Tdii [ EN e
detective

il
| pql Deaths Too Good
Gripping “‘Ylovel

k BuH.H. STINSON

MURDER
MAIDEN

iTlifstery 9/ove/et
&84 STEVE FISHER

anch

Sight Other
Defective f,lces



Missing Page

Inside front cover



Missing Page

Page 1



Missing Page

Ten Detective Aces [v29 #2, April 1937] ed. A. A. Wyn
(Magazine Publishers, Inc., 10C, pulp)

10 mDeath's Too Good mH. H. Stinson ma

35 mA Bulletfor Two mBob Gordon mes

40 wThe Sealed Clue mStephen Payne mss

49 mDefault with Doom mCleve F. Adams myv

64 wPacific PerilmHoward J. Perry mss

75 «The Next Issue of Ten Detective Aces muncredited] mms
76 mCrime's Stepson =S, J. Bailey mss

86 mMurder Maiden mSteve Fisher mv

102 sStunt Devil Wames Dyson mes

113 mThe Judas Brand mClem Beal mss

117 WA Snitch in Time [Dizzy Duo] mloe Archibald ess

Page 2



Hexes
Tint My Training Pays

OWNS PART TIME
RADIO BUSINESS
"l am a loeomotivo en-
glneer with tho B. & M.
Iroad, and work part
in Radio. In "tho

selling end | have made

as high as $300 in one

month and have ad@ed <to”

that about $100 in serv-
ice  work." FRANK Mct'LEIJLAN,
902Elizabeth St., Meehanievilie,
N. Y.

PARTNER IN LARGE

RADIO SUPPLY HOUSE

“Our concern has grown

by leaps and bounds until

it is today die largest

wholesale  Radio  supply

house in New England.

Wo have established

brandies at Portland,

Maine, and Barre, Vt,

The N.R.I. Man travels the highway
to profits in Radio.” REYNOLDS
W. SMITH, 1187-91 EIm Street,
Manchester, N.

DOUBLED SALARY
IN 5 MONTHS
"Shortly after 1 started
the N.R.T. Course | be-
gan teaching Radio classes
at the Spartan School of
Aeronautics.  After  five
months | was given a
chance to join tho Amerl-
can Airlines at a salary
double that which 1 received from
the school.” A. T. BROTHERS, 2554
Hill St., Santa Monica, California.

THAT 1 CAN TRAIN YOU
AT MOMS FOR A

I WIKI Send You a Sample Lesson
FREE

Clip the coupon and mail it, | will prove to

you that 1 can train you at home, in vyour |
spare time to be a RADIO EXPERT. I will
send you my first lesson FREE, Examine it,
read it, see how clear and easy it is to un-
derstand— how practical | make learning Radio
at home. Then you will know why men with-
out Radio or electileal experience have become
Radio Experts and are earning more money
than ever as a result of my Training.

Manay Radio Experts Make
$30, $50, $75 a Week

Radio  broadcasting stations pay engineers,

operators, station managers up to $5,000 a Money Back Agreement Protects You

year.Spare time Radio set servicing pays as

much as $200 to $500 a yearfful time serv-
icing work pays as much as $30. $50. $75 a
week. Many Radio Experts own their own
businesses. Manufacturers and jobbers employ
testers, inspectors, foremen, engineers, serv-
icemen, paying up to $0,000 a year. Automo-
bile, police, aviation, commercial Radio, anti
loud speaker systems are newer fields offering

me

Save Money—Learn at Home

I am so sure that | can train you successfully
I agree in writing to refund every penny you
if you are not satisfied with my Lessons
Instruction Service when you finish.
a copy of this agreement with my Free Book.

good _
Television

made good

Many Make $5, $10, $15 a Week FREE to anyone over 16 years
describes Radio's spare time and full
h . tunities and those coming in television;
While Learning my Training in Radio and Television;

Extra In Spare Time

Money Job Sheets.
Radio

opportunities
promises

now and for tho future.

many good jobs soon.
Men | have trained arc holding good jobs in
all these branches of Radio.

my 64-page book “Rich

actual letters from men |

Starting_the day you enroll, T send you Extra \hat they are doing and earning;
They show you how to do pnoney Back Agreement. MAIL T

repair jobs that you can cash in on i
quickly—give you plans and ideas that have o envelope, or paste it on a penny postcard.

spare time money—from $200 to
$500 a year—for hundreds of fellows. 1 send
you Radio equipment to conduct experiments
and give you practical

National Radio
Dept. 7DA8

Radio experience.

Get My Lesson and 64-Page '‘Book
FREE. Mail Coupon

In addition to my Samplo Lesson, 3
Radio,"
M.y book
time oppor-
describes
sfiows you

telling
tells about my

J. E. SMITH. President

that
pay
and
you

in

Washington. D. C.

mFO?BO-I-H SAMPLE LESSON %

J. E. SMITH, President, National Radio Institute,
C.

Dept. 7DA8, Washington, D.
Dear Mr. Smith:

Without obligation, send mo the Samplo Lesson
your free book about tho spare time and full time Radio
opportunities, and how | can train for them at homo

spare time. (Please writo plainly.)

Name ...

Ccity State

'Please- mention Ace Fiction Group when answering advertisements



HOW CORNS COME
BACK RIGGER UGLIER

= Thousands are praising this new, scientific
Blue-Jay method that ends a corn, Biue-Jay, the
tiny medicated plaster, stops the pain instantly—
then in 3 days tne entire corn lifts out Root and
All. Blue-Jay is easy to use. Held snugly in place by
Wet-Prufadhesive. 25*for 6, Get Blue-Jay today,

BLUE-JAY

SCIENTIFIC CORN PLASTERS

<A plug of dead cells root-like In form and position. If left may
Borve as focal point for renewed development.

OOFLESS

lates

ORDER BY MAIL AT
MONEY SAVING PRICES

F R E T | Sanitary Wrapped
i iabb . impression Material

SEND NO MONEYf
These Plate* are Held Firmly i>y
Vacuum QUp suotlon. Restores Natural Voice Facial Expression.
M M r . Writ* Today. Send Name and Address for Information,

“Foday S
eoDAYs Wd Tl m WMWpmmmtx

TR MPT. 814D . 24 i. VAN (URiIN ST* CHICAGO. IU.

Fine for Kidney and
Bladder Weakness
STOP GETTING UP NIGHTS

Keep your kidneys free from waste matter,
poisons and acid, and put healthy activity into
kidneys and bladder and you'll live a healthier,
happier and longer life.

One most efficient and harmless way to do
this is to get from your druggist a 35-cent box
of Gold Medal Haarlem Oil Capsules and take
them as directed—the swift results will sur-
prise you.

Besides getting up nights, some symptoms of
kidney trouble are backache, moist palms, leg
cramps, and puffy eyes. If you want real results,
be sure to get GOLD MEDAL— the original
and genuine—a grand kidney stimulant and
diuretic—right from Haarlem in Holland. Give
your kidneys a good cleaning once in a while.

ACES IN FICTION

ANS of the “Ace” Magazine family who
Fenjoy TEN DETECTIVE ACES will
also find an all-star field of gripping enter-
tainment in SURE-FIRE DETECTIVE, a
publication filled with powerful stories of
mystery, crime and adventure.

The issue of SURE-FIRE DETECTIVE
now on all newsstands features “Claws of
the Hell-Cat,” a full-length novel by Steve
Fisher; “Corpse’s Understudy,” a fast-mov-
ing, intriguing novelette by Cleve F. Adams,
and a large banquet of other ace stories
by masters of fiction.

But the members of the “Ace” Magazine
family are many. Here are the others:

SECRET AGENT X

and G-Man Action Yarns

WESTERN TRAILS

Salty Cotvboy Action Stories

WESTERN ACES

Human Yarns of Range and Owl-Hoot

SURE-FIRE WESTERN

Fast-Action Cow Country Tales

RED SEAL WESTERN

Two Complete Novels—and Shorts

ROMANCE ROUND-UP

Tophand Romantic JVestern Stories

GOLDEN WEST

Romances of the Ranch and Range

CHAMPION SPORTS

Jumbo Sport Magazine

ACE SPORTS

Strong, Appealing Sports Yarns

SECRETS

Has a Vital Story for Everybody

FLYING ACES

Everything Absorbing in Aviation

LOVE FICTION MONTHLY

The Tangles and Triangles of Romance

I'lease mention Acs Fiction Group when answerina advertisements



I\b/\l\ﬁJCan Unfold the

SECRET OF THE ROCKIES

SAVE CAR OWNERS 95% OF

RING AND REBORE COSTS

If Your Motor Wastes Oil and Gas— If It Has
Lost That “New Car” Power, Speed and Quiet,
Send Coupon Below for Free Sample of Miner’s

SAVES OIL —

Astounded wusers report oil savings up to 50% and in-
creased gas mileage up to 45%. This new patented mineral
plating process brings new power, pep, speed and quiet to
old motors at less than 5% of the cost of rebore and new

rings. Nothing like It ever before discovered. Thoroughly
tested and proved in thousands of cars by certified labora-
tory tests and great Universities. The savings possible

through this miner’'s discovery makes enthusiastic boosters
of the most skeptical. Wide awake distributors and sales-
men say it's the richest money making opportunity in years.
Use the coupon and mail today!

| OVERHAUL YOUR MOTOR IN 39 MINUTEST

At a cost less than spark plugs and In only 30 minutes’ time, yo
can place OVR in your cylinders and start reaping the beneflts
«1 this amazing Invention. No special tools needed— no car tio-up—no
danger of ruining your motor by reboring the cylinder walls.

MONEY MAKING TERRITORIES OPEN

FOR SALESMEN AND DISTRIBUTORS WHO ACTQUICKI

Salesmen and Distributors we TESTING  LABORATCRY REPORT
<ashing In Big with Ovrhaul. It is

to revolutionary—so  positive In

Its action—so new and different * We hereby certify that we
ftAd saves the motorists so much have te"\}v%iKci\,\/‘RG"{AUL o
money—that representatives say TIONS—1928 Pontiac driven
OVRHAUL Is the quickest seller ?r\z‘oc%?npn?”sosa' TOTAL nIst
end biggest profit-maker they
have had in years. Not a gasoline m:ﬁa'{ac?gﬁgil acgoeréflnlgc o
dope, nw gadget. Does not con- tions). OVRHAUL 'does NOT
tain graphite or harmful abrasives. Scratch, abrade or_otherwise
18 million car owners need Ovr- L"plurespteheedmgwdf Jl'rle cnmg
haul. No wonder salesmen i\nd dis- ing perfogmance were In
tributors report Ovrhaul “a sen- creas ENORMOUSLY. Car
sational seller.” Just bring Ovr- runs practlcally as well
haul to the attention of Auto when

Indus(rlal Testing

Owners_and show how It gives mo-

tors NEW LIFE, PEP and POW-

ER. REDUCES UPKEEP Costs >*,

and QUICKLY PAYS FOR IT-

SELF In what it saves. If you want In on this,

apposite or a penny post card and lot me help you.
l..built.a..sales orgiuitzatton that¥sold over a million automobile tires

Laboratory, Inc. J

send the coupon

and tubes. | took untrained and trained men and taught them hew to
sell profltablz Ovrhaul in my Judgment has greater possibilities than
anything ave seen In the past 10 years. Join hands with me—a

splendid business with quick profits should be yours. Start today by

nailing the coupon for FREE SAMPLE

Amazing Mineral Discovery
Which When Heated Quickly
Expands Up to 39 Times

Nearly a quarter of a million car owners have
Ovrhauled their motors, saving the cost of
rebore and new rings with a scientific product,
containing the amazing mineral. It has been
awarded the Automotive Test Laboratories
Seal of Approval. Salesman and Distributors
are cleaning up.

SAVES GAS

Strives €t25
%feast H d MuM em .

Invented— OIL WASTE, LOW GAS
MILEAGE, LOW COMPRESSION, LOST POWER and NOISY
MOTORS, caused by worn rings and cylinders, have brought great
expense to ear owners. Before Gvrhaul,” It was necessary to put in
new rings and rebore the cylinders, costing up to $150.00. Now
—a single application of Ovrhaul quickly checks oil waste— increase#
gas mileage and compression and adds new power, pep, speed and
quiet, aJl nt a fraction
of the cost of new ring*
and reboring.

SAMPLE
FREE!

If you would like to
try this amazing miner-
al discovery without rtek,
use the coupon below or
send a Ic POSTCARD
for free sample and full
details of a real money-
making opportunity.

B. L. Mellingor,
Ci

OVRHAUL
D-922 .Kansas City, Mo.

SAMPLE COUPON

\ B. L. Mellinger,
Ovrhaul Co., D-922 Kansas City, Mo.

Since motor ears were first

Proa.
0.

Pres.

I

8 Without cost or obligation send me at once a

I FREE SAMPLE. Also show me your big money-

II making plan.

I Name

|

8 Address .

r a
I City State []

9-MMMMMMa »a « s s s s a MMMMMMMMMMMMmMMMM*
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PROSTATE

Gland Weakness

Nervous Debility, Frequent Night Blsmé; Deg Pains, Dame Back,
Lumbago, Sexual Weakness, Kidne: der Trouble. Chronic
Constipation, Despondency, Restlessness at Night are only some of
the ailments, differing in individuals, that can often be ascribed to
lesion of the Prostate Qland.

THOUSANDS AFFLICTED
Thousands of men in every community suffer from these'ailments,
weaknesses and other physical shortcomings without knowing that
very frequently they are caused by prostatic failure.

MANY DOCTORS ENDORSE MASSAGE
Massaging for the alleviation of Prostate Trouble is as old as time,
and some of the most outstanding authorities in the medical pro-
fession recommend massage ns a safe effective
treatment. (See Reference Book of the Medical
Sciences Vol. VII, 3rd Edition.)

USE "PROSAGER”

—a new invention which enables any man to
massage lus Prostate Gland in the privacy of
his home.

It often brings relief with the first treat-
ment und must help or it costa you nothing.
No Drugs or Electricity.

UNSOLICITED LETTERS
OF GRATITUDE

Eaoh month we receive scores of unsolicited let- w* 8liTa
ters of gratitude and appreciation from users of INVENTOR
the Prosager—having thousands of users wo no doubt can refer
Prostate sufferers to someone in their own home town who is
enthusiastic in their praise of tho remarkable benefits received.

The following aro extracts, taken from letters of a few of the satisfied
users of tho "Prosager.” The complete letters with addresses will
be sent to anyone who is interested in inquiring for them. We do
not publish any part of our users' letters or names unless wo have
tiicir permission to do so.

Wm. Bergin state* in hi* letter: Recelved yuur Prusager a month
age and it nas done wonders for me er, Waycross,
%7, Writer: 1 still think tho Prosager M wondertuland worth many
times the price asked. Mr. Wm. Stevens. Flint, Mich., writes in
Ins letter: Your Prosager should be IN every man's home who ha*
Prostate Trouble. Mr. Abram Forster, Pocatello, Idaho, states: I have
glveri[ your Prosager plenty of use and am perfectly satisfied with
resu

FREE BOOKLET Explains Vital
Details and Our TRIAL OFFER

A one cent post card with your ‘name and address plainly
written is all that is necessary, address card to

MIDWEST PRODUCTS CO., B-3416 Kalamazoo, Mich,
FOLLOW THIS MAN

gm* Tho Confidential Report

*

y A
Earn a Regular Monthly Salary
YOU can become a Finger Print Expert at home,
in yoor spare time, atsmall cost. Write for con-
hdenual foil report and detail*. Literature will

OT be *ent to boys under 17 year* of age
INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE
1920 Sunnvslde Ave.
Chicago, 111,

" ADDRESS ENVELOPES AT HOME—

Sparetime; substantial weekly pay. Experience un-
necessary. Dignified work. Stamp brings details.
EMPLOYMENT MGR., Dept. DK, Bex 523, Jackson, Term.

Dept. 74-64

100% Protection

A REAL SURE FIRE SELLER

gs iev arel—Here is a regular 6 shot re-
peatin’ whlch dlschar es 6 smotherln clouds of Tear Gas in rapid
succession to instantly Sto Stun and Incapacitate the most vicious
"effective substitute for dangerous fire-
S. PER . N d |n Stures‘ Banks. Autos and
Homes everywhere to prgtect Life and Pr rty. No skill required
Fountaln Pen Guns Police Club
Guns. All C YS. Every demonstration means a
“3.00 to 8.00 sale‘, offerlng bl? profits. Handle our Tear Gas
I li 'TI soon give it full time. For a
quick starl‘ send 1.65 for cnmplete demonstrator outfit consist-
ing of Automatic Pencil Gun demonstrators and 3
powerful Tear Gns cartridges, full¥ guaran eed.

C”DplT Blue Print showin u mstall Electrlc Tear Gas Shell*
Stores and Ban s for urglary protectlon

also Cumplete Sales Plan furmshed wnth order or inquiry

HAGEN IMPORT COMPANY, Dept. P-368, St. Paul. Minn

TRIAL

| have thousands
of satisfied cus-
tomers all over the
country who can-
not afford to pay
big prices. 1 have
been making dental
plates for many years, by mail. | guarantee you
satisfaction or they do not cost you one cent, and
| take your word. Teeth made especially for you
personally can be tried for sixty days. In one
Pennsylvania town alone, 91 people are wearing
teeth made by me. They are satisfied and have
saved money.

SEND NO MONEY

My plates are very beautiful to look at and are con-
structed to give life-long service and satisfaction. Yoa
can look younger at once. They are made with pearly
white genuine porcelain teeth. Well fitting and guar-
anteed unbreakable. Remember you do not send one cent
— just your name and address, and
IM rza we send free impression material and
S8wW B W full detailed directions. Be sure to
write today for my low prices and complete information.
Don’t put this off. Do it today.

DR. S. B. HEININGER, D. D. S.

446 W. Huron St., Dept. 488 Chicago, lllinois

MEN—SEND FOR BOOKLET

The way to virile vigor through the use of hormones is explained
in an interesting copyrighted booklet written by a registered phy-
sician. A copy of this booklet will be mailed in sealed envelope by
Zo-ak Co., Ine., 54 W. 45th St., N.Y.C. on receipt of your name and

habit

Sen for FREE TRIAL a?

INOXALCO, a guaranteed harmless horaf

>nt. Can be given secretly in food or drink to

i anyone who drinks or craves Whiskey, Beer, Gin, Wine,

etc Your request for Free Trial brings trial supply by return man
and full $2.00 treatment which you may try under 30 day refund
guarantee at our risk. ARLEE CO, H62, BALTIMORE, MD.

DON'T BE GUT
Until You Try Thfo
Wondorftil Treatment

for pile suffering:. If you have piles in
any form write for a FREE sample of
Page’s Pile Tablets and you will bless
the day that you read this. Write today. E. R.
Page Co., 411-B7 Pago Bldg., Marshall, Mich.

BEWITCH OTHERS

Make them love you. Wield powerful lovo control. Secure clever
woman's private methods (confidential). Get secret charm. Revealing
book, introducing you to new power, only 10c (sealed). GARDIN CO.,
Dept. 3458. Box 423, Madison Square Station, New York City.

for MORE PAY learn Fr/{l't'»

ENGI*
NEER

1GET READY FOR PROSPERITY. Be ready tor BIG

PAY. 1 will train you at your home by mail on Practical

Drafting until IN POSITION, or prepare you for BET-

TER PAY on the Job you have. All tools and drawing table seal
at once if you enroll now. WRITE FOR FREE BOOK.

ENGINEER DOBE. Div. 1924 LlbertyvMe, IE,

Please mention Acs Fiction Group when answering advertisements



THOUSANDS MOWPLAY

who never thoughtcou

ouldn’t Take $1000 for Course

I am delighted with the U. S. School I have completed your wonderful The lessons are so simple that any-
of Music course of instruction for method for Guitar. For the past one can understand them. 1 have
the piano. It is clear and thorough. year | have been teaching and 1 learned to play by note in a little

p 9 have earned $200 thanks to the more than a month. | wouldn't take

I have made wonderful progress.
L. M. C..

U. S. School of Music.
*C. C., New Jersey

a thousand dollars for my course.
*S. E. A., Kansas City, Mo.

You, too, can play any instrument
By this EASY A-B-C Method

OU think it's difficult to learn

N.Y.C.

women have studied music at homo

Surprised Friends

I want to nay that my friends
are greatly surprised at the
different pieces | can already
play. I am very happy to
have chosen your method of
learning.

*B. F., Bronx, N. Y.

Enclosed is my last examina-
tion sheet for my course in
Tenor Banjo. This completes
my course. | have taken les-
sons before under teachers,
but my instructions with you
were by far the best.

+A. O., Minn.
*Actual pupils’ names on re-
quest. Pictures by profes-

sional models.

Please mention Acb Fiction Group

music? That's what thousands of
others have thought! Just like you,
they longed to play some instrument
— the piano, violin, guitar, saxophone
or other favorites. But they denied
themselves the pleasure — because
they thought it took months and
years of tedious study and practice
to learn.

And then they made an amazing
discovery! They learned about a
wonderful way to learn music at
home— without a private teacher—
without tedious study— and in just a
fraction of the time required by old-
fashioned methods. They wrote to the
U. S. School of Music for the facts
about this remarkable short-cut meth-
od. And the facts opened their eyes!
To cap the climax, a free Demonstra-
tion lesson actually showed them
how easy it was to learn.

The result? Over 700,000 men and

this simple, A-B-C way. Now, all over
the world, enthusiastic music-lovers
are enjoying the thrilling satisfaction
of creating their own music. They
have found the key to good times,
popularity and profit.

And that's what you can do, right
now. Simply mail the coupon below.
Get the proof that you, too, can learn
to play your favorite instrument—
quickly, easily, in spare time at home.
Never mind if you have no musical
knowledge, training or talent. Just
read the fascinating illustrated book-
let that answers all your questions—
examine the demonstration lesson.
Both will be mailed to you without
the slightest cost or obligation. Tear
out the coupon now, before you turn
the page. (Instruments supplied
when needed, cash or credit). U. S.
School of Music, 4344 Brunswick
Bldg., New York City.

FREE DEMONSTRATION LESSON AND BOOKLET

U.S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC

4344 Brunswick Bldg., New York City

Without cost er obligation to mo, please send me your free illustrated booklet and demonstration
lesson. X am interested in the instrument checked belojv:

PIANO BANJO
VIOLIN MANDOLIN
GUITAR UKULELE
ACCORDION CORNET
SAXOPHONE TRUMPET
CELLO HARP
HAWAIIAN GUITAR CLARINET

TROMBONE

DRUMS AND TRAPS
. HARMONY _AND COMPOSITION
VOICE CULTURE

Have You

Name ..This Instru.? ... .
Address
City State

when answering advertisements



on approval. Just mall the coupon and we'U send you
a set of these remarkable auto books, just off the
press. Whether you are a mechanic or helper, ex-
pert or apprentice, auto owner or driver, if
you're interested in knowma all about
automobile mechanics, then take advantage

of this FREE EXAMINATION OFFER.

Nearly 100 pages on DIESEL Engines

A better job—in the gigantic auto in-
dustry. BIGGER PAY—a chance to go
into business for yourself and get a share
of the huge profits” that are waiting for any
man who even half tries to improve himself.
Learn auto engineering with these wonder
set TIMING—how to put books new way— without studying or
our finger 'g'lslﬂ"llé memori i; Simply use the JIFFY IN-
”?we”(gr:ge ‘url‘;‘; ZK;;‘” DEX to look up the answer to any auto
way to XU NeWest problem. Built by eleven of America’'s
improvements ¢u||y cov- Wwell known automobile engineers, and written
ered. Compares ‘favor- in simple language so you can understand
It. Very newest cars, all covered.

ably  with a complete
end now Zg.wawi,u;?; |

trade course at less
than a fourth the cost
6 BIQ VOLUMES
New Edition Toose-leaf volume No. 7 with newest
cars and diagrams and also et |
valuable book ‘Aut omoblle Service |
Shop Management.” J

CAN YQU AX If?
These wonder buohs (ell
step by stex>
take out "pla
ferential — to ki[l the
shimmy In steering—to

rand
2560 pages, 2000 illus-
trations, wiring
grams, = etc., mcludlng
Marine Engines, Avia-
(IDﬂ Motors,

es oto be Dleseel :d” MERICAN TECHNICAL SOCIETY
gold-stamped flex- Drexel Avenue & 58th St, Dept. A940, Chicago, .

ible binding
AMERICAN TECHNICAL SOCIETY,
Drexel Ave. & 58th , Dept. A'940, Chicago,

| would like to see the new 6-volume edmon of your AUTO
ROOKS. I will pnv the few cents delivery chargee onl but if 1
choos ay r press collect 1f after 10 days use
I prefer to keep them‘ I will send ou $2 ay the balance ‘at the

ate of only $3 month, untll |s paid. Please Include

c%ns Iting membershlp and the two extra books as per your offer
ve.

Name
Address

City tate . ..
Anach letter s(atmg age, occupation and name anil addre
ployor and that nf at least one husinesfl man as reference.

GIANT FROGS

Start At Home ! Market Waiting!
Use small pond to begin, Expand with
the increase. Easy to shi WE BUY]

& Women starting in every state. See
what others already doin Send for
|Ilustrated free frog book lodav

ERICAN FROG CANNING COMPANY
Dept. (195-D) N

PROSTATE SUFFERERS

Prostate gland acute or chronic, rheumatism, kidney and
bladder sufferers, send for FREE trial package, amazing
results. Endorsed by doctors.

PROSTEX COMPANY, Dept. 73, Miami, Oklahoma

BE A DETECTIVE

Make Secret Investigations
Earn Big Money. Work home or travel.
Fascinating work. Experience unnecessary.
DETECTIVE Particulars FREE, Write to

GEO.T. N.WAGNER, 2640 Broadway, N.Y.
FACTORY SALE-BELOW COST

25Cal. AUTOMATIC cc. %5
Vest Pocket Size *

Model 066-7 shot; fine blued steel, accurate

safety; fiat model. Ingth overall 4

Special $5.95 25 cal. 10 shot—$7.95: 32 caL 8 shot

—$6.85; 10 shot military model—$7

Holsters—Opun top— 75¢; Shoulder—$1 75; Cartridges:

J5 cat.—65c; 32 cal. 75e per box of 25.

$2 Deposit required on C.0.D.'s—send _M.O. in full and save
charges. None sold to minora. New 1937 Catalog: S&W Colta,
Rifles, Air Guns, Telescopes, Binoculars, etc. Send Sc stamp.

LEE SALES CO. (Dept. HP) 35 West 32nd St.. N. Y. City

GUARANTEED TIRES!

GOQOYEAR'GOODRICH FREE!

FIRESTONE*U S. and 3
Other Standard Makes Levli\tlthfryN

World’'s Lowest 2 Tiresordered
TIRE PRICES
Tlr* users by the
thousands ell over
the U.S.A. vouch for
the Long Hard Serv-
ice of our Standard
Brand tires recondi-
tioned with high grade
materials and latest (ypo ,e“em,bu,b
methods by our tire for instant
Experts.Our 2 it Sty 1636
years experience
,makes it possible to where. Srder now
offer tires at lowest prices, with Tegal
r agreement to replace at price any
tire that fails to give 12 Mos. Service.

EVERY TIRE GUARANTEED!
BALLOON TIRES SIzeREGULAR CORO TIRES

Tires Tubes SizeTires Tubes

SiiaHIm lire* Tube* 30x3>i 52.38 *0.76 83x4 3 $3.43 *1.16
PETNTEY *MSS 31x4  2.9S .85 3ax4tf 3.45 LIS
20x4.50-20 2.35 29 538 gg 30x5  3.65 L35

x4.BO2L 2. X
28x4.75-10 2AS 8ax4 3. 25 33x5  3.75 1.45
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Death’s Too Good

By H. H. Stinson

Author of “Frame For Dynamite,” etc.

Lieutenant Ben Hagan tried to trap
Granlund, the racket czar who had
killed Detectives Pete and Aldo Correlli.
And when Nita, vengeful sister of the
dead Correlli brothers, started using her
tiny pistol, she tangled Hagan’s gunless
strategy in a trigger giveaway.

CHAPTER |

Night Alarm

caromed off the wall, slithered onto
a table in the darkness, hit glass
with a resounding smack.

The noise snapped Hagan two-thirds
of the way out of a dreamless sleep,
brought him sitting straight up in bed.

He muttered, “What the hell?” in a
sleep-choked voice and was swinging one
big leg out of bed when another heavy,
oblong object spun through the dim, gray
square that was the open window, cracked
him on the shoulder. The impact turned
him half around, yanked him the rest of
the way out of his stupor. He swore under
his breath, flung back rumpled covers and
hit the floor with his feet, fast but quietly.

His hand found his gun where he al-
ways left it, on the dresser top, and he
bent his flat-bellied body half-double and
stalked the misty square of the window.
He got close to the window, slid one eye
out beyond the window frame. Six feet
below the window, on the lawn of the
apartment house, there was a small, vague
figure with a right arm poised.

The arm started to swing, and Hagan
said: “You out there—freeze!”

A whisper floated up through the
night from the small figure. The whisper
said: “Ben! This is Nita— Nita Cor-
relli!”

Hagan chuckled, let his gun hand sink.
“Hi, Nita. Can’t you think of anything

SO METHING oblong and heavy

10

Nita stopped in the doorway,
terrified.
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else to do at this hour but toss rocks at
me?”

“Let me in, Ben,” the small figure said,
still whispering. “I've got to see you.
You've got to help me.”

“Sure,” Hagan said. “You can always
see me. Come around front,”

He snapped on lights, put his gun back
on the dresser beside his watch, his keys,
loose change and the shield that read,
Detective Lieutenant—Randburg Police
Department. He shrugged his six feet of
ropy muscle into a warm, shabby bath-
robe, his feet into slippers, and went out
into the apartment-house hallway. He
opened the night lock on the street door,
and a small girl in good furs stepped
inside.

The girl was slim, nicely rounded, with
a creamy-skinned oval face, big brown
eyes. The eyes were panicky.
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She said, her breath coming fast: “No-
body answered the apartment-house
phone, and the front door was locked, so
| had to wake you.”

Hagan grinned down at her, drew her
inside. “You did, bambina, you did. That
second rock left a two-inch dent in me.
Now what's the matter?”

“It’s Aldo. He’s going to kill Granlund.”

“Huhn?” Hagan said. “Somebody’s
been kidding you, honey— Granlund’s not
within a thousand miles of Randburg.”

The girl stamped a small, well-shod
foot. She said: “You know me well
enough to realize | don't have hysterics
for nothing. Granlund will be in town
inside of half an hour, and Aldo’s gone
to meet him to kill him on sight. You're
Aldo’'s partner, Ben, and you've got to
stop him.”

Hagan had a wide, bony face with
jutting eyebrows, a rough-and-ready
good humor in his blue eyes. He drew the
eyebrows down into a straight line, said
abruptly: “Come on in and tell me while
I throw on some duds.”

NSIDE his apartment he shut the door

behind him, pulled out a chair and
swung it around toward the wall.

“Sit down there and keep your back
turned, bambina,” he said, beginning to
shuck the bathrobe. “Now shoot.”

The girl sat down. She held one palm
against the other to still the shaking of
her hands. “1 told you, Ben,” she said.
“Aldo’s going to Kill Granlund because
he's sure Granlund is the man that mur-
dered our brother, Pete, in that—"

“1 know all that,” Hagan said, grabbing
up a shirt. “I'm sure Granlund murdered
Pete Correlli, or had him murdered be-
cause Pete took the job as investigator
for the grand jury and was rounding up
some hot information on the rackets that
would have busted them up and sent
Granlund to the pen. And | know that
while we couldn’t get anything on Gran-
lund to pin the murder on him, he thought
ittd be smart to get out of town for a
while and run his rackets by remote con-
trol. I've been over all that fifty times
with AL”

“You know how Aldo felt about it,
Ben.”

“1 know,” Hagan said. “Sicilian stuff—
you Kill one Correlli and you've got the
rest of them to kill before you can be
comfortable again. But, after all, Al's a
cop, and us cops can't afford to go in for
personal feud stuff. 1 thought | had him
talked out of it. What started him off
again?”

Hagan was pulling on his shoes.

Nita Correlli said: “Somebody—a re-
porter, | think—called the house thirty
minutes ago and talked to Al. He told Al
that Granlund was getting in to Rand-
burg on the air liner that gets in from
the west at five-twenty, and wanted to
know if Aldo planned to arrest him. |
got that much from Aldo’'s end of the
conversation. As soon as he hung up,
Aldo got out his gun. As he was leaving
the house, he said: ‘Sis, things are about
to get squared up, | tried to keep him
from going but he wouldn't listen to me.”

“Damn all nosy reporters,” Hagan said,
jamming his hat on his sandy thatch,
thrusting big fists through sleeves of a
trench-coat. “And damn partners that
every once in a while get a rush of hot
blood to the head,”

Nita Correlli got up. Her small, oval
face was angry. She said: “If that's the
way you feel—"

“Nuts, bambina,” Hagan said. He
grinned, chucked her under the chin. “Al
Correlli and | have been partners for six
years, and he's the best friend I've got
in the world. But you've got to admit it's
ga-ga for him to take things into his own
hands. If he kills Granlund, he gets
kicked off the cops, and a little later he
gets burned for it. What percentage is
there in that?”

“Then you'll stop him, Ben?”

“If 1 have to slug him unconscious.
Come on.”

They went out into the hall. On the
wall near the street door there was a
pay phone, and Hagan got out a nickel,
dialed a number. He talked briefly,
cradled the receiver and looked around at
Nita Correlli.

“The airport says the eastbound liner
is ten to fifteen minutes late,” he said.
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He looked at his watch. “It’s five minutes
of five, and we can get to the airport in
twenty minutes, fast driving. We've got
plenty of time. What I'll tell that nutty
partner of mine about Latin impulses will
give Mussolini indigestion.”

Nita Correlli said softly, “Thank
heaven for you, Ben!” She took one of
his big-knuckled hands in hers, pressed
her cheek against it impulsively.

“Well,” Hagan said, grinning, “there’re
some Latin impulses that suit me.”

CHAPTER 11
Rescue for a Rat

AGAN'S roadster rocked along at
forty-five between factory build-
ings, half revealed in the dawn.
Over the slap of the wind, Nita Cor-
relli said anxiously: “You're sure we'll
be in time, Ben? Can’t you go faster?”

“We'll make it,” Hagan said. “It’s only
ten after five, and we've got less than
two miles to go.”

He swerved around a truck that labored
with roaring motor, got clear of its bulk,
the clamor of its engine.

Suddenly his foot jammed hard on his
accelerator. He said between his teeth:
“Hells bells!”

“What is it?”
“Listen!”

Above them the whine of a whirling
propeller, the stuttering explosions of a
half-throttled motor filled the air. A mo-
ment later a silvery shape, clear against
the lightening sky, and five hundred feet
above, slid beyond them and down an
invisible runway toward the airport.

Hagan growled: “Hang on!”

The roadster hit seventy-five, eighty.
The airliner dropped out of sight, and
Hagan brought the speedometer needle
up to eighty-five on a stretch of wide
concrete that curved gently toward the
airport entrance. He braked, tires shriek-
ing, at the entrance, skidded to a jolt-
ing stop in front of the terminal build-
ing, He hit the sidewalk on the run almost
before the car had stopped,

Through double doors of glass he could
see the interior of the terminal. There
was a clerk, yawning at the ticket win-
dow. In the center of the floor a red-
capped negro stood, surrounded by half
a dozen bags. There was no commotion,
no disorder.

But Hagan saw that the red cap was
staring in an uncertain way at the half-
closed door of a small room at one side
of the rotunda. Lettering on the door
said travel bureau, and Hagan start-
ed, hard-heeled and in a hurry, toward
the door. Behind him feet pattered.

Over his shoulder he flung: “Stay out
from under my feet, bambina.”

He got closer to the door, heard the
mutter of a voice inside the room. Just
outside the door and to one side, Hagan
paused.

Inside, Correlli's voice snarled: “All
right, Granlund, see if all your political
angles will keep this slug out of your
belly.”

Another voice, thin and terrified, rose
in a scream, chattered: “Correlli,
don’'t— I”

Hagan’'s shoulder hit the half-open
door, smashed it wide. Just inside, he
spun and left his feet in a jump toward
a short, dark-skinned man whose trigger
finger was whitening with pressure on
the trigger of the .38 that rested easily
in his right hand.

Still in the air, Hagan yelled: “Al—
wait!”

The dark-skinned man’'s face jerked
around at him and the next instant
Hagan slammed into him, jarred him off
balance. The gun in his fist banged, and
plaster spurted from the wall above a
tall snappily-dressed man who stood,
white and shaking, across from Correlli.
Correlli went down, cursing, beneath
Hagan, and Hagan got his hand on the
gun, tore it out of Correlli's fingers.

“You crack-brain,” Hagan growled.
“Get sense, will you?”

There had been two men, big men with
flat expressionless faces, standing beside
the snappily-dressed man. One of them
ran over to the pile-up, hauled a big foot
back and kicked Correlli on the side of
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the head. Correlli slumped, and the big
man let another kick fly.

Hagan got the man’s ankle halfway
through the arc, pulled and twisted
simultaneously, and the man flew into the
air, lit on the back of his neck with a
thud that shook the floor. Hagan got his
knees and then his feet under him, scram-
bled upward.

The other big man roared: “Hey, you!”
and started for Hagan, fists cocked pro-
fessionally.

Hagan let the man’s right slide over
his shoulder, brought his own right up
from his knees. It connected solidly with
the angle of the man’s jaw, bounced him
against one wall. Ordinarily a solid right
with Hagan’'s compliments was final, but
the big man shoved himself away from
the wall, shook his head and came boring
in again, cursing.

BOVE the uproar the snappily-
dressed man clipped: “Pug— quit
it!”

The big man stopped in mid-stride,
turned his face around sulkily. He said:
“Listen, boss, this mug pushed Nick
around, didn’'t he? You wanta let him get
away with that?”

“You fool, he just saved my life. Maybe
yours.”

Correlli swore groggily and sat up.
Hagan looked down at him, back at the
snappily-dressed man.

“Don’t thank me, Granlund,” he said.
“1 wouldn’t have turned my head to keep
your lousy hide in one piece. As a matter
of fact, | think murder's too good for
you, and | couldn't go for my partner
sitting on the hot seat to even up for
rubbing out a rat like you.”

Pug scowled, made a move toward
Hagan, and Granlund waved him back.
Granlund had a thin, clever face with
deep, narrowly-set, greenish eyes. His
face was still perfectly white, and he
shoved back a neat Homburg to pat sweat
from his forehead with a crisp handker-
chief. But he had his voice smooth and
under control.

He shrugged. “Have it your way,
Hagan. Nevertheless, | appreciate the
way you handled that screw-ball partner

of yours. He seems to think I know some-
thing about some brother of his getting
killed. He's crazy.”

Hagan scowled, said nothing. He
reached down, got a hand under Cor-
relli’'s armpit, hauled him up. He growled
in Correlli’'s ear: “Nita’s outside there.
Go on out and take care of her, you hot-
headed nut. I'll handle it from here on.”

Correlli shook his head, looking at
Granlund savagely, and Hagan put a hand
in the middle of his back, shoved him out
the door, through which Nita Correlli,
a scared clerk and an even more scared
porter were peering.

“Good enough,” Granlund said. The big
man whose name was Nick was stirring
on the floor, and Granlund added: “Pug,
slap that dim-wit back into circulation
and we'll all get out of here.”

Hagan shook his head. “You can go,
Granlund. I've got nothing on you. But
Pug and Nick go downtown with me.”

“What for?”

“ Assaulting an officer, interfering with
an officer. | may be able to think of more
later.”

“Does it make any difference,” Gran-
lund said evenly, “that they’'re friends of
mine?”

Hagan grinned. “All the difference in
the world. Any friend of yours is a cinch
to be sour. I've never seen these birds
around Randburg before, and | want to
find out who they are and just how sour

they are.”
Granlund's eyes narrowed. “You can't
hold them, Hagan. You know I'll have

‘'em out half an hour after they hit jail.”

“Sure,” Hagan agreed cheerfully. “And
meanwhile I'll have their prints to match
with anything Washington has.”

Pug scowled, his small eyes vicious at
either side of a battered nose. He said:
“Listen, boss, | thought you had some-
thing to say about things in this burg."

“Don’t worry,” Granlund said. His
voice was cold. “Go on down with this
pig-headed flatfoot. I'll jerk you out be-
fore they can get a cell unlocked for you.
And, Hagan, you're sticking your neck
out.”

“That,”
exercise.”

Hagan said, “is my favorite
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CHAPTER 111
Sudden Funekal

HIEF BAKER stuck out a fat hand,
C said: “Let me have your badge,
Correlli.”

Baker was a huge man with a paunch
that matched all his other dimensions, a
round, bland face with bunched gray hair
above the ears and a wide pink area of
scalp. Correlli’'s fine-boned, sensitive face
with its straight-lipped mouth and brown
eyes twitched a little, but he flipped back
his lapel, unpinned the lieutenant’s badge
there.

Hagan stirred his big feet restlessly,
said: “This isn't coming to Al, chief. 1
told you how it happened out there.”

Baker took the badge, dropped it in a
drawer of his desk. He said blandly:
“You told me you and Correlli decided to
work the airport this morning and saw
a couple of suspicious characters come in
on the liner with Granlund. So you de-
cided to question them, and Correlli’s gun
went off accidentally. That's what you
told me, and it was a lot of hooey. | found
out from Granlund what happened.
Correlli was all wet. If he has any proof
that Granlund murdered Pete Correlli,
the department will act on it as a depart-
ment. I'll not have any of my men going
off half-cocked on a personal feud.”

Correlli’s mobile Italian face tightened.
He said behind his teeth: “Some time I'll
prove Granlund killed my brother.”

“l hope so,” Baker said. “Meantime
you're suspended until a trial board con-
venes. You'll be notified of the date.”

In the corridor outside Baker’s office,
Hagan punched Correlli in the ribs, not
hard, and grinned at him. “Cheer up,
sour-puss. The worst you can get out of
a trial board is a fifteen-day fine. Throw-
ing the fear of hell into Granlund was
worth that much, wasn't it?”

Correlli managed a smile, said: “You're
a pretty swell guy, Ben. But | still wish
I'd let Granlund have that slug.”

“No, you don't.”

Correlli shrugged. “No, | guess | don't.
Like you say, I'd have burned for it; and
the rat’s not worth it.”

“Right. Now go on home and eat spa-
ghetti or find an early-morning movie or
do something to get your mind off Gran-
lund. Okay?”

“Okay, Ben.”

From the steps of headquarters, Hagan
watched his partner head across the
street toward a parking lot. It was tough
that that plane had been five minutes
early instead of ten minutes late; be-
cause, Hagan knew, that build-up about
a fifteen-day fine for firing that shot at
Granlund had been just a build-up. Gran-
lund’s wires ran high up into the city
administration. If he wanted to bear
down, he could have Correlli thrown off
the force; and, judging by the prompt-
ness with which he had filed charges
against Correlli, he wanted to bear down.

Hagan saw Correlli’s car pull out of the
parking lot and he turned back into head-
quarters. He turned back just two sec-
onds too soon to see another car, in which
a pair of dapper and tight-lipped youths
were riding, pull out in Correlli's wake.

As Hagan passed the desk sergeant's

office, a grizzled sergeant in uniform
poked his head out, said: “Hey, Ben,
those two hooligans of yours were

sprung on a writ an hour ago.”

“1 expected it,” Hagan said. “1 had 'em
long enough to get what | wanted. The
record bureau made one of them as Pug
Williams, a St. Louis mobster, and the
other as Nick De Mori, a petty racket
chiseler from Chicago. But no wants on
either of 'em.”

At nine o’clock that night Hagan rang
the doorbell of the second-floor flat where
Al and Nita Correlli lived. Nita answered
the door.

“Hi,
home?”

Nita Correlli's pretty face was shad-
owed, worried. She batted her big brown
eyes at Hagan, said wuneasily: “h—lI
thought you were with him, Ben. He
hasn't been home all day; he hasn't called
up or anything.”

Hagan made his voice and his face

bambina,” Hagan said. "Al

casual. He said: “1 was working a dif-
ferent case from him today. He'll be
showing up pretty quick, I guess. I'll wait

around for him a little.”
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NSIDE the living room he picked up

the phone, said carelessly: “1'd better
make my final check-in. Could you fix me
a cup of coffee?”

Nita said: “Of course,
away.”

She went through a hallway to the
kitchen, and Hagan dialed, got the police
department operator and asked for the
homicide squad.

When the homicide squad answered,
Hagan said in a low voice: “Levine?
Hagan, Levine. Heard anything from or
of Al Cor—"

Levine's voice cut in, heavy and ex-
cited, making the phone squawk at
Hagan’'s ear. “For heaven’s sake, Ben, I
been trying to locate you for twenty min-
utes. Al was found shot to death half an
hour ago out on City Dump Number
Four.”

Hagan’'s teeth set suddenly, involun-
tarily. Through them he said in a voice
that wasn’t his own: “What? Who did
it?”

Behind Hagan china crashed unnoticed
to the floor while Levine's voice kept bit-
ing at his eardrum. “Not much dope on
it yet, Ben. Couple of boys found him and
notified the watchman. | understand he
hadn’'t been dead very long. You better
get out there right away— maybe you can
help.”

“Yeah,” Hagan said. “Sure.”

He cradled the phone, turned. Nita Cor-
relli stood in the middle of the room.
Coffee stained the rug in a litter of
broken china at her feet. Her face was
white and terrified, and her eyes pleaded
with Hagan.

In a voice that barely got past her pale
lips she said: “He's dead! They've killed
him, haven’t they?”

Hagan put an arm around her shoul-
ders, held her tight when her slim body
began quivering. He said: “Show me how
well you can take it, bambina. Come on,
show me.”

“He's dead, isn't he?”

“Yes.”

The girl went to pieces against Hagan’s
wide chest. He let her weep and storm for
five minutes, then he held her away from

Ben. Right

him, shook her a little. He said harshly:
“Get hold of yourself, Nita. You've got to.
| can’t leave until you do, and I've got to
get out there.”

She clenched her hands, bit her lips, be-
gan to stifle her sobs. Through them she
said bitterly: “Oh, if I had only let him
go ahead and kill Granlund last night! At
least Aldo would still have been alive.
Ben, | will kill Granlund myself! I swear
to you I will kill him myself!”

“No, you won't,” Hagan said. “If and
when we get around to that, I'll take care
of it, myself.”

“You?”

“Me,” Hagan said. “Al might have been
your brother. He was my partner. I'll
take care of his debts.”

She broke down again, sobbing. “First
Pete, now Aldo! I will kill that Granlund,
myself!”

“Will you promise me one thing?”

“What?”

“Will you stay here until I get back?”
She nodded faintly, and Hagan said
again: “Will you? | don't want you going
Sicilian on me and starting out after
Granlund with a rod in your kick. Be-
cause you won't get any place that way.
Will you give me your word?”

“1 will give you my word.”

“Okay.” He held her racked form
closely for a moment, said: “I'm sorry,
bambina.”

CHAPTER IV
Cover Charge Clue

APTAIN GILLIS, homicide skipper,
looked down at Al Correlli’s body in
the glow of a half-dozen flashlights and
teetered from heel to toe and back again.
He said to Hagan, who had just arrived:
“Was shot some place else, Ben, and
dumped here. It must have been some
place close because he hasn’t been dead
over an hour.”

Hagan, looking down at the body also,
felt faintly sick at the pit of his stomach,
felt in addition to that a cold lump of
resolve in his chest. He had been part-
ners with Al Correlli for six years.
They'd been more than partners; they'd
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been friends. Straight-lipped, straight-
shooting Correlli had saved his life at
least twice. Once Hagan had stood off a
gang of hijackers in the old days for half
an hour with Correlli unconscious at his
feet. They hadn't talked much about
those things between themselves, but
neither had forgotten them.

And now Correlli lay on his face in a
pile of refuse, a bullet through the back
of his head, half the front of his skull
gone.

Under his breath Hagan said: “Okay,
Al, we're still partners.”

“What's that, Hagan?” Gillis said.

“Just something,” Hagan told him,
“between pals, skipper.”

Gillis cleared his throat, said: “I'm
sorry, Ben. | know you and Al were part-
ners a long time. So | thought maybe
you'd have an idea on this.”

“l1 have an idea,” Hagan said. “It’ll
probably turn out to be a lousy idea.”

“Lousy or not, what is it?”

“Al had Charlie Granlund believing
this morning he was going to put a slug
through him. So Granlund turns him in
to Chief Baker and gets him a suspension
and a trial board.”

“Yeah,” Gillis nodded. “1 heard a little
something about that. But it looks like
that ought to work the other way around.
Al would have done the blasting, and
Granlund would have been the victim.”

Hagan shrugged. “1 said it was prob-
ably a lousy idea.”

“Well, we'll talk to Granlund.”

Two coroner’s deputies with a stretcher
picked their way across the dump toward
the clump of flashlights. They put Al
Correlli’s body on the stretcher and start-
ed back. Hagan walked back to the road
beside Gillis.

He said: “Skipper, if you don’'t mind
I'd like to be assigned to find Granlund
and bring him in for a talk.”

Gillis looked at him sidewise, shrewd-
ly, for a moment. “All right, Ben,” he
nodded. “But no rough stuff, you under-
stand.”

“I'm no nitwit,” Hagan said dryly. “I
know how Granlund stands. But I'd like
to be the first to talk to him about this.”

The Swing Club, latest and hottest

hotcha spot of Randburg, lay behind a
port-holed, modernistic front, liberally
adorned with neon tubes. Hagan, half an
hour after he had left City Dump Num-
ber Four, pulled his roadster in to the
curb across from the club, got out, and
crossed the street. The doorman, tall and
with gray, handlebar mustaches, touched
his gilt-braided cap.

“And how are you tonight, Mr. Hag-
an?” he said.

“I'm all right, Mike.”

Mike grinned under the mustaches.
seen your partner a while ago.”

Hagan, already halfway through the
leather-padded doors of the Swing Club,
came back. “How long ago, Mike?”

“Two-three hours ago.”

“Anybody with him?”

“No, sir, Mr. Hagan, but he had a very
nice package aboard. He sang me one of
them Eye-talian operas for five minutes
before I could get him into a cab.”

“A cab, huh?” Hagan said. “Remember
the driver?”

“No, sir. He wasn't one of the regulars
on this stand. Maybe | could find out,
though.”

Hagan said: “Find out in a hurry,
Mike, and let me know.”

“Anything the matter, Mr. Hagan?”

“Enough,” Hagan nodded. “Correlli
was murdered about an hour and a half
ago, and his body thrown on a city
dump.”

Mike's face was shocked and incredu-
lous. “And that’'s a shame, Mr. Hagan! A
fine fellow Mr. Correlli was. Yes, sir, I'll
find out who hauled him away from here,
and I'll let you know immediate.”

“Thanks, Mike.”

Hagan went through the leather-
padded doors, down three steps and past
a tall blonde without paying any at-
tention to the hand she stretched out for
his hat. Inside the club the lights were
dimmed, all except an amber spot that
played on a lithe brunette who was half-
way through a strip-tease act in the mid-
dle of the dance floor. Out of the shadowy
clutter of tables and diners, a short,
tuxedoed man came toward Hagan.

He murmured: “Table, sir?”
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“No table, Gino. Just a little conversa-
tion.”

Gino Perrino said: “Oh, hello, Ben.
How are you? What can | do for you?”

“What | said—a little conversation.
Your office empty?”

“Sure,” Perrino said. “This way.”

HEY went past a dais where Jimmy
Hixon’'s Swingers were racketing,
down a hallway and into a small room,
cluttered with files, a desk, a safe. Per-
rino was a stocky, swart man with a
good-looking face, quiet and wary eyes.
He smiled a little, said: “Converse, Ben.”
Hagan sat on a corner of the desk, got
a cigarette lit. He said conversationally:
“Where can | find Granlund, Gino?”

Perrino shook his head. “1 don’'t know.”

“You don’t know, or you won't tell me?”

“1 don’'t know, Ben,” Perrino said pa-
tiently.

Hagan scowled. “Nuts, Gino. Granlund
owns this spot, and you're his manager,
and you expect me to believe you don’t
know where he can be contacted?”

“He used to live at the Western Arms
Hotel—"

“1 know, | know,” Hagan interrupted.
“And the Western Arms was torn down
while he was out of town. Listen, Gino,
| played ball with you a couple of times
when a mob tried to frame you. Now it's
your turn. Right now, if | want to, | ean
have the vice squad raise hell with you
on that strip-tease act out there. | know
a lot of ways to make you uneasy if you
want to have it that way.”

Perrino hesitated. Then he shrugged,
said: “I guess Granlund can take care of
himself if he has to. I'm sending my daily
report sheet to the A-B-C Investment
Company, seven-fifty Charter Building.”

“But you don’'t know where he's living
since he got back?”

“] swear | don’t, Ben.”

“Okay.” Hagan nodded. He snapped his
cigarette at a cuspidor and stood up. “One
more thing— Al Correlli was in here ear-
lier tonight.”

"l talked to him a little while. He was
pretty high, too high.”

“What do you mean by that?”

Perrino looked faintly uneasy. He said:
“Listen, Ben, any guy in this town, cop-
per or not, who runs around shooting off
his face how Granlund is a heel, a punk,
a louse and a yellow rat, is laying up
trouble for himself. A1 was in here—
Granlund’'s own spot — telling anybody
that'd listen all those things. You're
smart, Ben. You know Granlund can't
pass over things like that and still man-
age to keep all his boys in line. | finally
shut Al up and got him to leave.”

“Alone?”

“Sure. Why?”

"Because he didn’t stay alone very long.
Somebody caught up with him not very
long after he left here, put a slug through
the back of his nut and tossed him on a
city dump.”

Perrino paled. “No!”

“Yes.”

“I'm sorry, Ben. Al was always a gooO
friend of mine.”

“Yeah,” Hagan said. “I'm sorry, too.
He was a good partner of mine.”

Perrino chewed at his upper lip in a
worried way. His eyes fell away from
Hagan’'s. He muttered: “If I'd known—"

“1 know,” Hagan said. “If you'd known
Al had been bumped off, you wouldn’t
have cracked about the A-B-C Investment
Company.”

“You didn't get that dope from me,
Ben,” Perrino said.

Hagan’'s eyes bored. “Then you think
Granlund was behind this?”

“Me, I'm not thinking,” Perrino mut-
tered. “If you're going to push Granlund
around, | don’'t want him getting the idea
I've got anything to do with it. I'm not
telling you anything when | say he’s bad
medicine if he doesn’t like somebody.”

“All right,” Hagan said. “I got my in-
formation out of the air.”

“And go out the back way, Ben,” Per-
rino pleaded. “I hope to hell nobody saw
me bring you in here. That's all | hope.”

He let Hagan out a rear door into the
darkness of an alley, and Hagan went
down the alley, down to the street cor-
ner and across to his car. Three blocks
away he pulled up in front of a drug
store and found a phone booth inside.
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The number he dialed was that of Nita
Correlli, and after a little her voice said:
“Hello.”

“Ben,”
bambina?”

“1'm all right, Ben.” Her voice was dull,
without life. But it was calm. “Ben, tell
me—about Aldo. Was it—was it bad?”

“He died between seconds,” Hagan
said. “That's a little comfort.”

“Granlund’s behind it, isn't he?”

“1 think so. I don’'t know. I'm working
on it.”

“What can | do? I've got to do some-
thing to even up for Aldo or go crazy,
Ben.”

“Sit tight,” Hagan said. He thrust out
his lower lip, scowled in thought for a
moment. “Here's something you can do.
Al at one time or another probably told
you how to look for fingerprints. Scout
around your apartment and see if you can
find something you know has a set of his
on it. | may be able to do something with
them. Of course, | can get them from the
files in the morning when the personnel
bureau opens, but they might do me some
good before then.”

“Will you be by for them?”

“After a while. First | want to crack
down on a spot at seven-fifty Charter
Building where Granlund does some busi-
ness. Meanwhile, keep your brakes on,”

“1 will, Ben.”

“You've got what it takes, bambina.”

Hagan said. "Are you okay,

CHAPTER V
Seventh Hell

HE CHARTER BUILDING was an
T elderly pile of gray limestone, drab
from twenty years of Randburg smoke
and soot. It stood in the older part of the
business section with cheap stores and
dingy loft buildings huddled at the foot
of its eight-story bulk. Twenty minutes
after Hagan had talked to Nita Correlli,
he parked his roadster around the cor-
ner from the building in a badly-lit side
street, got out and stretched his long legs
toward the entrance.

The lobby doors were unlocked, and in-
side, a gnarled, dyspeptic-looking man

was reading a newspaper in a chair un-
der a naked bulb that shot hard light on
the narrow floor of veined marble, a flight
of worn marble stairs, the grille-work of
an old-fashioned elevator.

Hagan said: “Hi, pop.”

The gnarled man put his paper down,
looked at Hagan peevishly over his sil-
ver-rimmed spectacles. “What do you
want? And I'm not your pop.”

“That's the first break I've had to-
night,” Hagan said. He grinned a little,
flipped back his lapel.

“Why didn’'t you say you were a cop-
per. Even so, what d'you want?”

“For a man that’s not going to get an-
swers, you ask a lot of questions,” Ha-
gan said, losing his grin, “Get out of
that chair and take me up to seven.”

The gnarled man put his paper down
slowly, irritably, but he got up, opened
the elevator door and waited for Hagan
to follow him.

At seven the corridor was dark except
for a square of yellow light at a door half-
way down to the rear of the building.
The gnarled man, when the elevator had
stopped bouncing and he had the grille
open, reached his hand out toward a
switch on the wall.

Hagan batted the hand down, said:
“Skip it, pop.”

He walked fast and quietly toward the
square of yellow light.

The gnarled man watched him for a
moment, then stepped back into the cage
and dropped it out of sight in a hurry.

Hagan paused in front of the door, lis-
tened for a second to a murmur of voices
inside and shifted his gun from his shoul-
der holster to his coat pocket. He tried
the doorknob very softly. The catch freed
itself and the door moved forward a frac-
tion of an inch under his hand. The next
second he had kicked it open, was stand-
ing in the doorway looking at three men
who sat playing cards at a desk in the
center of the office.

Two of them were Pug Williams and
Nick De Mori. The third man was under-
sized, very young, with a thin and per-
fectly white face and shiny-black eyes in
which the pupils had shrunk to pin-
points.
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Hagan said dryly: “Surprise, boys.”

The undersized man put down his cards
slowly, but he got up fast. He had been
sitting nearest the door, and when he
was on his feet, he squared around, said:
“Who are you, wise guy?”

“Sit down, half-pint,” Hagan growled.
He moved forward, and the undersized
man suddenly was galvanized into split-
second action. A sap dropped out of his
sleeve into his right hand, swung at
Hagan.

Hagan stopped the leather with the
palm of his left hand; pain whipped to his
elbow from the impact. His right hand
came off his gun, out of his pocket. He
closed the hand over the face of the under-
sized man, grunted and shoved. The un-
dersized man went off his feet, sailed over
a corner of the desk and crashed into a
steel file. He slid to the floor, where he
lay still.

“Who's your ambitious little pal ?” Ha-
gan said.

Nick De Mori had a wide, dark face. It
was respectful when he looked at Hagan;
his voice was earnest. He said: “You
shouldn’'t have done that, Hagan, That
little guy is a very bad citizen.”

“Bad,” Hagan grunted, “when he's
needled up. Who is he?”
Pug Williams shrugged. “Find out,

shamus. And what's the idea of busting
in here?”

"I'm looking for your boss, that's all.”

“He ain’t here.”

“So | see,” Hagan said. He looked
around the room, saw it was a single of-
fice, containing only the big desk, a few
chairs and a dozen big steel filing cabi-
nets. “1 haven't got anything else to do.
I'll wait for him.”

De Mori shrugged. “Go ahead. | guess
we can stand your company.”

Hagan bared his teeth in a humorless
grin. “Then | must be slipping. Anyway,
| can’'t stand yours.”

While the two big men watched him
with narrowed eyes, Hagan walked
around the desk and picked up the phone,
started to dial. His hands were busy with
the dial, when there was a scuffling noise
behind him. He swiveled his head in a
hurry, saw the undersized man already
on his feet by the files. The man’s face
was no longer white. It was suffused with
red at the sharp cheekbones. He was
clutching a gun that looked two sizes too
big for his hand.

“So, wise guy,” he snarled, his pupils
mere flecks in the black murderousness of
his eyes, “you bounce me around, do
you? You had a lot of fun, huhn? | wanta
see you laugh when you get this in the
guts.”

Hagan didn’t move. He could read un-
reasoning fury in the undersized man’s
eyes, knew the man was hopped to the
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eyebrows and that the slightest motion
would set him off like a pack of firecrack-
ers. Hagan cursed himself silently for
not having shaken the man down for a
gun. The only excuse he had was that,
lying on the floor, the undersized man
had seemed dead to the world.

De Mori and Williams didn't move,
either.

De Mori said in a cajoling voice: “Ed-
die, listen, this guy is a cop. Put that gun
away on account of you'll just jam us up.”

ERE was a flicker of interest in
the beady eyes but no change in their
clear intention.

“What if he is a cop? He wears pants
like anybody else and he can’'t shove me
in the face. Anyway, | like to Kill cops.
Go ahead, flattie, move just once. I'm
going to put a slug in you the first time
you twitch.”

Hagan kept his body still, his eyes on
the shiny black ones. Sweat popped out
on his forehead, began to dribble down
the channel of his spine. He knew the
glare of death when he saw it. De Mori
began to say something.

“Shut up,” Eddie snarled, lips draw-
ing back from his teeth. “You're not go-
ing to move, huhn, copper. Okay, take it
anyway.”

His right hand began to contract, to
squeeze. Hagan loosened the muscles in
his knees, tried to time his sidewise jump
with the final contraction of Eddie’s trig-
ger finger. His throat was dry, his teeth
were gritting. There wasn't a chance and
he knew it, but he had to make a try just
the same.

A gun, a small gun, banged some place,
and Hagan jerked his body to one side.
The noise of the small gun was swallowed
up instantly in the roar of the automatic
in Eddie’s fist. Hagan went down on one
knee, knowing he hadn’'t been hit but
not knowing why. Eddie’s automatic
bounced on the floor in front of him, and
he grabbed it, snapped to his feet again.

Eddie was standing against the files,
his left hand holding the shoulder mus-
cles of his right arm. He was sobbing
and shaking and cursing luridly, all at
once, and he seemed to have forgotten

Hagan. De Mori and Williams looked at
Hagan stupidly. Neither of them had a
gun in his hand; neither could have
fired that first shot.

Hagan swept sweat off his forehead
with his fingers, said: “Where'd that shot
come from?”

Williams shook his ring-battered head
at Hagan, but De Mori said: “l don't
know— 1 think it was the hall, Hagan. I
think it was out there, maybe.”

Hagan backed through the open door,
keeping his eyes on the three men. Out-
side he jerked his glance sideways down
the dark corridor but saw no one, heard
nothing. He came back into the room.
The first thing he did was to fan Eddie
thoroughly. He found a knife, one more
gun, a belly gun, stuck inside the man’s
belt. He saw that a bullet had sliced
through Eddie’s right sleeve just below
the shoulder, deep enough to burn across
the muscle, not deep enough to be more
than a scratch. He knew if it hadn’t been
for that slug, he would have been dead at
that very moment, himself. And he had
ideas about where the bullet had come
from.

Eddie had stopped sobbing and shak-
ing, but he kept on cursing.

Hagan said: “Shut up, punk, or Il
fill your throat with teeth.”

Eddie shut up and Hagan shook De
Mori and Williams down in a hurry.
Neither had any weapons.

Taking up the phone again, Hagan
said: “I still don't like your company. I'm
going to give you a nice ride in the
wagon.”

He was starting to dial when he heard
the elevator whine to a stop down the
corridor, heard the door bang open. A
moment later feet hurried down the hall,
and the dapper figure of Charlie Gran-
lund appeared in the doorway. Behind
him towered Chief of Detectives Baker.

His greenish eyes were cold, Granlund
stepped in and surveyed the bullet-
scarred file beside the undersized man
and the bullet hole in the desk where Ed-
die’s slug had landed.

"The watchman notified me some dumb
flatfoot had crashed his way in here,” he
said in a chill, even voice. “I thought it
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was probably you, Hagan, so | got hold of
Baker, who has a few things to say to
you. How about it, chief?”

Baker flushed a little at Granlund’s
proprietary air but he stepped around the
racket leader and glared at Hagan.

“What's the idea of this, Hagan?” he
snapped.

Hagan shrugged, put the phone down.
He said: “Captain Gillis assigned me to
find Granlund and bring him in for ques-
tioning on the murder of Correlli. | found
out he did business out of this place, so
I came here. The squirt there swung a
sap at me when | walked in, so | knocked
him cold. When he came to he tried to
shoot me—"

“You lie like hell, shamus,” Eddie
snarled. “You came in here waving a rod.
How was | to know you were a copper?
So | went for my rod, and some pal of
yours outside the door let me have it.”

“One way or the other,” Hagan
growled, “you’'re coming downtown with
me on a charge of carrying concealed
weapons.”

“Yeah?” the undersized man gloated.
“1 got a permit for this rod. Laugh that
off.”

Baker said: “Hagan, come outside. |
want to talk to you.”

As Hagan passed him, Granlund lifted
one corner of his thin lips in a supercili-
ous smile. The two big men chuckled, and
Hagan went through the door with the
back of his neck red, anger making his
eyes narrow. Baker walked him down the
hall twenty feet.

“What went on in there?” Baker said.

"Just what | told you, chief.”

“Who fired the shot?”

Hagan shook his head. “That’s as much
of a mystery to me as it was a surprise
to the squirt. But if it hadn’t been fired,
you'd have had one more dead copper on
your hands, chief.”

AKER deliberated. Finally he said:
B “All right, Hagan, I'll accept your
explanation of it and take no disciplinary

action. | think | can get Granlund to
overlook it.”
“Huhn?” Hagan ejaculated. “Get

Granlund to overlook it? Listen, chief,

do you mean you're not going to drag
these rats down to the bureau and put
them over the hurdles about Al Correlli’s
murder?”

“That's exactly what | mean,” Baker
snapped. “While you've been waltzing
around, going off half-cocked on a per-
sonal grudge against Granlund, the rest
of the boys have been working. We've
got Correlli’s murder solved and we have
the man in cutody, together with all the
evidence we need against him. Gran-
lund had nothing to do with it.”

Hagan was too amazed to say anything.

“We found out,” Baker said, “that Cor-
relli had been going from bar to bar all
afternoon, getting drunk. An hour ago
we got a call that a drunken truckster had
driven his light delivery truck off the
road into a telephone pole, and when they
brought him in to the emergency hos-
pital with a broken jaw and a fractured
skull, Correlli's watch and pocketbook
were found on him. When the truck was
checked the boys found a mess of blood in
the back of it, along with a piece of cloth
that had been tom from Correlli’s trous-
ers. It's a dead-bang case against the
truckster if he lives. He ran onto Cor-
relli some place, shot him, robbed him and
threw his body into the truck to take it
out to the dump. That's all there is to it.”

Hagan shook his head. “Listen, chief, if
A] was so drunk this truck driver could
rob him, there wouldn't have been any
need to shoot him, particularly to shoot
him through the back of the head. Gran-
lund was behind this and, by hell, 1 won't
stop until | prove it and send him where
he belongs—to the hot seat.”

“This is pretty close to insubordina-
tion, Hagan.”

“To hell with insubordination!”

Baker nodded, put one of his big hands

on Hagan’'s shoulder. He said: “1 know
how you feel. Correlli was your partner
and your friend. I'll forget what you've

just said. Go home, cool off, and things
will look different in the morning.”
Hagan said nothing, looked stubborn.
Baker, after a moment, sighed wearily
and went back to the lighted office. Hagan
went down the stairs, slowly at first and
then faster. He was burning—any copper
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with half the intelligence of a moron
could smell the frame-up in the solution
that had practically been tossed into the
lap of the homicide squad.

When Hagan walked out through the
lobby, the gnarled man threw him a look
of vindictive satisfaction and went back
to his paper. It added further steam to
the pressure generating inside Hagan,
and he slapped the doors out of his way
with a bang, went hard-heeled down the
sidewalk toward the corner. He found
his roadster around the comer, started
to climb in, then stepped back when some-
body moved inside.

Nita Correlli said: “Ben—"

“Youl

“Me,” Nita said.

Hagan climbed in, looked down at her,
nodded his head. "Things begin to clear
up. You took that pot-shot at the half-
pint guy.”

“1 thought it was about time somebody
got you out of that jam.”

“You win,” Hagan said. “You were an
idiot to come trailing around after me,
but it's lucky you did.”

“l1 was going almost crazy sitting
around, Ben. It was silly, maybe, but I
thought if I could just see Granlund and
threaten to do what Aldo almost did at
the airport, he might be scared enough
to confess.”

“A screwy idea, bambina.”

“l know, but | had to do something.
And then I'd found Aldo’'s prints—Ileft
and right hands—all over his military
hairbrushes and | thought you might
want them right away. | took a cab down,
and you were just going into the build-
ing as | got here. When | got inside, you'd
gone up in the elevator, so | went up the
stairs and heard that little man threat-
ening you as | got to the seventh floor.
| had the twenty-five revolver Aldo gave
me in my bag, so I—I1—"

“So you saved my life.”

“1 heard the elevator starting up, so
I ran down one flight and waited. When
| saw it was Chief Baker, | went on down
and waited for you here. Have they ar-
rested Granlund and those men?”

Hagan snorted. “They’re not going to
arrest them, bambina. They've got Al's
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murder all nicely framed around some
poor truck driver.”

He told her about it, and in the dim
light from a street lamp down at the cor-
ner, saw her eyes widen with anger and
horror.

He said: "I feel the same way.”

“But what are we going to do? Let
Granlund get away with that? Let him
send an innocent man to the chair? Ben,
if you don't do something, | swear by
the blood of my two brothers I'll kill
Granlund myself.”

“There you go,” Hagan said. “Going
Sicilian on me again. If Al hadn't pulled
the same thing, he'd still be alive. You've
got to remember the law's very fussy
about even a mugg like Granlund being
bumped off. What we’'ve got to do is get
the goods on him, bambina, and send him
to the chair. Murder’s too good for him,
anyway. It's too quick. What | want to do
is sit around outside while Granlund sits
behind bars waiting for that last morn-
ing to come.”

“What are you going to do, though?”

“Right now,” Hagan said, “I'm going
to go places and talk to people. And you're
going back home in a cab, where | hope
to heaven you'll stay put for a while.” He
grinned a little. “I'll try to stay out of
jams where 1'd need the backing of that
popgun of yours. Where're the brushes?”

CHAPTER VI
Death Delayed

he SWING CLUB was really be-
ginning to warm up when Hagan
parked his car across from the port-holed
front again. Cabs and private cars were
arriving with after-the-theater parties,
and it was ten minutes before Hagan,
lounging down the street from the en-
trance, saw his chance to speak quietly
to the doorman with the handlebar mus-
taches.
“Anything, Mike?” he said.
Mike said aloud: “Not a thing,
Hagan.”
Hagan scowled.
Mike let his eyes rove around, saw there
was no one within ten feet. From the cor-

Mr.
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ner of his mouth and under his breath he
said: “The hacker in the fourth cab on
the stand.”

Hagan made his face look disgruntled
and went across to his car. He kept his
eyes on the fourth cab on the stand, saw
it advance, cab by cab, to the lead-off
position. When it pulled out with two cou-
ples as fares, he got his roadster started
and dawdled along behind the cab until
the wares were dropped in front of a
downtown hotel. The hacker made a U-
turn, got in line on the hotel stand, and
Hagan parked his car across the street.

The hacker looked startled when Ha-
gan climbed inside the cab. Hagan
palmed his badge at the man.

“A little information,” Hagan said.

The cab driver looked
said: “Sure, boss.”

“You picked up a fare at the Swing
Club about seven o'clock, didn't you?”

The hacker nodded. “Sure, | remember
him. Kind of a dark-looking guy. He was
singing opera stuff. Pretty well lit.”

"Where'd you take him?”

“A joint over on Fifth Street—the
Blue Hour Inn.”

“Okay,” Hagan said, beginning to climb
out.

“Is that all, boss ?”

“That's all,” Hagan said, “except one
thing: Don't tell anybody a copper was
asking you about it. It wouldn't be
healthy.”

The driver, who was young and had a
weak, good-looking face, nodded violently.
“1 never even saw you, boss.”

Back in his own car Hagan put down
in his notebook under the dashlight the
name and number of the chauffeur's li-
cense he had seen on the identification
card in the tonneau of the cab. He knew
if he had done that while the hacker
was watching him, there would probably
have been one hacker gone south by morn-
ing.

Ten minutes later Hagan was pulling
in to the curb at Fifth Street, half a block
below blue neon tubes that spelled out
“Blue Hour Inn.” He went inside,
through a long, narrow dining room that
was weirdly illuminated with blue lamps,

relieved. He

and on into a long, narrow bar that was
bright and crowded. Hagan nudged him-
self up to the bar between a well-curved
blonde in pink satin and a slinky bru-
nette in green chiffon.

The blonde hiccoughed, smiled coyly up
at Hagan and said: “Hi, big boy.”

Hagan said, “Hi, big girl,” and ignored
her.

The blonde gave Hagan a dirty look
and then snapped her fingers at a bar-
tender sliding past. “Hey, you, where's
my Pink Lady?”

The bartender, who was a dried-up
looking man with one lock of oiled hair
drawn across his baldness, said irrita-
bly: “In a minute, lady, in a minute.”

He saw Hagan and stopped. “Hello,
Ben. H’'are you? What'll it be?”

“Whiskey sour, Joe.” Under cover of
the noises all around him, Hagan added:
“1 want to talk to you.”

“Okay, Ben.”

Hagan let his whiskey sour slide down,
waited. After five minutes he saw Joe
wipe his hands on his bar apron and head
down the bar, out and along a narrow
corridor. He followed and found the
dried-up man waiting for him in the
men’s lounge.

“How'’s tricks, Ben?”

Hagan said: “They could be better.”

“With me, too,” Joe sighed. "The way
these dames are tanking up and having
the screaming mee-mees in respectable
bars these days is enough to drive a guy
nuts. Speaking of getting tanked, | seen
your partner, Al Correlli, in here to-
night.”

“That's what | wanted to talk about.
When was he here? How long did he
stay?”

“He was in here a little after seven. |
didn’t notice him leaving, but he couldn’t
have been here very long.”

"Anybody with him ?”

"Nope.”

Hagan scowled. The trail he had hoped
to follow was vanishing almost before he
had started on it. He said, purely as a
shot in the dark: “Did you notice any-
thing unusual in here around the time
you saw Al?”
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“Come to think of it,” Joe said, “there
was something. You know this guy, Jer-
ry Macintosh, the fight manager ?”

“1 know him.”

“He does a lot of his drinking in here.
He was here tonight pretty well organ-
ized and he swore he'd seen a couple of
muggs snatch another guy out of the
washroom here. Everybody knows Jerry
is a hell of a liar, even when he’s sober,
and he was so lit nobody paid any atten-
tion to him. There wasn't any uproar
back there, and nobody had went off with-
out settling his check, so | figured Jer-
ry’'d been seeing things again.”

Hagan had started toward the door. He
said: “Jerry lives over at the Acropolis
Hotel, doesn’t he?”

“Hey, wait a minute,” Joe said. “Here’s
something else | just remembered. Just
a while ago some young fellow came in
and talked to Billy Herbert, the manager.
| heard the guy describing Jerry and
asking who he was and where did he live.
| didn’'t think nothing about it because
Jerry always has a block of stumblebums
at his heels.”

Hagan said, “Thanks, Joe,” and was
gone.

HE ACROPOLIS HOTEL, a cheap
T and shabby pile of yellow brick, was
fifteen blocks away. Hagan made it in a
little more than five minutes, sailing
through traffic with his horn blaring,
cursing at street cars, automobiles, hap-
less pedestrians. He skidded to a fast

fApIIS?ro

stop in front of the Acropolis, hit the
sidewalk and the door fast and barged
into the lobby.

A sleepy clerk at the desk looked up,
uninterested.

Hagan snapped: “What room’s Jerry
Macintosh in?”

“What's your rush, mister?” the clerk
yawned.

“They’ll be rushing you to a hospital
if you don't snap out of it,” Hagan
clipped. “What room?”

“Four-eighteen.”

"Is he up there?”

“He's up there,” the clerk grumbled.
“What's he got on up there, a convention?
Two other guys just—"~

Hagan didn’'t hear any more because
he was heading for the elevator. The ele-
vator wasn't at the lobby level, so Hagan
went for the stairway, took the steps
three at a time. At the second floor he
hauled his gun out of his shoulder hol -
ster, held it ready in his right hand. When
he hit the fourth floor, he was winded and
he stopped at the head of the stairs to
listen and get some breath.

The fourth-floor corridor was quiet,
lit dimly by one bulb of very low wattage.
Numerals on the doors near Hagan indi-
cated four-eighteen would be near the
rear of the building. He went down the
corridor noiselessly until he found him-
self in front of four-eighteen. A light
showed through the transom above the
door, and beyond the thin pine panels,
voices rumbled.
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Hagan put an ear to the door. He could
distinguish that at least two men were
talking on the other side of the door.
After that he didn't waste any time. He
didn't know whether the door was locked
or not and didn’'t care; he could see that
it was flimsy and that the lock and the
catch were of the shoddiest type.

He stood back, raised himself on one
toe and drove his other big foot, heel up,
against the lock. Wood crackled and splin-
tered, screws shrieked as they came loose
and the door burst inward. Hagan let
the impetus of his kick carry him through
the doorway. He stopped with a jolt that
shook the room, stood spread-legged and
poised with his eyes and his gun swivel-
ing.

Jerry Mackintosh, a little, red-faced
man, who had been sitting on the bed,
screeched and fell over backwards. Two
other men had been standing over him,
covering him with guns, which were still
pointed at him as Hagan jarred to a stop.

One of the men was Eddie, who held
his gun awkwardly in his left hand. The
other one was a slim, blond boy with very
pale-gray eyes and a sullen mouth. They
started to swing around toward Hagan,
their faces ludicrous with surprise and
alarm.

“Hold it,” Hagan barked.

They held it, and Hagan grinned.

He said: “Fancy meeting you here,
Eddie. I'll bet this is one caper that'll get
you so tight in the jailhouse that Gran-
lund won’'t be able to spring you. Drop
those rods.”

As he spoke, Mackintosh screeched
again, jumped up and ran toward Ha-
gan, still screeching.

He yelled: “Save me! Save me! They're
gonna kill me!”

“Stay back,” Hagan bawled.
back, you damn fool.”

Instead Mackintosh came straight at
him. Hagan dodged to one side, tried to
avoid him, and the man changed direc-
tion with him. He got between Hagan and
Eddie, and Hagan saw Eddie's feet
shifting, bringing him around. By that
time the red-faced man was virtually
climbing up Hagan’'s vest, and Hagan,

“Stay

cursing, stiff-armed him. He went down
between Hagan's legs, tripped him.

Hagan was just starting to fall when
the gun in Eddie’'s left hand whammed
twice in the small room. Whether it was
the awkwardness of using his left hand
or whether it was in the hurry, both bul-
lets smacked the wall a foot from Hagan's
head, and Eddie ran for the door as Ha-
gan, on the floor by that time, worked
his gun hand out of the tangle. The
slim blond boy hadn’t fired a shot, and
when he saw Hagan’'s gun starting up,
he, too, broke for the door.

Hagan managed to snap one shot in
the general direction of the blond boy’s
back as it went through the door. He knew
he had missed.

, He swore savagely, heaved up off the
floor and reached a hand down to pluck
Mackintosh upward.

Mackintosh clung to him, whinnying
thanks.

“Thank heaven you came, Hagan,” he
gurgled. "You're Lieutenant Hagan, ain’t
you? If you hadn’'t showed up, Hagan,
they’'d of killed me. They were gonna
kill me. One of 'em wanted to kill me here,
and the other wanted to take me for a
ride. You saved my life, Hagan.”

“And you,” Hagan clipped, “damn near
lost both our lives. Sit down.”

Mackintosh’s breath smelled strongly
of alcohol, but he was probably as close
to being sober as he had been in years.
He sat down on the bed, looked sheepish.
He said: “I'm sorry | lost my head, Ha-
gan. The only thing | could think of
when | saw you was to have you take me
away from those guys.”

Hagan still looked mad, but he said
quietly: “All right, all right, Jerry. Now
tell me what it was all about.”

“They were the same two muggs |
saw shatch a guy over at the Blue Hour.”

“How'd you happen to see them?”

“1 went back to the men’'s room, and
just as | stepped into the hallway, | saw
this pair walking a fellow out between
them. They both had guns in his back.
Maybe | made a noise or something, be-
cause just as they got to the back door,
they both looked over their shoulders at
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me. They went on out without saying any-
thing to me, though.”

“Who was the man who was being
snatched ?”

“1 couldn’t tell. I only saw his back.”

“These birds say anything that you
could hear?”

“Uh-huh. One of them said something
about going out to the big fellow’s joint.”

“Nothing else ?”

“No."

“And why,” Hagan said, “didn’'t you
call the cops?”

Mackintosh shrugged. “1 was kind of
liquored, and the other guys there laughed
at me. | figured maybe | had been seeing
things.”

“If you saw these guys again,” Ha-
gan asked, “could you identify them as
the pair you saw at the Blue Hour, and
here ?”

Mackintosh shivered. “1'd know those
guys if 1 met 'em in a pea-soup fog at
midnight.”

“Good,” Hagan said.

“Don’t leave me, Hagan,” Mackintosh
pleaded.

“Don’'t worry. I'd rather lose my right
eye than lose you right now.”

The noise of a siren from far off pene-
trated the room, began to grow louder.

“Come on,” Hagan snapped. “I haven't
got time to stick around and tell some
dumb radio cops what this is all about.
Come on!”

CHAPTER VH
Luger Bargain

T was nearing one o’'clock when Hagan
I put his roadster in the parking lot
across from headquarters. He shut off the
motor, lit a cigarette and stretched. He
had Mackintosh safely hidden out in a
small hotel in the suburbs, with instruc-
tions not to leave his room and not to
admit anyone except Hagan until the next
morning. Mackintosh had been so terri-
fied that Hagan didn't worry about his
disobeying those orders.

All the way back to town Hagan had
been debating his next step. He had to
have some cooperation if he hoped to make
any accusation stick against either Gran-

lund or his hoodlums. He couldn't count
on Chief of Detectives Baker; it was pos-
sible Captain Gillis might give him some
help. If not, there was the D. A.'s office
and the grand jury.

Finally he decided to take a chance
on Gillis. He climbed out and headed for
the green lights across the street. Half-
way to the parking-lot gates he became
aware that he wasn't exactly alone.

Nick De Mori stepped from behind a
parked car and put a big paw on Hagan’s
right arm. Hagan sidestepped, started to
jerk away, and his movement stopped
with ajolt against a big, solid body to his
left.

Pug Williams, the man to his left, said:
“Take it easy, Hagan.” His hand closed
on Hagan’s left arm.

Hagan was not a small man himself,
but between De Mori and Williams he
looked small. He didn't make any ef-
fort to wrest himself away from them,
because he knew he couldn’t do it; His
face became rocky and bulging with knots
of muscle at the comers of his jaws.

He said between his teeth: “Take your
hands off, hooligans!”

They kept his arms clamped, but De
Mori said uneasily: “ Aw, now, Hagan, we
only wanta talk to you.”

“Then talk—but take your hands off
first!”

“Granlund wants to see you, shamus,”
Williams said.

“One yell,” Hagan said, “and there'll
be a platoon over here from the detsk ser-
geant’'s office. Do you get those hands
off or not?”

The hands dropped away from his
arms, but both big men poised, ready to
grab at him if he made any move toward
his shoulder holster.

“Granlund wants to see you, Hagan,”
Williams repeated.

“He knows where he can see me.”

De Mori scowled. “You’'ll be very smart,
Hagan, if you see the big fellow where
he wants to see you. He's got something
that you kinds like, my boy.”

“And what's that?”

“He’ll tell you. Do you crane along or
not?”

“Where?”
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“Bight on over to his nice office.”

Curiosity more than anything else final-
ly made Hagan nod. If De Mori and Wil-
liams had wanted to rub him out, he re-
alized, they could have ambushed him as
he climbed out of his car, and got away
nicely; so he probably wasn't taking
much of a chance in going along with
them.

“Okay,” he said. “Let’s go.”

Ten minutes later he climbed out of a
long, dark sedan and walked between the
two big men through the doors of the
Charters Building. The gnarled man was
still reading his paper under the naked
bulb; he had got as far as the weather
reports. He looked at Hagan and grinned,
showing dirty teeth.

“Not so tough this time,
gloated.

De Mori said: “Shut up and take us
upstairs.”

The elevator jiggled them up to the
seventh floor, and Hagan went down the
corridor ahead of De Mori and Williams.
The door of the A-B-C Investment Com-
pany was ajar, and Hagan slapped it out
of his way, stood in the doorway.

eh?” he

RANLUND, immaculately dressed
G as ever, sat behind the big desk. His
deep-set, greenish eyes regarded Hagan
with satisfaction and mild amusement.

“Hello, Hagan.”

Hagan said flatly: “You wanted to talk
to me, Granlund. Get started.”

“Why be like that, Hagan? Sit down.”

“I'll stand.”

“Have it your way.” Granlund opened a
humidor, found an expensive cigar. He
took his time lighting it while he looked
at Hagan sardonically. “You've had a
big night.

“And it isn't over yet.”

“No, it isn't over yet,” Granlund
agreed. He regarded the ash of his cigar
gravely, then shot his greenish gaze up
at Hagan. “I'm not going to try to kid
you, Hagan. You pulled a nice one when
you picked Jerry Mackintosh up from
under my nose and hid him out. | hadn't
expected you to move that fast, and I'll
admit that slip-up has put me in a slight-

ly embarrassing spot.
said.”

Hagan let his lips slide away from his
teeth in a chilly grin. “It's going to put
you in the hot seat, Granlund. Will your
face be red then!”

“You're too optimistic, my boy,” Gran-
lund smiled. “1 get ideas, too. Since we're
here without any witnesses that might
be friendly to you, I can speak frankly.
You have Mackintosh hidden out— I have
Nita Correlli hidden out.”

Hagan’'s face went white. He took two
steps towards Granlund’s desk, his hand
streaking for his gun. Granlund didn't
move his body, but his right hand came
up from below the edge of the desk and
it held a Luger on which the light glinted
darkly. Hagan stopped.

After a moment he said: “Granlund,
you're beginning to expand too much.
You had Pete Correlli killed, you had Al
Correlli Killed. The public may be long-
suffering, but it isn't dumb. If anything
happens to that girl, there’ll be an ex-
plosion that will blow you and your rack-
ets and everybody connected with you
into the hottest hell there is.”

“I'll take the chance,” Granlund
shrugged. “Anyway, nothing is going to
happen to her unless you're more mule-
headed than | think you are.”

Hagan didn’t say anything for a little.
Then he said: “What's your proposition V

“Tell me where | can find Jerry Mack-
intosh. When I've contacted him, the girl
will be sent back home.”

“And I'm to believe that once you've
got hands on the only witness that can
tie you into Al Correlli’'s murder, you'll
turn her loose.”

Granlund leaned forward over the desk,
his eyes grim and bleak. “You’'ll take my
word for that.”

“The word of arat.”

“What's your answer, Hagan?”

Hagan rubbed his jaw slowly, thought-
fully. Finally he said: “Give me a little
time, will you?”

“You'll have until tomorrow morning,”
Granlund said. He struck the surface of
the desk sharply with his knuckles. “You
call me here at nine o’clock in the morn-

Just slightly, 1
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ing with the right kind of an answer—
or else.”

“I1t'll be a happy morning for me,” Ha-
gan said thickly, “when | know they're
pulling the switch on you in the death
house.”

Granlund stood up, grinning. “You'll
never see that morning, Hagan. Hell, man,
you can't win against me. You're no
fool; you know I've got this town in the
palm of my hand. I'm not admitting I
had anything to do with the Corelli boys’
being removed—"

“You don’'t have to admit it,” Hagan
growled.

“All right, suppose | did have it done
because they were getting in my hair.
You'll never prove it on me. And don’t
forget, Hagan, no later than nine o’clock.”

CHAPTER VIII
Plunge to Hell

HE long, dark sedan, in easy disre-
T gard of traffic regulations, stood
parked the wrong way near the entrance
of the Charter Building. Hagan had come
down from the A-B-C Investment office
alone, leaving Granlund and his two big
hoodlums up there. As he passed the
car, a $15,000 imported creation that
sparkled in the rays of street lamps, Ha-
gan gave it an appraising glance. A car
like that, he knew, must be the personal
plaything of the racket overlord; no mere
hanger-on could afford it.

He said “Umm” to himself, and when
he reached the corner, he turned into the
side street and started to sprint. He knew
there was a taxi-rank three blocks away
from the Charter Building, and he had
begun to have glimmerings of an idea.

For once that night, luck sided with
him, and he didn’'t have to run that three
blocks. A Yellow loafed past him, un-
occupied, on its way back to the stand,
as he hit the first intersection. It slowed
at his hail, and he jumped the running
board, palmed his badge at the driver.

“Police business,” he panted.

The driver, a round-headed little fel-
low, looked as though he didn’t relish the
idea of being mixed in police business. He

said uneasily: “Okay, boss, but | don’t
like shootin’.”

“There won't be any shooting,” Hagan
grinned, popping into the cab. “Go down
to the next street and past the Charter
Building, not too fast.”

The driver nodded, swung the cab
around. As they passed the Charter Build-
ing, Hagan saw with satisfaction that
the big sedan still sat without lights in
front of the door.

He ordered: “Park down in the next
block and turn off your lights.”

Fifteen minutes later Hagan, watching
the sedan through the rear window of the
cab, saw its headlamps suddenly go on,
sending cones of brilliance down the
street. The lamps swept out from the
curb and veered in a U-turn.

“Get it started,” Hagan snapped
through the opened pane beside the hack-
er. “Swing around and follow that tail-
light you see. And keep your lights off
until we begin to hit traffic.”

“1 should get a ticket, huhn?” the driv-
er protested.

“I'll take care of any tickets,” Hagan
promised. “Get going, will you?”

The big sedan led them down to Fifth
Street, where Hagan finally let the hacker
switch on his lights. It went east on
Fifth Street and, finally, south on Elm
Boulevard. There was a moderate amount
of traffic; Hagan held the driver a block
to two blocks back of his quarry. At For-
tieth Street, in a region of swanky apart-
ment houses, the sedan turned left off
the boulevard.

“Keep going to the next cross street,”
Hagan ordered.

When they slid across the intersection
of the boulevard and Fortieth Street, Ha-
gan saw the sedan had stopped before
the awning of a ritzy apartment house
halfway down the block.

“Set her down, Achilles,” Hagan said,
and the cab drifted into the curb beyond
the crossing, stopped.

He separated a couple of dollar bills
from a thin roll, slapped them in the
hacker’'s hand and got going. The side
street was dark, and he took the side-
walk across the street from the apart-
ment building where the sedan still sat.
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He got across from the well-lit lobby
just in time to see Granlund and the two
big men stepping into an elevator which
was smaller and stood apart from the
bank of three elevators that he reasoned
must serve ordinary tenants of the build-
ing.

"And that,” he muttered to himself,
“spells penthouse to me.”

There was a uniformed attendant in
the lobby, and Hagan swore a little. There
wouldn’t be a chance of getting by the
man without showing his badge and iden-
tifying himself, and that was the last
thing he wanted to do.

He went down to the next corner,
turned right and slid into the alley that
ran behind the apartment house. There
was a steel door at the back of the build-
ing but it was securely locked, and Hagan,
after a minute, gave up trying to do any-
thing with it.

Above him the iron framework of a
fire escape clung to the wall of the build-
ing, but the counterweight ladder was
a good six feet out of his reach. Prospect-
ing along the dark stretch of the alley,
Hagan finally found a tall refuse can, a
discarded beer box. Piling the box on top
of the refuse can below the fire escape,
he found the first landing was still
eighteen inches too far out of reach.

Bending his knees a little, Hagan got
his muscles under him and shot himself
upward. His right hand missed but his
left clamped over one of the braces that
held the framework to the building. He
swung there for a moment, got his other
hand around one of the slats, and inch
by inch pulled himself upward, hooked a
leg on the ladder and finally sprawled
on the first landing, panting.

T HE building was ten stories high and
the fire escape ended a dozen feet
below the coping of the roof. He tried
the opaque, wire-glassed window at the
tenth-floor landing. It was locked and the
steel casement defied any attempt to slip
a knife blade through the lock. He had
started down to make a try at some of
the other fire-escape windows, when his
eye lit on the window of a tenth-floor
apartment six feet away from the rail of

the fire escape. One casement stood open,
and Hagan could distinguish that the win-
dow was uncurtained.

He climbed outside the rail of the fire-
escape, braced himself with one foot and
hung on with his left hand while his
right groped for the sill of the open win-
dow. His fingers clawed around it and he
dropped away from the fire escape, hung
by one hand for a moment, dangling ten
stories above the alley. A moment later
he was scrambling over the sill, through
the open window.

A noise in the darkness at his left
swung him around as his feet touched the
floor. His hands shot out, clamped on soft
flesh. A stifled moan sounded in his ears
and a small, well-curved body fell for-
ward against him. His fingers touched
tape-swathed lips.

Hagan said, “Nita!” and grasped her.

He lowered her body to the floor, got
out his pencil flash. Its thin ray showed
Nita Correlli’'s eyes, big and brown, star-
ing up at him. Her hands, her ankles,
her mouth had been taped tightly and
a lacerated bruise showed on one cheek-
bone. Hagan said things under his
breath, began to get the tape off gently.

His eyes flicked about as he worked.
They were in a living room, bare of fur-
niture. When he had the tape off her
mouth, the girl drew one deep breath,
said: “l wasn't afraid. | knew you'd
find me, Ben.”

“1 wasn't so optimistic, myself,” Ha-
gan said. “But | didn’'t quit trying, bam-
bina. What happened to you?”

“About an hour and a half ago the bell
rang at the flat. | thought it was you,
but when | opened the door, there were
two men I'd never seen outside. | tried
to slam the door but one of them pushed
in and knocked me down. The other one
had his gun out and they made me come
with them here and then they tied me up
and left me. | managed to roll to the win-
dow and raised myself against the wall
so | could work the lock with my chin.
I got the window open, thinking may-
be | could attract attention below when
it got light.”

Hagan got the last of the tape aif.
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“This,” he said, “will knock Mr. Gran-
lund’s playhouse down in earnest.”

“How?”

“I've got a witness who can identify
two muggs that snatched Al. They can
be hooked up with Granlund easy enough,
and it's all something the grand jury will
have to act on. The only thing | was
afraid of was that I'd have to hand my
witness over to Granlund to get you out
of this jam. Now | don’t have to do that.”

“Do you really think you've got Gran-
lund this time, Ben? He's pretty slip-
pery.”

“Yeah,” Hagan said. He scowled. “I'm
pretty sure that after Al was picked up
by Granlund’s hoods, he was taken to see
Granlund before they killed him. If |
could just prove that, I'd have Granlund
where | want him—on the way to the
chair. However, let’'s get out of here—all
that can wait.”

Hagan’s flash showed them through a
foyer, to a paneled door. Hagan got the
door open a crack, put his eye to the slit.
The hallway outside was softly lighted,
quiet, unoccupied. He stepped out, pulled
the girl out after him and they started,
walking quietly, toward a stairway be-
side the elevator shaft.

They were almost to the stairway when
a rumbling voice behind them said: “See
who's here.”

Hagan spun, his hand darting for his
gun. The hand dropped when he saw Nick
De Mori, smiling toothily at them, and
holding a gun that steadied on the sec-
ond button of Hagan’'s vest.

“Brother,” De Mori said admiringly,
“you certainly do get around.”

Pug Williams stepped from around an
angle of the hallway. He looked aston-
ished when he saw the girl and Hagan.

“The gal doesn't like our company,
Pug,” De Mori grinned, “And it seems
like Hagan couldn’'t wait until morning.
Better take his rod. Turn your back,
Hagan.”

Hagan turned and Williams’ big hand
slid under his coat, lifted the gun from
its shoulder holster.

“It's lucky we come down to see how
the gal was getting along, Nick,” Wil-
liams grumbled. “The big fellow would

of given us hell if she’d got away. We
better take both of 'em up to him, huh?”

“Yeah,” De Mori said. “Get going, Ha-
gan.”

Under De Mori's gun, Hagan and Nita
Correlii went down the hallway, around a
turn to a flight of stairs that led up-
ward. A steel door at the foot of the
stairs stood open. Six feet from the steel
door, Hagan edged over bit by bit so that
Nita was walking ahead of him, would
have to pass through the doorway first.
She mounted to the third step, and Hagan
entered the stairway, put his foot on the
first step.

With snakelike swiftness his other foot
lashed out behind him. His heel caught
De Mori on the kneecap, and DeMori
reeled and yelled with pain. His gun went
off at Hagan's back and Hagan felt the
slug burn itself across his ribs. The gun
flamed again, but the bullet only clanged
against the steel door that Hagan was
pulling toward him. The door slammed,
and Hagan, his eyes searching for the
bolt, found a hinged bar that stood point-
ing straight upward on the door frame.
He made a pass at it, and the bar fell with
a clank into slots on the door.

UTSIDE, fists hammered the steel,
O and some one tried to pull the door
open; but Hagan knew that six men the
size of De Mori and Williams couldn’t
have budged it, once that bar was in
place. He whirled, started to take the
steps three at a time.

Nita Correlii was just vanishing
through another doorway at the top of
the stairs as Hagan got under way.
Hagan was almost to the upper door
when he heard the girl give a gasping
cry that was choked off almost at once.

Outside the doorway Granlund’s voice
said, viciously amused: “You picked the
wrong way to run, baby. What's the mat-
ter with those bums, anyway ? Can’t they
even keep a woman tied up?”

Hagan halted on the top step, edged
his eyes around the door casing. Ten feet
from this he saw Granlund. The racket
overlord was in his shirtsleeves, and
one sinewy hand was locked about Nita
Correlli’s throat while the other held a
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gun that dangled loosely from his fingers.
The two were between Hagan and the
lighted windows of a small but luxurious-
looking bungalow penthouse.

Granlund’'s back was to Hagan, and the
detective took one slow step out onto the
roof, two fast strides. Granlund whirled
an instant too late. The gun started to
come up but Hagan’s fist was faster. It
smashed the point of Granlund's jaw.
Granlund catapulted backward half the
distance to the house and collapsed in a
heap, the gun dropping from lax fingers.

Hagan grabbed up the gun, a flat, black
automatic. He flung a look over his shoul-
der at Nita Correlli.

“You all right, bambina?”

"I'm all right.”

“Let’s get this rat-meat into the house
then.”

Between them they dragged Granlund,
who was moaning and gurgling, through
the open door and into an expensively
appointed living room. Hagan flung him
on a lounge and looked around. In one
wall across from a brick fireplace there
was a sliding steel door. Beside it was a
push button. Hagan strode over, punched
the button, listened for the rumble of an
ascending elevator. He heard nothing.

“They’ve got the door open at the bot-
tom,” he said. “Take the gun, bambina,
and keep your eyes on Granlund and on
the elevator. It's the only way they can
get at us now, and if the door starts
to open, slam a couple of shots at it. I've
got some work to do.”

He jacked a shell into the chamber of
the gun and handed it to her. Working
swiftly, Hagan brought from his pocket
the package which Nita Correlli had giv-
en him earlier that night. He unwrapped
it, disclosing a pair of military hair
brushes. Holding them gingerly by the
bristles, Hagan put the brushes on a ta-
ble and took from the inside pocket of his
coat a thin japanned box, the top of which
he pried up with a thumbnail. The box
contained a fine camel’s-hair brush, a
small magnifying glass and a flat bottle
of powder.

Speedily Hagan dusted the sides and
backs of the brushes, swept the powder
off gently. The glass showed him dozens

of prints, particularly on the sides of the
brushes. Some of the prints were
smudged, some overlapped but out of
them all he picked three from each brush,
ones he was sure were prints of Al Cor-
relli’'s two thumbs, two index fingers, two
middle fingers. He studied the prints,
forcing himself to forget everything else
for the moment until his mind registered
the general pattern of each print.

Behind him he heard Granlund moan
and mutter. He turned just in time to
see the racket leader regain full con-
sciousness. Nita Correlli swung the auto-
matic in Granlund’s direction and Gran-
lund cowered away from it with a hoarse
mutter of fear. The greenish eyes were
mocking and sardonic no longer.

Hagan grinned wryly. He said: “Don’t
worry, Granlund. You're not going to get
shot except maybe in a knee or a shoul-
der. Both Nita and | think murder’s too
good for you; we want to save you to
burn. Just be good for a while and you
won’'t get shot at all.”

Granlund subsided fearfully and Ha-
gan’s eyes roved around the room. Sup-
pose he had been brought, half drunk,
up in the elevator, where would he have
been most likely to put a hand for sup-
port once inside the room?

Beside the elevator door was a straight-
backed chair of clean, grained mahogany.
Hagan nodded. The chair was a possibil-
ity.

With his brush and powder Hagan
started for the chair. He was nearing it
when the elevator door started to slide
open silently.

Behind him the gun in Nita's hand
boomed twice, shaking the room with its
thunder. One bullet slashed a scar across
the steel of the sliding door, the other
hit inside the cage. Within the cage some-
one swore viciously and the door reversed
its motion, was shut hurriedly. A moment
later Hagan heard the elevator descend-
ing.

“Nice shooting, bambina,” Hagan said,
grinning at her over his shoulder.

But the girl didn’t return his grin. She
came close to him, still keeping her eyes
on Granlund, and she whispered very
softly: “Ben, the gun is jammed. | tried
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to fire a third shot but it was jammed.
W-what shall 1 do?”

Hagan put his lips to her ear. “Say
nothing and look tough. I'll have to do a
little extra hurrying, that's all.”

SWIFTLY he dusted the top of the
chair, blew the dust away gently.
The prints of four fingers of a right hand
showed up clearly. Under his magnify-
ing glass the prints looked familiar. Ha-
gan carried the brushes over from the
table while Granlund watched him ven-
omously and at the same time with panic
in his eyes.

Hagan compared the prints on the
brushes with those on the top of the chair,
straightened up finally with his gaze on
the racket czar.

“And that, Granlund,” he said, “eooks
you. Al Correlli’s prints are on that chair.
The only time he could have put them
there was between the time your hood-
lums picked him up at the Blue Hour and
the time he was bumped. He was brought
here and you ordered him murdered.”

Assured that Hagan and Nita Correlli
didn't mean to kill him then and there,
Granlund was beginning to regain a chil-
ly calmness.

“What of it?” he sneered. “If he was
here, that doesn’'t prove | killed him or
even had him killed. Besides, what makes
you think you’ll get out of here alive,
either of you ? | happened to see the girl’'s
gun jam, and the next time the boys make
a try for up here, they'll walk in and
knock you over without half trying.”

Hagan'’s eyes roved the room, but Gran-
lund’s mind worked one second ahead. The
racket leader lunged suddenly off the
lounge, flung himself at a corner where
wires led from a telephone box to an
instrument on a low table. Hagan leaped,
got the man by the nape, hauled him
back. But Granlund’s hand was already
on the wires, clung to them, jerking them
loose from the box as Hagan dragged him
back.

Granlund slammed onto the lounge
where he fell back, grinning triumphant-
ly at the detective.

Nita Correlli suddenly cried: “Ben—
the elevator!”

Hagan whirled, grabbed up a chair.
Granlund tried to yell and Nita Correlli
flung herself on him and clamped a small
hand over his writhing lips.

But the elevator door opened only an
inch or so, enough to admit a bulging
muzzle. The muzzle coughed flatly, and
something struck the opposite wall and
burst. Granlund flung the girl from Mm
and yelled, “Boys—boys!”

By then the elevator door had slid
shut again and there was a whirring
sound as it dropped. Almost immediately
Hagan’s nose began to sting, his eyes to
water.

He said thickly: “Gas! We've got to get
outside!”

Coughing and choking, Nita Correlli
passed him, running toward the door.
Hagan followed her, and behind him he
could hear Granlund staggering and curs-
ing. They made the open air and stood
there gasping for a moment.

Hagan got out a handkerchief, began
to wipe his streaming eyes. Momentarily
he had forgotten Granlund.

He hacked and gasped, and in the mid-
dle of a racking cough something
smashed him at the base of the skull. He
pitched forward on his face, slammed in-
to a stone flower pot. For seconds his legs
and arms seemed to be made out of water.
Scuffling sounds and curses in a choked
voice from Granlund came to him from a
great distance.

It seemed minutes but it was actually
no more than seconds before Hagan
rolled over on his back, started to climb
to his feet with the aid of the stone
flower pot. Six feet away he saw Nita
Correlli clinging with desperate strength
to Granlund.

Granlund’'s face was insane with fury,
with virulence. He smashed the girl away
from him just as Hagan got to his feet.
Hagan bellowed like an enraged bull, took
three tremendous strides and slapped
his paw down on Granlund’'s shoulder.
But the gas, the blow on his head from
the iron door-stop Granlund still held in
his hand, had robbed Hagan of a large
part of his usual wiry strength.

His hand pulled Granlund around but
couldn’'t hold him. The iron door-stop
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rose and fell. Hagan caught the blow on
his forearm and pain shot to his shoul-
der. He bored in under the next blow,
snapped his right to Granlund’'s mouth.
The impact didn't even slow the racket
leader. He came at Hagan, the heavy door
stop raised, and Hagan backed away
from it, weaving dizzily.

The solid stone of the parapet, hip high,
stopped Hagan after a dozen steps, and
suddenly Granlund sprang at him. Hagan
brought a big foot up, slammed it against
Granlund’'s chest as he came, spun the
man away from him. Granlund snarled
viciously and lunged back at the detec-
tive, the door-stop flailing.

Hagan ducked. He felt Granlund’s body
smash into him, felt the man go off his
feet, slide against the parapet, go up over
him.

Hagan got one hand on Granlund's an-
kle, and the ankle jerked, slipped out of
his fingers.

Granlund screamed once, horribly, as
he slid out beyond the parapet. The
scream died away and an instant later
there was a dull, flat sound from below.

AGAN picked himself up after a
H moment. He was groggy, and he
muttered, “Farewell to a rat,” while he
staggered across the tiled roof to where
Nita Correlli was trying to gain her feet.

She moaned: “Ben, look out—he's—
he's—"

“He's just made a parachute jump
without a parachute,” Hagan muttered.
“You hurt?”

“I'm—I'm all right.”

“Then everything ought to be jake if
Granlund’'s crackup down below just at-
tracts some radio cops in a hurry.”

“What h-happened?”

He told her briefly, said: “ I'm satisfied.
It was my story that murder was too
good for Granlund because | wanted him
to have plenty of time to know he was
going to die. Maybe it was all right this
way. They say in a fall like that a guy
lives ten years in one second. | hope he
lived twenty.”

Far away the wail of a siren began to
rise and fall. It came nearer and nearer
with each instant. Nita Correlli, in the
clutch of nervous reaction, clung to Ha-
gan and sobbed.

Hagan grinned, patted her on the shoul-
der. He said: “Okay, bambina, it's okay.
We've evened up for Pete, and we've
evened up for Al. And everything’'s Jake
again, isn't it?”

She sobbed: “1 know, b-but—"

"But you haven't got a cop in the fam-
ily any more. We could fix that up in a
hurry, though. What do you say?”

The siren was less than a block away
now.

She stopped sobbing, said: “1— I'm sort
of used to having a cop around the house,
Ben.”



A kid's faith, a copper s self-respect, and a man’s life might all be saved if the
slug proved to be ...

A Bullet for Two

By Bob Gordon

Author of “Dead Men's Cargo,” etc.

ATROLMAN David Lund felt
P/aguely uneasy as he pounded his

lonely beat. Strange he had never
noticed how deserted those streets were
between First Avenue and the tracks,
how completely devoid of life they seemed
to be between the dark hours of his eight-
to-four watch.

Lumber vyards, coal vyards, gloomy
warehouses, jobbers for machinery and
building supplies, made up the business
of this district. These places closed up
at dark and did not open again until after
dawn. Only Klotz's Dairy, down on Rail-

road Street, showed any sign of life at
night; yet oddly enough, it was in
traversing this particular block that
Lund felt the scalp of his blond head
tighten, felt little shivers chase them-
selves down his broad back.

It was Friday, the thirteenth. That was
the trouble, of course. Lund wrinkled his
square-cut features into a sneer—a sneer
meant only for himself. Was he getting
soft? A cop couldn’t afford to get soft.

Why, only fifteen months ago he had
faced bullets in this same block, had faced
them without a qualm. He had gotten a
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grim thrill from shooting it out with that
lone thug who had Killed the cashier in
Klotz's, who had tried to escape in a taxi,
who had crashed the cab just around the
corner with a bullet in his shoulder.

That lone thug had recovered from his
wound. Tonight, at midnight, he was to
hang for the crime.

And in spite of the fact that he had
been caught red-handed and had been
identified by his dying victim, he still
protested his innocence.

Lund shrugged his massive shoulders,
tried to feel impersonal about the whole
affair. They all protested their innocence
until the very moment the trap was
sprung.

Why should he be uneasy on the night
a murderer was to die? He had only done
his duty in apprehending that Killer, in
testifying against him. He felt no malice
against the man. Gary Helm had taken
his chances with the law and had lost.
Now he must pay the price. That was all
there was to it.

But that wasn’'t all there was to it.
Lund paced that particular block in front
of the Dairy time and again, trying to
fight off that strange sense of uneasiness,
that sense of being watched, followed.
Damn foolishness was what Lund called
it; yet he wondered if it were cowardice,
if he was too soft-hearted to be a cop.

A train rumbled by on the tracks the
other side of the lumber yard. That
would be the St. Louis Express, due at
the station at 9:30, Time to ring the box
—past time. The box was up on First
Street, two blocks away.

UND wheeled suddenly, started in

that direction. As he turned, the tail
of his eye caught a shadowy figure dart-
ing into a doorway on the other side of
the street.

The big cop’s uneasiness dropped from
him like a cloak. There was a tingle in
his spine now, but it was the tingle of
expected action, a tingle he relished.
Head straight ahead but eyes watching,
nerves tensed for instant-action but
masked by a deliberate, sauntering stride,
he brushed his hand nonchalantly past
his holster, undid the flap. Then he

twirled his nightstick carelessly on the
end of its leather thong, as if bored, pre-
occupied with his thoughts, oblivious to
the unseen eyes watching him from the
shadows.

Two years on this beat had left a pic-
ture of every building indelibly im-
pressed upon his mind. That place across
the street, now—he knew the layout with-
out glancing at it. It was a plumbers’ sup-
ply house, a long, narrow building. The
front was taken up completely by two
dingy display windows, divided by an
entry-way. In the center of the entrance,
flush with the sidewalk, was a thick con-
crete pillar. Whoever was hiding there
would have to take refuge behind that.

A sidewise glance verified his theory.
The whiteness of a face, topped by a low-
pulled cap, peered around the pillar, then
ducked back out of sight.

At that instant Lund’s waiting muscles
sprang into action. Wheeling off the curb,
nightstick gripped tightly, he sprinted
across the street. No chance for the
prowler to get away now.

At the sound of his pounding footsteps,
the head popped into view again. An arm
shot out, leveled a dull nickel revolver
directly at the charging cop.

Lund was almost across the street
when he saw it. Too late to drag his own
.38 now, he plunged straight ahead. The
hand holding the gun gave a spasmodic
jerk, and the revolver clicked harmlessly
just as Lund reached out and grabbed
the wrist.

He yanked on that wrist, twisted the
muzzle of the weapon away from him, and
was surprised at the slight resistance
offered to his pull. The descending night-
stick in his left hand remained poised in
mid-air as he jerked the prowler into the
dim light of the corner street lamp.

Still clutching the revolver in a skinny
hand, staring up defiantly from beneath
the peak of a ragged cap was a boy—not
more than twelve years old.

UND looked down at the kid, gently

took the antique revolver away from
him and slipped it into his own overcoat
pocket. He loosened his grip on the lad’'s
skinny wrist.
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“What is this?” he asked seriously,
“Cowboys and Indians at this time of
night?”

The kid’s lip trembled. In the dim light
the freckles on his pale face stood out
like gravy stains on a tablecloth.

“l1 ain't playin’,” the youngster as-
serted defiantly.

“Now don’t tell me you’'re a burglar,”
Lund chuckled, “ 'cause if you do I might
have to lock you up. You wouldn't like
that, would you?”

“1 don’t care what yuh do to me now,”
the lad answered savagely, “but if that
gun had've went off, you wouldn't be
lockin’ no more guys up.”

A wide grin spread over Lund’s face.

“Tough guy, huh?”

“I'm just as tough as you are,” the kid
boasted weakly, dashing a tear from his
cheek with the back of his free hand.

“Probably tougher,” Lund agreed
soberly, “but not so big. You ought to
be home in bed. Where do you live,
Johnny?”

The kid tried to twist away, protest-
ing: “My name ain't Johnny.”

“Okay, youngster. Suppose you tell me
what it is.”

“You know darn well what it is!”

Lund led the kid nearer the light and
looked down into the big brown eyes from
which hate glinted through welling tears.

“I've seen you all right, son,” Lund ad-
mitted, “but | can't place you. Maybe
you'd better help me out.”

"1I'm Jimmie Helm!”

Lund winced at the words. He groped
for breath to ask: "Gary Helm’'s boy?”

“Yah!”

The big cop loosened his grasp on the
kid’'s arm, took off his cap and dabbed at
beads of sweat that had suddenly ap-
peared on his forehead.

Lund lived years during the next min-
ute of awful silence. There was some-
thing he ought to do, he knew, but it
would be nothing covered by the Officers’
Manual in his pocket. He finally hung his
head and mumbled:

"Gee kid, I'm sorry!”

“Yah! A helluva time to be sorry, when
they’'re stringin’ my old man up tonight!
Why didn’t yuh get sorry before you shot
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him?” Jimmie’s voice rose to a shrill
scream. “Why didn’t yuh get sorry before
yuh lied about him to the judge?”

“1 didn't lie about your father,
Jimmie.” Lund’s voice was soft, humble.
“1 only told the judge just what happened.
Your father killed a man, Jimmie.”

The boy was blubbering now. “My old
man never killed nobody. He just couldn’t.
It was that other guy he told you about
what done it, but you wouldn't believe
him.”

Sobs shook the kid's small body. He
wiped at his nose With a ragged coat
sleeve, kicked at the curb with the toe of
his broken shoe.

“If 1 was a cop,” he declared between
sniffs, “1 betcha 1'd get the right guy.
I wouldn't let 'em hang a fella just 'cause
he was a taxi driver.”

“l guess you don’'t think I'm a very
good cop, eh, Jimmie?”

“You're lousy!”

“Right now | do feel pretty rotten,”
Lund admitted. “Let’s you and | go up
to the Greek’s on First Street and get us
a bite to eat.”

“1 wouldn’t take nothin’ off of you if I
was starvin’.”

“Not even ham and eggs, and coffee—
and mince pie?”

“Aw, gee whiz!
yuh?”

Lemme alone, can't

UND waited until the kid had fin-
L ished the ham and eggs, was digging
into the pie, before he reopened the con-
versation.

"What were you doing down there on
Railroad Street, Jimmie,” he finally ven-
tured. “Looking for me?”

“Yah! | was goin’ to shoot yuh.”
Jimmie poised a forkfull of pie in mid-
air and grimaced across the table. “Don't
think buyin’ me this grub is gonna get
you off neither. If that buffet'd only of
went off—

Jimmie sniffed, stuffed the pie in his
mouth to choke off a sob.

“Let's see why it misfired,” Lund said.

He pulled the revolver from his pocket.
It was a cheap nickeled .32 of Spanish
make and pre-war vintage. He broke it,
looked into the cylinder. The cause of the
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failure to fire was apparent at a glance.
There was only one cartridge in the gun,
and that would not have fired until the
trigger had been pulled three more times.
Lucky for him the kid didn't know much
about double action revolvers.

He dug a thumb nail behind the rim,
flipped the single cartridge onto the table.
Jimmie's eyes followed his movements
with interest.

The cartridge case was unused, but had
plainly been tampered with. The slug was
grooved and misshapen; it had already
been fired. Nicks and dents on the lip of
the cartridge showed that the old slug
had been removed, and this one inserted
with considerable difficulty. Lund gripped
the bullet between thumb and finger,
pulled it from the case. A few grains of
smokeless powder spilled out onto the
table.

“This bullet something special?” he
asked.

“Yah!” Jimmie's eyes glinted with
hate. “Special for you! That's the same
bullet you shot my father with.”

“What makes you think so0?”

“1 was at the hospital when they took
it outta him. | swiped it when they
wasn't lookin’.”

Lund leaned forward, stuck a finger
under the Kkid's chin, looked him in the
eye.

“Listen, Jimmie,” he said quietly.
“Don’t lie about this. Are you sure this
is the bullet they took out of your father’s
shoulder.”

“Sure! Why should 1 lie. I ain’t scared
of you.”

“Of course not, Jimmie! You've got no
reason to be. I'm going to help you. We're
going to save your father.”

“Huh? Gee—"

There was an excited ring to Lund’s
subdued voice as he pulled out his own
Police Special and laid it on the table.

“Look, Jimmie,” he said. “Mine’s a .38.
This bullet here is a .32. | couldn’t have
fired it.”

The kid looked from the gun to Lund,
wide-eyed, trying to let the hope from
the big cop’s voice sink into his grief-
numbed mind.

Lund left the kid sitting there, dashed
for the pay phone near the door, fumbled
in his pocket for a nickel.

It seemed like an eternity before a
gruff voice responded to his furious dial-
ing.

“Hello!” he shouted. “The District At-
torney? Listen, this is Lund, Patrolman
Lund, shield 79. Remember me? I'm the
man who made the pinch in the Helm
case .... Never mind! Just listen! You've
got to stop that execution—get a stay,
anything, only don’t let that hanging
take place tonight. Gary was right—there
was another man, even though | didn’t
see him . ... Sure I've got evidence. I'll
stake my shield on it. No, seeing what
you can do isn't enough. Do it! You don't
want an innocent man’s blood on your
hands any more than | do. I'm going to
headquarters now, with my evidence.”

Jimmie was beside him when he hung
up. The kid’s eyes were shining, his thin
hand gripping the sleeve of Lund’s coat.

“Gee, Mister, do you think you can do
it? Do you think you can save my dad?”

“You're darn tooting! Want to help?”

“Surel”

“Okay. Come along.”

T took only ten minutes with the com-
I parison microscope to prove that the
bullet they had taken from Gary Helm’s
shoulder, and the bullet that had killed
the cashier at Klotz's, had been fired from
the same gun—-the gun they had found in
Helm’s taxi, with Helm’s finger prints
on it

“But your testimony?” the D.A. quib-
bled. “You swore you saw only one man
come out of the dairy, and that he wore a
taxi driver’s cap.”

“Helm explained all that on the stand,”
Lund said impatiently. “Helm’s passen-
ger pretended he was drunk, borrowed
Helm’s cap and amber glasses—said he
wanted to have some fun with friends in
the dairy.

“Helm waited outside in the cab. The
passenger went in and held up the
cashier, shot him. He came dashing out
with the money and saw me walking up,
patrolling my beat. He fired at me and
jumped into the cab, forced Helm to drive
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him away. | took up the chase on foot,
firing at the cab. It took the corner too
fast and piled up against a pole. The Kill-
er got sore and shot Helm, dropped the
gun and money, and was gone before I
got there. Maybe | hit him. | must have
or he would hardly have left the money
behind.

“Anyway, when | got there, all 1 had
was a wrecked cab and a wounded driver.
| took the driver to the hospital, turned
in the money and gun.”

“But before the cashier died, he iden-
tified Helm as the bandit,” the D.A. per-
sisted.

“But did he?” Lund’'s voice was loud,
vehement in its earnestness. “He identi-
fied the taxi driver's cap and glasses, a
cauliflower ear. Sure, Helm had a cauli-
flower ear, but maybe that's why the
thug picked him to drive. He might have
had that kind of a listener himself. After
all, we've got more than one ex-pug in
this town.”

“And how do you explain Helm’s finger-
prints on the gun?”

“It isn't my job to explain them,”
Lund declared. “Helm explained them
himself when he said he picked the gun
up after the thug had shot him and
dropped it. His idea, he maintained, was
to shoot at the fleeing bandit, but by that
time the gun was empty.

“The fingerprints on the discharged
cartridges were not Helm’s. The real mur-
derer took care to wear gloves during the
holdup, but he neglected that precaution
while loading the revolver.

“The point is, Helm couldn’t have shot
himself in the shoulder from behind. Up
to now it has been taken for granted that
I shot Helm, but this bullet didn’t come
from my gun. There just had to be an-
other man. I'll wager that when we fmd
the other man, his prints will match those
on the cartridges.”

“All right,” the District Attorney con-
ceded, “you’'ve proved there was another
man, but that doesn’'t prove Helm inno-
cent of participation. I'll get the governor
to grant a stay on what you've shown me,
but you'll probably have to dig up the
other man to clear Helm entirely.”

“I'll try that too,” Lund declared, “but
give me a break on it. Keep the stay out
of the papers as long as you can.”

“l can't possibly suppress the news
after midnight,” the D.A. said. “Report-
ers are there to cover the execution. The
stay will automatically become news at
midnight.”

Lund nodded. “Till midnight then.”

Jimmie followed him out into the hall,
tugged at his sleeve, asked:

“That means they won’'t hang my old
man, doesn’t it?”

“Right! You still think I'm lousy?”

“Gee, no, Mr. Lund. | think you're

swell.”

W HEN they were outside, Lund
said: “l ought to go back to my

beat, | suppose, but right now | feel like

running down the man who shot your

father, the man who really killed that

cashier. How would you like to help me?”

“Gee, I'd like that!” Jimmie's eyes
shone with suppressed excitement.

“Your dad used to be a fighter, Jim,”
Lund continued. “If he were home to-
night, and had money in his pocket, what
would he do?”

“Go to the fights down at the Hippo-
drome. Bud Murphy is fightin’ the champ
tonight.”

“That's just what | was thinking,”
Lund agreed. “Now this other fellow had
a cauliflower ear. He must have been a
pug once himself. Maybe he'd go to the
fights tonight too.”

“Gee, you're smart!”

“1 hope so.”

Lund paused on the corner, flipped the
newsboy there a dollar, shushed down his
thanks, and relieved him of his whole
bundle of papers. He handed them to
Jimmie, asking:

“Did you ever sell papers?”

“Sure. | used to have me a regular cor-
ner.”

“You're going to sell some tonight.”

Jimmie's face clouded. “Gosh,” he
grumbled, “I thought we was going to be
detectives.”

Lund shoved Jimmie into a taxi, sat be-
side him, ordered the driver to go to the
Hippodrome. Then he explained:
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“This fellow who did the killing is do-
ing a lot of thinking tonight, Jimmie.
He's thinking about your father, an in-
nocent man, about to be hung in his
place. Jimmie, I'm going to ask you to do
something mighty hard.”

“Just ask me,” Jimmie
staunchly. “I'll do it.”

“That's the spirit. Now if these powder-
puff fighters run true to form tonight,
the scrap will go the full fifteen rounds.
That means it won’'t be over for twenty
minutes yet.

“I'm going to get you inside the door
of the Hippodrome. | want you to sing
out real loud, ‘Helm dies on scaffold,
and keep yelling it until people come up
to buy papers. Think you can go through
with that?”

Jimmie gulped and said he'd try.

“You keep your eyes open,” Lund went
on. "When your customers start toward
you, keep right on yelling, but come out-
side. If the man we're after is in there,
he’ll want one of those papers bad enough
to leave the fight, come outside for it.”

Jimmy nodded, too excited to put his
thoughts into words.

Lund gripped the boy’s arm, warned
gruffly:

“When | step up to one of your cus-
tomers, you beat it—get out of the way
fast. If it's our man, there might be some
more shooting. And there’'s been enough
trouble in your family, without having
you shot before your father gets to see
you.”

declared

THE man at the Hippodrome door
opened it for Lund to enter. The uni-
form was always as good as a pass. He
tried to stop Jimmie though, in spite of
Lund's gruff order to let him through.

Lund stuck his open palm in the gate-
man's face, pushed him aside.

The bell rang to end the eighth round.

Jimmie’s high-pitched voice sang out:

“Wuxtry, wuxtry! Gary Helm dies on
scaffold! Read all about it!”

Half a dozen ushers began to close in
on him. Jimmie dodged them artfully and
continued to shout his phony wares.

A few spectators close at hand beck-
oned him. Jimmie ignored them, began

edging toward the door, still shouting.
Near the ring, a tall fellow in blue serge
stood up, stumbled over knees in a hur-
ried effort to reach the aisle.

Lund pushed Jimmie through the door,
whispered: “Keep it up outside.”

Jimmie nodded, stationed himself on
the sidewalk, his legs spread wide, and
yelled “Wuxtry” louder than ever.

Lund watched the tall fellow coming
up the aisle, limping slightly. He shaped
up like a fighter, even looked a little bit
like Gary Helm. A fierce feeling of ela-
tion surged over Lund as he reached un-
der the tails of his great coat for his cuffs.
His wild hunch might be working after
all.

But as the fellow drew close enough for
his features to be distinguishable, Lund
pocketed the cuffs with a grunt. This man
had no cauliflower ear. Lund even recog-
nized him as a ham actor who had been
fired off the road show of “Is Zat So”
years before for heavy drinking. Later
he had played heavies in local stock, but
the stock company had long since given
up the ghost to double feature movies
—had folded. Lund was surprised that
Conrad Copley—yes, he even remembered
the name—should still be in town.

He nodded as Copley passed through
the door, but his greeting was ignored.
He turned his eyes back to the Arena,
searching for anyone else who might be
heading for the door, and thus missed
the start of the little drama enacted out-
side.

Copley, it seemed, did want a paper.
He bought one, snatched it out of
Jimmie’s hand, glanced at the head lines,
even thumbed through the first few pages.
Then he turned on the kid with a curse.

“What's the idea of yelling an extra?”
he demanded. “This is the regular nine-
o'clock edition.”

“All right, cheapskate!” Jimmie piped.
“Want your money back?”

Copley swung a vicious back-hand slap
that cut Jimmie’s lip, sent him sprawling
on the pavement.

Lund stuck his head out the door to
see why Jimmie had stopped crying his
papers. What he saw was the lad picking
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himself out of the gutter, while Copley
limped swiftly down the street.
“He hit me!” Jimmie yelped.

ITHOUT waiting for an explana-
tion, Lund gave chase. He caught
the breathless Copley near the next cor-
ner, grabbed himself a fistful of coat. He
slapped the actor a resounding smack
in the face. As Jimmie ran up, Lund was
searching the cringing Copley.
“What's the idea of hitting a kid, you
overgrown bully!” he demanded at last.
Copley rubbed his smarting cheek,
glared first at the cop, then at the kid,
before muttering:

“The little gyp—yelling an extra when
he's got nothing but the paper | bought
hours ago.”

Lund’'s eyes narrowed. “Why are you
so interested in extras?”

“A guy’s got to have something for ex-
citement,” Copley whined. “That so-called
fight was boring me stiff.”

“If it's excitement you want,” Lund
rasped, “how would you like to go a
round or two with me—before | call the
wagon and have you locked up?”

Copley winced and drew back, threw
up an arm as if to guard against an
expected blow. His voice struggled for
dignity.

“1 wouldn't like it at all. I'm over-
matched. As for locking me up, don’'t be
absurd. The kid had a smack coming and
got it. Perhaps | had one coming, and I
got it. We're square now. If the young-

ster feels abused, I'll apologize and give
him five dollars to call it square.”
“Shall 1 lock him up, Jimmie?” Lund

asked, “Or do you want to settle out of
court?”

“Gee!” Jimmie exclaimed through his
swelling lip. “I'd like fi’ bucks, but ain't
this the guy we're after? He looks a lot
like my dad. With a cauliflower ear and
dark glasses, maybe the fellow what was
shot couldn’t tell the difference.”

Lund took another twist on Copley’s
coat, pulled him close, stuck his face
inches from the actor’s and said:

“You do look a bit like him at that, and
an actor could easily fake a cauliflower
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ear, especially an actor who used to play
the part of a boxer on the stage.”

Copley paled. He placed his hands
against the cop’s body, tried to push him-
self away from the menacing face lean-
ing over his own. A sneer twisted his
face as he growled:

“You're both nuts! If I looked anything
like Gary Helm, I'd shoot myself.”

“Fat chance,” Lund snarled. “A guy
that will go around slapping down little
kids is too damn yellow to shoot himself,
worse luck.”

Then his angry frown changed to a
look of shrewd wonder.

“Say-ay,” he continued. “Who said
anything about Gary Helm? How did
you know who we were talking about?”

Copley bit his lip. “Why—why any-
body’'d know that,” he stammered. “The
papers have been full of his name for
months.”

“Yes, and you were mighty anxious to
get a paper and read about him tonight.
I'm going to take you down to Head-
quarters and lock you up. Then we can
compare your finger prints with those
found on the cartridges. If they match,
good night one ham actor.”

Copley suddenly stiffened. Lund felt
something hard jammed against his
belly. He glanced down, saw it was a gun
in the actor’s hand.

“Let go my coat and step back!” Cop-
ley snarled. “Up with your hands!”

Startled by the unexpected appearance
of a gun, Lund obeyed. His brows knit in
puzzled wonder over where the actor had
obtained the weapon.

“You're not going to lock me up,”
Copley said, his voice taking on an edge
of hysteria. “l shot at you once and
missed. | won't miss you tonight. You're
too close. Sure, that was | who held up
Klotz's, killed the cashier when he resist-
ed. And | framed things so that Helm
would be identified too. What good does
it do you to know that now. In a minute
you'll be dead. You've had this coming
for a long time, even if you hadn’t
stumbled onto the right slant tonight.
I've been carrying one of your bullets in
my hip ever since that night. Now you're
going to carry my lead in your belly. And
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the kid’'s going too. When they hang his
old man tonight, I'll have nothing more
to worry about.”

HILE Copley grew dramatic over

his speech, Jimmy was sidling up
to Lund on his right, and Lund, muscles
tensed to launch himself at the murderer
in front of him, was edging away. He
didn’t want the kid in the line of fire.

Finally Jimmie spoke up boldly;

“Why don't you knock his block off,
Pal. They ain’'t no bullets in that gun.”

Copley glanced down at the revolver
in his hand.

Lund thought the kid was bluffing,
blessed him for the ruse that took the
killer's eyes off him for a moment. He
chose that moment to spring forward,
launch a right hook that draped Copley
over a garbage can, even while the actor
was frantically pulling on the trigger
that responded only with hollow metallic
clicks.

The big cop rubbed his knuckles a mo-
ment, then reached for a handkerchief

and mopped the cold dew from his fore-
head.

“Phew!” he whistled. “That gun
really wasn't loaded, and that's more
than any target has a right to expect
twice in one night. “How on earth did
you know it was empty, Jimmie?”

“Shucks,” Jimmie said, “you should a
know'd that yourself. | only had one bul-
let in it, and you took that out back
there at the Greek’s.”

Lund patted his left overcoat pocket
sheepishly. It was empty, of course.

“He took it outa your pocket while you
was roughin’ him up,” Jimmie volun-
teered.

Lund
said:

“1 ain’t much of a cop, am I, Jimmie?”

The kid grasped his pug nose with the
tip of a skinny thumb and forefinger,
answered in a high-pitched nasal voice:

“You're lousy!”

“1 guess | am at that.”

“Just as a cop though,” Jimmie added
hurriedly. “You're a swell deteckatif.”

laughed at himself, ruefully,



The Sealed Clue

By Stephen Payne

HIS Wednesday morning, as Fred-
I erick Layton let himself into the
offices of Howard R. Phillips, In-
vestments, he found his nerves taut as
fiddle strings. However, any man con-
templating murder might be excused a
slight case of nerves. He felt positive his
young, unlined and rather handsome fea-
tures reflected no unusual excitement or
mental tumult. Therefore the “old duffer”
would notice nothing out of the ordinary
about his private secre-
tary and only office as-

piercing grey eyes upon Layton and re-
marked laconically: “You're earlier'n
usual. Mail here yet?”

“No,” answered Layton, thinking:
“The old guy would live forever . . ..
I'd be a plain idiot to lay off, expecting
him to die.”

“By the way, you finished drawing up
those new leases for The Charlton and
Forest Arms?” Phillips inquired.

“They'll soon be ready,”

promised.
The leases, filled with

Layton

sistant.

The *“old duffer,”
Howard R. Phillips, was
the man whose life Lay-
ton was going to snuff
out tonight. Even his
best friends would have
conceded that Phillips

When Frederick Layton
became Murder’s secre-
tary to kill his boss, he
forgot to do for his vic-
tim the one simple serv-
ice any green stenog-
rapher would not over-
look.

glaring mistakes, were,
as a matter of fact, now
reposing in a drawer of
Layton's desk.

Soon after Phillips
had entered his private
office, the outer door
opened, admitting the

had been something of a

chump to marry, some

eight months ago, a young, empty-headed
doll.

Naturally the old man had soon found
he couldn’t stand the pace set by Elsie,
and, after a month or so of gay parties
and night clubs, told her so flatly. There-
fore Elsie, already heartily tired of her
“old fogy” husband, had, of late, been
seeing a good deal of Frederick C. Layton.
This had given rise to Layton’s big idea.
If Phillips were out of the way, Layton
could iflarry his widow and, since the
man had no living relations, gain control
of the Phillips’ fortune.

Forthwith, Layton had concentrated
mentally on a flawless scheme; and on
this particular morning, with plans laid
and preliminary steps taken, he was im-
patiently waiting for the morning mail.

However, the first steps in the corridor
were not those of the affable postman,
but Layton's employer's. A white-mus-
tached, elderly gentleman entered, turned

postman with a cheery,
“Good morning, Fred!”

When the man had gone out, Layton
grinned crookedly at the pencilled ad-
dress on one particular letter: “howard
Phillips, jackson bldg, denver.” The name
of the sender and return address were
not on the envelope.

Using a folded sheet of paper as a
buffer, Layton picked up the letter and
thrust it into his inside coat pocket. He
himself had written and mailed this let-
ter in order that the envelope should bear
the Denver postmark. It read:

Phillips— i got track of you agin atter
fifteen year, im the mug you double crost in
kansas city deal—nuf sed. mete me tonite
Wednesday at quarter past ten on south edge
of decoy lake in this berg. Cum alone with
ten grand in tens and twentys not marked
neither—if you dont cum ill spill the works
to the bulls and put you on the hot seat.

The police were to find this letter on
Phillips’ dead body. They would immedi-
ately look up Phillips’ past and discover
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he had come to Denver from Kansas City
fifteen years ago. Whereupon they would
assume that some unknown, unnamed
blackmailer had lured Howard R. Phil-
lips to Decoy Lake—dark, bleak and
lonely at this time of year—and there
murdered him!

T five-thirty Layton handed his em-
A ployer the leases he had purposely
delayed showing Phillips earlier, and as
the wily schemer had supposed, the older
man said he would return this evening
to check them. Whereupon Layton, after
a leisurely dinner, sauntered to the
Sheridan Apartments, where he had a
small suite on the ground floor.

The main entrance of the apartment
house opened on a large lobby with pub-
lic telephone and a fireplace, where often
the proprietor and his wife had a cheery
fire, like the one they were enjoying this
chilly evening.

At nine o’clock Layton made use of the
phone to call an acquaintance. He then
said good-night to Mr. and Mrs. Car-
stairs and to three of their tenants, and
entered his own apartment, where he
took from his trunk a length of lead pipe
wrapped in very ordinary cloth, a piece
of extra stout cord and a large spike—
these his lethal weapons.

Turning out the light, he raised the
window shade and took a stealthy survey
of the little-used alley. All being appar-
ently dark and silent, he lifted the lower
sash, unhooked the screen and stepped
out. Keeping to the darkest streets, the
man walked rapidly to the Jackson Build-
ing where, lurking in the near-by alley,
he had an uneasy half hour.

However, as a distant clock was strik-
ing ten, Howard R. Phillips walked brisk-
ly from the now darkened building to
his small sedan parked at the curb, and
Layton, sauntering along quite non-
chalantly, called:

“Hello, Mr. Phillips. I've been to a show
on Curtis Street, and when | came out it
occurred to me you might give me a lift
home, since it's right on your way.”

“Why, hello, Layton! Uh? Give you a
lift? Of course. Hop in and shove
over .... So you've been to a show?"

the older man continued as he stepped on
the starter and threw in the clutch.
“Damn it all, I wish you'd use more
brains and thought on your job. Those
leases—"

Layton smiled grimly. He'd expected a
good roasting. He was getting it. The
tirade continued until they reached a
dark thoroughfare two blocks from the
Sheridan Apartments. In this deserted
street, Layton's left hand abruptly
switched off the ignition and the lights;
he slammed on the emergency brake. In
the next sliced second his right hand
swung the lead pipe to Phillips’ skull.

Deftly then, Layton slipped about
Phillips’ throat the cord he had provided,
tied it; and with his spike, twisted it as
a doctor would a tourniquet. With frantic
haste, he next placed his victim in the
tonneau, covering the body with the lap
robe.

Pausing for a moment to look and
listen, he felt cold sweat on his forehead,
his face, his entire body. However, along
the dark block, he heard no movement;
saw no one.

Thus reassured, the murderer seated
himself behind the steering wheel, drove
his grisly passenger to Decoy Lake. Hav-
ing previously explored every foot of the
ground, Layton switched off his lights
before leaving the paved road.

A chill wind was rippling the dark
water, drifting loose sand along the shore
line. This wind-shifted sand would hide
all tracks. Those dense bushes yonder,
Layton didn't exactly like; but surely no
one would be lurking among them on
such a cold night.

Yet so apprehensive was he that a
slight rending or tearing sound—a dull
pop—as he was dragging the dead man
from the car, made him start violently.
A scrutiny of the tonneau with a pencil-
flashlight failed to determine the cause
of this, though it did disclose that there
were no blood stains.

Finding in Phillips’ pockets a purse
and bill-fold, Layton emptied both. Pock-
eting bills and small change, he tossed
both purse and bill-fold into the lake. His
lead pipe followed. Lastly, he unbuttoned
Phillips’ overcoat and placed the all-im-
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portant letter—the clue letter—in the in-
side pocket of the man’s suit coat.

The job was done—finished. Layton
wiped clammy sweat from face and brow
with gloved hands—he had not forgotten
to wear his gloves—and rushed home-
ward on foot. Sidewalks and pavements
would record no tracks. His alibi was
iron-clad. There’'d be nothing, nothing to
point to him.

T was eight o'clock the following morn-
I ing when the murderer entered the
elevator at the Jackson Building, and the
scrambled jargon of a newsboy lustily
calling an extra reached his ears.

Said the elevator pilot: “That kid's
yellin’ as Phillips has been kilt. Gosh,
that just can’'t be!"

Layton showed swift and befitting as-
tonishment and concern. In another min-
ute he had an extra for himself, from
which the black headlines stared accus-
ingly :

Howard R. Phillips Brutally Murdered!
Unknown Assailant Leaves No Clue.

"The devil he didn't!” thought Layton,
“Why—why don't they mention the let-
ter?"”

Reading on, he learned how W, B.
Snyder, a storekeeper residing in the
vicinity of Decoy Lake, had soon after
daybreak, seen the Phillips’ car on the
sandy lake shore. When it remained mo-
tionless, he had gone to investigate. Thus
he had found the body of Phillips, a
strong cord twisted with a spike, about
his throat.

Snyder called police headquarters, and
Radio Patrol car 14, containing patrol-
men Shrader and Yost, at once sped to
the scene of the crime. According to the
paper, they had found in the shallow lake
the dead man’s bill-fold and purse, and
a short piece of lead pipe wrapped with
dark cloth—but no clue pointing to Phil-
lips’ unknown assailant.

Layton felt cheated, baffled, worried.
Hadn’'t the dumb fools searched Phillips?

A police car had whisked up in front
of the bnilding, and a tall man in blue
was entering the lobby. To the assembled

dozen men, all reading the papers or ex-
claiming about the crime, he said:

“I'm looking for Frederick Layton,
Howard Phillips’ secretary.”

A shiver ran down Layton’s back, but
his face was impassive, and his voice con-
trolled as he returned: “I'm Layton, offi-
cer. This—this hellish thing—it's kind
of got me."

“It's a headache to me,” replied the offi-
cer. A huge man, with rough-hewn, dark-
jowled face and heavy-lidded eyes, he
appeared to Layton both ponderous and
stupid.

“I'm Shrader,” the big fellow was go-
ing on in a slow, deep voice. “The chief
sorta hopes you can throw some light on
where was this Phillips last night, and
so forth, being as you're the man closest
to—"

“1 was more than his secretary. | was
his friend,” said Layton. “More than
glad—anxious to give you boys any help
I can.”

Shrader introduced his companion, pa-
trolman Yost. The three were soon at
headquarters, where they found Mrs.
Howard R. Phillips, surrounded by re-
porters. However, she was not this morn-
ing the vivacious, provocative creature
Layton had known; for her round cheeks
were streaked with tears, her voice
choked and her amber eyes sad.

Present also were a few close friends
of the murdered man, as well as his at-
torney, and, of course the chief of police,
who at once began questioning those
summoned.

Phillips’ friends, it developed, knew
nothing whatever of his movements on
the previous evening. If he had had an
enemy, they were unaware of it.

Layton, bored beyond measure, glanced
around to note that Patrolman Yost was
no longer present and Shrader seemed
half asleep. “Big, stupid goof,” thought
Layton. “Any kid could put it all over on
him.”

Attorney Owens, a tall, thin man, re-
puted to be as sharp as a whip, was being
questioned. . . . Had Phillips made a
will? . . . No—and the lawyer looked at
crashed young Elsie—but his entire es-
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tate would naturally go to his widow, as
he had no relatives.

It was Elsie’s turn. Had her husband
any business worries which he might
have discussed with his wife? ... He
never discussed business with her.

At the next question, Layton felt him-
self stiffen, particularly as Shrader sud-
denly lifted heavy eyelids to gaze intently
at the secretary’s face.

“Did Mr. Phillips objeet to your going
out with other men— Mr. Layton, for
example?”

HOWING her first touch of anger,

Elsie looked the chief straight in the
eye. “It is true | have been to parties
and dinners with other men, but always
with my husband's full knowledge and
consent. Does that answer your ques-
tion ?”

“Assuredly,” answered the chief, while
Layton glowered at him. Damn these
blundering cops anyhow! How they nosed
into a fellow’s private business!

Prompted by a new question, the young
widow related all she knew of Phillips’
movements during the previous evening.
He had come home to dinner at six
o'clock; had said he was going back to
his office, and had driven away in his
car. This was the last time she had seen
him.

“Thank you, Mrs. Phillips,” said the
chief. “Now, Mr. Layton—"

“Anticipating your questions, chief,”
Layton interrupted, “1 last saw dear old
Mr. Phillips at five-thirty yesterday eve-
ning—when he left the Jackson Building
for his home, telling me he would return
to his office after dinner. | had dinner
alone, walked leisurely to the Sheridan
Apartments, sat in the lobby for a time,
went to my own rooms and turned in.

“This morning, as usual, | went to the
office and—heard a newsboy—" Layton’s
voice cracked.

At this point a plainclothes man en-
tered and announced: “Chief, I've talked
with the night-janitor, elevator pilot, and
what-not, at the Jackson Building. Phil-
lips was at his office last night till the
lights blinked at about ten. Phillips rode
down in this pilot's elevator, and he said

good-night to the old man. That was the
last he saw of him.”

“Find any other witnesses who saw
Phillips last night?”

“Nope.”

“That's proof he was to his office,”
Shrader spoke up. “But,” he complained,
“nobody’s helped us none to find what he
done after he left.”

“See here!” ejaculated Layton, decid-
ing this lie he was about to tell would
strengthen his letter clue—the master
clue these cops had apparently over-
looked. “I just remembered a matter I
considered of no importance at the time.
Some weeks ago, Mr. Phillips received a
crank letter bearing an almost illegible
pencilled address and the Kansas City
postmark.”

“Yes!” the chief barked. “What about
this letter?”

“1 slit it open, carried it with others
into Phillips’ private office and laid it on
his desk.”

“You in the habit of opening his
mail?” inquired Shrader. “You generally
see it first?”

Layton nodded, nettled for some reason
he could not define. The chief snapped.
“Never mind the questions, Shrader. Get
to the point, Mr. Layton.”

“About noon, Mr. Phillips came to my
desk with this envelope and the letter in
his hand,” resumed Layton. “He said,
‘Beats all how cranks think they can run
a whizzer on square men these days. Read
this damn’ thing, Layton.’

“As nearly as | can recall the scrawl
read, ‘Phillips, I'm coming to Denver to
make it hotter'n hell for you. I'll bleed
you plenty, or else—' . ... that was all.
No signature—nothing except the Kan-
sas City postmark to indicate from where
it had come.”

“But,” the chief was all eagerness,
“you asked Phillips who'd sent this
threat?”

“Naturally. His only reply was a snort
of derision, nor did he again mention the
incident.”

“That's something to go on, Shrader,”
said the chief. “Since you're the man
delegated to this case, make the most of
it.”
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“Yes, sir,” said Shrader in his slow,
ponderous manner. “I'll suggest now that
me and Mr. Layton and Phillips’ lawyer
visit Phillips’ office. Maybe we can find
a real clue.”

“Damn you!” Layton almost cried
aloud. But though his lips moved, he did
not let the words escape, “'You've got a
real clue!”

How he wanted to ask Shrader about
that letter in Phillips’ pocket! This agony
of suspense was getting on his nerves,
driving him half mad.

Nodding to Elsie Phillips, he went out
with Shrader and the lanky attorney,
Owens. In the hall, they met Patrolman
Yost. Whereupon Shrader murmured,
“Be with you guys quick as | speak to
Yost.”

AYTON could not over-hear the brief
L conversation of the two patrolmen.
Yost, however, did not accompany Lay-
ton, Shrader and the attorney to Phil-
lips’ office in the Jackson Building. Here
Layton had showed the two men into
Phillips’ private room and had returned
to his own desk. At a slight rustling
sound his eyes darted to the outer door.

An envelope had been thrust through
the letter slot. Picking this up, Layton
found it to be without stamp or post-
mark, addressed plainly to him. Tearing
it open he unfolded a single sheet of
paper and read;

The letter that was in the dead man’s
pocket will cost you ten. thousand bucks.
Meet me at Decoy Lake at midnight. I'll be
in the brush with a gun. If you try to cross
me up, it'll be too bad—for you!

Layton, with every vestige of color
drained from his face, reeled back to his
chair and clapped his hands to his head.
Rallying, he threw a swift, apprehensive
glance at the door beyond which were an
attorney and a policeman. It was closed,
that door. The two beyond it had not seen
his reaction to words which had stunned
him. The message, telling so little, was
all the more sinister because it left so
much to inference.

Suddenly the haunted man leaped to
the outer door, and threw it open. Who-

ever had delivered that hellish threat
might be still in sight. But the corridor
was empty; not even a reporter lurking
near. Layton heard behind him Officer
Shrader and Attorney Owens coming
from the private office.

“1 ain’'t found nothing here to give me
a lead,” Shrader was complaining. “You
find any clue, Mr. Layton?”

“No,” gulped Layton, and covered his
confusion by saying: “Naturally, this
business makes me feel sick. Any objec-
tions if 1 go home now, officer?”

“None a-tall. Guess you’ve done all you
can for the present. You'll be at the
Sheridan Apartments if | should want
you ?”

“Yes.” Layton, suffering the agonies
of the damned, went out to the street,
hailed a taxi and rode home. Ten thou-
sand dollars! Would the fellow lay off,
even if he got it? To think there'd been
a witness to queer his perfect crime! But
the damned blackmailer had not yet
squealed to the police. So tonight Layton
must meet and silence forever that un-
known witness . . ..

O the mentally tortured man, the

day seemed endless. But at last it
was over, and at the hour of midnight
Layton found himself once again ap-
proaching the bleak and lonely shore of
Decoy Lake.

This time he was on foot This time
his hand gripped an automatic in his
coat pocket. Nothing moved in the vicin-
ity. He heard no sound, save the soft
lapping of water at the shoreline. Warily,
pausing often, he drew nearer to certain
dark bushes that last night had given
him momentary uneasiness, such excel-
lent concealment they offered for a lurk-
ing spy.

Finally he stopped,
“Here I am!"

Out of the dark shrubbery a gruff
voice answered; “You're Layton? You've
got the dough?”

“I'm Layton. Damn it, man, | couldn’t
raise the dough. Come out so | can talk
this over with you.”

“No dough, Layton—no letter.”

“What's lie letter matter

called hoarsely:

now?”
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shrilled Layton. “It's what you know—
know about me— that matters. You'll get
your ten grand hush-money as soon as
ever | can raise it. Now come, show your-
self and—"

“Toss your rod in the lake, and I'll step
out where you can look me over,"” was the
reply.

“Rod?” Layton began. “I’'ve got no—"

The voice thundered: “Get rid of it!
Three guns covering you, killer!”

Layton heard a rustling of the shrub-
bery to the right; another rustle to the
left. As ordered, he hurled the gun from
him, whereupon, out of the shrubbery
stepped Attorney-at-law Owens, Patrol-
man Yost and Patrolman Shrader!

Although thunderstruck by this turn
of events, sight of the policemen sent a
white-hot fury through the trapped man.
Without thinking of what he was saying,
he rapped out:

“So you, you dumb flatfoots, were lay-
ing for me. Anyhow | have the satisfac-
tion of knowing you stupid bunglers
would never have found the right trail
if some damned loiterer hadn’'t seen me
and spilled the works. The louse!”

"Don’t be so sure anybody spilled the
works," returned Shrader in his deliber-
ate manner. “You see, Layton, some
things didn't track nor fit together no
way | could figger 'em. One of 'em was
this!” He drew from his pocket the let-
ter Layton had planted on Phillips’ body.

“ 'Nother was that the old guy had
been bumped off before ever he reached
Decoy Lake, and—"

“Eh? How could anybody even suspect
that?”

“We-el, there wasn't much to go on,
‘cept only a shoelace caught on a tack
in the bottom of the back end of the ear.
That broke-off piece and Phillips' right
shoelace matched, and | sorta figgered it
busted when the body was dragged outta
the car.”

“Oh, you did, smart guy ?” Layton now
managed to sneer.

Shrader resumed, entirely unruffled:
“Phillips being dead before he got to this
lake didn’t nowise track with this threat,”
holding up the letter, which demanded
that he meet some guy here.

“If you can follow a dumb cop’s rea-
soning, you'll see how | figgered the let-
ter had been planted; not overlooked by
the killer and not forgotten, but left be-
hind a purpose—to set the police on a
false trail, of course.”

Layton muttered, “Yeah? | suppose it's
possible for a cop to guess lucky.”

“1 told Yost to say nothing about the
letter which we took the liberty of read-
ing, and stuck it in my pocket,” Shrader
went on. “Then | talked to the postman
who delivers mail to the Jackson Build-
ing, and—"

Layton cut in: “What did he tell you?”

“Told me you looked at Phillips’ mail
before the old man saw it; told me he
remembered this same letter well as could
be, 'count of the lead pencil and bad
writing. Tole me he'd delivered it to you
'bout eight-thirty, Wednesday morning.

“A little later, in the chief’'s office, |
seen where you might ha’ had a good
motive for getting rid of the old guy,
your boss. Like the French say, ‘Look
for the woman.” Then Layton, you up
and told that Phillips had got a threat
letter, some time back, like this one, and
right then | was dead sure who'd killed
the old man.”

“How could you have been?”

“That message you got in Phillips’ of-
fice while me and Owens was in the back
room was writ by Yost, and you shore
rose to the bait. If you hadn’t been guilty
you'd have showed it to us! , .. Slap the
bracelets on him, Yost.”

A click, and Layton felt cold metal en-
circle his wrists.

“You—you got me dead to rights, |
guess. But, damn it all, | still can't see
why that clue letter of mine should have
back-fired. It should have furnished a
motive for the crime by some unknown
blackmailer. In your stupid blundering,
you just guessed that it was planted.
Well, your guess was right.”

“No guess about it,” Yost spoke up.
“Shrader knew positive that letter was
planted on Phillips’ body and for what
reason it was planted. How'd he know?
Because Phillips had never even looked
at it. The one thing you, the Killer, forgot
was to open the letter!”



Mike Shane, private dick, offered to trade the life of a gambling queen
for the life of the girl he loved. But the deal turned out to be a . ..

By Cleve F. Adams

ANE had no business mixing in
gthe case. He knew that, even as he

cut the radio and spun the coupe
around in the middle of Hollywood Boule-
vard. They could kill all the columnists
in the world, and it would be okay with
Shane; he wouldn’t lift a finger, only—
well, there was Martha. She was this
d’Arcy mug’s secretary. D’Arcy’s mur-
der might just happen to spell trouble
for Martha.
TDA

49

Shane stopped and fortified himself
with a couple of slugs of rye against see-
ing Martha. The six months weren't up,
but what the hell? Maybe she wouldn't
mind. Maybe she’'d even be glad to see
him, and, anyway, there was the murder.

It was raining a little, not hard, when
he jack-knifed his long legs under the
wheel again. The tires made sucking
sounds and the asphalt felt slippery,
greasy. The Legion fights were just lefc-
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ting out. Must be after eleven, Shane
guessed. He didn’t know for sure because
he never bothered to wind the clock on the
dash. His strap watch wasn’'t running,
either.

He swung left on La Brea, right again
onto Sunset Presently he parked across
from the big house on Wedgewood Ter-
race. There were a lot of ears around,
police cars mostly, and an ambulance. The
driver and a white-coated interne sat on
the lip of a marble fountain in the mid-
dle of the lawn, apparently oblivious to
the rain. They could have sat in thq ambu-
lance just as well.

Shane mentioned this to them as he
went by. They said they liked to sit in the
rain. He pumped long legs up the drive
and onto the veranda. Five legmen on the
police beat surrounded him. He was a
head taller than any of them and they had
to lean backward to see his face. They
seemed to feel pretty bad about Guy
d’Arcy. A newspaperman, one of their
own brothers, that sort of thing.

Shane grinned. Not a man there was
making forty a week; d'Arcy’s take had
run into the thousands. Shane's grin was
a little lop-sided, the wide mouth turning
up at one side only. His big nose was
put on crooked too; waggishly, with a dis-
tinct cant toward the more optimistic side
of his mouth. His eyes were very tired.
He told the boys he didn't know any-
thing, went inside. Cops were everywhere,
but nobody tried to stop him so he went
down the long hall to a lighted door at
the rear.

A girl came out of the door, stumbling
a little, with her hands pushed out in
front of her as if she couldn’'t see very
well and was feeling her way. She had
been crying. She was tall, for a girl. The
top of her head fitted nicely under Shane’s
chin when her arms eaved against his
chest. She pushed at him, and when he
didn’'t move, she stepped back, peered up
at his face.

“Hello, Michael,” she said without in-
flection.

He said, very low: "Martha, honey, |
had to come. What've they been doing
to you?”

“Accusing me of murder, mostly,” she
said. “Give me a handkerchief, Michael.”

He fished one from the pocket of the
shabby trench coat, held it out awkward-
ly. She dabbed at her eyes, blew her nose
quite loudly, almost like a man. That was
one of the things Shane liked about Mar-
tha Young. No hysterics, lots of charac-
ter. He said again: “I had to eome, Mar-
tha. You don’'t mind?"

She looked at him. “What? Oh, no, |
don’t mind, Michael, only the answer is
still the same.” She suddenly made up her
mind about something. “Michael, do you
suppose you could find Jim?”

“Jim?”

“Jim d'Arcy, Guy’'s son.”

METHING went out of Shane’s

eyes. He said, “Oh,” rather absent-
ly, took off his hat and shook rain from
it. “So he ran out on you. Left you hold-
ing the sack.”

She clutched his arms fiercely, “Shane,
it isn’'t what you think. He didn't do it,
| tell you. | had to admit that he had a
quarrel with his father—the housekeeper
would have told them, anway—but he
didn’'t kill him. He couldn’'t have.”

Shane said: “No, of course not, Mar-
tha,” but his voice was flat, without con-
viction. He put on his hat again, said:
“Well, I'll tell’em it wasn’t you, anyway.”
He left her there, went into the room,
ducking his head a little because he rarely
found a door that was high enough.

The men in the room all looked at him.
All except Guy d'Arcy. He was staring at
the ceiling, not seeing it. They'd taken
the knife out of his heart now. It lay on
the desk, matching the blotter and the
rest of the set. The blood on the blade was
turning brown, ugly.

Captain Udell said: “Hello, shamus.
Who let you in?” He was a beefy man
with tiny ruptured veins in his cheeks
and nose. He had a short, gray-brown
mustache that bristled when he talked,
and amber eyes, like a cat's. He didn't
like Shane very well. That made them
even.

Shane’'s eyes looked sleepy.
friend of the family, sort of.

“I'm a
I'm sup-
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posed to tell you that neither the girl
nor Jim d'Arcy did the job.”

Udell snarled. “Oh, yeah? Well, it'll
take more than your tell, shamus. Might
help some if you could turn up this d’Arcy
mug, though.” His pale eyes roved over
the roomful of dicks. “He seems to be
missing, don't he, boys? Missing right
after a fight with his old man. Funny,
hunh?”

Nobody laughed, though. Shane said:
“What's so funny about it?”

Udell chuckled nastily. “We just found
the will. The old man left most of his
dough to the kid, but a nice slice goes to
Martha Young, too. Plenty of motive for
either of 'em right there. Besides, the girl
was playin’ both ends against the middle.
The old man was making passes at her
and so was the son. | understand that's
what the quarrel was about.”

Shane folded slowly into a chair. He
looked tired all over now; tired and very
thin. Even the faded trench coat, cinched
tight about his middle, didn't make him
look any thicker.

Udell stood over him suddenly, menac-
ingly : “Where’s Jim d’Arcy, Shane?”

“1 wouldn’'t know, skipper, and that's
a fact.” Shane looked at Guy d'Arcy. He
was a little disappointed in d'Arcy, even
as a corpse. He watched them take the
body out; watched the pudgy little dep-
uty examiner put his things away, and
the photographers and the print men and
precinct dicks. Udell kept shooting
glances at him from under beetling
brows, but didn’t say anything. He would
later, though. Shane knew Udell.

There was a dictaphone beside the desk.
Shane looked at it, saw that it contained
no record. A quizzical wrinkle gathered
between his eyes. Slowly he got to his
feet, ambled across the room, stepped into
the little office where Martha worked.

The wrinkle dissolved from Shane's
brow as he closed the door softly behind
him. In two lazy strides he was at Mar-
tha's desk, bending over the duplicate
dictaphone. This one had a record in it.

He put on the headset, played the rec-
ord back—d'Arcy’s column for tomorrow,
evidently. The needle came to a para-
graph more outspoken than any of the

others.

ever.
He took off the headphones, got up.

Lazily, he walked out of the little room.

Shane’'s eyes got sleepier than

UT in the hall he found Martha try-
O ing to soothe the housekeeper. The
housekeeper had been crying, too. Udell
couldn’t seem to convict anybody of mur-
der unless he made them cry first. It
was sort of a routine with Udell.

Shane said: “Could 1 talk to you a
minute, Martha?”

She'd got control of herself now. She
gave the woman a last pat on the shoul-
der, led the way into the living room.

Shane said: “Tell me about it.” He had
to bend a little, at the knees, to look deep
into her eyes.

“There isn't much to tell,” she said
wearily. “They found my fingerprints on
the knife, and Jim’s too, by comparison
with some of his personal things. His
not being here makes him the logical sus-
pect, though they haven’'t quite given me
up. Seems the—Kkiller held the knife
thumb forward or something and | didn’t
do it to suit them.”

“No,” said Shane, “you wouldn’'t. Only
experienced hands know how to hold a
knife. This Jim fella—he ever fool around
with knives much?”

She looked startled. Sudden fear crept
into her eyes, but she answered honestly
enough. “I think so, Michael. That is, he
used to when he was younger. Did tricks
with them, and—-and things.”

Shane said, “Ummmm,” and wandered
about the room.

She came to him then, stood very close.
The perfume from her hair was like in-
cense. “Michael, you must find him. Help
him get away. If yon need money—"

He pushed her from him roughly.
“There isn't that much money, Martha.
I don't like the guy, anyway. Killing the
old man is bad enough, but leaving you
to take the rap is worse.”

She said, low: “If the answer was ‘yes,’
Michael? Would you then?”

Slow red crept into his cheeks. “Like
that, hunh? Martyred for love. Well, the
hell with it. I don’'t want any part of it.”
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He swung toward the door, halted as
Udell came in.

Udell said: “What goes on here?”

Shane said: “By me, skipper.”

“Well, keep it that way,” said Udell
nastily. He jabbed a thick finger at the
girl. “And don’t you go gettin’ any funny
ideas, either. You're not in the clear by
a long shot, but I'm not taking you in
till we pick up your boss’'s son. I'll just
leave a man to kind of keep an eye on
you.” He followed Shane down the long
hall. “Friend of the family, eh? So
what?”

“So | think I'll go out and lift a few,”
said Shane. “Nice night for it.” He shiv-
ered a little, turned his coat collar up. It
was raining harder now. The ambulance
and the white-coated interne were gone,
and so were a lot of the cops. Shane got in
the coupe.

E stopped at the first night spot he
H came to, had a couple more ryes.
They didn’t help much. It was pretty cold,
or maybe it was the look in Martha’s eyes
when he left. In Marchetti’s club, a half
hour later, some perverse humor made
him remember the record he'd heard
back there in Guy d'Arcy’s office. He
climbed carpeted stairs to the mezza-
nine, knocked on a door marked “Pri-
vate."

Marehetti
"Oh, you!"

“In person,” said Shane amiably, and
wandered in. He hummed a little, slight-
ly off key, added lyrics of his own to a
few bars: “Is it true what they say about
Gino?”

Marehetti was a round man. Every-
thing about him looked round and his
tailor hadn’'t been able to do much about
it. His face looked like pie dough with a
couple of raisins stuck in it for eyes.
You weren’t conscious of his mouth, it
was so small.

He said: “Well, w’at do they say about
me?”

Shane took his time. He swung a long
leg over a corner of the desk, helped him-
self to a cigarette. He was ready for a
fight with some one, and it might as well

himself opened the door.

be Gino Marehetti. Besides, he was curi-
ous.

“They say that you and Mrs. Went-
worth Lowden are just like that.” He
held up two fingers. “They say, in fact,
that it isn't really Gino who makes the
rackets go round and round, but a well-
known society dowager.”

“Who says that?” The raisin eyes
glowed a little; otherwise, the face re-
mained the same. “Who you theenk would
say things like those?”

“1 dunno,” said Shane carelessly. “Be
interesting to look into the rumor,
though, if a guy had time.” He listened
to the music floating up from the supper
room below.

Marehetti didn't say anything for a
while. Short legs carried him around the
black and chromium office. He took things
up with his fat, pudgy hands, put them
down again. Presently he wound up at
Shane’s side. The raisin eyes and tiny,
pursed mouth looked a little anxious.

“Shane,” he said without a trace of his
affected accent, “Shane, you look kind of
seedy. You wouldn’'t be needing money,
would you?”

Shane's eyes got crinkly. “There isn't
that much money, Gino. Not if | was in-
terested and had the time.”

“But you haven't the time?”

“No,” said Shane, making up his mind
that he'd been a heel about Martha. And,
anyway, it wasn't any fun baiting Mar-
chetti. “No, Gino, | haven't the time. |
gotta find a guy named d'Arcy. You
haven't seen him tonight, have you ?”

“Guy d'Arcy, the columnist?”

"No, his son Jim.”

Marehetti said no, he hadn’t seen Jim
d'Arcy. “He comes in here once in a
while, though. Quite a boy, | hear.” He
poured two drinks, a long one for Shane,
a shorter one for himself. “Well, here’s
a long and useful life, copper.”

“For both of us,” said Shane, wiping
his lips. “Goodnight, Gino.” He went
down the carpeted stairs and out to his
battered coupe. There was a clock on the
ornamental light post on the corner. It
said twelve :forty.
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HANE had been in nine more places

by one:thirty. Nine places meant
nine drinks to Shane, but it hadn't even
begun to show. It never did. People won-
dered about that; the same people who
liked him but said he was a hard guy to
figure. In the last place, Pop Haggerty'’s,
he got word of Jim d’'Arcy.

D’Arcy had come in around eleven, Pop
said. Looked all hotted up over something.
Had three or four quick ones and then
went out again. It was about this time
that Shane realized he was being tailed.
He'd been seeing that same face in near-
ly all the mirrors. He went along the
bar, very steadily, to the guy the face be-
longed to.

“Do | know you, Dark and Handsome?”

The guy was dark, but he wasn’t hand-
some. Plenty big, though. Almost as tall
as Shane and three times as wide. He was
drinking ginger ale, straight, and he had
a gold tooth which gleamed at Shane
through the pale liquid. He put his glass
down.

“No, you don't know me, fella. You
don't know me and you don't wanna
know me. I'm poison to some guys.”

Shane looked at the ginger ale bottle,
lie said, “Punk,” with a sort of
hopeful expression, but the guy didn't
want to make anything out of it, so Shane
went out into the rain again.

There wasn’t any attendant in the lot
next door, not many cars. Shane went
crunching over wet gravel, counting the
cars subconsciously. Seemed like too many
cars for the number of customers in
Pop’s, even if they were all singles. He
peered into a couple of the cars, not look-
ing for anything in particular, but just
because he liked to know things, especial-
ly when mildly drunk.

He had to light a match to look into
the fifth car, because the dashlight
wouldn’'t turn on. Something wet and
shiny was smeared on the rim of the
steering wheel. Shane touched his finger
to it, smelled the finger. The shiny stuff
was blood. He lit another match and
looked at the registration. It was Jim
d’Arcy’s car.

Gravel rattled behind him, and he
spun, going for the gun under his arm.

The gorilla with the gold tooth chopped
downward. Shane hadn’'t seen the gun in
the guy’s hand, but he felt it. Hi3 hat
might as well have been tissue paper for
all the good it did. He tried to grapple,
but hi3 arms couldn't find anything to
hold on to, and then the guy hit him
again. He folded slowly, sort of in sec-
tions, before he finally sprawled out, full
length, on the gravel.

By and by it seemed he was riding on
a camel, or maybe it was one of the old
Catalina boats with the channel rougher
than usual. He opened his eyes and dis-
covered he wasn't riding at all. He was in
a car, but the car wasn't going anywhere.
What was making his head bob like that
was a guy shaking him by the shoulders.
He looked at the guy and it wasn't the
ginger-ale guzzler with the gold tooth. It
was somebody else; somebody Shane had
never seen before; a little mug with a
screwed-up weasel face and hard little
shoe-button eyes.

Shane coughed, “All right, you can
stop now,” and then he gagged a little,
and Weasel-face yelped, “Key, not in
here!” and dragged Shane out of the car
like a wet hawser,

FTER a while Shane felt a little

better. It was very dark, but it had
stopped raining. There was a monotonous
creaking and groaning going on and at
first Shane thought it was his own head.
Then he smelled the oil. This was a sec-
tion of the old La Brea field and a few
antiguated pumpers were still grinding it
out. Off to his left shone the lights of
Wilshire’s Miracle Mile. He could see
these even though he was flat on the
ground. He could also see the little guy’s
feet, only they weren't close enough for
him to reach.

Weasel-face said, very bored: “Okay,
lug, if you're all through. You showed
signs of cornin’ to life, and | didn't have
nothing to tie you with, so | thought I'd
better stop. You'll hafta do the drivin'.”

“Don’'t apologize,” Shane said. “It's
quite all right.” He rolled over in the mud,
felt for his gun. It was gone. The little
guy had one, though. He prodded Shane
into the car with it, slid in after him, and
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the gun buried itself in Shane’s ribs as if
it had found a permanent home. Shane
switched the lights on. It was still Jim
d'Arey’s car.

"Where to, maestro?”

. “Just drive,” said the little guy. ‘Til
tell you as we go along.”

Shane went over to Wilshire. “Left,”
said the little guy. Shane turned left. He
thought of asking what it was all about,
decided it wouldn't do much good. This
mug looked as if he might have a sense
of humor, but it might be the wrong kind,
and Shane’s head was still kind of woozy.
He wondered why he was still alive, why
the little guy hadn’'t drilled him back
there in the La Brea field. That would
have been a nice quiet place.

So the answer was that somebody
didn’t want him dead. At least, not right
away. Now, why do you suppose that
was? Because Shane had something that
somebody else wanted ? He couldn’t think
of anything. Fact, it was pretty hard to
think at all. He took a chance on the lit-
tle guy’'s sense of humor. “What hap-
pened to the heavy with the gold head-

light?”
“He had a date, copper.” This very
wearily, but the gun in Shane's rite

wasn't weary.

Shane studied the little guy obliquely.
"1 could stand a smoke, fella. Mind ?”

“Not if you got one of your own. | need
my hands, and speakin’ of hands, you bet-
ter keep at least one on the wheel where
| can see it.”

Shane fumbled a soggy cigarette from
his right pocket, stuck it in his mouth and
pretended he couldn’t find a match. There
was a lighter on the dash, so Shane leaned
over the little guy’s lap and got the light-
er. His bent head snapped back, caught
the little guy under the chin. The gun
went off. Flame streaked along Shane's
belly and the left hand window dissolved.
Shane’s head had had about all it could
stand for awhile, though. It swelled up
till the car wasn’t big enough to hold it,
and then it and the car and the whole
world exploded together.

It seemed there were two cars and two
light standards and two streets, and they
were all painted red. No, that wasn't

right. It was blood running down over
Shane’'s eyes that made everything look
red. He wiped the blood away with a
sleeve of the trench coat. The two cars,
etc., became one car and one light pole,
but they weren't separate. It would take
a wrecking truck to separate them.

Shane looked at the little guy. His head
looked funny, as though it had been put
on crooked. Shane tried to straighten it,
and it wobbled loosely. The little guy
wouldn’t be using his head any more.

There were a couple of cars slowing up
on the other side of the street, and down
the boulevard a ways the ruby eye of a
prowl car made a path for the siren.
Shane went through the hood’s pocket,
picking up the gun on the seat and faded
down an alley. Somebody yelled at him to
stop, and a woman screamed shrilly, but
Shane didn’t wait. His legs felt rubbery,
boneless, but he kept lifting his feet and
putting them down again till he made it
across to Pico. He sat down on the curb
and waited for a cruising Yellow to show.
One did, finally, and he got in, giving the
address of his apartment.

E found the lobby empty and he was
H glad of that, because if he looked
half as bad as he felt, he wouldn’t want
even the clerk to see him. The automatic
lift carried him up to the fourth, and he
fitted his key into the lock without too
much trouble; but before he twisted it, he
took the little guy’s gun out of his pocket
and bent an ear to the door panel. He
couldn’t hear anything. Standing to one
side, he pushed the door inward. Nothing
happened. He reached in and switched
the lights on.

Captain Udell was sitting in Shane’s
favorite chair. He had a police positive
trained on Shane’'s flat middle and the
look in his blood-shot eyes said he was
aching to use it. There was another guy
behind the door. Shane could hear him
breathing.

Udell said: “Put the rod away, Shane.
Put it away and come in. We've been
waiting a long time for you.”

Shane put the gun in the pocket of the
trench coat. The guy behind the door
closed it. He was a Hollywood dick, big,
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carefully dressed. He had a slight cast
in one eye, and it gave him a sort of wag-
gish look. Shane went over to the bar
against the wall and studied his face in
the mirror while he poured himself a
drink. They must have kicked him around
a little after conking him back there at
Pop’s Place. He still didn't know why.

The drink made him shudder. He must
have left the lining of his stomach back
there in the oil field.

Udell got up and came over and took
the gun out of Shane’'s pocket. He looked
at it, tossed it to the other dick. “Same
caliber, Whitey.”

Whitey said, yes, it was the same cali-
ber, and stared hard at Shane who asked,
quite casually: “Well, what am | supposed
to have done now ?”

Udell lifted a huge fist, thought better
of it. “Nope, | haven't the heart, even
on a cop killer. Clean yourself up, shamus,
and then we're taking a ride.”

“So I'm a cop killer. Life's fondest am-
bition realized at last.” Shane wondered
which cop he was supposed to have
killed. “Well, well, that calls for a bath.”
He wobbled into the bathroom, and the
dick, Whitey, came and watched him run
water into the tub. “Such privacy,” Shane
said. He pointed to the one small win-
dow. “Look, copper, I'm practically a
shadow of my former self, but I'm not
that thin. Would you mind very much get-
ting the hell out of here?”

He closed the door, 3at on the edge of
the tub while he took off his shoes. The
hot water helped a lot. Towelling, he
thought of the stuff from the little guy’s
pockets, and got it out of the trench coat.
Nothing that told him anything there.

He got into fresh underwear, shirt and
socks, but he had to go through the liv-
ing room to find another suit. Neither
Udell nor Whitey said anything, just
watched him climb into his trousers as if
he were some new kind of worm. Shane
was knotting his tie when the telephone
rang.

Udell said: “Never mind, I'll take it,”
and lifted the phone. He listened with-
out saying much, and Shane knew the
call was from headquarters.

Shane said: “Nice of me to let you use
my place for an office.” Udell got up and
came over. He was shaking, holding him-
self in with an effort. The little ruptured
veins in his nose and cheeks were purple
instead of red, and his small eyes were
congested.

“Shane, the department has let you
horse around pretty much as you pleased.
I don't know why. But you're through
now, washed up, you hear me? You're
sweet on this Martha Young dame. You
were out to the house tonight, found her
in a jam. You couldn’t get her away while
we were there, but you came back later
and took a chance with the guard | left.
He tried to stop you, and you let him have
it. All right, we've got you, but that
doesn’'t solve the d'Arey Kkill. We want
Jim d’Arcy and the girl.”

HANE put his glass down very care-

fully. “1 see. It wouldn’t do any good

if 1 told you I didn't kill the cop; that |

don't know where either the girl or
d'Arcy are?”

“Not a damned bit of good!” Udell
brandished a meaty fist under Shane’s
nose, “That call | just got was about a guy
with a broken neck in a car that belongs
to Jim d’Arcy. The guy was only a cheap
hood. Maybe he's responsible for the way
your face looks, maybe it was the cop,
but we've got you tied in with that car.
Couple of witnesses saw you lamming.”

“All right,” Shane said, “1 admit | was
in the car. | even admit | broke the guy’s
neck. He and a big mug with a gold head-
light started pushing me around. | don’t
know why.”

Udell cursed him. “By damn, I've a
notion to beat it out of you right here!”
He measured Shane's length, nodded at
the dick. Shane was pretty sure he
couldn’t take them both; not after the
shellacking he'd already had. He sidled
toward the bathroom door as the two
started closing in.

He said, “Now, wait a minute. | gotta
get some tape on my chin,” and got in-
side. Udell came in right on his heels,
and Shane dropped to his knees, got the
skipper by the legs and tossed him over
his shoulder into the tub. There was a tre-
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mendous splash. Water hit the ceiling,
showered down on Shane. Udell wallowed
over on his back, bellowing. The other
dick stuck his head through the door.
Shane hit the head with a soggy bath
towel. His feet slipped on the wet tile and
he fell flat as the dick got the towel out of
his eyes. The dick was still holding the
little hood’s gun. He lifted it, squeezed
the trigger just as Shane yanked his legs
out from under him.

The slug crashed the ceiling light. The
guy’s head bounced up and Shane pushed
it down again, hard, got the gun, rolled
over. Udell, coming out of the tub like a
water buffalo, missed him and sprawled
flat on top of the dick. Shane tapped him,
just once, with the gun. Udell and the
dick were both out cold.

It was quite a job to slide them both
into the bathroom, but he got it done final-
ly and, reversing the key, locked the door.
After that he went to a closet and got an-
other trench coat, exactly like the first,
just as shabby, only it didn't have any
mud on it. He put this on, found another
hat down among the shoes and put that
on. Udell and Whitey were making quite
a racket in the bath now,

Shane went out into the hall and closed
the door. The two old maids who lived
across the hall were shrieking bloody
murder. He could still hear them when he
got down to the alley. It was raining
again. He had to walk four blocks be-
fore he found a box to phone for a taxi.
Waiting there in the shadows, he watched
three prowl cars converge on the apart-
ment house, go away again. The taxi
came and he gave the man the address of
Pop’s Place on Sunset Inside, he lifted
his feet to the seat, folded long arms
around bony knees and tried to concen-
trate. It was pretty hard, concentrating,
when you didn't know exactly what to
concentrate on, and when your head ached
like seven elephants had stepped on it,
and your stomach was sandpapered raw
inside. Not to mention the bullet furrow
on the outside from the little guy’s gun.

Let's see, now. Young Jim d'Arcy
knifed his old man; he was a wiz with a
knife and the guy that did the job had
certainly known what it was all about.

Thumb forward along the half and jab
upward. Martha, or somebody who didn’t
have the savvy, would have held it thumb
backward and struck down. Okay, so Jim
d’Arcy did it. The gal knew he did it.
She’'d stayed, though, hoping to cover
him.

But she didn't know where he had
lammed to. Otherwise, she wouldn’t have
asked Shane to find him. Shane sat up at
the thought. Of course! He, Shane, had
said he wouldn’'t help; wouldn’'t have any
part of it. So Martha had tried to find
Jim d'Arcy, herself. The cop on guard
had tried to stop her and she’'d—

Shane cursed. He could see Martha, in-
tent on doing something, pretty worried,
and some big flat-foot trying to give her
an argument. Hell of a mess, this. The
fact that there was more than likely a
general alarm out for Shane himself
didn’t worry him much. He grinned a lit-
tle, thinking of Captain Udell having ap-
oplexy back there in the bathroom. And
that brought him to the little guy with
the big gun, and the beppo with the gold
headlight. They didn't fit, somehow.
Shane floundered around in a mental fog,
trying to make them fit, and finally ar-
rived at a very funny conclusion. It was
so funny that he chuckled aloud, and the
driver turned around and scowled at
him for putting his feet on the uphol-
stery.

EY pulled up in front of Pop’s

Place, and it was still open, hut
there weren’t any customers. “Drive on
by,” Shane said. He looked over the park-
ing lot as they went past, saw his own
car and another, probably the bartender’s.
He got out, paid off, and walked back on
the opposite side of the street. The bar-
keep was beginning to turn off the
lights. That meant three o’clock.

Shane crossed over, opened the door,
“Wait a minute, Jerry. | want to use the
phone. And mix me up something hot,
something with a coupla eggs in it,
hunh?”

Jerry’'s eyes popped. “Jeez, Shane!
Jeez, don’t you know you're hot? Cops've
been drillin’ around ever since you left.
They're lookin’ for you, fella.”
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Shane said: “Thanks. Put plenty of
bourbon in it, Jerry.” He folded himself
into the booth, closed the door, and dialed
the Tribune. The paper had been on the
streets for hours, but this was quicker.
When he came out of the booth he was
whistling between his teeth. Not because
he was particularly happy, but because
certain things like the little guy and the
big guy and the dead copper and so on
were beginning to fit. He held the steam-
ing mug in both hands so they'd get
warm, too.

Jerry kept looking at him, and looking
out of the window, and muttering to him-
self.

Shane said: “The big yegg that drinks
his ginger ale straight. Know him, Jer-
ry?”

Jerry didn't. He went on mopping up
behind the bar and wishing Shane would
get the hell out. A car nosed into the
curb. Shane saw the insignia on the door
panel and went out the back way just as
the two harness bulls came in the front.
He could hear Jerry trying to stall them.
He must remember to do something nice
for Jerry sometime. Loping around the
corner of the building, he got his car
started and away before the cops found
out they were being stalled.

HE d'Arcy house looked about the

same. You'd never know that a
great columnist and a not-so-great dick
had met death there in the last three or
four hours. The street lights only made
the shadows seem blacker, and giant pep-
per trees had dripped rain and berries
till the pavement was slushy under the
trees. Shane drove around the block, look-
ing for a possible stake-out. There wasn't
any. He parked under a tree, mounted
the porch and rang the bell. He didn't
have to wait long. The porch light winked
on, and the housekeeper opened the door
on a chain. She looked lumpy in a too big
flannel robe, and her eyes were puffy-
red.

Shane took off his hat so she could see
him better. “I'm Shane,” he said. “You
remember me?” She looked at him dully,
as if she didn't, and he added: “I'm

Martha'’s friend, and Jim d'Arcy’s. | was
here last night.”

She bobbed her head. “1 remember, but
they’re not here. Nobody’s here but me.”

He tried again: “Look, you'd like to
help Martha and Jim, wouldn't you?”

Something flickered in the dull eyes.
He couldn’t tell what it was, but decided
he might as well call it hope as anything,
He had to get inside and he couldn’t very
well just barge in, not while the chain was
on the door, so he said: “Well, that's just
fine then. You want to help them, | want
to help them. Two of the world's greatest
little helpers, working together for the
commonweal.” She didn't think he was
funny, so he scowled at her. “How'’s about
undoing that chain?”

“You mean you want in?”

“That's the general idea, lady. I've got
to have a look at one or two items in
d’Arcy’s office, and maybe Martha’s, be-
fore | know just how helpful you and I
are going to be.”

She undid the chain, fastened it very
carefully again, and then padded felt-
soled slippers down the hall after him. He
went into d'Arcy’s office, looked all
through the desk without finding what
he was after, went down the hall to Mar-
tha’s more business-like office. There was
a steel filing cabinet against the wall, an-
other smaller one on Martha’s desk, In-
variably, down in the lower left hand
corner of the carbons, he found Martha’'s
initials bracketed with Guy d’Arcy’s. But
again he didn't find what he was looking
for. Maybe the Tribune had been right,
after all, and that thought was discour-
aging.

So, being Shane, he grinned cheerfully,
if somewhat lopsidedly, and went back to
d’'Arcy’s study. Funny, he'd left the lights
on in there and now they were off. The air
was fresher, too. Thinking the house-
keeper had doused the lights, he reached
in for the switch. Flame laced the dark-
ness and something hot plucked at an ear
lobe. He sprawled flat as gun-roar ca-
romed crazily around the room. He got
out the little guy’s gun and squeezed lead
out of it. There was a yelp, a couple more
shots. Shane squeezed more lead at the
flashes. Glass tinkled behind drawn
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drapes. It was darker than the inside of
a whale in the room, light out in the
hall, and Shane knew if he stood up he'd
make a swell target. Still, he wasn’t get-
ting anywhere this way. He wondered
where the housekeeper was. By rights,
she ought to be yelping her head off, and
he hadn’'t heard a peep out of her.

He tilted his gun up from the floor, held
it wide, and took another shot, sort of ex-
ploring the unknown. There wasn’t any
answer, so he wiggled along on his belly
till he was all in the room, doubled over
and reached for the wall switch. The
lights came on. Save for himself, the
room was empty. The drapes over the win-
dows billowed gently and he went over
and whipped them apart. The guy, who-
ever he was, was gone. There was only a
little spatter of blood on the sill to show
that he'd ever been there.

ANE went looking for the house-

keeper. She was a huddle of blue
flannel on the polished floor of the hall,
and Shane thought at first that she'd
only fainted. Then he saw the slowly-
spreading stain up near the top of the
bathrobe and was afraid she'd stopped
one of the slugs meant for him. Then he
saw that her slippers were wet, and lift-
ing his eyes, found the door chain hang-
ing straight down. There was a gun in
the pocket of the blue flannel robe. It
was still hot and there were three empty
shells.

So there hadn't been any guy. The
woman had let him go down the hall
alone, had then gone out the front door
and around to the windows so she could
pot him from darkness while he was out-
lined against the light. That way, she'd
have an alibi in case she missed. Not very
confident with a gun, apparently, and
shy of tackling him inside with the
breaks even. -Funny, maybe this dumpy
old woman had even knifed d'Arcy.

Shane found her pulse strong. He
pulled the robe down from her shoulder.
The wound was clean, high up. Shane de-
cided it was shock, mostly, that had keeled
her over as she got back inside the halL
He felt kind of quivery, looking at her.
He had never shot a woman before.

He sat there, hunkered down on his
haunches, wondering what to do about
her. He could wait and take a chance on
making her talk, or he could leave
and check on his hunch. The hunch
was stronger than ever now. With all
this killing going on, and seemingly ev-
erybody in town hooked into it, time was
apt to be pretty important. Besides, some
of the neighbors would have called the
law by now. Shane didn't want any cops
underfoot. He reached for his gun, and
somebody said: “Leave it lay, mug!”

The big guy with the gold head-
light was standing in the front door. He
had two guns. Shane looked at him, looked
at the dumpy woman on the floor beside
him. Except for the gold tooth there was
quite a resemblance. The guy came down
the hall and kicked Shane in the side and
stood glooming down at the woman.

Shane grunted from the kick, but the
phenomenon was so amazing that he had
to say, “Your mother, hunh?” and that
brought on another kick. The big guy had
pale eyes, and Shane thought of a leop-
ard he’'d once shot, only this time it was
the leopard who was going to do the shoot-
ing. The guy was trying to make up his
mind. Wrinkles of indecision creased his
low forehead, and Shane could almost ap-
proximate the mental processes. Would
there be time to lug both Shane and the
old lady out? There wouldn’t. The two
guns cut down on Shane. His own was
at least three feet away. He couldn't
make it, and he knew he couldn’t, and then
the acute discomfort under his hip re-
solved itself into the woman'’s gun.

He flattened and rolled as the two guns
blasted above him. A slug meant for his
chest, caught him in the shoulder and
then, somehow, his fingers hooked the
gun under him. He fired, and the flame of
his own shot seared his lean belly. He
squeezed the trigger again and nothing
happened. The rod was empty. Well,
this is it, he thought, and looked up to
face it.

Surprised, he saw the two guns fall-
ing out of the big guy's hands. He
couldn’t have done all that with one slug.
And then the guy’s knees started buck-
ling and, looking higher, Shane saw the
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hole in the mug’s jaw. There didn't seem
to be any top to the head, though, and on
account of the blood Shane couldn’t even
see the gold tooth any more.

IT was a very messy job frisking the
guy, and when he got all through
Shane didn’'t know any more than he'd
known before. The woman slept through
it all. He got up and wobbled out the
front door as the first siren swung into
the street. A man across the way was
leaning out of a second story window. He
had a night-cap on, and he kept yelling:
“Halt, there! Halt, or I'll fire!”

Shane couldn’t see that the guy had
anything to fire with; both the flailing
fists were empty, so he didn’t halt. The
guy changed the record to: “There he
goes! There he goes!”

Shane slammed the coupe door, curs-
ing guys who didn’'t mind their own busi-
ness. Especially guys that wore night-
caps. Driving one-handed because his left
arm was numb and so was most of
his left side, he tore down the street.
The siren couldn’'t make up its mind
whether to stop at the house or chase
Shane. It finally came on, and Shane
wasted a perfectly good fifteen min-
utes losing it. He then went to an all-
night drug store, looked up an address in
the phone book, bought a roll of bandage
and a quart bottle of rye. The label said
it was good stuff. He drove on till he
found a nice comfortable shadow, drank
some of the whiskey, poured some on a
wad of gauze and plugged up the hole in
his shoulder When he got through with
that his teeth ached from biting down
so hard.

He took another drink, for luck, and
stoppered the bottle very carefully.
Mustn’'t lose any. The way he felt, he
could tell he was going to need every drop.
He drove out to the address on Carthay
Circle, and it was one of those places
they call town estates. It occupied most
of a city block. A high iron fence sur-
rounded acres of heavily-shrubbed, ter-
raced lawn; and there was a swimming
pool and a tennis court. Ornamental
lights, placed strategically about the
grounds, told Shane all this, but for the

moment he was more interested in the
gates.

They weren't locked, so he opened them
and drove up the curving drive till he was
under the porte cochere. Even the coupe
lowered its throaty rumble as though
shrinking in upon itself amid such splen-
dor. None of the windows showed light;
there was none behind the ground glass
door panel, either. That meant that every-
body was in for the night.

Shane pushed the button, leaning on
it heavily and keeping his finger there
till the door glowed vyellow. The door
opened on a chain, and a voice, dead with
sleep and just a trifle irritated, said:
“Who is it, please?”

Shane said: “Telegram.”

The guy unhooked the chain, and
Shane kneed the door inward. He closed
the door behind him. The butler was on
the floor where the door had hurled him,
both hands nursing a bumped nose. He
eyed the gun in Shane’s fist, opened his
mouth, like a fish.

Shane made a suggestive gesture.
“If you're thinking about yelling, |
wouldn’t.”

The man closed his mouth, opened it
again immediately, but he didn't yell He
mumbled, sort of piteously, “This—this
is most unusual!” There was outraged
dignity and righteous indignation and
horrible fear all mixed up in his voice.
He got to his feet. He'd pulled on trou-
sers over his pajamas, but the braces
were hanging about his hips and it kept
both hands busy holding the trousers up,
He mumbled again: “Most unusual!”

“1 know,” Shane said sympathetically.
“Like our California weather. Now, look,
fella, I'm sorry about the nose, and I
don’t want to hurt you any more if |
can help it. See what I mean?”

The guy was smart. He got the idea
right away.

Shane said: “Swell. Now which is Mrs.
Lowden’s suite ?”

Fish-face opened his mouth, wide this
time, and there was stark horror in the
bulgy eyes. “You—you're not going to
harm the mistress!”

“l may.” Shane was getting pretty
tired now. He couldn’t waste much more
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time on this mug. “lI asked you which
loom?”

“S-s-second floor, front, right!”

“Thank you,” Shane said. "Now turn
around and go right on holding your
pants up till you're inside that coat clos-
et under the stairs.” He stuck the gun in
the butler’'s back and marched him into
the closet. “Now,” he said, “just make
yourself at home, and don’t yell, and may-
be somebody will come and let you out
after a while.” He shut the door and
locked it. There wasn't a sound anywhere
in the house.

HICK carpet muffled his steps as he
Tclimbed. He had to put his gun in
his pocket, and hold on to the bannister
with his good hand to make it, though.
In spite of the plug, the blood kept trick-
ling down his left leg and was slowly fill-
ing his shoe. He opened the door of
the front room, A woman'’s voice asked:
“Is that you, Jessup? Who was at the
door?” A night light glowed.

Shane reached in, found the wall
switch. The great crystal chandelier in
the ceiling burst into scintillating light.
He stood there in the doorway, swaying
slightly. “No,” he said, “it isn't Jessup.”

The woman in the bed gave a little
choked scream, and Shane took out his
gun unhurriedly and pointed it at her.
It was a big bed, with a white satin can-
opy over it. The whole room was done in
white and off-shades of white, and the
white rug was so deep you felt like you
were sinking to your ankles. Shane hoped
he wouldn't get any blood on it.

The woman just lay back against the
pillows, mouth open slightly, but not say-
ing anything, watching Shane and the
gun with a sort of unbelieving fascina-
tion. She had a chin strap on and the
flesh bulged around it, like wattles, but
her hair was still black. Dyed, maybe.
The jewels on her fingers caught the light
from the chandelier in a million refrac-
tions.

Shane went over to the great bed, sat
on the edge of it. He laid the hand with
the gun on top of the satin coverlet so
that the muzzle pointed at her fat throat.
He could hold it steadier that way. There

was a little blood on the hand. The
woman’s eyes rolled up in her head when
she saw the blood.

He said: “I'm Shane. Maybe that
doesn't mean anything to you, though.
Does it?”

Her whisper, no, barely reached him.
The wattles quivered like jelly.

He said: “Mrs. Lowden, | haven't much
time, so you must pay very careful at-
tention to what | say, believing that |
mean every word. There have been sev-
eral men killed tonight over a matter
which seems rather silly. The matter orig-
inally concerned yourself and Gino Mar-
chetti. It now concerns me, and is no
longer silly. | intend to kill you, here and
now, unless you can stop Gino.”

She got her voice back then. “1 don't
know what you mean.”

Shane said: “I'm pretty sure you do
know what I mean, but if you don’t, I'll
just have to kill you anyway.”

She must have believed him then. Per-
haps he believed himself. The veil of
cunning dropped from her eyes for an
instant and stark fear showed. Fat, be-
ringed fists clutching her throat, she
gasped, “What do you want me to do?”

“Call Gino Marchetti.”

She reached for the white phone on the
night stand, jerked the tasselled bell-
cord instead. Far below a bell jangled.

ANE didn't move. He said: “The
butler can't come, Mrs. Lowden.”
She spat at him. And then, very slow-
ly, hoping against hope that he wa3
wrong, she began dialing a number. The
bell rang for a long time at the other
end. Shane could hear it. Presently the
bell stopped ringing and a voice answered.
“Marchetti!” she jittered. “Marchet-
ti, there is a man here who is going to
kill me if I don't stop you. Stop you what ?
What have you been doing?” The voice
rattled, and she said: “Shane, | think.
Of course he means it, you fool! He looks
like he's already killed a dozen!” She
looked at Shane. “What do you want?”
Shane said: “Ask him if d’Arcy and
the girl are still alive. Tell him that if
they aren’t, I'll look him up after | finish
you.” The gun in his hand kept jumping
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nervously, making little satin waves in
the shimmering satin. He couldn’t seem
to control it.

The woman shivered. She spoke into
the phone again, listened, relayed the
message to Shane. D’Arcy and the girl
were still alive. “What do you want done
with them?”

Shane thought: | can't make it with
her, and even if | did, Marchetti would
find some way to cross me. He said: “Tell
him to put d’Arcy and Martha in a cab
and send them here. He can tell the girl
I'm waiting for her. As soon as | know
they’re safe, you and he can take a pow-
der, or do anything else you want. Is it
a deal?”

“It’'s a deal,” said Mrs. Lowden. She
spoke into the phone, crisply now. “I've
made a deal, Marchetti. Turn them loose.”

After that, they just sat and watched
each other while the gun kept doing
tricks on the counterpane. Out in the
street, a car door slammed, and feet came
up the drive, a man’s and a girl’s. To the
woman in the bed Shane said: “I'm go-
ing to get up now, but I'm not leaving
the room. Slide down under the covers
please.”

“You're—you won't shoot me if | do?”

“1 won't shoot you if you do.”

Her eyes hated him, but she believed.
She disappeared, like a turtle, and Shane
piled pillows on top of her. He backed
to the windows, swept the hangings aside
and called out: “Upstairs, Martha. Where
you see the lights.”

“Coming, Michael!” Lots of character
in that voice, Shane thought. No silly
questions, just: “Coming, Michael!” Lots
of character in the girl, too. Shane wished
he had a little. He watched the lump in
the middle of the great bed. It didn't
move till Martha and d’Arcy came in.

Martha flew to Shane. “Michael, you're
hurt!”

“A little,” he admitted. “Nothing seri-
ous, Martha.” He pushed her from him,
looked at d’Arcy. “Anybody follow you
here?”

D’Arcy said no, they hadn’'t been fol-
lowed, and Gino Marchetti said, “You're
mistaken,” and fired from the doorway.
The slug took Shane’'s hat off. He sat

down, quite suddenly, as if he had been
pushed, and propped his gun on a knee.
Marchetti dodged behind Martha, and
d’Arcy, unarmed, made a flying tackle for
Marchetti’s legs.

He got them. Marchetti belted him on
the head with the gun, and the gun was
all Shane could see beyond Martha, so
he shot at that. The gun went flying, and
Martha dropped to the floor. Shane got
up, started for Marchetti, and the round
man’s hand flashed up and around to the
back of his neck. It came out with a knife.
The blade twinkled reflections from the
crystal chandelier, twinkled its flight
clear across the room.

Shane fell down again, and the woman
in the bed stopped screaming. Shane
pumped slugs at Marchetti till there
weren't any more, and Gino Marchetti
lay like a great round ball on the white
rug. Too bad about the rug, Shane
thought. It was going to get stained, aft-
er all.

RINNING shame-faeedly, d'Arcy
G got up. “Stout fella, Shane. You, |
mean, not Marchetti.” He bent over Mar-
tha, and Shane wobbled up to see why
Mrs. Wentworth Lowden had stopped
screaming. The knife in her breast
winked at Shane. Mrs. Lowden didn’t
know the knife was in her breast. She
never would, now.

There was a lot of noise out in the hall,
and Shane got a dizzy, panoramic view of
white faces and nighties and things, and
then they all melted away to make room
for Captain Udell. He puffed in as if he'd
run all the way from Hollywood, and the
veins in his nose and cheeks were a sort
of magenta, now. He came and stood
spraddle-legged over Shane in the white
chair.

“Okay, shamus, spill it fast before I
forget how sick you look.”

“1'll make a deal,” said Shane. “You
tell me first.”

He thought Udell was going to have a
stroke. So did Martha. She came and
stood beside Shane, protectively, but she
didn't say anything. Udell growled:
“Okay, okay. We got to d’Arcy’s house-
keeper, and when she found her so-and-so



62 TEN DETECTIVE ACES

of a son was dead, she broke down and
admitted he worked for Marchetti. | beat
it out to Gino’s, saw him sneaking out,
and tailed him here.”

Shane smiled. “All right, it's all yours,
copper. You can have all the glory, if
any. I've got what | want. Seems Guy
d'Arcy stumbled into a connection be-
tween the lady over there in the bed, and
Gino Marchetti. They were partners.
They owned a string of big-time gam-
bling houses. Eeally big. She knew every-
body, went everywhere, and | can see
where her position in society would make
her invaluable to a smart guy like Gino.
She shilled the rich suckers in and Gino
fleeced them. Only thing is, her value
would cease the minute a breath of sus-
picion touched her. People would begin
to remember how she'd suggested a
friendly fling at roulette several times.
And they'd also remember losing several
nice chunks of cash.

“Well, d’Arcy was going to put more
than a breath of suspicion in his col-
umn. He knew, and Marchetti knew that
he knew, so Gino had to stop him. Gino
got out to the house just in time to hear
the last of the quarrel between father and
son. When young d'Arcy beat it, Mar-
chetti went in, probably through the win-
dows, though the housekeeper may have
let him in. D’Arcy had the column tran-
scription and the carbon on his desk. And
that column spilled the works.

“Marchetti jabbed d’Arcy with the pa-
per knife, lammed with the script. Then
he got to thinking it would be a swell
idea to pick up young d’Arcy. It was pos-
sible he, too, might know what was in the
script, and even if he didn't, his absence
would point him out as the killer.”

Jim d'Arcy nodded. “All straight, so
far. | was wild when | left dad, started
out on a bender. They knocked me on the
head as | was leaving Pop’s Place. |
don't know what became of my car,
though.”

Shane said: “Your car won't be much
good any more. | wrecked it for you. Last
| saw of it, it was all mixed up with a
lamp post.”

Udell snorted. “Save it, save it.”

Shane could see the skipper was still
sore, so he said, “Unh, well, I'm sorry
about the bath tub and all, but when you
told me they'd got Martha—well, you
see how it is, hunh?”

Udell made sour noises in his throat.

Shane said: “Yes. Well, guys had been
pushing me around all night, and |
couldn’t see why until they grabbed Mar-
tha. | wasn't sure she’'d been grabbed, of
course. She might have run out. But I
remembered mentioning to Marchetti
that I'd heard about him and Mrs. Went-
worth Lowden; also that I was looking
for Jim d’'Arcy. Maybe that was the rea-
son I'd been tailed. | called the Tribune,
and they said they’'d never got the script
from d'Arcy; said he’d been Kkilled be-
fore he wrote it, which wasn’'t possible
because I'd heard the stuff on his dicta-
phone.”

Udell
empty.”

“His was,” Shane said, “but the dupli-
cate machine in Martha’'s office held a
record of the column.”

“Why you—"

“Now, skipper,” Shane said, wagging a
long finger, “let’'s not start bickering
again.”

said: “His dictaphone was

ARTHA smiled down at Shane.
M “Smart boy, Michael. | typed that
column, put it on his desk before ten
o’clock, but I kind of forgot it after that”

Shane went on in a weary voice. He
was tired—so tired he could have keeled
over right there. “Gino thought he had
everything till he discovered Martha’s
initials down at the bottom of the pages.
Then he knew the stuff had been dictated.
He sent the guy with the gold headlight
after Martha, and it would have been all
right, seeing the guy’'s mother was the
housekeeper, only he ran into the dick.
Goldie let the dick have it.

“So they got Martha. | imagine she
told them the stuff was on a record, too,
so back came Goldie after the record.
Meantime, his old lady knew | was work-
ing for d’Arcy and Martha, and that
meant | was inimical to her darling son’s
interests, so damned if even she didn't
take a shot at me."
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Udell’'s mustache bristled, but he
wasn't mad any more. Only interested in
the clean-up now. “Okay, okay,” he said
briskly, “but why come after the Low-
den dame?”

“Because | figured her as the head;
because | didn’t think | was big enough
to take Gino and all his little playmates
in his own territory. This way, | could
make a deal, and | did.” He bobbed his
head, carefully, toward the dowager in
the white satin bed. “ ‘It's a deal,’” she
said, and | think she meant it, only she
was trying to deal for Marchetti too, and
that's the thanks he gave her. It was
meant for me, but her luck must have run
out.”

Shane grinned his crooked grin at
Udell, and tried to keep his eyes away
from Martha and d'Arcy. He wished
Martha had looked at him like that, just
once. And then she was looking at Shane,

and it was a different look, but clear-
eyed, unafraid. She was coming over to
him now, ready to pay off as she'd said
she would, and he liked her for that. Lots
of character.

She helped him get to his feet, steadied
him with her hands. “1fs a deal, Michael.
The answer is yes.”

He pushed her away and nearly fell
down. D’Arcy came over then, and Shane
executed a swell grin for them both. “It's
a deal, yes, but it's between you and
d’Arcy, Martha. If I remember rightly,
| said the hell with it.” His voice sounded
kind of mushy and it felt like there was a
frog in his throat, so he sneered at Mar-
chetti, 'way down there on the white
rug, and went down the stairs into the
rain. Seemed like the damn’ rain would
never stop, but there was enough rye left
in the bottle to wash the lump out of his
throat, anyway.
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By Howard J. Perry

The tuna clipper carried two
strange passengers - a spy
who had to live to serve his
country and a G-man who
had to die for his. And each
held the fate of the other at
his finger-tips, but neither
could make the first move.

Federal Bureau of Investigation
circled his desk again before he
picked up the letter and walked to the
small window overlooking the fog shroud-
ed buildings of downtown San Francisco.
For a long time he stared into the
murky sky. Then he lowered his eyes
and reread the neat feminine writing:

SPECIAL Agent Tom Breck of the

Dear Tom:

They said you might he back this week
so I'm writing this hurried note to you in
the hope you will get it before you have to
leave again. Torn, I'm terribly worried about
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TDA

Larry. It has been days since | have heard
from him; and, as you know, the bureau
won’t give out any information, even to
wives. Can’t you find out something? |
hate to bother you, but you have been both
brother and father to ljarry and me. This
suspense is getting me. The most horrible
dreams wake me in the night, and every time
the telephone rings | nearly collapse. If you
could only get some word about Larry and
call or write. Your loving sister. . . . Ruth.

Brack's long hard fingers crumpled the
letter into a tight wad. Dammit! The
Bureau was no place for a young mar-
ried man. The regulations ought to spec-
ify that. Yet it was his own fault that
Larry Travis was in the service. And it
was through him that Larry had met
Ruth, and he had been glad when they
fell in love. They didn’'t make them any
better than Larry. He had tried to talk
him out of joining the service. He knew
the heartaches and fears there would be
in it for Ruth. But nothing he said could
change the boy’s mind.

Brack circled the room once more.
There was only one way he could get
Larry out of it—by quitting himself.
If he quit, Larry would follow—they’'d
been pals too long to split. Breck sighed.
He'd do something, and do it right
away. He would locate Larry as soon
as he could and tell the service they
could . ...

The phone buzzed on his desk.

“Mr. Breck, Mr. Redfield would like
to see you,” the voice of the chief’s sec-
retary announced.

"Okay,” Breck said and laid down the
receiver slowly. He went out and down
the hall.

The girl looked up and smiled imper-
sonally as he came in. "Go right in, Mr.
Breck.”

Redfield lifted his big frame out of his
chair and leaned across the desk, extend-
ing his hand.

"Glad to see you,
glad!”

Brack smiled. “I generally show up.”

“Yeah,” said Redfield, sitting down
again and motioning to a chair at the
corner of his desk. “Yeah, you did a
great job up there in Montana.”

Tom .... damn

“Thanks,” said Breck. “It wasn't so
tough, but it had a lot of angles. Kidnap-
ing always does. Do you want a verbal
report now?”

Redfield shook his head. "No, write it
out at your convenience.” He pushed the
button on his desk and the girl appeared
at the door. “Miss Gray, | won't see any-
one until Mr. Breck leaves.”

He waited until she closed the door,
then fixed his somber gaze upon Breck.

“Well, Tom,” he began in a lowered
voice. “The thing we've feared has hap-
pened. You know all this talk about the
Surasian Intelligence—Navy spies and

what not operating on the Pacific
Coast?”

Breck nodded. “The old bugaboo
again?”

“It isn't a bugaboo, Tom. I wish it was.
There’'s some genuine fire beneath all
the smoke. I'll give you all the informa-
tion | have. Some of it doesn’t tie and
some of it doesn’'t make sense. But what
happened yesterday is enough to scare
the devil out of the big shots in Wash-
ington.”

EDFIELD pulled his chair closer.
R “For several months now,” he said,
“there’s been a leak in our immigration
service or a weakness in the border pa-
trol, because a group of Surasians has
been coming and going in some mysteri-
ous manner that has got everyone baffled.
The immigration department has called
for help.”

“Any particular type ?” Breck asked.

Redfield nodded. “A smart lot—not
laborers. They move under cover, ap-
pearing first in Washington and then
in Seattle or in Los Angeles. Then the
next thing we hear is that they've been
seen across the Pacific. How they get in
and out nobody knows, but it's time we
found out.”

"Probably slip across the Mexican
border,” Breck observed.

Redfield shook his head. “The patrol
has been tripled, but what is more im-
portant is that our agents in Mexico
have neither seen nor heard anything of
this bunch—and the government knows
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everything that is coming and going in
Mexican ports.”

Breck said: “Yeah, we know all about
Mexican ports and go to sleep on our
own docks.”

“Most likely,” Redfieid admitted. “But
here’s something that may or may not
tie in with the Surasian activities. For
some time now there has been a lot of
heavy buying of TNT from explosive
manufacturers. Not any large amounts
at one time, but a lot of small orders
from various branches throughout the
country. As far as can be learned most
of the shipments are finding their way
into Southern California. Then it dis-
appears.”

“QOughtn’'t to be hard to trace it,”
Breck said.

“l know it shouldn’'t, but the depart-
ment feels that this would be going at it
backwards. By the time we traced down
every little shipment, anyone connected
with it would know we were suspicious.
We've decided to get at the top first.”
Redfield’s fist clenched on the desk.
“There’'s a key man, Breck—get him and
we get everything.”

Tom Breck knew what was coming.
Here was his chance to decide his future
—and Larry’'s. Now was the time to
resign. He'd break the news to Red-
field now.

“But," said the chief, leaning back in
his chair, “here’s the latest development.
That's why | called you in. Hell broke
loose last night. The War Plans office
of the Eleventh Naval District at San
Diego was entered last night and some
important information stolen.”

Breck sat up and whistled.
what it was?”

“Yes. They got away with all the dope
on a new mine that can be placed in the
water and remain harmless even when
struck by a ship, but which can be made
immediately sensitive by radio control.
It's a new bureau of standards inven-
tion.”

“l didn’t see any mention of it in the
morning papers,” Breck said.

“No, it was kept a secret. Washington
called me and asked me to put one man
—my best—on it.”

“Know

Breck was thinking fast. He couldn’t
quit now just when they needed him, but
—hell! There were other good men. Be-
sides there was Larry and Ruth. He had
a right to consider them. He cleared his
throat.

“1 want you to leave by plane at once,”
Redfieid said. “And here's something
else that | hate to bring up at this time,
but it affects you and you ought to know
about it. Perhaps you can throw some
light on it when you get to San Diego.
One of the workmen in a tuna cannery
fell off the dock and drowned. The local
police found a code book in his pocket.
They notified me, and | sent Larry
Travis down to see about it. But Larry
—" he paused.

Tom Breck's jaw tightened. He sat
forward in his chair. “Yes, what? Go
on!”

Redfieid said with reluctance: “He
was too much of a kid for this kind of
work, | guess. We didn’t hear from him
for a few days, and then the San Diego
police reported that they had picked him
up drunk on the waterfront. When they
tried to arrest him, he slugged one of
the officers and got away with the help
of a couple of foreigners. We haven't
heard from him since.”

Tom Breck stood up. His steel-cut
eyes flashed. “That's a damned lie!” he
exploded.

Redfieid started. “Easy, Tom, you're
not the kind to go off half-cocked.”

“l am any time Larry Travis is ac-
cused of anything like that,” he snapped.

“That's why | told you, Tom,” Red-
field said. “You can look into it down
there. | thought a lot of Larry. I'd like
to believe different.”

Tom Breck’s face never relaxed. “I'll
take the next plane.”

Redfieid handed him a correspondence
file. “Read this stuff before you go.
When you get down there report to
Admiral Farnsworth, commandant, of
the district. I'll send word you're’com-
ing.” His voice filled with sudden emo-
tion. “Remember, Tom, this theft must
be solved. Less than this has caused
war.”
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Back in his office, Breek called the
airport. There would be a plane in two
hours. He just had time to read the
reports on the case.

E arrived in San Diego in the late
H afternoon and walked from the
airport along the waterfront to the
building that housed the executive staff
of the Eleventh Naval District.

The harbor drowsed in the setting sun.
Sleek gray cruisers and low built de-
stroyers rode at anchor on the glistening
bay. Above North Island across the
harbor, Navy aircraft wheeled and cir-
cled in the blue sky.

The smell of fish came to him as he
passed the great tuna canneries where
stub-nosed tuna clippers unloaded their
tropical catch at the long wharfs.

On the second floor of the district
building, he entered the aide’s office. A
sharp featured man with a commander’s
insignia on his blue sleeve looked at him
curiously.

“1I'd like to see Admiral Farnsworth,”
Breck said.

“Did you have an appointment?”

Breck shook his head. “No definite
time, but he'll see me. Breck is the
name.”

The aide went through the door and
returned a moment later. “This way,”
he said.

Behind a large mahogany desk sat a
small gray-haired man in neat civilian
clothes. He wore a look of worry on his
face as Breck came towards him.

The aide followed and stood by the
desk.

“Admiral Farnsworth,” Breck said. “I
came here from San Francisco to talk
with you.” He glanced at the aide.

“All right, Mr. Atkins,” the admiral
said. The aide moved slowly to the door.

Breck waited in silence until the door
closed. Then he spoke.

“I'm the special agent from the Fed-
eral Bureau of Investigation. | have
been assigned to the matter of the theft
of the plans.”

Some of the worry left the face of the
man. "You are needed. If those plans

and specifications get across the Pacific,
there is no telling what will happen.”

“1 understand your concern, admiral,”
Breck said. “Tell me, who has access to
this building at night?”

“Besides the Marine guard, there is a
watchman in charge with time clocks on
all the floors. Anyone else must have a
pass.”

“Did anyone enter with a pass last
night?”

“No one.”

“Did you question the watchman?”

“Yes, | talked with him without letting
him know what had happened. He said
that there wasn't anyone about the
place.”

“Who is he?”

“His name’s John Carter. He's a re-
tired petty officer with a fine service
record. Married and has several mar-
ried children. He has been night watch-
man here for twelve years.”

“And the men in the War Plans
office?”

“Commander Ewing is in charge. Per-
fect record. Oddly enough he was the
only officer there yesterday. Lieutenant
Fish was on leave of absence. Ewing
placed the plans in the safe himself yes-
terday afternoon. One of the officers
from the quartermaster department was
in the room and saw him put them there.
Ewing was the first to enter the office
this morning. Marine Captain Casey was
with him. They found the safe door
blown off.”

Breck stood up and the admiral looked
a little surprised.

“You're not going so soon?” he asked.
“Don’t you want more details?”

“If 1 do, I'll come to you, sir,” said
Breck. “Right now I'm going to look
around and will question the watchman
when he comes on duty. Will you send
word to him? Tell him I'm a naval in-
spector checking all watchmen. | don’t
want anyone to know I'm here, but | may
have to have help. How may | com-
municate with you?”

The admiral reached in his desk and
took out a sheet of paper. “You know
something about codes?”

“We have to,” said Breck.
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“Well, this is a number code using the
calendar for a key. It's not safe with
experts, but it's proof against the
curious.”

Breck took the paper. He had de-
ciphered those before, but they weren't
easy.

The admiral went with him to the door
and shook hands.

RECK walked up Broadway and
B registered at the first hotel, under
the name of Clayton. He paid a week in
advance. Then after eating, he strolled
back to the waterfront. It was after six
o'clock and already dark.

Unless the night-watchman could give
him a tip, it looked like he was up
against a blank wall as far as immediate
action was concerned—and there was
need for something immediate. His
mind kept reverting to Larry. Was it pos-
sible the boy had gone bad? No. He re-
fused to believe it. Yet Redfield wasn't
one to accept a report unless it was fact.

The district building was dark. He
walked around to the side where a light
showed through the upper glass of a door.
Breck pressed the night bell. Presently
down the long dimly lit hall a fleshy old
man waddled. He unlocked the door and
peered curiously at Breck.

“John Carter?” Breck asked.

“That's my name.”

“I'm the inspector the admiral sent
word about. I'm making an inspection
of all the naval districts.”

Carter opened the door. Breck stepped
by him. As he half-turned to wait for
the old man, he heard three distinct
metallic coughs. Carter clutched at his
heart with a strangled cry and pitched
forward on his face.

Breck leaped over the prostrate figure
and into the street. A shadowy form
dashed off into the darkness towards the
waterfront. Breck bolted after it. It
didn’'t take much reasoning to tell him
that the man with that silencer on his
gun was a mighty important clue to
the theft of the war plans.

The racing figure turned towards the
barn-like fish canneries. In the darkness
Breck could barely make out their dim

shapes. He put on a burst of speed,
but the man ahead disappeared among
the buildings.

Holding close to the deep shadows,
Breck moved forward until he could see
the end of the dock extending out into
the bay. Pilot houses and upper decks
of three tuna clippers were outlined
against the horizon. From one of the
boats a light glowed.

There were oil barrels and packing
cases enough to afford Breck an oppor-
tunity to keep under cover until he was
near the boat with the light. Voices
came to his ear as he neared—voices
low and harsh.

Breck decided to have a look. The
deck was level with the dock. Stepping
closer he saw that the cabin window was
open. There were several dark com-
plexioned men sitting around the table.
At one end another swayed in drunken
fashion. He was shouting incoherently.
But his voice! It drove all else from
Breck’s mind. He lost his iron com-
posure. With it went his necessary cau-
tion. He stepped out into the open.

He was right! The drunken, sway-
ing, loud-spoken individual was Larry
Travis.

His face was puffed and his clothes
were in rags. The others, unmistakably
of Surasian blood, were highly amused
with his talk.

What had happened to the boy? Breck
had to get to him, had to take him out
of this. He stepped forward. But a ter-
rific blow on the back of his head stayed
him. Tight arms entwined about his
body. The planking of the dock struck
him in the face. Then came blackness.

RECK’S mind cleared slowly and
B with painful throbs. There was a
steady low throb that he first thought
was his heart. He was lying on some-
thing hard and it was swaying. He tried
to move but he couldn’t. His wrists and
ankles were tied.

The smell of fish and bilge water
struck his nostrils. His eyes were open
but they met only blackness. He lay still
and listened. The throbbing wasn’t his
heart, It was an engine—sounded like a
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diesel. Now he knew. He was on a boat
and it was moving.

What a swell mess he had made of
things. No telling where this boat was
heading. And Larry and the Navy
thieves back there in San Diego.

He turned his attention to his wrists.
It would have to be a damn good bit
of tying that he couldn’t wriggle out of
if he had time. He put pressure on the
rope. He felt it give. The knot was
tighter but he had a little more freedom.
But not enough.

He heaved his body around until his
face was against the nearest wall. He
felt along with his nose and cheek. It
wasn't a wall but a box. As he squirmed
and rolled he discovered there was a
lot of them.

Finally he came to the end. Something
scratched his face. He felt it again. It
was a metal band, circling the corner of
a box. Hitching his body until his wrists
were backed up against the metal, he
began the tedious task of wearing away
the strands of rope.

He worked methodically, but it took a
long time. Finally, the last strand gave
way. It was only a matter of minutes
before he had freed his ankles.

The roll of the boat became heavier.
Breck stood up and leaned against the
pile of boxes. He felt sick at his stomach.
He began exploring his pockets, and a
surge of satisfaction came over him
when his fingers closed over a package
of matches.

With the welcome flare of the first
one he took a hurried survey of his sur-
roundings. He was in the hold of a ship
and the hold was filled with boxes. The
match went out and he lit another. He
looked closer. The next instant his hand
instinctively snuffed out the light. In
large letters he had read the word:
EXPLOSIVES.

Breck smiled grimly at his action.
There was no chance of a match igniting
anything in those boxes at that distance.
He knew now why they had been piled
high and were packed so closely. A loose
one in a storm would raise considerable
hell.

E had noticed that the hatch was
H closed above him, but he wondered
how well battened down it was. With
painstaking care, he shifted several
boxes until he estimated he could reach
the hatch cover by standing on them.
Then he climbed up. Groping until his
hands found the end piece, he applied a
slow pressure. The piece moved. An-
other few inches and he could see a
bright mid-day sky.

Then he climbed up. There were other
things he’'d rather have been standing
on than a pile of TNT, but he had no
choice. Inch by inch he pushed the hatch
open. Thrusting his head into the cool
air he studied his surroundings. The
first glance told him he was on a tuna
clipper. The large fresh bait tank reared
up behind the hatch.

There was no one in the stern, but a
light showed from the cabin window
on deck towards the bow and above him.
The cabin above was a galley. The skip-
per's quarters, radio room and pilot
house would be forward of that. The
crew slept in the fo'c’s’le.

Breck lifted himself on to the deck.
They were heading out to sea. He felt for
his gun, but wasn't surprised when he
found it missing.

He thanked his luck that the aft was
not occupied. Dropping back into the
hold, he lifted three boxes through the
hatch. Then he climbed back and crept
along the deck to the companionway
leading to the galley above.

Low voices came from the room, and
he approached and looked through the
window.

Two dark skinned Surasians sat
across the long table from each other.
One was large with high cheek bones
and thick lips. The other was small with
rounder eyes. He was well dressed.

“You are right, Tito,” he was saying.
He spoke with authority. “We must dis-
pose of them quickly—especially the one
in the hold. We have succeeded in the
great undertaking; you will be re-
warded.”

"l seek no reward, Akoma. To serve
you, the great leader of our intelligence
service, is enough.”
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“So be it,” said Akoma with greater
dignity. “The Narka will take me off in
a few hours. She is waiting fifty miles at
sea. | have been in communication with
her and explained everything. You will
proceed with your cargo to meet the
freighter that will take it across the sea.
Do not make any effort to take further
shipments of explosives until the furor
of the theft of the plans calms down.”
He reached out a brown hand and folded
up the papers on the table and placed
them in an inner pocket with a sigh. “It
has been a most difficult task to secure
these, but the reward is worth it.”

Breck backed away. So that was it!
Here was the thief of the Navy’'s mine
plans and specifications and here also
was the answer to the TNT shipments
Redfield had reported on. Here also was
the manner in which the spies were get-
ting in and out of the United States. It
was one of those simple things that any-
one should have thought of—but didn't.

Breck had known that many of the
tuna clippers were operated by for-
eigners, Now he could see what an easy
thing it was for them to contact foreign
ships in Southern waters and trade
crews, bringing back spies.

RECK turned and went back down

the companionway. As he reached

the bottom, he heard some one coming.

It was too late to get back to the hold.
He pulled himself against the cabin.

As a yellow face came around the
corner, Breck struck. His fist crashed to
the point of the other’'s jaw. The man
dropped, but as he fell his clutching fin-
gers pulled an oil can over on him. It
clattered noisily on to the deck.

Breck dashed for the stern. Grabbing
one of the boxes, he carried it behind
the bait tank. He rushed back and took
the second. As he picked up the third
he heard the beat of running feet on the
deck above. Somewhere a voice shouted.
It was echoed by another. Holding the
box in front of him he looked up.

Akoma stood at the rail above, an
automatic in his hand.

“All right,” Breck spoke, “go ahead

and shoot. But the minute you do, you'll
be blown to hell where you belong!”

An instant baffled amazement swept
across the dignified face of the little
fellow. Then he smiled.

“You have won your point for the
moment,” he said. “You will find it very
tiresome to hold that box for long, my
friend.”

The rest of the crew had joined him at
the rail. Fear showed in their black eyes
as the full portent of Brock’s intention
dawned upon them.

Akoma spoke to one of the men. He
turned away. A strange stillness fell
upon the group. Above the throbbing of
the engines, Breck heard a voice.

“CR3 calling .... CRS3 calling Steam-
ship Narka . . . .

What wisp of hope had grown for a
moment in Brock’s heart faded. He had
forgotten that all tuna clippers carried
radio transmitters as well as receivers.

He began to back around the bait tank
to where he had left the other two boxes.
Akoma and his companions watched him
with curiosity. Keeping his eye on the
man's gun, Breck placed his box on one
of the others. Keeping these as a bul-
wark, he reached down and lifted the
third box to the top of the other two. The
narrow fortress came to his chin.

He looked up at Akoma. “Now,” he
challenged, “what are you going to do
about it?”

Akoma brought back his smile. “It is
for me to ask you, my friend. We have
food and water.”

“And,” Breck flung back at him, “'when
a man doesn’t eat or drink, he often does
strange things, like throwing things
around. I've got a few packages here
that I'll toss your way first.”

Akoma didn't answer. He spoke to
Tito and handed him his gun and walked
to the radio room beyond the galley.

Breck took stock of his position and
found it woefully short of encourage-
ment. There was grim satisfaction in
the knowledge that he could prevent
Akoma from delivering those plans.
After all, what did it matter if he went
out preventing him? Damn good G-men
had lost their lives for a lesser cause.
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Besides, then he wouldn't have to go
back and tell Ruth about Larry.

HE hot sun beat down on his hack
Tand head. He wished that damned
spy hadn’'t mentioned water.
mouth felt dry and parched.

Occasionally members of the crew
would leave the rail, but they quickly re-
turned. Breck seemed to hold a fascina-
tion for them.

Akoma joined the group and took the
gun from Tito.

“We would consider a trade,” he
offered. “The dory with food and water,
if you cared to leave. It isn't too far
from the coast and the tide is right.”

“If it was fifty yards, 1'd still tell you
to go to hell.” Breck said calmly. But
he felt a degree of relief. Akoma’s offer
had revealed his ignorance of Breck’s
identity. If they knew he was a G-man,
they would never have offered him that
chance.

Akoma shrugged.

The radio operator came out on deck
and spoke hurried words.

Akoma turned his gaze out to sea.

Breck didn't have to be told what he
was looking at. That would be the Narka
appearing on the horizon. Akoma turned
back and looked down at him. “The offer
of the dory is still good,” he said, “but
I must soon retract it.”

“And my answer still stands,” said
Breck.

Some of the dignity left the bearing of
the little man. He half-raised his gun.

Breck lowered his head behind the box
until only his eyes appeared over the top.
What would happen when the other ship
arrived? He could always hurl those
boxes, but Akoma had undoubtedly in-
formed the other ship of the situation
on the tuna clipper. It would be better
to start things now. But he had to make
sure that there would be no slip. As
soon as Akoma knew what he intended
to do, they would cast all caution to the
winds to get him first. At that close dis-
tance the odds were against him.

Breck was weighing this when his eye
caught a movement beyond the group.
At first he thought it was the helmsman,

Now his

but the man he saw was crouching low.

The next instant all his training in
emotional control came to his assistance.
For the tattered figure creeping towards
the group at the rail was Larry Travis!
In one hand, he clutched a gun.

Breck watched him with fixed eyes.
Larry moved unsteadily. His puffed face
was twisted as though he was fighting
to hold himself together.

The group was looking down at Breck.
At any moment one of them might turn
to look at the approaching steamer. If
they did, Larry’'s chances would vanish.

To hold their attention, Breck shouted:
“I'll make a deal!”

“Ah,” Akoma sighed. “1 am glad that
you have at last seen the light of reason.”

“I've always seen it,” Breck retorted.
“But how do | know you won't start
pouring lead into me the minute | get
into that dory?”

Larry had heard his voice and he
seemed to stiffen. He was closer now and
edging to the rail to command a view
of every member of the group.

“You will have to take my word for
it,” said Akoma.

“1f you mean what you say,” Breck
stalled, “shove that gun in your pocket.
I'D come out.”

GLEAM of triumph lit the eyes of

the little man. He shoved the gun

into his coat pocket. Breck could read

his thoughts. Akoma was ready to go

for that weapon the minute he came
away from those explosives.

Breck stepped in front of the boxes.

The eyes of every man were on him.

Larry straightened. He nodded to Breck.

Breck measured the distance to the
companionway.

Then Larry shouted: “Move just one
finger, you rats, and I'll start shooting!”

The five whirled as one man. The next
instant they froze into gaping brown
statues.

At Larry’'s command, Breck leaped.
Scrambling up the companionway, he
dove for Akoma, one hand clamping the
little fenow’s right wrist. With his other
hand he yanked the gun from Akoma's
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pocket. The next moment he was stand-
ing by Larry’s side.

“Don’'t shoot, Larry,” he warned. “We
don’t want to attract the one in the pilot
house, or the engineer. We've got to hog-
tie these.”

“Make it snappy, Tom,” Larry spoke
in a thick voice. “I—1 can’t hold myself
together much longer.”

Breck grabbed a throw-line coiled be-
side the deckhouse. Shoving his gun into
his pocket, he took out his knife and
slashed the rope into short lengths.

He looked at Larry again. “Hang on a
little while longer, boy,” he said. “I'll
have them trussed up in a jiffy.”

Akoma still lay on the deck, half
stunned by his fall. Breck deftly tied his
wrists and ankles. Tito was next. Hatred
flamed from the big fellow’s eyes as
Breck cinched the rope about his legs
and arms. The others submitted stoically.

As he secured the last man, he spoke
to Larry. “All right, son, take it easy.”

Larry reached out and held himself
erect with his hand on the rail.

“1 didn't think | could make it, Tom,”
he said.

Breck didn’t answer. He was already
dragging his prisoners into the galley.
As he half threw the last man in, he
turned and pulled Larry behind the deck.

“We're not out of this hole yet,” he
said.

Larry brushed one hand across his in-
flamed eyes. “Tom, I'm glad to see you.
I've been through hell.”

“You look it,” Breck replied.

“They’'ve had me crazy—drugged—
some damned stuff that makes you drunk
as hell. I got away once—sort've remem-
ber cops getting me and me fighting
them, then these skunks got me again.
The first reason 1've had was down there
in that smelly bunk a little while ago.
Your voice got through to me, pulled me
out. I found a gun and started out to
murder every damned one of them. Then
I saw you. It didn't make sense—it
doesn’t yet.”

Breck gripped his arm then stepped to
the rail and looked across the bow. The
distant hulk of a ship was silhouetted

against the horizon. Black smoke plumed
from twin funnels. She was under full
steam. Breck turned to Larry.

“How do you feel now?”

Larry nodded. “Okay. Still a
foggy, but I'm coming out of it.”

“Think you can go down and take care
of that engineer?”

“Sure. What'll I do to him?”

“Make him keep those engines at full
speed. I'm going into the pilot house. I'll
signal you through the speaking tube.”

Larry went down the companionway,
and Breck slipped forward.

little

HE helmsman turned as Breck
jabbed the gun into his ribs.
“Keep your mouth shut!” Breck

barked. “Understand English?”

For a moment the other hesitated. His
glance darted to the door. Then he nod-
ded.

“AH right, then. Swing her hard to
starboard.”

Slowly the clipper’s prow came around.
Breck watched the binnacle. When the
compass read due east, he spoke.

“Hold her on that course! Don't try
anything funny. The rest of your friends
aren't going to help you. You'll get a
dose of lead poisoning if you pull any-
thing funny. Get me?”

Again the other nodded.

Breck glanced across the water to the
Narka. Her smoke was blacker. She had
guessed there was something wrong on
the clipper.

The speaking tube whistled.
picked it up, said: “Larry?"

“Yep. I've got my gun in this baby’s
back. As far as | can understand these
diesels, you're getting the limit.”

“Fine,” Breck answered. “See that we
hold it. The Narka's smelled something.
She’'s going to try and head us off. I'm
afraid she can, too, but we’ll give her a
race.”

“What if they decide to take a crack
at us?” !

“I'm not worried about that,” Breck
laughed grimly. “They know we're loaded
with TNT and they know we've got their
prize spy leader—no, they won't do any
firing.”

Breck
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The sun was beginning to set iir a
great yellow blob. The Narka had
changed her course and was bearing
down swiftly across the clipper’'s bow.
Breck watched her through narrowed
eyes. Directly ahead, the Coronado Is-
lands showed gray and cold on the sea.
No harbor there. Breck swore. On sev-
eral occasions he had fished the waters
about those islands. If the clipper could
hold her lead until she got there, they
might be able to stave off the certain
fate for a while.

Breck took up the speaking tube. “Any
chance to squeeze a little more juice out
of her?” he asked.

“I'll try. How're we doing?”

“Not enough. The Narka's too good
for us.”

“Hell,” Larry snapped. “I'll try a little
firmer persuasion on this mug.”

Out of the corner of his eye, Breck
saw the helmsman leap. He spun to meet
the charge, but he was a second too late.
The next moment he went down with
talon-like fingers clutching at his throat.
Breck felt the desperation in that vise-
like grip. He drove his own fist into the
man’s face. With his other hand he tried
to reach his gun. Then feeling his breath
shutting off, he jerked one foot up and
straightened his leg with his toe in the
pit of the other’'s stomach. The helms-
man’s body crashed against the opposite
wall of the pilot house. He came at Breck
again, his dark face contorted. Breck’s
gun roared twice. With a horrible scream
the man doubled up.

He stood over the figure for a moment.
The man was dead. Breck leaped back to
the wheel.

The speaking tube whistled.
grabbed it.

“This baby was lying,” Larry called.
"l persuaded him to get a few more revs
out of these engines, but I'll have to
watch him.”

“Good work,” Breck answered, “Well
need everything.”

Breck

HE clipper surged under the in-
creased power on her screws. Breck
pulled her back on the course. Directly
ahead, the Coronado Islands loomed. The

Narka was bearing down from the star-
board, her coarse set to cut off the clip-
per.

Breck’'s knuckles whitened as he held
the wheel. If those skunks on that ship
ever boarded the clipper, he shuddered
to think what they'd do to Larry and
him. Breck didn't care so much about
himself—but Larry. He'd have to get
Larry out of this. But how? Those islands
offered nothing.

Suddenly his fingers went tighter on
the wheel. There was a chance. A damn
slim one, but he’'d try it. His mouth was
at the speaking tube.

“Larry! Can't you get a little more?”

“He says these engines will crack if
he does,” Larry answered.

“Let them crack, but get everything,”
Breck shouted.

The white curve of the wash rose
higher on the nose of the clipper as she
answered the drive of her engines, but
the Narka was closing in. Breck could see
the crew on deck now. Several were
working with a gun on the forward deck.

Hell, they wouldn’'t shoot. Not with
Akoma on board. Then came the puff of
smoke. Something skipped and whined
across the bow of the clipper.

Breck dashed out of the wheelhouse
and back to the galley. There was a
sneer on the thin features of Akoma.

“There is a saying in your America,”
he said between white teeth, “about a
man who laughs last.”

“Hell, you haven’'t got a laugh com-
ing,” Breck retorted. He stooped over the
spy and thrust his hand into his inside
pocket, drawing out the papers. He
jammed them in his own pocket and
rushed back to the wheel.

The two ships were only a half mile
apart now. The Narka was taking no
chances on cutting in too soon.

The short dusk of the tropics was
settling over the water. Breck's eyes
strained through that gloom, searching
the water for the one hope—the hope
that would give him a chance.

Again that puff of smoke and the
whine of the shell. Breck laughed coldly.
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Trying to bluff, eh? Then his eyes lit and
a surge came into his heart. Directly
ahead a patch of green showed on the
water.

“Stand by for half speed,” he yelled
down to Larry.

“You ain’t giving up, are you, Tom?”

“Giving up? Gripes, we're just starting
to show these yellow rats something.”

He glanced at the Narka. The water
was churning at her stern. The crew
was running along the deck.

Now the green patch was only a few
hundred yards ahead. Breck spun the
wheel. The clipper heaved over on her
port side. The next minute she crossed
in front of the Narka.

Larry was whistling at the tube.

“Hey, for cripes sakes, what's hap-
pened up there?” he yelled.

“A stay of execution,” Breck retorted.
“We're in the shallow water of the kelp
beds . ... seaweed to you. Half speed—
no, cut the engines off. We can’'t run
through this. Wish you could come up.”

“I'll strap this chap up,” Larry said.

Breck looked at the Narka. She was
coasting to a halt. On deck were sev-
eral officers with glasses. Well, they could
get an eyeful. They'd never chance a
run into this shallow water, but Breck
was far from cheerful. The clipper was
safe for the time being, but she was in
a trap. Even as these thoughts came to
him, he saw the Narka pick up speed and
circle the kelp bed slowly.

Larry’s head appeared at the doorway.
“Now what do we do?”

“Damned if | know,” Breck answered.
“The Narka is going to take up a position
between us and the coast. They know
they can starve us out.”

“Maybe we could wait until dark and
then try the islands in the dory.”

“Not a chance,” said Breck. “No boat
could land on those rocks with the surf
pounding the way it does. No, it looks
like we're in a tough spot.”

ARKNESS was falling fast. The

Narka was only a dark shape
against the gloom. Her riding lights
blinked on.

Breck looked for a switch and snapped
on the clipper’s forward light.

“Why do that?” Larry asked.

“I've got a hunch . ... a crazy one,
but we’ll take the chance. Go below and
stand by for orders.”

“Okay, skipper,” Larry said and dis-
appeared.

Breck went out and down the stern
companionway. There he examined an
empty oil drum. Next he pulled a fire-
axe from the wall. In a few moments he
had made a hole in one end. Fastening a
lantern to one end of a long boat hook,
he stuck the other end in the barrel.

It was dark when he finished. Hoist-
ing the barrel over the side, he lowered
it into the water with a line. Then he
hurried back to the pilot house and
switched off all lights. Returning to the
stern, he lit the lantern and cut the bar-
rel loose. The lantern glowed fifteen feet
above the water and swayed slowly in the
rolling swell.

Rushing back to the wheel, he signaled
the engine room.

“Larry, start up with slow speed
ahead.”
“What in—”" But Larry’s voice was

cut off as Breck dropped the tube and
turned to the wheel. He could scarcely
hear the motors but he felt the deck
vibrate.

Then the clipper crept forward. Breck
looked over the stern at the Narka. Her
riding lights were motionless. He
glanced at the lantern. It fell off to the
wake of the clipper.

In a few minutes, the best seaman
would have taken it for a ship at anchor
in the beds.

It was guess work for Breck now. He
could make out the dim outline of the
island off to the right. Once he put those
between the clipper and the Narka he
was safe.

The seconds dragged. Breck's eyes
were on the lights of the other ship. Had
they moved? He felt the pound of his
heart in his throat.

He signaled for more speed. The en-
gines throbbed faster. The black mass of
rock passed to the stem, Breck worked
the wheel. The point of the island loomed
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nearer. Then the lights disappeared as
the great rock came between the two
ships, Breck heaved a sigh of relief. He
signaled for full speed.

For another thirty minutes, he dared
not hope. The island fell away into the
night. Open water ahead. Another thirty
minutes— it seemed an eternity. Then
Breck heaved a sigh. He reached for the
speaking tube.

“Jeeset” came Larry's voice. *Tm glad
you called. What's happened? Where's
the Narka?”

“We’'re heading for San Diego, Larry
—ought to be there in a couple hours.”

“But—but the Narka?”

Breck chuckled. “She’'s back there
watching what she thinks is the riding
light of the clipper. Somebody’s going to
have a red face tomorow morning.”
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Crime’s Stepson

Ricky Conahan was only a small boy, but he
was as hard as the pavements Detective Lefty
Hansen used to pound. And Hansen's soft
heart put him on a hard spot—when he
adopted this kid, whose ambition was to cool

cops with a flaming gat.

By S. J. Bailey

Author of “Dame Death,” - Copper’'s Hate Beat,” etc.

HE dark hallway reeked of garlic,

I decaying garbage and powder

smoke. Its murky depths spat
orange flame with lurid, deadly insistence.
Its walls vibrated deafeningly with stac-
cato explosions, between which the whim-
pering of frightened babies and rasping
breathing of huddled tenants became
audible.

Under the stairs, behind a couple of
flimsy crates, crouched “Lefty” Hansen,
city dick, his service Colt spitting flame,
his blood-streaked jaw lined with dogged
purpose. The crates were splintered and
riddled as was the door panel through

76

which hot lead spattered unceasingly at
him.

Hansen reflected grimly that “Turk”
Conahan, holed in and desperate, must
have plenty of ammo—the way he was
letting lead fly. Hansen was concentrating
fire on the lock, because the stoolie who
had tipped him off to the hideout had said
that “Dinky” Peterson, Fargo Leeds’
moll, was holed up in there with Turk
Conahan. Lefty Hansen did not like the
idea of shooting at women, even if they
were on the wrong side of the law.

He cursed as a slug hit his knuckle,
and he felt his trigger finger grow
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moistly warm and sticky. Splinters from
the fibrous wood of the case pecked at his
cheek. He knew it was the wrong way to
pull a raid, but he had tipped his hand
in casing the joint; there hadn't been
time to call a squad.

His right hand pumped steadily at the
keyhole, keeping the fire low because he
knew it was a crowded tenement section;
and across the alley, behind the house,
people were hanging out of windows,
innocently waiting to be picked off by a
stray slug. His left hand wiped away the
blood that oozed into his eye from a scalp
wound. Hansen was a dick who could
think of the lives people led in holes like
this; he knew that however rotten their
lot might be, they nevertheless felt keenly
for one of their family picked off by a
stray slug.

Hansen had worked hard to run down
this hideout. In a dark, evil-smelling joint
on River Street, a flabby-mouthed dope-
ster had whispered that Turk Conahan
had split off from Fargo Leeds and lit out
with Leeds’ moll, Dinky Peterson. Hansen
was under H. Q. orders to drop every-
thing and get the Fargo Leeds outfit for
the daring $600,000 daylight armored car
robbery.

He saw the wavering crack of light ap-
pear alongside the door, and he knew the
lock was weakened. He lost no time then.
Disregarding the hail of slugs from
within, he threw himself across the nar-
row hall. With a quivering thud his
shoulder bit into the panel. The lock
snapped, and the door staggered open. As
it fanned back with explosive force, Han-
sen zigzagged across the threshold, his
service Colt spouting fire.

URK CONAHAN was ambushed be-

hind a monstrous davenport, the
heavy stuffing of which caught and
held the cop’'s slugs, anchoring them
harmlessly.

Sizing the situation instantly, Hansen
charged to one side, his objective a van-
tage point from which he could fire di-
rectly behind the divan. Conahan saw the
move, followed Hansen with a trail of
slugs. One of them caught Hansen in the
side. He staggered forward, brought up

against the window, and clutched the
sagging drapes for support.

The ancient curtain rod gave way, and
the curtains fell like a capsizing tent on
him. On his knees, his service Colt poked
at the diaphanous material as he saw
Turk Conahan, face livid with hate,
drawing a cool bead for a death finish.

Hansen’s next three slugs all entered
approximately the same point of Cona-
han's body: his abdomen. It was a satis-
fying picture that Hansen looked down
on a couple of moments later. Turk Cona-
han’s body squirmed feebly. Blood leaked
through his clothing at his stomach where
his fingers pressed.

Red eruption bubbled through clenched
teeth. He must have known he was pass-
ing out, yet he managed to leer up at
Hansen, managed to force words from
his mouth:

“You'll never—find it—you lousy cop-
per. Got—it hid where—you’'ll never—
look. S’long—heel—"

Hansen stared down at the dead gun-
man, a finely puzzled expression on his
brow. What had he meant? Surely not the
loot from the armor-car job. Leeds might
let his man get away with his moll, but
certainly not with the swag too.

Hansen turned away presently and
examined the apartment. He did not find
the moll, Dinky Peterson. Instead, he
found a kid, a kid whose head barely
reached to the thick part of his thigh.
He was standing behind an overstuffed
chair in another corner of the room, and
he wore an old faded sweater, out at
elbows, and an ancient cap, part of whose
peak was broken and ripped away.

Lefty Hansen stared, pocketing his
gun, leaning against the wall for sup-
port. The wound in his thigh was bleed-
ing freely, saturating his clothing. A
slow grin spread over his bloody face.

The kid did not appear afraid. He came
out from behind the chair and stood look-
ing down at the body of Turk Conahan.
Little pools of blood were gathering on
the floor from the gunman’s wound. The
kid stared at it as though the corpse were
a big, new kind of fish behind glass at
the Battery.
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“Who—who are you?” asked Hansen,
leaning over solicitously.

“Hell,” said the kid, his voice coming
from the corner of his mouth, “old man
Turk ain’t gonna beat the hell outta me
any more.”

Hansen stared. The kid was stony-
faced, and his voice rasped harshly. Han-
sen had never seen such a tough face,
not even on the most hardened of gutter
rats. A crazy notion rocketed in his brain.

“Say, are you—" began Hansen, his
hand grasping the Kkid’'s shoulder and
spinning him around. “Are you—" He

jerked his thumb at the corpse on the
floor. “Was he your old man?”

The kid looked at him. His gaze was
unblinking. “Sure,” he said. Then: “What
the hell of it?”

Hansen gulped, turned his face away.
The kid was game all right; putting on
a good act. A couple of minutes and he
would break down, start to sob. Hansen
felt pretty low. He knew that no matter
how rotten Turk Conahan had been, to
this kid he was probably a hero.

The kid’s next words took the wind out
of Hansen’'s middle. “Old man Turk was
a sucker. He shoulda got you, copper.
When | grow up, I'm gonna learn to work
a rod and cool coppers.”

His small lip twisted into a hard sneer.
He stood his ground, and his face was
stony.

Hansen shook his head, staring. He
had never run across such a tough young-
ster. He sighed. The kid sure must have
gone through the mill to be as tough as
that.

“What's your name, kid?” asked Han-
sen.

“Kicky Conahan.” The kid screwed up
his face and stared coldly at Hansen.
“You know, copper, you ain’t in such a
healthy spot. Old man Turk was Fargo
Leeds' best rodman. For rubbing him out,
I think you're gonna get a—you know
what.”

Hansen frowned.
am | gonna get?”

“This guy Leeds is tougher even than
old man Turk. When he wants to get rid
at a copper, he puts him in a garbage
can and ships him over to the docks. |

“No, | don’t. What

think that's what you're gonna get
pretty quick.”

Hansen scratched his head. “Maybe
you know a couple of answers, and maybe
you don’t. Suppose you give me the low-
down on what happened to Dinky Peter-
son, the dame that Leeds and Conahan
split over.”

“Aw, they didn’'t split. That's a lot of
frazzle-punk, Leeds and old man Turk
were like a couple of pinkies doing a cake
walk. So when | say they're gonna put
your tail in a can, you can take it from
me, copper, that | ain’'t handing you no
baloney.”

Hansen pressed Ricky further, but the
kid did not seem to have any information
on the armored-ear job. Hansen wondered
if the kid had the right dope on Leeds
and Conahan, or if the tipster was right.
It sounded as if the kid had the dope, all
right, and if so, Hansen knew that he
had a good chance now of tangling with
Leeds pretty soon. Leeds was always
quick to show his hand when cops’ slugs
drilled any of his men.

URING the next few days, Lefty

Hansen could not get the kid out
of his mind. When the Arbuttle Street
Ladies’ Chapter of the Civic Betterment
League dragged him in and forced him
to accept a medal inscribed with words,
Bravery Under Fire in Defeating a Noto-
rious Public Enemy, his face burned right
up to the roots of his hair.

He ducked away as fast as possible
from the gushing, meddlesome women,
and a deep sense of shame burning in
him, hurried to his room in Mrs. Eagen’s
boarding house and hid the medal under
a pair of shorts in his bureau drawer.
The idea of getting a medal for Killing
Ricky’s father burned into his mind like
a flaming brand.

When Ricky’s case came up before
Judge Martin, Hansen slipped unob-
trusively into Juvenile Court and dropped
into one of the spectator’s seats. The room
was light and airy, with a relieving
absence of the atmosphere of legal red
tape. The judge sat at a long table, flanked
by stenographers.

The probation officer brought in Ricky,
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still dressed in the ragged sweater, and
carrying his mutilated cap with its
broken peak. He held it clutched tightly
in clenched fist. His hands did not move
nervously, twisting the cap. He just held
it tight. His face was as rock-hard as
ever, and he was apparently unaffected
by the gravity of the proceedings.

Lefty Hansen quickly sized up the neat,
comely woman seated a couple of chairs
away, dressed in quietly expensive
clothes. A puzzled expression wreathed
his eyes as he noticed her restless move-
ments, her lack of makeup with the ex-
ception of sparingly applied lipstick.

The judge cleared his throat and smiled
at iticky Conahan as he said: “Richard,
I was over in your neighborhood last
night, talking with some fellows belong-
ing to the Apex Boys' Club. They have
a pretty nice bunch over there, but they
need a man for their soccer team. | was
wondering—"” The judge hesitated, pre-
tending to look through the papers be-
fore him, while over the rim of his
glasses he watched Ricky's face for
signs of response. There was none. The
boy stared straight ahead, stony-faced
as ever.

“Next week,” went on the judge, “the
boys have a little party coming off. First
they’'re going to have a swell feed, and
then they're going to the movies and
see the pictures of the Louis-Pastor fight.
Do you think you'd like to see those
pictures ?”

Hansen shifted uncomfortably in Ms
chair as he saw that Ricky made no
response. It was as if he had not heard
the judge's remarks. Hansen shook his
head, muttered to himself and ground his
teeth together. In another minute he was
going to have to get up and go out of
the room. “Hell,” he thought, “what the
kid must have been shoved through to
get as hard as that!”

Finally. Hansen could see that the judge
was at his wits’ end, and Hansen could
not blame the judge. He was talking like
a father and a pal all wrapped up to-
gether. He finally sighed and started to
say that he wished Richard could take
a different attitude. He would hate to
send him to an institution. . . .

The woman sitting near Hansen sud-
denly jumped up and broke into the pro-
ceedings. As she spoke, her hand held
a handkerchief to her eyes and her voice
quavered: “Don't be hard on the boy,
judge. | understand how things are with
him. I'm a cousin of his father's. My
name is Rita Conahan. | haven't seen the
boy since his—father went the down-
ward path. How’'s about letting me take
the kid, judge, over to my joi—to my
home. The little darling needs a mother's
care, don’'t you see, judge?”

Hansen saw Ricky’s lips curl at this.
The judge looked surprised. He did not
appear to notice the slip in the woman's
speech. He looked at the probation of-
ficer, said: “Evidently you have not made
a complete investigation. Your report
states that there were no other relatives.”

“Judge,” said the probation officer,
looking puzzled, slightly suspicious, “we
made an unusually thorough search. As
far as the records go, and as far as any
one in the neighborhood knows, there
were no other relatives.”

“You see I'm from Milwaukee,” broke
in the woman. “When | heard about Turk
Conahan getting himself shot—w

ANSEN leaped to his feet at that
H point, and said: "Your Hoaor, Fisa
Detective Hansen, East Side Squad, as-
signed to the Leeds ease. Fd like to say
something.”

“Go ahead," said the judge.

“This dame,” said Hansen, “is a fake.
She isn't any relative of this kid.”

The woman whirled, faced Hansen. Her
face suddenly twisted with rage, her
mouth working.

Hansen continued before she could say
anything. “She’'s Dinky Peterson,” ex-
plained Hansen, “she's the kinker that's
been peeling Leeds' potatoes for the last
couple of years. | don't know what kind
of oats she’s peddling here, hut—"

The woman let out a screech. “Why
can't you keep your lousy tonsils iced,
you flat-footed punk? It's lame-brains
like you that keep a girl from going re-
spectable.”

“You see, judge,” put in Hansen, “she’s
dressed like a lady, and she's hard to
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recognize that way. She’'s never been
mugged without makeup and—"

Dinky Peterson dragged her fur piece
tighter around her neck. She tossed her
head, shrugging her shoulders. “Why
should | get a crack in my lip over you,
you bum shamus. What the hell? | feel
nude anyway without any war paint.”

Judge Martin signalled a court officer,
quietly directed her arrest. He nodded
approvingly at Hansen. *“Good work,
Hansen,” he said.

The officer took a firm grip on Dinky
Peterson’s arm. She blasted a hot mouth-
ful of expletives at him, then laced into
Hansen: “In a couple of hours, Fargo’s
mouthpiece will spring me, and then
where will you be, you fathead?”

Hansen shook his head, grinning bleak-
ly. “What's more likely to happen is
that | slap the rest of that lousy outfit
into the can with you. Don’t worry, you
won't be lonesome.”

“Don’'t hand me that malochi.” She
laughed, started toward the door, dragged
by the officer. “The hot finger is on you,
Hansen. Leeds told me he’s got the can
all picked out for your tail. He's gonna
plant you in the middle of the harbor,
about a quarter of a mile from the Statue
of Liberty. Ain’'t that a laugh ?”

When the judge turned back to Ricky,
Hansen spoke up: “Your Honor, | heard
what you said. | mean, I—well, about
the—what was that, a reform school you
were talking about?”

The judge nodded slowly. His eyes cen-
tered on Hansen, and there was a queer
light in them.

Hansen stumbled on, words coming
haltingly from his inexperienced lips.
“Judge, | was just thinking, maybe you'll
agree, | don’t know, but I was just think-
ing that—well, a young kid like this—~
He did not look at Ricky, although he
was standing about four feet away. “A
kid like this is sometimes liable to copy
what his elders are doing. I mean, you
know how it is; a kid sees somebody do-
ing something and he thinks it's great.
He doesn’t know if it's wrong. Well, any-
way, | was thinking that if this reform
school you're talking about— Some of
the older boys are—well, they're bad, too,

ain’'t they? Now, if he goes there, he's
liable to think they're great guys, be-
cause they're a couple of years older, and
do some of the things they do. Well, you
get my idea, don’t you ?”

Judge Martin smiled. His voice was
dry. “What you're getting at, Hansen, is
that we ought to place him in your cus-
tody. The theory is that he’ll get along
all right if he has you to watch and to
ape. Is that it?” Somewhere in the back
of his eye hovered a twinkle.

Hansen got fiery red. He spoke up
heatedly. “Judge, | didn't come here to
ask you for the boy. Well, | didn’t think
I did. Maybe | did, and didn't know it
Anyway, it's a good suggestion, judge.
How’s about giving me the boy? Mrs.
Eagen, my landlady, will be glad to help
me straighten him out.”

Judge Martin looked grave. “From
what I've already learned of this case
and its ramifications, it is not yet con-
cluded. You still face a big job. The rest
of this Leeds mob is at large, and if we
are to be guided by our unpainted friend
who just left, they are getting ready to
put, as they term it, the finger on you.
No, I don’t think it is such a good idea.”

Hansen’'s jaw dropped at the note of
finality in the judge’s voice. For the first
time he looked swiftly down at the kid,
hesitated, opened his mouth as if to say
something, then stopped and turned away.

Judge Martin was frowning, looking
from Ricky Conahan to Hansen. He no-
ticed that for the first time, the boy ap-
peared to be showing interest in some-
thing. The way Hansen was standing,
with his hand in his trouser pocket, his
coat was shoved back; and the badge,
pinned high up on his vest, was partly
showing. Ricky was doing monkey antics
with his neck in order to see the shiny
thing better.

Suddenly, Judge Martin cleared his
throat, then said: “1 shouldn’t be doing
this, but I'm going to take a chance. But
only—" he eyed Hansen sharply— “be-
cause you seem to have a good head as
well as a right heart. One of the reports
| have before me is signed by a psychia-
trist who interviewed the boy. He seems
to have arrived at the same conclusion
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as you regarding the danger of his aping
his elders in an institution,” He stopped,
cleared his throat again, then addressed
Ricky: “Richard, how would you like to
go and live with Detective Hansen?”

Ricky looked up at the judge, then said:
“Sure, | guess so.” There was just a hint
of a swagger in his voice, as if he were
well aware that a lot of people were hav-
ing a hectic time over the problem he had
been able to boil up for them.

Outside, Hansen saw the two men lean-
ing against the railing, their heads close
together, apparently engrossed in private
conversation, Hansen lost no time. He
shoved the kid into a cab and said: “Step
on it, driver. This is police business.”

THE kid saw the driver's respectful
salute, his hurried movement with
the car controls. The cab leaped into
traffic. For a split second, the kid's face
relaxed, then it hardened again.

Hansen, watching from the rear win-
dow, saw the two men hurry into a wait-
ing sedan and take off in pursuit. His
brow clouded. He wondered why Dinky
Peterson had taken such a chance to get
the kid. And now it looked as if members
of Leeds’ gang had been trailing her, and
were acting under similar orders. Han-
sen’s face wore a hard, puzzled look.

The pursuing machine was much faster
than the cab, which was hampered by
traffic. Hansen saw the gap closing, and
he dragged out his service Colt, at the
same time shoving the kid roughly to the
floor of the cab.

The cab crashed a red light, its horn
screaming. The sedan barged through in
its wake, almost running down a traffic
cop. The sedan blew up alongside, and
Hansen saw the drawn shades, the ugly
snout of a sub-machine gun poking
through a window opening. Then the
rattle of high-speed slugs shattered the
peaceful atmosphere.

A wavering line of jagged holes weaved
its way across the metal hull of the cab,
wrote itself a crazy diagram in the win-
dow glass, then zigzagged down again.
Hansen, crouching protectively over the
kid’'s body, snapped a shot at a hand that
showed on the stock of the sub-machine

gun. He saw a finger fly and blood spatter
the glass of the sedan, He could not see
the faces of the men inside.

The two cars were rolling at top speed,
neck and neck. Hansen steadied himself
to fire into the depths of the sedan. He
felt the cab lurch suddenly under him,
shot a quick glance toward the driver and
saw that he was slumped over the wheel.
The machine-gun slug had drilled him.

The cab careened into a fire plug,
snapped it off, brought up against an
iron railing, a couple of feet from a baby
carriage full of squawking kids. The
sedan gathered speed and roared away
down the street.

With unsteady hand, Hansen picked
up the kid and examined him. Not a
whimper came from his hard little mouth.
The detective shook his head, swallowing
hard. If the kid had shrieked with pain
from a slug in his stomach, Hansen would
not have felt as bad as he did then. It
seemed as if the kid were all dried up
inside, had no feelings at all.

“1 told you those guys were measuring
a can to fit your tail,” said the kid. “I
guess maybe you need some practice with
your rod.”

Hansen's voice was slightly hoarse.
“Yeah, | guess you're right, kid.”

Mrs. Eagen came to the door of the
boarding house, wiping her reddened,
soapy hands on a faded gingham apron.
She took one look at the kid and melted
to him. She said: “Hello, sonny, I'm glad
Lefty brought you home. It gets kind of
lonesome at times. Let me have your hat.”

The kid pulled back, his lips curling.
“Jeez, how | hate blubber-pusses tangling
with me. Lemme alone, can’'t you?”

Mrs. Eagen looked very pained, took
occasion to speak privately with Hansen
at the first moment. “Ye've gone daft |
think, Lefty. The lad's as hard as the
pavements you used to pound.”

Hansen looked worried, yet his jaw re-
mained ridged with dogged purpose. He
gritted: “l never seen a kid yet that
didn’'t have a soft spot. I'm gonna find
his or turn in my badge.”

Mrs. Eagen knew how much Lefty
thought of his badge, and she didn’t ques-
tion him further.
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When he got back home later in the
day, he found Mrs. Eagen in tears and
his room almost literally torn apart. His
clothing and personal effects were scat-
tered all about. Mrs. Eagen explained
that the kid had looted the place and run
away.

Lefty Hansen, his heart feeling like
an icy lump of lead, checked the room
carefully. There was a lot of incidental
damage, and everything was in a mess.
But he was unable to find a single item
missing. Suddenly he thought of the
medal he had received from the Civic
Betterment League. He looked in the
drawer under the shorts and could not
find it. He was sure he had placed it
there. It was very queer. The medal was
the only thing missing.

Ricky had taken the medal that Hansen
received for Killing the kid’'s old man.
It probably didn’t mean anything, but it
made Hansen tramp up and down the
room, kicking at clothing and books, his
eyes blind to everything but the blurred
picture of bleak walls.

He reported to H. Q., and Lieutenant
Bannigan barked impatiently at his re-
quest. “What the hell d'you think we're
running, Hansen,” he said, *“a day
nursery? Report the kid to the probation
officer and get back on the Leeds armor-
ear job. Forget the brat. You ain’t his old
man—or are you ?”

The lame joke didn't get across to Han-
sen. He looked bewildered. “I've got to
find the kid, lieutenant,” he said. “1 don't
know what may happen to him. You see,
the Leeds mob are trying to get him for
some reason.”

Bannigan started. “The hell you say!
Wait a minute, now, maybe that brat will
lead you to the hideout?”

Hansen shook his head. “No, | don’t
think he knows anything about that
angle.”

Lieutenant Bannigan pulled the hand-
some fountain pen out of his desk set
and pointed it viciously at Hansen. “Now,
get this,” he said. “You're on the Leeds
case. It looks as if it ties in with the kid.
Remember, you're on that case; that is,
officially. Of course, there’'s nothing to
stop you from keeping an eye out for the

kid, especially as it may tie in with—"

Hansen gulped, said: “Okay, lieu-
tenant.” He turned to leave. Behind his
back Lieutenant Bannigan sighed audi-
bly. There was something about the way
Hansen acted over that kid that had kind
of got the boys on the force. If it had
been his own kid, they could have under-
stood it. But the prospect of the hard-
boiled dick trying to pierce the tough
armor of the little gutter rat made
plenty of locker room comment.

HE cab was waiting for Hansen out-

side headquarters, and he stepped on
the running board, his mind seething
with the possibility that the kid might
have gone to the Leeds-mob hideout. He
realized if that was the case, only one
thing could happen: Leeds would figure
the kid had left a trail and would bump
him and powder. And even if he didn't
leap to that conclusion, he'd be bound to
get the kid out of the way so he wouldn't
tag the mob. After all, the kid had been
in the papers.

It wasn’t until the muzzle of the gun
shoved hard into Hansen’'s middle, that
he realized he had walked into a trap.
The man behind the gun had been crouch-
ing in the corner of the cab, whose in-
terior was dark because of the small, oval
windows. Hansen blinked, staring at him.
The man had low, black side-boards and
a wide, split mouth.

“Act natural,” ordered the low, rasp-
ing voice. “Crawl in here and act like you
was going places. Otherwise, | got orders
to give you the slug now and leave you
in the gutter.”

Hansen slowly obeyed, sinking into the
leather cushion beside the gunman. He
noticed that his regular driver had disap-
peared, his place having been taken by
a bull-necked bruiser with cauliflower
ears and a permanently flattened nose.
The cab leaped to life, its motor roaring.

As the hurrying machine slithered
through the busy city streets, Hansen
sized up his captors. He said: “Well, has
Fargo got that can measured to fit my
tail yet?” He spoke lightly, while a cer-
tain fear tugged at his stomach.

The gunman stared, jabbing the rod
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hard against Hansen's side. “Fargo
tipped me off you were a wise cracker.
He said that's why he’s gonna dump you
right close to the Statue of Liberty. He
said he thinks you probably want to make
a speech to the fish in the harbor. But
you won't be lonesome. The damn’ brat
is gonna be in a can too.”

Hansen strove to mask his feelings. His
worst fears were confirmed. The kid was
in the hands of the mob.

The cab took a corner on screeching,
scorching rubber, and Hansen was thrown
violently against the gunman. The man
looked surprised. “You know, you damn’
near got it that time. I don't know why
the trigger didn't go off. When the cab
threw around like that, my finger
touched—"

“Why worry about that?” asked Han-
sen with simulated lightness. “You're
gonna bump me anyway.”

“Fargo would be sore as hell if |
bumped you now. He wants to do that
himself.”

The cab entered a warehouse district,
tooled along for about ten blocks, then
turned into an alley between two brick
buildings. With practiced movement, the
bull-necked man guided the car to the
rear of the building and into an open
doorway. A sign above the doorway said:
K and L Moving Van Company. Un-
claimed Goods Department.

As soon as Hansen's eyes became ac-
customed to the gloom, he recognized the
large object which loomed up in the cor-
ner. It was a huge moving van. The gun
prodded him from the car, and his captor
said: “Come on, copper, get the lead out
of your pants and get over there.”

A couple of minutes later, Hansen
found himself inside the moving van and
realized that he was in the mob’s hide-
out. An oil lamp hung from the ceiling,
and the sides of the van were lined with
cots. His heart sank as he saw the mo-
tionless form of Ricky Conahan lying on
one of the cots. He couldn't tell if the
kid was sleeping or out for keeps.

Fargo Leeds came forward, faced Han-
sen. He laughed brutally as he saw Han-
sen look toward the boy. He was a big
man with heavy, protruding cheek bones.

He had a habit of throwing his head back
and looking down at people with black,
piercing eyes.

“So, copper,” he said, “you thought
you'd queer my girl?” His expression did
not change. His head stayed back, his
eyes narrowed and black pupiis gazed at
Hansen. His hand came up and crashed
into the side of Hansen's jaw. Hansen
stood his ground, his two captors hold-
ing him, one at each arm.

“Look, Fargo,” said Hansen, “I'm not
roosting bats in my belfry. | got a pretty
good idea why you dragged me here.
You're not ready to bump me. You need
me.”

Fargo Leeds suddenly snarled. “ So, you
think you have me in the rail position in
this setup?”

Hansen shrugged carelessly. “Turk
Conahan split off from you, but it wasn't
on account of the moll. When | knew
that, | asked myself what it could be.
Well, there's only one answer. It must be
the six hundred grand you copped from
that armored car.”

The look of rage on Leeds’ blackened
face was enough answer.

“No sooner do | leave the kid alone,”
went on Hansen, “than he rummages
around and finds himself a badge and
goes out to round up the gang. He
couldn’t find a regular badge, so he pinned
that medal on, the medal | got for knock-
ing off his old man. The first track out
of the bag, he runs into you; and you
pick him up. You thought he was the
answer to your problem. The only way |
can figure it is that Turk Conahan ran
out with the six hundred G's and got
himself shot up. The kid maybe knows
something about the dough, so you go
after him. You even send Dinky Peter-
son in a wild attempt to get him. But
when you get the kid, he hasn't got what
you think he has; so you figure he might
have transferred it to me. Not so dumb,
eh?”

Fargo Leeds snarled. “You know some-
thing, you damn’ smart shamus. We're
gonna find out what it is. Right now
you're saying things you want to say;
but in a couple of minutes you'll be
spilling all you ever knew, you damn'—"”
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ANSEN was shaking his head, grin-
H ning. Out of the corner of his eye
he saw the boy stir, sit up, rub his eyes
and stare. Hansen's heart leaped. He
said: "The only thing is, supposing | did
get the cue to the cash from the kid;
where d'you suppose it would be now?
You don’'t suppose 1I'd risk getting my-
self cashiered from the Force by holding
out on H. Q.?”

As he spoke, his glance, becoming more
accustomed to the gloom, took in the rest
of the cots and the interior of the van.
Near the rear tail-board, which could be
closed up quickly at any sign of alarm,
he saw the twin cylinders of an acetylene
blow-torch outfit. He nodded. “So you
had to cut open the truck with a torch,
eh?”

Fargo Leeds’ fist flew, this time land-
ing squarely on the point of Hansen's
jaw. He staggered back, shaking his head,
holding his hand to his face. “Hell,” he
said, “you don't have to prove that | can
take it; you know.”

The kid was slowly advancing from the
cot, his eyes alight with a strange expres-
sion as he watched Hansen. It was as if
he were witnessing some strange animal
doing a somersault at the zoo. From old
man Turk he could never have gained any
notion other than that gunmen were
tough he-men, and that cops were sneaks.
Gunmen could take it, while cops were
lily-livered softies. But this strange ani-
mal, Lefty Hansen, could go soft in one
moment over a kid that had been kicked
around, then go hard as nails the next,
taking punishment that would have made
the toughest gutter rat yell and cringe.

Jeez, if cops were guys like that, and
besides didn't have to hide in rain bar-
rels and stinking crates, and besides could
wear badges and uniforms—maybe there
was something in it. Anyway, nobody
could blame you if you felt you'd like to
have a guy like Hansen tell you you were
all right.

"Light up the torch,” directed Leeds.
He spoke to the bull-necked man, who
turned to obey without question.

Hansen saw that the kid was fitting his
broken-peaked cap down over his head
with deliberate movement. Somehow, his

face had changed. It still had a hard look,
but it was a kind of hardness that was
tempered with a suggestion of useful
purpose.

“Get back, Turkic,” growled Fargo
Leeds at the boy, and the kid backed
away.

The bull-necked man had the acetylene
torch going now. Its blue cone of flame
flared and sizzled with intense heat. He
approached Hansen whose right arm was
being held in an iron grip by the gunman
who had first captured him.

“Which part of the lug d’you want me
to burn first, chief?” asked the bull-
necked man.

“Burn his damn' shoes off, Bellach,”
directed Leeds.

The man called Bellach let the blue
cone of flame swoop downward, toward
the toes of Hansen's shoes.

The kid let out a yell as he ducked
between Fargo Leeds and the wall of the
van. A protruding nail caught the ragged
sweater, and it almost threw the kid on
his face. He drove himself forward,
ignoring the ripping garment, and thrust
the gun at Hansen's left hand. It was
apparently Fargo Leeds’ weapon. He
must have left it on a cot in the far
corner of the van.

The blue flame from the torch flared
out and licked hungrily at Hansen'’s feet.
His hand grabbed the gun from the kid,
and instead of attempting to fire, he
swung it in a vicious arc, landing a crush-
ing blow against the jaw of the man who
held him. He felt him grow suddenly limp.
The force of the impact knocked the
gun, insecurely held, from his hand.
Hansen leaped back just as Bellach, a
surprised look on his face, was pulling
the torch back. The man who had been
holding Hansen folded up, his face fall-
ing against the flaming nozzle of the
acetylene torch. Flesh sizzled and a nau-
seating stench of burning skin and bone
filled the confined atmosphere of the van.

Leeds yelled an oath, and Bellach
dropped the torch, springing back toward
Hansen, who was making for the rear of
the van. Bellach caught up with him just
as he was at the tail-board. Bellach’s
powerful arms closed around him. Hah-
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sen threw out his hand, grabbed one of
the heavy cylinders, the one containing
the oxygen. He used it as an anchor,
attempting to spin himself loose from
Bellach’s hold at his throat.

Bellach slipped, went over the tail-
board. The weight on the cylinder toppled
it, and it crashed to the tail-board, break-
ing the chains as if they were so many
pieces of grocery twine, then plunged to
the floor, crushing Bellach’'s chest. He
lay still.

Meanwhile Fargo Leeds had slammed
the kid against the side of the van,
grabbed up the other gunman’s rod, and
charged toward the rear. The kid bounced
right back from the side of the vehicle
and attempted to entangle himself in
Leeds’ plunging legs. Leeds wasted no
time. He fired at the boy, and the kid
went down in a heap.

ANSEN had seen Leeds shoot at the

boy. He let out a bellow and heaved
himself headlong at Leeds, in the face of
the rod which threw hot lead. Hansen
closed in, rendering the gun useless as a
firearm, while his two fists battered at
Leeds’ face like a pair of hundred-pound
trip hammers. Deliberately, silently,
grimly he fought.

Leeds gave way, inch by inch. By the
time he had backed to the cot, Hansen
had battered his face to a bleeding mass
of pulp. A cheek bone showed through,
raw and naked. Blood oozed from numer-
ous cuts. Hansen suddenly stopped bat-
tering Leeds. Leeds’ arms had become
powerless. His eyes were almost puffed
shut. He took one last glimmer of a
glance at Hansen, swayed a moment, then
fell to the floor in an inert bundle.

Panting, his throat rasping for breath,
Hansen dragged his feet back to where
the body of Ricky lay in a huddled,
twisted heap. Savagely he caught up the
frail form and held it against his chest.
Suddenly he started, as he felt the limbs
moving. He held the boy away and looked
at him. He saw his eyes flutter.

He saw that Leeds’ bullet had hit the
medal which the kid was wearing under
his sweater. His chest was bleeding from
only a superficial wound.

Hansen's eyes felt hot and sticky. He
was sure he had a scalp wound that was
bleeding freely. But when he wiped his
forehead, his handkerchief came away
without showing red. He shook his head
hastily. His tongue had a salty taste. He
managed to say: “That was a smart
thing, Ricky, shoving that gun at my left
hand, instead of my right. How did you
know?”

“Gee,” said Ricky, “they call you Lefty,
don’t they? And you were shooting at
those lugs in the car with your left hand.
Gosh, will you show me how to shoot with
my left hand?”

Hansen swallowed hard, gripped the
old, broken-peaked cap from the kid's
head, ripped apart what was left of the
peak, and heard a metallic click as some-
thing fell to the floor. He picked it up.
It was a key on which was stamped a
number, together with the name of a
station on the Eighth Avenue subway
line.

“You see,” said Hansen, “that’'s how a
good dick works it out. | figured they
searched you everywhere, and | tried to
think of a place they might not look.

“1 was pretty sure you were the key to
the loot, the way they were after you.
And Turk Conahan, with his dying
words, told me 1I'd never think of looking
for the stuff where he had it hid. | figured
it'd be some place like this, something
we were looking at all the time and never
tumbled to.”

“Gee,” said the kid. “What's the key
for?”

“It's the key to the locker where they
cached the six hundred grand, most
likely,” explained Hansen. “Turk Cona-
han forced it down between the cardboard
of the peak, probably while you were
asleep. He was determined nobody'd get
the stuff if anything happened to him.”

“Boy,” said the kid, “I'm gonna be a
cop when | grow up—and shoot lousy
heels like Leeds. Cops are okay.”

Gravely, Hansen pulled the medal off.
threw it away and pinned his own badge
on the kid. Then he rumpled the kid's
hair, grinning. “You'll make a damn good
cop,” he said.
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Hundreds saw and heard Kay
Raymond blast slugs at the
dance-hall owner. And Detec-
tive Bill Duke had to prove
that they were all stark mad
—or lose the girl he loved to
the arms of the electric chair.

but from the first, the publicity

job Jack Sanders was hiring her

to do, gave her a bad taste. As she lis-
tened to him outline it in detail, this feel-
ing grew until a cold chill crept up her
spine. She would have told him to get
some one else for the job, except that
she needed the ten dollars so desperately!
She spoke into the wall phone in her
room: “Thanks, Jack. | mean, thanks
awfully. . . . Yes, it's tough about the
show folding in a town like this—nothing
but sailors around. . . . Money? Listen,
Jack, I'm down to my last sou, and be-

KAY RAYMOND did not know why,
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lieve you me, that ten dollars will help
out. | appreciate it. . . . All right, I'll
see you there at the Silver Spray.” =

She hung up, and for a moment the
thought of making ten dollars exhilarated
her. But she looked out the window, down
six stories to the drab street, and the ela-
tion died. Restlessly, she tapped a ciga-
rette on the sill and lit it.

Long Beach: the little busses moving
up and down the crowded avenue, the
trolleys, the mobs of people; and far
down Cherry Street, beyond it and out in
the harbor, she could see the outlines of
the battleships and cruisers and aircraft
carriers that lay at anchor. The sun had
gone down, and light was fast vanishing,
so that even as she watched, the vision
turned from shape and size to pin pricks
of light so distant that it was difficult to
make them out.

She turned from the window and, go-
ing to a closet, got her white satin for-
mal and silver pumps and laid them out.

She felt blue and went to the mirror.
She must not let hysteria and fright,
cynicism and bitterness, induced by her
temporary unfortunate circumstances,
discourage her from reaching the goal
for which she dreamed—that of a movie
star. Nor must she allow the queer feel-
ing of horror that had come to her with
Jack Sanders’ voice overwhelm her sense
of reason. Ten dollars was ten dollars.

She looked at herself in the glass,
at the soft red hair that accentuated the
pale white of her skin, the vivacious jade-
like green of her eyes, and the flare of
crimson that was her mouth. But she had
more than beauty; she had personality
that was like a flame; and an ability to
dance. That was how she happened to be
down here thirty miles from Hollywood
in a leg show. Broke, weary of waiting
for a call from Central Casting, the job
had been heaven-sent. Now it was over.
The show had collapsed over night.

Suddenly she thought again of that
strange feeling of terror which possessed
her. “I must not,” she said aloud. “I
must put it from my mind!”

She thought: Jerry Freeman might be
at the Silver Spray Ballroom tonight.
Jerry, who was the only man in whom she
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had been even vaguely interested for two
years. But she liked him too little to want
to learn to love him, and too much to want
to lose his friendship. He was a chief
petty officer on one of the battleships in
the harbor, and Jack Sanders, who had
been publicity agent for the disbanded
show, had introduced her.

She got up and slipped into the formal
gown. Might as well get there early. . ..

HE pike was mobbed. A laughing

crowd—girls hanging on the sailors’
arms; the clatter of concession girls; the
roar of the scenic railway; the hoarse
voiced little men with their prizes of ham
and Indian blankets; the dock girls, des-
tined to an endlessness of an eternal
road.

At this time of the year the pike was
the home of these women, the Silver
Spray ballroom their palace of fun. That
was why Kay Raymond did not particu-
larly like the job she had down there to-
night. She had been to the place only once
before, and that had been with Jerry
Freeman.

She arrived now to find Jack Sanders
out in front. The gray-haired publicity
agent, his face seamed with lines, his
small black eyes bright, was, as usual,
slightly under the influence of bad gin.

“Glad you got here, Kay,” he said.
“Here's the gun.”

She took the .38 he handed her, broke
open the chamber and dumped out the
blank cartridges, “Okay,” she whispered.

Jack Sanders’ little eyes gleamed not
unlike a monkey’'s. He dug into his pock-
et and brought out a wrinkled ten dollar
bill and pressed it into her hand. “Guess
| can trust you,” he said. “Get the gun
out of the way now—and don't worry.
The theatrical license | have as publicity
agent will cover our little stunt tonight.
Old man Wall knows what's going to hap-
pen and he’ll react naturally.”

She nodded: “Have you seen Jerry?”

“Yeah, he’s inside.”

She went into the ballroom. It was
packed. Sailors and girls were every-
where. Water swished up underneath the
place, rocking through the pilings. The
orchestra swung from one number to the
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next, fox trot to waltz, seemingly with-
out ever getting tired.

She found Jerry after a while. He was
garbed in uniform. His hair was sleek
and black, combed down like patent leath-
er. His skin was tight, so that his face
seemed to shine as though it had been
scrubbed too much. He had warm brown
eyes, and an aquiline nose.

“Well, Kay,” he said, “here you are!”

“Hello, Jerry.”

They danced for some time. Jerry kept
talking, but Kay scarcely heard what
he said, for suddenly something had
gripped her so that she was frightened.
Premonition, perhaps. She tried to laugh
it off. But try as she did, the tenseness
increased until her throat was tight, and
she thought she was becoming sick. She
told Jerry she wanted to sit down, and
they went out on the balcony and looked
at the ocean, at the glimmering port-
hole lights of the ships. Kay watched the
water, listened to the soft, silken swish.
At last she turned to him.

“1 am probably a little fool,” she said,
“but, Jerry, | have the strangest feel-
ing. It's as though | were going to com-
mit murder.”

“Nonsense!” he laughed.

She laughed too, but it was not healthy
laughter. Jerry guided her back into the
ballroom. The floor was being cleared,
and light shone down on its glistening
surface. Kay saw Jack Sanders standing
just below the orchestra stand. Nervously
she unlatched her purse.

“Helluva good publicity stunt,” he had
said. “Of course they’'ll know a moment
later it's a fake, but it's a good enough
trick to get comments from the papers,
and it'll jack up trade.”

Now the fat, round-faced owner of the
Silver Spray was waddling out into the
center of the floor. Boos and cheers
sounded from the good-natured crowd.
Funny, Kay thought, he looked perfectly
natural, not at all as though he expected
to be the center of a publicity stunt. He
did not seem afraid, nor was there amuse-
ment in his eyes. The fat dance-hall own-
er held up his hand, blinked into the
lights.

Kay was trembling now. Jack Sanders
gave her the signal. She pulled the gun
from her purse.

Four shots screamed from it.

Wall spun about, crashed to the floor
with a sickening thud. For a moment
there was ghastly silence. The crowd
surged forward then, and Women
screamed. Kay Raymond was carried with
the mob. Her eyes wide, she looked at
the floor. Then, catching her breath, she
felt her senses reel, and she stifled a
scream. Numb with horror, she looked
again.

Half of the fat man’s head had been
shot away. Real blood was o0ozing across
the floor.

It was murderl

IT had been common gossip for days
around the Long Beach police head-
quarters that that hard-hitting, case-
cracking guy from the homicide squad
was getting soft. They meant young Bill
Duke of course. He had a hard look in
his eyes, and he didn’'t think murder was
fun any more.

Bill Duke was not too big—inches un-
der six feet; but he was all muscle, a lot
of it in his shoulders. He had light hair,
and gray eyes, a leathery skin. Every-
body liked him, and he wasn't fond of
that, because it was inconvenient some-
times—touches for a few dollars; stand-
ing somebody else’s duty.

But lately something had come over
him and nobody knew what it was. At
least if they knew, they weren’t saying.

Duke knew, though. He was, at this
moment, all too conscious of it. His cheeks
stung, and he was aware that they were
flushed red. He could feel the blood tin-
gling in them. It was as though he had
been slapped and slapped hard.

He stared down, as he had for the past
several minutes, at the fat man on the
dance floor; at what was left of the ball-
room owner's head. At last he looked
up and eyed a sailor who stood between
two radio cops.

“This girl who shot him—what did you
say her name was?”

“Kay Raymond,”
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Duke nodded. “1 see.” He fumbled
with a cigarette, put it in his mouth and
lit it. “Not the girl who was in that mu-
sical comedy down here, of course. Not—"

He turned a letter over in his hand. It
was addressed to Wall, the victim, and
was written in ink. The name scrawled
at the bottom was Kay Raymond. It was
pretty affectionate, and at the same time
desperate: to the effect that his love
for her was cooling. Duke hated to admit
it, but it was almost a written confes-
sion. At least, perfect motive.

“Yeah,” said the sailor, “she’s the one.
Jerry Freeman was going with her. He
told me all about her.”

“Who is Freeman?”

“He used to be a chief petty officer in
the navy. He was discharged last week.”
“Was he here tonight?”

“Sure,” said the sailor,
know where he is now.”

Duke puffed on the cigarette, his cheeks
getting redder and redder. Kay Ray-
mond. Good lord! For two weeks solid at
almost every performance when he could
get off, he had sat in the second row and
watched her. She had had a small part,
specialty tap dancing, and did one song.
Duke had kept coming back because it
seemed to him that there had never been
a girl in the world before that was quite
like her. It was an unexplainable some-
thing in her personality which drew him
the third and fourth times out of curi-
osity.

It was about then that he had began
sending gladiolas. After the first week
he changed to roses and realized— damn
fool that he thought himself—that he was
actually infatuated with her. And maybe
worse. He had waited at the stage door
the last four days prior to the show’s
closing, and only once had she stopped,
and that was just a minute to thank him
for the flowers. Stage door Johnny— gosh,
he'd been embarrassed! If anyone had
told him he would ever do a thing like
that he would have laughed in scorn.

He went on doggedly with the ques-
tions : “She—she disappeared right after
the shooting?”

“Yes, that's right.”

“but | don’'t
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Duke stepped on the cigarette and
ground it out with his heel. He cocked his
right eyebrow. “What's your name and
how come you know so much about it?”

The sailor, a thin, bony man whose
blue uniform hung baggily on him, and
whose eyes were spots of jet black, said:
“James Noel is my name. | just happened
to be around here, that's all."

“1 see,” Duke clipped. “Good friend of
Freeman. Stayed to see that the story
got told straight and that there was no
mistake about the girl’'s name.”

“1f you think that, you're crazy!” Noel
flared. “Anybody here will back me up!”

Bill Duke’'s cool gray eyes stared at
Noel a moment longer; then the detective
moved through the crowd. Though other
detectives and police were present, in-
structed to run down any and all clues,
the case had officially been given to Duke.
It was something he didn't like, because
if he had been sucker enough to fall in
love with a female Killer over the foot-
lights, he didn't want it rubbed in. Nor
did he want to believe the story about her.
But it was so obvious, there were so many
witnesses, he had no choice. He'd be a
dog-headed fool, drunk on sentiment, not
to believe it.

He walked out through one of the side
doors and breathed the cooling night air
into his lungs. A runway from this ex-
tended to the pike, where a fence kept
people who had not paid from entering.
Trying to think, his thoughts becoming
more and more muddled, he walked in the
direction of the fence.

When he reached it, he gazed at the
mobs that surged up and down the broad
walk. He was no longer trying to think
— it was torture to think. He saw a pic-
ture of Kay, slim, red-headed, holding a
smoking murder gun in her white hands.
And then the picture was blotted out.

Suddenly something caught his eye,
and he stooped. A silver-colored purse.
Nervously he picked it up, snapped it
open. There was rouge, a powder puff and
other feminine objects; Duke was most
interested in a small black address book.
He thumbed through the pages. Studios,
movie agents, publicity men, the ad-
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dresses of girl friends, and Kay Ray-
mond’s own Hollywood address. Then, on
the last page, scribbled in pencil, the
name of a Long Beach hotel.

Bill Duke looked at it a moment be-
neath the flickering lights of the Silver
Spray, and then he was sorry he had
found the purse. It was probably the first
clue, and according to regulation, it
should motivate him forward, put him
on the trail which would end in her cap-
ture.

He climbed the fence and made his way
across the pike to the nearest phone. He
called the hotel and found that she was
registered there; then he called in to
headquarters and told them where he was
going, and that if anything came up to
let him know.

HEN he reached the corridor in

the hotel, he was still feeling rot-
ten, and he had begun to sing, “Hey,
Babe . . . He reached the room door,
put in the key he had gotten from the
desk and turned it, his mind dully click-
ing with the words of the song: “Hey,
babe; say, babe; what are you doing to-
day, babe?"

He opened the door and stepped inside.
His gray eyes swept the room. He saw
nothing out of the ordinary. The bed,
closet, dresser, chair; the windows that
looked down on the street. He felt as
though he was intruding.

At that moment, however, he became
aware of sound. It had come from some-
where in the room, but it had been so
faint that he could not be sure where.
Warily he moved forward, his hand in-
side his coat, fingertips touching the cold
butt of his police positive.

The door of the clothes closet opened
behind him. A harsh feminine voice
snarled: “Lay off the rod, mister; and
turn around with your mitts grabbing at
the ceiling!”

The police gun leaping into his hand
as he spun around, Bill Duke faced the
woman. In a flash he saw her tense,
pinched face, the mop of blonde hair.
She had a snub nose, a pair of glittering
blue eyes, and tight, colorless lips. She

didn’'t look more than sixteen. He saw
that her finger was tightening; read in
her expression that she meant to Kkill
him.

He eatapu4ted forward, weaving, and
holding his own fire. Her gun belched,
once, twice. The bullets missed, screamed
past Duke's ears. Then he was on her,
slapping the weapon from her hand,
throwing her, with a sweep of his arm,
across the room to crash against the bed.
He cocked up his right eyebrow.

“That was a pretty close one for you,
sister.”

She shook her head, struggled to her
feet. She was biting her lower lip. “Close
one for you, you mean,” she snapped.
“You lousy flatfoot dick, you!”

“How’d you know | was a cop?” Duke
was a little amused.

“Saw your badge when you shoved me
over here. How'dya suppose 1'd know,
sap. Big brave punk, ain't you? Slap-
pin’ women around. | think yuh’ve gotta
helluva crust, that's what | think!”

“Listen, babe, | don’'t give a damn what
you think,” Duke replied; “and if you
don’'t can some of that would-be tough
chatter you're going to find yourself in
a jam. Who are you ? What are you doing
here?”

"I'm Kay Raymond.”

Duke’s eyebrow went up again. “Oh, I
see.” He kicked her gun aside, shoved
his own into a holster. “One of those
things, eh?” Quietly he moved toward
her, grasped her shoulders and shook
her. “Now speak, you little hell-cat! Who
are you?”

“1t’s none of your business!”

“You want to go to jail?”

“No! You can’'t put me in your stinkin’
jails. | ain't done nothing!”

“Except try to Kill a detective. You're
going to the cooler and going quick if you
don’t open up. You're not Kay Raymond,
so—"

“All right, punk. What if I'm not. Who
cares, eh? Terry Wall was my sweetheart,
and Terry Wall got murdered. By Kay
Raymond. That suit you ?”

“No! Wall was old enough to be your
father.”
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“So what?”

Exasperated, Duke shook her again.
“Listen, you little—"

The phone clattered shrilly. Duke
looked at it. It rang again. He remem-
bered what he had told headquarters.
Pushing the girl back up against the wall
and holding one hand on her wrist, he
answered.

T was a soft voice, a woman’'s, and it
I sounded very frightened. He recog-
nized it at once:

“Is this Detective
Duke?”

“Sure.”

“1 disguised my voice and asked for
you. They told me at the police station
you were here. You are the only one |
know and the only one to whom | can
appeal. I must see you at once. It's ur-
gent. A matter of life or death!”

“Is this Kay Raymond?”

“Yes, and I'm at—"

The blonde suddenly bent down and bit
Duke’'s arm until she drew blood. He
threw her off, sent her tumbling to the
floor. She scrambled to her feet and made
a wild dash for. the doorway.

Duke started to put down the phone:
“Listen, Miss Raymond—Kay—just a
minute!”

“1 can't wait! I tell you my life is in
danger!”

The door opened and slammed shut.
The blonde imp was gone. Duke thought
of chasing, but he couldn’t afford to pass
up the information he was about to get
on the phone. Trembling, sweat streaking
down his leathery face, he said:

“All right, Kay. Go ahead. Where are
you?”

She told him and it took her a little
time, because she did not know Long
Beach very well and she wanted to be sure
that he would be able to find her. The
moment she hung up, Duke rang the desk
below and told them to hold the blonde
girl when she went through the lobby.
The operator said:

“Something went through the lobby,
sir, and it might have been blonde— I
don't know. It—she was going so fast—"

He slammed up the receiver and left

Lieutenant Bill
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the room. In a moment he was down in
the elevator, then rushing through the
lobby.

In the street he glanced up and down,
but there was no sign of the imp. She had
vanished like a wraith in a hurry to
haunt a house, and the worst of it was
that he had no idea who she really was.
As for her description, it was almost
hopeless. When the fleet was in, little
packages like her came a dime a dozen.

From Kay'’s directions, Duke had gath-
ered that she was half way to the little
deserted town called Seal Beach. She had
phoned from a drug store but could not,
dare not, stay in it long, she said. She
would return to the sand of the beach
itself and remain hidden near the break-
water wall.

Duke climbed into his car, and it moved
away from the curb with a squealing of
tires.

In a few minutes he was driving slowly
along the beach wall. It was dark out
here, and deserted. Palm trees, tall and
stately, moved ominously in the breeze;
their dry fronds scraped. The waves
crashed against the sand, rolled swish-
ingly back. Gulls darted through the dark-
ness, headed for a night haven.

The homicide dick climbed out of the
car. He was not a little nervous at the
prospect of meeting Kay Raymond again,
though he told himself that he wasn’t go-
ing to be a fool and fall for any story she
gave him. The best place for her was
going to be a nice quiet cell until things
were straightened out. Bill Duke wasn't
going to take any chances with what he
considered the world’'s best job—that of
finding Killers.

He leaped over the wall and thudded
into the sand ten feet below. He brushed
his clothing and looked up and down. It
was too dark to see far. He started for-
ward, the sand making it hard for him to
walk.

He had gone two or three blocks with-
out finding her, and he was just begin-
ning to become a little concerned, when
he saw a figure that glittered silver in the
moonlight. She was standing against the
sea wall, shivering. He hurried over to



92. TEN DETECTIVE ACES

her. He stood for a moment, gasping at
her beauty: the slim curves that filled out
the white satin gown, the soft red hair
that had been blown about in the wind.

E looked at him a moment through
the darkness—to make sure, he
guessed. Then she began to talk:

“1 probably shouldn’t have called you,
but I do need help. You see your name—
on a card in those flowers you were kind
enough to send so many times—was the
first that came to me. | thought—"

“1 know.” He was a little bitter. “You
thought I'd be a big, easy fish. You'd bet-
ter come along. We can talk on the way
to the station.”

“But | can’'t go to jail!” she pleaded.
“Don’t you see? Everything is against
me. | wouldn’t have a chance. It looks
as though | committed murder and—"

“Yeah, Kay,” he said ruefully. “I'm
afraid it looks a lot like it: Girl shoots
guy and then runs. I mean, you'd have to
be pretty thick not to see it, wouldn’t
you?” He was hoping against hope that
she would present some half-way decent
alibi.

And she did. She told him the whole
thing: “After the shots Jerry Freeman
grabbed me and rushed me out the side
door. | was so excited | didn't know what
was happening. He told me he didn’t know
why | had done it, but he was going to
stand by. He talked like that. He helped
me over a fence, and then we were in
his car. The way he talked in the car, |
thought he must be mad. He said not to
worry, everything would be all right. That
there was a ship leaving San Pedro to-
night, and he would get me a ticket for
the Orient. He said | could find plenty of
shows and cabarets that would want danc-
ers out there.

"Well, | explained,” she went on, “and
he only laughed, and said it was all right
with him; he forgave me, only the police
probably wouldn’'t. He had taken my gun.
Later, when he drove me out to his shack
to get the boat ticket, | discovered that
besides my gun with blanks, he had an-
other one. | almost screamed then. But
| caught myself. | pretended | was anx-

ious to take the boat as he said | should.
I was to rinse my hair in something he
had, change my face a little, and my
name. As for the passport, he said he had
that fixed. They aren’t strict in Far East
ports anyway. | waited for him to go
into one of the other rooms, then | broke
the window and escaped. | was running,
when a car slowed down. The driver asked
me if he could help. Just then | heard
Jerry Freeman vyell. | told the driver |
had to get to a drug store to get some
medicine quick. | thought Jerry would
follow, but apparently he didn’t.”

“Neat,” Duke said, “neat story.”

“But it is true!”

He nodded: “Yeah, | suppose so. So
Freeman is the killer? What was his mo-
tive?”

“1 don’'t know. On my earlier acquain-
tance with him he mentioned something
about making a deal with Wall for the
Silver Spray and a chain of similar places
that are in Seattle, San Francisco and
San Diego. | think a sailor named James
Noel was supposed to be in on it.”

“And your idea is that they crooked
him into selling them big shares without
making a payment or something, eh?
Else they had handed him a check that
would bounce, so they bumped him off
first; and with the papers already signed,
the dancing places belonged to them.”

“1 don't know anything about it except
what | have told you,” she said.

"Okay. Where does Sanders, the pub-
licity agent, come in?”

“1 don’'t know that either.”

Duke arched his right eyebrow. “And
this letter.” He brought the letter he
had taken from Wall's corpse out of his
pocket.

She seemed amazed, held it under the
light. He gave her a flashlight. Her voice
was very low and tense when she spoke
next.

“l never saw it before. Freeman has
specimens of my writing and this—this
letter is an obvious forgery."

“Probably good enough to convict you
though.”

“Undoubtedly,” she said coldly. “1 don’t
suppose there is any way to prove it
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now, but | scarcely knew Mr. Wall, let
alone writing or loving him. I tell you the
letter was part of his scheme! Oh, |
didn’t know a man could be so contempti-
ble. You see, sending me away—"

“You expect me to believe all this, Miss
Raymond?” he asked.

“You must!” she implored. “You see,
making a success in Hollywood has been
a living dream with me. To be mixed up
in a murder, to be put in jail—well, the
kind of reputation I've been trying to
build up would be ruined. Besides, if any-
thing happened and you didn’'t get Jerry,
how would my story stand up in court?
Whether they convicted me or not, there
would be the long weeks in jail, the shame
of standing trial for murder, and—"

“That's what I'm wondering,” Duke in-
terrupted. “How your yarn would stand
up.”

She was suddenly quiet. “Then you re-
fuse to believe me?”

“1f 1 do—?”

She shrugged. “Then— 1 guess—well,
I guess you'll have to take me. | was a
fool to trust you. | should have let Jer-
ry send me off to China. At least | would
be protected from disgrace. | called you
because—well, I'd thought a lot about
you since that day you waited at the stage
door. | thought you were a man to whom
I could honestly appeal.”

He hated to be a damn fool: “You're
turning on that old womanhood hooey,
but it isn't going to work.”

“1 was afraid you would think that,”
she said in almost a whisper. Then: “All
right. I'm ready to go with you.”

The way she spoke did something to
him, and he was not sure what it was. He
knew that standing here against the sea
wall, the waves breaking on the beach,
standing here a few inches from her
face, she was much more beautiful than
she had appeared on the stage. Some-
thing wistful radiated from her. He
opened his mouth to speak, but he did
not, because his throat was suddenly dry.
He was looking at her lips. They were
red and glistening.

Suddenly, and he could not help it,
something seemed to burst in his chest.
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His brain seemed to be fevered. He leaned
forward and drew her to him in a Kiss.

She disengaged. He stood there, unable
to look at her.

“Let’'s go to the police station,”
said, a little huskily.

He shook his head. He did not know
what was wrong with him, because he
had never felt quite like this before.

He said: “No. We’'re not going to jail.
I'm going to hide you. In my own flat,
see? Then I'm going to try and chase
down this story you've told me. And as
for that kiss, well, you can chalk that up
as the price you must pay to make a cop
do something against rhyme and reason
and regulation. For taking the chance of
losing the only job he knows how to do.”

E instructed her to keep the lights
H out in the flat, and not to answer
the phone; then he went to the door, his
face dead-white, his gray eyes steady.
“I'll get in touch with you later, Miss
Raymond.”

She said: “You started in calling me
Kay. You were dashing, and seemed to be
sure of yourself then. | wish you would
keep on calling me Kay.”

He thought musingly, then he looked at
her, and slowly he began to smile: “All
right, Kay. Be sure and turn out the light
as soon as I—"

She got up and came to him. “BUI—
Bill Duke,” she said softly, “1 want you
to know that | think you’'re—well, you're
a swell guy. Hundred per cent. | once
made a rule about people who try to
meet you at the stage door. But if I'd
known that you are like you are—"

“Forget that,” he replied nervously,
“we've got murder to take care of now,
and that's what you're most interested
in.”

“Maybe it isn’'t, Bill.” She turned. “Oh,
I don’'t know. A while ago | was so fright-
ened. And now I'm calm. | feel that
everything is all right because—"

“1 was hoping maybe you'd feel like
that,” he told her. “I've got to go now,
Kay, good-by.”

“Good-by, Bill."

He closed the door and swung down

she
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the hall. Outside, he thought he saw a fig-
ure dart behind a tree as he came out.
He unbuttoned his coat, moved forward
swiftly, drawing the police positive. But
when he arrived, he saw nothing! Nerves!

At length he climbed into his car and
drove off. He did not know where he was
going to find Freeman, but he knew that
the first place to go to pick up clues would
be the ex-chief petty officer's house. Kay
had given him the number.

He drove swiftly, the breeze whipping
through the car. It was much later and
there were not many people on the broad
street down which he drove. When he
reached the pike, he saw sailors stream-
ing back to the pier, where they would
catch a water taxi. Going in the opposite
direction were more sailors, arms linked
in those of girls. Stars were shining more
brightly, and the moon was in the center
of the sky. From far off Duke heard the
music of Silver Spray, which evidently
had gotten under way again in spite of
the murder. He heard laughter, and the
chatter of many people; the crashing of
waves on the beach, and the distant
chug-chug of navy motor launches.

He tried to review everything that had
happened, but his mind seemed to be
fogged. There was only one picture in it
and that was of Kay; and only one
screaming sentence beneath that picture,
and that was: She is not guilty! He had
to believe that. He did! Hard guy, Bill
Duke, falling head over heels in love with
a Murder Maiden. The dicks at the sta-
tion would laugh, but it was not a joke,;
it might be tragedy.

HEN he reached Freeman'’s house,

he saw a light from what looked
to be the bedroom window. Pulling the
car to the curb, Duke climbed out. He
thought he saw movement from within
the room. He jerked out the police posi-
tive and made his way forward, his heart
beating fast.

He tried the door. It was locked. He
rang, slapped the knocker down. There
was no answer to either. At last he re-
sorted to his pass keys. The third one
worked. He opened the door with his foot.

Gun held a little higher than his hip, his
cold gray eyes searched for signs of life.

But the sight before him was quite
different. Jerry Freeman, still garbed in
the chief petty officer uniform, lay on the
floor, his eyes open and staring glassily
at the ceiling. His mouth was open, too,
gaping open. The tight-skinned face
seemed relaxed.

Bill Duke moved slowly forward, his
gun still tightly clutched. He glanced
about the room. A chair stood near the
window opposite him, and in the other
comer, a divan. There was a table. Free-
man was lying almost under it. The only
light came from a reading lamp, and it
was dim.

Duke stooped down over the corpse,
gun a little loose in his hand. He was
staring down when it happened.

A figure rose from behind the divan
and blasted away with a gun. It was
James Noel, garbed now in civilian dun-
garees.

The Killer responsible for both the
corpses of Wall and Freeman, Duke
thought, and he was catching him off
guard! He tried to rise, tried to bring
the police positive up in his hand. But
the bullets were coming too fast. Noel
hadn’'t taken any chances. A slug burned
its way into Duke’s shoulder. The impact
sent him careening backward, and to the
floor.

Again he tried to rise. He did it by
shoving his back to the wall and forcing
the pressure of his legs to lift his heavy
body. But another screaming slug ripped
through his hip, bringing blood, intense
pain.

Again the impact slammed him back.
He went to the floor, his arms moving
wildly, trying to roll over. He saw Noel
leap over the divan, point the gun down
at his head. Blindly, he tried to reach out
at the dungaree-clad legs. Another bul-
let slammed down mercilessly, grazing
his head by a bare fraction of an inch.

Bill Duke was a bloody mess now. He
felt death kissing his lips, felt death
taking him by the hand. He kept thinking
only: She was right; she is innocent.

Then there was only confusion and
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blackness, and the sense that told him his
body was still moving forward, and that
he was catching a hold on a pair of legs,
and that a man was snarling and striking
down with the butt of his weapon.

Noel was toppling backward, and Big
Bill Duke, bleeding, half numb, half
crazy, was climbing over him, slugging
his gun into the sailor’'s face, pounding
down at him. Damn it, there wasn't any
cop in any town that could fight better
than Duke; and there wasn't any crook or
killer that could stand up against him.
This knowledge, pride of it, kept him go-
ing.

Noel was writhing beneath him now,
and struggling to get free; but Duke's
fingers were reaching for his throat, inch-
ing up toward it. And now—now they
wrapped about that throat, pressed in,
pressed in mercilessly.

Noel gasped, tried to scream. And then
something slugged down on the back of
Bill Duke's head . . ..

Limply, he tumbled off Noel. Blackness
pressed in on him. He struggled to move,
but his muscles would not respond. He
could not open his eyes. Gradually,
everything was beginning to fade. He
felt pain, and he could hear, though the
sounds in the room were growing dim-
mer.

He heard harsh laughter. Noe! shriek-
ing: “He's dead! Big Bill Duke is dead!”
Laughter again.

And then he could hear no more.

—I—HE water must have revived him,
and the first thing that popped into
his mind was: “Hey, babe; say babe,
what say you become my babe?" And
then came the intensity of his pain, but
he could not understand why that song
clung to him, kept buzzing in his mind
so that he was unable to get it out, even
when he was on the verge of dying.

He was in the water, and he was half
sitting, half lying on a plank that sloped
down into the cold depths. He was shiver-
ing. The blood about his head, on hip and
shoulder, had hardened. He looked about
him through the gloom and saw straight
wooden piles. He heard the water swish-
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ing through them, felt a cool breeze wa*
on his forehead.

His hands were tied, and there were
weights on his feet, but the old plank
sloping into the water, and a half-rotted
pile against which he was leaning, had
saved him from sinking. It was the very
plank which made the hole in the old pier.
They should have foreseen that possi-
bility. But perhaps they had been in a
hurry. And perhaps they thought he was
dead, so it wouldn't matter anyway.

From the looks of the barnacle-ridden
piles at the under side of the creaky pier,
he deducted that he must be in Seal
Beach. Gay resort town once, it was
closed down the year around now, the
roller coaster lying silent, the amusement
shacks empty and foreboding, and the
pier falling apart, roped off because it
was condemned. Only fools and Kkillers
walked a pier like this one.

The song kept going around in his
mind like a phonograph record. But other
thoughts were coming too: Was Kay Ray-
mond all right? Had Noel teen able to get
away? The way Duke saw it, Noel must
have double-crossed Freeman, killed him
so that he would be sole owner of the
dancing establishments. But the grim-
mest thing about it all was that if Duke
had been dead, not only his death, but
that of Freeman’s, and Wall’s could have
aU been laid to Kay, because she had fired
the shots in the ballroom.

And where did publicity agent Jack
Sanders fit? Had it been he who had
slugged Duke just when he had Noel
down and was choking the life out of
him? Or—and this thought was more
ghastly—had it been the little blonde imp
he had run into in the hotel room?

He struggled with the bonds about his
wrists, using the old but infallible trick
of relaxing his muscles instead of strug-
gling, and slipping the rope down over
his hands. In a moment he was free and
tearing the weights from his feet. How
he ached when he moved!

Duke was at last able to crawl up the
wet plank to the top of the old pier. He
looked around. In one direction stood the
tall Seal Beach Stack, from which ships
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took their bearings when they went to
sea. Far off in the other direction were
the flickering lights of Long Beach. It
was cold, and he was damp. He stood for
a moment, undecided, and shivering still.

And then he began to walk, down be-
neath the tracks of the deserted roller
coaster, across the rotted boards of the
pier. The swish of the sea beneath came
steadily, unceasingly. He noticed that
although no light had begun to break on
the horizon, the stars were very faint,
and he could scarcely see the moon at all.
That meant it was coming morning. He
had been down there on that board for
hours!

He knew there would be no phone for a
mile or two at least, and there was noth-
ing he could do about it. Wearily he
started walking through the main street
of the town.

When he reached a telephone booth in
an all-night drug store on the outskirts
of Long Beach, he flopped down in it,
utterly exhausted. He searched his wet
trousers for a coin, dropped it in the slot,
and dialed the police station. The voice
of his boss came on.

“Where have you been, Duke?”

“In Seal Beach taking a nap,” he said,
and he meant it to be dry humor. “1 was
slugged,” he added.

“You're all right?”

“Almost, anyway,” Duke told him.

“So long as you're able to phone, you
must be all right,” the chief went on. "I
don’'t know anything about what you've
been doing out there, but I'll tell you this
much, Duke: You've made the gravest
mistake of your life!”

Duke’s voice was husky. “What do you
mean ?”

“That you tried to hide a murderess in
your flat. That little act of charity is go-
ing to cost you your job, and | don't know
how many years in San Quentin. Do |
make myself clear? Complicity. That's a
nasty word!”

“You mean you—you've taken Kay?”

“1 wish we had!” the chief boomed.
“But she escaped again. Some one called
and told us where she was. But when we
got there, she was gone.”

“How did the flat look?” Duke’'s voice
was on edge.

“It was a wreck.”

Duke’s heart was beating fast. “Then
you know what happened? She was kid-
naped out of the place! She’ll probably
be killed! I tell you, chief, she’s innocent
of these crimes. I've been snooping
around and getting slugs through my
shoulder, and | know. What the hell do
you think I've been doing—-sitting in
some movie, watching Charley Chan?
You ought to know by this time that |
know what I'm doing. I've been a dick
long enough to know when I'm in the
right, and | repeat: That girl is not
guilty!”

“Duke you're absolutely crazy! There
were a hundred witnesses!”

“Yes, but the gun—"~

“We know all about that,” the chief
snapped. “We finally heard that part of
the story, and that's the part you were
probably sap enough to fall for. But get a
load of this: A ghy by the name of
Sanders came forward and told of hiring
her for the job and giving her blanks.
She inspected them herself. Then what
did she do? She changed them for real
bullets. Her alibi was going to be that
somebody else shot the guy; that she had
blanks. But at the last minute she got
scared and beat it. Now that's the
straight story. So straight we didn’t even
hold Sanders. And as for you, Duke, I
don't even Teel sorry for you. You let
yourself in for this. I won’t send anybody
after you, but I want to see you damn
soon. And when I do, I'm afraid I'm go-
ing to have to throw away the key. Do
you hear me? You're not a cop any
more . , .

Duke hung up while the chief was still
talking. He gazed bleakly at the wall of
the booth in front of him.

“Hey, babe; say, babe . . .

HE numbness began to wear off.
“Not a cop any more, eh?” he
mumbled.
He stood up, but it was only for a mo-
ment. The pain of his wounds became
more intense. He sank down in the little
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seat in the booth and gasped for breath.
Then he kicked the door open and waved
the pharmacist over. The smallish man
garbed in white hurried to him.

“Few bullet scratches—” Duke began.

“Who are you?” the pharmacist de-
manded sharply. It was apparent from
the look in the little man’s glowing brown
eyes that he thought Duke a criminal
who'd had a scrape with the law.

Duke searched for his badge and
showed it. The druggist gulped. “Yes sir.
I'll prepare something right away, sir. If
you would let me see the wounds— Per-
haps | could call an ambulance for you
after | have administered first aid?”

“No," Duke said from deep in his
throat, “no—I've got to go on.”

And then there was silence, during
Which the little white-clad drug-store man
looked at the detective, spots of red
touching his white cheeks, his lips trem-
bling just a little. He opened his mouth,
as though to speak; as though to say he
had heard of dicks who were like that—
who kept going. But, in the end, the words
failed him, and, a little embarrassed, he
turned to go back into the pharmacy.

Left to his own resources for a mo-
ment, Bill Duke tried to think. Clues.
Damn, he had to have clues! He had to
find Kay. That was more important than
anything else. He thought of the white-
haired publicity agent, Sanders. Maybe
he would know something. Maybe— it was
just a bare chance—he would be home.
But Duke was certainly in no condition
to go to him right now.

He looked Sanders up in the book and
telephoned. When the newspaperman’s
voice came on the wire, Duke put a hand-
kerchief over the mouthpiece, made his
voice whiny.

“This is Noel—you know, Sailor Jim
Noel, Freeman’s friend. Freeman’s dead,
and I've got to see you right away!”

“But I—but 1I—"

“You might be sorry if you don't
come!”

“All right,” Sanders relented. “Where
are you?”

Bill Duke told him, and hung up. There
jeas a grim smile on hie worn face.
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UKE'S coat was off, and the phar-
macist was putting on the last

patches around his shoulder wound, when
the detective suddenly leaned forward
and jerked the damp coat off the oil
heater on which the druggist had put it
to warm. He ran his hand along the back
of it.

“What do you make of this, Doc?”

“Looks like face powder. Somebody
must have dumped a whole box of it on
you. A compact full, that is.”

Duke’s heart started beating fast; he
felt blood pumping into his temples,
“Look, Doc,” he went on nervously, “look
closer, see what shade it is. | mean, what
complexion woman would use it?"

“I'll inspect it under a microscope if
you want,” the druggist offered.

“That’ll be fine,” Duke said. As the
man made off with his coat, he began
thinking, If the powder had belonged to
Kay, it meant that at some point she had
been in the murder car with him. Perhaps
it had been like this: After he'd been
knocked out, the informant who had
tipped his attackers off that he was com-
ing, and who had tipped them also that
Kay was in his apartment, advised that
they go for Kay at once. So they had put
Duke in the car, driven it right through
Long Beach, and within a few minutes
after he had been knocked out, snatched
her. She had been in the same car in
which he lay wounded and bleeding, con-
sciousness gone!

That was valuable, for it meant that
she must be somewhere back in the de-
serted ruins of Seal Beach, either dead
or held captive. He hoped for the latter,
and based his hope on the fact that they
could not harm her and discard her body
as they had his, for if she were found
dead, their setup would be ruined. Her
dead body would be proof that she was
innocent, and police would look to them!
So she must be alive—and somewhere in
Seal Beach. She must be, if his deduction
about the powder clue was correst . . ..

“Theatrical powder, | would say a red-
haired woman of fair complexion had
used it. That is, if the powder ware used
correctly.”
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Duke looked up. The druggist had
spoken. He was still holding the coat.

“That's her, then,” Duke whispered.
“Hurry up, Doc. I've got to get going!”

At that moment, Jack Sanders, his
wrinkled face tense, his small black eyes
glittering like a monkey's, came into the
drug store. Duke slipped on the coat,
climbed to his feet. Sanders turned to go.

“Just a minute, publicity man,” Duke
called sarcastically. “1 want to see you.”

“l—1—" Sanders choked.

Duke strode toward him. *“Sure, |
know. Thought you'd find your friend
Noel here. Well, it was me who called.
I've been wanting to see you, because
you're going to do some talking, under-
stand? Truth this time! | mean about
Kay Raymond.”

Sanders was shaken. “1 swear on my
word of honor,” he whined, “that if she’'s
innocent | didn't know anything about
it. 1 really didn't. What | told the cops
is only what Jerry Freeman told me. He
said he went outside with her and saw
her put something in the gun, but that
he had supposed at the time they were
the blanks | had given her.”

“When did Freeman tell you this?”

“Hours ago. He said he felt sorry for
the poor kid, even though she had com-
mitted the murder, and he was going to
try and help her.”

“1 think you're lying!”

“I'm not! | swear I'm not! Freeman
hired me to get a girl to do that job. He
suggested that | get Kay Raymond be-
cause he liked her and wanted to see that
she got a break. Well, | did, | thought it
was all on the up and up. | wasn’t aware
that she knew Wall more than slightly,
and | certainly didn't think she had any
motive to murder him!”

“She didn’'t,” Duke clipped. “That’'s the
hell of it.”

Sanders was trembling. “What | told
the police,” he said, *T actually believed
to be true.”

Duke was thinking. He arched his
right eyebrow and looked at Sanders.
“Have you a car?”

"Yes. It's out front.”

“All right. We're going to use it. |

think I know the vicinity in which Kay
is being held.”

“You mean—you trust me, then?”
Sanders asked, a light of thanks coming
into his eyes.

Duke looked at him for a moment. “I
think so.” He turned. “Doc—look, you've
been a good guy and you're going to get
paid for it. You must have a gun around
here you use in case of holdup. Mine's
gone. | was wondering—"

“Sure,” said the little pharmacist, and
hurried to get the weapon for him. It was
a bulky .45.

“Loaded V'

“Yes, sir.”

NDERS drove, and Bill Duke sat

beside him, feeling slightly better.
They reached the aging piers in Seal
Beach just as a dark, muggy-gray dawn
broke over the water, faintly silhouetting
the lines of anchored vessels of war, the
thick-set freighters and trim passenger
liners of the busy coast.

But when they parked the car and
climbed out of it, the search seemed sud-
denly impossible. There were dozens of
empty houses lining the streets, old and
boarded up; there were the little stands,
also boarded, that had once been pier con-
cessions. The roller coaster frame seemed
like a giant skeleton. Wearily, Duke and
Sanders tramped across the rotted boards
of the pier.

Then suddenly, through the swirling
fog that hovered close over the water,
came the even hum of a motor-boat en-
gine. Duke spun about, his body tense,
and waited. He could see nothing, though
the boat must have been close. It must
have been small and hovering beneath the
shadow of the pier.

“Come on,” he whispered, and started
forward. Sanders followed.

Then he stopped. A yellow gleam of
light was penetrating the fog. It seemed
pointed in no direction, but it grew
steadily brighter. Then it began blinking
on and off. Bill Duke stared. He felt his
heart thumping. For a moment he saw
no reason for the light and the blinking,
and then it came to him all at once—-
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semaphore, Morse Code by blinker.
Though Freeman, Duke told himself, was
dead, he had been a navy man; and so
was Killer Noel. A dick in a navy town
must know those signals, too. It was ap-
parent the light was flashing over and
over:

Attention. Attention. Attention.

Duke fumbled for a flashlight he had
taken from the drug store. “Wait,” he
whispered to Sanders. “Whoever that is
in the boat, he's going to lead us to where
Kay is held!”

“How?” Sanders asked.

But Duke put his finger to his lips and
kept watching. Now the light, though no
answering signal had flashed, was spell-
ing out a message:

Boat is ready. Bring cargo at once.
Boat is ready.

For a moment Duke's heart sank. Per-
haps this was the signal of a smuggler
who knew nothing of the murders. Never-
theless, he turned on the flashlight, and
crouching down so that he could not be
seen behind the light, began snapping it
on and off:

Come ashore. You are urgently needed.
Come ashore.

The light from the boat wavered for a
moment, then went off. Duke waited, cold
sweat on his forehead. He heard the chug-
ging motor of the boat go silent. In a
minute there were footsteps on the pier.
He saw a man hurry past him. Leaping
to his feet, he signaled Sanders. “Come
on,” he whispered.

When the boatman reached the door of
a small cottage not far from the pier, Bill
Duke stared, unable to believe his eyes.
For the fog was beginning to lift, and
he could make out the features: the tight-
ly-drawn skin, patent-leather hair, aqui-
line nose and brown eyes. It was the
handsome ex-chief petty officer. It was
Jerry Freeman, whom Duke had thought'
was a corpse. Freeman, cdive and walk-
ing! He was still garbed in his blue uni-
form and white cap.

Duke had the .45 gripped tight in his
hand. He motioned Sanders to stay back,

and, sucking in breath, rushed forward.
Freeman had already entered the old
house by removing a board from the door
and turning the knob. Duke landed his
good shoulder against that door a mo-
ment later and tumbled into the room.

The scene flashed before his eyes even
as he snapped into action: Noel, bony,
narrow black eyes filled with sleep, lean-
ing back against the wall dozing, still
garbed in his dungarees. Two figures on
the floor, bound and gagged— Kay with
her soft red hair; the freckled, blonde
imp with whom Duke had sparred in the
hotel.

Freeman jerked about, surprise cross-
ing his face. He seemed as amazed to
see Duke alive as Duke had been to see
him a moment before.

Then hell broke loose.

Noel snapped forward in the chair and
leaped to his feet. He fumbled with his
gun. Freeman jerked out his weapon and
opened fire. But Bill Duke had not stayed
to be a target. He pumped the trigger of
the .45.

The lead screamed; fire burst from the
gun-muzzle. Blood gurgled from Free-
man'’s lips. He grasped his shoulder, spun
around and hit the floor.

UKE whirled toward the bony sailor
D in the dungarees. It had all hap-
pened in a second, and Noel, deathly
afraid now, had calculated swiftly. He
pointed his gun down at Kay.

“If you shoot,” he gasped, "she dies.
Drop your gun, dick—"

Duke stared for a moment, his gray
eyes flickering. Then he let the police
positive drop from his hand.

A gun roared at him as his own hit the
floor. But Bill Duke was no longer there.
He was catapulting forward. He landed
down on Noel, smashed his fist square in-
to the bony sailor’s face, clutched at his
gun and jerked it away. Noel kicked out,
and Duke, getting again to his feet,
shoved him back with his foot.

There was a sharp report from the
door! A bullet jerked Duke around, spin-
ning like a top, and then sent him crash-
ing to the floor. He held Noel’s gun tight-
ly, looked up into the blazing eyes of
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Jerry Freeman. For a moment he was
paralyzed. Freeman had risen again!

Another bullet charged at him, but al-
ready Duke was crawling forward, the
gun in his hand. He maneuvered it up
with a quick and expert twist of his wrist.
His finger touched the trigger. A startled
look flashed across Freeman’s face. He
clutched his stomach.

Duke managed to get to his feet. Free-
man was sagging against the wall, hold-
ing his stomach with one hand, trying to
bring his gun up with the other. Duke
clipped him on the jaw with his fist.
Freeman dropped his weapon and
thumped to the floor.

Jack Sanders, his wrinkled face horror-
stricken, came in through the door, “I've
got to help—" Then he saw the writhing
killers on the floor and stared down,
silently. In a moment, admiration in his
black eyes, he looked up at Bill Duke.
“Freeman wasn’t very dead, was he?”

“Not very,” Duke said, handcuffing
Freeman and Noel.

He released Kay and helped her to her
feet. She sank down in a chair, unable
for a moment to speak. Duke untied the
blonde girl. She was by no means speech-
less.

“Them dirty, rotten Killers,” she ejacu-
lated. “They were waiting for a motor-
boat. Freeman went after it. They were
going to take us down to the San Clem-
ente Islands and hide our bodies where
nobody would find them. That's what they
said. Geez, I'm sorry | worked for them.
| thought Kay Raymond had killed my
father. | watched your flat, Mr. Duke,
and | tipped off Freeman because |
thought he was a friend of my father.
Then after they had taken her, | called
the police so they’'d know what you’'d been
doing—hiding a killer. Geez, I'm sorry!”

Bill Duke arched an eyebrow. “So
you're Peggy Wall? Why did you try to
tell me you were his sweetheart when
you came to the hotel room to kill Kay ?”

“Because | wanted to keep my identity
secret until I had avenged my father.”

KAY RAYMOND looked up. “You look

terrible, Bill,” she said softly. “I'm
sorry I've put you through all this.” She
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closed her lovely green eyes for a moment,
then opened them. “1 shudder to think of
it. When they came to your flat to kidnap
me, they had you in the car, then. You
were unconscious, and | thought I'd
never see you again. They caught Peggy
here, and had to tie her up when she
found out the truth. Noel watched us here
while Jerry Freeman disposed of you,
then went after the boat.”

“Yeah,” Duke came in, “with that boat
he was going to take you and Peggy out
where you'd never be found. The cops
would think you had disappeared, had
run away from the murder. That would
seem to make your guilt a cinch, which
would clear Freeman. He was probably
going to run you out here to the San
Clemente Islands. They're unpopulated;
nothing grows on them. They're barren
and desolate the year around. Lying in
one of the San Clemente Island caves,
you'd never have been found!”

Kay Raymond shuddered, and Peggy
Wall gulped.

“But to get back to what happened,”
Duke went on, “Peggy was following me
around, thinking you, Kay, were guilty
and Freeman innocent. That was why she
called Freeman up and told him | was
coming over. They knew then— Freeman
and Noel—that | was getting too hot, so
they decided to kill me.”

Duke and Sanders lifted the killers to
their feet. Freeman was groaning in
agony and holding his stomach; Noel,
blood-spattered, was grimly silent. Duke
looked at them.

“Neat little setup, wasn't it?” Duke
went on. “You knew I'd be around, so you
laid a trap for me. Freeman was to lie
on the floor with something that looked
like blood running from his neck; and
when | bent over to look at him closer—
because the light was dim—it was sup-
posed to be a cinch for you to pop up and
have a dead shot on me, wasn't it, Noel?
Only | was a bit quicker than you had
reckoned I'd be, and that was tough. But
as for you Freeman, in all my experience
with Kkillers, I never knew of one so rotten
that he'd frame a girl for murder just so
he could get possession of a chain of
dance halls!”
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Jerry Freeman looked up, his agonized
face white. “Oh, shut up! | was going to
see that she got to China. A lot of women
around this place could ask for worse.”

Kay cut in on him. “I told you about
the gun | saw him with before | escaped
from his house, Bill. It was that he used
while 1 fired blanks. I'm sure the caliber
of it is different from the one | used, and
ballistics can prove it was he who Kkilled
Wall. 1 saw him throw something away
while we were driving in the car—
while you were unconscious. | was trying
to put powder on you so that if you ever
recovered, you would know | had been
near. What he threw away looked like a
towel.”

"Something he used to cover the gun
when he fired it in the dance hall,” Duke
said. “Do you remember where it was he
threw it?”

“Oh, no. Everything was so confused,
so—"

“It’s all right,” Bill Duke said quietly.
“As you've mentioned, ballistics are proof
enough to hang them both—if you and
Sanders and Peggy and | aren’t enough
as witnesses to their crime.”

Peggy Wall suddenly screamed and
rushed at Freeman. It was all Duke could
do to pull her off.

“He killed my father!” she sobbed.

Freeman, white and shaken, sagged
back, kept holding his stomach. The bony
Noel, his black eyes glittering, was silent,
and stood straight.
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Bill Duke wiped his forehead of sweat,
looked at Kay, and then turned to San-
ders. “1 guess you'd better get the police
so we can run these rats in.”

HE chief said he hadn't meant to be

so harsh on the phone. Bill Duke
didn't know whether he had or not—not
that it mattered. Duke's reputation was
unimpaired, and because everything had
happened so rapidly, Kay wasn’t made to
look bad in the papers.

Later, when some of Duke's wounds
had healed, he and Kay went for a walk
down the pike. Kay, her lovely red hair
blowing softly in the breeze, her green
eyes very sober, was trying to decide
whether she wanted to be an actress or
a cop’s wife.

“It is not as though you were an ordi-
nary detective,” she said.

“That's right,” he said, “and we can
have a cottage on the waterfront, and—"

But suddenly he stopped, stiffened. A
loudspeaker was booming out on the pike
from a bowling alley. Sailors and their
girls were milling up and down. The
crack-crack-crack of target-practice shots
blended with the sounds of a roller coast-
er's squealing wheels, the hoarse voice
of a girl trying to sell ice cream, and the
laughter and chatter of people. But Bill
Duke heard only the song in the loud
speakers. It was blaring:

“Hey, babe; say, babe; say you'll fee
my babe . . . .



When tragic Doris Poore
asked Private Detective Colin
Corey to solve her husband’s
dare-devil death, the sleuth
prepared a frameup with «
n murder itself. For Corey had p
to let airplane cameramen
photograph him, high in the
air, clutched in the talons of
the Grim Reaper—without a
parachute. . . ,

ERHAPS | should have seen a
lawyer instead of coming to you,”
Doris Poore said to Colin Corey,
“but since you were a stunt man with the
others before becoming a private detec-
tive, | thought you would understand bet-
ter. | took it for granted that the matter
was closed; but now | don’t know whether
I'm up against murder, criminal negli-
gence, attempted blackmail, or just Phil
Sowers’ idea of a joke. It’s mighty seri-
ous to me though, Colin. It's my husband
that's dead.”
Corey nodded
patted her hand.

understandingly and

“You came to me,” he assured her, “be-
cause I'm your friend. That's the way it
should be.”

A warm smile flashed through the
tragedy in her eyes, as she lowered her
slim figure into the chair beside Corey’s
desk. Her voice, gentle as it was, drowned
out a faint click and a soft whirring of
well-oiled gears as she demanded:

“Why should Phil keep silent for a year
and a half, and then do a thing like this
to me, just as the wound is beginning to
heal?”

“That's easy to answer,” Corey said
grimly. “Because he's a rat! But you
haven't told me yet just what happened.”

“You know how Dick died?”

“Just what you and others have told
me.”

Doris bit her lip. Tears welled into her
eyes. She dabbed at them with a lacy
wisp of handkerchief before she went on:

“Dick assured me it would be an easy
stunt. He was to shoot Unamak Rapids
in a canoe. They were to stretch a rope,
with loops attached, every few feet across
the river, two hundred yards above the
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falls, Dick would get his arm through
a loop as the canoe passed, and they
would pull him ashore.”

“But he missed the line and went over
the falls,” Corey finished for her.

She nodded. “They told me it was an
accident, and | believed them.”

“And now?”

“Yesterday Phil Sowers called me on
the phone and said he had proof that it
wasn't an accident. He told me a certain
person would be glad to pay plenty, rather
than have him ‘spill the beans.” He asked
me if I'd divide the money with him, and
| said that if he could prove it was the
studio’s fault, and they made a settle-
ment with me, he could have half of what
| received. Then he suggested that | go to
his apartment this morning to talk it
over, and he would show me the proof.”

“And you went?”

“Yes— 1 went. He wasn't home. | got
him at the phone at the Rialto Studios,
and he told me to forget it. | became
insistent, and he got quite nasty.”

“I'll talk to Sowers right away,” Corey
assured her. “Phil was on location at
Unamak at the rime, so it's just possible
that he does have something. Being a
stunt man himself, he would know why
another man’s stunt went wrong.”

ORIS POORE rose to leave, and
D standing beside him, she made
Corey look small—so small you wondered
how he ever got by as a private investi-
gator. That is, you wondered until you
learned that for ten years he had been
Hollywood's most sensational daredevil—
the man who doubled for actresses in
those old serial thrillers—the man who
took on the stunts that others refused,
and got away with them because he
used his head as well as his nerve and
muscle.

“Understand, Colin,” Doris told him,
“it isn't the money I'm after, much as
I need that. I just want to be satisfied
that Dick died as they said he did—died
trying too hard to make a nest egg for
me and the baby.”

“1 understand,” Corey replied. “But if
some one’s negligence or malice made you
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a widow, that person should be held re-
sponsible.”

He stopped talking suddenly, and a
boyish grin spread over his face. He
reached over among the books on his desk
and pressed a button, lifted a rather large
16 mm. Cin6é Kodak for her to see, and
announced:

“You're in the movies now.”

She blushed a little and said: “Oh
Colin, that was cruel of you. I—1 had no
idea you were taking my picture. You
should have let me touch up my face a
bit first.”

“Your face is beautiful just the way it
is,” he replied gallantly. “But | assure
you that the photography was quite unin-
tentional. It works automatically when
some one sits in the chair, and | was so
delighted to see you that I forgot to turn
the thing off. You see, I've been quite a
camera nut ever since my movie days,
and this was just a little experiment I
rigged up.”

“How | envy you men,” Doris laughed.
“You always remain little boys; always
play, even at work.”

“But this is quite serious,” Corey pro-
tested. “I use it at times when | question
people. When they get through talking,
I have expert lip-readers—deaf mutes—
translate the silent lip movements into
speech. It works, too. The photographic
records have already been admitted as
evidence in court. They furnish excel-
lent proof that a conversation actually
took place. They're even better than dic-
taphone transcriptions, at times, for they
prove who did the talking.

“The special size camera takes care of
three hundred feet of 16 mm. film. When
I raise enough money, I'm going to have
the camera rigged for sound. | have other
cameras, disguised, that I carry with me
when | go out, just in case. . . .”

"Colin, you're a genius,” Doris ex-
claimed enthusiastically. “1 do hope you'll
invite me to the preview.”

“1 certainly will,” he replied. “But right
now I'd better go out to Hollywood and
talk to Sowers.”

When Doris had gone, he took a .88
automatic from his desk drawer, ex-
amined it, found it empty. He slapped
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a clip of cartridges into the butt and
placed the weapon in his shoulder hol-
ster.

OREY found Sowers on the Rialto
C lot. They were getting ready to
shoot a scene. Cameras were placed be-
fore an outdoor set representing a five-
story hotel. Sowers was conferring with
Leopold Riskoff, the director, when Corey
interrupted.

Sowers' hawklike face wore a mask of
annoyance as Corey led him aside. Riskoff
tore at his sleek hair and cursed at the
delay.

“Make it snappy!” Sowers growled.
“We've got to shoot this scene while we
have the sun.”

“It’'s about that phone call you made
to Doris Poore yesterday,” Corey said
seriously. “It's got her worried. | came
here to get an explanation.”

“Oh, that!” Sowers exclaimed blandly.

“Yes, that!”

“Listen,” Sowers' tone was confiden-
tial. “You wait right here until | get
through this stunt. I've got an angle you
ought to know about. | couldn’t explain
it to Doris; she doesn’t know the racket
like you and 1.”

“Okay,” Corey granted, “but don't try
to give me the slip.”

Sowers gave him a look that said,
“Nuts!” and returned to the group around
the cameras. Leading the still gesticu-
lating Riskoff by the arm, he drew him
away from the others and engaged him
in an earnest conversation, with frequent
glances at Corey.

Corey became suddenly interested in
the book he was carrying. He held it in
front of his chest and studied the back-
bone of the gaudy jacket.

Sowers broke away presently, to climb
the ladder behind the set. Riskoff hesi-
tated a moment, then walked behind the
set himself, conferred a moment with the
two wire men loafing at the foot of a
plank ramp. The larger of the two nodded,
and his eyelid lowered an instant. The
smaller one seemed to protest a moment,
then shrug as Riskoff turned his back.

Sowers was now at the top. He reached
up and grabbed the handle of an um-
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brella that dangled from a boom rigged
high above the set.

A stunt veteran himself, Corey got the
layout at a glance. The tip of the umbrella
was secured to a wire, which ran over a
pulley below the boom, then down to the
two men behind the set. Sowers would
grab the parasol handle and step off,
hanging on while the wire men lowered
him to the ground. The wire was amply
strong, yet so fine it would not be picked
up by the cameras.

On the screen it would appear that the
comedian, for whom Sowers was doubling,
was using the umbrella as a parachute
to float gently to earth.

A good gag, but not much of a stunt.
Anyone could hang onto that handle long
enough to be lowered safely.

Riskoff waved an
“Ready?”

Sowers looked back and repeated the
question. The two men behind the set
grabbed the wire, braced their feet, and
answered: “All set!”

“Shoot!” Sowers shouted.

Riskoff barked:

In an excellent imitation of the famous
comedian’s mannerisms, Sowers held the
parasol high and walked to the edge of
the set, teetered there a while in comic
indecision. Then he stepped off.

There was an instant of silence, fol-
lowed by the scream of wire flying un-
checked over the pulley, an anguished cry
from behind the set, a squirming figure
hurtling through the air, a nauseating
thud.

A strangled gasp arose from the little
knot of onlookers, changed to excited
shouts and the patter of running feet. No
need to run. There was no life in that
broken, grotesque heap that a moment
before had been Phil Sowers.

arm, yelled:

“Cameral”

HERE were plenty of willing hands

to pick up the body. The cause of the

tragedy lay behind the set. Corey hur-
ried in that direction.

The smaller of the two wire men, a

blond youth named Asmus, came around

the edge of the set at a stumbling trot,
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gazing at his raw, bloody hands, blub-
bering.

Corey grasped his shoulder, turned him
away from the crowd about the corpse,
said: “Better get over to the dispensary
with those hands, kid.”

Asmus looked up through tear-dimmed
eye3, mumbled: “We shouldn’'t have done
it—that way! We couldn’t—hold him!”

“Never mind that now. Get over to the
dispensary.”

The kid nodded dully and stumbled off
at the same dazed trot.

Dominick Banta, the veteran wire man,
big, beefy and bald, came along. His
usually ruddy face was pale, oozing an
icy dew.

Corey glanced down, grabbed him by
the wrist and ordered: “Let me see your
hands!”

Banta yanked the wrist free, continued
the upward motion with a balled fist that
landed on Corey’s chin—a crudely de-
livered uppercut, but with two hundred
pounds behind it.

Caught entirely unawares, outweighed
sixty pounds, Corey sat down hard, his
book clattering metallically to the ground.
He stayed down a moment shaking his
head, blinking the film from his eyes.

Banta didn’'t wait.

Corey picked himself up, recovered the
book and placed it tenderly in his pocket,
then went into the milling crowd around
the body, looking for the giant wire man.
He finally spied him being led around the
comer of a sound stage by Riskoff. When
Corey got there, the pair had disap-
peared.

Fifteen minutes later, Corey located
Riskoff in a dressing room, drinking
bonded bourbon from a bottle.

The dapper director was not a popular
figure. A former stunt aviator, and a good
one, he held his present, well-paying job
because he had married Gregory Graul-
in’s only daughter. Graulin, sole owner of
the Rialto studios, was past seventy and
feeble. Riskoff's wife was his sole heir;
so people were very polite to Riskoff, and
the director took that as a tribute to his
self-admitted genius. He now offered the
bottle to Corey with a patronizing air.

(03]

Corey shook his head and demanded:
“Where’s Banta?”

“1 sent him home to get his hands fixed
up. Wire burns. Too bad about Sowers.”

“Yes, what went wrong?”

“You saw it,” Riskoff answered. “The
boys couldn’t hold the wire. Phil shouldn’t
have changed it.”

“Changed what ?”

“Why, you're an old hand at the game.
You know how they work those gags.
They always crank slowly, and have the
wire men walk up an incline.”

“Yes?”

“Well, that's the way this was origi-
nally planned.”

“Why was it changed ?”

Riskoff shook his head, in exaggerated
patience, and explained:

“When Sowers got through talking to
you, he came to me and said | should tell
the boys to pay the wire through their
hands—said walking with it slowed the
action too much. | argued with him, but
a stunt man has the say as to how he’ll
do his job.”

Corey nodded for him to continue.

“1 didn’t have time to make an issue
of the matter. The sun was getting low,
and it would cost a couple of thousand
to get this gang back here tomorrow. |
just told the boys what Sowers wanted.
What the hell, it's his neck!”

“Was his neck,” Corey corrected.

“Yeh, too bad! Maybe it was just his
time.”

Corey nodded. “And right nicely timed,
too!”

“Meaning what?” RiskofFs voice was
hard.

“Meaning that Banta was head wire
man when something slipped up at Una-
mak and Dick Poore went over the falls.
Sowers let it be known that there was
something screwy about that so-called ac-
cident. I came out here to talk with
Sowers, to see the proof he said he had,
and Sowers has an accident before we
can get together—and again Banta is
head wire man.”

‘The trouble with you,” Riskoff
sheered, “is that you've been a detective
so long you're suspicious of everything.
I was director at Unamak myself, and
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| assure you that Dick’'s death was just
as accidental as Sowers’ was today.”

“Yes,” Corey agreed, “that's what |
was thinking.”

ISKOFF’'S bottle-filled hand paused

halfway to his mouth. His metallic
black eyes narrowed in shrewd, quizzical
wonder.

“You're a hard bird to figure out,
Corey,” he said at length, dryly.

“Shouldn’t be,” Corey grunted. “I've
put my cards on the table. I'm going over
to Sowers’ apartment now to look for that
proof he spoke of. Then I'm going to
get Santa and make him talk. I've an idea
that the Rialto studios will pay compen-
sation to Doris Poore for her husband’s
death when | get through.”

“You really flatter Banta,”
laughed.

Corey merely shrugged, turned to go.
He was halfway down the corridor when
Riskoff hailed him. Corey waited while
the director caught up, placed a familiar
arm over his shoulder.

“1 say, old man,” he began oilily, “you
wouldn't mind helping a fellow out, and
at the same time making yourself a buck,
would you V’

“Always willing to listen.”

“Sowers put me in a hell of a hole by
getting himself killed today,” Riskoff
went on. “He was supposed to do another
job tomorrow. You're an old hand at the
game. I'll give you five grand for the
stunt— just one day’s work.”

Corey’s face remained a blank mask as
he asked: “What's the layout?”

“Just a parachute jump and pickup by
another plane,” Riskoff explained airily.
“You jump at four thousand. I'll tail a
grapple behind my plane and hook your
‘chute. Then you climb up the 'chute and
rope, into my plane.”

“You're flying the pickup ship your-
self?”

“Yeh,” Riskoff replied. “I've flown you
before on plane-change stunts. Thought
you'd have confidence if | was at the
stick.”

“It does make me a little surer,” Corey
agreed in atoneless voice. “l can use five
thousand. What time tomorrow?”

Riskoff

TEN DETECTIVE ACES

“You'll do it then? Fine! Riskoff
beamed. “With Sowers gone, you're the
only one around here can do a tough
stunt like that. Be at the field at nine.
You'd better get home now and get some
sleep.”

“Glad you suggested it. You lay off the
bottle.”

“Fair enough!”

“Flying your own plane?” Corey asked.

Riskoff said he was and took Corey in-
to the office, where the usual agreement
was drawn up.

OREY didn't go home, however. It

was now getting dark, and he had a
lot to do. He drove directly to Sowers’
apartment. The dead stunt man had
lived alone in a bungalow court at the
foot of Hollywood Hills. When she heard
the news of her tenant’s death, the man-
ager furnished a pass key and would
have acted as a voluble escort had not
Corey’s glare sent her mumbling into
her own quarters.

Corey didn’'t know exactly what he
was searching for, but he deduced that
anything a man regarded as “proof” in a
lawsuit would be kept under lock and
key. Trunks, on a high shelf over the
wardrobe, looked like the best bet.

It was in the second trunk, a small
steamer affair. Corey recognized it at a
glance for what it was. The coiled sec-
tion of three-inch rope was the sort of
life-line that would have been used at
Unamak. Secured to the rope at three-
foot intervals, were smaller lines, ending
in loops that had been coiled into tight
twists by the shrinking effect of water.

Tied together in the trunk, was a
stack of metal rings, looking very much
like bicycle tire rims, but only eight
inches in diameter. Still pasted to the
rings were the original paper labels
of the manufacturer.

Those rings, metal spreaders to keep
the loops open, had never been placed,
or water would have washed away the
labels.

A motion picture of Dick Poore's
death flickered through Corey’s brain.
Dick had sped down the forty-mile-an-
hour current of the rapids in a frail
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canoe, while cameras with telescopic
lenses clicked on the shore. His hands
numb from the icy, splashing waters, he
had dropped his paddle at the last mo-
ment, had poised to grab the life-line.

He grabbed and hung on while the
swift current ripped the canoe from un-
der him. He reached under the surging
water to find a loop—a place in which
he could insert his arm and secure him-
self while he was being dragged to
safety.

But there was no loop—only a double
twist of spliced line that could not be
uncoiled with stiffening fingers. He
heaved himself over, clutched at the
next dangling line. No loop there
either.

Dick Poore’s frozen fingers hung on as
long as they could against the battering
current. The raging torrent finally
dragged him from the line, dashed him
over the falls. They found his body
hours later.

It was Dominick Banta's job to place
those rings. Phil Sowers knew he hadn't
done so. He had obtained the evidence
that would cost the studio half a mil-
lion dollars if Doris Poore should sue;
evidence that would cost Banta a well-
paying job and forever blacklist him
in Hollywood,

Why Sowers had kept silent all these
months, Corey didn't know; but it wasn't
hard to guess ....

Corey gathered up the evidence,
tapped his pocket to make sure the book
he carried was still there, and, after
leaving the key with the manager, strode
out to his sedan.

He opened the front door, tossed the
rope and rings toward the back seat,
started to climb in.

There was a sudden stirring in the
rear. Corey's scalp tightened as he
looked up into the muzzle of a revolver,
its nickeled surface reflecting the light
of a distant street lamp.

“Keep your mitts up! Get inside be-
hind the wheel I’

The voice belonged to
Banta.

Corey complied. There was nothing
else to do. He was already too far inside

Dominick
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to back out of the car in time. The
weapon was too far away to be grabbed
quickly. He inched his hand, though, to-
ward the shoulder holster under his
coat.

“Don’t do it!” Banta warned. "Don’t
go for that gun, or I'll blast you through
the windshield!”

His hands raised as far as the top
would permit, Corey sat down and slid
behind the wheel.

There was a moment of stiff, heavy
silence, that Banta broke with a satanic
chuckle.

“Nice work, Corey,” he laughed. “It's
a good thing I got here in time to see you
go inside. You brought the stuff out to
me, saved me the trouble of looking for
it myself.

“Always
jeered.

“Pal, hell! You'd fry me in a minute
if 1 gave you the chance. Don't move—
not a quiver now. I'm reachin’ for your
gun.”

Immediately, there came the cold pres-
sure of a muzzle on the back of Corey’s
neck, and the chill sent shivers dancing
down his spine.

like to help a pal,” Corey

ANTA reached over cautiously from

behind and lifted Corey's auto-
matic from its holster. Corey glanced
down at the groping hand, saw it was
covered with a thin, white cotton glove—
the kind pall-bearers wear. He could
see that the hand was not bandaged, nor
the glove stained.

His own elevated hands itched to grab
at the thick wrist, but he resisted the
suicidal impulse.

“What now?” he asked.

“Now I'm going to blow your head
off," Banta answered grimly. “lI know
you're wise that | let Sowers drop—
knew it when you asked to see my hands.
This stuff shows me you know why. If
Phil hadn't been so smart about that
Unamak slip-up, you and him might both
have lived.”

“Well, that's the way it goes,” Corey
said, trying to keep a cheerful tone in his
voice. “Here today, gone tomorrow!”
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Headlights approached from in front.

“Gone just as soon as that car gets
past,” Banta contradicted. “And if you
make a false move, and the guy stops,
why that’'s just one more | got to kill.”

“That's the trouble with murder,”
Corey observed, “once you start it, you
have to keep on doing it to cover up;
but you can’t always cover up."

The car was past now.

“Can the preachin’!” Banta growled.
“l ain’t slippin’ up this time. | wear
gloves—no fingerprints. | shoot you with
your own gun—no tracin’ the bullets
to me.”

The hopeless stupor Corey had been
fighting changed to a fierce feeling of
elation. He couldn’t let the fellow change
his mind on that last idea. He said:

“You're smarter than | thought you
were, Banta.”

Then he watched the shadows behind
through the rear-view mirror, felt the
pressure of one gun go off his neck, to
be replaced immediately by the fresh
coldness of the other muzzle. He felt
Banta shift the grip from his left hand
to his right and knew that the first gun
had been laid down momentarily.

His nerves keyed for that moment, his
muscles tense, Corey spun around. He
ignored the muzzle of his own automatic
against his neck, for he remembered he
had not pulled back the slide when he
loaded the gun in his office—there was
no cartridge in the chamber.

But Banta didn't know that. He found
out in a moment, when he squeezed des-
perately on the trigger and nothing hap-
pened. He grabbed his own gun from
the seat where he had placed it, but not
before Corey had a chance to swing
around in the front seat.

Corey seized Banta's left wrist in his
own right hand as the frantic wire man
raised his own revolver. Banta pulled
the trigger blindly, and the air inside the
car seemed to tear wide open. Powder,
scorching gases, singed Corey's ear, as
the bullet plowed through the top of the
sedan.

But not even that blast in his ear could
slow Corey’s lightning movements. Hold-
ing the imprisoned wrist firmly, he
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grasped the hand holding the revolver
in his own left, bent it back suddenly.

In a frenzy of thwarted murder, Banta
kept on shooting. But the pressure on
his hand had turned the gun upon him-
self. His second bullet plowed through
his own throat.

Banta lived for an hour, but did no
more talking; and Corey would have
liked to talk.

ACK in the city, Corey dashed into
his own small laboratory, which
adjoined his office. Reaching into his
pocket, he tossed the book on the table.

“See what we have here, will you?” he
asked.

David Lundgren, his assistant, who
did his developing, glanced at the jacket
and said:

“Looks like Gone With the Wind.”

“1 almost was,” Corey laughed, “and |
might be tomorrow. Right now, I've got
plenty to do.”

He outlined what he was working on.

“Rush that job over to the institute as
soon as it's ready,” he instructed, “even
if you have to get the mutes out of bed.
When they have it doped out, rush the
results to Cahuenga Airport. Bring the
police if the film shows anything to jus-
tify such action. I'll be at the airport the
rest of the night.”

“Right”

Corey sprinted to his office and un-
hooked the wire from the visitor’s chair.
He reloaded the camera with an over-
size reel of motion-picture film. Placing
the camera and the wire in his pocket,
he dashed for the car.

The airport where Riskoff kept his
plane was a private one. It was now
nearly midnight. A sleepy watchman
was the only person present. The fellow
had been around a long time, and he
remembered Corey.

“Listen, Jake,” Corey said to him,
“Phil Sowers got Killed today. I'm taking
his place on a stunt tomorrow. I've got
to make a jump. Have you got two
‘chutes around here?”

“Sure. What do you want, a twenty-
two and a twenty-eight?”

“That's right."
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Jake disappeared in the hangar office,
to emerge presently lugging two packed
parachutes,

“Got a place I can fold them myself?”
Corey asked.

“Oh, they're packed okay,” Jake pro-
tested mildly. “Scotty does 'em. He's a
licensed rigger.”

“TO pack them over myself—then I'll
know they’ll open.”

“Can't say that | blame you,” Jake
agreed. “It's your neck. The folding
table is kinda cluttered up, but | can
clear it off.”

“Thanks.”

They went inside the other hangar,
and Jake flashed on the lights.

“Oh, by the way,” Corey asked cas-
ually, “which ship are they using for
the pickup tomorrow?”

“Armstrong’s—that Consolidated over
there. Banta was out this morning to rig
up the hook.”

“That's been changed,” Corey an-
nounced, refraining from speaking the
profane remarks passing through his
head. *“Riskoff's making the pickup.
Which is his plane?”

Jake pointed to a low-wing cabin job.

Jake left, said he had to make his
rounds and hang around the office in
case the phone rang.

Corey worked feverishly, but prepara-
tions for the morrow took him until
almost daylight. He removed the rope,
which terminated in a three-prong grap-
ple hook, from Armstrong’s plane, and
secured it to the landing gear of Ris-
koff's ship.

He remained inside the four-place
cabin awhile, tinkering, then ran a wire
out to where the rope was fastened to
a strut, carefully concealing it in the
stream-lined fairing. Interrupted occa-
sionally by Jake making the rounds, he
had to use the electric drill at odd mo-
ments. That job complete, he refolded
the 'chutes. Then, using one for a pillow,
he stretched himself on the table for a
few hours of sleep.

COREY climbed out of the cockpit
and stood on the wing of the bi-
plane. Below, and to one side, were the
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two camera planes. Still farther down,
at the two-thousand-foot level, was
Riskoff in the pickup ship.

Corey waved his arm. There was an
answering signal from each of the cam-
eramen. Corey crouched on the trailing
edge of the wing and stepped off into
space.

He suddenly found he was enjoying
himself hugely—that exhilarating sen-
sation of the clean air whistling past
his ears, of the earth rotating crazily,
now above, now below, as he seemed to
float, motionless, in space. For a few
delicious moments he was a stunt man
again, not a manhunter.

With regret he reached up and tugged
at the ring over his breast. The harness
tightened on him with a snap. Above
him, clean white silk bellied out into
the air.

Cameras ground away in the two
planes spiralling down near-by, follow-
ing his descent.

Riskoff’s plane appeared below, fly-
ing directly toward him. Corey had an
anxious moment of wondering whether
that churning propeller would chew up
his parachute. This was going to be
close.

But Riskoff pulled up at the last mo-
ment—pulled up too high, nearly stalled.
The hook missed.

The plane fell off on one wing and
circled for another try, while Corey
floated slowly toward the earth.

Closer than ever this time .... The
parachute billowed in the prop wash as
Riskoff flew close overhead, his landing
gear skimming the silk. But the hook
caught. One tine of the grapple pierced
the silk and ripped its way through, to
hold at the top vent-ring.

Corey reached for the shroud lines and
started to climb as the camera planes
closed in. Hand over hand he went up,
six—eight—ten feet.

But it was hard going, impossible
going. The weight of the extra ’'chute
strapped to his breast, Use wind as he
was dragged through the air at eighty
miles an hour, spun him around like the
tail of a kite.
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Sliding back to the end of the shrouds,
Corey fumbled with the buckles,
shrugged out of the harness. The spare
parachute, his sole measure of safety,
was dropped.

Watching it fall, Corey made a quick
estimate of his present altitude, now
less than a thousand feet. He glanced
upward at the plane from which he
dangled, and cursed Riakoff. That fool,
waving down at him from the eabin win-
dow, was pushing the stick forward,
gently but steadily, losing precious
altitude,

Corey began the climb again. Unen-
cumbered, the shroud lines were easy.
He went up them like a monkey up a
pole. The silk was harder. The wind-
filled folds of silk cloth offered nothing
to grasp. Every hand-hold had to be
fought for.

Suddenly a wet spray drenched Corey,
almost blinded him before he could close
his eyes. Gasoline! Riakoff had dumped
his tanks.

The drone of the engines became a
sputter, a barking cough, died out alto-
gether with a gasp. Out of gas! Riskoff
put the nose down immediately, just a
bit more than was necessary to glide
without danger of stalling.

Climbing feverishly, fighting for each
hand-hold, Corey opened his smarting
eyes and estimated the angle of glide—
saw that Riskoff was heading for a flat
space in the valley, five miles from the
airport, and out of sight from it because
of the intervening line of jagged hills.

They had less than four hundred feet
of air under them when Corey’'s aching
fingers clutched the hook. Riskoff was
leaning out, watching, his swarthy face
tense.

This was where Corey had planned to
rest. He still had fifty feet of rope be-
tween him and the plane— less than four
hundred feet between him and the
ground. That ground was close enough
now to look hard. It was generously
sprinkled with stones. Emphatically, not
a place to be dragged beneath a plane
coming in for a dead-stick landing.

With ashing fingers Corey grasped the

TEN DETECTIVE ACES

rope and pulled himself up, hand over
stiffening hand.

Riskoff stopped watching now. He
pulled his head inside, and the plane
side-slipped—lost two hundred feet in
one sidewise swoop.

With the blood pounding in his tem-
ples, his lungs bursting from the exer-
tion, Corey condemned Riskoff to the
eternal fires and drove his numbing arms
and hands ever upward. Reach, grab,
pull up, reach again . ... His compact
body seemed to weigh a ton.

At last his fingers touched the knot,
reached above it and grasped a landing-
gear strut. Riskoff had already flattened
out to land. Corey felt the ground drag-
ging at his feet With a last dispairing
effort, he kicked his feet high over his
head, caught a shoe over a strut, and
locked it with his other foot. Then he
straightened his arms and arched his
back as the wheels touched and bounced.

HEN the plane stopped roiling,

Corey dropped the few inches to
the ground, where he lay a moment,
gasping, flexing his numbed fingers. He
unbuckled his parachute harness and
wriggled out, scrambled to his feet in
front of the wing.

Overhead, the camera planes were
circling madly, as if the pilots wondered
whether to risk a landing in that small,
clear space already occupied. One broke
away presently and streaked for the
airport.

Riskoff had already climbed from the
eabin, was standing on the wing now,
looking back over the ground on which
his plane had just bounced—looking for
Corey's body.

Corey stood up and said: “Here | am.
Didn’t you think I would make it?”

Riskoff swung around at the voice.
His eyes bugged out like squeezed

grapes. The blood drained from his
tanned face. He forced a sickly smile
and said:

“Gosh, I'm glad to see you again, old
man. | had to land. Got so excited watch-
ing you climb that I kicked the gasoline
dump-valve.”



STUNT DEVIL

“You wouldn't do a thing like that
on purpose?”

“On purpose? Man, are you crazy?”

“1 was beginning to think so about the
time that gasoline smacked me in the
face,” Corey snapped.

Then he noticed the blackjack partly
concealed in Riskoff's palm.

“What was the sap intended for?” he
asked. “To finish me off in case | was
still breathing?”

Riskoff looked down guiltily. His face
reddened. Then his lips twisted into a
snarl, and he took a step forward, poised
on the front of the wing, and raised the
weapon over his head. He leaped, and
the blackjack was swung in an arc meant
to include Corey’s head.

Corey stepped back quickly. His foot
came down on a stone, and he fell over
backwards, the cursing Riskoff on top
of him, straddling his chest.

The first blow had missed. Clawing
for Corey’s face, Riskoff raised the other
hand to strike again. Corey jerked his
head aside, and the blackjack dented the
hard ground beside his ear.

Corey freed an arm from under Ris-
koff's knee and threw a punch at the
livid face snarling over him. Riskoff
straightened, dodged the blow. But as he
went back, Corey heaved one leg upward
and locked the heel under his assailant’s
chin. Quickly he re-enforced that leg
with the other one and pulled Riskoff
over backwards.

Squirming quickly from under the
weight of the other’s haunches, Corey
grabbed Lor a foot and locked a toe hold
on the struggling director. Then he
inched down until he had Riskoff's head
between his thighs. Locking his feet, he
poured on the agonizing pressure of a
head scissors, changed Riskoff's curses
to screams, then grunts, then gasps, as
he twisted the captured toe.

Riskoff went limp. Corey untangled his
legs and scrambled to his feet, picking
up the fallen blackjack on the way.

A siren sounded in the distance.

With the pressure off hi3 head, con-
sciousness quickly returned to Riskoff.
He sat up, blinking and gasping.
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Corey stood over him and asked: “Do
you want some more?”

Riskoff recoiled and shook his head.

After a moment, he said: “You've got
nothing on me. As far as the rest of the
world is concerned, spilling the gas was
an accident, and you got sore about it
and attacked me after we landed. That's
my story— let’s see you prove different.”

“We'll see when that squad car arrives.
It wouldn’t be coming if | was wrong.”

“So what?”

“I've got a movie camera concealed in
the cabin of your plane, wired so it
would start when your grapple picked
up the weight of me and my 'chute. 1 in-
stalled it last night. It carries enough
film for fifteen minutes—plenty of time
to show how you tripped the gas, how
you deliberately side-slipped to get down
before I could finish the climb.

Riskoff paled, started to his feet.

Corey balanced the blackjack and told
him to sit down, adding:

“I'll bet ten to one you tripped that
gas dump on purpose, just like I'm bet-
ting you put Banta up to dropping
Sowers—and all because Sowers had the
goods on you on the Unamak stunt, and
you were afraid Doris would sue you for
half a million, and collect.”

“You're nuts!” Riskoff jeered, but
without conviction. “Why should | care
if Doris does collect? The studio would
pay—not me.”

“Because you're the studio, or will be
when Graulin kicks off, which won't be
long. Any settlement would be just as
good as out of your pocket, and plenty of
murders have been committed for lesser
stakes. You paid off Sowers for fifteen
months, to keep his mouth shut. Then
when he upped the ante, threatened to
tell unless you came across, you and
Banta killed him.”

“You're bluffing!” Riskoff insisted
weakly. “You can’t prove | had anything
to do with Sowers’ death. Doris might
sue me and collect; even you might, if
that camera of yours was working, but
you can’'t pin a murder rap on me, be-
cause you can't prove that Sowers didn't
order that wire change himself.”
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HE police car rolled up, Lundgren
T jumped out, seemed surprised to
see Corey still alive. After pounding his
back, calling him a lucky stiff, he said:

“That camera stunt of yours sure is
great stuff. I developed the roll you took
at the studio, and had the mutes read it.
They got every word Sowers said before
he went up for his stunt, and there
wasn’t a thing said about changing the
wire handling. Sowers was blackmailing
Riskoff right before the camera—said if
he didn't come across with a hundred
grand, he would be a witness when Doris
Poore sued. That's a good murder motive
in any language. That's why | brought
the cops,”

Riskoff looked around, bewildered.

“That book | was carrying,” Corey re-
minded him. “It was a prop book, with a
movie camera inside.”

“And that shot of Riskoff talking to
Banta just before Sowers was killed,”
Lundgren continued, “showed Banta
nodding and winking, while Asmus pro-
tested.”

“That ought to make the case com-
plete,” Corey commented. “Especially
since both Banta and Riskoff tried to kill
me later.”

“Say, when did you suspect this bird
of ordering Banta to let Sowers drop?”
Lundgren wanted to know.

“When Riskoff said Banta's hands
were wire-burned, after | had seen they
were not,” Corey grinned. “The hunch
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got stronger when he asked me to do
the stunt—stronger still when he said
he'd fly the pickup plane himself. What
a perfect setup for making murder look
like an accident! By the way, that’s one
for the book—committing murder before
witnesses and deliberately having the
crime filmed for all the world to see.”

“But why did you tackle the stunt, if
you thought he would try to kill you?”

“Because | knew the cameras would be
on me; that he would have to make it
look like an accident. The only way to
do that would be to rig the grapple to
let go, or to make a quick landing and
drag me. By rigging the grapple myself,
I made that safe. I thought the extra
‘chute would guard against the other
contingency. But | had to drop the 'chute
to make the climb. | took a big chance
there, which | guess we’ll have to blame
to professional pride.”

Protesting incoherently that he want-
ed to see his lawyer, Riskoff was led to
the police car.

Corey said: “Don’t forget, you owe
me five thousand for this stunt, to say
nothing of the fat settlement you’ll have
to make on Doris Poore and her baby
for the botched-up job that killed Dick,
That won't leave you much to pay your
lawyer.”

“Now what,” asked the police ser-
geant, “would you do with five thousand
dollars?”

“Wire my cameras for sound.”



Officer Danny McFee suspected his beautiful wife of wearing - -

The Judas Brand

By Clem Beal

BRUPTLY, Plainclothes man
A Danny McFee halted his swing-

ing stride up the black tunnel of
the alley. His forehead was festooned
with clammy sweat at the belated
thought that if the chief found him down
there ahead of the others, it would be as
good as evidence that he was tipping off
“Digger” Charlie— especially if the trap
should spring on thin air again. Danny
McFee began silently calling himself
names as he flitted once more toward
the deserted dimly lighted waterfront
street.

He was halfway up the gorgelike alley
when the soft thud of hurrying feet
ahead of him flattened his hard body
against the side of the warehouse. He
held his breath, striving to quiet the
thumping of his heart as his eyes bored
into the darkness.

A shadowy figure took brief outline as
it hurried past; and Danny stood there
weakly, staring with smarting eyes and a
lump in his throat. Something like a
groan vibrated from his tensed lips as he
hesitated there, stricken motionless by
this abrupt shattering of his convictions.
For Olga had come— and her breath-
less haste told him in letters of fire
against his brain on what mission she
had come.

As though trying to recover from a
physical blow, Danny shook his head like
a spaniel until once more he could think
clearly. Then he deliberately turned, eas-
ing after the slim figure that the dark-
ness had swallowed. The police must not
find Olga there. For himself, it didn’t
matter. But Olga— Somehow, he had to
get her away before police bullets tore
through her soft, young body.

A whisper of sound jerked him up rig-
idly. He peered around the corner in time
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to see the black outline of a narrow
door swing shut in the river end of the
warehouse. It was as though it had shut
against the foolish happiness of the past
year of his life.

Danny’'s long fingers clenched spas-
modically, nails biting into his palms. His
bronzed face burned, then blanched as
the developments of the afternoon seared
through his brain. The chief’s terse warn-
ing grated again in his ears:

“1 hate to say this, Danny, but | got
lo. Your wife was seen with Digger Char-
lie the very day we had our trap set for
him. I'm warning you that if we fail
again tonight, we’'ll have to investigate
Olga’s relations with him. We've kept
tonight's showdown under cover, even
from our own men. They won’t know
what it's all about till we get ready to go.
If there’'s a leak this time—"

McFee had almost struck the chief, had
mastered his rage just in time. White-
faced, he had turned away, the fires of
hell in his breast. For the chief was put-
ting him and Olga on the spot with Dig-
ger Charlie.

Because Olga was not home when he
returned at supper time, Danny found
himself half believing that she was not
on the level. For the first time, he won-
dered if he had not been a fool for
marrying a girl about whom he knew
nothing, other than the fact that he
had found her working in a beer joint
that was the known hangout of Dig-
ger Charlie.

But Danny knew that he had not ex-
pected to find Olga down here, trying to
warn Digger Charlie of the police trap.
He had come, just as a last resort, be-
cause he had previously visited every
known resort of the dope smuggler and
had not found her.
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ANNY McFEE stole around the

corner, glancing at the luminous
dial of his watch. The chief and his men
were due any minute, to set the trap, and
Danny should have reported at head-
quarters ten minutes ago to join them.
According to the tip-off, Digger Charlie
would be rowing in from the tramp
steamer out there in the river abreast the
warehouse on the full of the tide, to cache
his smuggled shipment of dope some-
where in the great, weather-beaten shell
lurching out over the black water.

Catlike, McFee darted for the door, his
feet silent on the floor of decayed wood
and cinders. For a heartbeat of time he
listened, heard the soft thud of cautious
footsteps retreating into the cavernous
maw of the great building. He heard the
rumble of voices, and for an instant, light
filtered dimly through the cracks of the
door. Then he slipped inside, closing the
door silently.

He crept forward into the stygian
gloom, his direction gauged by the faint
rustling movements ahead. He wanted to
cry out in the agony of his heart, to call
her name, but reason told him that it
would mean suicide—and possibly death
for Olga. Suppose the chief had delib-
erately lied to him about the time. Sup-
pose the trap were already set, the chief
and his men even now in ambush.

Like a hunger-desperate animal, Dan-
ny inched silently forward over the plank
flooring. The sudden, loud gurgle of the
river warned him in the nick of time of
the opened trapdoor. Another step, and
he would have plunged through. . . .

So abruptly as to be unreal, he heard
Olga’s voice, whispered, desperate with
pleading: “You've got to believe me, |
tell you. The police know about your plans
tonight. They'll be here any minute.
Would | run the risk of coming here, if
| didn't know? Hurry, you fool! Warn
Charlie and—and the others before it's
too late.”

“l suppose your cat-footiag husband
give you the dope; sent you down here as
a special favor—he likes us so much!”

Danny recognized the sneering voice
of Slim Breen, who was more ruthless
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than Digger Charlie himself, if that were
possible.

“Yes, yes! It's on the level. Danny got
it from headquarters just a few hours
ago. I've been everywhere trying to find
Charlie — in time. And now you only
stand there and let them walk right into
death.”

“Listen, sister,” Breen’s voice rasped,
“1 don't know what your game is, but
you're all wet. Bight now, the flatfoots
are sucking their thumbs across the riv-
er, waiting for the Digger to land the
stuff there. We found the stool that's been
leaking on us—and now he’s our pigeon.
We know how to handle things like that,
the Digger and me. Why, he was just
tickled to pieces to give the dicks a phony
steer for us after we got through with
him. That sneaking husband of yours
has been making a fool out of you, if you
ask me!”

Danny tensed, hardly believing his
ears. So the chief had framed him—
hadn’t trusted him with tonight’s racket,
after all. The pulse at his temple throbbed
fiercely for a moment, then subsided as
cold anger rippled through his body. But
he couldn’'t afford to think about that—
now. There was work to be done that no
one man had any business to tackle, un-
less he were tired of living. Danny McFee
smiled faintly there in the darkness. The
chief not only had tricked him—he had
practically signed his death warrant at
the same time. And McFee wondered
how a man felt—after he had sent a man
to his death.

Before he could plan his action, there
came the muffled thump of oarlocks and
the gurgling swish of water around care-
fully dipped blades.

“Stay right where you are, sister!”
Breen’s low-pitched voice grated. “Char-
lie'll be wanting to see you again.”

The beam of a flashlight stabbed
through the darkness, playing down into
the water. Danny McFee was aware of
vague relief that the lifted trapdoor
threw bis side of the opening into deep
shadow.

The bow of a big skiff shot into the
open, and Digger Charlie’s squat body
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vaulted through the trap, his thick face
showing wolfishly for an instant in the
blaze of light. He was followed by a
younger man, whose slender body seemed
to quiver with nervousness.

“We've got it!” Digger Charlie gloated,
unbuttoning his coat to pat the bulging
pockets of a canvas money belt. “Enough
to net us ten grand . . . Who's that!”
he snapped suddenly, blunt fingers dart-
ing for the automatic under his arm.

“Don’'t be so damned nervous!” Breen

pat. “It's only the jane come to warn
us about the dicks. She didn’t know about
‘he phony steer.”

Digger Charlie lunged toward Olga and
pulled her into the circle of light. Her
eyes were big and luminous with fear.
Her faltering voice ripped through Dan-
ny’'s heart.

“1 warned you, like you said, Charlie.
Now you've got to do your part—keep
your promise.”

“Sure, sure! But we can’'t hang around
here. Come along, sweetheart. After |
plant the snow, we'll run up to my place,
eh? Maybe we'll celebrate a little, just to
show there’s no hard feelings.”

Olga winced as his fingers bruised the
tender flesh of her arm. Digger Charlie’s
grasp tightened. He laughed harshly,
:neeringly; and at that laugh, something
snapped in Danny McFee . ...

IKE a whip McFee’s six feet of sinu-
L ous body snapped out of the shadow,
clearing the trapdoor by a matter of
inches. His arm flashed upward in a
swinging arc, crashing a fist flush on the
point of Digger Charlie's thick jaw.

The gangster’s toes snapped from the
floor, and he piled up with a thud at the
feet of Breen. McFee whirled just as
Breen's flashlight clattered to the floor,
plunging the great empty shell into dark-
ness.

A spurt of flame blasted Danny McFee
sideways, sent him reeling as Breen's
slug tore through his shoulder. He heard
Olga’s scream and steadied with a tre-
mendous effort, clattering away a few
steps to draw Breen'’s fire out of her di-
rection. Awkwardly he clutched his auto-
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matic, striving to steady it in the unfa-
miliar grip of his left hand. His eyes
were smarting and temporarily blinded
from bursting flame. If Olga would only
steal away and give him a clear field, so
he could shoot it out with the rats.

Faintness gripped him so suddenly that
he swayed and dropped hastily to a knee.
He was conscious of the abrupt silence
all at once, and wondered desperately if
he were losing his senses. The automatic
was getting so heavy that he could hardly
hold it. And then he heard a slowly re-
laxed breath in the direction where he
had last seen Breen.

Deliberately, forcing his strength, Mc-
Fee steadied the automatic, finger wav-
ing on the trigger. He shook his head pet-
tishly as though to scatter the enveloping
mist from his eyes. And then, directly
in front of him, flame belched from the
floor, and he heard Breen shriek above
the deafening report and the thud of his
falling body.

“You lousy double-crosser,” Digger
Charlie’s voice whispered. “You've had
it coming for a long time. And you ain’t
the only one.”

Danny kept a trancelike quiet, eyes
boring through the darkness, ears strain-
ing to catch the sound of Digger Charlie's
rising body. He prayed silently that Olga
had escaped, knew in his heart that she
was still waiting. And apparently the
third man was waiting, too— waiting for
Danny’s fire to give away his position.

Mind and body tortured, Danny tried
to think. But it was like trying to think
himself out of a tomb. His mind should
have been concentrated on the two blood-
hungry gangsters. Instead, it was tor-
turing itself with images of Olga, who
should have been trying to escape.

Suddenly a light stabbed out of the
darkness on his left, a tiny button of
light that filled the great shell with eerie
shadows, but etched the crouched figure
and snarlingfaeeof Digger Charlie, auto-
matic pointing—and gist back of him, Ms
companion, white faced, shaking.

MePea’s gun spat lead, even as Digger
Charlie whirled to wreak slug vengeance
upon the owner of that betraying light.
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The gangster’'s squat bulk quivered,
swayed, pitched to the floor,

Danny McFee heard Olga’s scream as
he turned to square accounts with the
survivor of the crooks. The slim young
man stood rooted to the spot near the
trapdoor. His face was ghastly in the
dim light. But he did not move, even when
Danny’s gun menaced him.

With a swish of skirts that distracted
Danny’s attention, Olga threw herself in
front of the gangster, holding the glare
of her tiny flashlight in Danny’s eyes.
And then, abruptly, Danny’'s vision
cleared, and the snarl in his throat
turned to a creak of anguish. He realized
that he was sick—sick to death.

HE crashing entrance of the police
drowned out Olga’'s heart-broken
words, but in the glare of their powerful
light Danny could see her lips moving.
And when Danny fell, he didn't know
whether Olga’s arms were around him, or
those of the chief. He only knew that his
head was cradled against something
tremulous and soft.
The chief bent to catch his words, tried
to grin understandingly.

“Qlga’s brother—helped me—saved my

TEN DETECTIVE ACES

life. Don't mix him up with — this.
Chief—"

The chief leaned over him, face drawn.

“Yes, Danny boy ?”

“Go to hell! Danny whispered—and
slumped. . ..

An hour later, his shoulder probed and
bandaged, Danny leaned against the
cushions of his white, iron bed and tried
to smoke a cigarette. The nurse glanced
at Olga’s tear-wet face again and hastily
left the room. Olga walked over to gaze
down at him, timidly, adoringly.

“Danny, darling—how long have you
known about—about my brother? | tried
so hard to keep it from you, to save you
trouble—and tried so hard to save him
from Digger Charlie. He promised to let
Larry alone, if I'd tell him all 1 knew
about the police. Oh, Danny, | never
meant to deceive you; | only wanted to
save him.”

Danny’s eyes squinted painfully. Slow-
ly he released a long held breath. He
groped for her hand.

“1f I'm dreaming, sweetheart, don't
wake me up. If I'm not, just remind me
tomorrow that I'm the luckiest fool that
ever saw red. And now, I'm going to sleep.
That seems to be the only time | do any
thinking—when I'm passing out.”



A Snitch In Time

By Joe Archibald

Author of “The Morgae the Merrier,” “G-man Friday,” etc.

A shady citizen drops a TNT bomb on Abigail's tepee—demolishing a
first-rate garden and a second-rate gardener. And Iron Jaw rushes out
4 to make a pinch. But Snooty and Scoop, crackpot newshawks, h
read the funny papers for a dizzy clue.

because of Abigail Hepplethwaite
who Is a quaint old doll living in
Back Bay. Abigail could easily balance
the U. S. A. budget if it came to a crisis
and still have enough rocks left over to
build another wall around China. Me and
Snooty Piper are well acquainted with
the opulent old girl as we have crossed
her path quite frequently in our very
feverish pursuit of news for Mr. Gumpy
who owns the Evening Star.
One day, without any warning, Abigail
decides to organize the women of Bean-
town to suppress crime at its very roots

IT all happened one time in the Hub

which, of course, means the young citizen
body of the metropolis. Consequently,
Abigail steps on the pedal digits of many
taxpayers when she makes her first
speech in the Copley Plaza. Me and
Snooty Piper attend the first important
meeting of the Hepplethwaite Society of
Crime Prevention, and Mr. Guppy says it
is a very wonderful work she is doing
and for us to cooperate in every way.

“First,” Snooty says, “lron Jaw
O’Shaughnessy should be discharged.
Crime would then be reduced seventy-
five per cent. | will suggest that to
Abigail.”
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“You keep your traps shut at that
meeting,” Dogface, our city editor, blasts
at us. “1 do not understand Mr. Guppy
sometimes. He would send a wolf out to
hunt for a lost lamb.”

“1 must remind you,” Snooty says loft-
ily, “that Abigail asked that no other
journalists but me and Scoop be at the
meeting. Now play that one on your
zither. Come on, Scoop.”

It is quite a gathering in the Copley
Plaza. Abigail makes a very potent speech
that does not spare some very respected
citizens to say the least.

“1 will not waste time dolling up the
King’'s English,” she chirps, waving her
lorgnette around like she is warding off
gnats. “We will start right in to discuss
the causes of juvenile delinquency. What
is the reason for the overcrowding of the
reform schools? | got the liver scared out
of me only yesterday afternoon. | came
out of my front gate and fell over three
kids tossing the galloping dominoes. |
pick myself up and one says for me to
beat it you old antique or we will put a

finger on you. Imagine it? Galloping
dominoes—"
“Wha-a-a-t?” a very haughty blue-

blooded dame interrupts.

“Dice to you,” Abigail glowers. “Don’t
you ever read? Stop interrupting. I'm
running this meeting.”

“Ha, ha,” laughs Snooty and | kick him
in the shins.

“That's what starts the young genera-
tion on a career of crime,” Abigail goes
on. “They sell the kids dice, playing cards
and roulette wheels on their way home
from Sunday school. They play cops and
robbers and nobody wants to be the cop.
Oh I'll put a stop to this! I'll stop those
movies from letting the potential tax
payers in blouses see movies of gang
molls and choppers. Then there’'s the
newspaper that comes into our best
homes. The Evening Star. Mr. Guppy
will hear from me. | will wash up every
bit of advertising he gets if he doesn’t
toss out two of those so-called comic
strips he runs. Pick up an Evening Star
any night, girls—"

“She would call a tapir a field mouse,”
Snooty whispers. “Girls! Ha—"
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“Piper!” Abigail roars, “One more
crack out of you, and I'll toss you out on
your ear.”

All is quiet and the old girl goes on:
“That strip | mean is called ‘Hot Spots
in the Lives of Public Enemies.’ It is a
disgrace. What is the matter with depict-
ing the lives of honest citizens? No! Mr.
Guppy knows the kids go for that tripe
because they get a kick out of seeing
guns going off and knocking off honest
citizens. | will personally see to it that
Mr. Guppy throws out that other thing
he calls a comic strip. ‘Guttersnipe Ger-
tie!” All about a gangster’'s moll who
starts hitting cops with slingshots when
she is only six years old. It is a disgrace.
No wonder a lot of citizens who have not
yet even voted are ready for the hot
squat, ladies.”

E and Snooty see a lot of the very
M rich dames looking at each other
like what they have heard is all over
their noggins. But Abigail is not daunted.
She says she will have every hock shop
in Beantown fine-combed for gats so that
rough characters cannot get them to rub
out honest tax payers. She will have
every neighborhood movie censored too,
she says, before the little citizens can
get a gander at them.
“Mr. Guppy is going to be quite burned
up with all this,” Snooty observes to me.
“Gertie is a very good circulation bet

anyway you look at her. | will miss it.
l—er—I1 mean it will give us lower
stipends, | imagine.”

“Wait until the howls start,” | says.

“Abigail has started something quite as
bad as anything could be.”

“1 will build club houses out of my own
pocket if | have to,” the old dame goes on,
“To keep the coming generation out of
junk yard huts and gutters. | intend to
stamp out crime among the juveniles if
it puts me in the poorhouse. Are you with
me, ladies of the Hepplethwaite Society
of Crime Prevention?”

All the old girls nod, and it is a good
bet that if any one of them did not,
Abigail would have made a “yes woman”
out of her with a buffet from her
lorgnette in very short order. The meet-
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ing adjourns and me and Snooty go up
to the rostrum to chat with Abigail.

“Well, boys,” she chortles, “was that
hot enough for you? Guppy will be in a
strait-jacket by midnight, ha ha,”

“1 would give up the limousine and
buy an army tank to go shopping in if
I was you,” Snooty says. “l imagine cer-
tain tax payers would go to any end to
render you defunct, Ab— er— Miss Hep-
plethwaite.”

“They will have to use dynamite,” the
old girl snorts. “In my time I've fallen
six stories to a cement sidewalk; stepped
in front of a truck once and helped to
carry the driver to the hospital. | stayed
under water for twenty minutes when
| fell off a bridge some years back, but
they brought me around all right. What
could hurt me?”

It is quite a laugh me and Snooty have
with Abigail, and then she takes us
where we want to go without us even
saying where to put us off. The limousine
stops at the Greek's.

“How did you guess we were goin’
here?” Snooty asks her.

“Would | have to be smart to know that
a cat would like to go to a fish market?”
the snappy old dame chirps. “Hurry up,
boys, and get out. | have just time enough
to get to the Old Howard. Write up what
| said and don't spare the horses, will
you?”

“She is quite a character, isn't she,
Scoop?” Snooty says to me. “I can’'t wait
until Mr. Guppy reads what we write.”

It is two hours later that we turn in
our copy, and who is pacing around very
nervously waiting to read it but Mr.
Guppy as well as Dogface Woolsey.

“Great old girl—Abigail,” Mr. Guppy
chirps as we hand the stint to him. “Yes-
sir, Abigail is one in a million. Heart of
gold—shows you the regard she has for
me. No other reporters allowed to—er—
what's this, Piper!” he suddenly trum-
pets. “Look here, Binney, is this a joke?
Well—by—you're fired! Get out of here
or—"

“Keep your camisole on,” Snooty tosses
at the owner of the Evening Star. “If you
think we're kidding, call up Abigail Hep-
plethwaite. Go on, | dare you. Ha, we
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have reported her speech word for word,
Mr, Guppy, and that is what we were
hired to do. Just pick up the 'phone—"

R. GUPPY does what Snooty dares

him to do, and in just two minutes
he thrcfws the thing against the wall and
goes into a violent rhumba.

“She can’'t do this to me!” he howls.
“She says she’ll hand me plenty more if
| don’t toss out those comic strips, Wool-
sey. Why, Guttersnipe Gertie is—why,
we'd lose twenty thousand readers over
night! And the gangster stuff—they're
howling for it. It's a dirty trick! Why
that old war horse, that shriveled up
human pecan, I'll—"

“Great old girl,”
“one in a million,
earth—"

Mr. Guppy gets very ugly about it all,
and he and Dogface Woolsey chase us out
of the city room and clear down the street.
We pause for breath near a hydrant on
Cornhill and who happens along but a
very large citizen wearing a derby hat
that looks too small for his noodle al-
though we are sure it would hold three
pecks of potatoes. It is Iron Jaw
O’Shaughnessy, who is on the payroll of
The Hub as a detective which makes him
liable any minute to apprehension as a
citizen who is obtaining legal tender un-
der false pretenses. Iron Jaw could not
find a pachyderm’s footprints if it walked
across Fenway Park in a foot of snow.

“Good evening, Iron Jaw,” Snooty says.
“Your licorice seems to be on fire.”

“Why, that is his cigar,” | says. “He
does not even waste the ashes as when
the rope burns down as far as his teeth,
he just rubs the residue over them and
thus saves toothpaste. You are very
thrifty, aren’t you, Iron Jaw—even when
it comes to catching criminals ?”

“Don’t get wise, blabbermouths," the
flatfoot bellows. “What | want is the low-
down on the Heppiethwaite dame. What's
she doin’ buttin’ in on us to stop crime,
huh ? Oh, | heard you were the only type
lice there.”

“Why it seems that Abigail is getting
impatient with such law enforcers as yon,
Iron Jaw,” Snooty explains. “There was

Snooty mumbles,
Scoop, Salt of the
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one part of her speech that | bet was
meant only for you. It was about raising
your pay."

“Yeah? Well, I knew I'd get what I
was worth some day,” Iron Jaw beams.
“Well, well.”

“Uh huh,” Snooty nods solemnly, “She
says you are worth twice your pay if
they will only lock you up every time
there is a case to be solved.”

The pavement massager’'s derby pops
off his big noggin and bangs down onto
it again. We are both running when he
picks up the ashcan and lifts it over his
dome to toss it at us. The lid comes off
and Iron Jaw stands there while the ac-
cumulated trash of many hours cascades
down over his big carcass. We leave him
in quite a mess.

It is the next day that all the citizens
who have been stepped on by Abigail’s
speech start howling indignantly through
the columns of the fourth estate. News-
papers, hock shop magnates, and flicker
tycoons of The Hub are very testy re-
garding the old girl to say the least.
Everybody is going to sue her and Abi-
gail comes right back and says to get
ready to meet her mouthpieces in any
court that is open.

“1 will fight to my last sou,” she con-
cludes via all the journals. “1 will show
certain citizens that | am no pushover
and mean what | say. When you kill ants,
you have to mash their eggs too. That is
the way | intend to beat the tough boys
in Boston. Abigail Hepplethwaite chal-
lenges the underworld and the citizens
who aid and abet the development of
future hot squat fodder. If Mr. Oswald
Guppy and other honest taxpayers got
their tootsies trodden on, let them clean
up their own houses before they start
bellyaching about the dirt handed out by
the rough characters.”

“Boys,” Snooty says, “they’re screwy
to put up their dukes with Abigail. Look,
it says here that the citizens are already
campaigning with the old doll and that
the women -are going to boycott the sales
of tin heaters and such. They will also
stop reading the journals that coun-
tenance such alleged comic strips as Gut-
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tersnipe Gertie, etcetera. Abbie is sittin’
on a powder keg, don't you think?”

“1 will make a bet that the old girl
won't be the ope who goes up in the air,”
| says. “But | would just as soon not call
on her for the next few days, Snooty. I
hear she is putting in safety glass all
around in the windows of her hut.”

“Well, it is going to be fun, ha ha,”
Snooty chuckles. “1 think | will go out
and see her in a day or so.”

“That shows good sense,” | counter
with extreme sarcasm. “You would go
into Spain and try to sell Soviet linen to
the Spaniards who are trying to get into
Madrid. Well, you will go alone, you
hear ?”

T is just then that Snooty gives me
I the office to lock up the old larynx as
two rough citizens have just come into
the grog shop and are sitting in the
booth back of us. One of the uncouth
boys start getting a load of very vitriolic
adjectives anent Abigail off his chest and
it is a cinch to us now that the old girl
has stirred up a nest of worry for herself.

“The noive of the old screwball,” a
tough character grinds out, “What is tho
underwoild goin’ to do fer recroots, huh,
Fish Mouth? Who's goin’ to case the
joints fer us an’ who's goin’ tuh steal
tires for our boilers? That dame will have
all the young brats in clubhouses an’ she
will buy 'em baseball suits an’ stuff. We
ain’t got a chance, see?”

“Yeah. It is only a couple hours ago |
lose two kids | been teachin’ my business
to. Liftin’ autos. Spike, we gotta do
somethin’.”

“A guy don’t git a chance to make a
livin' without some blue-nosed old doll
hornin’ in. Maybe we ought to give her
the woiks.”

“Nah. She owns dis boig, Mayor and
all. That's too risky.”

“Cut it. | t'ink dere’s two newspaper
slugs in here,” one of the rough charac-
ters says.

“Come on, Mr. Binney,” Snooty says.
“We’'d better get back to the tannery and
smoke some more hides, don’'t you think?”
The crackpot winks at me as we ankle
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out. Sometime Snooty forgets and uses
his dome.

It is the fourth day after that that we
both argue with a flunkey at Abigail’s
gate. | only wish | knew what is the hold
Snooty Piper has over me.

“Don’t bandy words with me, my man,”
Snooty blats when the menial citizen re-
fuses to let us get even a smell at the
front door of the swanky tepee. “You are
talking to G-men, understand?”

“H-huh?”

“Yeah, and here’s my badge. Take a
good look and admit us at once,” Snooty
yips.

“Well—er—mistakes will
the gink says.

“Snooty Piper,” | husk, “1 will ask you
just once more to throw that badge into
the Charles River. If you don't, I'll
squeeze all the air out of your lungs via
your neck, you—"

“Shut up, Scoop. | have a feeling Abi-
gail is in grave peril. Look—there is a
plane overhead. It—"

Blam! Bla-a-a-a-a-a-am! It is no
Fourth of July torpedo that goes off. Me
and Snooty and Abigail's flunkey flatten
out against the sod like dried otter pelts,
and the whole Hepplethwaite estate
shakes like a dish of jello toted by a
waiter with the jitters. Pieces of real es-
tate, parts of trees, and big chunks of
an ell of Abigail’s house rain down upon
us; and Snooty Piper has even got a gold-
fish wriggling down inside his vest when
we open our eyes.

“Somethin’ blew up,” | gasp, quite
gaga. “I told—you—that—Abigail—"

“It was the plane,” Snooty gulps.
“Droppin’ bombs. Look, there's a little
parachute cornin’ down! Hurry, we must
get to Abigail.”

We run toward the big shack and out
of the front door bursts Abigail with
some fire tongs in her hands. The old doll
is quite indignant about the mess they
have made of her backyard.

“The dirty crooks!” she fumes. “If
they washed up my begonias, | will track
them to the ends of the earth. Come on,
boys, let’s look at the damage,”

h-happen,”

IN TIME- 121
DAMAGE is not the word for it. It

is ruin in any language. There is a
hole in Abigail’s backyard big enough for
Iron Jaw O’Shaughnessy and three police
forces to hide in. Her fish pond has been
splashed all over the landscape and all
kinds of tropical fish are practicing the
crawl stroke on dry land. Half of the
Hepplethwaite rock garden is chewed up,
and a corner of the swanky palace looks
quite as if a steam roller had dropped
through it. There is a wild-eyed bosco
sitting in the ruins holding onto his dome
and Abigail says it is a new houseman
she hired.

He gets up and says to the old doll: “I
would like my wages, if you don’'t mind. |
don’t care for it here.”

Now it is not very funny even if Snooty
Piper does laugh, because quite close to
the addled citizen is a male garden tender
who has tended his last garden. He is
unquestionably defunct due to having
been nudged on the noggin by a piece of
masonry that would have plugged up the
Straits of Gibraltar.

“1t is murder,” Abigail screeches. “Call
the police! Oh, somebody will sweat for
this. Piper, get busy. Go inside and call
up somebody.”

“Look,” | says, “hanging from that
tree. It is a message the tough character
dropped.” | run over and get the para-
chute and there is a big iron bolt hanging
to the ropes of it. Around the bolt is tied
a note, and | bring the whole works over
to Abigail. In a couple of seconds she is
reading the billet doux to us.

“Now | am mad,” she tosses out sud-
denly. “The dirty—"

“1 should think you would be,” | offer.
“The high-flying criminal did more than
just dig up a divot here.”

“Listen,” Abigail says when Snooty
gets back. “It says ‘Lay off, you old battle
axe, or the next time we will get really
rough!"”

“It is because of your crusade, all
right,” Snooty divines. “Well, the police
are on their way post haste, Miss Hepple-
thwaite. Iron Jaw is accompanying
them.”

“Battle axe, am 1?” Abigail snorts.
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“That is too much. If I ever get my hooks
on that assassin—"

There is not much to be done until the
gendarmes arrive but help put goldfish
back into what is left of the pond. After
launching a gasping fish or two, Snooty
Piper asks to see the note. He looks it
over quite thoroughly as if he really
thought he was a detective.

“1 suppose you know who did it,” the
old girl says with sarcasm.

“1 might have a good idea,” he retorts
just as two carloads of big policemen
arrive.

Iron Jaw gets out and takes a gander
at the shambles. “Looks like you had an
explosion, Miss,” he says.

“Ha ha,” the moneyed dame says, “the
houseman was smoking a loaded cigar,
O’Shaughnessy. It is really nothing at all.
What do you think?”

“What're you two mush-faces doin’
here ?” the big flatfoot bays as he catches
sight of us. “How did you get here so
sudden?”

“The stork brought us,” Snooty comes
back. “Don’t you think you should look
around?”

“Any footprints?” the slewfoot asks.

“The criminal would have to be quite
long-legged, chump,” Abigail snaps. “He
was in an airplane, Iron Jaw. That ought
to be over your head, oughtn't it?”

“What's that you've got, Piper?” Iron
Jaw trumpets while he looks at the de-
funct flunkey. “Hand it over. | have told
you enough times now to keep your mitts
off evidence. Give it here!”

“Why of course,” Snooty says airily.
“1 was keeping it for you, lron Jaw.”

“Ha-a-ah!” the flatfoot explodes. “It's
covered with fingerprints. The guy is as
good as in the can already.”

“Piper did not handle the letter with
his feet,” Abigail remarks.

HE big detective gets very tempera-

mental then and takes off his derby
and planks it down on part of the ruins.
He swears he will have Snooty arrested
for aiding and abetting a criminal to
escape justice, and then he slips on a
goldfish and does quite a back flop. When

Please mention Acb Fiction Group when answering advertisements
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he gets up, Abigail tells him to please
stop clowning a3 he is killing her.

“Yeah? Well, who left this hat here?”
Iron Jaw trumpets. “Everybody has his
on. This one fell out of the plane and—"

“That is your own derby,” Abigail tells
him. “You put it there just a minute ago.
How could you mistake that soup kettle,
huh?”

Iron Jaw is really no good to anybody
for the next few minutes. When he stops
pawing at his pan, he suddenly spots the
parachute. He grabs at it and looks it
over very thoroughly. Suddenly the over-
stuffed man-tracker ejaculates with much
zeal.

“I'm dumb, huh?” he rumbles.
I will show you smart crackers. |
make an arrest before nightfall.”

“1 can keep a secret,” Abigail whispers,
“What did you find?”

“Head the papers,” Iron Jaw snhaps and
stamps away shoving the 'chute into his
pocket, “Take care of the remains, boys.
Well, you galley slaves you,” he says to
us, “this is one time | will beat you to
the handshakes, ha ha! | can feel ser-
geant’s stripes on my sleeve now.”

“1 will make a bet it will only be gravy
stains,” Snooty argues. “Scoop, | wonder
did we miss anything?”

“It could happen, I
once,” | says.

“Well, Miss Hepplethwaite,” Snooty
says, ignoring me. “1 am afraid there is
nothing Scoop Binney and | can do. We
will be seein’ you. We've got to rush in
our story of the blast edition, ha ha. Get
it?”

“l1 am afraid so,” Abigail counters.
“Excuse me as | must call up some car-
penters and landscape gardeners. And
you can tell the public I have just begun
to fight.”

“She has more moxie than a champion
duke swinger, Snooty,” I marvel as we
ankle away.

Snooty and | go to the Greek's and
stay there until the late afternoon edi-
tions come out. Right on the front page
of the Evening Star is a headline that
would scare hair out of a fish. “Cinema
owner held for murder,” it screeches.
“ Detective O’Shaughnessy of the Boston

“Well,
will

missed a train

IN TIME 123

all definitely relieved

0 GARLIC
TABLETS

THE remarkable medicinal value of Garlic has long bteit
known to Science. From the days of ancient Esrypt and
Greece to the present, it has been part of the daily diet in
foreign countries. Used freely to combat many ailments abroad. It
has until recently—because of its UNsocial odor— been little used In
this country.

Contains Vitamins A, B and C

« NOW modem science has made garlle available In convenient
tablet form— GARLISOLS—entirely Tacking in the objectionable
garlic odor and taste. Each tablet contains the Vitamins A, B, and
C and in addition to the garlic content, 1$ fortified with the essential
body-building minerals.
< Profit by the amazing experiences of the many who have re-
duced High Blood Pressure and obtained great relief from accom-
panying nervousness, dizziness and sleeplessness. Acute and chronic
bronchitis are being successfully treated with garlle. Indigestion,
flatulence and constipation caused by Intestinal putrefaction have
geen greatly relieved. Also used freely as an appetizer, tonic and
igestan

(Ncw These facts are definitely established and con-

flrmed in the records of the N. V. Academy of Medicine

and by physicians, chemists and bacteriologists of na-

flohat Yenl Vi tetnational repute.)

Hundred* of Testimonial*
k) own condition and underweight, badly con-
sllpaled and“found it dlfflcull to get to sleep My nerves ‘are stronger
now I can work with more ease and comfo Mr
Jf** advised by hie physician that he had HIGH BLODD
PRESSURE. After taking ycur Garlic Tablets, the pressure had
been reduced from 230 fto 76." Mr

Why Not Try GARLISOLS At Our Expense!
® " you are troubled with any of the above distressing ailments
arliaolel We have so many appreciative letters from people
sreat relief after giving up hope, that we believe
YOU, too, will be amazed in your physical improvement. An
remember, Garlic, in addition to its medicinal value, is a pure
food and ‘'may be taken® freely.
/1'you are not delighted with the result*
we u>tll willingly refund your money.

"Mall Coupon T 0 d a y * " mmm*m
GARLIC TABLET COMPANY

) Dept 254, 110 West 40th 8treet
|Garuso|s New York, N. Y.

Send........c...... boxes of Garilsols. | will pay

postman cost plus few cents postage oa
1 box . . $1.00 arrival. If after 30 days | have not ex-
(30 days supply) perienced great relief, you will refund my
3 boxes . $2.50 money.
Name
Address
City .... State .,

(Postage prepaid ii money accompanies order,)
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fIlulArI Most ads offer you something to SELL to make
|T| R FP\él pr on homes offices, etc
|u S (P(r wr|1gerte) )Fou[ %%OLL ?\IO?F—HWG Ienrsleaua you htalrndl
out iving something awa et you shou
BUt True! make yupg to g$50~$75 y|n ya wyee It Is
really elrzllng hot!
Davis, Ohio, made over $3,000 In 3 months (our records are

new almost everyone wants at a
scheme—No__tricks sound

prouf) GIVING AWAY somethin
ut
Big money either full

glance. No <get-rich-rjulck’

subslanllal buslness successful for years
im

or part tim

rpcrf erte wire TODAY for Free details. Sweeping
the counlry NOW. Don't wait, you might Jose out.

A. STODDARD, 4325 Ravenswood Ay. Dept. 234, Chicago

'MARRY RICH

Send 10c for photos and descriptions of rich
and beautiful women who wish to marry.

JANE FULLER CLUB
Box 1888AB, Milwaukee, Wisconsin

k T T ¥ b d h h
LU 1% \1 01%/51'08;0 TEgAKSS
FIND ROMANCE. We can get you the eweetheart you have been
leoklng. Write today for Information cent in plain sealed envelopes.

AMERICAN CORRESPONDENCE SERVICE

14-V Kingsbridge Station, New York City, N. Y.

DO YOU WANT A SWEETHEART?

Ideal mato
Write at

choose your

opportunity to
lervico.

My club offers you an
Confidential, courteous

through correspondence.
once for freo particulars.
JUNE SHANNON BOX 1452 CASPER, WYOMING
Many others are lonely too.
Our service for matrimony

L O N E L Y ? or pastime unequaled. Each

list personally and scientifically selected. Private con-

Houston, Texas.

fidential assistance. Write Kay Monroe,
LONELY?

Join a National Church Organization. Sure to have a

ulars. REV. JONES, P. O. Box 2459, Kansas City, Mo.

tongenial mates. Many wealthy. If lonely, write

R. E. SIMPSON. BOX 1251, DENVER. COLO.

established 16 years.
Feel the thrill of Ro-

everywhere, many wealthy. Descriptions Free, sealed.

MRS. BUDD Box 753-M San Francisco, Calif.

Love, romance, marriage. Members everywhere. Large, select mem-

bership; many wealthy, sincere, honest people are seeking mates.

plain sealed envelo e.

GET TO GETHER CLUB 2194-B Bathgate Ave., New York, N. Y.
ence arranged by former clergyman. State age. Only $1.
JOHN HODSON, Sturgeon Bay, Wisconsin
bureau: Happiness awaits you, correspondents everywhere
seeking congenial mates. Many wealthy. 37 years of de-
romantic correspondence for you. Quick results guaranteed.
Photos descriptions, introductions Free. Send no money.

ASTRO SOCIAL CLUB, P.O, Box 84,
select helpmate for you. Stamp and age bring full partic-
Confidential Introductions by letter. Members In every State seeking
I O N EI Y? Join this reliable Club

u

mance. Members
Write for free, confidential information and descriptions, cent in
LUtlm i It [ correspond-
| O N | | Y Join the world's great-
est social extension
pendable dignified confidential service. Let us arrange a
STANDARD CLUB, BOX C GRAYS LAKE, ILLINOIS
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police force arrests J. Limpid Squeamish
as alleged perpetrator of air raid on Hep-
plethwaite mansion. Clue on parachute
leads to Squeamish door.” The story goes
on to say that Iron Jaw discovered that
the striped cloth used for the 'chute had
been taken off the back of one of the seats
in the Paradox cinema in Chelsea. Iron
Jaw went on to say that he had attended
Mr. Squeamish’s theatre regularly and
that Mr. Squeamish specialized in gang-
ster pictures. It says further that lron
Jaw is putting Squeamish through a very
gruelling third degree and promises to
either wring a confession out of him by
nightfall or wring his neck. Squeamish
denies any knowledge of the air raid and
says flatly that he hired no one to drop
the high-charged egg down on Abigail's
manor. He admits movie ticket sales have
dropped off to an alarming degree, but
he claims to have decided to take it even
if he didn't like it. He also admits that
one or two of the cloth coverings on his
cinema seats have disappeared but could
not explain why.

“Looks like the big porpoise has got
something there,” | says. “Just let’s for-
get all about it, Snooty. Iron Jaw had to
do something right for once. Squeamish
must have hired a citizen to—"

Snooty Piper is very aggravating at
times. He just flips the pages of the news-
paper over and reads other items of news
that cannot hold a candle to the Hepple-
thwaite outrage. It is when he is non-
chalantly reading the latest exploit of
Guttersnipe Gertie that | show my irrita-
tion. “Only a moron would find amuse-
ment in such a thing,” | says.

NOOTY acts like I am not there and
S pulls out the letter that was dropped
by the citizen in the plane. | tell him to
take it down to headquarters at once as
that is where evidence belongs.

“lron Jaw tossed it away,” the crack-
pot says, “so | thought I'd—why this is
very interesting to say the least, Scoop,
A plane crashed out in Saugus this after-
noon and the pilot was burnt to v crisp.”

“Read me some nice axe murders,” |
sniff. “I'm just dying for a laugh, you
nitwit.”
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“We will go out and see the wreck,”
Snooty says. “l have no end of a hunch.
It is maybe the plane that serenaded
Abigail with the TNT.”

“How many planes are there in the
U. S.?” | scowl. “Not more than a thou-
sand at the least.”

I do not know why, but | accompany
Snooty out to Saugus where there are
the remains of a flying wagon in a field.

“It's a cinch nobody could ever tell
what the crate looked like before it
nudged terra firma,” Snooty says. “I
think I will loiter here until nightfall. It
is very peculiar that no tax payers would
hear such a crash, and that the citizen
who flew the crate could pick out such a
nice landing field to crash on.”

Two hours later, when we are alone in
the meadow, Snooty says: “If there is a
country boneyard near here, Scoop, |
think I will uncover an amazing plot and
expose the whole thing to the public. Let’s
look about."

Now we do not have to look very far
before we walk right in on a rustic bone-
yard that has several graves covered with
moss. But there is one stone that is quite
fresh from the marble works and it is
jutting out of a fresh mound of dirt.

“A ghoul has been here,” Snooty says.
“Maybe last night. We will go to the near-
est house and ask if a funeral has taken
place around here of late.”

“Snooty Piper, come clean,” | says.
“What is working inside your dome be-
sides cuckoos?”

“In due time,” Snooty says as he leads
me three miles across the fields to a farm-
house. It is there that we learn that a
citizen was buried in the boneyard out in
the bosky dell not more than a week
previous.

“That clinches it,” Snooty says. “1 will
have the mug who raided the Hepple-
thwaite estate inside twenty-four hours.”

That night Snooty calls up New York
and asks for a citizen whose name is
Oscar P. Migley. The name is very vague-
ly familiar, but at the moment | do not
catch on. Snooty comes out of the booth
and says that Oscar is in Boston for a
spell and is staying at the Statler.

“1t all ties up,” the green-suited news-
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THIS BIG BOOK

TELLS YOU HOW
YOU CAN TRAIN FOR

ELECTRICITY

IN 90 DAYS
IN COYNE SHOPS

MANY TRAINED ELECTRICAL MEN
MAKE $30-$40-$50 WEEKLY.

- Mall theCOUPON Now.Getyonr FREE COPY of the Big COYNE
BOOK which tells you all about COYNE training
- Ittellsyouabont Opportonl ties and Salaries inthe Electrical Field. 1
- Ittellsyouwhat Many other Men have done with COYNE Training. 1

« It shows pictures of Students at work la various COYNE 1
DEPARTMENTS. 1
- Itis the next beet thing to a persona! trip through my School.!
- ManyEarn While Learning.Our Part Time Employment Service 1
haa helped many.Stodents.
- Learn about the Lifetime Employment Service for graduates 1
which has Lolpod place many In good jobs.
- Learn aboutmy New Low Co«t Room and Board Plan for roo
i while in Chicago attending COYNE.
- Dienel. Electric Refrigeration and Air Conditioning inatruo*
tioo included at no extra cost.
- Do not let lack of money atop you from sending the ooudoq 1
NOW. I'll give you all details of my easy monthly tuition plan. |

I'H. C. Lewis, President,
I COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL,
i 500 S. Paulina Street, Dept. 47- 61 Chicago, 111,

Please send me the FREE COYNE ELECTRICAL BOOK and Inform*- >
tion on my easy payment tuition plan

Address .
City--—--

QOIT USING TOBACCO!

Write for Free Booklet and Learn How.
Results Guaranteed or Money Refunded.
NEWELL PHARMACAL COMPANY
117 Clayton Station . Louis, Mo.

OLD LEG TROUBLE

Easy to use Viscose Home Method. linela
many old leg soroa caused by leg congestion,
varicose veins, swollen legs and injuries or
no cost for trial if It falls to show results
In 10 daya. Describe the cause of your
trouble and get a FREE BOOK.

DR. M. P. CLASON VI8BCOSE COMPANY.
140 N. Dearborn 6t., Chicago, .

8END FOR FREE COPY of booklet revealing SECRETS OF SUC-
CESSFUL SONGWBITINQ, free Rhyming Dictionary and market
information. If you write poems or melodies. SEND FOB OUR
OFFER. MMM Pub’'s.. Dept. MP2, Studio Bldg., Portland, Ore.

STOP Your Rupture
1 Worries!

U Why worry and suffer any longer? Learn
about our perfected invention for all forma
of reducible rupture in men, women and
children. Support fitted with automatic air
cushion assists Nature in a natural strength-
ening of the weakened muscles. Thousands
made happy. Weighs but a few ounces, is
inconspicuous and sanitary. No stiff springs

XPY e or hard pads. No salvesor plasters. Durablo.

c. EABrooksTh~~r cheap. Sent on trial to prove it. Beware of

imitations. Neversold in stores or by agents.

Write today for full information and Free Book on Rupture.
All correspondence confidential.

BROOKS COMPANY, 167-H State St., Marshall, Mich.
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Do YouWant fl :

HUNDREDS upon hundreds of women
from Coast to Coast, formerly childless
for years from functional sterility, and
even often told they could never have
children, ARE NOW PROUD AND
HAPPY MOTHERS from knowledge
and useof a simple home method—de-
tails of which | send FREE on request.
Parents are admittedly far happier,
healthier, more contented, more pros-
perousandactually live longerasaclass
than childless couples | A baby gives
the real home spirit and ties a husband
and wife in truest enduring love and
mutual interests. The majority of dis-
contented, unhappy marriages are
those of childless couples. Cojyr. 19S6

GetThis Knowled e FREE

During my 86years of practice in functional conditions of women | de-
veloped this home method, which is described in my illustrated treatise
sent FREE ON REQUEST. It discusses many subjects relating to the
female organs and tells how you too may combat your troubles as thou-
sands o f others have who re?orted arrival of babies after being childless
for years, and report as well satisfactory relief from the various female
troubles amenable to correction by this home method. DR. H. WIUL
ELDERS, 7th A Felix St*.. SultellTI-D,ST-JOSEPH. MISSOURI.

TOBACCO HABIT

STOPPED BY SCIENTIFIC TREATMENT

Graves Home Treatment removes the desire for tobacco.
Safe— Inexpensive—Guaranteed. Write for FREE booklet,
mailed in plain envelope. GRAVES LABORATORIES, Inc.,
Dept. c-14, 524 S. Spring St., Los Angeles, Calif.__

ENJOY LIFE

MONEY BACK IF NOT SATISFIED
Men—Women—Don't act old. Fee! Young again—
full of pep and youthrul ambition. “Step out and
do things." Take ANGELA MATE. Harmless, no
Injurious drugs or dope. Delicious and stim-
ulating. PTaised by tfiousands and approved by

Phytricians. Acts quickly. Six weeks supply, $1; C.0.D. plus postage.

North American Mate Co., Dept. L4, 120 Greenwich Street, N. Y. C.

SELL AMERICA’S

BIG L FINEST STYLEP
sVERY « QUALITY SHIRTS
DAY Shirte with genuine Trubenized

Starchless Collars. Latest styles.
Big selection. Also Ties. Hose,
Undorwear. All GUARANTEED 1 YEAR. Big Cash
Oommi&slone, Cash Bonuses. New sales outfit showing
latest styles ready NOW—FREE. Write Today.
Dept. AA, QUAKER, Broadway at 31st Street, N. Y.

SONG POEMS WANTED

TO BE SET TO MUSie

Free Examination. Send for Offer

J. CHAS. MeNEIL

BACHELOR OF MuUSIC
4153-MG South Van Ness Los Angeles, Calif.

BEAUTIFUL CLEAR TONE
DIRECT FROM POCKET RADIO
J1 one unit—juat like the big seta, but weighs
onty 6 oa. Fite pocket easily. Take it with you

Nothing to adjust. No m
batterlei tubes, or elec-
tric_socket connectmns
/' required. Tuning knob b Satisfied Users
the only moving part. Recelved radio and it
Costs Nothing to works f

Operate! Guaranteed!
Brings in “Stations With fine tone quality. Tunes
broadcast band. Accurately made, precisely assem-
bled. rigidly tested, assures excellent performance. ﬁ:lz;nt ;%ri"ésg,fosefﬁo
Should last for years. Comes complete with built-in (Ve PUTENaser. who
p one"wr:th easy instructions for osein camps, office, /7 fér bersonal nse
picnics, home, bed, etc. Listen to music, Bporta, radio Coatnothingtooperate
. . . Have tried it end

it works splendid
Received Midget Radio
—Xam pleased. Kindly
mall two more . . . »

Excerpts Frum

ell pleased
with it mevery respect.
I recommend the Little

entertainment, etc. The “ Little.Giant'*is guaranteed
—all ready to connect and tone in. Thousands in use.
An ideal gift. Order now

SEND NO MONEY !

yon! Combines performance and eoonomy. Get yours :
today. Pay postman on arrival only 12.99 and postage (Letters on File)
12.96 (W

Lir¥1t2G iw iT O D i8co 3989 Lincoln Ave., Dept. 2802, Chicago
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hound says to me. “We will call on
Oscar.”

“How about calling in some good gen-
darmes to accompany us, Snooty?” | ask.
“After all it is not Shirley Temple we
are dealing with, is it?”

“Oscar should prove very harmless,”
Snooty says. “He is not the criminal type,
but desperation drove him to such very
drastic methods. Squeamish will be suing

Iron Jaw in very few hours. Follow me!”

DO and not twenty minutes later we
I are admitted to a room in the Staffer
Hotel. A bosco is sitting in a corner with
a drawing board propped up in his lap
and | take one gander at the drawings he
is making and let out a squeak. It is
Oscar Migley who draws Guttersnipe
Gertie, and it seems to me that he is not
quite up to form at the moment as his
lunch-hooks are quite jittery.

“Good evening,” he says. “I
you want my autograph?”

“No,” Snooty says, “but the police
force does, Oscar. The game is up. You
had better come along quietly—"”

“Huh?” Oscar’s pen falls into his lap,
and then the comic artist picks up the
drawing board and tries to puncture it
with Snooty’s noggin. | bang him over
the scalp with a steel T-square, and Oscar
folds up like a camp stool and lets out a
very tired sigh.

“He is not a criminal type,” Snooty
says. “You notice he gave up without a
struggle.”

“1 would not like to tangle up with
Oscar when he was mad, then,” | says.
“How did you do it, Snooty?”

“Oh, it was quite simple,” he says. “I
knew it was Oscar when | read the letter
he dropped down for Abigail. Now you
notice that when most of the funny citi-
zens draw their strip for the day they
put a date in the corner of one of the
panels? In India ink, Scoop. Now look at
the latter here. On the back of it is a
line that looks like a C and right under
it is the date 6-26. Now Oscar placed that
paper over his daily stint while he was
planning the surprise for Abigail. He
thought it was thoroughly dried, but the
toe of Gertie’'s gangster boy friend made

suppose
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the mark that looked like a C. All we
have to do is wait until the strip comes
out dated 6-26 which is a month from
now as the cartoonists are always a
month or so ahead in their work. The im-
print on the back of the warning message
should fit.”

I sit down and hold my dome in my
hands. Oscar Migley comes to and gets
very contrite and says it was he who did
it all right.

“The old battle axe was ruining my
career,” he moans. “The papers were
starting to cancel on me, and | could see
a thousand per flying out of my window.
So | figured | would put a scare into the
old girl and cooked everything up with a
friend of mine who owned a crate up
here. That guy that was burned up in
the ship was dead before—ah, | must've
been nuts. But we had to figure a way
to destroy the plane and have the remains
of a pilot in it. I didn’t figure the fathead
would rub anybody out. | told him just
to drop the bomb in back of the house.”

“Well, I imagine Guttersnipe Gertie is
washed up,” Snooty says. “Let’'s go over
to talk to the boys at headquarters, Oscar.
They will want to know your accomplice.
| imagine he comes from Chelsea, Oscar,
and attended Mr. Squeamish’s cinema too,
to get ideas, ha!”

Oscar does as we tell him. Iron Jaw
O’'Shaughnessey tries to soft soap Mr.
Squeamish while they release the cinema
mogul from the cage, but Mr. Squeamish
cannot see it the flatfoot's way. He steals
a night stick from a gendarme’s hand
and breaks it over the big snooping citi-
zen'’s cocoa.

“Ha ha,” laughs Oscar, “if | could only
put that in a strip! When | get out | will
know a new character to start over with.
I will call the strip ‘Satchelfoot, the great
Defective!” How long do you think I will
get, boys?”

“Well, the sentence I'd guess at,”
Snooty says, “won’t see a period at the
end of it for ten years. Come on, Scoop.
We must go and report to Mr. Guppy. It
is very lucky for Abigail that Oscar was
not a real criminal type, isn't it?”

What is the use? Snooty will never get
very bright I am afraid.
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BRING YOUR RADIO UP TO DATE

Get Rid of

Slrong Local Inter-

ference, A “New Radio”

For Only .

Tune out strong local

stations . tune in

f wLos Angeles, Canada,
Mexico! Increase selectiv- nd No Money
ity— improve tone, cut out pay nothin’
static, distortion, interference, with amazing
new ADD-A-TUBE. Uses no extra current, fits .
any radio, electric or battery, works on inside card. Pay post-
or outside aerial, all wares. Anyone can_install

in few minutess. GUARANTEED! Uso 5 days. plus
ostage on de-

If not delighted, return within 10 days from very Send
date shlpped and your money will bo refunded your~ order to-
instantly | day!

B-E EHSISEERS, pt>]. P-52B, Marburg »r. 4.!. 4 1 R'R. Cincinnati, OMo

“COIRS WANTED”

1909-CENT $10.00—WE BUY ALL RARE and OLD COINS—
OTHERS WORTH TO $6000: 1864-1865 Indian Head Cents $100.00
each; Dimes before 180.1—=$600; Liberty Nickels before 1014— $500;
Large pennies $2000; Encased Postage Stamps $13.00; Half Cent*
$275; Half dimes $175; Quarters $300; Fractional Currencies; Gold
DoUarB $1500; Colonial Coins $300; Silver Dollars $4000; Foreign
Coins $165, ETC. SEND -15c TODAY for BIG 1937 ILLUSTRATED
Coin BOOK (ONLY LITERATURE) before sending  coins.

NATIONAL COIN CORPORATION  (800) Sprinufleld, Mas*.

Stop Drink Habit

Just put tasteless Crave* in hia coffee, tea. liquor or food. Hewon't
know and soon bis craving for whiskey, beer or wine should disappear.
New, proven treatment—physician's prescription. Tones nerves—aide
nature stop habit. Safe —doesn'tupset stomach. Thousands benefited
Satisfaction guaranteed. Mailed postpaid In plain wrapper for $1.06.

o if desired, plus a few cent* additional charge. Order today

CRAVEXCO Delft. 112, P.O.Box942, Butank.CaBf.

If You Act Quick/—We will send you this atirrtoff

ok on Crime Detection, Secret Service and Iden-
tification Work for 80 Gays free reading. Send no
money. If you decide to keep it, then aend only
51.00 If not. return _it. WRITE TODAY. No*
cant to boy* undsr 17 yoars ofage

*.CLCooho. 74-64 192QSwsyskh Aye., Chicago

FIiTF suits
AND BIG EARNINGS WEEKLY

SELL ONLY (4) ALL WOOL SUITS to get a FREE S! IT. No
limit to number of FREE SUITS you may earn. Prices $15.95
to $28,95. ZIPPER leather carrying case. S&mplo Line Free.
No experience needed to make BIG MONEY. All Suits indi-
vidually Out and Tailored To Measure. Satisfaction or Money

Back Guarantee.
RL.E'sTftITcLOTHEE
oat, NI 666

Gort

[N ¢]
Franklin St,

] which

i
no special _education or experience
usually required. Steady work. Short |
hours.” Vacations. PENSIONS! Age 18-
50. Extra Social Security Jobs expect- a

MEN—WOMEN ed soon. Send for FREE book. Tells m
how you can pass Civil Service Ex- m
g%%lbt(ﬁl,%ﬁo tOI aminatton. Mail coupon below at once .
a Year
»
8 Li quor- Gauger /érrtlwpgj Pattersonq\(‘FormerBen fiumimT)
Stenographer 234C$éBu|Id|ng Rochester, ’
Meat Inspector Send FREE Book
Custom House “ 110! 0 Secure a FREE BOOK
OfnceClerk— Typlst GovernmentPosltlcn
H Accountant
| File Clerk Name
IncomeTaxAuditor . Address
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