Miss Warren arrived,” said Ellen, “he
must have bheen poring over those
stamps for a good half hour. A o0l
customer, Larryv.”

RED

“Or too drunk to use his head!”
Larry said. He passed a hand across
his eyes. “Don’t you see it’s just the
kind of thing Lon would do. He'd take
out the stock books and find his own
stamps in them. He'd stay with them,
wouldn't want to leave them. But he
wouldn’t take them, because he would
be shrewd enough to realize that that
would point directly to him.”

“And Bones?” Ellen asked.

“Maybe he caught Lon at it. Or may-
be he saw Lon coming out of the build-
iilog. ’Drunk or not, I'm going to talk to

n.:

Lon Nicholas lay on the bed in Larry’s
guest room. Larry stood over him for a
minute, his face stern. Then he reached
down and shook Lon by the shoulder.
He said, sharply, “Snap out of it, Lon!”

Lon opened bloodshot, heavy lidded
eyes. “Oh, it's you, Larry,” he muttered
and shut his eyes again,

“Lon, I've got to talk to you!” Larry
took him by both shoulders and jerked
him to a sitting posture,

Ellen came into the room with a cup
of coffee. Between them they forced
Lon to drink. “Where did you go when
you left here this afternoon?’ Larry
demanded.

“Anywhere—everywhere, How do 1
know?”’

“Listen, half-baked!” Larry shook
him, “Adrian’s been murdered!”

Lon stared at him for an instant,
then began to sghake with laughter.
“Adrian murdered! That’s wonderful.
That’s a joke!”

“He had your stamps, Lon,” Larry
gaid, steadily, “I saw them.” :
Lon stopped laughing. “My stamps!”
he whispered almost soberly. “He had

them ?”

“Yes, and you saw them yourself
and you shot him.”

“No! No, Larry!”

“Where have you been since five
o’clock this afternoon? If you didn't kil
him,; what have you been up to?”

ON raised his hands to his face.
“] don’t know, Larry., I left here
—went somewhere for a drink.”
“You went to Adrian’s,” Larry said,
harshly. “You slugged one of his cus-
tomers with a liquor bottle and then
you went in and shot him. Where's the
fglén?you took out of my desk when you
eft?”
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“Lon, this is serious! Didn’t you go
to Adrian’s when you ‘eft here?”’

“Please, please! I can't remember!”

“What have you done to Bones?
Where is he?”

“I don't know, Larry. I leit him here.”

“You killed Adrian,” Larry persisted,
“and Bones caught you at it. What did
you do to Bones, Lon? If you've hurt
him, I'll break your neck!”

“Larry!” Lon almost shouted. “I
can’t remember anything., But I'd re-
member killing Adrian, wouldn't 1?7 I
wanied to kill him! And I didn't see
Bones, I'd remember that too, wouldn’t
I? Good kid. T wouldn’t hurt him
would 1?7

Larry gave him a little push back
onto the pillow. “Go to sleep,” he said,
dully, then turned and walked out of
the room. “Maybe Lon is innocent,” he
said to Ellen. “But I still can’t believe
he'd hurt Bones.”

“Then Bones's abmence is even more
serious than if Lon had done something
with him!"’ Ellen said. “You're going
to tell the police about Pones, of
cotirse?”’

“Listen, Ellen, if Bones caught the
murderer red-handed and the mur-
derer killed him, it isn't going to help
Bones to notify the police, and it might
put Lon or Lucia into a spot where
they'd be railroaded fo a crime they
didn’t commit. If the murderer didn’t

kill Bones, but is just holding him, the

minute we send out a general alarm
the killer may get cold feet and finish
him off.”

“Larry, I can't bear it!"" Ellen cried.

“Take it easy,” said Larry. “There's
a third possibility. Bones may have
seen the murderer, but not been scen
himself, The murderer may have
started to make a getaway, and Bones
may have followed. We may hear from
him any time.”

“If T could only believe that!’ Ellen
cried.

“We'll do a little sleuthing on our
own in the morning,” Larry said.
“There’s Mickey Hogan, Bomnes's pal.
Me knows that Nassau Street neigh-
horhood like 4 book. He may be able
to get on Bones's trail somehow.” e
reached out and took her hand in his.
“Fllen, I want to find Bones just as
badly as you do. But I'm sure this is
the right line to take.”

Ellen drew a deep breath, and ti.n
withdrew her hand trom his. “All rigiit,
Teacher, maybe it makes sense,” she
said, “Now you'd better go to bed.”

When Larry Storm arrived at 641%
Nassau Street the next morning, Ellen
and Bones’s customer, Mickey Hogan,
were already there. “I haven’t told him
anything yet,” said Ellen.

“Come 1n here, Mickey, and sit down
by my desk,” Larry invited. “You : n.l
Bones are pretty thick, aren’t you””

Mickey snorted. “That double-cros«-
in’ chiseler.”

“Bones is in trouble.”

“Serves him right,” said Mickey. “I
suppose he tried to cheat a big cus-
tomer."”

Ellen cut in. “This 1is serious,
Mickey,” she said. “Bones may be dearl,
or badly hurt!”

Mickey stared at her, his mouth open.

“Mickey,” Larry said gravely: “I'm
going to tell you some things that I
don't want passed on to any one, partic-
ularly the police. You've read in the
morning papers, I take it, that a stamp
dealer named Max Adrian was mur-
dered last night. Well, 4 friend of mine
didn’t like this man. He was drunk yos-
terday, he was carrying a gun, and ho
was threatening to kill Adrian. I sent
Bones to stay with him, to make sure
he didn’t get into trouble. This friend
of mine gave Bones the slip. Bones
talked to Ellen on the phone last night
about six-thirly, and since then w:
haven't seen or heard from him.”

ICKEY'S hands tightened
the arms of his chair.

“You mean this friend of yours done
somethin' to Bones?’ the boy asked.

“I'm pretly sure he didn't,”" said
Larry. “But Bones was hanging around
Adrian’s office, Mickey, and I think he
must have séen the murderer go in and
come out.”

“Then you think—"

“I think the murderer mayv havy
done something to keep Dones from
talking !

“But, Mr. Storm, what can 1 do?”

“You know this part of town inside
ouf,” Larry told the boy. “What [ want
you. to do is ask questions—kids who
might know Bones, shopkeepers, boot-
blacks. Find out if any one saw him
after six-thirty, what he was doiny,
where he was going.”

upon
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Mickey jumped to his feet, “You
bet, Mr. Storm. The minute I find out
anythin’ I'll let you know.” He darted
out of Larry’s office and ran through
the outer room. They heard the hinged
section of the counter slam against the
wall and then a querulous voice,

“Why don’t you look where you're
going, you young rapscallion?”

Ellen raised her eyes to heaven. “Mr.
Julius !’

He appeared in the doorway, his
black metal ear trumpet protruding
from a pocket of his coat. He gave Larry
a look of malicious satisfaction.

“Well, T see they haven't arrested
you yet!”

Larry looked at Eilen. “The man can
read,” he said. .

Mr. Julius seemed to have no diffi-
culty hearing that remark. “I can read
all right,” he said, testily. “And when
I heard you’d identified the body, I
wondered if you’d had the honesty to
say to yourself, ‘There, but for the
grace of God, lies Lawrence Storm’!”

“Mr. Julius,” said Larry, wearily,
“things are a little too tough for me to
think up any bright comebacks this
morning.”

“Humph!’ said Mr. Julius. He sat
down in the chair opposite Larry. “Tell
me about it,” he said.

“There isn’t anything to tell,” said
Larry. “Somebody shot Adrian. I don’t
know who did it and neither do the
police. I suppose somebody will burn
for it sooner or later.” )

“A pity,” grumbled Mr. Julius.
“Community better off! But come,
Storm. 1 want details. He was killed
on account of stamps, of course. Who
had he cheated?”

“About every collector in New York,”
said Larry.

“Not me,” shrilled Mr, Julius, “"No
one’s ever cheated me. But I know every
collector, every dealer, in the stamp
world. One of ’em killed him. You ean
bank on that. Maybe I can help.”

Larry’s eyes narrowed. “I don’t know
why,” he said, “but 'm going to tell
you about it. Everything.”

And he did. When he finiched Mr.
Juliug delivered himself of an extra
large snort,

“Commendable—very commendable,
your attitude, Storm. Greater love hath
no man than that he give the life of hig
office-boy for a friend!’

“Then you think—"

“I think we’ve got to find Bones!”
snapped Mr. Julius.” “Action;, that’s
what we want!” ,

“But to find Bones we have to find
the murderer, it seems.”

‘““Nonsense! When you find Bones,
you'll have the murderer!”

“And how do we go about it?” Larry
asked.

“Great Scott, when I was your age 1
could think!” shouted Mr. Julius.
“Some one interested in stamps killed
Adrian. 1 can think of forty people off-
hand besides the ones yéu’ve mentioned.
Eliminate gome because they have no
spunk. Investigate the rest—find Bones
before we get through.”

“You mean make a house-to-house
canvass?’ Larry laughed.

“Why not?” thundered Mr. Julius,
and reached for his hat. “I shall be a
one-man search party,” he announced.
“No one suspects me. I'm a collector,
an eccentric, an old fool. Ha!”

Then his old voice softened. “Know
how you feel, Storm. Fond of the boy
myself. We'll find him.” :

ARRY and Ellen walked into the
outer oflice with him. Just as they
were approaching the counter the main
door opened and a familiar figure saun-
tered in, pipe between his teeth.

“Come 1n, Bradley,” Larry said. *"Mr.
Juliug, this is Inspector Bradley, who's
in charge of the Adrian case.”

Out came the ear trumpet. “Who?”
gshouted Mr. Julius. *For heaven’s sgke,
speak up!”

“Inspector Bradley, in charge of the
Adrian case!” Larry bellowed. :

“Humph!” gaid Mr. Julius. “Spend-
ing the taxpayers’ money to hang a
man for doing a public service! Police!
Phoocy!” Mr. Julius drew himself to
hig full height and stalked past Brad-
ley to the door. As usual, he slammed it
fiercely as he went out.

The Inspector had a purpose behind
his call, but it was some time before he
got around to telling what it was.

“Too bad you haven’t any more in-
fluence with this employer of yours,”
he said casually to Ellen.

“What do you want him to do?”
Eilen asked.

“I want him to stop playing cops and
robbers,” said Bradley, plaintively,
“and be useful”
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“The slogan of Lawrence Storm, Inc.
is ‘Service,” Inspector,” said Larry.
“Our inexhaustible knowledge of stamps
is at your disposal.”

“I suppose that’s all I can hope for,”
muttered Bradley. “Well, here goes. I
had your friend Mr. Louderbach down-
town early this morning. He’s made a
hasty examination of those stock books
of Adrian’s and he's prettty certain
nothing important is missing. However,
he said they had no inventory of their
less valuable stamps, that there was no
way of telling whether any of the cheap-
er items had been stolen or not. Isn’t
that a pretty sloppy way of doing busi-
ness?”

“Not at all,” Larry told him, “and
I'll explain why. In order to catalogue
a stamp it has to be handled, appraised
—its condition, its color, its defects,
whether or not it's cancelled, a dozen
different details. Now it takes just as
much time to examine and catalogue a
cheap stamp as it does one worth thou-
sands. It’s overhead again, Inspector.
If we took inventory of cheap stamps
and catalogued them, we’d have to
charge more for them than they're
worth, or tack the expense onto the
more expensive items. Neither of those
systems would please the customers.”
Larry grinned. “Any more informa-
tion, Inspector?”

“Not information, but help,” Bradley
said. “As a matter of routine I'm ques-
tioning every one whose name has been
brought into the case so far. I tried to
reach the two gentlemen you were talk-
ing about last night, Ezra Luckman
and Howard Stevens. I couldn’t find
either of them at home. But I learned
that there is an exhibition going on at
the Collectors’ Club, starting this morn-
ing, and I thought we might find them
there. If you'd introduce me, they
might talk without feeling it was an
inquisition.”

Larry hesitated a moment, then
slipped down off the desk where he'd
been sitting., “Why not?” he said.

The Collectors’ Club was already
crowded with stamp fanciers when
Larry and Bradley arrived. Larry,
looking around, spotted Ezra I.uckman,
his hawklike profile bent over a glass
cage. lLarry took Bradley's arm and
guided im across the room. As they
approa . Luckman looked up.

He ci. .xkled, “If it isn’t Mr, Storm!

Our conversation of yesterday seems to
have been almost prophetic, eh? Adrian
got his come-uppance. Well, the world
will be a better place to live in.” He
turned to a thin, brown-haired man
who was standing beside him. “This,
by the way, is Stevens, Storm. You—
er—missed meeting him yesterday.”

Larry introduced the inspector, who
cleared his throat. “I wonder if I could
ask you gentlemen to give me just a
minute or two of your time? We're try-
ing to find out all we can about Adrian,
and I know that you both had dealings
with him.”

“Let’s go into the Smoke Room and
talk over a drink,” suggested Larry.

TEVENS moistened his lips. “I—I

don’t feel very well,” he said. “If
—if you'll excuse me, I'll join you the
moment I can.” He moved away in the
direction of the washroom.

Luckman laughed. “I'm afraid you've
started him off on another bad day,
Inspector. But I guess I can tell you all
he knows about Adrian.” They went
through into the Smoke Room. “Well,
Inspector, let's hear the gory details,”
he said.

“There isn’t much to tell beyond what
you've already read in the papers,”
Bradley said. “The police always have
a nasty job in a case like this. We have
to go painstakingly through the list of
people who might have had a motive,
no matter how remote; and eliminate
them.”

“And I'm a suspect?’
eyes narrowed.

" Bradley made a deprecating gesture,
“You had recently had an unpleasant
experience with Adrian,” he said,

Luckman nodded. “Yes, 1 did,” he
admitted. “I collect Newfoundlands, In-
spector. I needed just one stamp to
bring that collection up to date. T had
placed a standing order with Adrian,
in case he got hold of it. Well, he got
one, and then sold it without giving
me a chance to raise my bid.”

“All of which wouldn't make you
love Adrian,” said Bradley.

“Quite right, Inspector” Luckman
laughed. “But there was onty one satis-
factory way to hurt Max. Through his
pocketbook. T'll admit I was planning
a little revenge but my idea was that
sometime I'd sucker him into buying a
cripple for a faney price.”

Luckman’s
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“Then you didn’t kill him?”

“No, Inspector, I didn’t.” -

“About Stevens?’ Bradley said. “I
suppose he’ll be able to account for his
time last night?”

“The washroom attendant should be
able to alibi him.” Luckman emitted a
chuckle.

“I suppose you have an alibi, too, Mr.
Luckman?’ said Bradley.

“Yes, I have,” said Luckman,
promptly. “I went to an early movie at
the Radio City Music Hall, came back
here to the Club at about ten minutes
past ten, had a snack, and then went
home.”

It was at that moment that a boy
came through the Smoke Room paging
the Inspector. '

“Telephone for you, sir. You can
take it right over there in the booth.”

_Bradley left the other two for a mo-
ment. When he came back to the table,
he saig:

“I'm much obliged for your help, Mr.
Luckman. Shall we be moving, Storm?”’

They went out of the Club and onto
the street, Bradley hailed a taxi. “That
was my invaluable assistant, Rube
Snyder,” he said.

“Something turned up?”’ Larry asked.

“Mercy, yes,” muttered Bradley,
“He’s at Adrian’s office. He says he’s
solved the case!”

VI

R/UBE SNYDER was sitting in an
armchair in the waiting room when
Larry and the inspector arrived.

“Come this way,” he said and to their
surprise led them along the corridor
outside to the door of the adjoining
office. “It was rented about a week ago
by a bird named Smith.” Rube ex-
plained. “Smith! Right away, when 1
heard that, I smelled a rat.”

He opened the door and they fol-
lowed him in. The office was bare of
furniture. But Mr. Smith had been busy
and in an extraordinary manner. The
plaster had been ripped off one wall in
a space about as big as the lower half
of a door.

“Cuttin’ his way right into Adrian’s
office, he was,” said Rube. “Planning’
to get in there and clean the place out.
But that’s not all, Red. We know who
he is!”

“Mercy ! murmured the inapector.

RED

“Yes, sir. There was prints all over
the office, so I had them photographed
and checked. Guy has a record. His
name’s Slick Williams, and he’s a well-
known petty thief and small-time
cracksman. When we bring him in,
boss, the case’ll be closed.”

Bradley shook his head sadly. “It's
a fine piece of work, Rube,” he con-
ceded. “But there are one or two rather
upsetting features. For instance”—
Bradley paused while he held a match
to his pipe—“did Williams get tired of
trying to carve this hole through the
wall and just walk in by the front door
and shoot Adrian?”

“No, Red. Adrian must of caught
him at it.”

“And invited him in for a drink?
And while they’re having the drink in
comes Gregory and they slug him with
the bottle? Then Williams shoots
Adrian, opens the safe, and doesn’t
take anything!” Bradley shook his
head. “Williams didn’t do it, Rube. Oh,
no! Not a petty little thief who cuts
holes in walls. It doesn’t tie in with
things. But it’s a nice coincidence, a
very nice coincidence. And there’s just
a chance your Mr. Williams may have
seen or heard something that’ll help
us quite a lot.”

A crestfallen Rube led them out of
the empty office. In the hall Larry said:

“If you don’t want me any more this
morning, Bradley, I'd like to get back to
work. There’s a lot to be done.”

“Sure,” said Bradley.

The rest of the day dragged inter-
minably. Neither Larry nor Ellen felt
like working. They were waiting anx-
iously to hear from Mickey, but it was
nearly five o’clock when Mickey, look-
ing tired and discouraged, finally put
in an appearance.

“Gee, Mr. Storm, I did the best I
could,” he said, unhappily. “Bones must
of just gone up in smoke!”

“] know you did everything you
could, Mickey,” Larry said gently.
“Now you'd better get home. Drop
around in the morning, in case there’s
any news.”

“Gee, Mr. Storm, would you mind if
1 telephoned you tenight at your house
before T go to bed?’ Mickey asked.

“Sure, kid. Call up—only I may not
be there.”

Mickey shuffled out of the office.
Ellen looked at Larry. “Where do you
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plan to be?" she asked with a faint
smile,

“All right, baby, keep riding that
horse if you want to,” he said, “I am
going to see Lucia. Bradley’s probably
talkked to her by now. I want to know
how she came out. I want to know how
I stand with Bradley if he kncws now
why I went to Adrian’s last night.”

Illlen came back sharply. “I can’t
help i*! We're out to get a murderer,
and it just happens that a pair of good-
looking legs doesn’t spread a fog in
front of my eyes. I listened to you
last night when you were explaining
about the missing gun. There had to
be some reason why the murderer
waited so long in the other room. You
said it was Lon, mooning over his lost
treasures.”

“So what?”

:LAINLY Ellen was restraining her

impatience only with difficulty.

“Simply that, Teacher, since you no
longer believe Lon did it, that expla-
nation doesn’'t make sense. Why should
some one else moon over thosc stanip
books for half an hour? You don’t
know. And I'll tell you why you don't
know. Because there isn’t a good ex-
planation, and without one Lucia’s
story goes to pieces.”

“Her story makes perfeet sense,”
Larry said, feebly.

“Does it? Hasn't it occurred to you it
might have been Lucia who arrived at
the office while Gregory was talking to
Adrian, Isn't it quite possible that she
slugged Gregory and shot Adrian.
Wouldn't she have looked over the stock
books to see if Adrian had the missing
stamps from her father’s collection?”

“But why call me in at all, then?”
asked Larry.

“Because she got panicky,” said El-
len, “and left her fingerprints all over
the place. She was afraid to go back, so
she invented that cock-and-bull story,
about the gun because she wanted you
to think just what you did think—
that some one had been there while
ahe was there!”

“And 1 suppose she knocked Bones
over the head and concealed him in her
handbag,” Larry was growling when
the phone interrupted. He picked it up.
“Hello.”

“I've found
crackod voire.

him,” satd a harsh,

“What? Hello, who is this? What
did you say?” ,

“I said I'd found him!” the voice
shouted. “This is Julius, you fool. I've
found your boy. He's at One-Twenty-
One East Forty-seventh Street,” said
Mr, Julius. “Second floor to the left.
He's been drugged, but he’s all right.
You’d better get up here in a hurry. I
want my supper!”

In a crazy, hair-raising ride uptown
neither Larry nor Ellen spoke. Their
cab drew up in front of a brownstone
house. They ran up the stairs. ‘A door
at the end of the hall was open and
they made for it. Inside was a quietly
furnished living room, On a couch in
the corner they saw Bones. Mr. Julivs
was standing over him.

“Doctor just left,”” said Mr. Julius.
“He's had a severe overdose of. some
drug. He’ll have to sleep it off, but he'll
he sound enough in a day or two.”

“Can he be moved?’ Ellen asked.

“If you can carry him.”

“But how did you find him here?
Whose place is this?”

“You fool,” said Mr. Julius. “Didn’t
you see the card on the door? This
apartment is inhabited by one Ezra
Luckman! I got in through bribery
and corruption,”

Larry sprang to the telephone in
the corner of.the room and dialed po-
lice headquarters. A moment later he
had Bradley.

“Well, Inspector, we've
murderer for you,” he said.

“Oh, so you've got him!” Bradley's
voice sounded strangely cold and un-
friendly. “You'd better come down and
tell me about it.”

“T will,” said Larry. “Be there in
about three-quarters of an hour.” He
turned away from the phone. “The in-
spector's a little miffed because we beat
him to the draw,” he =aid,

got your

“Tfumph?’ gaid Mr. Julius. “I'm
going. Want my supper!” He was
chuckling as he left, “Thought

house-to-house canvas was a joke, eh?”

They wrapped Bones in a warm
blanket and took him straight to
Larry’s apartment. As soon as Bones
had been tucked in the guest-room bed,
Larry left him in charge of Ellen and
Lon Nicholas and went directly to the
inspector’s office. Bradley stared at him
stonily as he walked in.

“Now don't be sore, Bradley,” Laryvy
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said, cheerfully, “I don’t want any
eredit for this. As a matter of fact, I
don't deserve any. It was that old
geezer you met at my office this morn-
mg who cracked the case,”

“Really " Bradley’s eyes were frosty.
*Tell me about it.”

“Well, I have to confess now that 1
was holding back a thing or fwo,”
Lairry said. “You see, Nicholas was
at my place until about five yesterday;
then he got away, took his gun. He was
drunk and swearing vengeance. 1 wasg
sure he hadn’t killed Adrian, but he’d
have‘made a perfect fall guy for you
eops.”’

N EXPRESSION of gloom came

over the inspector’s face. He
shook his head.
“The stupid, stupid police,” said
Bradley.

“Wait, Bradley, there’s more,” Larry
explained about the disappearance of
Bones, and where he had finally been
found, “It was old Julius,” he con-
eluded, “who decided the thing to do
was to check on everybody who had it
in for Adrian. The main object was to
find the boy, and of course, inciden-
tally, the murderer.”

“Sure, just incidentally,” said Brad-
Jey. “And you found the kid at Luck-
man’s apartment?

“Right.”

*“So Luckman is the murderer?”’

“Q.E.D.,” said Larry, expansively.

Bradley stood up. “Come with me,”
he said.

He led Larry along a corridor, down
a couple of flights of stairs, and pres-
ently flung open a door at the end of a
basement passageway. A sirong odor
of chemicals and digsinfectant rcached
Larry,

“This,” said Bradley, “is the morgue!
Come on.”

Larry’s hands tightened at his sides,
but he followed. Bodies, covered with
sheets, lay on a series of slabs. Bradley
stopped beside one ¢f them and, with-
out comment, bent down and pulled the
sheet away from the face of the corpse.
It was Luckman, still smiling sardoni-
eally in death!

Bradley’s wvoice beat
stunned consciousness,

“— killed with the same gun that
was used on Adrian,” the inspector was
gaving., “And it wasn’t suicide. Under-

in on |his

stand? It wasn’t suicide! And now, Mr.
Storm, we’ll stop playing games and
you'll come clean!”

* ok ok x ow

They were back in Bradley’s office,
“B-but, Bradley,” Larry stammcred.
“How did it happen? Where did you
find him?”

“Near the reservoir in Central Park,”
Bradley snapped. **One of the Park
Patrol stumbled over him. He'd heen
dead a couple of hours when they
picked him up. That was at four o’clock
thig afternoon.”

‘“You're positive it wasn’t suicide?”

“0Of eourge I'm positive. No gun any-
where, no powder marks around the
wound. He was shot from some distance
away, And with the same gun that
killed Adrian.”

“But if Bones didn't catch him at
the scene of the murder, why did he
kidnap him?’ Larry wanted to know.
“If we can find that out, we’ll prob-
ably know who killed him.”

“I'm going to do the finding out from
now on!’ Bradley gaid. He walked over
to his desk and sat down. “And Im
going to begin with you, Storm. You've
been holding out long enough.”

“I haven’t been holding out,” Larr
said. “At least, nothing that mattered.
TI’ve already told you about Lon Nich-
olas. He certainly didn’t kill Luckman.
He has been at my apartment all day.”

“How do you know?”

Larry’s tongue moistened his lips.
“Why—why, I just left him. He told
me he hadn’t been out of the place. Be-
sides, he hasn’t got his gun any more.
He lgst it—lost it yesterday after-
noon.

“Oh, he lost it yesterday afternoon!”
said Bradley. “Sure. Maybe that’s why
you came to Adrian’s office last night—
to cover up for your little pal, Lon.”

“Jt wasn’t Lon,” said Larry. “I—"
He stopped abruptly.

“So it was the girl!” Bradley said.
“Have I got to drag everything out of
you, Storm? You went there to cover
up for Lucia Warren. You were going
{0 get rid of her fingerprints. Well,
Tye grot 'em. I know she was there.”

“Yes, she was there,” Larry agreed.
“You see, she had c¢come downtown to
see me, and we missed connections.
She—"

“T'll get that part from her person-



HUGH PENTECOST 85

ally,” Bradley interrupted. “She’s on
her way down here now. What I want
is your story! You came to Adrian’s
office to destroy evidence. She told you
tlﬁel;e was a gun on the desk, didn't
she?”

T WAS going to be difficult to justify

himself to Bradley. Larry could see
that,

“Yes,” Larry admitted. “She went
te see Adrian, and found him dead. The
gun was on his desk. She picked it up.
I wasn't going to take the gun, Inspec-
tor, 1 was just going to wipe her prints
off it, and the phone and desk.”

“Mercy, but you’re noble,” Bradley
said. “You take a header for a good-
looking dame and you’re willing to risk
going to the chair yourself to cover up
for her.”

Larry shook his head dogged]y “She
didn’t kill him, Inspector. Can’t you
get it into your head that she was the
last person in the case who wanted
Adrian dead? And what are you try-
ing to say—that she kidnaped Bones
and put him in Luckman’s apartment,
and then walked out into the Park and
shot Luckman??

*“Maybe she and Luckman were in
cahoots,” said Bradley. “Maybe they
had a falling out over the divigion of
the spoils.”

“What spoils? You’'ve said yourself
that nothing was taken from Adrian’s
office.”

“1 didn’t say it,” Bradley econtra-
dicted. “Louderbach said it. How do 1
know if he's telling the truth? In a
cock-eyed business where you don’t
take inventory of your stock, how ean
any one tell what’s gone?”

A nmfo:med policeman stuck his

head in the office door.

“The Warren dame is here, Inspec-
tor,” he said.

“Show her in,” said Bradley. “We'll
see how these two stories jell!”

When Lucia saw Larry, getting up
from the chair beside the inspector’s
desk, she drew a sharp breath. “Larry,
I've gotten you into trouble!” Lucia
cried.

Larry took her hands in his for a
moment.

“I wish it were as simple as that,
Lueia. Things have taken a rather bad
turn. There’s been another murder. A
man named Luckman. He was a cus-
tomer of Adrian’s. 1I—"

“If Mr. Storm doesn’t mind,” Brad-
ley cut in, “I think I'll conduet this in-
terview. Sit down, Miss Warren, I hope
Mr. Sterm will advise you that the time
has come for you to put your cards on
the table.”

Lucia took the chair which. Larry
had vaeated.

“He told me long ago that the omly
thing I could do was to tell you the exact
truth,” she said,

Bradley’'s eyebrows went up., “That
surprises me! Well, I want the whole
story—from you, Miss Warren.

“What Mr. Storm told you at my
apartment the other night is true, In-
gpector,” Lucia sam, in a low voiee. *1
had every reason in the world to want
Adrian alive. He had cheated me out
of a large sum of money. Mr. Storm
was helping me to get it back.”

“Go on,” said Bradley.

“Last night T had an appointment
with Mr. Storm at his office—that was
at six. Somehow we missed connec-
tions. I—well, 1 was pretty angry about
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wiat Adrian had done fo me, and I
decided to face him with it, so I called
his office for an appointment. He told
me some one was coming to see him at
seven, but that he’'d be free at seven-
thirty. I had dinner at a little restau-
rant and at seven-thirty I went up to
his office. When I got there I—I found
him dead.” She paused, her lower lip
caught between her teeth. “On the cor-
ner of his desk I saw a gun, and fool-
ishly -1 picked it up.”

Bradley leaned forward. “What sort
of a gun?”’

“It was a pistol, or a revolver, or
whatever you call them. I don’t know
what kind.”

“Do you own a gun yourself, Miss
Warren?”

“No,” Lucia said. “I've never had one
in my life,”

Bradley shrugged. “Go ahead. You
picked up the gun—"

“Then I put the gun down. 1 realized
the police should be notified. T went
around to the telephone and started to
dial. Then—well, frankly, I was fer-
rified, Inspector. I ran, Then I tele-
phoned Mr, Storm and I asked him to
come downtown and he said he would.”

“Big-hearted Larry,” said Bradley.

“He came,” Lucia continued, “and he
agreed to go up and wipe my finger-
prints off the gun and the telephone.
But he got there too late, Inspector.
Since he didn't actually do anything
wrong, you can't arrest him, can you?”

TDRADLEY ignored . her questio_n.
“You didn’t see any one else in
thelgﬂice or in the building?”

&6 0"!

“Did you notice a bottle on the re-
ceptionist’s desk, a liqueur bottle?”

“No, I didn’t.”

‘“You mean it wasn’t there?”

“I don’t know, Inspector. T didn’t
see it.”

“How do you aceount for the fact
that there wasn't any gun there when
I arrived?”

Lucia spread her hands in a little
gesture of bewilderment. “It can only
mean that there was gsome one there
after I left, and before you came.”

“That would seem to clear you,” said
Bradley.

“m afraid it does, Inspector.”

“Like hell is does! We have only your
word for it that there ever was a gun

RED
there. Did you know Ezra Luckman ¢(*

“I never heard of him till Larry men-
tioned him just now.”

“What were you doing this aft.e-
noon?"’

“I haven't been out of my apari-
ment today till your man came ior
me,” she told him., “The elevator opor-
ator and the doorman should be ahle
to vouch for me.”

“Sure,” said Bradley. His anger and
irritation were apparently mounting.
“All the same, I'm going to ask you to
wait here, Miss Warren, until the men
who are searching your appartment
report to me and 1 have your alibi
checked.”

“I'll wait,” Lucia said.

The uniformed officer stuck his head
in the door again. “Nicholas is here,
Inspector.”

“Hold him till I'm ready to talk to
him,” said Bradley.

“Okay, Inspector. “And,” the man
added, “they’ve found the gun!”

Bradley gave Lucia a triumphant
glance. “So they found it, eh?”

“They're almost certain, Inspector.
The ballistics man hasn’t tested it, but
the caliber checks and two shots have
been recently fired from it. It’s on the
way down "ere now.”

“Well, Miss Warren, how do you ex-
plain that?' Bradley asked.

Lucia was twisting her gloves into a
tight knot. “I—I can’t explain it!” she
whispered,

“Hey, Inspector,” said the uniformed
man, “it wasn't the boys at Miss War-
ren's who found it. The gun was in
Ezra Luckman’s top bureau drawer! It
beats all how it got there, after him
being shot to death about a mile away
in the Park.”

Bradley stood staring at the police-
man for a minute. Then he seemed to
make up his mind. “Hold Nicholas ag
[ told you,” he ordered, then {urned to
Larry and Lucia, “You're to stay where
I can get hold of you at a momeni’s
notice,” he warned. “Now get out!”

v

~ R. JULIUS tived on Eighth Streot.
Ag Larry and Lucia rode uptown,
Larry told her ahbout Bones's disap-
pearance and his subsequent recovery
by Mr. Julius, He told heyr about Luck-
man and Stevens, and Gregory, and
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Slick Williams, and the other people
who had become involved in the case.

They got out of the taxi at Mr. Jul-
ius’ house and went into the foyer.
Larry rang the fourth floor bell, then
lowered his ear to the speaking tube.
Presently Mr. Julius’ voice came
through.

“Well, who is it?”

“Storm! Got to see you.”

The front door catch began to click
furiously. It continued clicking long
after Larry and Lucia had climbed to
the second floor and rounded the turn
toward the third, By the time they
reached the top they were breathless.
Mr. Julius stood in the open door.

Larry panted: “This is Miss Warren,
Mr. Julius.”

“Heard of you,” said Mr. Julius,
crisply. “Well, great Scott, Storm, show
the lady in.”

Larry and Lucia preceded Mr. Julius
into the apartment. Once inside the
door they both stopped, staring around
them with awed expressions. Mr. Jul-
ius’ sitting room was something to be-
hold. There were no bookcases, but
hundreds of books had been stacked
around the walls in teetering piles.
Newspapers from weeks back were
scattered on the floor. But the most
prominent object in the room was a
huge glass aquarium standing on a
table behind a couch. There were so
many fish in it that collision seemed
inevitable.

“Like it?” Mr. Julius’ voice broke in
sharply on their inspection.

“It’s charming!” Lucia managed.

“No frills,” said Mr. Juliug. “I al-
ways say no frills, no affectations where
a man lives. I can offer you some port.
Never keep hard liquor. Bad for the
kidneys.”

“We're only stopping for a minute,”
Larry started to protest., .

“Naturally,” snapped Mr. Julius.
“It’'s my bedtime.” He disappeared, and
returned presently with a bottle of
port and three glasses. One taste of
the wine and Larry knew that this was
an experience. He said so.

“Believe in having the best,” said
Mr. Julius, “Well, I suppose you want
details ?”

“I'm going to give you some first,”
Larry said. “Luckman’s dead—killed
with the same gun that was used to
murder Adrian. They fouwd him in the

Park near the reservoir. Later they
found the gun in Luckman’s own bu-
reau drawer,”

“What?’ shouted Mr. Julius. “And
he was in the Park?”

“That’s right,” said Larry.

“It makes everything very compli-
cated,” said Lucia.

“That, my dear young woman, is a
decided understatement!”

Mr. Julins stood for a moment,
frowning. He picked up a biscuit from
the table and crumpled it into the aqua-
rium. There was frantic excitement in
the fish world.

“My story is simple enough,” he
said. “Visited a dozen people—Stevens,
Gregory, that clerk of Adrian’s among
’em. Finally got to Luckman’s house.
He was out. I roused the landlady and
by a combination of bullying and brib-
ing finally got in. The boy was there.
That’s all there is.”

“What time was that?’ Larry asked.

“About five,” said Mr. Julius. “After
I phoned you and the doctor I talked
to the woman again. Scared the liver
out of her! Oh, she talked. Said she
hadn’t seen Luckman all day, but she’d
heard him moving around in his rooms
about four.”

Larry put down his glass. “That's in-
teresting, because they found Luck-
man in the Park about four—and he’d
been dead for some time,”

“Hmmmm,” said Mr. Julius, scowl-
ing. “Murderer must have brought the
boy and the gun to Luckman’s apart-
ment. Wanted Bones found somewhere,
selected Luckman because he’d killed
Luckman. No one to explain. Gun
thrown in to make it confusing.” Mr.
Julius wagged his head sagely. “Better
to find the gun than to have the police
searching everywhere for it. Police have
everything now — except the wits to
use on it.”

“I suppose you can put all the facts
tog?ther and supply the answer ?’ Larry
said.

TWINKLE came into Mr. Julius’
eyes., “Not quite, But I can use
my brain, This i3 a stamp muvder.
What was taken from Adrian’s office?”
“Nothing,” Larry said.
“How d’you know?”
“I.ouderbach says so.”
“Rubbish!” said Mr. Julius. “Moral
certainty Adrian robbed Miss Warren
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here, A hundred and fifty thousand
dollars’ worth, you said. Where are
they? Substantial haul, isn’t it? Would
Louderbach know about 'em. Of course
not. Adrian wouldn’t let his clerk know

_he had a fortune in stolen stamps. Why
don't you go over Adrian’s stuff, Storm
—hunt for ’em? If they’re gone, well,
the murderer must have taken ‘em.
They'll come on the market sooner or
later. Then you've got him!”

Lucia leaned forward. “But, Mr.
Julius, isn’t it very unlikely that Adrian
would have kept the stamps he stole
from me at the office, where Louder-
bach might come across them?”

“Had to keep ’em somewhere,” said
Mr. Julius. “Office, home, safety-de-
posit box! Bradley can get you access
to all of ’em.”

“It's worth a try,” agreed Larry.
“How do you figure Luckman in this?”
he asked. ;

Mr, Julius made an impatient ges-
ture. “Obviously Luckman stumbled
on the truth about Adrian’s murder,
or the boy's disappearance, or both!
Tried blackmail. The murderer played
along with him, arranged to meet him
in the Park for the payoff, and shot
him! Not much danger in that. Very
cold today, no one walking for pleasure.
I'd have killed the boy myself.”

“Mr. Julius!” Lucia exclaimed.

“He wouldn't step on an ant,” Larry
laughed. “But Luckman ran risks too,
Mr. Julius—quite a lot of risk for a
little money.”

“Who said anything about money?”’
snapped Mr. Julius, “Keep telling you
this is a stamp murder. And don’t for-
get, there’s more than one gun in the
world.”

Larry looked at him, puzzled. .

- “Your killer doesn’t wait to let in-
formation get into circulation,” said
Mr. Julius. “Didn’t give Luckman any
time at all. If you find out something
important from examining Adrian's
stock, be ready to act!”

* x » & %

Bradley’s men had done an extraor-
dinarily neat job at Lucia’s apartment.
Larry couldn’t see that anything had
been disturbed, although Lucia pointed
to several things that were not quite in
their proper places.””

“Very considerate, our Bradley,”
Larry said.

RED

Lucia removed her hat and coat. She
knelt before the fire to light it. Then
she sat down on the chintz-covered sofa
beside Larry.

For a while they sat looking into the
fire. Then Lucia spoke abruptly. ‘I wish
you wouldn’t waste time going over
Adrian’s stock.” She reached out and
covered his hand with hers. “I can’t
see that it will do any good. I've ac-
cepted the fact that I can’t salvage
anything now that Adrian is dead. I'd
feel terribly guilty if you were to put
in all that time on my account.”

“But I won’t be doing it all on your
account, darling,” Larry said. “I’'m try-
ing to track down a murderer.”

“I know,” Lucia said. “But it’s Brad-
ley"s job, Larry. I wish you'd give it
up.”

“Lon’s not out of the woods,” Larry
told her. “And I have a little account to
settle for Bones.”

“But, Larry, the murderer didn’t
hurt Bones! And Lon hasn’t been ar-
rested. There’s no real evidence against
him.” Her hand tightened on his.
“Larry, Mr. Julius was right. It's dan-
gerous. If you should stumble across
something to incriminate the mur-
derer he might hurt you.”

“And if anything happened to me,
would you grieve?”

Lucia looked down at her left hand,

-which was clenched in her lap. “I—

I couldn’t bear it,” she said.

IS SHOULDER touched hers,

“Darling,” he said, “I'm afraid
you're going to be kissed. It has been,
lo, these many years since a woman's
heart beat with coycern for me.”

There was nothing trivial about the
kiss. Lucia’s arm went around his neck
and held his lips against hers for a
long moment, Then the telephone rang.
It was Ellen. Her voice sounded very
cool and distant when Larry took the
phone from Lucia. .

“I'm sorry to keep breaking in on
your club meetings,” she said, “but
Bradley's here. 1 think it would be a
very good idea if you came home. He
geems to want to talk to you.” . ..

Bradley sat on the edge of Bones's
bed, Ellen stood at the foot looking
down at the white-faced boy who was
trving hard to smile. “Gee, Fllen. T let
Larry down,” he kept saying. “I did-
n't mean tn, honest!”
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“You did fine,” Bradley said, gently.

“Inspector Bradley’s working with
Larry on the case, Bones,” Ellen ex-
plained.

“Mercy, yes,” Bradley drawled, “And
we're anxious to know just what hap-
pened, Bones.”

Bones twisted his head back and
forth on the pillow. “That’s the trou-
ble,” he said, miserably. *“I don’t know
what happened. Except somebody hit
me.”

“And where were you when you were
hit, Bones?”

Bones gave Ellen a questioning look.
She nodded, reassuringly. “You can tell
Inspector Bradley everything,” she said.
“He already knows what you were
doing.”

The boy looked up into the inspec-
tor’s friendly face. “After Lon got
away, Ellen sent me down to Adrian’s
office to see if he’d show up there. I
was waitin’ in a little cafe just across
from Mr. Adrian’s. I didn’t see Lon,
but I saw some other people.”

Bradley’s eyes contracted slightly.
“Well, that’s fine,” he said, “Who were
they ?”

“Well, sir, there were quite a few
people goin’ in and out of the building
all the time. Naturally I didn’t know
them all, Mr. Bradley. But about a
quarter of seven I did see Mr. Gregory
go in. Mr, Hale’s secretary, you know.
He stayed quite a while.”

“PDid you see Miss Warren go in,
Bones?” Ellen asked, guietly.

“Yeah, 1 did, Ellen. 1 didn’t know if
1 ought to tell that. I—1 thought may-
be Larry. ...”

“At what time did you see her go
in?”’ Bradley asked.

“Well, «ir, I guess it must of been
nearly half-past seven when Mr. Greg-
ory came out and went into the corner
drug store. It was right then that Miss
Warren showed up and went into the
building.” Bones touched the back of
his head gingerly. “I begun to get the
jitters when she came out, Inspector.
She acted kind of crazy. She almost
ran up the street and then I saw her go
into a cigar slore., Mr. Gregory had
acted funny, too. He waltked like he was
dizzy or tight, and he kept puttin® his
hand up to the back of his head, 11
guess | must of been wacky to think
it. Mr. Bradlev, but I began wonderin’
if maybe Lon had got up there without

my seein’ him. So I decided to go and
see for myself,”

l “You had plenty of nerve,” said Brad-
ey.
Bones smiled. “But I never got there,
Mr. Bradley. I started up the stairs. I
guess 1 was kind of scared. I remem-
ber I was whistlin’, kind of to keep my
nerve up. Then something hit me over
the head and I—I woke up here.”

Bradley was silent for a long time.
“You didn’t recognize any one but Greg-
ory and Miss Warren who went into
the building 7"

“There was no one else I knew, sir.”

“Do you know Mr, Ezra Luckman?”
" :Gee, I don’t, Mr. Bradley. Who is

e.)’

“The tense of your verb is incorrect,”
said Bradley. He stood up. ‘Look, son,
you get some sleep now. In the morning
you’'ll be fit as a fiddle. Maybe I'll in-
vite you down to headquarters then to
look at some pictures, just in case you
might recognize some one else you saw
last night.”

“I’'d be glad to come, Mr. Bradley,”
Bones said. He looked at Ellen. “I'll go
to sleep, Ellen, if you'll wake me up
when Larry comes. I want to explain.”

“You can talk to Larry in the morn-
ing,” Ellen said. “He understands all
about it, Bones.”

“And he’s not sore?”

“No, he’s not sore,” said Ellen, af-
fectionately.

HE smoothed out Bones’ tangled red

hair, switched off the light, and
joined the inspector, who had re-
treated to the living room.

Bradley stood stuffing the bowl of his
pipe with tobacco. “That kid’s pretty
crazy about Storm,” he said.

“Rones would do anything in the
world for Larry,” agreed Ellen.

*“You, teo,” murmured the inspector.
“Does he know you’re in love with him?
Or hasn’t he time for anything as triv-
ial as that?” he added.

“Aren’t you doing some pretty fancy
guessing, Inspeetor?”

“No,” said Bradley,

Fllen looked at him and grinned.
“Don’t tell me you're getting ready to
give me fatherly advice, Inspector? My
job is being Larry’s secretary and 1
make myself as indispensable ag possible
to him in his business.”

“But you wish his business didn't
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involve the Warren girl,” Bradley said.

“Larry isn't ready to settle down
yet,” said Ellen, “When he is, and
there's any competition from the War-
ren girl or anyone else, little Ellen may
start throwing her weight around.”

Bradley chuckled. “I'd like to be on
hand when it happens.”

At that moment they heard the sound
of a key in the front-door lock. And
then Larry came into the room looking
very pleased with himself. “Well, In-
spector, still at it, I see.” He glanced
at Ellen. “How’s Bones?”

Ellen's voice was crisp. “He’s asleep.”

“Fine. How about a little Scotch,
Bradley ? Would you mind getting some
ice, Ellen?”

“I would,” said Ellen. “Try doing
something for yourself.” She walked out
of the room and left the two men alone.”
~ “Now what is that all about?” Larry
asked,

“] think,” Bradley said, “she’s throw-
ing her weight around.”

“What for?”

Bradley grinned. “Better wipe off the
lipstick,”” he advised.

Larry took out his handkerchief and
rubbed at hig lips. “Confound it!" he
said,

“You,” remarked Bradley calmly,
“are a sucker.”

“I'm not up to riddles tonight,” Lar-
ry said. “What's new?”

“Pirst of all,” Bradley said, “I've
placed Lon Nicholas under arrest for
the murder of Max Adrian.”

“Oh, hang it all, Bradley. I had a
higher opinion of you than that. Why,
any half-wit—"'

%radley interrupted. *I didn’t say I
thought he wags guilty. As a matter of
fact, I don’t. T checked his alibi for to-
day pretty carefully and I'm sure he
never left your aparitment. Therefore,
he couldn’t have killed Luckman, And
Luckman and Adrian were killed by the
same gun.”

“Then why arrest him?’

“We've got a killer running around
loose who seems quite prepared to strike
again if we get warm,” said Bradley. “If
I arrest someone, he may think we're
satisfied. As you said, your friend Nich-
olas is a perfect fall guy. We'll hold him
for a few days, and meanwhile the mur-
derer may think he’s out of danger.”

“T gee. But it’s pretty tough on Lon,
Well, now that you've got ewverybody

properly lulled, what next?”

“I wish I knew,” said Bradley, un-
happily.

Larry sat down. “I saw old Julius aft-
er 1 left you.” He told Bradley about
his visit. “He keeps stressing the point
that this is a ‘stamp murder,” He scems
to think that if an experl went over
Adrian’s stock it would bring results.
For example, if we found stolen goods,
it might point to someone we haven't
considered at all, Or, if we find stuff
missing, it might help clinch the case
against someone who now has the miss-
ing items in his possecssion, It would be
quite a job, but it might be worth while.”

Bradley smiled. “It’s a good idea. As
a matter of fact, the reason I came h:re
tonight was to ask you if you'd act as
expert for the police depariment.
You'd be paid well, of course.”

Larry frowned. “But maybe I might
unearth something that would add to
the case against Lon!”

“You can forget about him,” Bradley
said, then looked at Larry. “You don’t
really expect to find something of that
sort?”

“I already have,” said Larry. “That
stamp I showed you last night—the
British Guiana Number Sixteen. Re-
member, I explained that the lelters
penciled on the back represented a deal-
er’s code?”

Bradley nodded.

“Well, those letters, ‘ORHH’' were
part of Lon’s code—the word ‘Dicto-
graph.” We’ll probably find more of his
stock there, although they’'re not all
marked with his code. But since he's in
the clear—" Larry shrugged.

“How about the Warren
stamps ?”’

“We can put in a claim for them, if
we find them,” said Larry. “Frankly, I'd

dame's

_like the jobh.”

-+

“Then it's yours,” said Bradley.

VIII

ELLEN, Larry and g somewhat wob-
bly Bones arrived at the Nassau Street
office the next morning a few minutes
past nine. In the dark corridor outside
the office they found someone already
waiting for them. It was Mr. Paul
Gregory,

“I have to see you, Mr. Storm. at
once,” he said,

Larry uunlocked the office door. “I
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haven’t got very much time, Gregory,”
he said, “but come inside,” He turned
to Ellen, “There’s a violet-ray lamp at
Adrian’s; we won’t need to take ours.
Just my glass, tongs, and the books.” He
joined Gregory in the inner office. “I'm
afraid I haven't anything to report on
the green Bear,” Larry told him.

“I—I was afraid of that,” Gregory
said. “I don’t know what I'll do if I
haven’t got it by tomorrow. Mr. Hale
is a hard man. He—he’ll probably have
me jailed. But 1 want to thank you for
not saying anything about it in front of
him the other night.”

Larry eyed him curiously. “I don’t
know why 1 kept still,” he said. “Per-
haps it was because I thought sooner or
later you might come to me with the
truth.”

Gregory groaned. “You're going to
find it out for yourself,” he said, “if
this is 80.” He took a folded newspaper
from his nocket.

Larry’s eve ran down the left-hand
column of the exposed page:

NICHOLAS ARRTSTED IN STAMP MURDER
HAD THREATENED FIRST VICTIM
NO ALIBI

Stamp Expert to Examine Victim’s
Collections

Following the arrest last night of Lon
Nicholas for the murder of Max Adrian,
Nassau Stireet stamp broker, the police an-
nounced that they had engaged Mr. Lawrence
Storm, of 641% Nassau Street, {o make an
expert examination of the collections of Adri-
an and Ezra Luckman, the two siamp enthusi-
asts who were murdered within less than
twenty-four hours of each other with the same
weapon. It is believed that conclusive evidence
against the killer may be obtained by an ex-
amination of the viciim’s stamps—

He handed the paper back to Greg-
ory. “It's truc enough,” he said. “I'm
about to start for Adrian’s now.”

Gregory looked at Larry with fright-
ened eyes. “Then, there’s nothing for
it but to tell you exactly what my situa-
tion is, Mr. Storm. I—1I have been rob-
bing Mr, Hale.”

“Well, I'll be blistered!”’ said Larry.
“And getting away with it?”

“It’s not as bad as it sounds,” said
Gregory, mizerably. “1 mean, my mo-
fives were not-—not— It’s an old story,
Mr. Storm. The market. T needed mon-
ey, Lought stocks on margin, and—and
my stocks went dewn. 1 needed margin

if I wasn’t to be wiped out.”

“So you stole a stamp.”

“Yes, Mr. Hale was in Europe at the
time, and 1 took an item which I
thought I could replace before he got
back. I took it to Adrian to sell, know-
ing he wasn’t particular about the
source of his purchases. That's where
I made my most terrible mistake.”

“Blackmail ?” said Larry.

“Oh, it’s been awful, Mr. Storm!
Adrian would insist on my getting him
a certain stamp. Most of the time he’d
give me one of inferior quality with
which to replace it. Unless Mr. Hale ex-
amined things closely he wouldn’'t no-
tice. But finally Adrian didn’t bother
with replacements. He began asking for
stamps I knew Mr. Hale would miss.
TheIgreen Bear was the last one!”

£¢ See.”

“Then fate played me an ironice trick,
Mr. Storm. My investments prospered.
I—I made a lot of money. But Adrian
wouldn't sell the stolen stamps back.
He wanted to keep me in a spot. But my
back’s to the wall now, Mr. Storm. I
knew you'd find some of those stamps,
that they’d be listed in your report and
Mr. Hale would find out.”

Larry shrugged. “I don't see what I
can do.” '

REGORY extracted an envelope
from an inner pocket, “Mr.
Storm,” he said, “I have here the inferi-
or duplicates of about a dozen of Mr.
Hale’s stamps. Would it be worth ten
thousand dollars to you to replace those
stolen stamps with these?”

Larrv stood up so quickly that his
chair fell over backwards with a crash.
He took a step toward Gregory. *You
asked for this!” he said. lle gripped
Gregory by the shoulder, spun him
around, and sent him stumbling out intc
the office beyond. Ile came up hard
against Ellen’s desk. There he turned
and pointed a shaking finger at Larry.

“I won’t forget this, Storm!” he said.

“Get out!” said Larry and started
for him again. But Mr. Gregory wasn't
having any more. He scuttled hastily
across the offiee and out the door, . . .

When Larry and Ellen, armed with
books and equipment, arrived at Adri-
an’s office about three quariers of an
hour later, they found Bradley and Sny-
der waiting for them. Larry told Bradley
about Gregory’s visit. While he was
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talking, Louderbach came in. He lis-
tened to Larry, and then interrupted
before Bradley could comment.

“I still contend it’'s madness to per-
mit a stamp broker to examine this
stock unwatched!” he said. “I think I
have a legal right to safeguard my late
employer’s interests by being present.”

“He is going to be watched,” said
Bradley, mildly. “I’m leaving my assist-
ant here with Mr. Storm.”

Louderbach shook his head. “As if
that would suffice! Do you think your
man will be astute enough to detect any
manipulation that might occur? This
man Storm wants to prove that Mr.
Adrian robbed Miss Warren and you're
giving him the opportunity to falsify
evidence. You have no right to do it!”

The inspector turned wearily to Sny-
der. “Rube!” he said.

Rube hunched his shoulders and took

a step toward Louderbach. “Seram!”_

he said. It sounded like the roar of an
angry bull. Mr. Louderbach scurried
from the room.

“By the way, why are you leaving
Rube here?” Larry asked.

“Not taking any chances,” said the
inspector. “I don’t want you disturbed.
It’s just possible someone may not like
this idea.”

“You expect someone to break in here
in broad daylight and take a pot shot
at me?” Larry laughed.

*Luckman was killed in broad day-
light,” pointed out Bradley. “Well, I've
had Louderbach open the safes, the desk
drawers, the closets—every place any-
thing could be kept in here. All the stock
books and loose stamps have been piled
on the desk near the door of the Inspec-
tion Room. Incidentally, we've also been
through Adrian’s apartment and I've
had his safety-deposit box opened.
There were no stamps in either place.
But Adrian had a lot of ready cash
salted away. Looks as though he was set
to leave town in a hurry if the going got
tough.”

“Trust Max to leave no loop holes.”
Larry told him. “This may take several
days, unless we're luckiv."

It was a monumental task that faced
Larry and Ellen. Larry settled himself
in the big overstuffed chair in the In-
spection Room. Ellen had drawn up a
table and chair close by. The work was
tedious and detailed, and they seemed
barely to have made a start when Rube

came in from his post in the outer office.

“Ain’t you goin’ to knock off for
lunch?” he asked wistfully. “It’s after
one o'clock.”

Larry glanced up at him. “You toddle
off and feed your face, Rube. When you
come back, you can bring us some sand-
wiches and coffee.”

“I can’t leave you,” Rube said. “Or-
ders.”

“Oh, go and eat,” said Larry, “You
can lock the outer door. Nobody can
break in.”

Rube looked doubtful, “You think it’ll
be all right?”

“I know it will,” said Larry. “Now
run along.”

Rube came back in about an hour. He
had sandwiches and cartons of coffee.
Larry and Ellen stopped long enough
to eat and smoke a cigarette.

“It’s funny,” Ellen remarked, “that
we haven’t found any of the Warren
items. Unless Adrian has them hidden
somewhere that Inspector Bradley
didn’t check, we should have. We’ve been
through a lot of U, S. stuff.”

“He may have put them with some of
the cheap junk, where no one would
be expected to look,” said Larry.

HEY went back to work, hour aft-

er hour. It grew dark and the lights
were switched on, Once Larry came
across another of Lon’s stamps with the
code pencilled on the back. This was
placed to one side. Once he found an
item he was almost certain must have
come from Jasper Hale’s collection. Fi-
nally he encountered the famous green
Bear itself, He grinned, mirthlessly.

“What our friend Mr. Gregory would-
n't give for this!”

It was about seven o’clock when Rube
reappeared. “Ain’t you ever goin’ to
eat?”

“Not for a while,” Larry told him.
“Go get your supper, and bring us some-
thing in again. Bring a bottle of Scotch
with you.”

“No liguor,” said Ellen. “Nct while
you're working. Your fingers will get
clumsy. Rare hamburgers this time,
Rube, and plenty of hot, black coffee.
You can get plastered when you've fin-
ished, Larry—if you ever finish.”

“In two or three hours we'll be
through these inventoried ones,” said
Larry. “Then tomorrow we can tackle
the loose stock.” He sighed. “It s
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strange we haven’t found any of Lucia’s
stuff, Thing’s a bust so far.”

Rube went away, and they heard his
key turn in the lock. After a while they
heard the key in the lock once more,

“Hey, Rube!” Larry called out.
“There are some cigarettes in my over-
coat pocket. Bring ’em in, will you?”

Rube didn’t answer, but there was the
sound of footsteps slowly crossing the
waiting room. Abruptly the lights in the
waiting room went out.

Larry sprang out of his chair. Ellen
stared at him, open-mouthed. She had
never seen him move so fast. Two
strides took him to the door of the In-
spection Room, where he flicked off the
light switch, plunging them into dark-
n%ss. Then, quickly, he was at Ellen's
gide.

“Get down behind that desk, and stay
down!” he whispered. “That’s not Rube
in there!”

They crouched together, scarcely
breathing, straining to hear some sound
from the intruder. The lights were still
burning in Adrian’s private office, but
the rest of the suite was in total dark-
ness. Larry placed his lips close to El-
len’s ear.

“If 1 could get that other light turned
off,” he whispered, ‘“we might dodge
around in the dark till Rube comes back.
1 can’t just pop out on him, Ellen. He
undoubtedly has a gun and he won't hes-
itate to use it.”

Ellen was clinging to his arm. “Lar-
ry, please! If—if you get into the
light—"

“I can slip out into the waiting room
and to the other door of the private
office. The switch is right by it, But you
must keep still, darling—mustn’t stir a
finger. Now, chin up, baby. I'm moving.”

He started toward the dark doorway,
erawling at first on his hands and knees.
When he got outside the vague aura of
light surrounding the desk he got to
his feet, moving cautiously. He reached
the door to the waiting room. His grop-
ing fingers encountered a key. He hesi-
tated a moment, and then turned the
key noisily in the lock.

“Rube,” he shouted. “Hurry!”

At the same moment he ducked into
the waiting reom and around toward
the light switeh by the door. The man in
the private office acted quickly, Ellen,
erouching behind the desk had one fleet-
ing glimpse of him, muffled in a long

overcoat with a dark hat pulled down
over his face, He came swiftly into the
light for a moment, running straight
into the Inspection Room, and toward
the door through which Larry had gone.
Ellen jumped to her feet and screamed.

“Larry! He’s behind you!”

It was a fatal mistake. The light re-
vealed her figure, and the man turned.
There was the dull plop of a silenced
gun, a short stab of flame.

“You take the Inspection Room,
Rube! I'll take the office way!” Larry’'s
order sounded realistic.

UNNING feet crossed the waiting

room. Fingers fumbled with the

door an instant. Larry blundered into
the Ingpection Room,

“Ellen!”

The outer office door slammed. Larry
stumbled blindly toward the light
switch once more. He turned up the
lights. Ellen lay stretched out on Adri-
an’s thick, Turkish rug, very still,

“Ellen! Ellen, darling!”

He hurried to kneel beside her. Her
eyes were closed. There was an ugly dark
stain near her left shoulder, spread-
ing out on the dark-blue dress she wore.
Larry slipped his hand under her shoul-
der, cradling her head in the erook. of
his arm, Gently, quickly, he pulled the
dress away from her injured shoulder
with his left hand: The bullet had pene-
trated her flesh very close to the point
of the shoulder. He lowered her back
onto the carpet, then ran to the water
cooler and returned with a dripping pa-
per cup. He moistened his handkerchief
in the water, bathed her forehead
with it, dabbed gently at the bleeding
wound.

He cursed once in & veoice of passion-
ate anger, then lifted her again, held
her close to him. Ellen’s fingers tight-
ened on his arm and she opened her
eyes,

“I guess 1 didn’t keep still,” she said,
unsteadily,

They heard the outer dovr being un-

locked and opened. FEllen  ¢lung to
Larry. ] .

“(‘ome and get it!” said Rube's cheery
voice.

“In here, sap!” Larry called,

Rube was loaded down with paper
bags and containers which he was bal-
ancing precariously. At the sight of Lar-
ry kneeling on the rug with Ellen in his
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arms, he stared dumbly.

“Did you pass somebody on the
stairs?”’ Larry demanded.

“Why—why, a guy did pass me,”
Rube said.

“Did you get a good look at him?”
Larry’s voice was eager.

“Well, no,” said Rube. “What's hap-
pened, Mr., Storm? Who was it?”’

“That, you brass-bound moron, was
the murderer!” Larry said. “He tried to
do a job on us and he’s wounded Ellen,”

Sandwiches, coffee, and pickles cas-
caded onto Adrian’s Turkish rug. In one
lumbering movement Rube made for
the hall door.

“Wait!” Larry shouted at him. “He's
blocks away by now, Go downstairs and
get a taxi. Then come back up here and
help me with Ellen.”

‘:11 gotta report to the inspector,” Rube
said.

“You'll get a taxi and you’ll come
back up here on the run,” Larry said,
savagely, “or so help me, you'll think
yo?'ve been put through a meat grind-
er!”

Rube went off at a gallop. Larry
pulled the seat cushion out of the over-
stuffed chair and placed it under Ei-
len’s head. Then he went to the private
office. ;

A moment later Ellen heard his voice
barking into the private-office telephone.
“Dr. Donlin? Larry Storm speaking.
Get your stuff together and come down
to my apartment, pronto. My secretary’s
been shot. It's a shoulder wound; bleed-
ing, but not badly. We’re in an office
downtown. I think it’ll be safe to move
her, don’t you? We should get to the
apartment about the same time you do.
Step on it!”

He paused to gather up overcoats and
hats, and then went back to the Inspec-
tion Room. Almost at the same time,
Rube, panting for breath, returned with
the announcement that a cab was wait-
ing.

Larry slipped into his overcoat, pulled
on his hat, and picked Ellen up in his
arms. He wurned to Rube. “Bring the
rest of our junk, bright boy! And when
you call the ingpector, ask him if he
ever bothered to check that key ring of
Adrian’s for the outside-office key!”

Half an hour later, at Larry's apert-
ment, Dr. Donlin announced that El-
len’s wound was not serioud.

“Can vou stay here about an hour,

RED
Don,” Larry asked. “I don’t want Ellen
left alone, and there's one guy I've got to
check on right away. If he hasn’t got
an alibi for tonight, there’s going to be
a third murder!”

“Sure, I'll stay, Larry,” the doctor
agreed.

IX

A TAXI pulled up in front of Jas-
per Hale’s house on Fifth Avenue. ‘I
want to see Mr. Gregory and Mr. Hale,
at once,” Larry said,

“They’re in Mr. Hale's study,” said
Halliday, “but I'm afraid—" He was
talking to Larry’s back, as Larry pushed
past him and flung open the door of Jas-
per Hale’s study. Hale was sitting at
his desk with Gregory beside him, evi-
dently taking notes on a shorthand pad.
At the sight of Larry, Jarper Hale
stood up.

“Well, Mr. Storm, you seem to go in
for extraordinarily high-handed infor-
mality.”

But Larry wasn’t looking at Hale. His
gaze was fixed on Gregory. “Where have
you been tonight—every minute to-
night?” Larry demanded.

Jasper Hale, tall and gaunt, stepped
forward. “You're not of the police, Mr.
Storm. If you have something to ask
Gregory, be good enough to do it in a
civilized fashion.”

Larry’s eyes didn’t waver. “Some-
body tried to murder me tonight, Mr.
Hale, and came within an inch or two of
killing my secretary. This punk did his
best this morning to get me to cover
up some of his crooked operations. He
didn’t want me to go over and check
Adrian’s collection.”

“Why ?”’ asked Hale.

“Take time to examine your collec-
tion some day, Mr, Hale,” Larry said.
“I've got a hunch you'll be looking for
a new secretary. This miserable worm
has been stealing from you. He knew I
was going to find it out and he was des-
perate. Tonight some one tried {o shoot
me. T just want to make certain it wasn’t
Gregory.”

Jasper Hale's beetling eyebrows low-
ered. “Is this true, Gregory ?”

“It’s a lie,” Gregory shouted. “I nev-
er stole anything!”

“You can check for yourself, Mr.
Hale;” Larry said. “T've seen three or
four stamps today that [I'm sure helong
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to you. But I've waited long enough.
Are you going to talk, Gregory, or do
I drag you out of here?”

Gregory was sobbing hysterically.
Jasper Hale spoke. “If what you say is
true, Storm, I owe you something for
telling me. But as for attempting to
kill you, I must say that Gregory 1s in
the clear. He hasn’t been out of this
house since six o’clock tonight.

“How do you know ? Has he been with
you all the time?”

“No,” said Hale. “But I'm positive
he hasn’t been out.” He turned to the
butler, who still stood at the door. “Did
Mr. Gregory leave the house after he
came in at six o’clock?”’

“No, sir,” said Halliday, promptly.

“How do you know?” Larry shot at
him. “Were you guarding the doors?”

“No, sir,” said Halliday. “But you
ean’t open the front door without a bell
ringing in the kitchen. And the back
door is right by the kitchen. I can as-
sure you Mr. Gregory hasn’t been in or
out that way.”

“The only other entrance,” said Jas-
per Hale, “is here.” He pointed to a
door at the far end of the study, which
Larry had assumed led to a lavatory.
“He didn’t use that, because I haven’t
been out of this room for several hours.”

Larry drew a deep breath. “I apolo-
gize for creating so much disturbance,”
:Ie. said to Hale. “But I had to make cer-

ain.”

“l quite understand,” said Jasper
Hale, coldly. “And may I say, that if,
upon investigation, I discover you're
right about Gregory, I may be able to
show my gratitude in some tangible
fashion. ., .”

HE blank he had drawn at Jasper

Hale’s had not changed Larry’s
combative mood. When he walked into
his own living room a while later, he
found Donlin and Inspector Bradley
sitting by the fire.

“l might have known I'd find you
here, Bradley,” he snorted.

Donlin stood up. “Well, I'll be getting
along now.” He dropped a hand on Lar-
ry’s shoulder. “You don’t have to wor-
ry about Miss Dixon, Larry. If you can
keep her in be_d tomorrow, which I very
much doubt; it would be better. Send
her to see me Saturday.”

“She'll stay in bed!” said Larry. He
went out to the fover to help Donlin

with his coat and hat. When the doctor
had gone he rejoined Bradley.

“I owe you an apology,” said Brad-
ley. “Rube gave me your message. You
were right. The key to the outside door
was missing. The murderer must have
taken it when he left so hurriedly on
Tuesday night. Find anything at Adri-
an’s before the fireworks?”

“Nothing too illuminating,” said
Larry. “I found one or two more of
Lon’s stamps and some I'm sure be-
longed to Hale. Incidentally I've just
come from Hale’s. It wasn’t Gregory
who visited us tonight.”

“How about the stamps from the
Warren collection ?”

“Not a smell of one.”

“Isn’t that odd?”

“It’s very odd,” said Larry.

Bradley looked at him meditatively.
“But we’re on the right track, don’t you
think? Definitely, the murderer didn’t
want you messing around with Adrian’s
stock.”

“I wonder,” said Larry. “He gave me
plenty of time, Bradley—all day, to be
precise. If I had found anything, I'd
have telephoned you at once. He must
have guessed that, but he waited.
Why ?n

“I’ve been thinking about that, too,”
said Bradley. “You know, Storm, ihe
announcement in the papers said you
were going over both Adrian’s and
Luckman’s stamps. Do you suppose
it’s Luckman’s collection he’s worried
about?”

Larry stared at the inspector. Then
he laughed, mirthlessly. “If that's the
case, he’ll have been to Luckman’s and
destroyed whatever it is he doesn’t want
us to find.”

“No,” said Bradley, “he won’t. Be-
cause I sealed up the apartment after
Luckman was killed and I've had a man
there to see no one went in.”

“Then I think you've hit it,” Larry
said, a touch of excitement in his voice.
I'm too tired or I'd go over there to-
night.”

“It can wait,” said Bradley. “We've
got our fingers on all our suspects, None
of them is going to leave town.”

Larry laughed. “Our suspects! Who
are they? Lon’s cleared. Gregory seems
to be cleared. Luckman is definitely
cleared. I refuse to believe Lucia War-
ren is a murderess. Who, my good fel-
low, are our suspects?”’
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“Had you realized,” Bradley asked,
“that we’ve never considered Mr. Lou-
derbach very seriously?”’

“Is there a shred of evidence against
him '

“Not a shred;” said Bradley, cheerful-
Iy, “Of course, we haven’t any real evi-
dence against any one, excepting the
people who are cleared.” He tapped
out his pipe against an andiron. “But
things have happened today that I
haven’t had a chance to tell you about.
We picked up Slick Williams!”

“The safe-breaker who rented the
next office?”

Bradley nodded. “We wangled a con-
fession of his intentions out of him.
He worked in the evenings, cutting
through the wall, Naturally, he had to
wait till every one had gone home from
Adrian’s office. Tuesday night he was
waiting, impatiently. People were com-
ing and going all evening, he said. Along
about seven-thirty he heard a shot fired
in there. That got his wind up. He wait-
ed a minute or two and then started
out of his place. Just as he stepped into
the hall somebody—a man—ran out
of Adrian’s office with blood streaming
down the side of his face.”

“Gregory 7’

HE inspector made a vague gesture
with one hand and nodded.

“I guess so0,” said Bradley. “Well, Wil-
liams waited for a bit, and then start-
ed out again. This time he almost ran
head on into Lucia Warren going into
Adrian’s. He couldn’t see from his office
door very well, so instead of going back
in there he ducked into the men’s wash-
room at the end of the hall. There was
someone in the washroom, a man who
was being violently sick at his stom-
ach!” ‘“Howard Stevens!”

“In person,” said Bradley. “I had
him picked up this afternoon. He says
he went to Adrian’s Tuesday evening.
He was going to plead with Adrian to
let him have a fair price for his col-
lection. He walked in, and there was
Gregory lying on the floor, with blood
all over the place. Mr. Stevens ducked
into the washroom because he can't
stand the sight of blood.”

“The whole town was there that
night!" Larry exclaimed.

“lLooks like it,” said Bradley, and
gazed into the fire for a long time. Final-
ly he looked up. “Don't hit me if I ask

RED
you a simple question, will you, Storm?”

“What?”

“Have you ever thought of your
friend Mr. Julius as a possibility ?’

“Mr. Julius!”

“He can’t account for his time,
Storm. At least I don't think he can.
And there’re a couple of other points.
The murderer must be a man with some
decent impulses. If he weren't, he’d have
wiped out that kid of yours. Mr. Julius
is fond of the boy, isn’t he?”

“But, Bradley—""

“You can’t get away from the fact
that Mr. Julius found Bones,” Bradley
said. “You thought his idea of a house-
to-house canvass was crazy. And, it was
crazy, Storm! Yet it worked. Mr. Julius
found him without much difficulty at
all. 'm only saying that it’s possible
we'd better look into Mr. Julius.”

“But, Bradley, you’ve got -nothing
to connect him with either Adrian or
Luckman!”

“We have stamps. They tie every ons
into this case, as Mr. Julius himself
said. Mr. Julius is an eccentric. If
somebody harmed him, it would be quite
in character for him to take justice into
his own hands. And he wouldn’t stand
for blackmail—not that old bird!”

Larry nodded slowly. “No, he
wouldn’t.”

“And he wouldn’t hurt the boy,” said
Bradley. “Yes he had to have him
i}'lqun'd." Bradley shrugged. “So, he found

im!”

Larry stood staring into the fire.
Bradley got up from his chair.

“This isn’t a nice case, Storm,” he
said, gently. “If you want to back out
now, I won't hold it against you. It
might not be pleasant if what you find
at Luckman’s should clinch the case
against some one you're fond of.”

Larry didn’t look up for a minute, but
when he did the flame of anger was re-
kindled in his eyes.

“Whoever it is nearly did for Ellen
tonight,” he =aid. “He was out to get me.
I'm sticking.”

Bradley smiled. “I had an idea you
would Storm., But I thought T'd give
you the chance. What time will you he
ready to go to Luckman’s tomorrow?”

Larry’s lips tightened. “I've got one
little personal job to do,” he said. “T'd
like to put off going to Luckman's till
around noon.”

“Okay,” said Bradley. “That per-
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sonal job hasn’t anything to do with
Miss Warren, has it?’

“It has,” said Larry, grimly. “I'm go-
ing to call on a Mr. George Walpole. He
was Colonel Warren’s lawyer and execu-
tor of the estate. I think I know where
Lucia fits into this picture, and if I'm
right— Well, it’s going to be an inter-
esting morning.”

X

BURLY Rube Snyder was waiting
in the foyer of the apartment building
when Larry got downstairs next morn-
ing. There was a bulge on the right side,
which was obviously made by a service
revolver.

Larry looked at him and laughed. “No
slips today, eh, Waldemar ?”

Rube growled something unintelligi-
ble. They walked out onto the street,
gide by side, Rube casting a searching
look in both directions as they got into
a taxi, which took them to a Wall Street
office huilding. Rube would not wait in
the cab, He had orders this time. So
they went up to the offices of Mr. George
Walpole together. The switchboard op-
erator announced Mr, Storm, and a mo-
ment later Larry was told that Mr.
Walpole would see him.

“This is as far as you go, sweetheart,”
Larry said. “Mr, Walpole is harmless.”

“I got orders,” said Rube, stubborn-

ly.

y“You wait here,” said Larry. “You
can shoot anybody who tries to inter-
rupt us if you're so anxious to use that
blunderbuss.” He went into Mr. Wal-
pole’s private room.

After about half an hour Larry came
out. He didn’t seem to see Rube. The
muscles along the line of his jaw were
bulging and his eyes had an angry glit-
}ler. Rube got up hastily and followed

im.

They picked up a eab and Larry gave
an address,

“That’s the Warren dame’s dump,
jan’t it?” Rube said.

Larry’s lip tightened. “Quite right,
Waldemar.”

“Mv real name ig Arthur,” said Rube,
hopefully. ) .

But Larry was silent. He did not
gpeak once on the trip uptown. His eyes
stared out the window, eold and unsee-
ing.
In the fover of Lucia’s apartment

house Larry had himself announced.
“This is where we part company again,”
he said to Rube.

“I ought to come up,” said Rube. ‘“The
inspector will be sore.”

“Wait here!” Larry said, so sharply
that Rube took an involuntary step
backwards.

Lucia was waiting in the doorway
for him. He walked past her into the
apartment; without greeting,

“What’s gone wrong, Larry?”’ Lucia
asked. She followed him into the living
room,.

“Nothing,” Larry’s eyes were bleak,
“I haven’t been able to forget my last
vigit here,”

“Nor L,” said Lucia. “Sit down, Lar-
ry—here on the couch.”

He sat down. “You were so sweet,
Luecia. You were 8o concerned about me
and the dangers I might be running
into. Oh, there were risks, all right. As
a matter of fact, somebody tried to mur-
der me.”

"Larry 14 ‘

“From your point of view,” he eon-
tinued, coldly, “his failure was a bad
break.” :

“Larry, what are you talking about?”

“It’s going to be painful to go through
this, he said. “Perhaps we can avoid it
if you'll just hand them over.”

“Hand what over, Larry?”

“The stamps you stole from your fa-
ther’s eollection,”

‘Are you out of your mind?”

Larry sighed. “I see you insist on
playing out the string,” he said. “Well,
I've just come from seeing George Wal-
pole. I'm working for him now——for
your father’s estate. I want those
stamps.”

“Y don’t think P’ll listen to any more
of this,” said Luecia.

“You'll listen and like it,” said Larry.
“Adrian never stole any stamps from
you. It’s probably the one retten thing
in the world he didw't do! You stole
those stamps out of vour father's eol-
lection and replaced them with inferior
items. And when Mr. Walpole became
suspicious of the salvage value of the
collection, you had te put the hlame on
some one. It was a toss-up between
Adrian and me. You came to see both
of us and decided that Adrian’s reputa-
tion made him the best bet. His death
was a break for you, until veu found
out that I was going to go over his
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stock. You didn’t want that because you
knew that I wasn't going to find them
because you had them here. And so
you became sweetly worried about my
personal safety.”

HERE was a bitter sneer on the
girl’s lips now.

“Stop it!” Lucia cried.

“You got another break,” said Larry.
“When Bradley’s men searched this
place they weren’t looking for stamps.
They were looking for a gun. It's going
to be different this morning, my pet.
I'm going to give you about thirty sec-
onds to turn those stamps over to me,
and if you don't, I'm going to do the
searching.”

She walked over to the table and
picked up the phone. “There’s a man
annoying me,” she said, calmly. “Please
send some one up to get him out of
here.”

Larry brushed past her and picked
up the phone himself. “There’s a city
detective in the lobby. Put him on.” His
eyes were on Lucia as he waited.
“Rube? Come upstairs to Fourteen-B
and stand outside the door. If any one
tries to come in, keep 'em out. I don't
want to be disturbed.” He replaced the
phone on the hook with a bang.

“I suppose you've figured out & mo-
tive to back up this idiotic charge?”
Lucia said.

“You supplied the motive at the very
beginning,” said Larry. “Mr. Walpole
filled out the details for me this morn-
ing. Money! Your father always sup-
ported you lavishly. You thought when
he died you were going to be able to
continue on the same scale, and you
ran up enormous bills aceordingly. You
were sunk, Lucia, when you found out
that instead of inheriting from the es-
tate in cash, you were only to have the
income from it. You had to raise the
money to pay those bills or be up to
your ears in debt for the rest of your
life. So you hit on a bright scheme,”

“You're quite mad,” Luecia said.

“Mr. Walpole knew nothing about
stamps,” Larry went on, “but you did,
my precious Lucia, from your father.
You knew how to buy. You acquired a
flock of inferior replacements for your
father's collection, And Mr. Walpole
never had a suspicion until after the
auction. Meanwhilz you have those val-
wable atamps ready to dispose of when

things quiet down a bit. It's a swindle
that would have done credit to Adrian
himself,”

Larry stood up. “Well, do you hand
them over or do I look for them?”

“I haven’t any stamps,” Lucia said,
unsteadily.

He walked over to Lucia's desk,
pulled out the drawers, and dumped
their contents. He pawad everything
over, but he did not find what he was
looking for. He went into Lucia’s bed-
room, pulled out the bureau drawers.
Suddenly he came up with a jewel case.
He picked out the top tray. Rings and
necklaces clattered to the floor. He
emptied the bottom half, He heard
Lucia give a little gasp and his lips
tightened. His fingers explored. At last
something gave. An envelope lay in
the false bottom of the leather case. He
took it out, throwing the case into a
corner of the room. He ripped open the
envelope and glanced at its contents.

“Are they all here?”’ he demanded.

Lucia was sagging against the door-
way. She was beaten.

“They’re all there,” she said, dully.

X1

WHEN Larry arrived at Luck-
man’s apartment twenty minutes later,
Bradley was not there. However, the
detective watching the apartment ad-
mitted him and he settled down to work.
There were several cardboard letter
files filled with stamps but inspection
showed Larry that these were mostly
inferior specimens, though all were
salable. Luckman’s possession of these
dubious items was, however, explained
when Larry took a large, morecco-
bound album from the drawer of Luck-
man's desk. This was the works, the
real collection. Like so many enthusi-
asts Luckman had had this album spe-
cially prepared. There was a space in it
for every known Newfoundland issue,
and here were mint-conditioned items,
unblemished in every respect. Larry
realized that all the sltamps in the let-
ter files were duplicates of the perfect
specimens which Luckman had labori-
ously acquired.

There was only one empty space in
the book. Under tge square was printed :
“No. 10, 1860, one shilling, orange, on
Iaidd paper.” This was the stamp which
Adrisn had sold to Paul Gregory with-
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out giving Luckman the chance to bid.
Larry sat staring at the vacant space
for a long time. There was a little torn
piece of a stamp hinge attached to the
square, and his fingers fiddled with it.
He looked at the detective who sat
stolidly in the corner of the room,
thumbing through a magazine.

“Perfection is a rare thing,” Larry
said. ‘“This is perfection, but for one
missing stamp. You ought to look at
it, officer, because you may never gsee
anvthing like it again.”

The detective got up and came across
the room. He glanced over Larry’s
shoulder, scratching his head. “How
guys can spend the dough they do on
them things is beyond me,” he said.
“Have you got anywhere, Mr. Storm?”’

Larry sighed. “That’s the difficulty,
my friend. I'm hanged if I can see any-
thing that helps us. So I'm going through
it all again.”

It was about six when Larry gave
up. He called police headquarters, but
Bradley was not there and no one
seemed to know where he could be
reached. So leaving Luckman’s apart-
ment, he picked up Rube in the hall-
way downstairs, and went home. Bones
grected him at the front door. The
bov’s face looked white and drawn.
Larry patted him on the back.

“Still feeling a little rocky, fella?”

Bones turned away quickly. “It isn’t
that, Larry.” His voice shook, as if he
were cloge to tears.

“Ellen!” Larry said sharply. “Is
something wrong with her, Bones?”

“No, no, Larry, she’s all right. She’s
in the living room.”

Ellen was stretched on the couch, a
quilt drawn up over her. Larry went
to her, knelt beside the couch. Ile saw
that she had been crying.

“Darling, what on earth is the mat-
ter?”’

She put her cheek against the lapel
of his coat. “Oh, Larty, I can’'t believe
it. He was so—=so real, so human!”

“Ellen, what are you talking about?”

“Haven’t you been in touch with
Bradley 7’

“No, 1 haven’t seen him all day.”

Ellen turned her eves away, “It's Mr.
Juliug, Larry. Why didn’t you tell me
that Bradley suspected him? ¥ would
have prepared me.

“ell me what’s happened!”

“It’e oMl in the afternoon papers”

Ellen said. “Bradley put a man to watch
Mr. Julius. This morning Mr. Julius
went out. He went into a restaurant
for a late breakfast, During breakfast
he went into the washroom. He didn’t
come out. The detective finally went in
after him. Mr. Julius had gone, escaped
through a window at the back. Brad-
ley says it’s as good as a confession.
}'f.hey’ve got a general alarm out for

]m',)

“So he ducked out on them? Now
why would he do that? Bradley had no
real evidence against him.”

“But you, Larry. He was afraid of
what you’d find today. Was there some-
thing to incriminate Mr. Julius at Luck-
man’s?”’

“That’s the strange part of it, Ellen.
There wasn’t anything to convict any
one, I—I think we must have gone
wrong on our reasoning. Luckman had
a beautiful collection, perfect except
for that Missing Number Ten, but as
far as a clue to the killer goes, there
was—"" He stopped short, staring.

“Larry, what is it? Was there some-
thing after all?”

E STRODE over to the sideboard

and poured himself a drink. “I've
got to think,” he =said. “There was
something and I didn’t =mee it at the
time.”

“Mr. Julius?”

“Not Mr. Julius. I admit I wouldn’t
put murder past him, if he thought he
was right. But he’d take his medicine
if he were trapped, and not go around
taking pot shots at people.”” He drained
his glass. “If I'm right, it’s weird!?”

He walked up and down the room,
puffing at his cigarette. Suddenly the
phone rang. He picked it up.

‘“Hello? Yes, this is Storm.
What's that? . . . I see. And who are
you? ... Very well, I'll come at once.”

He put down the phone. “It seems,”
he =aid slowly, “that some one's broken
into our office downtown, They want
me to come and see whether anything
of value’s been taken.”

“Who called vyou, Ellen
asked.

A faint smile flickered on Larry’s
lips. ““The night watchman.”

“But, Larry, there isn't any night
watechman in the building!”

“T know,” said Larry, softly. “There
isn't any night watchman.”

Larry ¥
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He walked slowly toward the door.
“Larry!” Ellen cried. “Don’t be a fool!
It's a trap.”

“Traps aren’t dangerous when you
know. about them ahead of time,” he
said. “Besides I think I know who it is,
and I can handle him. Take it easy. I'll
be back—soon.”

In the elevator, he spoke to the oper-
ator. “Take me all the way down to the
basement,” he said. “I don’t want that
flatfoot in the lobby to know I'm going
out.”

A short time later Larry stopped his
taxi about a block from his office and
paid off the driver. He stood for a min-
ute, looking up and down Nassau Street.
Then he walked slowly toward 6414.
The entryway was dark. George, the
elevator man, had gone home. Larry
began the long c¢limb up the winding
stairs, six flights of them. When he
reached the seventh floor he paused.
There was not a sound in the building.

Stowly Larry walked along the cor-
ridor that led fo his office, There was
no light tburning behind the plate-glass
door. He tried the knob. The door was
unlocked, and he opened it. The office
was pitch-dark. Larry's fingers crept
along the wall till they touched the light
switch, He waited, straining to hear
some sound. Then it came to him—the
faint ereaking of shoe leather. Larry’s
muscles tensed.

“Don’t shoot, Mr. Hale,” he agaid.
“I'm going to turn on the lights.”

The switeh clicked. Jasper Hale,
gaunt, gray, was standing with his back
against Ellen’s desk. In his right hand
he held an automatic.

Larry moistened his lips. “This has
to end, Mr, Hale,” he said. “You can”t
cover murder with murder forever.”

“Why did you come if you knew?”
Hale asked. His vcice was tight,
atrained.

“Because the game is up,” said Larry,
quietly. “I thought I could persuade
you that further Kkilling is useless.”

“You're a fool,” said Hale. “Do you
guppose 1 got you here just to talk?”

“No,” Larry seid, slowly, “you hoped
to get rid of me before I told some one
about that stamp hinge in Luckman’s
collection.”

“Yes,” Hale said. “That was my only
mistalke.”

“Missing me at Adrian’s office was
another,” said Larry.

RED

“That,” ¢~°7 Hale, “can be remedied
—now!”

From outside came the wail of a
fire engine screaming its way along
Nassau Street. There was nothing in
Hale's eyes to suggest that he could
be swayed. Only ten yards separated
Larry from the automatic.

“Drop it, Hale!”

Larry’s heart jammed hard against
his ribs. The voice came from behind
him—Bradley’s voice.

For one instant Hale's pale eyes
turned away from Larry, and in that
instant Larry moved., He charged at
the gaunt figure of the millionaire,
head down, in a flying tackle. The whole
room seemed to explode in his face.
There was a fire from Hale's gun, a
jarring blow on the side of his head—
and darkness.

ARRY opened his eyes. He was sit-

ting in the leather chair in his own

g;ivate office. Ellen was kneeling beside
im,”

“Feel better, Storm?” The voice was
Bradley’s.

“I guess so,” Larry said. He saw
Bones. He saw Mr. Julius, peering over
Bones’s shoulder.

“When you put on that charge of
the Light Brigade I thought your goose
was cooked,” said Bradley.

Larry looked at Ellen. “What’'s going
on? How did you get here?”

“I called the inspector when you left
the apartment,” she said. “I couldn't
reach him. So I called out the fire de-
partment.” She laughed, “The inspec-
tor was here all the time. Had the build-
ing surrounded.”

“The fire department!”

“I couldn’t think of anything else,”
Ellen said.

“Smart girl,” said Mr. Julius. “She
couldn’t know that Bradley was play-
ing games. I was a decoy. Let the mur-
derer think he suspected me, then
wateh.”

“Oh, please shut up,” said Larry,
wearily. His eyes turned to Bradley.
“How the devil did you get here?”

Bradley shrugged. I went to see Mr.
dJulius to question him about his alilnw
for the time of the murder. Then we
got talking about the case. The mur-
derer had made it quite clear that he
was afraid of you, Storm—wanted to
get you out of the way. It occurred to
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me that if he thought our attention
was directed somewhere else, he might
make a move, Mr. Julius agreed to
help. We gave out the news that he
was wanted, had given us the slip.
Actually he spent the day in my apart-
ment,”

“But how did you get on to Hale?”
asked Larry.

‘“He was the one person we hadn’t
checked thoroughly. Hale was a long
shot, but I played him. I trailed him
personally all day. While he was wait-
ing for you to come down here after
that telephone call, I had time to throw
a cordon around the building. I could
have arrested him for breaking and
entering, but I wanted to make a mur-
der charge stick. There was no evidence
against him until he tried to get you.”

“But there s evidence against him,”
Larry said. “Where is he?”

Bradley moved toward the office
door. “Mac, bring the prisoner in here.”

A plain-clothes man came in from
the outer office leading Jasper Hale by
the arm. Hale’s right hand was swathed
in bandages.

Hale dropped into the swivel chair
by Larry’s desk, “I underestimated you,
Inspector,” he said. “I didn’t dream you
were on my trail.”

“I waen’t till today. If you are pre-
pared to make a statement, Hale, I
wish you’d explain what all that talk
about hinges was you had with Storm
before I broke in.”

“That’s simple enough,” said Larry,
“and it’s the evidence that’ll hang him.
When I went over Luckman’s collection
I found it complete except for the New-
foundland Number Ten which Adrian
had sold to Hale. But in the empty
square marked for it was stuck a frag-

men{ of stamp hinge. Now Luckman
would never have put any other stamp
in that square, and only the day before
he’d told me he didn’t have a Number
Ten. There was only one conclusion to
draw from that. Since I'd talked to him
he’d acquired one and mounted it.”

“But what does that prove?’ Brad-
ley asked.

“You had figured that Luckman was
killed for attempting to blackmail the
murderer,” Larry said. “But Luckman
didn't want money. He wanted that
Number Ten, and apparently he’d got-
ten it! So it had to be Hale! He gave
Luckman the Number Ten, and Luck-
man mounted it in his book. The next
day Hale met him in the Park and killed
him. He took Bones and the gun to
Luckman’s apartment. He couldn’t af-
ford to leave that stamp in Luckman’s
album; but he ripped it out carelessly,
leaving a piece of the hinge.”” He looked
at Hale. “Isn’t that substantially cor-
rect?”’ ‘

Hale nodded. “It wasn’'t till I got
home that I saw I'd left part of the
hinge behind. I knew if you saw it,
Storm, the game was up.”

“So you tried to knock me off in
Adrian’s office,”

“Precisely,” said Hale. “You seem to
have been the cause of all my trouble,
Storm. It was on your account that I
was forced to murder Adrian!”

“My account?”

“You frichtened Adrian half to
death, you and your friend Nicholas,”
said Hale. “He was preparing to skip
town. I couldn’t have that.”

“You couldn’t have it?” Larry was
genuinely puzzled.

“Don’t tell me you haven’t tumbled

[Turn page]
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to the truth, Storm? Adrian and I were
in the racket together. I was the brains;
he was the front. A retired oil man—
that’s what I'm supposed to be! My
original fortune did come from oil. But
I’ve made another one since in stamps.
Hundreds of thousands of dollars, all
in stamps.”

“Then your frequent trips to Europe
were on stamp business?”’ Bradley was
making notes.

“Naturally,” said Hale. “I’ve sold
thousands of dollars’ worth of stolen
items to European and Far Eastern
collectors. It was I, Mr. Storm, who
thought of ‘Oscar Rivero.” Your friend
Lon Nicholas was only one of many
brokers all over the world who fell for
Mr. Rivero. And what a laugh we had
when that poor fool Gregory began
stealing from me. He didn’t know he
was selling back to me through Adrian.”

“So that’s why you didn’t kill him
that night at Adrian’s?” said Larry.
“You planned to use him later?”

VIDENTLY this was correct for
the veteran stamp broker nodded.
“Your mind is beginning to func-
tion!” snapped Hale. “I had to kill
Adrian. I couldn’t risk having him run
out. And I had to get him that night,
because he was planning to leave the
next day.” He cleared his throat. “So
I went to his office. When I arrived I
found Gregory already there. I went
into the Inspection Room and found
that bottle standing on the cabinet in
the corner. I picked it up and went back
into the waiting room. I was standing
behind the door when Gregory came
out, and I slugged him.”

“Why didn’t you just hide till he was
gone?” asked Larry. .

“I didn’t want him getting home too
soon. I used the gide door in my study
to go in and out. The servants wouldn’t
know. But if Gregory found me miss-
ing—no alibi. I had to delay him.”

“1 get it,” said Larry.

Hale moistened his lips. “Then I
walked into Adrian’s office and shot him.
I took his keys and opened the safe.
‘fhere was something there I had to
have. Not stamps, Mr, Storm, not
stamps! Adrian and I had a written
agreement of partnership. I had to
have his copy. I had just found it when
that Warren girl turned up. That was
a tight spot. I had foolishly left my

gun on the desk. If she’d discovered
me, she might have had the upper
hand. But she didn’t. She ran. Then I
had to leave in a hurry, because I was
certain she’d notify the police.”

“And then,” said Larry, “you met
Bones.”

“Yes, the boy!” Hale laughed. “I hit
him with the butt of my gun and car-
ried him out the back way to my car. I
thought the boy, held as a hostage,
could be useful to me.”

“It might amuse you,” said Larry,
dryly, “to know that we put that down
to a streak of kindliness in the mur-
derer!”

“What about Luckman?’ Bradley
asked.

Hale’s face clouded. “I had the great-
est shock of my life when I got out to
my car. Luckman was sitting in the
front seat, calmly waiting. It seemed
he’d been trailing me for days, hoping
to get something on me. He wanted
that Number Ten. I had to give in. He
came back to the house with me, helped
me carry the boy in through my private
entrance. I gave him the stamp and
promised to meet him in the Park
Wednesday with money. Mr. Luckman
had gotten very bold—too bold for his
own good.”

“You played it very coolly,” said
Bradley.

“Why not? I've been playing danger-
ous games ull my life. The next day I
went to the Park. The boy, drugged,
was on the floor of my car, covered by
a robe. I met Luckman and gave him
a stomachful of lead. I took his keys,
went to his apartment, left the boy and
the gun, and tore out the Number Ten.
The rest you know. When the police en-
gaged Storm to examine his collection
I had to prevent it.” He shrugged. “Un-
fortunately I fell into your little trap.
I thought you really suspected Julius.”

A plainclothes man appeared in the
door. “The wagon’s here, Inspector.”

“Take him away,” said Bradley.

Ellen spoke in a practical voice.
“You’re going home mnow, Larry.
You're going to bed and stay there.
For once you’ll do as you're told.”

Larry looked at Bradley. “You got
me into this—you and your murder,”
he wailed. “Good-by, freedom! Good-
by—Lawrence Storm!”’

“Merey,” said Bradley,
loss !”

“what a



A sirange true story of garments and graves
that led a brutal killer to the guillotine!

by WILL BARKER

the WAOBE f

Madame Demollard

FARLY in the Nineteenth Century,
4 the two white houses near Mont-
luel, France, were known as “‘the Greal
pnd Little Dangers.” Thoge names were
singularly apt! Many a traveler riding
through the densely-wooded area around
those houses had heen set upon, robbed
and often killed by the gangs who lived
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in “the Great and Little Dangers.” But
the thieves and murderers were finally
brought to justice, and the country soon
became one much favored by hunters.
The only shots to echo through the woods
and fields were the ones which bagged
game.

On Febroary 8, 1855, however, the
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Montluel area again became the scene
of violent death! ,

A party of hunters from Lyons, twelve
miles distant, was pushing its way
through a thicket. The man in the lead
suddenly halted. At his feet was the body
of a young girl. She had been killed by
six horrible head and face wounds. And
her nude body was mutilated. Nearby,
the horrified hunters found a handker-
chief, a black lace cap and a pair of
shees. These they immediately turned
over to the police,

The gendarmerie learned that these
pitiful wardrobe accessories were those
of Marie Boday, a servant girl from
Lyons. In that city, the police located
the woman with whom she had boarded.
Marie’s landlady said that her pretty
young boarder had been offered a good
job in the country, and that in order
to get it, she had had to leave at once.
This gshe had done, and in se doeing,
sealed her death warrant. The tragedy
revived all the old superstitions that the
Montluel area was an evil place.

Police Are Apathethic

The police, however, were strangely
apathetic about tracking down Marie’s
murderer. Apparently, they decided that
Marie was no better than she should
have been, and had been done in by ber
paramour, When there was no further
violence in the sinister Montluel woods,
nothing further was done to catch the
murderer of the servant girl.

It wasn’t until over six years later,
at midnight on May 26, 1861, that the
vicinity of “the Great and Little Dan-
gers” received its second shock, one that
was a toesin which sounded a warning
to the sluggish police that there was a
murderer in the neighborhood.

That night, hysterical rapping en &
farmer’s door roused a peasant and his
family. The sleepy man opened the door,
to find a half-crazed young woman
standing before him, Her face and neck
were scratched, her clothes were torn,
and she was shoeless. The farmer, the
first one to show some sense in the area,
immediately toock the strange girl to the
brigade of gendarmerie at Montluel. She
identified herself as Marie Pichon, =
gervant girl from Lyons, and in a voice
hoarse from fright, told the following
story.

Marie was crossing the La Guillotiere

bridge at Lyons on the way to look for
work. She had reached the far side of
the bridge when a man stopped and
questioned her as to the location of the
Servants Office.

“Why,” she said, “I'm going there
myself, and will show you the way.”

The stranger, who had an odd-looking
upper lip, had the appearance of a coun-
tryman, He asked her if she was looking
for work. Marie admitted that she was,
and the man then offered her a position.
He explained that he was a gardener on
a big estate near Montleul, and that his
mistress had sent him to Lyons for a
house-servant. Such were the induce-
ments that he then offered that Marie
agreed to go with him at once.

They went to Marie’s lodgings to get
her trunk, after which they preceeded
to the station, where they got a train
for Montluel, arriving at that sinister
spot after dark. The gardener explained
to Marie that since it was quite a walk
to the chateau by the main road. they
would take a short-cut through the
woods. Then, without another word, he
swung her trunk up on his shoulder, and
set off, There was nothing for her to do,
but follow.

Marie and the gardener had only gone
a short distance when he stopped, say-
ing:

“Yeur trunk’s too heavy. I'll hide it
in the bushes, and come back for it to-
morrow with a wagon.”

Once the trunk was hidden, Marie’s
companion began to act queerly. First,
he tried to uproot a small tree. Next he
stooped down, and began to pick up some
small stones. His odd actions in the dark
woods alarmed her. She asked him what
he was looking for, He shrugged, saying
nothing; but soon repeated his search for
stones, Again she asked him what he
was trying to do. He said:

“Locoking for plants for my garden.”

Girl Becomes Alarmed

At his answer, Marie experienced real
fright. No one but & madman, she felt,
would try and find plants at night. She
decided that as soon as she could she
would make a break, That opportunity
came a8 they reached the summit of a
small hill. At the bottom was a good
road—a road, she decided, breaking into
a run, that might lead to possible safe-
ty.



WILL BARKER 56

But the trusting little servant girl
from Lyons never took more than a few
steps!

Muscled arms grabbed her. A running
noose was partially dropped over her
head, With that horrid cord caught on
her little bonnet, Marie started to fight,
and fought with the strength that comes
from the will to live. She pushed the
man's arms up, and away. The noose
pulled off her little hat, and she’s was
unexpectedly free. And then she ran—
ran as if the very devil was after her
—as in truth he was—until she reached
the farmer, who took her to the police.

Marie’s story did what the finding of
the Boday girl’s body hadn’t. It roused
the authorities. They began a local in-
quiry, questioning all inhabitants in the
surrounding country. The interrogation
brought to light the fact that a house
in the small town of Dumollard was oc-
cupied by people most peculiar, whose
name was the same as that of the town
in which they lived.

Neighbors said that the man worked
nights, and had been heard to give his
rough-looking wife the password of
“Hardi” when he knocked at the door.
And when it was learned that Dumollard
had an odd scar on his upper lip, the

olice were definitely interested. Marie
1ad told them that her assailant had a
peculiar-looking upper lip.

The town magistrates went at once
to the Dumollard home, They queried
him regarding his movements on the
night of May 28th. Since his answers
were evasive, he was taken to Trevoux,
and immediately identified by Marie
Pichon as the man who had brought her
from Lyons.

While Dumollard was in Trevoux, the
local police searched the house under
the menacing eyes of Madame Dumoul-
lard; a silent woman of mannish appear-
ance. They found clothes of all deserip-
tions and sizes, some bearing traces of
blood, others recently washed, but also
showing bloodstains.

When Marianne Dumollard was ques-
tioned she admitted that one of the
bloodstained garments belonged to a girl
huried in the nearby Montmain woods.
She werit on to explain that her husband
had helped two men bury this girl. The
police didn’t question her further. They
had Dumollard brought back from Tre-
voux, and with his wife, took him into
the woods. Once there, they asked him

to point out the grave of the girl he
helped to bury,

Find Girl's Skeleton

Dumollard was uncsrtain about its
location, pointing out first one spot, then
another. Finally, someone noted a
roughed up spot in the terrain. They
started digging, and soon uncovered a
woman’s skeleton.

The sight of it unnerved Dumollard’s
wife, She said that there were other
graves in the woods. So again they
searched. This time the body that they
discovered was in a state of complete
preservation, due to the character of the
carth. That was startling enough! But
what was really horrible was that it
looked as if the woman had been buried
alive. She was clutching a clod of earth
in one hand.

The searching party, horrified, turned
to look at Dumollard, He stood, glancing
off over the countryside, apparently un-
moved. They noticed, however, that
when he did shift his gaze, he never
looked at the dead girl’s face. The police
felt that they had their man, and told
him it was useless to deny that he was
the girl's killer,

Dumollard took a deep breath, and
then told the wildest story ever con-
cocted by a murderer.

Dumollard, whose father had met
death by being drawn and quartered for
hig part in a plot against the life of the
Emperor of Austria, said that he was
only the tool of two men who exerted
an influence over him, They had, he went
on, ordered him to abduet young women
for them, offering forty francs for every
one he got, and a bonus of a hundred
thousand francs if he worked for them
for twenty years,

The first girl that Dumollard abducted
for them was in December. 1253, He
claimed that he turned her over to his
two sinister employers ut Neyron, where
he waited for them to return after they
left him with the girl. Upon their re-
turn, several hours later, they gave him
a blood-stained gown and chemise, say-
ing,

“You will not see her again!”

Dumollard washed the clothes, and
upon returning home gave them to his
wife. These two garments were the start
of Madame Dumollard's horrible ward-
robe, which, when brought into court,
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numbered the following articles: Six
dozen handkerchiefs; five dozen pairs of
stockings; twenty-seven scarves, forty
caps, a dozen corsets, nine gowns, and
quantities of other wearing apparel.
During his gruesome recital, in which
Dumollard constantly repeated that he
was in the employ of these two men, sub-
sequent murders tallied up as follows:

1. Three unknown women, murdered, and

thrown into the Rhone River.

2. Murder of Marie Boday, the girl whose body
was found by the hunting party.

8. Murder of an unknown girl, whose skeleton
was found in the Montmain Woods.

4. Murder of the buried-alive woman, who was
later identified as Marie Bussod.

§. Attempted robbery and assassination of ten
other young women.

This probably doesn’t half .cover the
list of Dumollard’s vietims. His wife,
hinted at others, and among the clothes,
were those which would have fit half-
grown children.

Of course no one helieved Dumollard’s
weird story, that he was the victim of
the two evil men with hypnotic powers.
His trial started on the 29th of January,
1862, at Assizes of the Ain. Marianne
Dumollard was also put on trial.

Spruces Up For Trial

Dumollard, seated a short distance
from his wife, locked like a fairly pros-
perous farmer. His hair and beard were
luxuriant and black; his eyes blue and

rominent. And the lump on his upper
ip, which had really trapped him, was
quite noticeable. He was extremely calm
and self-possessed, even complaining
that there was a draft which bothered
him.

After a window had been closed, the
trial proceeded in an orderly manner,
and lasted four days.

When questioned about his attack on
Marie Pichon—whose account he agreed
with—Dumollard said his attempt to
strangle her was to scare her so that
she would run away before he delivered
her to his two employers!

His outrageous, bold and impudent
statement left the court gasping, and it
adjourned for a few minutes. During
the interval of adjournment, Dumollard

took out a huge bread and checse sand-
wich from his pocket. He ate it with ap-
parent zest. And while eating, he caught
sight of Marie Pichon. The people in the
court were dumbfounded to hear him
cry out:

“Ah, unhappy one! But for me you
would not be here now! Come and thank
me for rescuing you from those vil-
lains.”

Dumollard was still sticking to his
story that he was under the hypnotic
influence of his two malign employers.

It did him no good, however!

The fifty-third witness, Josephette
Bussod, sister of the murdered Marie,
positively identified Dumollard as the
man whom her sister had gone away
with. At the end of the trial, Madame
Dumollard was sentenced to twenty
years at hard labor, and Dumollard was
gsentenced to be guillotined at Montluel.

The guillotine was ready for Dumol-
lard .at Montluel when he was brought
back to the country in which he had com-
mitted so many murders. On March 7th,
1863, he got out at the Town Hall, and
went into the council chamber, where
he warmed himself in front of the fire,
One of the magistrates, who was pres-
ent, asked him if he would like to say
anything.

Dumollard answered, “I am innocent.
It is unlucky, but I am sacrificed for the
crimes of others.” He added shortly, “If
others have buried bodies in my vine-
yard, T am not responsible for that!”

Then, in a few minutes, Dumollard
was prepared for his execution. Once
again, those in the council chamber tried
to get him to admit his guilt. He re-
mained silent, still playing the role of
a vietim of circumstances. His question-
ers gave up and Dumollard was marched
to his fate, a more merciful death than
he had given those poor servant girls
from Lyons,

Dumollard’s body was buried in the
Montluel cemetery, not far from where
“the Little and Great Dangers” still
gleam whitely in the sunshine. But now
the countryside is sate from both those
early murders, and the one whose kill-
ings made Madame Dumollard’s macabre
wardrobe possible,

Coming in the Next lsswe: THE YELLOW TAXI, a gripping Dr. Westla'«e mystery
novel by JONATHAN STAGGE-—plus other novels, stories and features!
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BEWARE the Fat Fox

By WILLIAM R. HONEST

RED blur where the sun was prom-
ised glowed over the Beechwood
junction as Max Baylor stepped off the
train. A long-hodied man with pole-thin
legs and a face with bitter lines, he
walched the farmers sweating between
milk trucks and silvery tank cars and
wondered if Kurt Stringer would really
show up.
The long stiffening ride to Vermont

was supposed to be crowned by Kurt's
appearance with the money. Three years
in prizon had sharpencd an old envy but
failed to rid Max of an underlying fear
and distrust of him. He had always
thought of Kurt as a sly, fat fox, alway.s
had resented his superior pose. Max hail
undertaken this journey not merely fto
recover his money but with the obses-
sion of proving to himself that he waa

Baylor Returns from Prison—with Money on His Mindl
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not Kurt’s fool. But his ego demanded
something more than Kurt's life.

A dust-gray Dodge convertible swung
into the junction and a stout figure,
moving with slow, summery discomfort,
got out. Max tensed as he recognized
Kurt’s wide, slightly hunched shoulders.
He saw the shadowy smile on Kurt’s lips,
but did not smile back. The two men
shook hands coldly.

Kurt said, “Get in, Max.”

“Where are you taking me?”

“It’s a little surprise. You'll see.”

Max thought: “You better have my
dough; that’s all the surprise I want.”

Kurt drove the car back onto the high-
way. Max, still tensed, remembered how
he had dreamed of getting his hands on
him when it looked like Kurt had aban-
doned him after the trial. If Kurt had
not unexpectedly visited Max in prison a
short time before release, Max had felt
ready to risk a longer gentence by stool-
ing. It would have been worth it to have
so many cops hunting the fat fox.

Now, as the ear gained speed, Max
had a wild impulse to stop, to get out be-
fore it was too late, It was suddenly and
frighteningly plausible that Kurt in-
tended to cut the one living link connect-
ing him with the robbery that sent Max
to jail. Max glanced at the speedometer.
It registered fifty-five. The road was
empty before them, night lamps still
burning, blending vaguely with the gray-
ish, spreading light. His eyes moved
from the hairy hands on the wheel to
Kurt’s fleshy face where a smile wa-
vered on thick lips.

Kurt said without turning: “You did-
1n’t expect me to be waiting. Isn’t that
the truth?”

MAX stuck a finger under his collar.
His neck was wet. He heard the
hoarse voice continuing: “I’ve done bet-
ter than just sit on your dough.”

“How d’you mean?”

“Look, Max. There it is.”

The car slowed beside a roadside shop
with a faded sign: BEECHWOOD AUTO
REPAIRS. Adjoining was a vast junkyard
filled with astounding piles of wheels,
tires, rain-corroded bodies, fenders and
motors. Kurt grinned and got out, “It's
all yoirs, Max,” he said.

Max looked inside the shop, his panic
banked by curiosity about the welding
ingtruments, gas tanks, anvils, hammers
and the rest,

Kurt came in yawning. “There’s a
house in the back, nothing faney.”

“The dough 7’ Max said.

Kurt knelt at a pile of battered fend-
ers, Max was watching cautiously as his
friend groaned and straightened with a
tool box. “It’s here,” said Kurt opening
the lid. “Small denominations, nothing
to worry about.”

“How much 7" Max asked with rising
excitement.

“Thirty-four thousand. This place
took six grand.”

Max felt the stacks of eurrency with
his fingers. “You took me serious, all
right!”

“When I saw you in prison, didn’t you
say you’'d like some quiet business for
awhile ?”

“Till I got used to the outside.”

“Well, you said you learned auto-re-
pairing in prison, that’s why I picked
this place.”

Max closed the money-crammed tool-
box. “Let’s have a look at that house.”

Kurt followed, breathing wheezily as
they walked up the wooden porch stairs
in front. They were met by a wall of heat
and dust-piled interior, unappealing even
to eyes accustomed {o prison.

“How am I supposed to pay for this
hole?’ questioned Max, “People don’t
pop out of jail and buy property.”

“I'll send you a receipt every month as
if you’re paying it out.”

Max looked at him. “What're your

plang?”

Kurt shrugged. “Oh, guess I'll be
pushing along.”

‘“No rugh,” Max said, and managed to
keep it cool,

“As long as you make me welcome,”
said Kurt wryly, “I'll take that down-
stairs bedroom. 1 don’t like walking
stairs.” :

Max left him to investigate the floor
above. There was another bedroom fac-
ing front. He thought Kurt ought to
have had the place fumigated and
cleaned, then he wondered why Kurt
should have become so kind in the first
place ? He opened the tool box again and
felt full of power as he stared at the
money. He wasn’t going to leave it in
this fire-trap. He looked around and
found some old wrapping paper in the
closet and made a package of the box.
When he came downstairs he found Kurt
haid fallen asleep on his bed. Max, hesi-
tating at the doorway, had an uncasy
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moment—then, frowning, he went out-
side where it ‘was cooler and surveyed
his new premises.

He invested a couple of hours in clear-
ing and cleaning the shop. A station-
wagon stopped and a man dragged in
some oxygen and hydrogen tanks. As
Max signed for them, he asked in a
neighborly way, “Just took over, eh?”
He borrowed a cigarette and told Max
all about Beechwood.

When he left, Max woke up Xurt who
grouchily surrendered his car keys and
fell asleep again. Kurt drove the Dodge
into town. As the man had said, it was a
big center, with several sizable factories,
the quarries and a paper mill. Max
stopped at the bank.

It was housed in a wooden mansion,
but as he’d hoped, there was a basement
vault. He rented a safety box and after
extracting one thousand dollars, left the
tool box, The rural informality of the
})_afmk reminded him forcibly of his past
ife.

He had once been night watchman in
a bank. A medium town like this. Kurt
Stringer had rigged a story for him, It
went something like this: “Your honor
—TI'm just a bank watchman and I did
my best. This gang broke in somehow,
shoved a gun into my ribs and forced me
to disconnect the alarm system. They
left me tied up the way I was found.”

Kurt had assured Max that any jury
would swallow that with one chew if he
played his part properly as an idiot, a
frightened idiot. After the robbery, how-
ever, the jury recommended punishment
in view of the obvious delinquency of
duty. The cops had never been able to
trace either 1the money or the “gang.”
Kurt had promised Max that his share
would be waiting. Yes—thought Max
bhitterly—it waited: 1 went to the work-
house for three years while that fat fox
wasd free!

ATER Max drove back from Beech-
woudd with the ear loaded with sup-
plies. Kurt was just getting up. He came
into the kitchen, hig clothes hanging like
month-old pajamas. . )

“I ordered some gas tanks,” Kurt said
belween yawns.

“They came.”

Max watched the greedy way Kurt
ate. He hoped Kurt wouldn't decide to
take off before he could find some way to
pay off for that workhouse hitch. He

wanted to tell him, “You’re not as smart
as you think. I'm going to hand you a
thousand nights on a prison cot like I
h}?d‘: only I'm going to dish it out in one
shot.”

That night, Max went upstairs, felt
the dead sagging springs of the old bed,
and his dream of a better place to sleep
than a prison cot, faded. The house was
so dilapidated that the faintest breeze
found something loose to rattle. The
heat didn’t help. He got up restively, lit
a cigarette and looked out the window
into darkness. It was sometime after
midnight when he imagined he heard
the front door creaking.

He raced downstairs in time to see the
Dodge moving out into the highway. “So
he’s gone!” Max lit another cigarette
and paced around. He took off his pa-
jamas and dressed. The little porch out
front promised to be cooler, He sat down,
convinced there was no understanding
a mind like Kurt’s. There were a dozen
cigarette butts lying around the legs of
the chair by the time he was aroused by
tires scraping over the rock-strewn
driveway.

Max withdrew into the house. Kurt
stumbled in, failed to notice Max in the
darkness and went into his room. Max
followed and 'pulled the light string.
Kurt’s eyes showed puffy and haggard
in the glare. “What're you up for?” he
drawled peevishly.

“Where've you been?”

Kurt dropped heavily on the bed. “Go
way, lemme sleep.”

“You pulled some job!”

Kurt peeped contemptuously through
half-closed eyes. “You're screwy with
the heat. Go to bed.”

Max felt all wound up inside. He went
out to the Dodge, pulled open the door
and got in. There was nothing to see out
of the ordinary inside. He slid out and
went around to the tail-light. The trunk-
compartment was locked. He went into
the shop for some tools, then set them
down, afraid of awakening Kurt. He
stood by the house door smoking and lis-
tening for Kurt's snoring. Then he
stepped on the cigarette. The ceiling
light was still on and Xurt snored. Max’s
fingers touched lightly down the rum-
pled trouser leg, located the keys in the
pocket. He couldn’t see how to get them
without disturbing Kurt. He tiptoed to
the bathroom and got a razor blade.

Max was angry with himself because
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fear stiffened his fingers as he slit Kurt’s
trousers where the keys were outlined.
He felt the sweat beading his forehead
as he extricated the keys and gently
pulled the light-string. Kurt’s snoring
behind him was reassuring.

He fitted the key into the trunk-lock
back of the Dodge and raised the lid.
There was a small leather valise. The lid
almost slammed down. He lowered it and
rushed into the shop. The valise con-
tained one hundred and twenty thousand
dollars.

Max felt the heat pressing his
temples. To reap a great gain without
involvement—that had been Kurt’s code.
Max was playing no more sap parts: he
would simply disappear with the money.

The idea dazzled for an instant, then
he thought of all the cops being briefed
on Max Baylor—details in full from
prison records. Kurt would throw suspi-
cion his way, that was certain; especial-
ly if the job were traced to Kurt. He had
waited long. Now he was sure that this
was the moment for the kill! In time he
ecould go anywhere with a free con-
science.

He picked up a hammer and turned.

Kart was standing at the doorway, a
listless expression on his fleshy face,
snub-nosed automatic in his palm.

“The valise, Max, if you please.”

Max dropped it, kicked it across the
floor. It landed about two feet from
Kurt, who bowed warily to pick it up.

“Max, is that a hammer in your
hand ?”

Max dropped it. The noise was sharp
in the night silence.

Knrt scowled. “You're a skinny, jeal-
ous punk, Max. You just got out of
trouble, Why can’t you keep your nose
clean?”

“Was it the Beechwood Bank 7 asked
Max, his voice dry and low,

URT'S lips didn’t seem to move, He

looked tired, his eyes straining

alertly. The lips whispered: “A job just
like ours.”

“You mean you bamboozled another
watchman!”

“Im strictly honest with my part-
ners.” Kurt laughed wearily. “Didn’t
1 turn over your dough to the penny ?”
He started toward Max,

“How’d you ever get around this
sucker?’ Max was smiling, but felt
sweat crawling down his back.

Kurt came nearer. “Oh,” he said with
cynical pleasantness, “the watchman
has a very sick daughter. It took time,
of course.”

“With all those quarries and factories
you picked a good bank, all right.” Max
was watching Kurt's eyes, not the auto-
matie.

Kurt stopped. “My car keys, please.”
The valise was in his left hand, the
cther, with the automatic, stretched for
the keys. Max swallowed and held out
the keys. Kurt had to turn open his palm
to receive them. Max, all taut, threw
himself against Kurt’s middle, curled
against him, holding the pistol hand
away. He twisted it violently, heard
Kurt’s groan and the sound of the auto-
matic hitting the board floor. He threw
Kurt down and snatched the weapon.

Kurt just sat. “You stupid fool,” he
said clinging to the valise. “If I had
wanted to shoot you, I could have done
it right away.”

“Why didn’t you?”’

Kurt’s expression was doleful
“You’ve been in stir so long you can’t
trust your own shadow. I didn’t have to
wait all these years with your dough,
either.”

“You're breaking my heart.” Max put
out a hand and motioned for the valise.

Kurt shook his head. “I've been
square with you, Max. I'll split it with

Max thought a second about a work-
house dream in which he outwitted the
fox: the dream of a thousand brooding
nights. He squeezed the trigger. Every
piece of tin and iron in the shop seemed
to scream an echo.,

Max pulled away the valise and
slipped the automatic into it. He bunked
it under the porch steps. He went on
into Kurt’s room and removed every
trace of oeccupancy. He went back to the
shop and stared at the body. In the still-
ness now his mind seemed to race.

He picked up a lantern, a shovel and
a chisel. Under a thin slice of moon the
junkyard was a graveyard of chassis,
fenders, motors and doors. He tripped
over an old tire and cursed. He lit the
lantern with a safety match and began
to clear away a pile of the metal debris.
Then he broke ground with the chisel.
The soil was hard, full of rock. He won-
dered how Vermont farmers ever
planted anything. Nervous energy en-
abled him to shovel deeply.
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He returned for Kurt's body, dragged
it to the fresh hole and dumped it in. He
pot the license plate off Kurt's car and
threw that in, too. Then he shoveled
back the earth, stamped it down and dis-
tributed the extra earth around the
yard. He pushed back a pile of rusting
metal to cover it. The hard job was next.

He figured the time to be about three.
That gave him another two hours be-
fore sun-up. He hoped it could be done
as he thought. He was going to dis-
mantle Kurt’s Dodge, hide its parts with
the hundreds of automobile parts litter-
ing the yard. He had thought first of
burning the body in the car, make it
look like an accident. Then he was struck
by this way to make Kurt and his con-
vertible cease to exist, He felt even Kurt
would have admired the idea. That
watchman would be sure Kurt had
tricked him, He'd wait and wait to hear
from Kurt, and then he'd spill every-
thing. And Max would have all that
dough.

He put the tools into the Dodge and
drove it into the yard. His eyes watched
the east. Piece by piece he stripped down
the car as much as he could. He flung the
parts amongst uncountable masses of
junk. Drenched with sweat he saw the
East finally flood red-and-orange. He
finished up and went into the house.
Sleep came quickly.

HE horn honking out front was in-

gistent. Max unpasted his eyelids.
He got off the bed and sneaked a look
through the window. He saw the rear
end of a car beyond the shop. He
straightened his clothes and went down-
stairs counseling himself to be cool.

“You run this she-bang?’ A tall,
gaunl-faced man slipped out of an old
Buick. He wore cocoa tan pants of moun-
tain cloth, but a regular jacket.

“I'm Max Baylor. What can I do for
you?”

“You could iron these pants, maybe”
The man rapped the dented fender with
a freckled knuckle. “How long would
that take?”

Max felt like discouraging business
but he was afraid to. “Not too long.”

“I'N o wait.”

Dismantling Kurt's car had sapped
Max's stamina. The jobh seemed to
streteh out, Max felt discomfited. Why
badn’t this skinflint asked the price
firal ? Sweat dripped down over his fin-

gers as he hammered. The no'se filled
his ears so he didn’t hear the cars com-
ing.

Several men stepped out and talked to
Max's customer. The gaunt-faced man
came back and looked for something in
his car, He strapped on a holster. Iie
pulled the revolver calmly as he said:

“Max Baylor, you're under arrest.”

The shock and the tiredness of his
hody made Max shiver. “I—I don’t get
it?"”" he said trying to control himself.

“I'm Orville Emerson.” He took out a
i@herliﬁ” ’s badge and pinned it back on his
apel,

Max was thinking feverishly:
“They've got to pin that Beechwood joh
on somebody — they’ve picked out a
stranger in town.”

“I had a look around while you were
sleeping, Mr. Baylor,” said the sheriff.
“You're the only one around. While |
kept you busy, these men have been get-
ting a line on you.”

Max forced a smile as if both knew it
was a bluff.

Emerson went on: “The Beechwood
Bank was robbed during the night. The
job was done with the use of hydrogen
and oxygen forch. We found disearded
tanks on the road outside town. You're
an ex-convict, Mr. Baylor. You did tim=>
for exactly the same sort of job, and
being a former bank watchman yourself,
1 suppose you knew all about alarm sys-
tems. You signed for those same tanks
only yesterday. Is that enough?”

Max put a finger under his collar; it
felt wet.

The sheriff continued: “The watch-
man's wife tells me he’s been very un-
easy and worried the past few days. He
almost didn’t go in to work last night.
Maybe you had him in on this—it looks
like it.”

Max demanded: “You ask that watch-
man then?” But a crackle of laughter
cut him off. .

“We can’t ask him,” snapped th»
sheriff, “because that’'s why you mur-
dered him! Anyway, we were warn d
about you. Mr. Kurt Stringer, & busin,ss
agent of some sort, bought this here
property. He came in and told us ihat
he might be selling it to a guy geiing
out of prison. Thought we ought to koop
an eye on you awhile. Too durn ba-{ we
didn’t eheek on you sooner.”

Max  felt a choking Sensation  Se

(Coneluded on page 65)



N detective fiction of the gas-light
era, the master-sleuth ofien solved
his cases by pure hunches—flashes of in-
spiration that led him straight to the
heart of the mystery. )
The modern hard-boiled school dis-
eounts this sort of thing, insisting that
detective-work, 1o be “realistic,” must
proceed in a more earth-bound way,
must be nine-tenths perspiration.
The latest findings of psychologists,

by EDWARD 6. SULLIVAN

Can intuition solve a crime? Here
are iwo true cases that say—yes!

however, indicate that the old-faghioned
reliance on hunches and intuitiong may
nﬁt have been so far off the beam, after
all.

Since the original discoveries of Dr.
Sigmund Freud revolutionized mental
seience, researchers have learned more
and more about the unconscious work-
ings of the human mind. It appears that
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we all do a lot of observing and thinking
and calculating of which we are totally
unconscious, and which far exceeds our
conscious activities,

In this light, such things as hunches,
intuitions, flashes of inspiration, are re-
moved from the realm of the mysterious
or supernatural, and explained simply
on the basis of our unconscious mind
working over a mass of material and
bringing the result—not the process—
suddenly to consciousness.

Such deep, non-verbal mental activity
is usually more accurate than conscious
thinking, since the unconscious, which
is the store-house of memory, naturally
doesn’t forget things.

Whether or not we are aware of the
psychological explanation, nearly all of
us habitually make use of hunches and
intuitions, perhaps more than we real-
ize.

Hunches Often Are Right

A doctor, for instance, may take one
look at a patient whom he has never
seen before, and diagnose his trouble
accurately, without boing able to explain
how he does it. FFrom his experience of
hundreds of similar cases, he has learned
unconsciously to note subtle little indi-
cations in the patient’s attitude and
manner; his unconsecious mind clicks
like an adding-machine and shoots the
result to the surface.

Most experienced detectives will read-
ily agree with modern psychology’s vin-
dication of the old-fashioned hunch.

Despite  the hard-boiled fictional
school to the contrary, nearly any old-
time policeman can tell you of a num-
ber of cases he has cracked by pure and
apparently baseless intuition, without
any conscious reasoning process at all,

There are two prime examples of this,
in the files of the San Francisco Police
Department,

In 1883, a wealthy old man, Nicholas
Skerrett, disappeared from his home in
San Francisco. His friends received tele-
grams informing them he had sold all
his preperty to a young attorney,
Wright 1eRoy, and was going back East
for good, .

Suspicious circumstances led to an in-
vestigation, and Skerrett's corpse was
fourd in a vacant house which he owned.
He had been strangled to death. His
pockets had been rifled.

LeRoy was arrested as the obvious
suspect. He denied any part in the mur-
der. He said he had heard two ex-con-
victs, acquaintances of his, discussing a
plot to kidnap and rob Skerrett, but
hadn’t taken them seriously,

Police found that the ex-convicts had
vanished from their usual haunts. They
concentrated on the search for them,
and were on the point of releasing Le-
}R.oy, in the absence of evidence against
1im,

Detective Robert Hogan, however,
was convinced of LeRoy’s guilt, and per-
suaded Captain Isaiah Lees to hold him
as long as possible, while he continued
his investigation.

A routine search of LeRoy’s rooms
had disclosed nothing incriminating.

Going over LeRoy’s belongings at the
jail, Hogan noted a large ring of keys,
Methodically, he took them along and
tried them in all the doors of LeRoy’s
rooms and offices, and on his trunks and
other locks, until all were accounted for
except one, a shiny new brass key. Le-
Roy said he didn’t recognize this key—
that it must be for some unimportant
thing which he had forgotten.

This little loose-end stuck in the back
of Hogan's mind. He tried the key in
the doors of other rooms near LeRoy’s
—not knowing exactly what he was
looking for—without any luck.

One night, Hogan was walking down
Market Street with Captain Lecs. The
captain suddenly remembered that he
had to see someone at the Grand Hotel,
and asked Hogan to wait outside for a
few minutes.

Hogan, who disliked inactivity,
stamped impatiently up and down, toy-
ing with LeRoy's key-ring in his pocket.

As he walked back and forth, his eyes
kept coming back to the dark, somehow
sinister-looking doorway of a cheap
lodging house up the street,

e walked past the door several times,
pecered in at the ill-lighted, rickety stair-
way through the dusty glass.

Then, on impulse, he tried the shiny
key in the door. The door openced.

Detectives Search Room

When Captain Lees returned, they en-
tered the rooming house. The sullen pro-
prietor showed them to a room he had
rented some weeks belore to a yvoung
man fitting LeRoy’s description, who
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had paid a month in advance.

The room was LeRoy’s. Under the
mattress, they found Nicholas Sker-
rett’s wallet, wateh, and jewelry. Piled
in the closet were a dozen cans of chlo-
ride of lime, which LeRoy had apparent-
ly planned to use to dispose of Skerrett’s
bedy, if it had not been discovered pre-
maturely.

In a motebook in the room, which
clearly was LeRoy’s murder headquar-
iers, they found the current addresses
of the two ex-convicts they were seek-
ing.

Arrested, the two men said the at-
torney had tried to get them to help him
in the murder, but they had refused.

Wright LeRoy was swiftly convicted
and hanged.

Asked how he had come to try the
key in the door of that particular lodg-
inghouse, out of all the doors in the big
city, Detective Hogan shrugged.

“I don’t know,” he said. “It just
- looked sort of suspicious to me!”

On a spring morning in 1923, Inspec-
tor Fred Bohr of the Hotel Detail
dropped into the Manx Hotel on Powell
Street, on his usual routine round of
the big hotels.

While he was idly scanning the reg-
ister, he happened to glance up and
notice two well-dressed young men who
were standing at the cigar-counter, jok-
ing with the clerk. They fairly oozed
prosperity. Their clothes were new, of
the latest cut; and one of them sported
a big digmond pin in his bright red neck-
tie. After staring at them for a moment,
he ecasually asked the desk-clerk who
they were.

“Why, let’s see—one of them is reg-
istered as Richard Riley, from New
York, and the other is George Conley,
from Denver. Conley’s wife is with
them. They look like nice fellows. What’s
wrong?”

“Oh, nothing. I was just wondering
who they were.”

“They’'re okay,” the clerk assured
him. “Quiet people, plenty of money.
Been here a couple of days. Double suite,
twenty-five dollars a day. That's their
big Packard, standing right aaross the
street there.”’

His routine business completed, Bohr
left the hotel and strolled idly down the
street. He stopped at the corner,
frowned, crossed to the other side and
walked back. As he passed the big

PAYOFF

Packard touring-car, he casually noted
its license number. He stopped at the
nearest telephone booth, called the State
Motor Vehicle Division, and learned
that the Packard was registered to M.
Riley, Hotel St. Francis,

There was nothing suspicious about
this. M. Riley was probably a relative
of Richard Riley, and the New Yorker
had borrowed the car. But Bohr was a
tenacious and methodical man, and since
he had started checking on the two
strangers, he intended to finish the job. .

He walked up the street to the St.
Francis, still more annoyed than any-
thing else, at the bee in his bonnet that
had moved him to take on this extra
and apparently futile chore.

Strangers In Town

But his attention sharpened when he
found that no one named M, Riley was
registered or known at the St. Francis,
nor had been for a year past.

He headed back to the Manx. The
Packard was no longer parked there,
and the clerk said the three guests had
gone out,

Bohr shrugged and started again on
his rounds. Three blocks away, parked
in front of a restaurant, he spotted the
Packard. A newsboy told him the oc-
cupants, two men and a woman, had
gone into the restaurant.

Bohr waited by the car, and when the
trio came back he accosted them, showed
them his badge, and informed them
politely that they were parked overtime.

“We’'ce strangers in town,” Conley ex-
plained. “My wife and I are from Den-
ver, and Dick here is from New York.
Sorry. It won’t happen again. Have a
cigar, officer?”

Bohr declined the cigar. He explained
that it was his duty to give them a ticket,
but that, being strangers, they ecould
avoid a fine if they would come with him
to the Traffic Bureau and pick up a little
booklet of rules. They readily agreed,
and all piled into the Packard, Conley,
the one with the red tie, taking the
wheel,

“Your car?”’ the inspector asked idly.

“No,” Conley told him. “It belongs
to a friend of mine.”

At the Hall of Justice Bohr, who had
been covertly sizing up the trio, led them
to the Bureau of Inspectors.

“Say, this doesn’t look like the Traflic
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Bureau!” Conley protested.

“That’s right, it isn’t,” Bohr assented
pleasantly. “You see, there are a few
questions I want to ask you. For one
thing, how is it that the car you're driv-
ing 1s registered to M. Riley of the Hotel
St. Francis, when they don’t know any-
body by that name there?”

Conley turned suddenly defiant,

“Ask him,” he snarled, jerking his
head at Riley.

“I don't know anything about it,”
Riley declared. “There are a lot of people
named Riley.”

Questions as to their occupations and
their business in San Francisco brought
gimilar unsatisfactory answers. Mrs.
Conley broke down in tears. Riley and
Conley were clearly on the defensive,
and frightened.

Leaving Riley and Mrs. Coniey in
custody of other detectives, Bohr and
two other officers drove George Conley
back to the Manx, where they got his
key from the startled clerk and went
up to the suite with him.

Four suitcases, locked and strapped,
stood in a corner. Bohr asked Conley
to open them.

“I can’t. Riley has the keys.”

Bohr quickly opened one of the cases
with a skeleton key. Unstrapped, it
sprang open, and out tumbled roll upon
roll of —postage stamps!

There were about two thousand dol-
lars worth of stamps, in sheets and rolls,
in the single suitcase.

“Nothing wrong with carrying stamps
around, is there?”’ Conley wanted to
know. “We're planning to start a vend-
ing-machine company.”

As Bohr bent over the second suit-
case, the telephone rang. It was a man

asking for Conley. One of the officers
stalled him, while Bohr ran to another
phone and traced the call. It came from
a public booth nearby. Bohr ran to the
booth and found a frightened young man
still at the phone.

The youth clutched a briefcase, in
which were more stamps.

“I got them from Conley,” he ex-
plained. “I met him in a saloon, and he
asked me to help him sell them.”

Altogether, Bohr and his men col-
lected some $5,000 in brand-new stamps.

Riley and Conley refused to talk. But
postal inspectors quickly identified the
sheets and rolls as loot from the $28,000
robbery of the main post office at Olym-
pia, Washington, two weeks previously.

Two men fitting the descriptions of
Riley and Conley had entered the office
late at night, tied up the watchman,
blasted their way into the vault and
strong-box, and escaped with $28,000 in
stamps. As they fled, they cut the tele-
phone wires leading out of Olympia.

Inspectors traced the movements of
the pair in Washington, found that they
had shipped two trunks from Tacoma
to San Francisco., Bohr located the
trunks and found the rest of the $28,000
loot, together with an assortment of
burglar tools.

Riley and Conley were taken to Olym-
pia for trial. Mrs. Conley, who had had
no part in the robbery, was released.

Convicted, they were sentenced to
thirty-year terms in Leavenworth.

Pressed by his brother officers as to
what had made him suspicious of Riley
and Conley, Inspector Bohr opined:

“T didn’t like the color of that fellow's
necktie, It was-—well—it didn't look just
right.”

BEWARE THE FAT FOX

(Coneluded from page 61)

that's why Kurt seemed so kind, that’s
why he hadn’t pulled the trigger on Max
when he had the chance—because he
had Max measured to take Lhe rap for
this job! Kurt had become even foxier,
ke had killed the watcliman to cover his
trail. He had wanted no more live part-
ners. \

Max began to back away, but some of
the men had strolled around the car and
were standing behind him He broke out
heatedly :

“This is crazy ! Kurt Stringer—" but

‘the words died in his throat. e was

going to demand that if they found
Kurt, he'd expose him, force him to clear
him. But Kurt was under the earth be-
neath the junk. Anything that brought
attention to Kurt's disappearance was
equally fatal,

Max couldn’t stop the shaking of hs
bony legs. [fe sank to his knees and beat
the pround. “The fat fox!" he ecried.
“The fat fox!”



A South African town is turned
into a hotbed of terror when a
corpse walks backward to doom!

THE

SIRAL MEN

a Macabre Crime Novel

1

0N the morning whieh was to wit-
ness the beginning of those sinis-
ter events that pulled the pleasant South
African town of Marathon down into
the nightmare world where the Straw
Men walked, Peter Blake and his fi-
ancée, Ann Dixon, a pretty girl with
dark chestnut hair, were strolling in

ihe deserted main street. “Deserted”
was literally eorrect; for this was Sun-
day, and the next day was one of Mara-
thon’s four public holidays, a fact which
was to have a vital bearing on the mur-
ders. Now only a few ears rested dustily
in the eentre parking clustered outside
the only two buildings where work was
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by ALEXANDER CAMPBELL

being done—the post office and the
police station.

“I've got to run in to see Miriam,”
said Ann. “Coming?”

Peter Blake shook his head. “Not for
me,” he said decidedly. “So far we've
called on five of your female friends,
and I've consumed seven cups of tea.

67

Any more tannin would be disastrous
for my system.” He glanced at hig
watch, “Deoes Maxwell Jehnson drink
tea?’ he asked anxiously.

Ann laughed. “I should imagine beer
would be more in his line. You're going
to see his old mumbo-jumbo this morn-
ing?”’



Grim Spectres of Vengeful Witch Doctors Lead

“Not mumbo-jumbo, darling,” Peter
corrected her gently. “He is a distin-
guished anthropologist. He asked me
especially to come over before the
gang arrived after lunch—us, and your
father, and the Hattinghs. I've to see
the collection; but he’s reserving the
other. thiggummy for the gang—the
Evil House.” They stopped before a
brightly painted door leading to a tiny
flat over a row of shops. “Look here,
while you’re exchanging tea and scan-
dal with Miriam, I'll pop in and see
Quayle.”

Ann nodded. “All right. If you get
locked up, I'll bail you out. 'By.”

She opened the bright door and
tripped up the microscopic staircase
thus revealed. Peter crossed the white
glaring bar of dusty road to where the
post office and police station stood.

Inspector Jeremy Quayle, the top
policeman in Marathon, looked like a
tonsured monk. He was very tall, with
a long, thin, ascetic face and was bald
save for a gray fringe round the ears.

*Hullo, copper!” said Peter heartily
as he entered, then halted in embar-
rassment, until he recognized two of
Quayle’s other vigitors, The third he
did not for the moment notice.

Johnny Hattingh, a fair young man,
with the physical build of a rugby
player, flipped a large hand at Peter.

“What-ho, my son! Have you bheen
robbed, too?”

“Robbed ?” said Peter curiously.

“Stop your nonsense, Johnny,” said
Patricia Hattingh to her step-son
briskly. “Hullo, Peter. Look, Inspector,
we're in a hurry, and if you'll give me
my letters”—it seemed to Peter that
she stumbled over the word—‘and
Simon’s money, we'll be frightfully
grateful.”

UAYLE looked doubtful. “There’ll
have to be a case; and there’s the
question of exhibits—of course, if you
and Mr. Hattingh want the money—"
“Oh, bhother the money!” cried Pa-
tricia. “That’s Simon’s. But the letters
are mine, IHave you read them?” she
demanded fiercely.
The policeman looked aghast. “Of
course not; that is, when I saw that
they were—er—""

“I bet he never got past the first
‘Darling,’” Johnny Hattingh said.
“And, hang it all, you ought to be able
to write love letters to your own hus-
band!”

“What I can’t understand,” said
Quayle irritably, “is why Mr. Hattingh
didn’t come personally.”

It was Patricia’s turn to laugh. “You
mean,” she said, “didn’t he value them
enough to bother? Still, you'd have
thought the money would have brought
him, wouldn’t you?” Her voice was bit-
ter. “Well, it seems it didn’t. He sent
Johnny and me to collect them. So hand
them over.”

Quayle jerked open a drawer and
brought out a fat white envelope and a
small packet of letters. “Here’s the
money, Mrs. Hattingh.” He handed over
the envelope. “And the letters. You'll
give me a receipt?”’

“Write one, Johnny,” said Patricia,
and thrust the envelope into her pocket.
The letters she balanced in her hand for
a moment, “I don't for the life of me
know why I ever wrote them,” she said.

Johnny blotted the receipt. “Okay,
Pat. Let’s go. 'By, Peter. Thanks, In-
spector.”

He hustled her out, and Inspector
Quayle mopped his high brow.

“What the devil—"” Peter began.

“A native got in and swiped some of
Hattingh's cash and the lady’s letters,
written to him before their marriage.
He kept them locked up with the cash.
And that,” said Quayle bitterly, “is
about the only tribute he seems to have
paid her. Locked up! Yes, and so is
she. I rang up the house as soon as I'd
recovered the stuff. It seems he hadn't
even known he’'d been robbed.

“‘Send it back, whatever it is,” says
he, in that aloof voice of his, ‘and T'll
tell you if it’s mine.’

“I tried to explain that it was somv-
thing of his wife's. ‘Oh? said Hattingh,
‘my wife’'s?” And you could feel the
temperature drop. ‘In that case, T'il
send her round. She can collect it her-
gelf. It’s of no value to me?” ”

The third person in the room ro-e.
Peter was aware of his presence for ths
first time. He was gmall, plump and
brown, with brown eyes behind large
spectacles.
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“I may be excused?”’ His voice was
soft and sing-song, in the manner of the
educated Bantu, “If the bush is beaten,
the hare will emerge.”

“Go along, Xosa. That was pretty
smart work.” Quayle turned to Peter.
“Mafuti Xosa,” he said. “He’s a good
native detective. He picked up the scent
of this unreported robbery in the lo-
cation, and was back with the thief and

Inspector Quayle

the swag in a couple of hours. It seems
the thief climbed a pillar to the veran-
dah, and was so proud of his feat that
he couldn’t resist telling all his pals.”

Peter nodded. He was not thinking
of Mafuti Xosa, but of the blue-eyed,
golden-haired Patricia Hattingh and
her husband. He did not like Simon
Hattingh, though he had met the man
only once, and wondered why Patricia,
who wasg years younger, had ever mar-
ried him. It always struck one as a
sordid, queer business when a woman
married a man who had sons as old as
herself. But then it was hinted that
the girl’s poverty had had something
to do with it. Simon was very rich.

“A nice girl,” said Quayle.

Peter grinned. “Better not tell Ann
that. She doesn’t like her.” Then the
thought of Ann reminded him of his
recent ordeal at the hands of the tea-

drinking females. “Quayle,”” he said
earnestly, “do you by any chance pos-
sess some cold beer?”’

From the outside, in the dusty, de-
serted street, they heard the silence
shattered by the roar of Johnny's
sports car’s exhaust. It died away ab-
ruptly. Quayle poured the beer in a
cool silence.

The case of the Straw Men had begun.

& *® *® * *

Peter Blake had not visited Maxwell
Johnson’s low, pleasantly sprawling
white cottage until that Sunday morn-
ing because he had not been long in
Marathon. He was on his annual vaca-
tion from his work as a mining engineer
on the Rand. But he had met Johnson
at the Dixons—Ann’s father, Sir Henry
Dixon, was a retired Commissioner
from British West Africa—where he
was staying, and Johnson had dis-
covered that he was rather interested
in anthropology.

T WAS nearly noon, when Blake ar-

rived, and Johnson appeared on the
white stoep, blinking against the strong
sun, almost before Peter had clicked the
latch of the gate. He came bustling
down the path, fastening the robe of
his dressing gown. Behind the anthro-
pologist came the little Bantu detective,
Mafuti Xosa.

Johnson half turned to him, and it
seemed to Peter that he paused im-
perceptibly. “Thanks, Xosa,” he said.
“Thanks for coming. Good-by.” He
turned to Peter as the little Bantu
bowed, went out through the gate.
“Morning, Blake,” said Johnson. His
voice was deep-toned. “Look here, I'm
glad you're early! We’'ll have time for
a real chin-wag. Though it’s an ungodly
hour for exhibiting horrors. But 1've
promised to take the others to the Evil
House later on, and you might as well
imbibe the atmosphere. Eh? Well, come
along!”

Peter laughed. Johnson, a broad,
burly man, stumped up the path at a
curious shuffling gait. He had on carpet
slippers. He turned, and lifted a sar-
donie eyebrow. .

“Yes, in the sunlight, you can laugh.
Just a few dried heads, sticks and
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stones. But you should have seen them
as I first saw them, in ju ju houses in
the tall grass, with the urees blotting
out the sun, and the air still and thun-
dery—as it will be shortly here, today,
if this heat lasts!”

For no reason that he could name,
Peter shivered a little in the heat, They
went through a high cool hall, and a
comfortable living room, to tall double
doors where Johngon thrust a key into
the lock.

With a wave of his hand he ushered
Peter in.

There were tall windows in one wall,
but green blinds were drawn down over
them. The big room swam in a green
haze. It had the hush, the expectancy
almost, that always seem to cling to the
Egyptian Room -in a museum. But it
contained nothing so civilized as mum-
mies and sarcophagi. There were spears
and arrows and blow-pipes for poisoned
darts in fan-shapes round the walls,
and above them, a sort of frieze of
devil masks ran all round the room.
Glass cases held the centre of the floor,
and Peter almost averted his eyes from
one of them, for it contained human
heads, dried and wrinkled. In another
wasg a sort of grass gown, long enough
to cover a six-foot man, and alongside
it in the case was a spear.

At the far end of the room, facing
the double doors, was a squat black
chair, like a rudely hewn throne,
flanked by grinning wooden faces; and
on either side of the doors, and in each
corner of the room, were poles, carved
and twisted to a hundred grimacing
gargoyles. They were standing before
one of the totem poles when Peter’s
eyes were drawn to the devil mask
frieze round the room.

He noticed abstracted] -
mask was missing,

Johnson laid a big hand lovingly on
the dully gleaming polished wood.

“No other people in Africa can carve
these things like the Mechwana,” he
gaid. “They’re master craftsmen, Peo-
ple call them savages. Pah! They are
different from us; but they have their
own complicated code, and some of it's
quite sensible. Now that drum over
there”’—he pointed to the tom-tom with
its black skin stretched tight—‘‘was
made of human flesh. But whose? Why,
I'll tell you. One of the worst Arab slav-
ers who ever set foot in Africa.” Ile

that one

sounded almost defiant. “Only the guilty
suffered, my friend, from the ven-
geance of the Straw Men.”

“The Straw Men?' Peter repeated,
puzzled.

“The witchdoctors. No Mechwana
might look on their faces and live, so
they wore this”—he strode across and
tapped the glass case that contained
the cloak of woven grass—‘“and also”—
he paused—*“a mask. And in addition to
that, they gave a sign of their coming.
It might be two crossed sticks outside a
hut, or a snake’s sloughed skin, or
cowrie shells tied on a string. When the
sign appeared, everyone got out quick
——2axcept the victim. He stayed.”

“You mean,” said Peter, “he just
sat there and waited for something to
come?"”’

“He just waited,” said Johnson,

“And what happened when they—the
Straw Men—did come?”

“Who knows?”’ said Johnson slowly,
and Peter shuddered.

“Did you manage to get a mask as
well?” he asked hurriedly.

“I got a mask and an execution ax,”
said Johnsgon, and added with a curious
precision, “I can show you the ax.”

E shufiled past the glass case, and
Peter followed. Hanging on the
wall, between two fans of poisoned
darts, was a formidable two-headed ax,
with a long wooden shaft bound with
tough plaited grass.

The anthropologist looked up at it
and said: “I wonder if he'll call and
collect that next time.”

“I beg your pardon?” said Peter, then
realized that the man had not been
addressing him.

Johnson turned. “You think I'm
scared that the Lord High Mumbo
Jumbo will come across Africa one of
theze days and get me for lifting the
gsacred relies,” he said. “You're wrong.
I give you my word that this room doocs
not contain a single item that the Mech-
wana didn’t hand over to me of their
own free will. Sorry to disappoint any
romantic notions you may have been
conceivine, Blake., But there is no dia-
mond-from-the-forehead- of-the- sacred-
idol about this little lot. Your friend,
Sir Henry Dixon, who was Commia-
sioner of Mechwanaland at the time,
wouldn't have stood for it; and I would-
n't have stooped to it. No, that's not
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“The Rgure wore a long.straw cloak and the executioner's ax” (Chap. Vi)

what I'm afraid of.” His brown eyes
gleamed under their shaggy brows. “I
have the Sacred Thrones, freely given.
Or perhaps 1 should say paid for. No
Mechwana would touch me.”

Peter was looking straight at the
empty space on the wall. “Someone stole
one of the masks?”’ he asked.

Johnson nodded. “Yes. That’s why I
was talking to that fellow, Xosa. He's
a detective.”

“Which mask?”’ asked Peter.

Johnson suddenly grinned. “You
know,” he said slowly, “you’re pretty
bright! Yes, it was the mask of the
Straw Man, the mask of the execu-
tioner. That’s why I said I wondered
if they’d come back for the ax. But, of
course, that’s all nonsense. I'm perfectly
safe. At least”—he paused—"1 believe I
am safe. If I live to Tuesday morning.”

71

II

P ETER BLAKE did not tell Ann or
Sir Henry of Johnson’s odd words. But
they still rang in his mind when the
Dixon ear drew up before the cottage
barely two hours later. The anthre-

logist was on the stoep, talking to
nspector Quayle.

The Hattinghs arrived directly be-
hind Peter and the Dixons. Now Pa-
tricia Hattingh came up to the path
flanked by her two tall step-sons. Simon
Hattingh parked the ecar with an eld-
womanish eare and followed his family
up the path. He greeted the others
limply.

“Thanks,” he said to Quayle. “Re-
covering that stuff that was stolen, you
know.” His veice sounded tired and
querulous,
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Johnson's thick eyebrows lifted. “I
ﬁ(};;”Don’t tell me you've been robbed,

“Too?” Hattingh repeated.

“Fellow pinched one of my devil
masks,” said Johnson. “I was rather
hoping Quayle would have news of it,
but he hasn’t, so far. What did you
lose?”

“Nothing of value,”” said Hattingh.
He did not look at his wife. “Some
money; a few knick-knacks. And they
have all been returned.”

“Regular crime wave,” grumbled
Quayle, “and the worst of it is I'll have
to leave Van Niekerk to attend to it.
I've got to go to Pretoria to attend a
brass hats’ chinwag,” he explained.
“Leaving on Tuesday.” :

Johnson glanced at his watch. “How
about a swim?” he suggested. “Before
I show you over my Chamber of Hor-
rors?”

Eric Hattingh, the elder son, tall and
thin with red-rimmed eyes, had wan-
dered restlessly from the stoep into the
house. Now he re-appeared with a book
in his hand. It was “Customs of the
Mechwana,” by Maxwell Johnson.

“Swimming?" he said. “No. I think
not.” He extended the book to Johnson,

“May I read this?”
“Flattered,” chuckled the anthro-
pologist.

Eric sank limply into a chair and
opented the book.

“I think I shall stay here, too,” said
Simon Hattingh. He did not look at
his wife. Father and son were still seat-
ed together, in silence, when the others
returned.

Sir Henry shook the water from his
lean brown torso like a spaniel. “Don’t
bother to change,” said Johnson. “It's
only a atep.”

Johnson led the way around the side
of the house. The corner chimney of the
hig cottage was silhouetted sharply
against the vivid, cloudless sky. It was
very hot and still, and dragon-flies
darted across the flower-beds.

A pnative busy in the corner did not
raise his head. He was naked save for
a loin cloth and two bands of red ma-
terial, one round his right ankle and
one round his right wrist. This was
Chwana, Johnson's servant.

Johnny Hattingh said: “You haven't
explained this ‘Evil Ifouse' of youra
yet, Mr. Johnson.”

The anthropologist smiled. “Sort of
ju ju house, old boy. Of course, the one
you're going to see isn't an original
one. Chwana and 1 built it ourselves.
But it’s a faithful replica; and it’s got
all the original trappings.”

“What did they use it for?” asked
Johnny languidly.

“For executions,” Johnson said brief-
ly, and led the way into the thickness
of a little wood.

In the centre was the Evil House. It
was, at first sight, a disappointing-
looking structure. The roof was flat
thatch, and the clay walls were rough.
There appeared to be no windows, ex-
cept four narrow slits in the wall di-
rectly under the thatching. In the
centre of the wall was a square wooden
door.

‘“Well, Sir Henry?” Johnson was
grinning. “Is it anything like the real
thing ?”

Sir Henry’'s lean brown face was
slightly troubled. “Never saw one,” he
replied. “You know they wouldn't let a
white man near ’em. I don’t know yet
how you managed it.”” He spoke point-
edly.

“Mechwanaland,” said Peter, because
he felt that someone had to say some-
thing, “must be one of the least known
territories in Africa.”

“God-forsaken hole,” said Sir Henry
frankly. “And yet it had its fascination.
Their witchdoctors had a powerful
reputation. They were supposed to be
able to do all sorts of things. Die and
come to life again. Walk right through
stone walls. If some of the things I
saw myself were just conjuring tricks,
they were exceptionally good con-
jurors,”

“Did you,” asked Johnny, “ever have
any trouble?”

“Harrumph!” Sir Henry blew hia
nose. “Trouble? Nothing to speak of.
Look here, if you want to know any-
thing about the Mechwana, ask John-
son here. He's an authority. I was only
the Commissioner. 1 say, Johnson,” he
went on, “what was the name of that
fellow you had with you up there? Fun-
ny names, always makes me think of a
policeman ?”

“Judson Holmes?” said Johnson, and
chuckled.

“What happened to him?”

“Nothing,” said the anthropologist.
“He's &till alive—and kicking, T should
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imagine. In fact—" He stopped. “Well,
come on.”

HEN they stood beside the Evil
House they found it was about ten
feet high. The door was a massive one
of teak, sunk deep in thick clay walls.
Johnson pushed, and the door swung
open with a harsh grating sound. There
was a great bar fixed to its inner side
that could swing down and lock them in.
Inside stout poles supporting the roof
ran down the center, at intervals of
about six feet. At the far end, facing
them, was a sort of throne, a twin to the
one Peter had seen in the house, and
this too was flanked by carved grinning
faces, while in front of the chair, black
stones had been arranged in a rough
semi-circle. Round the walls at regular
intervals there were crude iron brack-
ets, and in each bracket had been
thrust a tall torch ready for lighting.

Johnson cleared his throat, prepara-
tory to lecturing but he was interrupted
as Simon Hattingh made a harsh sound,
like tearing paper,

“Confound you, Johnson!” he snarled,
as fear blazed in his eyes. ‘“Confound

ou!” He turned and clawed at the
eavy door. They heard his feet rap
across the hard earth outside.

“Oh, Lord!”’ muttered Sir Henry, “I
was afraid of this.” And Johnson ex-
claimed : “I didn’t think—he knew what
he was going to see.”

“Don’t you think,” said Patricia Hat-
tingh, ‘“that we ought to be getting
back 7’ She took Johnson’s arm, and
they wound their way in silence through
the wood. But Patricia and Johnson
went ahead, and the others heard her
clear voice floating back to them.

When they reached the cottage, there
was no sign of Simon Hattingh. Erie
was talking nervously to a stranger as
they approached, “Oh, mother!’ he
called. “Johnny! Dad said he had to
hurry back. He's left the car.”

Maxwell Johnson strode up to the
stranger, He was a small, thin man,
with thin black hair and small gimlet
eyes. He was wearing a blue serge suit,
which was badly faded. A cigarette
that clung damply to his lips had a
¢rooked ineh of ash,

“Hullo, Maxwell!” The man’s voiee
was husky, as with too many cigarettes
and too many drinks. *“ Lo, Sir Henry !”
He flipped a hand and grinned.

“Judson Holmes,” said Johnson, and
performed introductions. He did not
seem surprised to see the man.

The others went to change. Present-
ly Ann came out on the stoep, frowning.
“I've mislaid my watch,” she said. “I
took it off, and left it with my other
things, when we went to bathe.”

They searched. Moved by a sudden
thought, Peter put his hand in his blaz-
er pocket.

“It looks,” he murmured to Quayle,
who had been staring at the stranger,
“that your thief has been at work
again.”

Quayle swung around. “Eh? What's
that?”

“My watch has gone, Y00,” said Peter.
“And my cigarette-lighter. Also the
cigarette-case and a handful of silver
1 shoved in here.”

The search was suddenly renewed
with a new objeect. When it was con-
cluded they looked at each other with
blank faces. Si# Henry had lost a pipe
with a gold band round the stem, and
a little silver box for matches. Ann’s
bracelet had gone with her watch.

Maxwell Johnson had lost nothing
but when he put his hand in his pocket
he drew out a curious object which had
not been there before, a string with
four cowrie shells tied to it.

Peter Blake suddenly recalled that
this was a traditional sign of the com-
ing of the Straw Men.

*® * * * &

Though night brought no relief from
the heat, a storm was obviously brew-
ing. Over the dark sea blue lightning
flashed faintly as Ann Dixon and Peter
Blake walked slowly up the road.
Johnny Hattingh had asked them to
call on him after dinner.

The Hattingh home was a double-
story mansion standing in rather dank
and neglected grounds. To the right
there was a large garage for two cars;
broad stone gteps led up to the front
door. Two pillars supported a veran-
dah that ran the width of the house’s
front. The upper story was given over
to the two brothers, Simon and his wife
occupied the lower floor.

The front door was open. As they
came into the hall Patricia Hattingh
emerged from a door on the right.
Simon Hattingh came out from a room
on the other side of the hall,
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“Ready, my dear?”’ he asked; but
his voice was cold.

Patricia nodded. “Yes.”

Hattingh glanced up at a grandfather
clock, ticking heavily on the st-ircase
landing. 5

“Is that the right time?”

Patricia nodded, “Yes. It's right by
my watch, and I've just set that by the
wireless. We’d better hurry. Susan
hates to be kept waiting.”

IMON nodded, and husband and wife

turned to the doorway. When she

saw the two standing there, Patricia’s
perfect lips parted in a smile.

“Hullo!” she said brightly. “I say,
I'm sorry we've got to run out. Simon’s
taking me into town to see Susan Ep-
worth, Johnny dashed out for ciga-
rettes a little while ago, but he said
he'd be back in a brace of shakes. Will
you go upstairs and make yourselves
comfortable? You know the way.”

They went out and Ann and Peter
went up the stairs, Peter noting that
the clock hands stood at 8:20. As they
reached the top of the stairs Eric Hat-
tingh appeared, buttoning himself into
a coat, though the night was sticky. He
started as he saw them but said noth-
ing, and went on down the stairs.

In Johnny’s quarters, all the lights
- were ablaze. Johnny's mark was on the
rooms. Rowing sculls were crossed in
a corner, and in another, golf clubs jos-
tled tennis racquets. There was also
an empty walnut eabinet while above the
mantle-shelf was a photograph of a
Springbok team. The room was like a
breath of fresh air in this stuffy mauso-
leum.

Ann and Peter sat together on a sofa
to wait for their host. Presently they
heard Johnny’s cheerful whistling in
the hall. Like a tactful man, he whistled
rather louder than was necessary, and
even made a pretense of barging into
the clock on the stairs with a great clat-
ter, before he appeared in the doorway,
grinning and dusting his hands.

“Why the blazes can’t we have some
more lights in this house?' he roared.
“Nearly pitched that clock over the
stairs and broke my neck at the same
time, Well, my hearties! How about a
spot of the old and bold?”

Johnny went to a sideboard and jug-
gled with glasses and bottles. At the
same time he jerked a thumb at the

empty cabinet. “Got my old trophies un-
der lock and key now,” he confided. “Not
taking any chances with this sneak thief
who seems to be around.”

He crossed the room, bearing glasses,

“Snuffle it up, souls,” he said. “Get
the taste of the Chamber of Horrors
out of your mouths. For the next lap
of this thrilling serial is now due to com-
mence. I bet there’ll be a pair of bloody
hands, sawed off at the wrists, waiting
for us in the next installment.”

Johnny gave it as his opinion that
the cowrie shells found in John-
son’s pocket had a simple explanation:
they had been put t'ere by Johnson
himself. When Peter revealed that cow-
rie shells (according to Johnson) were
the mark of the coming of the Straw
Men, Johnny nodded energetically.

“That’s what I mean. The old boy was
working up the atmosphere. He wanted
to scare my old man)”

“Wanted to scare your father?” re-
peated Peter.

Johnny nodded. “Of course you dont
know the story.” He settled himself
comfortably. “You see, when Johnson
was up there in Mechwanaland, on a
scientific trip with that fellow Judson
Holmes as his assistant, and your fa-
ther”—he grinned a*t Ann—“was the
Commissioner, my old man rolled up
with a crowd of the lads from Johan-
nesburg. They were on a spree, having
just made a financial killing of some
kind, and of course they ran smack into
trouble. Apparently one of them—and
I have heard my father named as
the culprit—got funny with one of the
Mechwana women and, as luck would
have it, she turned out to be one of the
wives of a head guy in the Society of
Straw Men. The boys got out, with
spears and what not whizzing past
their ears. But my old man wasn’t so
lucky. He was nabbed.

“As to what transpired thereafter, a
veil has been drawn by all parties con-
cerned. But it seems that if Johnson
hadn’t been in the vicinily, measuring
these chaps’ skulls or whatever it is he
does, my old man would have been head-
ed for the cooking pot. But by some
means Johnson had got a powerful grip
on the Mechwana, and he persuaded
them to let my old man go. By that time
he was tied up like a turkey in their
ju ju house—one like the one we were in
today—and that, you see, is why he
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thought it such bad taste on Johnson’s
part to lead him to the double of the
old shack today.”

- Peter said: “It’s a coincidence, isn’t
it, that Sir Henry, Johnson and your

father should land together in this spot,

after all these years?”

Johnny nodded. “Yes, I suppose it’s a
bit rummy,” he admitted, and went on
talking quickly. But Peter was secarcely
listening. What Johnny had just told
them explained many things but it did
not explain everything. He could not
believe that Maxwell Johnson had de-
liberately planted these cowrie shells in
his own pocket, simply to mystify them.
Johnson was not that sort. He won-
dered too what Johnson had meant
about being safe by Tuesday.

Suddenly the telephone rang shrilly.

Johnny answered it. He listened, and
they saw him start. Over his shoulder
he said to Ann, in a surprised voice:
“It’s your father.” They saw his finger
tighten over the ’phone, “Okay, Sir
Henry,” he said. “We'll be right over.
Eh? Yes, she’s here, with Peter, What?
Yes, of course. But it may not be easy.
She hag a will of her own!”

He banged down the instrument, and
turned to face them. Excitement burned
in his blue eyes.

“Your father’s over at Johnson’s,”
he told Ann. “Something’s up. He wants
Peter and me over there right away.
Johnsaon has vanished.

“Vanished 7’ echoed Peter.

“Yes. The native servant—Chwana
—saw him leave, He says he went out
of the house, walking backwards!”

1

AS they reached Johony's car the
rain began. It came suddenly and in a
golid sheet. Lighining flashed.

A few minutes later they found John-
son’s cottage alive with lights. A short
figure darted out from the shelter of the
stoep and came blundering through the
rain toward them. They looked into the
troubled eyes of Sir Henry Dixon.

“Into the house,” he said Dbriefly.

They followed him inside. The place
was stuffy with the smell of burning
incense. Sir Henry glanced briefly at
Ann.

“Told them not te bring you,” he said.
“Never mind, you're here now.” To the
men he said flatly: “Johnson’s not in

As Ann opened the door, Erig Hattingh #ibed beck and
foll with a dull $hud 1o the merble Roor (Chap. WH)
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the house. I've searched it. I've phoned
for the police. Look here.”

They had been standing in the hall.
Now he flung open the door of the liv-
ing room. Someone had ransacked it.
Even the chair-covers had been ripped
up. Books out of the bookcase strewed
the floor.

Peter marched through to the col-
lection room. The door was unlocked.
He went in, and his eyes went straight
to the wall. He breathed a sigh of relief
as he saw that the executioner’s ax was
still hanging there, where he had last
seen it. Then he cried out. The glass
case which had contained the grass robe
was smashed open and empty! And he
remembered grimly that in addition to
the vestment thing, there had been 2
spear there, He noticed, too, that there
was no longer a blank oval on the wall
between the devil masks; the frieze
was complete.

The others were crowded in the door-
way, watching him. “Look here,” said
Peter. “Where’'s Johnson's servant,
Chwana?” :

“In the kitchen,” said Sir Henry.
“He’s unconscious. I got the tail end of
the story out of him before he passed
out.”

“Attacked 7

“No. Drugged. He’d been smoking
dagga - you know, that hemp stuff.
Xosa's attending him.”

“What's he doing here?” Peter asked.

Sir Henry shrugged. *“He arrived
shortly after I did. T've 'phoned for
Quayle. . . . Ah, there’s the Ingpector
now."”

It was. A car door slammed, and
Quayle appeared through the curtain
of rain, shaking the water from his hat.
“What's up?’ he said.

Sir Henry told him briefly what he
had told the others.

Quayle was frowning. “What did you
get out of the native servant?”

“He'd been smoking dagga,” said Sir
Henry gloomily. *You know what that
means. I asked him where his master
wag. He looked up at me, rolling his
cyes, and there was froth on his mouth.
e said the ‘white chief’” was dead. He
knew Johnson was dead because he’d
seen him walking hackwards out of the
house.”

“Backwards!” said Quayle

“Backwards,” said Sir Henzy grimly.
“T questioned him further, bhut [ dido't

get much more out of him. He was pass-
ing out rapidly. But he did say he could
tell by Johnson's face, when he saw him
walking, that he was already dead. He
went out of the door and irfto the gar-
den and vanished into the darkness. It
wasn't raining then. But there was a
flicker of lightning, and Chwana saw
Johnson’s face. The mouth was hanging
open.”

There was a long silence. “What did
Chwana do next?”’ asked Johnny.

Sir Henry shrugged. “He says he
knew Johnson was dead ‘in another
place,” whatever that means. So appar-
ently he started burning that incense
stuff as a sort of lament.”

“Which way was Johnson supposed
to be going, when he walked back-
wards ?” asked Quayle.

Sir Henry fiddled with an unlighted
pipe. “Ah! That’s just it. Chwana says
Johnson—or his corpse—was walking
toward the Evil House.”

Quayle produced a torch from his
pocket. “Then that,” he said grimly,
“is where we're going.”

They went out and followed the path
into the wood, The trees closed round
them. It had stopped raining as sud-
denly as it had begun. In the ray of
Quayle’s flashlight the dripping leaves
glistened oilily.

The little Bantu detective, Mafuti
Xosa, appeared from nowhere, his
white hat sopping wet, and padded
along softly at their rear.

“Who's there?’ Quayle called sud-
denly.

A figure was blundering along toward
them. It was Simon Hattingh. There was
a patch of mud on his trousers, and a
branch had caught and ripped the sleeve
of hig coat. The veins in higs red face
were congested and his bulging eyes
stared wildly at them. He clawed at the
policeman’s coat and his voice was a
harsh rasp. “Where is she?” he de-
manded,

They stared at him,

“Where is she?’ shouted Hattingh,
and shook the policeman’s arm. “Blast
him! What has he done with my wife?”

UAYLE gently disengaged IHat-
tingh's hand from his arm. “Your
wife, Sir? Is she here? We haven't secn
her. We're looking far Mr., Johnson
He's disappeared.”
Hattingh fairly <comavoadl “You mean
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he’s packed up and gone away ?”’

*“No, sir,” said Quayle. “His servant
tells a queer story about his having
gone to the ju ju house.”

“So!” Hattingh looked relieved. Then
he laughed malignantly. “The ju ju
house! The love nest, you mean! Gome
on! I'll go with you.” Hattingh, laugh-
ing softly to himself, hurried ahead,
and when they came abruptly out of the
whispering trees, he pointed. *There
you are! You'll find them there!”

The Evil House was a black shad-
ow; but it was not soclidly black.
Through the slit windows under the
black thatching, fitful light gleamed.
Someone had lit the torches,

“Stand where you are!” said Quayle
sharply.

He cast his electric torch in a wide
arc on the ground. The clearing was now
a smooth expanse of liquid mud. Quayle
examined it closely and seemed to find
it interesting.

But Hattingh was impatient. He
made a fretful move forward. “John-
son, you swine!” he shrieked. “We've
got you. You and that woman!” He
calthvad her an unprintable word. “Come
out!”

There was no sound. Johnny Hattingh
yelled. “Johnson! Are vou there?” There
was still no sound,

“All right,” said Quayle. “Come on.”

They went gingerly across the stretch
of mud. They were only a few feet {rom
the ju ju house when from inside there
came a scraping, crawling sound. Then
tgel(‘ie was the scrape of wood and a dull
thud.

Peter remembered. *“The bar!” he
said, “Someone’s putting down the bar.”

With an oath, Quayle hurled himself
against the door. It was unyielding.
Then Johnny IHattingh tapped Peter on
the arm.

“Hoist,” he said, and pointed to the
window slits under the thatch. Peter
bent down and took the strain of John-
ny's weight. Johnny clawed his way
up the yellew wall until he could grip
the edge of the narrow window. With an
athlete’s ease he drew himself up until
he could look in.

“Johnson’s in there,” he said. “Lying
on the floor. 1 can see him plainly in
the light of the torches. There’s blood
coming from under him. But I'll stake
my dying oath there’s no one else in
there!”

No one moved as Johnny climbed
down. Quayle frowned. “And you say
there was no one else in there except
Johnson?” His voice was tinged with
ineredulity.

“No one,” said Johnny. “I could see
the whole of the inside.”” He started.
“Wait a minute! Someone might have
been hiding behind that chair.”

They remembered the heavy black
chair, with the animal feet. Quayle
snapped his fingers. In an instant Fafu-
ti Xosa was by his side. The inspector
said something to him in a low tone.
Xosa nodded, and went padding out of
sight, round the corner of the ju ju
house. He had produced another flash-
light, though the moonlight was strong,
and was flashing it on the ground in
front of him.

“Look!” Quayle spoke strongly.
“There’s no way in—so far as we know
—except by this door. We've got to break
it in but we’ll never do it without help.”

Sir Henry coughed. “I—"

“No.” Johnny looked back the way
they had come, at the dark wall of the
trees at the edge of the clearing. He
seemed to be caléulating. “I'll go, I'm
armed, you see.” Surprisingly, he pulled
a gun from his pocket. “There might
be someone in that wood.”

“Right.” Quayle jerked his head in
the direction of the house. “Ring up
‘the station. Van Niekerk is on duty.
Ask him to come out here and bring
two native constables with him, and
some sort of battering ram. And the
doctor,” he added.

Johnny nodded. “Can 1 berrow your
torch ?”

The policeman gave it to him. John-
ny looked at them thoughtfully, balanc-
ing the electric torch in one hand and
the gun in the other. He nodded slight-
ly. “Well, bung-ho.”

It was the oddest remark they had
heard that night.

OHNNY went across the clearing,

his shoes squelching in the mud.
He followed their tracks, which ran in
a strageling line 1o the trees. They
watched Johnny disappear and in the
minutes that followed they strained
their ears instinctively for some cry
out of the wood. But none came.

“Excuse me,” said Quayle politely.
“Er, keep watching the door, will you?”’
He went swiftly along the wall of the
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squat house and disappeared round the
corner, in the direction that Xosa had
taken.

Peter felt that he had to talk. “Look
here, sir!” he said, addressing Sir Hen-
ry. “If there is someone in there, he's
keeping very quiet.”

Sir Henry considered. “Might try to
rush us as we go in? Probably armed.
When the police come, Ann, you'd bet-
ter clear out.”

The girl said nothing,

“They’ve been carrying on for a long
time.” Simon Hattingh's voice broke
in upon them harshly. “I’ve never been
able to get proof. But I did, tonight.”

Unobserved, the clouds had thickened
in the sky and now they flowed across
the moon. They were plunged into
abrupt darkness. It should have gone
cold, but it seemed suddenly warmer,
Once again Peter imagined he could de-
tect that musty smell coming under the
door.

They started violently at a shufiling
sound.

“Only me,” said Quayle. “I wish
Van Niekerk would hur—Ah! Some-
one’s coming.”

There were lights in the trees, and
voices. Five men came out of the woods
in single file, with Johnny in the lead.
Two of them were carrying a long
heavy pole, and the third swung a bag.

Quayle put his hands round his mouth
and called: “Keep in the tracks! Fol-
low the tracks, men.”

Obediently the newcomers came across
the mud, adding to the line of foot-
prints. Quayle gave his directions to the
two men with the pole. “All together,”
he said. : .

The door cracked under the third
blow. “Again!” cried Quayle, heaving
with the rest, including Peter. The door
gave way with a rumbling tearing
noise, the ram nosing its way through
a footwide gap. “Steady!” Quayle fum-
bled in the gap. He was levering the
bar up out of its niche. “Now!”

The door swung open slowly. Quayle
had borrowed Johnny’s gun and now
he held it ready. They peered into the
Evil House. At the back of the hut,
facing them, the torches winked on the
crude carved throne and the semi-cir-
cle of black stones. But nothing moved.

Johnson lay at the foot of the pole
nearest the door. He was lying on his
face, and his arms were stretched out

in front of him, embracing the pole.
The man with the bag dropped on one
knee beside the anthropologist, and lev-
ered him over onto his back. They
caught a glimpse of the front of a white
linen jacket, now stained with blood.

2This man is still alive,” said the do¢-
tor, and raised Johnson's head.

Johnson stared at them over the doc-
tor’s shoulder, his neck resting against
the pole. His hands trailed in the dust
of the earthen floor and suddenly the
fingers scrabbled horribly. Johnson's
mouth worked and then his head
dropped and rolled limply.

“Dead?” said Quayle.

The doctor nodded, and laid him gen-
tly back.

The four policemen now fanned out
into a line and then, with the two native
constables hupgging the walls, and
Quayle and Van Niekerk in the center,
they walked slowly through the hut.
Quayle lifted a foot and sent the high,
carved chair askew with a hard kick.
His gun was lifted, but nothing stirred.
Bellllind the chair was only the blank
wall.

Quayle’s face was grim. He looked
up at the roof, and at his direction one
of the natives went up the pole like a
uniformed ape. He reached the thatch-
ing, poked, grunted, and slid to earth.

“What the devil,” the doctor asked,
“are you looking for?”

“The murderer,” said Quayle.

The doctor stared. “He must have
got out some other way.”

Quayle pounced. “Then it couldn't be
suicide?”

“What did he do it with?”’ asked the
doctor.

The inspector looked at Johnson's
bloody coat. “I see what you mean,” he
muttered. “There doesn’t seem to be
any weapon.” He accented the “scem.”
“But look here, doctor—what if he had
a small knife?”

The doctor laughed. “What you
should be looking for,” he replied, “is
a sword or a spear. No ‘small knife’
did that.”

HILE the others waited ouiside,

peering in, with bemused minds,
Quayle and Van Niekerk searched the
ju ju house, but with no resuit. The two
natives went for a stretcher and when
they returned the doctor superintended
the hody’s removal. The others fol~
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lowed. Once again Quayle warned them
to keep in the same line of tracks. While
the other policemen went back through
the wood to the house, he and Xosa
stayed behind. Peter looked back and
saw them prowling in the mud, flashing
.their torches,

The big white cottage still had all the
lights blazing.

A thin figure, smoking a cigar, leaned
out toward them. It was Judson Holmes.

“Where the devil’s Johnson?’ he be-
gan in a high, irritable voice. The smoke
caught his throat, and he coughed.
“What's going on? That native's
propped up in the kitchen, dead to the
world, after a dagga jag.”

Then he saw the figure on the stretch-
er, and his face was a mask of fury.
“Who—" he said, and choked. “Mur-
dered. I'll tear—” He saw Simon Hat-
tingh, and his screwed-up eyes fired on
Hattingh’s face. “You hated him.” His
voice was flat and quiet. “He was a bet-
ter man than you, and you knew it. So
you went on hating him quietly, inside,
all the'se years. But I’ll see that you hang
for it!”

Simon Hattingh swayed. “Go away,”
he said, and put up a weary hand. “1t's
insane. The whole thing ig insane.”
There was fear in his eyes. “I eame here
leoking for my wife,” he went on. “I
—1I understood I should find her here.
But she doesn’t seem to be. There must
be some mistake.”

Van Niekerk caught him by the arm
as he swayed again. “Into the house,
gir. I think you need a spot of brandy.
In fact, I think we all do. You!” He
turned sharply on Holmes. “Inspector
Quayle will want to see you.”

“You don’t say!” said Judson Holmes,
and led the way into the smashed-up
living room. Van Niekerk stared at the
ripped furniture and the tumbled books.
So did Holmes, “Someone been having
a treasure hunt?”’ asked Holmes, but no
one answered him.

Quayle came in, with Xosa at his
heels. He started when he saw Holmes,
then turned to Van Niekerk.

“The — gentleman — was here when
we got back,” said the sergeant.

“Ahl!” said Quayle. He drew Van
Niekerk aside, and muttered something
to him. The sergeant nodded, though he
looked doubtful.

The doctor came in. “I've rung for
the ambulanee,” he said to Quayle. “I'll

submit a report tomorrow. I'll work all
night on it, probably,” he added lugu-
briously.

Quayle took a turn up and down the
room, in silence. Van Niekerk and the
two native constables had gone out.
They heard the ambulance wail up, and
the doctor’s voice giving instructions,
Xosa sat in a corner, unobtrusively. At
a glance from Quayle, he produced a
notebook.

“I'm sorry,” said Quayle, “I know
it's late.” The clock on the wall said
half-past eleven. “But I'll have to ask a
few questions.”

He seemed to find difficulty in phras-
ing what was in his mind, and spoke
slowly.

“Most of you saw the things I saw
tonight. You must realize that they
add up to an impossibility. Mr. Johnson
was in that hut, and he was dying. Some-
one inside bolted the door. Perhaps Mr,
Johnson did it himself, and then killed
himself; only we found no trace of the
weapon, and the doctor says it was
something big, like a sword, or a spear.

“If anyone else was in that hut, how
did he get out? There’s no other exit
but the door, and from the moment it
was barred we never left it.

“But here’s the clinching thing! It
began teo rain tonight at about half-past
nine, and came down in torrents, until
a little after ten. That clearing where
the hut is was turned to liquid mud. I
searched that ground and there's not a
footprint on it but the ones we made our-
selves. 1f the murderer did get out of
the hut, while we were standiny there—
how did he get across the mud without
leaving any marks?”

v
UAYLE paced the carpet. “Mr,
Johnson had been threatened.”

“Threatened?” Sir Henry looked up.

Quayle nodded. “Yes. But he would-
n’t say much. This: morning when I
called on him, it was by invitation. He
said he wanted to eonsult me as a
friend, not as a policeman, o¢n a hypo-
thetical case. He said, ‘Suppose a per-
son—call him A—knew something about
another person, ealled B. Suppose A told
B that he would use his knowledge, but
that he would give B time to escape the
etg;:iseg\{ences. What would B be likely

o?”
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“What did you say?’ Sir Henry
seemed thoroughly interested.

“I told him I thought it likely that B
would try to get hold of the evidence,
or whatever it was, against him, before
the time expired. To which he said: ‘Ah,
but suppose that evidence is where B
can’t possibly lay hands on it? And sup-
pose that evidence is bound to come to
light when the time-limit has expired,
even if B should try to find a way out
of his difficulties by liquidating A?
Would A be safe then? And would B
take the grace allowed him, and get
out’?”’

Something was whirring in Peter
Blake’s mind, like a clock about to
strike. He said excitedly: “Tuesday!”

Quayle looked at him, “Tuesday?”

Peter gave them the gist of John-
son’s odd conversation that morning.
“And he finished up,” said Peter, “by
muttering something about if he was
still alive on Tuesday, he would be all
right. So don't you see that Tuesday is
the time-limit? That's when the evi-
dence is bound to come out, if Johnson
is right about it having been put in a
place where B couldn’t get at it. I sup-
pose he told B it was well hidden, but
B—the murderer, of course—didn’t be-
lieve him. He came up here to search”—
he indicated the dishevelled room-—*‘and
perhaps Johnson caught him at it. Or
perhaps he found the evidence, and then
killed Johnson anyway; for even if he
had the evidence, Johnson could still
talk.”

Quayle was rubbing his chin, “It
fits. But the doctor said Johnson was
killed by a spear. That native—" He
spoke rapidly to Xosa, who folded up
his notebook and went ouf. Quayle
turned to Sir Henry. “If you wouldn't
mind, Sir Henry, telling me now just
the facts as you know them? 1 mean,
what you found when you got here, and
80 on?”’

Sir Henry frowned. “I'm afraid I
can’'t be much help. Tonight, after Ann
and Peter had gone round to see John-
ny, Johnson rang up and asked me if
I enuld come round to see him. [ said
Right-o, and went over. I walked, be-
cause I felt like a hit of fresh air, and
got here at about nine. I walked in. The
firat thing that hit me was that smell
of incense—you remember?”’

fle glanced alt Ann and Peter and
dohnny for comfirmation, {hen contin-

ued. “I bawled out, but no one answered.
Then I pushed on in here. The place
was. as you see it now, Of course, I
realized at once that something was
wrong. I barged on into Johnson’s col-
lection. At the far end, kneeling down
and moaning before that carved chair
arrangement, was the native servant,
Chwana. He’d lit that incense stuff
in a brass bowl and the room was full
of it. I could see he was full of dagga,
so I yanked him into the kitchen and
threw a pail of water over him. But all
I got out of him was that muck about
Johnson walking out of the house back-
wards with his mouth hanging open.”

UDSON HOLMES made a sudden
strangled noise. Beads of perspira-
tion stood out on his narrow forehead.

“Say that again!” he demanded thick-
ly. “Johnson was what?”

Sir Henry laughed harshly. “I've
said, over and over again, that the
thing’s crazy but Quayle here makes
me go on repeating it.”’

“Crazy! I wish it were!” Holmes was
shuddering.

“Stop!” Quayle roared the word.
“This is a murder investigation, and
it's my job to name the flesh and blood
murderer, and land him on a tangible
gallows. After that, he can deal
in the things of the other world, if
he likes. But I will not—you understand
—have this case intruded upon by Ham-
let’s father’s ghost, Pah, even if the dead
man seems to have spent his last day
on earth throwing out hints that no one
could understand!”

Holmes had recovered his compo-
aure. “Sorry, Inspector,” he apologized.
“But when Sir Henry came out with it,
in that matter-of-fact tone—You see, I
know just what it means.”

“You do?' Quayle’s eyes sparkled.
“Perhaps we can explain that conun-
drum away.”

But Holmes shook his head. “No, In-
spector, I said 1 know what it means,
but I can’t explain it, I think,”” he went
on, “that you'd better hear what John-
son’s servant, Chwana, has to say. Then,
if he says what I think he'll say, I might
amplify it for you, But if I told you
what was in my mind, before you've
heard him, you might book me for the
looney bin."”

Mafuli Xosa had unchtrusively en-
tered the room. He shook hig head sadly
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at Quayle. “This fool is still drugged. We
must wait.”

Quayle exclaimed angrily.

He stopped as Simon Hattingh
cleared his throat. “Inspector Quayle,”
Hattingh said. “You are going round
in circles. You say you are investigat-
ing the death of Mr. Johnson. But your
principal witness cannot be questioned.
We all saw”’~—he shuddered, and it was
not acting—‘‘what happened in that—
that house. I hope you will catch the
murderer though Johnson was mno
friend of mine. But I put it to you that
meanwhile another task awaits your
consideration, What has happened to
my wife?”’

Quayle glanced at the clock, which
showed fifteen minutes after midnight.
“Your wife?’ He smiled. “I should
imagine she’s now in bed.”

“I doubt it,” said Hattingh grimly.
“However, if 1 might ring the house?
Eric will be there, at any rate, and he
may have some news.”

There was an instrument on a little
table beside the window. At Quayle’s
nod, Hattingh went to it. He dialed the
number and they heard the faint tring-
tring of the bell at the other end. The
ringing stopped.

“Eric?’ Hattingh cleared his throat.
“Eric. Something has—happened. Is
your—is Patricia there?”

They could hear Eric’s high nervous
voice over the wire. Patricia Hattingh
had not returned home.

“Ask him to come over here,”
prompted Quayle.

Hattingh nodded. “Eric,” he said
quickly. “T can’t explain over the phone.
i’m speaking from Johnson’s cottage.
Vould vou come over here right away 7"
He listened ; then turned his head. “He
has no car.”

Johnny half rose. “I'll get him.”

“No.” Quayle waved him back, “I'll
have a car sent. Tell him to wait.”
Then, when Hattingh had conveyed the
instruction and the telephone was laid
down, the policeman had set his long
jaw. “You've told me, Mr. Hattingh,”
he said, “and quite rightly, that if your
wife i3 missing, it’'s my duty to de
something about it. But you haven’t
given me anything 1o go on, have you?
Would vou mind telling me just what
you were doing when we arrived, and
why yvou expected to find your wife
here?”

Hattingh sat down and passed a hand
through his hair. They could see the
torn sleeve where he had ripped it on
the branch, and there was mud on his
trousers.

“My wife and Johnson were having
an affair,” he said simply. “I had sus-
pected it for some time but I could
never get proof, Tonight, though—"

“Yes,” said Quayle, “that’s what we
want to know ahout.”

“She asked me to drive her into fown
to see Miss Epworth, a friend of hers.
I was to pick her up again in an hour.
I pretended that I had some business
to attend to in town myself, and that
the arrangement would suit me very
well. I say ‘pretended,” because I sus-
pected that she had no intention of
calling on Miss Epworth. I believed she
meant to spend that hour here, with
Johnson.

“We left the house together at fifteen
or twenty minutes past eight, Miss
Dixon and Mr. Blake will confirm
that.” He nodded slightly in their di-
rection. “The drive into town took only
a few minutes. 1 dropped my wife at
Miss Epworth’s flat, and went on. But
I returned in a few minutes. My wife
was not there, though she was expeeted.
I waited. Miss Epworth can confirm
that. In a little while I made an excuse,
to leave, and I came straight out here.

“This morning,” said Hattingh, and
a musecle trembled at the corner of his
mouth, “Johnson had—taunted me, and
it had given me an idea. I believed that
hut was their place of assignation. So
instead of coming straight to the cot-
tage, I stopped my car some distance
away and cut through the wood.”

Quayle’s brown eyes were alight.
“You went to the ju ju house?”

Simon Hattingh nodded heavily. “My
suspicions were confirmed. There were
lights in the place. It was as you your-
self saw it, later.”

“You went in?”

Hattingh shook his head. “No. 1 had
found out what I wanted to find out.
There they were—or at least, so 1
thought. And I—1 had an idea.”

“We met you tramping through the
wood,” Quayle reminded him. “Where
were you going?”

“1 wag coming here, lo the cottage,”
anid Hatlingh. A tinge of malevolence
wag c¢reeping into his voice, “Ag 1 say,
I had an idea. Some men,” pursued Hat-
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tingh, in a sort of ghastly judicial tone,
“might have plunged into that hut,
shouting threats and resorted to blows
with their fists. Or they might have
turned away, to seek a weapon—a gun
or a knife.”

“Ah!’ Quayle drew a long breath.
“You came to the cottage to get a—a
weapon ?”’

HEN Hattingh answered, his

voice was contemptuous. ‘“No,
gir, I said, that was what some men
might have done. It is not my way, and
these are not the weapons I choose to
fght with, I had remembered that
Johnson possessed a rather fine camera
which, he boasted, could take perfect
pictures even by the glow of a fire, I
knew where the camera was kept. It
was my intention to take it back with
me to the hut and secure pictures of
the—the lovers—without their knowl-
edge."

Quayle blinked at him. “What for?”
~ “Don’t you understand?’ Hattingh
was still contemptuous. “That would
have been my revenge. No brawling;
nothing—ungentlemanly, But—perfect
evidence for a divorce. I should have
divorced her. Johnson wasn’t a rich
man, you know; not nearly as rich as
I am, He couldn’t have kept Patricia in
the style I do. And luxury was the
hbreath of life to my wife. It would have
been the worst punishment I could in-
flict, to deprive her of it.”

Quayle drew a long breath. “So that
was your idea of the gentlemanly thing!
You didn’t take any pictures by any
chance?”

Hattingh shook his head. “I know
what you are thinking, Inspector. If my
wife was in there with Johnson, then
perhaps she— No, it’s impossible. You
raw the wound. No woman could have
inflicted it.”

Quayle said: “No. That's not what 1
was thinking. When you spoke about
your wife just now, you used the past
tense. You said she was fond of luxu-
riea. Why?”

Hattingh laughed, an ugly sound. “So
I am the suspeect now. No, Inspector.
I have told you what form my revenge
ig liable to take. I said ‘wag’ for a very
wood reason, however. 1 am positive
that she came here. Johnson is dead,
and my wife has disappeared. I very
much fear,” said Hattingh carefully,

“that Patricia’s—generous nature-—has
involved her in the loss of more than
wealth. That’s why I ask you to set
about and look for her without delay.”
He looked up at Quayle. “It may sound
queer to you, but I loved that—that
woman!”

They shifted and turned uncom-
fortably. Quayle rubbed his high pale
brow. He turned to the others.

“I’'d like brief statements from the
rest of you, if you please. Johnny, what
can you tell us?”

Johnny had been watching his father.
With an effort, he jerked on a smile.

“Not much, Inspector, I'm afraid.
But this much I'm sure of.” He stabbed
a finger at Simon Hattingh. “If she did
have any affairs, it wasn’t with John-
son, Good grief! The man was old-
middle-aged, anyway—and she’d m:
one mistake in that direction. Lne
wasn’t likely to make another.”

“She married me for my money!”
said Simon Hattingh viciously.

Johnny’s voice cracked like a whip.
“You mean you bought her with your
money! You chased her around until
she gave in, because her mother nagged
her day and night to make a marvel-
ous match.” He laughed. “But Simon
Hattingh always got what he had set
his mind on. It got you into trouble
once before and it's going to get you
into some more!”

Simon Hattingh rose, trembling.
“Johnny, I've stood enough from you,
You can get out tomorrow.”

“Sit down!” Quayle barked the
words, “And you, Johnny-—shut up! .
You can settle your personal differ
ences later. Right now we're inves
gating a murder and trying to find out
what’s happened to Mrs. Hattingh.”

Simon Hattingh sat down. Johnny,
whose fists had been clenched, relaxed.

“Sorry, Inspector. You were asking
me if I could tell anything ...’ He
passed a hand through his fair hair.
“Well, I left the house at about eight
o'clock. Ann and Peter were coming
over to see me, 80 I buzzed into town
for cigarettes. I got back at about half-
past eight. Ann and Peter were therc.
Then Sir Henry rang up. You know
the rest.”

There was a knock on the front door.
The clock pointed to quarter to ome.
Quayle said: “That’ll be Eric.”

He went out into the hall, and pres-
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ently Eric Hattingh came into the
room, followed by Quayle. Eric was
wearing the dark raincoat which he
had donned earlier in the evening, and
under his arm he was carrying John-
son’s book,

“Now, sir!” said Quayle, “you’ll have
grasped that something has happened—
something serious.”

“Mr. Johnson has been killed?”’

The inspector snapped his eyes. “Did
Van Niekerk tell you?”

“Van Nie— Oh, the policeman you
sent for me?”’ Erie smiled. “No. He
was officially dumb. But it wasn’t hard
to guess. As a matter of fact, I had been
expecting something of the sort.

He tapped the book he was carrying
under his arm. “I spent the afternoon
reading this, and found it very inter-
esting. Of course, Mr. Johnson himself
must have known what was going to
happen ever since this morning, so
there was no need for me to warn him,
But I did think he would have taken
some precautions.” He shrugged. “I
hope it wasn't tco painful a death?” he
concluded.

Eric Hattingh looked quizzically at
the inspector, and Peter Blake suddenly
got the impression that he was thor-
oughly enjoyving himself,

“I gather from your expressions that
it was a puzzling one, anayway,” Eric
continued, and suddenly thrust the book
he was carrying into Quayle’s hands.
“Whatever it is that’s worrying you
—a blow struck by an unseen hand, or
dead men walking, or a murderer es-
caping from a locked house with
watchers at the exits—you'll find all
the answers here in the book that
Johnson wrote himself.”

v

lNSPECTOR QUAYLE threw the
book down on the table with consid-
erable violence,

“No!” he shouted. “I don’t want your
fancy explanations yet. We're going to
have this walking backward story and
this passing threugh walls business
cleared yp right now.” IHe turned to
Xasa, “Bring that fellow Chwana in,”
he ordered.

Xosa went, softly from the room, and
rcturned  almost  immediately with
Johnson's native servant. The Mech-
wana boy Lilted and rolled drunkenly,

as Xosa piloted him into the room.

“The effect of the dagga is passing
off,” Xosa told them, “Now he will talk,
I think, but he speaks only his own
tongue. I know something of it, but
too little for a cross-examination. Per-
haps—?”

He looked inquiringly at Colonel
Dixon and then at Judson Holmeg. Sur-
prisingly Quayle picked on Holmes.

“Mr. Holmes. I suppose you talk the
lingo, since you were up there with
Johnson 7’

Judson Holmes nodded and leaned
forward in his chair. He spoke for a
long time, and Chwana listened, watch-
ing him sullenly. Then he, too, broke
into speech, talking rapidly and gestur-
ing in high excitement, while Holmes
asked an occasional question. Judson
Holmes turned to the others with a
sigh.

“I guess you won’t get much out of
him, Inspector. He says his master gave
him the afternoon and evening off, and
he went to the native location back of
town. When he came back, instead of
going straight to his own hut at the
back of the house, he went to the house
to see if Johnson wanted anything, The
place was all lit up, and the deors to
Johnson’s eollecting, room were open.
He thought Johnson was inside and
called out. There was no answer and
he summoned up his courage—he'd
never been in there—and peeped in.

“He saw at once that something was
wrong. One of the glass cases was
smashed. He rushed in here, and saw
the mess.” Holmes indicated the strewn
books and ripped furniture, “Then he
heard a noise in the hall and he went

out.

“The hall at that time was in dark-
ness. He heard a sort of scuflling
sound. He could see the open door and
the garden, dimly, outside. Then a
shape passed throtugh the duor. He
called out again, but no one answered
him.

“He went toward the door, and
just as he got there, there was a flicker
of lightning. In the flash he saw John-
son. He had on a sort of straw cloak,
and he was walking backwards, Iia
mouth was hanging open. He disap-
peared in the direction of the ju ju
house.

“Chwana didu't wait to see any more,
because according to him Johnson was
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plainly dead. I rather gather that he
didn’t regard this— apparition —as
Johnson at all, but only his spirit. He
reckoned that Johnson was dead ‘in
another place.””

The chief,” said Eric dreamily. “Of
course. The white chief.”

“I can see you've been taking in some
interesting reading,” said Judson
Holmes. “I can explain the odd remark,
Inspector. When a Mechwana chief dies
—and of course to Chwana, his master
was a chief—his spirit always appears
to his followers even if he died a thou-
sand miles away. It appears in the
village, after sundown, and it is always
seen walking backwards.” He hesitated.
“The spirit is supposed to be going to
the ju ju house. It walks backwards be-
cause it's infra dig, even for a chief, to
enter so that he faces the holy spirits.
So Chwana didn’t do anything after
that. Believing Johnson to be dead, he
simply went back into the house, put
on a few more lights, worked himself
into a religious frenzy—he took the
dagga then—and started a bit of pro-
pitiation of the spirits in the collection
room, before the sacred chair.”

UAYLE had been trying to sup-
press his impatience. “What time
did he see Johnson?”

Holmes shook his head wearily.
“Chwana can’t read the time.”

“One moment, please.” Xosa padded
softly to the wall. Then he laid one
forefinger along the hour hand of the
clock, and the forefinger of the other
hand along the minute hand. For a
moment Chwana looked at him va-
cantly. Then carefully he elevated one
forefinger, and put the other at an
angle to it.

“Ten past eight!”’ exclaimed Quayle.
“Good work, Xosa! Well! There's fact
at last! A fact!” he repeated, and
glared at the others, as though they
would contradict him, .

“Solid ground at last?’ asked Eric
softly. “You think so?” His tone was
pitying. ‘

The policeman whirled on him. “I
shall have to ask you to make a state-
ment,” he said, “and I don’t want to
know what rubbish you picked out of
Mr. Johnson’s hook. What I want, sir,
are straight facts; and the facts I want
from you are merely an account of
.your movements this evening.”

RIC flicked a look at the clock. “Of

course you’re being very foolish,
Inspector, but if you won’t listen, you
won’t listen. Very well, I left the house
at about eight-thirty—as I think Miss
Dixon and Mr. Blake will testify; I met
them as I was leaving. I had an appoint-
ment with the minister, Mr. McLean,
to play chess, and as my father and
step-mother had taken the car, I walked.
I got there at”—he paused slightly—
“at eight forty-five.”

Quayle pounced. “You're sure of the
time?”’ '

Eric frowned. “Yes, I am sure of the
time,” he said sharply. “Near enough,
anyhow, though I never carry a watch.
But as a matter of fact McLean won’t
support the statement, so I'd better tell
you what happened.

“When I arrived, he apologized for
not being ready for me, but said that I
was rather early. Our appointment was
for quarter to nine, and he said that it
was only half past eight. We argued a
bit about it, mildly, as people do ovcr
a trivial point. His clock said eight-
thirty, and he maintained it was right
by wireless. I said our clock was set by
wireless, too; and we agreed to turn on
the wireless later and see which one of
us was right. But we started our game,
and in the end we forgot.”

Quayle shrugged. “I don’t see that it
matters. If you left the house at eight-
thirty—and Miss Dixon and Mr. Blake
support your time—McLean must have
been wrong. In any case, Chwana saw
Johnson at ten past eight, and he must
have been alive, because he wasn’t dead
when we found him ourselves. The im-
portant thing is, when did you leave
MeLean, and what did you do after?”

“That’s the funny thing,” said Eric
thoughtfully., “We can’t dismiss the
time puzzle, Inspector. You see, I got
home at about eleven and out of curi-
osity, I tuned in the wireless to check
the time, Our clock was then dead
right.”

“Then McLean was wrong.”

“I said our clock was right then. Dut,
you see, I rang up McLean, in a joking
way, to tell him., ‘About that clock of
vours,” I began, but he cut me short,
He said he’d just tuned in the wireless,
and his clock was right to a hair.”

“Yes, sir,” said Quayle quietly. ‘“This
needs going into. You couldn't both
have been right.”
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Johnny, who had been sitting back
in his chair, quietly smoking, banged
his fist into his palm.

“WOW!’ he exclaimed. “Got it!”
Then he put out a hand as though to
push the inspector off. “I know what
you're going to say,” he told Quayle
rapidly. “You’re going to declare that
someone pushed our clock forward, and
then the clock was later put back. Well,
I ean tell you who put the clock back.
I did.”

Q 1ayle glared.“You didn't say a word
of this before,” he declared sternly.

“I know,” said Johnny humbly. “But
how was I to know it might be impor-
tant? I'd forgotten all about it. ... Well,
as I told you, I popped into town for
some cigarettes, I hurried home, be-
cause I knew Ann and Peter would
probably be waiting for me. I ran up
the stairs in semi-darkness, and bumped
into the clock. Remember?’ He half
turned to Ann and Peter. “Anyway,
while I was standing there, cursing the
thing, I saw that it was a quarter of
an hour fast. I have a wrist-watch, you
know.” He exhibited it. “Without think-
ing, 1 put it right.”

“Was the clock fast when you went
out?’ asked the inspector.

“That’s just it,”’ said Johnny glumly,
“T'll stake my oath that it wasn’t.,”

“Then who,” demanded Quayle,
“changed the clock after you'd gone?”’

They found themselves trying not to
look at Simon Hattingh. But he knew
what was in their minds. “No, Inspec-
tor,” he said, “I did not change the
clock. Which leaves you with only one
alternative.”

Quayle nodded. “Yes,” he said grim-
ly. “Mrs. Hattingh, And that clears up
another little mystery.”

They loocked at him, perplexed.

“Don’t you remember?”’ said Quayle.
“This—yesterday morning., The things
that were stolen. They included
watches” He went on rapidly, “For
some reason of her own, Mrs. Hattingh
had planned to steal fifteen minutes of
time, and after Johnny left the house,
and before Miss Dixon and Mr. Blake
arrived-—she knew they were coming—
she put the clock forward. Her husband
was driving ber into town. She said
+he had an appointment with a friend,
Miss Epworth; and in fact she did have
an appointment. But thanks to the
changed clock, when Mr. Hattingh

dropped her she still had fiteen minutes
to go somewhere else before arriving at
Miss Epworth’s flat, dead on time. The
question is, where did she go?”’

Simon Hattingh shrugged. “Isn’t it
obvious?”’

Quayle shook his head. “You mean
here, to Johnson? No, The flats where
Miss Epworth lives are a good bit from
here, and remember, Mrs, Hattingh had
to walk. You had the car. No, 1 think
she was planning to go somewhere
closer at hand.”

T THIS point Peter Blake turned

and saw his fiancée’s face. Ann

was staring aghast at her father. Peter

knew where these flats were, too, and

he saw what was in Ann’s mind. Only

that was impossible. Patricia Hattingh
and Sir Henry Dixon!

Quayle pursued his line of thought.

“Wherever she went, the plan mis-
carried. She never turned up at Miss
Epworth’s at all. Why? Where did she
go? And where is she now?”

For gome time they had all been
aware of sounds outside the room, Once
a light had flashed past the windows
briefly as the policemen outside, pa-
tiently searched the grounds. Now the
noises suddenly grew louder. A voice at
the door said, “Inspector Quayle!”’ and
Van Niekerk put his head round the
corner of the door. His normally ruddy
face was pale,

“Could I see you?” he asked.

Quayle swung up and went ont of
the room. He was gone for a long time.

When he came back he was obviously
controlling himself with an effort.
Simon Hattingh rose to his feet. “My
wife—"" he began.

“She was lying in the wood,” said
Quayle. “She had bheen strangled.”

“Ah!” Simon Hattingh drew in a
long breath, “That explains everything.
She came here, of course, just as 1 sus-
pected. Anmd she was strangled—by
Johnson. Perhaps she had got tired of
him; perhaps she knew I suspected and
decided to cut her risks. He lost his
temper. He caught hold of her, and he
was very streng., Before he knew it
perhaps, she was dead. Then he went
out there”—he gestured, indicating the
ju  ju house—*and killed himself.”
Simon Hattingh suddenly covered his
face with his hands. "God have merey
on their souls!”
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After a second of wary silence,
Quayle said: “It might be. But it doesn’t
explain everything. We made—other
discoveries.” He jerked his head to-
wards the collection room, “Things out
of that room-were beside the body. That
straw cloak that you described.” He
nodded towards Peter. “It was muddy
and it was soaked with blood. And the
spear. It had been used.”

He gianced suddenly at the clock,
which showed the time as quarter to
three. Suddenly he became businesslike.
“1 think you’d better all go home now.
But I shall want to see you tomorrow.
You especially, Mr. Holmes.”

“Sure!” said Judson Holmes, “I'll be
at your office, first thing.” He got up
slowly, his eyes on the table. Peter
followed his gaze and saw the book that
Eric had brought, Johnson’s own book
orn the customs of the Mechwana,

Quayle saw it, too, and swept it up.
“I'll take this,” he announced. “Now
one last thing. I don't know if you pro-
pose to go to sleep for what's left of
this night. But if any of you do—lock
your door! Mr. Blake, could I see you
for just a minute longer?’

When they were alone, Quayle drew
Peter into the collection room. “Mr.
Blake,” said Quayle urgently., “Apart
irom the case”’—he indicated the rifled
glass oblong—“and the mask that has
heen returned—is anything altered in
this room since last you saw it yester-
day morning?”

Peter looked round. “No. I don’t no-
tice anything.”

Quayle nodded grimly, “I didn't sup-
pose vou would. You weren’t familiar
with the contents of the room anyway.
It was Xosa who noticed it. And it's
the reason why I warned them to lock
their doors.” ,

He pointed to a fan-shaped display of
blow-pipes and poisoned darts on the
wall, Part of the ribs of the fan was
r-issing. A pipe was gone, and three of
the long, needle-pointed darts,

“The murderer is still hunting,” aaid
Qnayle.

Vi

M ONDAY, which was to witness
the culminating horror, was another
day of intense heat. The sun was al-
ready high when Peter Blake walked
down the road into the town and, pass-

ing the broad entranee of the post office,
turned into the police station. ‘

Quayle and Van Niekerk were alone.
“Good morning,” said Quayle. He looked
pensive, and very tired.

“Morning,” said Peter, and came
straight to the point. “Inspector, d'you
remember yesterday, when 1 barged
in here, Mrs, Hattingh was asking you
to return some letters to her?”

Quayle nodded. “The letters she said
she’d written to her husband before
their marriage. You think that perhaps
there was more in those letters than
met the eye, that they may have been
written to another man—Johnson, say?
But that’s impossible, because they
were stolen from Simon Hattingh.”

“Hold on,” interrupted Peter.*'Could-
n't it be that Hattingh had got hold of
them, and that's why he was so certain
that Johnson and his wife had been
deceiving him?”

“But Hattingh wasn’t even interested
enough to bother to get them back,”
retorted Quayle,

“He might not be too keen to display

a violent interest in them,” Peter point-

ed out. “Their theft was unfortunate,
but presuming he had already read
them, he knew what he wanted to
know, and that would give him a first-
class motive for murdering both John-
son and his wife.”

“So, having made up his mind to
murder them, he is quite content to
leave the proof of his motive kicking
around? And in any case, we can't even
prove that Johnson was murdered. And
Hattingh ig out for another reason. He
was standing outside that place with
us, last night, when we heard the bar go
down.,” Quayle scowled. “If it weren't
for the impogsihility of that ju ju house
and what we ogurselves heard happen
there, I'd say Simon Hattingh was
right; Johnson killed Patricia Hattingh
and then killed himself. But he was
killed with that spear we found in the
wood, the doctor says. So, if he killed
himself, how did the spear get to where
we found it? Certainly no one smuggled
it out of that hut.”

1e paused, and a half startled, half
incredulous look came into his face.
“And yet—if someone did, it would ex-
plain a big part of the puzzle” He
thumped a bhig fist on a book ou the
table. It was Johnson's “Customs of the
Mechwana.,” :
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There was a cough in the doorway,
and Judson Holmes stood looking at
them. “You wanted to see me, Inspec-
tor. Here I am.”

“Yes., Mr. Holmes, come in. What
brought you to Marathon?”

It was not the question Holmes had
evidently been expecting. But he set-
tled himself in a chair and answered
promptly. “Johnson did. He wrote to
me a few days ago. He said he needed
my advice, He didn’t go into details, but
he gave me roughly the same idea as
he gave you.” Holmes nodded at the
inspector. “That A and B stuff, and
what would B do. I gathered he wanted
me to be on hand in case B did do
something.”

UAYLE nodded thoughtfully and
massaged his chin.

“He indicated that he was threatened
by someone? You realized that he him-
self was A?”

Holmes nodded. “Yes.”

“And why do you think he sent for
you particularly ?”

Judson Holmes’ eyes narrowed to
bright slits.

“One reason certainly wag that he
knew he could count on me.” He said
this with the utmost simplicity. “The
other might be—because I knew B.”

“Ah!” Quayle leaned back. The an-
swer seemed to please him. “Now, Mr.
Holmes, I want you to tell me exactly
what transpired in Mechwanaland be-
tween you, Johnson, Simon Hattingh
and Sir Henry Dixon.”

The thin man sat back in his chair.
He surveyed them with a glint of
amusement. “All right, this is the story.
Johnson and I went into Mechwanaland
on s scientific expedition, Johnson took
me along bYecause I'm a pretty useful
hunter, and because I know the native
languages. Sir Henry Dixon was then
commigsioner. We got his permission
and went up-river into the heart of
Mechwana country. Johnson planned to
stay there three to six months.” Judson
Holmes spoke crisply now. “But we
stayed longer. After a while Johnson
wag burrowing into the heart of native
life, getling deeper than any white man
had ever got. He decided to become a
member of their secret society—the
Straw Men.”

There was no doubt about his au-
dience’s atttiude now, and it was

keener than ever as he proceeded.

“I think I said once before that John-
son paid for his knowledge of the
Mechwana. There were certain rites to
go through. You ever noticed that John-
son suffered badly with foot trouble?
He always wore carpet slippers, and he
shuffled around. That was because for
six weeks he went completely native.
He had to sleep out in the open, un-
covered; march through the jungle;
and there was a cutting ceremony.”

Peter Blake recalled Johnson, stand-
ing in the collection room surrounded
by his trophies, and saying with a wry
1g"rinr}ace: “Everything bought and paid

or.

" Judson Holmes continued: “He was
away from camp for about two months.
It was about the end of that period that
I got word of Simon Hattingh’s party
being in the territory, They'd slipped
in under the Commissioner’s nose and
they were out for what they termed
fun.” He grimaced. “Then one sundown,
one of them burst into my camp. He
advised me to get out, quick. He said
they'd caught Hattingh monkeying
about with one of their women, and
they were out for blood. He was beau-
tifully vague about what had happened
to Hattingh, but he and the rest of his
party certainly weren’t waiting to see.
They were beating it.

“Then I began to worry about John-
son. The Mechwana might blame him
for what had happened, and 1 didn’t
know where he was, He’d gone off to
be inaugurated in the society. He'd
told me to stay put until he returned,
I was just about to break camp and set
off to look for him when he turned up,
thin and limping. His feet— Anyway,
he was pretty pleased with himself.
He'd passed the tests, and he hadn’t
heard of the trouble. When I told him
he just stood there and cursed softly.
Then he said he’d better get what was
left of Hattingh out of their hands.

“T tried to keep him back, but when
I saw that was of no use, I followed
him to the edge of a clearing, and lay
there, sweating and praying. It was, as«
you've probably guessed, the twin to
the clearing at the back of Johnson's
cottage. There was the Evil House;
everything. But the clearing was tilled
with natives. They were doing a sort
of dance, aud in the centre was Simon
Hattingh!



88 THE STRAW MEN MURDERS

“Suddenly the tom-toms stopped
beating. I can’t describe the silence that
followed. All these natives just sort of
melted away, leaving Hattingh lying
there in front of the ju ju house. He
wasn't even bound. But he made no
attempt to get up.

““Then something approached him,
like a shadow. It seemed to me to be
about seven feet high, and it wore a
sort of long straw cloak, and carried
the executioner’s ax.

“It said something to Hattingh, and
he got up. He walked into the ju ju
house; and he walked backwards! He
kept his face towards the thing in the
straw cloak, and the Straw Cloak fol-
lowed him. They went into the ju ju
house like that. The door of the house
opened stealthily as Hattingh neared it,
and in they went.

“Then I saw Johnson. He’d been lurk-
ing on the edge of the clearing. Now he
got up and walked across to the ju ju
house and went in. He was there some
time, When he came out, Hattingh was
following him., I could see Hattingh’s
shoulders shaking. He was crying. They
had blindfolded him. I never saw the
guy in the straw cloak again.

“Johnson led Hattingh my way.
When he got to me—1I don’t know how
he knew where I was lying—he said
quickly: ‘Take him back to camp. T'll
follow.” Then he went back into that
ju ju house.

“Later, at the camp, Johnson told
Hattingh to collect his belongings and
get out of the territory after his rot-
ten pals. Hattingh said quietly: ‘You
saved my life, didn’t you? I'll never for-
give you for that, as long as I live.” Then
he went away. I never saw him again
until yesterday.”

Quayle was glancing over the notes
he had made. “Then Sir Henry Dixon
doesn’t come into your story at all?”

“Not a peek of him. It was strictly a
Johnson-Hattingh affair. But Johnson
and Sir Henry were good friends.
That’s all I know.”

UAYLE looked worried. “This
story you've told me, Holmes;
what does it amount to? Just that John-
son saved Hattingh’s life, years ago.
It gives no motive for murder.” .
“Hattingh thought it did,” said
Holmes viciously. “He was that sort of
skunk.”

“Even supposing you were right, the
motive’s fantastic. How about Mrs. Hat-
tingh?”

“Don’t forget Hattingh thought his
wife and Johnson were having an af-
fair,” said Holmes promptly. “My bet
is, he killed ’em both. Johnson had evi-
dence against him and was holding it
over his head to prevent a fresh attack.
Find that evidence, and you’ll hang the
murderer.”

“But how did he do it?”
Quayle,

Holmes smiled. “How about this?
Hattingh drove his wife into town last
night. He suspected she was fooling him
and was going to meet Johnson. Sup-
pose he followed her out there, and
then got both of them?”

“Swell,” said Quayle sarcastically.
“Let’s reconstruct the crime. Hattingh
strangled Mrs. Hattingh. Johnson, who
was much more powerfully built than
Hattingh, stood by and watched. Maybe
he was mesmerized. Perhaps the mur-
derer had picked up a few tricks from
this confounded hook.” He tapped the
anthropologist’s work. “Still mesmer-
ized, Johnson was persuaded to dress
himself in that straw cloak and walk
out of the house backwards. Followed
by Hattingh, he went into the Evil
House and stabbed himself with the
spear Hattingh had provided. He let
the blood soak into the straw cloak, and
then gave it and the spear back to Hat-
tingh. Hattingh took them, went back,
and put them in the wood beside Mrs.
Hattingh. Then he wandered about un-
til we arrived. And, just to make it dif-
ficult for the police, Johnson left off
dying until we got there, when he barred
the door in our faces.”

Quayle was trying to be ferociously
funny, but what he said sent an eerie
sensation crawling down Peter Blake’s
spine.

“Then, alter he'd killed Johnson, and
before we arrived, the murderer went
back to the house and pinched a blow-
pipe and some poisoned darts off the
wall in the collection reom for his next
jeb.”

. Judson Holmes lurched forward in
his chair. “He what?”

Quayle nodded curtly. “You might as
well know. That’s why I advised every-
body last night to keep their doors
locked.”

Holmes was mopping his narrow fore-

roared
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head. *“That means there's going to be
another killing. And if my guess about
the murderer is right, I'm next on the
list! Good-by, everybody!”

“Sit down!” snapped Quayle. *“There
aren’t going to be any more murders!”

Peter ventured a suggestion,

“Just to get it clear in our heads,
Inspector, how about making a sort of
time chart of the events of last night?”

Quayle stared. “You mean, like in
these blasted detective stories? Well,
we might do something of the sort, in
more or less narrative form.” He bent
over his notebook, and his pencil flew.

When he had finished, he straightened
up.
“Here’s how it goes,” he said, and
read out what he had written. “John-
son starts the ball rolling by throwing
out hints about a threat against him,
and evidence in his possession that will
come to light by Tuesday without fail.
He tells Blake, he tells me, and he writes
to Judson Holmes. Meanwhile some-
body pinches one of his devil masks,

‘“He conducts a party to the Evil
House and Hattingh throws a fit—we
know the explanation of that now,
anyway. When the party gets back to
the house, they digcover that somebody
has been doing a bit of petty larceny.
Among the objects missing are watches.
We now know the reason for that, or
think we do. Mre, Hattingh swiped the
lot, as a blind, though she was only
after the watches, She’s preparing for
her time alibi. She’d have plenty of op-
portunity to do-it, with everyone dress-
ing and undressing for bathing,

“But someone e¢lse has seized the
same opportunity and slipped a string
of Cowrie shells into Johnson’s pocket.
That night Johnson rings up Sir Henry
Dixon and invites him over. Mr. Blake
and Miss Dixon go over to the Hattingh
Fouse. Johnny hag gone off to town to
get cigareties and Eric is just leaving.
Simon Hattingh and his wife drive 1o
town. Completing her alibi, Mrs. Hat-
tingh had doctored the clock, which i=
now fifteen minutes fast.

“Johnny comes home, notices the
clock is wrong, and puts it right. Mean-
while, Mrs, Hattingh never turned up
at Miss Epworth’s flat. Sir Henry Dix-
on arrives at Jobnson’s cottage and gets
Chwana’s story about Johnson walking
out of the house backwards., The time
was ten past eight. At eight fifteen John-

ny was on his way to the tobacconist’s
—1 checked hig story —and went
gtraight home, which doesn’t give him
much time to kill Mrs. Hattingh and
dump her body in Johnson’s wood. Eric
was still in the house, and Simon and
Mrs, Hattingh, had just left, although
the clock showed eight-twenty.”

UAYLE took a deep breath. “Here’s
where we all of us come into it:

Sir Henry telephones Johnny and
also telephones me. When we all arrive
we go out to the ju ju house, and some-
body bars the door in our faces. When
we break it open, Johnson is dying and
there is no one else there. The mud
shows no footprints but our own.

“We return to the cottage and find
the place ransacked. Someone has put
the stolen devil mask back on the wall,
but the straw cloak is gone, a spear
has been taken, and also a blow-pipe
and some poisoned darts, Later, we
find Mrs. Hattingh dead in the wood,
and beside her the straw cloak, now
soaked in blood, and the spear that
killed Johnson. The only percons with-
out alibis are Sir Henry Dixon, Simon
Hattingh and Judson Holmes.”

“l was in m%r{ hotel room at eight-
ten,” obseérved Holmes mildly. “But 1
agree that’s no alibi. It’s a big place, and
I could have been in and out half a dozen
times and no one the wiser.”

“Chwana hasn’t an alibi either,” said
Quayle, “but 1 don’t believe he did it.
He was devoted to Johnson, and he
didn’t know Mrs. Hattingh at all. Now
here are some questions:

“Why was the devil mask stolen and
then replaced? Who was Mrs. Hattingh
planning to meet? Who put the cowrie
shells in Johnson’s pocket? And what
is the explanation of Johnson ‘walking
backwards’ dressed in a straw cloak and
how did the murderer get out of the
Evil House withont leaving any foot-
prints? .

“Which brings us,” said Quayle grim-
ly, “to this.” He picked up Johnson’s
book. “Oh, yes,” he smiled. “I read it
through last night. Parts of it are quite
suggestive. There's even a pointer to
the murderer's identity, although the
book was written years ago. Here, let
me read you a passage or two.”

Quayle thumbed the pages of the fat,
eminently respectable looking tome.

“This chapter” he said, “is headed
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‘Beliefs of the Mechwana.,” Johnson
says: ‘The Mechwana are ruled by the
Society of Straw Men. The Straw Men
are credited with amazing powers—
powers extending over life and death.
They are the law-makers, and they are
also the judges. The chiefs are, as a
rule, merely their puppets. The chiet
executioner of the Mechwana is, by
tradition, always a Straw Man.

“*The higher grades of the Straw
Men are called Ayaka. An Ayaka man
is believed to be repository of sensa-
tional powers, including that of invisi-
bility or transparency. He may at will
pass a staff or spear through his own
body, leaving no mark or wound, and
he can fade through the walls of huts
or buildings, as though either his body
or the wall were nothing but vapor.

‘“ ‘Whatever one may say to such
claims, the witch doctors are capable of
amazing feats, some of which I have
personally witnessed, and could detect
no trick. They handle hot irons, and
plunge their hands into boiling caul-
drons. They can by some fluid they con-
coct and force into the body, galvanize
a dead man with the movements of
seeming life’.”

Judson Holmes shrugged. “Balder-
dash!” he declared. “And you know it,
Inapector. But you said the book pro-
ytif)ied a clue to the murderer. Where is
1 .”

Quayle laid the book down. “Don’t
rush me, Mr. Holmes,” he said curtly.
“All I'm saying now is that if—if—
you were prepared to believe this stuff,
it would explain a lot. It would explain
the murderer who wasn’t there, and
it would explain Johnson walking back-
wards. Another bit I haven’t read to you
explains the significance of the cowrie
shells—the warning to the victim that
the executioner has picked him out for
death and will be coming for him. If
you believe it, this book explains a lot.
On the other hand, that may be precise-
ly the impression that the murderer is
trying to create.”

“Ah!” Holmes sank back in his chair.
He seemed relieved, “That’a better, In-
spector. You mean, this book was acces-
gible to anyone. They might have read
it and staged a murder closely follow-
ing these lines, knowing that the book
would fall into the hands of the police?
And by jove, it didn’t exactly fall into
the police’s hands, either, did it? It

was thrust there—by Eric Hatttingh.”

Quayle nodded. “I hadn’t much op-
tion except to read it, after what he said.
And he knew all about Johnson’s death
before anyone had told him....”

Holmes agreed. “That young fellow
certainly knew too much. But what
about this clue to the murderer’s iden-
tity 7”7

“Ah, yes,” Quayle was urbane. “I'll
read it to you.”

E picked up the green book and
found his place. *“ ‘The Straw Men
were strictly bound by oath not to re-
veal any of the secrets of their craft.
To learn even a few of them I had to
become one of their number myself. It
is true that I was only an imumu or
lower grade man, but even so, I am
bound by the oath and must respect it.
I can at this time disclose none of the
secrets which I have learned. At this
date and distance, I am bound by con-
siderations of honor rather than by any
compulsion exercised by the Mechwana,
yet my readers will pardon me if I am
not unmindful of the fact that the oath
stipulates that anyone revealing the se-
crets of the Straw Men should be slain,
and that the executioner should be his
nearest friend'.”

Judson Holmes was on his feet.
“You've got a nerve!” he snarled. “Are
you accusing me of murdering John-
son?”’

“I'm not accusing anyone,” said
Quayle. “You yourself have suggested
that the murderer might have intended
us to read this book and draw certain
conclusions. It’s true, isn't it, that you
were Johnson’s nearest friend?”

“I was,” he admitted. “But we hadn’t
seen each other for some time. I've just
come back from a long Rhodesian trip.
And while he was down here Johnson
made a few friends—Sir IHenry Dixon,
for instance.”

“So you think it was Sir Henry ?”

“I don’t think anything. Sir Henry
Dixon may have a dozen corpses in his
cellar, for all I know, though I don't
pelieve it. But that’s the sort of wild
conclusion you'll jump to, if you take
that seriously. I tell you, Johnson wrote
that book as a scientific treatise, and
nothing else,”

“And yet,” said Quayle dreamily, “it
does explain so many things. But what
did Johnson mean when he said he had
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certain evidence against the mur—"

He broke off. The door had opened,
and Johnny Hattingh appeared on the
threshold. His face was red, as though
he had been running. Quayle looked
is)llla;‘ply at Johnny. “What’s the trou-

e.7)

“My father has disappeared,” said
Johnny simply. “And Eric seems to have
vanished, too.”

“What do you mean, vanished?” said
Quayle. “If they've gone out of town,
I distinctly told them not to.”

“You know that’s not what I mean.”
Johnny dropped into a chair, “It was
this way. We met this morning at break-
fast. As you can imagine, we weren't
in the mood for conversation. After
breakfast I went up to my own room. I
hadn’t been there long when I heard the
car start up—the big car. I didn’t think
anything of it for a minute. Then sud-
denly I wondered where the old man
could be off to. I ran downstairs, but the
car had gone. And when I went to look
for Eric, he’d gone too.”

Quayle said slowly: “There doesn’t
seem to be anything very alarming
about that.”

Johnny hesitated. “I went into Eric’s
room,” he blurted out at last. “As I
say, he was gone. But this was lying on
his table.”

He put on Quayle’s desk a string to
which cowric shells had been tied.

They all stared at the grotesque lit-
tle symbol of death. All through their
conference, the silence from the empty
street outside had been unbroken. But
now the quiet was shattered.

From e¢logse at hand a woman
screamed in sheer terror; and DPeter
Blake recognized his fiancée’s voice.

VII

Q' UST at ten-thirty, Ann Dixon
started to walk into town. Ever since
a certain suspieion had seized on her
imagination the night before she had
been aching to have an intérview with
her father. That interview was now over
and Ann felt ashamed of herself.

He answeéred fravkness with frank-
ness. “Ann,” he said seriously, “I could
see that question in your mind last
night, when Quayle objected that Pa-
tricia Hattingh couldn’t have gone to
Johnson’s cottage, because it was too
far. Had the vampire }y some ghastly

chance got her claws into me? Well,
Ann, she hadn’t. I don’t want to speak
ill of the dead, so I'm not going to go
into whether she tried any games with
me. But I can give you my word that
she didn’t come here last night, and
that I never saw her again after that
afternoon at Johnson’s.”

Shortly afterwards, Sir Henry had
left the house; and searching, Ann had
discovered that Peter was nowhere
about. She felt frustrated, because she
had wanted to talk things over with
him. She stayed in the house for a while,
listlessly. But finally, making up her ir-
resolute mind, she pulled on a hat and
went as briskly as the heat allowed
down the road into the town. She had
a shrewd idea where she would find
Peter.

The town, when she reached it, was
sunbaked and empty. She passed closed
and shuttered shops. A petrol pump out-
side a garage looked like some lost sym-
bol of a Twentieth Century Pompeii.
Snouts of ecars glittered in the show
window while in a furniture shop a
sleeping kitten was curled on a fat
divan, One shop only showed signs of
life. Behind the window of the under-
taking establishment a faint light
glowed and a shadow moved against
black draperies.

It was at this point that Ann began
to feel uneasy. The street was too
empty, and the click of her heels on
the pavement was too loud. Half con-
sciously she began calculating the dis-
tance to the police station, her destina-
tion, and her footsteps quickened. She
did not want to look back over her shoul-
der, at the undertaker’s.

“This is absurd,” said Ann to her-
self, and then she nearly cried out,

About fifty yards ahead of her, beside
the bulk of the post office, a figure had
appeared out of a lane, It turned with
a slow and mechanical precision, until
it was facing in the same direction as
she wag, with its back turned to her;
and it began to stump along slowly in
front of her.

Before it turned, she had caught a
glinpse of the red face; and the long
black raincoat and the hat that seemed
too big for the head told her that it was
Eric Hattingh.

From the first moment of his appear-
ance she was afraid, He must have
heard her footsteps echoing loudly in
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the empty street, but he did not turn
his head. Also, there was something
odd about the way he walked.

“He should be walkm backwards,”
thought Ann, and felt mountmg hys-
teria grip her throat. She cried out to
break the spell.

“Mr. Hattingh! Eric!”

He must have heard her; but still
he stumped steadily on. She pulled her-
self together. “This won’t do!” she
thought. “I am mnot sharing this street
with a walking corpse. He just hasn’t
heard me.” She made up her mind to
catch up with him, but before she could
quicken her steps the figure turned
sharply to the right, mounted the shal-
low steps to the post office noiselessly
and with stiff mechanical strides, dis-
appeared into the building.

Ann broke into a run. It took her
about thirty seconds to reach the post
office. When she reached the broad en-
trance she realized that, like every-
thing else in Marathon, the building
was closed for the day.

The post office had a broad entrance
hall, and there were no other doors.
This hall was always open. In the cen-
ter of the back wall was a clock, and
underneath the clock were two tele-
phone booths, with, in between them,

a stamp machine, On either side of the
hall were glass double doors. The doors
to the right opened into the public part

of the building, the doors to the left to
a corridor which led to the parcel de-
partment, and then to a warren of
rooms where the sorting and other du-

ties were performed.

The entrance hall was a marble emp-
tiness. Eric Hattingh had vanished.
She tried the doors at one end, and they
were fast. The doors beyond Wthh the
fei'mp'ty corridor stretched were equally

rm

‘Mechanically, her eyes went to the

clock; the hende pointed to eleven. Then
her eyes came down, and she looked at
the telephone booths. One was empty;
" Eric Hattingh was _m the other. He had
hig back to her, and "he instrument was
tightly c]enched in one hand. He did not
seem to be speaking, and he stood very
stiff and straight. His head was bent
at a euriously awkward angle.

But now ehe could see eomethm else,
and fear welled up in her again. Wlth
the greatest effort, she crossed the mar-

ble flgor, laid a hand on the knob of

stuck out at an ugly

the booth door, and pulled. As the door

opened, Erie Hattln h tilted back, fall-
ing with a dull thud on the marble ‘floor. -

Something was sticking out of the side
of his neck.
Ann screamed.

& S * ¥ ®

R. RANDALL, Marathon’s under-

taker, sat in Quayle’s office. “Gave
me quite a turn, I can tell you,” he said.
“I was gitting in my office, going over
some overdue accounts, when my tele-
phone rang. I picked it up, and [ said,
‘Hullo. Randall here. Who is speakmg‘?’

“And the voice said: ‘I want you to
bring me a coffin.” Well, I’'ve had that
sort of joke played on me before. So
I said, speaking sharp, ‘You do, do you?
And mlght I ask who's to be buried
in it? _ _

“‘l am,” he says. ‘I've just died. I
want a coffin.’

“‘Right-0,” I said, turning sarcastie,
to show him he couldn’t sgecare me.
‘What’s your name?’

“‘Eric Hattingh,” he said.

“Then there was a sort of glugging
noise, like somebody choking. I yelled
to ask what was wrong, but I got no an-
swer. And so I thought it over and de-
cided I'd better bring the matter to

you. 'y

“I want you to think carefully, Mr.
Randall,” emd Inspector Quayle. “What
time was this?’ And the little under-
taker broke into a crow of pleased
laughter.

“Why, Inepector I anticipated you’d
ask that question; end I'll bet you thmk
I'm going to mumble ‘Let-me-see.” But
I'm not. For before the phone went I

had just been looking at my watch,

thmkmg it was time for a cup of tea.
It was just before eleven o’clock!”

But that interview took place later.

When the men heard Ann scream,
the first one out of the door was Van
Niekerk. The others followed at his
heels, across the lane to the 1met office.

In a moment, Ann was in Peter's
arms, trembling like g leaf. He mur-

mured incoherent words into her ear

but out of the corner of his eye he saw
the whole scene, Eric Hattingh lay on
hia back, on the marble floor. The dart
angle from his
neck. Quayle knelt beside him, while
Van Niekerk pushed his way into the
telephone beeth
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“We'll have to wait for the doctor,”
said Quayle grimly. “But I should say
he’s been dead for some time.”

Peter felt the girl jerk taut in his
arms. “No!” she cried. “He was alive!
He must have been! You see, I followed
him in here, only a moment ago. He—
he was walking queerly.”

They stared at her through a long
moment, and Ann put her hands before
her face. “Now, now!’ said Quayle.
“Ghosts don’t walk at eleven in the
morning. No.” He was rubbing his chin.
“T’'ve a notion how this might have been
managed.”

He strode to the double glass doors
leading into the public part of the post
cffice, seized the handles, and shook
them, The door did not budge. Quayle
turned and crossed to the doors at the
other side. He peered into the dim cor-
ridor, and shook the doors. They did not
open. Then he raised a fist and beat on
the glass. “Hoy!” he roared.

They heard an agitated shuffle of
footsteps, one half of the doors clicked
open and a man appeared. He was a
little bald man, in a pair of disreuptable
flannels. He peered up at them through
thick spectacles. He was very short-
sighted, and he seemed to see nothing
amigs. In any case, Quayle was standing
screening the body.

“Here!” began the little man indig-
nantly. Then he peered again, and rec-
ognized the inspector.

Quayle wasted no words. “Urquhart,
did anybody come through here in the
Jast few minutes?”

The bald man gaped. “Oh, it's you,
Inspector. You mean through this door?
No. We keep it locked on the inside.
Besides, it’s a holiday. Why?”

*“Never mind why,” Quayle told him.
“Where were you?”’

“Upstairs. I'm sorting out. the mail
for tomorrow.”

“Then someone could have come
through, without you knowing?”’

He shook bhis head. “T tell you, the
door was locked. You saw for your-
welf, It only opens on the invide.”

“How long have you heen heve?’

“I'yve just come in.”

“Did you get in this way 7

“No. The back way. That's vpen. Buat
what—Oh!" Quayle had indavertently
moved and the little man’s eyes, magni-
fied by the thick spectacles. were fixed
en Eric.

“Ever seen him before?’ demanded
Quayle.

HE bald man peered, gulped, and

nodded. “That’s Mr. Eric Hattingh.
He sometimes inquired for letters. How
did he—?" He pointed, but said no
more,

Johnny moved to the inspector’s side,
He was excited. “Inspector, I’ve got an
idea.” He turned to the bald man. “Did
you say you were sorting mail?” he
demanded.

Urquhart nodded. “That’s right,” he
said. *“You’re Mr. Hattingh, too, aren’t
you?’ He was suddenly consumed with
curiosity. “That’s funny. I could have
sworn 1 saw your father, round the
back, not ten minutes ago. He was walk-
ing up the street as I came in.” The
little man’s weak eyes widened. “Hey!
You don’t mean that whoever did that
may be in here, with me?” ,

“If he was, he’s got away by now,”
said Quayle wearily. “What’s your idea,
Johnny ?”

“Come on!” said Johnny. “I may be
completely dippy, but it’s worth a try.
Let’s search the building.”

They left Van Niekerk to await the
doctor.

Inspector Quayle led the way along
the corridor. The bald man kept in the
rear, alternately giving nervous direc-
tions and peering over his shoulder.
Halfway along the corridor, before they
came to the parcels department, a door
stood half open. At the bald man’s in-
struction, they went through it, and up
a stairway. The sorters’ department
was a large bare room, with big win-
dows through which they could see the
main street below them, hot dusty
and empty. The room ran the whole
length of the building, and at the other
end the windows loocked down on the
street that ran parallel with the main
street. It was equally deserted.

Quayle turned to Johnny. “Nobody
here,” he said. “What do we do next?
Go down again?”’

Johnny shook his head. He xpoke to
the bald man. “You were sorting mail,
How far had you got?”’

Urguhart considered. “How far had
1 got?” he repeated. “1 don't do them
alphabetically, bat by districts. T'd got
rvid of —"

“Never mind.” Johnny's voice was
eager. “Look,” he pursued, “if any-
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thing was missing out of the lot you've
done— When did you do them, by the
way?”’

“I did most of ’em early this morn-
ing,” said the little man promptly.
“Then I went out for a breather. I can
take my own time, so long as I get the
job done.”

“So you hadn’t tackled many since
you got back? If anything had been
taken since you went out, would you
know ?”’

Urquhart looked alarmed.
mean he was up here?”

“He might have been,” said Johnny.
“That’s what we want to find out.” He
turned back to the inspector. “Look
here, Quayle. Don’t think I'm dippy. But
you remember what Johnson said about
the evidence he’d planted somewhere,
so that it would be bound to come to
light on Tuesday? Well, suppose he had
mailed it to somebody? And remember,
there was no mail today, because it's
a holiday. So the murderer would get
a full two days’ grace, and Johnson said
he had set a time-limit.”

Quayle was galvanized into action.
Under his direction, the bewildered
Urquhart sorted out all the mail ad-
dressed to Sir Henry Dixon, Eric, John-
ny, Quayle and Johnson himself—for
Johnny, still hot on the scent, pointed
out that the anthropologist might have
employed that ruse.

They divided it up and went through
it rapidly. Johnny took his own lot and
Eric’s. In a. moment he had tossed the
alim bundle marked “Hattingh” down
disgustedly. “Nothing here.”

Quayle threw his bundle down. “Just
ordinary letters.” ;

“There's nothing in Johnson's lot,”
said Peter.

They stared at each other. Quayle
paced the floor, and while he was doing
%o another figure slipped unobtrusive-
ly into the big room.

It was Mafuti Xosa. “Sergeant Van
Niekerk. asked me to report, sir. The
doctor is here.” He glanced uncertainly
4t Johnny. “Death is sleep,” he said
gently,

“Stay here, Xosa,” Quayle told the
Bantu. “None of this mail is to be
moved. It's just possible that Johnson
-»nt a letter to someone else.” He
“lopped, and then said awkwardly : “Oh!
“'here wasn't anything for your fa-
tior, Johnny?”

“D’YOU
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Johnny shook his head slowly.

“Ah, well? said Quayle briskly.
“Didn’t think there would be. Of course
we'll check up on that idea of yours,
Johnny, but it begins to look as though
Johnson put that evidence elsewhere.”

T nine o’clock that night, Peter
answered the telephone. Quayle
spoke low. “Blake? I need help. If
Johnny Hattingh means what he says,
we're going to trap the murderer to-
night, He may be out of his mind but
I'm going to take a chance on it, Can
you be at the station within half an
hour?”

Peter hesitated. Then he said, “All
right.” He knew in outline what had
happened since that morning’s tragedy.
He knew that Eric had died of a poi-
soned dart, one of the darts from John-
son’s collection. The doctor did not
think the blowpipe had been used. He
also knew that Simon Hattingh was still
missing.

They were waiting for him outside
the police station. Quayle came forward
eagerly. “Good man!” he said. “This
is Johnny’s idea. He says he’s going to
explain, but not right now. And he says
we're each to have one of these.” He
thrust an automatic into Peter’s hand.

Johnny’s voice was grim and tense,
“I'm not trying to be mysterious,” he
said. “But 1 think we’re going to pet
the murderer. That idea of mine this
morning was wrong; Quayle had the
whole of the maijl searched: nothing.
Which leaves only one alternative, I
know where Johnson’s evidence is hid-
den but I think the murderer knows
too.” He turned to the inspector. “We'll
take your car.”

“We're in your hands, Johnny,” said
Quayle. ;

Johnny drove, and it was soon evi-
dent where they were going. “Look
here,” Quayle protested. “We scarched
Johnson'’s cottage thoroughly, and we
found rothing.”

“You did what 1 asked you? You had
the guards removed?”

Quayle nodded. “The place is empty. I
even had Chwina, the native servant,
cleared off to the location.”

At a point where they could see John-
son’s cottage, Johnny ran the car soft-
ly info the side of the road, and switched
off the engine, He leaned back in the
driver’s seat and proped for cigarettes.
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When he found them he handed the
case round, lit his own, and inhaled
deeply.

“Ever since last night,” he said, “im-
possible things have been happening.
Men have walked backwards; devil
masks have vanished; a corpse has
walked in broad daylight down the
main street. In addition, we’ve been be-
deviled by quotations from a book on
African wizardry that really seemed to
contain an explanation of the whole
series of mysteries.

“As Judson Holmes pointed out, if
you once decided that you could believe
in the supernatural powers of the
Straw Men, then you could explain
the whole thing. But at .the same time,
we've also had the feeling, that in some
way we were being hoodwinked and
tricked by a master mummer.

“If we believe that, then only certain
conclusions are possible. First, some
of the witnesses have been lying, and
some at least of these bizarre events
never happened at all. For instance, sup-
pose Ann never really saw Eric walk-
ing into the post office in that horrid
fashion she’s described, but instead saw
something very different, though none
the less horrible to her?”

Peter felt his muscles tighten. The
same thought had occurred to him.

“We know,” continued Johnny inex-
orably, “that Sir Henry Dixon was not
in his house for a large part of the
morning. He says himself that he went
out shortly before Ann. He adds that
he just went for a walk, and that he
met no one. But suppose he really went
into town, by another route than Ann,
and much faster? And suppose it was he
Ann saw, going up into the post office
just before she found Eric dead inside.

“That’s what I mean when I say that
perhaps some of the odd happenings
can be explained away by supposing
that in fact they never occurred at all.
Unfortunately for that theory, we our-
relves witnessed the oddest one of all.
We stood outside the Evil House, and
heard the door being barred in our
faces. We ourselves broke it down, and
found no one. Therefore it’s reasonable
to conclude that the other things really
happened also. None of the witnesses
was lying, and we’ve got to look for an-
other explanation.”

Peter let his breath out in a long quiet
sigh of relief.

“I’'ve been puzzling this thing over
and around,” continued Johnny. “And,
remember, I'm the one who's most af-
fected. Of the three victims, one was
my step-mother and one was my broth-
er. So perhaps I've had a bigger incen-
tive than any of you, even than Quayle,
to get to the truth and unmask the mur-
derer,

“Well, I think I've done it. I can’t
explain all the puzzle but I can explain
most of it. I can explain all the ‘super-
natural’ happenings. I can even ex-
plain that telephone call to the under-
taker, and I think I know why Johnson
was seen walking backwards.”

Johnny took a final puff of his cig-
arette. “But I don’t know yet what the
motive was, and I hope I’'m wrong about
the identity of the killer. And now,”
he said quietly, “while we're waiting
for the murderer, T'll tell you my
theory.”

VIII

STORM clouds moved glutinously
across the sky. Johnny drew a long
breath. “Well, here goes,” he said. “We’d
got it worked out that it was Patricia
who pinched the watches yesterday
morning. We also figured that she did
it so that she could meet someone with-
out my father knowing of it. I think
all that is quite right, even though I
still don’t believe she was having an
affair with Johnson. But I do think
Johnson was the person she intended to
meet. Not so that he could make love
to her but, prompted by something she
had previously found out, so that she
could warn him. The finding of the
cowrie shells merely hardened her re-
solve. She hadn’t put them there, but
perhaps she knew who had.”

It was all adding up. “Simon,” re-
sumed Johnny, “insisted from the first
that Patricia had gone to see Johnson.
But the objection has been raised that
Simon dropped her too far away from
Johnson’s cottage for her to have walked
there, scen Johnson, and got hack, all in
fifteen minutes. Well, that’s simple
enough, isn't it? Johnson had a car.
And if Patricia had phoned him, say-
ing that she had to see him, he could
have motored into town, and picked
her up. i

“T don’t think Patricia meant to come
to the cottage at all. T think the idea
was for Johnson to run into town,
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where she could have a secret talk with
him, and still keep her date with Susan
Epworth. Only it didn’t turn out that
way. You see, the murderer met her in-
stead. She was killed, strangled, in the
town.”

“But,” said Quayle. ‘“That means—"

“Iet me go on,” said Johnny, “With
Patricia’s dead body in his car, th2 mur-
derer drove straight out to Johnson’s.
Before he went into the cottage, he
dumped Patricia’s boedy in the bushes,
where it was found later. Then he went
in to see Johnson. He had previously
stolen the devil mask that was missing
from the collection room.”

“Why ?”’ said Quayle.

“Remember the cowrie shells,” said
Johnny. ‘“The devil mask was an earlier
gambit in the same game. It was part
of a plan to get Johnson thoroughly
frightened. It belonged to the same—
phase—of the murderer’s mental state.
But now he had taken a further step
along the road he was treading. He had
killed, and he meant to kill again.”

Johnny paused. “I’'m getting ahead of
my story. The murderer went into the
cottage and told Johnson that he had
taken the devil mask—as a joke. Re-
turning the devil mask got him into the
collection room and got Johnson there
too. Then when Johnson was putting
the mask back on the wall, the killer
struck again. He smashed the glass
case, and snatched out the spear that
lay there, and thrust the spear into
Johnson.”

“Hold on!” said Quayle suddenly.
“Why that spear? The room, heaven
knows, was full of other weapons, much
readier to hand.”

“He wanted the cloak in the glass
case,” said Johnny. “He needed the
straw cloak as well as the spear. Oh,
the killer had it all thought out! He
meant to take Johnson to the Evil
House: there was no poelry or purpose
in his revenge if the body wasn't found
there. And he didn’t want blood in the
house, or on himself. That spear caused
a huge wound.

“Aa Johnson fell, he caught him. And
he pulled that long straw cloak over
Johnson’s body. If any blood got on the
floor, he wiped it up quickly, before it
could stain. Then he carried his vietim
out. But before he left the collection
room he took the poisoned darts; for
his work was not finished yet.

MEN MURDERS

“He picked up Johnson, and because
Johnson had been stabbed in the chest,
and he didn’'t want blood on his own
clothes, hae carried Johnson on his back,
and facing away from him. He had
scarcely started when Chwana came in.
That must have given him a turn! But
he would not abandon his purpose. He
staggered on into the darkened hall,
and out into thz drive; and Johnson’s
feet dragged on the ground as the mur-
derer walked.

“And that is what Chwana saw. In
one flash of lizhtning he saw Johnson,
dressed in that straw cloak, and seem-
ing to walk backwards. But he didn’t
see the murderer!”

UAYLE drew a long breath. “It
fits! But stop! The hardest bit is
still to come. Johnny, if you can explain
what happened at the Evil House, when
we arrived there, you can have my job.”
Johnny grinned. “Surely that’s sim-
ple enough. The murderer got Johnson
to the Evil House, because Chwana
didn't even attempt to follow him. He
put Johnson on the floor—thinking he
was dead. But before he went he
stripped off the straw cloak, now all
bloody, and with that and the spear he
went back the way he came. He left
them beside Patricia’s body and finally
he went away.

“But Johnson wasn't dead. Nine-
tenths of him was dead but there was
a spark of life that refused to go out.
When we arrived, that dull spark of life
was still in his brain—and he heard us.

“And he heard his murderer coming
back.

“Johnzon could have had no idea of
the passage of time. He didn’t know
how long the killer had been gone. Per-
haps he thought it was only a few min-
utes. And now he heard the murderce
coming bhack, to finish him off.”

“How 7 azked Quayle abruptly.

Johnny explained. “Don’t you re-
member that one of us shouted John-
son's name across the clearing; shouted
curses at him. Johnson recognized the
murderer’s voice. He summoned up the
last of his strength, dragged his dying
body across the floor, and put down the
bar. That was the scraping, shuffling
sound we heard. And then, too late, he
heard our voices, knew that help was
at hand. But the murderer was there
too! In a last paroxysm, he tried to pull



ALEXANDER CAMPBELL 97

himself up by the pole, but he hadn’t
strength enough left to call out. And
then he collapsed, finally, this time; ex-
cept that, when the police surgeon
raised his head, he looked at the mur-
derer he didn’t have the strength to
name; before he died.”

Johnny stopped ; and Peter knew that
he and Quayle were thinking the same
thing. They looked at Johnny with com-
passion.

“The murderer wasn’t finished.”
Johnny’s tone was flat and dispassion-
ate, “He had taken the poisoned darts,
I don’t know who his next victim was
meant to be. But whether he had al-
ready chosen Eric or not, Eric crossed
his path, and was struck down.

“On the night of the murders, we all
heard about the evidence which John-
son said he had prepared against a cer-
tain person. The murderer had to get
hold of that evidence, only he hadn’t
the faintest notion of where it was. He
had already searched the cottage for it
in vain, after killing Johnson. Now he
had to get it, because Johnson had
boasted that it would come to light by
Tuesday at the latest.

“The murderer had only a day to
work in. He knew it hadn’t been sent
to the police—but who had it? Where
wasg it? And then he remembered. Mon-
day — today — was a public holiday.
What was it that would stay hidden
Sunday and Monday, but come to light
without fail Tuesday? A letter, of
course, posted on Saturday night.”

“But we searched,” protested Quayle.
“We didn’t find anything.”

“The murderer had found it first,”
said Johnny. He knew where it would
be, and that only one man would be on
duty at the post office; and if the worst
came to the worst, he had the poisoned
darts. And Eric got exactly the same
notion. e went to the post office—and
wet the murderer.

“The killer got in the back way ; and
either before or shortly afterwards,
Tiric went in too. So the murderer
rivuck again. T think he meant to repeat
his former_teehnimw, and take the hody
away in his car. Then he glanced out
o the window and saw something that
pove him his most brilliant and his
e razicst idea. He saw Ann Dixon eom-
joe along a deserted street,

“He stripped off Eric’s coat and hat,
ad purt (Ko oon. Then he carried the

body to the front hall. He opened the
door which locked from the inside, went
into the hall, rang up Randall the un-
dertaker, and ‘asked for a coffin,’ as
Randall has described.

“Then he went back the way he had
come, out of the back of the building,
and around into the main street. He
appeared some yards in front of Ann,
and, taking care not to give her more
than a glimpse of his face, turned and
walked ahead of her in that mechanical,
wooden way she has described to us. He
marched up the steps into the post
office, knowing that he had established
in the mind of yet another witness that
the Devil was abroad in Marathon.

“He whipped off the coat and hat, put
them on Eric, and jammed the body in
the telephone booth, putting the receiver
in Eric’s hand. When the door was
closed, Eric was held upright. He went
once again through the door, which he
had left open, but this time he shut it.
And he went out the back way, just
missing Urquhart, and escaped.”

“I believe you’ve got it,” said Quayle
slowly. ‘“Except the motive. And—
Johnny, how could you bring yourself
to tell us all this? The man who shouted
at the Evil House, and the man whom
Urquhart saw at the post office, was—"

They heard the footsteps in the road-
way, light and sharp, and coming to-
wards them.

“There you are!” Ann was breathing
hard, as though she had been running.
“Peter—Johnny—Inspector Quayle? I
thought I should find you here.”

“Ann!” Peter opened the door of the
car. “How did you know we were here?’

“T guessed it,” said Ann simply. “And
when I saw my father sneaking out of
the house, and coming this way, I was
sure.”

“Sir Henry!” snapped Quayle. “He
came herc? Where is he now?”

“Look!” said Johnny, “the murderer
is loose again!”

In the bulk of the dead man’s cottage,
they saw a light spring up. A shadow
passed across the drawn blinds of the
living room. They were looking at the
murderer.

1X
WITH a quick movement, Quayle

had drawn a gun from his pocket
“Come on,” he said,
They stepped off the road on to the
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grass and began to approach the cot-
tage obliquely through the trees. Nearer
and nearer they erept, apprehensive of
every twig that cracked underfoot. But
the shadow had gone and the cottage
continued to show no more sign of life
than that single lighted window. Peter
found himself wondering where Sir
Henry Dixon was. Ann had said he had
come here. He remembered, too, that
they had not seen Judson Holmes since
the afternoon.

They were nearing the end of cover
now, Presently they would have to
cross the last bare stretch of lawn that
separated them from the front door.

“We'll cross together,” whispered
Quayle. “It’s safer.” He hesitated and
glanced at Peter and the girl, “Better
(iif you two stay here. Johnny and I will

o it.”

“No,” said Ann quickly. “I’'m coming,
too. I must. I—I want to see.”

Then they were running across the
lawn, heads down, scurrying like rab-
bits. They reached the front door in a
bunch, cowered in the shadow of the
porch, and listened. Nothing stirred.

What was the murderer doing?

Quayle put his hand on the knob of
the door. He told them by signs that
they were to wait, then threw open the
door and ducked ingide. They saw the
door swing back, and he was gone, in-
side the hall and crouching against the
side wall.

The hall itself was in darkness, but
the door of the living room was ajar.
They could not see inside, but all knew
that the room had an unseen occupant,
Somewhere out of their line of vision
the murderer was waiting.

And then the man in the room came
out. He walked alowly and stifly, with
the appearance of a clockwork figure
and his eyes were fixed on a paper he
held in his right hand.

Quayle straightened himself from his
erouching position. He began to eross
the hall.

*Good evening, Mr. Hattingh,” he
said, “Er—what have you got there?”’

“Thial” 8imorn Hattingh showed no
curiosity about their presence. “Thig
ronsense, Inspector, is the most thun-
aerous, libelous rubbish T have ever
read. The man miet have been out of
hig mind !’

Ag he waved the paper, his other
hand wax slipping casually towards his

pocket, 25 thouxh to produce a hand-
kerchief or cigarcttes.
“Look out, Quayle!” Jehnny shouted,

1y

“Don’t let him fool you!

IMON HATTINGH jerked back as
though he had been physically
shoved. A gleam from the roora light fell
like a bar across his eyes, which mir-
rored a writhing volcano of mad rage
and sudden insane comprehension. He
screamed, a high, thin, horrible sound;
and there was froth bubbling at the
corner of his mouth. Beads of perspi-
ration shone on Quayle’s high forehead
as he took one step nearer.

“Mr. Hattingh, 1I—-"

But 8imon was beyond the reach of
reason. The brain had cracked. He
snarled at Quayle like a dog. His hand
jerked out of his pocket. In those few
tense seconds, Quayle had allowed the
madman to come too near. A vicious
blow crumpled the policeman as if he
had been a rag doll. Then Simon was
looming over him, snarling, and in his
hand was a gun. His finger grew white
as it pressed on the trigger.

Quayle jerked his head aside and
simultaneously he fired from his pocket.
Simon Iattineh's hand gripping his
gun sagged, The whole arm sank down
until it was at his side. The gun clat-
tered to the floor. Simon Hattingh lifted
hiz other arm and pressed a hand to
his side. Before he fell, dead, they saw
his eyes again and they were no longer
mad.

They seemed merely surprised.

The paper he had been holding had
fluttered across the hall. Quayle scram-
bled to his feet, snatched it up and
quickly seanned it.

“This clinches matters, Johnny. You
were right, This is Maxwell Johnson's
message, and he says—"

But Johnny was kneeling beside his
father. His voice was a snarl. “Never
mind what Johnson says!”

He brushed an unsteady hand uaeross
a wet face. Quayle put an arm about
the young man’s shoulder.

“Okay, Johnny,” he said quietly. “I
know the way vou feel, But better this
way than—"

He left the senteare unfinished but
thev all knew what he had heoen eoing
to say. If Simen Hattingh had not
hanged, he would have ended his miser-
able days in a eriminal lunatic asylum.
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YHEY did what had to be done.
Quayle rang for the ambulance,
and summoned Van Niekerk. Johnny
laid a handkerchief across the staring
eyes of his father. Then Sir Henry

Dixon came in, accompanied by Mafuti

Xosa, the Bantu detective,

Sir Henry took in the scene at a
glance. “Heard the shot,” he said
briefly. “Oh, yes, I was lurkin’ around.
Thought something might happen here.
Ann, you do get into the thick of if,
don’t you?”

Xosa padded softly across to Quayle,
and said something to him. Quayle ap-
peared perplexed.

The Bantu looked round the hall, then
down at the body of Simon Hattingh,
and round at all thelr faces. He nodded,
almost imperceptibly.

“It is finished,” he said.

They had gone into Maxwell John-
son’s living-room; all except Mafuti
Xosa, who had slipped away again, pre-
sumably on some errand for Quayle.
“From now on,” the Inspector said,
“we shall be intensely busy. I won’t be
able to leave for Pretoria tomorrow,
after all.”

Suddenly Peter Blake laughed. “Sor-
ry,”” he said lamely, “but I've just re-
membered something that has been
troubling me. It was about Tueszday,
and Johnson saying he would be safe
by then, and someone saying they were
going away on that day. I couldn’t re-
call who, or why. So it was Quavle. with
his pohce conference in Pretoria.”

Quayle chuckled. “You mean you sus-
pected me? Well, I've been mixed up in
a few murder cases, and in a variety
of roles, but never before ag a suspect!”

“Sorry,” Peter mumbled.

“Nothing to be sorry about,” said Sir
Henry Dixon briskly, “I imagine we
have all been suspecting each other at
one time or another stage of this affair.
For example, I have a strong notion
that a certain young woman wasg dis-
mally wondering about her father
while, for a time, 1 my%elf strongly
suspected Johnny here. . . .”

“T say!” said Johnny.

Sir Henry smiled. “Yes, I thought
Johnny's alihi was much too good. Tt
struck me as the sort of thing you enly
come -across in hooks, and when you do,
you know the murderer. I was con-
vinced that Johnny had eunningly con-
trived to be in twn places at onrce. so

tnat when he was talking to Levinson,
the tobacconist, he was at the same time
stabbing Johnson. Though I confess the
question .of motive baffled me.”

“We all get these notions,” said
Quayle. “You’d be surprised at the
names I’ve been putting on the mur-
derer.”

Quayle was still fingering the paper
that had fluttered from Simon Hat-
tingh’s dying grasp, while on his knee
was a long buff envelope. Across it was
typed in capitals: FOR THE POLICE. They
had found it on the table, torn open.

“Maxwell Johnson’s message,” said
Quayle reflectively.

“But how could it have been here?”’
asked Peter, puzzled. “I thought we
had decided that Johnson had posted
the evidence against Hattingh, so that
it would come to light on Tuesday—
tomorrow—morring? And that the
murderer had got hold of it this after-
noon, when he met and killed Erie be-
caus$ Eric had guessed where the paper
was?”’

“Quite right,” nodded Quayle, “and
that is what happened. But—I'm in-
debted to Johnny for this—Maxwell
Johnson was too smart a man to leave
his fate resting on one message. He
actually wrote two; so that if the mur-
derer did succeed in putting him out of
the way, and also destroying one mes-
sage, the other would be there to trip
him up. The murderer guessed that
Johnson might have done something
like that; he had searched the cottage
that ﬁrst time, but hurriedly, and he
couldn’t be sure, Johnny guessed that
his fears wouldn’t let him rest until he
had undertaken another, more thorough
search. And he was right.”

Johnny nodded. “That’s how 1 figured
it. If I had done those killings 1 would-
n't rest until T had searched Johnson's
house again.”

Quayle looked down at the paper. He
appeared pensive.

“This was dynamite,” he gaid slowly,

“and the murderer knew it. That's why
he killed Johnmon in the first place.
Johnson fold me that the evidence he
had against the porson who was threat-
ening him was not of & ‘riminal na-
fure:’ but it was far worse than that
for the murderer. It wax a pieture of
the murderer’s mind.” They were lean-
ing forward now, waiting hreathlessly.
“I'm going to read it out to you,”
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Quayle went on. “That is if Johnny
will permit. It’s not pretty.”

Johnny shrugged. “Oh, 2o ahead. I'd
like to know, for one, if Johnson had
reached the conclusion I think he had
about my father.”

“Yes. Very well, then,”

NSPECTOR QUAYLE cleared his

throat and commenced:

“‘If and when the police, to whom
this is addressed, ever read it, I, Max-
well Johnson, will be dead. And if I
am killed, I fear that others may follow,
for once he has started, the murderer
will not be content with one victim.
1t is to protect those other possible vic-
tims that I now write what I know
about Simon Hattingh.

‘“‘The man is mad. I think it began
in Mechwanaland, after an experience
which Judson Holmes, whom I have
summoned here, will relate to the police
if they ask him. That experience turned
Hattingh’s brain. It has been slowly
rotting ever since, and the sight of me
here has, I fear, hastened Hattingh’s
mental decay. I know that his mad
mind has coneceived the fantastic notion
that 1 am his wife’s lover! I know, too,
from other symptoms that Hattingh’s
malady is now entering a definitely
dangerous phase.

‘““The theft of the devil mask is no
coincidence. He is brooding on the busi-
ness in Mechwanaland. 1 saved his life
30 T must die! And I should not be sur-
prised if I am to be “executed” in the
Mechwana manner; the precise death
from which I saved him. He has taken
the mask. Will he come bhack for the
executioner’s ax? If he does, 1 shall
know what to expect. He might even
give me the official warning. 1 shall
know what it means if I am shortly
presented with a string of cowric shells.

“ ‘Perhaps if T take Iattingh to the
replica of the Evil House which Chwana
and I have built. It will stampede him
into showing his hand.

“ ‘Meanwhile I am taking the pre-
caution of letting him know by a few
yointed hints what T saspect about his
iental condition. T intend to let him
know that T am posting to Sir Henry
Divon this week-end a letter similar to
this, so that at least two of us will be
on our guard against him. 1 shall, how-
ever, point oeut to him that the letter
will net reach its destination until
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Tuesday morning, and that if he re-
turns my devil mask, and gives me
suitable guarantees in writing against
an early demise, 1 shall recall the letter.

“'On second thought, I think I'd
better not tell him how I intend to con-
vey this information, or to whom. He
is a cunning devil, and might use the
time-limit to forestall me. No; I shall
merely tell him that I have written
something and that it is bound to come
to light by Tuesday at the latest. That
may frighten him into returning the
devil mask, and giving me the guar-
antee I want. Once he had committed
himself in writing, he would not dare
to take action against me. For both our
sakes, I hope he does what I shall ask.
If he does not, the letter reaches Sir
Henry. In that case, this statcment will
never reach the hands of the police. If
it is ever read, it will mean that my
plan failed, and that Hattingh was able
to carry out his purpose. But at least
Justice will claim him.”

Quayle laid down the paper;
Johnny sighed.

“Yes,” he said. “I thought it would
be something like that. I’d suspected the
same thing—ahout my father’s mental
condition. I never suspected he was as
bad as he was; or I'd have taken action
myself.”

“After the first murders,” said Quayle
slowly, “you must have known.”

“Ile was my father,” said Johnny
simply. “You know, we didn’t get on
so badly. He—he had a soft spot for me.
And in spite of the shabby way he
treated her, he really was mad about
Patricia. T thought at one time that
marriage might change him. So when
the murders happened, at first I didn’t
know what to believe. But afterwards,
when Eric was killed, it was simply
forced on my attention, He and Eric
left the house about the same time.”

There was a long silence. They were
thinking about Simon Hattingh, enig-
matic, old-womanish, watching his wife,
wailching Maxwell Johnson, the mar
who had onee saved his life and whom
he hated most; and of Hattingh, as
part of a carefully planned act, shakiny
his fist at the Fvil Houce and shriekin«
curses at the dving man, who, he well
knew, lay inzide,

They thought of the things they had
not seen but could imagine with toe
dreadful clavify. Hattingh dviving his

and
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wife into town on the Sunday night,
and suddenly strangling her to death,
because she suspected him and threat-
ened to thwart his schemes. Hattingh
driving over to the cottage with his
wife's dead body beside him, and hand-
ing over the devil mask to Johnson,
agreeing to the anthropologist’s de-
mand for a statement that would act
as Johnson’s insurance policy, and
then suddenly snatching the spear from
the case and striking his companion
down. Haftingh staggering out to the
Evil House with the body of his second
victim. Hattingh confronted by his son,
and frenziedly making his third kill.
And finally Hattingh here in the cot-
tage, caught with Johnson’s inecrimi-
nating statement in his hand.

Sir Henry Dixon shuddered. *It
doesn’t bear thinking about,” he said.
“But it has ended the best way, better
than if he had lived.”

Inspector Jeremy Quayle was
hunched up in his chair, a grotesquely
thin and, somehow, melancholy figure.
The brown eyes were brooding, and
when he spoke, his voice contained a
dreadful fatigue.

“No,” he said moodily. “No. The case
of the Straw Men isn’t all over yet.
Not quite. I’ve sent for Judson Holmes,
Van Nickerk’s bringing him. When he
comes, I'll tell you the real truth.”

X

THE flat of Mr. and Mrs, Peter
Blake was on the seventeenth floor of
one of those modern blocks that domi-
nate the heart of Johannesburg. The
evening was warm and they sat on
their balcony enjoying the view, Their
visitor placed his glass carefully on
the balcony’s edge, sighed. “Ah!” he
said, “You've got a nice place here.”

“Stop hedging, Quayle,” said Peter.
“When you haven't been commenting
on the joys of early married life, you’ve
been babbling inanely about the virtues
of our view. You know very well that
isn't what we want you to talk about,
We want to know how you did it!”

Quayle massaged his long chin with
a thin white hand. “Ah, but 1 promised
myself that this would be a holiday,”
he protested. “I want to forget crime,
especially that crime. I’ve been mixed
up in & Tew gueer businesses, but that
was the worst.”
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Ann shuddered. “Yes. It was hor-
rible, I still find it difficult to believe—"

She left the sentence unfinished.

“He might have got away with it,”
said Peter. *“I can’t understand yet how
he didn’t. He was diabolically clever.”

Quayle shook his head. “It was we
who were dull. Like all criminals, he
made mistakes, and his mistakes were
glaring. But in a way, it wasn’t his
fault. He was fighting against time—
killing against the clock, you might
almost say. And from the first his plans
went wrong. He had to alter his plans
continually to fit circumstances that
changed beyond his control.”

Peter nodded. “I think I know what
you mean,” he said. “I've got a sort of
misty picture of what must have really
happened, but there are big gaps. I
think it would be better for our peace
of mind, Quayle, if you filled them in.
Then the ghost of the Straw Men will
be really laid at last,”

Quayle brooded. He was back in that
room in Johnson’s cottage, wecks ago,
and the murderer was still brazening
it out. . ..

Johnny had been the first to break
the silence. He thrust his head forward,
and they could see a vein begin to beat
in his forchead. When he spoke, his
voice was on a curious high note that
made the - rest glance at him in sharp
wonder.

“You mean—I've been wrong? That
my father wasn't guilty—?”

“Look here, Quayle!” Sir Henry
Dixon, too, seemed bewildered. “We
caught Simon Hattingh here—at least
you did—red-handed. And now he's
dead. Why all this mystification?”

Quayle did not answer Sir Henry's
question. He went off at a tangent.
“How did it happen that you were
hanging about the cottage just when
the fireworks started?”

Sir Henry shrugged. “I had a notion
you fellows were up to something. 1
called at the station, but you were gone,
Quayle. 1t occurred to me that you
might have come down here to search
for something. 1 followed.”

Quayle nodded, but before anv of
the others could put a question, Judson
Holmes came into the room. He ad-
dressed Quayle with a certain defiance.
“You wanted to see me?”

“Yes, Mr. Holmes.” The inspector’'s
voice was quiet as he held out the en-
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velope with Johnson’s typed statement
in jt.

Holmes took it and began to read
without a word.

Quayle tapped monotonously on the
arm rest of his chair. The tension
steadily mounted. It was a relief when
wind suddenly sighed over the cottage,
and they heard the trees bend and creak
in the gust. A moment later the rain
came, beating fiercely at the window.
There was a distant rumble, followed
immediately by a nearer crash, and
lightning flashed over the sea.

But their nerves were still unsteady
enough for them all to jump when
someone knocked at the dcor. Mafuti
Xosa came in, and under his arm he
carried a heavy box which he put on the
table in front of the inspector. He re-
tired to a corner, but did not leave the
room.

They eyed the box curiously. It was
about three feet long and a foot high
but its plain exterior gave no clue as to
what its contents might be.

Judson Holmes lowered the {type-
written sheet., Quayle leaned forward:

“Well 27

Holmes® manner was curiously hesi-
tant. “What’'s the game, Inspector?” he
countered.

“] asked you what you thought of
that statement,” said Quayle sharply.

UDSON HOLMES continued to look
doubtful, “I’d say it was a pretty
probable account,” he replied at last.
“I could believe every word of it—ex-
cept for one thing.”

“Indeed,” said Quayle politely. “And
what’s that?”

Holmes licked his thin lips. “I can’t
prove this, mind—but Maxwell Johnson
never wrote that.”

“What makes you think not?”

“It’s difficult to put into words. But
you’ve reminded me once or twice that
I was Johnson’s closest friend. 1 knew
him better than any other person. And
there are things about that statement
—well, he never wrote it, that’s all. It’s
too—too flamboyant.”

Peter Blake thought with a sudden
exciteinent that this was true. He had
not known Johnson well but he had
been deeply struck, nevertheless, by the
man’'s complete absence of concentra-
tion on self. It was a trait he had no-
ticed in scientific men, and he had ad-
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mired it particularly in Johnson. The
anthropologist had been fundamentally
a simple man. But Quayle did not seem
to be over-impressed with Judson
Holmes’ notion; on the other hand, he
did not appear to be disappointed. He
remained non-committal, and in a flash
Peter realized that all this time Quayle
had been watching someone else. . . .

“Xosa,” said Quayle suddenly. “Give
Mr. Hattingh his property.”

The little Bantwr hurried from his cor-
ner, bent over the box on the table,
and lifted the lid. He seemed to be un-
conscious of the eyes fixed on him.
With his back turned to the others, he
was taking objects out of the box, and
placing them on the table, The light
winked on a row of silver cups. They
were obviously sporting trophies.

“Yours?” said Quayle to Johnny.

Johnny nodded, dazedly. His reddish
face had turned a little pale.

“Let me have your gun for a minute,
will you, Johnny?” said Quayle con-
versationally. “I want to check up on
something.”

As though in a3 dream, Johnny put
his hand to his pocket, but it hovered
there, irresolutely while he stared at
the policeman,

“T'm waiting,”” Quayle said gently.

Johnny backed away.

“I'm hanged if 1 will!” he snarled.
“This is a trap! You're trying to frame
me. A fine fathead I'd look if I gave
you my gun, just like that. And then
let you arrest me!” The silence was
deadly. “Stop staring at me, you all!”’

He was backing away, towards the
windows. And now his hand had gone
into his pocket, and come out with the
gun but he was not holding it out for
Quayle to take. It was pointed at
Quayle’s breast.

“Don’t move, anybody, or I'll shoot
to kill. T couldn’t miss at this range.”

He was backing steadily towards the
windows. Quayle let him get to within
a yard of them, before he spoke.

“Look behind you, Johnny,” he said
quietly.

Johnny sneered. “A fine fool I'd be
if T did!” he replied, “That’s an old
g}?gé ,Quayle. You can’t catch me with

at.

But they were all looking towards the
windows, behind Johnny and what he
saw in their eyes dissolved his com-
placency. He risked a quick glance over
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his shoulder, and the hand hoidig the
gun drooped. Van Niekerk stood outside
the open window and the gun in his
hand was very steady.

Quayle spoke again, in the same even
tone. “I wouldn’t do it, Johnny, Van
Niekerk is a dead shot, and I'll lay a
bet that he would get you before you
had time to pull the trigger.”

And then Johnny laughed. “What the
devil!” he said. “You can’t prove any-
thing, Quayle! Where’s your evidence?
Answer me that!”

Quayle crossed the floor and took the
gun quietly from Johnny Hattingh’s
trembling hand. “Why, Johnny,” he
said mildly, “I think you destroyed the
chief evidence yourself, didn’t you?”

“Strictly between ourselves,” Johnny
said. “I did. But you’ll have to prove it,
old boy!”

Quayle looked down idly at the gun.
“I think we’ll manage, Johnny,” he said
quietly. *“I think there’s still enough
evidence left to hang you on.”

Johnny’s bravado collapsed like a
house of cards, and he began to sob.
He was still crying like a child when
they took him from the room.

* * * * *

On the balcony high above Johannes-
burg, Quayle spoke at last.

“It began with the theft of the let-
ters,” he paid, “You remember the let-
ters -and the money that were stolen
from the Hattingh house? You thought
they might be a clue, Peter, and you
were right. We know now that they
were not Patricia’s letfers to her hus-
band, written before their marriage;
they were her letters to Johnny Hat-
tingh. They were lovers before Simon
ever met Patricia. But, of course, Simon
never knew that.

“Johnny kept the letters; and it must
have been a fearful blow when a petty
thief broke into the Hattingh house,
and stole the letters, along with certain
other things. If the letters were re-
covered by S#mon, Johnny and Patricia
were sunk. Simon would have divorced
Pa{trlcia and he’d have kicked Johnny
out.

“The letters were stolen from John-
ny’s room. Mafuli Xosa caught the
thief, who couldn’t refrain from boast-
ing how he’d climbed to the verandah
aud entored the house that way., But
unly Johnuy and Eric occupied the up-
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per half of the house; Simon and Pa-
tricia occupied the lower half! There-
fore the letters were not stolen from
Simon.

“I was thrown off the scent by Simon
acknowledging the return of the stolen
property. But, of course, Johnny and
Patricia, when they got the letters from
me, never returned them to Simon.
They took some money and small valu-
ables from Simon’s room beforehand,
and ‘returned’ that to him, as though
coming from me., And it worked. I had
never mentioned letters to Simon, I told
him over the 'phone that it was ‘some-
thing of his wife’s;” and he replied,
‘T'll send her round; she can collect
it herself.” He played right into their
hands! ‘

“The thief Xosa caught returned the
letters, and some money; but he was
never asked about the silver cups which
he had also taken, and which were the
main part of his booty! Of course,
Johnny couldn’t mention those without
revealing that the thief had been in
his room, not Simon’s. It was only later,
when Xosa, on my instructions, recon-
noitred the Hattingh house again, that
he discovered the empty cabinet in
Johnny’s room, and got an inkling of
the truth, which further cross-exami-
nation of the thief confirmed.”

“But look here!” said Peter impa-
tiently. “Granted all that—and it was
amazingly good work on your part—
you haven’t yet explained the murders.
On your showing, Johnny and Patricia
were safe. Thev’d given each other up.
Simon suspected nothing: T ean’t see the
connection.”

Quayle sighed. *“They thought they
were safe. But Maxwell Johnson found
out, and he misconstrued everything.
He thought Patricia and Johnny were
still lovers. He knew the Hattinghs
were a bad lot. He had very little time
for Johnny, and not much for Patricia.
It was impossible for them to. argue
with him. And he had another reason
for the action he decided to take.

“Simon wag mad; we know that now.
He'd never forgiven Johnson for that
husiness in Mechwanaland. Tt was
Simon who stole the devil mask, with
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