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WANTED

1000 MEN and WOMEN

WORK FOR THE Salaries
UNITED STATES $1260-2600 Per Year
GOVERNMENT REGULAR  RAISESI " GOOD. PENSIONS

A LIFETIME JOB

Railway Mail Clerks Patrol Inspectors

City Mail Carriers Inspectors of Customs
U. S. Post Office Clerks Immigration Inspectors
Rural Mail Carriers + Stenographers—Typists

Pay for Course Only After You
Are Appointed and Working

So sure are we that our simplified Interstate Home Study
Courses of coaching will result in your passing the examina-
tions and being appointed that we are willing to accept your
enrollment on the following basis. The price of our complete
10-lesson course is $30.

We are willing to give you any course with the under-
standing that you are to pay for the Course ONLY
AFTER YOU ARE APPOINTED AND WORKING.
Should you take the examination and fail, or not be
appointed for any reason whatsoever, the loss will be
ours and you will not owe us one cent for the course!

............. mmmmClip and Mail This Coupon NOW!"™” ... Get Started Today
INTERSTATE HOME STUDY BUREAU . .
DIV. AF-12, 901 BROAD ST., NEWARK, N. J. on a Lifetime Job!

Please rush me FREE particulars, without any obligation, how to
qualify for a government job thru your 10-lesson course which you

are offering to 1,000 men and women. | am not to pay for the course
until | amgappointed and working for the govemmper}:t. Work for
Uncle Sam!
Name
Please print plainly in pencil Free PartiCU|arS

Address

City . State.



GROUP LIFE POLICY THAT
INSBDES THE EHTIRE FAMILY

TOTAL COST ONLY
m$
A MONTH

GRANDPARENTS, PARENTS,

CHILDREN, AGES 1 TO 75

ALL INSURED IN ONE SINGLE
LIFE INSURANCE POLICY

Genuine Life Insurance—
No Medical Examination

The extremely low cost ofthis marvelous Family
Group Life Insurance Policy is made possible
because the Bankers Life and Casualty Co. has
reduced selling costs to a minimum . . . this
policy is sold by mail—no high-priced, high-
pressure selling agents will call on you. Book-
keeping costs have been reduced because an
entire family can be insured in a single policy—
requiring only one policy, one premium notice,
etc., etc., for as many as ten persons in a family.

FREE Inspection for 10 Days

Now everyone in your family may enjoy sound
life insurance protection. Regardless of which
member of your family dies ... or how they
die, after this policy is in full benefit, it pays
cash promptly. You don’t have to risk a penny
to inspect this policy... wewant you to examine
it carefully, ask your friends about it. Dont
delay . . . you never know when misfortune
strikes. Be prepared with safe, sound life insur-
ance for every member of your family.

Send No Money—No Agent Will Call

Don’t send money! Just fill out the coupon and
get the details now, without a single penny of
expense to you. Learn all about the free 10-day
inspection offer.

<1000.00 <2000.00

Maximum Indemnity for Nat- Maximum Indemnity for
urai or Ordinary Death Auto Accidental Death

*3,000.00

Maximum Triple Indemnity
for Travel Death

LIBERAL BENEFITS SHOWN IN TABLE BELOW
The amount of insurance payable upon the death of any of the
persons insured hereunder shall be the amount set out in the follow-
ing table for the attained age nearest birthday at death of such
person divided by the number of persons insured hereunder im-
mediately preceding such death.

Table 0? amount of insurance purchased by d
monthly payment of one dollar.

Natural
or Ordinar Auto Travel

Att&iaged Aclgléj;tr%ta Aclcjlgairpltal Aclglg:tntal
at Death Amount Amount Amount
1-40 $1000.00 $2000.00 $3000.00
41-50 750.00 1500.00 2250.00
51-56 500.00 1000.00 1500.00
57-62 300.00 600.00 900.00
63-68 200.00 400.09 600.00
69-75 100.00 200.00 300.00

ACT NOW—AND RETURN COUPON AT ONCE
BANKERS LIFE AND CASUALTY CO. X
Bankers Insurance Bidg., Jefferson Sta.. Desk 127, Chicago, 111

Please send details and tell me how to get the Family
Group Policy for free inspection.
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If you can't see a fu-
ture in your present
job, feel 'you’ll never
make much more
money; if you're in
a seasonal field, sub-
ject to lay offs, IT'S
TIME NOW to in-
vestigate Radio. Trained Radio Tech-
nicians make pood money, and you
don’t have to give u? your present
job or leave home to learn Radio. |
train you at liome nights in your spare
time.

Why Many Radio Technicians

Make $30, $40. $50 a Week

broadcasting stations employ
operators, technicians. Radio manu-
facturers employ testers, inspectors,
servicemen, in good—pa?/ jobs. ~ Radio
jobbers, dealers, employ installation
and servicemen. Many Radio Tech-
nicians open their own Radio sales
and repair businesses and make $30,
$40, $50 a week. Others hold their
regular jobs and make $5 to $10 a

President
.Natjonal Radio
InstHuto

Established
25 Years

Radio

week fixing Radios in spare time.
Automobile, Police, Aviation, Com-
mercial Radio; Loudspeaker Systems,

Electronic Devices are other fields of-
fering opportunities for which N, R. L
gives the required knowledge of Ra-

| TrainYou at Home

OIE A RADIO TECHNICIAN

dio. Television promises to open good
jobs soon.

Many Make $5 to $10 a Week Extra
in Spare Time While learning

The day you enroll. | start sending you Ex-
tra Mongy Job ' Sheets —start showing you
how to do Radio repair jobs. Throughout
your, Course | send plans and directions
Whlih have helped many mak_? $5 10 $10 a
week extra in spare time while learning. |
send sepeual Radio equipment to conduct ex-
eriments and build circuits. This 50-50
raining method makes learning at home in-
teresting fascmatlngﬁdaractlcal. YOU ALSO
GET_A M?DERNA %FE?E 1OKAT., ALL-
WATE. ALL-PURPOSE S SERVICING
INSTRUMENT to help you make money

fixing Radios wfiile learning and ecluip you
for full time work after you graduate.
Find Out What Radio, Television
Offer Yoi*—Mail Coupon

Act Todnyl Mail the coupon for my 64-p.Tge
book, "Rich Rewards in Ra?lf)‘*_\ It points
out Radio’s spare time and full time oppor-
tunities and  those coming In Television;
tells about my Course in Radio ar.d T«le-
Tision; shows™ more than 100 letters from
men t have trained, telling wlut they are
domg and earning. _Read “my money" hack
agreément. MAIL COUPON in an envelope
or pasto on a penny postcard—NOW!I

J. E. SMITH, President
1AK1, Notional Radio Institute
Washington, D. C.

Dept.

MAIL NOW™* Get 64 page book FREE

J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 1AK1 «

National Radio

Institute, Washington,

D. C,

Mail me FREE, without obligation, your 64-page book. |
;%&n;ﬂyl?ewards in Radio." (No salesman wiU call. Write

Age.....coevne. F

Natns

City..
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Money-Making Opportuni

for Men of Character
EXCLUSIVE FRANCHISE FOR
An Invention Expected to Replace

A Multi-Miluon-Dollar Industry

Costly Work Formerly
“Sent Out” by Business Men
Now Done by Themselves
at a Fraction of the Expense

This isacall for men everywhere to handle
exclusive agency for one of the most
unique business inventions of the day.

Forty years ago the hone and buggy business Wat suprctne—today
almost extinct. Twenty years ago the phonograph industry ran into
many millions—today practically a relic. Only a comparatively few
foresighted men saw the fortunes ahead in the automobile and the
radio. Vet irresistible waves of public buying swept these men to
fortune, and sent the buggy and the phonograph into the discard. So
are great succcsscs made by men able to detect the shift in public favor
from one iudustry to another.

I$Scw anefher change is taking place. Aft old established industry— Integral
and important w ; ot the nation's structure—in which million* of dollars change hands
every year—is in thousands of cases being replaced by a truly astonisbmfr, simple inven-
tion which -does the work better—more reliably—AND AT A COST OFTEN AS LOW
AS 2% OF WHAT IS ORDINARILY PAID! It baa not required very tong for mca
who have taken over the rights to this valuable invention to do * remarkable business,
ud ehow earning* which in these iiraes arc almost unheard of for tbc average man.

EARNINGS

One man in California earned Over $1,600 per month for three
months—close to $5,000 in 90 days' time, Another writes
from Delaware—*Since | have been opening (just a little
less than a month of actual selling) and rut the full day at
that, because | have been getting organized and had to spend
at least half the day in the office; counting what I have sold
outright and on trial, I have made just a little in excess of one
thousand dollars pro6t for one month/' Anan working small
city in N. Y. State made $10,805 in 9 months. Texas man
nets over $300 in less than a Week’s time. Space docs not per-
mit mentioning here more than these fei? random cases. How-
ever, they are sufficient to indicate that theworthwhile future
in this business is coupled with inundate earnings for the
right kind of man. One man with us hi already made over
a thousand sales on which his earningsran from $5 to $60
per sale and more. A great deal of thu business was repeat
business. Yet he had never done anything like this before
coming with us. That is the kind of opportunity this business
offers. The fact that this business ha? attracted to it such
business men as former bankers, cxccmves of businesses—
men who demand only the highest type of opportunity and
income—agives a fairly good picture of ne kind of business this
is. Our door is open, however, to th*young man looking for
the right field inwhichto make his startand develop his future.

Not a ""Gadget
b'ota “Knick-Knack"—

but a valuable, proved device which
has been sold successfully by busi-
ness novices as well as seasoned
veterans.

Wake no mhtake—this is eo DCvclty—no flimsy ereatloO
which the inventor hopes to put on the market. You
wobablv have seen nothing like it yct—perbaps never
dreamed of the existence of such a device—yet it has already
been used by corporations of outstanding prominence—by
dealers of great cortoratioe»--by their branches—by doc-
tors, newspapers, publishers—school#—hospitals, etc., etc.,
and by thousands of small businessmen. Youdon'thave to
convince a man that he should use an electric bulb to light
his office instead of a gas lamp. Nor do you have to sell
the same business man the idea that »ome aay he may need
something like this invention. The need is already there—
the money is usually being spent right at that very
moment —scd the desirability of saving the greatest
pert o(. this- expense is obvious immediately.

Some of the Savingt
You Con Show

Foe walk iota mb ofSce and put down before fOat cfotpecf
ft letter from a sales organization showing that they diJ
work in char owm office for $11 which formerly could have
cost them over $200. A building supply corporation pay*
our man $70, whereas the bill could have been for $1,603!
An automobile dealer pays ocr representative $15, whereas
the expense could have been over $1,000. A department
score has expense of 558.60, possible cost if done outside
the business being well over $2,0X). And so on. Wccould
not possibly list all eases here. These are just A few of
the manjr actual cases which we placc in your faaads to
work with. Practically every*line of business and cvny
«ecpon of the coontry as represented by these field reports
which hammer across daziling, convincing money-saving
opportunities which hardly ‘any business mao cao fail to
aoderstand.

Profits Typical of
the Yovng, Growing Industry

Going into this business is not like selling something
cfTertd in every grocery, drug or department score. For
instance, when you take a $7-50 order, $5.55 can be your
shtrc. On $1,500 worth of business, your share can be
$1,267.00. The vcrr least you get as your part of every
dollar's worth of business yoa do is 67 cents—on tea
dollars’ worth $6.70, on a hundred dollars’ worth $67.00
—in other words two thirds of every o~der you get is
yours. Notonly on the first order—but on repeat orders
—and you have thc opportunity of earning an even larger
percentage.

This Business Has
Nothing to Do With
House to Borne Canvassing

Nor do vou have to know anything about high-pressure
selling. ‘Selling” is unnecessary in the ordinary sense of
the word. lityread of hammering away it the customer
tnd trying to “force” * saje, you make a dignified,
business-like call, leave the installation—whatever sire
the customer say$ be will accept—at our risk,, let the
customer sell himself after the dcvice is in and working.
This does away with the Deed for pressure on the cus-
tomer—it cUmixutcs the handicap of trying to ger the
money before the customer has really convinced himself
100?c. You simply tell what you offer, showing proofof
success in that customer's particular line ot business.
Then leave the invention without a dofUr down. It
starts working at onte. In afew short Jaw, the installa-
tion should actually produce enough cash money to pay
for the deal, with orofirs abort the investment coming in
at the same time, too then call back, collectyOnr money.
Nothing is so convincing as oar offer to let remits speak
lor themsdres without risk to the cuJtemcrl While Others
fail to get even * hearing, oar men are making sales
running into tie hundreds. They have received the atten-
tion o f the largest arms in the country, and sold to the
smallest businesses by the thoasaads.

No Mony Need Be Risked

in ttytng this fcusfos our You can measure the possi-
and not be»nt a dollar. Ifjtv art Ueking ftr s
t shot u naHrtnriwibti—a business that it jut«
coming into its o«—on the upgrade, instead of the
downgrade—a busies* that offers the buyer relief from
a burdensome, buttfivoidable expense—a business that
has a projpect praecallv in every office, store, or factory
into which you caset too*—regardless of size—that U #
ntttsitty but does ot have any price cutting to conreix!
with as other Densities do—that because you control
the sales in enclave territory is your own business—
that fays mm *n*nt hulr.iJxjl salts than many mm mah
inawithandsmmur in s trtr.th's titrx—if such a business
looks as if it is orth investigating, p t its tttch wiii m
at tnci (or the ghts in yoor territory—don’t delay—
beCituic the chiks 3re that if you do wait, someone else
will have writs to us in the me;i;rirae—and if it turns
out that you we the better man—we'd both be sornr.
So for conveniice, v/t tit cHipm brlew—but seod it rirat
away—or wirif yoo wish. But do it now. Mmt$

ft. ARMSTRONG, President
>pt. 4093-A, Mobile, Al«.

foil Cl fOR EXCLUSIVE
«nUOI TERfIITORY PROPOSITION I
F.ELARSTFONG, Prw., Dept. W&3-A, MOWI*. Ala. |

Vibcut obligation to rac, ser.d me lull iafor«
xalon on your proposition, |

1tMitt.. —n |
Sttal

*

| Bas
N
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GENUINE DIAMONDS

High School Course
at Home

Many Finish in 2 Years

Youcancompletethissimplified High School
Course as rapidly as yourtime and abilities
permit. Equivalent to resident school work
—prepares you for entrance to college. Stand-
ard H. S. texts supplied—Diploma. Credit for
1. S. subjects already completed. Single sub-
jectsifdesired. HighSchooleducation isveryimportant
for advancement In business and industry aad socially.

College Entrance

Durin% the past 14 years, our H_if%h School graduates
have been admitted to 531 different Universities,
Colleges, Junior Colleges and Normal Schools—80%
of them without entrance_examination. Course_also
prepares for teachers’ certificate and pre-professional
examinations.

Business—Industry

To ?etand hold a good position in Business today you
must be able to write clear, accurate letters and re-
ports—do figuringinvolving Algebra and Geometry—
talk intelligently on matters requiring a knowledge of
Geography, History, and Economics.

In Industry—Mechanical and Engineering lines—*

you must have at least an elementary knowledge of
Physics and Chemistry—be able to figure quickly and
accurately—know somethin? of Mechanical Drawing
and blueprints—and be able to talk and write ac-
curately and clearly on both your work and ordinary
topics of conversation.

Our High School course meets the preparatory edu-
cational requirements for Business and Industry.

An Educational Institution

The American School was chartered in 1897 as an
educational institution, not for profit—and is exempt
from paying Federal income tax, like the bestresident
colleges and universities.

Don’t Be Handicapped—
Complete Your Training Now
Be a High School Graduate! Prepare yourself for promo-
tion in Businessanalndus-
tcry“—folrzthe Professdlons,
ollege Entrance and so-
20 Other &)Urses cial sguccess. No matter
r{/_haht Isinﬁ y?ut may seleqlti
hel@d repare our special In- | chool training wi
Hir| ioﬁ Pnaerleld %ﬁl%] ,s prgve invaluable togyou!
d calle 2 g Our_moderate fees cover
(In?% 'i(i [’lt’%aé]a all instruction, standard
HE R g oo ond, DiRlos,
ine of In an I in i |
ahead in life. Start your
lrﬁln?ed |nﬁr110r¥oupm training NOW!

Mail coupon for information about line that interests you
American School/ Drexef at 58th, Chicago
American School, DeptH-MO, DrexiMatSSth.CSiicago
Tell me how to train for success in line checked. No

obligation. DHIgh School Course

OAccounting & Auditing O Diesel Engineering

OArchitecture 9c B'lding O Drafting & Design
O Automotive Engin’rin iberal Arts
QBusiness Managemen rivate Secretar
O Com’ercial Aeronautics c’t’g(C.P.A.
O Electrical En,?fi‘neering / Engin’r’
Electrica} Reffigerat’n echanical Eag’r'g
adio & Television

[m]

O Air Conditioning g

O Civil Engineering OSalesmanship
OComplete Law O Steam Engineering

Address.

ON APPROVAL

SEND ONLY $1
10 Months to Pay

10 Day Trial

Your Money Back
If Not Satisfied

Immediate Delivery
HOW TO ORDER:

Send only SI. Pay balance in 10
monthly R‘ayments. State age, occu-
0 extra charge. ~ No red

Patlon. )
ape. Orders filled promptly.

THE MONTH*

4 KT. SOLID GOLD
NGRAVED W ED -
DING BAND. Only 50c

ORDER TODAY g‘a"lg‘gh’éew djn fifl
No. 91 NEW 1041

LTRA SMART
LADIES’ DIAMOND
RING. 3 genuine per-

fectly matched d

1a-

monds set in 11 Kt.
SO|I[§] white or yellow
gol

Nou 85
SCHAEFFER

PER" TAND

No. 41
WRIST WATCH

(s i LT
Hon cheeen .$14.75
$8.50
No. 65
$19.95

LADIES™*
7

MONI mounting $ 19.95

No. 14 MEN'S
Genuine_ leather

gtrna’t)'o equAl y Ekcel-
S0..$>4.75

No. 12 14 KT, SOLID
GOLD BIRTHSTONE
RING  for the lady.
Unusual value, Mention
gé?nth desired with or-

$11.95

rATLAS CREDIT JEWELERS-i

Dept. D4X

225 Fifth Ay*.,, New York, N. Y.



CASE OF THE DOORID

You see, everybody had an alibi but the girl, that was the rub.

and all the suspects, and blood all over—A guy just hated to
would finally get

Stanislaus turned, shooting, and he was outlined against the ambulance lights, Casey shot him once

“Miss Wilkes! I’'m John Casey

the butler brought me up.;’
“Oh yes,” she said. “From the po-

OHN CASEY waited in the hall for
the doctor while Olson started
rounding up the servants for ques-

tioning. Constance Wilkes started to lice.”
pass, and Casey stopped her and said: “Right. | understand you found the

AND PLENTY OF SUSPECTS—HERE IS

HERE IS MURDER, HERE ARE CLUES,



HCDLITO

D | TE
Lo* g Y o F.

B/ ROCER torre

Author of “Money Makes TroubTed

The murder part was fine, Johnny liked that, and all the clues,
break a case when he knew sure as hell this good-looking dame

the handcuffs!

through the middle; Donovan’s gun blasted by his ear and Stanislaus’ henchman dropped his gun!

girl. Could you tell me about it?”
“There’s really nothing to tell you,
Sergeant. | went in the library and
there the girl was, on the floor. | called
Sims, the butler, and we tried to revive

her and couldnt. Sims called for my
doctor then, and | saw the safe had been
robbed, and called the police.”
“That would be how long ago?”
“Possibly half an hour, Sergeant.”

THEMOST STAMUNGTBIMETONCOmMON~TOU VE EVER SET OUT TO SOLVE!

9
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“I'm a Lieutenant, Ma’am,” said
Casey. “You understand | have to ask
you these things. Can you tell me what
was taken from the safe?”

“Approximately. W hat does the doc-
tor say about the girl?”

Casey shrugged and said the doctor
was still in the girl’s room. Miss
Wilkes looked faintly annoyed and
said:

“Oh dear! This would, have to hap-
pen right now, when I'm late. Cant
you postpone this, Sergeant . . . pardon
me, Lieutenant? | have an appoint-
ment and 1'm already late for it.”

Casey thought of the Wilkes money
and the Wilkes prestige . . . and the
weight both carried at the station house.

“Well.” he said dubiously, “there’s
routine stuff we could keep busy at for
a while. I guess. But it really wouldn’t
take you long to tell us what we should
know, Miss Wilkes. Just a few min-
utes.”

Miss Wilkes looked at a tiny wrist
watch and gave Casey a brilliant smile.
She said: ‘Please! I’ll be back in not
over two hours and Il tell you all about
it then.”

She hurried away down the hall, con-
fident and self-assured, and Casey
stared after her with a discontented
look. He’d had a choice of two evils
and hoped he’d chosen the least. His
Captain would certainly have things to
say about him letting the main witness
leave before questioning . . . and Miss
Wilkes would have as surely had things
to say if he’d forced her to stay for that
same questioning when she’d made
other plans.

And then the doctor came from the
bed room, speaking over his shoulder as
he closed the door behind him.

“How is she, Doctor?” Casey said.

'TH E doctor was a fussy looking little
man and he didn’t know Casey. He
pulled his piped vest down over his lit-

tle paunch, looked Casey up and down,
and then said:
“l presume, sir, that you’re an of-

ficer.”
“Yeah! Lieutenant Casey. You
were already here when | got here.”
“Yes, Lieutenant, | came imme-

diately,” said the doctor, sounding very
proud about the matter. “1 am Miss
Wilkes” personal physician, you know.
This girl 1 was called in to treat has a
compound fracture. Her skull, you un-
derstand. | could give you the injury
in technical terms but 1 doubt if you'd
understand.”

“I wouldn’t,” Casey said.

“She was struck behind the ear and
slightly above it. | understand the
weapon, a poker usually standing by
«the library fire place, was beside her.
She is still unconscious and will remain
that way for some time—indeed it is
possible that she may never regain con-
sciousness. In a head injury of this
nature it is impossible to say .. .every
case is a law unto itself.”

“You going to keep her here or move
her to a hospital?”

“A nurse is with her, Lieutenant. |
see no reason for removing her to a
hospital at this time, at least. Miss
Wilkes has asked me to do everything
I can for the girl.”

Casey said: “White of her. 1 take
it the blow was struck from behind?”

“Or from the side, sir. Only the girl
could tell you that.”

Casey thought the angle of the
wound might also tell him but the point
didn’t seem important.

“l guess that’s all then, Doctor,” he
said. “I was hoping she’d snap out of
it long enough to tell us who hit her . ..
that’s what I’ve been waiting for.”

“You’ll be unable to question the girl
for at least a week, Lieutenant, if then.
Good day, sir.”

He padded off down the hall in the
same direction Miss Wilkes had taken,
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and Casey watched him go, pulling at
his lower lip. There’d been a robbery,
but until Miss Wilkes got back from her
date there was no way of finding just
what had been stolen. There’d been
an assault . . .the downstairs maid was
just inside the bedroom he was stand-
ing by, and with a fractured skull . . .
but there was no chance of hearing her
story about the affair.

And then a voice from downstairs
bawled: “Casey! | got 'm together,”
and Casey sighed and started for the
stairs.

He’d already decided he wasn’t going
to like anything about the case. Miss
Wilkes was very pretty and very
spoiled. Casey, who had a rotten tem-
per and brains enough to realize it, had
a notion Miss Wilkes wasnt going to
be an easy person for him to deal with.
The maid, who apparently had inter-
fered with the robbery of the library
safe, wouldn’t be able to help him; by
the time she’d be able to talk the case
would either be solved or too stale to
break.

And Casey, though he wouldn’t admit
it even to himself, was more than a little
awed by both Miss Wilkes and Miss
Wilkes’ station in the world. It wasn’t
Casey’s world at all . . . hed climbed
from the ranks the hard wa}r.

T 'HE uniformed man on guard at the

library door tipped a finger to his
cap and said: “Lieutenant Olson’s in
the next room, sir. And I’ve got some-
thing for you maybe. ... | just hap-
pened to be talking to the butler and he
let it drop.”

“What?”

“Well, Fingers Wilson has been com-
ing here. To see the Wilkes girl. May-
be half a dozen times in all.”

Casey brightened. “Was he here this
morning?”

“If he was, the butler didn’t see him.
But he told me the library windows

weren’t locked and that anybody could
walk right through them. They’re the
kind that fasten in the middle and go
clear to the floor, and they open right
on the drive way. This door was open,
too. Anybody could have walked in
and cracked the box.”

Casey said: “Keep the guy talking
to you ... he might tell you more than
he will us.”

And went into the next room and to
Lieutenant Olson and the collection
Lieutenant Olson had gathered.

There were three men and five wom-
en, as well as Olson, but the room was
far too big to seem crowded. Casey
gave the strangers a cursory glance and
took Olson to the side and said:

“We’ve got something, Pete. Fingers
Wilson is a friend of the family. He
and the girl are pals.”

Pete said: “Fingers Wilson! That
louse!”
“Yeah! I'm going to phone in and

put out a want on him. He’ out on
parole . . . they’ll know where to pick
him up.”

Olson was tall and broad and very
blond, with eyes as blue and shiny ~s
the glaze on old China. He made a per-
fect contrast against Casey’s dark Irish
leanness. He said;

“Now wait, Johnny! Now you just
wait! If Wilson and the girl are pals,
maybe you ought not to do it. You re-
member what the skipper said? ... to
take it easy with the wench. You re-
member that?”

Casey said: “Look! If the girl’s
friendly with Fingers Wilson it means
that the black-mailing ... is putting
the bee on her for something. [If he's
back of this job he’s liable to get out of
town. If heisn’t, he’ll hear about it and
get out of town anyway. He can’t stand
trouble with that parole hanging over
him. 1 want him before he has a chance
to move.”

“You’re boss, Johnny,” said Olson,
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his blue eyes worried. “But look now.
You make the wrong play and we’ll be
walking a beat so damn’ long our feet
will be up around our knees from the
wear and tear on ’em. Maybe you
ought to talk to the girl about it first,
eh,Johnny?”

“She’s too busy,” said Casey, and
went to the phone. He called the sta-
tion and told the desk sergeant what he
wanted, and then went back to Olson
and said:

“What did you get?”

Olson nodded toward the waiting
group. “Plenty. The butler. The
gardener. The chauffeur. The cook.

The house-keeper, though she’s the but-
ler’s wife, | take it. The girl’s personal
maid and two others. | talked to ’em
and you can too, if you want to, but
they don’t know a thing. The library
was wide open . . . you could go into
it from the hall or from outside the
house. The girl that was smacked down
was supposed to be in there dusting.
There’s no way of telling just when she
got the bust on the head, so there’s no
way of checking on any of these people.
1 csked them if there’d been anybody
else in the house, at about the time the
thing must have happened, and they all
say no. Which means it could have
been anybody.”

Casey sighed and said: “I suppose
I've got to go over it again. As soon
as they pick up Fingers, they’re going
to call me here. And I’ve got to wait
for the girl to get back here anyway
. . . though if they get Fingers before
she gets back I'm going down to see
hitn.”

‘eSo here we go like hell again,” said
01: cheerfully, leading the way to-

ward the waiting group. “This is Mr.
Sims, Lieutenant Casey. Mr. Sims is
the butler, Johnny. Lieutenant Casey

is in charge of the case, Mr. Sims.
Okey, Johnny, it’s all yours.”

“I’m the lucky guy,” Casey said.

CIMS was cold-eyed, bald-headed,

and looked to be around fifty. His
manner said he didn’t like policemen
and Casey learned exactly nothing from
him. His wife was as lean and angular
and forbidding and she offered equally
as much help. The gardener was about
the same age, shifty in manner and talk.
And also as bald as a billiard ball. He
knew nothing, either. The chauffeur
was a grinning curly headed Italian boy
named Pietro Rivvi and made a brave
attempt at helping Casey .. .but unfor-
tunately he knew no more than the
others before him, which was nothing
if they could be believed.

The cook was fat and buxom and
Irish . .. and almost in hysterics. Her
name was Nora Maloney, and outside
of having a presentiment of coming
death she had nothing to say that meant
anything. Miss Wilkes personal maid
had been shopping during the time the
assault must have occurred, and neither
of the other two maids, both colorless
and both badly frightened, had any-
thing to offer of any help.

This took time to go through, and
Casey was thankful when the phone
call he’d expected came through. The
desk sergeant’s gruff voice said:

“It’s me, Casey. We’ve got Fingers
for you—the boys picked him up right
where he should have been. Right in
his little room, and he’s as innocent as
a babe unborn he says.”

“What did you tell him he was ac-
cused of?” Casey asked.

“We didn’t. He’ innocent of every-
thing. He’s just a nice clean kid trying
to get along with every body and not
doing a thing that’s wrong. We've got
him wrong, Casey.”

“The hell we have!”

The desk man laughed and said:
“1’m just telling you what he says. You
coming down?”

“Right now,” said Casey, hanging up
the phone. He said to Olson: “I think
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you’d better stick around and talk to
Miss Wilkes when she gets back. Geta
list of the stuff she lost and the valua-
tion on it. You can phone it in to the
Pawn Shop Detail. Tell her we’ve got
Wilson down at the jail house and that
I’'m giving him the business.”

Olson said: “You should talk to her.
I’ll get us in bad.”

Casey laughed and said: “You’ll do
better than | would, Swede. Pass the

buck to me.”

/~3ASEY was just getting into the po-
N lice sedan when Constance Wilkes’
convertible pulled past him up the
driveway and stopped. He got out of
the car and went to her, and she gave
him a beaming smile and nodded at the
man with her and said:

“Lieutenant Casey, this is Anton
Krasvich. My fiance. Anton, Lieu-
tenant Casey is in charge of the police.
About the maid, you know.”

Casey and Krasvich shook hands.
Krasvich was a blond Russian ... so
blond his hair and eyebrows were al-
most white. He had startlingly blue
eyes and a wide, candid look in them,
and his cheekbones were high and his
eyes were set in at a slant above them.
He was as tall as Casey and wider
across the shoulders.

Casey didn’t like him.

He said: “Well, Miss Wilkes, we've
already got something. We’ve got a
known crook named James Wilson in
custody at the station. Fingers Wilson
he’s called; he’s a bad egg.”

“l know a Mr. Wilson,” said Con-
stance Wilkes. “He sells automobiles;
he’s trying to sell me one now.”

“The Wilson I'm talking about sells
more than automobiles,” Casey told
her. '“I’'m going down to see him nowr
... Il be back right after that. Will
you give Lieutenant Olson a list of the
things missing from the safe, please?”

Miss Wilkes said shed do that at

once, and Casey watched her enter the
house, followed by Krasvich. He drove
to the station, growling to himself about
spoiled rich girls and their gigolo sweet-
hearts, and he was in that same mood
when he went back to the detention cell
where James Wilson was held. He said
to Wilson:

“Well, louse! | see you again.”

“I'm clean, Casey,” said Wilson.
“This is a bum pick-up. 1 ain’t been
doing a thing; I’ve got a job and I'm
working at it.”

“Selling the Wilkes girl a car, eh?”

Wilson looked startled. “I’'m trying
to,” he said. “But I’'m going to give to
you. It ain’t the car only. 1’'m doing
a little business for her on the side. If
I make out, | get a grand for myself
and on top of that she buys a car.
That’d put me in good on my job.”

“W hat’s this outside business?”

Wilson said earnestly: “Now look,
Casey! It’s going to sound wrong, but
it’s right. The gal wrote some letters
and the guy she wrote ’em to lost 'em,”

“Who was the guy?”

“Mike Stanislaus. 1 was the go-be-
tween. You see, Casey, I'm leveling
with you. | know it was blackmail and
that it puts me in a spot, but 1’'m telling
you the truth just the same. You see?”

Casey said: “That’s what | don’t
get. Why should you? What dya
make by it?”

“1’m on parole—1 figure the girl ain’t
enough heel to see me stuck for doing
a favor for her. | know damn’ well
you’ll try and have my parole revoked;
I figure she’il take up my end and that
you won’t make it stick.”

Casey reddened and said:
see about it. And damn’soon!”

And then a jailer came down the hall
and said: “It’s a gal named Wilkes,
with a lawyer. She’s got a writ for this
guy. She’s got a bondsman with her,
too, and the lawyer is getting bail set.
I’'m to take him out front.”

“We’ll
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Wilson grinned and said: “You see,
Casey? Didn’t I call it?”
Casey growled: “You did for now.

But now ain’t going to last forever.”

JWTfISS WILKES was wearing a trium-
phant little smile, and now had
Allen Crowthers, a very good criminal

lawyer, Abe Levy, equally as well
known as a bondsman, in tow as well as
Krasvich, her fiance. She said to
Casey:

“l felt that Mr. Wilson shouldn’t be
held in jail, just because he was unfor-
tunate enough to sell me a car, or try to,
rather.”

“l just talked to him,” Casey said.
“He told me that . .. and more. I'm
afraid I’ll have to talk with you, Miss
Wilkes, about what he told me.”

Miss Wilkes said: “Mr. Crowthers
and | will be glad to discuss anything
with you, Lieutenant.”

Casey said nothing more. He had a
distinct recollection of what his Cap-
tain had told him about going easy with
the Wilkes girl . . . and her tone and
her mention of having her lawyer with
her during his proposed talk with her
meant even more. It meant that the
Wilkes money and prestige was allied
against him . . . and in that argument,
he, Casey, was certain to come out loser.
He watched Wilson led out; watched
him leave, escorted by the lawyer and
the bondsman, and then Krasvich
dropped back by him and said:

“It’s none of my affair, Lieutenant,
really, but I believe you should know
this. Miss Wilkes would never tell you,
I’'m sure . .. she believes in protecting
the people working for her at all cost.
But the gardener’s stepson has a police
record; | understand he has served time
for breaking and entering and robbery
. . . the same sort of crime committed
in Miss Wilkes house.”

“The hell you say!” said Casey.
“We’d have got to it in tipe, but thanks

for telling me.”

“l thought you should know,” Kras-
vich said, going back to Miss Wilkes’
side. They left, following Wilson and
his helpers, and Casey got Olson on the
Wilkes phone. He said:

“Pick up the gardener’s stepson and
send him down. And |I’'m sending a po-
lice ambulance up for that maid—I
think I want her in the police hospital
instead of up there. 1’1l have a medico
go up with the ambulance . .. he’ll see
that it’s safe to move her.”

“Why is all this?” Olson asked. “I
got the list of the missing stuff from that
dame and the Hock Shop Squad’s look-
ing it up now. They’re giving all the

hock shops a list to watch for. Now
why all this?”
Casey said: “l’ve got reasons. Wil-

son is in this up to his neck, and the
girl just bailed him out. 1 want that
maid kept safe. And | want the gar-
dener’s stepson brought in because he’s
got a record. It won’t do any harm to
talk to him.”

Olson said, “You’re the boss!” in a
gloomy voice. “That gal ain’t any help.
She claims there’s about sixty thousand
bucks worth of jewelry gone but all her
worrying she says she’s leaving up to
the cops and the insurance company.”

Casey grunted and hung up the
phone. He hadn’t expected any co-
operation from the Wilkes girl and
wasn’t surprised when he found he was
getting none.

"1 '"HE gardener’s stepson turned out to

be a weedy youth of around twenty
—and he had a record that did no credit
to his years. He’d spent three of the
four years before he’d turned eighteen
in various reform schools . .. and he’d
broken even on the two years after that.
He’d put in one in jail and one out. His
name was Henry Wiggins, and he had
a shifty eye and an air of snivelling de-
fiance.
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He said to Casey: “You can’t hold

me, copper. You ain’t got nothing on
me.”
Casey said: That’s just for now.

Il end up with something on you,
laddy. Some cop always has.”

“The Wilkes girl will get me sprung,
when pop talks to her. You watch and
see.”

Casey thought there probably was a
lot of truth in this and so didn’t argue.
He started questioning young Wiggins
about what he’d done since last released
from jail, and he was doing this when a
uniformed man came in the room and
said:

“Hey, Lieutenant! It’s the skipper!
He says to put this monkey back in his
cage. Fingers Wilson was just picked
up all shot to hell.”

“Dead?”

“Top of his head gone. |I’ll take this
dope back where he belongs, if you
like.”

“You do that,” said Casey. “This is
getting bigger and better by the min-
ute.”

Miss Constance Wilkes said: “Cer-
tainly I can tell you about Mr. Wilson.
We left him in front of the court-house.
He had some business to attend to. He
was to call here tonight.”

“W hat sort of business?”

“My own,” said Miss Wilkes, looking
outraged. “I question your right to ask
me that.”

Casey said: “You do that. You go
right ahead. Wilson’s dead. Mur-
dered. And it so happens that he told

me what he was doing for you. Now |
want to hear about it from y»u.”

“I’ll call Mr. Crowthers.”

“He’ll tell you the same thing,” said

Casey. “This is getting out of hand. It
started with simple assault and robbery.
However, we don’t think it’s that now.
There’s blackmail mixed in it now.
There’s an out and out gang killing in
it now; Wilson was taken for a ride.

Somebody held a gun against his head
and turned loose. Your lawyer will tell
you to talk. If you don’t, I'll tell what
I know to the papers. Wilson told me
he was go-between between you and
somebody holding some of your letters.
If I can’t get information from you Il
smoke it out some other way.”

“That sounds like a threat, Lieute-
nant.”

Casey said: “It’s nothing else.”

Miss Wilkes thought about this and
apparently made up her mind. She
suddenly gave Casey a beaming smile
and said:

“I'm being childish, arent 1? It’s
just habit... you’re the first person ina
long time who’s talked to me like that
and it angered me. What is it youd
like to know, Lieutenant?”

“Who had the letters?
quiet, you understand.”

“Mr. Wilson wouldn’t tell me. He
didn’t think I should know.”

“He told nte,” said Casey, “though
Fingers Wilson would lie when the truth
would have served him better, at any
and all times.”

Olson broke in with: “It don’t
sound like Mike Stanislaus, much. |
always figured Mike as strictly strong
arm.”

“Did Mr. Wilson tell you about
him?” Miss Wilkes asked Casey. “I
mean about this man Stanislaus having
the letters?”

“Sure,” said Casey.

I’ll keep it

“But he was

such a liar I had to check on it. Yeah,
he told me the whole thing.”
Miss Wilkes looked thoughtful. OlI-

son said: “Well, we’ll pick up Mike
and take him down and give him the
works.”

“You can’t do that,” Miss Wrilkes

said. “He’ll make my letters public,
then. There must be some other way
of handling it. After all, you don’t

know he killed Mr. Wilson.”
Casey said, in a reasoning voice:
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“Now look, Miss Wilkes. Fingers Wil-
son was in a jam, and if he was pushed
he’d tell us about his deal with Mike.
He already did, but Mike didn’t know
that, of course. Mike got panicky and
killed, or had him killed. That way he
figured Wilson couldn’t drag him into
the thing. Mike’s the logical suspect.
He’s tough enough for murder not to
mean a thing to him, too. 1 thought,
from what Wilson said, that he’d got-
ten back your letters for you.”

“Only part of them.”

“Wilson and Stanislaus were prob-
ably working together on it,” said OlI-
son. “Wilson probably was back of the
whole thing and just said Stanislaus had
the letters. The same reason would
hold good for Mike killing him.”

Miss Wilkes stood and said: “Id
say it was up to the police to find out
about it. The only thing is, | want no
notoriety. And oh yes, Lieutenant!
I’'m arranging with Mr. Crowthers to
get young Wiggins out of jail. You
know, my gardener’s stepson. It’s out-
rageous, his being arrested like that for
no reason.”

She left, and Olson said:
help she’s turning out to be!”

Casey said: “Now | wouldnt say
that. She’s said a lot that meant some-
thing, Swede. For one thing, she’s be-
ing to us. Mike Stanislaus never went
in for blackmail in his life. That’s not
his racket and he’s smart enough to
know it. So she had a reason for nam-
ing him, whatever it"was.”

“But wl&t?” Olson argued. “Why
should she tell you Mike Stanislaus if
it was somebody else?”

Casey shrugged and said he didn't
know that as yet.

“A lot of

IX/TIKE STANISLAUS ran a saloon,
A though it was admittedly nothing
but a blind for his real mission in life.
He’d made a profession out of the
strong arm trade . . . and rated highly

in his field. He was short and ape-like,
with an egg-shaped head that was
freckled and bald, and he’d never struck
Casey as looking like anything human.
He was entirely good-natured except in
a business way, and he had a hoarse
and husky rasp that sounded little like
a voice.

Casey walked in the bar and said:
“Hi, Mike! Want to see you,” and
Stanislaus turned from the cash register
and said:

“Hagh, you, Casey!
hair you are.”

He moved out from behind the bar
and motioned Casey to a booth that
commanded a view of the same cash

Always in my

register.
“It’s my brother-in-law, the rat—1”
he explained. “So help me! For every

nickel that goes in that damper, a dime
goes in his pockets. He’ a thieving
rat—>

“Why keep him then?”

Stanislaus sighed and said: “You
never met my old lady, | see plain,
Casey. Now what the hell dya say I
been doing that I'm innocent of as a
child in the cradle. Hey?”

Casey said, in a reproving voice:
“Mike, you should stick to your own
racket. You never should have changed.
Now I’ve got you on the Wilkes deal.”

“l read the papers,” Stanislaus said.
“l never even seen that maid that was

bopped. That maid and me was
strangers. ... | never seen her in my
life.”

“What about the Wilkes girl’s let-
ters?”

“What letters?”

“The letters you've got of hers.”

Stanislaus said earnestly: “Look, Ca-

sey, you got me wrong. | dont know
nothing about any letters. What in hell
would | do with letters? 1 don’t know

this Wilkes girl, either. | know the son
of a guy that works for the dame and
| say it right out. It’s a punk that’s
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named Wiggins, and his stepfather's the
gardener for the dame. | know the kid
on account of me giving him a job
swamping out the joint here once . . .
only he quit me. So why should you
come and talk foolishness to me?”

“That’s all you know about it, eh,
Mike?”

“So help me.”

“Why’d Wilson tell me you were the
one that had her letters?”

“How in hell do I know?”

“Wilson’s dead now.”

“And good riddance,” said Stanislaus.
“He was a no-good. A strictly no-good.
He was just giving her a story—he al-
ways hated my guts, the guy did.”

“It could be that,” said Casey, doubt-
fully. “He might have just told her your
name because he had to give her some-
body’s. Only I don’t think so.”

“l wouldn't lie to you, Casey,” said
Stanislaus. “You know | wouldn’t lie
to a copper.”

Casey laughed, and in a moment Sta-
nislaus joined him. Casey said: “You'd
rather lie than tell the truth. 1 wouldn’t
leave town, Mike.

“Why not?”

“We’d have to bring you back,” Ca-
sey said. “And I wouldn’t want to go
to that bother.”

Stanislaus declared:
sey, I'll stay right here.”

“For you, Ca-

TTENRY WIGGINS was out of jail
mby the time Casey got back there.
Olson said: “She did it, just like she
said she would. Crowthers, her lawyer,
came down with Levy, and fixed bail.
The kid got out and | put a tag on him.”

“That’s right,” said Casey.

“And here he comes now,” Olson
said, staring. “l had Donovan on him,
and here’s Donovan and the punk right
now.”

Casey turned, and saw Detective-
Sergeant Donovan, shackled by a wrist
to Henry Wiggins. Wiggins looked as

though he was about ready to break in-
to tears. Donovan said:

“This guy’s just plain stupid. | kept
behind him and he goes home, after
Levy puts up bail money for him. |
wait outside. By and by he comes out
and, so help me, he beats it down to
Abrams’ and hocks a watch that’t got
diamonds and sapphires set in it. Part
of the stuff taken from the Wilkes girl’s
safe. | took him over then.”

“Was the watch on the list she gave
you of what was missing?” Casey asked
Olson, and Olson produced a typed list
and said:

“You bet.
bucks.”

“What did Abrams give him for it?”

“Two fifty. | waited until the deal
was through. . . . Abrams will testify
to it,” Donovan said.

Henry Wiggins said: “Miss Wilkes
will straighten this out. You watch and
see. Can | telephone her?”

Casey wanted to say no, but he knew
that the Wilkes girl would surely find
out in time that young Wiggins was
again in jail, and the memory of what
his Captain had said about antagoniz-
ing the girl was still fresh in his raind.
He growled to Donovan:

“Take him to a phone. Then book
him for possession of stolen property.
That’ll hold him for now.”

Young Wiggins said: “It won't for
long. You wait and see.”

Casey said: “And Donovan! If you
hear any more of that sort of lip from
the punk, you see he makes a mistake
and falls down some steps or something.
Don’t mark him up too much, is all.”

He grinned wickedly as Donovan led
his prisoner away and to a phone, and
said to Olson: “I get tired of being told
something |1 know. Of coursc the gal
will get him out. She thinks we’re play-
ing games with her.”

“We pinch ’em and she bails ’em
out,” said Olson, gloomily. “It’s a gag.”

Valued at twelve hundred
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A ND so it proved to be. Miss Wil-

. kes was at the station inside of an

hour, and she again had Crowthers, the
lawyer, with her. She listened to what
Sergeant Donovan had to say, then said
crisply:

“I think you’d better turn him loose.
I gave him that watch to pawn. It so
happens his mother is sick and he need-
ed the money for her. You can check
that for yourselves, gentlemen.”

Olson sounded outraged. He said:
“Now listen, Miss Wilkes. Right here
on the list you gave me, that watch is
listed. Right here. Donovan got him
dead to rights, hocking it.”

The girl said: “l made a mistake.
That’s all. I shouldn’t have included
the watch in the list of things stolen.
Are you going to release Wiggins or
not?”

“What else can we do?” asked Casey.
“Miss Wilkes, | don’t believe you un-
derstand how serious this is. Your maid
is in a bad way . . . she may not live.
Another man was shot and killed over
this . . . that’s deliberate murder. This
in addition to a robbery. And now, in-
stead of helping us, you’re doing the op-
posite.”

Miss Wilkes said: “I see no reason
for persecuting an innocent boy. | tell
you | gave him that watch to pawn.
What more do you want?”

Casey gave orders that released Hen-
ry Wiggins, and watched Waiggins,
Crowthers, and Constance Wilkes leave
the station. He didn’t look happy about
seeing them together.

Olson said: “Cheer up! It’ll go
down in history as another unsolved
crime and what the hell when it does.
She’s just the same as saying she don’t
want any action on it. Let’s go out and
eat, then go home; we just work here,
not live here.”

“We’ll be back before the night’s
over,” said Casey, gloomily. “This
thing is building up in great shape. It’s

getting bigger and better all the time.”

Olson said: “She had insurance on
that stuff, didn’t she?”

“Sure,” said Casey.

Olson said: “Then I’'m going to let
the insurance company do the worrying.
There’s no sense in everybody getting
upset about it. As far as Fingers Wil-
son is concerned, it’s a good thing he
was knocked off.”

“There’s the maid,” Casey said. “I
don’t think she’s going to make it. The
doctor don’t give her too much of a
chance.” .

“That does make it different,” Olson
said. *I guess she just got in the way.”

Casey said: “lI 'm going to be in some-
body’s way, too. You watch and see.”

ASEY was just nicely asleep when
N the phone by his bed jangled, and
he reached for it and said:

“Yeah! It’s Casey speaking.”

The bored voice at the other end
said:  “I’'m switching this call to you,
Lieutenant. It’s from the Wilkes place,
and you said you wanted to keep in
touch there. Go ahead, please.”

And then Casey heard a frightened
voice that carried so much brogue he
had difficulty in understanding it. The
voice said:

“Oh dear God!
tenant Casey?”

“Casey speaking.”

“And ’tis murdered in our beds we’ll
be this night, Lieutenant. Ah, man,
can’t you be coming here and save us?”

“Who’s this?” Casey asked.

“Who but Nora Maloney? Lieuten-
ant, there are people here. Skulking
people, hiding in the bushes, Lieutenant.
With my own eyes I’ve seen them,
man.”

“Where are you?” asked the practical
Casey.

“Where but in my own little house?”
said Nora Maloney.

Casey remembered then that some of

And is it you, Lieu-



CASE OF THE DOOMED DEBUTANTE 19

the Wilkes servants had been quartered
in small detached cottages at the back
of the Wilkes plot. He hadn’t noted
just who stayed in these because it
hadn’t seemed of importance at the
time.

He said: “You stay inside. . . . I'll
be right out. Are you alone?”

The voice held reproof now. “And
why shouldnt I be, Lieutenant? I’'m a

decent woman, I’ll have you know.”

Casey said again that he’d be there
right away, and started dressing. He
thought that in all likelihood, Nora M a-
loney’s imagination was in full swing
and that the supposed prowler was a
thing of dreams, but the case held
enough fascination for him not to be-
grudge the work involved in tracing
down any possible lead.

And, after all there was a possibility
of Nora Maloney being right in her
suspicions.

PONSTANCE WILKES lived in a
N house set well back from the road-
way . . . and the cottage Nora Malo-
ney occupied was back of this, against
the fence that circled the property. It
was one of three and on the right hand
end of the little row. The grounds were
landscaped and a hedge served to sep-
arate the small houses from the main
one . . . and the hedge turned at the
corner and ran up the side fencing to
cover the front of the garage and dog
kennels that made up the sum of the
outbuildings.

Casey went down this fence cautious-
ly, though the kenneled dogs were rais-
ing such a din that silence wasn’t need-
ed. Miss Wilkes raised beagles, and
Casey decided that the little hounds had
voices all out of proportion to their size.
He passed the first of the three houses,
thought he saw a movement past the
third, and he stopped and half-crouched
then, trying to outline what he’d seen
against the top of the edge.

And then somebody landed across his
shoulders and he went face down into
the sod that had deadened his footsteps.

The somebody was swinging a sap of
some kind and doing it enthusiastically.
Casey took one cut on the side of the
head and thought his ear had been torn
loose from its mounting. He ducked
the second blow by luck alone, not
knowing when it was coming nor where
it was aimed, and his shoulder took the
brunt of it. And then he got an arm
back and up, and caught his opponent
by the front of a coat.

And then he heaved, rolling at the
same time, and the man came sliding
over him and to where Casey could get
both hands in action.

The trouble in this was that the un-
known also had more freedom. His
next try with the sap numbed Casey’s
left forearm. Casey swung with his
good right hand at a face which was
nothing but a blur . . . and he missed.
He opened his fist and brought his hand
back, trying to catch the man by the
back of the neck, but the man ducked
and Casey’s hand slid over a bald head,
knocking off the man’s hat is it did.

And then Casey got the sap laid so-
lidly on his jaw and went out of the
picture.

| 1E came out of it with Nora Malo-
A ney bending over him . . . but he
didn’t know it was Nora until he’d got-
ten his hands on her and listened to
her outraged cries. She straightened
herself, shaking her clothes into place
like a ruffled hen while mentioning that
Casey was no gentleman, and Casey
said:

“I’'m sorry. | snapped out of it think-
ing you were the guy that sapped me.”

Nora Maloney said he should be
ashamed and Casey said he was all of
that. And that no man in his right,
senses could mistake a lovely woman
like Miss Maloney for a man.
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Miss Maloney said, much mollified:
“l heard the fracas, Mr. Casey. You
were cursing terribly bad, man, and I
waited until you’d stopped before |
came out of my house.”

“Did you see the guy that sapped
me?”

“Surely I did. A giant, he was. You
should feel no shame, Mr. Casey . . .
he was as big as four of you.”

Casey sighed and decided Miss Ma-
loney was again trusting to her imagi-
nation. He prowled the rest of the
grounds, this time with a flashlight, and
found no one. He went back to his ho-
tel, sore in body and spirit . . . and
before he went to bed he called Olson
and woke him to answer the call.

Olson mentioned this. He said, in a
fretful voice: “It’s a hell of a note!
Can’t | sleep?”

Casey said: “I went up to the Wil-
kes girl’s place just now and got sapped.
The guy did a real job on me; I’'m black
and blue all over.”

“Who was it?” Olson asked.

“All 1 know is that he had a bald
head. | felt it. He almost broke my
arm and my jaw.”

Olson said thoughtfully: “Now that’s
a help, Johnny. Only thing is, the but-
ler’s bald and so is the gardener. And
so is Mike Stanislaus. So all you got
to do is figure which one of them it was.”

“That’s all,” Casey said.

A ND that was all until around three
* * o’clock the following afternoon.
And then Detective-Sergeant Donovan
hurried into the office Casey and Olson
shared and said:

“I lost the Wiggins guy. He got away
from me two hours ago. ... | trailed
him for a while but I was in a hack and
he was in a car and the cabby couldn’t
keep it in sight.”

Casey took his feet from his desk and
said: “What was the license number
of the car? You got it, didn’t you?”

Donovan mopped at his forehead and
said: “Hell, yes! It was a car that
was stolen just about that time. The
report came in while I was checking the
numbers. And | swear the guy didn’t
get in the car because he wanted to . ..
he was walking along and the car pulled
up by him and stopped. 1 was half a
block back, but | flagged a cab. And
then the cabby lost him. It looked to
me like somebody in the car was hold-
ing a gun on the guy—he went into the
car like he was going to the dentist’s.”

Casey said: “Well, maybe we can
pick him up again. But I do: 't like it.
I've got a notion where weH do the
picking up.”

“Where?” asked Donovan, innocent-
ly. “We could stake out the place.”

“l just don’t know which ditch it’ll
be,” Casey explained.

A ND Casey was right. Henry Wig-

gin’s body was found in a ditch all
right . . . but the ditch was a full hun-
dred miles from town, and by the time
identification had been made and the
body brought back to the morgue; and
by the time the post mortem had been
made and the three .38 calibre slugs
that had caused Wiggins’ death had
been removed from his head, it was nine
o’clock the following morning and Ca-
sey and Olson had gone farther behind
on their sleep. Casey said grimly;

“To hell with the Wilkes girl and
what trouble she can make us. Pm get-
ting a warrant this morning . . . right
now . . . and I’'m going through that
place. And I’'m getting one for Mike
Stanislaus’joint right along with it.”

Olson said:  “You don’t know that
Mike’s got anything to do with it, John-
ny. There’s been nothing to show that
he is.”

“There’s been nothing to show that
either the butler or the gardener are in
it, either,” Casey said. “All I know is
that the guy | was wrestling around
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with had a bald head and that all three
of them haven’t got any hair.”

“That girl’s going to raise hell if you
go into her place with a warrant,” Olson
said dubiously. “She’s going to take
off like a rocket.”

“She’d never let us go through the
place without one, Swede.”

“And you won't find out anything by
going through Mike Stanislaus’ place,
either. He’s too smart to have any-
thing hot around. You know that.”

“It’ll worry him,” said Casey. “And
that’s what | want to do. We can’t lose
by it.”

Olson sighed: “Well, you’re the
boss,” and waited in the office while
Casey went after the search warrants.

He said to Casey, without much
hope: “I could be shaking down Stani-
slaus while you go up to the Wilkes
place, Johnny. It’d save time.”

“You that scared of her?” asked Ca-
sey.

Olson said honestly: “I am.
be sore as a boil about this.”

Casey said: “Okey, Swede! You
go to Stanislaus’then. You’ll scare him
as much as if both of us went. And let
him see we’re after him.”

Olson left, grinning at being relieved
from the Wilkes search, and Casey
picked up Donovan and started out. He
said to the W'ilkes girl, after nodding
at Anton Krasvich, who was with her:

“I’'m sorry, but it’s got to be done.
The warrant’s legal ... the Judge was
satisfied with the reason I gave him for
asking for it.”

Miss Wilkes snapped: “Then I’ll go
with you, Lieutenant. Ive heard too
much about how you police officers
frame innocent people. Come along,
Anton.”

Casey said: “Glad to have compa-
ny,” and motioned for Donovan to fol-
low. Miss Wilkes led the way to the
same row of cabins in the back, and
said:

She’ll

“The first is the gardener’s. Wig-
gins. | think it’s a fine thing—they’re
heartbroken over the death of Henry,
as you know. And now you must an-
noy them in this manner.”

Casey shrugged and didn’t answer.
He knocked at the door, and when the
gardener’s bald head showed in the
opening he said:

“Sorry, but I want to look around.”

“To hell with you,” said the gardener,
and tried to close the door and found
he couldn’t because of Casey’s foot be-
ing in the way.

/"W SEY said wearily: “I’d have to
A run into a stupid!” and shoved the
door and the gardener back . . . and
Donovan and the Wilkes girl and Kras-
vich followed him inside. The gardener
said:

“If you find anything here, it was put
here by my stepson. It don’t mean a
thing.”

“That’s right, Wiggins,” said Miss
Wilkes.

Casey said: “Look, Miss. |’ve had
just about all of this I’'m going to stand.
Another crack like that and 1°’m going
to charge you with obstructing an of-
ficer while in the performance of his
duties. | may not make it stick and |
may catch hell for it but 1’ll see it gets
the proper notoriety. Now what? . ..
d’ya let me work or do you make me
trouble?

Krasvich said: “The man’s right,
Connie. He’s just doing his job . . .
or what he thinks is his job. He can’t
help it if he’s stupid and crude.”

Casey said: “Donovan, don’t let me
forget. When | get back to the station
I want to have the boys look up this
Mr. Fancy Pants’ record. Even if we
don’t find anything, I’ll let the papers
know he’s being investigated by the po-
lice.”

“You wouldn’t dare!” said Miss Wil-
kes.
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Casey said: “And | can work the
same gag with you, Miss, too. I’ll prob-
ably be fired anyway . . . what’s the
harm in having some fun before I am.
Donovan, you look through the boy’s
room . ..and I'll look through the rest
of the place.”

It was then that Krasvich swung for
Casey’s head and he made an error in
so doing. He knew nothing of boxing
and led with his right, and that’s bad
form in any league. Casey, who was
police trained, warded the blow away
with his left forearm and hit Krasvich
in the belly with a solid right, and Kras-
vich grunted and put his hands down.
Then Casey clipped him on the chin
with a left hook and Krasvich sat down
on the floor, now with one hand to his
jaw and the other still on his middle.
He didn’t try to get up.

Casey said: “l’ve been looking ahead
to that. Get up and try it again and
I’ll give you the first sock free.”

“You dirty brute! ” said Miss Wilkes.

Krasvich was still trying to get his
breath and so said nothing, but Dono-

van said: “I’ll get at it, Johnny. You
ain’t slipped a bit.”
Casey said: “Thanks!” and started

going through the room, heading to-
ward another door, and Miss Wilkes
picked up a copy of “Gone With The
Wind’ and heaved it at him.

It missed Casey’s head and he picked
it up and handed it back to her and said

politely:  “You shouldn’t have done
that, Miss Wilkes. That’s a heavy
book.”

Miss Wilkes said: “Damn you!”
and turned away and left the house, and
Krasvich picked himself up from the
floor and followed her. Mrs. Wiggins
came out of the room Casey had started
to enter, her eyes red from crying, and
Casey said:

“I’m sorry about this, Mrs. Wiggins.
It’s part of my job.”

Then Donovan called from the room

pointed out as that of young Henry’s:
“Hey! I've found something.”

"1 "HEY ended back at the station with
a small diamond in an old-fashioned
ring setting and a brooch as dated . ..
this from the Wiggins home. And with
a bracelet and ear rings taken from the
butler’s domicile. All told, the entire
value of the stolen property recovered
was less than five hundred dollars, and
Olson pointed this out with:
“Well, you got something, anyway
I didn’t find a thing at Stanislaus’
place. That stuff you got isnt worth
much, but it was down on that list she
gave me of stuff that was stolen.”

Casey said: “Yeah! It’s all wrong.
And | just got word from the hospital
that the maid died. She never regained
consciousness . . . she just kept getting
lower and lower and she died about an
hour ago.”

“What did Miss Wilkes say?” asked
Olson.

Casey’s face hardened and he pointed
toward an extension phoae. He said:
“Get on that and listen. 1’m going to
call her right now.”

He gave the number to the police
operator, talked to a maid for a mo-
ment, and then when he heard Miss
Constance Wilkes cool voice, he said:

“This is Lieutenant Casey, Miss Wil-
kes. I'm afraid you’re pretty sore at
me, but I’ve finally got some good news
for you. Your maid is now well enough
to be moved . . . we’re sending her up
to where her folks live, tonight. In an
ambulance of course. She comes from
a little place up-state ... a place called
Riverside, about sixty miles from here.”

He listened a moment, then said:
“That’s right. She’ll leave the hospital
in about an hour, they tell me. Natu-
rally, her people want her.”

He listened a moment more and then
hung up the phone, and when he saw
the amazed look on Olson’s face he said:
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“It’s going to work out. And Swede!
.. .you get in touch with the guys that
are checking the hock shops and tell
'em to start checking back on that stuff
on the list. Not to pay any attention
to the stuff put in hock after that rob-
bery but to go back for months. Tell
’'em to check the better places first.”

Olson said slowly: “Like that, eh?
I get it. But how you going to work it
out.”

Casey laughed and said: “You’ll see.
You’ll be following me and you’ll have
a grandstand seat for it.”

/™ASEY rode in comfort on the
A stretcher bed in the ambulance and
watched Donovan take off the white
jacket he’d worn to represent an interne
while leaving the hospital. Through
the glass panel in the back door he
could watch for following headlights,
and he watched these bob into sight and
sweep past him while Donovan said:

“They may wait until we get up to
Riverside instead of stopping us on the
road.”

“Then they’d be taking a chance on
us having help from the local law up
there,” Casey pointed out. “If they
stop us on the road, they’ll think they've
got a cinch. All they’ll expect will be
a driver and an interne.”

“It sounds all right,” said Donovan.
“l saw Olson blink his lights a couple
of times back there; he’s still with us.”

“He wants to be in at the finish,”
Casey said grinning. “Oh, oh! This
may be it.”

They watched a following car swerve
in toward them and Donovan snapped
out: “Itis it! Watch it, Johnny.”

Casey was braced for a crash and
they avoided one only by the skill of
the police driver. The heavy sedan that
started to pass them cut in at an angle,
and the ambulance brakes screamed
and it teetered on the shoulder of the
road but managed to keep upright. The

sedan slid in ahead and stopped, and
Mike Stanislaus and two others came
out of it in a hurry, guns out in sight,
and Stanislaus turned his on the am-
bulance driver and said:

“Get out of there, guy!”

The driver had been driving with a
gun on his lap. He opened the door on
the side away from Stanislaus and
jumped—and Casey threw open the
door of the ambulance and hit the road
at the same time. He called:

“Stanislaus! Drop it!”

Stanislaus turned, shooting, and he
was outlined against the ambulance
lights. Casey shot him once through
the middle and again, when he didn’t
fall. Donovan’s gun blasted by his ear,
and the first of the two men with Sta-
nislaus took a jigging little step and sat
down. The third man dropped his gun
as though it was burning his hand and
said:

“Dont shoot! Don’t shoot!”

The police driver had gone down the
ditch and circled the Stanislaus sedan.
He called to Casey:

“Those three are all! This is empty.”

And then Olson ground to a stop be-
hind the ambulance and dashed out of
his car . . . and he looked at the two
men on the ground and the one stand-
ing with his hands in the air and said:

“It’s all over.”

He sounded disappointed about it.

[W[ISS WILKES objected to being
awakened at that hour and said
so. Emphatically. And Casey grinned
at her and nodded toward the stocky
woman he’d brought with him, and said:
“That’s all right, Miss Wilkes. You
can catch up your sleep in jail, after the
D. A. talks to you a bit. | brought a
matron with me to help you dress. Now
run along like a good girl now.”
Miss Wilkes said: “You must be
crazy!”

Casey kept his grin.  “You were,
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Baby, when you smacked the maid.
And the funny part of it is, you didn’t
have to do it. We’d have taken your
word for the robbery . . . you didn’t
have to sneak up behind her and knock
her out to make it look good. If it
hadn’t been for that we’d probably just
made a routine check on the pawn shops
and let the thing go at that.”

“l—1 dont know what you're talking
about.”

“It’s simple,” said Casey. “You'd
lost most of your money and the stuff
you’d been pawning was insured. You
figured you could stick the insurance
company for a fake robbery . . . and
you knocked the maid on the head to
make it look good. The hock shop
guys are in with the thieves lots of times
and you happened to pick one of that
kind. He told Wilson and Wilson start-
ed to shake you down for it. So you
had to get rid of him. You knew the
gardener’s stepson had a record and
would know some strong arm man, so
you got Mike Stanislaus working for
you through the young guy. Mike Killed
Wilson . . . which was that you paid
him to do. He was open for the job;
he and Wilson hated each other. You
got Wilson out of jail, so Mike could
get at him.”

“This is ridiculous,” said Miss Wil-
kes. She was trying to sound as though
she believed herself and it wasn't at all
well done.

“And then the kid started getting
ideas of his own ... so you got Mike
to knock him off in turn. We just got
Mike and one of his boys . .. and we've
got another one down at the station just
singing his head off.”

Miss Wilkes said: “This is ridicu-
lous. You know yourself that you
found some of the stolen property in the
room young Wiggins had. And more
of it in Sims’, the butler’s, place. 1°d
suggest you talk to Wiggin’s stepfather
and the butler.”

“And that was another mistake,” Ca-
sey said gently. “You were planting
the stuff on too many people. You were
getting in our way instead of helping
us. | ran into Stanislaus, when he was
trying to get young Wiggins, and he
sapped me out. But | had a notion it
was him at the time.”

Olson said honestly:
why, either, Johnny.”

Casey said: “The guy that landed
on my back was one tough baby. Too
tough to be working as a gardener or
a butler. Suppose you go along with
the matron and get dressed, Miss Wil-
kes. The D. A. is waiting for you at
the station.”

Miss Wilkes tossed her head and
said: “I can straighten out any trouble
with the insurance company. They’ll
make no charges ... | can arrange
that. 1’ve enough property to handle
them.”

“It won’t be the insurance company,”
Casey said. “It’ll be the State. It’s
murder. When you hired Mike Sta-
nislaus to kill Wilson and young Wig-
gins, it put you down for second degree.
When the maid died tonight it ran it up
to first. And they burn you in this
state for first degree murder.”

Miss Wilkes said faintly: “But ...
but you told me the maid would be all
right.”

“Sure,” said Casey. “And then you
told that to Stanislaus and got him to
make sure she wouldn’t be all right.
That’s just another count against you.
It’s your own fault . . . you’re the one
that started it.”

The matron said: “Come on, girlie!
Let’s get your clothes on.”

Olson said: “I didn’t get that last
crack. What did you mean when you
said she started it.”

“She started lying to me,” Casey
explained. “So | started lying right
back at her. What’s sauce for the goose'
is sauce for the gander, isn’t it?”

“l never knew
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HOIt”CIDE By EAWRENCE_ TREAT

The nasty Kftie guy with the gun snarled, and
shored the gun hard against my spine.

the best lunch you can buy

for a dime when | heard a
horn toot and | saw that canary
yellow roadster with brown
trim. All it needed was a show
window and a cellophane wrap-
per built around it.

This Davidson guy was driv-
ing it, of course.

He called out, “Hello, Jim-
my. Hop in.”

I looked at him and at the
roadster and then | felt the
milled edge of the dime. | de-
cided in favor of the dime.

“No want,” | said.

He tried to laugh it off.
“Don’t be like that, Jimmy. |
was just on my way down to
see you. Business.”

He was holding up traffic and
a lot of cars were blowing their
horns and the cop at the corner
blasted his whistle and yelled
and started to walk over. Rex
Davidson didn’t pay the slight-
est attention. There were pos-
sibilities to the situation, so |
opened the door and got in.

It slammed shut just as the
cop went into action.

“Who the hell do you think
you are?” he demanded. “Wise
guy, sitting there and waiting
for the show to start, huh?”
His book came out and he got
ready to write the ticket. Rex
has lots of them; one more and
he loses his driving license.

“This guy,” I cut in, noddins

I WAS on my way out to get

Give the heel credit . . . murder was something he knew money
couldn’t buy!
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at Davidson, “has more millions than
you got buttons on your uniform. Settle
for a hundred, officer, and then give him
the ticket besides. He wouldn’t play
square with you, anyhow.”

The cop put his hands on his hips.
“Who are you and who asked for your
two cents?”

He was eight cents off on that one.
I said, “I'm Jimmy Fortune, and this
guy’s name is Davidson and I’'m telling
you. He’ good for a hundred.”

The cop said, “Oh,” from which it
was clear he’d heard of me. I’'m an in-
vestigator. Damn good one, too, and
fees reasonable. 619 Maritime Build-
ing, hours nine to five and don’t disturb
me at home. | write up my cases as
true crime articles and dish it out
straight, including the police force,
which makes some of them pals and
others hate my guts.

This particular cop seemed to know
about me but couldn’t make up his
mind which side he was on.

“Come on, Rex,” | coaxed.
off a hundred.”

The only thing I can say in this Dav-
idson guy’s favor is that sometimes he
knows enough to do what I tell him.
So he took out his roll and separated
one of the century notes.

I grabbed it and said to the cop,
“Fifty-fifty. Drop up to my office later
on a»d you’ll get yours.”

He glared at this Davidson dummy.
“Come on,” he bellowed. “Get moving!
Think you own them streets?”

Rex Davidson stepped on the gas.

I don’t like him and he knows it.
I've tried to shake him off, but it’s no
go. And besides, a man has to live and
Davidson was made to support his bet-
ters, and | try to get my share.

“So you came on business,” | re-
marked.

He looked at me. He has curly blond
hair and innocent blue eyes and a dumb
look that would make him a fortune if

“Peel

he were a chorus girl.

“Jimmy,” he said tensely,
body’s trying to kill me!”

“Again? And you want me between
you and the bullet, as usual. Well, if
there’s money in it 1’d rather work for
the guy that’s trying to bump you.
Know who he is?”

He stopped the car—in the middle of
the street, of course—and put his hand

“some-

on my arm. He looked scared. Really
scared.

“All right,” | sighed. “If you want
me to help, you know what. The re-
tainer’s five hundred.”

“Two hundred,” he said. He’s never

too scared to argue about that.
“No soap,” | said, opening the door.
“Five, and | don’t bargain.”

T 1E grabbed my shoulder and pulled

me back. Then he took out the
wad and handed me five one-hundred
dollar bills. Just like that.

I said, “Park over there near the
curb, and then tell me about it.”

He left the middle of the street and
stopped in front of the only hydrant on
the block. He took a cigarette from his
platinum case and lit it with his gold
lighter, but his hand was trembling.
“Jimmy,” he began shakily. “The most
peculiar and horrible thing happened
yesterday. 1°d stopped in at a cafeteria
and there was a girl at the next table.
Attractive, too. Dark hair, dark eyes,
smooth skin. 1 kept looking at her.
She was alone, though an old lady was
sitting at the same table. Maybe that’s
why the girl wouldn’t smile at me.”

“Sure. Otherwise she’d have broken
down and cried. Sometimes you affect
me that way, too.”

He puffed nervously at his cigarette.
“After a while the old lady dropped a
glove and stooped to pick it up, but she
sort of groaned and held her side and
then she asked the girl to get it for her.
While the girl was bending down, the
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old lad}' dropped something in the girl’s
coffee.”

<V hat did you do?”

“Followed the girl when she left.”

“Always the hero!” | muttered.
“What next?”

“The old woman followed too, and
about three blocks from the restaurant
the girl suddenly keeled over and
fainted. The woman got there first and
held her head, and a small crowd gath-
ered. Then a cop came. The old lady
said the girl was her niece and if some-
body’d call a taxi she’d take the girl
home. Then 1 pushed through and
started to tell the policeman what I°d
seen. The old lady got excited and |
must have pushed against her. |
knocked off her hat, and a wig came
off with it. Jimmy, she was a man!”

“No kidding!” | said. “Did they get
him?”

“No. It was growing dark and he
escaped. But I'd seen him put that
tablet in the girl’s coffee and | knew
what he looked like. And last night on
my way home somebody fired at my car
and made two big dents in the door.
Ruined the appearance, Jimmy. That’s
why | had to go out and buy this thing

today.” He tapped at the steering
wheel.
“That’s tough,” | said, “having to

buy a new car.”
Rex nodded solemnly. “Well, when
I got home, | got an anonymous phone
call. Somebody said the shots were just
to show they meant business and that
1°d get it personally if I mentioned the
incident of the old lady. Jimmy, they’ll
kill me! 1 don’t want to die, Jimmy.
What’ll I do?”
“Told the police?”
“Of course not.

I was warned not
to.

There was a drugstore a couple of
doors away. | figured the police would
know about any white slave gang that
operated in the way this Davidson guy

had described, and that with the threats
there’d be plenty of reason to pick
them up.

I went into the drugstore and called
Jenks. Sergeant Jenks. The biggest
and dumbest guy on the whole force.
He’s so dumb that he’s brave. | fig-
ured he could handle this practically in
the line of routine. So I called to tell
him Rex’s story. | figured it would be
the easiest five hundred 1| ever made.
But | never even got my connection.

The nasty little guy with the gun
snarled, “So you’re in this, huh? Kid
Fortune. We kind of figured it.”

“Looks like I have a reputation,” |
remarked.

The nasty little guy pushed tight
against me in the booth and nodded.
“And that’s why you got bumped.”

I didnt like that “got.” | said, “If
you want to Kkill anybody, why not pick
this Davidson guy?”

“Because the cops would crack right
down on us. They know he’s a witness
and they’d get us, eventually.”

There was something deadly and hor-
rible about this little guy. 1 felt as if
I were locked in a closet with a rattle-
snake. My spine kept jerking and I
knew 1 didn’t have a chance.

“Listen,” I said, “if I were you, here’s
how my mind would work. 1°d ask my-
self what | had to lose by playing along
with this Fortune guy, and—"

“You talk too much,” he said, and
lifted the gun.

And fired.

*1 HE shot sounded like a thunderclap

in the telephone booth. | jumped
a mile. 1 saw flame spit out of the
muzzle and | smelled powder and |
waited for the pain. | thought I was
dying and | wished 1°d killed that Dav-
idson guy first, on general principles. |
was through anyhow, and I could have
murdered him with no consequences to
myself.
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Then the wrong thing happened. The
nasty little guy rolled his eyes and

flopped. He was dead by the time he
hit the floor.
| looked up. Rex was standing there

behind him and a gun was lying on the
floor.

I never liked Rex Davidson, but I’'ve
always had a sense of justice. He’d just
saved my life. He’d shot this little guy
justin time. Shot him so that the bullet
aimed at me had gone wild.

It hurt, but I did it. 1 gulped,
“Thanks, Rex. | never thought you
had that much guts.” And then | took
the five hundred and handed it back to
him. | had no right to that fee.

He accepted the money and looked
happy. He always does, when he’s on
the receiving end. He pocketed the
bills and remarked, “You know, | didnt
have anything to do with it.”

“What!” | yelled.

“Somebody came through the door
and fired past me.”

The druggist was standing up behind
the soda counter, and | wheeled and
snapped, “Who shot this little guy?”

“l don’t know. A man rushed in—
fired—and ran out.”

| grabbed Rex. “Give me back that
five hundred.”

He grinned. “Oh no, Jimmy. You
returned it of your own free will.”

I smashed him in the jaw and he
knocked over a show case. Then peo-
ple began rushing in and the confusion
started.

There was nothing more in it for me.
All anybody knew was that the Killer
had worn a gray suit and had disap-
peared around the corner. The body
was identified as that of Joe Rinconi, a
gunman who’d do pretty much anything
for anybody. But he was too dead to
talk.

I went home and planned a quiet eve-
ning. There was an all-Beethoven con-
cert on the radio and | relaxed with a

glass of fruit juice and a good book. |
hardly looked at the book. Music puts
me in a sort of trance and you could
throw a rock through my window and
I wouldn’t even hear.

Well, that’s an exaggeration maybe,
but a man could break into my apart-
ment and walk across the room without
my knowing it. And that’s exactly
what happened.

He was wearing a gray suit and he
looked pudgy. He had small brown
eyes, but that was all | could see of his
face. He had a mask over the rest of it.

I was sipping my fruit juice when I
saw him. Him and the gun. | started
and the fruit juice spilled and some of
it fell on his trouser leg. | put the glass
down.

“l just wanted to tell you.” he said,
and he picked his words and enunciated
them carefully, “not to let anything
happen to Rex Davidson.”

That was a funny one. “You a friend
of his?” | asked.

He didn’t answer.

“1f you want me to take care of him,”
I went on, “tell him to pay. You know
—no pay, no work.”

“You,” he said, “are responsible for
him. He’s in danger, but if he dies, you
die too.”

“Tell him to pay,” | repeated.

He slapped me in the mouth. Then
he said, “Get up, please.”
Polite, at a time like that. | couldn’t

help thinking he was the man who had
rubbed out Rinconi.

He motioned me to the closet, pushed
me in and locked the door. He left the
key in and it took me about five minutes
to get free.

| turned off the radio, sat down and
thought for a while. Then 1 slipped a
small can of fruit juice in my overcoat
pocket and went over to Rex’s. Luck
was with me and he wasn’t home. |
had a key to his place and | let myself
in. | spilled a little fruit juice on his
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best gray suit and went out.

Back home, the Beethoven concert
was over, but | turned on the victrola
attachment and put on some records.
Beethoven, of course. Then | called
Jenks. It took me about fifteen min-
utes to locate him.

jJVIIAYBE 1°d better tell you more

about Jenks. He hates me be-
cause | write the truth about him. He
has the brain and the body of a gorilla.
He’s the best thing in the world when
you want a shield from a machine gun,
and the worst thing in the world when
you want a little intelligence.

I told him briefly what had hap-
pened. He said, “If this is one of your
gags, I’ll mash you to a pulp. | been
wanting to do that for a long time, any-
how.”

“A man comes into my apartment,
holds me up and locks me in a closet
and when | report it to the police I'm
threatened. And asked if it’s a gag.
That’s one for the commissioner.”

The wire hummed while this ape tried
to concentrate. He said, “What did the
guy look like?”

“How do | know?
and wore a gray suit.

He was masked
That’s all I can

tell you. 1 haven’t the least idea who
it was. For all I know, it might have
been Rex.” 1 kind of laughed at the

idea, and added, “His build, toco.”

Jenks’s mind—if you can call it a
mind—is so primitive that you have to
do his thinking for him. But he caught
on. “This Davidson guy,” he said.
“He’s been a nuisance ever since he’s
been in this town.”

“Hasn’t he, though,” 1 said cheer-
fully.

“Listen, Fortune—maybe he pulled a
fast one on you. Maybe he tried to
scare you into protecting him! W hat
do you think of that?”

“Not much,” If I'd approved of the
idea, Jenks would have dropped it.

“The way I figure it, about all you can
do is watch the cleaning places for a
pair of pants with a fruit stain.”

“That’s what you’d do!” roared
Jenks. “But me—1 think I’ll go and
have a look at Davidson’s trousers.”

“You’re crazy,” | said, and hung up.

I slept beautifully. 1 stuffed my tele-
phone bell so that if Davidson tried to
reach me, from jail for instance, he
couldn’t. | dreamt Jenks and Rex Da-
vidson killed each other off and | woke
up feeling like a million.

Jenks walked in on me while | was
eating breakfast. | hadn’t seen him in
a while and he looked even bigger and
dumber than 1’d dreamt him. He said,
“Why the hell don’t you answer your
telephone?”

“l always stuff it at night.
up?”

“Where’d you spill this fruit juice?”
he asked me.

I showed him the stain on the rug
and he checked me pretty thoroughly.
He asked me a lot of pointless questions
and then inflated his chest and said, “It
was Davidson all right, just like |
guessed. He wanted to scare you into
giving him protection.”

“Did he admit it?”

“No, but he can’t give an alibi for
where he was last night.”

Naturally not. He was probably
with the Peters girl and he wouldn't
drag her name into police records. He
thinks he’s Lancelot.

I lit a cigarette. “You’ve got a mur-
der and a white slave case on your
hands, Jenks, and Davidson thinks he’s
in danger. You don’t seriously suspect
him of being the man you’re after, so
why not release him?”

“Suppose they get him?” demanded
Jenks.

I shrugged.
W hat of it?”

Jenks let out a great burst of laugh-
ter. “Damned if 1wouldn’t like it!” he

W hat’s

“Well, suppose they do?
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roared, and slapped me so hard on the
back that he nearly broke a couple of
vertebrae.

I’'d always thought it was nicer to
have Jenks with me than against me,
but not if he was that kind of a play-
mate, My back was sore for a week.

I went down to the jail with him and
spoke to Rex from the other side of the
cel. He looked haggard and kept
whining at me.

“Get me out of here, Jimmy. You
know damn well I didn’t hold you up
last night.”

“l don’t know why you asked me to
come down here. You’re no client of
mine.”

“I’'m your friend, Jimmy. Get me out
of here.”

“Never mix friendship and business,
Rex. You've always said so yourself.”

Those baby-blue eyes of his went

venomous. “If it’s money you want—"
“Sure itis. Five hundred. Cash.”
“They took my money. It’s upstairs

somewhere.”
I handed him a piece of paper and
my pen. “You could sign an 10U.”

TIE could and he did. | went up to
A Jenks’s office and said, “Rex isn’t
the guy, Jenks. The one that held me
up had brown eyes. And besides, | re-
member spilling some fruit juice on
Rex’s pants last week. Forgot to men-
tion it last night.”

Jenks’s mouth tightened up like a taut
cable. It must have taken all his power
of will not to murder me right then and
there.

After the spasm was over he said, “So
you remember spilling some more fruit
juice, do you? When?”

“Listen,” | said. “There’s no point
in getting sore. | told you last night
that you were crazy. But no. You
wouldnt listen to me.”

“When did you spill that fruit juice?”
he repeated.

“Oh, one evening. | don’t remember
exactly when.”

“Come on up to your place and show
me the stain. You got a stain for last
night; | want to see the one for the
other time.”

“It happened in the kitchenette,
where there’s a linoleum floor.”

Jenks didn’t even open his mouth. |
had a queer feeling as | walked out.

If Jenks ever got it in that amoeba
head of his that there was a way of add-
ing two and two and getting five, he’d
sit down and start adding. He might
take liquid nourishment if it was handy,
but eventually he’d starve to death.
And he’d still be adding two and two as
he died.

That’s persistence. And now you
know why I had a queer feeling.

Well, it was up to me. As sure as |
lived, Jenks would get me for that fruit
juice trick and my only chance was to
crack the case and then make a deal
with him. 1’d been too smart. He
might not be able to railroad me to
prison, but he’d get me in a back room
and cripple me for life.

I walked around for a while. | felt
miserable and didnt know where to
start. Jenks knew nothing about a
white slave gang working the town and
there was nothing in the modus oper-
andi file. And if Jenks couldn’t walk
out and pick up the guy that wore wigs
and slipped dope into young ladies’
coffee, he was going to be hard to find.

The toughest thing in the world is to
shadow a man without his realizing it,
and as soon as | came out of my fog |
noticed somebody was following me. |
turned the next corner and waited.
When the medium-sized guy in a gray
suit came around the building, | stepped
in front of him and blocked the way.
He was on the pudgy side and he had

brown eyes. One trouser leg had a
stain. Fruit juice?
| said, “Hello.” He looked surprised
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and didn’t answer. “l owe you one for
last night,” | went on, “but maybe Il
let it go. Suppose we sit down and
talk.”

He nodded, but he still didn’t speak.
We walked about a block and then he
drew back. “Not here,” he said. “Let’s
go somewhere else,” | was sure of him
now that | heard his voice.

“Seems as good a place as any,” |
said. It wasn’t exactly the nicest part
of town, but all the underworld dives
were in the neighborhood.

“They’ll kill me,” he said weakly.

“Who?”

He just shook his head.

“It’s nothing to me if somebody
bumps you. According to the conver-
sation we had last night, 1'd be a lot
safer with you out of the way. So step.
Or maybe you want me to turn you over
to the police.”

A do-or-die look came into his eyes
and his jaw stiffened. But he came
along. The joint | picked was almost
empty. | walked towards the rear and
sat down in a booth. | took the end of
the bench facing the door so that I could
see whoever came in. He had no choice
but to sit opposite me.

“Well?” | said. *“Yesterday after-
noon you killed a man. Last night you
busted into my apartment, locked me
up and threatened me. What’s it all
about and why your interest in this Da-
vidson guy?”

He wet his lips. “I’ll tell you,” he
said. “You’d be better off if you didn’t
know, but you want it. Here goes.

“My name’s Maynard. | used to be
a buyer in a shoe store and | was en-
gaged to a girl. Her name doesn’t mat-
ter. But one day she disappeared. The
police couldnt find her and she hadn’t
been admitted to any of the hospitals
and there was no trace of her. She was
just gone.”

A small man who looked like a jockey
came in, noticed me and held a whis-

pered conversation with the bartender.
Then he walked over to the phone.

jVITAYNARD couldn’t see him, but
iVl even jf Maynard had, | doubt
whether anything would have regis-
tered. He was too intent on his story.
He was nervous and had to suck in his
breath between sentences.

“You can imagine how | felt. 1 was
wild with grief and worry. | could
hardly hold down my job. My depart-

ment was slipping and | knew 1°’d get
fired. 1 didn’t even care. 1 was sur-
prised that they let me take my next
buying trip. | wish they hadn’t. |
wish they’d fired me and 1°’d committed
suicide or something, because what |
saw on that trip was something worse.
So low and rotten. | swore a great
oath—"

He stopped speaking for a few sec-
onds. The jockey finished his phone
call and went out. | could see his
shadow just outside the door. He was
waiting.

“l saw her in the city,” Maynard
went on. “It just happened. In a joint.
I hardly recognized her at first. She
was pale and drawn and her cheeks
were sunken, even under the rouge.
And her eyes had an expression that
turned my blood cold.

“l took her out of the place and
brought her to a hospital, but it was too
late. Her whole constitution had been
undermined. Drugs. She’d contracted
the narcotic habit. And she had a cold
that turned into pneumonia, and she
died. But she told me her story first.

“She’d fainted one day on the street.
She didn’t know why. She’d been per-
fectly healthy and—"

“Had she just been to a restaurant?”
I interrupted. “And had a cup of
coffee?”

Maynard nodded slowly.
how did you know?”
“Davidson told you.

“Yes, but
Then he grunted.
The old lady who
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slipped a drug in her coffee and then
took her away in a cab. It’s the same
trick. She was taken to a house—she
didn’t even know where—and they gave
her drugs and broke her down until she
was just a husk of herself. Then she
was shipped away. She hardly knew
what she was doing. She was drugged
all the time, her mind cracking and her
spirit broken. It was horrible—hor-
rible!”

He stared past me, and | knew what
he was seeing. A girl. A girl the way
she’d been once, and again the way
she’d been when she’d died.

“Well?” | said. The little jockey’s
shadow was still outside.

Maynard sighed and wet his lips.
“The other day | saw a crowd on the
street. | wandered over and got there
just too late. Just as Davidson knocked
the wig off. Just in time to see him es-
cape.

“1 followed Davidson home. | real-
ized he could identify one of the gang
and could testify to a specific act. |
couldn’t, you see. | knew the back-
ground, but | didn’t know who they
were and my story was all hearsay. |
couldn’t bring a charge. The district
attorney—he told me that. But with
Davidson—you see how important he
is?  That’s why I’ve been following
him, guarding his life, hoping to make
contact with the gang. | followed him
yesterday when this Rinconi tried to
kill you in the booth. | managed to
shoot him first, but | saw how desperate
and cunning they were. That’s why I
came to see you last night. You can
follow Davidson and protect him, but |
can’t. Because even though | don't
know the gang, they know me. They
tried to kill me, twice. 1’'m not safe in
this district. That’s why | didn’t want
to come here. You’'ll help, won’t you?”

| said, “Sure. Just a minute.” Then
I got up and went to the telephone.

I called Jenks and told him to come

down quick. | didn’t dare take May-
nard up to headquarters. | was afraid
this jockey outside would go haywire
and shoot. Rinconi had been desper-
ate. | wanted to square myself with
Jenks and avoid risks.

I watched that door like a starving
mutt waiting for a bone. 1 had my hand
onmy “32.” Somehow, Maynard made
me nervous. | don’t get that way often,
but everything about this case was go-
ing wrong.

And then Jenks marched in, with his
derby hat set like a tin hat on the side
of his head. There are times when |
almost like Jenks. There’s something
solid and substantial and reliable about
him. Like a blockhouse.

He marched in and | introduced him
to Maynard. “This is the man that
shot Rinconi.”

Jenks growled and yanked out his
handcuffs, and Maynard spat at me.
“You rotten doublecrossing heel!”

I snapped at Jenks, “Sit down, and
put those things away. And listen.”

T TE obeyed, hesitantly, and sat down

* next to Maynard.
and showed how Maynard and David-
son made a perfect case, and how all
Jenks had to do was take charge of
Maynard and wait for the gang to have
another try at him.

“We stick together,” | said, “the
three of us. You and | are the jaws of
the trap and Maynard’s the bait. The
gang are bound to bite.”

They didn't like the idea, Maynard
because he was the target, and Jenks
because it violated rules. | had to do
a lot of persuading, but when 1’d fin-
ished my piece | leaned back and
looked at Jenks and said, “Well?”

His mind works like a caterpillar’s.
I could have digested two beers while he
thought it over. “Come on,” he said
finally. “Let’s go.”

I laughed at him. “It has to be a

| talked fast
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little more subtle than parading around
the block. Expect them to see May-
nard and miss your derby and that ugly
mug of yours? When they see you,
they’ll run.”

Jenks grinned. “Yeah. Crooks are
scared of me. They know me and they
run.” He rubbed the stubble on his
chin, “What’ll we do?”

“Was anyone hanging around outside
when you came in?” | asked.

- “Street was empty,” said Jenks.
“What do you want?”
“Use it,” | answrered. At the same

time | shoved my “32” in his lap, under
the table of course. My voice carried
through the whole room as | stood up.
“So long, Maynard. | don’t know yet
what it’s all about, but you be down at
headquarters tomorrow. At ten."

Maynard blinked and tried to stand
up. Jenks shoved him back in his cor-
ner. | put a cigarette in my mouth and
started for the door. Tenks’s mind
hadn’t adjusted yet.

As | said before, 1'd been facing the
entrance, and Maynard and Jenks had
their backs to it. Naturally, they hadn't
seen the trio walk in and speak to the
bartender. | didn’t know who they
were, but one of them was the jockey
who had telephoned.

Maybe you’re thinking | should have
stayed at the table, told Jenks and
Maynard and stuck by them. The sides
were even, three to three, and we
wouldn’t have been surprised. But in
the first place | was in sight the whole
time and if 1°d pulled a gun 1°d have
been the first casualty. If there were
any other reasons, they didn’t really
count.

I studied the three as | headed for
the door. A big fat-faced burly guy
who could give even Jenks a workout,
a tall toothy insolent guy, and the
jockey.

I'd have preferred the jockey because
he was little and | could have handled

him without trouble and then grabbed
his gun, but he was too far away from
me. | had to act natural.

I stopped next to Toothy and said,
“Got a light?”

He gave the big guy a cagv look and

said, “Sure.” He lit the match himself.
“Friend of yours back there?” he
asked.

I took the light. “Some crank try-
ing to sell a story to my paper. But
hell—if he’s got anything let him tell
the dicks. I’ll be there and hear it for
nothing.”

That was when Jenks had to stand
up, of course. He should have had a
big sign, Police, clamped onto that
derby. Then old ladies and children
would have known who he was; every-
body else did.

Toothy saw. 1 jabbed for his jaw and
caught his teeth. They ripped my
knuckles like a buzz saw. He went for
his gun but | hugged him so that he
couldn’t pull it. At the same time |
banged out with my knee and the pair
of us hit the floor and rolled.

I heard the war but I was more in-
terested in my private battle. Shots
thundered and glass crashed and some-
body was cursing. Outside, the whole
world was screaming. | kept Toothy’s
arms pinned and nothing else mattered.

He fought like a cat. He kicked and
clawed and bit and squirmed, and |
raised my head and butted. My shoul-
ders were being torn out of their sockets
and my stomach was taking punish-
ment, but I clung. I could only use my
skull and my feet; those buzz-saw teeth
were raking me and | could hardly
breathe. I tried to lift him up and smash
his head open on a table leg. We kept
rolling and scrambling, and then | got
in the way of that table leg. It crashed
dull and heavy on my head and a gun
exploded in my ear. | felt my arms
loosen and go weak, and | knew | was
dead.
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CURE. It was the second time in one

case that I was sure | was Killed.
And the second time it was really the
other gay who’d been bumped.

Jenks was standing over me and grin-
ning. He had a bullet hole in his derby
and his left arm hung limp, but he’d
picked off Toothy just as Toothy had
finally gotten hold of his gun. 1 disen-
tangled myself. | felt weak and |
retched.

Jenks laughed at me. *“Sissy!” he
bellowed. “You ought to build up a
little muscle. Letting a sap like that
get the best of you!”

I glared at Jenks and watched the
blood come through his sleeve. “You
lousy gorilla!” 1 squawked. “If you
had a brain in your head, you’d have
given me time to make my play. 17d
have jumped that guy and gotten his
gun and covered the other two from be-
hind. But no. You don’t know what
it means when | shove a gun in your
lap. You have to show that derby of
yours and give everything away.”

He handed me my “32.” “Call that
agun? Hell—I wouldn’t even use a toy
like that. Afraid they’d all laugh.”

Judging by the remains of Toothy
and by the way the jockey and the
burly guy were yowling while Maynard
covered them, Jenks had used a twelve-
inch siege gun. But it was his “45,” of
course. He’s famous with it.

Faced with Maynard’s and Rex’s
evidence, the gang confessed. There
were just the three of them. Cameron,
the toothy guy, would spot a girl and
find out her background. Then if Ram-
bino, the big guy who was the head of
the gang, decided she was okay and her
disappearance wouldn’t mean too much
fuss, they’d either invite her on a party
and drug her, or else the jockey would
dress up as an old lady and pull the act
that Rex had seen. For a few weeks

they’d feed the girl drugs and break her
down. Then they’d ship her out of
town to a ring that paid the gang cash.
Rinconi wasn’t even a member of the
gang. He’d been hired to pick me off
after Rex consulted me.

I had dinner with Rex that evening.
He kidded me about the plaster on my
face, but that wasn’t what | minded.
It was the attitude he took.

“It was really pretty simple for you,”
he said, “first calling in the police and
then letting Maynard do all the work.
And for that, you want to collect five
hundred.”

I knew what was coming. It always
did. So I cut him off before he could
make his speech about not liking to pay
money to a friend.

“Rex,” | said, “I have your 10U for
five hundred and if necessary I’ll sue on
it. But Il match you, double or noth-
ing.”

| tossed the quarter and he yelled
heads. It fell on the floor and I leaned
down and covered it with my hand. It
was heads, but he didn’t see me switch
coins. All he saw was the tails.

He just sighed and reached into his
pocket, but instead of one grand he
handed me a slip of paper. It was a
summons in an action for damages for
false imprisonment and obtaining
money under false pretenses.

I must have looked murderous, be-
cause this Davidson guy held up his
hand to protect himself and said,
“Don’t, Jimmy! It was Jenks’s idea,
He found out that you sneaked into my
place with some fruit juice and spilt it
on my trousers. He said he could prove
it and that | had a perfect case. But
I'll settle for the thousand | owe you.”

He swallowed and handed me the
summons to tear up. Silently, I ex-
changed it for the 10U.

Can you beat that one?

THE END
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Turkey Taylor heaved suddenly and the rat-faced guy landed with a deadening “clunk” against
the radiator!

The butcher knife would be something for the bulls, and the dame who
kicked in with the cadaver—it would be Turkey Taylor, private dick,
though, who did the dirty work for the cops!

“T °M very busy right now. Tell
I  him to wait,” Turkey Taylor
said to the dictograph. His right

foot raised from his left, crossed over
the pile of unopened bills and the toe of
his painfully polished oxford hesitated
as it engaged the switch. Cautiously he

said, “What did he say his name was?”

“Minnick,” the new girl’s voice re-
sponded with prompt efficiency. “Mr
Henry Minnick.”

“Uni,” Turkey Taylor said, frowning.
Minnick. He squinted and shuffled
through his memory. Henry Minnick—
The name meant nothing. Which, un-
der the circumstances, was satisfactory.
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“Make sure that he waits,” Turkey ad-
monished in careful undertone. “If he
gets restless, give me a buzz.”

“Yes, sir.”

Turkey’s foot closed the connection,
came back to rest on the stack of en-
velopes. Scowling, he singled one out
with his heel and pulled it towards him.
The Audion Appliance Shop. That
would be the notice of the overdue in-
stallment on the dictograph. His frown
deepened as he scanned the walls, rest-
ing momentarily on a battered filing
cabinet. Yesterday morning that filing
cabinet had been new and sleek, sport-
ing chromium fittings and a twenty-
year guarantee. But yesterday after-
noon a couple of pug-uglies from the
Friendly Furniture Mart had marched
in and carried it off. The duplicate
resting there in sodden protest against
being once again returned to service
had cost a dollar and a half. But at
least it was paid for.

Turkey pursed his lips, dug a thumb
into his tight thatch, and with the fin-
gers of his left hand began to count.
Sixty-five, sixty-six, sixty-seven—
There were sixty-seven business schools
in the City. Deducting the three weeks
he had been in business and the three
schools that had supplied him with sten-
ographic help on trial, he had sixty-
four weeks to go before the problem of
assistance would become acute. And
there were thousands of office buildings,
which practically assured him of thou-
sands of months of tenancy. His only
problem, then, was to eat and buy gas
for the Chevy. Maybe a client would
show up some time. Stranger things
had happened. But not much stranger.

With sudden alacrity Turkey took
his feet from the desk. He grasped a
brace of letters, ripped open a pair of
them. Selecting an appeal from the
Friends of China he concentrated on it,
flicked the dictograph switch and said
briskly, “You may show the gentleman

Turkey was becoming greatly inter-
ested in the plight of the Chinese when
the door opened. Somebody came in
and without looking up Turkey said,
“Sit down. I’ll be through in a minute.”

But the somebody didn’t sit down.
He grunted a sarcastic “Humph!” and
Turkey glanced up in surprise. And
then he glared angrily and barked,
“Since when has your name been Min-
nick, Samuels?”

Samuels’ wizened face cracked in an
unpleasant smile. His skinny lips rub-
bed together and a talon-like finger
scratched his plentiful nose. Smirking
he said, “Well. Mr. Taylor, since you
are always out to Samuels, | thought
maybe you would be in to Minnick. So
I’'m here about the rent again. And
this time | dont mean maybe.”

Turkey glared. “I told you you’d
get your rent as soon as this case I'm
working on has been cleaned up.”

“What case?” Mr. Samuels remarked
unpleasantly.

“This insurance case!” Turkey said
brazenly. He thumbed through the
letters, found one that was a long and
involved explanation of the thirty-day
grace clause before the Indemnity Ac-
cident Company would be forced to
void his policy. He snatched it up.
passed it rapidly before Samuels’ hard,
suspicious eyes. “You know how in-
surance companies are. It’s as good as
money in the bank. You’ll be paid.”

Samuels hesitated. His mental proc-
esses shifted the scenery of his eyes
until doubtful hope replaced the sus-
picion. “You’re sure you got a case
with an insurance company?” he sniffed.

"“TURKEY gathered his letters. He

jerked open the desk drawer, drop-
ped them inside. He closed and locked
the drawer, rose to his feet. A picture
of injured dignity he said coldly, “HI
have to ask you to excuse me. I'm a
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very busy man.”

Samuels shuffled his feet. “Well—"

The dictograph buzzed. Turkey
leaned over it. “Two gentlemen to see
you. Mr. O’Toole and Mr. Bloom,” the
new secretary’s voice announced crisply.

“Oh, from the insurance company,”
Turkey said loudly. “I’ll be ready in
a minute.”

Samuels hesitated no longer. “Very
well,” he said. “I’ll give you until Sat-
urday. But by that time, no money and
out you go.”

Turkey followed him to and through
the door. He bustled him past the sec-
retary and the two mountains of flesh
occupying the waiting room chairs.
“You’'ll get results, Mr. Samuels— Min-
nick,” Turkey promised in a voice cal-
culated to down any leave-taking re-
marks. “The Taylor Agency never
fails. Good day, sir. Good day—"

He closed the door and turned to in-
spect the prospective clients. There
was a lot of them to inspect. The near-
est was as big as a horse, with hands
and feet to match. His hair was red,
his face was red, and the stomach that
strained against his blue serge coat
showed that he ate well and regularly.
Suspicion dawned in Turkey Taylor’s
mind and his eyes narrowed as he looked
at the fellow’s shoes. Size thirteen they
must have been, and archless as a floun-
der’s back.

The other fellow was bigger, if that
was possible. His hair was black and
wolly as a Persian lamb’. His face
was lobster-hued and guileless. His
hands were as big and bumpy as taxi
fenders and they held his hat as if it
might be a fragile vase. And his shoes—

“If it’s about my car that’s been
parked on the street all night,” Turkey
Taylor grunted, “you shams can forget
it. 1'm a taxpayer and | got a right.”

The red-head swung his hand in a
haymaker of protest. “Naw, Mister
Taylor!” he exclaimed in a brogue as

thick as his arm. “Naw! You got us
wrong. We’re clients. Aren’t we, Sid?”

The woolly head nodded vigorously.
And then the black eyes narrowed cau-
tiously. “Maybe. Who knows?” he
parried and spread his hands.

Turkey stared. He gasped, “You
mean you bulls want me to take a
case?”

The fellow named Sid cringed and his
eyes shuttled swiftly to the girl. “Please,
Mister— Not so loud about it. Not so
loud— We got to live vet, don’t we
O’Toole?”

O’'Toole said grimly, “You betcha.
An’ that’s why we’re here. If that’s an-
other office you got in there—” His
voice trailed significantly and his eye
closed in an expansive wink.

Turkey Taylor stood aside, watching
with defensive caution as the two moun-
tains upheaved and rolled with pon-
derous tread toward his sanctum. A
couple of shams for clients! A pair of
flat-foot harness bulls; a duet of the
boys in blue whose greatest delight was
in shoving private cops around, coming
to one with a case! Turkey shook his
head, swallowed and pinched himself.
“Ouch!” he muttered.

“What was that, Mr. Taylor?” the
blonde typewriter chauffeur asked
primly, moving so that an expanse of
silk-clad excitement showed briefly.

Turkey grinned suddenly. His hand
moved out and patted her head. “Sweet-
heart,” he said rashly, “I think maybe
you’re going to be all right!”

Fiery red stained her face.
so!” she gasped.

Turkey was chuckling as he closed
the door and faced his clients.

“l hope

rFFICER Kelly OToole had the

floor, and aided and urged by
grunts and gesticulations from Officer
Sid Bloom, was doing the talking. “So
I pull the prowler over to his car, and |
suspected right away somethin’ was
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wrong

“You’re a ii'‘ar." Bloom grunted. “Get
on with the story.”

O’Toole looked hurt. “It was a phae-
ton and there was two fellas in it. Now,
in March for a phaeton to be standin
on the street all night with two fellas
in it don’t make sense. ‘They’re prob-
ably drunk.” said Mrs.— .Mrs. ”

“Hagcthorne,” Bloom supplied.

“Mrs. Hagethorne was the one who
made the call. So | pulled th’ prowler
over, climbed out and gave ’em the eye.
The fella behind the wheel was a thin
chap. There was tears frozen to his
cheeks and his eyes looked like onions
boiled in beet juice ”

“You slay me,” Bloom muttered.

Turkey Taylor ground a cigarette in-
to the ash tray. “Do you want to tell
this yarn?'’ he growled.

liloom shrugged, and triumphantly
O'Toole continued. “His nose looked
like you could break it off and put it in
a highball. 1 hollered at him and 1 got
no answer. 1 hollered at the other guy.
and | got no answer.” O’Toole paused
for dramatic effect.

Turkey Taylor said, “You can skip
that. | read the papers. The guy driv-
ing was drunk. The other guy was stiff
as a plank. Had been dead for twelve
hours. Choked. So0?”

“So we took ’em in,” O’Toole said
with a sidewise glance at his partner.
“We took ’em to Sargint Tomasello of
the Detective Department. Sid, it’s
your turn.”

Bloom responded promptly. He com-
mandeered the floor, and with words
and gestures: “Ya mean ta say ya
dunno what happened? Tomasello says.
No sir, the guy says. Leinme get this
straight, Tomasello says lookin’at him-
self in a mirror and smoothin’ down his
hair. You was drinkin’ gin in Sam
Leach’s saloon an’ a fella named Bill
that ya don’t know only by sight come
over an’sat down. An’this Bill brought

a twist named Margaret. An’you hadda
lotta drinks together an’ then th’ girl
saw another girl wit’ another fella an
she rung ’em in on th’ party. An’then
the new girl decides she wants to blow,
so she an’ th’ new fella an’ you all go
off in your car. Is that th’story? The
guy says Yessir. An’ Tomasello says
you don’t know nothin’ until you woke
up this mornin’ half froze an’ found th’
guy dead an’everybody else had scram-
med. Is that th’ story? And the guy
says Yessir.” Whereupon Officer Bloom
paused for breath.

Turkey Taylor said, “So what am |
supposed to do?”

O'Toole swallowed audibly. “Maybe
you ought to hear the rest of it. Tell ’im
Sid.”

Bloom said. “So the guy, whose name
is Jack Eldredge. is out of work and
out of luck. This guy Bill was gonna
give ’im a job, and this is what happens
instead. Maybe we got somethin', may-
be we dont. But less'n two weeks ago
O’'Toole and me get a call to go to a
house. There’s a dame in bed with a
guy that’s got a butcher knife stuck in
his ribs. ‘I didnt do it,” she hollers.
All she can remember is drinkin’ and
wakin’up with a corpse on her hands.”

O'Toole leaned forward significantly.
“She started in Leach’s saloon, same as
the’poor lad ©dredge,” he supplied.

Turkey Taylor yawned. Again he
asked, “So what? You shams have a
dick department. What’s it to me if a
couple people kill a couple people and
can’t remember? W hat’s it to me?”

O’Toole began to perspire around the
edges. “Look, Mister Taylor. We felt
sorry for the poor lad and we was tryin’
to help him in our own way. We went
into Leach’s saloon and started to ask
questions. Leach says he dont know
nothin’about what’s happened, but he’s
got a evening paper under his apron
with the whole story in it. So we start
to put th’ heat on and he clams, and
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then who comes in but Tomasello.”

“So0,” Sid Bloom added with great
sadness, “Tomasello goes to the Com-
missioner and gets us put back on the
lobster shift. Now it aint no weather
to be drivin’ a perambulator at three
o’clock in the mornin’. So we gotta
have help.”

Turkey Taylor hid a grin behind a
frown. “In other words, you two shams
want me to take up where you left off
so’s you can enjoy daylight again. Is
that it?”

“Yes sirl”

Turkey Taylor said, “How much are
you willing to pay?”

Bloom and O’Toole exchanged quick
glances. Bloom said, “Well, now. |
guess you know since the depression—"

O'Toole said, “We been reduced an’
reduced. We—"

Bloom said, “We wanta do tha right

thing. We’re willin” to cooperate with
you on your cases. We’re willin’ta give
ya somethin—”

O'Toole said, “We thought you might
like a couple tickets to the Policemen’s
Ball. They’re gonna have a movie
queen—"

Turkey Taylor yelled, “Wrhat?”

Sid Bloom said, “It’ll be a very ele-
gant affair.

Turkey Taylor slammed the desk un-
til the ash tray jumped. “You bulls
have the nerve to offer me tickets to
solve a case at the expense of getting in

wrong with the Commissioner? Are
you daffy?”
Bloom ducked his head. “Well, it’s a

good case. You solve it an’you’ll make
a couple insurance companies happy.”

Turkey Taylor’s rage dwindled. “In-
surance companies?”

“Yeah. Th’ first guy, the butcher
knife victim, had twenty grand on ’im.
Th’ second, the one that was choked,
had thirty on him. And the widows got
paid. 1 seen the checks.”

“Double indemnity?” Turkey asked

in a breathless voice.

O'Toole swallowed like a suction
pump. “Yeah. An’th’two women was
a pair of th’ worst twists | ever seen.
There’s somethin’ in it, Mister Taylor.
You ought to talk to th’ poor lad. An’
we’ll be in a position t’ cooperate. An’
besides, maybe you got somebody’d like
ta go th’ Policemen’s Ball. 1t’ll be very
elegant—"

DAILEY, O’Toole had said, was the

name of the man murdered with a
butcher knife. The Bailey house was
the second from Parkview; it was dark
and its shades were drawn as Turkey
Taylor mounted the steps. His feet
clattered with a hollow sound on the
porch and he balanced his hat in his
hand and pushed at the doorbell. No
ring sounded from within. He knocked
diffidently, changed it to indecent ham-
mering, and in a few moments gave up.
He came down from the porch, skirted
scraggly evergreens and went around
to the back. His torch winked briefly
at drawn shades.

Turkey whistled noiselessly and
pulled from his pocket a curious key. A
bit of metal with many flanges; many
notches and grooves. He did something
with the key and presently was stand-
ing in a room that had once been a
kitchen.

But it was not a kitchen now. It was
empty; bare and dust-covered. Method-
ically he progressed, winking his torch
through all the rooms; into corners,
closets, cupboards. From cellar to garret
he probed, and the sole reward of his
efforts was a woman’s old-fashioned
leghorn hat. Whimsically he picked
it up.

In the street again he turned and
climbed another porch. Again the skim-
mer rested on his arm, this time aug-
mented by the leghorn. Again be pushed
a bell. A woman came almost at once.
She was pale and thin, washed-out
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looking, and her eyes held an unfriend-
ly glint.

“We don’t want any,” she snarled
and tried to close the door.

Turkey’s Number Ten stopped her.
“1’m looking for my friend Mister Bai-
ley that lives next door. Has he gone
away?”

“Nobody’s been in that house for bet-

ter’n year. Get your foot out of my
door!”
“Sorry, lady. 1'm from the police

department. There’s been a car around
here, acting strange. 1'm looking for
information.”

The woman’s glance wavered. “I
didn’t s*ee it. | mind my own business.
And my husband didn’t see it either.
Now, go along with you!”

“Is your husband home?”

“No he isnt. He’s working. He
works nights.”

“And where does he work?”

“At Leach’s Restaurant, downtown.
Now, will you stop chilling off my
house?”

Turkey grinned. “Just one more
question. W hat’s your name?”

She glared. “What else would it be
but the same as my husband’s? Leach.
Mrs. Samuel Leach. And if you don’t
get your foot out of the door I'll give
you my heel!”

Turkey withdrew. He climbed down
from the porch. He had gone a dozen
steps toward the corner when some-
thing hard jammed into his ribs and a

gruff voice said, “All right, now. Just
take it easy!”
r7"HERE were two men at least. Tur-

key’s hands shot skyward, holding
up the impossible leghorn hat. Light
from the comer streetlamp fell on it and
one of the men gasped. “Sid! That
hat—"”

“This is one of ’em, all right!
your hands up—"

Turkey Taylor brought his hands

Keep

down, swore, said, “l always thought
harness bulls were dumb. Now | know
it. What the hell are you trying to do?”

O’Toole and Bloom, like a pair of
overstuffed bears, looked at each other,
looked at Turkey Taylor. “We got a
call,” Bloom said. O’Toole supplied,
“Somebody breakin’ into a house on
this street. Th’ call came from Mrs.—
Mrs.—”

“Hagethome,” Bloom said. “Gee,
Mister Taylor. We’re sorry. We gotta
do our job. Where’d you get th’ hat?”

“In that house. Why?”

“Because that’s th” hat Mrs. Bailey
wore when she come to claim her dead
husband. I oughta know. It was stickin
in my face everytime | had to quiet her
down.”

Turkey Taylor grunted, “Huh! Well,
she sure doesn’t live there now. This
Mrs. Hagethorne that makes so many
complaints— Where does she live?”

O’Toole pointed with his thumb. “In
th” next block. She’s a nice old lady
wit’ white hair. Lives by herself. She’s

a— she’s a—"
“Insomniac,” Bloom said. “She can’t
sleep. So you’re the one busted into

this house, huh? Well. We gotta make
a report. What’ll we do about it, O’-
Toole?”

Turkey Taylor told them what they
could do about it and started for Mrs.
Hagethorne’s.

HPHE little cottage was vine-covered

and rambler rose bushes lining its
path were carefully wrapped in sacking.
Boards and burlap formed protective
coverings around other shrubbery, giv-
ing an eerie cast to the moonlit lawn. A
cheerful light glowed in the window and
Turkey Taylor blew on his hands as he
wafted.

The door opened wide and light
gleamed throught an aura of crowning
white hair. The woman was short and
surprisingly broad without being fat.
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A velvet choker was about her neck;
her faded blue eyes were enormously
magnified behind thick-lensed spec-
tacles.

“Well, young man?” she said in a
husky age-cracked voice.

Turkey Taylor pulled his coat back
until his badge gleamed. [I'm Clancy,
ma’am, from th’ Department,” he said
in imitation of Kelly O'Toole’s brogue.
“You called about a breakin’an’ entry
job.”

The woman hesitated. “Yes— |
called. But it wasn’t my house | meant.
It was the house in back of me— | saw
lights in it, not a half hour ago— "

Turkey pushed his way in. Her
arms, he noticed, were surprisingly
heavy. She stood undecidedly a mo-
ment, finally motioned for him to sit
down.

The room was cozy. Neatly fur-
nished, with cretonne curtains at the
windows. A bird cage, covered for the
night, hung near a window. There were
books, a lot of them. A cylindrical oil
stove cast a spotted pattern on the ceil-
ing. A tawny cat, curled in a deep
chair, jumped down and rubbed against
Turkey’s legs.

The woman smiled. “Trixie likes
you, so you must be all right— Perhaps
you think me a silly woman, tfut ever
since | saw that car with the two men
in it, parked all night on the next street,
I've been frightened.”

Turkey nodded sympathetically.
“That was a week ago, wasn’t it? When
did you first notice the car?”

She sat forward eagerly, brought her
magnified eyes to an intense stare.
“About midnight. | hadn’t been able
to sleep— | was airing Trixie when I
heard a car stop in the next street. |
heard loud talking as if someone was
angry. | walked through between the
houses, and saw a girl, a young girl
about twenty or twenty-five years old,
walking down River Road. | saw a

man standing near the car, but |
couldn’t see if anyone was in it. | came
back and let Trixie into the house and
went to bed. Somewhere around four
I got up to look at the furnace. |
glanced out the window and could see,
quite plainly, that the car was still

there. And when | went out for milk,
at eight, the car was still there. So I
phoned the police.”

“At eight o’clock,” Turkey said.

“Could you make out who was in the
car?”

“Yes. Two men.
asleep. Or frozen.”

“And the man you saw first, the one
standing near the car. Would you
know him again?”

Surprise was in her voice as she an-
swered, “Why, yes! He was Mr. Leach,
one of my neighbors.”

Turkey’s eyes gleamed. He stood up.
“Thanks very much, Mrs. Hagethorne.
Have you told this to anyone else?”

She pursed her lips. “There was a
man here. His name was Tomasello |
think. Yes, I told him.”

Turkey grinned. “There’s nothing
to worry about, ma’am. We’ll take
care of everything.”

She followed him to the door, and as
he went out he was vaguely annoyed,
fainted irritated by something he
couldn’t place. Maybe it was because
he thought that old ladies shouldn’t be
so spry, shouldn’t be so apparently re-
lieved to see him go.

They seemed

CAM LEACH was bowlegged, hairy

everywhere except on the top of his
head, and otherwise generally simian
except that he had a nose that could
have peeled potatoes. “Bill?” he
growled, dropping the corner of his
mouth to release a shot at the cuspi-
dor. “Bill who?”

Turkey Taylor fiddled with apparent
nervousness with the worn lapel of his
third-best suit. “Bill,” he said anxious-
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ly. “You know— He was goin’to give
me a job. And, brother, | need it bad.”

Sam Leach shook his head. “You
gotta tell me more about him than that.
It don’t mean nothin’t” me. So if j'ou
wanta buy a drink, that’s what 1’'m in
business for. If you just wanta get
warm, try the bus station down the
street.” And Mr. Leach moved down
the bar to take care of a customer.

Turkey stood with one foot on the
bar rail, his body turned indecisively.
Inwardly he was baffled and angry. Baf-
fled because Bill was the name Jack
Eldredge, the kid in jail on a murder
charge, had said he had used in con-
tacting the fellow who had promised
him a job. And Turkey was angry be-
cause the insurance company which had
issued the policies on both of the mur-
dered men had tossed him out. Laughed
at him, told him to go pound sand. They
had detectives, they said.

So Turkey Taylor’s possible cash in-
come had vanished in thin air. He was
still working for nothing more than a
pair of screwball cops named O’Toole
and Bloom; the fee was a couple of Po-
licemen’s ball tickets—

“You waitin’ for Bill?”

Turkey turned. The fellow was skin-
ny and rat-faced and he talked out of
the corner of his mouth. His shoulders
twitched as he leaned against the bar,
and from the dilation of his pupils Tur-
key knew him for what he was.

“Yes.”

“Well, he’ll be in after a while. Bet-
ter not wait, though. Come back in a
hour or so,” the rat-faced guy said.

“Thanks,” Turkey said gratefully.

In an hour, the fellow had said. Tur-
key looked away from Sam Leach’s
hard glance, picked up his foam-lined
glass and nursed another drop from it.

Well, the guy had better hurry. It was
an hour and a half already—
A fellow was coming m. Short and

broad, swaggering, piloting a mincing

blonde in a smart mink jacket.

“Hiya, bud,” the fellow said as he got
a chair under the blonde. “You the
one Charley was tellin’ me about?”

“l guess so,” Turkey said. “If you're
Bill, I am.”

The fellow nodded, held up his hand
and signalled Sam Leach. “Bring the
kid another beer, and bring Honey and
me Scotch,” he ordered. Then to Tur-
key he said, “Who told you to see me?”

“A fella I met in a pool room,” Tur-
key said. “I don’t know his name.”

“Was he short and kind of fat?” Bill
asked. “Shorter than me?”

Turkey shook his head.
was skinny.”

The drinks arrived, and Bill paid for
them out of a roll the size of Fort Knox.
When Leach had gone he said, “Down
the hatch,” He drank, wiped his lips
and said, “You’re a -------- liar. Nobody
told you to see me. And | don’t give
no jobs to no bums. Drink your beer
and get the hell out.”

The blonde looked disinterestedly at
Turkey Taylor, yawned, and covered
her mouth with nail-polished fingers.
Turkey swallowed and said, “Honest to
God, mister, | need a job. Any Kkind.
I don’t care what it is.”

Bill bored him with adamant eyes.
“You’re a liar. You don’t need no job.
Get the hell out or I'll throw you out.”

Turkey shrugged, pushed the beer
glass aside and stood up. “Okay, if
that’s the way you feel about it.”

He was around the table and on his
way to the door when Bill called him
back. “Sit down,” Bill invited. “Don’t
be in such a hurry. | just wanted to
see if you could take it. Hey, Sam!
Bring that Scotch bottle and three
glasses— So you want a job, huh. All
right. Can you drive a car?”

Turkey Taylor nodded.

“Well, listen.” Bill leaned nearer,
beckoned him to come closer for confi-
dence. While Bill was whispering some-

“Nope. He
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thing about how would he like to make
a grand, Turkey saw from the corner
of his eye that the blonde had passed
her handbag over his glass. Behind his
dull, listening face he thought rapidly.

TTHE firm of O'Toole and Bloom

A overflowed the prowler, and O'Toole
glared at the clock on the Elks Club
as he passed. “Four o’clock,” he an-
nounced bitterly. “And when d’ya sup-
pose that detective we hired is gonna
get us outa this?”

Bloom glared also, at the clock and
at the darkness which was neither night
nor day. “Ow, O’Toole,” he groaned.
His heart was too full to answer as the
prowler slowed near the parking area
by Joe’s Elite Diner. The windows
were steam filled and tantalizing odors
drifted out. “O°'Toole,” he started to
say

“Calling Car Seventy Eight! Calling
Car Seventy Eight!” the radio rasped.

“And what is the Sargint’s sweet
voice saying?” O’Toole grunted.

“Go to Columbia Boulevard and Ce-
darcrest Avenue to investigate a parked
car. That is all!”

“Another parked car!” Bloom snort-
ed. “Where’s all the high-paid help
with their motorcycles, 1°d like ta
know?”

Officer O’Toole jumped in excitement.
"Ow! It was a parked car that got us
into this mess. Maybe one’ll get us out.
Columbia and Cedarcrest is only two
blocks from River Road and Park-
view!”

Bloom’ mouth snapped shut. The
clutch re-engaged with the effete
smoothness of a coupling freight and
the prowler jackrabbitted into traffic.
O'Toole’s complaints about the draft
were lost in an awesome medley of en-
gine noises as Seventy-Eight parted the
air like an onrushing comet.

At Cedarcrest Avenue, Columbia
Boulevard dipped low to the river flat-

lands. It was a desolate area of intense
cold and soupy fogs. As they passed
the bridge O’Toole noticed that the
Parkview corner light was out, and as
they approached Cedarcrest he noticed
that there too the streetlamp cast no
glow. “Funny,” he grunted. Sid
Bloom’s elbow nudged him. Off the
side of the road, near a row of ever-
greens, was a roadster. Its top was
down and a form hunched over its
wheel.

“Hah!” snorted Bloom as he jammed
the prowler to a stop. He poured out
and lumbered to the roadster. “Hey,
you!” he yelled. His broad foot held
down the runningboard on the driver’s
side, and Kelly O'Toole’s considerable
paw embraced the opposite door. And
then Kelly O’Toole gasped. “Sid! My
God, it’s—"”

A new voice, menacing and sinister,
snarled from the evergreen thicket.
“Reach, coppers! Go for your heaters
and we’ll blast you!”

Bloom’ broad back was square to
the thicket, and although O’Toole
might have dropped down with the
roadster as a shield, Sid would have
stopped lead. O’Toole hesitated, glar-
ing into the darkness, and Sid Bloom
answered the problem for him. The
big fellow flopped sideways and away
and his gun roared stabs of flaming de-
fiance in the direction of the voice.

Kelly O'Toole lined up behind the
body and began to throw lead over the
engine hood. Coolly he pumped, watch-
ing the thicket for tell-tale signs. A
bullet smashed the radiator cap to bits
and he was levelling when a weight
crashed against his skull and the whole
world seemed to collapse.

Kelly O'Toole stared dully around
him. He was on a floor, a wooden floor
that was hard and cold. Even with the
floor, a long ways off, a slot of light
showed the bottom of a door. “Sid,”
he muttered. “Sid—"
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Footsteps telegraphed against the
floorboards. The slot of light expanded
to outline a short, swaggering fellow
standing on long pointed shoes with
cuban heels. “So you’re cornin”around,”
he snarled. “Okay, boys, drag him in
here.”

Kelly O°Toole felt himself lifted from
the floor and carried into a room that
was bare of furniture save for a table
and two chairs. In one of the chairs
Sid Bloom slumped and his curly dark
head lolled on the table. In the other
chair Turkey Taylor was limply
stretched, his head tilted back, and loud
unbeautiful snores issued from his nose.

The door to a room opposite opened
and in came a woman. An elderly
woman with snowy white hair and a
black velvet choker around her neck.
Thick-leased glasses magnified her eyes
and she grinned humorously at the tab-
leau of Turkey Taylor, Sid Bloom and
Kelly O’Toole.

“Mrs. Hagethorne!” Kelly O’Toole
gasped, remembering her name for once.

CHE smiled coldly. “Coming around
A~ all right, eh wise guy?” she said in
a husky, cracking voice. “Good! |
want you to know what’s happening to
you. Okay, Bill. Douse’im!”

From behind Kelly O’Toole came
movement. A cold, wet shower struck
his shoulders and seeped down his tunic.
The pungent odor of gasoline assailed
his nostrils.

The old woman cackled and her
mouth snapped like a rat trap. “So you
boys thought you’d play detectives,
huh? So you even hired a private dick?
So you suspected how we picked up
bums, filled ’em with shot hootch and
then stuck ’em with stiffs? Well, listen
good. Maybe it’ll make you feel cold
after awhile, when you’re burnin’ up!”

Kelly O'Toole groaned, “Sid—"

The old woman motioned to Bill.
“See if the car’s here yet. We’ll let the

private dick have the honor of waking
up with the curly headed sham after
we've shot him. The redhead gets hand-
cuffed to a radiator.” She moved nearer,
walking between Turkey Taylor and
Kelly O'Toole as Bill went out. Her
magnified eyes crinkled with smiles as
they inspected O’Toole. She said, “This
is one job we don't get paid for. But a
guy has to do something for his art once
in awhile. The house ain’t even in-
sured, and none o’ the gals will show
up to claim your remains. But it’s
gonna be fun to watch.”

Kelly O'Toole gasped, “Lady, you’re
crazy! You—"

W ith startling suddenness the woman
seemed to go straight up in the air. Her
feet were off the floor. And then she
came down with abruptness. The white
crown that was her hair came loose,
rolled away, showed a close-cropped
dark head. The thick glasses jarred
loose—

Turkey Taylor had come to life. He
was slashing viciously, holding to the
arm of a skinny rat-faced guy who
was drawing a gun. The table went
over, smashing to bits, and with it Sid
Bloom dropped laxly.

Kelly O’Toole seized his wits long
enough to explode an uppercut in the
face of the man nearest him. The welter
of arms and legs around the table began
to define into component parts. Kelly
O’Toole stopped the mad scramble of
“Mrs.” Hagethorne for his glasses by
planting his great foot on them, stamp-
ing them to sawdust.

Turkey Taylor
Behind you—"

Kelly O°Toole turned, jumped feet
foremost, kicking a tommy gun out of
the hands of a squat bald-head who had
come in from the other room.

Turkey Taylor heaved suddenly and
the rat-faced guy sailed through the air,
landing with a deadening “dunk”
against the steam radiator. Turkey was

yelled, “OToole!
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up, then, reaching beyond his balance
for the man in woman’s clothes. But the
stiff alpaca slipped through his fingers.
Screaming a curse, “Mrs.” Hagethorne
bolted for the door, ran into the jamb,
fumbled and then got out.

“Help me with your partner!” Tur-
key yelled. “He’s been hit. We got to
—” He pulled back from the door as
a bullet passed through, smacking into
the plaster of the ceiling. And then
from the door drifted the acrid smell of
smoke.

O’Toole let drive with one of his feet
and a window, sash, glass and frame,
disappeared into the night. Growling
he lifted the skinny guy by the seat of
his pants and the scruff of his neck and
sent him after it. He moved aside as
Turkey Taylor tossed the squatty bald-
head, screaming, on the same route. And
then O'Toole moved, bent down ten-
derly, lifted Sid Bloom to his feet.

Flames were starting along the floor
and the smoke was unbearable as Kelly
O’'Toole locked hia arms around Sid
Bloom, stood with him by the window,
and toppled into the night.

Turkey Taylor alone was left in the
room. Winding his coat around his
head he started for the burning stairs.

“Which one of you is O'Toole?” the
Commissioner asked, looking perplex-
edly at the three mounds of bandaged
bulk in the hospital beds.

“l am, sir,” one of the mounds ad-
mitted.

“Good. | am pleased to report that
your bravery and devotion to duty has
broken up one of the most vicious mur-
der-for-insurance rings this city has
ever known. In view of your service |
am recommending promotion.”

The mound didn’t seem very enthu-
siastic. “How about Bloom?” it said.

“Bloom is slated for the desk, with
stripes.”

Mound Number Two heaved a sigh.
“Ow, O’Toole! No more lobster shift.

No more drafts'—”

“How about me?” Mound Number
Three yelled petulantly.

A smart, chic nurse tap-tapped for-
ward. “Mister Taylor? There’s a
gentleman here to see you. From the
insurance company.”

URKEY TAYLOR snorted as much

as his bandages would allow. “At
last!  Well, show the guy in. My
Goodness!”

The “guy” came in. He was breezy
and well-fed and he exuded prosperity
and personality. In his hands he car-
ried a sheet of paper and he moved
briskly, selecting the most likely of the
three mounds. “Mr. Taylor?” he war-
bled. “1°’'m from the Indemnity Accident
Insurance Corporation. You—"

“Over here,” Turkey motioned with
his toes. “So you guys have your own
dicks. Better than me, huh. Well it’s
about time you came to your senses and
hired an agency that—"

“Mr. Taylor,” the gentleman said in
perplexity, “I don’t understand you. |
said | was from the Insurance Company

>>

“l heard you,” Turkey muttered.
“My services are gonna come high.”

“I'm afraid | don’t know what you
are talking about. My Company has
sent me here. Even though your policy
has passed the premium date, the grace
clause still keeps it in force. The In-
demnity Accident Insurance Corpora-
tion settles all its claims promptly with-
out fear or favor. Now if you’ll just
sign this release—

“Sign?” Turkey bellowed. “Release?
W hat with me fried to a crisp? Brother,
you see my attorney. His name’s Sam-
uels and he stays in the Industrial
Building—and here. Take him these
damned tickets to the Policemen’s Ball,
Tell him to—"

“Aw, now,” Kelly O’'Toole, Sid Bloom
and the Commissioner said in chorus.
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Here was this eighty grand in his bankbook,
grand missing from

Mark’s gun bucked savagely in his hand, squeezing bullets at the tires of the coupe
HE elevator felt like a trap,
stifling him.

Mark Gallant leaned against
the bronze-painted wall and forced him-

self to breathe slowly and regularly
while the cage, with a tantalizing lack

of concern for speed, descended to the
lobby.

CRACK CRIME MYSTERY OF A DOWN-ON-H1S-LUCK DICK WHO COULD
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and this corpse on his doorstep, and this eighty

the cadaver’s cash-box!

Sally Cord’s white, frightened face was turned towards him for an instant—and was gone!

A sharp frown was incised between
his black brows as he studied the ma-
roon flooring. In one comer, near the
operating buttons, were bloodstains like

NOT EVEN BORROW TROUBLE WITHOUT SIGNING FOR IT
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the ones in the hall outside his apart-
ment—little exclamation points of hor-
ror. Mark shivered. His square, firm
face was pale under its tan. Tightening

IN BLOOD!
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his lips, he stepped out of the elevator
as it reached the lobby floor,

A patrolman was standing uncertain-
ly just inside the chrome-bound doors
of the Hoxton Arms. The cop’s face
was red and bitter. He was talking to
a frightened desk clerk and pointing a
stubby finger at three or four more of
the tell-tale red spots on the lobby car-
pet. Their voices reached across the
softly lighted expanse of furniture and
potted ferns and stopped Mark in his
tracks.

He paused only a moment, then
stepped back into the elevator and sav-
agely jabbed the fourth-floor button.
Through the diamond-shaped window
Mark caught a glimpse of the cop’s
head turning toward him; then it was
gone as the cage whined slowly upward.

Mark took a handkerchief and dried
his fingers. His hands were trembling
a little. He didn’t like the way things
were happening.

The corridor was bathed in soft
amber light from an electric cande-
labrum set back in a niche. Mark’s
nerves tensed as he slid his apartment
key into the lock. No sound came from
the elevator shaft or the lobby below.
He opened the door and slid quickly
inside, flicked on the light and stared
grimly at the dead man on the floor.

“You always were a trouble-maker,
Nickie,” he muttered.

Nickie Kavalla was a short, plump
man with a round moon face and a little
rose-bud mouth under a black
moustache. His striped pink shirts and
and checked suits were legends among
the gambling circuits in town. He had
been shot three times in the chest. He
was quite dead. He had died ringing
the bell to Mark Gallant’s apartment
just five minutes before.

Mark hadn’t touched him then,
except to move his tiny feet aside to
close the door. Now, with his head
cocked for sounds of police pursuit from

the corridor, his hands made a swift
examination of the dead man’s body.
Nickie Kavalla still had his money—
fresh hundred-dollar bills in a crisp wad.
He still had his gun, a snubby .32. It
hadn’t been fired. Whoever had shot
Nickie Kavalla had been a friend. Or
so Nickie had thought.

There was a dark smudge on the back
of the dead man’s plump right hand. It
didn’t come off when he touched it. It
looked like printer’s ink.

A siren wailed in the street below.
Mark straightened with a frown and
stepped quickly to the window, moved
the blinds a little and looked down. Two
radio cars had pulled up in front of the
Hoxton marquee. A familiar figure in
gray hat and suit was giving rapid
orders. Two of the cops trotted up the
areaway to cover the back of the build-

ing.

JVTARK swore softly and studied his
apartment beneath lowering
brows.

It wasn’t the kind of place you’d
expect to find a lieutenant of Homicide
occupying. The Hoxton Arms was far
too expensive for any ordinary cop.
But then, no cop who has eighty grand
in the bank is ordinary.

Thinking of the money he had
inherited ten days ago, Mark cursed
with tired exasperation. He didn’t want
it. He wished he had never heard of his
uncle on the West Coast. The money
had given him nothing but trouble from
the very beginning.

Two days before the letter came in-
forming him of his inheritance, Mark
had led his special gambling squad in a
raid on Nickie Kavalla’s sumptuous
establishment, wiping it off the crime
map. A lot of big fish had been caught
in the net, but the real trouble didn’t
start until Nickie Kavalla came into
headquarters the next day and de-
manded an accounting of the money
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he’d had in the safe. Eighty grand.
Kavalla had thought the cops had con-
fiscated it. Mark had never seen it.
And two days after that, Mark had
inherited his eighty thousand dollars.

It looked funny, but he had the proof,
He showed the lawyer’s letters to Cap-

tain Ryce. But nothing he did could
quiet the wugly rumors that started
around. It was too much of a coinci-

dence. Nothing was said to Mark’
face, but he knew what was being whis-
pered behind his back.

Nickie Kavalla had been especially
ugly about the missing eighty grand.
A hijacking under the very noses of
Mark’s raiding squad was unthink-
able. Kavalla’s protests had a per-
sonal tone, too. There was Sally Cord,
Nickie’s adopted daughter. Mark had
been seeing a lot of her. Sally was
peculiarly loyal to the plump little gam-
bler who had taken her under his wing
as a child, protecting her and giving her
an education and security. She
wouldn’t hear anything against Ka-
valla. It had been a sore spot between
them.

Mark breathed heavily, staring at
Kavalla's body. Now there was this.
There was still a faint bruise on the
dead man’s chin, a memento of Mark's
knuckles the night before. Kavalla had
made a scene on finding Mark and Sally

together. There had been ugly words
and an ugly fight. Everybody knew
about it. Now, following the trail of

Nick Kavalla’s bloodstains, the cops
were at Mark Gallant’s door. Cops
with suspicious eyes and unspoken ac-
cusations on hard lips. Even Captain
Ryce, Mark’s sidekick, wasn’t able to
conceal the strangeness in his eyes
when he looked at him.

“l wont get a break,” Mark mut-
tered. He felt cold inside, looking at
the grotesque little dead man on the
floor. “Why in hell did you come to
my door and die?”

Decision was suddenly crystal-clear
in his mind. He had to stay free to
fight the cloud of suspicion that sur-
rounded him. He had to settle this case
once and for all, to vindicate himself.
And to do that, he had to stay clfer
of the cops.

I IE was breathing a little faster as he

got his gun from the table drawer
and slid it into his pocket. He slapped
a hat on his head and gave the dead
man a hard grin, then softly eased out
of the apartment and started for the
elevator.

The indicator was swinging from 3
to 4. Mark ducked back for the stairs.
Voices and the scuffing of feet drifted
up to him. He sucked in a quick breath,
feeling trapped. His gray eyes nar-
rowed and settled on the steps leading
to the roof terrace.

He was through the door and out
into the night before the cops reached
the fourth floor. The air was warm,
like a moist slap in the face. He moved
soundlessly over the red tiles, among
metal chairs and folded umbrellas.
There was no fire-escape. Staring
down into the areaway, he made out
a cop pacing restlessly back and forth.
The next house was seven feet away
across a five story drop and one floor
down, the end house of a row of stately
brownstone mansions. This first one
belonged to the notorious Letitia
Leames, a spinster famous for her pre-
war clothes, riches and manners.

Next to this was the raided gambling
house of Nickie Kavalla. Mark hadn’t
chosen the Hoxton Arms as his new
address for nothing.

He cast about for some means of
escape. If there was a way to get across
the alley to the next roof—

His glance settled on a tangle of
aerial wires nearby, and he strode
swiftly toward them. They were loose
and easily detached. He had to work
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fast. By this time Captain Ryce
would have found Kavalla’s body in his
apartment and the patrolman would
mention having seeing Mark in the
lobby. Ryce would realize that Mark
was still somewhere in the building.

He made a thick strand of four
lengths of the aerial wire and fastened
it around a chimney, pulled and hauled
until he was sure it would hold his
weight. Then, wrapping a handker-
chief around his hand, he moved to the
edge of the corniced roof and cautiously
lowered himself, bracing his feet
against the wall to take the strain from
the wire. Agony flamed through his
wrist as the metal bit through the thin
handkerchief. Below him the cop
paused and lit a cigarette.

Halfway down to the level of the
next roof Mark swung inward below
the cornice, then thrust sharply
against the wall and released the wire.

For a breathless moment he sailed
through space—then his feet struck the
gravel roof of the Leames house and
he landed in a heap, rolling over twice
before he stopped.

He straightened, wincing as he
picked tiny bits of stone from his
bruised palms. He listened. There
had been no alarm. The glass of a sky-
light glittered a few feet to his right.
He tried lifting it, found it went up with
a dim screech of rusty hinges. Below
was yawning darkness. Mark took a
deep breath and dropped through.

He fell loosely, his rangy body limp
to cushion the fall. His feet, striking
the invisible floor, stirred up a cloud of
choking dust. He was in an attic
room of some kind. The silence coiled
around him with a palpable thickness,
as if he could reach out and touch it.
His eyes flicked to a thin line of yellow
light that crept under a door—and then
a flashlight went on like a bomb explod-
ing in his face, blinding him with its
bright glare.

A man’s aged voice quavered: “Stand

still, young fellow. Don’t move! 1’ve
gotagun!”

Mark blinked at the flashlight’s
bright eye. He couldnt see a thing.

“Take it easy,5he suggested.

“Oh, Miss Letitia!”

“Now, listen—” Mark said.

“You stand stilll | saw those police-
men and | heard you drop on this roof.
You’re a crook, that’s what you are!”

A woman’s voice came, muffled
through the door. “Yes, Henry?”

“1 caught him, I caught him!” The
old butler’s voice cracked with shrill
excitement. “l1 told you there was
someone up here! | got him, Miss Le-
titial  You’d better teH those police.
Tell them | caught him!”

j\ /TARK suddenly reached out and
"% swiped the flashlight aside,
grabbed at the old man’s skinny wrist.
A howl of terror echoed through the
attic. Mark clapped a hand over the
old man’s mouth and snapped:
“Quiet, you fooll 1 don’t want to

hurt you.”
The old man wriggled suddenly and
Mark slapped his gun aside. It

thumped heavily on the wooden floor.

“D-don’t kill me,” the old man whis-
pered. “I was only trying—"

“Shut up.” Footsteps sounded on
the attic stairs. “Is there any other
way out of here?”

“N-no. Miss Letitia — she — she’s
coming up here!”

A tart voice spoke from the door-
way. “I already am here. Henry. Who
are you, young man? And what are
you doing here? You might let Henry
go—the old jackass. He thinks he’s a
hero.”

It was Miss Letitia Leames. She
was framed in the lighted doorway like
a buxom gray ghost, a cameo brooch
nestling in the lace at her bosom. Her
face was long and angular, sharp as an
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axe. Her pale blue eyes settled on
Mark’s tall figure with frosty hostility.
She tightened her mouth and snapped:
“Well, speak up, young man. Who are
you?”

Mark said: “I’'m a cop.” He palmed
his badge, and the spinster took it, ex-
amined it carefully, and handed it back
with a sniff. Mark went on: “1’'m De-
tective - Lieutenant Qallant. There’s
been a murder next door in the Hux-
ton, and we were looking over the
neighborhood. 1| thought the killer had
perhaps come across the roofs.”

The butler made a frightened, whim-
pering sound. Nothing changed in
Miss Letitia Leames’ hatchet face.
Mark might have been discussing the
weather.

“And who has been killed?” she
asked.

“A man named Nick Kavalla.”

She was startled at last. “The gam-

bler?”

“How do you know?”

“And why shouldn’t | know?” she
demanded. “He’s that awful person
who rented Emily Porter’s house next
door, with people slipping in and out
at all hours of the night.” She sniffed
loudly. “He made poor Emily’s place
into a—a house of vice. | can’t say
I’'m sorry to hear that Mr. Kavalla is
dead. . . . Henry!”

“Yes, Miss Letitia?”

“Show Lieutenant Gallant the way
downstairs—that is, unless he wishes
to look around a bit. Personally, |
don’t think anyone got in here except
you, Lieutenant. But if you think—"

“You’re quite right,” Mark said
hastily. “l1’d better get back to the
Hoxton.”

A CROWD had gathered around the
m**' glittering marquee of the Hoxton
Arms, effectively screening Mark’s de-
parture from the Leames house.
Thrusting his hands in his pockets, he

casually skirted a prowl car parked at
the curb, crossed the street, and turned
the opposite corner. A neon sign half-
way down the block read Hoxton
Garage. Mark went there.

The colored attendant bobbed his
head at him and went after Mark’s car
in the back of the barn-like garage.
He returned with a powerful new con-
vertible coupe—the first purchase Mark
had made with his inheritance. Scowl-
ing, he stepped from the shadows and
slid behind the wheel.

A gun was jabbed hard into his ribs.

“Hold it.”

Mark froze. He caught a glimpse of
the attendant standing popeyed, mouth
agape. He moistened his lips and
turned his head carefully toward the
shadowy figure seated beside him—a
slim, elegantly dressed man in familiar
gray clothing, with a sharp ivory pro-
file and a neatly trimmed moustache.
A Police Positive bulked large in the
man’s hand.

“Hello, Ryce,” Mark said. His
voice was dull, hiding the swift activity
of his mind. Aware of the purring
motor, he quietly slid his feet on the
clutch and gas pedals. “So now you’re
throwing a gun on me?”

Captain Ryce said tiredly: “You
asked for it, son. What kind of games
do you think we’re playing?”

“You don’t really want to know.
Your mind is already made up.”

Ryce sighed and removed his gun,
held it on his knee. “I kind of thought
you’d break for the garage and your
car when we didn’t find you at home.
I’'m giving you a chance to explain
everything now, just to me. | don't
like anything of what’s been happen-
ing any more than you do. Mark. But
this is murder, and you’ve got to ad-
mit that circumstances—"”

Mark said bitterly: “You think |
killed Nick Kavalla?”

“No, | know you didn’t. Patrolman
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Kopf noticed the bloodstains on the
street and phoned in, then trailed them
to the Hoxton Arms. | just want to
knew why Kavalla chose your place to
die in.”

Mark said flatly: “I don’t know any-
thing about it.”

“Then why did you dust out?”

“That makes me look gquilty of
something, doesn’t it? But all | wanted
was just a chance to break the case.
I wouldn’t have a chance if | stuck
around until my former pals on the
Force showed up. You know what
they’ve been thinking and saying about
Kavalla’s missing eighty grand. You've
been thinking the same things—that |
lifted the dough and somehow covered
up with a phony inheritance. But |
didn’t. And now all I want is a break.
I don’t usually ask for 'em. But I need
a couple of hours to look around and
ask questions.”

Captain Ryce’s answer was harsh
and flat with finality. “I can’t do that,
Mark. You've got to come back with
me. You’re suspended, pending an in-
quiry by the Commissioner’s Board.”

“l see,” Mark said softly. He moist-
ened his lips. “Can | ask you just one
question?”

“What is it?”

“Where did Kopf first pick up the
bloodstains Nickie Kavalla left?”

Ryce said: “They start at Twelfth
and Watersby. Seven blocks away
from your place. | told you | don’t
think you did it, Mark—"

“All right.” Mark’s face was a
little pale. “I’'m sorry, Ryce.”

He drove his left arm sidewise sud-
denly, pinning the captain’s to the back
of the leather seat. Straightening,
Mark’s fingers darted for Ryce’s big
gun. The cop grunted, cursed with sur-
prise. He threw his body aside, away
from Mark, and the impact knocked
the car door loose. Mark thrust down
the clutch pedal, flicked the gpar lever

down with his left hand, and grimly
held on to the captain’s wrist with his
right.

“You fool!” Ryce gasped.

The heavy Police Positive went off
with a crash that awakened wild echoes
in the big garage. The bullet tore a
huge chunk of plaster from the far
wall. Mark twisted desperately, try-
ing to gain the leverage. The captain’s
fist thudded painfully into his ribs.
The gun went off with a second angry
bellow, the bullet screaming harmlessly
into space.

For an endless second the two men
were locked in an unyielding struggle,
neither giving an inch. Then Mark,
braced for what was coming, trod the
gas pedal. The heavy coupe lurched
forward with a roar of released power,
careening toward the garage doors.
The captain gasped and slid sidewise
off the smooth leather seat. For an in-
stant his strained, white face was
limned in the glare of light from the
garage office. Then his face and shoul-
ders slid away, out of the car.

Momentarily Mark glimpsed the
captain sprawled on the cement floor,
raising himself on one elbow with the
gun in his hand. He had no time for
further thought or regrets. The coupe
hit the pavement with rising speed.
Mark grabbed desperately as the wheel
went spinning with the impact of the
tires on the curb. He yanked with the
last vestige of his strength.

The houses opposite, then a row of
trees, and a mailbox danced a fantastic
reel beyond the windshield. The coupe
heeled far over on screaming, tortured
tires. From a distance behind him
came a flat report, and a bullet ripped
through the canvas top of the car.
Mark hunched low over the wheel and
swerved the powerful machine around
the next corner.

There was no sound of further pur-
suit. He took the next turn at a slower
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speed, drove straight east for two blocks
and then doubled south. No tell-tale
headlights persisted in his rear vision
mirror. Mark took a deep, relieved
breath, knit his brows in a troubled
frown, and relaxed behind the wheel.
He headed the car back to the West
Side and the apartment of Sally Cord,
Nick Kavalla’s adopted daughter.

CHE was small, she was trim, she had
A soft brown hair and enormous ha-
zel eyes in a pale, piquant face. Just
looking at her made Mark Gallant’s
heart trip like any schoolboy’s. When
she moved, it was with a light grace
that accented her sweet, desirable fig-
ure. She sank into a chair and stared
at Mark with pained, horrified eyes.

“So Nickie is dead? He died at
your door?”

Mark nodded. It had taken him fif-
teen minutes to reach Sally Cord’s
apartment. Allowing another fifteen
minutes for the ponderous police rou-
tine to get organized, he had just enough
time to learn what he wanted before
the cops would show. For Ryce
wouldn’t overlook interviewing the girl,
who had been as close to Kavalla as
anybody.

“l think Nick wanted to tell me
something,” he said gently. “Some-
thing that perhaps you might know.
That’s why | did what | did, Sally—
slipping away from Ryce—to ask you
about it before he got a chance to
bother you.”

The girl said quietly: “But | don’t
know anything, Mark. Nothing at all.”
“Nick had enemies,” he suggested.

She nodded slowly, eyes troubled, “I
know. Nick was just a funny little
Greek who lived on the fringes of the
law, doing things that society frowns
upon. But to me he was good and
sweet and kind, Mark. He took me
from an unpleasant foster home and
made life good again for me. He never

asked or expected anything in return.”

Mark frowned uncomfortably. “I
can’t help feeling that his death tonight
is tied in with the money he missed
after we raided his place,” he told her.
“Somebody has that eighty grand, an-
gel, and perhaps that same somebody
killed him when he finally tracked it
down.”

Sally Cord shook her head. Her lips
trembled faintly. “Nickie never talked
to me about his—gambling. He
wouldn’t let me know anything about
his business. He insisted on keeping
me clear of it all.”

“Nevertheless,” Mark said soberly,
“that missing money is dangerous. The
killer may not know that Nick never
told you anything.”

“You mean—?”

“l mean the killer might think you
know as much as Nick did when he was
murdered tonight.”

The girl’s red mouth tightened.
“Mark, darling—I’'m not afraid.”

He stood up, pacing the floor rest-
lessly. A little muscle jumped along
the hard ridge of his jaw. His gray
eyes were troubled, absently studying
the design in the rug.

“Did Nick go to any newspaper of-
fices tonight?” he asked abruptly.

“l—1 don’t know. | haven’t seen him.
He hasn’t been around here for two
days. Why?”

“There was a smudge of printer’s ink
on the back of his hand when | found

him. | was just wondering—"

The girl was startled. “Printer’s
ink? He must have gone to see Ber-
nard!”

“Fats Bernard?”

“That’s right. He’s the one who
runs that nasty little scandal sheet.
You know—the Club News.”

Mark’s dark eyes glowed. “Bernard

was reported to be in Nick’ place the
night | raided it, although he wasn’t
in the lineup afterward, and we were



%4 DETECTIVE SHORT STORIES

supposed to have nabbed everybody in
the place.” His mind raced swiftly
over new possibilities. Sudden excite-
ment made pressure steal along his
muscles. The trail of Nickie Kavalla’s
bloodstains started at Twelfth and Wa-

tersby, and Fats Bernard’s printing
place was at Fourteenth, only two
blocks away!

""Mark, what is it?” Sally asked.

“Get your hat, angel. We’re going
to pay Mr. Bernard a strictlv unsocial
callt”

"1 'HE editorial and publishing offices

of the Chib Neivs, on Watershy
Street, were located in the heart of a
desolate and blighted area. The streets
were empty, dull with gloom shed by
dingy gas lamps. Mark eased the car
slowly down Fourteenth, saw nothing
suspicious. The building which housed
Bernard’s business was a three-story
red brick front in sad neglect, with a
dingy plate-glass window on the first
floor and a detached stairway leading
to apartments above.

Mark stopped the coupe near the
corner and slid out, Sally Cord’s face
was dim and pale beside him. She was
shivering quietly. He leaned over and
gave her a quick Kkiss.

“Keep your eyes open, angel. At
the first sign of a cop or anything sus-
picious, either toot the horn or blink
the lights on and off, if I'm in sight.
Got it?”

She nodded, whispering:
ful, Mark.”

“Sure.”

Crossing at the corner, Mark walked
casually down the deserted street. A
few lights were on in the apartments
over the store fronts. Somewhere a
radio droned out war news. A boy
came down the sidewalk from the cor-
ner store, carrying a plate of ice-cream
as carefully as if it were crown jewels
on a velvet cushion. Mark slowed un-

“Be care-

til the boy was gone, then quickly
stepped into the shadows of the re-
cessed doorway.

The lock was a flimsy thing, yielding
readily to the steel pick in his prac-
ticed fingers. Glancing back at the
coupe parked near the corner, he saw
its lights were out and Sally was in-
visible. Mark took a deep breath and
slipped into the dark interior.

The smell of ink and paper was
strong in the coiling blackness. He
stood still until his eyes became ad-
justed to the dim light that filtered
through the dusty, speckled window.
He made out a battered rolltop desk, a
cushioned swivel chair, a litter of pa-
pers in one corner under which, pre-
sumably, was a waste basket. Cross-
ing the floor on silent feet, Mark bent
over the desk, squinting. There were
fresh scratches on the brass lock and
one of the wooden slats was splintered.
The drawers stood open and empty, and
the pile of papers in the corner sud-
denly took on meaning.

Somebody had been here before him!

A chill prickled the short hairs at
the nape of his neck. Whoever had
ransacked the office might still be here.
He stood like an image of stone, scare-
ly breathing. There was no sound in
the dim, smelly office but the ticking of
a battered alarm clock on top of the
desk. Mark loosened the gun in his
pocket, finally took it out and carried
it in his hand.

There was a door at the back of the
office, standing partly ajar. Inky
blackness brooded behind it. Mark
slid like a tall phantom toward it and
peered down a rickety wooden stair-
case leading to the cellar and the print-
ing plant. Nothing stirred. He took
a long breath and started down the
wooden steps, feeling his way cautious-
ly before putting weight on his feet.

At the bottom he paused and found
the light switch on the rough pine wall.
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There were no windows in the cellar.
He snapped on the light with a swift
motion and ducked aside, gun ready
should bullets spurt toward him.

Nothing happened. The cellar print-
ing-plant was empty. It was a long
narrow room littered with machinery,
empty crates and rolls of pulp paper
cradled on wooden racks. The smell
of sawdust, grease and printer’s ink
was thick in the air. A brown door at
the far end of the room was locked.
Mark rattled the knob, started to try
his pick on it, then shrugged and
turned back to examine the room with
a brooding eye.

Whoever had searched the office up-
stairs had done an equally thorough job
down here. The entire printing plant
consisted of a small electric-powered
press, several cases of type, worn wood-
en benches and tables lining the walls.
In one corner stood a filing cabinet,
tipped over on its side and leaning craz-
ily against a bench. Past issues of the
Club News were scattered about as if
by a tornado.

j\/[ARK scowled. He was on the

right track, certainly. Somebody
had come here, looking for something.
But for what?

Gun in hand, he turned back to the
press and stared puzzledly at the
broken, pied type. The masthead of
the little newspaper was intact, indi-
cating that Fats Bernard had been pre-
paring to run the next issue through
the press. Why had it been destroyed?
He searched further, a mounting per-
plexity crinkling his brow. Scattered
carelessly on a table nearby was a stack
of galley proofs. The marauder had
overlooked these, somehow.

Mark sat down on a stool and ran
his eye rapidly over the fragmentary
snatches of unimportant items, noted
prominent cafe society names, places
and events. Two of the columns he

separated with a grunt of satisfaction
and pocketed them.

He was ready to go when an acrid
pungency crept slowly into his nostrils,
barely noticed until a thin wisp of
smoke curled snake-like down the cel-
lar stairs and crossed his line of vi-
sion.

Fire!

Mark stiffened instantly—and with-
out warning a gun muzzle was rammed
into his back!

A deep, smooth voice, thick with sat-
isfaction, laughed and said: “Got you,
brother. Drop the iron.”

The man prodded harder.
fingers relaxed around the gun.
the floor with a metallic clang.

“Now stand up and take two steps
straight ahead.”

Mark got up and did this, then turned
his head slowly and stared at the man
with the gun. It was Fats Bernard,
owner and publisher of the Club News.
He was a huge man, even taller than
Mark and well over two hundred
pounds. His black hair was thick and
straight, rising over a pink moon face
with a snubby button nose and little
black eyes. His shoulders were thick
and wide, hunched forward a little over
the gun in his hand.

Mark’s glance flicked to the back of
the cellar. The locked door was open
now, showing a small cubby-like room.

Fats Bernard said: “It’s a good thing
you didn’t get that door open, brother.
You’d have been a dead duck.”

Mark said softly: “So you killed
Nickie Kavalla.”

“That what brought you here?” The
fat man grinned, showing large white

Mark’s
It hit

teeth between curling lips. “Not me,
chum. 1 didnt kill him. . . . What’s
the idea fanning my joint? You done
a lot of damage.”

“l didn’t,” Mark told him. His ey6s

moved from the big gun in Bernard’s
hairy fist to the man’s sweaty face. “I
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found it like this.”

“You're that
aren’t you?”

“That’s right.”

“What made you come here?”

Mark shrugged. “A hunch,”

“What kind of hunch?”

Mark said: “I got an idea that you
have the eighty grand Kavalla claimed
was missing from his joint when | raid-
ed it. A dozen people reported you were
there, and they aren’t likely to have
been mistaken. You’re not hard to iden-
tify, Fats.”

Bernard moved his gun a little. His
grin was hard and fixed in the fleshy
folds of his face. His eyes shone like
little black marbles. “It must’'ve been
two other guys, brother. You didn't
pull me in.”

“l know you weren’t in the police
lineup. That’s what makes me think
you’ve got the dough. How did you get
out of the place?”

“l wasn’t there, chum.”

“The house was staked out. A rat
couldn’t have slipped out without one
of my men spotting it. But you got
out, and nobody saw you do it. Be-
cause you were there.” Mark’ voice
became rapping, insistent. His face was
thin and grim and hard. “You snatched
that dough and got away with it some-
how, and Nickie Kavalla traced the hi-
jacking to you. He came here tonight
and upset the place hunting for it and
you caught him at it and shot him. He
got away and lived just long enough to
stagger through the streets to me.”

The fat man’s grin was fixed and hor-
rible now. His breathing made a soft
gurgling sound in the taut silence.
Mark stood still, aware of the stealthy,
acrid pungency in his nostrils. He
didn’t shift his glance to the cellar stairs.
Up above a fire was creeping steadily
nearer, cutting off their one avenue of
escape. If the wooden steps went up in
flames, they would be caught and roast-

copper— Gallant—

ed like rats in a trap!

Fats Bernard’s voice bubbled: “You
know too damn’ much, Gallant. You’re
away off on some of the counts, but
you’re doing a lot of guessing, and |
don’t like it. I’ll have to kill you, cop-
per.”

Mark shrugged his wide shoulders
and made his voice sound flat and hope-
less. “It doesn’t make any difference.
You’ll die, too.”

The fat man’s head came forward.
“Huh?”

“We’re both trapped. The place is

on fire. You can see the smoke on the
steps yourself.”
Color drained abruptly from the

man’s pink face, leaving it ugly and yel-
low. For one split second his eyes jerked
to the cellar stairs.

M ark’s muscles exploded with a burst
of pent-up energy. He spanned the dis-
tance between them with two swift, pan-
therish strides. His left hand flicked
out, slapped aside the fat man’s gun.
His right came up in a bone-cracking
blow that hit Bernard’s loose jaw. The
big man went backward, his gun spit-
ting flame at the floor. He hit the wall
with a crash and came forward, eyes
hooded, lips curved in a cruel, vicious
line.

JVTARK struck again, sinking his left

into the fat man’s stomach. His
knuckles encountered hard muscle, not
the softness which the man’s appear-
ance had led him to expect. Bernard’s
huge fist crashed into the side of his
head with the force of a pile-driver.
Mark held on grimly, twisting the thick
wrist in an effort to get at the gun. Like
many fat men, Bernard’s weakness lay
in small, fragile bones. For a desperate
moment the man’s ponderous weight
drove Mark backward, step by step.
Then, as Bernard suddenly screamed on
a high-pitched, womanish note, his wrist
gave way with a snapping sound. His



THE CORPSE THAT CAME TO STAY 57

gun fell from numbed fingers. His face
convulsed with agonizing pain.

Mark scooped up his heavy auto-
matic, reclaimed his own, and stepped
back, breathing through his mouth.

“All right,” he gasped. “You've had
your play. Up those steps, Fats. We’re
taking a walk.”

Terror joined the pain in Bernard’s
eyes as he glanced toward the cellar
steps. Yellow smoke was pouring
through the crack at the bottom of the
door, thick and stinging in the acrid

air. A faint crackling sound came from
above.

“It’s too late! We’ll never make it
now!”

“Up!” Mark repeated.

The fat man shuddered, held his
broken wrist, and stumbled forward,
coughing. A bright tongue of flame sud-
dently licked through the thickening
smoke and retreated. The fat man hesi-
tated, felt the prod of Mark’s gun in his
back, and lurched up the steps to the
door, gripped the knob and flung it
open.

Smoke gushed out in a thick wave,
enveloping them in a suffocating cloud.
Bernard paused and moved down one
step, coughing and rubbing his stinging
eyes.

“We can’t make it!”

“Go on!” Mark yelled.

The fat man suddenly darted for-
ward into the thick of the pall, his arm
over his face. One whole side of the
office was ablaze, little dancing devils
of flame licking hungrily at the peeling
wallpaper and scattered debris. The
rolltop desk was a brightly glowing
skeleton of framework through the
black smoke. Mark felt blinded,
choked by the intense heat. Dimly he
made out Bernard’s massive figure
plowing toward the door. A little spark
suddenly glowed on Mark’s sleeve,
burst into rapacious flame. Desperate-
ly he slapped it out, only to find an-

other on his shoulder, eating greedily
at the cloth.

A gush of cool night air swept the
flames aside with a roaring sound as
Bernard yanked the front door open.
Mark followed an instant later. He
ducked as the plate glass window sud-
denly collapsed with a crash. Some-
thing nicked his cheeks with a sudden
burning pain, then he was out on the
street, gratefully sucking long breaths
of silver-cool air into his lungs.

Windows were going up and lights
were ablaze all along the street. A small
handful of people were gathered on the
opposite pavement. Mark paused,
looked for Bernafd’s figure, and sud-
denly became aware of a continued
cracking sound—this time not from the
window. Bernard was running crazily
down the street, looking over his shoul-
der and staggering like a blind man.
From the corner came the roar of a mo-
tor. A car leaped like a bird of prey
after the fleeing man. Repetitive bursts
of gunfire lanced from the driver’s win-
dow.

It was Mark’s coupe—and Sally was
in it!

He groaned in despair. Panic and
bewilderment fought with clawing fin-
gers in his mind. ' The coupe roared past
and Mark leveled his gun to fire—and
lowered it. He couldn’t shoot with
Sally in the car. He caught a glimpse
of a dark figure hunched over the wheel,
of another cowering beside it. Sally
Cord’s white, frightened face was
turned toward him for a flitting instant
—and was gone.

vl 'HE fat man was almost at the corner
A when he went down under a renewed
burst of gunfire. He threw up his hands
and suddenly spun around in a circle,
crashed face-first into the wall of a
building and slipped to his knees, his
fingers clawing at the brickwork. The
coupe swung in toward the curb. A
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scream came from Bernard’s lips.
Above the crackling of the fire came the
sharp staccato bursts of an automatic.
The fat man began crawling, tried to
stand up, and suddenly collapsed all at
once, rolled over and lay motionless on
his back, one foot trailing in the gutter.
Mark’s gun bucked savagely in his
hand. He was running now, toward the
dead man, squeezing bullets at the tires
of the coupe. He didn’t dare aim any
higher. The car roared around the cor-
ner on screeching tires and disappeared.

Somewhere a fire siren screamed, off
in the distance. Excited voices clam-
ored in the night. A man ran across the
street and grabbed at Mark’ arm.
Mark threw a savage punch at the dim
face, and was barely aware of the man
going down.

He kept running toward Bernard.
Ten paces ahead, from a doorway near
the dead man, stepped a thin figure. A
woman. She paused by Bernard’s
sprawled body for a flitting instant, her
face washed by the light from a street
lamp. She was pale and wan, with a
sharp bitter profile and small tired eyes
that now were bright with panic.

Mark recognized her with a startled
curse. Paula Bernard, Fats’ wifel A
poor, dim shell of a once beautiful wom-
an, emptied of all will and life of her
own by the dead man’s ruthless domin-
tion. Mark knew her story as the whole
town knew it. He had met her twice
before, been struck by her cowed help-
lessness. But what was she doing here,
at this time? And how much of her
husband’s business did she know?

He had no time to ask himself further
questions. The woman darted around
the corner and was gone, running
breathlessly toward a cab-stand a block
away. Mark raced after her without a
second glance at the dead man.

Her cab was lurching out of line when
Mark slammed open a door of the hack
behind it and shouted at the startled

driver.

‘Follow her! Police business!”

He settled back with a tired, despair-
ing curse. It had been bad enough be-
fore, but he was in for it, now. There
would be witnesses to give Captain
Ryce the car’s license number and it
would be traced to him. He groaned as
he thought of Sally. Whoever had killed
Fats Bernard and set fire to the printing
office while he and the fat man were
down in the cellar had driven that death
car, with Sally in it—taking her no man
knew where. Questions seethed and
bubbled in his mind, and always he re-
turned with a sick feeling to the
thought of the girl in the hands of a
ruthless killer.

His fingers trembled as he lit a cigar-
ette and leaned forward to guide the
driver after Paula Bernard's cab.

[\/FARK suddenly tapped the cabby’s

shoulder.  “Stop here,” he or-
dered.
“But you said—"
“Never mind. Let me out.”

The cab ahead had turned a familiar
corner. The marquee of the Hoxton
Arms glittered just ahead. Mark paid
off the driver and went up the street on
foot, an inner excitement tightening his
nerves.

There was no longer a crowd around
the Hoxton Arms. The street was plac-
id with nine o’clock solemnity. Paula
Bernard’s taxi was just turning the far
corner up the street, and by the whine
of gears Mark knew it was running in
second, gaining momentum. So it had
stopped and discharged its passenger.

But where?

His glance rode down the line of
stately brownstone mansions and set-
tled on the closed and boarded estab-
lishment that had been Nickie Kavalla’s
gambling house. His eye caught a dim
splinter of movement in the areaway
leading to the back of the place.
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Sauntering casually past die Hoxton
doors, Mark turned into the dark alley.
Ahead of him the dim silhouette of the
woman was outlined for a moment, then
it turned left—into the closed house.
Mark quickened his pace and followed,
his hand on the gun in his pocket.

The side door was ajar. Mark
stepped inside and waited in the thick
darkness, listening. He was in the bar,
the shattered mirror ghostly in the faint
light. Everything was exactly as his
raiding squad had left it two weeks be-
fore.

A faint scraping sound came from the
corridor ahead. Then the creak of
footsteps on the stairs, going up. Mark
slid along in wraith-like pursuit. Paula
Bernard’s thin figure was just disap-
pearing through a doorway beyond the
ornate gambling rooms on the second
floor.

A small brass sign bolted to the door
panel read Office—Private. Mark halt-
ed in the doorway and listened careful-
ly. There were little sounds of move-
ment from the office. Recalling the
layout from the time he had raided the
place, Mark knew there was no other
way out of the room. He had the wom-
an trapped.

He waited for a long minute, then
abruptly palmed the knob and stepped
inside.

“Don’t—" he began.

He paused, astonished.

The room was empty!

But that was impossible. Mark
strode quickly to the window, looked
puzzledly at the solid iron bars beyond
the glass pane. She wouldn’t have got-
ten out through here. The closet! He
yanked the door open—empty. He
cursed, said softly: “Paula?”

No answer.

Frowning, he studied the room, the
big desk, the thick chenille rug, leather
couch, the faint glitter of glass-framed
etchings on the wall, the big colonial

firepla.ee. In the dim light the hearth
looked clean, the grate covered with a
thin film of dust. Then Mark made a
sudden startled sound. There were sev-
eral curious markings in the dust.

He struck a match and examined the
brick firewall in back of the hearth.
There were definite fingermarks on the
brick. He crouched lower, and sighed
with satisfaction as he spotted two curi-
ous little holes in the brick wall that
fitted close against the floor.

Mark slid two fingers in each and
lifted.

The whole back of the fireplace arose
softly, soundlessly, without effort. Mark
found himself on hands and knees star-
ing into an empty, warmly lighted, rath-**

er old-fashioned sitting room. Bright-
ness streamed into his face.
Without a moment’s hesitation,

Mark crawled through.
TJE just had a chance to turn his
head sidewise at a rustle of cloth-
ing above him. He caught a glimpse of
the woman, Paula Bernard, her face
white and contorted. Then something
descended with crushing force on the
back of his head, sent darkening pain
through his whole body. He slid head-
long down the smooth whirling sides of
an endless funnel. He went out cold.

After a while he sat up slowly, his
head throbbing. He felt sick. He
closed his eyes and licked his lips,
steadying himself with his hands flat
on the floor. An aged voice quavered
above him:

“He’s come to, Miss Letitia.”

Mark opened his eyes and stared.
He was in the Leames house, in the same
room he had crawled into through the
fireplace. The old butler, Henry, dod-
dered toward a boula liquor cabinet and
took out a pinch bottle of Scotch and
tumbler, looked inquiringly at Mark.
M ark shook his head and stared at Miss
Letitia Leames.
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She was sitting placidly in a rocker,
buxom in her lace and rustling silk, her
face calm and smooth, eyes surveying
him with a detached, clinical interest.
A knitting bag lay on the floor at her

feet. In her lap was a beautifully
mounted .22 revolver. Her fingers
touched it.

“Well!” she said determinedly. “So
you are a thief, after all, young man.
How did you get in here? And what
happened to your head?”

Mark moistened his lips again and
touched his forehead. His fingers came
away slick with blood.

“Don’t you know?” he asked.

“Of course not!”

The room was furnished in the plush
era style. Heavy mahogany furniture,
a pie-crust table with a white plaster
statue posed on it, potted palms in front
of tall shuttered windows. There were
heavy velvet drapes over the windows.
Mark’s glance drifted casually by the
second window, returned for a split in-
stant as he thought he detected a stir of
movement, and then touched Miss Le-
titia Leames’ long, sharply chiseled

face.

Miss Letitia said: “You are stubborn,
| see. Very well. . . . Henry!”

The old butler started. “Yes, Miss
Letitia?”

“Send Joseph up here.” As the old
man hesitated, glancing at Mark with
apprehension, the spinster’s voice hard-
ened imperceptibly. “Don’t be an old
fool ail the time, Henry. |’'m perfectly
capable of handling this young man
should he show signs of, er—truculence.
1 have his gun and my own. Get Jo-
seph.”

“Yes, Miss Letitia.”

The old butler tottered from the
room. Miss Letita Leames settled back
with a sigh and examined Mark with a
speculative stare. Mark stood up from
the floor slowly and picked out a horse-
hair seat, sank into it.

“I’'m not a thief, Miss Leames.”

The spinster sniffed. “We caught
you once before, remember. This time
you can’t fool me with stories about
being a policeman.”

Mark’s smile was lopsided.

“Nuts,” he said.
She looked shocked. “What do you
mean?”

“You heard me. You know what |
mean—you murderous old hell-cat!”

There was no change in the lines of
her gaunt face. She sighed faintly and
picked up the little .22 revolver from
her lap. She knew how to handle it.
She pointed it at Mark, squinting one
eye slightly.

“Wise guy,” said the spinster.

There came a knock on the door and
the butler returned with a burly man
in a chauffeur’s uniform. The man’s
brows were puckered and lined with
fine scars, his mouth and nose brutal.

Mark said: “Hello, Germany. So
you found a new racket, did you?”

The big man was startled, his eyes
sliding quick questions at the elderly
woman. Miss Letitia said snappishly:
“Henry! Go downstairs and phone for
the police. Then go to your room and
stay there.”

The chauffeur said: “Hey, Letty, are
you nuts? Call the cops— ?”

“Shut up. Go on, Henry!”

The aged butler left the room.

J\ yTARK settled in his chair, crossed
his legs comfortably, and grinned.
“l don’t get it,” he said.

“You will,” Miss Letitia promised.
“You and your girl.”

Mark nodded. “By the time the
cops come, I'm a gone goose—is that
it?”

“You and your girl,” the woman re-
peated. “You know too much.”

Mark said: “lI know that you and
Germany Joe killed Nick Kavalla and
Fats Bernard. You shot Nickie in Fats
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Bernard’s place when Nickie was there
snooping around. He must have sur-
prised you. He managed to get away
and walk through the streets to my
place--1 was the nearest cop he knew.
He didn’t live long enough to tell me
much, though.”

“He talked to you?”

“Sure,” Mark nodded.

The big man growled: “He’s talkin
through his hat. Letty. Listen, Let-
ty—"

“Shut up.” The woman’s eyes were
hard and shiny, fixed on Mark’s lean
face. “Go on, copper.”

“You went back to Fats Bernard’s
place after | left here the first time.
Fats had already been around then, and
when | came in he hid in a back room
in the cellar. He wanted to know who’d
torn his place apart. You set fire to
the office above, hoping to trap the two
of us and destroy the evidence you were
afraid of.”

“What evidence?”

“Proof that you were backing Nickie
Kavalla’s gambling joints. Proof that
you were financing his rackets. Fats
Bernard had the dope and he was shak-
ing you down for it. That’s why you
couldn’t let him live. That’s why you
waited outside his place and when be
came out of the fire alive, you shot him
down. You forced Sally to give up my
car to you and used it to frame me
tighter into the case.”

“Any proof that Fats had is
burned up now,” the woman said
hoarsely.

Mark’s smile was hard. “Not all of
it. baby.”

“You—"

“I've got it. Some galley proofs.
You overlooked them when you

searched Bernard’s office and cellar, not
knowing much about publishing rou-
tines. | found the item Fats Bernard
was going to print about you in his
two by-four rag. The item you were

afraid of and killed him for.”

Mark took a breath, uncrossed his
legs. The window drapes behind the
woman stirred again, very faintly. He
said with measured slowness: “I
thought there had been just one per-
son who had slipped away somehow
when | raided Kavalla’s place next
door. Now | know there were two—
you and Fats Bernard. Bernard, look-
ing for a means of escape, went into
Kavalla’s office just in time to spot you
slipping through the fireplace wall into
your own house. He saw his chance,
putting two and two together, and
waited a moment, then followed you.
He escaped by using your house, un-
seen by you. And when he went, he
took with him the eighty grand that
had been in Ni kie Kavalla's office!

“There must have been some un-
pleasant scenes between you and Nickie
over that missing money. But Bernard
wasn’t satisfied with it. He wanted
more. He saw a neat chance for end-
less blackmail—with you as the vic-
tim. Miss Letitia Leames, austere and
respectable pillar of society — the
backer of a gambling syndicate! He
threatened to publish the facts if you
didn’t come through with blood money
—s0 you killed him.” Again the cur-
tains stirred. “Killed him while he was
helpless, blinded by smoke and unable
to defend himself. But his wife, Paula,
knew what he’d been doing; she knew
the secret of the fireplace. She’s the
one who tipped me off about it ”

Miss Letitia Leames moistened her
lips. She held the little .22 steady.
The big chauffeur had a gun in sight,
too, covering Mark in the chair.

r'PHE woman said: “Paula Bernard’s

a mouse. She doesn't worry me.
With you out of the way, Pm.in ,the
clear. When the cops come in answer
to Henry’s phone call, you’ll be dead.
It will mean some ii k, with a police
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investigation—but | can take my
chances. 1’1l have shot you in self-de-
fense, thinking you were a burglar. As
for any connection | might have with
the place next door—no cop would even
dream of it. If I’'ve managed to fool
that old butler of mine all this time,
the police shouldn’t prove too difficult.”

“And Sally Cord?” Mark asked.

“She—ah—will drop out of sight—
disappear quite mysteriously—tonight.
Meanwhile, she is here, right in the
next room. Joseph will take care of her
before the police come.”

She was going to fire. The .22 re-
volver was steady in her hand. Gone
was the placidity of the spinster re-
cluse. In its place, viciousness was
stamped in every line of her face.

Mark said softly: “Now, Paula!”

Paula Bernard stepped from behind
the window drapes. Her pale, thin face
was twisted with hate for Letitia
Leames. Her cowed demeanor had
given place to a tense courage.

But she had no gun. Her hands were
empty.

Joe was whirling, heavy automatic
lifting to point at the thin woman.
Mark left his feet in a long, powerful
dive. His shoulders struck hard
against the big man’s stomach, knocked
him backward. The gun went off with
deafening blast in Mark’s ear. Mark’s
fist slashed upward in a short jab. The
man fell back with a yell of pain,
tripped over a foot-stool and crashed
to the floor. Mark went down with
him in a furious tangle, reaching for
the automatic in the big man’s hand.

From across the room came the sud-
den crack of a .22, followed by a wom-
an’s scream. Mark glimpsed Paula
Bernard sliding to the floor, Miss Le-
titia’s figure standing over her, gun in
hand. Her face was contorted behind
the thin wisps of smoke leaking from
her revolver.

Mark’s eyes flashed.

He rolled over,

dropped a short right on the chauffeur’s
jaw. The big man’s body jerked once
and went limp. Instantly Mark
grabbed the gun, whipped an arm
around the hood’s figure, and pulled
him in front of him.

“Hold it, Letty,” he gasped.

She wasn’t going to hold her fire.
The little gun in her hand barked a
death-note, sending a .22 slug into the
chauffeur’s body that covered Mark.
The big man twitched, his head lolled
loosely on his solid shoulders. Before
the murder-mad woman coaid fire
again, Mark had shoved hard, throw-
ing the man’s heavy body toward her.

Both of them were thrown back, off
balance. Mark drove forward, a bul-
let searing his shoulder. There was no
time for Mark Gallant to live up to his
name now. He swung a hard right,
caught Miss Letitia Leames on her jaw;
and stood back to watch her fold up.

Mark straightened, blew ruefully on
his knuckles, and cast a brief glance at
Paula Bernard. A bullet had creased
her scalp, knocking her out. She would
be all right.

He turned to the door as a hesitant
footstep sounded in the corridor. Mark
opened it and pushed back the old but-
ler with a gentle hand.

“l thought | heard—Miss Letitia-—"

“Everything is all right, Henry.
Which room is Miss Cord in?”

“Right there. But aren’t you a—
Miss Letitia said you were a thief—
I thought—"

“Go downstairs and wait for the po-
lice, Henry.”

“Y-yes, sir.”

Mark turned toward the next room.
Sally Cord was there, and her fright-
ened eyes were warmed instantly by
Mark’s approach. Her arms went
around him as soon as he cut the ropes
that bound her.

The police didn’t come for another
ten minutes; but Mark didn’t mind.
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Dunne's left arm shot out shoring the D. A. at Gladys just as she raised her gun, at the same
instant, he fired through his pocket at Lacey!

A slug in his heart might stop Dunne, nothing else would have . . .
Dunne was no cold blooded killer, no merciless law-hound, but he
always got his man!

UNNE didn’t like the idea, but
there was nothing else to do.

He had to see Gladys Gould, he

had to try to make her talk.

Because she knew, if anybody did,
exactly who had triggered the gun that
had dropped his friend, Phil Dudley,
and who had paid the trigger-man for

the job. Gladys knew things like that,
always. She was a smart girl, too smart.

And Dunne, who wasn’t afraid of
anything, was a little afraid of her.
He growled something under his
breath, entered the swank apartment
house where Gladys lived, walked into
the elevator. It was a cold day, out-
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side, and he had on a big overcoat,
collar turned up, and a felt hat pulled
down over his eyes. What could be
seen of his face, between coat and col-
lar and hat brim, was hard and set.

Dunne was mad, all through. He
knew that was no way to be. Anger
upset a man, ruined his calculations,
threw him off balance. He should be
cool and calm, a cold-blooded thinking
machine running down Phil’s killer, a
perfectly coordinated mechanism swift
to strike or to shoot when the time came.

Phil was not only his friend; he
would also have been his brother-in-law.
He had left Joan Dudley two hours
ago.

The tall, dark-haired girl had been
dry-eyed; too stricken to weep. She
had clung to Dunne, her cold cheek
against his, and had stared bitterly into
space. Her brother had been her only
relative; they had been unusually close
ever since the death of their parents.

“I’Il get him, Jo!” Dunne had prom-
ised.

That didn’t help, he knew. But
there was nothing else he could say,
no way to lessen her grief.

It had happened last night, in the
parking lot back of the Criminal Courts
building. Phil had had a briefcase full
of evidence; he had been on his way to
the D. A., who had engaged him to in-
vestigate the gambling syndicate and
the police graft tie-up, to turn over what
he had gathered. He had told Joan, on
the phone, that he had the goods at last.

He must have got out of his car,
briefcase in hand, because he had fallen
across the running-board, shot in the
back, with the handle of the briefcase
still in his left hand. He had tried to
keep it. But the guy who shot him had
snatched it, snapping the handle off.

No one had heard the shot or had
paid any attention to it. There was
no attendant on duty in the almost
empty parking lot, reserved for official

cars. Phil had been dead for several
hours before they found him.

Dunne got out of the elevator, walked
down the thick-carpeted corridor
to the front of the building. He got his
anger under control, outwardly at least.
Gladys was smart; he would have to be

smart, too. No use shaking a fist under
her nose, threatening her; she would
laugh.

A fat, colored girl, humming a tune,
opened the door. Dunne stepped in.

“I want to see Gladys,” he said,
shedding his overcoat and hat, handing
them to the maid.

“Lawdy! She ain’t up yet. She
ain’t even awake. She ain’t had her
cawfee. Nobody can’t see Miss Glad
at this hour.”

“Is she alone?”

“Of co’se she’s alone!
The maid rolled her eyes.
go in theah!”

“For God’s sake, Lily,” came the
throaty voice of Gladys, “what’s all the
noise?”

“This heah man—" Lily began.

But Dunne had already pushed open
the bedroom door and walked in. It
was an ornate room, full of expensive
blond furniture, gold-trimmed mirrors,
with a cream carpet that seemed a foot
thick. Gladys Gould, in a sketchy,
lacy night-gown, with her blonde hair
in disarray, dark circles under her eyes
that would be concealed a little later,
sat up.and stared at Dunne.

She was pretty mad, he knew by the
flash of her greenish eyes, but she
tapped her lips with her white, soft hand
and yawned, then slowly smiled.

“Hello, Bill,” she said. “You get
around, don’t you? Get me my coffee,
Lil.”

“Bring me some, too,” said Dunne.

She’s in bed.”
“You cain’t

L I1E pulled a chair up close to the bed,
- * sat down. Gladys wriggled a little,
propped herself on two pillows and
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looked at him. He was aware of her
white flesh, her still-alluring curves.
He remembered that he had almost
fallen for her once; but he got wise to
her in time.

“Hand me that dressing jacket, Bill,”
she said, pointing to a pink thing at the
foot of the bed. “After all, I’'m not in
the strip-tease racket.”

“You could be,” he said, tossing her

the piece of silk. “You still have
everything.”
She uttered her throaty, meaning-

less laugh. Lily came in with a tray
and put it down on a small bed table.
She poured two cups of coffee, sugared
and creamed one for Gladys, glanced
at Dunne.

“Black for me,” he said.

When the maid had gone, Gladys
lifted her coffee cup, looked at Dunne
and said: “What brings you around
so early in the morning. Bill? Or any
time, for that matter? You’ve been
neglecting me for one hell of a time.”

“Oh. | don’t know about that.” he
said easily. “I’'m not in the money. |
can’t run around with a girl like you.

You're out of my class. You play with
big-shots.”

“It costs money to live,” she
shrugged her shoulders. “What do you
want?”

“You can help me, Gladys, if you
will.”

“Anything for an old pal,” she said.
“How?”

Dunne plunged in. “A friend of mine.
Phil Dudley, got Killed last night.
Some rat shot him in the back, didn’t
give him any chance at all. You've
seen Dudley around with me—a young
fellow, good-looking, on the level, a fine
boy.”

Gadys’s eyes narrowed a little. “Yes,
I’ve seen him. A handsome kid. |
heard he was working for the D. A
You guys take chances. It’s a won-
der somebody hasn’t got you.”

“It isn’t that they
“Too

Dunne chuckled.
haven’t tried,” he reminded her.
tough and too mean, | guess.”

“1 don’t get you. How can | help?”

Dunne leaned forward. “You get
around a lot. You hear a lot. Phil
had dug up a lot.of dope on people in
this town. | don’t know just what. |’ve
been busy on other things. Anyway,
he had the goods on certain people.
He was turning it over to the D. A.
They must have been pretty scared.
They had to stop him. So they did,
with a slug in his heart—and grabbed
his brief case. | thought a lot of him.
I want two guys, Glad—the one who
did the job and the one who paid off.
I’'m not stopping until | get them. The
quicker | get them, the better for a lot
of people.”

He was watching her eyes closely.

“l don’t know a thing, Bill,” she
said. “You’ve got me wrong. |’'m just
a singer. | don’t know things like this.

Nobody confides in me.”

She was lying, of course. He put
his cup down, stood up abruptly.

“Okay, Glad,” he said “Sorry I
bothered you. If you don’t know, you
don’t know. But it may be just too bad
for some people in this burg! | may
have to knock over a lot of guys to
get the two | want.”

She put out her hands, caught his,
pulled him down.

“Dont take chances. Bill,” she said.
“1 don’t want to hear about you being
picked up in an alley.” She sighed.
“You and | could have been pals—if
you’d seen it that way.”

He was aware, for a brief moment,
of her strong sensuous appeal. Her
stock in trade, he knew. What she was
doing now was to try to get him to lay
off by a combination of appeal and
warning.

“You’re out of my class, babe,” he
assured her, and freed his hands. “Be
seeing you at Barney’s.”
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He walked across the room, stopped
suddenly. A framed photograph of a
man had caught his eye. He picked it
up and looked at it.

“Who’s this, Glad?
friend?” he asked.

“He’s a rich mining man from out

The latest boy

West,” she said with a shrug. “I met
him at Barney’s.”
“l don’t know any rich miners,”

Dunne said. “He looks like somebody

else.”

T TK put the picture down, said, “So
long.” casually and went to the
door.

“Wait a minute. Bill,” Gladys said.
“The D. A. ought to know what young
Dudley had. He must have told him
some of it. You working for the D. A.
now?”

“No. On my own, as usual. Just a
shamus.” He shook his head. “No, he
hadn’t talked to the D. A. He was out

of town, picking up info here and
there, getting it all lined up. He had
it ready. Somebody knew that. They
didn’t waste any time. If you see a
leather briefcase, without a handle,
kicking around anywhere, let me
know.”

“1’ll do that, Bill,” she promised.

But she didn’t mean it.

Dunne shrugged into his coat, put
on his hat and left. He had parked
his roadster down the street. He walked
down and slid under the wheel.

“A rich mining man from the West,
huh?” he muttered savagely.

And drove down to headquarters,
where he spent some time looking at
the photographs, fingerprints and
records of a certain Joe Lacey, recently
released from the Rock. Joe Lacey was
Glad’s mining man; he had ftever been
here before, but he was here now.
Dunne had crashed into him, a few
years ago, in Frisco. That was before
the Feds had put him away. Nobody

had anything on him, then; they finally
had to use the income tax evasion gag
to get him behind bars. The record
said he had got out a month ago. He
had come right here.

Dunne grabbed a public phone in a
booth and called Gladys’s apartment.
He wanted to be sure that she was still
there. She was.

He said, “Look, Glad, don’t mention
my call, will you? I'm in a kind of
spot. | don’t want some guys to know
I’'m on this.”

“Sure, Bill,” she said.

He hung up and called Joan Dudley.
He told her not to go out, not to let
anyone in.

“The district attorney, Mr. Harris,
phoned,” Jo said. “He’s doing every-

thing he can to—to —” She choked
up.

“l know, honey,” Dunne said. “Re-
member, you stay home. [I’ll see you

this evening.”

She agreed and he went out to his
car, swearing to himself. Harris! Hell,
a stuffed shirt, a guy who had ridden
in on a reform ticket and was afraid to
go to bat. Even with the dope Phil
had dug up, he would probably have
muffed it. Dunne had told Phil that,
but the boy was new at the business,

eager, and looking for a chance to
pull off something big. It would give
him a rep.

Dunne drove back towards Gladys’s
apartment, parked down the street and
waited for her to come out of the
garage under the building in her cream
and silver car. A conspicuous car,
around town, and one she couldn’t have
bought out of what Barney paid her for
singing sultry songs.

He was pretty sure she’d come out
soon. In spite of what she said, she
would want to tell somebody that he
was in it and that he was talking about
mowing down a lot of people to get two.
She would want to go into a huddle with



TOO TOUGH AND TOO MEAN

some guy and discuss what should be
done with a shamus named Bill Dunne.
Even if her best friends and chief
sources of income had nothing to do
with rubbing out Phil, they wouldn’t
want Dunne going haywire and start-
ing trouble—when they had the town
in their pockets. Gladys was a very
smart girl, too. She might see some
loose money in this for herself. She
was always picking up odds and ends
of cash, this way and that.

She drove out, all right, less than
half an hour after Dunne had parked
there. He kept the cream car in sight
and followed her out of town to Tony
Carlotti’s place. Nothing wrong about
that, perhaps, because Tony served the
best meals to be had any place and had
a cellar full of choice wines and liquors.
Everybody went there.

Gladys drove in, left her car and
walked up on the porch of the old man-
sion Tony had converted into a road-
side inn. Dunne had pulled up in front
of an open-air fruit stand, across the
boulevard. He saw a tall guy, nerv-
ously dragging on a cigarette, on one
side of the porch. As G)idys walked
in, the tall guy followed. Dunne was
too far away to get a look at his face,
but Joe Lacey was that tall.

r5TIS didn’t help any. Tony had a
* lot of private rooms, upstairs, over
there. Gladys and Joe would go to
one of them to talk things over. Joe
might be the trigger-man who had
dropped Phil, all right, but unless he
could get in there and hear what they
said Dunne wouldn’t get the name of
the pay-off man. He wanted him even
more than he wanted the one who used
the gun.

He waited for a while, even bought a
bag of fruit and ate some of it to make
his stay there look all right. Some
other guy might turn up, any minute,
to join the party.

67

He didn’t have to wait long. A new
black sedan pulled up. Four men got
out. One of them was the D. A., short,
pudgy Charlie Harris, a born politi-
cian; another was his chief deputy. The
other two were county officials, the as-
sessor and the tax collector.

Well, that didn't mean anything,
either. Just four of the boys out for
lunch. They weren’t the ones Dunne

was waiting for.

But he was hungry, too. There was
no law against a shamus eating alone
at Tony’s. And if anybody came to
join Gladys and her boy-friend, he
could spot him as well from the inside
as he could from where he was.

He swung his car across the boule-
vard, parked and walked in. He saw
that the four politicians had been given
a big table at one end of the long room.
He took a small table beside a window.

When the D. A. saw him, sitting
there, he got up and walked over to him.

“Hello, Dunne,” he said. “I wanted
to get in touch with you. But they said
at your office you wouldn’t be in. This
thing they did to Phil Dudley—it’s ter-
rible. 1’ve put my two best men on it
and the police, of course—"

“Sure,” said Dunne. “Got any
ideas? Know who would most want
him out of the way.”

The D. A. frowned and shook his
head. “That’s the worst of it. | don't.
It was his own idea—to get everything
I needed and to bring it all to me, at
once. | had confidence in him, let
him handle it his way.”

Dunne nodded. “He phoned you,
told you he was bringing it last night?”

“Yes. | was working in my office,
waiting for him, but busy with other
things, too. He was late, | realized,
but 1 didn't think much about it.
Finally, 1 gave him up, decided to go
home. | was really a little worried
then. | was going down to my car
when that janitor came running up to
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me, told me they’d found Phil. It’s ter-
rible. The worst of it is, there are so
many who might have—"

“Yeah!” Dunne said. “Six, | figure,
at least. If I had your job, 1'd bring
all six in—and shake it out of them.”

The D. A. looked timid and spread
his hands helplessly.

“l can’t, Dunne,” he pleaded. *“I
can’t do a thing like that.”

“No, of course you can’t,” Dunne
agreed.

The D. A. went back to his table.
Dunne ordered a drink and a steak,
took his time over them. He Kkept
looking out of the window, waiting for
someone to join Gladys. Nobody came.
He frowned.

The four politicians were winding up
their meal, Dunne was drinking black
coffee. The D. A. got up and went
to the rest room at the foot of the stair-
way. Dunne watched him idly. Wait-
ers were going up and down the stairs,
carrying loaded trays. Plenty of
Tony’s patrons wanted privacy.

Dunne lit a cigarette, took a long
puff. Head back, he exhaled. But he
was really looking at the stairway.

The D. A. was going upstairs, march-
ing along on the far side of a tall waiter,
keeping out of sight.

Dunne’s eyes flashed, but he turned
quickly and looked out of the window.

A moment later he pushed his chair
back, headed for the rest room. But he
also went upstairs. He caught a waiter
at the top, shoved a ten dollar bill at
him.

“Which room did Harris, the D. A.,
go in?” he asked.

The waiter’s hand closed on the bill,
his fingers pointed. Dunne swung down
the hall.

A T the door he paused, put his head

**m against the panel, listened. He
heard the D. A.’s voice in a whine of
protest.

“l can’t raise that much. You didn’t
have to kill him! You got me into this,
Glad, and now—"

“Shut up, dope,” the other man said.
“She got you into it, sure, fixin’a set-up
for me. Catch on? You think she fell
for you, you little pot-bellied punk?
Nix. Not while I’'m her man. The hell
I didn’t have to kill him! You told me
to get that briefcase, didn’t you? Okay.
He had a rod in his hand. He was try-
ing to swing around on me. And he was
hanging on hard, too. | had to let him
have it. What’s the odds? It’s lucky
for you he’s out. You couldn’t handle
him. So what? So you can collect at
least a hundred grand just by keeping
that dope in your safe or peddling it
back to the boys. You’re getting wise
now, boy. You can make your job pay.
And all we want is ten grand on the line,
the rest when you get yours. Kick
through.”

“l can’t raise it—"”

“Okay! You're out, then. We're in.
I’ll take this briefcase down to the syn-
dicate boys and peddle it myself.”

“Give me time!” the D. A. pleaded.
“I’ve got to go down now. The boys
will think it’s funny. That damned
shamus, Dunne, is down there, too.”

“Beat it,” Joe Lacey said. “We’ll
give you twenty-four hours.”
The D. A. opened the door. Dunne,

his hand in his right pocket, stepped in.

The D. A. looked ludicrous. But
what Dunne saw was the gun close to
Lacey’s hand and the gesture Gladys
made to get one out of her bag. She got
it too, and Joe made a grab for his.

Dunne’s left arm shot out. He shoved
the D. A. at Gladys just as she raised
her gun. At the same instant, he fired
through his pocket at Lacey.

He crippled Lacey. The mug dropped
his gun; hit the floor. Gladys had fired,
too. And the D. A. had dropped right
in front of her; he had taken the bullet
she meant for Dunne.
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“l hate your guts!” she screamed at
Dunne,

He was watching her, watching her
reaction of fear when she realized she
had shot Harris. But she would get
him next. He could shoot her, as he
had shot Lacey; but he didn’t. Instead,
he knelt down, looking at Harris.

“Dead,” he said. “You Kkilled him,
Gladys. That's—"”

She was pointing her gun at him. She
was going to Kill him, too. But he had
surprised her by getting down that way
to look at Harris. And he was ready
to spring.

He shot towards her. His shoulder
struck her at the waist. She went over
backwards. Her bullet passed over his
shoulder, well above him.

He caught her wrist, twisted the gun
from her hand, slapped her hard and
turned on Lacey as the man from the
Rock tried to pick up his gun.

Dunne moved across the room, picked
a briefcase without a handle from the
floor, tucked it under his arm.

“Life insurance for me,” he said.
“As long as |’ve got this,” he tapped it,
“in a safe place, I'm safe in this burg.
And if I want to give it out, it’s dyna-
mite. Maybe they’ll put you and Glad
in the same gas chamber when they
turn it on. You ought to like that.”

Lacey swore at him through tight
lips. “I was going to get you tonight,”
he said savagely, “after Glad told me
you were sticking your nose in. | wish

I’d got you last night. Damn you! We
had everything— Glad had him eating
out of her hand, he was getting the dope
from your pal, and we were going to use
it the smart way—Hell, I wish 1’d got
you in Frisco!”

“Sure you do,” Dunne nodded. “Bet-
ter men have tried.”

His right hand was at his side. He
thought of Phil, of Jo. Suddenly his
fist shot up, crashed into Lacey’s jaw
and dropped him beside Gladys.

Tony was at the door, yelling. Others
were pounding up the stairs.

“The cops, Tony,” Dunne said. “We
need ’em here.”

He was going to miss Phil, he re-
flected on the way back to town. It was
going to be hard to explain it all to Jo.
But somehow he’d try to bring her
through to happiness again. He had
done nothing. He had merely tailed
Gladys after spotting Joe Lacey’s pic-
ture in her bedroom. As a lot of people
said, he was a lousy detective.

It was really Phil who had done the
job. For the last time he had seen
Phil, the boy had given him a worried
look and had said: “That Gladys Gould
dame, at Barney’s, is making a play for
the boss. | don't like that. But I don’t
think he’ll fall.”

It was that that had sent Dunne to
Gladys in the first place. Phil had been
a real dick. He had even put his finger
on the ones who Kkilled him.

THE END

1 Talked with God"

(Yes | did—Actually and literally)

and, as a result of that little talk with God some ten years
ago. a utrange new Power came into my life. After 43 years
of horrible, sickening, dismal failure, " this strange Power
brought to me a senpe of overwhelming victory, and | have been
overcoming every undesirable condition of ray life ever since.
What a change it wax. Now—I have credit at more than one
bank, | own a beautiful home, own control of the largest cir-
culating newspaper in my county and a large office building, and
my wife and family are amply provided for after | leave for
shores unknown. In addition to these material benefits, Xhave
a sweet peace in my life. 1 am happy as happy cad be. No cir-
cumstance ever upf*ets me, for | have learned now to draw upon
the invisible God-Law, under any and all circumstances.

You too may find and tine the same staggering Power o;
the God-Law that | use. It can bring to you too, whatever
things are right and proper for you to have. Do you believe
this? It won’t cost much to find out —just a penny post-card
or a letter, addressed to Dr. Frank B. Robinson, Depart-
ment 327, Moscow, lIdaho, will bring von the story of the
most fascinating success of the century. And the same Power
| use is here for your use too. [Il! be glad to tell you
about it. All information about this experience will be sent
you free, of course. The address again—Dr. Frank B. Robinson.
Department 327, Moscow, Idaho. Advt. Copyright 1939
Frank B. Robinson.



Another shot winged by his ear, and then with desperate
aim he flung the controller bar!
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HEY walked rapidly, the
T girl at a half-trot to keep
up with Nick’ ungainly
strides. Pavement heat, like the
open doors of blast furnaces,
eddied around them, wilting
Nick’s linens, whipping the
girl’s shimmering silk against
her slim, lithe figure. Her clear
ivory face, framed by a cloud of
copper-colored hair, was cooled
by the chill fingers of fear. Her
hand, clutching Nick’s warm,
muscular arm, was rigid. From
the corners of his eyes Nick
glanced slyly and grinned. He
said, “I get the idea. I'm Sir
Gawain the Green Knight, or
something. Maybe just a sap.”
Her lips showed white. “I’'m
—I’m sorry, mister. 1—"
“Sure. You’re sorry. For
what? For picking me up?”
Her eyes, wide, grey-green
pools of luminous depth, swept
him.  Appraisingly. Measur-
ing his compact breadth, his
strong, square face, his close-
cropped hair, dark with grey
tendrils at the temples. Through
all her evident fear, her glance
was shrewd, missing no detail,
checking off against some stand-
ard in her mind. And under
that glance Nicf Lynch was
deeply stirred. Drawn, against
his will, to seething inward ex-
citement. But in the end her
glance wavered. With an intake
of breath she said huskily, “I'm
sorry. Please don’t make fun

Murder and arson would kill the kid’s confession, for Nick figured a baby-
faced bandit to shade a butcher every time!
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of me. I did pick you up. 1 know
what you must think. But please don’t
ask me to explain. 1 can’t now. Per-

haps some day—"”

And then her hand stopped him. Be-
fore a remodeled tenement whose sign
proclaimed “Apartments—See Jani-
tor.” Her foot touched the bottom
step and her eyes scanned the street
swiftly. Relief and returning color was
in her face as she held out her hand.
“l—thank you very much,” she said
simply.

Nick shrugged.
bye, is it?”

“I'm sorry. | hope | haven’t-—

Nick’ laugh cut her short. “You
haven’t. Not used to this sort of thing,
are you? The big ox that I was tail-
ing, the one that was tailing you, is just
inside the door of that apartment house
across the street. Up until you spotted
him on the subway, he didn’t know me
from one of the strap handles. But he’ll
know me now—"

Her hand fled to her throat. “He—
you mean you were following Sam?
You mean he’s over there, watching
us?”

“l mean just that,” Nick laughed
harshly. “So do you mind if I come
inside? | make an awful good target,
standing with my back to him. And
we ought to have a little talk any-
way—"

She would have fallen if Nick’s hand
hadn’t steadied her. She muttered
something and motioned for him to fol-
low her up the steps. Inside the door
she turned, and her frightened, peering
eyes saw the man across the street. Out
on the sidewalk, now, scowling. A great
blonde ape with fists as big and bumpy
as taxi fenders. A slab-like face in
which cold fish-blue eyes showed un-
wavering menace. Gasping, the girl
drew back and began resolutely to
climb.

On the upward toil Nick crammed

“So now it’s good-

his mystified cranium with rapid and
unpleasant thoughts. Yesterday, it was,
that the Old Man had started him on
Sam Stratton. “Stick to his behind like
a plaster,” the Old Man had growled.
“Sooner or later he’ll lead you to Sloane.
Sloane’s been up to something. The
Industrial Trust wants him. When you
hole him, call for help. This is too big
for you to handle alone.”

That had been yesterday. Nick had
turned in a sterling performance of tail-
ing the blonde baboon. A half-hour
ago the break had come. A phone call
by Stratton from a White Front on
Seventh Avenue. And then the subway.
And then, just because he’d been stand-
ing near the girl when she sighted Strat-
ton, everything had been gummed.
Now he’d have to call the office and
ask for Jimmie Boyd. The Old Man
would give him merry hell.

She stopped at the third landing.
Hesitated only a moment, casting a
questioning glance at Nick Lynch while
she fumbled in her bag. Fleeting, half-
veiled by lashes.

Nick growled, “Whatever you got is
safe with me. 1’'m bonded.”

Her face vied with the color of her
hair as she inserted a key in the door
marked 3B. She said quietly, “Come
in, please.”

One of Nick’s hands held his hat, the
other was holding the door as he
stepped across the threshold. He had
no chance to draw. He saw the slim
kid standing in the center of the room.
The kid had a hand on the radio, turn-
ing the knob so the music would come
louder. In his right a pistol looked as
big as a hammer.

The kid said, “Shut the door.”

"| 'HE copper-haired girl gasped and
‘mwent white as laundered linen. She
slipped a little to the side, groping for a
chair that she didnt quite make. Waith
a tired sound she folded on the carpet.
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The slim kid motioned with the pis-
tol. He said, “Come in the room.”

Nick had no choice. He thought of
a few of the names the Old Man would
have called him. Narrowly he watched,
noting that the kid had practically no
chin under bad teeth which he was
sucking without much enjoyment. His
face was flushed and his eyes were
baleful triangles that were out of focus.
A hop head, Nick told himself in dis-
gust. Charged to the edges.

The slim kid’s trigger knuckle was

white. He said, “Whadda you want?”

Nick waved his hat. “Look here,
bud. | don’t know what this is all
about. | was riding on the subway and

this dame gave me the eye. ‘Hello,
Mr. Stanley,” she says. And then she
asks me to supper. And | never saw
her before in my life.”

The kid batted his eyes at the girl.
He said, “Yeah?”

“Honest to God, bud. I’'m not look-
ing for any trouble. If I'm butting
into your private property I’ll butt right
out again. It all happened just like 1
said.”

The kid sucked his teeth and his
eyes wavered between Nick and the
girl.  She was beginning to get her wind
back. She was groping for the chair
again, eyes closed, tears showing under
her lashes. The kid made a noise with
his mouth and weighed the pistol. He
said,

“Well, now, Deacon. You look like
a right kind of a guy. You look like
you got your feet on the ground. |
don’t want to have no trouble with you,
neither. Just you set down on the sofa
a minute until 1 figure things out.”

Nick sat on the sofa. It was wide
and deep and under other circumstances
might have been comfortable. On a
magazine rack at one end technical
journals of the printing trade were
piled. There was a calendar on the
wall, with the picture of an English Set-

ter and the caption under it “Charles
Emory, Fine Printingand a Seventh
Avenue address.

The girl seemed to have pulled her-
self together and she appeared as
though she’d like to ask some questions.
But the kid didn’t give her a chance.
“Where’s Sam?” he growled.

The tip of her tongue circled her

mouth. “I—1 thought he might be
here.”
“Yeah. You thought. | suppose

that’s why you picked this guy up.”

She stiffened. “You cant talk to me
like that!”

“Oh, | can’t, can’t 1?
you—"

A noise from the door stopped him.
Two quick thumps and a little later
another thump.

The kid waved the pistol at Nick
Lynch. “You, Deacon, just set right
there and don’t make no moves or I'll
blast your—gizzards out.”

He turned to open the door and in
that moment Nick got his gun out and
put it inside his hat.

Look here,

rT*HE radio was blasting away with
mSo Now At Last I've. Found You.
Nick watched the girl narrowly. Her
eyes were fixed on his in a pleading
appeal not to use the gun. He shrugged.
At the door the kid was talking to some-
body. Stratton, probably. It wouldn't
be too smart to plug the kid in the back.
He’d slip down and furnish a cover for
Stratton and then the Kkill-crazy ox
would get his heater out and puncture
Nick like a potato strainer. He wished
the girl wasn’t so damned close.

The palaver at the door ended and
the kid came back. Slowly, a mean look
in his eyes, the pistol ready for business.
Nick squeezed and threw himself
sideways and to the floor. The shot
made a terrible racket and opened up a
wicked hole in the kid’s belly. Lead,
came back, but Nick’s slug had knocked
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him sideways and the only damage he
did was to the plaster. He sat down,
looking surprised, holding himself to-
gether and cursing softly. Nick heaved
the magazine stand at the girl and an
Inland Printer slapped her ear and she
sprawled on the floor.

Shots came through the door. Scat-
tered, like whoever was doing it was
hopping around a lot. Nick wasn’t
scratched but he let out a scream for
effect. Whoever was outside tried the
doorhandle, and Nick, aiming low,
squeezed again. The .38 ripped through
the plank and a howl went up.

The kid was weaving in a slow cir-
cle, trying to draw a bead, and Nick
flung a sofa pillow at him, following it
with a thrashing heel drive that pushed
his chin back a little farther and made
his shot bring down more plaster.

Nick was on the phone, then, dialing
the OIld Man. “Mabel?” he yelled
when the call came through. *“Mabel,
tell the Old Man to send Jimmie Boyd.
500 East Seventy-Sixth—"

“But Mister Taylor.
here. They—"~

“Make a tour of the honkey tonks.
Drag the rivers. Find 'em!” He hung
up as police whistles sounded from the
street.

The girl was sitting up, rubbing her
neck. Nick yelled, “How do we get
out of here?”

Vaguely she pointed to the kitchen.

He was pushing her through to the
fire escape when he heard whistles on
the stairs. From a neighboring build-
ing a head was popped out and back
in again at the sight of Nick’ drawn
gun. They were in an alley, scaling a
board fence, when a slug from a Police
Positive tore a si2eable chunk of meat
from Nick’s left shoulder.

Nick leaned back, steadying himself
against the cab’s cool leather, while the
girl went into a drugstore for Lysol and
cotton and adhesive. A harness cop

They aint

meandered by, swinging his stick, and
Nick tried to look as if he might be a
little tight instead of sieved and shaky.
The girl came back with the first aid
and he told the driver to forget things
about ten dollars worth and drivf
through Central Park.

The girl’s grey-green eyes were wide
as she peeled his coat and went to work.
The sight of the blood gave her the
shakes and Nick dug his fingers into
her knee to keep her steady. After a
moment’s probing she said, “It looks
like the bullet just made a notch.
It’s—”

Nick leaned forward and shoved the
muzzle of his pistol against the back of
the driver’s neck. “I said Central Park.
Not the nearest police station.”

The driver’s eyes, scared and plead-
ing, showed in his mirror. “Jeeze, fella.
I gotta live in this town. | gotta keep
my nose clean. The Commissioner—"

Nick showed the driver his badge,
and its gleam snapped him to attention.
“Central Park? Yes, sir!”

The girl did a fair job of patching and
when it was over Nick tried the arm
experimentally. He could use it. He
could use a clean shirt and another suit
too, but he didn’t dare stop now. He
had to pick up Stratton again. The
Industrial Trust wanted Sloane, and
the Industrial was the Agency’s best
customer. If he bungled this case, the
Old Man would crucify him. The girl
had put him in a merry mess. The girl
—Nick said,

“Listen, sister. You start talking,
and talk sense. The time for your act
is over. You put the finger on me for
Sam Stratton, didn’t you? You knew
I was a detective. He knew he was
being tailed. So he telephoned you
from Times Square and told you to fol-
low him on the subway, to pick out the
guy that was tailing him. Well, the
guy was me. And you damned near had
me blasted. W hat’s the game, sister?”
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She drew back into the corner and
her eyes were dark with anger and fear.
“That’s a lie!” she said hotly. “I
didn’t know you were a detective!
I didn’t put the finger on you! | only
picked you out because you looked de-
cent and honest. | didn’t know Sam
was on that train. If | had 1°d have
walked—1°d have crawled just to get
away from him—~”

Either she was a very fine actress or
she was telling the truth. Nick said
stubbornly, “That hophead in the
apartment you took me to—Who was
he? Why did he try to blast me?”

CHE clenched her hands until the

knuckles showed white. “He—his
name is Leo. He is a horrible person.
| loathe and detest him. He must have
been waiting for me—"

Mick shook his head. “Sister, you’ve
got to tell me the story. You've got to
tell me why you are so afraid of Strat-
ton, why you picked me up, what Strat-
ton’s game is.”

In her corner she seemed to wilt. As
if struck with a fist she cringed. “Please
— 1 can’t tell you. You must believe
in me. You must give me a chance—"

“A chance for what?” Nick said
harshly. “Stratton works for Sloane.
Sloane is a counterfeiter. Half his life
has been spent in jail. He’s back at it
again. That apartment you took me to
belongs to a printer. That means
Sloane is getting ready to manufacture
again. Now, you know this printer,
and you know Stratton, and you know
that punk kid that tried to poison me
with lead. The only chance you want
is to beat it.”

Suddenly her white face was thrust
against his. “No! Please believe me!
Charley Emory, the man whose apart-
ment | took you to, is my brother. |
must protect him. You realize that,
don’t you?”

Nick’s piercing eyes held on her un-

wavering ones, reading, probing, weigh-
ing. The girl was telling the truth.
Her brother was in a jam. She wanted
to help him. Sloane, a counterfeiter,
was putting pressure on him. But why
was the Industrial Trust so interested?
Queer shovers were Federal meat.
There was something more here than
met the eye. Relaxing, Nick said gen-
tly, “All right, sister. 1’ll take a chance
on you. If your brother walks back in-
to that mess at the apartment before
he has a story fixed up, the cops in this
man’s town will slap him into confess-
ing murder and arson. So we're going
to stop by a drugstore while you call
him.”

A great wave of relief surged through
her, raising her head until her clear eyes

misted. “You<—you’ll do that for me?”
“Yes. Tell him to come to my apart-
ment. Seven Ten Lexington. we’ll

try to patch up a story for the cops.”

Suddenly her hand was on his,
squeezing in mute thanks. Idly he no-
ticed that her hands were supple, tanned
from exposure. And on the fourth fin-
ger of her left was a ring of white where
a golden circlet had recently been. He
shrugged.

“Stop at a drug store,” he signalled
the driver. A street entrance loomed,
and while they were clearing the Park
the girl touched his shoulder gently.
“I'm sorry |’ve caused you so much
trouble,” she said huskily.

Nick grinned. The cab slowed and
the girl, leaning over swiftly, kissed
him full and lingeringly on the lips,
pushing her hands against his chest,
withdrawing with swift movement. “I
hope someday you’ll understand every-
thing,” she whispered as the cab
stopped and she climbed from it.

He stared in astonishment, brushing
the back of his hand across his lips,
watching her lithe figure as she moved
with the grace of a dancer. And when
it dawned on him that she had walked
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past the drug store instead of into it,
he told the driver to go like the ham-
mers of hell to Seven Ten Lexington.

'THERE was a jar of cold tea in the

refrigerator and Nick poured a
quantity of it into a glass that held a
double shot of Scotch. Whipping a tie
to the neck of his fresh shirt he climbed
into a tweed jacket without wincing.
He spun the cylinder of his .38 and
stuffed cartridges into the empty holes.
Then he ignored the telephone which
had begun to sound off imperatively,
and on a scratch pad on his dresser
wrote: “Al—Working. Call McGonigle
and have him ready. Nick.”

A] was the roommate and McGon-
igle was a bondsman. Nick, moving in-
to trouble, knew he could no longer ex-
pect any help from the OIld Man. In
the OIld Man’s eyes he had already
failed.

The phone was issuing angry sput-
ters again and Nick silenced it by lay-
ing it on the table. Half-way to the
door the voice sound stopped him.
Weakly he said, “Hello, skipper.”

“Damn you, Lynch! You and your
monkeyshines! |
told you to keep your--------m-m-momommee

“Lay off, skipper. It wasnt my
fault.”
“Fault? You've given the Agency a

black eye, shot up a man, bungled the
case, lost your lead, got yourself in a

“Sorry, skipper.”

“Sorry?” The explosions of venom
redoubled. “How d’you think I feel?
Carter’ll skin me alive. We’ll lose the
bank— Our best customers—"

“W hat’d Carter expect us to do?”

“He expected us to get Sloane, you
fat-head! But that needn’t bother you
any longer. You’re fired!” And the re-
ceiver banged deafeningly.

Nick grinned sourly. He thought, so
I’'m fired and Carter’ll skin you alive.

Well, he’ll find it damned tough skin-
ning. Carter—Picking up the phone
again he dialed swiftly. Presently a
cultured voice came through, “This is
Mr. Carter’s residence.”

“This,” Nick said, “is James Mor-
risey. I’'m an attorney and | must speak
to Mr. Carter at once.”

“Mr. Carter is at dinner and does
does not wish to be—"

“You tell Mr. Carter this is about a
man named Sloane. He’ll be disturbed,
all right.”

There was a pause. Then another
voice, harsh, cold, forbidding: “W hat’s
this about Sloane?”

Nick said, “My name is Morrisey
and 1I'm an attorney. | represent Mr.
Sloane. Fifteen minutes ago a bunch
of ham private detectives broke into his
apartment without a warrant and ar-

rested him. My client—"

A chuckle came over the wire. “So
they got him, eh? Good!”

“Oh, you think so, Mr. Carter?
Well, let me tell you my client will sue
your bank for false arrest. For one
hundred thousand dollars. You haven't

a thing on him and you know it.”

“No?” Carter’s voice dropped into a
snarl. “Listen, you ambulance chaser!
This man Sloane counterfeited shares of
Amalgamated Motors Stock and took
them to a bank and pledged them as
collateral for a loan. He made just one
grave mistake. We happen to be regis-
trars of that stock, and the bank he
took it to is a correspondent of ours.
So you can sue until the grass turns
pink—"

Nick Lynch hung up and bolted for
the door. He was in a cab, headed up
Lexington Avenue, when a squad car
sirened to a stop and a brace of bulls
charged into the door of Seven Ten.

It was quite dark and a drizzling rain
was in the air when he arrived at the
address of the printer’s calendar.
“Charley Emory is my brother,” the
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girl had said. *“l’ve got to protect
him—” But she herself had refused
Nick’s offer of help by taking a runout
powder. Was it because she didn’t
trust him? Or was it because she was
as deeply involved as the others? As a
member of the gang, had she put the
finger on him? Or was she telling the
truth?

rT*HE Seventh Avenue address was a

loft; high, old and devoid of light.
Advertising signs of firms flanked the
doorway, but none showed the name of
Emory. A black and dirty directory in
the hall showed more vacancies than
anything else, but Charles Emory’s
name was not there.

He would have gone for a ’phone di-
rectory then, but the sense of passing
time urged him to action. Growling,
he plunged into the stairway of the
building on the left.

And then his heart leaped. A sign,
nailed below two others on the wooden
door, said what he wanted it to say.
Reaching under his armpit he loosened
the .38 and started up.

At the top of the second flight he
found it; a faded card that read Charles
Emory, Fine Printing— Walk In.

There was no light behind the door.
There was no sound. The handle turned
but the latch did not yield. Stuffing the
butt of his pistol in his hat he broke
the glass. Inside, he cursed savagely.
There was nothing in the place except
dust, filth and empty darkness.

Back in the street again he spread
himself in front of the first loft. This
was the place. He was positive. Em-
ory must have moved. He glared at the
doorway, and suddenly he whistled.

Claw marks in the grimy wood
showed where a sign had been rudely
and recently removed.

He was in the hallway, then, going
over every inch of the Directory. Half-
way down he grunted. His finger

flicked out and his thumbnail pried up
a corner of sticky black. When he had
finished, three lengths of electrician’s
tape were in his hand, and the legend
Emory Printing— Fourth Floor showed
dully against the board.

Down the hall the doors of a service
elevator stood closed. From the shaft
came the dull rumble of machinery.

Pistol in hand, Nick started up the
smooth-worn iron stairs.

He was crossing the second landing
when an object swished through the air
and landed with electrifying pain
against his injured shoulder. The pis-
tol popped from his hand and slid across
the floor. Another swish and the heat
in his brain exploded to myriad lights
before his eyes.

Nick grappled savagely. The fellow
was huge and muscled with bands of
steel. Not so much as a grunt issued
from his lips as he tried again to bring
the sapper into play. This would be
Sam Stratton, covering an outpost.
This would mean that he was getting
close to Sloane at last.

Stratton’s great body heaved, fling-
ing him away, and then charged in with
silent, relentless fury. Nick slipped
down, and Stratton’s rush carried him
over and against the wall. Before he
could turn, Nick had the big ox’s ankle
between the heel of his right foot and
the arch of his left. Stratton crashed

to the floor.
They rolled, fighting soundlessly;
little man against big; jab against

crush; Stratton swinging futilely with
the leaded leather; Nick pouring short,
ineffectual punches into the huge man’s
frame. He was tiring fast now, his
hurt arm almost useless. Stratton
shifted suddenly and raised his hip, and
Nick, went flying through space.

The open doors of the elevator swal-
lowed him, and with a jarring thud he
brought up against the other side. And
almost at once the platform beneath
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him began to move upward; in pass-
ing, his flying feet or a shoulder had
struck the starter.

In the semi-darkness he saw Sam
Stratton’s evil face outlined by the hall
window. Stratton was trying to scram-
ble aboard. Miraculously, he made it.
A headlong leap had sent him through
the diminishing space, and the battle
was on again.

The elevator gathered speed, hur-
tling upward through the dark shaft.
The machinery noises were louder now
as the fourth floor neared. Savagely,
Stratton jumped feet first, trying to
crush Nick’ skull. Nick rolled aside
and as the big man landed he struck
the controls and the elevator shuddered
to a stop, changed direction.

Nick was on Stratton’s back now, his
good arm wound around the other’s
windpipe. Jabbing with his knees he
put every ounce of his waning strength
into leverage. Slowly, Stratton’s head
came back.

The big man’s breath whistled
through the hole that was his mouth.
Flopping like a tarpon, he charged in
mad rushes, attempting to brush Nick
from his back. Against the netting of
the cage, against the uprushing wall on
the open side, against the controls,
changing direction again. But Nick
held, and like sands from an hour glass
the strength ebbed from Sam Stratton’s
giant limbs. Finally he was done.
With a moaning sigh he crumpled, and
Nick was off him in an instant. Just
as the elevator threatened to go through
the roof he brought it to a stop.

From below the machinery sounds
had stopped. “Sam!” an imperative
voice floated up. “Sam, what the devil’s
going on?”

TATICK primed his dry throat. “Noth-
in’,” he growled, turning his voice

down the shaft. “That damned dick

jumped me. But I fixed him.”

“Sure you’re okay?”

“Hell, yes. Soon’s | tie him up Il
be down—"

In the shaft beneath a door rolled
shut. The sound of machinery was re-
sumed, and Nick breathed a great sigh
of relief. So far so good.

But multitudinous problems faced
him now. Stratton would return to
consciousness at any moment. And he
was unarmed. He had lost his pistol
somewhere when Stratton first tackled
him. He had yet to face Sloane and
Charley Emory. And maybe the girl.
And he had to work fast. Where the
devil were Jimmy Boyd and the Old
Man? Where, for that matter, were the
cops? Surely they would have found
out by this time who the owner of the
apartment was in which the shooting
had occurred, would have traced him
here.

Swiftly, Nick moved. Running the
elevator between floors so that just
enough space remained for him to
squeeze out, he removed the control
handle and closed the door.

Armed only with the short piece of
metal he started on wobbly legs for the
fourth floor and the rest of Sloane’s
gang.

Behind the half-opened door dim
light showed. Mechanical sounds came
out. And the sound of voices. Nick,
hand on knob, paused swiftly and drew
aside, flattening himself against the
wall. The vertical oblong of light
widened and a long shadow spread
across the hall.

Sloane stood there, looking specu-
latively toward the stairs.  Prison
pallor still pinched his face; his mous-
tache drooped in a smaller mockery of
his drooping shoulders. His lean body
twitched as he shouted “Sam! Come up
here—"”

The control handle of the elevator
descended and found its mark behind
Sloane’s ear. Without a sound the lean
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man crumpled, and Nick Lynch’s tor-
tured arm supported his sagging knees.

Inside the office the machinery
sounds were stilled again. “What was
that?” a voice called sharply. Feet
pounded on the floor, and in the glow
of the green-shaded desk light a bald-
ish, chunky man in printer’s apron sud-
denly appeared. At the sight of Sloane,
inertly held before Nick Lynch, he
skidded to a stop. His eyes, beady
behind tortoise-rimmed glasses, popped
at the sight of gleaming metal in Nick’s
right hand.

“That’s better,” Nick said coolly.
“Turn around.”

The stocky man obeyed, raising his
hands as he did so.

“Now march. Back in where you
started from,” Nick commanded.

Through a door that showed the ends
of paper shelves the stocky man
marched, and behind him Nick sup-
ported Sloane. Imposing stones, type
cases, platen presses cluttered the
place. The stocky man swayed as he
turned into the room, and suddenly his
arm shot out. There was a rending
crash and a typerack spewed cases in
Nick Lynch’s path.

“Get him!” the stocky man screamed
and flopped to the floor,

A shot whistled, and in his arms Nick
could feel Sloane’s body jerk. Another
shot winged by his ear, and then with
desperate aim he flung the controller
bar.

A THUD sounded, and a moaning

scream. On the other side of the
imposing stone Nick saw a man claw-
ing at his face with agonized fingers
from which a pistol had dropped to the
floor. Thrusting Sloane aside he cleared
the debris of type and cases, hurtling,
throwing himself on the pistol. And
then he was up, turning the gun on the
fellow in the apron, moving aside to
cover the groveling gunman whose face

he had smashed with the short iron bar.

“Turn around and put your hands
up!” he commanded tersely, and once
again the stocky man obeyed. But this
time the fight was gone out of him.
Shivering, he faced the shelves and
moaned abject curses.

Nick strode to the gunman who was
writhing on the floor, and with quick
contemptuous movement pulled his
hands away from his injured face. And
then his senses reeled and he stared in
unbelief.

“Jimmie Boyd!” he gasped.

The man who had been a detective
was a pitiful sight. The iron bar had
caught him squarely, mashing his nose
and tearing his right eye to shreds.
Blood welled from the wounds, flowing
down his chin and covering his shirt
front in a steadily spreading stain of
red.

“So this is how it is,” Nick said dully.
“l begin to understand a few things.
You—"

“Water,” Boyd moaned. “Give—
me— water—"
Nick stood, scowling down. “So

you’'re the one tipped off Stratton that
I was tailing him. You’re the one that
influenced the Old Man to let you take
the case after 1°’d holed Sloane. And
you’re the one that called the cops on
me after Leo had been shot up. Why.
you rotten---------- Where is the girl?”

“Water— give me some water—"”

Eyes blazing, Nick leaned forward.
The pistol in his hand was clubbed,
raised to strike again that bloody mess
that had been Jimmie Boyd’s face.
“Where’s the girl?” he repeated
hoarsely.

Jimmie Boyd pointed a wavering
finger. “Over there—locked in closet—
Give me some water—"”

Angrily, Nick turned to the ink-
smeared basin and drew a glassful from
the tap. He dashed the contents into
Boyd’ dripping face, drew another and
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thrust it into his shaking hand. Then
he swiftly crossed the room, A key
was in the lock and he turned it, and in
a moment the bound and gagged cop-
per-haired girl was in his arms.

Gently he removed her bonds. From
the street a siren wailed and the bleat
of whistles echoed from the stairwell.
“Are you all right, honey?” Nick said.

The girl sat up, brushing a hand
across her fear-filled eyes. “I guess I’'m
all right,” she said huskily. She looked
around the room, contemptuously at
the aproned printer whose hands were
abjectly raised. Then a little cry es-
caped her throat and she ran to the
still figure of Sloane. “Daddy, oh
daddy—"

Her head was nestled on his shoul-
der, and as the wagon rolled around a
corner, he put his good arm across her
back. She made no effort to withdraw,
resting against him. Suddenly her head
raised. “l—1 hope that by this time
you understand—"

Nick grinned and swallowed to get
his heart out of his throat. He said, “I
think I do. You told me Emory was
your brother. Buthe isn’t. You didn’t
want me to know that Sloane was your
father, that you’d been trying to make
him go straight, and you hoped you
could still stop him from flooding the
country with bogus stock.”

C HE sighed. “That’s it. Daddy had
N straightened out. He was all right
until Stratton showed up. And then—

Sam used every trick he knew, every
mean little thing he could think of to

get daddy to go wrong again. He—
he even used me.”
“You?” Nick gasped. “What could

he do to you?”

She sat erect and her clear grey-
green eyes were lusterless and dull
with pain. “Sam Stratton,” she said,
“is my husband.”

“You—you mean you’re married to

that big tramp?”

“Yes. He forced me into it. He
promised me that if 1°’d marry him he’d
leave daddy alone. And then he
cheated me. Oh, he was clever. It
took me a while to find out. But that
day I—It was today, wasn’t it? Well,
today Leo came to our apartment. Id
never met him before. He was nasty—
drunk or full of dope. He accused
Sam and Daddy of cheating him. Said
they were working with a printer
named Charles Emory, getting ready
to shove some queer, and they had
doublecrossed him. So | knew then
that Sam had gone back on his word.
I tried to find daddy and couldn'.
But | found Emory. | told him what
had happened. He gave me the key
to his apartment and told me to go
there while he located Sam and Daddy
and talked things over. | was on my
way when | bumped into you—"

The wagon rounded another corner
and its chime redoubled. On the oppo-
site seat a wagon cop scowled at Nick
Lynch, and Nick grinned back.

In his arm the girl stirred. In a low
scarcely audible voice she said, “I guess
it was the best way out for him. He
had gone too far—Where are we go-
ing?”

“To the stationhouse, sweetheart,”
Nick said. “To get things straightened
out finally. Only this time you don’t
have to kiss me goodbye, because Il
be right beside you—" Breaking off,
he scowled suddenly. “Say,” he
growled. “It just occurs to me | don’t
even know your first name. But if
you get clear of that lug Stratton, |
have an idea of what the last one will
be—that is, if—"”

The wagon cop, glaring down his
plentiful nose, snorted in disgust. “I
seen a lot of stuff go on in this buck-
board,” he announced to nobody in par-
ticular, “but I never thought 1°d see it
turned into a love nest!”



comic PEOPLE, THESE KILLERS

By WALT SHELDON

Author of *Creeping Death” etc.

1
phony

let those
nickcis

You don’t want to gag at blood when you’re a private dick ycorpses get to

be part of your daily routine— 1 didn’t know that.

1 guess | was one hell

of a guy to think of being a shamus!

WATCHED everybody that
I stepped into that phone booth, even

the well dressed kid of ten or so
with the slingshot in his hand. That’s
one part of my work I don’t like. Hang-
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ing around some stuffy place like Gold-
berg’s candy store and waiting for
something to happen. And mostly,
that’s what my job as a ‘phone company
detective means. W hat the hell, to me,
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Eddie Wing, fifty a week is fifty a week.

| eased along the counter until I
could see plainly inside the booth. I7d
put a hundred watt bulb in there early
that morning; that way | could spot a
slug more easily. From a little dis-
tance a slug reflects more light than a
real nickel.

You could have knocked me over
with a piece of strained baby food.

This youngster, all slicked up in a
dark blue suit and cap, brought his
hand to the coin box and the smooth
surface of a slug twinkled me right in
the eye. | took one quick step over to
the booth, yanked the door open and
said to the kid: “What are you putting
in that phone, sonny?”

Funny, it was. All morning 1°d been
watching, and every time anyone would
so much as slink into the booth, Id
stare extra hard. But up to now there
had been no slugs.

The district manager sent me to this
particular ’phone; it seemed the focal
point of the present slug epidemic. 1°d
been especially called to this town of
one hundred thousand population from
the state office. It was much like other
towns that size: during my courtesy
call to the local gendarmerie, a chesty
Captain named O’Brill, had told me
there wasn’t much crime. An occa-
sional triangle killing, a few slot and
pin ball machines run by a fellow
named Bix Borelli, and an occasional
policy slip from another city. No, I
hadn’t expected anybody real tough—
but a ten year old kid!

Fact is, 1’'m scared to death of Kids.
I'm always afraid they won’t like me.
This one looked up at me and said,
“It’s a new kind of nickel.”

“It’s a slug, sonny,” I told him. “It’s
against the law to use them. What’s
your name?”

The kid’s face drew itself out length-
wise; he looked scared. “Junior Bus-
kins,” he said. “You’re not going to
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take me to jail?”

| said: “Where did you get that slug,
Junior?”

“A—a man gave it to me—" His
eyes were getting watery. | don’t know
why | do that to kids. Hell, my voice
isn’t rough, I'm just a sort of plain
looking guy of average height, clean
shaven—

“Look, Junior,” | started. There was
candy on my words.

But Junior didn’t look. He sud-
denly bulleted out of that 'phone booth;
then out of the store before 1 could
take two steps in pursuit. The propri-
etor, Mr. Goldberg, was yelling at me:
“Vot is it? Vot’s heppened?” but |
didn’t have time to answer. | was al-
ready pounding sidewalk after Junior,
who was just rounding a corner.

Junior dipped into an alley in back
of the store. | hotfooted after him,
and just as | showed myself at the
alley’s mouth something small and
hard whizzed out of a nice sunny after-
noon and smacked me in the chest. It
hurt. It hurt so much | thought for a
half second maybe 1°d been shot, until
| realized 1°d heard no gunfire.

I saw Junior and shouted: “Hey!”

Junior was already scrambling atop
a nail infested board fence, a fence 1’d
have hopped, too—only | cared more
for my double breasted grey sharkskin
than Junior cared for his nice blue
panties.

I saw that Junior had dropped some-
thing at the bottom of the fence and
then | knew what had socked me in the
chest. It was Junior’s slingshot—sling-
ing this little thing right at my feet:
Junior’s slug. | offered up a quick
prayer to Mercury, who watches over
all telephone employees, thankful that
the slug didn’t bean me. I’d have
passed out cold at best.

I pocketed the slug, then walked
over and picked up Junior’s slingshot,
thinking all the time what | had to go
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through because of a few lousy nickels.

"1 AT | was going to go through

* plenty more | started to learn two
seconds later. The back door of the

candy store opened and a man with ox-

yoke shoulders stepped out. He showed

a silly grin; 1 could see two gold teeth.

“Hello,” he said in a heavy, foggy

voice and walked right up to me. He

wore a dark suit and a heavy sweater

under it.

I’'m congenial. “Hello,” | said back.

He stepped about eight inches away
from me and—Wham!

1’d seen his big, balled-up fist com-
ing, but I couldn’t snap my head out of
the way soon enough. What | did do
was shift it enough to one side so that
the blow didn’t catch me square on the
button. It didn’t knock me out. All
it did was tumble me, backside over
tin-cup, on the cement. No | wasn’t
out. Of course, the big fellow looked
like some blurry skyscraper in the fog,
and the alley looked like a surrealist
painting, but | wasn’t out. Just cock-
eyed.

I put both hands on the ground and
shot forward from a crouching start.
If my head had been clear, | wouldn’t
have been smart enough to do that.
My shoulder hit the big fellow right in
the knees, snapped his legs straight
and knocked him off balance. He top-
pled backwards, threw his arms wildly,
and | dimly heard his head bang into
the cement.

Then | was on top of him. | kept
his thrashing legs locked with my own
and started feeding one-twos into his
face. It was like assaulting Gibraltar
with a cap pistol. That crack in the
head hadn’t phased him, and my punch-
es didn’t even tickle.

My head was beginning to clear, and
from one side of my eye | saw the
proprietor of the candy shop shivering
in the doorway. “Quick!” I yelled at
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him, “Call the cops!”

Right then it felt like an earthquake.
The big fellow just sort of exploded
underneath me, and in the next mo-
ment, | had sailed in an arc to one side,
and he was scrambling to his feet. |
shook my head three or four times and
by then he had disappeared from the
alley.

Mr. Goldberg looked at me and said,
“My goodtness!”

I got up and tried out one leg.
“Where—where the devil did he come
from?” | asked.

“Dont esk!” Goldberg groaned.
“You chase the kid—he comes in, sleps
a box on the counter and says: ‘Could
I use your beck door?’ Quick without
thinking, I say: ‘Hokeh,” so he goes out
beck, so commences a heavyweight
prizefight!”

“A box?” | perked. “A box on the
counter—is it still there?”

“So why don’t you look?”

“So all right,” I told him.

T H E box was there. It was a shoe

carton, filled with neat little stacks
of phony nickels. And there was a
name and number on one end of the
box.

FITZHORNE’'S SHOE SHOPPE
1440 PARK ST.

MODEL 6077 SIZE 12 D

Size 12D! | wondered whether that
meant shoes or skis as | headed for the
fourteen hundred block on Park Street.

Fitzhorne’s Shoe Shoppe was in a sec-
tion where double breasted vests and
bell bottom pants were still very smart.
There were leather factories nearby—
there must have been more than one,
because | got it no matter which way
the wind was blowing, and if you’ve
ever been near a leather factory you
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know what | mean by “it.”

I disembarked from a trolley car
after the conductor had waved his hand
vaguely in the direction of a dump, a
junk yard and a rowr of frame shacks.
“The fawteen hunnerd block is where
the sixth wawd stahts,” he told me.

I swung along past the dump at a
jaunty pace, to kid myself into thinking
I didn’t mind it a bit; and my coat
skirts swung back and forth until one
of them bumped against my arm. Then
I remembered Junior’s slingshot in my
pocket; and an association from way
back when clicked in my mind when |
saw the rows and rows of tin cans in
the dump.

| stopped, took out the slingshot,
stooped to pick up a few rocks, then

let fly. | was as good as ever. | hit
ten tin cans out of ten tries.
But about the tenth one | saw a

party of kids coming down the opposite
side of the street, blushed a little to my-
self, and pocketed the slingshot again.
I’"d stopped blushing by the time |
reached Fitzhorne’s Shoe Shoppe.

Mr. Fitzhorne viewed the world over
the top of old-fashioned oval glasses,
he had one snaggle tooth that hung
over his lower lip, and on that he
hooked a foul smelling curved pipe. He
turned the box over and over again in
his hands and wheezed at it.

“Model 6-0-7-7,” he told me slowly.
“Wayul, them’s bright yaller shoes with
reeyul sharp wingtips. Wouldn’ wear
’em m’self if ye paid me.”

“Yeah, sure,” 1 said
“But who bought 'em?”

“Mister,” he told me through a cloud
of thick pipe smoke, “when | make a
sayul, | git too excited to remember to
who | made it to. Sayuls are thet few’n
far between.”

“Heh heh.” | laughed at his joke.
Congenial, that’s me. “Look,” | said
suddenly, “have you a ’phone?”

“l do,” he told me. “It’ll cost you a

impatiently.
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nickel ter use it.”

“Sure,” 1 said, handing him a five-
cent piece. It was the first time in
years |1’d paid for a 'phone call.

I called police headquarters. |
talked with the Captain of Detectives
and asked him did he know a local
hoodlum who wore bright yellow shoes
with wing tips. 1 didn’t really expect
much; it was just a routine act—so |
almost dropped when he said: “Sure.
Face Looden wears ’em all the time!”

“And you know his address?” |
queried.

“Yep.” He gave it to me.

“1 could kiss you, Captain,” | said
and hung up before he started linking
me with a certain botanical specimen.

OODEN lived nearby in a walk-up
flat; he had his name on the letter

box downstairs. | rang a couple of
times. No answer. So | rang some
more. A bulbous lady with hair stream-
ing over her face waddled out of the

first floor flat and said to me: “If
you’re looking for Mr. Looden, he’s
probably dead drunk upstairs. There

was an awful racket and yelling up
there a while ago.”

“Thanks,” | said, “1’ll go up.”

I heard her snort righteously as |
mounted the stairs, then slam her own
door shut.

Upstairs | knocked on Face Looden’s
door. Nope. | half turned to leave,
and out of sheer habit jiggled the knob
a little. The door swung open.

Even then, | don’t think I'd have
stepped in, if I hadnt seen a pair of
legs crooked at the knee and hanging
limply over the bottom of an iron bed.
| entered.

It is not pretty, blood soaked all over
a blanket, and splotched in irregular
puddles on a wooden floor. It is even
not prettier the corpse that has lost
all that blood. Especially when the
corpse had as much blood to lose as
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this one.

It was the huge gorilla who had at-
tacked me in back of Goldberg’s candy
store. Rammed dead center in his
chest was the wooden handle of an ice
pick; its surface was bloodless and
looked as though it had been wiped of
fingerprints. | stepped closer and then
saw why it had been left.

There was a little note for one Face

Looden pinned to the big fellow’s
breastbone. | swallowed my soft pal-
ate and read it.
“Here lies Schtoops Skinner. All
right, lay off the slugs, Looden.”
Comic people, these killers. 1 shud-

dered once at all the blood, then beat it
downstairs to a drugstore that had a
telephone in it. After I’d reported to
the police, I got the district manager
of the ‘phone company on the wire.
“Your little slug case,” | told him,
“has turned into a nice juicy murder.

Lord knows what’ll happen next. The
Last Judgment, maybe.” | outlined
what had happened.

“You through?” said the district
manager.

“Yeah.” | felt a vague disaster

coming in the general direction of my
neck.

“All right, Wing. Lay off the whole
thing. We’ve just had a complaint
from Mr. Buskins who is very prom-
inent in this town that you manhan-
dled his son, Junior.”

“Hey—wait a minute!” | started.

“On top of that,” the district man-
ager breezed blandly, “I’'m calling the
state office and asking for your dis-
missal. After all, courtesy and service
to customers is the primary aim of the
company, and—"

I smacked my lips real close to the

mouthpiece and let a bird fly. 1’1l bet
it tore his ear off.

I hung up. The hell with it. 1Id
resign before they fired me. 1°d be a

private detective. | always wanted to
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be one. 1°d see a lot of corpses, then,
and learn not to gag at blood anymore.

I turned around and bumped right
into a little black hole in the end of a
steel cylinder. The man behind the re-
volver was short and squat and had little
hair ringlets all over his head. His
skin was swarthy.

LTE jerked his head back over one

* shoulder. “Walk out in front
me. No breaks, see?” He wiggled the
gun a little. | saw. | started for the
door, and heard his hard heels clapping
on the floor behind me. Evidently he
had his gun in his pocket, because the
druggist nodded pleasantly as we went
out.

On the street, Curlylocks motioned
to a dark green Buick roadster. “The
key’s in it,” he said. His voice was
up in the higher parts of his nose.
“Drive where | tell you.”

He told me to turn here, and turn
there, and go ahead for a few blocks,
and turn somewhere else. And | was
so busy trying to figure out a break
like 1’d read about in detective stories
that 1 almost missed a couple of his
cues. We ended up at a middle-class
apartment house and when we got in-
side, he took his gun from his pocket
and poked me upstairs. We entered an
apartment on the second floor.

The living room was crummy, there
were bottles and cigarette butts and
parted newspapers lying all over. Curly-
locks motioned me to a sofa, and | sat
down.

“Now what?” | asked him.

“Now we wait for Borelli,” he said.

Borelli . . . Borelli—oh, yeah, that
was the fellow who was supposed to run
all the slot machine and pin ball games
in town. Bix Borelli.

“Are you sure,” | asked Curylocks,
“that this isn’t a case of mistaken iden-
tity, or something. 1’ve never heard
of this Borelli—”

of
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“l never heard o’ you,” Curlylocks
told me. He sat in a chair facing me.
“But you was snoopin’. Maybe you
know somepin’, maybe you don’t. |
gotta wait and see what Borelli says.”

“Look,” | offered, “I'm simply a
salesman for the phone company. |
called on Mr. Looden about his bill,
today, and—"

“Aw, shut up,” said Curlylocks wea-
rily. He leaned back in the chair and
kept the gun pointed at me.

Borelli wasn’t long. He bounced in,
stared at me and said to Curlylocks:
“What’s up, Frenchy?”

Bix Borelli was dressed in wide chalk
stripes that camouflaged his small
paunch. His face was florid and dark-
jowled with shaven whiskers.

Frenchy said: “This guy come
snoopin’ around. | was gonna stop
him but that fat dame on the first floor
sticks her head out and gabs with him.
I didn’t want her to see me, so | waited
till he come out. There was people on
the street. He’d already phoned the
cops when I got him.”

“Yeah?” said Borellii He eyed me
with muddy brown eyes and rubbed his
thumb and forefinger over his black
stubble. “Maybe the cops’ll get there
before Looden. “That’ll spoil it.”

“Yeah, maybe,” said Frenchy. “But
if he don’t come here lookin’ fer you,
we can get him another time.”

Borelli ignored Frenchy; leaned over
me, frisked me, and said: “Who the
hell are you?”

“A salesman for the phone com-
pany—" | gave him that routine with
all the trimmings. He didn’t find a
gun for the simple reason that | didn’t
have any, so he stepped back from me.
“Tie him up, Frenchy,” he said. “We’ll
take care of him after we get Looden
straightened out.”

\IEAH,
a sap.

take care of me. | wasn’t
I knew that Borelli wasn’t
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going to let me get out of there after
hearing him practically admit that he’d
murdered Schtoops Skinner and was re-
serving the same for Face Looden. And
while Frenchy trussed me, Borelli
picked up the hand ’phone that stood
on an end-table beside the sofa.

“Hello, Captain O’Brill. This is the
newspaper,” he said. “We hear there’s
been a murder there. Is that right?”

Pause.

“Any suspects or clues? What? Oh,
you’re still waiting for the fellow who
lives there, huh? Well, thanks.”

Borelli hung up. Then he dialed the
operator, and when she answered he
said, “Never mind, thanks. Made a
mistake.” Smart baby, this Borelli.
He knew how to keep a call from being
traced. He said to Frenchy: “They
didnt say nothin’ about the note, so
Looden must have gotten there and
removed it just before they came. He’s
probably on his way here now.”

“Okeh,” said Frenchy. He got up,
walked over and turned on the radio,
loud. Then he pulled a wooden chair
over to the hinge side of the door and
sat down, gun in hand. Borelli pulled
another chair up and sat down beside
him. They must have figured this all
out beforehand.

They were seated so that their backs
were half turned to me, and then |
stared at the telephone and started
thinking. | didn’t think long.

| jerked my body toward it, and
shoved at the instrument with my chin.
The radio was making so much noise
that neither Frenchy nor Borelli heard
it fall on my chest.

Then | started tapping the re-
ceiver bar with my nose. | knew a
thing or three about dial telephones my-
self. | tapped it nine times in rapid
succession—then five, then ten, and ten
again. That was just the same as dial-
ing 9S00. And dialing 9500 in this'
town was just the same as calling a cop.
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I heard the desk sergeant’s voice on
the receiver. As softly as | could, I
whispered Borelli’s address back at
him. “Huh? What?” he returned.

“Face Looden’s murderer—” | mut-
tered through stiff lips.

I know we waited almost five minutes
after that, because an announcer came
on the blaring radio with a five-minute
news shot; and just as he was stretching
into the closing commercial, there was
a knock on the door.

“Telegram for Mister Borelli,” called
a saw-toothed baritone.

I made my tongue go click-click-
click. That was a rotten gag Face Loo-
den was using. Oh well, any guy that
would wear yellow shoes. ... | craned
my neck and saw Borelli nod to
Frenchy. Then they both pointed their
guns at the door about where a man’s
mid-section would be.

A RAFT of explosions suddenly
clamored at my ears. It took me
a second or two to realize that neither
Borelli nor Frenchy had fired his gun
yet, and those explosions were all com-
ing from outside the door. It took my
two hosts about the same length of time
to figure it out, too. They started to
stare at each other, and stopped short
when a voice that must have come from
a forty-eight inch chest rolled up the
stairs, yelling: “Come on outa there,
Borelli! The place is surrounded!”

I heard Caruso once when | was a
youngster, but he didn’t sound nearly
as good to me as did that good old solid
bellow from the law.

Frenchy said: “Jeez!”

“Shut up,” Borelli told him.
think.”

He thought, and it didn’t take him
long. He snapped his fingers and shout-
ed through the door: “We got that tele-
phone salesman in here! He’s cornin’
out first! Any shootin’and he gets it in
the back!”

“Let me

There was a small pause on the other
side of the door and during it, Borelli
jerked his head at me. “Untie him,” he
told Frenchy. Then, while Frenchy
was fumbling with my knots, the big
voice outside roared: “All right! Come
on out!”

Fine thing! Frenchy whipped the
last few curls of clothesline from me,
yanked me to my feet and prodded me
toward the door with his gun. | frowned
way down low and wondered whether
these cops gave enough of a hoot about
me to hold their fire. It made me bite
at my lower teeth to think that | wasnt
any better off than before.

Borelli opened the door cautiously.
The first thing | bumped into when the
gun in my spine poked me forward was
a long, lean corpse gently piled in front
of the threshold. The corpse wore
bright yellow shoes with wing tips.

| stepped over it and didnt even
shudder. | was getting used to dead
people. Then I looked down the stairs.
O’Brill, the Captain of Detectives, he of
the bull voice, was down there, and be-
hind him was another plain-clothes man
and two uniformed cops.

“Hello, fellas.” | flashed them a
white-faced grin.

The detective behind O’Brill saw
Frenchy behind me, and raised his gun.
My heart lost altitude. But O’Brill put
his hand up and said: “Let ’'em past us.
They won’t get much head start.”

It occurred to me that he was right,
and it also occurred to me that a des-
perate fugitive didnt need much head
start. As | started down the steps, Bo-
relli called out: “Back up, coppers, out
in the street. One blast out of you and
this guy gets it! Remember that!”

"1 'HE law backed up slowly and the
* three of us came down the stairs at
about the same pace. It seemed years,
but we finally got on the street.
“Okeh, now,” said Borelli—he and
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Frenchy stil! had their rods massaging
my dorsal vertebrae—“back into the
house again.”

“You wont get away with this, Bo-
relli!” came O’Brill’s booming tones.

“Quick!” snapped Borelli, ignoring
him. “Quick, or we plug this guy!”

O’Brill beckoned and the officers
filed slowly back into the apartment
house’s vestibule. “Way back!” said
Borelli, watching from the sidewalk.
They huddled back into the hall. Now
Borelli was only about thirty feet from
the dark green roadster. He could leap
that distance in a few seconds. He
could be a block away before O’Brill
and his men got out of the house again.
He tossed a quick glance at the car, then
suddenly yanked the gun away from
my back. | stepped into a half turn
and Borelli’s first came rocketing to-
ward my face. | took the blow flush
on the chin, but rolled back with it.
Yeah, it hurt, but not as much as it
would have without that roll. I tumbled
on my fanny, and while I was still in
mid-air, Borelli and Frenchy were on
their way to the car.

As | fell, something dropped from my
pocket, and when | put my hand out to
stop the fall it slapped on that some-
thing. Junior’s slingshot!

It’s queer how your brain can some-
times map out a course of action in two
percent of a second. It was almost au-
tomatic the way | reached in my other
pocket, grabbed a brace of phony nick-
els and stuck them in the leather hold
of the slingshot. It was almost unthink-
ingly, how 1 let those few nickels fly
full-force at the back of Borelli’s head.

Two of them smacked into his skull,
I could hear them crack — Borelli
grabbed at the spot and fell to his knees.
Frenchy hesitated for a shaven mo-
ment; turned to see what the hell.

That hesitation was too bad for
Frenchy. By the time he got into the
roadster, got the motor started, and
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the car in first gear, O’Brill and his
hearties were bouncing out of the apart-
ment house. O’Brill emptied his gun
at the back of the car, the rear window
went into two thousand and four pieces,
and the car didn’t go any more.

Later, we had what amounted to a
town meeting at police headquarters,
the district manager of the phone com-
pany was there, Mr. Buskins and his
little boy Junior were there, O’Brill and
all the cops were there, also everybody
on the local paper from copy boy up.

It got tiresome, hearing them all tell
me | was a hero. No fooling.

After Junior had explained that he
had delivered some cardboard boxes for
a tall, thin man with yellow shoes, and
the man had given him a handful of
slugs in payment, | gave the reporters
my story. | explained how Bix Borelli’s
slot and pin ball machines were sud-
denly collecting all the phony nickels
in town, Borelli became peeved at Face
Looden and his gorilla friend, Schtoops
Skinner. That’s what had started all
the fireworks.

When that was over the district man-
ager beamed at me and pumped my
hand. “Heh heh!” he told me, “I was
only fooling when 1 said | was going to
ask the state office for your dismissal.”

I looked at him sharply. “Cafl ’em
up and give me a recommendation right

now,” | said, “then I'll believe you.”
“Why, sure! Certainly!” He bub-
bled. He stepped to a pay telephone

hanging on the wall of the squad room,
removed the receiver and put his hand
up to the slot.

“Whoa! Hold on!” 1 said. |
bounced toward him and grabbed his
hand. He looked and turned the color
of a nice ripe American beauty. Yeah
—it was a nice shiny slug he was going
to put into that telephone.

I don’t know, chiseling the company
out of a nickel must have a sort of fas-
cination for most people. . . .



"Don’t"** croaked Beucker, “for God*s sake! He*s loaded
with dynamite/* but Louie kept on shooting

DEATH, VES,
BUT noT
MURDER!

By WILLIAM ROUGH

Author of “The Corpse in Room 13,”
etc.

ILL RANGE'S powerful
B legs scissored on the cold

steel girder, swinging
drunkenly eighteen stories
above New York's ceaseless
traffic. His gnarled hands
clasped the upright. Lumpy
muscles on his back and arms
corded as he jockied the tons of
steel into place. “ 'Nother
inch,” he grunted.

“Comin’,” grinned Curly
Donlon, his slim body leaning
carelessly as he signaled the
winch runner far below.

The donkey engine puffed,
groaned. Steel thudded, clang-
ing, against steel. The riveted
skeleton framework vibrated,
tried, seemingly, to shake the
men from their precarious posi-
tion. The girder locked.

“Let ’em come,” shouted
Range, and a streak of white
flame arced up from the firepot
two stories below. A rivet
“pinged” into Donlon’s bucket.

Range put beef on the chat-
tering riveting machine. Min-
utes later the girder was an-
chored. Range shifted his quid
and made people down below
wonder if a sun shower was
coming on. “You sure can take
it, kid,” he grinned.

Steelworkers don’t carry rods, and it must have been death that reached
out cold fingers for the Donlon hoy— it must have been death because it
couldn’t have been murder!

8
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Donlon’s face reddened under the
veteran’s praise. “Nuts, Bill, a guy’s
gotta be able to cut it when you take
him for a buddy. | guess you know
how | feel about that, Bill. 1 owe you
alot. This job. | needed it, with Mary
going to have a-a—"

“A little Donlon,” supplied Range.
“Forget it, kid. If you couldn’t cut it,
you vvouldn’t*ve lasted an hour up here.”
His level gay eyes twinkled at Donlon.
Again he leaned over to spit.

That action saved his life—and cost
Donlon’s.

It happened fast. A riveting machine
shrilled. There was an eerie whine, a
metallic “bing.”

Range’s head whipped up, eyes flash-
ing back to Donlon. He hurled his lean
body forward, clutching, frantically
clutching.

“Headache!” roared a voice far be-
low.

Range’s fingers clawed, missed. Don-
lon was a blur below him. One moment
he had been crouched on the girder.
The next, something had plucked him
from his reckless footing and flung him
out and down—down eighteen stories.

“Headache below!” rang the line-
man’s tocsin.

Bill Range stared. His brown fin-
gers opened and closed spasmodically.
It couldnt have happened, yet it had.
Donlon was gone. Happy, carefree
Curly Donlon, whose girl-wife was go-
ing to have a baby.

Range was sick. Not that swift
death was new to him; it wasn’t. Death
is all too commonplace on the man-
made steel skeletons that claw into the
sky. It sighs in the wheeze of the
donkey engines; its undertones throb
in the clatter of the riveting machines;
its hum is part of the vibration of the
skeleton itself. Death, yes. But not
murder!

And this was murder!

Nothing missed Bill Range’s blue

eyes, and even as Donlon fell, they had
spied the round, black hole in Donlon’s
forehead. Donlon had been shot. The
metallic “bing” was the sound of the
slug hitting steel after it ploughed
through human flesh.

Range’s square, windwhipped face
grew ugly, knobby. That bullet had
been meant for him. Someone had
guessed why George Breen, senior part-
ner of Breen & Beucker, Inc., had
brought Range east to the skyscraper
job; and that someone was losing no
time in eliminating the big lineman.
The killer had missed this time and got
Curly Donlon instead. But he’d try
again.

The cluster of silent men around
Donlon’s body, now a pulp in coveralls,
parted to let Range through. One swift
glance told him he’d never prove Don-
lon was murdered—Donlon’s head was
a blob of crushed bone. The Kkiller
had counted on the fall to erase traces
of the bullet.

Range’s gaze settled on the sallow
features of a squat man in a plaid shirt,
Capelli. He started forward. A bel-
low cut him off.

“Range!”

'T'HE lineman whirled as a man with

» thick shoulders and blue-stubbled
jaw thrust forward. Henry Beucker
was the active partner of the construc-
tion outfit, a hard bullying man who
could cut it with the best of them. A
pusher, but a good payer.

“It’d better be good. Guys don't just
fall off like that. What happened?”

An angry murmur echoed Beucker’s
thinly veiled, accusing words, and a
pulse in Range’s leathery neck pounded.
Hot denial was on his lips when he
caught sight of sleek, dapper Jacob
Horton, sales manager of the Acme
Rock Company whose offices were just
across the street. Range held his
tongue. Nothing would be gained by
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letting the killer know he was suspi-
cious.

“Maybe his heart conked,” he
shrugged.

“Hell!” It was Pop Timms, general
foreman. “Donlon was as sound as this
foundation.”

Range glanced quickly at the wasp-
ish-framed little Irishman. Pop’ mild
gray eyes were honest as the day. He
was one man who couldn’t have any
part of anything crooked. He’d said,
“Sound as this foundation.”

But was the foundation sound?

Pop had supervised every mix, and
Pop was on the level. Yet stranger
things had happened. And on this job,
murder had happened.

“Jinxed he was,” said Capelli’s voice
as Beucker dispersed the crowd.
“There’s a hex on this job. Guys get
sick or killed. Tools get busted. I'm
betting there’s more to go—"

“Shut your damned mouth, Capelli,”
barked Beucker. “And you,” he added
to Range, “get a story organized for the
inquest. . . . No more work today,”
he finished and strode away with Hor-
ton.

Range looked at Horton’s neatly tai-
lored shoulders, then up at the yawning,
clawlike framework. His eyes trav-
eled to the spot where he and Donlon
had been, then directly across the gap
to the office windows of the Acme Rock
Company. A rifle shot from one of
those windows would have been
drowned out in the clatter of the rivet-
ing machines.

“You, Capelli,” grated Range. “How
come you were the first one to notice
Donlon going?”

Capelli’s snapping black eyes were
sardonic. “I jus’ happened t’be, is all.
So what?”

Range’s words were ice. “Maybe,
Capelli. But I have a hunch it was the
wrong way to be looking. You’re in
line for Donlon’s job now, aren’t you?

But you’re yellow, Capelli. You’ll never
cut it up there. You’ll crack. And
when you do . . .” Range shoved a
thumb at the canvas tarpaulin that cov-
ered Curly Donlon.

Capelli’s swarthy features twitched,
then hardened. He sneered and shuf-
fled away.

Range set himself.
the news to Mary Donlon.
would have wanted him to.

But at the door of Donlon’s walk-up,
just a floor above his own room, Range’s
feet—feet that trod with catlike sure-
ness hundreds of feet in the air—fal-
tered. This was the toughest part of
all.

Mary Donlon’s intuition was swift.
“C-Curly!” she cried.

Range nodded dumbly. She didn’t
cry. She couldn’t. Her slim, straight
body quivered, but no sound came from
her.

“Was it—an accident, Bill?”

Range hesitated. Then: “It was
murder,” he said deep in his throat. “I
wish to God it had been me. It was
supposed to.”

Mary Donlon closed her eyes. “You

He had to break
Curly

mustn’t say that, Bill. . . . But it’s
true. It was—supposed to be you.”
Range’s voice grated. His hands

were almost savage on her shoulders.
“How do you know that? How CAN
you know that?”

“Curly t-told me. He caught some-
one tampering with your safety belt,
o-one of the grunts. Isn’t that what

you call the ground men? He—_Curly
—kicked the man.”
“Who was it, Mary? Quick, who

was it?”

CHE shook her head. “He wouldn’t
N tell me, Bill. He said you’d kill
the man if you found out. He said once
you broke a man’s back because—"
“Yeh, Mary,” said Range softly.
“Yeh, Curly was right.” He flexed his
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fingers. “If | ever get my hands on—"

“No, Billl You mustnt. You’re in
horrible danger. You must go away.
You mustn’t die, too. You’re t-the only
one | can t-turn to.”

“Sorry, kid, I don’t run away from
things like this. If anything happens to
me though, you’ll be taken care of. |
owe it to Curly . . . and little Curly.
Okay, now? Come on, chin up. I've got
some business to attend to now. Yeh,
right now.” . . .

Jake’s saloon was Capelli’s hangout.
Bill Range strode in, shouldered
through the door to the back room,
reached out and got Capelli’s neck in
his hand, and dragged the swarthy little
runt into a corner. “Talk!”

“Nuts to—"

Capelli’s words were shattered by
Range’s knuckles.

“1 mean business, Capelli, If 1 didn’t
think you could help me, 1’'d wring your
greasy neck like that. Talk! Curly
Donlon caught you fooling with my
safety belt.”

“It’s a lie! | never—"

Range used his fist again.
spurted from Capelli’s lip.

“That’s it, buddy,” said a soft voice.
“You’ve had your fun. Straight out
the back way now.”

Range felt a gun in his back. He
turned and saw a slim, dark, over-
dressed man, eyes glinting brightly,
dangerously. Range looked at the
others in the room. There wasn’t a
steel worker present. He kicked open
the back door, went into a small, empty
room.

“Give it to him, Louie,” raged Ca-
pelli. “The lug can’t push me around!”

“Fink,” said Louie coldly. “You talk
too much. The boss don’t like guys
who—"

“1 was stalling him,” whined Capelli.

Blood

“You got him now, don’t you? Didn’t
| say he’d come running here?”
Louie ignored Capelli. “There’s a

car outside,” he said to Range. “Get
init. And don’t think I won’t plug you
right now if you get funny. We got
lots of protection here.”

Range’s eyes smouldered. This time
there would be no slip up. Theyd
missed him once today. They wouldn't
again. Louie was the type who didn’t
miss.

Range crossed the room, let his hands
slide into his pockets.
“Up with ’em!”
“Frisk him, Capelli.”

“Linemen don’t carry rods,” said Ca-
pelli.

“Frisk him just the same.”

Capelli ran his hands over Range’s
sinewy frame. Range let him. He al-
ready had his jack knife in hand.

A puny knife in ordinary hands
would have meant nothing against an
expert gunman, but Bill Range could
splint a cable at fifteen feet with it.
This time he had to hurl the knife
backward, without turning or aiming.
Louie wasn’t suspicious, but he was
alert. A sudden move would bring hot
lead.

Range let his long arms dangle at his
sides. Tenseness ruins accuracy. Over
his shoulder he glimpsed Louie’s pearl
fedora. He jockied aside until he was
directly in front of the gunman. The
cool blade of the knife slid down his
palm until it rested along his fingers.
They tensed, held the sharp edge firmly.
Range’s arm swung easily—forward
and back, forward and back. Then he
threw!

On the backward swing, his fingers
arced up. The sweep of his arm gave
momentum to the blade. It shot back,
straight and true.

Louie yowled. Range spun lithely,
swinging. He caught a fleeting glimpse
of the haft of the knife protruding from
Louie’s shoulder. Then his homy fist
snapped the gunman’s head back. Louie
folded to the floor. Range grabbed his

growled Louie.
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gun instinctively, jerked out the knife.

Capelli squealed and scuttled for the
door. Range slugged him with the gun
barrel, caught him as he fell and sped
out the door. . . .

When Capelli came to he was in
Range's room, bound and gagged.
Range stood before him, flexing a pair
of bull pliers. He was swift, ruthless.
He let the jaws of the pliers settle on
Capelli’s swart nose, tightened them ex-
perimentally. Capelli writhed and
groaned.

Range said grimly, “Who killed Don-
lon? Who are you working for? WTiy
does your boss want the skyscraper job
to fold?”

Capelli’s coffee-colored flesh bulged.
His feet beat a frenzied tattoo on the
floor. Range pulled the gag from his
mouth. “Talk!” he rasped.

“lI—1 don’t know, Range!” Capelli
gasped for air. “lI take orders from
Louie or Jake, th’ guy that runs the sa-
loon. T-they’re working for somebody
else. Jake puts dope in th’ booze to
make the men sick. |’'m supposed to
steal tools or break ’em, put sand in
th’ oil, make trouble.”

Range’s lips twisted. He knew Ca-
pelli was telling the truth. He crammed
(he gag back, switched out the lights
and drove his battered roadster to a big,
graystone mansion on 86th Street.

“Come in, Bill, come in,” greeted
George Breen, chopping plump legs for-
ward. “Glad you called. Haven't been
here for ages. Why don’t you take pity
on an old man?”

That was for the butler who had ad-
mitted Range, and as soon as he’d gone,
Breen’s double chins sobered. “What
is it, Bill? Trouble?”

“You didn’t think this was a social
call, did you? You hired me to do some
detective work on the job, didn’t you?”

Breen sighed. “All right, Bill. What
did you learn?”

“There’s been perfect weather since

you broke ground, yet the job is ten
days behind schedule. You know that.
Men sick. Tools breaking or disap-
pearing. What you don’t know is this:
Curly Donlon was murdered today.
Youve been informed that he fell?
Well, I'm telling you that he fell be-
cause he was shot. Murder, Mr. Breen.
You were right in sending for me.”

D REEN S chins grew pale. He shook
iJ jjjg jieacj dazedly and reached for a
whiskey decanter. “W-what—"
“Never mind. 1’'m not asking for
help. I don’t think I’ll need it. The
only reason | came here was to get your
promise to look after Mary Donlon if
anything happens to me. Will you?”
Breen’s plump hand found Range’s.
“You know I1°d do that, Bill, without
your asking.”
“Thanks then, and so long.
to be moving.”
Breen waddled

|’ve got

to the door with

Range. “Look, m’boy, I'’ll tell you a
secret. Breen & Beucker, Inc., have
their backs against the wall. 1 know,

I know, Bill, we’re supposed to be a
rock-solid firm. Ha! 1 tell you, Bill,
if this job isn’t finished on time, I’ll be
back on the bottom. We all will. We’ll
lose everything we’ve worked and
struggled for. If we do that, Bill, Il
have to break my promise to take care
of Mary Donlon. [I’ll be lucky if I can
take care of myself. | hate to—"

“l get it,” said Range. “I figured
things were black.” His gray eyes were
chips of dry ice. “So now | have to
save the whole damned company to
save Mary!” . . .

Range drove back to his rooming
house, swinging blocks out of his way
to pass the job. It was dark now, and
the skeleton’s cold arms were spidery
against the sky. On the ground shad-
owy forms moved silently. Range
pulled into the curb and vaulted from
the roadster.
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“Stay where you are,” sang a voice,
and a flashlight beam centered on
Range. “Oh, you, Bill. Whaddya
want?”

Range recognized the unkempt hair
and straggling mustache of the night
watchman, Barney Mince.

“What goes on?” asked Range softly.

Mince spat tobacco juice in a yellow
stream. “Unloading cement, is all.
Them’s Acme Rock Company men.”

“Thanks,” said Range and went back
to his car. He drove two blocks to a
telephone, dialed swiftly. Pop Timms
answered. He didn’t sound cordial.

“Pop, do you check every load of
cement that’s dumped off at the job?”

“Hell, yes. Why?”

“Did you check what’s coming off

tonight?”
“Tonight! There ain’t none bein™—"”
“The hell there isnt,” snapped
Range. “Get over there and see.”
“l don’t—"

“You’ll get it,” said Range, and in
short, staccato sentences he told what
had happened thus far. Pop Timms
was cursing lividly when he finished.

“So that’s why we ain’t makin’ time?
By God, Bill, you’ve got something. If
those monkeys have been unloading at
night, it means they’re throwing in in-
ferior materials. 1’ll have to test every
square inch we poured.”

“Do it fast, Pop. If that foundation
is like I think it is, it’s ice cream. And
Jacob Horton of Acme will have some
tall talking to do. If he didnt kill
Curly himself, he damn’ well knows
who did. Get the goods on him and
he’ll crack. 1’'m going to do some more
work on Capelli. He doesn't know
much, but he might be able to lead me
somewhere.”

But in that much Bill Range was in
error. When be stopped in front of his
rooming house, a shadow flitted across
the opaque glass in the doorway; and
when Range opened the door, the

shadow resolved itself into a chunky
man and a gun.

“Bill Range, ain’t you?”

Range nodded, and the chunky man
called over his shoulder, “Got him, boys.

. . Okay, pal. Upstairs.”

Range obeyed the gun, setting him-
self for swift action; but the “boys” at
the top of the stairs were policemen this
time. And the reason for their presence
was Capelli. He was still tied to the
chair, but now his olive-skinned fea-
tures were set and wooden. His fore-
head was a mass of gore. At his feet,
bloodstained, were Bill Range’s bull
pliers.

“Tipped off, buddy,” said the chunky
man. “Somebody ratted on you fast.”

Bill Range didn’t answer. His mind
was moving too fast. And then he was,
too.

"1 'HE cops never expected him to

make a break. He caught them nap-
ping. A mighty push sentthe chunky de-
tective bowling into two others. Range
dived for the door to the bedroom,
slammed it behind him and climbed
the fire escape and started to climb—
not down, but up. An ordinary person
heads for the ground; a lineman heads
for the top. Range, like a huge, agile
monkey, swung up to the roof and over.
The cops who pounded after him looked
down for precious seconds before they
realized what had happened. And by
that time Bill Range was a block away,
jumping from roof to roof. The only
thing he could do now was get to Pop
Timms and speed up the analyses of the
cement. Only tangible evidence would
satisfy the police.

The first time Range had approached
the job that night he’d done it openly;
this time he did it stealthily. He slipped
through the ropes that held back the
sidewalk kibitzers during the day and
flitted silently to the blue-print shack
from whose window shone a pale gleam
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of light. Range raised his eyes to the
window level and peeked in. Barney
Mince was talking agitatedly on the
telephone.

Range drew back and moved toward

the door. His feet struck something
soft and vyielding, and he almost
sprawled. He bent over, sucked in his

breath tightly. It was Pop Timms, and
his head was crushed like an egg shell.
Sticky gore, not yet cold, stained
Range’s fingers. He winced. He had
sent honest old Pop Timms to his death.
Range saw red. He arose and charged
into the blue-print shack.

“Hurry!” Barney Mince was crying.
“You've got to get him out of here, pro-
tect me—"

And that was all. A short, trip-ham-
mer hook jolted from Range’s waist.
Barney Mince slumped like a wet rag.

Range bound and gagged him. Some-
one had been called. Someone would
be coming. And that someone would
be the man who had killed Curly Don-
lon.

Range acted. He circled the con-
crete foundation of the skyscraper,
tamping here and there with the butt
of Barney Mince’s pistol, cursing. It
was a miracle that the ponderous mass
of steel stayed upright. The mixture
in the side walls crumbled like pepper-
mint candy. Even the inspectors must
have been fixed.

Range whirled back to the shack,
eyes roving for anything that might be
called evidence. Suddenly they cen-
tered on a square that had been sawed
out of the roof. Bill Range grunted.
That was screwy. That was wrong. All
wrong. Why would anyone saw a trap-
door in the blue print shack?

Then he saw a pair of wooden horse's
and a plank. They were wrong, too,
in there. They could only be used for
one thing. Bill Range used them for
it, and in a trice he was pushing aside
the trapdoor. He peered into the night

at the silhouette of the skyscraper, vis-
ible luminously against the moon.

And then he had the answer!

For seconds he froze there, staring,
then he moved again. There was one
thing that would prove him right or
wrong. The steel skeleton. He started
out the door.

Then he paused. Suppose someone
responded to Barney Mince’s phone
call. Range bit his lip. Then his eyes
spied an open box of dynamite—or
what was left of a box. But he needed
only a stick or two. That would be
enough to intimidate anyone. Range
stuffed a stick into his pocket and raced
for the ’scraper.

Every muscle of his lithe body syn-
chronized. He rose effortlessly, story
after story, rapidly, quietly. But so in-
tent was he that he failed to hear the
furtive movements behind and below.

The moon rode high now, and sil-
houetted against it on the talon-like
structure were two figures. The long,
smoothly-moving form of Range was a
story above the thick chest and pon-
derous shoulders of the second. In the
first there was the flowing precision of
perfectly conditioned muscles. In the
other there was brute strength, grim
determination and animal cunning.
Both men climbed to the same destina-

tion. One climbed to avenge a murder.
The other climbed to commit mur-
der.

D AN G E was breathing rapidly when
1V jie gaine(j the point where he and
Curly Donlon had been working, but
his pulse pounded from more than his
exertions. He was about to check the
final clue in his wild theory.

Below him the pursuing figure halted,
waiting cannily until he had recovered
breath.

Range stood motionless for a mo-
ment, orienting himself. Then he as-'
sumed, as nearly as he could recall, the
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exact position he had occupied beside
Donlon. The ghost of his memory
walked again, and he could see it all
once more in his mind’s eye.

He saw Donlon lean out, signal the
winch runner. He saw the rivets arc
up. He heard again the eerie whine and
“bing.”

Range shook his head. Then he
arose keeping his gaze centered on the
spot which Curly Donlon’s head had oc-
cupied when the bullet struck. He
pulled a flash from his pocket, but he
wouldn’t have needed it. The moon-
light was strong, and the mark was
clear. A bullet scar, the sound of which
was the “bing.” It was what Bill Range
had expected to find, and it was where
he had expected to find it. But there
was no triumph in him. He felt sud-
denly tired again. He’d never convince
ajury.

The silent figure below him swung
into action again, heaved upward.
Range’s back was toward him, unaware,
unprotected.  One swift push would
send him hurtling after Donlon.

The figure inched closer, still preserv-
ing the death-like silence. His arm
came over the side of the girder and
raised his heavy torso. He flung a leg
up. Then he was astride, toes locked
firmly. Range was only six feet away,
standing upright, relaxed, careless.

Below a car rushed through the
street. Somewhere a whistle tooted.
The moon shone brightly.

The man behind Range pulled him-
self stealthily along the girder. One
huge hand reached out, groping. An-
other inch and it closed on the lineman’s
ankle.

Bill Range moved with the instinctive
precision of years of tower building and

line work. Every muscle did its ap-
pointed task. Every nerve answered its
summons. The mere heat of the man’s

groping hand seemed to communicate
itself to Range’s brain, and at the

touch, Range flung himself headlong
on the girder, winding both arms around
it, straining against the iron grip on
his ankle.

A gigantic effort and he was free.
He reversed his position liquidly, and
now both men were astride the girder,
facing each other. Below curses
sounded suddenly.

“You meddling fool!” rasped the bull
voice of the man opposite Range. An
automatic jumped into his thick fist.
“This time I won’t miss. They’ll pick
you out of the concrete tomorrow.”

Bill Range stared death in the face
surely this time, and even as he did, his
lips twisted and his eyes got reckless.

“Look!” he challenged, hand dart-
ing to his pocket and back. “Dyna-
mite! If I fall with it, this crum-
my concrete will blast like dust. They’ll
pick me out of it, sure. But they’ll
pick you out of it too, Beucker!”

Beucker’s finger went lax on the
trigger. He stared at the stick of dy-
namite, held carelessly by Range. He
was fascinated.

Range’s voice whipped flatly. “You
engineered this whole thing. You
wanted the firm to go bankrupt so you
could buy it up cheap. You got Horton
to substitute bad cement. You’re both
guilty, but you’re the boss. And you
might have got away with it. Who
would suspect one of the partners?”
Range leaned forward, dangling the dy-
namite at arm’s length. “But you
slipped when you missed me and killed
Curly Donlon, Beucker. You shot him
from the trapdoor in the roof of the
blue-print shanty. Look! There’s the
mark of the bullet on the girder. It’sa
foot higher than Donlon’s head was
when he stood. Do you know what
that means? ... It means he was
shot from an angle—down! Not
straight across from an office in the
Acme Rock Company  building.
Beucker,” rasped Range, “l’ve Kkilled
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rats that were better specimens than
you! Get going. |’m giving you to
the cops. Or else!” Range waved the
dynamite.

EUCKER licked his lips. His blue-
stubbled chin trembled. He knew
there was no bluff in Bill Range.

“Look, let’s talk this over. Name
your figure, Bill. There’s plenty in this
for us both. Look, I'm going to have
this whole racket for myself. Get it?
You’re the best construction man in the

business, I’'m the best engineer. To-
gether—"

Range’s voice was a thick whisper.
“Get going!”

Sweat started on Beucker’s forehead.
He moved with alacrity. They began
the perilous descent.

“Don’t slip,” warned Range. “I
might go haywire.”

“l w-wont,” panted Beucker.

Slowly they descended. Gradually
the images of the men on the ground
grew sharper. They were on the sixth
story when Range recognized Louie and
Jacob Horton in the clear moonlight.
Louie recognized him at the same time.

“Hey! You okay, boss?”

Beucker darted a glance at Range.
“Okay! Don’t do nothing.”
Range laughed harshly.

ing you out, boys!”

Louie cursed and tugged a revolver
from a shoulder holster. It. had a si-
lencing device on the barrel, and the
sound of his first slug whining upwards
was no more than a husky cough.

“He’s sell-

“Dont!” croaked Beucker. “For
God’s sake! He’s loaded with dyna-
mite. If he falls the whole works will

go.
“Liar!” screamed Louie. He raised

his gun again, laid the barrel on the arm
that Range had knifed and which was
now encased in bandages. The cradled
revolver spoke again.

“My God!” groaned Beucker.

“You’ll kill us all!
thing.
other’s favor.
something out.”

“Not with me!” snapped Range.
“And now, as long as Breen and Mary
Donlon won’t suffer, 1 don’t care what
happens. Go on, you little greaseball,”
he raved at Louie. “Shoot me! This
foundation is ice cream. I’ll take you
all to hell!”

Louie sneered and squeezed the trig-
ger again. He wasn’t accustomed to
the giant havoc that dynamite wreaks.
He was bent on killing both Range and
Beucker. Beucker saw it and cringed.
Jacob Horton’s dapper figure stumbled
away, running wildly. He knew about
dynamite.

Both Range and Beucker were open
targets. Six stories is a long way to
fall, but not far to shoot. Louie couldn’t
miss, aiming the way he was. A slug
knocked Beucker down. He groveled
on the girder, coughing and cursing.
“Dynamite! Dynamite, you fool!”

Then his strength seeped from him.
He rolled sickeningly and plunged into
space.

Bill Range whirled and sped across
the girder, ducked behind an upright.
He hadn’t been bluffing. He had been
ready, almost eager, to die if he could
have taken Curly Donlon’s killer with
him. But now, with Beucker gone,
sense returned to him. He huddled be-
hind the wupright, looking for some
means of escape.

Ten feet out in space a huge hawser
dangled. It was used to haul up the
riveting machines. Range gauged it
carefully. An inch to either side meant
disaster, and even if he caught it
squarely, he’d be exposed to Louie’s

Breen’ll get every-
He and | are insured in each
Wait! We can work

fire. His only alternative was to out-
wait him.
“Lam hell!” yelled Louie at Jacob

Horton who was now well away from
the building and screaming for him to
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follow, “This is the guy that’ll finger
us to the cops. We gotta get him.”

Range grimaced and peered around
the girder. He started to shove the
dynamite back into his pocket. The
hand that supported him on the frame
was forgotten—by him, but not by
Louie. Louie sighted carefully, and his
gun coughed again.

A roar burst from Bill Range’s
throat. Louie’s slug had cut a hot,
acrid furrow along his arm. His in-
stinctive recoil made him teeter, almost
lose balance.

So it was kill or be killed!

Range rocked with fury. The hand
with the dynamite came back out of
his pocket. The job would have to be
torn down anyway, and with Beucker’s
insurance, Breen would be able to start
again on the level.

“You asked for it!” bellowed Range.

Then he whipped back his arm and
flung the stick of dynamite up and out
with all his strength. He had to beat it
to the ground.

Bill Range didnt miss the hawser.
He hit it squarely, both hands and one
leg wrapping around it automatically.
Then he was a dark blur, burning flesh
and trousers as he slid down the rope.

He practically fell, but even so the
dynamite beat him by split seconds.
But he had put power into the heave,

and the explosion was far behind him.

Range hit the ground running. Be-
hind him the skeleton trembled. The
supports strained. The concrete crum-
bled. Tons of steel rended and ground
from their mooring.

Louie had at last heeded Horton’s
warning and was in full flight. But a
glance back over Range’s shoulder told
the husky lineman that he was safe and
Louie was doomed. Louie was running
in the opposite direction from Range.
The wrong way! The skeleton was
collapsing directly in the line of his
flight. He was caught. Steel fingers
were reaching for him.

Range stopped. Safe, he watched
the ponderous mass gather momentum
and then plunge earthward. Louie was
under it all. Louie and Beucker and
Barney Mince and Pop Timms.

Bill Range staggered like a man re-
covering from a nightmare. Slowly he
turned away.

It was finished. Curly’s killers had
paid. Jacob Horton was still free, but
all Range needed to do was walk around
the debris and catch him. Horton was
shivering, unable to move.

Range shook his head groggily. Some-
day he would tell little Curly how it
had happened. Some day when little
Curly was beside him . high above
the crime and treachery of the city.
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THE ALIBI THAT UJfIS TOO AIR-TIGHT

By W. T. BALLARD

Author of “Letter of the Law," etc.

AVANT was a big guy and good-
L looking. That’s what started all
the real trouble. He was too

good looking and he had a way with
women. The feud started a long time
back—maybe five or six years ago—
when they were both kids. Dan Hag-
gar wasn’t exactly ugly and he didn’t
have a ready tongue in his head.

There was a girl named Marta who
lived down on the corner of Third Ave-
nue and Fourth Street over her father’s
delicatessen. She was a small girl with
nice brown hair and big wistful eyes
that looked too large for the small face.

She liked to
dance and La-

tion and was appointed to the harbor
precinct. By that time Lavant was run-
ning around with Al Frost and his mob
of hoodlums, making a minor name for
himself but managing to keep his name
off the police blotter.

Haggar was a rookie and a good one,
but he wasn’t brilliant and Lavant and
his pals took part of their entertainment
from baiting him. It was about the same
time that Haggar and Marta had a fight.

They fought because Haggar ob-
jected to her dancing with Lavant.
Maybe if he had been older the fight
wouldn’t have occurred, but it did occur
and the girl began going around with
Lavant.

Lavant had an alibi, the best alibi in the

world—that was the trouble with it!

vant could

shake a mean
hoof. Not that he took her to dances—
Dan Haggar did that—but Lavant used
to dance with her and one night he took
her home.

Dan didn’t say anything about it
then, but he met Lavant down by the
docks the next afternoon and sailed into
him. Lavant outweighed him thirty
pounds and he’d been running around
with Sailor Kelly who was quite a wel-
terweight.

Lavant had learned to box and Hag-
gar hadn’t. Lavant cut the smaller boy
to ribbons with his hard fists and left
him bruised and bleeding on the rough
planks of the dock. That fight started
the feud, but it didn’t end it.

At heart Lavant was a bully and he
took delight in annoying Haggar in any
way he could.

Two years later Dan Haggar stood
for the cops, passed the board examina-

98

She’d grown up into a pretty kid by
this time and had a job at the Desmond
Drug Company. A regular young lady
who bought her clothes on the Avenue
and dressed like any of the girls work-
ing in offices.

Haggar was making his rounds one
night, far down toward the docks, when
he noticed a car with its motor running.

When he got close enough he saw
that there was a girl under the wheel.
He didn’t recognize her until he paused,
and he realized that it was Marta.

He said curiously: “What are you
doing here, kid?”

She flared at him.
your business.”

“Maybe it is.” He looked around.

One of the windows in the warehouse
at his back was open, and he heard sud-
den sounds from within. He glanced at
the girl and saw her face, showing
whitely in the dusky interior of the car,
then he turned, walked over to the win-

“That’s none of
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dow and swung through it.

I |E heard her call his name sharply,
her voice carrying clearly through
the stillness of the night. There was
the- scuffle of feet from the floor above.
He loosened his gun and started up the
stairway. He never reached the top.

For something came down from the
darkness above, striking him a heavy
blow and knocking him backwards from
the steps, to land unconscious on the
concrete floor below.

When he came to an hour later he
found a heavy packing case across his
legs. The building was strangely silent.
One leg was broken, but he managed to
drag himself to a phone in the office and
give an alarm. The cops picked up the
girl. The watchman had been slugged
and it was doubtful if he would recover.

The girl had refused to talk and shed
drawn a year in the women’s state re-
formatory. When she came out Hag-
gar was at the gate waiting for her. No
one knew what was said between them.
All the world knew was that he drove
with her to the nearest town and mar-
ried her.

Haggar thought that he was through
with Lavant then. Lavant had gone
east. Someone said he was in Chicago;
some said New York. He was gone for
six months and then he came back, more
flashily dressed than ever, better satis-
fied with himself. But he no longer
danced.

For some place, someone had drawn
a sharp knife across the tendons of his
left leg, leaving him with a little limp.
He started to go to picture shows in-
stead. He’d see some of them three and
four times.

Haggar was a sergeant now—a detec-
tive. Crime had decreased in his dis-
trict, but with the return of Lavant,
crime was again on the increase.

The boys who hung around the docks
whispered that Lavant was playing up

to Haggar’s wife, that he met her
secretly in the afternoons and that they
spent much time together in the dusk of
the neighborhood motion picture the-
aters. If any of these whispers reached
Haggar’s ears he gave no sign.

They’d met on the street one day.

Lavant sneered: “Hello, flatfoot.
How’s your jaii-bird wife?”

Haggar hadn’t answered directly.
He’d said: “The climate’s better out
east. You should have stayed there.”

Lavant laughed. “It’s healthy
enough for me, copper. Between you
and me and that window over there |’ve
pulled four jobs since I've been back,
and not one of you guys can lay a finger
on me. You’re not smart enough, see.
I could rob that store next to the police

station and get away with it. In fact
I think | will.”
Haggar hadn’t answered. A week

later the little candy store next to the
police station was held up, the aged
proprietor slugged. A pick-up order
went out for Lavant and it was Hag-
gar’s job to bring him in.

He found him in Reilly’s cocktail bar.
He said: “Come on, | want you,” and
Lavant had laughed at him.

“What for, copper? You can’t pin
that candy holdup on me.”

Haggar’s face was emotionless. He
said: “Orders are to bring you in.
Come on. I'm hoping you’ll make
trouble so | can take you in feet first.”

Lavant had climbed off his stool, still
laughing. “I'’ll save you trouble. |
know how the neighborhood’ talking.
I know every one thinks | pulled that
job. Let them think so. Because | got
an alibi—the best alibi in the world.
Old Reilly, here. | was asleep in his
back room all evening. | had too much
to drink and he put me on the couch
himself. Didn’t you, Reilly?”

T TAGGAR turned and looked toward
the old man. He had known him
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for years and he knew that Reilly was
honest, that Reilly was no friend of La-
vants. And Reilly nodded.

But the orders were to bring Lavant
in. Haggar took him in and saw him
released an hour later.

Lavant laughed as he passed Hag-
gar in the hall. “Why don’t you give
up, copper?”

Haggar didn’t answer. He went back
to Reilly’s, although he did not drink,
and there he talked to the old man and
Reilly said: “Shur-r-re and | never
was so sur-rprised in my life, for if
Lavant has one virtue it’s sobriety.”

So Haggar had gone into the back
room and examined it. There was only
one window and that window opened
onto the air shaft and there was another
window opposite—a window which
opened into the washroom of the mo-
tion picture theater next door.

Haggar stared at it thoughtfully,
then he went out and around to the
theater. A man could have slipped
across that air shaft; a man could have
left by the theater, pulled a holdup and

returned. A man could have done it on
Wednesday night ... a man as active
as Lavant.

He went over to the box office and
talked to the girl. Then he went to the
manager and talked to him. From then
on Haggar posted himself in front of
the theater. He waited there one day

. two days . three days. And
on the third day he saw his wife pause
for a moment to look at the gailv-col-
ored stills and then pay her admission
and disappear.

A few minutes later Lavant came
strolling down the street. He paused
before the theater and glanced around.
Then he stepped up to the window and
bought his ticket.

Haggar followed him into the dark
house, paused at the head of the seats.
It was light enough that he could see
the big man as he sought a seat. Then
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he eased down the aisle and moved into
the row behind Lavant.

It was the middle of the picture and
Haggar sat patiently as Garbo learned
to smile in Ninotchka. But if his mind
was on the picture he gave no sign, for
he laughed not at all, sitting there silent
in the darkness. Finally the picture
ended.

Announcements of coming attrac-
tions were made and then a voice came
over a microphone: “This theater is
offering a new form of entertainment.
A form which ties in pictures with our
bank club idea. Instead of drawing a
number from a drum in order to select
a winner of our twenty-five hundred
dollar pool, we have installed a camera
in our box office.

“This camera, each Wednesday eve-
ning, takes a picture of one of our
guests as he or she steps up to the box
office to buy a ticket. In a moment we
are going to flash onto the screen the
picture of the lucky winner which was
taken last Wednesday evening.

“If the winner is in the audience he
must come up to the stage within one
minute of the time his picture appears.
Are you ready, ladies and gentlemen!
Then here’s the picture of the lucky
winner. The picture which was taken
last Wednesday evening.”

"THE screen lighted up and suddenly

before them appeared a picture of
Lavant, smiling a little, one hand ex-
tended, holding the money for the pur-
chase of his ticket.

The big man in front of Haggar
started. The detective could see his
shoulders jerk, then he sat back, hesi-
tating. There was a woman at his side.
She nudged him quickly.

“Hurry. You've got only a minute
to get up to the stage. You've got to
get up there to claim your prize.” She
raised her voice and it sounded clearly
in the theater. “Here’s the winner.
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Hurry up.”

Lavant got slowly to his feet. He
stumbled out into the dark aisle and
started down it toward the stage. Hag-
gar slipped from his seat, but he chose
to go in the opposite direction and he
came down the side aisle toward the
stage, his body almost unseen in the
darkness.

Lavant had reached the steps and
climbed them. The announcer at the
mike said: “Give us a spot, please.

Let the audience take a good look at the
lucky winner.” The spot came on from
the control booth, its white light cutting
down through the darkness to bathe La-
vant in its clear-cut brilliance.

He blinked, trying to look directly
into it. Haggar had reached the steps
and climbed them quickly. Due to the
spotlight Lavant didn’t see him until
the detective was almost at his side.
Then Haggar spoke.

“Hello, Lavant.
luck’s holding.”

The big man swung around snarling
like some trapped animal. “My luck.
It’s your luck, copper. You’re lucky as
hell. I had an alibi that would have
held up in any court in the land. How
was | to know they had a camera hidden
in that lobby? How was | to know that
they snapped my picture when | was
coming back into the theater after the
holdup last Wednesday? But see if
your luck’ll stop this—” He ripped a
gun from his pocket and would have
fired point-blank at Haggar. But he
never had a chance.

For one of the police officers, planted
in the wings, fired once, the bullet strik-
ing Lavant’s® chest. The big gun
dropped from the man’s hand. He went
down slowly to one knee, then onto his
face, his big body still outlined in the
spotlight.

And the inspector repeated Lavant’s
words. “You’re lucky, Haggar. You
were lucky that the theater owner was

Glad to see your
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using that picture gag. You were lucky
that, out of all the hundreds that went
into that theater Wednesday night,
Lavant was the one to have his picture
taken. And you were lucky that he
chose to go to the picture show tonight.
Mind you, I’'m not criticising you. It
was good work and lucky cops are a
fine ming to have, but as to promo-
tion—1 don’t know— Luck might not
always be with you.”

And Haggar’s wife, standing there by
her husband’s side, spoke. She had had
little to say since she had come out of
the women’s prison, but she said it now.

“It wasn't luck, Inspector,” she said.
“He planned it.”

The inspector didn’t understand. He
said:

“How could he plan it?”

She said: “That picture wasn’t
taken Wednesday night, Inspector.
That picture was taken tonight, two or
three hours ago when Lavant stepped
up to the box office to buy his ticket.
The theater officials cooperated. They
rushed the development of the film.
They helped Lavant trap himself.”

The inspector drew a quick breath.
“But still it was luck that Lavant went

to that theater tonight. He might
never have entered it.”

She blushed a little then. She said:
“That wasn’t luck, either. | helped a

Lavant’s been trying
to get me to meet him. | agreed to meet
him tonight — to met him inside the
theater.” She buried her face.

The inspector was thanking her. She
told him: “Don’t thank me. |
should have talked once before. |
should have helped you then, but | was
stubborn, and after I came out my hus-
band wouldn’t let me help. But tonight
I made him.” And the Haggars
turned and went away, and the in-
spector, looking after them, wondered
to himself, the lucky stiff. 1 think he’s
the winner after all.

little, Inspector.



COP WITHOUT fl COnSCIENCE

By C. S. MONTANYE

Author of “When Murder Means Money,” etc.

two of them in the honeymoon flat
Tim Daly rented on the south side
of town. Along about June the follow-
ing year little Miss Daly made her ap-
pearance and Tim, plain-clothes man
with the Homicide Squad, bought the
drinks and cigars.  This morning, one
year later to the minute, he swung into
headquarters with more on his mind
than his baby’s birth-
day.
Daly
through
room and
spector Dan Boyle’s
private office. Boyle,
a big hulk of a cop
who had battered his
way up from the
ranks, sat with a tele-
phone receiver glued
to his ear. He grunted answers, scrib-
bled on a pad and finally hung up.
Boyle looked at the best detective on
his squad. Tim Daly’s bright blue eyes

IN the beginning there were just the

hurried
the squad
into In-

Tim Daly was this kind of a cop:

and isn’t expected to pull through.”
“That’s good news,” Daly said.
“They say he’s been delirious,” Boyle

went on, “but he’s coming out of it

now. | was just talking to the doctor in
charge. It’ll be all right for you to go
in.”

“So an ordinary heap did what you,
me and the rest of the boys in the
back room couldnt manage,” Daly

grinned. “Nice going.”
“*Going’ is right.”
The Inspector wagged
a stubby finger.
“Trayne’s a religious
rat. He’s already
asked for a priest.
Now’s your chance. If
he’s ever going to talk
this is the time.”
“What’s the medi-
co’sname?”

“Goddard.”

“I’'m practically at Barry’s bedside,”
Daly said, heading for the door.

The room was on the third floor of

he packed dynamite in both his

fists. When he had a tough case, a hard fight, that’s how he’d handle

it: he’d give out with that dynamite in his two fists!

focused on his chief’s red, round face.
Daly stood poised beside the desk. He
was tall, slim, deceptively built. Until
he went into action it was hard to re-
alize he packed the strength he did.
Daly was like a wire spring, coiled and
resilient, with dynamite in either fist.
Boyle grunted again and tapped the
pad in front of him. “Get over to the
General Hospital as fast as you can.
Barry Trayne got run over last night

the hospital. Queer, Daly had been
there exactly a year ago, pacing that
same corridor he now hurried down.
But on such a different occasion. Then
a life was coming into being. Now a
punk was going out.

A nice looking girl in starched white
uniform blocked him at the door. She
had crisp brown hair and long-lashed
eyes. They questioned Daly mutely.

“Headquarters,” he said briefly,
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showing his “Dr. Goddard
around?”

“You must be Mr. Daly. You can go
in. The doctor said Inspector Boyle
was sending you over.”

“Thanks.”

He walked into a sunny room. There
was a seven foot screen sectioned
around a white iron bed, Daly glanced
quickly at the chart at its foot and went
in behind the screen.

Barry Trayne lay on his back, his
eyes closed. He seemed scarcely to
breathe. There were no bandages
around his head so Daly figured his in-
juries were internal. From the way the
blanket was placed Trayne looked flat-
tened out and all caved in.

He had a long, aquiline face, a putty-
colored complexion. Part of his nose
had been chipped off in some past fra-
cas and repaired plastically. He had a
small, cruel mouth and little, tight ears.
His black hair showed no trace of gray
and the hands, with their long fingers,
lay motionless along the blanket.

Tim Daly’s face hardened. He didn’t
like to see anyone check out, but this
rat certainly had it coming. A partner
of the notorious Gondolfo brothers,
Barry Trayne’s reign of terror in the
underworld had extended over too many
years. There would be few to weep over

badge.

his passing. No one, possibly, but Sid
Gondolfo and Maxie, the infamous
older brother.

Daly prodded Trayne’s shoulder.

“Wake up, Barry. There’s a pal of
yours here to see you.”

CLOWLY the closed eyes cracked
# open. They squinted up at Daly.
Recognition gradually dawned in their
depths.

“Who’s the pal, copper?”

“Me, naturally.” Daly leaned over
him. “1 took a look at your chart.
You're going fast, Barry. | stopped
around to hear what you’ve got to
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say.”

“What have | got to say, copper?”

“Plenty. You’re not going to cash in
with Joel Sherman’s blood on your soul!
Wherever you’re headed, you want to
get there clean. You know it and |
know it.”

“Clean!” Trayne echoed faintly.

Daly bent closer. He forced his
mind, his strength and his personality
into the words that followed:

“You and the Gondolfo pair en-
gineered the Sherman snatch! You
took the old man to that shack down the

river. You kept him there until you got
the eighty G’s you asked for. Then you
got yellow. You got scared. You cut

his throat and dumped him in the
stream. You did that, didn’t you?”

Daly was vaguely conscious of the
nurse in the background. He waited
tensely, breathing in the ether fumes
still clinging to Trayne. The lids of the
squinting eyes began to close like cur-
tains falling on a drama nearly con-
cluded.

“Yes, that’s right. Bumped the old
geezer and shoved him in the river!”

Daly felt a pulse quicken and ham-
mer within him. “You and Sid and
Maxie?”

“The three of us—”

“What became of the ransom dough?

Where is it? Not a dollar ever showed
up! Where did you hide the cash,
Barry?”

He waited, rigid, bent in the same
tense, taut position. The putty-colored
lids closed altogether and a tremor
passed through the broken body. The
small, shapeless lips opened, twitching
as if to form words. The head lolled
to one side on the immaculate pillow.

“Father Martin—told me—to tell
you. Sid—has—hot—coin—"

A gasp ended the statement. The
nurse’s hand touched Daly’s arm.

“You’d better go now.”

The hard expression faded from
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Daly’s face. A flash of anticipation
and satisfaction swept across it. For
one more minute he looked at Barry
Trayne. Then he nodded.

“Yeah, Fd better go.”

The nurse walked with him to the
door. Daly was vaguely conscious
again of her good looks. Sort of for-
eign, with her long-lashed dark eyes
and dusky, olive skin.

“Looks like he’s all through. What’s
your name?”

“Roselli.”

“Okay and thanks.”

Boyle listened to what Daly said,
but not with the same expectancy the
other showed in his tone, gestures and
the cold, steely glint in his blue eyes.

“So what, Tim? We’ve known for
months that the Gondolfos with Trayne
bumped old Sherman. Trayne confesses
it on his death bed. Fine, but where’s
your evidence?”

“You mean a jury wouldn’t believe
a dying man’s statement?”

Boyle grunted. “With a smart
mouthpiece defending the Gondolfo in-
terests? The statement would never
get in the records. As a matter of fact
there isn’t any case.”

“Nuts!” Daly said
“What more do you want?”

The inspector tipped back in his
swivel chair. His mouth compressed.
The tips of his stubby fingers joined.
He looked like an overgnnvn school
boy who had been out in the sun too
long.

“Some of the Sherman ransom
money!  Some of those numbered,
marked bills!”

“Okay, I'll get 'em for you!”

“You’lll—what?” The swivel chair
creaked as Boyle came erect. “Nix!
Not you, Timmy! This aint a case
for you to monkey around with. You’re
a married man with a kid. 1’1l give it
to Johnson or Swann.”

“Meaning,” Daly put in shortly, “if

disgustedly.
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they get hurt the department won’t
have to pay off a widow?”

“Smart guy.” Boyle laughed. *“So
you tell them to come in here on your
way out. | want to talk to them.”

PAALY'’S jaw began to protrude. He
*- stuck his hand in his pocket and
pulled out the badge he had shown the
nurse at the hospital. The blue eyes
went bleak.

“Either | get this case or you get the
brooch!”

“Timmy—"~

“l mean it! | wasted eight valuable
weeks trying to tie up the Sherman
snatch with the Gondolfos. All | got
out of it was a sneer from Sid and a
laugh from Maxie. | didn’t catch up
with Trayne until a few minutes ago,
when all the life was rubber-tired out

of him. This is my chance and I'm
going after it! If 1 don’t™ I'm all
through with this racket. [1’ll get my-

self a nice, quiet, safe job delivering
milk or washing automobiles some-
where.”

“But, Tim—"

“You heard me! You think I'm after
glory and newspaper headlines, but
you’re wrong. It’s satisfaction | want!
It’s smearing a couple of old fashioned
toughies and putting them where they
belong! It’s evening up with myself
for a lot of disappointments and cold
nights down blind alleys!”

“That’s enough!” Boyle’s voice
snapped. “I’'m trying to do you a favor
and you’re shooting off your big yap
about it! You know what the Gondol-
fos are. They’re no small time, small
town gunmen. They’re five star killers.
They’re dangerous, they’re deadly and
before they’re tucked away there’s go-
ing to be a lot of good red blood spilled
around. Do you want it to be yours?”

“Yes!”

Inspector Boyle sighed and shook his
massive head. “Okay, then. What can
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I do with a stubborn, stupid lug like
you? You asked for it and now you’re
going to get it. Go on out and get your
lunch.”

When Daly, smiling a little, shut the
office door behind him, Boyle picked
up the telephone.

“Get me Mrs.
operator on duty.

He liked to play with the baby when
he got home and was off duty and could
relax. He liked to tickle her pink feet,
ride her around on his back. He liked
to rough house with her so that Marge
would come in from the kitchen and
protest violently. But tonight he had
things to think about and Marge, too,
seemed preoccupied and moody.

“1 won’t be home until after eleven,
maybe later,” Daly told her, when din-
ner was over.

“Case?”

“Yeah, just going to smell around a
little.”

“What kind of case?”

Daly glanced at the prefty face across
the table. The russet hair, sea-green
eyes, the tiny, tip-tilted nose with the
three freckles he loved and the scarlet
patch of the curved mouth. He winced
inwardly, somberly dressing her in
black before his mood changed. He
smiled thinly. He wasn’t going to let
a couple of punks like Sid and Maxie
put him on ice! What a chance!

“Just routine,” Daly said casually.

“You call the Gondolfo brothers
that?”

“Say, who—" Daly broke off and
glowered. “That thick-headed mick I
work for has been talking to you—"

Marge got up and went over to him.
“Please, Tim. For me. Give it up.
You don’t have to—"”

“l do have to!”

“Boyle said he wanted to give it
to—"

“I know. But he’s not! 1've got it!
I've got it because I’'m tough, because

Daly,” he told the

I never give up, because | started this
and I’'m going to end it! Boyle wants
a sample of the ransom money. He’s
going to get it, I’'m going to get it for
him!1”

“Tim!~”

“I'm law and order! The Gondolfos
are Crime with a capita! C!' They've
laughed once too often! They’re so
damned smart they have an idea they’re
untouchable! They can’t be taken,
thev’ve dug in and covered too well!
P

In the other room the baby cried.
Marge got up to go in to her. Tim Daly
reached for his hat.

“Kiss me good-bye, honey.
back in a little while.”

But Marge went on through the door
without looking back. Daly watched
her go, shrugged and let himself out.

In the lower hall he almost fell over
a boy who was sitting on the bottom
step.

“Ouch!”

I’ll be

r\A LY pushed him aside, stopped and
N turned around. The boy had a
familiar look to him. He was dark,
might have been an Italian or a Span-
iard. He was about fourteen or fifteen,
in his first long trousers.

“What are you doing here?” Daly
asked.

“Waiting for you to come down.
got a letter for you.”

“Hand it over.”

Daly slit the envelope and drew out
the enclosure. A few words were typed
on an ordinary sheet of white paper.

| ’ve

They read:

I would like to have a talk with
you. If this is agreeable, my
nephew, Pietro, mil take you
across town. Or haven’t you got
the nerve to see me?

The message was signed
Sid Gondolfo.
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Daly read it again. His blue eyes
narrowed. A challenge? He looked
up the dim stairs he had come down.
His gaze went back to the boy.

“Come on, let’s go.”

He got a taxi and the kid furnished
directions. The Gondolfos had a three-
story brick building in the business dis-
trict. There they conducted an olive
oil and spaghetti plant. But the boy’s
directions weren’t for this place. He
said:

“Library Street and Second Avenue.”

The destination was the north side
of town—a residential section, where
the houses had quite a little ground
around them. It had been a real es-
tate development. It was laid out like
a park. If the Gondolfos lived there
it was something new. Up until a
month ago Daly was aware they had
had an apartment on the top floor of
their business building.

“Wait,” he told the driver.

The boy got out first. He melted
away in the gloom. Daly surveyed his
surroundings briefly before he went up

a brick path. He pressed a bell. Sid
Gondolfo opened the front door.

“You wanted to see me?”

“Yes, come in.”

Daly walked into a foyer. It was

nicely furnished. Good taste was ap-
parent in the rugs, furniture and pic-
tures. Gondolfo opened a door into a
study where a log fire burned.

“Sit down. My brother will be here
in a minute.”

Daly studied the man, almost won-
deringiy. The elder Gondolfo was
short, rotund, with a high, intellectual
forehead, black eyes behind tortoise-
rimmed lenses and the air of a pros-
perous business man. Daly wasn’t de-
ceived by his appearance.

He knew that Sid was as dangerous
as a charge of dynamite. His political
affiliations, lust for power and money
had carried the man deep into the ma-
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chinations of the underworld. But he
was smart, smart enough to keep him-
self clear of any entangling evidence
to tie him directly with the Kkillings
Daly knew he was responsible for.
“Drink?”
“What did you want to see me

about?” Daly asked abruptly. “Un-
load, Sid. | didn’t come here to make
a social call.”

The door opened and Maxie came
in. Unlike his older brother the other
Gondolfo was thin and wiry. He had
a shock of oily black hair, triangular
eyes, hooded by puffy lids, a long,
narrow-bridged nose and a shapeless
mouth. He was swarthy and his hands
were like those of a musician or artist.
It was Maxie who handled the artillery
upon occasion.

Maxie went to the hearth and put
his back to the fire. His hands rammed
deep in his trouser pockets. The hooded
eyes played over Daly lazily. Sid
clipped the end from a slender cigar,
lighted it, blew the match out and re-
sumed:

“I’'m warning you, Daly. The Sher-

man matter is past history. Buried six
feet deep.”

“That’s what you think.”

“Let the dead rest peacefully
Let—"

“Like Trayne?” Daly suggested.

CID GONDOLFO’S face lost none
~  of its bland expression. “Exactly—
like Trayne. Because,” he added
softly, “nothing but grief can result
from a disinterment—if you follow
me.”

Daly got up. *“I get you, okay.
Grief? That’ the right word. There’ll
be plenty of it for you two before I'm
finished.”

“Grief,” Sid continued urbanely,
“can be construed in different ways.
The grief, for instance, of a father who m
finds his child missing.”
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Daly’ nails dug into the palms of
his hands. A wave of blind anger shook
him. He could feel his throat contract,
his veins swell with the tide of fury
that swept him.

So that was why he had been invited
over! Lay off or take the conse-
quences! They were politely inform-
ing him that if he took up the threads
he had laid aside weeks ago he was
due to lose one of the most precious
things life held for him!

Maxie laughed. “I guess that clicks,
Sid. Go on—tell him some more.”

“Trayne did some talking up in the
hospital this morning,” the other Gon-
dolfo went on. “That was Barry’s
trouble—a conscience and fear. He
was afraid to die! | can almost repeat
what he told you, word for word. Too
bad. He was out of his head, of course.
You don’t want to believe what you
heard.”

Gradually, Daly’s rage dwindled.
He felt his face cool. He turned to-
ward the door. He knew he made a
mistake the instant he had his back to
Maxie. A gun jammed in between his
shoulder blades.

“Stand still, copper, or I'll let you
have it!” Maxie said sibilantly.

Daly’s hands went up. He stood
frozen to the spot while Sid went across
and opened the room’ second door.
Three men who had been waiting out-
side strolled in. They were hard look-
ing, sinister. Daly didn’t recognize
any of them, but he knew the type well.
These were the hirelings the Gondolfos
used in emergencies.

Maxie’s artistic hand slipped in
under Daly’s coat and jerked his service
gun from its holster. His own weapon
prodded Daly.

“Take him across town,” Maxie or-
dered. “Dump him off somewhere and
shut him up!”

One of the men sidled in behind Daly.
He was pushed forward, away from the
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nose of Maxie’s gun. The other two
closed in on either side. Daly was too
smart to attempt any rough stuff. All
they wanted was an excuse to start
firing.

He was hustled out of a rear door
and across dark shoals to a cement
garage run. A sedan stood waiting
there, its parking lights on. Daly was
shoved onto the rear seat. Maxie Gon-
dolfo watched the door close and went
back to the house. The car, in reverse
gear, rolled to the road.

“Wait a minute,” one of the men said
“He’s got a taxi waiting.” To Daly he

snarled: “I’'m winding down the win-
dow. Tell that guy you won’t need him
any more.”

Daly had hardly time to get the
words out before the sedan sprang
away. Across the northern boundary
of the city and then south. His mind
throbbed with thought. It went back
to the apartment—to Marge, to the
baby. He vowed that if Sid’s threat
were carried out he’d kill the man with
his bare hands. Kill him if it were
the last thing he ever did, regardless
of the present circumstances, regard-
less of everything!

He sucked in a breath as the car
slowed. They were near Getty Creek,
near the dye works. The terrain spread
out in flat marshes where it fell away
from the highway’s embankment. No
traffic passed.

“We get out here.”

A hand gathered Daly’s lapels to-
gether and jerked him out of the car.
He slipped and stumbled down the
slope. Muddy loam oozed over his
shoe tops. One of the dye works’ sheds
was to the left. Daly allowed them to
drag him into the deeper shadows there.

He smashed a fist against the jaw
of the man who gripped his coat. It
broke the hold on his lapels. He waded
into the second man, swinging with
everything he had. Brass knuckles
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smacked off his face and ripped a slice
out of his cheek. The third man had
jumped him from the rear and was
throttling him with an arm.

/""HOKED, stunned, Daly kept on

fighting. Blows poured into his
face. The impact of brass almost tore
his nose away. The sticky, salty taste
of blood nauseated him when he swal-
lowed. He felt a couple of front teeth
jar loose. He went to his knees, all
three beating him.

His bloody, battered face dug into
the cinder floor of the shed. Still he
struggled. Then the lash of a three-foot
piece of hose blotted out his momentary
recollections. He gasped, spit out blood
and teeth and rolled over on his back.

It might have been ten minutes, an
hour or a year later, when he was dimly
conscious of someone bending over him.
Daly sat up weakly. He waited for his
head to stop swimming, his brain to
shake off the pain-haze. He peered
numbly through the dark.

“Gosh, mister, they gave you a work
out!”

“Who are you?” Daly asked thickly.

“The guy that drove you to the
house. You didn’t pay off. | thought
there was something funny. | followed

the car. | put my lights out and used
their tail as a guide. There ain’t no
cops here—"

He helped Daly get to his feet. Back
in the taxi, Daly mumbled directions
and collapsed on the leather upholstery.
In twenty minutes he was at the am-
bulance door of the General Hospital.
A hooker of liquor and the ministra-
tions of one of the young doctors on
night duty brought him around.

Daly got information he wanted and
used the telephone. He called head-
quarters and gave terse directions:

“Henderson? Listen, Larry. Send
a couple of men up to my apartment
right away. If my wife wants to know
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what it’s all about, tell her I'll explain
when | get back. The Gondolfos have
threatened to snatch my kid. Take care
of that end and I’ll take care of the
rest. Got it? You’ll hear from me
later.”

He went back to the taxi.
began to flow through him again. Sid
and Maxie had had their inning. Now
it was his turn. Grim resolve was like
a tonic that made him forget the stitches
in his cheek, the plaster over his nose,
the missing front teeth.

The cab pulled into the curb before
a four-story apartment house near the
center of town. Armed with the infor-
mation he had obtained at the hospital,
Daly went into the vestibule. He kept
his finger over a bell until the door
clicked open. He went up one flight
of stairs, rang another bell.

When that door opened, Daly pushed
it wider and forced his way into a living
room. He heard a soft exclamation of
surprise and fright. It came from the
cherry-red lips of a dark-haired girl
who stepped back, staring at him as if
he were a ghost.

She was the trim, attractive nurse
who had stood on the other side of the
screen that morning in Barry Trayne’s
hospital room.

Daly was relieved to see that she
was fully dressed. At the General he
had learned she had only gone off duty
some thirty minutes earlier. She still
wore her stiffly starched white uniform.

“Talk and talk fast!” Daly rasped.
“Roselli? What else are you? Don’t
stall, sister, or I'll slap the cuffs on you
and turn you in! Answer my questions
and | might go easy. Give!”

“I'm Maxie’s girl friend,” she stam-
mered, all the color draining from her
pretty face. “lI—1 didn’t know they—
would hurt you! All 1 did was tell
them who had talked to Trayne this
morning—"

“Got a phone here?”

Strength

He followed
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her gaze to a table in the corner. He
saw the instrument there and nodded.
“Good. Call Maxie. Tell him you want
him to come up here right away. Make
it sound convincing.”

The girl looked at him in fascinated
terror. Pier eyes took in the details
of Daly’s battered face. Without com-
ment she walked over to the table, un-
hooked the receiver and dialed a num-
ber.

“Maxie? This is Jenny.
see you—right away.

. What?
liceman.

I want to

. Yes, now.

It’s about that po-
Yes, I'll be waiting—"
CHE hung up and slumped down in
A her chair. Daly glanced at a clock
across the room.

“How long will it take him?”

“Ten or fifteen minutes.”

He nodded again and rested against
the table. There were a pair of heavy
bronze bookends on it, volumes be-
tween them. They were cast in the
mold of Rodin’s Thinker. Daly’s fin-
gers wandered over one of the book-
ends.

The clock ticked twelve minutes
away before he heard a car stop out-
side. The bell buzzed. Daly watched
Jenny Roselli click the button that
opened the door downstairs.

“Fin not going to Kill this lug,” he
said curtly. “You keep your mouth
shut! Catch?"™

She was very white when she went
to the door. Daly picked up the bronze
bookend and stood in a position so
when the door opened he wouldn’t be
observed at once. He poised himself,
tightened his fingers around the statue.
There was a knock. Unsteadily, the
girl in the white nurse’s uniform turned
the knob.

“What’s the matter, getting me up
here at this time of night?” Maxie
Gondolfo began irritably. “If it’s—"”

Daly brought the bronze weapon
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down In a swishing arc. He let Maxie
have it on the bias. It didn’t cave
his skull in but it knocked him out cold.
W ithout a sound, other than the thud
he made when he hit the floor, the
younger Gondolfo went out.

The girl choked back a horrified,
strangled exclamation. Daly worked
fast. He rolled Maxie over, grabbed
his gun. He made sure the ammuni-
tion clip was full. Then he deftly and
swiftly frisked the man.

Daly straightened up, shoving the
gun in his own coat pocket. “Okay,
sister. That’s all 1 want from him or
you for the present. You’re a nurse.
You ought to know what to do for
him!”

Daly climbed back into the taxi. A
hot wave of exultation made his heart
pound faster. He told the driver where
to take him and sat rubbing the weapon
in his pocket. The pain had gone out
of his face, the worry from his taut
brain. He told himself he was almost
at the end of the trail. One final stroke
now!

The cab squealed to a jolting stop
in front of the house on Library Street
and Second Avenue. The house with
the grounds around it, the air of dig-
nity and the shadows that lay in deep-
piled shoals. Daly leaned to the driver.

“Hit for headquarters. Tell Lieu-
tenant Henderson where | am. Tell
him | want a squad up here in a hurry.
Understand? Be fast!”

Daly slipped off his overcoat. He
rolled it in a ball and threw it in the
shrubbery near the front door. He
jerked his felt hat lower over his mu-
tilated face. Gun in hand he rang the
bell, poked at the pearl circle of it
until he heard the rattle of bolts being
drawn.

A woman, old and wrinkled, peered
out at him. When she saw the glint of
the gun she cried out shrilly in Italian.
Daly pushed her aside and strode in.
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EIBE IN LLOS

Carry a palr of GENUINE BRAHMA
RED LIVE HIGHLY MAGNETIC
LODESTONES! Legend reputes, Oo-

cult Oriental ancients superstltlonsl

Pcarried two Live Lodestones as MOS
POWERFUL MAGNETIC “LUCKY"
CHARMS, one to “attract” Good Luck
imr in Money, Games Love,Business, Work,

etc.. the other to “prevent” Bad Luck, Losses, Evil, Trouble,
Harm, etc. Believe in Luck? Carry a Pair of these curious
Genuine Brahma Red Live Lodestones! We make no super-
natural claims. $1.97 Postpaid for the two, with all informa-
tion. $1.97 and 160 extra if C.O.D. Satisfaction GUAEAN*

TEED or Money Returned* Order yours NOW1
ASTROL CO., Dept. 897, Main P. O.
Box 72, BROOKLYN, N. Y.

NOTICE! Beware of imitations! We' absolutely G‘I‘I’ARAN
TEE these Genuine Brahma Lodestones are IVE' We

belleve the){_ are Aust whatEyou want, the RE NG—
OWE HIGHLY MAGNETICI
FuIIy Guaranteed Order TODAYI Copyright 1937—A. Co.

5 YEARS
Guarantee

s 5 yr. guar. Amer. made 16 size,

solld gold~ effect case, Iocomctlve
ac sunburst dial. wa
A Big Bargain Agents wanted.

Order TODAY. Pay pmw':e plus postage on
delivery. Moner\\/‘ Back guaranteed.
EKOLT CO., Box W18, WOODBINE.

T

IT™® FREE. Explains Taxidermy. Telia how b<>|earn at
home by mail to mount birds-animalh,_heads.,. to T
«kins and fora. Great for MEN and BOYS. Foal Also
earn money in spare time. WRITE TODAY —N

lor free book containing 100 game pictures. State AGE
91.W.School €t Taxidermy, Dept< uoi Omaha,Neb,

INVENTORS

Don’t delay. Trotect your idea with a Patent. Get Preo "Patent
Guide" and "ltccord of Invention" form. No charge for prelim-
inary information. Write CLARENCE A. O’'BRIEN, Registered
Patent Attorney, IA44 Adams Building, Washington, D. C.

IMINUSEDPOSTRGf

|U/|J| If U 8 STAMPS WANTED AT 90% OF FACE

W VALUE, Money Order, check or cash s&nt on re-

~ celpt. Send Stamps Registered Mail.” UNITED
INVENTI ON

FOR INVENTORS gecoro rrec

erte today for valuable 72- pnlge booklet "How to Get Your
ord ention” form —both  free.

L F. RANDOLPH 774 Vlctor Bldg., Washington, D. C.
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DO YOU WINCE

during and after a handshake?
Are you continually being out-
gripped? If your grip needs
strengthening, send for a pair
of our new revolutionary type
hand exercisers. Improve your
bowling, batting, golfing, "etc.

R3Zz

S They also make an ideal gift.

Send money orders, cash,
$ checks, or stamps. Price, $1.00,
$ postpaid.

MOLA ENTERPRISES, LMI
P. 0. BOX 171, CHICAGO, ILL.

Please = send ixxstpald to the name
and address listed below, one pair

grip strengtheners. Price

Name

Address

State

On GOODYEAR,
SRESTONE-I
and Other Standard Makes

Only our 25 years’ experience, bfe i
buying power and volume production
make 1t possible to offer theseamaz-
ing; tire values. Think of It; Stand* <
ard Brand reconditioned firea. ser- w
viceably repaired by experts with higb-1
grade materialsat a fractionof original
cost. Order now. Enjoythe tremendous
savings our cut prices make poesible.

BALLOON TIRES TRUCK
ZQSIAZEO 2]—' SBJ%’?S BA-||=|‘Oo-|’§‘S
X . .
20x4.50-20 '1.88 JI es.'ozos{zo %rf.lo gibgé
80x4.50-21 gg J 650-20 "3.35 "1.85
%g:i ;g:%g $3 81 7.00-20 4.60 295
29x5.00-19 2.28 1.0 1’%%158 J;§ E;gé
80x6.00-20 2.20 195 " HEAVY DUTY
£8x5.25-18 .4? Lis TRUCK TIRES
seals 248 L s U TS eveny Tiee
83x5.26.21 38 118 32 gg 275 GUARANTEED
.7? 1.15 84x7 8.93 826 Our uarantee
28x5.50-18 2.75 116 38x7 9 48 9 g&e
29x5.50-19 .72 116 86x8 9768 596 repaoea pnce
gggi;} '%5 %1& 40x8 11.60 4.15 tlre§fa|ln: Sgnv*
00- : : ALL OTHER T mant
80x6.00-18 . 1.1 ice.Replacements
81%6.00-19 gg 11 SIZES f.a.b. Fémcago
82x6.00-20 2.95 126 DEALERS Don't Delay—
82x6.50-20 3.20 13 wanted Order Today

SEND ONLY $t.00 DEPOSIT on each tire ordered.
815300 on each Truck Tire.) We ship balance C. O.D.
educt 5 per cent if cash is sent in full with order. To
fill orderfrom tly we may substitute brands if neces-
sary. AL BRAND NEW—GUARANTEED—
PERRY-F1ELD TIRE & RUBBER CO.
2328/A0~AMNATigar QA NepthC-54jrhiAnn

SEND NO MONEYS—Save Money!

TRANSPARENT
60 Days’Trial!
We make FALSE TEETH foryouby MAIL | _
from your oummouth-impression, Money- Blo$35#
IC niT Back Guarantee of Satisfaction, nm i
rnL L Freeimpression material. directions, catalog.
Professional Model U .S. Dental Co., Dept. 2-56, Chicago.lll.

Protect Your Home

ONLY $6. 957Double Acncn Revolve
worth more, 22 or 38 cal. Nlckel or blue
finish. Brand new. Powerful and hard hitting

WOODBINE, PENNA.

Quit Using Tobacco! 100w
Wi o Free Bogklet and L o Satisfied
NEWELL PHARMACAL COMPANY LE’S

72 Claytoo Station St. Louis. Mo.
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Kidneys Must
Clean QOut Acids

Excess adds, poisons and wastes in your blood are
removed chiefly b% your kidneys. Gottiup up Nights.
Burning Passages, Backache, Swollen Ankles, Nervousness.
Rheumatic Painrt, Dizziness, Circles Under Eyes, and feel-
ing worn out, often are caused by non-orgynic and non-
systemic Kidney and Bladder troubles, sually in such
capes, the very first dose of Cystex (roes right. to work
helping tho Kidneys flush out ‘excess acids and wastes.
And this cleansing, purifying: Ki<lney action, in just a day
or so, may easily make you fori é/ounger, stronger and
better than in 'years. A printed guarantee wrapped
around each Tpackage of Cystex insures an immediate_re-
fund of the full cost unless you are co,mpletel){ satisfied.
You have_everything to gain and nothing to Tlose under
this positive money back guarantee eo get Cystex from

your ‘druggist today for only 35c. FA L S E
TEETH

AS LOWAS $7.95

| Per Plate. Dental plates are
made in our own laboratory

i Ifrom'\P[rourdJersonal In'jPrea*
SHIP end Material GUARANTEED or PURCHASE
. We take this risk on our 60-Day Trial Offer.

D
0 Not Send Any Money and~cataUrfof oar LOW*PScel!
PUT IT OFF—Write 0s today! Supervised By A Dentist.

HTON-THOMAS DENTAL LABORATORY (INC.)
388 6217 S. HALSTED STREET, CHICAGO, ILL.

I N U S HEAD COLDS

CATARRH

TBYTHIS FOR RELIEF OF THE NASAL CONGESTION
Toeasesuch nasal congestion symptoms as sniffling,
eneezing, hawking, Btuffed-up feeling, watery ©yes,
roaringearsand oundin%pressure,FLUSchenasaI
I>assage with SINASIPTEC. Based on a physician’s
successful prescription. SINASIPTEC washes out
thick, crnety, sticky, old mucous as it soothesand re-
duces swollen, irritated tissue. Ask your druggists.
Send Today for An Amazing 25c Test

Jott man 26ewith name, address today for new special com-
?Iete Siftaxiptecand NasalDoucke pac! m)eforthorool(_htrlal
0 American Drug Corp., Dept. A46,6060Maple, St. Louis, Mo.

LemonJuiee Recipe Checks
Rheumatic Pain Quickly

If you suffer from rheumatic or neuritis pain, try this
simple inexpensive home recipe. Geta package of Ru-Ex
Compound, a two week’s supply, mix it with a quart of
water, add the juice of 4 lemons. Often within 48 hours
— sometimes overnight—splendid results are obtained.
If the pains do not quickly leave you, return the empty
Bgckage and Ru-Ex will ¢ost you nothing to try. Itis
Id under an absolute money-back guarantee.”Ru-Ex
Compound is for sale by drug Btores everywhere.

E3H 2E”
ToAnySuiTT

Double’the life or your

coat and vest with correctly

matched pants. 100,000 patterns.
Every pair hand tailored to your measure,
Our match cent FREE for your O. K. before
pant* are made. Fit guaranteed. Sand plecft

of ©loth or vast today.
SUPERIOR MAT(:#N%@;:ONPANY .
209 S. State St. opt. 769 Chicago

Quit Using Tobacco!

Write for. Free Booklet and Learn How.
Beeulta Guaranteed or Money Refunded.

NEWELL PHARMACAL COMPANY
71 Clayton station St. Louis, Mo.
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He saw Sid Gondolfo coming down
the stairs. Sid drew with the speed
of lightning, but not fast enough to
out-bead Daly. The shot cracked and
Sid Gondolfo’s gun clattered down the
wide-margined steps.

A rear door opened at Gondolfo’s
agonized shout. Daly’s three friends
of the shed near the dye works began
piling into the hall. The automatic
banged as Daly placed his lead with
quick and accurate precision.

He kept moving toward them, the
gun hot in his hand. The first man—
the one who had used the brass
knuckles—doubled up as the automatic
coughed. The one behind him pulled
the trigger of his own rod and Daly’s
hat leapt from his head. Daly shot
him in the shoulder and angled two
more swift, unerring bullets at the third
man who, crouching beside the stairs,
was taking deliberate aim.

The man thudded against mahogany
panels with a hole in his head. Daly
stepped over the figure of the old woman
where she lay whimpering and half
fainting. Sid Gondolfo had disap-
peared from the stairs. Relentless as
a figure of fate, Tim Daly went up
the heavily carpeted treads.

F70R a minute he thought Sid had

gotten away. Then, in the last bed-
room on the corridor, where a spattered
trail of blood led, he found him trying
to wedge his bulk through an open
window.

“Take it easy, Sid!
yet!”

He hauled Gondolfo off the sill,
jabbed a fist in his flabby face and
slapped him up against the wall. The
breath rattled in the man’s throat. He
started to mumble something while his

No getaway—
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shattered wrist dripped crimson.

“You—copper—"”

“We’re going downstairs! You're
going to open that safe with your good
mitt! You’re going to dig out the hot
Sherman dough! You've kept it locked
up for a long time! | want it and
you’re going to see that | get it! Or
else—"

Sid Gondolfo’s panting breath blew
in Daly’s fnce. The man's venomous
eyes were like livid coals. Daly slapped
him with the open palm of his hand.

“Speak up! Do | get that ransom
coin or do | give you the same kind
of a going over | got? Make up your
mind! ”

Slowly, painfully, Gondolfo squeezed
words out of agonized lips.

“You—get—it!”

The dawn was kindling in the east
when Daly went up the stairs to his
flat. The patrolman leaning against his
door grinned.

“You ain’t got a cup of coffee on
you, Tim?”

Daly shoved him aside. “Go on,
beat it. | don’t need you any more.”

He opened the door and went in.
He heard Marge’s exclamation, felt
her arms link quickly around his neck

and her soft lips over his bruised
mouth.
“Tim! Oh, Tim!”
“Still sore at me, honey?”
“Tim, darling! If you ever—"
She stopped. Through the early

morning quiet the sound of a baby’s
cry came to them. Marge turned her
head, listening.

“You’d better see what the kid
wants,” Daly said. “When you get her
quiet, rustle me up some breakfast.
Am | hungry!”

Flush Paisons From
Kidneys and Stop
Getting Up Nights

Be Healthier, Happier—
Live Longer

When you can get for 35 cents a_safe, efficient
and harmless stimulant and diuretic that should
flush from your kidneys the waste matter, poi-
sons_and acid that are ’now doing you harm, why
continue to break P]/our restful sleep by getting
up_through the night?

Don’t be an EASY MABK and accept_a sub-
stitute—Ask for Gold Medal Haarlem Oil Caﬁ-
sules, GET GOLD MEDAL—the original—the
fgnum?. Look for the Gold Medal on

cents.

Other symptoms of weak kidneys and irritated
bladder may be backache, puffy eBes, shiftin
pains, burning or scanty passagée. Don’t accep
a substitute.

he box—

Old Age Insurance

Men & Women Ages 70 to 90

~Costs Only One-Cent-a-Day
The National Protective Insurance Co., 123 PICkWIC% Bldg.,
Kansas City, Mo,, has e_speuaIlI]prrep;' d a new Old_ Age
accident policy with Hospital an eneral Coverage benefits fo
be issued” exclusively to men and women a“es 70 to 00, who
are Iprevented cm account of their advanced age from getting
insurance from other companies.
This_new policy lPays maximum benefits of 852,000 increasing
to $3,000. aximum® monthly benefits of $150, 'including Hos-
ital care. Lar%e cash sums for fractures, dislocations, etc.
octor bills. Liberal benefits paid for any and every accident.
e mpany _is the oldest and largest of its Kind and has

promptly paid "Over One and Three-Quarter Million Dollars In
cash benefits to its policyholders.

The_ entire cost is $3.65 for & whole year—365 days—Only
One-Cent-a-Day. i
Simply send” name, age and_address of person to be insured
and the name and relationship. of the beneficiary—that is all
Eou do—then the Company will send a policy for 10 day**
REE INSPECTION, without obligation. ~30 days* _insurance
will be added free when $3.05 Is sent with request for policy.
Offer is limited, so write today.

Do Yon Suffer From
Prostate Pisease?

IF SO, YOU OWE IT TO

@]
=]

TO<—TWn—
rcOXcmI
>mCmrZm

. N
VELOPE. A

D
MILFORD SANITARIUM

MILFORD, KANSAS

Did “ Diamond Jim” Have
Stomach or Dicer Pains?

It is hardly likely that Diamond Jim Brady could have
eaten so voraciously if he suffered after-eating pains.
Sufferers who have to pay the penalty of stomach or
ulcer pains, indigestion, gas pains, heartburn, burning
sensation, bioat and other conditions caused by excess
acid should try a 25c box of UDGA Tablets. They must
help or money refunded. At drug stores everywhere.

BOX SO
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the chance of a lifetime

for everyone interested in

A Writing Career

Here is a chance to learn to write by writing—
under the personal direction of successful writers
and editors. The Magazine Institute, a private
school completely owned and operated by editors
and writers, offers practical instruction in short
story and article writing. You work in your own
home, on your own time.

Every assignment you submit is returned with
detailed criticism. Experienced writers patiently
correct your work and help develop your style
to suit the demands of the modern magazine
market. You ask all the questions you like. As
your ability grows you get a chance to concen-
trate on the sort of thing you do best—essays,
features, short sketches, etc.

Writers themselves active in the magazine field
help you find your best outlets, often suggest
markets you might never have heard of.

SEND THE COUPON TODAY for the free
booklet which tells how you may get started
toward a writing career.

THE MAGAZINE INSTITUTE, D«pl. H-t-iJ
50 Rockefeller Plan, New York, N. y.

Please send your booklet, without obligation, to:

N»m«

Addteis
(Inquiries

confidential. No salesman will call.)

in 90 Days at Home

Hungreds of men and women of all ages 18-80 make $10.00 to
120.00 In a sinelt day glvm_'ghsueml ic_Swedish Massage and
H¥dro—Therapy treatments. ere 1S a big demand from Hos-
pitals, Sanitafiums. Clubs, Doctors and privaie patients as well
as opportunities for establishing your own  office.
Learn this interesting money-making profession in your own home
by mail throug‘h our home study course. Same~instructors as
in our NATIONALLY KNOWN Tesident school. A dipioma is
| awarded_upon completion ofthe course. Coursecan
becompietedtn3to 4 mouths. Hl%h School training
Many earn big money while

Khls Anatomy Charts &Booklet FREE

Enrgll now and we will include uniform coat
medical_dictionary, patented reducing roller and
Hydro-Therapy supplies without extra cost. The
reducing course. alone may be worth many times
the modest tuition fee.

Send coupon now for Anatomy Charts and booklet
containing photographs and letters from sueoesaful
graduates. These will all bosent postpaid— FREE.

THE College of Swedish Massage (Successor to National College of
Massagel);,

Dept. BO6, 30 E. Adams St., Chicaos.

Tou may send me FREE and postpaid. Anatomy Charts, booklet
y%tm’togf?g?hs and letters from graduafes, and complete

containin
details o

Name

Yon Need
this
Book

JUST
OUT!

to
Seeit!

Ever)éoperator and mechanic needs .

AUDELS NEW AUTO GUIDE. This book saves time, money and
worry. nghlg endorsed. It presents the whole subject of autd me-
chanjcs: _[—Basic principles. 2—Construction, 3—Operation.. 4—
Service, 5—Repair. Easily understood. Over 1500 pages— 1640 illus-
trations showing inside views of modem cars, trucks and buses
Wltg |ns_}rutitlionts f?rdall service Jobs. Diesel Engines fully trgatecli.
?JI EI)III yIn a#& l(/?aiel —Co'[l%o%egr‘;l;{hal; Assistance tor Tourself Simply

COMPLETE. JPjjVYjONLY"$1. AAMONTHj™NH

THEO. AUDEL & CO., 49 WEST 23rd STREET* NEW YORK

Nsm - — _«
Attes -

Occupation

QUTQ

| She Cot 40JF“

fora Half Dollar

~Twillpay CASH fort
01D COINS.BIUS and STAMVPS!

POST YOURSELF! It pays!/
| paid $400.00to Mrs. Dowty»
ofTexas, foroneHalf Dollars
J.D.MartinofVirginia J200.W
lora single Copper Cent. Mr.
"o Mannlr]lgof New York, $2,600.00 for
_ oneSilverDolTar. Mrs.G,F. Adams,Ohio,
received $740.00for afew old coins. | will pay big prices ,
torall kinds of old coins, medals, bills andstamps.
I WILL PAY $100.00 FOR A DSiVfEf
MM S.Mintj*60.00 for 1918 liberty Head Nickel toot BnffL
end hundreds of other emiwin* prices for coins. Send 4c for\
Largre Illustrated Coin Folder and farther particolara. It may
mean much profit totoo. Write today to M.
B.MAX MEHL, 2)4 MehIBId*" FORT WORTH.TE
{Largest Rare Coin Establishment in U. Sj

Reference

CASH FOR UNUSED STAMPS

cwol wanted at 90% 1*c® value for denomirrai
iC 10 1 —
ubmalties 8S:.. value
tNFBY RETUR MAIL.
GARBER SERVICE
Dept AG-1, 72 Fifth Avenue, New York City

FALSE TEETH

90 DAYS' TRIAL
TEST THEM
IEXAMINE THEM r
JWe make FALSE TEETH for . .
you kg mail from your own Impressions, You have satisfaction
f MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE. Customers in United States
A Canada report SATISFACTION. You be your own JUDGE

SEND NO MONEY

CLEVELAND DENTAL SUPPLY
Dtopt. 63-AL, Cast St. Louie. Illinois

coO.
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STOt*"YOURkVcgva MI C
Worries/

FILLED WITH AIR.
No more hard,unyielding
pads since

"V invention of
Brooks.
H Air
Cushion.

The Double Inguinal Ap-
pliance is as comfortable
to wear as a s«ft belt
yet gives firm support.

Special Brooks Appli-
ances are made for all
types of reducible rup-
ture and successfully
fitted by mail.

* PROOF$*

Read These Reports on Reducible Rupture Cases

(/w our files at Marshall, Michigan, we have
over 33,000 grateful_letters which have come
to us entirely unsolicited and without any4ort
ofpayment.i/ J
“Doctor Says Cured™ .

y son, IvEn‘ wore yonr App!ﬁjnce unti| three

earsago. T| edoctor_%ronounce imcured ayear
efore that time. He is.now on the
Institute track team of Houston, Texas, is a dash
and relay man. He participated in track meets at
MilwauKkee andin the National A. A. U. at Buffalo
this past June.”—Mrs. Wm. H. Jones, Box 802,
Hedley, Tex.
“Gymnasium Instructorat 54**
“Myruptureis greatly reduced afterwearingyour
Appliance for a year. | have taken up my olcTwork
asgymnasium instructor for Stanton Park Baptist
%hurl}h and_”1 s&owm%the b0¥)s all the stunts, |
ave felt noill-effects. Remember—I am 54 years
of age, and | think it is very unusual for a man of
my age doing hand-balance, especially with a
douple rupture, that the Brooks Agﬁllance held
me In. The above statement is true and correct.”
—Wm. H. Robertson, 1329 17th St., Detroit, Mich.
. “ Appliance Dlfecardsd™

“| discarded your Appliance about three months
ago, havmfg n? further need for it. Bythat 1mean
1"am perfectly cured and have no discomfort
whatever after liftin

ianos, etc.,at my work.”
—G. Swindells, Long Beach, Miss.

“Brooke Holds™*
“I cant tell youhow much I think of your truss
it sure has done me worlds of good. 1 have har
work mining and so much lifting, but the truss
held me ana’ | never was bothered a bit with my
rtif)tu,re."—\]oe Thumerelle, R. R. 2, Peoria, 11T,
cJoBig Bear Coal Co,

A special handmade
Cushion is used for

Femoral Rupture with

equal success.

/SENT ON

1AI.L

f you/, doctor says you
ve rSjlucible rupture,and
advistfs a proper-fitting
support, don’t delay but
get free deteils about the
Brooks ajttce” It will be
sent on tnartttyryve its
merits. Intrying ityou risk
no money-awfifitdoesn’t
"work”—iPtrfails to com-
pletely satisfy you or your
doctor—you return* and
the trial costs youn™iing.
Beware of imitations! The
genuine Brooksis notsold
in stores or through mail
order houses. Stop Your
Rupture Worries—sfend
coupon now! All corre-
spondence treated as
strictly confidential.

Brooks Appliance Co.
404-F State St.
Marshall, Michigan

Leam AU Kly Rerfected
R PTORINVEKTION

T\7'HY worry and suffer any longer?

*V Learn tiow about my perfected
invention foil all forms of reducible
rupture. It has brought ease, comfort and
happiness to thousands of men, women
and children. You can imagine how
happy many of these rupture sufferers
were when they wrote to me that they
had no further use for any kind of
support. How would YOU like to be
able to experience that same happiness?
I5.he only way to find out is to actually
try this remarkable appliance. | guarantee
it to fit properly and to hold comfortably
... or it costs you nothing. Hurry—
%pd CQureSW quick for Free Rupture
Book, ~aSjTneasuxing chart, and PROOF
of results.

Patented AIR-CUSHION Support
Gives Nature a Chance to
N CLOSE the OPENING

Sojprisingly—continually—my perfected
Automatic Air Cushion supports the
weakened parts allowing Nature, the
Great Healer, to swing into action! All
the while you should experience the
most heavenly comfort and security. No
obnoxious springs, metal girdles or hard
pads. No salves or plasters. My complete
Appliance weighs but a few ounces, is
durable, inconspicuous, sanitary and
cheap in price. Wouldn’t you like to say
“goodbye” to ruptureworries and “hello”
to NEW freedom ... NEW glory in
living. . . NEW happiness with the help
of Mother Nature and my perfected Air
Cushion Appliance?

CONFIDENTIAL COUPON
tor RUPTURE SUFFERERS

B.C. BROOKS, Prwidenl

404-F StateSt., Marshall, Midi.
lefs? {ne yﬁur Free fB(%ok,
self-fitting chart, proaf of re-
sults, all ?Iylt?lo_lj)t o%llga—
tion, and in plain envelope.

Name___

Street_ for man, £1 F
. woman O'1 ,

City S(ate_ orchildO I ,



