

















TILE SIGN OF THE THUNDERROLT 5

the outward appecarance of a
career police officer British-In-
dian style, did him no good when
Indian indepcndence became a
rcality. There was a certain an-
tagonism against his small but
nct unimportant waxed mustache
whose  two mahogany spikes
scemed to repulse in advance
any undue familiarity. Swara-
jists were not overly friendly to
his yellow gloves, his spats his
cane, and his Homburg hat
(Darjeeling was cool enough to
dispense with sun helmets). But
nobody could deny his record,
his ability, or his integrity.

The people seated around the
so-called peace table at Darjecl-
ing that day wecre Frederick
Ellston, president of the Ameri-
can Society for Buddhist Re-
search, whosc voice was the
loudest and most insistent; his
daughter, Anne Ellston, who
worried over the antagonism her
father was deliberately courting;
Ray Marly, cinematographer for
the Buddhist Socicty, who seem-
ed worried about nothing but
who was also deliberately court-
ing—Anne Ellston; Professor
Bartholomew  Seeler, Ph.D.,
scholar of the proposed Ellston
Tibet expedition, an unusually
quict man, and finally a Tibctan
monk named Kong La, whose
Lamasery was just a stone’s
throw away toward the Mall.

Frederick Ellston’s booming
voice was proclaiming that with
seven museums, two universities,

a film service, and a television
network depending upon the ex-
pedition’s presence in Lhasa in
time for the Dcvil Dance festi-
val, there was no civilized—or
uncivilized—reason for their be-
ing detained in Darjeeling like
this. What could be the objcc-
tion?

“Your passports,” said the
Police Commissioner, “are not
valid for any part of Communist
China.”

“Dammitall!” exclaimed Ells-
ton. "I know that India in 1954
more or less agreed that Tibct
is a part of China—"

“An autonomous province,”
interrupted Kong La.

“—s0 what the dickens is all
the shouting about, since our ex-
pedition  has  received  the
approval of the Chinese Con-
sulate in Calcutta? We have a
letter welcoming us to Tibet, as
you well know.”

“Yes, yes, of course,” purred
the Police Commissioner. “But
India also maintains friendly re-
lations with the United States.
And since your State Depart-
ment has refused a visa—"

“The hell with the State De-
partment!”  exclaimed  Ellston,
removing an unlit cigar from his
mouth. "I'm going to be quite
frank with you. This is a busi-
ness proposition, as far as I'm
concerned. The films are going
to bring us a fortune from the
nctworks and the theatre chains.
Then there will be the maga-
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one
white
sheep

by ...Lewis H. Kilpatrick

The three rifles began cracking
again. Clint knew the others were
aching to return the fire but he was

waiting—waiting for the moment.

CLINT HAawKINS, high sheriff
of Crag County, was doubly sur-
prised. It was strange that the
youngest brother of the killer
should be the first to bring him
the news this early summer
afternoon. The burly sheriff,
slouch hat pushed back, his
sandy mustache twitching, lean-
ed over the rolltop desk in his
office and scowled at the boy.

“You Kilgores are well
named, Lance,” he declared.
“You're murdersome and your
hands are bloody. If these Kain-
tucky Mountain juries listened
more to evidence and less to
smart lawyers, that Bige would

have been electrocuted years
ago.”
Lance Kilgore, bareheaded,

standing tall and slender in dusty
store clothes before the desk,
ﬂushed

“I've never broke the law,”
he panted, his gold-dashed hair
rumpled, his blue eyes inflamed
by strain. “Bige and Tim are
my brothers and Asa’s my pa,
but you haven’t anything against
me.

“No, I ain’t,” Sheriff Hawkins
admitted. “You can’t help bein’

Kentuckian Lewis Kilpatrick, six feet plus in height, whose “whims and duties
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have involved bim in considerable traveling, bas returned towriting after several
vears spent in social service and government work. His Sheriff Clint Hawkins of
rag Connty 15, we believe you'll agree, an interesting addition to the ranks.
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ONE WHITE SHEEP 47

of bad stock. But,” he jerked his
mustache, “what have you got
against your own flesh and
bloed?”

The boy whetted his lips. "I
disgust some of their ways,” he
replied. "I want to sce ‘em
stopped legal. Such doin’s have
got us oqu trouble and a bad
name.

“That Bige—" his teeth grit-
ted the name. "He’s Pa’s by his
first wife, only half kin to me.
I've got plenty of reason to hate
hri.”

Clint Hawkins glanced out
the office window at Lance’s
mare, heaving at thc village
hitching rack in front of the
courthouse.

“"You've had a hard ride "way
over from Powder Creek,” he
said more kindly. "Take your
mare down the street to my
barn. Give her a good rub, water
and feed—and tell my woman
I said to vittle you well.”

He 511001\ his head and
sighed: "I've got you to worry
about now, Lance, along with
Bige. Informin’ is mighty dan-
gerous, especially on your own
kin.”

Lance hesitated; then, with
mumbled thanks, left the office.
Passing him at the courthouse
door, with a hasty, suspicious
scrutiny, Deputy Dave Arnett
entered, his usual amble quick-
ened to a stride.

“Clint,” he exclaimed, his
lean face grim, “word’s just

come to town that Willie Bowen
was shot dead in his store near
Powder Creek. Several folks
there seen it happen. Bige Kil-
gore, drunken mean, picked a
fuss with him over politics.
Willie never took a dram or
toted a gun in his life. Clint—"

The sheriff, scribbling on a
sheet of foolscap, barely Jooked

from his desk.

“Yes, Dave; I know. Lance
fetched me the word. Bige ain’t
the sort to come in and give up
peaceful. And he won't take to
the brush and fight alone. Lance
says he's deaned up at home
with Asa and Tim. They've got
plenty of cartridges and are
darin’ us to come after him.
We're goin’.”

The grizzled deputy spat into
a box of sawdust near the desk.

“"Clint, you can’t trust none
of them Kilgores. This here’s a
trick. Old Asa trained all his
boys to mischief. The Jeast'un
did go to school down in Lexing-
ton for a spell. But, recolledt,
even Lance was sired by a Kil-
gore.”

“There’'s a white sheep in
every flock,” Sheriff Hawkins
reversed the usual phrase. “"His
ma, Serepta, is a good, hard-
used woman. It was her, saving
egg and turkey money, who sent
him to the Blue Grass school.
Lance favors his ma.”

Dcputy Arnett did not argue
further. He tightened his hol-
stered belt and went to a locked
























the
king’s
brahm

by ... Edgar Wallace

He’d seen the man who'd been
with the King earlier. Was he
really a good man, or was he

the evil man she suspected?

THERE is a certain type of
man, common to both hemi-
spheres and possibly to all races,
though he is more sharply
outlined when he is English
or American, who thrives on
disaster.

You meet him today seedy and
unshaven, and slip him the
trifling loan he asks; you turn
aside tomorrow to avoid him,
but beware how you cross the
street the next day lest his lac-
quered limousine strikes you into
an unconsciousness whence even
the fragrance of his considerable
cigar shall not recall you.

For weeks, months even, such
men occupy suites furnished like
the model ofhces that loeok so
well in catalogues. They have
clerks and managers, and their
names are painted on glass doors.
Elevator boys respect them, and
even policemen smile at them as
they pass.

Then all of a sudden they
vanish. New names appear on
the office indicator, new staffs oc-
cupy their suites; and inquiry
as to their whereabouts elicits
brusque and negative replies.
Months afterwards you meet

During the years between 1919 and bis death in the early 1930’s, Edgar Wallace
won a unigue reputation for turning out mystery novels of uniformly high
grality in what seemed endless numbers. A man of varied background, Wallace
turns here to what bappens when a naive man meets a commercial magician.

Copyright 1933 by World Pub. Co. 55
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oil and mineral talk. They lapped
it up, Steel—like puppies round
a dripper of cream. It appears
that Bulgaria is one of the nine
promised lands—Ilike Mesopo-
tamia used to be and Central
Africa, uatil they found ‘em out.”

“Five square miles,” mur-
mured Steelson, shaking his
head. “Now if it was five hun-
dred . . . !

Benjamin had taken off his
coat for greater comfort and was
pacing the floor, stopping now
and again to survey the roofs and
chimneys of Paris. He stopped
and started to smile.

“There’s a million hectares of
land to be got,” he said delib-
erately; “a million good hectares,
worth twenty /eva a hectare be-
fore the war—"

“What's a leva?” asked the
other. “I don’t know these
Balkan monies.”

“A lev is a franc, roughly,”
explained Benjamin patiently.

“Twenty million francs!
Where are we going to get
twenty million francs?” demand-
ed Mr. Steclson disgustedly.

“Therc may be oil on it: a lot
of people think there is,” Ben-
jamin went on, sitting on the
edge of the bed, his hands in his
trousers pockets. “You can’t buy
land in that part of the country
just now under two pounds sterl-
ing a hectare.”

“Then what in hell are you
talking about?” asked the ex-
asperated Steelson. “"We've got

under eighty thousand francs at
the Foncier.”

Mr. Benjamin Thannett re-
sumed his pacing.

“I have no sympathy with
Germans,” he said, with seem-
ing inconsequence; “‘it will be
one regret of my life, Steelson,
that I was detained in the Argen-
tine by that Cattle Syndicate of
mine during the war. I'd have
given anything to have been in
the Hindenburg line, or in the
Argonne, Steelson—"'

“Oh, shut up,” snarled his
partner. “What's Germany got
to do with it?”

“And I'm a democrat at heart,
Steelson—you know that? I hate
these  hereditary  institutions.
They're tyrannies, Steel. They
crush the masses into—into pulp,
and batten—that’'s the word—
batten on the likes of me and
you. Do you agree?”

But Mr. Steelson was speech-
less. He could only stare, and
Benjamin, who had drama in his
system, beamed delightedly at
the sensation he had created.
Now he produced his climax.

Unlocking the bag that had
accompanied him on his travels,
he opened it, and after a search,
brought out a small red box, not
unlike a jewel case. Inside, re-
posing on a plush bed, was a big
irregular chunk of amber.

The fascinated Mr. Steelson
rose and examined the trophy.

“Amber,” he said wondering-
ly. “What is that inside?”
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SAINTS ON THE SIDEWALK 69

mula of absolution, then he took
a book from his breast-pocket
and a small phial of oil and be-
gan to administer the last rites.
Carlo Malinconico, gangster and
drug runner was legally dead,
but his Church gave him the
benefit of the doubt and offered
him the last mercies, long after
the legal presumption that he
was beyond them.

The two ofhcials stood awk-
wardly with bowed heads until
the drab little ceremony was
over. The friar put away his book
and his phial, took off his stole
and folded it carefully. His old
eyes were somber. Lieutenant
Carrese questioned him:

“He said, 'There are saints on
the street.” What did it mean,
Padre?”

The friar shrugged unhappily.

“Who knows except God?
Sometimes it happens that evil
men are granted at the end a
vision of goodness and the grace
of repentance.”

“Do you believe that, Padre?”

“I hope it,” said the friar,
flatly. He looked down at the
dead man, then turned towards
the door. “He belongs to you,
now, gentlemen. I have done as
much as I can for him.”

He pulled the cowl of his
habit up over his head and walk-
ed to the door. Carrese and Pel-
letri looked at each other.

“Well,” said Mike Pelletri,
“what do you think?”

“I need a cigarette,” said
Giorgio Carrese.

The Treasury man broke open
a fresh packet. They lit up and
smoked a few moments in si-
lence. Then Carrese spoke again:

“A man like this dies the way
he has lived. He had made a deal
with us, remember? He would
give us information on the ex-
port routes for heroin, in return
for immunity and protection. He
was doing it for vengeance—
because someone stole his girl.”

“So . .. ?” Pelletri blew
smoke-rings in the musty air.

“So . ..” said Carrese, quictly,
“his last thought is not of God
or repentance but of vengeance.
His last words, too.”

“There are saints on
street.”

“More exactly, it means ‘there
are saints on the sidewalk.’”
Giorgio Carrese was a polyglot
and proud of his subtle under-
standing of tongues.

Pelletri shrugged. He had
come a Jong way in the hope
that this operation with the
Guardia di Finanza would seal
finally the outlet through which
processed heroin was shipped to
the United States. Ten minutes
with Carlo Malinconico would
have given him all he needed.
But Carlo Malinconico was dead
and his only legacy was a mean-
ingless Italian tag. Which didn't
help at all.

“It might help,” said Carrese,

the
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of
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by ... William C. Gault

What was the only way in which
this woman—who was the per-
sonification of ageless evil—

could be stopped for good?

] WAs at the trial. T was a
witness for the state. I gave all
I knew, and tried to follow the
rest, as well as I could. I could
follow everything but the psy-
chiatrist. He explained Carl in
the terms of his trade, and I fol-
lowed hazily, once he got wound
up. One word stood out in my
memory. He said the rug was a
form of fetish, that Carl was a
fetishist.

Webster didn’t do me much
good with the word, when I got
home. It explained fetish as a
charm, an object supposed to
possess magical powers in cut-
ing disease, preventing harm,
and so forth. The psychiatrist
hadn't meant that. Another
meaning was given—"fixation
of interest on a part of the body,
as a foot.”

That wasn’t what he meant, I
was sure. I went down to the
library, and looked it up in a
book on psychiatry, and that
brought me closer to the truth.
I read:

—an individual who obtains
pleasure and excitement from
touching or viewing some bit

Some years ago William Campbell Ganult was awarded an “Edgar” by the
Mystery Writers of America for his brilliant first novel, DON'T CRY FOR ME.
Since then be has become widely acclaimed for his bhaunting portrayals,
in stories and novels, of those for whom violence is the solution,
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BLOOD OF THE INNOCENT

ated disintegration through
the normal, human aging
process will continue as be-
fore, the ravages of years will
occur in a single week, a sight
not . . ..

I was interrupted by a pound-
ing that shook the frail house, 2
hammering that seemed to come
from directly beneath me. I slip-
ped into my shoes, and went out
into the living room.

The pounding was coming
from the cellar, and I went into
the kitchen, searching for the
cellar entrance.

I found it, walked down two
steps, and called, “Carl—?"

No answer.

I walked down three more
steps, and the entire cellar was
in view. Frail though the house
was, this was a sturdy founda-
tion, of brick, with hand-hewn

ak joists and beams.

With a machinist’s ball peen
hammer, Carl was pounding a
huge eye bolt through a hole in
one of the heavy pillars support-
ing the main bcam.

He saw me, then, and stopped
his work. He made no effort to
explain, but asked, “Hungry?
I'll be up in a minute.”

There was a brace and bit on
the earth floor ncar him. The
Kis Khilim was folded across a
saw horse nearby.

“What are you doing, Carl?”
I asked.

“I'll be up in a minute,” he
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said. "I just want to bolt this
through the pillar.” He was
frowning. “The less you know,
the better, Marty. I'll be up in a
minute.”

I went back up the steps. In
the kitchen, I put some water
on the stove, for coffee, and
went back into the study, to
dress. Carl came up before I'd
finished dressing.

He put the book away, and
sat in the big chair.

“You know a lot more than I
do, Carl,” I said, “but I'm not
completely stupid, you know.
You've let your temper get the
upper hand in this business.”

He shook his head solemnly.
“No, I haven’t, Marty. I know
what I'm doing.” He sighed.
“Evil and age, they seem to go
together, don’t they? Evil and
age—

He wasn’t looking at me, nor
talking to me, now. His eyes
held a light I'd never seen there
before, a brilliance that is asso-
ciated, in my limited knowledge,
with insanity.

He said nothing
through breakfast.

But before I left, he said,
“Would you take that Kirman
along, and try and scll it for
me? I need the money. I'm quit-
ting my job.”

“It's the kind of a rug that
needs time for a proper sale,” 1
said. “You can lose money on a
desperation sale of a piece like
that.”

to me


















MATINEE FOR MURDER

Brownie walked out, he paused
by their booth for an iastant;
Kitty flashed the smile again.

It wouldn’t be the first man,
Harvey had thought wearily.
And it wouldn’t do any good to
try to stop her. He knew too
well what that would mean—the
angry words, the bitter accusa-
tions and denials, the lies. Then
Kitty would lose her temper and
start grinding him down about
the dirty second-story flat they
lived in, about his cheap little
job with its cheap little salary,
and Harvey would feel the sick
knot growing and growing in
the pit of his stomach—

Somectimes a lover's quarrel
is good—sharp and clean and
nice to make up after. But these
were bad quarrels, with ugly
scars and cruel bruises left be-
hind. And there wasn’t any
making up, with Kitty.

They'd stopped making up
years ago.

Down below he could hear the
shouts and Joud laughter as the
late afternoon crowd gathered
in the bar. It was one of the
things Kitty hated the worst.
“Living over a dirty saloon!” she
had flared at him bitterly the
night before. "Can’t you smell
it? Stale beer! And every night
the noise, and the drunks to step
over on the stairs. Why do we
have to live in a dump like this?
Why can’t we get a decent
place?”
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He bad tried to reason with
her. “Honey, you know we can’t
afford more rent money right
now. I don’t like it any more
than you do.”

“Then why don’t you do
something about it?” she snap-
ped. Her large green eyes turned
emerald when she was angry,
and little sullen lines appeared
around her full mouth. “You sit
there in a grubby little office
and scribble numbers, and then
expect somebody to come pat
you on the back or something.
Five years you've been with Con-
way—five years—with one lousy
little ten-dollar raise.”  She
flounced down on the couch,
pulled her dress down tight
over the smooth curve of her
leg. “You know what you are?
You're a nothing. A big, fat
zero. No kick, no ideas, no im-
agination. Once a week we trot
down to the corner to see the
new movie, and have watered-
down spaghetti at Luigi's, and
this is your idea of a night on
the town. Fly specks on the table
and grease on the forks. Big
deal!”

“It's not going to go on like
this forever.”

Kitty's lips curled. “No? Why
not? You're never going to do
anything about it. You don't
even have guts enough to ask
Conway for a raise.”

“It just hasn’t been the right
time,” Harvey said. “But I'll do
it. I promise you I will.”


















