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Being both a newspaperman and in love, Dallas Kirk proposed
to his girl at the scene of a murder scoop. Cupid and the killer

p

enmeshed Kirk in the tangled web of a swingster Romeo, a
platinum chorine, and a gutter-bred racketeer.

CHAPTER I
MURDER STEALS THE SHOW

HE CLUB MONTPARNASSE
rocked with applause as Synco Ari-
etta rippled his last nasal notes
into the microphone. He was slender,

dark, and press-agented as the Sultan of

Swing. He bowed low, then turned to

face his Harmony Hounds swing band.
Hot rhythm blared. Bare-legged

chorines surged out upon the dance floor.

An here of hectic i per-

vaded the Broadway night spot.

10




the Spotlight

By Ralph Powers

“A helluva place to ask a girl to marry
you!” muttered Dallas Kirk, lean, keen-
eyed young reporter for the Morning Ex-
press. He gazed across the table at Faith
Brierly.

The flickering flame of the candle upon
the table glowed warmly and softly on
the smooth contour of her cheek as she
sighed ecstatically. The charm of her
fresh, unspoiled comeliness was refresh-
ing in contrast with the hard, cynical,
disillusioned feminine faces about them.

“Isn’t Synco Arietta just too perfectly
wonderful for words, Dallas?”

1

“Umph!” grunted Dallas. He didn’t
think Synco was so hot. If it hadn’t been
for that anonymous tip, he’d never have
brought her to the Montparnasse on his
night off.

IF YOU WANT FIRST CRACK AT THE BIG-
GEST STORY OF THE YEAR, BE AT THE MONT-
PARNASSE EARLY TONIGHT.

Such was the wording of the telegram
he had received a few hours earlier.
There was no signature. It had been filed
at a branch telegraph office on upper
Sixth Avenue, which was all he could
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learn about it. He had pegged it as a
press-agent plant, to grab off publicity
for some freak stunt on the part of Ariet-
ta—but, being a newspaperman, he
couldn’t disregard it.

The chorus vanished in a sudden black-
out. An instant later, the spotlight bored
through the darkness, revealing Synco
Arietta posing before the mike. Another
moment, and he was rippling again.

“Faith,” Dallas asked
“how’d you like to live here all the time 7"

“Oh, it would be just too positively
grand!” she breathed, her rapt brown
eyes still resting on Synco Arietta.

Dallas muttered profanely beneath his
breath. How could you propose to a girl
‘when she was sighing over a slick-haired
swingster?

“Look, Faith,” he said, quickly, in an
effort to divert her attention from Ariet-
ta. “See that swell-looking frill at the
table up front? That’s Marcia Brice.”

“Marcia Brice? You mean the dime-
store heiress? Why, I've seen her pic-
tures in the rotogravure sections dozen
of times!”

He tapped a cigarette on the back of
his hand and lighted it at the fluttering
flame of the candle. “You see ‘most every-
one in a place like this. Take a slant at
that hard-looking guy with the blue
jowls and tight lips. Know who that is?
Wart Denzil, one of the higher-ups in the
numbers rncket."

“My Dall.
men know everyone, don’t you? He looks
bored to death. I believe he's getting
ready to leave—and the evening barely
wtarted.”

Dallas nodded, puffed on his cigarette.
“See that bald guy with the red face
who's giving Wart the eye? Barney Lang,
police inspector—off duty, maybe, like
me.”

“And to think—" the girl sighed wist-
fully— “that I've got to leave all this and
go back to Centerville tomorrow!”

Dallas took courage again. “On the lev-
el—you think you'd like to live here,
Faith?”

“I could stay with my aunt, and maybe
1 could get a job dancing in the chorus.”
She eyed him archly, teasingly.

Dallas grimaced, “Yeah—and burn
yourself out in a couple of years. Look at
that chorine—platinum baby, third from
the left. Not much older than you—and
just about through, already.”

Dallas clenched his fists, licked his dry
lips, swallowed hard. He was going to
try again. “Faith—there’s something I've
been wanting to ask you.”

She held up a slender, silencing hand,
her eyes upon the swingster. “Please, Dal-
las,” she whispered. “Wait until he’s
through, won’t you?”

ALLAS groaned, and then lapsed
into silence. Synco Arietta finally
reached his last rippling note, and stood
statuesque, motionless, waiting for the
expected applause.

It broke after an instant of silence—a
tidal wave of frantic hand-clapping. Dal-
las cleared his throat nervously.

“What I was going to say, Faith—"

Dallas stopped. For he saw Synco fold
up gently in the oval glare of the spot-
light. The swingster’s left side seemed to
cave in. He fell, twisting slightly, clutch-
ing at the microphone stand. It crashed
to the floor with a terrific clatter as Syn-
co collapsed in a limp heap.

The lights flashed on again. Dallas
grunted. It occurred to him that this
must be the press-agent plant he had been
summoned to witness. A cheap bid for
publicity, he thought, if it was merely
the faked illness of the famous swingster.

The trap-drummer had gripped Synco
under the arms. Awkwardly he tugged at
the limp form until he had raised it to
a sitting posture.

Clearly visible to everyone was a tiny
black spot upon the stiff white front of
the swingster’s shirt. Angling upward
from it was an irregular crimson line,
like the tail of a kite. Now, another simi-
lar crimson line began tracing its way
slowly downward from the black spot.

Death had stolen the show. Death had
hogged the spotlight; taken Synco’s
final bow; had staged a smashing, stag-
gering, stunning finale.

Some one gasped. A woman screamed.
Chairs began to scrape. Suddenly a wave



of excited and hysterical questioning
swept through the room.

“Murdered!”

Dallas leaped to his feet. “What a
story! What a break!”

CHAPTER II
MASTER OF MURDER

ART DENZIL believed he had
evolved the perfect crime,

The big shot of the numbers racket had
commifted three murders during his ca-
reer, and had gotten away with ’em, scot
free.

Inspector Barney Lang could have told
you that Wart had turned these tricks.
But to prove it to the satisfaction of a
jury was something else again.

But these killings had been accom-
plished solely as a matter of business,
merely a matter of routine. Now Wart
was determined to pull off a job for his
own personal satisfaction—a masterpiece
of the killer’s art, astoundingly daring,

ingl, ic, and so absolutel;
perfect as to defy even the shadow of sus-
picion on the part of the law.

Wart was a smart guy, and he knew it.
He felt he had a right to be proud of his

i He was dous;
egotistical, He had never failed to get
what he wanted, or to hold it—except
once.

Thersa Rossi was a platinum blonde
doll whom Wart had plucked from the
chorus and installed in an expensive
apartment on Park Avenue. Thersa was
a pretty dumb cluck, but her blonde pret-
tiness more than made up for it, so far
as Wart was concerned, so long as she
kept her trap shut.

And then Wart’s egotism suffered the
cruelest blow of hi§ entire career. For

So Wart beat hell out of her, and threw
her out of the apartment on her ear, ex-
pecting her to return the next day, chas-
tened and begging to be taken back.

Instead, Thersa got a job in the Mont-
parnasse chorus, through the influence of
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Synco, just as soon as her blackened eyes
permitted. Wart was astounded.

Not that he cared two whoops and a
holler for Thersa, any more. It was the
idea that a pretty boy swingster like Syn-
co could take his woman from him, that
rankled. His vanity was sorely wounded.
Thersa had given him the run-around—
him, Wart Denzil—for a soft squirt like
Synco. It was the only time in his life that
anyone had slipped such a thing over on
him.

Under the harsh code of the streets in
which he had been schooled, it was out
of the question for him to stand by and
take it. Meekness was a quality beyond
Wart’s ken. When a mug did you dirt,
there was just one thing to do.

Here was a chance to display some real
genius in the art of murder. He might
have arranged for a dozen alibi witnesses,
and then mowed Synco down from a
speeding taxi. But such methods were
entirely too erude.

“These wise boids think that a poifect
crime is impossible,” he mused, his thin
lips twisted into an egotistical smile.
“Which is okay, so far as these cheap
guns is concoined. But not for a big shot
like me. I'll show "em.”

First of all, the proposed murder must
be absolutely safe. And, above all else ex-
eept safety, it must be dramatic. What
could be more dramatic than to turn the
trick in full view of a hundred guests at
the Montparnasse? More than that, in
the presence of that little blonde rat,
Thersa herself?

UT could it be done? Sure it could be

done, he decided. To make sure of

his ground he visited the night club dur-

ing a slack hour when the chorus was ab-

sent, and made a careful survey, with
particular regard to the windows.

They were of modern latticed steel con-
struction, with sections which opened
upon a horizontal axis to provide ventila-
tion. When open, these sections were sup-
ported by notched steel slats.

The Montparnasse occupied the twenty-
eighth floor of a building of the modern
step-back type of architecture. The win-
dows opened upon a tiled terrace step-
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back, upon which meals were served dur-
ing the summer months, but which was
unused, now. Doors giving upon the ter-
race from the night club itself were kept
locked during the winter. But Wart dis-
covered it could be reached through a
door opening from the elevator corridor.

“The set-up is poifect,” he admitted to
himself. “Made to measure. It'll be on
Page One of every paper in the country,
tomorrow night.”

To insure the very highest degree of
dramatic effect, he sent two vaguely
worded tip-off telegrams; one to the Ez-
press reporter whose by-line had ap-
peared over a famous murder story; and
one to Police Inspector Barney Lang.

Before departing from his apartment
for the night club, he provided himself
with an automatic, a souvenir lead pen-
cil he had taken from the Montparnasse,
and a stick of chewing gum. He did not
trouble to remove finger-prints from the
weapon, for he had planned how he
would dispose of the rod so it never would
be found. He discarded his shoulder hol-
ster, and dropped the gat in a pocket of
his dinner jacket.

The wind was howling and hard, fine
flakes of snow were swirling through the
air as he stepped into his limousine. The
driver knew nothing of his plans. How-
ever, the fellow carried two spare rods,
for Wart never knew when an extra au-
tomatic would be useful. He directed the
driver to wait, and was borne upward in
the elevator to the night club.

A generous tip insured him his choice
of tables near the windows. He looked
about him, and immediately spotted the
police inspector. He did not know Dallas
Kirk by sight, although the latter had
seen Wart during a police show-up and
thus was enabled to identify him for the
benefit of Faith,

Wart noted that every window was
closed tight against the outside cold, ex-
cept for one on the farther side of the
room which was opened for ventilation.

Wart downed a leisurely meal. Then
during a spotlight number when the rest
of the lights were out, he slipped behind
a curtain, unseen by the guests whose at-
tention was focused upon Synco, and

raised one of the window sections. But
instead of using the notched steel slat to
hold it, he propped it open with the lead
pencil.

Then he stuck his wad of chewing gum
upon the frame where the section would
descend when closed, and returned to his
table. All this was accomplished within
a few seconds.

As the spotlight number ended and the
chorus emerged upon the floor, Wart pre-
pared to leave. Thersa had not seen him.
He saw that Inspector Lang was eyeing
him. He smiled genially and waved a
hand at the officer as he made for the
door.

He found the corridor deserted, and
at once slipped outside to the terrace.
Then he halted, and for an instant was
on the point of abandoning his whole
plan. For the tiled floor of the terrace
was covered with a thin sheet of drifted
snow, And snow meant—footprints!

“Hell!” he spat a moment later as he
noted that the four-foot wall rimming
the terrace on the outer edge had been
swept clear of snow by the wind, “This
is a swell break for me! Couldn't ask
anything better!” y

He climbed upon the wall, where he
would leave no telltale footprints, and
crawled along to a spot from whence he
could see Synco through the window he
had propped open, standing in the spot-
light. Wart waited, confident that he
could not be seen from inside, even
though the attention of the guests had
not been concentrated upon the singer.

As Synco finished, and the tidal wave
of applause burst forth, Wart drew his
automatic. He was counting upon this
pandemonium of hand-clapping to drown
out the report, although it was unlikely
it could be heard through the single open
window, anyway.

Now it was but a matter of straight
shooting—and Wart was no tyro with the
gat. He lined his sights first upon the
pencil which propped the window open.
Then he moved the weapon until the pen-
cil was on a line with Synco’s heart.

His automatic spurted flame. The steel-
jacketed bullet sped through the pencil,
and on into the victim’s body. As the pen-



cil was shattered, the unsupported win-
dow-section dropped shut. Whatever in-
criminating clang might have resulted
was muffled by the wad of gum upon the
frame.

Wart, his thin lips twisted in a trium-
phant grin, dropped his automatic down
the drain pipe, within which it would fall
to the next step-back some twenty floors
below, to remain in the pipe probably as
long as the building stood. He crawled
back along the wall, slipped through the
door into the corridor, and took the next
express elevator to the street floor.

There he bought a handful of cigars,
lingering at the counter in conversation
with the clerk. Not a tremor in his voice
disclosed his elation at the thought that
he had just perpetrated what he thought
was a ‘“perfect,” insoluble murder,

CHAPTER III
A HUNDRED WITNESSES

ALLAS whirled fiercely to face the
girl. Faith, stunned by the shock,
was shrinking back in her chair, She was
as motionless as the candle flame which,
as if somehow sensitive to the chilling
presence of death, had ceased its nervous
fluttering.
“Faith!” he barked ily. “I
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on his chest and shoved him violently
backward.

“Wait your turn, Jack!” he snapped as
he snatched the instrument from its cra-
dle and barked the number of the Ez-
press into the transmitter.

“Hello . . . . Express? Gimme the
city desk, Sadie—quick! . ... Hello.
Hello,
Synco Arietta murdered at Montparnasse
—full view of hundreds—shot dead while
taking bow!

“Exclusive. Biggest beat of the year!
Sewed up like a case of appendicitis! We
can beat the other rags onto the street
with it by a good five minutes! Switch -
me to Gus and I'll toss him the flash.
Feah o oo Yeah [l -Okay."t

During the moment needed to transfer
the call to the Exzpress’ star rewrite
hound Dallas turned to survey the night
club. A scene of hopeless confusion con-
fronted him. Some had obeyed the inspec-
tor’s shouted orders. Others, panic-strick-
en, were bolting for the door, there to be
herded back by a squad of frightened,
white-faced waiters. Inspector Lang was
pushing his way toward the murder vie-
tim.

“Hello? Gus? Hot stuff! Tie into it,
kid! Ready? Full view hundreds festive
merr Club Synco

got to flash this to the office! You sit
where you are. Don’t you move till I come
back. Don’t get scared. Nothing can hurt
you.”

He turned and darted through the ta-
bles. Now a resounding voice was bellow-
ing authoritatively above the din of ex-
cited voices. Dallas recognized it as the
voice of Inspector Lang.

“Sit down, everybody! Sit down! Keep
your shirts on. I'm the law. You waiters
—Ilock the doors! Don’t let anybody out.
I'm telling you, somebody in this room
killed Synco Arietta! Nobody’s going to
leave here till I find out who done it!”

At the same moment Dallas and the ra-
dio announcer reached the telephone on
the lowboy behind a potted palm. As the
latter reached for it Dallas placed a hand

Arietta—huh? Oh, all right, I'll spell it
for you. S for son-of-a-gun, Y for yap,
N for nerts, C for cop, O for okay—S-Y-
N-C-0, Synco. A for applesauce, R for
razz, I for—huh? Oh, you got it? Heard
of him, huh? Bright boy!

“—Syneo Arietta, premier swingster
America, idol million feminine hearts,
shot down by assassin’s bullet tonight as
taking bow spotlight.

“Slayer as yet unidentified. Belief of
Inspector Barney Lang—okay, I'll spell
it. L for louse, A for aspirin, N for nutty,
G for goof—L-A-N-G, Lang. Of ’Spector
Lang, who was present and assumed
charge of investigation, murderer among
guests of night club. Roar applause
drowned report fatal shot.

“Doors barred prevent assassin’s es-
cape. Guests in panic. Lang expects arrest
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any moment. Impossible slayer flee . . . .
Huh? Yeah, instantly. Smaek through
heart. Motive unknown, but safe to sug-
gest jealousy, only hang it onto police.
Give Barney break—he’s swell guy. S’all
flash. Phone you follow five minutes.
Smear on atmosphere thick as you like.
Step on it, old kid. G’bye.”

As he turned from the phone he pre-
tended to stumble in his excitement, and
jerked the instrument loose from its
wires.

“Sorry, Jack,” he snapped at the flab-
bergasted radio announcer. “There’s an-
other phone down in the lobby.”

He was sewing up his scoop—tight.
With the mike on the fritz and the phone
haywire, he was sitting pretty. He knew
there must be another telephone in the
office of Gild the -which

group surrounding the murdered man. It
didn’t seem strange to him that he should
have spoken so abruptly to the girl whom
he had been on the point of asking to
marry him. Wasn’t he a newspaperman ?
‘Well, such things as proposals just had to
wait when hot stuff like this was break-
ing.

Inspector Lang, his bald head now as
red as his face, poked an unlighted cigar
at the paliid proprietor.

“Got any idea who did this, Gildman?
Nope? Well, you have some one hop to
the phone and notify headquarters. Homi-
cide squad. And I'm telling you, if any-
body slips outa this room until I give the
word, I'm going to hold you responsible,
see?”

“Sure, inspector,” agreed Gildman, his

was the reason he had suggested the lob-
by phone to the excited announcer who, he
knew, would find it plenty tough break-
ing through the cordon of waiters at the
door.

EANWHILE, he had succeeded in

getting the first flash of the Ariet-

ta murder to the outside world. Now, the

rival sheets couldn’t pick it up from the

broadcast—until too late. Nor, as yet, had

the word gone even to the police, there to
be relayed to the rival rags.

As Dallas whirled about to make his
way toward the fallen swingster, now sur-
rounded by the excited members of the
orchestra, he felt a little tug on his arm.
He turned, to find Faith looking up at
him with frightened, pleading eyes.

“Oh, Dallas! Take me away from this
terrible place! I—I want to go home!

»

“Take you away?” He stared at her
blankly. “Do you think I'm crazy? I got
to stay here till this thing’s mopped up!
Don’t you understand? I'm a newspaper-
man!”

“But this is your night off, Dallas! It’s
my last chance to—to talk to you before—
before I go—"

“I told you to sit down and wait for
me,” he interrupted gruffly. “You do it—
see? And don’t bother me any more!”

He pulled away and started for the

houl shimmying. “Right away I get
somebody to phone for you. What a awful
break for me! Bankrupt, I'll be. This will
cost me fifty grand if it costs me a cent,
inspector!”

“Somebody in this room done it,”
growled Lang fiercely. “I'll frisk every
person here for a gat—men and women.
The killer can’t get away, Gildman!”

“Yes, inspector. Fifty grand it costs
me, if—"

Lang thrust his unlighted cigar be-
tween his lips, and spoke from one side
of his mouth.

“Listen. You knew Synco as good as
anybody. You oughta know who had a
grudge against him. Think, now! Some
gent whose frill he’d copped, maybe.
Huh?”

“A thousand women were crazy about
him, inspector. A dozen he always had on
the string. You know, he had a way with
him, inspector. That Brice girl, now. Mil-
lions she’s got, yet all the time she was
bothering him.”

“Okay. We’ll buzz her about it. She’s
here. I seen her.”

Swiftly he turned to face the panicky
night club patrons. Removing his cigar
from his lips, he called out:

“Anybody see who fired that shot?”

There was no answer. Everybody was
peering suspiciously at some one else. The
inspector scowled.

“C’mon, now. Speak up. Somebody
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must of seen him. I'm telling you, a guy
couldn’t shoot in a room full of people
without somebody seeing him!”

Again, silence, except for the hysteri-
cal sobbing of some woman.

“Who heard the shot?” Lang demand-
ed fiercely. “Somebody must of heard it!”

TILL no answer. Gradually the ex-
cited murmur had subsided, to be
succeeded by an awed hush.

“Maybe,” suggested Dallas, who had
pushed his way to the inspector’s side,
“maybe they’re scared to step up and
speak their piece, Barney, Scared the kill-
er might pop ’em off. I betcha if you take
’em one at a time, alone, some one will
cough.”

“Hi, Dal,” growled the officer. “Yeah,
maybe you’re right. We'll put "em through
the mill soon as the hommy squad gets
here. I can’t handle a hundred of 'em,
alone.

“Gildman, you better have those or-
chestra lads lug Synco to your office. Then
you better close the joint for the night
and let your entertainers go. No—wait a
minute. Keep the orchestra here—I want
to talk to ’em. They were behind Synco
‘when he was shot, so they’re all ‘out,” far
as the killing is concerned, but they may
be able to give me a steer. Might as well
turn the chorines loose and shoo ’em
home. They were in the dressing room
at the time, so there’s no way they can
be figured in.”

“Better I should close up my doors for-
ever and cancel my lease,” moaned Gild-
man with an expressive shrug. “This will
finish me, inspector. Fifty grand, if it
costs me a cent!” He turned and trotted
toward the office.

“A man murdered,” sniffed the inspec-
tor, “and Gildman bellyaches about mon-
ey. Fooey!”

But Dallas scarcely heard him. His
eyes were on the door, where the squad
of waiters were arguing with some one.
The group parted, and a swagger figure
in a tight-fitting Chesterfield and a derby
cocked on one side pushed inside.

“Wart Denzil!” exclaimed Dallas as
the slender numbers racketeer advanced

toward them, a cigar cocked between his
thin lips.

“Hi, Barney,” he greeted the inspec-
tor in a silky voice. “Here I am.” Black
eyes were giving Dallas the once over.

“Gimme your gun, Wart!” snapped
Lang.

Wart chuckled softly. Slowly, so the
act might not be mistaken for an overt
move, he drew back both Chesterfield and
dinner jacket, revealing that he carried
no weapon either in a shoulder-holster or
upon his hip.

“Cripes, Barney, you oughta know I
never pack a gat! Why should I pack a
gat? I ask you.”

“Frisk him, Dallas,” directed the detec-
tive sharply.

Dallas frisked him, patting every pock-
et. At the mention of his name, Wart
looked at the newspaperman searchingly.

“He’s clean,” announced Dallas.

“What's the big idea, Wart?” growled
the inspector.

Wart simulated surprise.

“Don’t you want me for this job?” he
asked softly. “If you don’t, it’s the foist
time a trick was turned that you dicks
didn’t try to hang onto me, from a turn-
off to fanning a hick.”

“Did you spot Synco, Wart?”

“How could I, Barney? I wasn’t even
in the joint. You seen me leave, with your
own eyes. Many’s the time I've wanted to
squash him out, Barney, 'cause the way
he sang gave me the gripes. But you can’t
give a mug the juice just for wanting
I've never spoke a word to Synco in my
life, Barney. Nope, I didn’t kill him
Louse exterminating ain’t in my line, Sor-

”

“I saw you in here, Wart. Where did
you stash your gun?”’

‘Wart shrugged. “Sure, I was here. You
seen me—before the shooting. You seen
me leave—before the shooting, I was
downstairs in the lobby when a pilot
bulges out of the elevator and squawks
that hell’s ripped loose up here.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah. And don’t think I didn’t build
myself an out by showing myself to the
cloiks, the pilots, and everybody in sight
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I'm wise, Barney. Toe wise to take it on
the lam when the lid blows off.

“What would of happened if I'd taken
a run-out powder ? The whole force would
of been on my tail and I'd been sloughed
in the can so quick it would of made my
head swim. You know that, Barney. This
ain’t the foist time you boids have put
the squeezers on me. If Syneo had been
in on the racket, I could see where you
might suspicion me. I may be a hard guy,
inspector—but I ain’t so hard I go "round
bumping guys who I ain’t never spoke a
woid to, just because I don’t like their
looks.”

“Why did you come back here, Wart?
Are you crazy?”’

“Like a fox. I had an out, so I came
back to spill it. Those dough-heads at the
door weren’t going to let me in, at foist.
I didn’t know Synco got his, till they
told me.”

The inspector rolled his cigar be-
tween his lips.

“This kind of a job ain’t in your line,
Wart. I'd put you on ice anyway, if it
wasn’t that I seen you leave, with my own
eyes. Somebody inside the room done it,
and I know you were outside. Which lets
you out. Your ‘out’ seems puncture-proof.
You got any idea who did do it?”

“Sure. Some guy whose sweetie had
been warbled away from him. Anybody
can see that.”

“Ub-huh. Anybody can see that. Ques-
tion is, to find out who.”

“That shouldn’t be so tough, for a
bright fella like you, Barney. You know
it’s some one in this room. All you got
to do is to search ’em, and grab the guy
who's packing a gun. Ill mix around, and
if I learn anything I'll tip you, Barney.”

“Okay, Wart . ... Here come the
boys from headquarters.”

A score of eager dicks and flatties came
surging through the door. Pallas gripped
Wart by the arm.

“Say, fellow. You and Glldmxn are
like that, aren’t you?” He held up two
fingers, close together. “There’s been
some talk about Synce leaving him flat
when his contract was up, next month.
Know anything about it?”

The racketeer eyed him coldly. “You're
one of them newspaper guys, ain’t you?
‘Well, you can quote me as saying that, in
my opinion, Europe is a powder keg—
waitin’ to be touched off.”

CHAPTER IV
BEHIND CLOSED DOORS

ALLAS turned and sped toward

Gildman’s office. Synco’s body was
stretched out upon the glass-topped table,
deserted now by the members of the
orchestra, who had returned to the cen-
ter of exeitement. Dallas snatched up the
phone with one hand, and began search-
ing Synco’s pockets with the other.
Police
grill racketeer suspeet. . . . . Nope—
no pineh yet . . . . Questioned by In-
spector Barney Lang, Wart Denzil
claims ‘out’ . . Marcia Brice, sub-
deb heiress, witnesses murder . . . .
Patrons of fashionable night club face
wholesale third degree . . . . Love theft
theory loems as probable motive, police
seek jealous rival....S%ll..., No! Wait
a second!”

From Synco’s pocket he drew a small,
red notebook. Awkwardly opening it with
his free hand, he found that it contained
merely a list of telephone numbers.

“Hot doggie! Hello. Walker? . . . .
Get this: Police find book containing
phone numbers of slain swingster's
sweeties. May prove clew to identity of
slayer . . . , Yeah, I've got it. It’'s ex-
clusive . . . . What? . . . . Okay. Put
some one else on the wire and I'll read
’em off 80 you can check on the addresses
through the phone company.”

A moment later he was dictating the
numbers. When the list was almost com-
pleted, a reporter for a rival sheet dashed
into the office, seeking a phone. Instantly -
Dallas began to stall, saying:

“Yeah, like I said, no new develop-
ments.” For some moments he stalled,
repeating matters of no consequence
into the transmitter, merely to kill time
and delay the opposition reporter.

He thrust the notebook into his pocket.
Its information he intended to keep for



himself. What a sensation it would cause
when those phone numbers, with the
identities of their owners, were pub-
lished! Presently, he inquished the
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couldn’t recall the faces of any of the
others in that comparatively small area.
And now, all had left their places, and
were hopelessly lost in the shuffle.

phone.

The other reporter barked his number
impatiently, but while waiting for his
connection found time to exclaim en-
viously: “What a break! You sure wiped
up on this yarn, Kirk!”

Dallas hurried from the office. A police
guard had replaced the waiters at the
door. Members of the homicide squad
were searching the guests for arms. Wart
Denzil was dragging at his cigar calmly,
staring about him as if bored.

Other reporters were arriving now,
among them two from the Ezpress, sent
to assist Dallas. With the reporters came
the camera men.

For a moment Dallas was busy aiding
the Exzpress photographer to pose a mem-
ber of the orchestra in the place where
Synco had stood when he was shot—a
picture which would appear with the cap-
tion, “X Marks Spot Where Swingster
Fell”

His brain was working swiftly as he
strove to reconstruct just what had hap-
pened. Synco’s back had been to the
orchestra, and he had been facing the
tables when the shot had been fired. He
had taken it squarely from the front.

“The only way the killer could get away
with it without being seen, was by fir-
ing from the back of the room, close to
the windows,” he surmised. “The only
possible explanation is that he was be-
hind everybody, and that everyone was
looking at Synco.”

He frowned thoughtfully, If his rea-
soning was sound, then he had narrowed
down the locality from which the mur-
derer had fired to a comparatively small
area on the opposite side of the room—
near the very table where he and Faith
had been seated.

Who else had been seated near by?
Barney Lang himself, for one. Gildman,
the owner, alone at his table. The others
he could not remember,

Marcia Brice and her escort had been
at one of the front tables, which seemed
to let them out. For the life of him he

Wart Denzil, unknown to Dallas, was
watching him closely—much more close-
ly than he was watching the inspector.

He spotted Barney Lang pushing
toward Marcia Brice and her escort, and
tailed along after him.

“This is Miss Brice, ain’t it?” de-
manded the officer, removing the cigar
from his lips. “You were a friend of
Synco, weren't you?”

“I'm sure I don’t know what that has’
to do with it,” put in the.girl’s escort
stiffly before she could answer. His
patrician nose and sharp chin made up
for the washy effect produced by his
schoolgirl complexion.

“Who are you?” demanded Barney
bluntly.

“Marcia’s brother.”

“You didn’t have much use for Synco,
did you, Brice?”

“I beg your pardon. That is neither
here nor there.”

“Nope? Well, young fella, I may learn
you different before I get through with
you, It sort of griped you to know that
little sister was buzzing around that
Synco like a moth around a gas lamp,
didn’t it? Dazzled as bad as any of the
million-dollar babies working in your
papa’s ten-cent stores. You came down
here with her to—what did you come
here for?”

The girl flinched as if she had been
struck. Her brother paled slightly.

“I don’t propose that my sister shalt
be submitted to any third degree, officer.
I am prepared to make a statement in
her behalf. If it isn’t satisfactory, the
next move is up to you—for we shall say
nothing further except through legal
counsel.” 4

HE inspector’s lip curled slightly
“Shoot,” he directed.

“I recognize the right of the police te
question the witnesses, We were seated
near the front, where dozens would have
seen me if I had fired the fatal shot. Both
of us have been searched, and no weapons
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have been found on us. Manifestly, there-
fore, we are innocent of any wrongdoing.
Further than that I have nothing to say
—nor has my sister.”

“Is that so?” growled the inspector.
“Well—

He was interrupted by a member of
the homicide squad.

“We've searched every person in the
joint, Barney, including the waiters, The
only cannon we found was an automatic
in the desk of Gildman, the manager—
loaded with a full clip and apparently
unfired. We've looked under the tables,
behind the hangings, everywhere where
a gun might have been stashed.”

“The hell you say!” exclaimed Lang,
visibly disappointed. For the first time
his confidence seemed to be shaken. “And
nobody squawked? I thought sure we'd
pick up the gun, and a dozen confidential
tips.”

“No guns. No tips. Nothing.”

Dallas, too, was mystified. Like Bar-
ney, he had expected the shakedown to
reveal the killer. How could -the mur-
derer have disposed of his weapon? It
was not in the room. Consequently it
must be—

He hurried across to the area where,
he had surmised a moment ago, the
slayer must have stood.

“He could have tossed his gat out the
window!” he told himself eagerly.

But his eagerness vanished after a
brief examination. All the windows on
this side of the room were closed. Of
course, it was barely possible the killer
might have closed one after tossing his
gun outside, although it seemed almost
incredible that this could have been ac-
complished unseen by the throng within.

He pushed aside the heavy curtains
which were looped to the walls by gold-
tasseled tie-backs, wondering if the
weapon might have been hidden be-
hind them, and escaped the eyes of the
gearching police. Upon the floor was a
splintered pencil.

A forlorn hope led him to the door,
where his police card permitted him
to pass out into the elevator corridor,
which was jammed with an excited crowd

striving for a glimpse of the scene of
the murder. He pushed through the door
leading out upon the terrace.

A moment’s search disclosed no
weapon upon the terrace. He thought it
barely possible it might have been hurled
through the window with such force that
it had cleared the terrace wall and fallen
in the street, or upon the first step-back,
far below.

He leaned over the parapet, and then
his heart leaped suddenly as it flashed
upon him that the fatal shot might have
been fired from the terrace outside the
windows.

He whirled about eagerly, and then his
heart sank.

“If he’d been outside, there’d be foot-
prints in the snow,” he muttered. “And
the only prints are my own.”

Nevertheless, he made a hasty exam-
ination, searching for bullet holes in the
window panes. When he found none, he
abandoned his latest theory with a re-
gretful sigh, and started inside to phone
the office.

Thus far he seemed to be up against a
blank wall. The only theory that held out
the sligh promise d Gild
the manager, According to reports, he
and Synco had been unable to agree upon
a renewal of the crooner’s contract.

Gildman had been seated in the area
from which Dallas had decided the shot
had come. Still, the manager stood to
take a huge loss through the tragedy.
It seemed improbable he would wish all
this on himself, merely because he could
not reach an agreement with Synco.

He found police were clearing the ele-
vator corridor of the curious outsiders.
Already those patrons of the Mont-
parnasse who had been searched, ques-
tioned, and found beyond suspicion were
being permitted to leave. As he pushed
through the door some one touched his
arm.

“Any luck, Scoop?”

It was Wart Denzil, his face expres-
sionless, his thin lips clenched upon his
cigar.

Dallas hesitated. He hated to admit
he was completely baffled, yet it was not
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his policy to reveal anything to an out-
sider before it appeared in print.

“They always overlook something,
these killers,” he returned noncom-
mittally, and hurried on.

CHAPTER V
Hor TRAIL

[ 'OW, what did he mean by that?”

Wart asked himself uneasily as
he racked his brain in an effort to recall
whether he had overlooked anything
‘which might prove to be an incriminating
clew.

Dallas hurried to Gildman's office. He
found that Synco’s body had been re-
moved. An opposition leg man was on
the phone, but hung up as Dallas ap-
peared, and darted from the office as the
latter snatched up the instrument. Dallas
was half sitting upon, half leaning
against the glass-topped table as he
barked the number of the Ezpress into
the phone.

The C.E. snapped at him impatiently.
“We got the head for the next edition
in type already: ‘Police Nab Swingster’s
Slayer.” Shoot the works, Kirk. They got
him?”

“Better than that,” said Dallas quick-
ly. “They haven't! Biggest mystery of
the year. Hundreds witnessed killing, yet
murderer remains uncaught. Police baf-
fled. Search fails to reveal death gun. The
story sweetens.”

Briefly, he barked out the details of
the most recent developments. “How
about the list of phone numbers?” he
asked, “Checked on ’em, yet?”

“Yeah. But you don’t need to worry
about ’em. We'll handle that angle from
the office. We've sent men out to two or
three of the most promising, and we’ll
get the rest as soon as we can.”

“Better read ’em off to me,” snapped
Dallas impatiently. “Might give me a
lead to work on.” He fished a pencil and
a folded pad of copy paper from his
pocket. Holding both the pad and the
phone in his left hand, he rapidly tran-
seribed the list of names and addresses,
repeating each as it was dictated to him.

The last on the list was without a name,
being merely a theatrical boarding house
on West Forty-third Street. As he scrib-
bled it down, Dallas heard footsteps ap-
proaching, and Gildman stepped into the
office, wringing his hands.

Dallas wondered if the Montparnasse
proprietor had told all he knew. It flashed
upon him that here was the opportunity
to throw a little bluff. It might gain him
much if he succeeded, and could cost noth-
ing if it failed.

He edged gently back on the table until
his weight rested lightly on the cradle of
the phone, thereby severing the connec-
tion. With the instrument dead, he con-
tinued talking into the disconnected re-
ceiver, assuming an air of intense ex-
citement,

“Yeah ' . oYl o S E ol YOy
the police got it sewed up! Hold every-
thing and wait for the flash when they
make the pinch! Sure, they’ve got the
killer dead to rights—only he don’t know
it, yet! Some one nobody suspects . . ..
Sure, sure! I know his name, but there
are certain reasons I can’t tell you now
... . Check! G’bye.”

“You think maybe they got the dope
on the killer?” asked Gildman excitedly
as Dallas replaced the receiver.

“There’s no ‘maybe’ about it,” said
Dallas. “Listen, Gildman — you got to
keep this under your hat, see?”

If the owner of the night club was
shaken by Dallas’ crack, he failed to
show it.

“Fifty grand it costs me, pinch or no
pinch. Holding the sack, I am, all account
of some dumb fluff. Maybe I should go out
and peddle papers for a living, now.”

“What makes you think a jane figures
in it, Gildman? Maybe it wasn’t that
kind of a job. Maybe—"

“Always a jane figures in it when there
is trouble—always! And it costs some-
body fifty grand! Only don’t put it in the
paper that I'm ruined. I might change
my mind.”

Dallas left him moaning and wringing
his hands. He almost bumped into Wart
Denzil as he hurried from the office, seek-
ing one of the Ezpress men who had been
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sent to aid him. Wart eased himself
into the office and confronted Gildman.

“You been talking to that newspaper
boid, Gildman?”

“Who? Me? Sure. Fifty thousand—"

“Yeah, I heard that before. I was won-
dering what he was phoning to put in
the paper, when—"

“Plenty he’s going to put in the paper.
He says the police know already who
done it. Who is it, Wart? Right away I'm
going to sue him for fifty—"

“He says he knows who done it, does
he? The lousy liar! I talked to him a
minute ago and he just stalled.”

Not the slightest flicker of expression
was visible on Wart’s dead pan to betray
the flutter of trepidation that he felt.
How mueh did that reporter know, any-
way? Wart had seen him go out to the
terrace, and then come back and hurry
to the phone. And now Gildman reported
he had flashed the office that the case was
sewed up!

Wart was confident he had left no
trace on the terrace. How did that news-
paper guy get that way, anyway? Had
he merely guessed how it was done?
These reporters were pretty smart.
Usually they were about two jumps ahead
of the dicks in figuring out a big case.
Wart began to wish he hadn’t wired that
tip to the news hound.

'The next instant he was cursing him-
self for his weakening nerve. Of course
the reporter hadn’t guessed it! What if
he had? Even if the worst came to the
worst, it was nothing but a guess. There
wasn’t a shred of evidence against him.
Even if they pinched him, they couldn’t
make it stick. The worst that could hap-
pen would be a repetition of the history
of his first three killings—dropped for
lack of evidence,

“Didn’t he say anything, Gildman, that
you would take for a lead as to the guy
he suspected?” His voice was careless,
casual, as if nothing more than idle
curiosity prompted the question.

“Nothing, Absolutely, When I came
in the offiee, he was copying down an ad-
dress on Forty-third S e

ART’S heart leaped suddenly. “On
Forty-thoid Street? What ad-
dress? Can’t you remember?”

“Sure, I remember.” Gildman repeated
the address of the theatrical boarding
house. Wart shrugged as if it meant
nothing to him, and turned away.

“Well, Gildman, I'll be seeing you.”
He strolled from the office in a leisurely
fashion, although his heart was pound-
ing with excitement.

For the address was that of Thersa
Rossi, the Terpsichorean whose desertion
had led to Synco’s murder. How had the *
mnewspaper guy come to be in possession
of her number?

Wart put two and two together, but
fear doubled the total. He jumped at the
conclusion that somehow Dallas had
guessed the truth, although as a matter
of fact, at that moment Dallas was utter-
ly at sea so far as the solution of the case
‘was coneerned.

Fear was gnawing at Wart’s mind. He
thought he saw the flaw in his carefully
planned case—the flaw which the re-
porter had presumably discovered. And
that flaw was—Thersa. So far as the ac-
tual commission of the crime was con-
cerned, Wart was certain he had carried
it out perfectly, without leaving a clew
behind. But he had not taken the girl into
consideration.

She would know he had killed Synco.
Fear of Wart’s vengeance might seal
her lips, but on the other hand, love for
the slain swingster might lead her to
squawk. Wart instantly decided the one
vitally important thing he must accom-
plish to save himself was to keep Thersa
from talking,

Meanwhile Dallas had sought out In-
spector Lang, only to learn that the
officer was completely baffled. “I've ques-
tioned every member of the orchestra,”
he growled, rolling his unlighted cigar
between his lips. “We've frisked and
grilled every guest, every waiter. This is
beginning to look like a tough case.”

Dallas recalled that the members of
the chorus had been dismissed, because
they had been in their dressing room
at the time, and hence could not be con-
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sidered as suspects. They, however, were
the only ones who had not been ques-
tioned. Likewise, Dallas knew that they,
if anyone, would be wise to all the gossip
concerning Synco and his feminine
friends.

He started for the dressing room, but
found it deserted. However, tacked upon
the wall was the call list showing the
names, addresses and phone numbers of
the chorines. He started to copy the list,
intending to have the office check up on
them later.

Then he came to one which caught
his attention. The name was Thersa
Rossi, and the address was on West
Forty-third Street. He recalled having
written that address but a few minutes
previously. Turning over his pad of notes,
he compared them and found that the
phone number and address of the Rossi
girl were identical on each list.

Dallas decided to locate the girl. After
all, things had come to an apparent im-
passe at the night club. He could leave
the two other Ezpress men in charge, to
cover anything which might break dur-
ing his absence. He started for the
elevator.

He was conscious of an uncomfortable
feeling that he had forgotten something.
Then it dawned upon him. He had clean
forgotten Faith! In the excitement of
following the hot news trail, the presence
of the girl he hoped to marry had almost
slipped his mind.

“I can’t leave her here,” he said to
himself, a bit irritably. “And I can’t send
her home alone in a taxi, Only thing to
do is to take her with me.”

He found her at their table, white-
faced, tense, staring at the unwavering
flame of the candle as if hypnotized.
“C’'mon,” he said curtly. “We're going!”

“Oh, I'm so thankful!” she breathed
2s she rose. She shuddered. “What a
terrible place! I hope I never see New
York again!”

A few moments later they were climb-
ing into a taxi. Faith gasped as Dallas
gave the driver the address on West
Forty-third Street.

“But—but, Dallas! I thought—thought

you were taking me home, to my aunt’s!
I can’t—"

“T’ll take you home just as soon as I
clean up on this story,” he interrupted
impatiently. “You don’t seem to be able
to get it through your head that I'm a
newspaperman—that T can’t let anything
interfere when a red-hot story like this
is breaking!”

“But, Dallas—"

“Don’t argue with me. I'm telling you.
And don’t bother me. I got to think. I got
to dope this thing out, see?”

Faith shrank back into a corner and re -
garded him in puzzled silence.

“You wait here for me,” he told hew
as the taxi drew up in front of the brown-
stone boarding house. “I won’t be mors
than a couple of minutes.” He hopped out
and dashed up the steps. As he flung open
the door a slatternly old hag in a soiled
kimono stumbled down the staircase,
screaming harshly :

“Call the cops! Call the cops! Miss
Rossi has been moidered!”

CHAPTER VI
GREEDY GATS

ALLAS leaped up the stairs, four

steps at a jump. A group of ex-
cited lodgers, some only partly dressed,
were clustered about an open door on
the second floor. He pushed through
them into the shabby room. Huddled on
the floor, her mop of platinum blonde
hair resting in a slowly spreading pool
of blood, lay the girl whom Dallas had
pointed out to Faith in the Montparnasse
chorus less than an hour before.

By her side, upon the worn, flowered
carpet lay a silver-framed photograph
of Synco Arietta, glass and picture
smashed.

“Who did it?” barked Dallas.

A dozen hysterical voices tried to
answer. Dallas hushed them into silence
and singled out a man with rumpled hair,
in trousers, stockinged-feet and under-
shirt.

“Nobody knows who done it!” the fel-
low gasped out. “I'm in my room acrost
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the hall, see, getting ready for bed, see,
when I hears three shots, quick. Like
this, see—pow, pow, pow! I thinks maybe
it’s a truck backfiring or something, see,
until I hears a turrible scream from Miss
Rossi’s room. I hops into my pants, see,
and piles out and knocks on her door and
yells ‘What’s happened " Nobody answers,

“The door is locked, see? I'm going
back to bed, ’cause I knows Miss Rossi
don’t get home till late, see? But Mis’

i he’s the landlady, see?—
she says Miss Rossi is already come home
early, looking white and scared to death.

“I says we better bust down the door,
but the landlady says who's going to pay
for the damage, and we gets into a argu-
ment, see? Pretty soon the hall is full of
people yelling and carrying on. I chins
myself on the transom, and sees the dead
lady inside. I says ‘To hell with who pays
for the lock’ and busts down the door,
see? The room is empty, but the window
is open, so that is the way the moiderer
gets out. Are you the law?”

“Where’s the closest phone ?” demanded
Dallas. There were countless other ques-
tions he wanted to ask, but the urgent
need of the moment was to get the flash
to the office on this latest murder.

The landlady had not thought to phone
for the police, but had run screaming into
the street in search of the nearest patrol-
man. A moment later Dallas was dialing
the Ezpress number on the wall phone
in the lower hall.

“Hello — Ezxpress? Gimme Walker,

quick! . . . . Walker? Kirk. Big stuff.
Arietta slays
chorine to still her tongue . . . . Thersa

Rossi, beautiful night club entertainer,
found riddled with bullets in fashionable
apartment on West Forty-third Street.

“Shattered photo murdered swingster
by her side indicates she is vietim of
mysterious killer who bumped Synco hour
ago. Police believe triangle woman slain
because she alone knew identity of
Arietta assassin . . ., Huh? No, police
aren’t here yet, but that’s what they’ll
believe. Mystery murderer vanishes into
night.”

He barked out the remaining scanty

details of this second amazing killing,
and turned from the phone just as the
landlady reappeared in the wake of a
running, uniformed patrolman. He halted
her as the officer bounded up the stairs.

“Who was her boy friend?” he de-
manded abruptly.

“I should know!” panted the woman
breathlessly, clutching her kimono about
her. “Ten days ago she came here, with
two black eyes. Such a refined young
lady! So quiet like, never saying nothing
about herself. So—"

“No men callers?”

“I give it to you to understand, young
man, that this is a respectable house.”

“Phone calls? You must have taken
’em on the house phone!”

“Sure, sure. Plenty phone calls. But
should I pry into the affairs of my
guests? No, I don’t know his name, Don’t
ask!”

These calls, if all from one man, must
have been from Synco, who carried
Thersa’s number in his book, Dallas
thought. “Any other girls of the Mont-
parnasse chorus live here? Any close
girl friends who might know something
about her private affairs?”

The panting landlady shook her head.
With an exclamation of annoyance, Dallas
brushed past her and started up the
stairs again.

HE policeman had banished every-
one from the room, and had sent
the man in the undershirt to notify po-
lice headquarters. Dallas’ police card ad-
mitted him. The officer made no objection
as he went through the room, searching
for some clew which might reveal the
name of the slayer. But he found no let-
ters—nothing which shed the slightest
gleam of light upon the case.
Ap; the girl's ad had
been too shrewd to commit anything to
writing — either that, or she had de-
stroyed their letters.

Dallag leaned from the open window.
It gave upon the lowest platform of the
fire escape. Plainly this was the means
by which the murderer had made his
escape, although the steel grating had
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been swept clear of snow by the wind and
revealed no tracks.

Dallas climbed outside, and lowered
himself to the ground. He found himself
in a narrow alley. The snow had melted
as it reached the cement pavement. There
were no footprints, As he reached the
street a police car with shrieking siren
shot up to the curb with screaming
brakes. Six plainclothes men tumbled out.

“It’s a cinch this job is connected with
the Arietta killing,” he told himself
breathlessly. “The busted Photo of Synco
shows that much. Picture’s beginning to
get a lot clearer—like a movie fade-in.

“Thersa is the third side of the tri-
angle. Synco won her away from some
one. That some one murdered Synco, and
then killed the girl, either in a frenzy of
jealousy, or to stop her from talking. It
oughtn’t to be such a tough job to find
out who her sweetie was before she took
up with Synco. When I've found him, I've
got my man!”

He turned toward the door again, and
then hesitated. He hated to leave this
angle of the yarn uncovered, even though
he was confident he had learned all the
police could unearth. His problem was
solved when another taxi rolled up to the
curb, and an Ezpress reporter hopped
out. Dallas hailed him, and briefly gave
him the lay.

“You stick here, and try to dig out
the name of this girl’s sweetie,” he di-
rected hurriedly. “If you learn it, phone
me at the Montparnasse, S’long.”

He started to signal a passing taxi.
Then he remembered his own cab, with
Faith inside, was waiting for him. His
intense concentration upon the solution
of the mystery had almost led him to
forget temporarily the existence of the
girl. Faith greeted him with a gasp of
relief as he hopped inside.

“What’s happened?” she demanded in
a voice which trembled with fright.
“Why are all those policemen—"

“Nothing,” he retorted hurriedly.
“Don’t bother me. I got to think.” To
the driver he said, “Club Montparnasse.”

“But,” put in the girl timidly, “but I
thought you were going to take me home,
now?”

“Can’t you see I'm trying to think?”
he growled at her irritably. “I'm going
to take you home just as soon as this
job is finished, see?”

Faith turned from him and began to
sob softly. “This is ter-terrible,” she
said, with a catch in her voice, “And
you're so—so rude. I hope I never see
New York again—or you, either!”

Her sobbing pierced his crust of con-
centration as nothing else could have
done. He leaned over and patted her on
the shoulder. All the puzzling problems
of the murder case were momentarily-
banished from his mind.

“There, there, Faith. Don’t get sore.
I didn’t mean to be nasty. You got to
remember that I'm a newspaperman,
that’s all. I'm not that way all the time,
honest. Stories like this don’t break every
day.”

“I—I know, Dallas. I want to go where
it’s quiet, and safe, and—"

“Listen, Faith. At the moment Synco
‘was shot, I was just on the point of ask-
ing you—er, something. You said you
wanted to live in New York. New York
isn't like this—all the time. Folks can
live here all their lives, just as peaceably
and comfortably as you can back in
Centerville.

“When I saw you sitting across the
table from me, with the light from that
candle glowing on your face, so soft and
pretty, I couldn’t help thinking— Well,
what I’'m trying to say is, I was thinking
you might be sitting across the table
from me, all the rest of our—"

He broke off lamely. She ceased her
sobbing and perked up suddenly.

“Yes?” she said, softly and eagerly.
“Yes, yes—go on, Dallas!”

A moment of awkward silence. And
then he burst forth with startling sud-
denness:

“I've got it!”

“Got what?” demanded the astonished
Faith,

“Got the solution of this whole damned
case! The one thing the killer overlooked!
Shut up! Don’t bother me! I got to
think!”
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CHAPTER VII
TELLTALE CLUES

ART DENZIL, who had mur-

dered two persons within an hour,
stepped from his limousine in front of
the building which housed the Club Mont-
parnasse, as casually as if he were just
returning from a spin through the park.
He wore an air of bored indifference as he
strolled through the lobby to the express
elevators.

In fact, Wart was quite well satisfied
‘with himself. He had disposed satisfac-
torily of the one factor he had overlooked
‘when planning the elimination of Synco.
Now Thersa no longer could be consid-
ered a peril. Her tongue was silenced
forever. During the months she had lived
in his apartment, she had gone under an-
other name. None, except perhaps his
closest friends, who could be counted
upon to keep their mouths shut, knew
that Thersa Rossi had been Wart’s moll.

Even if the worst came to the worst,
they had nothing more than suspicion
against hi ot a whit of real evid
None had seen him enter or leave
Thersa’s room. None, probably, had even
noticed his absence from the Mont-
parnasse, in the excitement. So far as
the killing of Synco was concerned, he
considered his “out” airtight.

Wart reasoned he was playing safe
by returning to the Montparnasse.
Nevertheless, this time he carried a gat
in his pocket. He had little fear of being
searched  again, but the weapon was his
driver’s, clean and unfired, so it could
not be used as evidence against him in
case he was frisked a second time.

Flicking the ashes from a fresh cigar,
he strolled from the elevator with an air
of bland and untroubled insouciance, his
iron nerve unshaken. The police guard at
the door was intent upon the proceedings
ingide, and he was unnoticed. So, instead
of going inside, he turned down the cor-
ridor and passed through the door onto
the terrace.

“Tll show myself, walking up and
down past the windows,” he said to him-
self, smiling. “Then, if they’ve noticed

1 been gone, they’ll think I been out here
all the time, taking the air.”

But before he tried to show himself, he
peered through the windows to get a line
on the situation. Inspector Lang was
pacing up and down, his unlighted cigar
chewed to a frazzle, firing questions at
Gildman, who was seated at a table
guarded by members of the homicide
squad. Wart wished he could hear what
the dick was saying, but the closed win-
dow cut off all sound.

Presently, as Wart watched, he saw the
Ezpress reporter burst through the door,
followed by a thoroughly frightened girl,
who sank into the nearest chair and cov-
ered her face with her hands. The re-
porter was barking something at Barney
Lang, but Wart couldn’t hear what it
‘was.

The question that the breathless
Dallas shot at the inspector was:

“Where is Wart Denzil 2

Lang shrugged. “Search me. He was
here a little while ago. Why?”

“Because,” cried Dallas triumphantly,
“he’s the man who murdered Synco—and
the Rossi girl! But of course he wouldn’t
be crazy enough to come back here!”

The i ct was i
“Whatsamatter, Dal? You blown your
top or something? Wart is the only one
with a perfect ‘out’ because he wasn’t
even in the room when Synco got his.”

“Of course he wasn’t! Which proves
he was the murderer! He was outside on
the terrace, crouching on the wall where
he wouldn’t leave any tracks!”

Barney smiled indulgently. “I never
seen you go off half-cocked this way be-
fore, Dal. The windows was all closed. I
thought of that, too, and looked the win-
dows over for bullet holes, but there
wasn’t any. Which proves you’re cuckoo.
Now, don’t bother me with any more wild
theories, until I finish with Gildman,
here, and—"

“Cuckoo, huh?” cried Dallas eagerly.
“Crazy, am 1? Looky here, you big hunk
of boloney, and I'll prove to you who's
gone nerts, you or me! The window was
open before the shot was fired, but closed
afterward—closed by the very bullet that
nailed Synco!
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“Wart had figured everything out in
advance—everything but the one little
inconsequential clue which pins this job
on him! No, it wasn’t the pencil with
‘which the window was propped open, and
which was shattered by the bullet and
let the window drop—although you’ll find
the splintered pencil on the floor!

“The perfect crime has never been
committed. Always the criminal leaves
some clue behind. Wart had thought out
everything—except this!”

“What is it?” Lang demanded bluntly.

“This!” exclaimed Dallas, pointing at
the candle on the table in front of Gild-
man, “I was sitting right there, and a
moment before the shooting I lighted a
cigarette at that candle, and the flame
was fluttering in the draft—which shows
the window was open. But the very in-
stant after the shot was fired, the flame
stopped fluttering—which shows the win-
dow had been closed! That’s the thing
that Wart overlooked—the fluttering of a
tiny candle flame, which proves the shot
was fired from outside. And he was the
only one—""

“I'l be damned!” exclaimed Barney.
“Kid, I believe you're—"

“Tll prove it, Barney! Look—the
candle is burning steadily, because the
window’s closed. But if you'll open it,
you'll see that—"

He broke off, suddenly startled. For,
unexpectedly, the candle flame had begun
to flutter, All eyes flashed to the window
—to behold the evil face of Wart Denzil

peering at them through the open pane.

Wart, overcome with curiosity to know
what the reporter had spilled, thus to
excite the police, had opened the window
50 he might hear — and by so doing had
clinched the case against himself!

“There he is!” yelled Dallas. “Get
him!”

“Take your time, boys!” boomed Bar-
ney. “He can’t get away—and he hasn’t
got a gun!”

“The hell he hasn’t!” shouted Dallas.
“The one he used on Ther—"

Pang! The sharp crack of the rack-
eteer’s automatic proved he was armed
—and ready to fight to the death. The
steel-jacketed bullet sped through the
window and ripped through Dallas’ coat.

ART, who couldn’t guess how it

had happened, but who knew only
that somehow they had got the goods on
him, blazed away at the reporter whom
he knew to be responsible for his down-
fall.

Dallas dived behind the tub of a potted
palm. Instantly the guns of the police
began to roar, As if by magic a dozen
little round holes appeared in the glass.
Wart leaped aside, dashing for the door
to the elevator corridor.

“C'mon!” roared the inspector, send-
ing the tables crashing and spinning as
he plowed toward the door of the night
club. “We got to keep him from reaching
the elevators!”

The roar of the police guns died away.
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Two of the officers remained behind to
prevent the gunman from breaking
through the locked French doors and es-
caping through the night club. Dallas
leaped to his feet and plunged toward
Faith.

“Jump!” he ordered harshly, gripping
her by one wrist and dragging her from
her chair, “Lead will be flying again in
a minute—I got to get you where you’ll
be safel”

He dragged her across the room to
Gildman’s office. Just as the guns began
to roar again he flung her roughly behind
the safe, where stray bullets could not
reach her. Then he snatched up the phone
and barked the number of the Express.

“Dallas?” came the girl’s frightened
voice as he was waiting for his connec-
tion. “Dallas—you—"

“Shut up!” he snapped. “Can’t you
see I'm— Hello! Walker? Kirk. Police
corner double murderer of Synco and
girl! Battle to death with Wart Denzil
on terrace of night club, twenty-eight
stories above street! . . Huh? Yeah
—yeah! That’s the sounds of the guns
you hear! They're staging the battle
right now—right in front of my eyes!

“Barney Lang and aides cut off slayer’s
flight by elevators! Another squad—hear
that crash? That’s the other squad smash-
ing down the French doors! .. .. Sure,
sure! I'm phoning from Gildman’s office
—can see it all! Denzil cornered between
two groups of police! I can see his auto-
matic spouting fire! He’s falling back!
Police closing in on him!

“His back is against parapet! He’s
climbing up on it! They’re blazing away
at him! . . . . Wait! Wait! . . . . Man
alive! They’ve got him! Got him, I tell
you! He’s dropped his gun! Grabbing at
his belly! Toppling—toppling! There he
goes—twenty-eight floors down to the
street . . . , Yeah, yeah! Okay, switch
me to Gus, and I'll feed him the story!”

He took a deep breath as he waited for
the city editor to switch the call to the
rewrite hound. His hands were trembling,
every nerve in his body was tingling. In
that brief interval he heard Faith speak-
ing up timidly from behind the safe.

“Dallas! Is it all over? . ... I've been

trying to—in the taxi you were saying
there was something you wanted to
sk

It flashed upon the tense Dallas that
there was something he’d wanted to ask
this girl. Oh, yeah—he was going to ask
her to marry him! Very well, he’d ask
her and get it over. A helluva set-up for
a proposal, but then, he was a newspaper-
man, and newspapermen had to take the
breaks as they came.

“Okay, Faith!” he gasped. “Will you
marry me? . ... What? Hello, hello!
Gus? No, you damn’ fool, I wasn’t speak-
ing to you; Here—tie into this: Riddled
by police bullets, body of Wart Denzil,
racketeer, gunman, hurtled twenty-eight
floors from terrace of Club Montparnasse
tonight and ended police search for
double murderer of Synco Arietta and
beautiful actress, solving most baffling
crime mystery of decade . .. . Faith!
You will! Darling! You—"

“Huh? No, Gus, I was speaking to some
one else. No, 'm not drunk. Nor crazy.
Grab this: Greedy gats of gangland
proven to be responsible for double slay-
ing by shrewd detective work of Inspec-
tor Barney Lang, who led police squad in
desperate battle with cornered slayer
high above roofs of city.

“Huh? Sure, Faith, I know I solved it.
But ’'m a newspaperman, and a reporter’s
always got to give credit to the police
in a case like this . . .. Huh? No, Gus,
damn it all, I wasn’t talking to you!
H Jeal over i ’s love
theft of gangster’s moll motive for sen-
sational double murder. Say, Gus, what
time does the marriage license bureau
open? . . No, no, you fathead—that’s
not a part of the story! . ... Flickering
candle flame slender clue upon which
police based solution of what was con-
sidered ‘perfect’ crime.

“Yes, darling—just as soon as the
bureau opens . . ., No, no, you damn’
idiot—why should I call you darling?
Don’t you understand, you boob? I'm
going to be married! To the swellest little
girl in the world! . . . . No, of course
I'm not going to let it interfere with
finishing this story! Don’t you realize
I'm a newspaperman?”
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Homicide on High

By Arthuar Flint

{

LMER GIFFARD leaned far over
E the low brown-brick railing of his,
terrace. Twenty floors:

down! That would do, nicely.
Straightening, he smoothed the po-
maded wisp of white hair that had fallem

over his long, clean-shaven face, and com~
pared his excellent wrist watch with the
distant Metropolitan clock, a gold-detted
disk: against the night.

Ferguson would be arriving now, any
minute. Arthur Croly Ferguson—Gif-
fard squinted at the city as he thought
of that name and all it had meant to him.

He looked back over the year during
which they had fought, in bitter, un-
spoken rivalry, to the top of the export-
ing firm that now bere the single name
of —Ferguson!

Yes, Giffard: had lost in the struggle.
Ferguson, portly, hearty, heavy-drinking,
had outsmarted him — and had handed
him a miserable place on his directing
board. As far as Ferguson was concerned,
the race, the battle, was over.

But Giffard’s face set like stone when~
ever he looked at the door on which was

Giffard hated his bess, and his own underdog existence. Only
murder would appease his warped brain—and erase years of
frustration.
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lettered that name. And he had dreamed
of that name.

Day im and day out, he had been
steeped im his hatred of Arthur Croly
Ferguson. Even what other men would
bave called success failed to soothe his.
intense rancor at having lost that battle
of almost two decades. Ferguson had
bested him; Pergusen was the better man
—keener, more quick-witted, a business
wizard. Giffard had longed to be that,
but he was of a different mold. He was
slow, calculating, stolid. While he con-
sidered things slowly, deliberately, Ar-
thur Croly Ferguson snapped to his feet
and flashed out brilliantly with the solu-
tion to any problem.

Well, this was the end. Giffard threw
hack his head, breathed deeply, and
wallied back inte: his apartment, softly

closing the terrace French doors: He had
known for years that he might some day
lose his head and' kill Ferguson. It was
eurious, now that the time had come,
that “losing his head” had had no part in
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of bother, Elmer. I don’t mind being at &

planned, in his mind a k
schemes for a successful “perfect” mur-
der. He had come to the conclusion that
the cleverest murder is the simplest.

And this had been built along the sim-
plest lines. Ferguson had been in Europe.
An unusually vigorous drinker, and his
health in danger, he had gone to vigit an
old friend who had become a prominent
London specialist, Giffard had run the
business meantime, for three months.

During that period he had tasted the
blood of power. He had had the authority
he hungered for. And he had planned to
keep it, had planned well.

His doorbell rang. Elmer Giffard saun-
tered into the spacious modern foyer—
there were no servants—and cheerily
greeted his guest.

“Hello, Arthur! Well, you’re looking
splendid, man!”

“Feel pretty fit, Elmer.” Ferguson’s
red face was shiny with the buoyant
good-fellowship of the traveler who ex-
pects and hugely enjoys enthusiastic wel-
comes.

IFFARD wore an easy smile which

he had cultivated for months in his
contacts with this man—ever since, in
fact, he had decided on what he was to
do this evening. In every word, every look
and gesture, he had tried to show Fergu-
son that the old hatchet had been buried,
that they were friends. He had been re-
warded when Ferguson made him acting
president during his absence.

While his superior had been abroad,
Giffard had cabled frequent cheery greet-
ings, assurances that all was going well
at the offices. And he had thrown a gay
party for the “old man” just before Fer-
guson left.

The final move in this campaign had
been a radiogram which reached Fergu-
son on his returning boat:

““HOW ABOUT DROPPING IN AT MY PLACE
WHEN YOU ARRIVE TO DISCUSS IMMEDIATE
BUSINESS DETAILS.”

Ferguson sank heavily into’a low mod-
ernistic armchair, sighing:
“Well, travel’s great stuff, but it’s a lot

place, or in between; it’s the
starting and arriving that tires me out.
Take today: I've been all day getting
from Ellis Island to Forty-second Street!
But I feel better—no question about it.”

“The doctor—the specialist over there
—was pretty good, I take it,” suggested
Giffard, opening a box of expensive ci-
gars.

“Good? He was a magician. Straight-
ened me out fine. Great guy. Came back
with me on the same boat.”

Giffard looked sympathetic. “Was it
very serious?”

“Certainly. Doctors over here gave me
a year to live, maybe less. Herbert—
that’s Doctor Ingram—pooh-poohed all
that; put me under his care up in the
country, seventy miles from London, and
I'm tiptop. That’s what they say over
there—tiptop.”

“You've become a regular Britisher,”
Giffard complimented him, and Ferguson
beamed.

Giffard rose, excusing himself, and
stepped into his kitchenette. In a mo-
ment he returned, carrying a whiskey
bottle and two small glasses.

“None for me,” said Ferguson airily.
“No, sir. Doctor’s orders. Go ahead your-
self, though.”

“Oh, come now. Your first day back—
come on, just a little snort for your
health. This won’t hurt you.”

He poured two glasses of the rye.

Ferguson refused again, pleasantly,
lighted his cigar, and asked about the
business.

“Everything’s shipshape,” Giffard told
him. “Like clockwork, that’s how it is.”
He lifted his glass. “Well, old times, Ar-
thur, en?”

The other waved a large red hand,
smiling.

“Hell!” exclaimed Giffard, his tone still
genial. “Don’t tell me travel’s narrowed
your mind! Why, I've seen you drink
whiskey like beer. It’s bum hootch that
hurts people. This is the best there is.
Smell.” He leaned forward, holding his
glass under Ferguson’s red-veined nose.
“Can’t get anything better in England,
I'm telling you.”
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“I's good, but I'm not drinking,
thanks,” said Ferguson, a little irritated-
ly. He could not be budged, once his mind
‘was made up, Giffard knew. “Elmer, I'm
a bit tired: how about going over those
details you spoke of in your i 3y

‘0 WORDS were spoken now. The

strange pantomime continued,

minute after minute, Ferguson slowly

lifting and gulping one small glassful

after another, his eyes blinking in per-
d i -

Ferguson considered the fine ash of his
cigar, waiting for his host to speak. When
there was nothing but silence, he looked
up, and the long ash dropped as his hand
jerked nervously, Giffard was covering
him steadily with a black automatic.

“What the—"

“Drink your drink!” Giffard’s smile
had gone. His face was set, white, his
dark eyes glittering unnaturally.

“What the hell’re you up to, Giffard?”
Ferguson stood up abruptly, blood dark-
ly flooding his cheeks. Giffard rose and
backed away.

“Piek up that glass and drink it,” he
commanded quietly.

“What do you mean by this? Is it—
poison, or something?”’

“No. If you think that, why, drink the
one I was starting on. As a matter of
fact, you will drink them both, and much
more. I won’t hurt you, Ferguson. I just
want you to drink.”

“You're insane! Or drunk, maybe.”
The firm president moved toward the
door. Giffard checked him coldly.

“I'm neither. Sit down. Sit down!” His
voice, still low, had become more vibrant,
as if he were working himself up to the
point of pulling the trigger. He walked
forward, talking nervously. “Sit down.
Drink, Ferguson. Drink, you damned
fool, before I—"

That note in his voice frightened Fer-
guson, and he sat down—and raised the
glass slowly to his lips. He drank, The
glass was returned to the table.

“Well, what now ?” he demanded.

“That other glass, too.”

“Oh, say, you're crazy. What do you
want me to drink for?” But, his eyes
filled with fear as the gun-hand tensed,
Ferguson obeyed. Meanwhile, Giffard
filled the first glass again, being careful
to keep the automatic leveled at his guest-
victim, Silently, then, he pushed this
drink across the low walnut table in front
of Ferguson’s armchair.

plexity, an fear;
Giffard bending forward to refill each
empty glass, then settling back in his
chair to watch while the other drank.

The liquor began to take effect. Fer-
guson stared through a haze at his tor-
mentor, and seemed to be trying to bring
his mind to bear on the amazing situa-
tion in which he now found himself. His
wary manner of drinking, his intent gaz-
ing at Giffard over the top of each glass,
changed. Now, settling into his seat, he
peered down into the whiskey as if seek-
ing the answer there. His head lolled. His
cheeks were beginning to glow, horribly.

“Not any more, Elmer, for God’s
sake!” he begged, setting down another
glass. The bottle was three-quarters emp-
ty. Giffard had not touched a drop. Un-
speaking, the grim host tilted the hottle
—just as the continental phone, across
the room, rang. Frowning, he backed
over to it, answering in a feignedly
drunken voice,

“Mish’r Ferg’son. Hol’ a wire.” The
gun gestured. Ferguson lurched forward,
but before Giffard gave him the phone, he
clapped one hand tightly over the mouth-
piece and gritted: “Say anything out of
the way and I'll plug you right through
the back, Ferguson. Take the phone now
—and talk drunk and happy. If it’s your
butler, tell him you’ll be home late.”

Ferguson fumbled at the phone.

“’Lo? Bert? What? . ... Sure it’s
me! Who'd y’ think, y’ poor boob! Eh?
.« .. Am1drunk? Why, hell no. Drunk?
Me? No, 'm—"

Giffard jabbed him in the ribs. Fergu-
son started, and went on:

“Sure, Bert—drunk but happy. Oh, I
know I'm off the wagon, but—Elmer
here’s an old friend—old friend, Bert.
Li’] celebratin’, that’s all. Sure. Yop. For-
get it, Bert. Trouble with you’s you don’t
know anything ’bout good fellowskip—"

He put down the phone, swaying.

“Son of a gun clicked off on me.”

“Who was that?”



HOMICIDE ON HIGH

“Jus’ my doctor. Nosy guy. Regular
Nemesis. Tryin’ to keep me from
drinkin’.”

Ferguson was getting his nerve back;
‘was sparring for time. Giffard did not
give him a chance, however, but forced
him to drink more, and in larger and
more frequent doses than before. Fer-
guson became sodden, maudlin, his man-
ner punctuated by sudden gusts of fear
that swept him.

“You need a little air,” remarked Gif-
fard at length. “We'll go out on the ter-
race.” He clicked off the lights and
opened the French doors. There was
enough moonlight and light from distant
buildings to enable them to see with fair
clarity.

No one from below, however, could
see the men on the penthouse terrace,
and there were no other buildings near
enough for the drama to be witnessed by
outsiders,

Ferguson stumbled against the doors,
then shrank back.

“No!” he cried. “Say, Giff’d, you're
not—"

Giffard shoved him out, followed quick-
ly, and prodded him to the low railing.

“It’s twenty stories down, Ferguson.”
He moved nearer to the terrified, groggy
man who was retreating from that yawn-
ing edge. “That’s where you're going,
now, you damned—"

Ferguson fainted, or passed out, as
Giffard rushed at him. The doorbell rang
loudly at the same moment. Giffard halt-
ed, swung about, undecided. He had
rushed Ferguson in the drinking after
the telephone call, vaguely anticipating
something like this. At the moment, then,
the doctor’s call had seemed harmless, as
far as the success of Giffard’s plan went.
This doctor’s talk with the drunken Fer-
guson on the wire would be corrobora-
tive evidence later on, if it were needed,
Giffard had thought.

Tt had been his plan to shove the intoxi-
cated man over. An autopsy, if there were
one, would show that he had been heavily
under the influence of liquor, After the
fall, Giffard had intended to drain a stiff
quantity of whisky himself, get himself
drunk as quickly as possible, and claim
that the death had been an accident.

O ONE could prove otherwise.

Similar accidents were frequent in
New York. His, Giffard’s, responsible po-
sition, and the fact that Ferguson had
trusted him to run the business, would
help to keep the police from becoming
suspicious.

Here was a hitch, though. Of course,
it might not be the doctor. Possibly just
an elevator man with a message. Why not
then, go ahead with his plan at once, and
pitch the unconscious Ferguson over?
But no—that would prove too close a co-
incidence: a man falling just as a visitor
was ringing the doorbell. No matter who
the visitor turned out to be, doctor or
elevator boy, it would be bad—in either
case.

Giffard decided to gamble with time,
Ferguson had passed out. He would stay
that way for some time, certainly long
enough for Giffard to dispose of the call-
er.

He went in, closing the French doors,
and hurried to the table to tilt the bottle
for a few generous gulps. This was a nec-
essary detail; he must seem somewhat
drunk. The bell rang more insistently and

. Giffard, trying to appear a little tipsy,

at last answered it.

It was a basilisk-eyed man of about
forty whom he admitted—a man clad
in English tweeds—a squarely built,
tight-lipped, sardonic man who said
crisply:

“I am Doctor Herbert Ingram, My pa-
tient, Arthur Croly Ferguson, is here, I
just telephoned.”
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Although an American, he spoke with
a slight Oxford accent, the result of years
of living in England.

“Mr. Ferguson has gone, unfortunate-
ly,” replied Giffard, pretending great
self-control to conceal a drunken state.

“Gone? But he said he'd wait for me.”
Ingram looked around sharply, noting the
whisky bottles. “You've been having a
few glasses, I take it?”

“Celebrating, yes.” Giffard smiled his
best, lurched a little. “Arthur’s firs’ day
back—came down t’ talk business. We're
practic’lly partners—"

“I know.” Doctor Ingram cut him
short, fidgeted impatiently, and spoke
again in his clipped manner: “But—but
he must be here. I told him I'd come over
and he said he’d wait. If I can’t come in
T’ll get an officer. This man is my pa-
tient. I've forbidden him to drink. He's
been drinking. As his doctor, I demand
that I see him at once.”

Giffard saw that he was badly placed.
If he refused admittance, Ingram could
get a policeman. It would look bad. If
Ingram came in, Giffard could say: “The
fact of the matter is, Ferguson has passed
out. I just didn’t want you to see him in
such a condition, since it’s against your
orders. I'm sorry. I didn’t know he wasn't
supposed to drink.”

But Ingram would revive his patient,
and Ferguson would tell how he had been
forced to drink at the point of a gun!
Giffard could deny it, but the gun was
in his pocket! He had had no chance to
replace it in his desk. His possessien of
a gun was covered by a permit. As an offi-
cial in a big firm, he had had no trouble
in obtaining that, a long time ago.

There would be a rotten mess. Giffard
would be thrown out of the company, if
not actually jailed.

Slugging or shooting Doctor In-
gram was out of the question. And he
could be neither admitted, nor barred
out. It was imperative that the murder
of Ferguson be carried through. Giffard’s
original plan would still work perfectly
if there were some way of dealing with
Ingram—getting him out of the way.
Could he send the man off on some pre-
text? Giffard knew, from the dogged

expression on the physician’s face, that
this was not possible.

HEN he saw a way out—an idea
forming dimly, taking shape in his
mind as chess moves evolve in the brain
of a player. He had determined originally
on a simple murder, following out his
premise that ordinary “perfect” mur-
ders were too well schemed to be suc-
cessful. Too many details make too many
possible slipups. Giffard’s plan had been
simple, natural—mo carefully arranged
settings, no selection of psychologlcal
no stupid r . Sim-
plicity. He must not abandon that now.
He must be casual, natural.

“Y’re unnecessarily excited, doct'r—
—your pr-fessional zeal, I s’pose. 'S cred-
itable, but—there’s no cause for it. I'm
sorry—I'm quite drunk.”

“You don’t sound drunk.”

“Funny thing with me, th’ drunker I
get th’ more elaborate, th’ more dignified
I get. Lots of people’re that way. Come
in, by all means.”

Doctor Ingram walked in,
guard.

“Tll confess,” said Giffard amiably,
“that I misled you. Like mos’ people I'm
’fraid of an outraged doc—an’ you've
cause to be outraged. After all, I've led
your patient astray and—"

“He’s here, then! Where is he?” In-
gram went grimly to the bathroom, the
kitchenette, a bedroom, another, and
back to the living room.

“He's on the terrace, doctor,” Giffard
informed him courteously, “Thoroughly
drunk. Prob’ly passed out by now.”

Ingram banged open the French doors,
Giffard imperturbably on his heels. Fer-
guson lay huddled in a corner of the ter-
race, reeking of whisky. His doctor
stooped over him.

He examined his patient, then rose.

“He’ll be all right,” the doctor told
Giffard. “I'll run down to a drug store
for some medicine. If he comes to, tell
him not to worry—that I’'m here.”

Giffard’s tenseness relaxed. This was

lendid—better that he had
hoj

on his

ped.
“Certainly, doctor. I'll do my best to



HOMICIDE ON HIGH———— 35

rouse him while you’re gone—only I hope
he won’t be out of his head if he comes to.
He used to be that way.”

Ingram left with a reassuring word,
and Giffard, lighting a cigarette, stood
at the door, listening for the elevator
sounds. Presently, opening the door, he
made sure that the doctor had gone, and,
planting his gun in his desk and turning
out: the lights again, ducked out to the
terrace, where Ferguson still lay, inert.

Tt was a job, lifting him. Giffard tugged
and puffed and swore in muffled gasps.
‘When Ferguson was propped against the
‘walll, half lolling over Giffard’s sheulder,
the latter peered over and down—and
nodﬂﬂwhmseli as he saw Doctor In-
Then
Glm worked quickly—hauled Fergu-
som roughly to the rail, balanced him, a
great, sagging hulk—pushed, swung the
legs up—and let go.

He heard the distant thud, and the
screams of people in the street as he raced
back inte his apartment, snapped om the
lights, gulped emough whisky te lay a
mam outf eeld, and rushed to the elevators,
holding the buzzer in frantieally. A car
shot up,, after several minutes of wait-
ing.

Daetor Ingram stepped out, with twe
policemen. Without a word, they frisked
Giffard, found nothing, snapped hand-
cuffis em his wrists, and took him baek im-
to his rooms. There they left him for a
minute or two with the physician, and
went: about; the routine business of exam-
ining the premises.

Ingram smiled at the prisoner.

“Youw're going to have a lot to explain,
Giffard.”

Giffard shrugged.

“Not at all,” he retorted confidently.
“Ferguson came to, crazy drunk, reeled
against the railing, and fell before I
could save him. Try and disprove that.”

“Youw poor fool, it wasn’t necessary to
hurl your victim down twenty stories,”
said the doctor, as if he had not heard.

“I didw’t. I resent your saying that
I

“Giffard, he: couldn’t have come to and
recled. Before ¥ left here, Ferguson was
dead!”

Giffard turned gray. The physician
went on ealmily:

“You thought he had passed out. Actu-

heard himv talk over the phome. I had
warned him that one more good souse
‘would kill him. That’s why I hurried over
here.”

Giffard had been pondering. Now, sud-
denly, ke beamed.

“Them T couldn’t be guilty of murder,
if the man I was supposed to have tossed
over was already dead!”

The strange light showed in the doe-
tor’s eyes again.

“You’re quite right,” he smiled evenly.
“But do you think I'm going to tell the
jury that? Ne, Giffard, I shall send you
to the chair with the simple testimony
that this man was alive, but unable to
move”—the doctor paused—“gripped
with sudden paralysis!”
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The Pipeline Juggernaut

I HE earth seemed to turn inside fragments of steel spouted into the office.
out, A blue-hot flash lighted the tele- Then came the roar of the explosion. It
graph office of the pipeline pump station. made the solid red soil of Oklahoma
The big windows flew to bits. Rocks, dirt, ~ shimmy for miles around.
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A pretty blonde gave a fellow the air. And the breeze rocked
an Oklahoma oilfield where mutiny and mystery rode the b
torrent of unleashed black gold.

Evans was telegraphing the hourly
gauge to the oil despatcher at Tulsa when
the blast came. He had just finished
sending the total of oil moved by the
pump station during the last sixty min-
utes. He was waiting for the oil despatch-
er to okay the transmission.

The concussion slammed him against
the telegraph table. His shiny nickel
“bug” was knocked off the table. The
bug, capable of making dots and dashes
far faster than they could be made with
the prosaic telegraph key, hopped across
the floor.

Dazed, Evans hauled himself off the
table—the only piece of furniture the
telegraph office held, other than a chair.
Dust powdered hig long frame. Clods and
chunks of mortar fell from his baggy
clothes. Blood from a cut in his scalp
looked like a red cord hanging down his
bony face.

He reeled over, picked up his bug
and plugged it back into the telegraph
circuit. He made sure he heard the sound-
er tongue click down. No good operator
ever went off and left the wire open.

To the door he stumbled. It wouldn’t
open. The blast had sprung the pump
station walls. Evans climbed out the gap-
ing hole where the window had been.

Spud Rainer, the assistant engineer,
came racing from the direction of the
pump room.

“Tully! Where’s Engineer Tully?” he
screamed. Spud was short and much too
fat. He was puffing, although the run
from the pump room was not a hundred
feet.

“What about Tully—” Evans began.

Spud pointed with both arms, His voice
became a piercing shriek.

“The gate-house! That explosion was
in the gate-house! And Tully went in
there!”

Evans stared. Horror seized him—it
was like oysters sliding down his back.
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Thirty yards distant, gory, awful flame
climbed into the night. It made a roar-
ing like a whirlwind in a scrub oak thick-
et. The intense heat from it dried the
very moisture out of his eyes.

“Tully went into the gate-house?” he
rasped.

“He sure did—to take out the scraper °
that came through the pipe from the
Seminole station!” Spud’s fat face was
as gray as if it were cellophane stuffed
with ashes.

Evans dabbed at the wet cord of crim-
son wriggling down his bony face. There
‘was nothing they could do for poor Tully.
To go nearer that searing, moaning col-
ossus of flame was impossible.

“I can see the body—what’s left of it!”
Spud said with a sort of mixture of hor-
ror and morbid interest, “Itl all be
burned up in about a minute!”

Evans turned swiftly and walked be-
hind the pump station. There were things
no man cared to see. What was happening
in the ruin of the gate-house was one.

A car roared up the near-by road. It
stopped with a squeal of asbestos lining
on brake drums. A man dived out and ran
toward Evans.

It was Roy Glick, the superintendent.

Glick was a solid man with a loud vest
and a louder voice. He reminded Evans
of a carnival spieler. But Glick had fists
that might have been chisled out of four-
teen-inch bit steel. He was the stuff they
‘make oil men out of.

“What let loose?” Glick yelled. “What
happened? Has somebody got your
tongue? Spit it out, damn it! Can’t you
talk?”

The way he spewed words reminded
Evans of a carnival spieler, too. Some
day, Evans reflected, he’d like to take his
shiny nickel bug and bash Glick between
the eyes. Maybe it would shut the man
up for a minute.
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dy just E:
Tully,” Evans said.
“Murdered! Murdered! Murdered!”

Glick might have been spellbinding an au-
dience of a thousand. He always sound-
ed like that. “Where'd you get that idea?
What makes you think so? How’d it hap-
pen? Who murdered him?”

As if that wasn’t enough, fat Spud
mopped his ashy face and whined shrilly:

“Ain’tcha goin’ off half-cocked, Evans?
Tully went out to take the scraper from
the pipe. He must’ve been smokin’ a cig-
arette and touched off some gas.”

Evans wiped the crimson off his face
again. “No gas lines go into that gate-
house. Where would the gas come from?”

“Well, maybe oil leaked out—""

“Don’t be a nut, Spud. You could drop
a match in a fifty-five thousand barrel
tank of crude and not get as violent an
explosion as that.”

“Well, maybe somebody stored some
nitro-glycerine in the gate-house!”

Evans raised his voice. He was impa-
tient, “I went out to the gate-house fif-
teen minutes ago to listen on the pipe.
I wanted to see if I could hear the scrap-
er coming. There was no nitro around!”

Glick clapped his hands like an auction-
eer. That was another trick he had.

“Dry up about it being murder!” he
shouted. “I don’t want to hear such damn
stuff talked until we got some proof! Go
tell the oil despatcher to shut down the
station pumping to us from Seminole. We
don’t want to lose any more crude than we
have to through the broken pipes in that
gate-house. Here comes the fire truck
from the refinery. We'll soon have this
blaze extinguished.”

Evans climbed into the telegraph room
through the hole that had been the win-
dow. He could hear the red fire truck
wailing up.

With the bug, Evans called “DS” a
couple of times. The oil despatcher an-
swered. Evans gave him the news. The
dots and dashes that came from Evans’
bug were beautiful. The bug was set so
fast the dot strings sounded like the
whizz of a grasshopper’s wings. But
Evans didn’t stumble once or make a sin-
gle combination. His sending was far

more expert than the oil despatcher's,
whose salary was a hundred dollars a
month more than a pump station oper-
ator’s.

Evans sent a personal message. In
five minutes, the answer clicked out of
the sounder. It read:

GLICK
EVANS WILL TAKE COMPLETE CHARGE
THERE STOP WORK WITH HIM.

It was signed by the “Old Man” him-
self—the owner of the great pipe-line
and refinery corporation. 2

Evans climbed out through the gutted
window once more. The red fire truck
had extinguished the burning oil in the
gate-house with chemicals,

Evans gave Glick the message from
the Old Man.

LICK read it. He looked like he was

going to burst a button off his loud

vest. His loud voice bellowed out until

stillmen in the refinery half a mile away
heard it.

“What the hell is this? You're taking
charge here? You—a damned brass-
pounder—"

Those looking on saw Evans’ shoulders
shift a little. They didn’t quite catch the
movement of his right fist. That was a
bit too much for the eye.

Glick seemed to curl up in the air. He
flew ten feet like a thrown coat. He rolled
fifteen more and made a loud splash in
the cooling pond.

Evans knew the fist blow wasn’t nec-
essary. But he had been wanting to do
it the entire month he’d been here. So he
permitted himself the pleasure.

Running forward, Evans offered to
help Glick out of the cooling pond, Glick
cursed him and refused the aid.

“Who are you, anyhow?” Glick bawled.
The punch certainly hadn’t hurt his voice.

“My name is Evans—the same as al-
ways,” Evans told him. “And I'm your
new general superintendent. Next to the
0Old Man, I'm the big muckety-muck of
this company. That enough to satisfy
you?”

“Damn you! You can’t hit me—"

For the second time, those looking on



didn’t quite see it happen. But Glick
curled in the air again. He didn’t roll in
the cooling pond this time. An orna-
mental cottonwood tree stopped him.

“Why can’t 1?” asked Evans.

Glick felt too sore around the jaw
to answer.

“I'Tl damn well hit any man working
for me,” Evans added. “Just as I've seen
you hit the men working under you.”

Evans walked over to the gaping hole
where the gate-house had been. Hot met-
al steamed and sizzled in the ghastly pit.

“You heard me tell Glick—I'm your
new boss!” he informed the men gath-
ered there.

He roamed his eyes over the men. They

gave him back stare for stare. They
looked tough. They had to be tough to
stand the pipeline gaff—wading all day
up to their hips in basic sediment in
storage tanks with gas hamper-
ing their breathing—or wrestling eight-~
pound tongs and twelve-hundred pound
casing.
“You can probably guess why I came
here as plain Evans, the telegraph oper-
ator,” he told them. “It was because I
wanted to trap the gang of rats who have
been setting fire to storage tanks of this
company, putting sand in the machinery,
and other similar stunts that have been
costing us in the neighborhood of one
million dollars a month.”

The listeners swapped covert glances.
They had heard all this stuff as rumors.
They knew men were quitting the refin-
ery because accidents were happening too
often. For an accident in a refinery usual-
ly means from one to twenty men killed.
But it stirred them to hear a big shot
in the company admit the situation was
this bad,

The concern couldn’t stand many
months of losing a million a month.
They’d have to sell out to their competi-
tor, who had the refinery on the other side
of town.

“In my personal opinion, a certain oil
company who wishes to buy us out is hir-
ing this vandalism done!” Evans said
bluntly.

Again, the listeners exchanged glances.
This guy Evans didn’t mince words.
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“T'm here to stop it!” said Evans.
The listeners somehow began to get
a sneaking idea he would stop it, too.

VANS let his eyes rove over the men.

His eyes were very cold and blue.

Looking into them was like looking into
the barrels of a couple of six-shooters.

“There was no explosive in that gate-
house fifteen minutes before the explo-
sion,” he said, as if he wanted everybody
to understand clearly. “Either it was put
in later, or—"

He paused. He knew how to build up
drama that gave his words force.

“The scraper that came through the
pipeline was a bomb!” he ended.

“You're wrong there,” said a stocky
gangman.

“What makes you so sure?”

“The scraper is layin’ in the hole. It
must’ve got here after the explosion, It
ain’t hurt none, except that the temper
has been drawn by the heat of the fire.”

Evans went over to stare into the hole.
The gangman was right. There lay the
scraper. The torpedo-like contrivance cer-
tainly had gone through no explosion. It
was about as it had been inserted in the
pipe at the Seminole pump station. The
scraper was forced through the miles of
casing by the moving oil. Meanwhile, the
projecting blades cut from the pipe in-
terior paraffin and other sediment which
had hardened there. '

Glick had been talking to one side with
Spud, the assistant engineer. Now they
called Evans.

“Spud just told me something you
oughta know,” said Glick. He spoke as
though there had not just been a fight.
But that was the way of pipeline men.
They fought. They forgot—sometimes.

“Yeah—I think you oughta know,”
said Spud, thrusting his cellophane-
stuffed-with-ashes face close to Evans.
“I overheard poor Engineer Tully talkin’
over the phone about two hours ago. He
sounded worried. He sounded like he was
worried "most to death!”

“What'd he say?” asked Evans impa-
tiently.

“‘Are you gonna kill me? ”
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“Who was he talking to? Did he make
the call—or was it made to him?”

“He made it. I dunno who to, though.”

“Thanks,” said Evans.

Evans climbed into the telegraph office
once more. He was tall and not at all nat-
ty in his baggy clothes. He didn’t look like
the company’s new boss. But that was be-
cause he had been trying not to look the

part,

He called the girl at the refinery phone
switchboard. All calls went through her.
She might have listened in. Girls had a
habit of doing that.

“Tully called "is sweetie,” the phone
girl informed Evans. “Her name is Bid
Liswood. She lives at nine-twenty Crown
Street.”

Evans hung up, blessing all feminine
inquisitiveness.

E-TWENTY Crown Street was

a nice little brown brick English

(cottage. It looked like it had been built

about a year. The roses Evans’s car spot-

light picked up in the yard were pretty.

Some day he’d get married and blow him-
self to a layout like this.

He put his foot on the brake.

A bullet came smacking through the
window and gashed open his forehead.

1t wasn’t the first time Evans had been
shot at. But it was his closest call. The
sharpshooter had allowed for his speed.
But Evans had just put on the brakes, or
there would have been a neat little tunnel
in his skull.

For an instant, Evans felt as if his
veins had been opened and ice water
pumped in. Then a Luger pistol was out
of his armpit holster and guttering blades
of flames. <

~The shot had come from a corner of
the nice little brown brick cottage. With
his hand which did not hold the Luger,
Evans put the car spotlight on the house.
He saw nothing but the fistfuls of brick
fragments his bullets knocked off the
walls.

He got a flashlight out of the car door
and ran for the house, hurdling the roses.
He rounded fo the rear, gun and flash
ready.

No one was in sight. He saw an open

window. He.looked through it, eyes rang-
ing over a bedroom. The bedroom was
lighted by a pale dressing table lamp. The
frilled doodads lying around and the
makeup stuff on the table indicated it
was a woman’s room—a young woman'’s.

Evans vaulted in the window. He
crossed the bedroom. The house beyond
was dark. The air was warm, fragrant
with the smell of a woman’s perfume, Tt
was very black in there.

He barged in—and stopped with a pis-
tol snout gouging about an inch above his
belt buckle. .

Simultaneously, yielding flesh stopped
the muzzle of his Luger.

Awful, frozen quiet reigned. Evans
didn’t know whether his gun was touch-
ing a vulnerable part. Probably the other
gun wielder was puzzled in the same man-
ner.

Evans was no iron man who never got
scared. Once more he felt as though his
arteries were running ice water.

A woman'’s voice—it was his opponent
—said, “Well—what do we do now?”

“Oh—I'm sorry!” Evans said hastily.
He lowered his Luger.

The woman withdrew her gun the
slightest fraction. That was what Evans
had hoped she would do when he told her
he was sorry.

His hand darted. It clapped over her
gun, pushed it aside. Her gun whammed
out noise and flame. The bullet played
havoc among dishes in the darkness. Then
Evans got the pistol. He noticed one im-
portant point in the fractional second aft-
er he seized the weapon and before it dis-
charged.

It was warm! It had been fired in the
last few moments. It was the gun which
had nearly put a slug through his skull!

He hauled the hissing, kicking woman
along the wall until he found a light
switch. He flipped it; the room blazed
white.

VANS had a picture in his mind of
how this wench would look. Her lips

“and cheeks would be thin as paper. Her

cheek bones would be bulging. With a few
sears where good solid oilfield fists had
hit in the past. Her eyes would be big



and mean, like magnified snake eyes. That
was the way they got after they had
knocked around the oil fields awhile.

He was wrong. Just about as wrong as
he could be.

She was a sweet, cuddly little thing.
She somehow reminded him of Betty Boop
in the movie cartoons. Her big brown
eyes held tears. Evans felt an insane im-
pulse to take her in his arms and kiss the
tears away. She’d probably kick his shins
and punch his nose if he tried. She looked
nice like that.

“You didn’t miss me much, sister,”
Evans said, and put a finger to the bullet
cut on his forehead.

She recoiled. He realized he must look
a sight with the blood all over his face.

“I didn’t!” she denied.

“Yeah?” he inquired sarcastically.

“T was lying down in the bedroom when
I heard a car,” she said. “I heard the
shot, Then a masked man appeared at my
bedroom window. He handed me a gun.
He said, ‘There’s a man coming here to
kill you! Use this gun to defend your-
self!” Then he ran off.”

Evans laughed. His laugh sounded like
somebody had broken a beer bottle.

It was about the most improbable story
he had ever heard.

“Are you Bid Liswood?” he asked.
“Are you Tully’s girl-friend?”

“I'm Bid Liswood,” she admitted. “But
Tully and I are all washed up. We got
that way today. I gave him the air.”

“Why did you tell Tully you were go-
ing to kill him, when he called you to-
night?”

She seemed puzzled, shocked, bewild-
sred. Then her little face cleared. She
gave a tiny, very forced laugh.

“Why, Tully was trying to get me to
renew our engagement,” she said. “He
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“Why’d you give Tully the gate?”

“I can’t see that that is any of your
business!” she said calmly.

Evans proceeded to tell her why it was
some of his business. He told her who he
was. He told her Tully had been murdered
—or that it looked like murder. He got
hard-boiled and told her she’d better
cough up like a good girl, or he’d throw
her in the calaboose.

“I guess T'll have to tell you,” she said,
very near tears. “I found out Tully had
been blackmailing the men who are harm-
ing your company. He found out who they
were. He had been making them pay him
money to keep quiet. It must have been
they who killed him.”

“Who were the men?”

“I don’t know,” she said. “I don’t know
a thing but what I just told you.”

VANS thought this ever. He was
finding it hard not to believe her
story. He didn’t want to believe it—or
maybe he did. He was getting dizzy. He,
tough guy Evans, wanted to take this
sweet kid in his arms and kiss that soft
little red mouth. He wished she wasn’t
80 damned pretty. He'd better go off and
bump his head against something.
He put an arm around her soft waist.
“T guess I can fix this up, honey,” he
said. He tried to kiss her,
She kicked his shins. She popped a lit-
tle fist into his eye.
“p

p!” he said noisily—to cover

his elation,
She was nice. An oil field hussy would
have tried to vamp him into letting her

go.

He felt of the eye she had hit, wriggled
the shin she had kicked, and thought
deeply. His head was clearer now. He got
an idea.

he went to the telephone. He

tried every from pleading to
threats. He threatened to commit suicide.
I told him he had the air, and that was
final. He asked me two or three times if
I was going to kill him by turning him
down. That must be what you mean.”

This sounded a little more reasonable.
She was the kind of a little girl to whom
big, tough pipeliners like Tully would
tell foolish things like that.

called both the town’s two airports. At
each, he asked the same question.

“Has a plane come in this afternoon or
night from the direction of Seminole?”

“Yes,” said the attendant at the second
airport. “Hoot Smith flew in about sun-
down. He was alone.”

“What kind of a guy is Hoot Smith?
Where does he live?”
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“Six months ago he got out of Leaven-
‘worth. Served two years for running dope
by plane. He lives at the Derrick Hotel.”

Evans hung up. He went in the bath-
room, washed his face. The girl watched
him.

“I'll bandage your head,” she offered.

He grinned and said, “Okay, kid. It'll
be a struggle, but I'll try not to make a
pass at you.”

She was about through the bandaging
before she asked, “Why did you try to
paw me a minute ago?”

“It looked like a good idea at the time,”
he chuckled. Then he added seriously,
“Use your head, kid. I had to see what
kind you were.”

“Are you satisfied?” She put her head
to one side, birdlike.

“You can’'t imagine how satisfied I
am!” he grinned. “Well, I'm on my way.
It looks like I've got a big night of play-
ing Sherlock Holmes ahead of me. By the
way, what’s your phone number?”

“You won’t need it,” she said. “I'm go-
ing along.”

He knew he should have said, “The hell
you are!” or something like that. But her
entrancing little face had him all stirred
up inside. What he said was, “You're us-
ing bad judgment. But I'd like to see what
kind of a picture you make in my car.”

The picture she made was eminently
satisfactory. Before he was half way up-
town, he knew darned well he should have
left her behind. She was getting him in
a state of mind where he didn’t give a
damn whether his company went out of
business or not.

‘When he went up to Hoot Smith’s room
in the Derrick Hotel, he got a shock that
put him back on the ground.

Hoot Smith had been murdered. He lay
on the dirty hotel bed with a big, sharp
butcher knife stuck in his heart.

8¢ \HIS cinches it,” he told the girl

in a level, cold voice. “It was as I
suspected. The bomb that killed Tully did
come through the pipeline. Hoot Smith
‘was hired to fly to Seminole and put it in
the pipe ahead of the regular scraper.
Then the devils who hired Hoot killed him
to shut his mouth.”

“What are you going to do now?” she
wanted to know.

“I don’t know, for sure.”

“Did you look in that unused pressure
gauge in the pump room where Tully al-
ways hid his money while he was on
duty ?” she inquired.

He goggled at her.

“Good night, kid!” he breathed. “Why
didn’t you say something about that be-
fore?”

“I came along so as to show you the
place,” she squeaked up at him. “There
may be something important there. Tully
had documentary proof on the men he
was blackmailing. He might have hidden
it there. I don’t think anyone but me
knew of it. He told me about it a long
time ago—the hiding place back of the
gauge, that is.”

Evans’s speedometer touched seventy
going to the pump station.

The crowd had cleared away. The sta-
tion was dark, except for a bulb glowing
in the telegraph room. No one seemed to
be around.

Evans and the girl went into the pump
room. He tried the lights. They wouldn’t
work. Probably the battery was cut off
from all but the telegraph room circuit.
This was the custom when the station
was shut down.

Evans used his flashlight. They found
the gauge.

It held a small envelope.

“We’ll take this in the telegraph room
and see what's in it,” Evans said.

She stumbled on the way to the tele-
graph room and he put an arm around
her. She didn’t kick his shins or poke his
eye this time. But maybe that was be-
cause he didn’t try to kiss her.

The girl went into the telegraph room
first. She screamed sharply. She jumped
back. She collided with Evans.

Because she was against him, Evans
couldn’t get his gun out to shoot the man
he had suddenly discovered lurking be-
side the telegraph room door. The fellow
‘was only a black smear in the darkness.

The lurking man banged Evans over
the head with a shovel. The shovel
glanced off Evans’s head and cut deep
into his left shoulder. It stunned him.
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Before he could recover enough to start
fighting, he was bound securely. A cloth
that stank of crude oil was tied over his
eyes, blindfolding him.

“Throw him on the telegraph table!”
said a coarse voice. It was a disguised
voice. “Put the dame in the chair.”

Evans was flung on the telegraph table.
His hands, tied at his back, were bruised
and crushed against his nickel-plated
bug.

ILENCE followed. Evans could hear
the crimson flood from his gashed
shoulder dripping off the telegraph table
to the floor. Also he could hear men
breathing. Their respiration was rapid
from exertion and excitement.

“What do we do now, Glick?” asked
one of their captors.

“You damned fool!” shrilled another.
“Why’d you go an’ give my name away ?
Now we gotta croak ’em. We gotta hand
’em the same dose we gave Tully and
Hoot Smith!”

“Shut up!” growled the other man.
“Let’s look in this envelope!”

Strangely enough—the pair still spoke
in their hoarse, disguised voices, al-
though the name of Glick had been voiced
plainly.

Paper rattled.

The girl’s tones, low and squeakily
mouselike, came to Evans.

“Isn’t Glick your superintendent?” she
asked.

“Yes,” he said. “Are you hurt?”

“No,” she answered. “They have me
tied and blindfolded in this chair—"

“Shut up—or I'll cut your throat right
here!” roared one of their captors, “That
goes for you both!”

Paper crackled in the silence that fol-
lowed.

“Jeeze!” said one of the men. “It's
lucky we found this! It's that note we got
tellin’ us to set fire to one of the fifty-
five-thousand-barrel tanks of crude. It's
the note Tully was threatenin’ to take to
the cops if we didn’t pay him plenty!”

The telegraph sounder abruptly set up
a metallic clattering.

“Stop that thing!” gritted one man.
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“Nix!” said the other. “Don’t ybu know
anything about telegraph lines? If you
open the key an’ stop the noise, it’ll make
the oil despatcher in Tulsa eurious. Let
it go. It ain’t hurtin’ nothin’!”

A man came over and put a pistol muz-
zle against Evans’ throat. At least, it felt
like a pistol snout.

“What’